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				I

				Lottery Ticket No. 514

			
			On the eighth day of last De­cem­ber, Mon. Ger­bois, pro­fes­sor of math­e­mat­ics at the Col­lege of Ver­sailles, while rum­mag­ing in an old cu­rios­i­ty-shop, un­earthed a small ma­hogany writ­ing-desk which pleased him very much on ac­count of the mul­ti­plic­i­ty of its draw­ers.

			“Just the thing for Suzanne’s birth­day present,” thought he. And as he al­ways tried to fur­nish some sim­ple plea­sures for his daugh­ter, con­sis­tent with his mod­est in­come, he en­quired the price, and, af­ter some keen bar­gain­ing, pur­chased it for six­ty-five francs. As he was giv­ing his ad­dress to the shop­keep­er, a young man, dressed with el­e­gance and taste, who had been ex­plor­ing the stock of an­tiques, caught sight of the writ­ing-desk, and im­me­di­ate­ly en­quired its price.

			“It is sold,” replied the shop­keep­er.

			“Ah! to this gen­tle­man, I pre­sume?”

			Mon­sieur Ger­bois bowed, and left the store, quite proud to be the pos­ses­sor of an ar­ti­cle which had at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of a gen­tle­man of qual­i­ty. But he had not tak­en a dozen steps in the street, when he was over­tak­en by the young man who, hat in hand and in a tone of per­fect cour­tesy, thus ad­dressed him:

			“I beg your par­don, mon­sieur; I am go­ing to ask you a ques­tion that you may deem im­per­ti­nent. It is this: Did you have any spe­cial ob­ject in view when you bought that writ­ing-desk?”

			“No, I came across it by chance and it struck my fan­cy.”

			“But you do not care for it par­tic­u­lar­ly?”

			“Oh! I shall keep it—that is all.”

			“Be­cause it is an an­tique, per­haps?”

			“No; be­cause it is con­ve­nient,” de­clared Mon. Ger­bois.

			“In that case, you would con­sent to ex­change it for an­oth­er desk that would be quite as con­ve­nient and in bet­ter con­di­tion?”

			“Oh! this one is in good con­di­tion, and I see no ob­ject in mak­ing an ex­change.”

			“But—”

			Mon. Ger­bois is a man of ir­ri­ta­ble dis­po­si­tion and hasty tem­per. So he replied, testi­ly:

			“I beg of you, mon­sieur, do not in­sist.”

			But the young man firm­ly held his ground.

			“I don’t know how much you paid for it, mon­sieur, but I of­fer you dou­ble.”

			“No.”

			“Three times the amount.”

			“Oh! that will do,” ex­claimed the pro­fes­sor, im­pa­tient­ly; “I don’t wish to sell it.”

			The young man stared at him for a mo­ment in a man­ner that Mon. Ger­bois would not read­i­ly for­get, then turned and walked rapid­ly away.

			An hour lat­er, the desk was de­liv­ered at the pro­fes­sor’s house on the Vi­roflay road. He called his daugh­ter, and said:

			“Here is some­thing for you, Suzanne, pro­vid­ed you like it.”

			Suzanne was a pret­ty girl, with a gay and af­fec­tion­ate na­ture. She threw her arms around her fa­ther’s neck and kissed him rap­tur­ous­ly. To her, the desk had all the sem­blance of a roy­al gift. That evening, as­sist­ed by Hort­ense, the ser­vant, she placed the desk in her room; then she dust­ed it, cleaned the draw­ers and pi­geon­holes, and care­ful­ly ar­ranged with­in it her pa­pers, writ­ing ma­te­ri­al, cor­re­spon­dence, a col­lec­tion of post­cards, and some sou­venirs of her cousin Philippe that she kept in se­cret.

			Next morn­ing, at half past sev­en, Mon. Ger­bois went to the col­lege. At ten o’clock, in pur­suance of her usu­al cus­tom, Suzanne went to meet him, and it was a great plea­sure for him to see her slen­der fig­ure and child­ish smile wait­ing for him at the col­lege gate. They re­turned home to­geth­er.

			“And your writ­ing desk—how is it this morn­ing?”

			“Mar­vel­lous! Hort­ense and I have pol­ished the brass mount­ings un­til they look like gold.”

			“So you are pleased with it?”

			“Pleased with it! Why, I don’t see how I man­aged to get on with­out it for such a long time.”

			As they were walk­ing up the path­way to the house, Mon. Ger­bois said:

			“Shall we go and take a look at it be­fore break­fast?”

			“Oh! yes, that’s a splen­did idea!”

			She as­cend­ed the stairs ahead of her fa­ther, but, on ar­riv­ing at the door of her room, she ut­tered a cry of sur­prise and dis­may.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” stam­mered Mon. Ger­bois.

			“The writ­ing-desk is gone!”

			

			When the po­lice were called in, they were as­ton­ished at the ad­mirable sim­plic­i­ty of the means em­ployed by the thief. Dur­ing Suzanne’s ab­sence, the ser­vant had gone to mar­ket, and while the house was thus left un­guard­ed, a dray­man, wear­ing a badge—some of the neigh­bors saw it—stopped his cart in front of the house and rang twice. Not know­ing that Hort­ense was ab­sent, the neigh­bors were not sus­pi­cious; con­se­quent­ly, the man car­ried on his work in peace and tran­quil­i­ty.

			Apart from the desk, not a thing in the house had been dis­turbed. Even Suzanne’s purse, which she had left up­on the writ­ing-desk, was found up­on an ad­ja­cent ta­ble with its con­tents un­touched. It was ob­vi­ous that the thief had come with a set pur­pose, which ren­dered the crime even more mys­te­ri­ous; be­cause, why did he as­sume so great a risk for such a tri­fling ob­ject?

			The on­ly clue the pro­fes­sor could fur­nish was the strange in­ci­dent of the pre­ced­ing evening. He de­clared:

			“The young man was great­ly pro­voked at my re­fusal, and I had an idea that he threat­ened me as he went away.”

			But the clue was a vague one. The shop­keep­er could not throw any light on the af­fair. He did not know ei­ther of the gen­tle­men. As to the desk it­self, he had pur­chased it for forty francs at an ex­ecu­tor’s sale at Chevreuse, and be­lieved he had resold it at its fair val­ue. The po­lice in­ves­ti­ga­tion dis­closed noth­ing more.

			But Mon. Ger­bois en­ter­tained the idea that he had suf­fered an enor­mous loss. There must have been a for­tune con­cealed in a se­cret draw­er, and that was the rea­son the young man had re­sort­ed to crime.

			“My poor fa­ther, what would we have done with that for­tune?” asked Suzanne.

			“My child! with such a for­tune, you could make a most ad­van­ta­geous mar­riage.”

			Suzanne sighed bit­ter­ly. Her as­pi­ra­tions soared no high­er than her cousin Philippe, who was in­deed a most de­plorable ob­ject. And life, in the lit­tle house at Ver­sailles, was not so hap­py and con­tent­ed as of yore.

			Two months passed away. Then came a suc­ces­sion of star­tling events, a strange blend­ing of good luck and dire mis­for­tune!

			On the first day of Feb­ru­ary, at half-past five, Mon. Ger­bois en­tered the house, car­ry­ing an evening pa­per, took a seat, put on his spec­ta­cles, and com­menced to read. As pol­i­tics did not in­ter­est him, he turned to the in­side of the pa­per. Im­me­di­ate­ly his at­ten­tion was at­tract­ed by an ar­ti­cle en­ti­tled:

			
				“Third Draw­ing of the Press As­so­ci­a­tion Lot­tery.

				“No. 514, se­ries 23, draws a mil­lion.”

			

			The news­pa­per slipped from his fin­gers. The walls swam be­fore his eyes, and his heart ceased to beat. He held No. 514, se­ries 23. He had pur­chased it from a friend, to oblige him, with­out any thought of suc­cess, and be­hold, it was the lucky num­ber!

			Quick­ly, he took out his mem­o­ran­dum-book. Yes, he was quite right. The No. 514, se­ries 23, was writ­ten there, on the in­side of the cov­er. But the tick­et?

			He rushed to his desk to find the en­ve­lope-box in which he had placed the pre­cious tick­et; but the box was not there, and it sud­den­ly oc­curred to him that it had not been there for sev­er­al weeks. He heard foot­steps on the grav­el walk lead­ing from the street.

			He called:

			“Suzanne! Suzanne!”

			She was re­turn­ing from a walk. She en­tered hasti­ly. He stam­mered, in a chok­ing voice:

			“Suzanne … the box … the box of en­velopes?”

			“What box?”

			“The one I bought at the Lou­vre … one Sat­ur­day … it was at the end of that ta­ble.”

			“Don’t you re­mem­ber, fa­ther, we put all those things away to­geth­er.”

			“When?”

			“The evening … you know … the same evening. …”

			“But where? … Tell me, quick! … Where?”

			“Where? Why, in the writ­ing-desk.”

			“In the writ­ing-desk that was stolen?”

			“Yes.”

			“Oh, mon Dieu! … In the stolen desk!”

			He ut­tered the last sen­tence in a low voice, in a sort of stu­por. Then he seized her hand, and in a still low­er voice, he said:

			“It con­tained a mil­lion, my child.”

			“Ah! fa­ther, why didn’t you tell me?” she mur­mured, naive­ly.

			“A mil­lion!” he re­peat­ed. “It con­tained the tick­et that drew the grand prize in the Press Lot­tery.”

			The colos­sal pro­por­tions of the dis­as­ter over­whelmed them, and for a long time they main­tained a si­lence that they feared to break. At last, Suzanne said:

			“But, fa­ther, they will pay you just the same.”

			“How? On what proof?”

			“Must you have proof?”

			“Of course.”

			“And you haven’t any?”

			“It was in the box.”

			“In the box that has dis­ap­peared.”

			“Yes; and now the thief will get the mon­ey.”

			“Oh! that would be ter­ri­ble, fa­ther. You must pre­vent it.”

			For a mo­ment he was silent; then, in an out­burst of en­er­gy, he leaped up, stamped on the floor, and ex­claimed:

			“No, no, he shall not have that mil­lion; he shall not have it! Why should he have it? Ah! clever as he is, he can do noth­ing. If he goes to claim the mon­ey, they will ar­rest him. Ah! now, we will see, my fine fel­low!”

			“What will you do, fa­ther?”

			“De­fend our just rights, what­ev­er hap­pens! And we will suc­ceed. The mil­lion francs be­long to me, and I in­tend to have them.”

			A few min­utes lat­er, he sent this tele­gram:

			
				
					“Gov­er­nor Crédit Fonci­er

					“rue Ca­pucines, Paris.

				

				“Am hold­er of No. 514, se­ries 23. Op­pose by all le­gal means any oth­er claimant.

				“Ger­bois.”

			

			Al­most at the same mo­ment, the Crédit Fonci­er re­ceived the fol­low­ing tele­gram:

			
				“No. 514, se­ries 23, is in my pos­ses­sion.

				“Ar­sène Lupin.”

			

			

			Ev­ery time I un­der­take to re­late one of the many ex­tra­or­di­nary ad­ven­tures that mark the life of Ar­sène Lupin, I ex­pe­ri­ence a feel­ing of em­bar­rass­ment, as it seems to me that the most com­mon­place of those ad­ven­tures is al­ready well known to my read­ers. In fact, there is not a move­ment of our “na­tion­al thief,” as he has been so apt­ly de­scribed, that has not been giv­en the widest pub­lic­i­ty, not an ex­ploit that has not been stud­ied in all its phas­es, not an ac­tion that has not been dis­cussed with that par­tic­u­lar­i­ty usu­al­ly re­served for the recital of hero­ic deeds.

			For in­stance, who does not know the strange his­to­ry of “The Blonde La­dy,” with those cu­ri­ous episodes which were pro­claimed by the news­pa­pers with heavy black head­lines, as fol­lows: “Lot­tery Tick­et No. 514!” … “The Crime on the Av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin!” … “The Blue Di­a­mond!” … The in­ter­est cre­at­ed by the in­ter­ven­tion of the cel­e­brat­ed Eng­lish de­tec­tive, Her­lock Sholmes! The ex­cite­ment aroused by the var­i­ous vi­cis­si­tudes which marked the strug­gle be­tween those fa­mous artists! And what a com­mo­tion on the boule­vards, the day on which the news­boys an­nounced: “Ar­rest of Ar­sène Lupin!”

			My ex­cuse for re­peat­ing these sto­ries at this time is the fact that I pro­duce the key to the enig­ma. Those ad­ven­tures have al­ways been en­veloped in a cer­tain de­gree of ob­scu­ri­ty, which I now re­move. I re­pro­duce old news­pa­per ar­ti­cles, I re­late old-time in­ter­views, I present an­cient let­ters; but I have ar­ranged and clas­si­fied all that ma­te­ri­al and re­duced it to the ex­act truth. My col­lab­o­ra­tors in this work have been Ar­sène Lupin him­self, and al­so the in­ef­fa­ble Wil­son, the friend and con­fi­dant of Her­lock Sholmes.

			Ev­ery­one will re­call the tremen­dous burst of laugh­ter which greet­ed the pub­li­ca­tion of those two tele­grams. The name “Ar­sène Lupin” was in it­self a stim­u­lus to cu­rios­i­ty, a prom­ise of amuse­ment for the gallery. And, in this case, the gallery means the en­tire world.

			An in­ves­ti­ga­tion was im­me­di­ate­ly com­menced by the Crédit Fonci­er, which es­tab­lished these facts: That tick­et No. 514, se­ries 23, had been sold by the Ver­sailles branch of­fice of the Lot­tery to an ar­tillery of­fi­cer named Bessy, who was af­ter­ward killed by a fall from his horse. Some time be­fore his death, he in­formed some of his com­rades that he had trans­ferred his tick­et to a friend.

			“And I am that friend,” af­firmed Mon. Ger­bois.

			“Prove it,” replied the gov­er­nor of the Crédit Fonci­er.

			“Of course I can prove it. Twen­ty peo­ple can tell you that I was an in­ti­mate friend of Mon­sieur Bessy, and that we fre­quent­ly met at the Café de la Place-d’Armes. It was there, one day, I pur­chased the tick­et from him for twen­ty francs—sim­ply as an ac­com­mo­da­tion to him.”

			“Have you any wit­ness­es to that trans­ac­tion?”

			“No.”

			“Well, how do you ex­pect to prove it?”

			“By a let­ter he wrote to me.”

			“What let­ter?”

			“A let­ter that was pinned to the tick­et.”

			“Pro­duce it.”

			“It was stolen at the same time as the tick­et.”

			“Well, you must find it.”

			It was soon learned that Ar­sène Lupin had the let­ter. A short para­graph ap­peared in the Echo de France—which has the hon­or to be his of­fi­cial or­gan, and of which, it is said, he is one of the prin­ci­pal share­hold­ers—the para­graph an­nounced that Ar­sène Lupin had placed in the hands of Mon­sieur Deti­nan, his ad­vo­cate and le­gal ad­vis­er, the let­ter that Mon­sieur Bessy had writ­ten to him—to him per­son­al­ly.

			This an­nounce­ment pro­voked an out­burst of laugh­ter. Ar­sène Lupin had en­gaged a lawyer! Ar­sène Lupin, con­form­ing to the rules and cus­toms of mod­ern so­ci­ety, had ap­point­ed a le­gal rep­re­sen­ta­tive in the per­son of a well-known mem­ber of the Parisian bar!

			Mon. Deti­nan had nev­er en­joyed the plea­sure of meet­ing Ar­sène Lupin—a fact he deeply re­gret­ted—but he had ac­tu­al­ly been re­tained by that mys­te­ri­ous gen­tle­man and felt great­ly hon­ored by the choice. He was pre­pared to de­fend the in­ter­ests of his client to the best of his abil­i­ty. He was pleased, even proud, to ex­hib­it the let­ter of Mon. Bessy, but, al­though it proved the trans­fer of the tick­et, it did not men­tion the name of the pur­chas­er. It was sim­ply ad­dressed to “My Dear Friend.”

			“My Dear Friend! that is I,” added Ar­sène Lupin, in a note at­tached to Mon. Bessy’s let­ter. “And the best proof of that fact is that I hold the let­ter.”

			The swarm of re­porters im­me­di­ate­ly rushed to see Mon. Ger­bois, who could on­ly re­peat:

			“My Dear Friend! that is I. … Ar­sène Lupin stole the let­ter with the lot­tery tick­et.”

			“Let him prove it!” re­tort­ed Lupin to the re­porters.

			“He must have done it, be­cause he stole the writ­ing-desk!” ex­claimed Mon. Ger­bois be­fore the same re­porters.

			“Let him prove it!” replied Lupin.

			Such was the en­ter­tain­ing com­e­dy en­act­ed by the two claimants of tick­et No. 514; and the calm de­meanor of Ar­sène Lupin con­trast­ed strange­ly with the ner­vous per­tur­ba­tion of poor Mon. Ger­bois. The news­pa­pers were filled with the lamen­ta­tions of that un­hap­py man. He an­nounced his mis­for­tune with pa­thet­ic can­dor.

			“Un­der­stand, gen­tle­men, it was Suzanne’s dowry that the ras­cal stole! Per­son­al­ly, I don’t care a straw for it, … but for Suzanne! Just think of it, a whole mil­lion! Ten times one hun­dred thou­sand francs! Ah! I knew very well that the desk con­tained a trea­sure!”

			It was in vain to tell him that his ad­ver­sary, when steal­ing the desk, was un­aware that the lot­tery tick­et was in it, and that, in any event, he could not fore­see that the tick­et would draw the grand prize. He would re­ply;

			“Non­sense! of course, he knew it … else why would he take the trou­ble to steal a poor, mis­er­able desk?”

			“For some un­known rea­son; but cer­tain­ly not for a small scrap of pa­per which was then worth on­ly twen­ty francs.”

			“A mil­lion francs! He knew it; … he knows ev­ery­thing! Ah! you do not know him—the scoundrel! … He hasn’t robbed you of a mil­lion francs!”

			The con­tro­ver­sy would have last­ed for a much longer time, but, on the twelfth day, Mon. Ger­bois re­ceived from Ar­sène Lupin a let­ter, marked “con­fi­den­tial,” which read as fol­lows:

			
				“Mon­sieur, the gallery is be­ing amused at our ex­pense. Do you not think it is time for us to be se­ri­ous? The sit­u­a­tion is this: I pos­sess a tick­et to which I have no le­gal right, and you have the le­gal right to a tick­et you do not pos­sess. Nei­ther of us can do any­thing. You will not re­lin­quish your rights to me; I will not de­liv­er the tick­et to you. Now, what is to be done?

				“I see on­ly one way out of the dif­fi­cul­ty: Let us di­vide the spoils. A half-mil­lion for you; a half-mil­lion for me. Is not that a fair di­vi­sion? In my opin­ion, it is an eq­ui­table so­lu­tion, and an im­me­di­ate one. I will give you three days’ time to con­sid­er the propo­si­tion. On Thurs­day morn­ing I shall ex­pect to read in the per­son­al col­umn of the Echo de France a dis­creet mes­sage ad­dressed to M. Ars. Lup., ex­press­ing in veiled terms your con­sent to my of­fer. By so do­ing you will re­cov­er im­me­di­ate pos­ses­sion of the tick­et; then you can col­lect the mon­ey and send me half a mil­lion in a man­ner that I will de­scribe to you lat­er.

				“In case of your re­fusal, I shall re­sort to oth­er mea­sures to ac­com­plish the same re­sult. But, apart from the very se­ri­ous an­noy­ances that such ob­sti­na­cy on your part will cause you, it will cost you twen­ty-five thou­sand francs for sup­ple­men­tary ex­pens­es.

				“Be­lieve me, mon­sieur, I re­main your de­vot­ed ser­vant, Ar­sène Lupin.”

			

			In a fit of ex­as­per­a­tion Mon. Ger­bois com­mit­ted the grave mis­take of show­ing that let­ter and al­low­ing a copy of it to be tak­en. His in­dig­na­tion over­came his dis­cre­tion.

			“Noth­ing! He shall have noth­ing!” he ex­claimed, be­fore a crowd of re­porters. “To di­vide my prop­er­ty with him? Nev­er! Let him tear up the tick­et if he wish­es!”

			“Yet five hun­dred thou­sand francs is bet­ter than noth­ing.”

			“That is not the ques­tion. It is a ques­tion of my just right, and that right I will es­tab­lish be­fore the courts.”

			“What! at­tack Ar­sène Lupin? That would be amus­ing.”

			“No; but the Crédit Fonci­er. They must pay me the mil­lion francs.”

			“With­out pro­duc­ing the tick­et, or, at least, with­out prov­ing that you bought it?”

			“That proof ex­ists, since Ar­sène Lupin ad­mits that he stole the writ­ing-desk.”

			“But would the word of Ar­sène Lupin car­ry any weight with the court?”

			“No mat­ter; I will fight it out.”

			The gallery shout­ed with glee; and wa­gers were freely made up­on the re­sult with the odds in fa­vor of Lupin. On the fol­low­ing Thurs­day the per­son­al col­umn in the Echo de France was ea­ger­ly pe­rused by the ex­pec­tant pub­lic, but it con­tained noth­ing ad­dressed to M. Ars. Lup. Mon. Ger­bois had not replied to Ar­sène Lupin’s let­ter. That was the dec­la­ra­tion of war.

			That evening the news­pa­pers an­nounced the ab­duc­tion of Mlle. Suzanne Ger­bois.

			

			The most en­ter­tain­ing fea­ture in what might be called the Ar­sène Lupin dra­mas is the com­ic at­ti­tude dis­played by the Parisian po­lice. Ar­sène Lupin talks, plans, writes, com­mands, threat­ens and ex­e­cutes as if the po­lice did not ex­ist. They nev­er fig­ure in his cal­cu­la­tions.

			And yet the po­lice do their ut­most. But what can they do against such a foe—a foe that scorns and ig­nores them?

			Suzanne had left the house at twen­ty min­utes to ten; such was the tes­ti­mo­ny of the ser­vant. On leav­ing the col­lege, at five min­utes past ten, her fa­ther did not find her at the place she was ac­cus­tomed to wait for him. Con­se­quent­ly, what­ev­er had hap­pened must have oc­curred dur­ing the course of Suzanne’s walk from the house to the col­lege. Two neigh­bors had met her about three hun­dred yards from the house. A la­dy had seen, on the av­enue, a young girl cor­re­spond­ing to Suzanne’s de­scrip­tion. No one else had seen her.

			In­quiries were made in all di­rec­tions; the em­ploy­ees of the rail­ways and street­car lines were ques­tioned, but none of them had seen any­thing of the miss­ing girl. How­ev­er, at Ville-d’Avray, they found a shop­keep­er who had fur­nished gaso­line to an au­to­mo­bile that had come from Paris on the day of the ab­duc­tion. It was oc­cu­pied by a blonde wom­an—ex­treme­ly blonde, said the wit­ness. An hour lat­er, the au­to­mo­bile again passed through Ville-d’Avray on its way from Ver­sailles to Paris. The shop­keep­er de­clared that the au­to­mo­bile now con­tained a sec­ond wom­an who was heav­i­ly veiled. No doubt, it was Suzanne Ger­bois.

			The ab­duc­tion must have tak­en place in broad day­light, on a fre­quent­ed street, in the very heart of the town. How? And at what spot? Not a cry was heard; not a sus­pi­cious ac­tion had been seen. The shop­keep­er de­scribed the au­to­mo­bile as a roy­al-blue limou­sine of twen­ty-four horse­pow­er made by the firm of Peu­geon & Co. In­quiries were then made at the Grand-Garage, man­aged by Madame Bob-Walthour, who made a spe­cial­ty of ab­duc­tions by au­to­mo­bile. It was learned that she had rent­ed a Peu­geon limou­sine on that day to a blonde wom­an whom she had nev­er seen be­fore nor since.

			“Who was the chauf­feur?”

			“A young man named Ernest, whom I had en­gaged on­ly the day be­fore. He came well rec­om­mend­ed.”

			“Is he here now?”

			“No. He brought back the ma­chine, but I haven’t seen him since,” said Madame Bob-Walthour.

			“Do you know where we can find him?”

			“You might see the peo­ple who rec­om­mend­ed him to me. Here are the names.”

			Up­on in­quiry, it was learned that none of these peo­ple knew the man called Ernest. The rec­om­men­da­tions were forged.

			Such was the fate of ev­ery clue fol­lowed by the po­lice. It end­ed nowhere. The mys­tery re­mained un­solved.

			Mon. Ger­bois had not the strength or courage to wage such an un­equal bat­tle. The dis­ap­pear­ance of his daugh­ter crushed him; he ca­pit­u­lat­ed to the en­e­my. A short an­nounce­ment in the Echo de France pro­claimed his un­con­di­tion­al sur­ren­der.

			Two days lat­er, Mon. Ger­bois vis­it­ed the of­fice of the Crédit Fonci­er and hand­ed lot­tery tick­et num­ber 514, se­ries 23, to the gov­er­nor, who ex­claimed, with sur­prise:

			“Ah! you have it! He has re­turned it to you!”

			“It was mis­laid. That was all,” replied Mon. Ger­bois.

			“But you pre­tend­ed that it had been stolen.”

			“At first, I thought it had … but here it is.”

			“We will re­quire some ev­i­dence to es­tab­lish your right to the tick­et.”

			“Will the let­ter of the pur­chas­er, Mon­sieur Bessy, be suf­fi­cient!”

			“Yes, that will do.”

			“Here it is,” said Mon. Ger­bois, pro­duc­ing the let­ter.

			“Very well. Leave these pa­pers with us. The rules of the lot­tery al­low us fif­teen days’ time to in­ves­ti­gate your claim. I will let you know when to call for your mon­ey. I pre­sume you de­sire, as much as I do, that this af­fair should be closed with­out fur­ther pub­lic­i­ty.”

			“Quite so.”

			Mon. Ger­bois and the gov­er­nor hence­forth main­tained a dis­creet si­lence. But the se­cret was re­vealed in some way, for it was soon com­mon­ly known that Ar­sène Lupin had re­turned the lot­tery tick­et to Mon. Ger­bois. The pub­lic re­ceived the news with as­ton­ish­ment and ad­mi­ra­tion. Cer­tain­ly, he was a bold gamester who thus threw up­on the ta­ble a trump card of such im­por­tance as the pre­cious tick­et. But, it was true, he still re­tained a trump card of equal im­por­tance. How­ev­er, if the young girl should es­cape? If the hostage held by Ar­sène Lupin should be res­cued?

			The po­lice thought they had dis­cov­ered the weak spot of the en­e­my, and now re­dou­bled their ef­forts. Ar­sène Lupin dis­armed by his own act, crushed by the wheels of his own machi­na­tion, de­prived of ev­ery sou of the cov­et­ed mil­lion … pub­lic in­ter­est now cen­tered in the camp of his ad­ver­sary.

			But it was nec­es­sary to find Suzanne. And they did not find her, nor did she es­cape. Con­se­quent­ly, it must be ad­mit­ted, Ar­sène Lupin had won the first hand. But the game was not yet de­cid­ed. The most dif­fi­cult point re­mained. Mlle. Ger­bois is in his pos­ses­sion, and he will hold her un­til he re­ceives five hun­dred thou­sand francs. But how and where will such an ex­change be made? For that pur­pose, a meet­ing must be ar­ranged, and then what will pre­vent Mon. Ger­bois from warn­ing the po­lice and, in that way, ef­fect­ing the res­cue of his daugh­ter and, at the same time, keep­ing his mon­ey? The pro­fes­sor was in­ter­viewed, but he was ex­treme­ly ret­i­cent. His an­swer was:

			“I have noth­ing to say.”

			“And Mlle. Ger­bois?”

			“The search is be­ing con­tin­ued.”

			“But Ar­sène Lupin has writ­ten to you?”

			“No.”

			“Do you swear to that?”

			“No.”

			“Then it is true. What are his in­struc­tions?”

			“I have noth­ing to say.”

			Then the in­ter­view­ers at­tacked Mon. Deti­nan, and found him equal­ly dis­creet.

			“Mon­sieur Lupin is my client, and I can­not dis­cuss his af­fairs,” he replied, with an af­fect­ed air of grav­i­ty.

			These mys­ter­ies served to ir­ri­tate the gallery. Ob­vi­ous­ly, some se­cret ne­go­ti­a­tions were in progress. Ar­sène Lupin had ar­ranged and tight­ened the mesh­es of his net, while the po­lice main­tained a close watch, day and night, over Mon. Ger­bois. And the three and on­ly pos­si­ble dé­noue­ments—the ar­rest, the tri­umph, or the ridicu­lous and piti­ful abor­tion—were freely dis­cussed; but the cu­rios­i­ty of the pub­lic was on­ly par­tial­ly sat­is­fied, and it was re­served for these pages to re­veal the ex­act truth of the af­fair.

			

			On Mon­day, March 12th, Mon. Ger­bois re­ceived a no­tice from the Crédit Fonci­er. On Wednes­day, he took the one o’clock train for Paris. At two o’clock, a thou­sand ban­knotes of one thou­sand francs each were de­liv­ered to him. Whilst he was count­ing them, one by one, in a state of ner­vous ag­i­ta­tion—that mon­ey, which rep­re­sent­ed Suzanne’s ran­som—a car­riage con­tain­ing two men stopped at the curb a short dis­tance from the bank. One of the men had grey hair and an un­usu­al­ly shrewd ex­pres­sion which formed a strik­ing con­trast to his shab­by make­up. It was De­tec­tive Gan­i­mard, the re­lent­less en­e­my of Ar­sène Lupin. Gan­i­mard said to his com­pan­ion, Folen­fant:

			“In five min­utes, we will see our clever friend Lupin. Is ev­ery­thing ready?”

			“Yes.”

			“How many men have we?”

			“Eight—two of them on bi­cy­cles.”

			“Enough, but not too many. On no ac­count, must Ger­bois es­cape us; if he does, it is all up. He will meet Lupin at the ap­point­ed place, give half a mil­lion in ex­change for the girl, and the game will be over.”

			“But why doesn’t Ger­bois work with us? That would be the bet­ter way, and he could keep all the mon­ey him­self.”

			“Yes, but he is afraid that if he de­ceives the oth­er, he will not get his daugh­ter.”

			“What oth­er?”

			“Lupin.”

			Gan­i­mard pro­nounced the word in a solemn tone, some­what timid­ly, as if he were speak­ing of some su­per­nat­u­ral crea­ture whose claws he al­ready felt.

			“It is very strange,” re­marked Folen­fant, ju­di­cious­ly, “that we are obliged to pro­tect this gen­tle­man con­trary to his own wish­es.”

			“Yes, but Lupin al­ways turns the world up­side down,” said Gan­i­mard, mourn­ful­ly.

			A mo­ment lat­er, Mon. Ger­bois ap­peared, and start­ed up the street. At the end of the rue des Ca­pucines, he turned in­to the boule­vards, walk­ing slow­ly, and stop­ping fre­quent­ly to gaze at the shop­win­dows.

			“Much too calm, too self-pos­sessed,” said Gan­i­mard. “A man with a mil­lion in his pock­et would not have that air of tran­quil­li­ty.”

			“What is he do­ing?”

			“Oh! noth­ing, ev­i­dent­ly. … But I have a sus­pi­cion that it is Lupin—yes, Lupin!”

			At that mo­ment, Mon. Ger­bois stopped at a news­stand, pur­chased a pa­per, un­fold­ed it and com­menced to read it as he walked slow­ly away. A mo­ment lat­er, he gave a sud­den bound in­to an au­to­mo­bile that was stand­ing at the curb. Ap­par­ent­ly, the ma­chine had been wait­ing for him, as it start­ed away rapid­ly, turned at the Madeleine and dis­ap­peared.

			“Nom de nom!” cried Gan­i­mard, “that’s one of his old tricks!”

			Gan­i­mard has­tened af­ter the au­to­mo­bile around the Madeleine. Then, he burst in­to laugh­ter. At the en­trance to the Boule­vard Malesherbes, the au­to­mo­bile had stopped and Mon. Ger­bois had alight­ed.

			“Quick, Folen­fant, the chauf­feur! It may be the man Ernest.”

			Folen­fant in­ter­viewed the chauf­feur. His name was Gas­ton; he was an em­ploy­ee of the au­to­mo­bile cab com­pa­ny; ten min­utes ago, a gen­tle­man had en­gaged him and told him to wait near the news­stand for an­oth­er gen­tle­man.

			“And the sec­ond man—what ad­dress did he give?” asked Folen­fant.

			“No ad­dress. ‘Boule­vard Malesherbes … av­enue de Mes­sine … dou­ble pour­boire.’ That is all.”

			But, dur­ing this time, Mon. Ger­bois had leaped in­to the first pass­ing car­riage.

			“To the Con­corde sta­tion, Met­ro­pol­i­tan,” he said to the driv­er.

			He left the un­der­ground at the Place du Palais-Roy­al, ran to an­oth­er car­riage and or­dered it to go to the Place de la Bourse. Then a sec­ond jour­ney by the un­der­ground to the Av­enue de Vil­liers, fol­lowed by a third car­riage drive to num­ber 25 rue Clapey­ron.

			Num­ber 25 rue Clapey­ron is sep­a­rat­ed from the Boule­vard des Batig­nolles by the house which oc­cu­pies the an­gle formed by the two streets. He as­cend­ed to the first floor and rang. A gen­tle­man opened the door.

			“Does Mon­sieur Deti­nan live here?”

			“Yes, that is my name. Are you Mon­sieur Ger­bois?”

			“Yes.”

			“I was ex­pect­ing you. Step in.”

			As Mon. Ger­bois en­tered the lawyer’s of­fice, the clock struck three. He said:

			“I am prompt to the minute. Is he here?”

			“Not yet.”

			Mon. Ger­bois took a seat, wiped his fore­head, looked at his watch as if he did not know the time, and in­quired, anx­ious­ly:

			“Will he come?”

			“Well, mon­sieur,” replied the lawyer, “that I do not know, but I am quite as anx­ious and im­pa­tient as you are to find out. If he comes, he will run a great risk, as this house has been close­ly watched for the last two weeks. They dis­trust me.”

			“They sus­pect me, too. I am not sure whether the de­tec­tives lost sight of me or not on my way here.”

			“But you were—”

			“It wouldn’t be my fault,” cried the pro­fes­sor, quick­ly. “You can­not re­proach me. I promised to obey his or­ders, and I fol­lowed them to the very let­ter. I drew the mon­ey at the time fixed by him, and I came here in the man­ner di­rect­ed by him. I have faith­ful­ly per­formed my part of the agree­ment—let him do his!”

			Af­ter a short si­lence, he asked, anx­ious­ly:

			“He will bring my daugh­ter, won’t he?”

			“I ex­pect so.”

			“But … you have seen him?”

			“I? No, not yet. He made the ap­point­ment by let­ter, say­ing both of you would be here, and ask­ing me to dis­miss my ser­vants be­fore three o’clock and ad­mit no one while you were here. If I would not con­sent to that ar­range­ment, I was to no­ti­fy him by a few words in the Echo de France. But I am on­ly too hap­py to oblige Mon. Lupin, and so I con­sent­ed.”

			“Ah! how will this end?” moaned Mon. Ger­bois.

			He took the ban­knotes from his pock­et, placed them on the ta­ble and di­vid­ed them in­to two equal parts. Then the two men sat there in si­lence. From time to time, Mon. Ger­bois would lis­ten. Did some­one ring? … His ner­vous­ness in­creased ev­ery minute, and Mon­sieur Deti­nan al­so dis­played con­sid­er­able anx­i­ety. At last, the lawyer lost his pa­tience. He rose abrupt­ly, and said:

			“He will not come. … We shouldn’t ex­pect it. It would be fol­ly on his part. He would run too great a risk.”

			And Mon. Ger­bois, de­spon­dent, his hands rest­ing on the ban­knotes, stam­mered:

			“Oh! Mon Dieu! I hope he will come. I would give the whole of that mon­ey to see my daugh­ter again.”

			The door opened.

			“Half of it will be suf­fi­cient, Mon­sieur Ger­bois.”

			These words were spo­ken by a well-dressed young man who now en­tered the room and was im­me­di­ate­ly rec­og­nized by Mon. Ger­bois as the per­son who had wished to buy the desk from him at Ver­sailles. He rushed to­ward him.

			“Where is my daugh­ter—my Suzanne?”

			Ar­sène Lupin care­ful­ly closed the door, and, while slow­ly re­mov­ing his gloves, said to the lawyer:

			“My dear maître, I am in­debt­ed to you very much for your kind­ness in con­sent­ing to de­fend my in­ter­ests. I shall not for­get it.”

			Mon. Deti­nan mur­mured:

			“But you did not ring. I did not hear the door—”

			“Doors and bells are things that should work with­out be­ing heard. I am here, and that is the im­por­tant point.”

			“My daugh­ter! Suzanne! Where is she!” re­peat­ed the pro­fes­sor.

			“Mon Dieu, mon­sieur,” said Lupin, “what’s your hur­ry? Your daugh­ter will be here in a mo­ment.”

			Lupin walked to and fro for a minute, then, with the pompous air of an or­a­tor, he said:

			“Mon­sieur Ger­bois, I con­grat­u­late you on the clever way in which you made the jour­ney to this place.”

			Then, per­ceiv­ing the two piles of ban­knotes, he ex­claimed:

			“Ah! I see! the mil­lion is here. We will not lose any time. Per­mit me.”

			“One mo­ment,” said the lawyer, plac­ing him­self be­fore the ta­ble. “Mlle. Ger­bois has not yet ar­rived.”

			“Well?”

			“Is not her pres­ence in­dis­pens­able?”

			“I un­der­stand! I un­der­stand! Ar­sène Lupin in­spires on­ly a lim­it­ed con­fi­dence. He might pock­et the half-mil­lion and not re­store the hostage. Ah! mon­sieur, peo­ple do not un­der­stand me. Be­cause I have been obliged, by force of cir­cum­stances, to com­mit cer­tain ac­tions a lit­tle … out of the or­di­nary, my good faith is im­pugned … I, who have al­ways ob­served the ut­most scrupu­los­i­ty and del­i­ca­cy in busi­ness af­fairs. Be­sides, my dear mon­sieur if you have any fear, open the win­dow and call. There are at least a dozen de­tec­tives in the street.”

			“Do you think so?”

			Ar­sène Lupin raised the cur­tain.

			“I think that Mon­sieur Ger­bois could not throw Gan­i­mard off the scent. … What did I tell you? There he is now.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble!” ex­claimed the pro­fes­sor. “But I swear to you—”

			“That you have not be­trayed me? … I do not doubt you, but those fel­lows are clever—some­times. Ah! I can see Folen­fant, and Greaume, and Dieuzy—all good friends of mine!”

			Mon. Deti­nan looked at Lupin in amaze­ment. What as­sur­ance! He laughed as mer­ri­ly as if en­gaged in some child­ish sport, as if no dan­ger threat­ened him. This un­con­cern re­as­sured the lawyer more than the pres­ence of the de­tec­tives. He left the ta­ble on which the ban­knotes were ly­ing. Ar­sène Lupin picked up one pile of bills af­ter the oth­er, took from each of them twen­ty-five ban­knotes which he of­fered to Mon. Deti­nan, say­ing:

			“The re­ward of your ser­vices to Mon­sieur Ger­bois and Ar­sène Lupin. You well de­serve it.”

			“You owe me noth­ing,” replied the lawyer.

			“What! Af­ter all the trou­ble we have caused you!”

			“And all the plea­sure you have giv­en me!”

			“That means, my dear mon­sieur, that you do not wish to ac­cept any­thing from Ar­sène Lupin. See what it is to have a bad rep­u­ta­tion.”

			He then of­fered the fifty thou­sand francs to Mon. Ger­bois, say­ing:

			“Mon­sieur, in mem­o­ry of our pleas­ant in­ter­view, per­mit me to re­turn you this as a wed­ding-gift to Mlle. Ger­bois.”

			Mon. Ger­bois took the mon­ey, but said:

			“My daugh­ter will not mar­ry.”

			“She will not mar­ry if you refuse your con­sent; but she wish­es to mar­ry.”

			“What do you know about it?”

			“I know that young girls of­ten dream of such things un­known to their par­ents. For­tu­nate­ly, there are some­times good genii like Ar­sène Lupin who dis­cov­er their lit­tle se­crets in the draw­ers of their writ­ing desks.”

			“Did you find any­thing else?” asked the lawyer. “I con­fess I am cu­ri­ous to know why you took so much trou­ble to get pos­ses­sion of that desk.”

			“On ac­count of its his­toric in­ter­est, my friend. Al­though de­spite the opin­ion of Mon­sieur Ger­bois, the desk con­tained no trea­sure ex­cept the lot­tery tick­et—and that was un­known to me—I had been seek­ing it for a long time. That writ­ing-desk of yew and ma­hogany was dis­cov­ered in the lit­tle house in which Marie Walêws­ka once lived in Boulogne, and, on one of the draw­ers there is this in­scrip­tion: ‘Ded­i­cat­ed to Napoleon I, Em­per­or of the French, by his very faith­ful ser­vant, Man­cion.’ And above it, these words, en­graved with the point of a knife: ‘To you, Marie.’ Af­ter­wards, Napoleon had a sim­i­lar desk made for the Em­press Josephine; so that the sec­re­tary that was so much ad­mired at the Mal­mai­son was on­ly an im­per­fect copy of the one that will hence­forth form part of my col­lec­tion.”

			“Ah! if I had known, when in the shop, I would glad­ly have giv­en it up to you,” said the pro­fes­sor.

			Ar­sène Lupin smiled, as he replied:

			“And you would have had the ad­van­tage of keep­ing for your own use lot­tery tick­et num­ber 514.”

			“And you would not have found it nec­es­sary to abduct my daugh­ter.”

			“Abduct your daugh­ter?”

			“Yes.”

			“My dear mon­sieur, you are mis­tak­en. Mlle. Ger­bois was not ab­duct­ed.”

			“No?”

			“Cer­tain­ly not. Ab­duc­tion means force or vi­o­lence. And I as­sure you that she served as hostage of her own free will.”

			“Of her own free will!” re­peat­ed Mon. Ger­bois, in amaze­ment.

			“In fact, she al­most asked to be tak­en. Why, do you sup­pose that an in­tel­li­gent young girl like Mlle. Ger­bois, and who, more­over, nour­ish­es an un­ac­knowl­edged pas­sion, would hes­i­tate to do what was nec­es­sary to se­cure her dowry. Ah! I swear to you it was not dif­fi­cult to make her un­der­stand that it was the on­ly way to over­come your ob­sti­na­cy.”

			Mon. Deti­nan was great­ly amused. He replied to Lupin:

			“But I should think it was more dif­fi­cult to get her to lis­ten to you. How did you ap­proach her?”

			“Oh! I didn’t ap­proach her my­self. I have not the hon­or of her ac­quain­tance. A friend of mine, a la­dy, car­ried on the ne­go­ti­a­tions.”

			“The blonde wom­an in the au­to­mo­bile, no doubt.”

			“Pre­cise­ly. All ar­range­ments were made at the first in­ter­view near the col­lege. Since then, Mlle. Ger­bois and her new friend have been trav­el­ling in Bel­gium and Hol­land in a man­ner that should prove most pleas­ing and in­struc­tive to a young girl. She will tell you all about it her­self—”

			The bell of the vestibule door rang, three rings in quick suc­ces­sion, fol­lowed by two iso­lat­ed rings.

			“It is she,” said Lupin. “Mon­sieur Deti­nan, if you will be so kind—”

			The lawyer has­tened to the door.

			Two young wom­en en­tered. One of them threw her­self in­to the arms of Mon. Ger­bois. The oth­er ap­proached Lupin. The lat­ter was a tall wom­an of a good fig­ure, very pale com­plex­ion, and with blond hair, part­ed over her fore­head in un­du­lat­ing waves, that glis­tened and shone like the set­ting sun. She was dressed in black, with no dis­play of jew­elled or­na­ments; but, on the con­trary, her ap­pear­ance in­di­cat­ed good taste and re­fined el­e­gance. Ar­sène Lupin spoke a few words to her; then, bow­ing to Mlle. Ger­bois, he said:

			“I owe you an apol­o­gy, made­moi­selle, for all your trou­bles, but I hope you have not been too un­hap­py—”

			“Un­hap­py! Why, I should have been very hap­py, in­deed, if it hadn’t been for leav­ing my poor fa­ther.”

			“Then all is for the best. Kiss him again, and take ad­van­tage of the op­por­tu­ni­ty—it is an ex­cel­lent one—to speak to him about your cousin.”

			“My cousin! What do you mean? I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“Of course, you un­der­stand. Your cousin Philippe. The young man whose let­ters you kept so care­ful­ly.”

			Suzanne blushed; but, fol­low­ing Lupin’s ad­vice, she again threw her­self in­to her fa­ther’s arms. Lupin gazed up­on them with a ten­der look.

			“Ah! Such is my re­ward for a vir­tu­ous act! What a touch­ing pic­ture! A hap­py fa­ther and a hap­py daugh­ter! And to know that their joy is your work, Lupin! Here­after these peo­ple will bless you, and rev­er­ent­ly trans­mit your name un­to their de­scen­dants, even un­to the fourth gen­er­a­tion. What a glo­ri­ous re­ward, Lupin, for one act of kind­ness!”

			He walked to the win­dow.

			“Is dear old Gan­i­mard still wait­ing? … He would like very much to be present at this charm­ing do­mes­tic scene! … Ah! he is not there. … Nor any of the oth­ers. … I don’t see any­one. The deuce! The sit­u­a­tion is be­com­ing se­ri­ous. I dare say they are al­ready un­der the porte-cochère … talk­ing to the concierge, per­haps … or, even, as­cend­ing the stairs!”

			Mon. Ger­bois made a sud­den move­ment. Now, that his daugh­ter had been re­stored to him, he saw the sit­u­a­tion in a dif­fer­ent light. To him, the ar­rest of his ad­ver­sary meant half-a-mil­lion francs. In­stinc­tive­ly, he made a step for­ward. As if by chance, Lupin stood in his way.

			“Where are you go­ing, Mon­sieur Ger­bois? To de­fend me against them? That is very kind of you, but I as­sure you it is not nec­es­sary. They are more wor­ried than I.”

			Then he con­tin­ued to speak, with calm de­lib­er­a­tion:

			“But, re­al­ly, what do they know? That you are here, and, per­haps, that Mlle. Ger­bois is here, for they may have seen her ar­rive with an un­known la­dy. But they do not imag­ine that I am here. How is it pos­si­ble that I could be in a house that they ran­sacked from cel­lar to gar­ret this morn­ing? They sup­pose that the un­known la­dy was sent by me to make the ex­change, and they will be ready to ar­rest her when she goes out—”

			At that mo­ment, the bell rang. With a brusque move­ment, Lupin seized Mon. Ger­bois, and said to him, in an im­pe­ri­ous tone:

			“Do not move! Re­mem­ber your daugh­ter, and be pru­dent—oth­er­wise—As to you, Mon­sieur Deti­nan, I have your prom­ise.”

			Mon. Ger­bois was root­ed to the spot. The lawyer did not stir. With­out the least sign of haste, Lupin picked up his hat and brushed the dust from off it with his sleeve.

			“My dear Mon­sieur Deti­nan, if I can ev­er be of ser­vice to you. … My best wish­es, Made­moi­selle Suzanne, and my kind re­gards to Mon­sieur Philippe.”

			He drew a heavy gold watch from his pock­et.

			“Mon­sieur Ger­bois, it is now forty-two min­utes past three. At forty-six min­utes past three, I give you per­mis­sion to leave this room. Not one minute soon­er than forty-six min­utes past three.”

			“But they will force an en­trance,” sug­gest­ed Mon. Deti­nan.

			“You for­get the law, my dear mon­sieur! Gan­i­mard would nev­er ven­ture to vi­o­late the pri­va­cy of a French cit­i­zen. But, par­don me, time flies, and you are all slight­ly ner­vous.”

			He placed his watch on the ta­ble, opened the door of the room and ad­dress­ing the blonde la­dy he said:

			“Are you ready my dear?”

			He drew back to let her pass, bowed re­spect­ful­ly to Mlle. Ger­bois, and went out, clos­ing the door be­hind him. Then they heard him in the vestibule, speak­ing, in a loud voice: “Good day, Gan­i­mard, how goes it? Re­mem­ber me to Madame Gan­i­mard. One of these days, I shall in­vite her to break­fast. Au revoir, Gan­i­mard.”

			The bell rang vi­o­lent­ly, fol­lowed by re­peat­ed rings, and voic­es on the land­ing.

			“Forty-five min­utes,” mut­tered Mon. Ger­bois.

			Af­ter a few sec­onds, he left the room and stepped in­to the vestibule. Ar­sène Lupin and the blonde la­dy had gone.

			“Pa­pa! … you mustn’t! Wait!” cried Suzanne.

			“Wait! you are fool­ish! … No quar­ter for that ras­cal! … And the half-mil­lion?”

			He opened the out­er door. Gan­i­mard rushed in.

			“That wom­an—where is she? And Lupin?”

			“He was here … he is here.”

			Gan­i­mard ut­tered a cry of tri­umph.

			“We have him. The house is sur­round­ed.”

			“But the ser­vant’s stair­way?” sug­gest­ed Mon. Deti­nan.

			“It leads to the court,” said Gan­i­mard. “There is on­ly one ex­it—the street-door. Ten men are guard­ing it.”

			“But he didn’t come in by the street-door, and he will not go out that way.”

			“What way, then?” asked Gan­i­mard. “Through the air?”

			He drew aside a cur­tain and ex­posed a long cor­ri­dor lead­ing to the kitchen. Gan­i­mard ran along it and tried the door of the ser­vants’ stair­way. It was locked. From the win­dow he called to one of his as­sis­tants:

			“Seen any­one?”

			“No.”

			“Then they are still in the house!” he ex­claimed. “They are hid­ing in one of the rooms! They can­not have es­caped. Ah! Lupin, you fooled me be­fore, but, this time, I get my re­venge.”

			

			At sev­en o’clock in the evening, Mon. Dudo­nis, chief of the de­tec­tive ser­vice, as­ton­ished at not re­ceiv­ing any news, vis­it­ed the rue Clapey­ron. He ques­tioned the de­tec­tives who were guard­ing the house, then as­cend­ed to Mon. Deti­nan’s apart­ment. The lawyer led him in­to his room. There, Mon. Dudo­nis be­held a man, or rather two legs kick­ing in the air, while the body to which they be­longed was hid­den in the depths of the chim­ney.

			“Ohé! … Ohé!” gasped a sti­fled voice. And a more dis­tant voice, from on high, replied:

			“Ohé! … Ohé!”

			Mon. Dudo­nis laughed, and ex­claimed:

			“Here! Gan­i­mard, have you turned chim­ney-sweep?”

			The de­tec­tive crawled out of the chim­ney. With his black­ened face, his sooty clothes, and his fever­ish eyes, he was quite un­rec­og­niz­able.

			“I am look­ing for him,” he growled.

			“Who?”

			“Ar­sène Lupin … and his friend.”

			“Well, do you sup­pose they are hid­ing in the chim­ney?”

			Gan­i­mard arose, laid his sooty hand on the sleeve of his su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer’s coat, and ex­claimed, an­gri­ly:

			“Where do you think they are, chief? They must be some­where! They are flesh and blood like you and me, and can’t fade away like smoke.”

			“No, but they have fad­ed away just the same.”

			“But how? How? The house is sur­round­ed by our men—even on the roof.”

			“What about the ad­join­ing house?”

			“There’s no com­mu­ni­ca­tion with it.”

			“And the apart­ments on the oth­er floors?”

			“I know all the ten­ants. They have not seen any­one.”

			“Are you sure you know all of them?”

			“Yes. The concierge an­swers for them. Be­sides, as an ex­tra pre­cau­tion, I have placed a man in each apart­ment. They can’t es­cape. If I don’t get them tonight, I will get them to­mor­row. I shall sleep here.”

			He slept there that night and the two fol­low­ing nights. Three days and nights passed away with­out the dis­cov­ery of the ir­re­press­ible Lupin or his fe­male com­pan­ion; more than that, Gan­i­mard did not un­earth the slight­est clue on which to base a the­o­ry to ex­plain their es­cape. For that rea­son, he ad­hered to his first opin­ion.

			“There is no trace of their es­cape; there­fore, they are here.”

			It may be that, at the bot­tom of his heart, his con­vic­tion was less firm­ly es­tab­lished, but he would not con­fess it. No, a thou­sand times, no! A man and a wom­an could not van­ish like the evil spir­its in a fairy tale. And, with­out los­ing his courage, he con­tin­ued his search­es, as if he ex­pect­ed to find the fugi­tives con­cealed in some im­pen­e­tra­ble re­treat, or em­bod­ied in the stone walls of the house.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Blue Diamonds

			
			On the evening of March 27, at num­ber 134 av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin, in the house that he had in­her­it­ed from his broth­er six months be­fore, the old gen­er­al Baron d’Hautrec, am­bas­sador at Berlin un­der the sec­ond Em­pire, was asleep in a com­fort­able arm­chair, while his sec­re­tary was read­ing to him, and the Sis­ter Au­guste was warm­ing his bed and pre­par­ing the night-lamp. At eleven o’clock, the Sis­ter, who was obliged to re­turn to the con­vent of her or­der at that hour, said to the sec­re­tary:

			“Made­moi­selle An­toinette, my work is fin­ished; I am go­ing.”

			“Very well, Sis­ter.”

			“Do not for­get that the cook is away, and that you are alone in the house with the ser­vant.”

			“Have no fear for the Baron. I sleep in the ad­join­ing room and al­ways leave the door open.”

			The Sis­ter left the house. A few mo­ments lat­er, Charles, the ser­vant, came to re­ceive his or­ders. The Baron was now awake, and spoke for him­self.

			“The usu­al or­ders, Charles: see that the elec­tric bell rings in your room, and, at the first alarm, run for the doc­tor. Now, Made­moi­selle An­toinette, how far did we get in our read­ing?”

			“Is Mon­sieur not go­ing to bed now?”

			“No, no, I will go lat­er. Be­sides, I don’t need any­one.”

			Twen­ty min­utes lat­er, he was sleep­ing again, and An­toinette crept away on tip­toe. At that mo­ment, Charles was clos­ing the shut­ters on the low­er floor. In the kitchen, he bolt­ed the door lead­ing to the gar­den, and, in the vestibule, he not on­ly locked the door but hooked the chain as well. Then he as­cend­ed to his room on the third floor, went to bed, and was soon asleep.

			Prob­a­bly an hour had passed, when he leaped from his bed in alarm. The bell was ring­ing. It rang for some time, sev­en or eight sec­onds per­haps, with­out in­ter­mis­sion.

			“Well!” mut­tered Charles, re­cov­er­ing his wits, “an­oth­er of the Baron’s whims.”

			He dressed him­self quick­ly, de­scend­ed the stairs, stopped in front of the door, and rapped, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom. He re­ceived no re­ply. He opened the door and en­tered.

			“Ah! no light,” he mur­mured. “What is that for?”

			Then, in a low voice, he called:

			“Made­moi­selle?”

			No re­ply.

			“Are you there, made­moi­selle? What’s the mat­ter? Is Mon­sieur le Baron ill?”

			No re­ply. Noth­ing but a pro­found si­lence that soon be­came de­press­ing. He took two steps for­ward; his foot struck a chair, and, hav­ing touched it, he no­ticed that it was over­turned. Then, with his hand, he dis­cov­ered oth­er ob­jects on the floor—a small ta­ble and a screen. Anx­ious­ly, he ap­proached the wall, felt for the elec­tric but­ton, and turned on the light.

			In the cen­tre of the room, be­tween the ta­ble and dress­ing-case, lay the body of his mas­ter, the Baron d’Hautrec.

			“What! … It can’t be pos­si­ble!” he stam­mered.

			He could not move. He stood there, with bulging eyes, gaz­ing stupid­ly at the ter­ri­ble dis­or­der, the over­turned chairs, a large crys­tal can­de­labra shat­tered in a thou­sand pieces, the clock ly­ing on the mar­ble hearth­stone, all ev­i­dence of a fear­ful and des­per­ate strug­gle. The han­dle of a stilet­to glit­tered, not far from the corpse; the blade was stained with blood. A hand­ker­chief, marked with red spots, was ly­ing on the edge of the bed.

			Charles re­coiled with hor­ror: the body ly­ing at his feet ex­tend­ed it­self for a mo­ment, then shrunk up again; two or three tremors, and that was the end.

			He stooped over the body. There was a clean-cut wound on the neck from which the blood was flow­ing and then con­geal­ing in a black pool on the car­pet. The face re­tained an ex­pres­sion of ex­treme ter­ror.

			“Some­one has killed him!” he mut­tered, “some­one has killed him!”

			Then he shud­dered at the thought that there might be an­oth­er dread­ful crime. Did not the baron’s sec­re­tary sleep in the ad­join­ing room? Had not the as­sas­sin killed her al­so? He opened the door; the room was emp­ty. He con­clud­ed that An­toinette had been ab­duct­ed, or else she had gone away be­fore the crime. He re­turned to the baron’s cham­ber, his glance fall­ing on the sec­re­tary, he no­ticed that that ar­ti­cle of fur­ni­ture re­mained in­tact. Then, he saw up­on a ta­ble, be­side a bunch of keys and a pock­et­book that the baron placed there ev­ery night, a hand­ful of gold­en louis. Charles seized the pock­et­book, opened it, and found some ban­knotes. He count­ed them; there were thir­teen notes of one hun­dred francs each.

			In­stinc­tive­ly, me­chan­i­cal­ly, he put the ban­knotes in his pock­et, rushed down the stairs, drew the bolt, un­hooked the chain, closed the door be­hind him, and fled to the street.

			

			Charles was an hon­est man. He had scarce­ly left the gate, when, cooled by the night air and the rain, he came to a sud­den halt. Now, he saw his ac­tion in its true light, and it filled him with hor­ror. He hailed a pass­ing cab, and said to the driv­er:

			“Go to the po­lice-of­fice, and bring the com­mis­sary. Hur­ry! There has been a mur­der in that house.”

			The cab­driv­er whipped his horse. Charles wished to re­turn to the house, but found the gate locked. He had closed it him­self when he came out, and it could not be opened from the out­side. On the oth­er hand, it was use­less to ring, as there was no one in the house.

			It was al­most an hour be­fore the ar­rival of the po­lice. When they came, Charles told his sto­ry and hand­ed the ban­knotes to the com­mis­sary. A lock­smith was sum­moned, and, af­ter con­sid­er­able dif­fi­cul­ty, he suc­ceed­ed in forc­ing open the gar­den gate and the vestibule door. The com­mis­sary of po­lice en­tered the room first, but, im­me­di­ate­ly, turned to Charles and said:

			“You told me that the room was in the great­est dis­or­der.”

			Charles stood at the door, amazed, be­wil­dered; all the fur­ni­ture had been re­stored to its ac­cus­tomed place. The small ta­ble was stand­ing be­tween the two win­dows, the chairs were up­right, and the clock was on the cen­tre of the man­tel. The de­bris of the can­de­labra had been re­moved.

			“Where is. … Mon­sieur le Baron?” stam­mered Charles.

			“That’s so!” ex­claimed the of­fi­cer, “where is the vic­tim?”

			He ap­proached the bed, and drew aside a large sheet, un­der which re­posed the Baron d’Hautrec, for­mer­ly French Am­bas­sador at Berlin. Over him, lay his mil­i­tary coat, adorned with the Cross of Hon­or. His fea­tures were calm. His eyes were closed.

			“Some­one has been here,” said Charles.

			“How did they get in?”

			“I don’t know, but some­one has been here dur­ing my ab­sence. There was a stilet­to on the floor—there! And a hand­ker­chief, stained with blood, on the bed. They are not here now. They have been car­ried away. And some­one has put the room in or­der.”

			“Who would do that?”

			“The as­sas­sin.”

			“But we found all the doors locked.”

			“He must have re­mained in the house.”

			“Then he must be here yet, as you were in front of the house all the time.”

			Charles re­flect­ed a mo­ment, then said, slow­ly:

			“Yes … of course. … I didn’t go away from the gate.”

			“Who was the last per­son you saw with the baron?”

			“Made­moi­selle An­toinette, his sec­re­tary.”

			“What has be­come of her?”

			“I don’t know. Her bed wasn’t oc­cu­pied, so she must have gone out. I am not sur­prised at that, as she is young and pret­ty.”

			“But how could she leave the house?”

			“By the door,” said Charles.

			“But you had bolt­ed and chained it.”

			“Yes, but she must have left be­fore that.”

			“And the crime was com­mit­ted af­ter her de­par­ture?”

			“Of course,” said the ser­vant.

			The house was searched from cel­lar to gar­ret, but the as­sas­sin had fled. How? And when? Was it he or an ac­com­plice who had re­turned to the scene of the crime and re­moved ev­ery­thing that might fur­nish a clue to his iden­ti­ty? Such were the ques­tions the po­lice were called up­on to solve.

			The coro­ner came at sev­en o’clock; and, at eight o’clock, Mon. Du­douis, the head of the de­tec­tive ser­vice, ar­rived on the scene. They were fol­lowed by the Pro­cureur of the Re­pub­lic and the in­ves­ti­gat­ing mag­is­trate. In ad­di­tion to these of­fi­cials, the house was over­run with po­lice­men, de­tec­tives, news­pa­per re­porters, pho­tog­ra­phers, and rel­a­tives and ac­quain­tances of the mur­dered man.

			A thor­ough search was made; they stud­ied out the po­si­tion of the corpse ac­cord­ing to the in­for­ma­tion fur­nished by Charles; they ques­tioned Sis­ter Au­guste when she ar­rived; but they dis­cov­ered noth­ing new. Sis­ter Au­guste was as­ton­ished to learn of the dis­ap­pear­ance of An­toinette Bréhat. She had en­gaged the young girl twelve days be­fore, on ex­cel­lent rec­om­men­da­tions, and re­fused to be­lieve that she would ne­glect her du­ty by leav­ing the house dur­ing the night.

			“But, you see, she hasn’t re­turned yet,” said the mag­is­trate, “and we are still con­front­ed with the ques­tion: What has be­come of her?”

			“I think she was ab­duct­ed by the as­sas­sin,” said Charles.

			The the­o­ry was plau­si­ble, and was borne out by cer­tain facts. Mon. Du­douis agreed with it. He said:

			“Ab­duct­ed? ma foi! that is not im­prob­a­ble.”

			“Not on­ly im­prob­a­ble,” said a voice, “but ab­so­lute­ly op­posed to the facts. There is not a par­ti­cle of ev­i­dence to sup­port such a the­o­ry.”

			The voice was harsh, the ac­cent sharp, and no one was sur­prised to learn that the speak­er was Gan­i­mard. In no one else, would they tol­er­ate such a dom­i­neer­ing tone.

			“Ah! it is you, Gan­i­mard!” ex­claimed Mon. Du­douis. “I had not seen you be­fore.”

			“I have been here since two o’clock.”

			“So you are in­ter­est­ed in some things out­side of lot­tery tick­et num­ber 514, the af­fair of the rue Clapey­ron, the blonde la­dy and Ar­sène Lupin?”

			“Ha-ha!” laughed the vet­er­an de­tec­tive. “I would not say that Lupin is a stranger to the present case. But let us for­get the af­fair of the lot­tery tick­et for a few mo­ments, and try to un­rav­el this new mys­tery.”

			

			Gan­i­mard is not one of those cel­e­brat­ed de­tec­tives whose meth­ods will cre­ate a school, or whose name will be im­mor­tal­ized in the crim­i­nal an­nals of his coun­try. He is de­void of those flash­es of ge­nius which char­ac­ter­ize the work of Dupin, Lecoq and Sher­lock Holmes. Yet, it must be ad­mit­ted, he pos­sess­es su­pe­ri­or qual­i­ties of ob­ser­va­tion, sagac­i­ty, per­se­ver­ance and even in­tu­ition. His mer­it lies in his ab­so­lute in­de­pen­dence. Noth­ing trou­bles or in­flu­ences him, ex­cept, per­haps, a sort of fas­ci­na­tion that Ar­sène Lupin holds over him. How­ev­er that may be, there is no doubt that his po­si­tion on that morn­ing, in the house of the late Baron d’Hautrec, was one of un­doubt­ed su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, and his col­lab­o­ra­tion in the case was ap­pre­ci­at­ed and de­sired by the in­ves­ti­gat­ing mag­is­trate.

			“In the first place,” said Gan­i­mard, “I will ask Mon­sieur Charles to be very par­tic­u­lar on one point: He says that, on the oc­ca­sion of his first vis­it to the room, var­i­ous ar­ti­cles of fur­ni­ture were over­turned and strewn about the place; now, I ask him whether, on his sec­ond vis­it to the room, he found all those ar­ti­cles re­stored to their ac­cus­tomed places—I mean, of course, cor­rect­ly placed.”

			“Yes, all in their prop­er places,” replied Charles.

			“It is ob­vi­ous, then, that the per­son who re­placed them must have been fa­mil­iar with the lo­ca­tion of those ar­ti­cles.”

			The log­ic of this re­mark was ap­par­ent to his hear­ers. Gan­i­mard con­tin­ued:

			“One more ques­tion, Mon­sieur Charles. You were awak­ened by the ring­ing of your bell. Now, who, do you think, rang it?”

			“Mon­sieur le baron, of course.”

			“When could he ring it?”

			“Af­ter the strug­gle … when he was dy­ing.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble; be­cause you found him ly­ing, un­con­scious, at a point more than four me­tres from the bell-but­ton.”

			“Then he must have rung dur­ing the strug­gle.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” de­clared Gan­i­mard, “since the ring­ing, as you have said, was con­tin­u­ous and un­in­ter­rupt­ed, and last­ed sev­en or eight sec­onds. Do you think his an­tag­o­nist would have per­mit­ted him to ring the bell in that leisure­ly man­ner?”

			“Well, then, it was be­fore the at­tack.”

			“Al­so, quite im­pos­si­ble, since you have told us that the lapse of time be­tween the ring­ing of the bell and your en­trance to the room was not more than three min­utes. There­fore, if the baron rang be­fore the at­tack, we are forced to the con­clu­sion that the strug­gle, the mur­der and the flight of the as­sas­sin, all oc­curred with­in the short space of three min­utes. I re­peat: that is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“And yet,” said the mag­is­trate, “some­one rang. If it were not the baron, who was it?”

			“The mur­der­er.”

			“For what pur­pose?”

			“I do not know. But the fact that he did ring proves that he knew that the bell com­mu­ni­cat­ed with the ser­vant’s room. Now, who would know that, ex­cept an in­mate of the house?”

			Gan­i­mard was draw­ing the mesh­es of his net clos­er and tighter. In a few clear and log­i­cal sen­tences, he had un­fold­ed and de­fined his the­o­ry of the crime, so that it seemed quite nat­u­ral when the mag­is­trate said:

			“As I un­der­stand it, Gan­i­mard, you sus­pect the girl An­toinette Bréhat?”

			“I do not sus­pect her; I ac­cuse her.”

			“You ac­cuse her of be­ing an ac­com­plice?”

			“I ac­cuse her of hav­ing killed Baron d’Hautrec.”

			“Non­sense! What proof have you?”

			“The hand­ful of hair I found in the right hand of the vic­tim.”

			He pro­duced the hair; it was of a beau­ti­ful blond col­or, and glit­tered like threads of gold. Charles looked at it, and said:

			“That is Made­moi­selle An­toinette’s hair. There can be no doubt of it. And, then, there is an­oth­er thing. I be­lieve that the knife, which I saw on my first vis­it to the room, be­longed to her. She used it to cut the leaves of books.”

			A long, dread­ful si­lence fol­lowed, as if the crime had ac­quired an ad­di­tion­al hor­ror by rea­son of hav­ing been com­mit­ted by a wom­an. At last, the mag­is­trate said:

			“Let us as­sume, un­til we are bet­ter in­formed, that the baron was killed by An­toinette Bréhat. We have yet to learn where she con­cealed her­self af­ter the crime, how she man­aged to re­turn af­ter Charles left the house, and how she made her es­cape af­ter the ar­rival of the po­lice. Have you formed any opin­ion on those points Gan­i­mard?”

			“None.”

			“Well, then, where do we stand?”

			Gan­i­mard was em­bar­rassed. Fi­nal­ly, with a vis­i­ble ef­fort, he said:

			“All I can say is that I find in this case the same method of pro­ce­dure as we found in the af­fair of the lot­tery tick­et num­ber 514; the same phe­nom­e­na, which might be termed the fac­ul­ty of dis­ap­pear­ing. An­toinette Bréhat has ap­peared and dis­ap­peared in this house as mys­te­ri­ous­ly as Ar­sène Lupin en­tered the house of Mon­sieur Deti­nan and es­caped there­from in the com­pa­ny of the blonde la­dy.”

			“Does that sig­ni­fy any­thing?”

			“It does to me. I can see a prob­a­ble con­nec­tion be­tween those two strange in­ci­dents. An­toinette Bréhat was hired by Sis­ter Au­guste twelve days ago, that is to say, on the day af­ter the blonde La­dy so clev­er­ly slipped through my fin­gers. In the sec­ond place, the hair of the blonde La­dy was ex­act­ly of the same bril­liant gold­en hue as the hair found in this case.”

			“So that, in your opin­ion, An­toinette Bréhat—”

			“Is the blonde La­dy—pre­cise­ly.”

			“And that Lupin had a hand in both cas­es?”

			“Yes, that is my opin­ion.”

			This state­ment was greet­ed with an out­burst of laugh­ter. It came from Mon. Du­douis.

			“Lupin! al­ways Lupin! Lupin is in­to ev­ery­thing; Lupin is ev­ery­where!”

			“Yes, Lupin is in­to ev­ery­thing of any con­se­quence,” replied Gan­i­mard, vexed at the ridicule of his su­pe­ri­or.

			“Well, so far as I see,” ob­served Mon. Du­douis, “you have not dis­cov­ered any mo­tive for this crime. The sec­re­tary was not bro­ken in­to, nor the pock­et­book car­ried away. Even, a pile of gold was left up­on the ta­ble.”

			“Yes, that is so,” ex­claimed Gan­i­mard, “but the fa­mous di­a­mond?”

			“What di­a­mond?”

			“The blue di­a­mond! The cel­e­brat­ed di­a­mond which formed part of the roy­al crown of France, and which was giv­en by the Duke d’Au­male to Leonide Le­brun, and, at the death of Leonide Le­brun, was pur­chased by the Baron d’Hautrec as a sou­venir of the charm­ing come­di­enne that he had loved so well. That is one of those things that an old Parisian, like I, does not for­get.”

			“It is ob­vi­ous that if the blue di­a­mond is not found, the mo­tive for the crime is dis­closed,” said the mag­is­trate. “But where should we search for it?”

			“On the baron’s fin­ger,” replied Charles. “He al­ways wore the blue di­a­mond on his left hand.”

			“I saw that hand, and there was on­ly a plain gold ring on it,” said Gan­i­mard, as he ap­proached the corpse.

			“Look in the palm of the hand,” replied the ser­vant.

			Gan­i­mard opened the stiff­ened hand. The bezel was turned in­ward, and, in the cen­tre of that bezel, the blue di­a­mond shone with all its glo­ri­ous splen­dor.

			“The deuce!” mut­tered Gan­i­mard, ab­so­lute­ly amazed, “I don’t un­der­stand it.”

			“You will now apol­o­gize to Lupin for hav­ing sus­pect­ed him, eh?” said Mon. Du­douis, laugh­ing.

			Gan­i­mard paused for a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, and then replied, sen­ten­tious­ly:

			“It is on­ly when I do not un­der­stand things that I sus­pect Ar­sène Lupin.”

			Such were the facts es­tab­lished by the po­lice on the day af­ter the com­mis­sion of that mys­te­ri­ous crime. Facts that were vague and in­co­her­ent in them­selves, and which were not ex­plained by any sub­se­quent dis­cov­er­ies. The move­ments of An­toinette Bréhat re­mained as in­ex­pli­ca­ble as those of the blonde La­dy, and the po­lice dis­cov­ered no trace of that mys­te­ri­ous crea­ture with the gold­en hair who had killed Baron d’Hautrec and had failed to take from his fin­ger the fa­mous di­a­mond that had once shone in the roy­al crown of France.

			

			The heirs of the Baron d’Hautrec could not fail to ben­e­fit by such no­to­ri­ety. They es­tab­lished in the house an ex­hi­bi­tion of the fur­ni­ture and oth­er ob­jects which were to be sold at the auc­tion rooms of Drouot & Co. Mod­ern fur­ni­ture of in­dif­fer­ent taste, var­i­ous ob­jects of no artis­tic val­ue … but, in the cen­tre of the room, in a case of pur­ple vel­vet, pro­tect­ed by a glass globe, and guard­ed by two of­fi­cers, was the fa­mous blue di­a­mond ring.

			A large mag­nif­i­cent di­a­mond of in­com­pa­ra­ble pu­ri­ty, and of that in­def­i­nite blue which the clear wa­ter re­ceives from an un­cloud­ed sky, of that blue which can be de­tect­ed in the white­ness of linen. Some ad­mired, some en­thused … and some looked with hor­ror on the cham­ber of the vic­tim, on the spot where the corpse had lain, on the floor di­vest­ed of its blood­stained car­pet, and es­pe­cial­ly the walls, the un­sur­mount­able walls over which the crim­i­nal must have passed. Some as­sured them­selves that the mar­ble man­tel did not move, oth­ers imag­ined gap­ing holes, mouths of tun­nels, se­cret con­nec­tions with the sew­ers, and the cat­a­combs—

			The sale of the blue di­a­mond took place at the salesroom of Drouot & Co. The place was crowd­ed to suf­fo­ca­tion, and the bid­ding was car­ried to the verge of fol­ly. The sale was at­tend­ed by all those who usu­al­ly ap­pear at sim­i­lar events in Paris; those who buy, and those who make a pre­tense of be­ing able to buy; bankers, bro­kers, artists, wom­en of all class­es, two cab­i­net min­is­ters, an Ital­ian tenor, an ex­iled king who, in or­der to main­tain his cred­it, bid, with much os­ten­ta­tion, and in a loud voice, as high as one hun­dred thou­sand francs. One hun­dred thou­sand francs! He could of­fer that sum with­out any dan­ger of his bid be­ing ac­cept­ed. The Ital­ian tenor risked one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand, and a mem­ber of the Comédie-Française bid one hun­dred and sev­en­ty-five thou­sand francs.

			When the bid­ding reached two hun­dred thou­sand francs, the small­er com­peti­tors fell out of the race. At two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand, on­ly two bid­ders re­mained in the field: Her­schmann, the well-known cap­i­tal­ist, the king of gold mines; and the Count­ess de Cro­zon, the wealthy Amer­i­can, whose col­lec­tion of di­a­monds and pre­cious stones is famed through­out the world.

			“Two hun­dred and six­ty thou­sand … two hun­dred and sev­en­ty thou­sand … sev­en­ty-five … eighty. …” ex­claimed the auc­tion­eer, as he glanced at the two com­peti­tors in suc­ces­sion. “Two hun­dred and eighty thou­sand for madame. … Do I hear any more?”

			“Three hun­dred thou­sand,” said Her­schmann.

			There was a short si­lence. The count­ess was stand­ing, smil­ing, but pale from ex­cite­ment. She was lean­ing against the back of the chair in front of her. She knew, and so did ev­ery­one present, that the is­sue of the du­el was cer­tain; log­i­cal­ly, in­evitably, it must ter­mi­nate to the ad­van­tage of the cap­i­tal­ist, who had un­told mil­lions with which to in­dulge his caprices. How­ev­er, the count­ess made an­oth­er bid:

			“Three hun­dred and five thou­sand.”

			An­oth­er si­lence. All eyes were now di­rect­ed to the cap­i­tal­ist in the ex­pec­ta­tion that he would raise the bid­ding. But Her­schmann was not pay­ing any at­ten­tion to the sale; his eyes were fixed on a sheet of pa­per which he held in his right hand, while the oth­er hand held a torn en­ve­lope.

			“Three hun­dred and five thou­sand,” re­peat­ed the auc­tion­eer. “Once! … Twice! … For the last time. … Do I hear any more? … Once! … Twice! … Am I of­fered any more? Last chance! …”

			Her­schmann did not move.

			“Third and last time! … Sold!” ex­claimed the auc­tion­eer, as his ham­mer fell.

			“Four hun­dred thou­sand,” cried Her­schman, start­ing up, as if the sound of the ham­mer had roused him from his stu­por.

			Too late; the auc­tion­eer’s de­ci­sion was ir­rev­o­ca­ble. Some of Her­schmann’s ac­quain­tances pressed around him. What was the mat­ter? Why did he not speak soon­er? He laughed, and said:

			“Ma foi! I sim­ply for­got—in a mo­ment of ab­strac­tion.”

			“That is strange.”

			“You see, I just re­ceived a let­ter.”

			“And that let­ter was suf­fi­cient—”

			“To dis­tract my at­ten­tion? Yes, for a mo­ment.”

			Gan­i­mard was there. He had come to wit­ness the sale of the ring. He stopped one of the at­ten­dants of the auc­tion room, and said:

			“Was it you who car­ried the let­ter to Mon­sieur Her­schmann?”

			“Yes.”

			“Who gave it to you?”

			“A la­dy.”

			“Where is she?”

			“Where is she? … She was sit­ting down there … the la­dy who wore a thick veil.”

			“She has gone?”

			“Yes, just this mo­ment.”

			Gan­i­mard has­tened to the door, and saw the la­dy de­scend­ing the stairs. He ran af­ter her. A crush of peo­ple de­layed him at the en­trance. When he reached the side­walk, she had dis­ap­peared. He re­turned to the auc­tion room, ac­cost­ed Her­schmann, in­tro­duced him­self, and en­quired about the let­ter. Her­schmann hand­ed it to him. It was care­less­ly scrib­bled in pen­cil, in a hand­writ­ing un­known to the cap­i­tal­ist, and con­tained these few words:

			
				“The blue di­a­mond brings mis­for­tune. Re­mem­ber the Baron d’Hautrec.”

			

			

			The vi­cis­si­tudes of the blue di­a­mond were not yet at an end. Al­though it had be­come well-known through the mur­der of the Baron d’Hautrec and the in­ci­dents at the auc­tion-rooms, it was six months lat­er that it at­tained even greater celebri­ty. Dur­ing the fol­low­ing sum­mer, the Count­ess de Cro­zon was robbed of the fa­mous jew­el she had tak­en so much trou­ble to ac­quire.

			Let me re­call that strange af­fair, of which the ex­cit­ing and dra­mat­ic in­ci­dents sent a thrill through all of us, and over which I am now per­mit­ted to throw some light.

			On the evening of Au­gust 10, the guests of the Count and Count­ess de Cro­zon were as­sem­bled in the draw­ing-room of the mag­nif­i­cent château which over­looks the Bay de Somme. To en­ter­tain her friends, the count­ess seat­ed her­self at the pi­ano to play for them, af­ter first plac­ing her jew­els on a small ta­ble near the pi­ano, and, amongst them, was the ring of the Baron d’Hautrec.

			An hour lat­er, the count and the ma­jor­i­ty of the guests re­tired, in­clud­ing his two cousins and Madame de Réal, an in­ti­mate friend of the count­ess. The lat­ter re­mained in the draw­ing-room with Herr Ble­ichen, the Aus­tri­an con­sul, and his wife.

			They con­versed for a time, and then the count­ess ex­tin­guished the large lamp that stood on a ta­ble in the cen­tre of the room. At the same mo­ment, Herr Ble­ichen ex­tin­guished the two pi­ano lamps. There was a mo­men­tary dark­ness; then the con­sul light­ed a can­dle, and the three of them re­tired to their rooms. But, as soon as she reached her apart­ment, the count­ess re­mem­bered her jew­els and sent her maid to get them. When the maid re­turned with the jew­els, she placed them on the man­tel with­out the count­ess look­ing at them. Next day, Madame de Cro­zon found that one of her rings was miss­ing; it was the blue di­a­mond ring.

			She in­formed her hus­band, and, af­ter talk­ing it over, they reached the con­clu­sion that the maid was above sus­pi­cion, and that the guilty par­ty must be Herr Ble­ichen.

			The count no­ti­fied the com­mis­sary of po­lice at Amiens, who com­menced an in­ves­ti­ga­tion and, dis­creet­ly, ex­er­cised a strict sur­veil­lance over the Aus­tri­an con­sul to pre­vent his dis­pos­ing of the ring.

			The château was sur­round­ed by de­tec­tives day and night. Two weeks passed with­out in­ci­dent. Then Herr Ble­ichen an­nounced his in­tend­ed de­par­ture. That day, a for­mal com­plaint was en­tered against him. The po­lice made an of­fi­cial ex­am­i­na­tion of his lug­gage. In a small satchel, the key to which was al­ways car­ried by the con­sul him­self, they found a bot­tle of den­ti­frice, and in that bot­tle they found the ring.

			Madame Ble­ichen faint­ed. Her hus­band was placed un­der ar­rest.

			Ev­ery­one will re­mem­ber the line of de­fense adopt­ed by the ac­cused man. He de­clared that the ring must have been placed there by the Count de Crozen as an act of re­venge. He said:

			“The count is bru­tal and makes his wife very un­hap­py. She con­sult­ed me, and I ad­vised her to get a di­vorce. The count heard of it in some way, and, to be re­venged on me, he took the ring and placed it in my satchel.”

			The count and count­ess per­sist­ed in press­ing the charge. Be­tween the ex­pla­na­tion which they gave and that of the con­sul, both equal­ly pos­si­ble and equal­ly prob­a­ble, the pub­lic had to choose. No new fact was dis­cov­ered to turn the scale in ei­ther di­rec­tion. A month of gos­sip, con­jec­tures and in­ves­ti­ga­tions failed to pro­duce a sin­gle ray of light.

			Wea­ried of the ex­cite­ment and no­to­ri­ety, and in­ca­pable of se­cur­ing the ev­i­dence nec­es­sary to sus­tain their charge against the con­sul, the count and count­ess at last sent to Paris for a de­tec­tive com­pe­tent to un­rav­el the tan­gled threads of this mys­te­ri­ous skein. This brought Gan­i­mard in­to the case.

			For four days, the vet­er­an de­tec­tive searched the house from top to bot­tom, ex­am­ined ev­ery foot of the ground, had long con­fer­ences with the maid, the chauf­feur, the gar­den­ers, the em­ploy­ees in the neigh­bor­ing post-of­fices, vis­it­ed the rooms that had been oc­cu­pied by the var­i­ous guests. Then, one morn­ing, he dis­ap­peared with­out tak­ing leave of his host or host­ess. But a week lat­er, they re­ceived this tele­gram:

			
				“Please come to the Ja­pa­nese Tea­room, rue Bois­sy-d’An­glas, to­mor­row, Fri­day, evening at five o’clock. Gan­i­mard.”

			

			

			At five o’clock, Fri­day evening, their au­to­mo­bile stopped in front of num­ber nine rue Bois­sy-d’An­glas. The old de­tec­tive was stand­ing on the side­walk, wait­ing for them. With­out a word, he con­duct­ed them to the first floor of the Ja­pa­nese Tea­room. In one of the rooms, they met two men, whom Gan­i­mard in­tro­duced in these words:

			“Mon­sieur Ger­bois, pro­fes­sor in the Col­lege of Ver­sailles, from whom, you will re­mem­ber, Ar­sène Lupin stole half a mil­lion; Mon­sieur Léonce d’Hautrec, nephew and sole lega­tee of the Baron d’Hautrec.”

			A few min­utes lat­er, an­oth­er man ar­rived. It was Mon. Du­douis, head of the de­tec­tive ser­vice, and he ap­peared to be in a par­tic­u­lar­ly bad tem­per. He bowed, and then said:

			“What’s the trou­ble now, Gan­i­mard? I re­ceived your tele­phone mes­sage ask­ing me to come here. Is it any­thing of con­se­quence?”

			“Yes, chief, it is a very im­por­tant mat­ter. With­in an hour, the last two cas­es to which I was as­signed will have their dé­noue­ment here. It seemed to me that your pres­ence was in­dis­pens­able.”

			“And al­so the pres­ence of Dieuzy and Folen­fant, whom I no­ticed stand­ing near the door as I came in?”

			“Yes, chief.”

			“For what? Are you go­ing to make an ar­rest, and you wish to do it with a flour­ish? Come, Gan­i­mard, I am anx­ious to hear about it.”

			Gan­i­mard hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment, then spoke with the ob­vi­ous in­ten­tion of mak­ing an im­pres­sion on his hear­ers:

			“In the first place, I wish to state that Herr Ble­ichen had noth­ing to do with the theft of the ring.”

			“Oh! oh!” ex­claimed Mon. Du­douis, “that is a bold state­ment and a very se­ri­ous one.”

			“And is that all you have dis­cov­ered?” asked the Count de Cro­zon.

			“Not at all. On the sec­ond day af­ter the theft, three of your guests went on an au­to­mo­bile trip as far as Cré­cy. Two of them vis­it­ed the fa­mous bat­tle­field; and, while they were there, the third par­ty paid a hasty vis­it to the post-of­fice, and mailed a small box, tied and sealed ac­cord­ing to the reg­u­la­tions, and de­clared its val­ue to be one hun­dred francs.”

			“I see noth­ing strange in that,” said the count.

			“Per­haps you will see some­thing strange in it when I tell you that this per­son, in place of giv­ing her true name, sent the box un­der the name of Rousseau, and the per­son to whom it was ad­dressed, a cer­tain Mon­sieur Be­loux of Paris, moved his place of res­i­dence im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter re­ceiv­ing the box, in oth­er words, the ring.”

			“I pre­sume you re­fer to one of my cousins d’An­delle?”

			“No,” replied Gan­i­mard.

			“Madame de Réal, then?”

			“Yes.”

			“You ac­cuse my friend, Madam de Réal?” cried the count­ess, shocked and amazed.

			“I wish to ask you one ques­tion, madame,” said Gan­i­mard. “Was Madam de Réal present when you pur­chased the ring?”

			“Yes, but we did not go there to­geth­er.”

			“Did she ad­vise you to buy the ring?”

			The count­ess con­sid­ered for a mo­ment, then said:

			“Yes, I think she men­tioned it first—”

			“Thank you, madame. Your an­swer es­tab­lish­es the fact that it was Madame de Réal who was the first to men­tion the ring, and it was she who ad­vised you to buy it.”

			“But, I con­sid­er my friend is quite in­ca­pable—”

			“Par­don me, count­ess, when I re­mind you that Madame de Réal is on­ly a ca­su­al ac­quain­tance and not your in­ti­mate friend, as the news­pa­pers have an­nounced. It was on­ly last win­ter that you met her for the first time. Now, I can prove that ev­ery­thing she has told you about her­self, her past life, and her rel­a­tives, is ab­so­lute­ly false; that Madame Blanche de Réal had no ac­tu­al ex­is­tence be­fore she met you, and she has now ceased to ex­ist.”

			“Well?”

			“Well?” replied Gan­i­mard.

			“Your sto­ry is a very strange one,” said the count­ess, “but it has no ap­pli­ca­tion to our case. If Madame de Réal had tak­en the ring, how do you ex­plain the fact that it was found in Herr Ble­ichen’s tooth-pow­der? Any­one who would take the risk and trou­ble of steal­ing the blue di­a­mond would cer­tain­ly keep it. What do you say to that?”

			“I—noth­ing—but Madame de Réal will an­swer it.”

			“Oh! she does ex­ist, then?”

			“She does—and does not. I will ex­plain in a few words. Three days ago, while read­ing a news­pa­per, I glanced over the list of ho­tel ar­rivals at Trou­ville, and there I read: ‘Hô­tel Beau­ri­vage—Madame de Réal, etc.’

			“I went to Trou­ville im­me­di­ate­ly, and in­ter­viewed the pro­pri­etor of the ho­tel. From the de­scrip­tion and oth­er in­for­ma­tion I re­ceived from him, I con­clud­ed that she was the very Madame de Réal that I was seek­ing; but she had left the ho­tel, giv­ing her ad­dress in Paris as num­ber three rue de Col­isée. The day be­fore yes­ter­day I went to that ad­dress, and learned that there was no per­son there called Madame de Réal, but there was a Madame Réal, liv­ing on the sec­ond floor, who act­ed as a di­a­mond bro­ker and was fre­quent­ly away from home. She had re­turned from a jour­ney on the pre­ced­ing evening. Yes­ter­day, I called on her and, un­der an as­sumed name, I of­fered to act as an in­ter­medi­um in the sale of some di­a­monds to cer­tain wealthy friends of mine. She is to meet me here to­day to car­ry out that ar­range­ment.”

			“What! You ex­pect her to come here?”

			“Yes, at half-past five.”

			“Are you sure it is she?”

			“Madame de Réal of the Château de Cro­zon? Cer­tain­ly. I have con­vinc­ing ev­i­dence of that fact. But … lis­ten! … I hear Folen­fant’s sig­nal.”

			It was a whis­tle. Gan­i­mard arose quick­ly.

			“There is no time to lose. Mon­sieur and Madame de Cro­zon, will you be kind enough to go in­to the next room. You al­so, Mon­sieur d’Hautrec, and you, Mon­sieur Ger­bois. The door will re­main open, and when I give the sig­nal, you will come out. Of course, Chief, you will re­main here.”

			“We may be dis­turbed by oth­er peo­ple,” said Mon. Du­douis.

			“No. This is a new es­tab­lish­ment, and the pro­pri­etor is one of my friends. He will not let any­one dis­turb us—ex­cept the blonde La­dy.”

			“The blonde La­dy! What do you mean?”

			“Yes, the blonde La­dy her­self, chief; the friend and ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin, the mys­te­ri­ous blonde La­dy against whom I hold con­vinc­ing ev­i­dence; but, in ad­di­tion to that, I wish to con­front her with all the peo­ple she has robbed.”

			He looked through the win­dow.

			“I see her. She is com­ing in the door now. She can’t es­cape: Folen­fant and Dieuzy are guard­ing the door. … The blonde La­dy is cap­tured at last, Chief!”

			A mo­ment lat­er a wom­an ap­peared at the door; she was tall and slen­der, with a very pale com­plex­ion and bright gold­en hair. Gan­i­mard trem­bled with ex­cite­ment; he could not move, nor ut­ter a word. She was there, in front of him, at his mer­cy! What a vic­to­ry over Ar­sène Lupin! And what a re­venge! And, at the same time, the vic­to­ry was such an easy one that he asked him­self if the blonde La­dy would not yet slip through his fin­gers by one of those mir­a­cles that usu­al­ly ter­mi­nat­ed the ex­ploits of Ar­sène Lupin. She re­mained stand­ing near the door, sur­prised at the si­lence, and looked about her with­out any dis­play of sus­pi­cion or fear.

			“She will get away! She will dis­ap­pear!” thought Gan­i­mard.

			Then he man­aged to get be­tween her and the door. She turned to go out.

			“No, no!” he said. “Why are you go­ing away?”

			“Re­al­ly, mon­sieur, I do not un­der­stand what this means. Al­low me—”

			“There is no rea­son why you should go, madame, and very good rea­sons why you should re­main.”

			“But—”

			“It is use­less, madame. You can­not go.”

			Trem­bling, she sat on a chair, and stam­mered:

			“What is it you want?”

			Gan­i­mard had won the bat­tle and cap­tured the blonde La­dy. He said to her:

			“Al­low me to present the friend I men­tioned, who de­sires to pur­chase some di­a­monds. Have you pro­cured the stones you promised to bring?”

			“No—no—I don’t know. I don’t re­mem­ber.”

			“Come! Jog your mem­o­ry! A per­son of your ac­quain­tance in­tend­ed to send you a tint­ed stone. … ‘Some­thing like the blue di­a­mond,’ I said, laugh­ing; and you replied: ‘Ex­act­ly, I ex­pect to have just what you want.’ Do you re­mem­ber?”

			She made no re­ply. A small satchel fell from her hand. She picked it up quick­ly, and held it se­cure­ly. Her hands trem­bled slight­ly.

			“Come!” said Gan­i­mard, “I see you have no con­fi­dence in us, Madame de Réal. I shall set you a good ex­am­ple by show­ing you what I have.”

			He took from his pock­et­book a pa­per which he un­fold­ed, and dis­closed a lock of hair.

			“These are a few hairs torn from the head of An­toinette Bréhat by the Baron d’Hautrec, which I found clasped in his dead hand. I have shown them to Mlle. Ger­bois, who de­clares they are of the ex­act col­or of the hair of the blonde La­dy. Be­sides, they are ex­act­ly the col­or of your hair—the iden­ti­cal col­or.”

			Madame Réal looked at him in be­wil­der­ment, as if she did not un­der­stand his mean­ing. He con­tin­ued:

			“And here are two per­fume bot­tles, with­out la­bels, it is true, and emp­ty, but still suf­fi­cient­ly im­preg­nat­ed with their odor to en­able Mlle. Ger­bois to rec­og­nize in them the per­fume used by that blonde La­dy who was her trav­el­ing com­pan­ion for two weeks. Now, one of these bot­tles was found in the room that Madame de Réal oc­cu­pied at the Château de Cro­zon, and the oth­er in the room that you oc­cu­pied at the Hô­tel Beau­ri­vage.”

			“What do you say? … The blonde La­dy … the Château de Cro­zon. …”

			The de­tec­tive did not re­ply. He took from his pock­et and placed on the ta­ble, side by side, four small sheets of pa­per. Then he said:

			“I have, on these four pieces of pa­per, var­i­ous spec­i­mens of hand­writ­ing; the first is the writ­ing of An­toinette Bréhat; the sec­ond was writ­ten by the wom­an who sent the note to Baron Her­schmann at the auc­tion sale of the blue di­a­mond; the third is that of Madame de Réal, writ­ten while she was stop­ping at the Château de Cro­zon; and the fourth is your hand­writ­ing, madame … it is your name and ad­dress, which you gave to the porter of the Hô­tel Beau­ri­vage at Trou­ville. Now, com­pare the four hand­writ­ings. They are iden­ti­cal.”

			“What ab­sur­di­ty is this? re­al­ly, mon­sieur, I do not un­der­stand. What does it mean?”

			“It means, madame,” ex­claimed Gan­i­mard, “that the blonde La­dy, the friend and ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin, is none oth­er than you, Madame Réal.”

			Gan­i­mard went to the ad­join­ing room and re­turned with Mon. Ger­bois, whom he placed in front of Madame Réal, as he said:

			“Mon­sieur Ger­bois, is this the per­son who ab­duct­ed your daugh­ter, the wom­an you saw at the house of Mon­sieur Deti­nan?”

			“No.”

			Gan­i­mard was so sur­prised that he could not speak for a mo­ment; fi­nal­ly, he said: “No? … You must be mis­tak­en. …”

			“I am not mis­tak­en. Madame is blonde, it is true, and in that re­spect re­sem­bles the blonde La­dy; but, in all oth­er re­spects, she is to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent.”

			“I can’t be­lieve it. You must be mis­tak­en.”

			Gan­i­mard called in his oth­er wit­ness­es.

			“Mon­sieur d’Hautrec,” he said, “do you rec­og­nize An­toinette Bréhat?”

			“No, this is not the per­son I saw at my un­cle’s house.”

			“This wom­an is not Madame de Réal,” de­clared the Count de Cro­zon.

			That was the fin­ish­ing touch. Gan­i­mard was crushed. He was buried be­neath the ru­ins of the struc­ture he had erect­ed with so much care and as­sur­ance. His pride was hum­bled, his spir­it was bro­ken, by the force of this un­ex­pect­ed blow.

			Mon. Du­douis arose, and said:

			“We owe you an apol­o­gy, madame, for this un­for­tu­nate mis­take. But, since your ar­rival here, I have no­ticed your ner­vous ag­i­ta­tion. Some­thing trou­bles you; may I ask what it is?”

			“Mon Dieu, mon­sieur, I was afraid. My satchel con­tains di­a­monds to the val­ue of a hun­dred thou­sand francs, and the con­duct of your friend was rather sus­pi­cious.”

			“But you were fre­quent­ly ab­sent from Paris. How do you ex­plain that?”

			“I make fre­quent jour­neys to oth­er cities in the course of my busi­ness. That is all.”

			Mon. Du­douis had noth­ing more to ask. He turned to his sub­or­di­nate, and said:

			“Your in­ves­ti­ga­tion has been very su­per­fi­cial, Gan­i­mard, and your con­duct to­ward this la­dy is re­al­ly de­plorable. You will come to my of­fice to­mor­row and ex­plain it.”

			The in­ter­view was at an end, and Mon. Du­douis was about to leave the room when a most an­noy­ing in­ci­dent oc­curred. Madame Réal turned to Gan­i­mard, and said:

			“I un­der­stand that you are Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard. Am I right?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then, this let­ter must be for you. I re­ceived it this morn­ing. It was ad­dressed to ‘Mon. Justin Gan­i­mard, care of Madame Réal.’ I thought it was a joke, be­cause I did not know you un­der that name, but it ap­pears that your un­known cor­re­spon­dent knew of our ren­dezvous.”

			Gan­i­mard was in­clined to put the let­ter in his pock­et un­read, but he dared not do so in the pres­ence of his su­pe­ri­or, so he opened the en­ve­lope and read the let­ter aloud, in an al­most in­audi­ble tone:

			
				“Once up­on a time, there were a blonde La­dy, a Lupin, and a Gan­i­mard. Now, the wicked Gan­i­mard had evil de­signs on the pret­ty blonde La­dy, and the good Lupin was her friend and pro­tec­tor. When the good Lupin wished the blonde La­dy to be­come the friend of the Count­ess de Cro­zon, he caused her to as­sume the name of Madame de Réal, which is a close re­sem­blance to the name of a cer­tain di­a­mond bro­ker, a wom­an with a pale com­plex­ion and gold­en hair. And the good Lupin said to him­self: If ev­er the wicked Gan­i­mard gets up­on the track of the blonde La­dy, how use­ful it will be to me if he should be di­vert­ed to the track of the hon­est di­a­mond bro­ker. A wise pre­cau­tion that has borne good fruit. A lit­tle note sent to the news­pa­per read by the wicked Gan­i­mard, a per­fume bot­tle in­ten­tion­al­ly for­got­ten by the gen­uine blonde La­dy at the Hô­tel Beau­ri­vage, the name and ad­dress of Madame Réal writ­ten on the ho­tel reg­is­ter by the gen­uine blonde La­dy, and the trick is played. What do you think of it, Gan­i­mard? I wished to tell you the true sto­ry of this af­fair, know­ing that you would be the first to laugh over it. Re­al­ly, it is quite amus­ing, and I have en­joyed it very much.

				“Ac­cept my best wish­es, dear friend, and give my kind re­gards to the wor­thy Mon. Du­douis.

				“Ar­sène Lupin.”

			

			“He knows ev­ery­thing,” mut­tered Gan­i­mard, but he did not see the hu­mor of the sit­u­a­tion as Lupin had pre­dict­ed. “He knows some things I have nev­er men­tioned to any­one. How could he find out that I was go­ing to in­vite you here, chief? How could he know that I had found the first per­fume bot­tle? How could he find out those things?”

			He stamped his feet and tore his hair—a prey to the most trag­ic de­spair. Mon. Du­douis felt sor­ry for him, and said:

			“Come, Gan­i­mard, nev­er mind; try to do bet­ter next time.”

			And Mon. Du­douis left the room, ac­com­pa­nied by Madame Réal.

			

			Dur­ing the next ten min­utes, Gan­i­mard read and reread the let­ter of Ar­sène Lupin. Mon­sieur and Madame de Cro­zon, Mon­sieur d’Hautrec and Mon­sieur Ger­bois were hold­ing an an­i­mat­ed dis­cus­sion in a cor­ner of the room. At last, the count ap­proached the de­tec­tive, and said:

			“My dear mon­sieur, af­ter your in­ves­ti­ga­tion, we are no near­er the truth than we were be­fore.”

			“Par­don me, but my in­ves­ti­ga­tion has es­tab­lished these facts: that the blonde La­dy is the mys­te­ri­ous hero­ine of these ex­ploits, and that Ar­sène Lupin di­rect­ed them.”

			“Those facts do not solve the mys­tery; in fact, they ren­der it more ob­scure. The blonde La­dy com­mits a mur­der in or­der to steal the blue di­a­mond, and yet she does not steal it. Af­ter­ward she steals it and gets rid of it by se­cret­ly giv­ing it to an­oth­er per­son. How do you ex­plain her strange con­duct?”

			“I can­not ex­plain it.”

			“Of course; but, per­haps, some­one else can.”

			“Who?”

			The Count hes­i­tat­ed, so the Count­ess replied, frankly:

			“There is on­ly one man be­sides your­self who is com­pe­tent to en­ter the are­na with Ar­sène Lupin and over­come him. Have you any ob­jec­tion to our en­gag­ing the ser­vices of Her­lock Sholmes in this case?”

			Gan­i­mard was vexed at the ques­tion, but stam­mered a re­ply:

			“No … but … I do not un­der­stand what—”

			“Let me ex­plain. All this mys­tery an­noys me. I wish to have it cleared up. Mon­sieur Ger­bois and Mon­sieur d’Hautrec have the same de­sire, and we have agreed to send for the cel­e­brat­ed Eng­lish de­tec­tive.”

			“You are right, madame,” replied the de­tec­tive, with a loy­al­ty that did him cred­it, “you are right. Old Gan­i­mard is not able to over­come Ar­sène Lupin. But will Her­lock Sholmes suc­ceed? I hope so, as I have the great­est ad­mi­ra­tion for him. But … it is im­prob­a­ble.”

			“Do you mean to say that he will not suc­ceed?”

			“That is my opin­ion. I can fore­see the re­sult of a du­el be­tween Her­lock Sholmes and Ar­sène Lupin. The En­glish­man will be de­feat­ed.”

			“But, in any event, can we count on your as­sis­tance?”

			“Quite so, madame. I shall be pleased to ren­der Mon­sieur Sholmes all pos­si­ble as­sis­tance.”

			“Do you know his ad­dress?”

			“Yes; 219 Park­er street.”

			That evening Mon­sieur and Madame de Cro­zon with­drew the charge they had made against Herr Ble­ichen, and a joint let­ter was ad­dressed to Her­lock Sholmes.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Herlock Sholmes Opens Hostilities

			
			“What does mon­sieur wish?”

			“Any­thing,” replied Ar­sène Lupin, like a man who nev­er wor­ries over the de­tails of a meal; “any­thing you like, but no meat or al­co­hol.”

			The wait­er walked away, dis­dain­ful­ly.

			“What! still a veg­e­tar­i­an?” I ex­claimed.

			“More so than ev­er,” replied Lupin.

			“Through taste, faith, or habit?”

			“Hy­giene.”

			“And do you nev­er fall from grace?”

			“Oh! yes … when I am din­ing out … and wish to avoid be­ing con­sid­ered ec­cen­tric.”

			We were din­ing near the North­ern Rail­way sta­tion, in a lit­tle restau­rant to which Ar­sène Lupin had in­vit­ed me. Fre­quent­ly he would send me a tele­gram ask­ing me to meet him in some ob­scure restau­rant, where we could en­joy a qui­et din­ner, well served, and which was al­ways made in­ter­est­ing to me by his recital of some star­tling ad­ven­ture thereto­fore un­known to me.

			On that par­tic­u­lar evening he ap­peared to be in a more live­ly mood than usu­al. He laughed and joked with care­less an­i­ma­tion, and with that del­i­cate sar­casm that was ha­bit­u­al with him—a light and spon­ta­neous sar­casm that was quite free from any tinge of mal­ice. It was a plea­sure to find him in that jovial mood, and I could not re­sist the de­sire to tell him so.

			“Ah! yes,” he ex­claimed, “there are days in which I find life as bright and gay as a spring morn­ing; then life seems to be an in­fi­nite trea­sure which I can nev­er ex­haust. And yet God knows I lead a care­less ex­is­tence!”

			“Too much so, per­haps.”

			“Ah! but I tell you, the trea­sure is in­fi­nite. I can spend it with a lav­ish hand. I can cast my youth and strength to the four winds of Heav­en, and it is re­placed by a still younger and greater force. Be­sides, my life is so pleas­ant! … If I wished to do so, I might be­come—what shall I say? … An or­a­tor, a man­u­fac­tur­er, a politi­cian. … But, I as­sure you, I shall nev­er have such a de­sire. Ar­sène Lupin, I am; Ar­sène Lupin, I shall re­main. I have made a vain search in his­to­ry to find a ca­reer com­pa­ra­ble to mine; a life bet­ter filled or more in­tense. … Napoleon? Yes, per­haps. … But Napoleon, to­ward the close of his ca­reer, when all Eu­rope was try­ing to crush him, asked him­self on the eve of each bat­tle if it would not be his last.”

			Was he se­ri­ous? Or was he jok­ing? He be­came more an­i­mat­ed as he pro­ceed­ed:

			“That is ev­ery­thing, do you un­der­stand, the dan­ger! The con­tin­u­ous feel­ing of dan­ger! To breathe it as you breathe the air, to scent it in ev­ery breath of wind, to de­tect it in ev­ery un­usu­al sound. … And, in the midst of the tem­pest, to re­main calm … and not to stum­ble! Oth­er­wise, you are lost. There is on­ly one sen­sa­tion equal to it: that of the chauf­feur in an au­to­mo­bile race. But that race lasts on­ly a few hours; my race con­tin­ues un­til death!”

			“What fan­ta­sy!” I ex­claimed. “And you wish me to be­lieve that you have no par­tic­u­lar mo­tive for your adop­tion of that ex­cit­ing life?”

			“Come,” he said, with a smile, “you are a clever psy­chol­o­gist. Work it out for your­self.”

			He poured him­self a glass of wa­ter, drank it, and said:

			“Did you read Le Temps to­day?”

			“No.”

			“Her­lock Sholmes crossed the Chan­nel this af­ter­noon, and ar­rived in Paris about six o’clock.”

			“The deuce! What is he com­ing for?”

			“A lit­tle jour­ney he has un­der­tak­en at the re­quest of the Count and Count­ess of Cro­zon, Mon­sieur Ger­bois, and the nephew of Baron d’Hautrec. They met him at the North­ern Rail­way sta­tion, took him to meet Gan­i­mard, and, at this mo­ment, the six of them are hold­ing a con­sul­ta­tion.”

			De­spite a strong temp­ta­tion to do so, I had nev­er ven­tured to ques­tion Ar­sène Lupin con­cern­ing any ac­tion of his pri­vate life, un­less he had first men­tioned the sub­ject to me. Up to that mo­ment his name had not been men­tioned, at least of­fi­cial­ly, in con­nec­tion with the blue di­a­mond. Con­se­quent­ly, I con­sumed my cu­rios­i­ty in pa­tience. He con­tin­ued:

			“There is al­so in Le Temps an in­ter­view with my old friend Gan­i­mard, ac­cord­ing to whom a cer­tain blonde la­dy, who should be my friend, must have mur­dered the Baron d’Hautrec and tried to rob Madame de Cro­zon of her fa­mous ring. And—what do you think?—he ac­cus­es me of be­ing the in­sti­ga­tor of those crimes.”

			I could not sup­press a slight shud­der. Was this true? Must I be­lieve that his ca­reer of theft, his mode of ex­is­tence, the log­i­cal re­sult of such a life, had drawn that man in­to more se­ri­ous crimes, in­clud­ing mur­der? I looked at him. He was so calm, and his eyes had such a frank ex­pres­sion! I ob­served his hands: they had been formed from a mod­el of ex­ceed­ing del­i­ca­cy, long and slen­der; in­of­fen­sive, tru­ly; and the hands of an artist. …

			“Gan­i­mard has pipe-dreams,” I said.

			“No, no!” protest­ed Lupin. “Gan­i­mard has some clev­er­ness; and, at times, al­most in­spi­ra­tion.”

			“In­spi­ra­tion!”

			“Yes. For in­stance, that in­ter­view is a mas­ter­stroke. In the first place, he an­nounces the com­ing of his Eng­lish ri­val in or­der to put me on my guard, and make his task more dif­fi­cult. In the sec­ond place, he in­di­cates the ex­act point to which he has con­duct­ed the af­fair in or­der that Sholmes will not get cred­it for the work al­ready done by Gan­i­mard. That is good war­fare.”

			“What­ev­er it may be, you have two ad­ver­saries to deal with, and such ad­ver­saries!”

			“Oh! one of them doesn’t count.”

			“And the oth­er?”

			“Sholmes? Oh! I con­fess he is a wor­thy foe; and that ex­plains my present good hu­mor. In the first place, it is a ques­tion of self-es­teem; I am pleased to know that they con­sid­er me a sub­ject wor­thy the at­ten­tion of the cel­e­brat­ed Eng­lish de­tec­tive. In the next place, just imag­ine the plea­sure a man, such as I, must ex­pe­ri­ence in the thought of a du­el with Her­lock Sholmes. But I shall be obliged to strain ev­ery mus­cle; he is a clever fel­low, and will con­test ev­ery inch of the ground.”

			“Then you con­sid­er him a strong op­po­nent?”

			“I do. As a de­tec­tive, I be­lieve, he has nev­er had an equal. But I have one ad­van­tage over him; he is mak­ing the at­tack and I am sim­ply de­fend­ing my­self. My role is the eas­i­er one. Be­sides, I am fa­mil­iar with his method of war­fare, and he does not know mine. I am pre­pared to show him a few new tricks that will give him some­thing to think about.”

			He tapped the ta­ble with his fin­gers as he ut­tered the fol­low­ing sen­tences, with an air of keen de­light:

			“Ar­sène Lupin against Her­lock Sholmes. … France against Eng­land. … Trafal­gar will be re­venged at last. … Ah! the ras­cal … he doesn’t sus­pect that I am pre­pared … and a Lupin warned—”

			He stopped sud­den­ly, seized with a fit of cough­ing, and hid his face in his nap­kin, as if some­thing had stuck in his throat.

			“A bit of bread?” I in­quired. “Drink some wa­ter.”

			“No, it isn’t that,” he replied, in a sti­fled voice.

			“Then, what is it?”

			“The want of air.”

			“Do you wish a win­dow opened?”

			“No, I shall go out. Give me my hat and over­coat, quick! I must go.”

			“What’s the mat­ter?”

			“The two gen­tle­men who came in just now. … Look at the taller one … now, when we go out, keep to my left, so he will not see me.”

			“The one who is sit­ting be­hind you?”

			“Yes. I will ex­plain it to you, out­side.”

			“Who is it?”

			“Her­lock Sholmes.”

			He made a des­per­ate ef­fort to con­trol him­self, as if he were ashamed of his emo­tion, re­placed his nap­kin, drank a glass of wa­ter, and, quite re­cov­ered, said to me, smil­ing:

			“It is strange, hein, that I should be af­fect­ed so eas­i­ly, but that un­ex­pect­ed sight—”

			“What have you to fear, since no one can rec­og­nize you, on ac­count of your many trans­for­ma­tions? Ev­ery time I see you it seems to me your face is changed; it’s not at all fa­mil­iar. I don’t know why.”

			“But he would rec­og­nize me,” said Lupin. “He has seen me on­ly once; but, at that time, he made a men­tal pho­to­graph of me—not of my ex­ter­nal ap­pear­ance but of my very soul—not what I ap­pear to be but just what I am. Do you un­der­stand? And then … and then. … I did not ex­pect to meet him here. … Such a strange en­counter! … in this lit­tle restau­rant. …”

			“Well, shall we go out?”

			“No, not now,” said Lupin.

			“What are you go­ing to do?”

			“The bet­ter way is to act frankly … to have con­fi­dence in him—trust him. …”

			“You will not speak to him?”

			“Why not? It will be to my ad­van­tage to do so, and find out what he knows, and, per­haps, what he thinks. At present I have the feel­ing that his gaze is on my neck and shoul­ders, and that he is try­ing to re­mem­ber where he has seen them be­fore.”

			He re­flect­ed a mo­ment. I ob­served a ma­li­cious smile at the cor­ner of his mouth; then, obe­di­ent, I think, to a whim of his im­pul­sive na­ture, and not to the ne­ces­si­ties of the sit­u­a­tion, he arose, turned around, and, with a bow and a joy­ous air, he said:

			“By what lucky chance? Ah! I am de­light­ed to see you. Per­mit me to in­tro­duce a friend of mine.”

			For a mo­ment the En­glish­man was dis­con­cert­ed; then he made a move­ment as if he would seize Ar­sène Lupin. The lat­ter shook his head, and said:

			“That would not be fair; be­sides, the move­ment would be an awk­ward one and … quite use­less.”

			The En­glish­man looked about him, as if in search of as­sis­tance.

			“No use,” said Lupin. “Be­sides, are you quite sure you can place your hand on me? Come, now, show me that you are a re­al En­glish­man and, there­fore, a good sport.”

			This ad­vice seemed to com­mend it­self to the de­tec­tive, for he par­tial­ly rose and said, very for­mal­ly:

			“Mon­sieur Wil­son, my friend and as­sis­tant—Mon­sieur Ar­sène Lupin.”

			Wil­son’s amaze­ment evoked a laugh. With bulging eyes and gap­ing mouth, he looked from one to the oth­er, as if un­able to com­pre­hend the sit­u­a­tion. Her­lock Sholmes laughed and said:

			“Wil­son, you should con­ceal your as­ton­ish­ment at an in­ci­dent which is one of the most nat­u­ral in the world.”

			“Why do you not ar­rest him?” stam­mered Wil­son.

			“Have you not ob­served, Wil­son, that the gen­tle­man is be­tween me and the door, and on­ly a few steps from the door. By the time I could move my lit­tle fin­ger he would be out­side.”

			“Don’t let that make any dif­fer­ence,” said Lupin, who now walked around the ta­ble and seat­ed him­self so that the En­glish­man was be­tween him and the door—thus plac­ing him­self at the mer­cy of the for­eign­er.

			Wil­son looked at Sholmes to find out if he had the right to ad­mire this act of wan­ton courage. The En­glish­man’s face was im­pen­e­tra­ble; but, a mo­ment lat­er, he called:

			“Wait­er!”

			When the wait­er came he or­dered so­da, beer and whisky. The treaty of peace was signed—un­til fur­ther or­ders. In a few mo­ments the four men were con­vers­ing in an ap­par­ent­ly friend­ly man­ner.

			

			Her­lock Sholmes is a man such as you might meet ev­ery day in the busi­ness world. He is about fifty years of age, and looks as if he might have passed his life in an of­fice, adding up col­umns of dull fig­ures or writ­ing out for­mal state­ments of busi­ness ac­counts. There was noth­ing to dis­tin­guish him from the av­er­age cit­i­zen of Lon­don, ex­cept the ap­pear­ance of his eyes, his ter­ri­bly keen and pen­e­trat­ing eyes.

			But then he is Her­lock Sholmes—which means that he is a won­der­ful com­bi­na­tion of in­tu­ition, ob­ser­va­tion, clair­voy­ance and in­ge­nu­ity. One could read­i­ly be­lieve that na­ture had been pleased to take the two most ex­tra­or­di­nary de­tec­tives that the imag­i­na­tion of man has hith­er­to con­ceived, the Dupin of Edgar Allen Poe and the Lecoq of Emile Ga­bo­ri­au, and, out of that ma­te­ri­al, con­struct­ed a new de­tec­tive, more ex­tra­or­di­nary and su­per­nat­u­ral than ei­ther of them. And when a per­son reads the his­to­ry of his ex­ploits, which have made him fa­mous through­out the en­tire world, he asks him­self whether Her­lock Sholmes is not a myth­i­cal per­son­age, a fic­ti­tious hero born in the brain of a great nov­el­ist—Co­nan Doyle, for in­stance.

			When Ar­sène Lupin ques­tioned him in re­gard to the length of his so­journ in France he turned the con­ver­sa­tion in­to its prop­er chan­nel by say­ing:

			“That de­pends on you, mon­sieur.”

			“Oh!” ex­claimed Lupin, laugh­ing, “if it de­pends on me you can re­turn to Eng­land tonight.”

			“That is a lit­tle too soon, but I ex­pect to re­turn in the course of eight or nine days—ten at the out­side.”

			“Are you in such a hur­ry?”

			“I have many cas­es to at­tend to; such as the rob­bery of the An­glo-Chi­nese Bank, the ab­duc­tion of La­dy Ec­cle­ston. … But, don’t you think, Mon­sieur Lupin, that I can fin­ish my busi­ness in Paris with­in a week?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, if you con­fine your ef­forts to the case of the blue di­a­mond. It is, more­over, the length of time that I re­quire to make prepa­ra­tions for my safe­ty in case the so­lu­tion of that af­fair should give you cer­tain dan­ger­ous ad­van­tages over me.”

			“And yet,” said the En­glish­man, “I ex­pect to close the busi­ness in eight or ten days.”

			“And ar­rest me on the eleventh, per­haps?”

			“No, the tenth is my lim­it.”

			Lupin shook his head thought­ful­ly, as he said:

			“That will be dif­fi­cult—very dif­fi­cult.”

			“Dif­fi­cult, per­haps, but pos­si­ble, there­fore cer­tain—”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly cer­tain,” said Wil­son, as if he had clear­ly worked out the long se­ries of op­er­a­tions which would con­duct his col­lab­o­ra­tor to the de­sired re­sult.

			“Of course,” said Her­lock Sholmes, “I do not hold all the trump cards, as these cas­es are al­ready sev­er­al months old, and I lack cer­tain in­for­ma­tion and clues up­on which I am ac­cus­tomed to base my in­ves­ti­ga­tions.”

			“Such as spots of mud and cig­a­rette ash­es,” said Wil­son, with an air of im­por­tance.

			“In ad­di­tion to the re­mark­able con­clu­sions formed by Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard, I have ob­tained all the ar­ti­cles writ­ten on the sub­ject, and have formed a few de­duc­tions of my own.”

			“Some ideas which were sug­gest­ed to us by anal­y­sis or hy­poth­e­sis,” added Wil­son, sen­ten­tious­ly.

			“I wish to en­quire,” said Ar­sène Lupin, in that def­er­en­tial tone which he em­ployed in speak­ing to Sholmes, “would I be in­dis­creet if I were to ask you what opin­ion you have formed about the case?”

			Re­al­ly, it was a most ex­cit­ing sit­u­a­tion to see those two men fac­ing each oth­er across the ta­ble, en­gaged in an earnest dis­cus­sion as if they were obliged to solve some ab­struse prob­lem or come to an agree­ment up­on some con­tro­vert­ed fact. Wil­son was in the sev­enth heav­en of de­light. Her­lock Sholmes filled his pipe slow­ly, light­ed it, and said:

			“This af­fair is much sim­pler than it ap­peared to be at first sight.”

			“Much sim­pler,” said Wil­son, as a faith­ful echo.

			“I say ‘this af­fair,’ for, in my opin­ion, there is on­ly one,” said Sholmes. “The death of the Baron d’Hautrec, the sto­ry of the ring, and, let us not for­get, the mys­tery of lot­tery tick­et num­ber 514, are on­ly dif­fer­ent phas­es of what one might call the mys­tery of the blonde La­dy. Now, ac­cord­ing to my view, it is sim­ply a ques­tion of dis­cov­er­ing the bond that unites those three episodes in the same sto­ry—the fact which proves the uni­ty of the three events. Gan­i­mard, whose judg­ment is rather su­per­fi­cial, finds that uni­ty in the fac­ul­ty of dis­ap­pear­ance; that is, in the pow­er of com­ing and go­ing un­seen and un­heard. That the­o­ry does not sat­is­fy me.”

			“Well, what is your idea?” asked Lupin.

			“In my opin­ion,” said Sholmes, “the char­ac­ter­is­tic fea­ture of the three episodes is your de­sign and pur­pose of lead­ing the af­fair in­to a cer­tain chan­nel pre­vi­ous­ly cho­sen by you. It is, on your part, more than a plan; it is a ne­ces­si­ty, an in­dis­pens­able con­di­tion of suc­cess.”

			“Can you fur­nish any de­tails of your the­o­ry?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. For ex­am­ple, from the be­gin­ning of your con­flict with Mon­sieur Ger­bois, is it not ev­i­dent that the apart­ment of Mon­sieur Deti­nan is the place se­lect­ed by you, the in­evitable spot where all the par­ties must meet? In your opin­ion, it was the on­ly safe place, and you ar­ranged a ren­dezvous there, pub­licly, one might say, for the blonde La­dy and Made­moi­selle Ger­bois.”

			“The pro­fes­sor’s daugh­ter,” added Wil­son.

			“Now, let us con­sid­er the case of the blue di­a­mond. Did you try to ap­pro­pri­ate it while the Baron d’Hautrec pos­sessed it? No. But the baron takes his broth­er’s house. Six months lat­er we have the in­ter­ven­tion of An­toinette Bréhat and the first at­tempt. The di­a­mond es­capes you, and the sale is wide­ly ad­ver­tised to take place at the Drouot auc­tion-rooms. Will it be a free and open sale? Is the rich­est am­a­teur sure to car­ry off the jew­el? No. Just as the banker Her­schmann is on the point of buy­ing the ring, a la­dy sends him a let­ter of warn­ing, and it is the Count­ess de Cro­zon, pre­pared and in­flu­enced by the same la­dy, who be­comes the pur­chas­er of the di­a­mond. Will the ring dis­ap­pear at once? No; you lack the op­por­tu­ni­ty. There­fore, you must wait. At last the Count­ess goes to her château. That is what you were wait­ing for. The ring dis­ap­pears.”

			“To reap­pear again in the tooth-pow­der of Herr Ble­ichen,” re­marked Lupin.

			“Oh! such non­sense!” ex­claimed Sholmes, strik­ing the ta­ble with his fist, “don’t tell me such a fairy tale. I am too old a fox to be led away by a false scent.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“What do I mean?” said Sholmes, then paused a mo­ment as if he wished to ar­range his ef­fect. At last he said:

			“The blue di­a­mond that was found in the tooth-pow­der was false. You kept the gen­uine stone.”

			Ar­sène Lupin re­mained silent for a mo­ment; then, with his eyes fixed on the En­glish­man, he replied, calm­ly:

			“You are im­per­ti­nent, mon­sieur.”

			“Im­per­ti­nent, in­deed!” re­peat­ed Wil­son, beam­ing with ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“Yes,” said Lupin, “and, yet, to do you cred­it, you have thrown a strong light on a very mys­te­ri­ous sub­ject. Not a mag­is­trate, not a spe­cial re­porter, who has been en­gaged on this case, has come so near the truth. It is a mar­vel­lous dis­play of in­tu­ition and log­ic.”

			“Oh! a per­son has sim­ply to use his brains,” said Her­lock Sholmes, nat­tered at the homage of the ex­pert crim­i­nal.

			“And so few have any brains to use,” replied Lupin. “And, now, that the field of con­jec­tures has been nar­rowed down, and the rub­bish cleared away—”

			“Well, now, I have sim­ply to dis­cov­er why the three episodes were en­act­ed at 25 rue Clapey­ron, 134 av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin, and with­in the walls of the Château de Cro­zon and my work will be fin­ished. What re­mains will be child’s play. Don’t you think so?”

			“Yes, I think you are right.”

			“In that case, Mon­sieur Lupin, am I wrong in say­ing that my busi­ness will be fin­ished in ten days?”

			“In ten days you will know the whole truth,” said Lupin.

			“And you will be ar­rest­ed.”

			“No.”

			“No?”

			“In or­der that I may be ar­rest­ed there must oc­cur such a se­ries of im­prob­a­ble and un­ex­pect­ed mis­for­tunes that I can­not ad­mit the pos­si­bil­i­ty of such an event.”

			“We have a say­ing in Eng­land that ‘the un­ex­pect­ed al­ways hap­pens.’ ”

			They looked at each oth­er for a mo­ment calm­ly and fear­less­ly, with­out any dis­play of brava­do or mal­ice. They met as equals in a con­test of wit and skill. And this meet­ing was the for­mal cross­ing of swords, pre­lim­i­nary to the du­el.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Lupin, “at last I shall have an ad­ver­sary wor­thy of the name—one whose de­feat will be the proud­est achieve­ment in my ca­reer.”

			“Are you not afraid!” asked Wil­son.

			“Al­most, Mon­sieur Wil­son,” replied Lupin, ris­ing from his chair, “and the proof is that I am about to make a hasty re­treat. Then, we will say ten days, Mon­sieur Sholmes?”

			“Yes, ten days. This is Sun­day. A week from next Wednes­day, at eight o’clock in the evening, it will be all over.”

			“And I shall be in prison?”

			“No doubt of it.”

			“Ha! not a pleas­ant out­look for a man who gets so much en­joy­ment out of life as I do. No cares, a live­ly in­ter­est in the af­fairs of the world, a jus­ti­fi­able con­tempt for the po­lice, and the con­sol­ing sym­pa­thy of nu­mer­ous friends and ad­mir­ers. And now, be­hold, all that is about to be changed! It is the re­verse side of the medal. Af­ter sun­shine comes the rain. It is no longer a laugh­ing mat­ter. Adieu!”

			“Hur­ry up!” said Wil­son, full of so­lic­i­tude for a per­son in whom Her­lock Sholmes had in­spired so much re­spect, “do not lose a minute.”

			“Not a minute, Mon­sieur Wil­son; but I wish to ex­press my plea­sure at hav­ing met you, and to tell you how much I en­vy the mas­ter in hav­ing such a valu­able as­sis­tant as you seem to be.”

			Then, af­ter they had cour­te­ous­ly salut­ed each oth­er, like ad­ver­saries in a du­el who en­ter­tain no feel­ing of mal­ice but are obliged to fight by force of cir­cum­stances, Lupin seized me by the arm and drew me out­side.

			“What do you think of it, dear boy? The strange events of this evening will form an in­ter­est­ing chap­ter in the mem­oirs you are now pre­par­ing for me.”

			He closed the door of the restau­rant be­hind us, and, af­ter tak­ing a few steps, he stopped and said:

			“Do you smoke?”

			“No. Nor do you, it seems to me.”

			“You are right, I don’t.”

			He light­ed a cig­a­rette with a wax-match, which he shook sev­er­al times in an ef­fort to ex­tin­guish it. But he threw away the cig­a­rette im­me­di­ate­ly, ran across the street, and joined two men who emerged from the shad­ows as if called by a sig­nal. He con­versed with them for a few min­utes on the op­po­site side­walk, and then re­turned to me.

			“I beg your par­don, but I fear that cursed Sholmes is go­ing to give me trou­ble. But, I as­sure you, he is not yet through with Ar­sène Lupin. He will find out what kind of fu­el I use to warm my blood. And now—au revoir! The ge­nial Wil­son is right; there is not a mo­ment to lose.”

			He walked away rapid­ly.

			Thus end­ed the events of that ex­cit­ing evening, or, at least, that part of them in which I was a par­tic­i­pant. Sub­se­quent­ly, dur­ing the course of the evening, oth­er stir­ring in­ci­dents oc­curred which have come to my knowl­edge through the cour­tesy of oth­er mem­bers of that unique din­ner-par­ty.

			

			At the very mo­ment in which Lupin left me, Her­lock Sholmes rose from the ta­ble, and looked at his watch.

			“Twen­ty min­utes to nine. At nine o’clock I am to meet the Count and Count­ess at the rail­way sta­tion.”

			“Then, we must be off!” ex­claimed Wil­son, be­tween two drinks of whisky.

			They left the restau­rant.

			“Wil­son, don’t look be­hind. We may be fol­lowed, and, in that case, let us act as if we did not care. Wil­son, I want your opin­ion: why was Lupin in that restau­rant?”

			“To get some­thing to eat,” replied Wil­son, quick­ly.

			“Wil­son, I must con­grat­u­late you on the ac­cu­ra­cy of your de­duc­tion. I couldn’t have done bet­ter my­self.”

			Wil­son blushed with plea­sure, and Sholmes con­tin­ued:

			“To get some­thing to eat. Very well, and, af­ter that, prob­a­bly, to as­sure him­self whether I am go­ing to the Château de Cro­zon, as an­nounced by Gan­i­mard in his in­ter­view. I must go in or­der not to dis­ap­point him. But, in or­der to gain time on him, I shall not go.”

			“Ah!” said Wil­son, non­plussed.

			“You, my friend, will walk down this street, take a car­riage, two, three car­riages. Re­turn lat­er and get the valis­es that we left at the sta­tion, and make for the Élysée-Palace at a ga­lop.”

			“And when I reach the Élysée-Palace?”

			“En­gage a room, go to sleep, and await my or­ders.”

			Quite proud of the im­por­tant role as­signed to him, Wil­son set out to per­form his task. Her­lock Sholmes pro­ceed­ed to the rail­way sta­tion, bought a tick­et, and re­paired to the Amiens’ ex­press in which the Count and Count­ess de Cro­zon were al­ready in­stalled. He bowed to them, light­ed his pipe, and had a qui­et smoke in the cor­ri­dor. The train start­ed. Ten min­utes lat­er he took a seat be­side the Count­ess, and said to her:

			“Have you the ring here, madame?”

			“Yes.”

			“Will you kind­ly let me see it?”

			He took it, and ex­am­ined it close­ly.

			“Just as I sus­pect­ed: it is a man­u­fac­tured di­a­mond.”

			“A man­u­fac­tured di­a­mond?”

			“Yes; a new process which con­sists in sub­mit­ting di­a­mond dust to a tremen­dous heat un­til it melts and is then mold­ed in­to a sin­gle stone.”

			“But my di­a­mond is gen­uine.”

			“Yes, your di­a­mond is; but this is not yours.”

			“Where is mine?”

			“It is held by Ar­sène Lupin.”

			“And this stone?”

			“Was sub­sti­tut­ed for yours, and slipped in­to Herr Ble­ichen’s tooth-pow­der, where it was af­ter­wards found.”

			“Then you think this is false?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly false.”

			The Count­ess was over­whelmed with sur­prise and grief, while her hus­band scru­ti­nized the di­a­mond with an in­cred­u­lous air. Fi­nal­ly she stam­mered:

			“Is it pos­si­ble? And why did they not mere­ly steal it and be done with it? And how did they steal it?”

			“That is ex­act­ly what I am go­ing to find out.”

			“At the Château de Cro­zon?”

			“No. I shall leave the train at Creil and re­turn to Paris. It is there the game be­tween me and Ar­sène Lupin must be played. In fact, the game has com­menced al­ready, and Lupin thinks I am on my way to the château.”

			“But—”

			“What does it mat­ter to you, madame? The es­sen­tial thing is your di­a­mond, is it not?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, don’t wor­ry. I have just un­der­tak­en a much more dif­fi­cult task than that. You have my prom­ise that I will re­store the true di­a­mond to you with­in ten days.”

			The train slack­ened its speed. He put the false di­a­mond in his pock­et and opened the door. The Count cried out:

			“That is the wrong side of the train. You are get­ting out on the tracks.”

			“That is my in­ten­tion. If Lupin has any­one on my track, he will lose sight of me now. Adieu.”

			An em­ploy­ee protest­ed in vain. Af­ter the de­par­ture of the train, the En­glish­man sought the sta­tion­mas­ter’s of­fice. Forty min­utes lat­er he leaped in­to a train that land­ed him in Paris short­ly be­fore mid­night. He ran across the plat­form, en­tered the lunch­room, made his ex­it at an­oth­er door, and jumped in­to a cab.

			“Driv­er—rue Clapey­ron.”

			Hav­ing reached the con­clu­sion that he was not fol­lowed, he stopped the car­riage at the end of the street, and pro­ceed­ed to make a care­ful ex­am­i­na­tion of Mon­sieur Deti­nan’s house and the two ad­join­ing hous­es. He made mea­sure­ments of cer­tain dis­tances and en­tered the fig­ures in his note­book.

			“Driv­er—av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin.”

			At the cor­ner of the av­enue and the rue de la Pompe, he dis­missed the car­riage, walked down the street to num­ber 134, and per­formed the same op­er­a­tions in front of the house of the late Baron d’Hautrec and the two ad­join­ing hous­es, mea­sur­ing the width of the re­spec­tive façades and cal­cu­lat­ing the depth of the lit­tle gar­dens that stood in front of them.

			The av­enue was de­sert­ed, and was very dark un­der its four rows of trees, be­tween which, at con­sid­er­able in­ter­vals, a few gas-lamps strug­gled in vain to light the deep shad­ows. One of them threw a dim light over a por­tion of the house, and Sholmes per­ceived the “To-let” sign post­ed on the gate, the ne­glect­ed walks which en­cir­cled the small lawn, and the large bare win­dows of the va­cant house.

			“I sup­pose,” he said to him­self, “the house has been un­oc­cu­pied since the death of the baron. … Ah! if I could on­ly get in and view the scene of the mur­der!”

			No soon­er did the idea oc­cur to him than he sought to put it in ex­e­cu­tion. But how could he man­age it? He could not climb over the gate; it was too high. So he took from his pock­et an elec­tric lantern and a skele­ton key which he al­ways car­ried. Then, to his great sur­prise, he dis­cov­ered that the gate was not locked; in fact, it was open about three or four inch­es. He en­tered the gar­den, and was care­ful to leave the gate as he had found it—part­ly open. But he had not tak­en many steps from the gate when he stopped. He had seen a light pass one of the win­dows on the sec­ond floor.

			He saw the light pass a sec­ond win­dow and a third, but he saw noth­ing else, ex­cept a sil­hou­ette out­lined on the walls of the rooms. The light de­scend­ed to the first floor, and, for a long time, wan­dered from room to room.

			“Who the deuce is walk­ing, at one o’clock in the morn­ing, through the house in which the Baron d’Hautrec was killed?” Her­lock Sholmes asked him­self, deeply in­ter­est­ed.

			There was on­ly one way to find out, and that was to en­ter the house him­self. He did not hes­i­tate, but start­ed for the door of the house. How­ev­er, at the mo­ment when he crossed the streak of gaslight that came from the street-lamp, the man must have seen him, for the light in the house was sud­den­ly ex­tin­guished and Her­lock Sholmes did not see it again. Soft­ly, he tried the door. It was open, al­so. Hear­ing no sound, he ad­vanced through the hall­way, en­coun­tered the foot of the stairs, and as­cend­ed to the first floor. Here there was the same si­lence, the same dark­ness.

			He en­tered, one of the rooms and ap­proached a win­dow through which came a fee­ble light from the out­side. On look­ing through the win­dow he saw the man, who had no doubt de­scend­ed by an­oth­er stair­way and es­caped by an­oth­er door. The man was thread­ing his way through the shrub­bery which bor­dered the wall that sep­a­rat­ed the two gar­dens.

			“The deuce!” ex­claimed Sholmes, “he is go­ing to es­cape.”

			He has­tened down the stairs and leaped over the steps in his ea­ger­ness to cut off the man’s re­treat. But he did not see any­one, and, ow­ing to the dark­ness, it was sev­er­al sec­onds be­fore he was able to dis­tin­guish a bulky form mov­ing through the shrub­bery. This gave the En­glish­man food for re­flec­tion. Why had the man not made his es­cape, which he could have done so eas­i­ly? Had he re­mained in or­der to watch the move­ments of the in­trud­er who had dis­turbed him in his mys­te­ri­ous work?

			“At all events,” con­clud­ed Sholmes, “it is not Lupin; he would be more adroit. It may be one of his men.”

			For sev­er­al min­utes Her­lock Sholmes re­mained mo­tion­less, with his gaze fixed on the ad­ver­sary who, in his turn was watch­ing the de­tec­tive. But as that ad­ver­sary had be­come pas­sive, and as the En­glish­man was not one to con­sume his time in idle wait­ing, he ex­am­ined his re­volver to see if it was in good work­ing or­der, re­moved his knife from its sheath, and walked to­ward the en­e­my with that cool ef­fron­tery and scorn of dan­ger for which he had be­come fa­mous.

			He heard a click­ing sound; it was his ad­ver­sary pre­par­ing his re­volver. Her­lock Sholmes dashed bold­ly in­to the thick­et, and grap­pled with his foe. There was a sharp, des­per­ate strug­gle, in the course of which Sholmes sus­pect­ed that the man was try­ing to draw a knife. But the En­glish­man, be­liev­ing his an­tag­o­nist to be an ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin and anx­ious to win the first trick in the game with that re­doubtable foe, fought with un­usu­al strength and de­ter­mi­na­tion. He hurled his ad­ver­sary to the ground, held him there with the weight of his body, and, grip­ping him by the throat with one hand, he used his free hand to take out his elec­tric lantern, press the but­ton, and throw the light over the face of his pris­on­er.

			“Wil­son!” he ex­claimed, in amaze­ment.

			“Her­lock Sholmes!” stam­mered a weak, sti­fled voice.

			

			For a long time they re­mained silent, as­tound­ed, fool­ish. The shriek of an au­to­mo­bile rent the air. A slight breeze stirred the leaves. Sud­den­ly, Her­lock Sholmes seized his friend by the shoul­ders and shook him vi­o­lent­ly, as he cried:

			“What are you do­ing here? Tell me. … What? … Did I tell you to hide in the bush­es and spy on me?”

			“Spy on you!” mut­tered Wil­son, “why, I didn’t know it was you.”

			“But what are you do­ing here? You ought to be in bed.”

			“I was in bed.”

			“You ought to be asleep.”

			“I was asleep.”

			“Well, what brought you here?” asked Sholmes.

			“Your let­ter.”

			“My let­ter? I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“Yes, a mes­sen­ger brought it to me at the ho­tel.”

			“From me? Are you crazy?”

			“It is true—I swear it.”

			“Where is the let­ter?”

			Wil­son hand­ed him a sheet of pa­per, which he read by the light of his lantern. It was as fol­lows:

			
				“Wil­son, come at once to av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin. The house is emp­ty. In­spect the whole place and make an ex­act plan. Then re­turn to ho­tel.—Her­lock Sholmes.”

			

			“I was mea­sur­ing the rooms,” said Wil­son, “when I saw a shad­ow in the gar­den. I had on­ly one idea—”

			“That was to seize the shad­ow. … The idea was ex­cel­lent. … But re­mem­ber this, Wil­son, when­ev­er you re­ceive a let­ter from me, be sure it is my hand­writ­ing and not a forgery.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Wil­son, as the truth dawned on him, “then the let­ter wasn’t from you?”

			“No.”

			“Who sent it, then?”

			“Ar­sène Lupin.”

			“Why? For what pur­pose?” asked Wil­son.

			“I don’t know, and that’s what wor­ries me. I don’t un­der­stand why he took the trou­ble to dis­turb you. Of course, if he had sent me on such a fool­ish er­rand I wouldn’t be sur­prised; but what was his ob­ject in dis­turb­ing you?”

			“I must hur­ry back to the ho­tel.”

			“So must I, Wil­son.”

			They ar­rived at the gate. Wil­son, who was ahead, took hold of it and pulled.

			“Ah! you closed it?” he said.

			“No, I left it part­ly open.”

			Sholmes tried the gate; then, alarmed, he ex­am­ined the lock. An oath es­caped him:

			“Good God! it is locked! locked with a key!”

			He shook the gate with all his strength; then, re­al­iz­ing the fu­til­i­ty of his ef­forts, he dropped his arms, dis­cour­aged, and mut­tered, in a jerky man­ner:

			“I can see it all now—it is Lupin. He fore­saw that I would leave the train at Creil, and he pre­pared this neat lit­tle trap for me in case I should com­mence my in­ves­ti­ga­tion this evening. More­over, he was kind enough to send me a com­pan­ion to share my cap­tiv­i­ty. All done to make me lose a day, and, per­haps, al­so, to teach me to mind my own busi­ness.”

			“Do you mean to say we are pris­on­ers?”

			“Ex­act­ly. Her­lock Sholmes and Wil­son are the pris­on­ers of Ar­sène Lupin. It’s a bad be­gin­ning; but he laughs best who laughs last.”

			Wil­son seized Sholmes’ arm, and ex­claimed:

			“Look! … Look up there! … A light. …”

			A light shone through one of the win­dows of the first floor. Both of them ran to the house, and each as­cend­ed by the stairs he had used on com­ing out a short time be­fore, and they met again at the en­trance to the light­ed cham­ber. A small piece of a can­dle was burn­ing in the cen­ter of the room. Be­side it there was a bas­ket con­tain­ing a bot­tle, a roast­ed chick­en, and a loaf of bread.

			Sholmes was great­ly amused, and laughed hearti­ly.

			“Won­der­ful! we are in­vit­ed to sup­per. It is re­al­ly an en­chant­ed place, a gen­uine fairy­land. Come, Wil­son, cheer up! this is not a fu­ner­al. It’s all very fun­ny.”

			“Are you quite sure it is so very fun­ny?” asked Wil­son, in a lugubri­ous tone.

			“Am I sure?” ex­claimed Sholmes, with a gai­ety that was too bois­ter­ous to be nat­u­ral, “why, to tell the truth, it’s the fun­ni­est thing I ev­er saw. It’s a jol­ly good com­e­dy! What a mas­ter of sar­casm this Ar­sène Lupin is! He makes a fool of you with the ut­most grace and del­i­ca­cy. I wouldn’t miss this feast for all the mon­ey in the Bank of Eng­land. Come, Wil­son, you grieve me. You should dis­play that no­bil­i­ty of char­ac­ter which ris­es su­pe­ri­or to mis­for­tune. I don’t see that you have any cause for com­plaint, re­al­ly, I don’t.”

			Af­ter a time, by dint of good hu­mor and sar­casm, he man­aged to re­store Wil­son to his nor­mal mood, and make him swal­low a morsel of chick­en and a glass of wine. But when the can­dle went out and they pre­pared to spend the night there, with the bare floor for a mat­tress and the hard wall for a pil­low, the harsh and ridicu­lous side of the sit­u­a­tion was im­pressed up­on them. That par­tic­u­lar in­ci­dent will not form a pleas­ant page in the mem­oirs of the fa­mous de­tec­tive.

			Next morn­ing Wil­son awoke, stiff and cold. A slight noise at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion: Her­lock Sholmes was kneel­ing on the floor, crit­i­cal­ly ex­am­in­ing some grains of sand and study­ing some chalk-marks, now al­most ef­faced, which formed cer­tain fig­ures and num­bers, which fig­ures he en­tered in his note­book.

			Ac­com­pa­nied by Wil­son, who was deeply in­ter­est­ed in the work, he ex­am­ined each room, and found sim­i­lar chalk-marks in two oth­er apart­ments. He no­ticed, al­so, two cir­cles on the oak­en pan­els, an ar­row on a wain­scot, and four fig­ures on four steps of the stairs. At the end of an hour Wil­son said:

			“The fig­ures are cor­rect, aren’t they?”

			“I don’t know; but, at all events, they mean some­thing,” replied Sholmes, who had for­got­ten the dis­com­forts of the night in the joy cre­at­ed by his new dis­cov­er­ies.

			“It is quite ob­vi­ous,” said Wil­son, “they rep­re­sent the num­ber of pieces in the floor.”

			“Ah!”

			“Yes. And the two cir­cles in­di­cate that the pan­els are false, as you can read­i­ly as­cer­tain, and the ar­row points in the di­rec­tion in which the pan­els move.”

			Her­lock Sholmes looked at Wil­son, in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Ah! my dear friend, how do you know all that? Your clair­voy­ance makes my poor abil­i­ty in that di­rec­tion look quite in­signif­i­cant.”

			“Oh! it is very sim­ple,” said Wil­son, in­flat­ed with pride; “I ex­am­ined those marks last night, ac­cord­ing to your in­struc­tions, or, rather, ac­cord­ing to the in­struc­tions of Ar­sène Lupin, since he wrote the let­ter you sent to me.”

			At that mo­ment Wil­son faced a greater dan­ger than he had dur­ing his strug­gle in the gar­den with Her­lock Sholmes. The lat­ter now felt a fu­ri­ous de­sire to stran­gle him. But, dom­i­nat­ing his feel­ings, Sholmes made a gri­mace which was in­tend­ed for a smile, and said:

			“Quite so, Wil­son, you have done well, and your work shows com­mend­able progress. But, tell me, have you ex­er­cised your pow­ers of ob­ser­va­tion and anal­y­sis on any oth­er points? I might prof­it by your de­duc­tions.”

			“Oh! no, I went no far­ther.”

			“That’s a pity. Your début was such a promis­ing one. But, since that is all, we may as well go.”

			“Go! but how can we get out?”

			“The way all hon­est peo­ple go out: through the gate.”

			“But it is locked.”

			“It will be opened.”

			“By whom?”

			“Please call the two po­lice­men who are strolling down the av­enue.”

			“But—”

			“But what?”

			“It is very hu­mil­i­at­ing. What will be said when it be­comes known that Her­lock Sholmes and Wil­son were the pris­on­ers of Ar­sène Lupin?”

			“Of course, I un­der­stand they will roar with laugh­ter,” replied Her­lock Sholmes, in a dry voice and with frown­ing fea­tures, “but we can’t set up house­keep­ing in this place.”

			“And you will not try to find an­oth­er way out?”

			“No.”

			“But the man who brought us the bas­ket of pro­vi­sions did not cross the gar­den, com­ing or go­ing. There is some oth­er way out. Let us look for it, and not both­er with the po­lice.”

			“Your ar­gu­ment is sound, but you for­get that all the de­tec­tives in Paris have been try­ing to find it for the last six months, and that I searched the house from top to bot­tom while you were asleep. Ah! my dear Wil­son, we have not been ac­cus­tomed to pur­sue such game as Ar­sène Lupin. He leaves no trail be­hind him.”

			

			At eleven o’clock, Her­lock Sholmes and Wil­son were lib­er­at­ed, and con­duct­ed to the near­est po­lice sta­tion, where the com­mis­sary, af­ter sub­ject­ing them to a se­vere ex­am­i­na­tion, re­leased them with an af­fec­ta­tion of good­will that was quite ex­as­per­at­ing.

			“I am very sor­ry, messieurs, that this un­for­tu­nate in­ci­dent has oc­curred. You will have a very poor opin­ion of French hos­pi­tal­i­ty. Mon Dieu! what a night you must have passed! Ah! that ras­cal­ly Lupin is no re­specter of per­sons.”

			They took a car­riage to their ho­tel. At the of­fice Wil­son asked for the key of his room.

			Af­ter some search the clerk replied, much as­ton­ished:

			“But, mon­sieur, you have giv­en up the room.”

			“I gave it up? When?”

			“This morn­ing, by the let­ter your friend brought here.”

			“What friend?”

			“The gen­tle­man who brought your let­ter. … Ah! your card is still at­tached to the let­ter. Here they are.”

			Wil­son looked at them. Cer­tain­ly, it was one of his cards, and the let­ter was in his hand­writ­ing.

			“Good Lord!” he mut­tered, “this is an­oth­er of his tricks,” and he added, aloud: “Where is my lug­gage?”

			“Your friend took it.”

			“Ah! … and you gave it to him?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; on the strength of your let­ter and card.”

			“Of course … of course.”

			They left the ho­tel and walked, slow­ly and thought­ful­ly, through the Champs-Élysées. The av­enue was bright and cheer­ful be­neath a clear au­tumn sun; the air was mild and pleas­ant.

			At Rond-Point, Her­lock Sholmes light­ed his pipe. Then Wil­son spoke:

			“I can’t un­der­stand you, Sholmes. You are so calm and un­ruf­fled. They play with you as a cat plays with a mouse, and yet you do not say a word.”

			Sholmes stopped, as he replied:

			“Wil­son, I was think­ing of your card.”

			“Well?”

			“The point is this: here is a man who, in view of a pos­si­ble strug­gle with us, pro­cures spec­i­mens of our hand­writ­ing, and who holds, in his pos­ses­sion, one or more of your cards. Now, have you con­sid­ered how much pre­cau­tion and skill those facts rep­re­sent?”

			“Well?”

			“Well, Wil­son, to over­come an en­e­my so well pre­pared and so thor­ough­ly equipped re­quires the in­fi­nite shrewd­ness of … of a Her­lock Sholmes. And yet, as you have seen, Wil­son, I have lost the first round.”

			

			At six o’clock the Echo de France pub­lished the fol­low­ing ar­ti­cle in its evening edi­tion:

			
				“This morn­ing Mon. Thenard, com­mis­sary of po­lice in the six­teenth dis­trict, re­leased Her­lock Sholmes and his friend Wil­son, both of whom had been locked in the house of the late Baron d’Hautrec, where they spent a very pleas­ant night—thanks to the thought­ful care and at­ten­tion of Ar­sène Lupin.”

				“In ad­di­tion to their oth­er trou­bles, these gen­tle­men have been robbed of their valis­es, and, in con­se­quence there­of, they have en­tered a for­mal com­plaint against Ar­sène Lupin.”

				“Ar­sène Lupin, sat­is­fied that he has giv­en them a mild re­proof, hopes these gen­tle­men will not force him to re­sort to more strin­gent mea­sures.”

			

			“Bah!” ex­claimed Her­lock Sholmes, crush­ing the pa­per in his hands, “that is on­ly child’s play! And that is the on­ly crit­i­cism I have to make of Ar­sène Lupin: he plays to the gallery. There is that much of the fakir in him.”

			“Ah! Sholmes, you are a won­der­ful man! You have such a com­mand over your tem­per. Noth­ing ev­er dis­turbs you.”

			“No, noth­ing dis­turbs me,” replied Sholmes, in a voice that trem­bled from rage; “be­sides, what’s the use of los­ing my tem­per? … I am quite con­fi­dent of the fi­nal re­sult; I shall have the last word.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Light in the Darkness

			
			How­ev­er well-tem­pered a man’s char­ac­ter may be—and Her­lock Sholmes is one of those men over whom ill-for­tune has lit­tle or no hold—there are cir­cum­stances where­in the most coura­geous com­bat­ant feels the ne­ces­si­ty of mar­shal­ing his forces be­fore risk­ing the chances of a bat­tle.

			“I shall take a va­ca­tion to­day,” said Sholmes.

			“And what shall I do?” asked Wil­son.

			“You, Wil­son—let me see! You can buy some un­der­wear and linen to re­plen­ish our wardrobe, while I take a rest.”

			“Very well, Sholmes, I will watch while you sleep.”

			Wil­son ut­tered these words with all the im­por­tance of a sen­tinel on guard at the out­post, and there­fore ex­posed to the great­est dan­ger. His chest was ex­pand­ed; his mus­cles were tense. As­sum­ing a shrewd look, he scru­ti­nized, of­fi­cial­ly, the lit­tle room in which they had fixed their abode.

			“Very well, Wil­son, you can watch. I shall oc­cu­py my­self in the prepa­ra­tion of a line of at­tack more ap­pro­pri­ate to the meth­ods of the en­e­my we are called up­on to meet. Do you see, Wil­son, we have been de­ceived in this fel­low Lupin. My opin­ion is that we must com­mence at the very be­gin­ning of this af­fair.”

			“And even be­fore that, if pos­si­ble. But have we suf­fi­cient time?”

			“Nine days, dear boy. That is five too many.”

			The En­glish­man spent the en­tire af­ter­noon in smok­ing and sleep­ing. He did not en­ter up­on his new plan of at­tack un­til the fol­low­ing day. Then he said:

			“Wil­son, I am ready. Let us at­tack the en­e­my.”

			“Lead on, Mac­duff!” ex­claimed Wil­son, full of mar­tial ar­dor. “I wish to fight in the front rank. Oh! have no fear. I shall do cred­it to my King and coun­try, for I am an En­glish­man.”

			In the first place, Sholmes had three long and im­por­tant in­ter­views: With Mon­sieur Deti­nan, whose rooms he ex­am­ined with the great­est care and pre­ci­sion; with Suzanne Ger­bois, whom he ques­tioned in re­gard to the blonde La­dy; and with Sis­ter Au­guste, who had re­tired to the con­vent of the Vis­i­tandines since the mur­der of Baron d’Hautrec.

			At each of these in­ter­views Wil­son had re­mained out­side; and each time he asked:

			“Sat­is­fac­to­ry?”

			“Quite so.”

			“I was sure we were on the right track.”

			They paid a vis­it to the two hous­es ad­join­ing that of the late Baron d’Hautrec in the av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin; then they vis­it­ed the rue Clapey­ron, and, while he was ex­am­in­ing the front of num­ber 25, Sholmes said:

			“All these hous­es must be con­nect­ed by se­cret pas­sages, but I can’t find them.”

			For the first time in his life, Wil­son doubt­ed the om­nipo­tence of his fa­mous as­so­ciate. Why did he now talk so much and ac­com­plish so lit­tle?

			“Why?” ex­claimed Sholmes, in an­swer to Wil­son’s se­cret thought, “be­cause, with this fel­low Lupin, a per­son has to work in the dark, and, in­stead of de­duct­ing the truth from es­tab­lished facts, a man must ex­tract it from his own brain, and af­ter­ward learn if it is sup­port­ed by the facts in the case.”

			“But what about the se­cret pas­sages?”

			“They must ex­ist. But even though I should dis­cov­er them, and thus learn how Ar­sène Lupin made his en­trance to the lawyer’s house and how the blonde La­dy es­caped from the house of Baron d’Hautrec af­ter the mur­der, what good would it do? How would it help me? Would it fur­nish me with a weapon of at­tack?”

			“Let us at­tack him just the same,” ex­claimed Wil­son, who had scarce­ly ut­tered these words when he jumped back with a cry of alarm. Some­thing had fall­en at their feet; it was a bag filled with sand which might have caused them se­ri­ous in­jury if it had struck them.

			Sholmes looked up. Some men were work­ing on a scaf­fold­ing at­tached to the bal­cony at the fifth floor of the house. He said:

			“We were lucky; one step more, and that heavy bag would have fall­en on our heads. I won­der if—”

			Moved by a sud­den im­pulse, he rushed in­to the house, up the five flights of stairs, rang the bell, pushed his way in­to the apart­ment to the great sur­prise and alarm of the ser­vant who came to the door, and made his way to the bal­cony in front of the house. But there was no one there.

			“Where are the work­men who were here a mo­ment ago?” he asked the ser­vant.

			“They have just gone.”

			“Which way did they go?”

			“By the ser­vants’ stairs.”

			Sholmes leaned out of the win­dow. He saw two men leav­ing the house, car­ry­ing bi­cy­cles. They mount­ed them and quick­ly dis­ap­peared around the cor­ner.

			“How long have they been work­ing on this scaf­fold­ing?”

			“Those men? … on­ly since this morn­ing. It’s their first day.”

			Sholmes re­turned to the street, and joined Wil­son. To­geth­er they re­turned to the ho­tel, and thus the sec­ond day end­ed in a mourn­ful si­lence.

			On the fol­low­ing day their pro­gramme was al­most sim­i­lar. They sat to­geth­er on a bench in the av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin, much to Wil­son’s dis­gust, who did not find it amus­ing to spend long hours watch­ing the house in which the tragedy had oc­curred.

			“What do you ex­pect, Sholmes? That Ar­sène Lupin will walk out of the house?”

			“No.”

			“That the blonde La­dy will make her ap­pear­ance?”

			“No.”

			“What then?”

			“I am look­ing for some­thing to oc­cur; some slight in­ci­dent that will fur­nish me with a clue to work on.”

			“And if it does not oc­cur?”

			“Then I must, my­self, cre­ate the spark that will set fire to the pow­der.”

			A soli­tary in­ci­dent—and that of a dis­agree­able na­ture—broke the monotony of the forenoon.

			A gen­tle­man was rid­ing along the av­enue when his horse sud­den­ly turned aside in such a man­ner that it ran against the bench on which they were sit­ting, and struck Sholmes a slight blow on the shoul­der.

			“Ha!” ex­claimed Sholmes, “a lit­tle more and I would have had a bro­ken shoul­der.”

			The gen­tle­man strug­gled with his horse. The En­glish­man drew his re­volver and point­ed it; but Wil­son seized his arm, and said:

			“Don’t be fool­ish! What are you go­ing to do? Kill the man?”

			“Leave me alone, Wil­son! Let go!”

			Dur­ing the brief strug­gle be­tween Sholmes and Wil­son the stranger rode away.

			“Now, you can shoot,” said Wil­son, tri­umphant­ly, when the horse­man was at some dis­tance.

			“Wil­son, you’re an id­iot! Don’t you un­der­stand that the man is an ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin?”

			Sholmes was trem­bling from rage. Wil­son stam­mered piti­ful­ly:

			“What! … that man … an ac­com­plice?”

			“Yes, the same as the work­men who tried to drop the bag of sand on us yes­ter­day.”

			“It can’t be pos­si­ble!”

			“Pos­si­ble or not, there was on­ly one way to prove it.”

			“By killing the man?”

			“No—by killing the horse. If you hadn’t grabbed my arm, I should have cap­tured one of Lupin’s ac­com­plices. Now, do you un­der­stand the fol­ly of your act?”

			Through­out the af­ter­noon both men were mo­rose. They did not speak a word to each oth­er. At five o’clock they vis­it­ed the rue Clapey­ron, but were care­ful to keep at a safe dis­tance from the hous­es. How­ev­er, three young men who were pass­ing through the street, arm in arm, singing, ran against Sholmes and Wil­son and re­fused to let them pass. Sholmes, who was in an ill hu­mor, con­test­ed the right of way with them. Af­ter a brief strug­gle, Sholmes re­sort­ed to his fists. He struck one of the men a hard blow on the chest, an­oth­er a blow in the face, and thus sub­dued two of his ad­ver­saries. There­upon the three of them took to their heels and dis­ap­peared.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Sholmes, “that does me good. I need­ed a lit­tle ex­er­cise.”

			But Wil­son was lean­ing against the wall. Sholmes said:

			“What’s the mat­ter, old chap? You’re quite pale.”

			Wil­son point­ed to his left arm, which hung in­ert, and stam­mered:

			“I don’t know what it is. My arm pains me.”

			“Very much? … Is it se­ri­ous?”

			“Yes, I am afraid so.”

			He tried to raise his arm, but it was help­less. Sholmes felt it, gen­tly at first, then in a rougher way, “to see how bad­ly it was hurt,” he said. He con­clud­ed that Wil­son was re­al­ly hurt, so he led him to a neigh­bor­ing phar­ma­cy, where a clos­er ex­am­i­na­tion re­vealed the fact that the arm was bro­ken and that Wil­son was a can­di­date for the hos­pi­tal. In the mean­time they bared his arm and ap­plied some reme­dies to ease his suf­fer­ing.

			“Come, come, old chap, cheer up!” said Sholmes, who was hold­ing Wil­son’s arm, “in five or six weeks you will be all right again. But I will pay them back … the ras­cals! Es­pe­cial­ly Lupin, for this is his work … no doubt of that. I swear to you if ev­er—”

			He stopped sud­den­ly, dropped the arm—which caused Wil­son such an ac­cess of pain that he al­most faint­ed—and, strik­ing his fore­head, Sholmes said:

			“Wil­son, I have an idea. You know, I have one oc­ca­sion­al­ly.”

			He stood for a mo­ment, silent, with star­ing eyes, and then mut­tered, in short, sharp phras­es:

			“Yes, that’s it … that will ex­plain all … right at my feet … and I didn’t see it … ah, par­bleu! I should have thought of it be­fore. … Wil­son, I shall have good news for you.”

			Abrupt­ly leav­ing his old friend, Sholmes ran in­to the street and went di­rect­ly to the house known as num­ber 25. On one of the stones, to the right of the door, he read this in­scrip­tion: “Destange, ar­chi­tect, 1875.”

			There was a sim­i­lar in­scrip­tion on the house num­bered 23.

			Of course, there was noth­ing un­usu­al in that. But what might be read on the hous­es in the av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin?

			A car­riage was pass­ing. He en­gaged it and di­rect­ed the driv­er to take him to No. 134 av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin. He was roused to a high pitch of ex­cite­ment. He stood up in the car­riage and urged the horse to greater speed. He of­fered ex­tra pour­boires to the driv­er. Quick­er! Quick­er!

			How great was his anx­i­ety as they turned from the rue de la Pompe! Had he caught a glimpse of the truth at last?

			On one of the stones of the late Baron’s house he read the words: “Destange, ar­chi­tect, 1874.” And a sim­i­lar in­scrip­tion ap­peared on the two ad­join­ing hous­es.

			

			The re­ac­tion was such that he set­tled down in the seat of the car­riage, trem­bling from joy. At last, a tiny ray of light had pen­e­trat­ed the dark shad­ows which en­com­passed these mys­te­ri­ous crimes! In the vast som­bre for­est where­in a thou­sand path­ways crossed and re-crossed, he had dis­cov­ered the first clue to the track fol­lowed by the en­e­my!

			He en­tered a branch postof­fice and ob­tained tele­phon­ic con­nec­tion with the château de Cro­zon. The Count­ess an­swered the tele­phone call.

			“Hel­lo! … Is that you, madame?”

			“Mon­sieur Sholmes, isn’t it? Ev­ery­thing go­ing all right?”

			“Quite well, but I wish to ask you one ques­tion. … Hel­lo!”

			“Yes, I hear you.”

			“Tell me, when was the château de Cro­zon built?”

			“It was de­stroyed by fire and re­built about thir­ty years ago.”

			“Who built it, and in what year?”

			“There is an in­scrip­tion on the front of the house which reads: ‘Lu­cien Destange, ar­chi­tect, 1877.’ ”

			“Thank you, madame, that is all. Good­bye.”

			He went away, mur­mur­ing: “Destange … Lu­cien Destange … that name has a fa­mil­iar sound.”

			He no­ticed a pub­lic read­ing-room, en­tered, con­sult­ed a dic­tio­nary of mod­ern bi­og­ra­phy, and copied the fol­low­ing in­for­ma­tion: “Lu­cien Destange, born 1840, Grand-Prix de Rome, of­fi­cer of the Le­gion of Hon­or, au­thor of sev­er­al valu­able books on ar­chi­tec­ture, etc. …”

			Then he re­turned to the phar­ma­cy and found that Wil­son had been tak­en to the hos­pi­tal. There Sholmes found him with his arm in splints, and shiv­er­ing with fever.

			“Vic­to­ry! Vic­to­ry!” cried Sholmes. “I hold one end of the thread.”

			“Of what thread?”

			“The one that leads to vic­to­ry. I shall now be walk­ing on sol­id ground, where there will be foot­prints, clues. …”

			“Cig­a­rette ash­es?” asked Wil­son, whose cu­rios­i­ty had over­come his pain.

			“And many oth­er things! Just think, Wil­son, I have found the mys­te­ri­ous link which unites the dif­fer­ent ad­ven­tures in which the blonde La­dy played a part. Why did Lupin se­lect those three hous­es for the scenes of his ex­ploits?”

			“Yes, why?”

			“Be­cause those three hous­es were built by the same ar­chi­tect. That was an easy prob­lem, eh? Of course … but who would have thought of it?”

			“No one but you.”

			“And who, ex­cept I, knows that the same ar­chi­tect, by the use of anal­o­gous plans, has ren­dered it pos­si­ble for a per­son to ex­e­cute three dis­tinct acts which, though mirac­u­lous in ap­pear­ance, are, in re­al­i­ty, quite sim­ple and easy?”

			“That was a stroke of good luck.”

			“And it was time, dear boy, as I was be­com­ing very im­pa­tient. You know, this is our fourth day.”

			“Out of ten.”

			“Oh! af­ter this—”

			Sholmes was ex­cit­ed, de­light­ed, and gay­er than usu­al.

			“And when I think that these ras­cals might have at­tacked me in the street and bro­ken my arm just as they did yours! Isn’t that so, Wil­son?”

			Wil­son sim­ply shiv­ered at the hor­ri­ble thought. Sholmes con­tin­ued:

			“We must prof­it by the les­son. I can see, Wil­son, that we were wrong to try and fight Lupin in the open, and leave our­selves ex­posed to his at­tacks.”

			“I can see it, and feel it, too, in my bro­ken arm,” said Wil­son.

			“You have one con­so­la­tion, Wil­son; that is, that I es­caped. Now, I must be dou­bly cau­tious. In an open fight he will de­feat me; but if I can work in the dark, un­seen by him, I have the ad­van­tage, no mat­ter how strong his forces may be.”

			“Gan­i­mard might be of some as­sis­tance.”

			“Nev­er! On the day that I can tru­ly say: Ar­sène Lupin is there; I show you the quar­ry, and how to catch it; I shall go and see Gan­i­mard at one of the two ad­dress­es that he gave me—his res­i­dence in the rue Per­golese, or at the Su­isse tav­ern in the Place du Châtelet. But, un­til that time, I shall work alone.”

			He ap­proached the bed, placed his hand on Wil­son’s shoul­der—on the sore one, of course—and said to him:

			“Take care of your­self, old fel­low. Hence­forth your role will be to keep two or three of Ar­sène Lupin’s men busy watch­ing here in vain for my re­turn to en­quire about your health. It is a se­cret mis­sion for you, eh?”

			“Yes, and I shall do my best to ful­fil it con­sci­en­tious­ly. Then you do not ex­pect to come here any more?”

			“What for?” asked Sholmes.

			“I don’t know … of course. … I am get­ting on as well as pos­si­ble. But, Her­lock, do me a last ser­vice: give me a drink.”

			“A drink?”

			“Yes, I am dy­ing of thirst; and with my fever—”

			“To be sure—di­rect­ly—”

			He made a pre­tense of get­ting some wa­ter, per­ceived a pack­age of to­bac­co, light­ed his pipe, and then, as if he had not heard his friend’s re­quest, he went away, whilst Wil­son ut­tered a mute prayer for the in­ac­ces­si­ble wa­ter.

			

			“Mon­sieur Destange!”

			The ser­vant eyed from head to foot the per­son to whom he had opened the door of the house—the mag­nif­i­cent house that stood at the cor­ner of the Place Malesherbes and the rue Montchanin—and at the sight of the man with gray hairs, bad­ly shaved, dressed in a shab­by black coat, with a body as ill-formed and un­gra­cious as his face, he replied with the dis­dain which he thought the oc­ca­sion war­rant­ed:

			“Mon­sieur Destange may or may not be at home. That de­pends. Has mon­sieur a card?”

			Mon­sieur did not have a card, but he had a let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion and, af­ter the ser­vant had tak­en the let­ter to Mon. Destange, he was con­duct­ed in­to the pres­ence of that gen­tle­man who was sit­ting in a large cir­cu­lar room or ro­tun­da which oc­cu­pied one of the wings of the house. It was a li­brary, and con­tained a pro­fu­sion of books and ar­chi­tec­tural draw­ings. When the stranger en­tered, the ar­chi­tect said to him:

			“You are Mon­sieur Stick­mann?”

			“Yes, mon­sieur.”

			“My sec­re­tary tells me that he is ill, and has sent you to con­tin­ue the gen­er­al cat­a­logue of the books which he com­menced un­der my di­rec­tion, and, more par­tic­u­lar­ly, the cat­a­logue of Ger­man books. Are you fa­mil­iar with that kind of work?”

			“Yes, mon­sieur, quite so,” he replied, with a strong Ger­man ac­cent.

			Un­der those cir­cum­stances the bar­gain was soon con­clud­ed, and Mon. Destange com­menced work with his new sec­re­tary.

			Her­lock Sholmes had gained ac­cess to the house.

			In or­der to es­cape the vig­i­lance of Ar­sène Lupin and gain ad­mit­tance to the house oc­cu­pied by Lu­cien Destange and his daugh­ter Clotilde, the fa­mous de­tec­tive had been com­pelled to re­sort to a num­ber of strat­a­gems, and, un­der a va­ri­ety of names, to in­gra­ti­ate him­self in­to the good graces and con­fi­dence of a num­ber of per­sons—in short, to live, dur­ing forty-eight hours, a most com­pli­cat­ed life. Dur­ing that time he had ac­quired the fol­low­ing in­for­ma­tion: Mon. Destange, hav­ing re­tired from ac­tive busi­ness on ac­count of his fail­ing health, now lived amongst the many books he had ac­cu­mu­lat­ed on the sub­ject of ar­chi­tec­ture. He de­rived in­fi­nite plea­sure in view­ing and han­dling those dusty old vol­umes.

			His daugh­ter Clotilde was con­sid­ered ec­cen­tric. She passed her time in an­oth­er part of the house, and nev­er went out.

			“Of course,” Sholmes said to him­self, as he wrote in a reg­is­ter the ti­tles of the books which Mon. Destange dic­tat­ed to him, “all that is vague and in­com­plete, but it is quite a long step in ad­vance. I shall sure­ly solve one of these ab­sorb­ing prob­lems: Is Mon. Destange as­so­ci­at­ed with Ar­sène Lupin? Does he con­tin­ue to see him? Are the pa­pers re­lat­ing to the con­struc­tion of the three hous­es still in ex­is­tence? Will those pa­pers not fur­nish me with the lo­ca­tion of oth­er hous­es of sim­i­lar con­struc­tion which Ar­sène Lupin and his as­so­ciates will plun­der in the fu­ture?

			“Mon­sieur Destange, an ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin! That ven­er­a­ble man, an of­fi­cer of the Le­gion of Hon­or, work­ing in league with a bur­glar—such an idea was ab­surd! Be­sides, if we con­cede that such a com­plic­i­ty ex­ists, how could Mon. Destange, thir­ty years ago, have pos­si­bly fore­seen the thefts of Ar­sène Lupin, who was then an in­fant?”

			No mat­ter! The En­glish­man was im­pla­ca­ble. With his mar­vel­lous scent, and that in­stinct which nev­er fails him, he felt that he was in the heart of some strange mys­tery. Ev­er since he first en­tered the house, he had been un­der the in­flu­ence of that im­pres­sion, and yet he could not de­fine the grounds on which he based his sus­pi­cions.

			Up to the morn­ing of the sec­ond day he had not made any sig­nif­i­cant dis­cov­ery. At two o’clock of that day he saw Clotilde Destange for the first time; she came to the li­brary in search of a book. She was about thir­ty years of age, a brunette, slow and silent in her move­ments, with fea­tures im­bued with that ex­pres­sion of in­dif­fer­ence which is char­ac­ter­is­tic of peo­ple who live a se­clud­ed life. She ex­changed a few words with her fa­ther, and then re­tired, with­out even look­ing at Sholmes.

			The af­ter­noon dragged along monotonous­ly. At five o’clock Mon. Destange an­nounced his in­ten­tion to go out. Sholmes was alone on the cir­cu­lar gallery that was con­struct­ed about ten feet above the floor of the ro­tun­da. It was al­most dark. He was on the point of go­ing out, when he heard a slight sound and, at the same time, ex­pe­ri­enced the feel­ing that there was some­one in the room. Sev­er­al min­utes passed be­fore he saw or heard any­thing more. Then he shud­dered; a shad­owy form emerged from the gloom, quite close to him, up­on the bal­cony. It seemed in­cred­i­ble. How long had this mys­te­ri­ous vis­i­tor been there? Whence did he come?

			The strange man de­scend­ed the steps and went di­rect­ly to a large oak­en cup­board. Sholmes was a keen ob­serv­er of the man’s move­ments. He watched him search­ing amongst the pa­pers with which the cup­board was filled. What was he look­ing for?

			Then the door opened and Mlle. Destange en­tered, speak­ing to some­one who was fol­low­ing her:

			“So you have de­cid­ed not to go out, fa­ther? … Then I will make a light … one sec­ond … do not move. …”

			The strange man closed the cup­board and hid in the em­bra­sure of a large win­dow, draw­ing the cur­tains to­geth­er. Did Mlle. Destange not see him? Did she not hear him? Calm­ly she turned on the elec­tric lights; she and her fa­ther sat down close to each oth­er. She opened a book she had brought with her, and com­menced to read. Af­ter the lapse of a few min­utes she said:

			“Your sec­re­tary has gone.”

			“Yes, I don’t see him.”

			“Do you like him as well as you did at first?” she asked, as if she were not aware of the ill­ness of the re­al sec­re­tary and his re­place­ment by Stick­mann.

			“Oh! yes.”

			Mon­sieur Destange’s head bobbed from one side to the oth­er. He was asleep. The girl re­sumed her read­ing. A mo­ment lat­er one of the win­dow cur­tains was pushed back, and the strange man emerged and glid­ed along the wall to­ward the door, which obliged him to pass be­hind Mon. Destange but in front of Clotilde, and brought him in­to the light so that Her­lock Sholmes ob­tained a good view of the man’s face. It was Ar­sène Lupin.

			The En­glish­man was de­light­ed. His fore­cast was ver­i­fied; he had pen­e­trat­ed to the very heart of the mys­tery, and found Ar­sène Lupin to be the mov­ing spir­it in it.

			Clotilde had not yet dis­played any knowl­edge of his pres­ence, al­though it was quite im­prob­a­ble that any move­ment of the in­trud­er had es­caped her no­tice. Lupin had al­most reached the door and, in fact, his hand was al­ready seek­ing the door­knob, when his coat brushed against a small ta­ble and knocked some­thing to the floor. Mon­sieur Destange awoke with a start. Ar­sène Lupin was al­ready stand­ing in front of him, hat in hand, smil­ing.

			“Maxime Bermond,” ex­claimed Mon. Destange, joy­ful­ly. “My dear Maxime, what lucky chance brings you here?”

			“The wish to see you and Made­moi­selle Destange.”

			“When did you re­turn from your jour­ney?”

			“Yes­ter­day.”

			“You must stay to din­ner.”

			“No, thank you, I am sor­ry, but I have an ap­point­ment to dine with some friends at a restau­rant.”

			“Come, to­mor­row, then, Clotilde, you must urge him to come to­mor­row. Ah! my dear Maxime. … I thought of you many times dur­ing your ab­sence.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“Yes, I went through all my old pa­pers in that cup­board, and found our last state­ment of ac­count.”

			“What ac­count?”

			“Re­lat­ing to the av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin.”

			“Ah! do you keep such pa­pers? What for?”

			Then the three of them left the room, and con­tin­ued their con­ver­sa­tion in a small par­lor which ad­joined the li­brary.

			“Is it Lupin?” Sholmes asked him­self, in a sud­den ac­cess of doubt. Cer­tain­ly, from all ap­pear­ances, it was he; and yet it was al­so some­one else who re­sem­bled Ar­sène Lupin in cer­tain re­spects, and who still main­tained his own in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty, fea­tures, and col­or of hair. Sholmes could hear Lupin’s voice in the ad­join­ing room. He was re­lat­ing some sto­ries at which Mon. Destange laughed hearti­ly, and which even brought a smile to the lips of the melan­choly Clotilde. And each of those smiles ap­peared to be the re­ward which Ar­sène Lupin was seek­ing, and which he was de­light­ed to have se­cured. His suc­cess caused him to re­dou­ble his ef­forts and, in­sen­si­bly, at the sound of that clear and hap­py voice, Clotilde’s face bright­ened and lost that cold and list­less ex­pres­sion which usu­al­ly per­vad­ed it.

			“They love each oth­er,” thought Sholmes, “but what the deuce can there be in com­mon be­tween Clotilde Destange and Maxime Bermond? Does she know that Maxime is none oth­er than Ar­sène Lupin?”

			Un­til sev­en o’clock Sholmes was an anx­ious lis­ten­er, seek­ing to prof­it by the con­ver­sa­tion. Then, with in­fi­nite pre­cau­tion, he de­scend­ed from the gallery, crept along the side of the room to the door in such a man­ner that the peo­ple in the ad­join­ing room did not see him.

			When he reached the street Sholmes sat­is­fied him­self that there was nei­ther an au­to­mo­bile nor a cab wait­ing there; then he slow­ly limped along the boule­vard Malesherbes. He turned in­to an ad­ja­cent street, donned the over­coat which he had car­ried on his arm, al­tered the shape of his hat, as­sumed an up­right car­riage, and, thus trans­formed, re­turned to a place whence he could watch the door of Mon. Destange’s house.

			In a few min­utes Ar­sène Lupin came out, and pro­ceed­ed to walk to­ward the cen­ter of Paris by way of the rues de Con­stantino­ple and Lon­don. Her­lock Sholmes fol­lowed at a dis­tance of a hun­dred paces.

			Ex­cit­ing mo­ments for the En­glish­man! He sniffed the air, ea­ger­ly, like a hound fol­low­ing a fresh scent. It seemed to him a de­light­ful thing thus to fol­low his ad­ver­sary. It was no longer Her­lock Sholmes who was be­ing watched, but Ar­sène Lupin, the in­vis­i­ble Ar­sène Lupin. He held him, so to speak, with­in the grasp of his eye, by an im­per­cep­ti­ble bond that noth­ing could break. And he was pleased to think that the quar­ry be­longed to him.

			But he soon ob­served a sus­pi­cious cir­cum­stance. In the in­ter­ven­ing space be­tween him and Ar­sène Lupin he no­ticed sev­er­al peo­ple trav­el­ing in the same di­rec­tion, par­tic­u­lar­ly two husky fel­lows in slouch hats on the left side of the street, and two oth­ers on the right wear­ing caps and smok­ing cig­a­rettes. Of course, their pres­ence in that vicin­i­ty may have been the re­sult of chance, but Sholmes was more as­ton­ished when he ob­served that the four men stopped when Lupin en­tered a to­bac­co shop; and still more sur­prised when the four men start­ed again af­ter Lupin emerged from the shop, each keep­ing to his own side of the street.

			“Curse it!” mut­tered Sholmes; “he is be­ing fol­lowed.”

			He was an­noyed at the idea that oth­ers were on the trail of Ar­sène Lupin; that some­one might de­prive him, not of the glo­ry—he cared lit­tle for that—but of the im­mense plea­sure of cap­tur­ing, sin­gle-hand­ed, the most for­mi­da­ble en­e­my he had ev­er met. And he felt that he was not mis­tak­en; the men pre­sent­ed to Sholmes’ ex­pe­ri­enced eye the ap­pear­ance and man­ner of those who, while reg­u­lat­ing their gait to that of an­oth­er, wish to present a care­less and nat­u­ral air.

			“Is this some of Gan­i­mard’s work?” mut­tered Sholmes. “Is he play­ing me false?”

			He felt in­clined to speak to one of the men with a view of act­ing in con­cert with him; but as they were now ap­proach­ing the boule­vard the crowd was be­com­ing denser, and he was afraid he might lose sight of Lupin. So he quick­ened his pace and turned in­to the boule­vard just in time to see Lupin as­cend­ing the steps of the Hun­gar­i­an restau­rant at the cor­ner of the rue du Helder. The door of the restau­rant was open, so that Sholmes, while sit­ting on a bench on the oth­er side of the boule­vard, could see Lupin take a seat at a ta­ble, lux­u­ri­ous­ly ap­point­ed and dec­o­rat­ed with flow­ers, at which three gen­tle­men and two ladies of el­e­gant ap­pear­ance were al­ready seat­ed and who ex­tend­ed to Lupin a hearty greet­ing.

			Sholmes now looked about for the four men and per­ceived them amongst a crowd of peo­ple who were lis­ten­ing to a gip­sy or­ches­tra that was play­ing in a neigh­bor­ing café. It was a cu­ri­ous thing that they were pay­ing no at­ten­tion to Ar­sène Lupin, but seemed to be friend­ly with the peo­ple around them. One of them took a cig­a­rette from his pock­et and ap­proached a gen­tle­man who wore a frock coat and silk hat. The gen­tle­man of­fered the oth­er his cigar for a light, and Sholmes had the im­pres­sion that they talked to each oth­er much longer than the oc­ca­sion de­mand­ed. Fi­nal­ly the gen­tle­man ap­proached the Hun­gar­i­an restau­rant, en­tered and looked around. When he caught sight of Lupin he ad­vanced and spoke to him for a mo­ment, then took a seat at an ad­join­ing ta­ble. Sholmes now rec­og­nized this gen­tle­man as the horse­man who had tried to run him down in the av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin.

			Then Sholmes un­der­stood that these men were not track­ing Ar­sène Lupin; they were a part of his band. They were watch­ing over his safe­ty. They were his body­guard, his satel­lites, his vig­i­lant es­cort. Wher­ev­er dan­ger threat­ened Lupin, these con­fed­er­ates were at hand to avert it, ready to de­fend him. The four men were ac­com­plices. The gen­tle­man in the frock coat was an ac­com­plice. These facts fur­nished the En­glish­man with food for re­flec­tion. Would he ev­er suc­ceed in cap­tur­ing that in­ac­ces­si­ble in­di­vid­u­al? What un­lim­it­ed pow­er was pos­sessed by such an or­ga­ni­za­tion, di­rect­ed by such a chief!

			He tore a leaf from his note­book, wrote a few lines in pen­cil, which he placed in an en­ve­lope, and said to a boy about fif­teen years of age who was sit­ting on the bench be­side him:

			“Here, my boy; take a car­riage and de­liv­er this let­ter to the cashier of the Su­isse tav­ern, Place du Châtelet. Be quick!”

			He gave him a five-franc piece. The boy dis­ap­peared.

			A half hour passed away. The crowd had grown larg­er, and Sholmes per­ceived on­ly at in­ter­vals the ac­com­plices of Ar­sène Lupin. Then some­one brushed against him and whis­pered in his ear:

			“Well! what is it, Mon­sieur Sholmes?”

			“Ah! it is you, Gan­i­mard?”

			“Yes; I re­ceived your note at the tav­ern. What’s the mat­ter?”

			“He is there.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“There … in the restau­rant. Lean to the right. … Do you see him now?”

			“No.”

			“He is pour­ing a glass of cham­pagne for the la­dy.”

			“That is not Lupin.”

			“Yes, it is.”

			“But I tell you. … Ah! yet, it may be. It looks a great deal like him,” said Gan­i­mard, naive­ly. “And the oth­ers—ac­com­plices?”

			“No; the la­dy sit­ting be­side him is La­dy Clive­den; the oth­er is the Duchess de Cleath. The gen­tle­man sit­ting op­po­site Lupin is the Span­ish Am­bas­sador to Lon­don.”

			Gan­i­mard took a step for­ward. Sholmes re­tained him.

			“Be pru­dent. You are alone.”

			“So is he.”

			“No, he has a num­ber of men on the boule­vard mount­ing guard. And in­side the restau­rant that gen­tle­man—”

			“And I, when I take Ar­sène Lupin by the col­lar and an­nounce his name, I shall have the en­tire room on my side and all the wait­ers.”

			“I should pre­fer to have a few po­lice­men.”

			“But, Mon­sieur Sholmes, we have no choice. We must catch him when we can.”

			He was right; Sholmes knew it. It was bet­ter to take ad­van­tage of the op­por­tu­ni­ty and make the at­tempt. Sholmes sim­ply gave this ad­vice to Gan­i­mard:

			“Con­ceal your iden­ti­ty as long as pos­si­ble.”

			Sholmes glid­ed be­hind a news­pa­per kiosk, whence he could still watch Lupin, who was lean­ing to­ward La­dy Clive­den, talk­ing and smil­ing.

			Gan­i­mard crossed the street, hands in his pock­ets, as if he were go­ing down the boule­vard, but when he reached the op­po­site side­walk he turned quick­ly and bound­ed up the steps of the restau­rant. There was a shrill whis­tle. Gan­i­mard ran against the head wait­er, who had sud­den­ly plant­ed him­self in the door­way and now pushed Gan­i­mard back with a show of in­dig­na­tion, as if he were an in­trud­er whose pres­ence would bring dis­grace up­on the restau­rant. Gan­i­mard was sur­prised. At the same mo­ment the gen­tle­man in the frock coat came out. He took the part of the de­tec­tive and en­tered in­to an ex­cit­ing ar­gu­ment with the wait­er; both of them hung on to Gan­i­mard, one push­ing him in, the oth­er push­ing him out in such a man­ner that, de­spite all his ef­forts and de­spite his fu­ri­ous protes­ta­tions, the un­for­tu­nate de­tec­tive soon found him­self on the side­walk.

			The strug­gling men were sur­round­ed by a crowd. Two po­lice­men, at­tract­ed by the noise, tried to force their way through the crowd, but en­coun­tered a mys­te­ri­ous re­sis­tance and could make no head­way through the op­pos­ing backs and press­ing shoul­ders of the mob.

			But sud­den­ly, as if by mag­ic, the crowd part­ed and the pas­sage to the restau­rant was clear. The head wait­er, rec­og­niz­ing his mis­take, was pro­fuse in his apolo­gies; the gen­tle­man in the frock coat ceased his ef­forts on be­half of the de­tec­tive, the crowd dis­persed, the po­lice­men passed on, and Gan­i­mard has­tened to the ta­ble at which the six guests were sit­ting. But now there were on­ly five! He looked around. … The on­ly ex­it was the door.

			“The per­son who was sit­ting here!” he cried to the five as­ton­ished guests. “Where is he?”

			“Mon­sieur De­stro?”

			“No; Ar­sène Lupin!”

			A wait­er ap­proached and said:

			“The gen­tle­man went up­stairs.”

			Gan­i­mard rushed up in the hope of find­ing him. The up­per floor of the restau­rant con­tained pri­vate din­ing-rooms and had a pri­vate stair­way lead­ing to the boule­vard.

			“No use look­ing for him now,” mut­tered Gan­i­mard. “He is far away by this time.”

			

			He was not far away—two hun­dred yards at most—in the Madeleine-Bastille om­nibus, which was rolling along very peace­ful­ly with its three hors­es across the Place de l’Opéra to­ward the Boule­vard des Ca­pucines. Two stur­dy fel­lows were talk­ing to­geth­er on the plat­form. On the roof of the om­nibus near the stairs an old fel­low was sleep­ing; it was Her­lock Sholmes.

			With bob­bing head, rocked by the move­ment of the ve­hi­cle, the En­glish­man said to him­self:

			“If Wil­son could see me now, how proud he would be of his col­lab­o­ra­tor! … Bah! It was easy to fore­see that the game was lost, as soon as the man whis­tled; noth­ing could be done but watch the ex­its and see that our man did not es­cape. Re­al­ly, Lupin makes life ex­cit­ing and in­ter­est­ing.”

			At the ter­mi­nal point Her­lock Sholmes, by lean­ing over, saw Ar­sène Lupin leav­ing the om­nibus, and as he passed in front of the men who formed his body­guard Sholmes heard him say: “A l’Etoile.”

			“A l’Etoile, ex­act­ly, a ren­dezvous. I shall be there,” thought Sholmes. “I will fol­low the two men.”

			Lupin took an au­to­mo­bile; but the men walked the en­tire dis­tance, fol­lowed by Sholmes. They stopped at a nar­row house, No. 40 rue Chal­grin, and rang the bell. Sholmes took his po­si­tion in the shad­ow of a door­way, whence he could watch the house in ques­tion. A man opened one of the win­dows of the ground floor and closed the shut­ters. But the shut­ters did not reach to the top of the win­dow. The im­post was clear.

			At the end of ten min­utes a gen­tle­man rang at the same door and a few min­utes lat­er an­oth­er man came. A short time af­ter­ward an au­to­mo­bile stopped in front of the house, bring­ing two pas­sen­gers: Ar­sène Lupin and a la­dy con­cealed be­neath a large cloak and a thick veil.

			“The blonde La­dy, no doubt,” said Sholmes to him­self, as the au­to­mo­bile drove away.

			Her­lock Sholmes now ap­proached the house, climbed to the win­dow-ledge and, by stand­ing on tip­toe, he was able to see through the win­dow above the shut­ters. What did he see?

			Ar­sène Lupin, lean­ing against the man­tel, was speak­ing with con­sid­er­able an­i­ma­tion. The oth­ers were grouped around him, lis­ten­ing to him at­ten­tive­ly. Amongst them Sholmes eas­i­ly rec­og­nized the gen­tle­man in the frock coat and he thought one of the oth­er men re­sem­bled the head­wait­er of the restau­rant. As to the blonde La­dy, she was seat­ed in an arm­chair with her back to the win­dow.

			“They are hold­ing a con­sul­ta­tion,” thought Sholmes. “They are wor­ried over the in­ci­dent at the restau­rant and are hold­ing a coun­cil of war. Ah! what a mas­ter stroke it would be to cap­ture all of them at one fell stroke!”

			One of them, hav­ing moved to­ward the door, Sholmes leaped to the ground and con­cealed him­self in the shad­ow. The gen­tle­man in the frock coat and the head­wait­er left the house. A mo­ment lat­er a light ap­peared at the win­dows of the first floor, but the shut­ters were closed im­me­di­ate­ly and the up­per part of the house was dark as well as the low­er.

			“Lupin and the wom­an are on the ground floor; the two con­fed­er­ates live on the up­per floor,” said Sholmes.

			Sholmes re­mained there the greater part of the night, fear­ing that if he went away Ar­sène Lupin might leave dur­ing his ab­sence. At four o’clock, see­ing two po­lice­men at the end of the street, he ap­proached them, ex­plained the sit­u­a­tion and left them to watch the house. He went to Gan­i­mard’s res­i­dence in the rue Per­golese and wak­ened him.

			“I have him yet,” said Sholmes.

			“Ar­sène Lupin?”

			“Yes.”

			“If you haven’t got any bet­ter hold on him than you had a while ago, I might as well go back to bed. But we may as well go to the sta­tion-house.”

			They went to the po­lice sta­tion in the rue Mes­nil and from there to the res­i­dence of the com­mis­sary, Mon. De­coin­tre. Then, ac­com­pa­nied by half a dozen po­lice­men, they went to the rue Chal­grin.

			“Any­thing new?” asked Sholmes, ad­dress­ing the two po­lice­men.

			“Noth­ing.”

			It was just break­ing day when, af­ter tak­ing nec­es­sary mea­sures to pre­vent es­cape, the com­mis­sary rang the bell and com­menced to ques­tion the concierge. The wom­an was great­ly fright­ened at this ear­ly morn­ing in­va­sion, and she trem­bled as she replied that there were no ten­ants on the ground floor.

			“What! not a ten­ant?” ex­claimed Gan­i­mard.

			“No; but on the first floor there are two men named Ler­oux. They have fur­nished the apart­ment on the ground floor for some coun­try re­la­tions.”

			“A gen­tle­man and la­dy.”

			“Yes.”

			“Who came here last night.”

			“Per­haps … but I don’t know … I was asleep. But I don’t think so, for the key is here. They did not ask for it.”

			With that key the com­mis­sary opened the door of the ground-floor apart­ment. It com­prised on­ly two rooms and they were emp­ty.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” ex­claimed Sholmes. “I saw both of them in this room.”

			“I don’t doubt your word,” said the com­mis­sary; “but they are not here now.”

			“Let us go to the first floor. They must be there.”

			“The first floor is oc­cu­pied by two men named Ler­oux.”

			“We will ex­am­ine the Messieurs Ler­oux.”

			They all as­cend­ed the stairs and the com­mis­sary rang. At the sec­ond ring a man opened the door; he was in his shirt­sleeves. Sholmes rec­og­nized him as one of Lupin’s body­guard. The man as­sumed a fu­ri­ous air:

			“What do you mean by mak­ing such a row at this hour of the morn­ing … wak­ing peo­ple up. …”

			But he stopped sud­den­ly, as­tound­ed.

			“God for­give me! … re­al­ly, gen­tle­men, I didn’t no­tice who it was. Why, it is Mon­sieur De­coin­tre! … and you, Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard. What can I do for you!”

			Gan­i­mard burst in­to an un­con­trol­lable fit of laugh­ter, which caused him to bend dou­ble and turn black in the face.

			“Ah! it is you, Ler­oux,” he stam­mered. “Oh! this is too fun­ny! Ler­oux, an ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin! Oh, I shall die! and your broth­er, Ler­oux, where is he?”

			“Ed­mond!” called the man. “It is Gan­i­mard, who has come to vis­it us.”

			An­oth­er man ap­peared and at sight of him Gan­i­mard’s mirth re­dou­bled.

			“Oh! oh! we had no idea of this! Ah! my friends, you are in a bad fix now. Who would have ev­er sus­pect­ed it?”

			Turn­ing to Sholmes, Gan­i­mard in­tro­duced the man:

			“Vic­tor Ler­oux, a de­tec­tive from our of­fice, one of the best men in the iron brigade … Ed­mond Ler­oux, chief clerk in the an­thro­po­met­ric ser­vice.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				An Abduction

			
			Her­lock Sholmes said noth­ing. To protest? To ac­cuse the two men? That would be use­less. In the ab­sence of ev­i­dence which he did not pos­sess and had no time to seek, no one would be­lieve him. More­over, he was sti­fled with rage, but would not dis­play his feel­ings be­fore the tri­umphant Gan­i­mard. So he bowed re­spect­ful­ly to the broth­ers Ler­oux, guardians of so­ci­ety, and re­tired.

			In the vestibule he turned to­ward a low door which looked like the en­trance to a cel­lar, and picked up a small red stone; it was a gar­net. When he reached the street he turned and read on the front of the house this in­scrip­tion: “Lu­cien Destange, ar­chi­tect, 1877.”

			The ad­join­ing house, No. 42, bore the same in­scrip­tion.

			“Al­ways the dou­ble pas­sage—num­bers 40 and 42 have a se­cret means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion. Why didn’t I think of that? I should have re­mained with the two po­lice­men.”

			He met the po­lice­men near the cor­ner and said to them:

			“Two peo­ple came out of house No. 42 dur­ing my ab­sence, didn’t they?”

			“Yes; a gen­tle­man and la­dy.”

			Gan­i­mard ap­proached. Sholmes took his arm, and as they walked down the street he said:

			“Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard, you have had a good laugh and will no doubt for­give me for the trou­ble I have caused you.”

			“Oh! there’s no harm done; but it was a good joke.”

			“I ad­mit that; but the best jokes have on­ly a short life, and this one can’t last much longer.”

			“I hope not.”

			“This is now the sev­enth day, and I can re­main on­ly three days more. Then I must re­turn to Lon­don.”

			“Oh!”

			“I wish to ask you to be in readi­ness, as I may call on you at any hour on Tues­day or Wednes­day night.”

			“For an ex­pe­di­tion of the same kind as we had tonight?”

			“Yes, mon­sieur, the very same.”

			“With what re­sult?”

			“The cap­ture of Ar­sène Lupin,” replied Sholmes.

			“Do you think so?”

			“I swear it, on my hon­or, mon­sieur.”

			Sholmes bade Gan­i­mard good­bye and went to the near­est ho­tel for a few hours’ sleep; af­ter which, re­freshed and with re­newed con­fi­dence in him­self, he re­turned to the rue Chal­grin, slipped two louis in­to the hand of the concierge, as­sured him­self that the broth­ers Ler­oux had gone out, learned that the house be­longed to a Mon­sieur Harmingeat, and, pro­vid­ed with a can­dle, de­scend­ed to the cel­lar through the low door near which he had found the gar­net. At the bot­tom of the stairs he found an­oth­er ex­act­ly like it.

			“I am not mis­tak­en,” he thought; “this is the means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion. Let me see if my skele­ton-key will open the cel­lar re­served for the ten­ant of the ground floor. Yes; it will. Now, I will ex­am­ine those cas­es of wine … oh! oh! here are some places where the dust has been cleared away … and some foot­prints on the ground. …”

			A slight noise caused him to lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly. Quick­ly he pushed the door shut, blew out his can­dle and hid be­hind a pile of emp­ty wine cas­es. Af­ter a few sec­onds he no­ticed that a por­tion of the wall swung on a piv­ot, the light of a lantern was thrown in­to the cel­lar, an arm ap­peared, then a man en­tered.

			He was bent over, as if he were search­ing for some­thing. He felt in the dust with his fin­gers and sev­er­al times he threw some­thing in­to a card­board box that he car­ried in his left hand. Af­ter­ward he oblit­er­at­ed the traces of his foot­steps, as well as the foot­prints left by Lupin and the blonde la­dy, and he was about to leave the cel­lar by the same way as he had en­tered, when he ut­tered a harsh cry and fell to the ground. Sholmes had leaped up­on him. It was the work of a mo­ment, and in the sim­plest man­ner in the world the man found him­self stretched on the ground, bound and hand­cuffed. The En­glish­man leaned over him and said:

			“Have you any­thing to say? … To tell what you know?”

			The man replied by such an iron­i­cal smile that Sholmes re­al­ized the fu­til­i­ty of ques­tion­ing him. So he con­tent­ed him­self by ex­plor­ing the pock­ets of his cap­tive, but he found on­ly a bunch of keys, a hand­ker­chief and the small card­board box which con­tained a dozen gar­nets sim­i­lar to those which Sholmes had found.

			Then what was he to do with the man? Wait un­til his friends came to his help and de­liv­er all of them to the po­lice? What good would that do? What ad­van­tage would that give him over Lupin?

			He hes­i­tat­ed; but an ex­am­i­na­tion of the box de­cid­ed the ques­tion. The box bore this name and ad­dress: “Leonard, jew­el­er, rue de la Paix.”

			He re­solved to aban­don the man to his fate. He locked the cel­lar and left the house. At a branch postof­fice he sent a tele­gram to Mon­sieur Destange, say­ing that he could not come that day. Then he went to see the jew­el­er and, hand­ing him the gar­nets, said:

			“Madame sent me with these stones. She wish­es to have them re­set.”

			Sholmes had struck the right key. The jew­el­er replied:

			“Cer­tain­ly; the la­dy tele­phoned to me. She said she would be here to­day.”

			Sholmes es­tab­lished him­self on the side­walk to wait for the la­dy, but it was five o’clock when he saw a heav­i­ly-veiled la­dy ap­proach and en­ter the store. Through the win­dow he saw her place on the counter a piece of an­tique jew­el­ry set with gar­nets.

			She went away al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, walk­ing quick­ly and passed through streets that were un­known to the En­glish­man. As it was now al­most dark, he walked close be­hind her and fol­lowed her in­to a five-sto­ry house of dou­ble flats and, there­fore, oc­cu­pied by nu­mer­ous ten­ants. At the sec­ond floor she stopped and en­tered. Two min­utes lat­er the En­glish­man com­menced to try the keys on the bunch he had tak­en from the man in the rue Chal­grin. The fourth key fit­ted the lock.

			Not­with­stand­ing the dark­ness of the rooms, he per­ceived that they were ab­so­lute­ly emp­ty, as if un­oc­cu­pied, and the var­i­ous doors were stand­ing open so that he could see all the apart­ments. At the end of a cor­ri­dor he per­ceived a ray of light and, by ap­proach­ing on tip­toe and look­ing through the glass door, he saw the veiled la­dy who had re­moved her hat and dress and was now wear­ing a vel­vet dress­ing-gown. The dis­card­ed gar­ments were ly­ing on the on­ly chair in the room and a light­ed lamp stood on the man­tel.

			Then he saw her ap­proach the fire­place and press what ap­peared to be the but­ton of an elec­tric bell. Im­me­di­ate­ly the pan­el to the right of the fire­place moved and slow­ly glid­ed be­hind the ad­join­ing pan­el, thus dis­clos­ing an open­ing large enough for a per­son to pass through. The la­dy dis­ap­peared through this open­ing, tak­ing the lamp with her.

			The op­er­a­tion was a very sim­ple one. Sholmes adopt­ed it and fol­lowed the la­dy. He found him­self in to­tal dark­ness and im­me­di­ate­ly he felt his face brushed by some soft ar­ti­cles. He light­ed a match and found that he was in a very small room com­plete­ly filled with cloaks and dress­es sus­pend­ed on hang­ers. He picked his way through un­til he reached a door that was draped with a portiere. He peeped through and, be­hold, the blonde la­dy was there, un­der his eyes, and al­most with­in reach of his hand.

			She ex­tin­guished the lamp and turned on the elec­tric lights. Then for the first time Her­lock Sholmes ob­tained a good look at her face. He was amazed. The wom­an, whom he had over­tak­en af­ter so much trou­ble and af­ter so many tricks and ma­noeu­vres, was none oth­er than Clotilde Destange.

			

			Clotilde Destange, the as­sas­sin of the Baron d’Hautrec and the thief who stole the blue di­a­mond! Clotilde Destange, the mys­te­ri­ous friend of Ar­sène Lupin! And the blonde la­dy!

			“Yes, I am on­ly a stupid ass,” thought Her­lock Sholmes at that mo­ment. “Be­cause Lupin’s friend was a blonde and Clotilde is a brunette, I nev­er dreamed that they were the same per­son. But how could the blonde la­dy re­main a blonde af­ter the mur­der of the baron and the theft of the di­a­mond?”

			Sholmes could see a por­tion of the room; it was a boudoir, fur­nished with the most de­light­ful lux­u­ry and ex­quis­ite taste, and adorned with beau­ti­ful ta­pes­tries and cost­ly or­na­ments. A ma­hogany couch, up­hol­stered in silk, was lo­cat­ed on the side of the room op­po­site the door at which Sholmes was stand­ing. Clotilde was sit­ting on this couch, mo­tion­less, her face cov­ered by her hands. Then he per­ceived that she was weep­ing. Great tears rolled down her pale cheeks and fell, drop by drop, on the vel­vet cor­sage. The tears came thick and fast, as if their source were in­ex­haustible.

			A door silent­ly opened be­hind her and Ar­sène Lupin en­tered. He looked at her for a long time with­out mak­ing his pres­ence known; then he ap­proached her, knelt at her feet, pressed her head to his breast, fold­ed her in his arms, and his ac­tions in­di­cat­ed an in­fi­nite mea­sure of love and sym­pa­thy. For a time not a word was ut­tered, but her tears be­came less abun­dant.

			“I was so anx­ious to make you hap­py,” he mur­mured.

			“I am hap­py.”

			“No; you are cry­ing. … Your tears break my heart, Clotilde.”

			The ca­ress­ing and sym­pa­thet­ic tone of his voice soothed her, and she lis­tened to him with an ea­ger de­sire for hope and hap­pi­ness. Her fea­tures were soft­ened by a smile, and yet how sad a smile! He con­tin­ued to speak in a tone of ten­der en­treaty:

			“You should not be un­hap­py, Clotilde; you have no cause to be.”

			She dis­played her del­i­cate white hands and said, solemn­ly:

			“Yes, Maxime; so long as I see those hands I shall be sad.”

			“Why?”

			“They are stained with blood.”

			“Hush! Do not think of that!” ex­claimed Lupin. “The dead is past and gone. Do not res­ur­rect it.”

			And he kissed the long, del­i­cate hand, while she re­gard­ed him with a brighter smile as if each kiss ef­faced a por­tion of that dread­ful mem­o­ry.

			“You must love me, Maxime; you must—be­cause no wom­an will ev­er love you as I do. For your sake, I have done many things, not at your or­der or re­quest, but in obe­di­ence to your se­cret de­sires. I have done things at which my will and con­science re­volt­ed, but there was some un­known pow­er that I could not re­sist. What I did I did in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, me­chan­i­cal­ly, be­cause it helped you, be­cause you wished it … and I am ready to do it again to­mor­row … and al­ways.”

			“Ah, Clotilde,” he said, bit­ter­ly, “why did I draw you in­to my ad­ven­tur­ous life? I should have re­mained the Maxime Bermond that you loved five years ago, and not have let you know the … oth­er man that I am.”

			She replied in a low voice:

			“I love the oth­er man, al­so, and I have noth­ing to re­gret.”

			“Yes, you re­gret your past life—the free and hap­py life you once en­joyed.”

			“I have no re­grets when you are here,” she said, pas­sion­ate­ly. “All faults and crimes dis­ap­pear when I see you. When you are away I may suf­fer, and weep, and be hor­ri­fied at what I have done; but when you come it is all for­got­ten. Your love wipes it all away. And I am hap­py again. … But you must love me!”

			“I do not love you on com­pul­sion, Clotilde. I love you sim­ply be­cause … I love you.”

			“Are you sure of it?”

			“I am just as sure of my own love as I am of yours. On­ly my life is a very ac­tive and ex­cit­ing one, and I can­not spend as much time with you as I would like—just now.”

			“What is it? Some new dan­ger? Tell me!”

			“Oh! noth­ing se­ri­ous. On­ly. …”

			“On­ly what?” she asked.

			“Well, he is on our track.”

			“Who? Her­lock Sholmes?”

			“Yes; it was he who dragged Gan­i­mard in­to that af­fair at the Hun­gar­i­an restau­rant. It was he who in­struct­ed the two po­lice­men to watch the house in the rue Chal­grin. I have proof of it. Gan­i­mard searched the house this morn­ing and Sholmes was with him. Be­sides—”

			“Be­sides? What?”

			“Well, there is an­oth­er thing. One of our men is miss­ing.”

			“Who?”

			“Jean­niot.”

			“The concierge?”

			“Yes.”

			“Why, I sent him to the rue Chal­grin this morn­ing to pick up the gar­nets that fell out of my brooch.”

			“There is no doubt, then, that Sholmes caught him.”

			“No; the gar­nets were de­liv­ered to the jew­el­er in the rue de la Paix.”

			“Then, what has be­come of him?”

			“Oh! Maxime, I am afraid.”

			“There is noth­ing to be afraid of, but I con­fess the sit­u­a­tion is very se­ri­ous. What does he know? Where does he hide him­self? His iso­la­tion is his strong card. I can­not reach him.”

			“What are you go­ing to do?”

			“Act with ex­treme pru­dence, Clotilde. Some time ago I de­cid­ed to change my res­i­dence to a safer place, and Sholmes’ ap­pear­ance on the scene has prompt­ed me to do so at once. When a man like that is on your track, you must be pre­pared for the worst. Well, I am mak­ing my prepa­ra­tions. Day af­ter to­mor­row, Wednes­day, I shall move. At noon it will be fin­ished. At two o’clock I shall leave the place, af­ter re­mov­ing the last trace of our res­i­dence there, which will be no small mat­ter. Un­til then—”

			“Well?”

			“Un­til then we must not see each oth­er and no one must see you, Clotilde. Do not go out. I have no fear for my­self, but I have for you.”

			“That En­glish­man can­not pos­si­bly reach me.”

			“I am not so sure of that. He is a dan­ger­ous man. Yes­ter­day I came here to search the cup­board that con­tains all of Mon­sieur Destange’s old pa­pers and records. There is dan­ger there. There is dan­ger ev­ery­where. I feel that he is watch­ing us—that he is draw­ing his net around us clos­er and clos­er. It is one of those in­tu­itions which nev­er de­ceive me.”

			“In that case, Maxime, go, and think no more of my tears. I shall be brave, and wait pa­tient­ly un­til the dan­ger is past. Adieu, Maxime.”

			They held one an­oth­er for some time in a last fond em­brace. And it was she that gen­tly pushed him out­side. Sholmes could hear the sound of their voic­es in the dis­tance.

			Em­bold­ened by the ne­ces­si­ties of the sit­u­a­tion and the ur­gent need of bring­ing his in­ves­ti­ga­tion to a speedy ter­mi­na­tion, Sholmes pro­ceed­ed to make an ex­am­i­na­tion of the house in which he now found him­self. He passed through Clotilde’s boudoir in­to a cor­ri­dor, at the end of which there was a stair­way lead­ing to the low­er floor; he was about to de­scend this stair­way when he heard voic­es be­low, which caused him to change his route. He fol­lowed the cor­ri­dor, which was a cir­cu­lar one, and dis­cov­ered an­oth­er stair­way, which he de­scend­ed and found him­self amidst sur­round­ings that bore a fa­mil­iar ap­pear­ance. He passed through a door that stood part­ly open and en­tered a large cir­cu­lar room. It was Mon­sieur Destange’s li­brary.

			“Ah! splen­did!” he ex­claimed. “Now I un­der­stand ev­ery­thing. The boudoir of Made­moi­selle Clotilde—the blonde La­dy—com­mu­ni­cates with a room in the ad­join­ing house, and that house does not front on the Place Malesherbes, but up­on an ad­ja­cent street, the rue Montchanin, if I re­mem­ber the name cor­rect­ly. … And I now un­der­stand how Clotilde Destange can meet her lover and at the same time cre­ate the im­pres­sion that she nev­er leaves the house; and I un­der­stand al­so how Ar­sène Lupin was en­abled to make his mys­te­ri­ous en­trance to the gallery last night. Ah! there must be an­oth­er con­nec­tion be­tween the li­brary and the ad­join­ing room. One more house full of ways that are dark! And no doubt Lu­cien Destange was the ar­chi­tect, as usu­al! … I should take ad­van­tage of this op­por­tu­ni­ty to ex­am­ine the con­tents of the cup­board and per­haps learn the lo­ca­tion of oth­er hous­es with se­cret pas­sages con­struct­ed by Mon­sieur Destange.”

			Sholmes as­cend­ed to the gallery and con­cealed him­self be­hind some draperies, where he re­mained un­til late in the evening. At last a ser­vant came and turned off the elec­tric lights. An hour lat­er the En­glish­man, by the light of his lantern, made his way to the cup­board. As he had sur­mised, it con­tained the ar­chi­tect’s old pa­pers, plans, spec­i­fi­ca­tions and books of ac­count. It al­so con­tained a se­ries of reg­is­ters, ar­ranged ac­cord­ing to date, and Sholmes, hav­ing se­lect­ed those of the most re­cent dates, searched in the in­dex­es for the name “Harmingeat.” He found it in one of the reg­is­ters with a ref­er­ence to page 63. Turn­ing to that page, he read:

			“Harmingeat, 40 rue Chal­grin.”

			This was fol­lowed by a de­tailed ac­count of the work done in and about the in­stal­la­tion of a fur­nace in the house. And in the mar­gin of the book some­one had writ­ten these words: “See ac­count M. B.”

			“Ah! I thought so!” said Sholmes; “the ac­count M. B. is the one I want. I shall learn from it the ac­tu­al res­i­dence of Mon­sieur Lupin.”

			It was morn­ing be­fore he found that im­por­tant ac­count. It com­prised six­teen pages, one of which was a copy of the page on which was de­scribed the work done for Mon. Harmingeat of the rue Chal­grin. An­oth­er page de­scribed the work per­formed for Mon. Vatinel as own­er of the house at No. 25 rue Clapey­ron. An­oth­er page was re­served for the Baron d’Hautrec, 134 av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin; an­oth­er was de­vot­ed to the Château de Cro­zon, and the eleven oth­er pages to var­i­ous own­ers of hous­es in Paris.

			Sholmes made a list of those eleven names and ad­dress­es; af­ter which he re­turned the books to their prop­er places, opened a win­dow, jumped out on­to the de­sert­ed street and closed the shut­ters be­hind him.

			When he reached his room at the ho­tel he light­ed his pipe with all the solem­ni­ty with which he was wont to char­ac­ter­ize that act, and amidst clouds of smoke he stud­ied the de­duc­tions that might be drawn from the ac­count of M. B., or rather, from the ac­count of Maxime Bermond alias Ar­sène Lupin.

			At eight o’clock he sent the fol­low­ing mes­sage to Gan­i­mard:

			
				“I ex­pect to pass through the rue Per­golese this forenoon and will in­form you of a per­son whose ar­rest is of the high­est im­por­tance. In any event, be at home tonight and to­mor­row un­til noon and have at least thir­ty men at your ser­vice.”

			

			Then he en­gaged an au­to­mo­bile at the stand on the boule­vard, choos­ing one whose chauf­feur looked good-na­tured but dull-wit­ted, and in­struct­ed him to drive to the Place Malesherbes, where he stopped him about one hun­dred feet from Mon­sieur Destange’s house.

			“My boy, close your car­riage,” he said to the chauf­feur; “turn up the col­lar of your coat, for the wind is cold, and wait pa­tient­ly. At the end of an hour and a half, crank up your ma­chine. When I re­turn we will go to the rue Per­golese.”

			As he was as­cend­ing the steps lead­ing to the door a doubt en­tered his mind. Was it not a mis­take on his part to be spend­ing his time on the af­fairs of the blonde La­dy, while Ar­sène Lupin was pre­par­ing to move? Would he not be bet­ter en­gaged in try­ing to find the abode of his ad­ver­sary amongst the eleven hous­es on his list?

			“Ah!” he ex­claimed, “when the blonde La­dy be­comes my pris­on­er, I shall be mas­ter of the sit­u­a­tion.”

			And he rang the bell.

			

			Mon­sieur Destange was al­ready in the li­brary. They had been work­ing on­ly a few min­utes, when Clotilde en­tered, bade her fa­ther good morn­ing, en­tered the ad­join­ing par­lor and sat down to write. From his place Sholmes could see her lean­ing over the ta­ble and from time to time ab­sorbed in deep med­i­ta­tion. Af­ter a short time he picked up a book and said to Mon­sieur Destange:

			“Here is a book that Made­moi­selle Destange asked me to bring to her when I found it.”

			He went in­to the lit­tle par­lor, stood be­fore Clotilde in such a man­ner that her fa­ther could not see her, and said:

			“I am Mon­sieur Stick­mann, your fa­ther’s new sec­re­tary.”

			“Ah!” said Clotilde, with­out mov­ing, “my fa­ther has changed his sec­re­tary? I didn’t know it.”

			“Yes, made­moi­selle, and I de­sire to speak with you.”

			“Kind­ly take a seat, mon­sieur; I have fin­ished.”

			She added a few words to her let­ter, signed it, en­closed it in the en­ve­lope, sealed it, pushed her writ­ing ma­te­ri­al away, rang the tele­phone, got in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with her dress­mak­er, asked the lat­ter to has­ten the com­ple­tion of a trav­el­ing dress, as she re­quired it at once, and then, turn­ing to Sholmes, she said:

			“I am at your ser­vice, mon­sieur. But do you wish to speak be­fore my fa­ther? Would not that be bet­ter?”

			“No, made­moi­selle; and I beg of you, do not raise your voice. It is bet­ter that Mon­sieur Destange should not hear us.”

			“For whose sake is it bet­ter?”

			“Yours, made­moi­selle.”

			“I can­not agree to hold any con­ver­sa­tion with you that my fa­ther may not hear.”

			“But you must agree to this. It is im­per­a­tive.”

			Both of them arose, eye to eye. She said:

			“Speak, mon­sieur.”

			Still stand­ing, he com­menced:

			“You will be so good as to par­don me if I am mis­tak­en on cer­tain points of sec­ondary im­por­tance. I will guar­an­tee, how­ev­er, the gen­er­al ac­cu­ra­cy of my state­ments.”

			“Can we not dis­pense with these pre­lim­i­nar­ies, mon­sieur? Or are they nec­es­sary?”

			Sholmes felt the young wom­an was on her guard, so he replied:

			“Very well; I will come to the point. Five years ago your fa­ther made the ac­quain­tance of a cer­tain young man called Maxime Bermond, who was in­tro­duced as a con­trac­tor or an ar­chi­tect, I am not sure which it was; but it was one or the oth­er. Mon­sieur Destange took a lik­ing to the young man, and as the state of his health com­pelled him to re­tire from ac­tive busi­ness, he en­trust­ed to Mon­sieur Bermond the ex­e­cu­tion of cer­tain or­ders he had re­ceived from some of his old cus­tomers and which seemed to come with­in the scope of Mon­sieur Bermond’s abil­i­ty.”

			Her­lock Sholmes stopped. It seemed to him that the girl’s pal­lor had in­creased. Yet there was not the slight­est tremor in her voice when she said:

			“I know noth­ing about the cir­cum­stances to which you re­fer, mon­sieur, and I do not see in what way they can in­ter­est me.”

			“In this way, made­moi­selle: You know, as well as I, that Maxime Bermond is al­so known by the name of Ar­sène Lupin.”

			She laughed, and said:

			“Non­sense! Ar­sène Lupin? Maxime Bermond is Ar­sène Lupin? Oh! no! It isn’t pos­si­ble!”

			“I have the hon­or to in­form you of that fact, and since you refuse to un­der­stand my mean­ing, I will add that Ar­sène Lupin has found in this house a friend—more than a friend—and ac­com­plice, blind­ly and pas­sion­ate­ly de­vot­ed to him.”

			With­out emo­tion, or at least with so lit­tle emo­tion that Sholmes was as­ton­ished at her self-con­trol, she de­clared:

			“I do not un­der­stand your ob­ject, mon­sieur, and I do not care to; but I com­mand you to say no more and leave this house.”

			“I have no in­ten­tion of forc­ing my pres­ence on you,” replied Sholmes, with equal sangfroid, “but I shall not leave this house alone.”

			“And who will ac­com­pa­ny you, mon­sieur?”

			“You will.”

			“I?”

			“Yes, made­moi­selle, we will leave this house to­geth­er, and you will fol­low me with­out one word of protest.”

			The strange fea­ture of the fore­go­ing in­ter­view was the ab­so­lute cool­ness of the two ad­ver­saries. It bore no re­sem­blance to an im­pla­ca­ble du­el be­tween two pow­er­ful wills; but, judg­ing sole­ly from their at­ti­tude and the tone of their voic­es, an on­look­er would have sup­posed their con­ver­sa­tion to be noth­ing more se­ri­ous than a cour­te­ous ar­gu­ment over some im­per­son­al sub­ject.

			Clotilde re­sumed her seat with­out deign­ing to re­ply to the last re­mark of Her­lock Sholmes, ex­cept by a shrug of her shoul­ders. Sholmes looked at his watch and said:

			“It is half-past ten. We will leave here in five min­utes.”

			“Per­haps.”

			“If not, I shall go to Mon­sieur Destange, and tell him—”

			“What?”

			“The truth. I will tell him of the vi­cious life of Maxime Bermond, and I will tell him of the dou­ble life of his ac­com­plice.”

			“Of his ac­com­plice?”

			“Yes, of the wom­an known as the blonde La­dy, of the wom­an who was blonde.”

			“What proofs will you give him?”

			“I will take him to the rue Chal­grin, and show him the se­cret pas­sage made by Ar­sène Lupin’s work­men—while do­ing the work of which he had the con­trol—be­tween the hous­es num­bered 40 and 42; the pas­sage which you and he used two nights ago.”

			“Well?”

			“I will then take Mon­sieur Destange to the house of Mon­sieur Deti­nan; we will de­scend the ser­vant’s stair­way which was used by you and Ar­sène Lupin when you es­caped from Gan­i­mard, and we will search to­geth­er the means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the ad­join­ing house, which fronts on the Boule­vard des Batig­nolles, and not up­on the rue Clapey­ron.”

			“Well?”

			“I will take Mon­sieur Destange to the château de Cro­zon, and it will be easy for him, who knows the na­ture of the work per­formed by Ar­sène Lupin in the restora­tion of the Château, to dis­cov­er the se­cret pas­sages con­struct­ed there by his work­men. It will thus be es­tab­lished that those pas­sages al­lowed the blonde La­dy to make a noc­tur­nal vis­it to the Count­ess’ room and take the blue di­a­mond from the man­tel; and, two weeks lat­er, by sim­i­lar means, to en­ter the room of Herr Ble­ichen and con­ceal the blue di­a­mond in his tooth-pow­der—a strange ac­tion, I con­fess; a wom­an’s re­venge, per­haps; but I don’t know, and I don’t care.”

			“Well?”

			“Af­ter that,” said Her­lock Sholmes, in a more se­ri­ous tone, “I will take Mon­sieur Destange to 134 av­enue Hen­ri-Mar­tin, and we will learn how the Baron d’Hautrec—”

			“No, no, keep qui­et,” stam­mered the girl, struck with a sud­den ter­ror, “I for­bid you! … you dare to say that it was I … you ac­cuse me? …”

			“I ac­cuse you of hav­ing killed the Baron d’Hautrec.”

			“No, no, it is a lie.”

			“You killed the Baron d’Hautrec, made­moi­selle. You en­tered his ser­vice un­der the name of An­toinette Bréhat, for the pur­pose of steal­ing the blue di­a­mond and you killed him.”

			“Keep qui­et, mon­sieur,” she im­plored him. “Since you know so much, you must know that I did not mur­der the baron.”

			“I did not say that you mur­dered him, made­moi­selle. Baron d’Hautrec was sub­ject to fits of in­san­i­ty that on­ly Sis­ter Au­guste could con­trol. She told me so her­self. In her ab­sence, he must have at­tacked you, and in the course of the strug­gle you struck him in or­der to save your own life. Fright­ened at your aw­ful sit­u­a­tion, you rang the bell, and fled with­out even tak­ing the blue di­a­mond from the fin­ger of your vic­tim. A few min­utes lat­er you re­turned with one of Ar­sène Lupin’s ac­com­plices, who was a ser­vant in the ad­join­ing house, you placed the baron on the bed, you put the room in or­der, but you were afraid to take the blue di­a­mond. Now, I have told you what hap­pened on that night. I re­peat, you did not mur­der the baron, and yet it was your hand that struck the blow.”

			She had crossed them over her fore­head—those long del­i­cate white hands—and kept them thus for a long time. At last, loos­en­ing her fin­gers, she said, in a voice rent by an­guish:

			“And do you in­tend to tell all that to my fa­ther?”

			“Yes; and I will tell him that I have se­cured as wit­ness­es: Made­moi­selle Ger­bois, who will rec­og­nize the blonde La­dy; Sis­ter Au­guste, who will rec­og­nize An­toinette Bréhat; and the Count­ess de Cro­zon, who will rec­og­nize Madame de Réal. That is what I shall tell him.”

			“You will not dare,” she said, re­cov­er­ing her self-pos­ses­sion in the face of an im­me­di­ate per­il.

			He arose, and made a step to­ward the li­brary. Clotilde stopped him:

			“One mo­ment, mon­sieur.”

			She paused, re­flect­ed a mo­ment, and then, per­fect mis­tress of her­self, said:

			“You are Her­lock Sholmes?”

			“Yes.”

			“What do you want of me?”

			“What do I want? I am fight­ing a du­el with Ar­sène Lupin, and I must win. The con­test is now draw­ing to a cli­max, and I have an idea that a hostage as pre­cious as you will give me an im­por­tant ad­van­tage over my ad­ver­sary. There­fore, you will fol­low me, made­moi­selle; I will en­trust you to one of my friends. As soon as the du­el is end­ed, you will be set at lib­er­ty.”

			“Is that all?”

			“That is all. I do not be­long to the po­lice ser­vice of this coun­try, and, con­se­quent­ly, I do not con­sid­er that I am un­der any obli­ga­tion … to cause your ar­rest.”

			She ap­peared to have come to a de­ci­sion … yet she re­quired a mo­men­tary respite. She closed her eyes, the bet­ter to con­cen­trate her thoughts. Sholmes looked at her in sur­prise; she was now so tran­quil and, ap­par­ent­ly, in­dif­fer­ent to the dan­gers which threat­ened her. Sholmes thought: Does she be­lieve that she is in dan­ger? Prob­a­bly not—since Lupin pro­tects her. She has con­fi­dence in him. She be­lieves that Lupin is om­nipo­tent, and in­fal­li­ble.

			“Made­moi­selle,” he said, “I told you that we would leave here in five min­utes. That time has al­most ex­pired.”

			“Will you per­mit me to go to my room, mon­sieur, to get some nec­es­sary ar­ti­cles?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, made­moi­selle; and I will wait for you in the rue Montchanin. Jean­niot, the concierge, is a friend of mine.”

			“Ah! you know. …” she said, vis­i­bly alarmed.

			“I know many things.”

			“Very well. I will ring for the maid.”

			The maid brought her hat and jack­et. Then Sholmes said:

			“You must give Mon­sieur Destange some rea­son for our de­par­ture, and, if pos­si­ble, let your ex­cuse serve for an ab­sence of sev­er­al days.”

			“That shall not be nec­es­sary. I shall be back very soon.”

			They ex­changed de­fi­ant glances and an iron­ic smile.

			“What faith you have in him!” said Sholmes.

			“Ab­so­lute.”

			“He does ev­ery­thing well, doesn’t he? He suc­ceeds in ev­ery­thing he un­der­takes. And what­ev­er he does re­ceives your ap­proval and co­op­er­a­tion.”

			“I love him,” she said, with a touch of pas­sion in her voice.

			“And you think that he will save you?”

			She shrugged her shoul­ders, and, ap­proach­ing her fa­ther, she said:

			“I am go­ing to de­prive you of Mon­sieur Stick­mann. We are go­ing to the Na­tion­al Li­brary.”

			“You will re­turn for lun­cheon?”

			“Per­haps … no, I think not … but don’t be un­easy.”

			Then she said to Sholmes, in a firm voice:

			“I am at your ser­vice, mon­sieur.”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly?”

			“Quite so.”

			“I warn you that if you at­tempt to es­cape, I shall call the po­lice and have you ar­rest­ed. Do not for­get that the blonde La­dy is on pa­role.”

			“I give you my word of hon­or that I shall not at­tempt to es­cape.”

			“I be­lieve you. Now, let us go.”

			They left the house to­geth­er, as he had pre­dict­ed.

			The au­to­mo­bile was stand­ing where Sholmes had left it. As they ap­proached it, Sholmes could hear the rum­bling of the mo­tor. He opened the door, asked Clotilde to en­ter, and took a seat be­side her. The ma­chine start­ed at once, gained the ex­te­ri­or boule­vards, the av­enue Hoche and the av­enue de la Grande-Ar­mée. Sholmes was con­sid­er­ing his plans. He thought:

			“Gan­i­mard is at home. I will leave the girl in his care. Shall I tell him who she is? No, he would take her to prison at once, and that would spoil ev­ery­thing. When I am alone, I can con­sult my list of ad­dress­es tak­en from the ‘ac­count M. B.,’ and run them down. Tonight, or to­mor­row morn­ing at the lat­est, I shall go to Gan­i­mard, as I agreed, and de­liv­er in­to his hands Ar­sène Lupin and all his band.”

			He rubbed his hand, glee­ful­ly, at the thought that his du­el with Lupin was draw­ing to a close, and he could not see any se­ri­ous ob­sta­cle in the way of his suc­cess. And, yield­ing to an ir­re­press­ible de­sire to give vent to his feel­ings—an un­usu­al de­sire on his part—he ex­claimed:

			“Ex­cuse me, made­moi­selle, if I am un­able to con­ceal my sat­is­fac­tion and de­light. The bat­tle has been a dif­fi­cult one, and my suc­cess is, there­fore, more en­joy­able.”

			“A le­git­i­mate suc­cess, mon­sieur, of which you have a just right to be proud.”

			“Thank you. But where are we go­ing? The chauf­feur must have mis­un­der­stood my di­rec­tions.”

			At that mo­ment they were leav­ing Paris by the gate de Neuil­ly. That was strange, as the rue Per­golese is not out­side the for­ti­fi­ca­tions. Sholmes low­ered the glass, and said:

			“Chauf­feur, you have made a mis­take. … Rue Per­golese!”

			The man made no re­ply. Sholmes re­peat­ed, in a loud­er voice:

			“I told you to go to the rue Per­golese.”

			Still the man did not re­ply.

			“Ah! but you are deaf, my friend. Or is he do­ing it on pur­pose? We are very much out of our way. … Rue Per­golese! … Turn back at once! … Rue Per­golese!”

			The chauf­feur made no sign of hav­ing heard the or­der. The En­glish­man fret­ted with im­pa­tience. He looked at Clotilde; a mys­te­ri­ous smile played up­on her lips.

			“Why do you laugh?” he said. “It is an awk­ward mis­take, but it won’t help you.”

			“Of course not,” she replied.

			Then an idea oc­curred to him. He rose and made a care­ful scru­ti­ny of the chauf­feur. His shoul­ders were not so broad; his bear­ing was not so stiff and me­chan­i­cal. A cold per­spi­ra­tion cov­ered his fore­head and his hands clenched with sud­den fear, as his mind was seized with the con­vic­tion that the chauf­feur was Ar­sène Lupin.

			“Well, Mon­sieur Sholmes, what do you think of our lit­tle ride?”

			“De­light­ful, mon­sieur, re­al­ly de­light­ful,” replied Sholmes.

			Nev­er in his life had he ex­pe­ri­enced so much dif­fi­cul­ty in ut­ter­ing a few sim­ple words with­out a tremor, or with­out be­tray­ing his feel­ings in his voice. But quick­ly, by a sort of re­ac­tion, a flood of ha­tred and rage burst its bounds, over­came his self-con­trol, and, brusque­ly draw­ing his re­volver, he point­ed it at Made­moi­selle Destange.

			“Lupin, stop, this minute, this sec­ond, or I fire at made­moi­selle.”

			“I ad­vise you to aim at the cheek if you wish to hit the tem­ple,” replied Lupin, with­out turn­ing his head.

			“Maxime, don’t go so fast,” said Clotilde, “the pave­ment is slip­pery and I am very timid.”

			She was smil­ing; her eyes were fixed on the pave­ment, over which the car­riage was trav­el­ing at enor­mous speed.

			“Let him stop! Let him stop!” said Sholmes to her, wild with rage, “I warn you that I am des­per­ate.”

			The bar­rel of the re­volver brushed the wav­ing locks of her hair. She replied, calm­ly:

			“Maxime is so im­pru­dent. He is go­ing so fast, I am re­al­ly afraid of some ac­ci­dent.”

			Sholmes re­turned the weapon to his pock­et and seized the han­dle of the door, as if to alight, de­spite the ab­sur­di­ty of such an act. Clotilde said to him:

			“Be care­ful, mon­sieur, there is an au­to­mo­bile be­hind us.”

			He leaned over. There was an au­to­mo­bile close be­hind; a large ma­chine of for­mi­da­ble as­pect with its sharp prow and blood-red body, and hold­ing four men clad in fur coats.

			“Ah! I am well guard­ed,” thought Sholmes. “I may as well be pa­tient.”

			He fold­ed his arms across his chest with that proud air of sub­mis­sion so fre­quent­ly as­sumed by he­roes when fate has turned against them. And while they crossed the riv­er Seine and rushed through Suresnes, Rueil and Cha­tou, mo­tion­less and re­signed, con­trol­ling his ac­tions and his pas­sions, he tried to ex­plain to his own sat­is­fac­tion by what mir­a­cle Ar­sène Lupin had sub­sti­tut­ed him­self for the chauf­feur. It was quite im­prob­a­ble that the hon­est-look­ing fel­low he had se­lect­ed on the boule­vard that morn­ing was an ac­com­plice placed there in ad­vance. And yet Ar­sène Lupin had re­ceived a warn­ing in some way, and it must have been af­ter he, Sholmes, had ap­proached Clotilde in the house, be­cause no one could have sus­pect­ed his project pri­or to that time. Since then, Sholmes had not al­lowed Clotilde out of his sight.

			Then an idea struck him: the tele­phone com­mu­ni­ca­tion de­sired by Clotilde and her con­ver­sa­tion with the dress­mak­er. Now, it was all quite clear to him. Even be­fore he had spo­ken to her, sim­ply up­on his re­quest to speak to her as the new sec­re­tary of Mon­sieur Destange, she had scent­ed the dan­ger, sur­mised the name and pur­pose of the vis­i­tor, and, calm­ly, nat­u­ral­ly, as if she were per­form­ing a com­mon­place ac­tion of her ev­ery­day life, she had called Ar­sène Lupin to her as­sis­tance by some pre­con­cert­ed sig­nal.

			How Ar­sène Lupin had come and caused him­self to be sub­sti­tut­ed for the chauf­feur were mat­ters of tri­fling im­por­tance. That which af­fect­ed Sholmes, even to the point of ap­peas­ing his fury, was the rec­ol­lec­tion of that in­ci­dent where­by an or­di­nary wom­an, a sweet­heart it is true, mas­ter­ing her nerves, con­trol­ling her fea­tures, and sub­ju­gat­ing the ex­pres­sion of her eyes, had com­plete­ly de­ceived the as­tute de­tec­tive Her­lock Sholmes. How dif­fi­cult to over­come an ad­ver­sary who is aid­ed by such con­fed­er­ates, and who, by the mere force of his au­thor­i­ty, in­spires in a wom­an so much courage and strength!

			They crossed the Seine and climbed the hill at Saint-Ger­main; but, some five hun­dred me­tres be­yond that town, the au­to­mo­bile slack­ened its speed. The oth­er au­to­mo­bile ad­vanced, and the two stopped, side by side. There was no one else in the neigh­bor­hood.

			“Mon­sieur Sholmes,” said Lupin, “kind­ly ex­change to the oth­er ma­chine. Ours is re­al­ly a very slow one.”

			“In­deed!” said Sholmes, calm­ly, con­vinced that he had no choice.

			“Al­so, per­mit me to loan you a fur coat, as we will trav­el quite fast and the air is cool. And ac­cept a cou­ple of sand­wich­es, as we can­not tell when we will dine.”

			The four men alight­ed from the oth­er au­to­mo­bile. One of them ap­proached, and, as he raised his gog­gles, Sholmes rec­og­nized in him the gen­tle­man in the frock coat that he had seen at the Hun­gar­i­an restau­rant. Lupin said to him:

			“You will re­turn this ma­chine to the chauf­feur from whom I hired it. He is wait­ing in the first wine-shop to the right as you go up the rue Le­gendre. You will give him the bal­ance of the thou­sand francs I promised him. … Ah! yes, kind­ly give your gog­gles to Mon­sieur Sholmes.”

			He talked to Mlle. Destange for a mo­ment, then took his place at the wheel and start­ed, with Sholmes at his side and one of his men be­hind him. Lupin had not ex­ag­ger­at­ed when he said “we will trav­el quite fast.” From the be­gin­ning he set a break­neck pace. The hori­zon rushed to meet them, as if at­tract­ed by some mys­te­ri­ous force, and dis­ap­peared in­stant­ly as though swal­lowed up in an abyss, in­to which many oth­er things, such as trees, hous­es, fields and forests, were hurled with the tu­mul­tuous fury and haste of a tor­rent as it ap­proached the cataract.

			Sholmes and Lupin did not ex­change a word. Above their heads the leaves of the poplars made a great noise like the waves of the sea, rhyth­mi­cal­ly ar­ranged by the reg­u­lar spac­ing of the trees. And the towns swept by like spec­tres: Man­teo, Ver­non, Gail­lon. From one hill to the oth­er, from Bon-Sec­ours to Can­teleu, Rouen, its sub­urbs, its har­bor, its miles of wharves, Rouen seemed like the strag­gling street of a coun­try vil­lage. And this was Duclair, Caude­bec, the coun­try of Caux which they skimmed over in their ter­rif­ic flight, and Lille­bonne, and Quille­beuf. Then, sud­den­ly, they found them­selves on the banks of the Seine, at the ex­trem­i­ty of a lit­tle wharf, be­side which lay a staunch seago­ing yacht that emit­ted great vol­umes of black smoke from its fun­nel.

			The au­to­mo­bile stopped. In two hours they had trav­eled over forty leagues.

			A man, wear­ing a blue uni­form and a gold­laced cap, came for­ward and salut­ed. Lupin said to him:

			“All ready, cap­tain? Did you re­ceive my tele­gram?”

			“Yes, I got it.”

			“Is The Swal­low ready?”

			“Yes, mon­sieur.”

			“Come, Mon­sieur Sholmes.”

			The En­glish­man looked around, saw a group of peo­ple on the ter­race in front of a café, hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment, then, re­al­iz­ing that be­fore he could se­cure any as­sis­tance he would be seized, car­ried aboard and placed in the bot­tom of the hold, he crossed the gang­plank and fol­lowed Lupin in­to the cap­tain’s cab­in. It was quite a large room, scrupu­lous­ly clean, and pre­sent­ed a cheer­ful ap­pear­ance with its var­nished wood­work and pol­ished brass. Lupin closed the door and ad­dressed Sholmes abrupt­ly, and al­most rude­ly, as he said:

			“Well, what do you know?”

			“Ev­ery­thing.”

			“Ev­ery­thing? Come, be pre­cise.”

			His voice con­tained no longer that po­lite, if iron­i­cal, tone, which he had af­fect­ed when speak­ing to the En­glish­man. Now, his voice had the im­pe­ri­ous tone of a mas­ter ac­cus­tomed to com­mand and ac­cus­tomed to be obeyed—even by a Her­lock Sholmes. They mea­sured each oth­er by their looks, en­e­mies now—open and im­pla­ca­ble foes. Lupin spoke again, but in a milder tone:

			“I have grown weary of your pur­suit, and do not in­tend to waste any more time in avoid­ing the traps you lay for me. I warn you that my treat­ment of you will de­pend on your re­ply. Now, what do you know?”

			“Ev­ery­thing, mon­sieur.”

			Ar­sène Lupin con­trolled his tem­per and said, in a jerky man­ner:

			“I will tell you what you know. You know that, un­der the name of Maxime Bermond, I have … im­proved fif­teen hous­es that were orig­i­nal­ly con­struct­ed by Mon­sieur Destange.”

			“Yes.”

			“Of those fif­teen hous­es, you have seen four.”

			“Yes.”

			“And you have a list of the oth­er eleven.”

			“Yes.”

			“You made that list at Mon­sieur Destange’s house on that night, no doubt.”

			“Yes.”

			“And you have an idea that, amongst those eleven hous­es, there is one that I have kept for the use of my­self and my friends, and you have en­trust­ed to Gan­i­mard the task of find­ing my re­treat.”

			“No.”

			“What does that sig­ni­fy?”

			“It sig­ni­fies that I choose to act alone, and do not want his help.”

			“Then I have noth­ing to fear, since you are in my hands.”

			“You have noth­ing to fear as long as I re­main in your hands.”

			“You mean that you will not re­main?”

			“Yes.”

			Ar­sène Lupin ap­proached the En­glish­man and, plac­ing his hand on the lat­ter’s shoul­der, said:

			“Lis­ten, mon­sieur; I am not in a hu­mor to ar­gue with you, and, un­for­tu­nate­ly for you, you are not in a po­si­tion to choose. So let us fin­ish our busi­ness.”

			“Very well.”

			“You are go­ing to give me your word of hon­or that you will not try to es­cape from this boat un­til you ar­rive in Eng­lish wa­ters.”

			“I give you my word of hon­or that I shall es­cape if I have an op­por­tu­ni­ty,” replied the in­domitable Sholmes.

			“But, sapristi! you know quite well that at a word from me you would soon be ren­dered help­less. All these men will obey me blind­ly. At a sign from me they would place you in irons—”

			“Irons can be bro­ken.”

			“And throw you over­board ten miles from shore.”

			“I can swim.”

			“I hadn’t thought of that,” said Lupin, with a laugh. “Ex­cuse me, mas­ter … and let us fin­ish. You will agree that I must take the mea­sures nec­es­sary to pro­tect my­self and my friends.”

			“Cer­tain­ly; but they will be use­less.”

			“And yet you do not wish me to take them.”

			“It is your du­ty.”

			“Very well, then.”

			Lupin opened the door and called the cap­tain and two sailors. The lat­ter seized the En­glish­man, bound him hand and foot, and tied him to the cap­tain’s bunk.

			“That will do,” said Lupin. “It was on­ly on ac­count of your ob­sti­na­cy and the un­usu­al grav­i­ty of the sit­u­a­tion, that I ven­tured to of­fer you this in­dig­ni­ty.”

			The sailors re­tired. Lupin said to the cap­tain:

			“Let one of the crew re­main here to look af­ter Mon­sieur Sholmes, and you can give him as much of your own com­pa­ny as pos­si­ble. Treat him with all due re­spect and con­sid­er­a­tion. He is not a pris­on­er, but a guest. What time have you, cap­tain?”

			“Five min­utes af­ter two.”

			Lupin con­sult­ed his watch, then looked at the clock that was at­tached to the wall of the cab­in.

			“Five min­utes past two is right. How long will it take you to reach Southamp­ton?”

			“Nine hours, easy go­ing.”

			“Make it eleven. You must not land there un­til af­ter the de­par­ture of the mid­night boat, which reach­es Havre at eight o’clock in the morn­ing. Do you un­der­stand, cap­tain? Let me re­peat: As it would be very dan­ger­ous for all of us to per­mit Mon­sieur to re­turn to France by that boat, you must not reach Southamp­ton be­fore one o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			“I un­der­stand.”

			“Au revoir, mas­ter; next year, in this world or in the next.”

			“Un­til to­mor­row,” replied Sholmes.

			A few min­utes lat­er Sholmes heard the au­to­mo­bile go­ing away, and at the same time the steam puffed vi­o­lent­ly in the depths of The Swal­low. The boat had start­ed for Eng­land. About three o’clock the ves­sel left the mouth of the riv­er and plunged in­to the open sea. At that mo­ment Sholmes was ly­ing on the cap­tain’s bunk, sound asleep.

			

			Next morn­ing—it be­ing the tenth and last day of the du­el be­tween Sholmes and Lupin—the Echo de France pub­lished this in­ter­est­ing bit of news:

			
				“Yes­ter­day a judg­ment of eject­ment was en­tered in the case of Ar­sène Lupin against Her­lock Sholmes, the Eng­lish de­tec­tive. Al­though signed at noon, the judg­ment was ex­e­cut­ed the same day. At one o’clock this morn­ing Sholmes was land­ed at Southamp­ton.”

			

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Second Arrest of Arsène Lupin

			
			Since eight o’clock a dozen mov­ing-vans had en­cum­bered the rue Crevaux be­tween the av­enue du Bois-de-Boulogne and the av­enue Bugeaud. Mon. Fe­lix Dav­ey was leav­ing the apart­ment in which he lived on the fourth floor of No. 8; and Mon. Dubreuil, who had unit­ed in­to a sin­gle apart­ment the fifth floor of the same house and the fifth floor of the two ad­join­ing hous­es, was mov­ing on the same day—a mere co­in­ci­dence, since the gen­tle­men were un­known to each oth­er—the vast col­lec­tion of fur­ni­ture re­gard­ing which so many for­eign agents vis­it­ed him ev­ery day.

			A cir­cum­stance which had been no­ticed by some of the neigh­bors, but was not spo­ken of un­til lat­er, was this: None of the twelve vans bore the name and ad­dress of the own­er, and none of the men ac­com­pa­ny­ing them vis­it­ed the neigh­bor­ing wine shops. They worked so dili­gent­ly that the fur­ni­ture was all out by eleven o’clock. Noth­ing re­mained but those scraps of pa­pers and rags that are al­ways left be­hind in the cor­ners of the emp­ty rooms.

			Mon. Fe­lix Dav­ey, an el­e­gant young man, dressed in the lat­est fash­ion, car­ried in his hand a walk­ing-stick, the weight of which in­di­cat­ed that its own­er pos­sessed ex­tra­or­di­nary bi­ceps—Mon. Fe­lix Dav­ey walked calm­ly away and took a seat on a bench in the av­enue du Bois-de-Boulogne fac­ing the rue Per­golese. Close to him a wom­an, dressed in a neat but in­ex­pen­sive cos­tume, was read­ing a news­pa­per, whilst a child was play­ing with a shov­el in a heap of sand.

			Af­ter a few min­utes Fe­lix Dav­ey spoke to the wom­an, with­out turn­ing his head:

			“Gan­i­mard?”

			“Went out at nine o’clock this morn­ing.”

			“Where?”

			“To po­lice head­quar­ters.”

			“Alone?”

			“Yes.”

			“No tele­gram dur­ing the night?”

			“No.”

			“Do they sus­pect you in the house?”

			“No; I do some lit­tle things for Madame Gan­i­mard, and she tells me ev­ery­thing her hus­band does. I have been with her all morn­ing.”

			“Very well. Un­til fur­ther or­ders come here ev­ery day at eleven o’clock.”

			He rose and walked away in the di­rec­tion of the Dauphine gate, stop­ping at the Chi­nese pavil­ion, where he par­took of a fru­gal repast con­sist­ing of two eggs, with some fruit and veg­eta­bles. Then he re­turned to the rue Crevaux and said to the concierge:

			“I will just glance through the rooms and then give you the keys.”

			He fin­ished his in­spec­tion of the room that he had used as a li­brary; then he seized the end of a gas-pipe, which hung down the side of the chim­ney. The pipe was bent and a hole made in the el­bow. To this hole he fit­ted a small in­stru­ment in the form of an ear-trum­pet and blew in­to it. A slight whistling sound came by way of re­ply. Plac­ing the trum­pet to his mouth, he said:

			“Any­one around, Dubreuil?”

			“No.”

			“May I come up?”

			“Yes.”

			He re­turned the pipe to its place, say­ing to him­self:

			“How pro­gres­sive we are! Our cen­tu­ry abounds with lit­tle in­ven­tions which ren­der life re­al­ly charm­ing and pic­turesque. And so amus­ing! … es­pe­cial­ly when a per­son knows how to en­joy life as I do.”

			He turned one of the mar­ble mould­ings of the man­tel, and the en­tire half of the man­tel moved, and the mir­ror above it glid­ed in in­vis­i­ble grooves, dis­clos­ing an open­ing and the low­er steps of a stairs built in the very body of the chim­ney; all very clean and com­plete—the stairs were con­struct­ed of pol­ished met­al and the walls of white tiles. He as­cend­ed the steps, and at the fifth floor there was the same open­ing in the chim­ney. Mon. Dubreuil was wait­ing for him.

			“Have you fin­ished in your rooms?”

			“Yes.”

			“Ev­ery­thing cleared out?”

			“Yes.”

			“And the peo­ple?”

			“On­ly the three men on guard.”

			“Very well; come on.”

			They as­cend­ed to the up­per floor by the same means, one af­ter the oth­er, and there found three men, one of whom was look­ing through the win­dow.

			“Any­thing new?”

			“Noth­ing, gov­er­nor.”

			“All qui­et in the street?”

			“Yes.”

			“In ten min­utes I will be ready to leave. You will go al­so. But in the mean­time if you see the least sus­pi­cious move­ment in the street, warn me.”

			“I have my fin­ger on the alarm-bell all the time.”

			“Dubreuil, did you tell the mov­ing men not to touch the wire of that bell?”

			“Cer­tain­ly; it is work­ing all right.”

			“That is all I want to know.”

			The two gen­tle­men then de­scend­ed to the apart­ment of Fe­lix Dav­ey and the lat­ter, af­ter ad­just­ing the mar­ble man­tel, ex­claimed, joy­ful­ly:

			“Dubreuil, I should like to see the man who is able to dis­cov­er all the in­ge­nious de­vices, warn­ing bells, net­works of elec­tric wires and acous­tic tubes, in­vis­i­ble pas­sages, mov­ing floors and hid­den stair­ways. A re­al fairy­land!”

			“What fame for Ar­sène Lupin!”

			“Fame I could well dis­pense with. It’s a pity to be com­pelled to leave a place so well equipped, and com­mence all over again, Dubreuil … and on a new mod­el, of course, for it would nev­er do to du­pli­cate this. Curse Her­lock Sholmes!”

			“Has he re­turned to Paris?”

			“How could he? There has been on­ly one boat come from Southamp­ton and it left there at mid­night; on­ly one train from Havre, leav­ing there at eight o’clock this morn­ing and due in Paris at eleven fif­teen. As he could not catch the mid­night boat at Southamp­ton—and the in­struc­tions to the cap­tain on that point were ex­plic­it—he can­not reach France un­til this evening via Newhaven and Dieppe.”

			“Do you think he will come back?”

			“Yes; he nev­er gives up. He will re­turn to Paris; but it will be too late. We will be far away.”

			“And Made­moi­selle Destange?”

			“I am to see her in an hour.”

			“At her house?”

			“Oh! no; she will not re­turn there for sev­er­al days. But you, Dubreuil, you must hur­ry. The load­ing of our goods will take a long time and you should be there to look af­ter them.”

			“Are you sure that we are not be­ing watched?”

			“By whom? I am not afraid of any­one but Sholmes.”

			Dubreuil re­tired. Fe­lix Dav­ey made a last tour of the apart­ment, picked up two or three torn let­ters, then, notic­ing a piece of chalk, he took it and, on the dark pa­per of the draw­ing-room, drew a large frame and wrote with­in it the fol­low­ing:

			
				“Ar­sène Lupin, gen­tle­man-bur­glar, lived here for five years at the be­gin­ning of the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry.”

			

			This lit­tle pleas­antry seemed to please him very much. He looked at it for a mo­ment, whistling a live­ly air, then said to him­self:

			“Now that I have placed my­self in touch with the his­to­ri­ans of fu­ture gen­er­a­tions, I can go. You must hur­ry, Her­lock Sholmes, as I shall leave my present abode in three min­utes, and your de­feat will be an ac­com­plished fact. … Two min­utes more! you are keep­ing me wait­ing, Mon­sieur Sholmes. … One minute more! Are you not com­ing? Well, then, I pro­claim your down­fall and my apoth­e­o­sis. And now I make my es­cape. Farewell, king­dom of Ar­sène Lupin! I shall nev­er see you again. Farewell to the fifty-five rooms of the six apart­ments over which I reigned! Farewell, my own roy­al bed cham­ber!”

			His out­burst of joy was in­ter­rupt­ed by the sharp ring­ing of a bell, which stopped twice, start­ed again and then ceased. It was the alarm bell.

			What was wrong? What un­fore­seen dan­ger? Gan­i­mard? No; that wasn’t pos­si­ble!

			He was on the point of re­turn­ing to his li­brary and mak­ing his es­cape. But, first, he went to the win­dow. There was no one in the street. Was the en­e­my al­ready in the house? He lis­tened and thought he could dis­cern cer­tain con­fused sounds. He hes­i­tat­ed no longer. He ran to his li­brary, and as he crossed the thresh­old he heard the noise of a key be­ing in­sert­ed in the lock of the vestibule door.

			“The deuce!” he mur­mured; “I have no time to lose. The house may be sur­round­ed. The ser­vants’ stair­way—im­pos­si­ble! For­tu­nate­ly, there is the chim­ney.”

			He pushed the mould­ing; it did not move. He made a greater ef­fort—still it re­fused to move. At the same time he had the im­pres­sion that the door be­low opened and that he could hear foot­steps.

			“Good God!” he cried; “I am lost if this cursed mech­a­nism—”

			He pushed with all his strength. Noth­ing moved—noth­ing! By some in­cred­i­ble ac­ci­dent, by some evil stroke of for­tune, the mech­a­nism, which had worked on­ly a few mo­ments ago, would not work now.

			He was fu­ri­ous. The block of mar­ble re­mained im­mov­able. He ut­tered fright­ful im­pre­ca­tions on the sense­less stone. Was his es­cape to be pre­vent­ed by that stupid ob­sta­cle? He struck the mar­ble wild­ly, mad­ly; he ham­mered it, he cursed it.

			“Ah! what’s the mat­ter, Mon­sieur Lupin? You seem to be dis­pleased about some­thing.”

			Lupin turned around. Her­lock Sholmes stood be­fore him!

			

			Her­lock Sholmes! … Lupin gazed at him with squint­ing eyes as if his sight were de­fec­tive and mis­lead­ing. Her­lock Sholmes in Paris! Her­lock Sholmes, whom he had shipped to Eng­land on­ly the day be­fore as a dan­ger­ous per­son, now stood be­fore him free and vic­to­ri­ous! … Ah! such a thing was noth­ing less than a mir­a­cle; it was con­trary to all nat­u­ral laws; it was the cul­mi­na­tion of all that is il­log­i­cal and ab­nor­mal. … Her­lock Sholmes here—be­fore his face!

			And when the En­glish­man spoke his words were tinged with that keen sar­casm and mock­ing po­lite­ness with which his ad­ver­sary had so of­ten lashed him. He said:

			“Mon­sieur Lupin, in the first place I have the hon­or to in­form you that at this time and place I blot from my mem­o­ry for­ev­er all thoughts of the mis­er­able night that you forced me to en­dure in the house of Baron d’Hautrec, of the in­jury done to my friend Wil­son, of my ab­duc­tion in the au­to­mo­bile, and of the voy­age I took yes­ter­day un­der your or­ders, bound to a very un­com­fort­able couch. But the joy of this mo­ment ef­faces all those bit­ter mem­o­ries. I for­give ev­ery­thing. I for­get ev­ery­thing—I wipe out the debt. I am paid—and roy­al­ly paid.”

			Lupin made no re­ply. So the En­glish­man con­tin­ued:

			“Don’t you think so your­self?”

			He ap­peared to in­sist as if de­mand­ing an ac­qui­es­cence, as a sort of re­ceipt in re­gard to the part.

			Af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, dur­ing which the En­glish­man felt that he was scru­ti­nized to the very depth of his soul, Lupin de­clared:

			“I pre­sume, mon­sieur, that your con­duct is based up­on se­ri­ous mo­tives?”

			“Very se­ri­ous.”

			“The fact that you have es­caped from my cap­tain and his crew is on­ly a sec­ondary in­ci­dent of our strug­gle. But the fact that you are here be­fore me alone—un­der­stand, alone—face to face with Ar­sène Lupin, leads me to think that your re­venge is as com­plete as pos­si­ble.”

			“As com­plete as pos­si­ble.”

			“This house?”

			“Sur­round­ed.”

			“The two ad­join­ing hous­es?”

			“Sur­round­ed.”

			“The apart­ment above this?”

			“The three apart­ments on the fifth floor that were for­mer­ly oc­cu­pied by Mon­sieur Dubreuil are sur­round­ed.”

			“So that—”

			“So that you are cap­tured, Mon­sieur Lupin—ab­so­lute­ly cap­tured.”

			The feel­ings that Sholmes had ex­pe­ri­enced dur­ing his trip in the au­to­mo­bile were now suf­fered by Lupin, the same con­cen­trat­ed fury, the same re­volt, and al­so, let us ad­mit, the same loy­al­ty of sub­mis­sion to force of cir­cum­stances. Equal­ly brave in vic­to­ry or de­feat.

			“Our ac­counts are squared, mon­sieur,” said Lupin, frankly.

			The En­glish­man was pleased with that con­fes­sion. Af­ter a short si­lence Lupin, now quite self-pos­sessed, said smil­ing:

			“And I am not sor­ry! It be­comes mo­not­o­nous to win all the time. Yes­ter­day I had on­ly to stretch out my hand to fin­ish you for­ev­er. To­day I be­long to you. The game is yours.” Lupin laughed hearti­ly and then con­tin­ued: “At last the gallery will be en­ter­tained! Lupin in prison! How will he get out? In prison! … What an ad­ven­ture! … Ah! Sholmes, life is just one damn thing af­ter an­oth­er!”

			He pressed his closed hands to his tem­ples as if to sup­press the tu­mul­tuous joy that surged with­in him, and his ac­tions in­di­cat­ed that he was moved by an un­con­trol­lable mirth. At last, when he had re­cov­ered his self-pos­ses­sion, he ap­proached the de­tec­tive and said:

			“And now what are you wait­ing for?”

			“What am I wait­ing for?”

			“Yes; Gan­i­mard is here with his men—why don’t they come in?”

			“I asked him not to.”

			“And he con­sent­ed?”

			“I ac­cept­ed his ser­vices on con­di­tion that he would be guid­ed by me. Be­sides, he thinks that Fe­lix Dav­ey is on­ly an ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin.”

			“Then I will re­peat my ques­tion in an­oth­er form. Why did you come in alone?”

			“Be­cause I wished to speak to you alone.”

			“Ah! ah! you have some­thing to say to me.”

			That idea seemed to please Lupin im­mense­ly. There are cer­tain cir­cum­stances in which words are prefer­able to deeds.

			“Mon­sieur Sholmes, I am sor­ry I can­not of­fer you an easy chair. How would you like that bro­ken box? Or per­haps you would pre­fer the win­dow ledge? I am sure a glass of beer would be wel­come … light or dark? … But sit down, please.”

			“Thank you; we can talk as well stand­ing up.”

			“Very well—pro­ceed.”

			“I will be brief. The ob­ject of my so­journ in France was not to ac­com­plish your ar­rest. If I have been led to pur­sue you, it was be­cause I saw no oth­er way to achieve my re­al ob­ject.”

			“Which was?”

			“To re­cov­er the blue di­a­mond.”

			“The blue di­a­mond!”

			“Cer­tain­ly; since the one found in Herr Ble­ichen’s tooth-pow­der was on­ly an im­i­ta­tion.”

			“Quite right; the gen­uine di­a­mond was tak­en by the blonde La­dy. I made an ex­act du­pli­cate of it and then, as I had de­signs on oth­er jew­els be­long­ing to the Count­ess and as the Con­sul Herr Ble­ichen was al­ready un­der sus­pi­cion, the afore­said blonde La­dy, in or­der to avert sus­pi­cion, slipped the false stone in­to the afore­said Con­sul’s lug­gage.”

			“While you kept the gen­uine di­a­mond?”

			“Of course.”

			“That di­a­mond—I want it.”

			“I am very sor­ry, but it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“I have promised it to the Count­ess de Cro­zon. I must have it.”

			“How will you get it, since it is in my pos­ses­sion?”

			“That is pre­cise­ly the rea­son—be­cause it is in your pos­ses­sion.”

			“Oh! I am to give it to you?”

			“Yes.”

			“Vol­un­tar­i­ly?”

			“I will buy it.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Lupin, in an ac­cess of mirth, “you are cer­tain­ly an En­glish­man. You treat this as a mat­ter of busi­ness.”

			“It is a mat­ter of busi­ness.”

			“Well! what is your of­fer?”

			“The lib­er­ty of Made­moi­selle Destange.”

			“Her lib­er­ty? … I didn’t know she was un­der ar­rest.”

			“I will give Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard the nec­es­sary in­for­ma­tion. When de­prived of your pro­tec­tion, she can read­i­ly be tak­en.”

			Lupin laughed again, and said:

			“My dear mon­sieur, you are of­fer­ing me some­thing you do not pos­sess. Made­moi­selle Destange is in a place of safe­ty, and has noth­ing to fear. You must make me an­oth­er of­fer.”

			The En­glish­man hes­i­tat­ed, vis­i­bly em­bar­rassed and vexed. Then, plac­ing his hand on the shoul­der of his ad­ver­sary, he said:

			“And if I should pro­pose to you—”

			“My lib­er­ty?”

			“No … but I can leave the room to con­sult with Gan­i­mard.”

			“And leave me alone?”

			“Yes.”

			“Ah! mon Dieu, what good would that be? The cursed mech­a­nism will not work,” said Lupin, at the same time sav­age­ly push­ing the mould­ing of the man­tel. He sti­fled a cry of sur­prise; this time for­tune fa­vored him—the block of mar­ble moved. It was his sal­va­tion; his hope of es­cape. In that event, why sub­mit to the con­di­tions im­posed by Sholmes? He paced up and down the room, as if he were con­sid­er­ing his re­ply. Then, in his turn, he placed his hand on the shoul­der of his ad­ver­sary, and said:

			“All things con­sid­ered, Mon­sieur Sholmes, I pre­fer to do my own busi­ness in my own way.”

			“But—”

			“No, I don’t re­quire any­one’s as­sis­tance.”

			“When Gan­i­mard gets his hand on you, it will be all over. You can’t es­cape from them.”

			“Who knows?”

			“Come, that is fool­ish. Ev­ery door and win­dow is guard­ed.”

			“Ex­cept one.”

			“Which?”

			“The one I will choose.”

			“Mere words! Your ar­rest is as good as made.”

			“Oh! no—not at all.”

			“Well?”

			“I shall keep the blue di­a­mond.”

			Sholmes looked at his watch, and said:

			“It is now ten min­utes to three. At three o’clock I shall call Gan­i­mard.”

			“Well, then, we have ten min­utes to chat. And to sat­is­fy my cu­rios­i­ty, Mon­sieur Sholmes, I should like to know how you pro­cured my ad­dress and my name of Fe­lix Dav­ey?”

			Al­though his ad­ver­sary’s easy man­ner caused Sholmes some anx­i­ety, he was will­ing to give Lupin the de­sired in­for­ma­tion since it re­flect­ed cred­it on his pro­fes­sion­al as­tute­ness; so he replied:

			“Your ad­dress? I got it from the blonde La­dy.”

			“Clotilde!”

			“Her­self. Do you re­mem­ber, yes­ter­day morn­ing, when I wished to take her away in the au­to­mo­bile, she tele­phoned to her dress­mak­er.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, I un­der­stood, lat­er, that you were the dress­mak­er. And last night, on the boat, by ex­er­cis­ing my mem­o­ry—and my mem­o­ry is some­thing I have good rea­son to be proud of—I was able to rec­ol­lect the last two fig­ures of your tele­phone num­ber—73. Then, as I pos­sessed a list of the hous­es you had ‘im­proved,’ it was an easy mat­ter, on my ar­rival in Paris at eleven o’clock this morn­ing, to search in the tele­phone di­rec­to­ry and find there the name and ad­dress of Fe­lix Dav­ey. Hav­ing ob­tained that in­for­ma­tion, I asked the aid of Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard.”

			“Ad­mirable! I con­grat­u­late you. But how did you man­age to catch the eight o’clock train at Havre? How did you es­cape from The Swal­low?”

			“I did not es­cape.”

			“But—”

			“You or­dered the cap­tain not to reach Southamp­ton be­fore one o’clock. He land­ed me there at mid­night. I was able to catch the twelve o’clock boat for Havre.”

			“Did the cap­tain be­tray me? I can’t be­lieve it.”

			“No, he did not be­tray you.”

			“Well, what then?”

			“It was his watch.”

			“His watch?”

			“Yes, I put it ahead one hour.”

			“How?”

			“In the usu­al way, by turn­ing the hands. We were sit­ting side by side, talk­ing, and I was telling him some fun­ny sto­ries. … Why! he nev­er saw me do it.”

			“Bra­vo! a very clever trick. I shall not for­get it. But the clock that was hang­ing on the wall of the cab­in?”

			“Ah! the clock was a more dif­fi­cult mat­ter, as my feet were tied, but the sailor, who guard­ed me dur­ing the cap­tain’s ab­sence, was kind enough to turn the hands for me.”

			“He? Non­sense! He wouldn’t do it.”

			“Oh! but he didn’t know the im­por­tance of his act. I told him I must catch the first train for Lon­don, at any price, and … he al­lowed him­self to be per­suad­ed—”

			“By means of—”

			“By means of a slight gift, which the ex­cel­lent fel­low, loy­al and true to his mas­ter, in­tends to send to you.”

			“What was it?”

			“A mere tri­fle.”

			“But what?”

			“The blue di­a­mond.”

			“The blue di­a­mond!”

			“Yes, the false stone that you sub­sti­tut­ed for the Count­ess’ di­a­mond. She gave it to me.”

			There was a sud­den ex­plo­sion of vi­o­lent laugh­ter. Lupin laughed un­til the tears start­ed in his eyes.

			“Mon Dieu, but it is fun­ny! My false di­a­mond palmed off on my in­no­cent sailor! And the cap­tain’s watch! And the hands of the clock!”

			Sholmes felt that the du­el be­tween him and Lupin was keen­er than ev­er. His mar­vel­lous in­stinct warned him that, be­hind his ad­ver­sary’s dis­play of mirth, there was a shrewd in­tel­lect de­bat­ing the ways and means to es­cape. Grad­u­al­ly Lupin ap­proached the En­glish­man, who re­coiled, and, un­con­scious­ly, slipped his hand in­to his watch-pock­et.

			“It is three o’clock, Mon­sieur Lupin.”

			“Three o’clock, al­ready? What a pity! We were en­joy­ing our chat so much.”

			“I am wait­ing for your an­swer.”

			“My an­swer? Mon Dieu! but you are par­tic­u­lar! … And so this is the last move in our lit­tle game—and the stake is my lib­er­ty!”

			“Or the blue di­a­mond.”

			“Very well. It’s your play. What are you go­ing to do?”

			“I play the king,” said Sholmes, as he fired his re­volver.

			“And I the ace,” replied Lupin, as he struck at Sholmes with his fist.

			Sholmes had fired in­to the air, as a sig­nal to Gan­i­mard, whose as­sis­tance he re­quired. But Lupin’s fist had caught Sholmes in the stom­ach, and caused him to dou­ble up with pain. Lupin rushed to the fire­place and set the mar­ble slab in mo­tion. … Too late! The door opened.

			“Sur­ren­der, Lupin, or I fire!”

			Gan­i­mard, doubt­less sta­tioned clos­er than Lupin had thought, Gan­i­mard was there, with his re­volver turned on Lupin. And be­hind Gan­i­mard there were twen­ty men, strong and ruth­less fel­lows, who would beat him like a dog at the least sign of re­sis­tance.

			“Hands down! I sur­ren­der!” said Lupin, calm­ly; and he fold­ed his arms across his breast.

			Ev­ery­one was amazed. In the room, di­vest­ed of its fur­ni­ture and hang­ings, Ar­sène Lupin’s words sound­ed like an echo. … “I sur­ren­der!” … It seemed in­cred­i­ble. No one would have been as­ton­ished if he had sud­den­ly van­ished through a trap, or if a sec­tion of the wall had rolled away and al­lowed him to es­cape. But he sur­ren­dered!

			Gan­i­mard ad­vanced, ner­vous­ly, and with all the grav­i­ty that the im­por­tance of the oc­ca­sion de­mand­ed, he placed his hand on the shoul­der of his ad­ver­sary, and had the in­fi­nite plea­sure of say­ing:

			“I ar­rest you, Ar­sène Lupin.”

			“Br­rr!” said Lupin, “you make me shiv­er, my dear Gan­i­mard. What a lugubri­ous face! One would imag­ine you were speak­ing over the grave of a friend. For Heav­en’s sake, don’t as­sume such a fu­ne­re­al air.”

			“I ar­rest you.”

			“Don’t let that wor­ry you! In the name of the law, of which he is a well-de­serv­ing pil­lar, Gan­i­mard, the cel­e­brat­ed Parisian de­tec­tive, ar­rests the wicked Ar­sène Lupin. An his­toric event, of which you will ap­pre­ci­ate the true im­por­tance. … And it is the sec­ond time that it has hap­pened. Bra­vo, Gan­i­mard, you are sure of ad­vance­ment in your cho­sen pro­fes­sion!”

			And he held out his wrists for the hand­cuffs. Gan­i­mard ad­just­ed them in a most solemn man­ner. The nu­mer­ous po­lice­men, de­spite their cus­tom­ary pre­sump­tion and the bit­ter­ness of their feel­ings to­ward Lupin, con­duct­ed them­selves with be­com­ing mod­esty, as­ton­ished at be­ing per­mit­ted to gaze up­on that mys­te­ri­ous and in­tan­gi­ble crea­ture.

			“My poor Lupin,” sighed our hero, “what would your aris­to­crat­ic friends say if they should see you in this hu­mil­i­at­ing po­si­tion?”

			He pulled his wrists apart with all his strength. The veins in his fore­head ex­pand­ed. The links of the chain cut in­to his flesh. The chain fell off—bro­ken.

			“An­oth­er, com­rades, that one was use­less.”

			They placed two on him this time.

			“Quite right,” he said. “You can­not be too care­ful.”

			Then, count­ing the de­tec­tives and po­lice­men, he said:

			“How many are you, my friends? Twen­ty-five? Thir­ty? That’s too many. I can’t do any­thing. Ah! if there had been on­ly fif­teen!”

			There was some­thing fas­ci­nat­ing about Lupin; it was the fas­ci­na­tion of the great ac­tor who plays his role with spir­it and un­der­stand­ing, com­bined with as­sur­ance and ease. Sholmes re­gard­ed him as one might re­gard a beau­ti­ful paint­ing with a due ap­pre­ci­a­tion of all its per­fec­tion in col­or­ing and tech­nique. And he re­al­ly thought that it was an equal strug­gle be­tween those thir­ty men on one side, armed as they were with all the strength and majesty of the law, and, on the oth­er side, that soli­tary in­di­vid­u­al, un­armed and hand­cuffed. Yes, the two sides were well-matched.

			“Well, mas­ter,” said Lupin to the En­glish­man, “this is your work. Thanks to you, Lupin is go­ing to rot on the damp straw of a dun­geon. Con­fess that your con­science pricks you a lit­tle, and that your soul is filled with re­morse.”

			In spite of him­self, Sholmes shrugged his shoul­ders, as if to say: “It’s your own fault.”

			“Nev­er! nev­er!” ex­claimed Lupin. “Give you the blue di­a­mond? Oh! no, it has cost me too much trou­ble. I in­tend to keep it. On my oc­ca­sion of my first vis­it to you in Lon­don—which will prob­a­bly be next month—I will tell you my rea­sons. But will you be in Lon­don next month? Or do you pre­fer Vi­en­na? Or Saint Pe­ters­burg?”

			Then Lupin re­ceived a sur­prise. A bell com­menced to ring. It was not the alarm-bell, but the bell of the tele­phone which was lo­cat­ed be­tween the two win­dows of the room and had not yet been re­moved.

			The tele­phone! Ah! Who could it be? Who was about to fall in­to this un­for­tu­nate trap? Ar­sène Lupin ex­hib­it­ed an ac­cess of rage against the un­lucky in­stru­ment as if he would like to break it in­to a thou­sand pieces and thus sti­fle the mys­te­ri­ous voice that was call­ing for him. But it was Gan­i­mard who took down the re­ceiv­er, and said:

			“Hel­lo! … Hel­lo! … num­ber 648.73 … yes, this is it.”

			Then Sholmes stepped up, and, with an air of au­thor­i­ty, pushed Gan­i­mard aside, took the re­ceiv­er, and cov­ered the trans­mit­ter with his hand­ker­chief in or­der to ob­scure the tone of his voice. At that mo­ment he glanced to­ward Lupin, and the look which they ex­changed in­di­cat­ed that the same idea had oc­curred to each of them, and that they fore­saw the ul­ti­mate re­sult of that the­o­ry: it was the blonde La­dy who was tele­phon­ing. She wished to tele­phone to Fe­lix Dav­ey, or rather to Maxime Bermond, and it was to Sholmes she was about to speak. The En­glish­man said:

			“Hel­lo … Hel­lo!”

			Then, af­ter a si­lence, he said:

			“Yes, it is I, Maxime.”

			The dra­ma had com­menced and was pro­gress­ing with trag­ic pre­ci­sion. Lupin, the ir­re­press­ible and non­cha­lant Lupin, did not at­tempt to con­ceal his anx­i­ety, and he strained ev­ery nerve in a de­sire to hear or, at least, to di­vine the pur­port of the con­ver­sa­tion. And Sholmes con­tin­ued, in re­ply to the mys­te­ri­ous voice:

			“Hel­lo! … Hel­lo! … Yes, ev­ery­thing has been moved, and I am just ready to leave here and meet you as we agreed. … Where? … Where you are now. … Don’t be­lieve that he is here yet! …”

			Sholmes stopped, seek­ing for words. It was clear that he was try­ing to ques­tion the girl with­out be­tray­ing him­self, and that he was ig­no­rant of her where­abouts. More­over, Gan­i­mard’s pres­ence seemed to em­bar­rass him. … Ah! if some mir­a­cle would on­ly in­ter­rupt that cursed con­ver­sa­tion! Lupin prayed for it with all his strength, with all the in­ten­si­ty of his in­cit­ed nerves! Af­ter a mo­men­tary pause, Sholmes con­tin­ued:

			“Hel­lo! … Hel­lo! … Do you hear me? … I can’t hear you very well. … Can scarce­ly make out what you say. … Are you lis­ten­ing? Well, I think you had bet­ter re­turn home. … No dan­ger now. … But he is in Eng­land! I have re­ceived a tele­gram from Southamp­ton an­nounc­ing his ar­rival.”

			The sar­casm of those words! Sholmes ut­tered them with an in­ex­press­ible com­fort. And he added:

			“Very well, don’t lose any time. I will meet you there.”

			He hung up the re­ceiv­er.

			“Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard, can you fur­nish me with three men?”

			“For the blonde La­dy, eh?”

			“Yes.”

			“You know who she is, and where she is?”

			“Yes.”

			“Good! That set­tles Mon­sieur Lupin. … Folen­fant, take two men, and go with Mon­sieur Sholmes.”

			The En­glish­man de­part­ed, ac­com­pa­nied by the three men.

			The game was end­ed. The blonde La­dy was, al­so, about to fall in­to the hands of the En­glish­man. Thanks to his com­mend­able per­sis­tence and to a com­bi­na­tion of for­tu­itous cir­cum­stances, the bat­tle had re­sult­ed in a vic­to­ry for the de­tec­tive, and in ir­repara­ble dis­as­ter for Lupin.

			“Mon­sieur Sholmes!”

			The En­glish­man stopped.

			“Mon­sieur Lupin?”

			Lupin was clear­ly shat­tered by this fi­nal blow. His fore­head was marked by deep wrin­kles. He was sullen and de­ject­ed. How­ev­er, he pulled him­self to­geth­er, and, not­with­stand­ing his de­feat, he ex­claimed, in a cheer­ful tone:

			“You will con­cede that fate has been against me. A few min­utes ago, it pre­vent­ed my es­cape through that chim­ney, and de­liv­ered me in­to your hands. Now, by means of the tele­phone, it presents you with the blonde La­dy. I sub­mit to its de­crees.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that I am ready to re­open our ne­go­ti­a­tion.”

			Sholmes took Gan­i­mard aside and asked, in a man­ner that did not per­mit a re­ply, the au­thor­i­ty to ex­change a few words with the pris­on­er. Then he ap­proached Lupin, and said, in a sharp, ner­vous tone:

			“What do you want?”

			“Made­moi­selle Destange’s lib­er­ty.”

			“You know the price.”

			“Yes.”

			“And you ac­cept?”

			“Yes; I ac­cept your terms.”

			“Ah!” said the En­glish­man, in sur­prise, “but … you re­fused … for your­self—”

			“Yes, I can look out for my­self, Mon­sieur Sholmes, but now the ques­tion con­cerns a young wom­an … and a wom­an I love. In France, un­der­stand, we have very de­cid­ed ideas about such things. And Lupin has the same feel­ings as oth­er peo­ple.”

			He spoke with sim­plic­i­ty and can­dor. Sholmes replied by an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble in­cli­na­tion of his head, and mur­mured:

			“Very well, the blue di­a­mond.”

			“Take my cane, there, at the end of the man­tel. Press on the head of the cane with one hand, and, with the oth­er, turn the iron fer­rule at the bot­tom.”

			Holmes took the cane and fol­lowed the di­rec­tions. As he did so, the head of the cane di­vid­ed and dis­closed a cav­i­ty which con­tained a small ball of wax which, in turn, en­closed a di­a­mond. He ex­am­ined it. It was the blue di­a­mond.

			“Mon­sieur Lupin, Made­moi­selle Destange is free.”

			“Is her fu­ture safe­ty as­sured? Has she noth­ing to fear from you?”

			“Nei­ther from me, nor any­one else.”

			“How can you man­age it?”

			“Quite eas­i­ly. I have for­got­ten her name and ad­dress.”

			“Thank you. And au revoir—for I will see you again, some­time, Mon­sieur Sholmes?”

			“I have no doubt of it.”

			Then fol­lowed an an­i­mat­ed con­ver­sa­tion be­tween Sholmes and Gan­i­mard, which was abrupt­ly ter­mi­nat­ed by the En­glish­man, who said:

			“I am very sor­ry, Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard, that we can­not agree on that point, but I have no time to waste try­ing to con­vince you. I leave for Eng­land with­in an hour.”

			“But … the blonde La­dy?”

			“I do not know such a per­son.”

			“And yet, a mo­ment ago—”

			“You must take the af­fair as it stands. I have de­liv­ered Ar­sène Lupin in­to your hands. Here is the blue di­a­mond, which you will have the plea­sure of re­turn­ing to the Count­ess de Cro­zon. What more do you want?”

			“The blonde La­dy.”

			“Find her.”

			Sholmes pulled his cap down over his fore­head and walked rapid­ly away, like a man who is ac­cus­tomed to go as soon as his busi­ness is fin­ished.

			“Bon voy­age, mon­sieur,” cried Lupin, “and, be­lieve me, I shall nev­er for­get the friend­ly way in which our lit­tle busi­ness af­fairs have been ar­ranged. My re­gards to Mon­sieur Wil­son.”

			Not re­ceiv­ing any re­ply, Lupin added, sneer­ing­ly:

			“That is what is called ‘tak­ing British leave.’ Ah! their in­su­lar dig­ni­ty lacks the flow­er of cour­tesy by which we are dis­tin­guished. Con­sid­er for a mo­ment, Gan­i­mard, what a charm­ing ex­it a French­man would have made un­der sim­i­lar cir­cum­stances! With what ex­quis­ite cour­tesy he would have masked his tri­umph! … But, God bless me, Gan­i­mard, what are you do­ing? Mak­ing a search? Come, what’s the use? There is noth­ing left—not even a scrap of pa­per. I as­sure you my ar­chives are in a safe place.”

			“I am not so sure of that,” replied Gan­i­mard. “I must search ev­ery­thing.”

			Lupin sub­mit­ted to the op­er­a­tion. Held by two de­tec­tives and sur­round­ed by the oth­ers, he pa­tient­ly en­dured the pro­ceed­ings for twen­ty min­utes, then he said:

			“Hur­ry up, Gan­i­mard, and fin­ish!”

			“You are in a hur­ry.”

			“Of course I am. An im­por­tant ap­point­ment.”

			“At the po­lice sta­tion?”

			“No; in the city.”

			“Ah! at what time?”

			“Two o’clock.”

			“It is three o’clock now.”

			“Just so; I will be late. And punc­tu­al­i­ty is one of my virtues.”

			“Well, give me five min­utes.”

			“Not a sec­ond more,” said Lupin.

			“I am do­ing my best to ex­pe­dite—”

			“Oh! don’t talk so much. … Still search­ing that cup­board? It is emp­ty.”

			“Here are some let­ters.”

			“Old in­voic­es, I pre­sume!”

			“No; a pack­et tied with a rib­bon.”

			“A red rib­bon? Oh! Gan­i­mard, for God’s sake, don’t un­tie it!”

			“From a wom­an?”

			“Yes.”

			“A wom­an of the world?”

			“The best in the world.”

			“Her name?”

			“Madame Gan­i­mard.”

			“Very fun­ny! very fun­ny!” ex­claimed the de­tec­tive.

			At that mo­ment the men, who had been sent to search the oth­er rooms, re­turned and an­nounced their fail­ure to find any­thing. Lupin laughed and said:

			“Par­bleu! Did you ex­pect to find my vis­it­ing list, or ev­i­dence of my busi­ness re­la­tions with the Em­per­or of Ger­many? But I can tell you what you should in­ves­ti­gate, Gan­i­mard: All the lit­tle mys­ter­ies of this apart­ment. For in­stance, that gas-pipe is a speak­ing tube. That chim­ney con­tains a stair­way. That wall is hol­low. And the mar­vel­lous sys­tem of bells! Ah! Gan­i­mard, just press that but­ton!”

			Gan­i­mard obeyed.

			“Did you hear any­thing?” asked Lupin.

			“No.”

			“Nei­ther did I. And yet you no­ti­fied my aero­naut to pre­pare the di­ri­gi­ble bal­loon which will soon car­ry us in­to the clouds.”

			“Come!” said Gan­i­mard, who had com­plet­ed his search; “we’ve had enough non­sense—let’s be off.”

			He start­ed away, fol­lowed by his men. Lupin did not move. His guardians pushed him in vain.

			“Well,” said Gan­i­mard, “do you refuse to go?”

			“Not at all. But it de­pends.”

			“On what?”

			“Where you want to take me.”

			“To the sta­tion-house, of course.”

			“Then I refuse to go. I have no busi­ness there.”

			“Are you crazy?”

			“Did I not tell you that I had an im­por­tant ap­point­ment?”

			“Lupin!”

			“Why, Gan­i­mard, I have an ap­point­ment with the blonde La­dy, and do you sup­pose I would be so dis­cour­te­ous as to cause her a mo­ment’s anx­i­ety? That would be very un­gentle­man­ly.”

			“Lis­ten, Lupin,” said the de­tec­tive, who was be­com­ing an­noyed by this per­si­flage; “I have been very pa­tient with you, but I will en­dure no more. Fol­low me.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble; I have an ap­point­ment and I shall keep it.”

			“For the last time—fol­low me!”

			“Im-pos-sible!”

			At a sign from Gan­i­mard two men seized Lupin by the arms; but they re­leased him at once, ut­ter­ing cries of pain. Lupin had thrust two long nee­dles in­to them. The oth­er men now rushed at Lupin with cries of rage and ha­tred, ea­ger to avenge their com­rades and to avenge them­selves for the many af­fronts he had heaped up­on them; and now they struck and beat him to their heart’s de­sire. A vi­o­lent blow on the tem­ple felled Lupin to the floor.

			“If you hurt him you will an­swer to me,” growled Gan­i­mard, in a rage.

			He leaned over Lupin to as­cer­tain his con­di­tion. Then, learn­ing that he was breath­ing freely, Gan­i­mard or­dered his men to car­ry the pris­on­er by the head and feet, while he him­self sup­port­ed the body.

			“Go gen­tly, now! … Don’t jolt him. Ah! the brutes would have killed him. … Well, Lupin, how goes it?”

			“None too well, Gan­i­mard … you let them knock me out.”

			“It was your own fault; you were so ob­sti­nate,” replied Gan­i­mard. “But I hope they didn’t hurt you.”

			They had left the apart­ment and were now on the land­ing. Lupin groaned and stam­mered:

			“Gan­i­mard … the el­e­va­tor … they are break­ing my bones.”

			“A good idea, an ex­cel­lent idea,” replied Gan­i­mard. “Be­sides, the stair­way is too nar­row.”

			He sum­moned the el­e­va­tor. They placed Lupin on the seat with the great­est care. Gan­i­mard took his place be­side him and said to his men:

			“Go down the stairs and wait for me be­low. Un­der­stand?”

			Gan­i­mard closed the door of the el­e­va­tor. Sud­den­ly the el­e­va­tor shot up­ward like a bal­loon re­leased from its ca­ble. Lupin burst in­to a fit of sar­don­ic laugh­ter.

			“Good God!” cried Gan­i­mard, as he made a fran­tic search in the dark for the but­ton of de­scent. Hav­ing found it, he cried:

			“The fifth floor! Watch the door of the fifth floor.”

			His as­sis­tants clam­bered up the stairs, two and three steps at a time. But this strange cir­cum­stance hap­pened: The el­e­va­tor seemed to break through the ceil­ing of the last floor, dis­ap­peared from the sight of Gan­i­mard’s as­sis­tants, sud­den­ly made its ap­pear­ance on the up­per floor—the ser­vants’ floor—and stopped. Three men were there wait­ing for it. They opened the door. Two of them seized Gan­i­mard, who, as­ton­ished at the sud­den at­tack, scarce­ly made any de­fence. The oth­er man car­ried off Lupin.

			“I warned you, Gan­i­mard … about the di­ri­gi­ble bal­loon. An­oth­er time, don’t be so ten­der­heart­ed. And, more­over, re­mem­ber that Ar­sène Lupin doesn’t al­low him­self to be struck and knocked down with­out suf­fi­cient rea­son. Adieu.”

			The door of the el­e­va­tor was al­ready closed on Gan­i­mard, and the ma­chine be­gan to de­scend; and it all hap­pened so quick­ly that the old de­tec­tive reached the ground floor as soon as his as­sis­tants. With­out ex­chang­ing a word they crossed the court and as­cend­ed the ser­vants’ stair­way, which was the on­ly way to reach the ser­vants’ floor through which the es­cape had been made.

			A long cor­ri­dor with sev­er­al turns and bor­dered with lit­tle num­bered rooms led to a door that was not locked. On the oth­er side of this door and, there­fore, in an­oth­er house there was an­oth­er cor­ri­dor with sim­i­lar turns and sim­i­lar rooms, and at the end of it a ser­vants’ stair­way. Gan­i­mard de­scend­ed it, crossed a court and a vestibule and found him­self in the rue Pi­cot. Then he un­der­stood the sit­u­a­tion: the two hous­es, built the en­tire depth of the lots, touched at the rear, while the fronts of the hous­es faced up­on two streets that ran par­al­lel to each oth­er at a dis­tance of more than six­ty me­tres apart.

			He found the concierge and, show­ing his card, en­quired:

			“Did four men pass here just now?”

			“Yes; the two ser­vants from the fourth and fifth floors, with two friends.”

			“Who lives on the fourth and fifth floors?”

			“Two men named Fau­v­el and their cousins, whose name is Provost. They moved to­day, leav­ing the two ser­vants, who went away just now.”

			“Ah!” thought Gan­i­mard; “what a grand op­por­tu­ni­ty we have missed! The en­tire band lived in these hous­es.”

			And he sank down on a chair in de­spair.

			

			Forty min­utes lat­er two gen­tle­men were driv­en up to the sta­tion of the North­ern Rail­way and hur­ried to the Calais ex­press, fol­lowed by a porter who car­ried their valis­es. One of them had his arm in a sling, and the pal­lor of his face de­not­ed some ill­ness. The oth­er man was in a jovial mood.

			“We must hur­ry, Wil­son, or we will miss the train. … Ah! Wil­son, I shall nev­er for­get these ten days.”

			“Nei­ther will I.”

			“Ah! it was a great strug­gle!”

			“Su­perb!”

			“A few re­puls­es, here and there—”

			“Of no con­se­quence.”

			“And, at last, vic­to­ry all along the line. Lupin ar­rest­ed! The blue di­a­mond re­cov­ered!”

			“My arm bro­ken!”

			“What does a bro­ken arm count for in such a vic­to­ry as that?”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly when it is my arm.”

			“Ah! yes, don’t you re­mem­ber, Wil­son, that it was at the very time you were in the phar­ma­cy, suf­fer­ing like a hero, that I dis­cov­ered the clue to the whole mys­tery?”

			“How lucky!”

			The doors of the car­riages were be­ing closed.

			“All aboard. Hur­ry up, gen­tle­men!”

			The porter climbed in­to an emp­ty com­part­ment and placed their valis­es in the rack, whilst Sholmes as­sist­ed the un­for­tu­nate Wil­son.

			“What’s the mat­ter, Wil­son? You’re not done up, are you? Come, pull your nerves to­geth­er.”

			“My nerves are all right.”

			“Well, what is it, then?”

			“I have on­ly one hand.”

			“What of it?” ex­claimed Sholmes, cheer­ful­ly. “You are not the on­ly one who has had a bro­ken arm. Cheer up!”

			Sholmes hand­ed the porter a piece of fifty cen­times.

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur Sholmes,” said the porter.

			The En­glish­man looked at him; it was Ar­sène Lupin.

			“You! … you!” he stam­mered, ab­so­lute­ly as­tound­ed.

			And Wil­son bran­dished his sound arm in the man­ner of a man who demon­strates a fact as he said:

			“You! you! but you were ar­rest­ed! Sholmes told me so. When he left you Gan­i­mard and thir­ty men had you in charge.”

			Lupin fold­ed his arms and said, with an air of in­dig­na­tion:

			“Did you sup­pose I would let you go away with­out bid­ding you adieu? Af­ter the very friend­ly re­la­tions that have al­ways ex­ist­ed be­tween us! That would be dis­cour­te­ous and un­grate­ful on my part.”

			The train whis­tled. Lupin con­tin­ued:

			“I beg your par­don, but have you ev­ery­thing you need? To­bac­co and match­es … yes … and the evening pa­pers? You will find in them an ac­count of my ar­rest—your last ex­ploit, Mon­sieur Sholmes. And now, au revoir. Am de­light­ed to have made your ac­quain­tance. And if ev­er I can be of any ser­vice to you, I shall be on­ly too hap­py. …” He leaped to the plat­form and closed the door.

			“Adieu,” he re­peat­ed, wav­ing his hand­ker­chief. “Adieu. … I shall write to you. … You will write al­so, eh? And your arm bro­ken, Wil­son. … I am tru­ly sor­ry. … I shall ex­pect to hear from both of you. A postal card, now and then, sim­ply ad­dress: Lupin, Paris. That is suf­fi­cient. … Adieu. … See you soon.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Jewish Lamp

			
			Her­lock Sholmes and Wil­son were sit­ting in front of the fire­place, in com­fort­able arm­chairs, with the feet ex­tend­ed to­ward the grate­ful warmth of a glow­ing coke fire.

			Sholmes’ pipe, a short brier with a sil­ver band, had gone out. He knocked out the ash­es, filled it, light­ed it, pulled the skirts of his dress­ing-gown over his knees, and drew from his pipe great puffs of smoke, which as­cend­ed to­ward the ceil­ing in scores of shad­ow rings.

			Wil­son gazed at him, as a dog ly­ing curled up on a rug be­fore the fire might look at his mas­ter, with great round eyes which have no hope oth­er than to obey the least ges­ture of his own­er. Was the mas­ter go­ing to break the si­lence? Would he re­veal to Wil­son the sub­ject of his rever­ie and ad­mit his satel­lite in­to the charmed realm of his thoughts?

			When Sholmes had main­tained his silent at­ti­tude for some time, Wil­son ven­tured to speak:

			“Ev­ery­thing seems qui­et now. Not the shad­ow of a case to oc­cu­py our leisure mo­ments.”

			Sholmes did not re­ply, but the rings of smoke emit­ted by Sholmes were bet­ter formed, and Wil­son ob­served that his com­pan­ion drew con­sid­er­able plea­sure from that tri­fling fact—an in­di­ca­tion that the great man was not ab­sorbed in any se­ri­ous med­i­ta­tion. Wil­son, dis­cour­aged, arose and went to the win­dow.

			The lone­ly street ex­tend­ed be­tween the gloomy façades of grimy hous­es, un­usu­al­ly gloomy this morn­ing by rea­son of a heavy down­fall of rain. A cab passed; then an­oth­er. Wil­son made an en­try of their num­bers in his mem­o­ran­dum-book. One nev­er knows!

			“Ah!” he ex­claimed, “the post­man.”

			The man en­tered, shown in by the ser­vant.

			“Two reg­is­tered let­ters, sir … if you will sign, please?”

			Sholmes signed the re­ceipts, ac­com­pa­nied the man to the door, and was open­ing one of the let­ters as he re­turned.

			“It seems to please you,” re­marked Wil­son, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“This let­ter con­tains a very in­ter­est­ing propo­si­tion. You are anx­ious for a case—here’s one. Read—”

			Wil­son read:

			
				“Mon­sieur,

				“I de­sire the ben­e­fit of your ser­vices and ex­pe­ri­ence. I have been the vic­tim of a se­ri­ous theft, and the in­ves­ti­ga­tion has as yet been un­suc­cess­ful. I am send­ing to you by this mail a num­ber of news­pa­pers which will in­form you of the af­fair, and if you will un­der­take the case, I will place my house at your dis­pos­al and ask you to fill in the en­closed check, signed by me, for what­ev­er sum you re­quire for your ex­pens­es.

				“Kind­ly re­ply by tele­graph, and much oblige,

				“Your hum­ble ser­vant,

				
					“Baron Vic­tor d’Im­bl­e­valle,

					“18 rue Muril­lo, Paris.”

				

			

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Sholmes, “that sounds good … a lit­tle trip to Paris … and why not, Wil­son? Since my fa­mous du­el with Ar­sène Lupin, I have not had an ex­cuse to go there. I should be pleased to vis­it the cap­i­tal of the world un­der less stren­u­ous con­di­tions.”

			He tore the check in­to four pieces and, while Wil­son, whose arm had not yet re­gained its for­mer strength, ut­tered bit­ter words against Paris and the Parisians, Sholmes opened the sec­ond en­ve­lope. Im­me­di­ate­ly, he made a ges­ture of an­noy­ance, and a wrin­kle ap­peared on his fore­head dur­ing the read­ing of the let­ter; then, crush­ing the pa­per in­to a ball, he threw it, an­gri­ly, on the floor.

			“Well! What’s the mat­ter?” asked Wil­son, anx­ious­ly.

			He picked up the ball of pa­per, un­fold­ed it, and read, with in­creas­ing amaze­ment:

			
				“My Dear Mon­sieur:

				“You know full well the ad­mi­ra­tion I have for you and the in­ter­est I take in your renown. Well, be­lieve me, when I warn you to have noth­ing what­ev­er to do with the case on which you have just now been called to Paris. Your in­ter­ven­tion will cause much harm; your ef­forts will pro­duce a most lam­en­ta­ble re­sult; and you will be obliged to make a pub­lic con­fes­sion of your de­feat.

				“Hav­ing a sin­cere de­sire to spare you such hu­mil­i­a­tion, I im­plore you, in the name of the friend­ship that unites us, to re­main peace­ful­ly repos­ing at your own fire­side.

				“My best wish­es to Mon­sieur Wil­son, and, for your­self, the sin­cere re­gards of your de­vot­ed Ar­sène Lupin.”

			

			“Ar­sène Lupin!” re­peat­ed Wil­son, as­tound­ed.

			Sholmes struck the ta­ble with his fist, and ex­claimed:

			“Ah! he is pes­ter­ing me al­ready, the fool! He laughs at me as if I were a school­boy! The pub­lic con­fes­sion of my de­feat! Didn’t I force him to dis­gorge the blue di­a­mond?”

			“I tell you—he’s afraid,” sug­gest­ed Wil­son.

			“Non­sense! Ar­sène Lupin is not afraid, and this taunt­ing let­ter proves it.”

			“But how did he know that the Baron d’Im­bl­e­valle had writ­ten to you?”

			“What do I know about it? You do ask some stupid ques­tions, my boy.”

			“I thought … I sup­posed—”

			“What? That I am a clair­voy­ant? Or a sor­cer­er?”

			“No, but I have seen you do some mar­vel­lous things.”

			“No per­son can per­form mar­vel­lous things. I no more than you. I re­flect, I deduct, I con­clude—that is all; but I do not di­vine. On­ly fools di­vine.”

			Wil­son as­sumed the at­ti­tude of a whipped cur, and re­solved not to make a fool of him­self by try­ing to di­vine why Sholmes paced the room with quick, ner­vous strides. But when Sholmes rang for the ser­vant and or­dered his valise, Wil­son thought that he was in pos­ses­sion of a ma­te­ri­al fact which gave him the right to re­flect, deduct and con­clude that his as­so­ciate was about to take a jour­ney. The same men­tal op­er­a­tion per­mit­ted him to as­sert, with al­most math­e­mat­i­cal ex­act­ness:

			“Sholmes, you are go­ing to Paris.”

			“Pos­si­bly.”

			“And Lupin’s af­front im­pels you to go, rather than the de­sire to as­sist the Baron d’Im­bl­e­valle.”

			“Pos­si­bly.”

			“Sholmes, I shall go with you.”

			“Ah; ah! my old friend,” ex­claimed Sholmes, in­ter­rupt­ing his walk­ing, “you are not afraid that your right arm will meet the same fate as your left?”

			“What can hap­pen to me? You will be there.”

			“That’s the way to talk, Wil­son. We will show that clever French­man that he made a mis­take when he threw his glove in our faces. Be quick, Wil­son, we must catch the first train.”

			“With­out wait­ing for the pa­pers the baron has sent you?”

			“What good are they?”

			“I will send a tele­gram.”

			“No; if you do that, Ar­sène Lupin will know of my ar­rival. I wish to avoid that. This time, Wil­son, we must fight un­der cov­er.”

			

			That af­ter­noon, the two friends em­barked at Dover. The pas­sage was a de­light­ful one. In the train from Calais to Paris, Sholmes had three hours sound sleep, while Wil­son guard­ed the door of the com­part­ment.

			Sholmes awoke in good spir­its. He was de­light­ed at the idea of an­oth­er du­el with Ar­sène Lupin, and he rubbed his hands with the sat­is­fied air of a man who looks for­ward to a pleas­ant va­ca­tion.

			“At last!” ex­claimed Wil­son, “we are get­ting to work again.”

			And he rubbed his hands with the same sat­is­fied air.

			At the sta­tion, Sholmes took the wraps and, fol­lowed by Wil­son, who car­ried the valis­es, he gave up his tick­ets and start­ed off briskly.

			“Fine weath­er, Wil­son. … Blue sky and sun­shine! Paris is giv­ing us a roy­al re­cep­tion.”

			“Yes, but what a crowd!”

			“So much the bet­ter, Wil­son, we will pass un­no­ticed. No one will rec­og­nize us in such a crowd.”

			“Is this Mon­sieur Sholmes?”

			He stopped, some­what puz­zled. Who the deuce could thus ad­dress him by his name? A wom­an stood be­side him; a young girl whose sim­ple dress out­lined her slen­der form and whose pret­ty face had a sad and anx­ious ex­pres­sion. She re­peat­ed her en­quiry:

			“You are Mon­sieur Sholmes?”

			As he still re­mained silent, as much from con­fu­sion as from a habit of pru­dence, the girl asked a third time:

			“Have I the hon­or of ad­dress­ing Mon­sieur Sholmes?”

			“What do you want?” he replied, testi­ly, con­sid­er­ing the in­ci­dent a sus­pi­cious one.

			“You must lis­ten to me, Mon­sieur Sholmes, as it is a se­ri­ous mat­ter. I know that you are go­ing to the rue Muril­lo.”

			“What do you say?”

			“I know … I know … rue Muril­lo … num­ber 18. Well, you must not go … no, you must not. I as­sure you that you will re­gret it. Do not think that I have any in­ter­est in the mat­ter. I do it be­cause it is right … be­cause my con­science tells me to do it.”

			Sholmes tried to get away, but she per­sist­ed:

			“Oh! I beg of you, don’t ne­glect my ad­vice. … Ah! if I on­ly knew how to con­vince you! Look at me! Look in­to my eyes! They are sin­cere … they speak the truth.”

			She gazed at Sholmes, fear­less­ly but in­no­cent­ly, with those beau­ti­ful eyes, se­ri­ous and clear, in which her very soul seemed to be re­flect­ed.

			Wil­son nod­ded his head, as he said:

			“Made­moi­selle looks hon­est.”

			“Yes,” she im­plored, “and you must have con­fi­dence—”

			“I have con­fi­dence in you, made­moi­selle,” replied Wil­son.

			“Oh, how hap­py you make me! And so has your friend? I feel it … I am sure of it! What hap­pi­ness! Ev­ery­thing will be all right now! … What a good idea of mine! … Ah! yes, there is a train for Calais in twen­ty min­utes. You will take it. … Quick, fol­low me … you must come this way … there is just time.”

			She tried to drag them along. Sholmes seized her arm, and in as gen­tle a voice as he could as­sume, said to her:

			“Ex­cuse me, made­moi­selle, if I can­not yield to your wish­es, but I nev­er aban­don a task that I have once un­der­tak­en.”

			“I be­seech you … I im­plore you. … Ah if you could on­ly un­der­stand!”

			Sholmes passed out­side and walked away at a quick pace. Wil­son said to the girl:

			“Have no fear … he will be in at the fin­ish. He nev­er failed yet.”

			And he ran to over­take Sholmes.

			
				
					Her­lock Sholmes—Ar­sène Lupin.
				

			

			These words, in great black let­ters, met their gaze as soon as they left the rail­way sta­tion. A num­ber of sand­wich-men were parad­ing through the street, one be­hind the oth­er, car­ry­ing heavy canes with iron fer­rules with which they struck the pave­ment in har­mo­ny, and, on their backs, they car­ried large posters, on which one could read the fol­low­ing no­tice:

			
				
					The Match Be­tween Her­lock Sholmes

					and Ar­sène Lupin. Ar­rival of the Eng­lish

					Cham­pi­on. The Great De­tec­tive At­tacks

					the Mys­tery of the rue Muril­lo. Read the

					De­tails in the Echo de France.
				

			

			Wil­son shook his head, and said:

			“Look at that, Sholmes, and we thought we were trav­el­ing incog­ni­to! I shouldn’t be sur­prised to find the re­pub­li­can guard wait­ing for us at the rue Muril­lo to give us an of­fi­cial re­cep­tion with toasts and cham­pagne.”

			“Wil­son, when you get fun­ny, you get beast­ly fun­ny,” growled Sholmes.

			Then he ap­proached one of the sand­wich-men with the ob­vi­ous in­ten­tion of seiz­ing him in his pow­er­ful grip and crush­ing him, to­geth­er with his in­fer­nal sign­board. There was quite a crowd gath­ered about the men, read­ing the no­tices, and jok­ing and laugh­ing.

			Re­press­ing a fu­ri­ous ac­cess of rage, Sholmes said to the man:

			“When did they hire you?”

			“This morn­ing.”

			“How long have you been parad­ing?”

			“About an hour.”

			“But the boards were ready be­fore that?”

			“Oh, yes, they were ready when we went to the agen­cy this morn­ing.”

			So then it ap­pears that Ar­sène Lupin had fore­seen that he, Sholmes, would ac­cept the chal­lenge. More than that, the let­ter writ­ten by Lupin showed that he was ea­ger for the fray and that he was pre­pared to mea­sure swords once more with his for­mi­da­ble ri­val. Why? What mo­tive could Ar­sène Lupin have in re­new­ing the strug­gle?

			Sholmes hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment. Lupin must be very con­fi­dent of his suc­cess to show so much in­so­lence in ad­vance; and was not he, Sholmes, fall­ing in­to a trap by rush­ing in­to the bat­tle at the first call for help?

			How­ev­er, he called a car­riage.

			“Come, Wil­son! … Driv­er, 18 rue Muril­lo!” he ex­claimed, with an out­burst of his ac­cus­tomed en­er­gy. With dis­tend­ed veins and clenched fists, as if he were about to en­gage in a box­ing bout, he jumped in­to the car­riage.

			

			The rue Muril­lo is bor­dered with mag­nif­i­cent pri­vate res­i­dences, the rear of which over­look the Parc Mon­ceau. One of the most pre­ten­tious of these hous­es is num­ber 18, owned and oc­cu­pied by the Baron d’Im­bl­e­valle and fur­nished in a lux­u­ri­ous man­ner con­sis­tent with the own­er’s taste and wealth. There was a court­yard in front of the house, and, in the rear, a gar­den well filled with trees whose branch­es min­gle with those of the park.

			Af­ter ring­ing the bell, the two En­glish­men were ad­mit­ted, crossed the court­yard, and were re­ceived at the door by a foot­man who showed them in­to a small par­lor fac­ing the gar­den in the rear of the house. They sat down and, glanc­ing about, made a rapid in­spec­tion of the many valu­able ob­jects with which the room was filled.

			“Ev­ery­thing very choice,” mur­mured Wil­son, “and in the best of taste. It is a safe de­duc­tion to make that those who had the leisure to col­lect these ar­ti­cles must now be at least fifty years of age.”

			The door opened, and the Baron d’Im­bl­e­valle en­tered, fol­lowed by his wife. Con­trary to the de­duc­tion made by Wil­son, they were both quite young, of el­e­gant ap­pear­ance, and vi­va­cious in speech and ac­tion. They were pro­fuse in their ex­pres­sions of grat­i­tude.

			“So kind of you to come! Sor­ry to have caused you so much trou­ble! The theft now seems of lit­tle con­se­quence, since it has pro­cured us this plea­sure.”

			“How charm­ing these French peo­ple are!” thought Wil­son, evolv­ing one of his com­mon­place de­duc­tions.

			“But time is mon­ey,” ex­claimed the baron, “es­pe­cial­ly your time, Mon­sieur Sholmes. So I will come to the point. Now, what do you think of the af­fair? Do you think you can suc­ceed in it?”

			“Be­fore I can an­swer that I must know what it is about.”

			“I thought you knew.”

			“No; so I must ask you for full par­tic­u­lars, even to the small­est de­tail. First, what is the na­ture of the case?”

			“A theft.”

			“When did it take place?”

			“Last Sat­ur­day,” replied the baron, “or, at least, some time dur­ing Sat­ur­day night or Sun­day morn­ing.”

			“That was six days ago. Now, you can tell me all about it.”

			“In the first place, mon­sieur, I must tell you that my wife and I, con­form­ing to the man­ner of life that our po­si­tion de­mands, go out very lit­tle. The ed­u­ca­tion of our chil­dren, a few re­cep­tions, and the care and dec­o­ra­tion of our house—such con­sti­tutes our life; and near­ly all our evenings are spent in this lit­tle room, which is my wife’s boudoir, and in which we have gath­ered a few artis­tic ob­jects. Last Sat­ur­day night, about eleven o’clock, I turned off the elec­tric lights, and my wife and I re­tired, as usu­al, to our room.”

			“Where is your room?”

			“It ad­joins this. That is the door. Next morn­ing, that is to say, Sun­day morn­ing, I arose quite ear­ly. As Suzanne, my wife, was still asleep, I passed in­to the boudoir as qui­et­ly as pos­si­ble so as not to wake her. What was my as­ton­ish­ment when I found that win­dow open—as we had left it closed the evening be­fore!”

			“A ser­vant—”

			“No one en­ters here in the morn­ing un­til we ring. Be­sides, I al­ways take the pre­cau­tion to bolt the sec­ond door which com­mu­ni­cates with the an­techam­ber. There­fore, the win­dow must have been opened from the out­side. Be­sides, I have some ev­i­dence of that: the sec­ond pane of glass from the right—close to the fas­ten­ing—had been cut.”

			“And what does that win­dow over­look?”

			“As you can see for your­self, it opens on a lit­tle bal­cony, sur­round­ed by a stone rail­ing. Here, we are on the first floor, and you can see the gar­den be­hind the house and the iron fence which sep­a­rates it from the Parc Mon­ceau. It is quite cer­tain that the thief came through the park, climbed the fence by the aid of a lad­der, and thus reached the ter­race be­low the win­dow.”

			“That is quite cer­tain, you say?”

			“Well, in the soft earth on ei­ther side of the fence, they found the two holes made by the bot­tom of the lad­der, and two sim­i­lar holes can be seen be­low the win­dow. And the stone rail­ing of the bal­cony shows two scratch­es which were doubt­less made by the con­tact of the lad­der.”

			“Is the Parc Mon­ceau closed at night?”

			“No; but if it were, there is a house in course of erec­tion at num­ber 14, and a per­son could en­ter that way.”

			Her­lock Sholmes re­flect­ed for a few min­utes, and then said:

			“Let us come down to the theft. It must have been com­mit­ted in this room?”

			“Yes; there was here, be­tween that twelfth cen­tu­ry Vir­gin and that taber­na­cle of chased sil­ver, a small Jew­ish lamp. It has dis­ap­peared.”

			“And is that all?”

			“That is all.”

			“Ah! … And what is a Jew­ish lamp?”

			“One of those cop­per lamps used by the an­cient Jews, con­sist­ing of a stan­dard which sup­port­ed a bowl con­tain­ing the oil, and from this bowl pro­ject­ed sev­er­al burn­ers in­tend­ed for the wicks.”

			“Up­on the whole, an ob­ject of small val­ue.”

			“No great val­ue, of course. But this one con­tained a se­cret hid­ing-place in which we were ac­cus­tomed to place a mag­nif­i­cent jew­el, a chimera in gold, set with ru­bies and emer­alds, which was of great val­ue.”

			“Why did you hide it there?”

			“Oh! I can’t give any rea­son, mon­sieur, un­less it was an odd fan­cy to uti­lize a hid­ing-place of that kind.”

			“Did any­one know it?”

			“No.”

			“No one—ex­cept the thief,” said Sholmes. “Oth­er­wise he would not have tak­en the trou­ble to steal the lamp.”

			“Of course. But how could he know it, as it was on­ly by ac­ci­dent that the se­cret mech­a­nism of the lamp was re­vealed to us.”

			“A sim­i­lar ac­ci­dent has re­vealed it to some­one else … a ser­vant … or an ac­quain­tance. But let us pro­ceed: I sup­pose the po­lice have been no­ti­fied?”

			“Yes. The ex­am­in­ing mag­is­trate has com­plet­ed his in­ves­ti­ga­tion. The re­porter-de­tec­tives at­tached to the lead­ing news­pa­pers have al­so made their in­ves­ti­ga­tions. But, as I wrote to you, it seems to me the mys­tery will nev­er be solved.”

			Sholmes arose, went to the win­dow, ex­am­ined the case­ment, the bal­cony, the ter­race, stud­ied the scratch­es on the stone rail­ing with his mag­ni­fy­ing-glass, and then re­quest­ed Mon. d’Im­bl­e­valle to show him the gar­den.

			Out­side, Sholmes sat down in a rat­tan chair and gazed at the roof of the house in a dreamy way. Then he walked over to the two lit­tle wood­en box­es with which they had cov­ered the holes made in the ground by the bot­tom of the lad­der with a view of pre­serv­ing them in­tact. He raised the box­es, kneeled on the ground, scru­ti­nized the holes and made some mea­sure­ments. Af­ter mak­ing a sim­i­lar ex­am­i­na­tion of the holes near the fence, he and the baron re­turned to the boudoir where Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle was wait­ing for them. Af­ter a short si­lence Sholmes said:

			“At the very out­set of your sto­ry, baron, I was sur­prised at the very sim­ple meth­ods em­ployed by the thief. To raise a lad­der, cut a win­dow­pane, se­lect a valu­able ar­ti­cle, and walk out again—no, that is not the way such things are done. All that is too plain, too sim­ple.”

			“Well, what do you think?”

			“That the Jew­ish lamp was stolen un­der the di­rec­tion of Ar­sène Lupin.”

			“Ar­sène Lupin!” ex­claimed the baron.

			“Yes, but he did not do it him­self, as no one came from the out­side. Per­haps a ser­vant de­scend­ed from the up­per floor by means of a wa­ter­spout that I no­ticed when I was in the gar­den.”

			“What makes you think so?”

			“Ar­sène Lupin would not leave this room emp­ty-hand­ed.”

			“Emp­ty-hand­ed! But he had the lamp.”

			“But that would not have pre­vent­ed his tak­ing that snuff­box, set with di­a­monds, or that opal neck­lace. When he leaves any­thing, it is be­cause he can’t car­ry it away.”

			“But the marks of the lad­der out­side?”

			“A false scent. Placed there sim­ply to avert sus­pi­cion.”

			“And the scratch­es on the balustrade?”

			“A farce! They were made with a piece of sand­pa­per. See, here are scraps of the pa­per that I picked up in the gar­den.”

			“And what about the marks made by the bot­tom of the lad­der?”

			“Coun­ter­feit! Ex­am­ine the two rec­tan­gu­lar holes be­low the win­dow, and the two holes near the fence. They are of a sim­i­lar form, but I find that the two holes near the house are clos­er to each oth­er than the two holes near the fence. What does that fact sug­gest? To me, it sug­gest­ed that the four holes were made by a piece of wood pre­pared for the pur­pose.”

			“The bet­ter proof would be the piece of wood it­self.”

			“Here it is,” said Sholmes, “I found it in the gar­den, un­der the box of a lau­rel tree.”

			The baron bowed to Sholmes in recog­ni­tion of his skill. On­ly forty min­utes had elapsed since the En­glish­man had en­tered the house, and he had al­ready ex­plod­ed all the the­o­ries thereto­fore formed, and which had been based on what ap­peared to be ob­vi­ous and un­de­ni­able facts. But what now ap­peared to be the re­al facts of the case rest­ed up­on a more sol­id foun­da­tion, to-wit, the as­tute rea­son­ing of a Her­lock Sholmes.

			“The ac­cu­sa­tion which you make against one of our house­hold is a very se­ri­ous mat­ter,” said the baroness. “Our ser­vants have been with us a long time and none of them would be­tray our trust.”

			“If none of them has be­trayed you, how can you ex­plain the fact that I re­ceived this let­ter on the same day and by the same mail as the let­ter you wrote to me?”

			He hand­ed to the baroness the let­ter that he had re­ceived from Ar­sène Lupin. She ex­claimed, in amaze­ment:

			“Ar­sène Lupin! How could he know?”

			“Did you tell any­one that you had writ­ten to me?”

			“No one,” replied the baron. “The idea oc­curred to us the oth­er evening at the din­ner-ta­ble.”

			“Be­fore the ser­vants?”

			“No, on­ly our two chil­dren. Oh, no … So­phie and Hen­ri­ette had left the ta­ble, hadn’t they, Suzanne?”

			Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle, af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, replied:

			“Yes, they had gone to Made­moi­selle.”

			“Made­moi­selle?” queried Sholmes.

			“The gov­erness, Made­moi­selle Al­ice De­mun.”

			“Does she take her meals with you?”

			“No. Her meals are served in her room.”

			Wil­son had an idea. He said:

			“The let­ter writ­ten to my friend Her­lock Sholmes was post­ed?”

			“Of course.”

			“Who post­ed it?”

			“Do­minique, who has been my valet for twen­ty years,” replied the baron. “Any search in that di­rec­tion would be a waste of time.”

			“One nev­er wastes his time when en­gaged in a search,” said Wil­son, sen­ten­tious­ly.

			This pre­lim­i­nary in­ves­ti­ga­tion now end­ed, and Sholmes asked per­mis­sion to re­tire.

			At din­ner, an hour lat­er, he saw So­phie and Hen­ri­ette, the two chil­dren of the fam­i­ly, one was six and the oth­er eight years of age. There was very lit­tle con­ver­sa­tion at the ta­ble. Sholmes re­spond­ed to the friend­ly ad­vances of his hosts in such a curt man­ner that they were soon re­duced to si­lence. When the cof­fee was served, Sholmes swal­lowed the con­tents of his cup, and rose to take his leave.

			At that mo­ment, a ser­vant en­tered with a tele­phone mes­sage ad­dressed to Sholmes. He opened it, and read:

			
				“You have my en­thu­si­as­tic ad­mi­ra­tion. The re­sults at­tained by you in so short a time are sim­ply mar­vel­lous. I am dis­mayed.

				“Ar­sène Lupin.”

			

			Sholmes made a ges­ture of in­dig­na­tion and hand­ed the mes­sage to the baron, say­ing:

			“What do you think now, mon­sieur? Are the walls of your house fur­nished with eyes and ears?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand it,” said the baron, in amaze­ment.

			“Nor do I; but I do un­der­stand that Lupin has knowl­edge of ev­ery­thing that oc­curs in this house. He knows ev­ery move­ment, ev­ery word. There is no doubt of it. But how does he get his in­for­ma­tion? That is the first mys­tery I have to solve, and when I know that I will know ev­ery­thing.”

			

			That night, Wil­son re­tired with the clear con­science of a man who has per­formed his whole du­ty and thus ac­quired an un­doubt­ed right to sleep and re­pose. So he fell asleep very quick­ly, and was soon en­joy­ing the most de­light­ful dreams in which he pur­sued Lupin and cap­tured him sin­gle-hand­ed; and the sen­sa­tion was so vivid and ex­cit­ing that it woke him from his sleep. Some­one was stand­ing at his bed­side. He seized his re­volver, and cried:

			“Don’t move, Lupin, or I’ll fire.”

			“The deuce! Wil­son, what do you mean?”

			“Oh! it is you, Sholmes. Do you want me?”

			“I want to show you some­thing. Get up.”

			Sholmes led him to the win­dow, and said:

			“Look! … on the oth­er side of the fence. …”

			“In the park?”

			“Yes. What do you see?”

			“I don’t see any­thing.”

			“Yes, you do see some­thing.”

			“Ah! of course, a shad­ow … two of them.”

			“Yes, close to the fence. See, they are mov­ing. Come, quick!”

			Quick­ly they de­scend­ed the stairs, and reached a room which opened in­to the gar­den. Through the glass door they could see the two shad­owy forms in the same place.

			“It is very strange,” said Sholmes, “but it seems to me I can hear a noise in­side the house.”

			“In­side the house? Im­pos­si­ble! Ev­ery­body is asleep.”

			“Well, lis­ten—”

			At that mo­ment a low whis­tle came from the oth­er side of the fence, and they per­ceived a dim light which ap­peared to come from the house.

			“The baron must have turned on the light in his room. It is just above us.”

			“That must have been the noise you heard,” said Wil­son. “Per­haps they are watch­ing the fence al­so.”

			Then there was a sec­ond whis­tle, soft­er than be­fore.

			“I don’t un­der­stand it; I don’t un­der­stand,” said Sholmes, ir­ri­ta­bly.

			“No more do I,” con­fessed Wil­son.

			Sholmes turned the key, drew the bolt, and qui­et­ly opened the door. A third whis­tle, loud­er than be­fore, and mod­u­lat­ed to an­oth­er form. And the noise above their heads be­came more pro­nounced. Sholmes said:

			“It seems to be on the bal­cony out­side the boudoir win­dow.”

			He put his head through the half-opened door, but im­me­di­ate­ly re­coiled, with a sti­fled oath. Then Wil­son looked. Quite close to them there was a lad­der, the up­per end of which was rest­ing on the bal­cony.

			“The deuce!” said Sholmes, “there is some­one in the boudoir. That is what we heard. Quick, let us re­move the lad­der.”

			But at that in­stant a man slid down the lad­der and ran to­ward the spot where his ac­com­plices were wait­ing for him out­side the fence. He car­ried the lad­der with him. Sholmes and Wil­son pur­sued the man and over­took him just as he was plac­ing the lad­der against the fence. From the oth­er side of the fence two shots were fired.

			“Wound­ed?” cried Sholmes.

			“No,” replied Wil­son.

			Wil­son seized the man by the body and tried to hold him, but the man turned and plunged a knife in­to Wil­son’s breast. He ut­tered a groan, stag­gered and fell.

			“Damna­tion!” mut­tered Sholmes, “if they have killed him I will kill them.”

			He laid Wil­son on the grass and rushed to­ward the lad­der. Too late—the man had climbed the fence and, ac­com­pa­nied by his con­fed­er­ates, had fled through the bush­es.

			“Wil­son, Wil­son, it is not se­ri­ous, hein? Mere­ly a scratch.”

			The house door opened, and Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle ap­peared, fol­lowed by the ser­vants, car­ry­ing can­dles.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” asked the baron. “Is Mon­sieur Wil­son wound­ed?”

			“Oh! it’s noth­ing—a mere scratch,” re­peat­ed Sholmes, try­ing to de­ceive him­self.

			The blood was flow­ing pro­fuse­ly, and Wil­son’s face was livid. Twen­ty min­utes lat­er the doc­tor as­cer­tained that the point of the knife had pen­e­trat­ed to with­in an inch and a half of the heart.

			“An inch and a half of the heart! Wil­son al­ways was lucky!” said Sholmes, in an en­vi­ous tone.

			“Lucky … lucky. …” mut­tered the doc­tor.

			“Of course! Why, with his ro­bust con­sti­tu­tion he will soon be out again.”

			“Six weeks in bed and two months of con­va­les­cence.”

			“Not more?”

			“No, un­less com­pli­ca­tions set in.”

			“Oh! the dev­il! what does he want com­pli­ca­tions for?”

			Ful­ly re­as­sured, Sholmes joined the baron in the boudoir. This time the mys­te­ri­ous vis­i­tor had not ex­er­cised the same re­straint. Ruth­less­ly, he had laid his vi­cious hand up­on the di­a­mond snuff­box, up­on the opal neck­lace, and, in a gen­er­al way, up­on ev­ery­thing that could find a place in the greedy pock­ets of an en­ter­pris­ing bur­glar.

			The win­dow was still open; one of the win­dow­panes had been neat­ly cut; and, in the morn­ing, a sum­ma­ry in­ves­ti­ga­tion showed that the lad­der be­longed to the house then in course of con­struc­tion.

			“Now, you can see,” said Mon. d’Im­bl­e­valle, with a touch of irony, “it is an ex­act rep­e­ti­tion of the af­fair of the Jew­ish lamp.”

			“Yes, if we ac­cept the first the­o­ry adopt­ed by the po­lice.”

			“Haven’t you adopt­ed it yet? Doesn’t this sec­ond theft shat­ter your the­o­ry in re­gard to the first?”

			“It on­ly con­firms it, mon­sieur.”

			“That is in­cred­i­ble! You have pos­i­tive ev­i­dence that last night’s theft was com­mit­ted by an out­sider, and yet you ad­here to your the­o­ry that the Jew­ish lamp was stolen by some­one in the house.”

			“Yes, I am sure of it.”

			“How do you ex­plain it?”

			“I do not ex­plain any­thing, mon­sieur; I have es­tab­lished two facts which do not ap­pear to have any re­la­tion to each oth­er, and yet I am seek­ing the miss­ing link that con­nects them.”

			His con­vic­tion seemed to be so earnest and pos­i­tive that the baron sub­mit­ted to it, and said:

			“Very well, we will no­ti­fy the po­lice—”

			“Not at all!” ex­claimed the En­glish­man, quick­ly, “not at all! I in­tend to ask for their as­sis­tance when I need it—but not be­fore.”

			“But the at­tack on your friend?”

			“That’s of no con­se­quence. He is on­ly wound­ed. Se­cure the li­cense of the doc­tor. I shall be re­spon­si­ble for the le­gal side of the af­fair.”

			

			The next two days proved un­event­ful. Yet Sholmes was in­ves­ti­gat­ing the case with a minute care, and with a sense of wound­ed pride re­sult­ing from that au­da­cious theft, com­mit­ted un­der his nose, in spite of his pres­ence and be­yond his pow­er to pre­vent it. He made a thor­ough in­ves­ti­ga­tion of the house and gar­den, in­ter­viewed the ser­vants, and paid lengthy vis­its to the kitchen and sta­bles. And, al­though his ef­forts were fruit­less, he did not de­spair.

			“I will suc­ceed,” he thought, “and the so­lu­tion must be sought with­in the walls of this house. This af­fair is quite dif­fer­ent from that of the blonde La­dy, where I had to work in the dark, on un­known ground. This time I am on the bat­tle­field it­self. The en­e­my is not the elu­sive and in­vis­i­ble Lupin, but the ac­com­plice, in flesh and blood, who lives and moves with­in the con­fines of this house. Let me se­cure the slight­est clue and the game is mine!”

			That clue was fur­nished to him by ac­ci­dent.

			On the af­ter­noon of the third day, when he en­tered a room lo­cat­ed above the boudoir, which served as a study for the chil­dren, he found Hen­ri­ette, the younger of the two sis­ters. She was look­ing for her scis­sors.

			“You know,” she said to Sholmes, “I make pa­pers like that you re­ceived the oth­er evening.”

			“The oth­er evening?”

			“Yes, just as din­ner was over, you re­ceived a pa­per with marks on it … you know, a tele­gram. … Well, I make them, too.”

			She left the room. To any­one else these words would seem to be noth­ing more than the in­signif­i­cant re­mark of a child, and Sholmes him­self lis­tened to them with a dis­tract­ed air and con­tin­ued his in­ves­ti­ga­tion. But, sud­den­ly, he ran af­ter the child, and over­took her at the head of the stairs. He said to her:

			“So you paste stamps and marks on pa­pers?”

			Hen­ri­ette, very proud­ly, replied:

			“Yes, I cut them out and paste them on.”

			“Who taught you that lit­tle game?”

			“Made­moi­selle … my gov­erness … I have seen her do it of­ten. She takes words out of the news­pa­pers and pastes them—”

			“What does she make out of them?”

			“Tele­grams and let­ters that she sends away.”

			Her­lock Sholmes re­turned to the study, great­ly puz­zled by the in­for­ma­tion and seek­ing to draw from it a log­i­cal de­duc­tion. There was a pile of news­pa­pers on the man­tel. He opened them and found that many words and, in some places, en­tire lines had been cut out. But, af­ter read­ing a few of the word’s which pre­ced­ed or fol­lowed, he de­cid­ed that the miss­ing words had been cut out at ran­dom—prob­a­bly by the child. It was pos­si­ble that one of the news­pa­pers had been cut by made­moi­selle; but how could he as­sure him­self that such was the case?

			Me­chan­i­cal­ly, Sholmes turned over the school­books on the ta­ble; then oth­ers which were ly­ing on the shelf of a book­case. Sud­den­ly he ut­tered a cry of joy. In a cor­ner of the book­case, un­der a pile of old ex­er­cise books, he found a child’s al­pha­bet-book, in which the let­ters were or­na­ment­ed with pic­tures, and on one of the pages of that book he dis­cov­ered a place where a word had been re­moved. He ex­am­ined it. It was a list of the days of the week. Mon­day, Tues­day, Wednes­day, etc. The word “Sat­ur­day” was miss­ing. Now, the theft of the Jew­ish lamp had oc­curred on a Sat­ur­day night.

			Sholmes ex­pe­ri­enced that slight flut­ter­ing of the heart which al­ways an­nounced to him, in the clear­est man­ner, that he had dis­cov­ered the road which leads to vic­to­ry. That ray of truth, that feel­ing of cer­tain­ty, nev­er de­ceived him.

			With ner­vous fin­gers he has­tened to ex­am­ine the bal­ance of the book. Very soon he made an­oth­er dis­cov­ery. It was a page com­posed of cap­i­tal let­ters, fol­lowed by a line of fig­ures. Nine of those let­ters and three of those fig­ures had been care­ful­ly cut out. Sholmes made a list of the miss­ing let­ters and fig­ures in his mem­o­ran­dum book, in al­pha­bet­i­cal and nu­mer­i­cal or­der, and ob­tained the fol­low­ing re­sult:

			
				CDEHNO­PRZ—237.

			

			“Well! at first sight, it is a rather for­mi­da­ble puz­zle,” he mur­mured, “but, by trans­pos­ing the let­ters and us­ing all of them, is it pos­si­ble to form one, two or three com­plete words?”

			Sholmes tried it, in vain.

			On­ly one so­lu­tion seemed pos­si­ble; it con­stant­ly ap­peared be­fore him, no mat­ter which way he tried to jug­gle the let­ters, un­til, at length, he was sat­is­fied it was the true so­lu­tion, since it har­mo­nized with the log­ic of the facts and the gen­er­al cir­cum­stances of the case.

			As that page of the book did not con­tain any du­pli­cate let­ters it was prob­a­ble, in fact quite cer­tain, that the words he could form from those let­ters would be in­com­plete, and that the orig­i­nal words had been com­plet­ed with let­ters tak­en from oth­er pages. Un­der those con­di­tions he ob­tained the fol­low­ing so­lu­tion, er­rors and omis­sions ex­cept­ed:

			
				RE­POND Z—CH—237.

			

			The first word was quite clear: répon­dez,1 a let­ter E is miss­ing be­cause it oc­curs twice in the word, and the book fur­nished on­ly one let­ter of each kind.

			As to the sec­ond in­com­plete word, no doubt it formed, with the aid of the num­ber 237, an ad­dress to which the re­ply was to be sent. They ap­point­ed Sat­ur­day as the time, and re­quest­ed a re­ply to be sent to the ad­dress CH. 237.

			Or, per­haps, CH. 237 was an ad­dress for a let­ter to be sent to the “gen­er­al de­liv­ery” of some postof­fice, or, again, they might form a part of some in­com­plete word. Sholmes searched the book once more, but did not dis­cov­er that any oth­er let­ters had been re­moved. There­fore, un­til fur­ther or­ders, he de­cid­ed to ad­here to the fore­go­ing in­ter­pre­ta­tion.

			Hen­ri­ette re­turned and ob­served what he was do­ing.

			“Amus­ing, isn’t it?”

			“Yes, very amus­ing,” he replied. “But, have you any oth­er pa­pers? … Or, rather, words al­ready cut out that I can paste?”

			“Pa­pers? … No. … And Made­moi­selle wouldn’t like it.”

			“Made­moi­selle?”

			“Yes, she has scold­ed me al­ready.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause I have told you some things … and she says that a per­son should nev­er tell things about those they love.”

			“You are quite right.”

			Hen­ri­ette was de­light­ed to re­ceive his ap­pro­ba­tion, in fact so high­ly pleased that she took from a lit­tle silk bag that was pinned to her dress some scraps of cloth, three but­tons, two cubes of sug­ar and, last­ly, a piece of pa­per which she hand­ed to Sholmes.

			“See, I give it to you just the same.”

			It was the num­ber of a cab—8,279.

			“Where did this num­ber come from?”

			“It fell out of her pock­et­book.”

			“When?”

			“Sun­day, at mass, when she was tak­ing out some sous for the col­lec­tion.”

			“Ex­act­ly! And now I shall tell you how to keep from be­ing scold­ed again. Do not tell Made­moi­selle that you saw me.”

			Sholmes then went to Mon. d’Im­bl­e­valle and ques­tioned him in re­gard to Made­moi­selle. The baron replied, in­dig­nant­ly:

			“Al­ice De­mun! How can you imag­ine such a thing? It is ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble!”

			“How long has she been in your ser­vice?”

			“On­ly a year, but there is no one in the house in whom I have greater con­fi­dence.”

			“Why have I not seen her yet?”

			“She has been away for a few days.”

			“But she is here now.”

			“Yes; since her re­turn she has been watch­ing at the bed­side of your friend. She has all the qual­i­ties of a nurse … gen­tle … thought­ful … Mon­sieur Wil­son seems much pleased. …”

			“Ah!” said Sholmes, who had com­plete­ly ne­glect­ed to in­quire about his friend. Af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion he asked:

			“Did she go out on Sun­day morn­ing?”

			“The day af­ter the theft?”

			“Yes.”

			The baron called his wife and asked her. She replied:

			“Made­moi­selle went to the eleven o’clock mass with the chil­dren, as usu­al.”

			“But be­fore that?”

			“Be­fore that? No. … Let me see! … I was so up­set by the theft … but I re­mem­ber now that, on the evening be­fore, she asked per­mis­sion to go out on Sun­day morn­ing … to see a cousin who was pass­ing through Paris, I think. But, sure­ly, you don’t sus­pect her?”

			“Of course not … but I would like to see her.”

			He went to Wil­son’s room. A wom­an dressed in a gray cloth dress, as in the hos­pi­tals, was bend­ing over the in­valid, giv­ing him a drink. When she turned her face Sholmes rec­og­nized her as the young girl who had ac­cost­ed him at the rail­way sta­tion.

			Al­ice De­mun smiled sweet­ly; her great se­ri­ous, in­no­cent eyes showed no sign of em­bar­rass­ment. The En­glish­man tried to speak, mut­tered a few syl­la­bles, and stopped. Then she re­sumed her work, act­ing quite nat­u­ral­ly un­der Sholmes’ as­ton­ished gaze, moved the bot­tles, un­rolled and rolled cot­ton ban­dages, and again re­gard­ed Sholmes with her charm­ing smile of pure in­no­cence.

			He turned on his heels, de­scend­ed the stairs, no­ticed Mon. d’Im­bl­e­valle’s au­to­mo­bile in the court­yard, jumped in­to it, and went to Lev­al­lois, to the of­fice of the cab com­pa­ny whose ad­dress was print­ed on the pa­per he had re­ceived from Hen­ri­ette. The man who had driv­en car­riage num­ber 8,279 on Sun­day morn­ing not be­ing there, Sholmes dis­missed the au­to­mo­bile and wait­ed for the man’s re­turn. He told Sholmes that he had picked up a wom­an in the vicin­i­ty of the Parc Mon­ceau, a young wom­an dressed in black, wear­ing a heavy veil, and, ap­par­ent­ly, quite ner­vous.

			“Did she have a pack­age?”

			“Yes, quite a long pack­age.”

			“Where did you take her?”

			“Av­enue des Ternes, cor­ner of the Place Saint-Fer­di­nand. She re­mained there about ten min­utes, and then re­turned to the Parc Mon­ceau.”

			“Could you rec­og­nize the house in the av­enue des Ternes?”

			“Par­bleu! Shall I take you there?”

			“Present­ly. First take me to 36 quai des Or­fèvres.”

			At the po­lice of­fice he saw De­tec­tive Gan­i­mard.

			“Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard, are you at lib­er­ty?”

			“If it has any­thing to do with Lupin—no!”

			“It has some­thing to do with Lupin.”

			“Then I do not go.”

			“What! you sur­ren­der—”

			“I bow to the in­evitable. I am tired of the un­equal strug­gle, in which we are sure to be de­feat­ed. Lupin is stronger than I am—stronger than the two of us; there­fore, we must sur­ren­der.”

			“I will not sur­ren­der.”

			“He will make you, as he has all oth­ers.”

			“And you would be pleased to see it—eh, Gan­i­mard?”

			“At all events, it is true,” said Gan­i­mard, frankly. “And since you are de­ter­mined to pur­sue the game, I will go with you.”

			To­geth­er they en­tered the car­riage and were driv­en to the av­enue des Ternes. Up­on their or­der the car­riage stopped on the oth­er side of the street, at some dis­tance from the house, in front of a lit­tle café, on the ter­race of which the two men took seats amongst the shrub­bery. It was com­menc­ing to grow dark.

			“Wait­er,” said Sholmes, “some writ­ing ma­te­ri­al.”

			He wrote a note, re­called the wait­er and gave him the let­ter with in­struc­tions to de­liv­er it to the concierge of the house which he point­ed out.

			In a few min­utes the concierge stood be­fore them. Sholmes asked him if, on the Sun­day morn­ing, he had seen a young wom­an dressed in black.

			“In black? Yes, about nine o’clock. She went to the sec­ond floor.”

			“Have you seen her of­ten?”

			“No, but for some time—well, dur­ing the last few weeks, I have seen her al­most ev­ery day.”

			“And since Sun­day?”

			“On­ly once … un­til to­day.”

			“What! Did she come to­day?”

			“She is here now.”

			“Here now?”

			“Yes, she came about ten min­utes ago. Her car­riage is stand­ing in the Place Saint-Fer­di­nand, as usu­al. I met her at the door.”

			“Who is the oc­cu­pant of the sec­ond floor?”

			“There are two: a modiste, Made­moi­selle Langeais, and a gen­tle­man who rent­ed two fur­nished rooms a month ago un­der the name of Bres­son.”

			“Why do you say ‘un­der the name’?”

			“Be­cause I have an idea that it is an as­sumed name. My wife takes care of his rooms, and … well, there are not two shirts there with the same ini­tials.”

			“Is he there much of the time?”

			“No; he is near­ly al­ways out. He has not been here for three days.”

			“Was he here on Sat­ur­day night?”

			“Sat­ur­day night? … Let me think. … Yes, Sat­ur­day night, he came in and stayed all night.”

			“What sort of a man is he?”

			“Well, I can scarce­ly an­swer that. He is so change­able. He is, by turns, big, lit­tle, fat, thin … dark and light. I do not al­ways rec­og­nize him.”

			Gan­i­mard and Sholmes ex­changed looks.

			“That is he, all right,” said Gan­i­mard.

			“Ah!” said the concierge, “there is the girl now.”

			Made­moi­selle had just emerged from the house and was walk­ing to­ward her car­riage in the Place Saint-Fer­di­nand.

			“And there is Mon­sieur Bres­son.”

			“Mon­sieur Bres­son? Which is he?”

			“The man with the par­cel un­der his arm.”

			“But he is not look­ing af­ter the girl. She is go­ing to her car­riage alone.”

			“Yes, I have nev­er seen them to­geth­er.”

			The two de­tec­tives had arisen. By the light of the street-lamps they rec­og­nized the form of Ar­sène Lupin, who had start­ed off in a di­rec­tion op­po­site to that tak­en by the girl.

			“Which will you fol­low?” asked Gan­i­mard.

			“I will fol­low him, of course. He’s the big­gest game.”

			“Then I will fol­low the girl,” pro­posed Gan­i­mard.

			“No, no,” said Sholmes, quick­ly, who did not wish to dis­close the girl’s iden­ti­ty to Gan­i­mard, “I know where to find her. Come with me.”

			They fol­lowed Lupin at a safe dis­tance, tak­ing care to con­ceal them­selves as well as pos­si­ble amongst the mov­ing throng and be­hind the news­pa­per kiosks. They found the pur­suit an easy one, as he walked steadi­ly for­ward with­out turn­ing to the right or left, but with a slight limp in the right leg, so slight as to re­quire the keen eye of a pro­fes­sion­al ob­serv­er to de­tect it. Gan­i­mard ob­served it, and said:

			“He is pre­tend­ing to be lame. Ah! if we could on­ly col­lect two or three po­lice­men and pounce on our man! We run a chance to lose him.”

			But they did not meet any po­lice­men be­fore they reached the Porte des Ternes, and, hav­ing passed the for­ti­fi­ca­tions, there was no prospect of re­ceiv­ing any as­sis­tance.

			“We had bet­ter sep­a­rate,” said Sholmes, “as there are so few peo­ple on the street.”

			They were now on the Boule­vard Vic­tor-Hugo. They walked one on each side of the street, and kept well in the shad­ow of the trees. They con­tin­ued thus for twen­ty min­utes, when Lupin turned to the left and fol­lowed the Seine. Very soon they saw him de­scend to the edge of the riv­er. He re­mained there on­ly a few sec­onds, but they could not ob­serve his move­ments. Then Lupin re­traced his steps. His pur­suers con­cealed them­selves in the shad­ow of a gate­way. Lupin passed in front of them. His par­cel had dis­ap­peared. And as he walked away an­oth­er man emerged from the shel­ter of a house and glid­ed amongst the trees.

			“He seems to be fol­low­ing him al­so,” said Sholmes, in a low voice.

			The pur­suit con­tin­ued, but was now em­bar­rassed by the pres­ence of the third man. Lupin re­turned the same way, passed through the Porte des Ternes, and re-en­tered the house in the av­enue des Ternes.

			The concierge was clos­ing the house for the night when Gan­i­mard pre­sent­ed him­self.

			“Did you see him?”

			“Yes,” replied the concierge, “I was putting out the gas on the land­ing when he closed and bolt­ed his door.”

			“Is there any per­son with him?”

			“No; he has no ser­vant. He nev­er eats here.”

			“Is there a ser­vants’ stair­way?”

			“No.”

			Gan­i­mard said to Sholmes:

			“I had bet­ter stand at the door of his room while you go for the com­mis­sary of po­lice in the rue De­mours.”

			“And if he should es­cape dur­ing that time?” said Sholmes.

			“While I am here! He can’t es­cape.”

			“One to one, with Lupin, is not an even chance for you.”

			“Well, I can’t force the door. I have no right to do that, es­pe­cial­ly at night.”

			Sholmes shrugged his shoul­ders and said:

			“When you ar­rest Lupin no one will ques­tion the meth­ods by which you made the ar­rest. How­ev­er, let us go up and ring, and see what hap­pens then.”

			They as­cend­ed to the sec­ond floor. There was a dou­ble door at the left of the land­ing. Gan­i­mard rang the bell. No re­ply. He rang again. Still no re­ply.

			“Let us go in,” said Sholmes.

			“All right, come on,” replied Gan­i­mard.

			Yet, they stood still, ir­res­o­lute. Like peo­ple who hes­i­tate when they ought to ac­com­plish a de­ci­sive ac­tion they feared to move, and it seemed to them im­pos­si­ble that Ar­sène Lupin was there, so close to them, on the oth­er side of that frag­ile door that could be bro­ken down by one blow of the fist. But they knew Lupin too well to sup­pose that he would al­low him­self to be trapped in that stupid man­ner. No, no—a thou­sand times, no—Lupin was no longer there. Through the ad­join­ing hous­es, over the roofs, by some con­ve­nient­ly pre­pared ex­it, he must have al­ready made his es­cape, and, once more, it would on­ly be Lupin’s shad­ow that they would seize.

			They shud­dered as a slight noise, com­ing from the oth­er side of the door, reached their ears. Then they had the im­pres­sion, amount­ing al­most to a cer­tain­ty, that he was there, sep­a­rat­ed from them by that frail wood­en door, and that he was lis­ten­ing to them, that he could hear them.

			What was to be done? The sit­u­a­tion was a se­ri­ous one. In spite of their vast ex­pe­ri­ence as de­tec­tives, they were so ner­vous and ex­cit­ed that they thought they could hear the beat­ing of their own hearts. Gan­i­mard ques­tioned Sholmes by a look. Then he struck the door a vi­o­lent blow with his fist. Im­me­di­ate­ly they heard the sound of foot­steps, con­cern­ing which there was no at­tempt at con­ceal­ment.

			Gan­i­mard shook the door. Then he and Sholmes, unit­ing their ef­forts, rushed at the door, and burst it open with their shoul­ders. Then they stood still, in sur­prise. A shot had been fired in the ad­join­ing room. An­oth­er shot, and the sound of a fall­ing body.

			When they en­tered they saw the man ly­ing on the floor with his face to­ward the mar­ble man­tel. His re­volver had fall­en from his hand. Gan­i­mard stooped and turned the man’s head. The face was cov­ered with blood, which was flow­ing from two wounds, one in the cheek, the oth­er in the tem­ple.

			“You can’t rec­og­nize him for blood.”

			“No mat­ter!” said Sholmes. “It is not Lupin.”

			“How do you know? You haven’t even looked at him.”

			“Do you think that Ar­sène Lupin is the kind of a man that would kill him­self?” asked Sholmes, with a sneer.

			“But we thought we rec­og­nized him out­side.”

			“We thought so, be­cause the wish was fa­ther to the thought. That man has us be­witched.”

			“Then it must be one of his ac­com­plices.”

			“The ac­com­plices of Ar­sène Lupin do not kill them­selves.”

			“Well, then, who is it?”

			They searched the corpse. In one pock­et Her­lock Sholmes found an emp­ty pock­et­book; in an­oth­er Gan­i­mard found sev­er­al louis. There were no marks of iden­ti­fi­ca­tion on any part of his cloth­ing. In a trunk and two valis­es they found noth­ing but wear­ing ap­par­el. On the man­tel there was a pile of news­pa­pers. Gan­i­mard opened them. All of them con­tained ar­ti­cles re­fer­ring to the theft of the Jew­ish lamp.

			An hour lat­er, when Gan­i­mard and Sholmes left the house, they had ac­quired no fur­ther knowl­edge of the strange in­di­vid­u­al who had been driv­en to sui­cide by their un­time­ly vis­it.

			Who was he? Why had he killed him­self? What was his con­nec­tion with the af­fair of the Jew­ish lamp? Who had fol­lowed him on his re­turn from the riv­er? The sit­u­a­tion in­volved many com­plex ques­tions—many mys­ter­ies—

			

			Her­lock Sholmes went to bed in a very bad hu­mor. Ear­ly next morn­ing he re­ceived the fol­low­ing tele­phon­ic mes­sage:

			
				“Ar­sène Lupin has the hon­or to in­form you of his trag­ic death in the per­son of Mon­sieur Bres­son, and re­quests the hon­or of your pres­ence at the fu­ner­al ser­vice and buri­al, which will be held at the pub­lic ex­pense on Thurs­day, 25 June.”

			

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Shipwreck

			
			“That’s what I don’t like, Wil­son,” said Her­lock Sholmes, af­ter he had read Ar­sène Lupin’s mes­sage; “that is what ex­as­per­ates me in this af­fair—to feel that the cun­ning, mock­ing eye of that fel­low fol­lows me ev­ery­where. He sees ev­ery­thing; he knows ev­ery­thing; he reads my in­most thoughts; he even fore­sees my slight­est move­ment. Ah! he is pos­sessed of a mar­vel­lous in­tu­ition, far sur­pass­ing that of the most in­stinc­tive wom­an, yes, sur­pass­ing even that of Her­lock Sholmes him­self. Noth­ing es­capes him. I re­sem­ble an ac­tor whose ev­ery step and move­ment are di­rect­ed by a stage-man­ag­er; who says this and does that in obe­di­ence to a su­pe­ri­or will. That is my po­si­tion. Do you un­der­stand, Wil­son?”

			Cer­tain­ly Wil­son would have un­der­stood if his fac­ul­ties had not been dead­ened by the pro­found slum­ber of a man whose tem­per­a­ture varies be­tween one hun­dred and one hun­dred and three de­grees. But whether he heard or not was a mat­ter of no con­se­quence to Her­lock Sholmes, who con­tin­ued:

			“I have to con­cen­trate all my en­er­gy and bring all my re­sources in­to ac­tion in or­der to make the slight­est progress. And, for­tu­nate­ly for me, those pet­ty an­noy­ances are like so many pricks from a nee­dle and serve on­ly to stim­u­late me. As soon as the heat of the wound is ap­peased and the shock to my van­i­ty has sub­sid­ed I say to my­self: ‘Amuse your­self, my dear fel­low, but re­mem­ber that he who laughs last laughs best. Soon­er or lat­er you will be­tray your­self.’ For you know, Wil­son, it was Lupin him­self, who, by his first dis­patch and the ob­ser­va­tion that it sug­gest­ed to lit­tle Hen­ri­ette, dis­closed to me the se­cret of his cor­re­spon­dence with Al­ice Hemun. Have you for­got­ten that cir­cum­stance, dear boy?”

			But Wil­son was asleep; and Sholmes, pac­ing to and fro, re­sumed his speech:

			“And, now, things are not in a bad shape; a lit­tle ob­scure, per­haps, but the light is creep­ing in. In the first place, I must learn all about Mon­sieur Bres­son. Gan­i­mard and I will vis­it the bank of the riv­er, at the spot where Bres­son threw away the pack­age, and the par­tic­u­lar role of that gen­tle­man will be known to me. Af­ter that the game will be played be­tween me and Al­ice De­mun. Rather a light­weight op­po­nent, hein, Wil­son? And do you not think that I will soon know the phrase rep­re­sent­ed by the let­ters clipped from the al­pha­bet-book, and what the iso­lat­ed let­ters—the ‘C’ and the ‘H’—mean? That is all I want to know, Wil­son.”

			Made­moi­selle en­tered at that mo­ment, and, ob­serv­ing Sholmes ges­tic­u­lat­ing, she said, in her sweet­est man­ner:

			“Mon­sieur Sholmes, I must scold you if you wak­en my pa­tient. It isn’t nice of you to dis­turb him. The doc­tor has or­dered ab­so­lute rest.”

			He looked at her in si­lence, as­ton­ished, as on their first meet­ing, at her won­der­ful self-pos­ses­sion.

			“Why do you look at me so, Mon­sieur Sholmes? … You seem to be try­ing to read my thoughts. … No? … Then what is it?”

			She ques­tioned him with the most in­no­cent ex­pres­sion on her pret­ty face and in her frank blue eyes. A smile played up­on her lips; and she dis­played so much un­af­fect­ed can­dor that the En­glish­man al­most lost his tem­per. He ap­proached her and said, in a low voice:

			“Bres­son killed him­self last night.”

			She af­fect­ed not to un­der­stand him; so he re­peat­ed:

			“Bres­son killed him­self yes­ter­day. …”

			She did not show the slight­est emo­tion; she act­ed as if the mat­ter did not con­cern or in­ter­est her in any way.

			“You have been in­formed,” said Sholmes, dis­play­ing his an­noy­ance. “Oth­er­wise, the news would have caused you to start, at least. Ah! you are stronger than I ex­pect­ed. But what’s the use of your try­ing to con­ceal any­thing from me?”

			He picked up the al­pha­bet-book, which he had placed on a con­ve­nient ta­ble, and, open­ing it at the mu­ti­lat­ed page, said:

			“Will you tell me the or­der in which the miss­ing let­ters should be ar­ranged in or­der to ex­press the ex­act word­ing of the mes­sage you sent to Bres­son four days be­fore the theft of the Jew­ish lamp?”

			“The or­der? … Bres­son? … the theft of the Jew­ish lamp?”

			She re­peat­ed the words slow­ly, as if try­ing to grasp their mean­ing. He con­tin­ued:

			“Yes. Here are the let­ters em­ployed … on this bit of pa­per. … What did you say to Bres­son?”

			“The let­ters em­ployed … what did I say. …”

			Sud­den­ly she burst in­to laugh­ter:

			“Ah! that is it! I un­der­stand! I am an ac­com­plice in the crime! There is a Mon­sieur Bres­son who stole the Jew­ish lamp and who has now com­mit­ted sui­cide. And I am the friend of that gen­tle­man. Oh! how ab­surd you are!”

			“Whom did you go to see last night on the sec­ond floor of a house in the av­enue des Ternes?”

			“Who? My modiste, Made­moi­selle Langeais. Do you sup­pose that my modiste and my friend Mon­sieur Bres­son are the same per­son?”

			De­spite all he knew, Sholmes was now in doubt. A per­son can feign ter­ror, joy, anx­i­ety, in fact all emo­tions; but a per­son can­not feign ab­so­lute in­dif­fer­ence or light, care­less laugh­ter. Yet he con­tin­ued to ques­tion her:

			“Why did you ac­cost me the oth­er evening at the North­ern Rail­way sta­tion? And why did you en­treat me to leave Paris im­me­di­ate­ly with­out in­ves­ti­gat­ing this theft?”

			“Ah! you are too in­quis­i­tive, Mon­sieur Sholmes,” she replied, still laugh­ing in the most nat­u­ral man­ner. “To pun­ish you I will tell you noth­ing, and, be­sides, you must watch the pa­tient while I go to the phar­ma­cy on an ur­gent mes­sage. Au revoir.”

			She left the room.

			“I am beat­en … by a girl,” mut­tered Sholmes. “Not on­ly did I get noth­ing out of her but I ex­posed my hand and put her on her guard.”

			And he re­called the af­fair of the blue di­a­mond and his first in­ter­view with Clotilde Destange. Had not the blonde La­dy met his ques­tion with the same un­ruf­fled seren­i­ty, and was he not once more face to face with one of those crea­tures who, un­der the pro­tec­tion and in­flu­ence of Ar­sène Lupin, main­tain the ut­most cool­ness in the face of a ter­ri­ble dan­ger?

			“Sholmes … Sholmes. …”

			It was Wil­son who called him. Sholmes ap­proached the bed, and, lean­ing over, said:

			“What’s the mat­ter, Wil­son? Does your wound pain you?”

			Wil­son’s lips moved, but he could not speak. At last, with a great ef­fort, he stam­mered:

			“No … Sholmes … it is not she … that is im­pos­si­ble—”

			“Come, Wil­son, what do you know about it? I tell you that it is she! It is on­ly when I meet one of Lupin’s crea­tures, pre­pared and in­struct­ed by him, that I lose my head and make a fool of my­self. … I bet you that with­in an hour Lupin will know all about our in­ter­view. With­in an hour? What am I say­ing? … Why, he may know al­ready. The vis­it to the phar­ma­cy … ur­gent mes­sage. All non­sense! … She has gone to tele­phone to Lupin.”

			Sholmes left the house hur­ried­ly, went down the av­enue de Mes­sine, and was just in time to see Made­moi­selle en­ter a phar­ma­cy. Ten min­utes lat­er she emerged from the shop car­ry­ing some small pack­ages and a bot­tle wrapped in white pa­per. But she had not pro­ceed­ed far, when she was ac­cost­ed by a man who, with hat in hand and an ob­se­quious air, ap­peared to be ask­ing for char­i­ty. She stopped, gave him some­thing, and pro­ceed­ed on her way.

			“She spoke to him,” said the En­glish­man to him­self.

			If not a cer­tain­ty, it was at least an in­tu­ition, and quite suf­fi­cient to cause him to change his tac­tics. Leav­ing the girl to pur­sue her own course, he fol­lowed the sus­pect­ed men­di­cant, who walked slow­ly to the av­enue des Ternes and lin­gered for a long time around the house in which Bres­son had lived, some­times rais­ing his eyes to the win­dows of the sec­ond floor and watch­ing the peo­ple who en­tered the house.

			At the end of an hour he climbed to the top of a tram­car go­ing in the di­rec­tion of Neuil­ly. Sholmes fol­lowed and took a seat be­hind the man, and be­side a gen­tle­man who was con­cealed be­hind the pages of a news­pa­per. At the for­ti­fi­ca­tions the gen­tle­man low­ered the pa­per, and Sholmes rec­og­nized Gan­i­mard, who there­upon whis­pered, as he point­ed to the man in front:

			“It is the man who fol­lowed Bres­son last night. He has been watch­ing the house for an hour.”

			“Any­thing new in re­gard to Bres­son?” asked Sholmes.

			“Yes, a let­ter came to his ad­dress this morn­ing.”

			“This morn­ing? Then it was post­ed yes­ter­day be­fore the sender could know of Bres­son’s death.”

			“Ex­act­ly. It is now in the pos­ses­sion of the ex­am­in­ing mag­is­trate. But I read it. It says: He will not ac­cept any com­pro­mise. He wants ev­ery­thing—the first thing as well as those of the sec­ond af­fair. Oth­er­wise he will pro­ceed.”

			“There is no sig­na­ture,” added Gan­i­mard. “It seems to me those few lines won’t help us much.”

			“I don’t agree with you, Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard. To me those few lines are very in­ter­est­ing.”

			“Why so? I can’t see it.”

			“For rea­sons that are per­son­al to me,” replied Sholmes, with the in­dif­fer­ence that he fre­quent­ly dis­played to­ward his col­league.

			The tram­car stopped at the rue de Château, which was the ter­mi­nus. The man de­scend­ed and walked away qui­et­ly. Sholmes fol­lowed at so short a dis­tance that Gan­i­mard protest­ed, say­ing:

			“If he should turn around he will sus­pect us.”

			“He will not turn around.”

			“How do you know?”

			“He is an ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin, and the fact that he walks in that man­ner, with his hands in his pock­ets, proves, in the first place, that he knows he is be­ing fol­lowed and, in the sec­ond place, that he is not afraid.”

			“But I think we are keep­ing too close to him.”

			“Not too close to pre­vent his slip­ping through our fin­gers. He is too sure of him­self.”

			“Ah! Look there! In front of that café there are two of the bi­cy­cle po­lice. If I sum­mon them to our as­sis­tance, how can the man slip through our fin­gers?”

			“Well, our friend doesn’t seem to be wor­ried about it. In fact, he is ask­ing for their as­sis­tance him­self.”

			“Mon Dieu!” ex­claimed Gan­i­mard, “he has a nerve.”

			The man ap­proached the two po­lice­men just as they were mount­ing their bi­cy­cles. Af­ter a few words with them he leaped on a third bi­cy­cle, which was lean­ing against the wall of the café, and rode away at a fast pace, ac­com­pa­nied by the two po­lice­men.

			“Hein! one, two, three and away!” growled Sholmes. “And through, whose agen­cy, Mon­sieur Gan­i­mard? Two of your col­leagues. … Ah! but Ar­sène Lupin has a won­der­ful or­ga­ni­za­tion! Bi­cy­cle po­lice­men in his ser­vice! … I told you our man was too calm, too sure of him­self.”

			“Well, then,” said Gan­i­mard, quite vexed, “what are we to do now? It is easy enough to laugh! Any­one can do that.”

			“Come, come, don’t lose your tem­per! We will get our re­venge. But, in the mean­time, we need re­in­force­ments.”

			“Folen­fant is wait­ing for me at the end of the av­enue de Neuil­ly.”

			“Well, go and get him and join me lat­er. I will fol­low our fugi­tive.”

			Sholmes fol­lowed the bi­cy­cle tracks, which were plain­ly vis­i­ble in the dust of the road as two of the ma­chines were fur­nished with stri­at­ed tires. Very soon he as­cer­tained that the tracks were lead­ing him to the edge of the Seine, and that the three men had turned in the di­rec­tion tak­en by Bres­son on the pre­ced­ing evening. Thus he ar­rived at the gate­way where he and Gan­i­mard had con­cealed them­selves, and, a lit­tle far­ther on, he dis­cov­ered a min­gling of the bi­cy­cle tracks which showed that the men had halt­ed at that spot. Di­rect­ly op­po­site there was a lit­tle point of land which pro­ject­ed in­to the riv­er and, at the ex­trem­i­ty there­of, an old boat was moored.

			It was there that Bres­son had thrown away the pack­age, or, rather, had dropped it. Sholmes de­scend­ed the bank and saw that the de­cliv­i­ty was not steep and the wa­ter quite shal­low, so it would be quite easy to re­cov­er the pack­age, pro­vid­ed the three men had not fore­stalled him.

			“No, that can’t be,” he thought, “they have not had time. A quar­ter of an hour at the most. And yet, why did they come this way?”

			A fish­er­man was seat­ed on the old boat. Sholmes asked him:

			“Did you see three men on bi­cy­cles a few min­utes ago?”

			The fish­er­man made a neg­a­tive ges­ture. But Sholmes in­sist­ed:

			“Three men who stopped on the road just on top of the bank?”

			The fish­er­man rest­ed his pole un­der his arm, took a mem­o­ran­dum book from his pock­et, wrote on one of the pages, tore it out, and hand­ed it to Sholmes. The En­glish­man gave a start of sur­prise. In the mid­dle of the pa­per which he held in his hand he saw the se­ries of let­ters cut from the al­pha­bet-book:

			
				CDEHNO­PRZEO—237.

			

			The man re­sumed his fish­ing, shel­tered from the sun by a large straw hat, with his coat and vest ly­ing be­side him. He was in­tent­ly watch­ing the cork at­tached to his line as it float­ed on the sur­face of the wa­ter.

			There was a mo­ment of si­lence—solemn and ter­ri­ble.

			“Is it he?” con­jec­tured Sholmes, with an anx­i­ety that was al­most piti­ful. Then the truth burst up­on him:

			“It is he! It is he! No one else could re­main there so calm­ly, with­out the slight­est dis­play of anx­i­ety, with­out the least fear of what might hap­pen. And who else would know the sto­ry of those mys­te­ri­ous let­ters? Al­ice had warned him by means of her mes­sen­ger.”

			Sud­den­ly the En­glish­man felt that his hand—that his own hand had in­vol­un­tar­i­ly seized the han­dle of his re­volver, and that his eyes were fixed on the man’s back, a lit­tle be­low the neck. One move­ment, and the dra­ma would be fin­ished; the life of the strange ad­ven­tur­er would come to a mis­er­able end.

			The fish­er­man did not stir.

			Sholmes ner­vous­ly toyed with his re­volver, and ex­pe­ri­enced a wild de­sire to fire it and end ev­ery­thing; but the hor­ror of such an act was re­pug­nant to his na­ture. Death would be cer­tain and would end all.

			“Ah!” he thought, “let him get up and de­fend him­self. If he doesn’t, so much the worse for him. One sec­ond more … and I fire. …”

			But a sound of foot­steps be­hind him caused him to turn his head. It was Gan­i­mard com­ing with some as­sis­tants.

			Then, quick­ly chang­ing his plans, Sholmes leaped in­to the boat, which was bro­ken from its moor­ings by his sud­den ac­tion; he pounced up­on the man and seized him around the body. They rolled to the bot­tom of the boat to­geth­er.

			“Well, now!” ex­claimed Lupin, strug­gling to free him­self, “what does this mean? When one of us has con­quered the oth­er, what good will it do? You will not know what to do with me, nor I with you. We will re­main here like two id­iots.”

			The two oars slipped in­to the wa­ter. The boat drift­ed in­to the stream.

			“Good Lord, what a fuss you make! A man of your age ought to know bet­ter! You act like a child.”

			Lupin suc­ceed­ed in free­ing him­self from the grasp of the de­tec­tive, who, thor­ough­ly ex­as­per­at­ed and ready to kill, put his hand in his pock­et. He ut­tered an oath: Lupin had tak­en his re­volver. Then he knelt down and tried to cap­ture one of the lost oars in or­der to re­gain the shore, while Lupin was try­ing to cap­ture the oth­er oar in or­der to drive the boat down the riv­er.

			“It’s gone! I can’t reach it,” said Lupin. “But it’s of no con­se­quence. If you get your oar I can pre­vent your us­ing it. And you could do the same to me. But, you see, that is the way in this world, we act with­out any pur­pose or rea­son, as our ef­forts are in vain since Fate de­cides ev­ery­thing. Now, don’t you see, Fate is on the side of his friend Lupin. The game is mine! The cur­rent fa­vors me!”

			The boat was slow­ly drift­ing down the riv­er.

			“Look out!” cried Lupin, quick­ly.

			Some­one on the bank was point­ing a re­volver. Lupin stooped, a shot was fired; it struck the wa­ter be­yond the boat. Lupin burst in­to laugh­ter.

			“God bless me! It’s my friend Gan­i­mard! But it was very wrong of you to do that, Gan­i­mard. You have no right to shoot ex­cept in self-de­fense. Does poor Lupin wor­ry you so much that you for­get your­self? … Now, be good, and don’t shoot again! … If you do you will hit our Eng­lish friend.”

			He stood be­hind Sholmes, fac­ing Gan­i­mard, and said:

			“Now, Gan­i­mard, I am ready! Aim for his heart! … High­er! … A lit­tle to the left. … Ah! you missed that time … deuced bad shot. … Try again. … Your hand shakes, Gan­i­mard. … Now, once more … one, two, three, fire! … Missed! … Par­bleu! the au­thor­i­ties fur­nish you with toy-pis­tols.”

			Lupin drew a long re­volver and fired with­out tak­ing aim. Gan­i­mard put his hand to his hat: the bul­let had passed through it.

			“What do you think of that, Gan­i­mard! Ah! that’s a re­al re­volver! A gen­uine Eng­lish bull­dog. It be­longs to my friend, Her­lock Sholmes.”

			And, with a laugh, he threw the re­volver to the shore, where it land­ed at Gan­i­mard’s feet.

			Sholmes could not with­hold a smile of ad­mi­ra­tion. What a tor­rent of youth­ful spir­its! And how he seemed to en­joy him­self! It ap­peared as if the sen­sa­tion of per­il caused him a phys­i­cal plea­sure; and this ex­tra­or­di­nary man had no oth­er pur­pose in life than to seek for dan­gers sim­ply for the amuse­ment it af­ford­ed him in avoid­ing them.

			Many peo­ple had now gath­ered on the banks of the riv­er, and Gan­i­mard and his men fol­lowed the boat as it slow­ly float­ed down the stream. Lupin’s cap­ture was a math­e­mat­i­cal cer­tain­ty.

			“Con­fess, old fel­low,” said Lupin, turn­ing to the En­glish­man, “that you would not ex­change your present po­si­tion for all the gold in the Transvaal! You are now in the first row of the or­ches­tra chairs! But, in the first place, we must have the pro­logue … af­ter which we can leap, at one bound, to the fifth act of the dra­ma, which will rep­re­sent the cap­ture or es­cape of Ar­sène Lupin. There­fore, I am go­ing to ask you a plain ques­tion, to which I re­quest a plain an­swer—a sim­ple yes or no. Will you re­nounce this af­fair? At present I can re­pair the dam­age you have done; lat­er it will be be­yond my pow­er. Is it a bar­gain?”

			“No.”

			Lupin’s face showed his dis­ap­point­ment and an­noy­ance. He con­tin­ued:

			“I in­sist. More for your sake than my own, I in­sist, be­cause I am cer­tain you will be the first to re­gret your in­ter­ven­tion. For the last time, yes or no?”

			“No.”

			Lupin stooped down, re­moved one of the boards in the bot­tom of the boat, and, for some min­utes, was en­gaged in a work the na­ture of which Sholmes could not dis­cern. Then he arose, seat­ed him­self be­side the En­glish­man, and said:

			“I be­lieve, mon­sieur, that we came to the riv­er to­day for the same pur­pose: to re­cov­er the ob­ject which Bres­son threw away. For my part I had in­vit­ed a few friends to join me here, and I was on the point of mak­ing an ex­am­i­na­tion of the bed of the riv­er when my friends an­nounced your ap­proach. I con­fess that the news did not sur­prise me, as I have been no­ti­fied ev­ery hour con­cern­ing the progress of your in­ves­ti­ga­tion. That was an easy mat­ter. When­ev­er any­thing oc­curred in the rue Muril­lo that might in­ter­est me, sim­ply a ring on the tele­phone and I was in­formed.”

			He stopped. The board that he had dis­placed in the bot­tom of the boat was ris­ing and wa­ter was work­ing in­to the boat all around it.

			“The deuce! I didn’t know how to fix it. I was afraid this old boat would leak. You are not afraid, mon­sieur?”

			Sholmes shrugged his shoul­ders. Lupin con­tin­ued:

			“You will un­der­stand then, in those cir­cum­stances, and know­ing in ad­vance that you would be more ea­ger to seek a bat­tle than I would be to avoid it, I as­sure you I was not en­tire­ly dis­pleased to en­ter in­to a con­test of which the is­sue is quite cer­tain, since I hold all the trump cards in my hand. And I de­sired that our meet­ing should be giv­en the widest pub­lic­i­ty in or­der that your de­feat may be uni­ver­sal­ly known, so that an­oth­er Count­ess de Cro­zon or an­oth­er Baron d’Im­bl­e­valle may not be tempt­ed to so­lic­it your aid against me. Be­sides, my dear mon­sieur—”

			He stopped again and, us­ing his half-closed hands as a lorgnette, he scanned the banks of the riv­er.

			“Mon Dieu! they have char­tered a su­perb boat, a re­al war-ves­sel, and see how they are row­ing. In five min­utes they will be along­side, and I am lost. Mon­sieur Sholmes, a word of ad­vice; you seize me, bind me and de­liv­er me to the of­fi­cers of the law. Does that pro­gramme please you? … Un­less, in the mean­time, we are ship­wrecked, in which event we can do noth­ing but pre­pare our wills. What do you think?”

			They ex­changed looks. Sholmes now un­der­stood Lupin’s scheme: he had scut­tled the boat. And the wa­ter was ris­ing. It had reached the soles of their boots. Then it cov­ered their feet; but they did not move. It was half­way to their knees. The En­glish­man took out his to­bac­co, rolled a cig­a­rette, and light­ed it. Lupin con­tin­ued to talk:

			“But do not re­gard that of­fer as a con­fes­sion of my weak­ness. I sur­ren­der to you in a bat­tle in which I can achieve a vic­to­ry in or­der to avoid a strug­gle up­on a field not of my own choos­ing. In so do­ing I rec­og­nize the fact that Sholmes is the on­ly en­e­my I fear, and an­nounce my anx­i­ety that Sholmes will not be di­vert­ed from my track. I take this op­por­tu­ni­ty to tell you these things since fate has ac­cord­ed me the hon­or of a con­ver­sa­tion with you. I have on­ly one re­gret; it is that our con­ver­sa­tion should have oc­curred while we are tak­ing a foot-bath … a sit­u­a­tion that is lack­ing in dig­ni­ty, I must con­fess. … What did I say? A foot-bath? It is worse than that.”

			The wa­ter had reached the board on which they were sit­ting, and the boat was grad­u­al­ly sink­ing.

			Sholmes, smok­ing his cig­a­rette, ap­peared to be calm­ly ad­mir­ing the scenery. For noth­ing in the world, while face to face with that man who, while threat­ened by dan­gers, sur­round­ed by a crowd, fol­lowed by a posse of po­lice, main­tained his equa­nim­i­ty and good hu­mor, for noth­ing in the world would he, Sholmes, dis­play the slight­est sign of ner­vous­ness.

			Each of them looked as if he might say: Should a per­son be dis­turbed by such tri­fles? Are not peo­ple drowned in a riv­er ev­ery day? Is it such an un­usu­al event as to de­serve spe­cial at­ten­tion? One chat­ted, whilst the oth­er dreamed; both con­ceal­ing their wound­ed pride be­neath a mask of in­dif­fer­ence.

			One minute more and the boat will sink. Lupin con­tin­ued his chat­ter:

			“The im­por­tant thing to know is whether we will sink be­fore or af­ter the ar­rival of the cham­pi­ons of the law. That is the main ques­tion. As to our ship­wreck, that is a fore­gone con­clu­sion. Now, mon­sieur, the hour has come in which we must make our wills. I give, de­vise and be­queath all my prop­er­ty to Her­lock Sholmes, a cit­i­zen of Eng­land, for his own use and ben­e­fit. But, mon Dieu, how quick­ly the cham­pi­ons of the law are ap­proach­ing! Ah! the brave fel­lows! It is a plea­sure to watch them. Ob­serve the pre­ci­sion of the oars! Ah! is it you, Brigadier Folen­fant? Bra­vo! The idea of a war-ves­sel is an ex­cel­lent one. I com­mend you to your su­pe­ri­ors, Brigadier Folen­fant. … Do you wish a medal? You shall have it. And your com­rade Dieuzy, where is he? … Ah! yes, I think I see him on the left bank of the riv­er at the head of a hun­dred na­tives. So that, if I es­cape ship­wreck, I shall be cap­tured on the left by Dieuzy and his na­tives, or, on the right, by Gan­i­mard and the pop­u­lace of Neuil­ly. An em­bar­rass­ing dilem­ma!”

			The boat en­tered an ed­dy; it swung around and Sholmes caught hold of the oar­locks. Lupin said to him:

			“Mon­sieur, you should re­move your coat. You will find it eas­i­er to swim with­out a coat. No? You refuse? Then I shall put on my own.”

			He donned his coat, but­toned it close­ly, the same as Sholmes, and said:

			“What a dis­cour­te­ous man you are! And what a pity that you should be so stub­born in this af­fair, in which, of course, you dis­play your strength, but, oh! so vain­ly! re­al­ly, you mar your ge­nius—”

			“Mon­sieur Lupin,” in­ter­rupt­ed Sholmes, emerg­ing from his si­lence, “you talk too much, and you fre­quent­ly err through ex­cess of con­fi­dence and through your fri­vol­ity.”

			“That is a se­vere re­proach.”

			“Thus, with­out know­ing it, you fur­nished me, on­ly a mo­ment ago, with the in­for­ma­tion I re­quired.”

			“What! you re­quired some in­for­ma­tion and you didn’t tell me?”

			“I had no oc­ca­sion to ask you for it—you vol­un­teered it. With­in three hours I can de­liv­er the key of the mys­tery to Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle. That is the on­ly re­ply—”

			He did not fin­ish the sen­tence. The boat sud­den­ly sank, tak­ing both of the men down with it. It emerged im­me­di­ate­ly, with its keel in the air. Shouts were heard on ei­ther bank, suc­ceed­ed by an anx­ious mo­ment of si­lence. Then the shouts were re­newed: one of the ship­wrecked par­ty had come to the sur­face.

			It was Her­lock Sholmes. He was an ex­cel­lent swim­mer, and struck out, with pow­er­ful strokes, for Folen­fant’s boat.

			“Courage, Mon­sieur Sholmes,” shout­ed Folen­fant; “we are here. Keep it up … we will get you … a lit­tle more, Mon­sieur Sholmes … catch the rope.”

			The En­glish­man seized the rope they had thrown to him. But, while they were haul­ing him in­to the boat, he heard a voice be­hind him, say­ing:

			“The key of the mys­tery, mon­sieur, yes, you shall have it. I am as­ton­ished that you haven’t got it al­ready. What then? What good will it do you? By that time you will have lost the bat­tle. …”

			Now com­fort­ably in­stalled astride the keel of the boat, Lupin con­tin­ued his speech with solemn ges­tures, as if he hoped to con­vince his ad­ver­sary.

			“You must un­der­stand, my dear Sholmes, there is noth­ing to be done, ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing. You find your­self in the de­plorable po­si­tion of a gen­tle­man—”

			“Sur­ren­der, Lupin!” shout­ed Folen­fant.

			“You are an ill-bred fel­low, Folen­fant, to in­ter­rupt me in the mid­dle of a sen­tence. I was say­ing—”

			“Sur­ren­der, Lupin!”

			“Oh! par­bleu! Brigadier Folen­fant, a man sur­ren­ders on­ly when he is in dan­ger. Sure­ly, you do not pre­tend to say that I am in any dan­ger.”

			“For the last time, Lupin, I call on you to sur­ren­der.”

			“Brigadier Folen­fant, you have no in­ten­tion of killing me; you may wish to wound me since you are afraid I may es­cape. But if by chance the wound prove mor­tal? Just think of your re­morse! It would em­bit­ter your old age.”

			The shot was fired.

			Lupin stag­gered, clutched at the keel of the boat for a mo­ment, then let go and dis­ap­peared.

			

			It was ex­act­ly three o’clock when the fore­go­ing events tran­spired. Pre­cise­ly at six o’clock, as he had fore­told, Her­lock Sholmes, dressed in trousers that were too short and a coat that was too small, which he had bor­rowed from an innkeep­er at Neuil­ly, wear­ing a cap and a flan­nel shirt, en­tered the boudoir in the Rue Muril­lo, af­ter hav­ing sent word to Mon­sieur and Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle that he de­sired an in­ter­view.

			They found him walk­ing up and down the room. And he looked so lu­di­crous in his strange cos­tume that they could scarce­ly sup­press their mirth. With pen­sive air and stooped shoul­ders, he walked like an au­tom­a­ton from the win­dow to the door and from the door to the win­dow, tak­ing each time the same num­ber of steps, and turn­ing each time in the same man­ner.

			He stopped, picked up a small or­na­ment, ex­am­ined it me­chan­i­cal­ly, and re­sumed his walk. At last, plant­ing him­self be­fore them, he asked:

			“Is Made­moi­selle here?”

			“Yes, she is in the gar­den with the chil­dren.”

			“I wish Made­moi­selle to be present at this in­ter­view.”

			“Is it nec­es­sary—”

			“Have a lit­tle pa­tience, mon­sieur. From the facts I am go­ing to present to you, you will see the ne­ces­si­ty for her pres­ence here.”

			“Very well. Suzanne, will you call her?”

			Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle arose, went out, and re­turned al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, ac­com­pa­nied by Al­ice De­mun. Made­moi­selle, who was a tri­fle paler than usu­al, re­mained stand­ing, lean­ing against a ta­ble, and with­out even ask­ing why she had been called. Sholmes did not look at her, but, sud­den­ly turn­ing to­ward Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle, he said, in a tone which did not ad­mit of a re­ply:

			“Af­ter sev­er­al days’ in­ves­ti­ga­tion, mon­sieur, I must re­peat what I told you when I first came here: the Jew­ish lamp was stolen by some­one liv­ing in the house.”

			“The name of the guilty par­ty?”

			“I know it.”

			“Your proof?”

			“I have suf­fi­cient to es­tab­lish that fact.”

			“But we re­quire more than that. We de­sire the restora­tion of the stolen goods.”

			“The Jew­ish lamp? It is in my pos­ses­sion.”

			“The opal neck­lace? The snuff­box?”

			“The opal neck­lace, the snuff­box, and all the goods stolen on the sec­ond oc­ca­sion are in my pos­ses­sion.”

			Sholmes de­light­ed in these dra­mat­ic di­a­logues, and it pleased him to an­nounce his vic­to­ries in that curt man­ner. The baron and his wife were amazed, and looked at Sholmes with a silent cu­rios­i­ty, which was the high­est praise.

			He re­lat­ed to them, very minute­ly, what he had done dur­ing those three days. He told of his dis­cov­ery of the al­pha­bet book, wrote up­on a sheet of pa­per the sen­tence formed by the miss­ing let­ters, then re­lat­ed the jour­ney of Bres­son to the bank of the riv­er and the sui­cide of the ad­ven­tur­er, and, fi­nal­ly, his strug­gle with Lupin, the ship­wreck, and the dis­ap­pear­ance of Lupin. When he had fin­ished, the baron said, in a low voice:

			“Now, you have told us ev­ery­thing ex­cept the name of the guilty par­ty. Whom do you ac­cuse?”

			“I ac­cuse the per­son who cut the let­ters from the al­pha­bet book, and com­mu­ni­cat­ed with Ar­sène Lupin by means of those let­ters.”

			“How do you know that such cor­re­spon­dence was car­ried on with Ar­sène Lupin?”

			“My in­for­ma­tion comes from Lupin him­self.”

			He pro­duced a piece of pa­per that was wet and crum­pled. It was the page which Lupin had torn from his mem­o­ran­dum-book, and up­on which he had writ­ten the phrase.

			“And you will no­tice,” said Sholmes, with sat­is­fac­tion, “that he was not obliged to give me that sheet of pa­per, and, in that way, dis­close his iden­ti­ty. Sim­ple child­ish­ness on his part, and yet it gave me ex­act­ly the in­for­ma­tion I de­sired.”

			“What was it?” asked the baron. “I don’t un­der­stand.”

			Sholmes took a pen­cil and made a fresh copy of the let­ters and fig­ures.

			“CDEHNO­PRZEO—237.”

			“Well?” said the baron; “it is the for­mu­la you showed me your­self.”

			“No. If you had turned and re­turned that for­mu­la in ev­ery way, as I have done, you would have seen at first glance that this for­mu­la is not like the first one.”

			“In what re­spect do they dif­fer?”

			“This one has two more let­ters—an E and an O.”

			“Re­al­ly; I hadn’t no­ticed that.”

			“Join those two let­ters to the C and the H which re­mained af­ter form­ing the word re­spon­dez, and you will agree with me that the on­ly pos­si­ble word is ECHO.”

			“What does that mean?”

			“It refers to the Echo de France, Lupin’s news­pa­per, his of­fi­cial or­gan, the one in which he pub­lish­es his com­mu­ni­ca­tions. Re­ply in the Echo de France, in the per­son­al ad­ver­tise­ments, un­der num­ber 237. That is the key to the mys­tery, and Ar­sène Lupin was kind enough to fur­nish it to me. I went to the news­pa­per of­fice.”

			“What did you find there?”

			“I found the en­tire sto­ry of the re­la­tions be­tween Ar­sène Lupin and his ac­com­plice.”

			Sholmes pro­duced sev­en news­pa­pers which he opened at the fourth page and point­ed to the fol­low­ing lines:

			
					
					Ars. Lup. La­dy im­plores pro­tec­tion. 540.

				

					
					540. Await­ing par­tic­u­lars. A. L.

				

					
					A. L. Un­der domin. en­e­my. Lost.

				

					
					540. Write ad­dress. Will make in­ves­ti­ga­tion.

				

					
					A. L. Muril­lo.

				

					
					540. Park three o’clock. Vi­o­lets.

				

					
					237. Un­der­stand. Sat. Will be Sun. morn. park.

				

			

			“And you call that the whole sto­ry!” ex­claimed the baron.

			“Yes, and if you will lis­ten to me for a few min­utes, I think I can con­vince you. In the first place, a la­dy who signs her­self 540 im­plores the pro­tec­tion of Ar­sène Lupin, who replies by ask­ing for par­tic­u­lars. The la­dy replies that she is un­der the dom­i­na­tion of an en­e­my—who is Bres­son, no doubt—and that she is lost if some­one does not come to her as­sis­tance. Lupin is sus­pi­cious and does not yet ven­ture to ap­point an in­ter­view with the un­known wom­an, de­mands the ad­dress and pro­pos­es to make an in­ves­ti­ga­tion. The la­dy hes­i­tates for four days—look at the dates—fi­nal­ly, un­der stress of cir­cum­stances and in­flu­enced by Bres­son’s threats, she gives the name of the street—Muril­lo. Next day, Ar­sène Lupin an­nounces that he will be in the Park Mon­ceau at three o’clock, and asks his un­known cor­re­spon­dent to wear a bou­quet of vi­o­lets as a means of iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. Then there is a lapse of eight days in the cor­re­spon­dence. Ar­sène Lupin and the la­dy do not re­quire to cor­re­spond through the news­pa­per now, as they see each oth­er or write di­rect­ly. The scheme is ar­ranged in this way: in or­der to sat­is­fy Bres­son’s de­mands, the la­dy is to car­ry off the Jew­ish lamp. The date is not yet fixed. The la­dy who, as a mat­ter of pru­dence, cor­re­sponds by means of let­ters cut out of a book, de­cides on Sat­ur­day and adds: Re­ply Echo 237. Lupin replies that it is un­der­stood and that he will be in the park on Sun­day morn­ing. Sun­day morn­ing, the theft takes place.”

			“Re­al­ly, that is an ex­cel­lent chain of cir­cum­stan­tial ev­i­dence and ev­ery link is com­plete,” said the baron.

			“The theft has tak­en place,” con­tin­ued Sholmes. “The la­dy goes out on Sun­day morn­ing, tells Lupin what she has done, and car­ries the Jew­ish lamp to Bres­son. Ev­ery­thing oc­curs then ex­act­ly as Lupin had fore­seen. The of­fi­cers of the law, de­ceived by an open win­dow, four holes in the ground and two scratch­es on the bal­cony rail­ing, im­me­di­ate­ly ad­vance the the­o­ry that the theft was com­mit­ted by a bur­glar. The la­dy is safe.”

			“Yes, I con­fess the the­o­ry was a log­i­cal one,” said the baron. “But the sec­ond theft—”

			“The sec­ond theft was pro­voked by the first. The news­pa­pers hav­ing re­lat­ed how the Jew­ish lamp had dis­ap­peared, some­one con­ceived the idea of re­peat­ing the crime and car­ry­ing away what had been left. This time, it was not a sim­u­lat­ed theft, but a re­al one, a gen­uine bur­glary, with lad­ders and oth­er para­pher­na­lia—”

			“Lupin, of course—”

			“No. Lupin does not act so stupid­ly. He doesn’t fire at peo­ple for tri­fling rea­sons.”

			“Then, who was it?”

			“Bres­son, no doubt, and un­known to the la­dy whom he had men­aced. It was Bres­son who en­tered here; it was Bres­son that I pur­sued; it was Bres­son who wound­ed poor Wil­son.”

			“Are you sure of it?”

			“Ab­so­lute­ly. One of Bres­son’s ac­com­plices wrote to him yes­ter­day, be­fore his sui­cide, a let­ter which proves that ne­go­ti­a­tions were pend­ing be­tween this ac­com­plice and Lupin for the resti­tu­tion of all the ar­ti­cles stolen from your house. Lupin de­mand­ed ev­ery­thing, ‘the first thing (that is, the Jew­ish lamp) as well as those of the sec­ond af­fair.’ More­over, he was watch­ing Bres­son. When the lat­ter re­turned from the riv­er last night, one of Lupin’s men fol­lowed him as well as we.”

			“What was Bres­son do­ing at the riv­er?”

			“Hav­ing been warned of the progress of my in­ves­ti­ga­tions—”

			“Warned! by whom?”

			“By the same la­dy, who just­ly feared that the dis­cov­ery of the Jew­ish lamp would lead to the dis­cov­ery of her own ad­ven­ture. There­upon, Bres­son, hav­ing been warned, made in­to a pack­age all the things that could com­pro­mise him and threw them in­to a place where he thought he could get them again when the dan­ger was past. It was af­ter his re­turn, tracked by Gan­i­mard and my­self, hav­ing, no doubt, oth­er sins on his con­science, that he lost his head and killed him­self.”

			“But what did the pack­age con­tain?”

			“The Jew­ish lamp and your oth­er or­na­ments.”

			“Then, they are not in your pos­ses­sion?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Lupin’s dis­ap­pear­ance, I prof­it­ed by the bath he had forced up­on me, went to the spot se­lect­ed by Bres­son, where I found the stolen ar­ti­cles wrapped in some soiled linen. They are there, on the ta­ble.”

			With­out a word, the baron cut the cord, tore open the wet linen, picked out the lamp, turned a screw in the foot, then di­vid­ed the bowl of the lamp which opened in two equal parts and there he found the gold­en chimera, set with ru­bies and emer­alds.

			It was in­tact.

			

			There was in that scene, so nat­u­ral in ap­pear­ance and which con­sist­ed of a sim­ple ex­po­si­tion of facts, some­thing which ren­dered it fright­ful­ly trag­ic—it was the for­mal, di­rect, ir­refutable ac­cu­sa­tion that Sholmes launched in each of his words against Made­moi­selle. And it was al­so the im­pres­sive si­lence of Al­ice De­mun.

			Dur­ing that long, cru­el ac­cu­mu­la­tion of ac­cus­ing cir­cum­stances heaped one up­on an­oth­er, not a mus­cle of her face had moved, not a trace of re­volt or fear had marred the seren­i­ty of her limpid eyes. What were her thoughts. And, es­pe­cial­ly, what was she go­ing to say at the solemn mo­ment when it would be­come nec­es­sary for her to speak and de­fend her­self in or­der to break the chain of ev­i­dence that Her­lock Sholmes had so clev­er­ly wo­ven around her?

			That mo­ment had come, but the girl was silent.

			“Speak! Speak!” cried Mon. d’Im­bl­e­valle.

			She did not speak. So he in­sist­ed:

			“One word will clear you. One word of de­nial, and I will be­lieve you.”

			That word, she would not ut­ter.

			The baron paced to and fro in his ex­cite­ment; then, ad­dress­ing Sholmes, he said:

			“No, mon­sieur, I can­not be­lieve it, I do not be­lieve it. There are im­pos­si­ble crimes! and this is op­posed to all I know and to all that I have seen dur­ing the past year. No, I can­not be­lieve it.”

			He placed his hand on the En­glish­man’s shoul­der, and said:

			“But you your­self, mon­sieur, are you ab­so­lute­ly cer­tain that you are right?”

			Sholmes hes­i­tat­ed, like a man on whom a sud­den de­mand is made and can­not frame an im­me­di­ate re­ply. Then he smiled, and said:

			“On­ly the per­son whom I ac­cuse, by rea­son of her sit­u­a­tion in your house, could know that the Jew­ish lamp con­tained that mag­nif­i­cent jew­el.”

			“I can­not be­lieve it,” re­peat­ed the baron.

			“Ask her.”

			It was, re­al­ly, the very thing he would not have done, blind­ed by the con­fi­dence the girl had in­spired in him. But he could no longer re­frain from do­ing it. He ap­proached her and, look­ing in­to her eyes, said:

			“Was it you, made­moi­selle? Was it you who took the jew­el? Was it you who cor­re­spond­ed with Ar­sène Lupin and com­mit­ted the theft?”

			“It was I, mon­sieur,” she replied.

			She did not drop her head. Her face dis­played no sign of shame or fear.

			“Is it pos­si­ble?” mur­mured Mon. d’Im­bl­e­valle. “I would nev­er have be­lieved it. … You are the last per­son in the world that I would have sus­pect­ed. How did you do it?”

			“I did it ex­act­ly as Mon­sieur Sholmes has told it. On Sat­ur­day night I came to the boudoir, took the lamp, and, in the morn­ing I car­ried it … to that man.”

			“No,” said the baron; “what you pre­tend to have done is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble—why?”

			“Be­cause, in the morn­ing I found the door of the boudoir bolt­ed.”

			She blushed, and looked at Sholmes as if seek­ing his coun­sel. Sholmes was as­ton­ished at her em­bar­rass­ment. Had she noth­ing to say? Did the con­fes­sions, which had cor­rob­o­rat­ed the re­port that he, Sholmes, had made con­cern­ing the theft of the Jew­ish lamp, mere­ly serve to mask a lie? Was she mis­lead­ing them by a false con­fes­sion?

			The baron con­tin­ued:

			“That door was locked. I found the door ex­act­ly as I had left it the night be­fore. If you en­tered by that door, as you pre­tend, some­one must have opened it from the in­te­ri­or—that is to say, from the boudoir or from our cham­ber. Now, there was no one in­side these two rooms … there was no one ex­cept my wife and my­self.”

			Sholmes bowed his head and cov­ered his face with his hands in or­der to con­ceal his emo­tion. A sud­den light had en­tered his mind, that star­tled him and made him ex­ceed­ing­ly un­com­fort­able. Ev­ery­thing was re­vealed to him, like the sud­den lift­ing of a fog from the morn­ing land­scape. He was an­noyed as well as ashamed, be­cause his de­duc­tions were fal­la­cious and his en­tire the­o­ry was wrong.

			Al­ice De­mun was in­no­cent!

			Al­ice De­mun was in­no­cent. That propo­si­tion ex­plained the em­bar­rass­ment he had ex­pe­ri­enced from the be­gin­ning in di­rect­ing the ter­ri­ble ac­cu­sa­tion against that young girl. Now, he saw the truth; he knew it. Af­ter a few sec­onds, he raised his head, and looked at Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle as nat­u­ral­ly as he could. She was pale—with that un­usu­al pal­lor which in­vades us in the re­lent­less mo­ments of our lives. Her hands, which she en­deav­ored to con­ceal, were trem­bling as if strick­en with pal­sy.

			“One minute more,” thought Sholmes, “and she will be­tray her­self.”

			He placed him­self be­tween her and her hus­band in the de­sire to avert the aw­ful dan­ger which, through his fault, now threat­ened that man and wom­an. But, at sight of the baron, he was shocked to the very cen­tre of his soul. The same dread­ful idea had en­tered the mind of Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle. The same thought was at work in the brain of the hus­band. He un­der­stood, al­so! He saw the truth!

			In des­per­a­tion, Al­ice De­mun hurled her­self against the im­pla­ca­ble truth, say­ing:

			“You are right, mon­sieur. I made a mis­take. I did not en­ter by this door. I came through the gar­den and the vestibule … by aid of a lad­der—”

			It was a supreme ef­fort of true de­vo­tion. But a use­less ef­fort! The words rang false. The voice did not car­ry con­vic­tion, and the poor girl no longer dis­played those clear, fear­less eyes and that nat­u­ral air of in­no­cence which had served her so well. Now, she bowed her head—van­quished.

			The si­lence be­came painful. Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle was wait­ing for her hus­band’s next move, over­whelmed with anx­i­ety and fear. The baron ap­peared to be strug­gling against the dread­ful sus­pi­cion, as if he would not sub­mit to the over­throw of his hap­pi­ness. Fi­nal­ly, he said to his wife:

			“Speak! Ex­plain!”

			“I have noth­ing to tell you,” she replied, in a very low voice, and with fea­tures drawn by an­guish.

			“So, then … Made­moi­selle. …”

			“Made­moi­selle saved me … through de­vo­tion … through af­fec­tion … and ac­cused her­self. …”

			“Saved you from what? From whom?”

			“From that man.”

			“Bres­son?”

			“Yes; it was I whom he held in fear by threats. … I met him at one of my friends’ … and I was fool­ish enough to lis­ten to him. Oh! there was noth­ing that you can­not par­don. But I wrote him two let­ters … let­ters which you will see. … I had to buy them back … you know how. … Oh! have pity on me! … I have suf­fered so much!”

			“You! You! Suzanne!”

			He raised his clenched fists, ready to strike her, ready to kill her. But he dropped his arms, and mur­mured:

			“You, Suzanne. … You! … Is it pos­si­ble?”

			By short de­tached sen­tences, she re­lat­ed the heartrend­ing sto­ry, her dread­ful awak­en­ing to the in­famy of the man, her re­morse, her fear, and she al­so told of Al­ice’s de­vo­tion; how the young girl di­vined the sor­row of her mis­tress, wormed a con­fes­sion out of her, wrote to Lupin, and de­vised the scheme of the theft in or­der to save her from Bres­son.

			“You, Suzanne, you,” re­peat­ed Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle, bowed with grief and shame. … “How could you?”

			

			On the same evening, the steam­er City of Lon­don, which plies be­tween Calais and Dover, was glid­ing slow­ly over the smooth sea. The night was dark; the wind was fainter than a zephyr. The ma­jor­i­ty of the pas­sen­gers had re­tired to their cab­ins; but a few, more in­trepid, were prom­e­nad­ing on the deck or sleep­ing in large rock­ing-chairs, wrapped in their trav­el­ling-rugs. One could see, here and there, the light of a cigar, and one could hear, min­gled with the soft mur­mur of the breeze, the faint sound of voic­es which were care­ful­ly sub­dued to har­mo­nize with the deep si­lence of the night.

			One of the pas­sen­gers, who had been pac­ing to and fro up­on the deck, stopped be­fore a wom­an who was ly­ing on a bench, scru­ti­nized her, and, when she moved a lit­tle, he said:

			“I thought you were asleep, Made­moi­selle Al­ice.”

			“No, Mon­sieur Sholmes, I am not sleepy. I was think­ing.”

			“Of what? If I may be so bold as to in­quire?”

			“I was think­ing of Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle. She must be very un­hap­py. Her life is ru­ined.”

			“Oh! no, no,” he replied quick­ly. “Her mis­take was not a se­ri­ous one. Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle will for­give and for­get it. Why, even be­fore we left, his man­ner to­ward her had soft­ened.”

			“Per­haps … but he will re­mem­ber it for a long time … and she will suf­fer a great deal.”

			“You love her?”

			“Very much. It was my love for her that gave me strength to smile when I was trem­bling from fear, that gave me courage to look in your face when I de­sired to hide from your sight.”

			“And you are sor­ry to leave her?”

			“Yes, very sor­ry. I have no rel­a­tives, no friends—but her.”

			“You will have friends,” said the En­glish­man, who was af­fect­ed by her sor­row. “I have promised that. I have rel­a­tives … and some in­flu­ence. I as­sure you that you will have no cause to re­gret com­ing to Eng­land.”

			“That may be, mon­sieur, but Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle will not be there.”

			Her­lock Sholmes re­sumed his prom­e­nade up­on the deck. Af­ter a few min­utes, he took a seat near his trav­el­ling com­pan­ion, filled his pipe, and struck four match­es in a vain ef­fort to light it. Then, as he had no more match­es, he arose and said to a gen­tle­man who was sit­ting near him:

			“May I trou­ble you for a match?”

			The gen­tle­man opened a box of match­es and struck one. The flame light­ed up his face. Sholmes rec­og­nized him—it was Ar­sène Lupin.

			If the En­glish­man had not giv­en an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ment of sur­prise, Lupin would have sup­posed that his pres­ence on board had been known to Sholmes, so well did he con­trol his feel­ings and so nat­u­ral was the easy man­ner in which he ex­tend­ed his hand to his ad­ver­sary.

			“How’s the good health, Mon­sieur Lupin?”

			“Bra­vo!” ex­claimed Lupin, who could not re­press a cry of ad­mi­ra­tion at the En­glish­man’s sangfroid.

			“Bra­vo? and why?”

			“Why? Be­cause I ap­pear be­fore you like a ghost, on­ly a few hours af­ter you saw me drowned in the Seine; and through pride—a qual­i­ty that is es­sen­tial­ly Eng­lish—you evince not the slight­est sur­prise. You greet me as a mat­ter of course. Ah! I re­peat: Bra­vo! Ad­mirable!”

			“There is noth­ing re­mark­able about it. From the man­ner in which you fell from the boat, I knew very well that you fell vol­un­tar­i­ly, and that the bul­let had not touched you.”

			“And you went away with­out know­ing what had be­come of me?”

			“What had be­come of you? Why, I knew that. There were at least five hun­dred peo­ple on the two banks of the riv­er with­in a space of half-a-mile. If you es­caped death, your cap­ture was cer­tain.”

			“And yet I am here.”

			“Mon­sieur Lupin, there are two men in the world at whom I am nev­er as­ton­ished: in the first place, my­self—and then, Ar­sène Lupin.”

			The treaty of peace was con­clud­ed.

			If Sholmes had not been suc­cess­ful in his con­tests with Ar­sène Lupin; if Lupin re­mained the on­ly en­e­my whose cap­ture he must nev­er hope to ac­com­plish; if, in the course of their strug­gles, he had not al­ways dis­played a su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, the En­glish­man had, none the less, by means of his ex­tra­or­di­nary in­tu­ition and tenac­i­ty, suc­ceed­ed in re­cov­er­ing the Jew­ish lamp as well as the blue di­a­mond.

			This time, per­haps, the fin­ish had not been so bril­liant, es­pe­cial­ly from the stand­point of the pub­lic spec­ta­tors, since Sholmes was obliged to main­tain a dis­creet si­lence in re­gard to the cir­cum­stances in which the Jew­ish lamp had been re­cov­ered, and to an­nounce that he did not know the name of the thief. But as man to man, Ar­sène Lupin against Her­lock Sholmes, de­tec­tive against bur­glar, there was nei­ther vic­tor nor van­quished. Each of them had won cor­re­spond­ing vic­to­ries.

			There­fore they could now con­verse as cour­te­ous ad­ver­saries who had lain down their arms and held each oth­er in high re­gard.

			At Sholmes’ re­quest, Ar­sène Lupin re­lat­ed the strange sto­ry of his es­cape.

			“If I may dig­ni­fy it by call­ing it an es­cape,” he said. “It was so sim­ple! My friends were watch­ing for me, as I had asked them to meet me there to re­cov­er the Jew­ish lamp. So, af­ter re­main­ing a good half-hour un­der the over­turned boat, I took ad­van­tage of an oc­ca­sion when Folen­fant and his men were search­ing for my dead body along the bank of the riv­er, to climb on top of the boat. Then my friends sim­ply picked me up as they passed by in their mo­tor­boat, and we sailed away un­der the star­ing eyes of an as­ton­ished mul­ti­tude, in­clud­ing Gan­i­mard and Folen­fant.”

			“Very good,” ex­claimed Sholmes, “very neat­ly played. And now you have some busi­ness in Eng­land?”

			“Yes, some ac­counts to square up. … But I for­got … what about Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle?”

			“He knows ev­ery­thing.”

			“All! my dear Sholmes, what did I tell you? The wrong is now ir­repara­ble. Would it not have been bet­ter to have al­lowed me to car­ry out the af­fair in my own way? In a day or two more, I should have re­cov­ered the stolen goods from Bres­son, re­stored them to Mon­sieur d’Im­bl­e­valle, and those two hon­est cit­i­zens would have lived to­geth­er in peace and hap­pi­ness ev­er af­ter. In­stead of that—”

			“In­stead of that,” said Sholmes, sneer­ing­ly, “I have mixed the cards and sown the seeds of dis­cord in the bo­som of a fam­i­ly that was un­der your pro­tec­tion.”

			“Mon Dieu! of course, I was pro­tect­ing them. Must a per­son steal, cheat and wrong all the time?”

			“Then you do good, al­so?”

			“When I have the time. Be­sides, I find it amus­ing. Now, for in­stance, in our last ad­ven­ture, I found it ex­treme­ly di­vert­ing that I should be the good ge­nius seek­ing to help and save un­for­tu­nate mor­tals, while you were the evil ge­nius who dis­pensed on­ly de­spair and tears.”

			“Tears! Tears!” protest­ed Sholmes.

			“Cer­tain­ly! The d’Im­bl­e­valle house­hold is de­mol­ished, and Al­ice De­mun weeps.”

			“She could not re­main any longer. Gan­i­mard would have dis­cov­ered her some day, and, through her, reached Madame d’Im­bl­e­valle.”

			“Quite right, mon­sieur; but whose fault is it?”

			Two men passed by. Sholmes said to Lupin, in a friend­ly tone:

			“Do you know those gen­tle­men?”

			“I thought I rec­og­nized one of them as the cap­tain of the steam­er.”

			“And the oth­er?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“It is Austin Gilett, who oc­cu­pies in Lon­don a po­si­tion sim­i­lar to that of Mon­sieur Du­douis in Paris.”

			“Ah! how for­tu­nate! Will you be so kind as to in­tro­duce me? Mon­sieur Du­douis is one of my best friends, and I shall be de­light­ed to say as much of Mon­sieur Austin Gilett.”

			The two gen­tle­men passed again.

			“And if I should take you at your word, Mon­sieur Lupin?” said Sholmes, ris­ing, and seiz­ing Lupin’s wrist with a hand of iron.

			“Why do you grasp me so tight­ly, mon­sieur? I am quite will­ing to fol­low you.”

			In fact, he al­lowed him­self to be dragged along with­out the least re­sis­tance. The two gen­tle­men were dis­ap­pear­ing from sight. Sholmes quick­ened his pace. His fin­ger­nails even sank in­to Lupin’s flesh.

			“Come! Come!” he ex­claimed, with a sort of fever­ish haste, in har­mo­ny with his ac­tion. “Come! quick­er than that.”

			But he stopped sud­den­ly. Al­ice De­mun was fol­low­ing them.

			“What are you do­ing, Made­moi­selle? You need not come. You must not come!”

			It was Lupin who replied:

			“You will no­tice, mon­sieur, that she is not com­ing of her own free will. I am hold­ing her wrist in the same tight grasp that you have on mine.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause I wish to present her al­so. Her part in the af­fair of the Jew­ish lamp is much more im­por­tant than mine. Ac­com­plice of Ar­sène Lupin, ac­com­plice of Bres­son, she has a right to tell her ad­ven­ture with the Baroness d’Im­bl­e­valle—which will deeply in­ter­est Mon­sieur Gilett as an of­fi­cer of the law. And by in­tro­duc­ing her al­so, you will have car­ried your gra­cious in­ter­ven­tion to the very lim­it, my dear Sholmes.”

			The En­glish­man re­leased his hold on his pris­on­er’s wrist. Lupin lib­er­at­ed Made­moi­selle.

			They stood look­ing at each oth­er for a few sec­onds, silent­ly and mo­tion­less. Then Sholmes re­turned to the bench and sat down, fol­lowed by Lupin and the girl. Af­ter a long si­lence, Lupin said: “You see, mon­sieur, what­ev­er we may do, we will nev­er be on the same side. You are on one side of the fence; I am on the oth­er. We can ex­change greet­ings, shake hands, con­verse a mo­ment, but the fence is al­ways there. You will re­main Her­lock Sholmes, de­tec­tive, and I, Ar­sène Lupin, gen­tle­man-bur­glar. And Her­lock Sholmes will ev­er obey, more or less spon­ta­neous­ly, with more or less pro­pri­ety, his in­stinct as a de­tec­tive, which is to pur­sue the bur­glar and run him down, if pos­si­ble. And Ar­sène Lupin, in obe­di­ence to his bur­glar­i­ous in­stinct, will al­ways be oc­cu­pied in avoid­ing the reach of the de­tec­tive, and mak­ing sport of the de­tec­tive, if he can do it. And, this time, he can do it. Ha-ha-ha!”

			He burst in­to a loud laugh, cun­ning, cru­el and odi­ous.

			Then, sud­den­ly be­com­ing se­ri­ous, he ad­dressed Al­ice De­mun:

			“You may be sure, made­moi­selle, even when re­duced to the last ex­trem­i­ty, I shall not be­tray you. Ar­sène Lupin nev­er be­trays any­one—es­pe­cial­ly those whom he loves and ad­mires. And, may I be per­mit­ted to say, I love and ad­mire the brave, dear wom­an you have proved your­self to be.”

			He took from his pock­et a vis­it­ing card, tore it in two, gave one-half of it to the girl, as he said, in a voice shak­en with emo­tion:

			“If Mon­sieur Sholmes’ plans for you do not suc­ceed, made­moi­selle, go to La­dy Strong­bor­ough—you can eas­i­ly find her ad­dress—and give her that half of the card, and, at the same time, say to her: Faith­ful friend. La­dy Strong­bor­ough will show you the true de­vo­tion of a sis­ter.”

			“Thank you,” said the girl; “I shall see her to­mor­row.”

			“And now, Mon­sieur Sholmes,” ex­claimed Lupin, with the sat­is­fied air of a gen­tle­man who has ful­filled his du­ty, “I will say good night. We will not land for an hour yet, so I will get that much rest.”

			He lay down on the bench, with his hands be­neath his head.

			In a short time the high cliffs of the Eng­lish coast loomed up in the in­creas­ing light of a new­born day. The pas­sen­gers emerged from the cab­ins and crowd­ed the deck, ea­ger­ly gaz­ing on the ap­proach­ing shore. Austin Gilette passed by, ac­com­pa­nied by two men whom Sholmes rec­og­nized as sleuths from Scot­land Yard.

			Lupin was asleep, on his bench.
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