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| Ocracon House

BY PHOEBE ATWOOD TAYLOR

The Story So rar: unacrupus
lous Maring Lorne, whose hus-
band's post offfice mural has
aroused Quanomel, i murdered
by a left handed blow from her
sizter's knife. Asey Mayo, Cope
Cod detective, hides hunted Fom
Frye in his house, He learns L.ese
facta: Pam found $50,000 worth
of ambergris which Marina tried
to claim, and hid it after dis-
covering Marina dead in the
parage; someone who smokes
Turkish tobaceo was eavesdro
ping on Pam's story to (earn the
whergabouts of the amberpgris;
agresable Tim Carr, boarder at
the Frye's Octagon House, smokes
Turkish tobaero, s left handed
ond hated Maring in New York,
While Arey is talking to Tim and
M grandmother, Pam disap-
pears from her room.

Chapter 11
Where Is Pam?

TF the note isn't genuine,” Tim.

othy said, “then It's the most
reasonable facsimile | ever saw,
Even to that little squiggle under
her name. What d'you think?"

YT think," Asey sald, “that she
wrote the note.”

;:l."dhni'l.l we do now?" Mrs, Carr

“You might's well go 'long back
to Octagon House,” Asey said, “an’
at some sleep. It Hangon asks, say
at you tried and tried but you
can't move me, 1 just don't seem
to care about the case. But tell
Aaron Frye that she's all right,
and I'l] do what I ean.”
Ascy stared thoughtfully \:r the
mﬂnd as the little coupé whizzed
o

He wanted to like those two.
They honestly seemed desirous of
Mlpl% Pam Frye out of this busi-
neas. T}‘; were candid. they were
human, they were pleasant, They
lked their oat, and their eat liked
them, And Asey had a certain re-
¥e\:t for pan:Ie whom cats liked,

his great red beast did not belong
to the Carrs; they balonged to her.

On the other hand, thelr very
candidness was ngainst them, Had
they come to pump him to find out
where Pam was? Had Timothy
Carr unearthed the ambergris—
say, in the cellur, or the coal bin,
or wherever Pam had hidden it?
Could Tim Carr have been the
Bruwler? Could Mrs. Carr some-

ow have whisked Pam away,
while Tim chatted ineonsequen-
tially about Maring and his life in
the quadratic surd business? And
his stary about Marina—there was
A certain glib iunlilv about that
yarn, about the key-maker and the
rest of it that made one wonder.
Asey shook his head He wished
that he knew the answors,

There wans ona place where he
had purposely not nunted while
Tim and his grandmother were
araund, and he strolled there now,
along the path ta tha landing, Pam
didn't know the first Ihinf nbout
automobiles; but she did know
aboul bonts

Why should she have gone?
There wagn't an earthly reéason,

With & roar, and the red sirealéd
darkened. The alr was damp as
the great fog banks hanging off
shore started 1o creep in.

Asey turned up the collar of his
shirt and started back for the
house. “Huh," he said aloud, " Y
hat's off to whoever got her, that's
what. Or to her, if she sneaked off
by herself. It ain't humant"

The sound of a car drawing up
in hisdriveway completely drown-
ed out the slight crackle in the
bushes just beyond him.

Dr, Cummings got out of his old
sedan. “Asey,” he sald, "this hns
been a night!"

*You," Asey returned, think
you're lellin' me anything? Poch."

“"Houghly speaking, Hanson has
his entire command hunting Pam
Frye," Cummings said. "1 see no
partioular reason to think she'll
stay outside the dragnet very much
longer. And Nettie—Asey, you've

ot to squelch her. Someone's got
fo. She's talked all night. To the
police, to the reparters, to anyone
who'd listen. And as she talks, she
decorates, She now says that Pam
spent the entire evening nervous-
ly fingering the knife at her belt,
oceasionally pausing te snarl vi-
clously, like a spotted laopard in a
peeve. Bhe says that Pam daghed
out at nine, she saw Pam dash to-
ward the Lornes’ garage, and that
when Pam returned, there wos no
lenife at her belt, And her expres-
elon was that of a leopard after a
dinner. Now, vou know, that's not
golng to do Pam Frye any good!"

Asey agreed. "Has she made any
statemenis?”

“Hanson's been too busy to get
pne from her, but the reporiers—
wouldn't it be the only time in the
lifa of Quanomet that reporiers
were there In droves? They've got
Nettie's life story, and Pam's [ife
story from Nettie—and both will
be greeting Jolin Public over his
orange Jilee and toast, very short-
ly. And the fact that It's the
murnl’s artist's wife who wne
killed—that's not going to be any
soft pedal.”

“What about Lorne?"

‘It's A Mess'
"l_ E'S in a frenzy. I'm beginning
to think he loved Marina."

“He's left handed,” Asey said.

"No, I notlced particularly that
he wasn't,” Cummings anid.

‘But he is when he paints,” Asey
Informad him, “An'" !

“Are you sure?"

“T got told that tonight, You
might check up on it, If yvou can.
Does Hanson know where he was
—an' by the way, was Marina
killed at nine?"

“Wouldn't know for sure, I'd say
between nine and ten, No, Hanson
hasn't delved into Lorne. Lorne's
acting just the way a bereaved and
outraged husband should, and
Hanson is deoply moved by it. )
think he'd nooner suspect his own
mother than Jack Lorne, Loak—
wh',n'. about Pam? Where ¢an she

o

“I had her here," Asey gald, "She
was under the wharf while vou an'
Hungon strode aver her hend—"

"Whete is she now? There are n
couple of things I'd liko to clear

unlest she hod some quixotic no-
tlan that her presence (n his house
was dangeroun to Asey. That was
the only explanation he could
think of. If she had been whisked
away—but she couldn’t have. Peo-
ple couldn't be whisked as quietly
ns all that. Pam was n st nm?,
healthy girl, She wouldn't have al.
lowed anyone to snatch her, not
without raising a rumpus first
Unless—the simplicity of the so-
lution brought Him to o standstill,
Unless someone whom she knew
and trusted had come. And what
wns it Pam hnd said, something

about intending to tell her male | !

boarder ubout the ambergris be-
fore she set out to Boston, because |
he peemed such o decent sort? |

‘It Aln't Human'

HE'D had no chance to tell him,

of course. But just suppoaing
that Timothy had climbed up on
the roof and talked to her through
the window, while Asey was
downstalrs In the kitehen. He
might have lured ner away by
some varn gbout the ambergris
Then Pam wrote the note, slipped
Into another room, slipped ot
while Asey and Tim were tallking
downstairs, or while they were out
by tho coupé in the diy eway. Pam
might, for all Asey knoew, have
been (n the car nll that time!

But If she hud gone on her own,
she would have made for the w
ter, There was no harm in
The sharple,
here by the land: |
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up—is she agleep?”

"8ho's gone," Asey sald, and told
him the whole stocy,

CumminLgs whistled.

"Did she fall—or was she
pushed. Asey, that's awful., And
ambergris—loak, we'll have to get
thit out of the way of the police—
whero is 117"

YSearch me,” Asey sald. “If the
cops didn't find it in Octagon
House, I'C say [t wasn 't there, Pam
never did tell me where it was.”

“"Ambergris—look, we'll have to
do !urnethlng about that!" Cum-
mings saic "We'll have 1o got it

old, and fixed far Pam.

tirn tald anyone about it—

why, for ull we know. u dozen peo.
ple might bhe hunting it

“IL" Asey sald, "and Pam, too
And If the cops find I well—we
could blot Nettle Hobibs out, and
all she's said. Once the cops find
out about that ambergris ineldent
and Pam's taking it from the ga
rage, with the sister dead, well, we
{ust "won't think about that part.’

Cummungn sighed, “Tt's 8 mess. |
wouldn't know where to sturt"

“Are *ou sure about that leff
handedness,” Asey nsked, “or were
you impressin' Hanson?"

“I'm guite certain that whoever
Killed Morina throst that keife
with his teft hand, and Is n ronson.
ably husky sort. Of course, 1 won't

| say it {an't possible that someone

didn't stand on his head and stob
with the right hand—Asey, I'm %o
tired I can't think. Call me when
you want me, and when you've
figured out some plun or other. |
think vau'll do well tc continue
Irtl]ut: Fansont think vou wan't

Otherwise the police'l]
yvour neck and they'll
considerably 1M fum
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MEDFORD LI_i\ETL TRIBUNE, MEDFORD

STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX

For further proot address the author, inclosing & stamped envelopa for reply.
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. Child Champlan.

Bsldom dosa youth have a chance
ta dompetn in sports against their
elders, Bt In one lpnstancs Wt least,
has an l1l-year-old girl complotely
outolassed the “ald folks™

That girl Is Alma Sheppard of Lox-
ington, Kentuecky Last Beptember
this Lttle laan of the Bilus Cross
hitched her sulky to Dean Hanover
A fast-stepplng trotter, and set ot
to hang up n now amateur difver’s
record for the clasaie mils—1 minute
881 meconds!

Mot ‘only that, Miss Sheppard’s
recard wna ahort of the world's ree-
ord by only one-quarter ocond Alma
has spenit tiearly all har spare time
during the past five years deiving,

NATURAL AIR REFRIGERATION -
&irepins 0F ColL0 PIR PRE PIPED
FROM DEEP WELLS To Cool MANY

“,\’Ep,p‘.-ow GIRL,

LMD SHEPPPRD,
LeXirgton, Ky
CVEREDTHE FhelesT MILE Thol
IN THE HISTORY OF AMATELR
SULKY DRIVING

(Or1virnd *2an Hanover *Seat, 1957,
HER TIME Whs ONLY Yik SECOoND BELOW
THE WoRLD's RE%%R‘\?E%! PROFESSIONP!
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grooming and training horses on her
father’s country ocatate,

Ring George's Blrthday

Todny, i you sre an Englishman,
you will pay your respocts to King
Cleorgn VI, nlong with all othor Briz-
Inh subjects who observe Juna 0, 1088,
ns his 40rd birthday.

Yet, strange as It seoms, Ceorge
was not born on June B but on De-
cembir 14, 1865,

The moson for the odd custom La
simple: In tha winter In England,
the weather ls too cold for outdoor
calnhrating, apnd all good Englishmen
lnve to ctlehrate out of doars,

Consequantly. it was docided Ll
year that the roval annlversary ﬂhnul.ﬂl
be celabrated in Landon and at alll

stations. both home and abroad, on

g

e f—today,

Writing Your Name.
Birange as It seams,

In 48,000,000,000,000,

For this reason, it s obviously an
Imposaibllity for you . or anyone aise,
no matter how good a penman, to
write your name the same way twice
Writing one slgnatura each flve sees
onds, It would take close to 11,000~
D00 years to write your name 68 tril-
| 1ton

times, without stopplog

Iuneh

Tomorrow:

the mathe-
matical probabllity of two completa
Bandwritings belng exsctly allke Is
mmote to the extent of onn chance

for

The water hucket fire,

CHINESE FARMER LOSS
IN WARFARE IS HIGH

CHENGTU, Ssochwan (AP)
avemgo Chineso farmer can ba malc
to have sustalpned & war loss »
equal to hin Rnny prsly  ncor
nocarding to
of an  lnves
Christing Couneyl
A ‘vonaus of

The | p
I

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Jorry Is Suspicious!

Ohinn  showed  about
klled ar missing from oach,

] includn looting, damagn to bulldings,
I

oas of grain and farm animals anr
dimags to slanding erops

SCENTED INK BOOMS
SALE OF PERFUMES

LONGVIEW, AR —Aftor

Wanl

centenl L1, thotight Morrls J. Molin, Long-

e

ug

18 eivilinns | view driggist, the best advertisement
Lokses | for a parfume 1s (ts scent.
To bpost porfume sales, ha ran a
lnrge nowspapler advertisoment—and
mixed quantities af the ndvertised
ink used for tha
‘nd Perfume sales, he rqported, went

wiume with the

» 300 porcent the next week,

“The

———
Amhlan  Nlghts" has been
| tranalated into slmost a8 many (an-
gusges s the Bible.

y OREGON, THURSDAY, JUNE 9, 1938.

| COMB AND BRUSH

WitAbs

MOTHER CALLS T0 BRUSH HI8

FAST, AND WITH A BRUSH
AND COMB

o WET HAIR AND FIVE MORE
LOBKING FOR Hi5 COMB WHICH
TURNS UP IN RADIO TO0L KIT

HAIR BEFORE COMING 10 BRERK*  GET THE.PART STRAIGHT

SPENDS FIVE MINUTES WORKING  WETS
ON HI5 RADIO, WHILE WAITING  PAINSTAKING JOB ON IT

DEQDES If Wikl BE EASIER.
IF HE WETS HAIR, BUT SOME -
ONE 15 IN BATHROOM

SETS To WORK BUT CAN'T

HAIR AND DOES A

PUTS ON SWERTER, DISARRANGING
HAIR COMPLETELY, AND AR~
RIVES IN DINIKG ROOM BRUSHING
H With FINGERS AS USURL

(Gaopyright, 1638, by The Ball By Ine.) =9

S MATTER PO

By O.M PAYNE

P PSP, WA NTA-
HeEAa™ An EcHo,
Fom A MICHEL?

CLAM

/- 1OMMY,
r MR WLRTEL

WILL INCREASE THE
SPEED OF THE MERCURY
AT LEAST A THOUSAND
MORE REVS )

THIS 1S
HE

HIS PROPELLER

VAT

RIED

BEN WEBSTER'S OAREER—

‘SBunshine Pellets"

A

By HAL FORRERT

o

WHILE BEN WAS WITH JASON, RUSTY AND
BRIAR REMAINED |N DR. KILEY'S OFFICE,
AND THERE —

OLD JASOH OUGHT T0 QUIT
‘ WORRYIN'.

'‘COURSE THERE'S NO

| SPEEDIN' THE HEALIN' OF A
- BROKEN g
3 'A'h%_ .B'fJT—_

—IF HE WAS UNDERWEIGHT
OR SOMETHIN' LIKE THAT,
WHY THESE HERE WOULD
FIX HIM UP IN A JIFFY—

THE WURTEL YES, | K SKEETS, \ /AND THAT THAT BIRD, WURTEL, ™
| STEELEX prOP BUT WEVE &OT TO 15 WHERE LOOKS LIKE A )
15 UNBEMDABLE, CONSIDER EVERYTHING THE WURTEL PHONY BALONEY [——2
| UMBREAKABLE, AND ANMYTHING THAT STEELEX TO ME, SkiPpER!
IT. ) WILL GIVE THE SHIP PROP COM WATCH fiml —

By EDWIN ALGF®

WHAT ARE
THEY,
DR. KILEY?

THEM'S DR. KILEYS
SUNSHINE PELLETS,
THEY'RE MY OWN

PRESCRIPTION, AN' |
THEY GOT EVERY 5

i WAIT A SECOND,
DR. KILEY. BEN,
COME HERE

QUICK! | GOTTA

THE NEBBS—Pleased to Meet Yon

By 80L HESS

"

LAUGH AT

A

T GEE, HE'S FUNNY- N
LOOKING L. AND WITH )
HAT GARB HE'D GET

/

\BROTHER,STEVE / =

F JUDGE NIBLICK,
1 WANT YOu
TO MEET ™MV

1 GREET

HE DDNVT HAVE
HELLD JUDGE, ;
mb INTRODUCE
1 RE

(‘»-c)u O ME AS
IS BROTHER _ -
NOL TWO LOOK

JUDGE, 1 SEE YoU AINT GIVEN

O COMPUIMENTS .. A PLAIN BLUNT

MANI_IVE HAD A LOT OF THINGS

SAID TO ME 1IN MY LIFE THAT

WERENT COMPLIMENTAQY, BIUT
: s ‘TL-!E wWoRsT /




