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CAST OF CHARACTERS

PRISCILLA PIERCE—Heroine,
woman attorney,

AMY KERR — Cilly’s roommate and
murderer’s victim.

JIM KERRIGAN—Cilly’s fiancee,

HARRY HUTCHINS — Amy’s strange
visitor.

SERGT. DOLAN—Officer assigned (o
solve the murder of Amy Kerr.

young

Yesterday: Harry Hutchins calls on
Priscilla and is rebuffed when he in-
timates Kerrigan was behind the mur-
der. Then as he leaves, Cilly turns
suddenly te her bedroom, begins rum-
maging through her lower bureau
drawer,

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

2, HIS is a surprise,” Cilly said

to the stalwart figure in the
doorway. “I didn’t expect to see
you again today.”

Sergt. Dolan peeled himself out
of his dripping raincoat and hung
it over the kitchen door.

“I didn’t expect to be here,” he
commented. “Enjoy the picture?”

“Very much, thank you. Except
that I missed some visitors by
being out this afternoon.”

Dolan looked at her shrewdly.
“So they muffed it, eh? Well, I
might have known, . . . ”

He walked into the living room,
looked around.

Cilly went
table lamps.
quickly.

abowt lighting the
It was growing dark
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"SO your afternoon was wasted?”
she asked

“As far as your apartment is con-
cerned, vet But we had much
better luck in other quarters.”

“Where?”

“At the Ralston.”

Cilly started. The Ralston Hotel
was where Jim lived

“Did Jim leave a forwarding ad-
dress at the Ralston?”

“No. He wasn't quite
siderate.”

Cilly straightened a chair, sat
down, a little fearful. “What did
you discover then?” she inquired
hesitantly.

so con-
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OLAN ieanea torward.

"Remember what 1 told vou | gigits. He flexed the long fingers,
about the bonds stolen by Kerr's|opinning. It wouldn't do to uncon-
Na- “ sciously convince himself that his

the Bluefields
That they were stitl

father from
tional Bank?
missing?
sand ddllars’
afternoon in

them this
room

worth of
young Kerr's

| the wastebasket.

Well, we got a thou-| A" man who made his living by

at the Ralston. Fanny thing about |

it—Martin searched that room
thoroughly on Monday afternoon,
but you know the old saying: If
vou want to hide scmething thor-
oughly, stick it right out where
anybody can see it. That's what
Kerr did. The bonds were out on
a table, carelessly slipped into a
magazine. Martin looked through
every crack and cievice of that
room, into bureau drawers and
between the sheets. But he never
thought of going through the
magazine; that was too obvious.”
“A little too obkous, it seems
to me,” Cilly retorted “I'll bet
someone put them there.”
ks L3 L
- HO? Kerr Senior stole
them: his son is here to dis-
pose of them. I don't know what
miracle of fiction you saw this aft-

| Even now when he was alorwI

still she

speaking;
heard his voice, relentlessly pur-

Dolan was

suing: “. ... found it in the pocket
of one of his jackets . . . probably
wore it here. We have the dress
down at headquarters. You re-
member the girl was holding it in
{her hand. . . .” But the words
| did not register in her mind.
| ..
UDDENLY the throbbing in her
temples gave way to a sharp,
insistent ringing. Habit, more than
understanding, forced her to her
feet and propelled her to the tele-
phone. Like a sleepwalker, she
picked up the receiver, mumbled
a mechanical “Hello.”

“Hello! Hello, Cilly, darling!”

Her heart stopped.

It was Jim’s voice which came
over the wire to her!

Jim was home again! Everything
would be all right now. . . .

But would it? There was Sergt.
| Dolan, seated not six feet away,
| watching her like a cat. . . . Do-
| ian, who believed Jim guilty in spite
| of everything. . . .

Why, Jim wouldnt have a
| chance! Not now, with all this
| new evidence piling up. . . .
| “Hello!” Cilly said again, mechan-
| feally, just to hold the connection.

| If only her knees wouldn't shake so! |

3y ELLO! Cilly, what's the mat-
ter? Can’'t you hear me?”
“Hello.” She said it a third time,
stupidly, tonelessly. Dolan would |
{think it was a wrong number. .

|
|
|
|
|

“Cilly!” Jim's voice again. “I just |
got in from Newark Airport. I'm
at the Pennsylvania. I'll come right |
ol . . . ’

Instantly, Cilly found her voice.
The words tumbled from her lips,
fast and decisive, before Dolan
could get their full meaning: “You
mustn’t do that. They're waiting to
get you, here in my apartment.”

Dolan was on his feet immediate-
ly, fire in his eye.

“Who was that?” he demanded.

Cilly did not answer.

“So!” he shouted. “You have no
idea where the fellow is, but he’s
rear enough to keep in touch with |
you by telephone. Well, we’ll take !
care of that, young lady. You're|
coming with me, as a material wit- |
ness, and I'll put someone else in |
your apartment to take future mes-
sages.”

Cilly paid no attention to his
words. Let him arrest her. What
did it matter? If only Jim would
understand and keep away. . . .

| She was afraid to say more.

(To Be Continued)

Daily Short Story

ALIBI—By Glenn Reilly

ITH an ironic gesture Duke
Janvers tore off the used

sheet from the calendar, crumpled
| it in his left hand and threw it into
He smiled at the
simple act, not because of the fact |
that it marked the passing of six
months since he had put his plan
| into operation, but because of the
| increasingly instinctive facility with |
| which he used that left hand. [

there dangled at the end of his |
straight-hanging right arm a full
| complement of apparently lifeless

right arm was hopelessly paralyzed!

|

boosting and forging checks had
| need of usable, clever fingers.
new

Duke looked at the clean {
sheet on the calendar. It was a cer- |
tainty that the next sheet wouldn't |
be viewed from the vantage point of |
a prison cell, as he had inspected so
many. For the first time in his |
precarious career, he had taken |
pains to plan carefully the job
beforehand and eliminate all pos-
sibilities of failure. And he was set
for a Kkilling this time!

.
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AYBE he hadn't been smart

when he faked an injury in an
auto collision six months ago and |
claimed that his right arm was in- |
capable of movement! He had the |
incontrovertible evidence of a re-|
putable insurance company physi- |
cian on that score. Six months of |
treatment had osfensibly failed to
show any improvement in the con-
dition.

|
|

paper was subjected to the most
minute scrutiny, compared with the
genuine signature. It was perfect,
Duke judged finally, and he was no
mean judge of handwriting.

In his room in the dingy little
boarding house Duke read the after-
noon papers and gloated. The story
had cracked into prominence in the
press, which Duke hadn't counted
upon. It wasn't every day that a
clever booster could take a big hotel |
for 10 grand so easily.
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HEN he saw Murphy, the ace
detective from the “con” de- |
tail a few nights later at the Alamo, |
he was somewhat surprised, but did |
not betray it. Murphy stood at the |
doorway watching him as he handed i

his coat to the hat check girl,

Murphy had waited a long time
to pick him up on suspicion sinco}
he had gotten out of prison. But
what did he care? He had an air- |
tight alibi, and besides, all he \vould}
have to do when confronted with |
Ciayton Barnes was to brazen it out |
and claim that the check had been
given to him. A perfect, undetect-
able signature on Barnes’ own check
would bear him out!

“The boor behind me is Detective

| Murphy,” he said laughingly to the

girl. “He will go through the pock-
ets of my coat after you've hung it
up.” |

As a gesture of complete indiffer- |
ence he lifted the flower from the |
overcoat buttonhole and transferred |
it to his suit lapel, the while hold-
ing a cigaret in his left hand.
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HERE was a trial, of course.
The hotel made no charges

POLIS TIMES
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“Hey, Fanny, aren't you going to do your setting-up

Hauling you out gives me plenty of getting-up

—By Al Capp

WE'LL HAVE JUST
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YOUR HAIR
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I'M BECOMING
/MORE AND MORE
CONVINCED ALL
THE TIME , “THAT
. A WOMAN'S
G PLACE IS IN.

[ I THINK YOU SHOULD
STAND AND APOLOGIZE
FOR LETTING YOUR LEG
RUN INTO MY FRONT

WHEEL ! ,._/~// )

g
I'M AWFULLY
SORRY,

IM AFRAID YOU'LL

SORTA HAVE TO WELP

ME UP! MY LEG IS
HURT A LITTLE,

ITS WORTH
FRECKLES...| A Goop
REALLY ! IP [ BuMPING,
BETTER RIDE |10 SEE You
You HOME
ON THE
HANDLEBARS !
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—By Blosser
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BE,IF 1 TAKE MY
HANDS OFF THE
YOuR HANDLEBARS .. BUT,
ARMS THIS TIME, I'M GOING TO
AROULND /BE A BAcz-ssA:j
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HAVING
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—By Raeburn Van Buren

ruen WHERE ARE THEY?/
WHAT'S BECOME OF’EM?/ | CALM DOWN

1M SORRY FOR YOU, JASPER -JUDY 15 YOUR
KIP - --BUT TRY T/REMEMBER , SLATS 1S MINE/

WE'RE IN THE SAME BOAT-
T/GETHER=--

| because they were not sure of what
| position they were in. Barnes
| charged Duke with forgery and used
| the hotel's check for his case. Duke

ernoon, but don’t ask me to believe
that a vindictive, vicious cleaning- It
woman slipped those bonds into the
magazine.”

Duke laughed at the joke of it. | TELL YOU-I'M WORRIED ( 5°50ami

was the simplest thing in the
world to fake! All he had to do was
to refuse his arm movement when

TWYTCH’S PARTY T'GETHER
SIX HOURS AGO!! AND
THEY HAVEN'T BEEN

“I won't ask wow to believe any-
thing Youre determined to ac-
cuse Jim Kerrigan, and you've a
one-track mind, Sergeant.”

“Not at all. But when all the
evidence points to one man, we
can't overlook him because a cer-
tain young ladv has responded to
his personality.”

“All the evidence does not point
to Jim.”
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“Ninety per cent of it does Kerr's
been traveling outside the law these
past several months Naturally, he
didn’t want you to know that, so to
bargain with the girl not to teil, he
asked her to meet him upon the
roof. where he probably hoped, if
she didn’t come to terms, that she'd
accidentally fall off.”

“You told me she was strangled
aist o

‘So she was. I didn’t say he took
her up there deliberately to kill
her. Thev were pretty close to each
other; perhaps he thought he could
reason with her. Then suddenly
he lost his head. The first thing
he grabbed was a piece of clothes-
line. Then, frightened at what he'd
done, he threw her off the roof,
hoping it would look like an acci-
dent. I told you it’s no new thing
for this young man to run amuck.
At the trial out in Bluefields they

had several demonstrations of his |

wild temper. Ive got the com-
plete file on the Kerr case, if you
want to come down and check up
on it for yourself.”
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ILLY was staring out of the
window, watching the rain beat
against the glass
looked Dolan calmly in the eye.
“Perhaps 1 will, some day,” she
said with deliberation. "If you ever
indict Jim Kerrigan for this mur-
der, Il defend him. And I'll save

him, Sergt. Dolan, in spite of you. |

There's nothing I won't do to free
Jim . .

Dolan. frowned, surprised at the

fierce promise in' her words.

“It's not a question of what you
can or will do. Miss Pierce,” he
reminded her. “A jury usually de-
cides whether a man’s guilty or
not. And with the evidence I've
got. . . . Wait!
else we found this afternoon at the
Ralston.”

He dug into his coat pocket, drew
forth something wrapped in paper.
He handed it to Cilly—a blue belt,
a belt from a woman’s chiffon dress.

ILLY stifled the ery that came

to her lips, her eyes staring
hypnoticaliy at this new piece of evi-

dence. The belt belonged to Amy |

Kerr's blue chiffon dress . . . the

one she had taken up on the roof |

to air! G
“You recognize it?”

Cilly did not, could not, answer. |

the last straw, she
This was the last link
that was

This was
thought.
in the chain

QR .y

Her head spun madly: there was

a wild throbbing in her temples,
a choking in her throat. She tried

to think of an explanation, but |
per thoughts were a whirlpool of

horror and despair. . .

She was dimly conscious that |

She turned, and |

There's something |

slowly, |
surely binding Jim to the mur- |

he was observed. How could any- |
one tell that he simply refused to!
move it? It was perfect! |
The simulated incapacity of using
that right arm was his ace in the|
hole—his alibi. For six months now |
he had at all times stressed the fact [
whenever he was with anyone who‘
was familiar to him. [
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UKE was not fool enough to|
believe that he could get|

away for too long with his practice
without tripping himself up at some
point. But the alibi was his com-
| pensation for that. For months
now he had been practicing Clay- |
| ton Barnes’ signature. {
| Casual references to Clayton |
| Barnes had identified him insidi-
| ously with the tycoon of the indus-
trial world. When the time came
he would be all set to pass a forged
check at the hotel and make a leis-

| urely getaway without suspicion.
He was amused at the recollection
| of the bungling he had done in the
past. Only a smart guy could plan
a job, be patient and miss no tricks!
For two entire days after he had
prepared the check Duke carefully
and painstakingly inspected his
work. Under the high power mi-
croscope he had rented, the faked

Mind Your
quers

Test your knowledge of cor- ||
rect social usage by answering J‘
the following questions, then 1
checking against the authori- ||
tative answers below: {

1. Is it necessary for a boy to ||
open the door for his mother? |

2. Is it all right for a boy to |
whistle at a girl to get her at- |
tention? {

3. Is it necessary for a school ||
girl to introduce to her parents !
any playmates she might bring {
home with her?

4. When boys and girls are ||
at a party together, which i
should be the first to suggest ||
going home? }

5. Is it good manners for a ||
girl to glower or make cutting ]

remarks to a boy because he
|| does not offer her his seat on |
a crowded street car? ;

What would you do if— |

You are a boy or girl who is

about to leave a party given ||

by a friend of your own age—

(A) Thank your friend for ||

the good time you have ||

had?

(B) Thank his mother? |

| (C) Thank both vour friend
and his mother?

L4 L] ”
Answers
1. Certainly.
2. No.
3. Indeed it is.

4. Girls.
5. No.

Best “What Would You Do”
solution—(C).

| took things easily and assumed the

| tain,

| view,

| angle Murphy had up his sleeve.

| sides being written by a right-hand-

| (Cobvriaht 1987 United Feature Svndicate)
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air of a man whose good intentions
had been maliciously maligned. He
intimated that he would bring a
counter suit for slander and de-
famation of character. The jury
was visibly impressed.

Murphy sat in one of the front
rooms of the courtroom during the
trial, puzzled. He was normally cer-
Duke knew, that somebody
was trying to run a game. But
Murphy was helpless in the face of
the evidence. |

Duke relaxed on the day the ver-|
dict was to be brought in. A ﬂnali
summation had been made by de- |
fense and prosecution. It looked !
inevitabie that an acquittal was in|

And then, he would be ex-{
actly $10,000, minus lawyer's fees
and incidental expenses, richer for
six months’ work and the ability to
overlook no small detail. It paia
to have an alibi! {

D e |

HE jury was receiving instruc- |
tions from the court when Duke

first saw Murphy walking down the
aisle with a broad grin on his home-
ly face. The forger felt a momen-
tary misgiving. What caused that
elated look on Murphy’'s face? Even
while Murphy was being sworn in
as a surprise witness for the prose-
cution, Duke couldn’t imagine what

The testimony hinged upon his
complete inability to have forged
anything. A famous handwriting
expert had testified conclusively
that the signature was genuine, be-

ed person. And Duke's testimony
and witnesses proved his inability
to use his right arm or hand! He
smiled thinly at Murphy.

Murphy smiled right back and
beckoned to a blond young girl in
the back of the courtroom, a girl
whose face seemed vaguely familiar
to Duke.

“Miss McDermot,” said Murphy,
“is the hat check girl at the Alamo.
Are you not, Miss McDermot?”

“Yes, sir,” replied Miss McDer-
mot, taking the stand.

“Is the defendant’s right arm
paralyzed Miss McDermot?”

“No, sir, it is not.”

“Why do yoy say that?”

“Well,” replied the witness, “we
both saw him remove a flower from
his overcoat and pin it on his suit
with his right hand.”

“Thank you,” said Detective Mur-
phy. .“That will be all.”

THE END

The characters in thkis story are fictitious.
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ASK THE TIMES

Inclose a 3-cent stamp for
reply when addressing any
question ot ract or information
to The Indianapolis Times
Washington Service Bureau,
1013 13th St., N. W,, Washing-
ton, D. C. Legal and medical
advice cannot be given, nor can
extended research be under-
taken.

Q—When is the breeding season
of canaries?

A—It begins normally in March,
although some canaries show signs
of it earlier. The more common
practice is to separate the sexes ex-
cept when breeding. The beginning
of the mating season is marked by
ringing, vigorous song among the
males, accompanied by much rest-
less activity, and females respond
with loud call notes, flitting their
wings and by other evidences of
interest.

Q—How can I remove ink stains
from wood?

A—Put a few drops of spirits of
niter (nitric acid) in a teaspoonful
of water, touch the ink spot with a
feather dipped in the mixture, and,
when the ink disappears, rub im-
mediately with a rag wet with cold
water or it will leave a white mark.
The wood should then be polished.

Q—-Was anyone elected to the
American Hall of Fame in 1936?

A—No. The elections are held
quinquennially, and the last elec-
tion was in 1935, when William
Penn, Prof. Simon Newcomb, the
astronomer, and Grover Cleveland
were elected.

Q—Has the State Old-Age Pen-
sion plan of South Tarolina been
approved by the Social Security
Board for Federal grants to the
State?

A—It was approved on Aug. 4,
1937,

Q—What is the rate of duty on
shelled and unshelled cashew nuts
imported into the United States?

A—Two cents a pound.

YOUR HEALTH

By Dr. Morris Fishbein

American Medical Journal Editor

HE main factors in the treat-

ment of cancer today are sur-
gery, radium and the X-ray. The
X-ray has been tremendously im-
proved in the last 20 years and
much more has been learned about
radium,

Long ago it was found that the
tissues which make up a cancer
are more sensitive to radium and
the X-ray than are normal tissues.

A surgeon may remove a cancer
by use of a knife or the electric
cautery or by similar methdds.
When he removes the cancer, he
{ries also to remove all of the tissue
near the cancer which may have
ben invaded and all of the swollen
glands related in any way to the
growth. ‘
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HE radiologist is particularly |
concerned with cancer of the
skin and cancer of the cervix and
uterus, and these methods are used

also in certain tumors of the mouth,
throat and larynx.

Radium has really been found to
be of rather limited value in cancer
of the stomach, liver, gall-bladder,
pancreas, Kidney and intestines.

The dangerous methods of treat-
ment include ointments, plasters or
massage. Ointments containing
caustic drugs may damage the|
neighboring tissues and make them |
more susceptible to cancer. Massage
or any rough manipulation may
help to spread a tumor throughout
the body. Diets, drugs, glands, |
serums, colored lights and similar |
methods also have been used with-f
out any real success. ‘
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has been rather well estab-|
lished that neither worry nor |
cheerfulness can control the cause
or disappearance of a cancer in
any way. It is not possible to cause |
a cancer to disappear by adopting

a cheerful attitude toward it.

Chief danger of attempting to |
treat a serious condition by mental |
methods is the possibility of over-
looking any possible chance that
exists for treatment with well es-
tablished scientific methods. l

Copr. 1937 by United Feature Syndicate, Ine

“It’s from Hollywood—they want to know if we have any good stories!”’
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