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CHAPTER I

Tampa Is always quiet In mid-
afternoon, Tt Is always a tranqull
time of day, and the best way to
sgpend It is to sit and drink many
cold drinks of lime and lemon,

I used to spend it that way ex-
copt when cut on calls. Jefferson
Davis Lincoln, who watches over
me and answers my bells and
aweeps my office and with inimi-
table bows guldes my patients to
thelr chairs, can make as refreshing
n concoction out of a little lime-
Julce nnd mint and seltzer-water as
can be imagined.

Pernapk the story of Southley
Downs should begin with that Au-
gust Afternoon beside Useppa Is-
land. Alexander Plerce and I were
tarpon fishing.

When I think of Alexander Plerce
It 18 always with o fishingrod In
his hand. He was at his best then.
To see him on the street one eould
eénsily guess that he was a fisher-
man, but never a detective. There
I8 no practice In the world that
lgaves s mark upon o man's face
more clenrly than fishing. Pleree
had that miark. He had singularly
quiet eves—eyes that looked farther
than most telescopes, but yet not
seemingly keen or alert. He had
a lean, weather-beaten face, seribed
and rescribed with lines. His hair
was curiously thin—and people ra-
ther expected it tv be gray. But
when he removed hig hat it was
secn to be rather light brown and
fine.

"So you go back to your work to-
marrow,” 1 sald. “I'm sorry vou
can't stay longer.”

"Not as sorry as T am, doc,” he
replied . “If It's between flash and
thieven, I choose filsh every time.
They are more gentlemanly, and
require u finer art  One's dally
bread, you know! But why don't
vou stay and fish without me?"

“Fishing for tarpon with anybody
except Alexander the Great would
give me no thrill at all" 1 told him.
“I'd sooner go to my house party.”

“Dancipg around inh a ballroom
when you could be dancing around
on the sea with a tarpon! By the
way, where did you say vou were
going for this riotous week 7"

“To a big old manor house in the
interior—Southley Downs."

“Southley!" he muttered. *“His
name doesn't hoppen to be Poter
Southley, does jt?"

“That happens to be his name

"An old man-—seventy-five years
of age—white-haired, heavily built,
nbout as tall as you, with a peculiar
nervous twitch to his eyes?"

“That's Peéter Southley. 1 don't
know him well. I met him at my |
club in Tampa when he was visit-
Ing the Martns, And I can't un-
derstand what made him ask me
I got the letter just a couple of
days ago, and lie promises fishing
and shooting and galf of the besk
Asiwed me far n full wealk, and even

acemed o trifle hectie about It—ns if
ne wunted me very hadly., T stay
o day or two, at least."

“Queor thing." he muttered. “Such
a queer thing. But there doean't
seem o be any further deubt™

1 was scorched by curiosity; but
I knew enough not to ask ques-
tions.

“You're a sort of a trustworthy
quack, Long" he remarked at last

I hegan to be hopeful: but T knew
my oue

“Very
Alex.”

“OM eourse your years are against
you—only thitty-three. Yet they
say that you have a cool hand with
a  scalpel.  Stendy hand means
stoady norves. Steady nerves means
you're to be trusted in & pinch, You
hardled that Wildmarsh problem
pretly well, too, Tell me—have you
sny deep, personnl regard for this
mon Soulhley?"

“Not really.” T'd barely met the
iman.  “T did think he was a Kkindly
old chap; very agreeable, and with
o fine taste for vintages,"

“T rather thought that might de-
geribe him. Long, T want you to
keep your eyes open when you arc
at his house, I waant you to watch

all the time."”

“Aluxandsr, you are the last man
in the world to sk me to do any-
thing thot is the slightest breach in
loyalty between a guest and his
host.”

“T rather hope T am, Long—yet a
detective gets remorselsss. 1 must
guard against it. T should say it
wns quite othorwise. Maybe you
don't know what T mean . I'm not
sure that I know myself. I have
rather vague |deas—Instinets, 1
guess you'd eall them. I ean't tell
you what prompts them. T don't
know myself. Anyway, you can be
sure that T don't want you to take
any position unbecoming a guest.”

“Then tell me— what am I to do?"

He went on ns If T hadn't ques-
tioned him, “Pevhaps I'm piaying
a blind lead; but my Instinets tell
me otherwise, It Ia simply this
Loss than a year ago, tho detective
agency with which I have official
connections would have paid me the
biggest fee of my lifetime to find
this same Peter H. Southley. Only
his nivme lsn't that, or anything Hike
it. It is, in reality, Andrew Las-
ason."

“You mean—that the old man is
going under an allns?"

“I'll porrect that a little. 1 don't
know that his real name is Andrew

blundeéring, I'm afrald,

Lasson. T don't know that it lan't
Southley, Names don't much mat-
ter, you know. At sundry times

I've been known through the West
ns Amos Schnidt, His real nnma
may be Southley, and It may be
Lasson, and It may be something
else.  All 1 know (s for a long por-
lod of tUme the man who calls him-
goll Soutiley was known us Androw
Lasson. 1 know that he landed in

I &

Lasspti.
that, T don't know,
about & year ago Inguiries came
from a certain man In Fogland to
find at all costs Andrew Lasson
The fee wig o be tremendous, mast
of which was to be pald a year af-
ter we found him. The man's name
was Roderick—at least, thut's what
he told us. His signature wos that
of an old man, After a while his
son—a big, dark, good-looking man
about thirty-ive-—came to see us
personally, Well, we started to work.
We traced just long enough to dis-
cover that Andrew Lasson had mov-
od Bouth from New York as Peter
H. Bouthley—when Roderick called
ne off. He said he'd found his party
himself”

“Perhnps it was just some legal
mix-up—heir to an estete, or solae-
thing? Southley is tremendously
wealthy.”

“Possibly. But I did get inter-
osted. I never saw such & tircless
pulr of hunters as these Roduricks
were. And when you're down for
this week-end party I want you to
keep ears and eyes wide open—and,
of course, lips cloged"

. - L

The journey to Southley Downs
is distinguished by some of the
most beautiful scenery in Florida,
but I didn't look at it

The porter showed me my seat
nt the seaboard station. and it is un-
believably true that ten minutes had
passed before I ever noticed the
duinty little hat on a girl almost the
length of the car ahead. And it is
a queer thing that my first thought
alter noticing 1t was that ten min-
utes had been wasted. There is no
accounting for the vagaries of the
human mind. 1t wasn't that I'm
the kind of man that can stand be-
fore n shop window and spend an
enjoyable ten minutes goazing st
ereations of millinery.

There was o fecling from 1hr( frat
that if it should only be lifted off
it would revenl a great lovely heap
of shimmermg brown hair, arching
u foce as pretty and piguant ns the
oyes of a man could wish to see. Tt
wis just that kind of a hat

The train stopped at a station,
and & man In the opposite row of
geats from minc left the train. His

front of the ear than mine, so I

dlipped into it. The girl's profile

wns plainly visible to me now
She wore a little tailored suit of

a week-end visit with a girl friend
on the shore, It wus one of Lhmu-
prefty conceits that girls love, eut |
up into & hundred delectable pock-
ety for tollet articles. 1 could nut
witch her so intently now., 1 pre-
termiled to gaze out of the window,
butl the panorama slipped by me

In my reraors.,
niore, our eyes met

was gone. 1 watched her more in-
tently. The fatigue of the journey,
combined with some nervous straln
thut I eould not understand., were
huving nn actual, tangible efect on
her physical being. I began to feel
glnd that I was a doctor. Her posi-
tion had changed, ton. I had to
look twice to see what she was do-
Ing

She no longer staved at the back
of the seat. She was sitting up-
right, nmloat rigid in her chair, and
her eyes were on the landscipe out-
slde the window. I followed thelr
line of sight, and saw at once that
Wi were passing through some
gront eountry estate An enormous
house, 4 great white palatial struc-
ture of style of long ngo, perched
upon a near-by hill, It looked as
big us the castles of Europe, and on
the hillside were clustered such out-
bufldings as stables and garages,
There weres wide sweeps of meadow,
aeutving drivewny, and in the most
nstounding contrast the deep fast-
nesses of tropleal jungle. For we
were in the Interior of southern
Florlda, na verdant a place as is to
be found In all of North America.

Human senses nre not entirely
velinble. On the witness stand I
could not swear exactly what I saw.
As If cnught in the frozen fascina-
tion with which the girl watched
the passing panoramn, I was still
following the line of her vision. It
geemed to me that I caught a
glimpse of something yellow in the
thicket—a ourious brilliant yellow
In great splashes of cplor, Tt was
just a glimpse, and yet 1 had dim
rensons for thinking that the yel-
low farm was living.

It might have been just a gayly
coloved plant, or a flush of bird
wings, or even a tawny dog 1
should say that Its size might corre-
gpond to that of an  enormous
hound, It might have been a yel-
low calf, or perhaps only the sun-
light against dark water. It didn't
mutter anyway. The only thing that
dill matter, or that T remoembered
for hours afterwnrd, was that the
girl suddenly slipped down to the
foor in u dend faint

In an instant she woas in my arms.
I don't remember how she came
there. 1 have no remembrance of
oxertion in leaping to her chair or
picking her up. Bhe was simply
there when 1 again looked into her
frnee, her slender bady ngninst my
breast, her hend resting on  the
musele of my left arm, her white
face uplifted, and unconselousress
upon her.

I 1 hod o single impression as 1
carried her (o the women's room, it
wis certainly not of her weight,
She scemed to hiwve no welght at
all. But I did see the lovely shadow

Her eyelaghes mode aguipst the
whiteness of her face.
A woman picked up the silken

week-end bag that the unconscious

chuir wus considernbly nearer the |

blue, and her siliken bag indicated |

without leaving a sihgle lmpieksion |
I'hen, turning um:u'

All ut once I saw that her color |

What his name was bYefore | sin for me.

Ametlea forty years ago as Andrew |girl had carried, and drew the cur-

She was a large,

I know that|cheery-faced matron, capabie nnd

determined, and under ordinary cir-
cumstances I would have felt per-
fectly safe in leaving my patient in
her hands. But in this case, I went
to work to effect the recovery my-
self.

It was the most simple form of

ordinary faint; so I sent the woman

for smelling salts,

“Maybe she's got some
bag." she suggested.

I peered into the pretty conceit
that the woman had brought, but I
found no perfumed salts, Tt was
& far different thing that met my
eyes, I like to think that my face
guve no sign, that the womnn had
no inkling of the little shivver of
wonderment that went through ev-
ery nerve.

What I saw would not have been
upusual under different eclroum-
staneces. In the bottom of a trunk,
or pushed into the cushions of an
automoblle seat, or even in a suit
case, perbaps I would not have
glanced twice at It. But In this
baj, with the most intimate articles
for daily use, it seemed incongru-
ous to a horrible degree.

It was a dark, ugly automatie pis-
tol, brand-new and with a full mag-
azine of cartridges

Reviving the unconseclous girl
was the work of a moment. But it
almost made me miss my station.

Her eyes opened and rested upon

In her

me. I do not know with what white
magie that glance wus instilled, But
it went deep into me, and left a
curjious warmth and clation. I know
thatl no other eyes hud ever looked
&t me In quite that way, or had the
same effect upon me  Perhaps [t
was their curious derliness, or even
the haunting sorrow that could not
posaibly be denied.

(Continued next weel.)

MONEY
CANT BUY
A BETTER OIL
than
THE NEW

ZFROLEN

A STANDARD OIL PRODUCY

Write in the Name of

W. 0. STAVER

of Pilot Rock, Oregon

Republican Candidate for
Joint Representative

22nd District

Morrow-Umatilla Counties

Primary Election May 18, 1928

12 Years Experience in Governmental
Affairs,

Write in and
mark thus:

X W. 0. Staver

PROMOTE OREGON INDUSTRIES

(Pald

Adv.)

THE

GIRL

GRADUATE
SLENDERETTE HOSE

The Iatest in Munsingwear in Chiffon,

Honey

Service

SEVEN

Silk and Pure Silk,

NEW SHADES,

Belge, Tansan, Misty Moon,

Grege, White Jade, Kashn Beige

and Metalleque

—also—

NIGHT GOWNS, PRINCESS SLIPS,
BREVIATION and ABBRECIATION

BLOOMERS.

Coming In a fow days:

TWO-PIECE PAJAMAS and SOROR-

ITY JACKETS

for lounging and negligee,

D. CLARK

| Onee upon an evening dismal

Ah, she wns a scrumtious creature, | Proud Minion of the law proceeded
Glib of tongue and fair of feature, |to do us he was bid.
But, alas! T couldn't teach her H ——"

For she had been there hefore— | Mre. de Style:

“T suppose your

-Similes-

And she winksd at me and mur- | 9eughter is to have her coming out
mured, ball very soon, ian't she?”
Murmured the one word: “En-| Mrs Ross Quyek: "Oh, dear no!
SUFFICIENT core!” | My daughter has another year at

|-.:I-m_.| before becoming a dilitante,
fand will not make her debris until

[ next season.
“Pinch me If 1 fall asleap” t-

| tered the Stewed Stude ns he Iuﬂ!h-| “Tt stands to reason.” sajd the
ol ngainet the lamp post, and the | wit g the l')rnL debntor nrose.

Onlyitrmt- and nothing more.

I handed her a paroxysmal
Kisa, and gpoke her name bnptls-

mal,
Spn_!E her name

-it was Lennre;

Cut Costs with this Combine

If you farm the prairies, an Advance-Rumely “Combine” Prairie Type will

harvest your grain at an amaszingly low cost! And here is why:
Saves labor cost—Only three men to pay and feed—instead of a crew.
Saves time—Two operations in one. The job done in a few days

instead of several weeks. No delays, because this “Combine” keeps
going!
Saves grain—By harvesting skimpy crops at a profit—by saving one

to three bushels an acre.

Saves harvest cost—Reduces cost of harvesting by 15¢ to 20c per
bushel, according to owners’ reports.

Never in the history of farming have men been able to harvest prairie crops
80 easily, so quickly, and at such an amazingly low cost per bushel. Thous-
ands of users testify to the practicability of this Advance-Rumely “Com-
bine.”

Why don’t you learn of its many advantages? Write us today or come in.
We will gladly give you all the information you want.

Frank Shively, Heppner

*Beautiful-

a car to be proud of
wherever you go

Wherever the Bigger and Berter
Chevrolet is driven, it is singled
out for attention and comment.

of genuine, long-lasting Duco \
~~they rival the costliest custom
creations . .. not oaly in bril-
liance of execution, but in
richness and completeness of
appointments as well.

Its low-swung bodies are built
by Fisher, with all the mastery
in design and craftsmanship for
which the Fisher name is
famous. Beautifully beaded and
paneled . . . stream-lined on a
wheelbase of 107 inches . . .
and finished in gorgeous colors

Truly, the Bigger and Better
Chevroletis a car to be proud of
wherever you go. Visit our
showroom today—and learn
for yourself whata greatcariris!

The Roadster or Touring ... $495
TheConch. . vvviienrnns,.. $585
The Coupe...vovisrnrens, $595
Utility Truck.,.... $495 Light Delivery .... $37%
(Chassis Only) (Chasis Ounly)
All pricesf. o, b, Flint, Mickigin

The Sedan..cvvssvrvenss,, S675
Coovernble Sport Cabriolee , $695
The Imperial Landaa......, $715

\ /

Ferguson Chevrolet Co.

Heppner, Oregon

E. R. Lundell, Ione, Ore.

QUALITY AT LOW COST




