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wsuty So Far; Unscrupulous
citrina Lorne, whess husband's poat
affice myral has aroused Quanomat,
s murdered by o left handed blow
from her slater’s knije. Pam Frye up-
peals to Asey Mayo, Cape Cod detec-
tive, telling him she found $30,000
worth of ambergris which Marina
tried to claim, and Lid it after dis-
coparing the murder. Pam disappéars
from Asew's house becawse an un-

person, who kes Turkish
tobgaeco, is trailing her (o ledarn the
whereabiouts of the ambergris. Asey
discovers that agreeabls Tim Jarr, a
boarder ai the Frya's Octogon douse,
is left handed, smokes Turkish to-
bacco, end hated Marina in New
York; wealthy Roddy Strutt smoshed
6 new plane in the squore; and pabby
Nettin Hobbas {s swearing Pam is the
murderer,

Chapter 14
Asey In Disguise
SEY walked back to the kitch-
en door and yelled for Jen-
nle, "Wherr's Syl's truck?”
“That old thing? Down In the
back garden. He was gettin' loam."
“He won't need it !.udnﬁ if he's
quohoggin'.” Asey sald. “I'm goin’
to take it. An' where's my old
paintin’ overalls an' cont?"
“Asey Mayo," Jennle sald In
desperation, “you can't wear them
in public! They're all torn; so torn
[ didn't even mend 'em."
“Jennie” Asey said, “you roust
out my paintin oyerallu. an' my

cont, An' that cap.”! |
“Not the cap! Oh, Asey, you
ean't go out wearin' that capl! It

make you look like Uncle Cornyl"

Asey shouted. Uncle Corny, one
Sf the family's blpckes sheep, had

ied in the drunkards' home

“Go "long, Jennie," he sald, “I'm
supposadly not workin' on this
gase—an' don't you daore tell a
soull 1 am, hear me? Less you want
Pam Frye in {ail! An' if I'go in my
far, with my eviryday clothes
they'll hother the life out of me.”

“You're goin' to disgulse your-
gell!" Jennie said. "Oh, I see. I
didn't understand.”

"I'm_goln' disguised as Uncle
Corny,” Asey told her with a grin,
“an' if you don't huatle, I'll" get
teal props, like a battle of gin for
my hip pocket, I sort of think that

ople won't pay much attention

m;f"'l” that outft, an' with Syl's

ck.

When he reappeared in ten min-
utes, Jennle freely admitted that
she had never seen the like in all
her born days, never,

“Look here, woman" Asey
Elckod up a cap from the table,
this ain't the one I mean, This is
my nice clean new one, [ want the
old dir{.}r one that says in red let-
‘;5’1;'5- USE PILNV'5 PAINT—DO

“Asey, pleage!”

Asey roared in his quarterdeck
bellow until Jennie, to stop the
nolge, reluctantly produced it.

I moke you look just like n
gonvict, with that funny visor.
You use Pilny's Palnt—you know
right well that vou do no such
thing!"

Asey laughed. *Then that makes
It more of a disguise than meets
the eye, don't it? Anvone that
}nowl me knows I don't use
ilny’'s Paint, an'—oh, lat it pass,”

Depol
uare stood a local traffic cop

Al the entrance to

Was

whose relationship to Ase
Pam

about the same as that
Frye to Nettie Hobbs.

As Syl's truck approached, he
put up' his hand and blew hii
whistle importantly; Asey did hi:
best to obey, but the brakes o
Syl's truck were unaceustomed U
quick stops, and Asey coastéd on
up to the rope barriers that wern
keeping the throng of neafla ol
what was left of Roddy’s plane.

The cop marched up to him
“Where's your inspection tag®
What's: the matter with your
brakes? Gimme your license and
registration—"'

1 haven't any registration”
Asey sald honestly, "An' my 1l
cense is in my other coat The
trouble is, Jerry, 1 ain't used to
these brikes of Syl's, They work
all right, but they'rs sort of frac-
tious, like, Now—"

Jerry's face grew red. In a loud,
Eenetrating voice, he expressed
vis opinion of Asey, Asev's car.
Asey's brakes, Asey’s jeneral
character and ancestry.

“Go-on," Asey said. “An' | was
drivin’ on the wron;‘z! side, oo, 1
guess, Jerry, it you didn'l recog-
nize me without the car an' the
Stetson, no one will. Can [ park
this crate an' slink off about my
business, or do you fail me?"

“Asay, have you got into this
mess at last? Thank God. We're
all goln' crazy, That state cop
Hanson is off his nut. I heard that
the selectmen were intendin' to
ask you over. [I's not Pam that
killed her sister, it's someone here
that was sore about the faces in
the mural—"

“Jerry," Asey sald, "I come to
Quanomet to bring a load of loam
an' to do some paintin’. That's all
An' you'd better yell at me somr
more—

Jerr
raised

winked elaborately and
is vaice.

Heated Volees

HEY spent the next quarter

hour puiting on an act that
charmed the tourist trade, Finally,
ilter promising never to ignore
another stop signal, Asey took his
paint cans and brushes out of the
rear of the truck, and joined the
erowd that swarmed the streets.

The space in front of Nettie
Hobba's ‘store was teeming with
Eeo le. Obviously the Woman's

xchange was doing a land offioe
husiness, Asey edged his way to
the windows and stared,

There were fancy calico pan
holders, crocheted lettuce bags,
aprons of every style and eolor—
all apparently designed for the
oversize figure, Asey thought. Any
ane of them would have made a
fine pup tent. There were huge
quaniities of luncheon sets, em-
broidered dish towels, beribboned
cushions bristling with pins, and
lines of doll-like door stops made
from milk bottles. There were
ples, cakes, rolls, dishes of home-
made fudge. There was a jar—it
was almost a tank—of pickle
limes. And the tourist trade was
buying just left and vight.

“"Now 1 wonder," Asey mur-
mured, “I wonder if mavbe the
ladies ain't pullin® a fast one"

It 'was the wife of the minister
with the wart, who darted out to
tolk to a woman standing near
Asey, who confirmed his sus-

be added hurriedly, noticing her
i:preagllnn of bewilderment. “Let
ass.

ennie eyed the Colt he inserted |

In a shoulder holster under his|
painting coat. "If you was sattin’
out to see anyone but Neltle|
Hobbs," she remarked, “I'd sn
for you to leave that thing behind.
But ghe deserves a gun poked at
her! What're vou waiting for,
whyn't you get started?”

‘Sore About The Mural’
“LASSES," Asey sald, “Isn't|

there an old palr with gold |
rims around somewhere? oy

belangted to someone or other, You
em while 1 get me the rest of

pleions that the ladies were aug-
menting Nettie's stock with church
fair material.

“Jane, you've got to help! The
Baptists have more aprons—go
et 'em from Minnfe. And a quilt
from tha Methodist Chapel. And
tell Sally to hurry up those quo-
hog ash trays she's decorating—
we're getling ffty cents apicce
for them, I've got all the children
at the shore getting shells—they're
paying len cents apiece fust for
undecorated ones! And for mercy's
spkes, nsk Harry whore yon gat
plekle limes! We're selling those in
there for a quoarter each, We—
what? Oh, Nettie can't remom-
ber where she got these, She's had

my trappin's—"

“Not a gin bottle!" Jennle sald
anxiously.

“Nope, .}un'.' some pnint an’|
brushes, What would you say was
the predominatin® calor in Quano=
mat, white an' green?”

“An' vellow, Lots of yellow."

*1 forgot 'em,” Asey said, “en-
tirely. Well, if they need paintin'

‘em for years, she says Jane, vou
hurry up—we can rebuild every

|ehurch in town and repave Main

Street—if only we can find things
to selll"

“"Where's Nettie?™ the other
woman asked. "What's she got t¢
say about this selling?"

“T don't know, m:dI) don't care,”
the minister's wife returned, “All

it'l" have to be with the punkin
t left over from the kitchen
oor, I ain't got anv yellow—"
Jennie protested later when he
ut on ll!:e old glasses she had
ound in the sewing machine
drawer.
"Now," she said, “you look lke |
A dencon. An' if you try to drive |
Syl's truck with ‘em on, Asey, |
ou'll kelll yourself. They was Aunt
hrone's, an' she got 'em from a
mall order houise with a test-your-
own=-eyes oard, an' the only time
ghe wore ‘em. she walked plumb
into the cistern!" |
After a brief interlude In Syl's
tato patch. during which the
ruck barely escy
Asey came 1o the eonclusion that
perhaps i
the glasses. Regr
them in his pocket
He sallod

i the state

t even
Quano-

sunburned sales . who made
loud Inquiries about the price of
hay. |

aped overturning, |

Jennie was right about | b
r;

e Quanp- | “V

she's thinking of is the money
she's getting for articles and
statements, She doesn't give a g
for the churches! She's out bhack
now, talking to someone—more
reporters, I shoyldn't wondet!™
Asey edged his way out of the
erowd and along the sidewnlk to
the narvow alley that separated the
Exchange from Red Men's Hall
Swinging his paint cans, he
marched up the alley and through
the gate into the yard at the rear.
Volces — heated voices — lssuad
from the open window :
*The whole thing's absurd, and
you know it's absurd, an you know
vou're lying like a bloady trooper!"

cented her words with
4.
d emphatically.

" It was Nettie Hobk

ice rose to ashrill n

1t do you mean? 1 Pam
Fryve kill her, I tell vou, I saw {t
with my own eyes.”
(Cotvmiahi. IRIR, Phools dtmond

whos
v

Who Is talking to Nettle Hobbs?

Read Monday's chapter.
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX

For further proof sddress the suthor, inclosing & stamped envelope for reply. Reg. U. 8. Pat. OF.
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Hatfields and MeCave

their feuds,
Jongest and blosdieat
wars on record In the famous Hat-
fleld-McCoy feud.

It all started back In 1870 when
Floyd (Hog) Hatfleld, who llved on
the West Virginin side of the Tug
fork of the Bly Sandy river, one day
drove some raeorbacks out of the
hills apd corralled them at Btring-
town.

Randolph MeCoy happened by and,
on examining the contents aof the
pen; noticed what he bellaved was o
MeCoy bmnd on one of the mazor-
hacks, Hatfleld refy
hog over to McCay, ab

sed to turn the

(1838 o tesosin, o

The hills of Eentucky, tamous for
witnessed one of the
intar-family

s 1

b o e HitrieLoe 8
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Lower fdjﬁﬂﬂfd
THOSE CARVED

the mattar to court.

The trinl was held at Raccoon
Hollow, Deacon Hatfleld presiding
Both factions turned out an masse—
aliot guns, slihg xhota and cap and
ball pistols greatly in evidenoe. Jeers

and oatéalls mnrked the provesdings | one Hatfield and three MoCojs.

whieh ended—quite naturally—in &

decialon In {sver of the Hatflelds
Then and there the storm brewed

The McCoys left the court

on and celebrated thelr victory. Late
in the evening tho Hatllelds left for
thélr homes, anly to be ambushed
b the McCoys armed with sticka
and stonen.

In 1880 the first bloodahed

S
e FOR 32 Years/! &

HE Whe ELECTED To OFFICE
26 TIME

| Coy triba attacked and killad Bill

room | ed when Governor Wilson of West
grumbling, while the Hatflelds stayed | Virginia refusad to extradite the Hat.
| Helds to Keptucky for trial.

took | #d for 18 M=Covs, a record

the latter took place when two members of the Me- | the feud died out

U

Stayton, a Hatfisld, This started the
war in earnest, and in 1883, when
members of both fagtisns mn for
1ocal politieal offices, election rlots
broke out resulting in the denth of

Twenty-thras Hatflelds were In-
dicted. but did not surrender thems
selves, Inter-state friction was arous-

Bpomadie mids wers frequent In
following years; deaths mounted to
well nbove 5O Cap Haotfleld, Inter
head of his clan, personally account-
In 1817

It waz alsa revenled during

the | 1t was announced by the tax collec-
teatimony that Plaintiff Renkdr has | tlon department of tha aheriff's of-

cherry crop hos started op o small
sonje, in some sections. sccording to

VERY YOUNG FAN

/
IS TAREN BY FATHER  WATCHES FATMSULLY  ATEMION BESING Y0  FRTHER BUYS HIMBRG OF|
10 Hi5 FIRST BA) FOR SEVERAL INNINES  BE DISTRACTED BY PEANUS. DEVOTES HIM- |
6AME e PEANUT VENDORS AND  SELF EXCLUSIVELY TO 1T ||
THOUSHTS OF FOOD
k
Y
CLMBS ON SERT 10 FATHER GETTING NER-  BE&INS 10 FIDSET. REPORTS HIS CAP HAS
PEER AT GROUND IN VOUS REQUESTS HIM 1O TWIRLS CAP AND  TALLEN DOWN BETWEEN
BACK OF GRANDSTAND 1T ROUND PROPERLY.  SHIFTS POSITION {HE SEXTS. FATHER WON~-
DOES 50, WATCHING AN EUERY FEW SECONDS  DERS IF HE WAS LIKE THAT ‘
. RRPLANE CIRCLING . WHEN HE WpS A BOY
6=13 (Copyright, 1888, by The Ball Syndicats, Isc)
S'MATTER POE By O M PAYNE

WAAT THA-
DIN &, Dini &
. ?
= !

been married five times, fice. . County Horticulturist A, B, Copdy. ;
i — o ——— Payments to date have b low, | The erop Is now coloting up fast, and =
WEDNESDAY DEADLINE | county workers report. Thin 1s pacti- | flcking ¢ expected -to be fn ful
ally due b ARy county redidenta | *Wwing within s week or ton days,
IN PAYMENT OF TAX m.'\km.;'{ul? p:}'::{ouu li:it-.\[-_uv:: “ | under presont woather m:'.mt?om.
Wednesday, June 15, is the final | e Bu_.«}: showers, benelicinl to gardens
date for ayment of second quaster START CHEHRY FICKING e ;pqu;;»n“-. :“r ]'T'ulﬂ Greek, xnd
taxes, to avald interest ». [ .- the Buftt A districts
terest il e cnareed on the second | _IN MEDFORD DISTRICT| =~ ot
t|||u_rtﬂ' if not pald pefore Wednesday, Plcking of the Rogue River valles rn:;;c.;: cn; s._-.;t:l,—:;.sen—],.ﬂ_. T
TAILSPIN TOMMY—Guardian Angel| ' ==
? - |8
T Ag THE REQUEST ; .
———— F HIS CHIER FLL SHOW THAT
P i TOMMY CONSEMNTE BIRD, WURTEL,
I%EEC(L}%LP WTHE THAT HIS PROP
s I AMITH \ 1 =
THE WURTEL STEELEX [ I opsT A anAln -
PROPE LLER, WHICH | ;
—— ——1 IS GUARANTEED TO
INCREASE  THE
SPERD OF THE
l"—b‘: SHIP AT LEAST A MOW YOU'LL
| THOUSAND MORE SEE WHAT
- REVS TOMMY 1S THE WURTEL
5| ouBIOUS ABOUTY L
THE CHANGE IN 4
PROPS, BUT 1S
WILLING TO CONSIDER
ANYTHING THAT MIGHT
L. HELD MiS CHANCES
3 AT THE AR RACES
By EDWIN ALGER
o“:‘;"“-“o“ CAN LEAVE Now, NO, | DON'T THINK S0, GEE, AND [ | KNOW IT. YOU BUT, BEN, IF WHAT I'M WORKIN'ON
il;'] .: ?:CK AT SIX O'CLOCK RUSTY. HE'S PRETTY || | BUESS SEEN THE AD PANS OUT THE JIPPEMS MAY STILL
R ANCTHER TREATMENT. WORRIED OVER THINGS, | ! | AM, TOO. B8 THE MAMMOTH BE THE MAMMOTH TURKEY FARMS,
: TURKEY FARMS BUT WE'LL BE THE GUYS WITH THE ’
RAN, DIDN'T = — MAMMOTH
: TURKEYS)
By BOL HESSB
- — — —
STENE, 1 CANT TIT WASNT FOR LACK. N\ - { BAUT THERES ALWAY
/L'NT‘E‘EQ"Z\'\‘D HOW OF OPPORTUNITY, 1 | 7 ROMANCE ! My P———| { wHo sTANDS ouT qugﬁcfsr
A HaADsSOME AND TELL YO THAT FANNY ’, LFE HAS BEEN ONE 4 THEM ALL AT WAS HELEN
] o { ROUD OF RoMANCE .- ) [ SHE STOLE WER BVES OuT
L HAD GALS N BVERY / | { OF THE BLUE OF THE
f ‘ PORT, LIKE A s 41 SKKQES AND HER DISDOSITION
' ‘
‘ |
|
4
|




