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PROLOGUE.

If a literary miner were fo ap-
praise this story he would say
of it:

“It pans out a big percentage
of thrills.”

There's "‘pay dirt” in this mys-
tery story for every lover of an
exciting tale and an inferesfing
plot. It is one of the master-
pieces of its author, who is a rec-
ognized leader in the field of the
detective story. ,

Round a beautifully inlaid cab-
inet dating from the days of
Louis XIV. which stands in a
Fifth avenae mansion weaves a
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| room.
1 started on, aud be turned throngh |

begin at 10000 francs. We mastu't
seel oo esiger I's lywndgs+ | sO
eager that | waut Sou te carry it
throush for wse. | cmnt trast iy sell”

“Aml the vther vod ¥
“There B0t apy other eml O
coutswe, strictls siwaklig, there Is, e

cuuse my Woney ot aulimited, bur )
don't belleve Sou will havy
Do franes,”™

I gasied

“You mesn you
PO GoD for this vablpet?

Vantite moxlided

“Muyle 8 lttle more If the owner
won't acvept that you must et
know before vou break off degotbi-
tions. Rut cote gl see (1"

He led the way out of the roeom abd

v go uver

re willing to give

e

(down the stalrs, but when we resclied

the lower ball he puiiissd

“Perhinps 1'd better see my visitor
first,” he sabd. “You'll fnd a pew ple
ture or two over there In the music
'l be with you In a minute.”

o doorway ot the left

An instant later 1 heand a sharp ex-
clamation; then his volee calling ne

“Lester, cotne herel™ he crind,

1 ran back nloug the bail, into the
room which be had entered. Le wus
standing just inside the door.

“Look lere” he sall, with a queer

trembling hand to u dark object on the
floor,

I moved aside to sce It better, Then
my heart gnve a sickening throb, for
the object on the floor was the body of
a man.

It neaded but a giance to tell me

sttitude more sccurstely than | bad

done lu the Ot sheck of discover
lug it
It was blinz en ite rishit sde TH 4
ol b= st b with it right arm dou
bdoed simnder it 25l s lelt Band cluteh
Ing at tiee o plove §is bDead The
Kiwws were drown ¢p as thoegh In @
TR T I Jhwe D was horribiy
ot Tesl, wAlH @ sail ol purie tinge
or L shin, as thonch (he Diood ind
bevs sudibeniy  copzes hed The eyes
w withe viw . nnd (helr giivssy slare

Tt
gidhedd not = Ntle (e e appareut ter

or and suffering of the face

Tive copvter glavowd ot Siuumonls

“Not et st ivir s to the use”
be said  =Poisop, of cogrse”

“Of coure.” tolded Simonds

ut wiut Khad¥* frex

“It will ke a pestitortemn to tol)
that,”™ and Galdlerser biout Tor apotlier
Clome ook ot the distorted e ='m
froe to gduil The syupoics aren’l the
sl otie<

I told all 1 L how *arks hed

urrival, bow Vuan
vaillie Jownsialrs o
hold enlhs] e

ey Parks bod Wentiilasd

AncHMibeed 8 Roin s
and 1 had
how \

e
el e, HLELT
ard Enally
ther Damly st thip of thie strange ealles
I “How tiztie
| Purks anpongicow] the manu belorg xoo

¥ . -
and Mro Vantne cime downstalrs?
1

g a eliprand  alter

'eateh In bis voice and pointed with a | asbked Goklberger

I “Half an bour perhaps.”

Joldoerzer mnlided

“Let's bave Parks In.” he said

I opened the door aml ealled to
Parks, who was sitting on the bottow
step of the stair

Goldberger looked him over enreful

|
It 1 14, I'd go buy it. That's what 1 o0 1he nan was ¢ead, There could | 1§ s e stepped fnto the roow. bul

want you tw do for me.

cabinet—the most exquisite [ ever saW. ' oy, cor avos W stood for 8 moment |

It's a Boule 10 1o yire tn that livid face, fn those | there could be no two opluious about

Parks He hod been with Vantioe for

It came from Paris, and It was ad- o000 o ona o lwnys Is by sadden and | ©l2ht or ten years, und the earmarks

dressed to me. The only explanation
I can think of Is that wmy shippers at
Paris made u mistake, sent me a cubl |

unexpected contact with death,
“Who iz be? | asked at last
“l don't kmow,” answered Vantine

af the compeiont amd faithful servant
were apmeirent all vver him.
“Do you know this omn? Gold

net belun]:ing o some oue else and . bonmly. “1 pever saw him before.” | berger nskel, with n gesture towan

sent mine to the other person” 1
“You had bought oue, then? |
“Yes, and it haso't turned up. But

beslde this oue it's a mere daub. My

man Parks got it through the customs
yesterday. As there was a Boule
cabinet on my manpifest, the mistake
wasu't discovered until the whole lot
was brought up bhere and uncrated
this morning.” |

“Weren't they uncrated in the cus-
toms ™

Then he strode to the bell and rang it
violently. “Parks,” he went on stero-
Iy as that worthy appeared ut the door,
“what has been golng on in here?”

“Clolni on, sir®™ repeated Parks, with
u look of amazement

Then his glance fell upon the bud-
dled body. and he stopped short, his
eyes staring, his mouth open.

“Why—why.” he stammered, “that's
the man who was waltlng to see you,

slory of plot and 00“"@‘0‘;{ “No. I've been bringing things In. ““'011 mean he hns been killed in this

mystery, suspense and surprise.
Jim Godfrey, shrewdest of re-|
porters, and the detective bu-
reaus of New York and Paris are
trying to unravel the in!rlanlclyl
entangled clews. And the read- |
er, too, will go along with them,
breathless and absorbed, getting
now a hint, again coming up
against a blank wall, until, like
them, he comes to the amazing
explanation. And the one who!
ba/fles reporters, detectives and
readers is Crochard, the invinci-
ble, a creation in detective fic-

fion.
(1]
I I ‘phone n nuswer to the call,
“Is that you, Lester?” ask-
ed Phlllp Vantine's volee, |

“Yes. So you're back ngainl!”

*Got Iy yesterday, Cun you come
up to the house apd luneh with me to-
duy "

“I'll be gind to” | sald and meant
ft, for 1 liked Philip Vantine. !

“I'Il look for you, then, about 1:30."

And that {8 how It buppened that an’
hour nter | wos walking over towurd '
Waslilngton square, just above which,
on the avenue, the old Vantine man
glon stood, It waus almost the lust sur- !
vival of the old regime, for the tide of
business had long since overflowed
from the nelghboring streets luto the
avenue,

Phllip Vantine had been born in the
house where be stll lived and declarsd
that he would die there, e hud no
one but himself to please in the matter,
since he was unmarried and lived
alone, and he mitigated the Increasing
ronr and dust of the nelghborbood by
long absences abrond,

Vaotlne was about ffty years af age,
the possessor of a comfortuble fortune, |
something of & conuuissear n art mit-
ters, a collector of old furniture. His
reasons for remaining single in no way
concerned his lowyers, a position
which our firm had held for many
years, and the active work of which
had come gradually fufo my bands. |

He enme forward to meet me, and
we shook bands beartily.

“It's plain to see that the trip did
you good,” | sald.

“Yes,” he agreed; “1 never felt more
fit. Rot come along; we can talk at
table, There's a litle diffeulty | want
yun to untangle for me” |

I followed him upstairs to his study,
where n table Inid for two bad been
placed near a low window,

“1 tad Junch servad up here” Van-
tine explained, as we sat down. “be
couse this I8 the only really pleasint
room left in the house™

He paused nnd glaneed about the
room. Every piece of furniture ln It
was the work of a master,

“l suppose you found some new
things while you were nway ' 1 said

“Yes—and it'a thut | wanted to talk
to you nbout. 1 brought back six or
elght pleces. U'll show them to you
presently. They are all pretiy good.
and one Is a thing of beauty. It's
more than that—it's an absolutely
unlque work of art. Only, unfortu-
nately, it 1sn't mine.”

“It lsn't yours?™

| “No, and T don't know whose it s

CHAPTER I
The First Tragedy.

ELLO!" 1 suid ns | took down
the recelver of my desk

toms people know I'm not a thief,

at the door,

The door opened and Vantine's man
came in

“A gentleman to see you, sir”
sald and banded Vantine a card

Vantine looked ot it a little blankly.

“1 don’t know him," be sald. “\What
does he want?

“Ie wunts to see you, sir—very bad,
I should say, 1 think be's o French-
man, sir.  Apyway, he don't know
much English, Shall 1 show him out,
sir?

“No,” sald Vantine, after an lnstant's
hesitation, “Tell him to walt"

“l tell you, Lester,” he went on ns
I"arks withdrew, “when [ went down-
stulrs this worning and saw that cab-
fnet T could bardly believe my eyes, |
thought I knew furniture, but 1 hadn't
any iden such a cablnet existed. The
most beautiful 1 had ever seen I8 al
the Louvre. 1t stamds In the Balle
Louis X1V, to the left as you enter.
It belonged to Louls himself. Of

he

Peourse | can’t be certuln without o

cireful exnmination, but 1 bolleve that
enblet, beantiful ne it Ik Is merely
the counterpart of this one” |

He pavsed apd looked at me, his

eyes bricht with the enthnslasm of the

connoisseur |

“RDoule farnitore.” he continoed, *“is
usunily of ebonuy inlaid with tortolse
shiell and nernsted with arabesques in
metals of varlous kinds  The Incrus
tutlon had to be very exnet, and to
get 1t ®o the artist clamped together
two plates of equal size aml thickness,
one of metil, the other of tortolse shell,
traced his desien on the top one and
then cut them both eut together. The
result was two combinations, the orlg-
inal, with o tortolse shell gronnd and
metal applieations, and the counters
part, applique metal with tortoise shell
arnbesques.  The orlginal was really
the one which the artist designed and
whose effects he studled. The coun-
terpirt was merely a resultant accl
dent, with which Lie was not especinlly
concerndl.  Understand ¥ }

“Yeu, | think so,” I sald. !

“Well, It'® the orlginal which has the
real artlstie value, Of course the couns
terpart 18 often beautiful, too, but In a
much lower degrea" |

“1 ean understand that.,” | sald. |

“And now, Lester,” Vantine went on,
his eyes shining more and more, “if
my supposition 18 correct. If the Grand
Louis was content with the connter-
part of this eabinet for the long gal
lery at Versallles who do you suppose
owned the original "

I saw whut he was driving at,

“1 belleve It belonged to Mme. de
Montespan," he sald.

“Really, Vantlne,” 1 exelaimed, *1
didn't know you were so romantie
You quite tnke my breath away!™

e fushed u letle at the words, and
I saw how deeply In enrnest he was,

“The eraze of the collector tikes him
a long way sowetimes” he sald,
“What | want you to do s to enble my
shippers. Armand & Son, Roe do Tem-
ple, find out who owns this eabinet
and buy It for me.”

“Perhaps the owner won't sell”

“0Oh, yes. he will! Anything can be
bought—for a price.”

“You mean you're going to have this
cabinet, whatever the cost?”

“I moan just that" !

“At lenst you'll tell me where to be-
gin [ sald. “1 don’t know anything
of the value of such things."”

“Well," sald Vantine, “suppose you

for a good many years, and the cus- poneer gemanded Vantine.

“He wus certninly allve when he

' Come Iu." he added, answerlng & D came In. sir* sald Parks, recovering

something of his self possession. “May-
be he was just looking for & qulet
place where he could kill himself. He
seemed kind of excited.”

“Of course,” agreed Vantine, with a
glgh of rellef, “that's the explunation.
Only 1 wish he hnd chosen some place
else. 1 suppose we shall have to eall
the police, Lester®”

“Yes," 1 suld, “and the coroner. Sup-
pose you leave It to me. We'll lock
up thiz room, and nobody must leave
the house until the police amive.”

“Very well” assented Vantine, visl.
by relleved.  “I'll see to that," and
he bastened awny, while 1 went to the
phone, called up police headquarters
and told hriefly what bad happened.

Twenty winotes luter there was n
ring at the bell, aud 'arks opened the
door and admitted four wen.

“Why. bello, Simmonds!™ 1 sald. ree-
ognlzing in the first one A detective

TP,

The Man Was Dead.

sergeant.  Rack of bim wns Coroner

Goldberger, whom 1 hnd met In two |

previous cnses, while the third counte-
unnve, looking at me with a quizzical
smile. was thnt of Jim Godfrey, the
Record's star reporter.  ‘The fourth
mun was n policeman o uplform, who
at a word from Simmonds took his
stution at the door.

“Whnt Is it asked Godfrey.

«Just o suleide, 1 think,” and 1 un-
lovked the door Into the room where
the dead mnn lay.

Simmonds, Goldberger and Godfrey
stepped inside. 1 followed aud closed
the door,

“Nothing has been disturbed,” 1 sald.

! =No one has touched the body."

Simmonds nodded and glanced In-
quiringly nbout the room, but God-
fres's eyes. | noticed, were on the face
of the dead wan, Goldberger dropped
to Ms knees beside the body, looked
Into the eyes and touched his fingers
to the left wrist. Then he stood erect
agnin and looked down at the bodv,
and as 1 followed his gaze | noted lts

| the bods.

“No, sir,” said Pnrks; *1 never spw
him till about an hour ago, when
RRogers enllel me downstilrs und suid
there was o mun to see Mr. Vantine"

“Whoe Is logers?

“He's the footman, <ir.  He answer-
ed the door wihen the man mug."”

“Well, aml then what happened?™

“1 took s card up to Mr. Vaotine,
sir"

“Did Mr. Vantine know him?"

“Nou, sir; be wanted tv know what
he wanted ™

“What did he want?™

“l don't know, sir. He couldn't
speak English bardly ot all. He was
French, | think. e wns so excited
that he couliln't remember what little
English be did know.”

“What mude you think he was ex-
clted ™

“The wuy he stuttered and the way
his eves glinted.  After Mr. Vantine
sald he wonld see him presently Rog-
ers nnd me went baek to our lupch.”

“Po yon menn to say thot you and
Itogers  wont nway aml  left this
stranger here by himself?™

“The servants’ dining room Is right
nt the end of the ball, «ir, We jeft the
door oper, If he'd come out into the
hatl we'l huve seen hlm*”

“And he duln't ecome out into the
hadl while you were there?”

“No, sl

I anybods come In?"

“Ol, no, sie; the front door has a
st loek, 1t ean’t be openvd from the
ontslde without n kex.*

“Su you are perfectly sure that oo
one elther entered or left the house
iy the front door while You and Rog
s wete sitting there®

“Nof by the laek door elther, sit; to
gt ant the ek way, you have to pass
throteh the moin where we wers”

*Wiere were the other servonts?"

“Plie vook was In the kltchen, slr
Thix 12 the hopsemnid's afternoon ont.”
{  The coroner paused  Godfrey and
| Kimmoends bad both listened to this in
l terrogntion,
| =Wt Is the room yonder used for?”
| nskod Godtrey, polnting to the connect-
|
|
|
|
1
]

Ing door,

“It's n sort of storeroom [nst now.
elr” suld Parks “Mr. Vantine 18 Jost
Lbaeck from Burope. and we've been un-

| paeking In there some of the things
' e honght while abroad.”

' sgund In Mr. Vantine, plense said
| tioldherger,

| Purks went out. and Vantine came In
{ n moment luter. e corrobornted ex-
| netly the story told by Parks and my-

self. but he udded one detall,

“Ilere I8 the man's card he sald,
and held ont a square of pasteboard
It contalned o single engraved line:
“M. Theophile D' Aurelle.”

“fe's French, as Porks suggested,”
sl Godfrey,  “That's evident, too,
trom the cut of his clothes”

“Yos, and from the cut of his hair”
! added Goldberger. “You say you didn't
know m, Mre. Vantine®"

1 pever before saw  lilm,
knowledge” answered Vintine,
mitoe I8 wholly unknown to me™

swell” wild Goldberger, tnkipg pos-
gession of the eard nnd Hpping it Into
s pocket, “sappose we HE b on te

to my
“The

thit conch by the window aml take
a ook throngh his clothes™

The man was siightly bulle, so thot
Boamonds and Goldbergor ralsed the
by between them without difficulty
amd placed It on the conch, 1 saw Gl
frev's oves senrching the carpet.

vWhit | shonld ke to know," he
sild after g moment, “1s this; If this
fellow took polson what did be take It
out of? Where's the paper or bottle
or whatever It wns¥"

“Maybe I8 In his hand,” suggested
Rimmonds, aud 1ifted the right hond
whieh bung tralling over the side of
the couch.

Then as he ralsed it loto the light a
sharp ery burst from him.

“Look here!” he sald, and beld the
band so that we all could sea

L (To be continued.)

easonable
Offerings

Crow Brothers Cash Store.

Ladie’s Dress
Goods.

In Dress Goods and Waistings we have choice
patterns in Brocade Crepe-de-Chine, Plain and Fla-
kola Crepe, Linens in all shades, and large assort-
ment of patterns in Red Seal Ginghams. .

Oxford Shoes.

We have received large lots of Oxfords for Men
and Women, all ready for the mild weather that is
at hand.

Spring Suits.

A fine line of new Spring Suits in blues, browns,
tans, and grays, all shades and new stlyes.

Come to the Big General Store for all your needs.

Orow Bros. Gash SLOre.
Blount’s
True Blue
Plows.

Lightest draft and easiest running of any plow; s
points made of the best steel to be had. Here's a few of T
the many satisfied customers, given for reference: R. W.
Elliott, Monroe, N. C., Route 4; J. A, Deal, Monroe, N. C,, k.
Route 5: P. C. Stinson, Monroe, N. C., Route 6; M. C. Reid, g
Monroe, N. C., Route 5; B. R. Clark, Monroe, N. C., Route g
5: R. S. Howie, Monrce, N. C., Route 5. For sale only by

H. L. PRICE, Monroe, N. C., Route 5.

: ) £
Hundreds of helpful ideas for

the woman who sewsat home

will be found in %
the New Spring s
McCALL
Fashion Publications . :

and Patterns

McCall Book of Fashions filled with
the entire Spring season’s advance styles, only
5 cents when bought with any 15.cent MeCall
pattern,

McCall’'s Magazine is the recognized
style authority: a home entertainer; a house.
keeping guide: a family money.saver. Only
50 cents a year with any Il5.cent McGCall

Pattern free.
-

MecCall Patterns are supreme in style,
accuracy, ft and simplicity. Easy to under.
stand and easy to make. All that is best in
paper patterns for 10 cents and 15 cents.

THE LEE & LEE CO.,
,..Monm?’ N’..,C.:F., _ '
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