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was Bergeant Mulvey, not tha ltui.
who was rising to his knoes, The
Mask lay thers motionless, his hand

hostage, but was dropped off their
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l*m;ns wna 8o mislaterpreting
Ellers, screen scirvess, sald today she

the slguificance of the substity.

Moo of that wig of white hair that
the man be had knowm ms Buck
O’Mara waa pulling on now to re
place the one just taken off.'Colonel
Hargroaves, Helmie Behwarm, Buck
0'Mara, the charactor that was now
Dalng assumed, all of thoss other
oharacters repressnted by that ar
way of clothing, were one and the
mame—the Mask.

Colin gripped Sergeant Malvey's
arm flercely and breathed into the
other's ear:

*That fawn, checked sult—Helmle
Bchwarm. That Inverncss cloak—
the night he killed Reddy. Get 1t

“Sure, I get (11" Bergeant Mulvey
breathed back. “And I'll get him!
But you stay out of thls now, or his
mobi'll got Clarkle Lunn! Lot's soe
who be In this time."”

The erstwhiie Huck O'Mara waa
working with Incredible speod, lean-
fog toward the mirror, dabbiog
swittly at hin face an his fingers
dipped Into this jar and that. It
eould have boen starcely more than
s minute sinos he had begun his
lransformation,

Auil now ha was donning s black
toat, buttoning L to the throat. The
pext lnstant he had adjusted a steel-
rimmod palr of spectacles upon his
ooso and & cans waa in his hand. He
turned slightly, It was old Keppal
stoin,

Borgonut Mulvey's revolver was in
his hand ¥ ho stepped snddenly out
on the floor and toward the other.

“Don't move, O'Mara, or Keppel-
stein, or whatever you want to eall
yourself,” he sald eoldly. “The
game’s up."

The man did not move—he stood
there as though frosen to the apot
But thers was a sudden whiteness
in his face that no plgment eould
dely, and his lips twisted jorklly for
so instant.

“How dld you got in here?™ he
naked hoarsely, “Who are yout”

"Nover mind how I got fal”
utwm Sergeant Mulvey. “And you

» 0
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pretty closs tabs on me after you
bumped off Reddy Turner. And so
you're the Mask! TWell, by God,
rou're well anmed|™

The man shook his head s be
laced Sargoant Mulvey now,

"You'rs erazy, he crled out de-
lantly. “I never head of him. Who

wid T wan!" taken him to Cap A I'Orage. Bni fe &

WOt ft outl" There was an omi.| F00dY Was dead and Iasarre was e
tous snarl i Sergoant Mulvoy's dead now, and hia promuise ta Reddy =
rolce, “Where do you think that's "'.' :uml:‘:: |r:r hlnd;:‘{l 4 'told 8 Z
folng to get you? You sald so your y ety AR A X i /
WE " W yon wan o o, | Y MY 2 W Wi e é
Hewlitt's bome i that Invernecss T ! 7

loak I 868 hanglng up there,"

The man's eyss roved uround the
foam 1o a huntod way, and It apemed
i Colln that he sagged m llttls ns
ko supported his welght on the cans
I his hand.

“IUs—It'n & llol" The man’s volce
bad suddenly become a craven, un:
perved whin.. “IVs m lle—all a llef
[ tell you It's & Lel"

BQURE it Ia!" agroed Bergeant

Mulvey contsmptuocnsly. *And
1w's Holmlo Behwarm, rand Colonal
Hargroaves, ind Buck O'Mara, and
pld Keppelateln and God only knows
bow many other allsses you're work:
Ing—bul 1'd kind of like to know
what the Mask himself looks lke
when he hari't gob any war palat
on. I didn's got a look at your face
in that mirror bocause the back of
your head bit 1L

Ho stopped abruptly toward the
other. “I think we'll take that wig
#ud those specinclos off, and—"

Bwift aa a lightalog flash the cane
FwWung up from the floor, eutting un-
der Sergeant Mulvey's wrist, kuock-
fug the gun from hls hand—and,
with a joering laugh, far from the
eraven, unnerved creaturs of & mo
mant gone, the Mnsk leaped for the
weapon with the agilily of a panther
snd socursd it

But Sorgeant Mulvey, too, waa
agllo, Boefore the Mask, who had
stooped for the revolver, could qulte

his polas, Borgeant Mulvey,
urling himealt forward, hud borng
the other to the Auor. And then, like
madmen struggling, they rolled over
and over s they fought.

And In that moment Colln forgot
Olarkle Lunn, It was the Mask who
bad the gun--not Bargeant Mulvey,
And it wan Bergeant Muolvey who
ecounted now. Ho flung the packing
case aslde, wrenched hls own gun
from his pocket, sprang out on the
Moor—and canfe to a gudden halt as

n shot muMed by olose-bugged bodiesd

!’l-‘ll.ﬂ.

that still gripped the revoiver fung
across his chest.

“It went off—the wrong way—{or
bhim” panted Bergeant Mulvey
grimly, as he tore open the man’s
coat and shirt. I guess ho's & goner,
but ¢ome and lend & hand.™

Colln stepped to Borgeant Mul
vey's alde and knelt down over the
Mask,

“He's dead all right™ announced
Bergeant Mulvey grufly.

But the words wers meaningles:
to Colin. He was staring at & bared
right shoulder--at & long, jagged
sear that ran parallsl with the ahon!
der blade.

It was Joe Lasarre.

OLIN stood at the window of

room 008:A [n the HKraoway
Stratton and stared restlessly omi
Into the valny night. From some
whore & clock hoomed out the hour
of two, What was keeplng Sargennt
Mulvey?

Back thers In the Wine Press, as
thay stood looking down on that lifs
losa form on the foor, he had briefly
oxplained his connection with Joe
Lasarre, and had told Sergeant Mul
yoy what littla he knew of the man.

Then, on Bergeant Mulvey's ad
vice, Clarkis Lunn had uncbiru
sively laft the place, From the Wins
Preas he had gone to the rooming
house that for the last momth had
harbored him na one outalde the law,
packed his belougings, and with the
simple but eloquant explanation that
he had to seram, had pald his bill
and departed.

A taxl had taken him to the Grand
Central Statlon, and a rededp had
taken his bags—to the parcel room
Ten mioutes later mnother redeap
had collacted his hags, and anothar |

Kranway-Siratton—whers hs was
not registored.

By the time any of the Muask's
mobsmen plcked up the trall, if they
over did, Clarkis Lunn would have
censed to exiat.

But all this bhad been hours ago!

not yet come,

Colin turned uneanily away from
the window, and his eyes, roaming
around the room, fixed and held on
an open letter that Iay upon ihe
writing deak. Purrows gatliored he
twoen his eyes, It wan the lotter
that, under a pledge of secrocy, had

and for that tenson hore, on his re
tarn to this room extracting It from
Inalde the lining of ona of his bags
whare ke had hidden it, he hod
opened and read the letter Reddy
had entrusted to him.

« 1t was & long letter—many pages
5¢ It, closely writlan on both uldes
of the shosts. He had spent an hour
over It. And now he Iaughed out
suddenly—mirthlessly, The memo
ry of that night at the Caseads River
and the burning clubhooss camae
vividly back to him,

A human lfe was a human lfe
and even had he then known thal
Laxnrro was the Mank he still might
not have acted very differently; bul
had he known what was in that let
ter, had he known what he knew
now, he would have hesitated long
befora he had lifted sven a fAnger
to saye Lazarre's life,

—
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GES LE((ER AND SEf5  WIFE CALLS AFTER HIM WILL

AND YAFE ADDS THAT
SINCE HE'S DOWN ToWN

HE PLEASE RETURN THE CURS
AND SHUCERS MRS. POCLE
LENT HER FOR THE CLUB
VEETING, IT WONT TAKE
RIM MUCH r HIS WR{

TURNS AND HURRIES
DUl OF EARSHOT AS
FAST AS HE CAN BEFORE
FAMILY CAN THINK OF
ANY MORE FRRANDS
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He ralsed his hand and broshed
It moross his eyesn Lasarre—the
Mask! Queer that he had saved
Lazarre's life at all!

The door opened and closed,
Sorgeant Mulvey came across the
room, tossed his bat into ona chalr
and slumped wearily down In an
other,

“Hegan to think I wasn't coming
at all, eh™ Borgeant Mulvey fluny
out. “Well, I conldn't help It. The
firt chock-up started something
hot, and I haven't had s minute
Anyway, I've got some news for you
Fronch Pete's real nama, you know,
was Plerre Mireaw. Well, Jos La
sarre’s roal namo waa Louls Mireau
They were brothers.”

Colin's lips were tight.

"I know It," he mald, "It's rether
ghastly,”

“That!™ sxclabmed Sergeant Mul
voy savagely, "Forget {t! Hul how
do you know they wers brothers?
You dldn't koow it when you werae
tolling ma about Lagarre down thers
in that dump, did you?™

(Copyright, 1008, Frank b, Packerdd
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Prosident Moosevelt boday appointed
Natbaniel H. Engle of Waahington
stals asalstant director of the bureau
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CALSE MOGT
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METTION
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E\'ER‘!D‘NE"Z—‘.- TH LI
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YEP, HE WAS ~- GOT OFF THE
TRAIN ALL BY HISSELFE AN
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HO
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S&Y, YOU ANMD COUSIN FAMNNY S PRETTY

WELL ACQUAINTED WITH SvLLY _. COMT Yo 5
GET HER T SUE ME FOR A DNVORCE Againy!
TELL HER SHE'S TOO YOUNGSG AND SWELL TO
STAY MARRIED TO ME_.)

OMNT FIGHT

DIFFERENMCE WHETHER

" WHATS ALL THIS J
ABOUT ¢ WHATS THE
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1 WANT T GET r'-_\qmaﬁ\
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Engle, a larmr ommuu h
University of
Brown University, haa been engaged
11 reasarch wark here at Brookings in-
sttution for the past year.
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GREAT WEAVENS! THATS "THE
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