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Introduction

“The Opera ghost!” Jammes screamed in terror; and her finger pointed,
among the crowd, to a face so ugly, so pale, with two deep black holes for
eyes.

“The Opera ghost! The Opera ghost!”

The managers of the Paris Opera, Monsieur Poligny and
Monsieur Debienne, have had enough of this ghost, so they are
retiring. The new managers, Monsieur Richard and Monsieur
Moncharmin, have a choice: do what the ghost wants or suffer
his revenge. And this is a revengeful ghost.

But is there really a phantom in the opera house? Madame
Giry, the box-keeper, is sure there is. She has never seen him, but
she hears him. And the managers receive letters from O.G., who
threatens them if they do not keep Box Five for his use only. The
new managers think it is all a joke until they can find no other
explanation for some mysterious events.

A number of years after these events, which excited the Paris
upper classes at the time, the historian telling this story went to
the National School of Music. He spent hours reading letters,
papers, and Monsieur Moncharmin’s Memories of a Manager. He
spoke to many people, including the detective on the case and
the Persian, who knew more than anybody. And here we learn
what he discovered.

Gaston Leroux, the author of The Phantom of the Opera, was very
interested in the Paris Opera, which was designed and built by
Charles Garnier in 1860. The ground was very wet, and large
amounts of water had to be pumped out to dig the deep cellars
over which the Opera was built. It is said that there is still an
underground lake there. In these cellars and on this underground
lake, we discover much more about Leroux’s ghost.



While he wrote for newspapers about performances at the
Opera, Leroux was able to explore parts of the building that the
public never see. He describes for us in great detail the hundreds
of rooms and miles of passages; they are on seventeen floors, five
of which are underground. The 2,500 doors and many trap doors
excited his imagination. There could be no better scene for the
stories of mystery and horror that he wrote, and that have
remained popular with readers ever since.

The Phantom of the Opera first appeared in print in Paris in
1910, and was immediately popular. It was translated into English
the following year, and came out in England and the United
States. By 1925 the silent movie starring Lon Chaney was
frightening audiences around the world, and even today it is
available on video cassette. There have been eighteen movies
based on The Phantom of the Opera, and nine theatrical
productions including the popular musical by Andrew Lloyd
Webber. And, of course, you can find more information and
discussion groups on the internet.

Gaston Leroux (1868-1927) was born in Paris. As a young man
he wanted to become a writer, but he studied law to please his
father, and in 1889 he received his law degree. In the same year
his father died, leaving his son a large amount of money, but
Gaston spent it all within a year. So he began writing stories and
poems for the newspapers to make some money. Later, he wrote
about theatrical performances for L’Echo de Paris. Making use of
his legal training, he became a courtroom reporter, and then
reported from foreign countries.

He traveled to many countries around the world and had many
adventures. In Morocco, in 1905, he dressed in Arab clothes to
learn and write about important events at a time when France
and Germany were struggling for power in that country. Leroux
also traveled to Russia, where he wrote about the great political
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and social changes. During those years of traveling, he also wrote
four novels. Then, in 1907, he wrote his first big success: The
Mystery of the Yellow Room. In this novel he introduced his
detective, Joseph Rouletabille, who appears in other books by
Leroux. Besides the detective stories, Leroux wrote several more
horror stories, including La Double Vie de Theophrastes Longuet (The
Double Life of Theophrastes Longuef) and La Reine du Sabbat (The
Queen of Sabbat). Leroux also wrote stage plays, mostly based on
his own books. He wrote screenplays, and in 1919 he formed his
own production company. From 1909 Leroux wrote a book a
year until his death in 1927 at the age of 59.

vii



Chapter 1 Is It the Ghost?

It was the evening on which Monsieur* Debienne and Monsieur
Poligny, the managers of the Opera, were giving a last
performance to mark their retirement. Suddenly, a half dozen
young ladies of the ballet were in the dressing room of La Sorelli,
one of the main dancers. Some were laughing unnaturally and
some were screaming in terror. Sorelli, who wished to be alone
for a moment to practice her speech to the departing managers,
looked around angrily at the noisy crowd. It was Jammes who
gave the explanation in a shaky voice: “It’s the ghost!” And she
locked the door. -

Sorelli was superstitious. When she heard this, she called the
fifteen-year-old Jammes a “silly little fool” but then asked for
details. “Have you seen him?”

“As clearly as I see you now!” said Jammes.

Then little Giry added, “He’s very ugly!”

“Oh, yes!” cried the other girls.

They all began to talk together. The ghost had appeared to
them in the shape of a gentleman in fine clothes. He suddenly
stood in front of them in the passage and seemed to have come
straight through the wall.

“Oh, you see the ghost everywhere!” said one of them, who
had remained more sensible.

And it was true. For several months, all the discussion at the
Opera had been of this ghost in fine clothes who walked quietly
and slowly around the building. He spoke to nobody and nobody
dared speak to him. He disappeared as soon as he was seen. At
first, everybody laughed about him, but the story of the ghost

* Monsieur: the French word for Mr.



soon swelled enormously among the corps de ballet.* All the girls
pretended that they met this phantom often. And those who
laughed the loudest were the least comfortable.

And who had seen him? You meet so many men in fine
clothes at the Opera who are not ghosts. But his suit covered a
skeleton. At least, the ballet girls said so. And, it had the face of
Death.

‘Was all this serious? In fact, the idea of the skeleton came from
the description of the ghost given by Joseph Buquet, who was in
charge of moving scenery. He had really seen the ghost—on the
stairs that led to the cellars—for a second before the ghost ran
away.

Buquet told his listeners, “He is extraordinarily thin and his
coat hangs on his skeleton. His eyes are very deep—just two big,
black holes. His nasty yellow skin is tightly stretched across his
bones, and he has no nose, which is a horrible thing to look at”

Joseph Buquet was a serious man, not one who imagines
things. His words were received with interest and amazement;
and soon other people claimed to have seen the ghost. And then,
a series of curious events that nobody could explain made
everybody feel uncomfortable.

But we must return to the evening when Jammes cried, “It’s a
ghost!” After the first excitement, everything was quiet in the
dressing room. Then, with real terror on her face, Jammes cried,
“Listen!”

They could hear somebody outside the door. Sorelli went up
to it and in a shaky voice asked, “Who’s there?” But nobody
answered. Feeling all eyes on her, she asked loudly, “Is anyone
behind the door?”

“Oh, yes. Of course there is!” cried little Meg Giry. She held
Sorelli back by her skirt. “Whatever you do, don'’t open the door!”

* corps de ballet: the dancers in a ballet company.
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But Sorelli turned the key and opened the door. She bravely
looked into the passage. It was empty. The dancer closed the door
again.

“No,” she said, “there is no one there. Now, girls, stop all this.
No one has ever seen the ghost.”

“Yes, yes, we saw him—we saw him just now!” cried the girls.
“He had his face of Death and his fine clothes, just as when he
appeared to Joseph Buquet!”

“And Gabriel, the singing master, saw him too!” said Jammes.
“Gabriel was in the stage manager’s office and the Persian came
in. Gabriel saw the ghost behind the Persian! He saw the ghost
with the face of Death, just like Joseph Buquet’s description!”

Little Giry said, “Joseph Buquet should keep quiet.”

“Why?” somebody asked.

“That’s mother’s opinion,” replied Meg. She lowered her voice
and looked around. °

“And why is it your mother’s opinion?” asked.another girl.

“Mother says the ghost doesn’t like being talked about.”

“And why does your mother say so?”

All the girls came closer. “Because . . . because ... I swore not
to tell!”

They promised to keep her secret and Meg was desperate to
tell all she knew. With her eyes on the door, she began, “Well, it’s
because of the private box.”

“What private box?”

“The ghost’s box!”

“Does the ghost have a box in the Opera?”

“Not so loud!” said Meg. “It’s Box Five.”

“Oh, nonsense!”

“I tell you it is. Mother’ in charge of it. No one has had it for
over a month, except the ghost, and orders have been given at the
box office that it must never be sold.”

“And does the ghost really come there?”



“Yes. The ghost comes, but nobody can see him.”

“Somebody must see him!”

“All that talk about his fine clothes and his face is nonsense.
Mother has never seen him, but she has heard him.”

Sorelli grew impatient and little Giry began to cry.

“If mother learns that I have told you ... But I was right—
Joseph Buquet was wrong to talk about things that don’t concern
him. It will bring bad luck—mother was saying that last
night ...”

There was a sound of hurried footsteps in the passage and a
breathless voice cried, “Jammes! Jammes! Are you there?”

“It’s mother’s voice,” said Jammes. “What'’s the matter?”

She opened the door. A respectable lady, large and strong,
burst into the dressing room and dropped into an empty chair.

“What is it?” the girls cried.

“Joseph Buquet is dead!”

Everybody held their breath, then their shouts and questions
filled the air.

“He was found hanging in the third cellar.”

“It’s the ghost!” cried little Giry, but at once she corrected
herself and her little hands covered her mouth. “No, no! I didn’t
say it!”

Her friends all said quietly, “Yes, it must be the ghost!”

Sorelli was very pale. “I will never be able to give my speech,”
she said.

In fact, no one ever knew how Joseph Buquet met his death.
In his book, A Manager’s Memories, Monsieur Moncharmin, one
of the two managers who ran the Opera after Monsieur
Debienne and Monsieur Poligny left, described what happened
as follows:

A serious accident spoiled the little party which Monsieur
Debienne and Monsieur Poligny gave to celebrate their retirement.
I was in the manager’s office when Mercier, the scenery manager,
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suddenly came in. He seemed half mad and told me that the body
of a man had been found hanging under the stage. By the time
I rushed down the stairs, the man was no longer hanging from

his rope!

So, a man hangs at the end of a rope; they go to cut him
down; the rope has disappeared. Monsieur Moncharmin found a
simple explanation:

It was just after the ballet, and the dancing girls knew they had to
hurry and destroy the rope if they wanted to avoid any bad luck
because they were very superstitious.

Imagine the corps de ballet hurrying down the stairs and
dividing the rope among themselves! I think that somebody
wanted that rope to disappear as soon as it had done its work.

Sorelli was on her way to give her speech, with all the girls
following closely behind, when she ran into Count Chagny, who
was coming upstairs.

“I was just going to you,” he said, taking off his hat. “Sorelli,
what an evening! And Christine Daaé: What a triumph

“Six months ago, she used to sing like a chicken,” said Meg
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Giry. “But let us pass, my dear count. We are going to inquire
about a poor man who was found hanging by the neck.”

Just then Mercier came hurrying past and stopped when he
heard this remark. “What?” he asked. “Have you girls heard
already? Please, don’t let Monsieur Debienne and Monsieur
Poligny hear about it. It would upset them too much on their last
day”

Count Chagny was right; no performance had ever equaled
this one. Christine Daaé had shown her true talent for the first
time to the surprised and enthusiastic audience. There were
many famous pieces beautifully sung by the famous singers of
the day, but Christine Daaé had been, without exaggeration, the
best. Her voice produced divine sounds in the prison scene of



Faust* when she sang in place of La Carlotta, who was sick. No
~ one had ever heard or seen anything like it.

People wanted to know why Daaé, a real jewel, had been kept
from them. Why was Daaé only allowed to perform this piece
when La Carlotta was sick? Were Debienne and Poligny trying to
keep this great talent hidden? Why? And why had she kept it
hidden? The whole thing was a mystery.

Philippe Georges Marie, Count of Chagny, was forty-one,
good-looking, and wealthy. Standing up in his box, he had listened
to the enthusiastic audience and joined in by clapping loudly. Next
to him was his brother, Raoul, who was twenty years younger.
Their parents had died when Raoul was very young, so Philippe
brought up the young viscount, who later joined the navy. Raoul
had just come back from a trip around the world and was now
home for six months before his next journey to the North Pole.

Philippe wanted Raoul to see Paris, so he took him
everywhere and introduced him to the Opera. On that evening,
Philippe was clapping loudly when he looked at his brother, who
seemed quite pale. Christine Daaé had just been carried off after
fainting at the end of her performance.

“You are not going to faint too, are you?” Philippe asked.

But Raoul recovered and stood up. “Let’s go and see her,” he
said. “She never sang like that before.”

Raoul led the way, feeling that his heart no longer belonged to
him, his face a picture of burning desire. Count Philippe followed
him through the crowd of gentlemen, scene movers, and ballet
girls. When they arrived at Christine Daaé’s dressing room, the
doctor was there with her—and with a great admiring crowd.

“Don’t you think, Doctor, that those gentlemen had better
clear the room?” asked Raoul coolly. “She can'’t breathe here.”

“You’re quite right,” said the doctor.

* Faust: an opera by Gounod.

And, thinking that the young man had a right to stay, he sent
everyone away, except Raoul and a servant-woman. She did not
know Raoul—in fact, she had never seen him before—but she
did not dare to question him.

Christine Daaé turned, looked at the doctor, and smiled.
Then, she saw Raoul and asked, “Monsieur, who are you?”

“Mademoiselle,”* replied the young man, kneeling on one
knee and pressing a kiss on her hand, “I am the little boy who
went into the sea to rescue your scarf.’

Christine again looked at the doctor and the servant-woman,
and all three began to laugh.

Raoul turned very red and stood up. “Mademoiselle,” he said,
“since you choose not to recognhize me, I would like to say
something to you in private, something very important.”

“When I am better, do you mind?”

“Yes, you must go,” said the doctor, with his pleasant smile.
“Let me take care of mademoiselle.”

Suddenly, Christine stood up with strange and unexpected
energy and asked all the men to leave. Outside her door, the
doctor said to Raoul, “She is not herself tonight. She is usually so
gentle.” ‘

Raoul stood alone after the doctor left. This part of the
theater was now empty. He felt a terrible pain in his heart, and
this was what he wanted to speak to her about. The servant-
woman came out and Raoul asked about Christine. The woman
said that she was quite well, but that he must not bother her
because she wished to be left alone. Only one idea filled Raoul’s
burning brain: of course, she wanted to be left alone for him! He
had told her that he wanted to speak to her privately.

He went to her door and prepared to knock. But his hand
dropped. He heard a man’s voice in the dressing room, saying,

* Mademoiselle: the French word for Miss.



“Christine, you must love me!” And Christine’s sad voice
replying, “How can you talk like that? When I sing only for you!”

Raoul’s heart beat so loudly that he was sure they would hear
it inside. They would open the door and he would be sent away!
What a position for a Chagny! To be caught listening behind a
door! He put his hands on his heart to make it stop.

The man’s voice spoke again.“Are you very tired?”

“Tonight I gave you my soul, and I am dead!” Christine
replied.

“Your soul is a beautiful thing, child,” replied the man, “and I
thank you. No king ever received such a wonderful gift. The

angels in Heaven cried tonight.”

Raoul heard nothing after that, but he did not go away. He
decided to wait until the man left. To his great surprise, the door
opened and Christine Daaé appeared, alone. She closed the door
behind her, but she did not lock it. Raoul did not even watch her
go. His eyes were on the door, but it did not open again.

Raoul let himself in and closed the door. The dressing room
was dark. “There is someone here!” said Raoul. “What are you
hiding for? You will not leave this room until I let you! If you
don’t answer, you are a coward. And I will tell everyone!”

Raoul lit a match, and the flame lit up the room. There was no
one! “Am I going mad?” he asked, aloud.

He went out, not knowing what he was doing or where he
was going. He found himself at the bottom of some stairs and
some workmen were coming down behind him, carrying a long
board, covered with a white sheet.

“Which is the way out?” he asked one of the men.

“Straight in front of you. But let us pass.”

Pointing to the white sheet, he asked, “What’s that?”

A workman answered, “That is Joseph Buquet, who was found
in the third cellar, hanging.”

Raoul took off his hat and let the workmen pass.
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Chapter 2 Box Five

During this time, the retirement ceremony was taking place. The
most important people in the social and artistic world of Paris
had met in the entrance hall of the Opera after the performance.
Sorelli waited for the arrival of the retiring managers with a
prepared speech at the tip of her tongue. Behind her, the
members of the corps de ballet, young and old, discussed the events
of the day in whispers.

Everybody remarked that the retiring managers looked
cheerful. They were smiling broadly as Sorelli spoke—until
everyone heard a sudden shout from that little devil, Jammes.

“The Opera ghost!” Jammes screamed in terror; and her finger
pointed, among the crowd, to a face so ugly, so pale, with two
deep black holes for eyes.

“The Opera ghost! The Opera ghost!”

Everybody laughed and pushed and wanted to offer the Opera
ghost a drink, but he was gone. He slipped through the crowd.
Some looked for him without success, while two old gentlemen
tried to calm little Jammes, and little Giry stood screaming
uncontrollably.

Sorelli was very angry that she had not been able to finish her
speech. The managers kissed her, thanked her, and ran away as
fast as the ghost himself. No one was surprised because there
were two more floors above with crowds waiting to say goodbye
to them. On the top floor there were personal friends and a
wonderful supper.

Here they found the new managers, Monsieur Armand
Moncharmin and Monsieur Firmin Richard. The retiring
managers had already handed over the two tiny keys which
opened all the doors—thousands of doors—of the opera house.
Some of the guests noticed, at the end of the table, that strange
face with the hollow eyes.



There the ghost sat as naturally as any man. But he neither ate
nor drank. No one smiled, or joked, or shouted, “The Opera
ghost!” Those who had seen him first and smiled were now
turning their heads away.

He did not speak, and the people next to him could not say at
what exact moment he had sat down between them. The friends
of the new managers thought that this guest was a friend of the
old managers. And the friends of the old managers thought that
he was a friend of the new managers. So, there was no request for
an explanation.

A few of those present who knew the story of the ghost and
the description of him by Joseph Buquet thought that the man at
the end of the table might be him. But, according to the story,
the ghost had no nose and this person had. But Monsieur
Moncharmin says in his Memories that you could see through the
guest’s nose. I will add that this might very well be true of a false
nose, made for people who have lost their noses naturally or as a
result of an operation.

Did the ghost really take a seat at the managers’ supper table
that night, uninvited? And can we be sure that the figure there
was the Opera ghost? I mention it because it seems so strange.
And, it is impossible, isn’t it?

Moncharmin, in chapter eleven of his Memories, says:

When [ think of this first evening, I cannot separate the secret
told to us by Monsieur Debienne and Monsieur Poligny in their
office from the presence of that ghostly person who none of us
knew.

This is what happened: Monsieur Debienne and Monsieur
Poligny had not seen the man with the face of Death. Suddenly,
the man began to speak. “The ballet girls are right,” he said.*“The
death of that poor Buquet is maybe not as natural as people
think”
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“Is Buquet dead?” they cried.

“Yes,” replied the man, or the shadow of a man, quietly. “He
was found this evening, hanging in the third cellar”

The two retiring managers rose and stared strangely at the
speaker. They were very excited and both men turned white.
Monsieur Debienne made a sign to Monsieur Richard and
Monsieur Moncharmin; Monsieur Poligny excused himself and
the other three men. They went into the managers’ office.

I shall leave Monsieur Moncharmin to complete the story. In
his Memories, he says:

Monsieur Debienne and Monsieur Poligny seemed to grow more
and more excited, and they appeared to have something very
difficult to tell us. First, they asked if we knew the man, sitting at
the end of the table, who had told them of the death of Joseph
Buquet. When we answered in the negative, they looked even
more anxious. They took the keys from our hands, stared at them
for a moment, and advised us to have new locks made. They said
this in such a funny way that we began to laugh and to ask if
there were thieves at the Opera. They replied that there was
something worse—a ghost. We began to laugh again, feeling sure
that this was a joke intended for our evening’s entertainment.

Then, at their request, we became “serious,” deciding to let
them play their little game. They said that the ghost had given
them orders. He wanted us to be pleasant to him and to honor
any request he might make. Then they told us that the death of
Joseph Buquet was a terrible reminder that, whenever they
ignored the ghost’s requests, disaster struck.

I looked at Richard. He was a man who loved a joke. He
nodded his head sadly while the others spoke, and he looked like
a man who regretted taking this job of manager. We both burst
out laughing. Monsieur Debienne and Monsieur Poligny looked
at us with expressions of amazement.

The joke became a little boring, and Richard asked half-seriously
and half-jokingly, “But what does this ghost of yours want?”
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