





%‘ I'4 I.) /‘j/’/(»,py'o
//

L ey 4

.-

e '

-






THE MYSTERY

OF

THE YELLOW ROOM









CorYRIGHT, 1908
By BRENTANO'S

MADE IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA









THE MYSTERY

OF

THE YELLOW ROOM










































































































































ROULETABILLE MAKES A REMARK

chéteau, Rouletabille still retaining his hold on the
horse’s bridle. I addressed a few words to Mon-
sieur Darzac, but he made no answer. My looks
questioned Rouletabille, but his gaze was else-
where.




















































































ROULETABILLE’S EXPEDITION

“]I am quite satisfied. I have discovered many
things.”

“ Moral or material?

“ Several moral,— one material. This, for
example.”

And rapidly he drew from his waistcoat pocket
a piece of paper in which he had placed a light
coloured hair from a woman’s head.



























THE MYSTERY OF THE YELLOW ROOM

it repeated to him three times. He also wanted
to be sure that the forest-keeper knew that the
professor and his daughter were going to dine in
the laboratory, and how he had come to know it.

When Monsieur Darzac had finished, I said:
“ The examination has not advanced the problem
much.”

It has put it back,” said Monsieur Darzac.

“It has thrown light upon it,” said Rouleta~
bille, thoughtfully.























































































































































































































































































THE TRAP

cution. I have wished, by this slowness and pre-
cigion, to be certain that nothing should be omitted
from the conditions under which the strange phe-
nomenon was produced, which, until some natural
explanation of it is forthcoming, seems to me to
prove, even better than the theories of Pro-
fessor Stangerson, the Dissociation of Matter — I
will even say, the instantaneous Disseciation of
Matter.”










































THE INEXPLICABLE GALLERY

¢ There was no mistaking Larsan’s bad temper.
On re-entering the chiteau, I heard him mutter

“¢It would be strange — very strange —if I
had deceived myself on that point!’

“ He seemed to be talking to me rather than to
himself. He added

“¢In any case, we shall soon know what to
think. The morning will bring light with it.”











































































































































































THE MYSTERY OF THE YELLOW ROOM

I was about to make some further observations,
but he wrung my hand warmly and wished me
good-bye. I had only time to ask him one ques-
tion before he left.

“ Are you not afraid that other attempts may
be made while you ’re away? ”

“No! Not now that Darzac is in prison,” he
answered.

With this strange remark he left. I was not t3
see him again until the day of Darzac’s trial at the
court when he appeared to explain the inexplicable.
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THE MYSTERY OF THE YELLOW ROOM

dered the intruder to be immediately expelled
The same clear voice, however, was again
heard: —

“ It is I, Monsieur President — Joseph Rouleta-
bille!”













































































































































MYSTERY OF MLLE. STANGERSON

heard you often refer to it. Tell me why it
troubles you.”

“ Perhaps — some day; some day,” said Rou-
letabille.

And he heaved a profound sigh.














