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CHAPTER X1l
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hand on his arm to attract his |*

attention, He was evidently In a
half-frenzied condition, “Eb" she
sald, “Tell us where you've been.
What happened?™

Again  the menacing finger
pointed accusingly at Susle, “Ask
her, ‘Eb sald grimly. *She can
tell you how she brought me food
down In that room of Lyman Fos-
dick's, But all the time I was tied,
hands ond feet. All I could do
was kick against the wall in hope
someone would hear me. For 2
while I thought someone did hear
me, but I guess I was wrong. If
the tree hadn't been struck I'd
boen there yel. Sawed the ropes
off on a bit of sharp stone,"

“Lyman Fosdick’s room!” began
Claire, "Eb, was it under the pine
tree? Sit down there and tell us."

“Yes. Where Lyman Fosdick
used to keep his blasted jewels,"
the old man explained. “I allers
sald they'd bring him no good, nor
Susie either,"

All eyes turned to Susle, but she
only tossed her head. “He's out
of his mind. I've said so before
and now you can see for your-
selves, He—"

Eb's cracked volce rose almost
to a scream as he sprang to his
feet, “Then ask him!" He pointed
at Nick Baum. “Ask him what's
between him and this wicked sis-
ter o' mine!”

Susle shrank back. "No. It
aln't so! Nicky never had noth-
ing to do with it, T was the one
wuoted to find the jewel. I—"

“But he's the man who
me down the mine shaft"
in Pat. “When he offered to l.lzht
my cigare!-just now, I noticed the
little finger of his hand is cut off
at the second joint. And the guy
who fought with me in the tun-
nel was shy & joint of one of his
little fingers.”
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a moment Nick Baum's
handsome face held a suspicion
of fear, Then he turned to Claire.
“Is this the way you usually treat
your guesis? Of course it is per-
fectly absurd—"

Dan Dallas unexpectedly took
command of the situation. *“Not
s0 absurd as It seems, Baum, when
they know that you're Susie's
son.” One hand was concealed in
his pocket, and now that pocket
showed a menacing bulge. “The
time Susie spent in the city when
she was young was long enough
for her to have a son by some un-
known father. It was not hard to
discover that that son was still
living, and now, of course, grown.
That made a werkable basis for
the theory that Baum and the son
were-he same person, Then when

1 discovered Susie was hunting for
another treasure of Lyman Fos-
dick's, what more natural than
that she should enlist her son's
help?

Clnire shuddered as she looked
at Nick's dark face which had lost
pll its handsome charm. “Now
see how you've messed things up!”
he snarled at Susie. “You and
your talk about the damned jewel.”

“Nicky!" Susie's cry was des-
perate, heart-broken. “I only
wanted it for you, Nicky."

But he turned his back upon
her and addressed Dan Dallas.
AL right let’s get going, since
the game's up. 1 suppose you've
gut hnndcuﬂ's and all the trim-

He held out his hands, but as
Dallas moved toward him there
wns a sudden brie! skirmish, a
sharp report, and the confessed
criminal dropped to the floor in a
twisted heap. The gun he had
tried to fire at Dallas fell beiween

them.

“Dead.” Dan's tone had the
finality of @ curtain line.

Later, with the remembrance of
Susie’s agonized weeping still
ringing in her ears, Claire stood
in the library of the House of
Long Shadows where Pat and
Bob and Dnn Dallas were grouped
about the fireplace that bore the
sign of the broken arrow.

DAN DALLAS walked to the
bookcase and looked at it
closely, “Has it always stood out
from the wall like this?" he asked.
“Why, no!" Claire answered. “It
must have moved, Maybe when 1
was fussing with it—"

She did not finish, for at the
pressure of Dan's fingers, the
bogkense swung slowly forward,
showing a doorway with a flight
of narrow stairs leading down-
ward.

“To the secrel room, Il bet!
Come on!" Pat said excitedly, and
started down,

Another very low door at the
bottom opened directly into the
half-ruined place Eb had de-
seribed, with the gaping hole
which the tree roots had torn epen
ot one side.

“Look at that, will you!" Dal-
las threw the ray from his electrie
lorch on the opposite wall.

The shock of the tree's fall had
wrenched the big, wooden cup-
board in the cellar room from its
place, disclosing the solld back of
the shelves, hinged to swing open
lo make another entrance into the
secrel room,

“Eb sald he heard me in the
funnel.” Pat took the torch and
went over to inspect the outside.
“Why, of course he did—see

Onl.y n thin wall of earth sepa-
rated the secret room from the
other cut where Pat had dug his
way oud of the old mine,

“And we're still directly under
the house, the lbrary and the

cupola side,” Pat went on.

“Do you suppose thls Is where
he hid his wonderful jewel?”
Claire looked nbout her rather
blankly
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ANNAH sniffed. "“Your Uncle

Lyman would be sure to go
nt it just that way, Gettin® us all
'most killed|"

“There's still one thing that
hasn't been explained,” Clalre re-
marked, *“The tapping nolse I
heard that night I was up in Uncle
Lyman’s room."

“It was probably elther Susle
or Nick doing a little Investigat-
ing or their own, Miss Fosdick,”
sold Dan Dallas. “Your party ar-
riving unexpectedly must have
ndded an extra spur to their
efforts, Baum was undoubledly
the one who put the log across
the road to block your way."”

“One thing 1 still can't under-
stand, Claire,” inglsted Pat, “If he
was going to marry you, why did
he bother to pull all this stuff,
with the danger of getting
caught?”

For a minute she did not reply.
Then she looked straight back at
him. “Nick knew he would never
marry me, 1 think, Pat."

“Well, this Is no place for a sick
man, Mr. Stecle, you better be
getting back where it's warm,”
Hunnah's practical volce broke in.
Without moge ado she herded Bob
and Dan Dalles out of the room
and up the steps.

Pat caught Claire's hand and
drew her back for a minute, “You
mean you didn't love him,
Claire?" he asked eayeriy,

“How could I after 1 met you,
Pal? Oh, do I have to throw
myself at you?"

Pat's arms closed about her,
and his lips crushed hers, But in
1 minute he reminded her, “I'm
poor and you're rich now that
you've got the mine

“But the mine won't buy me
happiness, and if 1 haven't that,
I'd rather the old tree was siill
naking it the House of Long
Shadows, with Uncle Lyman's
fewel hidden under its roots.
Please, Pat, don't stand there and
say you won't have me, just be-
cause I've got something that was
almost the end of us all."

Pat grinned,

They walked out through the
cellar and, as they came slowly
up the steps, a shaft of moonlight
louched the cupola of the old
house with a silvery glow. Claire
looked up at it with a smile,

“See, Pat, dear, the shadows
have gone. From now on it's
going to be the house of long life
and happiness."

THE END

OUT OUR WAY,

BY J. R, WILLIAMS

= n!w.'., =
&‘lulnuumuc

:/ I'VE HEARD
THEY'RE FINE*
T MRS IVERS

LET'S SEE,,. )
TH' COFFBE

amugsa_ﬁ_.{'ru'
LIVES, EACH WEEK: PUMP, TH'

BOY - POWER T\.;v_vntlhhgs%.
VA INES - -
o gl gt STONE, TH!

HASH MACHINE-
A4Y, LISSENM -

IF WE GET ONE
O THEM

W\ THINGS, I'LLI :

Ul

Jlethnm-_.,\

7-20

" BORN THIRTY YEARS TOO SOON.

OUR BOARDING HOUSE

With MAJOR HOOPLE

§

v

BEES
JAZZ

CRACKED
RECORD/
\\/ L ‘\f;f

r_‘l OF COURSE MRS, HOOPLE,
IT IBN'T GOING TO PUT
A FERMANENT WRINIKLE
IN MY BROW, BUT THE
CHUNE THE MAJOIR
IS HUMMING ABOUIT ‘)
SOUNDS LIKE
FROM A

ND HE'S BEEN A~
FLAT TIRE TO
MARTHA,, EVERK SINCE =

—
5

,')(f WAS WHEN HE PLAYED ME TO
T

F‘Tucﬂ:‘ BEEN YOPELING OFF-KE v
x
A

Jp w3

PULL \’OL.H“ e
LUNCH CLAMPS

ouT OF
THAT )
COOKIE
Jar ! 3

FOR BOYEARS ! THE FIRST
HE TUNE OF #50, TO PERFECT
A RUBBER ROAD THAT WOULD
JUNK ALL AUTO TIRES ! "
N AN AN

SOUR NOTE HE STRUC I«’~.

—

)

MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE

ARCUSED
TO
ACTION

THAT SETTLES IT-WE'LL
GET TO TwE BOTTOM OF E=4
THIS MYSTERY WITHOUT
FURTHER DELAY-COME

PARDON, PLEASE-WITH YOUR
PERMISSION, BELIEVE WOULP
BE WISE TO HASTEN TO
CAIRO - HYSTER SURE TO
LOOK UP DEVRIES FOR HIs

HYSTER,
CAFTAIN
KAZNAK
DETERMINES
TO OPEN
THE SAR-
COFHAGUS
AT ONCE §

ml \

I\.!: '
n.‘ fi

SHARE OF TOMB
TREASURES —

LJIHH-

BY THOMPSON AND COLL

SPLENCID IDEA, MR. WEN -

TLL WE'LL LOOK

GIVE ‘fou ANOTE 10 OUR HEAD-J “OU URIN

= AND A THOUSAND
YOUR ABLE

FOR

ASSISTANCE

CAIRO, LEW
GOOD LUK

) PR BT ALA R o

BN ANOTHER MOMENT, THE FAITHFUL ORIENTAL

HAS STRUCK. OUT FOR THE GREAT EOYPTIAN

CiTY=HE ELS A PERSONAL OBLIGATIO
FOR TRACKING DOWN HYSTER- BT "
SHREWD EVES, HALF HIDDEN EY A MULE RS
CLOAK. PEER TRILMPHANTLY AETER HIM

Exquisite Exile

Refusing to be dawncast over the
turn of political fortunes that
keeps her family from returning
to their native land, Senorita
Maruca Sacasa, daughter of the
exiled former President of Nica-
ragua, Dr, Juan B, Sacasa, enjoys
herself in the whirl of Washing-
ton summer activities, Here she's
bound for a swim, white beach
ensemble contrasting prettily
with her dark beauty.
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