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The Secret of the Night
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THRILLING MYSTERY STORY OF RUSSIAN INTRIGUE BY NOTED FRENCH AUTHOR,

By Gaston Leroux
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAI'TERS, I

Young Jossph Rouletablile, ostensibly a
"rbnri.u! or : Paraisian M"‘F‘P“'l bul
§ [0 fact, a detective of renown, ls called 1o

Russla’ by the Csar to save the life o
General Trepassof (Feodor Fepdorovitehi
who has been pondemned to death by the
NIt He (n received by the ten-
rrul's ever-falthful nnd ever-watchlul wile
Maidnma Trebaswof (Mairena Petrovioa)
He mests Natchi, the General's dsughter
by & previous marriage. The General [t
il hin villa, surround<d by a few falthful
[tlends. Houletahiile learns of Lthe [irat twa
atlompts agaltag the iMe of the Uenerdl
fram Madmine bassof, ©One of Rouls
abiile's fient actionw is to dinmiss the sect
police guardicg the villa — Rooletabll
henre of the third atlemupy on the Oen
eral's 1ife. by mueann of & clockwork bsmb
ot In n vase of flowers on his table, [t
nan frustrated by Madsme Trebassof, who
was slightly Injured by the explosion. The
tofive learns that MNatcha ls In love
with HBorls, but aleo lg very friemdiy tos
wirds Michael. He learns (e sscret of
the night—the terrible nlghtmares that ar
rxperionced by the aged General. Nalarcha
Is susppcted of compllelty in the Dplots
nEainst the life of the General bup HRou-
{etabille stoutly affirms his bellef in ber
innocence, Though a great warning tells
Rouletabiile that his ward, the Generai
will be dead in 48 ho the detective sug-
giuts & promenade by the mes, unattendead.
 Natacha ahsents hersell during the prom-
wmade on slight caose. Roulatabllle be-
somies interested (n hatl-pins. He ls confi-
fon, of m plot against the General by
solseless methods and watches the door of
10 unysed entranes to the room where the
Gingrsl alesps. Touletabille discovers that
ehtrance oan be forced into the General's
room through e unyred door by moAans
of @ bent hatpin and he and Mudame Tre-
Ligsaig set themseives (o watch
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‘? 132t he made her o elgn and the re-
porter, followed by Matrena, advanced
on tip-toe to the threshold of the gen-

eral's chamber, keeping close to the wall,
Feodor Feodoraviteh slept. They heard his
heavy breathing, but he nppeared to been-
joying peaceful =leep. The horrors of the
night before had fMed, Matrenn wos pechaps
right In attributing the nightmares to the
narcotle prepaved for him ench night, for the
glass from which he drunk it when he fell
he could not sleep was still full and ob-
viously had not been touched. The bed
of the general was go placed that whogver
ooeygpled It, even |f they were wide awake,
could not mee the door giving on thoe ser-
vants' stalrway. The littie table where the
gln=s and variows phials were placed and
i hich had borne the Jangerous bounquel,
wis placed near the hed, o Mttle back of it
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and r the deor. Nothing could have
heen easier than for someone who rould

open the deor to stretch an arm snd place
the inferna] machine among the wild [ow-
ore, above all, as could easily be belleved,
if ho hod walted for thai treachery uniil
the heavy breathing of the general told
them outside that he was fast asleep, and
If, lonking through the key-hole, he had
made sure Matrena wai occupled in her own
chamber, Rouletabille, at the threshold,
gllded to ane side, out of the line of view
from the haole, and got down on all fours,
He crawled towar2 the door. With hig heod
to: the floor ha made sure that the IHttie
ordinary pin which he had placed on guurd
that evening, mtuck In the floor against
the door, was atil] erect, having thus addi-
tlonnl proof that the door hnd mnot boen
moveid, In any other case the pin would
hove lain flat on the flaor, He crept back,
more to his feet, passed Into the dressing-
room and, In a corner, had a rapld conver-
sation in a low voice with Matrena,

“Fou will go, sald he, “and take your
mattress into the cormer of the dressing-
room where you can still see the door but
1o ona can ste you by looking through the
key-hole. Do that qulta naturally, and
then go to your rest. 1 will passdhe night
on the mattress, and I beg you Lo beligve
that I will be mera comfortable thera than
on 4 bed of atmircase wood where I spent
lnst night, behind the door.”

“Yas, but you will fall dsleép, 1 don't
wish that!

“What are vou thinking, madame?”

of dom't wish it.. T don't wish It. T dom't
wish to quit the door whers the eye ln, And
since 'm not able to ldep, let me winich”

Ha did not Insist, and they crouched to-
gether on the mattress. Rouletabllle was
wquatted like a lallor at work: but Ma-
trena remained on all fours, her Jaw out,
her ever flxed, Mke a bulldog ready to
spring. The minutes poassed by in pro-
found silence, broken only by the frrgulur
breathing and puffing of the general. Hi=
face stood out prilid and tragle on the pil-
Jow: hizs mouth was oben and, at times, the
lips movad. There Was feir at uny moment
of nightmare or his awakening, Uncon-
selougty he threw an arm over townrd the
tnhle whersa tha glase of nareotic stood
Then he lay still agaln and snored Hghtly,
The night-lamp on the mantelplece ¢aughe
{he queer yellow reflectinns from the cor-
nerd of the furniture, from the gilded framo
of o ploetura on the wall and from the phials
and glisses on the table. But in all thy
chumbar Matrfna Petrovna saw  nothing,
thought of nothing but the brass bolt
which shone there on the door Tired of
being on her knees, she shifted, her chin
{n lLoe hands, her gage steadily fixed. As
tima passed and nothing happened she
heaved a sigh, &he could not have sald
wlather she hoped for or dreaded the com-
fng of that something new which Rouletn-
billa had indicated, Rouletablile felt her
ghiver with anguish and Impatience

An for him, he had not hoped that any-
thing would come lo pasd until toward
dibwn, the moment, as everyons knows,
when deep sleep I8 most apt Lo vanqulsh
all watchfulneee and nll inzomnin,  And
a5 he wilted for that moment he had not
budged any mora than a Chinese ape or
{ha Qear little porcelain dombyol doukh
in the garden, OF course, It might be that
it wae not to happen (his night,

Suddenly*Matrena's hand fell on Rounle-
tabitle's. His fmprisoned hers so firmly that
she understood she was forbidden to make
th= leest movement. And both, with necks

extended, ears ercot, watched like beasts,
like beasts on the scent

Yer, yem, thery had been
In the Joek, A keéy turned, softly, softly,
in the loek amd then—sllence; and then
another lttle nolse, a grindiog sound, a
slight grating of wire, above, then op the
holt, upon the bolt which shone in thy snb-
dued glow of the nightlamp. The bolt
soflly, very softly, slipped slowly.

Then the door was pushed slowly, ro
slowly., Tt opened,

Through the opening ths
art stretehed, an arm which
ineers something which shano.
felt Maotrena ready to bound. He encir-
«l 1, he presaed her in hig arms, he
resteained her In sllenco, and he had 3 hor-
rible féar of hedring her saddenly shout,
while the arm stretched oul, nhinost tonched

a =light nolse

shaidow of an
held In its
Houletabilla

the pillow on the bed where the general
vofitinued 1o gleen a sleap of peace =uch
hie had not known for ik tong time.
VI
Arsiennte of Sedn.
The mystérious, hand held a phial and

peured the entire contents tnto the potlon.
Then the hand withdrew ss it had come,
slowly, prudently, slyly, and the key tarned
in the lock and the beit slipped back into
place, A
Like a wolf, Rouletabille, wirning Mat-
rena for a last time not to bodge, gained
the linding-place, hounded {owards the
stalrs, elid down the banister vight to the
veranda, crossed the dreawlng-room llke a
flash and reached the litle silting-room
withont having jostied a single plece of
furnitura, Hs noticed nothing, saw nothing.
Al around was undistnrbed and silent,
The first light of dawn filtered through
the biinds, He was able to make out Lhat
the only closed door was the one to
Natacha's chamber, He stopped before that
door, his heart beating, and listened. But
no sound came to hig enr, He hud glided
#0 lightly over the carpst that he was sure
he had not been heard, Perhaps that door
would opon. He waited. Tn vain, It scemed
to him there was nothing alive in that
house except his heart. He wag stifled with

hopror that he glimpsed, that Me almost
touched, although thut door remained
closed. He felt along the wall in order to

reach the window, pulled aside the curialn,
Window and blinds of the llttle room givs
fngg on the Nevs were closed, The bar of

iran inside wiis In its plice. Then he
went Lo the passage, mounted and de-
petnded (he narrow  servants' slairway,

loaked 411 about, in all the rooms, feeling
everywhere wilth silent hands, agsuring
himaelf that no lock had been tampered
with. On his return to the veranda, as he
ridged his head, he saw at the top of the
main =talrease a figure wian as death, a
spectral apparition amid the shadows of
the passing night, who leaned toward him.
It wias Matrena Petrovha. She came down,
silent us a phantom, and he no longer rec-
ognlzed her voloe when she demanded of
i, “Where? 1 tequire thut you tell me.
Where!"

“1 have looked everywhere,” he 2aid, so
jow that Matréna had to come nearer 10
understand his whisper, “Everything s
shut tight., And there is no one about.”

Mutrena looked at Rouletabillea with all
the power of her eyes, a= though she would
digcover his inmogt thoughts, but his clear
eglanee did not waver, and she saw there
wis nothing he wished to hide. Then Ma-
trena pointed her finger &l Natacha's
chamber

“You have not gone in there? she In-
quired

He replied, "It is not necessary to emter
there"

“1 will enter there, my=elf, nevertheless™
shid she, and she et her teeth,

He barred her way with his arms gpread
out.

“If wou hold the life of somdone dear,”
enid he, “don't go a slep farther™

“Hut the person Is In that chamber, The
person la there, 1t ls (here you will find
out™  And ghe waved him aside with a
gesture, os though she were sleepwalking,

To recall her to the realily of what he
had sald to her and to make her understanid
what he désired; he had to grip her wrist
in the viee of his nervous hand,

"“Phe person f8 mot there, perhaps”" he
said, shaking his head. “TUndérsiand me
oW

Hut ghe did not undersiand him. 8he sald:
“Sinee the person is nowhere else, the

person must be there
Rut

Rouletabiile conlinued ohstiinately:
Perhaps he I gone”
And everything locked on the

Ingidal™

“That iz not a rvengon,” ho replied,

But s=he could nol follow his thoughls
any tarther, She wished sabeolutely to make
heér way Into Natucha's chomber, The ob-
wosslon of that was upon her,

“1f wou enfer there' sald he, “and If (as
j& mogl probuble) yon don't find what you
gpek there, all Is lost! And as to e, I
glve up the whole thing*

Sho sank in a heap onto a chair,

“Don't despair,” hs murmured, *We don't
now for sure yet"

Ehe shook her poor old hend dejectedly.

"“Wa know {hat only she is hery, since
no one boas heen able to enter and since no
one has been able to leave.

Thivt, In truth, filled her brain, prevented
Wer from discerning In any corner of her
wiind the thought of Rouletabille. Then
the impesgrible dialogue resamed,

“1 repeat that we do not know that the
perkon  has gone” trepeated the reporter,
and demanded her keys, .

“Fooltah, she said.  “What do you want
them for?"

o pearch oulside as we have sdarched
fhalde”

“Why, everything is locked on the Inside.”

“Madnme, once more, that l2 no reason
that the person may not he outside”

Ha consumed flve minutee opening the
door of the yerundi, o many were his pre-

cantionn. She watched him Impatiently,

He whispered 10 hor:

"I am going aut, but don't you lose sifht
of the little sitiing-room, At the least
movemsnt call me; fire a revelver If you
need to” - .

He slipped into the garden with the samae
precautions for silence.  From the corner
thist she kept to, through the doors left
apen, Matrena could follow all the mave-
ments of the réporter and watch Natache's
chamber at the same time, The attitude of
Rauletabille continued (o confuss her be-
vond all expression, She watehed what he
dul nx M she thought him besotied. The
dvornick on guard out in (he roadway alsa
watched the young men through the bars
of the gate In consternation, as though he
thought him a faol, Along the paths of
beaten earth or cement which offered no
chance for footprints Touletabilte hurried
silently. Around him he mnoted that the
grass of the lawn had noet been trodden.
And then be pald no more attention to his
kteps,  He scemed o stody attentively the
¥ color in the eust, Lreathing the dell-
cacy of dawning morning in the Teles, wuniid
tha silence of the earth, which still sium-
bured,

Bare-headed, fuace thrown back, hands
behind his back, eyes ralsed and flxed, he
made a few steps, |hen suddenly stopped
as if he had been given an electrie shock.
As 8000 as he seemed to have recovered
from that shock he turned around and went
n few steps bhack to another path, Into
which he advaneced, straight ahead, his
face high, with the same fixed look that
he had had up to the time he so puddenly
stopped, an If something or sameone ad-
vised or warned him not to go further. He
continually worked back toward the house,
and thus he travelod all the paths that
led from the villa, but Iin all these execur-
slons he took pains not to place himeelf in
the fiald of vislon from Natacha's window,
a restricted geld becavse of itz location
just around an abutment of the building.
To nscertain about this window he crept
on all fours up to the garden edge that ran
along Lhe foot of the wall and had s=uf-
ficlent proof that no one had Jumped out
that way. Then he went to rejoin Ma-
trena In the veranda,

“No one has come into the garden this
morning” sald he, “and no one has gone
out of the villa into the garden, Now 1
am golng to look outside the grounds,
Wait here; T'll be back in five minutes"

He went away, knocked discrestly on
the window of the lodge and walted some
geconds, Ermolal eame out and opened the
gate for him, Metrena moved (o the
threshold of the little sitting-room and
watohed Natucha's door with horror. She
felt her legs give under her and she could
naot stand up under the diabolic thought of
such n erime. Ah, that arm, that arm!
reaching out, making its way., with a little
shining phial In its hand. Painsg of Christ!
What could there be in the damnable
books over which Natucha and her com-
panion pored {hat could make such nbomin-
able crimes possible? Ah, Natacha, Na-
tacha! It was from her that she would

ave desired the ansewer, strajning her al-
most to stifling on her rough bosom and
strangling her with her own strong hand
that shie might not hear the respouse.  Ah,
Natacha, Natacha, whom she had loved »o
muech! She sank to the floor, ¢rept ncross
the carpet to the door and Isy there,

stroteled like a béast, and burled her head
in her wrms while she wept over hor
dighter. Natacha, Natncha, whom she had
chelrished as her own child, and who did
nel hear hor. Ah, what uze that the littie
fellvw had gone to zearch outslde when
iht  whole truth lay behind thix door?
Thinking of him, she was embarrassod lost
Lhe should find her In that animailstic
posture and she rose to hepr knees and
worked her way over tn the window that
looked oot upon the Neva, The angle
GI the slanting blinds 1ot her ses  well
enough what passed outslde, and what she
saw miode her =pring to her feet Balow
her the reporter was goihg thiough the
tame incomprehensible maneuvers that sha
had secm him do in the garden. Threa
pathways led to the little road that run
along the wiall of the villa by the bank
of the Nevi. The yoeung man, £till with
his hands behind his bock and with his
face up, took them one after the other. In
the first hg stopped ot the firet step, He
didn't take more thun two steps In the
secand,  Tn the third, which cut olWliquely
toward the right and scemed to run to the
bank nearest Krestowsky Ostrow, she siw
him advance slowly at first, then more
quickly among the smnll trees and hedges,
Onece only he stoppad and looked rclosaly
at the trunk of a tree, against which he
seemed to piek out something Invisible,
and then continued to the bank. There he
sl down on a stone and appeared to re-
flect, and then suddenly he cast off hia
jacket and trousers, pleked out a certain
place on the bank acrogs from him, finished
nndressing and plunged into the =tream.
Ehe suw ot once that he swam like a por-
polge, keeping bhensath and showing his
head from time to time, breathing, then
diving below the surface again, He peached
Krestowsky Ostrow in a elump of reeda
Then he diszppeared. Below him, sur-
rounded hy trees, could be seen the red
tiles of the willa which sheltered Borls and
Michael. From the villa a person could
see the window of the sitting-room In Gen-
eral's Trebassofs residence, but not whal
might occur along the bank of the river
Just below its walls. An Isvotchicle drove
along the dlstant ronte of Krestowsky, cor

veving in his carriage a company of voupy
officers and young women who had heen
fensting wnd who sang as they rode; ih}

deep silence ensusd, Matrena's eyes renrche
for Rouletabllle, but eould not find hi
How long wne he going to stay hidden
like thut? She pressed her face against
the chill window, What was she walting
for? Bhe waited perbhaps for someone to
mnake & move on this side, for the door neay
her to open and the Lraitorous figure of
The Other to appear,

A hund touched her earefolly. Bhe turned,

Touletabille was there, his face all
soarred by red scratches, without collar of
necktle, having hastily resumed his clothes,
He nppeated furious as He wurprised her
in his disarray. She let him lead her as
though she were a ehild. He drew her to
his room and cloged the door,

i'f'o He

Contlnued, )

The latest Hgures show that tha State
of Waushington produced 65 per cent of
all the ghingles manufactured In the
country during the yesr, the wood used
being western Yed cedar.
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Steam Pressure Canning Qutfits
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