IM CREADY lald
down his book as |
entered

“I'm glad you

he

“I'm full o

dropped
gald
doffe on these new
fangled of

catchin’

ways
crook s
and all that
I belleve if 1 was
off
for a plece of

CIEAr ashes

Honest,

finger prints
porta thing
0o see you steal the

I'd

L
iamp

cuckoo clock
the wall there,
paper
your finger

you the

run

1 1.
and black to take

ROTI#
prints, Instead of bumpin

on head and draggir’ you off

made wonderful strides

began

» has
* 1 4 - T
in your profession.™ ]

“Sclence me eve he Interrupted
listens all right” in a boouk.
but for me, I'll take a chance alongside
any of these magnifyin' glass investi-
gators. All |1 ask

man Human Nature, a good drag-net

me. "It

i# 2 hunch from old

system, & couple o' stool plgeons where
they‘re most needod—and some luck

“Glve me all that and then bring on
your robdbery or murder, or whatever
else got a mind to, and I'll come
pretty near to gettin® bhold some-
body that knows something about 1t

“After that, It's not the hardest thing
in the to gt at the truth,
whole truth and nothin’ b'm_ the truth,
s’help mae of doin” 1t
that work out pretty good.”

“You mean the third degree? 1
asked, knowing I would bring a storm
about

*“Third
angrily.
again, aln't you
third degree, and It

you

l"pl'

world the

There's ways

my

cars
degree, h-——!" he suouted
"You been golin’ to the movies
No, it don't take the

don’t takas one of

Not a Case for Science

these new-fangled machines that tel
when a guy's tellin' the truth, either.”
r;l'lﬁ‘d the 0On '?.“' 'ab:p

He pook

with a contemptuous forefinger
Them machines may do all they say
they will, but 1'd bhate to depend on a
ot of 2ig-zag lines lostead of the shif
ty look 'n a liar's eye and the slip-up
bhe always makes, The more a man
iries to alibl himself, the more chance
there |s for bim to give himself away
If they'd say a thing and
Just stick it, they'd
much better, but they'r¢
to strengthen
this and addin’
up
INAnD Y
add a and
mystery out of what ought to be noth-
but a plain pinch.”
that had
A full head I carefully re-
frained from making any
Nor did 1 give

neouragement. 1

no

more

and to get by
always tryin’
addin’

that untii, finaily, they

thelr slaory by

siip and crab the whole works

Too timea the up-to-date meth-

ods ot of frills makKke a
in’
Las

Now Cready gotten under
of steam,
comments
vigible grigns

him any

of e know well 1t}
best wayvy to get a story from this vet
eran of the police department

“Take that Lyons murder two vears
ago.” he continued “To the public
that looked llke a dead open and shut
proposition. Dick Lyons killed
and Harrisa Andrews was arrested less
hour Of

the outcome

first-degree

Was

than later.

remember

an courses, yYou

th

of the trial

Gullty. murder o

“l made that pinch and there was
lots of chance to do some sclentific in-
vestigating that may or may not have
ended in the same thing, but I'l]
week's pay that the stories tha: flew

after 1

bet a
around for a few minutea
there on the job would have tied that
double

got

truth machine up In a Znot.

‘I'm stallin® arcund
it bappened, with not much
my mind except a Stetson, Things
are siow and I'm waitin’ for four bells
when it's my time to hit the hay
“Along about twelve n'clock the tele-
phone rings and a few minutes after
the Chief yells for me
*“Jimmie,” he says,

hsadgquarters
the night
on

‘take a couple
and up to
Apartments on Ninty-first
A Mr. Harris
phones that his friend Lyons was shoet

of men with the

Everglade

vou get

sireet Andrews tele-

burglar who made
‘.lp
Keep your eye-peelad for bad actors In
the neighborhood.’

“Well, me

hy a A get-away

(ot there as fast as and

yOou cCan

and three cOps start off

{0 get
going
the door of the Everglade when, I'm
guy dodgin’

behind steps and actin mighty suspi-

and it don't to

Ninety-first

rime

no
'u'b't-'T't'_'

ua

TaKé
street just
in

aucker if there ain't a
CiOUs

“] got one of the cops to grab him
holler
for somebody
sign to bring him along
him any and it might do us some good
looked bad
“We go up to apartment five, which
the Chief gets over the

and he makes a and swears

he's weitin' I give the

[t won't hurt
Anyway, his actions
is the number

I goes in irst with one of the

the

‘phone

cops and other two atay outside
with the guy we picked up
and he's excit-
as I looked at
on the fAoor, |
The whole top

off, pretty

“Andrews meets
ed-as b As soon
the man stretched
knew he was dead
his head was blowed
near.

“Andrew’s story Is as stralght

us,
out
0l
asg a

He and Lyons had beem out on
woman

whip

a theater party with a and

they had come to the woman's apart-
ments. They're pitting and talking
when the door opens and in comes a
fellow with a gun

“Lyons makes & jump to get the gun
lets him have it. Then,
covers Andrews and

and the crook
[rightened, he
niakes hig get-away

“When he had finished, ]| mentioned
Euy picked up and had the
cops bring him in. Andrews gets one
and says ‘That's the

the we

lock at him
man!’

“‘Are you sure? I asks him. The
other fellow, who was not much more
than a kid, looked puszzied and wanted
1o know wkhkat was coming off.

""Positive,’ ANKWeErs
‘Walt,” and
Come here!’

“Out of the next room there comes
looks about thirty-five,
although I guess she might be more.
She's all dolled up in evening clothes
and shé's been, eryin’.

“*Come here,” sald Andrews
the police and they've caught the man
that killed Dick. Take a look at him.'

“The woman over and takes
one look at the kid

“'Waliter!' ghe cries, holdin' out her
arms

““Mother,’
as though
vank him Dback.
mean? he asks her,

“The woman
go,” she says, and

Andrews

he calls out: ‘Blanche!

a woman who

‘Here's

comes

the kid and makes
her, but the cops

‘What does this

SAVS

to go to

me. ‘Let him
her voice i8 awfu!
weary and tired. ‘Let him go. He
didn't do it. He did it,’ and she point-
ed to Andrewsa.
lie/

turns to

‘She’s

Take

hollers Andrews

her

:1's a

tryla’ to save
AWAY.

boy, him

“l dom't hknow what gave me the
idea, but I had a hunch that Andrews
was &8 much surprised at the kid be-
ing her son a8 he was although h:
lon't say anything about it

“The woman is cryn’
wringin' her banda FHere's tw~ Aif.
ferent stortes and it's up w ms to Znd
out which is pearest to the truth, |
guess one of them machineg woulda
had to go some, ¢h?

“‘Fow did it bappen™ 1 asked the
WOmAaD.

“She looks at the kid for a minute
and then movee her shoulders in a
funny way, just as if she was *hrowin’
off a heavy weight.

“'l Hive here in this flat
I had gone to bed. 1 did not expect
Andrews. After I bad retired Dick
Lyons came to the door and I got up
He was In love with me and wanted
me to break away from Andrews.

“‘It's a lie!’ shouts Aadrews.

“You shut up!’ I tells him and mo-
tions for the woman to go on.

“*Dick begged me to go with him,
and then Andrews came In. He Is
very Jjealous and without saying =a
word he shot Dick.

“‘After he shot him. he called up
the police department end made me
change to these clothes. Then he In-
vented the story he told you and made
me promise to back him up in it

“'1 guess I would have done it too,
she went on, ‘onlv—' and her look at
the kid finished what she meant to
BAY.

“Of course,

now and

Tonight

by this t‘me Andrews
was wild. One of the copse had grabbed
him by the arm while the woman was
talkin®’ or T guess he'd 'a made a

spring at her,

““Well," I sald to him when she fin
ished; “what about t?T

“All time the kid stood
from one to another without savin’
word

“It's a e, Captain.,™ sald
I guess he thought that “Captain
stuff would help some with ms *1'm
a fool to have let myself in for this
but it's my own fault. [ didu’t
o you quite stralght before, but
now,” and he shot a glance of hate af
the woman

“Dick was best friend
and It was to save his reputation that
I lied. 1 figured that as long as you
got the right man, a little lle
do any harm, particularly If it
others from pain and suffering

“‘Lyons wae in love with thia wom
an. He was making a fool of himself
over her and neglecting his famliiy, |
knew he was here_mmghf and that he
was going to try to get this woman 1«
run away with him

this oo in

Andrews

Eive it

will

Lyons my

wouldn't

saved

I came 1o prevent
it. She pretended that she loved L
ons, but ghe wanted only what mones
she get out of him
she that Lyons was ng t
reason and was beginning to get . it
tle sense and see her In her true

could and whe

saw Haten
Hght
she signalled to her confederate and
tried to pull off the old badger game

““The badger game? |

“"‘Yes; this fellow came 'n and pre-
tended he was her husband. He awore
he was going to shoot Lyons for lead
ing his wife astray. You know how
they work it, 1 They
framed Thelr gami
have Lyons

asked him

Kl ess had it

up well was to

come across with a lot
of money to keep

of

gqulet and get out
trouble

“*1 guessg it might have worked, ex

cept for one«thing
sOTt 0
madé

up, and suddemly he

thie

with a

fellow who wWaa
Fan
\:‘ ROOM

but

me

mped aloo
kid, ‘grabbed
| - ~ o gew
neid MmMae i Al Aarm
shot L.vons

Then he
)

rhen OV ered

and go! away After
made the
bhearsed thy
ed to
‘{

she didn’

SBve

vyt b RaTs
s i waid i

that
AN ACKK
"There's
and
“Yep
truth

™ th
Pul ne

mplice, 8¢
the man

Lyons, now vo
sald
?1”"4. : mot

b sl
Draceiets

loned
wodr
4

stood

5."-.'

"The woman
ngingydown, and
hik-‘\ \“ 'J.""

looked fin

| g o . - et o
IsMwaAs O _RNndad

tn her sves
j1e

him

“Yougesee,” sald
that

mystery And from

& plaintpinch

fivin 1round

that room

'm machines would
spring.”
“But.’

eriainiy

sSald ‘,
you

nd 1} o ’
had lintened 1o Andrews

When Realization Came to Her

S soon as she stepped
into the room Mo-
nica felt the keen
eyes of her sunt
spudying her.

“Changed your
dress, AT inquired
the old woman.

"Yes, auntle.”

*Put on your best white one, too
Come here and let me straighten the
akirt., It all erooked.™

Mowmica approached and stood pa-
flenfly while Aunt Betsy twitched the
folds of the dainty white volle into
place,

“Expecting JasonT"

Monica had ¥nown it was coming
fhe flushed and jerked away. “No,
F'm not expecting Jason.™

*1 see, Then it"s that Darry Kent.",

Monica bit her lip. “Oh, dear. Aunt
Betayy I just wish you wouldn't quiz
me 80, she oried

The oid women, who had kept and
_loved Momica her babyhood.

Fincea

sighed as she resumed her knitting.
“It's for your good, child”™
quletly, “Don't lose your head over
Darry Kent. He {a every girl’s bean
And besides She paused aa {if she
could have sald more if she chose.
“Jason is worth a roadful of Darry
Kents,” she ended

"Not to me,” Monlca muttered as she
escapad to the porch.

There she sat down apparently to
read—in reality to the big
black car that so frequently now of
an svening came bounding down the
humpy street to Aunt Betsy's door. It
was Darry Kent'n car, and Darry Kent
himself always sat behind the wheel
Monica had gone to school with Darry,
and she had a foolish notion that he
had been in love with her. It flatter-
el her to have the best car in town
pause at her door and to be seen rid-
ing in it. All the other girla envied
her and It made She
enfoyed making Jason jealous. Jason
lived in the next honse, and even {f he

she said,

walt for

Jason jealous

liked

did not always see her with Darry, his
mother would teil him, There wasa &a
sort of pact between Jason's mother
and Aunt Betsy that thelr young peo-
ple should marry., And Jason was
willing—too willing, Monica thought,
when she was not willing enough. She
him, but she had no intention
of marrying him for he did not suit
her He was common.

As ghe sat walting she saw Jason
gwing out of his own house and start
down the street. Although sha was
there in plain sight, he did not look
toward her. He walked quickly, with
his head down. There was something
#0 bovish and 8o sulky in bhis appear-
ance that Monica gigeled softly In
amusement. Jason knew that Darry
coming, and he was haying an
extra attack of jealousy.

“Jason!”
She had run out after
calling, “Jason!"”

He turned obediently, Jason was du-
tiful and Aunt Betsy

WAaR

It was his mother's volee
him and was

to his mother

persisted in bholding this fact up as an
earnest of kind of husband he
would make.

are

the

“1f you going over to Mary's,
Jason, will you ask her mother to send
over her recipe for pineapple con-
serve?”
Monica's
Mary! Mary who?

strong, of course,

mouth opened in a gasp
Why, Mary Arm-
There only
one Mary whom Jason would be go-
What 4id it mean? Could
he actually

to Mounica's

wASs

ing to see.
it be poesible that
paylng sattention her?
heart sank. He was whistling as he
turned the corner., Perhape he was
rot jealous after all—just absorbed in
the thought of Mary—whom hes was
going to see,

Monica had never dreamed

wWas

of such
a thing, but she had every reason 0
believe it now She began to feel very
For a whole she had
grown used to the idea that Jason be-
longed to her. She had rested assured

of his devotion. And now it was per-

sober, year

haps enatched away by some one else
—by Mary Armstrong.

Monica waited until 9, but Darry
Kent did not appear. She sat biting
her lip and tapping her foot between
nervousness and anger He had
promised and he had broken his word
Or perhaps something had happened to
him-—an accident—or—-

“Montca!™ Aunt Betsy was calling
eharply. “Somebody wants you on the
‘nhone.”™

It was Darry to explain. It was,
however, not Darry’'s volce that eame
but apother's—a girl's voice.

“Oh, that you, Helen?” Monica sald,
with a too apparent note of disap-
poiuntment in her volce. ““What do you
went? To tell me something? What?
No. I shan't care. Go on. About some-
body getting engaged? Oh, I know!
It's Jasom Worth! Mary Arm-
strong. No news at sll. | know all
about it. It isn't? He isn't. Who,
then? Darry Kent! To Loulse Baker.
Announced. Oh, wait, Helen, I'm sor-

To

a

with

of a
11

Overing

Lyons wasn™
stand\for that kind

2

i

)

o

By Phil Moore ;

ry-—sofmebody's come.,” She hung

the recelver.
Palilid ;na
the wall. Darry

limp, she leaned
Kent
Louise Baker, the rich manufactyrer's
daughter, whom Mrs. Kent occasional
ly entertained as her guest!
had been there to parties
Louise’'s honor, but {t
curred to her that Dearry favored
Louise, he had said “Oh
Louise is a nice girl, a sort of sister.
And mother's fond of her.” It
no way an excuse, rather an explana-
tion of his feeling toward Loulse
And here they were engaged

It was Aunt Betsy who came to her
and Monica wilted Aunt Betsy's
shoulder, “Oh, is
afrald it is
afternoon, and 1
but 1 guess |
Kent
mMAarry

against

engaged to

Monicea
given in
had never oe-

Once

was in

on

YL

“I'm

it true
Y L 3
i his
—

Mra

heard [t

wanted to tell

was cowardly,

alwavs has wanted Darrs

money, and Louise is a fine

It's a pity Darry isn't mo

He

gir!

perving of her. probably

must have heard

!ha! ™ w .)l... 1I'II‘ 5

I'?":rl

but that's
1sn"t thq¢
my girile

"But. Aunt

tears

n' tay "
"*a'-u.“— ;.=.'a-
Aunt

11ffed her

CAD
f“
Armstrong Oh

Aunt betsy
evyes were full of

-1 ' A o~
Die nliad mom

gratituyds

}S“"'-_'.

head

enmathinge

veranda

HILE they #sat on the
steps that
springmorning
Bobby Moreland
devoledly stared at
Dorothy Preston

did

not return his gaze.

saTIV

Sha

howevear,

She wasg very much

her thoughts than
uch was cer
th time Bob
wan des

been

Baa

perately in love, in fact he had

desperately in love ever since he

known Dorothy and that had been ev-

But Dor
disconcerting
Bobby had never
her anvthing about
her, this
‘he sunshine
that

He

er since he could remember.
othy
iitile

wag such a very
that
tell
he

person

been able to

how much loved and
morning sitting there in
he was being

he never would be

cruelly convinced

able to do so,
aighed agnin,

Dorothy seemed guddenly to remem
ber
& house”
her
cups of both hands

“A house?™

ly

he was there. “l am golng to buy

she announced thoughtfully

pointed little chin in the pink

ech¢ puzzled-

“Exactly,” agreed Dornthy cheer-
fully, “I am going to buy a dear little
gray house, way out on the West road.
red and
wide, tiny-

A house all covered with

brown woodbine and with
paned windows and a little flower gar-
back It has four rooms and

a dove of the living

den

o
Lil

in
living

a fireplace

room There (s in It

now, and | am going down to see the

no one
owner this morning
“And

¥
‘.Lgt‘

sald this house was out
road
untenanted 7
Bobbr intereetedly,

you

West and covered with

on

woodbine, and inquired

“Yes, and the caretaker gave me the

address of the owner, and I am to see
LEim this morning.”
cheerfully

finished Dorothy

I}tl‘:‘ll}' rose lazily
watch., “Well, ]

down to the

nd ]a}u_l-.:n‘l at his
be getling on
Dad and I expect
to put over & big deal with a Montana

miust

office

man this morning.'

Dorothy flashed a smile. “How
Bobbsy."
“I'm buyving real houses and

him

fast we are growing up ghe

laughed

you're ane of the firm It doesn’!

scem possible, does 117

lot about it

and

he was off

thinxing a
admitted Bobby,
with a confused

“1"ve been

jately.,” then,

‘Good-by."

down the walk to his car.

“Now what in the world mat-
him? puzzled Dorothy
watching the car disappear down the
road.

“But I didn't have the slightest {dea
it was you!"” gasped Dorothy, eitting
down suddenly in a blg chalr.

“If vyou called on me more

iz the

ter with

often at
the office you would have Tecognized
the address!” he retorted cheerfully
“But you'll sell me the house
Bobby?" ghe smiled.
Fobby picked up a8 paper-weight and
considered it gravely. “On conditions’’
“But

won't

vin
.

what are they?” gquestioned

By Elsie

Endicott

Dorothy, a surprised
ker pretty forehead
“"Well

gEe e

frown wrinklin

there iz really only one. Y

I've always wanted to fix that

tle house up and run out there week
Now this
All
and
30bby looked at

ly. She was sitting very stil

f.'ndf\_ could he Arrangad

very nicely you will bave to
is marry me
“Oh!'" her sudden

Lands on the arms of
Her
Per cheeks were flushed
The next Bobby
beside her, quite obliviou

sible appearance of the

eyes were very big

instant

— —

VERYTHING bhad run

wothly l‘[‘-

LY  Jeel

Ilween

phoned her he could not call as be had

business to attend to—and so

was the business!
Mrs.

, 8he |8 pretly

BOmMe

that She must not

ahe cared Obh

isn't that Mary

Jonea kpow
and

™

o
™~ 4
Caillllg me

1\

When »

hn calls

Was @ vely determined youn;
him at the door, and

er finger, said

e n 13 .'_< r evyenings wit O

idles you can not expect me to

By Joella Johnson

the

not

Iris

to her room,

{aced herself up
Sbﬂ hﬂ-‘1

realized she could miss John so much,

dragged

Blairs for

and now she wished she had walted

for his explanation. She would write
Pim a letter telling bim how sorry she
wWus

nlece

times, won-

favorite

Little

d in the door several

Mary,
0ok

ing why suntie did not come

her te the letter and

lbe basket, and then cry

her heart would break

ént away, her childish mind

wondering why Auntie Iris

looked so cross whenever she asked

her why John didn't come any more
and why she should cry over the let-
ter ghe threw away

She wanted someone to play with
her, so soon she trudged upstairs again
and finding no zuntie, saw the torn let-
ter.

BAW

She picked small plece and
the name he had
“Whs

fore

up a

: 3
.!.“‘ wordg

“John,

read and write
‘s and she
Downstairs she went

in her hand, a

with the paper
nd seeing n around

John's office
and was busy

y One
ran daown the strect to

Johs was a lawyer

with several men, but when he saw
Mary be left them and picking her up
his arms asked her why she had
run away. Mary slipped the paper in
his hand. “I brought you your paper
Auntie tore it up and then was sorry,
for she cried.

!Pk

very much surprised and
put Mary down, She ran bome as fast
as her little legs could carry her, glad

had given John what belonged to

John was

she
In the meantinmie John looked at
and “Dear

him

the slip of paper read,

John: [ am so sorry
vut quite enocugh for John,

That was all
who with

te disposed of his
to Iris
When he

findlug anyone aro

reached th
:nd
ne
Irie saw

the garden, where
Mary When
stretched arms, she

ran (o

1y. hiding her face on his shoulds
glad he had come to her without
sending for Mary

&R wee jlitie v

him look ed
wonder and
“You didn't care
shook his bead.
letter up. did

bewlidered

in
‘cause |[ris
but she W
“1ore your

Iris looked up

.
J
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