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“could find out Gomething mbout

. erucial and walghty minglon, He had
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AYNOPEIR: Curt Tennyton and
Paul BI. Clalr, wvlh  Ralph and
Howya Nichols. just have drives
off a tand of Kicsohea Indians,
who had beew (nspived to attock
them %u LaNolr. half+bresd agent
of fgor Karakhan, the smillionoire
crook whom wri and Faul ore
tracking down, Curt and Bomya,
iq whom Curt by much interestéd,
‘kave rescued Tenn=0g, a Kiosohas
#hnk fn the fipht, ond learn that
LeNolr myateriolaly hay ordered
that Nowva nat be injureds

Chapter 25
SUDDEN DECISION
ILL this band of yours atiack
us agnin tomorrow night” he
smked Tonn-Cg, “or walt till they're
ttrengthoned by Siam-Kinle's men?"

Tonn-Og sald positively they
would walt. It was anly at LeNoir's
Inalstence that they had not done so
In tho first place.

“How long will 1t bo till these
other men got hore?

It would take a runner two suns
pod two nlghts to reach Blam-
Klale's band, and three suns and
two nights for the band to comn
south,

Curt' continyed his gquestioning
for & while but learned nothing
more of any great importancs. The
Intormation that it would he saveral
@nys bofore tho other Klosohoes
gould get thore gave him an idea.

His body nched, kis braln was all
fagged; the old leg wound that
caused hiz llmp was palnlng him
dully, as it always did wheo ho was

tatlon to tie up to the bank and go to
alsep almost overwhalmed him.,

near exbaustion. At times the temp- |

af health, lsaved a warning to the |uors found harmful in any degee,
publie today not to buy lquor la-
beled “whiskey blend” or “wiiakey
compound™ uniess the label speri-

fleq the nature of the blend. —“_‘:_""
Dir. Wynne declared the publie A gavel from & branch of

should be |nformed of what it wpa the Ceneral Bherman tree In Be-
getting before the purchase { quola nstions] park, Californis, has

His warning followed an sutlier an- | been placed (n the museum of the
nouncement the board of health was | Warm Springs Foundation at Warm
| Bpringa, s,

WARN PUBLIC OF
BLEND WHISKIES

NEW YORK, Dee. 15 —(AP)—Dr
Shirley W. Wynne, city rmnmmlmm" prépared to place an emburgo on lg-

WASHINGTON . Dec.

SRR 2 N COMPROMISE
MITCHELL CASE

Acting Secretary Morgenthau mld to-

¢day he had declined a compromise
it L. income tax case againat Chatles
E. Mitchell, former hesd of the Ma-
tional City bank, and “will p

———
I'1= interest to proceed with the ordl-
nary legal processes and collect the
taxt

Mitchell was soquitted in eriminal

with the ordinary legal p and
collect the tax.™

Morgenthau voluntesred only the
following brief asnnouncement to

15 —{AP)— | newsmen;

“1 have decided 1t is in the puh-l

P ings regarding his (ncome tax
returpas but the government has a
eivll case to collect taxes it clulma
are dile. Morgenthau anid the freis.
ury had been snked to sottle the rase
but had declined.

S'MATTER POP— By C. M. PAYNE

Daybreak found him stumbling exs
haustodly across & long portage tan
miles up the Inkitimwah. When the
sun rose, he was halfway to hin goal.
At an ovorfalls pool ho atripped off

swirl (o refresh himsalf, and then
forged ahead.
At mid-morning he paddled put

winter home.

enbln nestied under the ploes, his
glistening amphiblan wan riding at
anchor, With a great sigh of rellef
he dipped his weary paddle and
honded for the ship. An exultation
lightaned his wearinoss. Time and
distance, man's two old enomles In
the vast North, dwindled to nothing
when ono stepped into a plane.

Smash eams out of the cabin and
caught the prow of the canoe as it
nosad ashore.

"Hullo, old man! I began to think
you wasn't galog to show up at all™
Ho notleed Curt's haggard face, the
lines of exhaustion. *"From your
lookn, you just did got here”

"How loog've you been walling?”

Bonya mada the

His poarty would not need hlm dur
ing that time. Ho cortalnly eould put
that freedom to good use. For one
thing be conld keop that rendezvoun
with Smaah; and for anothor he

Bonya—who she was, what lay be
Hind thin strange trip of hers.

Sha hersell would not tell bim, but
ha bolloved he could easily enough
&ot at the truth by a roundabout ble
of strategy.

More and more he had bscame
eonvinced that her trip was some

made up his mind to stop his own
search temporarily and msee bor
through; but he could do nothing so
long ks ho was worklig In the dark.
His hunt tor Karnkhan was already
AL & standstill; sho was all tingled
up in 1t and he was hampered by a
oldmay party. The quick and clean.
eut way of handling the muddied sit-
uation was to fud out her minalon,
drive It through for her, and then go
alter Kurakhan,

Qutalde the tent he and Paul
talked his plann over and agresd on
them,

“I'd bettsr leave now,” Curt con-
eluded. "When day breaks ['ve got
1o be far enough away from here
that the Klosohsos oan't spot me.
Booak my canoe down to the lower
and of the Island, Paul. Don't let
thesa othars know what you're do
Ing, Put in one blanket, ona puddie
and a bit of grub.

"Now, Paul, you'll be in oharge
Bore while I'm gone. Everythingll
bo up to you Keop a good guard at
night, nnd make Frangols and Jooku
walk the chalk lins*

T the fire he talked : fow words
with Bonyh, who was making
the Indlan some hot broth. Paol
eams back presently knd gave him
the aign that all was ready. Blip
plng away from carp, Cart hurried
down to the canon, pushed off, and
erosxed the dark lake to the [aki
Hmwah mouth.

Not untll he started up the river
on hls lone trip did bo realize how
desporntoly tired he wam. Three
elghis handrun without aleap, the
brush {n the pass that mornlng and
the Nght two hours ago—Iit was the

elimax to & whole wesk of hoavy
straln,

Indlan hot broth,

“Thres days.”

“Huvo any ftroubls uniing the
plaos 1

“Not n speck. That chart was a
boaut." Out of sympathy for Curt's
tiredoess, be mobly supprossod all
the questions bolling inalde of him.
“What d'you say—whnt's on deck?”

URT beached the canve and un

tied the mooring ropoa of the

plane, “We're leaving here. You take
tha controls.”

Inslde the cabin he unfastened the
mechanle's seat and renr place,
stowed them In the fuselage cubby,
and made himsslf a pallet on the
foor,

Smash climbed iz with the colled
ropes, *Where to, old man? North,
enat, south, waat, or atralght up?™

“South,” Curt bade. “Ta Van.
couver. And don't 1ot any ducks
roost on your pontoons while you're
gotting there.”

Bmash started the motor, stood
out upon the lake, lifted tha ship
onto the step, took off, and alreled
for altitude. High nougl to elear
the ranges, he hoaded south,

As he passod over the firsl tower
Ing snow-cap, he glanced down at
his partner. With packehuta for a
plilow and an arm bent nnder his
head, Curt was dead alnoap.

It was the stopplng ot the engloe
that rousad Curt. He had bocome so
accuatomed to the throbbing roar
through many hours that the sudden
allence Jarred him wide awnke,

Ho st up, trying to glace himaelf.
With holmet nikew Smash was
alumped down |n the pllot's soat,
dog tired, m dilapidated clgarotte
hanglng from hin lps, Outalde some
hody was warplng the plane along
alds a pler and making it fast.

Ho slld open & panel and looked
out. It was early dusk. Thay wers
I= some good-alzed clty—a mass of
bulldings stood limned mgninst the
tky, and (oo the distance stretched
long rows of avenus ights,

"Where are wa, Smash—Prince
Rupare ™

Bmanh atared at nim. “Hail's balls,
man, you're In Vaneoyveri™

“Vancouver? Alroady?™

“You mean all day. You'ra boen
battiog It off for ten hotrs stealght”
{CopurloNt. 1003 Willlam B. Mowery)

Tamerraw, Curt takes up the dif-
feult trall ef SanyN.
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Roseburg Loads

First Broccoli
ROBEBURG, Ore., Nec. 18—~ {AP)=
The first carload of hroccoll from
the Umpqua walley ta balng Ioaded

Ill'.'r' today and s expected te be sold |

an the horthwest market The car
s made up of deliveries from the ini-
mediate vicinity of Roseburg and I
|!rom an excopttonally early strain,
| na the major poartion of the crop will
not mature until in March nr April.

his clothes, bathod in the loy greem |

upon the lake that was old John's '

]
On the south ahore, where & log |
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
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TRYING TO AVOID THE TEMPTATION
O PEEK, WHEN PUTTING YOUR HUSBAND'S
CLEAN SHIRTS AWAY IN THE DRAWER IN WHICH
YoU KNOW HE HAS RIDD
CHRISTMAS FRES

YOUR

(Copyright, 1933, by The Bell Syndicats, Ina)
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TAILSPIN TOMMY—One Too Many Rumors For Skeeter!

By GLENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST

OKAY, CHIEF, I'LL
RAB MY_HECHET
AND GE READY

HEY, HURRICANE.!
HOW'S ABOUT
IT?

COME O, SKEETE-YOU MAY AS
WELL GO WITH ME--\T MAY
BE JUST ANOTHER uu&ma

TWO ENGINEERS FOR A
CONBTRUCTION COMPANY
i THE " LUPE" MOUNTAINS
WIRED THE CRIEF THAT

L

WHAT HANE THEY
BEEM WAIT

FoR:

I

/I HOTE TD
SdY /7 BUT
v BEFIrIN'

BOUND TO WIN—Another Shooting

IT VAS S0 LATE UNMDT You

HAF NOT COME HOME! THE
SHOOTINGS VAS AT THE SAME

PLACE ,THE TROPICAL LINE,
LNDT THIS TIME ANOTHER MA|

ACH, BENT [ VAS 80
Vﬂﬂ;ﬂ DI You VAg

NO H
SHOOTINGS, ENT?

MOOTING
. WHO'S =

hid s BE 19 KILLED ALREADY YETY MY, MY,
= SHOT 7 . MY, BUCH DOINGS
- ‘/l = ! i - T :}
N / / AL T &7 /
' i ' y
o A ’t_ /
-1
/ A / h
(N 1
v

¥ HE VAS A NEW NIGHT H
) VATCHMAN UNOY THE
{ PoLicE HAE NOT

VUM WHO KiLL
HiM--HE VAS VALKING lu
RSN OF -

By SOL HESS

1 GOTTH HURRY_ | GOTTA CATCH
™IS GL BITT WHILE TM MAD.

oW O 1M NOT GOING Y
TO TE HYSELF WHAaT I'M '
GOWG TO TELL SOMEBODY ELSE!
™ GO it -] 1

MR NEBS, MR BITT CHECKED

OUT - HE SAID THAT HELL SEND
A CHECK FOR WHAT HE OWES.
1 DIDNT HOLD HIS BAGEAGE .
NOU KMOW YoU SAID HIS
ACREDIT \WAS ’

- oobD

.}Nh_‘_‘;:h‘__- -'-I
BRINGING UP FATHER

IVE GOT FIVE _
MINUTES 15 GET
TO THE DEPOT BEFDRE)
THE TRAIN LEAVES -

Pl

1 HEARD You AND

INTO THE OLD B8US AS
FAST AS IT CAN TAKE
r'r.ng‘s STILL GOT A GOOD.

I rrads lark g

TR P i

WELL | MUST BR oN
PAY Wil | SWONDER
W HAVE EVERWY.
THING ?

YO MUST

HMAVE - THERE
AINTNOTHIN
LERT ind THE

WORRMY -
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© 1098 King Panrerm Seadione, lac.
Gaver Brivan rghem rewrrved

By George McManus

HELLO-DINTY' SEN

UP STy DDLLAQQ.;
WORTH OF CORMED
BEEF AN’ CABBAGE

There’'s No Guesswork

n Tribune A. B, C. Circulstion
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