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TIHE ATORY: This Is the story
af tha * t erimie"—ihe muor-
der of Col. Wealey Iope Merrl-
weiher in the library of his Long
til nil nlnl“n—lc'hl‘:l‘.lhl evesl:
. @ momen
he an.:ol'. dnngh
ns
of

ter, thin,
Just Onished telllng the atory
her life te Vaughon Hunbar,
a forelgm  correspondent and a
mew acgunininnce—how she waw
Taken from a California convent
by the ﬁolan’el wwhen ahe wa 10,

.
Henry Prentine, have

and
walnly J:F::‘nﬁ:: ‘:wns at a
BECRET MISSION “
CHAPTER XII

VAUGKAN DUNBAR regarded
her for a considerable moment

before he replied to her, Then,

more quletly than ever, he sald,
*May I, pleaz2? You see, Cyn-

thin, I have gone far over the
world, into many places, I have
#een a great many human beings.
And all of them, of whatever land

or breed or station {n soclety, have
¢ne thing In commaon: It Is easier
for them to talk to strangers than

to friends. The stranger, you see,
will be gons tomorrow, and all

sdcrets, all confessions, are gone

with him. The stranger is the!
‘ship that passes In the night, and '
when the ship drops down behind

the horizon, the ocean is the same

old place.,”

Ehe laughed suddenly and very
gally, and eald, “You make me
want to giggle.” But then, in the |
flight of an instant, she was grave |
agaln,

“That's whnt's the matter with
me,” she said firmly, “Every-
thing seems such a huge joke, and
it should not be like that. Since
Eou came here, telling us about

ill Stewart and all the important
work he is dolng, and telling us!
the things that are really going
on In this terrible world, well, I
feel so worthless and useless. And
everybody here, everybody at Gull
Foint, seems warthless, too—peo-
ple living in a cozy dream.”

She stood up and strelched her
hands toward the stars. "I want
to do something," she cried softly.
“] want to be of some good in
the world, How can I? Tell me,
tell me, please, how can I?"

His woice had a touch of cyn-
leism when he answered. “Your
complaint I= not unique, you know,
Men and women all over the
world, my dear, are asking, “What
can I do? How can I work to
make the earth a more decent
place to live?' ™

“What can they do? What can
1 do? You know. You must know.
Pleass. Tell me™

He shook his head, and now
his volce sounded sad in the dark-
ness. T have told you," he said,
*“that I am the ship which passes
in the night. Soon, I shall be gone,
jnd T assure you that I shall be
Rl e e T T

my eaves
glh“i.ng of mm you, let it be

He took her hand, and held it
etly, and was silent for a while,
*“No matler what happens, and
]perhaps things will happen to
E‘hmgc your way of life a great
eal—but no matter what hap-
, let nothing on earth disturb
our loveliness and your rare, fine
nesty. Demand of all the world
about you that it meet you with
ot same honesty and falrness
iand lack of guile which you are
%o ready to give. That is enough,
my dear, for you to do in this
rworld of men™
* 8 a

S:EI:E seemed moved, and when
she spoke at last her words
came low and slowly. “You are
always talking about going away.”
“Rather soon, now, I am afraid.”

“Where to?"

“I can't say."

“How do you know you will
pever come back?”

*It is 50 ordained.”

“But,” she laughed a litle, "you
talk In such riddles, I know.
¥ou're on a secret misslon.”

He turned his head nway from
her and looked over the water
foward the rising =oon. "Yes"™
he said, “I may call It that A
secret mission. And tonight, for
the very first time, I doubt a little
whether It s worth carrying out.”

*Oh," she cried, “but you will
not waver]! I know you will let
nothing stop youw."

He =eemed quite shaken for a
mement, and walked away from
her along the pool's edge. She
moved to follow him, and sud-
denly cilled, “Hey—looks! We're
getting o fine spell of the glooms.
Let's drop it and tool off to the
dance, Come on!"

She cavght his nrm and turned
him aboul nnd started toward the
pouse. “Sorry,” he sald, walking
Peside her, T can't make H to
the dance, Must gel back to the
Cib'-"'

“Tuat, my fine friend. 'm show-
fng you off to those cats tonight,

* or I'm not my favorite snob”

*You can't know how sorry 1
am. If you will get your wrap
'l drop you at the club, There
will be people to see you home
again’

She was disappointed to an ex-
breme degree but he dld not re-
lent. He let her down from his
open roadster at the porte cochere
of the Broken Hill clubhouse, and
bent over her hand In the Euro-
&enn {fashion, saying that he would

lephone her the following day.
Then Fred West was at the top
of the porch stalrs; calling to them.

“Step on it I'm holding that

‘Rable for you.”

Others whom they knew wore
oving about, and calling to them,
Ezhm or four approached to smile
t Cynthia and shake hands with
aughsn Dunbar and urge them
to coma in. Behind Fred West,
they could hear the volce of the
esslonnl master of caremonies

@8 he prepared to Introduce the
gwm ars on the cleared dance

n'l.. 'm& Vaughan Dunbar
#Come on," Cynthia sald in a
{

Iy, a3 If he had reached a declslon.
He bowed agnin, sald good might,
and stepped Immediately Into his
automoblle,

-

ED WEST and his cousin

Anne, and Mitchell Grace had
n table near the dance floor, and
there was wine in a silver bucket
hard by, and people waved at
Cynthia ns she stood looking about
her for a moment before taking
her chair. She nodded, and smiled,
snd sat down, and, of course,
dropped her cligarel caze on the
floor for Fred West to retrieve.

There was the show. It took an
hour for the show to be over
Then lights were up agnin, and
people were dancing. The course
of Cynthia Merriwether and Mit-
chell Grace as they, too, danced,
carried them 1o the farther corner
of the huge, barnllke room, mnd
there they canie upon Henry Pren-
tiss.

He leaned agalnst a pillar, He
was disgracefully dressed in one
of his tweedler jackets and a pair
of his roomier trousers, though he
did wear a eravat within the eol-
lar of his while shirt. Cynthia
stopped dancing and locked at him
a little wearily,

“Slumming agaln, I see™

*Sorry." He grinned mightily
and held up hin bandaged hand.
“Couldn't mannge the right but-
tons to be correct.”

*Lucky you could mnke a knot
in that thing you have around
your neck.”

He laughed, and with his good
hand yanked the neckiie away
from his collar, It was one of
those made-up nffairs held In es-
teem by motormen on nights oul.

“Invalid's delight” he said.
"Mnde in two tones, also right

HOLD EVERYTHINGI

“Nothing but glass jars—this
~ food shortage is terriblel™

Under no clrcumstances
should a tire be continued In
service until the wear extends
through more than one carcass

ply.

The nation's traffic toll for
1942 was placed by the National
Safety councll at less than 28,000
—a drop of about 12,000 from
1941,

It Is estimated that Amerlca's
motor vehicles are riding them-
selves off the road at the rate
of 3% per cent a month,

nowned haberdnsher and on sale |
in exclusive shops everywhere |

“gort of a puft for Woolworth, |
isn't it?" |

Mitchell Grace sald, “People are |
danelng. I just thought you might
not have noticed™

Cynthia smiled at him, and |
tucked her arm closer into his,

and left-handed, by a world re-

(To Be Continued)

[ THIS curious WoRLD

By William
Ferguson

DURING THE MOLTING

AT ATIME
i NECESSA
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CANT LIFT IT,” Soesr
THURLOW D. LUNG;,
AHlasor, /faotamna.

NEXT: Japs that go

Onty BiRDs THAT SH/M
LOSE THEIR ABILITY TO FLY

#l PERIODS LAND BIRDS LOSE
W ONLY A FEW WING FEATHERS
SINCE FLIGHT IS SO
TO THEIR SAFETY.

MEN witH CERTAIN
TYPES OF SALLTY"
S/ ACTUALLY HAVE
AN ADVAN TAGE IN
DETECTING SOME JOBS OF
INACCURATE
CAMOUALAGING.,
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down with thelr ships

HELPED AFRICAN INVASION

HORIZONTAL Answer o Previous Puzle 23 Ocean.
!.gPictu.red . T - N] 27 Kind of bee.
20 S;ﬂ;mun » E| 20Beg. @
14 Plant. E| 31 Total up.
}g ;vgh-d_ 33 Insect, '
treamle! 36 He engineered
17 Flying advance prep-
5 g:‘[:c:& arations for
:g geﬂe&. EJ;. 5, lr.wnslurl
alf an em, 38 Heavy rod.
22 Misplaced, 39 Compositions
gg_ i'?clle. 1 In verse.
sasure a 41
28 Color. e n3 (S:gg:epilint.
28 Born. nurse (abbr.), 2Put In line, 44 Twice.
29 By. 48 Broozy, 3 Dacay. 46 Hard outer
30 Sun god. 48 Fish, 4 Ship part. covering,
32 Any. 52 Hour (abbr.) 5§ Cerium 48 S0 be it?! 7
33 Morindin dye. g3 Articles.  _ (symbol). 49 Group of
34 Manner, 55 Spoil. 6 Pertainine to three,
35 Navel. 57 Command Lent, 50 Negative,
87NorthDako- g9 Gauer with 7 EXist. §1He is a lleu-
ta (abbr.). wax. 8 Ceremony. tenant-general
38 British 60 Warm, O Knight of the in the U. 8
(abbr.). 62 Hybrid anlmal,  Elephant —_—
40 Symbol for 63 Group of (abbr.). 54 Age.
tantalum, Trish isTer 10 Entreat. 56 Likely,
42 Tip, 64 Obstruct 11 Atmosphere. 58 Inevitable,
44 Exclamation. (law), 12 Call, 60 Tellurium
§5 Distinguished g5 oyl 13 Seniors, (symbol).
Service Order = 18 Male offspring 61 Doctor of-
(abbr.). VERTICAL 20 Postscript Philosophy
7 Registered 1 Producers. (abbr.). (abbr.).
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GUESS T SHOULDA WENT THIS [6 NOT A CANE,

AN' HELPED SOU HOME,

PUT ME TO WORK, TOO!
WAIT, T'LL HELP You UP
TH' STEPS~ARE YOU ALL

RIGHT TO GET OUR SUFPER,

v

7/, I
WHY MOTHEES_ GET C-'JRAY_

R e

TOOT WATCH:- PON'T
\_ TRIP QVER YOUR
CANE!

=z

SMARTY/ IT'S AN UM

SISTER: AND T'LL ADMIT e

T HELP MER A LITTLE, [iri*y

BUT YOU'RE ENTIRELY /i|-
TOO SMART!

Out Our Way
By J. R. Williams

WE LOST! ME
HUNGRY-SICK #
Faex.-u:a guamf
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AND 1M\ BLINDED
FROM BEE S'P NGS
\ AND WE'RE 400
MILES. FIROM
HOME #

]

| s £ IO
Our Boarding House

W.irh Major Hooplo s

NO'M! MIGBUS HOOPLE §77
A AINT HOME e eE %
2 GONE TO TH HOLSERITAL. \»
{ 70 NUGS SICK FOLKSES/

1Ay e THASS A SPANIAING

FINE BEBBN NOU GOT,
( MRS LATCHBERRY!

b

AWRY T MM SICHA

W

E—

OH DEAR | MARTHA 6AD SHE'D
TAKE CARE OF LITTLE LEO W
ANY TIME T NEEDED HELR/! Y
~e-WELL, T\E BEEN CALLED

S0 T'LL HANE TO LEANE MM
WITH NOU UNTIL MRS, HOOPLE:
GETE HOME [+« GHE KNOWS
Ll ABOUT IS FEEDING/

i 1

SISTER'S,

A

The
MAJOR IS
AT HOME,
HOWENE R=)

NOW T GET-DM B
DARKS A

il

NOU MAKE CAMP
AND WE'LL ENT/
GET HE FACKHORSE,

M LITTLE DPEAVERY?

[/ ME = ME DIDN'T
LYY PACIKHORSE
A AWAY WHEN

)
~..: By Fre

d Hmljn;n

L s .
Ked Ryder
m?oa--m'--
YOU 64Y | Hol Ho! HO
CAN PLAY MM THAT'S VERY
G000 - VERY
™ A CASTLE- § GOOD,INDEED
Hal Hal anD You
CAM BE BLUEBEARD.
CANT You?
)
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Littla Orphan Annio =

OLD WHISKERS WILL
KEEP THE BRAT OCCUPIED-
| HAVE PLENTY OF TIME=
(M CERTAIN OLD ZANES
FORMULA FOR THAT NEW
EXPLOSIVE [§ HERE, AMONG
WARBUCKS PAPERS

=

BUT HOW TO RECOGNITE IT]-~
CODE, MO DOLET- MIGHT BE IN
THESE INNOCENT

e AT
= By Harold Gray
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CALLS, NO CONVER:
SATION WITH ANY-
ONE OUTSIDE OUR

GROUP

Mes PO6

W A

THE WAR 1S OVER,
AND THE GOVERN-
MENT OF PREHIS-
TORIC MOO ONCE
MORE RESTS IN
THE (CAPABLE ?)
HANDS OF HIS
MAJESTIC ROYAL
HIGHNESS,
Bl KING GUZZLE

[LAWSY .M\és CORA » COME
R GOV, ARD SEE YOt
BRUNG FOME

TS wou |
\Eaoag
7\| BELENE

BovYoROY!
E AR’

PEAC
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$G.50,YOU CAN HAVE A 51% MALE Now [ pave A COMPANY EQUIP— | |THE WATER HERET
INTEREST IN OUR COMPANY, POP! QurT A CONTROLLING  IN= MENT IN YOUR , A
CHeck / TEREST N THE CAR. AND LLL A
h SHADYSIDE HOUSE - SHOW YOu THE
CLEANING ComPANY/ NEXT IMPORTANT
] STEP !
Kkay/
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=
o ¢
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Freckles and His Friends _ ; By Blossor
JJEXT DAY, P EACH OF YOU WILL RECEIVE A SET OF (TRAT'S ALL, MEN, | (HOT DOG | BOY, WOULDN'T MY alRL PHEW! THESE HEI
JENGLAND: CLEVERLY FORGED CREDENTIALS AND A ZERO HOUR IS 19 1 WieH L — BE SURPRISE 3 CIGARETS ARE AWFLL!
GESTAFO LINIFORM. WE'LL USE NOTHING BUT ||| o'cLOCK. You MAY CouLD HAVE : >
4 GERMAN EQUIPMENT ON THE RAID, EVEN | || SPENP THE TIME W PICTURE Ik
[ T0 GEBMAN CIGARETS, ANYTHING IDENTI= WRITING LETTERS TAKEN
FYING YouU AS AN AMERICAN MUST HOME, IF YoU LIKE, N THIS
BE LEFT BEHIND BUT NO TELEPHONE OUTFIT?
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((THAT'S RIGHT,
HE'S MISSING,.,
HMepem ! LAST
TIME T SAW HIM )
HE WAS ROLNDIN
LP REFLCEES/

( T GOTTA FHULN
HE LIT OUT IN
OF HIS WIFE, ZEL,,

SHE
MOGVIAN, &' KNOW,,
PROBABLY WENT
\ BACK 1O

SEAW » ARND NOW
MORE L AW, ME!

TOUR
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SEARCH

WASN'T A

HER.
HOMELANMD
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By V. T. Hamlin




