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'•ihis will intfi'c-t you; il >ho\vs tlial our profcs.-ion, wliicli nt

])ro-^cnt serins to you iin|il('a-;iiii ly lriii:ic. <loc.-. at times dabble
ill eniiieily. ill aililitmii. \lr:it\ ii aloud, it will amuse \is."

IJefore la I'eyradc had (oniiiienecd to read:

'I oii;,'lit to let you know."" added Corentin, "Inat this re-

])orl is from a man named iletui. whom Madame Koinorn
jdaeed in .-iTviee with the 'riuiilliers."

"So,"" said la I'eyrade, "you have servants to vour hand;
i.s that one id" your meihod.-

;-"

"Sometime,-."" replied Corentin, "to know all, all means
niu,-t be utili/.ed; but. on this .vuhji.^t, many lies are spoken
about us. It is not true that the police make a re;,'ular system
of thi>, and at certain epiK hs, by means of a ;:eneral ( nroll-

inent of lackeys and chambermaids, liave spread a vast net-

work throu;:li the jirivate life of families. XothinLT is arbi-

trary in our melliod id' opera t iuir ; we ai!a[)i ourselves to time
and circumstance. I'.ui I wanted an (\ve and ear in the

Tliuillier househidd, .-o 1 let the (iodojlo loose upon it; she

in turn inst;dled one of our nic>n there, (piite an intellifjent

fellow, as you will learn. I>ui suppose another servant camo
and .-aid he was williii;.'- to sell me the secrets of his master,
I should have him arroted and lei a warning be sent to the
family to distrust the other servants."

Monsieur the Chiof of the Secret rolice (wrote to Corentin the
man named Henri ], I did not stay l.m;; witli the little baron ; he is

a man wholly absorbed in frivolous pleasures ; there was nothing to
gather worthy of a r(>port. I have another situation, thouL'li, where
I have seen a number of thinf.'8 which luive a lieariiii,' on the mis-
sion entrusted to me tiv Madame de (iodollo; 1 take tlie lilierty of
acquainting you with them. Tb.e household in wliicli I am now in
.vrriVc is that of an old professor. .Monsieur Picot, who lives on a
first tioor. Place de la M.-ideleine, ii: the suite and house lately

occupied by my former masters, the Thuilliers.

"What!" cried hi Peyrade. interrupting himself, "Old
Picot. that ruined old lunatic, occupving Mich splendid apart-

ments?"


