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THE STEEL NECKLACE

IT was neither an aristocratic wedding nor one of work people, where
each person present settles his own score. There were no private
carriages at the door of the restaurant, but the bride and bridegroom
had come with their friends in hired landaus, drawn by horses bedecked with ribbons, and driven by coachmen with white gloves.
The dinner had been ordered in the suburbs, as in Paris itself rooms
where a hundred persons can sit down to table are rather scarce ;
but the establishment kept by old Cabassol, at Boulogne-sur-Seine,
is not a common tavern. It makes a speciality of furnishing wedding-breakfasts and dinners for the wealthy middle classes at a fair
price. More than one well-to-do merchant, who is now high up in
the world, feasted there on the happiest day of his life, when he
made his beginning in business, and thought himself extremely
fortunate in having married the daughter of a shop-keeper, with a
dowry of a hundred thousand francs.
On this occasion the wedding was that of a physician's daughter and
the cashier of a banking-house. The physician had died two years
previously, and had left a handsome fortune to his only daughter.
The bridegroom merely possessed his salary and a small sum of
money he had saved up ; but his prospects for the future were
bright enough. The banker, in whose employ he was, had promised to take him into partnership, and intended to make him his
successor. ^ Edmond Tr^mentin, the husband, was thirty years of
age, and Elise Aubrac, his bride, was nineteen. Edmond was a
tall, handsome, and very intelligent fellow ; Elise was adorably
pretty, good, and amiable. Everything augured well for their
happiness. There were no mothers-in-law nor fathers-in-law to
(listurb their conjugal felicity, as they both happened to be orphans.
Elise was seated beside M. Verdalenc, the banker by whom her
husband was employed, while Edmond, who sat opposite to her,
was placed between Madame Verdalenc and Madame Aubrac, a
widow and aunt by marriage to his wife. These respectable ladiesand
this honourable financier had arranged the marriage, which was not
entirely a love-match, and they appeared overjoyed at their success.
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A.11 the friends and acquaintances from far and near had been
invited. The dinner was a capital one, and the wines excellent.
There was to be a dance afterwards, and it promised to be a very
gay one—at least, judging of the conversation which became more
and more animated, as toast succeeded toast. The moment had
come when, in accordance with old traditions, it is the custom to
sing over the dessert; but the banker Verdalenc, who prided himself on his good manners, did not give the signal. All his clerks
were there, and some of them would have gladly indulged in
appropriate ditties, but they did not dare to. As for the young
ladies, who were impatient to waltz, they were beginning to find
the dinner too long.
This was also the opinion of two guests, seated side by side at the
further end of the long table—two guests who belonged neither to
the banking nor to the medical profession. They had been invited
somewhat by chance. One of them was a dramatic author, whose
pieces had met with some success, and who often gave boxes to
Madame Verdalenc, knowing that she was very fond of the theatre,
but did not like to pay for her seats. His companion was a painter
of talent, who had formerly been intimate with Dr. Aubrac, and
had painted the portraits of the father and the daughter. They
had come to this famUy gathering out of politeness, but as they
were not wonderfully amused by the toasts and speeches, they
exchanged whispered observations upon the wedding-guests, including, of course, the newly married couple. " I say," said the
])ainter, whose name was Alfred Caussade, " when you write a part
for Geoffroy, of the Palais Royal, you ought to take Verdalenc for
a model. He's Joseph Prud'homme all over, with his gold eyeglasses and his bass voice."
" I ' m not such a fool! He is too useful to me," replied the
dramatist, George Darfes. '' He sings my praises to all the nierI hants of the Rue du Sentier.
Besides, without taking him,
there is no lack of types here. The bridegroom is far more worth
studying than Verdalenc."
" He has the head of a model. He would make a capital shopwalker no doubt, but I don't see anything peculiar about him."
"Because you haven't seen much of him. But I've seen him at
work, and, I assure you, he is well worth studying. He began by
sweeping out Verdalenc's office, and you will acknowledge that he
must have possessed great energy and cleverness to become the
gentleman you see. The fact is he has succeeded by ingratiating
himself with the women also. He was once Madame Verdalenc'fi
lover."
" What! She is fifty-five at least."
" She was only forty-five when he succeeded in pleasing her.
He also gained the good graces of the husband, and he has retained
the friendship of^the wife since it is she who has made this match."
" W i t h poor Elise. Ah ! I pity her, for what you tell me shews
that the fellow is a schemer of the worst sort. By Jove I if my
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old friend, the doctor, had lived, this would never have happened. Unfortunately, his sister-in-law, who has had charge of the
girl, is quite destitute of common-sense. What can you expect
from an old fool who calls herself the Baroness Aubrac, on the pretext that the father of her late husband was a colonel and baron of
the First Empire ? What surprises me is, that Elise consented to
marry that insipid dandy."
" T h a t insipid dandy knows how to keep his secrets. He has
had three or four intrigues in good society, and no one has ever
known who the ladies were, although they have been useful to him.
It is said that Madame Verdalenc was jealous of the last one, and
to spite her rival, she induced Edmond to marry, and talked to
Mademoiselle Aubrac, till the latter ended by consenting, although
she had a previous attachment."
'' Where the devil did you learn all this ?"
'' I am intimate with a young man whom you must have met,
and I know he was in love with this very girl. He is so still, and
I fear that the sorrow of losing her will drive him nearly crazy.
He is a poet, so it won't be very remarkable."
" A poet?"
'' Yes. Louis Mareuil, who has published a volume of verses,
and who writes for newspapers in his leisure moments."
" I know him. He is a very good-looking fellow and he has some
talent. And filise preferred that cashier to him ! But I've had
enough of all this and I'm going to take my departure as soon a«
they rise from the table."
" I ' m going to leave, too. But the question is to find a vehicle
to take us back to Paris. It is ten o'clock, and here we are at
Boulogne, where cabs are not plentiful after sunset. There is no
room for us in the carriages of the wedding-party, and the weather
is frightful—"
"That's true; it's raining pitchforks," said Caussade, glancing
at the windows against which the rain was beating. The diningroom was on the first floor of old Cabassol's establishment, but
this first floor was only raised a few feet from the ground. The
night was dark, and the wind blew furiously.
"Well," remarked Darfes, " we had better take the tramway at
Saint-Cloud. We have only to cross the bridge. Ah ! Edmond
is getting up to reply to the speech of his benefactor, Verdalenc.
See how the bride is blushing. She suspects—"
But at this moment, a crash of falling glass interrupted the dramatic author. A pane of one of the windows had been shivered to
jiieces, and the bridegroom, who was facing the window, staggered
and then fell to the ground. A bomb bursting on the table would
not have more dismayed the guests than this sudden fall of the
bridegroom, who had risen to drink a glass of champagne to their
health. Some thought that he was tipsy, and, to teU the truth, he
had drunk a good deal. However, those who were nearest hastened
1() liin side, and succeeded in raising him in their arms. Then a
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cry of horror resounded on all sides. Blood was flowing in streams
from a wound in his breast, coursing down his shirt and staining
the hands of those who upheld him. He was dead, plainly
enough ! he had been shot through the heart!
The bride fainted, while the baroness fled to the other end of
the room, and Madame Verdalenc sank down on to the floor. M.
Verdalenc, in his deep bass voice, called for a doctor, and as there
were three or four present—old friends of Elise's father—there was
no lack of medical assistance. But the guests, filled with terror
and consternation, did not dream of asking whence the murderous
bullet had come. They had only heard the crash of the broken
glass. The wind had no doubt deadened the report, and yet the
shot must have been fired from near by.
The only person fully cognisant of what had happened was George
Dares, who at the very moment when M. Trementin feU, was observing i^lise, seated with her back to the window which her husband faced. Not only had George witnessed the breaking of the
pane of glass, but he had also seen a flash outside. A glance at
the victim of this abominable crime was enough to show that all
the care lavished upon him would never restore him to life, and
so Darfes, who was very clear-headed, at once thought of the murderer.
" They will let him escape if we don't take care,'' he said, quickly,
to his friend Caussade. " But he hasn't had time to go far as yet.
Will you help me to catch him ?"
" WUlingly," answered the painter, who was never astonished at
anything. And, thereupon, instead of joining the group around
the murdered man, they hastened to the door.
" S o m e o n e is certain to have arrested him," said Caussade, as
they descended the stairs. " T h e r e must be plenty of people in
the streets."
" You forget the rain," replied Darfes, and he was right, for they
had no. sooner crossed the threshold of the house than they saw
that the street was absolutely deserted. Adjoining the Cabassol
restaurant there is an inn with sheds and stables, and the coachmen
of the wedding-party, having placed their horses and carriages under
cover, were now supping there together. They evidently had no
knowledge of what had happened, for they were stUl at table. " I
see no one," growled George Dares, glancing right and left. " The
rascal has already decamped. But which way has he gone ? I have
no idea ; have you ?"
The street was neither broad nor long. I t joined on one side
the highway which leads from Auteuil to the bridge of SaintCloud, while, on the other hand, it conducted to the road bordering Baron Rothschild's property and leading to the Bois de
Boulogne. Over the way in front of the restaurant, the only
building was a wooden hut, which some workman had probably
used as a storehouse for his tools, for it did hot appear to have ever
been inhabited. George Darfes, however, fancied that the murderer
might have taken refuge there, and he was walking towards the
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cabin, which was perched on a little hillock, when Caussade exclaimed : " I see him ! He is running towards the wood."
The dramatist turned, and, by the uncertain light of a distant
street lamp, he perceived a man running with all his speed and
carrying an object resembling a gun. This man was at least fifty
yards in advance, and he was proceeding at a pace which left the
two friends little hope of overtaking him. " At all events, let us
try," said Dares.
Caussade assented, and they started off in pursuit of the fugitive,
crying out: " Stop him ! "
Unfortunately, there was no one there to do so, and they could
only rely upon themselves. The chase commenced under bad conditions for the pursuers, for the man perceived and heard them,
and the fear of being caught lent him wings. He was short and
slender ; from a distance, indeed, he looked like a child. He ^v;ls
now making for the Bois de Boulogne where the darkness would
hide him from the eyes of those who were trying to overtake him.
They might have succeeded in an open country, for they probably
possessed more staying power ; but they could not run as fast, and
the murderer soon disappeared under the trees. They remarked,
however, that, instead of taking to the bushes, where they could
never have found him, he followed a winding path which must lead
to the Longchamps race-course, and so they were not discouraged.
They entered the wood two minutes after he did ; but in the darkness, Caussade stumbled in a rut and fell. He rose with an oatli,
but as Darbs had stopped to help him, they had lost some seconds,
and the object of their pursuit had escaped. " I have had enough
of it," growled the painter.
" I haven't," replied the playwright, " b u t it is no use going
on. We are distanced."
" Besides, if we chanced to catch him up he might fire upon us.
His gun must have a couple of barrels. He has a second bullet at our
service, and we haven't even a cane—"
" H u s h ! Listen!" interrupted Dares. "Don't you hear the
sound of wheels below there, in front of us ? He is driving away,
I'm sure."
" What ? Do you imagine he has a vehicle at his orders ?
Murderers don't generally ride about in carriages."
" True, but everything connected with this affair is extraordinary.
And, besides, this man is evidently not a professional murderer.
He didn't kill Trementin to rob him. So there must be some vengeance in all this ; and rich people who revenge themselves are still
to be found in the world. But the noise has ceased. In half an
hour the fellow wUl be in Paris, and there is nothing to prevent
him from walking about the boulevards. No one will recognise
him, for no one has seen his face. But let us go back ; I'm wet
through, and 1 want to get dry."
" So do I. We are in fuU dress, without overcoats or hats. The
bride can boiisi of having made me commit a pretty piece of folly.
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I started on this fine expedition on account of her husband, and I
shall be lucky if I escape without a chest complaint."
" By-the-way, Alfred, the charming Elise is a widow.
Louis
Mareuil can marry her now."
" Widow before being a wife," muttered Caussade. " There's a
fine situation for you to utilize in a comedy."
" I only write vaudevilles and burlesques," replied George Dares,
" a n d there is nothing funny in this affair.
I t is decidedly a
tragedy."
' ' I t will end in an exciting trial if the man who got away from
us is found. I doubt it very strongly, though. B u t let's return.
I ' m shivering all over, and, besides, I should like to know what
the wedding-party have been doing, while we were pursuing the
assassin."
" So should I. Come on, let's run. I t will warm u s . "
They now retraced their steps.
The storm had increased in
violence, and the wind blew in their faces—unfavourable circumstances for conversation, so t h a t they proceeded in silence. Still
Dares, as he hastened along, examined both sides of the road. On
the right hand rose the wall of Baron Rothschild's park, and on the
left there was a barren tract of land. The street or road where the
restaurant was situated had houses only on one side, for the wooden
h u t which was opposite F a t h e r Cabassol's establishment could
scarcely pass for a tenement. Thus the murderer had had every
facility to fire and escape without being seen.
H e must have
chosen his position in advance, and have fully calculated his
chances.
" George," began Caussade, tired of keeping his thoughts to himself, " I think, like you, t h a t Trementin was the victim of revenge ;
b u t I can't imagine who killed him. I n such cases it is often said :
' Look for t h e woman.' "
" Y e s ; and in the present instance the saying is peculiarly appropriate.
The fellow wo have been pursuing may have acted
under orders."
" You mean for some woman, eh ? B u t what woman ? H a s some
forsaken inamorata, furious with him for marrying, had him
murdered at his wedding dinner 1 T h a t would be a thoroughly
feminine vengeance ; b u t what woman could it be ? I t seems that
M. Trementin had had several love affairs."
' ' Yes, b u t I don't know who t h e women were. I only know one of
them, the one I spoke to you about at dinner."
" M a d a m e Verdalenc ! it's impossible t h a t she can have ha'S a
hand in it for she desired this marriage. W a s n ' t it she who arranged it ? "
" She, at least, strongly contributed to it. So she can have had
no reason for resentment against Trementin ; and, besides, she
was seated beside him when he was struck. H a d she promoted
the murder, she would have chosen a less dangerous place ; the
bullet might have Liauced aside."
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'' Then it must be her rival—the woman who, for the last six
months, has engrossed the handsome cashier's attention, and I suppose that Madame Verdalenc will denounce her."
"Yes, if she knows her name, which I am not at all sure of.
Trementin was very discreet."
" Then this death will remain inexplicable. How I pity Elise
Aubrac.''
" She is not so much to be pitied. She didn't love Trementin,
and she is free to marry again, and according to the dictates of her
heart."
"By-the-way, may not the shot have been fired by the jilted
lover ?"
"Louis Mareuil? He is incapable of such an action, I assure
you. He would gladly have killed Trementin in a duel. In fact
he insulted him recently, and it was not his fault if nothing came
of it. But to assassinate him, never ! "
" I suppose, too, that he hasn't the slight figure of that rascal
who ran off ?"
" H e is not very tall nor very stout," answered Dares, with a
little hesitation ; '' but that proves nothing. Besides I would willingly bet that at this moment lie is quietly engaged in writing an
article for to-morrow morning's newspaper. He must live, you
know, and poetry doesn't support poets, whereas a reporter has a
salary. Here we are, however. It seems to me there is a crowd
before Cabassol's."
" Yes, a dozen people, more or less ; and I see some servants,
too ; and some gentlemen coming out of the restaurant."
" They are going for the commissary of police, probably. They
don't seem to be in much of a hurry, and the magistrate will arrive
rather late to solve the mystery. I have a great mind to make my
investigation before he commences his."
"What, do you mean to encroach upon the province of the police ?"
'' Yes, you have worried me by suggesting that Louis might be
suspected. I am going to try to obtain proofs of his innocence, in
that cabin yonder; I am convinced that the shot was fired from there."
'' That's probable ; but even were it certain, what do you expect
to find."
" Why, the murderer may have left some traces. At all events,
come on !"
" But suppose we are found in that cabin ; we might be taken
for accomplices."
" That would be a good joke. Why, all the wedding-party
would testify that we were sitting at the table when Trementin
was shot. So come on."
" W h a t the deuce is the matter with y o u ? " fumed Caussade.
" Will you at least promise me that after this silly inspection, you
will let me return for my hat and overcoat ? "
" Of course I shall; I don't want you to return to Paris bareheaded.''
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As George said this, he hastened up the slope on his right hand,
and Caussade followed, reluctantly enough. The hillock on which
the cabin was perched was full of holes, and strewn with refuse
and debris, of aU kinds, piled up by neighbouring villagers,
so that in the darkness, the two friends constantly risked
their necks by falling into a ditch or stumbling over a pile of
stones. At the first false step Caussade began to swear like a
pirate, and so loud that Darfes implored him to be silent. The
visit to the hut had to be made with as little noise as possible, for
fear of attracting the attention of the people gathered around the
door of the restaurant, and Darfes was very desirous not to be
interrupted in his work. On the side by which the two friends
approached, the hut had no opening, but Dares darted round to
the other side, where he perceived a door standing wide open, and
swinging to and fro in the wind. " I was sure of it," he cried.
' ' The scoundrel was hidden here. And he was in such a hurry to
be off, that he did not take the time to close the door."
" Of course not. He was afraid this cabin would be searched
the first thing, and he didn't dare to delay. But how do you explain why he took the road to reach the Bois de Boulogne, when
he could so easily have cut across the waste ground ?"
" He knew all about the ditches and ruts and so on. So he preferred to take an easier road at the risk of being perceived, and he
was quite right, since no one saw him except ourselves. But that
is of no consequence. I want to see if he has forjotten anything
inside the hut. Cleverness isn't everything when a man is going
to commit a murder, especially when he is not accustomed to i t ;
he is always a little nervous, and does not think of everything.
The proof of it is that he forgot to close the door and take away the
key : see, it is stUl in the lock. If he had taken the precaution to
remove it, we could not have made sure that anyone had been in
here."
" Well, we are sure of it," sneered Caussade. " What then ? "
" Come inside with me, if you care to know any more."
Dares entered first, followed by Caussade, who had had quite
enough talking in the storm ; and, on crossing the threshold, they
found themselves in complete darkness, although George had not
closed the door behind them. " I've some matches in my pocket,"
said Caussade, " and I'll strike a light."
" N o : I object to that," exclaimed Dares. " The light would be
seen, and in a moiruint all those fools, who are in front of Cabassol's, would be here. There is a window facing the street, in
front of us."
" A h ! that will be useful to see what the wedding-party is
doing ! "
" And to examine the inside of the hut. There is a street-lamji
below there, not to speak of the lights of the restaurant. Let us go
further in, unless you prefer to mount guard here while I inspect
the i^lace."
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" N o , indeed 1 As I have been foolish enough to let you drag
me into this ridiculous enterprise, I'U go on to the end."
They advanced, and in the first place ascertained that the wooden
hut was not, as they had thought, a mere storehouse for workmen's
materials and tools. It was divided by a partition into two rooms,
in which there was neither fire-place nor furniture, but which could
have been used to live in by some unexacting tenant. Darfes did
not fail to call his companion's attention to these details. Nothing
escaped his notice, and he drew deductions from everything. The
door between the two rooms was open, like the outer one, and they
passed into the second apartment, where it was lighter, thanks to
the street lamp standing under the window. This window was furnished with wooden shutters, which the murderer had neglected to
close after firing, and Caussade started forward to see what was
going on outside. But Darfes caught him by his sleeve, saying : " I
hope you don't intend to show yourseK ! You can see quite as well
by standing back a little. We are just on a level with the windows
of Cabassol's dining-room."
" That's true, and there are no shutters. We can see as well as
if we were in the room itself. Yes, I can see everything. The unfortunate Trementin is stiU in an arm-chair with the four doctors
about him. , Verdalenc is talking to his clerks, but his wife isn't
there, nor Elise either ; they have been taken away."
" Well, as one of them has lost her husband and the other her
lover, it is natural enough that they shouldn't care to remain in the
presence of the dead body. What astonishes me the most is, that
I do not see the slightest sign of the police. The guests, however,
haven't budged from the dining-room. Upon my word, I should
say that they haven't yet realised that Trementin has been killed
by a bullet, and that the shot was fired from here. As for myself,
I mjan to know who fired it. The scoundrel chose his position
well. I t isn't fifty feet from here to the spot where the bridegroom
was seated, and a horizontal shot is the easiest of all. He must
have thrown open the shutters, knelt down, rested his weapon on
the window-sill, and, as that poor devil of a Trementin was exactly
on a line with his gun, his aim was an easy one, and only a very
poor marksman could have missed.''
" On the contrary, it seems to me that he must have been very
skilful, for ifclise was seated opposite her husband, and if he had
fired a little too low, he would have killed her. And, indeed,
nothing proves that the shot was not intended for her. That would
be queer, e h ? " sneered Caussade; "and it would rather upset
your ideas."
" No. And, if by chance your guess is a correct one, it would be
overwhelming proof that my friend Mareuil isn't guUty. There
might be reasons for his killing the husband, but ]^]lise, whom he
adores—it's absurd ! Besides, I'm sure that he had nothing to do
with this affair; and he doesn't even suspect that Trementin has
been sent into a better world. The mystery will be promptly cleared
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up. There will be no difficulty in discovering the owner of this
cabin, and when t h a t is known, the rest will be easy. If he proves
that he was not the murderer, he will have to say whom he gave the
key t o . "
" Exactly ; and I suppose we shall be summoned as witnesses. I
shall say t h a t I've seen nothing, and the t r u t h is, I haven't seen
much. B u t hallo ! here is a piece of paper," said Caussade, stoopino' down to pick up something on which he had stepped.
^ ' L e t me see," said Darfes, quickly. " A h ! this is singular.
These are some leaves torn out of a book; and the man must have used
them for wadding ; so his gun was a muzzle-loader. That is a point
to guide us already, and when I know what book these leaves come
from, I shall have another indication. Give them to m e . "
" I don't want them, I ' m sure. H e r e they a r e . " Dares then took
the leaves and placed t h e m in his pocket. " Ah ! " said the painter,
" there is some disturbance in the dining-room, and I see a person
all in black. Unless I ' m mistaken, the commissary has arrived."
" Yes, it's he. L e t us be off, my friend. The search is about to
commence, and I don't care to be surprised h e r e . "
" All r i g h t ; let us try to reach the cloak-room before our absence
is noticed, for if we were asked where we had been, we should
have to tell."
They approached the door of the hut, when it seemed to them
t h a t they heard footsteps outside. They stopped and listened.
The steps approached, slow and uncertain, like those of a man
groping his way in the darkness. ' ' Suppose it were the murderer
returning for his wadding,'' thought Dares.
Caussade had t h e same idea, and was cursing his friend in his
heart, when a h u m a n form appeared on the threshold. Dares
caught Caussade by the arm and drew him quickly on one side, so as
to leave the entrance free to the intruder. The playwright did not
wish to be, seen, b u t he wished to see, and he stationed himself
with Caussade against the partition near the door. The new comer,
after hesitating a moment, decided to enter, and, without thinking
of looking to see if anyone was hidden in the first room, he made
his way slowly towards the open window which overlooked the
street. W h e n he had crossed the threshold of the inner room,
Dar^s glided out, followed by Caussade, who asked nothing better
than to retreat as soon as possible. The painter thought the
adventure was ended, b u t the headstrong playwright, who k e p t hold
of him, stopped, after a few paces, near a depression in the ground,
a sort of ditch two or three feet wide, and exactly opposite the
entrance to the cabin. F r o m this point he could observe the movements of the individual he was watching, for t h e latter, in coming
out, must pass quite near the tsv^o friends. " This time," whispered
Dares, " I think we have him. I was right. I t is the murderer.
H e has got rid of his gun and has come back for t h e leaves he used
as wadding. You can look, my good fellow, but you won't find
them, for they are in my pocket."
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" T h a t the murderer?" murmured Caussade, shrugging his
shoulders. " You forget, he got into a vehicle, and is now on his
way to Paris. You yourself said so just now."
" I said so, it's true, but I may have been mistaken ; he may have
left his vehicle, after escaping from us, or his driver, who must
be in league with him, must have driven him near here.''
" I v i l l n e v e r believe that. This fellow is simply some inquisitive person like ourselves, who has entered to see what is going on
in the dining-room. The proof of it is, that he is looking out of
the wi|idow instead of searching for the leaves you set such a great
value Tipon."
" You have no eyes ; he has exactly the height and figure of the
rascal we pursued to the edge of the wood."
"There is a certain resemblance, but this one is taller."
" WB shall see him close by in an instant; he won't stay long
in that hut, where he might be caught at any moment."
" The danger of being caught doesn't seem to trouble him
much, for he takes no precautions to conceal himself. He is
quietly standing at the window where all the people in the street
can see him. Ah ! he draws back. It seems he has had enough
of it. If you think of arresting him, don't expect any help from
me. I'm not charged with arresting criminals."
" Hush, and don't stir ! I want to know who it is, that's all."
Caussade, calmed by this promise, complied. The man soon
came out of the hut. The night was too dark to distinguish
his features, but Darfes noticed that he wore a low soft hat, and
remembered, at once, that the fugitive he had given chase to had
worn one exactly like it. He fancied that the man would, at
once, make for the wood again, and he was not a little surprised
to see him skirt the summit of the hillock, evidently seeking a
good. place to descend to the street. He had taken no notice of
the two friends, who had kept perfectly motionless, and he soon
found what he was looking for—a kind of path which the streetboys had made in going up the embankment to fly their kites.
As Caussade saw him disappear, he remarked, sarcastically,
" I f that is Trementin's murderer, it must be confessed that he
has plenty of assurance. There he goes to mingle in the crowd,
in front of Cassabol's."
"Well, what of it? That's a scheme, and the best of all,"
replied Dares, without being disconcerted ; " n o one will dream
of accusing a man sauntering about in the crowd. I shall be
soon satisfied, however, for I am going to look him in the face.
Let us join him."
The street was now full of people, and as the rain still fell, nothing could be seen but a conglomeration of opeti umbrellas. The
man in the soft hiit had nothing to shield him, but he did not
seem to mind the downpour. He approached the most compact
group, and listened to wh.at v:as being said, as if anxious for information.
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The crowd was watching the door of the restaurant, in front of
which two policemen, who had doubtless come with the commissary, were on guard. No one paid any attention to the stranger,
who kept himself a little in the background, and who did not dare
to question his neighbours, although he doubtless longed to do
so. Darfes guessed this, and hastened towards him so as i;o speak
to him about what had taken place. He glided softly behind him,
and then unceremoniously asked : " Well, have they arrested the
blackguard who committed the deed ?"
The stranger turned at once, so that he and the plsywright
found themselves face to face. " M a r e u i l ! " — " D a r e s ! " These
two exclamations burst forth just as Caussade joined his friend.
" Ah, how glad I am to see you ! " said the young man addressed
by the playwright. " You will be able to tell me what has taken
lAace. I have heard them speaking of a murder."
" What are you doing here ?" interrupted Darfes, stupefied.
'' A sentiment stronger than my wiU impelled me here—a sentiment you probably guess."
" I guess it, perhaps, but I can't understand it. So you have
come to Boulogne expressly for the pleasure of contempla:ing the
windows where Mademoiselle Aubrac's wedding dinner is taking
place ? A singular idea, my dear Mareuil, you must confess."
" I had lost my head. I didn't reflect what I was doing."
" And have you been here long ? "
" N o ; twenty minutes ; half an hour, at the most. I came from
Auteuil on foot. I asked where the Cabassol restaurant was, and I
was told in the street. As I approached, I perceived some people
running from the opposite side, and, on advancing, I saw some
others come out of the house. Then I heard some cries, and thinking that an accident had happened, I approached. Need I tell
you that I did not dare to enter ?"
'' And you haven't had the curiosity to ask for information ? "
" I spoke to a servant I met, but he scarcely answered me, though
I gathered that some one had been killed. Then I thought that,
from the bank over the way, I could see into the room where they
were dining, and I went up there. The door of that hut was open,
KO I went in ; and as the window was open also, I looked out."
" What did you see ? "
'' The wedding guests surrounding a person seated on a chair—a
person either wounded, or dead perhaps, but I couldn't see. I
liadn't the patience to wait, so I came down to the street again, and I
was about to make inquiries when you spoke to me. So it is really
true that a crime has been committed ? "
" A n abominable crime. A shot, fired from that cabin you were
in just now, killed—"
" Whom ? " asked Louis Mareuil, in a tone of anguish.
Dares, whose suspicions were increasing, wished to put Mademoiselle Aubrac's rejected lover to the proof. " T h e bride," he
said, regarding him fixedly.
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" S h e ! it is she who is killed! Unhappy man that I am, I
hoped it was he ! "
This ciy, which came from Mareuil's heart, made Dar^s tremble.
Others than he had heard it, and two or three people turned to
see who it was that had spoken such singular words ; in truth, the
speech vas of a nature to attract attention from the least inquisitive and most indifferent person. Caussade, who was already prejudiced against Mareuil, took this exclamation for a confession of
guilt, and nudged his friend Dares, who, feeling the full import of
these imprudent words, said roughly enough to the young poet,
"Great heavens, man I you should reflect before speaking. If
there were an agent of police here, he would fancy that you had
shot M. Trementin."
" Well, what does it matter to me what they think ?" exclaimed
the young man in despair. " She is dead ; I would like to die as
well! "
Darbs began to repent of having set a trap for Mareuil, for he
perceived that a crowd was beginning to gather about him, and he
noticed an individual leave the group, no doubt to go and report to
the commissary what he had heard. " A r e you m a d ? " said the
playwright in a low voice, drawing Mareuil aside. " If you wish to
be arrested, please yourself, but don't compromise others." And,
as Mareuil did not seem to understand, he added : " I was jesting
with you. Elise Aubrac is not even wounded. The bullet must have
passed two inches above her head."
" And he ? " cried the lover, who had lost all control of himself.
" He was struck, and instantly killed. I can imagine that you
don't regret him, but I implore you, don't show so much joy. We
are observed. Follow me a little further off. I want to speak to
you. This is not the first time you have met Caussade ; he won't
be in the way."
The poet turned towards the hillock, but Caussade made some
objections. From the moment of recognising Louis Mareuil, whom
he had met occasionally, the suspicions he had expressed to Dar^s
had returned to him, and the unfortunate words spoken by the
young man had confirmed them to such a point that he was strongly
tempted to believe him to be the assassin. However, Dar^s insisted
so strongly that the painter decided to follow him, although determined to take no part in the conversation. " M y dear Louis," said
the playwright, placing his hand on Mareuil's shoulder, " I expect
an explanation from you, and you can give it to me to-morrow.
But just now, I advise you to leave here as soon as possible. We
will accompany you to the end of the street. Take advantage of
the opportunity to disappear."
" Why 1" asked Mareuil. " What have I to fear ? "
" I will tell you when you come to see me. This is no place for
you, and I don't want any one but ourselves to know that you have
been here, for, if others learned it, it might cause you some
trouble."
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" N o , don't go," said Caussade, ill-humouredly. " It is too late.
Some one is coming towards us ; and if you were seen running ofl',
it would be much worse."
The painter was right. Two men were advancing, sheltered
under the same umbrella, and escorted by three individuals of
common appearance, one of whom pointed with his finger towards
the little group formed by Darfes, Caussade and Louis Mareuil.
" It is the commissary of police," muttered Dares. " I might have
guessed it. For Heaven's sake, don't open your mouth, except to
confirm what I say:" And thereupon he went deliberately forward
to meet the approaching party.
" W h a t , is it you, my dear fellow?" cried M. Verdalenc, who
was with the commissary. " They told us—"
" I can imagine it ! We are in such a muddy condition that the
commissary's attention has been directed to us. Well, we have
rather important information to give him. We have been chasing
the murderer, who escaped us by entering the Bois de Boulogne.
But, in the first place, please declare that you answer for us, and
that we were at table with you when the shot was fired."
" Certainly, that is quite true," said Verdalenc, decisively ;
"and your names are so well known that you do not need my
guarantee. Commissary, I have the honour to present to you my
friend, M. George Dares, the playwright, and M. Alfred Caussade
an historical painter. They were dining v/ith us, and were the
only persons who did not lose their heads, for they thought of pursuing the scoundrel who has kiQed poor Trementin."
" We accept the compliment," replied Dares, " for we deserve
it. It is not precisely pleasant to run after a rascal in a beating
rain, especially in evening dress. We look like pickpockets, and I
am not surprised that we have been denounced to the police. No
great harm is done, however, since you are here to bear witness
that we are honest men. The scamp had goodlegs, and at least fifty
yards' start—''
" But you saw him ? " asked the commissary.
"Yes, at a distance, and from behind. He still carried the gun
he had used, and I should not be surprised if he had hidden it in
the bushes."
" I don't believe, however, that he himself has remained there,
and I must first visit the hut where he posted himself to fire. Hold
yourselves in readiness, gentlemen, to be summoned before the examining magistrate," said the commisary.
" We shall be at his orders," said Dares, who had done his best
to prevent the commissary from addressing Louis Mareuil. Caussade did not say a word, but he was inwardly raging at having to
give his testimony before a magistrate. The poet meanwhile kept
in the background, and seemed to have nothing to do with the interview, although he was no doubt thinking of Elise Aubrac, whom
he had believed dead, and who was now a widow. But commissaries have good eyes, and the one who was qucationing the
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dramatist, suddenly pointed to Louis Mareuil, and asked : " This
gentleman is with you ?"
" Yes," answered Darfes, " we met him here. I have known him
for a long time, and he was asking me what had happened wheii
you came up. I told him of M. Trementin's death." And as he
perceived that the commissary did not consider this explanation
sufficient, he hastened to add : " M. Mareuil is engaged in literary
lyork, and we are neighbours. I live in the Rue Condorcet, and he
lives in the Rue Frochot. He has not, however, the honour of
knowing M. Verdalenc, and he was not a guest at the wedding, but
he had dined at Saint-Cloud, and was waiting for the tramway at
the comer of the street when he saw a crowd assemble before the
restaurant. He wished to know what was the matter."
" That is very natural," said the commissary, coldly. " But the
gentleman can give his own explanation, for he will be summoned
also. I will take down his name and address. Now, gentlemen,
I will detain you no longer." And he made a sign to his men behind him. Two of them carried lanterns and went on ahead to light
the way—-while the third received an order, given in a low voice,
and disappeared in the crowd. M. Verdalenc then followed with
the commissary, after pompously shaking Dares by the hand, and
exclaiming, by way of farewell : " I f such a crime remains unpunished, I shall despair of justice ; but the head of the guilty
party shall fall, I swear it by the broken-hearted widow of the unfortunate Trementin ! "
On any other occasion, the playwright would have laughed at
this grotesque vow; but he was not in a good humour, and he
simply turned his back on the banker with a shrug of the shoulders.
Then, addressing Mareuil^ who was still absorbed in his reflections,
he curtly said : " I have helped you out of this business, and you
must now take care of yourself. Return home and remain there.
Watch your actions and measure your words, if you don't want to
be annoyed by this business. Go now, and come and see me when
you are calmer."
Then, without waiting for an answer. Dares pushed his way
through the group in front of the restaurant. Caussade followed,
and they reached the door just as a landau was driving away.
They had barely time to leap aside, to avoid being knocked down by
the horses, who started off as gaily as if they had been taking the
newly married couple home. But inside the vehicle, the two friends
perceived poor ilise, supported by her aunt, the dignified Baroness
Aubrac, who was overwhelming her with sympathy. The poor
child was horribly pale, and her contracted features showed her
suffering ; but she wa.-5 not weeping. Her sorrow must have been
all the keener as she did not allow it to burst forth. Tears relieve,
but her eyes were dry. I t was heart-rending to see her, still in
her white robe, and crowned with orange-blossoms, the bride of a
day, suddenly plunged into mourning. The landau turned down
the street, scattering the crowd right and left, and started off for
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Paris through the Bois de Boulogne, along the same road that the
murderer had taken in his flight. " Oh, that's outrageous ! " cried
Caussade suddenly. '' Look at your friend Mareuil running after
the carriage ! He certainly wants to l5e arrested."
" I can do nothing," said Dar^s. " I warned him; and if the
commissary arrests him, it won't be my fault."
" I think that you went altogether too far, in answering for him,
for I shouldn't be at all surprised if he were guilty. His conduct
is very strange, and his being here is extremely suspicious, not to
speak of that exclamation that escaped him."
" If he is accused, he will be able to prove his innocence. You
know as well as I do that the shot was fired by another. We will
bear witness to that, if we are questioned."
" I shall bear witness to nothing at aU. Let us get our overcoats
and try to obtain a conveyance to take us back to Paris."
Entering a corridor, at the end of which there was a servant who
had charge of the overcoats, hats, wraps, and other objects belonging to the wedding guests of both sexes, they elbowed their way
towards him. The entire house was in confusion. The women
were sobbing, the men were excited, and the servants increased the
disorder by running aimlessly up and down the stairs. Darfes came
across one of Verdalenc's clerks, who told him that his employer's
wife had been attacked with a violent fit of hysterics, and that one
of the bridesmaids was in no better condition. The unfortunate
Trementin had not given the least sign of life, and he had been
laid upon old Cabassol's bed, until the commissary returned
and gave his instructions. There was nothing for the two friends
to do at the restaurant. At last they succeeded in obtaining their
hats and overcoats, but they found it impossible to procure a vehicle
of any description. The wedding-carriages were reserved for the
bridal party and the nearest relatives. And the young clerks were
running about the streets of Boulogne in search of a passing cab, or
trj'ing to induce some market gardeners to harness a cart.
"Well," said Darfes, " t h e simplest means are always the best.
Let us take the tramway at Saint-Cloud."
" All right ! " rejoined Caussade, in a peevish tone. " We shall
have another tramp through the mud ; but never mind. Ah !
you'll never catch me again mixing myself up in what doesn't concern me at all."
"You see the dark side of everything just now, Caussade, because
you are wet through ; and I acknowledge that our position isn't a
pleasant one. So I forgive you, and won't argue with you until we
are more comfortable. Meanwhile, be calm. Our trials are nearly
over ; we shall soon be home again.''
They were near the Rond Point de Boulogne where there is a
tramway office, and in the distance they could distinguish the red
light of an approaching tramcar. " There is no use going further,"
said Darfes. " Let us wait in the office till it comes along, and if
there is room, we can get in." So saying he enicrod Iho office and
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spoke to the clerk, who did not appear to know anything of the
murder committed at Cabassol's, and who declared that at that time
of night the cars were not full one day in the week. " Well, I was
right," said the playwright, turning to his friend.
" Thank
Heavens, in an hour we shall be home, and able to put on some
dry clothes. I'm like a wet rag. And, dear me, where have I put
my handkerchief ?" Then as he began searching his pockets, he
suddenly drew out a roll of printed paper.
" Ha ! there is your wonderful find ! " sneered Caussade. " Let
me see it." And he took the roll in his hand.
" No folly now," said Dares, lowering his voice. " Examine it,
if you like, but return it to me afterwards. If the officials should
accuse Mareuil, those leaves might help to find the real criminal."
'' Well, I advise you not to produce them, for they are torn
out of a volume of poetry."
"Impossible ! " cried Dares, approaching nearer to see the leaves
which his friend was trying to read by the dim light of a lamp fixed
to the wall of the tramway office.
" I t is perfectly true, my friend. These are verses, and M.
Mareuil is a poet."
" He is not the only one ; and this book can't be his.''
'' When I find the title, you will be able to tell. Unfortunately the
assassin tore the leaves across, and has left only imperfect fragments.
Here, however, is the top of a page. 'Songs of the Sea-shore.'
That's the title ! Are you satisfied now ?"
" Only too well ! " muimured Darfes, in consternation.
'' Then I was not mistaken. The book is his. Do you still wish
to keep this ?"
"Come, gentlemen, make haste!" cried the office clerk. "Here's
the car ! "
"More than ever!" brusquely replied Dar^s to his friend.
" Give it to me, and let us go. I will talk with you about it to-
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7;J. PiEEBB MoRNAS was the last representative of an old family of
magistrates. His great-grandfather, his grandfather, and his father
had been judges ; he was one himself, and his son would have been
one if he had had a son, but his wife had not yet given him a child.
She had, however, brought him a very large fortune. In fact.
Mademoiselle Berthe d'Arlempe had a million of francs when he
married her. The house where they lived in the Rue de Turenne,
belonged to her in her own right. She was the daughter of a man
who had made a great deal of money by speculating in land under
the last empire, and who had commenced to sign his name with an
apostrophe after the " d " as soon as chance had made him a landowner.
Berthe was wonderfully handsome. She was about thirty-five,
and she possessed remarkable intelligence and great amiability.
Society appreciated her, as she deserved, and the poor of the neighbourhood blessed her. She had chosen M. Mornas because she
liked him, and, during the fifteen years they had been married,
their happiness had known no cloud. They were, indeed, quoted as
models to the hard-hearted bachelors who did not believe m conjugal felicity. Pierre Mornas was devoted to his wife and the
judicial profession, which he had entered three months before his
marriage. He had made good progress, and he hoped to obtain a
stm better position, for he was ambitious. He was a hard-worker,
and quiet in his tastes. He divided his time between his duties
and his home, where his beloved Berthe made his life a happy one.
The rooms they occupied on the first floor of their house were
charming, and Mornas gladly returned there after long sittings
passed in examining prisoners and listening to witnesses. He had
at one time gone a good deal into society ; but now his wife almost
always went alone, when she went out at all, which was very
seldom. She preferred to receive at home some intimate friends,
a few women of her own age, and half a dozen agreeable men. She
had artistic tastes, and gave musical or literary evenings. Being
above reproach herself, she had a right to be severe on others, and
so she never admitted women who had allowed themselves to be
talked about. She also managed her property and the servants
with surprising wisdom. Pierre Mornas reigned, but did not
govern, and he found that the system which allowed him to devote
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liiniself entirely to his duties, worked marvellously well, for he was
always admirably served, and his fortune increased every year.
He had nothing to desire—nothing, except the opportunity of showing his capacity for the difficult position of an examining magistrate.
He longed to be intrusted with one of those startling cases which
throw the whole country into a commotion, but up to the present
time he had not had such luck. Meanwhile, he contented himself
with what was given him and the affection of his wife, which had
never been greater, showing itself in constant attentions of all kinds.
I t was noon, and they were finishing breakfast alone, as was
their usual custom, for they always had so many things to say to
each other that monsieur's valet and madame's maid would have
been in the way. On this particular morning they were talking of
business matters which Berthe ordinarily managed alone, though
she never failed to consult her husband when there was need of it.
Such was indeed the case now, although Pierre was little disposed
to treat of money matters. " M y dear," she said, in her sweet
voice, " y o u know that l a m the advocate of the poor; and it is
absolutely necessary for me to tell you about the position of one of
our tenants.''
"You are going to speak of old Gigondds," said M. Mornas,
gaily. " B u t don't be so serious. We are not at a grand ball, or
with the Verdalencs, who pride themselves on their dignified
manners."
" You are right. If I see the Verdalencs too often, I shall fall
into their grandiloquent ways. I did right not to go to the wedding
of their cashier yesterday."
"Especially as you were not well; you would have been laid up
to-day if you had not remained at home. But, plead your case;
the court is listening."
" Very well; you have guessed correctly. M. Gigondes has not
paid his rent again. He now owes us four quarters. Besides, he
is sued for his taxes, for which we are responsible, as you know."
"Then turn him out. That will prevent him from being behindhand again."
" But if we send him away, it would be his ruin."
" Is that so ? I don't want to ruin any one. But—why doesn't
he pay ? He is a doctor, and he must have some patients."
" He did have some. He is a homeopathist you know, and ho
^vas considerably patronised. But, for a year past or more, he has
abandoned his practice to undertake scientific researches. He
makes experiments upon animals, and his rooms are full of those
he tortures."
" T h a t explains to me why I stepped upon a guinea-pig at the
foot of the staircase on coming home the other evening. It was
very aggravating, and we must certainly turn the man out. I don't
at all like the idea of having a menagerie in my house."
" The menagerie is oi) the fourth floor, and we live on the first.
It doesn't annoy us mueli."
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" What! you, Berthe, who are so kind-hearted, do you undertake the defence of an old idiot who probably dissects live
rabbits ? "
'' M. Gigondes is a very learned man, my dear. He has sent an
essay to the Academy of Medicine, and he hopes to obtain a prize
of fifty thousand francs, as a reward for some discovery he has
made. I believe it is a way of killing people with a millionth part
of a drop of blood."
" And you wish me—a magistrate—to encourage such things?"
exclaimed M. Mornas, laughing heartily. " Come, my dear Berthe,
your charity goes too far."
" But this poor man won't kill any one, I assure you, and I—"
Madame Mornas paused in the middle of her sentence. Her
husband's valet was entering the dining-room, carrying a letter
upon a silver salver. The judge took it, and when the servant had
retired.
" A h ! a h ! " he said, " t h i s comes from the public
prosecutor. Some new affair, probably, and important too, for
otherwise this note wouldn't have been sent here. Who knows if
it is not to teU me that I am charged with an investigation which
will finally lead to my advancement ?''
" A great crime, then ?" said Madame Mornas, sadly. " I can't
share your satisfaction. Are you so very anxious to send some
great criminal to the scaffold ? "
" W e l l , " replied the magistrate, tearing the letter open, " if a
crime is committed, some one must try it, and I might as well have
the honour as any one else. But let us see, in the first place, if T
am nursing a vain hope." And he read aloud: " M y dear
Mornas—You know all the interest I take in you—so you will not
be surprised if I write to tell you privately, of a piece of news
which you will soon be officially acquainted with. You have been
appointed to take charge of a difficult and mysterious affair, and
you will have an opportunity to win your spurs ; for I am sure you
will discover the criminal concerning whose identity we at present
have scarcely any clue."
"Yes, yes ; I shall discover him," cried M. Mornas, enthusiastically, as he paused in his perusal. '' At last, I hold my advancement in my hands ! "
" What need have you of that? I warn you, I sha'n't love you
any better than I love you now."
" B u t you will not love me less, Berthe," said the magistrate,
smiling ; " and you will see more of me, for I sha'n't be obliged to
stay all day at the Palais examining knaves and fools."
" Ah ! now you are more sensible ; but, all the same, remember
the fable of the milkmaid and her pail. You are making some fine
plans and building great hopes upon an affair you know nothing
about, for your friend has forgotten to give you any details."
"Wait. I haven't finished his letter. Listen to the remainder :
' Hasten to the Palais, where you will find your instructions on your
desk. I will tell you, however, that a murder was committed last
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evening, under singular circumstances.' Ah ! good heavens ! "
cried M. Mornas, instead of finishing his reading. " Do you know
that the bridegroom was killed during the wedding-dinner to which
you were invited—killed by a buUet in the midst of the guests—"
" What! filise Aubrac's husband ? Ah ! that is horrible \ "
" Yes ; for all my dreams are over. I cannot investigate an
affair in which so many people I know are mixed up."
"Really, Pierre, I don't understand you. How can you think
of your own interests in presence of such a calamity ? It isn't you
that I pity, but that young girl. What will become of her ?"
" I pity her too, although I have only seen her once, at Madame
Verdalenc's ball."
" But I have spoken to her very often and I like her very much.
She is charming, and she deserved a better husband than they
gave her."
" A h ! I shall never again have such an opportunity. The
victim and the witnesses are all in good society, the murderer as
well, perhaps, and a mystery to boot! Such a thing doesn't happen
once in ten years. All ! I certainly have no luck ! "
" What, my dear, you worry about your career, when two
families are plunged in mourning ! Ought you not rather to think
of the cause? But this young man must have had some enemies,
for Mademoiselle Aubrac certainly had none. I will go and see
her, and tell her how much I sympathize with her in her sorrow."
" G o as much as you like, since I can have nothing to do with
the affair," answered M. Mornas, rather bitterly.
" The Public Prosecutor says nothing more ?" asked Madame
Mornas, after a pause.
" Absolutely nothing."
" So that you have no idea who is suspected ?"
" How could I have an idea ? I know nothing of Trementin's
antecedents or habits. As for the bride, I have heard that she was
the daughter of a physician, and lived with her aunt, a certain
Baroness Aubrac, who is, so people say, an absurd sort of woman."
" But with your experience in criminal matters you must already see in what direction one ought to look for the murderer."
"Before doing that it would be needful for me to study the
papers in the case and hear the testimony. However, one of my
colleagues will have charge of the business, and will gain all the
honour."
"Listen, Pierre," said Madame Mornas timidly. "You will do
me this justice that I have never interfered with your duties as a
magistrate—"
" Not enough, my dear. I should have liked to see you more
interested in them."
" Well, will you allow me to advise you to accept the charge now
offered you ?"
" I should like nothing better, but I really can't."
" Because you have occasionally met the persons whose names will
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figure in the case? The scruple does you honour, but do you think
that the public prosecutor did not inform himself before entrusting
the affair to you ? I am confident that he is aware that these persons are known to you and that he chose you, because he relies
upon your acquaintance with their characters as well as upon your
intelligence and impartiality."
" That is possible, after all," muttered M. Mornas.
" He was aware also," continued Berthe, " that to discover
the truth in certain exceptional matters, a man must have
seen the world, and have learned to know the human heart.
Many of your colleagues are not in that position, and would not
direct the inquiry with the delicacy which is needful, when it is a
question of discovering a criminal among people of social standing.
A magistrate, accustomed to track professional ruffians, would,
perhaps, proceed brutally, and Heaven knows whom he would
accuse ! "
" Any magistrate, worthy of the name, would first attempt to
find out if M. Trementin had any enemies, or if anyone would be
benefited by his death. I t is evident the whole case lies there."
" Well then, a magistrate, who was liable to fall into error, and
judge by appearances, might imagine that the person most interested in getting rid of M. Trementin was—his wife. I should not
say this if I were not sure that Elise is quite incapable of committing a crime, or even thinking of such a thing. Still, it is true that
she was married somewhat against her will. She was in love with a
young man, who wa's not in a position to marry her, and she ended
by yielding to the entreaties of her aunt, who pleaded the cause of
Verdalenc's cashier. £lise contracted a mariage de convenance, and
among those who know the truth, some might make evil insinuations against her. However absurd a calumny may be, it makes
its way, and if it reaches the ears of a magistrate, liable to unjust
suspicions, the consequences are sometimes terrible. Do you
understand now, why I should like the affair to remain in your
hands ? "
" You go too far in your suppositions, and you have too bad an
opinion of my colleagues ; but you are right, perhaps, in advising
me to accept; for I am sure of myself, and my superiors know me.
1 can, besides, consult them, tell them the peculiar situation I am.
in, and if they bid me go on, well, I won't throw up an investigation which will certainly procure me a high rank."
" I shall be glad for that young girl's sake—and for yours,"
rejoined Madame Mornas, extending her hand to her husband,
who pressed a kiss upon it. " Poor Elise's only mistake was in
listening to her aunt's advice. If she had had the courage to resist
her, and marry according to her heart, she would not be a widow
to-day, for, to my mind, M. Trementin has been assassinated
by some jealous woman. People said that he was a regular Don
Juan."
"Then that gives us an idea where to look for the murderer,"
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said the magistrate, quickly, raising his head like a war-horse who
hears the sound of the trumpet.
" Oh ! I only remember the rumours which were current in the
society he moved in, and I should not like you to attach any importance to my words. You will know how to find the criminal
without my interference."
" You would manage the case better than I ; and if I undertake
it, I shall often appeal to you for advice. Besides, if it is true
that Trementin was such a man as you say, you will have guessed
correctly at the very beginning, my dear Berthe."
" I repeat that I have only heard rumours, and nothing more.
His conquests have been spoken of, but no names were ever given.
He was a tall, strong-looking fellow; and I suppose he would be
called handsome by some people. But he lacked distinction, and I
never understood how he could fascinate a woman, for his appearance was highly displeasing to me, almost as much as yours is
pleasing."
" He did not resemble me, indeed," said M. Mornas, who was
neither tall nor broad-shouldered, and who, without being ugly, had
a sort of hatchet face, more calculated to intimidate a witness than
to charm the fair sex.
" Fortunately," murmured Berthe, giving her husband a look
which would have made the heart of a septuagenarian beat.
" Don't look at me like that, or I shall never go," said M. Mornas.
" Oh, go, I won't detain you," laughed Berthe. " The brougham
is ready, and in a quarter of an hour you will be at the Palais.
I sha'n't see you again till this evening ; but during your absence,
to bring you luck, I am going to do a good action."
" By consoling M. Trementin's widow ? Well, I don't suppose she
receives anyone as yet. Besides, if I am to take charge of this case,
I beg you to be careful. The wife of a magistrate must do nothing
open to suspicion."
" Fear nothing, Pierre ; I will be prudent. I shall see Elise, if
you don't forbid my doing so, but later on. To-day I am simply
going up to see that poor M. Gigondes, and tell him we will not worry
him for his rent."
" You are the genius of charity," exclaimed M. Mornas. " Go
and reassure the old fellow, and we'll agree to give him a receipt
in full for all he owes us, when I have discovered the murderer of
your friend's husband."
" I should like nothing better, and I can tell our lodger this news
in advance for I am sure you will find the criminal."
A long kiss concluded this conjugal interview. The magistrate
was dressed in black, with a white cravat, as becomes a judicial
magnate of the old school. He was quite ready to go to his office,
and so he went off to begin the fight against M. Trementin's murderer. On her side, Madame Mornas gave her maid orders not to
admit any visitors, and then she tripped up the three flights of
stairs which led to M. Gigondes' apartments. She was in a hurry
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to ease his mind as to the negligence he had shown for a year past
respecting his rent, and she rang the bell with a sharp jerk. A
sound of footsteps answered the peal; the door half opened, and
a strange figure appeared. M. Gigondes, who was sixty, had the
head of an octogenarian, with a face as creased and as wrinkled as a
dried-up apple. He had a fur cap on his head, and he was enveloped
in a dressing-gown of a colour impossible to define. At sight of
Madame Mornas, he started back in surprise, and faltered out a
few words of excuse for the past and promises for the future ; but
the magistrate's wife interrupted him, saying, in her silvery voice :
" I have not come about your rent, my dear sir ; I have come to
call upon you."
"You do me great honour, madame," murmured the old man,
without opening the door any wider ; " but my apartment is rather
in disorder, and I don't dare to ask you to come in."
" W h y not? I know that your scientific work absorbs you
entirely, and a savant has a right not to trouble himself about
household matters. We are very proud, both my husband and myself, to have you in our house, and please receive me, for I am
greatly interested in your discoveries, and it is a desire to know
something about them which has brought me here."
" Is it possible ? " exclaimed M. Gigondes, stepping quickly aside
so as to allow his landlady to enter.
"Yes, indeed," she said gaily. " I am very ignorant, but I want
to be taught; and then, you know that curiosity is woman's great
fault."
"Come in, madame, come in," said the old man, eagerly. " I
shall be only too happy to explain my work to you, all the more
happy as I think I am likely to succeed in my purpose ; and if I do
so, as I am almost certain I shall, I shall be able to pay the debt
which troubles me. You have been kind enough to give me time,
and—"
" Oh, my dear sir," interrupted Madame Mornas, while the old
man closed the door behind her, " don't speak any more about that,
or rather, let us discuss it and have done with it. My husband
agrees with me in giving you all the time you want. Our concierge
will receive orders to wait till you are ready, and I beg of you not to
be uneasy on the matter."
M. Gigondes broke into protestations of gratitude, to which
Madame Mornas listened with a smUe. She examined the room
into which she had been introduced, and saw that the furniture was
covered with a thick layer of dust, while the floor looked as if it had
never been swept. A portrait of Hahnemann, the inventor of
homeopathy, hung upon the wall, and was draped with cobwebs.
" You see, madame, that my rooms aie not very well kept," sighed
the old man. " I was obliged to send my servant away, as he was
of no use to me, since I no longer have any patients, and, besides,
I pass all my time in my laboratory.''
"Let us go in there," said Madame Mornas, who had decided to
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go on to the end, so as to give a flattering pretext to her charitable
visit.
In the so-called "laboratory" matters were even worse. There
were piles of papers and multitudes of broken vials on an old wormeaten table, and on one side stood a huge case divided into various
compartments, which were occupied by rabbits and guinea-pigs.
Straw and vegetable leaves were scattered over the floor of the
room, and on the mantelshelf, instead of a clock, there was an immense cabbage. " So those are the poor animals which you experiment upon ?" asked Berthe. "My husband told me that your apartment resembled Noah's Ark. Oh ! he was only in jest," she added,
seeing the piteous expression on M. Gigondes' face. '' He knows
that you are working for science, and he would have come with me
to see you this morning, if he had not been summoned to the
Palais on a very serious matter, and a sad one too, for it has cast a
young lady I know into mourning. Yes," continued Madame
Mornas, "£lise Aubrac's husband has been murdered. You
must have heard of her father. He was a physician."
" A physician ! " repeated M. Gigondes. " W h y , she must be
the daughter of that scoundrel Aubrac, my persecutor ! "
" What do you say, sir ?" cried Madame Mornas. " Elise
Aubrac's father was a very skilful physician and a very honest man."
"Neither the one nor the other, madame," replied Gigondes,
in a passion. " He was an ass, like all allopaths, and he was a
lying, envious knave. Ah ! you who have such a kind heart would
scarcely believe the cruelty that man displayed. He swore an implacable hatred against me, although I had never done him any harm.
But he was jealous of my success."
" Really ? That's strange. You cannot have had the same class
of patients, since you belonged, I believe, to two opposing schools."
" That is the very reason why he declared war against me. He
commenced by publicly attacking homeopathy. But he did not
stop there. He attacked me personally and my work. He
published libels in which he pretended that my experiments were
idiotic, that I myself did not believe in the great discovery I announced to the Academy. I t was as if he had said that I was
only an impostor. In a word, madame, he ridiculed me, scofled
at me, and finally ruined me ; for his slanders produced their
effect. The Academy refused to listen to me, and all my patients
left me."
The old fellow grew animated as he spoke, and anger transfigured
him. His stooping figure became erect again, the colour mounted
to his parchmentrlike cheeks, and his little grey eyes sparkled like
stars. Madame Mornas observed him with curiosity, and wondered
at the violence of a scientific passion, which can stifle all human senti
ments, and rejuvenate an old man. Assuredly, M. Gigondes, however much he may have loved in his youthful days, had neverfavoured
any woman with such transports of affection, as the transports of
Kage he now showed against his detractor. Berthe pitied him,
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and tried to calm him. " Every misfortune has its '^"S^l^'f ^^
she said, gently. " By giving up the practise of yo"^P''°!!^f " '
you have been able to devote yourself, exclusively, to youi lesearches. Sufferers have lost by it, no doubt, but science will
profit by it, since you are on the point of finding what you nave
sought after with so much patience and perseverance.
" I have found it," cried the irascible savant. " I only want to
make one last experiment, to prove, victoriously, the accuracy ot
my theory upon blood-poisoning. I shall make this final experiment, even if I have to make it upon myself, and when the whole
world has admitted that I am right, that miserable Aubrac will be
shown in his true light; for I shall prove that he was only a
brute and a liar, and, what is worse, a thoroughly bad man."
" I don't know if he was as vacked as you paint him," remarked
Madame Mornas, quietly ; " but death effaces everything, and he
is no longer here to defend himself. You ought to forget your
grievances."
"Never ! " exclaimed Gigondes, energetically. " I cannot treat
him as he deserved, as he is dead, but I should like to visit his sins
upon hifl children, even unto the third and fourth generation."
At this declaration, Madame Mornas burst out into a merry peal
of laughter. " Do you know," said she, " that it is very fortunate
for you that you are not acquainted with his daughter ? His sonin-law has been killed by a bullet, and, if you were heard to speak
as you just did, you might be accused of having committed that
abominable crime. You might vainly say that you knew nothing
of the use of fire-arms—"
" I know surer means !" hissed the old man.
" A h , yes ! the poison you have discovered ; but I don't believe
you would operate upon anything but animals," said the magistrate's wife.
" Unfortunately, I can't," growled Gigondes.
" What! do you regret not trying it upon human beings ? "
" From a scientific point of view, I do, for the objection may be
raised, that rabbits and guinea-pigs have not enough vital strength
to resist the inoculation of tainted blood. But a prick of a pin to
an adult would completely demonstrate my discovery. However, 1
know that the laws forbid such a thing."
" I should say they did. If they allowed it, savants like you
would depopulate the world."
"Oh, no," replied the old man, calmly. " I t would suffice to
hand us over all the criminals condemned to death. Science should
be thought of before everything.''
" I fear that you would not succeed^in converting the magistrates
to your ideas," said Berthe, coldly. " But you are right; science is
a fine thing, and I deplore my ignorance. So I should feel flattered if you would be kind enough to explain to me your oreat
discovery. I will not swear I shall understand, but .i will try to "
" A child would understand, and, if you will deign to ^(YQ ^ e
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a little attention, you shall know as much about it as I do. I n the
first place, I introduce into a rabbit's neck or paw, a mere drop of
carbuncled blood, t h a t is to say, blood which comes from an animal
which has died of a carbuncle.
The rabbit dies on the fourth
or fifth day afterwards. W i t h its blood, I prick a second rabbit,
which dies-in three days' time, a third, pricked with the blood of the
second, dies in forty-eight hours. W i t h the seventh, I obtain death
as quick as lightning ; and, note this point—always by diminishing
the dose. So I finally kill with a trillionth of a drop. The more
the dose is diminished, the more the strength of the poison is increased. Isn't that magnificent 'i "
" I t is wonderful," said Madame Mornas, as seriously as possible.
" So you can kill any one on the spot or after a long interval as you
please."
' ' Certainly, after a very long interval even ; for, after the
seventh rabbit, the violence of the poison diminishes. Look ! I
pricked that brown one yesterday with the blood of the eleventh
edition. H e has still three weeks to live, but he will surely die on
the twentieth or twenty-second day.''
" I fear, however, that the propagation of your astonishing
discovery will not be favoured. W h e n I think that I have only to
dip one of my hairpins into the blood of one of your rabbits, and
that my maid, in dressing my hair, might prick me, it makes me
shudder and I shall forbid her to come up here."
" N o one comes in here, madame, and you alone know my secret.
My report to the Institute is not yet finished."
" K e e p your dangerous secret to yourself, then, I beg. Those
who possessed it could rid themselves only too easily of those they
did not like."
" And with impunity, too. The poison leaves no traces."
" Indeed ? Well, I sha'n't repeat what I have learned to my
husband. H e would be capable of giving you notice to quit. H e
is not a savant, but a judge, and from constantly examining
criminals he sees them everywhere."
" B u t , madame, I swear to you that I haven't committed any
crime and I never shall commit one. You must not take what I
said just now as serious."
" A b o u t your desire to experiment on your fellow creatures?
Oh, I am sure you did not mean that, my dear Monsieur Gigondes ;
and now t h a t I have reassured you on all points, I will leave you to
your work. 1 must go and inquire about that poor woman whose
husband was killed on the very day of her marriage."
" The murderer made a poor job of it," murmured the old man ;
" to use a gun, when he could have— At all events, homeopathy is
avenged for Aubrac's outrageous attacks.''
" Do you excuse the murderer? " cried Madame Mornas.
" N o , " said M. Gigondes, glumly. " A crime is a crime, after
all ; and, besides, it was an innocent man who suffered. B u t when
Aubrac was persecuting me I should have liked to try upon him the
B
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discovery he persisted in denying : he would then have been forced
to acknowledge the power of infinitesimal doses."
"Yes, the trillionth of a drop and the seventh rabbit," murmured
Berthe, looking with mingled astonishment and pity at the old
monomaniac, who spoke with so much coolness of poisoning a man
in order to demonstrate a scientific truth. " I t is frightful, and I
congratulate myself on being one of your friends, for it would not
be wise for any one to offend you : he would simply risk his life."
"Good Heavens, madame, I have been a little hasty, perhaps ;
but when I hear the name of my persecutor spoken, I lose all selfcontrol. I have too strong a memory. I never forget injuries I
have received, but I do not forget kindnesses either; and I promise
you, madame, if you ever have need of me—"
" I understand," said Sladame Mornas, laughing ; " the first
time I wish to get rid of any one, I will come and ask for your receipt. Meanwhile, calm yourself, my dear sir, and think no more
of ivhat you owe us."
The old man was profuse in his thanks, and conducted his indulgent landlady to the top of the stairs. She shook hands with
him, although he inspired her with a certain amount of repugnance,
and she returned to her apartment very well satisfied with her
charitable visit.
By way of continuing a day so well commenced, she thought she
could not do better than evince some little interest in the unfortunate Trementin's widow. Madame Mornas had more or less acquaintance with all the personages of the tragedy which had occurred on the previous evening at Boulogne-sur-Seine. Dr. Aubrac,
M. Gigondes' enemy, had formerly been the physician of Berthe's
father, and, since her marriage, she had kept up an acquaintance
with Elise, whom she often met in society, chiefly at the Verdalencs' She would have seen her more frequently if her aunt,
Madame Aubrac, had been less disagreeable ; but the grand airs
and egregious vanity of the baroness annoyed her, and she limited
herself to such relations as courtesy required. They had been on
rather cool terms for some time, for Madame Mornas had not
hesitated to express her disapproval of the marriage arranged by
Madame Aubrac and Madame Verdalenc, and only accepted by
Elise after long resistance. M. Trementin had not been one of
Berthe's friends, although he had been very attentive to her, to
such a point, indeed, that certain people pretended he was in love
with her. But she had received his attentions with icy coldness,
and laughed at his pretensions to be a lady-killer. However, after
the catastrophe which had suddenly put an end to this unfortunate
marriage, there could no longer be any question of antipathies, and
a visit of condolence was necessary.
I t is true that Madame Mornas might have limited herself to
writing, but she did not consider that sufficient; and despite her
husband's peculiar position in the inatter, she resolved to leave
her card in person at the house of Elise's aunt. M. Mon.as had
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taken the brougham to go to the Palais, but his wife could have
ordered another equipage, for her stables contained four horses and
three carriages. However, she thought a cab would be more suitable for the visit she was about to make, and she therefore ordered
one from the nearest stand.
The Baroness Aubrac resided with her niece, at the corner of the
R u e La F a y e t t e in a handsome apartment, the windows of which
looked out on the church of St. Vincent de Paul. EUse was to have
left these rooms the previous evening to go and live with her husband in the R u e d'flauteville ; but it was doubtful if she had taken
possession of her new home, and, moreover, Madame Mornas did
not care to see her at such a moment. Accordingly she drove to
Madame Aubrac's house, and was not a little surprised to meet her
at the door. The baroness was returning on foot just as Berthe
alighted from the cab, and she caught hold of both her hands,
exclaiming : " I was sure that you would come. You, at least,
have some heart, madame. You do not abandon us in our misfortune. You are not like those Verdalencs, who have not given a
sign of life since yesterday."
Madame Mornas had not expected such an effusive greeting
from a woman who had never been her friend ; b u t she received it
calmly, expressing her sympathy, excusing herself for coming a
little too soon to inquire after ^Madame Trementin, and declaring
t h a t she meant to retire as soon as she heard that the young widow's
condition gave no cause for anxiety. B u t the baroness would not
listen to this. " N o , " she said, still retaining Berthe's hands,
' ' no, you shall not leave us so quicklj^, after coming to console us.
Elise is with me, in a pitiable state, and it would do her good to
see you. She would never pardon me if I let you go. You must
see her ; come up with m e . "
Madame Mornas, who did not like the idea very much, tried to
excuse herself to Madame Aubrac ; but the tenacious baroness was
so demonstrative that her gestures and appeals began to attract the
attention of the passers-by. Bert;he preferred to yield, rather than
to provoke a scene in the street, but it was against her will, and
she already began to repent having come at all. The apartment
was on the second floor, and much too large for a single woman.
Dr. Aubrac had taken it because he had a great many patients in
the neighbourhood, and at his death his sister-in-law, who loved
display, had established herself there to watch over Elise and live
luxuriously, in accordance with her tastes. W i t h the twenty thousand francs a year left by the doctor, and her own modest income,
she did not think it too much to keep four retainers. " Where is
my niece ?" she asked of the servant, who came to open the door
in answer to her ring.
" I n her room, madame ; and I think that she is lying dowai."
" Very well ; I will wake her myself. Leave us."
Berthe,again tried to retreat, protesting that she did not wish to
disturb Elise's sleep, but it was of no avail. S!ie was forced to
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enter the drawing-room with the baroness, who, without giving her
time to sit down, exclaimed : " Ah, madame ! how right you were
to blame the choice my niece made. I t appears a woman t h a t M.
Trementin knew, paid some one to murder him."
"What!
I s she known t h e n ? " exclaimed Madame Mornas,
with a start of surprise.
" N o , not y e t ; b u t M. Verdalenc is determined to find her, for
it is certain t h a t a woman prompted t h e deed."
While the baroness was speaking, Madame Mornas stood near a
window facing the church, on the steps of which she perceived
a man whom she thought she recognized. This man was watching
the house with singular attention, and one might have thought that
h e was expecting a signal. " The crime was inspired by jealousy,"
continued Madame Aubrac. " W e have no enemies, and M. Trementin was not rich enough for his heirs to covet his property. So
it must have been some woman's revenge. H e had abandoned her
to marry, and she killed him, or rather had him killed."
" D o you think, madame, t h a t a woman would allow herself to
be so carried away by passion as to cause her lover's death ? " asked
Berthe, without ceasing to observe the m a n who was watching the
windows.
" Yes, I do think so. If my husband had betrayed me, I would
never have suffered it."
" W e poor women are made to suffer, however," said Berthe,
who found the baroness most absurd and ridiculous. " A n d it seems
to me t h a t in such a case, if I wished for vengeance, I should rather
revenge myself on my r i v a l ; b u t after all I should not have the
courage."
" A n d I would have killed t h e m both,'' exclaimed Madame
Aubrac. " I t was a great mercy, by-the-way, that Elise was not
struck. I myself had a lucky escape, since I was beside Trementin.
Verdalenc says he had noticed a difference in his cashier for a year
past. H e who was formerly so gay, appeared preoccupied. H e
would absent himself for hours from the office, and was never seen
in the evening. H e led a mysterious life it seems, and Verdalenc,
who thought a great deal of him, conceived the idea of arranging a
marriage for him, so as to break off a dangerous connection which
he had with some woman or other."
" H o w do they know t h a t ?"
" V e r d a l e n c has no doubt of it, and he declares t h a t he will soon
be able to prove it."
" I confess, I have not much faith in M. Verdalenc's penetration."
" W e l l it seems t h a t long ago, Trementin confided in him, and
acknowledged that, after some terrible scenes, he had broken
with a woman who had ruled him with an iron rod. This woman,
he added, would never pardon him for having deserted her, and he
declared she was quite capable of killing him."
" I t seems that he told everything except her name," remarked
Madame Mornas. " I always had a poor opinion of M. Trementin,
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and what you tell me, my dear madame, shows me that I judged
him rightly. H e dared to boast of having abandoned a woman who
loved him, in order to make an advantageous marriage."
" I t appears he no long-^r cared for her."
" That is a fine excuse," said Berthe, " b u t if she still loved him,
I can understand that his treachery wounded her to the hearts; I
don't mean by t h a t t h a t I approve of what she did, if she killed
him, as you think, which 1 strongly doubt."
" W h o could have done it then ? "
" You ask me too much, my dear madame. I have married a
magistrate, but he has not taught me how to discover criminals ;
for myself I should be too much afraid of making a mistake."
" I can understand that. Remember, however, that M. Trementin confided in his employer, and it is the latter's duty to enlighten
justice."
" Perhaps. I t seems to me, however, that he has undertaken a
dangerous mission. Let us admit, if you like, t h a t the murder was
instigated by jealousy. B u t in t h a t case, what would you say if
they accused—that young man whom you received last year, and
who made no effort to conceal the love with which Mademoiselle
Aubrac had inspired him ?"
" Louis Mareuil ! a journalist! a rhymer, who hasn't a farthing
in the world ! I closed my door to him six months ago ; my niece
first met him at the boarding-school where she was educated with
his sister. W h e n I went to see her there I sometimes met him in
the waiting-room with his mother, a good sort of woman, who is
reduced to work for a living, although she is the widow of an officer.
Elise was very fond of the sister, and I think that the brother did
not displease her. I t was a foolish flirtation, like all young girls
have, b u t nothing more ; and she no longer thought of him when
she decided to marry M. Trementin."
' ' V/ell he has not forgotten her, I'm sure. One of his friends
told me t h a t he lived for her, and that when he learnt she was about
to marry, he became nearly insane. I have heard t h a t he even
tried to pick a quarrel with M. Trementin, who refused to fight."
' ' A man doesn't fight on the eve of his marriage. Trementin
did quite right."
" P e r h a p s n o t ; for if he had been killed in a duel before the
marriage Elise would not be a widow. And now that he has been
killed at his wedding-dinner, suspicion may fall upon M. Mareuil."
" Oh ! that would be absurd ! " exclaimed the baroness. " I knowthat this rhymer is liable to indulge in extravagant acts, but I don't
think him capable of committing a murder."
" Do you remember him well enough to recognize him again ?"
" Certainly. H e has one of those faces which are never forgotten, although he isn't handsome. B u t why do you ask me that,
dear madame ? "
" Because—it seems to me—I am probably mistaken—but it seems
to me that that man ovei- there on the stops of the church is he.''
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Madame Aubrac darted to the window and looked in the direction indicated by Madame Mornas. The lace curtains of the window were partially drawn back. " Don't come too near ; he will
see you," said Berthe.
" Yes," murmured the baroness, in bewilderment ; " it is he, the
scamp ! What can he be doing there ? He has nicely chosen the
day to come and gaze at our house."
" He doesn't limit himself to gazing. Just now he was making
signs to some one, and I think he was answered, for he nodded his
head, as if to say, Yes. He was not addressing us, however, for
we have not stirred, and he hasn't seen us. Could it be Elise ? "
" H e r room is on the same side as this one, but I cannot
believe that. No, it's impossible; she would not have the impudence
to hold any communication from her window with that scamp.
Besides the servant told us that she was asleep. Still I will make
sure."
" It is useless," said Madame Mornas. " Look ! "
" She herself !" cried the baroness. " S h e ! crossing the street
and going straight towards him while he comes to meet her ! She
is holding out her hand to him—he takes it in his ! Great heavens!
She is mad!"
" N o ; she loves him, that is all," replied Berthe.
'' How did she manage to go out ? She must have taken the
servants' staircase. Ah ! this is too much, and I won't allow her to
compromise herself in this w^ay."
But Madame Mornas checked the baroness by saying : "Take
care, madame ! If you made a scene in the street, it would compromise your niece much more seriously."
" What ! " cried the baroness, " do you advise me to allow l^liso
to talk to that wretch, in a public place, on the day after her husband's death ?"
" I t is unfortunate; but if you interfered it would be dangerous,"
said Madame Mornas, in a tone which impressed Elise's aunt. " I t
is possible that no one has yet remarked them. But if you speak
to them, you may attract the attention of certain people who are
probably watching this house."
"' AVhat! do you think the police have been ordered "
" I think that nothing will be neglected to arrive at the truth ; and
if it were known that Elise had an interview to-day with M. Louis
Mareuil—who loves her madly, and yesterday loved her without
hope—unfortunate deductions might be drawn. M. Verdalenc if
he knew of it, would acknowledge that he is mistaken, and that M.
Trementin was not assassinated by a woman."
"That's true ; but, great heavens ! what is to be done ?"
" Nothing, dear madame, except to advise your niece to be more
prudent in future. She does not seem to understand her situation.
Show her what she exposes herself to by continuing to see this
young man. If y-ou don't warn her, passion will drag her into
even more absurd actions than the present one. Just look M.
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Mareuil has both her hands in his, and their faces are close
together."
"" And I must bear t h i s ! After bringing up t h a t silly girl in the
strictest way! I must allow her to behave like a shop-girl who has
met a clerk in the street! No, it's impossible ! I must put an end
to this scandal."
" Y o u will provoke a greater one ; and, besides, it is too late ;
the lovers are going away. See, they are walking side by side towards the street beside the church."
" T h i s is the height of indecency! The knave must have bewitched her. Look ; she is taking his arm now ! The fool ! she is
l o s t ! I will never see her again as long as I live ! "
" That would be very wrong, my dear madame ; for, after this
escapade, she will need your advice more than ever. Only, it will
be better for you not to run after her, for if you succeed in joining her, w-liich I doubt, she won't listen to you. Believe me, dear
madame, let her alone for the present, and when she returns make
her realise how wrongly she has acted ; she is sensible and won't
let such a thing occur again."
" The mischief is done already. That Mareuil will abuse her
confidence."
" Oh, you go too far ! M. Mareuil is a gentleman. I'm convinced of it. H e would have done better, both in Elise's interest
and his own, to have k e p t away to-day ; but he will do nothing to
h u r t her reputation. H e wishes to marry her, you know."
" Marry her ! That would be shameful ! B u t there, he is taking her away ; they are gone ! Where is he taking her too, the
wretch ? To his own house ? No ; he would not dare to ; he lives
with his mother, and his sister, and they would not allow it."
" Question Elise when she returns. She won't refuse to tell you
what she has done, and you can then advise her. If I could talk
to her, I am sure she would tell me why she resigned herself to this
marriage, when she loved some one else. Ah ! those who forced
her to marry M. Trementin are very much to be blamed."
" Y e s ; the Verdalencs, Madame Verdalenc, especially. I have
nothing to reproach myself with. I left my niece completely free,
and I think t h a t she would have persisted in her refusal ; but seeing t h a t things were not progressing, the Verdalencs had recourse to other means."
" W h a t did they do ?" asked Madame Morna=, quickly.
" Why, ilise received an anonymous letter which said t h a t this
M. Mareuil, who laretended to care so much for her, was triflinw
with her, for he only cared for her fortune, and was the lover of an
actress with whom he would squander his wife's dowry. Well I
would bet t h a t it was Madame Verdalenc who wrote that letter."
" T h a t would be abominable.
And did lElise believe in that
calumny ? "
" Not at first. She showed me the letter, and I advised her to
reflect before making up her mind. But the next day, at the
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theatre—Verdalenc had oftered us seats in his box, and his wife
took care to show my niece M. Mareuil who was talking to t h e
actress in question."
" H e is a newspaper man remember, so he might know her without being her lover."
"Elise did not think of that. She told me t h a t very evening
t h a t she did not care to see him again ; and as I did not like him,
I approved her. F r o m t h a t time, she began to think more favourably of M. Trementin, and when three months afterwards Madame
A'erdalenc came to ask her hand for him, she said yes at once."
' ' Poor child ! a trap was laid for her, and she allowed herself to
be caught in it. I t was a piece of folly which has cost her dear.
Moreover if the authorities accused the young man she loves—for
she has never ceased to love him, don't doubt it, madame—she
would find herself in a horrible position. Such a misfortune must
be prevented, and I will t r y to do so. I can tell you now what
every one will knovv to-morrow. My husband has been selected to
investigate this affair. H e is now at the Palais de J u s t i c e . "
" I n d e e d ! Oh, then, my niece has nothing to fear. B u t pray
p u t M. Mornas on his guard against the foolish conjectures of M.
Verdalenc who merely ^vants to give himself importance and would
very likely lead justice astray. Yesterday when we were all upset
by that terrible catastrophe, he followed the commissary of police
wherever he went, and pretended to direct the investigations,
although he had seen nothing—nothing more t h a n the others at
least. I went off very early with Elise, and, of course, I have not
been this morning to the Verdalencs ; I had enough to do to
console my niece and to arrange for poor Trementin's funeral. I
understood yesterday, however, t h a t the shot was fired from a
cabin opposite the restaurant, and t h a t two of the guests saw the
assassin running towards the Bois de B o u l o g n e ; however, that is
all I know.''
" A n d I don't care to know more. T h a t is my husband's affair,
and not mine.
I am only concerned in the defence of Elise.
W h e n you see her tell her t h a t I am entirely devoted to her, and
that if she will give me her confidence she will not repent it."
And then, RS the baroness was about to complain again of her
niece's conduct, Madame Mornas added, taking l e a v e : " D o n ' t
scold her too much. I hope she will marry M. Mareuil some day ;
and if I can help her in any way, I w-ill do so."
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III.
THE Avenue Frochot ought to be called the Alley of Fine Arts, for
it leads nowhere, and is only inhabited by artists. Painters,
authors, and actors form a little colony there. Madame Mareuil,
after her husband's death, had gone to live there, with her son and
daughter. They occupied a pretty little house, surrounded by a
garden. And yet Captain Mareuil, a gallant soldier, promoted
for his bravery, had left his widow a very scanty pension, while her
own private means merely consisted of three thousand francs a year
which her father had made as a contractor for public works. It
can easily be imagined how she had to economize, and how many
sacrifices she had to make to educate her children. Her son Louis,
who had literary aspirations, eventually embraced journalism ; Annette his sister, painted skilfully fans which sold for a high price,
while their mother executed embroidery for a large establishment
in the Rue des Jeuneurs. Union is strength. It is also happiness,
and they were perfectly happy in their pleasant little home. The
house had only one storey, and the garden was not as large as M.
Verdalenc's drawing-room, but it was full of flowers tended by
Annette herself, and the whole place was j)rim and neat.
On the morrow of the wedding-dinner at Cabassol's, the mother
and daughter were sitting in the little garden ; but on this particular
day they gave little thought to their embroidery and painting.
Madame Mareuil, reclining upon a rustic bench, watched Annette
as she wandered to and fro. They had both been crying ; but the
mother had choked back her tears, and Annette even tried to
smile as she spoke to Madame Mareuil, who shook her head sadly
while she listened. The widow was about fifty and still a handsome
woman, while Annette was a fresh and rosy brunette.
"No,
mother, I don't see any one coming," said the girl after going
to the gate for, perhaps, the tenth time ; " b u t don't worry. Louis
has been detained at the office, and, if necessary, I will go there."
'' You won't find him," murmured Madame Mareuil. '' The paper
comes out in the evening, as you know ; and he left us yesterday
afternoon. What has become of him ? Where has he gone ? "
' ' Perhaps he has been sent by the newspaper to report somethino-.
He may have been sent away to Lyons or Montceau about the
strikes. He may have been obliged to leave at once, and he didn't
have time to come and bid us good-bye ; we are so far away."
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" He would have written to us."
" He will write from where he has gone. We shall receive a
letter to-morrow, unless he sends us a telegram to-day. He must
know that we are uneasy. Besides, mother, what do you fear ?
That some accident has happened to him ? If that were the case,
we should know it."
" I fear everything ; the poor boy is in despair ! " ^
" You exaggerate. He knew for some time that '&lise was going
to marry, and, although it caused him terrible suffering, he finally
resigned himself to the inevitable."
" You don't know him. He is too proud to complain ; but his
heart still bleeds. For the last two months he' has only thought of
her. You have noticed as well as I that he is a changed man. He
was once so gay and talkative, and now he has become gloomy and
silent. When I speak to him about his book and his hopes, he
scarcely answers me. And, when he went away yesterday, he even
forgot to kiss me.''
" I t has seemed to me lately that he was more sad and preoccupied than usual,' but—''
"Because the fatal day was approaching. Elise Aubr.'ic was
married yesterday, and yesterday he disappeared."
" You mean, he has not yet returned. But what connection do
you see between his absence and Elise's marriage ? He was not
invited, and he would certainly never dream of going there to
annoy her," answered Annette, assuming a jesting tone, although
she was far from feeling gay. " Do you imagine he has left Paris
for fear of meeting the bride's carriage ?"
" 1 have a presentiment that he v/ished to see I^^lise again for the
last time," said Madame Mareuil, in a husky voice. " A h ! it is she
who has killed him by her cruelty. She had promised to be his
wife, but she married that man, and Louis lacked the courage to
bear i t ; he is dead, I tell you."
" Then we have only to die as well, cursing Elise whom I loved
so much—Elise, who loved me as if I had been her sister ! Listen,
mother ; I don't know what she promised him—Louis did not tell
me, and I have not seen much of her since she left school; for her
aunt thinks that a girl who works for her living, as^ I do, would be
out of place in her drawing-room ; still I am sure, Elise isn't heartless ; and if she has changed in her feelings towards my brother, it is
because she has been made to believe tliat he no longer cared for
her ; and Louis was wrong, perhaps, in not trying to justify himself. But I think he is cured of his love, that he has never thought
of suicide, and that his delay in returning will be explained quite
naturally. Hark ! I hear some one coming up the street. It is he,
perhaps."
Madame Mareuil rose, and Annette ran to the gate. " N o , "
she cried ; " it isn't Louis. But dry your tears, mother. It is his
friend, M. George Dar^s, who is coming to tell us about him. Wo
shall know at last why he did not return last night."
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Madame Mareuil hastened forward, so that when George Dares
came up, he found them both at the gate. He saluted Madame
Mareuil respectfully, smiled at the young girl, and said in a careless
tone: " I came to see Louis. Isn't he up yet, the lazy fellow ?"
Then, perceiving that they both turned pale: " W h a t is the
matter ? " he added, changing his manner. " Is Louis ill ?"
'' We haven't seen him for twenty-four hours," answered Annette.
" We hoped that you came with a message from him. He left us
yesterday afternoon, much earlier than he usually goes to the office,
and we have not seen him since."
" l a m surprised at that," replied George. "Did he say anything to you when he went away ? "
'' Nothing. He has been grave and preoccupied for several
days.''
Dares exchanged a glance with Mademoiselle Mareuil. They
understood one another, and then the dramatist said to the widow :
" Will you allow me to enter, madame ? I have something to say
to you, and this is not the place to do it."
"Come in, sir," murmured Madame Mareuil, leaning on her
daughter's arm. She could scarcely stand, and it was with a faltering step that she went and sat down on iihe garden bench.
" I can understand your anxiety, madame," said George, who
had remained standing. " I "will search for Louis, and I promise
to bring him to you. But, first, I should like to know—"
" M y son is dead ! " exclaimed the mother, with a burst of sobs.
"Dead ! No, indeed; I saw him yesterday evening, between
ten and eleven o'clock. If he had followed my advice, he would
have returned straight home ; but he was not disposed to listen to
reason, and I suppose he passed the night running about the streets
like a madman. It is extremely unfortunate, for I have something
serious to say to him, and I hoped that he w^ould come to me this
morning as I asked him to do, but, seeing that he did not come, I
decided to try and find him, and as we are neighbours, I naturally
came here first."
" Where did you meet him? " asked Annette nervously.
" Where he ought not to have been, mademoiselle. You doubtless know that Mademoiselle Aubrac was married yesterday—"
' ' Ah! I guess what you are going to tell us. My brother was no
longer master of himself, he went to see Elise again, and then a
scandal followed, perhaps."
"Well, I prefer to tell you the truth at once. M. Trementin
who married Mademoiselle Aubrac yesterday morning, was killed in
the evening at his wedding-dinner."
'' Killed ! That isn't possible !"
" I was there. The dinner took place at Boulogne, in a room
overlooking the street, and a shot was fired through the window."
" A n d he was killed? Before his wife! It is horrible! But
who did it ?''
" The murderer contrived to escape. I pursued him, but I could
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not catch him ; and when I roturneil I found—your brother, w-ho
told me he had come to Boulogne, impelled by I know not what
sentiment—"
" By despair ! " murmured Madame Mareuil.
" Does he know that Elise is a widow ? " asked Annette.
" I told him so. I was not surprised to find that he did not
regret M. Trementin, but I fear that his behaviour was remarked,
and t h a t the people round about us overheard certain things he
said. Remember that every one is aware that he was extremely in
love with Mademoiselle Aubrac, that he is so still, and t h a t the
police are seeking the assassin."
" Do you think that they will accuse my son ? " cried Madame
Mareuil rising to her feet.
" I fear they will suspect Lim," answered George Dares, after a
moment's hesitation.
H e thought it would be as well to warn the widow of the danger
which threatened her son. " That would be infamous, and Louis
would have no difficulty in proving his innocence," said Madame
Mareuil, firmly.
" I hope so, madame ; but it is none the less true t h a t he did
very wrong to mingle with the crowd before the door of the restaurant. The commissary of police asked us our names, and what is
still worse, M. Verdalenc was with the commissary."
" H e hates Louis, it was he who arranged Elise's marriage and
he only managed it, I am sure, by slandering Louis," said Annette.
" T h e n you will admit, mademoiselle, that Louis was guilty of
great imprudence in showing himself, and that was not his only
piece of folly. F o r instance, when Madame Trementin went off
with her aunt, Madame Aubrac, he had the extraordinary idea of
following her carriage. I shouldn't wonder if he passed the night
under her windows."
' ' Do you really think him guilty ? "
' ' No, mademoiselle. If it were proved to me, I would refuse to
believe it. I would even deny the evidence, for I have as much
esteem as friendship for your brother. B u t I may, at any moment,
be called before the examining magistrate ; it is certain t h a t I
shall be summoned as a witness, and I don't wish to compromise
Louis. H e will be questioned, too, and so as tc avoid any discrepancy in our testimony, I wish to talk with him beforehand."
" A r e so many precautions necessary to protect an innocent man
against a shocking accusation ?" asked Annette, with a searching
look at George Darfes, who abruptly lowered his eyes.
H e was not speaking the t r u t h ; for, since he had discovered
that the leaves found in the cabin had been torn from a volume of
poetry entitled "Songs of the Sea-shore," he felt certain t h a t Louis
Mareuil had fired the shot, b u t he loved the sister of the unhappy
man too much to say what he thought before her. A man may
write for the stage, and pass his evenings behind the scenes of a
theatre, and yet none the less have a heart. Now that of George
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Dares was very susceptible, and although he pretended to be blase
and sceptical he had not gazed indifferently on this young girl who
in no respect resembled the damsels of the stage. The very contrast was the thing which pleased him, and he had said to himself
more t h a n once t h a t the man who married Annette Mareuil would
be a lucky fellow. H e even wondered if he were not in love with
her. Still, he was in no h u r r y to marry, for he thoroughly enjoyed the life of a Parisian bachelor, which is the pleasantest in the
world. H e m e t Louis Mareuil often enough, as the latter's position
as a journalist brought him in contact with dramatic authors ; b u t
he rarely saw his mother and sister. Still the latter forgave him
the infrequency of his visits, and whenever he chose to come, they
received him as if they had parted from him only the evening
before. Annette even mischievously pretended not to notice his
long absences, although she suffered from them more t h a n she
cared to let him know. Two weeks had just elapsed since he had
been at Madame Mareuil's when he m e t her son at Boulogne. The
meeting had at the very first awakened his suspicions, and the adventure had terminated with a discovery which left him no doubt
as to Louis's guilt. Darbs had returned to Paris overwhelmed with
consternation.
H e had with him the strips of paper, p a r t of
which had been used by the murderer to load his gun, and he intended to b u r n t h e m despite his declarations to the contrary. B u t
Caussade had seen them, and was prej udiced against the author of the
" S o n g s of the Sea-shore."
Now Caussade would certainly be
summoned as a witness, and he was not a man to remain silent,
even though his friend Dares had begged him to say nothing of
what had been found. H e had plainly declared, while they were
returning to Paris by the tramway, t h a t he meant to speak, and so
poor George had passed a very miserable night. If he threw those
accusing leaves into the fire, the investigating magistrate would
look upon such an action as a reason for not accepting his evidence.
George also thought t h a t if, by any possibility, the crime had been
committed by another person these torn pages might some day, perhaps, serve to discover the real murderer. So he finally concluded
to keep them, and he intended to show them to Louis Mareuil for
whom he had waited all the morning. I t was only after considerable hesitation t h a t he decided to go to the Avenue Frochot. I t
was absolutely necessary for him to see and question Louis, for
if he obtained a confession from him, he meant to advise him to
fly and to furnish him with the means of doing so. H e hoped that
the mother and sister would not be present at the interview ; and
he had no idea t h a t he would find them alone, and quite as alarmed
as himself, or t h a t the situation of affairs would oblige him to tell
them of the occurrence of the previous evening, and even to warn
them of the danger Louis was in. Still this was what he found it
necessary to do.
Madame Mareuil listened in silence to his embarrassed explanations, b u t Annette who, was less overcome, plied him with questions

46

THE STEEL NECKLACE.

which he did not dare to answer, for he could read in her eyes that
she reproached him for doubting her brother's innocence.
"You are silent," she said, sa^y.
"Mademoiselle," answered George, " I would give ten years of
my life to be able to confound the persons who may accuse Louis. If
I could only have an interview with him ! He could easily prove
his innocence, and then he would have no more ardent or zealous
defender than myself. 'Why is he hiding himself ? What has become of him since yesterday ? And how can he leave you in such
anxiety, knowing that you live only for him ?"
" He is dead, I tell you," murmured Madame Mareuil.
Annette touched George on the arm, and moved away from the
bench on which her mother was seated. George understood and
followed her a few steps down the walk. '' Why do you speak like
that ? " she asked him, in a low voice. " Don't you see that you
are wounding me to the heart ? I also am beginning to believe that
my brother is dead ; for I shall never think he is a cowardly
murderer. His absence is incomprehensible. But if we are not to
see him again, I don't wish my mother ever to know that he has
killed himself. And I rely upon you to help me in concealing the
manner of his death from her."
She spoke in a manner which touched George Dares deeply.
Her eyes sparkled, and her sweet face expressed indomitable resolution. He had never seen her look so beautiful. '' I hope that you
do not doubt my devotion," he said, significantly. " I am ready
to do anything to prove to you that you have no better friend than
myself."
" Even if Louis is living, and if he is accused ? "
" I swear it to you ! "
" And I believe you. You wUl not forget like EKse forgot; and
I shaU. always remember that you remained true to us in our misfortunes. Now I ask you to teU me what you think of doing in
order to defend Louis ? You will be examined, you say. "What
have you seen ? Speak without fear. I do not lack courage. I
can hear everything ; however, speak low as my mother is there."
" I saw the murderer running away ; I thought I told you that."
" Then, you must be sure he was not my brother."
" I saw him from a great distance, at nighttime, and in a driving
rain ; and I scarcely noticed his figure or dress. I lost sight of him
at the entrance of the Bois de Boulogne, and an instant afterwards I heard a vehicle roUing towards Paris. He was in it without
doubt."
" A vehicle. That was strange. He had premeditated liis crime
then. But while the vehicle bore him away, Louis, you tell me,
was under the windows of the restaurant. That fact alone would
be sufficient to prove that he is innocent."
" There are other matters," stammered George, " and magistrates
are suspicious by nature. Louis will have to render an account of
how he emploved his time before, during and after the crime ; yes,
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even afterwards, for he will be asked where he passed the night,
and if it happens that he does not wish to answer—"
" We will ask him," cried Annette, joyously. " For here he is! "
At this cry, George, who stood with his back turned to the
avenue, faced about and saw Louis Mareuil outside the gate. '' It
is indeed he ! " murmured Dar^s, feeling relieved and uneasy at the
same time ; " but—he is not alone."
Annette had already gone to welcome her brother. Madame
Mareuil, seated upon the bench, and overwhelmed in sorrow, was
unconscious of what was taking place. George wondered how he
could get Louis away from his family, and subject him to the
necessary examination, and another cause of anxiety to him was
the presence of a woman who accompanied Louis—a woman clothed
in black and carefully veiled. He was afraid to guess who she was,
and was so troubled that he did not dare to advance.
He was not left long in uncertainty, however ; for the strange
woman raised her veil and threw her arms about Annette ; and he
saw that she was none other than Elise Aubrac in mourning for her
husband of a day. " They must both be mad," thought George,
paralysed by astonishment.
However, Louis held out his hand, and Elise greeted him smilingly, precisely as they would have done before the fatal shot; and
although he was not lacking in either coolness or assurance, the
dramatic author hardly knew what to do. Fortunately Madame
Mareuil interfered, and the scene took an unexpected turn. Instead of opening her arms to her son, she stopped him with a
gesture and said severely : " Where do you come from ? And what
have you been doing while I was weeping ? I believed you dead,
and I now ask myself if I can rejoice to see you alive.''
" Pardon me," faltered Louis. " I have made you suffer, but if
you knew—"
" I know that M. Trementin was murdered yesterday; that you
have disappeared for twenty-four hours, and that you dare to reappear here in company with his widow." As Madame Mareuil
spoke she gazed sternly at Elise, who did not lower her eyes.
" You have been told then," began Louis.
" T h a t you were seen, immediately after the crime, near the
house where it was committed. Yes ; justify yourself. "
" Justify myself ! Am I accused then ?"
" The facts accuse you. I refused to believe that my son could
be suspected. But I fear now that he is guilty, and that he has
pushed his audacity so far as to bring his accomplice to me."
" Madame," said Elise, with a firmness which increased George's
astonishment, " i t is for me to explain to you your son's conduct
and my own. He was outrageously slandered, and I was weak
enough to believe that he had deceived me, and to consent to a
marriage I abhorred. I received an anonymous letter, and those
who concocted it are the real murderers of my husband. It was
he who deceived me; a woman with whom he carried on an intrigue
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has avenged herself because he abandoned her to marry me. This
morning, a second letter apprised me of the truth, and informed me
that I should be killed as well."
'' Have you got that letter ? " asked George Dares.
" N o ; I burned it."
' ' You were very wrong to do so. It would have proved—"
" T h a t my husband was killed by a woman he had forsaken?
Who wUl doubt it ? Those who knew him must know her also. I
alone was in ignorance. She threatens me with death. But that
wUl not prevent me from repairing the wrong I have done your
friend. I have never ceased to love him, and, as he has been
willing to forgive me, I shall marry him. He passed the night
under my windows. I saw him, he called me, and I went down to
him. He explained to me that we had been the victims of an infamous plot. We exchanged new vows, and our first thought was
to sanctify our betrothal by obtaining the blessing of Louis' mother.
I have lost mine. I was alone in the world. But I have a famUy
now, for I wiU be your daughter, madame, and Annette shall be
my sister."
Annette caught hold of her friend's hands, and held them in her
own. She was won over to the cause which M. Trementin's widow
had pleaded with such simple eloquence ; but Madame Mareuil,
although shaken, was not convinced. "You forget that your husband is not yet buried, and that your place is with Madame Aubrac,
your aunt," she said coldly.
" T h e man who deceived me was never my husband," replied
Elise, calmly ; "and I wish to separate from Madame Aubrac, who
helped him to deceive me, and who has no control over me, since
she is my aunt only by marriage. I shall avail myself of my liberty
to live alone, until the day I marry Louis."
"There is nothing more to be said," thought George. " I must
put the girl into a play ; but she will find herself mistaken, if she
thinks that by acting in this way she is arranging her lover's affairs."
" Is it thus that you pretend to justify my son ? " asked Madame
Mareuil, with an emotion which her daughter began to share.
" B u t , mother," cried Louis, "there is no need of any justification, for I have nothing to reproach myself with. I don't hide that
I went last evening to Boulogne, and that I remained for several
hours pacing up and down before Madame Aubrac's house. I
hide it so little that I am quite ready to tell it to the magistrate
who is seeking for the murderer. I would go to him to-day, if I knew
where he is."
" That's a good idea," said Dares. " I t is much better not to
wait until you are summoned before him. Let us go to the Palais
together ; we can have a chat on the way."
Annette understood, and she thanked George with a grateful
look. She knew that her brother had a sure friend in him, and
she longed to be alone with her mother and Elise to talk over the
situation. They were all five standing in the middle of the garden
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walk. Madame Mareuil did not ajjpear disposed to relax in her
severity, and no one could have told how the matter would have
ended, when an unexpected event happened. The gate had remained open, and a strange gentleman, after looking for a moment
at the number of the house, entered, coughing discreetly, to
announce his presence. This visitor was well dressed and of good
appearance ; George Dares left the group to ask him what he
wished. '' Have I the honour to speak to M. Mareuil ?" asked
the gentleman, bowing very politely, but watching the little group
a short distance off out of the corner of his eye. " N o , " said George,
" M . Mareuil is yonder, with his mother and sister, and—-another
lady. Do you wish me to call him ?"
" I t is needless, sir," replied the stranger; "if I spoke to him
in private, the ladies might be alarmed, and there is no reason why
they shouldn't hear what I have to say to him." The gentleman
now advanced, hat in hand, towards Louis Mareuil, and George
had nothing to do but to follow him. Louis left the ladies on
seeing this stranger, and asked somewhat abruptly, " D o you
wish to see me, sir ?"
" Yes, sir," replied the new-comer, " b u t I am sorry to disturb
you. I beg you to allow me, first of all, to pay my respects to your
mother.'' And he bowed politely to the ladies with the ease of a
man of, the world. Annette looked at him with uneasy curiosity,
while Elise nodded disdainfully ; she longed to see the intruder
leave. "Excuse me, madame," he said, smiling to Madame
Mareuil, " excuse me for addressing you before being introduced.
Unfortunately, I knew no one who could render me that favour,
and as my business is pressing—•"
" First of all, sir, who are you ? " asked Madame Mareuil.
" M y name, madame, would tell you nothing. I am an attache
of the Palais de Justice, and I have come to ask your son to go
there with me."
This was a thunder-clap, and Madame Mareuil and her daughter
turned as pale as death. Louis struggled against his emotion, but
did not succeed in concealing it. Madame Trementin kept a better
countenance, and did not appear to suspect that her turn would
come, and that her presence in Madame Mareuil's house on the
day after the crime would be badly interpreted. As for George,
he had understood the situation from the beginning, and he only
thought of helping Annette's brother in the trials he would certainly
have to undergo. " You arrive at the right time, sir," he said, in
as careless a tone as he could assume. " Louis and I were just
speaking of the lamentable event I witnessed last night at Boulogne,
and I suppose you have come for my friend to give his evidence
respecting it." The attach^ bowed in the affirmative.
"Well,
when you came in, I was just proposing that we should go together
to the Palais de Justice, and. ask the magistrate who has charge of
the matter to hear us. I saw the murderer and can give a description
of him."
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" You are, no doubt, M. Alfred Caussade, the painter ? "
" No; Caussade was there also, but I am George Dares, a dramatist. I see you know all about the matter."
" Oh, very little. I happened to see the list of witnesses, and I
read your name among them."
'' 'Then, sir, I can no doubt accompany my friend Mareuil, who,
without me, would have almost nothing to teU."
"Excuse me, the magistrate will no doubt summon you soon ;
but just now he merely has a little information, confidential information, to ask of M. Mareuil. I am not charged with summoning
the witnesses, and I have simply been sent for M. Mareuil."
" Can you not ask me for this information here ? '' asked Louis,
who thought ^the man's manner suspicious.
" No, indeed ; for I am quite ignorant of what may be required
of you. But if you fear to be detained too long, you need give
yourself no uneasiness. The magistrate is waiting for you in his
office, and he will certainly not keep you long. Ten minutes' interview, perhaps ; but a private one." This was said with so much
simplicity that Dares, who had his suspicions, took confidence
again. " Besides," continued the courteous messenger, " I can teU
you, to ease your anxiety, that the magistrate who wishes to see
you must be known to you, for his name is 31. Pierre Mornas."
Elise's face brightened ; and George said to Louis, to whom the
name of Mornas conveyed no idea: ' ' You have often met Madame
Mornas at Madame Aubrac's, and I myself have once or twice seen
the husband at the Verdalencs'. I am delighted that he has charge
of the investigation. He is an intelligent and impartial magistrate."
" Very well, sir,'' said Louis to the official. "WUl you teU M.
Mornas that I will be at his office within an hour ? "
" In an hour M. Mornas wUl not be there. He begins the investigation to-morrow, and he has an appointment with the public
prosecutor to-day, so he desires to see you immediately. He asked
me to bring you, if I found you at home, and so I trust you wUl
kindly come with me. I have left my carriage at the end of
the avenue, and as I am familiar with the interior of the Palais de
Justice, I can take you to M. Mornas at once. The ladies wUl excuse me for dragging you away, I hope," he added, graciously.
" G o , my son," said Madame MareuU, with the gravity of a
Roman mother. Annette pressed her brother's hand ^o show him
that she agreed with her mother, and Elise encouraged liim with a
glance. She even said : " Return quickly. You wUl find me here."
" I am ready," said Louis, anxious to have the business over.
The magistrate's messenger did not wait any longer. He bowed
to the ladies, and then took leave of George Dares, who accompanied his friend to the gate.^ " I t is singular, though," thought
the dramatist. " This attache of the courts must be at least fifty
He is a long time entering the magistracy."
" I hope that you wUl remain with my mother untU my return,"
said Louis MareuU to his friend, pressing his hand.
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" Yes, I promise to wait for you," replied George. " M. Mornas
will probably not keep you long, and I have notliing to do to-day.
Don't forget to tell him that I am at his orders whenever he wishes
to see me, and tell him that my testimony will probably be the
most important, for I saw what no one else saw. And, above all,
be prudent," he added, in a whisper.
Louis reassured him with a gesture, and then joined the attache,
who had discreetly walked on. "What a charming man M. George
Dar^s is ! " said the attache as soon as Louis was by his side ; " he
has so much talent. I saw his last piece the other night, and I was
never so much amused. You are very fortunate to know him. He
is your neighbour, I believe ? "
" Yes ; he lives near here, in the Rue Condorcet," said Louis.
"And M. Caussade, the painter, lives in the Rue Duperre. You
know him also, I think ?"
'' Not nearly so well as I do George."
" A h ! I thought you were very intimate with him. But you
met him yesterday at that dinner which ended so tragically ? "
" I met him yesterday, but I was not invited to the dinner.''
" Excuse me, I was told that you were a friend of Madame
Aubrac's, who is, I think, the bride's aunt. What a frightful misfortune for the young woman, to become a widow on the very day
of her marriage! I once had the honour of seeing Madame Mornas,
who is greatly interested in her, and who told me that she was
charming. I pity her with all my heart."
Louis made no response to this speech ; and the attache did not
enlarge any further on the subject of Elise Aubrac. They reached
the end of the avenue where the carriage was waiting—a roomy
brougham drawn by a good though far from stylish horse. The
coachman wore a frayed livery and dirty white cotton gloves, and
plainly enough this was one of those equipages of the state, which
are placed at the disposal of certain high functionaries as long as
they remain in office, and then pass on to their successors. However, Louis Mareuil, busy with thoughts of love, paid no attention to these details, nor was he surprised to see a poorly dressed
man approach to open the door of the vehicle. He thought the
fellow was simply a beggar. Meanwhile, the attache, taking no
notice of this individual, courteously made way for Louis to enter
the brougham. He then followed himself, and the shabby-looking
man, after closing the door, sprang unperceived by Louis on to the
box beside the coachman.
Young Mareuil was absorbed in dreaming of future happiness
vnth Elise ; but his comp.anion showed himself exceedinlgy
loquacious and insisted upon talking. The horse had started ofl' at
a fast trot, and they rolled rapidly over the pavement. " A t this
pace," said the attach^, " w e shall soon be at the Palais. But I
am sorry to have disturbed your family party; the ladies will be
very angry with me." And as Louis did not s.iy a word, he continued ; " M. Darfes was kind enough to point out your mother and
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sister to me, but I did not catch the name of the lady who was
with them. She is remarkably beautiful, and, what is better still,
has a very sympathetic face. Is she any relation of yours ? But
no, she was in deep mourning, and if she were your relative, you
would be in mourning, too."
Louis, although surprised and indignant at this indiscreet question, was obliged to answer it, and he did not think of concealing
the truth. " She is M. Trementin's widow," he said, coldly.
" What ! " cried the attache, " the widow of the gentleman who
was murdered yesterday ! I can scarcely believe it. Her husband's
tragic death is so recent. Excuse my astonishment—I did not
reflect that Madame Trementin is probably the friend—"
" Of my sister ; yes, sir, her best friend."
"And she came for the consolation she needed. That is quite
natural, and I spoke too quickly. Madame Mornas did not exaggerate. She is charming, and mourning is very becoming to her."
However, Louis took no notice of this enthusiastic eulogy, and the
attache continued : " She shows great courage in controlling her
sorrow to go to see a friend ; her husband was killed before her
eyes, and is not yet buried. Did she see him after the catastrophe ?
I suppose not; they must have taken her away, and, I presume,
she passed the night at her aunt's, where she lived, I believe, before this unfortunate event." Louis continued to keep silent, bui;
began to find his companion very annoying, and even something
worse. His suspicions were aroused, and the man's singular words
set him thinking. " Excuse me, sir," said the messenger ; " I forget that you may be tired, and my questions probably weary you.
Besides, we are nearly at the end of our journey, and in a few
moments it will not be I whom you will have to answer."
The brougham had, in the meanwhile, followed the Rue Montmartre, crossed the Central Markets, and reached the Pont Neuf.
Then turning on to the Quai de I'Horloge, it skirted the new buildings of the Palais de Justice, facing the former Place Dauphine,
and finally described a semi-circle, passed under an arched gateway,
and drew up in a courtyard. " H e r e we are," said the attache,
"and if you will be kind enough to get out, I will show you the
way.'' At the same time he opened the door, near which the man
who had been seated on the box now appeared.
Louis then noticed two police agents standing close by. He began to understand. "Where are you taking me, sir ?" he cried.
But the attache had already disappeared, after whispering a word
or two to the coachman's comrade. " Get out, please. They are
waiting for you," said the man at the door of the vehicle. Louis
alighted, looked about him, and at once understood the whole
matter. He was in a court full of policemen, and which looked
very like the court of a prison. " Go on ! " now said the man in
the rear with a gesture of authority. Louis would have liked to
catch him by the throat, but he controlled his anger, and walked
in the direction indicated. He longed to have an explanation with
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the pretended attache, who must be a commissary of police or an
officer of the peace. Meanwhile the man followed him very closely.
They passed various offices on the ground floor, and reached the
foot of a winding staircase. " Go up ! " said the man with a fresh
gesture. Louis did so ; and on reaching the upper floor he found
himself in a large ante-room where there were three clerks. The
man who was following Louis now motioned him to a chair ; and in
the meanwhile a policeman stationed himself at the top of the
stairs, to prevent any attempt at flight. But Louis did not dream
of escaping ; he only thought of defending himself. The agent had
entered a second ante-chamber leading out of the first. He appeared again in a minute or two, and then motioned Louis to follow
him. Louis asked nothing better. He did so, and after crossing a
room in which there was nothing but shelves full of green pasteboard boxes, he entered an office where a man sat at a desk writing—a man whom he recognised immediately. It was the pretended attache. " A t last, sir," cried Louis, "you will tell me
what this miserable joke means. You came to ask me to go and
see M. Mornas, the investigating magistrate, who desired, so you
told me, to obtain some information from me. Where is he ? "
"You shall see him presently," replied the official. " W h a t is
your name ? where do you live ? what is your occupation ? "
'' My name, you know it ; and my place of abode also, since you
came to my house to draw me into an infamous trap."
"Pray remember that you are speaking to a judicial functionary;
don't make your situation worse than it is."
" My situation ? Of what am I accused, then ?"
" You know that you are accused of murdering M. Trementin."
" I ? That's absurd. 1 reached Boulogne just after the crime
had been committed, and George Dares saw the murderer fly.''
"You can tell that to the investigating magistrate, and M. Dares'
testimony will also be taken. It is not my duty to examine you,
but to enter your name upon the jail-book. If you refuse to give
me the information I ask of you, I shall have to w^ite it down of
my own knowledge. I have no time to lose."
Louis turned very pale ; but he struggled against the emotion
which filled his heart, and said in a firm voice : " Very well, sir.
Give me materials to write to my mother."
" I regret that I am unable to grant your request. The investigating magistrate will decide whether you are to be kept in solitary
confinement or n o t ; and until he has done so, it is impossible to
allow you to communicate with any one whatsoever." And addressing the policeman on guard at the door, the chief of the
detective service added : " Conduct the prisoner to the D^pot."
Louis lowered his head and did not answer a word. Ten minutes
afterwards the massive door of the jail closed upon him. It was
all over with his dreams of happiness ; and the unfortunate man
said to himself, thinking of iAise : " What if they should accuse
her of being my accomplice ? "
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IV.
M. MoBNAS arrived at the Palais at half-past twelve. He had a
short conversation with the public prosecutor, and he was already
installed in his office when his wife was making her call on M.
Gigondes. As she had foreseen, his honourable scruples had given
way, and he had consented to take charge of the investigation.
He had to clear up one of the most puzzling affairs that had been
presented for a long time, and he had taken hold of it rather late,
as sixteen hours had elapsed since the crime had been committed.
But it was less important to proceed speedily than surely, and,
moreover, the night and morning had not been badly employed.
The commissary of police at Boulogne had completed his inquiries,
.and the chief of the criminal investigation service had been occupied
since early morning in collecting precise information as to M. Trementin's friends and past life. M. Mornas found the chief's report
on his desk, and naturally commenced by studying it before summoning the suburban magistrate who was awaiting his orders. The
document was a model of clearness. Its author declared that M.
Trementin had been killed either by a woman who cared for him,
or by a man who cared for Elise AulDrac. As regards the first supposition, the report called attention to the fact that M. Trementin
had had several intrigues with women in all ranks of life. One
only of them was known at present, and the chief of police did not
hesitate to mention her by name. This was Madame Verdalenc,
whose former connection with her husband's clerk was almost of
public notoriety ; but this appeared to have come to an end some
years before. An investigation must, therefore, be made into M.
Trementin's love-affairs, and an accomplice would probably have to
be sought for, as a gun was not a weapon adapted to the use of
women. On the other hand, Elise Aubrac had never had but one
lover, M. Louis Mareuil, who had wished to marry her, although
he had no fortune, and who hated his rival to such a degree that he
had attempted to provoke him to a duel. But, said the report, M.
Mareuil had held himself aloof for the last six months, and seemed
to have renounced his pretensions. He, moreover, had excellent
antecedents, he belonged to a very respectable famUy, and he lived
a very regular life. If the _ second supposition were followed up, it
would be necessary to inquire if Madame Trementin, who had not
been married entirely of her own free will, had not been acquainted
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with the intentions of her rejected lover. An attentive perusal of
this document left the examining magistrate in a state of great perplexity. He remembered, however, what his wife had said when
she advised him to accept the mission, and, at first sight, it had
seemed to him impossible that a young girl, loved and esteemed by
his dear Berthe, could fall in love with a man capable of committing murder.
The report of the crime drawn up by the Boulogne commissary
was there beside the other one, and though it was detailed enough,
it was dry and lifeless. M. Mornas determined to question the commissary who had drawn it up, and then go with him, if necessary,
to inspect the scene of the crime. The commissary of Boulogne
proved to be a clever man, a little too convinced of his own importance, perhaps, but quite incapable of losing his head and exaggerating unimportant facts. He commenced by relating very succinctly
how he was summoned to the restaurant ten minutes after the
crime, and how he had found M. Trementin dead, the bride in a fainting fit, the guests stupefied, and M. Verdalenc in a state of extraordinary excitement. The latter gentleman had overwhelmed him with
incoherent statements, and had almost insisted on assisting him in
his investigations. He had accompanied him everywhere, repeating
over and over again that the murder of his cashier should not go
unpunished, that he suspected some one, and would furnish important information. " This conduct must have appeared singular to
you," said M. Mornas, who had read Madame Verdalenc's name in the
report furnished by the chief of the criminal investigation service.
" Yes," replied the commissary ; " and I even wondered if M.
Verdalenc were not trying to lead me astray. It was not long,
however, before he formally accused a young man whom we met at
the door of Cabassol's restaurant. I did not at first attach much
importance to this, but later on I thought that BI. Verdalenc might
perhaps be right."
'' A young man, you say ?"
" Yes, a journalist named Louis Mareuil, and M. Verdalenc declares that this young man had asked for Mademoiselle Aubrac's
hand.''
" That does not prove that he is guilty. I have here some precise information about him, and it gives him an excellent character.
I don't understand, it is true, how he happened to be in front of
the house where the crime was committed."
" That would not be a sufficient reason for accusing him, but
there are others. An inliabitant of Boulogne, a respectable tradesman, approached me and told me something Mareuil had said and
which he and two other persons had overheard. Mareuil was talking in the street with two gentlemen whom he knew, and who
formed part of the wedding-party. He asked them in a loud voice,
and no doubt advisedly, who had been killed. It is scarcely possible that he was ignorant of the facts ; for all the people about
were sneakins of the occurrence. However, one of the gentlemen
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whom he questioned answered, I don't know why, that the ball had
struck Madame Trementin, whereupon Mareuil exclaimed: ' Unhappy man that I am ! I thought that it was he !' "
" 'That's strange ; I can't understand what he meant."
" N o r did I, at first; it was only after reflection that I thought
these words might signify: ' I aimed at the husband, whom I hate, and
I have killed the wife, whom I love. Bub this is only a conjecture
on my part, for they might also mean : ' I knew that some one had
been killed, and I thought it was the husband.' Three witnesses,
all worthy of belief, will testify before you that he said those words
to a person whom you wUl certainly question, M. George Dares, a
dramatic author. M. Verdalenc introduced me to him, in the street,
as well as to a M. Caussade, a painter, who was also among the
guests. When the shot was fired, these two gentlemen rushed out
of the room to pursue the murderer. They were the only ones
who had any presence of mind. They followed him to the entrance
of the Bois de Boulogne, it seems, and, on their return, they met
Mareuil at the door of the restaurant; at least, that is what M.
Dares told me."
" Do you think that M. Dares didn't tell you the truth ?" asked
M. Mornas.
" N o , sir ; for we should then have to suppose that he was an
accomplice of Mareuil's, whereas M. Verdalenc answers for him.
Besides, I did not ask any explanation from him. I simply took
his address and that of the journalist whom I already suspected."
" Do you think, then, that he is the person who fired the shot ? "
" The moral proofs are against him ; he mortally hated M. Trementin, who had no other enemy, so M. Verdalenc assures me, and
after having escaped into the Bois, he may have returned to
Boulogne by another road, in order to establish an alibi. The
tradesman who reported the compromising words he used, declares
that he was outside Cabassol's only a minute or two before M.
Dares accosted him.''
M. Mornas reflected, and his face grew grave. He was beginning
to fear that the second supposition of the chief of the criminal service was the right one, and that it might lead to the arrest of Elise
as an accomplice. " That is an important point to verify," he said.
"Does M. Verdalenc, who has so poor an opinion of this young
man, go so far as to suppose that Madame Trementin was implicated
in the affair?"
" Oh, not at all. On the contrary, he spoke most warmly of her.
She once had a sort of inclination for Mareuil ; but she has quite
overcome it, and has not seen him for a long time. She was prostrated after by grief the death of her husband ; and moreover, she
barely escaped being hit by the bullet which struck him, and, to express my personal opinion, I am not at all sure if that bullet was
not intended for her."
The magistrate raised his head. He willingly accepted this idea
which put Elise out of the question. Madame Mornas was interested
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in her, but she w^as not interested in Louis Mareuil ; and now it
appeared t h a t this unfortunate youth could be accused without exposing Elise to any suspicion. " C o n t i n u e , " he said. " How did
you conduct the inquiry, and what have you discovered ?''
" I could do hardly anything last night. I had only two inspectors at my disposal—who had come from Paris on another matter,
and who happened to be in my office when I was called for. I t
would have been quite useless to search the wood. I simply observed that, in order to fire, the murderer had posted himself in a
hut exactly opposite the restaurant. H e must have had the key of
this hut, which was always locked up. The land on which it is built
is common property, b u t the materials are of such little value t h a t
the owner abandoned t h e m . "
" The man who built the h u t must be found."
" H e died more than twenty years ago, and it is believed that he
made a present of it to one of his workmen, who has never set foot
t h e r e ; at least, he has never since been seen at Boulogne, and no
one remembers his name.
I t is not even sure that his master
gave him the cabin. I t was only a rumour, and I have not yet been
able to verify it."
' ' B u t it is the first thing to find out. As the murderer was in possession of the key he can only be the owner of the cabin, or some
one who knows h i m . "
" You shall see t h e key, sir ; and you will observe that it is not
new, and has not been used for a long time, for it is covered with
rust."
" And you found nothing inside t h e cabin ? "
" A b s o l u t e l y nothing, except some footmarks. I t was raining
very hard, and the ground round about the cabin was muddy. I
could see t h a t several persons had entered the place, for there were
footmarks of different dimensions. Of course I took care t h a t they
were not effaced."
' ' The murderer was not alone, t h e n ?"
" Y e s ; I think he was. W h e n he fled, he left the door open,
and other people may have entered the hut, attracted by the catastrophe. However, I made an important discovery this morning
when I returned to the place. While examining the window through
which the shot was fired I found underneath it, between some
stones, a fragment of paper which the assassin used as wadding for
his gun. This paper is important, and so I have brought it to you."
The commissary produced his memorandum-book, opened it, and
took out a bit of paper blackened with powder. " This was undoubtedly used as wadding," he said, handing it to the magistrate,
" and you will notice, sir, t h a t there are some printed words upon
it. The fragment was torn out of a book."
" Yes, beyond d o u b t ; and from a book of poetry too, for the
words r h y m e : ' c a u s e , ' ' p a u s e , ' ' b e a m , ' ' s e a m . ' You are right,
this is an important discovery."
" All the more so, as Mareuil is a poet as well as a journalist.
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M. Verdalenc told me so. He says the fellow passes his time in
writing verses, instead of working, and that in order to have his
books, which nobody reads, printed, he spends all the money his
mother and sister make by hard toU. See ! this paper is new, and
the impression quite fresh."
" If this young man is really the author of the book which the
murderer tore to load his gun with, it wiU be a strong presumption
against him. But there are hero only some ends of lines, rhymes
which occur in all poetry."
"You could summon MareuU's publisher and printer. They
will certainly recognise the paper and the type, and will even be
able to tell the page on which the four verses we have, appear."
" I wiU send for them to-morrow. This is serious, very serious,"
concluded M. Mornas, rising, and pacing slowly up and down his
office. This was a certain sign of preoccupation with him, and, indeed, he was in great embarrassment. The two proofs furnished by
the commissary against Louis Mareuil, seemed overwhelming. The
fragment of paper, especially, left almost no doubt as to his guilt.
On the other hand, the information respecting his antecedents and
his general conduct were favourable, and it was improbable that a
man so highly spoken of in the report of the chief of the detective
police should suddenly commit so audacious a murder. Still M.
Alornas tought Mareuil's case a bad one, and resolved to do his duty,
at the risk of causing pain to his wife. "You have told me,"
he said, stopping suddenly in his walk, " t h a t , yesterday evening,
you simply took M. Mareuil's address. But have you done nothing
more this morning ?"
" After seeing the public prosecutor, I went to the office of the
paper for which Mareuil writes. The editor was not there, but a
clerk told me that Mareuil, contrary to his usual custom, had not
put m an appearance on the previous evening."
" What do you conclude from that ? "
" That not a moment should be lost in setting a watch upon him.
If he has returned home, which I doubt, he will certainly not sleep
there to-night, for he must expect to be arrested. He will take a
train for Brussels or London during the day."
'' I agree with you that we must make haste, not to arrest him,
but to examine him. He may be able to establish his innocence,
and, in that case, I do not wish to have cause for regret by taking
a premature measure. I will not detain you any longer. 'V^^ill you
be kind enough, as you go out, to ask the chief of the detective service to come up here ? Tell him that I wish to speak to him at
once."
When M. Mornas was left alone, he felt more perplexed than
ever. He began to think that Louis Mareuil's arrest was indispensable ; but he did not wish to issi^e a warrant before doing all that
was possible to avoid such a step. He had full confidence in the
intelligence of the chief of the criminal investigation service, and he
wished to consult hlui first, to find out what he thought of the case,
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and to arrange with him so that Louis Mareuil might be arrested
with as little scandal and publicity as possible. The chief was not
long in appearing. He was a very different man from the commissary, far more clever and intelligent, but also more imaginative and
accessible to prejudice. At the first words M. Mornas spoke
to him, he interrupted him to inform him very politely that Louis
Mareuil was already lodged in jail, and, as the magistrate uttered
an exclamation : " I had special orders to act as I did," he continued, '' and I thought, sir, that you had been informed of the
matter. A warrant for arrest was handed to me to be executed
immediately. The matter was urgent, for it was feared that he
might try to leave the country, and, for that reason, the public
prosecutor did not dare to ivait."
" H e might at least have informed me of his action. I was about
to give the same order, but I had certain instructions to give also.
The young man's family is an honourable one, and ought to be
treated with respect."
" I did that, sir," replied the chief, and thereupon he recounted
the circumstances of the arrest.
" How did Mareuil behave ? " asked M. Mornas.
" V e r y well, until he was brought into my office. Then he
at first became very angry and insulted me ; but afterwards he
calmed down and asked to be allowed to write to his mother. All
this took place only ten minutes ago ; for I had only just sent him
to the Depot when the Boulogne commissary came to tell me that
you wished to speak to me.''
" I see that you have acted intelligently as you always do. And
now, what is your opinion in regard to this matter ? I have read
your careful report. Tell me whether you believe M. Mareuil to be
guilty."
"If I only take into account the facts I so far know, there can be
no doubt of his guilt, for they are all against him."
" Do you think that the moral proofs are not ?"
" Not precisely. It is said that he had a great hatred of M. Trementin. But I think that investigations should be made elsewhere
also. Trementin had more than one enemy. My impression is
that there is a woman in the case."
" You think then that some woman, who had been abandoned by
Trementin, must have killed him."
" There are women on both sides," said the chief.
" W h a t ! do you think that M. Trementin's widow influenced
Mareuil in murdering her husband ?"
" I don't go so far as that. But when I called at the prisoner's
house, I found Madame Trementin there."
" Impossible ! " cried M. Mornas, in consternation.
" It is quite true, sir ; and when I adroitly questioned Mareuil he
said—as if it were the most natural thing in the world—that Madame Trementin was his sister's best friend, and that she had called
to see her."
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"A few hours after her husband's murder! She has no feeling,
then, and she is very audacious ! "
" I t is evident that Trementin's death has not affected her much;
but as for her being audacious I don't believe it. She is without
feeling, but she has not strength enough to appear in public for the
sole purpose of turning aside suspicion. If there had been an arrangement between herself and her former lover to get rid of her
husband, she would have taken care not to show herself at her
lover's house on the day after the crime ; she would have waited
until the excitement had subsided."
" Then, you think that she is not his accomplice ?" asked M.
Mornas, with a sigh of relief.
" I would almost swear it. If she were guilty, she would surpass
in boldness the cleverest scoundrels I have ever known. Bub a
woman of twenty doesn't play such a dangerous part with such
superlative coolness."
"That is my opinion; but what can we think of this man Mareuil,
who receives her at his house, although he knows well enough what
took place at Boulogne last evening ? He Avas there ; he was seen
there."
" Yes ; the commissary told me that. I cannot say it was he who
fired the shot, but if he did, I feel certain that Madame Trementin
knew nothing of it. As regards the actual facts of the crime, I
should like to call your attention to M. Dares and M. Caussade, who
saw more than anyone else. Their testimony will be important."
" I will hear them after the prisoner," replied M. Mornas, who
although Louis Mareuil's arrest had greatly modified the state of
affairs, did not yet despair of finding him innocent. He, indeed,
hoped to discover the real criminal, and thus deserve both the advancement he coveted and the gratitude of his dear Berthe, who
was interested in Elise. He longed to begin the battle, and so, having placed the paper which had served as wadding for the murderous
gun in a drawer of his desk, he signed a printed formula, and rang
for a messenger. This formula was an order to bring Louis Mareuil
from the Depot to his office. " You will not take down the questions and answers until I tell you to do so," M. Mornas now said to
his clerk. "At the outset, I may not formally examine the prisoner,
and it is useless to record a simple conversation."
The clerk bowed. The fact is the magistrate did not intend, in the
first place, to treat Louis Mareuil as a criminal. Despite the apparent
proofs against him, M. Mornas still hoped that he would establish
his innocence by proving an alibi, for instance; and if his ex]")lanations
warranted an order for immediate release, he wished to spare him
the annoyance of signing a report which would have to be recorded.
The magistrate, therefore, meant to give the examination the appearance of a simple interview. He did not wait long. The
messenger reappeared, received an order, and, instead of returning
with a policeman escorting the prisoner, he ushered in Louis
Mareuil as he might have ushered m a visitor. The poor fellow
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had not yet recovered from the blow he had received, and the
treatment he had been subjected to had exasperated him. Still
his features, which were contracted with anger, relaxed a little
when he saw the magistrate come towards him and heard him say :
" D o n ' t be alarmed, sir."
F o r the last half hour, no one had addressed him as " sir." " To
whom have I the honour of speaking ? " Louis asked.
" l a m M. Mornas, the investigating magistrate, and I have a
few questions to ask you."
" I am ready to answer them, sir ; b u t permit me to tell you t h a t
your name has been strangely misused. A man, belonging to the
police, presented himself at my house about an hour ago, and told
me t h a t you desired to speak to me, I consented to accompany
him, b u t instead of taking me to your office, he had me thrown into
jail. I ask you why this has been done ?"
' ' A warrant had been issued for your arrest, and it is customary
to take prisoners at first to the Depot."
" So I am accused of committing a murder ? "
" I t depends upon you to prove your innocence. I have sent for
you to enable you to show t h a t a mistake has been made. I am
disposed to believe t h a t you are innocent, and I shall have no doubt
of it when you have frankly answered t h e questions I am about to
put to you."
" I ask nothing better, as soon as we are alone," said Louis
Mareuil, with a glance at the clerk, who was nonchalantly trimming
his quill pen.
This sort of behaviour wounded M. Mornas. Kindly disposed as
he was, he could not allow a prisoner to speak to him in this way,
and he at once changed in manner. " A n examining magistrate
must be assisted by a clerk, in accordance with the law," he said,
taking his place behind his desk, xlnd he added, pointing to a
cane-bottomed chair : " Sit down."
" This is an examination, t h e n ? " said Mareuil. " V e r y w e l l ; I
prefer that. I at least know where I stand."
I t was fated that the young fellow should make mistake after
mistake. M. Mornas understood the allusion, and was very angry
at hearing his considerate action likened to the treacherous courtesy
of the chief of the detective service. ' ' Gervais, take down the
questions and answers," he sternly said to his clerk. Mareuil had
seated himself and was waiting. " You are called Louis Mareuil,"
began the magistrate, casting his eyes over the report he had read
on first entering his office ; " y o u are twenty-five years old, and
you live with your mother at No. 19 Avenue Frochot ? "
" Y e s , sir ; this is the third time within an hour that I have been
asked all t h a t , " replied the young man, angrily.
' ' You are attached to a newspaper, I believe ? "
" Yes ; b u t I also write on my own account. I published a volume of poetry three weeks ago. B u t may I know how these details,
foreign to the matter in hand, can interest you ? "
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" I t is for me to ask questions," replied M. Mornas, drily,
"don't forget that. Do you follow, Gervais?" The clerk nodded
in the affirmative, and the magistrate continued: " Now you were
at Boulogne-sur-Seine yesterday evening. Several persons saw you
and spoke to you in the street opposite Cabassol's restaurant. At
what time did you reach Boulogne, and by what route ? "
" At about ten o'clock, I think. I went by rail to Auteuil and
then on foot along the Saint-Cloud road."
" And you went straight to Cabassol's ? "
' ' Yes ; I asked where it was, and I had no difficulty in finding
it. There was a crowd before the door."
" Why did you go to the restaurant where M. Trementin's wedding-dinner was ?"
" There is no need for me to tell that."
" I know that you once hoped to marry Mademoiselle Aubrac,
and that you hated the honourable man she preferred to you. That
doesn't explain why you went to Boulogne last evening. On the
contrary, there was every reason why you should wish to be as far
as possible from the place."
'' I am not bound to explain to you the sentiment which influenced me ; and I shall not say a word whenever you speak of the
lady whose name you have just mentioned."
M. Mornas involuntarily started. It seemed to him that Mareuil
had guessed the delicate point of the case, and was determined not
to have Madame Trementin mixed up in the affair. '' Take care," he
said ; '' you place yourself in a very bad position by refusing to
answer. Do you .acknowledge that you challenged M. Trementin
+0 fight a duel not long ago ? "
" Yes ; that is a fact."
" M. Dares, who met you in front of the restaurant, just after
the crime had been committed, told you, probably to try you, that
the murderer had killed Madame Trementin, and you exclaimed :
' I hoped that it was he.' What did those words mean ? "
" I am not obliged to explain them."
"Well, tell me what you did from the time you mingled with the
people in the street ? I know already that you were accosted by
one of your friends, M. Dares."
" And by a painter, M. Caussade, whom I do not know so well.
A commissary of police came up, accompanied by M. Verdalenc,
who employed M. Trementin. 'This commissary asked my name
and address of M. Dar^s, who gave them to him.''
" What happened after that ? Did you remain there ? "
" I returned to Paris."
" And you went home ? "
Mareuil, for the first time since the beginning of the examination,
seemed visibly embarrassed. " No," he said, after hesitating for
some little time.
"You were at home, however, when the chief of the detective
service arrived ? " said M. Mornas.
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" I had just reached there."
" Then you passed the night elsewhere. How did you employ
your time ? "
" In walking about."
"Till one o'clock the next afternoon ? That is very improbable."
Mareuil remained silent. " When you received the chief of the
detective service, you were not alone,'' resumed M. Mornas. "You
were talking with your mother, your sister, your friend—"
" A n d Mademoiselle Aubrac," interrupted Mareuil. " T h a t is
what you mean, is it not? Well, the lady whom you call Madame
Trementin came to my mother's house, and she came there with
me, and I went to fetch her. Question her if you wish to know
why she came, and have her arrested if you dare."
" There is no question of that," faltered M. Mornas, taken aback
by this unexpected reply. And he made a sign to his clerk, who
understood that he did not wish the prisoner's violence to be recorded. The idea had suddenly struck him that by thus speaking
of lillise, MareuU hoped to embarrass and perhaps intimidate him ;
the prisoner must be aware that Madame Mornas knew Elise Aubrac very well. Now the employment of such tactics shewed that
he was guilty, and made it presumable that the young woman was
not his accomplice. " Madame Trementin is in no way im]3licated
in the aflair," said M. Mornas. " R e t u r n to the facts. Do you
know how M. Trementin was killed ?''
'' With a gun, I was told. I have never owned a gun in my life,
and if I did own one, I should hardly know how to use it."
The magistrate slowly opened the drawer of his desk, took out
the paper he had placed there, and unfolded it, attentively looking
at the prisoner. But Mareuil did not lower his eyes or change
colour ; he did not seem to understand. " D o you know t h i s ? "
asked M. Mornas. '' You see that it is a bit of blackened paper
which has been torn from a book, and judging from the words which
are still legible, the book was a volume of poetry. The lines
rhyme."
" W h a t is that to me ? " said the young man, with a shrug of his
shoulders.
" I wish to know if these verses are yours," asked M. Mornas,
coldl3^ The more exasperated the prisoner grew, the more icy the
magistrate became.
" If there is nothing there but the ends of the lines, I cannot
promise to inform you," replied Mareuil, ironically. " Still I can
tell, perhaps, if the type is that used by my publisher."
" Then look at it," said M. Mornas, laying the paper on the table,
without letting go of it. Mareuil had no difficulty in guessing why.
"Yes," he said, " I recognise the grain of the paper and the Elzevir
type ; I even recognize the rhymes ; they are common enough, and
it will cost me nothing to confess they are mine. This fragment
will be found at the top of page 99—the number is still there—of
' Songs of the Sea-shore,' the book I recently published."
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" I warn you that your answer wdll be taken down.''
'' I expect that. What else have you to ask me ? "
" You will not make me believe that you don't understand the
drift of my last question," said M. Mornas. " The paper I have
shown you was used as wadding for a gun."
" W a d d i n g ? " rejjeated Mareuil, without flinching. " I thought
guns were loaded with cartridges."
" Not all of them : the one the murderer used was made in the
old-fashioned way, for this bit of w^adding was picked up in the
street, under the windows of the Cabassol restaurant, and it was
blackened with powder."
' ' I believe what you say. But I have already told you that I
have no knowledge of the management of fire-arms."
" You served your time in the army, I suppose."
" Yes ; and I confess that I made a very bad soldier. I noticed,
however, that the guns furnished to us did not require wadding,
and as I have never been a sportsman, this is the first time I have
seen what you just shewed me.''
This was said in a careless, quizzical tone that astonished M.
Mornas to the highest degree. He wondered if these airs of disdainful assurance sprang from the j oung man's certainty of innocence, or if he were playing a part which would be the height of
impudence. "Then how do you explain," he asked, " t h a t the
man who murdered M. Trementin used a page of your book to load
his gun ?"
" I do not explain it at all,'' replied Mareuil, drily. "However,
the copies of my book have not all remained on the shelves of my
publisher. The first edition is almost exhausted, and has passed
into a great many hands. A large number of copies have been sold,
and I have given several away to my friends ; I have even given
several to people who were merely acquaintances."
" S o you assert that the murderer possessed the book in some
way, and utilized it to load his gun ? 'That would be highly improbable, you must confess."
" Unless it were calculation on his part ; that is, if it were anyone's interest to turn suspicion on me, he has chosen the best way
to effect his purpose."
"You insinuate, then, that he knew your peculiar situation
respecting M. Trementin, and foresaw that you would be accused?"
'' Why not ? A great many people know that I had a quarrel
with M. Trementin, and that I proposed a duel, which he refused.
Nothing more was wanted to charge me with a crime I did not
commit. My arrest is proof of that. I will even add," continued
Mareuil, " that if I were cowardly enough to murder anyone, I
should not be so foolish as to load my gun with a bit of paper torn
from a page of my book. I might as well have used my visiting
card."
" Who are the persons," asked M. Mornas after a pause, " to
whom you gave copies of vour book ?"
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" I did not keep a list," replied Mareuil, " and I don't perceive
the reason of your question."
" Well, I admit that your position is a well-founded one—that
the murderer may have imagined this abominable ruse, and have
used a leaf of your book to ruin you. But I must draw two conclusions from this : first, that he had the book in his possession,
and secondly, that he was well acquainted with you. So we must
look for the scoundrel among those to whom you gave the volume.
Please give me their names."
" In the first place, I don't remember them aU ; and, if I did, I
should take care not to mention some of them, for you might accuse
another innocent person. It is quite enough that you accuse
me—though I am sure of establishing my innocence, for I have no
fear. But another person as guiltless as myself might become
alarmed and not know how to defend himself. As for me you can
keep me in prison, but I defy you to prove that I killed M. Trementin. I hated him, I confess, but I never dreamed of murdering him."
M. Mornas made no rejoinder ; he reflected for a moment, and
then, after writing a short note, he rang for a messenger, and spoke
a few words to him in a low voice. Finally, turning to Louis
Mareuil, he said: " I have nothing more to ask you here."
" Are you going to send me back to jail ? " asked the prisoner.
" N o . I am about to send for M. Darbs and M. Caussade. I
have only one more question to ask you in this office. As you did
not go to bed last night, you are still dressed as you were last evening at Boulogne ?"
"Yes ; I had just returned home when your agent arrested me,
and I had no reason to change my clothes."
"Very well; that is all that I wislied to know. You can retire."
Louis was too proud to ask what was to be done with him. He
followed the attendant who was waiting at the door, and left the
room without saluting the magistrate. The police agent who had
conducted him from the Depot was in the corridor. "The attendant
said a few words to this man, and then departed to deliver M.
Mornas' note. The police agent then made Louis a sign to go on
before, and followed close after him. They passed along several corridors and descended a narrow staircase, and when they reached the
ground floor the police agent introduced the prisoner into a sort of
guard-room, where two other police agents were smoking their
pipes, and motioned him to sit down on a wooden bench. Mareuil
did not take advantage of the permission, but stood, waiting to see
• what was to be done with him. At the end of twenty minutes he
heard a vehicle stop before the door, and guessed that it was for
him. This time it was not the official brougham, but a four wheel
cab, with an agent on the box and two inside. He was obliged to
get in, and he resigned himself to the inevitable. He asked no
questions of the agents, and the cab drove out of the courtyard and
rolled along the Quai des Orfevres. At the same moment, on the
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other side of the Palais de Justice, the examining magistrate, the
chief of the criminal investigation service, and the Boulogne commissary set out in the official brougham. " And so," said M. Mornas, in reply to a remark made by the chief, " you think that your
secretary will find these gentlemen at home 1"
" As ix) Caussade the painter there is no doubt of it," responded
the chief. " H e passes all his time in his studio. I t will take
longer to flnd M. Dares, perhaps ; but I left my men on guard at
the end of the Avenue Frochot, and one of them is very intelligent.
If M. Darfes has left Mareuil's house, this man wUl know where he
is. I shouldn't be surprised if Dares had taken Madame Trementin
back to the Baroness Aubrac's."
" I must see him to-day. I particularly want him and his
friend Caussade to explain to me, on the spot, the facts which followed the murder. I want to go with them over the road which
they took in pursuing the man who fled, and to see the precise
point where they lost sight of him."
" That is an important matter, it will enable us to tell if an alibi
is possible," said the commissary of Boulogne.
" I will make him repeat on the spot what happened yesterday,"
said M. Mornas. " And while we are waiting for him we can visit
the cabin. I believe that you have taken steps to prevent any one
from entering it."
" Y e s ; I stationed two gendarmes there. We shall find the
footprints just as I saw them last night."
The conversation now took another turn, while the brougham
rolled on towards Boulogne. At last the three functionaries
alighted at the door of Cabassol's restaurant, and the commissary
was at once joined by the inspectors who had assisted him on the
previous evening. They told him that nothing fresh had happened,
and that they had awaited his arrival to search the wood. " L e t
us first see the room where M. Trementin was struck," said the
magistrate.
The landlord of the establishment came forward, hat in hand,
and conducted the officials to the first floor. The dining-table was
cleared of the glass and crockery ; but where the bridegroom had
sat, the table-cloth was spotted with blood, and the pane of glass,
broken by the bullet, had not been replaced. The commissary
called M. Mornas' attention to the fact that the window was just
on a level with the window of the cabin and exactly opposite it.
" Where was Madame Trementin seated ? " asked the magistrate.
" Here, sir," replied the commissary, pointing to a chair. " The
bullet must almost have grazed her hair. M. Trementin was on
the other side of the table, opposite his wife, and at the moment
the shot was fired, he had risen to reply to a toast. He was struck
in the heart, and so the bullet must have passed very little above
Madame Trementin's head."
The magistrate and the chief exchanged a look ; they both had
the same idea, an idea which had already occurred to the commis-
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sary. " I would like to see exactly what were the positions occupied by the bride and bridegroom," said M. Mornas.
" T h a t is very easy," replied the chief of the detective police.
" I am not much taller than the bridegroom so I will stand in his
place, and the commissary can take the seat occupied by the bride."
This was done, and M. Mornas, by stooping down, saw that a direct
line drawn from the broken window to the chief's breast would pass
two or three inches above the commissary's head. " Was it a skilful
shot or an awkward one ?" asked the chief ; " in other words, who
was aimed at ? The whole matter rests upon that. If Madame
Trementin was aimed at, it was not the prisioner who fired the
shot. He is in love with her, and he now hopes to marry her—
that is when the ten months, stipulated by law are up. If, on the
contrary, the bridegroom was aimed at, it may be that the prisoner
is guilty, but even that wouldn't settle the question."
"That is also my opinion," said M. Mornas. " W e must now
visit the cabin. The prisoner will arrive while we are there, and if
your men bring M. Darfes and M. Caussade we shall obtain some
information which will clear up important points."
The gentlemen left the restaurant and crossed the street, preceded by the two inspectors who were waiting for them. When
they reached the door of the cabin, which was guarded by a gendarme, the commissary produced the key and opened the door.
"Oh, oh!" cried the chief, "several people have been in here. We
shall have great difficulty in finding out anything from all these
footprints. But, no, it will be less difficult than I thought, for the
marks are perfectly distinct." The chief of the criminal investigation service was very expert in solving problems of this kind. He
knelt down to see the footprints closer, and after due examination
and comparison, he rose, saying: " F o u r persons have been in
here, one of whom was a woman who wore high-heeled shoes. See,
the heels are clearly marked."
" That's true," muttered the magistrate.
" A n d her feet are remarkably small. The others are men's
footmarks. Two men with light shoes seem to have entered together,
for the steps are side by side ; but the other individual followed a
less regular line, and wore much stouter boots."
" I must tell you," said the commissary, " t h a t after the shot
was fired the door remained open until my arrival. These footprints may be those of some people of Boulogne who entered after
the catastrophe."
" You would have found them here when you came."
" I found no one, that's true ; but I entered myself."
" I know it. Here are your footprints. They are much lai'ger
than the others. And when I said four persons, I meant without
counting you. You came in alone, didn't you ? "
"Yes ; I left M. Verdalenc and my men at the door. I understood at once that it was necessary not to efface those marks, and I
took care where I stepped."
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" You went to the window and returned straight to the door.
H e r e are your footprints. I must say, however, t h a t the others did
the same. They only entered and went out again ; they were no
doubt in a h u r r y . "
" B u t , come," said M. Mornas, who had attentively followed
these interesting deductions, " y o u don't suppose that t h e murderer
was with anyone when he fired."
" N o , sir. T h a t isn't possible. A man doesn't bring anyone
with him when he is about to commit a murder. And yet, there is
something here which I can't explain ; b u t which the investigation
will clear up. The window was open when you arrived, commissary ? "
" Y e s ; I shut it myself."
" Well, I am going to open it again. W e need more light."
One is never so well served as by one's own self, and the chief
crossed the first room and entered the second one on tip-toes.
W h e n he had opened the shutters, the light streamed into the
cabin. M. Mornas had remained on the threshold with the commissary; b u t they now joined the chief, who was again at work
examining and counting the footprints. " T h i s is peculiar," he
said ; " all the steps end at the window. B u t the two persons who
entered together drew a little on one side before going out, whereas the woman's feet, and the feet with the heavy boots walked
straight from t h e door to the window, and from the window to the
door again."
" W h a t do you conclude from that ? " asked the magistrate.
" Nothing at present. B u t they are signs which may be useful
later on. Ah ! here is a vehicle, and I see my secretary. H e has
lost no t i m e ; he arrives before the prisoner, and he brings a gentleman who must be M. Caussade, for I don't recognise him, whereas,
I know M. Dar^s. I will tell him to wait."
" There is no need of that. I can question him here. And it is
better to interview him at first in the absence of the prisoner."
I t was indeed Caussade, who alighted from the vehicle with a
very discontented air. H e had been taken away from his studio,
which did not please him, for he feared to accuse a man in whom
his friend Dares was interested, and yet he was determined not to
lie. The chief received him at the door of the cabin. " I am going
to take you to the investigating magistrate," he said, " b u t stej)
very carefully, so as not to efface those footmarks you see."
" Those footmarks ! " exclaimed Caussade, " why, I made them
myself."
" You came in here then ? "
" Yes, last night, with M. Darfes. W e had just returned from
giving chase to M. Trementin's murderer."
" Come, sir, the magistrate must hear you."
Caussade, who already regretted having said so much, allowed
himself to be conducted before M. Mornas.
" W e are already
further advanced," said the chief, rubbing his hands.
"This

THE STEEL NECKLACE.

69

gentleman has recognised his footprints and tliose of M. Darfes.
Out of the four persons who have entered here, only two remain
to be discovered."
" I sent for you, M. Caussade," said the magistrate, who desired to
proceed more methodicallj', " to ask you for some information respecting the facts laid before me by the commissary of Boulogne. Now I
beg you to tell me what you saw after the murder had taken place."
" I saw—a man running away. My friend Dares told that to the
commissary, and I can only repeat to you what Dares said."
" Did you pursue this man ? "
" Yes, to the edge of the wood, where I slipped and fell. My
friend helped me up, but meanwhile the man disappeared. W e
could do no more, and so we gave up the attempt, and returned to
the restaurant immediately."
" W h e n did you enter this cabin, t h e n ? "
Caussade hesitated a little. H e was afraid of casting suspicion
on Louis Mareuil and he was not aware t h a t the unfortunate young
man had been arrested, for he had not seen Dares since the previous evening, and the chief's secretary had been discreet. " Why,"
he eventually said, '"'we came in here on our return from our fruitless
chase. Dares thought t h a t the shot had been fired from this window, and he prevaUed on me to come u p here. W e found the door
open and the cabin empty."
" Then you had been here when I spoke to you in the street ? "
said the commissary. " W h y didn't you tell me ?"
" Because you didn't ask m e . "
" You afterwards talked with a young man, named Louis Mareuil,"
said M. Mornas. " Were you not surprised to find him outside
the restaurant ? "
" H e explained to Dares t h a t on passing at the end of the street
he had heard some cries, and seen a crowd of people, and had then
approached through curiosity."
" B u t did he explain to you why he had come to Boulogne ? "
" H e r e he is," exclaimed the chief, who was standing near the
window ; " the cab has been rather slow, but it has come at last.
What are your orders, sir ? "
" Tell your men to bring the prisoner here.''
Caussade started : he understood that he was about to be confronted with Mareuil, who was certainly accused, and the prospect
was far from pleasant. Louis Mareuil speedily appeared, escorted
by two police agents. The chief received him at the door, and led
him before the magistrate. Louis was pale, but he still retained
his haughty demeanour. H e nodded to Caussade, and waited.
" J u s t step h e r e , " said the chief to him, " a n d place your foot on
this mark."
Mareuil smiled disdainfully.
" O h , I s e e ! " he exclaimed.
" Y o u wish to ascertain if my foot corresponds with that impression. B u t it would be waste of time. I willingly admit that I came
in here."
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" With M. Caussade and M. Dares, perhaps?"
" No ; they met me in the street, a moment afterwards ; there
was no one in this cabin."
" What did you come here for 1"
" I wanted to see what was taking place in the house opposite.
So I looked out of that window, and only remained here for a
moment."
Caussade gave a sigh of relief. Mareuil had not seen him.
Mareuil did not know that he had hidden with Darfes to watch
him : and Mareuil acknowledged that he had entered the cabin.
Nothing now obliged Caussade to testify against him. The magistrate glanced at the chief, and on reading on his face that he was
struck, like himself, by the prisoner's clearness of language, he
considered that the moment had now come to give another turn to
the interrogatory. " You must have remarked the appearance
and costume of the man you pursued," he began, addressing
Caussade.
" I only saw him from a distance, and it was dark. All that I
remarked was his figure. He was short and slim. I thought I
also distinguished that ho held a gun in his hand, and that he wore
a low, felt hat."
" Like the prisoner," muttered the commissary.
" H e escaped from you on the outskirts of the Bois de Boulogne?"
asked M. Mornas.
" Y e s ; he ran along a pathway which must lead to the racecourse."
" Do you think that between the moment you lost sight of him
and the moment you met M. Mareuil at the door of Cabassol's, the
man whom you pursued would have had time to return ? "
" I couldn't say," responded Caussade, who understood the drift
of this question. " However, I scarcely think so. He would have
had to make a long detour so as not to meet us, and it is some
distance from here to the wood."
" The distance will be carefully measured. How long did it take
you to return from your pursuit ? "
" I couldn't say exactly. A quarter of an hour, perhaps ; but I
must add, that just after we lost sight of the man, we heard a sound
of wheels, and we both thought that a vehicle had been waiting to
take him back to Paris."
" You are sure you heard a vehicle drive off?" asked the chief.
'' Perfectly sure ; and as it was raining very hard, probably no
one was driving for pleasure in the Bois de Boulogne."
Louis Mareuil had listened with an impassive countenance to the
above conversation ; and the chief now approached the magistrate,
whispered a few words in his ear, and walked with him into the
first room, leaving the prisoner in charge of the commissary.
"Well," asked M. Mornas, "have you any opinion ?"
" I have a conviction that Mareuil speaks the truth. I believe
myself that the culprit is a woman.'
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" B u t it was a nvan who was seen running away with a gun in his
hand."
" A woman in man's clothes. Unfortunately for herself, and
fortunately for the prisoner, she retained her shoes, and her footprints in the cabin have betrayed her. I t now only remains to find
her, and I will do so."
" I t seems to me t h a t you are a little too confident," said the
magistrate. " Footprints are not sufficient proofs."
" Will you consider, sir," rejoined the chief, " that M. Caussade
and the prisoner himself have confirmed the opinion I gave on those
footprints ? Four persons came in here. W e know three of them,
by their own avowal. The fourth remains : and there is no doubt
but t h a t it was a woman."
" Granted ; b u t it is doubtful if she fired the shot. Remember
that some woman among the crowd may have entered the h u t out
of curiosity ; and besides, the person whom M. Caussade pursued
was a m a n . "
" Well, sir, he told you that this person was short and slim. Now
•all women look little when they don masculine garments.
This
person also wore a low hat, and women, disguised as men, always
wear that style of h a t . "
" A n d you think she disguised herself to come to Boulogne?
B u t this isn't carnival time, and it is forbidden to appear in public
i n the costume of the opposite sex."
" And so she took care not to come on foot."
" You think, then, t h a t the noise heard by M. C a u s s a d e ^ "
" W a s the rumble of a vehicle which was waiting in the wood for
Iher, and which was conveying her home. This vehicle was probably a private one."
" Then you think the woman is rich ? "
" T h a t is my opinion ; b u t I ' m not sure as to her social status.
'She may be a lady or she may belong to the questionable classes.
We must look for her in those circles, for she certainly was not a
work-girl."
M. Mornas reflected, and his face clearly showed t h a t these
words had made a great impression upon him. " This woman,"
resumed the chief, " m u s t be remarkably intelligent, and possess
extraordinary energy. I t is evident, moreover, that her position
and conduct place her above suspicion.
And she operated with
so much audacity, because she knew t h a t her reputation was spotless. Criminals of the lower classes don't act with such boldness
and precision. W e have only to discover how this woman procured the key of the cabin ; and to do t h a t we must find the
owner."
" The commissary of Boulogne made some inquiries on the point,
and no one could give him the name of the man to whom this
shanty belongs. I t was built thirty years ago by a contractor, who
has long since been dead."
" If I had charge of the matter, I should soon learn something."

72

THE STEEL NECKLACE.

•• I beg of you to take it in hand ; but, meanwhile, tell me frankly
what you think I had better do with this young man, Mareuil ?'
" 'WeU, even supposing he is guilty, 1 don't think there would be
any harm done by setting him at liberty, temporarily ; I should be
able to watch him without his suspecting it, and if it were he who
fired the shot, he would betray himself by some imprudent action
sooner or later ; it was a mistake to precipitate matters."
" W e U , " said the magistrate, " I cannot give him absolute
liberty ; but I can let him go home on bail with the knowledge that
he is under police surveUlance."
" T h a t step would be an excellent one, it seems to me. Being
forewarned, he wUl be upon his guard, stUl, I will do my best to
arrive at a certainty. B u t he recomes my secretary with a person
who is certainly not M. Dares."
The magistrate and the chief were in the outer room, near the
door, before which a gendarme was on guard. I n the inner room
they had left Louis and Caussade, whom the presence of the
Boulogne commissary condemned to silence, and who, besides, had
nothing to say, for they knew each other very slightly, and had
but little sympathy in common. The person whom the chief had
noticed approaching was a man of about sixty, tall and stout, a
little bent, b u t stUl firm upon his legs. H e was dressed in black
clothes, cut with no pretence to style, and, at first, he would
have been taken for a workman, who had saved enough money
to support himself comfortably. H e saluted the officials without
appearing embarrassed, and he had evidently come with the
intention of speaking to them. " Excuse me, gentlemen," he said,
without any further preamble, " for presenting myself before you
Avithout being summoned, b u t I am J e a n Bigomeau, and I live at
Boulogne, on the Quai du Quatre-Septembre. The commissary
knows me very well. I have heard t h a t you wanted to find out
who owns this cabin, so I have come to tell you that I worked at
one time for M. Fauvel, the contractor who built it. H e died in
'63, and though he was not very rich, he had saved a little money
all the same."
" This cabin must belong to his heirs, then ?"
" H e only left one daughter, who has never claimed it. And
besides, he gave it, during his lifetime, to one of his w^orkmen, who
liad been born a gentleman. People said t h a t this fellow had been
employed in some government school, and was discharged in disgrace. H e certainly knew as much as an engineer, and he spoke
like a professor ; and he was quite young too, twenty-five at the
most, when old Fauvel died. H e had worked for him eighteen
months or so."
" Do you remember his name ? "
" Yes, indeed ; it was a queer name, Garnaroche, Pierre Garnaroche. H e disappeared a long time ago. Before the war with
Germany, he came here from time to time, and I met him here
and there, sometimes in the finest ca/e of the place, ordering the
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best of everything, and paying like a prince ; and sometimes I
saw him in a blouse, in a low wine-shop. I must tell you that his
education had done him little good ; it was money thrown away,
and old Fauvel often said that he would come to a bad end.
At one time, too, Garnaroche slept here as he had no money to hire
a room. H e squandered all the coin he made, and Fauvel gave him
the cabin out of charity."
" But if it was in a bad state twenty years ago, why hasn't it
fallen into ruins by now ?"
' ' Garnaroche had it repaired once, when he was in funds. H e
had his ups and downs."
" H e continued to inhabit it, then ? "
" No, sir, but there were people who said that he received some
Avomen here. I forgot to say that he was a very handsome fellow,
with a figure like a dragoon's and a face to t u r n any girl's head."
" And has anyone ever seen the women who came here ? " asked
the chief, with a glance a t M. Mornas.
" I don't think so. I t was also said that Garnaroche was a
smuggler, and hid the merchandise which had escaped duty h e r e . "
" And after the war he never turned up again ?"
" Never, sir. I have always had an idea t h a t he was kUled in
Paris, during the Commune in 1871."
" P o s s i b l y ; b u t he must have left the key of this cabin with
someone, for the place was entered yesterday—"
' ' I heard of t h a t this morning, and I thought of Garnaroche at
once."
' ' And you came to say t h a t you believed him to be the m u r d e r e r . "
" No ; I am not at all sure of it. H e may, as you say, have
given the key to somebojdy."
At this reply the chief drew the magistrate a little on one side,
and said to him in a low voice : " To my mind, sir, the affair is
now as clear as daylight. This Garnaroche was a sort of adventurer,
who made all the capital he could out of the education he had received, and his physical advantages. H e may very well have been
the lover of a woman in good society and have met her in this
cabin. W h e n the intrigue came to an end, the woman k e p t the
key, and later on, she became acquainted with M. Trementin.
When she learned that, by a singular chance, the wedding-dinner
was to be given opposite the abandoned cabin—which she could
enter just as she liked—she took advantage of the opportunity to
avenge herself."
" I t is quite possible, still, we don't know who she is."
" W e shall find her, I answer for it. If Garnaroche is living, 1
shall discover him, and he will be obliged to speak uj), were it
only to prove that he himself isn't the murderer. Even if he is
dead, the contractor who employed him, and who took an interest
in him, must have known the life he led—"
" B u t the contractor has been dead nearly tw^enty years, and a
woman, intimate with Garnaroche in 'G3, must be old now."
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' ' I am convinced that the one who killed Trementin was not
precisely young. A young woman would have been easily consoled for the loss. Moreover, the contractor Fauvel left a
daughter, and 31. Bigomeau, who evidently knows her, will tell
us where she is."
"Well, it seems to me that Louis Mareuil hadn't the slightest
connection either with this feUow Garnaroche or his employer.''
" H e was only a baby when they were working at Boulogne.
Where could he have procured the key of this cabin ? This key
is old and rusty, so it could not have been made expressly from
an impression taken from the lock. There are merely appearances
against the prisoner, and beforei a jury the case would fail."
" I shall set him at liberty on bail, and I shall proportion the
amount to the means of his mother, who isn't rich."
" She wUl be very happy to see her son again. I have nothing
to do now, except to ask the address of Fauvel's daughter."
During this conversation Bigorneau, hat in hand, had quietly
waited for permission to leave. "Your information is useful,"
the chief said to him. '' But I must ask you one more question.
Fauvel had a daughter who is still living, I think ? "
'' An only daughter, sir, who is now a widow. She married a
poor officer—so poor that Fauvel wasn't very well pleased with the
marriage—a sub-lieutenant named Mareuil, who was killed during
the siege of Paris."
" M a r e u i l ! " exclaimed M. Mornas. "You say that Fauvel's
daughter is Madame Mareuil ? "
"Yes, sir," replied Bigorneau, surprised by the effect which
his words had produced. " I know her well, and she knows me
very weU too, although it is some time since she saw me. The last
time I met her was two years ago, in the Rue Montmartre ; I was
going to see a friend, who lives near the markets. With what her
father left her, she hasn't much to live on, for she has two children,
a boy and a girl. A h ! " added the garrulous old fellow, " I
remember seeing the boy when he was a little fellow ; but when I
worked for old Fauvel, the girl wasn't born. The mother told me,
however, that her daughter made money by painting fans, and that
her son wrote for the newspapers."
The magistrate looked at the chief, who appeared disconcerted
enough. Bigorneau's ingenuous words had quite changed the
aspect of affairs. " A n d so," said the chief, " y o u think that this
lady wiU be able to tell us what has become of Pierre Garnaroche,
who was in her father's employ ?"
" A s to that, gentlemen," replied Bigorneau, " I don't know.
Madame MareuU must have seen him in the old times, for
her husband was in garrison in Paris the year that Fauvel died.
But I don't think she would have liked Garnaroche much ;
Mareuil didn't, and it would surprise me if his widow had kept
up the acquaintance. Still, all the same, she may know if he is
livinw.''
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Doubt was no longer possible. Louis Mareuil was surely the
grandson of the contractor, who had built this cabin and given it to
one of his workmen. And so Louis Mareuil might have been able
to procure the key. " I thank you, for the trouble you have taken,"
said the magistrate. " I shall make use of the information you
have given me. Be careful not to talk to your friends of the
persons you have mentioned. Silence is necessary, in order not to
trammel the action of justice."
" I shall not speak, sir, I am not a gossip, and I would willingly
give a hundred francs out of my own pocket to have the murderer
discovered." With this praiseworthy declaration, Jean Bigorneau
bowed and went off.
" I begin to think that I was on a false track," said the chief to
the magistrate. " Will you authorise me to address a few questions
to the prisoner, in your presence ? "
" Willingly," replied the magistrate, and they passed into the
second compartment of the cabin, where Caussade was walking
nervously up and down, while Louis leant against the wall, with
his arms crossed and his head erect. The commissary was standing before the open window, with his back turned to the curious
crowd, which the arrival of the police had attracted into the street.
"May I retire, sir? " asked Cussade.
"Yes, sir," replied M. Mornas, after a moment's reflection ; " you
will wait, however, outside, or in the restaurant, if you prefer it,
until I have finished with the examination of the prisoner. I may
have need of you again before returning to Paris."
Caussade left the cabin, grumbling to himself, and the chief
then asked Louis Mareuil : " Do you know Garnaroche ?''
Louis did not seem troubled by the question, but he made agesture,
which did not escape the chief. " I have spoken once or twice to a
man who bears that name, but I know him very slightly. He was
once a workman, employed by my grandfather, and he says he knew
me when I was a child. He has taken advantage of this to address
me in the street; but he has never been to my house."
"Your grandfather, M. Fauvel, the contractor, was greatly interested in this workman, and was very kind to him ? "
'' I did not know it."
'' Well, when did you meet this Garnaroche last ?"
" Some months ago ; at the Palais Royal, I think."
" Do you know his address and occupation ?"
" No. It seems to me, however, he was a steward or gamekeeper,
somewhere not far from Paris, I don't remember where."
" It will doubtless come back to you. It is important, in your own
interest, for you to remember."
MareuU made no reply, and, upon a sign from M. Mornas, the
chief called an inspector from outside. "Well," said the magistrate
to the prisoner, "you are to be taken back to the D^pot. I shall
question you again to-morrow. Night brings counsel. I hope to
find you better disposed to answer me."

76

THE STEEL NECKLACE.

Louis turned his back on M. Mornas without a word, and placed
himself under the guard of the inspector, who had advanced to lead
him back to the vehicle occupied by the police agents. " My dear
colleague," said the chief to the commissary, " o n e of your townsmen has helped us out of our embarrassment. We now know the
name of the contractor and that of his workman. And I should
have known these names earlier, if you had gone at once to the
tax-collector of Boulogne, and found out to whom the cabin belonged. It must figure on the tax-list, for someone pays the taxes ;
please find out, to-day, if the owner is a man named Garnaroche,
and if his present residence is known."
" I won't fail to do so,'' muttered the commissary, rather confused at not having thought of this simple proceeding sooner.
" Well," said the magistrate, " I will put off the remaining investigations to be made here till another day. I t is more urgent to find
out through whose hands the key of this cabin has passed. Before
we measure the road the assassin must have followed, if he returned
here after running to the edge of the wood, will you search the
bushes among which he may have thrown his gun, and keep me informed of whatever happens in your jurisdiction ? "
The commissary went away, rather crestfallen and very much
dissatisfied at not having been the first to receive Jean Bigorneau's
testimony. After his departure the chief turned to M. Mornas and
said: " I am, perhaps, mistaken again; but I have a presentiment
that the prisoner did not obtain the key from Garnaroche. He
didn't lose countenance when I spoke to him so suddenly about
that fellov.'. I think it more likely that he found the key at his
mother's house. The late M. Fauvel might have kept it, and it
may have had a tag attached to it—' Key of the Boulogne cabin,'
or something of the kind; and I should not be surprised if the finding of the key prompted the crime. There still remain the
questions of the gun and the vehicle stationed in the wood, to be
cleared up."
" And so," said the magistrate, " you abandon the other supposition ? It was a likely one, however."
" I t is so stUl, and I don't cast it aside entirely. However, the
most important point now is to find this Garnaroche, and I will take
care of that. If he is really a steward at some chateau the lady
owner may have known Trementin and then all would be explained.
If it really were a woman who avenged herself, she must move in
good society. Disreputable females don't murder a lover who leaves
them."
M. Momas made no answer to the chief. At heart, he w,xs a
little humiliated at having only played the second part in this difficult investigation. His advancement seemed less certain to him,
and on all sides he perceived difficulties which he had never dreamed
of. He gladly entered the carriage to return to Paris, for he desired to reach home and consult his wife.
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E I G H T days had elapsed.
Louis Mareuil has been transferred
from the Depot to Llazas. His mother and sister spent their time
weeping, and Dares went to see them constantly. Like the chief,
he had become convinced t h a t Louis had only been imprudent, and
that M. Trementin had been killed by some woman. And for this
woman he was seeking. H e h u n t e d through society, and constantly
visited the people whom the cashier had frequented, watching and
listening without appearing to do so. Madame Mornas, whom he
met at the Verdalencs', and who was warmly interested in Elise
Aubrac, told him t h a t her husband had found nothing conclusive
against young Mareuil, and that the unfortunate affair would probably soon terminate by his being set at liberty. Then the dramatist was examined by the magistrate, and he came fairly well out of
the trial. H e could, without lying, refrain from speaking of the
torn leaves he had found in the cabin, and which he had carefully
preserved. H e was convinced t h a t the copy of the " Songs of the
Sea-shore," a fragment of which the murderer had used to load the
gun, had been purchased by some woman of good society, and he
hoped that chance would enable him to discover the mutilated
volume in some boudoir. I t was a chimerical hope, however, for
the woman who had used it, probably with due intention, must
have burned what remained of the book.
Caussade was only half in Dares' confidence, and in fact he was
angry with his friend for having mixed him up in an affair which
had already caused him to lose considerable time. H e had been
obliged to go again to Boulogne, this time with Dares, whom the
agents had missed on the occasion of the first visit to the place.
Accompanied by the chief of the criminal investigation service, they
had gone along the road from the restaurant to the wood, searched
the bushes round about the Longchamp race-course, and the
ground in the neighbourhood of the cabin where the assassin had
lain in ambush. B u t no traces were found of the gun or of the
vehicle, while as for the possibility of the individual who ran away
having returned to Cabassol's, nothing positive could be established.
The widowed Elise had meanwhile broken off all connection with
the Baroness Aubrac. After her escapade, she did not return to
her aunt's home, and still less did she go to the apartment in the
Rue d'Hauteville, which she was to have inhabited with her husband.
She boldly suggested that she might live with Madame
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Mareuil, and as the latter had the good sense to oppose this arrangement, she unhesitatingly placed herself under the protection
of Dares, whom she scarcely knew, b u t who in her eyes had the
merit of having taken Louis' part. And Dares engaged on her behalf some pretty furnished rooms in a very respectable house on the
Boulevard Haussman. The result of this imprudent conduct might
have been foreseen. The young woman was sent to'Coventry by'respectable people. The baroness turned her head away when anyone spoke of her. Madame Verdalenc only pronounced her name
with a modest blush. M. Verdalenc consigned her to the fire and
flames, and did not hesitate to insinuate that, if Mareuil were the
murderer, Elise was probably his accomplice. Madame Mornas,
alone, did not t u r n her back upon Madame Trementin. She defended her, and almost approved of her conduct. She prevailed
upon her husband not to summon Elise as a witness, and she even
went to see her in spite of M. Mornas's advice ; without betraying
her husband's secrets she let her understand that the innocence of
Louis Mareuil would finally be established, and that he would not
remain much longer in prison.
I n point of fact, however, M. jMornas was very much perplexed.
H e waited for light which did not come. And he was obliged to
confess with chagrin t h a t he had fallen upon one of those criminal
cases in which circumstantial evidence plays the chief part. Indeed,
the moment seemed approaching when he would have to confess his
powerlessness and give up the case. However, among the various
judicial functionaries one man was not discouraged. The chief of
the criminal investigation service sought unceasingly for a solution
of the problem, without letting it be thought t h a t he was doing so.
I n appearance, matters remained as they were after J e a n Bigorneau's deposition, and the chief's final official act was to see the tax
collector. This functionary declared t h a t the taxes for the cabin
had always been paid by the man named Pierre Garnaroche, b u t
t h a t they were two years in arrear, and t h a t Garnaroche's present
residence was u n k n o w n ; so t h a t the cabin would be seized and sold
as firewood for the profit of the state. As for the key the chief acquired the certainty t h a t it had never been in possession of the
prisoner's mother. Madame Mareuil, on being questioned as to her
relations with Garnaroche, had replied with such clearness that
there was no doubt as to her sincerity. She said t h a t the man was
a kind of vagabond whom her father had employed out of charity,
and t h a t he had never crossed her threshold since her father's
death. She knew t h a t he had accosted her son in the street and
she had made Louis promise to " c u t " him the first time he did so
again. I t had to be admitted, therefore, t h a t if the prisoner had
used the key, he had procured it by asking Garnaroche for it, and
that an understanding existed between them. To decide this point
it was necessary to find Garnaroche, and the chief spared no pains.
His most skilful detectives were put on the track, and quietly
searched both Paris and the provinces. The department of the Seine
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was visited discreetly ; but neither in Paris nor at the various chateaux in its vicinity could any sign of the man be found. It became
more and more evident that, in changing his status, Garnaroche
had also changed his name. Information must, therefore, be obtained as to the antecedents of the stewards and gamekeepers within a radius of fifteen leagues around the capital, and this would
take a long time.
Matters remained in this state when the evening arrived of the
first performance of a piece to which George Darfes had greatly contributed, although his name only appeared third upon the programme. This piece was a kind of extravaganza, a sort of work
which Dar^s excelled in ; earning no little money by it, while waiting
till he was able to make a literary name with real comedies. In
other times, this first performance would have been an event for
him ; but his feelings caused him to forget his interests, and so as
not to abandon Madame Mareuil and her daughter in their distress,
he had left the task of superintending the rehearsals to his colleagues.
However, he was obliged to be present at the performance which
was to decide the fate of the work. Annette Mareuil herself had
urged him to do so, and so that the evening should not quite turn
him from the task he had in hand, he had sent boxes to Madame
Mornas and Madame Verdalenc, as well as a stall to the chief of
the detective service, who had graciously accepted it. Caussade also
had given himself a holiday, and had taken a seat in the stalls next
to Dares, who was glad to have some one to speak to. Only Elise
was absent; and if the author had not offered her a box, it was because he did not wish her to carry her forgetfulness of propriety to
the point of showing herself at a theatre but a week or so after her
husband's death. 'The piece was to be performed at the theatre of
the Porte Saint-Martin, and it had a fair amount of plot and was
full of witty sayings. The house was crowded on the occasion of the
first performance. All the first-nighters had turned out in force :
critics, editors, and fashionable men about town, without counting
a sprinkling of prominent tradespeople. Darfes and Alfred Caussade, ensconced in a corner of the stalls, carelessly watched the stir
and confusion occasioned by the spectators reaching their seats, and
exchanged comments every now and then. Darfes had left his two
colleagues the care of watching the performance from behind the
scenes, and they were astonished at his thus deserting the battlefield when the engagement was about to commence ; but they excused him, as they thought he was in love, in which they were not
mistaken : however, the woman he loved was not in the house,
and it was not to pay court to her that he had wished to retain his
liberty. Annette ikareuil was at home with her mother, and
George was now looking round the auditorium for some person who
mighl help him to save Louis. " Ah!" he said, nudging Caussade,
'' tliere are the Verdalencs. I was sure they would take advantage
of my box."
^' Whfit a queer idea of yours to send one to them !" growled the
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painter. " The husband looks like a fool, and the wife resembles
Beef-k-la-Mode. But who is that other matron who is taking her
place in front of the box ? Eh ! by Jove I it is that old fool, the
Baroness Aubrac, Elise's aunt. I didn't know that she was so intimate with the Verdalencs."
" She has quarreUed with her niece, and as the Verdalencs dislike poor Elise very much, she has naturally been drawn towards
them."
" It must be acknowledged, too, that T^Iadame Trementin did aU
she could to quarrel with her aunt, and with the world in general.
I know that she didn't love her husband, but she wasn't forced to
marry him."
" I t w a s the A^erdalencs who made the match, assisted by the
aunt; and Madame Verdalenc, little heart as she may have,
must repent of having urged her former lover to contract this
marriage ?"
" Is it quite true that he was her lover ? "
" My dear fellow, no one doubts it ; the chief of the detective
police spoke of it again only the day before yesterday. I sent him a
seat, by the way, and you can see him from here, in the same row as
ourselves."
" H u m ! Why didn't you invite the examining magistrate aiS
weU?"
" I did. That empty box opposite to us is his. But I doubt if
he wiU come, though I hope to see his wife. She is on our side,
that is, on MareuU's side."
" Well, I think that this 31. Momas is a perfect fool. He has
no opinion of his own, and your chief of the detective service leads
him by the nose."
" So much the better. If we had a pig-headed magistrate to deal
with, Louis would be sent to the Assize Court; and Louis is innocent, I would stake my life on it ! "
" WeU, I wouldn't," said Caussade, with a shrug of the shoulders.
" Oh, suppose we talk of something else. Look ! the box-opener is
pulUng up the screen before a box in front. Two lovers must have
come to see my piece in secret. Every seat is taken in the house.
If the manager isn't satisfied, he must be hard to please."
" I see a woman behind the screen ; I can't distinguish her
features, but I just espied the flash of her eyes. She doesn't wish
to be seen, but she wishes to see. Upon my word, I half think
that she is looking at us."
" A t me, probably. Her admirer, who, no doubt, keeps himself in the background, has told her that I was the author of the
play."
' ' You coxcomb ! But raise your eyes, and look at Madame
Momas entering the box you just pointed out to me. How superb
she looks in her black dress. Good heavens ! what shoulders I And
!;er face is full of expression. But I should think she was thirtysix, at least."
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" You are not far wrong. Why, she isn't alone, and it isn't M.
Mornas who accompanies her. Where the devil has she picked up
that escort ? He looks like a mummy ; and a badly preserved one,
too. This is the first time I have ever seen him. He surely isn't a
friend of her husband's."
" Well, he certainly won't compromise her. He's seventy-five,
if he is a day. By-the-bye, all the persons who figured in the
Boulogne affair seem to be here, to-night. Do you see that greyhaired fellow in a seat under Madame Mornas's box, and who looks
so astonished at occupying such a good place ? "
" H e is a workman in his Sunday clothes. This proves that he
has some taste, since he has paid to be present at the first performance of our piece. Those are the sort of spectators I like."
" M y dear boy, you are mistaken," said Caussade ; " t h a t man
is very well known to M. Mornas and the chief of the detective
police. The other day, while I was in the hut at Boulogne, he
came to tell them a lot of things which T didn't hear, as I was too far
off, but his talk must have been very interesting, for they listened
to him for twenty minutes."
" Then that explains to me why the chief asked me for a seat for
a gentleman whose name he did not mention."
" So your appreciative spectator is simply a police spy. I suspected it. But this isn't the time to talk. 'The orchestra is coming
in, and so we must turn our backs on the audience, and sit down to
appreciate your masterpiece."
George Dar^s did as his friend suggested, not without some regret,
for he had none of the emotion which the rising of the curtain causes
to new authors, and he felt that something interesting might happen
in the auditorium before the end of the evening. The orchestra
commenced playing a brilliant overture, and the audience had just
ceased coughing, when a tardy spectator appeared at the end of the
row of stalls, where the two friends were located, and tried to
reach a seat, beyond. " H a l l o o ! look out, will y o u ? " cried
Caussade, as the new come-r trod on his toes.
" Keep your feet under the seat then," replied the tardy arrival,
continuing on his way.
Caussade was enraged. " What times these are ! " he muttered
between his teeth. " A first night audience used to be composed of
well-bred people ; but now, we have boors, who stamp on your
feet, and don't even trouble themselves to apologise for their awkwardness."
" The fact is," said Darfes, " that fellow comes from the
country ; you can see it by his appearance. I would bet that he
came to Paris on purpose to visit the theatre."
" H e had better have stayed at home ! " growled Caussade.
The person whom he was so angry with seemed quite out of
place in the stalls ; not that he was exactly common-looking, for
ho was a tall fellow, with a magnificent figure, and a face which
would not have passed unnoticed anywhere. He had a lion-like
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head—crowned with an abundant crop of curly reddish hair—and
a fine pair of restless blue eyes. However, his face bore marks
of all kinds of dissipation. He might have been taken for an
artist, had it not been for his odd dress : a kind of shooting
jacket, buttoned up to the chin, very tight pantaloons, and a cap,
which he did not take off until he was seated. "Don't bother
about him any more," said Darfes to Caussade, " a n d reserve your
attention for my play."
The curtain rose upon a scene representing a vineyard, in which
each kind of vine was personated by a pretty woman. The piece
was entitled " T h e Diseased Vines," and the phylloxera played
the principal part on it. A superb woman figured as the microscopic and devastating insect which seems bent upon destroying
aU the vineyards of France, and in the first scene she announced
her wicked intentions in a song. She meant to surprise the poor vines
while they were asleep, and prick them with a long gold needle, which
she brandished in her hand. The phylloxera was a tall, handsome
blonde, and the threatened vines were all of them pretty girls.
The spectators were pleased, and a murmur of approbation sped
through the auditorium. The occupants of the stalls brought their
opera-glasses into play, and people in the boxes applauded discreetly. The Verdalencs and Baroness Aubrac were not the last
to show their approval. ''George Dar^s is certainly very witty,"
whispered Madame Verdalenc, from behind her fan, " a n d I have
already forgotten that we ought not to be here this evening.''
" W h y not, my d e a r ! " asked the banker gravely. "Poor
Trementin is only just buried, it's true, but he was no relation of
ours, and it is perfectly proper for us to go to the theatre. The
code of society is precise upon the point. I appeal to the
baroness."
" Oh ! " said Madame Aubrac, " I do as I like, and I don't trouble
myself much about what people say. To be sure Trementin became my nephew by marriage; but my amiable niece has taken
care to break the bonds which attached me to her ; and so I can
allow myself to do what she herself would do, if she were not
restrained by some slight sense of shame. Still, I am not quite
sure that she hasn't come to the theatre this evening, in secret.
The author of the piece is now her best friend."
" I don't understand Dares' conduct! " exclaimed M. Verdalenc.
" It was no use for me to try to prove to him that Mareuil killed my
cashier ; he wouldn't listen to me."
" Don't say anything against Dar^s, who has given us the best
box in the house," murmured Madame Verdalenc. " I t is said,
that he is in love with Mademoiselle Mareuil himself, and I always
excuse lovers."
" T h e n you ought to excuse my niece as well," exclaimed the
baroness. "When I remember that we proved to her, as clear as
day, that Mareuil was deceiving her with an actress ; and yet to
think tliat he had the audacity to come under my windows and
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watch for ]^;lise on the day after her husband's death ! She actually went to join him, and heaven only knows what he could have
said to her to induce her to follow him ! Madame Mornas was at
my house at the time ; and what surpasses everything is that she
has taken my niece's part. She goes to see h e r ! "
" I t is s c a n d a l o u s ! " exclaimed Verdalenc. " H e r husband can
have no authority over her. Indeed, he always impressed me
as not amounting to much, and besides, the fortune is almost
entirely on his wife's side. M. d'Arlempe, whom I knew very well,
made a great deal of money, and left it all to his daughter."
" H o w e v e r , he scarcely brought her up properly," said Madame
Verdalenc. " I t is a miracle t h a t she has not turned out
badly. B u t she has always been accustomed to do what she chose,
and I am sure she didn't ask Mornas's permission to spend the
evening at the P o r t e Saint-Martin. By the way, I should like to
know who that is with her ? "
" l e a n tell you," said the baroness. " T h a t wretched old man
is a kind of homeopathic quack, whom poor Aubrac, Elise's father,
had a great quarrel with at t h e Academy. I believe t h a t the old
fellow is a tenant in Madame Mornas's house. She must have taken
him as an escort, as he was close at h a n d . "
" I t was a singular idea of hers. H e looks as bewildered as an
owl."
These words were exchanged in a low voice, and did not prevent
M. Verdalenc from examining the actress who represented the
phylloxera through his opera-glass. " I thought I was not mistaken,"
he said ; " t h a t is the creature we saw one evening talking to Mareuil
in the stalls of this very t h e a t r e . "
" S o it is. I recognise her now," said the baroness. " I must
tell Madame Mornas about it, so as to prove to her t h a t Elise is
Mareuil's dupe. Besides, I shall be delighted to tease her about
her connection with my niece, and when that idiot of a Gigondes
knows t h a t I am the sister-in-law of his old enemy, he'll have a fit."
" Is t h e old fellow's name Gigondfes ? " said Madame Verdalenc,
laughing ; " b u t pray, dear baroness, let me listen to the song the
Burgundy vine is singing. She's a pretty little thing, and she has
a nice voice."
The conversation ceased, and was not renewed until after the
act, which finished amidst loud applause. The spectators in the
stalls and the pit now rose and faced the boxes, and several people
soon recognised one another. " D o n ' t you think, dear madame,
that men are very ugly now-a-days ? " said the baroness, looking at
different gentlemen in the stalls, who seemed to be posing for the
benefit of the fair occupants of the grand tier.
" Y o u are two severe, baroness," said Madame Verdalenc, scanning the crowd, below with her glass. " George Dares, for instance,
is not so bad-looking."
" Bah ! he lacks distinction. His friend Caussade is better
than he."
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" You know M. Caussade, don't you ?"
" Not very well ; but he was once intimate with my brother-inlaw, who pretended he loved art and had a mania for having his
portrait painted. He commissioned Caussade to paint his portrait
and his daughter's also. I have the pictures^at home, but they
shall not remain there. I don't wish to see Elise again, even on
canvas."
" I understand t h a t ; but I think we are troubling ourselves too
much about her. She is a disgraced woman, and we have nothing
more to do wdth her. But you spoke just now about the ugliness
of men. Well, I can point out one who doesn't resemble his neighbours. Lo(jk at that tall, bearded fellow in the middle of the stalls,
in the same row as M. Dar^s and M. Caussade. He is looking this
way. Do you see him? He is very good-looking."
'' Yes ; he has an original face, as original as his dress. But are
you sure he is looking at us, dear madame ? "
'' Don't you see that he is staring at this box ? "
" Or at some other," murmured the baroness, who was not so sure
as Madame Verdalenc about the power of her charms.
" We shall know very soon," replied the banker's wife. " He is
going towards the entrance, and he is coming up here, no doubt, or
at all events to the first gallery, to see us nearer."
" It is, perhaps, your diamonds that attract him," insinuated the
baroness, maliciously; " a n d in your place, if I met him in the
street, after dark, adorned as you are, I shouldn't feel very secure.
He looks like a brigand."
" Really, ladies," now said M. Verdalenc, in his deep bass voice,
" you do that fellow too much honour to remark him. He is some
supernumerary from a minor theatre."
Madame Verdalenc shrugged her shoulders, and the baroness
smiled as she thought of the conjugal misfortunes of the banker,
who had made a great mistake in marrying a woma.n so sensible to
manly beauty. An instant later what Madame Verdalenc had foreseen happened. The man she had noticed appeared at the entrance
of a passage in the middle of the gallery, and stood there with his
eyes obstinately fixed on the boxes on his right hand side. " He
is better-looking than I thought, and not so young," murmured the
baroness, who was as much of a connoisseur as her friend.
" Age is nothing. I never fancied boys," sighed Madame Verdalenc. And she began to dart languishing glances at the man
stationed ten paces from her. He did not notice her at first, but
his attention was before long attracted to her, for she was covered
with diamonds, and sparkled like a jeweller's window. An exchange
of glances took place, without M. Verdalenc, who was seated behind his wife, perceiving it. Others saw it, however, although
seated much further off. Dares and Caussade, who were watching
the ill-assorted couple, exchanged their impressions in a whisper.
"Caussade," said George, " t h a t awkward f eUow who stepped on
your foot is carrying on a flirtation with Madame Verdalenc."
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" S h e has very bad taste," sneered Caussade. " H e is dressed
like a groom or a dog-keeper. By-the-way you ought to keep an
eye on the fellow. Everything connected with the Verdalencs is
of interest as regards your inquiry."
"Quite so, but come, you don't expect I shall find Trementin's
murderer here. And besides, that fellow can't be Garnaroche the
owner of the cabin."
" Wliy not ? "
"Well," said Dares, "if he were, the man from Boulogne, to
whom I sent a seat, would have already recognised him. Where
is that man, by-the-way ? I don't see him any longer."
'' He has, perhaps, recognised the fellow, and gone to wait for
him in the passage. If I've made a good guess, they will soon
meet, for the red-haired man is going to retire."
"Yes, he is either going into the lobby, or he means to wander
about behind the Verdalencs' box. I wish I could tell the chief about
all these manoeuvres."
" You can do that after the next act. They are going to commence, and I hope that you will keep quiet. I have been bothered
enough already, and if that brute tries to return to his place, now
that everybody is seated, I will do my best to prevent his
passing."
Caussade was not disturbed, however. The man in the shootingjacket did not dream of descending to the stalls again. As Dares
had foreseen, he was wandering about the corridor on the first
tier ; going from box to box, and applying his eyes to the little
panes of glass in the doors. He was looking for someone, undoubtedly—someone whom he had perceived while he was standing
at the entrance of the gallery, and whom he hoped to find again byexamining the boxes one after the other. However, he had
evidently neglected to count them beforehand, so that the numbers
furnished him with no indication. Some of the little windows,
through which he looked, were, moreover, masked by green curtains, but he pulled the latter aside without the least hesitation.
At last, some of the box-openers noticed his strange goings-on,
and one of them approached to ask what he wanted. Perhaps
she hoped that he would give her a piece of silver for any information she might impart; however, he received her in a
manner which made her draw back in alarm, and then imperturbably
continued his inspection.
Meanwhile, there was laughter and applause in the auditorium.
The spectators in the boxes were watching what was passing on
the stage, and did not hear this inquisitive fellow as he drew
aside the curtains. He had reached the seventh box, and stood
Avith his face close to the little window, when someone clapped
him on the shoulder. He turned round sharply and recoiled in surprise, on finding himself face to face with Jean
Bigorneau, of Boulogne. " So it is really you, my lad," exclaimed
the old workman. " I thought I recognised you just now, but I
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wasn't sure. I said to myself, ' That must be Garnaroche over
there ; it's his face, and yet he doesn't usually dress like that.' So
to see you closer, I left my seat."
"You had better have remained there," replied the red-haired
fellow, with a surly air. " I don't run about after you ; and, if I
had known I should meet you here—"
" You wouldn't have come ? Why so : weren't we always good
friends ? It's a long time since we had a drink together, it's true ;
but it isn't my fault if you never set foot in Boulogne. There are
some folks there who said you were dead."
" Let them say it. I shall never go back again."
" I'm sorry to hear that. What are you doing now ? "
" I am living on my income."
'' Indeed ! then I am no longer astonished to see that you live
in Paris. Boulogne isn't lively, especially in the winter. But
have you forgotten that you have some property there ? You
ought to sell your cabin. It's of no use to you."
" W h a t cabin?"
" Come, don't pretend innocence. The one opposite Cabassol's
restaurant. You used to live in it."
" I shaU never use it again. But look here, Bigorneau, how long
are you going to bother me with your chatter ? "
"Don't get angry, my lad. It is in your interest that I've come
up here to speak to you. I thought that, perhaps, you didn't
know you were being looked for."
"•VVho wants m e ? "
" The commissary of police, of course ; and you know very well
why."
"Indeed, I don't."
" Don't you read the papers then 1 Well, if you did you would
have seen that a gentleman was killed the other day at Cabassol's,
and that the shot which killed him was fired from the cabin which
our old employer, Fauvel, gave you."
"Then the door must have been forced open, for it was locked."
" That's just the point; and I'm glad that you answer me as you
do, for I see that you have nothing on your conscience."
" Is there any chance of my being accused ? " asked Garnaroche,
in quite another tone.
" Hum ! it might happen ; but I'U tell you how the matter stands.
However, this isn't a very good place to talk ; there are detectives
in the house."
"Well, come into the public lounge, there's no one there just
now."
" Lead the way then, I don't know where it is."
Garnaroche started off at once towards the lounge, but not without
a backward glance at the door of the box near which Bigomeau had
surprised him. When they were alone in the lounge, the old workman resumed : " I t ' s my fault if the police are after you, and I
•want to put you on your guard, for I believe now that you are not
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to blame in this matter, and, if I've done you a wrong, I must try
and repair it. Now listen : the commissaries, the magistrate, and
the whole outfit came to Boulogne on the day after the murder.
The evening before, the cabin had been found open, with the key in
the lock. Then the police inquired for the owner, and as I remembered Fauvel and you, I went to them and told them what I
knew. I didn't think of injuring you, for I wasn't even sure that
you were alive."
" What did you tell them about me ? " asked Garnaroche, with a
frown.
" I said that you had disappeared since the war, but that before
then you had sometimes came to the cabin and not always alone.
Then they took it into their heads that it was a woman who had
fired the shot."
" A woman ! " repeated Garnaroche, visibly impressed by this information.
" Yes. It seems they found her footprints in the hut, and they
think you lent her the key. I thought so, too, and if it were true,
it wouldn't prove that you were guilty, for you might have given it
to a girl without knowing what she wanted it for."
" But who was killed ? "
'' A gentleman who had been married in the morning, and who
was giving his wedding-dinner at Cabassol's. So, you see, it was
thought at once that he had abandoned some woman to take a wife,
and that this woman had revenged herself. But you couldn't have
been mixed up in it ; the gentleman had done nothing to you."
" What was his name ?"
'' It was something like Trimoulin, or Tromatin ; I heard it said
that he was a cashier in a banking house, and that the banker paid
for the dinner."
"Trementin, perhaps?" asked Garnaroche, with strong signs of
of emotion.
" I think that's it. But did you know him then ? "
" No, I've heard of him, that's all."
Garnaroche was now no longer the same man, and his trouble
did not escape Bigorneau, who resumed : " Listen to me, my lad ;
I have an idea that you know whom you gave the key to, and it
doesn't need much penetration to guess that it was a woman. If it
was she who did the deed, I'm sure she didn't consult you ; but
that does not prevent you from being compromised. For that reason, if I were in your place, I should tell the truth to the magistrate,
and let the woman get out of it the best way she could."
"You are mistaken," said Garnaroche, in an unsteady voice.
" I didn't lend the key. I lost it a long time ago."
" The person who used it must have found it, then, and discovered that it belonged to the cabin. The police will never believe
that. You had butter gee out of their way. By-the-bye, I've heard
that they've arrested old Fauvel's grandson, Louis Mareuil. Perhaps the poor fellow knew the woman they are looking for. You
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must remember him, the little fellow who used to come to Boulogne
sometimes with his grandfather."
' ' I saAV him barely three months ago, and spoke to him in the
garden of the Palais Royal."
" And did you meet his mother too ? "
" No ; I've never set foot in her house since Fauvel died ; she
didn't like me."
" The magistrate thinks, perhaps, that you gave the key to Louis
Mareuil. You know how that is, and if he's innocent, you can't
let him be condemned when it's in your power to save him." Garnaroche made no reply. "Remember," continued Bigorneau,
"that the police have a description of your person and will certainly
nab you in the end. The chief of the criminal investigation service
is in the stalls, and I shouldn't be surprised if it were he who sent
me a seat. He probably thought that you might come to the
theatre. He is aware that you are fond of amusement, and that I
know you, and if he has seen me leave my seat—•"
" Then why did you come to speak to me ? "
" Because I wanted to warn you ; and now I advise you to clear
out, unless you want to tell him the name of the person who used
the key." Garnaroche was in a state of extraordinary agitation.
He evidently hesitated to follow Bigorneau's advice, and did not
know what to do. " You would do wrong to allow yourself to be
clapped into jaU for the sake of a worthless woman," continued
Bigomeau, " and it would be stiU worse to let others remain there.
But, if you don't wish to teU the truth, get out, my lad ; you've no
time to lose."
" Will you promise me not to say that you've seen me ? "
" No, I don't wish to lie. But if I'm asked what I think of the
matter, I shall say that I believe you are innocent; and, as for being
caught, you can make your mind easy, as I don't know where you
live."
"Good-bye, then, and thanks," said Garnaroche, hastening out
of the lobby.
Bigorneau did not try to detain him. He preferred to let him
escape, for he was sincerely convinced that his old companion was
not guilty of this crime, whatever else he might have to reproacli
himself with ; and he excused him for not denouncing the woman.
He was about to return to his seat when, in the very corridor where
he had met Garnaroche, he was suddenly accosted by the chief of
the criminal investigation service, who at once said to him : " Good
evening, Monsieur Bigorneau. I was looking for you."
" You honour me greatly, sir ; I didn't think that you had seen
me."
" Oh, yes ; I knew that you were here. I asked the author of
the piece to send you a seat ; and as I wished to speak to you, I
left my place when I saw you had left yours. I thought that you
were tired of the play and were going away."
" There's no danger of that. I don't get a chance to <'o to the
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theatre very often, and 1 have never been so much amused as tLts
evening."
" Really ! One wouldn't think so ; for you left your seat just as
the second act was about to commence."
" I t was so v/arm ! I needed fresh air, and so I have been walking about the lobby."
" Alone ? " asked t h e chief, eyeing Bigorneau, closely.
" N o , " answered the old workman, after a moment's hesitation.
" I met a man I knew—"
" A tall fellow, with red hair and a cap. Ah ! he was odd-looking enough, and he stood for ten minutes in the middle of the gallery. W h a t have you done with him ? "
" Nothing, sir, he has left the theatre, and he won't return, for he
didn't care to meet you."
" Then he's that man Garnaroche ? "
" Y e s , sir ; and I was very much surprised to see him here."
" So surprised that you let him get away instead of bringing him
to me. B u t he can't be far."
" E x c u s e me ; I don't think he stopped to hang round t h e door
of the theatre, as I told him you were after him, and it was that
which decided him to leave.''
" Then you are right. H e is already far away, and it is useless
to send m y agents after h i m , " said the chief, coldly. ' ' B u t do you
know, Monsieur Bigorneau, you have placed yourself in a very bad
position, and it only depends upon me to arrest you as being in collusion with a man implicated in a murder ? "
" I ' v e no fear of t h a t , " answered Bigorneau, calmly. " I was
the first to tell you a week ago t h a t the cabin belonged to Garnaroche ; b u t I wasn't charged with arresting him."
" You need not have told him, however, that I was h e r e . "
' ' I questioned him, sir, and after he had answered me, I was sure
that he liad nothing to reproach himself with. H e didn't cv(3n
know that anyone had been killed at Cabassol's."
"So you undertook to inform him of it, eh? You mixed yourself
up in what didn't concern you, and you will probably repent of it.
I shall be obliged to report your conduct. B u t tell me exactly
what transpired between you."
" I n the first place, I spoke to him to see how he would behave.
Well, he received mc almost rudely, as I disturbed him, for he was
eyeing the women in the boxes; then, when I told him the story of
the murder, he listened to me quietly enough ; it interested him,
but it didn't trouble him. Then I spoke of the key ; and he answered tnat he had lost it, and I guessed that he was lying."
" By Jove ! he lent it to some woman, and he was her accomplice."
" If you had heard him, sir, you would think, as I do, that the
woman didn't tell him what she wanted the key for. I could read
on his face that he knew nothing, and that he was very angry with
her. H e must have met her, and given her the key, expecting that
she would write and tell him when to meet her there."
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The chief listened very attentively to Bigorneau's words, and
while marvelling at his sagacity, he could only acknowledge that his
ideas were logical. The old workman with his natural good sense
had arrived at the same conclusion as the most skilful and experienced detective. "Well," said the chief, in a much milder
tone, " if he wishes to reward the jade for the bad trick she has
played him, he only has to denounce her."
"That is just what I advised him," replied Bigorneau, " and the
suggestion threw him into a frightful state of agitation. He must
still care for her, for he finally decided to get away, rather than
reveal her name, although I told him that the grandson of our old
employer was accused. He declared, however, that he had never
set foot in Madame Mareuil's house since Fauvel's death."
" Did you ask him where he lived, and what he was doing ? "
" Yes ; he told me that he was living on his means, and I saw
that I should draw nothing more from him ; but I have an idea,,
which is perhaps correct. Maybe the woman he gave the key to is;
here in one of the boxes, and that he came up to the gallery to see
her more closely. At all events, when I met him in the corridor,
he was standing close to the door of one of the boxes."
" Which one ?'' asked the chief, quickly.
" I can't say ; for the doors are all alike, and I didn't notice the
number. I t was on this side, though."
At this moment the act ended, and several spectators came into
the corridor. The chief had several more questions to ask Bigorneau, and he was about to draw him into a corner where he could
talk to him quietly, when the door of a box close by was opened, and
the Baroness Aubrac came out, accompanied by M. Verdalenc.
The chief guessed at once that she was about to visit some one in a
neighbouring box. He knew both the baroness and the banker by
sight, and he was also acquainted with Madame Verdalenc; indeed,
since he had been charged with making inquiries respecliing Trementin's friends, his discreet investigations had already apprised
him of many curious things. He had noticed that the woman who
was said to have once been in love with Trementin, was in the
theatre, and he had also remarked the glances she had exchanged
with the tall fellow whose costume and appearance had attracted
his attention. He now knew who this man was, and Bigorneau's
clear replies only confirmed the suspicions he had previously formed.
He wondered if Garnaroche had not been Trementin's predecessor
in the good graces of Madame Verdalenc, and if she had not insured him a modest livelihood in the country. She might have
asked him to give her the key of the cabin, without telling him
what use she wished to make of it, and have confided that key to
some unscrupulous dependent—a woman, most Ukely. People willing to commit a murder for money are to be found tolerably easily in
Paris, and Madame Verdalenc was rich enough to pay a high price.
The chief was so convinced that this was the correct solution of the
problem., that he determined to question Madame Verdalenc's ser-
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vants privately, and have her maid watched. She herself had been
present at the wedding-dinner, and had even been seated beside
Trementin, and this fact did not agree very well with the chief's
idea; still he did not allow it to shake his views, for he was convinced that the bullet which struck Trementin had been intended
for Elise Aubrac. He said to himself that Madame Verdalenc must
have been furious at seeing a man, whom she still loved, marry a
young and pretty girl, and have sworn to avenge herself, not upon
her faithless lover, but upon the rival she execrated.
Bigorneau knew nothing of all this ; he had not been able to
indicate which box Garnaroche had been so much interested in, and
he even seemed to think that it was not the one occupied by the
Verdalencs. The chief now determined to examine all the other
boxes, and, on seeing Madame Aubrac on the banker's arm, the
idea suddenly came to him to follow them. They were evidently
going to pay a visit to someone they knew ; for they were examining the numbers inscribed on the doors. To watch them, the chief
had no need of Bigorneau, so he dismissed him, with a request
not to leave the theatre until after the performance. The old
workman went off, but without making any promise, for he guessed
that the chief wished to make him an active auxiliary, and the
idea did not please him at all.
The chief now mingled with the crowd, promenading about
the corridor, and saw M. Verdalenc open the door of a box occupied by a lady and an old gentleman. After an exchange of
courtesies, Madame Aubrac went in alone, and Verdalenc returned
to join his wife. At this moment the chief was accosted by Dartis,
who had come up in hopes of meeting the man in the shootingjacket, and who was not sorry to communicate his suspicions to the
great detective. "Well, my dear sir," said Dares, "have you
seen that man from Boulogne-sur-Seine to whom I sent a ticket ?
When you left your seat, I thought you were going to join him."
'' You guessed correctly, and we will talk about that presently ;
but, please tell me, isn't that M. Verdalenc who just passed down
the corridor with a lady ?"
" T h e Baroness Aubrac? Yes, it's he ; and I'm very glad he
didn't see me, for he is a perfect bore."
" Who occupies the box where he left the baroness ? "
" I don't know the old gentleman at all, but the lady in a black
dress is Madame Mornas, the wife of the magistrate."
" Oh, indeed !" said the chief. "Well, did you notice that tall,
queerly dressed fellow, who stood for a quarter of an hour at the
entrance of the gallery ogling the women in the boxes ?"
" I should think I did ; he began by treading on Caussade's
feet. Caussade is so furious with him that he pretends he must be
the famous Garnaroche, the owner of the cabin."
" M . Caussade is not mistaken. It was Garnaroche himself.
Unfortunately, he is far away by this time. I arrived too late, for
Bigorneau, the man from Boulogne, spoke to him and let him get
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away. Instead of serving me, the old fool has injured me, for he
told Garnaroche that I was looking for him, and related the story
of the murder, so that now the rascal is on his guard. This will
teach me not to depend upon people outside of the profession."
"Dear me ! I regret having sent him a seat."
" But, after all, I owe it to him if I now know Garnaroche's face.
I have his description in my head, and the whole police force will
have it to-morow. Besides, I'm almost sure he will turn up again,
at the house of the woman who borrowed the key of the cabin.''
"You will have to find out where she lives."
" I may know that this evening. She is probably here."
" Well, just now he was looking at Madame Verdalenc, and
Caussade, who has altogether too much imagination, tried to persuade me that she might be the woman who used to go to the cabin."
" It is quite possible ; but will you render me a service ?''
" Very wUlingly."
" Are you acquainted with Madame Mornas well enough to present yourself at her box ? "
" I am not intimate with her, but I have often met her at the
Verdalencs', and as she has done me the honour to accept the
ticket I sent her, I can pay my respects to her."
" Then do so now while the Baroness Aubrac is with her. Lead
the conversation round to the man who was looking at the boxes,
and from the ladies' answers you will know if they noticed him.
You can even mention Garnaroche's name, if you see fit."
" And then tell you my impressions ? The deuce ! "
" You don't desire to undertake a task, which properly belongs
to my functions. I can understand that, and if it were not a question of proving the innocence of your friend, I shouldn't ask you to
undertake i t ; but you are interested in M. Mareuil, and—"
"You are right," said Dares; " t h e end justifies the means.
Where shall I find you again ? "
" I n the public lounge, after the next act."
Dards was endowed with quite enough skill and tact to execute his instructions properly. He considered Madame Mornas
to be a very intelligent woman, and a little conversation with her
would not be wearisome. She knew how to set people at their
ease, and he was aware that she had taken Elise Aubrac's part
from the beginning. He could, therefore, be sure that she would
give him all the information in her power. He proceeded at once
to her box, and on entering it he found himself face to face with M.
Gigondes, who had yielded his seat in front to Madame Aubrac,
and who appeared plunged in profound meditation. The old man
raised his head and looked at the visitor with a bewildered air.
The baroness appeared astonished also, and not very well pleased ;
but Madame Mornas received Dares with marked cordiality.
" How kind of you, to come and see me ! " she said. "Your piece
is charming, and I don't know how to thank you enough for your
kindness in sending me this box.''
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" I t is my place to thank you, madame, for having accepted it,"
replied George. " I regret that M. Momas has not come, but I
can understand that he was not inclined to listen to the nonsense
of a burlesque."
" Oh, it wasn't t h a t : the piece is full of witty sayings which
would have amused him greatly, but his work just now absorbs all
his time. However, let me present you to the Baroness Aubrac,
whom you have already met at Madame Verdalenc's, and to M.
Gigondfes, a savant who resides in my house."
An exchange of salutations followed, and then a spell of silence.
The baroness fanned herself diligently ; M. GigondSs, who viewed
her with no favour, on account of the name she bore, lowered his
head and frowned, and Madame Mornas alone remained pleasant
and gay. "Do you know," she said to Dar^s, " that Madame Verdalenc will be very jealous if you don't go and pay her a visit when
you leave us? Oh ! when the next act is over, for I intend to keep
you as long as possible."
" I mean to go and see her," said Dares, " a n d yet I fear that
there is a coolness between us, since that sad event which threw so
many people into mourning. One of my friends is accused of a
crime. I have naturally defended him, and I know that M. Verdalenc is very hostile to him. I hope, however, that we sha'n't
quarrel, since he has done me the honour to use the box I placed
at his disposal."
"You will be fast friends again when the mistake, which M.
MareuU is, the victim of has been acknowledged ; and I think I
can tell you that this will soon occur. Indeed, there is no serious
proof against your friend, and he would already be free if certain
mysterious points were cleared up."
" What, dear madame ! " cried the baroness, "are you interested
in the man who has caused all the extravagant conduct of my unfortunate niece ?"
" I always take the part of lovers," said Madame Mornas, sweetly.
" But this fellow deceived Elise and made love to her solely on
account of her fortune. Didn't I tell you that he was very intimate
with an actress ? Well, it's that very creature who represents the
phylloxera ; and, between ourselves, if M. Mornas summoned her,
he would be edified as to Mareuil's habits and sentiments."
"Excuse me, madame," said Dares, quickly, " b u t I know the
lady in question. She plays in all my pieces, and I can assure you
that she is the wife of the first comedian of the troupe, and that
she is greatly attached to him. The people who have spread the
report that Louis Mareuil was her lover have slandered him, and
perhaps intentionally."
The baroness drew herself up with an offended air, and addressing Madame Momas, she said : '' Excuse me, madame, for having
disturbed you. I have the misfortune not to be of the same opinion
as this gentleni.in, and T don't care to discuss the point with him.
I will rejoin Madame Verdalenc."
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" As you please, madame," rejoined Berthe, drily.
Madame Aubrac rose up, and George had to do the same so as to
allow her to pass out; wishing to be polite, he said : " Will you
permit me, madame, to offer you my arm to your box ? We are
not of the same opinion ; but I am none the less at your orders."
" Thank you, but the box is only a step or two away, and I can
go very well alone." With this refusal, clearly articulated, Madame
Aubrac executed an exit, such as one sees on the stage after a
stormy scene.
" What a goose she is ! " exclaimed Madame Mornas, when the
irascible baroness had closed the door behind her. " You were too
good-natured, sir, to place yourself at her disposal. She and her
friends, the Verdalencs, have sworn to ruin M. Mareuil, and I am
not at all sorry to have broken v.dth them. Perhaps that is what
she wanted, for I can't imagine why she came here."
" She doubtless wished to be disagreeable to me," said Gigondes.
George did not understand, and Madame Mornas remarked with
a laugh: " M . Gigondes once had some reason to complain of lilise's
father, and the baroness, who knows of this, perhaps meant to
annoy him ; for, before your arrival, she continually talked of the
late Dr. Aubrac—"
" A h ! I had a quarrel with him," interrupted the homeopathist,
warmly ; " a furious quarrel, in which I was beaten, because my
adversary made use of Ulegal weapons. He was the cause of the
ruin of my great discovery."
"Come, come, let us talk of something else!" said Berthe, gaily.
" Let us talk of less learned things. There is a box below there
which greatly puzzles me, the one with the screen up. But look—
someone is lowering the screen, and good heavens ! it is Elise ! "
"Madame Trementin !" muttered George. " N o ; it is impossible, and yet—"
" I tell you it is she," said Madame Mornas, examining the box
through her opera-glass. " She is at the back of the box, but I recognise her perfectly well, and I am sorry to see her here. This
tin (J, the impropriety is too great; and her aunt will have good
reason for complaining of her."
' ' If she has already forgotten her husband's death, she ought at
least to remember that Louis Mareuil is still in prison," said Dares.
" I shall scold her soundly ; and if I listened to my own feelings,
I should do so at once; but the baroness and the Verdalencs would
comment on my absence, even if they have not already perceived
Elise. You must go and tell her to leave."
" That would be still worse. Heaven knows what people would
think ! And, besides, I shouldn't succeed, for she has come to see
my piece and she will wish to remain to the end. I ought to have
suspected this ; she asked me a multitude of questions about this
first performance, but I did not guess their purport. As she didn't
dare to ask me for a box, she has purchased one."
" To show you the interest which she took in the success of her
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lover's best friend and most devoted defender. Poor child ! I have
not the courage to blame her, but it is my duty to warn her that she
is doing very wrong. I shall go and see her to-morrow."
" So shaU I. The most vexatious thing about it is that the chief
of the detective police, who arrested Louis Mareuil, is here, and he
knows her. Ah ! at last she has decided to raise the screen again."
"Well, I don't understand why she lowered it even for an instant,
unless it was to brave public opinion."
George did not find the explanation a probable one, and remained
silent. " She is the living portrait of her execrable father," muttered Gigondes, who had taken up an opera-glass. " I should like to
try my discovery upon her—" Darfes listened without understanding ; but the vindictive old man now explained himself more clearly.
" I acknowledge," he said, with a chuckle, " that just now, when I
saw that woman who plays the part of the phylloxera brandishing
her gold needle, I said to myself that I had only to dip its point in
the blood of one of my poisoned rabbits, and lightly prick one of
the girls on the stage, for her to fall down dead, and then the experiment would be decisive. Three thousand persons could bear
witness that it had succeeded, and my colleagues wouldn't dare to
deny the evidence."
"Well," said George, " I confess that this variation would create
a striking effect, but a burlesque is not a melodrama, and then we
should have some difficulty in recruiting the actresses."
" Suppose we change the subject," interrupted Madame Mornas.
"You said just now that the chief of the criminal investigation service
was in the house. My husband has spoken to me about him, and I was
glad to learn that he believes in the innocence of your friend. Did he
come to the theatre in the hope of discovering the real criminal ?"
" Yes, madame ; he hasn't concealed his plan from me, and just
now he told me that he had a strong clue. You know, no doubt,
that the great point is to discover the owner of the cabin, where the
murderer hid, so as to fire upon M. Trementin."
" Good heavens, n o ! My husband doesn't keep me posted as
to the progress of the investigation, and I don't venture to question him. Then, did the owner of this cabin commit the crime ? "
" Yes, or he lent the cabin key to some other person. Unfortunately, this man left Boulogne a long time ago, and no one
knew what had become of him. However, an active search was
instituted ; a providential chance sent him here this evening ; and
an old inhabitant of Boulogne recognised him."
" Then he has been arrested ?"
" Not yet. He learned that the police were after him, and he
decamped. This proves that his conscience isn't clear. But he
will be caught, for the authorities have a full description of his
person. The chief saw him, I saw him myself, and you, perhaps,
noticed him also ?"
" I I " exclaimed Berthe Mornas ; "why should I have noticed
him? I don't know him."
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"Because he was very queerly dressed, and didn't look like anyone else in the house. Imagine a tall fellow, bearded like a
Merovingian king, and dressed Uke Robin Hood, not ugly, though,
but rather with the head of a hero of romance. Caussade was
tempted to sketoh him in his note-book."
" You were seated near this mysterious person then ? "
" H e sat in the stalls, in the same row as ourselves ; but he did
not remain there long. After the first act, he stationed himself at
the entrance of the gallery."
" Wasn't his hair red, and didn't he wear a cap ? " asked M.
Gigondfes.
"Exactly."
" Then it was he who stared in this direction for some minutes."
" I didn't notice him," said Berthe.
'' Because your back was turned to him, dear madame ; but I
faced him, and saw him perfectly, and the Verdalencs must have
perceived him also, for he chiefly directed his attention to them."
"That is the opinion of the chief," said Dar^s. " A n d he believes that Madame Verdalenc once had some kind of connection
with the suspected man."
" But where could she have known an individual who certainly
doesn't move in the same society as herself ? "
'' He was once a gentleman, it is said, and he has sunk into
an inferior position. When he was young, he must have been
much better looking than M. Trementin."
" Oh, I am indulgent! " said Madame Mornas, repressing a
smile, " and don't beUeve in scandal. TeU me, what is the name
of this man whom the authorities suspect ?"
" Garnaroche."
'' What an odd name !''
" I t suits him very weU, for everythuig about him is odd—
his looks, his dress, his presence at the theatre to-night, and his
sudden disappearance. He must have paid a high price for his
stall, and yet he left before seeing three acts."
" He made a great mistake," said Madame Momas; "but I don't
wish to detain you longer. Your friend is waiting for you in the
staUs, and perhaps you will be able to find some way of making
Elise understand that she ought not to be here."
" I despair of succeeding, but I should be sorry to bore you
longer," repUed Dares, a little surprised by his sudden dismissal.
He rose, bowed, and left the box, no better informed than when
he entered it. " This woman is most capricious," he thought;
" she appeared deUghted to see me and disposed to keep me near
her aU the evening. The wind has changed abruptly. I would
swear now that she wanted to be alone with that old poisoner 1"
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VI.
MADAME MOENAS, while talking with Darfes, had learned so many
things of interest to herself that she no longer felt disposed to
enjoy the wit of the burlesque, or to admire the beautiful scenery
and costumes. She thought of Elise, of Madame Verdalenc, and
of the chief of the detective police, who was, perhaps, watching
them both, and she longed to see her husband, whom she had left
at home, studying the papers of the Mareuil affair. She especially
longed to know what he thought of the new incidents which had
occurred, and of which he probably knew nothing as yet. So she
made up her mind to return home, and scarcely had George Dar^s
left the box, than she broached the question of departure to M.
Gigondes. She told him that she felt tired, and should not wait
till the end of the act, b u t as she did not wisli to deprive him
.of the pleasure of seeing the play through, he might remain
till the finish. Thereupon the old man replied that the piece interested him very little, and that he asked nothing better than to
return home, where his rabbits were waiting for him. And he
spoke the t r u t h , for, to induce him to accompany her to the theatre,
Madame Mornas had been obliged to exert all her influence over
him. She had had to urge him a long time before he would consent
to array himself in an old dress-suit he had not worn for years ; and
he had then only yielded so as not to disoblige his benefactress, who,
not caring to go alone to the theatre, had selected him as her escort.
As she now wished to leave without her departure beingnoticed,she
took advantage of a moment when an amusing scene absorbed the
attention of the audience. M. Gigondes, who still piqued himself
upon his politeness, helped her to put on her cloak and oflered her
his arm. They met no (me they knew in the passages or on the
staircase ; and when they reached the boulevard, M. Gigondes
hailed a cab. Madame Mornas had come in her brougham, but
she had dismissed it, and the R u e de Turenne was too far off to
think of walking. She, therefore, entered the cab with Gigondes,
and they rolled towards the Boulevard du Temple without exchangiiifi- a word. The old doctor was no talker, except on the subject
of his scientific works, and Madame Mornas was too pre-occupied
to indulge in a trifling conversation. However, after some ten minutes' silence, she took pity on the old man, who did not dare to breathe
a word, and said to him : " D o you know, my dear neighbour, that
you alarmedM. Darfes with your threats against poor Elise Aubrac ?"
D
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" I didn't threaten her," muttered Gigondes, " I expressed a
wish, that was all."
" A murderous wish. You declared t h a t you would take great
pleasure in pricking her with a poisoned pin. I know very well
t h a t you won't do so, b u t there is no use in saying such things. If an
accident happened to t h a t young woman, if she died very suddenly,
and the doctors were unable to tell the cause of her death, Darfes,
who is her friend, might accuse you."
' ' H e might accuse me, but he couldn't prove t h a t I was guilty,
even if I were so. My poison leaves no traces, as I told you when you
came to see me. Ah ! she or any one else might easily be killed
with impunity, for on my table there is a certain blue glass vial—"
" H u s h ! what you are saying is a b o m i n a b l e ! " interrupted
Madame Mornas, and nothing more was said until the vehicle
stopped before the door in the R u e de Turenne. Gigondfes alighted
first, and gallantly offered his arm to Madame Momas, who was
not a little surprised, on getting out, to perceive a man standing
beside the house door, and so close to the wall that he seemed to
form part of it. I t was very dark under the archway of the door,
and M. Gigondfes, still engaged in his scientific reveries, did not
notice the individual hidden there. H e had indeetl stretched out
his hand to ring the bell, when the man suddenly emerged from
the shade. The old savant recoiled in alarm, and took refuge behind Madame Momas, who did not appear nearly so frightened.
The stranger was wrapped up in an ample cloak, with a hood drawn
over his head, and although his attitude was not aggressive, the
meeting was far from being a pleasant one. " W h a t do you want
with me ?" asked the magistrate's wife, bravely.
" I want to speak to you," responded the mysterious stranger,
placing himself so that the light of a street-lamp fell upon his features.
Madame Mornas did not flinch. She had doubtless recognised
him, and expected this strange request. " Please pay the cabman
and send him away," she said to Gigondes. And while the astonished homeopathist scoured his pockets for some money, she
drew aside a few steps to speak to the stranger who followed her
without a word. Gigondes did not understand the affair at all, but
after he had sent the cab away, Madame Mornas approached him
and s a i d : " Y o u are my friend, are you not? Can I rely upon
your devotion and discretion ? "
" Can you doubt it ?" murmured Gigondes.
" N o ; and as I don't, I ask you to do me a service. I must
have a private interview at once with the person I have just spoken
to. The honour and perhaps the life of a woman is a t stake. A
woman who isn't my friend, b u t who doesn't deserve the fate with
which she is threatened. I can't prolong the conversation which I
have commenced in the street, nor can I continue it in my own
apartments ; so I ask you to lend me yours."
" Certainly, madame ; b u t are you not afraid t h a t the doorkeeper—"
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" He is half asleep, and he will think that this man is with you.
If we meet any one on the staircase, say something to this fellow,
and I will take care of the rest. Ring, please."
Gigondes obeyed without replying, and the door opened. The
stranger knew what he had to do. He placed himself beside the
old man, without removing the hood from his head. Madame
Mornas went in first, and repaired straight to the room, where the
doorkeeper was dozing in an arm-chair, near a good fire. He rose,
on recognising his mistress, but she motioned to him to sit down
again, and took care to pause for a moment before the window.
When she moved away, after replying with a nod to the doorkeeper's repeated bows, the stranger and Gigondfes had passed by.
They all three reached the fourth floor safely. Gigondes followed
the instructions he had received, and kept close to the man with
the cloak, but he was so alarmed that he did not dare to look at
him. He lit a candle to illuminate his apartment, and Madame
Mornas then exclaimed: "Now, my dear neighbour, I must ask
you to leave me alone with this gentleman."
" I will go into my laboratory," said Gigondes.
'' No ; we will go in there. I shall be obliged to you if you will
wait for me here."
Gigondes would have preferred another arrangement, as he did
not like to have the mysteries of his laboratory seen ; but he could
not refuse anything to a woman who was his creditor for so many
quarters of rent, and he understood that by borrowing his rooms
she placed herself in such a position that she could never demand
the money due to her. He, therefore, obediently did what she
asked. He lighted the lamp on his desk, drew two chairs forward,
and returned to the outer room, where the stranger stood waiting,
motionless. "Thanks," said Madame Momas to Gigondes, while
motioning the stranger into the laboratory. He entered, and she
followed him, taking care to turn the key in the lock. They were
alone at last, and she knew that Gigondes would keep good watch
in the outer room. The visitor threw the hood back off his head,
and proved to be Garnaroche. He and Madame Mornas exchanged
a long look before speaking a word. She was the first to begin.
" Why have you left Apremont ? " she asked coldly. " I forbade
your doing so."
" I know it ; but I couldn't stay there any longer," replied Garnaroche. " I longed to see you."
" Indeed ! Well, how did you guess that I was at the theatre
this evening ?"
" I didn't guess it. I came to Paris in the hope of meeting you.
But you will do me this justice that I did not try to compromise you
by wandering about near your house. This evening I was passing
along the boulevard just as you entered the Porte Saint-Martin.
The opportunity was too good to be lost. I had great difficulty in
procuring a ticket, but by paying a high price, I managed to obtain one. From the seat I occupied, I could see you in your box—"
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"And you no doubt meant to accost me. I am glad that you did
not have that audacity. But you have done still worse in coming
to wait for me here."
" N o ; for that old man who accompanied you is certainly not a
friend of your husband's. Besides, I shouldn't have come at all if it
hadn't been absolutely necessary for me to speak to you."
" Why, what have you to say to me ? "
"You know very weU. You must know that you are in my
power."
" W h a t do you mean?" exclaimed Madame Mornas, pale with
anger or emotion.
" Well, just now, at the theatre, in the passage behind the first
tier of boxes, I met a man from Boulogne who told me what happened at the Cabassol restaurant a week ago."
" The husband of a young girl in whom I am still interested was
murdered there. I know t h a t ; but I can't guess what you mean."
" You astonish me ! I fiattered myself that you hadn't forgotten
the cabin where you used to come and see me once upon a time."
'' We will admit that I remember it."
"The shot which killed that man was fired from there. And you
knew the victim, I think."
" Very slightly. He was the cashier of M.' Verdalenc, a banker,
whose wife I often meet. I have seen him, but I have never received him at my house."
"And so," asked Garnaroche, slowly, " h e was never your lover?"
" The question is an insult, and I will not lower myself to answer it."
" I was your lover, however."
" Ah ! you do well to reproach me with that ! "
" I don't reproach you ; but do you know who is accused of this
murder ?"
'' A young man named Louis Mareuil."
" The grandson of that good old fellow Fauvel, who gave me
bread when I was driven out of your father's house. From the
secretary I was, I became a common labourer. The fall was a terrible one ; but I have not forgotten that if it hadn't been for Fauvel
I should, perhaps, have starved to death ; and I don't wish his
daughter's son to be unjustly condemned, for he is innocent, is he
not ?"
'' I am convinced of it. But what connection is there between
the crime committed at Boulogne and your conduct tow^ards me ? "
" Y o u don't know, then, that the police are looking for me, as
the cabin where the murderer hid himself belongs to me."
" I t would be easy to prove, I suppose, that you were at Apremont on the day the crime was committed ? "
" Yes ; but they will ask me what became of the key. Now I
left it with you when you ceased to come to the hut, and if I revealed the fact that it has been in your possession for the last fifteen
years, you would be immediately arrested."
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" Arrested ! I ! You are mad ! "
'' You don't know, then, that the shot was fired by a woman. I was
told that by the man from Boulogne—Bigorneau, who worked with
me in Fauvel's time, and he added that I must know this woman.
He remembered that the cabin was often lighted up in the evening,
and he didn't hide this circumstance from the people who questioned
him. The officials have concluded that the woman who came to see
me had the key, and used it to enter the hut, where she concealed
herself to fire. Now you have that key."
" I had it, it's true ; but I haven't got it now. Wliy should I
have kept it? I no longer had any need of it. Besides, prove, if
you can, that I ever had it. Between your word and mine no one
will hesitate."
" D o you think so? I warn you that if you haven't kept the
key, I have kept at my place the letters written by Mademoiselle
Berthe d'Arlempe. I should only have to show them—"
'' Now you threaten me again with betraying the weakness I
once had for you. Well, go to my husband, take him those letters
you swore to burn—"
" I sha'n't give them to your husband, but to the chief of the detective police, if I am arrested."
" So it is the fear of arrest that makes you act like this ? But it
only depends on yourself never to be arrested. You changed your
name a long time ago, and if you think they are going to look for
you at Apremont, you have only to cross the frontier. I will furnish you with means to do so, and with sufficient money to enable
you to live in a foreign land."
'' Thanks ; I have had enough of your charity, and I have no
fear for myself. I ask for Louis MareuU's freedom.''
" He will be free to-morrow."
" How do you know ? "
Madame Mornas hesitated for an instant ; but the situation was
such that she was forced to speak. " M y husband told me so," she
murmured. '' He is charged with investigating the affair, and he is
going to order the young man's release. Are you satisfied now ?"
" No," answered Garnaroche. " I must know what you did with
the key."
" I threw it into the Seine."
"You wouldn't dare say that to a magistrate. If you had
thrown it into the river, it couldn't have been used to open the
cabin door. I might perhaps believe that you had lent it to some
one."
" And suppose I did lend it to a woman who didn't wish to tell
me what she wanted it for ? Suppose one of my friends confided
to me that she had a lover, and that she wanted a place to meet
him. Suppose that 1 then remembered the cabin at Boulogne,
and that I had the key. Suppose I was foolish enough to give it to
her, and that, later on, I thought no more of my imprudence, until
I learned that a crime had been committed, and that the investiga-
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tion was in my husband's hands ; can you imagine what I must
have suffered, and will you reproach me for not having denounced
that woman ?"
" Yes ; since it was a question of saving an innocent man," replied
Garnaroche.
" You forget that I could not denounce her without denouncing
myself. I should have been obliged to say how I happened to
have that key. I had only two courses to choose from : to be silent
or kill myself."
"And you preferred to be silent."
" Yes ; because I intended to use my influence over my husband
to effect Louis Mareuil's release. I have accomplished my object,
but I can always kUl myself. My fate is in your hands."
" It is not your death I wish," said Garnaroche, in a hollow
voice. " I wish you to be what you once were."
" You know very well that that is impossible ! " cried Madame
Mornas.
" Why impossible ?" said Garnaroche. " Because you no longer
love me ? Ah ! for fifteen years you have forgotten me, and I have
suffered in solitude."
" W h a t have you to complain o f ? " interrupted Madame
Mornas. " Did I ever abandon you ? Didn't I do for you all that
I could ?"
'' Ah ! you think that you are quits with me because you assured
me an existence by putting me in charge of your property, ten
leagues from Paris. I was your lover ; you have made a gamekeeper of me."
" I t was what you, yourself, asked of me."
"Because I loved you enough to sacrifice myself to your ambition. I was your father's secretary when you fell in love with me.
He drove me out of his house. I became a common labourer, but
you still cared for me, and did not fear to meet me in that cabin,
where you were able to come, thanks to the help of your maid.
One day, however, you thought of marrying and getting rid of me.
You prevailed on me to go and live in the woods, upon some property your mother had left you. I was fool enough to believe in
your promises ; but ah ! I soon learnt that you had taken another
lover, and that you hated the past."
" You are mistaken ; I have never loved anyone but you," exclaimed Berthe.
" Why didn't you marry me, then ? I was as good as that
magistrate you chose. I was better born and more intelligent than
he. I was poor, it's true. But you could have raised me by becoming my wife. You preferred to treat me like a lackey. You
threw me a crust of bread to buy my silence. You never guessed that
I was patient because I still hoped, and that at last my patience
would fail me. Well, learn to know me now. I came as a suppliant ; I can now speak as a master, for you are at my mercy, and
nothing will stop me."
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" H o w do you know that I don't regret the resolution I once
took ? I have since appreciated the value of the love I had lost.
But it was too late. I never dared to ask you if you stUl cared
for me."
Garnaroche started and looked at Madame Momas, fixedly.
They were both standing near the table, on which M. Gigondes'
papers and vials lay in confusion, and the lamp but feebly lighted
the large room, all encumbered with books and chemical apparatus.
They were some distance from the door, and they did not speak
loud enough for the old man to hear them. " Prove to me that
you are not lying," exclaimed Garnaroche, in a voice trembling with
emotion.
" N o , " replied Madame Mornas; "if I yielded what would
become of us ? I could not see you without exposing you to
dangers you could not escape from. If you prolonged your stay in
Paris, you would certainly be arrested, and if 1 went to Apremont
I should put the people who are looking for you upon your track.
At the theatre, it may have been noticed that you were watching
me, and who knows if I shall not be watched as well ?"
"You are not so this evening, and I am certain that no one
followed me. Nothing prevents you from leaving here with me.
It is scarcely ten o'clock, and the play won't be over till after midnight. You can tell your husband that you remained till the end.
That old man who occupies this apartment won't contradict you, I
suppose."
" I am sure of his discretion, but—Where do you wish me to go ?"
" To a house which I took a month ago. I t stands on the Quai de
Valmy, in front of Saint-Martin's Canal, and I alone have the key
to it. If you consent, I will start to-night for Apremont, or for
some foreign country, if you exact it, and then await your commands."
Madame Mornas's eyes wandered aimlessly over M. Gigondes'
table. "Swear to me that you will leave France, and that you
wUl not return untU I summon you ! " she said.
" I swear to obey you, Berthe, and from this moment I wUl be
your slave as formerly."
" Come then, and not a word to the man in the next room. Let
me speak to him." Berthe then raised her hand warningly, and
added : " Go first, and cross the room without stopping.''
Garnaroche opened the door softly, and Berthe turned and
stretched out her hand as if she wished to extinguish the lamp.
Garnaroche could no longer see her. The blue vial was there—the
vial which contained the poison prepared by Gigondes. She took it
up, concealed it in her left hand, and then entered the adjoiningroom almost at the same time as her lover. Gigondes was asleep
in an armchair. He woke up with a start and gazed with a bewildered
look at Garnaroche, who was walking softly towards the door.
" I have still another favour to ask of you," said Madame Mornas,
approaching the old savant.
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Gigondes, still half asleep, faltered out some protestations of
devotion which Madame Mornas cut short by saying : " My husband won't come up here, and if he meets you, he won't question
you ; but if you chance to speak to him, pray don't tell him that
we were tired of the theatre, and came away before the end."
" I will be careful, madame," muttered the old man, taking up a
candle to light Madame Mornas out. Garnaroche was already on
the landing ; he had passed on like a shadow, and opened the door
noiselessly.
" There is no need of a light," said Berthe to Gigondes. " Don't
disturb yourself, and forget all that has happened this evening."
She then in her turn glided out of the apartment. The gas was
still lighted, and in descending the stairs it was necessary to pass
the rooms where M. Mornas was studying his papers. If a servant
had chanced to come out Berthe would have been embarrassed, not
to explain that she had conducted M. Gigondes to the fourth floor,
or to make it appear that she did not know the man in front of her,
but because she would have needed a pretext for going out again at
such an hour. However, she reached the ground floor without any
kind of accident. Garnaroche took the lead, and rapped at the
door of the house-porter s room, masking the window with his lofty
stature, while Madame Mornas glided with lowered head towards
the street door. The porter, still sleepy, pulled the cord, without
even turning his head, and a moment later Berthe and Garnaroche
were in the Rue de Turenne. There were few people in the street,
as it was both cold and late. " We shall find a vehicle on the
boulevard," said Garnaroche.
" I prefer to walk," answered Madame Momas.
" But the Quai de Valmy is a good way off."
" W e must take every precaution. If my husband knew I had
gone out, he would perhaps institute an inquiry. All the police
agents are at his disposal just now. The first idea would be to
question the cabmen, and the one who drove me, either with you
or back home afterwards, might be found."
" I must accompany you home again. Alone, you would be exposed to danger."
" Very well ; you shall accompany me to the corner of the Rue
de Turenne. Give me your arm, please."
Garnaroche trembled at the touch of the woman he had loved so
many years. This odd Bohemian had not lied when he said that
his life of enforced exile had been spent in regretting her. Time
had not calmed his passion. He still saw Berthe as she once was,
a"nd he had twenty times tried to speak to her in private, for he
loved her too much to wish to compromise her ; but the opportunity
had never presented itself. And so when he had heard Bigorneau's
story at the theatre his only thought was to take advantage of the
information to compel Madame Mornas to see him again. The
story of the cabin had given him a new idea. He remembered
perfectly well that the key had remained in Berthe's hands. He
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did not know whether she had really killed M. Trementin, whose
name he had learned by following him to his lodgings one evening
long ago, when he had seen him in Madame Mornas's box at the
Theatre Fran9ais, but he knew that, guilty or not, her reputation
would be ruined if he spoke out.
Madame Mornas, on her side now, hated Garnaroche quite as
much as she had once loved him ; she felt that she was at his
mercy, and her pride revolted at the thought that this man, whose
silence she had paid for, could by a single word disgrace her, and
cause her husband to drive her from the house. 'There was one
sure way of avoiding the danger which threatened her. She meant
to kill him, and she possessed the means of doing so. Gigondes'
vial of poison had been before her eyes while Garnaroche was
talking to her, and she had only had to stretch out her hand to take
it. At the foot of the staircase, while Garnaroche was rousing the
porter, she had uncorked the bottle, drawn a very sharp pin from
her hair, dipped it in the murderous liquid, and left it there.
When she placed her right hand upon Garnaroche's arm she held
the vial and poisoned pin concealed in her left. " I will kill him
when we reach the deserted quay which borders the canal," she
thought.
They walked along side by side, he leading the way, and she
saying to herself : " When the time comes I will disengage my arm
on some pretext or other, and take the pin out of the vial. It will
have had time to become impregnated with the poison, and then I
will prick him in the hand." But she suddenly recalled the explanations which Gigondes had given her on the day she had gone
to see him for the first time. According as the blood was in such
or such a condition, to use the mad doctor's own words, it would kill
a person on the spot or after a long interval. Now what was the
strength of the poison in the vial ? If it were of the instantaneous
kind, she could effect her object without running any risk, for she
was sure of Gigondes' discretion, and no one would dream of accusing her of the death of a man whose corpse would be found in the
street. But if, on the contrary, death only ensued after a long
interval, the murder would be almost useless, for Garnaroche might
be arrested at any moment. He had sworn to cross the frontier
the next day, but Berthe knew that lovers' vows are no better kept
than drunkards' promises. Now, even if Garnaroche did not speak,
Berthe would none the less be lost, for it would be very soon
discovered that the owner of the Boulogne cabin had become the
manager of a small estate which belonged to Madame Mornas, the
daughter of M. d'Arlempe, whose secretary this same Garnaroche
had once been. No more would be needed for suspicion to fall
upon her, and, moreover, she had no guarantee that Garnaroche
would be silent to the end.. He might, for instance, wish to avenge
himself, for it would not be easy to prick him without his perceiving
it, and he was clever enough to divine that the prick was an attempt
at murder.

106

THE STEEL NECKLACE.

Berthe thought of all this as she walked along leaning on
Garnaroche's arm. She considered t h a t he had forfeited all claims
to consideration, and her heart did not beat in the least degree
more quickly at the thought of dealing him his death-blow with
her own hand.
Berthe was a woman of strong character, and
Garnaroche was t h e only man in the world who knew her well.
H e r friends, her husband, and her father, had never suspected the
amount of cold resolution and indomitable energy that existed in
her nature. And just now Garnaroche was under the charm, and
little suspected that he was playing with his life. H e had never seen
Berthe look more beautiful. Age had ripened her beauty without
altering it ; her figure was superb, and her brow without a wrinkle.
When they had reached the esplanade by which the canal is approached from the Place de la Bastille, Madame Mornas felt that
the moment was apjiroaching, and t h a t it was time to prepare for
the deed by diverting Garnaroche's attention. " I ' m tired of this.
I want to walk alone," she muttered, at the same time disengaging
her hand. And, as Garnaroche paused in astonishment, she continued : " Oh ! for a few steps only. I'm not accustomed to take
any one's a r m . "
" You never took mine before, my dear," replied Garnaroche,
gaily.
" I was always too poor to accompany Mademoiselle
d'Arlempe in the street." This familiarity revolted her, and her
last hesitation vanished.
Anything rather than remain in the
power of this man ! " We are nearly there, and if it were lighter,
I could show you the house," resumed Garnaroche ; " b u t with the
fog about here we can't see ten steps ahead. You had perhaps
better take my arm again."
Berthe had now had the time to draw out the pin, cork the bottle
again, and place it in the bosom of her dress. She pretended to
arrange the lace scarf which covered her head. " You are right,"
she said ; " I can scarcely walk on this slippery pavement. J u s t
let me fix this lace on my hair."
There was no one in sight, and a moment afterwards she held out
her gloved hand to Garnaroche, who, in trying to take it, pricked
himself so deeply t h a t he uttered an exclamation almost akin to an
oath. " Have I h u r t you ? " asked Berthe. " Forgive me ; I forgot t h a t I stUl held this wretched pin which I just took out of my
hair." And she threw it away with an angry gesture.
" I t ' s nothing," said Garnaroche, " and it was my fault. I have
grown so rough, from living in the woods, t h a t I don't know how
to take hold of a woman's hand. I only got what I deserved.
Come on."
Berthe, who had hoped to see him fall, obeyed like a condemned
prisoner being led to the scaffold. Gigondes had lied. His poison
did not kill like lightning. She was now at Garnaroche's mercy, and
if she could have escaped from him, she would have thrown herself
into the canal. B u t he held her fast and whispered tender words in
her ear. How long did they walk on like this ? She never knew.
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She had lost her head, and allowed him to lead her mechanically.
But suddenly Garnaroche stopped. " This is odd!" he murmured,
raising his hand to his forehead. " I feel dizzy. Oh ! it will go
off. Here we are ! Do you see that wall ? The door's there,
and—"
But he did not finish. His voice died away in an inarticulate
rattle. He staggered and fell like a log upon the muddy pavement.
Berthe bounded backwards to prevent him from dragging her down
with him. He did not stir again, but she lacked the courage to
lean over him to make sure that he was dead. She fled without
looking behind her, and without knowing what road she took.
Chance led her to the Place du Chateau d'Eau. There she recognised her surroundings, recovered her self-possession, and went
straight home. She rang the bell, but the house-porter made her
wait before pulling the cord. Still, at last, the door opened,
and she was glad to see that the gas was extinguished. She knew
the vestibule and the staircase well enough to reach her apartment
without a light, and on seeing her maid, who had waited for her,
she calmly asked, " Where is my husband ?"
" In the library, madame."
" Come and take off my dress. You can then tell him that I
have returned." Berthe thought of everything. She did not wish
her husband to perceive that she had been walking in the mud.

108

VII.
E L I S E AUBRAC was not crazy, as the baroness thought. Having
ascertained how the latter had deceived her in conjunction with
the Verdalencs, anent Louis MareuU, she had decided to live independent, like a young girl of free America, and to wait calmly
and confldently till her lover was restored to her, the lover she had
first chosen and whom she never ceased to love. She had so arranged her life as to give no cause for slander. The furnished
apartments which Dares had hired for her were on the first floor of
a respectable house. They belonged to an English family who were
passing the winter at Nice, and who, for economy's sake, let them
for the time they were away. As a companion Elise had the old
housekeeper called Victoire, who had brought her up, and who had
not hesitated for a moment to leave t h e disagreeable baroness.
The young widow received no visitors excepting Madame Mornas
and Dares, who had constituted himself her protector and adviser,
and she only went out to visit Madame MareuU. She conceived
great affection for Dar^s, who did not abandon his friends in their
misfortune, and she dreamt of becoming his sister-in-law. She
wished Annette and George to marry, and her plan seemed in a fair
way to be realised. They loved each other, and if they had not
mutually confessed it as yet, it was on account of the trouble in
which the Mareuils found themselves.
Imprudently eager to witness the success of Dares' burlesque,
Elise had taken Victoire with her. She went there closely veiled,
and, at first, hid herself behind the screen of her box. But on
seeing Dares with Madame Mornas, she had been unable to
resist the temptation of smiling at the two friends, who alone had
remained true to Louis' cause. The effect was deplorable, for
others perceived h e r ; and Dar^s did not fail to scold her on the
morrow ; but she cared little about the opinion of the Verdalencs,
and in her present position it hardly mattered to her what the world
thought. Moreover, George had brought her good news, for he
had told her t h a t the police were on the track of the real murderer;
and he had promised to return on the following day.
I t was noon, and seated at the window of her sitting-room, looking on to the Boulevard Haussmann, she awaited his arrival. W i t h
the success of his burlesque in her mind, she t h o u g h t : " A n n e t t e
will be happy and rich, richer than I ; and it is only right, for she
is better than I am, but she will not be more loved. If Louis is
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willing, we will live together. W e will take a house in the artists'
quarter. His mother will live with us, too, and—" B u t her dream
of happiness was, at this point, interrupted by a loud ring at the
bell. " I t is George," thought Elise, rising. And she listened while
Victoire went to open the door.
B u t she did not hear Dares' ringing voice, and the door of the
room was not opened. ,The housekeeper was, no doubt, speaking
to some stranger, and Elise was about to return to the window,
when Victoire appeared, carrying a small parcel. " A commissionaire has brought this for you, madame," she said, placing the
package upon the table.
" That's singular ; I've bought nothing."
" I asked him who sent him, and he answered t h a t the parcel
was given to him in the street. I fancy it must have come from M.
Dares or Mademoiselle Mareuil.."
" V e r y w e l l ; I'll see," said Elise, who remembered t h a t Louis'
sister had recently spoken to her of a fan she was painting, and
which was to be a masterpiece. " Victoire's right," she thought.
" I t is a present from Annette, a surprise. And she untied the
pink string which secured the paper. She whs .astonished, however, on taking off the paper to find a black morocco case inside.
She opened it, and was yet more amazed to find it contained a necklace of a very peculiar kind. I t was of gold and steel combined,
with singular ornaments, pendants decorated with points, the whole
worked and embossed in the style of the Italian Renaissance.
" H o w singular, and yet how charming ! " cried Elise. " S u r e l y
there isn't another like it in Paris. B u t who can have sent it to
me ? Certainly not Annette. If she had possessed this strange
piece of jewellery, she would have shown it to me before. Could it
be George ? Yes ; h e travelled last summer, through a lot of
countries where no one ever goes. H e must have bought it ; no
one b u t a man of artistic feelings could have such taste, and as he
can't make presents to Annette yet awhile, he thought of m e . "
She drew the necklace from the case and examined it more closely.
" T h e work is very delicate," she murmured, " a n d this combination of metals is most effective. H e has sent me this necklace, as
much as to say : Don't worry, b u t make yourself beautiful to receive Louis. Will he come ? I don't dare to hope it, but George
will come ; it's time already, -and in a few moments he will be here.
I should like him to see his present about my neck."
Approaching a mirror, she looked for the spring to open the
necklace. B u t at first she did not find i t ; the links seemed closely
joined to each other, and the spring was probably a secret one.
There was no other means of discovering it but to press successively upon each point where it might be hidden. I n fact, the
necklace seemed to be made of a single piece ; and Elise began
to think that it was of no use except to place under a glass case
as an ornament. Running it through her fingers, however, link
by link, as a nun tells her rosary, she finally perceived an almost
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imperceptible catch, and on closer examination she discovered
that this catch was surrounded by a circle of sharp diminutive
points. This surprised her considerably, and she began to
wonder what it meant. Was it intended to be something like
a test imposed upon the person who received the present ? However, Elise was not a woman to pause before a difficulty, and the
question of pricking her fingers did not alarm her in the least.
She longed to put on the necklace and see if it became her. She
was indeed about to press upon the catch with one of her fingers,
at the risk of hurting herself with the sharp points, when the
door was suddenly opened. Turning at the sound, she uttered a
cry of delight. George stood on the threshold with a beaming
countenance. And as he read her thoughts on her face, he cried
out: " Good news ! He wUl soon be free. His innocence is fully
proved."
" What! I can hope to see him to-day ? "
" That depends. The examining magistrate is very anxious to
give him his liberty, but he is waiting for the chief of the detective
service. I shouldn't be surprised if the real criminal were arrested
this morning. She is a woman, I must tell you, and most likely
of good standing in society. The chief told me so, without mentioning her name. I t seems she has involuntarily betrayed
herself. As I told you yesterday, the owner of the cabin was
seen at the theatre on my ' first night,' but managed to get off.
The chief almost despaired of finding him again, but, strange to
say, a dead body was found on the Quai de Valmy yesterday morning, and its description tallied exactly with that of the man we had
seen on the previous evening at the theatre. The body bore no
wound ; but there's every reason to believe that the man didn't die a
natural death, indeed, it is thought he was poisoned. The truth
must be known by this time, for the autopsy took place this
morning."
" Then was he an accomplice of the woman you spoke of ? Did
she kiU him to get rid of hini ? That is very unlikely ! "
" O n the contrary, it is very probable ; but the great point is,
that in the man's pockets the police found some papers which wUl
serve to discover the truth—an old passport in the name of Garnaroche, and a shooting-licence in another name, with an address at a
little town near ChantiUy. The chief went there at once, and the
inquiries he made must have had important results. I shall see
him to-day, and he certainly won't refuse to tell me how the matter
stands."
" And you flatter yourself that he will inform you that the magistrate has recognised Louis' innocence ? Ah ! I should like to
share your Ulusions, but I fear you are mistaken. I have been indulging in dreams myself ; I fancied that the necklace I just received was an omen of happiness."
"Has some one sent you a present then?" asked George, who did
not understand what she meant.
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" You know it very well, since it was you. I received it ,with
delight, and I was admiring it when you came in ; look," added Elise,
handing him the necklace. " You no doubt brought it back from
your tour along the Adriatic. I guessed as much."
" I brought nothing at aU, and I have sent you nothing. But
allow me to examine this present. It's very curious, upon my
word ; I saw nothing like it in the countries I visited last summer.
And you say it was sent to you anonymously ? "
" There was no letter or card with i t ; it was brought by a commissionaire. "
'' Be careful ! It's very compromising to accept a gift from unknown people," said George, gaily. " I t ' s even dangerous sometimes. This necklace bristles with steel points. It looks like an
instrument of torture."
" Yes, I had great difficulty in finding the catch, which must be
pressed to open it ? "
" But you haven't opened it ?"
" No ; you interrupted me."
"Then I advise you not to try it," said George, earnestly, after
examining the necklace closely. '' This present looks very suspicious
to me. "rhe other night, in Madame Mornas' box, I heard an old
idiot say he had invented a poison which kUls people by a simple
prick."
" I know him ; he's a physician, isn't he ? "
" Yes, a homeopathist, who once had a serious quarrel with your
father and who bears you no good will. He declared in my presence
that he would take great pleasure in trying the poison he has invented
upon you."
" I f he had any intention of doing so, he would not have said
that."
"Possibly ; but, all the same, I implore you not to touch this
necklace. I will put it back in the case, and I mean to try and find
out where it came from. If you consent, I'll even give it to my
friend the chief of police, who understands better than I do how to
clear up a mystery."
" W h a t ' s the u s e ? " sighed Elise. " I t makes no difference to
me who sent the necklace. I shall never wear it, since it does not
come from you. I don't wish even to see it again," she added,
closing the case which Dares had left open after placing the necklace inside it again.
At this moment Victoire entered the room, and whispered something to her mistress, who answered aloud : "You know very well
that I am always at home to her." And then she said to George,
" It is Madame Mornas."
The governess then ushered in the magistrate's wife, who advanced, with a smile on her lips, and kissed Elise on the forehead ;
turning to Dares, she gave him her hand. " Well ! " she said,
" M . Mareuil is saved. My husband signed the order for his release yesterday. He told me the good news this morning at break-
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fast, and 1 hastened here as soon as I could. I wanted to be the
first to inform you of it."
,
" Thanks ! oh, thanks ! " faltered Elise, overwhelmed with joy
and emotion. " I had a presentiment t h a t I should owe my happiness to you."
" You don't owe it to me, dear child. The t r u t h was bound
to prevail, but the mistake lasted too long."
" I t would stiU continue, if chance had not come to our help,"
muttered George.
" I t is now proved, by unimpeachable witnesses, t h a t M . Mareuil
arrived at Boulogne ten minutes after the crime was committed,
and t h a t if he did not return to his mother's house it was because
he passed the night wandering up and down the street under the
windows of Madame Aubrac's apartments."
" B u t allow me to ask you," said Dar^s, with a certain amount of
hesitation, " w h a t about that roll of gun-wadding which was formed
of scraps of Mareuil's poems ? "
" My husband spoke to me of that. H e at first took it as a serious proof against M. Mareuil, but he reflected that a great many
copies of the book were sold by the publisher, or given by the author
to his acquaintances. The real criminal was interested in turning
suspicion upon a man whom Elise's marriage had driven to despair.
So the imaginary proof against him has turned in his favour."
" A n d the real criminal, madame? " said Dares. " Your husband
probably gave you information on this point. The chief of the detective service must by this time know the truth. No doubt it was
after reading his report that M. Mornas decided to issue the order
for Louis' release."
" I — I don't think so," said Madame Mornas, with a look of astonishment
" If my husband had seen the chief of the detective
police yesterday, he would have told me about it this morning."
" B u t he, at least, spoke to you of the singular discovery the
police have m a d e . "
" W h a t discovery ? "
" W e l l , do you remember t h a t man who showed himself at the
theatre on the night of the first performance of my piece, and who
was discovered to be the owner of the cabin which the murderer
entered ? "
" I remember t h a t you told me something of t h e sort in my box,
but I didn't see the m a n . "
" I saw him, though, and the chief of the detective service saw
him as well. And do you know that the corpse of this fellow Garnaroche has been found on the banks of Saint Martin's Canal ? "
Madame Mornas did not flinch. I t is true that she had expected
this revelation, and had had time to prepare herself. " Ah ! " she
said, coldly, " t h a t is a singular coincidence. Do they know the
cause of his death ? "
" They didn't know it yesterday, but poison was vaguely spoken
of."
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" A man who has been poisoned doesn't go to the theatre," replied Berthe, with a forced smile.
" H e might have been poisoned afterwards, and if that old fellow
who was with you in your box can be believed, nothing is easier
than to kill a man in a few seconds."
" I hope t h a t you didn't take M. Gigondes' wanderings in earnest.
He's half crazy, and he boasts incessantly of t h e discoveries he has
made, b u t which only exist in his imagination."
" Well, I wouldn't trust him too far. H e ' s vindictive, and he
made my flesh- creep when he threatened our friend here. Indeed,
just now, a moment before your arrival, madame, I was wondering
if the strange present which Mademoiselle Aubrac has received was
not sent to her by t h a t old idiot."
" A present ?" asked Berthe, with an air of astonishment.
" Yes," said Elise, " t h a t necklace there was brought to me by a
commissionaire who did not say who sent it. I thought at first that
it came from M. Dares, b u t he denies it. Could it have been from
you, dear madame ? "
" N o , unfortunately, for it is really beautiful and of great artistic
value," said Madame Mornas, taking the case which Elise offered
her. " I confess t h a t if I were in your place, I shouldn't bother
myself about discovering the anonymous giver. I should keep it.
W h a t a charming ornament to wear with your mourning, neither
any flashing gems nor bright new gold. I t might have been made
expressly for a widow. May I t r y it on ? "
" D o n ' t do t h a t , madame, I beg of you," exclaimed Dar^s.
"I
don't like t h e look of those steel points. Suppose M. Gigondfes
had dipped t h e m in some venomous mixture ? "
" Y o u are really too prudent, and, to reassure you, I'm going to
try those points myself. They can't prick ; see they are round at
the tijjs."
B u t it was fated t h a t no one should experiment with the necklace,
for just as Madame Mornas took i t , u p , the housekeeper appeared
and again whispered something to Elise. Elise looked a t her and
did not appear to understand.
Neither did George, who was
standing beside her, and Madame Mornas remained with the necklace in her hand without attempting to open it or replace it in the
case. " W h y didn't you ask the gentleman his n a m e ? " inquired
Ehse.
" I did so, madame," answered Victoire, this time aloud, " b u t
he says you don't know him, and t h a t he has come to speak to
Madame Mornas on a very important matter—"
" To me ! That's impossible ! " exclaimed the magistrate's wife.
" H o w could anyone know I was here ? "
" I t seems, madame, that the gentleman went to your house,"
said the housekeeper. " And he was told you had gone to Madame
Trementin's."
" What can this anonymous visitor want of me ? Is he really a
goutleman ?"
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"Yes, madame, I should say so ; he looks like one."
" Then we can admit him, can't we, my dear Elise ? I have no
secrets from you, and we will ask him to explain the reason of his
coming here after me."
" Excuse me, madame," said Victoire, timidly. " The gentleman impressed upon me that he wished to speak to you in private.
He added that if madame refused to receive him here, he should
wait for her at the foot of the stairs, and that madame would regret
having forced him to choose such a place for an interview. What
he has to say, madame, is pressing."
'' Threats ! Turn him away, please. He is some beggar trying
to intimidate me. I will show him that he has made a mistake ;
he will obtain nothing from me by such proceedings."
"You would do right not to yield, if your conjectures are
correct," said George; " b u t who knows if this gentleman has
not come with some news of Louis ? If that is the case, you would
regret not having seen him." EUse said nothing, but she gave
Madame Mornas a pleading look. " As for the private interview
he asks for," continued George, " nothing is easier than to grant it.
We can go into the next room where we shall be even better
situated to receive other visits—for instance, Madame and Mademoiselle MareuU, who are coming—''
" Then go, my dear chUd," said Madame Mornas. " I will join
you when I have flnished with this gentleman."
Elise thereupon followed George into the dining-room, while
Madame Mornas, replacing the necklace in the case, told the
housekeeper to admit the stranger. Berthe had lost none of her
apparent coolness, though she was really beginning to feel uneasy.
The visitor who entered was unknown to her, that is, she could not
call him by his name ; but it seemed to her as if she had met him
somewhere before.
" You have asked to see me," she said.
" What do you desire, sir ? "
" Madame," replied the visitor, bowing coldly, " I desire to speak
to you respecting your former connection with Pierre Garnaroche."
Berthe turned horribly pale, but she did not lower her eyes.
" I don't know what you mean," she replied.
" I will help your memory then. Pierre Garnaroche was the
secretary of M. d'Arlempe, your father, who turned him out of his
house for reasons which I need not recall to you. He then entered
the service of a contractor, with whom he remained some years.
Then his fortunes suddenly bettered, and—"
" I s it to give me this man's biography that you have intruded
on my privacy ? "
" N o ; on the contrary, it is to speak to you about his death.
Yesterday morning his body was found on the Quai de Valmy."
" M. Dar^s has already informed me of that, but it has not the
slightest interest for me."
" It will interest you perhaps when I tell you that the papers
found upon Garnaroche's person fully acquainted the people who
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were looking for him with the name he had substituted for his
own, with his recent place of residence, and also with the connection he had had with you."
' A h ! W e U ? " asked Madame Mornas, calmly making extraordinary efforts to control her emotion.
" H e called himself Roland," continued the visitor, " a n d he
lived at a shooting-box on the estate of Grandclos, near the village
of Apremont. H e lived there alone, on the income of this property, although he neither owned nor rented the place. You know
better than any one whom it belongs to, as you placed it at his disposal gratuitously, without being authorised to do so by your
husband, who leaves you the management of your fortune, but who
would be greatly astonished to learn the use you have made of it."
" You no doubt propose to inform him of it ? " said Berthe, looking at the speaker fixedly. And as he answered by an affirmative
sign, she c o n t i n u e d : " Very w e l l ; I understand.
W h a t is the
price of your silence ? "
" I t has no price. B u t if you reply frankly to certain questions
I am about to put to you, I shall keep the information you give me
to myself."
" W h a t is it you wish to know ? "
" I wish to know who killed that man. You were the last person
who saw h i m . "
" T h a t isn't t r u e . "
" Do you deny then, t h a t on the night before last, after leaving
the theatre, where you had spent a part of the evening, you joined
Garnaroche who was waiting for you at a pre-arranged place ? "
" I deny it absolutely."
" B u t you were recognised on his arm, crossing the Boulevard
du Temple, and two hours afterwards he was dead. And he had
not died a natural death. H e had been murdered."
" And it is I whom j^ou accuse of this crime ?"
" H e was not kiUed with a dagger or a pistol, but with just the
weapon a woman might have used—a poisoned pin.
Oh ! the
nature of the poison and the way it was employed are known. We
are even positive as to who prepared it."
" And what is your object in coming to me, sir ? "
" To obtain a sincere and complete confession from you. That is
the only course left you ; but if you wish to avail yourself of it, you
have not a minute to lose."
" Who are you, to speak to me in this fashion ? "
" I am the chief of the criminal investigation service, madame."
So far Berthe Mornas had made a brave fight. B u t when the
visitor declared who he was, she realised that she was lost. " Have
you seen my husband ?'' she asked, with an effort.
" N o , madame. M. Mornas doesn't know that I went to make
inquiries at Grandclos ; he doesn't even know that Garnaroche is
dead. The police agents who removed the dead body from the
street are not aware that the man had any connection with the
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Boulogne crime. I have said nothing, and I have assumed the responsibility of acting alone. On returning from Apremont I drove
straight to the Rue de Turenne, for I wished to see you before
speaking to an^ one. Indeed, I should like to prevent a shocking
scandal—a scandal which will attract the attention of all Paris, and
forever blacken the name of one of our most honoured magistrates."
"Well, admitting that I have deceived him, I know some of his
colleagues who are in similar positions and who are none the less
respected."
" None of their wives have committed two murders, with premeditation and aforethought ; none of them are connected with a
woman who wUl pass before the Assize Court, and end on the
scaffold or in prison."
"Two murders ! I ! You are mad. Whom have I murdered,
if you please ? "
" On the night before last, you killed Garnaroche by pricking
him in the hand with a poisoned pin. This poison you purloined
from M. Gigondes, your tenant, who is still hunting for his vial.
I know that Garnaroche entered his rooms with you ; that he left
them with you, and that you killed him because he would have
been able to say that when you broke off your connection with him,
you kept the key of the hut from which a certain shot was fired."
" You don't suspect me, I suppose, of having fired that shot ?"
" I don't suspect you ; I am certain of it. Shall I tell you the
number of the cab which you took on the Boulevard du Temple,
and which conveyed you to the outskirts of the Longchamp Racecourse, where it waited for you to return to Paris ? The driver has
told me that, on that particular evening, he was engaged by a lady
who was veiled and wrapped in furs; that, in the Bois de Boulogne,
instead of a lady, he saw a boy get o u t ; that, at the end of three
quarters of an hour, this boy returned out of breath and was driven
to the Quai des Tuileries, at the comer of the Solferino Bridge ;
that, then his "fare'' was no longer a boy, but a woman—the same
he had taken up on the Boulevard du Temple. She paid him well,
and stepped on to the bridge with a package in her hand, a package
which she threw into the Seine, and which contained her boy's
clothes and—a gun, a pretty little gun, which was fished out this
morning, and which was bought many years ago by M. d'Arlempe,
for his daughter Berthe, who had a pronounced taste for masculine
diversions. Am I well enough informed, madame, and need I enter
into more circumstantial details ? Need I refer to your intrigue
with M. Verdalenc's cashier ? Need I speak to you of the house
communicating with two streets, which you entered on the one side,
while M. Trementin entered it on the other ?"
" N o , no ; enough ! " gasped Madame Mornas, overwhelmed by
this avalanche of proofs.
" Excuse me, madame ; it is not enough. I wish for a complete
confession. M. Trementin was your lover, and you killed him.
Why did you kiU him ? "
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' Because his marriage was an infamous piece of treachery.
He
swore never to leave me, and yet he deceived me outrageously by
marrying Elise Aubrac. Ah ! I implored him on my knees ; I
w e p t ; but he had no pity on me, and I had no pity on him ! "
" Y o u loved him, however ? "
" M a d l y . I would have given my life to save his."
" Then it was not he you aimed a t , " said the chief, looking at
Berthe. She trembled and made no answer. " You aimed at his
wife, and your hand trembled ; the bullet passed a little too high ;
it did not touch your rival's head, b u t it pierced your lover's
heart?"
.
P
J'
" Ah ! you are the fiend himself," murmured Madame Mornas.
' ' I know also why you are here. You can't forgive Madame
Tre'mentin for still being alive, and you long for her death.
To be able to kill her with impunity, you have become intimate
with her, by pretending to take the defence of the man she loves,
by pleading Louis MareuU's cause with your husband, after having
committed the very crime which he was believed to be guilty of.
With what did you intend to kill her ? W i t h a poisoned pin, as
you killed Garnaroche ?"
Berthe, who had covered her face with her • hands, drew herself
up at last, and said : " L e t us make an end of this, sir. Nothing
prevents you from denouncing me. Denounce, arrest me if you
choose, b u t don't torture m e . "
" Then you advise me to go to M. Mornas, who knows nothing
as yet, and say to him : Your wife is a twofold criminal ; the
murderer whom you are seeking is she herself ; and you, a magistrate, have caused an innocent person to be imprisoned."
' ' But, whatever I say or do, you won't be silent.''
" Y e s ; in one eventuality alone. I cannot point it out to you.
I hoped you would understand me.''
B e r t h e turned pale ; she did understand. " You promise me
that if I disappear, you will remain silent respecting me ? "
" I can promise you t h a t , since Louis Mareuil's innocence has
been established. That is all I wish for, and I am of opinion that
it is not indispensable for society to wreak punishment. The
criminal always has a right to pay his debt himself, and, according
1 o my ideas, it is better for him not to expiate his crime publicly ;
for, in such a case, his shame falls upon his family."
" I understand you, sir ; and I can die without anyone suspecting me of suicide. Give me your word of honour that the word
suicide shall not be pronounced when I am no longer in this
world."
" I swear never to speak it myself, but I cannot answer for
others."
" No one will dream of it, I am certain, if you don't betray me.
My brougham is waiting at the door. I shall have time to reach
the street and enter my carriage. When my coachman stops in the
R u e de Turenne, he will find me dead, and the physicians will de-
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clare that I died of heart-disease." While speaking, Madame
Mornas took up the necklace, which she had replaced in its case,
and which the chief of police had not yet noticed. She took hold
of it with both hands, looked for the spring, and when she had
found it—"Farewell, sir," she said, in a firm voice. "Remember
your promise."
'' 'What are you going to do ? " cried the chief.
" It is done," rejoined Berthe, showing the thumb of her right
hand, from the tip of which a drop of blood was oozing.
" What! that necklace—"
" I hoped that it would kUl Elise, and it has killed me. Lead
me to my carriage, and help me to get in. I have only five minutes
longer to live, and I don't wish to die here."
The chief could not help feeling a certain amount of emotion,
but he did not let it appear, nor did he lose his head. He replaced
the necklace in its case, and then pocketed the latter. Perhaps he
stUl had some doubts as to the reality of the suicide committed
before his eyes, for he said : " I am at your orders, madame, and I
will accompany you all the more readUy, as I don't wish anyone to
learn that I have come here ; M. Dares knows me, and ought not
to see me. I will, therefore, conduct you out and leave you at the
door. Only allow me to say to you that we must not meet again,
whatever happens. I have taken it upon myself to warn you ; I
shall not repeat my warning, and to-morrow, I shaU be obliged to
do my duty."
"Have no fears," said Madame Momas, bitterly. " The poison
in my veins is sure and prompt. I shall never reach home alive.
You have promised to be silent; I rely upon your word."
" I again promise you to be sUent, and to bum your letters to
Garnaroche," rejoined the chief, looking as grave and sad as a
judge who has just pronounced sentence of death. "Come,
madame.'' He had learned, in the long practice of his delicate
functions, that in some cases it is better, and even necessary, to depart from strict legality. He was conscious of having acted for
the best, and yet, by giving this affair a secret epUogue, he certainly
sacrificed his own pride ; for, if the case had come before the
assizes, his skill and energy would undoubtedly have been highly
praised. He was ready, however, to answer for his actions,
and surely M. Mornas would never reproach him for having saved
his name from the shame of a criminal trial. The condemned
woman left the room the first, and she had the calmness to tell
Elise's housekeeper that she had received some news which compelled her to go away without bidding her mistress good-bye. The
chief, who followed her, could leave incognito, as he had come.
Madame Mornas's coachman did not notice him, for she entered
her brougham alone, while the functionary walked quietly down the
street.
Some one saw them, however, some one who knew them both,
and whom they did not perceive ; for he was on the opposite side of
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the way, gazing at the house in which Elise lived. Louis Mareuil,
set at liberty that morning, had first hastened to his mother, and
then, having with some difficulty obtained her consent to absent
himself, he had repaired to the Rue Condorcet in search of George.
He did not find him at home, but just as he raised his eyes to read
the number of the house on the Boulevard Haussmann, he was
delighted to see him standing at a first floor window. It can easily
be believed that he did not tarry to watch Madame Momas and
the chief, whom he just noticed as they were separating. On the
contrary he bounded up the stairs.
There are joys which cannot be depicted, transports which cannot
be described. Elise hung on her lover's neck and kissed him over
and over again. George was almost as moved as she was, and they
all three spoke at once. After a quarter of an hour, however, when
Elise had recovered her coolness a little, she said to Louis : " Come
and thank Madame Momas, who has so warmly undertaken your
defence, and who has ended by gaining your cause with her
husband."
" B u t she has gone away," replied Louis. " She got into her
carriage just as I arrived."
" G o n e ! without seeing me again," exclaimed Elise. " A n d to
think I should have been so happy to present you to her ! "
" T h e gentleman who was so anxious to speak to her in private
must have taken her away sooner than she wished,'' said Dar^s.
" If you mean the man who left this house at the same time as she
did," said Louis, " I know him, and you know him as well. In fact,
it was that miserable police agent who came to arrest me in my
mother's garden, introducing himself as an attache of the Palais de
Justice. You were there, George, and you too, Elise."
" W h a t ! the chief of the criminal investigation service ?" cried
Dar^s. '• It isn't possible ; you must be mistaken, my dear Louis.
It is only natural he should have business with a magistrate, but
what would he have to do with the magistrate's wife. The persistency
with which he refused to give his name was most extraordinary. He
did not wish us to know of his visit, then.''
" He did not wish to be seen with Madame Mornas either, for he
had scarcely left the house when he walked up the street without
bowing to her."
" Stranger and stranger ! Why, he only returned last evening
from an excursion which has certainly furnished him with positive
information about the woman who murdered Trementin. And yet,
instead of going to see the magistrate at the Palais de Justice, he
first went to the Rue de Turenne to ask for Madame Mornas, and
then came here after her. He wouldn't have acted otherwise if she
were guilty.''
" Oh, George ! what an idea ! " murmured Elise.
" Another idea occurs to me about that necklace. Didn't I tell
you that Madame Mornas was intimate with old Gigondes ? Who
knows if it were not she who sent that necklace ? It is on the table
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in the other room. Come ; I want to look at it and give it to the
chief to be examined." And, without waiting, George hurried into
the next room.
Elise and Louis followed him. The case and the necklace were
gone ; but on the white cashmere tablecloth there was a drop of
blood, still wet. " She has hurt herself ! " cried Elise.
" N o ; she has killed herself!" said George Dar^s, " a n d , in
doing so, she has paid the penalty for her crimes ! "
Yes, Berthe Mornas had paid her debt to justice. She died in
her brougham on her way home, and the chief of the criminal
investigation service kept his word. No one has ever known, or
will know, what was the real life of this woman, whom suspicion
had never sullied. George alone had guessed the truth ; but Elise
and Louis had refused to believe him ; and besides, nowadays, they
all three only think of being happy. In six weeks' time Annette
Mareuil will become,Madame Darfes, and ten months hence Louis
MareuU wUl marry Elise Trementin, n^e Aubrac. Gigondes might
speak ; but he is too much afraid of compromising himself. So the
Boulogne crime is no longer discussed. The affair is shelved, or
rather, forgotten. As for M. Mornas, he sincerely mourns his wife,
and will be advanced in his profession. So runs the world aw'ay.
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