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HYNOPRIE: Busle Yan Rarp fust
aroline Lelgh thol her
or Van Berg, and Jim

Tedl 4 night Elmer
Vun Barg
s Hsnle bellepes
L orer r, brenuae
ide her haband jealous
of Jim—just os a joke, Caroline,
who focea Jim, duis not bellave Jim
ahot Van Herp, although Jim him-
aell cannot b sure, alnes his maome-
ary Ace left him,  Oarolins, {n the
darkuess of o Jerrible atorm, sfum-

faa inta g radm and Keara the volge
of Neita Riddell. It (0 Nesta ko
decliares Jim lg her Auabond !

Chapter 88 "

THE SEANCE
A.\"UTHH-R
Nosta's:

*Yeon, tho atorm's golng over. 1§l
draw down, river now,"

‘Caraling had”.novor heard this
vn!:a bofore, or-any qulte ke It It
reminded ber'ot o fiy in trdnele. ora.
voles Lioard In & thick muftling fog.
Tt had s potulinr‘soft tonelosknoss
that blurred the words, and the n'toh
naver varfod.

“Then wo'd botter got on with 14"
sald Nosta, “That last erash pot me
right oft—but I ahall have & train to
catoh presently, and I'va got to
Enow, about Jim befors I go."

Caroline bad taken another step,
but these words halted hor, She had
not moant to llsten, but whon Nesta
eald, "I'va gol to know about Jim,"
ehe knew that she was golng to lls-
ton, If there wis anything Lo know
abont Jim, ahe was golog to know
it Bhe heard the woft sound of some-
ane moving, and the gurgle of wa
ter or somo other Hguld. The smooth
tonpless volea nald;

“Look Into the pool,”

“What nhall | spe? Supposs [ don't
see anything.” This was Nesta,

“I don't may you'll seo, nor what
you'll seo—there's no saving. If yon
dott't poo nothing, thers's no harm
donn, Look in the poal”

Slionca fell on the room—a ourl:
ous slleuce, envlofed by the sound
of restlosn, hurrying wind and dis.
tant thunder, It wan llke the stil]
place at the centor of the atorm.
Carollue odged forward and looked
round the seroon. »

The room was full of a half light
oxcept for ono bright patoh—a Ught
directed downwards uppn & bowl of
dark hiue gings which appoarsd to
be full of Ink. It was about the size
of & hyacinth howl, and it stood on &
gtool with a worked cross-stiteh top.

On ong aldo of this stool Nnsth
Riddell was kneeling, and op the
othar, In & low arimless chalr sat's
plumyp eldorly woman. Thin must be
the other Caroline—Caroline Bus-
pell, Noatn Riddell's cousin, the
housekeaper at Packham Hall,

Bhe bad a pald flat faco, pals and
plump, and a tight eurled fringe of
fuded balr controlled by a net. Her
hands lay in hor lap, Bhe lennad for
ward over them, watching Nesta,

There was no sound in the room
at all, and the wousd of the wind
and the thunder wan drownec In a
stoady downrush of rain. Time did
not soom to pass; It atood still, Caro-
line stood still, with her hand on the
edge of the screen. She looked at
Nesta, and Neeta looked Into the
bowl of Ink.

volce anawered

L1, at opea tho wiience broke.
Nesta sald in her hard volce:

“I enn't pea dnything but fop.™

“Somotimen the fog comes first,”
enld Caroline Buasell, *Maybe (111
¢lear away."

“Thera’s nothing but fog!" Nes-
ta's voleeswnh frotful, Bhe jorked
hack wuddenly on to her Heolw
“Thera'n nothing but fog golng up
and down ke waves—It makoes me
glddy, I'm rot golung to look aoy
more. | didn't come all the way hare
o do the thing mysel! elther"

Caroline Bussell spoke in her
smooth volea

“*You've not got the patlence—it
neods patlence. And you mustn't
have your thoughts all churned up
pelther—you might as well go stir
ring up the mud in & pond and then
expoct to seo cloar to tha bottom.”

Do It yourself!™ snld Nesta snlk-
-“" *That's what 1 came hete tor, If
deould do It I'd hava done It at
home, and no need to come all this
way."

Carollue Duksell loansd down and
ook up the bow! of ik, Sho sot It 1o’
Aho hollow of her Jap axd'drow, the
Inmp so that the'light'shone upon it:
Al lor movetents: were, slow,
Tgmooth, and nolseless. The Ught
from the lamp ulope down dn the
bowl of Ink and on two pals, plump

hands and a fold nf._ln;uath brown |’

skirt. Nasta Riddell was just a shad
oW nOW.

Caroline bagan to fasl afrald The
time seamed endless hefors Carollne
Haasell spoke, swaying forward a
Httle,

"Ank—the fog Is liting*

Noata knelt up. The movement
brought har almont to the edge of
the lght agaln.

"Where's Jim? That's what [ want
to know, Whers is he?"

€aroline Busasll began to apeak
slowly and mdnotonously,

"l nee the fog Uftlng—waves
brenKing—a ladge on & cliff—he s
on theledge—"

“What's the good of that? That's
the part I know! Come down to pres-
snt dayd Where x he now?"

Garoline Bussell put up her hand.
Ther she loaned over the bowl of

‘ipk. Her hrooch caught the light

She spbke again:

“Wilndows — blue—windows—up
to the celling and down to the floor
—no, thst's curtaln—blue-—narrow
—like silts—windows llkeo sallts—
narrow—ons, two, thres, four—I'm
In the middle of the room~—I must
turn round—one, two, three, four,
five—five narrow windows like
lita—"

Caroline felt cold water run down
her epine. Caroline Bussell wasn't
looking Into the ink pool now, The
bowl was in her lap, but her hands
bad fallon; they bung straight down
At her ulde ke pale, heavy walghta.
8he had lifted her head, and sat atift.
Iy upright with her eyes fxed on
some point above Nesta's head. The
light that struck upwards showed
har syea pale and set. Her 1{pa hard.
Iy moved as sbe spoke.

“Fiva windows—!lke allts—*

That was the Rlus Room at Hala
Place, Sho had sald bloe. How did
sha know? Cold drops kept running
down Caroline’'s back.

“In bo there? Can you ses him?"*
Nesta's volce was low dut losiatont.

“No—not thers,”

“What room {s 1LY Why do you see
It If he's not there?"

“He bas boan there—I can fesl
him there—I am in the room—I am
turning tn the room—1I am sounting
the windows—ons, two, thres, four,
five—fiva windows—Ilke slits—and
blus ourtains—now the freplace—
desp hearth—china candlestloks—

broks It—now the door—I am still
tirning—he came through the door
~foar Jumped out at him and he ran

s bed sst back In the wall—hepd-
ploce, footpleces, and four ponts—
tha bod draws him—Iif he reaches it
—no, not yst—not now—baoause of
tha other—"

ESTA leansd closer.

“What room s 1tT Whers ia IL?
Why do you keep on deseribing 1t?
Wharae is it7"

Caroline Bunsell snt silant.

“Can't you seo where It 1a? Yém
haven't told me noything at all”

YEight — green — stones —" aald
Carollos Bussell.

Neata made an abriipt movement.

“Whore are they! In that room?
Arp they in that rosm?"

“Bight—gresn—" Sha awayed a
Hetle, stiffly lka a fgure carved th
wood. "Elght—grean—atones—five
windows—Iike alita—I am counting
the windows—"

“You've countad them!" sald Nes-
ta angrily. “You don't need to start
all that agaln! Got back to the
stones! Whers are the slght green
slones?™

Onaroline  Bussell swiyed from
alde to side. The white of her eyea
showed all ronnd the irs. Her
voloa draggod, A

“Plve windows — hlue — count —
one, twu, thras, four, ivo—hearth—
door—had—"

“Whore are the smeralds?™ aald
Noata 1n s furlous whispar,

Qaroline Bumsell gave a violent
start. 8he sald In a loud, hoary volea,
“He's allve,” and the bow! of Ink
tited over. The Iok ran down over
hoer brown skirt, soaking into it. The
bowl alipped off her lap and broke.

Nosta jumpod up with an angry
axclamation, but after that onas vlo-
lont start Caroline Busssll sat quite
still, blinking her eyes. Shs did not
seem to notlce the ink that was
soaking fote har dress, After & mo-
mant alie sald fn a bewlidered volos:

“Didyou know that he was allve?"

Carollne tao_k threa steps back-
warda and opansd the door. The
dark winding atalr was bofore her.
Hho went: down Nall a dogen stops
on tiptos, holding ‘her Hreath, snd

bind] har,

i, - M o Invdstigates
Sy Mangay: Invintaston.s

VILA'S SON OROERED
COMMITED ASYLN

LO8 ANOILES, Nov. 8.—3"—Fan-
¢ho Augustin Villa, .year-old son
of the Iate Maxioan guerilin genoral,
war adfudged tnsatis WNIay and 8u-

= T s — ¥

perior Judge Thomas Couwld andefed
nim ommmitied to the state hoapital
at Rorwalk,

WA Ulfering from dementia prascox

ono of them is broken—I think be |

away—! am turning again—thers is |

then ran aa it:thara ware Wolvas be.. |.

(Capyright, 1008 32 B, Lipgindart 0o, |

Phyalclans nported he

PHONE REVENUES
TAKE SHARP DROP

SAY TRANCQIBCO, Nov. 1. —( —
The Pacllic Telephony company re-

porta  total consolidsted opersting|fell ahort of dividend requizements |
Tevenues for ihe company and Wby 8-480374, 67 somewhat fariher
associated corporations amounted wlr.--::n the mark than in the 1033 pe-
$85,061,68 in the firat. nine montha| riod. when the deflcit after divi-
of this year—a substantial drop from | dends was 1936,167,

the #72020084 In revenues of the ———
corresponding period of 1033, Naotice.

Net income In the firat nine montha| Frotect the binda Get your “No
was $10352,126 thiv yeas compared  Hunting, No Treapaasing” signs at the
with $12.230.088 lust year, | lvh Department of the Mall Tribune

The net earnings thus far this year ! 28-30 N, Grape,

DURANTE'S NOGE
S COPYRIGHTED

WASHINGTON, Nov. 2. — (1 —
Jimmy Durante’s “schnosrla™ has

brought him such popularily that be
ta trylng to copyright his nams even
againat use on foods and watches.

A atring of long numbers at the
ocopyright offics tall the efforta of
Durants.

Already registration number 207.-
534 of October 31, 1033, protects him
on \lg sa® puszies and other games.

Pending are his applications 388
TIE on Jewslry; 330,778 on foods;

330,774 on clothing, and 339,777 on
watches =nd watchioba,

Copyright officialy said thoss pend-
ing might reach thelr final atages
before the end of the yoar.
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8 Photes — liw few daya only.
Peasley Studlo, opp. Holly theater,
—_—

Dance At Lake Cretk CGrange hall
Saturday night, Butle Falls orcheatrs,

SMATTER POP—

By C. M. PAYNE

INE RBaEw

ACHIP OFFA t
Yer sadouldER M
IT 8TATRTS
A "l"'llé HT

Noup Have

‘Yo Fira4T

YoUuRGELF
|

s 15 & PooR PLace

Yo EXPERIMeENT !

No ONE Wikl ToTHER
SMoul CHIP ARSUNTD

| TAILSPIN TOMMY —Getting The Lay Of The Land!

|

| 1 ECIA
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ToOMKING! 1N
ALL PROBABILITY
DBROWNIE CRACKED

UIHO ARTS
YARN

DouaT ABOUT SUC
5
o

LIKE

ITS HARD To SAY, BUT 5
THEY S cabe UP 4
WHEN THERES ANY 5§

A VISHAP. -~ ESPECIALLY

D)

HE WAS A NATURAL
H BORN FLYER AND
WAS IN THE Al
MAIL SERVICE
SECAUSE

—

: Am;w%sbgtrn?mac- NC

By EDWIN ALGER

OW=-AND THIS 1S THEV
LL HAVE TOGO
DOWN THERE -~

on m,RRicn' SF \

= OURIVARGEST/SHIBRPING TERMI=

1 VERY/TROPICAL LINEIBOAT

POTS(RIITHERE  ANDIEITHER TAKES
ONIEREIGH TWORPLTSUT OER —~ WE
HAVETHREEIIMMENSE WAREHOLSES
ANDEROMITHE DAY I BOUGHT TRE,
e COMPANY THERE

- BEGAIM A SYSTHEM

OF ARNITNET

WHIGH== J1

i

PELARND WE HAVE anNE

-

—~HAS COST US THOLSANDS OF

DOLLARS IN CLAIMS AND LOST US
QUNT OF BUSINESS -~
?ro SOMETHING  YOU

F AMND WHERN
IT DOESHT,

THEY TRY A

NEW SHIPPING

by

COMPANY,
EH? [

[ PRECISELY Y THAT'S ITTTHATS YL/
WHY MY COMPANY, THE TROPICAL /
LINE 1S GOING TO POT, AND /
AM COMPELLED, BECA

»}‘/ ]
I J r"
"ALLRIGHT, "

LMCLE 11
vl

(4]

By SOL HESS

OF YouR TIME T

S ST i
gLy EE. C L
HANVE A FEW MIVUTES MY TIME BUT IF IT was

KOW, LET ME TELL SouU

VALUABLE ,YOoU COULD
JHAVE 1T
o y IF HE WaNMTs A

MAKE HIFM P

SEEETEIN

F THIS HULUSBAUD OF Yours comes | THAT SOUNDS
BARGOINING FOR A DNVORCE,ASK (VERY RE
HIM FI0000 AND DOMT TAKE
A CENT LESS THAN Y7500,
NORCE

T HE

BRINGING UP FATHER

He was taken (nto custody Monday in
oomplaint of Xhis guardian. Menry
Beldner, who told the authoritiea that

Villa, sines he recently algned & cons
tract to play in a motioa pleture
deplcting his fathers’ career, had adt-

HAVIN' QUR SON'S

o4 atrangely.

NOW IS THE

TIME
/

WELL*MAYBE MAGGIE |'S RICHT,

FRIENDS SPEND THE DAY

WITH HIM - T LU KEED M

IN THE HOUSE ANYWAY -
"

L SHOW THAT OLD CRAB WHEN

1 MAKE A DEAL

1 COULD HAVE CLOSED THE DEAL
5000 _ A REAL BARGAIN .

FOR
NOW LET WimM

| =

FOR MiM, IT'S CHEAR,

SO SHOPPING

FOR GQODNESS
SAKE = WHAT IS THATS
1T A0UNDS LiIkKE A

COLLECE

© i, g Prccn el bee, Oro Bl s me

By George McManus

Iz

MACCIE - THOSE COLLECE acoys

ARE PLAYIN' FOUT-BALL IN THE
PABLOR AN THEYRE USIN' ME
SlLic HAT FER THE BALL "

4 THERE'S TWO LESS OFF
THE PAND ALREADY -

There's No Guesswork in Tribune A. B. C.




