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CHAPTER V. (Continued.)

Larsan might be about fifty years of
age. He had a fine head, his hair
turning gray, a colorless complexion
and a Arm profile, His forchénd was
prominent, his chin and cheeks clean
shaven., His upper lip. without mus-
tache, was finely chiseled. His eyes
were rather small and round, with a
look in them that was st once search-
ing and disquleting. He was of mid-
dle helght and well bullt, with a gen-
ernl bearing elegant and gentlemanly.

Larsan turned his head at the sound
of n vehlcle which had come from the
chatean and reached the gate behind
him. We recognized the eab which
had conveyed the examining magis-
trute and his reglstrar from the sta-
tlon at Eploay,

“Ah!" sald Frederic Larsan. *“1f yon
want to speak with M. Robert Darzac.
he 18 here”™

The cab was alrendy st the park
gnte, and Robert Darzac waos begging
Frederle Luarsan to open It for him,
expliining that he was pressed for
time to catch the next train leaving
Epinay for Paris, Then he recognizned
me. While Larsan wns unlocking the
gate M, Darzac Inguired what had
brought me to the Glandier at such a
tragic moment. 1 noticed that he was
frightfully pale and that his face was
lined ag if from the effects of some ter-
rible suffering.

“1s mademolselle getting better?' 1
immediately nsked.

“Yes," be enld. “She will he saved
perhaps. She must be saved!"

He did not ndd “or it will be my
death,” but 1 felt that the phrase trem-
bled on his pale lips.

Rouletabille Intervened:

“You are in a burry, monsieur, but 1
must speak with you, 1 have some-
thing of the greatest lmportance to
tell you.”

Frederle Larsan Interrupted:

*May 1 leave you?' he asked of Rob-
ert Darzac. “Have you a key or do
you wish me to give you this one?"

“Thank you. I hove a key and will
lock the gate™

Lursan buorried off in the direction
of the chateau, the Imposing plle of

Jwhich couid be percelved a few hun-

dred yards away.

Robert Darzac, with knit brow, was
beginning to show lmpaticoce. 1 pre-
sented Houletablile as a good friend
of ming, but ns soon as he learned
that the young man wus a journalist
be looked at me very reproanchfully,
excused himself under the necessity
of having to reach Eploay in twenty
minutes, bowed and whipped up his
bhorse. But Rouletabllle had selzed
the bridle and, to my utter astonish-
ment, stopped the carrlage with e
vigorous hand. Then he gave utter-
ance to a sentence which was utterly
weaningless to me,

“The presbytery has lost nothing of
its charm. nor the garden its bright-
n(’ull

The words bhad hardly left the lps
of Bouletabllle than 1 saw Robert
Darzae quail. Pale as he was, he be-
ecame paler. His eyes were flxed on
the young man in terror, and be Im-
wediately descended from the vehicle
dn an lnexpressible state of agitation.

"Come—come In!" he stammered,

Then suddenly and with a sort of
fury he repeated;

“Let ns go, monsieur.”

He turned up by the rosd he had
come from the chateau, Rouletabllle
{ml retaining his bhold on the horse's

ridle. 1 addressed s few words to M.
Darzae, but he made no answer, My
looks guestioned }loulatubllle. but bls
gnze was elsewhere.

CHAPTER VL

In the Hearl of the Oak Grove.
E reached the chateau and, as
we approached it, saw four
gendarmes pacing In froot of a
little door in the ground floor
of tue donjon. We soon learned that
in this ground floor, which bad former-
ly served as & prison, M. and Mme.
Bernier, the conclerges, were confined.
M. Robert Darzac led us into the
modern part of the chateau by a large
door, protected by a projecting awning
—a “marqulse” as it Is called. Roule-
tabllle, who had resigned the horse aud
the cab to the care of a servant, never
took his eyes off M. Darzac. I fol-
lowed his look and percelved that it
was directed solely toward the gloved
" hands of the Sorbonne professor.
When we were in a tiny nltunsmroom
fitted with old furnilure, M. rEAC
turned to Rouletabille and said shavp-
ly:

"“What do you want?"

The reporter nnswered In an equally
sharp tone:

“To shake you by the hand."”

Darzac shrank back,

“What does thnt mean?"

Evidently he understood, what 1 afso
understood, that my friend suspected
him of the abominable attempt on the
life of Mile, Btangerson. The Impres-
#lon of the blood stalned hand on the
willls of the yellow room was In his
mind. I looked at the man closely.
His haughty face, with its expression

ordinarily so stralghtforwnrd, was at
tlls moment strangely troubled. He
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held out his right hand
to me, said:

“As you nre n friend of M. Salnclafr,
who has rendered me invaluable sery-
fces In o just cnuse. monsieur, 1 see
no reason for refusing you my hand*—

Rouletabille did vot tuke the extend-
ed hand. Lying with the utmost au-
dacity, be sald;

“Monsicur, 1 have lived several years |
In Ruesin, where 1 have acquired the
habit of never taking any but an un- |
gloved hand.” ’

|

= — I
and, referring /

I thought that the Sorbonne profess-
or wounld express hls anger openly,
but, on the contrary, by asvisibly vio-
lent effort, he ecalmed himself, took
off his gloves and showed his hands.
They were unmarked by any cleatrice.

“Are you sutistied ?”

“No!™ replied Rouletabille, "My
dear friend.” he eald, turning to me.
“l am obliged to ask you to leave us
alone for a moment."

I bowed and retired. stupefied by
what I had seen and heard. 1 could
not understand why M. Robert Dar-
zac had not already shown the door to
my impertinent, Insulting and stupld
friend. I wns angry myself with Roule-
tabille at that moment for his sus- |
plelons which had led to this scene of |
the gloves,

For some twenty minntes T walked
about in front of the chatean, trying
valnly 1o link together the different
events of the day.

When Rouletabille came out of the
chateau In the company of M. Robert
Darzae, extraordinary to relate, 1 saw
at o glance that they were the best of
friends.

“We are golng to the yellow room.
Come with uvs'" Rouletabllle sald to
me. “You know, my dear boy, 1 aml
golng to keep you with me alli day. |
We'll breakfast together somewhere
about here"—

“You'll breakfast with me here, gen-
tlemen"—

“No, thauks," replied the young man.
“We ghall breakfast at the Donjon
fnn."

“You'll fare very badly there, You'll |
not flud anything”—

“Do you think so? Well, 1 hope to
ivd something there,” replied Roule: |
tabille. *“After breakfast we'll set to |
work aguin, I'll write my article, and
if you'll be so good as to take It to the
office for wme"—

“Won't you come back with me to
Parls? *

“No; I shall remain bere.”

1 wurned toward Rouletabille, He
spoke quite serlously, and A. Robert |
Darzuc did not appear to be in the
least degree surprised.

We were passing by the donjon and
beard walling voices. Rouletabille
asked: .

“Why bhave these people been ar-
rested ¥

“It Is a little my fault,” sald M. Dar-
zuc. Y1 happened to remark to the
exnmining mwagistrate yesterday that |
It was luexplicable that the conclerges |
bnd had time to hear the revolver
shots, 10 dress themselves and to cover |
80 great o distance as that which les |
between thelr lodge and the puvilion |
in the space of two minutes, for not !
more than that interval of time had |
elapsed nfter the firing of the shots
when they were met by Daddy
Juegues,”

“That was suspicious evidently” ac- |
quiesced Houletabllle, “And were they
dressed 7"

“That Is what 1s so locredible. They
were dressed completely—not one parg
of their costumes wanting, The wo- |
mau wore woeden shoes, but the may
bad on laced bouts. Now they assert |
that they went to bed a8 half past 9, |
Ouo arriviog this morulng the examin-
Ing mugistrate brought with him from
Paris a revolver of the same callber as
that found in the room, for he couldn't |
use the one held for evidence, and
made his registrar fire two shots in |
the yellow room while the doors aud |
windows were closed. We were with
him fu the lodge of the couclerges, and
yet we heard pothing—not a sound.
The conclerges linve lled, of that there
can be no doubt. They must have been
already waltlng not far from the pa-
villon—walting for something! Cer-
tufuly they are not to be accused of
belng the authors of the crime, but
thelr compliclty {s not [mprobable.
That was why M. de Marquet had
them arrested at once"

“If they buad been accomplices.” sald
Rouletabllle. “they would not have
been there at all. When people throw
themselves Into the arms of justice
with the proofs of complicity on them.
you can be sure they are not accom-
plices. 1 don't belleve there are any
accomplices in this affair."”

“Then why were they abroad at mld-
night? Why don't they say?

“They bave certeinly some reason
for thelr sflence. What that reason 1s
has to be found out, for, even if they
are not accowplices, it may be of Im-
portance, Everything that took place
on such a night s important.”

We had crossed an old bLridge thrown
over the Duuve and were entering the
part of the park called the OCak grove.
The onks here were centuries old. Auv-
tumo  had  already shriveled thelr
tnwny leaves. This place. which wade-
moiselle found cheerful nnd In which
she lived In the sumimer senson, ap-
peared to us as sad and funereal now.
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The soll was black and muddy from
the recent rains and the rotting of the
fallen leaves. The trunks of the trees
were black, and the sky above us wns
now, as If in mourning, charged with
great, heavy clouds,

And it was In this somber and deso-
Inte retreat that we saw the white
walls of the pavillon as we approach:
ed. It was a queer looking bullding,
without a window visible on the side
by which we neared It. A little door
alone marked the entrance to It. It
might have passed for a tomb, a vast
mausoleum In the midst of a thick for
esl. As we came nearer we were able
to make out its disposition. The bulld:
Ing obtained all the light it needed
from the south—that is to say, from
the open country. The little doot
closed on the park. M. and Mlle, Stan
gerson must have found It an ideal se
clusion for their work and theh
dreams.

TLe pavillon had a ground floor
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which was reached by a few steps,
and above it was an attic, with wnlt-hl
we weed not concern ourselves, The
rooms of the pavillon were as follnwa_’

The yellow room, with its one win |
dow and its one door opening Into the!
laboratory.

The laboratory, with its two large
barred windows and Its doors, one|
serving for the wvestibule, the ommf
fur the yellow roowm. |

The vestibule, with its unbarred win- |
dow and door opening Into the park.

The lavatory, between the vestibule
and the yellow room, |

Besides these chambers there was n
flight of stairs leading to the attic.
The only chimney was the large one in
the laboratory.

Before mounting the three steps lead.
ing up to the door of the pavilion
Rouletabllle stopped and asked M
Darzac point blank:

“What was the motlve for
crime?’ |

“Speaking for myself, monsieur, there|
can be no doubt on the matter.,” sald
Mlle. Btangerson's flance, greatly dis
tressed. “The marks of the fingers,
the deep scratches on the chest and
thront of Mlle. Stangerson, show that
the wretch who attacked her attempt. |
ed to commit a frightful crime. The
medleal experts who examined these
traces yesterday nffirm that they were
mude by the same hond as that which |
left its red imprint on the wall—an,
enormous hand, monsfeur, much too
large to go into my gloves,” he added,
with an Indefinable smile.

“Could not that blood stained hand,”
I Interrupted, “have been the hand of |

the

| Mile, Stangerson, who, In the moment

of falllog, had pressed It against the
wall and, In slipping, enlarged the {m-
pression ¥

“There was not a drop of blood on
elther of her hunds when she was
lfted up.” replled M. Darzac.

“We are pow sure” sald I, “that It
was Mile. Stangerson who was nrmed
with Daddy Jacques' revolver, slnce|
she wounded the haund of the murder-
er. She was In fear, then, of some-
body or something.™

“Probably."

“Do you suspect anybody 7

“No” replled M. Durzac, looking at
Rouletabille, |

Rouletabille then sald to me: !

“You must know, my friend, that the
ingqulry Is a little more advanced thap
M. de Marquet bas chosen to tell us
He not only knows that Mlle. Stanger.
son defended herself with the re
volver, but he knows what the weapon
was that was used to attack her. M.
Darzac tells me {t was a mutton hone.
Wby 18 M. de Marquet surrounding
this mutton bone with so much mys-
tery? No doubt for the purpose ot
facllitating the Inquirles of the agents
of the police. He fmagines perhaps
that the owner of this Instrument of
crime, the most terrible Invented, s
golng to be found among those who
are well known in the slums of Paris
who use it."

“Has & mutton bone been found in
the yellow room?" I asked him.

“Yes, monsieur,” sald Bobert Darzae,
“at the foot of the bed, but 1 beg of
you not to say anything about it." (I
made a gesture of assent.) *“It was an
enormous wutton bone, the top of which,
or, rather, the jolot, was still red
with the blood of the frightful wound.
It was a&n old bone, which may, ac-
cording to appesarances, have served In
other crimes. That's what M. de Mar-
quet thinks, who has had it sent to the
municipal laboratory at Paris to be
analyzed. In fact, be thinks he has
detected on it not ouly the blood of
the last vietim, but other stains of
dried blood, evidences of previous
crimes.”

“A mutton bone in the hand of a
skilled assassin Is a frightful weapon,” |
sald Rouletabille, “a more certain
weapon thun a4 heavy hammer,"

“The scoundrel has proved it to bel
80," sald M. Robert Darzac sadly. |
*The joint of the bone found exactly |
fits the wound Inflicted. My bellef
{8 that the wound would have been |
mortal If the murderer's blow bad not
been arrested in the act by Mlle. Stan-
gerson’s revolver. Wounded (n the
hand, be dropped the mutton bone and
fled. Unfortunately the blow had
been already given, and mademolselle
was stunned after baving been nearly
strangled. If she bad suceeeded fn

wounding the man with the first shot
of the revolver, she would doubtloss
have escaped the blow with the bone.
But she hud certainly employed herre-
volver too Iate. The first shot devl-
ated and lodged In the celllng. It was
the second only that took effect.

Having sald this, M, Darzac knocked
at the door of the pavillon. 1 must
confess to'feeling a strong Impatiencs
to reach the spot where the erlme had
been committed. It was some time be-
fore the door was opened by a man
whom T at once recognized as Daddy
Jac-m:m.

He appenred to be well over sixty
yeurs of age. He had a long white

beard and white hatr, on which he
wore a flat Basque cap, e was dreas-

ed in a complete sult of chestnut col-
ored velvetesn, worn at the gldes: su-
bots were on his feet. He had rather
a wasplsh lookiug face, the expression
of which lightened, however, as soon

, a8 he saw M. Darzac,

“Friends,” said our gulde, “Nobody
in the pavilion, Daddy Jacques?*

“1 ought not to allow anybody to en-
ter, M. Robert, but of course the order
does not apply to you, These gentle-
men of justice have seen everything
there {s to be seen and made encugh
drawings and drawn up enough re-
ports*—

“Excuse me, M. Jacques, one ques-
tion before anything else,” sald Roule-
tabille,

“What 18 it, young man?
nonswer Jt"—

“Did your mistress wear her hair in
bands that evening? You know what
I mean—over her forehend?

“No, young mnn. My mistress never
ware her halr In the way you suggest,
neither on that day nor on any other.

If T cun

| She had her hair drawa up, as usual,

80 that her beautiful foreheud could be
seen, pure as that of an unborn child!™

Rouletabille grunted and set to work
exnmining the door, fuding that it fas-
tened itself automatically, He satis-
fied himself that it could never remain
open and needed a key to open It.
Then we eutered the vestibule, a small,
well lit room paved with square red
tiles,

“Ah, this Is the window by which
the murderer escaped!” sald Roule-
tabllle.

“So they keep on saylug, monsleur;
80 they keep ou saylng. But if he had
gone off that way we should have been
sure to lave seen him. We are not
blind, nelther M, Stangerson nor I nor
the conclerges who are in prison, Why
have they not put me In prison, too, on
account of my revolver?”

Rouletabille had already opened the
window and was examining the shut-
ters,

“Were these closed at the thme of the
crime?

“And fastened with the Iron eateh
Inside,” sald Daddy Jacques, “and 1
am quite sure that the murderer did
not get out that way."”

“Are there any blood stalng?'

“Yes—on the stones outside—but
blood of what¥*

“Ab," sall Rouletabille, “there are
footmarks visible on the path! The
ground was very molst. I will look
into that presently.”

“Nonsense!” suld Daddy Jacques.
“The murderer dld not go that way.”

“Which way did he go, then?’

“How do 1 know?"

Rouletnbllle looked at everything,
smelled everything, He went down on
his knees nnd rapidly examined every
one of the paving tiles. Daddy Jacques
went on:

“Ah, you can't find anyibilng, mon-
sleur, Nothing bas besn found., And
now it Is all dirty. Too many persons
have trumped over It. They wouldn't
let me wash It, but on the day of the
crime | bnd washed the floor thor-
oughly, and if the murderer had crogs-
ed it with his hobnalled boots 1 should

| not bave failed to see where he had

been. He has left marks enough in
mademolselle’s chamber,"
Rouletabille rose.

During this ti:e Reuletabills had

there were on the floor as plainly ns 1f
| g mounted Into the openin: of the fire

they had been made with Ink on white

paper. Well, nefther In the Inberatory si“u;‘l_“""“ it 0y, he Lied “"_t upon
nor in the vestibule, which were both the 'l'il 2 of u [ roace—and vid nt-
as clean as a new pin, were there any teBUYely examining the chimrney,

traces of a man's footmarks. Since WOICh grew narrower toward tle top,

they have been found near this win. € oulot from it being closed Tith
(dow outside, he must have made his Sheets of ron fustened Into the brick-
(way through the celllug of the yellow work, through which passed three

room Into the attle, then cut his way "‘!"a" chimners, -
throngh the roof and dropped to the Impossible to get out that wo~" ho
ground outside the vestibule window, 5. Jumping back tnto the labotory,

But there's no hole, neither In the cefl.  Desides, even If he had tried to Co I8,
tng of the yellow room nor In the roof D€ Would have brought all thiat tron-
of my nttle; that's absolutely certaln, :(;’tﬂ;::';‘; :?d:-hfvﬂ?::m.t I‘"'.:“r:‘ it ls
8o, you see, we know nothing—noth- : 910 soare
ing. And nothing will ever be known!  Rouletabllle next examined the fur-
It's n mystery of the devil's own mak- | :;n;:‘:t:ndn:::'"ﬁ :::wdﬁ":h:f‘f:::
ing.” | 3

dows, through which, he decl red. no

Itouletabllle went down upon his ’ ’ y
kuees agaln almost In front of 4 small | ::_"u:':‘“m“!'r‘?ll‘::y l::n—e ;mu:‘d. i.it the
lavatory at the back of the vestibule. Jetques In (i:m“tem :I:tio Nl ucdy

In that position he remained for about | .“'{.F" Daddy E]'ncqurl:l.“
’ a‘l::?.tt‘]l:' I usked him when he got | "‘:-I;.:t ks {;m lmkiuﬁlnt?' N
up. |l nt pollcemnn who s nmurl ro-

ng round and ronnd the Inke, Ancther

"Oh, notliing very fmportant. A drop | of those fellows who think they can
of blood," he replied, turning toward | see botter than anybody clse!™
Daddy Jucques as he spoke. “While “You don't know Fredeile Lar-an.
you were washing the laboratory and Dnddy Jacques, or yea woulda't eneslk
this vestibule was the vestibule win- | op pio in that way,” sa'd Rouletaultle
dow opent” be asked, | In a melancholy tone. “1f t'jor~ 14 any

“No, monslenr, It was closed. But | gne who will find the rurdersr it will

after 1 hnd done washing the floor 1 be he” And Roulets!ille heaved n

Ht some charcoal for monsieur In the | deep sigh.

laboratory furnnce, and as [ Ut It | =
| with old newspapers It smoked, so 1 [To pe coxTiNUED.)
opened botly the windows In the labo-
[ tatory und this one to make & current |
|of nlr, Then I shut those In the labo- |
ratory and left this one open when I |

went out.  When I returned to the
fpavilion this window had been elosed
iand monsieur and mademolselle were
already at work In the Inboratory."

“M. or Mlle. Stangerson hnd no
| doubt shnt 17"

“No doul.”

“You did not ask them?”

“No."

After a close serutiny of the llttle
lavatory and of the stalrease leading
up to the attle Rouletabille—to whom
we seemed no longer to exlst—entersd
the laboratory. 1 followed him. 1
| wns, T confess, In n state of great ex-

he sald,

S8YNOPSIS,

CHAPTER I—A mysterlous al-
tempt Is made at midnight to mur-
der Mlle. Stangerson, daughter and
asslstant of Prof, Stangerson, who is
at work on his theory of the dissocis
a‘lon of matter In a pavillon near his
chateau, Pistol shots and the young
woman's cries for help are hoard
behind the lockel and bolted daor of
[ her chamber, the yellow room. The
crles are answered by Professor Stan

raon and Daddy Jacques, an aged
| servant, Alded by the conclerges,

Bernler and his wife, they break open
'the door and find Mlle, Stangerson
cltement. Robert Durzue lost none of | vwooning and half strangled, with a
| my friend’s movements, As for me, wound in her temple, but find no
| Ty eyes were drawn at once to the | trace of her assallant. The only
 @oar of the yellow room. It was closed | possible outlet from the vellow room
jand, as I lmmedintely suw, partially i= the door, The waird ery of the
shutiered and out of comiolsslon. “Lete du bon Dleu,” a c¢at belonging
| My rrll--u:i'.. \\'::u \\;enl mﬁ,udl hlls work |1 .Mother Angenoux, a recluse, |8
| methodically, steptly studled the room , A
ilu which we were, It was lurge and f_':_i:"d 1;';_‘4‘:}1:’;: ;Ll'l:’l;tim:“:o::.

well Hghted, Two Lig windows—al- : L
| most |,l:l)-5 Were [rl"lll:'h.'ll by strong porterdetactive, 1s Introduced to the

Iron burs aud looked out upon a wide Irmer by M. Salnclalr, the narrator
(of the story, Rouletabllle declares

extent of country,
The whole of one side of the lubora- 1he rwolver was fired by Mlle. Stan-
|k rsoa, wounding her assallant In

[ tory was taken up with a large chip-
uey, cruclbles, ovens and such lwple-  the hand  Sainclalr is to use his
ments as are needed for chemleal - Irlunr'-lhll; with M. Darzac, Mlle, Stan-
perlments; tables I|.uuie«|]| “i“h \rlltllh'l‘ |gerson’s lover, o introduce Rouleta-
papers, reports, un electrleal machine J
=au appuratus, us M. Darzac Informed Lills iito the chstesy. IU—Roulits
me, employed by Frofessor Stangerson bills. indudes M. de Marquet, the exs
to demonsirate the dissoclution of mat- #mining maglstrate, and M. de Ma.
ter uuder the netion of solar light— :191"0. his regi<rar, to talk about the
ard other selentlfie Implements. case, The only poslsble point of
Along the wulls were cabinets, plaln | egress trom the pavilion for the
or glass fronted, through which were | murderer hug beon the window of the
visible microscopes, specinl photo- pavilion’s vestibule, near which blood-
lgruphln.- npparatus and 8 large quantd- |stains have been found, The win-
| dow, however, was found latched af-
|ter the assassin’s escape, A bullet

ty of erystuls,
Rouletnbille, who was ferreting In

hole is found in the celling of the

yellow room,

the chlmney, put his fngers Into one
| of the crocibles Snddenly Le drew
| Bimself up and held up o plece of half
consumed puper lo his hand, He step-
ped up to where we were talking by
one of the windows,

"Keep that fur us, M. Darzac” he
sald.

I bent over the plece of seorched
paper which M. Darzae took from the
[Band of Rouletabille aud read dls-
tinetly the only words that remalned
leglihle:

“I"'reshytery — lost nothing — eharm,

Stomach Trouble Cured. .
If you have any trouble with your
stomach you should take Chamber-
lain's Stomach and Liver Tablets.
Mr, J. P, Klote of Edina, Mo., says:
“I have used a great many differ-
ant medicines for stomach trouble,
but find Chamberiain's Stomach and
Liver Tablets more benefleial than

“When was the lust time you washed  for the
these tlles? he asked, and he fixed on Produced on the Sorbonne professor
Daddy Jacques a most searching look. |”"? same paralyzing effect. M. Dar-

“Why—as I told you—on the day of ®ac's first anxiety showed itself when
the crime, toward half past f—while he turned his eyes In the direction of
mademofselle and her father were tak. | Duddy Jacques, But, ccoupled as he
Ing a little walk before dinner here in | WAs at another window, he had seen
this room. They dined In the labora- Pothing, Then, tremblingly opening
tory. The next day the exnmining his pocketbook, he put the plece of pa-
magistrate came and saw all the marks | Per lnto it, sighing, “My God!”

nor the gar—1rs brightuess,” any other gemedy I ever used.”
( Twice since the morning these same | For sale-by Buraaugh & Mayfleld.
rreaningless words had struck me, and _—

second (lme | saw that they GAME LAWS,

Any person knowing of any viola
tion of the game or fish laws of th
state, or of persons not properly
keeping scresns over [Irrigatior
ditches, are requested to notify

JOE CLEMONS,
Deputy State Game and Forae
Warden, Zumwalt, Oregon. 4Jut




