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THE ARMY

The Characters

Katherine Cornish, myself, vis-
fting Elizabeth on a mid.western
Army post

Ellsabeth, Colonel Wright'a
daughter.

Adam Drew, acting command-
ing officer.

Yesterday: | discover that the
note s writlen on a typewritar
which 1 had given to Charlle.

Chapter 17
Oh, Fool, Fool!

AI‘JA.M read the scrup of paper.
"‘Eleven o'clock,'" he said
fg!'ecﬁve!y. “Where did you find

“In one of those chairs in the
lounge," Mrs, Flower explained
portentously. It was tucked under
the seat cushion. 'Eleven o'clock.’
Too bad it wasn't dated, Or signed.
Still—it is'a clus”

“Yes, a clue. I'm very much In-
debted to you, Mrs, Flower,"

Adam sounded harassed 1t was
not entirely Mrs. Flower, | sur-

mised. though she had that effect| |

on people. He wos getting nowhere
and the hours were pudni. How
far he was exceeding his authority
in detaining all these people, only
he could know. They wouiﬁ be
growlng restive. But somewhere
amony them was & murderer, and
time might play into that one per-
son's hands.

Across the boleony there was
motion, It brushed the fringe of
my vision and vanished before
eould turn, What had It been—a
shadow? The reflection of a pass-
ing car? Or someone?

%nratru.-d eyes and ears to catch
some identifying trace of a pres-
ence. Whatever had moved was
s{ill. Yet I had the feeling that
someone was lurking there ncross
the gallery—in the shadows or
behind the closed door of one of
the unoccupied guest rooms,

Almost without thinking 1 rose
to my feel and stood listening
tense, | stole one quick glance at
the door of the strange girl's room
which had been within my range
of vision all the time I was listen-
ing at the head of the stalrs. Then
I began edging around the well of
the dance floor, kw;i:!ns well back
from the balcony ralling. The cen-
tral chandelier which hung high
above me had not been relighted
since the balloon dance; the stage
lights and the lamps which dotted
the lounge provided ample llumi-
nation downstalrs, and the light,
riging diffusely, cast the shadow
of the balcony itself partway up
the walls that surrounded it In
this shadow 1 was hldden from
below. But to anyona on the same
level with me, eyes accustomed to
the lexser [llumination, I would
provide an easy target

I thought about that for a mo-
ment, but I eouldn't feel particu-
larly menaced. Perhapa foolhardy
people are simply conceited—the
moet vivid Imagination balks at
picturing its own extinction.

Halfway around 1 did pause,
however, remembering my prom-
ise to stay with the sick girl. I
had not been very faithful to that
rramine, Perhaps 1 should go back.

might ba on & fool's errand.

And then [ heard a stifled moan
Ao near me that my heart seemed
to turn completely over. One step
brought me to the closed door of
the room from which that volce
had come.

Some instinet prompted me to
stand clear of the deor as I swung
it open. But nuﬂsin%umn hurtling
at me, a0 bullet whined over my
hend. There was no sound, no
movement, no indication of life
within; and qrmnuy, feeling
rather foolish, I unflatiened my-
self from the wall and pee
cautiously in at the wide-open

door,
8o Trustingly
HE room was like that other
which I had left a fow minutes
before—the same furniture, the
same absence of ornament, the
same bleak efficioncy. And at first
glance it was In perfect order. No
ono was there, nothing seemed out
o of place—or not quite, A second
lance, as my eyes accustomed
themaelves to the deeper gloom,
discerned a dark shadow just be-
yond the foot of the bed-—a long,
motionless shadow that bulked as
MT ns n slight woman's I)odf.
felt for the wall switch inside
the door, remembered that thete
was only a light bracket that
turned on at the fixture. [ could see
It ncross one ensner of the room,
well awoy from the bed and that
motionless shadow. Two steps
would take me to it
Samothing keener than my mind
was warning me. 1 loft the deor
wide open, riveting m r‘\;u on
that shape on the Noor Xs the first
faint movement 1 could be gone,
Then 1 took those two careful

ah;Fs

le thing on the floor did not
move, But the air in the room
stirred fainty for » moment and
the dim lght grow dimmer, M[y
hand was on the switeh of the wall
fixture. | turned it frantically back
and forth, but nothing happened,
[ eauld siill see, dimly, that the
prone shape was motionless.
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An instant too late 1 realized
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POST MURDERS

that | had been tricked, Bul betore
I eould whirl or ery out samethin

black and voluminous enlgulre

me — something abaminab

and clinging that wound itself
tightly around my throat around
my arms, trussing me as securely
as a colt for the branding, muf-
fling me as completely as o gog.
I felt the knot jerked tight between
my shoulders Then along my
ankles, where my fetiers left off,
1 felt again that brief current of
air and, faintly through the muf-
fling folds, keard the key turn in
the lock.

The realization of my eriminal
foolishness gave me a strength 1
had not known | possessed.
fought savagely at the cocoonlike
wrappings. Oh, fool! foall I had
deseried my ﬁusn walked 8o trust-
Ingly into the ‘rap. Behind the
door—thot was where the danger
had been hiding; and 1 had turned
my buck on it A woman's life
would probably pay for this,

Half sobbing, | twisted and tore,
bit and squirined, nnd inch by inch
the tmngl worked upward from
my forearms until T could use my

ands.
Velvet—the stuff was velvet,
Someone's evening wrap. The
thought passed briefly through
my mind. Then | tore the thing
from my head and threw it ncross
the room, staggering to my feet,
gasping alr into 1y starved Iun)ﬂ.
here was a thin streak of light
above the door—the wooden tran-
som, open a erack. Could 1 get out
that wu¥? Or should I scream for
Adam? It was too late for secrecy.
I needed help—at once, i
In that brief instant of hesitation
the crack of light vanished, and
from the dance floor rose the
shrieks of women and the con-
fused habble of voices.
The lights were out!

“Too Late

POUNDED and kicked at the

door and added my voice to the
clamor outside. But what chance
had I of being heard? The room 1
was in was roughly above the
stage—too far from Adam for him
to distingulsh my valce in the gen-
eral commation.

I gave It up and leaned hope-
lessly agninst the door. What good
eould I do naw, anyway? With the
erazy manotony of a cracked pho~
nograph record words were re-
peating themselves in my mind,

“Too late. Too late, Too late,”

Suddenly I froze Into listen-
ing silerce. Somecone had come
nni!elessly along the gallery, had
paused on the other side of the
door and was drawing furtive,
panting breaths ltke a runner
forced "to rest, yet wary of pur-
suers. Instinct warned me not to
speak or move, not to seek rescue
here. Th 'n something clinked
lightly on the floor at my feet;
and there was silence on the other
slde of the door.

The key—it must have been the
key. | did not take time to wonder
why it had been returned o me
[ screamed agnin with all the voice
I could mustor and dropped to my
knees, groping in the dork,

1 found It almost at once and
my fingers closed on it convulsive.
ly. Nightmare ¢lumsy, | ye1 man-
aged to find the keyhole. 1 had the
door uren and was in the hall
when the finger of lght searched
me out from the encireling dark-
ness,

YKay! Thank God!" sald Adam's
voite, and the circle of light
I\vnﬂpud to the floor between us

“You're all right? | heard you ,

sereaming. . . ."

His voice wavered a little and
the light danced at my feel.

“The murderer,” | gusped hys-
terically. “He—it—was here an
instant ago. He locked me in that
room, then the lights went out
and he threw the key over the
transom—hn ean't have got farl”

YA man?" Adam asked quickly

"I—=I don't know. [t—It was
somebody.”

And then I saw how hopeless it
was. There were people on each
side of us—they hnd come like
moths to the light. | saw Mrs
Flower pesring excitedly around
Adam's arm. Behind her the
Shaws, looking almost comienlly
surprised. Mrs Orpington  had
eome up behind me and was just
standing there, her eyes glenming
and a funny half smile on her lips

“Nobody passed ne,” she sald
brightly. "1 was right at the foot
of the dregsing-room stairs and 1
stood still and velled until 1 saw
a light up here You're sure
the door was locked?™

There was no mistaking the
skepticiam in her voice. I stepped
closer to Adam.

Adam sald, “Shaw, get out to
the ears and find some flashlights,
then get busy and dnd the fuse
box—-I think it's backstage™

“It Is" seid Shaw. “Barnes's
back there with Elizabeth, mak-
ing coffee. It it's in the box he'll
have it fixed—I heard him stum-
bling around and swearing a min-
ute before 1 came up,”

“Adam,” 1 whispered urgently,
‘that girl . "

Hin oyes met mine. and there
was appréhension in them tos,

(Copyrighe. 1028, Viginis Hanson)

Tomertow: Murder number two,

|
|the winter quarter of 1938 may grad-
unte In elght quarters by sttending

summer peaslons
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX
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Woman of the North

Until she wis a girl In her teens,
Miss Loulss A Boyd, s Oalifornian,
had never seon 80 much ns A W
| flnke, But now she has sedn plenty
of snow—probably more than any |
other woman in the United States |
Mins Boyd woday s America’s oniy |

W

womin Arctle explorer and holds the | ward, Miss Boyd was enguged In
distinctlon of having n part of Groen- | search
land named after hor. Only. she says

AN OF THE NORTH/

LobIsE BoYD == _.
orly American Woran arctic explorey ff
DISCOVERED AN LNCHARTED GLACIER, [}

HAD PART OF GREENLPND NAMED
AFTER HER, AND HRS BEEN

DECORPTED BY FOREIGN COUNTRIES ==
YET SHE NEVER SAW SNow
UNTIL IN HER TEENS /
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peditions Into the frosen north, her
first trip In 1928, Por surveylng much | gow
of the onntern  coant of Oreenland | the Legion of Honor
that had never before besn properly |

charted, the Danlsh govermnment
named the rmgion “Miss Boyd Land’
after her.

On her second expeditizn north.

For this npervioe, Miss Boyd won

| hemian Christmas ecarols, and qu.r
Una B, Inch. county school super-
visar, wna present

Mrn, Bartha Haskins of Applegase

school will be one of the seven dole-
gites from the oounty to attend the
Oregon  Biate Teachera' cinvention
in Portland the lnat week In Decem-
ber.
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WITHOUT BLRNING THE
HANCKERCHIEF,

AD

6IVES UP TRYING 10 READ AS JUNIOR, STTTING AT
DESK, KEEPS UP A STEADY TAPPING WiTH RIS FobT

gﬁ @\

SILENCE . WAITS FOR THE NEXT OUTBREAK OF
ND

BECOMES AWARE OF SUNIOR'S BOUNCING A BALL
ON-THE FLOOR OF Hi5 ROOM OVERHEAD

o~

AND 15 RLLOWED BY A RUMBLING SDUND AS JUN-
10R MOVES HIS DESK AROUND

1APPING STOPS, AND JUNIOR CLATIERS UP AND
DOWN STAIRS -THREE TIMES

a C)

50ES ON WAITING, 6ETTING RESTLESS. RERALIZES
H14 NERVES ARENT USED 10 SUCH COMPLETE
QUIET. GETS UP AND TRRES A WALK.
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Fred Moore, county teeasurer, died | Admiral Clark H. Woodward Gm-
here Satuprdsy night, The W-year old | mandant of the Brookiyn navy yard
public’ sffeinl I8 supvived by ihree | ordersd m o thorough  inguity  today
datighters and a sister, lInto a fire that destroyed a two-story ' aleahol

TAILSPIN TOMMY—The Mysterious Isle!

brick paint and oll storehouss in the

Tho flames broke out 'nt ‘8 luat
nnd spread a black pall over

| Joinid clty firemen In n two-hour |
battle to subdue the biaze

All entrances and exits to the yard |

ets kept spectators nt a distance
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FEET, TOMMY BURSTS
THROULEH THE THICK
FOG AND REACHES A
= CLEARCEILING . . « .

LOCKS AROUMND, BUT
THE BLACK PRATE 15

(/-f ADPR‘EHEHSIVELV, HE

HNOWHERE 1M ST .

7 { Wirn A s or aeuer,
R HE POINTS HIS PLANE
F SOUTHWEST, BUT A
i o STRONO HUNCH TELLS
£ HIM THAT THE AFRIAL
{ BUCCAMEER WILL HAVE
T il TO BE RECKONED WITH
ASAIN BEFORE LOMG .,
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)
K
e

I~ WHILE MM STALLING

THE TIME BEING O THE OFF CHANCE
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BEN WEBSTER'S CAREER—The Two '‘Doctors'’|

warr!

THAT 1 MIGHT FIhD) On THIS LONELY

;I'Fls,ne couLo
E NO LIFE

ISLE . B|uT

ToMmy SUDDEN-
LY MOTES A
FLOCK OF
FLAMINGOES,
STIRRED 1HTO —
SUDDEN FLIGHT]| p& —

JomETHING

0Q SOMEONE
BELOW ., , HAS
FRIBHTEMED
THOSE BIADS!
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WHAT'S WRONG DURNED IF
WITH YOUR | KNOW, BEN~-
COWS, MR. CASEYT }l THAT'S WHAT'S

ITCHIN' ME/
==

THE NEBBS—Pals?

QUIET, PLEASE!

HELLO,SYLLY, YOU LOOK NEARWY :
NICE THIS MORNIN' . THAT NBW GIRL |,
AT THE REAUTY SHOPRIE CERTA
PAINTED YOU UP LIKE A e

NLY

h
=
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7 BUT YOU. DONT HAVE
| TO SPEND NO MORE
MONEY PRIMDPIN
THE DIAMOND KING
HAS GONE BACK /

SOUR WORDS ARE
/ WASTED WHEN ONE
A THINKS OF THE LOWLY
ORIGIN FROM WHICH
THEY SPRING FORTH, NIO

COULD GIVE
THEM SERIOUS
\(-O_NS'LERAT!ON

OWN

THING 1| DONT
THINK EVER GETS
INTO THE MIND OF
A SIMPLE PERSON/ HE COULD GIT
JTHAT IS TO

MIND THEIR £

| KNOW, RUSTY! I ¥'THINK Y SHOW US YOUR WORST e /
THE SUNSHINE || 1 BEEN COW, MR. CASEY— et
PELLETS! HAVE TOTIN' YOU'RE TALKIN' TO -
| YOU GOT SOME H THIS : DRS. WEBSTER AND 10
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/MISS GRUNTLEY " THERES ONE

INVITED HIM TO YOUR HOUS
FOR DINNER L HE 3AID IF YOUR
FOCD TASTED LIKE YOU LOOK

2 |
4 __ |

STEVE NEBB TOLD ME YOU R

THINKIN' s




