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“The Tiger” Prepares for Battle

Premier Clemenceau obtains the proof of the Great Conspiracy and plans

the prosecution of the plotters against France. Lt. Mornet, chief prose-

cutor (on left); Captain Bourchardon, chief investigator, next to Morne;

M. Ignace, under Secretary of State for Military Affairs (standing);
Clemenceau on extreme right.
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INTRODUCTION

France was almost destroyed during the last five years,
not by German guns, but by a moral plague. Far beyond
the black pall of the enemy’s barrage, far, far beyond the
range of the most powerful Krupp cannon, there were other,
invisible foes spreading contagion everywhere among the
French people. It was a pestilence of falsehood, of hatred,
of treason.

Its manifestations were many and most mysterious. It
appeared in munition strikes, army mutinies, the amazing
boldness and apparently unrestricted activity of German
spies; in pamphlets and newspaper editorials constantly
emphasizing the “selfishness” of England, the “money mak-
ing idealism” of the United States, the “impregnability” of
Germany, the need of a ‘“reapproachment with Teuton
democracy,” and most of all the “blessings of an immediate
peace.”

Some of the men who plotted these crimes were not caught
until France was on the brink of ruin. Others, of high sta-
tion and mysteriously potent political power, almost escaped
under a counterfire of recrimination against those who ex-
posed them. For example, the offices of one editor who had
accused the head of the police of being a traitor were raided.
Guns were found, which, the police said, indicated a royalist
plot. Later investigation showed that these arms were heir-
looms, used for decorative purposes.

Some of the plotters have been shot as traitors. A few
were caught, as it were, with German gold still sticking to
their fingers. But the whole story of this great conspiracy,
a story which involves not only French police, but a high
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INTRODUCTION

Cabinet officer, and even a former Premier of France, a story
that should also be an omen and a warning to every American
citizen, has never yet been told.

The reader may ask:

“How can this be an omen and a warning to the United
States?”

Because France and the United States have been built
upon the same civic foundations.

Because in their democratic form of government individual
liberty may be easily abused by the political charlatan, the
ignorant social agitator, or the paid agent of a foreign foe.
Too often, as we Americans well know, has freedom of speech
been made the mouthpiece of demagogism and the mask of
treason.

Furthermore, the ultimate triumph of France over her
enemies both within and without should cheer and hearten
every American who has faith in democratic institutions.
In this story the reader will see how one leader after another
rose among the French to free them from the traitors in
their midst; and each failed until the strongest man of all
emerged in the person of Georges Clemenceau, the last War
Premier of France.

The forces of social disruption in France were the same
which wrecked Russia, the same which even now are at work
in this country, fomenting class hatred, plotting bomb out:
rages, seeking in every insidious and devious way to tear
down the social structure to which they contributed nothing,
but out of the destruction of which they hope to gain all.

Even before the war Germany fostered in France the kind
of socialism which became Bolshevism in Russia. The
Berlin foreign office had thus planned to weaken the French
morale to such a degree that the German armies on breaking
through Belgium would find a foe divided against itself. Tn
such an analysis of the French character, German psychology

xiv



INTRODUCTION

showed itself as obtuse as in trying to terrify England with
Zcppelin raids.

Nevertheless, Germany laid her plans with thorough Ger-
man thoroughness. She sought to dominate the French
bureaucracy by building up a political machine which would
work for the abandonment of the Triple Entente, the isola-
tion of England and a new alliance with Germany. At the
head of this party Joseph Caillaux rose to great power; and
beside him, always obedient to his master’s wishes, was Louis
Malvy.

Caillaux, the arch German conspirator, might have been
master of France when the war broke and the Huns began
marching on Paris had it not been for the fear and hate of
a woman. Gaston Calmette, editor of the Figaro, was seek-
ing to expose Caillaux, his German plots and counterplots,
but before he could drive home the final blow the wife of
Caillaux lay in wait for the editor in his office and shot him
dead.

Caillaux was forced to quit political office. Malvy re- .
mained. Both continued to work together and their power
secemed very little shaken. Malvy, as Minister of the Inte-
rior and head of the police and secret service, continued on
in the war cabinet of Viviani, the coalition cabinet of Briand,
the centralized cabinet of Ribot. Meanwhile the pestilence
grew. The police seemed blind. Spies and enemies went and
came without molestation. Circulars were distributed among
the soldiers urging them to quit fighting and insist on an
immediate peace. Complaints were made to Malvy, and the
complaints were pigeonholed.

Léon Daudet, editor of L’Action Frangaise, openly
accused Malvy of being a traitor. Other journalists and
political leaders attacked Malvy for permitting the most
fawless elements of society to spread contagion throughout
the country, but Malvy’s power was so great that he paid no
heed. Even when it was known that Malvy’s own private
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office was the rendezvous of Almeyreda, editor of the pacifist
Bonnet Rouge, an ex-convict, leader of a band of apaches
hired by Caillaux during the trial of his wife; yes, even when
it was proved that this desperado was preventing the arrest
of enemy aliens and getting them out of concentration camps,
Malvy still possessed enough influence to persuade Premier
Painlevé to drop further investigation.

Then the storm broke.

Painlevé was forced out.

Clemenceau, who had attacked Malvy in a memorable
speech before the Senate on July 22, 1917, assumed the reins
of government. Caillaux was arrested and sent to join his
fellow conspirators in the prison of Santé. Spies and
agitators were rounded up throughout France, and a broad
trail of German intrigue and corruption was uncovered,
which led from Paris to Berlin by way of Switzerland and
New York. '

Then, and not till then, did the ravages of the pestilence
begin to abate. They have not ceased. The seeds were sown
too deep. The roots are still alive. Malvy was condemned,
but his punishment was almost an apology. He was per-
mitted to retain his citizenship. He was only exiled for
five years. When he left Paris for San Sebastian, Spain,
on August 12, 1918, a deputation from the General Labor
Federation and Radical Socialist party raised the cry:

“Vive Malvy !’

When I was in Paris, as investigator and correspondent,
both before and during the Peace Conference, I learned from
various officials how France had fought an enemy within as
well as without. It was a story which filled me with a new
admiration for the French. It proved that the French, as
a people, possess the same heroism as their soldiers, and can
keep on fighting despite their wounds.

The trials of the chief traitors particularly impressed me.
They seemed object lessons, which all, who live in republics,
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INTRODUCTION

should know and understand. They taught a moral, which I
felt it my duty to bring back to the United States. They
revealed how corrupt politicians and demogogue editors can
work unspeakable evil, if they are able to use class hatred
as a'shield as well as a sword.

Take the Malvy case, for example. At first it appeared
to me amazing that Malvy, who was finally exposed as one
of the worst foes of France, could remain in the war cabinets
of three successive Premiers. On inquiry I learned that Malvy
stayed in power, because of the blind support of the Radical
Socialists and the politicial patronage of Caillaux. Each
Premier, until Clemenceau assumed control, believed he had
to keep Malvy to pacify the socialists, who met all criticism
of their Minister of the Interior with the reply:

“The capitalists want to throw him out to seize everything
for themselves. They cannot fool us with their lies. Malvy
must stay, because he represents the proletariat.”

Many a politician and many an editor has attained great
power in the United States by exploiting class hatred. And
even in these perilous times, although they are laying the
match of Bolshevism and revolution at the very door of our
American institutions, the same politicians and editors are
still raising the same cry. Not a few are preaching the pro-
paganda of Germany’s own agents in France, England and
the other Allied countries of the Old World. They are
cursing the Peace Conference, excoriating President Wilson,
tearing the peace treaty to bits, condemning the League of
Nations, as a delusion and a snare, spreading racial hatreds
among the Irish, the Egyptians, the Hindus and the Moors.

In the meantime, Germany’s industrial and commercial
machinery, uninjured by the war, is preparing to reconquer
the markets of the world.

Let us search for the enemy within our own gates. Let
us not wait too long, as France almost did.

The facts in this book are based upon official documents
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of the French government. In my work I found of great
value the assistance of Gustave Geffroy, President of the
Academy Goncourt, the lifelong friend and biographer of
Clemenceau ; George Adam, Paris correspondent of the Lon-
don T'imes; and the editors of Les Procés de Trahison and
their reviews of the evidence at the trials of Bolo, Malvy and
the Bonnet Rouge plotters. I also wish to thank Noél Dor-
ville, the Paris illustrator; and I. Moncayo, the New York
artist, for the pictures, with which these pages have been
illuminated,
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The brotherhood of America and
France was born in the War of In-
dependence. It has never been ob-
scured since. It has found its final
consecration in the great fight we
have just fought shoulder to shoulder
for the liberty of the world. It will
keep all its strength in the future and
contribute to consolidate, in the in-
terest of humanity, the peace which
has been established, at the cost of
so many sacrifices, by the defenders
of right.

President Poincaré

(Message to the Lafayette Day Com-
mittee of New York, Sept. 6, 1919)



THE ENEMY WITHIN
CHAPTER I
A Woman’s CriME Savep France

Why Mme. Caillaux Killed Gaston Calmette—Caillaux’s
Antebellum Alliance with Germany—The First Seeds of
the Pestilence—Caillaux, Forced out of Cabinet by Wife’s
Mad Act, Continued to Plot against France—Caillauz’s
Minions of the Underworld—His Secret Love Plottings

The clocks of Paris were striking the noon hour.

It was March 16, 1914, a little more than four months
before the world war. The city lay peacefully beneath the
warm spring sunshine, through which a few stray clouds
drifted lazily.

Crowds overflowed the sidewalks of the narrow side-streets
and poured into the boulevards in ever broadening streams.
Shops and offices were deserted, for all Paris goes to déjeu-
ner at twelve and does not return to work until two. The
richer storekeeper seeks a chair on the sidewalk in front of
his favorite café. 'The more thrifty clerk jumps a motor bus
or a subway train and travels all the way home to dine with
wife and family. The laborer seats himself in a public
square, and over his dinner pail and a bottle of red wine
discusses socialism.

Peaceful though Paris seemed, nevertheless she was already
undermined by the enemy. Foes within and without had
planned her doom. The spirit of murder, of force, of abso-
lutism was already abroad in France; and the first tragedy
of the millions of tragedies of the war was about to be en-
acted that very day and hour.

1



2 THE ENEMY WITHIN

Through the noonday crowds a great, black limousine
pushed its way impatiently. Tasselled curtains of delicate
pink almost hid the man and woman within. The two were
talking excitedly. Their faces reflected the same deathlike
pallor. They were no other than Joseph Caillaux, Minister
of Finance, the most powerful political leader in France,
and his wife.

The car was now crossing the Seine by the Pont de la
Concorde. Ahead arose the obelisk in the Place de la
Concorde, where the public guillotine once stood, where ret-
ribution and death were meted out for those who in the past
had plotted against France. Past the gaunt pillar, and on
through the Rue Royale, where the victims of the Revolution
were carried in tumbrels to the place of execution, the auto-
mobile hurried still faster. Caillaux continued talking with
even more frenzied gestures.

“Then you were unable to find anyone who could stop
Calmette?” he cried, taking his wife’s hands, which she had
dropped helplessly in his, and pressing them to his face.

“No one, no one,” she answered in hardly more than a
moan. “All say the same thing. Calmette will not stop. The
Figaro tomorrow, they say, will publish private papers,
taken from your desk, which will drive you out of France.”

“They are our love letters—oh, God, they are our love
letters. He is seeking your ruin as well as mine.”

“Then what are you going to do?”

“I will kill him!” exclaimed Caillaux, clasping her hands
still tighter.

“When, when?” she asked convulsively.

“In my own time,” he replied.

They reached home and sat down to their déjeuner.
They were alone in the great dining room. They kept
talking always of the same thing. From facts since ob-
tained by various governmental investigations, it is now
possible to picture this fateful scene.
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Caillaux at that very hour was planning to become the
Lenine of France. He had been in league with Germany for
years, working always in the interest of the Kaiser and in
co-operation with the Kaiser’s agents. He had been building
up a socialist party in France, which practically controlled
the Chamber of Deputies, and which contained leaders ready
to set France aflame with a Bolshevist revolution as soon as
Berlin gave the command.

For two months Gaston Calmette had been attacking
Caillaux in the columns of the Figaro. The assaults were
becoming fiercer and fiercer each day. Up to that time the
private, the domestic life of Caillaux had been allowed to
remain in the background of the fight. Only the machina-
tions of Caillaux in high finance and in politics were being
laid bare to public view, and with only the avowed purpose
of proving to the French people that Caillaux was a wolf in
sheep’s clothing, and that underneath all he was the worst
foe of France. Calmette pictured Caillaux as a liar, grafter,
blackmailer, thief ; and produced a mass of evidence to prove
his charges.

" Again and again the editor of the Figaro also pointed to
Caillaux as the secret ally of Germany. He repeated the
accusation that Caillaux, when Prime Minister in 1911 dur-
ing the Agadir embroglio, clandestinely negociated a treaty
with Germany, by which she lost to Germany a vast tract in
the French Congo and other vital interests.

Caillaux had heard this very day that Calmette had ob-
tained possession of two other documents, which proved still
more conclusively his alliance with Germany. It was the
publication of these papers, which he dreaded most.

At the luncheon table, however, he talked about love
letters. Three days before, on March 18, Calmette printed
a letter, which Caillaux had written his second wife before
their marriage, signed “Thy Jo.” The editor explained that
he did not intend to begin the exposure of Caillaux’s home
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life, and only used the letter to illustrate the hypocrisy of
Caillaux’s statesmanship. In this letter Caillaux wrote:

“I was compelled to endure two trying sittings of the
Chamber. However, I scored the finest success, and demol-
ished the income tax, while apparently defending it. I
earned applause from the Centre and Right, and yet did
not displease the Left too greatly. I succeeded in giving a
turn of the helm to the Right, which was indispensable.”

Of letters Caillaux kept talking, of other letters which
would disclose the scandal in his own household, of the
skeletons in his own closets, which he said the Figaro would
soon drag out and parade for public view. It was a sub-
ject well adapted to arouse the hate and fury of a woman.

Of his first wife he spoke, of Mme. Gueydan, whom he had
divorced for the woman opposite him. Always referring to
the earlier Mme. Caillaux, as “she,” he continued:

“She has given Calmette the photographs of our love let-
ters. As I have told you, she burned the originals. When
I found she had discovered them in my desk, I promised I
would give you up, if she would destroy them.”

There was only a moan in reply, and Caillaux continued:

“She did not believe me. She made photographic copies.
Calmette has them. He intends to ruin you as well as me.”

What the wife said is not known. After her husband left
home with the remark that there was a most important
meeting of the Finance Committee of the Senate, which he
did not feel like attending, and that he must find a deputy
to take his place, Mme. Caillaux went to her boudoir and
donned the simplest kind of street dress. A moment later
she was in her automobile,

That evening the Italian Ambassador was to be the host
of a state dinner at the Italian Embassy. The following
Monday night, Mme. Caillaux had planned a banquet to
which many of the same guests had been invited. Despite
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the tragic thoughts with which her mind was racked, she
did not forget the preparations for this banquet. Her first
stop was at an employment agency, where she hired a
cook. From there she went to a gun store. The first re-
volver she lifted was too heavy. With a lighter one she
fired several shots at a target.

“This is what I want,” she remarked in a rather indiffer-
ent manner; and putting the pistol in her muff, she left the
store.

On returning home, she dressed again, this time in
most elaborate costume. Her mind appeared perfectly calm.
She seemed to be in not the slightest hurry. After attend-
ing to various, little home duties, she went to her boudoir
desk, read some old letters and wrote the following note:

“My beloved husband: When I told you this morning of
my interview with President Monier, who informed me that
we have in France no law to protect us against the calumnies
of the press, you said to me that one of these days you would
smash the face of the ignoble Calmette. I realized that your
decision was irrevocable. My resolve was then made, . . .
I shall do justice. France and the Republic need you.

“I will do the deed.

“If this letter reaches you, you will know that I have done,
or tried to do justice. Forgive me, but my patience is
exhausted.

“I love and embrace you from the depths of my heart.

“Your Henriette.”

(Fernand Monier, President of the Tribunal of the Seine,
later denied he had ever made such a statement.)

Folding the envelope, Mme. Caillaux called for Miss Bax-
ter, the English governess of the Caillaux menage, and said
quietly:

“If I do not return home by seven, give this to my hus-
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band. But be sure and do not give it to him before then.”
As if to remind her mistress, the governess replied:

“The dinner at the Italian Embassy is tonight, Madame.”

“No, no, I am not going. My husband will understand. I
am sending his evening clothes to his office.”

Mme. Caillaux again entered her limousine. She drove
directly to the office of the Figaro. Calmette was not in.
She said she would wait.

“It is not necessary to give my name,” was her answer to
the persistent office boy.

While Mme. Caillaux was waiting, her face buried in her
furs, her body bent forward, almost crouching, that she
might even hide the muff that held the revolver, the com-
positors nearby were putting into type the last Caillaux
exposure.

It was the copy of a report made by Public Prosecutor
Fabre, to the effect that M. Monis, Premier at that time,
had been requested by Caillaux to postpone the trial of
Rochette, the notorious swindler. By such delay the charges
against Rochette would be outlawed.

Men came and men went. Among them were a florid faced
individual who evidenced prosperity not only by his diamond
cuff links, but an aggravated accumulation of fat beneath
the ears; and a wiry, nervous man, evidently a poor relatiort
of the other, who felt it necessary to keep talking to prove
his appreciation of his patron’s society.

“I read every word of the Caillaux articles,” said the old
man. “I think the Figaro has already proved that he ought
to be shot. Why, take that Prieu case. I kept a clipping
of that. -Here, I’ll read it to you.”

The fat man was so nearly asleep from the effect of some
rare old wine he had swallowed with his déjeuner, that he
failed to interrupt. The old man, taking this silence as a
good omen, continued:
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“Here it is. From the Figaro of January 8. The article
is called, ‘The Secret Deals of M. Caillaux.’”

Looking up from the clipping, the old man said:

“The point is this. Pierre Prieu was a French merchant
who went to Brazil in the seventies. He had thirteen vessels
down there, which Brazil seized. The Brazilians thought
the ships were smugglers. Prieu put in a claim against the
Brazilian government. France took over the claim and tried
to collect. Prieu said the French government got from
Brazil in 1876, 15,000,000 francs. Prieu tried to get this
money from France, but couldn’t. From 1878 to 1899 he
kept fighting for his money, but never could get it. His
direct heir thinking the claim was lost, assigned it to some
relatives and friends, who formed a syndicate.”

The little woman across the room bent still further over
her muff. The old man did not see the burning eyes behind
the veil.

“Well, here is where Caillaux saw a chance to get some
more loose gold. No wonder he’s one of the richest men in
France. They formed a syndicate, I said, Fonville, Boileau,
and Sauvage ; and they hired Auguste Schneider to represent
them. Schneider saw Caillaux, and Caillaux saw the heirs.
Caillaux said he had looked up the matter, and he thought
the heirs should get their money, but he added:

“‘If you get money, we shall get money.” The next day,
Caillaux said that he wanted 80 per cent.”

Taking up the clipping the old man read as follows:

“These are the impudent means which the Finance Min-
ister of the French Republic dares to employ to obtain the
war funds for his political ends. He takes from the pockets
of tax payers the millions which he grants in his omnipotence
to the holders of a claim refused for nearly thirty years, and
he imposes the formal and sole condition that they place at
his disposal part of the sum for his election expenses or his
newspapers.”
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With almost a cry, the woman opposite rose from her
seat. Again she pleaded with the office boy. “Please tell
me, when do you think M. Calmette will come?”

“Any time now,” was the laconic reply.

The fat man did not stir, and the old man continued:

“Well, that’s true. Calmette got the statements of the
heirs to prove it.

“Then there was that Crédit Egyptien case. T understood
he made a separate fortune out of that. Caillaux, as Minis-
ter of Finance, wrote the President of the Council, in De-
cember, 1908, I think, that the Crédit Foncier Egyptien, a
big financial institution, with head offices in Cairo, should not
be permitted to place its notices in the bulletins of the
Journal Officiel. Later through M. Spitzer, a banker of
international power, Caillaux was made President of the
administrative council of the Crédit Foncier Egyptien, at a
big salary. Then, and not till then were the 800,000
shares of the Crédit Foncier Egyptien authorized by Cail-
laux.”

As if scenting her prey, Mme. Caillaux leaped from her
chair. “M. Calmette has just gone into his office,” she
whispered to the office boy. “Here is my card.”

The boy took one look, and jumped back. Then, slowly,
and still staring at the card, turning it over and over, and
still staring at it, he disappeared through the door of the
inner office.

There was a companion seated near Calmette, as the boy
entered.

“What! Mme. Caillaux?” exclaimed the editor. Looking
again at the card, he passed it to his friend, who tossed il
back with the warning:

“By all means don’t see her.”

“No,” replied Calmette. “I cannot refuse to see any
woman who comes to my office. Bring her in.”

Her head still bent forward, her hands still in her muff,
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Mme. Caillaux entered. As Calmette was closing the door,
she fired. The editor fell dying. As he was borne from his
office, he gave one of the staff of the Figaro his keys, pocket
book and papers, among which were the documents, that
contained the details of Caillaux’s secret pact with Germany.
These papers, as Calmette once told M. Bailby, editor of
L’Intransigeant, he always carried on his person.

“Take good care of them,” said Calmette. “Make it clear
that I have done my duty.”

The tragedy aroused a storm of controversy throughout
France. Despite the faithful support of most of his social-
ist followers, Caillaux was forced to quit the Cabinet. He
handed his letter of resignation to Premier Doumergue the
very next morning after the murder.

A woman’s crime saved France. If Caillaux had remained
in the Cabinet when the Germans were marching on Paris
four and a half months later, the city finally might have
fallen into the hands of the commune with Caillaux at its
head. Proof that he plotted a dictatorship will be presented
in a later chapter.

The Master Mind behind the Great Conspiracy, however,
was by no means without power or resources. The reorgan-
ized Cabinet still contained Louis Malvy, for long years his
faithful henchman. Malvy would have been the Trotsky of
France, had Caillaux been its Lenine. Both had worked to-
gether in building the Radical Socialist Party into a tre-
mendously powerful political machine. Both spent vast sums
for newspaper publicity and propaganda of all kinds. And
into the treasuries of many of these same newspapers there
also flowed a constant stream of German gold.

For a time Caillaux appeared to believe that he could
overcome the tide of hostile criticism, and that if he were
successful in obtaining the acquittal of his wife, he might
step back into the Cabinet. At all events he began a care-
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fully organized campaign to arouse public sympathy for his
wife, to foment hatred for Calmette, to portray him in the
newspapers which he controlled as a contemptible dog, that
would even tear open a woman’s heart with its fangs,

Knowing too well the hysteria of the mob, that it may be
fanned into a fury or excited to laughter and ridicule by
sheer stage play, he hired a number of Apaches to attend the
trials of his wife and applaud or jeer at the command of
their leader. Another duty of this gang was to accompany
Caillaux on various occasions as a bodyguard. So bold did
the band become, that it soon acquired the sobriquet of *“the
Corsican Guard.”

Its chieftain was Almereyda, an Apache, who at eighteen
entered prison, a thief, and who came out, an anarchist.
Ever after that his life had been a succession of clashes with
the police, arrests and imprisonments, amours and sprees,
the plots of an assassin and the counter plots of a stool
pigeon.

Almereyda was usually to be found in the more exclusive
cafés, which bore the names of French patriots, but were
owned and managed by Germans. In many of these resorts
the Berlin spy system had its various places of rendezvous
in Paris; for at this time Germany had become so bold, so
confident of her grip on French politics, French finance,
French opinion, that her agents worked without any appar-
ent fear of detection.

In these same haunts Almereyda ate and drank, most fre-
quently with some woman of the demi-monde, and always with
a full purse.

This then was the kind of man, whom Caillaux hired to
organize his Corsican Guard, his claque for the court room,
his mercenaries for various secret errands and mysterious
missions, which later were discovered by government officials
to be the errands and the missions of German spies.

Despite the ugly character of most ¢f his associates,
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Almereyda believed himself a thorough scholar and gentle-
man. He had been connected with various anarchistic,
socialistic journals, and frequently confessed his desire to
immortalize his name with a series of novels based on the
next revolution, which he said would overthrow the pluto-
crats of France within the next few years. Yet he took the
money and did the bidding of the plutocrat of plutocrats,
Joseph Caillaux.

His lean face, in a frame of long, dishevelled hair, his
wild, burning eyes, his nervous lips were those of a genius,
which had been cursed by some unexplainably sinister in-
fluence.

During these same fateful months of April, May, June
and July, 1914, Caillaux was also unusually active in the
direction of various campaigns of the Radical Socialist
party, which looked to a reapproachment of France with
Germany and a curtailment of the French military system.
Both movements are now known to have originated in
Berlin. One was to allay all French suspicion of Germany’s
war designs; the other, to render France helpless when the
Germans were finally ready to attack.

At the Congress at Pau, the preceding October, the
Radical Socialists not only made Caillaux president for the
ensuing year, but they adopted the policy of reducing the
term of the compulsory army service from three to two
years. When the first echoes of conflict were heard in the
Balkans, there were many French socialists who began to
realize the danger. They protested against the Caillaux plan
of weakening France, when at the same time Germany and
Austria were bending every effort toward larger and more
powerful armaments.

Viviani was one of these socialists, who rebelled against
crippling the French army. After Caillaux’s followers had
cried, “Down with the three years’ service,” at the time when
Premier Ribot sought to make it a part of his programme,
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Viviani continued the fight and finally succeeded in defeating
the pacifists and forming a Cabinet committed to the prin-
ciple of preparedness.

At last, on June 20, less than a fortnight before the war,
Mme. Caillaux was brought to trial. Long before the hour,
a hooting, jostling crowd surged hither and thither in front
of the great columns of the Palais de Justice. The great
court room was quickly filled, and then numberless people
for whom there was no room kept jamming their way in.
The place seethed with excitement.

Every class, every type of French society was there. The
exquisitely dressed royalist, barbered and manicured as for a
dinner party; the newly rich bourgeois, aggressive in cos-
tume, speech, and gesture, to emphasize his belief in his own
success in the world ; the student from the Latin quarter with
lorig hair and great, black, fantastically knotted neck tie; the
socialist labor leader, always arguing with somebody; the
delicately perfumed, bejewelled, silken lady of the ambassa-
dorial set; the gross, painted, bleached, Montmartre cabaret
singer ; all were there.

In tight fitting cutaway Caillaux moved from place to
place, like a stage director. He had even more than his
ordinary dash and forcefulness. Short, fat, bald, he looked,
when at ease, like some prosperous and not over intellectual
tradesman ; but in action his speech and movement evidenced
great mental power, the power to think and to act quickly,
to command and to enforce obedience.

Another crowd, even more motley than the one within,
clung to the entrance and the great enclosure in front of the
building, waiting to see Mme, Caillaux arrive from the Con-
ciergerie. Thither she had been transferred the day before
from St. Lazare prison. And there she had been placed in a
large, roomy cell, not far from where Marie Antoinette once
awaited trial and death.

A moving picture man, who had climbed one of the statues
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of the facade to find a good point of vantage, caught a
signal from a gendarme inside and shouted:
“They are taking her in by a hidden passage.”
Whereupon the crowd yelled and hooted in a frenzy of
disappointment.

As soon as the prisoner entered the court room, a storm
of applause and handclappings burst upon her, which made
her seem to shrink into herself all the more. She crouched
in her chair, until Judge Albanel after the perfunctory pre-
liminaries began to question her.

“You are called Genevieve Josephine Henriette Ray-
nouard, are you not, and you were born Oct. 6, 1874?” he
asked gently.

“Yes, sir,” was the faint reply.

Quietly, hesitatingly, she told the story of her life. She
was the daughter of a bourgeois family, where the sterner
precepts of life and of morality were made the foundation of
France. By these humbler people the Parisian liberté de la vie
which excuses the faithless husband, the dissolute wife, the
immoral youth, is believed to be the broad and certain road
to destruction, infamy and death.

“For three months I mounted Calvary,” she said. “Such
agony I do not wish my worst enemy. No one can imagine
what I went through. I feared for myself, my husband, my
child. I feared for myself, because if part of those letters
were published, my deepest, my innermost secrets would be
displayed before the world. My woman’s honer would be
stripped and naked.

“I was reared by aged parents. My father was the son of
a wealthy bourgeois of the period of 1830, devoted to the
ideas of that epoch. My poor father, who last year told me
that a wife who had a lover was a woman without honor, never
would have set foot in my house had he known of my liaison
with M. Caillaux,
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“I was married at nineteen to Leo Claretie. We had two
daughters. One of them died when she was only six months
old. The other, Germaine, is now nineteen. A divorce was
granted in April, 1908, in my favor; and the guardianship
of our daughter was given to me.”

Behind this testimony lay a picture which the witness did
not remove from the shadows of the past. It was the pic-
ture of her first married life. Claretie was a newspaper man,
for years the literary editor of the Figaro. Through him
she was lifted out of the common place, narrow life of a
bourgeois daughter into a different sphere. Through her
husband she met the brilliant, the powerful men of the day,
and among them, Caillaux. She saw in Caillaux a road to
wealth and greatness; a road that poor Claretie could never
follow, a road for which she finally abandoned all.

She spoke of her marriage with Caillaux with pride.

“He was Premier,” she said. ‘In marrying him I found
complete happiness. I thought all would be happy; but alas
my life began to be poisoned by calumnies.”

A man with long black hair, who had been sitting as near
the witness as possible lifted his left hand. Immediately
there was a chorus of hisses.

“The campaign against my husband then began. (More
hisses.) All the people in the salons that I frequented re-
ceived me with smiles that were intended to wound me. One
person said behind me that my husband had taken money
from Germany to cede the Congo. (Prolonged hisses.)
These slanderous rumors penetrated every part of society.
I was no longer able to go to sittings of the Chamber of
Deputies, because I was the object of unpleasant attention in
the galleries. One day someone shouted:

“‘To Berlin! Caillaux! Congo!?

The left hand of the long haired man again waved; and
again the Caillaux claque stifled all other outery with its
hisses.
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“The newspapers read by society were filled with such
spiteful articles that I was afraid to call on my friends.
One day at a fashionable dressmaker’s, two women sat op-
posite me. One leaned over to the other and said:

“<See that woman in black? Well, that is the wife of that
thief, Caillaux.” (Hisses.) If I could live a hundred years,
I should always hear that woman.”

“One day,” continued Mme. Caillaux, “in a friend’s draw-
ing room, I heard a woman say, ‘Before long some good
Frenchmen will assume the reins of government and prevent
France from going into bankruptcy.” I replied:

“‘My husband is a Minister of the Treasury, a specialist
in finance. He will not lead France into bankruptey.’ ”

This time, the right hand of the chief claquer was up-
raised. A volley of cheers swept the court room.

The first Mme. Caillaux told a different story. A slender
woman, whose wasted cheeks told of long years of unhappi-
ness, she revealed Caillaux as a supreme hypocrite, who had
always practiced dissimulation and intrigue in everything
he did.

“I first knew my husband had a mistress,” she said, “when
a certain letter came into my hands. He fell on his knees and
asked my pardon. He was afraid then that the news would
get out and hurt his chances at the elections. He promised
to give up the other woman, but he no sooner promised than
he went back to her. I found more letters. I kept photo-
graphic copies. I had to do this to protect myself against
the Machiavellian manoeuvers of an unfaithful husband.
But never, never did I give these letters to M. Calmette.”

“Madam Gueydan,” said Judge Albanel quietly. “Do
you swear you told Calmette nothing?”

“I swear it,” cried the woman.

Had the husband deceived his wife? Had he inflamed her
mind with a false fear? Did Caillaux really believe Calmette
would print his love letters? These questions were heard
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amid the murmur of whispers in the court room—a murmur
which was instantly hushed when at last the letters were
produced and exhibited before judge and jury.

They were written by Caillaux to the woman, who killed
Calmette, soon after his first wife suspected the liaison. The
first one read:

“My dear little Riri: When I first met thee, I felt the
impulse of my whole being. I should nevertheless have re-
sisted, and should no doubt have had the courage to conquer
myself if I had been happy at home. But I was unhappy.

“Therefore, I threw myself towards thee with passionate
fury.... With fine courage and with the beautiful boldness
which love and confidence gave thee, thou hast conquered thy
freedom, saying to me,

“‘I ask of thee but one engagement, that is, to give me
thy love now,’ and to this thou hast added:

I shall not believe quite in the fullness of thy love if
thou dost not succeed some day in thyself becoming free.

“I answered thee, I do and will love thee. I certainly ex-
pect to regain my liberty some day, but in any case I shall
not move before the elections.”

This line well illustrates how Caillaux put personal ambi-
tion before love and all things else.

“Is that not it, my Riri? In the background of my mind
I knew that I had embarked on a wrong venture, that
there was between another person and myself such opposition
of temperaments, of natures, of characters, that catastrophy
was inevitable; that necessarily time would bring about a
rupture apart from all questions of another love, and as
the sole result of a clash between two beings who did not
understand each other. ...

“When a man is unhappy at home and he has outside a
delicious affection that naturally reacts upon him, those who
have made him unhappy have only themselves to blame,
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“However that may be, events happened in September.
Thou saidst to me on that subject: ‘Thou hast been weak.
Thou shouldst have closed thy door to the fugitive, and
made use of that favorable opportunity.’

“Undoubtedly the attitude thou suggestest could have
been taken quite legitimately, but thou forgettest two things,
first that it would have been well known she was injured in
her affections and that we had ali to fear from the fury of a
woman who felt her situation gone, and who had not yet had
time to reconcile herself to that idea.

“The second thing thou forgettest is that my electoral
position was, so to speak, lost. It is easy for me to con-
vince myself of that by conversations I had yesterday with
my constituency. . . . -

“Thou wilt say that I am losing a precious opportunity
and that I shall have a frightful winter. All that is true,
but it fails to take into account my legitimate political am-
bitions and, what is much graver, my duty toward party and
friends.

“Let me explain that my party has made me what I am.
I owe it as the honest man thou knowest me to be to fight
for it next year in the fullest of my strength. (Cheers.) It
will be the last campaign under the old voting system.

“What is irksome for us both is that for long months we
shall have to employ extreme precautions. If we had the
confidence in ourselves and in our love which I have abso-
lutely, we would not see each other for months. I do not
propose so radical a solution, because we should both suffer
too much. But I repeat that infinite prudence is necessary.
A half way solution thou wilt say. Perhaps so, my Riri, but
life is not easy to arrange, when one must take so many
things into consideration, and one to which I hold above all,
the reputation of a woman one adores.

“Thou knowest well, my dear love, that I love thee above
all and beyond all, that I feel happiness is with thee, that
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I await it, that I hope for it, that I live only for its realiza-
tion. I love thee with all my heart.

“P. S. I have reread my letter and it does not completely
convey my thoughts. What I wish to make absolutely clear
is the necessity that there shall be no scandal before May
unless I am absolutely forced to do it. . . .”

Another letter began:

“] must return to Le Mans, where I preside over the
General Council. Were I unreasonable, I would take you
with me, but I am reasonable. I am discouraged. What a
life. My only consolation is the thought of you, of having
you in my arms, as at Cuchy. What delicious memories.

“I adore you. Thousands and thousands of kisses on all
your little body, adored.”

Most of the letters were written on the official note paper
of the Prefecture of the Department of the Sarthe, where
Caillaux had his country home, and which he represented
many years as deputy.

The prisoner sobbed convulsively. She did not raise her
head until M. Chenu, counsel for the Calmette family, again
insisted that the editor of the Figaro had no intention of
printing the letters, and referred to the deposition of Presi-
dent Poincaré, who told how Caillaux had come to him on the
morning of the day of the murder and said he heard that
Calmette planned to print a batch of private letters.

“I replied that I considered M. Calmette an honorable
gentleman, entirely incapable of publishing letters defaming
the private character of Mme. Caillaux, but I endeavored
vainly to convince him,” said President Poincaré.

In his final address to the Jury, M. Chenu said:

“I shall not attempt to go into the biography of Mme.
Caillaux. She is a cool, sensible woman without emotion or
pity. She has tears only for herself. She worked with
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“She could steel her face against all inquiry, or let herself be over-
whelmed by her emotions. A study of her features explain how she
could write, ‘I will do the deed.””
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tenacity to break up her lover’s home. You see the result,
the mistress triumphing over the lawful spouse. They are
bound up in each other, in their happiness, in their hopes,
even in their murder plans.

“M. Caillaux is a man of inordinate and limitless ambition,
whose power rests on his own audacity and on the fear that
he inspires. He neglected to tell his wife of the assurance
given him by President Poincaré that Calmette was in-
capable of printing private letters. They did not fear that.
What they feared was the publication of the report by Victor
Fabre on the Rochette swindle and the full exposure of Caill-
aux’s alliance with Germany.

“The husband’s violent words at the luncheon table de-
cided the wife to substitute herself for him, and she pre-
pared the assassination with as much calm as a society woman
fitting in calls between tea parties.”

While M. Labori was summing up for the defense, a man
and woman left the court room hurriedly. The crowd in the
doorway stared at her elegant costume, a sheen of black
silk, and her blazing diamond rings. Her face was almost hid
under a black picture hat. As soon as the two were apart,
the man said:

“Thérése, my work here is done. I must return to Berlin
by the way of Brussels. Sce Caillaux. The war may break
tomorrow. Remember, remember the black cross.”

A few hours later Almereyda’s band was leading a hostile
demonstration in front of the Figaro office. Mme. Caillaux
had been acquitted.

1t was the night of July 28, and while the crowd fought
in the street, there appeared another news bulletin in omin-
ously big, black letters:

“Austria Declares War. Germany Mobilizes.”



CHAPTER IT
Tiae BonNeT Rouce GaNG

A Hot Bed of Sedition—Almereyda, Apache Editor—His
Criminal Record—Almereyda, Tool of Caillaur—The
Apaches Revel—A Pacifist Reporter

Later, that same night Almereyda and his Apache follow-
ers celebrated Caillaux’s victory in the back room of his
socialistic newspaper, the Bonnet Rouge. They had just
returned from a parade through the Montmartre section in
which amid mingled cheers and curses they kept shouting:

“Vive Caillaux.” (Hurrah for Caillaux.)

“Vive la Paiz.” (We want peace.)

“A bas la Guerre.” (Down with the war.)

“Well, at last we’re here,” exclaimed Almereyda, as he
turned and faced his followers. “We’ve had some dirty hard
fights, but we won them all. We helped Caillaux all we could.
The police were afraid to touch us, and when they did, they
had to let us go. Why, I'm supposed to be in jail now.
The man at the top of the department is my friend. When-
ever you get against the wall, I’ll get you out.”

The gang yelled itself hoarse. Its appreciation of Alme-
reyda’s friendship and power was deliriously genuine.

A table had been set in the middle of the room with wine
bottles of various shapes stacked behind each plate, and a
flaming red rose in each glass. Above, from the ceiling, hung
a great, red flag.

“Tavera, take that seat over there,” said the leader,
pointing first at the most murderous looking member of his
retinue, and then at the chair at the end of the table.

20
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“Here, Roch, sit there.”

“Poggiale, here, here’s your place.”

“Fil, Filippi, come up nearer. No, not too near. You’re
drunk, you dog, drunk already.”

It was an ugly assemblage. Everyone had a jail record.
Their voices, their laughter, their blasphemies, all had a
prison echo. Besides the five leaders there were many others
of the same type, also of the Paris underworld, such as you
might see any night in the corners of certain side street
cafés, or lurking in the shadows of the boulevards, waiting
for their woman companions to report, or for the call of
fellow thieves in some other criminal enterprise.

They were of the same stratum of society, to which those
New York Apaches, Lefty Louie, Gyp, the Blood; Harry
Lewis, and Dago Frank, the gunmen of the Rosenthal case,
belonged. Their mode of life, their relation to the police,
their connections with gamblers and the demi-monde of the
street, were the same.

The gang did not stand on ceremony. They plunged
into the dinner headlong, and soon the clatter of wine bot-
tles, plates, and glasses; the jeers and curses, which more
and more made conversation impossible; the snatches of
ribald song, and an occasional thunderous oath from
Tavera, made the shaky doors and windows fairly rattle.
Finally, when Filippi fell from his chair with a crash to the
floor, and two of his companions tumbled him into a corner,
Almereyda arose and commanded silence.

“I’m as drunk as any of you,” he said slowly, “but I'm
not too drunk to tell you this. The war has come. It may
break tomorrow. That means that all of us will go to jail,
unless we know how to prevent it.

“We are all in the Carnet B (Notebook B, of the De-
partment of the Interior, which contains the names of
anarchists, antimilitarists, and all others who may try to
interfere with mobilization). Malvy, Minister of the Interior,
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is my friend. Malvy has complete control of the police. He
has always been the right hand man of Caillaux; and because
of what I have done for Caillaux, Malvy will see that Alme-
reyda and his friends suffer no harm. As a rule, everybody
in the Carnet B must be arrested before mobilization; but
Malvy is strong enough to prevent that.”

“Vive Caillauz, Vive Malvy,” stammered Filippi, as he
tried to get up out of the corner. His drunken sally, like a
spark in a powder keg, set off the whole room in an explosion
of laughter.

“Now, let me say, that each of you who worked for Cail-
laux during the trial gets 500 francs. Come here tomorrow,
and you get the money. Tavera ought to have a bonus for
that gendarme he almost killed, and I’ll see he gets it.”

“Javera, Tavera,” yelled the crowd, and seeing that his
fellows would not be satisfied with less, Almereyda turned to
his chief assassin, and pulling him out of his chair, demanded
a speech. Tavera brandished a wine bottle, as if to split
open his chieftain’s head, and then began:

“We want to stick together. There’s a black hell of trou-
ble ahead. As I was telling you at that café near the Chatelet
subway station, where every morning during the trial we got
our tickets of admission, we’ve got to stick together. Alme-
reyda is not Malvy’s friend. He’s Malvy’s boss. If he tells
Malvy to open the jails, Malvy opens them. If we stick to
Almereyda, the war can come. It won’t bother us.”

“Vive La Garde Corse,” (Hurrah for the Corsican Guard)
cried Filippi, as he at last succeeded in getting on his feet.
The interruption irritated Tavera, who retorted:

“Get back into your hole, you red-eyed dog of a thief.
You are always a fool, when you’re drunk. You’ll be killed
by your bottles, some day.”

Tavera was known to the police as “Tavera, the Assas-
sin.” Originally a card sharp and confidence man, he had
developed into a highway robber and burglar. Before Alme-
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reyda hired him for Caillaux’s Corsican Guard, he had at-
tained more or less success in gambling houses and other
resorts, where money was spent freely, by suddenly pulling a
gun and with the aid of confederates holding up everybody
else. Tavera was in a class entirely above a sneak thief, like
Filippi. Most of all he was not a man to be trifled with, and
Filippi was not too drunk to realize that fact. So Filippi
dropped back in the corner and out of sight.

There were other speeches and then the gathering broke
up slowly. Finally only Almereyda and a youth, who had
come late, remained.

“Jean, what news have you got?”’ asked the Editor in
Chief. “What is the Figaro saying about us this morning?”

Jean was a reporter of the Bonnet Rouge.. He had had
the task of writing many of the articles attacking Calmette
~during the trial, and his work had attracted the notice and
approval of his employer. Jean was never allowed to be
present at the meetings of the Corsican Guard, because he
was thought to be too much of a newspaper man.

“He’s one of *hose dogs of a fool, who writes everything
he knows,” said Tavera once in a flash light analysis of
Jean’s character.

Jean produced a copy of the Figaro, and Almereyda read
aloud:

“The republic is covered with mud and blood by the great-
est scandal of our epoch. More or less well paid magistrates,
who aided in the parody of justice, are ineffaceably dishon-
ored. A powerful man, surrounded by subsidized partisans
leagued with the political party in power, is above justice
and the laws.

“M. Caillaux presided at the trial. He signalled to Judge
Albanel to adjourn when things were going against him,
turning the Assize Court into a fair for the sale of con-
sciences. Henceforth, we shall look for his vengeance on
those who tried to oppose him.”
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“Hah, hah, they still feel the sting of our story about
Calmette’s connection with the Hungarian Government,” was
Almereyda’s comment. “Tell me exactly what happened the
other day, when Caillaux produced Calmette’s will and un-
covered that Hungarian scandal. I was out of the court
room just then.”

“That was on July 27,” replied Jean.

“Caillaux handed a sheaf of papers to Judge Albanel, and
said:

¢TI shall not repeat what I have already told the court
about the bonds which united the Figaro to certain foreign
personalities. These documents which I here present in evi-
«dence were signed by Calmette. They show that M. Calmette
agreed to work for the Hungarian government for pay, that
he was willing to enter the employ of certain Hungarian
political leaders. These documents were given me by Count
Karolyi, chief of the Hungarian radical party.’”

“That’s not what I want to know, my boy,” broke in
Almereyda with more show of irritation. ‘“Tell me, did you
hear Lipscher testify?”

“You mean that Hungarian with the dazzling beauty in
the big, black picture hat?” asked Jean.

“Yes, I mean Lipscher. The woman was Thérése Duver-
ger, a kind of international character, who is a link between
the spy systems of Germany and Austria, and always travels
with Lipscher. But never mind her. Tell me what Lipscher
said.”

“I did not hear Lipscher testify,” replied Jean.

“What,” exclaimed Almereyda springing from his chair
with an oath. “Didn’t you get his version of that Calmette
contract? What was the matter with you? Did you not
know that it was the most important thing in the whole trial
for us?”

As he gnashed these words between his teeth, Almereyda
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worked his fingers nervously, as if ready to choke Jean and
tear him to pieces.

“I had to leave the court room to see my wife about that
time,” said Jean. ‘I must have missed Lipscher.”

“Damn your wife,” cried Almereyda. ‘Don’t you know
you can’t have a wife in this business. Now I’ll give you
just one more chance. Go out and get me the Havas New
York cables of tonight. Get them from some of your friends
on the other papers. Sce if Count Karolyi has been located
in the United States. If you don’t get what I want I’ll
discharge you by cutting your throat.”

Jean was an amiable lad, or he would not have meekly
picked up his hat, and without a word hurried out into the
dark hall way and down the creaking stairs. He would in-
deed never have stayed on the Bonnet Rouge, as long as he
had, if he did not possess a nature, that was wholly faithful
and long suffering. He had just married, and the needs of
his little household made him a veritable slave to the Bonnet
Rouge payroll. Jean was a pacifist by nature. He had
come to the Bonnet Rouge, because he believed in what he
thought were its ideals. He had read its articles on univer-
sal brotherhood and the iniquities of war, and he thought
he would find in its office the long wished for opportunity to
devote all his thought and energy to the great cause of peace.

All too soon Jean was disillusionized. One day in the re-
ference bureau, he found the following clipping from some
other Paris newspaper:

“Almereyda, editor of Caillaux’s Bonnet Rouge has a long
criminal record. Here is a list of some of his offenses and
sentences, of which the most recent he does not seem to have
served:

“May 28, 1900: Theft, two months in jail.

“June 26, 1902: Being found with explosives, one year’s
imprisonment.
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“Aug. 7, 1907: Outrage, rebellion, and carrying pro-
hibited arms, six months in jail.

“Dec. 80, 1907: Inciting soldiers to disobedience; three
years in prison.

“Feb. 15, 1908: Inciting soldiers to disobedience and
insult to the army ; two years’ imprisonment.

“Dec. 7, 1910: Insult to the army; one year in jail.

“Jan. 6, 1914: Violence and blows ; two months in jail.

“April 8, 1914: Blows and injuries, fifteen days in jail.

“June 24, 1914: Blows and violence; four months in
jail.”

During his short period of service on the Bonnet Rouge,
Jean also discovered that the editors and reporters who were
constantly writing the most profound articles on peace, on
the neced of France to become a more economic and less mili-
tary nation, were the most warlike themselves. He felt like
calling up Almereyda and resigning over the telephone, but
again he thought of Marie, of the furniture he had bought
on the installment plan, of the new dresses Marie wanted, and
most of all of the other life which was soon to enter his
home, and he faltered. No, he would stay on the Bonnet
Rouge just a little while longer.

Meanwhile, Almereyda was marching up and down the
deserted banquet room, kicking the wine bottles that had
tumbled to the floor, and cursing.

“Why did I trust that boy Jean with such an important
assignment?” he kept muttering to himself. “The lad did
such remarkable work early in the trial, that I let him stay.
And of course he had to go out to see that baby wife of his,
Jjust at the most vital time of all.”

Then it occurred to Almereyda, that Jean had done no
more than his master, who had left the court, not for the
sake of a loving, faithful wife, but for Madame Z, one of the
most notorious women in Paris. Madame Z knew that
Almereyda was a power in the Ministry of the Interior; and
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as the police had dared interfere with one of her hotels in the
Rue de Montyon, she had besought Almereyda’s aid.

“Oh, I’'m just the same fool, that I’ve always been,” he
cried out at last, throwing himself into a chair, and lighting
another cigarette. “Wine, woman and drugs have always
been my foes, have always prevented me from achieving suc-
cess. With Caillaux and Malvy I should make millions out of
this coming revolution. German money is all right, but it’s
dangerous and uncertain. What we want is a great coup
d’ état, in which we can throw out the financiers who now
rule France, and take their places.

“But I must get that Lipscher story for Caillaux. Lip-
scher knew all about Calmette’s contract with the Hungarian
government, a contract which Caillaux wanted to exploit to
the fullest degree possible to show that Calmette, being tied
up with Hungary, could not accuse Caillaux of complicity
with Germany.

“Then I should have had two other reporters assigned to
follow Lipscher and the Duverger woman after the trial.
Lipscher must get back to Berlin before France mobilizes,
while Mme. Thérese stays behind to keep him posted. If so
she may get to drinking again, and tell all she knows to some
handsome French captain, who will tip off the military au-
thorities. Then my influence with Malvy and the Ministry
of the Interior fails; and all our plans of keeping up com-
munication with Berlin through Lipscher will collapse.

“Ugh, this cigarette is weak as water.”

So saying he threw the smoking butt into a half drained
wine glass, stripped off his coat, and turned up his sleeve to
the shoulder. From an inside pocket he took a little black
bottle and a needle syringe. A minute later he had driven
the morphine into his veins, and sank back into his chair
with folded arms.

The viclous frown which had contracted his features began
to fade away. A strange smile overspread his face. His
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eyes became lighted, as by an unseen torch. From his chair
he rose as lightly as a feather, wafted upward by a puff of
wind.

“Now, I’'m master of myself at last,” he exclaimed, stretch-
ing out his arms to feel the bouyant strength, with which
they suddenly seemed to be endowed. “Now I can wade
through the files and make up a report to Caillaux on all the
articles we have printed since he first began pushing his plan
for a reapproachment with Germany and a rupture with
England.

“Caillaux gave me 40,000 francs on July 17, three days
before the trial of his wife began. I am going to prove that
he should give me still more for this earlier work, Well,
let’s see.”

Shoving aside the dishes and bottles, Almereyda threw a
file of the Bonnet Rouge on the table, and began making
notes. The paper had been founded in 1918, and soon after-
ward the articles began to appear, which were intended to
make France forget Germany’s military designs, and by
advocating a two year instead of a three year military serv-
ice weaken her powers of defense.

Most of them bore the title:

“Le rapprochement franco-allemand.” (The Franco-
German reapproachment.)

Among other editorials he found this special announce-
ment, and his eyes glistened as he read it again, with all the
Jjoy of an author who at last sees his thoughts in print.

“The economic interests of France and Germany are more
and more closely allied. It has been proved that the idea of
revenge (arising from the Franco-Prussian war) has been
abandoned by all the French people, including the inhabitants
of Alsace and Lorraine, as a monstrosity.

“We have the Entente with England, and, nevertheless,
only a dozen years ago, England was for the French the
hereditary enemy, the perfidious Albion, '
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“Remember Fachoda, which was for us a far graver injury
than Agadir.

“Why then not forget what has happened between us and
the Germans?

“The next Chamber of Deputies should have a majority
favorable to a reapproachment with Germany. Republicans,
who cherish the ambition of beholding France a great repub-
lic, merchants who prefer to see the result of their labors
secure against danger or disaster, yes, all you electors, who
are all powerful because of the ballot, should force your can-
didates to show where they stand on this question, and only
vote for those who will bind themselves to work for the real-
ization of this great plan, this great public good.”

Further on he came across the reprint of a speech he made
on May 11, 1907, at an anti-militaristic meeting at Rheims
upon the subject, “Patrie and Caserne.” (Country and
Barracks.) He read as follows:

“At the present moment, our propaganda should be illus-
trated by very serious acts. In case of war the proletariat
should not be satisfied by saying:

““We will not move.’

“The people must do more than that. They must cause
a disturbance. The women, the children, the old men must
go to the railroad stations and prevent the conscripts from
leaving and advise the reservists not to join the colors.

“Each fellow countryman should be non-patriotic. It
should not make any difference to him, whether he is a Ger-
man or a Frenchman.”

Almereyda was still reading, when Jean returned. I
couldn’t get the Havas cablegrams from New York,” he said
quietly. “My friend in the office of Le Petit Parisien said
that he would be assassinated if he were known to be of any
aid to the Bonnet Rouge. But I think I got what you want.
It was cabled by another news service.

The editor in chief snatched the proof, which Jean took
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from his pocket, and the moment his eyes fell upon it, he
cried out in a transport of joy:

“Magnificent work, Jean. The newspapers of New York
found Karolyi there, and interviewed him. He completely
corroborates Caillaux.”

Looking still closer at the slip of paper, Almereyda read:

“The New York Times of July 28, prints the following
interview with Count Karolyi, leader of the Hungarian Radi-
cals:

‘“The letters which I turned over to counsel for Mme.
Caillaux indicated that they were part of prior communica-
tions and indicated clearly that Calmette had agreed for a
certain consideration to support the Hungarian government,
ignoring grafting scandals or applying “whitewash” to any
exposures that could not be prevented.

“<“The letters show that an agreement was made between
Calmette and the representative of the Hungarian govern-
ment with the cognizance of Secretary of State Jeszenfsky,
whereby he was to write favorable articles in support of the
policy of the Hungarian government, although that policy
was directly opposed to that of his own government, France;
and was also in opposition to the friendship existing between
Hungary and France. Calmette did this work, for the
favorable articles were brought to my attention, as early as
a year ago.

“‘Finally it was shown in the letter of Calmette, that he
protested against some of the demands made upon him by
the bribers, for he intimated that certain things the grafters
wanted inserted in the Figaro were too strong even for its
editor, when he was receiving pay for it. So he refused to
comply with some specific things demanded of him.’

“Count Karolyi also said that Hungary must stand with
Austria in the present war crisis, as the quarrel between
them was only economic. The Count said that Caillaux



THE ENEMY. WITHIN 31

was his friend and that he had given the letters to Caillaux in
Paris while on his way to the United States.”

Almereyda looked a little further, and then read:

“The New York Sun of July 28 also prints an interview
with Count Karolyi, in which he said:

¢ “There were two letters, one from Calmette to the Hun-
garian government and the other from that government to
him. They passed through the hands of a third party.””

Almereyda embraced the cablegram, as if it were a dancing
partner, and walzed around the room amid the litter of wine
bottles, broken dishes, and cigarette stubs.

“Now, Jean,” he said at last, catching himself just as he
was falling to the floor from dizziness. “One more thing for
you, and then you can take a rest. Go to the Hotel Ter-
minus and see if Lipscher is registered there. If so, call
me up here immediately. Lipscher was the third party, men-
tioned by Count Karolyi. We must get his complete story
of this whole affair before he leaves France. Caillaux of
course knows it and he will want us to use every detail. If
necessary, spend money, but get the story. If you find him
taking an early train, jump aboard also. Stick till you get
everything.”

Jean looked faltering at his master.

“Oh, yes, I know what’s on your mind,” laughed Alme-
reyda, making a feint to hit the reporter with his fist. “You
want to go home to your doll faced wife. Didn’t I tell you,
a newspaper man had no business to have a wife. Here.
Here’s money for your hotel bill and car fare. And don’t
come back till you get the Lipscher story.”

The pacifism of Jean’s nature was at the breaking point.
He was about to remonstrate, when Almereyda reached out
his hand and said more quietly.

“I wish I were as good as you, my boy. You don’t know
what the world is. You believe in peace for the sake of
peace. You don’t know that practically everything in life
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has a false front, that life is one long fight to tear the mask
off the other man’s face, and still keep one on your own.

“You’ll change. I was like you myself, before . . .,
but here he stopped himself. Even the morphine did not
throw him completely off his guard. Almereyda saw for a
moment the prison cell which had changed his life, but he
waved the memory aside and again assuming a harder aspect,
said:

“Hurry up, Jean. You have the money you need. Ring
me up as soon as you get to the Hotel Terminus, and tell me
if Lipscher is there.”

Jean bowed his head, and went.

Throwing open the door of another room, Almereyda
seated himself on a couch and began to undress. He took
from around his neck a red ribbon from which hung a black
cross. Placing it under his pillow he stretched out, and was
dead asleep when the telephone rang at the head of his bed.

Almereyda reached one arm out of bed, and taking off the
receiving and transmitting piece, listened.

“Left an hour ago, did he? All right, chase him. And if
you don’t get that story, remember, I’ll kill you.”

Without waiting for an answer, the Apache editor in chief
turned over, and fell asleep again,
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CHAPTER III
CarLravx Wourp BE ANoTHER LENINE

Awaited German Armies in Paris—Planned Coup d’ Etat
and Dictatorship—In Private Life But Still Powerful—
Controlled State Affairs through Malvy

It was 8 a. m., when Jean reached the Hotel Terminus
opposite the great St. Lazare railroad station. He found
only one clue. Lipscher and a woman had left the hotel be-
tween one and two o’clock in a taxi cab after giving instruc-
tions that a small, brown, leather trunk should be held at
the hotel until further instructions. Accordingly, there was
nothing else to do but watch the trunk. The porter who saw
them get into the taxi cab had gone home. If he went after
the porter, Jean thought, he might lose the trunk.

After calling Marie on the telephone and explaining the
situation despite such interruptions, as, “Oh, that’s awful!”
“Why do you work so hard?” “Can’t they let you come
home,” he slumped into a chair in the lobby and tried to
rest. He did not dare sleep. The warning of his master still
rang in his ears. Furthermore, he had the true instinct of
a reporter, that, if once he left the trail, he would not find it
again.

Other thoughts beside Lipscher also worried him. As he
had come through the Rue St. Lazare, he had seen several
detachments of soldiers standing within the shadows of the
station. Now and then a troop of artillery could be heard
rattling over the pavement of the Boulevard Haussmann a
few blocks away. Mounted police patrolled the streets. The

33
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very atmosphere seemed charged with some terrific force,
struggling to burst forth, like lightning from a thunder
cloud.

As he approached nearer the soldiers, he recognized two
men whom he had seen in the offices of the Bonnet Rouge, dis-
tributing circulars. Some of the troops threw them into the
gutter at first glance. Others read them intently, and then
carefully folded and tucked them away. One of the pamph-
lets, which the wind swept down the street, he picked up. It
was no other than Almereyda’s 1907 anti-militaristic har-
angue at Rheims. Some of the sentences were printed in
larger and blacker type, as for example:

“THE PEOPLE MUST DO MORE THAN THAT. 'THEY MUST
CAUSE A DISTURBANCE. THE WOMEN, THE CHILDREN, THE OLD
MEN MUST GO TO THE RAILROAD STATIONS AND PREVENT THE
CONSCRIPTS FROM LEAVING AND ADVISE THE RESERVISTS NOT
TO JOIN THE COLORS.”

One of the extras, which he bought from a newspaper
woman, who still kept open her kiosk despite the fact that it
was long past midnight, contained these alarming headlines:

“Austria Declares War at Germany’s Bidding.”

“Russia Threatens to Send Army to Aid Servia.”

“Austria’s Belligerent Move Resulted From Germany’s
Rejection of Lord Grey’s Plan for a Conference of Ambas-
sadors at London.”

“France Will Not Mobilize Until Every Effort to Prevent
a General European War Has Been Exhausted. French
Soldiers to Guard Against Socialistic Outbreaks.”

Further on in another column Jean found this article:

“A delegation of Unified Socjalists visited M. Bienvenu
Martin, Acting Minister of Foreign Affairs, and asked him
about his interview with Baron von Schoen, the German Am-
bassador, who has been saying right along that Germany was
willing to mediate,
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“The Socialistic committee had gone to M. Bienvenu
Martin, because of a meeting of fifty Unified Socialist depu-
ties earlier in the day. It presented to the Acting Minister
of Foreign Affairs the resolution adopted by the deputies,
that intervention by Russia would only extend the evil and
make German imperialism more aggressive. The resolution
concluded:

‘ ‘France should not become involved in such a formidable
conflict because of secret treaties.””

As Jean sat in the lobby pondering over the startling de-
velopments of the last twenty-four hours, he said to himself.

“If we are dragged into this war, I must go to the front.
What then will poor Marie do? She is soon to be a mother.
She cannot go out to work. She has no money. I am over
my head in debt for the furniture for the flat. She’ll be
thrown into the streets. She’ll starve. She’ll die.”

So saturated had Jean become with all the insidious propa-
ganda of pacifism, with which the Germans had been flooding
France for many years before the war, using not only their
paid agents but a vast number of socialists and dreamers,
like Jean, who never for an instant realized they were really
working for the eremy; that in that crucial hour he was
thinking not of his native land, not of France and all her
glorious traditions; but of his own little life. He had for-
gotten that he owed everything to his country and those
who had fought and died for it in the heroic past. He did
not realize that idealistic pacifism is nothing more than
idealistic selfishness.

The day dawned, and Jean still waited.

Meanwhile, the enemy within, the vast, sinister power of
Prussian intrigue in all the circles of French life was labor-
ing unceasingly to weaken and undermime the republic.
Anarchists, socialists, pacifists were arranging meetings,
distributing pamphlets, filling their newspapers with frenzied
appeals to keep France out of the war,
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Caillaux was in constant touch with the head of his formid-
able Radical Socialist party, which held the balance of power
in the Chamber of Deputies, and threatened to overthrow any
Premier, who happened to provoke its antagonism.

Although Caillaux was out of the cabinet, Malvy remained
Minister of the Interior, and through Malvy Caillaux was
able to learn the inmost secrets of the government.

The news which Paris saw on the bulletin boards of July
29 still further increased the feeling of dire apprehension,
that some great and fearful tragedy was about to engulf
the nation. The crowds on the Boulevard Poissonniére, at
the corner of Rue du Faubourg Poissonniére, where the
offices of Le Matin are located, almost broke into a riot,
when some socialists began to cry, “4 Bas la Guerre,”
“Vive Caillaux.” Meantime, these bulletins were posted:

“Austrian Gun BoatsBombard Belgrade.”

“Germany Warns Russia to Halt Army, Yet Prepares for
War Herself.”

Along the Avenue des Champs Elysées still greater multi-
tudes assembled to welcome the homecoming of President
Poincaré from Russia. This vast thoroughfare, the broad-
est and most stately of all the great boulevards of Paris,
with the vast, looming bulk of the Arc de Triomphe at one
end and the obelisk of the Place de la Concorde at the other,
seemed to all who gathered there like an arena where some
fearful tragedy was soon to be enacted.

At last President Poincaré was seen, bowing to this side
and that. His face wore a strange, tense look, which at first
filled the crowd with alarm, but which, as soon as he smiled,
drove the populace into a frenzy of patriotic fervor, a tem-
pest of handclappings, cheers, and cries:

“Vive la France.”

“Vive la République.”

“Vive le Président.”

Escorting President Poincaré marched thousands of eager
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faced youth, who wore the insignia of the League of Patri-
ots, organized by a man, who later was to play an extremely
important part in sending various members of the “Great
Conspiracy” to traitors’ graves. This man was Maurice
Barrés. Even before the war he was constantly at work
both in and out of the Chamber of Deputies, combatting the
pestilential forces of Prussian pacifism.

The day passed. Jean was still waiting at the Hotel Ter-
minus, when suddenly he was called to the telephone. The
voice was that of Almereyda.

“Drop the assignment,” it said. “Forget it. Report
here at 6 p. m.

“But my wife,” cried Jean, before he could catch himself.

“Ha, ha. Weil, put her in a bag and drop her into the
Seine,” laughed Almereyda. “Remember, 6 o’clock.”

Jean reported at 6 o’clock, and all that night toiled away
over his typewriter, assembling material for another great
attack against the “militarists” and “imperialists” of
France.

At the same time that his faithful followers were crying in
the streets, “Down with the war,” “We must have peace,”
Caillaux was laying his plans for a great coup d’ état, by
which he hoped to be the head of a new and socialistic
France. He expected to rally beneath his standard not
only the Radical Socialists, the members of his own party,
including even those of more moderate leanings, but also the
most extreme and violent exponents of out and out anarchy.

As a result of the election of May 10, 1914, the 602
deputies elected for four years, were divided into the follow-
ing factions:

Radical Socialists, (Caillaux’s party) ...... 136
United Socialists, (Led by Jaurés) ........ 102
Independent Socialists .........c.0c0uvenn 30

Independent Radicals and Republicans of the
LT 7] e PRSI A R i o un . EOR
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iDemocraticy Alliantee S M Sl SR G 100
Progressives and Federated Republicans.... 54
Nationadl sEibheralsesps Sn s BT 3 S A T 34

Right, composed of Royalists and extreme
(Cons eV IS iy iR et ooy, o Eo, e 26
Independeriba 7 M Rt S I e b et 18
602

The extreme socialist party, with Jaurés at his head,
gained 27 seats. Its opposition to the three year term of
military service was uncompromising. Like Caillaux’s follow-
ers, the United Socialists favored less powerful armaments.

The Three Years’ Military Service Law was passed by
the Chamber on July 19, 1913, by 858 votes against 204.
It repealed the Two Year Law of 1905. Had Caillaux and
Jaurés been successful in their fight against a three year
service army, in the elections of May 10, 1914, the military
system of France would have been upset and completely
demoralized at the very moment that Germany was prepar-
ing to strike.

To understand how blind, or worse than blind these social-
ists were, one need only read the following utterance of
Jaurés, written just before the war:

“The question of military organization has been the cen-
ter of the greatest political and social battle that has con-
vulsed the French democracy for many years. Early in
1918, the government of M. Barthou, taking up a policy an-
nounced by the short lived Briand ministry called upon
Parliament to repeal the Two Years’ Service Law of 1905
and again to impose upon the citizens the obligation of
serving for three years in the so-called active army, the
army of the barracks. It was supported by all the forces of
conservatism and reaction, by all the parties of the Center
and the Right, also, by a notable fraction of the Radi-
cals, . . . by all who take their marching orders from the
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aggressive nationalism of M. Clemenceau, and by all those
whose hands were tied through the fact that they owed their
seats to preélection deals with reactionary elements in their
various districts.” (Metropolitan Magazine, Sept., 1914.)

Little did Jaurés dream, when he wrote those words, that
the day would finally come, when the “aggressive nationalism
of M. Clemenceau” would save the France, which the Jaurés
and Caillaux socialists did all in their power to weaken.

Although out of the Cabinet, Caillaux was still a Deputy.
His faithful constituents in the Department of the Sarthe
reélected him in spite of the murder of Calmette and all the
stories of his secret alliances with the traditional enemy of
France beyond the Rhine. Caillaux still hoped, therefore,
that, by alliance with the Jaurés socialists and other factions
in the Chamber, he could again dominate France.

In the rank and file of his party he thought he still held
the support of that army of small farmers and trades people,
who had come to believe that the highly centralized and
bureaucratic government of France was controlled by an
oligrachy of Paris financiers, and was as despotic, as full of
favoritism, wire pulling, intrigue and corruption, as the old
time courts of crowned and sceptered royalty..

These members of the Radical Socialist party had long
looked to Caillaux and their other representatives in the
Chamber of Deputies to protect them against oppression,
against taxes they believed unfair, against a militarism which
German propaganda had made them think unnecessarily
burdensome, against petty bureaucratic abuses and scandals,
where big interests triumphed over small.

A considerable part of Caillaux’s old following was also
made up of café proprietors and liquor people, who sought
his championship against the constantly growing sentiment
inimical to strong drink, against the movement which had
already put an end to the public sale of absinth, and
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which also demanded the prohibition of all kinds of alcoholic
beverages, except light wines and beers.

Added to all these, there was also a powerful contingent
of office holders, who had first been led to the public trough
by Caillaux, and thought they could keep their snouts in
the national treasury, as long as Caillaux and his man,
Malvy, had a dominating voice in the government. Many
of these sycophants had even received their money direct
from Caillaux, money which was called “campaign funds,”
and which was thankfully accepted without further inquiry.

For many years Caillaux had been building his house.
Since 1863, the year of his birth, he had always lived in a
political atmosphere. He had studied French statecraft
with grammar and algebra. Wise far beyond his years he
was always interested most in the financial side of French
politics. From the very beginning he sought to fit himself
for the profession of making politics pay.

His father was a bourgeois banker and man of wealth.
The elder Caillaux had held political office, and although of
exclusive tastes and royalist tendences, he supported the
young republic. The younger Caillaux was by nature much
more of a royalist than his father, but he saw that the days
of the throne and ermine, of absolutism in its outward and
traditional forms, had passed away and in its place had
come the absolutism of wealth.

A plutocrat of plutocrats, Caillaux became a socialist of
socialists. Secretly connected with the greatest financiers
of France and Germany, he publicly appeared as the friend
of the poor and the down trodden. Living in palatial style,
the host at extravagantly sumptuous dinners, to which he
invited the most exclusive of aristocracy, he also was to be
found in the ill-smelling corridors of the headquarters of the
Radical Socialists, the “Salons de Valois,” as the sign read
over the door. But always he kept on his gloves. Always he
walked so fast that the herd never had a chance to clasp
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even his gloved hand. Nevertheless, he was popular.
Gloves or no gloves, his fingers always dispensed money.

Down in the Department of the Sarthe, which Caillaux
represented in the Chamber of Deputies as soon as he begun
his political eareer, his power was absolute. He saw to it
that his constituency obtained all the favors within reach;
that new roads and new bridges were built, and old roads and
old bridges repaired; that handsome public buildings were
erected, even though more expensive and more ornate than
occasion demanded; that badges and medals were forthcom-
ing for all who wanted them, that the wives and the
children were remembered in many pretty ways; that, in
brief, the Department of the Sarthe got as much out of the
national strong box as Caillaux could possible extract.

Thus it happened, that even despite all the scandals with
which his later life was clouded, the Department of the
Sarthe kept him in the Chamber of Deputies. At Mamers,
his country home, his constituents refused to believe the
ugly stories some newspapers printed about him. There
were a few, even, who never, never would be convinced that
Mme. Caillaux killed Calmette.

“It was all a lie, the work of political enemies. Calmette
simply went into hiding,” they insisted.

Caillaux’s fortune dated back to his first years in the
Chamber, and it seemed to grow by leaps and bounds ever
since that time, At the trial of his wife, he asserted that he
had inherited 1,200,000 francs, and that his wealth had
never increased. There are others who say that at the height
of his power, Caillaux’s riches were ten to twenty times
greater than his own estimate.

Caillaux’s rise had been continuous. He was first an
inspector of finances, and later under the Premiership of
Waldeck-Rousseau, he became Minister of Finance. From
that time on Caillaux tried to keep his hands on the money
of France. He continued to be Minister of Finance under
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other Premiers and he kept this portfolio during his own
Premiership. At one time, according to Calmette and the
Figaro, he juggled the income tax question in such fashion
as to cause tremendous fluctuations in rentes on the Paris
Bourse, as the result of which his friends are said to have
reaped millions.

Upon such a foundation, Caillaux hoped finally to become
the master of France. He schemed to let German aggres-
sion overthrow everything else and lift him to the supreme
heights of his imperial ambition.

Papers in a safe deposit box, which Caillaux rented in the
Banca Italiana di Sconto, in Florence, Italy, and seized by
the Italian police years afterward, now make it possible to
reveal his plans of a great coup d’ état in considerable detail.

First of all, the socialists in the army were to mutiny and
demand that Caillaux become First Consul. On assuming
this office, he intended to throw aside old time conventions
and order the arrest of all antagonistic to his rule. Among
the names of those doomed to immediate imprisonment were
found those of President Poincaré, and the two former
Premiers, Clemenceau and Briand.

To accomplish the destruction of Poincaré and Clemen-
ceau, Caillaux had obtained various documents from the
Sdreté Générale, or secret service bureau of the Depart-
ment of the Interior, of which his henchman, Malvy, had
charge. Such documents are known in France as the “pink
papers.” They include the confidential reports of detectives
assigned to special investigations, the reports of police con-
cerning the movements of suspects, and all other information
from every source to uncover crime or unmask the wiles of
intrigue and corruption. '

Among the “pink papers” may also be found all manner
of correspondence, as for example anonymous complaints
against public officials from enemies who wish to attack them
in this secret and insidious way.
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The “pink papers” relating to President Poincaré, accord-
ing to La Vérité, a socialistic organ, which defended Cail-
laux, gave alleged details of an agreement, by which the
President’s civil marriage would be consecrated, if in return
he would work for the re-establishment of relations be-
tween France and the Vatican. There were negotiations,
La Vérité asserbed, in which M. Klotz, Stephen Pinchon and
ex-Ambassador Tittoni used a cipher, the key of which was
lost by the Ministry of the Interior. President Poincaré
and all the other men mentioned in this affair have stamped
this story as false.

Against Clemenceau Caillaux was said to have gathered to-
gether various charges which relate to Clemenceau’s visit to
London during the Waldeck-Rousseau ministry. Clemen-
ceau was to be painted by Caillaux, as the servant of Eng-
land, the man who planned to make France, a British vassal.
The attack against Clemenceau was to harmonize completely
with the anti-British, pro-German policy which Caillaux had
been fostering in every possible way in France long before
the war.

In the Cabinet, which Caillaux planned, Malvy was to en-
joy still greater power. The Prefecture of Police, vitally
important in suppressing counter revolution, was to be
given to M. Cecaldi, one of Caillaux’s counsel at the Cal-
mette murder trial. A number of Generals, which had par-
ticularly distinguished themselves, were to be side-tracked,
and Gen. Sarrail was to be put in complete charge of the
army.

Why General Sarrail?. When the war became blackest
for the Allies, was not General Sarrail suddenly removed
from command of the French Army in Macedonia? To
answer these questions, it will be necessary in a later chapter
to consider the charges made by Léon Daudet, editor of the
royalist paper, L’ Action Frangaise, that certain vitally im-
portant documents, abstracted frem Gen. Sarrail’s head-
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quarters, found their way into the hands of a Caillaux
editor, from whom they were said to’have travelled to a
Mannheim banker, stationed in Switzerland, and thence to
the Kaiser.

In his dream of empire Caillaux planned to curtail the
power of Senate and Chamber of Deputies, by compelling
them to enact a measure making him a virtual dictator.

On July 80, the day after President Poincarés return
from Russia, Caillaux and Malvy were still more frequently
in consultation. It was on this day also that Malvy issued
a statement, which at the time seemed harmless, but which
in the light of later events assumed a tragic significance.

There had been a meeting of the Cabinet, at which Presi-
dent Poincaré presented the Russian situation in much de-
tail. Reports were also read which indicated that Germany
was moving heaven and earth in her preparations for strik-
ing not only Russia but France. The meeting was in secret,
and each one present was pledged to preserve secrecy.
Nevertheless, immediately afterward, Minister of the Interior
Malvy permitted himself to be quoted as follows:

“We have received news from Germany for which we did
not dare to hope, The situation is now better than has
generally been supposed. It is possible to foresee a moment
when negociations may enter upon a way leading to a favor-
able solution of the whole matter.”

The next day, July 81, the news bulletins became still
more alarming. While Jean was still toiling over his type-
writer in the Bonnet Rouge office, Almereyda entered with
an extra on which were blazoned these ominious headlines:

“Germany in State of War.”

“British Fleet Off for North Sea.”

“Russia Calls Out Reserves.”

“Panic in United States. New York Stock Exchange
Closes.”
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The Apache editor in chief threw the paper on the floor
and stamping on it, exclaimed:

“Let the war come. It will be a great knife, which will
cut out the old, dead wood in France, and help us build this
nation anew. We will have a great socialistic state, and the
friends of Caillaux will be supreme.”

“How about the arrest of all those in Carnet B?” asked a
shaggy headed youth, who was trying to puff a cigarette, so
short that it fairly burned his fingers. ‘“Does the gang go
to jail?”

“Nobody goes to jail,” laughed Almereyda. I have seen
Malvy about that.”

As his Apache visitor left the room, Almereyda took out
of his desk a paper, from which he poured a little white
powder upon a thumbnail, and sniffed it like snuff. It was
his regular afternoon potion of cocaine. Jean could not
help but see it all, and shuddered. There was something so
diabolical, so supernaturally evil about the man. Almereyda
caught Jean’s almost frightened glance, and called him to
his desk with unusual gruffness.

“Forget that Lipscher affair,” he muttered. ‘“Don’t
ever speak to anyone about either Lipscher, or the woman,

That’s all, Go,”



CHAPTER 1V.
Marvy, CaBiNer MINISTER, FRIEND oF FoE

The Dummy of Caillaux—His Socialistic and Labor Follow-
ing—His Friendship for Almereyda and the Bonnet Rouge
Gang—His Private Life—A Gambler—Caillauz protected
by Bernstorff

Within the next few hours France was plunged deep in the
conflict. On August 1, 1914, Germany declared war on
Russia. She had already begun her attack on France.
Throughout all the highways and byways, on land and sea,
the armed forces of the Republic were mobilizing, The
drum beat and the strains of the Marseillaise were heard on
every side. All the traditional heroism of the French na-
tion—the same spirit that marched to victory beneath the
imperial colors of Napoleon—that had also emerged tri-
umphant from the throes of revolution—burst forth now in
all its old time glory.

The patriotism of the French people was aroused to such
a fury, that the anarchists and pacifists seemed overawed.
Their plans for an “anti imperialistic” revolt were for the
time abandoned. German agents, spies, communists, and all
the rest of this same ilk, were indiscriminately swallowed up
in the great military machine, which had sprung up over
night.

The assassination of Jaur®s, the great Unified Socialist
leader alarmed not only his party followers, but also many
other anti militarists with the fear of a like fate. On the
night of July 81, he was dining with several members of
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the staff of L’ Humanité, of which he was editor, in the
Croissant, a famous restaurant near the Bourse. The party
sat at a table near an open window facing the Rue Mont-
martre, Suddenly, a hand holding a revolver was thrust in
through the window from the street and, before anyone could
seize the gun, it fired two bullets into the back of the social-
ist leader’s head. Without hardly more than a moan Jaures
fell forward upon the table. He died within a few minutes.

The assassin was Raoul Villain, a clerk of the civil court at
Rheims. From his actions and utterances, he was thought
to be demented. His mother for twenty years had been an
inmate of an insane asylum.

“I killed Jaures, because he betrayed the country in lead-
ing the campaign against the three year military law,” he
said. ‘I believe one must punish traitors, and if I can give
my life to such a cause, I shall feel my duty has been accom-
plished. I do not belong to any revolutionary or reactionary
league. To kill Jaurés was my own idea.”

For a time, it was feared that the Socialists in a revulsion
of feeling might precipitate a governmenta) cdrisis, but
Premier Viviani warded off the storm by taking immediate
precautions. In a statement, which he issued the same night,
he said:

“A most abominable crime has been committed. M. Jaurés
was a statesman and orator who gave distinction to the
Chamber of Deputies. He has been assassinated in the most
cowardly way, and personally and on behalf of my Colleagues
I bow before the tomb so suddenly opened for this Socialist
Republican, who struggled for such noble causes and who in
trying times patriotically sustained the authority of the
Government in the interest of peace.”

In this hour only words of praise for the dead socialist
were heard. It was realized, even by his most bitter critics,
that his pacifism was that of an idealist, even though it had
played into the hands of the foes of France.
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When Caillaux heard of the death of Jaurés, he took even
greater precautions to guard himself against similar attack.
The servants in his house were instructed to keep constant
watch, lest a stranger work his way in under cover of some
specious pretext, and try to assassinate the master. Cail-
laux was thought by many to have left Paris for his country
place at Mamers.

Malvy, Caillaux’s dummy in the Ministry of the Interior,
found it necessary therefore to assume outwardly at least
the responsibilities and duties of his chief. At the same time
that Caillaux hid himself more and more from public view.
Malvy became more and more active in the open. Malvy
tried to hold together, as best he could, the demoralized
forces of the Caillaux faction. He kept in constant touch
with Almereyda, the chieftain of the Caillaux’s body guard,
and many others who were secretly spreading the pestilence
of hatred and falsehood, of pacifism and defeatism, and who
were ever ready to join in a socialistic revolution, that would
make Caillaux the ruler of France.

The Ministry of the Interior is almost within stone’s throw
of the Elysée Palace, where lives the President of France.
It is a irregularly shaped building with one wing facing on
the Rue des Saussaies and another on the Rue Cambacérés.

From the corner windows of the President’s palace, look-
ing out on the Rue du Faubourg Saint Honoré, one can al-
most see down the Rue Combacérés and recognize the visitors
at the Ministry of the Interior, that go and come by this
route.

Here President Poincaré, had he known at that time all
the plottings of the enemies of France within her own bord-
ers, could have seen Almereyda on the day, when all France
was arming for the war, hurrying through the crowd, and
at last disappearing behind the portals of the neighboring
building, where Malvy, the Caillaux viceroy, ruled supreme.

The doorkeeper, the sentries, all the petty officials that
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lie between the outside sidewalk and the deeply recessed cham-
ber, in which the Minister kept himself in stately seclusion,
knew Almereyda, and let him pass by with a bow of welcome.
They saw only his smartly tailored clothes, his quick, eager
stride, his searching eyes, and shaggy hair. They had come
to understand, that he was a particular friend of their
chief, and to their minds that qualification furnished all the
necessary credentials. They noticed that he was never kept
waiting in the outside office, that he came and went at all
hours, and sometimes carried to and fro under his arm, what
appeared to be the documents of the office, as if they were
his own.

The interview between Malvy and Almereyda at this time
determined the fate of more than 2,500 anarchists and anti
militarists, whose names were listed in the Carnet B.

The conversation behind the closed doors of Malvy’s inner
office can now be reproduced from documents in the pos-
session of the present French government.

“I understand that Clemenceau and some others want the
Carnet B crowd sent to prison,” said Almereyda.

“Yes, I am being urged to carry out the old law,” replied
Malvy. “So far, I have taken no action.”

“You must arrest no one. You must issue an order to
that effect at once.”

And Malvy issued the order.

In Carnet B was Almereyda’s own name, and marked
against it was his long criminal record. There too were the
names of all of Caillaux’s Corsican Guard, of Sébastien
Faure, and over two thousand more plotters against France.
All were permitted to go free, and in the army, the navy,
in the trenches, among the reserves, or in various spheres of
civil life, they were still able to work for the triumph of the
foe.

During the next ten days, the German guns began pound-
ing to pieces the fortresses of Liége, and the Kaiser was
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massing still greater armies for the thrust through Belgium
into France. Every hour the situation in Paris became more
critical. The French armies were being stationed in the
most strategic places to meet the enemy’s advance, which, if
it could not be checked, would permit the Huns to beseige
Paris. At this time any information transmitted to the Ger-
mans concerning the plans of the French military leaders,
might permit the enemy to triumph at the very onset.

The military police, accordingly, became most active.
They tried to round up all who might be suspected as spies
or as interfering in any way with military operations. They
picked up not a few of the criminals, which Malvy’s civil
police had allowed to go free.

Almereyda made another hurried visit to Malvy’s inner
office. He protested. He insisted that the men who had
been thrown into prison were innocent, that such arrests
were in violation of the promises which Malvy had made
when the war began. '

“They are my friends, I will vouch for them,” said Alme-
reyda.

The appeal of the King of the Apaches met with instant
approbation at the Ministry of the Interior. A note was
dictated, bearing date of August 10, 1914, accompanying a
- list of names which Almereyda had submitted to Malvy
and transmitted to M. Laurent, Prefect of Police, which
read:

“It would be desirable that the persons who figure in this
list and for whom M. Almereyda, who is trustworthy, can
answer, be set free as soon as possible.”

And at once the gang was liberated.

During all this time Malvy and Caillaux were in constant
communication. Ever since he took an important part in
politics, Malvy had never been more than Caillaux’s tool.
He was the type of man, who believes that success results
easiest from following another who possesses greater power,
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and, if possible, some day succeeding to that power. In the
ward politics of Tammany Hall he would be popularly known
as an ‘“organization man.”” He was younger than Caillaux,
more modest, but just as ambitious.

Caillaux found early that Malvy could be trusted in the
various coups, which Caillaux executed with such dexterity
as to mystify the outside public completely. Malvy was per-
mitted to know how the trick was done. Malvy was a good
wirepuller, a good fixer. He could be commissioned by
Caillaux to this or that confidential mission, and his master
felt assured that all the details would be carefully at-
tended to.

Malvy also spared Caillaux the task of shaking hands with
the common herd, a task which Caillaux abhorred. Malvy
met the “boys” in the headquarters of the Radical Social-
ists, brought them Caillaux’s messages and Caillaux’s francs.

If Malvy made any money out of politics, he apparently
did not keep it. He confessed freely to all his friends, that
he loved the card table and the roulette wheel altogether too
much. Many times, when he came in the morning to his
office, pale and haggard, and hardly more than looked at his
mail before hurrying away to déjeuner and an afternoon
sleep, he would casually explain that he had been gambling
all night long, and had lost.

In the street Malvy always sought the opportunity.of
greeting friends. At times when Caillaux would ride past
his constituents behind the drawn curtains of his limousine,
with a body guard of Almereyda’s Apaches before and be-
hind, Malvy would stroll along the sidewalk, bowing and
smiling to all who recognized him and returned his words of
greeting.

Malvy, like Caillaux, had behind him the powerful follow-
ing of the Radical Socialists. He had also the sympathy of
the Unified Socialists, who represented the labor unions, the
working men, and the anti capitalists.
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As Minister of the Interior, Malvy controlled the police
machinery throughout France. The prefects of police were
his subordinates. 'The Sireté Générale, or secret service
bureau, which contains most of the skeletons from the closets
of everybody, who builds houses with secret closets, was also
under his immediate control. Its director was also a sub-
ordinate of the Minister of the Interior.

Having all this power in his hands, Malvy was able to
exert a tremendous influence in elections, and there were
many scores of Deputies who felt they owed him more than
a vote of thanks. So popular had he become among the lead-
ers of his own party, that they demanded his retention in the
Cabinet, no matter who might be the Premier. He, there-
fore, served, as Minister of the Interior, in the war Cabinet
of Viviani, the coalition Cabinet of Briund, and the cen-
tralized Cabinet of Ribot. He did not fall until Clemenceau,
braver than any of his predecessors, tore the mask from his
face.

Meantime, the tide of war was rolling ever nearer Paris.
On August 20 the Germans had crashed through the first
defenses of Belgium, forcing the Belgian line to fall back
on Louvain. King Albert and his court, with all the state
departments and state archives, had fled from Brussels to
Antwerp. Brussels fell into the hands of the enemy and the
Germans redoubled their attacks in the drive toward Paris.

By September 5 the First German Army, pouring into
France from the north, was making every possible effort to
turn the French left. Francis A. March, in his “History of
the World War,” has described the situation in France during
this crisis, as follows:

“The First Germany Army, carrying audecity to temer-
ity, had continued its endeavor to envelop the French left,
had crossed the Grand Morin, and reached the region of
Chauffry, to the south of Rebais and of Esternay. It aimed
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then at cutting Joffre off from Paris, in order to begin the
investment of the capital.

“The Second Army had its head on the line Champaubert,
Etoges, Bergeres, and Vertus.

“The Third and Fourth Armies reached to Chilons-sur-
Marne and Bussy-le-Repos. The Fifth Army was advancing
from the Argonne as far as Triaucourt-les-Ilettes and Juive-
court. The Sixth and Seventh armies were attacking more to
the East.

“The French left army had been able to occupy the line
Sezanne, Villers-St. Georges and Courchamps. This was
precisely the disposition which the General in Chief had
wished to see achieved. On the 4th he decided to take ad-
vantage of it, and ordered all the armies to hold themselves
ready. On the evening of the 5th, he addressed to all the
commanders of armies a message ordering them to attack.

“ “The hour has come,” he wrote, ‘to advance at all costs
and to die where you stand rather than give way.’”

Then followed the First Battle of the Marne, in which
during seven days of heroic fighting, the French broke
through the advanced lines of the Germans and driving them
back in disorder, saved Paris, and recaptured half of the in-
vaded districts of northeastern France.

During these lurid days, when the fate of the French
Republic hung in the balance, Caillaux remained in Paris.
The President and Cabinet, all the departments of govern-
ment, the governmental records, and most of the men of
wealth and their families had sought refuge in Bordeaux.
For the time being the chief seaport of the Bay of Biscay
had become the capital of France.

But Caillaux remained behind. Even when the German
guns had reached Conesse, only twelve miles away from the
outskirts of Paris, Caillaux lingered. He stayed but to see
the Germans defeated, the Hun tide of invasion turned back,
the “contemptible British Army” holding the foe with uncon-
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querable heroism, the plans of a socialistic revolution aban-
doned by even the most daring of his followers, and his own
life in still greater jeopardy. Meantime, he entered the
army, as a paymaster.

On October 22, 1914, Caillaux and his wife were riding
in an open cab along the Boulevard des Capucines which:lies
between the great, columned Church of the Madeleine, and
the Opera. On either side were gathered the usual crowds,
which even in spite of the war assembled on the sidewalks in
front of the cafés and brasseries for an afternoon glass of
wine or a cup of coffee.

As they were about to turn into the Place de la Opéra,
where a half dozen boulevards and avenues converge like the
spokes of a gigantic wheel, someone recognized Caillaux, and
the news spread like wildfire. ~ Many of the spectators
did not know that Caillaux had gone into the army, until
they saw him riding past them in the full uniform of an
army paymaster. His wife wore the white armlet of the
Red Cross. Of a sudden a woman cried:

“Voila Caillaux, I’ espion Allemand.”

(There is Caillaux, the Germany spy.)

The multitude surged toward the Caillaux carriage as if
to seize its occupants and drag them through the streets.
Caillaux protested, but the crowd only become the more
furious.

“4 bas Caillauz.” “Mort pour I’ espion Allemand,” “Mort
pour le traitre” (Down with Caillaux) (Death for the Ger-
man spy) (Death for the traitor) were some of the cries which
greeted the man, who once was Premier of France.

From somewhere a volley of dirt picked up from a pile of
refuse in a back areaway fell upon Caillaux and his wife, and
amid the storm of missles a filthy, long bundle of rags, such
as are used to turn the water to right or left when flushing
the street descended into Mme. Caillaux’s lap. Caillaux’s
face turned an ashen white. Shielding his eyes with one arm,
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he lifted his wife from the carriage with the other, and
fought his way through the mob to a closed cab, which
hurried off as fast as its little, snorting motor could propel
it.

The next that Paris heard of .Caillaux was a report,
printed Oct. 80, that he was spending a fortnight in a
fortress because of a speech he had made to troops in the
trenches. The Duke de Rohan told the story in the Chamber
of Deputies, as follows:

“Caillaux this week went to Doulens, where he found re-
servists and territorials belonging to his political consti-
tuency. He said to them:

““You seem to be undergoing tremendous hardships. If
any of you would like to be transferred to a less dangerous
position, you have only to tell me. The situation is exceed-
ingly grave, for we are fighting the world alone. The
British troops are of no assistance to us.””

Finding that he could not carry on his secret negotiations
with Germany without going to some neutral country, Cail-
laux hurried his plans for a trip to South America. Finally,
on Nov. 14, 1914, Caillaux and his wife left Bordeaux on the
steamship, Perou, bound for Puerto Cabella and La Guayra
in Venezuela. There were all kinds of stories printed at the
time to explain Caillaux’s going. One was that he had gone
into enforced exile. Another explained that he intended to
go to Brazil for the purpose of obtaining Brazilian raw
materials and foodstuffs for France, that formerly were im-
ported from Germany and Austria. It was also reported
that Caillaux would inquire into the proposed reorganiza-
tion of the French South American cables and would attempt
to replace the German lines operated by way of Teneriffe,
Monrovia and Pernambuco.

Beneath all this camouflage Caillaux redoubled his efforts
to bring about his long prepared scheme of splitting the
Entente by stirring up a hatred of England among the
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French people, concluding a separate peace between France
and Germany, and bringing Italy and Spain into the war
on the side of the Central Powers. At this time Italy was
still neutral. She did not declare war against Austria until
May 23, 1915, and against Germany until Aug. 28, 1915. In
South America at this time the position of Germany was in
urgent need of such a master of intrigue, as Caillaux. None
of the countries of the New World except Canada had ever
thought of entering the war, and Germany was making
every effort to use these neutral nations to her own advan-
tage.

It had long been the hope of Berlin to create a great
Latin league, hostile to England. Accordingly all kinds of
German propaganda to inflame the Latin mind with jealousies
and hatred of Great Britain and the Anglo Saxon were scat-
tered throughout South and Central America. In Mexico these
seeds of pestilence found a peculiarly fertile soil. Germany
easily persuaded many Mexicans to believe that the United
States had all the Anglo Saxon iniquities of England, and
many more, and while Mexican bandits crossed the Rio
Grande on missions of murder and rapine German agents
in the United States tried to involve this country in a war
with Mexico, which would prevent us from furnishing the
Allies with arms and munitions.

At this time the German Embassy in Washington became
the great clearing house for all the German espionage and
intrigue in the New World. Bernstorff, under the cloak of
the Swedish diplomatic service and through other hidden
channels, kept Berlin informed of the movements of ships, the
employment and payment of German spies, the destruction
by bombs and fires of munition plants and factories engaged
in making war supplies, the many mysterious strikes
and acts of sabotage all over the United States, which
were all planned to cripple the cause of the Allies.

When Caillaux reached the Argentine, he found a very
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active and powerful German influence, not only in trade cir-
cles, but in politics. He found that it reached the very top
of the government.

In Buenos Ayres Caillaux got in touch with Count Lux-
burg, German Minister to Argentina, who will always be
remembered as having best revealed the German policy of
brutality and dissimulation in his “sunk without a trace”
cablegram.

A policy much the same as this had long been followed by
Caillaux. He had long tried to sink the French ship of
State without leaving a trace of his perfidly. In Count
Luxburg, therefore, he found a peculiarly congenial part-
ner. The two of course were never seen together. They
sought to work without leaving a trace of their joint enter-
prise. Through go-betweens and in other ways Caillaux
informed Luxburg of his ceaseless efforts to bring about a
separate peace with France and the establishment of a great
Latin combination, that would help Germany destroy Eng-
land.

One of those who carried messages back and forth between
Luxburg and Caillauz was Count James Minotto, a German
nobleman with an Italian name, a son-in-law of Louis F.
Swift, the Chicago packer, who was living in Buenos Ayres
at this time.

Minotto was caught in the United States, after he had
tried to obtain a place in the United States Naval Intelligence
Service. After a period of internment in the prison near
Fort Oglethorpe, Ga., he was brought to New York City and
examined by the Attorney General of New York State who
was acting for the French Government. Confronted by in-
controvertible evidence, whcih had already been obtained
from other sources, Minotto confessed. He said that his
mother before her marriage was Agnes Sorna, a famous Ger-
man actress. In New York City, he said, she had won
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special fame as the star of Hauptmann’s “Sunken Bell,”
produced in German at the old Irving Place Theatre.

In Argentina, Minotto told everybody that he was employ-
ed by a great New York banking institution. Under this cam-
ouflage he got into communication with Luxburg, and during
the time he was in the Argentine capital he was in confer-
ence with Luxburg nearly every day. He was also in almost
daily touch with Caillaux, and thus he came to know many
of the details of the great plot to disrupt the Entente with
a separate French peace and an anti British Latin alliance.
In these details, Minotto said, Malvy figured constantly, as
Caillaux’s chief represeutative in France, who as a Cabinet
Minister could keep Caillaux in touch with all the inner
secrets of French governmental affairs.

Investigations also revealed the fact that Minotto had been
in touch with Count von Bernstorff, the German Ambassa-
dor to the United States, through whom Luxburg sent many
of his communications to Berlin.

Before Caillaux returned to France, German raiders in the
South Atlantic had been capturing and sinking the vessels
not only of the belligerent nations, but also of neutrals. For
example, the William P. Frye, an American bark, on January
28, 1915, fell a prey to the German sea wolves. It was
generally believed that the Teutons maintained secret bases
on the South American coast where they received wireless
instructions from Berlin for their voyages of piratical ad-
venture.

Ever fearing for his life, Caillaux besought even the pro-
tection of the enemy. His appeal was granted, as shown in
the following message, which Bernstorff received in Wash-
ington by way of Havana, and on February 4, 1915, for-
warded to Berlin:

“Tol. Rio de Janeiro, telegraphs:
“‘Steamer Araguaya left Buenos Ayres Jan. 80. The
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Captain is carrying important papers. Capture very desir-
able. Caillaux is on board. In case of capture Caillaux
should, in an unobstrusive way, be treated with courtesy and
consideration. Can you inform our cruisers?

“ .BERNSTORFF.’ ”

Another message, which also reveals the terror in Cail-
laux’s mind was sent by Bernstorff to Berlin accompanying
the first cablegram. It read:

“Buenos Ayres telegraphed the following:

“‘Caillaux has left Buenos Ayres after a short stay, and
is going direct to France, evidently on account of the
(undecipherable) scandal, which he regards as a personal
attack upon himself. He speaks contemptuously of the
President and the rest of the French government, with the
exception of Briand. He sees through the policy of England
perfectly. He does not anticipate the complete overthrow
of France. He sees in the war now a struggle for existence
on the part of England.

“<Although he spoke much of the “indiscretions and
clumsy policy” of Wilhelmstrasse and professed to believe in
German atrocities, he has in essentials hardly changed his
political orientation.

“<Caillaux welcomed indirect courtesies from me, but
emphasized the extreme caution which he is obliged to show,
as the French government, he said, had him watched even
here.

“‘He warns against the excessive praise bestowed upon
him by our papers, especially the “Neue Freie Press,” and
desired on the other hand that the Mediterranean and
Morocco agreements should be adversely criticised. Our
praise injures his position in France.
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¢ ¢Caillaux’s rcception here was cool. His report about
Brazil had nothing new. On his return to France he will
begin to reside in his own constituency. He fears Paris and
the fate of Jaurés.
“‘BERNSTORFF.””



CHAPTER V
Tae Exemy WiTHIN Grows BoLpEr

Defeated in Drive to Capture Paris, Germany Spreads Pestil-
ence Behind the Lines—Almereyda and Malvy Protect
Alien Enemies—Almereyda’s Sudden Riches—His Lurid
Life

The Germans were guilty of using poison gas for the first
time in warfare, when on April 22, 1915, they poured a
flood of deadly fumes upon the Canadians at Ypres, and
then charged upon the heaps of writhing, dying men.

Before this battle of Ypres, however, Germany began
another campaign of poison, in which she tried by means of
the most insidious propaganda to kill the very soul of
France. As soon as her first, great drive against Paris
failed, she revived her old time scheme of destroying France
through treachery, of demoralizing the French with fears and
doubts, of seeking to persuade them it was folly to war
against the Teuton, of stirring up hatred against England,
of urging a separate peace and a Franco-German alliance,
as the only solution of the European problem.

In pursuance of this plan Caillaux was negotiating with
Luxburg in Buenos Ayres, and Malvy and Almereyda were
cobperating with pacifists, defeatists and anarchists in Paris,
By January, 1915, the great offensive of the enemies within
the republic was well under way.

Spies and German agents of all kinds smuggled themselves
into France by way of Switzerland and Spain. Pamphlets
urging soldiers to quit fighting and demand peace found
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their way into the trenches. Circulars and posters outlining
a Bolshevik revolution were distributed among the workers
of munition plants. Labor unions were incited to declare
strikes, that would cripple transportation or the manufac-
ture of war supplies.

Almereyda became even more active and powerful in the
Ministry of the Interior. He found it no longer necessary
to consult Malvy every time he wanted a carload of prison-
ers liberated, or tickets of sojourn issued to Germans, Aus-
trians and Turks who wished to stay in Paris unmolested.

The intricate machinery of obtaining cards of identifica-
tion at the office of the Prefecture of the Police, the process
of furnishing one’s name, the names of parents, the place and
date of birth, and answering a score of other questions, as
to one’s past history, was practically brushed aside, when it
interfered with Almereyda’s friends.

Now and then the military police would force the arrest
of suspects; but while the prisoners were being put aboard
trains to be carried from Paris to the internment camps,
Almereyda would have Malvy, as head of the civil police, set
the men free. Once, when Malvy’s subordinates were a little
slow in carrying out his orders, Almereyda hurried to the
Ministry of the Interior, and without the formality of send-
ing in his name, walked into the inner office.

“These arrests must stop,” cried the Chief of the Apaches,
tossing a paper containing a long list of names upon Malvy’s
desk. “These are all our men. We can never hold our own
people together, and permit them to be treated in this
fashion.”

Malvy looked up at the strangely luminous eyes of the
visitor—eyes in which a mind made almost mad by drugs
burned with an uncanny lustre—and then picked up the
paper. The Apache chieftain seemed to read the Minister’s
mind.

“Of course there will be a great hue and cry from the
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Conservatives, from men like Daudet, who will use the black
ink of his L’ Action Frangaise to paint you a traitor,” said
Almereyda.  “But all that those fellows say will be dis-
counted. They will not be believed, simply because they are
your political enemies. The socialists never listen to them,
even when they are telling the truth.”

Almereyda passed a cigarette case to the Minister, who
merely glanced at the fortune of diamonds with ‘which the
monogram was set.

The leader of the Corsican Guard did not need to repeat
his request. Orders were given that his letter to the Prefect
of Police be immediately obeyed. The letter read:

“Enclosed is a list of some poor devils who have been
arrested, and whom in accord with M. Malvy and M. Richard
(director of the secret service bureau) I ask you to release.

“If I thought that there might be any danger or even
embarrassment for the country, I would not make this re-
quest.

“Thanks, kindest regards.
“(Signed) Miguel Almereyda.”

The prisoners were at once set free.

Another letter which was produced later in court and
which showed Almereyda’s ability to liberate prisoners with-
out even a visit to the Minister’s private office, was written to
M. Leseyeux, an assistant of M. Paoli, Secretary General of
the Prefecture of Police. It read:

“Kindly give M. Paoli my thanks and express to him my
gratitude for having liberated some poor devils, whom I
recommended to you.

“I am aware that you often make errors, but they are
excusable. You would make me particularly happy, if you
would communicate this letter also to M. Paoli and ask him
for authorization to order the liberation of the entire car-
load this evening, if possible.”

Then followed a list of ten men,
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From many of those whom he befriended with tickets of
sojourn, stays of execution, orders of liberation, and other
favors he was able to get from the Prefecture of Police
and the Sdreté Générale, Almereyda obtained various “tokens
of good will.” In the case of M. Rabbat, for example, Alme-
reyda received what Rabbat called a “loan” of 5,000 francs.
For Rabbat Almereyda obtained the suspension of a decree
of exile.

And what manner of man was Rabbat, for whom Alme-
reyda interceeded so successfully? The answer is to be
found in the report of M. Péres, head of a commission which
finally dug to the bottom of the intrigue, .corruption and
treason of Malvy’s administration. I quote now from the
Pérés report:

“Rabbat was an Ottoman subject. He lived in Paris for
some years, and with the aid of funds of more than suspicious
origin, founded a bank in which he co-operated with a certain
Zucco, already condemned six times. It was a swindling
enterprise.

“Although he had been condemned on June 20, 1913,
Rabbat still continued to live in Paris after his term in
prison, and was still in Paris, when war was declared. As
soon as Turkey entered the conflict, he asked a permit of
sojourn, which was granted without any difliculty on Nov.
26, 1914, despite his past record.

“Rabbat was left at large. He became suspiciously active.
Finally he ran up against the Sdreté Générale, (Malvy’s
Secret Service Bureau). It seems that his mistress, who had
been arrested at Nancy for espionage, had turned informer
against him. The Sdreté Générale and the Prefecture of
Police accordingly investigated Rabbat, and reported that
he was a criminal, who was suspected of having relations with
the enemy. One report, dated March 81, 1915, read:

“ ‘It is astonishing that in the face of facts so deplorable
and a past record so regrettable, Rabbat was able to secure



THE ENEMY WITHIN 65

a permit of sojourn?” At the bottom of the report, the
director of the Séreté Générale made this notation.

“‘I consider this man dangerous for many reasons. I
believe he should be interned.” ”

At this stage Almereyda’s power was invoked. Records
showed that the order of expulsion, which had been issued
for Rabbat on April 6, 1915, was stayed only a week later.
Accompanying the stay came a letter of approval from Min-
ister Malvy to the Prefect of Police.

“Meantime Rabbat continued his swindling operations,”
continues the Pérés report. “The military police (which
were always clashing with Malvy) pointed him out as a
suspect, but he still was permitted to go free.

“The part which Almereyda played behind the scenes was
revealed by Rabbat himself, who said that he was not only
indebted to Almereyda for the suspension of the order of
expulsion, but also a safe conduct pass to enable him to go
to Annemasso, whence he had easily crossed the line into
Switzerland for the purpose of selling a package of Austrian
bonds. Rabbat further added that he had loaned Almereyda
5,000 francs for his services.

“In Geneva Rabbat started an agency for concealing
stolen goods and a sort of clearing house for bonds and
securities, which the Germans had purloined from the in-
vaded countries. It was with great difficulty that France
obtained his extradition. He was brought back to Paris at
last to answer for his crimes.

“This episode should be considered as a monument to the
influence and power of Almereyda.”

In permitting spies and other German agents to operate
unmolested Malvy was continually conflicting with the milit-
ary police, know as the Second Burean. The inspectors of
the Second Burean were under the jurisdiction of the army,
and their unceasing efforts to kill German espionage frequent
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lyuncovered a scandal, which pointed straight to Caillaux and
Malvy.

Almereyda in the Bonnet Rouge and Malvy, himself, in fre-
quent statements to the press, began attacking the Second
Bureau, as “meddlesome, bungling, incompetent.” Alme-
reyda and Malvy insisted that it prevented the civil police
from doing their duty. The fight became hotter and hotter.
Finally, the Caillaux crowd succeeded, and the Second Bu-
reau was suppressed.

Among the many cases in which Malvy’s civil police ran
afoul of the Second Bureau was the Kovaczs affair.

Mme. Kovaczs was an Austrian woman. She was sent to
the concentration camp at Garaison, but returned to Paris
and took an apartment at No. 60 Avenue du Bois-de-Bou-
logne. On many occasions the neighbors noticed mysterious
goings and comings of strangers, meetings at unusual hours
of the night, and the conversations that were caught from
her windows were always in German.

Inspectors of the military police investigated. They
learned from Malvy’s prefect of Police, that Malvy, himself,
had authorized the woman to return to Paris and obtained
for her a menthly ticket of sojourn that she might remain in
the French capital unmolested.

The military police, nevertheless, continued their investi-
gation. They discovered that the woman was keeping in
constant touch with various Germans, whose activities were
also extremely suspicious, and they accordingly demanded
that the woman be sent back to the concentration camp. In-
stead, the Prefecture of Police at the request of Malvy gave
her an unlimited permit of sojourn.

Even more persistently the Second Bureau shadowed the
woman. It finally turned up facts, which convinced the Com-
mission for the Revision of Permits to order the woman
expelled. When the inspector went to Mme. Kovaczs’s
home to conduct her to the border, who should open the
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door of her apartment in answer to his knocking, but a
French general.

Many of the Germans, Austrians and Hungarians, who
wanted permits of sojourn in Paris at the outbreak of the
war possessed great wealth or represented enemy interests
of vast financial power. It was not infrequently said in the
Paris cafés, that 100,000 francs would be cheap for a ticket
cf sojourn for not a few alien enemies, whose business inter-
ests necessitated their staying in the French metropolis.
Some of the political agents and spies in the employ of the
German government would have paid any price for such
permits.

One of the German financiers, who fell under the suspicion
of the Second Bureau, was M. Vercken. Born in Belgium,
M. Vercken had become a naturalized French citizen. As M.
Pérés said in his report:

“Under "the complaisant mask of a French Council of
Administration, M. Vercken had been throwing our mining
concessions into the hands of German captains of industry
before the war, and he was continuing in these activities.

“The Second Bureau investigated his enterprises, which in
time of war could be used to compromise our national pro-
duction. After the suppression of the Second Bureau, the
Central Bureau of Information, which succeeded it, did
nothing.”

The Central Bureau of Information was made subservient
to the Prefecture of Police, which was subservient to Malvy.
Continuing M. Pérés said:

“Another example is the Victoria Bank. It has been
maintaining in Paris, despite its assurances, a ‘special bu-
reau’ of spies, having as the territory of its activities, the
Eastern part of France. Von Mainen and Gymros, of ‘the
Victoria Bank, have been circulating throughout Paris un-
hindered since the invasion, one wearing a British, and the
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other, a Belgian uuiform. In a Belgian uniform also
promenades M. Artmann, director of the bank, a so-called
Roumanian, who was denounced by Georges Prade in his
campaign in ‘Le Journal’ against the ‘Foreigners of the
Interior.” ”

Artmann was watched by the Second Bureau, but defended
by Almereyda, who attested to his honesty with great vigor.
Almereyda also met the attacks of Le Journal by defama-
tions addressed to Commandant Baudier, head of the Second
Bureau. Finally, Almereyda triumphed over both M. Prade
and Commandant Baudier, thanks to the will of the Minister
of the Interior, who gave M. Artmann a ticket of sojourn.
Thus ended the campaign of Le Journal against the Boches
of Paris. Thus also ended the Second Bureau.

Commandant Baudier, however, did not abandon the Sec-
ond Bureau without a fight. He insisted on a personal in-
terview with the all powerful Malvy. Through the interven-
tion of George Prade, M. Humbert, editor of Le Journal
arranged for Baudier to see the Minister of the Interior.
Baudier had hardly seated himself, before Malvy exclaimed:

“I demand that you should be discharged from the Mili-
tary Government of Paris, because the action of the Second
Bureau has not been in accord with the attitude of the Min-
istry of the Interior, the Prefecture of Police, and the
Streté Générale.

“I have also asked and obtained the discharge of General
Maunoury, General Clergerie and Colonel Monteil, because
in the Chamber of Deputies and the Senate they were oppos-
ing the action of the Ministry of the Interior and praising
the Military Government.”

Almereyda’s wealth was now piling up fast. Beside “gifts”
and “loans” from “friends™ he received through Malvy a re-
gular subsidy for the Bonnet Rouge. The money was drawn
from the funds of the Minister of the Interior in sums of
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2,000 to 8,000 francs and turned over each month to Almer-
eyda’s newspaper.

From many other sources Almereyda also gathered
princely tribute. He once boasted that by the end of the
war he would be the richest man in Paris. But his friends
shook their heads. They did not doubt that he was reaping
a golden harvest, but they knew he was spending his riches
even faster than they came.

Almereyda paraded his wealth. He was of that super-
ficial type of man, who, realizing the shallowness of his na-
ture, seeks to cover it up with the pompous trappings of
prosperity. He bought his clothes in the most expensive and
most exclusive establishments. He traded his old automo-
bile for one of the latest and most luxurious pattern, and in
one corner of the deeply upholstered tonneau he joined the
afternoon promenades of fashion along the beautifully
wooded driveways of the Bois de Boulogne.

Beside him he sometimes took Madame Q, a lady whom he
had met at an all night revel at the home of the “Cocaine
Queen” of Paris, and who had formerly been one of the most
trusted agents of Germany at the French capital, until she
became a hopeless victim of drugs.

Almereyda’s private life was the gossip of the boulevards.
In one of the sworn statements of Léon Daudet, which was
later embodied in a government report, Almereyda was pic-
tured in two homes, in one of which lived Mme. Clero Alme-
reyda, and in the other, Mlle. Emilienne Brévannes.

Despite all the rumors of the cafés, the two ladies seemed
to be on the best of terms, for Daudet tells how they took a
trip together to Verdun during the last days of 1915, when
the Crown Prince of Germany was massing all his forces in a
gigantic effort to capture the French citadel. Armed with
the necessary permits, which the Caillaux editor had obtained
through the influence of friends of high official rank, Mme.
Almereyda and Mlle, Brévannes penetrated the French lines
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and entered the fortress. They carried with them a great
quantity of pacifist and defeatist literature, which they dis-
tributed among the troops.

Almereyda was soon living at such a pace that one auto-
mobile was not enough. One by one he bought more cars,
until he maintained a fleet of six. Finally, he purchased a
garage in the Boulevard Pereire, where he kept his own ma-
chines and rented space for others. During one governmen-
tal investigation from which he emerged successfully, he
explained that the automobiles he drove belonged only to the
garage, and that his money came from a wine merchant,
named Boulet, in payment for his campaign in behalf of the
wine business, and from M. Francfort who had given him
50,000 francs for securing an important order from the
Ministry of Munitions.

One of Almereyda’s chauffeurs was a Hollander, by the
name of Edouard Klisser. From Klisser Daudet obtained
information that the Almereyda automobiles were continually
going through the French lines with packages of Bonnet
Rouge editions for distribution among the soldiers. During
1915, 1916 and 1917 Almereyda’s motor cars sowed the
seeds of defeatism along the battle line, and no one in or
out of the army appeared powerful enough to stop them.

Klisser also told of one occasion, when Malvy and Alme-
reyda were riding together in an open automobile, which per-
mitted him to hear their conversation. The two were dis-
cussing an impending reorganization of the cabinet, when it
was generally believed that Malvy would be compelled to
quit the Ministry of the Interior for the Ministry of Col-
onies. According to Klisser, Malvy said to Almereyda:

“It is absolutely necessary that you go and talk with
Briand. You, yourself, know how important it is that I
remain in the Ministry of the Interior.”

Briand began his political career as a socialist of the
extremely radical type. After he became Premier he was
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accused by many of the socialists of having abandoned them
for capitalistic interests. At this time Almereyda was able
to obtain the audience of such statesmen as Briand, because
of the power and influence of his newspaper, and his popu-
larity among various formidable labor and socialist organiza-
tions.

Klisser said he was ordered to drive to the home of Briand,
where Almereyda got out and went into the house. After
about twenty minutes Almereyda returned to the automobile,
and taking his seat beside Malvy said:

“Well, my friend, I did it. You stay in the Ministry of
the Interior.”

Malvy stayed.



CHAPTER VI
“Tuae Rep Bee” anp “La RucuE”

Sébastien Faure and “The Bee Hive”—His Anarchist Pam-
phlets Flood Trenches—Malvy, His Patron—Pacifist
Literature Demoralizes Army—Clemenceaw’s Battle
Against the Enemy Within

There used to be a deeply recessed, shadow haunted, hollow
sounding doorway in a side street of Paris, which led into
a place, known as “La Ruche” (“The Bee Hive”). Past this
door many a girl dared not walk at night. Within lurked
a man, whom the women called “The Red Bee.” Fearful
stories were told of his noctural adventures, and so it came
to pass that mothers warned their daughters to flee at his
approach.

Most times during the day the rumbling noise of a print-
ing press was heard within “La Ruche.” Strange looking
men, whose faces were frequently hid under down-turned hat
brims, passed hurriedly in and out. Now and then a motor
delivery wagon stopped in front of the gloomy door, and
from the depths of “The Bee Hive” were brought forth great
packages of red pamphlets, which were quickly loaded into
the automobile and whisked away.

“The Red Bee” was known to the Prefecture of Police as
Sébastien Faure, one of the most dangerous anarchists in
France. His name, like that of Almereyda and the rest of
the Corsican Guard, was inscribed in the Carnet B. Faure
was a pamphleteer. His printing office swarmed with anarch-
ists and social agitators of all kinds who had again and again

2
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been cast into prison because of their plots to overthrow
France. Most of them advocated the same views as the
Bolsheviks of Russia. Faure was their leader.

When complaints were made to the police that he had
attacked little girls, Faure only laughed.

“They do not dare touch me,” he boasted. ‘Malvy is my
friend. He not only protects me, but he gives me money to
publish my pamphlets.”

And Faure told the truth. The police did not touch him.
From Malvy he not only received the hand of welcome, when
he went to the Ministry of the Interior, but a regular gov-
ernment subsidy of 1,500 francs a month. In other words,
Malvy had the government pay Faure to work for the de-
struction of the government.

This amazing situation was not fully revealed until years
afterward, when the Sébastien Faure skeleton-in the Malvy
closet was dragged forth and cast into the flames.

Malvy’s friendship for Faure showed itself in many ways.
For example, when the Prefect of Seine-et-Oise learned that
the treasonable pamphlets of “The Bee Hive” were being
distributed among soldiers, he ordered them seized and made
a prompt report to the Council. In the Council there was a
man of deliberative mind, by the name of M. Sembat, who
persuaded his fellows, that it was better to reason with Faure
than to throw him into jail. Accordingly, an appeal was
made to Malvy, as Minister of the Interior and the titular
head of all the police prefects, to persuade Faure of the
evil of his ways.

Instead of reprimanding Faure, Malvy not only exoner-
ated him but promised to put him on the government pay-
roll. He even handed Faure all the police reports concern-
ing his various iniquities, and permitted the anarchist to
burn them.

This act in itself was enough to have sent Malvy to
prison, had there been anyone strong enough in France at
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that time to have enforced the law. According to Article
173 of the French Penal Code:

“Any judge, administrator, public functionary or officer,
who shall have destroyed or done away with any papers or
documents of which he had been a custodian or which may
have been remitted or communicated to him by reason of his
functions, shall be punished by a term of hard labor.”

The interview between Malvy and Faure took place Jan-
uary 26, 1915. Eight or ten days later, M. Moreau, a sub-
ordinate of Malvy discovered two new “Bee Hive” pamphlets
which he thought so dangerous that he immediately reported
they should be seized. M. Moreau’s recommendation was
passed along by M. Richard, Director of the Secret Service
Bureau, to Malvy, with the result that it received this nota-
tion:

“Communiqué to the Director. It is ordered not to seize.”

In “La T'réve des Peuples,” (“The Truce of the Peoples”)
issued June 14, 1915, Sébastien Faure urged the army to
strike. He said that on August 1, 1915, all the soldiers
should lay down their arms and go back to their canton-
ments. Six thousand copies of this circular were printed, and
Malvy made not the slightest effort to stop them.

Faure’s gratitude toward Malvy is shown by his letter to
his friend Mauricius, an anarchist lecturer, with whom he
planned to found a defeatist paper, called “Ce qu’ il faut
dire,” (“What one must say”) which later exerted a far
reaching influence throughout the army. Under date of
February 24, 1915, Faure wrote:

“My dear Mauricius:

“My expectations have been realized. Without hesita-
tion, without any formality, without any condition, the sub-
sidy, which I asked, has been granted to me. I hope that it
shall be maintained until the termination of the war. Thus
‘La Ruche’ is saved once more. We are now tranquil and of
a free mind,”
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Speaking of the proposed “Ce qu’ il faut dire,” and its
defeatist campaign, he added:

“In the first place we must make a brusk attack. We must
hit the minds of the people quick, quick, if we wish to con-
quer our adversary, before it has time to stop us.”

Thanks to the subsidy “Ce qu’ il faut dire” was finally
launched with the motto: “The sacred union of the pacifists
versus the chauvinists.”

Not content with merely printing pamphlets Faure took
the stump against the war. In the offices of the “Syndicat
des Terrassiers,” on May 20, 1915, he lectured to 1,200
people, and his text was “Down with the War.” Yet Malvy
continued the subsidy.

Meanwhile, there were many ugly stories told in the back
rooms of ‘“The Bee Hive” concerning the complaints of
mothers against Faure, to which the police paid no heed.
Finally, on September 28, 1916, a demand that Faure be im-
prisoned for an attack on two girls was thought by the lower
police officials to be too serious to be dropped. It was passed
along to the Prefect of Paris, who made this annotation:

“] presented to Sébastien Faure the observations made in
the report, which because of the state of the testimony can-
not give ground for prosecution.”

During the first year of the war Germany’s publicity
agents in France did not dare use the newspapers openly.
Even the Bonnet Rouge masked its guns. It contented it-
self with insidious intimations that England was not aiding
France all she should, and that British selfishness was acquir-
ing the rest of the world and letting France bleed.

Accordingly, the enemy used pamphlets, which were anony-
mous, whenever necessary to hide their authorship. Most
of them were issued from anarchist and pacifist printing
presses in Paris and distributed by secret agents throughout
the army, the factories engaged in the manufacture of war
supplies, the cafés of Paris, the country hotels, and even
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among the old men and women, who were left to labor in the
fields.

One of the first manifestos to attract the attention of the
army authorities, appeared on December 27, 1914, when
Caillaux was still in South America negotiating with the
enemy for a separate peace. It was first seen in the depart-
ments of the southwest. It was entitled L’Humanité
(“Humanity”), and was printed in huge letters, which read:

“Extend your hand to Germany, who has never nourished
any hatred against the French.

“Make your governing heads cease fostering and develop-
ing the militaristic and imperialistic spirit.”

In January, 1915, about the time that the British sank the
German battle cruiser, “Blicher,” in a great naval engage-
ment in the North Sea, another pamphlet from the same
source began to be seen. It was printed like a poster, and
would suddenly burst upon the view of the passerby, pasted
to a wall, or suspended in a frame from a lamp post. This is
the way it read:

“Open your eyes and revolt, O, you Frenchmen! Do not
believe any longer what your rulers tell you, when they speak
of right with a large ‘R’ and of liberty with a big ‘L’? The
French offensive has been forever broken. France has but
one chance of saving herself, and that is to lay down her
arms in the name of the higher interests of humanity.”

The Minister of War was constantly finding his hands tied
by Malvy. He learned for instance that on July 1, 1915, a
special bulletin of the “Union of the Metals” was to appear,
that would champion the Swiss pacifists. Sure enough, when
the bulletin left the presses it contained an article prohibited
in Switzerland. It appealed for a world movement in favor
of peace. “The massacre of the peoples must cease,” it said.

The Minister of War communicated with his colleague of
the Interior, who replied:

“We must not touch the Union of the Metals, nor the place
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where the paper is printed. We must simply endeavor to do
what we can on the outside to stop its circulation.”

The Prefect of Seine-et-Oise, who made the first complaint
to Malvy about Faure, complained to Malvy’s Secret Service
Bureau in May, 1916, that at Villeneuve-St. Georges an
anarchist printing plant was running at full blast. The
prefect got no reply. Some of the pamphlets from this
establishment fell into the hands of Premier Briand, and on
Dec. 29, 1916, Briand asked Malvy why he did not stop it.
An investigation followed. The prefect explained that he
had asked for instructions and got none. After this explana-
tion he got his instructions from Malvy immediately. They
were, “Do nothing without referring the matter to us.”

The correspondence of soldiers opened by the censor dis-
covered that this propaganda of discontent, dispair, and
defeat had a most insidious influence upon the troops. Here
is only one letter, made public years afterward in a trial for
treason. It was written by a soldier to his sweetheart, and
read as follows:

“My dearest little Jeanne:

“I received today at the same time your two letters of
December 80 and January 2. In the one of December 30,
I found the manifesto in favor of peace and the little white
sheet, which I read aloud to several dozen fellow soldiers in
my squadron. Afterward, I communicated it to nearly all
the regiment.

“I put in it all my ardor, all my profound faith, all the
intonation to be desired. Everybody approved it. I was
sure of their sympathy, but when I asked them to sign their
names, all, or nearly all said:

““Yes, it is quite true, but it is impossible.’

“Understand that I did not expe~t them to act any other
way, but I took advantage of it to let them know what I
thought of them. I abused them to my heart’s content.

“A few of them, however, wished to frame a vigorous reso-
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lution and told us that we should wire our approval and con-
fidence to Sébastien Faure. I was compelled to check their
ardor, because, if it is all right to show one’s approval, it is
useless to expose oneself to arrest and imprisonment.”

M. Mérillon, the public prosecutor at the trial, at which
the letter was put in evidence, said that this kind of poison
was being poured into the very heart of France.

“The existence of such propaganda is affirmed,” he con-
tinued. “I have also the reports of nearly all the command-
ing generals, as for instance, Generals de Castelnau,
Duchesne, Humbert, Franchet 4’ Esperey, St. Juste, Bon-
clair and Guillaumat, whom we are so happy to see in the de-
fense of Paris. And this is what these chiefs have been able to
prove,

“In Paris there is a pestilential center, a revolutionary
clearing house, whose branches reach far out into our armies.
Its agents belong to an occult organization, and take their
orders from Paris. There are also pamphlets of a purely
German organization, with headquarters also in Paris. These
are all part of a campaign instigated by the Germans for
the purpose of delivering France to the enemy.

“A letter from Gen. Nivelle to the Minister of War speaks
of this iniquitous propaganda, as follows:

“‘I have brought to the attention of the Minister of the
Interior the attempts of the pacifists. Knowing that, unless
I acted, the moral of the troops would be seriously affected,
I deemed it necessary that strong measures should be taken.

“ I would be very much obliged to you, if you would inter-
cede with M. Malvy in order to decide on the steps to be
taken to stop these practices immediately.

“ “The activity and scope of the pacifist propaganda in the
army are constantly increasing. For a year, pacifist pamph-
lets and papers have been reaching the troops. At the pres-
ent time there is a veritable epidemic. These pamphlets
emanate from the “Libertaire,” “The Committee for the Re-
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suming of International Relations,” “The Syndicalist Com-
mittee of Defense,” “The Federation of Metals,” “The
Teachers Syndicate” and from such anarchists, as Sébastien
Faure.’ -

“All these sources have been well known to M. Malvy, be-
cause they were all revealed to him.

“They deny the just cause for-which our soldiers are
fighting. They defend Germany. They claim that it is
impossible to defeat Germany, and pretend that peace alone
will solve all the problems of the present hour.

“Such propaganda weakens the offensive spirit of our
troops. It enervates and discourages them.

“The opinion of the General in Chief is that the most dras-
tic measures be adopted. He urges that the pamphlets
should be seized in the printing plants, where they are pub-
lished ; that the police should prohibit meetings or discus-
sions of a pacifist and treasonable character; that the revolu-
tionary journal, ‘Niochavo,” be suppressed, that the activi-
ties of Sébastien Faure and like agitators should be stopped,
and that a normal schedule of work be required in the
arsenals and war plants.

“After General Nivelle comes General Petain, who makes a
similar appeal and demonstrates the necessity of taking im-
mediate action. He concludes his recommendations by saying:

“¢As for my part in this matter, I shall order the arrests
of the agitators in the cantonments and suppress disorder
and drunkenness as much as possible.’ ;

¢ ‘General Franchet d’ Esperey informs me that as a con-
sequence of secret meetings, infantry regiments have de-
cided to march on Paris. Precautions have been taken.
There was time enough to prevent it.’ ”’

Senator Henri Bérenger, who conducted a special investi-
gation of the propaganda of pacifism and defeatism in the
army made a report to the Senate in which he reached this
conclusion :
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“Germany did not only try to crush the vorld by force of
arms. She tried also to dominate it through espionage, cor-
ruption and treason. The proofs of her attempts in France
and among our allies have been absolutely established.

“The German propaganda in our territory dates away
prior to the war. Interrupted for a moment, it resumed its
work, at first in the shade, later with ever increasing boldness
in our factories, our ports, our regiments. It was resumed
during the late months of 1914. Soon after their defeat
upon the Marne and the Yser, the Germans realized in their
trenches that the war would be a long one and that the
Franco-British alliance, unless disrupted, would dictate the
terms of peace.”

Despite the protestations of army officials, the denuncia-
tions of editors, like Daudet, of deputies, like Barrés, and
the constantly increasing fire of censure from the guns of
Clemenceaw’s “L> Homme Libre” (““The Frec Man’), Malvy
treated all criticism with contempt. So great was his power
and the power of his friends to thwart Clemenceau’s cam-
paign against official corruption, favoritism and criminal
negligence, that for a time the “Tiger’s” paper was sup-
pressed. But the “Tiger” himself could not be caged. He
renamed his paper, “L’ Homme Enchainé,” (“The Man in
Chains”) and continued the fight.



CHAPTER VII
Mue. TaERESE, ENEMY AGENT, VisiTs CalLLAUX

Asks Him to Meet Lipscher and Discuss Peace Terms—
Caillaux Afraid—Mme. Thérése Also Meets a Soldier and
Tells the Whole Story—DMalvy’s Police Run Afoul of the
Scandal and Hush It Up

Almereyda was sitting in his office of the Bonnet Rouge
one December afternoon in 1915, when the telephone rang,
and a woman’s voice said:

“Caron would not take the black cross yet. Will call you
again tomorrow.”

The Apache editor made no reply. He hung up the
receiver and looked toward the desk, where Jean used to
work before he went to war.

“That was Thérése,” he said to himself. Caillaux would
not take the responsibility of promulgating Germany’s
separate peace terms now. I ought to assign a reporter to
watch her. She is always meeting somebody, and becoming
too companionable. If Berlin knew all the things she did in
Paris, she would never be trusted with any more important
missions. But I’ve no man to shadow her. Jean would
have been just the one for such work. I had perfect faith in
him. Whom can I get?”

Almereyda turned again to his desk, but Mme. Thérése
haunted his thoughts so persistently, that he found he could
not write his editorial against British aggression in Africa.
He became so upset, that finally he wheeled around in his
chair, turned his back toward the door, pulled out of his
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pocket a dainty gold box, which looked as if it belonged to
some lady’s chitelaine, and from it poured upon a thumbnail
a portion of cocaine. He did not notice that it was twice
his usual dose, until he had snuffed it into his nostrils, and
tilted himself back against the wall.

He soon fell into a stupor.

Had Almereyda not lost his senses at that particular time,
France might never have known how Germany sent a woman
to Caillaux in his Paris home, and asked him to go to Switzer-
land to negotiate the terms of a separate peace.

Just as Almereyda feared, Thérese found a friend with
whom she talked too much. The police got hold of the
story. They learned that the woman had gone to Caillaux’s
house, and delivered Germany’s message to him, that she had
written and received letters from her partner, Lipscher, an
agent of the Cent