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BYNOPEIE: Frunkis Derveni
juat han adsolved Hoger Hawsing-
foa-fremch from the sirpicion of
wiurder ahe gnd Nobby Jones Rave
hetd over Mim, He hos explained
evaryrhing abowt hls connection
with the corpar of dian Curatoivs
but ke olio casts some donbi on
Fronkie's «den that perhaps the
wsurderar o Dr. Nicholson keeper
ng' the drug eure o sohich koﬁcv in
aboui fo send hia bropher Henry
Rasainpton - French wverthelcas,
headuelined 1o dpree with Frankie
that sending Hewry 1o Ore Niche!.
aun mighs be dangerous.

Chapter 80
ANOTHER SNAG

*T THINK ons waa love and the

other was business!™ maid
Fraukie. *Carstalrs was carrylog
about the Cayman's photograph for
& reason. He wantad It 1dentified by
somaebody, perhaps. Now llsien—
what happens? Homeone, the male
Cayman perhapa, Ia following him
and seeing & good opportunity, steals
up behind him {o the mist and gives
him a ahove, Carataira goes over the
clift with a startled ery. Mals Oay:
man makes off as fast as le can—
he doen’t know who may ba abont.
We'll ¥ay that he doesn’t know that
Alun Carstalrs (s carrying about that
photograph. What happens next?
The photograph is published—"

“Consternation In the Cayman
ménage,” sald Roger helplally.

“Exactiy. What ls to ba done? The
bold thing—grusp the nettis, Who
knows Carstalrs a8 Carstaina?
Hardly anyone in this country. Down
goes Mre, Cayman, weeplng croco-
dila tears and recognizing hody as
that of a conveniont brother, The twa
nlso doa Httle hoouspocus of poating
parcels to bolster up the walklng:
tour story."

“You know, Frankle, 1 think that's
positively brilllant.” sald Roger with
sdmiration,

“1 think Its preity good mysell,”
mld Fraokls. “And you'ra quits
right. We onght to gat busy on the
track of the Caymans I can’t think
why wa baven't done so before.”

‘This wns not quite true, aince
frankis koew the renson giite well
—namely, that they had bean on the
track of Roger himanlf,

“What are we golng to do ahout
Mrs, Nicholson " shin nkad abruptly.

“What do you mean—do shout
har?

*Well, the poor thing is terrified
to death. 1 do think you're calloun
aholit her, Roger.”

“I'm not renlly, but peéopla who
can't halp themsalves always Irri
tatp me."

0, but do bs falr! Whut ean she
do? She's no monay and nowhers to
l!l."

“The truth of the matter Ia that
you would find something to do”
il Roger with decislon,

Roger, It was clear, did not ke
them helpless. Molra, on the other
hand, clearly did not think very
much of Roger, fhe had called him
weak and had scouted the poanibility
of his having the guts to murder
anyone,

Hs was weak, perhaps—but nn:
denfahly he had charm. Bha had falt
It from the frst moment of nrriving
at Merroway Court.

Roger satd ghietly, "It you liked,
Frankle, you could make anything
you chose of m man. ., "

Frankle felt & sudden litls thrill
—atd at the same time an acuts em-
barrasamant. ‘She changed the aub
lect haatily,

“About your brother,” alie sald.|
“Do you still think ha should ga to
the Grange?™

0" sald Roger. 1 don't, After

all, there nra heaps of other
places whaore e enn ba treated. The
ronlly lmportant thing 18 to get
Henry to agree.”

“Do you think that will ba dim-
anlt™ anked Frankle.

"Pm afrald 1t may be. Yot beard
him the other night. On the other
hand. If we just cateh him In the ro
pentant mood, that’s very diffarant,
Hullo—here comen Sylvia."

Mrs, Hassington-ffrench emerged
from the hovse and looksd about
her, Then seeing Roger and Frankle
ahe walked scrass the gross 1o
wards them, Ther could see that
ahe wan lnoking terribly worrled and
sratnsd

“Hoger,” abs began, "i've Dbean
looking for you everywhera™ Then,
(ankle made a movement 1o

| “As soon as Dr. Nlcholson told me

the truth, | went stralght to Henry.
|'l'n only just left him pow.” She
'muaed, swallowing a sob. *Roger—
it'a going to be all right. He's agreed.
He will go to the Grsnge and put
himseif In Dr, Nicholson's hands to-
morrow.”

“0h, na!™ The exclumation came
from Roger and Frankls simultans
ously, Bylvia looked at them, aston-
ished,

Roger apoke awkwardly. *Do you
know, Sylvia, I've been thinking It
over, and 1 don't bellave the Grange
would be a good plan, after all”
| "¥ou think he can Aght it by him-
pall " naked Syivis doubtfully.

“No, | don't. But thers ars other
places—places not—so—wall, not po
near at hand, I'm econvinced that
staying In this district would be a
mistake."

“I'm sure of I1." sald Fraokle, comn-
ing to his rescue,

“Obh, I doo't agree,” sald Sylvia. *1
couldn't bear to have Mim go mway
somewhers, Aud Dr. Nicholson hax
been so kKind and understanding. 1
shall feel happy about Henry's belng
under bin charge”

“1 thought you didn't ke Nichol
son, Sylvia,” sald Roger.

“I've changed my mind" Bhe
spoks simply.

Thare was & moment's allence. The

position  wna  awkward, Nelither
Roger nor Sylvia knew quits what
o aay next

“Poor Henry," sald Bylvla. "He
broke down, He was terribly upsat
at my koowiog, He agreed that ba
must fAight this awtul craving for my
ske and Tommy's, but he maid |
hadn't & conception of what It meant.
Oh, Roger, It seems so awiul! But Dr.
Nicholson was really kind, I trust
him."”

“All the same, I think 1t would be
batter—"" began Moger.

YLVIA turned on him, “T don't

understand you, Roger. Why
have you chruged your mind? Hall
an bour mgo yon wera all for Henry's
going to the Grange.”

“Woll—1've—I've bad tima to
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Btrange #a it seems, the 1 ®
greateat harard I8 not flre-fighting
Hin greatest ocoupational hagard Ia

think the matter over sinoe—"

Again Syivia Interrupted. “Any
way, I'va mpde up my mind, Henry
ahill go to the Grange and nowhere
olee” ’

They confronted her in sllence
Then Roger sild: "Do you know, I
think | will ringup Nicholson. Ha
will he home now, I'd Hke—just to
have atalk with him about matters.”

Withont waiting for her raply ha
turned away and went rapldly into
the housn. The two women astood
looking after him.

"I eannot undorstand Roger.” sald
Bylvia impatientiy. “About a quarter
of an hour ago ha was positivaly
urging me to arrangs for Henry to
g0 to the Grange.” Her tone held s
dintinel note of anger.

“All the stume,” sald Frankle, *1
agrea with bim, I'm sure I've read
somewhers that peoplo ought al
ways to go for a oure somatwhera far
away [rom thelr homas'

“Y think that's just nonsense”
pnld 8ylvia.

Frankie felt in a dilemma. Sylvin's
nnexpeotisd obatinaoy was making

makihg the run to and from the fire
Accldants to fast-moving flre appara-
tus and exposurs during chilly runs
through wintry nights, ascount for
maore alckness, disability and deatn
than falling walls and choking amoke
At the scere of the actunl fires

Mary Mapss Dodge, 1831-1008, au-
thot and editor, wrote her greatest |
Miccess ahout a land alle had never
seéni Not only her greatest success,
but & boat seller In many Iands and
the world's leading juvenils story of |
1t Hme, her "Hons Brinker—af the
Bllver Skaten,” published In 1808, was
About Duteh life. 8he had never been
15 Holland, but ahe auccesstully caugnt |
the spirit of the land oy o careful

WRIGLEY'S KEEPS
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A JUVENILE STORY OF DUTCH LIFE
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MANY LANDS:

the stream gradually force tha river
up and over the banka at flood aea-
son During 1852 the mouth of the
riyer shifted 250 miles.

Tomorrow: Schubert’s Toast to His
Own Death,
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Find Afr Pilot

SALT LAKE CITY, March 7.—(AP)
~Discovery In Oreat Salt Lake of tio
body of Cilenn A. Lanz, co-pllot of
the Standard Ol company plane
which disappeared en routa here
from Oakland, Callf, Inst Octabar
Wes roported to the aherlff's office
1] here today.
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-
study of Dutch history and ocustoms, | b &
2

| @trange as It asedns, after the book
| was published sha and her son viaiied |
Holland and there a bBook-saller, ros

story of Duteh |ife. |

The Hwang-Ho, ltarally “Yellow |
River' Is also called "China’s Sor-
row™ becauss of (18 perlodlo devastat= |
ing fioods which bring destruction w |
the populous walley through which

THE PERFECT GUM

e >

™

s

FLAVOR LASTS

WALKS ARGUND BLOCK WiTH BUD BEMIS 1o SEE
IF ANYTHING INTERESTIHNG 16 S0ING oM

BUD GIVES CHASE, DETAILING JUST WHAT HE'S
60INE TO DO 10 HIM WHEN HE CATCHES HIM

a\( @)

BOTH 60 DOWN , PUFFING AND SRUNTING UNTIL
TWERTY MINUTES LATER BUD REMARNS EDDIE
SEL2ER'S MOTHER 15 MARING DOUEHNUTS ToDAY

CONVERSETION LANSUISHING , THRUSTS HIS FOOT
BETWEEN BUDS LESD

15 GVERHAULED. RETALIATES Witd Kicks D THE
&HIN, A& BUD BENDS HI5 ARM BEHIND

GET UP AND HEAD TOR EDDIE'S, AMIABLY DIS-
CUSSING WHO WILL WIN THE PENNANT THIS YEAR
(Copyright, 1838, by The Bell Byndicate, Ine)
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things diMecult, and also she
muddenly to have become as violently
pro-Nicholson as she formerly had
bt againkt him, It was very hard
Lo know what arguments to ise.

An airplana passed low overhead
in the gathiering dusk, 8lling the alr
with {ta loud beat of engines. Both
Bylvia and Frankie stared up at It
glnd of the resplte It afforded, sinve
nalther of them quite knew what to
may neat, [t gave Frankls time to oal
lect her thoughts, and Syivia time to
recovor from her fit of suddan anger.

As the alrplane disappeared over
the trees and {ta roar receded Into
the distance, 8yivia turned abruptly
to Frankls

S8 hesn so awlul—" abe sald
brokanly, *And you all seem to want
to send Henry far way from me.”

#No, no,” said Frankis. "It wann't
that at nll”

At a lops what to say or 40 naxt,
Frankle relapsed lfto sllotcs. Pres
aptly Rogoer came ont again from the

| house, He soamed nllghtly breathloss,

“Nicholson (sn't {n yet," he sald
“1 loft a mossage.”
"1 don’t seo why you want (o see

“No, my dear, don't go,
use Are concealmantal o

Blak you know all there
to know, You ve suapocted this
¢ sote time, haven't you?™
Fratukis n

in

ddilnd

la U've been

fylvin Diiterty, D ;
saw what 1 pever aven suspectsd. |
only wondersd why Henry had
chnnged 8o ta all of ue It mada me
Yery unkappy, but 1 never suspedted
the re
Ak . then went Agaly
withas chiange of {one

Nigholson so urgently,” sald Syivia.
‘You muggested this plan, mad it's
all arranged, sand Henry has ohn-
s ted.”

"1 think I've got some say in the

matter, Syivia,” sal Roger gently.
“After all, U'm Henry's brother.”
“You suggeated the plan yourself”
sald Sylrvia, abatinately. Sha bl her
i tarned away, and want Into the
N
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HILE TOMMY,

SKEETS AND
PRINCE CALTLMAC
WERE TRAILING
THE GOLDEN B/RL
7D THE TEMFRLE
OF THE S
THEY ENCOUNTERED
A BANO O~
AZTEC WARRIORS
WHO WERE
LOYHL SUYLLARTERS
OF THE FUSITIVE
PRINCE, AND
LOMSED 7o
AID HIN ERAN THE
THEWE O~
AZTECD. WO

TﬁlLB}'IN TOMMY—Lots of Noise—But No Action|
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BEN WEBSTER'S CAREER—The Hunter Ta
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{ REYNOLDS 15 AN NAME BOYS-Y
LACEY REYNOLDS, AN I'AA A of
DECENT, LAW ABIDIN' CITIZLEN
FROA DOWN DEEP GULCH

THE NEBBS -A Orateful Friend

HERE FOR THE NIGHT
AN' GOIN' BACK, ,
AIN'T YOu

4
.

i WO\SH THEY'D &
PIPE DOWN:-- &3
CALTUMAC wiiILL

HANE ALLQF
{ THE EMPERORS
ARMY ON US

S GOTTA GO
FAST \F
R WE WANTA
HELP TH'
GOLDEN

By HAL FORREST

WE €0 NQW--Youd
SAVVY ?--To TeMPLL
OF SUN---GosH,

== ML FORRSS 7~

By EDWIN ALGER

L~WE'RE HEADING INTO THE
SHADOW MOUNTAING COUNTRY,
GOIN'TO ) MR REYNOLDS -THIS 16 BEN
4 oW as crip, S
A7y AND MY NAMES
BEN WEBSTER /[

BOYS I'M PLEADIN'WITH YOU, HERE
AN' NOW, TO STAY OUT O THE SHADOW
MOUNTAING = THATS WHERE | LOST
TEN YEARG OFF MY LIFE 1M FiVe
MINUTES LAST NIGHT/
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BTE INTO WIS OLE AND GVE
IweaUR FACE A sPanLE _ 1'M A
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