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[ MURDERS
' ON THE BLUFF ..

) 5‘4

F vl

- o igdleTIous sl
kills getructive Jude Blinshop on
a wild, etormy night at Farrington
Bluff, home of Michael's aunts.
Then & series of stranpe attacks
makes everyome jittery in the
marooned household! AMike; the
Skipper, his tall, tweedy younger
aunt; Aunt Martha, stout and
prudish; Gay Palmer, Mike's red-
headed swecthecrt; Higgina, the
old butler; WVillkam, iha chauffeur;
Cook; Annie, the mald; sven my-
self. On the aecond nerve-rack-
ing day 1ee find o man's body be-
Ioto the bluf., It iz Michael's
{ather, ingane and supposedly
dead gince Mike war an infant

Chapter 28
Roaring Drunk

HE dining room was deserted.

Voloes beyond the closed door of
the library indicated that M. Farring-
ton and Gay Palmer stil]l kept un-
nappy vigll agalnst the return of the
rescue party. It seemed brutal to
leave them in such suspense, but the
Skipper was pouring coffee with a
ieady hand. And Its aromh was loo
much for me. | wns famished, What-
sver happened, apparently, | eould
sat and 1 did go. Higgins served us
in allence. Not until my fourth cup
of coffes did 1 turn to the Skipper.

“Well?"

*Your move now, Casablanca,” she
wid with the ghost of a smile. "I'm
taking Martha upstairs. From now on

VAN S e g N -

you and Gay will have 1o amuse
yourselves, The entertainment,” with
o lwikted grin, Yl over

| walted in the dining room as long
ns | possibly eould, I was (n no mood
for o rousing scene with M. Farring-
ton, Dismally erumbling toast, | re-
fected that the storm couldn't last
much longer. The rain had  stopped.
There should be boats from the maln-
laned by the next day at the very lat-
rst. And, then—police—inquesta—re=~
poriers—the Blinshop family to be
faced, What about Mike? What If he
were (o discover that his {alher's dis-
ense  had  bheen  hereditary? Lordl
What an awful situation for Gay
Palmer!

I spilled a last despalrlng handful
of erumbs on the tablecloth and wan-
dered almleasly to the sideboard.
Would I ever be rid of ths ghastly
moemory of that huddled bundle on
the closet ahell?

Nine-thirty. Should 1 lnok up Gay?
1 wondefed whal the Skipper had
told her. Perhaps it would be better
lo leave the kid alone—

“Jimmie,” Gay's volce slartled me
trom the door, “What the douce are
you doing? Come on In here, can't
you™

‘What's Golng On?'

WENT reluctantly, Apgpiarently she

had been pacing around in there
slone for some time, Her face was
very red; her hands jerked nervously

“look here, what the devil In going
an? One minute you rush In howling
that you've found a dead man on the
beach, and he next the Skipper
comes waltzing In with the bright re-
mark that it was all a mistake, What
Is 'this anyway?

“This," 1 sald curtly, “is a damn
mess.”

“That’s not answer.” She

an

mnapped a elgaretie from the case In
her none-too-steady hand. I wani
to know what's going on,
polng to know
fin his room.”
Bhe almost got to the door before

and I'm
Where's Mike?"

purseives pretly

senre

“What do you tmean?™ Sha sat un-
der profest.

*Just this. The Skipper Is trying
1o keep M. Farrington In the dark
to save us from some Ir
There was a body on the beach. It's
in the game room How®

Her foce tightened “Who s (17"

I sralibed Mike by the throat and shood him hard.

Junte ul ogiwp

1 summunea evdr .
tlen | could Bnd,

“I've naver geen him before”

She didn't relax. *Then it was a
tramp after all, How—lunny,”

I left It at that. Let Mike handle 1t
In his own way. Thers was nothing
more for me to do but wait, wait for
the first boatload of gaping natives
from the mainland,

“What are the Blinshops llke?"”

*I've only met them once or twice
Nlce enough people, They've bLeen
Iriends of the Farringtons for ages”

And so we rambled on for at Jeant
an hour, It was a horrible morning.
Gradually we deopped all pretense
of conversation, We trled to read
We tried to play Double Canfield. We
paced and we fldgeted. The world as
such seemed to have ceased existence
for ustevond the limits of that week-
end on the Bluff,

Sleep was the logical thing, We
both needed it desperately, bul we
had passed that stage of fatigue
where sleep |s powsible. Every nerve
and every muscle ached, and there
was no way of resting them, Al a
rough gueas | should have placed our
tenancy of the library ai 10 years by
the time Michael appearad.

Gay Tears 'nto Mike

ND he was no cheering spectacle.

4 A His halr stood wildly on end. His

clothes wers crumpled and messy.

His eyes had a nasty, glowing inten-

sity that brought me to my fest in »
jerk.

“Where's everybody™ he Inquired

the woom with a
He wap

thiekly, erc
Inbored, ng motlon,
drunk—roearvingly deunk,

“Uptairs=" 1 bogan, but (L was no
use. Gay was at him lke a shot,

"You've got o nervel Where do you
think you are?”

1 had a fleeting deslre to knock
their  heads together.

Michael waved a pompous hand
"Where? Home, my pat—ut Farring-
ton Blult on beauleous, bounteous
Long Island |n the bosom of my fam:
lly." Bomething in the' remark sp-
peared to amuse him. He roared with
drunken gusto, holding weakly to the
edge of the table.

Gay advanced on him, eyes fash-
Ing. “You flthy ltle rutd" she sald,
“You yellow, drunken lout, listen to
mel You think you'll quit on your
aunis now beécause the golng Is get-
ting tough. Well, you won't] Elther
of those old giris is worth more than
a dozen of you on one platter, do you
heat? And If Jimmie doesn't whale
the booze out of you right now, |
wil™

Michael stared at her stupldly,
steadying himself agalnat the table.

“Yau can get this, too!" Har volee
was rising shrilly. "After what I've
seen of you In the last fow days, |
don't want to see any more. Is that
cloar?™

Possibly his silence irritated her
more than anyihing else, Suddenly
her hand shot oul. There was a
hearty smack, and a dull white streak
glistened on Michnel's red face—glis-
tened, turned pink. and stood out a
welt of red,

Then, like a streak, Mike moved
His hand seized her wrist and sent
her huriling Into a tahle covered with
glasses and decanters., There was a
Uinkling crash, 1 leapt across that
roam and had him by the throat |
shook him until my head roared and
my breath was gone. Then I Mung him
vi & chalr.
me none of us spoke
wuld, Mike moved Aral

ng

labored
He spoke

ght 1 meant to
to be drunk

from now on Can't you sea that I'm
safest that way? I've killed a persos
Do you understand that? 've killed

A pers

The Skipper tells the story of Nar-
man Farringlon, temerrow,

TANK FARMING PLAN
SPREADS 10 SOUTH,
TRIALS SUCCESSFUL

HATTIESBURG. Mue. (UPi=—=F. C
CHenn I8 pure of having gritless spin- (

ach this yeor, He in ralsiog it in the
fhest mollcleng agricultural station in
thie Hattiesburg section

Samw time 1 s¢f up some
tanks Bin farm Marted nile
first erop Me planted Irish potatoes,
tomintoss and e saya the
plants sppear Healthy

The (ank privess for growing
plants s simple. into ¢ tank 2 feet
wide. & feet Jong and A inches .1rr|-|
s potlied 28 gallona of water It s
heated 1o & Lemperature of

ago (ile

1l

winnch

70 ae- | carelully

rees. Pulirer

K r A fiva iner
of chemicals i yed the
water, The covered wilh ftne
ehilcken wite n Bpread acioss
the wire layre of eicel-
BT, Hbe ¢ plants are then
embedied the excelfior. Then the
tank Ie jilace 1 the siin  After Lhnt
there g o do Day wall for

T Hew . wire v = eev]

Hing, no ploning ang oty

e crop. Iniliire

Agricultiire expierts at o Unjver-
ity of ¢ f { AVe shown
that crop vielde wmn b rdiced by
Ak inkilusty, | A lank, M wrea
of whi A By CTS vl
of an_ acre ] AhreE-fourtha
f A ton of ptatos

THAt Waa squivkien v 4 Cleld of
7 tone per Tominto vines grew
28 fewr long and Presiveen Ty
fridt. Tobsoch sinlks soamed th a
helght of 33 teet. ALl of Lhe anta
were henlthy specimens bec " 1 4
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX |

for reply. Req. U. 8, PaL ORL !

SIRIPPED. PoMPEY
of #&e POWER, DEFERTED HIM IN BATTLE
AND DROVE HM 1o His MURDER (N E6YPT,
Whs hsSPesINBTED BT THE
OF POMPEYS STATUE
IN THE ROMPN GENATE CHAMBER,

= des gf March, 44 8¢ =

PARNEY PIN,
of Brooklyr .Y,
HhG OFFICIATED IN
MORE THPN T,.000
BRSKETBALL BAMES

o

SONG TOWN ..

BANGOR, Maine, Whe 51\PPosep
T M aros

INISTER APPOINTED
ol it
T NoRes, J\

,:‘;- 5 ‘

Conqueror of ‘Asin, Afrles bnd Spiin, | tind
Pompey turned to u political career | denth st the hands of wiasaink on

In 61 B. €. In an effort to coment | March 15. 44 B. C,  Ploroed by i

a [friandship with Caesar, he married | wounds. ha fell at the feet of his

the latters daughter Iulia, and thoe | groat rival's statue in the sspate hall

two men ook over the joint rule of | atthched to Pompey's theater.

the Roman empire, For a while the -

combination worked, but the ambl- SRANS IR |
tlon of the two men and the denth Chosen to procure an intorporstion

of Pompey'n wife atralned relations | charter for the ltitle town of Sunny-

hetwatn them, In 50 B, €. the ortsls | side, Maloe, in 1873, Reverend Seth |
came, ¢ivil war broke out and Cnesar Ih’on!r‘ went to moston His Ielluw

defented Pompey in battle. Pompey | townsmen bad decided (b incorporate

flea Italy, sanking refuge in Egyprl | their community under the nmme

In the act of landing, he was trench= | Sunbury, but the minister had the
etounly murdered by one of his sol- | pupers made out under the name

diers, Bangor. which wis the title of hia

Coavsar becamn sole master of Ttome | favorite ehwreh bune

)
r , Mg
: MeNoaght Sovdasie, fne (=3

37

retained his power until

lila

A CPR, owned &y
U d. Morris, Pasadena, (dl,
Hpe eeeg ozrzwm EVERY DAY

OR |2 YEPRS
11 Hhe RUN LP A ToThL MILENGE
ié?#%l-ﬂ‘fo #TRIPS PROUND THE

%'_‘*
LA

ObD FATHFLL

WITHOUT A SINGLE
MECHPNICPL REPAIR

Reverend Noble later elaimed thas
the name had been changed through
n mistnke on his part. stating thot
he wns whistling “Bangor” when tho
elerk who was taking carm of the
documents asked, "May 1 Inquire the
name?'" Asseriedly belleving the clerk
waiited the name of the tune he wns
whistling, Noble replied, “Bangor.™

Baskethall ©fficial,

“Dean of Basketball® is a  ritle
which Barney Aln of the New Yotk
City board of oducation well rates,
A player. coach, umpire, writer and
Iecturer on the sport, ho han offici.
ted At more than 7.000 games in the
paat 1B years

Tomorrows The Tienpecked Plrade!

Smelter Chief Masses, Flowers for Flowern.
SPOKANE, June 3, —~{AP)— Fratik'| WASHINGTON. Juns 3.—(AP)—
Marshall, 71, mining operator who | Mts, Roosevell sent flowers todny
for 18 years wns simelter director of | to Heprescntative Walter M, Plerce

I

the Bunker Hill apd Sullivan Mining | WD Wwes released from a  nespitn)
rreently. Plerce s récovering n his
company, died here yesterday He | yorel

was Lbhe Washington state member of |
the board of governora of the Amer-
fean mining congress

— e
Slips Tnn Fit by
KICKERNIOK
8185 Panne Crpe. Satin 83905

e e A
LAWN MOWERS sharpencd We call Ethelwyn 8 Hollmann

Former Flest Lody,

WASHINGTON, Jdune 3, —IAP)—

Mra. Willlam Hewnrd ‘Taft, widow of |
the formir president and chief jus- !

tice, wns 77 yearn old today
= S—
WINDUW OLASS—We wll winouw
gins: and will replace youtr brokar
¥indows repsonanly Irowbridge Cao
inet Works

sy GLUYAS WILLIAMS

SUBURBAN HEIGHTS 52§
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ON A WARM OPEN -WINDOW DAY THE LADIES HAD 10
INTERRUPT -THEIR CLUB MEETING AT MRS. PERLEY’S To1RY
10 EXPLAIN 10 THE MAN WHOM FRED HAD HIRED 10 CUT THE
LAWN THAT THE NOISE OF HIS MOWER WAS BAD ENOUGH BUT THAT
WHEN HE SANG AS HE WORKED THEY COULDN'T HEAR A THING BUT HE
DIDN'T UNDERSTAND EN6LISH UERY WELL, AND THEY HAD 1o ADJOURN

—

8'MATTER POF

By 0. M. PAYNE
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YA CoutdNT
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Phone %42 Well nauy away your |

THE DEPARTMENT BYE BEFORE GOIN'
OF JUSTKE AGENT
WAS ASKING FOR
TOMMY. . SKEETS,
THINKING THE

OFFICIALS BUSINESS
WITH TOM MIGHT
HAVE SOMETHIMNG
TO DO WITH

GETTING THE

LATTERS LICEMSE
BACK, OFFERS TO
TAKE THE AGENT
TO HIS PAL ...

WEBSTER'S CAREER—Oswald Sparks!

BEN

and del Slms Broa el 381 33 N v | 8 & H CGreen Stamps reluse 1LY Sanitary 2srvice 1
TAILSPIN TOMMY—Off to Littleville! I
e Y " D " > il [
gKE‘ETL & TAILSPING GONE TOY THEN WEVE | WHY DONMT YUH TELL ME fmsnm..l‘u_ TAKE \
TERED PAUL'S LITTLEVILLE,. TO GOT TO HOW YUH AIM TO GIT § | A CHANCE OMN YuH !/ 4
OFFICE JUST AS BID HIS MAW GOCD- {| REACH HIM TOM'S TICKET BACK..YUH AL | THINK You'RE /4

T

JIG-TiME !

CAN TRUST ™ME

Y

TH’ -.'
ON LEVEL .’/.’,

HERE 1M

HoP 1M/

"™ SORRY,
BUT | CAN'T
TELL AMY ONE.. §
BUT TOMMY.

BUT THIS
PLANE IsN'T!
ARE YOU 1
GOING TO

LOOP |T?/

THE NEBBS-The Truth Hurts
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WiHATS A r-‘.'\“'."C_ll-,, as
As IVE WED I \E
SO MUl GRIEE PE
OWNE MECL IT

A SO00D CRY

LOOSEN

... ©0, F YOUR UNCLE," N | JHMMMM/ THAT'C BE A RIGHT Y | [ i i 2t | Y e I >, T HAT!
BANKER, CRUMCHEM, CRACKS |——"~ ‘ [ MART CHANCE FOR A COUPLE O SHGHEH / ] WHAT'S THE MVETERY?| [ He's oeogci' :{?EEF’ ; :-'auum' g?u
DOWMN OW OLD HETTY, YOU (* THAT'S Y| REAL, BRIGHT AMBITIOUS CUAPS WAIT, IA il coue | LEMmME THINK /| 18 Tﬁl K
AND 0% \WILL TAKE OVER f 1T HERB- | | LIKE YOU TWO - WHEM'LL ALL uens! @R\ el Lebigs. Sl
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HE WOULDNIT PAY T N
THAT S A N




