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The World’s ‘Strangest
Mystery Story! .

e

| The P I' lANTOM Of the OP ERA MbeLEROUX

(Published by Arrangement with Universal Pictures)

This st.ary is bublished by arrang ement with Universal Pictures, wI'uo
“have produced it as & tremendous spe ctacte. Lon Chaney in the role of Erik
is the star, Mary Philbin is the young opera ginger, Christine; Norman Ker-

ry is Raoul and Arthur Edmund Care
ers are in the cast of this picturoc.

(Continued.) L
The Persian now looked at Chris-
tine’s 'quiet profile under the lamp.
She was reading a tiny book, with gilt
edges, like a religious book. There
are editions of The Imitation that look
Jike that. The Persian still had in his
pars the nalural tone in which the
pther had said, ‘“to please my wife.”
Very gently, he called her again; but
Christine was wrapped up in her book
and did not hear him.

Erik returned, mixed the daroga a
draft and advised him not to speak to

“his wife” again nor to any one, be-

pause it might be *very dangerous to| -

pverybody’s health.

Eventuélly, the Persian fell asleep,
{ike M. de -Chagny, and did not wake
antil he was in his own room, nursed
by his faithful Darius, who told him
that, on the might before, he was
found propped against the door of his
flat, where he had been brought by a
stranger, who rang the bell before go-
lng away.

As soon as the daroga recovered his
irength and his wits, he sent to Count
Philippe’s house to inquire after the
viscount’s health. The answer was
that the young man had not been seen
and ‘that Count Philippe was dead. His
body was found on the bank of the
Dpera lake, on the Rue-Scribe side.
Yhe Persian remembered the requiem
mass which he had heard from behind
the wall of the torture-chamber and
had mo doubt concerning the erime
wnd the criminal. Knowing Erik, as he
tid, he easily resconstructed the trag-
ody. Thinkiug that his brother had
run away with Christine Daae, Philip-
pe had dashed in jpursuit of him along
the Brussels Road, where he knew
that everything was prepared for the
slopement. Failing to find the pair,
de hurried back to the Opera, remem-
yered Raoul’s strange confidence about
his fantastic rival and learned that

the vigeount had made every effort to her, which was true enough.
pnter the cellars of the theatre and! "
Ihat he had disappeared, leaving his!

hat in the prima donna's dressing
room beside an empty pistol-case And
the count, who no longer entertalned
any doubt of his brother’'s madness, in
his turn darted into that infernal un-
terground maze. Thiz wasg enough, in |
the Persian’s eyes, to explain the dis-
tovery of the Comte de . Chagny's
porpse on the shore of the lake, where
the siren, ®rik’s siren, kept watch.
The Pers!an did rot hesitate. He de-
Jermined to dnform the police. Now
the case was in the hands of an exam-
ling-magistrate called Faure, an in-
sredulous, common-place, superficial
sort of person, (I write as I think),
with a mind utterly unprepared to re
redve confidence of this kind. M. Faure
look dowr the daroga’'s depositicns

| cause of the water. Christine came to
'me with her beautiful blue eyes wide

we is the Persian. Five thousand oth-

'

' “Were are Raoul de Chagny and
Christine Daae?”
“I am going to die. .

”

“Raoul de Chagny  and Christine
Daae?”

“Of love DO ¢y 1 b T
am dying . . of love. . 5 Rat

I loved her still
daroga . .and I am dy-

ing of love for her, I . 1 tell you!
. I you knew how beautiful she

is how it isi ..

was . . when she let me kiss her
. alive. . . It was the first
time time, daroga, the first

. time I ever kissed @ woman.

Yes, alive. 1 kissed

her glive and she looked as

beautiful as if she had been dead!
1

The Persian shookArik by the arm:

“Will you tell me if she is alive
dead.”

“Why dé you shake me like that?”
asked Erik, making an effort to speak
more connectedly. “I tell you that I
am going to die . . Yes, I kissed
{ her alive. *
“And now she is dead?”

“I tell you I kissed her just like that
on her forehead . and she did
not draw back her forehead from my
ilips! . Oh, she is a good girl!
P e (s A3 to her being dead, I don't
think so; but it has nothing {o do with
‘m.e 3 No, no, she is not dead!
" And no one shall touch a hair of her
head! She is a good, honest girl, and
she saved your life, daroga, at a mo-

or

version of the novel by

can understand, my happiness was so
great, I cried. And I fell at her feet,
erying.”

Erik sobbed aloud and the Persian
himself could not retain his tears in
the presence of that masked man,
who, with his shoulders shaking and
his hands clutched at his chest, was
moaning with pain and love by turns.
“Yes, daroga . . 1 felt her tears
flow on my forehead . . om mine,

ment when I would not have glven
| two-pence for your Persian skin. As a'

,matter of fact, nobody bothered about
'you. Why were you there with that

;!'it‘tﬂe chap? You would have died as
‘well as he! My word, how she en-!

' treated me for her little chfp! But I

.told her that, as che had turned the| "

'scorpion, she had, through that very;
fact, and of her own free will, be-
come engaged to me and that she did
not nead to have two men engaged to|

“As for you, you did not exist, you
had ceased to exist, I tell you. and
you were going to die with the other!

. Only, mark me, daroga, when
you were yelling like the devil, 1

‘open, and sawore to me, as she hoped!
to be saved, that she consented to be
my living wife! Un'il then,
in the depths of her eyes, daroga, I
had always seon my dead wife; it was
the first time I saw my living wife
there. She was sincere, as she hoped
to be saved. She would not kill her-
self. 1t was a bargain. . . Half a
minute later, all the water was back
i nthe lake; and I had a hard job
with you, daroga, for, upon my honor,
I thought you were done for!

However! . There you were!

ind proceeded to treat him as a mad-
man.

eDpsairing of ever obtaining a hear tyo earth, When, at last, T cleared the  @ny more!’ .

. It was understood that 1 was
to take you both up to the ‘surface of

'We cried together!

mine! . They were soft .
they were sweet! Tiey trick-
led under my mask . . they ming-
led with my tears in my eyes .
they flowed between my lips. .
Listen, daroga, listen to what I did.,
. I tore off my mask so as not;
to lose one of her tears . . and|
she did mot run away! And;
hse did not die! She remain-
ed alive, weeping over me, with me.
I have tasted all
the happiness the world can.offer!”
And FErik fell into a chair choking |
for breath: l

|
|
\

“Ah, T am not goin to die yet . . .

presently I shall but let me |
ery! Listen, daroga ¥
listen to this. . . While I was at|
her fect . . I heard her say, ‘Poor !
unhappy Erik!’ . And she took
my hand! I had become no
more, you know, than a poor ddog
ready to die for her I mear

it, daroga! . T held in my hand
a ring, a plain gold ring which I had
given her . . which she had lost
a wedding-ring, you know.

. I slipped it into her little hand

and said, ‘There! Take it!
Take it for you and

him! . It shall be my wedding-
present . a present from your
poor, unhappy Erik. I kvow
you love the boy don't cry
She asked me, in

Ing, the Persian sat down to writ2. AS po4is-Philippe room of you, I came|a very soft voice, which I meant. .

the police ¢id not want his evidence,

Drickallicayes s i |

Then 1 made her understand that,

pephaps, the press would be glai of it!  “What have you done with the Vi-, Where she was concerned, I was only

and he had just written the laat line of
the narrative I have quoted in the
preceeding chapters, when Darius an-
sounced the visit of a stranger who
refused his name, who would not show
his face and declared simply that he
did not intend to leave the plac> un-
til he had spoken to the daroga.

The ‘Persian at once felt who his
singuar visitor was and ordered him
to be shown in. The daroga was tight.
K was the ghost, it wag Ertk!

He looked extremely weak and
learned against the wall, as though ha
were afrald of falling. Taking off hig
hat, he revealed a forehead white as
wax. The rost of the horrible face
wasg hidden by the magk.

The Persian rose to his feet as Erik
antered.

“Murderer of Count Philippe, what
have you done with his brother and
Christine;, Daae?"” .

Erik staggered under this direct at-

tack, keot silent for @ moment, drag-

zed himself to a chair and heaved a
deep sigh. Then, speaking in short
phrases and gasping for breath be-

comte de Chagny?’ agked the Per-
slan, interrupting him.
*“Ah, you see, daroga, I couldn’t,

carry him up like that, at once . 4
He was a hostage. . . But I could |
not keep him in the house on the lake
either, hecause of Christine; so I lock-;
ed him up comfortably, I chained him
up nieely—a whiff of the Mazenderan
scent had left him as limp as a rag—
in the Communists’ dungeon, which is
in the most deserted and remote part
of the Opera, below the fifth cellar,
where no one ever comes, and where
no one ever hears you. Then I ca‘mn!
‘back to Christine. She was waiting
FOrSRISRE, £ 48 ¢
Erik here mose solemnly. Then he
continued, but, a's he spoke, he was
overcome by all his former emotion
and began to tremble like a leaf:
“Yes, she was waiting for me .
waiting for me erect and alive, a real,
Hving “bride . . as she hoped to
be saved. . . And, when 1 .
cams forward, more timid than .
a little child, she did not run away

: no, no she stayed

_iw:a:an the words: : . she waited for me . . . 1
Daroga, don't talk to me even beleve daroga

about Comite Philmpc. ;: . He was lat she put out her forehead .

dead . by the time ., ', . 11eft a little . . oh, not much . ,

my house . . he was dead . just a little like = living

when . . the giren .sang. . bride. 7251 I K UGG | .

It was an . . accldent . . . a|kissed her! T e by

pad . 8 very sad . . acci . And she did not die!

dent. He falf very awkwardly . Oh, how good, it is, daroga, to kiss

but simply end naturally . . into | somebody on the forehead!

the Tlaket . .. *.?
“You lie!” shouted the Persian.
~ Erik bowed his head and said:

You can't tell! . st BURT L
My mother, daroga, my poor, unhap-

a poor dog, ready to die for her .

but that she could marry the young
man when che pleased, because she
had cried with me and mingled her
tears with mine! s

Erik’s emotion wag so great that he
had to tell the Persian not to look at
bim, for he was choking and must
take off his mask. The daroga went to
the window and opened it. His heart
was full of pity, but he took care to
keep his eyes fixed on the trees In the
Tuilenies gardens, lest he should see
the monster's face.

“T went and relcased the young
man,” Erik continued, “and told him
to come with me to Christine .

They kigsed before me in 'the Iouis-
Philippe room. Christine had
my ring. I made <Christine
swear to come back, one night, when
1 was dead, crossing the lake from
the Rue-Scribe side, and. bury me in
thie greatest secrecy with the gold
ring, which she was to wear until
that moment. . . I told her where
she would find my body and what to
do with it. Then
kissed me, for the first time, herself,

on my forehead, mine-—don’t look,'

. I alone cried. .
daroga, if Christine keeps her promise, !
she will come back soon! . . .” |

The monster resumed his mask and
collected his strength to leave
daroga. He told him that, when he felt
his end to be very near at hand, ha'

shown him, that which he held dearest

% py mother would never . . let me
I have not come here to! kiss her. . She used to run
kalle about Count Philippe . . but | away and throw me my
o tell you that .1 am going | mask! . Nor any other woman
.,' e CRRNE o i ! ever, ever , Ah, you

Chmrigtine * §

herq, lon /the forehead—don't look, ! §
- |daroga!—here, on the forehead . . .|E

daroga!-—and they went off to;rnthm'.‘l X
. Christine had stopped cryine.! B

. Daroga, | &

| The Mail Printing Company

the B

would send him, in gratitude for the | §
kindness which the Persian had once @

in the world: all Christine Daae’s pa-R

pers, which 'she had ‘written for

Raoul's benefit and left with Erik, to-
gether ‘with a few objects belonging
to her, such as a pair of gloves, a
shoe-buckle and two pocket-handker-
chiefs. In reply to the Persian's ques-
tions, Erik told him that 'the two
young people, as soon as they found
themselves free, had resolved to go
nad look for a priest in some lonely
spot where they could hide their hap-
piness and that, with this object ip
view, they had started from
northern railway station of the world.”
Lastly, Erik relied on the Persian, as
seen as he received the promised
relics gnd papers, to inform the young
couple of his death and to advertise
it in the Epoque.

That was all. The Persian saw Enik
to the door of his flat, and Darius

“the,

helped him down to the street. A cab
was waiting for him. Erik stepped in;
and the Persian, who had gone back
to the .window, heard him say to the
driver:

“Go to the Opera.”

And the cab drove off into the night.

The Persian had seen ths poor, un-
fortunate Erik for the last time. Three
weeks later, the Bpoque published this
radvertisement:
“Erik is dead.”

EPILOGUE.

I have now told the singular, but
veracious story of the Opera ghost. As
I declared on ‘the flrst page of this
work, it is no longer possible to deny
that Erik really lived. There are to-
day so many proofs of his existence
within the reach of everybody that
we can follow Erik's actions logilcally
through the whole tragedy of the
Chagnys.

greatly the case excited the capital.
The kidnapping of the artist, the
death of the Comte de Chagny under
such exceptional conditions, the disap-
pearance ‘of his brother, the drugging
of the gasman at the Opera and of
his two assistants: what tragedies,
what. passions, what crimes had sur-
rounded the idyll of Raoul and the
sweet and charming Christine!
What had become of ‘that wonderfil,
mysterious artist of whom the world
was never, never to hear again? .

(To be Continued.)

HOW ODD.

It was little ¥lossie's first day at
bchool. Her name has been regis-
tered and the teacher asked. “Have
you any brothers or sisters?”
“Yes, ma’am,” answered Flossie.
“Are you the oldest one of the
family?”

“Oh, mo ma’am,” returned Flossie,
“father and mother’s both older'n

me."”

There is no need to repeat here how

Her Nerves Were
‘““All Broken Up”)
She,  Could Not Sleep

Mrs. David Gallougher, 37 Lynd-
hurst Ave., Hamilton, Ont., writes:
—“My nerves were all broken up
and T could not sleep at night, and I
would have to get up out of bed and
walk the floor for hours at a time.

After Using a Box of

I Began To Feel Much Better,
and after using a few more boxes

I could enjoy my rest as well as ever
I conld. ?”

H. & N. Pills have been on the
market for the past 32 years; your
nearest druggist sells them; pui up
only by The T. Milburn Co., Limited,
Toronto, Ont.

FASCISTIBAN
HANDSHAKING

Rome, Italy, Dec. 14—“How do yot
do?”, handshaking and the tipping ol
the hat have been cfficially abolished
throughout Italy. From this week or
public employes and school childrer
will be obliged to greet their supeﬂd"t
and one another with the “fascist sa
lute”—the upraised right arm, as was
the custom in ancient Rome.

Betty—I'd be ashamed to tel
whoppers the way you do.
Bobby—Well, let’s see you tel

them any better.

Hortense—And have you ever met
a man who comes up te your ideal?
Marjorie—Oh, no; not by =everal

million dollars, my dear,

e s i smtes s

About
Printing Job?

HEN you want something done in the Printing
line don’t forget that THE MAIL IS READY
TO SERVE YOU. We carry a large stock and

OUR PRICES WILL BE FOUND REASONABLE, con-
sistent with First Class Work.

ha

Don’t wa

Call at 329 Queen Street or Phone 67

327-29 Queen Street.

t

We are in a position to promptly fill
orders for COUNTER CHECK BOOKS
in one or two colors.

it for

some travelling salesman to come
along, GIVE US YOUR ORDER NOW.

We have, by far, the LARGEST and BEST EQUIPPED
JOB PRINTING PLANT IN THE CITY, and can turn
out all kinds of work promptly and efficiently. When in
need of anything in our line call No. 6§ on the telephone
—WE WILL DO THE REST.




