PAGE BIX !

MEDFORD MATL TRIBUNE, MEDFORD, OREGON, MONDAY, MAY 29, 1933,

“er;ile Ccdcnloo

by Mignon G. Eberhart

Chapter 48
WHO 18 “FRANCIE"?

HAT do you— Go on”

“Don't {nterrupt me, plaase,”
sid Lomm crankily. “It's vory sim-
pla. You eee, when Tally cams to
eonsult ma he'd just slipped on &
weot strost In traflc and got Io-
volved somehow with & taxicab and
fiylog glass, It wasn't sorious, he
told me, but his face was heavily
bandagsd. That was, of couran,
fully slx months ago, And T've not
seen him sinee”

“Where was thal meeting?”

“In New York"

“Was ha the samse goneral bulld
as this man?®™

“Of courno,” sald Lorn impatient-
Iy. "Do you think I baven't tried
overy test? I'm willlng o admit
that he mny have deliberately got
himsplf up to glve me no definite
way of identifying him agaln. Dut
whatover wes the purpose, tho fact
romains that I can't tell whether
this man s Francis Tally or not”

“But this man recognized you.
Spoke first. Called you by name”

The scorn in Lorn's gaxe made
Hapll folt though he was still In
the shadow.

“Have you failed to conslder a
possibla connection between the
Lovschiems and this man? Of
thelr informing him earefully "of
sverything they have managed to
digcoyer? In case—of courag—ho
i motunlly not Francls Tally?™

“No—" 1 nald slowly. ‘“No—
I've not falled to do that” Beveral
things returned to me. Grethe's
anddon activity after that perlod of
curlonsly patlent, cht-like waltlng;
the way ahe'd looked at the mew-
comer whon he floundered; tho way
hin eyos had sought hers thera In
the lounge—had it been for guld-
ance?

Briefly 1 told Lorn of the Lime-
tabla Lovachlom had tried to con:
conl; ha toop, he agroed, had noted
the curlota effect the man called
Franols Tally gave of looking to
Grothe for help,

“The thing to do," sald Lorn, “as
I soa It, {s almply to sit tight untll
the Parls detoctives cqme. They'll
make nn end to things in & burry.”

“But, Mlss Tally—" I said.

"We'll advise her to hang om to
her token, take no chances, and
walt for the dotectives. In the mean.
timo—" He paused, and then con-
tinued: “I may as well tell you,
Bundoan, that I think I know what
the motive power ln."

“You mean” 1 orled excitedly,
forelng him for once to a dofinite
statement, “the murderer?”

“Don't ask moe any more now, Sun-
doan. And | must go. Tell Ml
Tally what U've told you, will you?”

We walked togother to the stalr
way. He went down, met Mra, Byng
and Buo op the Innding, crossed the
louoge and entored tho lobby, At
the desk Lorn paused and spoke
to Lovschlem., Yel—ol course, that
did oot mean that Lovachlem was,
aller all, the muarderer.

TURNED to meet Bue and Mrs,

Byng.

"I suppose,” Mra. Byng wos
phoutlng, “that we must eal din-
ner i this den of perdition. But
don't worry darling.” Bhe moved
ahoad of us In the oarrow corridor,
walking with a atrange stiffnoss and
Iack of frecdom brought on proba
bly by her entangling garments,

Sue dropped back a ltlles with
me, and under the continued boom
ot Mrs, Byng's yolce 1 askod to ase
Froocla's lotter agaln. “Envelopo
and all™ I sald. “As soon na pos-
nible”

Bho nodded. "I'll get It

Mra, Byng, stlll miking, stopped
in her own room, clomed the docy,
and [ hoard her lock it. 1 wont into
Bue's room with her and she banded
mo the square white envelope, 1
took it and moved under tha light
to look at the address more cloaoly,

“That light (s vary dim" eaid
Bua. "Il torn on thls one over
the table.”

Sha moved to the door; I hoard it
oloss and walted for the litle click
of the llght switch. It did not come,

I henrd ber light footstepa be-
hind me, and the boliom dropped
out of the world,

"Pat up your hands” she sald
coldly and erisply.

I falt the cold pressurs of a platol
agalost my neck.

“l moan {L" ahe ropeated In a
hard volee I'd never hoard hefore.
"Put up your hands"

It wpa impossible to obey. In
fact, and In spite of that ominous
cold tonch on my meck, I bolleve I
was too numb with shoek to 1ft
my bands,

Then slowly I turned. The girl
backed away so that abe ntll] held
mo in range of that small plstol.
The glrl wan not Bus Tally—or ra

ther suu Wle girl 1 knew
as Sue Tally.

For when I sald slowly:
ara youl" she replled:

I am Sue Tally. I've told you
twice to put up your hands. This
gun is loaded, and I'm & good shot."

I stood thare looking at her. Bhe
was of the same gencral helght and
bhild as Sus but Jacked Bue's fine-
ness of wrist and ackle and deli-
cacy of proportion. Bhe was falr,
too, and wore her halr llke Bue's.
Shs was even dressed In a black
velvel coat, llke Sue's, But she did
pot resemble Bue in the least. A
genoral writlen description of
helght, welght. and coloring might
have applled to them both, but
they wero not at all alike.

Then a horrified question crashed
upon me. Whore was Sue? What
bhad happened? Where had she
gona?

“You don't want to shoot me” 1
sald, "It won't do you any good.
Thare are too many gendarmos in
the place for yon to escape

“Thoy are drinkin_ In the ktch-
sn. Paul llkes having them Lhere.”
She spoke a lille contemptuously,
but her hard eyes did not waver
from mine. *I am Sue Tally,” she
roltorated, “and I want the paper
you took from the priest's room a
short tima ago, Don't dany it, for I
saw you. Thatpaper belongs to mo.™

"so you are Bue Tally 1 mald
thoughtfully. “I had suspected
your presence for soma time, Can't
wo oit down and talk this over more
amicably?"

Bho did not relax her hold on the
platol and eyed ma Susplolously, I
went on!

“Whora have thoy been keoplog
you all this time? Hasn't It grown
a litle tiresome, dodging the po-
lice, hlding hore and thers?”

Bho bit her lp, ! thought suddaa-
Iy that there was something at the
same time shrewd and stopld about
hor faoe.

Bhe said: "It was ensy enough.
All but thoss nights in the store-
room, Come, glve me the paper.”

Bo It was ahe in the storeroom;
1 had not expected that, even though
I hnd guesped that ahs was about
somowhore, walting to earry out
haer réle in the conspiracy.

“In the stororoom," 1 repcated
aympathetically. “You poor girl It
must huve been most uncomforia-
ble, Ths smoke from your cligar-
eltan drifted up to me one night.™

"0Ob, it wasn't diffoult to stay out
of poople's way. Anyway, at.a dis-
tance I look rathor Wke—thin other
girl 1 hod this coat made liko bors
on purpose. Of course, I've not been
in the hotel nll the time. I've besn
staying at Paul's — the cook's
hotina."

“Oh, so you'va hoon staying at
Paul'n.” 1 thought the gicl' lind
beon hored and dull; aho was prob-
ably not averse to talking to some-
one, Hor hand did not waver with
the platol, but she waa lopking
rather approvingly at me, *“Tha
Lovachliem's baven't boen treating
you vary well, haye they!"

1t wan a lucky thing to say.

“No,” she flaahied, “They forget
how {mportant I am to them—*
8ho chocked herself quickly, but it
was too late.

“I'vae soon you baforo, yon know.™

“When1" she sald ineredulousiy.

“Looking from the (hird-story
window — 1 wsuppose you wWore
lodged thers then—the night of the
firat murder.”

She bit hor Jip agaln, and to my
astorishmont and lntonse dlscoms
fort tears came welling up into her
toodarge eyos. I should have pre-
forred hor to romain hard and
alirawd.

“and Mrs. Byng saw yon too—
whon you turned out the hotel
Mghta, @supposs thal was after Ma-
dame Lovachiom had said you must
hide from the pollcs who were com-
{ng.* .

Bha nodded without, I think, rea-
lizing what ahtie was dolng.

“They didn't tel] me it would be
lks this” shs sald sullenly, the
tears stlll hanglog there in her
ayos. “They ought to have told me."

Posnibly 1 ought to feel a decent
compunctlion for my not too diplo-
matia behavior. But I didn't—aeither
than or thereattor, [ was, aven, oo
hurried for finosse. I sald with sym-
pathy: "Yon poor girl, They've
troated you vary badly, haven't
thoy1* And 1 looked at her with
oraas admiration and murmuored:
Y80 beantital—"

Her eyos stopped looking falotly
ko oyaters and strayod to the mir
ror. Tho second’s wayering gave
me my chance— L sprang toward
her.

(Jopuright, 1283, Mignon G, Bberhort)
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CRAVES DECORATED
BYVETS DAUGHTERS

Daughters of Union Velerans visit-
ed the Medfard cometeries yesterday

and placed flags on all the known
gravea of veterans of the Civil war.
If any one knowing of an unmariked
Civll war vetersn's grave in thees
cemeteries will call Mra Walt, 819-L,
a flag will be placed upon it. All
daughtera and granddaughters of vei-
erans whether or not members of
the order, are asked to meet at the
ity park Tuesdsy morning and
march with Eta D, Hubbs Tent,

WEDFORD AUTDTS
BT LOW LOENS

BALEM, Oue., May 30 —(UP)—Four
Medford residents were among the

100 Cregon ¢itizang getting the lowest
car license number for the July 1-
December 31 period.

The one hundred lowest numbers
were decided by lot from the applica-
tions on hand, The Medford men were
A. F. Flowera, 112 E. 1ith, Number
18; Frank F. Riddle, route 1. box 480,
Number 59: G. M. Brewer, 1811 E.
Main, Number 63; and W. 0. and

Eleanor Rookard, 1508 Riveralde,
Numbey 80,

= L
Seeks Mining Water

BALEM, Ore, May 28 —(UP}—L. M
Turner, Crants Pass, fiied with the
state engineer for application of 14
second feet of water from Briar gulen.
Rogue river tributary, for mining and
lrrigation of 8 acTes in Jackaon coun-
ty.

1 Gasoline mgedy
PORTLAND, Ore., May 237—{¥)—
Merle Gordon Sturgeon, 18, Poriland
high school student, died In a hoa-
pital here today from injuries auf-
fered when he was ourned, police said
they were told, by ths explesion o
gasoline while he Was filling the
eactym tsnk af ‘his sutomobile. A
| member of the party, standing nearby,
1t & match. The expioslon followed.

SMATTER POP—

By C. M. PAYNE
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(Copyright, 1033, by The Bell Byndicale, Ine.)

TRYING TO BE QUIET

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

THIRSTY PIRATES

B PHTNG EXOTING EAME  MOTHER CAl1S
Wi BUD BEMIS DEFEND- NESS SAKE NOT 0 SHOUT BUD, STATIONED AS LOOK-
ING YRRD AGHINST CREW SO0 MUCH, THEY'LL BOTH- Q0T IN SMALL TREE, TO
OF MAGINARY BUT B00D-  ER THE NEIGHBORS

SHOUTS HE DOESN'T

OR SOMETHING

(Copyright, 1933, by The Ball Byndicats, Ine)

€00p-  CALLS AT TOP VOICE TO

&P SHOUTING SO

FOLLOWS AREUMENT, BOTH
KNOW WHY, THEY MUSTIPT, - SHOUTING AT ONCE, A5 To
THAT'S ALL . NEIGHBORS  HOW PIRATES (AN BE

FRUSHT WITHOUT YELLING

BUD SHRIEKS HE COULDNY|
HEAR BECAUSE OF THE
PIRATES' CANNON FIRE.
REPEATS DRDER, LOUDER

MOTHER CALLS WEARILY
NEVER MIND, 60 ON
PLAVING PIRATES, THEY'
MAKE MORE NOISE
TRYING TO KEEP STLL

TAILSPIN TOMMY —The “Scarlet Ace” Shows Up Again

WE DYANAATITE
Bma GY Tarm~MY,
SREETER A NVD
FERONANDG TO
BLAST THE ROCAC
ALRY FRor ThaieE
ENTRANCE To 7H&E
“TREASURE CAVE "
REVEALED A F&LO
GOLD AVD EriveR
Coms OF EAarLY
SN /8808
AND THE "FoRTUNG
MUNTERS " ARE Now
CERTAIN THAY THE
CHAVE CONTA (/S
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IN TAYS LIEE, P AMIGO,
AT s cav TRY.

THATS TH
"SBCARLET ACE”
AN HIS PLAYMATES
ALL RIGHT!

By GLENN CHAFFIM
B0d HAL FORREST

WEVE @6T THE
DROP ON ' THEM

VIBIBLE FROM

EFORE
DAYLIGHT

IS S0ING TO LAND
couLd Hour=~1F | FIND
7 AT THE UPPER END | [2F SOUCE ANY TRACE OF
OF THE LAKE AND THE CARTER
OuUR CAMP \BN'T CHEST I'LL

ILTHAT S JUST WOHAT
'™ E0ING TO TRY
T Do-Youl
FOLKS. 60 BACK
TO THE CAMP AND
STAND GUARD -
I'LL STAY HERE
FoR. ANMOTHER

SIENAL YDU!

BOUND TO WIN—The Town’s Name

By EDWIN ALGER
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CHINT

NOT SO MUCH AS A

IT
WORDS . AMND OUT OF

LITTLE \WORD FROM MIM_
SHOWS HE'S ALL SWEET

r'v
Al

WHEM HE COMES BAC
TELL HIM \WORDS
GOIN' TO TICKLE HIS
EARS AND 1 GOT ALMOST
MORE THAM A NOTION
NOT T MARRY HIM-—_

<
THAT

F200 INVESTED

THERE MUST BE SOMETHIN'
THE MATTER .. HE WRIT ME A
LETTER EVEN BEFORE HE ©0T
HOME ..ON TOP OF ME BEING
HUMGRY FOR A LOVE LETTER |1 GO
N HIM JTHAT MAKES
ME TWICE AS
ANXIOUS TO HEAR,

BRINGING UF FATHER

UKE PLAYER RESENTS
CRITICISM OF ART

SEATTLE, May 20— (UP)—Itw a
wise to “tell s woman her ukelele
playing ia terrible” Henry Hartrick,
40, aald today,

Haririck did. But the woman, whoas
name he refused to give, smastiod the
inatrument over his head and Infljot-
ed cuta on his nose, ear and hands.

e
Don'y throw away your old tires Lt
Mao, and Twd fix thom. 32 No. Front

st. .

after every

WRIGLEY'S

v

THAT ITH JUST FOLLY-
PLL PAY Yo \/ELL-

MNOW LISTEN, DUKE. YOURE GOIN'TO A TEA THIS
AFTERMOOMN: MY WIFE WILL BE THERE:- SHE
YOU KM COMNVINCE HER

AVARTS TS BUY AN ESTATE (N RUROPE.

At THIS MUST BE WM ©N THE

L}

PHOME= =ELL SAJE MEA LOT OF
MOMEY BY DOIN' THIS- HES A
DUME SUY, BUT VERY USEFUL:

YEAK! HELLOL

CONVINCED HER ——

WELL MRAIGES | HAD QUTE
A CHAT WITH MRS.JIGCS AND
| CONVINCED HER IT'WAS JUST
TOMMYRAT TQ BUY THATESTATE
BUT I'VE THOROWUGHLY

Y
S| =" THATA 77
V YACHT <2
\\_ . ‘SMORE |
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