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by Mignon G. Eberhart’

EYNUPEIN! Bus Tally, Jim Hlm-
dean and the Duﬂmrhc rmﬂ-d
hawe  pona  thoroughly into rhe

agedy, They bellove thus the mur-
d of the Russian in e corvidor

their hoiel. the fdve ahots fired at
ulu!mn im the courf. and Hue's
abduwction all relate (o an affempt
to stcure (he token by means of
which Sus will elaim Aer share of
er fatler's ¢sfate, Dut none knows
ﬁa Lorn and #ue at laat quw
Eusndean t!.rnw:lnn L
The gound of @ movemeant clun Mr
wakeny him,

Chapter 3%
THE SILENT PRIEST
l @OT np on my elbow and pesred
toward the door, and finally rose
sllsntly snd went to it. The tahla
which 1 had agaln placed before it
was undisturbod,

“Mice,” 1 told mysell. “In the
walls, The place is full of them,
probably.,” And went back to bed.
But not thin time to mleap. Among
soveral oihier thingn 1 determined to
got a fow gulst words with Marcel
in the morning.

I should slao remsmber to ask
Lovschlem for & loy to my room.
After all, keyn existed, and 1 mysalf
intonded to make no casunl malter
of it

Thete wnn something decldedly
lnnplunut aboat  that desertod
wing and now that the wind had
gone down I particularly disliked
the way varlous creaks and small
myatorious rusties eamo to life,

With dawa I fell asleop ngnin and
woke late to a gray and troublous

Whan Marcel brought my coffee
and somo very hard rolls 1 began:

"Marcel, yon know, of courne,
that I'm in rather a bad flix about
this murder?"

Oh, yen, ha knoow.

*Wwaell, it devolopa that it Is of the
utmoat importance to hoth Miaw
Tally und me to discovar every
thing posalble mbout ths murder, 1
mydolf am In pome danger of being
hanged for it—or gulllotinad or
whatover thoy do—nand Miss Tal

“Mizs Tally 1s In danger, alao,”
finished Mnarcel qulokly, hisx eyos
ponpping. "Me, I know that”

“Well, then” 1 sald slowly, *1
won't proas you, Marcel, but | want
you ta think it over. Mims Tally
says you have baen very kind to har
~perhaps whon you conalder the

* mattsr for n time you may—er—

rocall something yol've meon or
heard that will help us dlscover the
roal murderar.”

He noddod soborly.

“You know, thenm, that I dida't
fio 1t

1 hiad gone too far.

“Monsiour {a not a eriminal,” antd
Marool. “I eannot say more—but 1
will think, It s possible—perhaps.
Monalour world like his bath now?”

And ptter running the tub full of
pimont  lakewnrm water ho left
abruptly. Thera was abont his de
partors o auggention of ckcape, and
I eould only hops that his Nking for
Bup Tally would woerk 0 our favor,
I wanted to lelp Buo, of course, but
at tho ‘mamo time thoro's no use

* donylog that © wanted quite as

muth to halp mynslt,

The hotel had' boen deaorted
when I first camo down in the morn:
Ing; only Procl cockoed a susplelous
oya towsrd mo as 1 waont through
the lobby, But whon 1 returned
trom my walk Madame Grothe was
at ths dosk—hor eyon looked vory
green and knowing, and she amiled
soorotively an she spoks to me—and
Mra, Byng snd tho priest wera st
ting in the lounge, Mre. Ryng was
%nitting furlonsly og some enor-
monus garmont.

place waa sllent excepl for

tha priest's nowspaper rustiing
gow and then and Mra. Byng's
noedlon cllcking. I looked up; the
akylight was gray and the enelrellng
gallories were smpty and bare and
the doora blesk. It was not, to sny
the least, n choorful mpot, and It
was rather appalling to think that
we'd all got to stay there until the
pollea gave un pormission to leave.

1 unt down falrly near the priost.
T got ool iy cigarettos; Pueel
transfarred his attentlon to the
wiitch on my wrist.

“I'm sorry," 1 sald, neross the ob-
wlous barrler of the mnewspaper.
“But—mny 1 have a mntch!"

Mra. Byng's necdles eligked, and
whe gnve me a aharp look, and her
oquine nose lfted n lttle as 12 it
eniffod baltie. The priost's newnpa.
por ruatled roluctantly an ho shitted
it to one hand. The flaming radl
Anco of his board cams into view,
ho ronched for the box of matehos
Iying bofora him on the small ta.
ble and pamsed It over to mo.

“Thanks,” I murmured, Ht my
elgacotte, and as ho Immerned him-
melt in the nawspaper at once, 1
pornlated: *“You spoak Eoglish,
then?"

Ho gave me & moroie look from
the edge of the newspaper,

“Yes, we sald fatly, and disap
peared again. Mra. Byng's nesdles
clicked ylolantly,

“Traveling?" 1 remarked In a
touristy spproach.

“Neo.!' This time he did not even
glance aronod the nowspaper.

“Engllah, are yoult"

He looked at ma fully this tima
His fnoe was not old, but It was
lined; his oyes wore a light yellow
gray, and around his month the
balrs of hls red heard graw thim,
and you felt a sort of distaste look
ing at It

“No,” he sald sharply, “Franch.”
Ho stared at me 3 momaont and then
addod: “If you muat know, I've
spant two yoars in America and I'm
here for my health. 1 also spoak
Fronch and Italian. And [ can read
Latin."

1 snid blandly: “Funny plnce tc
coms to for your health. Have you
tean heore long?"

The uewspaper quivered for a mo
ment, then his lght eyes and flam
Ing soft bhoard reappearsd,

“It" he sald coldly, “you want my
full history, go to the police
Thoy've just acqulred It, owing ic
the vary strange affalr which ac
companled your arrival bere, Ihore
wan," he added, driving the point
turthor homs, “no murder before
you arrived.” He continued to stare
ooldly and blandly at me.

It wns unfortunate that Puocl,
who had bean exploring silontly in
the wiclnity of my pocket, drow
forth at that moment a box of
matchon, Inld it carofully upon my
kneb, and uttered a trlumphant
glick, The pricst looked at it and
Mra. Byng looked at i, and the
cockntoo looked at It and presned
himself and elucked again happlly.

B necond cluck wan too much

for Father Robart, who himself
uttared a wound not too falntly re-
nambling it, shoved his paper to-
gether with an angry motlon, rose,
snd atnlked toward the litt, The lit.
tle Iron gate banged, the two nar-
row doors dipped togethor, and the
small 1L looking not unllke a very
tall ecoMn, maormured dully and
started to erawl npward.

¥Pucol,™ I sald noftly, “some day
someona’s golng to wring your
neek."”

Mre. Byng snlffed agaln.

“ILthore aver was & bird In league
with a devil, 1t s that one” She
oyed the bird with asperity, and
Pucel, eyelng her hrightly, uttored
n kind of squawky gurgle which
certainly suggested a hoarsely din-
bolle laugh.

Mrs, Byng's thick eyobrows flaw
upward In s startled mannor, and
the needloa paused for just pn in-
stant; then, recovering heraslf
nobly, she nodded to me In an *1
told-you-#0" way and resumed her
knitting. Pueel returned to the
matohos quile as It sulphur bad n
natural attraction for him, and 1
snld to Mra, Byng:

“I'm glad to seo you've recovered
from the shook of the othor night."

“T may look batter,” she sald,
knltting rapidly. “But I atill foe!
the shook. I feal anything for a long
timo, Mr, Sundean, and teel It deep
Iy, I have tomperament, | have tom:
parament. And 1 might sy right
hore—1 have good eyos, Mr. Hun:
doan. And temperamaent.”

“No doubt,” 1 sald warmly under
tha eompnislon of her walting gate,
and Jjust then the gong for lunch
sotinded,

The menl aver, I returnod to the
lounge and asttled In a corner at
tho far end with coffes and n clgn
rotte and an old “Punch” hoplng
either Sue or Lorn would find me
there. But Lorn slipped quletly out
ngnin and Sue had disappenred.

Gradually the falnt clatter from
roglons back of the dining room
dlsd nway.

The dny bad grown darker, and
the well of the lounge, lighted only
by the gray and sullen skylight, wna
shadowy and dim and very silont.
The whola place In fact had sunk
Into & kind of sentient, brooding
sllemes which reminded you that, be
yond those twisting dark corridors
and blank doors, thero waa, the
same small eirels that had boen In
the hotel that windridden night
when s man was murderad,

1 felt unpasy and restless, and
wia oddly relleved to hear gulck
light footsteps cross the dining room
back of mo.

It was Marcel, He pame ologer to
me. Hls eyos darted qulckly about
the lonnge.

“I hive declded mysell. I will
toll you," ho snld then, soborly and
In a low voleo. ™It In ot heat only
three things that I know. One i
about the towals. And one i nhont
Father Robart. And the third one
—niiy mean n life"

(Copyright, 1088, Mipnon @, Mharhort)

A rudden tarritis shift In the

sltustion comen tomorrow,

Pelligerent Nraell State Quietsd,

BAO PAULO, Rragll—|AP)—=The
state of Swo Paulo, which luat sums
mer ataged & three-montha rebellton,

has gileted down Lo Buch an extony

that two prisons have beon closed,
Poat-war ilbemntion of palltical pris
onem left the two Jalls almost empty

mAten.

Perslans Say Soviet Won't Buy.
BASHAM,

demanding a boycots of sovist gooda.

Buying too little,

———— —__ =

Imk.—({AP)—A report
renching here says trade reintions bes

|twoen the soviet uniom and  Porala
are thmatened by Peralan merchanta

Thoey clalm Rusaia s violating the
and ths polics parnled the other in- |trade treaty by selling too much and

FIVE IN HOSPITAL
FOLLOWING CRASH

BALEM, May 2.—{AP)—Fiva Port-
lund persona wore [n & hospital here

today with injurles of undetermined

o7 llowing an i
eranh this afterncon a mils north of
Salem on the Paclfic highway.

The iojured are Mr. and Mrs. Ru-
dolf Moser, (16 Notth Central Ave,
Portland: Mr. Prances Hansen, Mm
Alice Henderson, apd Benny Grl?.

-

ATHLETE LOSES
LEG IN SMASHUP

BANTA MONICA, C.‘if.

May 2.—
all of B8TY; 12th streef, Portland, IrAP]—'rhe stietic hopes of Robert

Norene, univemity of Southern QOall.
fornia half-milner, wers at an end
today, The youth's right leg was
amputated yesierday sa the result of
an sutomoblle mccident on the coash
Alghway,

Norene was returning from Banta
Barbara whers he placed second In
the BA0-yard event In the Invitation
track meet when he was injured.
Thres other Trojan athletes, Frank

Willlamson, Willlam Mils and John
A, Kem, the latter driver of the
automobile, also Wwere injured but
not severely.

—_—

New Rtlch Gold Find In KEenya.
NAIROBI, Kenys Colony.—(AP)—
A gold prospector has been notified
by the mines department that an aa-
say of & sample he submitied indl-
cated 170 ounces of gold and 46 of

ailver to the ton, or npproximately

8350 worth of metal. Tho source of

the sample wna not disciosed.
—_——

Don't extend credlt to Mr New
Customer until you find out from
the Southern Oregan Cradit Burealt
how he pald the other fellowi
s

Phons 542. Well bhaul away
refuse. City Banpitary Service

———

your
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By C. M. PAYNE

THE WORLD AT ITS WORST
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| WATCHING A SAXOPHONE AND A SET
| OF TRAPS MOVE INTO THE APARTMENT UPSTAIRS
%uu%?-rb (Gopyright, 1953, by The Befl Byndicats, tne.) 5-2

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
[
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gur ONE THING B
ER AIN".I?JE ARE NOT

#y ULENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST

KNOLY

T MIGHT BE SOME ANIMAL
RN DISTRES®S-- ANYWAN,
1

FIND

HEY, PAL WATCK YOUR
a'\tpu Yau RT
GALLIVANTIN' RO uN ND
\N THIS JUNGLE ANS
B SOMETHIN'G LIABLE
TO ENAW A LEG
OFF'N
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~~BEIN' AS HOW |

WAS FOR HIS

By SOL HESS

DAD, 1 WAS JUST
\WONDERING IE YOU
COULD TARKE TIME OFF || AINT YOUR

PAPPY

R Oy

1 CANT GET AWAY MYSELF
JUST NOW WITHOUT QUITTING
MY OB — - THE TRIP WILL DO
IT WILL BE A
DIWERSION .. YOUR LIFE IS
SUCH A SAMENESS,

HOW 6000 --

1 AT ASKING YOUR PAPPRY KKIN
MY DAUVGHTER HAVE YOU - YOu coreE
N HERE TELLIN WHAT A ROOTIN
GOOD DOCR-SWINGER YOUL
BUT NOBODY ARCUND THESE
PARTS KNOWS NOTHIN' ABOUT YOU -
THE BURDEN OF PROOF ¢
NOU BETTER GIT YER

TOOTIN
> ARE,

Ml S WITH YOU -
.f,-l DADDY Do

MAGGIEY WHAT
19 LUMBAGO?

7

HUHL LU TELLYOUW: /T COMES
FROM CAROUSING AROUND
It CHEAD BILLIARD PARLO RS
AND SMOWING CIGARS ALL
THE TIME anD STAYING
OUT LATE AT MIGHTS-

T JUST
SERVES THE
PERSON THAT
HAD T, RIGHT-

0.4 0%

YOUR FRIEND, COUNT |

DEVIATE, JutrT 'F’HMED

lThere s No Guesswork in Tnbune A.B. C Circulation.




