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tershire handicap. An employe of |
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interviewers today that he plans tn‘
turn in his uniform and spend a |
year in travel before settling down in |
a cottage in the Bronx for the re-
mainder of his days.” |
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southern California,

scenery. He was too busy explain-

me weeping because her money had

early in his hathrobe to make his
toilet ahead of the other passen-
gers and because the habit of early
rising was strong on him. When
he reached for money to pay for
his breakfast his pockets were
empty. He told the train conductor
about it.

“It's funny,” the conductor said.
“There’s a thief aboard. You're the
third passenger that has reported
being robk: d.”

“They’re all chrough passengers,”
the conductor said, “going to Cali-
fornia.”

At lunch time Fallon, back from
the smoking compartment, saw the
pretly girl weeping bitterly.

“What'’s the matter?” he asked.

“I've—I've been robbed. Ooh, hoo,
hoo.” Her tears were very convinc-
ing. “Whoever it was took all the
money I had. Whatever am I going
to do?”
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THAT was too much for Jerry

Fallon. It was bad enough for
the thief to despoil passengers who
could afford it, but to steal the last
dollar from a pretty lady who
couldn't—

“Never mind, little girl, I'll keep a
careful lookout. And I'll not be
taking my eye off you.”

“Oh, really? TIll feel so much
better if I know you are protecting
me.”

The night the train passed
through Arizona three more pas-
sengers were robbed. No one got
off. The conductor was mystified.
Telegrams flashed back and forth
over the wires. Detectives pre-
pared to descend on the limited.
Consternation was in the air. But
no trace was found of the thief,

The train rolled through the hot
desert and over the mountain pass
that led down into the sun-kissed
valleys of California. There was a
15-minute stop at San Bernardino.

“I'm going out to buy. some
oranges,” said the pretty girl whose
name, she had informed him, was
Rosalie Jones. “If it takes my last
dime.”

“Bring me a dozen,” Jerry Fal-
lon said, handing her a dollar.

He saw her <kip across the maze
of tracks and disappear. He fol-
lowed her. In the crowded station
he saw a dapper young man hurry
up to her. Something passed be-
tween them. The girl turned to tia
fruit stand and the dapper youth
started away toward an automobile
parked in the station yard. Jerry
Fallon collared him as he¢ was en-
tering the car.
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" AKE this fellow down to the
station house, officer,” Jerry
directed the policeman who hurried
up, “and get in touch with the chief
of the railroad detectives at once.”
As the Transcontinental Limited
sped through the orange empire of
Jerry Fallon
had little chance to observe the

ing to the train conductor how it
had all happened.

“I was two days rackin’ my mem-
ory to place that young lady,” he
“I knew I had
A long time ago.

“I knew it the minute she came to

‘een stolen. Well, this morning it
'l came back. In Times Square the
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THE TARZAN TWINS
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