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Oc¢ragon House

BY PHOEBE ATWOOD TAYLOR

Khe Story Be Fari Quanomet s
aroused whedlts citizens are cari-
cttured (n the port nffice ‘mural
The next night the artist's wife,
unscrupulous Marina Lorne, b
murdered with her rister’s knife
Pamela Frye appocls to Asey
Mayo, Cape Cod detective, tell-
ing him she found $50,000 worth
of ambergria which Marina tried

derneath the whrl, in watus u,
to her armpits, Pam Frye writhed
in silont laughter, Dr. Cummings
chronic attacks of speechlessness
had intrigued her through measies.
| mumps, whooping cough, dppen-
dIl:I!ls. & broken arm, and a large
| variety of assorted stomach aches.
| contusions and abrasions,
“What you're drivin' at, Doe”

to claim, and hid {t after dis- IMeyslemmed the lppnunlly anrl

covering Marina dead in the
pgorage. HBecause Asey indicates

that someone near them, smok: Id ¥

inp Turkizh toboeco, ia Lstecing, |
Pam announces a false hiding- |
place for the ambergris. Ay soon

s the mysterious lisiener crasp
o the woods, police cars arrive.

Chapter Six ,
Left Handed Killer
'OU can't gat up the path, now
~—Pam, will you take a duck-
n'? Till we see what they're—"

*Asayl" It was Hanson, the po.
lice lieutennnt, who yelled.

“Up to" Asey finished swiftly.
“Get in the water, keep under the
whart, out of sight. Can you?"

“I'll try it. Take this,” she passed

Iaal flow of words, “is that
don't think that Pam Frye k I&d
har"mter. an' Hanson thinks she

“In a nutahell, yes, It's a physl-
cal impnns[hlliw. Asey. At least
it's impossible for Pam, 'l swear

| shoe couldn't have struck a [eft

fianded blow with that force. She
has a monq “ight arm, and she's
very right handed. And besides,
lts a psyet wlug!nu! mlmmlbiluy
I khow rye. 1 know she
couldn't kill lnyone And

knows," Cummings added wrath-
fully, “if anyone ever presented
two people with adequate motives
for murder, Marina pregenled ‘em

to Pam and Aaron Fryo' Asey,
what I want you todo iz con aver
to Quanome! and-cont this
crackbrained, dundes it
At which laughingly ¢ ﬂ‘ﬁ

police, that Pam Frve d

“Get under the wharf—out of sight, Quick!”

ever a slip of paper that he knew
was the agreement Marina had
written ou the ambergris sharing.

“Quick—"

8he slid over the whart and into
the water as Hanson yelled again,

“Asey! Aspy Mayol For heaven's
snke, why can't he—Asey!"

“Hello!" Asey sald, blinkin
a flashlight hit hlm full in the face,
"Tryin" ta blind me, Hanson, or
blul my ear drums?"

“Asey,"” Hangon sald, “we've gnt
some hew business for you, Dul
as ditchwater it's been since you've

een gone, and now you're back,
lh:lnﬁ: happen. It's a nice murder.
Marina Lorne, she's the wife of
that lrtf.lt that dic the Quanomet
miral, she's been stabbed out in
her garage. One of old man Frye's
daughters — lives in the Octagon
House, you know? Well, it's the
other daughter's knife, and they
each other like poison, and
Jack Lorne says this other daugh-
ter’s been jenlous of him and his
wife, and Nettie Hobbs was over
at Octagon House tanight, and she
says this other duughter, Pam, was
nervous as a witeh, almoat out of
ker mind. And—"

“In other words” Asey Inter-
rupted, “Pam Frye killed her sis-
ter Marine Lorne.”

“¥eah. She beat It when Lorne
accused her. It's a cingh. Nettie
saw her go lo the garage around
nine, someons else saw her come
out, It's all plain as daylight”

“Then why," Asey sald, "toar
over here to tell me nbout it, Han-
son? Why—"

*Crack-Brained Outfit’

ECAUSE" the stocky figure of
Dr. Commings, Asey's own
dector, the distriet mediea
iner, loomed in the path, *
I made him, Aspy, that's ah\.' l'h
eause | made him. LSston fo me, |
I'll stake my life that Marina
Lorne was stabbed by a left hand-

ed person. Got that? Well. 1 know | ©

Pam Frye. She's right handed
And she busted her lefl arm last
winter, And furthermore, 1 don't
eare (f Netti llrtL1 saw Pa
Frve kill he | ]
Beve it, do you he: rT
“Most everyvone ey
maid gentiy. “from here 1o Prov-
lmoh:u n hr-'n:l yiot
“Damn it," Cur
onto the wharf, *
care if | wake u
town, 1 don't ¢
whole bloody

st imped ‘

so mad | car
words dry up
mpecchless I'm

vinlent and ancontro
For ten minutes
proceaded t
of his speechlessnes
Itncn and lurf nt 'n

the exte m
the vio- {
Anger k n-

AUDITONS 10 START -
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her sister. My Heavens, I'm ex-
hausted.”
He sounded it, Asey thought.

“Woman In A Fury'

"\, HERE'S the girl? he asked,
"She's beat it,” Hanson

sald, *She wouldn't beat it If she

wasn't gulity, would she? Innocent

as | people don't run away and hide

They—"

“Plaugh!” Cummings snorted
"Why you cops stick to these oul-
worn clichés, 1 will never knowl
If you were conlronted with the
murdered body of your sister, and
her husband screaming that he'd
told the police you'd killed her, 1
venture to say, my fine fellow,
you'd eunl I'd run myself. Any-
one “ollld Anyone with a grain of
sense—"

“Listen," Hanson sald, Yshe ran
away, and that's enough for me.
And she won't get far, beenuse she
doesn't know how to drive, and
she hasn't any car. And she hasn®
any money. Lorne sald she'd try
to get away in her boat, 0 we've
f.ul that guarded, and we've gol
jor house guarded. We're stor\pmn
all ears up ot the bridges, up Cnpe
&0 she ean't bum a ride and
away. She's ernzy about her a-
ther, and sooner or later she'll gel
in touch with him—he didn't knov
about it, he was away. We'll g
her through him, Now, Asey,
want you to come over and tall
with Lorne, and this Hobbhs wo
man, anpd see the hody, and con
vinee this pill peddler he's erazy
A woman in a fury can do any
thing, even to stabbing with het
left hnuti—\\'h_\'. we had a womar
In East Brinslow »

""She doubtles:
feily, “murdered her husband with
a razor blade held between het
being armless and legless.
I've no doubt at all. Ripley's cars
toons are full of just such quaint
coincidences. The fabt remains
Pam Frye did not kill her sister,
and A oy, I'want you to eome and

‘ummings sald

prove it!"
Ascy v .nu.o.! ohhnmh Iy, while
Hanson ar tor stared at
him in
Mayo's custom tn Rroe
sueh I.m..:llnr.
As a mntter of tact”
back here in
gh doys
an' 1 b
afternoon,

ot Asey
ses with

Asey spid
town today
up from Ja
N aut in omy: boat
an' to

1

ar
thing -
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX
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The Suceesstul Fallure

Arthur Young, former British sec-
mtary of the board of sagriculture
who made a fortune writing books
on “how to farm,” himself was un-
able to make a living tlling the
solll

Blrange as |t ssoems, this great au-

thority, whosa “Annals of Agriculs
tura" for years Lave been the “lfarm
biblea™ of Enpgland, Russin and

France, four times tried to make a
go af farming—and four times Iatled
at 1t

Born In London, 1741, young
Young at 22 went to Bmdfleld whero
his mother gave him 80 acres to
farm, After three years, Young
chrcked his budget and found he
s operating at & tremendous oss,
Later, he assumed mansgement of

gggﬁjl-fﬂlLL\RE/

PRTHUR YouNG
61t &) ﬂf&’ﬂ/fw‘/ﬁ"
LED IN FARMING -
MES Fi R MADE B

@ B»aoKe- oN
w T% " BND DECAME
6LBND'G SECRETARY,OF

AGRICULTURE,

in farming. Needless to say,
ugaln lost money. and {finslly pald
n farmer 8300 to take the |ob off his
hands, Hia successor made a for-
tune from the place,

Pinding himeslf In financial dif-
fleulty, Young wrote and aosld a book
on the subject he knew best but
prospered in least—animal husband-
ry. Cheerad on by the thonght that
he might yet becoma a succesaful
tiller of the moll, Young took the
proeeeds from his book’s sale und

Young began 1o reallze he could
bisttar tall other peopile how to farm
than farm himself, so he traded the
patn for the pen Voluma after

i fine, 300-ncre farm In Basex, whers |
be launched severdl new experimonts
Yaunyg

bought another 100-pere farm A |
Heortfordshire. Agian, he falled to
mnko it pay,

MMY RI}QCI‘?;
Pwaueu n'?:.-mwna

. »,

volume poursd  forth YEsany on
Mianngement of Hoga", “The Farm-
| or'a Oulde In Hiring and Stcv'lr.ll:lg L]
Farmq'; Rum] Economy™; “A Course
in +\pﬁnm' rptal ﬁ;,rlr-nulrn “The
Farmer's Calendar.'

From 1771 he wrole; his first year
netted 25808 The king prinsad Sis
work, the Hoysl Soclety electad him
n fellow, ¥rom 1784 until 1818 he
turned out “Annals of Agriculture
n A8-volume masterplece of adyviee
on farming

‘ From these writings he bought his
greatest farm of all—a 4.400-acre af-
tulr  In Yorkshire — n  4400-a0r0
“White Elophant” which e soon
disposasd of ss he had the others,
But Arthur Young's triumph came
when, in 1703, he was appointed sace.
mtary of the board of agriculture sat

| up by parliament!

invited to contaot Mr. Bowmer at the
normal school and try out for ons or
more of tha parta.

A ——
Ancient Yenst Warks

WEAVERVILLE., Callf —(AP)—Mrs

Dnve Willburn's yeast Is 80 yoinrs old,
but she still bakés sntisfaetory brond
with It ahno sayas.

MISSISSIPP] FIGHTS
MAD DOG MALADIES |

JACESON, Miss—{P—Mnd dogs— |
animals suffering from hydrophobin

{Or mables—may poon become a Lhing
Lof the past in Misstssipnl,
I To stamp them out, a new law

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Paul Gets a Shock!

provides for a atation In each of the
83 eountles for Innogulation agalnst
the maladies. It will be unhealthy
for dops and expensive for owners if
the atations are not patronized.
—

Mollers, the great PFrénch drama-
waa the son of n valet of Louia

Lhst,
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

JUST AS YOUR FATHER HAS DISCOVERED YOU

PATROLLING CENTER FIELD, AND HAS RECOMMENDED),
JF YOU RNOW WHRAT'S 600D FOR YoU, YOUR comme

ALONG WITHOUT A SINGLE SECOND'S vmv,
FLY BALL 15 HIT YOUR WAY

(Copyright, 1838, by The'Bell Syndieats, Ine.)
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(Copyright, 1938, by The Bell Byndicate, Tnd)

By HAL FORREST
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EVEQYTHING SHE
HAD,

| GAVE 'B AN
X THAT THREE=
ot

D | HOPE Y\

7
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WE COULD USE
THEM AT

OMLY TENY Wify
WHY, | DOUBT
RAMDOLPH FIELD JiF WE COLLD

AS TRAINERS!) AFFORD TO BUILD
THAT SMALL NUMBER

» EDWIN ALGER

| DON'T CARE ABOUT YOUMG

JIPPEM CALLIN' ME A BUM

ON ACCOUNT O | AIN'T ONE,

MR. SAXTON, BUT | SURE

HATE TO LOSE THAT ORDER
YOU GAVE ME.

THE NEBBS—Brotherly Love

BUSINESS!
IN

WELL, SON, BUSINESS 1S
NO MERCHANT'S
IT JEST FER HIS
HEALTH.

AN' WHEN A MAMN MAKES ME
A BETTER PRICE, WHY, I'D BE

SEVENTEEN KINDS OF A DURN
FOOL IF | DIDN'T GRAB IT.

AN THAT AIN'T ALL
BY A JUGFUL !
Y'SEEN THE

|
tanD A BELL BOY

N SHOWINIG WM
“ kc‘ - ~ =
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mCﬂL‘a‘EQ ARRIN "“ | l N

\r I-IAVE

_..-r-w"‘-!"
-ﬁ
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= = =/ HELLO, RUDOLPH / . HELLO, FANNY, YOU
/ THE CLER Jusr =i o ' 3 ™IS 1S5 ~ T
Heaiet UB. S0 —] THE SAME OLD mca\ MY WIFE, C;;J%E“ ARSRL =1
[ ONLY I THINK THE YEARS FANNY A5O8E8 8K ™+ =

A1 AT HAD L_f_-'s" ENOUGH )
-SPMNJ OVER THER CHASS!
A -~ o Y A




