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Chapter One
A Riviera Blonde world in search of adventure

"Archie,” sald Hugo Stern sud-
denly, “a blonde over there has her
eye on youn"

I sighed. “Do you mind,™ 1 asked
patiently, "being & trille more ex-
plieit? This plaee & full of blondes.”

*The one 1 mean s sitting thirty |
degrees right, st the corner table
Don't look round. She may be some
old flame you'd mther not rekindie
or she may merely Dave a weaknvss
for the Tarsmn type of male, but
she's definitely got her oye on you
and 1f you eateh 1t ahe'll take It ns
an invitation™

“Not when she gets a clenr sight
of my face™ 1 retorted, dnd 1
turned, lgnoring his protest, bal-
ancing my gin fan precariously on
the army of my chelr and srvey-
ing the landacape. Tt wha even ua 1
g sadd. Pur as the eye could rench,
the open air torraee of the Onrlton
wus coited with nothing but blon-
des, mmnging from the ashy falrness
aof Seandinavin through oarrying
synthetic shades of peroxide, to the
ripe corn-color of the Germans,

Mon were there too, swarthy as
niture or sin-tan had mode them
and dressed for the most part in the
bitie cotton ahirt and trousers of
the flshermen whose native coast
they had vaded, but they were
merely the becossary backeround
to the Iadies they escoried and
those ladles were the very per-
fumed essence of the Cole " Azur
Like a gaudy flowerbed they sat
there, Inughing, chaltering, drink-
ing—blondes In bathing-sulls, in
bright-colored trousers, In  gally
patterned beach-robes

The blonde In question was sliting
alone, at a small table In the sha-
dow of & clipped bay tree, sipping
a pinkish, frothy drink from a tall
glass; a alender, longlimbed crea-
ture, dressed In white shorts and
ahirt, with a eritnson sash folded
about her slim walst, and a red
chiffon handkerclile! knotied on her
crisp golden curls. The whole effect
of her was youth snd grace and east
—anly her eyes, dark and brooding,
gave the 1ié to the plottire; and those
eyes. nx Huogo had sald, were in-
tently on me.

Aa T custght ber gase abe smiled
suddenly, with a flosh of white
teeth, and lifted a Hand In greeting:
but T iooked away hurriedly. 1 was in
Cannes for a bare couple of days,
and that only to see Hugo, and|
1 had no mind for any feminine
entangloments that would eut short

oW her,” 1 assiired him,
ak s head mournfully
*You shouldn't have looked het
way. There you are, she’d coming
over now m you'll find yourself
atung for a cockiall and lunch be-
fore you know wiere youl are, I
know these Riviera blondes
Not lunch.® 1 retoried, “but she
ean have her cocktall Sho ma
pold-digger.” 1 added thoy 1y,
“but abe's extraordinarly easy to
look st
Hugo ahook hi
out the cocktiagl
“She may be eas
haven't see you
why should 1 ) my plisure to
give a girl a froc drink? You leave
me to handle her™
Hard-Heartod
1 felt that he wis beitig unnec-
essarlly hard-t
well, at the same time, th
plenly of excuse. The Prench
viern, these days, v smarming with
authors of il sorl, alinpes nnd siees
Best sellers nre the
good sellers; but Hugo was that mare
bird & thriller-writer with & world-
wide elreulntion
Apart from that, he was a hand- |
some devil, n conlirmed bachelor 1]
his middle fortles with a comfor-
table lneame apart from his mu!:-i
glous sales, g0 that It wis no wonder |
be was a trifle eynleal where wormen |
were concerned. He knew all the|
types and had beent pursued vy moag
of them, he knew the birds of para-
aise of the Riviera, for he had » villg
outaide Canties where he spent the |
hinlf of Whe Fear that he wasnt ex. |

head agnin. “Cut
hie said tirmiy
ni, but 1

Under his sleepy,
manner there loy,

will as hard ns granile, and I had
a shrewd susplcion that there wps|®
now superimposed on it a grim de- |
termination to conslder only the
comfort and well-being of one per-
son, and that person Hugo Stern.

“But let her down lghtly, old man.
After all, ahe's only a kid.” of her? I pre
We both struggled to our feet, for|ton she was

arted, but 1 knew|e

e, and nobt-so-| gy

fixed, The dark eyes widened, star-

g and haunted, the warm color
trained from her cheeks, She gas-

“I'm sorry.” she said, very low, “T

_‘M I;nl and put her hand to her heart.

ploring the queer comers of the|can't walt for the drink. T must go
Tell me"—she Inld a hand swiftly

1 loaked at him now, nt his dirk, [on my arm—"“you're staying here?

“As you will” I suid, and

the girl stood beside wy. Seen near
she was even prettier than st a
distanee. A bare twenty, I thought
She stood now looking from one to
the other of us with a touch of un-
certainty; but as 1 smiled in re-
sponee, she gave a little sigh of re-
lief and dropped Into & saount chinle

*Well, now!™ she sald, and her|
voice wins a lovely thing, deep n:ulr
husky and vibmnot against the par-
rot chatter around us, “Tsn't this
niee? T thaugh it was you, and then
I fancied T had mnade & mistake, and
then I was sure 1 hadn'l, so I came
over”

It was to me she spoke, and 1
answersd Mer, rather reluctantly
Y1t undoubtedly me" T sald guard.
edly, comsclous of Hugos eye upon
me, “and 1 suppose it's you, If you
sdy 80, but the question s—who are
your

But at that Hugo broke in. “My
dear young lady.” he sald, “it &s our
misfortune, but nelther of us
know you; and T ean pssure you
that it's not n case of deflective me-
mory, for youre miuch too preity to
forget.”

The gir]l Muahed umder the pale
gold of her sun-is ‘But it wasn't
you I was talking o she pointed
out. "It was him—" Bhe tumed to
me, almost appesl In e volee
“Surily we've mel some plice be-
fore?™

I roused mysel! 1 had bee
wondering what to make of her, ¢
her almost ehikilike simplleity «
manner, her youthful charm. The
threadbare tactics she was using
diin't tally at all with her appenr-
ance, and 1 wis pretty sure shis
A novice at the game, Her aceent
oo, puzzled me. It was French, un-
doubtediy, but there wWis an overs
lay of American an intonation
more than anything definite
I had just about declded that
misat be an artist’s model who |
leartied her En from
American painter 1 1 foun

for the second tme, Huge wasly

answering for me
‘Childhood Frienids'
“No* sald he He leaned his

brawn, sun-tanned arms on  the s

table, and now the good-natured
Emile wos fading, hardening  into
something cold and  mplacable
“You'll have to lorgive s made-
moiselle, but you're barking op the
wrang Lree”

She eaught her breath sharply
firely Indignant, and then suddenly
e ahndowed look left hor eves and
¥ beoame as dancing and mis
Hevols as m lttde girls'.
“Ladles don't tark up trees” she
mtorted. “They sit on' a branch,
walting to be barked at”

Mugn shout with laughier nat
Youug lady, you win Ity def-

Iy established that we're ehikds
hood friends. Lets drink to our for-
T mevting—and our next”

He halled a passing walter and
invited | er, and she laughed
nck at him, gay now and carelres
"lets sce, where was it we saw
each other last?” sasd she. “Was it
Paris? Or Deauvitle? Or Le Tous
quat?

And then suddenly, even as 1
watehed her. & dreeadful  change
came ¢ver her face. Her gl
stayed over miy shoulder, and now
for an Mstapce it remalied trana-

sajve | but what's

'.m n hurry, b

hawk-nosed face that might have | What's your name?"
been a Spanish grandes's 1f it hadn't
been for the astonishing blue of the
eyes, at his square jow and
shoulders, und thought, with a Httle | you wal
regret, that the cynielsm that hod
been at flet only & preventive cloak | ¢
wia now becoming o part of him |roving this way and that. like n

good-natured | hunted anbmal’s, She repeated my
1 well knew, a;name softly. as if memorizing 18, and

“Archibald Lumsden.” 1 told her

“Yes, T be here for a dav or two

the trouble? Why can't

ung.” nhe answered, but
e spoke, her eyes were

“It's

e ns Al

«f up. “Thank you" she said
fou've been—kind, 1 won't forget

[ My

The goldon curls and the rufflih

rrimson turban  vanished, and I
turned to Hugo.

“And thats that™ 1T eminmented

rather ruefully. *What d'vou make

ime on 1'il']-'-l“r Inspec-
T o taken with our

loodks."

He ahook Hia  head, pulling

thoughtiylly at hin nged brier. “It
wasn't that.” he sald at last. “but
It wns the oddest thing T ever saw
Bhe spotied something or some-
body that she didn't like, and quit

Wea, and what to make of her I

ctin't tell Dig you notice the queer
accent? Half of 1t put on, I'll swenr,”
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Little Urphan Annie

—— MO = THE SUDGE I1SMT
HOME AND | DONT KNOW WHERE
THE BIG BABOOM 1S ! e BT
JUST WAIT UNTIL [ GET MY
HANDS ON HiM~—~HELL BE IN
A PLASTER CAST SO LONG,TLL
HAVE HIM WIRED AND USE Mg
AS A FLOOR LAMPI—RIGHT AFTER
YOU WENT ON YOUR VACATION HE
WAS ALL SET FOR A JSOB, BUT
E CUT THE MET AND

- =
MECKI~AND HERE |7 THEN

LOADED UR TO
CURL HIMN LWAE
AN ARNCHOVY,
WITH EMNVY,
OVER LISTENING
TO TH'SWELL

LUXURIOUS

BURNING ,

TH PHOTOS
WE SENT
HIMN,
SHOWING
uS iN
VARIOUS
POSES OF

LOAFING ,
WwWERE
NO DICE !

@mmmw
IDLY RECOUNTING DETAILS

OF HIS EARLY LIFE---

YOU Hi HIM - HE
WAS A KID HIDIN 1N A
PIANO BOX AND HE
HEARD “TWO MEN PLAN
A MURDER - ACE
SAW ‘EM-
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BEST LIL BOY IN
THE WORLD /

T ALWAYS WAl

BEMIND MY EARS /

EAT CANDY OR

-LIVER S
CoD-L1 OlL ’CQUSE THEY'RE

AN' I ALWAYS

THEH YOU
HAYE MO
FAULTS
ATALL 7

i‘er_-,- Truthful

OH, MaMA, DOESN'T
IT FEELSWELL T B
GOING SHOPPRIMG ASAN
AFTER ALI-.':'?I'HE%E
WEEKS

LOVELY EVENING

=D HOW
RIDICULOUSLY PRICED
-~ ONLY $72.99

Rags To Riches

DO YOuU SUPFosE

~oonree

SILLY ! HES
MAaKING
21000 A
Day !

TOMMY, \ [ MAYBE ThH& RACE |
'l'HCng‘H: OFFICIALS ARE

e X

By Bud Fisher

st and Polies Ra- |

MORMIN, LADY!

LIKE TO BUY A

BASKET OF

PTATOEST OMLY

HINETY CENTS
A BASKET!

OH, YES UM! AR
FIMNEST P'TATOES THORE
WEVE HAD it f O THE BaTToM

S0 MUCH SMALLER
THAM THOGE OM

WELL, YA SEE, MAM, U
P'TATOES 1S GROWIN 5O
FAST THIS SEASON THAT |
BY THE TIME WEGET A |
BASKETFUL DUG THE LAST | |
OHES 1S ABOUT TWICE THE




