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FORTY-SIX (Con-
tinued)

By the {ime Tom came they were
all in the hall, talking, laughing,
herself the center of the little group,
rallying the Belgian on his desertion

CHAPTER

of her, p up to Ma 1's evi-
dent ex 1 in his superior ten-
nis ski i g to the qurt final-
ity of Mr. Statlander's analysis of
the science of the game

Then Tom appeared
apologetic Would he go on t
with it? What had he been (mmz
1p in the garage all this time?

“All ready, De Hop
in!

The little blue roadster seemed
so stanch, so >, §0 much
a part of her life. At the

wheel Tom r' ing xfr a smile to
which she gaily responded—head
up, pulse oeating.

The Belgian stepped in with one

the door

single, adroit movement;

glammed. She glood watching until
the little whirl of blue turned the
corner of the road and disappeared
into the duck. .

In the rather blank pause that |
followed, Rosie appeared with the
tiled coffee table, “On the terrace,
ma'am?” Linda heard herself as-

sent mechanically.

Then the shrill ring of the tele-
phone came and she motioned the
others toward the lawn. “Go on

‘I'll be right along.”

But when they had gone and she
dared pick up the instrument she |
was trembling so violently that she |
had to drop down on the bench in

out,” she said.

theh hallway and steady her arm |
against the wall. |
“yed?"” she sald. “Yes? , ., Yes!

—ves, they have started . . .”

A click in her ear—the connec-
tion was broken.

She hung up the receiver and |
wiped her hands fastidiously with
the little chiffon handkerchief
which she found matted into a ball
in one of them. Then she rose .md‘
went out on the terrace.

The little group awaited her
around the coffee table by the ln\\‘.
chair she liked. They were smok-
ing and chattering, but all started
to rise as she came near.

“Don't get up!” Her voice sound-
ed strangely far away to her ears.|
She felt as if an aeon had passed
since dinner had been added. “Tll
pour your coffee in a moment.”

She sank into the chair and|
smiled a little unsteadily. “I must |
tell you what's happened. I think |
—it's all right now

She saw their looks of polite,
mystified interest. Only Shaugh-|
nessey sat alert and anxious.

“That was—police headquarters|
that rang up. When Tom went to|

s

the garage he telephoned them|
from there. They called back to
verify it.”” She saw the mj\'s(iﬁr':q-!

tion changed to shocked surprise.

“Excuse me—I'm going at it back-|
ward—I haven't quite taken it in
myself. They've started out to meet |
Tom and Mr. De Vos.

“He—he'll have to miss his din-|
ner at the White House inn. He's
going to be—arrested—for murder-
ing Cousin Amos.”

Shaughnessey, watching her, had
sprung forward none too quickly
For this time she had fainted in real
earnest.

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN
# SUPPOSE if I leave you two
I voung idiots alone you'll talk |
all night.” Kathleen Averill, stand- |
ing in the doorway, surveyed her
with marked dis- |

son and his wife
favor,

Tom looked away guiltily and
Linda, sitting up in bed, smiled dis-

armingly |

“We will,” she said. “But, Kath-
leen, don't you see I've got to? It's |
the one thing I need. I'll burst if
I don't.”

“And vou'll be sick if you do. Well |
—I've nothing to say about it. Tom
won't be turned out and once you
get him alone, he hasn't the back- |
bone of a jellyfish.” |

“Backbone! I wish you'd seen
him,” cried Linda indignantly, “go-
ing off all by himself with that ter-
rible man!”

“Don't!” Under her delicate, be-
coming rouge Tom's mother turned
white. “I shan't sleep a wink tonight
and youre a—a monster if you do.”

*All the more reason

“There’s no reason in you
of you.” Ashamed of her
tary weakness, Mrs,
sharply.

“It was a crazy thing to do and
it's a wonder you're both alive to|
tell the tale. Now don't argue with |
me. Rosie’s fixed me a shake-
down in the nursery and if you have
hysterics or any of the things you
should have after such an ex-
perience, bang on the bathroom'wall
and I'll wake right away.

“That is, if I'm asleep,”
hastily, “which I doubt
Good night!”

And firmly closed the door
behind her, leaving neither of them
at all misled as to her real anxiety
and affection.

“She’s a lamb, isn't she?”
mented Linda, settling herself lux-
uriously an n'n: the cushions. *“But,
oh, T I thought I never
would 1 you all to myself! Now,
for heaven's sake, talk. I'm frantic
to know all about it.”

“Are you sure you ought?”

“Don’'t be an absolute goat!
you want me just to curl up

—either
momen- |
Averill spoke

she added
I shall be.

com-

Do
and

die?”

“Heaven forbid!" He still found
it diff to do anything but look
at her Ulm wngrily. “Where
shall I start?’

":\: the beginning. That is, we
went downstairs and that Statland-
er man caught you and you went
off to the garage.

“What I don't see, Tom, Is Low
you knew—because I found out
while you were gone — and you
thought it was poor Marvin.”

“Poor Marvin me! I was

poor
having fits 1g tennis to ‘thart

man and you'd got the
goods on him s how an(i that I
had to leave you and drivec DeVos
to the Stoners. How did ~au find
out, Binks?"

“One of those ‘little things.” Stat-

lander was rambling on -and sud-
denly he said something about the
nursery. I was wool-gathering, but
I made him repeat what he said
ahd in that humorous, careful way
he went over it again.

“About how curious it was that
when I collapsed in Cousin Amos’
room, Mr. DeVos appeared from the
other end of the haj—our end. I
never did know how he got on the
subject.

“That hit me, Tom, just live a
real blow, I couldn’t get my breath
There it was—the small thing we'd
been waiting for. I thougnt I must
get to you—and then dinner was
ready and Marvin came down and!
Mr. Statlander had a sudden fit cf
manners and went off to o2t you.

“I was so full of excitement and
suspense I thought I'd pop! While|
you, poor dear—"

| of him.

| You told me that

| it for granted he meant

| over,

Linda's impish grin was,

H, I had Marvin picked for the
guilty one, all right. I was
afraid to look atf*you and all the

time you were waiting to set me
right if I did!”

“That meal was ghastly. I kept
waiting to hear—his step—in the

hall and when I did and he came
and stood behind me—!! But then,
Tom, something hit you. You start-
ed to get up pf‘rfrcnv cheerfully
and naturally

“Bi it came over me and I
nearly gave the whole show away
right there. He stood there smil-
ing, with his eyes sort of droopy-

you know—and a little mocking
somehow, as if he knew something
I didn't.

I see now he has looked that way
ail the time, but I just put it down
to his cool, superior foreign ways—"

“But, Tom, what ; il

“Oh—his white shirt
Binks.”

“His what?”

“That was it—what I saw from
the raft, the ‘something’ I couldn't
locate. As soon as I saw him there
it came back to me in a flash. I
saw him just the way I did then,
ony not so far away.

“You see, Marvin had been in un-
dershirt and trousers and Stat-
lander in a terrycloth bathrobe, but
De Vos hadn't undressed that night.
He had his coat off and a long, dark
robe on, but from the raft I caught
that splash of white—horseshoe
shaped, |

“It siood out from the black rest |
In daylight it just looked |
wrong. But I never could place it.” |

“He didn’t undress? But—"

“Yes. He must have lied to you. |
when he talked
about it with you he said he un-
,dressed and sat and dozed in the big
| chair by the window—"

front

n ” n
AIT a moment, Tom. He
didn't quite say that—but I
\did have that impression.” She

hugged her knees and bent her head
on them in concentrated effort to
bring back the exact words.

“He said, ‘T made myself comfort-

| able in the chair by the window and

dozed off
Tom.
‘made

there—' That was it,
I misled you. When he said
myself comfortable,” I took
he
dressed and repeated to you that
way. I'm awfully sorry!”

“That was perfectly natural. I'd

| have gone on the same assumption

I suppose he took off his dress coat
and put on the bathrobe,

“Now that I think about it, T re-
member something else that should
have told me a lot. When he joined
us in Cousin Amos' room he had a
very long robe on and it was drawn
close across his chest—lapped way
Of course that hid the white
shirt front and make him look en-
tirely different.

“How--how did he take it?” In-
voluntarily Linda shivered violently
and immediately his hand was laid
over hers,

“Don’'t talk about
Don't think about it!”

“I can’t help thinking. she plead-
ed. “So its better to talk!”

“Well—badly—"

“He was—violent?’

“Clear off his nut. I told you it'd
be all a bunch of us could do to
manage whoever it turned out to
be, when the time came.

“They sent four men—thought I
wags crazy when I called, but some-
how I put it over and we needed
every man of them, It wasn't a
pretty scene.”

“I suppose he killed Bunty?”

“He laughed about it—jeered at

that, Binks.

un- |

me—for caring about a fat old dog, |

I suppose. He was a maniac, Binks.
Yes, he went out, that night and
prowled about—

S R !

i

UFFERED from insomnia. An- |

other thing I forgot. When

we met in the city at the office early

in the week, he spoke of it—said
he always slept badly in hotels.

“It was just an

forgot all about it.

blazing heat-

illusion and I
Added to this |
this sort of spell al-

ways strikes a European as direct |
from hell—he probably was all
keyed up from at least two and |

perhaps three or four nights with- |

out, sleep. The first night he went

out. and roamed around—and Bunty |

suffered for it.
“You can imagine she'd be right |

on the job with an unknown prowl- |

ing about after
spunky lIttle cuss!
night after the row at the club and
the dance, he came back to that
hot room-—it
of all, you
hadn't a chance in
sleep.

“So he just ‘made himself nrom-
fortable' in the chair and probably
sat there brooding over the quarrel
and the insult he
Cousin Amos, and full of morbid,
insane thoughts—"
‘And the door went
rork——"

“His window was parallel with
that door and he could hear it
louder than any one else.”

She sighed. “Well—Tom—we did
it. Thank heaven it's over!”

“But by a very narrow margin,”
he added soberly.
mark of Statlander and my
puwmn of the shirt front.”

“If he'd kept his head 'md just
laughed at the idea——"

“We'd have proved it but it would
have been a long, hard fight. his
way, Binks, his family'll hush it up
somehow, and I'll be bound he's put |
quietly away and it never will come I
to trial. Surely we won't push it.”

“Speaking of Mr. Statlander—"
in a mo- |
ment, as dauntless as ever. ““You're |
not very complimentary about your |
senior, are you, darling?” {

“Well, he is an old fool. He's made
more trouble, unnecessary trouble—"

“Have you talked it over withi
him?” ;

“Lord, yrs. We've all hashed and |
re-hashed. After you pulled the
faint—don't be peevis', honey, you
had plenty of provoca:ion and no-
body blamed you!—Shaughnessey
turned you over to Rosie and she |
called up mother, and the two of!
them bundled you off. i

“Meanwhile our Irish friend had ;
the time of his young life—a g'rand

midnight, poor,

know—and knew he

rork-rork-

jyarn to tell. and an audience that |

was pop-eyed with excitement.

“When I got back—dog-tired, dis- !
hevelled and sick with worry about |
you—they all fell on me like wolves
to hear the end of the story.”

]
|
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uTo Be Concluded) l
Last year, for the first time in |
the history of the United States, |
the number of immigrants return- |
ing to their native land exceeded

| those entering this country.

the world te!

|
|
|

Then the next |
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—By Ahern

HA-A~T THOUGHT You
QUIT SMOKING FOR 1933 }
THE NOTED BENTLEY ¢
WILL POWER. CAN DISCOLOR
QUICKER. THAN HALF AN &
APPLE {1 TS A FAMILY
TRAIT = A BENTLEY
PLEDGE HOLDS UP ;
ABOUT AS LONG AS A
POST OFFICE PEN

>l O

K

e S

, TOSSING TH' CAN
! BAUC—YOU COME

FROM A SWELL _f"l_ORV\\(l.!w'BEEN
LINE OF PLEDGE TH\NK,h\‘NG\’-( SP?E 3
MAKERS ~VYER | s g ey
YOUR UNCLE‘BEN,‘ _BEFOR,E i

FRINSTANCE -~
S'POSED To HAVE
BEEN ON TH WAGON
FOR NINE YEARS
HE AN TH'TOWER OF
P\sA WERE TH ONLY

T

1 GO 17T,

\N VAUDEVILLE,

TH\NG‘S ON A
CONTINUO S
ot

WéH\§6 YOu A
HAPPY NEW YEAR=
o

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

OUT OUR WAY

s g e =

PAGE 12

—By Williams

i / YOU'LL PUNCH ME ON TH
NOSE , WHEN YOU AGREED NOT TO /

HIT MY NOSE |, WILL YOUL ? |
Y- FIOCL PUNCH ME 1IN TH
STOMACH , AFTER AGREEING NOT
TO HIT THERE , WILL YOUL?
GRAB HIM, MA' HOLD HiM
FOP ME
/ TURN AT Wev, WA -1 CANT, vt
GLONES ON — ER TAKE 'EM OFF FER
ME - ER HOLO 1’ DooR TiLLT C'N
GIT OUTA HERE! FER GOSH SAWES
DO suMPNyY )
TO +ELP A 2>

GUN ~ SHE ,-‘f”
A

RUNE RNGHT
INTO puk[\—\E%
NEN SEZ

| o WHY MOTHEQS GET GRAY.

7 IF I HELP Wina, TLL

HAUE A BI\G FussS ON
MY HANDS ~AND 'F T

HELP HER, TLL STILL HAVE |
A FUSS -AND IF 1 1Ay

NELTRAL , I''L STiLL HAVE
A FUSS —~ OH WHAT To Do!

© 1933 BY NEA SERVICE. INC. REG. V. S PAT. OFF.
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IT WON'T TAKE
ME BUT A MINUTE,
UNCLE HARRY=1
HAVE EVERYTHING

(GET Your STUFF,
FRECKLES..\WE'RE
LEAVING RIGHT

AWAY = WE'LL
HAE To GET ouT
BEFORE IT ,—
STORMS 772

" %7

CALL OSSIE AN
TELL HiM To TELL
TH OTHER KIDS

FROZEN IN.... AYE, AYE. "

FOR PLETZENBAUM !

WE'RE GOING, TAGE (1 NeveR IT DOESN'T Look. )| BY THE BONES OF T (" GEE' 1M SO NERVOUS 1 P ( BoY!' IF Tuis 1sN'T
COULD READ ) GOOD TO ME... THE TEN TINKERS ' FORGOT OSSIES NUMBER..... STARTING THE NEW YEAR
THAT BLAME 4 WHAT PO You SHE'S BELOW TWENTY HERE IM LOOKIN' IN - OFF RIGHT, 1 DON'T
BAROMETER ) MAKE OF 1T, NINE..WE BETTER SHOVE THE O's WHEN T ol KNOW WHAT 15 !/
BILLY 2 OFF BEFORE BETSY GETS SHOULD BE LOOKIN' ) ‘

%)

@)

WOTrA
! CARE!

E SPENDS MONEY LIKE WATER.
SHATTERS TRADITION. FINDS

Qcme PRINCE OF PANDEMONIA,,
e

MR. G. WASHINGTON
TUBBS, CONTINUES TO PAINT THE TOWN A \IVID RED.

MORE ROMANCE IN A WEEK THAN
;@E REAL PRINCE EVER WEARD OF.

e

CHAMBERMAIDS, 1S ALREADY THE TALK OF THREE

( IS LAVISH, SENSATIONAL PARTIES, HONORING THE CASTLE \

AW, ME. HOW | LONG
FOR. ROMANTH AND

NATIONS., ' \

EXTHITEMENT,

” [ U
) o o
R orws

WILLY NILLY,

HE SLEEPY OLD CASTLE JTHASN'T KNOWN SUCH HILARITY
N THE 600 YEARS OF ITS EX\STENCE,

T

PLAY-BOY PRINCE OF INES
)ﬂ) B R THE UNIN

BEING HAILED AS THE CHAMPI

Qemwme, YOUTHFUL, INNOCENT]

LANGUISHING
UNHAPPILY IN A DUTCH JAIL,
LITTLE DREAMS THAT HE \S

SALESMAN SAM

MY GOODNESS, SaMeny, YOu Look
ALL TUCKERED OUT! Do You KMOUJ//
WHAT TME (T 157

WHY, WELL PAST
MIONIGHT, |
(MRGIME—

QUGHTA TURN OVER A NEW
=l

TS ONE-THIRE ! aND | THINK You
AND GO TO BED, EARLY THIS

2

"OH, THIS (Sa )
SWELL BOOK,
MARS. HOOPLE =

LEAF

'BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

was the worst night |

endured from |

“The chance re- |
im- |

—

WELL , KD ~— HAVE
NYOU MADE ANY
REAL SNAPPY
RESOLUTIONS FOR
™ NEW NEAR ?

[

" YEP - AN ONE OF
‘EM WAS NEVER
TO TAKE ANY
MAN SERIOLSLY
AGAN

w @

TARZAN THE UNTAMED

"I'D RATHER TURN OVER. A NeEW
VEAT AND KEEP ON READINY,

—By Martin

r
r?'\\E WNOWN YOU A ¢

LONG TIME , BOOTS w+
(AND , WELYL W Y

6URY: L DO,
D\MM\( ! YOU'RE
05" ABOUT TH'

1 MEAN~BRCK 0P FELLA-RELA. ! 1 )
HEARD YUR TALKIN', BUT Y'DIONT SAXY A

UESS YOU KNOW [ BEST FRIEND
AROUT HOW T _ f T EVER WAD w-
FEEL "~ —m 71 BN'-AN 10
7/l BELENE NOU -
w— On MUY

,‘/

X Maxon

7//\01
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Picking up his spear, the ape-man looked about
for signs of Olga’s trail. This he soon found
leading toward the east. As he set out upon it,
something prempted him to feel for the locket he
had hung around his neck. It was gone!

No anger showed on his face, but his jaws
tightened grimly as he felt the bump on his head
where the girl spy had struck him. Then a half-
smile crossed his lips as he had to admit that
Olga had neatly tricked him.

He knew it must have taken nerve to do the
thing she did and then set out, armed only with
a pistol, through the trackless waste lying between
them and Wilhemstal. Tarzan admired courage—
even in a Red spy, but he saw that in this case—

.

——it only added to the girl's resourcefuiness and
made her all the more dangerous, increasing the.
necessity for putting her out of the way.
to overtake her before she:coul reach Red Head-
quarters, he set out at a swinging trot.

Hoping

s




