P T— NSNS

e o et Ve s b

PAGE BIX

MEDFORD MATI, TRIBUNE, MEDFORD, OREGON, MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 12, 1932.

Nothing Venture

by Patricta Wentworth

ArIUFSIs: BEANA (AR arokr-
{ty and wealth of Wears, her hus-
band's country plase which ahe i
seving for the st time, Xan
Weard acnaes dintafer movemenis,
Unknoion to her Roberd Leonard
Rosgmund Gorew, whe nore
against Jervly' e and

v, plan fo  wiait the
se(phborhood; Jervis refuses o
pelieve Nanw's  slatewmieni  that
Leonard ficice hoa fried to mur-
der him.

and
plottin
groper|

‘Chapter 18
HORROR VISITE NAN

AN sat up In bed in the dark.
Something had wakened her, but
she didn't know what it wan,

At first the darkness soemed to
fll the room, pressing In upon her
po that the posts of the bed, the red
hanginge, which' she had pushed
back nx far as possible, and the big
wardrobe, which was somewhure
on the opposite slde of the room,
were all lost In pu even velvet dark.
Then ths curtain at the far window
moved in gome unseen currant of
alr, and a pals luminous streak
divided tho darkncss; The Immed!-
ate effect was to maks tho room
seam Immensely large.

A moment befors, everything had
Bboen pressing In upon her; she
could have touched the walls with
her outstretehed hand, And now,
with a puff of wind, everrthing was
{mmansely far awsy, The sudden-
ness of It made her feel dlssy. She
watchod the streak of llghy and
tried to steady herself, It came and
wont, and came apd went again.

Nan sab Dbolt upright, one hand
on the bed and the other at her
throat. She had waked llke that,
and ahe had not moved yet. Then, na
the curiain was frat sucked in
againat tho window and then on a
yeerlng gust blown back into the
yoom, her hand dropped and aha
took a long breath, It was bright
moonlight outside, The blown cur
tain 1ot ths mooniigat in, and flied
the room with an uncertain dusk,
Bho conld ses ths bed-posts againat
it, and the wardroho llke & black
cave. Then everything was dark
agein as the curtain fell back into
place.

Bhe drew another long broath,
It must haye been the wind that
bad waked her. Shs pushed back
her halr and relaxed, It was rathor
horrid to find youraelf sltting up in
tha dark and not know how you had
got there. For m moment she had
not known whers she was—in what
bed, in what room, in what place,

Bhn pulled up a plllow behind
ber back and watched the moon
1ight run meross the fioor ke & wave
flung up by tho tide. Like & wave it
ran hack again, She conld spe all tha
furniture now, mysterlously soft
and largs, A pleasant drowslness
began to steal over her. She
thonght back to the avening before.
Jorvls had taken her over the houke,
fhe hod made great frionds with
Bran, 8he wished people wers an

“easy lo make frlends with as dogs.

A drowny warmth flowed over
hor; she alipped a litila further
down in the bed. She was slipping
down Into soft flowing waters of
aloop, when mll of a sudden they
4bbed awny and she was awake
agaln, hor hoart beating and Her
eyon staring into the darknesn,

It wasn't the Aapping of the cur.
tain that had waked her befors, and
it wasn't the fiapping of the curtain
that had waked her now. It was
& mound—not in the reom—nome-
where olse. Now that she heard It,
she could remember that ahe had
heard It betore, The memory was
like an echo just caught on tho edge
of sound. Sha did not yot know what
1t was that ahe had hoard. And then,
an ahe latened, It came agaln—a
falnt whinlug nolse, followed by
‘what sounded like = [ootstep, It
was 0 falnt that it puseled her to
guoss why It should have roused
her from hor aleap,

Bhe threw back the bed.clothes
and eat on the edge of tha bed,
lstaning all ths while, The sound
camo ngaln—n long falnt whiae, and
a distant padding step. The two
things togother snld Bran; but Ip-
stoad of renssurance a wave of toar
rushed In. Braon—downatalea Ja tha
hall — padding np and down and
whinlog. « . . . It freightened her
beyotd her own power of ktowing
why.

Sho slipped down on the floar,
went barefoot to the door, and stood
with the knoh in her hand, summon-
Ing up bor courage to open It. The
knob was cold, and very smooth
with age; It was mahogany ke the
heavy door. Just above hor hand

tharo was & holt. Bke could elip the
bolt and gel back Into bed agaln,

Sho tturned the knol and opened
the door; and as she dld =0, the
curtain blew In with the draught
and the moon!lght ran mcross the
floor, Bhe atepped outside and
cloned the door behind her, balding
to . There was a spft woolly mat
under hor fest.

Her room wis at the end of &
short passoge. Tho passage gava
upon the stair head. The dog's
whine and the sound of his padding
foet eams up the well of the stair.

Sha latched her door and went
along the passage to the head of the
atalrs. It wns not dark here. The
moon struck through o long win
dow met with painted giass, bleach.
ing ita colours and making them
ke colours seon In & dream. Nan
Ilsaned on the rall and looked over
Inte the dark hall, The padding and
the whining hnd atopped. She
cilled softly,

“Bran—Bran—" and Immediatoly
she hoard him take the stalr. She
aaw him for & moment, huge and
black ngainst the lightad window,
sald his name agaln, and thon he
was pressing against her, Jorking
his liead up under her hand and
whimpering,

“What is 1t7" sald Nan. *What In
ity Bran?"

Ho nuzzled her hand and whined,

All at once Nan was twlce aa
frightened as sha had heen before.
8he wanled to get back Lo her room
and Holt hernelf In, Bhe took Bran
by the collar, and he ran with her,
fhe waas breathing hard na she shot
the bolt.

When ahe turned from the door,
she snw Bran reared on his hind logs
at the window with the curtain blow.
Ing round him. Tho moonlight threw
s monstrous shadow almost to her
toot, Hls nalls seraped on the sill.

Bho ran to him and pulled pway
the curtain,

“What s 1t? What's the matter,
Bran?"

Ho quivered and blsw against the
klags, With har hand on his neck sha
could feel his hackles rlss, Bhs
pressod agalnst him and looked o (.
The window looked to the soutn.
west. It was open at the top, Bran
pushed the ginas with his nose and
whiraperad, It wns & heavy old-
faahloned window, and Nan stralned
as aho ralsed It The wind flapded
the room—a moft, damp wind—and
sho and Bran leaned out together.
The terraca beneath the window
looked 1lks grey blotting.paper with
symmaotrical blots of Ink at regular
Intervals, The blots were flower
beds full of erimson mnd scarlot
and orange #nd  flame-coloured
soapdragons. They had been bril
linnt under the grey sweop of the
in; now, under the moon, they
wara blols of ink, It was quoer to
think ot all those bright colours
asleap. '

The terrace was wide. A low
balustrado guarded It Then the
grass fall nway, shadowy, mysterl.
oun, to the unseon ravine, whose
wators made n deep undertons to
the soughing of the wind.

All at onea the maonlight drained
awny. And then under her hand
ahio felt Bran's great throat muscles
thrum to a growl too faint to reach
her oars, Bha pressed closer to him
and whispored,

“What 1s 1t

He Nung up his hoad impatlently.
The thrumming went on. A gleam
of light allpped out helween two
burrylng elouds. A far off rumble
seomed to answor Bran,

oar.

“Darling lamb —don't yon ke
thunder? In thers golog to be &
storm 1"

Ho shook Himnelf free and leaned
forward. 8he could hear him growl-
{ng now, A pnle violet flave changed
the aky, and was gono agaln, Hran
quivered and anuffed the wind, Nan
pulled at hls collur, and might Just
an well have pulled ‘at the hasp of
the window.

A socond fore Ut evarything with
A audden brilllance. Nan saw the
binck shadow of the ravine, the ink:
black trees beyond It and the carve
of the cliff, It was whon it was gone
that she know she had secn some
thing olso—a black shape on the
edge of the dark ravite. And the
shape wns the shaps of Robert
Leonard.

Another flash, and he was gone.

(Capyright, 1848, Lippincatt)
Man and Jervis walk, In Mon.

a
day's Instaliment, under the shad-
ow of tragedy.

STIDENTS WOULD
WORKFORBOAR

A number of boys and gils al-
tending thp senlor high school are
anxious to obtaln posttions In Med-
ford homes, where ther might work
for thelr Board and reom, aecording
to O, O, Bmith, prineipal, and an ef-
fort i belng mads by the school
déans to place them In local real-
denocos,

Abaut twelve girla are now worklhig | -

for thelr board and room, and several

othera bave applied for such places. |

The arrangementa for the girls are
ih charge of Mlss Maurine Carroll,
doan of girle, and Mer naalstant, Miss
Cllta Waldcua,

Mr. Bmith sald ihat several boya
hnd spplied at his office for a place
to atsy and work hia way through
achool, but until Priday, only ene boy
B teen placed, e stated,

Townapeopls who sre willlng w0
take in atudonis to help with the
work, nre aaked to call Miss Maurine

Mr. Bmith,

HOOVER SPEEDS
JBLESS RELEF

WASHINGTON, Saph, 12, — (AF) —
Prosident Hoover announced today
that “in order further to ald sm-
ployment" he had instrusted various
government branches to speesd up the
federal copatruction program by al-
most 300,000,000,

The president told newspaperinen
thiat Becretary Mills had notified him
he necesaary funds could now be
| made avallgble, under the approprine

tlona In the 1933 rellef And construc-
 Hon wet.,

Under shis spéeding up, Mr. Hoover |
anld, the total federnl conatruction
work during the present flscal year
will exceed $750,000,000

Hpender Iltlrf Killed,

BEND, Sept. 12.—(PI—Wila A
Rice, T0, was killed Iast night, and
A companion, Harry Crowell, narrow-
Iy escaped Injury when a apeeder
which they were riding over a log-
ping milroad, 28 milea south of Bend,
el & Jogging traln headon, downe

BEAUTIFULQUILTS

Nan rubbed her chesk ngainst his °

SHOVNAT . OFC.

|
Two beautiful quilts,

butterfly design quilted in the spider
web pattern and the other & Dres-
den  plate, with quilting on the
ahell lines, aro on dispiay in the

ehamber of commerce window,

The butterfly quilt was made b}IW|FE UF DEAN SELLS
Mrs, Frances Probitfleld, and the |
-}

Dresden plate designed qullt,
Mrs. Lucy Benschoter, both of thia
eity, Mm, Benschoter also has on
display & hooked rug, the design of
which ia In the form of a mlling
vonsal.

Work on both of the quilts and |

Ing been secn to stop and jot dbwn
the patterna.

STORY T0 SINDCATE

Of Intereat to her many friends
oneg of A|the rug I of excellent quality, and | ln southern Oregon is sppedrance of
has been attracting much attection | the first inataliment of Sally Elliott
In the windows, several ladles hav- | Allen's novel in the American Week-

Iy this wesk.

*The Baret

is introduced with colorful (Hustra-

tiona on the front p
1y,
Allen, who

Paris 1a the titlo of the novel, which | nmbitiona,

age

s

of the week- | PIN
the wife ctl

Dean Eric W. Allen of the scheol
of journallsm st the Univemity of
Oregon, spent several seasona in the
Rogue River valley, when her par-
ents resided on the Old Btage road.
Bhe is also well known among mems
bers of the university set, the Allen | An IRcTemse in current new
home belng the delightful gathering | In the western pine territory of near-
From | place of campus folk with literary |ly 24 per cent over the previous week
| was teporied by the Westarn FPloe

ELUBER SHOWS
IREAS N ST

| Sepr
September 3.

{atlon today for the week ending
The wolume of In-
crense waa ©,135000 feet, Shipments
wers 3,004,000 feet greater, and pro.
duction waa up alightly.

Unfilled orders incressed 7.471,000
foet,

e
*0ld Betay, the single plece of

nrtillery used by United Sintes forces
PORTLAND, Ore., Sept. 12—{AP)—| ymhering 160 In saving Fort Bte-
business | phenson, at Fremont, Ohlo, from: 1000

British and Indians in 1812, has been

replaced to its original position in

the hattle,

TAILSPIN TOMMY —Motor Trouble!

By GLENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST

FTER SHORY VISITS IV
NEW ORLEANE — -
GIR A (VG A Ay, MOG/LE
ANO 47Mﬂ)fe‘ Tom Yy

AAD SHEETER A&
CONVTINUING  TAER
FLAEHT T2 7 AL S
IN PR . TRACIVE
AR THGE OF THE/R
LRCATZAY THE G2 rS
Hige STerrsL AT
PEN SR LA, TRLERANASTES
AN JAcksov il &,
THEN CUTT/V S
DIAEINVALLY ACEASS
T 7AA2PT AL

ST PLTERSE LGS WIE
NOW FIND THEN QVER
THAT ALL LRNE, MYSTERIOUS
AND OFJEN TERRIF YINE
REEIINV ANDwns BS Tk
EVELRELAOES . fY9257

1 BET ALt THEM Sovs
QIRIIERS WHO HAVE
BLUBRED THIS COUNTRY
NEVER SAW /7
Ry THE AR,

AVIATORS Don'T L8y
CHEER A FLACE LHERE
(75 HARD T2 FrAD

A REOST Som THerR

LIE VE SURE BEEN
SUBNIN' /R SPACE !
P90 BAD TH' CHRIEF
WON'T LET L8 ENTER
THE BAGY In 7TH"°
i R4ceES !

WIE GAVE Mist OUD
WORD HE WOULON'T
RACE, 80 WiE AAY
AS e FoGET
ABour 7.

Y ILL MOT GO ANO
STEP, BEMN W

GRneTraesy
SLAND LT

180
THATS WHERE THE
WIRES LEAD T

TPoP, T

oM e

Ive. Foumd oUT
To STeP HAVIH &
TRAINS TCul 1WTo
EAacH oTHeT,

TH i

Alnu-‘l?.o‘t\'p,s

MigosH ! T aT
PLACES US DITTIN,
ON TeP oF e

THE NEBBS—Advice

By SOL HESS

PEE WEE, 1 HAVE S0OME

FORIT BUT 1 DO ™IS

PROOFS HERE LD LIKE YOLTD
PASS JUDGSMENT ON_NOT
THAT 1 HAVE ANNY REGARD

WOoULD QUESTION
HIS RIGHT TO

T

NOW, DEAR FRIEND, PUT THOSE
PICTURES IN YOUR TRUNK AND
GO FORTH AMONGST THE
CUSTOMERS YOURSELF _\WIHER
THEY SEE You THEY \WON'T
EXPECT MUCH FROM
NOU AMD THEY MAN

\

VIONRW T IO

THE CAMPAIGH

Okrroll or Mis Waldeh for girls, ana
for boym

Krade on A ADAXD curve,

OFFiCE FER A MINUTE

1 * THE
e HE

DT LEAVE N

N FUNDS ARG
AKEN OU'T OF
SAFE?

= - ——
| HEY-LARRY-

| COME I8 MERE -
bV wWarT TOo
TALK To You-

QQEEIIL 1943, B 'I' Ball Syndicate, Inc ) Trade M
MTT AND JEF—-A Serious Mistake Is Not A Mistake By BUD FISHER
> T
WIRELESS HAVE MYSTER(0US PASSENSSR| THERES AN I 1 oS
FOR You,MISTER WITH BEARD -SAYS NAME 15 || ANSWER SONT) oo “T HIE® IM 183 L?\::R‘m; She DA HAS Doy, Seanif ] keep Hin THeRe
n& ] M e PROFESSIR SKINNER = SUG - T BOARD-1F1T'S JEFT | ReceWES AN SKINNER NOT JEFF-HAVE THATS LIHERE ME
FS DISAPPEARANCE 1y || GEST WEPUT HiM IN [RoNS HE CAN Swin STHER MESSAGe GOT HEAD MAN OF BANK BELONGS -
RAS Beer A PUZILe \’ CAPT SHSNQALL SIGNED MUTT OF EMGLAND IV [RoNS ElGNE.D MUTT
L " MAMMOTH . + Y

To MUTT FOR SeveRAL 110y / "P CABTAIN / @
WEEKS. HE HAS Now R
SENT A BROADCAST
To THE CAPTAINS
oF ALL SHIPS AT
SEA ASKING FoR

HELR ]

.|® 1

By George McManus

THAT WUZ 1N
THE SAFE,GO?

WHERE DID THE
CAMPAIGN FUNDS

CASEY TOLD ME
THAT BLANCY
HAS THE FUNDS-

WHERES
BLANCY?
=

s e—

THAT'S \WHAT

THE GaMG 1S
TRY!N TO
FIND OUT-
==l g

|

7

A
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| &




