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choleest cigars. She sat down
at hand, i

“How come you are all alone®™
Beach saked. “IUs petling kind of

was Julla? She should have re-
turnied at least a half hour before
*It & pot so lopesome a8 you
think” she added; “Mr. Evans
comes over ofter, and Jim her
paust was intentional— s son™
Beach loked puszied for an in-
stant. “His son,” he ted; then,
with dawnltg  Intelligtnoe:  “Oh,
you mean Obadiah's stepson, Jim

Peggy sat very still. Her hesrt

pounding against her ribs and
half sulfocated. So that
her quirt eyes re-
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garding the sherllf so steadily,
thoughts were 1n & turmoll.

B0 Jitm was, In reality, the man
she had tome to regard with such
bitternem. The cad, to decelve her
! Bot even as her blood reachasd
ihe bolllng stage, she waa falr
enough to admit that perhaps It

é
2

self-docoption: she
&3 Obadlah’a son
one cofrecied that lm-
o, But was It honorable not
ve toid her? Perhaps Jim kept
qulet to save her embarrassment.

“Mrs, Sinclair was from d
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with which ahe shol Edgar

weapon
Btanton,

"This Iy s 35 caliber pistol” she
said, noting the further wording on
the aulomatie, and she put out her
hand to open the table drawer
where abe had put her nncle's pls-
tol; “while—"

“Sure,” beoke In Sherlll Beach,
mintaking the cause of her hesi-
taney. “And the bullel found In
Stanton's heart was of 35 caliber.”
Hia eyes traveled upward to the

.|top of the stalrs and down to the

spot where Stanton’s body had Inin.
*You're & darn good shot, Mim
Prescott.™
Peggy heard nol a word that he

.(said afler his il sentence, Her

extended hand dropped to her side.

Twice she strove to speak before
she found her volee.

“You say the bullet that Kkilled
Bdgar Stanton was of 15 caliber?™
she faltored, through lipa grown
khasily white.

*1 do declared the sheriff firm-
ly, hls surprise manifest.

Waa the girl trylng to cook up
some technieal defense to prove
she had not killed Stanton? 1If ao,
he must' be on his guard,

"I was present when the bullet
wnas extracted by the surgeon per-

"Was—wns there no other bullet
in Lieutenant Blanton's body?*

“Nomo; and no olher “wound”
erinply.

Mot lking the trend of the eon-
versatlon, Beach rose with abrupt-
ness and reaching took back
the pistol from her marveless hand

“Well,:I mubt be golng.” with a
serutinizing glance at her. "Your
slgned feastom I8 on flle In the

these parts,” went on Sheriff Beach,
reminiscently, “And when she was
lett & widow with two small child-
ren, she pame back to the old farm.
Obadiah and she had been boy and
girl swesthearts till ahe went off
to Hve with some rich relations
down to New Vork.

“By and by she married Oba-
dinh, but only lived "bout five yéara.
Obadialh wanted to adopt both
children, but the New York couslng
took the Httle girl™

Beach wagged his head reflec-
tivaly.

“Obadiah gave JJm » wonderfuol
schooling: he sacrificed ‘maost every-
thing for thagi boy.™

As he mmbled oo, Peggy stnug-
gled Lo readjust her viewpoint, Jim
wis Jim to her, hin parenlage of
no mement, If the wealth which
she had hoped to share with hlm
wits to have been his by the pro-
vision in her ungie's will In case
she did nol fulfill the stipulations
therelly, why she was the more
deeply glad. Generots to n fault,
Peggys heart vejnlecd -

“About the giin'

Beach apoke more brhkly ma he
reachea the ohieet of his eall

“Here 'tis. T "omoved the cart-
rtidgen for safe bhandilog™  and

handed an automatie plstol to Peg-|Wp

BY.

Peggy. missed the sheriff's kindly
meant, f tactless, surcasm and the
falnt twinkle In his eyes, hier allen-
tion being entirely centered on the
weapon In her hand. 1t was idens
tieslly like het unele’a, but the
wording on it read, “Model 1011—
U. 8. Nuavy™

She caught her  hrenth, then
amiled: of voune, it would have
*U. B Navy™ gpsmped upon \-—did
it tot belong to Mm and he was in
the nuvyp at least, she had found
the gun she had used (hat fateful
night in Jim's pocket—prestmably
he had picked it up by mistake Tor
Mg, She must el the sheriff the
comedy of orrary and glve him the

court howss”—slill ghe made no re-
ply and the sherilf, considerably
puszled, walked over to the front
doar,

111 call again, Miss Proscoll.™

Pegey's outstretched hand again
rought the drawer where lay her
uncle's A5 caliber sutomatic pistol
which ahe had shot af Stanton—a
45 calibor pistol—but he had been
kilisd with s 35 caliber bullet,

Stanton! Hhe wasn't a murderer,

But her joy was of short dura-
tlon, The bullel fitted Jim's plsiol
A word from her and he would be
Implicaled!

Driving away from the lodge.
Bherift Beach stopped his car at
Echo Farmi and from the seat of
his car parksd In Mohawk Lane,
called to Obadlah Evang.

answer to the farmner's cordial in-
vilation, megaphoned through his
cupped hands an he stond on the
front porch of his house; thin, as
Obadish eame closer; T declare to
pracious, T Torgot (o pak Miss Pres-
rott If Bundown's been there Iately.
He wosn't at his eamp, though 1
spent n couple of hoprs on Blind
Man's Bluff, thinking he might ahow
e

Obadinh rested one foot on the
mnning board and hls elbow on the
door of the tourlng car.

“Did yon Lake her the gun?” he
naked, and, as the pheriff nodded,
“Gol I with you, or did yoo leave
It ut Yew Lodge?”

Reach regarded him indlgnantiy

“Da you think T'm osuch a fat-
head?™ ho demanded with some de-
gree of heat. *No, I didn't leave
such evidence with Miss Prescoll;
ii's hore In my pocket™

“Let'n mee the pistol?*

*What for?” helligerently

*I thought maybe I'd like fto
know why Mim Presoott asked to
e 1L
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Then she hadn't killed Edgar

“Can't come in,” he hollered, n |
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REG’LAR FELLERS

TRymues

By GLANY CHARKEN
and HAL FUMHNESW

@/ R0 Has

THAT EVERYTHING
/S SET FOR
THEIR FLIGHT
FROM THE
REBEL CAMR

BEEN ARRANGED
FOR TOMMY
70 ESCAPE
AND JOIN THEM-
BUT THIS
1S WHAT 13
REALLY

HAPPENING ==

D BETTY

THAT IT HAS

307

DUME DORA

{ FROM HE

i, LW

WELL ENOUGH
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"".‘-.1 ll-'.m.'m ==
L CONTINU

—— ) WHY DON'T YOU BUILD

A e A FIRE UNDER HIM,
- BRILUIANT 2 (anvavay,
WHAT [{LISTED, } THE DONK'S GIVING ME
6ORE IR PERFIDO ) X " acens maws 4 ¢ can
SIE(EA?IT gy MULOS ) ONLY QUTIWIT THESE

ED

il

Assass/ns!]

B 1 % smree Voslis Barvies, T Gront Pekutn

SHAME On You ! LETTING THAT
FLOSSIE TALK YU INTD MARRYING
HER - SHOW ME YOU'RE A MAN--
GO TO THAT PHONE AND TELL

HER YOUYRE NOT ENGAGED
AND THAT SOU NEVER

BRINGING UP FATHER

By George MeManur

|

ALL RIGHT, BUT
wWHY DON'T YOU
GO TO TH MOVIES?

DADDY, WiILL You |
GIVE ME THE

THATS ALL 'M GOOD
FOR ARDUND HERE

WHAT'S THE
MATTER?

01008, fnt ] Frmtary Service, Pae Oraat Beitabs raghes eoservnd

TO GIVE uP
FIFTEEN DOLLARS

f WELL, SHE MADE )

i SEASON TICKETS

A MISTAKE - TS

WE WANT !

MUTT AND JEFF

Two Sailors On A Sinking Fund

By Bud Fisher

LTHIS 1S MUTT SPEARINGL. AS PRESIDENT,
SECRETARY AND TREASURER oF THE
[{LIOs TAMERS' CLUB L wikL N ReAD

(THE ANNUAL RePORT i+ MERRY

THE SICK AND BENEFIT

COMMITTEE ANNOUNCES THAT
OUR SEMOR Liohy 15 Mow 1IN

A Tie DoG AnD CAT
- | HosPiTALL

THERE |5 THREE BuCkS v THE H
CLUB TREASURY ONE DouAR

ofF WHICH HAS JusT Beew
EXPENDED T ENTERTAMN
VISITING DIPLOMATS.

™E Ramnﬁms WO BUCkS wil,. BE

Expended FoR oaUR BANQUET

JUbICiousLlY — AND we ARe PLCASED
To STATE THAT T SecReTARYy, .
TREASLURER AND PRESIDENT




