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BIG SHOT

by FRANK

18

hin eyes

“Better Jook at this!" she sald In
& hard metallic monotone,

He drew back with s startled cath,
“I thought dere wis gomething pho-
ney about i Wol'a de idea, an' who
youse?”

weropped  black
hlsck eyes thal
squinted under drooplig Tds

"Never mind who 1 am,” she seid
coldly. “Put your hands up over
your head.”

“Nix!" he sald sullénly. "Not for
a skirt! Look out dat thing don't go
off an' frighten youse! An' maybe
dere's mioe In here too"—he wis
edging slightly townrd her—"dere
ain't nobody been lviog in de
house for & long Lime!"

“Ihere'll be one who won't be
Hying in 0 much longer U you make
any move other than to do as you
are told” ahe sald jetly. “1I don't
want to hurt you—perhaps bocsuse
I mmn only & nervous woman as you
suggest, but because 1 am s womah
and have to choose between you and
Phil Martin, whom you've got hid-
den somewhere in this house, you
will perhnps understand how ser-
loua I am.~

He sthred at her, his jaw sagging.
“S0' dat's de lay, ls t?" Ho was
muinbling now in a ourious, plamsled
way, Wot's de llkes of youse got
o do wid him?

“Pui your lunds up!™

For an instant he hesltated, then
hastily lifted his hands above his
head.

“Row tum around with your back
{o me” she ordered curtly, “and
keep your hands whre they are!”

Again he obeyed her,

The muzsls of her auitomatic bored
into the amall of his back. She
found his revolver in n holster at
his belt and placed it in the pocket
of Yer coat. Then sha plcked up the
candle and stepped back from him.

“Fou'll need your hands in & mo-
ment, 50 pub them down!” She wis
clipplug off her words, “Now turn
around, and lead the way to where
you've got Phil Martin®

He swung around, his hands at
his sides, nnd shook hls lesd
"Youse've got de wrong dope, he
sald roughly; dere alnt no Phil
Martin here™

Enid's lips firmed in a havd seile.

“You're m llithe too Inte with that,
areti't youl” she inguired coldly.
“You admitted & moment ago that

» he was here, But i any case 1 know

that he Ia a prisoner in the house
Furthermore, I know that lzy My-
era and the Big Shot are coming
here tonight, 1 don't know when,
buk I know 1 have no tme 10 lose—
80 you will either take me to him
at onge, or I aball have to look for
him myselt "

"Well"—a sneer  was  creeplng
oyer Bally Rose’s face—-"why don’t
youse, den?™

“Because,” ahe anid, “I have no
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be only one alternative. I am a fair-
good shot, and I think I could

Jamp it from de street.”

8he laughed ut him derlibvely, “1
didn't think you were a big enough
fool to try to get away with that!™
she sald, "It deesn't matler Lo me
who sees the lght—! want to see
you. Now, go alead!"

Por nn instant he hung back,
then started toward the rear of the
house,

Holding the candle above her head
and with her. sutomatie oulflung
befote her, Enid followsd himn.

Balty Rowe halted before s closed
door. “He's In here,” he fMung out
over his ahoulder purlily; “but de
door'n locked.”

“Unlock 1, thent™ sbe ordorsd
lavully., "There la nd e bul you
who would have the key.”

"Who atd I hadn't?” he snarled
“Gimme a chance!” He Look & key
from Na pocket and Introduced it
In the lotk It seemed to stick, Then
suddenly, quick as the winking of
an eye, he swung b shut belind
him.

And with the curment of alr from
['the the door the ean-
die In Enid's band [ickered and

E

othar side of

flung the door open, stepped
wrd and then heard him clatter-
e
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LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE  The Belle Of The Bl

By Harold Gray

1 COULDN HELP
IT BECAUSE [ GOT

ZERO

N RITHMETIC. To-Die!
T WAS SO HARD THAT
EVEN A PERFESSOR
WOULD GET A

|

1T5 MIGHTY FUNNY

THAT IF THE HE HAD A SORE THROAT
grmm%nr. WAS AN COULDN' COME
PUDDIN'HEAD = e

SCHOOL!

DIDN'T GET A
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TAILSPIN TOMMY

A Dilficult Decision

T By GLENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST

OH SKEETER, I'VE 60T
THE BIGGEST NEWS!
WHERE'S TOMMY ? 16
HE BACK FROM
LITTLEVILLE

¥
the hall to-
ward the head of the front stairs
that led to the besement,

She heard him wrench open the
bastinent door o Lhe stroet, lieard
It bang ks it was precipitately ahut
again—and then siience,

Bhe wus alone In the bouse, ox-
copl—oxcept for—abe ehoked baek
A sudden sob In her throat—excopt
for Phil Martin That door had
probably never been Jocked at alll
She had been nestly tricked. And
now he was gono—obviowsly for
only one purpose: o communicate
with ey Myom, or the Blg Shot, or
#ome other membern of the gang.

How long would It be befare some
of them were back, enough of them
—who woulda't be unarmod—not
only to prevent Phil Martin from
cacaping, bul to Ltrap her as well?

P ahe etled out  wildly.
“PRUI" His name eame spontane-
ously to her lips, “Phil!” Whete are
youpr

There was no answer. She would
ave Lo fnd him—light the candie
agnin and fing him,

But she bad no matehes. There
tust be some somewliore, though.
That ledige where Halty Hose kept
the candie—there should be motehes
there! She groped her way back
nlong the hall, Her fingers searched
the ledge, anxiously, carefully, inch
::Ntnch, There were no matches

Mor u monient hor beart sank and

means of tylng you, and there would
—r— — - -
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NOPE, BUT UES DUE ANY
MINUTE NOW! WHATS uP?

MOVIE JOB, EH?
GOING TO
TAKE IT?

| DONT KNOW WHAT
TO SAY, BETTY!
HATE TO SEE You
GO-I1T'LL BE AWFULLY
LONESOME HERE ----
WITHOUT You-BUT
I KNOW YOU'LL
1| MAKE GOOD-AND I
BE A BI6 STAR-- 4

I'LL SAY | AM—THAT
IS UNLESS TOM--OF
COURSE 1I'™ 60ING TO!
-WHAT GIRL WOLILDON'T ‘-;

I-1-- GUESS I'LL GO,
TOMMY-"1 JUST CAN'T
STAND THE AILERON _
ANYMORE --AND THERE S
NOTHING ELSE TO-TO
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DUMEB DORA Prosaic Use By Chick Young

IARE YOU WEARING ONE
OF THE BOYS FRATERNITY
IPINS TO THE DANCE
TONIGHT P IT MEANS
GO MUCH HERE AT

T GIVES YOu A
STANDING -
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| B e dewngiies Fasage Survin, lany Useat I iteia rights proerret

BRINGING UP FATHER

ll-y George MeManus

WELL., IT'S NICE TO 1
GET 1N BED, Ay
FROM AL THAT

NOIGE OF BLILDING
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G0 AHEAD-1 THOUGHT

YOU WERE A CARPENTER-
BE SURE AN' STEAL
THE PLANS OF

SHARKE Y (5 WORRIED oVeER
MYSTERY PUAKH AAD WANTS
MG T DOPE 1T ouT FoR HiM! THe
ONLY MYSTERY ‘ABouT ScoTT
\S WHAT'S
HowDing
Him UPL
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A Championship Bell On The Chin
SCoTT, W& NARDEST BLOW YoU CUER

SAY, YOU MuUST LAY [
HIT 15 WHen You STRuck THE cANVAS GuY WHo RAPS :: r?g‘: ‘mwﬁ H?:
WITH * 1€ BACK of YouR HEAD. TABLES IN THosE INAGLALS [ g g
COME BN WITH THE oD FAKe SPIRITUALISTIC CASE. I A Y
’-.‘_F‘:‘ﬂ“\:&%\' SEANCES! LET'S NOBODY 7 Ty
Puncd : TRY 1T HAS LAD :
€D . A FinGeR
N MG
BUT £'M
KNOCKED
STIFF

ANYWAY!




