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BY FRANK L. PACKARD

DDEN DOOR

SYNOPSIS, o iy Turnar,
ook ond beyhoud jriend of Colin
Hn-m the mysiery writer, aeks
Colin fo deliver a lotter for him,
:_Jmu Heddy b: 2.&
sehat Senclerlios the nm:l. n i
the death of hin beautiful slater,
Annie, wur husband Aad  besn
“humped off,* and who had heen
Eidnapped by a man Reddy swu-
pecte wae "The Mark™ Later xhe
weas found decd In the river. The
Moak (0 a powerful wusmderworid
Amure, with many 5"”' asll np;.
rate, Tha &unp Jaa On each know
the m=ak only TR R
merahis disgu Ilu .P v heltlaves
he has pi-hd Mp the Mask's trail,
and"knau o his own life (s in deadly
ner

Chapter Four
COLONEL HARGREAVES
‘I DON'T like IL" pronounced Colln
gravely, “It'a all right in a
story; tut, Reddy, If you get tHe
goods on the Mask there’s the law
and—"

“The law he damned!” Reddy
broke In flarcely, “With a hundred
parjured wiinesases and a mililon
dollars to spend, he'd got off. This

between him and me, Ha killad

pal, snd what he did to Annle
Y'vo told you. He'll got & chance to
Bght—but he'll dla™

=A ppot of diulis, “ulobi. BUE
gested Colln, with a genlal smile
“I'm sorry | have no Hourbon™

“8ir, indeed, you overwhelm me.*

“Spiendin!" applsuded Colin. He
poured out A gessrous portion.
YNeat, or with a splssh of soda?” he
asked ns he lopked up—and the
| glasw in his hand cmsbed and splin-
| tered on thes floar,

l\' his left band, dangling debonalr-

1y, *Colonsl Hargroaves" held
hln shabby falt hat; In his right
tand, Lla cloak flung back over bis
shoulder, an automatie held & bead
on Reddy,

“Mr. Willlamson, eI Theare wan
no ags in tha volea now, no soft
southors drawls 1t was curt;, de
clalve, dendly eold, “I suggost that
lio Ia far better known as Reddy
Turnor, nlins—oh, wall, thera ara #o
many allages"

Reddy's hand, arrasted on Its way
to the bulga bonoeath the left shoul
der of his coat, hung acroas his
heart. His face had set

“Who tha bell ars you?™ he flung
ont, "What do you want?

“Two questions!™ purred the
stranger with & falot smile, T will

Colln paced the room and back
agaln,
“Look hore,

Reddy,” he mald,

try to anawer tham both nt once. |
am the AMask, as 1 understand you
osll ma—tha man Lhint you helleved

“about that letter you want me !ol you had so noarly unearthed.

Leliyer it—well, i things go wrong

“Well, so you had. 1t {s not often

1'm afrald | Intrude," sald the Colonel,

It (U's & falr question, I'd
Ilks to know It It bas anything to
fo with this Inhuman our you call

with you.

the Mank, 1 koow you snid that
rnu—' Ho broko oft autddenly,
wis K E At Llhe

fo0r.

YExpacting anyona?" Reddy asked,

"I'm wlways expecting someone,"”
Colln answerad with a falot amile,
*You sald it a little while ago."

“Tha park-benchers?” Inquired
Reddy. *Your logpullers?”

Colin nodded,

“Probably. Do you mind 1"

The knock upon the door was re-
peated—but, It seemed, & Iittle
Hmorously this time,

Reddy shrogged hils shoulders,

“It's nothing In my young 1ife"
he sald.

Colln stepped to the door and
ihraw it open. A curious Agure con-
fronted him acroas the throshold;
‘the fgure of an old, gray-halred,
grhy-bonrded man in n shabby, black,
broad-brimmed soft hat and
shabby black Invernoas cloak thut
wan drawn tightly around n palr of
stooped shouldera,

HOPH 1 do not Intrude.* There

was poliah In the man's voles,
but also the quaver of ake, and tho
traco of a southern drawl *1 will
dotaln ;ou but A moment If | may
come o, A friend of mine to whom
you wera oneo very kind suggested
that I might have something of in.
terost to lmpart to you, alr, by way
ol a story.  That you were In the
habit of—"

“That's all right”
boartily, "Coma In"

Tho man stopped forward, and
with a 591t of old-world elegance ro-
moved his hat. And then halled in
his tracks,

#Oh1" he axeclatmed apologetical.
1y. “I am gfraid 1 do Intrnde, Yoo
aro already engagod.”

“Quite all right!" amiled Colin, as
B closed the door "My friend, Mr,
Willlamaon, Mr—1*

“Hargroaves, sir” supplied the
atranger. “Sorved ma a hoy In the
Confaederals Army. ‘'Sixtyfour to
"sixty-five, nir. Long gone by, Later,
n colonel by cotrtesy. 'm & very
old man now, alr." He howed deeply
to Reddy. "The honor of your ac

smid Colin

that 1 Wonor atyone with my per
spnal Intervoutlon In matterd of thiy
Mlind; bul as'a tribute to your per
tinneity I so honor you toplght. And,
henides, this place inity diseroot re
tramont lonus (tgelf so admirably te
an Interview that I conld not resta
It 'What'l waut, or rather, who |
want In—youl"

Colin‘s eyes awept awiftly from
otie to the other of the two man
His thront was suddenly stieky dey
He saw Reddy's hand ahoot awlttly
upward baneath tha loft-band abhoul
der of hin cont—but it never reached
its objoctive. There wan n faah, the
roar of a report. Anothor flash—an
athar roar. Ho saw Reddy erumple
p and plich headlong to tha foar,
And then Colln flupg himesif for
ward around the corner of the desk
Ho heard a voleo:

“You are Impationt. It is only
that your friend had precedencol®™
And then s Nash—and then uttey
darkness,

It might have been a minute;, o1
ton=or an hour, Colln never knew
Ho openod hin eyea. All was misty
at first, Then, tholigh In a blurred
way, Ma vislon eleared, The Hghts
In the room wora still ablage. ‘The
fire whos still buralng In the grata
and in [tn ftfol glow he saw Reddy's
orumpled and motlonless figure on
tho fHoor,. And he remembered,

Ho erawled neross the Noor,
eliutched at the edge of the deak,
pilled himselt deaperntely 1o his
tootl, and snatehad the telophone re-
celver from ita base,

He stodd there swaying.
Inter a voleo wpoke.

"Give me police headquarters.”
Colln gasped. “For God's sake—
| qulek!™

Tho room was swinling aronnd
Mm. Around and sround—le bit at
his llps. And then another voles
spoke falatly as though through
somn yast spoce. He did not know
what 1t sald, hut he answered it

“Colln’ Howltt aking.Y ha bab
Mad. *A murder hora, [—"

And then hla o8 gnve way he
noath him, and he toppled back
ward—and was consclous of noth
ing more,

(Copyright, 1003, Frank L. Packerd)
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qualntancs, Mr, Williamsoni®

Datectiva Sergeant Mulyey comes
Into the tangle, temorraw,

WEYERHAEUSER SHIP |
ON COLUMBIA smn]

ASTORA, Ore. Aug 1—{AP)—Tha |
Weyertineuser  Titnber  company's |
steam frelghter, Manley, bound from
Longview for New York with a lum«
ber eargo, grounded in the Coliumbia

river near Ny
dawn today.
Indieations were
bBuimped on sand and
little, 1f any, damaged,

sokfield, Waah, befors

the ship had
was probatily

Execiitione for eapital erimes in
Ohlo ware carvied oUt al the counly
Jalls until (8as,

Wi DD OUR

RS, JACKSON I
BURIED, ASHLAND

Purnstal rites were conducted
Ashland yesterday for Mra. D,

fAled In the Copm

Juckson. member of A& well known |years operators of the Eagle P‘luu:ln{f
soUthern Oregon ploneer family,

who ! mills pear

hoapital m' Mrs,

Ashland,
Jackson leaves ons dsughter,

the Lithis city Fridsy, following a|Mr Miznle Koyl of Ashland,
week's [lhess.
The wile of the lite D, H. Jackson,| Digbining that sirlck the back.

Jackson hsd  lved

former Jeckson county sheriff, Mrs |a~1'n shop of L. J. Berivano of Wat-
a

in Jn:homn'mmn-.-:h& Cal., weidad together

Inland Medford before golng to Ash- | horssshoe, singletree and two heavy
H. lsnd. Her people were

for many|pleces of tron.

HIRAN JOHNSONS

SON 15 SUICIDE

HILLSBOROUOH, Cal, Aug. l—
Archibald M. Johnson, younger son

nf United Btates Benater Hiram W. |
{Johnsen of Californis, rcomumitied | here Irom San Franclsco at the time

sulcids by ashooting,
here early today.

Johinson was divorced by his wife
&t Reno June 13, and she since re-
married In Chicago.

The body waa found about 8 a,
m. by the butler, who notified au-
thorities.

At his home

e aulclde became known.

Johnzon, the younger of the sen-
ator's two sons, waa ahot through tha
beart, Fe left two notes, addressed
to his mother and his father. Hs
was m practicing attorney In San
Francisco, where his older brother,
Hiram, Jr, also I & lawyer,
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
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THE OPTIMIST

(Copyright, 1033, by The Bell Snd.lu_‘!, Ina)
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TAILSPIN TOMMY—O0Ild Man Opportumty!

W 1TE \SABELLA
bt O KEETS -

S

SAY COUGAR,
YOU MONKEY,
SAY COUGAR'
AN 'I‘LL. LET

GTHERMISE“

By GLENN UCHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST

GOT THEIRL
G“NS. vame
COME OMN-==
LETS LAM!

YEP HE'S
iN&ULT‘E.D

By EDWIN ALGER

E WAY. SOM
YOou

!
\ (3

P‘ O’THE WI.MI\'_}‘EN FECQ.KBTDLD ME
l-ﬂ'l"r AC
"IDB M‘I‘é ‘?D-‘O-“s HOLLOW ToN

JEST GO
ONIGHT - ‘THE")‘

'gmgn Y G\AL‘E‘.OWTH.WA%

ou AlL, KNO\N Hé‘:@ 5
cr w:u_n [ HAND
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THE NEBBS—A Difference Of Opinion

By SOL HESS

WELL, FAMNY, GET
YOURSELF READY .
WERE GOING AwWAY

GAVE YOU

X
&

WELL, THAT'S THE MOST |\
SENSIBLE THING 1 EvER ¥ PLACE WHERE THE FISH
HEARD NOL SAY _SNOURE, | BITE LIKE MAD DOGS

THE BUSY MAN WHO CAUT/AND IT'S A PLACE WHERE

GEYT Awsay_JusT wr—mr

,.-n\‘ﬂ-ub DEAT

FWELL, L HEARD OF A

NOU CAN GET CLOSE TO
A WATURE N0 SHAVE MO
|} DRESS -ousT: A GARDEN)

OF EDENM _YOU'LL BE EVE,

AND 1LL BE 5
AYOUR ADAM (L

NO ADSM, THM TOO
MODERN FOR THAT -
THAT'S ONWY A LIFE
WHEN YOU DOoNT wnabw
ANY OTHER — NO, 1 BKNOW
A FISH MARKET WHERE
1 CAs) GET ANY KIND
OF FISH 1 WanT ALD1L
DON'T HAVE TO GET
SUNBAKED AND

MOSGUITO-BITTEN
-BMD 1 GEY
THEM CHEAPER
ToO

MOKOTONOUS -
IT 8Y CHANGING

WHERE L DOMT

THERE YOU GO! YOU ALULAYS
SAY THAT THE SAME LIFE GROWS
oL CANT GET

WAKT TO &0 SOME PLACE

LUEAR WHITE PANTS
HAVE TO SPEND S0 -_})\.Mucu TIME

HOTELS — 1

HAVE TO
. LALWAYS

:]CLE:N L/

BRINGING UP FATHER

By George McManus

WHERE 1S THAT HUSBAND
OF MINET I'LL BET HE IS

WITH THAT HORRID DINTY
MODORE AGAIN-

HE SHOULD BE

HELPING ME
PACH, THE
TRUNKS -

DA\ GHTER=- CALL UP DINTY
MOOHE AND TELL =IM |
WARNT MYy HUSBAND TO
COME HOME INSTANTLY-
JUST LET Hin KNOW

e

—HE A
ALWANYS

KNOWS

THANK COODNESD-WELL

BE ON OUR \WaAY TO CHICAGO
TO THE FAIR AND =HELL BE awAY
FROM ALL HIS LOW=-BROW y

soonN |

FRIENDS = ¢

© 1M King tor

N1OTHE=.:‘EAR5

DINTY MOORE

\S AT THE BIG
FAIR N
CHICALGO-

JOWNN S
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There’s No GuesSwork in Tnbune A. B. C. Circulation

Senater Johnson was on his way)
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