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THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA
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Introduction

Gaston Leroux was born in 1868 in Paris, France, into a very
wealthy family. After studying law, he inherited a million francs —
and he spent it all very quickly! So he had to work for a living.
Leroux started to write for a newspaper in Paris. By the age of
thirty, he was a full-time writer of mystery and detective novels.

Gaston Leroux became well known in 1907 for The Mystery of
the Yellow Room , a novel that introduced a teenage crime reporter.
Two years later, he wrote The Phantom of the Opera, his best-known
book today.

The Phantom of the Opera is spine chilling and full of drama,
just like a real opera. The phantom of the title — which frightens
everyone with his deformed face — lives beneath the Paris Opera
House where he becomes obsessed with a young singer, called
Christine Daaé . As he enchants her more and more with his music,
she begins to wonder whether he really is a phantom. The building
that Leroux described actually exists — and it does have enormous
cellars with an underground lake.

Many films have been made of this story. In 1987, Andrew
Lloyd Webber produced The Phantom of the Opera as a musical.

Gaston Leroux died in 1927 at the age of forty-nine.
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THE PHANTOM OF THE OFERA

CHAPTER ONE

A New Singer

A new singer had just given a wonderful performance at the Paris
Opera House. Her name was Christine Daaé. At the last minute,
she had replaced Carlotta, who was ill, as Margarita in an opera
called Faust. Nobody had ever heard a voice like hers. The audience
went mad with delight and clapped until Christine was carried from
the stage weeping and fainting.

In his box overlooking the stage, the Count de Chagny applauded
loudly, too. He was a handsome man of forty-one and the head of
one of the most distinguished families in France. His younger
brother Raoul sat next to him, his face pale with surprise.
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“1 wonder if Christine will remember me?” Raoul thought.
“We used to play on the beach together when we were children. [
must go back-stage to meet her.”

As he made his way to Christine Daaé’s dressing room, Raoul
passed some of the ballet dancers in the narrow corridors. They
were talking about a phantom which had been haunting the Opera
House for some time: how he seemed to appear from nowhere in
the shape of a gentleman wearing a black evening suit —and how he
vanished as soon as he was seen.

Joseph Buquet, a scene-shifter, had met him once on the
staircase leading to the cellars. “His skin is yellow and so tightly
stretched over his bones that it looks like the face of a dead
person, ” he told everybody afterwards. “His eyes are so deep that
they look like two big black holes. His nose is small and he hardly
has any hair. Ugh!”

Now Raoul de Chagny entered Christine Daaé’s dressing room
she whispered.

il

just as she was opening her eyes. “Monsieur,’
“Who are you?”

Raoul kissed her hand. “Don’t you remember?” he asked. “I
am the little boy who went into the sea to rescue your scarf when
the wind blew it away. I should like to speak to you in private,
Mademoiselle Christine. ”

“No, ” she replied. “Go away! I wish to be alone. ”

Raoul waited impatiently outside her door. To his surprise, he
heard a man’s voice coming from the dressing room. “Christine,
you must love mel|” he said. And Christine’s trembling voice
replied, “How can you talk like that, when I sing only for you!
Tonight I gave you my soul. ”

Raoul heard no more. He crept into a dark corner, his heart
beating wildly, and waited for the man to leave. He knew that he
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THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA

loved Christine Daaé and he hated that man inside her room.

At last, Christine came out, but she did not see Raoul. When
she had gone, he went into her dressing room. The gaslight had
been turned out. He stood there in complete darkness.

“Why are you hiding?” Raoul called out, striking a match. “If
you don’t answer, you are a coward!”

The match lit up the room — but it was empty.

Raoul waited for ten minutes. Then he decided to leave. As he
went through the door. an icy blast struck him in the face. He
walked through the corridors for some time, not knowing where he
was going. Suddenly, near the bottom of a staircase, he had to
make way for a group of men carrying a stretcher. The person on it
was covered with a white sheet.

“Who is that?” he asked.

“Joseph Buquet,” one of the men answered. “He was found
dead behind the scenery in the third cellar. ”
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CHAPTER TwO

The Angel of Music

Christine Daaé¢ did not continue her triumph at the Opera House.
After that evening, she refused to sing again. She seemed afraid of
her new success.

Raoul wrote to her many times, asking to meet her. At last,
she sent him this note:

Monsieur,

I have not forgotten you, the little boy who rescued my scarf.
Tomorrow is the anniversary of the death of my poor father, whom you
knew. He is buried in Perros and I am going there to visit his grave.

Christine Daaé

Why had she written to him? Did she want him to follow her?
Raoul dressed quickly and hurried to the railway station. On the
long train journey to Perros, a town on the north coast of France,
he thought about Christine all the time. He knew that he was in
love with her.

Christine Daaé came from Sweden. Her father was a poor
peasant, but he played the violin better than anybody else. One
day, as he was playing at a fair — and Christine was singing — a
Professor Valerius heard them. It was he who brought them both to
France and paid for Christine’s musical education. Like Raoul, they
spent each summer by the sea in Perros.

As a young boy, Raoul loved listening to the stories that

Illl
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Christine’s father knew so well.

“Every great musician receives a visit from the Angel of Music,
at least once in his or her life,” he used to tell them. “No one ever
sees the Angel, but they remember its voice all their lives. ” He looked
at Christine. “When I am in heaven, child, I shall send him to you. ”

Three years later, the old man had died.

In Perros, Raoul found Christine at the inn. She showed no
surprise when he appeared.

“So you have come,” she said quietly. “I knew that you would. ”

“Yes,” Raoul replied. “You must realise that I love you,
Christine, and I cannot live without you. ”

Christine blushed and turned away her head. “Me?” she
asked. “You are dreaming, my friend.” Then she burst out
laughing. “Perhaps I was wrong to write to you,” she said, “but
seeing you at the Opera House reminded me of happy times long past. ”

“Do not laugh at me, Christine,” Raoul said. “Why do you
treat me in this way?”

Christine did not reply.

“I think I know the answer,” Raoul said. “There was a man in
your dressing room that evening, someone to whom you said. ‘I sing
only for you!” And he said, ‘Christine, you must love me!" ”

At these words, Christine turned pale. She staggered and
seemed on the point of fainting. Two tears trickled down her
cheeks. Then she ran to her room. Raoul did not know what to do.
At last, he decided to visit her father’s grave, too. As he stood
there, Christine came to join him.

“Listen, Raoul,” she said. “I am going to tell you something
very serious. Do you remember the legend of the Angel of Music?”

“Of course 1 do,” Raoul replied. “Your father first told it to
me here in Perros. ”

“The Angel of Music has visited me, ” Christine said.

12 -
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“1 have no doubt of it,” he replied. “No human being can sing
as you sang the other evening. It was a miracle. No professor could
teach you. Yes, you have heard the Angel of Music, Christine. ”

“He comes to my dressing-room, ” she said. “That is where I
hear him. That is where you heard him. "

Raoul laughed. “I think that somebody is playing a joke on
you, Christine. ”

Christine gave a cry and ran from him. Raoul did not see her
again until that evening — at half past eleven he saw her leave her
room and go downstairs. He followed her to the churchyard.

“I want her to turn round to see me,” he thought, “but she does not
seem to hear me, although my footsteps are noisy on the hard snow. ”

Christine knelt down by her father’s grave and prayed. As the
church clock struck midnight, she looked up at the sky and
stretched out her arms. Raoul heard the sound of violin music.,
music that her father had played to them as children. Then she got
up and walked away.

As Raoul turned to follow her again, he saw a shadow gliding
into the church door. He caught hold of the edge of its cloak. Just
then, the moon shone through the window above the altar. The
shadow turned round. Raoul saw a man with a face partly covered
by a mask. He shuddered as its eyes looked straight at him.

He felt as if he were face to face with the devil!
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CHAPTER THREE

Box Five

There were new managers at the Opera House, a Monsieur Richard

and a Monsieur Moncharmin. They were delighted with their new
jobs, so delighted that they forgot all about the rumours of a
phantom — until the day they received a letter from him.

“Dear Managers,” they read, “I have arrived at the Opera
recently to find my box — Box Five — sold to somebody else. The
previous managers were always kind to me. If you wish to live in
peace, do not take away my box.

The Phantom of the Opera”

“This joke is not very funny, ” they said. “We shall sell tickets
as usual to the public tonight for Box Five. ”

The following day, reports reached them of the rowdiness in
Box Five during the performance, so noisy that the police had to be
called. The managers sent for Madame Giry, who looked after the
box.

“What happened last night?” Monsieur Richard demanded.

“The phantom was annoyed because you let his box!” she
explained. “The managers before you never believed in him either,
until he sent them tumbling down the stairs when they sat in his
box. Since then, they have always reserved it for him. ”

“Have you ever seen the phantom, Madame?” Monsieur
Moncharmin asked.
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