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I doubted that Samucls was ms| ‘The Cut was curved lke a scimi- WIAM  TTwL
sure of himself as he pretended to|tar, its poini extending southward MORNING -
b about Lum We's gulll, A halt mile of brisk walking had .

“Does monsteur forged those oth-
es?” Flique lnglmd. “The "little

. and

Mile, Jahrits, l¢ Balaire and Cic-

eron Beo, Grainges and M. le Pro-

fesmeur? And bas not Gralnger to
be akod about Lum We'y gullt?”

“We've eaught Grainger in two

lies already” hotly.

hrought me almeat to Lthe apex of
The Gut. Ohmparral clad the trail
wide of the siope, but as I
ear Lo the bluff I thinned
down to solitary clumps of llac or
buckihorn,

“Such a lovely morning to be
Inzy,” Caroline mid “How did you
tg get away from that

wa
i

“Tve & potion Lum We and he are
$n this business together”

“But cotsider, my friend,” Fligue
continued earnestly, “We are not
sure this fa the big mysiery. You
will contine Eum We, that is proper;
But do not officlally charge him
with the erime untll we have—how
¥ou say?—investigated further™

“You'ra probably right,” Bamuels
grunted. I guess we can lock hitm
tp in that garage downstaira™ He
removed the handeulfs from Lum
We's wrists.

“I am ho that Mr. Samuels
condescends 1o belleve me,” Lum

¥
with the rest of the crowd, that's
all. Get along!™
The north end of the building,
willed off from the garage, served
s power house and workshop. Ifs)

funny Mr. Fligue?™

Carciine’s warm voice came from
behind = thicket of buckhorn to
my lelt I found her siiting against
a cucalypiuy tree with a book on
her lap and that bantering look 1
loved in her eyes

"He lold me (o come and find
you," 1 Isughed, dropping beside bet,

“That was nice of him. Tan't it
gorgeous op here? I could almost
forget that horrible afTalr ever hap-
pened.”

“Itint was my thought when you
Epoke,” T maid, “You feel na though
you had come up out of samething
corrupt.”

Carcling’y eyes sparkled *“You

|are such & refreshing youug man,

Mr. Hunt™
“That's interesting. In what way?"
“How old wre you?”
“Thirty—almoat."
*Heavens! Whoever heard of a
mnn of that age being in the antigue
b 1 thought they were sil

three windows made It Impossib)
for out purpose. Lum We hlmvelf
solved our problem.

“If Mr. Samucls will condescend
1o lock at the southmost wall he
will revenl a small door,” Lum We
Informed us with a benignant smile,

The south wall waa in shadow,
and we had not noliced the door.
Samuels approached |4 suspictously,
appreciating the novelly of a pris-
oner discovering his own fail,
H"Whnt'n the iden?” Samueds ark-

“Mr. Samuels will consider it an
ample seturity for my miserable
" the hl '1 [T

¥,

The door opened Into m  mmall
square Toom with cement.  walls,
floor and ceilitig. A single window,
&0 small thal even Lum We could
not have crawled fhrough it, shed
dingy light upon a cobwebby neeu-

mulation of old trunks and furni- | pj,

ture. The door was of two lnch
pite. i, st ek
thumped tpon the walls and eyed
the window,

“A wveritable dungeon!™ Pligue ex-
clolmed.

We backed out, lmving Lum We
behind, and Samuels slammed the
door. He swung the basp over and
mn one of his handeuffs th 1!

80 st Jeast, and wore beards like
Victorian sclentials and  editorial
writers™

“You (hink my profession has
aged me, then?”

I was silting on the grass at her
Ieet, my face on a level with hers,
and I knew 1 had never seen any-
thing quite s satisfnclory as the
picture she made.

“I'm not s sure now,” she In-
formed me ditmtively. *T t it
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sou were old—inside, I mean—bul
you are not. T suppods it's that thin
dark, wiry Inok you have” Hudden-
Iy she was laughlng at me, lttle
crinkles tugging devastatingly at
the carners of her eyes and mouth,
“M. VAutiguaire,® she declared.
“¥You are younger than you werse
laat nlght. 1 don’t belleve you are
more than 187

“Well” 1 grinned. “I've been
through & good deal since last

ht.”

Hor eyes darkened and [ regret-
ted the reference 1 had made,

“Ho have 1* she replied soberly.
“You must have s good deal to tel)
*I'd sooner lalk about something
elve” T sald gently,

“Bo would 1" and she smiled wist-
;:Jrly, “But'm musn‘t forget that

the staple, securing the door.

“That'll hold him" Samuels sald.

“And now mondleur will resume
his pearch for the shoe that trod
thal blackness Into the carpat, oh?
Fligue chuckled. "Plrst the liltle
mysterion, then ths big mystery.
That is the way of life, i it not?™

Bamuels muttered one of biy Im-
precations and took Limsel! off.

*“What pext?" I Inquired of Flique.

*“To think and to act, mon ami,
that is the sum of achlevement,
yest I shall think, and you, M.
TAntiquaire, shall find the pretty
mademoiselle. It Is well that I am
not 20 years younger. Hun along,
my little one”

You soon lose tooch with the
ardencies of youth In the antigue
buninets, and 1 burrled off feeling
ridisulously Juvenile,

Caroline had sald she would be
up on the slope und T followed the
path that ran along the edge of The
Clul. Tv was apparent st a glanoce
that The Gut sould not be crossed,
excpel perhops at very low tide, ns
Professor Johns and Hendricks had
fuld, Even now It was impassable.

slill susg me ol
killing Parados.™

“Samuels,” T sald ytoutly, “ix an
am, Fat I doubt very much if he
doey suspect you now”

Mo restrictions had been placed
upon e und I deseribed my ven-
ture during the wulght, recounted
what Flique had told me, and I in-
formed ber of what had developed
during the moroing. =

“I ean't quite Imagine Lum We
killing his master,” she sald
thoughittully.

“He hnd plenty of molive. China
lven for her dead, an Plique sald”

“Why oouldn't Pardoa have left
him alone? Caroline cried passion-
ntely. “He had everything any man
could wish for and Lum We had
nothitng but his tather's spirit. What
a beast he was! Do you think Lumt
We did nre

“L don't know.” Her outburst had
depressed me, “Gralnger gave him
an alibl, bat Orainger o ed twice
already, If Lum We's moblve was
the only one we'd turned up I'd say
yer, but i tn't, by a lomg shot
There's Ammersleys, Johns', (he
Fronth cotiviets’, Colia's, Mro Par-

Tawny waters hilssed violeatly into
srcrrt eavernh.  No one crossed it

fContinued on Page T

TAILSPIN TOMMY

The Yukon Babe Is Trapped

GOOD MORNING, CHAWLES!
HOW 1S THE KING OF

THE--ER-=ILLICIT UQUID
TRANSPORT
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% on?! er-~aH! Yoo
STARTLED ME!
. GOOD MORNING,

BY THE WAY--
WHERE IS YOUR
YOUNG FRIEND,
TOMMY TOMKINS?

OUT WITH TH' BOYS-
THEY'VE GONE--UH
~=DEEP FISHING?
HEH! HERT
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L WAS JUST TALKING
TO HELEN=® SHE'S

SHES JUST LIKE HER MOTHER -
EVERY TiME SME COMES TO My
OFFICR YWE GOT To o OuUT
WATH HER AN BE A BUNDLE ™
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Some Double Exl_l_ Book kulluﬁ
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EITHER YOUR
CLOCK 15 AWFUL
SLOW OR MY
TUMMY 15 AWFUL

ar GLENN CHAFFIN
and AL FOUREST

THAT DEPENDS)
YoU SHOWED
YOUR HAND

GAVE YOUNG

DON'T UE TO ME, YOU #77
RATY | KNOW WHAT
YOU'VE DONE TO THAT
BoY? AND vOU'LL
PAY FOR IT PLENTY
LISTEN TO ME---

By Paul Fung

£ MaxeE A BREACH
| OF PROMISE SUIT

vorge MeManus

MO WORDER | CAan) MEVER
CATCH YO 1N YYOUIR OFF1
WHEN | PHOME WHAT
ARE HANSGING ARDUND
THIS STAGE Doon =
WHY THE '~.1:-12
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