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FORLDWORD

WorLp Wior Pubrisunie (oMrany is int(-h&g‘d to
bring the best-known novels of the workl within
the reach of the millions, by presenting at the
lowest possible price per copy, in coivenient size,
on excellent paper, with beautiful and durable
binding, a long serics of stories, which everybody
tias heard of and could desire to rend.

Never before has it been possible to present
books of the world’s most famous living authors
at such asmall price. To render it possible now
it will be necessary that each volume should
have a sale of hundreds of thousands of copics
and that many volumes of the series showld
in due course find their way into nearly every
home, however humble, in the United States and
Canada,

The publishers have the utmos! confidence thay
this end will be achieved,

The novels of Worntp Wine Pusnisging Com-
rany will be selected by one of the most dis-
tinguished of living men of letters, and a short,
biographical and Dbibliographical note on the
anthor and bis works will be appended to cach
volume,
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EDITOR'S NOTE

EVERVONE who has visited Paris is fomilinr with
the Lonvre. Outwardly it is a long, dingy,
erim-looking building of sombre grey stone that
{rowns menacingly on to the rue de Rivoli.  These
prison-like walls however enclose a beautiful
palace that, belore the Revolution, was one of the
mony residences of the Kings of Irance.  To-day
it 13 one of the richest museums in the world,
containing priceless gems in the shape of pictures
and sculpture,

Many great writers of tales of mystery and
adventure have chosen well-known public build-
ings as a setting for their stories. “The Hunch-
back of Notre Dame” by Victor Hugo is an
outstanding I'rench example; while in Englisis
we have “The Tower of London’ and "Qid St.
aul’s,” two of Harrison Ainsworth's best and
minst exciting novels.  Interwoven into the plot
popular historical character or some well-known
event is introduced whicl lends an added air
of reality to the whole narrative,

Monsienr  Arthur Berndéde, the celebraied
french author who has written ' The Mystery
of the Tonvre,” has chosen that world-famed
wonniend historigue for the sctting of this ex-
fremely clever story

there is very often a thread of true fact, Some------ - ----
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Here, on the morning of the 17th of May, 1925,
the extraordinary news was circulated that a
mysterious ghost had been scen in "“The Room of
the Barbarous Gods.” An attendant named
Subarat asked permission to be allowed to pass
the following might in this particular gallery and
watch for the.ghost’s: appearince. The next
morning the poor fellow. was found dead, lying
in front of the statue of Belphegor, the God of
the Moabites, mysterious as a sphinx, as disturb-
ing as a wicked archangel—a veritable Lucifer!
The whole circumstances were most perplexing,

Who could have committed such a dastardly
crime?

Was it the work of a human or a supernatural
Land?

What was the motive?

Why was it done?

The book deals with the elucidation of this
incxplicable mystery which for a long time
baffles both the museum authorities and the
pick of the French detectives.

‘There is always a subtle and magnetic fascina-
tion in a tale with a secret. It is a type of story
that never fails te attract all sorts and conditions
of merr with intellects from ihe very highest to
the very humblest. Undoubtedly one great
reason for this is because it makes a direct appeal
20 the gambling instinct that lics buried deep
down in the heart of every living soul. Even the
most perfervid Puritan or the strictest Church-
vocr, who would be justly shocked if you were tc
suggest that he is a gambler or a betting man, is
frequently overcome by an irresistible  desire
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16 take a sposting ch;mce: And this story it‘. )
curningly written that it keepg you guessing
and speculating all the thne, It therefore holds
vour interest aud compels you to read o to find
cut i by chance youar conjeciures have been
correct,  In other words it sets youn gamblng
on the identity of the ghest snd the uwltimate

77 46 e gy e
deévonceny of the mystery,






The Mystery of the Louvre
PART T

CHAPTER ¥
THE ROOM OF THIL BARDARGTUS OR UNCIVILIZED GODS

THERE is a ghost at the Louvre!

Such was the steange rumour which, on the morning
of the 17th May, 1u235, was circulated in our gret
national picture galicry.

Everywhere—in the vestibules, in the passages, on
tlie staircases—one siw only people gathered together:
frichtencd ones and incredible ones, who comnented
on the strange and fantastic news,

in the above-mentioned rocom, in front of the cele-
brated picture ““The Coronation of Nopoleon,” two
keepers were talling animatedly aboul the ghost story

Shortly, the cleancrs—wiho, on this duy, only did theh
work in a distracied manner—approaciied them in ordes
to listen to their conversation which could not fail te
interest them.

T tell you that it is a ghost,”

sald one ol the e

Ders.

L
The other keeper Lurst out laughing, and shrucged hig
shoulders, "Gautrais has secn 1it! And he s not a

joker or a coward! He went to report it to the Con-
servator.”

In the office of this high ofticicl, Plerre Goutrads, a
gallant, robust fellow with squure shoulders and a fronk
face, reported the incident to his superior, 3. Laveigne,
wha sat in front of his desk with his colleague and secre-
tary and listened te himin africndly but rather sceptical
MENner,

"I have seen him as T see you now! I wonld cut oif
mv head rather than deny it.”

“Tell me, Gautrais, vou had not been drinking a livtle
too much?’ observed M. Tavergne,

" Oh, sir, you know well that [ never get tipsy,

"Then vou have had a hallucination.”

53



1z THE MYSTERY OF TIHI LOUVRD

“0h, no, sir, T was very much awake—<gquite master
of mysclf.”

“At what time did this phenomenon show itself
asked the Assistunt-Conservator,

“One o'clock in the morning, M. Rabusson,” roplicd
the keeper. I was just making my round in the rooms
on the ground floor which look out on ta the water, when
—all of a sudden—on arriving in the ‘Room of the
Barbarous Geds,” I perceived a human form who, robed
in a black shroud and wearing a kind of hood, tuened its
back on me and went and stood close to the statue of
Belplhegor,

" Seizing my revolver, 1 shot in its direction. T sow
it at the moment where, after having mouated thn
steps, it reached the landing and, levelling my weapon
at him, I said, ‘Halt or I shall shoot!’ But scarccly
had I put my finger to the trigger than the ghost mada
a jump sideways and disappeared as if he had melted
into darkness.”

Visibly impressed by the sincerity of the keeper, whum
everyone highly respected, M. Lavergne looked from one
to the other of his colleagues who appeared scarcely
less troubled than he by the story which they had just
heard.

Then, getting up, he said: " Ah, welll we are going to
sce; follow me, Gautrais.”

They reached the ""Room of the Barbarous Gods,™
where a group of employecs were talking in frent of
the statue of Belphegor. As soon as they saw the new
arrivals, they hurriedly moved away, with the exception
of the chief kecper, Jean Sabarat, o great big athiletic
sort of man. Respectfully taking off his cap, Saburut
turned towards the Conservator and said: ‘‘Sir, sone
traces have been discovered here.”

M. Lavergne approached and examined the stutue
closely. He saw suome quite deep scratches which
looked as tbough they had just been done and which
appeared to have been made with the aid of a cold
chisel.

Troubled by this discovery, the Conservabor said:
“This secms unusual. Is it possible that a burglar
has got into the building? "

"
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AL Lavergne decided that ne would inform the police,
Flo went away with his colleagues, but Sabarat, an idew,
suddenly coming to him, ran after therm and said: "5,
it we bring the police into this affadr, the ghost—if
it bp one—will tak: care net to roappear.’”

“Quite true,”

“Also I ask your permussion to hide wyself to-night
in this room . . . and I guarantce that if our ‘;ovul
fellow appears again, I will settle with him.”

“What do you think of it, gentlermen?”
Lavergne,

“Saburat has reason,” said M. Rabusson.

“Welll it is understood, my dear Sabarat-—~to-night
you shall be on guard!”

All three quitted the room.

As soon as they had disuppeared, Gautrais went up
to Sabarat and said to him: * Brigadier, would you like
me to stay with yvou on this night?"

“Thank you, old fellow, but please don’t trouble!

And, still not being able to get the cvents of the
preceding night out of his mind, he rejoined his wife,
who awaited him anxiously in the courtyard of tha
Louvre.

“Any news? '’ guestioned she,

In a sombre wvoice, Gautrais replied: “Nothirg,
Marie-Jeanne! That is to say, yes-——Sabarat hay asked
permission to pass to-night all alone in the Room
of the Barbarous Gods.” I wished to watch with him
« « . but he will not let me.”

“I am very glad.”

L wvhy ? L

“Because I have an idea that anyone who mixes
themselves up in this affuir will nicet with misfortune.”

“(Come now, you talk nonsense.”

“We shall sce, My presentiments are always right.

Madame Gautrais was right. The comedy of the vigil
transformed itsell into one of the most mysteriou: and
frightening dramas which had ever been,

The next day Gautrais, who had not closed his eyes
since one o’clock, was the first one to enter the ** Room
of the Barbarous Gods,”” and he discovered, just by tha
statue of Belphegor, the ivanimate body of Sabatar,

asked M.

o

o
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Stfling an anguished ery, Gautrais leant towards the
anfortunate creature.  Although the body of the chic
keeper showed no signs of any wound, it gave no sign
of life.  His revolver lay in his shirivelled hand.

Aad with fright, Gautrais went into the next galiery
and called i a thunderous voice: “Help! Help!™

On hearing the call, two keepers rushed in and gathered
round Sabarat who, his eyes closed, was breathing very
{wintly.

“Living! He is lving!"” exclaimed Gautrais,

One of his colleagues, who had just raised Sabarat
up, exclaimed, pointing his finger to the back of his hend:
‘Look here.”  There was a bad bruise, which had been
made by a violent blow with a hammer or a club at the
base of his skull,

Gautrais, who had picked up the revolver, opened the
cyelinder—the six cartridges were Intact,  Showing the
revolver to his companions, he said: ' He must have been
surprised, he has not even had time to defend himself.”

Scarcely had he said “these words than Sabarat half-
opened his eyces; his hand, which secmed to have gained
a little strength, caught hold of the arm of the man who
supported him. His lips moved; a deep, hoarse sigh
escaped him and, in a very faint voice, with the death-
rattle in his throat, he cried: “The ghost! the ghost!"”
His limbs went into terrible contortions; his head fell
on his shoulders; a pinkish {roth came from his hclf-
epened mouth, :

The keeper, Sabarat, was dead!

r

CHAPTER 1Z
JACK BELLEGARDE

Tuw same evening, about seven o’clock, at the Police
Headquarters, M. Ferval, Superintendent of the police,
held an important interview in his office with M. Lavergne
and his assistant. It is needless to add that the subject
under discussion was the drama which took place in
the Louvre the preceding night.

While waiting outside the room for official news, the

‘ o
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representatives ol the Parisian and provincial press
gave varied and contracictery reports of the incideat.
Noisy discussions took piace. In inct, they became so
noisy that the office boy was sent to ask them to be a little
more quiet,  Scated a little apart was a younzy man of
about thirly years of age.  He harl a very intelligent {2
and seemed to pay no attention to the nowse around him,

Jack Bellegavde, the brilliant editor of Le Perit Pori-
sten, was the neme of this man. Fe spoke little, did
much, and thought still more. Havinz a liking for ol
mysterics, the mystery of the Louvre, although he knew
vo more of it than s collcagues, awakened o gront
interest in him.

A big, broad-shoulidered fellow, whom his companions
nicknamed " Amer Meathe,” approached Belleearde and,
knocking him cordialiy on the shoulder, suid; ©Ab, welll
what do you think about this story?”’

‘' Nothing yet.”

“Come now.”

“And you?"

“I, it bores me,”" declared Amer Menthe,

Bellegarde was just going to reply when a door opened
and M. Laverzne ond his assistant come out,

All the reporters immediately surrounded the officials
and hurled questions at them.

HGentlemen! T beg you,” pleaded M. Lavergne, trying
to disengage himsell,

=M. Lavergne referred the veporters to an ingpector who
had just come out of the police room—a man wilh
piercing eyves, a tall ficure, and a moustache like axn
American: “Here 1s M. Menardier, one of our best ic-
spectors, who is going to look into this affair; withou!
dloubt, he can give vou information better than we can.”

The reporters immediately left M. Lavergne anc
surrounded Menardicr, but in a firm tone Menardive
declared that he had nothing Lo tell them,

Menardier turmed to the Conservator and his assistant
and said: " [ should tie olad tf you would adopt the ¢ :
attitude.”

Bellegarde said: " Wen are not very kind to the Lo,
M. Menardier,”

The inspeclor replied nervously: “In this busine.s

!
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more than any other one bas {o use discretion, It iz
uo affair of yours—it is my own business.”

Wherenpon Bellegarde said with & smiles “And I am
going to know it also.”

Menardier left them and overtools M. Loavergne aad
his assistant, Bellegarde rushed after him and over-
took him just ag he was impressing M, Lavergne of the
importance in not divulging anything regarding the
affair.  Menardier frowned when he saw the journalist,

“Rest assured, my dear sir,” said Bellegarde, *'¥
have no intention of following you.”

And he added in a sarcastic voice: I can never say
that I shall be taking quite o different route to yours.”’
He went away after having politely raised his hat.

I wish that man were out of the way,” grumbled
Menadier. *I fcel he wants to catch me.”

Bellegarde, after having tried in vain to get into the
Louvre, decided to walk back to his office, Le Petid
Parizien. As he wallked alomg, he heard newspaper
boys calling out the third edition of an evening paper,
Everybody was buying a paper—evidently to read the
Iatest news regarding the Louvre incident,

Very shortly he reached his office.  After having read
his correspondence, he sat down at his desk and thought
for a few moments, and then wrote an article which
ended as follows:

T 18 it a question of a criminal, or ig it a new
exploit of this international band who have becn
working in @ museum of Italy? In any case, we
are able to allirm thoat there is no ghost at the
T.ouvre, but a thief and avsazsin,”

As be wag putting Lis signature ot the end, some-
body knocked at the door—it was an office boy who
brought in a pneumatic which Bellegarde hurriedly
opened. To his surprise, he found in it a pilece of hlue
paper on which was written:

1 wara you that i you conlinne 10 interest you
in the affair of the Louvre, I will not hesitate to send
you i join the keeper, Sabarat,

" {Signed) RELFHEGOR,”
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“Belphegor!” said Jack with surprise; “‘ahl what
docs that signify?”

Scarcely had he proncunced these words than his
telephone bell rany.  Bellegarde tocic off the receiver,
.ud heard the vibrating and impaticnt voice of a woman.

“Is it you, Jack? Halloa, it is I, Simone.”

“Are you well, my littlic one?” replicd the reporter
without enthusiasm,

“I want to remind you that I amn having some friends
to-night. I can rely on you coming, can’t 172"

Visibly irritated, Bellegarde replied: "I am very busy
with the Louvre incident.”

“What incident?”

" Ahl you do not know, Well, read Le Pelit Parvisicn
to-morrow.”’

“However, you will come?"” begged she.

“If I am able to, I promise you,” replied the reporter,

*¥ou wiil be able to if you wish to.”

T shall be rather late.”

That is all right provided you come. See you soon,
dear,”

"Au revoir.”

Bellegarde put up the telephone. A great lassitude
came over him. He shook himsclf as if he wished to
throw off some weight which he carried. Then with a
nervous gesture he re-read the strange message which
he had just received, repeating the words aloud:

“I will not hesitate to send you to join the keeper,
Sabarat. (Signed) BELPHEGOR.”
Then, with a determined look in his eyes, the young

journalist exclaimed: “Well, Sir Belphegor, 1 accept
your challenge, and we will sce which of us 15 the
stronger.”’

CHAPTER III
SIMONE DESROCHES

THAT same evening, about 11 o’clock, & reception was
being given in a laxurious hotel situated in the Rue
Boilcau, Auteuil. The reception was given by the
owner of the house, Simone Desroches, a young poetess,
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She was giving it to celebrate the complation of
latest piece of poetry,
Simone was a girl of remarkable beauty; in her o
of white she looked very lime n Shakespears
Shortly aiter cleven o'vlock Simone cotat
vecite her poem in a monotonous voice:

THE FLOWERS O TLLUSION
$YMPHONIC ODU

My soul is a fortress
Which 1 have made the garden of my heavt:
My heart is the terrestirial varden,

Where etiolate strange tlowers.”

1 am afraid Simone had no talent as a poetess—ahn
thought she was o very clever one!l  Her many admivens
were attracted by her beauty or ber huge foriu.
certainly not by her poems,

Stmone was the child of a well-known Puvis bon! o
shie had lost her mother very early in life.  Her futher,
entirely absotbed by his business, hud entrusted Ler
education and core to an instructress of Scandinovion
nationality—Madam Itlsa Bergen,

Simone’s father died very soon after she was twent
one ycars of age.  She then decided to live ier own w
—she was very independent and had o romauntic natu
Possessing o huge lortune, she had bought this Tuxuri
Lotel in Autewl, where she resided with Flsa Berge

At this reception, amongst her mony admirern

good [hmily who were In poor civcamstances, e
sented o firm of motor-car dealers, who badly
capital,  Ile was very handsone—in fact, a veritils
Don Juan, and conscquently a very infatuating persou;
he thousht that he had only to say the wond to the
beautiiul Simone and she would fall into his arms,
However, to his great dismay, Simone told Lilm thal shae
neither wanted husband nor lover,  She said she wanted
to have her ifreedom.

Nevertheless, three months later, Simone Desroches foll
viclently in love with Juck Bellegarde, ‘fhev met w!
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Svria where Simone was travelling and wbere Beile-
‘L fnde was on business for Le Detit Payisicn,  They were
friends at first, but very soon their frieadship 1.11011((1
into love, But, since their return to Paris, Simone
showerd herself in quite a different lght—she was jealous
aril tyronnical and she killed oll the love that Bellegarde
hod for her. Simone became more and more attached
to Bellegarde and hoped to marry him, but Bellegarde
refused to marry her in spite of her riches and he only
having his gift lor writing as his fortune. Then there
vere some fearful scenes, and Bellegarde thought of
Lreaking ofi the fricndship. Only one thing atopped
bhim—he was alraid lest Simoene should commit suicide
«s shie had often threatened to do.

When he arrived at the reception Simone had just
finished reciting her poetry amidst loud applause from
her guests.

As soon as she suw Jack she blushed to the rosts of
her hair, but everyone attributed this to the applause
which she received for her recitation, The applause
did not affect her, she had cyes only for Jack with whom
she desired to be.

The guests had gathered round her and imprisoned
ber. Some wsthetes wanted to kiss her hands,  Baron
Paillon, the rich collector, and the Baroness, os snobbish
as they were rich and foolish, congratulated her and
wried to Impress on her thad Lhc_v were great crities on
art. The handsome Maurice de Thouwars, who had
succeeded In getting near the artiste, oftcxed her the
warmest compliments, but Simonc avoided him, say-
ing: "1 bey you to leave me alone,”

She quickly joined Jack BBellegarde and oflered him her
Land, saying in alow voice: '"Al, hereyou ure!l Atlast!”

Then looking at him with a tender reproach in her eyes,
she added in a still low voice: " Why are you so later”

“I have not been able——-"

“You arc going to stay?”

"It is impossible, this atfnir at the Louvre.?

A pretext.”

‘T assure vou that it is very serfous. Yet me tell you
whont it,”

" Please don't bother,”
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“Because I want to spare you a lie,”

"You will see to-morrow in the ncwspapers—-—"*

I never read the aewspapers.”

The poetess and the reporter continued to talk in o
low voice, Maurice de Thouars, who observed them with
a jealous expression on his face, went towards a woman
of about fifty years of age whose hair was nearly white
and who had a very hard face. She had held herself
very aloof since the commencement of the evening. It
was Elsa Bergen, the companion of Simone.

The @sthetes of the reception continued to eat and
drink heartily. A young man, with a handsome pro-
file and immaculately dressed, was artfully and cleverly
pocketing a set of silver spoons. A virtuoso, in a grave
and bored air, sat down at a grand piane to play, Every-
one turned to look at him, expecting to hear some gooid
music, but they were disappointed—the pianist gave
a most awful performance.

Baron Papillon, deafened by the dreadful noise,
approached Simone and said:

““Who is this virtuoso?"

Simone replied.

ff”A young Czecho-Slovakian named Dmitrd Morovan-
0 -YP

I do not know him.”

“I am just bringing him out.”

“Is he talented?’’

“He is a genjus.”

Noticing that Simone was absorbed in the playing
of Morovanoff, Jack Bellegarde took the opportunity ot
making his departure. Just as he went out of the door,
Simone looked up and saw him disappear. A faint
cry escaped her and her eyes filled with tears, She sut
down and hid her face in her hands,

“‘What ap artiste!” murmured Baron Papillon to his
wife,

“Simone looks as though she is crying,” said the
Baroness.

Simone was crying, ‘tis true, but she was not crying
over Morovanoff's music—she was crying over her uu-
requited love—her broken dream!
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Jack Bellegarde soon arrived home, After baving
had a good night's rest, he got up ready to continue
his investigation into the ghost incident,

As he passed out of his dressing-room into his dining-
room, he saw his housekeeper sitting in an armchon
and reading Le Petit Parisien. You have heard mention
of her before, she being the wife of Pierre Gautrais, tiue
keeper of the J.ouvre,

Absorbed in her paper, Marie-Jeanne did not see him
come in. He regarded her amusedly, then suddeniy
he clapped his hands.  She jumped up in great fear and
exclaimed:

“The ghost!”

On recognizing the reporter, she put her hand on her
heart as if to steady its beatings.

“Excuse me, Mr. Jack, I was just reading your
article.” Putting her paper on the table, she was just
going out of the room when Jack called her back,

“One moment, Madame Gautrais.”

‘At your service, Mr. Jack,” said the good woman.

Bellegarde thought for a few minutes, and said:

“Can you render me a service?”

“With pleasure, Mr. Jack; you are so kind to me!
Thanks to you, I am able to go to the theatre for nothing.
Believe me, it is my duty-——"'

With a friendly gesture, the reporter stopped her
never-ending gossip and in a grave voice said:

“Tt i3 necessary that your husband helps me {o hid.
to-night in the ' Room of the Barbarous Gods.'™

“Heavens!” cried Marie-Jeanne, " that wonld aot Lo
right.”

Jack insisted.

“But if—"

‘I want to try, only——

A bell rang.

“Go and see who it is,”" said the jouarnalist; “bat t
am not sceing anyone.”

‘The housekeeper returned almost immediately, saying
in a hostile tone:

“It is she againi®

Jack made an irritated gesture. As he nervously
extingnished his lighted cigarette the housekesper sald:

b4
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“Shall T tcell her you are not here?”

" No,” replied Jack. “She would be capable of wait-
ing for me outside,  Ask her into my ollice,”

When Marie-Jeanne had gone, the reporter muttered
between his tecth:

“This woman leads me an awful life, This must be
finished,””

After having paced his room and trying to think out
in what woy e could breal with Simone witliout causing
too much disturbance, lie opened the door of his office.
Mdlle, Desroches, who appeared very upset, came towards
nim, and briskly drawing a note from her bay, handed
it to him, saying in a trembling voice:

““This is what T have just received.”

Jack took the note and read as follows:

“MapEMOISELLE—~] know that you are very much
interested in Mr, Jock Bellegarde . ., and T advise
vou to use all your influence in preventing him from
meddling in the affair of the Louvre-—otherwise he is
a ‘Joomed man!

* (Signed) BELPHLGOR.”

T beg you to give up this affair,” said Simone.

“You are ridiculous; it is not possible,” replied Jack,

“You do not love me any more,” said the young
‘wornan, She then fell on to a chair and burst into
tears.

Bellegarde, annoyed, went up to her. Then he said:

*Come, come! let us be reasonable!”

She replied: "' I adore you.”

Jack slowly manuaged to take his hands out of his
mistress’s grasp; he went towards his desk, opened a
drawer and put in it the note which Simone had given
him, and then locked (hie drawer.

Simone, whose eyes had not left him, murmured:

T feel that all is finished.”

She got up and Bellegarde weakly attempted (o stoj
her, ' Good-bye,” said she inn an unsteady voice. There
was such distress in her voice that Jack prevented her
from going. She collapsed in his arms.

Jack conld not Lelp but feel sorry for her; and whes
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she recovered he offered to take her to lunch., Simonc
accepted with joy, and they decided to go to the Restan
rant Glycines,

A sudden joy flooded the face of Simone,  Jack gave
her a kiss on her feverish forehead and then he rang fo;
Maovin- feanne,

“ My stick; my hat,” said he,

Simone toole her powder-box out of her handbag and
tricd to remove the traces of weoeping.

When the honsckeeper returned. with Jack's things,
he whispered tuto her car:

Y Be sure not Lo forgel to osle your husband,”

Madame Goulrais made a vesture of acguiracenes;
then Jack and Simoene went out,

As Madame Gautrads walkchied them go, she mutterad
to hersell:

“It is neceessary that he has much courage—to puss
the day with a woman such ox shio wnd Lo pass the uighs
in the 'Room of the Barbarous Cods’1”

CHAPTLER IV
RESTAURANT GLYVCINES

T Re tourant Glycines was lhe mest fashionabls
restaurar,  in the Dois de Doulogne. It was a wouder:
fid spring day, and Lhe restaurant was filled with Lhe
{4 shionable world, most of whom, toking advantave o
the gorgeous day, sat and lunched in the magnibeent
garden.

An immaculately dressed, clderly man, wlho hod
grey beard and wore spectacles, cntered Giveines accom-
panicd by a charming youny girl who carred a parasol
She reully was very pretty and was dressed exquisitels
Thelr entrance wos unperceived, even by Bellegarde and
simone, who were huaching at the next tablo. The hote!
oroprictor offcred the mena to the young girl, but she
passed it on to the old gentleman and sald In o clem
musical voice:

“You order, papa; you know thiz restaurant betin
than 1.
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“Very well, Colette.”

At these words, Jack slowly turned his head. e
could not help showing some surprise . . . he had just
recognized the charming young person of the day be-
tore, whom he had met in the Boulevard Sebastopol,

When she saw him, she gave him a quick smile and
then, lowering her eyes while her father ordercd from
the menu, she took one of the pinks from her table and
raised it to her face, sceming to take great pleasure in
smelling it, Simone, always very much awale, had
perceived this little incident.

"“Da you know these people?” said Simone to Jack,

“Not at all!” replicd Jack, in an indifferent voice,

“Walt a moment, I belicve i

From time to time, Jack could not help looking
furtively in the direction of the young girl,

Suddenly, Simone looked at him, and said:

“Do you still intend to investigate this Louvre
aflair? "

The old gentleman and his daughter no doubt heasd
thie conversation, for they exchanged a rapid glance.

Jack did not reply to Simone's question. Simone
became more and more excited, and said:

“You might at least listen when I speak.”

Jack started, then he said in an annoyed tone:

“What did you say?”

“Nothing,” replied Simone in a sullen voice,

The proprietor of the hotel, with a grand air, servegd
up the quenelles. Bellegarde turned his head slov iy
towards the next table. Colette continned to speak e
her father in & confidential manner. In a little while
she raised her eyes and looked roguishly at the journalist
who, in spite of himself, could not help smiling at her

This was too much for Simone, Angrily throwing
hLer serviette on the table, she said:

“Y bave had enough of this.”

Jack said in a disconcerted tone:

“Come, come! what is the matter pow 3™

In an aggressive voice, Simone replied:

" Because a young person badly hrought up inaker
vyeg at you, youn imagine yourself at once—---"

“Simone, 1 beg of you”’
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“ Excuse me, I saw you.”

Jack tried to calm her, but in vain. She got up
and, gothering up ber handbag, trembling the while
with anger, she said in a very rude voice:

“This finishes it. Good-bye.”

She went out, after having given Colette a thunderous
jook, and Bellegarde, taken aback, had done nothing to
prevent her from going.

Just as he was going to apologize for this incident to
his neighbours, who pretended not to notice this insult,
a comuissionaire called out:

M. Claude Barjac is wanted on the telephone.”

The old gentleman got up immediately and followed
the commissionaire. Colette stayed alone and locked
towards the journalist, who continued to eat his quenelles
in an absent-minded manner. Ha looked very annoyed.

A minute or two later, Jack lcoked up and met the
young girl’s cncouraging smile: he was just going to
speak to her, but M. Bariac returned and, seating him-
self in front of his daughter, murmured to her:

“It is for to-night.”

With a quick glarce, Colette pointed out the reporter
to her father, and M. Barjac cunningly smiled.

Jack then took f{rom his pocket-book a puecumatic
and, with the aid of his pen, wrote the followmg letter:

“Mvy DEAR SimoNE-—Although it gives me much pain
to make you unhappy, I simply cannot put up with
your continued fits of jealousy which are quite unjusti-
finble.”

The hotel proprietor interrupted Jack and passed him
the menu again.

“And now, what will Monsicur choose?’” said he,

“1 have finished,” replied Bellegarde. ““Give me
the hill.”

Then Jack continued to write:

“Tt will therefore be better that we see ne mere
ol each other as we do not understand one another,
* Goodbye,
* Jack.”
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The reporter sealed up his prneumatic and traced tie
address with his stylo. A waiter brought him has il
which he quickly settled.  After he had been to i
cloak-room to get his cont and hotf, be wenb up to b
hotel proprictor and asked Lim if he knew who the oid
gentleman and yvounyg wirl were who had dined of Lo
next table to him.

The hotel proprietor replied:

“I do not know, sir. It is the first time they Lo
peen to this restaurant.”

Belore Jack went out of the restaurant, he gave
more glance in the dircetion of Colette, who preliy
smiled at him and blushec.

When he had gone, Colerte sighed and rmurmuse-t fo
hersclf: “ Poor Loy, it is o pity.”

She turned to her futher, who was mnkiog some oo
in his notehool, and said to him:

“You say that it is for to-night?”

Barjac replied in o grave tone:

Y1 owill tell you all about it later”: and he added
a mysterious tone, “here the walls moy have cooy”

CHAPTER V

Mariz-Tranye [elt very anxious. 1t was ope o'cla!
in the afternoon, and her husband had not yet returned.

Her presentiments had never ceased to torment hoer
sinee the suppeosed visit of the ghost, and stll s
since the assassinntion of the unfortunate Sabacn!

There was a sudden knock at the door,

“My God!” thought Marie-Jeunne, " supposing s
one should hring him back to me on a stretcher!”

She quickly opened the door, It was her neighiy
Sadame Roublat, a little old woman who had the mosk
malicious tongue within miles around.

ALY It is you,” said Marie-Jeanne, in a volce with no
welcome in it.

The woman held a newspaper in her hand, and vl
a wicked smile asked In a sweet but hypocritieal volae:

“Has your hushand retwraed yet?”

X A—O,”

wnr,
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“Wait! wait!’ sald Madame Roublet. “Haveu't you
seel the newspoper? _f‘.nd without cven stopping fm
AMidame Gaulrais to reply, she gave her the end of the
article which read:

!

“The Inspector Menardier seems more and more
convinced thit the thief who entered the Louvre
has accomplives in the place.”

“Wellt” said Marie-Jeanne, returning the newspaper
6 the woman.

The woman hinted that she thought her husband would
be suspected,

Marie- Jeanne thereupon said indignantly: "He—the
most honest man in the world.”

Madame Roublet replied: “Things do sometinies
Luppen that way!”

“You're only a malicious old woman,” said the wife
of ilic keeper; and seizing her neighbour by the arm,
ghe pushed her towards the door.

A few sccends after, a loud voice was heard, and
Pierre Gautrais appearcd. On seeing him, Madame
Gautrais dropped Madame Roublet on the ground, and
thice latter said to her hushand: “You've got a terma-
gant—not a wife.”

Sladame Gautrais, still trembling, said: “ She came to
tell me that it was you who was the ghest of the Louvre.

It is not true,” replicd the neighbour, “she is a liar.”

* Liar yourself, you old jade!” said Marie-Jeanne,

Gauatrais opencd the door wide and ordered the old
shirew to get out—and it didn't take her long to do it!

Then Madame Goutrais said to her husband: “Any
news?’”

“There is, This morning the Inspector Menardier, a
sncaky old man, questioned me in the presence of the
Chicf Conservator. I {old him all I knew.”

“And then?”

" He made notes in his notebook, looking at nie side
wiuys the while, Oh! his lcok! He scemed to look
yight through me . , ., then he asked me suddenly:
‘Weren't yeu on had terms with the keeper, Sabarat?’
I replicd that, on the contrary, we were on very zocd
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terms, and that I had even offered to spend the pight
with him in the ' Room of the Barbarous Cods,” but thut
Sabarat had not wished me to do sc.”

“What did he reply to that?”

" Nothing.”

“I don’t sce that that necd worry you, my poor o'd
man.”

‘It was the way in which he looked at me.”

“Then you think that he suspected you,” esxclaimed
Marie-Jeanne, "I should like to see anyone accuse you,
my man!”

Madome Gautrais tossed Lier head in the air und sad;
“Happily, we bave some friends in the Press.”

M. Bellegarde,” sold Gautrals.

" Exactly,” replicd Marie- Jeanne.

And leaning towards her husband, she said to him in
confidential tone:

“He has asked me if you would kindly help him to
get into the ‘Room of the Darbarous Gods’ to-night.”

“Why "

" Probably because he wonts to find cut the mystery”

Gautrais replied firmly:

"I can do nothing."”

When his wife insisted, he said:

T don’t want to lose my job through Bellezarde,™

“He is a very nice young man.”

*He may be!”

' He might be useful to us.”

“I donbt it.”

And Lringing his fist down upon the table, he said
vexedly:

“Now, that is coough! We'll have nothing to do
with it.”

" ¥ L *® * # A

2

»

The Louvre Museum was re-opencd to the public the
next morning, with the exception of the ‘' Room of the
Barbarous Gods,” the door of which had been hermeti-
cally sealed. The public arrived early in the vain hope
of learning or sceing something of the ghost. The
mystery was teally unfathomable.

Inspector Menavdier had not been idle.  Wot haviig
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discovered, after a minute examination, any traces of
burglary in the old palace, the detective came to the
logical conclusion that the assassin of Sabarat must have
an accomplice in the place. First of all he suspected
Gautrais, even though he knew of his good conduct in
the past. However, when he made inquicies concerning
kim, he found that he had not left his home during that
ght.  So it was no use suspecting him!

Menardier rcalized that he had a wvery artful and
~ever adversary to catch. However, the first thing
‘or him to do was to find out how he had entered the
Louvre and got out again so casily—so he decided 1o be
‘here on the next night with several chosen detectives.
With this object in view, he begged M. Lavergne to give
aim the plans of the Palace, which he studied with great
are.

Mr. Jack Bellegarde was determined as much as ever
to eluciddate this mystery, and he had not been idle,
sither.

After having been to the offlices of Le Petit Parision
i order to read through his post, he arrived at the
wouvre. It was three o'clock when he got there. FHe
went immediately to the “Room of the Barbarous
Gods,” but he found that it was impossible to enter.
Two armed detectives stood by the cntrance door, and
there was an improvised wooden barrier placed round
-

t.

The young reporter then rushed off to find Gautrais,
feeling confident that the request which he had asked
Marie-Jeanne to make of him would be granted. Passing
through the Antiques gallery, he went quickly towards
the statue of Venus de Milo, when he suddenly stopped,
dumbfounded.

Seated on a camp-steol, with a sketch-book on her
kinee and a pencil in her hand, was the charming Pari-
sienne whom he had made the acquaintance of the day
before in the Boulevard Sebastopol and who, two hours
previously, had provoked Simone at the Restanvand
Glycines, She was drinking in the beauly of the divine
statue,

Jack hesitated a moment, thea going up o ber and
saluting her in a lordly manaer, he said:
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" Really, Mademoiselle, we svem destined to meet.”

"Indeed, Monsieur,”’ replicd Colette with a gracious
smile, and she added: ‘1 have s¢en your portriait on
the cover of one of your books. I might say that 2
read all your articles, and must confess that vhey io-
terest me very much.”

“You are very flattering, Mademoigelle,” said the
reporter. By the way, I want to apologize to you
regarding the unfortunate incident at the restourant
to-day.” He stopped, feeling a little embarrassed.

Colette then said, still smiling and pretending to be
surprised :

“*Monsieur, T don't know what you mean.”

Jack thought it better not to allude again to the
incident, and said, glancing at the sketch book whici
Colette held on her knee:

“You are very talented, Mademoisclle.”

The young girl burst our laughing, and giving th
journalist a page from her sketch book, which showe:
only a few pencil strokes, she said: “You see . ., .
have not vet commenced.”

A little upset at his blunder, Bellegarde said the first
thing that came into his head:

**Then, Mademoiselle, you have no fear of ghosts

Colette replied gaily: I can hardly believe there ure
such things.”

“However, it appears that there is one at the Louvre.’

“Yes; so I understand.”

*1 have resolved to try and find it.”

“Well, I hope you do, Monsicur Dellegarde.”

And, taking up her pencil, the pretty Parisienne com-
menced to sketch, thereby giving Bellegarde a hint that
the conversation—so far as she was concerned—was
ended,

Jack was too gentlemanly to trespass further on her
time and, after having saluted her, he went away, but
not without a tinge of regret.

When he had disappeared, a man who had concealed
himself behind a statue and had observed the two young
people talking, came cut of his hiding-place,

It was Claude Barijac.

As Dher father approached her, Colette blushed very

2]



m

THE MVYSTERY OF THE LOUVRE 3

deeply. He asked her in a grave tone what Bellegarde
had said, She was just poinyg o reply when Gautrais
suddenly appeared from o nciz ~l-r\mm~ room looking
very scared. He raised bis hat and said to Barjs
"Sir, may T have a word wish youn?’
With a brief gesture, Lol fother dnvited fam to
speak. )
1 “This journalist who spcke {o Mademolselle jrot

IE

ROW———
¢ “Yes, well?”
i “Fle has asked me if T«
iof the Parbarcus CGods’
t “Cwelll”
Yo YHe s \m'tmg for mv
T Welt!” said Barjee inoun m*pc:u.m. voles, “go and
¢ tell him that you will o so.’
“But, sir,” stammercd the .c\'rpo tailion by surpr
4 Do what I tell vou and don't ..rgnc," sald DBarjagc
« Gautrais hurricedly departed.
{ Then Colette got up and said to her father:
v YT wish no lmrm to corme to Monsicur Be
“Are you interested in him, then?”
raising his eyebrows,
Gutwardly discoraposed,
“1 have read his article
12 very clever; also T must o0
towards me.”

ovnbl get him ity “he "Room
L

Hegarde”
o Borjne

voung givl replied:

A (l U think he
5 vory hind

CHAPTER VI

Tuat same evening, about sleven o'
crogsed the great courtyard of the Louvra, 5
dresscdd in a dark ovorcoat, the oollar of which was turned
up, and he wore o dark fele hat which was placed well
down over his cars,

He went up to o perso
pilaster.  This person, w
sizn to the man in the ¢
’lnon with a bundle of keys,
and went with his compa
was in front of the Gale

Both men crept uo

who wvas Liding belind a
at =oving a word, made o
overzoat to follow him
he carelully opencd a door
tion into the 'ves'tihu!\:\, which
¢ des Antiques.

sl inte the gaflery, Al
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having taken the weoden barrier awoy from the entrance
door of the “Room of the Barbarcus Gods,” they wi-
locked it and entered. It was practically dark.

The man with the bunch of keys appearced to be very
embarrassed, and looked around him most nervousiy,
Then he murmured:

' Monsieur Bellegarde, my scrvices are required olse-
where, otherwise I should have been pleased to stay
with you.”

"It is unnecessary, my dear Gautrais,” replicd (he
journalist, and, drawing a Browning from the pociket of
his coat, he added: T am on my guard. Ghost or thicf,
I don’'t think he will have the impudence to rctuin
to the Louvre to-night. Anvhow, should he arrive,
¥ am here to receive him.”

He shook the keeper by the hand and said:

“Believe me, I will not forget the service which von
have rendered me.  Thanks to you, T feel that I am going
t¢ make some precious discoveries which will perhaps
be more than a match for our friend, Monsieur Menar-
dier.”

Gautrais nodded his head sceptically; and he went
away, leaving the daring reporter all alone.

A moonheam came through one of the large, high
windows.

" A ray of light,”’ said Bellegarde. “Is it a symbol?”

He looked around, confusedly distinguishing the
silhouettes of the Gods, which looked very mysterious
and weird in the dim light.

3

~ 7 7 The moonlight fell upon the statue of Belphegor, and
Bellegarde examined it very carefully, He murmurced:
“What a great pity it is, my old Belphegor, you write
so well and yet you cannot speak! You must know
all about the affair which we are investigating.”
Bellegarde suddenly remembered the already ancicit
history of this medimval statue which came from the
d"athedral of Do), in Brittuny. Centuries ago, just by
vhance, a sacnstan discovered inside the stitue a secret
place which contained several hundred pieces of gold.
Bellegarde murmured:
“Flave you, by any chance, a secret place inside 30w
wow which containg anything of interest to us?
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“After all, there would be nothing extraordinary in
that.

“Tet us then look to see what this divinity may havs
in its stomach or its head.”

And taking from his overcoat pocket a little electrie
torch, he flashed it slowly all over the statue.

He peered intc the face of the statuc which wore a
most terrible grin.  The centuries which had elapsed had
not tended to make its face more heautiful,

Bellegrade was examining the statue very carefully
when there suddenly appeared a form robed in a dark
shroud and wearing a hood which looked like a maslk,
through which one could just perceive two shining eyes.
1t was the Ghost of the Louvre, such as Pierre Gautrais
had accurately described to his chiefs,

Holding a club in its right, black-gloved hand, silently
—as if its feet did not touch the ground—it advanced
towards Jack, who, absorbed in his examination, could
neither see nor hear it.

Just as the ghost reached Bellegarde, and was going
to give him a terrific blow with his club, 2 man darted
out from behind a mass of stone, and seizing it by the
wrist, cried in a loud voice: "“Thief; I've got you!”

Jack stood up with a start and gave an awful shout.
Through the light of the moon he just perceived, twa
steps away from him—Claude Barjac, the father of
Colette, and the Ghost of the Louvre.

With a catlike movement, the ghost escaped from
Barjac’s grasp and, like a tlash of lightning, he went
towards the staircase of the Victoire de Samothrace.

Jack, who had instinctively scized his Browning,
discharged it in the direction of the ghost, who had
already disappeared into the darkness.

Barjac and Bellegarde pursued the ghost. Bellegards
saw him mounting the stairs four at a time, and quickly
followed him, but just as he reached him, the ghost
turned upon him, and gave him a most terrific thud with
the chub, which threw him to the ground in a dazued
condition.  Fortunately the blow had not injured
&im,

Some lights then appeared at the top of the staircase.
It was Menardier and his men who. while they wera



sxploring the pallery of Apoflon, hened the voiscs o
ran to the rescue with lanterns.

The zhost was jnst disappercing when Clande Doy
ran up the stadvs cod ceicd: 7 Bar the way,
him!"”

But, with a great bound, the ghost threw L
out of the ravs of the Inntern and dizappeared into
ereat shadow on the lefr of them,

Belicearde by now had come to and gob up o e
ground. He woas trying to think cut how the zhost had
come to eseape him when Tnspector Menardior and his
men approached him, and Menardier said in an oo
voice: ‘'Monsicur Peliconrde, vou he
suspected person, and [k ars 5

“One moment, " intervened Barjoe, wio hod rejomed
the group.

Y1 beg you ol Lo arrost thix men. [ was bbb
the ‘Room of the Darbaous Cods,” and T can nssoe
vou that, without me, this unfortunate man would fores
suffered just az the lkeeper, Sabarae, has done.”

At the sight of this now personage, whom he did nor
know, Menarvdier sald in o theeatening volee: W Iirsr ol
all, who are your”

Vith a brusque gesture, Barjne pulled off | it
beard and jokingly replied: " My dear Mevardier, Tthin'e

wo have failed in our game,’ L

“Chamteeng!” “exdlaimed " vhe surprised  denardior,
while Bellegarde, no loss surprized, sald: “ Chantecond
The great Chanlecoq!  King of doetevtivest™

!

CHADPTLR VL

Cuantrcon, who had just played this unexpectod role
in the drama of the Louvre, was no other than sn obd

detective of the “Siiretd Géndrale,” who, befoce the
War, was a real colebrizy owing o his many famois
cxploifs,

ry
fle won the Legion d'Honnenar and the Croix de G
te established himself as a private detective
Armistice and teok as his sccretary, of




as hic colluborator, his daughter, Colette, who was very
eager Lo assist hin.

Chantecoq wis not only well-known as a detective:
peaple new him as a man of conrnge and loyuity, to
whou they enrrnstod thelr groitest seerets,

Fow comes Chantocog to be mixed up in this atiaic?
oo few words; bere they ore:

Chantecog had heen ordered by the Ttalian Govern-
wont to find a thicl, who, after having conimitted a theit
Flerence mvscam, had hidden himsell in Paris
wothis thict was the Ghost of tue Louvre.  The
ot deteetive mnnediately came to sce the keeper,
Yierre Gautrals, who had served under his orders during
the war, and whose lite he hod saved.

Gauirads thought very highly of his old chief, and he
was 30 enthusiastic in entering into his views that he
foit that Inspector Menardier vaguaely suspected him:
Gautrais thought that Chantecoq could not fall to cluci-
dite the ghost mystery promptly.

The next day the great detective was workine in his
oftice, which was situated on the ground floor of a lictle
hotel i the Avenue de Verzy,  He also resided at the
hetel.

il coffice wus a large roomr which was tusvefully
fornizsiied and the walls were Imed with beautifully
Leand boal

ide was sitting in front of his desk, and was just
sununing up the events of the preceding day, when @
door suddenly opened and Colette entered and looked
«t her lather with an expression of great tenderness,

Chantecoqg, deep in thought, had not noticed het
presence.  Colette crept softly up to him and threw
her arms round his ncck. The detective immedintely
took o revolver out of his pocket and, turning rouand,
threatened her with it
Colette, feigning great terror, hurriedly held up her
aids. Then the detective ealmiy opencd his revoiver
and took from it—a cigarette!

Colette burst out laughing, and suid:

"I have not seen this novelty before”

"A present from the Countess de Morange,
Chantecoq.

g

I

5y

replicd
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Ah, yest The great lady whose pearl necklace you
restored to her. Very amusing; very originall”™

“Isn’t it? Now, stop laugbing, little girl; we have
work to do.”

“1 think,” said Colette, “"that we have rather a
difficult adversary.”

Chantecoq was silent.

““And you, papa, what do you think? " questioned the
young girl,

“I don’t know what to think yet,” replied the detec-
tive, who wore an expression on his face which re-
flected the doubt and anxicty which was within him.

He got up brusquely and commenced to pace slowly
up and down his office.  Then, after » moment or two,
he said: “Why did this villain attack a cumbersome
statue which would be so difficult to remove? Why
didn’t he choose a picture or some precious object instead,
and how did he cuter and how did he get out of the
place?”’

As Chantecoq spoke he went towards his daughter
who was sitting at the desk, leaning her elbows o it in-
" deep thought. Chanteceq put his hand on her shoulder
wnd said:

“Well, little one, what do you think?”

Colette awoke {from her reverie and replied:

“I don’t know whut to think about it.”

Chantecoq affectionately patted ber cheek and said:

“I rather belicve that you were thinking of the hand-
some youug man.'’

“Father!” protested the young virl, blushing.

“Never mind,”" said the detective with a whirsical
smile, ‘it will not be long before you see him again.'”

And, taking a pneumatic which lay on his desk, he
handed it to his daughter, saying: * Read this mcssage,
which I have just received.”

It was worded as follows:

rs

“31, Avenue d'Antin,
" Ted. Elysee 86.20
“Deax M. Cnantecog-—Something unforcseen
has happened to prevent me from keeping my
~ppointment of this morning which we arranged ot
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—

dght., Would  you  thereiocs
fterneon ot three o'clock

the Louvre last
kindly see me
instead ?

*Yours sincerely,
Jack BrrrLucaror
“p.S. 1 tried to get you over the telephone, bur
could get no answer, so I am sending you thic
note which I hope will reach you in good time.”

“Really !’ said Chanrecoq, ‘the telephone soivice
gets worse and worse, 1 am going to complain abwus
it.”

“ Please don’t father,” said Colette, it was my foult
—1I took the receiver off its hook.”

[ ‘NV}I‘}'? kR

“ You returned so late, and slept so well this morning,
that T did not want anyone to disturb youn,”

“Oh, indecd!” said the detective, with a smila,
“Well, now, please telephone Monsicur Bellegarde anid
tell him that it will be convenient to see him this alter-
noon at three ¢’clock.”

Colette took up the receiver and got on tc Bell:-
garde’s number.

“Hello! hello!”

“Mongieur Bellegurde?”” asked Colette.

“ Speaking, Mademoiselle.”

1 am Monsicur Chantecoq’s secretary speaking, and
he desires me ¢o tell you that it will be convenicent (or
vou to see him here at three o’clock this afternoon.”

“That's good! I will come. And, Mademoiselle, witl
vou please apologize to Monsieur Chantecoq for my not
having kept the chpuAntn’u nt arranged for this morninz

‘T will, Monsicur.’

*Thank you very much, Mademoiselle,™

Colette put up the recciver, Chantecoq, raising his
head, said to her

“Well, my little one, are you happy?"

Colette knocled some papers which lay on the desk
oun to the ground. As she picked them up, her father
noticed the excited state she was in. When she had
put them in order she reminded her father of the fuct
that they had worlk to do




CHAPTLER VIIT
THE MYSTERIOUS HUNCHBACK

Just about this time, outside Bellegarde'’s house, was
0 be seen an odd-looking personage, who was dre
m. dark clothes. ¢ was a hunchback, and had ve
hard, sharp featurcs. His fect and hands were enor-
mous, and his legs were knock-kneed, One could see
that he was trying to repair a pneumatic behind a smalil
motor-car. Every now and then lhe would glance to-
wards Bellegarde’s window, where hie could sec, through
the transparent curtaing, the figures of 4 man and woman
who appcared to be animatedly discussing sowething
—-Lhey were no other than Jack Bellegarde and Simone
Desroches’s companion, Elsa Bergen.

The night before, the reporter bad found a note from
Llsa Bergen intimating that she would be calling on
hiny in the morning to see him about something very
important, Suspecting that something very serious had
happened, Jack thought the best thing to do was to
cancel his appointment with Monsteur Chantecoq, and
to ask him to be good enough to see him in the alternoon.

lsa Bergen was not in her usual calm state.

“Alonsicur,” she had said, “ii vou had been there,
you would certainly have taken pity on poor Simone.
During all the day she did not stop crying.  She passed
a dreadful night. Fortunately, I managed to get her
revolver away from her, and also a phial of laudanum
which she had hidden in the bottom of her wardrobe.
Monsieur Jack, it is absolutely necesary that vou come
to see her again,”

“Mademoiselle,” said the reporter, ““what you tell
me grieves me very much; but remember, if Simone ig
unhappy, it is more her funlt than mine.” And with an
expression of absolute sincerity, Bellegarde continued:
** Yon, and everyone, know how tyrannical and absolutely
impossible she has been of late. Yesterday, at the
Restaurant Glycines, where I took her to lunch, she made
@ seene which placed me ip a very awloward postion,”
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“

.

“f do not deny that Simone is very difficuls .
I leave it to your conscience o tell you swhether you
shonld come and sce her or not.”

Jack thought over Llsa BPergen's last words,

1o could not bear to bhave on his conscience the denad
of this girl—yet, at the sume e, he did not wish to
resume friendship with her when he no Jonger loved o)
but had he the right to inflict such suffering upon her
which would perhaps resnlt in ber committing suicide?

At this terrible thought he could not help saying:

“As she is so ill, Mademoiselle, [ will call vound o
sce hier very shortly?”

“You will save her,” replicd Tlsa Bergen, oficrinig
her hand. I will go at once end tell her che goog
news,”

Bellegarde accompanied her to the door, then he
turned to his study.

He thought of the charming gisl whom he had been
fated to meet three times just lately.,  What a coa-
trast to Simone! He hnagined that to have Llhe love
of a girl snch as Colette must be sublime.  But still,
perhaps she was in love with and loved by somcons
already |

There was a kaock on the door,

“Come in,”" suld Bellegarde.

It was Macvie- Jeanne.  For fat fauce had lost ity v
gay and open expression and her eyes looked ag if che
had been crying.

“Monsieur Jack,” declared she, “excuse me if { ww
late, but something has happencd at home.”

“What is the matter?” replied Bellegarde in a dis-
turbed voice.

“ My husband was called away early this morning to
sec the Conservator of the Lowvre . . . he was asked f
he let yvon and Monsieur Chantecoq into the *Roomy of
the Barbarous Gods,””

“Well 2 questioned Bellegarde,

“Fe owned up that he did so, and has now been uis-
nissed,” said Marie-Jeanne, trying to hide her lears.

“My good Marie-Jeanne,” said Jack, “I om s0 very
sorry; but do not upset yourself so. [ will recommena
Gauteais to the Board of Lo Petit Parisien, and 1 aw
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gure that they will find him a situation just ag good oy
ihat which he has lost.”

“Moxsteur Jack, I knew that T counld count on vow, ™
replied the woman, giving Bellegarde o grateful look.

He went towards the doors and, turning round, he
aaid; .

** Good-bye, Marie-Jeanne, Tell your hushaud to come
and see me to-might about eight o'clock nt Le Dot
Pavisicn offices.”

“ I will tell him, Monsicuar Juck, and thank you.”

Bellegarde took his hat, overcont, and portmaontean,
and went out,

The mysterious hunchback had at last {nished re-
puiring bis tyre; he was now examining the engine i
his car, On seeing the journalist, he quickly closed up
the bonnet of the car and got into the seat,

Jack hailed a passing taxi and gave the driver Simon
auldress,  Then the hunchback put his car into action
and followed the toxi.

Meanwhile, Marie-Jeanne, who needed some air, had
opened the window, and as she did so she ¢aw the hunch-
bLiack disappearing.

A hunchback,” thought she, “Whet a pity T could!
not touch his hunch, People say that they bring gocd
Tuck.” Then she added: ' 1 {eel that this affair will bring
tad luck te everybody.”

«
i

CHAPTER IX

In a very handsomely furnished boudoir, Simone Deg-
roches lay on a black divan. Standing near her wos the
handsome Maurice de Thouars, who was regarding hev
with a look in which there was more desire than pity.
** Allow me, my dear friend,” said Maurice do Thouars,
“to tell you that you have done wrong in sending Mila,
Bergen to Bellegarde., You know quite well that he hus
geased to love you. Before you met Bellegarde you said
your freedom was everything to you. Forget Lim.”
Theuars continued: “Let me tell ycu again, Belle-
garde was the last person for you to choose,  His temiper
ament is the reverse of yours, His love could vever
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satisfy you. You are born to be idolized.” Thonars
want towards Simone, but, with a weak gesture, the
voung woman said to him: **Leave me ulone, please. 1
know quite well that you are right, but how can I listen
10 you when I do not even nnderstand my own self? "

Suddenly a look of hope passed over Thouars's face,
A little cry escaped him, Simone sat up on her divas.

Just at that moment Bellegarde alighted from the
vaxi, paid the driver his fare, and went towards the
house. Just as he rang the bell, the hunchhack’s
motor-car stopped a few vards from the house.

The hunchback, without moving [rom his seat, drew
a newspaper out of his pocket, which he slowly unfolded,
giving one the impression that he had some time to
wait and was going to pass the time by reading the news.

A chambermaid showed Jack Bellegarde into Simone's
boudoir, The latter, very excited, had laid herself
gdown on the divan again, At the sight of Jack, the
tears which she had restrained begau to flow copiously
and, raising herself wp from the divan, she stretched
ont her trembling hands towards him.

“You! You at last!” :

“Stmone,”” murmured Jack, very moved by sceing
her look so il She fell into his arms and cried: "1
can’t think that all is finished between us!”

There was a silence, one of those painful silences—
almost tragic!

¢ Jack,” continued Simone, "I ask your pardon. 1
kave done wrong! Ilove youso! Ilove you too much!”

And she sighed and said: ‘I should have so liked to
be your wife!”

“But it is impossible!” declared Bellegarde, in a com-
passionate but determined voice.

Smmone took some letters which were on a little troy
beside her.

“Your dear letters,” she said.  She opened one of thew,

Bellegarde made a gesture as if to signify that it wos
af ao use, but Simone, in a desperate voice, read:

“We must give up the ide of it. You are rick
cnd I am poor. I could not commit such a crime
zs that.”
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“Am T not right?”’ observed Juck.

Simone put the letler hack on the truy.  Then she
let her head fall on to his shoulder, she spoke o mone
but commenced to cry.  Dellegarde felt her beart beny
against his.  She stretched cnt for hix hand tinidic,
as if she feared he would refuse to give it to her sio
seized it and slowly squenzed it

Overcome by the sudden pity which, for the moment,
he thought was love, Jack gave her an impulsive kiss,
once again scaling the fics which he thought were mol* o
for ever—when, Just as suddeniy, he tho'mm of Colett:
e imagined that she was there, just near mm, and th L
she leancd towards him and murmured: “Take carc!’

And with the unconscious cruelty of a man who desired
to fnish an afiatr quickly, he exclaimed: " No 1 do net
wish to! I cannot!”

Simone [ell back on to her cushions in o grict-striclen
condition, After a short while she ot up, and Bello.
garde was astonished to sce that she was entirely frans-
formed. Certainly her dfoce still showed signs of b
weeping, but there was a look of resignation on it

The reporter, troubled by this sudden choaage, anid
to himsclf:

“What hag come over her? What is sho going ¢
tell me now?"”

Standing up, she said in a very calm volce:

“Everyining scems clear to me now. It 15 you i
are right! T have adorved you, and 1 adore vou siill
You-—vyou thought that vou loved me, when i reslicy
vou were only lascinated by me. To prolong such o
state of allatrs would bring uho'lt (nly disasier, 50 L
thinik it is better that we shoulc pmt' '

“Simone,” DBellegarde said, “it iz my turn to a0
your pardon.”

“1 repeat to you,” sald the young woman, “§ doa'c
want vou to do so. I ounly hope that you succeed
brilliantly in your career—TI realize now that I have only
been a hindrance to you. Gocod-bye, Jack; go and Le
happy!”

“ Good-bye, Stinone,” replied Bellegarde.

And taking the hand of his friend for the last timc,
he carried it to his lips, Simone turned wway oy head

’

I3
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<o that she should not see him go. When he had dis-
appeared, without a tear, without & sizn, without a
complaint, she garhered up her letters, tied them up
with a piece of blue ribbon and locked them away in
her writhig-desk—then, brusquely, she tried to get up
and walle a few steps, but tell down in a fuint on to the
floor.

Fust then Mlle, Bergen and Maurice de Thouars came
into the room,  Thourars rushed up to her and Mlile,
Eergen called the domestics.

The chanibermaid asked: " Shall I telephone for the
doctor s

“Yoes, at once!” rveplied Mlle. Bergen,

But Simone stammered out weakly:

“What good can a doctor do? I am broken-licarted!”

And, closing her eves, she fell again into the arms of
Iiza Bergen.

Poor Mademotiselle!” nurmured Julictte to the foot-
.

Mauarice de Thouars angrily exclaimed:

“This journalist, ke i1s responsible for all this.”

While Thouars was uttering this remark, Jack was
epecding away in a taxi, still followed by ihe hunch-
bk, who scemed quite determined not to leave his
prev,

CHAPTER X

{naxTECOg was just closing up the book culled " History
of the Louvre,” when bis scrvant appearcd and an-
nounced Jack Bellegarde.

Chantecoq ordered the servant to show him in,

As soon as Bellegarde appeared, Chantecoq went
burriedly towards him and, after a cordial handshake,
he invited him to sit down.

“First of all,” said DBellegarde, “‘allow me to thank
vou again.”

“For what??

Y Without vou, last night, T should certainly have
lollowed Sabarat.”

“You have nothing to thank me for,” replied Chante-
ceg, with a smile,
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"Come now!" exclaimed Bellegarde.

"1 knew,” declared the detective, “"that you wore
passing that night in the ‘Room of the Barbarou:
Gods.” "

“You knew!*

“It is my business to find things out, T also knew
that I had only to say one word to prevent you fron
doing it. I did not do it because I was only too pleased
to have a witness such as you to assist at the scene which
I was able to (oresce would occur.” Then he added:
“Have you brought the documents about which vou
spoke to me yesterday evening?"’

“Here they are,’” replied Bellegarde, giving him the
two letters signed by Belphegor.

Chantecoq took them and read them carcfully.

"This Belphegor is very audacious,” declared he ia
a grave tone.

“That is my opinion,” said Bellegarde,

“May I keep these letters? "

" Please do,” said Bellegarde.

/.olette then came into the room. She wore a moti-
in; dress of elegant simplicity and a charming cloche
ht. As she went up to her father, pretending not to
rotice the journalist, she sald gaily; ‘“Papa, I am
ready.”

“Monsieur Bellegarde,” said the detective, “my
daughter and my secretary.”

‘“Mademoiselle,” stammered Jaclk, looking {rom Colette
to Chantecoq.

Chantecoq then said: ' You had noet guessed-—"

“That is to say——"" hesitated Bellegarde.

But Colette, wishing to change the subject, said:

“Don’t you think, Monsieur Bellegarde, that my father
can disguise himself wonderfully well?"

"He does it admirably,” declared Bellegarde.

“ I do not wish to be indiscreet,” continued the journa-
list, ' but are you not ready to go out?”

" Yes," said Chantecoq. I want to go to the Louvis
witlhh my daughter. Will you accompany us?"”

“Willingly,” said Bellegarde.

About twenty minutes later the taxi stopped in the
great courtyard of the Louvre,  [ls three occupants gov

2

»
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out, and while Bellegarde scttled with the chauffeur,
the hunchback stopperd his car within about fifty yards
of them.

The journalist having rejoined the detective and his
danghter, all three went in the Palace and went to the
risht towards the staircasc of the Victoire de Samothrace,
which was absolately deserted.

They ascended the staircase and stopped.  Chanteeonq,
Elesaod with an excellent memory, had remembered the
exact place where the ghost had disappeared into the

kness, He said to Bellegarde:
“That is the place where the ghost disappeared, is
it not? "

“I think =o,” said Bellegarde.

The detective looked round him and said, pointing
his finger Lo a pillar which stood on the left behind the
stairs: ' Although Monsieur Legrand Vernet's book states
to the contrary, I think that there must be a secret
opening there; otherwise I cannot fathom how the thief
got away.”

Taking a powerful magnifying glass out of his poclet,
he carefully examined the pillar.  Very soon, in a some-
what disappointed voice, he declared:

“Tt is extraordinary-—-the column appears to bae
absolutely intact-~there seems to be no defect anywhere.
T've tapped it all over with a steel hammer, but can
find no hollow parts anywhere.

"ILet us also look at the flagstones; there may even be
some opening under the arch of the stairs” which leads
to a subterrancan passuge.”

Chantecoq thought for a moment, and then continued:

““There may be a simple hiding-place which the thief
discovered accidentally, in which he took refuge until
everybody was out of the way.”

Again the detective looked around him.

“{t was on the left that he disappenred | . . sce, a
Little this way!”

He went towards a high wall covered with a thicl
dark tapestry which he lifted up. Behind this was a
heavy oak door which had a massive lock on it,

“°Lhis door,” olserved the detective, © was condemned
a long time ago.  See how it gives!”
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And, taking a plan of the museum out ol Ius pocket,
he got ready to study it, when the cry was heard:

"Closing time—all out!”

“Then we must {inish for to-day,
tecodq.

They had reached tm courtyurd and arrived at the
place where the hunehiback had stationed his car—the
hunchback bimseclf did not appear to be init!  Suddenly
someone called out:

“Monsieur Chantecoqg! Monsieur Chantecoqg!”

They turned round and Pierre Gautrais, his cap in his
nand, stood before them.

“Wellt my good man, what is the mateer? ”” questioned
the detective.

T am dismissed from my work,” said the kecper in a
desperate tone.

Chantecoq looked Gautrais straight in the face and
said: “You know what I promised you?"’

“Then,” exclaimed Guutrais, “you wiil let me work
for you?”

““And also your wife,” said the dctwﬁ"c

“We are in need of a good housekesper,’ said Colette,
“and I know that Marte-Joanne is a first-rate cook.”

“You can count upon her,”’ said Gautrals, ' You will
be well looked after.’

“"Are you going to take my houscikeeper away from
me? " exclaimed Jack.

"1 beg vour pardon,” said Colette, “I was mnot
aware

“Tlease don't apolerize,” replied the reporter. I
certainly think a very great deal of Marie-Jeanne, but
1 would not deprive you and your father of her excellent
zervices. I will get another cook.”

“Marie-Jeannc will find you one,” replied Gautrais.

“We shall be very plensed to have your company at
dinoer one evening—you can then enjoy your late
hounsekeeper’s cooking,” said Monsieur Chantecoq.

"1 should be only too pleased to come,” said Jack.

After rordial bhandshakes, ‘I:hcy parted. Colette,
when Jack was out of sight, said to her father:

““Isn't be charming, futher?”

“Yes! as the prince of the same name!” said Chan-

o

concluded Chan-

2
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tecoq, tupping Colette's cheek, which coloured up to a
pretty pinl. .

And, taking her father’s arm, they woentin the divection
of the Carrouscl,

When they hud gone a little way, the head of the
mysterious hunchback slowly emerged from his car,
at the botromi of which he had heen hiding, As hLe
watched the detective and his daughter go on their way,
he murmured with o hideous smile on his {ace:

“I thinl thot Belphegor will be pleased with me!”

CITAPTER XTI

Tun same cvening during dinuer Coletre noticed that
her futher was very quict and  thoughttul, so she
did not tall to him.

The delective took from the drawer of his desk thoe
two notes signed by Belphegor and read thenmy agnia
aud again very carclully.

Then, taking up his magniiying ghse he serotineed
the writing, Jetter by letter.

Very soon the face of the great detective showed
some surprise,  Opening the drawer aznin, he took out
the little note which Jack Dellegnrde sent him saying
that he would be unable to come for the appointiment at
the arranged Lour. He placed it beside the two notes
signed by Belphegor and compared them with the oid ¢
his magnifying glass,

When he had finished, he scomed perturbod.

C1L s stranze,” saild he, " very strange.”’

Coletice livted her head.

C“What is the matter?” asked she,

“Come andd seel”

The young girl went over to him and, stiowing bier the
three notes, Chanteeoy continued:

“You sce these three notes?  These two have beo
sent Ly Telphegor, and this one by Juck Bellegacde.
You read all three carcfully and tell e if anything
strikes vou about them.” '

Coletirn obeyed,

1
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“Well?* questioned the detective, when she hed
&nished reading them.

“X motice that Moensieur Bellogarde’s writwg s very
distinct and bold and that Belphegor's i irveguiar 4nd
ebviously disguised.”

“Granted.  But don’t you notice anvthing elge? ™

“My God! Nol”

“You compare the ‘B’ of Bellegurde und the "B’ of
Belphegor.”

Colette compared the letters,

Then her father gaid:

“Don’t you find that these two "B's’ appear ¢ buve
been written by the same haundg?”

" Yes,” replied the girl. .

“That 15 not all,” continued the futher: “lock wiil
at the curves of the ‘C's’"

“They are the same.”

“And those of the ‘L's?’"

“ Just the same,’” gaid Colette,

And, suddenly, in a distressed voice, Colette exclaumed:

“Father do you suspect Monsieur-Bellegarde?®? -------------
The detective was silent.

It is impossible,”’ protested the voung girl in a finin
voice. ‘‘Haven't wyou said yoursell that the ghest
wanted to knock down Monsicur Bellegarde?”?

‘* Absolutely,”

“Then?”

*1 say nothing. T simply notice that his writing and
that of Belphegor bears a striking resemblance.”’

With emotion, Colette continued: 1 imagine Fel-
phegor has tried to imitate Monsicur Jack's writing,
Why dida't ke send typewritten notes?”’

"'With what object?”

“Then it would have given him less chunce of buing
found out.”

“That is exactly what I wanted to tell you,” excloimed
the detective,

" Then you agree with me?’

" Entirely.”

“Ohl I am so glad!”

“§ am, t0o,” rephied Chantecoy, “becausie thiv g
covery will help me & great deall This proves 10 g

P said Colette,
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therefore
my research

tnat Belphegor knows Bullegarde,
Yellegarde’s circle thet T mnst cow
at once.”

Suddenty one of the panes i the windows of Chan-
tecoq’s office flew into piecer, cud a rcund pebble o
which a letter was attached fed ot Coletie's feet,

With a bound Chantecoq ran towards the window,
which he quickly opened. The porden in front of the
Louse was deserted, but it seen to Lim that o darik
formi went quickiv into the Averve Verzy ond di
appeared into the Jorkness.

Chantecoq’s first thoupht wax te rash wfter this
urknown person,  But, nn rcflection, he kuew it would
be a4 waste of thne, ag the aggressor had by now a good
gturt of him and no doubt he bad carefully planned out
a way of escape. He closed the window again and re-
turned to Colette, who had picked up the stone and
handed it to her father, <Chantecsq undid the thick
thread which attached the letter to the stone. He
then took the letter out of the covilepe and read as
follows:

ENERS

Uiovgsrcur Ceantecog-~Ths s a picce of good
advice,  Cease occupying yoursell with me or harm
will cemie to you and your duaughter.

U Brrenicer,’?

Chantecoq exclaimed: “Therc—it 1s the height of
impudence!”’  And he continued: “Well, we  will
seet?

But s eyes suddenly rested on his daugs
durtely an expression of distress spread over his face,

“"VYou seem  disturbed,”  said  she, “Sarely  the
threatenings of Belpheger do net have any effcet en
you, do they?”

I it were o question of wysel!)” continued the detec-
ive, Y should only luugh at thom,

CONCLTHC s’

“Father—~—you imust do your duiy.”

" Remember, my dear, just before yvour mother died
she made me swear that T would toke ber place and look
after you,”

ter,  Imrme-

¢
‘




o0 THE MYSTERY OF THL LOUVRE
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“And mother made me promise to look after you,”
said Colette. ‘' Father, I'm afraid § shouldn’t love vou
quite so much if you acceded to Belphegor's vequest.”

“Set your mind at ease,” allirmed the detective,
“Now, thanks to you, I icel stronger thaun ever.”

CHAPTER XII

It was night time. Outside Mlle. Desroches's hotel nne
could sce only two windows which looked on to the
garden that showed any light—the one on the fivst
floor which was Simone’s room, aud the other on the
ground floor, that of the salon, where, through the
transparent curtains, one could sce the figures of IMlsa
Bergen and Maurice de Thouars, They had just left
Simone who, after passing a very bad day, had at fast
become drowsy,

Maurice de Thouars scemed particularly agitated. He
said in an angry voice:

“Itis too much!  Isimply can’t stand it!”

“Monsicur de Thouars,” said the companion calinly,
“will you let me give you advice?”

Thouars shrugged his shoulders.

Mile. Beruen continued:

“If you wish to attain your desire, vou must have
patience.”

“I know that I have a friend in you, and you lnow
how T love Simone—1 would even go to hell for her.”

A clock struck the midnight hour,  Mlle, Bergen
rang for Julictte.

When the chambermaid appeared, Mlle, Bergen said:

“Go and sce if Mlle, Simone needs anything.”

Juliette replied:

“I went to her a little while ago and gave her a cup
of camomnle,  She told me she wanted to go to sleeps,
aned that she wasn't to be disturbed.”

Y Never mind, just run up again and sce that she is
all right,” ordered Mile. Bergen.

The chambermaid obeyed.  After having reached Lhe
top of the staircase, she very softly half-opencd Mile,
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Desroches’s door and lcoked in—the room wus it by a
single night-hght.

Simone was sleeping soundly.

At thar moment a strauge scene was toking place
i the garden, .\ hunchback was Lo he seen there, and
thare was o shadow gliding towards some trees—and
this shadow was the ghost of the Louvre!

Dressed in his black shirouw! and hood, he went towards
the haif-open window of the boudoeir of Simene, He
coutiously opened it and, without making the leoast
noise, got inside the room. With the aid of a huitern
which he held in his haund, he crept quictly lowards
Mlle. Desroches's writing desk—opencd ib with o pick-
lock, and after o minote or two he took cut the letters
which Simoune had pat in one of the drawers. Just ther
he heard a volce. Tt was Jullette's voice, She had
returned to Elsa Bergen and was saying: “Mlle, 1s
sleeping soundly.”

‘With stealthy steps the ghost went towards the
window, but on his way he knocked against v picee ol
furniture on which was a china vase.  The Jutter fell f¢
the ground and made a territic crash.

On hearing the not Muurice de Thouars, Alle,
Pergen and the chambermaid all cove a start,

"There ts somceone i Simone’s room, ™ said the com-
panion, and Mourice de Thouars went up to the bovdoir
and opened the door wide.

Thouars gave a yell. e had just seen the ghost in
the act of climbing over the edge of the window,

Courageously he rushed after him, but he was not
quick enough to prevent the myvsterious personage from
getting away.

At the same Uime MPe. Bergen and Juliette had
joined Thouars. He had time to see the ghost go all
alony the house. The two women cried out in terror.
Thouars, taking a revolver out of his pocket, shot in
the direction of the ghost who, crossing a pathway,
disappeared behind a bush in the gardea.

The young man then went outside, leaving the two
women alone.,  The neighhouring dogs had commenced
te bark, and servanits quickly appeared having been
awakened from their sleen by the noise.
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Saddenly the door opened, and Simone in her pieht
attire entered, looking very fightencd and pale. She
took refuge in Mlle, Rergen's an

Meanwhile the servants amd Thouars wora ssarchin |
every neok and coraoy of the gronnds,

Simone was clutehing bold of one of Mile. Dergon's
hands and one of Julictie's, repenting between shiveris
teeth:  “Oh! the ghost! the ghost! whan suddenly her
eyes fell upon her writing-dosk., She took her han
away from the compunion and Julietts and rushad over
to i, The drawers werr hall-open.  On soazching thoe
drawers, she saw that Jack's letters were misaing, and she
called out: “ Jack’s letters-—someons has stolen Jack's
lettorst”

Mlle. Bergen and the charmborinoaid took har o thow
arms and tricd to pacify her.

Maurice de Thouars reappenced, Lus revolver ta hand;
pehind Lim followed the chanficur and gardener.

“Sirnoene!”’ cried he in an agontzed volcs,  Fie rushoed
ap to her, but Mlle, Bergen kept him back.

“And the ghost?' said Mlle. Bergen

Maurice de Thonars gravely replied,

“He has disapnearad!’”

3




PART IT






Tr was onine o'clodk in the morning  Coo oche little
balcony adjotning hiz hotel Chantecod wes aitang o
a comlortable vouking-chair quictly reuding o news.
paper.

Chantecoy lifted up his bhecel as hie heard tontsteps
coming along one of the gravel paths, He saw Dierrs
Gautrais cominy towards hitn, accompanied by a man
of wbouat thirty years of age. The mun had with him
an asgistant who held Cwo noguiticent Danish dogs on o
iead.

Chantecor got up and 4 3 thom,
presented Monsiar L

arabot, a dog-fancier in the Rue

“This is Monsizur C
St. Tonord,”
YAl you requestod
['ve brought you I
clever doos.”’

“Are they in geed (orm 27 sand Chancooog

“You have only to ivole at thom, ™ saikd the seller 1
a confident voice, Then he bmmediately ordersd L
assistant o release them teom the fead,

The assistagt obeyed,  Monsicur <o
window of the hotel where two Loarder
and said simply: © Got ™

Pandore and Videcqg rushod lorvward, chimbad over
the balcony, leaped thirouzh the window and disappenred
tike lightning into the howse,

“Lat 1ol observad Chancecodq. 7§ hope thal
will not destroy anyihing belonging to me.”

“"You ncedn't be afraid,” il the divector, ani
taking a whistle out of his pociel, he blew 18 loudly
Tmmediotely the dozs caumne roshing towards bim and Ly
down st his leat. '

“Bravo!” suid che derective I a satisfed voice

The divector gve bis tstant some orders

: =y
voie,

sicur Chantecod, " said Carabor,
and Vidooq, my two most

67

oo open
Wwore sitting,
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The assistant went and bent down over the air-hole
of the cellar, and drawing out of his pocket a metal
suw, he pretended to interfere with one of the bars.

It was not even necessary for Monsicur Carabot to
sy the word. A look towards the dogs was sulficient
fur them-—they rushed forward; one jumped at the
<ssistant’s throat and the other seized his leg, It was
obvious that the latter conld not move unless he wantod
to be devoured.

Monsieur Carabot again blew the whistle and instau-
taneously the two dogs released their grasp of the assistant
and came and sat down at their master's feet,

" They are marvellous,” declared Chantecoq, taking &
eheque-book out of his pocket, “"How much do you
want for them? "

“Fo you, Monsiear Chantecoq, the price will be
thiree thousand francs.”

Then M. Carabot added:

" Yesterday I refused four thousand to an Amcrican;
anyhow, I'm sure they will be in good hands with yonu,
and also it will be good publicity for me!”

Chantecoq wrote out a cheque and handed it to M.
Carabot,

“They are called Pandore and Vidocg,” said AL
f"arabot,

On hearing their names, the two beasts pricked wp
thoir cars and wagged their tails with joy.

“Go and tell your wife to prepare them some food.”

“Marie- Jeanne,” explained Gautrais, “has taken a
new houschkecper to see Monsicur Bellegarde, but she
von't be long.”

“Well, I must say ai revolr, Monsieur Chantecoq.
You can rest assured that you will be well guarded.”

Colette was putting some flowers in a crystal vase
which was on the detective's desk.

“Good morning, father,” said Colette., Then she
anxiously asked: "Any news?”

‘“No, nothing yet,”’ replied the detective. " And you;
you haven't been dreaming of Belphegor too mueh,
have you?”’

I have never slept so well.”

A telephone bell tang and the detective took up the

a4
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receiver and Nstened. Evidently the communication
was important, for Chantecoq shawed pgreat surprice,

And ag he put the receiver up, Chantecoy gaid:

" Belphegor js still being impudent.”

“What hag he done now?’' questioned Colette.

1t appears that last night the ghost of the Loivre
got into Mlle. Simone Degroches's house.”

“The friend of Monsieur Bellegarde ?’" euid the young
girl, her checks slowly losing their colour.

Without appearing to notice Colatte, Chantecaq Corn-
tinued:

“He hag takes o packet of ledters written by the
journalist that Mllc. Descoches bad locked up, during
the afternoon, in o writing desl of which ¢he alone bad
*he key.”

As if he gpoke {0 himsclf, e muattered:

“Why this new theft ., to procure a specimen o
Fellegarde's handwriting?  That would be a silly thing
to do!” Then he added: " Belphegor must certainly
know his writing, for he has succceded so well in copying
many of the letters, samples of which I have in my
drawer in my desk. Really! this affair gets more and
worg invelved.”

“TFather,” observed Colette, “arc they gure that the
ghost of the Louvre committed this theft?"
~ “Mlle. Desroches’s companion, whe telephoned me
just now, gave such 2 descripticn of him that there van
be no shadow of doubt.”

“It iz really extraordinary,” murmured Colette,
trying not to show the excited stare that she was in.

"So extraordinary,” said the detective, “that I am
going te Mile. Desroches’s house at once.”

Just as Chantecoq was saying this, the door burst
epen and, red ag a tomate, her hat on one side, and in &
very perturbed condition, Marie-Jeanne entered the
ToOMm, CTYing:

“Monsienr Chiantecoqg-—Mademoiselie Colettel™

She fell into an amchair and Colette caid:

“What ig the matter?”’

“Monsicur Jack was not at his bouse, and the cave-
taker told me that he had been away all night. I called
at the offices of Lo Petit Parisien, and was told that they
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had not scen Monsicur Jack since yesterday evening
at about cight o’clock. I fear that harm has come 1o
him!t”

“My God!” said Colette, and Marie-Jeanne wipad
two large tears away which were trickling down Lier
cheeks.

Chantecoq was thoughtful,

The news of the disappearance of DBellegarde Lol
absolutcly nonpliussed him—not only because it de:
all previous calculations that he had finnly fized in i
mind, but alto because it proved that the young reporter
of Le Petit Parisien was not sincere in Lis [ricndslup
towards them.

““Father, I fcel that harm has come to Monsicnr fack.”
“Calm yoursell, my dear!””

Chantecoq continued:

“Have you still faith in me, my child?”

“Of course T have, father.”

“Well! my dear, in all frankness, T feel convineod that
not only is Jack Bellegarde living, but that he will dine
with us to-right. Now I must say au #evelr, as T must
go and call at Mile. Desroches’s house.””  And remeun-
bering Belphepor's note that be had received the day
before, he added: ' Promise mie¢ that you will not le:
here in my abscnca!’’

“Yes, I promise, [ather.”

CHAPTER II

Arter having ordered Gaulrals to watch the house very
carclully during his sbsence, Chantecoqy catled on Mite.
Desroches.

He was received by Elsa Bergen and dMauarice de
Thouars. The latter scarcely ever left the house now.
Both Elsa Rergen and Thouars gave the detective a
detailed report of the events. After they had finished,
Chantecoq asked:

“What time was it when you saw the ghost?’™*

“ Lleven o’clock,”” replied M. de Thouars.

“Could you show me the piere of furnitnee which
ventained the stolen letters? ™
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“Will vou kindly follow me,” suid Mlile, Beroen,

All thiree passed out of the salon into the houdoir,
M. de Thousrs toolk the detective towards the wricdng-
desk, which wes still open,

“Nobody has touched anything 27 sald A Chantecoq,

fe

“wothing.”’

“Where exactly were the letters:’

“Only Mle. Desvoches can tell vou that,” replied
the companion; “bat I am afraid she s very ill owing to
this disturbance, and I doubt if she will be in a fit
stele o tell you.”

The detective did not incist.

He cxamined the writing-desk very carefully anc
found that it showed no sizns of having been tampered
witll in any way.

It s evident,” concluded the detective, “that the
thief—who has not domaged the dezk—must have used
an extremely improved cnd modoem inztroment, unless
he succeeded In obtaining an umpression of the lock;
the latter would benr out miy inferences, viz. that it
waould be neevssary to ook for the culprit amongst the
friends of Mlle, Desroches.”

“Perhaps,” obzerved Mlle, Berpen, “a photograph
of the impression would help youre”

“WNo! I'm alraid it wouldn't,” said the detective:
“and I'll tell you why. Irom the description which you
gave me over the telephone, the thicl who eanwe here is
the saume as he who visited the Louvre two nights
ago.”

“What! you have seen him:" exclaimed the com-
panion and Thounrs simultaneously.

““As I sce you now,” replicd Chantecoq.  And in ¢
sharp tone the detective continued: 1 noticed that nc
only did he hide his face under a mask, but he had h
body wrapped in a kind of black shroud, and he wore
some black gloves which would enable him not to betray
himself with fingerprints.”

“Fortunately,” continued the detective, " we have at
our disposal other means of investigation which we can
avail gurselves of~——"  He stopped, reflected a minuts
o two, and then asked: *Where was the ghost when
you saw him 2™
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“He was in the act of climbing out of the window
here,” replied M. de Thouars,

Y1t is emceedingly curiousi’” sald Chantecs AL
a brief silence Chantecog exulaiiawd bisquely: Aoy !
also explore the gurden?”

“Certainly,” said M. de Thouars; “and T will b2 jom
guide.”

“You are very kind.”

Chantecoq observed the ground very careinlly—thies
appeared to be no sign of any footprints—the branches
revealed no breakage, and the leaves did not seem to
have been bruised at all. He therefore came to tho
conclusion that Belphegor had not hidden there. {hasn-
tecoq said nothing of this to Thouars. “They then went
all over the garden and came down by the wall whi
enclosed the hotel,

The surface of the wall was absolutely smooth—thera
was no trellis work covering it; it was freshly paintod
and bore no marks showing that anyone had scaled it
The trees in the grounds were not near enough 1o tie
wall to be an aid to anyone to climb over; moteover,
there was a covering on the top of the wull of brok n
glass.

Still silent, Chantecoq, followed by Thouars, walked
along the whole length of the wall—by which there was
a flower-bed-—but nothing appeared to have been dis-
turbed there.

Suddenly Chantecoq stopped. He found that he waz
in front of a little door which was painted in a dark green
shade, the lock of which v-as covered with rust inarks.

““Where does this lead to?’’ asked Chantecoq.

“To a little street,” replied M. de Thouars, “which i
called, I believe, Lilac Road.”

Chantecoq tried the latch—the door did not move.

“The door has been condemned for a long timw,”
declared Thouars.

They went on and came to a very high building of vue
storey, the architecture of which was very bizarre and
ultra-modern, On seeing it, Chantecoq asked:

“What is thai?

“The studio of Mle. Deusroches,” sald Maurics dda
Thouars,
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em———

They went quite near to it, and Thouars opened the
door so that Chantecoq could sce inside.

After having looked carefully round the studio,
Chantecoq said suddenly in an interested tone:

“Who knows if the ghost has not succecded in hiding
himself under one of these divans, or even in onge of these
huge chests?"”

“ It is impossible,” said M. de Thouars. ‘At night the
door of this studio is always locked, so he couldn’t take
refuge therc., However, Monsicur Chantecoq, if you
wish to see———"'

“Don’t bother,” said the detective and, giving a
peculiar smile, he said:

*“ It is necessary to ask one’s sclf whether Belphegor has
wings or not.”” Then he added: "May I again examiae
Mlle. Desroches’s writing-desk?"

" Certainly, Monsieur Chantecoq.”

Chantecoq and Thouars then returned to the salon
where Mile. Bergen awaited them.

Chantecoq went to examine the writing-desk, and with
the aid of his magnifying-glass he looked carefully at
the lock; he wanted to see if the thief had used a false
key or a special picklock.

“Well?” asked Mlle. Bergen of M. de Thouars in 3
low voice,

“He hasn't discovered anything,” replied Thouars,

“I am surprised. He appearcd to be rather embar-
rasied!”

The companion was just going to speak to Thouars
when she suddenly saw Simone come into the roont.

“*Simone!” she said, ' What imprudence!”

On hearing these words, the detective turned his head,

Simone looked wvery pale. She was in her deshabille
and came forward with a hesitating step on the arm of
her chambermaid,

' Monsieur Chantecoq,’”” said she, in a weak voice, *1
knew you were here,” and, forcing a smile, she added:
* Have you made any interesting discovery? ™

“Nothing definite yet,"” replied the king of the detec-
tives, ‘‘But if it does not tire you too much, perhap:
you will kindly give me some information ? "

“Ask me anything you wish, Monsieur Chantecogq.”



P AT ORIV TSN PRV T P TONT VI
Uil IRE OMYSTERY G TiHi LOUVRE
—

“Iid the ghost steal some of your letters?
n L]

“some intmate letters?

“Some intimate ones,”

“Anything else?”

** No, Monsieur.”

“You are quite sure of ity”’

“Absolutely sure,”

“These letrers, from what Mlle, Bergen wld me over
the telephone, were those of Jock Bellegarde?”

“Yoes, Monsicur.”

“Thank you, Mademoiselle, for the information.”

simone still appeared to be very upset. She tool the
detective by the hand and implored him not to leave
her.

“Simone, I bey of you, calm vourself,” advised Eisa
TLoTIen,

CWe are here to look witer you,” exclalmied M. de
T houars,

“Have no fear, Mademoiselle,” said Chantecoq, 1 am
cortain that the ghost will never appear in your house
again,”’

" Nevertheless,”' objected Shnone in a trembiing voice,
“ e visited the Louvre on two consecutive niglitg.”

The detective replied:

“He did so, ‘tis true, but be
Be did not attain his object; while here

" While here?” said Simone.

“ He has tuken all that he wanted,” replied Chantecoq,

* Jack's letters,” sald the young woman.

With trembling lips, she continued: “ That is exactly
whaot frightens me. The ghost certainly wants to use
thiese letters against him—Utor revenge. It is drcadlull”

* Jack Bellegarde is well able to look after himself,”
replied Chantecoq.

simone continued: “Listen to me, Monsieur Chante-
cog.  What I have to tcdl you is very serious; it muy
throw some light on this gloomy affair.”

Then she added: '*About forty-eight hours ago 1
received a note signed by Belphegor, which threnwned
lack with the most terrible calamities if he persisted in
anterfering in this Louvre affair.

I}

ause, on his first visit,

’
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“You understand me, don’t you? " she continued, Uk
khe thief is not discover=d, [ sitnply can’t live "

Chantecoq looked down at her and thought tn himacl:
“Poor woman! how higbly-strung!”

Then in a loud wvoice he continued. " dludemoeaile
vou can rely upon me—TI already know Monsieur Belle
garde—we are on quite friendly terms.”’

“Thank you!” stammerad Mile, Desroches, closing

her eyes and letting ber head fall on to one ol {he
cushicns on the conch.

Chantecoq was just about to take his deparfare wi
tiie companton calicd him oside and saied:

“Monsicur Chautecoq, may we inform the polic
now? "’

Chantecoq thouzht [or a [ew scconds, then he de-

clared gravely:

“Not yet.”

“Very well, Monsicur Zhantecoq, we will kzop silont
50 long as you deem it necesse

CHADTER ITT

Ir was four o’clock in the alternoon,

The detective went into the house, hung up his Lot
and coat, and sat down at his dask, He opened the
drawer which contained Belphegor's notes, and also L

one that Jack had scat, and placed them before hin,
Then, talung hold of his magnifying glass, he examin!
the documents again,
‘1t is extraordinary,’
compares them, the more one has the impre

" murmured he, 7 The more ona

i
ion thi
certain characteristies have been written by the snoe
hand. Nevertheless, 1 feel swre that Jack Bellogacde
cannct bLe the ghost of the Louvre, as the latter Lus
attempted to assassinate him twice. This Delplwrey
certainly the cutest forger of my acquaintance!”

A sound of footsteps was heard in the room, it |
Colette, In a trembling voice she said: “ Father, b
you learnt anvthing of interest?”

“The information which I have obtained at il
Desroches’s house s convinced me more than ever (hog

5 ks
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Belphegor wants to throw the blame on Jack Bellegardo
for the misdeeds which he has comunitted. ”

“Then,"” said the young girl, in a trembling voice,
"my presentiments have a foundation.”

“Colette!™ reproached the detective firmly, I don’t
scem to recognize you these days—you appear to have
lost all your self-control.””  Then he added: "As to Jack
Bellegarde, T don’t think it will be long before we see him
again.”

"Provided that Belphegor has not killed him, as hs
¢id the keeper, Sabarat,” said Colette.

*T would stake my life that he is alive,” said Chante-

Scarcely had Chantecoq said this sentence than be
heard his dogs bark. He got up and went towards the
window,

“Heavens!' said the detective, I was right. Here
is Monsieur Bellegarde!”

Colette, suddenly becoming gay, joined her father ..\
the window,

Gautrais, after having quietened the dogs, accom-
panied the reporter to the house, Chantecoq welcomed
him at the door of his office.

On seeing Bellegarde’s pale and drawn face, Chantecoq
said: " Where have you been to? "

Bellegarde replied:

*I have just managed to escape being assassinated.”
Then he continued: “I was at the offices of Le¢ Peiil
Parisien yesterday, in the act of correcting some proofs
wf my article, when the telephone bell rang,  On angwer-
ing 1t, I was informed that my friend named Dermont,
who is, by the way, a celebrated painter, was very
geriously ill.

“Imagine my surprise! I had met him the day
before in the Boulevard Montmartre, and he then
appeared to be in perfect health, The person who tele-
phoned me, one of his neighbours, said that Dermont had
been knocked down during the day, and was suffering
from concussion of the brain and had not gained con-
ccionsness, Omn hearing this, I did not hesitate to take
the train to Nesles-la-Vallee, where Dermont lives on a
charming estate, I have had some very enjoyable
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times there with him. Two hours later, T reached
Nesles Station.”

“What time was it? " interrupted the detective.

“About eleven o'clock.”

“Very welll  Continue,” said Chantecory.

The reporter continued: "I started out to walk to my
friend’s house. 1t was a dark night, and on cither side
of the road were great bushes. After walking about
three hundred yards, I saw a car standing near a heap ol
debris. It was a dark-coloured car. A chauffeur
dressed in overalls, who had a black moustache and
was wearing a cyclist’s cap well down over his eyes, was,
with the aid of a lamp, in the act of examining one of
the back whecls of the car.  On hearing the sound of my
footsteps, he turned round and called out to me:

“‘Can you give me a handt’

"I went up to him, and he said: 'I think that some-
thing has gone wrong with my car. It is very annoy-
ing!’

g‘I leant over him in order to help, when all of a
sudden I received a terrific blow with a bludgeon on the
nape of my neck which literally stunned me, and T lost
consciousness, When I came to, I was lying in the car
which was travelling at full speed.  Someone whose face
I could hardly see was holding me. [ noticed that he
was a hunchback and that he held a revolver in his hand,
which showed me clearly that he was ready to send me
to the other world if I showed any signs of struggling,”

Bellegarde continued: "I remained quite still and
‘closed my eyes. Some minutes later the car stopped on
a bridge under which flows the River Oise. The
chauffeur got out of his scat, opened the carriage door,
then taking hold of my legs, and the hunchback at the
same time taking me by the shoulders, they got me out
of the car. Holding my breath, and keeping as still ag
a corpse, X said to myself: 'They are certainly going to
throw me into the Qise, and that will just suit me well,
because U'm a jolly good swimmeri®”’

Colette could not suppress a terror-stricken cry,  Jack
Eellegarde looked at her tenderly; but Chantecoq, with
a sign, ordered the journalist to continue,

Bellegarde continued immediately; “What 1 had sur-
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mised was right. Both of them, without the least hesi-
tation on their part, and without the least resistance on
mine, threw me over the bridge into the viver in i
middle ¢f a backwater, The night was dark . . . 1
swam and hid mysclf bebind a hage buttress of the bridgs
in order to let my assassins think that I had disap-
peared.

“My ruse succeeded. Five minutes after—which
seemed to me to be as long as a century—during which
time the hunchback and chauficur wete having a good
look in order to assure themsclves that T had not come
to the surface, I heard the roar of the car's engine—it
sounded as if the car was being driven in the direction
of Paris. 1 was saved!

1 then swam towards the bank, When I reached i,
I almost fainted. It was day when I came to, and I
felt just as if T had been awakened out of a henvy sleep,

1 took the first train to Paris, and, wiihout cven
going home, I came direct to sce you, becaunse I wanted
to inform you of my misadventure.”

“My danghter and I began to feel uneasy about you,”
declared the detective.

“You see, father,” observed Colette, “that I wos not
far wrong.”

“As to myself,"” said Chantecoq, with a smils, I
must say I felt very puzzled once or twice.”

‘“‘Belphegor has kept to his promise,” said the reporicr,
“because 1 feel certain that it was he who knocked me
down."”

“Say rather that he wished to ossassinate you,”
replied Chantecoq.

““Then,” exclaimed Bellegarde, “you think that it vwas
not he who gave me the blow.”

‘It was impossible! At the precise moment when you
arrived at Nesles-la-Vallee, Belphegor was at Mle, Dos-
roches’s house.

“Would you mind examining these letters very care-
fully?”

Jack did so, and after a moment or two Chantecog
continued:

“Don’t you notice anything strange about them?”

“Ne, T don't,’” said Jack,
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“Don't you think that there is a similarity in Bel-
phegor’s writing and yonrs?®

At first sight, 1 did not notice it, but T see now that
you are quite right.” And, looking at the detective,
he added: " Aud vou infer——=:=:>">"

Chantecoq said:

“1 conclude thot Belphegor has made his accomplices
do that trick so that he can cast suspicion on you.”

The reporter exclaimed: “But it is abominable.”

Very quictly the kinyg of the detectives said:

*On the contrary, 1 think it is splendid,”

Chantecoq continued

“Listen to wme. You must agree with me that e
are just beginning to see daylight,  Now, aren’t we cer-
tain of two things? The first 15 that Belphegor i3 not
an isnlated criminal, and that he has accomplices ready
to do all the things which he orders them to do.

"“Well, then!” artded Chantecaq, "haven’t we also
proof that Belphegor is trying to maosquerade as your-
self?

“Cranted!” said Juck,  "What do you want me to

L2

do:

Chantecony brusquely veplied:

“ Disappear.”

“Disappear,”” exclaimed Bellegaxde, "It is trapossible:
Ity v

The detective continued: “Or rather live here, un-
known to cveryone, and it will allow me to sct a trap for
Belphegor in my own fashion in which he cannot (il
to fall.”

“Monsieur Chantecoq,” sald Bellegarde, ' for some
time 1 have admired you, but now that 1 keow you
intimately, I have absolute confidence in yvon aad 1
should be ouly too pleased to help you in this ofiair,
which I feel sure will have sensational results,  Of course,
I quite see that il you wish to lure Ielphegor into a
trap, it will be better that he believes me to be dead,”

" Then you agree,” said the detective,

" Excuse me, I've not finished,” declared Bellegarde.
“Unfortunately, 've no near relatives, buat I have
yeany good friends, T'm pleased to say,

" And there is my newspaper——"
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Chantecoq objected:

“You will recetve warmest congratulations from your
Chief,”

‘I must have time to think,"”

Chantecoq slowly raised his eyebrows and olked at
his daughter. Then suddenly someone knocked on th
door.

“Come in,” said the detective,

Maric-Jeanne appciared with a parcel in her hand and
said:

““ A messenger has just delivered this for Mlle, Colette”

Colette unticd the parcel. It was a beautiful box of
thocolates. With a smile, she said to Bellegnrde:

“Monsieur Bellegarde, you spoil me!"’

The journalist looked surprised and said:

“Mademoiselle, you are mistalien, I haven't sent
you this present.’’

“But here is your card,” observed the detective’s
daughter. Colette then showed Bellegarde the card on
which was engraved the name of;

JACK BELLEGARDE,
Avenue d’Antin, 31

More and more puzzled, the reporter said:

“Mademoiselle, I give you my word of honour that
I did not send you these chocolates, even although this
card appears to be identical to those T use.”

The situation was clear to Chantecoq, and he said:

“Ah! this is the work of Belphegor!”

Chantecoq took hold of the box and asked Colette
and Bellegarde to follow him, He went to the fur end
of his office, opened a little door, through which they
passed. They were in a small, well-lit roora—Chantecoq’s
taborutory, :

“It has no suspicious smell about it he declared.
“However, I will bet "

Chantecoc got up, weut towards a cupboard which con-
tained many phartuaceutical bottles of all sizes, and
each bore o label giving the name of the liquid it con-
tained, The detective took hold of one of these, returned
o the table, pourad about half the contents of i tato
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one of the smallest testing tubes and threw the broken
chocolate into it.

Jack and Colette looked on in silence,

At the end of a few moments Chanloeoq took hold of
the testing-tube, held it dp to the light and looked at
it. The sweet gradually broke up, and numerous brown-
coloured globules settled to the bottom of the tube,
forming a greyish sediment, thus separating themsclves
from the other products which the chocolate was com-
posed of.

Chantecoq declared in a trembling voice:

“Now, I am certuin of it; these sweets are poisounad.”

Colette went pale and Bellegarde exclaimed:

“The thief has kept bis promise—after me; you and
your daughter, What a mean trick to do—how in-
famous!” Then he added angrily: “ Belphegor will
stop at nothing in order to achieve his object.”

“This thief planned out his plot very well,” said
Chantecoq. ‘‘After having got rid of you, he wished
to get rid of Colette and I, and to lay the suspicion of
his crimes on you,

““Well, what is your decision?”

The reporter answered:

“1 think you are right—T had better disappear!”

“Good,” said Chantecoq, gripping him by the hand,

CHAPTER 1V

As we have seen, Chantecog had not been suceessful in
capturing. Belphegor, but at lcast he hud discovered a
little concerning him—he was not working cutirely in
the dark; but Inspector Menardicr, in spite of all his
endeavours, had found out nothing at all,

Menardier gave orders that excavations wore to be
made in the interior of the museum. Detectives were
instructed to watch suspected persons, but not one of
them was able to find anybody who could be accused of
being the ghost of the Louvre,

The police officers were very puzzled about it all and
the public began to get unnerved; severa! navspapors hal
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already severely criticized the cificiency of the police
in this matter.

Hlonzienr Ferval had a privite talk with Meanardicor o
order to sce if, between them, they couldn’t throw sorm
light on the affair.

“Aonsienr Ferval,” declored Menardier, ' we inve
discovercd anything, and in this we are not alone,
There is our friend Chantecoq.  I've heard from a good
source that e himself is very perplexed.  The moie 1
rack my brain, the more I say that for the ghost to re-
turn on two consccutive nights to the 'Room of il
Barbarous Gods', and not to hesitate in pusas i
Sabarat, it clearly shows thai he had some ver

motive, not just mercly o desive to steal o valuatle
object.”

“Well1' said M. Ferval.

“That's just what enrages me.”

Menardier replied:

"J have often been ordered to investigonte aifans ont
i the Last, ond whilst there T saw for myself that there
existed many seeret socleties,  They were extremcly
powerful and had branches everywhere,”

“We know that,” said M. Ferval,

“That is why,” declared Menardier, I wondered il
the stotue of Belphegor would not serve as « hiding-
place for onc of these numerous societies,””

U Ay dear Menardier, what you relate (o me iz only
suitable for one of Picrre Benoit’'s novels, It is very
thrilling and, no doubt, the great popular novelizt would
make a very good tale out of it, but a detective such as
you must not be hmiginative; besides, you hove already
stated that the statue of Belphegor was o entirely
massive block of stone.”

“That's true,” sald Menardicr, “but T've since thougnt
that it might have a secret straclure inside it.”

“Come now! clever and shrewd as you are, il tnis
structure existed, you would have already discovered it

“1I'm pot so sure of that,” sald Menardicr, “'But {
mtend to set a trap for him in the ‘Room of the
Barbarous Gods’ one of these nights, But still, he
must guess now that we are on his track and he won't
dare to appear again!”
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“Yes, e will, if we put him on the wrong track,”
satd M, Ferval.

* Perhaps

“Wait a moment,” said M, Ferval; and he seribbled
the following lines, which he afterwards read over to
Menordier:

1R

“We learn that Inspector Menardicr, who wuis
otdered  to  investigate the Louvre affair, has
departed to-day on a confidential mission to an
unknown destination.

“The ghost of the Louvre, finding it impossible
to pass the frontier, may be taking refuge in a little
village in the north, where no doubt he will soon
be captured.

“We will say no morve, so that we don't interfere
with the police’s policy. Let us therefore wait for
some revelations which will not be long in coming
to light.”

‘When he had finished reading the above, he continued:

“ I am going to send this note to the Press immeciately,
30 that it appears in the third edition of the cvening
papers.’’

Then he added: “You will remain quietly here in the
voom at the back of my cffice, where your dinner will be
brought to vou. Then about ten o’clock you go to the
Louvre with two detectives whom you may choose
vourself, You will hide yourselves in the room i
gquestion and if, as I hope, the ghost is duped by ous
communication and returns to the Louvre, then this
time he won't escape you.”

“No, Monsieur, he certainly won't,”” said Menardicr.
“And I bope that we shan’t have need to usc oiu
revolvers, and that we bring him back alive.”

1f you do that, my dear Menardier,” concluded M.
Terval, “you will be the one to be called ‘King of the
Detectives,” and not Chantecoq.”

Obeying his superior's orders, Menardier went to Lhe
Louvre with his two men, and in accordance with their
instructions, they hid behind two large statues in the
“Room of the Barburous Gods,” and Menavdier in an
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enormous basin where he entirely disappeared from sight
Through the large barred windows which looked out
on to the courtyard of the Louvre, the moon was shin-
ing on the head of the god Belphegor, still lying at the
foot of the pedestal, on the mosaic flagstones which
were stained by the blood of the keeper, Sabarat.

» 3 % * L]

At the same hour, a strange scene was taking place
inside the Saint-Germain IAuxerroir Church which
stood in front of the celebrated column of Perranlt.

In the middle of the chancel, the little lamp, the red
light of which must never be extinguished, shone in
front of the altar, All of a sudden, the door of a con-
fessional slowly opened. A shadow came out, then
another. They were the hunchback and the man in
the overalls! ‘

The man in the overalls carried a large portmanteaun
in his hand: they both glided quietly behind the altar.
They stayed there for a moment and listened. No
noise was heard! The hunchback then took out of
his pocket an electric lamp and, lighting it, he pointed
it towards the ground.

He knelt down and touched a flagstone, in the centre
of which one could still faintly perceive the outline of
a fleur-de-lys, which had been sculptured in the granits
many centuries ago.

Slowly the flagstone displaced itself, showing a large
hole, and then a narvow stone staircagse. The hunch-
back and his companion went in, and as scon as they
were inside the fHagstone clesed back into its place,
After having descended about forty steps, the two men
reached a corridor, the roof and walls of which were
made of heavy stonework. The ground had imany
cracks in it through which the Seine slightly percolated
owing (o its proximity. As they went along, enormous
rats scampered about. After they had gone about a
hundred yards, they stopped in front of a massive oalk
door which was ornamented with great rusty iron bind-
ings in the fonn of a shamrock,
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The hunchback knocked three times.

‘The door half-opened, and the two accomplices passed
through it into a kind of crypt in the form of a rotunda.

A lantern hung on the wall, and its light shoue on a
sinister human figare sitting on a seat,

1t was the ghost of the Louvre!

Its body was draped in a black shroud, and its head
was hidden by its hood-—it seemed to be waiting for the
hunchback and the man in the overalls who, a minute
or two afterwards, approached it respectfully,

The man in the overalls put down the portmanteaa
at the ghost's fect. The hunchback, at the same time,
held the electric lamp and withdrew from the bag a
tube of the dimension of those air-battles which are used
to inflate motor-car tyres.

Then the hunchback spoke in a low voice to the ghost,
who listened attentively and approved by raising his
head.

Then, after having replaced the tube in the port-
manteau, the hunchback got up and said: “This time,
Belphegor, the victory is ours!”

The ghost took out the air tube from the portmanteau,
which the hunchback had just put in, and slipped it
under his shroud. He went towards the door and opened
it wide,

Preceded by the hunchback, who had relighted hie
electric lamp, and followed by the chauffeur, he went
towards the Louvre.

Belphegor and his two accomplices, after having
walked about a hundred and fifty yards, arrived in
front of a staircase exactly similar tc that which the
secret opening gave behind the altar of Saint-Germain-
UAuxerrois, They noisclessly ascended it and found
themselves in front of a wall.

The ghost laid his finger on the centre of a smalf
stone in the wall, which slowly came out of it. The
wall then half-opened without the least noise, showing
a large hole, through which Belphegor, the man in the
overalls and the hunchback passed, and they found
themselves on the landing of the Victoire de Samo-
thrace—the same place where Chantecoq and Bellg-
garde had previously seen the ghost disappear,
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The three of them descended the steps and reached
the landing below. Belphegor then made a sign to
the hunchback to extinguish his lamp and alone he went
into a dark cerridor.

Creeping along, he attained the catrance to the “ Rooimn
of the Barbarous Gods,” and, standing still, he put the
instrument which he held hidden under his shroud on
the ground.

He kuelt down and unscrewed the top of the air-pump,
thereby allowing the somniferous gas which it contuined
toc escape. He pointed the tube in the direction of
Menardier and his two men; then, geliing up again,
he waited-—motionless and invisible.

From the bottom of the basin where he was lying
Menardier, who, by the way, had wonderful hearing,
heard a slight sound, and he raised himself up and
peered around him.

Tt seemed to him as if one of the detectives who was
hidden behind a statue fottered just as though he had
becoe suddenly giddy.

Menardier noticed that he began to feel a little dizzy
himself. He got up out of the basin, and at the same
time, his colleague fell down on to the flagstones.  With
heavy head, shaking legs, and feeling half-suffocated,
Menardier approached him.

Just then the other detective came staggering cut of
his hiding-place. On sceing him, Menardier managed
to seize him by the arm, but the man slipped down on
to the ground at the side of his colleague.

Graduelly tecling worse, the detective endeavoured to
walk a lew steps; but suddenly he stopped. A frighlen-
ing spectre wus coming slowly towards him through the
darkness.

Menardier mechanically put his hand towards his
revolver, which was in one of his pockets, but he had
not the time to seize it . . . the ghost was near him,
holding a bludgeon in his hand,

Gathering up his last strength, which seemed abouk
to leave him at any minute, the detective seized Dei-
phegor’s threatening arm, and, at the same time, he
fifted up his hood which entirely concealed his face,

A cry escaped him.
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The mysterious thicl wore a musk to protect hima
¢t the somnilcrous gos.

STt
Lrarting backwards, the ghost got avwuy out of Menar-
dier'’s grasp.

Menardier tried o seize hold of him again, but he
colapsed, ina fainting condition, on to the ground just
by the bodies of his two colleigmes,

" Belpheyor then leant over the three men in turn and,
malsing certain that they would be unceonscicus for some
tine, he whistlod,

The hunchbacl aned the man in the overalls appeared.
Both of then wore o mash stmilar to that of Belphegor,

The three of them crept up to the statue of Bel-
phegor, which was still lying in the same place. They
it not stay there long,  On a sign from the ghost, the
two agsistants took hold of the pedestal of the gtutue,
and, not without cifort, they skilfully and silently tared
it sideways i1 order to uncover the part of the flagstone
on which it rested.

Daring this operation the ghost remained motionless
with his eyes riveted on Menardier and his colleagues,
who appeared to be as rigid as the marble and stone
images which surrounded them.

It was only when the pedestal was pushed aside and
the piece of ground which it covered could be scen that
Belphegor turned his head away from the three detectives.

The ghost examined the ground while the hunchback
stood over him with the Inmp,  In the centre of o flag-
stone there wos a fleur-de-lys.  This ropresented the
arms of the Valois, and the ghost touched it firmly with
his black-gloved fingers,

Slowly and noiselessly {he flagstone woved, showing
a large hole at the bottom of which was a voluminons
chest,  Then the ghost made a sign to the two accom-
plices, and they stretched themsclves out on the pround,
one on each side of the hole, into which they both put
an arm,

Their hands met and seized the metal handles fixed
at the two ends of the heavy chest. They pulled the
chest out with great ditficulty and put it near the stotue
which was turned upside down.

The ghost examined the chest,
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On the lid, which was made of Cordova leather, some
royal arms wers faintly to be scen, above which one could
just deeipher the iditials of Henry 1II, King of I'rance

Oné of the four iron bindings which surrounded the
corners of the chest was nearly detachied,  Delphegor
pulled it off entirely and examined it. Then, without
gaying a word, he pointed to the door of the room.

The two men carried the chest on their shoulders,
the weight of which made them bend down a little.

After having thrown the iron binding down on the
ground, the ghost, with the lamnp in bhis hand, went to-
wards the corridor, followed by his two accomplices,

The hunchback picked up the air pump which lay at
the entrance to the door. All three then ascended the
staircase of the Victoire de Samothrace and raached th
landing.

Belphegor again performed the npecessary operation
to open the secret entrance.  Some mirutes later they
entered the crypt.

The man in the overalls, who was in a state of per-
spiration, laid the chest on the ground. The hunchhack
and he took off their masks, Then the man in the
overalls, without losing a moment, turned the three
locks with the aid of a cold chisel which he had talen
out of one of his pockets. He opened the lid.

The hunchback immediately held his electric lamip over
the box, and Belphegor—who was in front of bim—could
not suppress an exclamation of surprise; a crv of victoryt

The chesgt was filled witl mavvellous jewels and picces
of ROld!

The man {n the overalls put his hund in the box and
brought out a handful of coins which were marked with
the c¢iligy of King Henry LI, As he put them back
ogain into the box the hunchback, in his turn, tock out
o most magnificent crown set with precious stoncs,

“The diadem of Catherine of Medicis,” murmured he,
ahowing it admiringly to the ghost,

The ghost then whispered some words to the hunch-
back and the latter replaced the crown into the box and
with a knife tried to mowve one of the iron bindings, bat
he was unsuccessful.

At the same hour, Simonz Drzsroches wias lving on hee
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bed, appearing to be in a deep sleep.  Her face looked
very pale—nearly bloodless.

After Chantecoq's visit to her, he had been stricken
with a violent fit of choking and everybody felt con-
vinced she was going to die. When the choking had
subsided, she went into &« state of prostration and had
to be carried to her bed.

Distracted, Maurice de Thouars decided to go for a
doctor, but just as he was going Simone came to herself
and declarced that she did not wish to sce a doctor.

Ilsa Bergen tried to insist on a doctor coming, but
Simone was obdurate and would not give way, and she
looked at them both with an expression on her face
which seemed to say: “I feel that everything is finished
¢« « . let me die here in peace!”  After that she fainted.

The companion did not leave Simone for a single
moment. Towards eight o'clock she seemed a little
better—she breathed more freely and her lips had lost
the violet tinge which had worried Elsa Bergen.

Mlle. Bergen told Julictte to inform all the servants
of Simone’s serious state of health and to ask them to
move about the house very quietly.

Towards midnight, the companion rang for Juliette,
whom she ordered to remain on duty, She crept softly
towards the door to open it for her and said in a low
voice: *' It scems as though she is a little better now—
anyhow, she i3 very quict; you go to bed now and I'H
stay with her.”

Juliette was very devoted to her mistress and wished
to stay with her; however, after a great deal of persuasion
from the companion, she went to bed.

Mlle. Bergen locked the door and was sitting down on
a chair near Simone’s bed, when the clock of a neigh-
bouring church slowly sounded the midnight hour,

An hour later, the car of the hunchback was stationed
in the Avenue d'Antin, a few houses lower down than
Jack Bellegarde's residence.  But thiz time it was the
man in the overalls who was sitting in the seat. From
time to time the latter looked towards the young re-
porter’s abode. It was clear that he awaited somecone,
"T'his someone was no other than the hunchback who, at
this mornont, was occupied on ofher business,
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After having entered the apartment of the journa-
iist, with the aid of a complete set of false keys, the
bunchback went into his othee, the windows of which
were sealed and the eurtains drawn,

When he had closed and bolted the door he turned
on the clectric hght, extinguisiied his torch which be
puton the table, and after having looked carvefully round
ihe room, he went up to the bookcase.

Taling hold of a fow of the books which were in the
siddle of the centre shelf, and putting them under his
left arm, he felt in one of the pockets of his overcont
and took out an object which he quickly put at the baclk
of the shell from where he had talen the books; he
then replaced the books on the sheld,

Going up to HBoellegarde's desk, after having chosen—
with his experienced eye—one of the keys from his
bunch, without the slightest ddiicnlty he oponed one of
inedrawers,  He putabundle of lettors inside Lhe drawer
amd then the iron biuding belonging to the chest, which
I took out of one of his other pockets.  IHe carefully
closed the drawer, relit his lamp, extinguished the electric
tight and went into the ante-room, and from thence into
the vestibule; he turned the key of the door and went
to the hall-porter’s box and said to the porter: " Cpen
the deor, please!”

A click, and the hunchback found himscli in the
street, He qguickly rejoined  his colleague and they
drove away.

CHAPTER V

Tur first rays of down fltered across the roofs of the
Louvre.

Very soon the day-keepers of the Louvre arrived,
shus hberating their colleagues who had been on duty
Jduring the night, and who-—under the instructions of
the Management 2ud of Menpardier—had kept a care
ful watch on the “Room of the Barbarous Gods.”

* Anything happened ?” questioned (he day-keepers.

“No! Nothing!” declared the night-keepers.  One of
the night-keepers said, voicing the opinion of all the
others:  “It’s all over now! If we want to lock up



THYE MYSTERY OU THE LOUVRE

Sabarat’s assassin it is wo use to look here for hini, |
am sure that he must be far away by now!”

Pierre Gautrais’'s succcssor, a youny man named Albert
Droguin, who had been with the Management for only
a fow montihs, weut into the gallery of the Antiques,
together with another senior keeper named IPather Bizot;
the latter was ordered to guard the statue of Venus de
Milo and the other marvellous statues which surrounded
it.

Droquin, who was usually very gay and very com-
municative, seemed Lo be quite the reverse on this day.

“What is the matier with you?’ grumbled Father
Bizot, looking at his colleague with a jeering glance.

“Nothing, Father Bizot!”

“Have you a bad head? Anyone would think that
yvou'd been at war with the devil himself.”

“"No! indeed!” replied Droquin.

“Welll what is it? Are you unhappily married or
what? " said Father Bizot.

Then Father Bizot added: “Come now, be frank!
there must be a reason.  You're frightened to find your-
self where the ghost has visited, Now then!”

“No, I'm not,” protested Droquin., ‘' Only—-""

“Only what?”

“Welll cach time that T come on duty I trembie in
spite of myself; it scems to me just as though [ sce our
poor Sabarat dying ot the foot of the statue and weally
saying: ‘The ghost! the ghost!’”

Then Droquin added: “ And I say——-

Droquin stopped, then he said: “ Father Bizot, doa't
you notice a funny odour?”’

The old keeper suiffed into the air and said: “ Heavens,
nol”

“T assure you that if . . , anvone would think that
a bottle of medicine had been spil.”' And looking
around the “ Room of the Barbarous Gods,”" he shouted
out: “What is that?”

He saw Menandicr and the two colleagues bying in-
animate on the ground just where {iclphegor and his
accomplices had left them.

“Father Bizot!” shouted Dwroquin, ““Tather Bizot,
look there!”

i
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They both mervously went towards Menardier whom
they immediately recognized. They found that Menar.
dier and his two colleagues were still breathing.

The old keeper told Droquin to go and inform the
Conservator as quickly as he could.

When Droquin had gone, I'uther Bizot leant towards
Menardier who seemed to be half~waking., Several other
keepers, who had been attracted by the noise, then rushed
into the room. Some went and looked at the three
detectives; others stopped in front of the large hole whers
the pedestal of Belphegor’s statue had been.

“’The thief!” said one.

“The wretch!” said another,

“This time he has three victims!’ said another.

“Neot” said Father Bizot, who was the only calm ons
amongst them. ‘‘Don’t you see that they are living?"”’

Menardier and his two men were beginning to show
signe of life, and when M. Lavergne, the Conservator,
and M. Rabusson, his assistant, arrived with Droquin,
Menardier was half opening his eyes. Aided by two
keepers, he got up, looking very dazed. Several times
he passed his hand over his forehead, saying:

“It is ridiculous! I must have been dreaming!”’

After having looked at the two other detectives, who
had also gradually come to, M. Lavergne approached
Menardier and said to him:

“What has happened?”’

" Ah!it's you, Monsieur!” sald Menardier in a sleepy
voice,

“Yes! my {riend, try and pull yourself together and
tell me—"’

' Monsieur, you couldn't imagine it!” gaid Menardier,

" Ah! you've seen the ghost?"”

"Yes! Monsieur! and I swear by the heavens above
that I thought my last hour had actually come!”

While everybody was lstening to Menardicer, an
mmaculately-dressed, elderly man, wearing a grey felt
hit well-drawn dowa over hig eyes, entered the room.

It was Chantecoq.

Noticing that everyone was occupied with Menardier,
he looked round the room and his eye fell upon the large
hole out of which Belphegor and his accomplices had




THE MYSTERY OF THE LOUVRE &z

taken the chest containing the Valois treasures. Then
he noticed the iron binding which had been thrown down
by the ghost and which lay quite near to'the hole.

The detective bent down and picked up the iron
binding,

At that moment Menardier was saying: ' Tt is fortunate
that the thief did not assassinate all three of us.”

There was a murmur of sympathy from everyone.

Then Menardier continued: “In my career as a detec-
tive, I have never been mixed up in such an extra-
ordinary drama. I wonder whatever will come.next?"”’

A vibrating voice was then heard: " I'm just going to
tell you, my dear friend.”

Everyone looked up and, o their surprise, they saw
Chantecoq standing before them.

On seeing the great detective, Monsieur Menardier
frowned and said dryly: " Well, what is he interfering
for?”

Chantecoq noticed the hostile reception that Menar-
dier gave him and, without getting annoyed, he pointed
in the directon of the large hole and said in a calm voice:
*There has been a treasure hidden there!”

“A treasure?”’ repeated Menardier in an incredulous
voice.

“Certainly !” said the great detective. “A treasure
enclosed in a Renaissance chest.”

“ But what makes you think that?”

*This iron binding which I have just picked up ncar
that hole.”

Chantecoq showed the iron binding to M. Lavergne
and added: *' I think, Monsieur, that [ am not mistaken!”

“Indeed! said M. Lavergne, "this piece of ironwork
dates back to the 16th century.”

“Allow me to point out to you that it bears the
Valois arms,” continued the great detective.

Menardier said in a mistrusting and almost aggressive
voice: It ig only a supposition,”

* Which is confirmed,”” said the king of the detectives
by the fact that the ghost put you and your colleagues
to sleep with the aid of somniferous gas.”

At these words Menardier looked displeased. And
Chantecoq, patting him familiarly on the shoulder,
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added: "Don’t yvou think it fortunate that the chost dud
not use asphyxiating gas?”

Menardicr bit his lips,

A messenger appeared, carvving a lebtor addecssid
to Menardier,  The hatter opened it with a trembling
hand, As he read the conwents, an cxpression of joy
and almost of triumph pazsed over his face, And i
a self-assured, and somewhot duefiant toue of voice, he
said to Chantucoq: “dlonsienr Chantecoq, f you will
kindly be at the quay Orfevres about five o'clock this
afternoon, I think 1 shall have some good news for
you,”

The xing of detectives quictly replivd: "L shall b2
there, my doar [riend.”

Menardier, addressing M. Lavergne and his assistont,
said: " Messieurs, 1 think I can salely say that it will
not now be long before the ghost is i our clulches.”

And turning towards Chantecoq, who had  not
appeared to be at all interested in Iis remuark, he said to
him in an ironic voice: * You see, Police Headquartois
still know how to go about their work.”

“I have no doubt about it, my dear blennrdeer,”
replied Chantecoq in a polite tone of voice,

“Then, so long, Monsicur Chantecog!™

“So long, my dear Menardicr!”

Menardier then went away with his two colleague.

Chantecoq slipped the iron bindiny which he held in
fiis hand into his pocket,

CHAPTER VI

In the large salon of Simone Desroches's house, Ilisa
Bergen and Maurice de Thouars were receiving sav
friends, who—having learnt that Simone was wvocy
seriously ill—had hastened to sec her,

The companion, looking very desolate, wus talkiv
to two wsthetes, who were listening to the bad news
which she had to tell them. Maurice de Thouwars v
speaking to a youmg woman painter,

“WIll vou allow me to go and sec her—just {ov o
minute, ne longer— merely to kiss Lier,” said the painter,

oot
I
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it i Dmpossible, Mademoiselle.  The doctor will
wlow no one Lo see her, e will se wrwly allow me to,
end with the exception of two nurses, who wait on her,
10 [)m(v i .ollow« Lo o into her room.”’
Then, T shall vo, Au Madomoiseliet”!

CAu nfwlr.”

And the young womn painter went oni, looking so
very forlorn that one would have thonght that she bad
dy F"l‘o‘"ul Uw* lw; I of

The {wo wst! 3
wanuies lml tnc 10«)11“411 announced

roness 1o I

The baroen
bor; shorushed oto the

Your tele ae s et ol order,
Buroa Pa Lobderoon with o
fook on his & as those neey
tinnk m potiung bul thomachves) oo ashod:
‘*1:1‘013‘ Our poor :Au i is ot i daagery
‘.}HD Borgen replicd seally: " \We bave aot piach hepe,™
“What does Lhe doctor syt -
‘Shmene won't recvive him,”’

“But we must foree her to do so'

Mme. Papillon then fell down on o g
fanshand, who had forced a sad ¢ ession on
wenl up to Maurice de Thouars ad she !
hand, and said:

“Now, tell me all abont it.”

L«)nm_'llmb, with difitculty, the
these visils caused him, Maurioe ¢

“For some little time the healnd
has causced us ;m:v;jwf"."

*She Joesn't > her health, (Ius she¥

" Alas! yos; but what Lo I wil ¢
hoead i3 the visit of e ghosi !

Cn hearing the word ghost, the bar

“The ghose!” crled sie, witving hey
“the phost! Ahl don't speak to me
seoms to me that 1osce ban ever prowlivg about me.
Y Raroness! Calm vourselfl Bon't think such things| ™
! the compa,nion. Then she &

we who hove seen il

o

A fowr

L
ol

O N i
AN {
cor, and sl oo et

2

2

o l UG supied:
v ol our dear Siinere
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“Tf I'd scen him, I should have died,’ said the baroncss:

And she continued: ‘I have been thinking about
going to our Courteuil Castle, which is between Dreux
and Mantes.” -

“It is a wonderful place, isn’t it?” declared DMlle.
Bergen. ‘' Our poor Simone visited it last summer, and
she told me that the Daron had most marvellous art
treasures there.”

Mme. Papillon continued: ‘It seems to me that with
the shelter of thosc high, thick walls behind the drasw -
bridge which we had specially built, we shouald liawe
felt very safe; but my husband's secretary, MMoustcur
Luchner, has dissuaded us from going. He said thaot if
the ghost wished to visit us, he would get in our castle
just as easily as in our hotel in Paris, so I shall stay here
But I'm so upset—I[ can't get any sleep at all.

“This ghost, I see him everywhere; during the night;
during the day. It is dreadful!” she added.

And suddenly shrieking out, she pointed a trembling
finger to the door which had just opened:

““Here he is!’’ she cried. ‘"It is he! It is he!”

“Why, no!l” said Elsa Bergen. "It is our footman,
Dominique.”

“I have just come te remind you that Monsicuc
Chantecoq has been waiting for you a quarter of an
hour,” said Dominique.

“Chantecog!’’ exclaimed Baroness Papillon. ‘' Chan-
tecoq, the king of the detectives! Oh! show him in!
Show him in quickly, I want to sce him. I want to
place myself under his protection, "

"“Dominique! Show Monsieur Chantecoq in,” ordersd
Mille. Bergen.

The footman went out and returned a- few minutes
after with the celebrated detective. Mille., Bergen
presented him to the Papillons.

Chantecoq bowed to the baroness, who looked at him
with terror in her eyes. Then Chantecoq greeted tha
baron and Monsieur de Thouars.

Wishing to break the ice, the companion said:

“Baron Papillon is a connoisscur on antiques. Ile
possesses  a  wonderful collection of knick-knack:,
Amongst his maay valuables, he has o beautiful pastd
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by Boucher, of the Marchioness of Pompadour, and
he has a wonderful communion cup from Benvenuloe
Cellint.””

Just at this juncture, Baroncss Papillon intervened
and said:

“Monsieur Chantecoq, you are soon going to arrest
the ghost, aren’t you?”

Chantecoq replied with a smile:

“I sincerely hope so, Madamel”’

“If not, I shall die!” continued Mme. Puapillon.

“But I don't see why you should be so frightened of
the ghost—is thers any reason why he should attack
you any more than anybody else?” said Chantecogq.

““Well; as Mlle. Bergen has just told you, we possess.
imany beautiful things.”
© “Of course, they certainly would be a temptation for
a burglar!”

"¥ou realize that, then!” said Mme. Papillon,

“Te at rest, Baroness. From investigations I have
wnade, Belphegor (that is the name by which the ghost
i3 kaown) appears to be extremely clever; evidence of
this is indicated by his attainment of the object which
Le had in view.”

“What was that?”’

© The Valois treasure!” said Chantecoq.

“The Valois treasure!” exclaimed Elsa Bergen,
Maurice de Thouars and Baron Papillon simultaneously

“ Absolutely,” replied Chantecoq.

“Then there was a treasure hidden in the Louvre?”
quanstioned the baron.

“ YVes—under the statue of Belphegor,” said Chantecoq.

“And the ghost stole it?”

“In a very short space of time," replied the detective.

“When wag that? ™

“T.ast night.”

Y Really ! exclaimed Mme. Papition, “our Patis police
don’t'seem to be very wide awake,”

“Detective Menardier has assursd me that e is on
the track of the bandit, and that his arrest will only be
& question of hours.”’

“Oh! I can breathe more frecly now,’
Ianilon, :

gaid Mmas,
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“Welll Tothink we may as well be going now,” cone
claded the Baron.

“Yes, I thirk we may,” acquicscod the Daroness,

“In order to Lring you back to vour old =l sabd
the Baron, "I think I'Il take you to have a cup ol tea
at Versailles,”

"Dao please,” veplicd Mme, Papilton,

Then the hare-brained woman added to Mlle, Bergen;

“Poor Simone! please remember us very kindly to
ber. Tet’s hope that she'll soon get botter, ol revaly,
Mademoiselle,” '

After having said good-bye to everyone, the Boron
and Baroness departed, and Mie, Bergen said with a
sipeh

“Two extraordinary peopie; she 15 especieily un
Learable!”

Chantecoq continued: ' 1 <aw that she annoyed yon
arel Iotried to get rid of her.”

"And you succeeded, Moasicar Chantecog! Maay
thanks!”

“Iosuppos
Valols  tre
Thouar:

“Not at oIl protested the king of the defectives,
“it is absolutely true!”

“Then Detective Mennrdier told you that he was on
the traclk of the thief?"

"Yes!  Menardicr thinks that he kvows who Del-
shegor is cnd that Lo will captuee him, 1 am certain
hat Menardior is on o ditferent track from the one 1
am following aud that he has made a big mistalie,  Now
you have the reason why 1 amy continuing my inves-
tigation of thiz mysiery.”

It dg, In fact, a mmysicriods busin
Fergen gravely.

“That 1s why,”” concluded Chantecaq, "' T've come to
ark Mlle. Decsroches for some information.”

“Alas,” replied the companion, “she is not well
enough even to understand you, However, perhaps I
can reply on her behali—Simene docs not have many
scerets from me.”

“Welll Mademoisclle,”

i
]

K}
'

sodd Mile,

' cortinned the great detcctive,
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I shall not hesitate to put an extremely delicate mmtmn
to you—you are not bound to answer if, but rtos ot
great importance to me.’

" Tell me what 1t 13, Monsteur?

“Were those letters stolen [rom Mlle, Diosvochos of
such a naturce as Lo compromise the wiiter:”

Mile. Irergen thought for a wmoment, thon looking
straight into the detective’s eyes, she said;

“"Do you suspect Jack Bellegarde to be

With a bucl gesture, C]mnccwq stopped her and
said:

“1 have just told you, Mademoisclie, [ hive no sus-
picions; I am scarc Ainj,f for them.”

Chantecoq coutinued in a grave tone:

“You understand now why I attach so much trupoe
tance to your reply.”

“Monsieur Chanteceg,” continued the companion,
““don’t imagine that for one moment I want to aveng:
myself on a man who has so cruelly made my poor
Simone suffer. I am above such a thing.”

Maurice de Thouars approved the words that the
companion had uttered by nodding his head.

Mlic. Bergen continued:

“Well! to tell the absolute trutl, these letters—and
Simone made me read cvery one of them—contained
certain passages which would be indeed embarrassing
to the person who wrote them.”

The companion was just geing to continue to spealc
when Julictte, the chambermaid, rushed into the room
and said in a trembling voice:

‘*Please come quickly! Mademoiselle is worse

Mlle. Bergen followed the chambermaid to Simonc's
room,

Maurice de Thouars then got up to follow them, and
turaing towards Chantecoq, he said:

“Will you excuse us, Moasieur? ”

“On the contrary, it is for you to excuse me,"” soid
Chantecoq. I was not aware that Mlle, Desroches wau
so seriously ill.”

“She is dying of a broken heart,”" said Maurice da
Thouars in a gmf stricken voice, Then his eves flashed
with anger and he said spitefully:

bRl
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" This Bellegarde is the cause of it.”

De Thouars accompanied Chantecoq as far as the
ball where the footman was waiting to show Chantecoq
out, then he rushed up the stairs to the first floor.

When de Thouars arrived in Simone’s bedroom, Iilen
Bergen, Juliettc and a nurse were forcing her to lie
down on her bed. She was delirious—her eyes had a
scared look in them and her face was distorted. She
was waving her arms about in the air and saying:

" The ghost! the ghost! I seeit! It is there! It ig
there!”

With a great effort she managed to get away from
those who were trying to hold her down. She rushed
towards the window as ii she wished to throw herself
out of it.

Mlle. Bergen and the nurse ran after her. They
successfully caught her and put her in a chair; all her
strength had not left her—che was prostrate and her
eyes were closed.

After a little while, she revived somewhat, and
murmured in a very weak voice ‘n which there was still
a trace of great distress: '‘Jacl ! Jack!”

Maurice de Thouars said to 1h: chambermaid:

** Juliette, go and look for a priest; it is the end—
she is dying!”

CHAPTER VII

{n accordance with Chantecoq’s orders, Jack Bellegurde
remained hidden in the detective’s recidence, Plerre
Gautrais was faithfully guanling him with the aid of the
two dogs, Pandeore and Vidocq.

A room situated on the first floor had been reserved
for the journalist at night but, during the day, it had
been decided that he should remain in a little room sit-
uated at the back of the house, the windows of which
iooked on to the garden. To prevent anyone seeing into
the room, they had taken the precaution of lowcering
the blinds.

Colette had chosen some books from her father’s
well furnished booli-case which she thought migbt
interest her guost,
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After Bellegarde had thanked Colette for the books,
she said to him:

1 was afraid that you were bored.”

“I bored, Mademoiselle} that is impossible, especially
when you are here”’

Colette slightly blushed. Then she said, without
daring to look at him:

“Then my company is agreeable to you?”’

“'More than you can ever imagine.”

“You flatter and surprise me,” said Colette,

“Surprise; why?”’

“Because I am such an ordinary kind of girl.”

“Is it that you're so very m.odest or are you trying to
tease me? I don’t wish to make you a banal compli-
ment,” continued Jack Bellegarde, “but I can only tell
you to stand in front of your mirror and you will see from
your reflection that you are adorably pretty!”

In o playful tone of voice the young girl replied:

Do you imagine that I never look at myself in the
glass, then?”

“Well, if you do, you don’t see yourself.”

“But I'm not blind.”

“Fortunately not, Mademoiselle, or I should have
been very discouraged.”’

“Discouraged ? "' questioned Colette,

The journalist suddenly looked very sad and ashamed,
and said: .

“"Mademoiselle Colette, I have not the right to answer
vou.”

X V‘Thy ? LR

Bellegarde was quiet.  His lips moved, but no sound
came from them. Then he sadly shook his head,
thereby showing Colette that he wished to keep silent.

Very much moved, Colette asked:

“Monsieur’ Jack, have I unconsciously caused you
any pain?”’

"No!" protested the reporter, and incapable of con-
trolling his agonized feelings any longer, he said:

“Mademoiselle, fet me tell you,”

Do tell me!” said Colctte,

When Colette said this last sentence she appeared
50 sweet and so sympathetic that Tack felt immediately
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encouraged to confide everything to her. e said, in a
voice which was at first hesitating, and which aftec-
wards became gradually firmer:

“Mademoiselle, the first time [ saw vou, 1 [elt drawn
towards you, When I exchanged a few words with
vou, it seemed Lo me that you kept yoursell very alool,
and it was this aloofness which partly attracted me to
vou, I wanted to have o long talk with you, but some-
how vou prevented me from doing so.”

“How did T prevent you?"

"By your glance! 1 grant you that I saw e indigna-
tion or anger in it. What I saw was freshness, charia
and innocence. I at once guessed that vou must e
the possessor of a pure and unstained soul.”

Then Bellegarde added:

“You have never been out of my thoughts feom the
very first day I saw you.”

“Haven't I?" said Colette, slowly lowering her head
For a moment she dared not look Jack Dellegarde in
the face.

Then the journalist continued:

“You remember the next day when, just by chance,
you saw me with a lady at the Glycines Restaurant
%o which incident you have tactfully never alluded.”

“T have forgotten it!” said the voung girl.

The young reporter paused for a moment, thea in a
grave voice he continued:

" Mademoiselle, what I have to tell you is extremely
delicate.”

“Tell me! T am not a child or even a schoo
straight from a convent,”

"I know that, aud I also know that you possess
worldly knowledge; that is why T am going o refer to
the unfortunate Restawrant incident.”

“But what good can you do by referring to it?”

“Welll I'm afraid that perhaps you gained a bad
impression of me, and I want to get the affair cleared up.”

““As you wish to refer to this incident, 'l tell you
emphatically, far from laying any blame on you, I
pitied you with all my heart.”

“I swear to you, Mademoiselle, that this situntion
was created quite unconsciously by me,”

{sil'i
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Then [k went on 1o add:

X haed only lived for my worl mitii the day 1 happened
to mect the lady you saw at the Restaurant,

“Oh, yeu won't hear any bad werd from me on the
subject,  To speak (b of her would be an injustice and
a cowardly thing to do!” added Boliegorde,

Coletic ratsed her head i agrecment,

“We were cortainly mever made for ecach other,”
declared Bebllegarde,

And he added with o sicldy smile:

“You have been able to see that for yourself.”

Colette, In repressing a sigh, asked a tttle timorously
"5t you have loved her?”

I thought I loved her,” replicd the reporter.

I'ecling that Colette wag net sutlicient]y convinced,
Eellegarde said:

"I T bhad renlly been in love with her, do you thin
that T would bhave broken off the friendship:™

* But she?” murnmured the daughter of the deteetive,
“she must still suifer very much.”

*She also thought shie loved,” explained Jaclk,

“How do you know?"” said Celette, “the jealousy
which she has shown regarding you only goes to prove
how much she was attached to you.”

“Fler love i3 only a passing fuucy—-it is not a iasting
one, A fascination, if you will,

I, myself, was the first to realize our mistake,
agre2 that it would have been better if we had both
realized it at the same time, but T think that later on
she did begin to fecl that way, because at o recent
interview—the last that we shall ever have—she end
by saying that she thought it would be better if wo
didn't se¢ each other again.”

YTt ds all very sad,” concluded Coletre, In e com-
passionate voive,  Then she added:

It must be so terrible it you are truly in love with
a person and that person dees not reciprocate your love.”

Jack was perturbed by rlicse words and was ju
going to reply when the door opencd noisitly and Ma
Jeanne appeared In a very agitated condition, Hes
hat was tossing about on her head and her face had
Jost its wsual ruddy colour—it was as white as a ghest’s,

Toe
2

i
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"Monsieur Jack,” she said, “what do you think the
latest rumour is? Evervone wants to say that vou
are the ghost of the Louvre!”

And Marie- Jeanne, breathless, fell down oa fo a scat

CHAPTER VIII

CorLerTE and Jack did not appear to be perturbed on
hearing the revelations of Madame Gautrais.

When the cock had regained her breath, the journalist
said in a kindly voice:

“Now, my good woman, tell us what you know.”

““Ahf don't speak to me about it, Monsieur Jacki’

““But I must know what has happened.”’

“Yes, you are right. Ixcuse me, Mademoiselle
Colette, I don’t know what I'm doing; to conderan you,
Monsieur Jack, you, such an honest man! “When they
saw that my husband wasn't in this affair, they accused
)voulli

Interrupting, the journalist said:

‘"Come, Marie-Jeanne, explain yourself, please!”

“Well”"; continued Marie-Jeanne, ““as you ordered
me, I went to your apartment to get the different
things which you required. I was just in the act of
getting your pyjamas and socks out of your cupboard
when someone knocked three {imes at the front doeor,
I wentinto the ante-room and I heard voices calling out:

“*Open, in the name of the Law!'"

Then she continued:

“What would you have done in my place, Monsicur
Jack? VYou would have opened it, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes! yes! Please continue.”

““I opened it and found myself confronted by five
men, amongst whom I recognized the little sncal.”

“The little snealk?”

“Yes, Detective Menardier: then one of the men
said to me:

“‘I am the Superintendent of the Police, and I want
to speak to Monsieur Jack Bellegarde,’

“I replied to him that you had gone away; then the
little sneak sneeringly said:

a
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1 ““By Jove' I have my doubts.’

“And the Superintendent in a dry tone replied:

‘“““We are going to search his apartment.’

“Before I had even the time to say ‘yes,” they entered,

The Superintendent, the sneak and the three other
men., They went straight into your office and, believe
me, it didn’t take them long to open your drawers and
pry into your private papers.
; “When they found nothing, the Superintendent
commenced to get impatient; then Menardier drew o
letter out of his pocket, and showing it to the Super-
intendent said:

“‘It was sent to me to-day; it is anonymous, but if
confirms all my suspicions!’

“The Superintendent then replied:

““But you told me yourself that you saw Bellegarde
in the act of following the ghost!’

“But the little sneak who did not wish to yield,
gaid:

‘*He pretended to follow! Sure complicity!'”

And, clasping her fingers together, Maric-Jeanne
exclaimed: "I wanted to fight the man, but I did not
dare to because I knew he was stronger than I. He
turned your book-case upside down, throwing your
beautiful books on to the ground. Then he picked up
an old exercise book which he perused with interest.

“Meanwhile the Superintendent opened your drawer
and brought out a piece of iron.”

“A piece of iron?" questioned Bellegarde,

“Yes, I couldn’t very well see what it was, but it
had the appearance of being very old, He also brought
ocut some letters and some pieces of gold which he put
on the desk.”

“Some pieces of gold,”” declared the reporter. “Itis
a very long time since T had any picces of goid in my
house!"”

Marie-Jeanne cmphatically replied:

“However, they were picces of gold; I'm sure of it.
Then the Superintendent summoned Menardier, who
was still examining the book. Asg they both showed
each other their discoveries, they spoke in a very low
voice, I could only hear a few words: ‘Conjuring-book,”
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“Tron Binding’ ‘Henry 113, and then 1 thought X
heard them spenic of o road , o« what was it?  Ah v
finow, Gieri Road.

"o you knew where this voed o 1 den’t. Then
~he hittle sneal cxelanned:

“This time | oam sure I have our thier.” ;

I wanted to gnestion him, batr he woukdn't angwen
e, the old wreteh!

“After they had departed with tbeir booty, 1 waited
for about an heur becanse I was afraid that they mighi
tollewr me. T thea took o tist and denesited vony things
at La Petii Parisien ottices, and then 1ot o the asd
apnin and went as far oy Barbee, where I ofeols the
Metro., aud here T am.”

And Marie-Jeanne concluded:

“You see, Moastenr Juack, that
aocgge you of having assassinatod S

Bellegarde  replicd  nervousty and
0 hig velee:

1t i too badt”

Bellegarde then went towards the door, but Uniciic
tolled himn back.

" Where are you going ¥ 7 she askod inan anxions voice,

“To justify myself.”

The young girl said in 4 fivm voice:

" Remember, my father aslked yvou not to nnd.e o
Bere”

The journalist replied:

T eannet live under an accuss tion snch s this.”
stay, I bey ol you”

Pager 1o confront his ccvusers, Bellegarde
n towards the deor, ¥ justoatr thet ue
Chantecoq appeared,

Cn sceing Jack, the great acicenve sald:

I understand everything,  Calin yoursel! my friend,
Lverything will pan aat all right in the end.”

Chantecoq tock Bellegarde on one siae amd spoiie
1o him in a low voice.  As the king o1 the detectives
spoke, the face of Beilegarde gradually become more
composed, and when he had finistied spesking, Jact
sand in 2 sotisfied and contented voice:

“Realty! Monsieur Chantecog, vou are ¢ geningl™
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“Say instead that I know my business,’ protested
Chantecoq modestly,

And, speaking to lis daunghter, he added:

“All goes well. [ think before very long the veri-
table Belphegor will hear from me.”

Chantecoy took Jack into his laboratory. where wa
have previously seen him onolyse the contenls of one
of the poisoned sweets,

Chantecoq opened o large cupboard in which werse
all sorts of uniforms, He took ont a {rock coat, a
waistcoat, and o pair of black trousers and a sort of
Borsalino hat and gave them to Bellegarde,

Chantecoq then took out of a chest of drawers a wig,
a curling moustache and a beard,

Jack took off his own clothes and put on those whica
Chantecoq had just given him.

“We are nearly the same figure,” said Chantecoq.
“I think they will fit you fairly well,”

When Bellegarde had finished changing, the fking of
the detectives threw a dvessing-gown over his shoulders,
and after muking him sit down, he painted his face a
dusky colour so that he looked like an Iltalian.  Chon-
tecoq then fixed on his wig, woustache and beard and
gave him n pair of zpectacles to put on. " Now! iy
friend,” said he, “just look at yourself in the mirror”

Bellegarde got up and stood in {rout of the tairror
He was Dboth swprised and satisfied with the result
The transformation was so complete that it was hin-
possible, even for the wost critical eye, to denots that
he wasn't an Italian-—aobody could have recognized
the young and alrcady celebrated reporter of Le Patit
Payisien,

Chantecoq excitedly exclaimed:

“Itis perfect! A wouderful disgaise! I defy anyone
to recognize you."”

“Your disguise is splendid., I congratulate you,
said Colette.

“The merit of my transformation is enticely due to
M. Chantecoq,” said Jack,

“Oh! 1f that is so. 1 am not surprised,” exclaimed
Colette, “ Papa iz 2 past moaster in the art of camou-
flage.”
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" Anyhow,” said the detective, “I have never been
an actor.”

And, approaching his daughter, he kissed her on the
forehead and said:

“du revoir, my dear!”

““Are you going out?’’ said Colette,

“Yes, I'm going with our Monsieur Cantarelli to keep
the appointment with Menardier.”

dCole‘cte looked anxious, but Chantecog hastened to
add:

“Don't be afraid, all will come right in the end.”

Colette offered the young reporter her hand, which
he shook fervently.

‘Then, with a resolute air, Chantecoq said:

**Now, Lord Belphegor, we must be going.”’

At the same hour a sporting torpedo was on its way
from Mantes to Dreux; the hunehback was steering it,
and sitting by his side ‘was the man in the overalls
who was reading the following note in a loud voice:

“When you have transported the treasure to the
place I have indicated to you, it only remains for
-you to get rid of Chantecoq, who is becoming a
great hindrance,

“BELPHEGOR.”

The hunchback raised his head approvingly.

The man in the overalls then tore the note into a
thousand pieces, threw them to the wind, and said:

“This detective is a most formidable enemy.”

“ Possibly!" sneered the hunchback.

And with a look in which there was both hatred aod
cruelty, he added:

“But to-night he will be no more,”
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THE RLACIL CINOST
CHAPTER i

Barorw Parition was the only son of o wealthy cocoa
yinerchant, who had left him 2 stupendous fortune.

In order to fitl 1n some of his leisure hours, Pare
Papillon became an improvised arz collector. He kaew
nothing aboat the business, but he had the sense to go
into partnership with two or three other men—two of
thern being honest and sincere!

Papillon possessed some really rare and vaiaable
treasures; he was thereby renowned in the wortd of
collectors,

When some dnfluential person wos the moans of his
being granted the title of Baron—in exchange for a
payment by him of the sum of fifty thousand frones,
which represented the expenses of obtainiug the title,
Papillon thought it was time that he indulged in pur-
chasing a castle,

As mentioned above, Courtecil Castle wis very, very
-eld, and quite a Jarge portion of it was in riuing, inchiding
its dungeon and its towers, Papillen chose the castle,
i the first place, hecause it was situated gnite neay
saris; and secondly, becanse be conld vwhubl pars of
ihe bhistoric dweliing—-which he bequeathed  to the
State m exchange for o ved ribhon, the possession of
which was one of hiy greatest desires.

The architect he employed was not only an i -ntial
maember of the Iastitute, but he was also o remarkabie
artist,  In less than two years he had rebiit Courtenld
g0 that it appeared as grand-lookisy as of old,

After passing though the great iron gate into the
lurge courtyard, one went through to the Guard Roor,
which wuas ornamented with statues and armoury,
This led ont on to a beautiful stone staircase, ot the to;
of which was o large vestibule, whose walls were hung

with waonderfo) fapesiry,
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This vestibule was a very beautiful Louis XV room.
It contained some lovely pictures too. Leading out
of the vestibule was an immensc library which containe
thousands and thousands of valuabie books.

On this day, the man in charge of Baron Papillon’s
Castle was sitting in front of a Louis XIII table on which
there was a large box which was covered in canvas and
marked with several scals, Now this person was no
other than the mysterious hunchback, one of Belphegor's
accomplices. Standing by his side, with his cap in bLis
hand, was the man in the overalls, another accotaplice.

In front of them a concierge in livery was respect-
fully listening to the hunchback's orders.

- The hunchback said to the concierge, in aun author-
itative voice:

“As an unexpected accident has upset the secrct
working of the dungeons, Baron Papillon has forbidden
anyone to visit the Castle.”

"Very well, Monsieur,”” replied the concierge, bowing.

The hunchback then told the concierge that the man
in the overalls was a special workman whom he had
brought with him from Paris to help with the repairs.
He then told him to watch that nobody disturbed them
while they were at work.

After the hunchback had dismissed the concierge,
there was a silence between the two men., The man in
the overalls was the first to break it and said: ‘

“Then, Monsieur Luchner, you don’t think that
we're doing anything risky?””

“1 certainly don’t,” replied the hunchback calmly.
And he added: “The Papillons never come here unli
September.”

“But the servants,” objected the other.

“They will be away also,” said the hunchback,

Taking up a bunch of keys which were on the table,
the hunchback made a sign to his assistant to bring
the box. The man in the overalls then carried the box
on his back and followed the hunchback,

They went through the dining-room into the drawing-
£oom,

Monsieur Luchner went towards a little door coversd
with tapestry. The hunchback put his key into the

>
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lock and, as the man in the overalls lifted the box on
to his back again, he breathed a sigh of regret. Mon-
sicur Luchner continued: 'Let us be satisfied with
sharing the Valois treosures with Belphegor.”

The hunchback opened the door, and they passed
through, closing it behind them,

The hunchback switched on an electric lamp, and
they found themselves at the top of a snail-like stair-
case. They both descended the steps and reached a
corridor at the end of which was a large room surrounded
with iron bars. The hunchback told his companion
that this was the prison of the castle.

Monsieur Luchner then took a large key from hus
bunch and placed it in the enormous lock of the prison
door. They found themselves in a vaulted room lit by
several lamps which were hanging from the walls,

At the end of the room there was an extraordinary-
looking fireplace. At one of the sides an electric device
was fixed which had several instruments for measuring

as.
¢ The man in the overalls put down his box on 2 massivs
wooden table and, pointing to the fireplace, the hunch-
back said:

“"That is a high-pressure furnace which I have installed
myself.”’

“Ah! that looks very wonderful to me,” said his
companion, going near to it

The secretary of Baron Papillon said:

“Supplied by the electric current of the Castle, it
will give the necessary lLieat required to melt the Valois
gold.”

“Decidedly, Monsicur Luchuner,” sald the man in
the overalls.

Pointing to the box, the hunchback said:

“We are going to leave this chest here as we wore
instructed, and as soon as Belphegor rejoins us, we will
somimence to melt the gold and transform it into bars.”

“Now, we will returs quickly to Pacis, for we muat
settle with Monsicur Chantecoq,” said the hunchback,
and telling Baron Papillon’s concierge that they were
going to Paris to get something which they needed and
that they wonld refurs go-morrew, he then slipped o
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note into the man’s hond and said: “ That is something
for you to drink my health with.” i

Monsieur Luchner and the man in the overalls then
drove off in their car. Meanwhile the concierge of
Courteuil was thinking what & kind man M, Luchner was,

CHAPTER 11

JusT about this time Menardier was conferring with
M. Ferval, the Chief of the Police Force,

An office boy entered and said that M. Chantecoq
had arrived.

““He is exactly to time,” said M. Ferval.

“He does not doubt what I am going to tell him,"
sadd Menardier.

“*Show him in,” said the Chicf of the Police.

Chantecoq appeared, accompanied by Jack Bellegarde,
or rather Cantarelli.

On seeing this personage, whom they counld not
possibly rccognize as beinyg the brilliant journalist of
Le Petii Parisicn, MM, Menardier and Ferval showed a
little surprise.

Chantecoq iminediately said:

“My dear Ferval, I want to introduce to you Com-
mander Cantarelli, first numismatist of King Victor
immanucl 1T and chicf of the Florence Muscum—the
place which the thief visited and whom I was ordercd
by the Itulian Government to seek.”

Monsieur I'erval courteously saluted the Chicf of the
IMorence Museum, who replied to him with an Italian
accent,

Chartecoq shook Yerval by the hand and said:

“The Commander is very much interested in this
Louvre business, because he is convinced that the thie!
who visited his Museum is none other than our ghost.’

‘T think I can soon let you gce that the Commandes
is mistaken,” interrupted Menardier.

“I do just want to become convinced,” said Cantorelli,
with a strong Italian accent.

Terval and Menardier exchanged a quick glanece, and
Thantecoq, on secing it, said:
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“You can speak in front of M. Cantarelll. T can vouch
for his discretion as well as my own.”

‘“‘In this case, you can know cverything, Ferval said.
Thanlks to Inspector Menardier's cleverness, the ghost is
at last discovered.”

“1 haven't actually got him yet,” said the little sncak,
“but his arrest is imminent.”

“Does anyone know his name? ' asked Chantecoq.

““Yes, but I ask you both to keep it an absolute scevet,”
said Ferval. “Itis Jack Bellegarde.”

“The reporter of the P.P,”" exclaimed the great de-
tective in surprise.

As to Bellegarde, he did not move a muscle. One
would have thought that his name had been mentioned
to him for the first time.

“Yes,"” said Menardier, affecting a superior air.

Ferval went on: ' Certain documents have been found
at his house which leave no doubt as to his guilt.”

Chantecoq again feigned great astonishment. The
false Cantarelli, appearing very interested, continucd to
listen to Ferval who, pointing to different objects on his
desk, said:

“Here are some golden crowns which, as you see, bear
the stamp of King Henry IIL”

Chantecoq took one of them, examined it, and passed
it on to Cantarelli, saying:

* Perhaps Bellegarde intended to start a collection.’

*1 doubt it,"” said M. Ferval.

“That is not all,”’ continued the Chief of Police, Here
is an iron binding belonging to a chest which is, my
dear Chantecoq, as you cannot help recognizing, exactly
identical to the one which you found yourself at the
Louvre,”

He passed the iron binding to the great detective who,
while looking at it very carefully, said:

“It is exactly the same.”

“ But that is not all,” said Ferval triumplantly,  And.
taking up the manuscript which Menardier had found
at the bottom of the journalist’s bookcase, he added ax
he showed it to the celebrated detective: “Hers is &
conjuring book, and the contents contained therein throw
a light on this mysterious affair.”

v
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Chantecoq calmily continued:

" Monsieur, Cantarelli, who ig an expert in the art of
deciphering old manuscripts will, without doubt, be very
pleased to look at it.”

Bellegarde hastened to add: “I should certainly be
very pleased to scrutinize it.”

Ierval got up and very politely invited the Commander
{o sit in his place, and as the latter commenced to turn
over the pages of the conjuring book, Menardier, whoe
during this time had not ceased to look at Chantecoq
with a satirical expression on his face, said:

“Monsieur, will you please excuse me? I must be on
Bellegarde’s track without delay.”

“Yes, my friend, go quickly.”

Menardier saluted Cantarelli, but the latter, being
absorbed in the book had not noticed him. Menardier
then shook Chantccoq by the hand, and the latter said,
in a slightly joking voice:

““Well; good luck, my friend’”’; and, pointing a finger
at Menardier, Chantecoq added: " Wait a moment!”

"“"Why?" said Menardier.

* Jack Bellegarde knows you, and if you do not wish
to be recognized, I think you will do well to disguise
yourself,”’ said Chantecoq.

Menardier commenced to laugh and said:

“*You, our leading detective, still believe in camou~
flage! It was good once upon a time, but now—
fimshed!”’

Chantecoq replied:

“You may be wrong.”

Ferval accompanied Menardicr to the door and
whispered a few words to him and Chantecog, and
Bellegarde exchanged a furtive smile.

‘When Menardier had gone, Ferval said to them:

"“'Well, this mystery all scems very clear now, doesn’t
ite”’

The telephone bell rang. Ferval took off the receiver
and listened.

“T will come at once, Monsieur,” gsaid he, and as he
put the receiver up on the hook, he added: ** The Princi-
pal wants me,”

Chantecoq immediatelv said:
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“We will go, then.”

S*Not at alll” cordially protested the high official,
* Here, my dear fricnd, you are at home. 1 will come
back again in a few moments.””  And he went out after
baving shaken hands with his two guests.

Then the great detective took a chair-and sat down
at Bellegarde's side.

" All goes well,” murmured he, ‘‘now, let us work!”

Jack passed Chantecoq the conjuring book, on the
cover of which, in Gothic lettering was the following:

"SECRET MEMOIRS of COSME RUGGIERY,
astrologer to
HER MAJESTY QUEEN CATHERINE
OF MEDICIS.”

Chantecoq turned over the leaves of the book which
was written in the French of the period. He stopped
at this phrase, which we will translate now in the English
of our days:

Shortly before the days of the Barricades, while
His Majesty Henry IIT assisted at a grand ball in
his Louvre Pulace, Queen Catherine sent for me.

“The Queen was in her private chapel; she wag
scated near a table on which stood a chest at the
corners of which were iron bindings., The cover of
the chest bore the Valois Arms.

“* After having bowed before her, I waited until she
condescended to speak to me, After a long silence,
she said in a grave voice:

‘“While they dance, the people are revolting
against the authority of the Valois, and they are
acclaiming our irreconcilable enemy, the Duc de
Guige.

"“*It is no use closing our eyes to the fact, This
cursed Balafre wants to seize from my son the crown
of his ancestors. He has won the people to his
side by fair mecuns or foul,
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“‘Unless the Wing and T want to full into Lis
hands, we must leave secretly for Paris withont
delay, before he realizes his ambition.’

" As she pointed out to me the chest lying on Lhe
table, she ndded: “Hore is the Valois trensure, Dedore
leaving, I want to put it in safety)”

“The queen lifred up the Hd; the chest contuinel
some golden crowns and procious jewels, amongst
which T recognized the diadem which Her DMajes'
wore on the day ol her husband's—Menry 1
tion.

“When I had admired these beautiful things, Here
Majesty closed the lid again, and turncd the score
spring which operated the throe locks with which it
was provided.

““Then she ordered me to follew Lice,

‘I carried the chest on my shoulders, bending under
its weight. Catherine lit a torch and opened a littls
door which led to a darl passage through which I
followed her. Some minutes after, we atrived in
the room of Charles V, and 1 put my beavy and pre-
cious chest in a secret place—viz., under a fug-
stone.”’

COTon. -

Interrupting his reading, Chantecoq said to Belle-
garde:

“Ferval was right; this document explains evory.
thing.”

“1t certainly does,” declared the journalist,

“Let us continue,’’ said the detective, cutching sighh
of the following lines:

“Some days after, the Louvre was invaded by the
followers of the Duc de Guise.

“I succeeded in escaping through a subterrancnu
passage, which led on to the great landing in {ront of
the private apartiments of King Henry I11, and which
extended as far as the back of Soint-Germain-
Auxerrois’s altar , , .

“I hid for several hours in this church and whow
night came . , "
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“No meed to go any further,” said Chantecoq.
“ Through this bovk, Belphegor hag found out about the
Valois trevgure and also the way to get in and out of the
Touvre by means of the subterronean passage, which
passage 1 have suspected the existence of, in spite of
historians’ and archicologists’ advice, but the cutrance
of whichi 1 have never been clever cnough to discover,”

The reporter exclaimed:

v And Belphegor, in ovder to loy still more suspicions
on e, hay invtructed one of his wccomplices to put
this document in my house.”

It s s clent ap water fram a rock,” said the great
doicetive; “but what we want to know is how and where
our encmy procured thic manuscript?”

Chantecos, wha had just taken hold of the conjuring
buok, suddenly sniled furtively. Fe had just discovered
that the first paige of the book had adbored to the cover,

Taking o magnifying 2 {rowm ouc ol his pockets,
he looked at the page closely for a lew moments, under
which he thought he saw a scrt of label on which were
semce letters faintly to be scen,

CWait! wait!” sadd he inoa satisfied volcee,

Chantecoq took o dump sponge out of o china recept-
acle which Ty on T 7rucienr Terval's desk, with which
he slightly meistenod the edges of the page, and with
the aid of a paper-kuife, he slowly and carefully separated
it from the cover wirhout making the least tear.,

A cry of triumph escaped him. On the Iabel was the
name of the owner of the bool; 11 was written in gilded
letters and was that of Baron Papillen,

“Look!” said the detective,

“The reporter sadd with astonishiment:

" Baron Papilion!  But stll I kuew it

<1 aleo,” saikd Chantecod.

“He frequents Simone's honse.”

"It was wt Mie, Desrochey’s house that 1 omet himg
1 went there to investigate at hoer request,” safld Chante-
o, ) )

Dicabiounded, Bellegarde said:

I8 it s he, he's vather clever”

" Belphegor,” sald the great detective,

guste incapable of it

"

no; he ig
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“Well then?”

It is quite simple, Papillon, who is a collector, ov
at least thinks he is, has bought this book amongst
many others at a curiosity shop and he attaches no
importance to them. Two things can have happened:
he has either resold it, or it has been stolen {rom him.
Now, that is what we want to know!” said Chantecoq

Footsteps were now heard coming along the passage
Chantecoq put back the “Memoirs of Ruggieri” on the
desk and M., Ferval came into the toom,

WWelll have you read it?”

Yes, we have read it,” replied the detective in a
calm voice.

“What do you think of 1t?"”

‘I think it is all very confusing,” said Chantecoq.

“And you, Commander, what do you think of it}?”

“Y am of the same opinion as my friend,” said the
false Cantarelll,

“ I suppose, my dear Chantecoq,”” continued M. Ferval,
“that vou don't doubt Jfack Bellegarde's guilt any
more? "’

“H'm!"” replied the detective evasively. Then, after
a minute or two, he said:

“What could be the journalist's motive? "

Y Well, I'll tell you,” said Ferval.

Ferval opened a safe which was behind his desk from
which he took a bundle of letters, and having choscn
one of them, he passed it to Chantecoq and said:

““This has been found in his house.”

The detective took the letter and vead the contents
aloud.

“You are rich and I am poor. I could not commii
such a crime.”

“What's thig? " said Chaniecoq, showing some surs
prigse. Ferval replied:

‘A letter from Bellegarde Lo Simone Dregroches, who
wag his friend.”

“WWhere has it been found?”*

“In Bellegarde’s house,” said Ferval, at the sama
time taking the letter from Chantecoq,
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When Ferval wasn't looking, Chantecoq gave a quick
expressive glance at the journalist who understood tha
meaning of it. This glance clearly signified that he was
to keep silent.

In order to conceal the agitated state he wns in, Jacik
went over to the table and took up the conjuring book
and commenced to examine it,

“Did you say that this letter was found in Zelle.
garde's house?’’ continued Chantecoq,

“Yes!”

“It is extraordinary.”

“Really, Chantecoq, vour caleulations regarding this
affair astonish me,”

(X3 '\‘Ph}r ? H

“Now you can't frick me, my good Chantecoq.”

“But I'm not tricking you, my dear Ferval”

“You know as well as I who stole this letter from
Mlle. Desroches’s house.”

& But‘——“—,'

“You asked Mile. Bergen, the friend of this youna
woman, and also Monsieur de Thouars, one of her inti-
mate friends, to keep silent on this subject. You for-
got that there were any servants present. Well, Menar-
dice has Licard their stories.  Although you look on him
as a man of little importance, he is far from being a
fool.”

“And that is how we found out that the ghost of tha
Louvre—viz,, the mysterious person who Bellegarde has
taken as an accomplice—took these letters whicli 1 have
just shown you and which appear to me £0 compromise
the writer.,”

“Will vou read that letter to me agaln,” said Chante-
cogq.
“With pleasure.”

The Chief of the Police emphasised ench word as he
read it

“You are rich ond [ wm poor, I could nob commit
such a crime,”

Then Terval added in a {irm volcs:
“Bellegarde has committed this crime,’”
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vou sure of 1t? replicd Chantecodq.
"Thes letter is sufficient proof.”

“Then why hasa't he taken care to destroy it?”
=uid Chantecoq.

"No doube be weg too busy occupying himsell in
soring o safe place for the Vilots treasare.”

Chontecor then sajd:

“ Bellegard’s past is above suspicion; lie held an
raviable position and he had the promise of a brilliant
inture before him, Well, what do vou thinl his object
swwould be in saddenly becoming an odious criminal?
Lo order to marry Mlle, Desrocl: (57 Veu told me your-

W that he had broken off kis friendship with her. No
w:mbc vou think he has comrmitted this thuit so than he
conogo to the young woman and say:

o Now that Iam rich, T have 111(\ right to ask you to
siarry me,’ "

“That iy 50, satd Ferval,

“Bot, my decr man, that deesn’t bold water, Conld
Pulleparde possibly explidn to Mle, Dosroches bow he
voane by such a fortuner

“Well! you see it is all a Hide complicated,” <aid
Yorval,

“Then you believe he did it?

“Yes, I'm osure of it,” said Terval! and he added.
"“As soon as Bellegarde knew of the cxistence of the
\olois treasure, his one object was to get it to an wi-
Laown place. Well! o that his whercabouts would not
b known, he broke otf his friendship with this unfortun-
Ate younyg women, who was really only a plavehing to
him and whose dowry was nothing in CONIPATISON
1o the millions which fie knew lie would be able to
uhtain,”

Ferval stopped, thinking that by now he must have
appeased his adversary,

But Chantecoq did not appear convineed,  He
snid e

“Your reasoning is justitied up to a certain point.
Inuny case, you must allow mie to point out that Bel-
phiegor did a very silly thing in leaving these letters in
bis house. The Iron binding from tlm chest o+ 4 the
arowns stamped with the «ffigy of Henry 11, and o3

]
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pecially these Memoirs of Ruggieri which are the ke
to the sceret which he would surely have been careln
to keep from the Police.”

“PBut Bellegarde wus 1ot an experienced eriminal,’
said Ferval,

“You musn't forget that ho had an accomplice.”

“Oh! nol I haven't forgotten,” replied Terval
" And perhaps I know more about hin: than you think
Anyhow, [ don't sce why I should discuss the affais
with you. In my opinion, the ghost of the Louvre cas
be none other than the thiet of the Ilovence dMuseur
who you have been comuid-sioned by the Italian Govern-
ment to find.”

Turning towards Canlarelli who was pretending to
examine the coujuring book, hoe said:

“Don't you thinlk that, my dear Commander?”

‘Yes, I do,” replied the reporter,

“You'll find that all the evidence will fit in,” con
tinued Ferval addressing himself to Chantecoq.

“Jack Bellegarde's profession forced him to wvisit
people of all ranks; he made the acquaintance of the
individual in question who told him about the manu.
script which was hidden away someowhere—probably in
a museum, a library, or some special place,  Well, this
thief offered him a share in the treasure if he were
willing to co-operate in securing it,” added Terval,

“And Bellegarde at once accepted?’”  questioned
Chantecoq.

‘It may be that he refused first of all; but who knows?
His accomplice may then have put forth all sorts of
arguments; he may have offered him hush moncy.
Bellegarde may even have done some things unknowa
to anyone!”

“Without even the Italian thicf’s knowledye?’ snid
Chantecoq.

“Why not?" replied Ferval,

“If one wished to give oneself the trouble, one could
find out if Louis XVI died at Sainte-leléne and o
Napoleon was guillotined in '03,” said Chantecoq i o
satirical tonc of wvoice,

“Then even now you think that Dellegnrde 4 oo
guilty,” exclaimed Ferval,

¢
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“Would you like to bet with me regarding his inng-
cence? " said Chantecoq,

“Why?" sald Ferval raising his shoulders.

“We can then invite Commander Cantarclli to &
good lunch,”

“Well, I will,” replied Ferval,

Chantecoq then said:

"I bet that before eight days have elapsed, T will
deliver the true culprits to you.”

“I'm afraid you'll lose the bet,” said Ferval,

"1 shall win,”’ replied Chantecoq,

CHAPTER III

Waen Chantecog and Jack Bellegarde got outside, the
first thing the journalist did was to ask Chantecoq if he
were satisfied with him.

“Very!” replied the great detective, Then hailing
a taxi, he said:

“Now let us go to Baron Papillon’s house. T have
on idea that we shall learn something of interest there.”

Some little time later, the taxi drove down the Rue
de Varenne and stopped in front of a very Dbeautiful
hotel which had been built in the seventeenth century.

At the same time, the hunchback’s car was speeding
down the road, having followed Chantecoq and Belle-
garde. The bunchback was driving it and the man in
the overalls was sitting by his side, The former stopped
the car about thirty yards from the hotel.

“AhY” murmured the hunchback te his companion,
“why ig Chantecoq visiting the Papillons? Is he look-
mg for me? That would be serious!”

Knowing that he had not been recognized—ior
{hantecoq and the false Cantarelli had their backs to
him—the hunchback drove the car aud stopped it
immediately behind a large {urniture van which was
standing outside a neighbouring honse.

The door of the hotel opened at last. A morose-
locking concierge in grand livery appeared and in a
hanghty weice aghked Chartecoq what they wanted,
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-Chantecoq. politely replied:

“I want to sce Baron Papilion.”

“Monsieur, the Barom is out,”’ drily replied the
man,

“Do you know what time he will return?”’

¢t No ! L g

“I want to see him with reference to urgent business,”
said Chantecoq.

With an important and autheritative air, the con-
cierge deigned to say:

“You will have to write to M, the Baron and ask for
an interview, explaining to him your business.”’

“We will go at once to the post-office and I will send
the Baron a wire. I am certain that he will let me
have a favourable and satisfactory reply,” said Chan-
tecoq.

They both went away.

The hunchback, who was watching them, waited until
they had disappeared round the corner, then he drove
his car along to the front of the hotel and sounded his
horn twice.

Almost immediately the front door opened and the
concierge appearcd. There was no surly expression on
bis face then. The hunchback, still remaining in his
scat, called him over to him. The concierge went up to
him and saluted, saying: “Good morning, Monsieur
L uchner, Have you had a good drive?”’

“Yes, very good,” replied the accomplice of Bel-
phegor.

Then the hunchback immediately questioned him:

“What did those people want who have just
left? "

The concierge declared:

“They wanted to speak to Monsieur the Baron on a
gerious and urgent busincss.”

The hunchback thought for a moment and then said:

“Is Monsieur in?”

“No, Monsicur Luchner. He is out with Madame
Papillon and will not return until very late this
evening,”

“Good!™ Turning to the man in the overalls, the
hunchbaclk said to him in a loud voice;
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“T shan’t need you any more.” Then he whispered
in his ear:

“It is high time to act.., to-night then, ab eleven
o'clock, as arranged.”

The man in the overalls nodded his head n asseot
and got out of the car.

The hunchback then drove the car into the courtyurd
of the hotei, put it in the garage, and went iato the
house.

As we have scen, Monsieur Luchner held an impottant
position in the house. Now, how had he obtained thai
position? Bricfly it was as [ollows:

Mathias Luchner, of doubtful nationality, was cm-
ploved as a buyer to o celebrated Parisian antique dealer,
and while in his employ he met Baron Papilion.

Owing to the hunchback’s great intelligvence and
remarkable knowledge regarding antiques, Monsieur
Papillon offcred him a good position as his sccretary,
or rather his artistic adviser.

Papillon was only a bluffer, and hardly knew how to
distinguish Louis IV from Louis XVI {urniture,

When the hunchback had been in the Barow’s service
some time, he proved himself so capabie that Papilion
did nothing without asking his advice ficst, The
hunchback, therelore, knew the Baron’s private affairs
from beginning to end.

Welll how had the hunchback-—whose past was
particularly suspicious-~become the nccomplice of the
_ mmysterious Belphegor?. What power had -the ghost of- - -------

the Louvre over the hunchback?

We will let Chantecog unravel this enigma.

Luchner, having taken off his black felt hat, sat down
in front of a beautiful table. A footman entered with
4 tray in his hand and said:

“The correspondence of Monsieur Papillon.”

Luchner took the letters and examined them carefully,
One attracted his attention. After a few second’s
hesitation he decided to open it and this is what he
read:

“MONSIEUR, THE BARON,
“I beg to ask you for an interview. Tt is with
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regard to a very serious business which will par-
ticelarly nterest you.
"1 remaln,
“Yours very truly,
CCaantTreo (Private Detective),
“ALLe pe VEwIV 35,
“ALes Teornes) Tel W.o3-45.""

There was a sieer on Luchner’s face,  bHoetore up
1he letter in tiny little picces and put them into his
perket,

the hunchbach woent quictly into the Jdining-roon
wihere an excellent dinner awaited hum to which he did
jrstice,  After dinncr he went down to the garage, got
Lis car and drove it out into the courtyand,

Proceedinz along the Avenue d’Orleans, he shortly
yeached the gateway of the town,  1le fhen went down
tl.e Rue Beaunicr and through to an alley in which
veve many ramshaclde houses. He gstopped his car in
front of one of these old houses and got out.  IHe took
a large key out of his pocket with which e opened the
door. In the front of the house were two windows
tarred with won.  When he wis inside, one could hear
tie noise of bolis beinyg drawn., What wos the hunch-
Loack doing in this sinister place?

CHAPTER 1V

WmiLe Gautrais, together with his two dogs, was
keeping guard over Chantecog’s villa, the detective,
Colette and  Jack—who had kept on his disguise of
Cantarelli~were dining under the veranda.

“Htois strange,” observed the young girl, “that
Baron Papillon bas not yet replicd,  Hado't you
Eetter telephone him?”

“You're in a hurry,” replicd the detective jokingly.

"1 do so want you to capture Belphegor quickly,”
replied Colette nervously, .

When Chantecog had gone, Juck and Colette ex-
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changed a look which said more than words, Love-
light was in their eyes.

Colette was the first to break the silence.

“I'm go sorry you're mixed up in this affair; if any-
thing unfortunate should happen to you, I could never
console mysclf.”

“Mademoiselle Colette!” exclaimed Jack, I reully
am not worthy of the interest which you take in
me.”

“But . . . Monsieur Jack(”

“Remember, you have only known me a very short
time,” said Bellegarde.

“I know that you are honourable, loyal and talented,
and that you have a great heart and especially i

She stopped as if she hesitated to soy the words
which came from her heart to her lips.

*"And especially——"" repeated Bellogarde,

“That you will never throw up the sponga, whatavar
the consequences may be," said Colette,

“That is true,” said Bellegarde, taking hold of one of
her hands,

But Chantecoq returned and interrupted their little
dialogue,

“No reply from Baron Papillon’s houss” said the
great detective.

"It is extraordinary,” said the reporter; “even if he
or his wife are not in, thers must be servantz in the
house.”

“I will ring again presently,” said the detective
sitting down in his seat, ' But rest assurad, I will find
some means of getting hold of him—anel with the least
possible delay.”

Marie-Jeanne entered the room,

“Here are the newspapers.” After huaving placad
several evening newspapers near Chantecoq, sh2 with:
drew.

Chantacoq took one of the newspapers and began to
read it

Bellegarde and Colette alao weont to take ons, but
suddenly the great detective said hwghingly:

“Poor Menardiar, he cartuinly wants to maks himselt
fook cidiculous.”




THE MYSTERY OF THE LOUVRE 117

Chantecoq showed Bellegarde the page he was reading
and pointing out a passage to him, he said:
““If you want to amuse yourself, just read this:

“Inspector Menardier has discovered the identity
of one of the accomplices of the assassin of the
Louvre; he is no other than a young well-known
journalist and his arrest is imminent.”

“Don’t you think he’s going too far—this detective?”
said Chantecoq in an ironic tone of voice,

Jack did not reply. He continued to read on, then
suddenly he looked very grave. Noticing this, the great
detective said:

“I hope this isn’t going to prevent you from sleeping.
You do not suppose that Menardier suspects you as
Cantarelli and that he’s coming to arrest you in my
house. All .hat is bluff, my dear friend--nothing else.*

Without saying a word, Jack put the newspaper
down on the table. He was looking very anxious
indeed. While Colette was looking at him, Chantecogsaid:

“What's the matter, my dear Bellegarde?™

“I don’t feel very well, that is all, and I shall be glad
if you'll excuse me."”

Colette looked at Bellegarde, but he did not return
her glance.

Bellegarde said good-night and walked unsteadily
into the house,

“Oh! my God,” said Colette, growing pale,

“What's the matter?” questioned her fathet

The young girl murmured:

“I{ Belphegor has poisoned him."

‘It is impossible,” declared the king of the detectives
“I haven't left Bellegarde since this morning. I know
he's eaten nothing outside the house, and I don’t think
you'll accuse Marie-Jeanne of being an accomplice of
Belphegor,”

“Oh! no, father, but T just wondered if the wicked
wretch, unknown to Marie-Jeanne, had succeeded im
poisoning our feod.”

“In that case,” replied the greaf detective, ““ail throw
of us would be poisoned.”
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Colette mechanjcally took up the ncwspaper which
Tack had left and commenced to readd 5t Saddenly sho
started to tremble and gave a yrickstricken cry. Her
father at once took the journal away from her and Isoked
al it to and out what had up.et her, A fow Tines belovy
the passoge announcing Jack’ ineninent arresy, he saw
ihe following:

“Mlle. Desroches, composcr of a poem ¢ntitled
"Beautiful Dreams,” was taken very seriously il last
night and there is little hope of her rocovery,”

Chantecoq looked at his dounghitor, who, with great
difficulty, was trying {o keep back the tears, aud was
Hying:

I understand! He loves hicr stifit”?

Chantecog affectionately drow his duughteor to him,

Suaddenly they heard footsicps i the garden, then
the barking of the dogs.

““No doubt it’s Gautrais taking ihe dogs for a gtroll,”?
<iic] Chuntecoq.

“ I'ather,” said Colette. "It is he . , , he’s gone
to .. .ta .., tofind fer again.”?

Chantecoq hurried out to Gautrais, ftfolicwed by
Colette, and he asked him i1 he'd seen Bellegaxde,

“Yes, monsieur, this very instant,”

“Well, where iz he??

“He'’s just gone out, He can’t have got very far
hougll,”

The detective rushied to the eatrance door, opened it
andd looked outside , . . Dellegurde had already  dige
sppeared.

“Was he still in disguise?” said Chantecor.

Y No” replied Gautreds, “he was wearing his owsr
clethes™

o
o

CHAPTER ¥

Tnew Brirreanbn jumped inte o ta
)
L

and ordarw] the
.alfeur 1o drive ws quickly as possible to Antewl
‘he journalist rang the {ront door bell of tie hotel
wiih & trerabling hand.,  The nows which he had just
reaed bad upset his conscicnce more than his beart,
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As he was waiting at the door, Dellegarde was unawars
that the man in the oveoolls was hiding in the groaads,

The door opencil.

“Juliette,” exclaimed the journalisl, ond on seeing
her red eyes and mournful face, he saidy " What is the
hews? "

Julictte replied in a very faint voice:

“Al is finished,” and then she burst into tears,

During this tinwe, the man in the overalls had rui
over to a little cawd in the Avenue MMozart, and aftec
having ordersd some refreshment, he went into the
telephone box.

Suddenly WMlle. Bergen appeared, The teporter got
up and went towards her,

“Then it's true,” said he with trembling lips.

“Our poor Simone died in my arms this atternona”
sald the companion,

“As I told you, when I asked you to come and see
her again, she was very ill—in fact she was mu-h woio
than we realized.”

“Then I amn the cause of her death?

“Certainly your attitude upset our poor Simone very
much, but I think she would have pulled through Lor
illmess if only an unforeseen incident had not occnrred

“An unforeseen incident,” repeated Jack.

The companion went on:

“Haven't you heard about the ghost of the Lonves
getting into the housc and stealing the letters you wrote
to Simone? Well, this frightened her so mueh that she
grew rapidly worse, Just before she died, she regainad
consciousness and whispered your name, [ asked hev il
she wanted me to find you, and she said:

“‘No, he would not believe it and he would refuss
to come——-"

“Then Simone adided in a voice which I shall never,
never forget: 'No; I would rather die with the feeling
that he docsn’t want me any more—and that T brve
given him up-—that [ have sacrificed myself !

' Simone’s last words to me were:

“You'll tell him that I forgive him———'"

*“Poor Simone,” murmured Jack.

The companion sadlv shook her head, and said:
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“I'm going to let you read her last wishes.”

Elsa Bergen went up to Simone’s .desk, opened it,
and took from one of the drawers a paper which she
handed to Jack. The latter read the following which
had been written by a very shaky hand:

“When I am no more, I wish you to convey me
to my studio and lay me on the black divan
amongst the flowers which I loved——-""

Then the journalist said timidly:

T should like to see her.”

The companion did not answer at once.

“Mademoiselle——"" said he in a besceching tone of
voice. :

“Come with me,” said Mlle. Bergen.

They both left the boudoir and went into the garden,
Reaching the door of the studio, Mlle. Bergen opened it a
little nervously. They stood still on the threshold.

The centre of the studio was transformed into a kind
of chapel. Simone lay stretched out on the black divan
half buried amongst the roses,

Jack went up slowly to Simone. Death had not taken
away her beauty. Her eyes were closed and her face
was of an ivory whiteness.

Bellegarde looked down at her., Absorbed in medita-
tion, he gradually knelt down, Mlle. Bergen discreeily
weft the room.

As the companion was crossing the garden, she saw
the {footman running towards her.

“Mademoiselle,” said hie in an agitated voice; “The
police are in the house.”

“The police?” repeated the companion.

“Yes. Inspector Menardier. HHe has been ordered
to arrest the ghost of the Louvre., Hc is accompanicd
by twao other detectives.”

**Well, what does he want here?”

“Mademoiselle—he simply asked to speak to you &t
once. I asked him into the drawing-room.”

The companion went into the drawing-room and
Menardier, after bidding her good afternoon, said:

“We have proof that Jack Bellegarde is one of the
people connected with the assassination of the Chief
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Keeper, Sabarat, and also with the theft of a treasure
hidden in the Louvre.”

“Is it possible?” exclaimed Elsa Bergen in great
surprise.

““Alas! it is only too true,” said Menardier. Then he
added:

“We have been informed that Jack Bellegarde has
hidden himself in this hotel.”

The companion replied in a sad wvoice:

‘Monsieur, someone has died here and Bellegarde ig
at this moment at her bedside.”

On hearing this, Menardier turned to his men and
spoke to them in a low voice.

Jack was still in the studio, kneeling down at Simone’s
bedside, when suddenly a hand was placed upon his
shoulder, He started and turned round—Chantecoq
was before him.

Without taking the least notice of Bellegarde’s agitated
state, the great detective said to him curtly:

""The police are in the house—follow me.”

Jack still continued to look at Simone in a dazed
condition, but Chantecog managed to drag him away.

When they were outside, they saw Menardier and the
two men, led by the companion, coming out of the
lighted drawing-room. They came in the direction of
the garden, and Bellegarde and Chantecoq only just
had time to disappear behind a thicket,

While the detectives, still guided by the companion,
were coming towards the studio, Chantecoq and Belle-
garde crept stealthily to the door which Chantecoq had
discovered on his first visit. This dvor was practically
half-open. Chantecoq and Bellegarde went through
the door. Then Chantecog beckoned to a car which
was stationed some yards away, at the side of which
Gautrais was standing.

“Get quickly into this car; I will do the rest,” said
the detective,

When Bellegarde wasg in the car and also Gautrais,
Colette drove off,

As soon-as they had disappeared, Chantecoq gave a
sigh of relief and returned to the garden, reached the
thicket, and through the leuves, which he slightly
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parted, he could see Menardier and his two men standing
near the studio, hesitating to cnter,

Suddenly Menardier called Iilsa Rergen, who was a
certain distance away, The companion went up to lim,
Menardier said a few words to her. No doubt he was
asking her to go into the studio with them,

Mlle, Bergen opened the door quite wide and looked
in. An exclamation of surprise esciped her, and she
beckoned to the detectives.

Menardier gave an angry cry. In the studio thers was
only the dead body of Simone lying on the black divan.

Turning to the companion, who was just as surprised
as he, Menardier said:

“Then you lied to me.”

“1 swear to vou, monsieur, that he was here,” pro-
tested Mlle. Bergen with evident sincerity,

Menardier replied:

“Well, he can’t be far; we will search the grounds.”

Menardier and his two men commenced to search
the grounds when suddenly Chantecoq came from behind
the thicket and appeared before them.

““Chantecoq!” exclaimed the surprised Menardier.

The king of detectives, holding out his hand to
Menardier, said:

It is uscless, my {friend, to upset yourself so—
Jack Bellegarde has just escaped from me."”

Menardier shook his fist, and just managing to contros
che anger which was within him, he replied:

“I thank you, my dear fellow.”

CHAPTER VI

O~ returning to Chantecog’s villa, Bellegarde gave
Colette an expressive handshake and sat with his head
between his hands,

The detective whispered a few words to his daughter
who immediately tiptoed bchind a screen which stood,
on the left of the door.

Chantecoq went towards Jack and said to hum in &
grave and yet aflectionate voice:

“Come, my friend, have courage!”
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The reporter gave a start and raised his head. At
ihe sight of the great detective his features contracted,
and he said in a broken-down voice;

1t s terrible, is it net?”?

The great detective said to hiny

“Then you still love this woman?”

“No!" replicd Jack. T lave ber un more; in facr,
1 am quite sure now that 1 have never loved her.”

“Then why this great despair?”

“Becanse § fecl convinced that T am the conse of her
death,” said Bellegarde.

Then Chantecorp said Dy a (rm voice:

“On the coatrary, 1 can assure you that you are in
no way respongible for this unfortunate cvent 1

"Oh! if you could only make me think that, what a
weight you would lift from me—axd how grateful 1
should be to you "

“Listen to me and do be calm,’” said Chantecoq.

Sitting down in front of the journalist, the great
detective continued:

“On my rcturn to the hotel, T waited in the boudoir,
and while these 1 learnt from the conversation which
was taking place in the drawing-room between Mlle,
Bergen and several of her friends that Mle. Desroches
was in the habit of taking drugs.””

“That's true,” said Jock,

It may be that she took too strong a dose, {ollowing
her shock of secing the ghost.”

It s guite possible, but it s not cerfoin,’ said the
journalist,

“Granted, my dear friend, but you must admit
that my supposition is  quite  reasonable,” replied
Chantecoq.

“Yes, T oodmit that” soid Bellegarde,

“Excellent. T baven’t finished yet, though, Now,
Menardicr came to Auteuil at once to arrest you; but,
fortumately for von, T was the means of your escape.
Well, Menardier placed another supposition before me,
viz,, that Mlle. Desroches’s death appears to be most
@aspicious, and 1 certainly agree with him. Dot
Menardier suspects you with having poisoncd Simone
«nd, of course, T am net in agreement with him,*
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“But what would be my object in poisoning Simone
and committing such a crime?”

“That is just what T asked Menardier."

““And what did he say?"”

*He told me I was talking idly.”

“Really,” said the journalist, who was very irritated,
*Menardier is the worst of brutes.”

““No, he isn't,” replied Chantecoq. “ He’s not a genius,
but he's no fool. I must say also that he is really quite
an excellent fellow."”

"Well; why, in spite of all that you have told him
about me, does he still persist in suspecting me like
this ? **

"That’s very simple. DMenardier is at this moment
in the same position as & doctor who, after having mad»
an error in diagnosing a person’s complaint, then
treats him for a malady which he hasn't.”

““Well, let him geo still further into the mire,” said
Bellegarde.

““Anyhow, this new accusation which he charges you
with can only harm him and benefit us,” said Chantecoq.

“But how benefit us?” said Bellegarde,

“Daylight is beginning to show. When people find
out that you consented to let yourself be charged with
all Belphegor’s crimes in order to help me in my inves-
tigation of the affair, you will be considered a hero,
You can write the story of your adventures,”

Seizing the detective by the hand, the reporter
exclaimed:

“Ah! Monsicur Chantecog, if 1 hiad not met you,
everything would have gonce against me; but for you, 1
could never have been able to defend myszclf against
such diabolical machinations. If Belpbegor, as you
belleve, poisoned Simone, he must have accomplices in
the house.”

““That's my opinion, and it is the first thing that I
shall go into after I've found out {from Baron Papillon
the name of the person to whom he sold the “Memoires
of Ruggieri,”” said Chantecoq.

“I should think it i3 impossible fo hide anything
from you,” said Jack.

With & smile, the groat detective continued-
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“When people are too timid to speak out what is in
their minds, this faculty has been & great help to me.”

““Monsieur Chantecoq "

“Would you like me to speal for you?”

“I will listen,” said Bellegarde, comforted by a ray
of hope.

The father of Colette said:

‘“*Monsieur Chantecoq, L love your daughter,’"”

Jack trembled.

“Have I guessed right?” questioned the great de-
tective,

“Certainly.”’

“I say frankly to you that I have no great merit
but I have not finished——"

The detective said:

"It is always you who are speaking, don’t forget.”

““No, Monsieur Chantecoq,” exclaimed Jack, ‘'but
this time it's my turn.”

“Bravo!"

“Yes; I love Mlle. Colette and I ask you for her hand,
Monsieur Chantecoqg.”

Chantecoq replied:

“I'll tell you, my dear friend, that my daughter alss
loves you.”

“In spite of——"" replied Jack, but he didn't finish,

Chantecoq continued:

“When my daugher saw you hurriedly leave the
house to go to Simone she was very troubled, becauss
she was under the impression that you were still attached
to her; but now she understands you had only obeyed
your conscience—that you were so upset to think you
had been the cause of giving her so much pain. Soon,
Belphegor will be unmasked, and then the mutual love
you have for each other will help you to forget the
troublous times through which you are now passing.”

‘“Monsieur Chantecoq,’”” exclaimed Jack, whose cycs
were filled with tears. “I cannot tell you how happy
you've made me feel.”

Chantecoq said gravely:

“In the meantime, you are going to continue youi
remarkable impersonation of Cantazelli under the cacs
of"‘—““‘"’
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And Chantecoq then pointed to Colette who had just
tome out of her hiding-place and wuas smiling at her
Hianed,

Jack went towards her.

" Mademoiselle,” said he, ' your [atherwill tell you——->""

“Nothing,” replied Colette, “because I heard ail”

“Howi”

€4

I was therc—behind the soreen

CHAPTER VII

Towaros midnight, the man in the overalls dismounted
trom his motor-cycle in {ront of the ramshuckle house
which the hunchbaclk entercd previously, He drew o
knot out of a cord which hung across o narrow opening
in the middic of the dour. The tinkling of a bell wag
feard inside,

Almost immedintely there was the sound of iron
bolts being moved—the door half-opencd and the head
of Luchner appeared.

The man in the overalls went inside and put hig
motor-cycle up against the wall, the hunchback mean-
while bolting up the deor again.

The man in the overalls found himsell in o sort of
imechanic’s workshiop which was lit by o powerful
clectric lomp over which was a lanip shade; this wos
fixed on to bench on which was & gas mieter wind seren
nippers, cte,

Luchner turncd to his compunion wnd said in o sharp
voice:

“You're very late.”

The man in the overalls replied:

:3%“3 ?Yf)ry grave things have been happoning.’”

“ Jack Bellegarde is living.”

“What's that yon tell me?” said the hnnchbacl,

“I tell you Jack Bellegarde is living.”

1 doubt it,"” replied Luchner.

Then the man in the overalls said:

“*Well, then, I'm certain of it.”

"“Come now, we both saw that he fell into the ddver
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Oise, and you know o3 well as [ that after five minutes
he never reappeared on the surface.”

“I ean't imagine how it is that he's alive; but as true
ag I stand here, [ saw him only two hours apo entering
Simone Desroclies’s  hotel,”  said the maa in the
overalls,

“It is very anuvoying.” soid Luchner, convinced ak
last that his companion was telling the truth,

The mian in the overalls went on:

“After I saw him enter the hotel, I ran quickly to a
neighbouring café and telephoned the police, informing
them that Bellegavde was there, Very shortly after-
wards, Inspector Menardier and two other men arrived io
a car; but it was too late, Bellegarde had alveady
escaped.”

The hunchback swore angrily and said in an angry
voice:

“We must find him.”

“I've done so,” replicd the man in the overalls

rinmphantly.

“Congratulations.”

The man in the overalls continued:

“ After having telephoned to the police, T hastened
back to the hotel and watched. T was afraid that
Bellegarde would leave the house before their arrival,
but they arrived very quickly. DBlenardier, as I thought,
had his bird in the nest, I went to get my bike, which
I had hidden behind some bushes in the Rue des Lilac,
and just as I was about to start off on it, who should 1
see- but Bellegarde jumping into a motor-car standing
in front of the little door leading from the Rue dis
Lilac into the garden, and I saw our {riend Chantecoq
signalling to the chauffeur to drive on. When the ca
had started off, Chantecoq returned to the garden,

“Then I immediately followed the car. Five minutes
later, the car drew up in front of Chantecoq’s house.
The daughter of Chantecoq was at the whecl, near her
was Gautrais, the cx-guardian of the Louvee—wlo
Chantecoq has taken into his scrvice—and thenr I just
perceived Bellegarde whe was hidden in the back of
the car.  After that, I made my way here.”

“Splendid,” said the hunchback.
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*‘Shall T inform the police again that Bellegarde is
at Chantecoq’s house?”

"No,” replied Luchner. And in a sinister voice, he
added: "We can do better than that—they will know
everything to-morrow night.”

The man in the overalls looked surpriscd.

The secretary of Baron Papillon continued:

“Come and see the little surprise which I am now
in the act of contriving.” And taking his companion
up to the bench, the hunchback picked up a square
metallic box, at the four corners of which was a little
head-screw around which metallic threads, about 16
centimetres in length, were wound, and the four threads
were joined together,

The hunchback went on:

*This is a bomb of my own invention. It containg
explosives capable of destroying a house with as many
as six stories. I experimented with it during the war.”
And without mentioning to which country he had given
hig invention, he added:

“Thanks to the clock mechanism, the bomb will
explode at the time I have fixed.”

The man in the overalls said:

“But it will be necessary for Chantecoq to be in his
house at that time.”

“He'll be there,”” said the hunchback, continuing his
work, and after having closed up the gas-meter, he
added:

“To-morrow night at ten-o’clock—bang!”

‘‘Monsieur Luchner,” exclaimed the man in the
overalls ' you are a genius!”

2 L] ® ] s

The next day, about four o’clock in the afternoon,
Chantecoqg and Bellegarde—the latter once again dis-
quised as Cantarclli—rang the bell of the Papillon’s
hotel.

" Monsieur Papillon, is he in?"”

The concierge replied:

" Monsieur and Madame Papillon are both out.”

“Indeed!” said the detective, and, taking a letter
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which he had received that morning out of his note-
case, he gave it to the concicrge, saying:

¢ Kindly read this.”

The man took the letter and read the following:

“M. Papillon will see M. Chantecoq if he will
call on him Thursday at four o'clock.”

Under the above was a signature which was quite
illegible.

The concierge, with a puzzled expression in his face,
said: ' This is Monsieur Papillon’s sccretary’s writing,
No doubt M. Papillon has forgotten the appointment.”

Chantecoq commenced to argue, but the concierge
shut the door in their facces.

“We will not ring again,” Chantecoqg said, “I
guarantee to you that I will see Baron Papillon to-
morrow, I must then get him to tell me fromm where
he obtained the conjuring book.”

Chantecoq and Cantarclli returned to Chantecoq’s
villa.  When they arrived in the garden, Chantecogq
called out to Gautrais:

“Any news?”

“ Some employees of the gas company came to change
the meter, and as their paper was in order, I let them
go down to the cellar with Marie-Jeanne.”

“That's quite right,” replied Chantecoq.

The detective and the journalist went straight inte
the office where Colette was perusing the ' History of
the Louvre.” On secing them, she got up and went
towards them.

“Any news?” asked she,

Chantecoq replicd:

“No, Baron Papillon wag not at home.”

Chantecoq went over to his desk, in the centre of
which was a letter addressed to him which bore no
stamp. ke tore open the envelope immediately. It
was a card from Baron Papillon intimating that he
unexpectedly had to go out that afternoon on urgent
business and that he would call on him that evening
about ten o’clock.

Chantecoq frowned and said to his daughter;
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“When was this letter brought?”’

“About half an hour ago.”

The detective handed the card to Bellezarde to r

"1t is most extraordinary, isn'c it ? 7 suid the detectt

Ut s ndeed,” replicd Belleaarde,

Chantecor thought for a moment, then he conlraned:

“{'m going to ask Gautrais by whom it was brought.”

He went to the window and, opening i, he culled
out:

“Plerre, come to my ofiice immediately.””

Just at this moment, Gautraiz was letting out the
man in the overalls, who carried the gas-meter which
ne just replaced on his back, and the hunchiback who had
his baz of tools slung over his shoulder.

Ag Gautrais was coming awny from the door, fu
ticard Chuutecorps call alter it had been repeated o
second  time,

When Coutbrais orrived (o the office, the detective
satd to fiimi:

“Who brought this letter? ™

“T don’'t know, Monsicur,” replicd Caunteats, 1
found it under the door.”

“Were you in the gorden?”

“Yes, Monsieur.”

“With the dogs?”’

“Yes, Monsieur.”

“And how is it that you did not see anyoune and th2
dogs didn't bark? " said Chantecoq.

“The letter may have Dbeen slippad under the door
while T was just stretching my legs, or perhaps my back
was turncd. As to the dogs, they did their worlk,
tlicy growled, and they made me go to the door, otherwise
[ should not have discovered the envelope on the mat,

. I looked outside the deor, but could see no eone,
then I took the letter and gave it to Murie- Joaune to put
on your desk, Mousieur Chantecoc.”

“Oh!” said Chanlecoy.

Coletie went to question Gautrais, but her father told
aer to keep quiet.

Marie-Jeanne had just come in,

The detective said Lo her:

“Did you accompany the men to the ¢ellar? !
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*Yes, Monsieur,”

*Did you stay with them.”

*Only a moment. [ returned on account of my
beef, which was burning.”

Chantecoq irowned.

Madame Gautrais continued:

I thought that it was all right to leave them: they
seemed 1o be very nice workmen and were very polite.”

The detective replied in a grave tone:

“Yes, if they were real workmen.”

Marie-Jeanne, feeling that she had committed a grear
plander, lowered her head.

“You, Gautrais, continue wvour watch; and vean,
Marie-Jeanne, accompany me, for no doubt T shal)
have some questions to ask you,” said Chantecoq,

“The electricity is on again,” declared the cook,

“Thot doesn't matter,” said Chantecoq.

“But what about my beef?”

“It will cook without vou.”

“But it will cook tos much.”

“Well, we will eat less.”’

Ag Marie-Jeanne passed her husband in the vestibule,
she whispered:

“The Chief doesn’t scem very happy, does het””

“He treats us just as though we were imbeciles,’
grumbled Gautrais,

A few minutes later, Chantecoq, his daughter, Belle-
garde and the cook all went into the cellar.

The detective turned on the light. He went over to
the meter, against which he put his ear and listenad
intently, He heard the slow ticking of the alarm clock
-—he listened again, then turning towards the others
he eaid with his wsoal sungfroid:

“There's a bomb inside the meter!”

“A bomb,”’ repeated harie-Jeanne in o {dghtened
voice, and she let herself fall on a case of soap which
collapsed under her weight.

As the reporter helped the cook to get wp, Chantoceq
gaid to his deughter:

“Run quickly and get Box B for me, It iz in Cap-
board No, 3 in my laboratory.”

The young girl immediately obeved.

3
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“My God! my God!” lamented Marie-Jeanns, “if
it should go off while we are hore!”

“Don’t talk ridiculously,” said Chantecoq. “This
bomb will explode at a specified time—aome time during
the night.”

Marie-Jeanne felt a little reassured and continued:
*To think that we should be killed during our sleep
without even having any warning.” Then almost in
tears she said:

“Monsieur Chantecoq, pardon my husband and I;
I assure you that Picrre was on the watch and so was I.”

“I know that only too well, my good Marie-Jeanne,"
declarcd the detective,

“It is so difficult to think of cverything. These
men were so natural. I'm sure that even you would
have taken them for real workmen.”

“You say that there were two of them,”” questioned
the detective.

“Yes, monsieur. A dark, swarthy-looking person in
blue overalls with a little black moustache and 't

“Wait! wait!” said Jack.

““And a hunchback,” Marie-Jeanne continued.

“ A hunchback,” repcated the journalist.

“He carried his tools in_a bag which was slung over
his shoulder. The men were very polite and their
paper was in order, or Pierre wouldn’'t have allowed
them to enter,’”” said Marie-Jeanne, “If I had only
known, I would have left my beef to stick to the bottom
of the casserole rather than leave them for a moment.”

“And then they would not have been able to trick
us,”” said Chantecoq.

“There's no shadow of doubt,” Bellegarde said,
“these two men who brought this meter are thoss
who tried to drown me.”

Chantecoq then told Marie-Jeanne that he didn't
want her any more.

The excellent woman went out, and Colette reappeared
with the box, It contained many instruments.

Chantecoq puf the meter on a table, and with re-
markable dexterity he removed the screws which
supported the inside,

“You see that I was right,” said he, showing his
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daughter and the journalist the inside of the meter
where Luchner had put the bomb and the alarm clock.

With astonishing calmness, Chantecoq commenced to
remove, with the ald of a pair of pliers, the threads
which fastened the clock to the bomb, As he did so,
Coletie said:

“%Ve have had a marvcllous escape.’

Jack exclaimed:

“All’s well that end welll Now we have to wait for
Baron Papillon’s visit,”

“Oh, Baren Papillon,” said Chantecog. I don’t
thirk that he'll call to see us to-night.”

“Why?" suid Jack and Colette simultancousiy.

Chantecoq did not reply to their guestion, but he
said:

“To-morrow, he will have to give me his reason.”

CHAPTER VIII

MowsiEvur FErvar was sitting in his office reading ons
of the many reports which were on his table when hiz
office-boy appeared and said that M. Menardier wanted
to speak to him immediately on urgent business.

The Chief of the Police waited impatiently for Men-
ardier, for he brusquely pushed aside his worlk and told
the office-boy to show him in at once.

Menardier appcarcd; he scemied very agitated,

“I wanted to see you. Witlout doubt, you're awars
of the rumour which is being circulated and which the
Press will certainly make a case out of. They say,
in fact, many things. For ingtance, that the deoth
of Mlle. Desroches is most suspicions.”

“Yes, I've heard that,” declared Menardier: “and
from the information which I've gathered on the subject,
I cortainly think that it is suspicicus.”

““Who, in your opinion, do you think bLas committed
the crime?"”

“ Bellegarde,” replied Menardier, without the least
hesitation,

“Again!” exclaimed Ferval.
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“Well, hadn’t he some object in getting rid of the
anfortunate woman?” said Menardier.

“After having stolen the letters which arc in my
possession P

" Yes, Monsicur Ferval; Mlle. Desroches was likely to
become o hindrance to his future plans.”

“That is so,” said M. Ferval. "1 going to advise
the office of the Public Trosecutor immediately, for it
is certain that an autopsy will tale place. It is advisable
to finish this affoir as soon as possible.  The public are
beginning to get unnerved. Certain newspopers have
already published passages which are not exactly in our
favour, and the Montmartre song-writers have written
several songs in which they ridicnle us. Al this is very
unpleasant !’

" Monsieur,” said Mcenardier in a sincere voice; 1
swear to you that 1 have done everything in my power
to get to the bottom of this affair. ['ve not had more
than four hours’ sleep every night.”

“ My dear Menardier,” interrupted Ferval, “'1 doubt
ocither your capacity nor your zeal, and 1 am convinced
that your colleagues have also done their best.”

"I only Chantecog had not interfered with my
Investigations,” said Menardier,

" Chantecoq again—-""

"Well, monsieur, I assure you, if it hadn’t been for
Chantecoq, Bellegarde would have been in my hands by
now,”’

“Soitis therefore a duel between the king of detectives
and yourself?”

" Absolutely,” declared Menardier; then added in an
agitated voice: " You've quite unsettled me since you
told me that no sooner shall I shadow Chantecoq than
he will find out. I feel as though I want to throw up the
SPONEE NOW.

“If I question him,” Menardier continued, “ he won't
give me a reply; but you are hiy friend, monsieur.
Couldn’t you speak to him? You have been friends a
long time, T think you would be able to extract the
truth from him.”

“Well, I will see him; but I am very sceptical as to
the result of the interview,”
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“Y thank you, monsieur, Now that the affair i3 in
your hands, I am at rest.”

Menardier was just going our when an office-boy cume
in to suy thaet Mousicur Chantecod wished to see M,
Ferval.

OWell; i that asn't strange,’’ said 1 val.
be better for the intcrview to take plice here—there
will be no witnusses.  Meoanwhile, you go and call on
the police mngsivate who is in charge of this alluie—
it is M. Darely, isn't it?”

“Yes, monsieur,” replied Menardier,

“you inform bim ol the rumours which are buing
eirculated regarding the subject of Mlle, Desroclies's
death ”

“1 understanil, monsiear.”

Ferval told Menardier to go out by anothier door i
order that he should not meet Chantecog.  Then turting
to the office-boy, who was awaiting his orders, he
said:

“Show M. Chautecoq in.”

The great detective appeared and the two foiends
shook hands.

Ferval spoke first:

“To what must 1 owe the pleasure of your visit?”

The king of derectives wirh a cordial swile on hiis
face, replied:

“My dear man, I want to have a serious talic with
you.”

“With me?” said the Chiei of the Police, T war
just going to telephone you asking for an appointmcnt-—-
this is a coincidence, isn't 1t?2”

“Well, you speaic frst,”" said Chantecoq, sitting down
in front of his old [ricud.

- T After you,” replied Ferval, — - - m e e

“As you please,” sald the king of detectives; “but 1
know what you wont to know.”

“Sorcerer.”’ )

“Come, my good man, let us put our cards on the
table,” said Chantecoq with his habitual frapkness.
 Although I don't listen through keyholes, [ can repeat
to you, almest word for word, the conversation you have
just had with Menardier. 14 commenced by him telling

trowill
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yon that if it hadn’t been for nmie, he would have captured
bellegarde.”

" That is correct; then you confess——

“Not only do I confess,” continned Chantecoq, " but,
@ addition, 1 am going to tell you the reusons why £
helped Bellegarde to escape.”

“Because you think him innocent,” replied Terval.

‘“That is one of the rcasons, but there is another
special reason.”  And the father of Colette sald in a
grave voice: '""If Menardicr were able to arrest Belle-
garde, he would cover himself with ridicule—that would
be his own affair; but you see this ridicule would reflect
itself on me and I don’t wish for that.”

Ferval replied:

“But if you are protecting a culprit, I can’t prevent
Menardier from doing his duty.”

"My old friend, would you believe me if I swore to
vou that Bellegarde is innocent?”

" Then why doesn’t he come forward and prove that
the accusations made against him are untrue?” ex-
claimed Ferval,

"' Because I have prevented him from doing so,” said
Chantecoq. I want to save you from the unpleasant-
ness of committing a grave error,”

“If you want to know all,” Chantecoq went on, '‘let me
tell you that if I hadn’t crossed Menardier's path, and
if T hadn’t succeeded in persuading Bellegarde to hide
himself, I would not hold the clue which is going to lead
me to the true culprit.”

*Are you sure?’’ replied Ferval. “My dear friend,
no one admires your genius more than I, but it is possible
for the cleverest of people to make mistakes.”

““Then do you think that I have the audacity to think
myself infallible? "’ said Chantecog.

“I didn’t know that you were a modest man.”

“Well; I can only inform you that sometimes during
the course of my long career, I've committed blunders;
but with regard to this affair, I'm certain that I'm on
the right track and that you're on the wrong one.”

“The future will settle it,"” replied Ferval.

“Then you still wish to keep on the bet?”

“d S:?‘es‘lﬁ N

]
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“Well; you will have to order the luncheon,”” said
Chantecoq, “ and don’t forget that Commander Cantarclli
is to be invited."”

“I won’t forget.,”

“Above all, let us part the good friends that we've
always been,” said Chantecoq.

“*More so than ever.”

CHAPTER IX

In the dining-room of Simone Desroches’s hotel, while
Juliette was serving them with tea, Elsa Bergen was
relating to Mme. Mauroy the last moments of her sister,
Suddenly the footman appeared and said.

""Monsieur Ferval is here.”

The companion arose, a little surprised—while Mme,
Mauroy asked her:

““What has he come here for? "

“I do not know; but we can’t very well dismiss him.
If you don't wish to see him, I will talk to him in ancther
room."”

““No,"” said Mme. Mauroy; “I prefer to be here.”

Thereupon the companion ordered Dominique to show
M. Ferval in.

M. Ferval, after having bowed to Elsa Bergen, looked
at Mme. Mauroy who, overwhelmed by her great grief,
had remained seated.

The companion whispered to M. Ferval:

“It is Mlle. Desroches’s sister—she is very upset.”

M. Ferval bowed respectfully to Mme. Mauroy, wha
acknowledged him by a slight inclination of the head.
Then turning to Elsa Bergen he said in a grave voice:
*I have come to see you regarding a very painful
matter."”

Elsa Bergen looked up at him with surprise. As tc
Mme. Mauroy, she seemed entirely disinterested as to
what happened around her.

*Although the Civil State Doctor has declared the
decease of Mlle. Simone Desroches to be natural,” M.
Ferval continued, “we’ve just become acquainted with
certain facts which arouse suspicion,”
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The companion looked very astonished and said:

“On the contrary, T assure you that our peor friend
succumbed to a cardiac aflection.”

“That is not the opinion of the mugistrate.”

“Do you know what grounds the magistrate has for
his conviction? "'

“I'm afraid I cannot enlighten you on that point,”
said Ferval. ““All I can tell you is that the office of
the Public Prosccutor has ordered that the burial is to
Le suspended so that a medical examination can take
place.”

“That is to say an autopsy ” said the companion.

“Which is to talke place with the least delay possible.”

At these words, Mme Mauroy in a perturbed voice
exclaimed:

"My sister! My sister! Oh! no—not that! not that!"”

With much deference, M, Ferval said:

“Alas, Madame, the decision of the Public Prose-
cutor is final.”

Mme., Mauroy replied;

“Leave her with me just for to-night, monsieur, I
beg of you. I have just scen her; she is still so beauuiful!
Oh! yes, leave her with me until to-morrow.”

Very impresscd by the despair of the lady, M. Ferval
suid:

“Very well, madame, I don’t wish to add to your
trouble. T will take the necessary steps to prevent the
pathologist from comniencing his examination until to-
morrow morning.”’

" Thank you so much, monsieur,” said Mme. Mauroy;
whereupon she fell down on the couch and burst inte
sobs.

Afrer M. Ferval had said good-bye, he was shown t2
the door by Elsa Bergen.

E] * L3

* * 2 *

It was about eleven o’clock in the evening and the
hotel of Mlle, Desroches was practically in darkness.
The domestics had retited for some time, with the ex-
ception of Juliette, who had asked if she might stay
with her mistress on the last ¢vening.

Mme. Mauroy, Mlle, Bergen and Maurice de Thouars
were gathered around the divan on which the dead body
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of Simone vepcsed amongst some freshly-cut flowers.
In a corner of the studio, disereetly stauding apart from
the others, was the chambermaid, praying.

Noticing that dMine, Mauroy was looking very fatigned,
Mle Bergen said to her:

“You really must go and take a litfle rest.”

“Let me stay by her side,” replied the sister of
Simone.

“You do’t want to use up all your strength,’
AL de Thouars.

“You may bave need of it later on,” added the
companiou.

“That is true,” acknowledged the young woman.
Then suddenly bursting into tears, she said:

“When I think that to-morrow—aoh! it is too abomin-
ablet  Tell me, Monsicur de Thonars, can’t you vse your
influence in preventing the autopsy from taking place?”

“Unfortunately, it isn't in my power to do so0.”

“My sister! My poor Simone!’” continued Mme.
Mauroy, ‘1 must embrace you for the last time.”

She approached the dead bedy, and put her lips
against its forehead. Then, taking one of the roses
from under the body, she slipped it in her corsage and
murmured: I did not believe I loved her so much.”

Turning towards Mlle. Bergen, she added:

“I can sec hor when she was quite small. I was lilie
a second mother to her—she was eight years younger
than L.”

She staggered, as if she were going to faint.

In a sweet, but authoritative voice, Mile. Bergen said:

“Don’t stay herc any longer. You will make your-
relf quite il1."

“Allow me to accompany you to your room,’ said
M. de Thouars.

Mme. Mauroy took the army which he had offered her
Julictte came forward saying:

“1f madame has need of my services

“Yes, go my child "’ said Mile. Bergen to Juliette. "I
am going to stay with Simone.”

Mme. Mauroy gave a last look towards her sister, ther
she went out into the garden with M, De Thouars.

Juliette quickly ran to the room which had been re.

3

said

i
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served for Mme, Mauroy and turned on the clectric light.
Soon Mme. Mauroy and M. de Thouars appearcd on the
threshold. ‘

“Monsieur !’ said Simone's sister. I cannot tell you
how touched I am by your kindness—>Mle, Bergen and
you———->"

“But it is only natural.”’

“I shall never forget it,” replicd Mme, Mauroy.

M. de Thouars respectfully kissed the hand which
the young woman held out to him. Then Julictte came
forward and said;

“Ehall T help you to undress, Madame? ™

“No thank you; you go and stay by poor Simone’s
side.”

The woman obeved. As she was crossing the ante-
room, he ran up against M. de Thouars who said te
her:

“Will you inform Mlle. Bergen that if she gets tired
{ will relieve her”

“ But, monsicur,” observed Juliette, I will stay there
alone.”

“You might become frightened, being with a dead
body all alone.”

“No, mousieur. A good old curate who lived in my
native town, once said:

““You are never alone with the dead—their soul is
still there."”

““Ah, welll I am going to take a little repose now,”
said de Thouars,

M. de Thouars went into the dining-room and sat
down in an arm-chair. He looked very sad and tired
and he closed his eyes, hoping that sleep would sovom
come to him to let him forget his distress for a time,

As Juliette was on her way to the studio, she seemed
to hear a rustling of leaves which was followed by an
absolute silence.

Juliette waited a moment——but the silence continued.
Feeling nervous, she quickly ran to the studio, As she
entered it, sho noticed that the lights which wers
attached to the ceiling appeared to be shining briiliantly.
Elsa Bergen was in the act of gathering some roses which
bad slipped from the divan on to the carpet.



THE MYSTERY OF THE LOUVRE rix
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Noticing the troublid expression on the chamber-
maid’s [ace, Mlle, Bergen said:

“What i3 the matter, Juliette? Is Mme. Mauroy
anwell 2

“No, Mademoiselle, it {5 -

She stopped as il she dared not speals.

“Come now—spenls,”” said Elsa Bergen,

“Madcemoiselle,” Jaliette then said: I have just
heard o stronge noise in the garden, ft sounded just
as if someone wis walking behind the thicket—just
where the ghost disappearcd.  Ohl if it were the ghost
again.”’

“Come, my child, don't put such idcas into your
head. The ghost will not come here again. In the
first pliuce, B Chantecog told us so emphatically; and
sccondly, the affair ig in his hands.”

Llsa Bergen had scarcely suid these words than all
of a sudden the lights were extinguished and the studio
was in darkness, except for the light of the candles
placed near Simonec.

The two women gave a start—they remained im-
movable-—their eyes were riveted on a little door placed
at the end of the studio which was hidden by a tapestry
—it was slowly opening.

A terrified cry escaped them.

The ghost had just come through the door.

The companion suddenly fainted,

Mad with terror, in a voice which was strangling ite
self in her throat, Julictte vainly tried to call for heip.
She had not the time. Bounding towards her, Belphegor
gave her a terrible blow on the neck with a bludgeon,
and the unfortunate girl fell to the ground in a dazed
condition.

Then the ghost approached Simone’s body, snatched
it up in his arms and disappceared with it through the
little door by which he had entered.

Juliette, who had not entirely lost consciousness, tricd
to get up, but she had not the strength to do so, and
crawling along on her knees to the door which led to
the garden, with a great effort she managed to hxlf
open it, and in a distressed voice she called out:

“Help! help! help!”

By
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M. de Thouars was just going off to sleep. He got
up quickly and rushed into the garden in the dircction
of the studio.

On seeing him come in, Julictte, in a terrificd voice,
stammered out:

" The ghost—has just kidnapped—mademoiselle——

Maurice de Thouars looked towards the empty divan
on which one could just see the impression which
simone’s body had made.

The brave Juliette, at the end of her strengih, collapsed

rs



PART IV






CHAPTER I

Apour mme o’clock in the moraning, Baron Papillon,
dressed in a pair of beautiful silk pyjamas, went into
his study where, by the way, he never did any work!

After having proudly glanced around the room which
was filled with valuable pictures and most precious art
treasures, he went up to his desk, and noting that the
morning’s correspondence had not yet been opened, he
frowned and immediately rang the bell.

A footman appeared.

In a hauvghty voice, Baron Papillon said:

"“Tell my sceretary that I am waiting for him.”

*“M. Luchner is not here. FHe left very early this
morning,” replied the footman. ““He ordered me to
tell you that he had been called away by M. Barenstein,
the great antique dealer, to negotiate a very interesting
deal which it was nccessary to clinch at once.”

“Well, that’s all right,”” declared Papillon, dismissing
his servant with a gesture.

Sitting down majestically in front of his desk, he took
up one of the letters, and was just about to open it with
a paper knife when the telephone bell rang.

The Baron took up the receiver and listened. Almost
immediately a horrified expression came over his face.

“Oh, my God! What is that you're saying? * said he.

Just at that moment, Baroness Papillon entered the
reom in a deshabille which was perfectly ridiculous,
Noting the troubled expression on her husband’s face,
she said:

“‘Hippolyte, what is the matter?”

With an irritated gesture her husband silenced her.

Then he continued to say over the telephone:

‘' Please accept our heartfelt sympathy, and do mnot
forget to remember us kindly to Mme. Mauroy.”

M. Papillon put the telephone receiver on its hook.
Then, turning to his wife, he said in a perturbed voice:
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“That was Mlle. Bergen who telephoned me.”

“The time of the funeral of our poov friend?” suid
the Baroness,

Then the amateur art collector soid in a dismal anl
hollow vuice:

“The funeral of Mile, Desroches will nov toke place—
at least not just yet.”

“Why

“Because th: ghest kidnapped her body in the
night.”

"“The ghost!" repeated Mme, Dapillon, suddenly
becoming terrified.  “ The ghost—the gho "

She stopped, and incapable of uttering another syt-
lable, collapsed into ¢n arm-chair.

“Calm yourself, my dear Eudoxie, T am here. Now
vou know that 7 am o very good shot with a gun! [ven
vesterday, at the Club House, I made a magnificent
shot.”

Panillon had boldlv Ted,

This avowal of courage somewhat enbied the Baroncss,
and half-opening her oyes, she sald,

“Hippolyie, tell me what has happoned.”

“lvappears that during the nichi, while Mo, Tergen
and the chambermaid wers wotching over the bedy of
this unfortunate young woman, the ghost appeared.
Mile, Bergen fainted; when she came 1o, to her great
horror she noticed that the body of Simone had disap-
pearcd and that the chambermaid had received a terrible
blow on the neck with a Lludgeon.”

On hearing this, Mme, Papillon beeame terrified
again, and she excloimed as =he put her arms around he
husband’s neck:

“When vou think of Chantecoq having the audacity
to say that he would very soon rid us of this ghost!
What bluflers these dotectives are.”

“Give him time,” suid Darou Papillon.

“1 don't want to stay in Palis—1'm too afraid.”
“I repeat to vou that I am bere with you and that

i

“I do not want to sce you in this stale any longer,
We will leave to-miorrow for Courteuil Custle,”
The Baroness replivd.
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" No, that isn't far enough away.”

““Then where do yoa wani fo go?”’

I want to cross the water—to be as fav wwey from
the ghost as possible.”

“Very well,” said the Baron, coming to the end of his
tether,

“We will leave for Japun to-nizht,” said the Baroness,

Feeling utterly worn out the Diaron ceauiesced:

" That’s it!"”

Whereupon Mme. Papillon gt up, and throwing
her arms around her hushand’s necly, she satd to s

“Hippolyte, you are a darling.”

Bavon Papillon was feeling very contented with him-
scll.  Suddenly someone knocked at his door.

“ Luchner,” said he to hinpself, “ I shall be curious to
know whether he had succeeded in clinching the deal
or not.”

“Come in,’” said the Baron, in a load voice.

But instead of Luchner coming in, he saw o footman
who carried a salver on which was a card; be presented
the latter to the Baron.

" Are they waiting for a reply ?”

" Yes, Monsieur."

M. Papillon read the message, 1t was as follows:

“Monsieur.—Knowing vour great inferest in art,
I beg to inform you that 1 possess a most
beagutiful miniature of Queen Marie Antoinctte. Tt
is painted by the well-known artist, Dumont.”

“Wait! wait! this is interesting,” said Papillon. And
he continued to read the remainder of the note, viz.:

*1 have made the journey irom Holland to France
for the sole purpose of secing you. Itisa wmigue
picture, and I would like you tosue it before anyone
else, Yours truly,
“Jacou Levvy-Naruay,
“Antiquary at Amsterdam.”

With a look of greed in his eyes, M. Papilion declared:
“A vportrait of Marie Antoinette by Dumont; this iv
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indeed a piece of good luck. They haven't it even in
the Louvre.”

Then he told the footman to show the gentleman in,

A few moments later the antiquary was shown into M.
Papillon’s study. He was an old man of Jewish appear-
ance, A bushy beard hid the lower part of his facc and
he had a mass of grey hair on his head. He was scantily
clothed in black, and he peered through a pair of large
tortoise-shell spectacles which made him look like a sor{
of modern Shylock; in fact, his appearance inspired one
with fear more than with interest,

But M. Papillon, during the course of his numerous
quests for treasures, had seen many another like hirn.
His appearance did not frighten him.

Sitting at his desk in an advantageous position, he
invited his visiter to sit down in front of him.

"Let me see this miniature,” said Papillon, in a distant
voice.

“Monsieur, pardon me, but I haven’t it in my pos-
session.”

“Then why did you say you had?"” said the husband
of Eudoxie crossly, ‘Have you been trying to make {un
of me?"”

The old Jew, who our readers will already have recog
nized as Chantccoq, added in a humiliated voice:

- It is a subterfnge which I used in order to see you.'

Papillon was furious. He got up, and showing hin: the
door, he said:

“Get out, or I will very quickly order my servants (o
turn you out.”

Standing with his hands jeined together, Chantecoq
paid calmly:

“Monsieur, do not bz angry with me. I want to put
a proposition before you; I swear to you by the God of
Abraham, my ancestor, that you will regret it if you send
me away.”

Papillon said after a little hesitation:

“In this case I will listen to you.”

““Thank you, monsieur,”’ continued the great detective
"Y'm sure that you will be delighted.”

" Spealk out; my time is precitous.”

“I know that, monsieur. I will be very brief. I have
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learnt that you are the possessor of a manuscript of ths
sixteenth century which bears the title of “Mcmoiras
Secrets de Cosmo Ruggieri.”

M. Papillen looked surprised and replied:

“Indeed! Well; the conjuring book bag now passed
out of my hands.”

Jacob Levy-Nathan, with mouth half-open and cyes
opened wide, listened to the Baron, who said to him:

“One of my friends, member of the Academy of
Literature—Monsieur Carpenas by name . . . do you
know him?"

“Who does not lmow this celebrated Master?” ra-
plied the Amsterdarm antiquary.

“Well! M, Carpenas, with whom I communicated,
informed me that it was of no value whatsoever.”

The antiquary of Amsterdam raised his head dubi-
ously.

“So T put the conjuring book,” Baron de Papillon
continued, ‘' back into one of the drawers in the Renaidse
sance chest where I found it originally.”

‘““Are you able to give it to me, my dear Master? "’

On hearing himself called ' My dear Master!"” the face
of Baron Papillon flushed with pride. It was the first
time that anyone had called him that,

“I'm afraid it’s no longer in my possession, Doubting
the authenticity of the chest, I put it up for auction; it
fetched quite a good price. So you see the manuscript
which I left in one of the drawers has passed inte the
hands of the buyer.”

“Would you be kind enough, my dear Master, to
disulgs the name of this person?”

“It is Mlle. Simone Desroches,”” replied Papillon.

Chantecoq gave a slight start, which escaped Papillon’s
notice, and said:

“Mlle. Simone Desroches . . . Isn’t she the young
woman who has just died in a mysterious fashion?”’

‘‘ Absolutely.”

Jacob Levy-Nathan then got up and said:

" Well, monsieur, I'm sorry to have troubled you.”

“What is the value of this manuscript in you
opinion ? "’ Papillon asked.

“It is many years since I have made valuations,
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‘but this is a genuine manuscript,” said the Amsterdams
antiquary.

“Then Carpenus must be a fooll” replied Papillon,

“Sometimes the most shrewd people make mistakes”
said Jacob Levy-Nathan,

“Oh! it is too bad,” said Tapilion irntated. " To
+hink that if it hadn't been for this Loob, I would stif
have been in po sion of the "Memoires of Ruggiert!”
Abt Monsicur Levy Jacob-Nathan,” he went on, "if
you are able o obtain the munuseript, T ask veun 1o
rive me the first offer to buy it.”

“Most certainly, 1 will, my dear Master,” said Chan-
tecoq.

“But,” obuerved the Buron, “I think that it will be
very difficult for you—at least, just now-——to recover
ihis precions manuscript.”

“Why?”

" Because last night the ghost of the Louvre kidnapped
the body of Mlle. Desroches.”

“Jt 12 not possible,”” replied Chauicooq,

1

CHAPTER 1T

Aroxg in the room which he occupied in Chantecog’s
house, Jack Bellegorde was sitting o an armchair in
Iis ovdinary clothes. He was thinking over the events
through which he had just lived, when he suddeniy
got up and commenced to pace the room.

“Provided Chantecoq has succceded in getting Baron
Papillon to speak!” said Bellegarde to himself.  Then
docs Papillon know who is now in possession of this
manuscript?  Perhaps it was stolen from him, and he
sn't aware of the fact.”

Now, when people are in love it {requently happens
that they pass through perieds of radiant eptimism
and most bitter pessimism,

Such must be the case with Jack Bellegarde.

Someone knocked lightly on the door.

“"Come in,” said Bellegarde.

The door opened and Colette appeercd before him,
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On seeing her, his depression scemed to suddenly
leave him; she was like a ray of light to him.

“Monsieur Jack,” said she In an aftectionate, yo
reproachful voice, "' I'n afraid I must grumble at you.”

" Really, mademoiselle, and why?”

“Because you have disobeyoed.”

i I ? ’r

“Yes, my father sald gou were not to take of your
disguise for a single moment.”

“That is true,” replicd Bellegarde.

“Then why have you done it?”

“I had forgotten ? replied the young reporter o
an embarrassed tone of voice,

“Are von quite sure,” Colelte said, smiling the
while. ‘"Now come—tell me the whole truth—huve
not the right to know it now that we are engaged to
one another?”

“Yes, you have; and parden me for not having
answerced you frankly at once,” said Bellegarde, ““Well,
Mademoiselle Colette '

“Now you may call me just ‘Colette,””
the daughter of the detective.

“Well, Coletle, it does annoy me so much to he
dressed as Cantarelli; I feel absolutely ridicuilons in
his guize,”

“Not at all,” said Colette.

“You are very kind,” replied Bellegarde.

“You know aiter what happened last night,” Colette
said, ““Menardier cannot fail to have his suspicions.”

The barking of the dogs was heard, and Coletti
going to the window slightly lifted up the curtain,

“Here is my father,” she cried. Chantecoq, stiil
dressed as the Amsterdam antiquary, was coming
towards the house. ‘' By the look of him,” declared the
young girl, 'I should think he brings good ncws,”

“Let us go to meet him,” exclaimed Bellegarde.

"Not before you have put on your disguise,” con-
tinued Colette.

“Do you command me to do so? '3

“1 do.

The young people then exchanged a loving look and
Jack went to put on his disguisc.

> interruptoed
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Chantecoq, after having taken off his disguise, pat
en a lounge suit and then went into his study. A few
minutes later, Jack, disguised as Cantarelli, joined him,

*Have you seen Baron Papillon?” said Jack.

The great detective, who scemed to be in an excellent
Zumour, replied:

“Yes; and he has related twe sensational pieces of
snews to me."”

Very intrigued, the journalist listened intently to the
detective who sald:

“The first piece of news is—the manuscript of * The
Memoires de Ruggieri” was once in the Baron’s posses
sion but it has since passed into the hands of Mlle,
Desroches. "

“To Simone?” exclaimed the reporter,

Chantecoq continued:

1 conclude that it has been stolen by this unfortunate
woman or by someone in her circle.”

“The fact is,” said Bellegarde, “‘she received some
very doubtful characters at her house.”

Do you suspect Belphegor as being one of her
friends?”

The young man thought for a moment, then he said;

“1 cannot say.”

Chantecoq asked him again: “What is your opinion
regarding the companion?”

“Mile. Bergen? I know that she has been in Mlile.
Desroches's service a very long time: she always dis-
liked me, but I am quite sure she was very devoted to
Simone.”

““And this M. de Thouars? " said Chantecoq.

“He was very much in love with Mlle. Desroches
he detested me.”

“1Is he really the son of a nobleman? ™

“No.»

“Is he unscrupulous?”

“I believe 50, said Bellegarde. Then he added:
“Do you think that he is Belphegor? ™

“No,” replied Chantecoq; “so far as T am able to
judge him, it seems to me that he is neither intelligent
enough, nor audacious enough to play such a role.”

“Well; now for the second piece of news,” sald Chan-
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tecor).  "Are you waiting to bhear something really
extraordinary ?

" Most surely,” said Bellegarde.

" Belphegor stole the body of Mlle. Desroches last
night,” said Chantecoq.

““The bady of " murmured Bellegarde, growing
pale. ““But it is dreadful!™

“On the contrary, it is exccllent,” said Chantecoq.

CHAPTER IIT

THE news that the ghost had stolen the body of Mlle.
Desroches soon spread through the neighbourhood, and
the people naturally became very alarmed. The in-
quisitive ones assembled togcther in front of Simone's
hotel.

Two policemen guarded the entrance to the hotel;
they were forcing back the crowd which was gradually
growing thicker and thicker.

In the studio, in front of the black divan, Mme,
Mauroy, Llsa Bergen and Maurice de Thouars were in
conference with M, Ferval, M Menardier and the Police
Commissioner of the neighbourhond.

Monsicur Ferval, by the way, had decided 1o preside
at the inquest which the magistrate had ordered., The
three officials were listening with a live interest to Maurice
de Thouars who was relating the events of the previous
night.

The companion was looking very tired and haggard
She still appeared to be very perturbed and said:

" Excuse me if I express myself badly, messieurs, but
I am still very upset. What I saw was so frightening.”

Ferval replied to her in a kind voice:

“ Just try to remember exactly what you saw.”

“I will do my best,” said the companion,

She continued:

“1 was sitting by poor Simone’s side—with the
chambermaid—when all of a sudden the electric light
was extinguished. There was just the light of the
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candles, which gave a dim light aronnd the room.  Then
I saw a door slowly opening: this door was situated
quite near the divan, and wns hidden by a tapestey.
Suddenly the ghost appenrcd. | lost consciousness,
That is all T am able to tell vou.  Julictte has told us
that she wanted to call for help, but the ghost rushed
up to her aud gave her o dreadful blow on the neck
with a bludgeon. She fell, hall duzed, on to the ground;
but she says that shie is sure she saw the guost take up
the body of Mile. Desrochies nad disappear with it thronsh
the little door.”

“Where is this chambermaid ?” said M. Ferval

“She is in bed—still suffermy from the violent Llow
she rteceived.”

“Is she in a fit condition to veply to my questions?’

I think go; in any case, 1 will take you to sce
her.”

As they were ahout to leave the room, Menardier, who
had just been to ioelk ontside the little door, said:

“Monsicur Ferval, first of all, may I put some questions
to Mlle. Bergen:?”

“Certainly.”

“Was this door, which leads out on to the garden and
is only a few yards away f{roin the boundary wail of
the hotel, locked?”

“1In the usual way it is locked,” replied the companion
without the least hesitation. Flowcever, 1t I3 quite
possible that it was undone; because I remember that
it was through that door that one had to carry the
flowers amongst which Mlle, Desroches was lying.”

Menardier continued:

“Did the ghost only have to move o switch in order
to extinguish the electricity 27

“Yes, monsieur. This switch, as you have seen, iy
placed on the left of the door. The ghost had therelove
only to stretch ont his arm in order to turn out the
light.’

“IWhich goes to prove,” concluded Menardier, ' that
he knew the house very well indeed.”

Ferval and the Commissioncer nadded their heads in
agreement.

Menavdier confinued:

1

H
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“"Have any of Mlle. Desroches’s servants been in her
service only. a very short time?”

*No, monsieur. The chauffcur Lins been with us the
shortest time of all; he has been here over a year, We
had very good references wi to his character and he has
given us complete satis{netion,” replicd Bblie, Bergen.
"*As to the others, they have been in the service of
MIle, Desroches's [amily for many years. T have there-
focre been able to know and appreciate them. As I
told Monsicur Chantecoq, I can vouch for their
characters.”

“7Then M. Chantecoq has visited here?' asked Menar-
dier.

“ Yes, mounsieur,” replied Mlle. Bergen., I can even
tell you if it intercsis you v

“Very much, mademoiselle.”

““That when the ghost first visited the house, Mlile.
Desroches—who had heard of Chantecoq’s genius-—rze«
quested that he should come and investigate; but, as
you see, he has been unable to make any discovery.”

““And on Chantecoq’s very first visit, he declared that
the ghost would never retura to Mlle, Desroches’s hotel,”
added M. de Thouars.

*T must also add,” said the companion, ' that he then
asked us if we would be so kind as not to inform the
ofticial police——"

Madame Mauroy, who had kept silent until now,
exciajimed:

"“What a pity! If only my poor sister, instead of
emyploying a private detective, had immediately notified
the Commissioner of Police, it is more than probable
that she would be alive now?”

“Yes, it is,” murmured Menardier.

" And now, where is she?” continued Mme. Mauroy.
“Oh, DMessieurs, you will find her again, won't
you?r”

Desirous to put an end to a sccne which was becoming
extremely painful, M. Ferval said:

*We will now go and see the chambermaid!”

And addressing Mme, Mauroy: It will be better for
you not to accompany us, madame; you don’t want to
give yourself further pain.”
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“But T want to see and hear everything, [ promise
you that I'll be brave,”’ replicd Mme. Mauroy.

So, guided by Ilsa Bergen, thoy went to Julictte’s
toom, which was situated at the top of the hotel

The chambermaid was lying on her bed with her head
wrapped up in a bandage.

Mlile. Bergen entrred the room first, followed by M.
Ferval and Menardier. Mme. Mauroy, M. de Thounrs
and the Commissioner of Police remained in the corridor;
the door of Juliette's room was left open so they were
able to hear everything that was sald.

Mlle, Bergen approached Julictte and said to ber in
a kindly voice:

“My child, this gentleman is the Chief of the Police;
he has come to ask you some questions with reference
to last night’s incident.”

Juliette looked around her in a frightened manner.

“Mademoiselle,”’ said M. Terval, '"will you kindly
tell us all that you know?”

“Monsieur,” replied the chambermaid, T was in the
studio with Mlle. Bergen when I suddenly saw a door
open, and then—and then——-"

Menardier was making notes in his notebook.

She stopped—as if the memory of the ghost had
awakened terror within her.

“And then?" said M. Ferval kindly,

‘“And then,"” continued Juliette with an effort, * the
ghost appearcd. Mlle. Bergen fainted. I cried out.
The ghost rushed towards me, and gave me a terrible
blow on the neck. I fell down, but I did not quite lose
consciousness "

She stopped—she could hardly get her breath, Mlle.
Bergen then gave Julietie some smelling salts, while
M. Menardier whispered to M. Ferval:

“This tallies exactly with what the companion told
us, therefore "

With a brief gesture, Ferval silenced him. Juliette
had revived and she continued:

“Then, monsieur, I saw the ghost run {owards the
divan, take mademoiselle up in his arns and rush away
with her."

“I don’t want to tire you, mademoiselle,” declared
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M, Ferval, “but I still have one or two qucstions to ask
yon."

With a nod of the head, Juoliette gave him to under-
stand that she was ready to apswer him,

“Did you see the ghosi the first time he entered this
house?”

“Yes, monsicur.'”

“And are you surc that he was the same one as you
saw yesterday?”

“Oh, yes, monsieur!”

““Was he clothed in a black shroud?’®

“Yes, monsieur.”

“ And did he wear a hood over hig head which prevented
anyone from secing his features?”’

" Yes—and in which there was only two holes for his
eyes to peer through., Oh, those eyes! I shall never
forget the look in them.”

“But you must try to forget,” said the high official.
And pointing to Menardier, Ferval added: ‘" Here i3 one
of our cleverest detectives who has promised to arrest
the ghost within twoenty-four hours.”

"“And [ won't go back on my promise,” said Menardier,

Just at that moment, a taxi stopped on the other
side of the road. Two men alighted from it—they
were Chantecog and Cantarclli. Noticing the huge
crowd outside the hotel, Bellezarde whispered to
Chantecoq:

“Something must be happening inside.””

Chantecoq addressed the old gentleman who had
said that it was no ghost but a vampire; he had been
pushed to the back of the crowd by new arrivals.  “What
is the matier, monsicur?’’

In a harsh voice, the old man replied:

“A vampire kidnapped a corpse last night.”

Let us now rcturn o the dining-room where Mme.
Mauroy, Maurice de Thouars, M Ferval, Menardier and
the Comumissioner of Police are gathered together.

“The essential thing,” sald Menardier, is to get hold
of the principal culprit.,”

“Do you know him? "’ questioned Mme, Mauroy.

“Yes, I know him.”

“Who is it?"”
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Menardier was quict,  Yerval then motioned to Menar-
dier to continue.

“He who stole Aile. Desroches’s letters,' said Men-
ardier.

" Who was that?”’ said 3. sfe Thouars,

“ Tack Dellegarde.”

“ Jack Dellegarde?” repeated Mme, Mauroy, giving
cne the impression that she had never before heard the
name.

" Yes,” continued the inspector.

But M. de Thounars stopped him and snid:

“Mme. Maurov is unaware of the friendly relations
which existed hetween Mlle. Desraches and this jour-
nalist.”

“Oh, pardon me,” said Menardier.

But Mme. Mauroy turning to Maurice de Thouars,
exclaimed.

1 want to know everything; you have no right to
hide anything from me, Besides, I have guessed. This
Bellegarde whom you accuse of having stolen the hody
of my poor sister was . . . her , . , her lover?"”

“ Alas, yes,” replied M. de Thouars.

“But what was his object in stealing her body?”
asked the young woman.

Menardier did not reply to this question. RRealizing
that it was only adding to Mme. Mauroy’s grief in hold-
ing anything back from her, Ferval replied:

" Jack Bellezarde was the principal instigator of the
theft at the Louvre a few days ago.”

“Indeed,” replied dMme. Mauroy. “Now I come to
think of it, I read something in the newspapers just
iately about & ghost, but T did not pay anyv particular
attention to it at the time, Vell, how was Simone
mixed up in this affair?”’

TFerval continued:

“ As you have learnt, Mlle, Desroches was the friend of
Eellegarde.  She was very miuch atiached to him; in
fact, she wanted to marry him, but he refused her under
ihe pretext that he hadn’t enough money. This was
really just an excuse te break with her.”

“Which i3 just what he did,” interrupted M. de
Thouars angrily.

H
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“And having stolen the Valois treasure,” declared
Blenardier, “he realized that il it became necessary for
him to go abroad, Mlle. Desroches was likely to become
a nuisance to him, so he calmly got rid of her.”

“The wretch,” said Mme, Mouroy, as Elsa Bergeu who
had jost entered the room, approached her,

“Killed her, how?" asked M. de Thouars.

By giving her some poison while they were lunching
together one day at the Restaurant Glycines,” replied
Denardier,

“The fact is,” said M. de Thouars, il was jusi at
this time that our poor Simone was taken ill.”  And
turning towards Mlle, Bergen, he added: ' Isn't that so,
mademoiselle? "’

“It is absolutely correct,” declared the companiomn.
“1 will even add that T had a suspicion of it, but as §
had no proof, 1 said nothing.”

“But why, alter having killed Simoune, did he steal
her body?’’ said Mme. Mauroy,

Ferval replied.

“ Bellegarde, having learnt that an autopsy was going
to be held, and knowing that it would come to light
that she had becen poisoned, he realized that the best
thing to do was to get rid of her body.”

‘It is abominable,” exclaimed the young woman.
“Oh! Messieurs, you will ind her again, vou will avenge
my poor sister, won't you? "

M. Ferval gravely aftirmed:

““ Justice will be done, I promisc you, madame.”

As the three detectives went out of the hotel entrance
door, some police cyclists, who tortunutcly happened to
pass by the hotel, were in the act of helping their two
colleagues to push back the crowd which had become
thicker and more unruly than ever. Oun secing the de-
tectives, rumours commenced to spread. Surely they
would hear something now! But in a loud authorita-
tive voice, Terval said to the policemen:

“Send the crowd away; no one at all is to be allowed
to enter the house until you receive the order.”

The policemen immediately exccuted their Chief's
orders but not without difficnlty.

Ferval went towards his car when suddenly, to his
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greal astonishment, Chantccoq and Commander Can-
arelll stood before him.,

“And am I included in this order,’
detective of Ferval.

“I'm afraid you are, my dear friend,”” replied Ferval,
YTt is a formal order for everybody.”

Chantecoq rulsed his eyebrows; Menardier smiled
trinmphantly.

Then Ferval continued:

" This time, my good Chantecoq, you have lost your
bet”

" Do you think s0?” said the detective,

I am certain of it.”

“There will be some news before to-night,” said
Menardier, with assurance.

“Yes, T think so, too,” replied the great detective with
a malicious smile,

7

asked the great

CHAPTER IV
In Chantecoq’s studio, Colctte was sitting in front of a
typewriter in the act of typing a letter.

suddenly Mme. Gautrais entered the room.

“\What is the matter, Marie-Jeanne? My father, 3L
Jack——~—"

“iiusht hush! Mademoiselle,” replied the cook
immediately,  And in a2 mystericus kind of voice she
added: ""Lhe little sneak is here.”

“The little sneak?” repeated Colette, very much
troubled.

“Yes, Inspector Menardier,” replied Marie-Jeanne.

Then she added in a low voice:

“He accused my husband of being the ghost of the
Louvre and came and ransacked M. Bellegarde's flat.”

“Well, what does he want? "

“To speak to M. Chantecog.”

“You've told him that my father is not here?

“Yes, mademoiselle, but he wished to stay.”

*“Well, he may stay,” replied Colette.

“He wants to speak to you,” continued Marie-Jeanne.

“Fo me?” replied Colette. Then she added:

iz}
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““Show him in,” said Colette, as she tried hard to calm
hereelf.,

“Very well, mademoisclle.”

Marie-Jeanne returned to the ante-room where Men-
ardicr was impatiently waiting with his two colleagnes,
She made a sign to Menardier to enter the studio. The
Inspector went in at once,

“*Mademoiselle,” said Menardier bowing politely,
“your cook has just told me that M. Chantecor is not
in.”

“That is correct, monsicur,” replied the young girlk

“I am sorry,” declared Menardier. ‘‘If, however, 1
disturb you, I’ll go into the ante-room.”

‘“No, you wen't disturb me, monsieur.”

As she typed, she looked at Menardier whe was looking
towards the window,

She managed to continue typing wuntil the door
opened and Chantecog appecared with the false Can-
tarelli in the background.

On seeing Menardier, Chantecoq showed no surprisc:
Gautrais had warned him of Menardier’s arrival, and he
said to him in a cordial voice:

“Well, Menardier, what can I do for you?” And,
turning towards Jack, Chantecoq said:

“This is my excellent colleague, Menardier, whom
you have already met in Monsieur Ferval’s office.”

Menardier arose and said in a grave voice:

“"Monsieur Chantecoq, I wish to speak to you
privately.”

“ Splendid,” replied the great detective.

Colette left the typewriter and went out, without
saying a word, to join Cantarelli.

Chantecoq closed the door again.

Menardier, who had remained standing in front of
Chantecoq, looked dircctly at him and said:

“My dear Chantecoq, I've learnt that you are hiding
Jack Bellegarde, the journalist, here.”

Chantecog did not appear at all disturbed by this
remark. Quite master of himself, he replied:

“'Wait! wait! who told you that?"™

Menardier replied in a harsh voice:

“I know it from a certain source,”
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Whercupon Chantecoq said staply:
“Very well! you may look, my [riend.”

[ have for you, Monsieur Chantecoq.”

“Allow me, my dear colleague, to point out o you

that at thiz moment yvou have scarcely any proot.”
T just want o do my duty,” replied Menardier,
“Very welll I osay again, you may search.”

“You realize the admiration and the respect which

And, drawing o bunch of keys out of his pockoet,

Chantcog said as lie gave them to Menardier:

S These open wlt the doors.”

Menardier replicd:

“Monsieur Chantecoq, [ don’t want the keys, you
have only to give me your word ot henour that Juck
Bellegarde s not under your roof and [ will immediately
go away.”

Chantecoy glanced towards the window which lookedd
out on to the ganden, and sceing Commander Cantarell
sitting o a senl with Colette, to whom he appeared to
be guietly talking, he replied:

My dear Menardier, T give vou my word of honour
that jack Dcllegarde s not under iy roof.”

“Then I will go, and please excuse me for any in-
convenience which I have given you,” said Menardier.

Y1 owill accompany you to the gate, my friend,”
deciared  Chantecoq, who had never shown morve
cordiality or good humour,

They passed into the ante-room and through to the
garden.  Colette and the fulse Commander were talking
to Gautrals, who had chained up Pandore and Vidoey
because they showed sach hostility towards the two
detectives who were now standing m front of the entrance
door.

Menardier approached Colette and Cantarelli,  He
powed to Colelte and offered bis hand to Cauntarelli
who was about to get up and offer his hand, when
suddenly Senardier seized him by the arm and said:

“Inthe nome of the law, Iarrest you, Monsicur Jack
Bellegarde.”

Colette gave a cry and Chuntecog angrily said:

MM Cantarelli is my guest, and T forbid you to take
him awav.”’
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“Shall I unchain the dogs,” asked Pierrs

Chantecoq silenced him. Then, turning to Menardier,
he sard:

“What right have you?™

Menardier took out of his pocket a Jetier and
presenting it to Chantecoq, said:

“Kindly read this.”

The great detective read aloud the contenis nf the
note, the writing of which sivangely resemibled that of
the other niotes siyned by Belphegor, 1t read as (ollows:

EE & P o

I warn vou that Commander Cantarelli, who
is at this moment in Detective Chantecoq’s house,
is no other than Jack Bellegarde.”

Tustinctively Colette went up to her fiancd, bebind
vhom Menardier's two men were standing, .

Then the young reporter, incapable of restraining
himself any longer, exclaimed as he took off his ;- he-up:

“Yes, itis I, but I am innocent.”

Menardier made a sign to his tweo men, who then
stood one on each side of Bellegarde, One of them was
going to handeufl him, but Jock protested and said:

T *1t is quite unnecessary fo insnlt me, Dve no wish to
ran away.”

" Splendid,” said Chantecoq. And turning to Men-
ardier, Chantecoq said: “ Well played, my dcar friend,
tut I must tell you that you have committed the most
awful blunder in all your career.”

“We will see,” replicd Menardier, who signalled to
hiz two men to take Bellegorde away.- - - - - - -

’ CHAPTER V

Trr news of Jack Bellegarde's arrest spread throughout
Paris with amazing rapidity. The first thing Chantecoq
made it his business to do was to go to the offices of
Ee Petit Parisien to vindicate Bellegarde’s hononr.

The whole of Le Petit Parisien staff assured him that
they would never believe that Bellegarde was guilty of
the terrible crimes of which he was accused. Chantecog
cnidd to them:

1§ 1 wished T could bring about his release from
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prison at once; but, if I did so, it would spoil the little
game which Bellegarde and I have prepared.”

An editor asked:

“Then we shall be receiving some fresh news soon,”

“Walit until to-morrow,” said the king of detectives;
adding: “I promise you, messicurs, that you will be
informed before anyone of the arrcst of the true Bel-
phegor. Just at the moment I haven’t the right to tell
you any more."

After Laving shaken hands with many of the staf,
the great detective went away, As he went down the
great staircase, he said to himself:

“I'"ll now go straight home and have a sleep, because
['ve an idea that I shall have a somewhat busy night.”’

Let us now return to Mile. Desroches’s hotel. DMMme.
Mauroy was sitting at a table in the dining-room deep
in thought and looking very sorrowful.

Mlle. Bergen was reading a journal in a distracted
manner, when Maurice de Thouars came rushing into
the room and said in an agitated voice:

“I've good news for you. Jack Bellegarde has just
been arrested at the house of Detective Chuantecoq.”

“At last,” exclaimed Mme. Mauroy, raising her head,

""What a relief,” said Mle. Bergen, adding: “Thea
has Chantecoq been playing a double game?”’

‘It may be that he was compromised in this affair,’
sald De Thouars. And he added: ' I'm going at once to
the Law Courts; T want to find out where this wicked

Whereupon Mme. Mauroy told M. de Ihouars tha
she would go with him.

“Aren’t you afraid it will upset you too much?”
observed Mlle. Bergen.

“No! no!” said the young woman nervously, “I
want to know everything.” And with a shaky step,
she went out of the room accompanied by M. de Thouars,

Then the footman who had witnessed this little episode
went over to the companion and said:

" At last, our poor mademoiselle will be avenged.”

¢ Justice will be done,” concluded Mtlle. Bergen.

“If he is guillotined, it will be a pleasurs for me to
see the sight,” exclaimed Dominique.

devil has taken Simone’s body.” - - - - - S
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An hour after, an elegant landaulet stopped. i front
of the iron gate of the Law Courts.

Mme. Mauroy, dressed in deep mourning, and Maurice
de Thouars entered the great courtyard.

“The best thing for us to do is to ask to sce the
Police Magistrate who is in charge of this affair,” said
de Thouars.

Going up to the officer on duty, he said:

“I want the office of M. Judge Darely.””

The man showed him the way to Judge Darely's
office. After they had ascended the staircase, they
arrived in a corridor which was filled with lawyers and
journalists who, having learnt of Bellegarde’s arrest
had gathered there to get the latest information.

Maurice de Thouary scrawled a few words on one of
his cards which he handed to the man who was keoping
guard outside the judge’s door.

“ Kindly give this to M. Darely at onca.”

The man took the card and said:

““At this moment, monsieur, the judge is examining
someone and he has asked me nof to disturb him. So
soon as the accused leaves, I will give him your card.”

M. de Thouars realized that it was uscless to insist
and he went back to Mme. Mauroy and sat down by the
side of her.

Great excitement was going on around them-—most
lively remarks were exchanged. One journalist said:

“I've seen him go by between two detectives—he
was handcuffed. When he saw me, he said: ‘Tell
everyone that a big mistake has been made—I have been
wrongly accused, and I assure you that if will not be
long before I am frec again,' He appeared to be quite
calm and self-possessed.”

“However,” sald a younger reporter, “they say Belle-
garde is charged with some dreadful crimes.”

Pointing t - Mme. Mauroy, who was still sitting on a
seat with M. de Thouars looking wvery upset and not
appearing to take any notice of the conversation which
was taking place around her, he went on: “ That woman
in mourning appears to be very ill. Do you koow who
she is? "

Scarcely bad he said these words than the door of
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Judge Darely’s office opened. There wos immediate
silence.  Surely one would now hear somethng.

Jack Bellegarde, still looking very calin, appeared on
{he threshold with the two detectives.  On seeing him,
Mine. Mauroy sat up with a start, and, before M. de
Thouars was able to stop lher, she rushed towards
Pollegarde and said:

“You wretch! whathave yondone withmy poovsistery

“Madame,” protested Jack, "I have no——"

But before Jack could finish his sentence, the two
detectives hurried him along to the cxit.

Mme. Mauroy tried to run after him, but she staggered ;
M. de Thouars caught her in his arms and monagzed to
sit her down again on the seat, amidst the general
commotion.

“Tt is the sister of Simone Desroches,” whispered a
faw student to M. Troubarot.

About eleven o'clock that evening, an aecroplane
landed in a large meadow quite close to the Castle of
Courteuil.  Two passengers alighted from it—a man
dressed ag an aviator and a women dressed in travelling
costumie. They both wore leather helmets and masks
which entirely hid their faces.

Someone who had been hiding behind a hedge, and
vlio had helped them to land, came towards them, It
was M. Luchner, Baron Papillon’s secretary,

All three talked for a few moments in a low voice,
Then the hunchback showed them a cort of clused shed
at the end of the meadow. This sherl had previously
heen used as a nightly resting place for the animals
which were put out to graze during the summer,

“We are going to hide our machine here,” said he,.
" And I hope that by to-morrow night all will be finished,
and that we shall be able to fly away with the Valois
treasure transformed into bars of gold.”

The man and woman approved by nodding their
heads, and without saying a word, they pushed the
aecroplane as far as the shed, the door of which had been
previously opened. When they had put the machine

mside,” they went out, and Luchner fastened the door
with a very strong chain secured by two enormous
padlocks, They then proceeded towards the castle,
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However, instead of zoing through the main entrancs,
they went along the outside wall antil they arrived ia
front of a little door, which the hunchbaclk opencd with
a key which he took from one of his peckets.

They went through the dvor and arrived in the park,
Some moments later they entered the custle by the aid
of a low window. Then the hunchback whispered 1o
the masked woman:

‘“Now Belphegor must be satisfied.”

The woman suid in a grave voice:

“Let us hurry! Beiphegor is anxions to fy away ™

CHAPTER VI

AT the same hour, two policemen were standing outsils
Simone’s hotel keeping gnard.  Onc of them said to thu
other as he poinled to the house which appearced to b
in darkness: "I rcally don’t know why we are put hees.”’

"1 think we'd be better in our beds,” replied the other
policeman.

“Still, orders are orders.’t

However, hacd the policemen gone into the gurdea
of the hotel, they would have =oon learnt that their
presence was very much needed. Hidden behind o
bush, they would have perceived Eclphegor—the ghoss
of the Louvre—draped in his black shroud, with his Lol
covered in his strange hood; he appeared to be waiting
for something to lLiappen. A fuint light shone across
the glass door of the vestibule.

Saoon this door half-opened and Mile. Bergen appeared,
She looked round to ensure that she had not Dbeon
followed and went towards the studio; she opened thae
studio door and went inside. She quickly switched on

_ the electric light,

Without the least hesitation,” Elsa Bergen went-
towards a Renaissance chest. 1t was the one which
had belouged to Baron Papillon.

The companion moved a sccret spring which waa
hidden behind a hinge; then one of the flaps of the Lid
slowly opencd, and she was just going to put her haad
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inside the chest, when a slight noise made her toumn!
round. |

The ghost of the Louvre was standing in the studic!
The companion was very astonished to see the ghost,
but she showed no sigus of fear and said simply ¢

“Whatcever are you doing here, Simone?”

The ghost did not reply, but brusquely took off its
shroud, hood and mask. This time Elsa Bergen shricked
out in terror, for instead of seecing Simone, she saw
Chantecoq standing before her.

The companion was g0 frightened, she dared not
move, Chantecoq seized her by the wrists and said to
her:

“Now then, woman, explain yourseif.”

The companion closed her eyes and staggered. Chan-
tecoq supported her and found that she was nc more
than a rag between his arms.

“Fainted,” thought he; ““so much the better. When
she revives, she’ll probably tell me everything.”

Then Chantecoq laid her on a couch. As he was
trying to resuscitate her, she drew from her corsage
a stiletto—mayhe the detective did not perceive her
action—and she plunged it into Chantecoq’s breast.

Chantecoq collapsed on to the ground.

The murderess got up and looked triumphantly at
him. She then rushed towards the door but, just as
she reached it, the door suddenly opened and Gautrais,
accompanied by Pandore and Vidocq, barred her exit.

Elsa Bergen gave a scream as of a trapped animal.
This was followed by a loud roar of laughter from
Chantecoq, who said to her:

“So you take me for a fool, do you?”

In a second he was on his feet, and went over te Elsa
Bergen who looked at him with terror in her eyes. He
stopped a few steps away from her and, taking off his
walstcoat, showed her a fine coat of mail which entirely
covered his bust.

“Now then, confess everything.”

The companion sat down in an armchair, and while
Gautrais remained on guard by the door with his two
dogs, Chanlecoq said to her:

“Mademoiselle, first of all you will explain o me
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why, when you saw the ghost appear, youa said: * Whatever
are you doing here, Simone?’”

“I will tell you mnothing,” replied Elsa Bergen,
obstinately.

The detective continued :

“1 am therefore right in concluding that Mlle.
Desroches is living and that it is she who 1s Belphegor.”

Elsa Bergen still remained silent, and realizing that,
for the moment at least, he could extract nothing from
her, he glanced round the room. Noticing the Renais-
sance chest, he went over to it and opened the lid,

“Ha! ha! very good; so that’s it, isit?” excloimed
Chantecoyq.

The great detective saw suspended to the inside of the
chest a wax figure which represented Simone Desroches,

“That is really excellent work,” said he. “I should
like to have the address of the artist who has exccuted
this veritable chef-d’acuvre.”

Addressing the terrificd companion, he said:

*Now I understand cverything, With the aid of this
wax figure, Belphegor could be in bed and also at the
Louvre. Belphegor could be dead and alive at the same
time—that wasn't a bad idea for a woman poet.”

The king of detectives added: “So my presentiment
has come true—the key to the mystery was to be found
in this house.”” Pointing to the wax figure, he said to
Elsa Bergen:

“Now that I have found the copy, I must ask you
what has become of the original.”

But the companion did not move her lips.

Chantecoq continued:

“Very well then, since you do not wish to speak,
there remains only one thing for me to do.” and he added
in an authoritative voice:

“Now then, stand up and follow me. Mind, if you
make the least noisc, these dogs will at once set upon
you and I don’t advise you to let them do that.”

Realizing that resistance was useless, Elsa Bergen
got up and, without saying a word, she allowed Chan-
tecoq to lead her out of the studic. Gautrais followed
behind with his two dogs.

They reached the little door which led out on to the
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Lilac Road and through which we previously saw
Chanteroq enter the garden.

A motor-car avalted them and the dotective order |
thie companion to get inside.

“Get a taxd and return to the house” said Chantaoo |
to Cautrais,

"Where are you taking me?” suid Elsa Borgan to b
preat detective.

Chantecoq replied !

“I'm taking you to a place which will supply you
with bread for the remainder of yorr days.”

Just at this time, a strange incident wus taking piys
at Chantecog’s house, Colette, who had decided noi £
go to bed until her father returned, was watting for humn
in the studio.

Al of a sudden the front door bell pealed out.

“That's not my father,” thouurlt Colette. e Lo
his key, and o he hada’t he wouldn’r ring hle thot.”

Colette rushed over to the window und saw Marie-
Jeanne who had gone to answer the bell. She saw b
talic for a moment to a man wio wis coming up Lae
footpath towards the house,

Colette opened the window and called out:

“What is the matter, Maric-Joeonne?”

“A chaufleur has brought a note from your father.”

“Has he given it to you?”

“No, mademoiselle,  tle tells me ihal M. Chantecwy
ordered him to deliver it Lo you personally.”

“Marie-Jeanne, do vown know my Ilather’s hond-
wricing 2”7

“Oh!yes, mademoiselle. T would recognize it at once.’

“"Ask this chauffeur just to show you the envelope,
and if it is father’s handwriting, let him inside.”’

Marie-Jeanne went back to the chautleur, who was
still waiting in front of the iron gate, and in « resolute
tone of voice, she said:

“I suppose you're not fooling me, but in these times
one ran’t be too careful. Now will you just let me s20
the writing on the envelope?”

“With pleasure,” replied the chanttenr,

“Yes, it certuinly is his writing.” Thereupon she

'

openet the imam anta and skl to Wi
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“Follow me.” Marie-Jeanne led the chauffeur Lo the
“ndio where Colette was walting.

"Are you Mlle. Chiantecoqr ’ asked the chanticar,
wlio was no other than the man i the overalls,

"Yes,” replied the young girl, lecking at the inan nith

istrust in her eves,

(‘olette took the letter which he offered to her and
glanced at the address. Yes, Maric- Jeanne was not
mistaken—this was her father’s handwriting,

Shu opened the envelope and read the contents of

o letter aloud; it was written in a vizibly shaky hand:

“My DEAR CHILD,
I have just met with a very scrious motor accident,
Come to me,
CCHANTECOQ.

“Where is my father?” said Colette.

“In the Liospital at 3untes,” replicd the cuwffear,

“Is he badly hurt?”

A broken leg.”

“My God!”

The man in the overalls, anticipating the questions
x\hifﬁ the young girl would put to him, continued:

“As the Vost Office wis closedd, your father orderad

a car from the proprictor where T work, and T was told
to come. The car is ouwside and T can toke you to
Mantes immediately.”

Colette looked the man direct in the face, A sus-
picion had just crossed her mind,  Remembering thu

;
her father had gone with Cautrais, she asked hers
why he had not made any allusion to him in his note,
There was evidently some mystery which nceeded
clucidating, and continuing to lock at the man very
hard, she said:

“Aly father was not alone.  His valet accompanied
him, What has become of him? "

The man in the overalls replied in a rather indolent
vaoice:

“How should I know, mademoiselle? T can't tell
you. I'm only doing what I’ve been told to do.” Then
he added: It may be that M. Chantecoq's valet is
hurt alse, My boss gave me the letter which I've just
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given vou, but he told me nothing about it—so I can’t
tell you anything more.”

Colette brusquely cxclaimed:

“You lic! you liel My father hasn’t written this
note."”

Colette was just going to take the tclephone receiver
off its hook, when the man in the overalls prodnced a
revolver from his pocket and, brandishing it in fron¢ of
her, said:

“Hands up, or 'l shoot you.”

Marie-Jeanne was terricied, and immediately obeyed.
Colette crossed her arms on her chest, saying:

““What do you want with me?”

“Now just listen here " said the man in the
overalls, continuing fto threaten the girl with his
revolver.

SHAPTER VIE

At Courteunil Castle, in an elegant but rather showy
dressing-room which belonged to no other than Baroncss
Papillon, the woman we have previously seen alight
from the aeroplane was sitting in front of a dressing-
table.

Standing near her was her companion, who was stifl
in flying kit, looking at lher image in the glass. Tha
reflected countenance was that of Mme. Mauroy, After
having taken off her helmet and mask, the woman gazed
at hersclf for a moment in the glags—a strange smils
lurked on her lips. Her eyes shone with cxcitement.,
One would not have recognized her for the same woman.

She slowly commenced to take off her clever make-
up and her blonde wig, and turning towards Maurice
de Thouars, who was looking admiringly at her,
exclaimed in a sarcastic voice:

“The comedy is ended . . . I've just about had enough
of it.” And in a dominating voice in which was a tracs
of mockery, she said: ‘' Have you nothing to say to me,
monsieur. Aren't you even going to congratulate me?”’

“I'm sorry, Simone——" said M. de Thouars. But
I still feel rather worried.”

“The fact is,” continued the young woman, “1f [
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hadn’t had more pluck than you, the Valois treasure
would not have been in our possession to-day."™

“You are extraordinary.”

“Say rather that I'm a genios, beloved,” said Simons
haughtily.

“Indeed, to have so cleverly devised and carried sud
a plan such as you've done deserves unlimited admira-
tion. You played the most dificult role of Belphegor
marvellously, and I trembled lest at any moment Chap-
tecoq should discover you.”

Simone shrugged her shoulders disdainfully and said:

*The chief factor is that all has gone well. I realize
that I've been well supported.  Just by luck I happened
to discover the precious ‘Memoirs de Ituggieri’ at the
bottom of a drawer in the chest which I had bought
from that imbecile, Papillon. Then Elsa Bergen thought
of the brilliant idea of my disguising myself as a ghost:
Luchner wrote the letters supposed to have beer
written by Belphegor, and the greatest mystery of all—
the wax figure represenfing myself—was his clever
work., This was instrumental in my successfully being
able to turn the people’s sugpicions away from me.
Then again, Jack Teddy was a great help; and lastly
yourself, my dear Count; you were most successful iv
putting the people of our set off the track, Wsall, we
have played a good comedy, and I must say that you
played your part perfectly.”

“I'm so glad to know that you appreciated my
services,”” replied de Thouars.

“You did splendidly,” said Simone,.

““Of course you know I would have followed you—-?

“To the Assize Court,” said Simone Desroches,

““To death!” replied de Thouars.

“Didn’t you realize that I was only joking?"

“Simone!"

“] feel so happy in having succeeded. Now I can
tell you everything.”

“Yes, please do,’" sald M. de Thouvars, “for up til'
now I only know what you've been inclined to tell me—
that is to say, very little—and I was perfectly content to
obey you blindly.”

Simone Desroches continued:



g TR MYSTERY CF THE LOUVEE

“You will know everything, My fortnne had dwindled
to only a few hundred thousand francz-—scarcely
enough to keep me for o yvear. [ saw the inmmwinent
approach of poverty. T wasn't able to earn o great dead
ol money out of writing peetry. It would have been
pessible for me to make o wealthy narriage, but my
independent nature revolted at the thought of being at
the mercy of a man who had probably bought me as one
buvs an expensive toy.

“Believe me, my belaved, before T discovered the
manuseript of Ruggieri, I passed throngh some dreadfully
dark days. But when 1 rcad the Meinoirs of Queen
Catherine’s famous astrologer, I thought the future a
little more agrecable and 1 said to myself: “After all,
why shouldn’t I take the contents of this conjuring
reole seriously 2’ The tone of these Memoirs scemed to
iz so sincere that I had the immediate impression that
they revealed the truth,

*The essential factor was te ascertain if the treasure
was still to be found in itg hiding place. Before running
the risk of a venturesome expendition, 1 was carefu] to
ensure the success of my plans. As regards Ruggieri,
1 was not concerncd., In fact, at the end of this
conjuring book, he explained clearly that after the death
of Catherine and the assassination of Henry III the
enccessor, Henry IV, was not desirous to obtain the
riches of his ancestor and had allowed them to remain
buried under the flagstone, their hiding place.

“Well now, after the Battle of the Barricades,
Catherine of Medicis and Henry 1T were forced to fee
from Paris, and they were never able to return to the
capital.

“After T had carefully read all the bools and memoirs
relative to the history of that period, 1 noted that there
was no mention made of the Valois treasure. Naturally,
if it had been discovered, I should have seen it recorded
m one of these books. So I therefore concluded that the
treasure had not been moved from its hiding-place.
‘Thanks to the details given in the writing of Ruggieri,
and to the very complete plan which he had left, T very
quickly found the entrance to the secret hiding-place,
which was exactly under the pedestal of the statue of
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a god nared Deiplicgor. TL was a very heavy obstacle
which could ouly be displaced at night time,

“If the subterranean passage which Ruggicri clearty
described were still in existence, nothing was easter
than to visit the Louvre during the night and between
two rows of guardians to carry out the operation.  Llsa
Bergen suggested that T send Luchiner to do the work, but
for reasons which vou can guess, [ preferred to do it alone.”

“Were you afraid that the hunchback would want to
take all the profits ? " said De Thouars.

“Yes, T was, Hoe s Elso’s brother, and T dirl oor
wholly trust him. 1t was then that Mlle, Bergen sug-
gested to me the idea of the ghost. 1 accepted it with
enthusiasm, and the next night, taking with me the
disguise which Elsa Bergen had obtained for e, Tentered
the Saint-Germain-L’Auxcerroir church. T can assure
vou when I found myself alone in this sanctuary, T feit
my heart beat a little louder than usual, 1 called forth
all my courage and dressed myself as a ghost.  With the
aid of a lamp, and the plan which I had detached from
the manuscript, I was successful in discovering the
flagstone which was marked with a flour-de-lys and was
behind the high altar.

“In accordance with Ruggiceri’s instructions, I pressed
my finger down on the middle of this flagstone.
Nothing moved. I pressed it down harder; it seemed as
though the flagstone slightly moved. I then pressed i
down with all my might—it moved slizhtly; T pushed it
gradually along and I discovered a spiral staircase which
led to the subterranean passage. Atfter having passed
a sort of crypt, which afterwards proved to be of service
to me, I rcached a second staircase which T ascended and
1 found myself in front of a wall.

“I consulted Ruggieri’s plan again and succesded in
discovering the secret entrance to the Louvre, but the
mechanism of it was so rusty that I was unable to make
it function. I then took advantage of Luchner's good
services; he returned with me the next day. This
hunchback is really quite a genius. Indeed, in les:
than an hour he succeeded in opening the door hidden
in the wall, and we found ourselves on the contral
landing of the Victoire de Samothrace.
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““Then alone I entered the "Room of the Barbarous
Gods.” As 1 was examining the statue of Belphegor,
& guardian appeared and I had to make a hurried exit
with bullets from his revolver singing around my head.”

“You commenced work the next day,’” said De
Thouars.

“Yes; and a subardinate of Luchner accompanied us.”

“Jack Teddy 2"

“Yes. We learnt that the following night, the chief-
guardian of the Louvre had obtained the permission of
his superiors to stay alone on guard in the ‘Room of
the Barbarous Gods. That didn’t stop us. I pro-
vided myself with a club,” and Simone added in a devilish
tone of voice: " And you know that I didn’t fail to make
good use of the club.”

“Yet after that, you had the audacity to visit the
Louvre again,” said De Thouars.

“Certainly; I entered the ‘Room of the Barbarous
Gods’ alone and perceived Jack Bellegarde in the act of
examining the statue, Belphegor, which was lying on
the flagstones. Iapproached him very quietly, intending
to give him the same fate as the guardian, Sabarat,”

“Do you mean to say——? " said De Thouars.

“Let me continue,” interrupted Simone. ‘‘Being
intent on his examination, Bellegarde had neither seen
nor heard me enter, but scarcely had I lifted my arm to
give him a violent blow with my club than a hand was
placed on my wrist. It was that of an elderly man—
I've learnt since that it was Chantecoq, who came
from I know not where and interfered in this unfortunate
manner.

“With a brusque movement, I managed to disengage
myself and escape. [ scaled the staircase of the Victoire
de Samothrace four at a time, followed by Bellegarde,
who was firing his revolver, but luckily none of the
bullets hit me.

“When I arrived on the landing, Bellegarde caught
me up and I gave him a terrific blow on the nape of the
neck with my club. Bellegarde fell down and I hurried
towards the secret door, behind which Luchner and the
man in the overalls were awaiting me.”

""Yet you visited the Louvre again,” said De Thouars,
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““Yes, thinking that the police would sct a trap for me,
I thought a way out.”’

“So the sommniferous gas was your idea?” said De
Thouars.

"VYes, and Lachner manufactured it.”

Suddenly Simone burst out laughing, and said:

" Just supposing that the Papillons should take it
into their heads to come here”

De Thouars locked very perturbed.

Still laughing, Simone Desroches continued: .

‘Rest assured; Luchner has alliyed my fears in this
respect, and if the delightful couple did happen to come
here, we would not be leng in acquainting them with
the dungeons which the imbecile, Papillon himself, has
had rebuilt”

"In this way, the dungeons will be of some use.”

Simone coquettishly looked at Maurice de Thouars
and said:

‘' And haven't you anything to say to me? Perhaps
I've done wrong in telling you all these things, and now
you won’t have any amorous feelings towards one whe
isn't afraid of making herself the equal of the greatest
criminals of the past and present days.”

‘‘Simone,” protested Count Maurice, I swear to
you that on the contrary, I have never adored you so
much—and that nothing could separate me from you.”

“Not if I ordered you to go out of my life?” said
Simone.

M. de Thouars grew pale. Then in a hoarse voice, he
exclaimed:

““No, no, don’t ask me to do any such thing. I've
already suffered too much, and I couldn’t stand any
more grief.”

“Now don’t complain; your grief has been the means
of showing me how much you really loved me,” said
Simone,

“ Yes—blindly—passionately » affirmed the hand-
some Maurice. And in a tender yet reproachful voice,
he added: ““Ab! if I had but known; if I had only been
able to guess.”

I didn't like having to torture you, but at the same
time 1 dids’t want to run the risk of losing the treasure.
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But now that the Valois treasure is with us, T shall ut
last to able to realize a dreamy which 1 had planncd:
“To live my life! That is to say, to go far, far away-—
to see new countrics and with the man [ have chosen
above everyone, with the man I love, with you—with
you "

Maurice de Thouars was overwhelmed with joy aud
pressed Simone against his breast, while she, assuming a
harmounious intonation in her woice, hypocriticaily
murmured the admirable lines of Baudeliire:

‘““Think of the sweetness
Of you anil I living together
In the land of our birth.”

Their lips met in a long, passionite kiss,

Somcone knocked at the door, causing the two lovers
{0 sepurate.

“Come in,” sald Simone in an irritated voice,

The face of the hunchback appeared. On sesing
him, Mlle. Desroches frownoed impatienily and said to
him:

“ What is it you want?”

Luchner smiled hypocritically and said:

“Excuse me if I disturb you, but time is getting
short now. 3You forget that we have not succeeded in
ridding oursclves of Chantecoq, and so long as he is
living we shall alwayvs have the fear that he is on our
track.”

“That is £0,” replied the handsome Maurice.

Simone exclaimed in a mystilied, vet threatening voice:

" Belphegor has not said his last word, and M., Chan-
tecoq will do well not to cross our path, for I have a
surprise for him.”

De Thouars and Luchner looked up in surprise.

Then Mlle. Desroches vontinued:

“Since you haven’t thought of a means of getting
rid of Chantecod, 1 have given the matter my atlentiow.
In a few hours, the daughter of Chantecoq will be in
our hands. We will then see it he does not become more
friendly-—-"

The hunchback wus going to speak, With & sign of
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impatience, Simone silenced him.  Then sbe said in
an authoritative voice:

v Let us go and rest now, AL down we will commience
to melt the gold.”

CHAPTLER VI

Darox Pariirox, after the way his wife had behaved,
was seriously thinking of obluining a divorce. A
terrible scene had taken place between them.

Returning home about scven o'clock at night, the
Baron found the Baroness in the large vestibule sur-
rounded by numerous trunks—a sufficient number to
fill a removal van.

The Baroness was giving orders to her scrvants in a
most excited and stupid manner,

""What is the meaning of all this?” questioned the
Baron, who wondered to himsell if his wife had lost the
little reason which she had possesscd,

“Aren't we leaving for Japan to-motrow?’” said the
Baroness.

“Damn it,” thought Baron Papillon; he had com-
pletely forgotten the imprudent promise he had made,

The Baroness continued:

“I must moke some preparations,  Don't you realize
that we are going on a voyage which will take several
months?”’

And pointing to the manv trunks which swrounded
her, she said: “ After all, I'm only taking what is abso-
hutely necessary ”

“My darling,” declared the Baron, frightened of the
storm which would not fail to burst forth, "I want a
few words with you."”

“'Well; speak.”

“Not here, Let us go into my study.”

" 'Why ?* replied the Baroness.

“ Because we don't waut the servants to hear.”

“ Belphegor is arrested?” exclaimed Mme, Papillon

* No, not yet.”

“Why do you raise my hopes?”
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“But I haven’t said anything to make you think
that, my darling.”

YWell, speak out now.*™

“It is impossible to speak here,” said the Daron.
And leading his wife by the arm, he took her into his
study.

The Baron was at a loss as to how to open a conver-
sation which he knew would be a heated one; the con-
sequences of which he could not foresee,

“Well; and what is it you want to talk to me about?
1 hope you haven’t any bad news to tell me,” said
Eudoxie.

“MNot at all”

“Hippolyte, you're hiding something from me,'"
replied Eudoxie.

And suddenly she exclaimed:

“I know everything—you have a mistress.”®

“I, a mistress? "

“You are mad!” yelled the Baron.

And giving vent to his wrath, Papillon seized his wife
by the throat and said:

“One word more-—and I will strangle you like a
chicken.”

Mme. Dapillon, without trying to disengage herself,
fet her head fall on her husband's shoulder and in a
weak voice, said:

“My idol, my beloved, have pity on your silly darling
who adores you and would be happy to die in vyour
arms.,”

# @ & ;g @

At an carly hour the next day, Baron and Baroness
Papillon leit by motor car for Courteuil Castle.,

Whom would they meet there?

As the Papillons’ car sped on its way towards Courteuil
Castle, the hunchback and Maurice de Thouars were i
the old prison of the Castle, making preparations for
transforming the Valois treasure into bars of gold.

After having opened the chest, Maurice de Thouars
put on the table a pile of the golden coins stamped
with the effigy of Henry III. Luchner, with the aid of
& pair of jewellery pliers, commenced to extract ths
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diamonds and precious stones which were sct in the
diadem of Catherine de Medicis,

“Of what wvalue is the treasure?’” asked De Thouars,
of Luchuer,

Without hesitation, Papillon’s sceretary replied:

“Abont fifty million francs; the quantity of gold is
comparatively small—the precious stones and diamonds
are the more valuabic.”

““Tell me, will it be very difficult to dispose of them?”

“Rest assured, I have taken all precautions. I have
already been in touch with an Amsterdum diamond
cutter, and he has promised to realize them for me within
six weeks.”

And as he continued his delicate work, he added:

“Has Mlle. Desroches told you how the profits are {o
be divided? "

“No, and I haven’t liked to broach the subject to her.”

““Well; she receives fifty per cent.,, DMlle. Dergen
twenty, myself twenty, and Jack Teddy~——-""

“Jack Teddy,” interrupted De Thouars,

“Yes, the man in the overalls—ten per cent.””

“That seems to pan out quite well,” replied De
Thouars.

“Do you think so?” declared Luchner, looking sur-
prised, and with a sarcastic smile, he added; “What
astonishes me-—and I don’t hide it from yow—is that
she hasn’t given you a portion of the treasure. Would
you like me to mention it to Mlle. Desroches? ™

“Thank you all the same, but 1 don’t desire any
payment for the service that I have rendered Mlle,
Desroches,” replied De Thouars in a haughty voice.

“T was not aware you were so chivalrous, but any-
how, I should think you will be recompensed in some
way or another.”

“My dreams are just about to be realized,” replied
De Thouars, “In a few days I am going to marry
Mlle. Desroches,”

“Accept my congratulations,” exclaimed Luchner.
“You can't complain—you are the most favoured and
I wish you both good luck.”

“I thank you for your wishes, my dear Luchner,”
said a distant voice,
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They looked up and saw Simone Desroches coming
towards them. She wore an elezant negligée.

1 sce that you're progressing well,” sald she to
Luchner, And taking up one of the diamends which
Luchner had just extracted, she said: " What a beauty!
The britliance of it! T've never scen such a eplendid
cne.”’

“There are some cven more beauntiful than that,”
satd Maurice De Thouars, “Look at these rubies and
enierald="

“What a pity that T can’t keep some of them,” said
Simone.

Then she added:

" But it is saler to sell everything—it is wiser and
more profitable.”

And glancing at the whole of the treasure, she said
to Luchner:

I don't think your valuation of it is sufficient.”

“I'm beginning to think that, too,” replied the hunch-
back. And he muttered between his teeth: “ Provided
that accursed Chantecoq ”

““Chantecoq!” exclaimed Simone.

Then she continued:

I told you yesterday that Belphegor hasn’t said his
last word yet. Jack Teddy has just telephoned from
the Mantes Post Office to say that he has succeeded in
kidnapping Chantecoq’s daughter and that he and she
will be with us in about half an hour from now.”

“That is a piece of good luck,” replied Luchner.

“Xven if Chantecoq should be on our track, when he
finds that his daughter is in our hands—and he won’t
be long in finding that out—he will refrain from attack-
ing us, and 1 will have time to fly away with our treasure
and—ii need be—his daughter.”

1t is simply wonderful,” said De Thouars.

The hunchback, after having extracted the stones
from the diadem, carefully wrapped them in a piece of
¢ille, Then he put the coins and the diadem on a tray
and went over to the high-tension furnace. He opened
it and put the tray and its contents inside. After
having closed the oven, he turned a little copper wheel
which put the manometer into action,
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Ou the road from Mantes to Dreux, a closed motoe
car was speeding along at a great rate.

The man in the overalls, dressed in his chauffeus’s
uniform in which we have scen him enter Chantecod’s
house, and who had put o a pair of dark spectacies, wus
sitting at the wheel

After having passed several cars, amonpst which was
the Papillons’ car—which he had not noticed—hwe ovent-
ually arrived at Courteuil Castle.

Colette was sitting inside the car; she wore no hat
a coat was throwu over her shoulders, and =he appered
to be in a deep sleep.

The man in the overalls drove the car into the conrt-
yard and the young girl still remained motionless i ihe
bottom of the car.

The man in the overalls got out of the car, and having
made a sign to J. cde Thouars not to move and Lo keep
silent, he uvpencd the door of the car, and taking a botthe
out of his poclket, he took out the stopper und forced
the girl to breathe the contents of the bottle.

Almost immediately Colette half-opened her eyes, Ler
chest dilated as if she was in a hurry to Gll ber tungs with
the fresh morning air.

Leaning on the arm which jack Teddy ofiered her,
she put her foot to the ground—she scemed dazed and
fatigued.

“IKundly follow me, mademoiscile; I am going to lale
you to your father.”

He very galiautly offered his arm to Colotte who ok
it, murmuring while she did so:

“3ly father is no worse than you have led me to boe.
lieve, is he?”

“No mademoiselle, and I can assure you that your
father’s life, is by no means in dunger.”

These words uppenred to comfort tiie young girk

The butler came forward and Luchaer was bound to
explain the presence of his unknown visitors al the
castle, He whispered to him one of those plausiidle
stories which he had cleverly concocted on the spur of
the moment.

Maurice de Thonars and Colette then weut iuio tia
castle, followed he Tachoer,
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After having ascended the main staircase, they entered
the farge dining-room where the docr was situated, which
led out on to the staircase leading to the dungeons,

Maurice de Thouars opencd the door and invited
Colette to pass through.

They descended the steps and arrived at the old
prisomn,

Colette was astonished to sce, through the iron bars,
Simone Desroches and the hunchback standing in front
of the mancmeter watching the oscillations of the
pointer.

Maurice de Thouars took Colette by the hand and
said:

“Come in, mademoiselle, T pray you.”

Thercupon Simone turned rouand., On seeing her
rival, she laughed triumphantly.

Colette atiempted to turn back, but on doing so,
she knocked up against the man in the overalls who was
standing in front of the door.

In a jeering voice, Simone said:

“Huve you come to look for your father? ™

“Yes, mademoiselle.”

“He is not here,"” Simone replied.

And in a threatening tone of voice, she continued:

*“And if ever he should come here——""

“Here he is,”” said Jack Teddy, raising his cap and
toking off his glasses and false moustache,

" Chantecoq,” exclaimed Simone, in great surprise.

The detective immediately pointed his revolver at her.

Maurice de Thouars and the hunchback remained fixed
on the spot with fright.

“This time, Belphegor, I hold you!” said the great
detective.

As Maurice de Thouars clenched his fists with rage, and
the hunchback slyly approached the table, the great
detective said to Simone:

"You wished to kidnap my daughter through the
medivm of one of your accomplices, but I arrived in
time to prevent him from doing so. This scoundrel,
together with your companion, Elsa Bergen, are at the
moment in prison—mnow let us settle our accounts.”

As white as death and wvery bewildered, with her
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back supported against the wall, Simone stared at
Chantecoq in a queer manner.

The hunchback quictly put out his hand to seize a
pair of heavy pliers which lay on the bench, and he was
just going to throw them with all his might at Chantecoq’s
head

But Chantecoq, whose eyes seemed to be everywhere
at once, did not give him time. He fired a shot from
his revolver; the bullet just missed the hunchback.

M. de Thouars tried to go between Chantecoq and
Simone, but the delective seized him by the neck and
said:

“I don’t want to injure you like that! Don't de-
prive me of the pleasure of delivering you intact to my
friend, Ferval.”

No sooner had Chantecog said these words than
Gautrais, accompanied by Pandore and Vidocq, rushed
into the room.

The Police Commissioner and four of his men accom-
panied them.

*Monsieur,” said Chantecoq, pointing to Simone and
her two associates, “here is Belphegor and her two
accomplices I give them into your charge.”

Two policemen caught hold of the hunchback and M.
de Thouars who made no resistance.

The Commissioner approached Simone, and was going
to take hold of her, when the wall against which she
leant half-opened and revealed a secret passage which
Luchner had shown her the day before in case she might
need it in an emergency.

And as she disappeared through the opening, she
exclaimed:

“You don’t hold me yet though

The king of the detectives rushed forward, but he
was too late; the wall had closed up again.

As Chantecoq threatened the hunchback with his
revolver, he said:

“Show me how to open this wall at once, or I'll blow
your brains out.”

Luchner did not hesitate to do so.

Approaching it, he pressed on a hidden spring situated
between {wo stones and the wall opened immediately.
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“Let the degs loose,” ordered Chantecoq of Geutrals,
who at once released the dogs which he Lokl on a lead,

Pandore and Vidocy rushed iimmedintely through the
opening and dashed up the narrow stairease whick led
to a platiorm of one of the Castle towdrs,

The dogs arrised theve just as Sicwone wus going Lo
let hersclf fall on te a neighbouring housgerop, thronzh
one of the skvligits of which it would be poszible for lier
to reach the hiding place described by the hunchbock,

But Pandore and Vidocq were too quick for her,
they threw thomeelves npon hier, and as she trial to
iree herself, she [elt their teeth go into her {lesh,

Simone began to realize that all was lost—ctther she
had to surrender or she must die.  However, as a last
resource, she attempted to reach the bottlement, but
the dogs’ teeth went still deeper into her {ash,

She ceried out with rage and fell down on the flug-
stones.  Pandore was just going to strangle her when
suddenly a whistle swwas heard, the two beasts immediately
let loose their grasp and quietly went up to Gautculs
who, together with Chantecoq, appeared on the scone.

The detective took Simone, who was in a half-fatniing
condition, into his arms and exclaimed:;

“Now Belphegor, T do hold you.”

i

CHAPTER IX

WaiLe this incident was taking place inside the castle,
the limousine belonging to the IPPapillons stopped in
the courtyard.

The butler immediately went towards the Bavon and
Baroness and before they had time to get out of the car,
he exclaimed excitedly:

“Monsieur and madame, some extraordinary things
ar: happening her¢——-""

““What is the matter 2 asked the Baron us he alightled
from the car.

The butler replicd:

"The police arce here!”

Suddenly the Police Commissioner appeared at one
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of the windows on the first floor and called out to the
butler in & sonorous voice:

“Tclephone to Mantes Police Station and ask them {o
send a closed van. The culprits are in our possession.”

The couple ascended the main staircase.

Sounds came from the dining-room. They went in
and scarcely had they entered than they stood still
stupcfied.

The four policemen surrounded Maurice de Thouars
and the hunchback; Chantecoq and Gautrais stood by
Simone Desroches, who was sitting on a chair looking at
Colette with an expression of hatred on her face. Coleite
had tactfully sat down in a dark corner of the dining-
Toom.

The great detective advaunced towards the Baron and
Baroness.

“Madame,” said he, bowing, ''I promised that I
would deliver Belphegor to you.”

And pointing to Simone, he added:

““Here he is "

Hippolyte, thinking he was dreaming, opened his
eyes wide—he could not understand.

Ludoxic stared and stared with astonishment until
Simone said in a cynical voice:

“Yes. Itis I. Don’t you know me?”

This was too much for the poor fool, She gave a
loud scream and fainted in her husband’s arms, who
hurriedly carried her into a neighbouring roomn.

Simone then told Chantecoq why she had committed
such crimes, and she added:

“You must be content as you have proved the
stronger!”

The king of the detectives looked at her with a sad
expression on his face, and asked:

““What has brought you to this?”

She trembled and closed her eyes and said in a weak
voice: “Drugs—and then the fear of poverty.”

They all silently looked at Simone who secemed to
recover possession of herself; then suddenly she drew
something out of her corsage and put it to her lips.

Chantecoq rushed forward—he was too late.

Mlle. Desroches collapsed on to the ground.
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The detective and the Commissioner leant over her,
Chantecoq opened one of her hands and found an empty
glass phial.

“Deadly poison: she has expiated her crime.”

Maurice de Thouars was stricken with grief,

Everyone bared their heads,

A few moments later, in the T.S.F. room of Le¢ Peiit
Parisien, a wireless operator listened to a communicas
tion which he repeated through a speaking tube to am
editor who, seated at a table and surrounded by several
of his colleagues, took down in shorthand the messags
which he read out to them. It ran as follows:

“Chantecoq, the king of detectives, has just arrested
the ghost of the Louvre—who is no other than a
woman—in a castle in the neighbourhood of Mantes,”

Suddenly a voice said:

“So youn see it wasn't me after all.” The voice was
that of Jack Bellegarde, who had just been set at liberty,
All his colleagues immediately gathered round him and
offered their congratulations.

One of them exclaimed:

“What a wounderful story you can give us.”

“I have indeed had a most romantic adventure,'
declared Bellegarde.

“Without doubt it will end in marriage,” replied one
of his colleagues.

“Perhaps,” said Jack, with a charming smile.
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EPILOGUE,

A row days larer at the Liffel Tower TRestaurant,
Chantecoq gave a little luncheon to celebrate the
engagement of his daughter to Jack Bellegarde, Ferval
and Menardier were the invited guests,

“Well, my dcar Menardicr, the old methods are
sometimes satisfactory—it isn't always wusocless (o
disguise oneself, is it ? 7 said Chantecod.

“You are master of us all, Monsieur Chantecoq.”

Then Ferval stood up with his glass of champagne
in his hand and exclaimed:

“I drink to the health and good fortune of the
engaged couple, and to Chantecoq, the best of friends
and the clevercst and bravest of men.”

They clinked glasses,

Then Menardier and Ferval tool their departure.

Jack and Colette went over to the window and looked
out with admiration on the panorama of Puaris,

Suddenly it seemed to them that far, far away, above
the Louvre Palace, appeared a sort of black ghost,
who, after hovering in the clouds for a moment,
evaporated into space. Coletto instinctively leant
towards her fiancé, who gave her a loving kiss. Chan-
tecoq, observing them with a kindly smile, murmured:

“Now I'm sure that Belphegor will never come to
life again.’
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