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By GASTON LEROUX,

Author of “The Mystery
[ of the Yellow Room"
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CHAPTER T—Robert Darzae
and Mlle. Stangerson: celebrate
their wodding quietly in a Paris
church on April 6, 1895, Among
the few present is Rouletabille,
the reporter-detective, who has

his doubts about the alleged
death of Larsan, the government
gecret sorvice official who s said
to have been lost in the wreek of

La Dordogne. Mlle. Stangerson
had married him when she was a
mere girl, ignorant that her Jan
Roussel—his then name—was no
other than the notorious scoundrel
Ballmeyer, now posing as Larsan.
II. Rouletabille and his best
friend, who is relating this story,
dzeide to go to the Castle of Iler-
cules at Rochers Rouges to visit
the Rances together with the
newly married Darzacs. Rouleta-
bille is revealed as the son of the
now Mme, Darzac and Larsan,
her former husband. III—Dar-
zac describes how his wife re-
ceives a severe shock at seeing
the face of Larsan in a mirrow at,
g vailway compartment. IV, V
and VI—Larsan is seen oufside
the ecastle at Rochers Rouges, and
Rouletabille establishes guards
and fortifies the place agninst
him. VII—O0Ild Bob, a professor,
exhibits what hedeseribesas “‘the
oldest skull in the world”, VIII
and IX—Roulatabille traces Lar-

san and one Brignooles on a mys-

terious journey. At a luncheon
Roulatabille and his friend real-

8 |jze the presence of Larsan at the

eastle and are horrified. X—

* Rouletabille calls his friends’ at-

tention to the haunting odor of
the perfume used by “‘the Lady
in Black,” Mme. Darzae, XI—A
mysterious pistol shot is heard in
the night.

CHAPTER XL

A Pistol Shot In the Night.

1

T was a gloomy meal enough.
Arthur Rance looked every mo-
ment in  the direction of the
Lady in Black. All the win-

A flash of lght-

ning and a heavy clup of thunder came

in rapid succession, and then the del-
pge. Mme. Edith renppeared just in
time to escape belng drenched by the
furipus rain, which beat down like
cannon balls,

The young woman told in.excited

| tones and with her hands clasped bow

ghe bad found Old Bob beoding over
bis desk with his head burled In his
bands, He bhad refused to have any-
thing to say to ber. She had spoken
to him affectionately, and be bad
Then, as bhe
had beld his hands to his ears, she
had pricked one of his fingers with a
little pin set with rubles which she
used to fasten the Ince scarf which
she wore In the evening. Her uncle
had turned upon ber like a madman,
had snatebed the little pin from ber
and thrown It upon the desk. And
then he bad spoken to ber—"brutally,
rudely,” she ejaculated. “Get ount of
here and leave me alonel” he sald to
her. She bnd turned her bead for a
last look at her old uncle and had
been almost struck dumb by what she

saw.
The- “oldest skull In the history of

‘the buman race” was on the desk, and

Qld Bob, a bandkercblef stalned with
blood In his band, was spitting in the
skull. He bad always treated it with
severs respect and bad {nsisted that
others do the same.

Darzac renssured ber by telling ber
that what she bad taken for blood

1 int.
':‘I::']t ’topahurry out to Rouletabille
and escape Mathiide's glances. What
bad the Lady In Black been dolng in
bedroom ¥

-,Wbﬂ I started out the thunder was
pealing loudly and the raln falling with
redoubled force. It took me only obe
pound. to reach the postern. No Rou-
letablile was there! |} found him op

the terrace B* watching the entrance
to the square tower and receiving the
full strength of the storm at his back.

T eotreated him to take shelter un-
the arch.

“Leave me alope!” he sald impatient-

. “Leave me alone! This is the del-

Have you ever

to roar with the thunder?
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mad tempest, under this terrible down-
pour on the breast of the raging sea,
I all at once breathed the perfume—
the odor g0 sweet and peuetrating and
haunting that its frogrunce has re-
milned with mwe ever since—the per-
fume of the Lady In Black. I under-
6tood now how Rouletabille bad re-
membered It all these years,

Yes, It was a fragrance full of sad-
ness—something ke the perfume of
an Isolated flower which Lns been con-
demned to be seen by mo one, but to
blossom for itself all alone, A strange
perfume!  Surely it was that, for |1
bad seen the Lady in Black hundreds
of times without notlelng it, and pow
that I bad done so It was evyrywhere
and above all things, and 1 kfiew that
the memory of it would ablde with me
while life should Inst.

There In the night and the tempest
the Lady In Black called aloud to
Rouletabllle, and he fled from us and
rushed farther dnto the night, sbhriek-
Ing aloud, “The perfume of the Lady
In Black—the perfume of the Lady lo
Black!™

The unhappy woman sobbed. BEhe
struck with desperate bands ot the
door which Bernler opaned to us.

She motloned me to enter the little
parlor at the right, which wns just
oulside the bedchamber of Old Bob,

She took both my bands In hers and
gald In a volce which I shall never for-
get:

“You are my boy’'s friend. Tell him
that he Is not the only one who has
suffered.” And she added with a sob
which shook her whole frnme:

“Why will be Insist on not telllng
me the truth?"

I had not n word to say. What coul.
I have answered? [ bad breathed the
perfume of the Lady in Black,

Yes: she treated me as oo old friend,
She told me everything that 1 alrendy
knew In n few sentences ns plteous
and ns slmple as a motber's love It-
self, and she told me other things
which Rouletabille hnd kept a secret
from me, The relatlonship between
them had been guessed by the one as
gurely as by the other. Led by a sure
ipstinet, Mme, Darzac had resolved to
take means to learn who was thls Rou-
letabille who had saved ber from death
and who was of the age of her own
gon and who resembled the lnd whom
she had mourned ag dead. And sloce
her arrival at Mentone a letter had
reached ber contalning the proof that
Rouletabllle had lled to ber v regard
to his early life and had never sct foot
In any school at Bordenux. Immedi-
ataly she bad sought the youth and
had ngked for an explanntion, but he

Copyrighe,
1909, by
Brentano's

of the
n Blac

“She Is afrald for me,” bhe sald soft-
ly. “And 1—1 am afrald for her—only
or her. Aud | do uot know my fa-
ther. Ah, God help me!"

At that moment the sound of a shot
rang out on the vlght, follow® by a
cry of mortal agony, Ab, it was again
the cry thot | bad beard two years
ago in the “lupexplicable gallery.” KRou-
letabille tottered; then be bounded to
the open window with a despairing
burst of angulsh:

"Mother, motber, mother!™

I leaped nfter him and threw my
arms around his body, dreading what he
might attempt. Quickly be turned on
me, threw e off avd precipitated him-
self wildly through corridors, apart-
ments, stnlrways and courts toward
the accursed tower from which bad
come thut same death cry that we
both bad heard a moment ago and
algo two yenrs before, when it had re-
sounded through the “Inexplicable gal-
lery."”

I was still there when the door of
the square tower opened, and In ita
frame of light there appeared the form
of the Ludy In Black, Bhe was stand-
Ing upright, living and upnbarmed in
aplte of that cry of death, but ber
pale nnd ghastly visage reflected a
terror llke that of death itsclf. Bhe
stretched out her arms toward the
night, and the darkness cast Rouleta-
bllle Into them, and the arma of the
Lady in Black closed around him, and
1 heard no more, only sobs and moans
and again the two syllables which the
nlght repeated over and over, “Mother,
mother!”

Btrange to say, 1 found no ooe in the
Court of the Bold when | crossed it.
No one, then, had heard the plstol shot!
No one had beard the cries! Where
was M., Darzec? Where was Old
Bob? And the BernjerS? 1 saw nel
ther of them,

Rouletabllle and the Lady in Black
went into Old Bob's parior, -

And they were there alone, clasped
In each other's arms, repeating over
and over again, “Mother!” and "My
little one!” And then they murmured
broken sentences, phrases without end,
with the divine foollshness of a moth-
er and her child. And then how they
embraced each other, as though to
make up for all the years they had
lost! 1 beard him murmur, “You know,
mammai, it was not true that I.stolel”

But where was Bernfer? [ entered
the lodge from the left, for I wished to
know the meaning of the ery and of
the shot which I had beard.

Mere Bernler was at the back of the
room, which was lighted only by a
tiny taper. Her features were dis-

had burried away without replylog.

torted with fear.
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“Why 4id be pot throw himself loto
wmvunlwm&wtoun?'
she moaned. “Ab, my God! If be re-
mmwbtur-a'lmwmhm
onsent to be mive?™
' I was almost beside myself, 1 kiszad
and entrested pardon for
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. “Listen, Salnclair! Bernler told you
about our little accident. It is not
worth mentioning fo any one unless
some oue should speak of 1t to
The others perhaps bave not heard
shot. It would be useless to
all these good people. Don't
80?7 Now | have a littls fa
of you. It ls oanly to persaade
tablile to go to bed. When
my wife will calm herself nad
to get the rest that she needa. Hv
of us has need of rest—and sllence.’
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m' in leading the sack into the
cart, Mathilde pronounced these words
in & volce shaken with borror:

say that his
an bopest man
Btill, with the

ppeared

f

and crossed the court, direct-
agnin toward the square
be was not more than
the door, which wam
Rouletnbllle glided softly from
of the parspet and stepped
the door and the figure of Ber-
was struck with terror. He
bands upon the shoulders of
cotitlerge.
“Come with me!” be commanded.
“It will be a great misfortune if you
don't tell the truth,” muttered Rouleta-
bille. “But If you conceal nothing the
trouble mauy pet be so great. Come
this way."
And he drew him, clasping bim by
fist, toward the new chatean, I
T saw that a great change

come over Rouletablile. He was
his old self again.
Bernler walked in froat of us, his
bent. looking like an accused man
belng led on his way to trial.
we reached Rouletabllle's
young reporter bade Bernler
us. 1 lighted the lamp.
, how did they kill him 7"

£
¢

¥

i

;

what you don't
you do not tell me what
Barnler, 1 will be re-
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“WHY, beeause it he hud dome so,
my wife, who was [o the lodge, must
have seen him. No one has entered
that room except M. Darzac at §
o’clock and you two at 6, and no per-
son got in between the time that M,
Damsac went out nnd the time when
he came in at night with Mme, Darsae.
He was llke you—he didn't want to be-
Heve me. I swore it to him wpon the
corpse that lay before us!"

“"Where was the corpse?’

“In M. Darzac’s bedroom.”

“It was really a dend body?”

“Oh, he was breathing stili—I heard
him."
~ “Then it was not a corpse, Pere Ber-
nier.”

“Where was the difference? He had
& bullet in his henpt.”

He told us that he was going to his
lodge, feellng drowsy, when he and
Mere Bernler beard a commotion In
the apartment of M, Darzac. The fur-
niture was belng thrown about and
blows rained on the walla.

They heard the volce of Mme, Dar-
sac shouting “Help, help!"” This was
the cry that we, too, had heard in
the new chateau. Pere Bernler rush-
ed to the door of M, Darsac's room and
beat against it. He heard the labored
breathing of two men, and he recog-
pnized the volce of Larsan when he
heard the words, “With this blow I
shall bave your life! Then be heard
Darsac, who called his wife to his ald
In a volce almost stified, as thongh he
were gagged, “Mathilde, Mathilde!"
Evidently he and Larsan must bave
been engaged in n life and death strug-
gle when suddenly the pistol shot had
saved him, One would bave thought
that Mme. Darzac, who had then ut-
tered a cry, had been mortally wound-
ed. Why d4ld she not admit him to
help ber husband? Finally the door
was opened. The room was dark. It
was Mme, Darmae who bad opened
ithe door, and Bernler could distinguish
through the gloom the form of M.
Darsac leaning over something which
the conclerge knew wns n dylog man.
Bernier had called to his wife to bring
a light, but Mme, Darzac bad cried:
“No, mo! No light. no light! And,
‘above all, be sure that be knows noth-
ing” And immediately she had rush-
ed to the door of the tower, calling
out: “He s coming, be s comingl

1 hear him! Open the door, Pere Ber-
nler! | must go and meet him!” And
Pere Bernier had opened the door, the
o "G a1 "Dt

yourselves! Don't let him
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bring us misfortune!
done our duty. Ob, he was a miserable
wrelch! Why sbould they bhide the
facts? Iso’t it an hovor to bave killed
Larsan? Mme. Darzac promised me &
fortune If | would keep silence. What
do | care for that? Why should she
bave feared? [ asked her when we
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