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(“HAPTER V

[y stared at the bloody cap,
“tike (aee showed emotion

!lr‘:,“[.ln.: time, but !rh!ﬂl"_ it

amezzment or fear It was im-

< Boge You ware with

apd to bim, “You we

::r"’;.': ‘,:.._,_bv_-‘lsen be went back

house '

he tool N
:; apd ne,t Dan snswered, “We
4 down to the shed, a8 1 wald,
pe went back slope to sea if
jacked the door. Told me to
g up (0 the house. ) .
of ou didn't _hrnr auythiog that

t eapilnin [INCES

got o wound -
Iill right.” Bob turped away W!lh
satinfind phrug. “Come on, We've

gon If wa ean find bim before
h,,l anxthing elae, No use stiering

be women until we know what's
T".‘-l..,r.- came arounl the ecor-
uf tho housn Just then mpd they
g pot keep the story from her.
tstened quintly, and then In-
4 on joining thn nfﬂrh,

Vit do sou think?' she asked
anxipnsly #x she foll inio step

o hint. Do you beliere we'll find
o
‘p pthers had gone om lhui‘t
stopped and took both the girl'a
i fn hix. 1 have a Imm'!a we
i heo saids “1 wish you'd go
into the house, Claire, 1'd feel
r about you I Fou qm." o
bou beliere Eb was killed, than?
t shruggad. “T just said T bad
areh, Clnire, it T'm not the sev-
b son of & keventh som, Eo mayba
o bum steer, It's only that after
aight, dear, T know If anythiog
1 bappen to Fou''—he touched
bandige on her wrist tenderly—
well, It would mean a lot to

o dld not see the lght in Claira's
for just then Boh Bteele halloed
o n clump of nspens, “Ob, there
sre!" Bob's volee held rellef, "I
+d sou two, and came back"” As
ipined bim, ha lowsred his volee,
sid Dan to walt for vs, I'm keep-
gn e3¢ on that fellow."
vy den't think—"" began Cluire,
ob modded. “Yes, 1 think he knows
¢ than be's letting on."
It wonder,” sald Pat, “if Dan
s ahout this jewel of your
‘s we are hunting?"
i1 don't know," answered Claire,
haven't. sald nuxthiog to  Busie,
she snd Eb must know we're after
sthing, Of couese Dan fust works
ke place, but he may know what's
pg o, too, Busle's apt to tell
ou bet he's on,” remarked Pat
tively, “If U'm not quite cuckoo,
old gal's willing to go more than
.way where Dallas (s concerned.
pan's & man, in her oplofon, or I
3 my guess, But you are going
, Olafra
No," whe answersd. “T'm not.”
Al rights but don't get out of
sigbt,” Pat waened ber,
LI I

everil hours of earsful searching
tlod oo trnee of Eb. Acknowledg-
thempelves. beaten, the roung
bple and Dau rotraced their utepn to
house 1o tell Bunie. Bhe wau In
library when they ftound ber,
dying the room up, an sbe ex-
ned, though Claire noticed that
dusteloth Iging folded on the desk
nat boen used,

ben they told her about her
ber she eollnpend into a chalr with
motherad shriek, “What'd T tell
11 knaw womething wan golog to
peo—1 knew it wll  the time.
fi: Banes saw the white miner

Aud he snw (his what-rou-call-jt
bout the swme place from which
thot was aitned ot Claire 3" asked
sarcantically, “Ever hear of this
K stiiplng at Loyoned?

Nowno, answared Husie, “He just
5, Bome wny kindn dim and slow.
, bt Grorge Hanes  seen  him
tling ‘aleng the teall like he was
F pomawhers.”

'm, prabahly wan nts for n spook
ferenee.” Pt lightad a cigaret and
ted ik package to the others,
i about m little fire In bere,
ire? Is ehilly.”

Min wan dispatehed for frewood,
ue the door elased bahind bim, Pat

ol steadily mt thin bousekeeper.
kit do yon know about that man,
v Speatt? Were be and Eb on
b tepmpd™

be woman Jarked sround. “What-
mean? You min't insinuatin'—"

"Fl'“ mot iusinuntiog anything."
¥ tone was puddenly geim. “But

Mar find sour hrnther murdered,

| Dnllas wos the lust pargon who
bim I rou know anything st
Al might theaw any light on
thing, 1'd

. A advise asu to apill it
W 20 The qolice have wayw of
408 ont things sou koow."

The police ! Susin orumpled back

| live tightened Jote a
Iisn pever had nethin'
« I'm tellin® you. How
bib ddidn't just happes Lo
hing bp wanted down
vl g after jb3"
Pat? pgresd Bob,

the ehale. “0ih, you ain't goin'
Wt Dbe over to the polles, are
Not it we i straighten things
ogree]vag,

e * Busie did not answer.
M he

out and do wome more
At hola bhr the cupnla
Dallan to help me and

strikiog three times fn such » short
spnce of tima ? Could it be anyone con-
nected with the household? There
was (riction between Kb and bis sis.
ter at times, she know, but not
enough to warraot murderous at-
tempts on people’s Nyes,

Did somesone olip koow about Ly-
man Fosdick's hidden jewels, and was
that person trying to frighten them
awar from the search? Could Dan
Dallas have fired thoss myrsterious
shots the night befors? Why nad
Pat's questicos about Dan aroused
Busis to such fieree deninis Just
what wort of wonian was Susin? Clajrs
had always taken her for granted,
Just as sbe bad reliable old Hannab
at bome, Claire knew that Busis had
been very gay when she was young,
quite a dasbing figure in the mad
whirl of the mining eamp, That was
why Eb had grown sour and snappy,
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Lookie! Lookie! Lookie!

HE'S A BIG: SHOT,

[rons—

THERE HE . WHAT DOES [

. HE DO FOR
GOES NOW R

SWELL LOORIN' i MoTHING | GUESS:

AND HE CAN

ey
By HAROLD GRAY

GEE, SANDY-- THAT
STRANGER SURE
'EM TALKIN ME
TOWNS ARE LIKE A SMALL
PODDLE- IT DOESNT TAKE |3
MUCH OF A FROG.TO MAKE
ANTAWFUL BIG SPLASH
IN“EM=

holding the rein on her. Hannah had

told her that much, and even Daddy !
had amiled when she asked him onee |

about. the woman,

“Bhe's all right, daughter, Tsed o'

be inclined to be a little flights, 1

guess, but Lyman alwars said lD.“I

one who could make waffles like Su-
sle bad w right to n fling now and
then. Bbe made him very comfortable,
w0 he winked at her little failings.”

SBupposing Sunle had  found out
more about Lyman Fosdick's rffnirs
than anyone koew and was using ber
knowledga now to her own advantage?
Clnire determined to question her
later,

Her thoughts turned to Eb. Was
he Iying, stnrk and bloody, semewhere
this very minute? Clalre shuddered.
even while she reminded hersell that
she never had liked the man, with
bis wsppetimonious ways and  thin,
ugly mouth. When she wan littls, she
would cirels around the place whare
he was working, so as not to have
to speak to him. His long nowe and
stern, piercing eyes bad remindod her
of the ogre in her fairytale books,

-

Bhe turned the lesves af the book
In her Iap mbsentlr. Then her uncle's
nent bandwriting met hor eye, and
#he looked at it with closer areen-
tion, Bhe had never heard that Uncle
Lyman wrote poetry himself, bhut
here was evidently an orlglnn) verse,
"Deep in the mountain depths I lis,
The nrrow broken In my hreast.
Wedded pines nbove me wigh,

To mark the end of earthly quest.”

Bhe turned weveral more pages, but
there did not sesm (o be any more
stanzas. A wudden peal of thusdar
erashed through the room. The girl
started nervoualy and, runniog to the
window, pulled back the heavy vel-
vet curtains, The clovds that had
piled up on the horizon early in the
marning now threatened a deluge, She
harried out of the house to where
Pat and Dan were dierine near the
cupola.

“Find anything?" she nsked,

“A erlek dn  oor backs" Pat
straightened. “And that the roots
from the tree are all over the place.
Beem to run even undsr the house.
Tt's m wonder they haven't wenkened
that foundation."

“Mnybs that's what Eb thought,
und be started this hole to find out,”
suggested Dan Dallas,

“It's  posslble,” vonceded Pat,
"Though why he'd take time before
breakfuet for such resenrch is not
clear.”

“Eb alwoys did things when he
thought of them,” remarked Busie,
who had come oul with mn yellow
elitker which she folded about Claire's
shoulders, Bhe stood looking cucl-
ougly down into the hols, “It would
be llke Eb to start a hale here and
then rush off to the village to get
something to cut tha roots with,
That's likely just whera he's gona
now." Ehe gaemed to get an immenne
satisfaction out of her own explana-
tion,

“Yeahl But that don't tell why he
Iaft hin eap behind smenred  with
blood spots, Miag Spratt,” answered
Pat,

Sumie flashed him an sugrr glance.
“Eb might-n whanged his head or
something when he was Isanin' over,"

“He might, Sunie,” agreed Dan
Dallag, "An then nagain, marbe he
didn't."

“Well, anywar, T ain't stagin' out
here to get soaked. Claire, you better

her heel. “Eny, thers's Eb comin'
pow, No it ain't, it's—"
"“Why It's Hannah!" exclaimad
Clalre, burrying forward to meet her.
“Clalre, honey!" Hannah threw her

for breath. “You're all right then,
Dawn there, Just back of thoso as-
peny. T took the short ecut, A man—
be's layin' on his face. I—I think
he's dead!"

(To Be Continusd)

Farley, F. 6. Confer;
Silent On Campaign

WASHINGTON, Tuly #.—(#-—A

® able to find aut what's |

two-houe conferance between Presi-

(dent Roosevelt nnd Postmister Gen-
lernl Farley ended today with no an-
| nolncement whetline Farley would re-
| tire or take n leave of nbrence to de.

vote his ezclusice attention to the
post of chalrman of the democratie

| national committee,
¥ golog to ee UL 1)
| make an annoupcement tomoreow At
vre willing,” answered | his press conference.

Farley lndicated the president would

et
Sullivan, Long Foe,
Dies of Heart Attack

thing ®

I NEW ORLEANS, L, July 6, (U8
v pe o [0 then with fhe wond. | ol Jobn P. Rullivan, 81, veteran
-—--I..n re had beso searied nnd ||-ml||ira] boss who direcied the ene-
k1 gy BN Claice want Busie | giiae of ihe Inte Huer Long, died satly
le 4 '.:... |.1\h-r" The giel wanted | joday of n henrt sttaek inducad b
'h--;-‘”— . tak things over, # supstroke be suffered while fishing

o s oul the library, atd | p week g0

P ._'F-rc the old-fash-| ™ =

i 1o | The books had been | pajween the first Thiolegiving and
{ o, U0r by Unols Lyman, but|qpe fiest official designation of our
oo een moved from: beir | modern Thauksgiving Doy nx n na-
s e Thotse of Lang Shadows. | tianal holldas, 243 years elapsed. The

e mogs he e cown nosmall red vol-
'.hr toReE Porms, Her uncle had
by e « There was an.

0 ruen of this sanie

il nothie bookeans n Ly- |
g k's #rom "

S Wm upstales, “Jaw-
. L Idls she turned tue

_.[_'_ e gving . back to the

f
h the lagh few hours,
a

Pllerims  celehrated  the former in
1121, while President Tdneoln fgpumd
the first Thanksgiving prociamation
In 1864,

I— WSS

“(untrdl Heating” by means of

| beaps of lenves and otber decaying |
matter which give off heat, s used

by termites, or white ants, (3 warm

threat huoover this place, | lng their nesin

come on in, tee Busle turned on

arme about the girl and steod panting

-
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CALLING CAR ELENEN...
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INNESTIGATE SHOOTNG
N BOWEN STREET... .
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\_‘;'_h_y Not An Umbrella?

Yean - THESE ARE THE

DUNCES ...ESPECIALLY THE
BIRD ON THE LEFT..HE'S |
POSITIVELY DUMB....YOU
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I'M GLAD FOR MR, BRENT'S SAKE
THAT HIS SILVER COINS TURNED THINK BRENTS
GOIN' STRAIGHT,

TIM, BUT IVE

BOUGHT HIS
IVORY TUSKS,
SPUD » HE'S WiLL~
ING TO GIVE HIM

SIMPSON | [THE IVORY-TRADER DEPARTS FROM
AMBESI VILLAGE TO -

[ WHEN YOU GET THE

AND STRAWBERRY

CUP CAKES! STRAWBERRY TARTS/! A

BATCH OF BOTH ARE COOLING ON THE
KITCHEN TABLE ~AND THE THREE KIDs
ARE ALONE IN THE HOUSE! T'LL BE
BACK IN A MINUTE,

TIME, SARAH, WILL YOU
WRITE OUT YOUR RECIPE
FOR COFFEE CAKE, AND
THE. ONES FOR CUP CAKES
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE - - - -with - = - - Major Hoople

MAJIOR, MEET
MYy COUSIN,
PROF. POOCHEL/
You TWO HAVE
PLENTY. IN
COMMON HEBA
HORTICULTURIST
AND HAS
CROSSED AN A
7 ONION WITH
A POTATO, SO
WHEN A BUG
STARTS TO
CRUNCH THE
A CROP, HIS
1 EYES
WATETR
FROM
THE
TEAR

BEE, TO

ARTFICIALLY
INDUCE ]

AMBITION

Y SNUEEY SAYS |

HIS COUSIN
éR'ME“g' ‘?( POOCHEL HAS
ING ONTHE 2 cpossep sO

MANY PLANTS
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