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7he- HIDDEN DOOR

BY FRANK L. PACKARD

#YNOPEIS: Ocplain Dollaire, of

the rum echoomer Aloweits, Al

and wrecked the Kt. Law-

rence river couslarfelling plant o
the Mask, New York underwor!

Nevs 9OKs abbird the Ao

ave a

] Idl'ld'ad unm!m fm?
papioin, and i{“-h [

Fbmssuorw the § E:hn

Huck O'Mara, the Maik's lew-

bonpatir, and ihe hirS he famons

€ famons

- or, dolin Rewitt, diagulred s

Lunn, orogie, Colin de frack-

dnp down the Maosk, who also i

Jedng Colin, Dellalrs sud-

E' aafm’fm money offe for
h(‘cw-nrfq and eovers
Mo b murderers with Ais

platol.
Chapter #0
MURDER AFLOAT
OLLAIRE was rocking on his
feot, his faco wan contorted, his
Dbeatio braws a stralght e, hix Jaw
outthrust, his eres ke black, lu-
minous plapoints gliatiog through
oarrowed 1lds
*“8o!" he fung out through
twisted lips, “You think you fool
me soms more, oh? You think you
make a monkey of Dollaire; So! I
#60 the whols business now, You are
frionds with those fellows at the
Rividro des Cascades, eh?—nnd that
Halmia Schwarm Is a rat!
*You come here to laugh at Dol
laire, and steal his eargo, eh? But

s gun on us, so I'll some across. That
muney's phony all right, and we
had it In for you for what you did
to mome of our boys down the river,
but you're not so hot even now, Yo
don't get out of this unleds I say so}
but, as it stands, If you want & rain
thetk on yaur own lfs I'll give it
to you now, and wa'll call it all off
for tonight.

“A shot fired down here'll mean
Just one thing. It'll he the signal my
maob ia walting for to come aboard
and elean you up, 1{ any of us three
ga out, you'll go out too, Don't kid
yourself about that. Buat we're wiil
Ing to walk out of bere to the boats
with onr hands uwp and push off.
What 4o yor sar? I'm not blufing.
I'm showing you my cards face up
on' tho table, A royal stralght flush,
Dollnlre, Take s look at 111"

Colln's braln was in riot as Dol
infre stood there glaring, !lcking
hungrily now at his lps. Would
Buck O'Mara get away with this?
Buck O'Mara was lying, of courss—
not as to what would follow on the
betls of & shot belng fired down
hers, for that was trae, hat as to the
hergaln he was offering Dollalre.

Hé had nol the slightest {ntentlon
of keaping his shara of that bargain,
even i Dollaire agreed--he was
merely eeizing upon what seemed

to offer the only chanes to escape

“You think you make a mankey of Dollalre?”

you do mot know Dollalre, No! I
will show yon what Dollalra doss
to""—he broke Into n torrent of vile
French eplthats—"nltynks 1lle you!"

Buck O'Mars shrugged hir shouls
dara an Dollalre, with polnted gun,
backed to the esmpanionway.

"You're all wet, Dollalre,” he sald
as patlently as thoogh ho were talk-
fng to a refractory child. “I don't
know what you're yapping about,
Better put that rod down, and come
‘back here and lalk it over”

Dollaire bad backed nearly to the
top of the companlonway, He
Iaughed now In & low, ugly way as,
bhalting, ha gatted his revolver with
his fres hand,

S talk with this now," he feered
through working lps “Maybe once
you go to ehirch, sh? Maybe you
remombor somo llttle praver, eh?
Wall, for me, I do not think abont
that any more, but I have the good
heart, I give you one minute, and
then 1 count—pot Lhat nleo fresh
money—but one, two, three dead on
the floor.

Dollaire mount ll—of that thore
was no doubt In Colin's mind, Dol
Jalre was In o mpblacal rage—and
Dollaire had the drop on them. Well,
it was morely what Buck O'Mara
bad intended to do to Dullaire!

HE end? Colin waa canselous of

strange mingling sensations aud
thoughts rushing In a food upon him
that he conld not analyze, Hewllder
mont? Fear?! Numbed resignation?
He saw Germaine—and she smiled
wistfully at him,

He was allve, full of vilality at
Ahis instant—what would death be
Iike the next? The mumle of Dol
laire's revolver was llke a magnet
trom which otio's syes ocould not be
dragged away. Wounld one both see
Iho fiaah and hear the report? Which
ot the two, lght or sound, traveled
the faster? Was thore—

He heard Duck O'Mars spoaking
pEain—but thers was somethiog
sharp, imperative In O'Mura's volca
now:

“Listen Lo me, Dollalre, You've pol

trom the immediate perM ln which
Lo himpall stood.

No MATTER what happened hinre
in' the ecabin, nelther Dollalre
nor one of his* erow wonld escape
tonlght. That was cortain. But
would Dollalre fall for this? It
meant his, Colln's, 1ife, too, Would
Dollalre—

“Bah!" Jorked out Dollaire. *I
taka & look—and I laugh, 1t 1s like
the monsy, your cards—they come
from tho same placa! You got some
boys on them boats, and they coma
put to Aght, and steal my Alonette,
oh? Well, me, 1 got blg crew that
fght plemty good. I show you!l I
finish with yon firat. When I shoot
that is ths signal, eh? Well, my fol.
lowa they hoear that qulek, too, o'
he grinned foroclonaly—"1 give that
signnl—Iike thia!"

Thers was a flash—and the roar of
the report in the confined apace
dinned in Colin'a pars, He waa con-
sclous that Buck O'Mara, anticlpat-
Ing the shot by & split second, had
flung himaslf out of hin chalr to the
floor.

Hut nelther Banny Malone nor
Mmpell Had baen so propclent, An-
other crasb—another report., What
soundod Iike a deep algh came from
Bonny Mal 8 ds that a
to span etarnity! Dollaire, like some
great ape, was cronchod there on Lhe
topmost step of the companlonway,
stlll fring down inte the llghted
oabln,

There was one chance, only one
Colin flung himsell from the seites,
leapad for the low-hung lamp that
was scarcely two yards away, and
brought it smashing down, & ahat-
tered thing uapon the tahle.

The cabin wan in darkness,

“Good bLoy!™ Buck O'Mara‘s volco
oulled out—and from the floor eame
the flanh now of Buck O'Mara's gun.

But the companionway was empty
now. The alam of the cabin door pro-
claimed the faol that Dollaire was
gons
{Copwright, 1M, Prosk L. Fockord)

—
Tamprrow seas the and of one
Doltire, .

1 Irts Gaye Rush sitended the 4-L plc-

i nie Labor day,
O o | Benoal opaned Monday with an
|enrollment of 18 pupils.

And

TOLO, &ept
Bievens visited 1o Oold HII recently|
with her daughter, Mrn. Josle Foree,

Mr. and Mra. P. A. Tracy and thelr |
daugiters, Ernestine and Arlene, and |

Harry Hamor'a left eye waa pain-
fully injured recently when a plece
of wall plaster fell on him, necessi-
tating & stitch In the eyeball. He
ls under the care of Dr. Thayer in
Medford.

A lire in the

12 —(Bpl)—Mm. Al

famlily.

“home shoe” which

had gained tia b y was
Brought under contrel by Copeo and
government employes Labor day.

Copco is repalring the river bridge
at Oold Eay dam,

8. 8 Tule underwent a minor
eration on his throat Wednesdsy.
Is hoped this will heip !n improving
his general health, which has been
poor for some time.

M, Vers Richman of Upper Ev-

ans cieek visited her mother, M,
Crace Kathan, and family recently.

are Johuny and Edythe Bohners, Carl
and Ruth Hover of Central Point.|
They (jan to kipper trout for winter |
use while thers,
= —salsnl o L

Californis has mofe alrporta and
;n;mng fields than any other state,
14,

Golf Ball 108 Years Oid,
NEW BRITAIN, Conn—(UP)—0eo,
Flabing at Diamond Lake tals week |C. Parls fan't Beotch, but he has &
golf ball that L reputed to be 108

yoars oid.
the modern ball, has a
and i

stuffed with feather

The ball, fore-runner of

r cover
Buen

le

balls were used until 1848, when the
Gutts perchs ball made ita appesr-

ance. A good drive would carry It

from 150 to 185 yards, it waa said.

|desth of Gearge L. Kiep

Blow Eilled Boxing Heferee,
WALLACE, Idaho—{UP}—A blow.on
the larynx by one of the boxers in &
bout he wias referoeing caused the
ger, 34, The
ection thag

blow caused a general inf
resulted (n death
e —
The Rome of Schuyler Colfax, onecs
vice-preaident of the Usnlted Siates,
Las been sezed at South Bend, Ind,

S'MATTER POP—

By C. M. PAYNE

i

4-1z

IN-BOUND CARS, REfURNING TO THE OITY
KT THE END OF VACATION, MEET AN OUT- BOUND
CAR SETTING OUT FOR A LATE HOLIDAY

(Copyright, 1983, %y The Ball Syndieate, Ine)
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TAILSPIN

THERE'S
BOMETHING
STWIRE

TOMMY—The Ocean Takes Command
i

4

THAReAASTs e
aises

JOLLA'S LAST
EESTURE OF
"SOUR GRAPLS.

By GLENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORBEST

A DEAD MOT

WITH
NOT UNLESS

JONATHAN'G 60 EXCITED -

OVER EVERYTHING,JUD, THAT

*Inﬁ'&%ﬁ ) l&?\\% levscer B -

STARTED~WE'L] 1] ?;1;1-
o TO o JEST A

== MINLTE

Joprright, 1008, by
Syndicats, tne)

——

44 el — s =| [HAL. FORRES - &
BOUND TO WIN—Ben Takes Charge
£l |- [ LOOKIE THAR, BENT "TAINT

OFTEN WE'LING GIT INVITATIONS)

SECH AS JONIE HANDED

QLIT== Y, MY, LOOW

AT THAT THAR
WD Y :

SEEM A
EVERYONE 1S GOmMG
TO GO TO THE WEDDING,
DOEaENTIT?

S IF

By SOL HESS

Ontl e AM.ER ..
1 WaNYT You
EET MRS STRATS.

ONE  WHO WORKED

WELL, BLESS M 'SoUL .
NOU DOMT REMEMBER ME.. LUSED TO
CALL ON YOUR YOUNGER SISTER, DOT, THE
AT THE LEADER AMD

ANDIA PLUNK ) _

!

YOUR DAD USED TD BRAGS A LOT ABOUT YOuU.HE
SAD YOU WERE ALWAYS A BIT UPPISH -HE USED
TO SAY Y OLDEST DAUGHTER, LYDIA, SHOULD HAVE
BEEN BORN OF RIOM FOUWKS . SHE GETS OFF TWE
STREET CAR TEM BLOCKS FROM HOME EVERY MIGHT
TO MAKE PECPRLE BEUEVE SME LUVES IN) ASWELL

NEGHBOR -

Lillew KU Honey theee

BOIAY, Idaho (Fy—Heavy mortality
of hohoy bets on the Minidoka irri-
gation project in Jdaho was traced by
e povernmant sxperiment station to
s wild Iy eommenly known s
“death onmas,” which i declared to
be alao polsonols bo sheep and some-

Bwimmer Finlshed Second,

FORT WORTH., Tex —(UP)—Oomn~
petition waa not keen enough for
Babe Dillard, young feminine swim-
ming star. In her own sex. so ahe
went over and entered the men's tace
in the annual clty swimming meet.
She finiahed only a few Inches behind
the masculing winner In the 400-yard

Umes cattle,

BRINGING UP FATHER

WELL-THERE COES MACCIE
1 HMOPE SWE DOESNT QT
BACK WNTIL ' WIRJiS MYy
LETTER TO OINTY: "THIS

\

1 WIBH DINTY WouLD
HURRY BACK EROM
CHICACO | BSURE MI9% siM:

HOOD ...

By George McManus

=

Wilk BE mY fedon0
| ATTEMPT rO e
| WRITE rT- = v

THID DESK ALL

{_] | PLEASE DONT DISTLRG
[ ME NOW, DADDY-1 HAVE A |
‘ LOT OF LETTERS TO WRITE- -

MOTHER HAS BEEN USING

;
|

MORNING-

1T LEOKS as 2
CINTY WiLL BE HOME
BEFORE | GIT A CWanNCE
TO WRITE HiMe-

There's No G

uesswork 1
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