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CHAPTER XL
M. Jjcniardot wart triumphant. H

Vfiit lstntio to dimirr in si jubilant mood
His three littlo girls, dressed alike
clasped Lim iouiuI tlio neck, nil at tli
tamo time, whilo Jlmo. Ijcrnardct, al
ways fi'' h, Kidling' and gay, In Id m
Iter faco with its s,ui't, round, rosy checks
lo hiui.

"My littlo cups," paid tlio officer, "1
believo that 1 liavu ilmio well, and that
my chief will advance nit' or givo an i

nuno acknowledgment. 1 will' buy you
somo bracelets, my dears, if that hap-
pens. Hut it ia not tho idea of filthy In
i ro which lias urged mo on, and i be-1'-

vi' that I havo certainly mado a great
i rid" in judiciary instructs n, all ow-in- .'

to my l;od:.k. It wonld bo too Ion;'
tin i vplanntion and perhaps a perfectly
Whi h-- s one. Let us go to dinnir. lain
lis hungry as a wolf. "

IIo atn, truly, with a good appetite,
n-ar-i i ly stopped to ti 11 how the assassin
was under 1 ok and key. Tho man had
bem measured and had becouio a nnni-ha- -

in tho collection, always
of acc used persons in tho catalogue con-

tinued each day for tho museum of
cimo.

"Ah I IIo is not happy, " said Her-liard- it

Vet ween two spoonfuls of soup.
".Not happy, not happy at all. Not hap-
py, ami a finished protesting, more-nvt-

his innocence, as they all do. It
is enst' mary. "

"Hut," sweetly asked good littlo
jUme. iJernardi't, "what if ho is inno-
cents" And tho threo little girls, rais-j'lj- ;

their heads, looked at their father
us if to repeat their mother's question.
Tin eldest murmured, "Yes, what if
mamma is right?"

Bernardot shrugged his shoulders.
"To hear them, if olio listcpcd to

tin in, ono would beliovo them all intio-c- i

nt and the crimes would havo tu
commit themselves. If this ono is inno-em- t,

1 shall be astonished as if I should
ice snow fall in l'ai in .Tune. IIo will
have to piovo that he is iunoeent. Thesi
things J rovo themselves. Uivo mo some
moro soup, relanie. "

As Mine. Jjornardet turned a ladleful
of hot soup into her husband's plate

xn softly asked : "Aro there no inno-
cent ones condemned? Do you never de-

ceive yourself':" Ueruaidet did not stop
catinf,'. "I cannot say. No ono is infal-liLl-

no one. Tho shrewdest deceive
thiiiisi lves; they aro sometimes nnpod,
but it is rare, very rare. As well to ny
that it docs not happen Losurques,
y ii (and tho threo littlo girls opened
wido their largo blue eyes as at a play),
tho Tjesnrques of the Courier do Lyon,
who lias mado you weep so many time-a- t

thn theater at Montmartrc. Ow
would like to reviso his trial toreinstati
hi ii, but no ona has been ablo to do it.
I havo studied his trial. By my faith, 1

swiar, I would coudemu him still
Ah, what good soup!" j

"Bit this one today?" asked Mmc.
Bi rnardct. "Art thou certain? What is '

his name?"
'

"Dantin Jacques Dantin. Oh, ho n

f uthiuau a very fine man, elegant
indce 1 wnio Bohemian of tho upper
chios, who evidently needed money and
wlin Kovcre had somo valuables in
his safo. The occasion made tho thief,
and theru it i- - "

"Papa," interrupted tho eldest of tho
threo little girls, "canst thou take us to
see tho trial when ho shall bo sworn?"

"That depends. It is not easy. 1 will
try. I will ask. If thou wilt work hard
Oh, dame., " said Bernardet, "that will
bo a drama 1"

"I will work hard."
At dissert, after ho had taken his

colfee, hn allowed his throe littlo girls
to dip lumps of sugar into his saucer
Uo threw himself into his easy chair;

.
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fr.iv'- -

"Ah," he inld, npcntnu a paper.
ho gave a sigh of satisfaction, like a
man whoso daily, wearisome tasks an
behind him, and who is catching a mo
incut's repose.

"Ah," ho said, opening a papei
which his wife had placed on a tabh
near him, together with a littlo glas
of cordial sent to ihem by somo onu--in- s

in Burgundy, "I am going to sc.
what has happened and what Iho-- gi.oi
journalists have invented about tho af
fair in tho Boulevard do Ulichy. It i.
true, it is a steeple chase between tho re
porters and us. Sometimes they win rh
race in tho mornings. At other times,
when they know nothing ah! Thu
tlay invent, thuy embroider their his
tori"s. "

A petroleum lamp lighted tho pap: i

which Bernardot unfolded and began to
read.

"Let us sea what Luteco says."
Ho suddenly remembered what Paul

Kodier had said to liiin, "Biad nij
journal." 'Phis woman in black, found
in the province, did slio really exist?
Had tho novelist written a rouiauco in
order to follow tho example of his
friend? Ho looked over tho paper to tee
if Paul Kodier had eollaboratid, as his
l'riend had. Bernardet skipped over tin
headline- and glanced nt the theatrical
liows. "Polities they aro all tho san.t
to mo ministerial crisis nothing uev.
nboiit that. Tl. it. culd as will " p.d
lislp 1 in ye 'en uy's paper ns in today s
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Ah, goodl Very good. Wo shall sco. "
And he began to read. Had Paul Kodier
ine:if.ed all tho information to which
he had treated tho public? What was
certain was that tho police olllcer frown-
ed and now gavo strict attention to
what ho was leading, as if weighing
the reporter's words.

Kodier had republished tho biography
of tha l. M. Kovero had been
mixed in South America in violent
dramas. Ho was a romantio pi mm,
about whom moro than tho adventuro
in Buenos Ayres was known. Tho re-

porter had Mined his information from
an Argentina ,1ournnl, tho Prensa, es-

tablished in Baric, and whoso (ditor, in
Sou tli America, had visited intimately
the I reach consul.

Tho appearand) of a woman in black,
theso visits made on lixed dates, ai on
anniversaries, revealed an intimacy, a
relationship perhaps, of tho murdered
man witli that unknown woman. The
woman was young, chgant and did not
live in Paris. Kodier had set himself to
discover her retreat, her name, and per-
haps, thanks to her, to unravel the mys-
tery which still enveloped the murder.

"Heiih! That is not very precise in-

formation," thought tho police olllcer.
But it at least awoke Bernardet's curios-
ity and intelligence. It solved no prob-
lem, but it put ono. M. do Sartines'
lamous search for the woman came nat-
urally to Paul Kodier's pen, and ho
linishid the article with somo t'.etnils
about .Taequcs Dantin, thu intimate, tlio
only frii nd of Lo :is Pierro Kovcre, and
the reportir, whin he had written this,
was still ignorant that Dantin was un
der arrest.

"Tomorrow, " said Bernardet to him- -

self, "he will give us D.tiitin's biogra- -

phy. lie tells mo nothing new in his io- -

poit. And yet" He loldid up the pa-

per and laid it on the table, and whilo
sipping his cordial ho thought of that
mysterious visitor the woman in black

and told himself that truly tho trial
must 1 e the.'c. Ho would see Monieho
and his wile again, he would question
them; ho would make a thorough
search.

"But what for? We havo tho guilty
man. It is 100 to 1 that the assassin is
behind bars. Tho woman might bo an
accomplice. "

Then Bernardet, fille-- l with passion for
his profession, rathir than vanity this
artist in a police sense, this lover of
art for art's sake rubbed his lvtnds
and silently applauded himself, becau.-- o

he had insisted, and, as it were, com-
pelled M. (iinory and the doctors to
adopt his idea. He, tlio humble, un-

known subolilcer, standing back and
simply striving to do his duty, had

distinguished persons as pow- -

crful as magistrates and members of tho
academy. They had olieyed his sugges-
tion. The littlo Bernardet felt that ho
had done a glorious deed. lie had expo- -

rienced a strong conviction, which
would not be denied. Ho had proved
that what had been considered only a
chimera was a reality. He had accoiu- -

pli-lie- d a seeming impossibility. He had
i voked tho dead man's secret even from
the tomb.

"And M. Ciinory thinks that it will
not help his ramdidature at the acad-
emy! Ho will wear tho green robe, and
ho will owo it to me. Theru ara others
who owu me sejiiething too."

With his faculty lor believing in his
dreams, of seeing his visions appear,
realized and living a faculty which in
such a man seemed like the strange hal-
lucination of a poet Bernardet did not
doubt ior a moment tho reality ot this
phantom which had appeared in tho
retina of tho eye. It was nothing more,
that eye removdl by tho surgeon's feal-pe- l,

than an avinging mirror. It
it overwhelmed. .Incqucs Danti'i

was found tlieio in all tho atrocity of
his crime.

"When 1 think, when I tliii.k that
they did not wish to trvtbo oxpi rimentl
It is made now," thought Bernardet.

M. Ginory had strongly recommend-
ed that all that part of the examination
should not be made public. Ahsoluto si-

lence was necessary. It the press could
have obtainul 'he slightest information,
cvtry detail of tlio experiment would
have become publiu property, and the
account would havo been embellislu d
and made as iautastio as possible. This
Would have h en a deep initio lor L'dgar
A. Poe, who would havo worked that
lodo well and made the Parisians shud-
der. How the ink would have been mix
ed witli Kovero's blood I It was well
understood that if tho suspected man
would in tho end confess his guilt the
result of tho singular scientillcally in-

credible experiment should be mado
known, but until then absolute silence.
Everything which laid been said and
done around the dissecting table at tho
morgue or in the examining magis-
trate's room would remain a secret.

Bat would Dantin confess?
The next day niter M. liinory hnd-pn- t

him under arrest Bernardet had gone to
tho palais for news. Ilu wished to con-

sult his chief about tho "woman in
black," to ask him what lio thought of
the article which had been published in
the paper by Paul Kodier. M. Lericho
attached no great importance to it.

"A reporter's information, Very
vaguo. There is always a woman, par-ble-

in the life of every man. But did
this one know Dantin? Shu seems to me
simply an old, abandoned friend, and
who came occasionally to ask aid of
tho old bov"

"Thn woman noticed by Moniche is
young," saiil Bernardet.

"Abandoned friends aro often young,"
51. Lericho replied, visibly enchanted
with his observation.

As for Dantin, he still maintained his
obstinate silence. IIo persisted in Hin-
ting iniquitous an arrest lor which theru
was uo motive, and ho kept tho haugh-
ty, almost provoking attitude of those
whom tho chief called thu greatest cul-
prits.

"Murdi.'rersin redingotes beliovo that
they have sprung from .lupiter's thigh
unit will not admit that any one should
bo arvusted except thosu who wear
binocks and peaked hats, They In lievc
in an aristocracy and its piivilegis and
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threaten to Imvo us removed. on i;now
that very well, Bemardit. Thin, as
time, passes, they become, in a measure,
calm and meek as littlo lambs; then
they whimper anil couless. Dantin will
do as all tho vthers have done. 1'or tho
moment ho howls about his innocenco
and will threaten us, you will see, with
a summons front tlio chamber. That is
of no importance."

Tho chief then gavo thu olllcer somo
instructions. Ho need not trouble him-sel- l

any-mor- just now about the Dan-

tin allair, bat attend to another matter
of less importance, a trivial allair Aft-
er tho minder and his experiences at tho
niorguu tills matter seemed a low one to
Bernardet. Hut each duty has its until,
esis. Tlio police olllcer put into this
petty affair of a theft tho same zeal, the
same sharp attention, with which he hail
investigated the crime of the Boulevard
tie Clichy It was his prolossion.

Leriurdot started out on his quest. It
was near the Lalles (markets) that he
had lo work tins time The suspected
man was probably ono of the rascals
who prowl about day and night, living
on uihcntuns, and without any homo;
sleeping ui,vht bridges or in ono of tlio
ho els on the outskirts of the Kue de
Veiiise, where vice, distress and crime
nourished.

Btrnardet llrst questioned tho owner
of tlio stolen piopcity, obtaimd all the
information which ho could about the
suspeetid man, and, witli his keen
sctnt fi r a criminal aroused, he glancdl
at anything men, things, objects that
wouid have e: ( aped a less practiced eye.
Ho was walking slowly along towatd
tlio Permanence, looking keenly at the
passer.-b-y, the articles ill the shops, the
various movements in thu streets, to

if hu could get a hint upon which to
W(.lk.

It was his habit to thus make use of
his walks. In a promenade ho bad more
than once met a clitnt, pat or future.
The boys lied before ins piercing eyes,
before this fat, jolly littlo man witli
iho mocking smile which shi.ul-un-iltrhi- s

led mtistaihe. This iri.-th- t whh h
lie inspired mado him laugh inwardly.
He knew that he was respected, that ho
was feared. Among all these passirsby
wlio jostled him without knowing that
ho was watching them ho was a pow-ir- ,

an unknown but sovereign power.
Ho walked along with short, quick steps
anil wan liut eye-1- , very mucu preoccu-
pied with this all'air, thinking of tho
worthless person for whom he was seek- -

ing, but ho stopped occasionally to Ionic
at the wares spread oat in some bric-a- -

j

brae shepor in vnno hook-tor- n window.
This alsowa.t his habit and his method,
He ran his eye over the illustrated pa- -

; ers lying in a row m iront, over tno
socialistic placards the songbooks. Ho
kept himself an courant with every-
thing which was thought, seen,

and mug.
"When one governs, " thought Ber-

nardet, "one in ght to have the habit of
going afoot in the street. Ono can learn
nothing from the depths of a coupe
driven by a coachman wearing a trieol-oii- d

cockade." Ho was going to tho
prefecture, the Permanence, when in
the Kue des Bons-Knfan- he was in-

stinctively attracted to a shop window
where rusty old arms, tatteicd uniforms,
worn shakos, gan a nts without value,
smoky pictures, yellowt d engravings and
chance ornaments, rare old copies of
book's, old romances, ancient books
witli eaten bindings, a mass of dissim-
ilar object lost keys, belt buckles,
aboli-he- d medals, battered sou were
mixed together in an oblong space as in
a sort of trough,

On either side of thfs shop w'radow
hung some soiled uniforms, a zouave's
vest, an ae idemieiau's old habit, lugu-
brious with its embroideries of green, a
soiled co-tu- which had been worn by
Mime Pi.irot at the carnival. It was,
in all its sad irony, the vulgar "hand
mo down that!" which makes one think
of that otlu r morgue where the cloth-
ing has been rejected by tlio living or
abandoned by tho dead.

Bernardet was neither of a melan-
choly temperament nor a dreamer, and
he did not .ivo much time to the tear- -

tut side nf the question, but ho was
a ravenous curiosity, and tho

sight, however ficquent, of that shop
window always attracted him. With,
moreover, that fort of magnetism which
the searchers, great or small, intuitive-
ly feel a collector of knickknack-- ,
discoverers of unknown countries, book-
worms bent over thu volumes at 1 sous
apiece, or chemists crouched over a re-

tort Bernardet had been suddenly at-

tracted by a portrait, espo.-t-d as an ob-

ject rarer than thu others, in the midst
of this detritus of abandoned luxury or
of past military glory.

Ves, among tho tobacco boxes, the
bolt buckle, tho Turkish poniard,
watches with broken cases, common-
place .lapaneso ornaments, a painting,
oval in iorm, lay there a sort of largo
medallion without a frame, and at llrst
sight, by a singular attraction, it drew
and held tho attention of tho police
olllcer.

"Ah!" said Bernardet out loud, "but
this is singular, "

IIo leaned forward until his noso
touched tho cold glass and peered fixed-
ly at tho picture. This painting, as
largu as one's hand, was the portrait of
a man, and Bernardet fully believed at
tho first look ho recognized the person
whom tho painter had reproduced.

As Ins shadow fell across tho window
Bernardet could not distinctly see tho
painting, for it was not directly in tlio
front line of articles displayed, and ho
stepped to ono side to sen if ho could got
a better view. Assuredly, thero could
bo no doubt, the oval painting was cer-
tainly the portrait of Jacques Dantin,
now accu-e- d of a crime. Thero was thu
same high forehead, the pointed beard,
of thu same color; tho black ndingote,
tightly buttoned up and edged at tho
neck with the narrow lino of a white
linen collar, giving, in resembling a
doublet, to this painting, thu air of a
trooper, of a swordsman, of a (Juisard
(a partisan of tho Duko of Uuito), of
the timu of Clouet

Something of a connoisseur in paint-
ing, without doubt, in his quality of
amateur photographer, much accus-
tomed to criticise a portrait if it weru
not a perfect likeness, Bernardet found
in this picture a stertling resemblance
to Jacques Dantin. It was the very man
himself. He appeared then, his thin
face standing nut ironi its greenish black
somber background; tho poise of the
head displayed tho same vigor as in the
original; thu clear cut features looked
nergetie, and the skin had the samu

pallor which was characteristic of Dan-tin'- s

oomph moii Tin i tu ad, admirably
painted, displayed an astonishing life

.iiko intcusiiv It had bieu done by a
master hand, no doubt of that, and

hjn this portrait Jacques Dantin
looked somewhat younger for instance.

Iho hair and pointed beard showed no
silvery streaks in them tho reseni-- ,

lilanc.i was no marvelous that Bernardet
immediately exclaimed, "It is hoi"

And most certainly it was Jacques
Dantin himself. The more the olllcer
examined it tho moro convinced ho u

that this was a portrait of the
limn whom ho had accompanied to tlm
cemetery and to prison. But how could
this picture have come into Ibis bric-a-lira- o

shop, and of whom could tho dialer
havo obtained it? A reply to this would
probably not bo very difllcult to obtain,
and thu police ollicer pushed back the
door and found himself in tho presence
of a very largo woman, with a pale,
puffy face, which was surrounded by r.
laco cap. Ilur huge body was enveloped
in a knitted woolen hhawl. Sho wore
spectacles. j

CHAPTER XII.
Bernardet, without stopping to saluto

her, pointed out the portrait and asked
to t.'u it. When ho held it in Ins hands,
he found the resemblance still mole
startling. It was certainly Jacques Dan-fi-

Tho painting was signed "P. It.,
Bordeaux, 1871. " It was oval in shape;
thu framo was gone; tho edge was
marked, scratched, marred, as if the
framo had been roughly torn from tho
picture.

"Havo yon had this portrait a long
time?" ho lukcd of the shopwoman.

"I put it in the window today lor the
first time," the liuyo woman answered.
"Oh, it is a ohoico bitl It was painted
by a wicked one."

"Who brought it hero?"
"Some one who wished to tell it a

passerby. If it would interest you to
know his name"

"Yi , ceitainly it would interest mo
to know it," Bernardet replied.

Tlie shopwoman looked at Bernardet
defiantly and asked this question:

"Do you know tho man who-- o por-
trait that is?"

"No, I do not know him. But this
one of my relatives. It pleases

me. How much is it?"
"A hundred francs," said tlio big

woman.
Bernardet suppressed nt the same

time a sudden start and a smile.
"A hundred francs Diablo! Hnw

fast you go! It is worth sous rather
than francs."

"That!" cried tho woman, very in-

dignant.
'

"That! But look at this ma-

terial, this background. It is famous, I
tell you. I took it to an expert. At tho
public sale it might perhaps bring 1,000
francs. My idea is that it is thu picture
of somo renowned person, an actor or
a former minister in fact, somo his-
toric person."

"But ono must take one's chance, "
Bernardet replied ill a jeering tone. i

"But 100 francs is 100 lrancs. Ti i

much for me. Who sold you tho paint- -

ing?"
'

Tlio woman went around behind tho
counter and opened a drawer, from
which she took a notebook, in which
Fho kept a dally record of her sales. She
turned over thu leaves.

"Nov. 1'--', a small oval paintiir;
bought" She readjusted her speeta- -

cles as if to better decipher tho name,
"1 tlid not write tho namo myself.

The man wroto it himself." She tpell-e- d

out:
"Charles Charles Breton, Kuo do

la Condaminc, Hi"
"Ch.irhs Briton," Bernardet repeat-

ed. "Who is this Charles Breton? I
would like to know if ho painted this
portrait, which seems liko a family por-
trait, and lias come to sell it"

"You know," interrupted tho wom-
an, "that that often happens. It is
businc-s- . Ono buys or ono sells all in
good time. "

"And this Breton, how old was he?"
"Oh, young. About :I0 years old.

Vcrv good looking. Dark, with a full
beard."

"Did anything about him especially
strike you?"

"Nothing!" tho woman shortly re-

plied. She had become tired of tlie-- e

questions and looked at the littlo man
with a troubled glance.

Bernardet readily understood, and, as-

suming a paternal, a beaming air, hu
said with his sweet smilo:

"1 will not fence any more. I will
tell you the truth. I mil a police in-

spector, and I find that this portrait
strangely n "inblcs a man whom wo
have under lock and key. You under-
stand that it is very important that 1

should know all that is to bo ascertain
ed about this picture. "

"But I havo told you all I know,
mousiiur," said tho shopkeeper.
"Charles Breton, Kuo do la Conilamiiie,
1(1 that is tho namo and address. I
p.:id 'M francs for it. Thero is the re-

ceipt. Kiad it, I beg. It is all right.
We keep a good shop. Never have we,
my late hu-ba- mid I, been mixed with
anything unlawful. Sometimes the bric-a-bra- c

is soiled, but our hands and con-

sciences have always been clean. Ask
any ono along the street about thu Wid-
ow Colard. I owe no one, and every one
esteems mo"

The Widow Colard would havo gone
on iudclinitely if Bernardet had nut

- I J M

"Vut Unow," Interrupted the woman,
"that that old a happens."

stoppi d her. Sho had, at first mention
of the polico, suddenly turned pale, but
now sho was very led, and her anger
displayi d itself in a torrent of words.
He stummed the flood of verbs,

"1 do not accuse yon, Jlnio. Colard,
and I havo said only what I wished to
say, 1 passed by chance your shop. I
saw in tho window a portrait which

soma one I know, I r you tin
price, and I question you about its nd
vi nt into yniir hop. Theru is no'hin
tin re which 'iineerns yc .1 i sun-illy-

,

do not suspect you of roowiui.g; btolei

floods. i , llr,t doubt your good faith,
I repeat my question. How much do
you want for this picture?"

'"Iwciity francs, if you please. That
is what it cost mo. I do not wish to
havo it draw mo into anything trouble-Kotu-

T.iko it for nothing, if that
pleases you."

"Not at all. I intend to pay you. Of
what aro you thinking, .Mine. Colnrd?"

The shopwoinan had, llku all people
of a certain class, a horror of tho police.
The presence of n police inspector in
her house seemed at once a dishouor
and a menace. She felt herself vaguely
under suspicion, and she felt an impulse
to shout aloud her Innocence.

Always suiirfcig, the good man, with
a gcstuie like tiiat of a prelate blessing
hu people, endeavored to reassure her,
to calm her. But ho could do nothing
with her. She would not bo appeased.
In thu long run this was perhaps as
well, for bhu unconsciously, without
my intention of aiding jnstics, put
tome clews into Bernardel's hands
which finally aided him in tracing tho
man.

Mine. Colard still rebelled. Did they
think she was a spy, an informer? She
had never no, never playid such a
pait. She did not know the young man.
Mm had bought tho picture as sho
bought any number of things,

"And what if they should cut off his
head because ho had confidence in

my shop? I should neve.' forgive
myself, never. "

"It is not going to bring Charles Bre-
ton to thu scaffold. Not at all, not at
all. It is only to lind out who hu is, and
of whom ho obtained this portrait.
Once more, did nothing in his faco
strike you?"

"Nothing," Mine. Colard responded.
Sho reflet ted a moment.
"Ah, yes, perhaps. Tho shape of his

hat. A lelt hat with wido brim, some-
thing like thine worn in South Ameri-
ca or Kareros. You know, the kind
they call sombrero. The only thing I
said to myself was, 'This is probably
somo returned traveler. ' and if I had
not seen at the bottom ot the picture
Bordeaux I should have thought that
this might be the portrait of somo Span- -

iard, some Peruvian. "
Bernard! t looked straight into Mine.

Colard's spictacles and listuied intent- -

ly, and he suddenly rci'iemhcied what
Monichuhad said of tlio odd appearance
of the man who had, like the woman in
black, calb d on M, Kovero.

"Some accomplice, " thought Beruar- -

dot.
Ho again akedMino. Colnrd Iho prico

of the picture.
"Anything you ploapo, " said tlio wo- -'

man, -- till frightened. Horiyardet smiled.
"Come, come! What do you want for

it? Fifty francs, eh? Fifty?"
"Away with your oO francs I I placo

it nt your disposal for nothing if you
need "it."

Bernardet paid tho sum he had named,
Ho had always exactly, as if by prinei-- I

pie, a HO franc note in his pneketbook.
Very little money a few white pieces

bat always this noto in reserve. Ono
could never tell what might hinder him
in his researches. Ho paid, then, this
note, adding that in all probability
Mine. Colard would som bo cited before
the examining magistrate to tell him

'.about this Charles Breton.
"I cannot say anything else, for I do

not know anything else," said the hugo
widow, whoso breast heaved with emo
tion.

Sho wrapped tip tho pictnro in a piece
of silk paper, tin n in a pieco of news-
paper, which chanced to be the vervoiin
in which Paul Kovero had publishid
his famous article on "The Crimeof thu
Boulevard do Clichy." Bernaidet left
inchanted with his "find" and repeated
over and over to himself: "It is very
precious. It is a tidbit."

Should ho keep on toward tho pre-
fecture to show this "find" to his chief,
or should he go at euro to hunt up
Charles Brutou at tho address he had
givi n?

Bernardet hesitated a moment; then
hu said to himself that in a ease like this
moments wero precious; an hour lost
was timo wasted, and that as the ad-

dress which Breton hud given was not
far away ho would go there first. "Kuo
do la Condaminc, Hi" that was only a
fhort walk to such a trampcras he was.
Ho had good feet, a sharp eye and stur-
dy legs. Ho would soon be at the Bati-gnolle-

Ho had taken some famous
tramps in his time, notably one night
when ho had scoured Paris in pursuit of
a malefactor. This, lie admitted, had
wcariid him a little, but this walk from
tlio Avinue des Bons-Knfan- to the Kun
do la Coudaniinu was but a spurt. Would
he find that a faln name and a fal-- u ad-

dress had hem given? This was but tho
infancy of art. If, however, he found
that this Charles Breton really did live
at that address and that lie had given
his true namo, it would probably be a
very simple matti r to obtain all tho in-

formation ho di sired of Jacques Dantin.
"What do I risk? A short walk,"

thought Bernardet, "a little fatigue,
Tliat can bo charged up to profit and
loss."

Ho hurried toward tlio street and
number given. It was a large house,
i everal stories high. The eoneiergo was
sweeping the stairs, having left a card
bearing this inscription tacked on thu
front iloir: "Thu porter is on the stair-
case." Bernardet hastened up the
fctairs, found the man and questioned
him. There was no Charles Breton in
tbnhoiiso; there never had been. The
man who sold tho portrait had given a
fal-- e name nnd ttddress. Vainly did the
police olllcer describe the iiidhidual
wio bad visited 51nie. Colard's shop.
The man insisted that he had never seen
nny ono who in tho least resembled this
toreador in tlio big felt hat. It was use-

less to insist! 5lnie. Colard had been
deceived. And now how to find iu this
imnienso city of Paris this bird of
pas-ag- e who had chanced to enter thu
bric-a-bra- o shop. The old adage of "thu
not dlu in the haystack" cat. ie toller-ujirdet'siuiu- d

and greatly irritated him.
But, after all, there had been others
whom he had looked for, thero had been
others whom ho had found, and proba-
bly he might still bo ablo to find an-

other trnil. He had a collaborator who
seldom failed him chance! It was des-

tiny which often aid(d him.
Bciuardet took an omnibus iu his

haste to return to his chief. Be was
anxious to show his "llnd" to 51,

When he reached the prefecture,
ho was immediately received, He un-

wrapped the portrait and showed it to
M, Lericho.

"But that is Dantin l"cri(d thn chief.
"Is it not?"
"Without douM! Dantin when

younger, but assuredly Dantin! And
where did you dig this up?"

Lernardet lulatcd his conversation

vilh iiwii, Colard mid his fruitless visit
to the Kuo do la Couihimine.

"Oh, novcr mind," said 51. Lericho.
"Thirf discovery is soniothing. Tho man
who sold this pictnro and Dantin are
accomplices. Bravo, Bernardet 1 Wo
must let 51. Oluory know."

Tho examining mugistrato wns, liko
tho chief nnd Bernardet, strticrf with
thn resemblauco of the portrait to Dan-
tin. His first movo would bo to quos-tio- n

thu prisoner about tho picture. Ho
would go at once to 5Iazas. 51. Lericho
and Bernardet might nccoinpany him.
Tho presence of tho police spy might bo
useful, oven necessary.

Tho magistrate and tho chief cntorcd
a flaero, whilo Bernardet mounted bo-Fi-

tho driver. Beriiardnt said noth-
ing, although tho man tried to obtain
somo information from hiui. After ono
or two monosyllable answers tho driver
mockingly asked:

"Aro you going to tho Koiiriciero
(trait) to tcaso some fat rat?"

51. Ginory and 51. Lericho talked to-

gether of tho Valkyrie, of Bairouth,

'i i
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"It Is my portrait," Jacques Vantln de-
clared.

and the chief asked, through pnlitencps,
for news about his candidature to tho
Academy t,t 5loral and Political Sci-

ences.
"Do not let us talk of tho institute,"

the mugistrato replied. "It is liko tlio
beginning of a hunt to sigh fur tho
prize that brings unhappiness. "

Tho somber pile, the 5Iazas, opened
its doors to tho threo men. They trav
ersed the long corridors, with the heavy
air which pervaded them in spite of all
efforts to tho contrary, to a small room,
sparsely furnished (a table, a few chairs,
a glass bookcaso), which served as an
nfllce for the examining magistrates
when they had to hold any interviews
with tho prisoners.

Tho guardian in chief walked along
with 51. Ginory; 51. Lericho followed
them, and Bernardet respectfully
brought up tho rear.

"Bring in Jacques Dantin," 51. Gi-

nory ordered. Ho seated himself at tho
table. 51. Lericho took a chair at ono
-- ide, and Bernardet stood near tho littlo
bookcase, which was uext tho only win-
dow in tho room.

Jacques Dantin soon appeared, led in
by two guards in uniform. Ho wns very
pale, but still retained his haughty air
and his defiant attitude. Tlio magistrato
-- aluted him with a slight movement of
the head, and Dantin bowed, recogniz-
ing in Bernardet the man with whom
he had walked and conversed behind
Kovero's funeral car.

"Bo seated, Dantin, " 51. Ginory snid,
"and explain to mo, I beg, all you know
about this portrait. You ought to rccog-uiz- o

it. "
Ho quickly hold tho picturo beforo

Dantin's eyes, wishing to scrutinize his
faco to seo what sudden emotion it
would display. Seeing tho portrait,
Dantin shivered and said in a short
tone, "It is a picturo which I gavo to
Koverc."

"Ah," said 51. Ginory, "you recog-
nize it then?"

"It is my portrait," Jacques Dantin
declared. "It was mado a long lime
ago. Kovero kept it iu his salon. How
did it come here?"

"Ah!" again said tho magistrato.
"Kxplain that to mo!"

51. Giuoiy seemed to wish to bo a
littlo ironical. But Dantin roughly said:

"51. lo .luge, I havo nothing to
to you. I understand nothing, I

know nothing. Or, rather, I know that
in your error an error which you will
bitterly regret somo day or other, I am
sure you havo arrested me, shut mo
up in 5Iazas, but that which I can as-

sure you of is iliat I havo hud nothing
do you hear, nothing whatever to do
with tho murder of my friend, and I
protest with all my powers against your

"processes.
"1 comprehend that," 51. Ginory

coldly replied. "Oh, I understand all
the (lifagreoablenes.s of being shut up
within four walls. But then it is very
simple. In order to go out ono has only
to give to tho one who has a right to
know tho explanations which are asked.
Do you still persist in your system? Do
you still insist on keeping 1 know not
what secret, which you will not reveal
to us?"

"I shall keep it, monsieur I havo re
flected, " said D.iutiu. "Yes, I havo re-

flected, and iu tlio solitudo to which
you havo forced mo I have examined
my conscience. " Ho spoko with firm
ness, less violently than at the Palais
de Justice, and Beruardet's penetrating
little eyes never left his faco; neither
did the magistrate's nor the chief's.

"I mil persuaded," D.iutin continued,
"that this miserable mistake cannot last
long and you will recognize the truth.
1 shall go out, at least from here, with-
out having abused u confidence which
one has placed in mo and which I d

to preserve "
"Yes," said 51. Ginory, "perfectly

I know your system. You will hold to
it. It is woll. Now, whoso portrait is
that?"

"It is mine!"
"By whom do you think it was pos

sible that it could have been sold iu the
brio-a-bia- c shop where it was found?"

"I know nothing about it. Probably
by the onu who found it or stolo it from
51. Kovero's apartment and who is prob-
ably, without the least doubt, his assas-
sin."

"That seems very simple to you?"
"It seems very logical,"
"Suppose that this should bo tho ox-ac- t

truth, that does not detract from tin
presumption which implicates you and
from 51nie 5!oniclio's deposition, which
charges you"

"Yes, yes, I know thn open safe
tho paper.-- spread out, the teto-a-to- t'

With Kovcre, when thu concierge en
ten d the room that signifies nothing. '

"For you perhaps. Fur justice it hu

i tragic signification. But let us rotui
to the portrait It was you, I su"po
who gnu it to Kovire?"

it w s 1," Dantin rencul'
"Kovi'o was an amateur in urjj

over, niylntlmatn friend. I had no fam-
ily. 1 had an old friend, a companion of
my youth whom I thought would high-
ly prize that painting. It is a lino one
it is by Paul Baudry."

"Ahl" said M. Ginory. "P. B.
those aro Baudry's initials?"

"Certainly After the war, when I
had dono my duty liko others I say this
without any intention of defending my-

self Paul Baudry was at Bordeaux.
Ho was painting some portraits on pan-
els, nftcr Holbein Ldimmd About's
among others. Hu made mine. It is this
ono which 1 gavo Koveru tho ono you
hold in your hands."

Thu magistrate looked at tho small
oval painting, and 51. Lericho put on
his eyeglasses to examiiio tho quality
of tho painting. A Baudry I

"What aro theso scratches around tho
edgo ns if nnila had been drawn aero,i
tho places?" 51. Ginory asked. Ho held
out tho portrait to Dantin.

"I do not know. Probably whero tho
frame was taken off. "

"No, no! They aro rough marks. I
can seo that. The picturo has been lit-

erally torn from the frame. You ought
to know how this panel was framed."

"Very simply when I gavo it to Ko-

vero. A narrow gilt frame, nothing
"moro.

"Had Kovero changed tho frame?"
"1 do not know. 1 do not remember.

When I was at his apartment the last
few times, I do not remember to have
seen tho Baudry. I havo thought of it,
but 1 have no recollection of it."

"Then you cannot furnish any infor-
mation about thu man who sold this
portrait?"

"Nono whatever!"
"Wn might bring you faco to faco

with that woman. "
"So be it! Sho certainly would not

recognize me, "
"In any case, sho will tell us about

tho man who brought tho portrait to
her."

"Sho might describo him to mo accu-
rately, and even paint him for mo," said
D.tntin quickly. "Sho call neither

that I know him nor prove to
you that I am his accomplice. I do not
knov. who ho is or from whero ho
comes. I was oven ignorant of his exist-
ence myself a quarter of an hour ago."

"I havo oiily to remand you to your
cell," sr.id tho magistrato. " Wo will
hunt for tho other man."

Dantin, in his turn, said in an iron-
ical tono, "And you will do well I"

51. Ginory mado a sign. Tlio guards
led out their prisoner. Then, looking at
tho chief, whilo Bernardet still remain
ed standing liko a soldier near tho win
dow, tho magistrato said:

"Until there aro new developments,
Dantin will say nothing. Vo must look
for tho man in the sombrero."

"Necessarily I" said 51. Lericho.
"Tho needle! Tho needle! And tho

haystack!" thought Bernardot.
The chief, smiling, turned toward

him. "That bolongs to you, Bernardet."
"I know it well, " said the littlo man,

'but it is not easy. Ohl It is not easy
at all."

"Bah. You havo unearthed moro
difllcult things than that. Do it up
brown. There is only ono clew tho
hat"

"They aro not uncommon, thosohats,
51. Lcrioho. They aro not very bad hats.
But yet it is a clew If wo live, wo
shall seo. "

IIo stood motionless between tho
bookcaso and tho window, liko a soldier
carrying arms, whilo 51. Ginory, shak- -

V

The chief, smi'lng, turned toward Mm

ing his bend, said to the chief, "Aiu
this Dantin what impression did In
inako on vou?"

"Hois a littlo crack brained, " repllei
tho chief.

"Certainly. But guilty you believ.
him guilty?"

' Without
"Would you condemn him:" h

quickly uslcd as ho gazed searchingl
ut the chief 51. Leriehe hesitated.

"Would you condemn him?" 51. Gi
nory repeated insistently

Tho chief still hesitated n moment
glanced toward the impassivo Bernardet
without being ablo to read his face, aud
ho said:

"1 do '

(TO Btt CONTINUED.)

"Hl.ilej Is line ot irras-plnp-
r mcr

'ver saw. Ill) U alw.tys re icIiIiik out alt
things that lie has no rUM to."

1 know if. He isn t lati-lie- d to reninli
bis own clmnuel. He llrst started lathi

y good.? then bo got to sellln;
cs; nest tiling wo knew ho wns hnn

ing jewelry; now bo has added art to hi- -

)c!c, and nobody knows what bo will
nit to grasp at next."
"Yes, and tlio other morning I canu
iwntown in the siimecnrwitli'liim. .1 lis i

el'nrowo reached t he crossing where ho ul
ays gets off a beautiful young lady got
loanl. I was going to offer her my seat
ut what did llixley do? Ilu jumped up
iol; off bin hat, bowed, got a bow Itching
alio from her, nnd then roilo a block far
ior than hu Intended to go, just to iiinke
erbelievo that ho had necuniuiodated her
ve no uso for a fellow of that Ulndl"
leu-lan- Leader.

1 ii in I Ctirtiilim,
"I noticed such n swivt ilecurntlve Idea

i this street yesterday," said a lady vis
ir to a Now Orleans friend while taking
trolley ride near the French market. "It
is a house," sho continued, "liuugat no
e second nnd t bird story windows wltl
Iu yellow bamboo curtains. They won
rfeotly plain nnd all the same shade, hut
n have no idea how they set off thu olu

ace. Why, they simply glorified HI"
'Ilu in in," mused her friend, "1

' m't recall tho hoiiso. Just point it out as
e go by, will you?"
Presently the visitor uttered an oxclaina

.ill There It sho cried "The
mso of tli" bamboo curtulnsl I'm sure a
ilony of artists must llvo thero!"
"A colony of Italians," corrected her

Head grimly. "That's not bamboo. It's
a spaghetti foundry They hang tlio stuff
nut there, to dry." Now Orleans Times
DcuiucrnU

17

0

I ll
I v I I'
ILL

The President Enjoys the So-

ciety of Young People.

DEVOTED TO HIS OLD I'tHEMlS.

I'nimri linn ot llpfilroyiil II In I'll 1 1 II

In 1 1 ii tn it ii Vntiirr Ciitmii-- t Curry (i
lie I'll Wluit It
CiimIn In tlvi' In tim Klondike.
Wamiinotov, .Inn. 20. 'Spicinl.j Th3

president Is full of sentiment, that good
li'ime sentiment whlrb penpld rather ni

and which nppeuls to those who comn
in contact with him. Mr. MuKlnlcy liken
tho places with which ho is familiar Hnd
tho men he has known n long time. Ho
likes bis old friends and fnmillur scenes.
When ho went bnek to Clinton, after hav-
ing been governor of Ohio, he sought and
obtained tho aatno hoiiso ho previously o
copied there. Be wanted to make his pri

campaign from that Iioufo. V'ira
bo came to Washington to be Inaugurated,
be sought p.nd obtained tho same rooms ho
bad o' etiplcd when ho War, a member nt
emigre-- . His friends slnco he has bw i
president nrn his old friends, tho-,- u bo
made In congivss. To a law extent that
is true of bis newspaper friends. Thoo
who wero not well acquainted with h
when he was In congress now 1 avo consul-erabl- u

dlllleulty In getting closo to him.
Ho enjoys family pictures nnd sketches of
the homes of imeestors and relatives. Tho
president keeps his holidays for bU fnmii ,

and bis nnnlvi rsarl' s aro remembered ntnl
kept with gnat care. Tho wedding day,
the birthdays of both Mrs. 51cKlnlcy anil
himself, are never neglected. They aro in
nnieli n pnrt of his homo llfo ns they are of
nny family In tho land. Bo likes to havo
young people about tho White House, and
always has some ninmig Its guests. A din-
ner and dancing party especially for tin
young people was ono of tho features of tlio
buclal season this year.

Una VH1i lllm.
Tho president Is a man whoso blond

runs warm. Most peoplo, nnd perhaps
every one, has felt a thrill nn hearing u
grand themo or patriotic sentiment. Mr.
JIuKInley 1.3 ono of those who feel such
thrills moro frequently than tho averagn
man. The sentiment bo possesses has not
waned ns ho has grown older, but bus
grown with him. Ilu has nothing bln.-- o

about him. Llfo has not palled upn him
nor dimmed tho spirit of buoyancy which
has been ono of his chief characteristics.
Practical polities and tho ups and downs
of llfo have not destroyed Ids confidence
in human nature nor his friendship for
his fellow men. His homo life is ono of
the most tender and beautiful manifesta-
tions of a strong man's undying and dn-ot-

lovo for woman, of a d'

anxious and cheerful caro of ,1 wife, which
has ever come to notlco In public llfo In
Washington,

S'omr nrlcndlrr f!tnernts.
Fenator Klklns of West Virginia 11

making nn effort to Feeiire tho appoint-
ment of Colonel Asa II. Carey as pay-
master general. Senator knew
Colonel Carey a great many years ngo In
New Mexico when the senator was prac-
ticing law nnd tho colonel had ju-- t been
mado a major and paymaster utter a bril-
liant campaign in New Mexico. It is
quite an interesting fact that a number of
tho men who wero stationed nt Panta Fo
back in 1S03 have risen to considerable
prominence in the army. .Senator Elkins
became secretary of war, W. It. Rochester
paymaster general, W, II. Hell commis-
sary general, M. I. Ludington quarter-maste- r

general, and tho prospects aro
that Colonel Carey will bo inudo paymas-
ter general. Senator Elkins thinks thn-

this is quito n good record fer ono post a
secretary of war and four brifradler gen-
erals. If Colonel Carey is appointed, ho
will havo to bo jumped over tho senior
colonel, 51. V. Glenn, but In case this Is
dono the probabilities are that Co'nnel
Carey will Immediately rctiro nnu Oleim
becomo tho paymaster general fer thenex"
tw o years. Coloucl Carey mmle tils record
in New Mexico in 1863, being then a
yoifng officer in command of a company of
regular troops. Ifiolexuns of the

army had invaded New 5Icxleo
and Wire driving tho Federal troops back
very fast. Carey secured permission from
the commanding olllcer to go across tho
mountains and take tho camp of tho
Tex.ins nnd was .successful lu burning up
nil tho ammunition, tents, commissary
nnd quartermaster stores, so that tho
Tex.ins had mulling left. They were
obliged to retreat from New Mexico.

Colonel I'nri-y'i- i Son.
Another Interesting story which is told.

of Iho Carey family relates to tha colonel s
son, Kdward. In tho Santa 1 e days Mr,
Klklns met Carey by tho old adobe bar
racks, and the arm. man was -- nuling all
over, in reply to n question lie ?ald.
kli'.s, I have got tho llnest bi y that was
ccr born in Hanta To; no e nboi t
that." Said Mr. Klklns: "Now, Carey,
1 w ill tell you what we'll do. When that
buy is old enough, wo will send him to
West Point and make " great army olllcer
of him." The boy was sent to West Point,
nnd when ilr. Klklns was secretary of w r
the young man was in West Point and
nearly ready to graduate. He became
lleuteiinnt In the Nineteenth Infantry and
did t work nt .San Jutin bill. All of
the other ollieers of his company were kill-
ed ot wounded, and ho took charge of tho
command ami led them Into the fight, l or
two or three days It was supposed that ho
also had been killed, but ho came out un-

hurt. "And It is n pretty good record for
a boy," s.ild Senator Klklns.

Congressional Nolo.
A letter recently received by a senator

from a relative in Dawson City shows
what tho prii c are iu the Klondike and
tells quite 11 story in itself. The letter sn s
''Baiter is a pound, sugar 75 cents ,1

pound, ontmc.il and corumeal nre 3u cents
n pound, lluiir s ,",o per sack (TiO pounds)
nnd nillk f 1 p. c cau. I call make bread
now that is No. 1. When the cookbook
says lard, we bacon grease; milk, uso
water, but then wn get along pretty well
nnd don't live entirely on bacon and beans
cither."

Some of the members of conpn'ss who
bnve been defeated are asked by their per-

sonal friends 111 the bouse as to the caiio
of their defeat after condolences have been
exchanged, Generally the next Inquiry is,
"What kind of a man is coining in your
place!'" Sometimes tlu answer is to tho
disparagement of tlio man, other times bis
good qualities are pointed out without ran-
cor or bitterness. A western member was
asked this question the other day and re-

plied: ' Uh, he Is a good enough fellow. If
they will justruiso the dome of the capital
n little ..nd move a f.--r .Mirs out of tho
way, he will get along all right."

AHTHL'lt W. Dl'NK.

POMHT1UNG LACKING.
Miss Tlilnn 'Mack told me Inst night

that my neck was like a column."
Miss Fait "Yes, il,,ir; lie probably

mount u want column." Life.

General Low Wallace's publishers liavo
told him that more copies of "Hen llur"
lime been sold than of any other I 1c

over published In this country.

Tlio snnilleiit thliiKS niny evert tho
Krentost llillueuce. lleW'ltt's I,lt!l Kuril
Hlsers are unequalled for ovi reeniiiiR 1 m-- hi

pntlmi ami liver troubles. Small pi 1,

Ik st pill, safe Pill.
J V O'Su UVMi, YV V Hill' V Henry

PirUci Ots in mi Store K G.scln uinl
IK It (. iiiluMll WiiiccsUI,


