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fice. He made a great show of heing
buay sud did oot look up for quite
au uppreciable time. It was the Jong-
it winute Madame Lacorduire bad
Lived.

“Well, whut's thist” said the magis-
trate at last, eyeing Mudame Lacur-
daire bard.

“Moosicur le l(,om‘ missali_re." \m!du n::e

lice-agent, saluting, “this gentleman
!:‘vuseiglhil ladyl fl-l hlulliug & book

om the Natonal Library.™

r ¢ is an abowminable falsebood,”
cried the ludy. “lt is an outrage far
which you shall all sy dearly. 1

abn Madamne Lacordaire’™ i
“I'he wite af M. Deputy Lacordaire
1 eried the commis<ary, Thi-

:'.fg“r';l.f:, his seat, with a half bow.
e same,” said Madame Lacor-

re, .
lla‘l‘.\nd you aceuse this lady. the wife
of a deputy, with theft, sit: ' eried the
magistrate, arning on t_he in:.-speqm::

«1 do, Monsieur le Commissaire,
suid he. It is with a thousand re-
grets, but I do. B charge -h_er‘w_u.h
stealing a pamphlet entitled, Lifting
of the Mask,' from the Nctional Lib-

)
"'5%\‘-.,,-, imbecile, I returned the pam-

let at the desk.” .
ph“f)h, oh, is that 502" said the com-
missary, siding with the prisomer.

«]¢ ia true, Munsieur le Commiﬂan::!,
that she gave back & pamphlet ——

A then.” o

't it “Lifting of the Mask'?’
cried Madame Lacordaire. X

“Yes, Ou the outside. Inside, how-

ever, were blank leaves- 1t was an
artful substitution.” .
" «A fine story,” cried the lady indig-
nantly. *I took out a pamphlet called
‘Litting of the Mask. And_ l‘ hand
back a pamphlet catied “Lifting al
the Mask.” And you have me dragged
through the streels like a pickpocket.
Oh, but vou shall pay for _lbls. 1£ I
bave to go to the Mioister himselt.

The iuspector. however, wWia oot to
be intimidated, and disregarding alike
the lady’s threats and the angTy looks
of the gnilant commissary, repel E]
very calmly: - .

“i make a formal charge against this
1ady. I accuse her of stealing a copy
of a pamphlet, entitled “Lifting of the
Mask, the property of the National
Library. In its place she .returned
some blank gheels siitch.d in'o the
wrapper of another copy of the same
pamphlet. The attention of the re-
ceiving clerk was attracted by the
fact that whilst the copy handed to
this lady was biack with dust,ﬂthe
ope she returned was quite clean.

“\Why shouid this lady stea‘E a pam-
phlet? Was it of any value?

+{h, no.” said the inspecior, sh:‘u;.';—
wing his shoulders. “quite worthless.
T'he work of some unknown seribb-

ler.”
wQaribbler, indeed!” began Malame
Lacordaire, indignantly. Check ng

herself, howeter, she co{uinued. |
he charge absolutely.”

de:\ly‘ ;lunsieurg()ommissaire will look

at Madames mufl,”” gaid the inspector,

pointing a bouy finger, “he will see

tor himself whether the charge s

founded or mot.” ) i

The end of the pamphiet was stick-
ing out of the eng of the muff, im a
ruffle of white Valenciennes. Madame
Lacordaire gave & scream, And _hang-ed
her hand down on the protrusion.

It was too late. The commissary
said so. The charge miust be taken.

So the muff was impounded, and
with willing fingers, the police magia-
trate, no longer benign, began to €x-
plore its perfumed sofiness. A powder
box, dainty little purse, a little tube
of lip salve, a scented handkerchief.
and a dusty, dirty booklet.

The commissary glanced at the title
page. Then he muttered. “Oh, 1 be-
gin to uoderstand!™

Madame Lacordaire  burst iato
tears. “0Oh, do 'not send me to
prison,” she cried. wringing her hands
so viclently that her gloves split in
many places, “Oh, I am uo thief,
Monsieur.”

“Nevertheless, Madame — said
the commissary, holding_ up the pam-
phlet.

“I kpow, I know,” sobbed Madame
Lacordaire. “But I can explain. Oh!
I ran explain. Oply send these hor-
rid men away.”

“I do not think either of you need
stay,” sail the magistrate, not at all
displeased at the prospect of a tete-a-
tete with such a pretiy waman.

The police agent saluted and Te-
tired.

“But what about the property of
the National Library?" sald the in-

spector, lingering at the door,

The tomwmissary besituted, but a
pleading gisnce from Madame Lacor-
usire’s iiguid violet eyes vecided him.

"l'lu_buok, a8 & picce de cunvictjon,
as a8 incriminating ebject, must tor
ibe preseut remain in the handas of the
law.”

“Very good,” maid the inspector, He
wluted and withdrew.

‘vhis is @ very serious matter,” be-
gan the commissaire, “thett of na-
tionsl  property, offence provided
aguinst by article—article —— of the
Criminal Code. What can have in-
duced you 1o steal s> worth.eas an
object, at such a risk 1o yourseif?
Do you suffer from klepiom:nia?”

*¥h, mo, no, no,” sobbed Madame
Lacordaire. - - - .

“Can you give anv expl. natioa of
your condoct, thern?’ gaid the com-
misary, croasiog to the fireplac: ard
poking the fire, fle was a chilly
soul, and fuel wds soppiied by Go-
veroment,

“It’s, ita because I love my hus-
band!" cried the lady, with a fresh
burst of tears.

“Ahk! I thought so. The psendonym
on the cover is an anagram for Jean
Lacordaire—your husband's name. 1
saw that at once.”

“How clever you are!™ eried Ma-
dame Lacordaire, irying a little flit-
terv. '

“¥Well, but why should you want to
steal your husband’s book?™

“¥oila! That pamphlet is a violent
exposure of Monsieur Deligny.™

Deligny? = The President of the
Council? The Prime Minister 2*

“Yes; it was written seventeen years
ago, Jean and Deligny are both from
Tournon, and Jean knew all about
Deligny's escapades. They had been
comrades and had quarrelled. The
pamphlet was written at the time
:when Deligny was standing for the

Isere Depariment.” - -
“Ah.-I see. Now that Deligny has
worked his way up to the top of the
tree M. Lacordaire regrets having at-
tacked him, because he wants some-
thing of the Prime Minster?—Qh,
polities, polities!” c¢ried the commis-
sary with an indulgent smile. |
“That’s just it,”" eried Madame La-

weordaire. “How gquickly you do grasp
things! JFean has an excellent chance
of being appointed Prefect of the
Eure. The only thing in his way is
this wretched pamphlet, this error of
his youth. Deligny would never for-
pive it, and our Prefecture would bLe
in the water, if he came to read it.”

“Didn"t he read it at the time?™

“Xo. Jean's father stopped it be-
fore it was really published. Only
this wretched copy, which had been
sent vp to the Ministry of the Inte-
rior 10 secure copyright—e fine right!
—remained. Papa-in-law burned =all
the others when they came from the
printer. except one, which he kept
as an awful warning against youth-
ful folly. It was with the cover of
that copy that I made up the dummy.”

“You admit that then,” said the
commissary, resuming for am instant
his magisterial air. Then with a
smile he added: *“But why steal this
pumphlet? If Monsienr Deligny did
not hear of it when it was written, he
was not likely to hear of it how.”

“Alas, yes, Monsieur. There are
other candidates in the field for the
Prefecture of the Eure Department.”

“Nh, politics, politics! And one of
them. | suppose, knows of this skele-
ton in the cupboard of the Lacor-
daires and--—" .

*All of them do. It was that wreich-
ed printer who betrayed Jean, only a
day or 1wo ago.”

~And de you think that Deligny
would bear your husband a grudge
for a political pamphlet—however
violent—which war written seventeeun
years ago, anonymously, and -opever
even published 27 R .

“Oh. there are such dreadful thing=
about Deligny’s condaet and character
in it, things only known to Jean.
from his first theft in an orchard up
to his ¢andidacy.-. He would never,
never forgive him for the mere in-
tention to reveal them.™

“50 your husband sent you to pur
loin this bouk, at the risk of your
liberty ?” said the commissary with a
pale smile.

*Indeed he did.not,” eried Madame
Lacordaire. indignantly. *“Jean js a
man of honour. No. 1 am alone to
blame. J. I want to be Madame la Pre-
fete. Besides, I love my husband. I saw
how anxious he was. Hia sleep was
dirturbed; be had no appetite at bis
meals. For Deligny td hear of this
book meant his political ruin. He is
all powerful.”

. “Oh, oh!™
daubifally.

. “So0 to save my poor darling’s fa-
ture and——"

“To become Madame la Prefete®
interrnpted the commissaire, who had
rupidly made up his mind what line
of action Lo pursue, “you went'-—in
alern, megisterial tonea, “and stole a
volume deposited at the Natiomal Li-
brary. It was & very seriouns maiier,
and must of courss go before the
Court” -

Monsieur l¢ Commisssire was not at
all disinclined to ingratiate himself
also with a powerful Prime Minister,

“Oh, Mon Dieu, mon Diea.” ¢ried the
accused Woman :

*You need not be s alarmed,” said
the commisgary, crossing back to his
desk. “The Court will not be severe
on you under the circumstances,. You
will have a small fine to pay. voila
tout. 1 shall not detain you, of
course. And you will win the reputa~
tion of being a model wife. All the
husbands in Paris will be on your
side. And now, Madame, excuse me,
I must write my repott to the Par-
guet.” )

“h, air, sir!” cried Madame Lacor-
daire, joining her hands in snpplica-
tion. “Do pot. do not let this matter

mid the eommissary

po any farther, T heneech you—1 im-
plore you™

“liut, Madamw, 1 assure you,™ asld -

the commiusary, much moved at the
sight of her real distress, “that yoy
newd fear nothing hut a amall fine.™

*tUh, it's not that,” she cried. *It's
Jean's whole future, Deligmy will
uever forgive him. Jean will be

rujioad. The elections are coming on
woon. He will not be re-elected if the
Government is againaz bhim. And he
bus worked so bhard. Il will be 1oo
eruel if for a youthful error, a whalke
career, full e¢f promise, ix to be
wrecked. For my sake, Monaieur, for
the suke of our litile children, 1 im-
plore yon——"

It is probable that the police magis-
trate, susceptible a8 he was to the
sight of beauty in distress, wonld hare
hyshed the matter up, using the large
discretionary powers vested in the
office of commissaire. Unfortunately
for Madame Lacordaire she suddenly

remembered a siriking passage in her

favourite volume of Balzac, and, aa
though the life of 3 Lucien de Ruben-
epre instead of the political ambition
of a Jean Lacordaire were at stake,
reacted, or rather tried to react, one
of the mast famons scenes in French
fiction. ’
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