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murder of Marina Lorne, twhose his-
band's port office mural has aroutsd
Quanomaet. She was killed by a left
handed blow from her sister's knife,
but Pam Frye ta fnnocent, aa well as
Tim Carr who was once married to
Marina. Then the barn (s burned, and
Ay, Tim, and Pam's father are
knocked out. The problem confront-
ing Asey {2 a 350000 lump ol am-
bergria which Pam found the day of
the murder and Aaron Frye hid in
the barn. Asey ls convinced the fire
toas set by romeone who ia after the
amberpris, and that the lump wos not
in the barn when (¢ burned. With Tim,
Azrey 2 now looking for two missing
troopers.

Chapter 32
Dune Island

WTI’HO'UT apparently decreas-
ing speed, Asey turned off on
a sand road, Tim averted his eyes
from the ruts. It was simpler not
to look ahead, in this particular
case, he thought,

“Er—you (ntend to use the
mu%ﬁ. o you?” he inquired. “To
sea hunt, [ mean?"

Asey grinned,

“Oh, I know," Tim safd hastily.
*1 know you're a director of Por-

ter's automobile [actory, and
you're a ploneer automobllist—
somehow 1'd rather have lked

to see you in goggles and a dust
coat, scorching along at eleven
and a half—yes, Asey, I'm' sure
ou know ears, and you seem to
ave n wniv with fate. But this is a
elty car. It ean't swim. Not the
teenieat bit. Slasy, 1 know, but
there you are. How do you or=
anize & sea hunt, by the way?

at does one do? Stand on the
beach and squint to leeward, or
something?"

“You know the wooda back of | met

Dotagon House," Asey began,
“Know them?" Tim said. “My
dear man, Robinson Crusoe never
knew his damn fsland the way 1
know those woods, I can truth-
fully say that, after last night, |
know eve nook and cranny,
every last hit of poison ivy, I know
it hr henrt. What about the
"

Wi

“Eventually,” Asey sald, “the
woods coma to the river. Wa didn’t
hunt that faor, A salt river, it is,
an' it runs off Wherry Pond, That's
a salt pond”

Timothy stuck his head out the
window and watched the wheels
%qunnhlng gummily through the

og.
EO'Mnlley an' Bhorty,” Asay
said, "met up with the biffer, Our
al. Our shrewdy was too shrewd
0 be seen, an' | don't know about
l{:u other feller. I'm sure it wag
the biffer, an’ I sort o' feel the cops
must of got bilTed. Cops ain't never
80 Int'rested in n chase as they are
In a chitse where they got biffed,
person'ly. A good smuack seems to
sort of inspire 'em. [ think O'Mal-
ley an' Shorty chased our pal the
bifer through the woods, an'
along to the river, an' then 1 think
they took to a boat."

“All in the same boat?" Tim
asked,

“You must,” Asey sald, “have
been an awful ircitatin® boy, when
young."

“It's my mathematical mingd,”
Tim said. "I have to put every item
in its place. The biffer took to a
boat in the river, and the cops took
to m;l‘rllllmr, and followed, That

rh}ht,

'] think £0," Asey sald,

*¥ou malke things so simple and
brial” Timothy sald. “Like a news
reel—nn, I'm not belng funny, |
mean it. Didn't you ever notlce the
simplicity and clarity of the news
reela? Say somo dietator says
something that shakes the wurf;]
and sels Internationnl orises golng
left and right. This Means War.

Civilization on Precipice. And just|

a8 you think about laying in a lot
of cannod milk and pemmican,
then you go to the movies and gee
the news reel of the dictator mak-
ing his statement, and it's just a
man waving his arma around at a
Iot of heads. Simpliclty itself—
am 1 boring you?"

“Had murch radlo experience?”
Asey nsked drily,

“No, Its just my fluent way,”
Tim sald, “It's—why do we stop?"

“This is where we get out an'
walk. Take ofl your shoos”

Down The River
'I“IMO'I'HY looked at the sedge
groes, half submerged in the

water, and the shells, and the
stones with barnncles that were
seattered along the shore,

“1 suppose,” Tim said, “you
really do expect me to take off
1 tramp bravel

' AN

"Then head 'em the right way,
Asey sald, “We're goipg' round the
polnt.”

“"Where are we?" Tim nsked
“Roughly, I mean. And where are
we bound ™

“We're on the river," Asey said

"Ogean's to the righ!, bevond the

nd an' the channel, The old
andin’s around the bend. It ain't
been used since yullt that|

nice new alphnbet wha
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cove, but I know Pam keeps her|
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boats here, She sald so, Prob'ly
others do, too. If you wanted to fly
stralght llke a crow, you'd be able
to shoot back to Octagon House
over the tree tr-z, *n' the swamp,
We circled arour an' got here
lot quicker than we could of on
fopt. We're also nearer where we
want to get to than if we started
from the town whart.” *

“]1 see,” Tim said, "1t was that
swamp where | got in befora 1
knew it, during our man hunt,
Now, what about the troopers?

UT think," Asey sald, “they went
down the river, followin' the
biffer, an' then [ think they got
across the small end of the pond,
an' into the channel current. An'
then | think the tide intervened,
an' took 'em oput to sea. At least, as
tar as Dune [aland."

“And what do wa do?”

“Oh, we take a boat an' Investl-
ate,” Asey said cmnllq' “Here—

ere are Pam's, see ‘em? The
Frying Pam 1, 11, and I11, One sail-
boat an' two sharples, Chained an’
locked to the moorin's, but—
wh-huh, There's two other boats
that belong here, see? They b'long
here an' here.”
~ “The old trapper,” Timothy said
in a rapid monotone, “painted dra-
matically to the onk leaves at the
foot of the tree. Flying Cloud and
his redskting, he hissed, have been
here within the hour, Let's see.
One was a tall boat with a black
mustache. and the other was &
short fat dory with a front tooth
missing, and a slight lmp—""

“For that," a‘\:leg sald, smoshin
the lock on the ‘rl;iﬂg Pam 1l
“you row, Get in, whippersnapper
—bust that chain on the oars—oh,
pive it to me! Yup. yvou get in an
row.”

“T'he muscles on Cart’s neck and
shoulders,” Timothy continyed
imperturbably, “stood out like
those of some anclent Greek
athlete about to meet his lion.
Rnw'.l my boy, for dear old Quann-

Shirt On A Stick

“N7ES," Asey said, “you can row,

can't you? I seem to remems
ber, now 1 think of it, I seem to
rheall seein' you row before, Single
scull _Fhamp. wasn't you? Gold
eu

'Oh,” Tim sald, suddenly very
flustered and pink, “I used to row
when 1 was a kid—Is it your idea
that the biffer is o native?"

Asey nadded. “Port your helm,*
he said. “Yup, 1 begun to think he
was a native, last night. | alsc
think 'he's the outcome of the
mural trouble, an' | know he
knows his way around this region.
An' he had sense enough to know
that he was licked on land, but
there ain't mnn_r troopers you can't
fox in a boat He cul across here
in the dark, see? An' he made for
shore, an' home an' mother. An' he
Tet the tide take care of the troops
ors, Now, lean back an' et the cur-
rent take you from here. In about
10 minutes we'll hit Dune Inland.”

Timothy was silent while they
drifted along.

“Asey." he sald at last, “what's
the stery thpt Hanson and the rest
of us don't know? It's somothing
thut concerns Pam, 'm sure, but
Gran and I can't dope it out.”

'Ord'narlly,” Asey said, “I'd 1el)
vou. In this particular case, | think
It's nicer that you don't know."

“For ‘nleer’,” Tim snid, “rend
‘safer,’ I see. Is Pam In any dons
gort™

“"Anyone clse might be.” Ascy
snid. "But Pam seems to have s
happy kind of fnculty of treatin
trinls an' tribulntions an' dangoers
like they wax wery ord'nary
things. 1 don't think Pam can be
bluffed. An' at this stage of the

ame, I think the person that's
angerous to her prab'ly renlizes
that Pam knows no more tha
does. Turn around, Tim, an'
what you think of Dune lslar

“I' think," Timothy sald,

ing over his shoulder, "I

think
you've got something here, Mave,

'you suppose that blue shirt on
a atiek is o signnl?"
“Must be,” Asey said. "The
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

LING FOR A

CONVERSATION

S/

SUNDAY MORNING SNODZE
WHEN JUNIOR CRAWLS INTO BED WiTH HIM

TRIES T0 GET BY WITH MERELY GRURTING I
REPLY, BUT JUNIDR REPEATS THE QUESTION UN-
TiL HE HAS TORCED AN ANSWER

r

THI5 RUSE 6ET5 HIM HOWHERE, JUNIOR.
MERELY ASRING THE GUESTION OVER AND
OVER UNTIL HE ANSWERS IN SELF-DEFENSE

JUNIOR FINALLY RUNNING OUT OF FRIENDS
AND RELATWES, THERE 15 A MOMENT'S PERCE
DURING WHICH FATHER DOZES OFF

.\rf A FEW SECONDS GUIET JUNIDR ASKS+* WHAT
WoULD YoU SAY IF YOu SAW ME DRIVING A "FIRE“
ENGINE DOWN THE STREET LICRETY-SPLIT 2

WARMING UP 10 THE SUBJECT JUNIOR ASKS
WHET ERANDMA WOULD SRY ? UNCLE JOE 7 THE
POSTMAN 2 COUSIN EFFIE  AUNT ELLA P

COMES AWAKE ASJUNIOR AsKS WHAT WOLLD HE
SAY IF HE SAW HM RIDING ON A TIGER 7

GRS
T-4

;‘fE'R A MOMENTS LULL JUNIOR. ASKS WHAT
WOULD MOTHER ShY ? FATHER PRETENDS
HE 15 RASLEEP

@
&

FATHER DECIDES IT'5 TIME T0 GET UP

PUMPKIN
B BEHERhLI{i.G. GRANT!

WICKHELD, WiTH ?melxlo-s,
Poema% (RPNT PND HIG STRPFF
HAD EBTEN BVERVTAING (N B

FARMHOLGE EXCEPTTHE PIE

S

TEADE i

Champ At A0
Prizofighters. generally aspeaking,
are “through™ in thelr thirties——if
they Inst that long. With few ex-

#0 Orant sat out after him,

With the army at attentien, Grant
read the following order: "lt. Wick-
field, Waving on this day eaten every-

memorable pecords of 35 years of
fighting.

(irnmnrd"

|'coptions, the champa of ring History

have gone down undor the telling
blows of men younger than them-
ralvos,

One of these exeoptiona was 30d
Jem’ Mace, heavywelght champlon . of
England. At 24 he sturted n 35-yeldr
ring career in 1886 by whipping
“Slaaher Slack™ in a G-round de-

Lisutenant Wieckfield, Union army
officor, one day in ths early part
of the Qivil war atopped  with a
grqup of friends at o Missour! farm
hotise for refreshmenta,

To impress the housewlle, he rep-
resented his party na “General U, S,
Grant nnd staff.® The men virtually
miTipped the farm housa of victuals

thing in Mrs, Selvidge's houss, ex-

copt one pumpkin  ple, I8 hersby

ordered to return with yan ercort of
100 cavalry and eat that ple alss”
The order wan carried out.

Cuckoos Clocks

Tt s & solentific fact that gravie
tational pull of the earth variea at

elalon, Cmly a dellelous pumpkin ple o= | differsnt Iatittides. Accordingly, the

Then, In 1800, Muce stepped into| malned; the men wers all tos Ml | pendulum of A cuckod clotk st to
tha ring ngatnst Charlin  Mitchell, | to eat It rn on tima at one Intitude would
Mace was 00 voars old, he still By colncidence, Grant Kimself the | swing faster or alower at another,
Injgd elaim to the hen enme day stopped at the same farm | depending on the gravitational var-

hous iatlon.

af | except

—and found the cupboard bare,
for the pin. The houssawife

of Engiand he
Hurst in 186]

won first [
Mice stapped oilt

Tomorrow: Tha doughnut queen
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Wikl THeY Do

AwaN itk TTHE

OCEAN
e d

THEN sy
WikL THEY LEAVE
1T AROUND 1%
YHey Down‘r

usualrun of bathers that come out
to. Dune Island don't as a rule
bother with things like shirts. Put
her ashore

They found the two troopers
!;h-a-mnu at the fool of the center
auns,

“A lovely sight” Tim sald ap-
preciatively, as nd Asey stared
at the two recumbent 1
“A lovely sight. Sleep it is a
thing—is this what they
squandering the taxpaver
money? And where's thelr boat?
Shall T wake them, or will you?”

“Seems n pity,” Asey said, and
|let out a bellow that brought both
men to thelr feot.

YSorry," he continuod politely,
"to ‘disturb  you, but \rﬁm--- in
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BEN WEBSTER'S CAREER—BIuff Called|

YSEE HIM NOW,

DON'T YA, _eaallag
POP?T — T _r,;—-@
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L WHY, YES, I'M
SECRETARY OF
THE CHAMBER-

CHIEF?

the ring a loser, but left behing o ltald the stary of Wiekfleld's visit, NO
by Misa Allee Hoefs frum “Pints” | cluded the littla old depst with Bar- ~
Colvig, now connected with the Walt | num's traln, the "syjooans and bisl- f‘;
Disney motion  ploture  studio Ln| neas bulldingn™ and the old water- { o
Hollyweod, Calif.  Colvig  attended | ing trough with a horae standing \_1 o
‘ 1 sthool here [0 his bovhood, later fe- | by It
sding in Medford Those famillar with the town in
| w0 front of the envelope was | plonesr Y& deciars tha bpletura to ot
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TAILSPIN TOMMY-—Disaster|
v = = e
{WHEN 0D Yyou \ /HERE'S IT,IT BURNED ME W A i | ueRRY 1 |
e\ BURN YOURSELF, N[ TH' FIRST- RIGHT AFTER | WHATS TR Jésr ?ﬁb%‘:dmn
— —— JERRAY? Alp KIT! SHOOK HAMDS MATTER,

TOMMY'S GLOVE]
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Bur tommys pLaNE IS

ON _ITS COURSE ,
ROARING TOWARD
MiamM |

|[CONTINUED]
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By EDWIN ALGER

WELL, HERE'S MY CARD)
HOW COME YOU FOLKS
CALL A TURKEY MAMMOTH
WHEN YOU DIDN'T BUY

| the dickena have you been, an'
| how long do you intend to disrupt
mu r casp by your seaside
the shorter one sald
| “you're Asey Mo aren't you?
Wel P we i
v Asey rk
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| “The Ty
around #1' 1
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Boy, what a night! We's
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YES, BUT |
WAMMATH SEE SOMETHING

"[ TuRde! That! ELSE THAT MAKES
will B ~ ME EVEN

j “f MADDER! [

{ .

< Q
R

IT AT MY MAMMOTH
TURKEY FARMS?

-1 NEVER SHAVED |
THERE. _JUST STLCK MY FALE &,
IN THE SUN AND 1T WOULD &
TAKE, JHE WHISKERS OFF |

NP JUST LIKE SINGE NG
A CHICKEN 1

-« SHE MUST HAVE LOST ;)
HER waY GETTING /
IN HMERE .-’

— ”

e e T S L e _L’u‘:_-;-'-l:;ﬁ—* ~._/ MR.HART, MAY 1
| ALL THRoLEM THERE ..AND Y l.“f; R e soEn HAVE THE samE

ALWANS

\CORNIER SUITE, L
(<] :

= RAISE BIRD
THAT ONE?
BIRD'S A

... WHAT'S THAT? PO WE

THEN THAT'S yUST Too
S AS BIG AS [4 BAD, MR. JIPPEM, BUT
NO! THAT FREAK OR NOT HE
FREAK! REMAINS A
»

| MAMMOTH TURKEY!

JUST WHO
IS THIS PARTY..

MRS, ALLENITOWAL

OKX, SHE'S A VERY
WEALTHY WIDOW . COME:
HERE FOR A REST AND
£ THE WATER __S4UE'S cOr
A SWEET DISPosITION

;: SONUOHN" ..
‘ il i k‘
Co. A
Casigows

AND A FLOGK OF DOUGH
O\& COMBINATION




