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‘Lord. Jar per!" cried the cor-
poral. what is it, comrade?"

• r -one. D;ck!” he gasped, “my

iittle reader's stole.”
B now. even as he turned to-

il it and or. Barnabas laid a de-
taining har.d upon his arm.

Not stolen—lopt!" said he. "and
ind- ed I'm not at all surprised!”
Her* Barnabas rmiled his quick,
bright smile.

Sir—fir0" stammered Mr. Shrig,

“oh. pal, d’ ye mean—?’*
it i found aid Bar-

nabas. and here it is.”
'lr. Shrig took his little book,

op- ned it, closed it, thrust it into
hr pocket, and took it out again.

• Sir." aid he. catching Barnabas
by the hand, "this here little book
is more to me nor gold nor rubies.
Sir, you <re my pal—and consequent
thf i orp's al o. and this ere chaffing

crib is alius open to you. And if
ever you want a man at your back
—I m your man. and v'en not me—-
there's my pal D:ck, ain't there.
Di—”

Mr. Shrig stopped suddenly and
stood with his head to one fide as
one that ir tens. And thus, upon the
stilln und of on? who
str le along the narrow passage-
wav outside, whistling as he went.

"

Sally in Our Alley,’ I think?”
said Mr. Shrig.

• Yes. ’ said Barnabas, wondering.

ich means as I'm vanted. ah!
—and vanted precious qvick too.”
saying which, Mr. Shrig caught up
his ‘ castor. -’ seized the nobbly stick,

crossed to the door, and came back
aka in.

a a a

“T'XICK.”said he, *‘IU get you to
LJ look after my little reader for

me—l ain't a-going to risk losing it
again.”

Right you are. Jarsper,” nodded
the corporal.

“And sir.” continued Mr. Shrig.
turning towards Barnabas with the
book in his hand, "you said. I think.

tiki to see what I'd got in-

side o’ this 'ere—lf so be you're in
the same mind about it, why—'ere
it is."

And Mr Shrig laid the little book
on the table before Barnabas. "And
• • i • ¦ any nme as you're pass-
ing. drop in to the Gun,’ and drink
a glass o’ the Vun and Only vith

Dick and me." So Mr. Shrig nod-
do ri. unlocked the door, shut it very
gentlv behind him. and his foot-'
stops died away along the echoing
passage.

Then, while the Corporal puffed
at his long pipe. Barnabas opened
th- little book, and turning the
pages haphazard presently came to
one where, painfully written in a
neat, round hand, he read this:

James Aston. Digbeth Andover,
John Barnes, Sir Richard Brock,
Thomas Beal and Tinker.

There were many such names all
cart ullv set down in alphabetical
order, and Barnabas read them
through with perfunctory interest.
But halfway down the list of B's
his glance was suddenly arrested,
his hands clenched themselves, and
he grew rigid in his r'nair—staring
wide-eyed at a certain name.

In awhile he closed the little
book, vet sat there very still, gazing

at nothing in particular, until the
voice of the corporal roused him
somewhat.

"A wonderful man. my comrade
! Jarsper, sir?”

‘ Yes.'’ said Barnabas absently.
' Though he wouldn't ha’ passed

as a grenadier—not being tall
enough, you see.”

“No." said Barnabas, his gaze still
fixed.

‘ But as trap, sir—as a limb o’ the
law. he ain't to be ekalled —no-
wheres nor nohow.”

"No.” said Barnabas, rising.
What? are you off. sir—must you

march?”
• Ye=.” said Barnabas, taking up

his hat. "yes, I must go.”
“ ’Olbom way, sir?”

"Yes.”
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'll fHY then—foiler me. sir—
W front door takes you into

Gray's Inn lane—by your left turn
and 'Olbom lays straight afore you,
—this way, sir.” But. being vome
to the front door of the "Gun,”
Barnabas paused upon the thresh-
old. Inst in abstraction again, and

i staring at nothing in particular
while the big corporal watched him

J with a growing uneasiness.
‘ Is it your ’ead, sir?” he inquired

1 suddenly.
Head?” repeated Barnabas.

"Not troubling you, is it. sir?”
"No.—oh no, thank you,” an-

swered Barnabas, and stretched out
his hand. "Good-by, corporal, I’m
sr’ad to have met you. and the One
and Only was excellent.”

"Thankee, sir. I hope as you’ll
do me and my comrade the honor

' to try it again—frequent. Good-
| by. sir.”

But standing to watch Barnabas
as he went, the corporal shook his
head and muttered to himself, for
Barnabas walked with a dragging
step, and his chin upon his breast.

Holborn still was full of the stir
! and butsle. the rush and roar of

I thronging humanity, but now Bar-
nabas was blind and deaf to it all,

for wherever he looked he seemed
to see the page of Mr. Shrig’s little
book with its list of carefully writ-

j ten names—those names beginning
; with B.—thus:

Sir Richard Brock. Thomas Beal
j and Ronald Barrymaine.

It was about 2 o’clock in the aft-
ernoon that Barnabas knocked at

: the door of the viscount's chambers
in Halfmoon street, and was duly
admitted oy a dignified, albeit some-
what mournful, gentleman in blue
and silver, who, after a moment of
sighing hesitancy, ushered him into
a small reception room where sat a
bullet-headed man with one eye and
a remarkably bristly chin, a sinister’
looking person who stared very hard
with his one eye, and sucked very
hard, with much apparent relish
and gusto, at the knob of the stick

S he carried.
At sight of this man the mourn-

ful eentleman averted his head, and
vented a sound which, despite his
impressive dignity, greatly resem-
bled a sniff, and, bowing to Bar-

i nabas. betook himself upstairs to
I announcp the visitor. Hereupon the

I one-eyed man having surveyed Bar-
nabas from head to foot, spoke:

"Sir,” said he in a jovial voice
that belied his aspect, "did you ’ear
that rainbow sniff?”

"Rainbow?” said Barnabas.
"Well—wallet, then—footman—-

the orna-mental cove as jest popped
you in 'ere. Makes one ’undred and
eleven of ’em!”

“One hundred and eleven what?”

<To Be Continued)

Famed Marine Painter Dies
Bit I'nited Press

BOURNEMOUTH. England, July
20— Lauritz Holst. 85. famous Dan-
ish marine painter, died at his home
here yesterday. The body will be
cremated and the ashes scattered

,over the sea Holst so often painted.
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MAN. because of his long association with the horse, is apt to con-
sider this animal a very ordinary creation. Yet, he would go far to see
a creature of far less strange construction. No other vertebrate animal
walks on the tip of a single toe.

NEXT—What fish Is known as the royal fish?

; THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES .COMIC PAOB

OUR BOARDING HOUSE —By Ah'ern OUT OUR WAYj —By Williams

¦~>W
WELL 1 rr? 1 S'POSEVOO ‘flfY&H J

’ "DEPART ® g OUT THOC
-tq 'T YOUR Y\\Nlß TUST CONC.ERT\N A.

SwLS TO <SET VOU* TASK ) WS.NS US
k CLASSES, ON { A "BARREL

"FOR RIBALD |p. Cf Tu‘ S BALLAD ON*

troS°vod L GLARE PRON\ TU' LWY YOU'RE
TROK\ 'iOD

£QLD vou "BACK. TRONN
LECRS/^ESAv’D y^\O

TT.
'

OLn hw' /v\\nE/,
D NO Y\ORE OP
•nxvu I ... KmvJ.

-I KnIOW/ \

PRI. ARE YOU HAMMERIMG >
\ / BUT I GOT MY ARMS

tTT- ON-THE BATMCOOM / [//L’py _

/ FULL of groceries /
/ \ WINDOW FOR? THAT j I CAN'T OPEN DOORS /

DOOR'S OPEN fIT WITH BOTH ARMS /
V PULL—GOSH f GIVE /

"

1 111
why mothers <ser gray.

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS —By BlosseE
'that WASM’T ) LETS GO 50^EC) ~\

MAYRf= * LIKE TUE VOICE W /APS.' I'LL BLAST YOU WWATLL \ FOOLIWG...DO WHAT j T’M 60 MWA TRY AN'V MAVBE THERE'LL BE NO
HEARD... NO JWA ...MAYBE

CAME FROM "THE TRAIL, IF {WE DO, ) HIM SAY, UNTIL p ULL A SNIEAK, \ TROUBLE AT ALL., WHEN '
ECHO EVER < THERE LL BE { THAT CANYON YOU MOVE ANOTHER J CHARLIE ? / \NE GET GOOD PGFCKLES X HE FINDS OUT WE'RE JUST
SOUNDED ; A LITTLE A OVER THERE

AND COME STEP.' DO YOU \ PLAN 1 J’\ VACATIONING UP HEREy

WASHINGTON TUBBS II —By Crane

the case acjaikist babe was a \ that, ow twe dav of tme hold-up, babe ’phoned a
CINCH AFTER 1 FOUND she’d I I j JOE POLAMD IM WIWCHESTER. THAT POLAND— HIS REAL

•• ,r-n I’l, IhE | ' i.' —. MU MX,3,1 -3,' J

S' / presto' that linked babe YY f howev/ep, her‘'emgasement' 1 RiNfi was really a dinner'
/ with ladboni. she was the \ j rin6, amd sap too eia. orviouslv, she had stolen
j tip off. a croon, vet she > \ the birthdam present vou r dad had bougj-it for

1 CLAMED TO 8E EN6AQEDTD J VOU. SO I PUT TWO AMD TWO TOGETHER, t-^

ALLEY OOP —By Hamlin
f

fLL BET YOU’VE ) THAT AIN’T WHAT'S 'l (TtS BECAUSE OF PAPAS TOE

SEEN OH“ '

/SO THEV CAN’T MARRY THEIR DUMB fTHIS IS ONE TIME I DON’T
/G-BYE \ DAUGHTER OFF ON ME TILL TH‘ KING’S HAFTA HAVE FOOZY TELL ME
(SWEET- J V ROYAL TOE. GETS WELL.' HAW/ WHAT T'DO/ NAVJ SIR/

UlOTTft 9KW FOP ME I KNOW

L ’ .© 1934 BY NBA scmnct. mc.- j2; V ->> v!T

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES —By Martin
r • a n r j >

SO'.!?. YOOV)E OBCAOBO I NOIaJ , AGATHA N>AGTV, vNiOBBO ’ YOU VOANiT TO 1
NOT TO GO TVteVl VOYTH i THBRB'G NO HOBO MB OP TO WOVCOBB LBAOB
OOR MANAGE YOU 1 NiBEO O'? &BBQR.B V\Y
TVWMY. YOO CAN CteOP ]j BE\N& NA'STY A G>CAViOAB , A<b VaVEBB AG A | OOT
MB VaiVXBKiB'OB.Q. YOO— S fV&OGT \T EOT OB bAOUBTAS'S GOGGV?. 1 O? \T ,

y b\ttbb. Sbonoe.- YOU

f

1—-

TBBN \T VS GWB V. YOU AOM\T \T YOU OOKiT—YOU Bi 8>15T,1 AM . B 8008
ABB OF YOOQ
FAMIBY. BteBBO\NG .YOOQ ONAb.O ’. GORBBY, I 1 HAOB MB —\ \NTBNiO
SsOOAB eTANQ\NG> —YOO PPOPOSB YOU AREN’T GBRaOOG TO V\BTi_

TO GACF>\F\CB ,B>BCAOGB. OB A

SXBBY VNBATOAT\ON W\BB V V
BAM\BY GAY ? VNHAT VO\B\_

YOOQ ER\BMOG GAY ? WHAT WVBB -

EUERYONE. 5W —**® "**'“*?

i. .*'h .-. . . "CO U.

"

,
TARZAN AND THE CITY OF GOLD —By Edgar Rice Burroughs

The hunting lion heard Tarzan and roared as
the ape-man made his way to a tree overlooking

the shiftas' camp. Below him he saw a band of

some twenty men. To protect them against wild

beasts they had erected a rude boma of branches
and kept a great nre burning. One thing aroused
Taraan's curiosity.

In the shifta’s camp Tarzan saw a white man
who lay securely bound a short distance from the
fire. Evidently the shiftas wanted the prisoner
very much or they would not have bound him so
securely. Also, the white prisoner was different,
in apparel, from any man Tarzan had ever seen
before.

He saw the shifta’s attempt to talk with their
prisoner; but evidently neither understood the
other. Tarzan was familiar with the Kaficho
language, and the questions asked by the bandits
aroused his interest still further. They were ask-
ing the way to a place where there was much ivory
and gold.

"Tomorrow, if he still won’t speak,” said their
leader, “we’llkill him.” They squatted about the
fire and discussed events. Tarzan listened grimly
to their chief topic, the strange white giant who
had slain three of their number. Now Tarzan
could see that the strange white prisoner was
armored in ivory!
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