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Ravenot stopped

“How

The Debr Collecror

AVENOT, debt collector to
the same bank for ten years,
was a model employec. Never
had there been the least cause
to find fault with him. Never

had the slightes: error been detected in his books.

Living alone, carefully avoiding new acquaintances,
keeping out of cafés and without love affairs, he
scemed happy, quite content with his lot. If it were
sometimes said in his hearing: “It must be a tempta-
tion to handle such large sums!” he would reply
quictly: “Why? Money that doesn’t belong to you
is not moncey.”

In the locality in which he lived he was looked upon
as a paragon, his advice sought after and taken.

On the evening of one collecting day he did not
return to his home. The idea of dishonesty never
cven suggested itself 1o those who knew him.  Possi-
bly a crime had been committed. The pelice traced
his movements during the day. He had presented his
bills punctually, and had collected his last sum near
the Montrouge Gate about seven o’clock. At the time
he had over two hundred thousand francs in his
possession.  Further than that all trace of him was
lost. They scoured the neighborhood and the waste
ground that lies near the fortifications; the hovels
that are found here and there in the military zone
were ransacked; all with no result. As a matter of
form they telegraphed in every direction, to every
frontier station. But the directors of the bank as well
as the police, had little doubt that he had been lain
in wait for, robbed and thrown into the river. Bas-
ing their deductions on certain clues, they were
able to state almost positively that the robbery had
been planned for some time by | ional thieves.

By Maurice Level
Illustrated by Harry Townsend

the arch of a bridge he had dressed himsclf in some
everyday clothes he had left there the night before, had
put two hundred thousand francs in his pocket, and
making a bundle of his uniform and satchel, had
dropped the whole, weighted with a large stone, into
the river and had returned to Paris. He slept at a
hotel, and slept well. In a few hours he had become a
consummate thief.

Profiting by ‘his start, he might have taken a trair
actoss the frontier, but he was too wise to suppose that
a few hundred kilometers would put him bevond the
reach of the gendarmes, and he had no illusions as
to the fate that awaited him. He would most as-
suredly be arrested. Besides, his plan was a very
different one.

When daylight came he enclosed the two hundred
thousand francs in an envelope, sealed it with fixed
seals, and went to a lawyer.

““Monsieur,” said he, “this is why I have come to
you: In this envelope I have some securities, papers,
that I wart to leave in safety. I am going for a long
journey and I don’t know when I shall return. I
should like to leave this packet with you. I suppose
you have no objection to my doing so?”

“None whatever. I'll give you a receipt . . . ”

He assented, then began to think. A receipt?
Where could he put it? To whom entrust it? If he
kept it on his person he would certainly lose his
depos|il. He hesitated, not having foreseen this

Only one man in Paris shrugged his shoulders when
he read about it in the papers; that man was Ravenot.

UST at the time when the keenest sleuth-hounds of
the police were losing his scent, he had reached the
Scine by way of the Boulcvards extérieurs. Under

10

ion. -Then he said easily:

“Mon Dieu, I am alcne in the world withcut rela-
tions and friends. The journey I intend making is—
not without danger. I should run the risk of losing
the receipt, or it might be destroyed. Would it not be
possible for you to take possession of the packet and
place it safely among your documents, and when I

return 1 should merely have to tell you.
or your successor, my name?”

“ButifIdothat .. .”

*‘State on the receipt that it can only
be claimed in this way. At ary rate, if
thete is any risk, it is mine.”

“Agreed. What is your same?”

He replied withcut hesitation:

“Duverger, Henri Duverger.”

WHEN he got back to the street he breathed =
sigh of relief. The first part of his program
was over. They could clap the handcufis on him
now; the substance of his theft was beyond reach.

He had worked things out with cold deliberation on
these lines:—on the expiration of his sentence he would
claim the deposit. No one would be able to dispute
his right to it. Four or five unpleasant years to be
gone through, and he would be a rich man. It vas
preferable to spending his life trudging from door to
door collecting debts! He would go to live in the
country. To everyone he would be Monsieur Du-
verger. He would grow old in peace and contentment.
known as an honest, charitoble man—for he would
spend some of the money on others.

He wanted twenty-four hours longer to make surc
the numbers of the notes were not known, and reas-
;l'xrel? on this point, gave himself up, a cigaret between

is

Another man in his place would have invented some
story. He preferred to tell the truth, to admit (/¢
theft. Why waste time? But at his trial, as when he
was first charged, it was impossiblc to drag from him
a word about what he had done with the 200,000
frarcs. He confined himself to saying:

“Idon’t know. I fell asleep on a bench. . . . In
my turn I was robbed.”

"Thanks to his irreproachable past he was sentenced
to only five years’ penal servitude. He he‘m‘._'hf
sentence without moving a muscle. He was thir -
five. At forty he would be (Concluded on puge !
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(Concluded from page 40)

(ree and rich. He consldcred the confine-
nent a small. necessary sacrific

In the prison where he servy cd ‘his sentence
11e was a model for all the others, just as he
1ad been a model employee. He watched
he slow days pass without impatience or
\nxiety, concerned only about his health.

AT last the day of his discharge came. They
gave him back his little stock of personal
fects, and he left with but one idea in his
imind, that of getting to the lawyer. \s he
valked along he imagined the coming scene.
He would arrive. He would be ushere into
he Imprcssl\ e office. Would the lawyer
ecognize him? He would look in the glass;
ecidedly he had grown considerably older
ind no doubt his face bore traces of his
xperience— No, certainly ihe lawyer would
ot recognize him. Ha! Ha! It would add
2 the humor of the situation!
- “What can I do for you, Monsicur?”

1 have come for a deposit 1 made here
years a"o
" Which deposit? . . . In what name?”"

“In the name of Monsieur . . .

. Ravenot stopped suddenl), murmurmg

“How cxtrnor(lmdry . I can’t remem-
“er the name I gave
He racked his br.nns ... a blank! He

1t down on a bench, and fecling that he was
_rowing unnerved, reasoncd with himself:
be

“Come, come; calm! Monsicur . . .
fonsieur . . . lt begnn with . . . which
stter? "

. For an hour he sat lost in thought, strain-
'1g his memory, groping after something that
"ight suggest a cluc. . . . A waste of time,
the name danced in front of him, round
»out him; he saw the letters jump, the syl-
les vanish . . . Every sccond he felt that
iz had it, lhal it \\'as before his eyes
44444 No. At first this on \\orriw.l
l ; then it became a sharp irritation that
Nt into him with a pain that was almost
mys\c.ul Hol waves ran up and down his
el s
npossxl)le w m still.
atch.  He bit his dry lip;
a pulse to weep and to fight.
xemore he focused his attention. the further
e name scemed to recede.  He struck the
}ound with his foot, rose and sail aloud:
1“What’s the good of worrying? .

aly makes things worse. If T leave oﬂ
lmkmg about it it will come of itself.”

i But an uhecssmn ;.\mml. be shaken off in
i urned his attention to
of lhc pas\crs-h) stopped at llu‘
dows, listened to the street noi:
nle he listened, unhearing, and looked, un-
ing, the great question persisted
‘\lonsleur, . . . Monsicur? . .

I IGHT came. The streets were deserted.

Worn out, he went to a lmld asked for
"oom and flung himself fully d un the
'd. For hours he went on ing his
Tain. Atdawn he fell asleep. ll \\.ns bro.ld

daylight when he awoke. He stretched him-
seli lu\unou>l) his mind at case; but in a
flash the obsession gripped him agail

“Monsleur‘ . . . Monsieur? . .

A new sensation began to dominate his
anguish of mind: fcar. Fear that he might
never remember the name. never. He got
up, went out, walked for hours at random,
loitering about the office of the lawyer. For
the second time night fell. Hc clutcllcd his
head in his hands and groan

*1 shall go mad!”

A_terrible idea had now taken possession
of his mind; he had 200,000 francs in notes,
200,000 francs, acqum.d by dlahoncsl), of
course, but his, and they were out of his
reach. To get them he had undergone five
years in prison, and now he could not touch
them! The notes were there waiting for him
and one word, a mere word he could not re-
member, slood, an insuperable barrier, be-
tween him and them.  He beat with clenched
fists on his head, fecling his rcason trembling
in the balance; he stumbled against lamp-
posts with the sway of a drunken man,
tripped over curbstones. It was no longer an
obsession or a torment, it had become a
frenzy of his whole being, of his brain and of
his flesh. ITe had now become convinced that
he would never remember. His i »agination
conjured up a sardonic laugh that rang in his
cars; people in the streets seemed to point
at him as he passel. His steps_auickened
into a run that carried him straight ah-ad,
knocking up against the passers- by, oblivious
of the tratic. He wished that someone
would strike him so that he might strike
back; that he might be run over, crushed out
of existence. . . .

“‘Monsieur? . . . Monsieur? . . .

”»

AI his feet the Scine flowed by, a muddy
"ncn spangled with the reflecti ms of

ht st Ie sobbed out:
? that name! . ..

He went down the steps that led to the
ter, and lying face downward, worked
 towaril the river to cool his face and

e was panting . . . the water drew
.. drew his hot cyes . . . his ears
his whole body . . . [le felt himself

shppmg Inu unable to cling to the stecp
bank, he fe! The shock of the cold
water sct ev cr\ nerve a- tingle. He struggied

.. thrust out his arms . . . flung his head
. werrt under . . . rose to the surface
idden mighty cﬂnrt his eyes

Hclp! Duverger!

deserted. The water
rippled ag; lhc pnll.\m of the bridge; the
echo of the somber arch repeated the name
in the silence. . . . The river rose and fell
lazily; lights danced on it. white and red.
A wave a little stronger than the rest
licked the bank ncar the moving rings. . . .
All was still.
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