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OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLEilreet opened and Alston emerged OUT OUR WAY BY J. R. WILLIAMS
SERIAL STORY
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from the long corrmor. ins
tectivo stared at him,

"I awakened suddenly, with an
Idea," Alston explained. "I came
down quietly, and I think I found
something you'll want to see." Ho

handed the detective a smudged,
water-stain- ed clsarct half burned
and crushed. "Most interesting,"
he went on slowly, his breath
rasping in his throat

(To Be Continued)
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gently, then threw it wide with a
crash.
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"My father 'is gone!" she
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CHAPTER XI ;

TTELEN BENTHORNE led Daw- -

ion toward me dick iwirs.
S "You asked how my father got
" Into the home," the ald, pointing

' to the doorway across the kitchen.
I "He came In there, met Jameson

in thl hallway, and then came up
the stairs to the left. Jameson'a

quarters open oil the kitchen to

the right," ."...

Dawson glanced backward for a

moment. On the other side ot the

swinging door he had just passed
through was the dining room, and

beyond that the study. If a man

hurried ran
He followed Mrs. Benthorne up

the stairs. "Here is the landing
where father paused to catch his

breath" Noting Dawson's quiz-ile- al

look, she added. "Oh yes.
Captain, I forgot to tell you. I
talked to Father after he had seen

you. He told me all that he had
said." She hurried on, her black

gown swishing about her trim
ankles.

room.
It was true. The bed was empty,

the covers thrown back. The shoes
were still there, neatly placed
side by side, half under, the bed.

Dawson rushed to the head ot
the front staircase, searched the
hallway and entrance beneath.

"Krone! Krone!" he shouted,
and as the patrolman rushed
through the halt-op- front door,
"watch this stairway and the hall
there. Stqp everyone. I'm coming
down the back way."....
TJOUGLAS and Ara were still at

the table when Dawson pushed
through the swinging door. "Any-
one go through here in the last
20 minutes?"

"Not a soul, Captain," Douglas
answered. "What's . the matter
now?" But Dawson had hurried
on.

The detective bumped into
Krone a second later at the door
of the study. "What is it Cap-
tain?"

"Alston he's disappeared!"
"But he was upstairs, sleeping."
"Yes yes I saw him not 20

minutes ago, sound asleep. But
he's not there now. Did you see
him come down the stairs?"

"I'd just stepped outside with
Joey for a smoke I'd have heard
him"

"He left his shoes by the bed
What were you doing outside?"
Dawson thundered. "Search the
house. Call in a couple ot those
men on duty in front get me a
dozen more. Where's Flynn?What" The words died in his
throat

"Were you looking for me, Cap-
tain Dawson?" The door of Ben-

thorne's private hallway to the
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Dawson hesitated as he reached

the top of the stairs, eyed a small

door recessed In the wall. "The
clothes chute," Helen Benthorne

WITNESS --Hints that he'd
try to flee were scoffed at by
Robert W. Wiener (above),
treasurer of the national com-

munist party who was called as
a witness in New York In the
federal Investiga-

tion of passport frauds.

explained. "A most convenient

place to hide a gun."
"I'd thought of that already,

Mrs. Benthorne." Dawson smiled.
"Krcne emptied It fully two hours

ago."
BY HAROLD GRAYLITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE"Do you really think youH find

that gun here in the house. Cap-

tain?" Helen Benthorne seemed
mused at the thought "I should

think you'd be searching the
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srounds. Undoubtedly the mur
derer of my husband went out the
window. While you waste time

here, he's probably miles away.1

"Mr. Benthorne had many ene
mies?"
t "Arnold had no friends." She

opened a door, "This is the guest
room" and nodding at the figure
en the rumpled bed. . . . "My
father is sleeping. . . . Foot Dad!
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t The detective pushed past her,
through the doorway. He took is
the disarray of the room: thi

tepread tossed back over the foot
of the bed; the muddy shoes, side
I -- 1J-. .1 - I I 1

heap on the Soar; the hat, on the
highboy, and the little line of
Iwater down the front ot the
drawers; the figure of Alston,
stretched full length upon the bed,
face down, outlined under the
blanket The man's breathing was
steady, unnaturally loud.

"The sleeping pills," Mrs. Ben
thorne explained. "Must you dis-

turb him now? This has been an
ordeal for him. Won't you let him
sleep and comeback later?"
- Dawson nodded, backed slowly

"Did Chuck tret a part in the Christmas play, too?"
"We-e-1- 1 he's understudying: an angel."from the room. Alston stirred

slightly, then relaxed again,
luming his quiet snoring. Dawson ICE QUEEN BY CRANEturned to Mrs. Benthorne's suite. WASH TUBBS
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dreds of dollars of costly dresses
and coats yielded no clews. Each
garment was hung neatly upon a
satin-padd- wooden hangar to
hold the shoulders in shape, Daw-
son decided and at the end of
each rack were more hangars
awaiting uus seasons frocks.
' Mrs. Benthorne sat beside the

16 She is a
motion picture

19 Her skating
looks like

21 One more.
23 Competed in

speed.
25 Wine vessel.
28 Morindin dye.
27 Coal box.
28 Lava.
30 Your.
32 Toward sea.
33 Shoe bottom.
36 Proverb.
38 Food fish.
40 Tendrils.
42 Day.
43 Waist

measure.
44 Nettle rash.'
48 Throe.
48 Secular.
49 Toilet box.
SI Greek letter. '

54 High
mountain.

55 Preposition.
56 Southeast
57 Exclamation,
59 Upon.

HORIZONTAL
1,6 Pictured

skater.
11 To excite.
13 Amphitheater

center.
14 Overmatches.
15 Ham.
16 To be sick.
17 Plural

pronoun.
18 To scatter.
20 Court
21 Chewed.
22 Noun

termination.
24 Egyptian sun

god.
25 Lifetime.
26 Striped fabric.
29 Animal pest
31 Fissure.
32 Assumed

"name.
84 Style. '

85 Melodies.
37 To be ruled

by.
38 South

Carolina.
41 Requirement
43 Pleased.

sSLS.'. Window, nervously cutting an en ia hu rr-- C37i, a zzi r'-f- tui

velope to pieces with a small gold
scissors. She did not miss Daw-ion- 's

approving glance at the BY MARTINBOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
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padded hangars.

"Arnold called those my pet ex
travagance," she said, nodding to.
ward the closet

44 Negative
prefix

45 To drink
slowly.

47 Newspapers.
49 Unit ot work.
50 To value.

2 Lug.
63 To surfeit
85 Measure.
56 Worker in

metals.
58 Game.
60 She is a

famous
skater.

61 She was the
Olympic fancy
skating .

VERTICAL
1 South Africa.
2 Eye socket.
3 Christmas

carol.
4 Law.
6 Shrewd.
6 To restrict.
7 Before.
8 Tidy.
9 To bury.

10 Each.
12 Actual being.
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"The gowns? They must have
tost a small fortune," Dawson
agreed.

"No, the hangars. I insisted
them, but Arnold could never

see why the ordinary wire kind
those the cleaners always send
back weren't Just as good. He
owned one of the companies that
makes those the wire ones, I
mean."

The detective nodded, and went
on with his search. Once he
paused, as if listening. "Is this
room directly over Mr. Ben,
home's study?" he asked.

ALLEY OOP .
.

: BY V. T. HAMLINBenthorne's widow shook her
head.- "I wish it were." she re- -

'
plied. "I might have been able to
hear last night Mr. Benthorne's

F I5 I4 Fl fnslaXn.6 I7 B I9 l'Q

il i f M 1
1L3 Pp ir

joe. nw L
K--

w-w npr -
L"gr-i- Tr t ww 1

room is above the study." Do you
NOW JUST LOOK VHAT ) WELL, HOWM HECK WAS I Jd OH, WELL, WHAT'S , ?0C, NOW SIT DCWN AND 1
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room?"
"Not right away." Dawson said.

"I'll have to awaken your father
Bow. Or would you rather?"

Helen Benthorne led the way.
There was a queenly pride in her
erect carriage, a calm defiance in
her manner that easlly explained
Arnold Benthorne's longing to
have tills woman for his wife, and
to take any means to force her
into that marriage. Helen Ben-
thorne was an aristocrat Dawson
knew, and her mannerisms never
allowed anypot to forget it She


