Murder at Bridge

By ANNE

AUSTIN.

SYNOPSIS.

Juagita Selim

the places they beld from ibe

of the ‘death hand™ ustil the bedy was
Karen Marskall

found FPeunny C

and Carolyn Drake are the players: 10is
© e are €rs;
Dunlap, i Tricnd,

nlap, Nita's orly woman

porch;
Hammond, are in the solarium.
At the end .f the karnd, Dexter Spra-

pue, terribly neryous, comes in with

Janet Haymond. The zroup is hostile to
Liw, and the 1wo zo Into the dininx
rocuL  Karen starts to x6 to ithe bed-
recm to tel! Nita the score, as she did
telere, 2ul collapses.

CHAPTER X
There was a conccated rush to the
girl wko had falltn, sobking and
“bunpe'u:g to the flcor of the hall
3 at it was Dundee who reached her
first, Dundee and nol her cutraged
J excited old husb:nd.
“Mrs. Marshall—lisien, please,” he
L<zged in a low voice, as ke lifted her
so that her head rested against his
“You have been splendid—won-
derful! Please believe that T am truly
sorry to distress you so, and that very
socn, 1 hepe, you may go heme, 2nl
rest.”
“J—can’t tear an
whimpered.

a¥ht.

cre,” Karen

Igroring Judge Marshall’s louder
itustering, Dundse continued softly:

* ou don't want the wrong person to
b accused of this terrible crime, Jo
yeu, Mrs. Marshallio . . Of course
not! And you do want to help as =kl
y=u can to discover =ho really killed
Mzos. Selim?”

“]—1 suppose
cn a sob.

“Then I'N help you. I'il go into the
bedroom with yeu,” Dundec promised
h:r with a sigh cf relief. To ‘he
cthers he spoke sharply:

“Go back to *ke exact pocsitions in
living rcom and dining reem: and sol-
arium that you cceupied “hen rs.
IMarshall ran from the rvom.

“I think you'rs overdving it, Ben-
1.je,” Captain Strawn protested. “Bat
—sure I'll sce that they mind you.”

With Karen Marshall clinging to ais
=rm, Dundce walked down the hall,
beyond the staircase to an open door
on his-left—a door guarded by a
Joungins plaincicthesman. Seated at
the dressing table of the gurests’ !ava-
tory was Flora Miles, her sallow dark
face so ravaged that she icoked 12

_years older than wken he had first
scen her an hour kefore.

“So you were in here when you
heard - Mrs.  Marshall scream, Mrs.
Miles?” Dundee paused to ask.

' “Yes—yes,” she gasped, rising.
“And. that horrible man has made me
stay in here— Of course the door was
closed—before.- I telephoned home to
ask about my children, and then I
came in here "to—to do my .face
over—"

= “You didn't hear your hustand ar-
rive?”

“J—T1 didn't hc’h him arrive,” Flora
Miles faltered, her handkerchief dab-
bing at her tremblirg . over-rougei
Jips. - 3

“J—sce,” Dundee raid slowly.

He stepped into the little roo! 1,
Jeaving Karen to wtand weakly sgair
tbe door frame. Without a word to

“Mrs. Miles he looked closely at the
dressing-table top and into the small
wastebasket that stood beside it..

“You—you can see that I cold-

- creamed my face before I put on fresh
powder and—and rouge,” Flora Miles
pointed out, with an obvious effort at
offended dignity. ‘“After I came back,
while you iere making those poor
girls play the hand over again, I went
through the same motions—because
you told all of us to behave exactly as
we had done before—"

“J—sece,” Dundee agreed.

Pretty. clever, in spite of being al-
most frightened to death, Dundce said

" to himself." But he had been just a
‘shade cleverer ‘han she, for lie had
been in this. room ahead of her,
and there had been ro balls »f greasy
face tissue in the wastebasket then!

He was passing out of the room,
offering his- arm to Karen, when one
of his underlined notes thrust itself
upon his memory.
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R E M ENDOUS. development
now going on throughout
Northern Ontario presage a
-gold  boom “of " magnitude.  New
i camps - are  openin up rapidly.
i . New mines are In the maklng. Fer- .
tunes await those who get into
the leaders in these new. areas
2arly.
UT ﬁTl\\Dl\G among thesa
areas is Tyrrell Matachewan,
and  ‘he  outstanding  pre-
ferred  property s hat  of
Tyrrell Township McNeely syndi-
sate. . In ‘he hands of pioneer min-
ing men of repute. work has gone
2head steadily until ths property
h3g shown all. indications of e
mne.
SHESE MEN have dJdone initial
work with their own money.
To-day. with' the element of
sisk reduced, they invite support.
A limited number of the original
units are still available at $19)
“cach.  These units are exchange-
able for 1,000 shares of fully paid,
non-assessable Capital Stock.
REMEMBER the story of Lake
Shore.
Clip the coupon below -Tow - for
lescriptive circular and map.

so,” Karen cenceded,

oo

Tyrrell. Township McNeely
Syndicate,

171 Yonge St, Toronto, Canada

Without oblization please furnish
me. with-‘full details’ of Tyrrell
Twp. McNeely Syndicate: 3

~

murdered 2at ber
dressiny table Curing a bridze party.
Bonale Dundee orders €veéryone 20 ke

3ealing

tands beside theix Flora Miles is in
the foyer outside Nita's room. telephon-
ing; Janet Raywond is on “de front
Polly Eeale and her fance, Llive

«Mzy I sce your bridge tally, please,
Mrs. Miles?”
sMy—bridge tally!” sbe ecboad
biankly. “Why—it must be on the
table where I was playing—"
“It is rot,” Dundee assured ber
quietly. “Perbaps it is in your bard-
bag?” azd be glarced at the rather
large raffia bag that lay on the table
She snatched it up, slightly averting
Eer body as she locked hastily through
its cortents.
~Jt—isn't here. . . Oh, I don’t know
vhere it is! What does it matter?”
Without replying, Dundee escorted
the trembling little discoverer of Nita
Selim’s body into the large ornate
bedrocm, murmuring as he did so:
“Don’t be frightened, Mrs. Ma--
s zll. The bed—1 mean Mrs. Selim
isn’t here now... And you shant
have to scrcam. Il give the signal
mjself. I just want you to go through
the same motions you did before.”
On jerky feet the gir! advanced i«
Nita's now deserted vanity dresser.
“I—1 was calling to her all the
time,” she whispered. I didrn't even
wait to kncek, and I—1 began to tetl
Eer how much we'd raade off that hand
when I—when she 't answer. . . .
I didr™i touch ner, but 1 saw,; 1 saw—
Again she gripped her face with h2
hands and was about to scream again.
“I krow,” Dugdee assured her gent-
ly. Then ke shouted: “Ready!” X
Herded by Strawn, the small crowd
of men and womea came running into
the room, Judge Marshall leading the
way, Penny being second in line. . ..
Penny second! Why not Flora Miles,
who had been nearer to that room
tlan any of the cthers, if her story
was true? Dundee asked himself.. But
211 had crowded into the room, includ-
irg Polly Beale and Clive Hammond,
Lfore Mrs. Miles wrept in.
“Is this the order of your arrival?”
Dundce asked .them all.

o

Penny. who was standing against
th> wall, just inside the dcorway,

spoke up, staring ¢ Flora with frown-
irg intentness. 3
- “You're sort of mixed up, areat
yvou, Flora? 1 wac standing right
here until the worst of it was over—
1 didn’t even go near Nita, and 1
krow you didn’t pass me. I rememb>r
that Tracey stepped away from the—
budy, and called you, and you weren't
here. And then almost the next min-
ut> 1 saw you coming toward him
from—from—over there!”

And Penny pointed toward that cor-
rer of the rcom which held, on oue
angle, the dcor leading to the porch,
and on its other -angle the window
frvm which, or from rear which Nita
Selim had been :zhot.

“You're lying, Penry Crain! I iid
no such thing!” Flira Miles cried
hysterically. “I came running in—
with—with the rest of yoa, and I
rushed over there just to see if I could
see anybody running away across:the
meadow—

“My wife is right, .sir,” Tracey
Miles added his word aggressively.
“J saw what she was doing—the most
sensible of all of us—and I ran tc
join her. We looked out of the win-
dows, both the side wi.dows and -the
rear ones, and out of the door onto the
-Bul we didn'l see anylhing.”

purch.
- -Surprisingly, Duncee nb:mdon-’u
the point.

“And you were the only one to
touch her, Sprague?”
“I—believe so,” Dexter Sprague an-
sered in a2 strained voice. = “I—laid
my Land on her—her hair, for an in-
stant, then I picked up her hand ‘o
cee if—if there was any pulse left.”
“Yes?”
“She—she was dead.”
“And her hand—did it Zcel cold?”
“Neither cold nor warm—just cool,”
Sprague answered in a veice that was
rearly strangled with emotion. “She
—she always had cool hands—"
“What ‘did you do, Judge Mar-
shall?” Dundee asked abruptly.
“I took my poor little wife away
from this room, laid her on a couch
in the living room, and then telephon-
ed the police. Miss Crain stood at my
elbow, urgmg me to hurry, so that
she might ring 3 ou—as she did.> Your
line was busy and she lost about five
minutes before getting you.”
“And the rest of you?” Dundee
asked.
“Nothing spectacular I'm afraxd
Mr. Dundee,” Polly Beale answered in
ker brusque, deep voice, now edged
with scorn.
Further - questioning elicited little
more beyond the fact that Clive Ham-
mond had dashed -out to circle the
house and look oved the grounds, and
that John Drake had been fully occu-
pied with a hysterical wife. ~
“Better let this bunch go for the
present, hadn’t’ we, boy?” Captain
Strawn whispered uneasily. . “Not a
thing on any of them—’ et
“Not quite yet, sir, if you dont
mind,” Dundce  answered 'in a low
voice. . “Will you take them back into
the living room and put them under
Sergeant Turner’s charge for a while?
“hen there are one or two things T'd
like to talk over with )ou
Mollified by the younger man’s def-
erence Strawn obeyed:the suggcmon,
to return within five minutes, his
gray ‘brows drawn into a fr n.
“I hope you'li be willing to take full
credit for that fool bridge game, Bon-
nie,” he. worried. I don’t want to
lcok a chump in the newspapers"’
1l take-the b]amq,-’ Dundee as-
sured: him, witk ‘& grin.
‘S oridgé game’—and I admit it wasy
a horrible thing to-have to do—told; "
me a whole bunch of facts that ought
to be very useful.”

? plowisg with good coverage is, luere-

“But: that!

taken not more than two or three min-
utes. Not orly that, but it told me tbe
rames of everyone in this party who
could ‘kave kiled Nit= Selim, 2nd—
Goed Lord! of course!”
Ard to Captain Strawn’s zreace-
ment, Dundee threw open tke door of
Nita’s big clotkes closet, jerked on the
Iight, 2nd stcoped %> the foor.
(To be contirued.)
_IP-_’

Urges August
Plowing

A prompt plowing of lands barvest-
ed during the early Summer is 2dvo-
cated by Professor E. R. Gross agri-
cultural epgineer at the New Jersey
Agricultzral  Experiment  Station.
Plowing is an operatica that should
follow the harresting of a crop ratker
thar cne that should precede planting
or seedins. be says. If plowing takes
place soon after harvesting, stubble
and weeds are turned under, soil mols-
ture is preserved and a mulch of green
manure is formed which the heat of
the Summer will turn into valuable
plant food for the next se2son’s Crop.

its share of moisture from the Fall
and Winter rains or snows.

~Mechanical farming overcomes ob-
jections to plowing in the heat of the
month of August,”
Gress.  “When horses are used the
teams may be changd at noon or
larger teams may be used to lighten
the load. The plowing wili help con-
trol the noxious weeds, such as Can-
ada thistle and quack grass, which
may invade the land in late Summer.
Uanplowed fields frequently harbor in-
sects during the Winter. A thorough

fore advantageous in coctroiiing ihiese
pests and is particularly effective in
checking the cora borer.
" “The extreme rush that often ac-
companies early Spring work in wet
seasons or on poorly drained lands is
avoided and late plantings cease to be
necessary if the land is plowed in the
Fall. Land that has lain fallow dur-
ing the Winter and has a tendency to-
ward erosion should be terraced. Ter-
racing as a practice in the agriculture
of the country
and presents a means of permanently
controlling erosion und of conserving
soil fertili

Humans As Producers

Of Purest Alcohol

Ve are 2ll living producers of alco-
hol—not in great quantity, to be sure,
but the purest alcohol, none the less.
Alcohol, in fact, is “normally associ-
ated with man’s vital activities,” say
the German physiologists, who an-
nounce that they have proved this
fact. To quoie from The Journal of
the American  Medical Association
(Chicago):

“Recent evidence bearing on this
point. has been furnished by Gettler
and his coworker, who succeeded in
isolating pure ethyl alcohol from hu-
man and animal tissues. The aqueous
suspension - of ground tissue or of
blood was distilled with steam,\and
the alcchol together with organic
acids, bases, and other volatile com-
pounds was collected in the distillate.

“The recovery of the alcohol from
the highly diluted = solution' thus ob-
tained” required the construction of
special distillation flasks, condensers
and rectifier, the use of which result-
ed after a single distillation of a few
drops of very high-proof alcohol’” This
was dried, redistilled,’and finally-frac-
tionated, the contaminating com-
pounds being removed during the pro-
cedure.  The boiling point and per-
centage of caron as well as-the con-
stants of two esters formed from the
alcohol phoved that the material was
etiiyl alcohol.” Special care was taken
to be sure that no alcohol had been
used within two weeks of the time
when the human tissues were taken.

“The quantity obtained frcm human
brain- was 0.0604 per cent., from hu-
man liver 0.0026 per cent., from hu-
man blood- 0.004 per cent., and from
the hog’s brain, liver, and blood 0.003
per cent., 0.0007 per cent., and 0.0013
per cent., respectively. These studies
illustrate again the possibility ofse-
curing unsuspected information when
suitable methods - become available.
They also. emphasize the intimate,
normal ‘association of alcohol with
man’s vxlal activiueq

Smiles and Sinkers

Myrtilla’s eyes are blue and bright,
. And mischief in them lies. %
Her wavy hair is crisp and light,
But not so are her pies.
—Judge.
She makes a picture day by day,
That- fairly turns my head.
She also—this I grieve to say—
Makes terr&concrete bread.
L' “~Boston Transcript.-
Her eyes are_soft and limpid
As the blue Italian lakes,
And on their sandy bottoms
Belong the cakes she bakes.
—Buffalo Evening News.
'..—{._.
Scandal
“No one,” says. Jerome, “loves.to
tell a tale of scandal except to him
who loves to hear it.. Learn, then, to
rebuke and check the detracting tone
by showing that you do not listen to
it with pleasure.” -

e

Trivialities

The man  called to a great work
must not waste his time . on trivial
things. He must not act like the
keeper of the lighthouse who gave to
the people In the cabins about him the
oil which was intended for the mighty
lanterns of the sea.—Maeterlinck.

e
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Helpers

We are always helping or. hindglf
ing someone by our Hte, our téaching,
Cour mﬂuence and our_example.

-7
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The soil is left open, ready to receive

states Professor

Smart Street Model
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Fexztured by
striped silk and Jaqueite carried
the arm, this is on2 of the re-

the

[ o-1en dresses  displayved in
Paris sbops.

Ancient Cyurus Art
Unearthed at Mizpah

K Jerusalem.—Dozens of dainty oil
bottles imported from Cyprus before
1.000 B.C. and hundreds of juslets.
lamps, bowls ard pitchers, scme of
striking form and finish, are among
the finds in the last tomb explored in

ure: the Necropolis of Mizpah, the fortress
is rapidly Increasing’

that existed from the time of King
Asa of Judah until its capiure by the
Assyrians.

The excavations in the tomb [fur-
nished one of the greatest surprises
of the season just ended, 2ccording to
Professor William Bade, who directed
the expedition anrd who now is leav-
ing Palestine after finishing work on
thirteen scarabs, seven of which bear
the cartouche of Thutscosis 1I, the
Egyptian king., who made numercus
expeditions to Syria and Palestine in
the fifteenth century, B.C.  Sixteen
button seals and a number of ancient
heraldic devices are of great archaeo-
logical interest. One is inscribed with
unknown alphatetic or hieroglyphic
symbols.

Fifty bronze bracelets, strings of
beads and other forms of jewelry il-
lustrate - the feminine love of orra-
ment in ancient Canaan. Most of the
beads are carnelian and as well cut as
any modern necklace.

Among the discoveries was a large
Byzantine tomb. containing beautiful
glass bottles, pitchers and bighly or-
namental lamps.

Athousand museum subjects were
obtained that from . mapy - angles
throw light on biblical history, accord-
ing to Professor Bade. Outstanding
among subjects is the seal of Jaaza-
niad, which aroused such-interest’in
Palestine that the flow of visitors to
the site of the excavations sometimes
seriously interfered with the work.
Another notable achievement was
the complele excavation of the temple
of the “Queen of Heaven” (Jeremiah,
Chapter 44, - Paragraphs 17 to 19),
whose licentious  worship was so
strongly denounced by the prophets.
Discovery and excavation of the gate
of ancient Mizah was one of the sen-
sations of the year. It is the first
time in the _ history of Palestinian
archacology that an ancient city gate
was found so well preserved. -The
door sockets and doorstop against
which the double-winged gate closed,
the long slot wherein the iron bar
rested, the stone seats at the entrance
where the judges gave decisions and
the gatekeeper’s room from which he
could ascend to the gate tower—these
and other features serve to_illustrate
the - biblical -descriptions in a way
hitherto:impossible. X

FOUR WALLS

By NICHOLAS ASHE

Daly was in 2 fix.

He sat cn tke bed in 2 tawdry “odz-
ing-bouse_ room, Ris elbows on “his
krees, wondering what he was goizg
tv do rext. By his side was 2 shart
rubber elub. It lay close to bis hand,
2rd could be picked up 2t the fir<t
sign of alarr.

He wzs upable to think elearly—
because be had been witbout focd for
three whbole days, 2nd bhad 1ot the
morey to secd cut for 2ny. He couid
not go cut himeelf, eitker, for be was

Tke reascn for his hidicg was that
Jchepy. Morar had jist been releaszd
fxc-'n prison, and k:d sworn to gt
Liat He hated Johnay Moran, aad
fcared bim—{feared him leczuse ke,
Da_) had bzen respornsible for seni-
irg Mcran to penzl servitude for
three years. ;

Dsly thought zbout it as he sat
there, and realized that for once ke
had made a grievous ertor in psychol-

czy. His particu’ar means of liveli-
roced was blackmail—not the sort

whercby 2 perfectly decent citizen
w=s threatened with exposure but a
fzr more dangerous game, 1lamely,
that of blackmailing his own kind.

He had alwazys flattered himself
t} at he knew his strange world like a
bock, hence he considered his particu-
lzr form of livelihoed was safe. e
rever chese any victims-other than
those who were too veak cr too fright-
ered to iurn round and shew fight.
The orly cees be was interested ir
were those who, ratker than risk ex-
posure to the police, would pay a smail
levy cn their earnings.

Thay had no choice 2bout paying,
either. It was hinted that Daly was a
pclice_informer, consequently a sug-
gesticn from him in the right corner

weuld invarizoly result in official
zction.
What =2 fool Le had.been this time!

He had gene to Johanny Morzn one
day, and had banded cut to him the
usual threats of expesure. Meran, un-
fortunately, was different from th2
cthers. His reply to Dalys demands
t:ad been s
“Pay you, ycu son of a rat? Get
ott of my way, or I'll smash you!”
After that, Moran had gore round
telling everyone what had happened.
It was a fool thing to do, tecause
Daly, in order to maintair his hold
on his regular victims, had been com-
pelled to pay 2 quiet visit to a certain
Detective-Sergeant Brannigan, the ra-
sult'of which was Moran’s speedy ac-
rest. ‘Brannigan had booked him on
thirteen different counts, one being
robbery. with viclence. It was an un-
lecky numter for Moran, because he
oot three years for the robbeies and
eighteen strokes with the cat for the

Lakin was one of Daly’s victims, and
there was no eason why he should
have passad the :ews on, except for
the purpose of keeping friendly.
Daly was a coward. He knew what
ke would get frem Moran when the
two met. Moran would never forget
those eightcen strokes.  And from
2ly’s peint of view, it was one thing
being the dictator in these matters—-
quite ancther being the prospective
victim.
He got up from the bed, and paced
the floor. Like a caged animal, he
reamed about the roem, hemmed in
by four walls.  QOutside in the street
was watcher, _silently hanging
around—someone who had been there
for the last twenty-four hours, and
who was probably one of Morans pals.
He couldn’t hold cut much longer.
If he stayed in this place he would go
mad. He went to the window and
stared out.  The: watcher “was still
tl.ere—on the other side of the <tree‘,
looking up.

D?ly muttered to himself; a sudden
fit of nerves attacked him:-“I’ve got
to bust out tonight. - Even if he does
get me, it can’t be worse than this.”
He turnzd frgm the window abrupt-
ly, and ‘as he .rert back across the
recom, knuckles sounded =harply an
the panels cf the door.

He stopped dead, his heart sudden'y
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London Actresses Play Cricket

nigan.

- Most of

ai

“For instance?” Strawn growled. -

#For instance,” Dundee answered,
“jt told me that it took approximately;
cight minutes to play cut a little slain

= bld “hen ordlnanly it \\ould ha\e

’shine.’ =

caused /'.by,ctan.nrng in

Happmesg isa r.,a..
ing b) ths \\33 of uee.umcqs. —
P

the shadows - of life_are
our OwWm_ sunm- o -

-‘o pl. nt ,,.3'::-
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said anything.”

couldn’t tell Brannigan his real rea-
son.for playing the rotten trick he did
on Johnny Moran.

HOYGHC?— hardly be  sympathetic towards =2
And now he was at Jarge :Egam. At|squealer who got morey from: botn
least, so Andy Lakin had said. Andy | sides.

in,” Daly said, switching the detective
back to the original discussion.
he’ll do it, too, Brarnigan.
book nim again, so I'll be safe?”

book him for.”
voice began to take on a high pitch.

&

stand it any longr. Branniga
got-to.do something.”

H s attitude was entirely ncn-com-
mittal.

my position, don’t you? I can't arrest
a man without cause, and I don’t think
2 court would accept a charge that he
had threatened to kill you.
no direct evidenca.
about the way you shopped him,. but
ke'll scon ‘get over it.
worry if 1 were ycu.”

ed out.
the sides of his faces

One of them’s been waiting for me a
whole day. Moran knows where I am

—he knows where I'am, I tell you!
He’s. always waiting, always watch-

won’t help me——"

Lis eyes.

rinch me.”

under arrest.”

becoming impatient.

I tell yeu. I
along without a charge.”

quickly-eagerly.
breaking under the fear of being left |
alon : again.
“_ranaigan tu:ned away.

‘but -1 didn't bargain for all this
business,
long.”

face grey.

“Listen, if—if I give you something to
hang on to me, will you' take: mc
along?”.

knowing what he was saymg.
nigan’s face was impassive.

indifferently. [
or crime, Daly, so what’s the use?” “ |- .

“I¢ was me that ‘did’ that” Rainham

is delicious

(¥ rite Sclado, Terento, for escellent recize)
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eold.  Then ke whipred 2cress to the
Led, 2nd picked up the rutter clup.

“Who'’s there?”

“Is that you, Da.»%"

“Wee are ycu?”

“Brannigan. Can I come in?”" The
kzrdle turred, but the Coor was Jock-
ed. “What's vup, Daly? letie in. |
want to talk to you.”

Daly pesitated. ~What for?”

“I just wart to sec ycu ubout on:
or two things, the's all. It’s zbout
another job I can put your way.”

Arcther job! That meant morey
and food—police protection. Branni-
gan had always been decent to him.
ife might narnd out scme cash c¢a ae-
count, remembering p.st work.

Daly. reacked >3t zrd slippad back
the bolt. iy >

Detective-Inspecicr Erannizan came
into the room slowly, his quick eye
neiing the club that Daly still held.
H: also noted the dirty condition of
the room, the unmade bed, and Daly's
unwashed face.

He nodded towards the elao.

“For me?” he asked, pleasantly.

Daly iaughed shortly, and threw it
or. the bed.

“No,” he said. *I wouldn't try 0
use a thing like that on you. You
know that, Brannigzn.” He paused,
and eyed Brannigan hungrily. “Have
you got aunythi..g to «at on you?”
Branrigan shook Lis head. He tried
rot to show it, but he ” ad clearly been
expecting the juection. 3
“Not a bite,” he replied, and
promptly changed the subject. 1 had
a devil of a job to find you. What are
you here for, anyway? Scareé?”
Evary nerv: in Daly’s bedy danced
and tingled at the questivn, but a
swift glance at the detective’s face
reassured him. He went clozer.

“Listen, Brannigan,” he said, “I'va
always helped you—’

“And been paid for it,”” interposed
Brarnigan.
“Yes, I know, but—well, Jchnny
Moran’s out again. Andy told me.
Moran reckons he’s going to xill me.
It must have leaked out somehow that
T told you about him.”
“How?” asked Brannizan. *I never

Daly avoided the question. He

Brannigan would

“He’s openly thrcalened to do me

“And
Can’t you

Brannigan shook his head.
“Sorry,” he said.- “I've nothing to
“But you must—you must.” Daly’s
‘I've becn in this darned-hole nearly
week. I'm starving, and 1 can’t
on, you've

° Brannigan shrugged his shoulders.

“Sorry,” he said again. “You se2

-There’s
He's probably sore
-1 shouldn™
Daly went to the window and poml-
Beads of sweat rolled dowa

“There’s a2 man there ;. o“—-no, two.

ing. “He's determined to get me, Bran-
I caxn’t ;a\e myself. 1f you

He stopped <uddemy and the hope-
ess, beaten look went suddenly from

“Brannigan!”

“Well?”

“You. pinch me. That's it—you
He bega. to laugh child-
shly. “They daren’t touch me if I'm
Once - mora -Brannigan shcok _his
.cad. ~This time he showed '=xgns of

“It’s no_good, Daly.. I can’t do it.
I can't tzke even you

“You can, Brannigan,” said Daly
He was slowly

“You «an if you like.”

“I came here to see if you could
¢ll_ me a few things, Daly,” he said,

i) be,going, 1 think.” So

Daly clatched him by the arm, his
“Don’t go; Brannlgqn, he bagged.

He - was whining- pitifully, harcly
Bran-

T “suppose,-I’d have_to,” he’ Ad,
-“But you don’t: go in

“I-do.” Daly said with “eager

jeb. It was me that got the pearls
rom -the Twyford Mansion.. I work-
d-in \nlh R.d Ha\vkms ..nu Barne,

e — ———— |

“You haven't—nct a!l ef them,”
Daly, a1l caution gere. “1 ¢an prove
it. Parzey’s got tke pearis hidden
where he can ficd them when ke comes
cut.  They're at Jessup's place. Jos-
sup was the ferce, and

He stopped speaking suddenly, 2cd
his face went from x2:e3 to dead whi'e.
Sontetking cold 2nd kars was zroond
nis wrnsts”

“All rignt,
Guietly.
book you. Thoe two poys I've get
side will see you down to the st

‘An hour later, Detective-
Brannigan was handizg in
sheet to tre stai.on offic ]
ticn officer locked at it ¢

“Andy Lakir, ten pounds!” L
“It’s a lo:, Brannigan, isnt it?

Brarnigan smiled.

“Not teo much.” he said. “it
tt.rough bim we got Puz Daly,
Hawkins, Barney Alien, and Bill
sup. Spreading rumors isn’t easy.”

© Anyway, it's 2 lot of money fcr an
informer,” protested the sintien ofii-
cer.

=1 ¢can't help (2at,” said Brannizan.
“It’s got to be pa He waz about
t. go, when suddenly he stepped. “By
the way, when does Jchnny Moran
come ocut?”

The station officer locked. theough
the day’s list.

“The thirteen'h—three days’ time?

“H'm! Well, he's had -his revengs
anyway,” said Brannigan. “Sec yecu
in the morning.’—Lcndon Tit-Bits.

Daly,” said Brannigan,

“I"ll do what you want, and
sut-

waz
Red

Jes-

>

The Need To Buy
l"res.iduul.

By Alfred P. Sloan Jr,
General Motors Corporation,
Message to the Naticnal Edite
Association.

We have overcome the doctrine of
2lalthus, who believed that populaticn
would outrun the food supply. This is
a surplus depression. Preduction of
food or goods is no longer cur great
problem.

But when alongside of surplases of
every commodity we see on 2ll sides
all over the world miliions ¢f people
who are deprived not alone  of the
comforts but of many- of the necessi-
ties of life, then it beccmes evident
that a fault has developed in our sys-
tem of distribution.

There are millions of people to-day
who could buy, who want to buy, yet
who are-held back by an unreaséning
fear of the future or the thought that
it is unpatriotic for them to buy when
others cannot.
Let them once understand that io-
terdependence fs the keynote to mcd-
ern life, that buying means employ-
ment, and one key-log will be ve-
moved from the jam

2

She—"1 have J;l:t Jumed the
anti-gossip league.”

He—"I suppose the idea is to
confine gossip to your own nrem-
bers and not let it get outside.”

Approbation
A man can do without his own ap-
probation  in much ‘society, " but he-
must make great exertions to gain it
when he lives alone.—Sydney Smith.

Strengih
God gives us alw'\}s strength enough
and ‘sense enough for everymmg he.
wants us to do.—Ruskin.

So

‘economical
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Xraft Old-Fashjoncd Salad
Dressing offers everything any-
onc could: ask for in- exquisite,
refreshing flavor, yet it’s sold at
a pricc:so0.low it’s witbin 1119
reach of cvcryonc. : :
- Get some to-day. Try it and:
Jyou'll mstanﬂyknowwbyu s tho
<. favorite cvcryv\hcrc in C:m:xda,
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