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a stout, red-faced woman came
' BRUIN HEAR TODAY Into the kitchen, carrying an enor.

AN DUNN, sreretary (o DON-

f!ﬁ MONTAGUR, Inu‘n, llrln{.
Er_a:uu" syhes BONNBY WAL-

&!— nutumobiie salremin, naks

* pp marey him.

At The l'Znhlnl Penther nighi
el she meets SANTY HLARICENY
w:u' business coapection i
wnpue, Sanfdy (ngrodudes Takby

nd  Jesn o om MIL and MRS

JEWIN,  Nohby :nr- wonie honids

nr.

L:‘l.lrk"l-' I‘l' ‘l:?a:':“r ngent.
te tenillng WINGY LEWIS, hank
wahher, lfo Ienras about the hond
guraiions Habhy.

Ll L the rcar Lewnis
mghe Is srmuered.  Uobhy one
deviaken to And out.

JEAN RETECS 10 0 sceirl PREAET-
mont wilth Randy,  The bank of
which her father in presidens s
rolhbed and Larry siavie s senreh
far the rolibers,

Jeap goos 1o see Sondy wha has
been rnrlm-d‘ e und the Lewlars
are lll)‘!l‘ nt o farmhonse. She
apon Ands herself o prisoner, The
whole party leaves the fnrm.

Larey lenrns (he robbers were
the Jnekson mang. A ielephone
mumber leads the federnl men to
the farm.

her, worried ahont her
lh‘::::: L:L;;.-:!-“llpnh;;-. They

0 to sew Larry.

KOW GO ON WITH THE SToRy

CHAPTER XXXVIL

ARRY GLENN drove slowly

out the road that led north

from the towa of Midiothian, and
ropeated to himsolf the directions
that had been given him at the
flling station.

“Pirgt whito farm house on the
Jeft side of tho road after you
pags the little grove of oaks" ho
mused, "“Let's soe—thln must he
the grove; now, when 1 get past
e AT

He touchod the brake and
erawled along even more slowly.
Tho onk grove slipped to the rear,
followed by an orchard; beyond
the orchard a pleasant-looking
tarm houss with a veranda across
the front and m fringe of trees
alopg the side of its yard came
into vlow. Larry swung into the
drivoway, drove to the back yard,
parked, and went up to the back
door and rapped.

Hp heard slow footsteps Inside
the bouse; then the door was
opened part way and a man

out at him.

“Mr. Engle?" sald Larry. The
man nodded reluctantly.

*“My name's Harder," sald Larry
politely, *I'm doing some feld
rosoarch for Uncle Sam, collacting
statistics on the triple-A corn-and-
hog program, and I'm afraid I'll
have to bother yon to answer s
few questions.”

The man peered up from be-
noeath his overhanging eyebrows
and hesitated. Larry smiled, in
the manner of ons who knows
that ho is moking o nulsance of
himselt but who proposes to get
it ovor with as painlessly as pos-
sible, and sald, “It won't take but
s minute or two."

- - -

L man looked at him agaln,
and grudgingly opened the
~@oor. *'Come on in then,” ho suld
Jmpgraciously. Larry followed him
~into tho kitchen,

The kitchen wos a large room,
fn the old-fashioned farm manner.
A wood-burning range stood at
one end, and at the other was a
Jirge table spread with o eheck-
ored gingham cloth and covered

transactivn nod
ves

mous armful of sheets rolled Intc
A huge ball

“This's one of those AAA fel
fows,"” sald Engle, “Ha's Inquirin’
about my corn, and s on"

Bhe looked at Liarry uncertnin.
Iy, then turned back to the elothes
bankot,

“Well,” she ssld, "I'll #et on
with my washing. You wou't need
me, will youn, Mister?"

Larry smiled nut «
boad, and followed ‘
Into tha back yard, thinki
places for brealkfast, and
used shoots to rlecp a ¢
—for & family of two-

He follawed the fas
the outbullling
ishly at the p
take more notey,
| obistrve from
| tha se!l o

Ereaso.
o that
1 parkad
rhsontiy:
r alter hin

ory

1#had him 2253 day, got
deter and drove away,
- - -

T was still bafore moona when
ho entored his offce In Dover,
Ha took from his pocket the Hitle
bundie of purloined table knives
from the Engle kitehen and care-
fully unwrapped . Then he
called for Tony LaRocco.
“Tony,” he sald, as the Italian
ontered the room, “I think you
¢an make some prints off of these.
Try *om and see what you get,
will you? And—step on it*
Tony took the exhibits and de-
parted, while Larry sat at hia desk

| and took a harried glance at varl-
| ous papers and memoranda that

had been acoumulating during his
absemce. He ralsed his eyebrows
over ons memorandum, stadied {8
with care, called Agent Frank
Watson into his office and talked
with him earnestly; then he rang
ap that honest, hard-fisted friend,
Detectlve Sergeant Mike Hagan of
the Dover police, and held a tele-
phone consultation with him, As
hie hung up Tony came back Into
the room carrying a huge blotter
on which lay three photographic
prints, stlll wet from the fixing
bath,

“Three of the knlves were too
smudged to do any business with,"
said Tony. "I got thess off the
other three™

Larry looked at tha prints,
automatieally drawing ont the en-
velope in which he carrled the
Angerprint impressions of Red
Jackson, Wingy Lewls, and Sandy
Harkins, He lald the cards on the
table, and Tony bent over them
with him.

“This one we don't have,”
mused Larry. “We'll send it to
Washiogton. This single, hore
« » « by the Lord, Tony, I that
isn't Red Jackson's! Look!"

They made s careful, painstak-
ing eomparizon, cheeking loops
and whorls with methodieal ex-
aotness. Then they stralghtened
up, looked at one another, and
nodded.

with used breakfast dishes. Mr.
Engle sat coutiously in a straight-
buc¥ed chair and waved Larry to
another, beside the table. Larry
sat down, drew a

his p P
forward with another ingratiating
smile,

“Now, lot's see, Mr, Engle,” he
said. “Yon have 20 acres in feld
«eorn this year, and a two-acre plot

of sweet corn for the market—
which doesn't eount, so wa'll skip
4t. Twenty acres, and last sum-
mer yon—"'

“And he went on, reciting facts
and figures that he had gleanod
half an hour earller In the office
ol tha connty agricultural agent;
and Mr. Engle, nodding occaslon-
ally and sucking at his empty

“This other one—looks llke o
woman's,” sald Tony. Larry
looked at the print. I blaw it
up g0 much, you can't tell,* ex-

notebook from | "
it, and | al platned Tony. “But on the silver

the prints were a lot smaller than
the others. I bet it's a woman's"

“Might be Mrs. Engile's,” sald
Larry slowly. *“Or maybe the
Brady woman is with ‘em. Well,
It doesn’t signify—*"

He broke off as his bell tinkled,
and took wp the telephone. He
smiled and spoke a word of greet-
Ing Into the mouthplece; then, as
he listened, he grew tense, and
his face bocama stern,

“My God, man, 1t ean’t bel” ke
sald. "“Listen—* -

(To Be Continned)

plpe, found no reasom to P
that his visitor was anything ex-
coapt what he represented himself
to be

*—and have you your copy of
the agreement with the county
agent? I'd lke to glance at I,
Mr. Engle,” sald Larry, in con-

cluslon.
Mr. Ebngle looked. helplesaly

Worshipers who ars kind
enongh to contribute buttons to
the collections are requestod to
bring thelr own and not, pull
them off the hassocks,—The Rev,
G.-R, Balleine, London vicar, ad-
dressing congregution.

about him, then got to his foet,

“Em!” he ealled.

“What'd you want?" sald n
woman's volee, rasplng and Im-
patient, from somewhere upstaira,

. “Where's my copy of that corn-
bog agreement?”

*““Wheraver youn put it, which
might be 'most anywhere,” sald
the volee, Mr, Engle stared blank.
Iy at the colling, Thers was a
moment's silence; then the wom-
an's volea ealled down, “Did you
look in the desk In the front par-
lor? Might be—"

The rest of it wns lost, as the
woman apparently moved from
one upstairs room to gnother. Mr.

Now that WPA i to develop
the Rutgers athletie figld, maybo
the workers shonld be prodded
opcasionnlly  mot visitlors  won't
think they're the onca who died
for d. o. R.

Reluetanee of Pittsburg barbers
to talk of their relations with
racketeors was our first intimn-
tlon that barbers were reluctant
to talk of anything.

G. 0. P. to utillze films in cam-
paign. A snappy title for one of
{ thoir talkies might be *“‘The Tares
Boondogglera, or Why Politiclans

Engle looked blankly at Larry, {H'.'.:n‘u Lonm.™

then mumbied, "I'd better go look
for it," and sphuffled off, through
A swinging door, to the front of
the house,

Larry, left alone {n the kitchen,
looked about him with kesn inter-
est. He had already learncd, from
the ecounty farm agent; that the
Engles were childless and had no
hired help; how was it, then, that |
At leant six people had eaten |
breakfast in the kitclien that
morning—as the used dishos on
the kitchen table clearly testified?

He listened intently. Someone,
the woman probably, was moving
about upstairs, Engle scemed still
to be In the front, looking for
the apreement. Larry looked over |
the plates on the table, Moving
deftly and sllently, he ploked up
8 knife from ench plate, wrapped |
them all earefully in a handker- |
thiaf and alipped the bundle |mn|
AR Inner pocket; then, standing,
he looked over the table a sccond

time.
L L] .

THEN he bhenrd Mr. Engle re-
= turning, Larry slippod into his
ehalr again and wae looking ab.
sontly at the range when the
farmer re-antored the kitchen,

“Here 'tis,” sald Mr, Engle, ox-
lending a erensed and solled docu.
ment. Larry took It, wennned i
with an alr of vast interest, jotled
fown a couple of noten tn his ittle
book, and then returned i
~ "I'm worry
rou,” ho uald, smiling.
h‘m have a look at your atock
'l go away and leave you Ir
‘pemge.”t .

g0l up to follow the sluggish
M, ls otit the back door: and
At that moment he beard more
m in the hall, the swing

to hava bothered
"Now, il

“H}wmli and swung, and

| Btrest,”

Republicons tjuis potentinl
presidentinl  eandidate to find
out how dry he 8. All we hove
to do da turn the dial.

“‘Breathing Spell’ Spurs Wall
Auy day now wo may
expect a4 Lleating spell.

Flapper Fanny Says

Golting 1o bod Inte In an octa-
slon for alarm.

OUT OUR WAY

S e

BY J. R. WILLIAMS
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I e wn par. oo,
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4 Y NEA SIRVIEL NG
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RABBIT COOP~A LICK
gl AND A PROMISE! VOL'LL
FIND THEM ALL DEAD

WITH AN EPIDEMIC,
SOME DAY) GET UP
HERE
OF WATER AND 90ME

TT

'BORM THIRTY YEARS TOO SOOM

DU CLEAMED T Just

OH,GO0D GOSKHI
PIGHEONS AM! STURF
DONT NEED PLACES
CLEAN, LIKE YOu .
LIKE (T —~ GOSIY,
THY TINIEST LITTLE

SRECK, AN TL
PLACE 1D FILTIVY
SOAP 'N' WAT ER ~
SOAPR ‘N WATER ¢
THAT'S ALL Lt1 HEAR,
AROUND HERE !

YOL) CLEAN YOUIR

WITH A BUCKET
SOMR Y

PR
TR L Ill
1]

Ay .
1|

d .w'u.m-:_-,
M-z1J

BY AHERI

OUR BOARDING HOUSE

JES LET ME ONCE

HES FINIGHED WS

KNITTIN FOR TH EVENIN |

—~wCMON , DOC~PUT

A LITTLE FIGHT, L\E
YOU WANT TO PULL. OUY OF
THIS HOLD AN 1LL SHOW /
YOU HOW 1 INCREASE e~
™ VOLTAGE | e

GET OLSONS NECGK W
TH VISE LIKE THIS, AN

_ b
%, € NOWS YOUR, '
EMANCE, MASOR |
S THAT HOLL
Or HIM, LR YO
TOLD ME YOU USED
INCTH AMATZON TO

WNOT WP A -,
BOA CONSIRICIOR,

e

uP

@EeT ™ME
OLD BEER-.
BARREL
HOLD ON
HIM, ,
MASOR!

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

ARE MY DOGS
KILLIN' ME!

GIVE UP,
NOTHINL

AND HER FOLKS
You LIKE POISON~-
WOULDN' '

BY HAROLD GRAY

| WISH | HAD A TENTH
OF YOUR BULL-HEADEDNESS.
KiD= BUT DON'T YOU EVER
GET DISCOURAGED? DONT
YOUR FAITH AND HOPE
| EVER GIVE QUTH® ——
\ " NO- IT'S MY

FEET THAT G
UT- BUT TH
GETTIH' TOUGHER=

CORNER FRECK HAS
TURNED. I'LL BET HE'S
WISE THAT WE'RE TRAILING

HIM, AND IS TAKING US 7
OM A WILD GOOSE g5
: owsE/\_jx:{‘_;
o~

RIGHT! HE's GOING
NO PLACE FAST, AND
WE'ZE DOING THE
SAME. LETS
GO HEME,

(x;m-r.' HE'S )

GOING INTO \OHOH!WE'LL

rI THINK I CAM
GET ALONG WITH-

AFTER TODAY,
FRECKLES.

oy

WELL, ROLL. ME
CVER A BARREL...
HE'S WHEELING

(et
a1 @I YASIAE Tie

CAM YOU ME THAT !
OLD MASS OF MUSCLE
PLAYING NURSE

AR,

WASH

TUBBS

BY CRANE

LY, EASY GOES THRU JOHM SKEETS POCKETS,

'JUMPING |

HANDKERCHIEF, BRASS KNUCKS, BILLFOLD-AH[
HERES WHAT 1I'M AFTER— |DENTIFICATION CARDPS.

BLUE BLAZES!

4 SOTHAT’S iT! s0 R
THAT'S HIS GAME,EH2
! —

G

¥

)

-

TLL WAIT TILL MORMING ~THEM I'M GOING TO )
HAVE A TALK WITH THAT BIRD, THERE'S A HECK
OF A LOT ABOUT THOSE MURDERS HE'S GOING
TO EXPLAIM,

|

oM. HEC. U, B, PAY, OFF._ "t"' .{gd“ij

BY MARTIN

10 LWKE A DOZEN 600D
O\0 ROSES,PLERSE LW
GOING ONER TO CAL\, OR v
BoOOTS , YES S\REE !

g

IUE CHANGED MY MIND!. il
WRAP ME UP THAT
GONNT

THE NEWFANGLES — MOM'N POP

AHHA MY Proud ) { UNMAND e HA! HA/ HA !-THAT)
BEAUTY ! AT LAST T J( VILLAINIHELD |~ 4 || BAve e WEAK '
| LING !
HAVE YOU IN MY % HELP /! HERE TO i
POWAY / A
N
: { -7
J=i
Lt s 1o -
PO | Jr e
S
f o ——
2 _J’:‘_;’;/‘Te;f‘\’ U
o (2 = b
Y ;‘-‘E%
BN ey

INSULTIN' e ?
You sap /!
MR. MSCOBBLE WaS
QIVIN ME A

: o
B é‘]”-m' o it
PRt g 190D Y WA WERVIGE, INe. T, T e, w0, AT, OFF, J
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