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Tre Myster

by GASTON
LEROUX

HE old sca-dogs who spent

their evenings seated on the

tovrrace of the inn which over-
looked the sea had never seen Zinzin
arrive in sueh a condition hefore, His
eyes were popping from his head,
and he was as palc as death. As soon
as he had had time to drop into a
;-[mir. they pressed anxiously around
hiin.

‘“What is the wmatter. Zinzin?
What is the matter, old fellow?”
Captain Michel asked.

Zinzin made a sign that he was
still unable to speak. but at last he
wiped his forehead.

. ’;n_n;ln'.wl by Mildred Gleason Prochet.
730

“I have just come from the police
commissioner,’”’ he hegan. “‘and he
gave me a most horrible hit of
news.””

““Tell us about it before it becomes
old stuff,”” Gaubert exclaimed. ‘‘The
story is sure to change with time.”’

“‘Oh, this doesn’t date from yes-
terday,” Zinzin murmured with a
sinister laugh.

““Then why so much excitement
today?”

“I’ll tell you why shortly.”” the
other replied dismally. ‘I was mixed
up in it when I was very young. It
narrowly missed making me a land-
lubber forever with a little garden
plot over me! On my word! It’s not



“@lympe found him about five o’clock in the afternoo:

the faul: of the damned wedding
story if I'm not fertilizing a crop of
dandclions today. It caused a lot of
stir in its time. They even took the
case up to the court of assizes!”

“‘Stories of marriages exist by the
legion.”” grouchy old Chaulicu re-
marked. *“‘I know ten myself.”

“TI only know one,”” Zinzin replied

with a groan. ““but I warn you that
it is move horrible than all ten of
Chaulicu’s put together!”’

He sighed heavily again and
lighted his pipe. *“T never told you
anything about it before.’’ he spat
out, ‘*because it scemed such an ut-
terly fantastic affair, but today I
must talk! Good God! Good %oldl"
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“Wel], what is it? What is it, Zin-

“It is a horrible story.” Zinzin
choked.

“Perhaps,’’ Chaulien added quiet-
1y and skeptically.

Zinzin cast him a murderous look
“In all my life I have only been in
love once,”” he went on, ‘‘and it was
that_time, It never happened agsin
because I never met another such
girl. Her name was Olympe,
there were a do7on of us who wanted

to marry her.
“And here the impossible begins,”
sneered Chaulieu.

“Twelve, I tell you! I'll give you
their names in a moment. and that
doesn’t include those who did not
openly proposc. There wasn’t & man
in the whole country who would not
have wanted to. She wasn’t rich, but
she came of good family—and beau-
tifal! At the time of which I speak
she was just seventeen years old.
Her scction of the country was noted
for its beautiful women—a big pleas-
ant suburb worth visiting if only to
watch the girls come home from
church on Sundays.

‘““Well!l In all the town there was
not one girl fit to tie her shoes, and
that meant a lot. . . . Listen, if you
have ever gone to Cagnel perhaps

you have seen Renoir’s portraits of
young . Those pictures are
pure hntuy—pietnres of flowers
and sunlight, not humans. Well,
Olymtr was hke that: a ray of sun
e petals of a rose. A dream!

But a dream with eyes and a mouth!

. . enormous childish eyes with

supernatural purity in their gaze,
and the. mouth of a woman! The
mouth alone was of flesh and blood!
Olympe was like an angel come down
to earth to kiss!

“We were all erazy about her. She
lived alone with her grandmother,
who had taken her from school at
the death of her parents and en-
trusted her to the safe care of the
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semntdl:almré ly:nho was :t‘:lel gnl'h
w:l.ling Ve, \pe was muct
of a child, often playing with the
hins, returning home
armfuls of wild flowers, bas-
kets filled with wild strawberries.
She would run behind the flocks with
the sheep-dogs when she crossed
them on the road, and often scandal-
ized the old women by returning
home at night astride a goat!

“In nice weather the old people
would sit outside their doors on
little wooden benches and wait for
her to come. She had a wonderful
imagination and told them stories
which she made up as she went
salong.

“rpeE grandmother, who in her

day had been the beautiful
Mad:me Gratien, lived in a big old
house on the Place de 1’Abbaye. The
gardens were closed in by walls and
at the back looked out on the open
country. She knew all the &lite of
the neighborhood and had main-
tained connections in the city.

““The behavior of her granddaugh-
ter had amused her in the beginning
but at last it began to preoccupy her.
Ol ympe seemed very thoughtless for

.« .. What would happen
wlzen she was alone in the world?
Madame Gratien suddenly decided
to marry her off as soon as possible.

‘‘She had already reccived several
offers for the hand of her grand-
daughter, and when it was known
that she no longer diseouraged suit-
ors, they besieged her on all sldes.
This flood of admirers was a
game for Olympe. Fmally one Sun
day we were all gathered in the liv-
ing-room, when the grandmother
gave Olympe a little talki . She
told her that she was be, to
be very tired and weary
and that she would like to see
Olympe settled down before she died.
Olympe greeted this announcement
with tears. We thought that the
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pmspect of the old lady’s death sad-
ened her, but Olympe explained it
d:ﬂeun ly. ‘As though it were gay
to marry!’ she said when we tried to
cheer her up.
‘“We burst out laughing at that
and all swore that her husband
;\']:nldbepe ectly willing to be her

¢ ‘First of all, I do not want to
leove Gnndmother, she said, ‘nor
. d secondly I want
to hve in our old house.”
¢ ¢ Agreed, agreed,” we answered in
chorus.
“‘And now,’ said good Madame
Gratien, ‘which one are you going to
choose?’

‘ ‘Oh, we’ll talk of that later,” said
Olympe. ‘This is no way to marry
people off. You're really not serious

¢ ‘For six months you’ve said the
same thing: that you’d talk it over
lmr Now, it’s become a joke. You
Jnow that I have always done every-
thing you wanted before. . . . Come;
if you were obliged to choose one of
t:ke:s’ gentlemen, which would you
take?’

“‘Olympe suddenly became serious,
and we watched her anxiously. . . .
In spite of our apparent acceptance
of the whole thing as a joke, we were
dead serious. . .

‘‘She stood up, “walked around
and sized us up from head to ioot
with' such fnnny expressions that we
were more than a little embarrassed.
If I live to be & thoumd, 1’1l never
forget that scene! What an exam-
ination! To be truthful, we hardly
dared breathe.

‘“She made us stand, l.med us up,

133
Hold yourselves well! . . . Be seri-
ous.’

“It was funny when one thinks
that we were not all young men
eifthe;! I well remember the ara;{l
of the town registrar, respectable
Monsieur Pacifire, who for two years

had o] bid for Olympe’s hand.
He came and naturally did not
know what it was all about.

“‘She met him at -the door and
placed him, dumfounded, at the end
of the line. He had the last number!
You can imagine how we lau
But you can bet that when he kmew
wh:]tﬂt was all about, he did not laugh

at

‘“ ‘At last! It is done!’ she an-
nounced. ‘If I marry I'll take Mon-
sieur Delphm ﬁr:t,ﬂun Monsieur Hu-
bert, then Monsieur Sabin, then my
little Zinzin (as yousee,Iwas number
four), then Monsieur Jacobini .
and she went on down the whole
twelve of us. . . . I'll enumerate
them: 1st, Monsieur Delphin, a nice
fcllow with a great future ahead of
him, son of the town pharmacist; he
had taken his degree in science, was
working for a fellowship in chemistry
and was very well spoken of at the
university. 2d. Monsieur Hubert, still
young, about twenty-five, head forest

warden. 3d. Dr. Fethabm,Jmtout
of college, and as merry as a lark
1 think he had settled himself in the
country with the idea of getting into
polities. 4th. Yours truly, who had
already taken to the sea but who
would have given it all up to stay
with Olympe. 5th. Lieutenant Jaco-
bini, son of a colonel in the guards, a
distinguished, smart fellow who had
just come back from a mission in
South Afriea where he had made

thing of a name for himself. 6th.

P! us,

man to the head of the line and then,
after looking him st; t in the eyes,
sending him back to_third or fourth
position. The grandmother encour-
aged us from time to time with a
“Hold yourselves well, gentlemen! . . .

The son of a big land-owner with lots
of money. Tth. A young lawyer. 8th.
The son of a solicitor. 9th. An old
notary. 10th. A traveling salesman.
11th. The assistant of the district at-
torney. 12th. Monsieur Pacifire, the
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registrar . that makes twelve. frightened her. We had trouble to
Wewenonlytwelveﬁutday! keep up with her, and afterward she

“Qux months later, Olympe married
number one, young Delphin. We
all went to the wedding—but not to
have a good time. I tried to reason
against it, but I would have given
anything to be in Delphin’s shoes.
The following year, however, I no
longer envied him. He was dead!
“No one knows exactly what he
died of. They say that he was poi-
soned by some laboratory work, but
nothmg 'was sure. The phymeum who
ded him, Dr. Sabin, shook his
hud ‘when he was quesuoned I think
that in mllty he thought of only one

thing: in short, that he now be-

come’ Immber two and that if any-

were to hap w tho forest

who pi he might
yethopeforaehmee!

‘It seemed impossible, but Olympe
had become even lovelier since her
marri Now, when she passed in
her widow’s weeds, she was something
to kneel before and worship. But she
did not mourn her dead husband for
long. In fact, if one can believe old
Palmire, Monsieur Delphin was not
excessively gay and for a young hus-
band spent too mueh time in his lab-
oratories, leaving his young wife for
entire days while he searched for
heaven knows what in the bottoms of
his test-tubes.

‘‘Monsieur Hubert’s turn
bound to arrive, and he did not lose
time in pressing his suit and in prom-
ising her all the gayeties that she hnd
missed since her

over the banquet with a
up-rkleandmardm-thntgavousnll
fever.

““‘She was more courted than ever,
but she mde fun of u, and hpt her
loveliest and gayest smiles for Dr.
Sabin. ‘He is number three,’ she ex:
claimed, laughing. ‘Everyonomtum!’

¢ ‘Hey!’” Hubert mtempeed. ‘1
never felt better in my life!”

¢ *And I take care of him,’ replied
the doctor. ‘He is the ome man Wh
I’'m not gmmd to kill. Thank the
fortune, Hubert, which prohibits' e
from choosing my vietims!’

¢ B.IBW!BA“VG!’anBO,butIt
seemed to me that Dr. Sabin

with Olympe. ‘were often seen
alone in the park back of the house, or
even going for a little outing in the for-
est when Hubert, called away on busi-
:oe-ormhuﬁ;‘lm(') 1;;:;' mtt::en -

ring tmm, pe T a
had become th
topie of conversation in the village.
She scan the habitués of the
five o’clock teas at Madame Tabu-
muu,thomyoramfe,ora.tlh-
dame Blancmougin’s, the wife of the
solicitor whose son had received num-
ber t in the general classing. Ma-
dame Blancmougin never ceased con-
gratnla.tmg herself on her son’s lucky

“In faet after the death of old Ma-
dame Gnnen, which had occurred in
the ime, Olympe no longer kept

was a jolly fellow, that Hubert, fond

of , an excellent r and
hunter as was fitting with a man of
his position and name.

“Big oelebmuom and big parties
now tmk lace at Olympe’s. She be-
le horseback and there was
not anot.hor like her for fifty miles
around. Itman t to see her hunt
the deer and wild boar. Nothing

her desires within any limits and she
frightened many people by the liberty
of those desires. Hubert made no at-
tempt to restrain her. He was amused
and flattered by the number of victims
won by those innocent blue eyes and
that bright mouth which seemed to be
T was & guod liver, that Hubert,
“‘He was & er, that
but not a real lover. ‘My!’ Palmire
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to those who liked to
| that went on in
food

would w!

not so honest, that fact might give
him a bad jolt!’
she shook her

“And so aagmg
head on lymponnd])r Snbg

“Delhmhndmnulled.hbm
manmlnwlbnﬂdmgmaﬁr
m er of the grounds and this Hu-
lwimzdemtoasonofhlmhng
pavilion. He shed it with

ﬂelds and country beyond. He often

had lunch served there in order to be
alone with his wife or friends away
from the ears of the servants.

“It was there that Hubert was
found one afternoon in August with
a pistol in his hands and a bullet
through his heart.

“‘Suicide or accident? Several
even murmured the word: crime! .
but it was said so low that no one

heard them.

““You can imagine what a stir it
eaused. An inquest was held. The as-
sistant district attorney, who was
number elwm, managed timo affair, It

Dr. Sabin, number three, who
wu called to swe his opinion on the
nature of the He pronounced
n accident, The mquest hesitated a

ong time between accident and sui-
e:de, but they finally concluded with
ﬂu theory of the accident.

goodness!” Palmire sighed
when she was besicged by many want-
ing to know what Madame had to say

about the death of her

ing about it, of course. e had
lunched in the little pavilion with
Monsieur. . They both

ing to town with Dr.
o’clock the gardener henrd ashot
and ran to the pavilion. He found
Monsicur stretched out dead. And
now you know as much as we do. Why
should he have committed suicidef
Life was beautiful and so was
Olympe. He had everything to make
him happy. And now Olympe is ery-
ing her eyes out, which is a stupid
thing to do. No one is responsible for
an accident, and it was his fault for
not being more careful !’

““‘So spoke Palmire. The next year
Olympe married Dr. Sabin.

“1 it,” mﬁsrrupud Chau-
lieu; ‘‘if your blue-eyed angel with
the passionate mouth had to give her-
self to all twelve of those gentlemen
‘we haven’t finished and it’s not going
to be a funny tale.””

“I didn’t promise you a funny
story. I told you that it was horrible.
Olympe did not give herself to all
twelve, since I was number four and
I'm still alive. Nevertheless, I excuse
Chaulieu for his remark because in
the village they to say: ‘They’ll
all go. She’s capable of it.’

‘““‘And why not? If it pleases
Olympe?’ Palmire replied whenever
she heard something of that kind. And
she added, scratching her long chin,
‘She would be wrong in hesitating
over it as far as the worth of those
men is concerned !’

‘It was a terrible thing that she
said, in the ignorance of a servant
reufy to perjure her soul for her mis-

“Dr. Sabin was certainly a_cour-
ageous fellow to marry into a house-
hold which seemsd destined to misfor-
tune. Some good old woman of the
Kind partionlatly skilful in slippingi




malicious remark between a frown and
a smile, remarked, however, ‘Oh, noth-
ing will happen to him. He knows
what he is doing!’

‘“The town was a-buzz with hor-
rible remarks. Poor doctor! He did
not deserve what was said, since he,
too, died, exactly three months to the
day after his wedding. He lasted
even a shorter time than the others.”’

“Good Lord!"’ Gaubert whistled.

“And so 1t eame your turn,”’ said

Captain

Plts begmmng to be very amus-
ing,’”’ remarked ulieu.

But they all stopped joking. Zinzin
had become terribly pale md his hand
trembled as he put down his glass,
Hl:o looked with
Wi

the

:i‘helre s the police commissioner’s or-

erly.”’

It was he in fact, and he bent over
and whispered in Zinzin’s ear:

“‘We've just had a telephone mes-
sage. She has been dead ten years.
You don’t need to worry any longer.”’
And -with that he departed.

As for Zinzin, he staggered into the
cnptain ’s arms and had to be taken

hom

“Let s hope he doesn’t lnck off be-
fore the end of his story,’’ said Gau-
bert gently.

Chaulleu shrugged his shoulders.
“‘Bah,”’ he said, ‘‘he is working for
a climactic effect.”

Nevertheless we did not know the
end of the story until cight days later.

inzin certainly had been very ill.
’l'hn time we listened without inter-
rupting him.

“I'r was my turn then, number
four’s turn. But I was still ig-
norant of the fact. I was sailing’m
the Baltic Sea when the thing hap-
pened, and I did not learn it until
my return ashore. I threw myself on
o train for home and on the way met
Lieutenant Jacobini, number five, who
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had himself returned only & short
while ago.

‘“‘Our trip was not a merry one. I
confess thnt in spite of the certainty
I now had of able to marry
Olympe and in spite of the hope Lieu-
tenant Jacobini had of soon being
able to cheer up my widow, this
double prospeet did not fill us with
merriment. The house on Place de
1’Abbaye seemed less like a place of
Joy to us now and more like a tomb!

“‘The first thing I asked Jacobini,
after he had told me the sinister news,
was naturally if he could .give me a
few details on the doector’s death.
How had he died? He answered
gloomily that he hadn’t the faintest
idea and that no one else had either;
but that he more than anyone wanted
to get to the bottom of it. That was
the reason for his return.

¢ ¢And you?’ he asked me.

“<Oh,’ I nnlwered. as for me, you
can understand that I am interested
in tl,\e matter at least as much as you

‘‘Yes,” he replied without the
slightest sarcasm, ‘I understand
that. It is an even more urgent
matter for you.’

“‘But,” I went on, ‘they must
have called his death Iry some name!’

¢ ‘Not any more of a name than
they gave the death of Olympe’s first
husband. They claimed that Delphin
was poisoned by some laboratory ex-
periment, but thing was never
proved. And as far as Dr. Sabin is
concerned it can’t be that.’

o At n sl
very strange me, Jacobi
aren’t the police interested in thist’

““‘Yes. Our assistant district at-
torney, number eleven, has ordered an
investigation. I ought to add that
Olympemtheﬁrstwukit. e

They made an autopsy on the

ua

Andf’
¢ ¢And found nothing. . . . But
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that doesn’t prove a ﬂung he added
in a tone which struel

“¢ “What do you mean! Have you
a snspmoni

ied Jaco-
¢ to have

keep sull " And he kept still,
“‘But all this did not tend to quiet.

my;;n’l'hm he died in his bed? Was

‘“‘No! Olympe found him about
five o’clock in the afternoon in his
Toom, stretched out on the floor with a

le and chair overturned,
mouth still foaming and his face dis-
torted from horror. . . . It was
provedthathehudbeaninthommn
alone from three o’clock on and that
the house was completely deserted, as
gorsenanu had gone to a pear-by.

¢ ¢ And—Madame Sabin?’

““ ‘She had lunched with him in
the little pavilion at the end of the
garden and had remained there to em-
‘broider with Palmire.’
th: “Then \'v’lut was the conclusion of

o "l‘lmt Dr. Sabm died from an at-
tack of epile

‘¢ “Was he sub;eet to it?’

¢¢ ‘No, but it seems that that does
not always follow.’

““We were silent a long time. “Then

I sighed.

“wiwe ought to be smeerely sorry
for Olympe,’ I said, ‘because other-
wise it would be too h

37

laugh. Then he went on quickly, be-

cause he was an extremely polite fel-
low ‘T hope I haven’t pamed you in
saying that$’

‘I don’t kmow,’ I answered.

““We arrived an hour later. We
hadn’t forewarned anyone and it was
already late at night. We had de-
cided to go directly to the Hotel de
Bourgogne, and I was surprized to
find the solicitor’s son, number eight,
waiting for us on the platform. I re-
member his name now; he was ealled
Jm There is nothmg to say about

that he was an honest fel-
lnw nn that Dr. Sebin had often
treated him for rheumatism.

¢ ‘I knew that you had landed,’ he
said to me, ‘and that you were taking
t]u’s’mm. What hotel are you going
1o

¢ ‘To the Bourgogne with Lieuten-
ant Jacobini.”

“Juste had been so preoccupied
with me that he hadn’t noticed my
companion. He shook him warmly by
the hand and said that he would go
with us.

“I WAS growing more puzzled every.
moment. At the hotel he followed
me to my room and gave me a packet
for which he asked a receipt.

¢ ‘Thig was intrusted to my honor,’
he said, ‘with the mission of giving
into your own hands.’

“I d the sealed
qmekly and recognized the vmtmg
was written

¢ ‘Yes,” he replied after
8 moment, ‘you are right! Ittl;mh\ﬁs
be too horrible. . . . She must be
pitied. Besides, Palmire says that

is completely crushed. No one
ever sees her now. She never goes
out. According to gossip she wants to
enter a eonvent. . . . It is natural
enough that after three unfortunate
anmnges like these she should be mek

d I
, ulate you,’ he added with a stmgo

My name
on the outside with the addmon ‘To
be dehvered after my death.’

’ the atlm replied, ‘I Imve
mcomphshed my mission and I am
only aceountable to him; but since I
haven’t the faintest idea of what is
contained in that letter, I want a re-
ceipt, to be on the safe side.”

“I gave him his melﬁs
““‘In gmngb you t letter,’ I
s T S s
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“Not a thing,’ he replied. ‘He
told me nothing, absolutely nothing.’

“Upon_which he shook my hand
and took leave of me a bit hurmdly
He seemed free of a great weight.
opened the letter feverishly.

““Ten minutes later someone
knocked at Jacobini’s door. He was
just about to into bed and called
out, asking who was there. As no
ongnnswe;d him, he wenltyto the door
and opened it impatient!
with a letter in its. hands en his
room. This ghost was I and I hadn’t
strength enough even to speak. He sat
me down, took the letter from my
hands, locked the door and read.

“I will never forget him as he
stood there, bent over the lamp. The
letter which had plunged me into a
sort of prostration had an entirely dif-
ferent effect on him. Everything
about him secemed to tighten up while
with me there had been a ecomplete

will-power. He
frowned lwnvnly his eyebrows were
knitted, his chin grew more prom-
inent, and a dangerous flame like the
cold steel flash of a sword lit the eyes
intent on reading the document, a
document whieh had been written by
the trembling hand of a man who
knew himself condemned to death.

'm1S is what Dr. Sabin had writ-

ten. The original has long been
in the police files but this is a eopy:
Dear Zinzin:

Before marrying Olympe I want
you to read this: It is a man who is
about to die who is writing you. I
have been horribly poisoned. No one
knows it except ths ym'uy one or
guilty ones and me. I have not com-
plained, for I have got only what 1
deserved. Thanks to strong drugs
I have been able at times to overcome
the pain which is destroying me and
still to appear human. Thus I have
been adle to see Juste without giving
anything away to him, nor will you
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tell him anything unless he, too,
should want to marry Olympe —in
which case you will show hem this let-
ter. But I hope that thu will be the
end of the matter that after my

of health and life and who have dis-
appeared from ct, carryma with them
the enigma of their triple misfortune.
As fara: possible keep scandal from
Olympe. I have loved her too much.
I m’u Tove her, perhap: No scandal,
therefore, unless it be absolutely nec-
essary. And besides, I am certain of
Mﬂmsg In such a case, proof of the

guilt is necessary, and I have nome. 1
might be able to accuse her with a
chance of no ing a e, but

I haven’t the right; and I will tell
you why. You know thet after Hu-
bert’s death I returned a verdict of
suicide. But Hubert did not commit
suicide. Hubert was murdered!

And I knew the truth at my first
sight of the body by the position of
the pistol in his hand. The weapon
had been placed in his hand, after his
death! I won’t go into details, but I
could have provad i very easily. 1
had been called immediately after the
discovery of the body in the hope that
perhap: life still stirred within him,
but it was all over. Nezt to the corpse
stood Olympe in tears. Before looking
at the woman I had seen the pistol
and had already reached a conclusion.
Then I looked at the woman. You may
have suspected the affectionate ties
that bound us already. Besides,
Olympe made no effort to hide the
truth, and I had spoken to her about
it more than once. Looking at her, i
seemed to me that her eyes wavered
after catching mine and they left me

impression of an ardent and silent
ples. Even today I am swre that I
was not mistaken and T ‘eel 6 cMTL of
horror. That woman Hubert in
order to be mine! It was horrible, but
I adored her, andnotonlydadlnot



THE MYSTERY OF THE FOUR IIUSBANDS 739

““"m“"“;"‘?."’“‘ f"’;‘.i"”}“.z"" e
for pity of her I slipp

wputol correct position. 1
madathama#ormyfortubwdof
ezperts. You see, Zinzin, old man,
I'm not_hiding anything from you.
You uﬁd&ntmd now why I haven’t
the right to accuse this woman. My
cowardice made me her accom-

N ot st a0 o B
ned, trying to forg e em
brace of love a lost paradise. Between
us there never came a thought of Hu-
bert or of Delphin. One woild have

that Olympe had nwer known
those two men. But I, I was curious
to know how Delphin had died and I
began @ cunwning investigation which
one day they must have notwcd From
that day on, I am sure, my death was
decided.

Certain contradictory remarks made
by Palmire concerning Delphin’s ex-
periments and the rather mystenom
circumstances of his death led me to
certain clues in which I found the al-
most certainty of Olympe’s guilt in
the poisoning of Delphm with Pal-
mire as an accomplice. I had not said
anything yet to Olympe, who did not
seem to suspect my thoughts. I ai-
tempted to keep as
the hi But one_day

ideous suspicions.

I felt that I had been struck! A Jugh
fwar, a strange uneasiness and dun
pains warned me that I had been poi-
soned. I still said nothing because I
wanted to know—to know. And I be-
lisved that I had done the necessary
things to save me in time from a drug
which was _already atiacking the
sources of life—and which I could
ot rid myself of.

How did they go about it? . . . To
make sure that it was she, I ate noth-
ing except what she gave me, and we
drank from the same glass Yes, but
we did not eat from the same plate!

what horror! . . . And this is
where the matler ra:l.s today as T
write you this letler. . . . I have just

lad an attack which I have concealed

ing. Oh, the monster! The two mon-
siers! Yes, two, because I have dis-
covered Palmive spying on me and the
two of them are always together.
Nevertheless, Olympe said to me yes-
terday: “It’s funny how men change
after & few weeks of marriage! After
a short while they are u»ncoamabla
are no longer interestingl”
Zinzin, you will have this letter aml
Iamgomytotnlktolm But I won
be telling her amything she dom’t
already know. She must believe by
now thatlknowbywlmehandxher
first two husbands were killed; but I
‘must tell her that T know that she is
killing the third and that she must

stop there!

Ah, Olympe, our Olympe! . . . If
you knew, ;emmt, you wmdd under-
stand—and you would

Perhaps, after all, she s not gm'lty—
perhaps Palmire s responsible, per-
haps Palmire did it all alone. Al, my
+f that could be truel . .
ua»odcawluchlmcmetama
lttle late—too late! . . . Think i
over, Zinzin. I am past thinking now.
T suffer too much. . And yet I do
not like to die without knowing. If
she could only prove to me that it is
Palmire who did it alone! I love her
still, Zinzin!

““ After this last line the writing was
so disordered and jumbled that it was
difficult to read, and the signature
which followed aeemed to express the
supreme effort of a man from whom
life is escaping. And yet Dr. Sabin
could not have died that day. Prob-
ably by the feverish use of some med-
icine he was able to suspend his des-
tiny. We know that the unfortunate
man did not die nntil after luneh the
next day. . . .
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“f made the copy wlueh you have
Nld, Zinzin continued, ‘‘that
same night, bealuo Lieutenant Ja-
blm demanded the original. He had
the right to it, mclnwﬂgohwto
take my place! Imdnlltho
that you or anyone would
horrible eircumstances; but ru]mpd
tlmthmmmdwummieupmdthnt
there 'i:‘ nothmlg more to do. %
course, it was no longer a question
love for ‘Olympe.

“Hehndmadonww,uwwtopnn-
ish he; for her crimes. Elem?wglvq:
force her to confess, make
herself up, and then we would see! . . .

“‘He did not tell me what we would
see, gnt it was euymz;long}: h?a“:ed”.

on catehing sight o ree,
terrible look when he spoke.

““ ‘Dr. Sabin got his just deserts,’
he said to me, ‘and I do not pity him;
but that poor Hnlm-t was my friend,
and Delphin I loved as a younger
brother and I may be le for
his death. Therefore, I, acobini, am
going to avenge them.’

“To aeeomplmh that he decided to

marry Olym
B/ ‘And lf ‘she_doesn’t want to
"H"lmghed hl:: ible laugh. ‘A
o a _horrible
imnmlhkehermllnotrefunam
me!’

“Hn WaS right. Olympe married
number five and I was best man
for Jacobini. He insisted upon it.
During the ceremony he stood with
his arms crossed at the foot of the
chancel beside his kneeling bride and
looked already like a statue of ven-
geance. Olympe was no longer the girl
we had all hown and lwed. There
was 1 in
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the newspapers; I opened my mail
tumblmg, feverish hands. No
me of the hideous trag-
edythntltoltmusthvebeenhp-
pening at home my absence.
Whe;;'thm months hur, I returned,
my question was . . . yes, you
have guessed it. .
“Is not.hmg ehanced around
here?’
““  Goodness, no.” 8
¢ <And how are the Jacobinis{’
wl‘é“‘l‘ho Jacobinis are fine,” I was

‘‘The next day Jmolnmemw

returned. He exceedingly well
and had pro) his furlo gince
Olympe to leave the house
even though he hated it. ‘At heart I
can’t blame her,’ he explained. ‘She
believes ves the house

and this town where she spent such a
happy youth it will look as though
the evil tongues which claim she had
& hand in. the death of her three hus-
bands have some cause for their

suspicions.”

“1 lootfd sit Jacobini, but he met
my gaze clearly.

“‘I understand astonish-
I;-:lt,’ he sud ‘but Olympo is not to

“¢ ‘So much the better, so much- the
better. Let’s drop the subject, then.’

¢ ‘Zinzin!’

¢ ‘Yes, Jacobini!’

¢ ‘T have come to talk to you and
you must listen to me. The first thing
I did on returning to the house after
the wedding was to show her Dr. Sa-
bin’s letter. Olympe cried, but did
not seem in the least astonished.

“e “I had a suspicion of that,”” she

thinks

her beauty and it scemed already to
be ben o \mder the hand of death
She looked like the figures in marble

one sces on tombstones. I never ex-
to sec her again, for the next

1 set out to sea.
““At every port 1 threw myself on

d to me. ‘‘Everyl
I am a monster. I mmder that you
wanted to marry me.’’

fee oy will you why in due
time,”” I replied, ‘‘but for the moment
'we are conce! with Dr. Sabin’s let-

”»

5 “What can I say?’’ she con-
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The Mystery of the Four Husbands

(Continved from page 741)

ebstinate mind, which was clearly
mmst me now.
¢ ¢ “Since I asked Delphin to de-
stroy it. That was a gift, sir, which
you should never have nmh, not that
I believe that ho d:ed of it, but be-
eause it would your fault
illnlndhl]edmemﬂnt. Was it
the poison that was closed in the belly
of 2 mahogany fetish covered with
bizarre signs and curious designs
burned into '.he wood?”’
444 «“That was it, Olympe. There is
no possible error. You know the tali-
tali well.”

¢¢¢ “Yes, Delphin used this poison
mdthabnhotthamowhlehyon
brought him to make some exper-
jments which interested me, much
more than the rest of his work, as a
matter of fact. His test-tubes and ap-
pmmumnsedmomthebegmnmg,
but one tires of everything. I soon
noticed, however, that Delphin was
mnwell and I blamed his languor on
thabudurofthohbontory T asked
him to give up lmworktornlmlo
while. Hewonldn s0 I asked him
a.tlunttodomﬂm vorofdutmy-
ing the tali-tali. He answered that
thmmnothmgtofearbemsethe
tali-tali was only fatal to those who
drank it and that he was certainly not
crazy enough to drink the liquid,
which he had already tried out on
e e iaces F 1 geve b 0
at my mess, but I gave no
peace until he had destroyed the tali-
tali in front of me and Palmire. Tired
of fighting with me about it he threw
the fetish and the poison into the fire
and it was burned up in a momeft.””

“ ‘”“How did the poison act in the

¢t ¢ «“Pirst there was a long green
flame like a sky-rocket and that was
followed by asnﬂouﬁngnporwhwh
mnnlmm.Al the fetish itself,
it was nothing more than en ember

which flashed a last befon
falling into ashes. That i All,

Ihavenntbmge]uwull bnt:i
ltwuwheuﬂusthstyo pnrrim

the ceremony. I woul lnw
gnven you the information just the
same, and perhaps I would hnve loved
you afterward. But now please leave
this house and never let me see you

Whenmem:reamdthupomt
heswpped and rolled himself a eig-

«“ ‘And then?’ I asked.

¢ “Then I left her to question Pal-
mire. I forced her to of the tali-
tali also. I attacked from all

sides. She’s an ignorant peasant and
she could not have invented the chem-
ad seen in the °

she is also very
“ ‘Posslble I md, ‘but she is not
proud!’

“Asmcmwellhmgim,ldﬂm

wea]lonthem,butluw
meml eight days later. An awful
anguish was visible on his pale,
less face.

¢¢ ‘Zinzin,’ he said to me in a hoarse
vmeeB‘I \‘.hm:ll'm infected with it,
t00. But perhaps it is mx

the

5

I didn’t have time to say & word.
He had already gone and I was never

“And this is the frightful trag-



door
strength enough to droj
Withg‘tmo hl.l::gl he lndp

ohmtandhmp,wm

In his hand he held the fetish of
de.th the horrible phial, the hideous
m:-uh wlud\ Olympe and Palmire
had sworn was destroyed, burned be-
i Vommilied s

as she
the other two. He was to suffer the
atrocious death which had
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this morning. He replied that he

felt much better, but that the fever

lh;:d not completely left him and that
was 2

¢ “Then you must drink something,
darling,’ she said.

‘‘He did not wait for her to pour
the wine out and filled two glasses

‘‘ ‘But you kmow that the doctors
have forbidden me wine,’ she said,
‘and that I drink water.’

glass, as they

often donme. She turned her head
away. He seized her brutally, threw
her head back and savagely pinched
her nostrils, thus forcing her to drink.
As she cried with fear, he spoke, ‘Per-
bhaps you would have preferred
another glass,” he said, and showed
her the tali-tali.

“‘She eried for help, but suddenly
put her hand to her abdomen and was
taken with a horrible cramp. At the
same time the pain clutched at him,
and they fell together on the sofa.
They shri ized to-

going to die. You are going to die
with me.”

“But the pain was too great. It
seemed as though there was hell with-
in him. He pulled weapons down

from
himself with a knife and so end the
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more than a bleeding, nameless horror
when the servants rushed into the
room.

‘‘But Jacobini did not die until the
next morning and in his few moments
of luud:ty narrated the hideous de-

tails of their abominable martyrdom.
The assistant district attorney who at
one time had hoped to marry her was
present, and he returned home and
went to bed ill. D\lnngthsmghtho
was 8o delirious that ht b
would lose his mind and so done
more vietim to the list.”

me stopped. Perspiration beaded
his temples. He let out a sort of

groan.

“‘The most horrible part,’’ he went
on, ‘‘is the fact that she had done
nothing.””

“Qh1 the others exclaimed.
“‘Yes, she was innocent. I learned
thMtheotherdAy,mlyﬂmmhe

“‘Palmire had done it alll”” Gau-
bert cxclaimed.

A T
terril “‘the ico or
and ;?ht heIr dleon can well mder-
stand that ‘"mhfﬁf
power to have her given
ment. All she did was to say no, md
to ery about Olympe. Concerning her

however, she gave us ex-
planations which dumfounded wus.
They were so utterly stupid or naive.
For example, when thcy uked her:

f your mistress was ocent, she
would not have wld her hushud that
the tali-tali had been destroyed before
the two of you.’

¢« ‘Bgh, that is simple,” Palmire
answered. “We agreed Eetween us to
uydntlt hldbwnbec&usothen
already rumors about and we

; begides

d:ﬂnotwanttobo
we did not know what had become of
the tali-tali because we really believed
tht Monsieur Delphin had burned it
thahyﬂn.thothnwafcwdwpo
mtoyplunladama
‘es, she said just that,’”’ Zingin
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went on, “‘and she was hissed and
hooted. I cried louder than the rest.’”
‘“And what was she sentenced to1”’
asked Chaulieu.
‘‘Death,’” replied Zinzin in a whis-

‘‘But they don’t execute women1’’

““No. .. . . Her sentence was changed
to life imprisonment. She died in her
cell about ten years ago. I learned
that the other day also.

“‘And did she repent! Did she con-
fess3”’ Michel asked.

““No,’’ Zinzin answered, looking at
us like 2 madman, ‘‘and she had noth-
mgloeonfes«. « « +» She, too, was in-
nocent!”’

““Good God!” Chaulieu exclaimed.

“‘But then, who was guilty?’’ Gan-
bert asked.

‘A man who has just died and eon-
fessed on his death bed. After the
tragedy he left the wwn and settled
not far from here. Yes, he died the
other day at Mourillon. That man
had owned some property which
touched the edge of Olympe’s estate
m the far corner where the pavilion

“Bnt who was the mani—one of
the twelve?’’

““Yes, one of the twelve—the
twelith, to be exact! He naturally
could not ever hope to marry Olympe,
because of course she would never go
through with eleven husbands after
sueh deaths, but he eliminated those
who had been happier than he
and at the end he had fixed it o that
the evidence all pointed to Olympe.

self, that man!*’



