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Yeaterday:r Douglos :lnlu for
& chancs fo talk to Ara alone.
Wikenn Davwnon arranges |1, Deug-
Jas shows the girl & button from
her dress. “1 found it in Nen-
fhornt's study. Were you there!™
he admits she saw Bonikorne
“l ! ta 1t wan early in the
m" Jomg before he ‘was

CHAPTER XI

BENTHORNE led Daw-
son toward the back stalrs,

"You asked how my father got
{nto the house," she sald, pointing
1o the doorway across the kitchen,
“He came in there, met Jameson
in this hallway, and then came up

' {he stairs to the lefl. Jameson's

quarters open off the kitchen to
the right"

Dawson glanced backward for &
moment, On the olher side of the
swinging door he had just pazsed
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 cutch his
breath—" Noting Dawson's quiz-
zical look, she added. “Oh yes,
Coptain, 1 forgol to tell wyou. I
talked fo 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

Dawson hesitated as he reached
the top of the stairs, eyed a small
door recessed in the wall “The
clathes chute,” Helen Benthorne
explained, "“A most convenlent
place to hide a gun"

*I'd thought of that already,
Mrs. Benthorne.” Dawson smiled.
*Krene emptied it fully two hours

» [

“Dp you really think you'll find
that gun here in the house, Cap-
tain?" Helen Benthorne seemed
amused st the thought “T should
think you'd be gearching the
grounds. Undoubledly the mur-
derer of my husband went out the
window. While you waste time
here, he's probably miles away.”

“Mr, Benthorne had many ene-
mles?™

“Arnold had no friends” She
opened a door, “This is the guest

room"—and nodding et the figure
on the rumpled bed. . . . "My
father 1y sleeping. . . . Poor Dadl"
~ The detective pushed past her,
through the doorway. He took fn
the disarray of the room; the

spread tossed back over the foot
of the bed; the muddy shoes, side
by side; the black raincost in 2
heap on the floor; the hat, on the
highboy, and the little line of
water down the front of the
drawers; the figure of Alston,
stretched full length upon the bed,
face down, oullined wunder the
blanket, The man's breathing was
steady, unnaturally loud.

“The sleepipg pills,” Mrs, Ben-
thorne explained. *“Must you dis-
turb him now? This has been ap
ordeal for him. Won't you let him
sleep and come‘back later?”

Dawson nodded, backed slowly
from the room. Alston stirred
elightly, then relaxed sgain, re-
suming his quiet snoring. Dawsop
turned to Mrs, Benthorne's suite,

* 0

minutes later he was
ready to admit that if Helep
Benthorne had ever kepl a re-
volver hidden In her room, she
had left no trace of it. There was
no tell-tale outline on flimsy un-
derthings in any of the dresser
drawers; closets, filled with hun-
dreds of dollars of costly dresses
and coals yielded no clews. Each
garment was hung neatly upon a
satin.padded wooden hangar—io
hold the shoulders in shape, Daw-
mon decided—and st the end of
each rack were more hangars

awaillng this scason’s frocks,

Mrs, Benthorne sat beside the
window, nervously cutting an en-
velope to pieces with a small gold
scissors, She did not miss Daw-
ton's approving glance at the
padded hangars,

"Arnold called those my pet ex-
travagance,” she said, nodding to-
ward the closel,

“The gowns? They must have
eost a small fortune” Dawson
REreed. d

“No, the hangars. I insisted up-
on them, but Arncld could never
soe why the ordinary wire kind—
those the c]emm 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 it listenlng. “Is this
room directly over Mr, Ben-
horne's study?™ he asked.

Benthorne's widow shook  her
head. "I wish {t were," she 1e-
E]led. “T might have been able to

ear—last night. Mr. Benthorne's
room {a above the study.” Do you
want 15 look around my husband's
room?"
L “Not right away," Dawson sald.
‘I'll have to awaken Your falher
now. Or would you rather?"

Helen Benthorne led the way,
Thers Was a queenly pride in her
erpct earringe, n calm defiance in
her manner li.u_t easily s explaitiod
Amold' Benthorne's longing to
have thig woman for his wife, and
ta take any means 1o force her
into that mm,e. Helen Hen-
tharne wag an aristocrat, Dawson

opencd the door to the guest room
gently, then threw it wide with a

sireat opened and Alston emerged
from the long corrldor. The de-
lective stared a8t Dhim, opens
mouthed,

“1 awnkened suddenly, with an
ldea,” Alston explained, "1 came
down quietly, and I think 1 found |
something you'll want to see.”” Heo
handed the detective m smudged,
water-gtained cigaret, halt burned !

crash.

“My father ‘'Is gone!” she
screamed, Dawson darted into the
room,

1t was true. The bed was empty,

the covers thrown back. The shoes |

were still there, neatly placed
side by side, half unden the bed.

Dawson tushed to the head of
the front simairease, searched the
hallway and entrance beneath,

"Krone! Krone!" he shouted,
and as the patrolman rushed
through the hall-open front door,
“watch this stairway and the hall
there. Stap everyone. 1'm coming
down the back way."

- - - .
DUUGLAS 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 & second later at the door
of the study. “What is it, Cap-
taln?"

“Alston—he's disappeared!™

“But he was upstairs, sleeping."

“Yes—yes—] 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
hl-m‘-“

“He left his shoes by the bed—
What were you doing outside?
Dawson thundered. “Search the
house, Call in a couple of those
men on duly 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

and crushed. “Most interesting,”

he went on slowly, his breath |

tasping in his throat. i
{To Be Continued) |

WITNESS —Hints that he'd
iry to flee were scoffed at by

Robert W. Wiener (above),
treasurer of the national com-

OUT OUR WAY BY J. R, WILLIAMS
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RED, TS GOING 0 PR
MIGHTY TOUGH TELLING MY

YOU'D BETER ND
SHE'S BXPRCTING 00U D TAWE HER
EAST FOR “HAT OPERATION <« “THE
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munist parly who was called as
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federal government's Investiga-
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FLAPPER FANNY
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“Did Chuck get a part in

“We-e-ll—he's understudying an angel.” !

the Christmas play, too?"

HORIZONTAL Answer fo Previous Puxle 16 She is Il
1,8 Pictured EHe)el = motion picture
pcaes. EANON 19 Her skati
11To excite. RIOIOD] " jookes tike ©
13 Amphithealer —
center. 2] One more.
14 Overmatches [} 23 Competed in
15 Ham, speed.
16 To be sick. RIE] [T} 25 Wine vessel,
17 Plural AT E 26 Morindin dye,
pronoun. ! NISIA 27 Coal box.
18 'I'cg scatter, = Ql’lgﬁ{gm%ggﬁl 'O‘A_.?___ 28 1‘;!“-
20 Court, SEESENO TIES ﬂ% 30 Your.
21 Chewed. R ERZRER RECES =15 42 Townrd sea.
22 Noun 33 Shoe bottom.
termination, 44 Negalive 61 She was the 38 Proverb.
24 Egyplian sun  prefix Olympic fancy 23 Food fish,
% ic&! 45 To drink skating ~——. 40 Tendrils.
etime. slowly. VERTICAL 42ZDay.
28 Striped fabrle. 471 g - 43 Walst
ewspaper: 1 South Africa.
20 Animal pest. 49 Unit of work measure,
31 Fissure. « 2Eyesockel. 44 Notlle rach.
32 Assumed 50 To value, 3 Christmas 406 Throe.
Tame. 52 Lug. carol. 48 Secular.
34 Style. 53 To surfelt. 4 Law, 40 Taollet box.
35 Melodles, 55 Measure. b Shrewd. 51 Greek letier,
37To be ruled 50 Worker in 6 To restrict, 54 High
by. metals, 7 Before, mountain.
38 South 58 Game. B Tidy. 55 Preposition.
Carolina, €0She is m 9 To bury. 56 Southeast.
41 Requirement,  famous —— 10 Each. §7 Exclamation,
43 Pleased. skater, 12 Actual belng. 50 Upon.
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SHOCK WONT HELP HER DnDmMonN 7 J

With MAJOR HOOPLE
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HERE'S A NOTE WAG 1N P :
THE BOK WITH THiE %

ROPES /1T JUET AYS « 77
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GIONED," TUE LITTLE
MARM WHO WAGK'T
THERE /" AND HERE'S
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GREAT 6cOTT! TWIBGS
HAS VANIGHED FROM
THE BOX LIKE A PUFF
OF 6MOKE /! By JOvE,
THIG TUGSB AT ONE'G
INTELLIGENCE ! "THE
MAN MELTED FROM
NOUR KEN LIKE SOME
TROLL FLITTING INTO
HIE MOUNTAIN CAVERM/
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LIKE LAST
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TWEEGS,
BAH! HE

"TELL MR, GRIZIN
10 PAY THE )—

CAGHIER ON
THE WAY
ours )

WATCH MY HOSS
FOR ALY AN HOUR--
TLL BE BACK AND
NOU CAM STLL MAWE
THE TP f

BUT, WeD/
1 HAVENT A DIME
LEFT -« I'M BROWEf
WE CAN'T MAKE
ey THE TR NOW

TAwE VT EASY,
SITHERS - -« JUST
LEAVE 1T "D M& #
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1 THOUGHT You ALWAYS COMBED
YOUR HAIR WITH AN EGG-BEATER,
HOW COME  ALL 1EIE

™
LARD ! AT
e SRS HOME 452

SIGNED HILDA GRUSBLE J*
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WASH TUBBS
MAYBE YOU \ L DID 1T ON PURPOSE, GOLDIE. AND THE \TM AFRAD X oF CO n'x'.s
MENTIONED WA LINKY LEFT TONN, MTHOUT A WORD, /vE WTENDS | uE INTENDS
BUYING FUR CONVINCES ME THAT HE CAN YEEDIMG WS /710, DARLWG .
COATS AND AFFORD THEM MOMEY, TRD  / BUT 1 My BX-
ROADSTERS PERIENCE WITH
A LITTLE ToO WUSBANDS, 1'VE
SOON, MAMA <e ! ) ALWAYS FOUND A
(57, o TENDER WEARTED
o‘j () MAN THE BASIEST
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

WELL, SMCE WASHLGTON 15 TOO BUSY 'TO
ADVIGE ME, TLL MAFTATRY MY O METHOD
T (_'OR GETTING RID OF
1 =7 WER, AND TH' SOOMER
3 --Qw BETTER ¥

THERE SHE S7TS
ACROSS TH STREET,
JUST WAITIM FOR ME
TO COME QUT, THERE'S
MO TELLIN WHAT THAT

SLY, SCHEMIN WOMAN B
\s LP TO!
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OH, WELL, WHAT'S |
DONB 15 DONE! T'LL
HAVE THESE HOLES
PLUGGED N A
JIFFY

GUNT YOURE ALWAYS 90
COLDANG MNSTERIOUS
ABOUT EVERYTHING!

NOW YOU SIT DOWN AND
KEEP YOUR MITTS OFF OF
THINGS WHILE T CRANK
UP THIS KICKER!




