The Mystery of

The Yellow Room

By GASTON LEROUX

CHAPTER. IX.

Reporier and Detective.

went back toward the puvilion.
At some distance from the
bullding the reporter made us
stop and, polnting to & small clump of
trees to the right of us, gald:

“That's whete the murderer came
from to get into the pavillon.”

A8 there were other patches of trees
of the same sort between the great
onks, 1 asked why the murderer had
chosen that one rather than any of the
others. Rouletabille answered me by
poluting to the path which ran quite
close to the thilcket to the door of the
pavillon.

“That path s, as you see, topped
with gravel" be sald. “The man must
huve passed along it golog to the pa-
vilfon, since no traces of his steps have
been found on the soft ground. The
wan didn't bave wings; he walked,
but be walked on the gravel, which
Jeft no lmpression of his tread. The
gravel has, In fact, been trodden by
muny other feet, slnee the path is the
mosat direct way between the pavilion
and the chatenu.
made of the sort of shrubs that don't
floarish In the rough season—laurels
nud fuchslas—it offered the murderer
e sufficlient hiding place until it was
time for him to make his way to the
povilton., It was while hiding In that
clump of trees that he saw M. and
Mlle, Stangerson and then Daddy
Jucques leave the pavillon. Gravel
has been spread nearly, very nearly,
up to the windows of the pavilion. The
footprints of n man parallel with the
wall, marks which we wlll examine
presently and which I have already
scen, prove that he only needed to
mike one stride to find himself in
front of the vestlbule window, left
open by Daddy Jaecques. The mnn
drew himself up by his hands and en-
tered the vestibule.”

“After all, it Is very possible,” 1 said.

“If 1 did not reason as | do in re-
gard to thia gravel,” Rouletabllle went
on, “1 ghould have to assume a bal
loon. Bo don't say a thing Is possible
when it could not be otherwise. We
know now how the man entered by
the window, and we also know the
moment at which he entered—during
the B o'clock walk of the professor
and his daughter. The fact of the
presence of the chambermald, who had
come to ¢lenn up the yellow room, In
the laboratory when M, Btangerson
and his daughter returned from their
walk at half past 1 permits us to af-
firm that at half past 1 the murderer
was not In ¢he chamber under the bed
unless he was In colluslon with the
¢hambermald,. What do you say, M.
Darzac 1"

M. Darzae shook bls head and sald
he was sure of the chambermald’s
fidelity and that she was o thorough-
ly houest and devoted servant,

“Hesldes," he added, “at O o'clock
M. Btangerson went into the room to
feteh his doughter’s hat"
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“There s that also,” sald Houleta- |

bille,

*“Phat the man entered by the win-
dow at the time you say, I admit,” I
sald, “but why did he shut the win-
dow? It was an act which would nec-
assarily draw the attention of those
who had left it open.”

“It may be the window wus not shut
at once,"” replied the young reporter.
“But If he did shut the window It was
because of the bend in the gravel path
i dozen yards from the pavilign and
o0 secount of the three oaks that are
growlug at that apot."

“Shat do you mean by that?" asked
M. Darzac, who had followed us and
llstened with almost breathless ntten-
tion to all that Rouletabllle bad sald.

“I'll explain all to you later on, mon-
sleur, when I think the moment to be
ripe for dolng so. But I don't think
1 bave anything of more Importance
to say on this affair if my hypothesis
18 justified.”

“And what 18 your hypothesis?'

*You will never know If It does not |

turn out to be the truth. It is of much
too grave a nature to speak of it so
long as it continues to be only a hy-
pothesls.”

“Have you at least some ldea as to
who the murderer 137"

“No, monsleur, I don't know who
the murderer Is. But don't be afrald,
M. Robert Darsac, I shall know.”

1 could not but observe that M. Dar-
=ac waa deeply moved, and I suspect-
ed that Rouletabllle’'s confident asser-
tlon was not plensing to him. Why,
I asked myself, if he was really afrald
that the murderer should be dlscover-
ed, was he helping the reporter to find
him? My young friend seemed to
have recelved the same Impression,
for he sald bluntly:

“M. Darzac, don't you want me to
find ont who the murderer was?'

“Oh, T should lke to kil him with
my own hand!" cried Mlle. Stanger-

son's flance, with a vehemence ttuat1

amased me.

“I belleve you,” sald Rouletabllle
gravely. "“But you have not answered
my question.”

We ware passing by the thicket of
which the young reporter had spoken
to us a minute before. I entered It
And poipted out evident traces of &

As to the thicket, |

3

man who had been hidden theré

Rouletabille once more was right.
“Yes, yes,” he sald, “We have to do

with a thing of flesh and blood, who

nses the eame means that we do, IgN
nll come out on those lines."™

Having sald this, he asked me fom
the paper pattern of the footprint
which he had given me to take care
of and applied It to a very clear foot-
| mark behind the thicket. “Ahal” he
{ eald, rising.

1 thought he wag now golng to trace
hack the track of the murderer's foot-
morks to the vestibule window, but he
led us Instend far to the left, saying
that it was uvseless ferreting In the
mud and that he was sure now of the
road taken by the murderer.

“He went nlong the wall to the hedge
and dry ditcl, over which he jumped.
flee, Just In front of the little path
lending to the lake, that was his near
est way to get out.”

“How do you know he went to the
lnke%"

“Because Frederic Larsan has not
quitted the borders of it since this
morning, There must be some {mpor-
tant marks there."”

A few minutes lnter we renched the
Inke.

It was a little sheet of marshy wa-
ter, surrounded by reeds, on *which
flonted some dend water lily leaves.
The great F'red may haove seen us ap-
proaching, but we probably interested
him very lttle, for he took hardly any
notice of us and continued to be stir-
| ring with his cane something which
'we could not see.

“Look!" sald Rouletabille. *“Here
agnin are the footmarks of the escap-
ing man. They skirt the lake here and
finally disappear just before this path,
which leads to the high road to Epl-
nay. The man continued his flight to
Parla"

“What makes you think that? 1
asked, “since these footmarks are not
continued on the path?"

“What makes me think that? Why,
these footprints, which I expected to
| find!" he erled, pointing to the sharply
ontlined lmprint of o nent boot. “Bee!”
And he ealled to Frederic Larsan,

YAl Fred, these neat footprints seem
to hnve been made since the discovery
of the crime."”

“Yes, young man, ves. They bave
been carefully wmade,” replied Fred
without raising his head. “You see,
| there are steps that come and steps
that go back."

“And the man had a bleyele!” cried
the reporter.

Here, after looking at the marks of
the bleyele, which followed, golng and
coming, the neat footprints, 1 thougbt
I might Intervene,

“T'he bleyele explains the disappear-
ance of the murderer's big footprints,”
I sald, *“The murderer, with his rough
boots, mounted a bleyele. His accom-
plice, the wearer of the neat boots,
had come to wait for him on the edge
of the lake with the bleyele, It might
be supposed that the murderer was
working for the other.”

“No, no!"” replied Rouletabille, with
a strunge smile. 1 have expected to
find these footmarks from the very
begluning, These are not the foot-
marks of the murderer.”

“Ihen there were two?"

“No; there was but one, and bhe had
uo accomplice."”
“Very good!

eric Larsan,

“Look!" continued the young report-
er, showing us the ground where it
had been disturbed by blg and heavy
heels,. “The man seated himself
there and took off his hobnalied boots
which he bad worn only for the pur-
pose of misleading detection, aud then
no doubt, taking them away with him,
| he stood up io his own boots and
| quietly and slowly reguined the high

road, bolding his bieycle In his hand,
for he could not venture to ride it on
this rough path. That accounts for
the lightness of the lmpression made
by the wheels along It in spite of the
softuess of the ground. If there bad
been & man on the bleycle the wheels
would have sunk deeply Into the soll
No, no; there was but one man there
—the murderer on foot."

“Bravo! Bravo!" cried Fred again.
And. coming suddenly toward us and
planting himself in front of M. Rob-
ert Darzac, he sald to him:

“If we had a bicycle here we might
demonstrate the correctness of the
young man's reasoning, M. Robert
Darsac. Do you know whether there
is one at the chateau?*

“No,” replled M. Darzac, “there is
not. I took mine four days ago to
Parls, the last time¢ I came to the
chateau before the crime.”

“That's a pity,” replied Fred very
coldly. Then, turning to Rouletabille,
be said: “If we go on at this rate we'll
both come to the same conclusion. Have
| you any idea as to how the murderer
| got away from the yellow room?"
| “Yes” sald my young friend, “1
have an idea.”

“8o have 1" sald Fred, “and it must
be the same as yours. There are no
two ways of reasoning In this affair.
I am walting for the arrival of my
chlef before offering any explanation
| to the examining magistrate."”

] “Ah! 1Is the chief of the police
ehming Tt s e

Very good!" cried Fred-
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“Yes, thls afternoon. He Is golng to
mmmon before the maglstrate In the
aboratory all those who have played
'my part In this tragedy. It will be
very interesting. 1t is a pity you
won't be able to be present.”

“1 shall be present” sald Rouleta-
bille confidently.

“Really yon are an extraordinary
fellow for your age!" replied the de-
tective In a tone not wholly free from
Irony. *“You'd make s wonderful de-
tective—Iif you had a little more meth-
od—If you didu't follow your Instinets
and that bump on your forehead, As
[ have already severnl times observed,
M. Rouletabifle, yon renson too much
You do not allow yourself to be guld-
od by whnt you have sesn. What do
you suy to the handkorchisf full of
blood and the red mark of ths hand
on the wall? You have sesn the stain

on the wall, but I have only seen the
handkerchief.”

“Bah!" cried Rouletabille. -“The
murderer was woubded in the hand
by AMlle. Stangoerson’s revolver.”

“Defective observetion—defective ob-
serviation! The examioation of the
bandkerchief, the numberiess little
round scarlet staing, the {mpression of
drops which I found In the tracks of
the footprints at the moment when
they were made on the floor, prove to
me that the murderer was not wound-
ed at nll. M. Rouletabille, the mur-
derer bled at the nose!"

The great Fred spoke quite serlously.
However, 1 could not refraln from ut-
tering an exclamation,

The reporter looked gravely at Fred,
who looked gravely aut him. And Fred
Immediately concluded:

“The man ellowed the blood to flow
Into his hand and bandkerchief and
drled his hand on the wall, The fact s
highly Important,” he added, “bednuse
there is no need of his belng wounded
In the hand for him to be the mur-
derer."

Rouletabille seemed to be thinking
deeply. After n moment he sald:

“There I8 something—a something,
M. Frederic Larsan, much graver than
the misuse of logle, the disposition of
mind In some detectives which makes
them In perfect good faith twist logic
to the necessities of thelr preconcelved
idens, Beware of judicial error, M
Fred; it will trlp you up.”

And, laughing a little In a slightly
bantering tone, his hands In his pock-
ets, Itouletabille fixed his cunning eyes
on the great I'red,

Frederic Larsan sllently contemplat-
ed the young reporter who pretended
to be ns wise ns himself. Bhrugging
bis sboulders, he bowed to us and
moved quickly away, hitting the stones
on his path with his stout cane.

Rouletabille watched his retreat and
then turned toward us, his face joyous
and trinmphant.

“T shall beat him!" he cried. "I ghal!
beat the great Fred, clever as bhe is! 1
shall beat them alll”

And he danced a double shuffle
Buddeuly he stopped. My eyes follow-
ed his gaze, They were fixed on M.

| Robert Darzac, who was looking anx-

fously at the Impression left by his
feet glde by slde with the elegant
footmarks, There was pot a particle
of diference between them!

We thought he was about to falnt
His eyes, bulging with terror, avolded
a8, while hia vight bhand, with a spas-
modie movement, twitched at the
beard that covered his honest, gentle
and now despairing face. At length
regalning his self possession, he bowed
to us and, remarking In a changed
voice that he was obliged to return to
the chatean, left us.

“The deuee!” exclaimed Rouletabille.

e also appeared to be deeply con-
cerned. From his pocketbook he took
a plece of white paper, ng I had seen
him do before, and with his scissors
cut out the shape of the neat boot-
marks that were on the ground, Then
he fitted the new paper pattern with
the one he had previously made, The
two were exactly alike. Rising, Roule
tabille excinimed suddenly, “The
deuce!” Presently he added, “Yet |
believe M. Robert Dargac to be an hon-
est man,” He then led me on the road
to the Donjon Inn, which we could
see on the highway by the slde of a
small clump of trees.

CHAPTER X.
“We Shall Have to Eat Red Meat—
Now."

HE Donjon inn was at least
two centuries old, perhaps old-
er. Under its signboard over
the threshold & man with a

crabbed looking face was standing,
seemingly plunged In  unpleasant
thought, if the wrinkles on his fore-
head and the knitting of his hrows
were any indication,

‘When Rouletabille and I were close to

bhim be deigued to see us and asked us
in a tone anything bLut engaging wheth-
er we wanted anything. He wus no
doubt the not very amiable landlord of
this charming dwelling place. As we
expressed s hope that he would be
good enough to furnish us with a
breakfast, he assured us that he had
no provislons.

“You may tnke us in,” Rouletabille
sald to him. “We are not policemes,”
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“I'm not afrald of the pollce. T'm
not afrald of any one,” replied the
man.

I had made my friend understand by
a sign that we should do better not to
Insist; but, being determined to enter
the inn, he slipped by the man on the
doorstep and was In the common room.

“Come on,” he-sald. “It I8 very com.
fortable here."

A good fire was blazing In the chims
ney, and we held our hands to the
warmth [t sent onut. It was n morning
In which the gpproach of winter was
anristakable. The room was a toler-
ably large one, furhished with two
heavy tables, some stools, a counter
decorated with rows of bottles of sirup
and nleohol

“That's a fine fire for roasting a
chicken,” sald Rouletabille.

“We bave no chicken, not even n
wretched rabbit.,” gald the landlord.

“1 know,"” enld my friend slowly—"1
know. We shall have to eat red meat
now."

“I confess 1 dld not In the least un

derstand what Rouletabille meant by |

what he had sald, but the landlord as
foon as he heard the words uttered an
onth, which he at once stifled, and
placed himself at our orders as obe-
dlently as M. Robert Darzac had done
when he heard Rouletabllle’s mysteri-
ous sentence, “The presbytery has lost
nothing of Its charm nor the garden its
brightness.”

The man pushed open a lttle side |

door and ealled to somebody to bring
him half a dozen eggs and a plece of

seefsteak. The commission was quick-
iy executed hy a strongly bullt young
woman with Meautiful Llond halr and
sarge, hundsoms eyes, who regarded us
with curloslly.

The Innkeeper suld to her roughly:

“Get out, and if the Green Man comes
don’t let me see him!"

Bhe disappeared. Rouletubille took
the eggs, which bad Leen brouglyd to
him in a bowl, and the meat, which
was on o dish, pluced all carefully be-
slde him o the chimney, unboolied a
frying pan and m gridiron and began
to bent up our omelet before proceed.
ing to grill our beefstenk. He then or-
dered two bLottles of cider and seemed
to take as lttle notlee of our host us
our host did of him. The lnodlord let
ug do our own cooking and set our
table near one of the windows.

Suddenly I heard him wmutter:

“Ah. there he {s!"

His face had changed, expressing
flerce hatred. He went and glued him-
self to one of the windows, watching

the roand. There waos no need for me |

to draw Rouletabllle's attentlon. He
had already left our omelet and had
Jolued the landlord at the window. 1
went with him,

A man dressed entirely in green vel
vet, his head covered with a hunts-
man's cap of the same color, was ad-
vancing lelsurely, lighting a pipe as he
wilked. He carried & fowling plece
slung at his back. His
displayed an almost aristocratic ease
He ware eyeglasses and appeared to
be about filve and forty years of age.
His hair as well as Lis mustache were
salt gray. He was remarkably band-
some, A8 he passed near the Inn he
hesitated, as If asking himself whether
or no he should enter It, gave a glance
toward us, took n few whiffs at his
pipe and then resumed his walk at the
same nonchalant pace.

Rouletabllle and 1 looked at our host.
His flashing eyes, his clinclhed hands,
his trembling lips, told us of his to-
multuous feellngs.

“He has donpe well not to come In
here today ! he Lissed,

“Who is that man?" nsied Douleta-
bille, returning to his omelette.

“The Green Man™ growled the b
keeper. “Don’t you know him? Then
all the better for you. He Is not an
acquialntance to make, Well, be Is M.
Btangerson's forest keeper,”

“You don't appear to like him very
much?' asked the reporter, pouring
his omelet into the frylng pan.

“Nobody likes bim, monsieur. He's
an upstart, who must once have hed a
fortune of his own, and be forgives
nobody becunse fn order to live he
has been compelled to become a sery-
ant. A keeper I8 us much & servant
as any other, iso't he? Upon mwmy
word, oue would say that he is the
master of the Glandier and that all
the land and woods belong to him.

He'll not It
morsel  of
grass!"

“IDoes be often come here?™

“Too often. But 1've made him un-
derstund that his face doosn't please
me, and for a month past he hasn't
been here. The Donjon inn hoas never
existed for him! He bhasn't had time--
been too much engaged In paying
court to the landlady of the Thred
Lilies at Balut Michel. A bad fellow.
There lsn't an bonest mann who can
bear him. Why, the conclerges of the
chatesn would turn their eyes away
from a pletare of him!"

“The concierges of the chateau are
honest people then?"

“Yes, they nre, as true as my name's
Muothien, monsiear, 1 belleve them to
be honest.™

“Yet they've been arrested

“What does that prove? But I don't
want to mix myself up in other peo- |
ple's affalrs.”

“Aund what do you think of the af-
falr ¥

“Of the attack on poor Mile. Stanger-
son? A good girl, Much loved every-
wlere In the country, Thut's what |
think of It—and many things besides,
But that's nobody's business,”

“Not even mine?' Insisted Rouleta-
bille, |

The Innkeeper lovked at him side
wiys and sald grufly: |

“Not even yours."

The vmelet rendy, we sat down at
table and were sliently eating when
the door was pushed open and an old
womun, dressed o rags, leanlog on u
stick, ber bead doddering, bher white
balr hangiog loosely over her wrin-
kled forebead, appeured on the thres-
hold.

“Ah, there you are, Mother Ange-
uoux! It's long sliuce we saw you
lust,”" snld our host,

“I have been very ill, very nearly
dylug,” sald the old woman, “If ever
you should huve any scraps for the
Bete du Bon Dien”—

And she entered, followed by a cat
larger than any 1 bod ever belleved
could exist. The beast looked at us
aud gave so hopeless a mian that 1
shuddered. 1 bad never heard so
lngubiriqus a ery.

As If drawn by the cat's cry a man
followed the old woman fn. It was
the Green Man, e saluted by rals
Ing hLis havd to his cap and seated
himself at & table near to ours.

“A glass of elder, Daddy Mathleun,”
he sald,

A8 the Gmn roentered Daddy
Maothien had storred viclently, but vis-
Ibly masterine bl olFf he sald:

“Pve not ravre older 1 served the

A poogr crealure eat a
bread on the grass—his

last hottle=s ro these pentlemen,”™
“Then pioe e o glass of white
wine' « i ‘reen Man without
| showlug he 1ot surprise,
“I've no 1 whilte wine—no more
anytliog" o200 Doddy Mathlea surlily,
“How 1= " "moe. Mathien?"

movements I

*Quite woll th
Ba the yon

inh vou"
2 womnnn with the large, |

tenider ov we hnd Just ween |
was the o7 his repugnant and |
brutial o v lealonsy seemed |
to emnlyec’ ol ngliness.

Rlummis r hichind him., !bn|
innkeeper left the room, Mother An- |

| getioux was still standiog, lesning on |

her stick, the cat at hor foat.

“You've been i, Motlier Angenous?
s that why we bave t seen you for |
Lhe last week " aaked the Qpcen Mau

“Yen M. Reeper. | bave heeu ble to
get up but three thmes to go 1o pray o |
Bt. Genevieve, our good patroness, and
the rest of the time | have been irinz
on my bed. There was no oue to care
for we but the Dete du Bon Diea!™

“Did she not leave you

“Nelther by day nor by nlght.”

“Are you sure of thag?”

“As T am of paradise."

“Then how was It, Mme. Angenonx,
that nll through the night of the mur-
der notbing but the ery of the Bete du
Bon Dieu was heard ¥

Mother Angenoux planted herself In
frant of the forest keeper and struck
the floor with her stick.

“1 don't know npything about It"
she sald. “But shall 1 tell you some
thing? There are no two cats In the
world that cry llke that. Well, on the
night of the murder 1 nlso heard the |
cry of the Bete du Bon Dien outside,
and yet she was on my knees and did

=7 | not mew once, I_ste_g,r_:__l. crogsed my  Read the advertisements,
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self when | benrd that, ns If 1 had
heard the devil ™

1 looked at the keepor when he
put the Inst guestion, stdd | am mach
mistnken 1If T did oot Soret nan el
smile on hi= lipa At that womeant the
nolse of lovd quarrcling ron hed ua,
We oven thousht we beard n dull
sound of hlows, ns If some one was
belng beater.  The Green Man quickly
rose and uurried to the door he the
glde of the fireplace, but 1t was vpened
by the landiord, who appeared and
sald to the keeper:

“Don’t nlarm yourself, monsienr. It
Is my wife, 8he has the twotha-he"
And be Inughed. “Here, Mother Ange.
noux; here are some seraps for your
cat,"

He held out a packet to the nld wo-
man, who took It eagerly and went
out of the door. closely followed by
her eat.

“Then you won't serve me? asked
the Green Man.

Daddy Mathien's face was plaeid
and no longer retalned Its expreasiun
of hatred.

“I've nothing for youn—nothing for
you. Take yourself off.”

The Green Man aquletly refillod his
pipe, it it, bowed to us apd went ont,
No sooner was he over the threahold
than Daddy Mathleu slnmmed the
door after him, and, turnipe toward
us, with eyes Llood hot pod frothing
at the mouth, he hilsied to us, shaking
bis clinehed st at the door be bad
Just shut on the man he evidently
hated:

“1 don't know who you are who tell
mwe 'We ghall have to ent red meat
now," but If It will interest you to
know Ij—that man Is the winrderer!”

With which words Daddy Mathien
Immediately left us, Rouletabllle re-
torned toward the frveplece nod suld:

“Now we'll grill our stenk, How do
you lke the eldor? It's a lMttle tart
but 1 like It."

We gaw no more of Daddy Mathleo
that day, and absolute silenco reigned
in the Inn when we left It nfter plae-
Ing B francs on the table In payment
for our feawt.

Rouletabllle at once set off on a
three mile wnlk around Professor
Btangerson's estnte. He balted for
some ten minutes at the corver of a
nurrow roud black with soot near to
some charcoal burpers’ huts o the
forest of Br. Genevleve, which touclios
oth the rond from Epluay to Cor-
bell, to tell me that the wmurderer
bad certaluly passed thint way before
enteriog the grounds and concesllng
bimself o the Httle clump of trees.

“You don't thiok, then, that the
keeper Kiuws nugthing of (0" | asked.

“We shull see that luter,” he replied,
“Tor the present I'm not loterested In
vl ke | wid snld nbout the wian,
| didn't ke
you o brealifust at the Donjon ino
or U e suie of the Green Man. "

Theu Rouletabille, with great pre-
caution, gilled, followed by me, to-
wrid the Hitle bullding whieh, stand-
Ing pear the park gate, served for the
howme of the conclerges who had been

arres o bt coriing With the skill
of 20 n vobat Le ot inte the lodge by
an 4 or wicdow whic b bad been left

open and returned ten winutes later.
He said only “Ah!" a word which in
his mouth slguitied wany things,

We were about to take the road lead-
lug to the chatenn when a couslderable
stir at the park gnte attracted our nt-
teutien A earrlage hid arrived, and
soiue jeuple bad come from the cha-
teau 1o wmeet Iy Rouletabille poluted
out to me & gentleman who descended
from It,

“That's the chilef of the Parls po-
lee,” he sald.  “Now we shall see
what Frederle Larsan bas up his
sleeve nud whether he Is so much clev-
erer than anybody elee

The carriage of the c hief was follow-
od by three other vehleles contalning
reporters, who were nlso deslrous of
entering the purk. But two gendarmes
statloned at the gute had evidently
recelved orders to refuse admission to
anybody. The chilef of police enlmed

| thelr Impatience by undertaking to

furnish to the press that evening all
the informntion be could glve that
would not Interfere with the judiclal
Inqulry,

[Tro BE coxTiNUED.)
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