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Chapter #1
i HE MAJOR CALLS

B JIM RANDAL entered the fres

Hupary in Ladiington, a car
stopped atf Misa Patsy Arhuthnot's
wicket gata and a small Aapper man
gobl out. Ha alunmaed tha door of
the ear behind him, clicked open the
gote, marghod jp the path to the
front door, and dollvared a smart
yat-tat,

Ho wore an alr of military im-
patfence, und after the hriefest of
intervaly his knock wns repeated,
and do loudly as to bring Palsy Ann
put of the scullory without waiting
to dry her hande, Hor copatornation
was conalderable st finding the
Chint Constable on the doorstep at
{ noh an honr—the breakfust things
not cloared away; her fest—Palsy
was proud of her fest—in her old:
eat shoes: and hor hands and arms
dripping with the geranium dye in
which she had just immemted an
sged pink sporis cont.

Hor ealor rope, She put up 8 hand
to her hady, 1oft & gruesoma staln on
her tample, and sald I8 an agitated
woloe,

“Oh good morning, Major Ander-
pon—1'm dyaing."

Hang it all, tha girl looksd ss if
sha had been kiiling s pig.

With this In the back of his mind,
he removed his hat and sald, “Good
mornlog.”

“I'm afmid P'm sn oarly visltor,”
ha procesded, “hut I've come on a
malter of business, Pathaps I might
goa Miss Lofgh*

Putny indicated a cohalr, apolo-
;l:.:ﬂ for the bronlfast things, and

upntalrs in despalr to inform
Carollnoe.

"Major Anderson S downstalrs,
and my coat's only half done—and
Just look at mel"

Caroline waa dusting her dross-
{og-table. Sho stralghtened uvp with
Der back to Patsy.

“Major Andersant®

“Yed — Lhe Ohlel Conatable —on
buslness, What ean ha want? He
w#aked for yon, L must just get soma
of this atuft off my hands. Do como
down."

“All right,” sald Caroline without
moving,

Sha put on n little rouge and went
dowin.

Major Anderson was looking out
of the window, He might hnve Yesn
udpiring the dahiine Ho turnod as
#lp elma down the stalr, sald, “How
do you d61" and pulled & chalr away
from tho breakfost table for her,

“Mlss Leigh,” ho sald, “I've called
at what, I hopo, 18 not a vory !ncon-
yonlent hour to make some inguiries
ahout—well, aboot Jim Randnl"”

Carollne sild, "Yes?" Her volce
sotinded deep nnd mournful. It did
not ahake: that was one comfort.

OW, Misa Lalgh" sald Major
Andamon—"porhaps you wonld.
o't mind telling mo when you last
board from Jim Randal"”
SIL wan the Beginting of August,”
sald Caroline,
*Can you glvs mo the datet
*Yoa—tho fourth
“Wonld you mind telling me what
e sald
MOl no It was Just & fow lines. |
was stayiug with Mred. Oglivie at
Cralgelinchle. Jim was coming there
too. He wrote to say he would take
& steamer ap the coant”
“Dld he say what steamer?™
*No.*

*Did you hoar again?™

*No, we dldn't™

Malor Andernon loaned forward.

“Had you any reason to suppose
thut hs wos on the Allce Arden?”
His emall, sharp groy syos fixed
Caroline,

"W thought he must have baen.”

“Whyt

“Ho didn't come, and he didn't
writo.”

"L see. You say he didn't write,
You'ra sura of that? You're sure he
hasn't communtcatod with you since
the wreck of the Alles Arden?”

“Quite sare,” sald Carcline. Bhe
wonfared whother thin was a lle
What wan “communjeating ™

“Now, Miss Lelgh—~! bellova you
weant to the Elston eottage hospital
In rosponss o & broadeast moasago
olating thut they bad o man thers
who appoarad to have loxt hia mem:
ory. It was bellaved that his name
was Jim Riddell, or Ragdal You
went there?"

HYeu"

*You dldn't see the man™

“No—hls wife had taken him
away,"

“Yous, his wite—and lett no ad:
droes."

“She sald his name waa Riddell”
sald Caroline. She hoped ahe dld not
say it too qulckly.

“Yon were satisfied that it could
not have been Jim Randal?™

“Jim isn't married—she said M
waa hor husband.”

“And you've heard nothing from
your conaln sinca then®™

Tha telephone bell raug on the
other elds of the room. Caroline had
never heen so glad to bear anything
in her life, Sha went over to the faol
of tha stalr and lifted the recelver,
An slis did so, Patay's door opensd
and Patsy’'s volce called to her,

“l expect that's Jenny to know
whather I'm coming to the treasure
hunt this svening. If i is, tell her ]
ean't

“I'm o sorry,” sald Caroline over
her shoulder to Major Andarson.
Then she put the receiver to her ear,
and heard Jim say,

“Carollne—"

It was the most parnlyzing shock.
Jim—telephoning to her—and the
Chlef Conatable exnctly three yards
away, walting for an answar to hls
quastion: “And you'vae heard noth
Ing from your cousin slnoe then?"
P&TE? was coming down ths

stairm

“I'm mo sorry, Major Andorson, but
I was slmply drenched with dya. Do
forgive me for belng o long. Caro:
Iina won't he o moment, Jenny Ross
hna got a treasurs hunt this eveniog,
and I safd perhaps I'd go, but I don't
think I wiil I don't care for them
really, nnd after inst nlght—Waan't
it a frightful storm? I don't think 1
over remember anything worse than
that last crack of thunder. Carollte
was out, and I was dreadfully nery.
oun*

“Yoo, yea,”" sald Major Asderson
~"Mlss Ross' treasure hunt—] hope
1t will b fine. My nephew Jack is
golog, I belleve, I hope there will be
no more thunder.

Caroline spoke into the telephone.

“Yos?"

“COaroline, 1've just rung up to sey
I'va hnd to go off. You musin't go
thera agaln. Qood-bye, doar."

“Walt" sald Caroline, "Wait"
Hae lips were so stiff that abe could
hardly got them to move, How was
she to find words that would mean
nothing to Patsy and Major Ander
son end yoet stop Jim from golng
away where she couldn’t find him
or get fnto touch with him?

Bhe had te give him Susle Vano
Borg's mossago and to let him know
tho frightful danger he was In,

1 musin't walt,” aald Jim, “Don’t
worry."

"Whore are you ringing from1™

As ahe walted for Jim's answer,
atio heard Major Andorson aay to
Patsy,

“Then you believe thal your
cousln was drowned?"

" Then Jim:

“Ledlington post offce. I can't
stop.”

Carollne's hoad cloared suddenly.

AUTHOR'S FORTUNE
S DEEP NIYSTERY

THICAGO, ‘{o
wmpt to solve the last
cooted by John l[o"mnn

E—(T Fi—An ut: nge of 63,

dime detective talte, will be made t3-
morrow by the executor of his eatate,

The reward for the comrect aolu-
tion may ba $600.000.

A court arder was isaued todhy pers
mitting Dr. Elmer Holfman, brother
of the slderly author, to search the

houss in which he died fn 1028, at the

Dt Hotfman believea that

somewhers 0 the gloomy old hulld-

fling, losked up with all ite furnishk-

| told

| ings intact aince the death of his
brother, he will find & mising half
milllon dollsss in afocks and bonda
Dz, Holffman anid that his brothes
him & short tims before his
death that he waa worth $500,000,
| Only $30,000 in aascls has been dis-
covered, {ncluding the hotas,
—_————
Fuel Off deliverad the modern way.
Cull 818 Eada Transfer.

paper the U, 8. department of agris
culture has just sued a new buls
letin entitled “Game Lawas for the
Season  1083-34," which contalns &
summary of the provisions of federl,
state and provincial statutes.

Thls bulletin (s Issued in order to

GANIE PROTECTION
FAGTS AVAILABLE e o v T s e

Regarding the matter of game 1AW |relation of restrictions on hunting to
violutions recently considered in this'the future enjoyment of the sport

and to aid federsl and state law-ens
forcement afficials n the ndministra=
tion of the migratory bird treaty and
Lacey acts, and other laws tor the
eopservation and restoration of gamse,
Coples of this bulletin may be ae
cured by writing to Congreasman
James W. Mott, Salem, Oregon,
Phooe 842, We will haul away your
refuse. Clty Sanitary Sarvice.
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Sho bant down to the mouthplece
and apoke In quite a natural volce,

"Walt a moment—you don't forget
you'ra coming to Jenny Ross' trean
ure hunt, do you? They won't begin
while it's Ught, so wo'd better meet
abont nine."

“What are you talklng nbout?
Caraline, you've get to keep out of
this"

Caroline nchisved a lnugh.

Y1 ean't stop elther—I've got n
vialtor, I'l ba at the snd of Neata's
riad—1 ean't remember Its name—
at nine o'elock, Wil that be all
rlght "

“Caroline, you'ra not to coma!l 1
ean't bo thore.

“¥ery well, I'll be thore at ninoe.
v+ + Yoa, ot coursa Il come—I
wouldn't miss it for anything.*

Bhe huog up the recelver and
tarned to face tha room.

"That wasn't Jenny?" sald Patsy.

“No," sald Oaroline.

Major Anderaon rosn to his feet,

"It you bave any nows of your
counin—" He stoppnd, said “H'm!"
and changed the construntion ot bis
sontonca, “If your ocousin whould
commiunieata with elther of you, will
you ask him to get In touch with ma
as noon as poxsible—in his own In-
teresis—" Heo checked himself for
the second time.

It was more than probable that
Jim Randal would never eommunl-
cate with anyone again, since he had
sithor been drowned or elsa had the
yory sirongoeat motives for moking
Wlmaelt searce. A bhad  husinass.
Used to be & damn nles youngster,
Wall, well.

He gol loto hle ocar snd drove
Away.

{Dopyripht, 1938, J. B. Lippinsott 0a.)
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LOGG]NNG PERMITS TO
COME FROM THOMAS

BALEM, Nov., B (AIM—All logging
permita henceforth will be isued by
the publie utilities commissioner, and
not by the stats highway commia-

wan, 1t was ruled today, The com=
misslon made the order follawing le-
Kal Interpretation of the bus and
trick law which stated the lasuance
of permita to haul loge over high-

wals comes under the jurisdiction of

NOW IS THE

the utilities commiasioner,

TIME
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GOOD HEAVENS , CARTAIN | A
COLLING, THIS ISTERRIBLE [&59

EWS! STEALING OLR ;
MERCHAND'IEE WAS BRD
EMNOUGH . BUIT MOW THIS,
MURDER
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1 MUST GET BACKTO MY NO,
SHIP, COLONEL BARMNES — § CAPTAIN--
I HAVE A CAB WAITING THANK
FOR ME BELOW, BLYT YOoL)
CANT SPARE ANOTHER THANK
MINUTE —— 1S THERE L ==
T quNY'mmG

MURDERT! MURDERT
M SENDING BEN WEBSTER,
THE ONE PERSOMN L LOVE

BOVE ALL OTHERS
WORLD, INTO THAT K\ND oF

F\'l'\-l’D
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By SOL HESS

How Do 1 FEBLT crear/ W

THAT WATER NOU HAVE I-IE,R‘E. ]I

=1 WOoOULD PUT FEP INTO i
A DEAD SNAIL

L CAME HERE BROKEN
DENAIN
MINID, AND THANNKS TO
1 AmM BACK ON MY FE
AKND THEY JUST WANT

I HEALTH AN DN
3 m:,"u_\

(ur; DOMT HAVE
TO THAWK ME o
HE SHOoULLD

ET
TO

HES SORE BECAUSE 1 DOMT MAKE
BITT EAT QUR REGULAR DINNMNERS, AND
1 cAN HARDLY BLAME HIM, THAT FELLOwS
CHELCK AT EVERY MEAL LOOKS LiIkKE THE
- STOCK RECORDS OF

THe COMMHISsSARY.

AMBROSE 1S PAYING FOR IT, AND WE'S
CWVER HERE BVERY NIGHT cuEC\-cluG up,
AND

THOUGHT ARGUT WORK
'™ GO TO QY YO A
JOB 1IN A Barnw

G SIOW AN TIRED OF [ [F L1 = >

SEEIN'YOU TTIN WON'T '&“U'JC‘“'@:S‘*C:;‘-_\E&!& C._S.EBY. o
ARCUND DOIN MOTHIN MIND BEIN e NT.‘. AN = +HE, L.CC‘T AN

AUT READ AN TALK A VICE HOWUR AGO o
AB/OUT FOOT BALLATS PRESIDENT -
ABOUT TIME vou GAVvE TO START

There's No Guesswork in Tri

bune A. B. C. Circulation



