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Cover of an early English edition of Les Amours d’une empoisonneuse, with a portrait of Gaboriau.
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INTRODUCTION TO THE DOVER EDITION

“Have you read Gaboriau’s works?” I asked. “Does Lecoq come up to your idea of a detective?”

Sherlock Holmes sniffed sardonically. “Lecoq was a miserable bungler,” he said in an angry voice; “he had only one thing to recommend him, and that was his energy. That book made me positively ill. The question was how to identify an unknown prisoner. I could have done it in twenty-four hours. Lecoq took six months or so. It might be made a text-book for detectives to teach them what to avoid.” (A Study in Scarlet, by A. C. Doyle.)

THIS was probably not Arthur Conan Doyle’s own opinion of Monsieur Lecoq, but unfortunately it is the critical position that most of us who have read Doyle and not Gaboriau are likely to have accepted. Yet it is a very unjust judgment, since so much of Sherlock Holmes is based on this very Lecoq.

Monsieur Lecoq was the creation of Emile Gaboriau, who, with good reason, has been called the father of the modern detective novel.

Etienne Emile Gaboriau was born in 1832* in Saujon, France, a small town near the Atlantic, not too far from La Rochelle. His family were bourgeois, who had been lawyers, petty officials and physicians for many generations. A bright personable young man, Emile Gaboriau attended school at Saintes and Saumur, and then was placed by his parents with a notary to learn the profession. The life of a notary was not for him, however, and after about a year and a half of boredom, only partly relieved by devouring the Gothic and Romantic classics—Ann Radcliffe, Cooper, Dumas père and above all, Poe—he enlisted in the army. He was then twenty years old.

The duration of Gaboriau’s service, which was in the cavalry, has never been settled, and precise dates are not known. It may have been two years, or three years, or even four. Nor is it known where he served his term. According to some nineteenth-century accounts he soldiered in North Africa; it is more likely, however, that he was stationed in the Pyrenees and never left France. In any case, he used material from his army days in an amusing short novel. Le 13e Hussards (The Thirteenth Hussars),* which describes the life of a recruit from fitting a uniform to doing K.P., to learning to ride, going AWOL, on up to discharge. Gaboriau is said to have risen to the rank of sergeant.

Around 1856 Gaboriau was in Paris, trying to make a living as a writer, although he is said to have accepted many strange commissions to keep alive. He managed a livery stable for a time, and he composed mottoes and ephemeral poetry to be printed on wrapping paper and shopping bags, and even on birthday cakes. All this alienated the sensibilities of his family, who were extremely rigid and proper.

By 1858 Gaboriau was reasonably established as a freelance writer and as an editor of minor periodical work. He sold a small but steady stream of articles, semifictional sketches and poetry. There was nothing in this early work to bring him credit or advancement, but it served to buy him time.

Gaboriau had his major stroke of good fortune around 1860, when he became acquainted and associated with Paul Féval, an extremely popular sensational novelist, successful dramatist, and publisher of periodicals. Féval employed Gaboriau as a secretary and as editor for one of his newspapers, the weekly Jean Diable, which is not to be confused with Féval’s novel of the same name.

It is often stated that Féval used to send Gaboriau to the police courts and to trials to gather material for sensational fiction, or that Gaboriau did ghost writing for Féval. There is no evidence for either claim, however, and both are rather unlikely. Féval’s work is very different from Gaboriau’s, and if Gaboriau did gather material from the courts, it certainly was not used in Féval’s fiction.

During this period of literary apprenticeship Gaboriau composed a few books that are now forgotten, since’ they are obviously commercial journalism. L’Ancien Figaro (1861) was an anthology of periodical pieces collected by Gaboriau. It dealt with the Restauration, when the old nobility returned to France after the fall of Napoleon. Les Cotillons célèbres is a series of long, romanticized sketches of famous royal mistresses, while Le 13e Hussards (The Thirteenth Hussars) (1861) consists of amusing episodes in the life of a cavalry recruit. Les Gens de Bureau (The Men of the Bureau) (1862) is a weak, mildly ironic short novel about bureaucracy; its only present interest is that it illustrates Gaboriau’s penchant for using the same names from novel to novel, even though the personalities are different. In this case the name is Caldas, later one of Lecoq’s aliases.

Three more minor works followed. Les Manages d’aventure (Marriage at a Venture) (1862) consists of two short novels that might be loosely described as comedy of manners, while Ruses d’amour (1862), which I have not seen, is said to be an anthology of various subterfuges and stratagems that have been used in pursuit of love. Les Comédiennes adorées (1863) contains short journalistic, biographical studies of famous actresses.

All through this period of ephemeral journalism, which also included much newspaper work, Gaboriau remained faithful to one personal interest: factual crime. In his youth he had read Poe’s detective stories in a French translation, and had been sufficiently impressed to attempt a series of imitations, which are now lost juvenilia. He also collected volumes of celebrated French trials, and was aware of the memoirs of various famous detectives. He studied what literature was available on serious criminology, and may well have continued his legal studies into the area of criminal law. If, during this time, Gaboriau did frequent the police offices and law courts, it was unquestionably for himself, not for Paul Féval.

September 14, 1865 marked an important change in Gaboriau’s life, for on this date began the serialization of Gaboriau’s first major work, L’Affaire Lerouge (The Widow Lerouge), which has a very good claim to being the first modern detective novel. It was serialized in Le Pays, a struggling newspaper, where it attracted some critical attention, but it does not seem to have been remarkably popular. It was remembered, however, and when in 1866 another newspaper, Le Soleil, found its circulation sagging badly as a result of having serialized Victor Hugo’s Travailleurs de la Mer (Toilers of the Sea), L’ Affaire Lerouge was recommended as a palliative. Circulation soared, and Gaboriau suddenly found himself one of the most popular writers in France.

This success was not transitory, for when Gaboriau’s second mystery novel, Le Crime d’Orcival (The Mystery of Orcival) appeared in serial form in 1866–7, it was printed simultaneously in two newspapers. The eventual result of this was a contract with Le Petit Journal for exclusive rights to future fiction, for 50,000 francs per year. In each instance serial publication was followed by book appearances, usually with Gaboriau’s friend E. Dentu. In a relatively short time, what with periodical publications, book royalties, and reprints in provincial newspapers, Gaboriau became a wealthy man. This success did not disturb his habit of hard work, however, and he maintained the writing schedule of earlier years. His wife, about whom almost nothing is known, is said to have helped him.

For several years the stream of fiction continued. To cite book publication dates: Le Dossier no. 113 (File No. 113), 1867; Les Esclaves de Paris (Caught in the Net and The Champdoce Mystery), 1868; Monsieur Lecoq (Monsieur Lecoq and The Honor of the Name), 1869; La Vie infernale (The Count’s Millions and The Vengeance of Baron Trigault), 1870; La Clique dorée (The Clique of Gold), 1871; La Degringolade (Catastrophe), 1872; La Corde au cou (Within an Inch of His Life), 1873; and L’Argent des autres (Other People’s Money), 1874.

As the reader will observe from the dates above, several of Gaboriau’s works appeared around the time of the Franco-Prussian War. What Gaboriau did during the war is not known, however, which would lead one to the conclusion that he did nothing important. A family tradition states that he was in Paris during the first part of the Commune, but that he managed to leave, hidden in a laundry wagon, before circumstances became too difficult. Comments in the later novels show that Gaboriau was rather strongly anti-Communard. It should be added, however, that Gaboriau was firmly opposed to Louis Napoleon’s seizure of power and based much of his fiction on the theme of corruption in the Second Empire. In all probability Gaboriau was a moderate liberal.

Life seemed secure for Gaboriau in the middle of 1873. His work was going well. He had finished L’Argent des autres (Other People’s Money), and he had two novels plotted out in detail. These were a new mystery novel involving a trial by jury, Le Chef du Jury—which seems to have been partly written—and a psychological novel, Ninette Suzor, which Gaboriau intended to be his first serious, non-sensational novel.

On September 28, 1873, however, Gaboriau died suddenly. The circumstances are not known, although he seems to have died of a heart attack, perhaps connected with a lung disorder he had suffered from while in the army. He was almost forty-one years old at his death, and his obituarists and funeral panegyrist, his old master Féval, found it a particularly sad circumstance that he died just as he reached writing maturity.

Gaboriau, in appearance, was tall and handsome, with a full, dark beard. An early British woodcut of him, if it is valid and not supposititious, indicates that his facial expression was not too dissimilar from that of the young Dickens. He is said to have been affable and generous, with a tendency toward extravagant dress, although this would have been nothing unusual in the Paris of his day. Mercurial in temperament, he sometimes spoke with the abruptness of the soldier, sometimes with the sensitivity of the artist. He delighted in spoofing strangers and his friends with fanciful arguments, often taking both sides in succession, like a better-natured Doctor Johnson.

One anecdote illustrates the mind that could create Lecoq and Tabaret:

One of his great amusements, Alfred d’Aunay records, was to study a passerby in the street and try to glean, by processes of reasoning and observation, his mode of life and social standing, and then to shadow his victim to see if his deductions were correct. (“Gaboriau: Father of the Detective Novel” by Valentine Williams, National Review [London], 1923.)

Like Sherlock Holmes?

I I

Did Gaboriau really invent the modern detective novel? The answer is a qualified “Yes,” if each of the three words “modern,” “detective” and “novel” is taken with precision. Generally speaking, in both English and French, there had been a considerable body of crime fiction before Gaboriau’s day, and some of this contained the germs of later developments, including primitive detectives and detection. But most of this material, like Victor’s The Dead Letter, could not be considered modern, being only curious ancestral effigies for future generations to look upon.

The elements that Gaboriau drew on for L’Affaire Lerouge —for Gaboriau did not create ex nihilo any more than does anyone else—may be listed in outline form:

(a) Edgar Allan Poe. Poe, in the early 1840's, had written pure detective stories that received international attention, and were translated into French by Baudelaire in the 1850's. As a young man Gaboriau read these stories with delight and enthusiasm. From Poe Gaboriau took the idea of the amateur consulting detective, the aspect of puzzling the reader, and above all, the ratiocinative method: that peculiar logical mechanism whereby the detective recreates a crime by means of minute observation and interpretation. It is difficult to define this process, but everyone who has read detective stories knows what it is.

(b) The French sensational literature of the day. Unfortunately, this remarkably broad jungle of minor works, filled with bloody and savage adventure, has never been explored, and is even less well-known than its British counterpart, the penny dreadful. Paul Féval, whom Gaboriau addressed as maître in his correspondence, wrote such novels which combined romance, manners, adventure, and crime elements. A curious example is Féval’s Jean Diable, which appeared in book form in 1863, while Gaboriau was working for Féval. Among the characters of this long, complex novel is the detective Gregory Temple, superintendent of Scotland Yard, who is investigating the murder of a singer, in opposition to a master criminal, Jean Diable. Temple uses the ratiocinative method, and has even written a book about it. In brief summary this sounds like a detective novel earlier than Gaboriau’s, but the detectional material is buried in a welter of romantic material, and the development is very, very thin. It has also been claimed that Gaboriau borrowed the name Lecoq from one of Féval’s novels, but this is probably stretching too far.

Merging into and sometimes growing out of the sensational literature is (c) the higher literary tradition. Balzac stands at the top of a pyramid, beneath him standing Dumas père, Sue, Kock, on down to the nameless feuilletonists. Balzac used much crime material in his fiction, and several characters appear in his works who might be called proto-detectives. Vautrin, who appears in several stories, is based on the historical criminal and detective, François Eugène Vidocq, about whom more later. Gaboriau had obviously read Une Ténébreuse Affaire by Balzac, and it remained in his mind when he wrote the second part of Monsieur Lecoq.

(d) The French factual and pseudofactual crime memoirs and studies. These culminated in the memoirs (with embroiderings) of the ex-convict François Eugène Vidocq, a notorious criminal who eventually became the first head of the Sûreté. Vidocq’s memoirs and the two novels that he had a hand in were extremely popular in France and the English-speaking countries, and set off a small chain of police stories. Canler, one of Vidocq’s successors, also prepared memoirs which Gaboriau refers to.

In France such memoirs and studies of historical crimes have had a long and fairly honorable history, having been prepared on a higher level than the comparable English phenomenon, the New gate Calendar. Many such collections of famous cases and the lives of malefactors have appeared in France, the best-known being those published under the name Pitaval, which has become almost a generic term. These French collections, it might be added, have been of some influence in the English development of the detective story, for individual pieces were often translated in early nineteenth-century periodicals. Wilkie Collins is known to have taken ideas used in The Woman in White from one of these French collections.

Like Poe, however, Gaboriau should not be seen as a collection of influences, but as a man who crystallized and solidified what may have been in the air around him. He unified a certain grouping of characteristics and created a form. Féval may have talked about ratiocinative deduction two or three years before Gaboriau, but he apparently did not care or was unable to develop the idea. Vidocq wandered about Paris in disguise, seeking criminals, and Balzac and Sue may have written long novels that combined comedy of manners with crime motives, but Gaboriau still has the distinction, in L’ Affaire Lerouge, of having created the first modern novel that was clearly and unmistakably and consciously and primarily a detective story.

I I I

Monsieur Lecoq first appeared in Le Petit Journal, a Parisian daily newspaper, from May 25 through December 3, 1868. According to the data in Nancy E. L. Curry’s excellent thesis, The Life and Works of Emile Gaboriau (1971), this newspaper version was slightly longer than the text we now have, Gaboriau revising it fairly extensively for book publication in 1869. It was extremely popular, and it went through several editions with great rapidity. It was also serialized in provincial newspapers throughout France.

The essence of the novel—the duel of intellect between the detective and the killer—is, of course, not new, for it had appeared in previous crime literature, from William Godwin’s Things as They Are (Caleb Williams) (1794) on up through the Jean Diable that has already been mentioned. But Gaboriau added a new excitement to the theme.

The most important factor in Monsieur Lecoq, in the opinion of most critics, however, is the personality of Lecoq himself, here seen as a young man, just beginning to rise in the trade of which he is soon to be the great master. As Valentine Williams has nicely put it:

Here, through the jostling throng of desperately wicked dukes, incredibly noble maids, of banquiers véreux, Monsieur Lecoq, simple agent of the Sûreté, comes stepping, fresh as a bridegroom, un beau gars, à l’oeil clair, à l’air résolu, or as casual visitors saw him in his careful disguise, a sober personality of distinguished appearance, with his gold spectacles, his white tie, and his mince redingote. Against a canvas of tiresome puppets he stands out a living figure . . . He is as French as the crowing cock, which with its proud motto, Semper vigilans, he chose as his device. His limpid mind, his crystal-clear reasoning, his dazzling deductions, his fluttering panache, his ups and downs, his hopes and fears, all these are wholly French. (“Gaboriau: Father of The Detective Novel,” National Review, London, 1923.)

All in all, Lecoq appears in five novels by Gaboriau, beginning with L’Affaire Lerouge (The Widow Lerouge) (1866), where he plays a very minor role. There he is a subordinate agent, jealous of his superior, Gévrol, and a follower of Père Tabaret. He appears only in the initial setting for the investigation, and is mentioned again later in passing. Did Gaboriau have an inkling, back in 1865–6, that Lecoq would swallow up the detective series? If he did, he made a bad gaffe, for in L’Affaire Lerouge Lecoq is not a bright young man of patrician origin, as in Monsieur Lecoq, but a reformed criminal who has joined the police force. This point is suggestive of Vidocq, as is the name Lecoq. But Gaboriau was often very careless about details, and he may well have forgotten the hasty image of Lecoq in L’Affaire Lerouge. In fact, in his next novel, Le Crime d’Orcival (The Mystery of Orcival), he made a similar error. He describes Gévrol as the favorite disciple of Tabaret, a description which could hardly have been farther from the mark in the other novels.

This Crime d’Orcival, which was serialized in 1866 and published in book form in 1867, marks Lecoq’s second appearance, and it is the first novel to star Lecoq. Here Lecoq is an established detective who is summoned from Paris to solve what seems to be a double murder committed by a servant for purposes of robbery. Lecoq, using the same amazingly precise, imaginative deductions which the reader will see in Monsieur Lecoq, soon uncovers a completely different solution, the background to which is shown in a long flashback. Some critics find Le Crime d’Orcival Gaboriau’s best novel, but I find the characterizations inconsistent and insipid, the secondary novel somewhat unconvincing, and the general development a little hasty.

In his third appearance Lecoq dominates the famous Dossier no. 113 (File No. 113) (1867). In this novel what seems to be a simple theft by a bank cashier of 350,000 francs is expanded to a cycle of crime and malfeasance, with conspiracy, swindling, illegitimacy and murder in the background. Lecoq, in disguise, intervenes to avert an act of injustice by the authorities, and further directs the activities of another detective. Lecoq is now the top man in criminal detection. The motivations for his actions in the case, however, are very curious to an Anglo-Saxon reader who is used to classical detective stories. Lecoq pursues his investigations not as a function of his official position in the Sûreté, not out of pity for an innocent man who is obviously being framed, not for the thrill of the chase as is often the motivation with British detectives and even with Père Tabaret, but for erotic reasons. Lecoq wishes to reestablish a liaison he had once enjoyed with a demimondaine who is now the suspect’s mistress, and he wants to show the girl his infinite superiority over the cashier. By some standards this is not a particularly creditable motivation, but it is a very modern concept.

Lecoq’s next appearance is in Les Esclaves de Paris (Caught in the Net and The Champdoce Mystery) (1868), where Lecoq enters toward the end of the novel to foil the machinations of Mascarot, a nicely imagined criminal mastermind. Mascarot (Mascarin in some American editions) has two other identities, and operates a servants’ employment agency, which he uses to gather information for blackmail. Mascarot learns of an heir to millions who has been missing since childhood, and determines to establish his own candidate. Mascarot’s dovetailed plans are sliding into place when Lecoq dramatically appears and destroys the conspiracy. This novel is followed by Monsieur Lecoq (1869), which is the last and best of the novels about Lecoq.

Besides Lecoq Gaboriau created three other detectives who are significant centers of attention. Of these the most important by far is the old amateur, Père Tabaret, sometimes called Tirauclair. Tabaret started to collect literature about crime, and ended by becoming a consulting detective who is invoked by the police or others when a case is perplexing. Lecoq recognizes him as master. Tabaret uses ratiocinative deduction, but presumably for reasons of age does not share Lecoq’s penchant for disguises.

L’ Affaire Lerouge (The Widow Lerouge), which marks Tabaret’s first appearance, is concerned with a corpse found in a cottage. Tabaret, thanks to a suggestion from the proto-Lecoq who is present, is called into the case, and he immediately exercises his talents to reveal the “type” of the criminal. What then at first seems to be a chance occurrence brings Tabaret to the heart of the case, which is far more complex than it appeared at first. An ingenious resolution removes much of the taint of coincidence. This is the only novel starring Tabaret, although the reader will find him appearing briefly at the end of the first part of Monsieur Lecoq, where he sets Lecoq straight. His spirit, however, hovers over most of the other criminal novels of Gaboriau.

To remain with Gaboriau’s detective fiction in the strict sense: Gaboriau’s other major work is the nouvelle entitled “Le Petit Vieux des Batignoles” (“The Little Old Man of Batignoles”) in the collection of the same name (1876). In this well-known story Mechinet, a member of the Sûreté, solves a murder very neatly, using clues in much the same manner as Sherlock Holmes did a little later. In the same collection also appears “Une Disparition” (“A Disappearance”) in which Detective Rétiveau, also known as Magloire, discovers that a disappearance is really an insurance fraud.

Gaboriau considered all his later fiction as belonging to the same category, le roman judiciaire, which term he had arrived at in discussion with his publisher Dentu. This may be translated as judiciary novel, or perhaps legal novel. A modern purist, however, would prefer to separate the detective and mystery novels from those which only occasionally use the subject matter of crime. Les Esclaves de Paris (Caught in the Net and The Chamfdoce Mystery) (1868), despite the late appearance of Lecoq, is not really a detective story, but is a novel of society with crime elements. Similarly, La Vie infernale (The Count’s Millions and The Vengeance of Baron Trigault) (1870) buries a criminal conspiracy behind a complex, rolling surface of adulteries and deceptions.

La Clique dorée (The Clique of Gold) (1871) is also concerned with conspiracy. Here a quartet of criminals, led by a beautiful young woman, Sarah Brandon, preys on wealthy young men, first swindling them, then forcing them to suicide. Part of the plot is concerned with ensnaring a senile millionaire into marriage. The Clique of Gold was followed in 1872 by La Dégringolade (Catastrophe), which at first promises to be a detective novel, but soon wanes into a society novel. According to official report General Delorge fell in a duel, but his widow knows that he was assassinated during Louis Napoleon’s seizure of power, and vows to obtain justice.

More concerned with detection in the stricter sense is La Corde au cou (Within an Inch of His Life) (1873), in which a young man, trapped partly by circumstantial evidence, partly by false witness, is prosecuted for arson and attempted murder. Proving his innocence is difficult, but toward the end of the book the defense hires a detective, a member of the Sûreté on leave. There are suggestions here of Sergeant Cuff of The Moonstone.

Gaboriau’s last novel, L’ Argent des autres (Other People’s Money) (1874), concludes the major works published during Gaboriau’s lifetime. After his death, however, several of his earlier works were printed in book form. These include the volume of shorter pieces, Le Petit Vieux des Batignoles (The Little Old Man of Batignoles) (1876); Le Capitaine Coutanceau (Captain Contanceau) (1878), a rather weak historical novel of the French Revolution; and Les Amours d’une Empoisonneuse (The Marquise de Brinvilliers) (1881), a historical fantasy in the manner of Dumas, loosely connected with the career of the celebrated poisoner. It is not known when these were written or if they were published previously in periodicals, but it is reasonable to assume that they date from before Gaboriau’s days of success. It is possible that other material by Gaboriau still lies undiscovered in the ephemeral press of the 1860’s.

I have discussed these novels separately, since this is the way that the American reader will encounter them. But Gaboriau in a vague sort of way seems to have thought of the later novels, from L; Affaire Lerouge on, as segments of a consistent universe, a small comédie humaine. As a result there is a certain carry-over of names and personalities from one novel to another. The reader often finds a familiar face among the newcomers. This situation, unfortunately, is complicated by the fact that Gaboriau was careless in his chronology and cross-references, and is inconsistent almost as often as consistent. A further complication is that Gaboriau simply liked certain names and used them over.

A common frame of mind, similarly, permeates all the novels of Gaboriau, both detective and social. The ultimate spring of all his major work is scandal of the sexual sort. Forbidden amours, illegitimacy, golddigging, adultery—all provide final motivation for action. This is in striking contrast to the British novels that are roughly contemporary. The collections of pseudo-factual “cases,” like William Russell’s, are usually founded on realistic economics or criminality. Wilkie Collins, in the two great novels, The Woman in White and The Moonstone, uses financial greed to motivate the stories. The ultimate in The Woman in White is Fosco’s wish to obtain an inheritance, and the ultimate in The Moonstone is the monetary value of the gem. In Doyle’s work, the ultimate is usually greed, with revenge a second consideration. For the other British Victorians —LeFanu, Miss Braddon, Mrs. Wood—the motivation is sometimes economic, sometimes the passion of anger, sometimes erotic, but never scandalous.

One could say simply and flippantly, that this simply means that Gaboriau was a Frenchman, and that his novels reflect the folkways of the time. But I do not know whether this is true. The psychologies of the characters—their violent passions and hatreds, their filial devotion, their raffishness, their strange innocences and pruderies—do they represent an aspect of life in the middle classes of Gaboriau’s milieu, perhaps the ideals of his own pecksniffian family, or are they a literary convention, or perhaps both?

The motivations in Gaboriau are consistent and the personalities are consistent. A high problem of the generation before Gaboriau, one that entered very frequently in the fiction of the 1860’s, was the haughty old revanchist nobility, returning in the post-Napoleonic restoration. There was the boom and bust of the Emperor Louis Napoleon; the extravagances of inverse machismo, when a chance act or word might ruin a girl’s life, even though nothing significant had happened. Did this configuration of folkways really dominate mid-Victorian bourgeois France? I do not know, any more than if British lords in the comparable English literature perpetually tried to swindle their relatives.

Let me cite an incident from the memoirs of Canler, one-time head of the Sûreté:

At one period of my professional life I came to know a Monsieur V———, a wealthy clothier, retired from business, who lived many years since in the village of Plaisance, with his wife and two daughters, eighteen and twenty years old. The daughters were lovely and amiable girls, as modest as they were amiable, but their father cherished a fixed belief that a couple of rascals came regularly night and morning at the hour his daughters got up or went to bed, and hid themselves behind the garden wall, where by means of a kind of mirror they brought with them, they made a practice of watching the young ladies at their toilets.

“You can see,” he said to me, “at a glance, how disastrous this circumstance must inevitably be to my poor girls. How can they ever hope to marry if it should be known that they are daily objects of inspection to a couple of low-minded scoundrels? Their characters are destroyed at once.”

The point here is not the obvious fact that M. V——— was insane, and that the whole story was fantasy, but that it was socially recognized that the girls would be irreparably compromised simply by the glance of a stranger. Similar folkways abound in the works of Gaboriau.

IV

Gaboriau came close to being a best-selling author in France, and the great detective novels—L’ Affaire Lerouge, Le Crime d’Orcival, and Monsieur Lecoq—went through many editions and remained in print for decades. Indeed, it is possible that certain of them have never gone out of print.
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Letter from Gaboriau to Féval. “Paris, June 30, 1869. My dear Master, I thank you-rather, I don’t know how to thank you-for your kind favor. The 200 francs you have just sent me remove a most painful thorn from my side. As I told you, I will have the pleasure of repaying the money some time in January. Yours, Em. Gaboriau.”
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Cover of an American dime-novel Gaboriau publication.
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Cover of an American dime-novel Gaboriau publication.
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Cover of an American dime-novel Gaboriau publication.

Gaboriau’s friend and publisher, Dentu, apparently felt that Gaboriau’s work could be carried on by other hands, for in 1878 he published La Vieillesse de Monsieur Lecoq (The Old Age of Monsieur Lecoq). This was written by Fortuné du Boisgobey, a prolific hack who wrote many other mystery novels, particularly The Parisian Detective, which was very popular in the United States. In La Vieillesse de Monsieur Lecoq, which was soon translated and published in America, Lecoq, now an old man, has to save his son from execution as a convicted murderer. All the evidence is against them. One of the more amusing moments is when Lecoq, disguised as an Indian rajah, interviews the true murderer, who in turn is disguised as a German genealogist. This novel is not to be taken seriously, as Gaboriau’s novels are, and apparently its sensationalism did not appeal to French readers, for there were no more sequels.

For reasons now forgotten, Gaboriau’s work was appreciated in America before England. The first appearance of Gaboriau, strangely enough, is in a disguise that Lecoq and Gaboriau might have found amusing as well as annoying. This was The Steel Safe; or The Stains and Splendors of New York Life by Henry L. Williams, Jr. (1868), which was a barefaced plagiarism and adaptation of File No. 113. Williams follows Gaboriau almost sentence by sentence, scene by scene, but the whole story is set in New York. Monsieur Lecoq has become Clayton Newlife, and his disguised personality is Jehiel Sharpson of Ohio. Lecoq lives on Prince Street.

Translations of Gaboriau’s major works began to appear in the 1870’s in Boston, beginning with The Widow Lerouge in 1873. The dime-novel publisher George Munro, in his Seaside Library, rapidly brought all the major and even many of the minor novels into easily accessible form for the reader who had five or ten cents. The first appearancee of Monsieur Lecoq, as far as I have been able to trace, is in this dime-novel series, in 1879, a year before cloth editions appeared in America.

Before the appearance of Gaboriau’s novels in America, the American detective story had been on the trivial side numerically. There were prehistoric detective stories before 1840 by Charles Brockden Brown and William Leggett; there was Poe’s crystallization of the form and invention of ratiocinative deduction; but only a few minor successors to Poe. Then suddenly, shortly after the appearance of Gaboriau, the country was flooded with series after series of detective novels in dimenovel format. They were not modern detective stories, it is true; but they were novels that involved a crime, a detective (usually official), and some detection. I am inclined to think that this explosion of interest is the result of two foreign influences: to a lesser extent British detective casebooks (like “Waters”), as published by Dick and Fitzgerald, and to a larger extent, the long novels of Gaboriau.

In England Gaboriau’s works began to appear in Vizetelly’s Sensational Novels from 1883 on. Some of the translations may have been taken from American piracies; others may have been British in origin. This date 1883, it will be observed, is not far removed from 1887, it date of A. C. Doyle’s Study in Scarlet. Doyle’s diary notes reveal that he read certain of Gaboriau’s novels, and in later years he recalled The Widow Lerouge, though somewhat dimly. Yet enough of the schema and details of Gaboriau’s work remained in Doyle’s mind that Doyle without Gaboriau would have been quite different. If Poe’s Dupin was the father of Tabaret and Lecoq, Tabaret and Lecoq are the father and godfather of Sherlock Holmes. This is not to say, of course, that there were no other elements, or to deny Doyle’s own ingenious contributions.

Let me quote a few Sherlockisms, which the reader can easily match in Doyle’s stories:

He remained there for about half an hour, then came out running, then reentered and came out again; again reentered, and again reappeared, almost immediately. The judge could not help comparing him to a pointer on the scent, carrying his nose in the air, as if to discover some subtle odor left by the assassin. All the while he talked loudly and with much gesticulation, apostrophizing himself, scolding himself, uttering little cries of triumph or self-encouragement. (The Widow Lerouge.)

“The misfortune is that the art is lost, because fine crimes are rare. The race of strong criminals, fearless and ingenious, has given place to a mob of vulgar pickers and stealers, hardly worth hunting after—blunderers as well as cowards, who sign their names to their misdeeds, and even leave their cartes de visite. There is no merit in catching them.” (The Widow Lerouge.)

Never was young libertine more irregular in his habits than this old man. He came or failed to come to his meals, ate it mattered not what nor at what hour. He went out at every hour of the day or night, often slept abroad, and even disappeared for entire weeks at a time. Then he received the strangest visitors—odd-looking men of suspicious aspect and fellows of ill-favored and sinister aspect. (The Widow Lerouge.)

Marguerite sprang to her feet at once agitated and alarmed. “How did you know this?” she exclaimed. M. Fortunat had left his armchair, and was now leaning against the mantel-shelf, in what he considered a most becoming and awe-inspiring attitude, with his thumb in the armhole of his waistcoat. “Ah! Nothing could be more simple,” he answered in the same tone as a conjurer might assume to explain his feat. (The Vengeance of Baron Trigault)

These are all basic elements in the concept of Sherlock Holmes, although to my mind, Doyle developed them with greater clarity. There are many such small resemblances between the two sets of stories. If the modern reader has wondered at times why Doyle used the double-novel in A Study in Scarlet, The Sign of Four and The Valley of Fear—let him look to Gaboriau.

Gaboriau is obviously a historical link of the utmost importance. Is he more than this? Is he an author worth reading in his own right? My answer is a limited “Yes.” While he has great weaknessess, he also has certain strengths that are almost unique.

Let us omit the question of Gaboriau’s French style, which has been called alternately brilliant and whimsical, ironic and lyric. These qualities do not emerge in the translations, but the translations are admittedly bad. They are hastily, carelessly, insensitively prepared hackwork, which at times are neither French nor English.

Gaboriau is certainly one of the most accomplished plotters in the genre. He is capable of working out a complex group of life situations and interweaving them without boring the reader or confusing him.

Complex plots, of course, were a standby of Victorian popular literature, and in England G. W. M. Reynolds and Wilkie Collins specialized in comparable material. Yet it is safe to say that Gaboriau at his best excelled them both in ornateness. Such erector-set stories, however, may not be the highest achievement in literature (especially since the twentieth century is likely to seek other values), but they are still achievements that demand respect.

The detective novel is a notoriously difficult form to plot, since, to express it in the lowest terms, the author must devise something to fill in the space between the crime and the revealment or detection. It is greatly to Gaboriau’s credit that in what is the first modern detective novel he solved the problem as well any one has done since. Where The Widow Lerouge has flaws, they are in other areas.

Gaboriau’s second strength lies in his detailed factual backgrounds and in his criminological and legal accuracy. Strictly speaking, this is not purely a matter of literature, but the reader of one hundred years later can appreciate the care that went into the descriptions of judicial processes, quirks of law, detectional insights, and the whole philosophy of French criminal investigation. British jurists have been known to recommend Gaboriau’s novels to juniors who wanted a rapid picture of French criminal procedure. Gaboriau’s old chief, Féval, faked in such matters and relied on imagination to carry him through. Gaboriau was correct. If Gaboriau describes the powers of the examining magistrate, if he explains a point in the law of inheritance, if he describes a suicide by carbon monoxide from unventilated charcoal braziers, one can be sure that he has checked the point. For Gaboriau there are no giant sea anemones, no devil’s foot. If a young man is sent to the war in French Indo-China, and a crime is committed there, as in The Gilded Clique, one can be sure that extradition and venue are correctly handled. All this mirrors a world strange to the American reader, a world where the prisoner is officially guilty unless he can prove his innocence, where police entrapment (as in the Epilogue to Monsieur Lecoq) is permissible.

Where does Gaboriau fail? His portrayal of people. His characters have been called cardboard, and the accusation is, for the most part, true. They do resemble the moving dummies in a shooting gallery. Yet this criticism is a little over-simple. While the various counts and barons, fake and real, that people the novels, the adulterous ladies and virtuous ingenues, the sincere young lovers with mistresses on the side—are statues or lay-figures that sustain a drapery of plot, Gaboriau did succeed in animating two major characters, Lecoq and Tabaret, the voices of realism, rather than of romance.

A little more consciousness of technique might have worked wonders for Gaboriau in this respect. When Gaboriau works through the mind of a single character, which he does to some extent with Lecoq and Tabaret, his skill at recognizing motivation and his ability to create small detail can work an animation. When Gaboriau, on the other hand, attempts to make his characters interact romantically, when he speaks remotely as a recording witness, he loses his honesty of emotion and de-sparks what might have been human. This is where melodrama comes in, and this is where disaster strikes.

Perhaps the safest judgment of Gaboriau as a whole is to call him an author with a fine lesser imagination and an excellent skill at research, hampered by a lack of large-scale insight. Too often he sets up trumpery effects that do not succeed, and too often he is false. This may seem to be a harsh judgment, but the reader can look at the works of Balzac to see what happens when a first-rate writer, even though he may lack smoothness, works on material somewhat similar to Gaboriau’s.

Criticism should stay at criticism, and reading pleasure should remain reading pleasure. Despite a modern reader’s occasional annoyance at Gaboriau’s weaknesses, Monsieur Lecoq, Part One, is still very much worth reading; it is easily the most animated of Gaboriau’s works. The ingenuity of the author’s deductions; the piquant personality of the young man who is determined to make his way in his profession, despite obstacles of official stupidity and criminal cunning; the thrill of the psychological duel between the helpless prisoner in his cell and the imaginative detective—these are the factors that make Monsieur Lecoq a perennial classic. The detective has all the advantages except one: Zugzwang, but that tiny pressure is more powerful than all the powers of the prober.

The reader may not care who May really was; it makes no difference in the long run—but it is a fascinating procedure to follow May and Lecoq and see how the role of May was sustained.

E. F. BLEILER

*Most standard reference works give other dates, but 1832 is correct.

*English titles following the French titles are those of the most important English editions. Additional titles are cited in the Bibliography.


THE BOOK PUBLICATIONS AND TRANSLATIONS OF EMILE GABORIAU

1. L’ Ancien Figaro. Etudes satiriques, bigarrures, coups de lancette, nouvelles à la main, extraits du Figaro de la Restauration, avec une préface et un commentaire par Emile Gaboriau. Paris. E. Dentu. 1861.

An anthology of articles edited by Gaboriau. Not translated. Not seen.

2. Les Cotillons célèbres. Paris. E. Dentu. 1861. Two volumes.

Journalistic lives of famous French mistresses and courtesans. Not translated.

3. Le 13e Hussards, types, profiles, esquisses et croquis militaires à pied et à cheval. Paris. E. Dentu. 1861.

Experiences of a recruit, followed by sketches of military life, types, and situations. English title: The Thirteenth Hussars. The second part has occasionally been published separately as Military Sketches.

4. Les Gens de Bureau. Paris. E. Dentu. 1862.

Satire on bureaucracy. English title: The Men of the Bureau.

5. Les Manages d’aventure. Paris. E. Dentu. 1862. Two volumes.

Two short novels. The first, M. J. D. de Saint-Roch, ambassadeur matrimonial, is translated as (a) A Chance Marriage or (b) Marriage at a Venture. The second, Promesses de mariage, is translated as Promise of Marriage.

6. Ruses d’amour. Paris. E. Dentu. 1862.

An anthology of various stratagems used in love. Not translated. Not seen.

7. Les Comédiennes adorées. Paris. E. Dentu. 1863.

Journalistic lives of famous actresses. Not translated.

8. L’Affaire Lerouge. Paris. E. Dentu. 1866.

Detective novel. English titles: (a) The Widow Lerouge. (b) Old Tabaret, the Self-made Detective; or, “Piping” the Lerouge Case, (c) The Lerouge Case.

9. Le Crime d’Orcival. Paris. E. Dentu. 1867.

Detective novel. English titles: (a) The Mystery of Orcival. (b) Crime at Orcival.

10. Le Dossier no. 113. Paris. E. Dentu. 1867.

Detective novel. English titles: (a) File No. 113. (b) Dossier No. 133. (c) The Blackmailers (greatly abridged). See also 21 in Miscellaneous and Spurious Material, below.

11. Les Esclaves de Paris. Paris. E. Dentu. 1868. Two volumes.

Crime novel. The first part, Le Chantage, is translated as The Slaves of Paris, Part One or Caught in the Net. The second part, Le Secret de Champdoce, is translated as The Slaves of Paris, Part Two or The Champdoce Mystery.

12. Monsieur Lecoq. Paris. E. Dentu. 1869. Two volumes.

Detective novel. The first part, L’Enquête, is translated as (a) Monsieur Lecoq or (b) Monsieur Lecoq, Part One or (c) The Detective’s Dilemma or (d) Lecoq the Detective. The second part, L’Honneur du nom, is translated as (a) The Honor of the Name or (b) Monsieur Lecoq, Part Two or (c) The Detective’s Triumph or (d) Lecoq the Detective, Part Two. There have been two English translations of Monsieur Lecoq. The first American translation was prepared by Mrs. Laura E. Kendall, and published in 1879. Other American publications are based on this translation, as reedited several times. The first British translation, that of Sir Gilbert Campbell, was published in 1888—9. The text used in this present volume is Mrs. Kendall’s, as thoroughly revised and corrected for publication around 1908.

13. La Vie infernale. Paris. E. Dentu. 1870. Two volumes.

Comédie de moeurs, with crime elements. The first part, Pascal et Marguerite, is translated as (a) The Count’s Secret, Part One or (b) The Count’s Millions. The second part, Lia d’Argeles, is translated as (a) The Count’s Secret, Part Two or (b) The Vengeance of Baron Trigault.

14. La Clique dorée. Paris. E. Dentu. 1871.

Crime novel. English titles (a) The Clique of Gold or (b) The Gilded Clique.

15. La Dégringolade. Paris. G. Paetz. 1872. 12 volumes.

Comédie de moeurs. English translations: (a) Catastrophe or (b) The Downward Path.

16. La Corde au cou. Paris. E. Dentu. 1873.

Crime and detection novel. English titles: (a) Within an Inch of His Life or (b) In Deadly Peril or (c) In Peril of His Life.

17. L’Argent des autres. Paris. E. Dentu. 1874.

Comédie de moeurs with crime elements. English titles: (a) Other People’s Money or (b) A Great Robbery; or “Piping” A Series of Bank Frauds.

18. Le Petit Vieux des Batignoles. Paris. E. Dentu. 1876.

A collection. Title nouvelle and five short stories. “Bonheur passe richesse.” “La Soutane de Nessus.” “Une Disparition.” “Maudite Maison.” “Casta Vixit.” English title: The Little Old Man of Batignoles.

19. Le Capitaine Coutanceau. Paris. E. Dentu. 1878.

Historical novel. English titles: (a) Captain Coutanceau or (b) Captain Contanceau [sic].

20. Les Amours d’une empoisonneuse. Paris. E. Dentu. 1881.

Historical novel. English titles: (a) The Marquise de Brinvilliers or (b) Marie de Brinvilliers or (c) An Adventuress of France or (d) Intrigues of a Poisoner.

MISCELLANEOUS AND SPURIOUS MATERIAL

21. The Steel Safe; or, The Stains and Splendors of New York Life by Henry L. Williams, Jr. New York. DeWitt. 1868.

A plagiaristic adaptation, with a New York setting, of Le Dossier no. 113. This translation was abridged to a short story, reset in Paris with the original names, and issued in Great Britain as Warrant 113 (London. Crown Publishing Co. Ltd. 1884).

22. La Vieillesse de Monsieur Lecoq by Fortuné du Boisgobey. Paris. E. Dentu. 1878.

Pastiche, published under du Boisgobey’s name. English translation, published under several imprints, The Old Age of Monsieur Lecoq by Fortuné du Boisgobey.

According to bibliographic records this book has also been published under Gaboriau’s name in the United States. The following titles are recorded: (a) The Old Age of Monsieur Lecoq by Emile Gaboriau or (b) The Last Adventures of Lecoq the Detective by Emile Gaboriau. It is possible that (c) Perils of Lecoq the Detective by Emile Gaboriau is the same work. These three editions have not been seen.

23. Famous French Criminals by Emile Gaboriau. New York. Frank Tousey, Brookside Library. 1883. A collection of factual French crimes, probably of British origin. Spurious.

24. File No. 114 or Young Earnest. Chicago, Laird & Lee. 1887. This is said to be a “sequel” to File No. 113. It is not clear whether it is a separate spurious work, or a retitling of a second portion of File No. 113, a situation that frequently occurred in dime-novel publishing. It is known from bibliographic records, but has not been seen.

25. File No. 775 by Harry Harper. New York. Ogilvie. 1886. Presumably connected with the Gaboriau novel. Not seen.




BIBLIOGRAPHY
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The Life and Works of Emile Gaboriau by Nancy E. L. Curry. Unpublished doctoral thesis, University of Kentucky, 1971. Mrs. Curry has studied the periodical publications of Gaboriau and sums up French research since Valentine Williams wrote his essay.
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MONSIEUR LECOQ

AT about elèven o’clock in the evening of the 20th of February, 186--, which chanced to be Shrove Sunday, a party of detectives left the police station near the old Barriere d’ltalie to the direct south of Paris. Their mission was to explore the district extending on the one hand between the highroad to Fontainebleau and the Seine, and on the other between the outer boulevards and the fortifications.

This quarter of the city had at that time anything but an enviable reputation. To venture there at night was considered so dangerous that the soldiers from the outlying forts who came in to Paris with permission to go to the theatre, were ordered to halt at the barriere, and not to pass through the perilous district excepting in parties of three or four.

After midnight, these gloomy, narrow streets became the haunt of numerous homeless vagabonds, and escaped criminals and malefactors, moreover, made the quarter their rendezvous. If the day had been a lucky one, they made merry over their spoils, and when sleep overtook them, hid in doorways or among the rubbish in deserted houses. Every effort had been made to dislodge these dangerous guests, but the most energetic measures had failed to prove successful. Watched, hunted, and in imminent danger of arrest though they were, they always returned with idiotic obstinacy, obeying, as one might suppose, some mysterious law of attraction. Hence, the district was for the police an immense trap, constantly baited, and to which the game came of their own accord to be caught.

The result of a tour of inspection of this locality was so certain, that the officer in charge of the police post called to the squad as they departed: “I will prepare lodgings for our guests. Good luck to you and much pleasure!”

This last wish was pure irony, for the weather was the most disagreeable that could be imagined. A very heavy snow storm had prevailed for several days. It was now beginning to thaw, and on all the frequented thoroughfares the slush was ankle-deep. It was still cold, however; a damp chill filled the air, and penetrated to the very marrow of one’s bones. Besides, there was a dense fog, so dense that one could not see one’s hands before one’s face.

“What a beastly job!” growled one of the agents.

“Yes,” replied the inspector who commanded the squad; “if you had an income of thirty thousand francs, I don’t suppose you’d be here.” The laugh that greeted this common-place joke was not so much flattery as homage to a recognized and established superiority.

The inspector was, in fact, one of the most esteemed members of the force, a man who had proved his worth. His powers of penetration were not, perhaps, very great; but he thoroughly understood his profession, its resources, its labyrinths, and its artifices. Long practise had given him imperturbable coolness, a great confidence in himself, and a sort of coarse diplomacy that supplied the place of shrewdness. To his failings and his virtues he added incontestable courage, and he would lay his hand upon the collar of the most dangerous criminal as tranquilly as a devotee dips his fingers in a basin of holy water.

He was a man about forty-six years of age, strongly built, with rugged features, a heavy mustache, and rather small, gray eyes, hidden by bushy eyebrows. His name was Gevrol, but he was universally known as “the General.” This sobriquet was pleasing to his vanity, which was not slight, as his subordinates well knew; and, doubtless, he felt that he ought to receive from them the same consideration as was due to a person of that exalted rank.

“If you begin to complain already,” he added, gruffly, what will you do by and by?”

In fact, it was too soon to complain. The little party were then passing along the Rue de Choisy. The people on the footways were orderly; and the lights of the wine-shops illuminated the street. All these places were open. There is no fog or thaw that is potent enough to dismay lovers of pleasure. And a boisterous crowd of maskers filled each tavern, and public ballroom. Through the open windows came alternately the sounds of loud voices and bursts of noisy music. Occasionally, a drunken man staggered along the pavement, or a masked figure crept by in the shadow cast by the houses.

Before certain establishments Gevrol commanded a halt. He gave a peculiar whistle, and almost immediately a man came out. This was another member of the force. His report was listened to, and then the squad passed on.

“To the left, boys!” ordered Gevrol; “we will take the Rue d’lvry, and then cut through the shortest way to the Rue de Chevaleret.”

From this point the expedition became really disagreeable. The way led through an unfinished, unnamed street, full of puddles and deep holes, and obstructed with all sorts of rubbish. There were no longer any lights or crowded wine-shops. No footsteps, no voices were heard; solitude, gloom, and an almost perfect silence prevailed; and one might have supposed oneself a hundred leagues from Paris, had it not been for the deep and continuous murmur that always arises from a large city, resembling the hollow roar of a torrent in some cavern depth.

All the men had turned up their trousers and were advancing slowly, picking their way as carefully as an Indian when he is stealing upon his prey. They had just passed the Rue du Chateau-des-Rentiers when suddenly a wild shriek rent the air. At this place, and at this hour, such a cry was so frightfully significant, that all the men paused as if by common impulse.

“Did you hear that, General?” asked one of the detectives, in a low voice.

“Yes, there is murder going on not far from here—but where ? Silence ! let us listen.”

They all stood motionless, holding their breath, and anxiously listening. Soon a second cry, or rather a wild howl, resounded.

“Ah!” exclaimed the inspector, “it is at the Poivriere.”

This peculiar appellation “Poivriere” or “pepper-box” was derived from the term “peppered” which in French slang is applied to a man who has left his good sense at the bottom of his glass. Hence, also, the sobriquet of “pepper thieves” given to the rascals whose specialty it is to plunder helpless, inoffensive drunkards.

“What!” added Gevrol to his companions, “don’t you know Mother Chupin’s drinking-shop there on the right. Run.”

And, setting the example, he dashed off in the direction indicated. His men followed, and in less than a minute they reached a hovel of sinister aspect, standing alone, in a tract of waste ground. It was indeed from this den that the cries had proceeded. They were now repeated, and were immediately followed by two pistol shots. The house was hermetically closed, but through the cracks in the window-shutters, gleamed a reddish light like that of a fire. One of the police agents darted to one of these windows, and raising himself up by clinging to the shutters with his hands, endeavored to peer through the cracks, and to see what was passing within.

Gevrol himself ran to the door. “Open!” he commanded, striking it heavily. No response came. But they could hear plainly enough the sound of a terrible struggle—of fierce imprecations, hollow groans, and occasionally the sobs of a woman.

“Horrible!” cried the police agent, who was peering through the shutters; “it is horrible!”

This exclamation decided Gevrol. “Open, in the name of the law!” he cried a third time.

And no one responding, with a blow of the shoulder that was as violent as a blow from a battering-ram, he dashed open the door. Then the horror-stricken accent of the man who had been peering through the shutters was explained. The room presented such a spectacle that all the agents, and even Gevrol himself, remained for a moment rooted to the threshold, shuddering with unspeakable horror.

Everything denoted that the house had been the scene of a terrible struggle, of one of those savage conflicts which only too often stain the barriere drinking dens with blood. The lights had been extinguished at the beginning of the strife, but a blazing fire of pine logs illuminated even the furthest corners of the room. Tables, glasses, decanters, household utensils, and stools had been overturned, thrown in every direction, trodden upon, shivered into fragments. Near the fireplace two men lay stretched upon the floor. They were lying motionless upon their backs, with their arms crossed. A third was extended in the middle of the room. A woman crouched upon the lower steps of a staircase leading to the floor above. She had thrown her apron over her head, and was uttering inarticulate moans. Finally, facing the police, and with his back turned to an open door leading into an adjoining room, stood a young man, in front of whom a heavy oaken table formed, as it were, a rampart.

He was of medium stature, and wore a full beard. His clothes, not unlike those of a railway porter, were torn to fragments, and soiled with dust and wine and blood. This certainly was the murderer. The expression on his face was terrible. A mad fury blazed in his eyes, and a convulsive sneer distorted his features. On his neck and cheek were two wounds which bled profusely. In his right hand, covered with a handkerchief, he held a pistol, which he aimed at the intruders.
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Facing the police ... stood a young man.

“Surrender!” cried Gevrol.

The man’s lips moved, but in spite of a visible effort he could not articulate a syllable.

“Don’t do any mischief,” continued the inspector, “we are in force, you can not escape; so lay down your arms.”

“I am innocent,” exclaimed the man, in a hoarse, strained voice.

“Naturally, but we do not see it.”

“I have been attacked; ask that old woman. I defended myself; I have killed—I had a right to do so; it was in self-defense !”

The gesture with which he enforced these words was so menacing that one of the agents drew Gevrol violently aside, saying, as he did so; “Take care, General, take care! The revolver has five barrels, and we have heard but two shots.”

But the inspector was inaccessible to fear; he freed himself from the grasp of his subordinate and again stepped forward, speaking in a still calmer tone. “No foolishness, my lad; if your case is a good one, which is possible, after all, don’t spoil it.”

A frightful indecision betrayed itself on the young man’s features. He held Gevrol’s life at the end of his finger, was he about to press the trigger? No, he suddenly threw his weapon to the floor, exclaiming: “Come and take me!” And turning as he spoke he darted into the adjoining room, hoping doubtless to escape by some means of egress which he knew of.

Gevrol had expected this movement. He sprang after him with outstretched arms, but the table retarded his pursuit. “Ah!” he exclaimed, “the wretch escapes us!”

But the fate of the fugitive was already decided. While Gevrol parleyed, one of the agents—he who had peered through the shutters—had gone to the rear of the house and effected an entrance through the back door. As the murderer darted out, this man sprang upon him, seized him, and with surprising strength and agility dragged him back. The murderer tried to resist; but in vain. He had lost his strength: he tottered and fell upon the table that had momentarily protected him, murmuring loud enough for every one to hear: “Lost! It is the Prussians who are coming!”

This simple and decisive maneuvre on the part of the subordinate had won the victory, and at first it greatly delighted the inspector. “Good, my boy,” said he, “very good! Ah! you have a talent for your business, and you will do well if ever an opportunity—”

But he checked himself; all his followers so evidently shared his enthusiasm that a feeling of jealousy overcame him. He felt his prestige diminishing, and hastened to add: “The idea had occurred to me; but I could not give the order without warning the scoundrel himself.”

This remark was superfluous. All the police agents had now gathered around the murderer. They began by binding his feet and hands, and then fastened him securely to a chair. He offered no resistance. His wild excitement had given place to that gloomy prostration that follows all unnatural efforts, either of mind or body. Evidently he had abandoned himself to his fate.

When Gevrol saw that the men had finished their task, he called on them to attend to the other inmates of the den, and in addition ordered the lamps to be lit for the fire was going out. The inspector began his examination with the two men lying near the fireplace. He laid his hand on their hearts, but no pulsations were to be detected. He then held the face of his watch close to their lips, but the glass remained quite clear. “Useless,” he murmured, after several trials, “useless; they are dead! They will never see morning again. Leave them in the same position until the arrival of the public prosecutor, and let us look at the other one.”

The third man still breathed. He was a young fellow, wearing the uniform of a common soldier of the line. He was unarmed, and his large bluish gray cloak was partly open, revealing his bare chest. The agents lifted him very carefully— for he groaned piteously at the slightest movement—and placed him in an upright position, with his back leaning against the wall. He soon opened his eyes, and in a faint voice asked for something to drink. They brought him a glass of water, which he drank with evident satisfaction. He then drew a long breath, and seemed to regain some little strength.

“Where are you wounded?” asked Gevrol.

“In the head, there,” he responded, trying to raise one of his arms. “Oh! how I suffer.”

The police agent, who had cut off the murderer’s retreat now approached, and with a dexterity that an old surgeon might have envied, made an examination of the gaping wound which the young man had received in the back of the neck. “It is nothing,” declared the police agent, but as he spoke there was no mistaking the movement of his lower lip. It was evident that he considered the wound very dangerous, probably mortal.

“It will be nothing,” affirmed Gevrol in his turn; “wounds in the head, when they do not kill at once, are cured in a month.”

The wounded man smiled sadly. “I have received my death blow,” he murmured.

“Nonsense !”

“Oh! it is useless to say anything; I feel it, but I do not complain. I have only received my just deserts.”

All the police agents turned toward the murderer on hearing these words, presuming that he would take advantage of this opportunity to repeat his protestations of innocence. But their expectations were disappointed; he did not speak, although he must certainly have heard the words.

“It was that brigand, Lacheneur, who enticed me here” continued the wounded man, in a voice that was growing fainter.

“Lacheneur ?”

“Yes, Jean Lacheneur, a former actor, who knew me when I was rich—for I had a fortune, but I spent it all; I wished to amuse myself. He, knowing I was without a single sou in the world, came and promised me money enough to begin life over again. Fool that I was to believe him, for he brought me to die here like a dog! Oh! I will have my revenge on him!” At this thought the wounded man clenched his hands threateningly. “I will have my revenge,” he resumed. “I know much more than he believes. I will reveal everything.”

But he had presumed too much upon his strength.
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