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7%= NIDDEN DOOR

BY FRANK L. PACKARD
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Chapter 41
THE SLAUGHTER

HERE was & stinging seniation

In Colln's 1eft forearm—I1ike ths
sting of a burn. Strange! Ho heard
Buck O'Mara groplng, atumbling up
the companlonway, then the rattls
of t5a cabin door ne It was shaken
wiclonaly; thea Buck O'Mara’s
suarl:

*Lockad! You, there—Beuny!"

There wns no answer,

“What's the matter? demanded
Buck O'Mars abarply. “Strike a
mateh, Clarkle, and ses what's
wrong with him."

Colin obayed. Beany Malones wax
still on the settss, only he was
slumped there now with his head
sagging to one alde. Colin crodsed
to'the sottee and bent over the other
while the match burned [tself ouk

“Well, what abont ! Buck
p’um mpped out. “in ha hurt
bad ¥

Colin felt his Mps twieh as he
mnswered,

“He's xot his,” ho sald toresly.

Buck O'Mars, lghting a mateh in
turn, cama down the eompanionway
into the eahin.

“That's"a tough broak!” he ex-
clalmad with s bitter oath. “Banny
was one of the best of them, But
4f there's any kusowing anything
whers ha's gone, ha'll know that he's
the last man Dollaire will ever put
on the apot, which would help some.
Xou hurt?”

*No," sald Colln; "nothing to talk
about. Got a little grass on the arm,
nq't;a. but that's all. How about

“I'm all right,”” Buck O'Mara re
plied groMy, “But you dldn't get
that lamp out any too soon. The
last alug hit the floor about an inch
from my head. Thanks, Olarkle.”

“Aw,” sald Olarkls Lunn mod-
eatly, “that was nothing, Buok,"

Aud then Buok O'Mara Isughed
out In ugly jubilstion,

“It won't take long!"™ ke promised
grimly, “The boya'll lot us out in a
minute or two. Listen!”

But Colin had already been 1la-
tening, Almost from the moment
Dolinlre had alnmmed ths eabln
door he had been subconsslounly
awars, while he bad beon privanvily
oeoupled with Buck OMara and the
dead man op tho sottes, of o moedley
of ominota sounds from the deok
above,

He gave hls whols attention to
them now. They wore the muMed
sounds of shrieks, snd yells, and
curaes, and whilmpering erles—and
an almoat conatant rat-tat-tat like
tho mufMed roll of snare drump,
But the sounds wors growlng mo-
maontarily fainter, and presently, as
ho lstened, thay diad away.

And thon the cabin door opansd,
aud a lantern showod nt the head of
the companionwar,

“Yoa down there. Buck?™ a voloe
ealled out.

"Yon" Buck O'Mara answersd
*Who's that?"

“Smudge Kllren. Come on up."

Colln fpllowed Buck O'Mara to
the deck. Thres men stood Lhere
In the lantern lght—Smudge  Kils
ren, Hlongell, and Geordle Napp, In.
siinctivaly Colln's glatice traveled
around the deck. A fow lanterns
glimmerad at yarious polnts, but
the comparative darkness waa
mercltul. Here and thore he could
dincorn aprawled shapes, He did not
look again. Ha did not want to see

more,

“Woll?™ demanded Buck O'Mara
enrdly. "What's the tally?”

"All ot them,” grinned Smudge
Ellrea, "and none of us"

“You're mure you got Dollaira?"

“Every one, 1 tell you. Hure, we
got Dollaire! But how'd he make his
gotaway from the cabln?”

UCK O'MARA lightesd a clgaretis

meditatively,

“He got his gun on & neat play,”
he sald quietly; “I'll give him credit
for that—and he got Benny."

“The bell he Ald!" Geordia Napp
sucked in his broath, "That's—"

“Yes; 1L 181" Buck O'Mara hroke
in, his volce gone suddenly hard.
“Only 1 don't want to talk about IL
You fellows got your orders from
Helmis for the rest of the nightl”

“Bure." snld Klengell, “We know

whars the revenuo Uirds are tonight,
so that's jake, We've got time
enough before daylight to get the
goods off. Then we put the crew to
bed in the hold with the batches op
and sink the schooner” He chue
kied, “Ever boar of ahips baing loat
at pea with all hands, and never
heard of no more?”

“All right,” sald Buck O'Mara
tersely. “That's your and Haelmis's
and of i Remamber what I told you
about tomorrow night. There'll be
» juley out in this for all of us, The
Mask'll pay blgger for tonlght than
ha ever did belore aven If there aln'l
a case [anded, That's all fust velvet
It was Dollaire ha was after—and
wo all know why, Smudge, get my
moh together, and take us ashore”

“That listens good to me,” sald
Goordle Napp. “But, say, Buck, what
abont Benny? What are wa golng te
do with Benny? He sure wis ont
swall guy, and he dessrvas a swall
funaral.”

Buck O'Mara lifted his ahoulders
in an Important shrug.

"A parade, you mean” he sald
“with the papers aaking whers the
corpss was found and who did it}
Think It out for yourself, Geordie
1 don't ke It many more than you
do, but ha'll have to go with the
rest.”

“That's tough,” muttered Geordir
Napp: “but—wall, | guess you're
right, Buck"

“It fsn't & guesa™ msald Buck
O'Mare. “Good luck, you fellows
Lats acram, Bmudge, Come on
Olarkle.”

Blood was trickling hotly dowr
Colln's hend as hs boarded the moto:
crulser. He saw Buck O'Mara and
Bmudge Kilrea enter the whasl
house, then be made his'way dowr
into ths cabin, whara the rest of
Buck O'Mnara's murder sqund were
Eathared.

Hbo took off his coat and rolled ug
a blood-sonked sleave. [t was a'flesh
wound, no more than that—nothlag
sariona about It axcept that it had
been blesding profusely. Somo of the
mob put & rough bandage on for
him, They aaked no questions. This
time he telt phyalcally a lttls glddy
s littls nansested. He went up ot
deck again,

HE boat was speeding for the

shore. The wind whipped bl
face. The faintness passed, There
was bot lttls pain (o his
searcely enough to make him con
sclous of {L It was not his arm, {|
wan his brain that tortured him
And, Nght agalost it as hs would
the night with its scenea and sounds
of unbalievabla horror kept paasing
ngain and again In roview before
him,

Only one thing stood out In eom
poenantion. He must fnovitably have
grown in Buck O'Marn's estimation
—and Buck O'Mara was the ong
man now on whom he was depend
Ing (o bring him into eontact witl
tho Mnsk. How, or whare, he di(
not know; but at any comt, o
through any means he could devise
he must enltivate Buck O'Mara.

A wharf ahowed up out of the
darkness; & house, stlll mon
shadowy, loomed up beyond. Ant
then & light appsared suddenly ir
ona of the windows of the houss—
and wont out agah.

Brick O'Mara came out of ithe
whoalhiouss as the boat drew up t«
the whart.

“You go hack in the same car yo
eams in with ma, Clarkls,” he safll
“I'll drop you somewhaere in the elty
Btlck around.”

“Thanka," sald Clarkle gratetully

The mob debarked, and Bue)
O'Mara dismlgand them at the shoy
end of the wharf,

"Walt hero for me, Clarkie,”
Instructed. "1've got to go up to the
honse for & minute.”

In tha hlackneas Colln could ses
Hitls—only the vagua outlines ol
the whart and bouss, He heard sev
oral ears depart. Hae haard the motm
erulser start away agaln—to ansais
the other two honts preanmably ip
omptying the Alonstte's hold. Per
haps ten minntes passed, than Duck
O'Mara cams toward him througt
the shadows. Buck O'Mara wai
grumhbling and cursing audibly tc
himaelt,

“Anything wrong, Buck?" Colln
Inquired solicitonsly.

“Yen," growled Brek O'Mara
“You heard Bonny and me talking
about Spinelll, d1dn't you? Well, he's
in & jam all right. He's got to have
aoma kala tonight for his Axer. Ii's
Flofmin's racket, but nobody's been
ahla to connact with him, so I guos:
11l have to take it on~and it looks
1ike yon weran't through with your
fob yot tonight either.”

“That's all right by me,"” declared
Colln cheerfully,

{Cepyright, 1323, Frank L. Packard)
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Canadian  Migratlon Drops,
ROCHESTER, N, Y.— (UP)-—The
numbar of Canadians entering the
Uniited States this year haa dropped
sharply as compared with pravious
yeam, sccording to Mrs. Forence P.
Alexander, chalrman of the Ameris

—

canlam committes of the D, A R
Duiring the fiscal year that ended July
1 only 4833 Canadians entered as
compared with an average of 50,000
a year immedintely preceding 1080,

JUDICIAL REFORM
AMED

§ — A ocom~
roven

COMMITTEE

SALEM, &ept. 19, —

mittes of 15 men,

laymen, was appainted by Governor
Julius L Meler today to consider pro-
posals for rveform In  jJudicial pro-
cedure tc meet changing conditions
in the state, and to recommend these
changea to the state legislature. Rich.
nrd Montagus of I‘mllnqd was named

chatrman of this commitise.
The committes wns named pur-
suant 1o 8 resolution passed by the
lon, to & committee

L3

of 15 from the bench, bar and lay-
men to conslder proposals deemed de-
sirable becauss of changes In proce-
dure {n the adminlsiration of justios.

Others on the committes Inciude:
C. H. Carey, Justice George Hossman
and John Carson of Salem: L. 7. Har-
ris and Wayne H. Morse of Bugene;
Dexter Rice of Hosburg; Alap A
Smith of Baker; J. R, Raley of Pen-
dieton and B, P. Irvioe, Ban T. Os-

borne, Nicholas Jeureguy, Arnthur C.
Spencer, O, L. Price and A E, Clark
of Portland.

One Coversd Bridge Remains,

CHERRYFIELD, Mo—{UP)—Span-
ning the Narragusgus River hers s
the only remaining coversd bridgs
mlong the Atlantie highway, It i &8
fest long, dates back to 1843, apd has

F 1 P geways for ped

FEW SCHOOLS WATT
FORLATER OPENING

All the schools of the county with

lsns.  'ihe ewception of Medford, Central

cow opened

Point and Agnie are

These three will open next Monday,
Sepltember 18

Bixteen schools openesd Monday,
as follows:

Jacksonvitle, T

town, Lone
oix.  Applegase,
Creek, Dead
Butte, Hatchery, Shady Cove
Pern Valley,

Forrest
dian, Prospest, Little
and

Lost Creri
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By C. M. PAYNE
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(Oopyright, 1633, by The Bell Syndicate, Ine).

Y

OF W

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

SORT5 10 SEI DOWN,  DRINKS WATER WIMSELF  &F% UP AND 6Ef6 HER AtH
CALS WHERE 15 GHE,  BUT REMEMBERS Bof-  AND REFURNS TO PAPER,  OMER GLGSFUL, FINDS
HE'S GOT HER WATER. DM OF GLASS 15 WETAND. A% WFE COMES IN FROM  MUDRED HAS GONE OFF
NO REPY WILL LERVE PN oM SEfiNG HER SWERTER IN  WiTH HiS PAPER, AND
TBLE YR, AND WAN(S HER WATER  OUT ON VERANDA 1D
A CIGAR , MOODILY
3-13 (Oopyright, 1853, by The Ball Syndicate, Ino.)

WhIfs AROUND A MINDTE

AND DECIDE® SHE MUST  BACR,, SPILLING PRRT OF
HAVE STEPPED OUT CN
VERANDA. STARTS OUT

\

SCREEN DOOR SWINES

WATER DOWN SLERVE.
FINDS SHE ISNT ON VER-
RIDA AnvuAY

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Cargo Overboard!
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By GLENN CHAFFIN

TOSBING THAT
CAMP EQUIPMENT
OVERBOARD |

BOUND TO WIN—_Final Instructions

/YOU'RE DEAD CERTAIN,

ABSOLUTELY NOT--

[ BE YE, THAT THEY Alr"T

SUD TOLLIVER AMD L

NEA
STATION, AMD BY THE

TIME ALL OF YOou SHOW uP

WE'LL HANE A SPECIAL.
TR ERE

THAT TRAIN WILLTAKE US
ALLTO HILLSIDE, AND FROM
THERE WE'LL GO IN AWLTO~
MOBILES TO MR. COB8BY/
ial H Yoni WHER!
THE WEDDING WILLTAWE
PLACE--MR.COSBY ANMD 1
WILL&EE To I'T THAT You
nl.# \NiLIE, HAVE PLENTY TO

HEY, WHAT ABOUT
DouG SILNER ? §'PosiM! |-
HE GOES ar A
RAMPAGE 7 WILL
THEY STILL HOLD
THE \WEDDIN' T

=)

a0

WHY, ER,.ER, We
TROLBLE FROM MR,

By EDWIN ALGER

OMT BRAPECT ANY

WER--SURE THEYLL
STILLHOLD T
WEDDIMNG ==

THE NEBB

NOU CERTAINLY
WENT OUT OF YOUR
WeY O HUMILIATE

MRE. STRATS

i
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T CRITICIZE MY
HMANMINERS J

Uy SHOULD SHE BE ASHAMED OF

HER PECPLE P THEY

HOMEST, COMMOM FOLKS _THE TROUBLE
Wi HER 15 SHE DOESWT REALIZE
THAT A HUMBLE BBGINNING IS ALL

To THE cREDIT OF A
i PERSON wWHO soes
PLACES |
7 O
dna ) Trade B P

WERE

SEES ME BACK

IF YoU G6ET A CHANCE
TELL THE OLD GAL \Fsie

HOTEL FRATERNMIZING WMTW
THE HELP TO PULL UP '
A CHAIR . CULTURE
AND BREEDING MAKE

oOF THE

BRINGING UP FATHER

WELL AT LABT ALL 1

STARTED Me

]

QUIET-THATS BECGAUSE M
FAMILY 1% ©UTs THARNIK
COODNESS - I'VE AT LAST

[{-1a)

JIGa

MORNIN'
MR-

D COOD MORNIN'
NOTHIN- STOP
THAT NOISE: HOW
DO YOUL EXPECT
ME TO WRITE?

-

913

THID ROom C

PMSORMY-BUT MRS 11465
19 COMIN' BACK WITH SomE
FRIENDS AN SUE WwanyTS

' WLz
LEANED UP-

-

ey
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e.u!x King Pramem Sendiowe, (e, Gowes Biie

OH AJELL, 'V S0 URSEYT
'VE FOROOTTEN \WHAT

TO DINTY A

GONNA, \WRITE
BouT!
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