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The Secret of the Night--By Gaston Leroux

THRILLING MYSTERY STORY OF RUSSIAN INTRIGUE BY NOTED FRENCH AUTHOR,

BYNOPSIB OF _PREVIOUS CHAP-
TERS,

Yourg Joseph Rouletabllle, osten-
sibly & mporter for a Parlslan nawa-
paper but in fmet & delective of re-
nown s called to RHussla by the Czar
to save the lfe of General Trebassof
(Feodor Feodorovitch), who las been
condemned (o death by the Niallists,
He is revelved by the Qeperal'a sver-

falthiful &nd ever-watehful wife,
Madame Trebassof (Matrena Pelro-
vina). He meets Natacha, the Gen-

eral's duughter by a previous mar-

fll#l!.

he General Is at his vills, sur-

roundad by n few falthfol friepds
Rouletabille loarns of the first (wo

Altempts against the ife of the Gen-

eral from Madame Trebaseof,

ROHI.I—JTJ\IHLLE sald to himeelf as

Matrena talked, ‘1 never huve seen

men s0 gay, and yet they know
parfectly they are apt to be blown up
all together any moment."
that he had tears in hia eves. TRoule-
tabille wsald to Nimeelf as Matrenn
talked, "1 never have seen men B0 gay,
and yet they know perfectly they are
&pt to ba blown up all togellier any
moment,”

General Trebassof, who had steadlly
walched Rouletabllle, who, for that
matter, had been kept In eye by every-
one thers, said:

“Eh, eb, monsler le journaliste, ¥you
find us very gay?"

“I find you very brave,”
tabille quletly,

“How Is that?" said Feodor Feodoro-
viteh, smiling:

“You must pardon me for thinking of
the things that you scem (o have for-
Eotten entlrely.”

He Indicated the general's wounded
10K.

“The chances of war! the chancea of
war!" said the genernl, "A leg here,
an arm there. But, as you see, 1 am
stlll here, They will end by growing
tired and leaving me in peace, Your
health, my friend!”

“Your health, generall"

“You understand,’ continted Feodor
Faodoroviteh, “there I8 no oconsion to
excite ourselves, It is our bugingss to
defend the empire at the perl] of our
lives,. We find that aquite patural, and
there I8 no occaslon to think of It 1
have had terrors enough In other direc-
tions, not to speak of the terrors of
Jove, that are mote feroclour than you
can yvet imagine, Look ht whil
dld to my poor friend the Chlefl of the
Surete, Bolchlikoff. Ha wus commend-
able certainly. There was a brave man.
Of an evening, when lils work whs over,
he alwaya left the hureau of the pre-
fecture and went to jdin lis wife and

sald Roule-

they

children In their apartment In the
ruelle des Loups. Not a woldler! No
guard! The others lind every chance,

One evenlng a score of revoliutionaries,
after having driven away the terror-
fzed servants, mounted to his apart-
ments. He wans dining with his family.
They knocked and he opened the door,
He saw who they were, and tried to
speak. They gave him no Lime He-
fora hisg wife and children, mad with
terror and on thelr knecs before the
revolutlonarles, they read him  his
death-sentence, A fine end that Lo u
dinner!”

An ho listened Rouletabille paled and
he kept hils eyea on the door as I he
expected to see It open of iteelf, glving
necess to feroclols Nihllists of whom
one, with & papet In his hand, would
read the sentence of death te Feodor
Feodoroviteh, Rouletabille's stomach
was nol yet seasoned Lo auch storles,
He almost regretted momentarily, hav-
ing taken the terrible responsiblity of
dieminsing the police, After what Kou-
priane had confided to him of things
that had happened in this house, he had
not hesitated to tisk everything on that
andacloun dcelsion, but all the #ame, all
the same—these atories of Nihillsts who
appearat the end of & menl, denth-sen-
tence in hand, they haunted him, they
upset him. Certainly It bhad been u
pleca of foolhardiness to diemiss the
police,

“Well,” he nuked, conquering hls mis-
glvings und resuming, ne always his
confidence In himeelf, “then, what did
they do. then, after reading the sen-
tenoe?”

“The Chief of the Surete knew he had
no time to =pare, He dld not ask for I
The revelutionarles ordered him to bid
his famlly farewell. He ralsed his wife,
his children, clasped them, bude them
be of good courage, then sald he was
ready. They took him Into the stroet
They stood him against & wall. His
wite and children watched from a win-
dow. A volley sounded, They de-
seended to secure the body, plerced with
twenty-five bullets

“That was aexactly the numhber of
wounds that were made on the body of
Httle Jacques Zloriksky,” came In the
even tones of Nutacha.

“gh, ¥ou, you always find an ex-
cune” grumbled tha general, “Poor
Boleflikoff dld his duty, ua I did mine”

“Yes, papa, you acted lke n soldier,
That 1s what the revolutionaries ought
not to forget. But have no fear for us,
papa; becauxe If they kill you we will
all dla with you!

vand gayly, ton,” declared Athanass
Georgeviteh,  "They should come Lhis
g¢vening, We are in form!"

Upon Whith Athunase
glasses agaln.

“None the loss, permit me to say.”
ventured tha timher-merchang, Thad-
deus Tehpltehulkef, timdly, “"permit me

filled the

to say that this Bolchlikoff was very
imprudent.'

“Yes, indeed, very gravely Imprudent,”
ag: eed RHouletabdle, “When n man has
had twenty-flve good bullets shot into
the body of u chil¥, he ought certainly
10 keop his home well guarded If he
wishes to dine in peace.”

Ho stammered a little toward the
end of Lhis™hecaune it occurred to him
thiat it was a llitle Inconsistent to ex-
press such opinlone, seeing what he
had done with the guard over the
General,

“Ah ¢rled Athanage Georgeviteh, In
a4 wtage-struck volce. *“Ab, It was net
imprudence! It was contempt of death!
Yes, It was contempt of death that
killed kim! Even ss the contempt of
death keeps us, at this moment, in per-
tect health, To you, ladies and gen-
tlemen! Do you know anytihing love-
Her, grander, in the world than con-
tempt of death? Gaze on Feolor Feo-
dorovilel and anewer me, Superbl My
word, supert! To you all! The reve-
lutionaries who are not of the pelice
are of the same mind regarding our
heroes. They may curse the tohinow-
nlcks who execule the terrible orders
given them by those higher up, but
those who are not of the police (there
are womie, 1 believe)—theas surely rec-
oknlge that men ilke the Chlef of the
Surets, our dedd friend, are brave.”

“Certainly,” epdorsed the General
“Counting all things, they need more
heroiem for a promenade In & salon
thun & soldler on a battlefield.”

“1 have met some of these men,'"” con-
tinued Athunass In exalted veln, I
have found in @il their homes the game
—Iimprudence, us our young French
friend calls It. A few days after the
nsensslnution of the Chiet of Police In
Moscow 1 was received by his suocessor
In the same place where the assassina-
tion had vecurred. He did not take the
elightest precavtion with me, whom he
did not know at all, nor with men of
the middle ¢lass who eame to pregent
thelr petitions, In spite of the fact that
It was under precisely ldentlcal eondi-
tions that his predecessor had Dbeen
alain. “Before I left T looked over to
where on the floor there had so re-
cently oceurred giuch agony. They had
plitced 4 rug there and on the rug o
tuble, und on that table thers was a
book., (Guesd what book? ‘Women's
Brockings' by Willy!  And—and then
—Your health, Matrena Yetrovos
What's the gdda!"

"You yoursoelves, my friends,'” de~-
clared the General, “prove your great
eourage by coming to share the lhours
that remain of my life with me"

"Not at all, not at alll It Is war”

“Yas, it in war."

“Oh, there's no occaslon to pal us on
the ghoulder, Athanase," Insisted Thad-
digs modestly, “What risk do we run?
Wo are well guarded."

“We are protectgd by the finger of
God," declared Athanace, "beciuse the
pollee—well, 1T haven't any confidence
in tha polica”

Michael Koraakolf, who had been for

& turn In the garden, entered during
the remark.

“Be happy, then, Athanass George-
viteh," sald he, “for there are uOwW no
police around the villa™

“Where are they?" Inquired the tim-
ber-merchant uneasily,

“An order cams from Koupraine to
remove them," explained Matrena Pe-
trovng, wha exerted herself Lo appear
ealm,

“And are they mot replaced? askid
Michael,

“No, It is Incomprehensihle. There
must have besn some econfusion In the
orders glven” And Matrena reddened,
for she loathed a l!le and it was in
tribulation of apirit that she used thia
fable under Rouletabllle's directions

“Oh, well, all the better,” sald the
General, "It will glve me plessure Lo
gee my home ridded for a while of
such peovpla.

Athanase was naturally
mind as the General, and
deus and Ivan Petroviteh and the or-
derlies offered to piss the night at the
vila and take the place of the absent
pollcs, Feodor Feodorovitch caught a
gestura from Rouletabille which dis-
approved the Idea of this new guard,

“No, no,"” eried the Gencral emphat-
leaily. “You leave at the usual time
I want now to get back into the ordi-
nary run of things, my word! To live
us everyone else does, We shall be all
right. Koupraine and-1 have arranged
the matter. Koupralne la less sure of
hig men, after all, than'I am of my
aervants, You understand me 1 do
not need to explain further, You will
go home to bed—and we will all sleap.
Those ara the orders. Besides, you
must remeémber that the guard-post is
omly B step from here, at the corner of
the road, and we have only to give a
signal to bring them all hera. But—
more secret agents or speclal pollce—
no, no! Good-night. All of us to bed
now!"

They did not Insiet further, When
Feodor had sald, "Those aro the or-
ders;,! there was room for nothing
more, not even in the way of polite
insistence,

But before going ta thelr heds al)
went Into the veranda, where llgueurs
wers gerved by the brave Ermoial, as
always, Matrena pushed the wheal-
ehalr of the General there, and he kipt
repeating, "No, no. No more such pro-

of the same
when Thad-

ple. No more pollce. They only Lring
trouble."”
“"Feodor! Feodor!" sighed Matrena

whosa anxiety deepened in spite of ail
she conld do, "they watched over your
denr life"

“Life |8 dear to me only hecause of
vou, Matrena Petrovnn™

“And not at all becauso of me, papat"
sald Natachn

“Oh, Natacha!"

He took both her hands In his T
was an ulecting glinipse of family In-
timacy.

poured the liqueurs, Feodor struck his
hand on the coverings over Lis leg.

“It mets better,” suld he, “It gets
better.”

Then melancholy showed In his rug-
ged face, and he watched night deepen
over Lhe isles, the golden niglt of Bt
Petersburg. It was not quite yet the
time of year for what they call golden
nights there, the “white nights,” nights
which never deepen (o darkness, but
they were alrsady beautiful In their
soft clarity, caressed, here by the Gulf
of Finland, aimost at the same time
by the last and the first rays of the
sun, by twilight and dawn.

From the height of the veranda one
of the most beautiful bits of the islea
lay In view, and the hour was 50 love-
Iy that Its charm thrilled these people,
of whom several, as Thaddeus, were
wtil]l close to nature, It was he, first,
who called to Natacha:

“Natacha! Natacha!
‘Boir des Jles'”™

Natacha's voice floated out upon the
peace of the lslands under tie dim
arched sky, llght and clear as a night
rose, and the guzia of Boris &ccompa-
nied it. Natacha sang:

Bing us your

This |a the night of the Iales—at the north
of the worl

Thae aky presses in
linsom of earth, 3

Night kissen the rose that dawn gave ta the
twillght.

And the night air Is sweet anid {resh acrons
the whivering gull,

Like the breath of young
world #til] farther norih -

Bepeath the two lighted horizons, sinking
and rising at oooe,

The wun rolls rebounding from
the narth of the world,

In this moment, beloved, when In the clear
shndows of this rose-stained evening
1 am here alone with you,

Respoad, nsr-uul with & heart less timid
ta the holy, accuitomed cry of
evening.'”

Ah, how Borls Nikelaiviteh and M-
chael Korsakoff watched her us she
gang! Truly, no one ever cpn guess
the anger or the love that broods (n
8 Slavie heart under n soldier's tunic,
whether the goldler wisely plays at the
guzla, as the correct Borls, or merely
tounges, twirling his mustache with his

its srainiess arms the

Itls frem the

the gods At

"geoda

manlcured and perfamed fingere, ke
Michael, the Indifferent.
Natucha ceased einging but &l

seemed to he listening to her stlil—the
convivinl group on the terrace appenred
to he held In charmed attentlon, and
tho poreelain statuettes of men on the
lawn, according to the mode of the les,
woemed to lft on thelr short legs <the
better to hear pass the slghlhg har-
mony of Natacha fn the rose nights at
the north of the world.

Meanwhile Matrena wandered th 4
the house from cellar to attle, wateh-
ing over her husband llke a dog an
guard, ready to bite, to throw itself In
the way of danger, to receive blows,
1o die,for its master—and hunting for
Rouletabille, who had disappesred
again.

gh

(Te Be Continued.)
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