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"vVhere are the stones?" In-

toned Xavier. ,

Booker still watched. Xavier
rose and hooked me full in the
mouth with his fist. I went over
backward In the chair. Like a
cat he was on me pulling me up-
right again and I noted with sat-
isfaction that there was blood on
his knuckles.

"Where are the stones?"
I sput out a tooth. It was a

good shot. It Just missed Xavier's
eye. "You," I said, "have a fixa-
tion."

Then he kicked me and I had
merciful momenta of hot black
oblivion. I was conscious of my
tongue a thick, detached lump In
my mouth threatening to choke
me. I heard sounds that blurred
and swelled, finally fading gently
into the low tone of voices.

"This is useless." Booker was
saying, matter of fact and dis-

pirited. "I don't believe he
knows."

"If he does," replied Xavier, "I
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haven t lied to me?"
I could not see Booker's face,

but the pressure on my neck

"Xavier," he said, "don't be a
fool. Would I r ick my head in
the noose here now?"

"For five million dollars,
Xavier's tongue slithered lovingly
over the words, "you would do
anything. So would I."

"Then we'd better get busy,
said Booker.

For one long moment Xavier
surveyed him, then nodded briefly
and the pistol cume away from
my neck. I moved my head gent-
ly, caught the tense look in
Xavier's eyes, then felt the blind-
ing flash of pain as Booker's
pistol butt crashed down on my
skull.

'"PHEIIE was a pin-ba- ll game go-l-

on inside my skull and
bright tinklings, in my brain, ac-

companied every movement of my
head.

"Migraine," I thought to my-
self and tasted the bitterness on
my tongue. I opened my eyes
and looked straight into Xavier's
eyes that were curiously like a
sturgeon's. Deliberately, I tried
to put my thumb in the very
center of one eye, but my hands
were fastened behind me through
the slats of a .very uncomfortable
straight-backe- d chair. The dank
odor of hurbor and sea moss came
up through the cracks in the floor
and against the wall.

Booker sat astride a packing
case looking at me expectantly.

"A Utile melodrama," I said.
Xavier's teeth showed briefly.

Then he whipped out with the flat
of ills hand and struck mo across
the eyes.

"Whero are the stones?" he
asked.

Tho blow stung. The hot blood
rushed into my cheeks, but actu-
ally it hurt little. I said nothing.

La Grande Evening Observer,
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City News
In Brief

William Trujillo of Sacramen-
to, Calif,, last night was arrested
on a charge of being drunk and
was placed in the city jail pend-
ing hearing in the municipal
court.

Two minor traffic collisions
were listed with the city police.
Curs driven by Annie D. Scully,
11124 Y avenue, and Ozzio Orton,
11105 U avenue, collided as Orton
backed from tho curb near Birch
and Jackson. Tho cars of Charles
Willium of Haines nnd J. A. Hop-
kins of Enterprise were involved
in an accident at Depot and s

avenue.

Teddy Veal, the young son of
Mr. and Mrs. Otis Veal of La
Grande, suffered a fractured right
wrist, Tuesday, while jumping
the hurdles at the school athletic
field.

Official Records
Water turned off, April 18:

S. H. Woimer, 1208 Tenth
sheet; L. G. Sanderson, 1601 Ad
ams avenue; Wilmer Uaer, 131

1, avenue; Gladys M. Bunting,
508 Spring street; Lynn Ander-

son, 1U01 Adams avenue.

Water turned on:
Florence Paxtun, 100(1 Adams

avenue; George R. Lyman, 1105 N

avenue; Wilmer Baer, 120(1 Tenth
street; E. J. Franklin, 1311 L ave-
nue; Lynn Anderson, 203 N ave-
nue; Ralph A. Nelson, 508 Spring
avenue; Bonita Garrett, 2105

Washington street.

Two ants will fight each other
to the death when roused.
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A LITTLE MELODRAMA

XXVI .

TN times of stress the eye roves,
and mine roved right Into a

pair of yellow spats under a too

long overcoat that covered an un-

pleasantly round little man Mr.
P. A. X. himself. Ho held one
hand eloquently suggestive in his
pocket.

Bookdr slid the gun down my
back and thrust me towards a
chair. I sat down with Booker's
pistol ld on the back of my
neck. Peter A. Xavier gave me
a bleak unllluminntive smile.

"Where," he said, "are the
gems?"

"What gems?" I asked.
His lips drew straight over that

meaningless smile. His voice be-
came silky. "I am told," he said,
"that you have a peculiar sense
of honor. The Ostermann dia-

monds are mine. I bought them.
And I propose to have them."

"No dice," I said.
The pistol muzzle bored Into my

neck and Peter A. Xavier seemed
to swell at the veins.

"I meun I haven't got them."
X spread my hands. "I haven't
the faintest notion of where they
are."

"Listen." Booker leaned close
to my ear. "Lost night Phincas
Hudson came to The Ledges, put
a pistol to my head, just as I'm
putting one to yours now, and re-

lieved me of the Ostermann

"So you had them! It was you
who slugged mo in tho basement
corridor!"

"Trent, I'm warning you "
"And you killed Phlncns Hud-

son!"
For an Instant all sound, all

motion, all thought, seemed sus-

pended. Xavier and Booker ex-

changed glances and I saw the
gleam of distrust In the former's
eyes.

"Booker." Peter A. Xavler's
tone was a mere whisper and his

Canary Designs

By MRS. ANNE CABOT
All as gay as a little yclbw ca-

nary singing his heart out on a
beautiful spring morning! Use
the (i by 0 transfer designs on
tea towels, on collage curtains,
on the colliers of a pale y.'lhiw
or given breakfast or luncheon
cloth. Besides yellow for the ca-

nary, red, green and blue are the
other colors needed.

To obtain fl transfer designs for
the canary towels (pattern No.
5244) color chart for working, il-

lustrations of stitches used,
15 cents in coin, plus cent post-
age, your name, address and the
pattern number to Anne Cabot,
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shall torture It out of him."
"We should have got the girl,"

said Booker.
"Booker." Xavier's ferret eyee

were on mc. "He is again awake."
Booker came over and stood in

front of me. "Trent," he said, "it
you have the diamonds, you know
of course that you can't dispose of
them anywhere."

"I haven't the diamonds," I said.
Get me some mouthwash."

"Or if you know where they
are," pursued Booker, "the Infor-
mation might be worth something
to us a great deal more, in fact,
than you might expect to derRVe
from illicit sale of the stones."

"You're contradicting yourself,"
I said. "I know nothing whatever
about the Ostermann diamonds."

Booker stared at me thought
fully. He gave a little shrug and
said:

"Xavier, I am inclined to be
lieve him."

'I," replied Xavier sucking his
hand, "should like to make sure."

Xavier came closer. I tensed.
Those fish eyes had a glaze of
ice over them. I teetered the
chair a bit with my toes and
kicked as I went over backward.
I missed his chin by an eyelash
and lay on my back in the ruins
of the chair helpless, unable to
rise. (To Be Continued)
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By SUE BURNETT
Smoothly fitting with an un-

cluttered look that's the way
you want an afternoon frock to
be. This one fills the bill!

Pattern No. 8787 is designed
for sizes 14, 16, 18, 20; 40 and
42. Size Hi, dropped shoulder,
3'i; yards of material;
three quarter sleeve, 37'n yards.

For this pattern, send 20 cents,
in coins, your name, addrcssf size
desired, and the pattern number
to Sue Burnett, La Grande Eve-

ning Observer, 709 Mission St.,
San Francisco, Calif.

Send for your copy of the new
spring issue of Fashion just off
the press. Book full of smart,

styles. 15 cents.

POTATO PEST CONTROL
DDT has added another of

man's insect foes to its list of con-

quests. This time it's the potato
leal hopper, serious pest in many
potato-growin- areas. Treated
plants are found to be taller,
broader, darker grctn in color,
and leaflets were flatter. No fol-

iage injury was observed.
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