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Chapter 60
DESPERATE WOMAN
ARPEK was naking himealf how
It wan possihle that this modish
beauty could be thrics n murderess
=—Allns Croyden was aaking herself

how much of hor story this Seb
geant of D tives had

noarly as distinctive as a Angarprint
itsnlt”

He spoke deliberatsly, "Boms ona
struck the top of that tabls four or
five timen with a clanchod fisl,  That
BuUggests a quarrel or an argumant,
The marks wers made by that ring
you ars wearing, Mra, Croyden. The
dlagonal setting of those two dia-

*I have been eavesdropplog, Mr.
Harper,” she announesd aimply, as
ona who puts Q. B. D, at the end of &
domonntration In geometry,

Harpor relaxed, the tonsoness eas-
fng from muscles Inatinotively
braced sgninst the posaible Impact
of fiying stesl. The woman was
sane and collected, at all events,
But her right hand was still Iovisl-
ble, and there was no slgn of waver
ing in the sot lines of her mouth or
ths look in her oyes.

Aline Croyden noticad ihls fugl
flva Inpse of nttention, “'Please
don't Lry anything herole, she
apoke through tight lips. “8it down
=gver thero"

Harper, with an alr of casualoess,
took the cha'r she indlented. “This
Is yary dramatic, but quite useless,
you koow," hie objected,

Hor oyos burned at him, suddenly
alive. “Lhad to be sure!’ She ahiv-
erod a little, “As soon ns laaw your
foce—"

The detective leaned forward.
*Mru, Croyden, let us talk thls situn.
tlon ovor quietly betwoen ourselves.
Gunswaving s out of place at this

stago. ‘Thero must hara been soma |

terrible driving power that foromd
you to sncli lengths. Only you can
stato what that was, Joseph Dona-
ghy'n partin [t I onn guoss, but the
othar—1"

“I did not come here to talk. I
felt you getting closer and clossr to
tho molutlon, and I had to soe It you
ranlly knew, You forced my hand
by golng riter my sistor and.] larre,
They have nothing to do with this
matter, and at least [ can have the
final deconcy to shoiilder my own
burdons, And for your own safoly
1ol mo repeat your warning to Jo-
soph Donnghy—you can hang & par-
aon only once, Remember that and
Aat accordingly. . . . Have you & gun
in your pocket?"

Harper aliook his head. "I carry
ons only on spocial occnsions, "You
may soarch me If you like," he add-
od, half rlaing from the chalr,

“gIt still! If you move or make &
nolse I'll shoot!" Thors was no
mistaking the atssly ring of that
voloe.

"Come, now," Harper protestad,
*Even it [ had a gun in my pockst I
wouldn't try to beat you to the draw,
That fsn't necessary. You ecant
bluft me, Mra. Croyden. You'rs the
oho In lhn dangoerous spot, and you
can't shoot ¥our way out of 1t this
timo, My advico is to glve In grace-
fally."

“I ahnll @acape,” shas roplied confl«
doatly, “Do you supposs I would
plan everything else and not arrango
for that? Everything s ready.™

Harper shook his hoad agaln,
*Youl onn't get awiy, If you shoot
al mo you'll mot gel out of this
house, peranps not out of this room,
And suppose you did escaps tempo-
rarily? Whera could you got To
whom could you turn?

"Tha full machinery of the law
would be turned to tracking you
down. You would be & marked wo
man  wharever you went. You
conlin't even fnd a refuge In the
lowest alums or the underworld.
Thoy'd give you up Io & minute, At
mout, & taw daya of terror and filght,
and you'd ha run down lke & rabbit
hunted by dogs.”

E'LL not argus that polnt"

The maskllke face turned to
him, with its st lines, the shadows
under slveploss oyen, "“Tell me, how
did you know 1"

The detoctive allently pointed to
tha lens on the table.

Miw, ‘Croyden gave it a awift
glance. *1 don't underatand. \What
wera yon lookiog at?”

“T'hat's n professional socrat, Mra.
Oroyden, Buppose you use the lons
for yoursel( 1"

"I would ke to, but I can't trust
yoi. Tell me, ploase” Her volee
suddenly broke In quick pleading.
“NothIng can matter now!"

The dotective thought, It I can
koop on (alking long enouph some
oens will try that door. When that
bhappens I'll clons In and take my
shnnces with her gun,

Ho safd aloud, "When vou camae fo
[ bad fuat mads an important dis-
tovery. Wo had falled bafore (o find
any Nngerprinis on that table, bat 1
Just potlced a number of tiny marks

ds makes an unmistakable pat-
torn. That gave it away."

The woman digested this in al
lence. Bhe lovoked at the ring on her
floger, then, standing &t tho table, |
mads the motlon of phantom anger, |
rapping with knuekles down, “Such |
a samall thing," she murmured.

“Groat results ara ofton moasurad
by amall deviees,” tha detoctive an-
swered.

Shs looked at ths ring again,
“Otherwise, you would met bhave
known 1" she questioned.

“I wouldn't sny that," Harper re-
plled. “It renlly would lave beon
more bafMing to us it Donaghy's
death bad appoared In Ita truo col-
ors.

“Camouflnging it as sulclde really
broke up the puzzle. It was thera
that your logle tripped Itaelt up, for
In order to pin the whols thiog on
the supposed sulelda through his |
‘confession,” you had to glve awny |
tho aacret of that firat escope. A fa-
tal arror, for it prompted mae to look
for the same clun In the second lo-
atance.”

“The same clual" sha repoated.

ES—the sams clue. No matter
how clever the dead, thore is al-
ways an unsuspected clue loft be-
hind. Bometimes we are not alert
oenough tofi 1L He waved toward
the table. “Thoas dlamond marks
ara an Instance. But the clua I re
ferred to was & pecullar cut In the
snow which was ninda whaen the rope
was shakon fron and haulsd back,

“We found that mark In ths be
ginning, but could make nothing of
It. It was only whan wa were put
In possasalon of tho rope itanlf that
its meanlng bocama elonr, Natural
Iy, this Ind me to look In the snow
Agaln after wa found Donaghy, and
thare was the same kind of mark,

"“Thatlabeled it at once as another
murder, In apita of tha typed confas-
alon, the nature of the wound and
the rocovered articlen. That [ngeni.
oun excusa for the absonce of the
blackmall monsy Donaghy had was
susploious, too, for we know ha had
not been away from his room last
night."

“Thanks for the adrice.” Sha draw
hersalt together, alowly pulled the
ring from her finger, and dellborate.
Iy placed It on the table, "I'hils Has
hatrayed ma onee. It would he dan-
gerous to wear It any longer,
wollldn't 1L? Bee that it gets hack
safely to my husband,” she sald
ateadily, “and tell him l'm sorry for
all the trouble 1've causad.”

“Buat, Mra, Croyden, you can't go
away lke this, almply saylng noth-
Ing in your own defense, There must
be reasons, explanations, vou can
glve, You owe It to yourself to pre-
nent your slde of the story. Burely
OMoer Hamlll had done nothing to
warrant hin doath?"

Allne Croyden winced from that
name as from a blow. *1hat Ia tha
real Yurden on my conaclence,” she|
whispered. “I lost my hend—1 wont'

| teamen,

| bodies of marching units,

eragy—1 saw Lhe whols parfoct plan
1bad deslgned denstroyed by Lant one
blind ehange. That wis murder, bit
those other two,” sho finshed with
sdden anger blazing in ber shad
owad oyos, "that was only justice.
I have not & alogle regrot, I had to
une what weapons I could agalnst
thom."

Harper lowered his volea, "Mra,
Croyden, whi was H.D,, reallyt™

"Nelther you, nor any ous, shall
ever know tha'." she answered bit
torly, "Lat hlm lle In the Morgus, let
him go to a Potter's Fleld, I'l never
toll. It's the hoat ha deserves, No.
ons will svoer coma forward to clalin
hlm, allve or dead!™

*I am not prying, I'm marely try-
ing to understand your slory, Mes.
Croyden,” Borguant Harper sald
with simple dignity,

"“Then I'll help ¥out to undevatand,*
slis famed. "I have never beew
hsppy In my marciage, It 1s true that
I had an affalr with that man. As 1
look back now, I hardly know how
It hogan, excopt that I mat hini at a
time when I was unhappy and
atarved for mxaitemaent” She
stopped, miaring blankly at the de
tective, "I woon found 1 had fallan
lato the hands of & beast. I eame
to hate him, tried to break away.”

(Copyright, 101, by Walter €. Browa)

#o the top, and they furnish a clue
=

The cane, tomerrow, takey #
wtartling turn,

1linbls Grows Chinese Cahbage

URBANA, 11 {(Ah—Sauerkeaut made
from Chinose cabbage 1a to be a new
delionay In meala served to 45470 in.
mates In chariiable and penal tnati.
fubiena of Tiilnols,

Ohinest cabbage thrivea under oes-

faln fall weather conditiona inh the
atate that prove harmful to the or-
dinary _d_lhhl_ﬂ arop.

Clty May De ‘Leased’
BACRAMENTO, Cal. (A%—In gold
ruan days, the mining town of Colums
bia came withiin one vote In the legs

ialature of being named ihe eapital
of Calitornla. heoently It wan roveal-
ed by Atltarney Ceneral U A Wenha |
that the atate may leass ithe ghoat |
city for 01 & year as a historieal alte |

—_—— |
Use Mall Tribune want ada, |

CELEBRATION AT
GRANTS PASS 0
INCLUDE: VARIETY

A full day lan't exactly the right
term to be applled to Lhe Fourth of

July celebration in Crants Pass, The
evenis of the doy mre more like a
three-ring circus—whille you are ook
ing at one thing you mias something
elag. By all nre not interested In
the same performance and Morris
Martin, with his elficlent comimnit-
han thought of averyhody
and everything and arranged & pro-
grim so nobody will go home dis-
nppointed,

All can witness the arrival of the
Kiltle band &t 8 In the morning and
follow it up and down Hixth sireet,
Iistening to the stralns of the bag-
plpes. |

At D30 there will be no other
amusements  to  detruck from  the|
wireot aports — Jumplog, climblng a |
greased pole, potato, anck and Shree-
legged races, hicycls races, fat men's
races, etc, mnd not forgetting the |
whter fight botween the two fire)
companlies.

Then comes the parade with Its
homeaback |
rlders, heautifully decorated bleycles,
magnificent floats, the Cavemen with
retiring Quean Vivienne, Queen-lect
Cutherine and the live princesaes, the
oduchtional display by the rnrrnlr)'l
department, Ethe lnigue 40 et B,
barnds, drum corpa and alowis,

Then to the park where there are
tables, shade and sents for the ple-|
nie dinner—ane of Lthe things eagerly
nnticlpated by all. The spedch by

Colonel Tand¥, also the ceremony of | wha

arowning the Cavemen's queen, will

pmb.b])' come belfore the numbers o

rogram begin to overlap,
n!t-rr Ahlc h you will hove 1o choose
what you wowld rather see, Water
npflru from 1 to 3 at the beach in

tm park;: ball gante botween Grants| .

| Paea nnd Medford at the fair grounds
At 2:30. Immediately following the
bpall game the wrestling match be-
tween Ape-Man Cox and Bob Krine,
nlas Lo be staged ot the falr grounds,

In the menntime those not inte
eatad in this type of sport may re-
| birn to Bixth etreet where there w
be music for street duncing for

play of Hrewocka,
) ‘dances (once

Ale government
ampalgn dealgned
armers Lo keep bisl-

COME oN' COMEON (y
¥ GET THAT THING
STARTED —ITS FIVE .
§ O'CLOCK NOW AN =
WERE SUPPOSED TO:
| TEE OFF IN TEN 3
MINUTES ] =

: st AND IF YOU DONT
START TO USE STANDARD
GASOLINE WITH
TETRAETHYL [wg!
™M THROUGH wiTH THIS
FOURSOME Il

SLEEP |'M
P MISSING

8'MATTER POP—

Taidiu s
C'ATS AuD
"Daaa

li:l; Jf

:['E/'

=
RENY,

TAILSPIN TOMMY—A Disagreement!

INGW, LOULE , LOEVE SPENT A
PATROL"- - WHY HAGH THE
TO MINIATURE PROCESS

ON THE BRAND
FIMALE 2

ofF I"‘ONE 50 FAR ON "INDMIGHT
WHOLE PICTURE BY RESORTING

LoT

. EXTRAVAGANZA---

BEN WEBSTER'S8 CAREER—The Full Report

| HAWE TOLD YouU ALREADY
. ADVENTURE PICTURES
TCORPORATION \S FACINE
RECEIVEREHIP BECAUSE OF,
THIS "MIDNIENT PATROLLER]
WeE

GOT TO CcuT

EXPENSES !

THING IN FRANCE" YOU'RE
TECHNICAL DIRECTOR OF

FROM

THIS
PICTURE -- WHAT DO You THINK?

THE

F { WOULD EASBILY
3 DETERMINE A
MINIATUR E

THE

PAUL-YOU'VE GONE THROUGH THE REAL

ACTUAL PICTURE:
| F AT 1S PosSIBLE
1 WOULD STRINGLY
ADVISE ADHERING
Nyl STRCILY To THE

= ORIGINAL SCRIPT

w To Tewl Ya

W/AMT  hAl

(RN Y-T- £
Low vwl-u "
TCAiIms A CAT

\_/-\_:_J‘/
TS
)

(o7 |

By Hal Forrest

LEIRE L

AND DOMT FORGET
THE ¥KID5-- THE

EMBRYONIC FLYERS
OF TOMORROW |F
YOU THINK YOU CAN
FOA THEM, YOURE

A HINIATURE

WOULD CosT HALF
AS CIUCH- LaWY
SHOULD | PAY

OMILE YOouU RE 9
CUTTING EXPENBES,
LOUIE; JUST CuT
ME OFF YOUR PAY
| ROLL=* I'M THROUGH,
UNLESS | CAN
MAKE THIS PICTURE
THE WAY |IT

[ SHQULD BE
MADE !

By Edwin Alger

THE NEBBS_The Lolly Pop

THE SHIP LOOKS EXACTLY AS 6H\
DID IN THE PICTURES TAKEN BY MR.
JEPPARD-OF COURSE, THERE'S SOME

—=SHE'S IN MIGHTY SOUND COMNDITION
FOR HAVING BEEN SUBMERGED O
LONG —1TS ' AS PRETTY A JOB FOR A
DWIHG OPERATION AS TVE SEEN IN

A LONG TIME -THE DEPTH 1S ONLY
ABOL}T SIXTY FEET AND THATS A

DO YOU THINK
IT LOOKS YourGiSH
ENOULUGH , MR BRETZ!

CL

19
BRINGING UP FATHER

AaLL YOuU NEED IS A BIRST
READER UNDER YOLUIR alMm
ARND FOLKS WILL Thlisdk

HOU'RE O WOULIR WAy
m .so-tc::ot.. o

NOUNG T Wi, pMisTal mﬁ.ﬂ{

[

CONIMIE WLl
THATS KMOT ONLY A
SCREAM ,IT'S A

'HQIEK.

WOW! THAT'S A Bamy!
THREE CHEERS FOR THE CHECKS
aNID THE STRIPES - I'LL BET
LIXE THAT oc.rrrr'r_,

[ SAY. DAVE.YOU DIDN'T
PASS ANY O THEM Y
OCTOPLSSIES COMIN'UP
OR GOIN' DOWN, DID YOU?

RN

SRR

NARY A
ONE,

o e, .l
NOW, BEN, REMEMBER 1y AND TLL
1 JUST TOOK TIME TO
GIVE THE SHIPA QUICK
ONCE-OVER--I'LL LEARN [l
MORE 'TOMORRDW—

GO DOWN
WITH

By 8ol Hess

LOO

HOURG (S

WHAT'S THE
MATTER WITH
DoES IT MAKE ME

TOO

I'T?

NOUNGISH | YOU oLGHT T “\i

WOUR MNAME AND ADDRELS
IN YOUR POCKET BECAUSE
IF YOU GET LOST THE

POLICE Wil TRARE

| CL TO THE. |
FOUNDLINGS
HOME.,

By George McManus

QL YO MUST
s-ra.'\r FOR TEA-
| SART TO
H#\VL A LON
CHAT WwWATH wou

T
J\N 1t I'b ‘31}1..»1
NG RIDE-

O - DONT WORRY -
LOTTAILL
DADDY T L‘Ri\-L
NOU HOME-

ADI

GLAD TO SEE
YOW AGAIN-

HELLO- S995-
WE

ELL: IF 'T 1%9MT
MiSS LOTTA
MNURVE-TOO:-\'M

HELLO -DAD:I'LL BE
USBING THE CAR A
LITTLE LATER AS1
MUST TAKE MISD
*‘A NURVL HOoME-

LD

i

AINT Yo THE
BlC. HELP Too ME?

'a.‘h 3 “y

1ol . -

o

I

-l

-l Al
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