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The White Codkatoo

by Mignon G. Eberhart

FYNOPSIR; Sua Tolly, on
Amsrican girl, {2 the only guest
Jim Hundein fnds infervaling when
he (s marooned for a winter week
i o swnmer hotel in Southern
Franae e distrists the mmmlo
Lovachiem, and finda the hole n.
nelf an eeria place Alled with 4
troaxing nol’au — moat of rham
aaunad the minfral, blowing
rﬂul?u: v otf of ihe north. Theu
Bundean @ wikened from a doce
By Swe Tally's pounding on his
door Bha has eacaped an abdue-
tor : he calms her and gosa to the
lobdy for the key ahe had forgot-
fen. The key b gone; renmmug he
atumbles onor a blo |?g
has disnppegred ; I'uuch am a
peara anid s reluctant to coll the
oolice

Chapter 7
SUNDEAN'S DANGER

HENEW Lovachlem lled when he
sald ho did not know the dead

man.

“Yon'd batter call the pollce then,”
T sald.

Lovschiem, satisfied that I had ac-
copted his word, was leaning over
/the man agaln,

“ip — lopok here Someone's
robbed him, Pockets emptled, noth-
ing moywhere." His hands no longer
shrank; they woro inatead ghoulish.
Iy eager o thelr search. It was as
1t Lovschiom expected to find some-
thing that hnd been overlooked. If
#0, ho talled, tor prosently be looked
at me again. This time his esyes
wers angry sod little and viclous
Ho sald: “Who are you?"

Later 1 waa to ponder over that
erazy inquiry. Thon It enraged me;
1 was angry, shaken, tired, cold, and
I waa still In the grip of & night
marlsh experience,

"You know vory well who I am.
It you are Innocent of thls affalr,
eall the police at once. [f yon don't,
I will. Keep your handa off that
wman!*

I had spoken too late

Ho had dragged out the knife nnd
was holdlng it up Into the stream of
Ught o we both could see IL It was

dark, aod a slow drop was forming
on It But It waan't a knife at all
It waa o small dagger |ike a toy
sword. [t was a toy sword, and 1
had seen one like It only & littls be-
fora
Lovachlom recognised it, too. He
got heavily to lhla fest. | precoded
him, however, Into my room, and
we both stood nt the fireplace star
ln; at the brnlm qlock‘ The llttle
oldler's d hand
wan empty, and tho sword was in
Lovachlem's fat hand. Or nt least,
I thought, n sword fuast lke It
But Lovschlem dispelled my
sprouting hope of that at once. He
sald with just a gleam of ugly tri-
umph:

ERE'S only one lke It in the
house. No, Mr. Sundean, you
‘kllled him yourself. You were very
wtupld about It. More stupld than I
ahonld have ballaved of you, for
you've the face of an intelligent
man, But you killed him."

There are things that leave you
#o stunned that for just n moment
fyou feel numb—ns If suspended In
a vold, The thing that was a0 unreal
mnd made everything olee unreal
‘was hia nccusation.

“And you want tme to call the po-
[Mee," he addod, with what ap
mronched a nmile

It wia at!ll diMeult to spoak, Bul
wll at onca things were real anough
A sudden memory hod eome to me
with all the reviving lofluence of a
stream of ey water. Sue Tally had
stood ‘there, almost where Lov
schlem was now standing. holding
that aword end running ber plnk
fingers along ita aharp edige and say
Ing that It was Uko o dogger,

Then 1 had left her mlone in the
room. I had gone through the long
corridora to tha lobby, and from it |
bad soon her fgure eross the |ight
from my door and vanish Into the

darkness of the corridors. And im-
madintely afterwards [ had found a
murdered man besido that wery
door, and he had besn murdered
with the dogger 1 bad last secn in
Bua Tally's fingara.

But the trouble was 1 dido't know
what to do. Eo I stood thora looking
at Loveshiem and sald nothing.

A small patizfaction was that my
look Irritated Lovechlem aond appar
ently made him unessy. He sald:

"You Amaricans, you ars all alike
How can noyone tell what yon are
thinking? Poker faces, that's what
you call them. Now then, shall I
call the police?”

There was only ono thing to say.

“Call them at once

He waas viaibly disconcerted. He
stured at mo and then took another
atop toward ma pecring {nto my
face.

“Who sra you?" he sald again.
Agaln, somehow. the guestion
touched off my emouldering fury. 1
atepped quleidy nearer,

EB here, Lovschiom, I told you
onte who I am! And that 1
didn’t kil thia mant®

He backad away astep or two and
somoons from the corridor gasped
shrilly:

“What is [tT For the love of
God—"

“Grethe — hush!® Lovachism's
yoles smothered the woman's ery. I
whirled.

It was & woman, now. knsaling by
the murdered man A woman in a
yellow shawil whuse fringes dropped
from ber shoulders. Her red balr
wos drawn In i great knot at the
back of her nooi.

Lovachiem, the dagger still held
carefully between two fat fingers,
left mo and advanced quickly to
ward her. | followed blm and saw
ber turn her horrifled face up Lo
ward blm and heard her gnsp;

“8o, you'vo kil him."

By that time ho hnd bent over
ker, and I eobld not ace prat his
bulk. 1 eould, howover, hear his
volee.

“Ho waa found dead ‘on the land:
ing, there. 1| do not know who he
18. | am Just golng to call the police.
This man with ma found him"™

He turned to me: "My wile cap
go and telephone for the pollce,
sines you Inniut.™
The red:baired woman, then, was
Madame Lovechiom. | eould nee her
now a8 spho roso. She clutehed the
yellow shawl about her The tight
folds hugged her full obrenst and
narrow wilst and curving hips; even

at the momant | wha conecious, as s
mun s, of a kind of attraction nbon)

her.

In the very act of rising she had
suught wight of the dagger with its
iminous wel ataln, Her shining eyea
{nstened on it and widened, and held
thelr gaze so fixedly that both Loy
schiem and 1 looked at It too. Baot
ahe did not merenm. She did not
make any motion of fright Shc sald
fnnlly:

“Lovechiem, you're a fool™
fCopyripht 1933 Mignon O, Eberhart)

Madame Lovechiem cencocin &

Hurried scheme of her own, lo

morraw.

HOLLOGK NEW LEADER |

OF KNGHTS TEMPLAR -

PORTLAND, April 10.—{AP)—Joln
E. Kollock of Portland wis eledted

Krand commander of the Grand Come |
mandery, Knights Tempiar of Oregon, |

at the sesalon which coneluded here
yesterday. An invitatlon was recelved
rrﬂm hms;hu\ tempiar of Astoria to
next year's conclave there,
Omnr new officers Inclde: H. L.
Tamey of MoMinnviile, deputy grand
master; B, O, Potter of Bugene, gmngd
juntor wirden: Percy R, Kelly, Salem,
grand wardon,

e
1s there anything loveller than
white for Baster? srived from 8188
to 8545 Duster Brown Shoe Btore,

233 Bouth Coentral Ave

GUM YOU CAN BUY |

AKRON HAD WEAK
SPOT 15 CLAIM

LAKEHURST, N. J,, Al April 18.—(AP)

Cchrane, sssembly and repair officer
at the maval air station, testified to-
day at the naval hearing on the loss
of the Akron, that I8 had been plan-
ned to strengthen the ship's struc-

ture in ths area in which two of |

the survivors sald they saw two long-
ftudinal girders break, .

One of thosa girders was to have
been strengthened, he sald, on the

—Lioutenant (ommlndlr Edwin P.|ship's return from her last flight,

The work waa to have started April
7. Cochmane msald, and was to have
covered the ares whers Richard Deal
and Moody Erwin, the two enllsted
men survivors, sald they saw girders
break befors the crash,

e
Don't extend credit to Mr, New
Customer until you find out from
the Southern Oregon Credit Bureau
how he pald the other fellows.

DRY DEMO WOMEN
URGED TO BATTLE

WABHINGTON, April 13 —(AP)—
Alrs. Jesse W. Nicholson, president of

the MNational Woman's Democratic|
law enforcement jeague, todsy urged
her group to crganize for & finlsh
fight to retain the eightesnth amend-
ment. ;

In a keynote address opening the
Jague's convention, Mrs. Nichobon
said:

*The time hss come when we must
speak out in no uncertain terms, We
must leave this convention with the

| states and there putiing up the fig

determination of golng back into the

of owr lives, for it only takes 13 s
to prevent repeal ana already we
have & gusrantse of 26 atates™

—_——
Phone 542 We'll haul away jour
refuse. Qity Sanlwary Service, 4
———
roken Wingows glazed oy
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By C. M. PAYNE

I’ TopAY 1 LooreD
AT MY PSP LIvE
I WAS GOMNA Ml

; Himre= &
~MNICHE L

WHAT KINDA-
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
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ALUDENTALLY DROPS RATILE
OUT OF CRIB

DOESHTT KWW WHERMER HE
WANES 1T BACK AGAIN OR NOT

DECIDES HE MIGHT RS WELL RAVE
ITAND CALLS FoR SERVUICE

| |
dal | |
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MOTHER COMES N AND PKRS IT
UP. DECIDES 1T'S FUN HAVING
SE’PPLE COME IN T PCK, THINGS

g7

DROPS RATILE OVERBOARD
AGAIN AND SUMMONS HELP

IT WORKS LIKE A CHARM. M TORN
BRINGS (N MOTHER AGRIN, DADDY
AND AUNT SUE To PICR rl’ur-'

4 A

"
AT

\ Sl

—

=T

il

ool b

DROPS 1T OVERBOARD AGAIN
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CRIES AND CRIES BUT NOBODY
COMES. BEGINS TO SUSPECT
THEY'VE CR&SSED HIM UP

{Copyuright, 1833, by The Ball Byndicate, Ine)

THINKS OF THEM, AND TAKES A

JCISh_L-

LETS THEM KNOW WHAT HE

Nap
i

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Squeezing Information From Ferdinand’s Butler!

AND SKEETER

LRE EXCLORING
\EANTIAED O Cordd,
LIBITING FOR
EERDINAND AND
/SA8ELLA, LETS
REFLR N 7O HAVANA
AND ProA P THE
VAL AIAE LN O
ARVE SEEN TRYING
|70 667 Koo O
SEMIR OF (ORVALON
TORTUGA ISLAND
TREASYRE P70~

NO USE LOAITIN
ANY LONGER FOR

Hitd UP AN TAKE @
THAT MAP ALDAY
FRE HIM - -

JOAE 1" SoiN AC
OUT TO CORVALLD'S HE'S A gD PEDDLEES.‘
HOME AN STICH - LONS TIME ,I T

ANBLERING

By ULENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FUOREEST

— t.e.'rr. CRAS M
m SATE-LORY
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WOELL, LITTLE
WILD FLOWER,
L\)HERE Iﬁ-

IT WILL DA No ecou
TO KLl ME~THE

ISENOR FERDINAND
HAS \T LITH
HIM~-~HE LEFT
THIS MORNING

WELL MOL) WERE GETTIN 1
BOMEWHERE --S0 HE'S
DEQIDED TO DO SOME

FOR SANTIASO:

\NE.I..L PENPOIHT'
B, CTHERWISE

= CRIPES ! WE'VE BEE
MADE SLCKERS BY A

GOOD MORNING,
Wil DO MOoL THINK
Go;u@- TO RAIN

) BT THIS TIME OF

1S A BT FICKLE .

NOU CANYT ALWSYS

THE YEAR MATURE

THAT WAS A SNAPPY ANSWER -
WHAT AaMmM L SUPPOSED TO BE

HERE . & WEATHER PROPHET, A >
DOOR SWINGER AND A GREETER §
JAND FOR DOUGH THAT WOULDNT
BLY & GNATS BREAKFAST

WIHEN

cANT

) IT COMES TO BRAINS,
THIS GUNY NEBB 1SNT IN THE SAME
COUNTSY WITH ME' AND I'M WORKING
FOR H\m 1l vou FIGURE IT OUT-

DONT WORRY,; MOTHER,
DEAR -« | KNOW FATHER

anip

HE CANT BE ALIVE-
HE WOULONT STAY
- I\WAW THIS LONG:

'T'EN Dﬁ\‘fﬁ'r...}

LHOULD - | NEVER REALIZED HOW
MUCH | LOVED HIM- OH, MY
DARLING HUSBAND| VL
MNEVER SEE HIM AGAIN=

DIDNT TREAT His AS )

E% BEREN GOME

el"“k 5’“ tee Syrlioa

THERES
THE DOOR

# tehn rees

VTS A
LONG
STORY,
MAGGIE-

ONE - WHERE ™

BIG LOAFER=

ARD NOT A TRUE
ANE

YOuW BEEN - YOW

i
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B T Cescviik n Tobune A B. C. Circulation .




