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SUPERSTITION MOUNTAIN
By Oren Arnold

CAST OF CHARACTERS
CAROLEE COLTER, heroine,

Ppector’s daughter.

STUART BLAKE,

tourist, Carolee’s lover.

HENRY COLTER, prospector.

PAUL AND SILAS COLTER, prospec-

Sor’s sons.

NINA BLAKE, Stuart's sister.

pros-

Eastern ‘‘dude”

Colters learn that their

gold assays thousands of dollars a ton

and Carolee tells Nina of her love for

Stuart.

Yesterday:

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

TUART BLAKE asked Carolee
if he might take her home.

He would borrow a horse for her
from the Lodge corrals, and escort
her at least part way up the moun-
tain climb to her cliff eyrie.

“You can't go now,” Nina in-

formed them. “She's staying for
dinner. Aren't you?”

Carolee smiled in surprise.
“Well, I hadn't known it, but—."
“Good. Then you are. I may

let Stuart ride up with you later.
Or—" (to bedevil him) “—I may
take her home myself!”

Carclee was slightly embarrassed

although pleased immensely at the

invitation. She had her brother to
worry about. They were waiting in
the old car to leave, even now. She
went over to them.
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- AD, I'm going to stay for din- |

| Daily Short Story
ner. Miss Blake asked me.”

The old man bridled.
“You cain’t stay.”
“Why? I will be home before

10 o'clock. Someone will ride to the
trail with me. They'll lend me a
horse.”
“You cain’t stay,” the father re- |

peated, rather sourly.
Carolee bit her lip and looked |

eway. She thought for a moment

or two, then came to a quick con-
clusion.

Copyright

extremely disturbing. In the dark-
ness they could see no tracks, if
indeed there were any to see.
“You say you seen his head?”

old man Colter whispered. .
Silas nodded. They could find

nothing. Silas’ quick shooting evi-

dently had gone wild, but had
served to frighten the assailant
away. Could the assailant have
been an animal? Some mountain

lion, perhaps, poised as cats do
to look down for possible game,
that had accidentally pushed
against a boulder loosened in the
last rain? The men discussed it as
a possibility, but Silas swore some-
what indignantly that he knew a

man’s head when he saw it, even

in twilight.
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TUART and Carolee rode up
soon after the two men had

climbed back down. They were
greatly alarmed at the discovery.
It seemed patently an attempt on
the Colter men’s lives, and Stuart
said so.

The old man nodded agreement.

The four did a good deal of talk-
ing, in fact, and the Colter men
finally admitted that they had sus-
pected Stuart of trying to get re-

|venge on them heretofore. and

 
| maybe to drive them away from the
| gold hunt.
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“But you was back there at th’
lodge this time,” Silas remarked.
“We been mixed up, about that.
But as shore as th’ devil made
rattlesnakes, somebody's been dog-
gin’ us!”

Stuart had seen cowboys work-
ing a good deal of late and he had
picked up a trick or two. He car-
ried a strong lariat on his saddle.
With it he and his horse “snaked”
the biggest rock out of the roadway,
the other men and Carolee keeping
careful watch of the cliff top mean-
while.

“All clear now,” Stuart called
gaily. “I'll go back from here.
Sure glad you weren't hurt, Mr.
Colter, and Silas. This puts a new
light on a lot of things, but it leaves

a dark spot somewhere just the
same. Do you have any idea who's
been trying to kill us? Shooting at
my dad, and throwing rocks, and

Paul?”

They coudin’t guess. Carolee
looked helplessly up at him, sad-
dened at the tragic events.

“Well, I have! I have an idea,
but I'll have to check on it first.
Don’t any of you go up there again

alone. And I won't be seeing you
for a day or two, probably. This
business can’t go on; we've got to have a showdown.”

(To Be Continued)

 

 | SUMMER LOVE—By ©. C. Coler   
ENIFER ALLEN walked slowly

up the hill to her 7:30 ciass. She
had come to the university summer
session three weeks ago, a serious-

“I'm sorry, papa, but I have al- minded, 45-year-old teacher intent
ready accepted the invitation, and | on completing her work so that she
—I am staying.
now! Let me finish. I have to re-
mind you that Miss Blake is an

adequate chaperon, if I needed one.

Wait a minute, | could go back to Trenton as Dr.
| Jenifer Allen. For Trenton High
| Was Jenifer’s whole life and any
prestige that it might gain through

And Stuart himself has never been her was all important.

anvthing but a gentleman toward |
me, however much you dislike or

distrust him. And—"
“What do you know about—"

She ignored the interruption and
went on.
“—and finally, I found most of

the gold you have gotten up here
anyway, and I'm 21 years of age.
I won't be treated unreasonably!”
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HE uttered this last with a firm-

ness which both men recog-

nized. They knew she meant just
what she said. They respected her

for it, even if they were angered

momentarily. The old man just
looked at her, chewing his tobacco
and saying no more.
“You stay, and I'll meet you

down at the foot of the trail at

10 o'clock, with yore horse,” said
Silas, as he stepped on the starter
of their old car and pulled away.
What to do with Carolee, if any-

thing,

brother and father as they rode
glumly along. They loved the girl
in their own fashion; they dis-

liked to see her drawn away from
them, but they knew separation was
bound to come some day, some
how.

“Cain’t expect sis never to see
no men,” Silas suggested once, but

his father promptly squeiched him:
“I'll run you younguns like I want!”

Silas spat, rather contemptuously,
out the car window. He didnt

much blame Carolee, he told him-
self.
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HE road from Superstition
Lodge to the foot of the Col-

ters” horse trail, where they regu-
larly stored their car in the bushes,
was no more than a set of shallow

ruts across the desert soil. It
wound interminably in and out
among the rocks, dodging clumps of
cholla cacti, leading between giant
saguaro, ocotillo, prickly pear, and
Jucca growths.

For about a quarter mile it fol-

lowed a flat stream bed, dry nine-
tenths of the time, directly against
a cliff some 300 feet high. The cliff
was more than straight up—it ac-
tually leaned over the water course,
due to the occasional floods that
had cut its base away.
They were chugging along there

when — SPLOW- W- W — right at
them, directly in front, a boulder
larger than a barrel fell from the
cliff!
A mass of loosened earth and

rocks followed. Dust enveloped the
car.
Of one accord the men shouted

warnings, jumped for safety.
The car hit the fallen mass and

gtalled. It hadn't been traveling
fast enough to smash itself against
the rock.

ILAS ran back a few yards,

looked up at the sky which was
still glowing slightly from the sun-
set.
He jerked out a pistol and fired

repidly at the cliff rim.
“Somebody poked his head over

up there!” he called to his dad.
Old man Colter was too aston-

ished, and frightened, to act or talk
sensibly for a few minutes. He

realized their escape had been
miraculous. Soon, though, he darted
back to the car and got his own
gun, a rifle.
They studied the rim for a long

time, craning their necks and
peering at it from ambush. They
saw no more sign of life.

“That there rock was pushed
over!” Silas declared, and his
father nodded.
They stalked, silently, around the

base and up a canyon that would
give them access to the cliff top.
But it took more than half an hour
and they found nothing when they
got there. Nothing but signs where
the rock had lain, and had crushed
off an edge of the cliff. It was

wasn't discussed by her |

Jenifer laughed to herself. Such

| noble resolves! Well, that was how
| the Jenifer of three weeks ago had
{looked at things, Now all that was
| changed. Quite suddenly she had
| become simply a woman, a woman
capable of dreaming romantic
dreams.
The cause of this abrupt meta-

morphosis was one Merton Spencer,
a fellow student. She had noticed
him the very first morning of class.
His robust, mature good looks
flashed out in that room of vapid
young faces and tired elderly ones.

Almost at once Jenifer had noticed

odd new sensations within herself, a
strange boldness mixed with spasms
of fear. The second day she had
managed to sit next to him; the
third day she had dared to venture
a question; the fourth day he had
asked to borrow her notes.

After class they had walked down
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“‘Thank you for this nice eve-
ning.’ ”

the hill together and she had
learned that he was a professor in

an Eastern law school.

ENIFER could not help herself.
It was simply that in Merton

Spencer she saw all those ideals of
which she had always dreamed. But
one did not find men like that at
Trenton and Jenifer had stopped
entertaining such romantic notions
a long time ago. She had thrown
herself into her work, made of
Thenton High a true “pillar of
learning.”
“Good morning, Miss Allen,” said

Morton Spencer, brightly, “I had
about decided that you weren't to
be here today.”
“Oh, I couldn't miss a lecture as

interesting as this,” Jenifer told him
archly, taking her place in the seat
next to him.

“Certainly not, certainly not,” he

hastened to agree. “But now, Miss
Allen, about our reading assign-
ments. Have you done any of them
yet?”

Jenifer admitted that she had not.
“Well, should we do them togeth-

er?” Spencer inquired.
She was secretly delighted. “I

think that’s a fine idea. Shall we
start them tonight?”
“Tonight? Why, yes, it would be

hess to begin right away, wouldn't

“A quarter past eight at the li-
brary?” he asked as they parted at
the foot of the hill.

n “On the second floor,” said Jeni-
er.
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HEY started at their reading
with a good will. Spencer sum-

marized in a terse, clear manner.
Jenifer listened worshipfully. Then
Spencer laid aside the book abrupt-
ly and yawned.
“How about us cutting this to-

night,” he suggested. “I notice that
there is a very fine bill at the movie.
Would you care to go?®

thought was the best she had ever
seen, and the walk home up the
shadowy University avenue was a
memory to cherish. When they

came to her door, Morton Spencer

shook hands respectfully.
“Thank you for this nice evening,

Miss Allen,” he told her. “You're

awfully stimulating company.”
Jenifer meant to reply, but he

went on, “I wonder if you wuold

be good enough to have dinner with
us tomorrow night?”
Immediately the word “us” took

on tremendous proportions.
“You see, my wife and children

are to be here for the week-end
and I should very much like to

have them meet you.”
Somehow Jenifer managed to

answer, “Tomorrow night? Dinner
at 72 The Ambassador? Yes, I
shall be there.” She heard her voice
like that of a third person’s coming
from miles away.

The next day was endless, one

of those days full of soul-searching
questions and regrets. Oh, it was
her own fault, a silly old maid
getting as moony-eyed as any high

school sophomore over a handsome
man. He had never led her to be-
lieve that he was interested in the
least. She had brazenly forced her-

self upon him. He had probably felt 
on her last night.

| new dress and hat; glad, too, that :

sorry for her all along—taken pity

= = ”

UT that evening some inner
strength arose within Jenifer

Allen. If she were to be exhibit A.

she would at least do so gracefully.

She was glad now about the smart

her hair looked so nice and that she

had retained a lovely slim figure.

No, even Mrs. Spencer could not

pity her tonight. One might even

suffer a few pangs over a woman
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THESE OLD SHOES OF
YOURS WORK PERFICK!
YOU SAID VOU WANTED
TH' HOLES ABOUT A
FOOT APART ~ TH' TOE
OF ONE AGAINST TH’
HEEL OF TH' OTHER
1S JUST ABOUT A
FOOT... AWFLIL CLOSE -
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WHY MOTHERS GET GRAY. ,
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“How'd Jimmy get another ticket—parking that

wreck by a fire plug?”

“Naw, by a No Dumping sign.”

—By Al Capp
 

IS YOUR NAME HAVE YOU GOT
YOKUM P- THOSE WOOLEN

STOCK
IF YOU HAVE-I'LL
GIVE YOU A

WAL. BOYS TH’ NAME HAIN'T
YOKUM, BUTAH SHORE GOT
THOSE L
YO” WANT. AH
A-WEARIN' ‘EM FO’ TWO
YARS NOW AN’
KINDA HATES T'PART
WITH ‘EM

 

 
 

 

I THINK THAT TRAMP WAS

PRETENDING TO KNOW CHIEF
MARLAND, JUST © THROW US
OFF THE TRACK ' I PHONED
THE CHIEF ANYWAY.. WE'LL

CALL HIS BLUFF
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I'l. FEEL A LOT

BETTER AFTER WE SIC
THE LAW ON “THAT
FELLOW! REMEMBER
HOW HE TOLD US ABOUT
CRACKING OPEN A

\VE YOU
ILLIONC  

 

  

MUST (OUT HIS SENTENCE,
HAVE THO! MAYBE THEY

HAVEN'T A THING

 
 
 

HOT DIGGETY"THAT “TRAMP WILL
HAVE TO ANSWER A LOT OF
QUESTIONS ! AND GUYS WITH

CLOTHES AS TACKY AS HIS,
SHOULDN'T HAVE POCKETS

IN GOOD ENOUGH CONDITION

osy (@
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—By Raeburn Van Buren
 

  like Jenifer Allen.

At precisely 7, she walked with,

quiet dignity into the hotel. Morton |
Spencer was waiting for her near |

the entrance, and together they |

crossed the lobby. Jenifer braced |
herself for the meeting. There on
the davenport sat a woman and
two young girls.
While she acknowledged the in-

troduction, Jenifer appraised Mrs.
Spencer. Why, this woman had
dyed hair, was horribly overdressed;
her eye makeup gave her the ap-
pearance of a chorine. And those
children! Not half so attractive
as any of her girls at Trenton high.
They went in to dinner and took

their places at the table. Spencer
immediately launched into a dis-
cussion of the newer economic
trends, a discussion which accurate-
ly echoed the views set forth by
the summer school instructor. Mrs.
Spencer looked bored.
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" H, Morton, do stop talking
shop.” She turned to Jenifer,

“He does forget himself like this

every so often!”

Spencer blushed and subsided.

“Daddy,” said the elder of the

Spencer daughters, “did you hear

that old Ecksten had to resign!

because he’s mixed up in an awful

scandal?”

Morton Spencer laid down his

fork, a fascinated gleam in his eyes.

“No! How did all this happen?”
The entire Spencer family

plunged in to supply the details.
Jenifer listened, and as she listened,
something which had been romance
slipped from her. This was any
Trenton dinner table. Morton Spen-
cer was any Trenton father, hear-
ing from his very commonplace
family any bit of Trenton gossip—
relishing it like any Trenton citizen.
Then, quite to her surprise, Jeni-

fer—was laughing, a well-bred little
laugh supposedly aimed at the lurid
description set forth by the Spen-
cer child. Actually she had glanced
at Morton Spencer's large feet and
had been amused by her mental
parallel,
“Oh, goodness!” said Mrs. Spen-

cer, “we've talked enough gossip.
This won't be interesting to Miss  She would. And the picture, she

: thrashes about actively with its tail.

CHUGGING TOWARD
CRARTREE ( DEPOT, A SNOD=-
CRASSANE-FASHIONED,
UNGAINLY BUT ALWAYS RELIABLE,
RELIC OF THE PAST.

 

OLD-FASHIONED, UNG
ALWA  ’ pe od y ' \ J

IN THE DRIVER'S SEAT ANOTHER
AINLY,

BLE RELIC OF THE
PAST-ABBIE SCRAPPLE, SPINSTER.

SCRAPPLE=A  T HER SIDE, HER SISTER
2 SWEET COOKIE, LEFT
ON LIFE'S SHELF.

(ITS BAD ENOUGH, INHERITING i!
COUSIN KATES ORPHAN BOY— WM
BUT A BOY NAMED AUBREY EUSTACE!
HMMPH/~-SOUNDS LIKE A SISSY! ~
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~7 | THINK \T SOUNDS
LIKE THE NAME OFA I
glTTLE GENTLEMAN —
AY LL WAIT AND
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ASK THE TIMES
  

Inclose a 3-cent stamp for reply |
when addressing any question of
fact or information to The Indian-
apolis Times Washington Service
Bureau, 1013 13th St, N. W., Wash-

ington, D. C. Legal and medical
advice cannot be given, nor can ex-
tended research be undertaken.

Q—Who

Prizes? \
A—Alfred B. Nobel, a Swedish

scientist and the inventor of dyna-
mite, who died Dec. 10, 1896.

Q—Do porcupines shoot their
quills?

A—No. The quills are concealed
in the fur and assume an upright
position when the animal is dis-
turbed. They are loosely attached to
the body and come out upon the
slightest contact with other objects.
When attacked the porcupine

founded the Nobel |

If the tail comes in contact with
brush or other objects the tail quills
are likely to be knocked out or de-
tached. Frequently they are scat-
tered over a considerable area.

Q—In which month are the great-

est number of automobiles stolen?

A—Figures compiled by the U.

8. Government indicate that he

highest average for auto thefts oc-

cur in March and April.

Q-Why was the Sixth Division

nicknamed the “Sightseeing Sixth?”

A—Because this division marched

in reserve for a month’ without be-

ing sent into line.

to find gossip interesting!” She

glanced critically at her husband.

“Don’t eat any more meat, Mor-

ton. Remember your high blood

pressure.”

THE END

[Cobyright. 1037. United Feature Syndicate!   Allen. You have to know people

A Sparkling Drink . . .

COOLING ..
REFRESHING

The characters in this story are fictitious

GRIN AND BEAR IT
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I'm homesick dear! But I don’t know whether it's for
our villa at Newport, our penthouse in town or

our hacienda down South!”
 

The gravest question before the

world today is this: How may the

human race become possessed of

sufficient sanity and common sense
to make an end of war?—Mrs. Car-
rie Chapman Catt.

The forgotten man is he who
earns his living and supports his
family.—Silas H. Strawn, former

president, U. 8. Chamber of Com-

merce.

If it were not for the nervous

tension and restless urge of the

American people, a great many

physicians would starve to death.

—Supt. F. J. Bateman, state hos-

 

CROSSWORD PUZZLE
  

8 Gambling game,

9 Ran away,

10 To relieve.

11 Nlectrical unit.

14 To regret.
15 Blemish.
20 This country’s

sapial, Rio
e "

21 Unloaded.
23 B
24

HORIZONTAL
1 Coat of arms

Of we,
% This county's

Answer to Previous Puzzle

JEAKI
MILLET17 Sailor.

18 Pertaining toa

19 Thing.
20 To beJealous of,
22 To reconstruct, neh.
25 Pertaining to the ; lo drink

3 flnose.
29 One who names. ar lier
33 GthusofSyer patie bird.

34 Lengthwise. Street.
35 Repaired a wing. To surround.

36 Open place in a eaweed.
d Writing table.

Year
wood.

37 Thin muslin. a i
3 Myself,

i iY t
porienant. Land right.

39 Sinned. 13 Clock faee.
Cutting tool.

7 Gaseous element,
Eggs of fishes.

52 Go on (musie).
Northeast.

slowly.
.

 
chestnut.

3 Grandparental.
4 Cipher.
5 Boys.
6 Fabulous bird.
7 Kale.

56 To bend the
nees.

57 Smooth.
VERTICAL

1 To exist,
2 Polynesian

sh.
52 This country’s

resident,
53 River in this

country.
55 Egyptian skink.
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ICE COLD
IN BOTTLES
  


