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THE PHONE BOOTH MURDER

——— by Phoebe Atwood Taylor se—

Chapter 32
The Play
h‘ﬂﬂ. HINGHAM'S story was'
simple enough, and it provided |
the solution to much that he
wanted to know, although none of
it appeared to concern Ann Joyce,
It seemed that Bram Reid, the
director, had read and lked lndl
wanted to produce, later in the
season, a play whose leading char-
acter was a middle-aged school-
teacher. Mrs. Hingham at once
picked the part for herself, but
nel Horace nor Bram Reid |
would even entertain the sugges-
tion that ahe do it
“They laughed at me! They sald |
a real aciress

d | along with him,

to go to the polics bar
racks?™

“That's up to Lieutenant Han-
son,” Asey told her. “You go back
to Ibnb!unh n:; l.?g: with ? an'
see what he decides you got any
way fo t:t back there? GR a
car? Maybe you better come with
me."

“In a police car?™ Mrs. Hing-
ham wet her lips. “Uh—do you
have room for my things? I've got

uite a lot that must go back to
the Inn tonight. Most of it's in
Ronnie's car already, Wouldn't it
be all rialht 1] just went with
""-'i’n’r“ﬂ Asey sald. "Wa-el

a-ol" ] a-el—go
then. See Han-
son right away, an’ tell him all
ou told me. Tell him I'll be right
ck, only I got a little errand to
attend to first,”

t
e T Pt e
fhe part, and we argued about it had Just | en wranted s stay of
sll yesterday and all last night walked back through the lobby.

till
Simply whirling!® |
“1 see,” Asey sald. “That settles
your migraine today, don't it?™
Mrs. Hingham looked as if she'd
like to hurl a brick at him, |
“An' that's why," Asey rxmtln-‘
ued, “you deddez nnu'd dress up
like' Miss Olive this atternoon, |
huh, an' show ‘em how u |
eould be? [ see. S0 you went in|
an' swiped Miss Olive's clothes—
MOk, about’ haltpast fivel 1|
s about - v |
don't know, ﬁnyw:;. 1 slipped in |
and put on some of Miss Olive's
clothes — deadly things! And|
slipped out the back door. But 1
never saw Ann Joyee! I haven't|
seon her since early morning |
when she went off to rehearsall
don't know anything about Ann,
or what might have happened to!
her! I didn't—""
“You see anyone lurkin' around
when vou left?” Asey Interrupted,
"Only that fat chauffeur. Mrs.
Clutterfield’s.”
“Huh!" Asey sald. “So it was
you an' not Mrs, Doane he seen
at the back door, Was the elzc‘lric’

lights out then?™
rs. Hingham sald that the
street lights went out just as she
reached the road in front of the
Inn, Dramatlclll{. and with ges-
tures, she described the terrific
raln, and how she'd run every
step of the way to the house
where Bram Reid wan nurinf.
“1 wanted to ealch him before
he left—I1 knew he was going out
betause one of the times I phoned
him today I asl him to dine
with me, and ha said he had a
date. I caught him just as he was
gettl into his car., And he
eaid—" her voice broke, “he said,
‘Flissa, g0 home and lake the
:}?Ihn off! He 1[%.. “Take ﬂu;m
, Mra. e, an your age!'"
“An’ you did, T see, Au;' sajd,
*An' what with havin' been dealt
that heavy blow by Bram Reid.
ou was too wor up to notice

ennie there in the livin' room, |
huht"

Mrs. Hingham nodded.

“As I went up the stalrs some-
one screamed, and frightened me
=] had such an eerie feeling when
1 entered the Inn then, anyway!
And 1 was simply a terrified pulp
when that woman elumped up-
stairs afler me! All [ wanted then
was to get out of those hideous
tweeds before Miss Olive came
back—those plain,
women are so serious about their
deadly clothes! I thought if 1 kept
quiet, this other woman would
away. But at last, I declded to—
t’—

To Mrs, Thorne's

LUFF your way past us”®
Asey sald, "Uh-huh. An' no-
body could find fault with that
lece of actin’, Now, what about
his rug business?™

Mra. Hingham presented him
with an elaborate and rather

polgnant explanation, She had
rofused to lend the rug to Bram
Reid for the opening . Bram

A
had begged her for R. ut she
had been adamant, Back in her
own room, after she had taken
several pills to eage the hideous
pain of her whirling head, she be- |
gan 1o realize how selflsh she |
was, She decided to let Bram|
have the rug.

“In short,” Asey sald, “you used
the rug for one last try to
wheedle Bram Reld into lettin'
you have that part, huh? That
was your big gesture. 1 see. Now.
about Ann Joyce—"

Mra. Hingham burst into a flood
of praite for Ann Joyce, Ann was
A sterling young actress, a fine
girl, admirable in every respect,
and definitely destined for great
sitecesses. If Ann had been mur-
dered, the loss 1o the Theater|
would be beyond bellef. |

Asey let ber talk herself out |

“Where's Bram Reid now?!"|
Asey asked 1
."{:lrm‘r know! Back where he !
lives In Quisset, 1 suppose!™ Mrs, |
Hingham  was now practically |
seething. “He wasn't here st all
tonight. He phoned he had im-
portant business to attend to!"

“Where's Horace?™

T don't know!"

From the harshness of her tone, |
Asey gathered that she didn't!
much care, either

“1 don’t know anything about
Horace!" Mrs. Hingham went on
"1 want to—look I've answered a'.I[
your questions, haven't 1? Do 1

my poor head was whirling! H

e sirolled on out to the roadster,
where Mrs, Clutterfield was all
but buried in road maps,
“Figgered out your route?” he
Mﬁumrd as he got in,
thought,”
him -

T've thought angd
Mrs. Clutterflield toid
ously, "and I think I've made my

gholc:z. I think I'll go via Ded-
am.
Asey looked “You

at_ her.
mean, via Dedham, Mass.?"
“Dedham's 20 pretty, | always
think,” Mrs. Clutterfleld missed
the lrony of Asey's question.
“Have you found out anythin
useful from Mra. Hingham? Di
she tell you why Ann Joyce was
dressed up like Miss Olive?”

Philpoits
'NOPB, but 1 think I know
why, now. There's a E.I?
Ann wanted a part in, I think. It
was a middle-aged part, an’ Ann'd
never taken one like it, an' 1
think this dressin’ up was to show
folks how much she could make
h:lr‘g‘lf look the p:rl.'l:.“‘ ot
you suppose . ve
knew about it?"

“I don't know. 1 hopa Horace
or Bram Reid can settle that
Mrs, Clutterfield, isn't that place
the girl stayed, the Beeches, near
here somewheres?”

“Just down by the shore™ Mrs.
Clutterfield waved a hand toward
the fog, “Down there™

“1 think we'll drop by
sald. “Hanson said he'd send
somenne there as soon as his fel-
lers come, but nobody’s sald noth.
in' about it Want to drive me

over there, please?™
Pushin !go road mlrn out of
her way, Mrs, Clutterfield backed

the rondster around without even
a preliminary quiver, and a few
minutes later drew up neatly in
front of the hes, whose sign
-oaid pimply, “Guests — Meals —

pen,

A distraught-looking woman In
a gray bathroba answered Asey's
nn_g(l‘m to disturb 2 Asey
“Sorry to urb you,
sald, “but has a state trooper—

"They've all just gone, All of
them—aren't you ey Mayo?
Well, I'm Martha Thorne. Isin't
there some way to keep people
from taking pictures of this place?
What are they taking so many
picturea for?"

Asey shook his head. .

“1'd like to," Asey sald. *T was
goin’ to ask you if !w'd show
me where Ann lived.

He followed her along a sue-

H9| cession of halls, and finally she

opened a door,

“Here. Look. Those are all the
things she has. You could put that
poor gitl's belongings Into a suit-
case. Everything — except, of
course, for that packing case!
Heavens, 1 suppose If they'd
known that was hors, they'd hava
had everything oul of it and taken
pictures of that, too!™

“What packin' case?™ Asey In-
quired,

“It's out here in the hall, See?
It came from the estate of some
relation of hera who'd died, and
she's hardly touched the things,
she's been so busy. 1 don't know
what In the world she'd ever
have done with the things, any-
wn{? It was just old stuffl She
took oul those bronze book ends,
and that awful slaster cat—see, in
there on her bureau? They took
dozens of pictures of that cat! |
“:{t |h|ni‘: I:rhsr. can you?™

o cked up the cat and
Innlmr l? it .

“Nope. 1 guess Hanson's got an.
other of them photographers that
likes to enter prize contests. He
had one once that drove him
nuts, gettin' angle shots of evi-
dence--hey!"

He put down the eat and point.
ed to a picture on the bureau,

It was a duplicate picture of
the bewhiskered man, the baby,
and the girl that Jennie had no-
ticed in Miss Olive's folder!

"Oh, that,” Mrs. Thorne sald
"Thl“l came from the packing

X,

“Who are they™

"She didn't know,” Mre, Thorne
said. "It was just in things, with
that eat and the book ends. 1 told
her the man looked to me like &
minister. Doesn't he look like a
minister to you?™

“Philpottal Asey sald “That's
why Jennie thought of Philpottal
He does look sort of ministeriall™

Te be conilnued

CLOSE HEARING ON
VAR WALKOU

Yakims, Wash,, Dee
A federal mediation

»
-1

panel

We Wish You
A Yery
Merry Christmas

Darke'cs

Store for Men

headed by E. P, Marsh of Se
attle, today closed its prelimin-

|ary hearing on the fruit work-

ery’ strike which has been under

|way here since the first week

of October.

Members of the cltizens' com-
mittes onee thought the strike
had been solved and pending
a finnl decislon plekets  from
frult row were called off. When
the employers declared they
wiere unable to take back all
the strikers, the pickets went
back on their beats and the med
intlon panel was called in,

Its sescions have been closed

Bydiey, Australls (UP) —Ivan Mans
glea, ligh fa Mar, In & receni pefs
formanes ook thme off from O
bert and Sulliven 1o give & fret-
Blght audien= = revevrnl
rearmament. Noxt
he was speaking

fecture o
ha donled 1hat
on behall of \he

Any

On the Radio Chains
STATIONS:

Chain affiliation and where

are on the dial:

KALE (MBS) 1300, Portlsnd;
KEX (NBC-Bloe) 11596, Portland:
KGA (NBC-Blue & MBS) 1510
Spokane; KGO (NBC-Bloe) N0,
San Franciseo; KGW (NBC-Red)
20, Portiand; KJR (NBC-Blue)
1000, Seattle; KNX (CBS) 1030

(NBC-Red )
San Francisco; KSL (CHBS) 1160,

Salt Lake City,
S— Time Shown |8 PAT =
Wednesday
85:00 p. m~Vagavonds, KGO, KJR;
Big Touwn, KAL; Ken Stavens, KOIN;
Jane Arden, KOMO: Adventures in
Toyland, KEX: Stars of Today, KOW;
Don Winslow of the Navy, KPO.

830 p. m—News of the World,
KOO, KJR. KEX: Doctor Christian,
KSL. Cocktall Hour, KOW; Bill Hen-
7, KNX; Eyes of the World, KOIN;
Parent-Teachers Asa'n, KOMO, Walwr
Rhythm, KPO,

namon Bear, KEX: Judy BSplinters,
KOO, Scandinsvian Reporter, KJR:
Tonight's Bast Buys, KNX, KOIN.

Big
Hour, KOMO.

KGO, KJR: R of

the R

Town, ENX, KOIN, Highlight

7:00 p. m--Glenn Miiler's Oreh., |
KNX, KSL, NXOIN. American Malody |
Hour, KOO, KEX, EKJR, May Kymer's
Musical Quiz, KPO, KOW, KOMO.

7:30 p. m.—News Here and Abroad. |

| Kous

¥
OMO; Concert Hall, KPO

KEX: News, ENX,
Raverics, KOMO.

nosale, KSL.

I KOMO.

Bervice, KSL,

| Mooniight Sonats, KEX

| 1000 p, m—Rapartar News, KPO,
8:00 p. m~PFrad Allen, KEL: FPred  gow, KOMO; Paul Whiteman's Oreh
Wating's Orch, KPO, XOW, KOMO: | gao, KEX, KJR: News, KKX, KOIN;
Josas Bethancourt's Band, KJR; Cin- | sMustarworks of Musie, KSL.
10:30 p. m.—Howard Becker's Orch.,
Munle for Listening, KGW;
KEX: Bill

KSL;
Broadway

Bandwagon,

KENX; Modern Musie Box, KEX: Leon 5:00
P. Drewn, KOIN: Clark and !pnr-l..xoo. KJR; Death Valley Deys, KSL; | Living, KEX; Captaln Quiz, KJB.
{Jans Arden, KOMO:; Adventure In

8:18 p. m—~lanny Ross, KNX, KSL,
KO,

KOIN; Plantation Party, KPO, KOW,
KOMO, Manhattan at
KOO, KJR, KEX; News, HSL

9:00 p. m~Tims To Smils. KPO,
KOW, KOMO; BEasy Aces, KOO, KEX,
KJR: Pred Allen, KOIN, KNX: Hymn

Midalght,

930 p. m—Basin Sireet Chamber
Music, KOO; LMr. District Attorney,
KPO. KOMO, KGW. News, KJR, K5L;

68:30 p. m.~—Penthouss Party, KOO, | Clifford's Orch., KOO; Rev. Peterson,
KJR, KEX. Concert by Kalash, KPO: KJR; Public Affalrs, KNX: The World

Thursday
P

8:00 p. m—Quis Kide KOO, EEX. : Toyland, KEX: Stars of Today, KOW:

slow of the Navy, KPO

KSL: Ricardo's
KNX; Leon P. Drews, KOIN.

Bing Crosaby, KPO. KOMO.

KJR.

ringers, KJR

Prgm.. KOO, KEX, KJR

KOMO.

m. —Adventure Stories,

8:00 p. m~—Major Bowes' Original
Amateur Hour, KNX. KSL, KOIN;
KGW;
| Cinpamon Bear, KEX; Judy Splin
tors, KOO. Scandinavian Heporter,

830 p. m—Jo= Oalllochio’s Orch,
KOO KJR, KEX: Christmas Bell-

700 p. m—0lenn Millesr's Orch,
KNX. KOIN, KSL: Cugat Rumba Ra-
vue, KPO, KOMO, KGW; Rudy Valles

730 p. m.—News Here and Abroad,
KGO, KEX, EJR: Who Dunnit, ENX,
KON, K51, Prank Fay, XKPO, KOW,

CHRISTIIAS EVE

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

KOIN: Christmas mfm EOIN: Pred Waring, XPO.

11:00 p. m—Dancing with Claney, | KOO, XEX.
KPO, KOW, Wilbur Hatch's Orch. |
KOIN, KSL; This Moving World, KJR,
KOO; Erening

Sonata, KEX: Let's Go Skiing, KOO: !Iunchu. the Parent-Teachers as-
Dance Oreh. KPO. | sociation has arranged with the

10:30 p. m—Bd Stoker's Music, city council to have all vacant [
| KOW. Reld Tanner's Orch., KSL | iots held for the non-payment of |

KOMO, KOW: March of Time, KJIR

B:18 p, m~Lum sand Abner, KPO,

i:f_,';' ‘I:‘NO-: lanpy Rom. ENX.| Masterworka of Music, KNX; Theliayes cultivated as vegetable |

| ; World Today, KOIN: Industry and | oordens by WPA workers '
830 p. m—Maudie's Disry, KNX. | Detense, KOMO: Goneers Hail, KPO Rt Bk bty

KGIN: Saunders of Circie X. KOO, | yyo5's o Fuhings in Beass, PREACHER c

KJR; Amos ‘n' Andy, ENX, KOIN, | Ken Stevens and Erwin Teo, ENX| & Aldrich Pamily, KPO, KOMO, KGW.
| KSL; Potnt Sublime, KPO, KGW.|Eyes of the World, EOIN; Don Win-

B:00 p. m~Amos "'n' Andy, KNX.

KEX. Caffes Time, KPO, KOMO,

KOW: News, XEL: W for the KPO; This Moving World, KEX; Har-

|

| O 2 Joplin, Mo —UA—Guy How. |
'I'::'x. ta:xo:r:-é mﬁmﬁ::::nrd. 50 has earned the title of ‘
|

)
By T SO RES, | T, B2 “Walking Preacher of the ‘
| Ozarks,” for in past nine
1000 p, m.—Musie in the Moon- GARDENS IN VACANT LOTS ?years he has walked more than

Lght. KOW: Death Valley Days, ENX. | Turlock, Cal—U#—To reduce

|
| 30,000 miles to conduct religious

530 p. m—News of the World, | KOIN: News, KA&L, KJR; Moonlight [the cost of school children's' services in rural districts. | B
KGO, KEX, KJR; Duffy's Tevern, !
tes, XPO,
KOW, KOMO; Tonight's Best Buys, |

by JOHN HIX l

STRANGE AS IT SEEMS

DTSR AN SRR 7

CARRY FFERE
's:zﬁzf’h? gﬁt;éx-—

SRR,

HAHES UP HIS STOCKING  STARTS HAT  CALS DO FATER WILL  DECIDES PARENTS
BY THE LVING-ROOM  HE MY NOT HAVE HON6  HE PLERSE FIX TT. 685 HAVE COME UP 10 _
R CPES R g o Gumes
al . ¢ .
BEFORE SANTA QLAUS ONES FROM ATQE%!“D ¢
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TPTDES DOWNSTRIRS ~ HEARS SOMEBODY LEARS IR BED, PULS TWO FEET IN HEAVEN
AND 15 SURPRISED ©  STIRRING AROUND BY THE COVERS OVER HIM AND Back in 1861 the business founders of the Brooklyn, N. Y. shoe firm of Palter and
SEE LVING-ROOM W AND IF HIS AND SCURRIES UP- HOPES EVERYTHING 15 Fitzgerald set out to take care of all sizes and shapes of human pedal extremities. Today
DOOR SHUT TiGHT HER'S N BED WHD CAN STAIRS 60IN6 10 PE ALL RIGHRT the store carries the entire range of shoe sizes for men and women, and ths estsblishment
ITBE BUT SANTA CLALS ? is heaven indeed for anyone whose feet are longer. shorter, wider or narrower than the
;:'B.;.::;:'E ?nli'n and rlirs."m':ul:. the .;nlr’ store In A:::l}n Iwhou a man with a size 21
g oot can w t shoes t ,
- (et T BT rnives B —2-24 Friday: Mistletos Mediciel i \
LI'L ABNER—The Rest Is Easy - T By AL CAPP L i
THIS IS DR.JEKYLLS YOL MUST FIND BUT HOW 1S AH GONNA | WELL-WE AND SHE HAS HEART-SHAPED i
REPORT, THE EXPLANATION HER /= IT MAY TAKE. FIND HER7-WHAR EARS/-THERE MUST BE SUCH i
QF YOUR PLEX IS YEARS — BUT, LINLESS DO SHE LIVE AN' A GIRL WHERE IN THE F
HAT Y YOU FIND THAT GIRL. HOW KIN AH TELL F ALL YOU HAVE TO !
SUBCONSCIOLISLY IN —-YQUR CASE. IS SHE IS HER EF AH DO 1S FIND HER, DEAR f
LOVE WITH A GIRL HOPELESS '/ DO MEET UP WIF r
NAMED CHERRY BLOSSOM® i
GULRPIS
b
¥
= Rt 12-24 (
TAILSPIN TOMMY—Dr. Vermin Acts Swiftlyl By HAL FORREST !
SIEETS, UNDER THE HYPNOTIC INFLUENCE | |AH-H! LT. MILLIGAN, YOU H IS THIS PART OF TH' WACK
OF DR VERMIN, BROKE AWAY FROM HIS | |LANDED HERE EXACTLY AS | | DREAM ' HAD OR ARE voo bl B Prddd
SQUADRON AND LANDED HIS SHIP IN AN | COMMANDED/ THAT IS-§ NUTS OR SOMETHIN’?Z, OFEF/ | MUST ADMINIST
ISOLATED RENDEZVOUS OF THE SPIES/ GOOD/ NOW YOU SHALL A G'WAN! SPREAD YOuR MORE..OR. OUR PLANSER
»1 |.1.MUSTA BEEN DREAMING. OR CARRY OUT THE REST OF S\ HEELS, MISTER/ I'M IN
. (_SOMETHIN'..TO LAND HEREZ.| THE TASK 1 SHALL ASSIGN - X - i
b GOTTA GIT QUTTA ; . A
A HERE QUICK i
OR. ... i
o
( \
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By SOL HESS

Oaford group

I THINK ITS THE
CUTEST THING THAT
JUNIOR STILL WRITES
TO SANTA CLALS T
MAKES OUR SHOPPING

WELL,1 DONT THINK L \
MISSED A THING .IT WAS
SOME JOB SHOPPING THE LAST
MINUTE — ONE THING YOU DONT

HAVE TD DO 1S MUCH

WHAT 1 SPENT ON WM

TO THE CHARITIES FCR
NS FOR

/




