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[HE PERFUME OF
THE LADY IN BLACK

By GASTON LEROUX,
Author of “The Mystery of
the Yellow Room,'
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CHAPTER VIl
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Wonderful Finds and |
l Vanishings |
. )

ED BROR ook up the

odect  abd  began  te by

righiiu

I, lis eyes sppirkin
CicK s
Dt stde
I were anable
Mives and tearty split our sides with
Inughter=all the wore beonuse UK Bob
every few moments would Intervapt
hiviself o the midst of a peal of merrl-
Wwent W demand of us what was the

object of our mirth.,

Suddenly Uld Bob grew serious, [e
liftedd the skull in his right band and
pinced the forefinger of the left hand
upon the forebead of his ancestor.

“When one looks at the skull from
above ope notices very cleariy a pen-
taguual formation which s due to the
notalbje development of the parietal
bumps and the jurting out of the shell
of the occipitals. The great breadth
of the face comes from the exaggerat.
ed development of the sygomatic pro-
portions, while In the head of the trog.
lodytea of the Paousse-Ragusse what |
do we fnd 7 [

K wind his

parting  oute Woke
TELLIS TR & TR nima

olEer o ewitrol our

5[ sball never know what it was that |

Oid Bob found in the head of the
troglodytes, for 1| d4id pot listen to
Jim, but 1 looked at bim. And 1 bad |
po further Inclination for laughter.
Old Bob seemed to me terrifying. hor-
rible, as false as the father of lles, |
with his counterfelt gayety and his |
scientific jJargon. My eyes remained
fixed upon him as If they were fas- |
cinated, It seemed to me that 1 could
see his hair move, just as a wig might
do. One thought—the thought of Lar-
san, which never lef! me completely—
seemed to expand uutll it filled my en- |
tire braln. 1 felt as If 1 must speak
it out when all at opce 1 felt an arm
locked In mine. and | saw Rouletablile
looking at me with an expression |
which 1 did not know how to read.

He drew me away {rom the table,
and we walked toward the west boule-
vard., After he had looked ciosely on |
every side and made sure that no one |
was near us he sald:

“You are in the right in seeing him |
everywhere around us. [If he were
not there a little while ago he is per-
baps there mow. Ab, be b strooger
than the stones! He ls stronger thaun
anything else In the world. 1 fear him
Jess within than without, for, sun-|
clalr, 1 feel that he is here.” |

I sald to Rouletabllle, scarcely dar-
ing to put into words what was in my |
mind: s i
1 %01d Bob? S

He did pot answer. At the end of & *
few moments be said:

[ [ .

“Hold your left band in your right |

at the Port of Hercules with her hus
band, the brllllant young professor of
la Sorbonpe,”

At Nice. hidden behind the hilnds of |

v baffet, 1 awalted the arrlval of the

train from Paris by which Brignolles
wis doe to arrive
mett | saw him alighting from a
1 kpnew that there must e

Mrange redson for this Jourpey
which be had oot Informed M
beforehand
WS N

Al thwe et Bl

T
Liareac
seerel one

whety | saw that

Brignolles was bending his head as be | natlon when | stoopad and pleked up

burried alvag,
PI".L‘:' “."."' n

I was Debiod bl  Toliowed him
These maneuvers seemed (o e more
and more 1 Dgaoun ' innliy 51

CArviage came out upon the
Road de ja Cornlehe, and | directsd
my coachman W take the same way
The numerous windings of thix poad,
s acesntunted carves, permiitsd me
o =ee without belng seen. Ninad Iy we
reached the Beaullen rallway station
where | was astontshed to see Hrl
gbollea® ecarriage stop and the man
himself get out, pay the driver and en
ter the waitiug room. He wos going
0 take the wrain, For what purpose !
He got into a passenger conch which
wis bound for the Iltalian froutier. |
realized that all his movements were
bringing him nearer to the Fort of
Hercules. | got In the ear behind his.

Rilding rapidly as

2 he passengers

guolles’

Brignolles did vot get off until we away, His eves wore Glled with tears

reached Mentone. | saw him sllight
He bad tarned up the collar of Lis

overcoat and pulled his hat down over spoak.

his eyes. He cast a steaithy giance

around the quay and then mingled was Inte

with the other passengers, Once out-

side the traln shed be got into a shab | hearts.
by old stage which was standing by | each one of us was resigned to the

the sidewalk. 1 inquired of an em-

1 The old Camtitlon was pe longer In

enr, | horror the depth of the crevices which

of | rocka,

|
|
Aod 1 knew that the (le I could no lohgwer se¢ my two shadows

alfrow the rond a bit of letier paper

But | which looked o me singuniarly ke

that whieth Darzac psed at La Sar
ronnpe ¥

hablted, and for a good reason, It hnd
beon entirely roibod <destroywl by the
earthguake of IS8T, Whnt & stionee
there was all around we! Wihth a
thowsamd  precautions I sea b
through the riing, contemplnting with

Instantaneous Gas Lights

the carthgquake nnd opened In the

Had 1 been the victh of an Uaslon ¥

Wan | also the plaything of oy gl

Upon this bit of paper 1 decipherea
two h_\!l:lllll‘!l which 1 belleved Hpd
gnolles had written. Those
seenmed to be the end of a wond the
beginning of which was misslng. Al
that it was possible o make oul wae
“houner.™

'wo hours later | reentersd the
Fort of Hercules and told my story o
Rouletabille. who placed the bit of
paper lo his portfollo and entrented
mwe o be as sllont as the grave 0 e
gard to my expedition

Astoniahed at haviog produced so
diferent ap efect from the one which
1 had anticipated at the discovery
which [ belleved so lmportant, | starsd
at Rouletabille. e turned his head

sy linbles

“Ronletabille!™ | exclaimed
But again he motioned me not to |

They had waited dinner for me. It
We scarcely attempted to
hide the deep anxiety which froze our
One would have sald that

blow which was threatening. At 10

—

Home Ma:Ie Bread

We have home-made bread. Which would
you rather eat, home-made or bakers? A
foolish question to ask, for most people
would be willing to pay twice the price for
home-made bread they pay for baker’s, but
you c¢an buy the good old-fashioned home-
made bread at the Rex Grocery for the same
price as baker's. Large, well browned
loaves, both nourishing and palatable, and
baked from the best flour in the city.

“Yakima Best.,”

Take a loaf home with you and be con-
vineed.

Rex Grocery Co.

THE ROGUE RIVER LAND COMPANY

NO. 11 NORTH CENTRAL AVENUE

Offers an especially good foothill orchard for a low
price and on good terms, In these days of advaneing
prices, it will pay to look into this,

[t pays to deal with the **Man Who Knows " When
the Rogue River Land Company sold the T'ronson &
Guthrie orchard at Eagle Point to the prize winning
owners, four yvears ago, the salesman, W, M. Holmes,
assured the purchasers those Spitzenbergtrees would
produece the world's best apples, and subgequent events
prove the soundness of his judgment. By the way:
Did it ever oceur to you that most of the men who have
won out in the Rogue River Valley, bought their win
ning orchards through the Rogue River Land Com-
pany ¥

W. M. Holmes, Manager, is always at yvour service
for a good buy.,

s . =

Resolved '

That with the beginning :
of the New Year, I will
trade where I receive
the greatest value for my
money---In other words

%%¢Rex Marliet
Huth & Pech Props. Phone 3271

Best Groceries

I COULD PERCEIVE TWO FORMS THAT HASTENED.

!ﬂr ﬂ"- mlnn'ﬂ .nd mm “k "Oumlf. i ﬁ;,;-_ w_l.lu “)id E-l-t? ﬂut lhﬂt I.'l.-l-l;- dc‘“. l 'in to t‘k. up m, Itatloq ! ANNOUNCEB{EN I

Is it you, Larsan? And when you
have replied to yourself do pot feel oo |
pure. for be may perhaps have lied to
you, and he may be in your own skin :
without your knowing it."

, \With these words etabille left |
mé alone In the west boulevard. It
was there that ['ere Jacques came to
Jook for me. He brought me a téle-

gram.
| was not In much of a burry to

opeu the dispateh which Pere Jacques |

bad brought me. and lo this | was

wroug, for as scon as | cast my eyes |

over the words which It contalned |
renlized that it was of the deepest im-
portange. My friend at Parls, whom |
bad requested to keep an eye npon
Briguolles, sent me word that the

sald Brigonolles  had left Parls the
evening before for the Midl. He bad
taken the 1085 train. My friend in-

forwed we that be had reason to be
lleve that Briguolles bad teken a tick-
et for Nice.

What should Hrigunolles be doing in

Nice? | kept Brignolies to myself all |

alove apnd so well that wben, assuming
wy most Indiferent alr, | rejoined
Rouletabllle o the Court of Charies
the Bold | pever mentioned the sub-
Juct

lur thrown off; a beavy bammer was in
bis hand, It seemed to wme that be
wiux devoting counsiderable time and
energy to & comparatively simple task,
nml, ke a fool who does not see be-
Youd the end of his owp nose, | could
Bot refruin from telling bim so. But, no!
J was only able 1o voderstand that,
Lalf an bour lnter, when | came upon
him Iying beslde the ruivs of the
chapel, murmuring in his dreams the
one word which betrayed the sorrow
of bis heart—"mother.” Houletabille
wis dreaming of the Lady In Black!
After having relleved his overchurged
beart with that one word be left noth-
ing more to be beurd except his heavy
breathing, e was cowmpletely ex-
buusted, 1 belleve that It was the Orst
time he had really siept since we had
come from Parls,

1 left the chateau unseen, and soon,
my dispatch o wy pocket, | took the
tralu for Nice. On the way 1 chanced
to read this item on the tirst page of
the Petlt Nleols: *Professor Btlanger-
son has arrived at Garavan, where he
will spend n few woeks with M. Ar
thor Rance, the recent purchaser of
the Fort of Heroules, who, -alded by
the beautiful Mme, Arthur Rance, will
dispeuse hospitulity to his friends in
this medineval stronghold, Professor
Btrangerson's danghter, whose mar-
riage to M, Robert Darzac bas Just
taken place In arls, bas also arrived

|
His brow was dripping with per- |
spirution; his arms were bared. his col- |

ringe was the stage (o Soapel,

Sospel 18 u plcturesque little city lost
between the last counterforts of the
Alps, two hours and a balf from Men-
tone by coach. No raliroad passes
through there. It is one of the most

| retired and qulietest corners of France,

the most dreaded by revenue officers
and by the Alplue hunters. Why was
Brignolles going to Sospel?! | muost
find out, 1 bLired a carrlage from the
station, and In & few momenta I, too,
was climbing over the rocks to the
valley of Carel,. How | regretted oot
having spoken of my telegram to
Rouletablile! The strange behavior of
Briguolles would have given him ideas,
useful and reasonable, while for my
part 1 bad oot the slightest idea of
bow 10 reason. 1 only koew how to
follow this Briguolles as a dog fol-.
lows his master, | reached Castilion
tes minutes Iater than Brignollea, Cas.
tillon Is at the bighest polnt of the
roud between Mentone and Sospel. |
descended from the carriage. and at
the entrance of a tuonel through
which It wus necessary (o puss to
reach the opposite turn of the moun-
tain 1 betlld Briguolies and Frederic
Larsan.

1 stood staring at them, my feet as
helpless as though they had taken root
in the soll, 1 could not utter a sound
por make a gesture. 1 bad been the
only one to guess that the companlion-
ship of this devil of a Brignolles bad
been of the gravest danger to Darzac.
If they would have llstened o me he
would bave got rid of the creature's
presence long ago.  Briguolles, the
tool of Lursan, the accomplice of Lar-
san—what a discovery! Why, | had
kopown all along that those accidents
fo the laboratory bad not bhappened by
chance! They would belleve me pow.
I bnd seen with my own eyes Larsan
and Brigoolles wlking and consulting
together at the entranee of the Cas
tilloo tunoel, | Lad seen them. But
where were they gone now? For |
gitw them wo louger, ‘They muost be
in the tunnel, 1 bastened wmy steps,
leaving wy coschman beblnd me, and
reached the tunnel In & few mowments,

| drawlng my revolver from my pocket. |
My stute of mind wus beyond descrip- |

tion,
Hur where were they? 1 walked |
through the dark tunpel. No Larsun, |

uo Brignolles! Not a living creature!
But upon my left, toward apclent Caw

tillon, 1t seemed to me that | could | I wouldo't have bad you do that for

forms fthat hastens]
They disappesred. | rap after thew.
] arrived ot the rulos. | stopped
Who could sy that thowe Lwo Lyures
' were not Iylhg lu walt for we bebind
a wall?

percelve two

| Bold,

at the tower of the gardener. While

S o S tha Tetse Lapdr o holy g hadl The Hogue River Canning & Evaporating eompany will devote

consulted together the night before the Mendays and Thursdays of each week to custom work in the man-
Lady tn Black and Rouletabille passed | ufacture of cider, apple butter and jellies.
beneath the arch. The gllmmer of the | Phone vour orders for nice sweet ecider to 11X2.
lantern fell on their faces. Mme. Dar be made on Tuesdays and Fridavs of each week.

zuc was greatly exclited. She was urg ROGU[ RIVER CQ~NERY & [VAPOIIA"NG COM,‘NY

ing Rouletabille to something which 1 |
| Phone 11X2.

Daoliveries will

could not hear. The conversation be-
tween them looked llke an argument,
and | caught only one word of Roule- |
tabille’s, “Thier!"

Mill in West Medford.

The two entered the Court of the -

The Ludy v Black stretched |
ber arm toward the young man, but
he did oot see it, for be left ber lmme
g::!, E:t:led r:ut:::ms“::::dl:: u:::: Martin J a RCd-dy
Fer
on the night between the 11th and . ™y { Diamonds
12th , ? _
(To be eontinued.) | 2 : .
|
| \ & FineJewelry
Near the Post Office

for a moment in the court, leaning
agailost the rrunk of the eucalyptus
tree in an attitude of unutterable sad-
pess; then, with slow steps, she enter-
ed the square tower,

It was now the 10th of April. The
attack of the square tower oecurred

Breaking the News.

Mrs. Bingo (severely)y—l shon'd Uke

to know where you were last nlght,
Blogo—-Well, If rbe truth must be
told. | was playing chess with King-
ley, and, my dear, the lust game | bet
a new bounnet for you agalost & |
n bonpet for Lis wife. |
Mre. Blugo—Yes, my dear, and who |
won? |
Blogo—Well, you just wait until you
see Lis wife next Sunday! !
A Hindrance. !
Numsemald—1'm golug to leave next
week, mum. E !
Mistress—Why, what's the matter?
Don't you like the baby? I
Nursemald — Yes'm, but he 18 od

" C. Hansen. Tom Moffat
We make any kind and style of windows. We carry
glaes of any size on haxd.

Medferd Sash & Door Co.

At Prices Strictly in
Keeping with the
Quality of Our
Stock which is

Unexcelled
A Trial will Convince You

Allen @ Reagan

The Square Deal Grocers |

afrald of a policeman that 1 can't get |
near ooe.—London Tatler.
His Only Love, !
Mcligger—-What's the book you're
reading?
Thingumbob-It's the story of the

In Case of SicKness

,.Dld she take It to heart?”

only mun the asuthor ever loved.

Mcligger—Anh! By a woman, eh? I

Thingumbob—No: by & wan, - It's
bi= mutoblography,

The Result.

Goodart—You didno't getually tell him
that | didn't think bhim much of a
poet? Wisemun—~| did. Goodart—Ob,

— PHONE 3641 —

MEDFORD
PHARMACY

All Night Serviee

the world! Wisemun—Nonseonge! That
doesu't hurt blm. It only makes him
pily you

Whore 8he Took It. Free Delivery
“Boghe broke off the engagement, eh?
“No; to

court!" |

Near Post Oifice

Farm Land ¥ ¥ Timber Land
¥ ¥ Orechard Land »

Residences City Lots
Orchards and Mining Claims

Medford Realty Co

Room 10, Jackson County Bank Bullding




