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misary. n. made a sign to two ofloon 
who accompanied him, and 39.4* 
manded the reporters’ eards of identified 
tion. The cencourse of curious ones re 
belled, protested, growled and declaimed 
against the representatives of the press, 
who took precedence everywhere.-

"The Fourth Estate!’’ shouted an of 
man from the foot of the staircase. Be 
lived in the house and passed for 1eor 
respondent of the institute. He aboutes 
furiously. " When a erime is committed 
under my very roof, I am not even al- 
lowed to write an account of it, and 
strangers, because they are reporters, 
can have the excl usive privilege of writ- 
ing it up.

The commissary did not listen to him. 
but those who were his fellow sufferers 
applauded him to the eghe. The com- 
missary shrugged his shoulders at the 
hand clappings.

"It ia but right, " he said to the re­
porter. “that the agents of the press 
should be admitted in preference to any 
one else. Do you think that it is easy 
to discover aeriminal? I have been a 
journalist, too—yes, at times. In the 
Quartier occasionally. Ih ave even writ 
ten a piece for the theater. But we w 
not talk of that. Enter, enter, I beg•

1 you, and we shall see.’’ And elegs1 
| amiable, polished, smiling, he lo e 

toward M. Bernardet, and his eyesask

enils. He bont over and erodied it then-! 
""M Rover. seamed Hfiug in his tragle 
------ The pale face. with its polated 

and well trimmed gray beard, express- 
od in its fierce immobility, sort of 
menacing anger. This man of about 60 
years had evidently died cursing some 
one in hie supreme agony. The fright- 
ful wound seemed like a large red era- 
vat, which harmonized strangely with 
the half whitened “beard, the end of 
which was wet with blood.

But what struck Bernardet above ev- 
erything else, arrested his a tention and 
glued him to the spot was the look, the 
extraordinary expression in the eyes. 
The mouth was open, as if toory "’‘1 
the eyes see red to manies some one, 
and the lips about to #7 oak.

They were frightfd Those tragic 
syes were wide open, as if transfixed by 
fear or fury
» They' see i fathomless, staring, 
ready to start from their sockets. The 
evelrows above them were black and 
bristling. They seemed living 070s in 
that dead face. They told of » final 

I struggle, of Pa ■ atrocionsduel of looks |andof words. They appeared,in their 
I ferocious imme ility, as when they 
I gazed upon the murderer, eye to are, 
I face to in
| Bernardet looked at the hands.
1 The y were cents ted and seemed, in 
I some obstinate resistance, to have clung 
|to the ne * or the clothing of the assis-

I "There ought to bo blood under the 
nails since he made a struggle, said 
fernandet, thinking aloud.
- And Paul Rodier, the reporter, hur 
Iriedly wrote, “There was blood under 
I the nails,”
| Bernardet returned -again and again
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along beside him. As they neared the| 
house they mw that a crowd had begun 
to eellent .. I

“Is is known already,'' Moniche said.
‘‘Sinca I left they have begum''-

“It 1 enter there,'' interrupted the 
officer. “« Ie all right. Ton bare a 
right to call any one you choose to your 
aid, but I am not a magistrate. You 
must go for a commissary of police."

“Oh, M Bernardet !" Moniche ex- 
claimed ‘You are worth morky than all 
the commissaries put together.''

“That does not make it so. A cominis- 
sary is a commissary. Go and hunt for

" But since you are here''-
- But 1am nothing We must have a 

magistrate.''_L.
‘You are not a magistrate, then?
"I am simply a police spy.''
Then he crossed the street.
The neighbors had gathered about the 

door like a swarm of tries around a hon-

plied for admission to the police bureau, 
ee be would bare embarked for the new 
world, for Mexico or for Tomquin, is 
order to travel in a new country Then 
he married, ee that he might have in 
his checkered existence, which was dan- 
gerous and wearying, a haven of rest, a 
preside of peaceful joy.

So he lived e double life, tracking 
malefactors like a bloodhound and cui- 
tivating his little garden. There he do- 
voured old books, for which ho had paid 
a few sous at some bock stall. He read 
and ported in old odd leaves, rebound 
t sm himself and cut clippings from 
papers. He filled his round, bald head
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look, hie head was round and closely 

I "TEthre. daughters, clothed alike in
An honest druggist W ill alwTI. 

commend the use of Dr. Ch H. 
nient at the best remedy for I ires. H 
knows that the best physicians endorse Dr Cl are’s Ointment, and from 

Daallt.iy - 
raration offered for sale that a 
live and perman nt cure for this bor- 
rible : % Ointment is an absolute 

2. th t.t PE of this torturing disease, which has 
baffled medical skill for ages, rather

This statement may sound rather 
strong to persons who do not know the stroromerits of Dr. Chase’s Oint- 

but it is perfectly true, and heart- 
ily endorsed by the g ateful testimony 
of th u ands of men and women who lore been-eured by •' after years of - 
suffering, and after trying many RIE- 
parations and consulting the best dee 

same remedies afford temporary re- 
lief. They give a false hope, but they 
never quite cure. Sometimes a surgi- 
cal operations will cure piles, but that in the old way—the cruel, expensive, 

* Dr. Chate a Ointtiput is a certain euro for piles it matters not whether blind. 
itching, bleeding, or protruding. Iis 
ally the first application affords relies, 
and it is very seldom that more than 
one box is required to make a com- 
plete and permanent cure.

Dr. Chase’s Ointment is so deligh 
Ifully cooling, soothing, and healing that its effects are described as magi- 
cal I is truly marvellous to think 
lot the actual torment that has been 
dispelled by the use of this great dis- 
covery of Dr. Chase. 
I Could there be a stronger guarantee 
|of what it will do for you!

CHAPTER L
‘Where does Berner dot live?’
“At the passage to the right. Yes, 

that house which you see with the grat- 
ing and the garden behind is."

The man to whom a passerby had

very
inquisitive person indeed. Curiosity
6 led his life. He performed with pleas-’ 
are the most fatiguing and repulsive, 
tasks that fall to a police officer’s lot.i 
They satisfied the original need of his 
nature and permitted him to see every- 
thing to hear everything, to penetrate 
.to the most curions mysteries— today, 
in a drew suit with while tie, carelessly 
glancing over the crowds at the opera to 
discover the thieves who took opera 
glasses, which they seat to accomplices 
in Germany to be sold; tomorrow go- 
ing in ragged clothes to arrest a mu- 
liana in some cutthroat den in the Gla-

M. Beruarilet had taken possession of 

the office of the most powerful bankers.

Scotch plaid, were posing in front of a 
photographie apparatus which stood on 
a striped. The eldest was about 1» years 
of age, the youngest a child of 5. They 
were all three strangely alike.

M Bernardet, in honor of his birth- 
My. was taking » picture of his daugh- 
|sers. The ferret who from morning till 
1night tracked robbers and malefactors 

into their hiding places was taking his

given this information hurried away in, 
the dinection pointed out. Although;
gasping for breath, he tried to run, in 
order to more quickly reach the lisale 
house at the end of the passage of the 
Elysee des Beaux Arts. This passage, a 
sort of cul de sac, on either side of which 
were black buildings, strange old houses 
and dilapidated storehouses, opened upon 
e boulevard filled with life end move- 
ment, with people promenading, with

recreation in his damp garden. The 
sweet idyl of this hidden life repaid 
him for his unceasing investigations, 
for his trouble and fatiguing men hunts 
through Paris.

“‘There,’ he said, clapping the cap 
over the lens. “That is all. Go and

the question. Where is it? 
‘‘lIere! M. le Commissaire.
Bernardet stood respectfully in front 

of his superior officer as a soldier cart3 
tag arms, and the commissary in hi 
turn approached the body, while 
curious ones, quietly kept back by 3to 
niche. formed a half circle around the 
pale and bloody corpse. The commis 
sary, like Bernardet, was struck by the 
haughty expression, that livid face.

‘‘Poor man,’ he said, shaking his 
head. “He is superb, superb, lie re- 
minds me of the dead Duke de Guise in 
Paul Delaroche’s picture. Ihave seen il 
also at Chantilly, in Gerome’s celebrat­
ed picture ef ‘The Duel du Pierot.'"

Possibly in speaking aloud hie 
thoughts the commissary was talking so

f
of tramways, with gayety anddght. V V

the dress and had theThe man wore now, my dears. I am at youplay seized their books and made them go 
away with him in a cab. He had fol- 
lowed, by order, the intrigues of more 
than one fine lady, who owed to him 
bar salvation. What if M. Bernardet 
had thought fit to speak? But he never 
spoke, and reporters came out worsted 
from any attempt at an interview with 
him. "An. Interview is silver, but N 
lence is gold,” he was wont to say, for

searing of a workman. He wee very 
short, very fat, and his bald head was 
bared to the warm October rain. He 
tree a workman. In truth, who worked 
m hie concierge lodge, making over and 
mending garments for his neighbors, 
while hie wife looked after the house, 
twept the staircases and complained of 
her lot.

Mme. Moniebo found life herd and 
disagreeable and regretted that it bad 
not given her whet it promised when, 
et 18, and very pretty, she bed expected 
something better thee to watch beside a 
milor bent over hie work ta e concierge’s 
lodge. Into her life a tragedy had sud- 
lenly precipitated itself, and Mme. 
Moniche found that day something to 
brighten up her after noon. Entering a 
moment before the apartment occupied 
by M. Rovere, she had found her ledger 
lying on his back, his eyes fixed, his 
arms flung out, with a gash across his 
threat.

M. Rovere had lived alone in the 
house for many years, ressiving a few 
mysterious persons. Mme. Moniche 
looked eft* his apartment, entering by 
using her own key whenever it was 
accessary, and her lodger had given her 
permission to come there at any time to 
read the dully papers.

Mme. Moniche hurried down the 

stairs.
"M. Rovere is dead! M Rovers has 

been murdered! His threat has been 
sut! He hue been assassinated!" And 
pursuing her husband out of she doos- 
the exclaimed:

“The police—go for the police!”
This word “‘police’ awakened in the 

tailor’s naled not the thought of the 
neighboring examisury, but the 
thought of the man to whom he tell 
that ho ought to appeal, whom he ought 
to consult. This man was the good little 
IL Bernardet, who passed for a man of 
genius of Me kind at the Surete and for 
whom Moniche had often repaired costs

Moniche.’’ice now.
He shut up his photograph apparatus, 

pulling out the tripod from the deep . 
soil in which it was imbedded, while 
his daughters joyously ran to their 
mother The young girls stood, gazing 
* Munich: cits their great blue eyes, 
piercing and clear. Bernardet turned to 
look at him and at once divined that I 
something had happened.

"You are as white ee your handker- 
chief. Moniche,’’ he said. “A murder?"

“A murder, yes, M. Bernardet. M. 
Rovere—you did not know him?

"No.”
"He was an original, a recluse, and 

now be has been assassinated. My wife 
went to his room to read the papers '—

Bernardet interrupted him brusquely 
"When did it happen?’’
"Ah, dame, monsieur, I do not know!

All I know is my wife found the body 
Mill warm. She was not afraid. She 
touched it. ‘‘

“esill warm r
These weeds struck Bernardet. He m 

fleeted a moment. Than he said:
‘Come, Int us go to your house.’
Then, struck with e sudden idea, be

added, "Yes, 1 will take it."
He unfastened his camera from the 

tripod. "I have three plates left which 
I can see," he said. •

to the eyes—those wide open eyes, 
frightful, terrible eyes, which, to their 
fierce depths, retained without doubt 
the image or phantom of some nightmare 
of death.

Ho touched the dead man’s hand. lie 
flesh had become cold, and rigor mortis 
was beginning to set in.

The reporter saw the little man take 
from his pocket a sort of rusty sitrer 
ribbon and unroll it and heard him ask 
Moniche to rake hold of one end of it. 
This ribbon or thread looked to Paul 
Rodier like brass wire. Bernardet pre-

‘ "Yes," added Moniche. "M. Bernardet 
I needs a magistrate."

eycomb. A rumor had spread about 
which brought together a crowd aui

a fool , __ 1 mated by the morbid curiosity which is
posist 1 at spiritual seatices aroused in some minds at the blur ofve 

an mystery and attrac ted by that strange 
occupied himself with I magnetism which that sinister thing,

heHe had
and attended, secret meetings
archists. He had 
occult matters, consulting the mast- 
cians of chance, and be bad al his27 1 “a crime,’’ arouses. The women talked 

in shrill tones, inventing strange stories 
and incredible theories. Some of the

1 common people hurried up to learn the.
tongue’s end the list of conspirators.; 
He knew the true names of the famous i
Greeks who shuffled cards as one scouts 
about under an assumed name. The 
gambling hells were all familier to him. 
He knew the churches in whose dark 
corners associates assembled to talk of 
affairs, who did not wish to be seen in

; At she moment Bernardet came up, I pared 
followed by the concierge, a coupe I‘

'stopped at the door and a tall man got

.his kodak.
‘Above everything else,’ murmured

Bernardet, "let us preserve the express- 
sion of those eyes.’’

‘‘Close the shutters. The darkness 
will be more complete.’

Dr. Chase’s New Receipt Book 
cloth bound, 500 Piy are in

out, asking:
‘Where is M. Morel? I wish to set 1 

M. Morel.’’ . , ..
The chief had not yet been advised, 

and he wee not there. But the tali
I young man suddenly recognized Ber- 

narde and laid hold of him, pulling 
him after him through the half open 
door, which Moniche hastened to shut 
against the crow/l.

“We must.ca ‘ some officers. Bet 
nardet said to the concierge, "or the 
crowd will push in."

Mme. Moniche was standing at the

price $1 00, sect to 2I.4.1
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beer shops or spied upon in cabarets.
Of the millions in Paris he knew the 

secrots of this whirlpool of humanity.
Oh, if he had ever become prefect of 

police, he would have studied his Paris, 
not at a distance, looking up statistics 
in books, or from the windows of a po­
lios bureau, but in the streets, in wretch- 
ed lodgings, in hovels, to the asylums 
of misery and of crime. But Bernardet 
was not ambitions. Lily suited him 
very well as he found it. ilia good wife 
had brought to him • small dower, and 
Oil----det, content with this poor little 
fortune, found that he had all the power 
be wanted—the power, when occasion 
demanded, of potting his hand on the 
shoulder of a former minister and of

The reporter assisted Moniche in order 1 
to hasten the work. The shutters closed, I 
the room was quite dark, Bernardet be-| 
gan his task. Counting off a few steps, 1 
he selected the beat place from which I 
to take the picture.

‘Be kind enough to light the end of 
the magnesium wire,’ he said to the 
concierge. "Have you any matches?"

"No, M. Bernardet."
The police officer indicated by a sign 

of the head a match safe which he had 
noticed on entering the room.

"There are some there.’’
Bernardet had with one swespin 

glance of the eye taken in everythin 
in the room—the fauteuils, scarce 
moved from their places; the pieter 
hanging on the walls, the mirrors, th 
bookcases, the cabinets, ate.

Moniche went to the mantelpiece an 
took a match from the box. It was 
Rovere himself who furnished the li. 
by which a picture of his own bod, 
was taken.

"We could obtain no picture in the 
imom without the magnesium wire,” 

said the agent, as calm while taking 
photograph of the murdered man as Jr 
had been a short time ago in his got 
den. "The light is insufficient. Wi a 
I say. ‘Go!' Moniche, you must ligi 

I the wire, and I will take three or for 
| negatives. Do you understand? Stan 
|there to my left. Now! Attention!"

Bernardet took his position, and th 
] porter stood ready, match and wire ii 
I hand, like a gunner who awaits the C
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Mme. Bernardet, who was standing 
st a little distance, with the children 
clinging * her skirts, perceived that the 
concierge had brought important news. 
Bernardet’s smiling face had suddenly 
changed. The expression became seri- 
eue. his glance fixed and keen,

“Art thou going with him?” Male. 
Bernardet asked as she saw her husband 
buckle on a leather bandolier.

"Yes," be answered.
"Ah, mon Din! My poor Sunday, 

and this evening ! Can we not go to the 
little theater el Montmartre this even- 
Ftdoscon keen,"henptied.

"You promised. The poor children! 
You promised to take them to see Clo- 
serie des Genets.′′

‘‘I cannot tell. I do not know. I will 
see," the little man said. "My dear

He touched the dead man’s hand.
that the reporters might bear him I 
They stood, notebooks in hand, taking I 
notes, and Paul Rodier, catching the I 
names, wrote rapidly in his book: “M. I 
Desbriere, the learned commissary, an I 
artistic, so well disposed toward the I 
press, was at one time a journalist. He 1 
noticed that the victim’s pale face, with I 
its strung personal characteristics, re-1 
sembled the dead Duke de Guise in I 
Gerome’s celebrated picture, which 1 
hangs in the galleries at Chantilly."

CHAPTER IV.
M. Desbriere now began the investi- I 

gation. He questioned ibe porter and 1 
portress, while he studied the salon in | 
detail. Bernardet roamed about, exam 
ining at very close range each and every 
object in the room as a dog sniff’s and 
scents about for a trail.

"What kind of a man was your lodg- 
er?" was the first question.

Moniche replied in a tone which 
showed that he felt that his tenant had 
been accused of something.

"Oh, M. le Commissaire, a very 
worthy man. I swear it.”

"The best man in the world," added 
his wife, wiping her eyes.

"I am not inquiring about his moral 
I qualities,’ M. Desbriere said. "What 
|Ivaut to know is, how did he live and 
I whom did he receive? ′ _:
| "Few people. Very few," the porter 
I answered. "The poor man liked soli-

foot of the staircase, surrounded by the 1 
lodgers men and women, to whom she I 
was recounting for the twentieth time I 
the story of how she had found M. Ro| 
ver with his throat cut.

"I was going in to read the paper—- I 
the story—it is very interesting, that I 
story. The moment had come when the 1 
baron had insulted the American colo-I 
nel. M It-sere said to me only yester-I 
day spoor man, ‘I am anxious to find I 
out which one will be killed—the colo-| 
nel or the baron.’ He will never know
And it is he’-

"Mme. Moniche,’’ interrupted Ber- 
nardet, "have you any one whom you 
can send for a commissary?”

"Any one?’’
"Yes," added Moniche. "M. Ber- 

nardet needs a magistrate. It is not dif­
ficult to understand."

"A commissary?’’ repgrtd Mme. 
Moniche. "Thal is so, t commissary, 
and what if I go for the commissary

'myself, M. Bernardet?”
"All right, provided you do not let 

the crowd take the house by assault 
when you open the door.’

“‘Fear nothing,” the woman said, 
bappy in having something important 
to do, in relating the horrible news to 
the commissary bow, when she was 
about to enter the room for the purpose

*

L

taking » murderer by the throat.
One day a financier, threatened with 

imprisonment in Mazas, pleased him 
very much. Bernardet entered his office 
to arrest him. He did not wish to have 
a 1yw in the bank. The police officer 
and banker found themselves alone, 
face to face, in a very small room, a 
private office, with heavy curtains and 
a thick carpet, which stifled all noise.

“Fifty thousand francs if you will 
let me escape, “ said the banker.

"M. Ie Conte jests.’*
“A hundred thousand!"
"The pleasantry is very great, hot It 

is a pleasantry." -
Then the count, very pare, said, 

"And what if I crack your head?"
"My brother officers are waiting for 

me. ′ Bernardet staply replied. "They 
know that our interview does not prom- 
ise to be a long one, and this last propo- 
sit on, whic I wish to forget like the 
others, would only aggravate, I believe, 
if it became known M le Comte’s case.’

Two minutes awrward the banker 
went out, preceding Bernardet, who 
followed him with bared head. The 
banker said to his employees, in aa easy 
tone: “Goodby for the moment, mes- 
sieurs. I will return soon."′

Il was also Bernardet who, visiting 
the Bank Hants-Plateaux, afid to his 
chief, "M. Morel, something very seri- 
our is taking place there."

= What is it, Bernardet?’’

Jradian Office and Works
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oh the ==n in the Boulevard 

Ie Clichy, where Moniche lived, to M. 
Bernardet’s house was but a short dis- 
tance, and the eewei—e know the way 
very well, as he had often been there, 
but the poor man wee ee stupefied. * 
overwhelmed, by the sudden appearance 
of his wife in his rooms, by the brutal 
revelation which came to him as the 
blew of a fist by the horrible manner of 
M. Rovere’s death, that he lost his head. 
Horrified, breathless, he asked the first 
passerby where Bernardet lived, and be 
ran as fast as he could in the direction 
Am. sb.graving, a worthy 

man, a little confused, stopped short. 
He was very strongly moved. It seemed 
to him that he had been east into the 
agony of a horrible nightmare. An as- 
sassination in the house! A murder in 
the Boulevard de Clichy in broad day- 
light, just over his head, while he was 
quietly repairing • vest!_____

He stood looking at the house without 
ringing. M. Bernardet was, no doubt, 
breakfasting with hie family, for it wee 
Sunday, and the police officer, meeting 
Moniche the evening before, had said 
to him. ‘‘Tomorrow is my birthday.’

------- Monjehe hesitated a moment.— Then he
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der to fire.
"Go!" said the agent. +:
A rapid, clear light shot up and sud 

denly lighted the room. The pale face 
seemed livid, the various objecte in th 
room took on a fantastic appearance i 
this sort of tempestuous apotheosis, an 
Paul Rodier hastily inscribed on hi 
writing pad, "Picturesque, bizarre, nw 
velous, devilish, suggestive.’’

‘Let us try it again,’ said M. Ber

of reading, the-
While she was going toward the door 

Bernardet slowly mounted the two 
flights of stairs, followed by Moniche 
and the tall young man who had ar- 
rived in hie coupe at a gallop in order 
to get the first news of the murder and 
make a “‘scoop’ for his paper.

The news bad traveled fast, and his 
paper bad sent him in haste to get all 
the details of the affair which could be

The three men reached M. Rovere’s 
door. Moniche unlocked it and stepped 
back Bernardet, with the reporter at 
hie heels, notebook in hand, entered the

tude. Ue lived here eight years. He re-I 
reived a few friends; but, I repeat, a I 
very small number.’

M Rovere had rented the apartment I 
In 1888. He installed himself in his I 
rooms, with his pictures and books. The 1 
porter was much astonished at the num- a 
ber of pictures and volumes which the 
new lodger brought. It took a long time 1 
to settle, as M. Rovere was very fastid-I 
ious and personally superintended the 1 
hanging of his canvases and the placing 1 
of hie books. Be thought that he must I 
have been an artist, although be said I 
that he was a retired merchant. He had 1 
heard him say one day that be had been I 
consul to some foreign country—SpainI 
or South America.

He lived quite simply, although they I 
thought that be must be rich. Was be 
a miser? Not at all; very generous, on 

I the contrary, bet plainly he shunned 
the world. He had chosen their apart 
meat because it was in a retired spot, 
far from the Parisian boulevards. Four! 
or five years before a woman, clothed in 
black, had come there—a woman who

mardet. *
For the third time in this weir I 

light the visage of the dead man ap I 
peered whiter, more sinister, frightful I 
the wound deeper, the gash redder, and 1 
the eyes, these wide open, fixed, tragic I 
menacing, speaking eyes—eyes filler I 
with scorn, with hate, with terror 
with the ferocious resistance of a lieI 
struggle for life, immovable, eloquent I 
—seemed under the fantastic light tI 
glitter, to be alive, to menace some one. I

"That is all,” said Bernardet very 1 
softly. "If with these three nega 1 
tives’’—

He stopped to look around toward the I 
door, which was closed. Some one was I 
raining ringing blows on the door, loud 1 
and imperative.

| "It is the commissary. Open the 
door, Moniche.’’

The reporter was busy taking notes, 
describing the salon, sketching it, draw 
toga plan for hi* journal.

It was, in fact, the commissary, who : 
| was followed by Mme. Moniche and a 
number of curious persons who had 
|forced their way in when the front door 
| was opened.

The commissary, before entering, took 
|a comprehensive survey of the room and 
I said in a abort tone: "Every one must 
Igo out. Madame, make all these people 
j go out. No one must enter.”
I There arose an uproar. Each cue tried
|to explain hie right to be there. They 
|were all possessed with an irresistible 
I desire to assist at this sinister investiga- 
Ition.
| "Bet we belong to the press.’’’
1. “The reporters may enter when they 
! have shown their cards,’ the commis- 
Isary replied. "The other»—on." There 

was a murmur from the crowd. /
| “The others—no,’’ repeated the com-

‘I do not know, but there is a meet 
ing of the bank directors, and today 1 
saw two servants carry a man in there 
in an invalid’s chair. It was the Baron 
de Cheylard.’’

"Well?’.
‘Baron Cheylard, in his quality of 

ex senator of the second empire, of ex- 
president of the council, an ex-commis- 
sinner of industrial expositions, is grand 
cross of the Legion of Honor Grand 
cross -that is to say, that he cannot be 
pursued only after a decision of the 
council of the order And then, you un- 
derstand if the Bank of Hauts-Pla- 
teaux demands the presence of its vice 
president the Baron ef Cheylard, para- 
lyzed, half dead’’-

"It means that it has need of a thun- 

derbolt?"The grand cross, monsieur. They
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"You are e, white as your handkerchief, 
Moniche,” he said.

Moniche, today is my fortieth birthday. - 
I promised to take them to the theater, 
but I must go with you.’ ′ Turning * 
his wife, he added: "But I will come 
back as soon as I can. Come, Moniche, 
let us hasten to your M. Rovere. . .

He kissed his wife on the forehead 
and eace little girl on both cheeks, and, 
strapping the camera in the bandolier, 
be went out, followed by the tailor. As 
they walked quickly along Moniche 
kept repeating. "Still warm—yes, M. 
Bernardet, still warm."

CHAPTER II

rang the bell. He was not kept waiting. 
The sudden opening of the grating star- 
tied him. He pushed back the door and 
entered. He crossed * little court, at 
the end of which was a pavilion. He 
mounted the three steps and was met on 
the threshold by a little woman, as rosy 
and fresh as an apple, who, napkin in 
hand, gayly saluted him.
‘Eh, M. Moniche!’’______
It was Mme. Bernardet, a Burgundi- 

an woman, about 35 years of age, trim

CHAPTER IIL. . I 
Nothing in the antechamber indicat-I 

ed that a tragedy had taken place there. I 
There were pictures on the walls, pieces I 
of faience, some arms of rare kinds, | 
Japanese swords and a Malay creese. I 
Bernardet glanced at them as he passed | 
^"He is in the salon,” said the con-| 

cierge in a low tone.
One of the folding doors stood open. 1 

and, stopping ou the threshold ta order 
to take in the entire aspect of the place. 
Bernardet saw ta the center of the 
room, lying on the floor in a pool of 
blood, the body of M. Rovere, clothed 
la a long, blue dressing gown, bound at 
the waist with a heavy cord, which lay 
la coils on the floor, like a serpent. The 
corpse was extended between the two 
windows which opened on the Boule- 
vard de Clichy, and Bernardet’s first 
thought was that it was a miracle that 
the victim could have met His death in 
such e horrible manner two steps from 
the passersby on the street.‘Whoever struck the blow did II 

quickly,” thought the police officer. 
Be advanced softly toward the body, 
casting his eye upon the inert mass, and 
taking in at a glance the smallest ob- 
sects near II and the most minute de
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and coquettish, who stepped back * 
that the tailor could enter........

"Whet is the matter, M. Moniche?”
Poor Moniche rolled his frightened 

eyes around and gasped out, "I must 
speak to M. Bernardet.”“Nothing easier,“ said the little wo-

Bernardet was quite * original char- 
acter. Among the agents, some of whom 
were very odd, and among the devoted 
subalterns this little man, with his 

.. .. ■ - i singular mind, with his insatiable co-man. "M. Bernardet is in the garden. Riosity, reading anything he could lay 
Yes, he is taking advantage of the beau- his head, on parted for a literary per- 
tiful day. He is taking a group”— nD

“ What group?’
"Tee know very well photography 

is his passion. Come with me.
And Mme, Bernardet pointed to the 

end of the corridor, where an open door 
gave a glimpse of the garden at the rear 
of the house. M. Bernardet, the in- 
spector, had posed his three daughters 
with their mother about a small table, 

" on which coffee had been served.

would hesitate to deliver up to us the 

r... right Bernardet. The bank 

must be in a bad fix, and you are a very 
keen observer— the mind of a literary 
man. Bernardet.’’

“Oh, rather a photographic eye, M. 
Morel—the habit of using a kodak!

Thus Bernardet passed his life in 
Paris. Capable of amassing a fortune in 
some Tricoche agency if he had wished 
to exploit, for his own benefit, his keen 
observing powers, he thought only of 
doing hie duty, bringing .lithe 
act win amazed at the aetonishilip ito- 

ries which her husband often related to 
her and very proud that he was such an 

"M"Bernardet hurried toward M B» 

vere’s lodgings, and Moniche trotted

He had not seenseemed still young.
covered with eher face, which was

heavy black veil. Spe bad visited M 
Rovere quite often.- He always accom 
panied her respectfully to the door 

when the went away. Once * twice he 
bad gone out with her in a carriage 
No, he did not know her name. M. Ro- 
vere’s lite wee regulated with military 
precision. He usually held himself up 
right Of late sickness bed bowed bin. 
somewhat. He weal out whenever he 

was able, going as far as the Bois end 
back. Then, after breakfasting, he shut 

himself up ta his library and read and

lang.. glyson. His chief sometimes
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Handk-rsniels—df not, why not give 
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Hav-ana won thundered eastern.
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said to him: _____...
‘‘Bernardet, take care. You have lit- 

erary ambitions. Tee will begin to 
dream of writing for the papers.  .

“Oh, no, M. Morel! But what would, 
you! I am simply amusing myself._ 

This was free. Bernardet was a born
hunter. With a superior education in 
might have become a savant, efrequent- 
* of libraries, passing his life in work- 
ing on documents and in deciphering 
manuscripts. The son of a dairyman, 
brought up Ie e Lancastrialschool, 
reading with avidity all the daily po- 
pers, attracted by everything mysterk- 
ous which happened Ie Paris, having 

plished his military duty, he ey

“‘I had just gone
ring.’kin, when 1 heard 70u

wrote. He passed nearly all of 
ings at home.

“He never made us well eg 
To be Continued.

even-Bernards made e sign to Seles 
not to advance. He was as plump and * gay as his wife. His mustache was 
red, his double chin smooth shaven and 
rosy, his eyes had a sharp, cunning

him.
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