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AFACT
ABOUT THE “BLUES”

What Is known as the *Blues’

s seldom occasioned by actual exist-
external conditions, but in th|
great majority of cases by a disorder-

od LIVER , s,
4 THIS 1S AFACT

which may be demonstra~

. ted by trying & course of

Tutt’s Pills

" They control and regulate the LIVEF
‘ They bring hope and bouyancy to th
| mind. They bring health and elasti(
| hytothebody. . :

4 “TAKE NO SUBSTITI ™=

e Now Ready

FOR

Your Watch Clock
and Jewelry
Repairing.,

' HADLEY & LOY
f  GRAAAM, N.C.

= Have You Read
Wg the FORD “‘Ad”

in this weeks’ Sat-|

b urday Eevening
. Post? Readit and
then eall on usand

see the FORD cars
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GREENSBORO; N.

- Indigestion

When your stomach eannot p
igom, Tou. of treatt. 1o Bocds 5 Vinly
Msistanco—and this assistance is read-
lly supplied by Kodol, Kodol assitathe
Momach, by tem al

. ofthe food in th 3 -
| oy o e
Our Guarantee,
¥ou wre not benefited —the E& 1

© Wee retorn your m
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PACIFIC GOAST

~——

By GASTON LEROUX,

Author of “The Mystery
| of the Yellow Room"

e )

The gripping qualities of this
|s£ory reveal a gifted French au-
thor in his best vein.
is a deteclive story ranking with
the Sherlock Holmes series, re-
vealing further adventures of
Rouletabille, the sensational sol-
ver of mysteries, the narrative
also presents several character
sfudies of engrossing inferest
—Rouletabille, the bewildering
:hero of "“The Mystery of the Yel-
Ilov Room,"” who is here confront-
ed by the nerve racking mystery
of “the body too many;” Lar-
san, the fugitive from justice
and master mind of the polished
criminals of two hemispheres,
who reveals himself only when
he wishes fo show where he is
|nof, and the Lady in Black,
whose inspiring faith is un-
|8hnken by the unspeakable trag-
|edies in which she is the central
| figure. The dreadful power for
evil that can be exerted by a
perverted brain has never been
more clearly portrayed. The
hearitbreaking test of the unfor-
funate son who realizes that he
must kill his jather, who has
never known his son, fo save his
mother, whom he might never see
again, is a wvid portrayal of
some of the penalties of human
existence.

CHAPTER L

7

A Foredoomed Marriage.

|
HE wnrriage of M. ltobert Dar-
! zac and Mile. Muthilde Stan-
gerson took place in Paris at
the Church of 8t Nicholas du
Chardonnet on April G, 1835, every-
thing couuected with the vecasion be-
ing conducted In the yulefest fashion
posaible, A little more thau two yeurs
had rolled by siuce the events which 1
have recorded In 4 previous volume—
events so sensational that It Is not
speaking too strougly to say that an
even longer lupse of time would oot
have sufficed to blot out the memory
of the famous “Mystery of the Yellow
Room."

in this almost unknown parish It
was easy enough to malntaln the ut-
most privacy. Only a few friends of
‘M. Darzac and Professor Stangerson,
on whose discretion they felt assured
that they might rely, had been invited.
1 bad the honor to be one of the num-
ber.

I reached the church early. and nat-
arally my trst thought was to look
for Josepb Rouletabille. | was some-
what surprised at not seeing bim; but,
baving no doubt that he would arrive
shortly, | entered the pew already oc-
cupled by M. Henrl-ltobert and M. An-
dre Hesse, who in the quiet shades of
‘the little chapel exchanged In under-
tones reminiscences of the strange af-
falr at Versallles, which the approach-
ing ceremony brought to thelr memo-
ries.

“| pever feit quite easy about Rob-
ert and Mathiide.” he sald. “not éven
after the happy terminativy of the af-

falr at Versallles,” said Henrl-Robert,
“until 1 knew that the fnformation of
‘the denth of Frederic Larsan had been
officially confirmed. That man Was 'Y

It will be remembered perhaps by
readers of “The Mystery of the Yel-
low Room™ that a few months after
the acquittal of the professor in Bor-
boupe there occurred the terrible ca-
tastrophe of La Dordogne. & transat-
lantic steamer running beiween Havre
and New York. Io the broiling heat
of a summer night upon the coast of
the new world La Dordogne had
eaught fire fromw an overheated boller.
Before belp could reach her the steam-
er was utterly destroyed. scarcely
thirty passengers were able w leap
into the life boals. and these were
picked up the next day by a merchant
vessel, which conveyed ]:hem":o' :::

. For days therea
mﬂr:t‘"np on the beach hundreds
of corpses, and amodg these Lhey
n.

m‘l‘: :::- which were found care
fully hidden in the clothing worn by

bt
dead man proved beyond 8 dou
e Mathiide Btangerson

ster of a
the facility of the American Jaws, :::
bad given her hand in secret 1o

of girlish romance.
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around you? Do you expect any one?”

Yes. 1 expect Frederlc Larsan.”

M. Henrl-Robert laughed. But I felt
no inelination to join in his mirth.

"What's the matter, Bainclalr?”
Whispered M. Henrl-Robert, who no-
ticed my expression. . “Hesse was only
Joking."

“I don't know anything about it I
answered. And I looked attentively
around me, as M. Andre Hesse had
dome. And Indeed we had belleved
Larsan dead so often when he was
known gs Ballmeyer that it seemed
quite possible that he might be once
E:m brought to life in the gulse of

rsan,

“Here comes Rouletabille,” remark-
ed M. Henrl-Robert. “I'l wager that
he lsn't worrying.” |

The young reporter jolned us and
preased our hands in an absentminded
manner, !

“Good moraing, Salnelair. Good morn-
Ing, gentlemen. 1 am oot late, 1
hope

It seemed to me that bis volee trem- |
bled. He left our pew Immediately
and withdrew to a dark corner, where
be knelt like a child and prayed. Hlis
fervent devotlon ustonlstied me, When
he raised his head bis eyes were filled
with teurs, He did vot even try to
hide them. He was lost completely
In his prayers and, one might Imagine,
In his grief. [

But what could be the occaslon of
lhls sorrow? Ilad pot the good fortune
of Mathllde Stangerson and Robert
Darzac been fn & great measure
brought sbout by his efforts? FPerbaps
from Joy that he wept., [le rose from
his kuvees and was bldden bebind a
plllar.

And the next moment Muthllde Stan- |
gerson mnde her entrance into the
church upon the arm of her father,
Robert Darzac wulking behind them.
Ah, the drama of the Glundler bud
been a sorrewful vne for these three!
But, strange as It may seen, Matbilde
Btangerson uppeared only the wore
beautiful for all that she had passed
through. True, she was no lenger the
beautlful atutue, the llving marble, the
ancient goddess, the cold pagan divini-
ty. who at the oficlal functions at
which her father's positlon had forced
her to appear had excited a flurter of i
admiration whenever she was seen, It
seemed, on the contrary, that fate In
maoking her expiate for so many long
years an lmprudence committed In
early youth had cast her Into the
depths of maduness and despalr, only
to tear away the mask of stone which
hid from sight the tender, delicnte spir-
it. And it was this spirit which shvne
forth on her wedding day. In the
sweetest and most charming smile,
playing oo her curved Hps. bidlug In
her eyes, filled with pensive happiness
and leaving Its Impress on her fore-
head.

But what I shall always remember
is the strange expression which cuine
over her visage when she looked
through the rows of faces In the pews
without seemiug to diseover the one
she sought. 1u a moment she had re
galned ber composure and was mis-
tress of herself once more. She had
seen Rouletubille behind bis plliar.
She smliled at him and my companions,
and I smiled In our turn. J

“ghe has the eyes of 8 mad woman["

1 turned to see who spoke the heart-
less words, It was a poor fellow
whom Robert Darzac out of kindness
had made his assistant io the labora-
tory at the Borbonne. The map was
pamed Brizoolles and was 8 distant
cousin of the bridegroom. Long Ago
he had lost both fatber and motber.
He had pelther brotber nor slster and
seemed to have broken off all Ioter-
course with his pative province, from
which be bad brought an eager desire
for success, an exceptional ability to
work and s strong Iotellect.

One beautiful morning In the pre-
ceding spring and cousequently &
year after the occurrences ln (he yel-
low room Darzac had presented Bri-
gnolles to his puplls. The new as-
sistant had come direc from Alx,
where he bad been a tulor in the nat-
ural sclences and where be had com-
mitted some fault of discipline which
had caused his dismissal. Darzac Was
gulfering from the reaction following
the strong emolions which bad nearly
welghed hlm down at the Glandler
and at the court of assizes We re
marked that from the day that Bri-

came to him—Brignolles, whose

This wretch, whose real pame. &
¢ records. Was Balimeyer
ing to per under the
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winter Darzac bhad such s bad cough
that 1 entreated bim to ask for leave
of absence and to take a trip to the
MIldL  The plysicluns advised San
Remo. He went thither, and a week
Iater he wrote us that he felt much
better. “I can breathe here,” he wrote.
“When 1 left Parls | seemed to be
stifling.”

This letter gave me much food for
thought, and | took Rouletabllle into
my confidence.

He agreed with me that It was a
most pecullar colncldence that Darzac
was so {ll when Brignolles was with
bim and so much better when be and
his young asaistant were separated.
The impreszion that this was actually
the fact wns so strong in my mind
that I wonld on no account have per-
mitted myself to lose slght of Bri-
gnolles. No, Indeed! 1| verily belleve
that if he had sttempted to leave Paris
I should have followed him.

Darzac returned home at the end of
four weeks nlmost completely restored
to health, His eyes, however, wers
atill weak, and he was under the ne-
censity of taking the greatest care of
them. Rouletabllle and myself had re-
solved to keep a close watch on Bri-
guolles, but we were satlstled that
everythlng would be right when we
were Informed that the long deferred
marriage was to oceur almost Imme-
diately and that Darzac would take
his wife awny on a long boneymoon
trip fur from Paris—and from Bri-
gnolles,

And now we all—a dozen or so per-
sons—were gathered In the sacristy.
The witnesses sigued the register, and
the rest of us congratulated the newly
wedded palr. The sacristy was yet
more dismal than the church, and 1
might have thought that It was on ac-
count of the darkness that I could not
perceive Joseph Rouletablile. But as-
suredly he was not there. Mathilde
had already asked for him twice, and
Darzae requested me to go and look for
him, 1 dld so, but be bhud disappeared.

When the bridegroom brought this
news to his wife she appeared to be
both pained and anxious. She called
me to her slde and said:

"My dear M. Sgloclalr, you know that
we are to take the traln In two hours.
Will you bunt up our little friend and
bring him to me and tell him that his
strange behavior ls grieving me very
much?’

And | began a wild goose chase after
Houletabille, But | appeared at the
station without bim. Neither at_his
home nor st the office of his paper
nor at the Cafe du Barreau, where the
pecesslties of his work often called
him at this hour of the day, couid I
lay my band on bim.

There was three minutes yet before
the departure of the traln. But mno
Rouletabllle. We were all so grieved
and moreover so surprised that we re-
malned on the platform, looking at
Mme. Darzac, without thinklog to wish
her a pleasnnt journey. 8he cast &
long giance upon the quay, and at the
moment that the speed of the train be-
gan to accelerate, certaln now that she
was not to see her “little friend"” again,
she threw me an envelope from the car
window.

“For him," she sald.

And almost as though moved by an
trresistible Impulse, her face wearing
an expression of something that re-
sembled terror, she added In a tone
jo strange ‘2at | could not belp recall
Ing the borrible apeeches of Brignolles:

“Ap revolr, my friends—or adlen.”

CHAPTER IL

Rouletabille’s Revelation.
OCULETABILLE had been treat-
ed by the Stangersons and by M,
Darzac as their deliverer, and
especially since Mathilde had
left the sanitariom, In which for sev-
eral months her shattered nervous sys-
tem had needed and received the most
assiduous care—since the danghter of
the famous professor had been able to
understand the extraordinary part
which the boy bad played Io the
drama that without his help would In-
evitably bave ended in the bitterest
grief for all those whom abe loved—

sines she bad read by the light of ber
restowed reason the s™-rihand reports
of the trial, at which Houletabille ap-

four days, Then he had directed the
man to bring the bag in about an hour
to the botel In the “Boul' Mich.”

1 mnde one bound up e stairs to
my friend's bedchambe® where 1
fouhd him packing io a tiny hand
satchel an assortment of tollet articles,
A change of linen and a nightshirt,
Until this task was ended 1 could ob-
taln no satisfaction from Rouletabille,
for in regard to the little affalrs of ev-
eryday life he was extremely partleu-
lar and despite the modesty of his
means succeeded In living very well,
baving a borror of everything which
copld be called bohemlan, He finally
delgned to announce to me that “we
wje golug to take our Easter vaca-
tion” and that slnce | had nothing to
do and the Epoch had granted him a
three days' hollday we couldn't do bet-
ter than to go aund (ake a short rest at
the seaside. But my sllence did not
disturb Rouletabllle In the least, and,
taking my valise In one hand, his
satthel In the other, he hustled me
do the stalrs aod pushed me into a
back which awalted us before the door
of the botel. Half an bour later we
found ourselves In a first class car-
ringe of the Northern rallway, which
was carrylng us toward Trepot by
way of Amlens. As we entered the
station be sald:

“Why don't you give me the lebter
that you have for me?”

1 gnzed at him In amazement. He
had goessed that Mme. Darzac would
be greatly grieved at not seelng bim
before her departure and would- write
to him. He had been positively ma-
liclous. 1 answered:

“Because you don't deserve IL"

And 1 gnve him & good scolding, to
which he interposed no defense, [He
did oot even try to excuse himself,
and that made me angrier than ever.

“lI am going to tell you. The situa-
tlon is horrible. Why didn't that vil-
laln die?”

“Aund, afier all, how do you koow
that be is not dead "

“Look here. Salnclair—don't talk—be
quliet, please. You see, If he I8 allve 1
wish to God thnt 1 were dead!™

“If be Is allve you wmust live to de-
fend that poor woman.'

“Al, thnt I8 true! You have said
the only thing that makes me want

to live. To defend ber! 1 will pot
think of myself agaln '
And  Itouletubllle “smiled, a smile

which nlmost frightened me. 1 threw
wy arm around bim nod begged him
to tell me why be was so terrified,
why be spoke of bis own desth and
why he swilled so strangely,

Rouletabllle looked down and stead-
Iy luto my eyes. Then he sald:

“You shail know ull, Salncluir, You
shall know as much as | do, and when
you do you wlll be as unhappy us 1
am, for you ure kind and you are fond
of me."”

Then he stralghtened back lLis shoul-
ders as though he bad already cast off
a burdeu nod poluted fn the direction
of the rallway.

“We shall leave bere In an hour”

bhe sald. “There s no direct traln
from Eu to Paris In the winter. We
shall not rench I'arls untll 7 o'clock.

But that will glve us plenty of thne
to pack our trunks and take the train

Finally 1 bunded blm the letter. He
took It. lovked at It and Inhaled Its
fragrance, As | sat looklng at him
curiously he frowned, trylog, as I |
could see, to repress some strong feel-
ing. Iis face betrayed the fact that
be was suffering profoundly.

“Well? | sald. “Aren't you golng
to read the letter?’
“No.” he replled; “not here; when

that leaves the Lyous station nt 0
o'clock for Marsellles and Meutone,”

He did ndt nsk iy opinlon on the
course which he hod Inkd cut. Ile wns
taking me to Meutone, just as be had
brought me to Trepot,  He wag well
awnre that In the present crisis |
could refuse Lim pothiug,

1 thought of the perfume of the
Lady In Black, but | kept sllence, He
had sald be would tell me atl,  He led
me out tu the jetty, The wind was
stlil Dlowing = gule,  Ronletabille

closed hils eyes us If In o dream.

“It was here, he sald, “that I last
saw ber.”

He looked down at the stone bench
beside which we were standing.

L ] - - [ ] L] L L ]

In another bulf hour we were at Eu.

we are yonder"

We arrived at Trepot In the blackest
night that | remember after alx hours
of an interminable trip and In wretch-
ed weather. The wind from the sea
chilled us to the bone and swept over
the deserted yuay with welrd sounds
of lamentation. | walked behind Hou-
letabille, who made his way with dif-
ficulty In this damp obscurity. How-
ever, he appenred to know the place,
for we finally arrived at the door of n
queer little Inn which remalned open
durilng the early spring for the fisher-
men. Rouletabllle demanded supper
and a fire, for we were half starved
and half frozen.

“Abh, now, my friend,” 1 sald when
we were settled after a fashion, “will
you condescend to explaiu to me what
we have to come to look for in this
place aslde from rheumatism and
poeumonia*”

But Rouletabille at this moment
coughed and turned toward the fire to
warm his bands again.

“Ob, yes," he answered; "1 am golog
to tell you. We have come to look for
the perfume of the Lady In Black."
This phrmse gave me so mwuch to
think about that I scarcely slept at all
that night.

Early In the morning | was awak-
ened by a changed Rouletablile. His
face was distorted with grief as be
handed me a telegram which hbad
come to him at the Bourg. having
been forwarded from Parls In accord-
ance with the orders that he had left.
Here Is the dispatch:

Come Immedlalely without losing a min-
ute. We have gfven up our trip to the
orient and will join M. Stangerson at
Mentone at she home of the Rances at
Rochers Houges. Let this message re-
main & secret hetwesn us. It ls not nee-
essary to frighten any one. You may
pretend that you mre on your vacatlon or
make any other sxcublghat you like, but
come. Téegraph me dellvery,
Menions. Quickly, quickly: 1 am wall-

for you. Yours In despair,
s DARZAC,

“Well.” 1 erled, leaplog out of bed,
“it doesn't surprise me!”
“You never belleved that he was
dead?”* demanded Rouletabllle la a
woe filled with emotion.

:"l pever felt quite sure of it.” I an-
swered. “It was too useful for him to
pass for dead to permit him to besl
tate at the macrifice of m few papers,

Are you LT

RouletabMle had ler blwself into &
chair. It was In a volte which (rem-
bled like that of an old wan that be
coufided tu mi. Lha whlle the
marriage ceremony of our friends was
going oo be bhad become possessed
with a strong cooviction that Larsan
was sot desd. But after the ceremony
at an end be had felt more se-
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We alighted. and the borse and car-
ringe stood motlonless upon the street.
The driver hod gone lute n saloon.
We entered the coul shudes of n high
Gothie church which faced upon the
square, ‘The young reporter guzed
sorrowfully ut the sguare battleients
of the ciiy hall, which extended to-

ward us 1he hostile linee of 1ts solled
aod weather beaten flag; nt the Cafe
de Parls, at the sllent houses, at the

shops nnd tbe lHbrary. Was It there
that the boy had bought those frst
new books for which the Lady in
Black had pald?

“Nothlug has changed.”

He drew me luto u little street and
stopped ngnin In front of a tiny temple

of the Jesuit style. After baving push-
ed open a little low dvor Rouletnbille
bade me enter, and we found our

selves Inslde a  besutiful mortuary
chapel.

“The college chapel” whispered
Rouletabllle.

There wus no persou ln the chapel.
We crossed the room hastlly. On the
feft wall Rouletabllle tapped very gen-
tiy a kind of drom, which gave out a
queer, mufled sound.

“We are In luck,” be sald. “We nre
Inside the college, and the conclerge
has not seen me. e wonld remember
me." Al

“What harm would that bave done?

Just at that moment n man with
bare bend and n bunch of keyx nl
his side pnssed through the room,

and Rouletaldlle drew wme [oto the
shadow,

It is Pere Bimon. Ah, how old he
has grown! Listen! This Is the hoor
when he goes to superintend the study
bour of the younger boys. lvery ove
is iv the clussrvom oow, Oh, we are
very locky!™

Why wus Rouletabille so anxious to
hide blmself?

“] belleve that | am golng cragy!”
he sald with » short laugh, “But I
ean't help my feelings. They are
stronger than I, To think that T am
going to wsee the parfor—-where she
walted for me! | had been living oniy
In the hope of seelng her, and after
she had gone | fell lnto much a des
spondent state that after ench of ber
visits they fenred for my health. Ko
from one vislt to avother | had ber
memory and her perfume to comfort
me. Never having seen ber dear face
distinctly, | lived less with ber lmage
than with the heavenly odor. The
porfuﬁn' which she always used and
which was Indissolubly associated in
my mind with ber was the mowt sub-
tle and the sweetest odor | have ever
known, and | never breathed it again
in all the years which followed until
the day we first went to the Glan-
dler.”

“Yon mean the day that you met

the lad Ip a trembling volce.
(Ah, If | bad known at that moment
that Professor Btangerson’'s daughter

1]

e
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| fo"walt. Oh, my heart hents just as it

did when | was o little 1id! 1| would
come to the door—right liere—nnd then
I would puuse, baxhful and shame-
faced. But | would mee her dark
shadow In the coruer, She would take
me In her arms and hold me there in
sllence, and before we knew it we
were both weeping as we clung to-
gether. How dear those meetings
were! Bbe was my mother, Salpelalr.
Ob, sbe never told e s0! On the con-
trary, she used to say that my mother
wis dead aud thut she bad been her
friend. But she told me to call her
mamma, and when she wept as [
kissed ber | knew that =he really was
my mother."

The puor lud could e longer contain
bimself. He rested his arms on the
mautel upd wept like u little child,

I saw him draw forth the letter
which he had placed there o the
triln and tear It open. His haud fell,
nod he uftered a groan. His Poshed
fuce grew pallid. It seemed as though

_every drop of blood had left his beart,

Finally his features took on the serenl-
ty which comes from assurunce of vie-
tory.

"“We must go now, Balnelair.”

And be left the parlor without even
looking back, 1 followed. In the de-
serted street I atopped him by asking
anxlously: .

"Well, did you find the perfume of
the Lady In Blnck?"

“Yes,” bhe mnid, very gravely—"yes,
Saloclair, 1 found 1t.” Apd he hand-
ed me the lviter from Professor Btan-
gerson’s dunghter,

1 looked at blm, doubting the evl-
dence of my own senses, not under-
standing, because 1 knew nothing.
Then he tonk my two hands and look-
ed Into my eyes,

“l am golng to confide a secret to
you, Salpclalr—the secret of my life
and perlinps some day the secret of
my death. Let what will come, it
must die with you and me, Mathilde
Btungerson had a child—a son. He Is
dend—Is dead to every one except to
the two of us who stand here.”

1 recolled, struck with horror under
such a revelntion, Houletabille the son
of Mathilde Stangerson! In that case
Rtouletablile must be the son of Lar-
Ban,

Oh, T understood now all the wretch-
edness of the boy!

Rouletnbille simply made s gesture
which seemed to say, "And now you
understand, Balnclalr,"”

When we reached Paris, Itouletabille
banded me n new dispnteh which had
come from Valence and which was
slgned by Professor Stangerson, It
nald: “M. Darzac tells me that you
lhnve a few days' leave. We should
all be very gind If you could come
and spend them with us. We will
walt for you at Arthur Rance's place,
Rochers Rouges. He will be delight-
ol to present you to his wife. My
daughter will be pleased to mee you.
Bhe jolns me In kindest greetings”

A conclerge from Rouletabille’s botel
came rushing up and banded us a
third dispatch, This one was sent
from Mentone and slgned by Mathilde,
It contained two words, “Rescue us.”

[conTiNUED.]

O'Connell's Big Head.

Thackerny wus slx fect two luches
in belght, and Sir B. W, Lucy says the
great novelist wore a seven and fve-
elghth Inch bat, beating Dickens and
John Bright by a full buif nch. Mr.
(iladstone’s bat was of seven and
three-elghth Ipch measurement—the
same as Macaulay's—while Bescons-
fleld needed n full seven Inch. The hat
of Danlel O'Connell, bowever, would
have beaten them all, measuring eight
and one-half inches by ten lnches.

Unreasonable.

Bhe—] don't see why you sbould bes-
ftate to marry on 53,000 a year. Papa
says my gowns Dever cost more than
that. He—Bnut, my dear, we must bave
something to eat. Sbe (petulantly)—
Isn't that just Hke a man? Always
thinking of his stomach.
Transcript.

i

Whyt
When a mother tells
getting to be just like
knows well that it Is
& compllment.

In Awful Shape.
“Why don’t you go to work?"
“I'm so dead tired of dolng nothing
that I'm too tired to do anything'—
Sleveland Leader.

The Old Wooden Warshipa.

A modern battleship Is supposed to
last twenty yeam. As a matter of
fact, iis real eficiency as a Arst class
fighting machine is less than balf that
period of time Improvements are be
ing made so rapidiy and constantly
that ships are superseded often aftew
having served only one of two commis
slons. It was otherwise In Nelson's
time. The Victory, for example, was
lsunched In 1763 and was therefore
forty years old at the battle of Trafal
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This time of the
are signals of wa
Take Taraxacum
pound now. It
ave you a spell of
ver. will
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