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DOSSIER No. 113,

L

IN the Paris evening papers of February 28, 186—, there appeared the
following intelligence : —

““A daring robbery, committed during the night at one of our most eminent
bankers’, NF André Fauvel, has created great excitement this morning
throughout the neighbourhood of the Rue de Provence. The thieves, who
were as skilful as they were bold, succeeded in effecting an entrance to the
bank, in forcing the lock of a safe that has heretofore been considered im-

regnable, and in possessing themselves of the enormous sum of three hun-
gre( and fifty thousand francs in bank-notes. The police, immediately in-
formed of the robbery, displayed their accustomed zeal, and their efforts
have been crowned with success. Already, it is said, P. B., a clerk in the
bank, has been arrested, and there is every reason to hope that his accomn-
plices will be speedily overtaken by the hand of justice.”

For four days this robbery was the talk of Paris. Then public attention
was absorbed {y later and equally interesting events ; an acrobat broke his
leg at the circus; an actress made her début at a small theatre; and the
news of the 28th was soon forgotten.

But for once the newspapers were—perhaps intentionally—wrong, or at
least inaccurate in their information. The sum of three hundred and fifty
thousand francs had certainly been stolen from M. André Fauvel's bank,
but not in the manner described. A clerk had also been arrested on suspi-
cion, but no decisive proof had been forthcoming against him. This robbery
of unusual importance remained, if not inexplicable, at least unexplained.

The following are the facts of the case as related with scrupulous exacti-
tude in the official police report.

II.

The banking-house of M. André Fauvel, No. 87 Rue d¢ Provence, is an
important establishment, and, owing to its large staff of clerks, presents
very much the appearance of a government department. On the ground-
floor are the offices, with windows opening on the street, protected by iron
bars sufficiently strong and close together to discourage all burglarious
attempts. A large glass door opens into a spacious vestibule, where three
or four messengers are always in waiting. On the right are the rooms to
which the public is admitted, and from which a narrow passage leads to
the head cashier's office. The offices of the corresponding clerks, the ledger
clerk, and general accounts are on the left. At the farther end is a small
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glazed court with which seven or eight small wickets communicate. These
are kept closed, except only on particular days when a considerable num-
ber of payments have to be made, and then they are indispensable.

M. lpuuvel‘s private office is on the first floor over the general offices, and
leads into his handsome private apartments. This office communicates
directly with the bank by means of a dark, narrow staircase, which opens
into the room occupied by the head cashier. This latter room is completely
proof against all burglarious attacks, no matter how skilfully-planned ; in-
deed, it could almost withstand a regular siege, sheeted as it is like a
monitor. The doors, and the partition in which the wicket is where pay-
ments are made, are covered with thick iron plates; and a heavy grating
protects the fireplace. Fastened in the wall by enormous iron clamps is a
safe, a formidable and fantastic piece of furniture, calculated to fill with
envy the poor devil who carries his fortune easily enough in a pocket-book.
This safe, considered the masterpiece of the well-known house of Becquet, is
six feet in height and four and ahalf in width, and is made cntirely of
wrought iron, with triple sides, and divided into isolated compartments in
case of fire.

The safe is opened by an odd little key, which is, however, the least im-
portant part of the mechanism. Five movable steel buttons, upen which
are engraved all the letters of the alphabet, constitute the real power of
the ingenious lock. To open the safe it is requisite, before inserting the
key, to replace the letters on the buttons in the same order in which they
were when the door was locked. In M. Fauvel’s bank, as elsewhere, it
was always closed with a word that was changed from time to time.
This word was known only to the head of the bank and the chief cashier,
each of whom had a key to the safe. In such a stronghold, a person
might deposit more diamonds than the Duke of Brunswick possessed, and
sleep well, assured as he would be of their safety. But one danger seemed

- to threaten—that of forgetting the secret word which was the ‘¢ Open,
sesame,” of the iron barrier.

About half-past nine o’clock on the morning of the 28th of February, the
bank clerks were all busy at their various desks, when a middle-aged man
of dark complexion and military air, clad in deep mourning, appeared in the
office adjoining that of the head cashier, and expressed a desire to sce him.

He was told that the cashier had not arrived, and his attention was
called to a placard in the entry, which stated that the cashier’s office opened
at ten o’clock.

This reply seemed to disconcert and aunoy the new-comer. I expected,”
he said, in a tone of cool impertinence, ‘‘to find some one here ready to
attend to my business. I explained the matter to M. Fauvel yesterday. I
am Count Louis de Clameran, owner of iron-works at Oloron, and have
come to receive three hundred thousand francs deposited in this bank by
my late brother, whose heir I am. It is surprising that no direction has
been given about it.”

Neither the title of the noble manufacturer, nor his explanations, ap-
peared to have the slightest effect upon the clerks. ‘¢ The head cashier has
not yet arrived,” they repeated, ‘‘ and we can do nothing for you.”

‘“ Then conduct me to M. Fauvel,”

There was a moment’s hesitation ; then a clerk named Cavaillon, who was
writing near the window, said: ¢ The chief is always out at this hour.”

““I will cal] again, then,” replied M. de Clameran. And he walked out,
as he had entered, without saying *“ Good morning,” or even raising his hat.
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“Not very polite, that customer,” said little Cavaillon; “but he is
unlucky, for here comes Prosper.” .

Prosper Bertomy, head cashier of Fauvel’s banking-house, was a tall,
handsome man, of about thirty, with fair hair and large dark-blue eyes,
fastidiously neat in appearance, and dressed in the height of fashion. He
would have been very prepossessing but for a cold, reserved English-like
manner, and a certain air of self-sufficiency, which spoiled his naturally
bright and open countenance.

; “ Ah,”here you are !” cried Cavaillon. ¢‘Some one has just been asking
or you.

“yWho? An ironmaster, was it not?”

¢ Exactly.”

‘“Well, he will come back again, Knowing that I should be late this
morning, I made all my arrangements yesterday.” Prosper had unlocked
gis office-door, and, as he finished speaking, entered, and closed it behind

im.

““Good !” exclaimed one of the clerks; ¢ there is a man who never lets
anything disturb him. The chief has quarrelled with him twenty times for
always coming too late, and his remonstrances have no more effect upon
him than a breath of wind.”

““Aud quite right too; he knows he can get anything he wants out of
the chief.”

‘¢ Besides, how could he come any sooner? A man who sits up all night,
and leads a fast life, doesn’t feel inclined for work early in the morning,
Did you notice how pale he looked when he came in?”

‘“He must have been playing heavily again. Couturier says he lost
fifteen hundred francs at a sitting last week.”

‘‘ His work is none the worse done for all that,” interrupted Cavaillon.
¢“If you were in his place—"

He stopped short. The door of the cashier’s office suddenly opened, and
the cashier appeared before them with tottering step, and a wild, haggard
look on his ashy pale face. *‘‘Robbed!” he gasped out; I have been
robbed !”

Prosper’s horrified expression, his hollow voice and trembling limbs, so
alarmed the clerks that they jumped off their stools and ran towards him.
He almost dropped into their arins ; he was sick and faint, and sank into a
chair. His companions surrounded him, and begged him to explain himself.
““ Robbed ?”’ they said ; ¢ where, how, by whom?”

Gradually, Prosper recovered himself. ¢ All the money I had in the
safe,” he said, *‘ has been stolen.”

<All?”

““Yes, all; three rolls, each containing one hundred notes of a thousand
francs, and one roll of fifty thousand. The four rolls were wrapped in a
sheet of paper and tied together.”

With the rapidity of lightning, the news of the robbery spread through-
out the banking-house, and the room was soon filled with curious inquirers.

“Tell us, Prosper,” said young Cavaillon, ¢ has the safe been broken
open?”

¢“No; it is just as I left it.”

¢ Well, then, how could—”

¢ All T know is that yesterday I placed three hundred and fifty thousand
franes in the safe, and this morning they are gone.”

A deep silence ensued, which was at length broken by an old clerk, who
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did not secem to share the general consternation. ¢ Doun’t distress yourself,
M. Bertomy,” he said ; *no doubt the chief has disposed of the money.”

The unhappy cashier started up with a look of relief ; he eagerly caught
at the suggestion. ‘Yes!” he exclaimed, ‘‘it must be as you say; the
chief must have taken it.” But, after thinking a few minutes, he remarked
in a tone of deep discouragement: ‘ No, that is impossible. During the
five years that I have had charge of the safe, M. Fauvel has never opened
it excepting in my presence. Whenever he has needed money, he has
eigher waited until I came, or has sent for me, rather than take it in my
absence.”

““Well,” said Cavaillon, ¢ before despairing, let us ascertain the truth.”

But a messenger had already informed M. Fauvel of the disaster, and as
Cavaillon was about to go in quest of him, he entered the office.

M. André Fauvel appeared to be a man of fifty, inclined to corpulency,
of medium height, with iron-grey hair ; and, like all hard workers, he had
a slight stoop. Never did he by a single action belie the kindly expres-
sion of his face. He had a frank air, a lively, intelligent eye, and full, red
lips. Born in the neighbourhood of Aix, he betrayed, when animated, a
slight Provencal accent that gave a peculiar flavour to his genial humour.,
The news of the robbery had extremely agitated him, for his usually florid
face was now quite pale. ¢ What is this I hear? what has happened ?” he
said to the clerks, who respectfully stood aside when he entered the office.

The sound of M. Fauvel’s voice inspired the cashier with the factitious
energy called forth by a great crisis. The dreaded and decisive moment
had come; he arose, and advanced towards his chief. *Sir,” he said,
¢“ having, as you know, a payment to make this morning, I yesterday drew
from the Bank of France three hundred and fifty thousand francs.”

““Why yesterday ?” interrupted the banker. ¢ I think I have a hundred
times ordered you to wait until the day payment has to be made.”

I know it, sir, and I did wrong to disobey you. But the mischief is
done. Yesterday evening I locked the money up: it has disappeared, and
yet the safe has not been broken open.”

“ You must be mad !” exclaimed M. Fauvel ; *‘you are dreaming !”

These few words destroyed all hope ; but the very horror of the situation
imparted to Prosper, not the coolness of a matured resolution, but that sort
of stupid, stolid indifference which often results from unexpected catas-
trophes. It was with apparent calmness that he replied : ‘I am not mad;
neither, unfortunately, am I dreaming: I am simply telling the truth.”

This tranquillity at such a moment appeared to exasperate M. Fauvel.
He seized Prosper by the arm, and shook him roughly. ““Speak !” he ex-
claimed ; “‘speak ! who can have opened the safe ?”

1 cannot say.”

¢ No one but you and I know the secret word. No one but you and I
possess keys.”

This was a formal accusation ; at least, all the auditors present so under-
stood it. Yet Prosper’s strange calmness never left him for an instant.
He quietly released himself from M. Fauvel’s grasp, and slowly said: “In
other words, sir, it is only I who could have taken this money—"

¢¢ Miserable man,” exclaimed M. Fauvel.

Prosper drew himself up to his full height, and, looking M. Fauvel full
in the face, added : ¢ Or you!”

The banker made a threatening gesture ; and there is no knowing what
would have happened if he had not been interrupted by loud and angry
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voices in the hall. A man insisted upon entering in spite of the protesta-
tions of the messengers, and succeedes in forcing his way in. It was M.
de Clameran,

The clerks stood looking on, bewildered and motionless. The silence was
profound and solemn. It was easY to perceive that some terrible question
was being anxiously weighed by all these men.

The iron-master did not appear to observe anything unusual. He ad-
vanced, and without lifting his hat said, in his former impertinent tone :
Tt is after ten o’clock, gentlemen.”

No one answered ; and M. de Clameran was about to continue, when
turning round, he for the first time saw the banker, and walking up to him
exclaimed, ‘¢ Well, sir, I congratulate myself upon finding you in at last. I
have been here once before this morning, and found the cashier’s office not
opened, the cashier not arrived, and you absent.”

““You are mistaken, sir, I was in my office.”

‘ At any rate, I was told you were out ; that gentleman there assured me
of the fact.” And the iron-master pointed out Cavaillon. ‘¢ However, that
is of little importance,” he went on to say. ‘‘I return, and this time not
only the cashier’s office is closed, but I am refused admittance to the bank-
ing-house, and find myself compelled to force my way in. Be so good as

" to tell me whether I can have my money.”

M. Fauvel’s pale face turned red with anger as he listened to this
harangue ; yet he controlled himself. ¢ I should be obliged to you, sir,” he
said in a low voice, ‘* for a short delay.”

¢¢T thought you told me—"

““Yes, yesterday. But this morning-—this very instant—I find I have
been robbed of three hundred and fifty thousand francs.”

M. ’(,ie Clameran bowed ironically, and asked: ‘‘Shall I have to wait
long?

‘“Long enough for me to send to the Bank of France.”

Then, turning his back on the iron-founder, M. Fauvel said to his cashier :
‘¢ Write a cheque and send to the Bank at once to draw out all the available
money. Let the messenger take a cab.” Prosper remained motionless,
‘Do you hear me? ” inquired the banker angrily.

The cashier started ; he seemed as if awakening from a dream. *‘Itis
useless to send,” he said in a slow, measured tone : ¢“this gentleman requires
three hundred thousand francs, and there is less than one hundred thousand
at the Bank.”

M. de Clameran aﬁpeared to expect this answer, for he muttered : ¢ Of
course.,” Although he only pronounced these words, his voice, his manner,
his countenance clearly said : ¢‘This comedy is well acted ; but neverthe-
less it is a comedy, and I don’t intend to be duped by it.”

Alas! After Prosper’s answer, and the iron-master’s coarsely-expressed
opinion, the clerks knew not what to think. The fact was, that Paris had
just been startled by several financial crashes. The thirst for speculation
had caused the oldest and most reliable houses to totter. Men of the most
unimpeachable honour had to sacrifice their pride, and go from door to door
i1 nplor'u}jg aid. Credit, that rare bird of security and peace, rested with none,
but stood, with upraised wings, ready to fly off at the first rumour of suspicion.

This idea of a comedy arranged beforchand between the banker and his
cashier might therefore readily occur to the minds of people who, if not
suspicious, were at least aware of all the expedients resorted to by specula-
tors in order to gain time, which with them often meant salvation,
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M. Fauvel had had too much experience not to instantly divine the im-
pression produced by Prosper’s answer ; he read the most mortifying doubt
on the faces around him. ‘“Oh! don’t be alarmed, sir,” said he to M. de
Cla.mere,m’n, ‘“this house has other resources. Be kind enough to await my
return.

He left the office, went up to his private room, and in a few minutes re-
turned, holding in his hand a letter and a bundle of securities. ‘¢ Here,
quick, Couturier !” he said to one of his clerks, “ take my carriage, which
is waiting at the door, and go with this gentleman to M. de Rothschild.
Hand the latter this letter and these securities ; in exchange, you will re-
ceive three hundred thousand francs, which give to M. de Clameran.”

The iron-master was visibly disappointed ; he seemed desirous of apolo-

izing for his rudeness. ‘‘I assure you,” said he to M. Fauvel, ‘‘ that I
ﬁad no intention of giving offence. Our relations, for some years, have been
such that I hope—"

‘“ Enough, sir,” interrupted the banker, ¢ I desire no apologies. In busi-
ness, friendship counts for nothing. I owe you money : I am not ready to
pay : you are pressing : you have a perfect right to demand what is your
own. Accompany my messenger: he will pay you your money.” Then he
turned to his clerks, who stood curiously gazing on, and said: “ As for you,
gentlemen, be kind enough to resume your places at your desks.”

In an instant the office was cleared of every one excepting the clerks
who habitually occupied it ; and they resumed their seats at their desks
with their noses almost touching the paper before them, as if they were too
absorbed in their work to think of anything else.

Still excited by the events which had rapidly succeeded each other,
M. André Fauvel walked up and down the room with quick, nervous steps,
occasionally uttering some half stifled exclamation. Prosper remained
leaning against the partition, with pale face and fixed eyes, looking as if
he had lost the faculty of thinking. Finally the banker, after a long silence,
stopped short before him ; he had determined upon the line of conduct he
wf;)iuld, Jpursue, ¢ We must have an explanation,” he said. “‘ Go into your
office.

The cashier mechanically obeyed without a word ; and his chief followed
him, taking the precaution to close the door after themi. The room hore no
evidences of a successful burglary. Everything was in perfect order ; not
even a paper was disturbed. The safe was open, and on the top shelf lay
several rouleaus of gold, overlooked or disdained by the thieves.

M. Fauvel, without troubling himself to examine anything, took a seat,
and ordered his cashier to do the same. He had entirely recovered his
equanimity, and his countenance wore its usual kind expression. ¢ Now
that we are alone, Prosper,” he said, ‘‘have you nothing to tell me ?”

The cashier started, as if surprised at the question. ¢‘Nothing, sir,
that I have not already told you,” he replied.

‘“What ! nothing? Do you persist in maintaining a fable so absurd and
ridiculous that no one can possibly believe it? It is sheer folly ! Confide
in me : it is your only chance of salvation. I am your employer, it is true;
but I am before and above all your friend—your best and truest friend. I
cannot forget that in this very room, fifteen years ago, you were intrusted
to me by your father ; and ever since that day I have had cause to congratu-
late myself on possessing so faithful and efficient a clerk. Yes, it is fifteen
years since you came to me. I wasthen just commencing the foundation of
mny fortune. You have seen it gradually grow, step by step, from almost
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nothing to its present height. As my wealth increased, I endeavoured to
better your condition ; you, who, although so young, are the oldest of my
clerks. At each augmentation of my fortune I increased your salary.”

Never had the cashier heard M. Fauvel express himself in so feeling and
paternal a manner. Prosper was silent with astonishment.

¢ Answer,” pursued M. Fauvel, ‘‘have I not always been like a father to
you? From the first day, my house has been open to yjou; you were
treated as a member of my family ; my niece Madeleine and my sons looked
upon you as a brother. But you grew weary of this peaceful life. One
day, a year ago, you suddenly began to shun us ; and since then—"

The memories of the past thus evoked by the banker seemed too much
for the unhappy cashier; he buried his face in his hands, and wept
bitterly.

¢ Ab;nzm can confide everything to his father,” resumed M. Fauvel,
also deeply affected. ‘“ Fear nothing. A father not only pardons, he for-
gets. Do I not know the terrible temptations that beset a young man in
a city like Paris? There are some inordinate desires before which the
firmest principles will give way, and which so pervert our moral sense as
to renderkusiincapable of judging between right and wrong. Speak, Pros-

er, speak ! ”
pe ‘What do you wish me to say ?”

¢“The truth, When an honourable man yields, in an hour of weakness,
to temptation, his first step towards atonement is confession. Say to me,
Yes, I have been tempted, dazzled : the sight of these piles of gold turned
my brain. I am young: I have passions,”

“I1!” murmured Prosper, “I!”

¢ Poor boy,” said the banker sadly ; ‘ do you think I am ignorant of the
life you have been leading since you left my roof a year ago? Can you
not understand that all your fellow-clerks are jealous of you? that they do
not forgive you for earning twelve thousand francs a year? Never have
you committed a piece of folly without my being immediately informed of
it by an anonymous letter. I could tell you the exact number of nights you
have spent at the gaming-table, and the money you have squandered. Oh,
envy has good eyes and a quick ear! I have great contempt for these
cowardly denunciations, but was forced, not only to heed them, but to make
inquiries myself. It is only right that I should know what sort of a life is
le& by the man to whom I intrust iny fortune and my honour.”

Prosper seemed about to protest against this last speech.

““Yes, my honour,” insisted M. Fauvel, in a voice that a sense of humi-
liation rendered still more vibrating ; ¢ yes, my credit, which might have
been compromised to-day by this M. de Clameran. Do you know how much
I shall lose by paying him this money ? And suppose I had not bad the
securities which I have sacrificed ? you did not know I possessed them.”

The banker paused, as if hoping for a confession, which, however, did not
come.

¢ Come, Prosper, have courage, be frank ! I will go upstairs. You will
look again in the safe ; I am sure that in your agitation you did not search
it thoroughly. This evening I will return, and I am confg’dent that, durin
the day, you will have found, if not the three hundred and fifty thousan
francs, at least the greater portion of the amount; and to-morrow neither
you nor I will remember anything about this false alarn.”

M. Fauvel had risen, and was about to leave the room when Prosper
arose, and seized him by the arm. ¢ Your generosity is useless, sir,” he
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said bitterly ; ‘‘having taken nothing, I can restore nothing. I have
searched carefully ; the bank-notes have been stolen.”

‘“ But by whom, poor fool ? by whom ?”

“ By all that is sacred, I swear that it was not by me.” -

The banker’s faced turned crimson. ¢ Miserable wretch!” cried he,
““ do you mean to say that I took the money ?”

Prosper bowed his head, and did not answer.

‘“Ah'! it is thus, then,” said M. Fauvel unable to contain himself any
longer, “you dare— Then between you and me, M. Prosper Bertomy,
justice shall decide. Godis my witness that I have done all I could to save
you. You will have yourself to thank for what follows. I have sent for
the commissary of police ; he must be waiting in my room. Shall I call
him down ?”

Prosper, with the fearful resignation of a man who entirely abandons
himself, replied in a stifled voice : ¢ Do as you will,”

The banker was near the door, which he opened, and, after giving the
cashier a last searching look, called to an office boy: ‘‘ Anselme, ask the
commissary of police to step down.”

1III1.

Ir there is one man in the world whom no event should move or surprise,
always on his guard against deceptive appearances, capable of admitting
everything and explaining everything, it certainly is a Parisian commissary
of police.

hile the judge, from his lofty seat, applies the Code to the facts sub-
mitted to him, the commissary of police observes and watches all the odious
circumstances that the law cannot reach. A He is perforce the confidant of
disgraceful details, domestic crimes, and tolerated vices.

If, when he entered upon his office, he had any illusions, before the end
of a year they would be all dissipated. If he does not absolutely despise
the human race, it is because often, side by side with abominations indulged
in with impunity, he discovers sublime generosities which remain un-
rewarded. He sces impudent scoundrels filching the public respect ; and
he consoles himself by thinking of the modest, obscure heroes whom he has
also encountered.

So often have his previsions been deceived, that he has reached a state of
cmlete scepticism. He believes in nothing, neither in evil nor in absolute
good ; not more in virtue than in vice. His experience has forced him to
come to the sad conclusion, that not men, but events, are worth considering.

The commissary sent for by M. Fauvel soon made his appearance. It
was with a calm air, if not one of perfect indifference, that he entered the
office. He was followed by a short man dressed in a full suit of black,
which was slightly relieved by a crumpled collar.

The banker, scarcely bowing, said to the commissary: ¢ Doubtless, sir, you
have been apprised of the painful circumstance which compels me to have
recourse to your assistance ?”

Tt is about a robbery, I believe,”

“Yes ; an infamous and mysterious robbery committed in this office, from
the safe you see open there, of which my cashier” (he pointed to Prosper)
“alone possesses the key and the word.’

This declaration scemed to arouse the unfortunate cashier from his dull
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stupor. *‘Excuse me, sir,” he said to the commissary in a low tone. ¢ My
chief also has the word and the key.,”

““Of course, that is understood.”

The commissary at once drew his own conclusions. Evidently these two
men accused each other. From their own statements, one or the other was
guilty. One was the head of an important bank ; the other was a simple
cashier. One was the chief ; the otger was the clerk. But the commis-
sary of police was too well skilled in concealing his impressions to betray
his thoughts by any outward sign. Not a muscle of his face moved. Yet
he became more grave, and alternately watched the cashier and M. Fauvel,
as if trying to draw some satisfactory conclusion from their behaviour.

Prosper was very pale and dejected. He had dropped into a seat, and
his arms hung inert on either side of the chair. The Ymnker, on the con-
trary, remained standing with flashing eyes and crimson face, expressing
himself with extraordinary violence. ‘¢ And the importance of the theft is
inmense,” continued he; ‘‘there is missing a fortune, three hundred
and fifty thousand francs! This robbery might have had the most dis-
astrous consequences. In timeslike these, the want of this sum might com-
promise the credit of the wealthiest banking-house in Paris.”

¢TI believe so, if bills were falling due.”

“Well, sir, I had this very day a heavy payment to make.”

““ Ab, really !” There was no mistaking the commissary’s tone; a sus-
picion, the first, had evidently entered his mind.

The banker understood it; he started, and added quickly : “I met my
engagements, but at the cost of a disagreeable sacrifice. 1 ought to add
further, that if my orders had been obeyed, the three hundred and fifty
thousand francs would not have been here.”

‘““How is that?”

“I never desire to have large sums of money in my house over night.
My cashier had positive orders to wait always until the last moment before
drawing money from the Bank of France. I, above all, forbade him to leave
large sums of money in the safe over night.”

““You hear this ?” said the commissary to Prosper.

¢ Yes, sir,” reFlied the cashier, ¢ M. Fauvel’s statement is quite correct.”

After this explanation, the suspicions of the commissary, instead of being
strengthened, were dissipated. ¢ Well,” he said, ‘‘a robbery has been
perpetrated, but by whom ? Did the robber enter from without?”

The banker hesitated a moment. “‘I think not,” he said at last.

‘“ And I am certain he did not,” said Prosper.

The commissary expected and was prepared for these answers ; but it did
not suit his purpose to follow them up immediately. ¢ However,” said he,
‘¢ we must make ourselves sure of it.” Turning towards his companion,—
““ M. Fanferlot,” he said, ‘‘go and see if you cannot discover any traces
that may have escaped the attention of these gentlemen.”

M. Fanferlot, nicknamed ¢‘ the squirrel,” was indebted to his prodigious
agility for his title, of which he was not a little proud. Slim ang insignifi-
cant in appearance, in spite of his iron muscles, he might be taken for the
under clerk of a bailiff as he walked along buttoned up to the chin in his
thin black overcoat. He had one of those faces that impress us disagreeably
—an odiously turned-up nose, thin lips, and little restless black eyes.

Fanferlot, who had becn in the detcctive force for five years, burned to
distinguish himself, to make for hinself a name. He was ambitious. Alas!
he was unsuccessful, lacking cpportunity—or genius. Already, before the

B
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commisgary spoke to him, he had ferreted everywhere ; atudied the doors,
sounded the Partitions, examined the wicket, and stirred up the ashes in
the grate. ‘‘I cannot imagine,” said he, ‘how a stranger could have
effected an entrance here.” He walked round the office. ‘‘Is this door
closed at night?’*he im;uired.

“ It is always locked.”

¢ And who keeps the key?”

¢¢ The watchman, to whom I always gave it in charge before leaving the
bank,” said Prosper.

‘“And who,” said M. Fauvel, ‘‘sleeps in the outer room on a folding-
Vedstead, which he unfolds at night, and folds up in the morning.”

¢1Is he here now ?” inquired the commissary.

“Yes,” replied the banker, and he opened the door, and called:
¢ Anselme ! ”

This man was the favourite servant of M. Fauvel, and had lived with him
“for ten years. He knew that he would not be suspected ; but the idea of
being connected in any way with a robbery is terrible, and he entered the
room trembling like a leaf.

¢ Did you sleep in the next room last night?” asked the commissary.

¢ Yes, sir, as usual.”

‘“ At what hour did you go to bed ?”

¢ About half-past ten ; 1 had spent the evening at a café near by, with
master’s valet.”

“Did you hear no noise during the night ?”

¢ Not a sound ; and still I sleep so lightly, that if M. Fauvel comes down
to the cashier’s office when I am asleep, I am instantly awakened by the
sound of his footsteps.”

¢ M. Fauvel often comes to the cashier’s office at night, does he?”

“No sir; very seldom.”

¢ Did he come last night ?”

¢ No sir, I am very certain he did not ; for I was kept awake nearly all
night by the strong coffee I had drunk with the valet.”

““That will do; you can retire,” said the commissary.

‘When Anselme had left the room, Fanferlot resumed his search He
opened the door of the private staircase. ‘‘ Where do these stairs lead to ?”
he asked.

*“ To my private office,” repliel M. Fauvel.

¢Is not that the room whither I was conducted when I first arrived ?*
inquired the commissary.

¢“The same.”

. :: I should like to see it,” said Fanferlot, ‘‘and examine the entrance to

“ Nothing is easier,” said M. Fauvel eagerly ; * follow me, gentlemen.
And you too, Prosper.”

M. Fauvel’s private office consisted of two rooms; the waiting-room,
sumptuously furnished and beautifully decorated, and the inner one where
he transacted business. The furniture in this room wus composed of a large
office-table, several leather-covered chairs, and on either side of the fire-
place a secretary and a bookshelf.

These two rooms had only three doors ; one opened on the private stair-
case, another into the banker’s bedroom, and the third on to the hndi:ﬁ.
It.m through this last door that the banker’s clients and visitors were
witted.
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M. Fanferlot examined the room at a glance. He seemed puzzled, like
a man who had flattered himself with the hope of discovering some indica-
tion, and had found nothing. ‘‘Let us see the other side,” he said. He
p;.sselc_l into the waiting-room, followed by the banker and the commissary
of police.

rosper remained behind. Despite the disordered state of his mind,
he could not but perceive that his situation was momentarily becoming
more serious. He had demnanded and accepted the contest with his
chief ; the struggle had commenced, and now 1t no longer depended upon
his own will to arrest the consequences of his action. T%ne were about to
engage in a bitter conflict, utilizing all weapons, until one of the two should
succumb, the loss of honour being the cost of a defeat.

In the eyes of justice who would be the innocent man? Alas! the un-
fortunate cashier saw only too clearly that the chances were terribly un-
equal, and he was overwhelmed with the sense of his own inferiority.

ever had he thought that his chief would carry out his threats ; for in a
contest of this nature, M. Fauvel would have as much to risk as his cashier,
and more to lose.

Prosper was sitting near the fireplace, absorbed in the most glooming fore-
bodings, when the banker’s bedroom-door suddenly opened, and a beautiful
girl appeared upon the threshold. She was tall and slender; a loose morning
gown, confined at the waist by a simple black ribbon, betrayed to advantage
the graceful elegance of her figure. Her dark eyes were large and soft ;
her complexion had the creamy pallor of a white camellia; and her
beautiful black hair, carelessly held together by a tortoiseshell comb, fell in
g profusion of soft curls upon her exquisite neck. She was Madeleine, M.
Fauvel’s niece, of whom he had spoken not long before. Seeing Prosper in
the room, where Probably she had expected to find her uncle alone, she
eould not refrain fromn an exclamation of surprise: “ Ah!”

Prosper started up as if he had received an electric shock. His eyes, a
moment before so dull and heavy, now sparkled with joy, as if he had
caught a glimpse of a messenger of hope. ‘‘Madeleine!” he cried,
¢ Madeleine ! -

The young girl was blushing crimson. She seemed about to hastily
retreat, and stepped back ; but, Prosper having advanced towards her, she
was overcome Ey a sentiment stronger than her will, and extended her
hand, which he took and pressed with great respect. They stood thus

ace to face, but with averted looks, as if t%ey dared not let their eyes meet
{or fear of betraying their feelings ; having much to say, and not knowing
how to begin, they stood silent. Finally Madecleine murmured in a scarcely
audible voice : *‘ You, Prosper—you !”

These words broke the spell. The cashier dropped the white hand
which he held, and answered bitterly: ‘‘Yes, I am Prosper, the com-
panion of your childhood—suspected, accused of the most disgraceful
theft ; Prosper, whom your uncle has just delivered up to justice, and who,
before the day is over, will be arrested and thrown into prison.”

Madeleine, with a terrified gesture, cried in a tone of anguish: ‘Good
heavens ! Prosper, what are you saying ?”

““What! mademoiselle, do you not know what has happened? Have not
your aunt and cousins told you?”

“They have told me nothing. I have scarcely seen my cousins this
morning ; and my aunt is so ill that I felt uneasy, and came to tell my
uncle. But for heaven’s sake, speak : tell me the cause of your distress.”
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Prosper hesitated. Perhaps it ocourred to him to open his heart to
Madeleine, of revealing to her his most secret thoughts. A remembrance
of the past checked his confidence. He sadly shook his head, and replied :
¢ , mademoiselle, for this proof of interest, the last, doubtless, that
I shall ever receive from you ; but allow me, by being silent, to spare you
distress, and myself the mortification of blushing before you.”

.dndeleine interrupted him imperiously : ‘I insist upon knowing,” she
sai

““ Alas! mademoiselle,” answered Prosper, ‘‘you will only too soon
learn my misfortune and disgra.ce ; then, yes then, you will applaud your-
self for what you have done.”

She became more urgent ; instead of commanding she entreated ; but
Prosper was inflexible. ‘“Your uncle is in the adjoining room, with the
commissary of police and a detective,” said he. ‘ They will soon return.
1 entreat you to retire nat they may not find you here.” As he spoke he
gently pushed her through the door, and closed it upon her.

It was time, for the next moment the commissary and M. Fauvel en-
tered. They had visited the main entrance and the waiting-room, and
had heard nothing of what had passed. But Fanferlot had heard for
them. This excellent bloodhound had not lost sight of the cashier. He
said to himself, ‘‘ Now that my young gentleman believes himself to be
alone, his face will betray him. I shall detect a smile or a wink that will
enlighten me.”

Leaving M. Fauvel and the commissary to pursue their investigations,
he posted himself to watch. He saw the door open, and Madeleine appear
upon the threshold ; he lost not a single word or gesture of the rapid scene
which had passed. It mattered little that every word of this scene was an
enigma. M. Fanferlot was skilful enough to complete the sentences he did
not understand. As yet he only had a suspicion ; but a mere suspicion is
better than nothing ; it is a point to start from. So prompt was he in
building a plan upon the slightest incident, that he thought he saw in the
past of these people, who were utter strangers to him, glimpses of a domestic
drama. If the commissary of police is a sceptic, the detective has faith ;
he believes in evil. ‘I understand the case now,” said he to himself.
“ This man loves the young lady, who is really very pretty ; and, as Le is
handsome, I suppose his love is reciprocated. This love affair vexes the
banker, who, not knowing how to get rid of the importunate lover by fair
means, has to resort to foul, and plans this imaginary robbery, which is
very ingenious.”

Thus, to M. Fanferlot’s mind, the banker had simply robbed himself, and
the innocent cashier was the victim c¢f an odious machination. But this
conviction was at present of little service to Prosper. Fanferlot, the
ambitious man, who had determined to obtain renown in his profession,
decided to keep his conjectures to himself. ‘I will let the others go their
way, and I'll go mine,” he said. * When, by dint of close watching and
patient investigation, I shall have collected proof sufficient to insure certain
conviction, I will unmask the sconndrel.”

He was radiant. He had at last found the crime, so long looked for,
which would make hiin celebrated. Nothing was wanting, neither the
odious circumstances, nor the mystery, nor even the romantic and senti-
mental element represented by Prosper and Madelcine. Success seemed
difficult, almost impossible ; but Fanferlot, ** the squirrel,” had great con-
tideace in his own genius for investigation.
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Meanwhile, the search upstairs was completed, and every one had
returned to Prosper’s office. The commissary, who had seemed so calm
when he first came, now looked grave and perplexed. The moment for
taking a decisive part had come, yet it was evident that he hesitated.
“You see, §Ientlemen,” he began, ‘‘our search has only confirmed our first
opinion.” M. Fauvel and Prosg{er bowed assentingly.

‘“And what do you think, M. Fanferlot?” continued the commissary,
Fanferlot did not answer. Occupied in studying the lock of the safe, he
manifested signs of a lively surprise. Evidently he had just made an
important discovery. M. Fauvel, Prosper, and the commissary rose, and
surrounded him.

‘“ Have you discovered any trace? ” asked the banker eagerly.

Fanferlot turned round with a vexed air. He reproached himself for not
having concealed his impressions. ‘“Oh!” said he carelessly, *I have
discovered nothing of importance.”

‘* But we should like to know,” said Prosper.

“I have merely convinced myself that this safe has been recently opened
or shut, I know not which, with some violence and haste.”

¢ How s0?” asked the commissary, becoming attentive.

¢¢ Look, sir, at this scratch near the lock.”

The commissary stooped down, and carefully examined the safe ; he saw
a slight scratch several inches long that had removed the outer coat of
varnish, ‘I see the scratch,” said he, ¢ but what does it prove?”

¢Oh, nothing at all |’ said Fanferlot. ‘I just now told you it was of
no importance.”

Fanferlot said this, but it was not his real opinion. This scratch,
undeniably fresh, had for him a signification that escaped the others. He
said to himself : ¢* This confirms my suspicions. If the cashier had stolen
millions, there was no occasion for his being in a hurry; whereas the
banker creeping down in the dead of the night with cat-like footsteps, for
fear of awakening the man in the outer room, in order to rifie his own safe,
had every reason to tremble, to hurry, to hastily withdraw the key, which,
slipping out of the lock, scratched off the varnish.”

solved to unravel alone the tangled thread of this mystery, the
detective determined to keep his conjectures to himself; for the same
reason he was silent as to the interview which he had witnessed between
Madeleine and Prosper. He hastened to withdraw attention from the
scratch upon the lock. “To conclude,” he said, addressing the commissary,
I am convinced that no one outside of the bank could have obtained access
to this room. The safe, moreover, is intact. No suspicious pressure has
been used on the movable buttons. I can assert that the lock has not been
tampered with by burglar’s tools or false keys. Those who opened the safe
knew the word, and possessed the key.”

This formal affirmation of a man whom he knew to be skilful ended the
hesitation of the commissary. ‘¢ That being the case,” he replied, *‘ I must
request a few moments conversation with M. Fauvel.”

‘I am at your service,” said the banker.

Prosper foresaw the result of this conversation. He quietly placed his
hat on the table to show that he had no intention of attempting to escape,
and passed into the adjoining office. Fanferlot also went out, but not
before the commissary had made him a sign, and received one in return.
This sign signified, * You are responsible for this man.”

The detective needed no admonition to make him keep a strict watch.



18 DOSSIER No, 118,

His suspicions were too vague, his desire for success was too ardent, for him
to lose sight of Prosper an instant. Closely following the cashier, he seated
himself in a dark corner of the office, and, pretending to be sleepy, he fixed
himself in a comfortable position for taking a nap, gaped until his jaw-
bone seemed about to be dislocated, then closed his eyes and kept perfectly
uiet.

k Prosper took a seat at the desk of an absent clerk. The others were
burning to know the result of the investigation ; their eyes shone with
curiosity, but they dared not ask a question. Unable to restrain himself any
longer, little Cavaillon, Prosper’s defender, ventured to say: ‘‘ Well, who
stole the money ?”

Prosper shrugged his shoulders. ¢ Nobody knows,” he replied.

Was this conscious innocence or hardened recklessness? The clerks
observed with bewildered surprise that Prosper had resumed his usual
manner—that sort of icy haughtiness that kept people at a distance, and
made him so unpopular in the bank. Save the death-like pallor of his face,
and the dark circles around his swollen eyes, he bore no traces of the pitiable
agitation he had exhibited a short time before. Never would a stranger
entering the office have supposed that this young man, idly lounging in a
chair and toying with a pencil, was resting under an accusation of robbery,
and was about to be arrested. He soon stopped playing with the pencil,
lil_nd drew towards him a sheet of paper upon which he hastily wrote a few

ines.

“ Ah, ha!” thought Fanferlot, the squirrel, wnose hearing and sight were
wonderfully good in spite of his profound sleep; ‘““eh! eh! he makes his
little confidential communication on paper, I see ; now we will discover
something positive.”

His note written, Prosper folded it carefully into the smallest possible
size, and after furtively glancing towards the detective, who remained
motionless in his corner, threw it across the desk to little Cavaillon with
this one word—*‘ Gipsy !”

All this was so quickly and skilfully done that Fanferlot was confounded,

“and began to feel a little uneasy. *‘The devil take him ! ” said he to him-
self ; ““for a suffering innocent this young dandy has more pluck and nerve
than many of my ofdest customers. This, however, shows the result of
education ! ”

Yes, innocent or guilty, Prosper must have been endowed with great
self-control and power of dissimulation to affect this presence of mind at a
time when his honour, his future happiness, all that he held dear in life,
were at stake. And he was only thirty years old.

Either from natural deference, or from the hope of gaining some ray of
light by a private conversation, the commissary determined to speak to the
banker before acting decisively. ¢ There is not a shadow of doubt,” said
he, as soon as they were alone ; * this young man has robbed you. It would
be a gross neglect of duty if I did not secure his person. The law wil!
decide whether he shall be released, or sent to prison.”

This declaration seemed to distress the banker. He sank into a chair,
and murmured : ‘‘ Poor Prosper!” Seeing the astonished look of his listener,
he added : ‘¢ Until to-day, I have always%md the most implicit faith in my
cashier’s honesty, and would have unhesitatingly confided my fortune to hit
keeping. Almost on my knees have I besought and implored himn to confess
that in a moment of desperation he had taken the money, promising him
pardon and forgetfulness; but I could not move him. I loved him; and
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even now, in spite of the trouble and humiliation that he is bringing upon
me, I cannot get myself to feel harshly towards him.”

The commissary looked as if he did not understand. ‘What do you
mean by humiliation ?” he asked.

““What | ” said M. Fauvel excitedly, ¢‘is not justice the same for all?
Because I am the head of a bank, and he only a clerk, does it follow that
my word i more to be relied upon than his? Why could I not have robbed
myself ? Such things have been done. They will ask me for facts ; and
I shall be compelled to expose the exact situation of my house, explain my
affairs, disclose the secret and method of my operations.”

¢ Tt is possible that you will be called upon for some explanation ; but
your well-known integrity—”

‘“Alas! He was %onest too. His integrity has never been doubted.
Who would have been suspected this morning if I had not been able to
instantly produce a hundred thousand crowns? Who would be suspected
if I could not prove that my assets exceed my liabilities by more than three
millions ?”

To a strictly honourable man, the thought, the possibility of suspicion
tarnishing his fair name, is cruel suffering. The banker suffered, and the
commissary of police saw it, and felt for him. ‘ Be calm, sir,” said he;
¢“ before the end of a week, justice will have collected sufficient proof te
establish the guilt of this unfortunate inan, whom we may now recall.”

Prosper entered with Fanferlot—whom they had much trouble to awaken
—and with the most stolid indifference listened to the announcement of his
arrest. In reponse he calmly said : * I swear that I am innocent.”

M. Fauvel, much more disturbed and excited than his cashier, made &
last attempt. ¢‘It is not too late yet, poor boy,” he said : *‘for heaven’s
sake reflect—"

Prosper did not appear to hear him. He drew from his pocket a small
key, which he laid on the table, and said : ‘* Here, sir, is the key of your
safe. I hope for my sake that you will some day be convinced of my
innocence ; and I hope for your sake that the conviction will not come too
late.” Then as every one was silent, he resumed : ‘¢ Before leaving I hand
over to you the books, papers, and accounts necessary for my successor. I
must at the same time inform you that, without speaking of the stolen three
hundred and fifty thousand francs, I leave a deficit in cash.”

A deficit! This ominous word from the lips of a cashier fell like a
bombshell upon the ears of Prosper’s hearers. His declaration was in-
terpreted in divers ways. ‘¢ A deficit!” thought the commissary ; *‘ how,
after this, can his guilt be doubted ? Before stealing the whole contents of
the safe, he has kept his hand in by occasional small thefts.” ¢‘A deficit !”
said the detective to himself, ¢ now, no doubt, the very innocence of this
poor devil gives his conduct an appearance of great depravity; were he
guilty, he would have replaced the first money by a portion of the second.”

The grave importance of Prosper’s statement was considerably diminished
by the explanation he proceeded to make: ‘‘There is a deficit of three
thousand five hundred francs on my cash account, which has been disposed
of in the following manner : two thousand taken by myself in advance on
my salary ; fifteen hundred advanced to several of my fellow clerks. This
is the last day of the month : to-morrow the salaries will be paid, con-
sequently—"

e commissary interrupted him—*¢ Were you authorized o draw money
whenever you wished for yourself or the clerks? ”
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¢ No ; but I knew that M. Fauvel would not have refused me permission
to oblige my friends in the bank. What I did is done everywhere ; I have
simply followed my predecessor’s example.” The banker made a sign of
assent. ‘‘ As regards that spent by myself,” continued the cashier, ‘I
had a sort of right to it, all of my savings being deposited in this bank ;
about fifteen thousand francs.”

¢ That is true,” said M. Fauvel ; ‘ M. Bertomy has at least that amount
on deposit.”

This last question settled, the commissary’s errand was at an end, and his
report might now be made. He announced his intention of leaving, and
orgered the cashier to prepare to follow him. -

Usually, the moment—when stern reality stares us in the face, when our
individuality is lost, and we feel that we are being deprived of our liberty—
is terrible. At the fatal command, “ Follow me,” which brings before our
eyes the yawning prison gates, the most hardened sinner feels his courage
fail, and abjectly begs for mercy. But Prosper lost none of that studied

hlegm which the commissary of police secretly pronounced consummate
impudence. Slowly, with as much careless ease as if going to lunch with
a iriend, he smoothed his hair, drew on his overcoat and gloves, and said
politely : ‘I am ready, sir, te accompany you.”

The commissary folded up his note-book, and bowing to M. Fauvel, said
to Prosper, ‘‘Come with me!”

They left the room, and with a distressed face, and eyes filled with tears
that he could not restrain, the banker stood watching their retreating forms.
““Good heaven !|” he exclaimed : ‘‘gladly would I give twice that sum to
reﬁiu'.n my old confidence in poor Prosper, and be able to keep him with me ! ”

he quick-eared Fanferlot overheard these words, and prompt to suspicion,
and ever disposed to impute to others the deep astuteness peculiar to him-
self, was convinced they had been uttered for his benefit. He had re-
mained behind the others, under pretext of looking for an imaginary
umbrella, and, as he reluctantly departed, said he would call in again to see
if it had been found.

It was Fanferlot’s task to escort Prosper to prison ; but, as they were
about starting, he asked the commissary to leave him at liberty to pursue
another course, a request which his superior granted. Fanferlot had re-
solved to obtain possession of Prosper’s note, which he knew to be in
Cavaillon’s pocket. To obtain this written proof, which must be an impor-
tant one, appeared the easiest thing in the world. He had simply to arrest
Cavaillon, frighten him, demand the letter, and, if necessary, take it by
force. But to what would this lead? To nothing but an incomplete and
doubtful result.

Fanferlot was convinced that the note was intended, not for the young
clerk, but for a third person. If exasperated, Cavaillon might refuse to
divulge who this person was, who after all might not bear the name
“@ipsy ” pronounced by the cashier. And, even if he did answer his ques-
tions, would he not lie? After mature reflection, Fanferlot decided that it
would be superfluous to ask for a secret when it could be surprised.
To quietly follow Cavaillon, and keep close watch on him until he caught
him in the very act of handing over the letter, was but play for the detective.
This method of proceeding, moreover, was much more in keeping with the
character of Fanferlot, who, being naturally soft and stealthy, deemed it
s;xel to his profession to avoid all disturbance or anything resembling

olence.
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Fanferlot’s plan was settled when he reached the vestibule. He be,
talking with an office-boy, and, after a few apparently idle questions, dis.
covered that Fauvel’s bank had no outlet on the Rue de la Victoire, and
that consequently all the clerks were obliged to pass in and out through the
main entrance in the Rue de Provence. From this moment the task he
had undertaken no longer presented a shadow of difficulty. He rapidly
crossed the street, and took up his position under a %]ateway. His post of
observation was admirably chosen ; not only could he see every one who
entered and came out of the bank, but he also commanded a view of all the
windows, and by standing on tiptoe could look through the grating, and see
Cavaillon bending over his desk.

Fanferlot waited a long time, but did not wax impatient, for he had often
had to remain on watch entire days and nights at a time, with much less
important objects in view than the present one. Besides, his mind was
busily occupied in estimating the value of his discoveries, weighing his
‘chances, and, like Perrette with her pot of milk, building the foundation of his
fortune upon present success. Finally, about one o’clock, he saw Cavaillon
rise from his desk, change his coat, and take down his hat. * Very good e
he exclaimed, ‘‘my man is coming out ; I must keep my eyes open.’

The next moment Cavaillon aEpea.red at the door of the bank; but before
stepping on the pavement he looked up and down the street in an undecided
manner.

¢“ Can he suspect anything ? ” thought Fanferlot.

No, the young clerk suspected nothing ; only having a commission to
execute, and fearing his absence would be observed, he was debating with
himself which would be the shortest road for him to take. He soon de-
cided, entered the Faubourg Montmartre, and walked up the Rue Notre
Dame de Lorette so rapidly, utterly regardless of the grumbling passers-by
whom he elbowed out of his way, that Fanferlot found it difficult to kee
him in sight. Reaching the Rue Chaptal, Cavaillon suddenly stopped, an
entered the house numbered 39. He had scarcely taken three steps in the
narrow hall when he felt a touch on his shoulder, and turning abruptly
found himself face to face with Fanferlot. He recognised him at once, and
turning very pale he shrank back, and looked around for means of escape.
But the detective, anticipating the attempt, barred the way. Cavaillon
saw that he was fairly caufht. ¢ What do you want with me ?” he asked
in a voice tremulous with fright.

Fanferlot was distinguished among his colleagues for his exquisite snavity
and unequalled urbanity. Even with his prisoners he was the perfection
of courtesy, and never was known to handcuff a man without first apologising
for being compelled to do so. ‘‘You will be kind enough, my dear sir”,
he said, “‘to excuse the great liberty I take; but I really am under the
\Qecessity of asking you for a little information.”

¢ Information ! From me, sir?”

% From you, my dear sir ; from M. Eugéne Cavaillon.”

‘“But I do not know you.”

¢ Oh, yes, you must remember seeing me this morning. It is only about
a trifling niatter, and you will overwhelm me with obligations if you will do
me the honour to accept my arm, and step outside for a moment.” What
could Cavaillox. do? He took Fanferlot’s arm, and went out with him.

The Rue Chaptal is not one of those noisy thoroughfares where foot-

engers are in parpetual danger of being run over by numberless vehicles -
ashing to and fro ; there are but two or three shaps, and from the corner
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of the Rue Fontaine, occupied by an a theca?. to the entrance of the Rue
Léonie, extends a high, gloomny wall,p\?roken ere and there by some emall
windows which light the carpenters’ shops behind. It is one of those
streets where you can talk at your ease, without having to step from the
sidewalk every moment. So Fanferlot and Cavaillon were in no danger of
bein%vdisturbed by passers-by.

¢ What I wished to say, my dear sir,” began the detective, ‘‘is that M.
Prosper Bertomy threw you a note this morning.”

Cavaillon vaguely foresaw that he was to be questioned about this note,
and instantly put himself on his guard. ¢ You are mistaken,” he said,
blushing to his ears.

‘“ Excuse me for presuming to contradict you, but I am quite certain of
what I say.”

T assure you that Prosper never gave me anything.”

“ Pray, sir, do not persist in a denial ; you will compel me to prove that
four clerks saw him throw you a note written in pencil and closely folded.”

Cavaillon saw the folly of further contradicting a man so well informed ;
80 he changed his tactics, and said. “‘It is true Prosper gave me a note
this morning ; but as it was intended for me alone, after reading it, I tore
it up, and threw the pieces in the fire.”

This might be the truth. Fanferlot feared so ; but how could he assure
himself of the fact? He remembered that the most palpable tricks often
succeed the best, and, trusting to his star, he said at hazard: “ Permit me
to observe that this statement is not correct ; the note was entrusted to you
to Eive to Gipsy.”

despairing gesture from Cavaillon apprised the detective that he was
not mistaken ; he breathed again. ¢‘I swear to you, sir—" began the young
man.

‘“Do not swear,” interrupted Fanferlot : ‘“all the oaths in the world
would be useless. You not only preserved the note, but you came to this
house for the purpose of giving it to Gipsy, and it is in your pocket now.”

¢ No, sir, no!”

Fanferlot paid no attention to this denial, but continued in his gentlest
tone: “ And I am sure you will be kind enough to give it to me; believe
me, nothing but the most absolute necessity—"

“Never !” exclaimed Cavaillon ; and, believing the moment favourable,
he suddenly attempted to jerk his arm from under Fanferlot’s and escape,
But his efforts were vain; the detective’s strength was equal to ri’s
suavity.

‘‘Don’t hurt yourself, young man,” he said ; ‘‘but take my advice, and
quietly give up the letter.”

Y have not got it.”

“Very well ; sec, you reduce me to painful extremities, If you persist
in being so obstinate, I shall call two policemen, who will take you by each
arm, and escort you to the cominissary of police; and, once there, I shall
be undgr the painful necessity of searching your pockets, whether you will
or not.

Cavaillon was devoted to Prosper, and willing to make any sacrifice in his
behalf ; but he clearly saw that it was worse than useless to struggle any
longer, as he would have no time to destroy the note. To deliver it under
force was no betrayal ; but he cursed his powerlessness, and almost wept
with rage. ‘‘Iam in your power,” he said, and then suddenly drew from
his pocket-book the unlucky note, and gave it to the detective.
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Fanferlot trembled with pleasure as he unfolded the paper ; yet, faithful
to his habits of fastidious politeness, before reading it, he bowed to Cavail-
%oxﬁ and said : ¢ You will permit me, will you not, sir?” Then he read as

ollows :—

“DEAR N1NaA—If you love me, follow my instructions instantly, without
a moment’s hesitation, without asking any questions. On the receipt of this
note, take everything you have in the house, absolutely everything, and
establish yourself in furnished rooms at the other end of Paris. Do not
appear in public, but conceal yourself as much as possible. My life may
depend on your obedience. I am accused of an immense robbery, and am
about to be arrested. Take with you five hundred francs, which you will
find in the secretary. Leave your address with Cavaillon, who will explain
what I have not time to tell. Be hopeful, whatever happens. Good-bye !
—PRrosPER.”

Had Cavaillon been less bewildered, he would have seen blank disappoint-
ment depicted upon the detective’s face after the perusal of the note.
Fanferlot had cherished the hope that he was about to possess a very
important document which would clearly prove the guilt or innocence of
Prosper ; whereas he had only seized a love-letter written by a man who
was evidently more anxious about the welfare of the woman he loved than
about his own. Vainly did he puzzle over the letter, hoping to discover
some hidden meaning : twist the words as he would, they proved nothing
for or against the writer. The two words ‘‘ absolutely everything ” were
underscored, it i8 true ; but they could be interpreted in so wany ways,
The detective, however, determined not to drop the matter here. ¢ This
Madame Nina Gipsy is doubtless a friend of M. Prosper Bertomy ?”

‘¢ She is his particular friend.”

¢¢ Ah, T understand ; and she lives here at No. 39%”

‘“ You know it well enough, as you saw me go in there.”

¢« I suspected it to be the house, but now tell me whether the apartmentas
she occupies are rented in her name.”

‘“No. Prosper rents them.”

¢ Exactly ; and on which floor, if you please ?

¢“On the first.”

During this colloquy, Fanferlot had folded up the note, and slipped it
into his pocket. ‘¢ A thousand thanks,” said he, ‘‘for the information ; and,
in re;um, I will relieve you of the trouble of executing your commission.”

“8ir 1

““Yes ; with your permission, I will myself take this note to Madame
Nina Gipsy.”

Cavaillon began to rcmonstrate, but Fanferlot cut him short by saying,
““T will also venture to give you a piece of advice. Return quietly to your
business and have nothing more to do with this affair.”

¢“ But Prosper is a good friend of mine, and has saved me from ruin more
than once.”

¢“Only the more reason for xour keeping quiet. You cannot be of the
slightest assistance to him, and I can tell you that ?'ou may be of great
injury. As you are known to be his devoted friend, of course your absence
at this time will be remarked upon. Any steps that you take in this
matter will receive the worst interpretation,”

s er is innocent, I am sure.”

Fanferlot was of the same opinion, but he had no idea of betraying his
private thoughts; and yet for the success of his investigations it was
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necessary to impress the importance of prudence and discretion upon the
young man. ngwould havepot.old him tg) keep silent concerning what had
passed between them, but he dared not.

‘¢ What you say may be true,” he said. ‘I hope it is for the sake of M.
Bertomy, and on your own account too; for, if he is guilty, you will
certainly be very much annoyed, and perha?s suspected of complicity, as
you are well known to be intimate with him.”

Cavaillon was overcome.

‘“ Now, you had best take my advice, and return to your business, and—
Good morning, sir ”

The poor fellow obeyed. Slowly and with swelling heart he returned to
the Rne Notre Dame de Lorette. He asked himself how he could serve
Prosper, warn Madame Gipsy, and, above all, have his revenge upon this
odious detective, who had just made him suffer such cruel humiliation. He
had no sooner turned the corner of the street than Fanferlot entered No. 39,
mentioned the name of Prosper Bertomy to the concierge, went up-stairs,
and knocked at the first door he came to. It was opened by a youthful foot-
man, dressed in the most fanciful livery.

‘¢ Is Madame Gipsy at home ?” enquired Fanferlot.

The servant hesitated ; seeing this, Fanferlot showed his note and said :
¢ M. Prosper told me to hand this note to madame and wait for an answer.”

‘“ Walk in, and I will let madame know you are here.”

The name of Prosper produced its effect. Fanferlot was ushered into a
little room furnished in blue and gold silk damask. Heavy curtains
darkened the windows, and hung in front of the doors. The floor was
covered with a blue velvet pile carpet.

¢ Qur cashier was certainﬁ'y well lodged,” murmured the detective. But
he had no time to pursue his inventory. One of the curtains was pushed
aside, and Madame Nina Gipsy stood before him. She was quite young,
small, and graceful, with a brown or rather gold-coloured quadroon com-
plexion, and the hands and feet of a child. Long curling silk lashes
softened the piercing brilliancy of her large black eyes ; her lips were full,
and her teeth were very white. She bad not yet made her toilet, but wore
a velvet dressing-gown, which did not conceal the lace ruffles bencath.
But she had already been under the hands of a hairdresser. Her hair was
curled and frizzed high on her forehead, and confined by narrow bands of
red velvet; her back hair was rolled in an immense coil, and held by a
beautiful gold comb. She was ravishing. Her beauty was so startling
that the dazzled detective was speechless with admiration.

‘“Well,” he said to himself, as he remembered the noble, severe beauty
of Madeleine, whom he had seen a few hours previous, * Our young gentle-
man certainly has good taste—very good taste—two perfect beauties ! ”

While he thus reflected, perfectly bewildered, and wondering how he
could begin the conversation, Madame Gipsy eyed him with the most
disdainful surprise : she was waiting for this shabby little man in a thread-
bare coat and greasy hat to explain his presence in her dainty drawing-
room. She had many creditors, and was recalling them, and wondering
which one had dared send this man to wipe his dusty boots on her velvet-
pile carpets. After scrutinizing him from head to foot with undisguised
contempt, she said haughtily, ¢ What is it that you want ?”

Any one but Fanferlot would have been offended at her insolent manner ;
but he only noticed it to ﬁain some notion of the young woman’s disposition,
“She is bad-tempered,” he thought, ‘‘ and is uneducated.”
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‘While he was ulating upon her merits, Madame Nina impatiently
stamped her little foot and waited for an answer ; finally she said : *“ Why
don't you speak ? What do you want here 7

‘I am charged, my dear madame,” he answered in his softest tone, ** by
M. Bertomy, to give you this note.”

“ From Prosper ! You know him then?”

“I have that honour, madame ; indeed, I may be so bold as to claim
him as a friend.”

“What, sir! You a friend of Prosper!” exclaimed Madame Gipsy in a
scornful tone, as if her pride were wounded.”

Fanferlot did not condescend to notice this offensive exclamation. He
was ambitious, and contempt failed to irritate him. ‘I said a friend of
his, madame, and there are few people who would have the courage to
claim friendship for him now.”

Madame Gipsy was struck by the words and manner of Fanferlot. ¢ I
never could guess riddles,” she said tartly : *‘ will you be kind enough to
explain what you mean ?

he detective slowly drew Prosper’s note from his Pocket, and, with a
bow, presented it to Madame Gipsy. ‘‘ Read madame,” he said.

She certainly anticipated no misfortune ; although her sight was excel-
lent, she stopped to fasten a tiny gold eyeglass on her nose, then carelessly
opened the note. At a glance she read its contents. She turned very pale,
then very red ; she trembled as if with a nervous chill ; her limbs secmed
to give way, and she tottered so that Fanferlot, thinking she was about to
fall, extended his arms to catch her.

Useless precaution ! Madame Gipsy was one of those women whose inert
listlessness conceals indomitable euergy ; fragile-looking creatures whose
powers of endurance and resistance are unlimited ; cat-like in their soft

ce and delicacy, especially cat-like in their nerves and muscles of steel,

he dizziness caused by the shock she had received quickly passed off,

She tottered, but did not fall, and stood up looking stronger than ever;

seizing the wrist of the detective she held it as if her delicate little hand

were a vice, and cried out: ‘‘Explain yourself ! what does all this mean ?
Do you know nniything about the contents of this note ?”

Although Fanferlot showed plenty of courage in daily contending with
the most dangerous rascals, he was almost terrified by the action of
Madame Gipsy. ‘‘Alas!” was all he murmured.

¢¢ Prosper is to be arrested, accused of being a thief?”

‘“Yes, madame, he is accused of taking three hundred and fifty thousand
francs from the bank-safe.”

¢¢ It is false, infamous, absurd ! ” she cried. She had dropped Fanferlot’s
hand ; and her fury, like that of a spoiled child, found vent in violent
actions, She tore her web-like handkerchief, and the magnificent lace on
her gown, to shreds. ¢‘ Prosper steal!” she cried ; ‘‘ what a stupid idea !
‘Why should he steal ? 1Is he not rich ?”

¢¢M. Bertomy is not rich, madame ; he has nothing but his salary.”

This answer seemed to confound Madame Gipsy. *‘ But,” she insisted,
‘“I bhave always seen him with plenty of money ; not rich—then—" She
('l:}:'ed not finish ; but her eye met Fanferlot’s, and they understood each
other.

Madame Nina’s look meant: ‘“He committed this robbery in order to

tify my extravagant whims.” Fanferlot’s glance signified: * Very
ikely, madame,”
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- A few moment's reflection restored Nina’s original assurance. Doubt
fled after hovering for an instant over her agitated mind. ‘“No!” she
cried, “I regret to say that Prosper would never have stolen a sin%:o
sou for me. One can understand a man robbing a bank to obtain the
means of bestowing pleasure and luxury upon the woman hc loves; but
Prouger does not love me ; he never has loved me.”

¢ Oh, mf dear lady ! protested the gallant and insinuating Fanferlot,
¢t you surely cannot mean what you say.”

er beautful eyes filled with tears, as she sadly shook her head and
replied : ‘I mean exactly what I say. It is only too true. He is ready to
fmtify my every wish, you may say ; what does that prove? Nothing.
am too well convinced that he does not love me. I know what love is.
Once I was beloved by an affectionate, true-hearted man; and my own
sufferings of the last year make me know how miserable I must have made
him by my cold return. Alas | we nust suffer ourselves before we can feel
for others. No, I am nothing to Prosper ; he would not care if—"

“But then, madame, why—"

¢ Ah, yes,” interrupted Nina, ‘“ why ? You will be very wise if you can
answer me. For a year have I vainly sought an answer to this question,
so sad to me. I, a woman, cannot answer it ; and I defy you to do so.
You cannot discover the thoughts of a man who is so thoroughly master of
himself that he never permits a single idea that is passing through his mind
to be detected upon his countenance. I have watched him as only a
woman can watch the man upon whom her fate depends, but it has always
been in vain. He is kind and indulgent ; but he does not betray himself,
never will commit himself. Ignorant fpeople call him weak, yielding: I
tell you that fair-haired man is a rod of iron painted like a reed ! ”

Carried away by the violence of her feelings, Madame Nina betrayed her
inmost thoughts. She was without distrust, never suspecting that the
stranger listening to her was other than a friend of Prosper. for Fan-
ferlot, he congratulated himself upon his success. No one but a woman could
have drawn him so excellent a portrait ; in a moment of excitement she had
given him the most valuable information ; he now knew the nature of the
man With whom he had to deal, which, in an investigation like that he was

ursuing, is the principal point. *“ You know that %/I Bertomy gambles,”
e ventured to say, ‘‘ and gambling is apt to lead a man—"

Madame Gipsy shrugged her shoulders, and interrupted him. ¢ Yes, he
E:a.ys," she said, ‘“ but he is not a gambler. I have secen him lose and gain

rge sums without betraying the slightest agitation. He plays as he
drinks, as he sups, as he dissipates—without passion, without enthusiasm,
without pleasure. Sometimes he frightens me ; he seems to drag about a
body without a soul. Ah, I am not happy! Never have I been able to
overcome his indifference, an indifference so great, so reckless, that I often
think it must be despair ; nothing will convince me that he has not some
terrible secret, some great misfortune weighing upon his mind, and making
life a burden.”

¢ Then he has never spoken to you of his past ?”

¢ Why should he tellme? Did you not hear me ? I tell you he does not
sove me !’

Madame Nina was overcome by thoughts of the past, and tears silentl
coursed down her cheeks. But her despair was only momentary. She startcg
up, and, her eyes sparkling with generous resolution, she exclaimed: ‘“ButI
love him, and I will save him ! I will see his chief, the miserable wretch
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who dares to accuse him. I will haunt the judges, and I will prove that he
is innocent. Come, sir, let us start, and I promise you that before sunset
he shall be free, or I shall be in prison with him.”

Madame Gipsy’s project was certainly laudable, and prompted by the
noblest sentiments ; but unfortunately it was impracticable. oreover, it
would be going counter to the plans of the detective. Although he had
resolved to reserve to himself all the difficulties as well as the benefits of
this inquiry, Fanferlot saw clearly that he could not conceal the existence
of Madame Nina from the investigating magistrate. She would necessarily
be brought into the case, and be sought after. But he did not wish her to
take any steps of her own accord. He proposed to let her a,ﬁpear when
and how he judged proper, so that he might gain for himself the merit of
having discovered her. '

Fanferlot’s first step was to endeavour to calm the young woman’s excite-
ment He thought it easy to prove to her that the slightest interference
in favour of Prosper would be a piece of folly. ¢ What will you gain by
acting thus, my dear madame ?” he asked. “‘Nothing. I can assure you
that you have not the least chance of success. Remember that you will
seriously compromise yourself. Who knows if you will not be suspected as
M. Bertomy’s accomplice ?

But this alarming perspective, which had frightened Cavaillon into
foolishly giving up a letter which he might so easily have retained, only
.timulateg Gipsy’s enthusiasm. Man calculates, while woman follows the
inspirations of her heart. Our most devoted friend, if a man, hesitates
and draws back ; if a woman, rushes undauntedly forward, regardless of
the danger. ‘¢ What matters the risk ?” she exclaimed. ¢‘I don’t believe
any danger exists ; but, if it does, so much the better: it will be all the
wore to my credit. I am sure Prosper is innocent ; but, if he should be
guilty, I wish to share the punishment which awaits him.”

Madame Gipsy’s persistence was becoming alarming. She hastily drew
around her a cashmere shawl, put on her bonnet, and, although still wear.
ing her dressing-gown and slippers, declared that she was ready to walk
from one end of Paris to the other, in search of this or the other magis
trate.

¢ Come, sir,” she said, with feverish impatience. ‘‘ Are you not coming
with me?”

Fanferlot was perplexed. Happily he had always several strings to his
bow. Personal considerations having no hold upon this impulsive nature,
he resolved to appeal to her interest in Prosper.

“I am at your command, my dear lady,” he said; ‘let us go if you
desire it ; only permit me, while there is yet time, to say that we are very
probably about to do great injury to M. Bertomy.”

‘In what way, if you please?”

‘‘Because we are taking a step that he expressly forbade in his letter ;
we are surprising him—giving him no warning.”

Nina scornfully tossed her head, and replied : ¢ There are some people
who must be saved without warning, and against their will. I know
Prosper ; he is just the man to let himself be murdered without a struggle,
without speaking & word—to give himself up through sheer recklessness
and despair.”

¢ Excuse me, madame,” interrupted the detective: ‘“ M. Bertomy has
by no means the appearance of a man who has abandoned himself to
despair. On the contrary, I think he has already prepared his plan of
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defence. By showing yourself, when he advises you to remain in conceal!
ment, you will very likely render his most careful precautions uselesa,”

Madame Gipsy was silently weighing the value of Fanferlot's objections.
Finally she said : ‘‘I cannot remain here inactive, without attempting
contribute in some way to his safety. Can you not understand that
floor burne my feet?” {

Evidently, if she was not absolutely convinced, her resolution was
shaken. Fanferlot saw that he was gaining ground, and this certaint «
Kutting him more at ease, gave weight to his persuasive eloquence. ““Y n

ave it in your power, madame,” he said, ‘‘ to render a great service to 1 -.
man you love.”

“In what way, sir? tell me in what way.”

““ Obey him, my child,” said Fanferlot, in a paternal tone. L

Madame Gipsy evideutly expected very different advice. ¢‘ Obey,” she
murmured, ‘“obey !” ‘
4 “It’;’ia your duty,” said Fanferlot with grave dignity ; ‘it is your sacred

uty.

She still hesitated ; and he took from the table Prosper’s note, which she
had laid there, and continued : ‘ What ! M. Bertomy at the most trying
moment, when he is about to be arrested, stops to point out your line of
conduct ; and you would render vain this wise precaution! What does he
say to you? Let us read over this note, which is like the testament of hi
liberty. He says, ‘If you love me, I entreat you, obey.,” And you
hesitate to obey. Then you do not love him. Can you not understand,
unhappy child, that M. Bertomy has his reasons, terrible, imperious reasons,
for your remaining in obscurity for the present ?” :

Fanferlot understood these reasons the moment he put his foot in the
sumptuous apartment of the Rue Chaptal ; and, if he did not expose them
now, it was becaunse he kept them as a good general kceps his reserve, for
the purpose of deciding the victory. Madame Gipsy was intelligent enough
to divine these reasons. (

¢ Reasons for my hiding ! ” thought she, ¢ Prosper wishes, then, to keep
everyone in ignorance of our intimacy.”

She remained thoughtful for a moment ; then a ray of light seemed ta
cross her mind, and she exclaimed : ‘“Oh, I understand now! Fool that I
was for not seeing it before ! My presence here, where I have been for a
year, would be an overwhelming charge against him. An inventory of my
possessions would be taken—of my dresses, my laces, my jewels—and
my luxury would be brought against him as a crime. He would be asked
where he obtained the money requisite to lavish all these elegancies on
me.”

The detective bowed, and said : * That is perfectly true, madame.”

““Then I must fly at once! Who knows that the police are not already
warned, and may appear at any moment ?”

““0Oh,” said Fanferlot with easy assurance, ‘‘you have plenty of time
the police are not so very prompt.”

¢ No matter!”

And, leaving the detective alone in the parlour, Madame Nina hastily
ran into her bedroom, and calling her maid, her cook, and her little foot-
man, ordered them to emé)ty her drawers and wardrobe of their contents,
and assisted themn to stuff her best clothing and jewels into her trunks..
8uddenly she rushed back to Fanferlot, and said: ¢ Everything will be
‘ready for me to start in a few minutes ; but where am I to go?” \
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hotel, or furnished apartments.”

¢ But I don’t know whero to find any.”
' Fanferlot seemed to be reflecting ; but he had great difficulty in conceal-
Ing his delight at a sudden idea that flashed upon him ; his little black eyes
fairly danced with joy. ‘I know of a hotel,” he said at last, **but it might
not suit you, It is not elegantly furnished like this apartment.”
3 ““Should I be comfortable there?”
¢ “Upon my recommendation you would be treated like a queen, and,
} ove all, you would be kept concealed.”
. “Whereisit?”
¢ ¢On the other side of the river, on the Quai Sain{ Michel. It is called
khe Grand Archangel, and is kept by Madame Alexandre.”
i Madame Nina was never long making up her mind. ¢ Here are pen and
?a er,” said she, ‘‘ write your recommendation.”

Fanferlot rapidly wrote, and handed her the letter, sayng, ¢ With these
&hree,linos, madame, you can make Madame Alexandre do anything you
wish.”

““Very good. Now, how am I to let Cavaillon know my address? It
was he who should have brought me Prosper’s letter.”

‘“ He was unable to come, madame,” interrupted the detective; ‘but I

:will give him your address.”
+  Madame Gipsy was about to send fora carriage, but Fanferlot said he was
iin a hurry and would procure her one. He seemed to be in luck that day ;
for a cab was passing the door, and he hailed it. ¢ Wait here,” he said to
tihe driver, after telling him that he was a detective, *‘ for a little brunette
#who is coming down with some trunks. 1If she tells you to drive her to the
Quai Saint Michel, crack your whip ; if she gives you any other address,
xet down from your box and arrange your harness. I will keep in sight.”

% “ Did not M Bertomy say, my dear lady, to the other end of Paris? To

He stepped across the street, and stood in the door of a wine-shop. He
ad unot long to wait. In a few minutes the loud cracking of a whi
ippprised him that Madame Nina had started for the Hétel of the Gran
fArchangel. ¢ Aha,” said he gaily, “I hold Aer at any rate.”
#
!
3 IV.

< AT the same hour that Madame Nina Gipsy was secking refuge at the
Grand Archangel, so highly recommended by Fanferlot, Prosper Ber-
" tomy was being consigned to the depot of the Préfecture of Police.
Ever since the moment when he had resumed his habitual composure, he
bad not once faltered., Vainly did the people around him watch for a
suspicious expression, or any sign of his giving way under the danger of his
situation. His face wasstolid as marble, and one would have supposed him
Yinsensible to the horrors of his condition, had not his heavy breathing, and
ithe heads of perspiration standing on his brow, betrayed the intense agony
the was suffering.
i At the police station, where Prosper had to wait for two hours while the
‘commissary went to receive orders from higher authorities, he entered into
. oonversation with the two police agents who had charge of him. At twelve
o'clook he said he was hungry, and sent to a restaurant near by for his
Ilunch, which he ate with a good appetite, and also drank nearly a bottle
«of wine. 'While he was thus oceupied. several clerks from the Préfecture,

[
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who have to transact business daily with the commissaries of police, eyed
him curiously. They all formed the same opinion, and admiringly said to
each other: *“ Well, he is certainly made of strong stuff, that fellow !” And
again: ‘“The young gentleman doesn’t seem to care much. He has evi-
dently something in reserve.”

When he was told that a cab was waiting for him at the door, he at once
rose ; but, before going out, requested permission to light a cigar, which
was ted him. A flower-girl stood just by the door, and he stopped and
.bought a bunch of violets of her. The girl, seeing that he was arrested,
said, by way of thanks: *‘ Good luck to you, my poor gentleman | ”

Prosper appeared touched by this mark of interest, and replied:
“Tha;n s, my good girl, but ’tis a long time since luck has been in my
way.’

1t was magnificent weather, a bright spring morning. As the cab went
along the Rue Montmartre, Prosper kept his head out of the window,
smilingly complaifling at the same time at being imprisoned onsuch a lovel}'
day, when everything outside was so sunny and pleasant. ‘It is singular,”
he said : *‘I never feﬁt 80 great a desire to take a walk.”

One of the police agents, a large, jovial, red-faced man, received this
remark with a hearty burst of laughter, and said : ‘‘I understand.”

While Prosper was going through the formalities of the commitment, he
replied with haughty brevity to the indispensable questions that were
put to him. But after being ordered to empty his pockets on the table,
they began to search him, his eyes flashed with indignation, and a single
tear coursed down his flushed cheek. In an instant he had recovered his
stony calmness, and stood up motionless, with his arms raised in the air so
that the rough creatures about him could more conveniently ransack him
from head to foot, to assure themsclves that he had no suspicious object
concealed under his clothes.

The search would have, perhaps, heen carried to the most ignominious
lengths, but for the intervention of a middle-aged man of rather dis-
tinguished appearance, who wore a white cravat and gold spectacles, and
wag sitting at his ease by the fire. He started with sugrise, and seemed
much agitated, when he saw Prosper brought in by the officers ; he stepped
forvva.r(f,1 as if about to speak to him, then suddenly changed his mind, and
sat down again.

In spite of his own troubles, Prosper could not help percciving that this
man kept his cyes fixed upon him. Did he know him? Vainly did he try
to recollect having met him before. This individual, treated with all the
deference due to a chicf, was no less a personage than M. Lecoq, a celebrated
member of the detective police. 'When the men who were searching Prosper
were about to take off his boots, under the idea that a knife might be con-
cealed in them, M. Lecoq waved them aside with an air of authority, and
said: ¢“ You have done enough.”

He was obeyed. All the formalities being ended, the unfortunate cashier
was taken to a narrow cell; the heavily-barred door was swung to and
locked upon him ; he breathed freely; at last he was alone. Yes, he
believed himself to be alone. He was ignorant that a prison is made of glass,
that the prisoner is like a miserable insect under the microscope of an ento-
mologist. He knew not that the walls have listening ears and watchful
eyes. He felt 8o certain of being alone that he at once gave vent to his
suppresged feelings, and, dropping his mask of impassibility, burst into a
ﬂoos of tears. Hgi: long-restrained anger now flashed out like a smoulder-
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ing fire. Ina parotysm of rage he uttered imprecations and curses. He
dashed himself against the prison-walls like a wild beast in a cage.

Prosper Bertomy was not the man he appeared to be. This haughty,
correct gentleman had ardent passions and a fiery temperament. One day,
when he was about twenty-four years of age, he had become suddenly fired
by ambition. While all of his desires were repressed-—imprisoned in his
low estate, like an athlete in a straight-waistcoat, seeing around him all
those rich people with whom money served the purpose of the wand in the
fairy-tale, Ee envied them their lot.

He studied the beginnings of these financial princes, and found that at the
starting-point they possessed far less than himself. How, then, had they
succeeded ? By the force of energy, industry, and assurance. He deter-
mined to imitate and excel them.

From that day, with a force of will much less rare than we think, he
imposed silence upon his instincts. He reformed not his character, but
the outside of his character ; and his efforts were not without success,
Those who knew him had faith in his character ; and his capabilities and
ambition inspired the prophecy that he would be successfuf in attaining
eminence and wealth.

And the end of all was this—to be imprisoncd for robbery ; that is
ruined !

For he did not attempt to deceive himself. He knew that, guilty or
innocent, a man once suspected is as ineffacably branded as the shoulder of
a galley-slave. Therefore, what was the use of struggling? What benefit
was a triumph which could not wash out the stain ?

When the prison attendant brought him his supper, he found him lying
on his mattress, with his face buried in the pillow, weeping bitterly. Ah,
ne was not hungry now! Now that he was alone, he feg upon {is own
bitter thoughts. He sank from a state of frenzy into one of stupefyin
despair, and vainly did he endeavour to clear his confused mind, an
account for the dark cloud gathering about him ; no loop-hole for escape
could he discover.

The night was long and terrible, and for the first time he had nothing to
count the hours by, as they slowly dragged on, but the measured tread of
the patrol who came to relieve the sentinels. He was thoroughly wretched.

At dawn he dropped into a sleep, a heavy, oppressive sleep, which was
more wearisome than refreshing ; from which he was startled by the rough
voice of the jailor.

* Come, sir ! ” said he, ‘it is time for you to appear before the investigat-
ing magistrate.”

Prosper jumped up at once, and, without stopping to set right his dis-
ordered toilet, said : ‘‘I am ready, lead the way.”

The jailor remarked as they walked along: ‘You are very fortunate in
having your case brought before a very worthy man.” He was right.

Endowed with remarkable penetration, firm, unbiased, equally free from
false pity and excessive severity, M. Patrigent possessed in an eminent
degree all the qualities necessary for the delicate and difficult office of in-
vestigating magistrate. Perhaps he was wanting in the feverish activity
which is sometimes necessary for coming to a quick and just decision ; but
he possessed unwearying patience, which nothing could discourage. He
would cheerfully devote years to the examination of a case; he was even
now engaged in an affair of Belgian bank-notes, of which he did not collect
all the threads, and solve the mystery, until after foyr years investigation,
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Thus it was always to him that they brought the endless proceedings, the
half-finished enquiries, and the incomnplete processes.

This was the man before whom Prosper was being conducted, and he was
certainly taken by a difficult road. He was escorted along a corridor,
through a room full of police agents, down a narrow flight of steps, across
a kind of vault, and ther up a steep staircase which seemed to have no end.
Finally, he reached a long narrow gallery, on which opened numerous
doors, bearing different numbers, The custodian of the unhappy cashier
stopped before one of these doors, and said : ‘“ Here we are, xms here your
fate will be decided.”

At this remark, uttered in a tone of deep commiseration, Prosper could
not refrain from shuddering. It was only too true, that on the other side
of the door there was a man who would interrogate him, and according to
his answers would either release him from custody or commit him for trial.
Summoning all his courage, he turned to the door-handle, and was about to
enter, when the jailor stopped him. ‘‘Don’t be in such haste,” he said ;
¢¢ you must sit down here and wait till your turn comes ; then you will be
caﬂed. ” The wretched man obeyed, and his keeper took a seat beside him.

Nothing is more doleful and terrible than the having to wait in this

loomy gallery of the investigating magistrates. Occupying the entire
ength o? the wall is a wooden bench blackened by constant use. This
bench has for the last ten years been daily occupied by the murderers,
thieves, and suspicious characters of the department of the Seine. Sooner
or later, as filth rushes to a sewer, does crime reach this dreadful gallery
with one door opening on the galleys, the other on the scaffold. This place
was bitterly though vulgarly denominated by a certain ma%';strate a8 the
great public wash-house of all the foul linen in Paris. When Prosper
reached the gallery it was full of people. The bench was alinost entirel
occupied, Close l)n'esidc him, so as to touch his shoulder, sat a man wit.
a sinister countenance, dressed in rags.

Before each door, giving access to the offices of the investigating magis-
trates, stood groups of witnesses conversing in an undertone. Gendarmes
were constantly arriving and departing with prisoners. Sometimes,
above the noise of their heavy tramping along the flagstones, a woman’s
stifled sob might be heard, when, looking around, you would see some poor
mother or wife with her face buried in her handkerchief, weeping bitterly.
At short ipteryals a goor would open and shut, when an officer would call
put & name or number.

The stifling atmosphere, and the sight of so much misery made Prosper feel
#ll and faint ; he felt as if another five minutes’ stay among these wretched
creatures would make him deathly sick, when a little old man dressed in
black, wearing a steel chain, the insignia of his office, cried out: ¢ Prosper
Bertomy ! ”

The pnhappy man rose, and, without knowing how, found himself in
the room of the investigating magistrate. For a moment he was blinded.
He hagd coyne qut of a fark passage ; and the room in which he now found
himself had a window directly opposite the door, so that a flood of light
streamer] suddenly upon him. This room, like all the others in the gallery,
was of yery ordinary appearance, and small and din%{. The wall was
covered with a cheap dark green paper, and on the floor was a hideous
brown carpet, very much worn. Opposite the door was a large writing-
table strewn with bundles of papers, furnishing the antecedents of those
persons who were subjected to examinations, and behind was seated the
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w.nagistrate, immediately facing those who entered, so that his counte-
nance remained in the shade, while that of the prisoner or witness whom he
questioned was in a glare of light.

Before a little table, on the right, sat a clerk, the indispensable auxiliary
of the magistrate, enga,%ed in writing.

But Prosper observed none of these details: his whole attention was
concentra upon the arbiter of his fate, and as he closely examined his
face he was convinced that the jailor was right in styling him an honour-
able man, M. Patrigent’s homely face, with its irregular outline and short
red whiskers, lit uF y a pair of bright, intelligent eyes, and a kindly ex-
pression, was calculated to impress one favourably at first sight. ‘ Take a
seat,” he said to Prosper.

This little attention was gratefully welcomed by the prisoner, for he had
expected to be treated with harsh contempt. He looked upon it as a good
sign, and his mind felt a slight relief. M. Patrigent turned towards the
clerk, and said: ‘“ We will begin now, Sigault ; pay attention.”

Looking at Prosper, he then asked him his name.

‘¢ Auguste Prosper Bertomy,” replied the cashier.

¢ How old are you?”

‘1 shall be thirty on the fifth of next May.”

¢“What is your profession ?”

¢ T am—that is, I was—chief cashier in M. André Fauvel’s bank.”

The magistrate stopped to consult a little memorandum book lying on his
desk. Prosper, who followed attentively his every movement, began to be
hopeful, saying to himself that never would a man scemingly so unpreju-
diced be cruel enough to send him to prison again. After gnding what he
looked for, M. Patrigent resumed the examination. ‘ Where do you live ?”
he asked.

““ At No. 39, Rue Chaptal, for the last four years. Before that time I
lived at No. 7. Boulevard des Batignolles.”

‘¢ Where were you born ?”

¢ At Beaucaire, in the department of Le Gard.”

¢¢ Are your parents living?”

*¢ My mother died two years ago ; my father is still living.”

¢ Does he reside in Paris?”

““ No, sir ; he lives at Beaucaire with my sister, who married one of the
engineers of the Southern canal.” It was in broken accents that Prosper
answered these last questions. Though there are moments in the life of a
man when home memories encourage and console him, there are also mo-
ments when he would be thankful to be without a single tie, when he
bitterly regrets that he is not alone in the world.

M. Patrigent observed the prisoner’s emotion when he spoke of his
parents. ‘ What is your father’s calling ? " he continued.

‘“He was formerly a superintendent o% roads and bridges ; then he was
employed on the Southern canal like my brother-in-law ; now he has re-
tired on a pension.”

There was a moment’s silence. The magistrate had turned his chair
round, so that, although his head was apparently averted, he had a good
view of the workings of Prosper’s countenance. ¢ Well,” he said abruptly,
‘‘ you are accused of having robbed M. Fauvel of three hundred and fifty
thousand francs.”

During the last twenty-four hours the wretched young man had had time
to familiarize himself with the terrible idea of this accusation ; and yet,



34 DCSSIER NO. 118.

uttered a8 it was now in this formal brief tone, it scemed to strike him
with a horror which rendered him incapable of opening his lips. ‘ What
have you to answer?” asked the investigating magistrate.

¢ t I am innocent, sir ; I swear that I am innocent ! ”

“I hope you are,” said M. Patrigent, ‘‘and you may count upon me to
assist you, to the extent of my ability, in proving your innocence. You
must h:ve some facts to allege in your defence, some proofs you can furnish
me with.

““ Ah, sir, what can I say when I am myself unable to understand this
drcadful business ? I can only refer you to my past life.”

The ma.fistrabe interrupted him: ‘‘Let us be specific ; the robbery was
committed under circumstances that prevent suspicion from falling upon
any 1oiIne but M. Fauvel and yourself. Do you suspect any one else ?

“No, sir.”

‘“You declare yourself to be innocent, therefore the guilty party must be
M. Fauvel.” Prosper remained silent. ‘¢ Have you,” persisted the magis-
trate, ‘‘any cause for believing that M. Kauvel robbed himself ?” The
prisoner preserved a rigid silence.

I see,” said the magistrate, ‘‘ that you need time for reflection. Listen
to the reading of your examination, and after signing it you will return
to prison.”

he unhappy man was overcome. The last ray of hope was gone. He
hoard nothing of what Sigault read, and he signed the paper without look-
ing at it. He tottered as he left the magistrate’s room, so that the agent
who had him in charge was forced to support him. ‘‘I fear your case looks
bad,” said the man, ‘‘but don’t be disheartened ; keep up your courage.”

Courage ! Prosper had not a spark of it when he returned to his cell ; but
his heart was filled with anger and resentment. He had determined that
he would defend himself before the magistrate, that he would prove his
innocence ; and he had not had time to do so. He reproached himself
bitterly for having trusted to the magistrate’s benevolent face. ** What a
farce,” he angrily exclaimed, ¢ to caﬁ that an examination ! ”

It was not really an examination that Prosper had been subjected to, but
a mere formality. In summoning him, M. Patrigent obeyed Article 93 of
the Criminal Code, which says, ‘‘ Every suspected person under arrest must
be examined within twenty-four hours.” But it is not in twenty-four
hours, especially in a case like this, with no evidence or material proof,
that a magistrate can collect the materials for an examination. To trinmph
over the obstinate defence of a prisoner who shuts himself up in absolute
denial as thoug‘? in a fortress, valid proofs are needed. These weapons M.
Patrigent was busily preparing.

If Prosper had remained a little longer in the gallery, he would have seen
the same official who had called him come from the magistrate's room, and
cry out, No. 3. The witness who was awaiting his turn, and answered
the call for No. 3, was M. Fauavel.

The banker was no longer the same man. Yesterday he was kind and
affable in his manner ; now, as he entered the magistrate’s room, he seemed
irritated against his cashier. Reflection, which usually brings calmness and
a desire to pardon, had in his case led to anger and a thirst for vengeance.
'The inevitable questions which commence every examination had scarcely
been addressed to himn before his impetuous temper gained the mastery,
and he burst forth in invectives against Prosper.

M. Patrigent was obliged to impose silence upon the banker, reminding
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him of what was due to himself, no matter what wrongs he had suffered at
the hands of his clerk. Although he had very slightly examined Prosper,
the magistrate was now scrupulously attentive and particular in havin,
every question answered. Proagdr’s examination had been a mere formality,
the verifying of a positive fact. M. Patrigent now occupied himself in ferret-
ing out all t%\e attendant circumstances and the most trifling particulars,
in order to group them together, and arrive at a just conclusion.  ~

““Let us proceed with regularity,” said the magistrate to M. Fauvel,
¢‘ and pray confine g'ourself to answering my questions. Did you ever sus-
pect your cashier of being dishonest ? ”

¢ Certainly not. Yet there were reasons which should have made me
hesitate to trust him.”

¢ What reasons?”

‘M. Bertomy gambled. I have known of his spending whole nights
at the card-table, and losing large sums of money. He was intimate with
an unprincipled set. Once he was mixed up with one of my customers,
M. de Clameran, in a scandalous gambling affair at the house of some dis-
reputable woman, and which ended in an investigation at the police court.”

For some minutes the banker continued to revile Prosper. ‘You must
confess, sir,” interrupted the magistrate, *‘ that you were very imprudent,
if not culpable, to have intrusted the contents of your safe to such a man.

¢¢ Ah, sir, Prosper was not always thus. Until the past year he was a
?erfect model for men of his age. He frequented my house as one of my

amily ; he spent all of his evenings with us, and was the bosom friend of

my eldest son Lucien. One day he suddenly left us, and never came to the

. house again. Yet I had every reason to believe him to be attached to my
niece Madeleine.”

M. Patrigent had a peculiar manner of contracting his brows when he
thought he had discovered some new proof. He now did this, and said:
¢ Might not this admiration for the young lady have been the cause of M.
Bertomy’s estrangement ? ”’

‘“How 80 ?” asked the banker with surprise. ‘I was willing to bestow
Madeleine’s hand upon him, and to be frank, was astonished that he did
not ask for her in arriage. My niece would be a good match for any man,
and he should have considered himself fortunate in obtaining her. She is
very handsome, and her dowry will be half a million.”

¢ Then you can discover no motive for your cashier’s conduct?”

It is impossible for me to account for it. I have, however, always sup-

sed that Prosper was led astray by a young man whom he met at my
E‘;use about that time, M. Raoul de Lagors.”

¢“Ah! and who is this young man ?”

¢ A relative of my wife's; a very attractive, intelligent young man, some-
what wild, but rich enough to pay for his follies.”

The magistrate wrote the name Lagors at the bottom of an already long
list on his memoranda. ‘‘Now,” he said, ‘‘let us come to the point.
lSl(ou are sure that the theft was not committed by any one of your house-

old ?”

¢ Quite sure, sir.”

“You always kept your key ?” ¢

T generally carried it about on my person ; and whenever T left it at
home, 1 placed it in the drawer of the secretary in my bedroom.”

““ Where was it on the evening of the robbery ?”

¢ In my secretary.”
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uttered as it was now in this formal brief tone, it seemed to strike him
with a horror which rendered him incapable of opening his lips. ¢ What
have you to answer?” asked the investigating magistrate.

“ t I am innocent, sir ; I swear that I am innocent!”

¢TI hope you are,” said M. Patrigent, ‘“‘and you may count upon me to
assist you, to the extent of my ability, in proving your innocence. You
must hﬁve some facts to allege in your defence, some proofs you can furnish
me with.

¢¢ Ah, sir, what can I say when I am myself unable to understand this
dreadful business ? I can only refer you to my past life.”

The ma‘fistrate interrupted him : ‘‘Let us be specific ; the robbery was
comunitted under circumstances that prevent suspicion from falling upon
any %ne but ,M Fauvel and yourself. Do you suspect any one else ? ”

‘¢ No, sir.’

‘ You declare yourself to he innocent, therefore the guilty party must be
M. Fauvel.” Prosper remained silent. ¢ Have you,” persisted the magis-
trate, ‘‘any cause for believing that M. Fauvel robbed himself?” The
prisoner preserved a rigid silence.

“T see,” said the magistrate, ‘‘ that you need time for reflection. Listen
to the reading of your examination, and after signing it you will return
to prison.”

he unhappy man was overcome. The last ray of hope was gone. He
heard nothing of what Sigault read, and he signed the paper without look-
ing at it. He tottered as he left the magistrate’s room, so that the agent
who had him in charge was forced to support him. ‘I fear your case looks
bad,” said the man, ‘‘ but don’t be disheartened ; keep up your courage.”

Courage ! Prosper had not a spark of it when he returned to his cell ; but
his heart was filled with anger and resentment. He had determined that
he would defend himself before the magistrate, that he would prove his
innocence ; and he had not had time to do so. He reproached himself
bitterly for having trusted to the magistrate’s benevolent face. ¢ What a
farce,” he angrily exclaimed, ¢ to call that an examination !”

It was not really an examination that Prosper had been subjected to, but
a mere formality. In summoning him, M, Patrigent obeyed Article 93 of
the Criminal Code, which says, ‘“ Every suspected person under arrest must
be examined within twenty-four hours.” But it is not in twenty-four
hours, especially in a case like this, with no evidence or material proof,
that a magistrate can collect the materials for an examination. To triumph
over the obstinate defence of a prisoner who shuts himself up in absolute
denial as though in a fortress, valid proofs are needed. These weapons M.
Patrigent was busily preparing. .

If Prosper had remained a little longer in the gallery, he would have seen
the same official who had called him come from the magistrate’s room, and
cry out, No. 3. The witness who was awaiting his turn, and answered
the call for No. 3, was M. Fauavel.

The banker was no longer the same man. Yesterday he was kind and
affable in his manner ; now, as he entered the magistrate’s room, he seemed
irritated against his cashier. Reflection, which usually brings calmness and
a desire to pardon, had in his case led to anger and a thirst for vengeance.
The inevitable questions which commence every examination had scarcely
been addressed to him before his impetuous temper gained the mastery,
and he burst forth in invectives against Proaper.

M. Patrigent was obliged to impose silence upon the banker, reminding
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him of what was due to himself, no matter what wrongs he had suffered at
the hands of his clerk. Although he had very slightly examined Prosper,
the magistrate was now scrupulously attentive and particular in having
every question answered. Prosgdr’s examination had been & mere formality,
the verifying of a positive fact. M. Patrigent now occupied himself in ferret-
ing out all the attendant circumstances and the most trifling particulars,
in order to group them together, and arrive at a just conclusion.

‘Let us proceed with regularity,” said the magistrate to M. Fauvel,
¢ and pray confine fyoumelf to answering iny questions. Did you ever sus-
pect your cashier of being dishonest ?”

¢ Certainly not. Yet there were reasons which should have made me
hesitate to trust him.”

¢ What reasons?”

“M. Bertomy gambled. I have known of his spending whole nights
at the card-table, and losing large sums of money. He was intimate with
an unprincipled set. Once he was mixed up with one of my customers,
M. de Clameran, in a scandalous gambling affair at the house of some dis-
reputable woman, and which ended in an investigation at the police court.”

or some minutes the banker continued to revile Prosper. ‘You must
confess, sir,” interrupted the magistrate, ‘‘ that you were very imprudent,
if not culpable, to have intrusted the contents of your safe to such a man.

‘¢ Ah, sir, Prosper was not always thus. Until the past year he was a

erfect model for men of his age. He frequented my house as one of my
}Jamily ; he spent all of his evenings with us, and was the bosom friend of
my eldest son Lucien. One day he suddenly left us, and never came to the
house again. Yet I had every reason to believe him to be attached to my
niece Madeleine.”

M. Patrigent had a peculiar manner of contracting his brows when he
thought he had discovered some new proof. He now did this, and said:
¢ Might not this admiration for the young lady have been the cause of M.
Bertomy’s estrangement ? ”

‘“ How s0?”’ asked the banker with surprise. ‘I was willing to bestow
Madeleine’s hand upon him, and to be frank, was astonished that he did
not ask for her in marriage. My niece would be a good match for any man,
and he should have considered himself fortunate in obtaining her. She is
very handsome, and her dowry will be half a million.”

““ Then you can discover no motive for your cashier’s conduct?”

‘It is impossible for me to account for it. I have, however, always sup-

sed that Prosper was led astray by a young man whom he met at my
Eguse about that time, M. Raoul de Lagors.”

“Ah! and who is this young man?”

¢t A relative of my wife's; a very attractive, intelligent young man, some-
what wild, but rich enough to pay for his follies.”

The magistrate wrote the name Lagors at the bottom of an already long
list on his memoranda. ‘‘Now,” he said, ‘‘let us come to the point.
You are sure that the theft was not committed by any one of your house-
hold ?”

¢ Quite sure, sir.”

“You always kept your key ?” ¢ .

1 generally carried it about on my person ; and whenever I left it at
home, I placed it in the drawer of the secretary in my bedroom.”

¢ Where was it on the evening of the robbery ?”

“In my secretary.”



36 DOSSIER NoO. 118,

* But then—"

¢ Excuse me for interrupting you,” said M. Fauvel, ‘‘and permit me to
tell you that, to a safe like mine, the key is of no importance. To apen
it, one must know the word upon which the five movable buttons turn.
Witél the word one can even open it without the key ; but without the
word —'

‘¢ And you never told this word to any one ?”

“To no one, sir, and sometimes I should have been puzzled to know
myself with what word the safe had been closed. Prosper would change
it ,\’vhen he chose, and then inform me of the change, but I often forgot
it.

““ Had you forgotten it on the day of the theft?”

“No; the word had been changed the day before ; and its peculiarity
struck me.”

“What was it ?”

¢ Gipsy—g, i, p, 8, y,” said the banker, spelling the name.

M. Patrigent wrote down this name. ¢ One more q,uestion, sir,” said he,
“ were you at home the evening before the robbery?’

*“No ; I dined and spent the evening with a friend ; when I returned
hoxile, about one o'clock, my wife had retired, and I went to bed immedi-
ately.”

““ And you were ignorant of the amount of money in the safe ?”

¢¢ Absolutely. In conformity with my positive orders, I could only sup-
pose that a small sum had been left there over night ; I stated this fact to
the cgmmissa.ry in M. Bertomy’s presence, and he acknowledged it to be the

“It is perfectly correct, sir: the commissary’s report proves it.” M.
Patrigent was for a time silent. Tohim everything depended upon this one
fact, that the banker was unaware of the three hundred and fifty thousand
francs being in the safe, and Prosper had disobeyed orders by placing them
there over night ; hence the conclusion was very easily drawn.

Seeing that his examination was over, the banker thought he would re-
lieve his mind of what was weighing upon it. ‘I believe myself above
suspicion, sir,” he began, ‘“and yet I can never rest easy until Bertomy’s
guilt has been clearly proved. Calumny prefers attacking a successful man,
and I may be calumniated : three hundred and fifty thousand francsis a
fortune capable of tempting even a rich man. I should he obliged if you
would have the condition of my affairs strictly examined. This examination
will prove that I could have had no interesv in robbing my own safe. The
prosperous condition—"

¢ That is sufficient, sir.”

M. Patrigent was already well informed of the high standing of the banker,
and knew almost as much of his affairs as M. Fauvel himself. He asked him
to sign his testimony, and then escorted him to the door of his office, a rare
favour on his part.

‘When M. Fauvel had left the room, Sigault indulged in aremark. ¢ This
seemns to be a very cloudy case,” he said; ‘“if the cashier is shrewd and
firm, it will be difficult to convict him.”

‘¢ Perhaps it will,” said the magistrate; ‘‘but let us hear the other wit-
nesses,

The person who answered to the call for No. 4 was Lucien, M.
Fauvel’s eldest son. He was a tall, handsome young man of twenty-
two., To the magistrate’s questions he replied that he was very fond of
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Prosper, was once very intimate with him, and had always regarded him
as a strictly honourable man, incapable of doing anything unbecoming a
gentleman. He declared that he could not imagine what fatal circum-
stances conld have induced Prosper to commit atheft. He knew thathe played
cards, but not to the extent that was reported. He had never known him
to indulge in expenses beyond his means. In regard to his cousin Made-
leine, he replied : ¢ I always thought that Prosper was in love with Made-
leine, and, until yesterday, I was certain he would marry her, knowing
that my father would not oppose their union. I havealways attributed the
discontinuance of Prosper’s visits to a %ua.rrel with my cousin, but supposed
they would end by becoming reconciled.”

This information threw more light upon Prosper’s past life, than that
furnished by M. Fauvel, but did not apparently reveal any evidence which
could be used in the present state of affairs, Lucien signed his deposition,
and withdrew.

Cavaillon’s turn for examination came next. The poor fellow was in a
pitiable state of mind when he appeared before the magistrate. Having
confided to a friend his adventure with the detective, as a great secret, an
being jeered at for his cowardice in giving up the note, he felt great re-
morse, and passed the night in reproaching himself for having ruined Pros-
per. He endeavourced to repair, as well as he could, what he called his
treason. He did not exactly accuse M. Fauvel, but he courageously de-
clared that he was the cashier’s friend, and that he was as certain of his
innocence as he was of his own. Unfortunately, besides having no proofs
to strengthen his assertions, the latter were deprived of most of their value
by his violent professions of friendship for the accused.

After Cavaillon, six or eight clerks of Fauvel’s bank successively defiled
in the magistrate’s room ; but their depositions were nearly all insignificant.
One of them, however, stated a fact which the magistrate carefully noted.
He said he knew that Prosper had speculated on the Bourse through the
medium of M. Raoul de Lagors, and had gained immense sums. Five
o’clock struck before the list of witnesses summoned for the day was ex-
hausted. But M. Patrigent’s task was not yet finished. He rang for his
attendant, who instantly appeared, when he said to himn: ‘“Go at once
and bring Fanferlot here.”

It was some time before the detective answered the summons. Having
met a colleague in the gallery, he thoughtit his duty to treat him; and the
official had to fetch him from the wine-shop at the corner.

*How is it that you keep people waiting?” said the magistrate, when
the detective entered bowing and scraping. Fanferlot bowed more pro-
foundly still. Despite his smiling face, he was very uneasy. 'To unravel
the Bertomy case alone, it was requisite to play a double game that might
be discovered at any moment. In serving at the same tiine the cause of
justice and his own ambition, he ran great risks, the least of which was the
{osin of his place.

““Thave had a great deal to do,” he said, to excuse himself, ¢‘ and have
not wasted any time.” And he began to give a detailed account of his
movements, He was embarrassed, for he spoke with all sorts of restric-
tions, picking out what was to be said, and avoiding what was to be left
unsaid. Thus he gave the history of Cavaillon’s letter, which he handed to
the magistrate ; but he did not breathe a word of Madeleine. On the
other hand, he furnished minute biographical details of Prosper and
Madame Gipsy, which he had collected from various quarters during the day.
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As the detective progressed, M. Patrigent’s conviction was strengthened.
‘“ This young man is evidently guilty,” he murmured. Fanferlot did not
veply ; his opinion was different, but he was dclighted that the magistrate
was on the wrong track, thinking that his own glorification would thereby
be the greater when he discovered the real culprit. True, this grand dis-
covery was as far off as it had ever been.

After hearing all he had to say, the magistrate dismissed Fanferlot,
telling him to return the next day. ‘‘Above all,” he said, as Fanferlot left
the room, ‘‘do not lose sight of the woman Gipsy ; she must know where
the money is, and can put us on the right scent.”

Fanferlot smiled cunningly. ‘“You may rest easy about that, sir,” re-
plied he ; ¢ the lady is in good hands.”

Left to himself, although the evening was far advanced, M. Patrigent
continued to busy himself with the case, and to arrange for the rest of the
depositions being taken. The affair had obtained complete possession of
his mind ; it was, at the same time, puzzling and attractive. It seemed to
39 sui'rounded by a cloud of iystery, which he determined to penetrate and

ispel.

he next morning he was in his room much earlier than usual. On this
day he examined Madame Gipsy, recalled Cavaillon, and sent again for M.
Fauvel. For several days he displayed the same activity. Of all the wit-
nesses summoned, only two failed to appear. One was the messenger sent
by Prosper to bring the money from the Bank of France, and who was ill
from a fall. The other was M. Raoul de Lagors. But their absence did
not prevent the memoranda relating to Prosper’s case from daily increas-
ing ; and on the ensuing Monday, five days after the robbery, M. Patrigent
thought he held in his hands enough moral proof to crush the accused.

V.

‘WHILE his whole past was the object of the most minute investigations,
Prosper was in prison, in solitary confinement. The two first days had not
appeared very long to him. He had requested, and been supplied with
some sheets of paper, numbered, for they had to be accounted for ; and he
wrote, with a sort of fury, plans of defence and a narrative of justification.

The third day iie began to feel uneasy at not seeing any one except the
condemued prisoners employed to serve those undergoing solitary confine-
ment, and the jailer who brought him his food. ‘ Am I not to be examined
again ?” he would ask,

** Your turn is coming,” the jaler invariably answered.

Time passed ; and the wretched man, tortured by the sufferings of soli-
tary confinement which quickly breaks the spirit, sank into the depths of
despair. ¢ Am I to stay here for ever ?” he moaned.

o, he was not forgotten; for on the Monday morning, at one o'clock,
an hour when the jailer never came, he heard the heavy bolt of his cell
pushed back. He ran towards the door. But the sight of a grey-headed
man standing there rooted him to the spot. ‘¢ Father,” he gasped,
¢¢father ! ”

¢ Your father, yes!”

Prosper’s astonishment at secing his father was instantly succeeded by a
feeling of great joy. A father is the one friend upon whom we can always
rely. In the hour of need, when all else fails, we remember him upon
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whose knees we sat when children, and who soothed our sorrows; and
even though he may be unable to assist us, his mere presence serves to
comfort and strengt{en us.

‘Without reflecting, Prosper, impelled by tender feeling, was about to
throw himself into his father’s arms, but M. Bertomy harshly repulsed
him. ‘Do not approach me !’’ he exclaimed. He then advanced into the
cell, and closed the door. The father and son were alone together—Pros-
per heart-broken, crushed ; M. Bertomy angry, almost threatening.

Cast off by this last friend, by his father, the miserable young man
seemed to be stupefied with pain and disappointment. “‘You, too!” he
bitterly cried. ‘¢ You—you believe me guilty ? O father!”

¢ Spare yourself this shameful comedy,” interrupted M. Bertomy: “I
know all.”

“But I am innocent, father; I swear it by the sacred memory of my
mother.”

‘“Unhappy wretch! cried M. Bertomy, ‘do not blaspheme!” He
seemed overcome by tender thoughts of the past, and in a weak, broken
voice, added: ‘ Your mother is dead, Prosper, and little did I think
that the day would come when I could thank God for having teken het
{lrom me. Your crime would have killed her, would have broken her

eart !

After a painful silence, Prosper said: ‘‘ You overwhelm me, father, and
at the moment when I need all my courage; when I am the victim of an
odious plot.”

““Victim ! ” cried M. Bertomy, ¢ victim | Dare you utter your insinua-
tions against the honourable man who has taken care of you, loaded you
with benefits, and had insured you a brilliant future ! It is enough for you
to have robbed him ; do not calumniate him.”

‘¢ For pity’s sake, father, let me explain ! ”

I suppose you would deny your benefactor’s kindness.  Yet you were
at one time so sure of his affection, that you wrote me to hold myself in
readiness to come to Paris and ask M. Fauvel for the hand of his niece.
‘Was that, then, a lie?”

*“No,” said Prosper in a choked voice, ““ no.”

““That was a year ago; you then loved Mademoiselle Madeleine ; at
least you told me so.”

““ Father, I love her now, more than ever; I have never ceased to love
her.”

M. Bertomy made a gesture of contemptuous pity. ¢‘Indeed!” he cried.
¢¢ And the thought of the pure, innocent girl whom you loved did not prevent
your entering upon a path of sin. You loved her! How dared you, then,
without blushing, approach her presence after associating with the shame-
less creatures with whom you were so intimate ? ”

*“ For heaven’s sake, let me explain by what fatality Madeleine "—

‘¢ Enough, sir, enough. I told you that I know everything. I saw M.
Fauvel yesterday ; this morning I saw the magistrate, and 'tis to his kind-
ness that I am indebted for this interview. Do you know what mortifica-
tion I suffered before being allowed to see yon? I was searched and made
to empt):, all my pockets. They suspected I was conveying some weapon
to you !

rosper ceased to justify himself, but in a helpless, hopeless way, dropped
down upon « seat.

I have seen your apartments, and at once recognised the proofs of you
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crime. I saw silk curtains hanging before all the windows and doors and
the walls covered with pictures. In my father’s house the walls were
whitewashed ; and there was but one arm-chair in the whole place, and
that was my mother’s. Our luxury was our honesty. You are the first
member of our family who has possessed Aubusson carpets; though, to be
sure, you are the first thief of our blood.” At this last insult Prosper’s face
flushed crimson, but he remained silent and immovable.

““ But luxury is necessary now,” continued M. Bertomy, becoming more
excited and angry as he went on ; ¢ luxury must be had at any price. You
must have the insolent opulence and display of an upstart, without the
upstart’s wealth. . You must support worthless women who wear satin
slippers lined with swan’s down, like those I saw in your rooms, and keep
servants in livery—and to do this you steal | Bankers will no longer dare
trust the keys of their safes with any one, for every day honest families are
disgraced by the discovery of some new piece of villainy.”

M. Bertomy suddenly stopped. He saw for the first time that his son
was not in a condition to hear his reproaches. ‘‘But I will say no more,”
he added. ‘I came here not to reproach you, but to save, if possible, the
honour of our naine, to prevent it from being published in the papersamong
the names of thieves and murderers. Stand up and listen to me ! ” At his
father’s imperious tone, Prosper arose. So many successive blows had re-
duced him to a state of torpor.

‘¢ First of all,” began M. Bertomy, ‘ how much have you remaining of
the stolen three hundred and fifty thousand francs ?”

‘“ Once more, father,” replied the unfortunate inan in a tone of hopeless
resignation, ¢‘ once more I swear I am innocent.”

¢“So I supposed you would say. ‘Lhen our family will have to repair the
injury you have done M. Fauvel.”

““What do you mean?”

¢ The day your brother-in-law heard of your crime he brought me your
sister’s dowry—seventy thousand francs. I succeeded in collecting a
hundred and forty thousand francs more. This makes two hundred
and ten thousand francs which I have brought with me to give to M.
Fauvel,”

This threat aroused Prosper from his torpor. ¢ You shall do nothing of
the kind !” he cried with unrestrained indignation.

‘T will do so before the sun goes down this day. M. Fauvel will grant
me time to pay the rest. My pension is fifteen hundred francs. I can live
upon five hundred ; I am strong enough to go to work again; and your
brother-in-law—" M. Bertomy stopped short, frightened at the expression
of his son’s face. His features were contracted with such furious rage that
he was scarcely recognisable, and his eyes glared like a maniac’s.

““You dare not disgrace me thus !” cried Prosper ; ¢ you have no right
to do it. You are free to dishelieve me yourself, but you have no right Jo
take a step which would be a confession of guilt, and ruin me for evs.
Who and what convinces you of my guilt? When cold justice hesitates,
you, my father, hesitate not, but, move pitiless than the law, condemn me
unheard ! ”

¢TI will do my duty.”

¢ Which means that I stand on the edge of a precipice, and you push me
over ! Do you call that your duty ? What ! betwecn strangers who accuse
me, and myself who swear that I am innocent, you do not hesitate? Why?
Is it because I am your son? Our honour is at stake, it is true; but that
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is onlly;. !a’he morereason why you should stand by me, and assist me to defend
myself.

Prosper’s earnest, truthful manner was enough to unsettle the firmest
convictions, and make doubt penetrate the most stubborn mind. ¢ Yet,”
said M. Bertomy in a hesitating tone, ‘‘ everything seems to accuse you.”

““Ah, father, you do not know that I was suddenly banished from
Madeleine’s presence ; that I was compelled to avoid her. I became des-

rate, and tried to forget my sorrow in dissipation. I sought oblivion, and
ound shame and disgust. Oh, Madeleine, Madeleine !” g[e Wwas overcome
with emotion; but in a few minutes he resuined with renewed violence
in his voice and manner: ‘¢ Everything s against me; but no matter.
I will clear myself or perish in the attempt. Human justice is liable to
error ; although innocent, 1 may be convicted ; so be it. I will undergo
my penalty ; but people are not kept galley-slaves for ever.”

““ What do you mean ?”

I mean, father, that I am now another man. My life, henceforth, has
an object—vengeance! I am the victim of a vile plot. As long as I have
a drop of blood in my veins, I will seek its author. And I will certainly
find him ; and then bitterly shall he expiate all of my cruel suffering. The
blow has come from Fauvel’s, and I will seek the villain theve.”

f“ Take care : your anger makes you say things that you will repent here-
after.”

““Yes, I see, you are going to descant upon the probity of M. André
Fauvel. You will tell me that all the virtues have taken refuge in the
bosom of this patriarchal family. What do you know about it? Would
this be the first instance in which the most shameful secrets are concealed
beneath the fairest appearances? Why did Madeleine suddenly forbid me
to think of her? Why has she exiled me, when she suffers as much from
our separation as I myself, when she still loves me? For she does love me,
I am sure of it. I have proofs of it.”

The jailer here came to say that the time allotted to M. Bertomy had
expired, and that he must leave the cell. A thousand conflicting emotions
scemed to rend the old man’s heart. Suppose Prosper were telling the
truth : how great would be his own remorse, if he had added to the immense
weight of sorrow and trouble his son already had to bear! And who could
prove that he was not sincere in what he said ?

The voice of this son, of whom he had always been so proud, had aroused
all his paternal aflection which he had so violently repressed. Ah, were he
guilty, and guilty of a worse crime, still he was his son, his only son! His
countenance lost its severity, and his eyes filled with tears. He wished
to leave as he had enterced, stern and angry, but he had not the cruel courage.
His heart was breaking. He opened his arms, and pressed Prosper to his
breast. < Oh, my son!” he murmured, ‘“God grant you have spoken the
truth 1’

Prosper was triumphant : he had almost convinced his father of his
innocence. But he had no time to rejoice over this victory. The cell door
again opened, and the jailer’s gruff voice called out. ‘‘Itis time for you
to appear before the investigating magistrate.”

Prosper instantly obeyed the summons. His step was no longer unsteady,
as a few days previous: a complete change had come over him. He walked
firmly, with his head erect, and the fire of resolution in his eye. He knew
the way now, and he proceeded a little ahead of the officer who escorted him.
As he was passing through the room full of police-agents, he encountered
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the individual with the gold spectacles, who had watched him so intently
the day he was searched. * Courage, M. Prosper Bertomy,” he said ; ‘“if
you are innocent, there are those who will help you.”

Prosper started with surprise, and was about to reply, when the man
disappeared. ¢ Who is that gentleman ?” he asked of the officer who was
escorting him.

“Is it possible that you don’t know him?” replied the man with sur-
prise. ‘“ Why, it is M. Lecoq of the detective service.”

** You say his name is Lecoq ?”

“‘You might as well say ‘ Monsieur Lecoq,”” said the offended official ;
‘“ it would not burn your mouth. M. Lecog is a man who knows every-
thing that he wants to know, without its ever being told to him. If your
case had been in his hands instead of in those of that smooth-tongued,
imbecile Fanferlot, it would have beeun settled long ago. Nobody is allowed
to waste time when he is in command. But he seems to be a friend of

ours.”
you I never saw him until the first day I came here.”

““You can’t swear to that, because no one can boast of knowing the real
face of M. Lecoq. It is one thing to-day, and another to-morrow ; some-
times he is a dark man, sometimes a fair one, sometimes quite young, and
then an octogenarian. Why, at times he even deceives me. I begin to talk
to a stranger—bah ! it turns out to be M. Lecoq! Anybody on the face of the
earth might be he. If I were told that you were he, I should say, ‘ Very
likely it 18 20.” Ah! he can convert himself into any form he pleases. He
is a wonderful man!” The speaker would have continued for ever his praises
of M. Lecoq, had not the sight of the door of the magistrate’s room put an
end to them.

"This time, Prosper was not kept waiting on the wooden bench ; on the
contrary, the magistrate was waiting for him. M. Patrigent, who was a
E}'ofound observer of huinan nature, had contrived the interview between

. Bertomy and his snn. He was certain that between the father, a man
of such stubborn honour, and the son, accused of theft, an affecting scene
would take place, and this scene would completely unman Prosper, and
induce him to confess. He determined to send for him as soon as the
interview was over, while his nerves were vibrating with terrible emotions:
he would then tell the truth, to relieve his troubled, despairing mind.

The magistrate’s surprise therefore was great o see the cashier’s bearing ;
resolute without obstinacy, firm and assured without defiance. ‘¢ Well,”
he said to him, “ have you reflected ?

““ Not being guilty, sir, I had nothing to reflect upon.”

‘¢ Ah, I see the prison has not been a good counsellor; you forget that
sincerity and repentance are the first things necessary to obtain the indul
gence of the law.”

“T crave no indulgence, sir.”

M. Patrigent looked vexed, and said: ‘* What would you say if 1 told
you what had become of the three hundred and fifty thousand francs?”

Prosper shook his head sadly. “‘If it were known, sir, I should not be
here, but at liberty.”

This device had often been used by the magistrate, and had gencrally
succeeded ; but, with a man so thoroughly master of himself as Prosper
then was, there was small chance of success on this occasion. It had been
used at a venture, and had failed. ‘‘Then you persist in accusing M.
Fauvel ?” remarked M. Patrigent.
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* Him, or some one else.”

“ Fixcuse me: no one clse, since he alone knew the word. Had he any
interest in robbing himself? ”

“T can think of none.”

““Well, now I will tell you what interest you had in robbing him.”

M. Patrigent spoke as a man who was convinced of the facts he was
about to state ; but his assurance was all assumed. He had relied upon
crushing at a blow, a despairing, wretched man, and was nonplussed by
seeing him appear so determined upon resistance. ‘‘Will you be good
enough to tell me,” he said in a vexed tone, ‘‘ how much you have spent
during the last year?”

Prosper did not find it necessary to stop to reflect and calculate. ¢ Yes,
sir,” he answered, unhesitatingly. ‘‘Circumstances made it necessary for
me to preserve the greatest order in my wild career ; I spent about fifty
thousand francs.”

*“ Where did you obtain them ?”

¢““In the first place, twelve thousand francs were left to me by my mother.
I received from M. Fauvel fourteen thousand francs for my salary, and
share of the profits. By speculating on the Bourse I gained eight thousand
francs. The rest I borrowed, and intend repaying out of the fifteen
thousand francs which I have deposited in M. Fauvel’s bank.” The account
was clear, exact, and could be easily proved ; it must be a true one.

¢ Who lent you the money ? ” inquired M. Patrigent.

‘“M. Raoul de Lagors.” = This witness had left Paris the day of the
robbery, and could not be found ; so for the time being, M. Patrigent was
compelled to rely upon Prosper’s word.

““Well,” he said, ‘I will not press this point. Tell me why, in spite
of M. Fauvel’'s formal order, you drew the money from the Bank of
France the night before, instead of waiting till the morning of the
payment ?”

“‘Because M. de Clameran had informed ne that it would be convenient,
necessary even, for him to have his money early in the morning. He will
testify to that fact, if you summon him ; and I knew that I should reach
my office late.”

“Then M. de Clameran is a friend of yours ?”

““By no means. I have always felt an aversion to him, which there was
nothing whatever to justify; he is, however, the intimate friend of M.
de Lagors.”

While Sigault was writing down these answers, M. Patrigent was
racking his brain to imagine what could have oscurred hetween M. Bertom
and his son, to cause this transformation in Prosper. ‘¢ One thing more,”
said thea magistrate : ““how did you spend your evening the night of the
crime ?”

¢ When I left my office, at five o’clock, I took the St. Germain train, and
went to Vésinet to M. de Lagors’s country house, to return him fifteen hun-
dred francs which he had asked for ; and, not finding him at home, I left
the money with his servant.”

¢“Did the latter tell you that M. de Lagors was going away ?”

¢ No, sir. I did not know that he had left Paris.”

“ Where did you go when you left Vésinet ?”

¢¢I returned to Paris, and dined at a restaurant with a friend.”

¢ And then ?”” Prosper hesitated.

‘ You are silent,” said M. Patrigent. ‘‘I will therefore tell you how you
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employed your time. You returned to your rooms in the Rue Chaptal,
dressed yourself, and went to a party given by one of those women who
style themselves dramatic artistes, and who are a disgrace to the stage;
who receive salaries of a hundred crowns a year, and yet keep their
carriages, You went to Mademoiselle Wilson's.”

““You are right, sir.”

““ There is heavy playing at Wilson's?”

‘“ Soinetimes.”

““You are in the habit of visiting placcs of this sort. Were yon not
connected in some way with a scandalous affair which took place at the
house of a woman named Crescenzi ?”

‘] was summoned to give evidence, having becen witness of a theft.”

‘“ Gambling generally leads to stealing. And did you not play baccarat
at Wilson’s, and losc eighteen hundred francs ? ”

‘¢ Excuse me, sir, only eleven kundred.”

‘ Very well.  In the morning you paid a bill that fell due of a thousand
francs.”

““Yes, sir.”

‘“ Moreover. there remained in your desk five hundred francs, and you
had four hundred in your purse when you were arrested. So that alto-
gether, in twenty-four hours, four thousand five hundred francs—"

Prosper was not discountenanced, but amazed. Not being aware of the
powerful meaus of investigation which the law has at its command, he
wondered how the magistrate could have obtained such accurate informu-
tion in 8o short a time. ‘“ Your statement is correct, sir,”” he finally said.

‘“ Where did all this money come from? The evening before you had so
little that you were obliged to defer the payment of a small account.”

*“ The day to which you allude, I sold some bonds I had, through an agent,
which realized about three thousand francs. In addition I took from the
safe two thousand francsin advance of my salary. I havenothingto conceal.”

Prosper had given clear answers to all the questions put to him, and M.
Patrigent thought he would now attack him from a new point. *‘ You say
you have no wish to conceal any of your actions ; then why this note stealthily
thrown to one of your companions?” Here he held up the mysterious note.

This time the blow struck. Prosper’s eyes dropped before the inquiring
look of the magistrate. “‘I thought,” he staminered, ¢‘I wished "—

““ You wished to hide your mistress ?”

¢ Well, yes, sir, I did. I knew that a man in my condition, accused of a
robbery, has every fault, every weakness he has ever indulged in, charged
against him as a great crime.”

‘“Which means that you knew that the presence of a woman at your
apartments would tell very much against you, and that justice would not
excuse this scandalous defiance of public morality. A man who respects
himself so little as to live with a worthless woman, does not elevate her
to ‘hiss standard, but descends to her base level.”

‘ ir l ”»

I suppose you know who the woman is, whom you permit to bear the
honest name borne by your mother ?

* Madame Gipsy was a governess when I first knew her. She was born
at Oporto, and came to France with a Portuguese family.”

‘“ Her name is not Gipsy : she has never been a governess, and she isnot a
Portuguese.”

Prosper began to protest against this statement; but M. Patrigent
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shrugged his shoulders, and after looking over a lot of papers on his desk,
said: ‘“ Ah, here it is ; listen : Palmyre Chocareille, born at Paris in 1840,
daughter of James Chocareille, undertaker’s assistant, and of Caroline
Piedlent, his wife.”

Prosper looked vexed and impatient ; he was not aware that the magis-
trate was reading him this report in order to convince him that nothing can
escape the police. ¢“ Palmyre Chocareille,” continued M. Patrigent, * was
apprenticed at twelve years of a.%e to a shoemaker, and remained with him
until she was sixteen. Traces of her for one year are lost. At the age of
seventeen she was hired as a servant by a grocer in the Rue St. Denis, named
Dombas, and remained with him three months. She entered during this
same year, 1857, eight different situations. In 1858 she entered the service
of a dealer in fans in the Passage Choiseul.”

As he read, the magistrate watched Prosper’s face to observe the effect of
these revelations. “‘Towards the close of 1858,” continued he, ¢ she was
employed as a servant by Madame Nunts, and accompanied her to Lisbon.
How long she remained in Lisbon, and what she did while she remained
there, is not reported. Butin 1861 she returned to Paris, and was sentenced
to three months’ imprisonment for assault and battery, Ah, she returned
from Portugal with the name of Nina Gipsy.”

¢“ But, I assure you, sir,” Prosper began.

““Yes, I understand: this history is less romantic, doubtless, than the
one related to you ; but then it has the merit of being true. We lose sight
of Palmyre Chocareille, called Gipsy, upon her release from prison ; but
but we meet her again six months later, she having made the acquaintance
of a commercial traveller named Caldas, who became infatuated with her
beauty, und furnished some rooms for her near the Bastile. She assumed bis
name for some time, then she deserted him to devote herself to you. Did
you ever hear of this Caldas ?”

““ Never, sir.”

‘¢ This foolish man so deeply loved this creature that her desertion drove
him almost insane through grief. He was very resolute, and publicly swore
that he would kill his rival if he ever found him. The current report
afterwards was, that he committed suicide. He certainly sold the furniture
of the house occupied by the woman Chocareille, and suddenly disappeared.
All the efforts made to discover him proved fruitless.”

The magistrate paused a moment as if to give Prosper time for reflection,
and then slowly said: ¢“ And this is the woman whom you made your com-
panion, the woman for whom you robbed the bank !”

Once more M. Patrigent was on the wrong tract, owing to Fanferlot’s
incomplete information. He had hoped that Prosper would betray himself
by uttering some }l)assionate retort when thus wounded to the quick ; but
the latter remained impassible. Of all that the magistratc had said to him
his mind dwelt upon only one word—-" Cz1das,” the name of the poor com-
mercial traveller who had killed himself.

‘“ At any rate,” insisted M. Patrigent, ¢‘you will conicze. that this girl
has caused your ruin,”

T cannot confess that, sir, for it is not true.”

*“Yet she is the cause of your extravagance. Listen,”—the magistrate
here drew a bill from the file of papers—‘ During December you paid her
dressmaker, Van Klopen, for two out-door costumes, nine hundred francs ;
one evening dress, seven hundred francs ; one domino, trimmed with lace,
four hundred francs,”
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T spent that money of my own free will ; but, nevertheless, I was not in
the least attached to her.”

M. Patrigent shrugged his shoulders. ‘You cannot deny the evidence,”
said he. ‘I suppose you will also say that it was not for this girl's sake
you ceased spending your evenings at M. Fauvel's?”

¢I assure you tﬁat she was not the cause of my ceasing to visit M.
Fauvel’s family.”

““Then why did you suddenly break off your attentions to a young lady
whom you confidently expected to marry, and whose hand you had written
to your father to ask for you?”

*‘T had reasons which I cannot reveal,” answered Prosper with emotion.

The magistrate breathed freely ; at last he had discovered a vulnerable

oint in the prisoner’s armour. *‘‘Did Mademoiselle Madeleine banish you

rom her presence?” Prosper was silent, and secmed agitated. ‘‘ Speak,”
said M. Patrigent; ‘I must tell you that this is one of the most important
circumstances in your case.”

_1“Whatever the cost may be, on this subject I am compelled to keep
silence.

‘“Beware of what you do ; justice will not be satisfied with scruples of
conscience.” M. Patrigent waited for an answer. None came.

““You persist in your obstinacy, do you?” continued he. * Well, we will
goon to the next question. You have, during the last year, spent fifty
thousand francs. Your resources are at an end, and your credit is ex-
hausted ; to continue your mode of life was impossible. What did you
intend to do?”

h“ Ilha(} no settled plan. I thought it might last as long as it would, and
then 1—’

¢ And then you would abstract money from the safe ; was it not so?”

‘“ Ah, sir, if I were guilty I should not be here! I should never have
been such a fool as to return to the bank ; I should have fled.”

M. Patrigent could not restrain a smile of satisfaction, and exclaimed :
‘“ Exactly the argument I expected you to use. You showed your shrewd-
ness precisely by staying to face the storm, instead of flying the country.
Several recent cases have taught dishonest cashiers that flight abroad is
dangerous. Railways travel fast, but tclegrams travel faster. A French
thief can be arrcste! in London within forty-eight hours after his descrip-
tion has been telegraphed. Even America is no longer a refuge. You
remained, prudently and wisely, saying to yourself, ‘I will manage to avoid
suspicion ; and, even if I am found out, I shall be free again after three or
five years’ seclusion, with a large fortune to enjoy.” Many people would
sacrifice five years of their lives for three hundred and fifty thousaud francs.”

‘“But, sir, had I calculated in the manner you describe, I should not
have been content with three hundred and fifty thousand francs—I should
have waited for an opportunity to steal a million. I often had that sum in
my charge.”

“%Oh ! it i8 not always convenient to wait.”

Prosper was buried in deep thought for some minutes. ¢ Sir,” he finally
said, ‘‘there is one detail I forgot to mention before, and it may be of
importance.”

¢ Explain, if you please.”

¢ The messenger whom I scnt to the Bank of France for the money must
have seen me tie up the bundles of notes and put them away in the safe.
At any rate, he knows that I left my office before he did.”
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‘‘ Very well ; the man shall be examined. Now you can return to your
cell ; and once more I advise you to consider the consequences of your per-
sistent denial.” M. Patrigent thus abruptly dismissed Prosper because he
wished to act immediately upon this last piece of information.

‘“ Sigault,” said he, as soon as Prosper had left the room, ‘‘is not this
messenger the man who was excused from being examined from his having
sent a goctor’s certificate declaring him too ill to appear?”

¢ Tt is, sir.”

““ Where does he live ?”

‘“ Fanferlot says he was so ill that he was taken to the hospital—the
Dubois Hospital.”

““Very good. I am going to examine him to-day, this very hour. Take
your pen and paper, a.ng send for a cab.”

It was some distance from the Palais de Justice to the Dubois Hospital ;
but the cabman, urged by the promise of a handsome present for himself,
made his sorry jades fly as if they were blood horses.

Would the messenger be able to answer any questions? That was the
point. The physician in charge of the hospital said that, although the man
suffered severely from a broken knee, his mind was perfectly clear. ¢ That
being the case,” said the magistrate, ‘I wish to examine him, and desire
that no one be admitted while he makes his deposition.”

‘“Oh ! you will not be intruded upon ; his room contains four beds, but
with the exception of his own they are just now all unoccupied.”

When the messenger saw the magistrate enter, followed by a tall thin
young man with a portfolio under his arm, he at once knew what they had
come for. *“ Ah,” he said, *‘ you have come to see me about M. Bertomy’s
affair 2”7

‘¢ Precisely.” .

M. Patrigent remained standing by the sick-bed while Sigault arranged
his papers on a little table. In answer to the usual questions, the messenger
stated that he was named Antonin Poche, was forty years old, born at
Cadavjac in the Gironde, and was unmarried.

‘“Now,” said the magistrate, ‘‘are you well enough to answer clearly
any questions I may put to you?”

““Yes, certainly, sir.”

“Did you, on the 27th of February, go to the Bank of France for the
three hundred and fifty thousand francs that were stolen ?”

“Yes, sir.”

¢ At what hour did you return with the money ?”

‘It must have been five o’clock when I got back.”

““Do you remember what M. Bertomy did when you handed him the
notes? Now, do not be in a hurry ; think before you answer the question.”

““Let me see : first he counted the notes, and made them up into four
packages ; then he put them in the safe, which he afterwards locked, and
then—it secems to me—yes, I am not mistaken, he went out ! ”

He uttered these last words with so much energy, that, forgetting his
knee he half started up in bed, giving vent at the same time toa cry of pain.

‘“ Are you sure of what you say?” asked the magistrate.

M. Patrigent’s solemn tone seemed to frighten Antonin, ¢ Sure?” he
exclaimed with marked hesitation ; I would bet my head on it, yet I am
not more sure than that | ”

It was impossible to get him to be more precise in his answers. He had
been frightened. He already imagined himself compromised, and for a trifle
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would have retracted everything. But the effect was nonc the less pro-
duced, and when they retired M. Patrigent said to Sigault : “This is a very
important piece of evidence.”

VI.

Tue hotel of the Grand Archangel, Madame Gipsy’s asylum, was the most
clegant one on the Quai St. Michel. At this hotel a person who pays her
fortnight’s board in advance is treated with marked consideration.

Madame Alexandre, who had been a handsome woman, was now stout,
laced till she could scarcely breathe, always over-dressed, and fond of wear-
ing a number of flashy gold chains around her fat neck. She had bright
eyes and white teeth ; but, alas, a red nose. Of all her weaknesses—and
heaven knows she had indulged in every variety—only one remained ; she
loved a good dinner, washed down with plenty of good wine. But, yet,
loved her husband ; and, about the time M. Patrigent was leaving the
hospital, she began to feel worried because her ¢ little man” had not re-
turned to dinner. She was about to sit down without him, when the waiter
cried out: ‘“ Here is master.” And Fanferlot appeared in person.

Three years before, Fanferlot had kept a little private inquiry office ;
Madame Alexandre dealt without a license in perfumery and toilet articles,
and, finding it necessary to have some of her doubtful customers watched,
engaged Fanferlot’s services ; this was the origin of their acquaintance.

f they went through the marriage ceremony for the good 0? the mayoralty
and the church, it was because they imagined it would, like a baptism,
wash out the sins of the past. Upon this monmentous day, Fanferlot gave
up his private inquiry oftice, and entered the police, where he had already
been occasionally employed, and Madame Alexandre retired from business.

Uniting their savings, they hired and furnished the Grand Archangel,
which they were now carring on prosperously, esteemed by their neighbours,
who were ignorant of Fanferlot’s connection with the police force.

¢ Why, how late you are, my little man !’ exclaimed Madame Alexandre
as she dropped her knife and fork, and rushed forward to embrace her
husband.

Fanferlot received her caresses with an air of abstraction. My back is
broken,” he said. ‘I have been the whole day playing billiards with
Kvariste, M. Fauvel’s valet, and allowed him to win as often as he wished—
a man who does not know what poolis! 1 became acquainted with him
yesterday, and now I am his best friend. If I wish to enter M. Fauvel’s
service in Antonin’s place, I can rely upon Evariste’s good word.”

“ What, you be an office messenger ? you?”

““Of course I would. How else am 1 to get an opportunity of studying
my characters, if I am not on the spot to continually watch them?”

““Then the valet gave you no information ?”

¢ None that I could make use of, and yet I turned him inside out like a
glove. This banker is a remarkable man ; you don’t often meet with one
of his sort nowadays. Kvariste says he has not a single vice, not even a
little defect by which his valet could gain ten sous. He neither smokes,
drinks, nor plays; in fact, he is a saint. He is worth millions, and lives as
respectably an tltlietly as a grocer. He is devoted to his wife, adores his
children, is very hospitable, but seldom goes into society.”

¢ Then his wife is young ?”
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‘¢ No, she must be about fifty.”

Madame Alexandre reflected a minute, then asked: “Did you inquire
about the other members of the family ?”

““Certainly. The younger son is in the army. The clder son, Lucien,
lives with his parents, and is altogether as proper as a young lady. He is
8o good, indeed, that he is perfectly stupid.”

‘“ And what about the niecc?”

‘¢ Tivariste could tell me nothing about her.”

Madame Alexandre shrugged her fat shoulders. ¢ If you have discovered
nothing,” said she, ‘“it is because there is nothing to be discovered. Still,
do you know what I would do, if I were you?”

¢ Tell me.”

I would consult M. Lecoq.”

Fanferlot jumped up as if he had been shot. ‘‘Now, that’s pretty
advice ! ” he exclaimed. ‘Do you want me to lose my place? M. }iecoq
does not suspect that I have anything to do with the case, excepting to
obey his orders.”

“Nobody told you to let him know you were investigating it on your own
account. You can cousult him with an air of indifference, as if you were
not at all interested ; and, after you have got his opinion, you can take ad-
vantage of it.”

The detective weighed his wife's words, and then said: “ Perhaps you
are right ; yet M. Lecoq is so deucedly shrewd, that he might see through
me.”

““Shrewd !” echoed Madame Alexandre; ‘“shrewd! All of you at the
Préfecture say that so often, that he has gained his reputation by it. You
are just as sharp as he is.”

““Well, we will see. I will think the matter over ; but, in the meantime,
what does the girl say ?” The ‘“girl ” was Madame Nina Gipsy.

In taking up her abode at the Grand Archangel, Madame Nina thought
she was following good advice ; and, as Fanferlot had never appeared in
her presence since, she was still under the impression that she had obeyed
a friend of Prosper’s. When she received her summons from M. Patrigent,
she admired the wonderful skill of the police in discovering her hiding
place; for she had established herself at the hotel under a false, or rather
her true name, Palmyre Chocarcille. Artfully questioned by her inquisi-
tive landlady, she had, without any mistrust, confided her history to her.
Thus Fanferlot was able to impress the magistrate with the idca of his
being a skilful detective, when he pretended to have discovered all this in-
formation from a variety of sources.

““She is still upstairs,” repliecd Madame Alexandre. ¢ She suspects
nothing ; but to keep her in the house becomes daily more difficult.
I don’t know what the magistrate told her, but she came home quite
beside herself with anger. She wanted to go and make a fuss at M.
Fauvel’s. Then she wrote a letter, which she told Jean to post for her; but
I kept it to show you.”

““ What !” interrupted Fanferlot, ¢‘ you have a letter, and did not tell
me l;:f?re? Perhaps it contains the clue to the mystery. Give it to me,
quick,’

Obeying her husband, Madame Alexandre opened a little cupboard and
took out a letter, which she handed to him, ‘¢ Here, take it,” she said,
‘“ and be satisfied.”

Considering that she used to be a chambermaid, Palmyre Chocareille,
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since become Madame Gipsy, wrote well. Her letter bore the following
address, written in a free, flowing hand :
‘‘M. L. pE CLAMERAN,
‘¢ Forge-Master, Hotel du Louvre,
¢ To be handed to M. Raoul de Lagors.
¢ (Immediate.)”

“Oh, ho!” said Fanferlot, accompanying his exclamation with a little
w}(])ilsnﬂ% a8 was his habit when he thought he had made a grand discovery.
“ , ho!

‘¢ Are you going to open it ?”’ inquired Madame Alexandre.

‘¢ A little bit,” said Fanferlot, as he dexterously opened the envelope.

Madame Alexandre leaned over her husband’s shoulder, and they both
read the following :

‘¢ MoNSIEUR RAOUL—Prosper is in prison, accused of a robbery which he
never committed. I wrote to you three days ago.”

““What |” interrupted Fanferlot, ¢¢ this silly girl wrote, and I never saw
the letter ?”

¢‘ But, little man, she must have posted it herself, the day she went to
the Palais de Justice.”

‘¢ Very likely,” said Fanferlot, propitiated. He continued reading :

“I wrote to you three days ago, and have no reply. Who will help
Prosper if his best friends desert him ? If you don’t answer this letter, I
shall consider myself released from a certain promise, and without scruple
will tell Prosper of the conversation I overheard between you and M. de
Clameran. But I can count on you, can Inot? I shall expect you at the
Grand Archangel, on the quai St. Michel, the day after to-morrow, between
twelve and four.—Ni1Na Grpsy.”

The letter read, Fanferlot at once proceeded to copy it.

‘“Well ! ” said Madame Alexandre, *‘ what do you think ?”

Fanferlot was delicately refastening the letter when the door of the hotel
office was abruptly opened, and the waiter twice whispered: ‘“Pst! Pst!”

Fanferlot rapidly disappeared into a dark closet. He had barely time to
close the door before Madame Gipsy entered the room. The poor girl was
sadly changed. She was pale and hollow-cheeked, and her eyes were red
with weeping.

On seeing her, Madame Alexandre could not conceal her surprise. ** Why,
my child, you are not going out ?” said she.

““I am obliged to do so, madame ; and I have come to ask you to tell any
one that may call during my absence to wait until I return.”

¢ But where in the world are you going at this hour, unwell as you
are?” .
For a moment Madame Gipsy hesitated. ¢“Obh,” she said, ““ you are so
kind that I am tempted to confide in you ; read this note which a messen-
ger just now brought to me.”

“What !” cried Madame Alexandre perfectly aghast; ‘‘a messenger
enter my house, and go up to your room !”

*Ig there anything surprising in that?”

¢“No, oh, no! nothing surprising.” And in a tone loud enough to be
heard in the closet, Madame Alexandre read the note :

‘¢ A friend of Prosper who can neither receive you, nor present himself at
your hotel, is very anxious to speak to you. Be in the omnibus office
opposite the tower of Saint Jacques, to-night at nine precisely, and the
writer will be there, and tell you what he has to say.
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““I have appointed this public place for the rendezvous so as to relieve
your mind of all fear.”

‘¢ And you are going to this rendezvous ?”

‘¢ Certainly, madame.”

¢ But it is imprudent, foolish : it is a snare to entrap you.”

““ It makes no difference,” interrupted Nina. ‘I am so unfortunate al-
ready that I have nothin% more to dread. Any change would be a relief.”
And, without waiting to listen to anything more, she went out. The door
had scarcely closed upon her before Fanferlot bounced out of the closet.

The mild detective was white with rage, and swore violently.  What is
the meaning of this ?” he cried. ‘‘Am I to stand by and have people walk-
ing all over the Grand Archangel as if it were a public street?” Madame
Alexandre stood trembling, and dared not speak. ¢ Was ever such impu-
dence heard of before ! ” he continued. ‘A messenger comes into my house,
and goes up stairs without being seen by anybody ! I will look into this.
And the idea of you, Madame Alexandre, you, a sensible woman, being
idiotic Snough to try and persuade that little viper not to keep the appoint-
ment !

¢ But, my dear—"

¢ Had you not sense enough to know that I would follow her, and dis-
cover what she is attempting to concecal ? Come, make haste and help me,
so that she won’t recognise me.”

In a few minutes Fanferlot was completely disguised by a thick beard, a
wig, and a linen blouse, and looked for all the world like one of those disre-
putable working men who go about seeking for employment, and, at the
same time, hoping they may not find any.

‘¢ Have you your life preserver?” asked the solicitous Madame Alexandre.

‘“Yes, yes ; make haste and have that letter to M. de Clameran posted,
and keep on the look out.” And without listening to his wife, who called
after him: ¢“ Good luck,” Fanferlot darted into the street.

Madame Gipsy had ten minutes start of him ; but he ran up the street he
knew she must have taken, and overtook her on the Pout-au-Change. She
was walking with the uncertain manner of a person who, impatient to be
at a rendezvous, has started too soon, and is obliged to occupy the interven-
ing time. First she would walk slowly, then quicken her steps, and pro-
ceed very rapidly. She strolled up and down the Place du Chételet several
times, read the theatre-bills, and finally seated herself on a bench. One
minute before a quarter to nine, she entered the omnibus-office, and sat
down.

A moment afterwards Fanferlot entered ; but, as he feared that Madame
Gipsy might recognise him in spite of his big beard, he took a seat at the
opposite end of the room, in a dark corner. ¢‘Singular place for a conver-
sation,” he thought, as he watched the young woman. ¢ Whoin the world
can have made this appointment in an omnibus office? Judging from her
evident curiosity and uneasiness, I could swear she has not the faintest idea
for whom she is waiting."”

Meanwhile, the office was rapidly filling with people. Every minute
an official would shout out the destination of an omnnibus which had just
arrived, and the passengers would rush in to obtain tickets, hoping to be
able to proceed by it.

As each new-comer entered, Nina would tremble, and Fanferlot would
say, “ This must be him ! ” Finally, as the Hotel-de-Ville clock was strik.
ing nine, & man entered, and, without going to the ticket-desk, walked
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directly up to Nina, bowed, and took a seat beside her. He was of medium-
size, rather stout, with a crimson face, and fiery-red whiskers. His dress
was that of a well-to-do merchant, and there was nothing in his manner or
apfeamnce to excite attention,

‘anferlot watched him eagerly. ¢ Well, my friend,” he said to himself,
*“in future I shall rccognise you, no matter where we meet ; and this very
evening I will find out who you are.” Despite his intent listening, Fanferlot
could not hear a word spoken by either the stranger or Nina. All he could
do was to judge what the subject of their conversation might be by their
gestures.

When the stout man bowed and spoke to her, Madame Gipsy looked so
surprised that it was evident she had never seen him before. When he sat
down by her, and said a few words, she started up with a frightened air,
as if seeking to escape. A single word and look made her resume her seat.
Then, as the stout m