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Man^ the Universal Simp

F

OR years and years," said the Old
Soak solemnly, "I warned the
country that it was workin' too
hard and too steady, and it never
paid any attention to my advice nor my
example, neither one. And what's the
result? More food and everything else
in the country than can be used or sold,
and nobody gettin' any money for it!
No jobs anywheres because people have
worked too hard and fast in the past—
work just plumb used up and done for
months ahead!
"I warned everybody! I hope when
prosperity returns people will have
learned to take their labor in moderation, like I always done. Any fool can
work his self to death but it takes sense
to enjoy life; and it's the same way
with a country. Ain't it a ridiculous
kind of a depression—with so much produced in the country that nobody's got
anything?"

By Don Marquis

Well, when you come to think it over,
the men who govern nations are not
really any more stupid than the nations
they govern.
We will say this for the politicians
. . . they were able to keep anything
real from invading public life for a
good many genei'ations.
Some people hope an industrial and
economic revolt may be accomplished
without flare-ups and fighting . . . and
others are afraid it may.
The attempt to achieve impossibilities may make them possibilities for the
next generation.
There is one thing about going to
heaven that makes it seem worth while
to try . . . there won't be anybody with
a pianola living in the fiat above.

Current indoor sport: Ask ten persons to define Technocracy for you, and
then compare the answers.

One of the most delightful things in
the world is to introduce one bore to
another . . . and then duck.

AS IT LOOKS TO ARCHY

I'm not a grouch nor a pessimist exactly, but some of these voices over the
radio are so professionally cheery that
I have to take a big dose of honest gloom
afterwards.

ants go on their cheerful way
merrily from day to day
building cities out of sand
and they seem to understand
dwelling therein peacefully
disciplined and orderly
and the much lauded bee contrives
for to fill his thundering hives
with a ranked society
based on work and honesty
and a thousand neat examples
could i cite of insect lives
free from much that tears and tramples
human beings and their wives
even the coral in the ocean
throughout his dim and damp existence
scorns political commotion
and labors with a glad persistence
worthy of large commendations
to erect his naval stations
man the universal simp
follows lagging with a limp
treading on his neighbors toes
the way the little insect goes
in a million years or more
man may learn the simple lore
of how the bees are organized
and why the ants are civilized
may even hope for to approach
the culture of an average roach
if he is humble and not smug
may emulate the tumblebug
for we insects now inherit
all humanity has builded

The trouble about revolutions is that
so many persons fight, bleed and die for
doctrines they don't understand.

Illustrated by
Ran Rohn

With what complicated emotions must
a dentist watch his offspring cutting a
tooth.
A good many of us are willing enough
to leave duty to the kind of people who
seem to enjoy it.

all they raised with brawn and spirit
all the domes and spires they gilded
time the anthropophagous
swallows down all human works
through his broad esophagus
moslems christians hindus turks
pass to their sarcophagus
leaving nothing much on earth
which even beetles find of worth
where o where is babylon
and the echo answers where
for its former ruling wizards
sleep in sand and silicon
with gravel in their gizzards
and sand burs in their hair
and the centipedes are dancing
in the chambers of the palace
where the kings and queens entrancing
used to quaff the ruby chalice
and proceed to their romancing

i look forward to the day
Almost anybody can write sob-sister
when the human race is done
stuff, but it takes a strong man to read
and we insects romp and play
it.
freely underneath the sun
and no roach paste is scattered
"All men are liars" . . . and now and
about anywhere i got another jolt of it
then a woman approaches the truth in a
last night and today i seem to have a
quite original manner.
case of intestinal flu
the trouble with you human beings
Maybe you have noticed that the Litis you are just plain wicked
tle German Band is back on the streets
archy the cockroach
again these days. But it isn't the same.
The mustaches don't curl right without
I don't really see how anarchy is go- a bath in a schooner of beer.
ing to save the world . . . or an archy,
I have always thought that my friend
either.
archy the cockroach pretends scorn and
We human beings waste so much time contempt for the human world out of
trying to learn how to live that the re- jealousy. As a matter of fact, human
mainder of life seems scarcely worth society is almost as enlightened as insect society.
living.
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• The Chevrolet Six is different! You can tell

Chevrolet?

that the minute you look at it. Different from

better.

BY
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FISHER

Fisher coachwork is so obviously

have that dynamic "fine-car" look. The interiors

The whole basic principle of Fisher con-

are richer—the seats feel like lounge chairs. And

any other low-priced car in the way it looks—

struction is better—it's the wood-and-steel type,

instead of the old-fashioned type of ventilation,

feels—runs—rides.

And it's these major differ-

instead of steel alone. And the body of practically

in common use since 1910, these bodies have the

ences, in things that count, which make Chevro-

every expensive car is built of wood and steel.

newest and latest type: Fisher No Draft Ventila-

let the leader that it is—leader in value—world

Another thing: Fisher bodies are smarter—they

tion. Everybody wants that, for 1933. Chevrolet

leader in sales. Take bodies, as one striking case
in point.

The Chevrolet Six offers bodies by

Fisher—it's the only car of lowest price that does.
And who could ever look at a Chevrolet body,
then at the body of a rival car, without preferring
"THE

LEADER

is very proud of its new Fisher bodies—proud to
AT A NEW SCALE OF LOW PRICES

be able to offer them in a car of lowest price. With-

SPORT ROADSTER $485 COUPE $495 COACH $515
PHAETON $515
SPORT COUPE $535
SEDAN $565
CABRIOLET $565
All prices f.o.b. Flint, Mich. Special equipment extra. Low
delivered prices and easy G, M. A. C. terms

out them, Chevrolet leadership just couldn't be
as complete as it is today . . . or as outstanding!
CHEVROLET

CAN

ACCOMPLISH

WHAT

OTHERS

DARE
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isilion, Chicago. T h e cars are the new Oldsmobile Straight Eight and Six.

Among aJl the m o t o r cars produced this year, there are none so truly modern

80 t o 85 miles per hour for t h e E i g h t . . . . Oldsmobile prices, too, are

as the two new Oldsmobiles. F o r in these cars Oldsmobile's designers h a v e

n o w so a t t r a c t i v e l y l o w t h a t t h e y p r o v i d e a n a d d i t i o n a l r e a s o n for

expressed an entirely new conception of motor car style, b e a u t y and charac-

c o n s i d e r i n g t h e s e c a r s . . . . A n d so i t is e v i d e n t t h a t , in a d d i t i o n

ter, . . . I t was necessary t o break with the past almost completely t o design

t o being smartly modern, t h e two new Oldsmobiles are

t w o cars so thoroughly original. B u t t h a t was done. And the Oldsmobiles

a u t o m o b i l e s c o m b i n i n g t h e four o u t s t a n d i n g c h a r a c t e r i s t i c s of s o u n d

which resulted are being hailed as the motor car style leaders, not merely

motor car value—Style, Performance, Durability a n d Low Price. All four

well-balanced

for the current year, b u t for a whole new era of modern designing. . . .

are essential to complete satisfaction.

M oreover, this long forward stride in styling is m a t c h e d by equally i m p o r t a n t

all f o u r — a n d get all four—in a new Oldsmobile Six or Straight E i g h t .

mechanical advancements. . . . Oldsmobile's well-known reputation

for

•

V

So m a k e n o compromise.

•

dependability has been m a d e more secure t h a n ever, through improvements

The 1933 Oldsmobiles are available in 13 beautiful

in t h e chassis which add t o its ruggedness and long life. . . . Performance

$745 to $855 for the Six, and from $845 to $955 for the Eight.

is more brilliant — with greatly increased power, added smoothness and

are f. o. b. Lansing.

actual s t o p - w a t c h speeds of 75 to 80 miles per hour for the Six, and

all closed models have Fisher No Draft

body types, priced

All models may he purchased on G.M.A.C
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YOU CAN'T FOOL THE WEATHER
...with a'CHEAP'Paint !

"CHEAP PAINT"
AFTER I

DUTCH BOY

YEAR

mm,why spend your money
to PROVE ft can't be done?

Tldsjob five years ago cost $ilS.
Same town in Ohio.,. same cunditions ofweatlier and exposiire.
Paint is still in good coiiditioii...
still protecting the wood. Yenrlii
paint cost to date, only $US.

This Job one year ago cost $165.
Tuduy it will cost $^0 more .. .for
bitrnhig and scraping before it
can he repainted. Total $19Ci for
one year, v'itkout figuring in the
cost oj neto priming coat needed.

"ThellniiscWcLiveln"
sluftrs paint in g mistiiLes (I nd hoiv to ('void
tltein. He'ps yon save
ttiouey. !^en f free on re^
quest in Dept.S,care of
n-aie.^l biaiLch.

i a *•"" " i - 3

9 Look ahead to months of sun, rain and
snow and you'll never decide on a cheap"
paint j o b . , . it's far too costly in the end.
You can't afford the extra dollars it -will
take out of your pocket. And you don't
need to pay good money to find that sucli
a job doesn't stand up.
Look at the examples shown at the left,
actual photograph.s. See how one lioiiseowner made an apparent sa\injj; ofilp.iO at
the .start . . . and how witliin a year that
saving turned into a i$li),) loss.
See h o w ' c h e a p " paint quickly cracks
and scales . , . how it peels away and lays
bare surfaces it was meant to protect. Such
a job must be burned and scraped before
it can be repainted. And it will also require a new priniinnr coat before the finish coats are spread.
Contrast that performance
with the Dutch Boy WhiteLead job. Paint made with
Dutch Boy doesn't crack or
scale, b u t wears down by
gradual chalking and leaves

8

PAINTERS

IN

a ])erfect foundation for the new coats.
1'here is no costly burning off... and consequently no extra c o a t . . . to pay for.
Does money-saving appeal to you ? Call
in an experienced painter and when he
says
Dutch Boy, of course.''" answer
him
You b e t ! " Then stand back and
watch tiie custom-made job he gives you.
Watch him mix tlie paint until its composition is just right for yoia- particular house.
And watch him tint it to the exact color
you've specified. A good p a i n t e r , like
good paint, pays for liimself.
You'll find the free booklet below at left
mighty helpful In showing what points to
check on before you paint. .. while you're
planning the job. Send for it.
NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY
111 Broadway, New York; lia Oak St.,
Buffalo; 900 West istli St., Cliieagos
659 Freeman Ave., Cineinnati; 820 West
Superior A ve., Cleveland; 722 Clieslnut
St., St. Louis; 2240 2Jtli St., San Francisco; National-Boston Lead Co., 80O
Albany St., Boston; National Lead &
Oil Company of Pennsylvania, ."iUi 4tli
Ave., Pittshureli; John T. Lewis &
Bros.Co.,Widener Bids., Philadelphia.

EVERY

10

USE

DUTCH BOY WHITE LEAD
AND

NO

ONE

KNOWS
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Cold Trails

As easy as

Continued from page 19
Horse Dunn looked startled. "What's
that?" he demanded.
"I didn't see anything," Marian said.
"I don't know how the fight started.
Billy just suddenly jumped his horse at
the other horse, and it went over backward. That's all I saw."
Horse Dunn turned to her.
"I've known Billy Wheeler since he
had to shin up a horse's leg to get on.
You think he'd lie to us here?"
"No; I didn't say I thought he lied."
"Then what's to stop you from backing him u p ? "
TN THE girl's eyes showed something
-'• Billy Wheeler had never seen there
before. She seemed to be looking into
something terribly sad, but completely
inevitable; she faced it without excitement and without flinching. "I can't
swear to something I didn't see."
Horse Dunn looked at her, then
turned away and let his hands fall in a
gesture of utter futility.
Old Man Coffee broke the awkward
pause. "Look here," he said. "There's
something about this I don't get. Yesterday you shot Link Bender through
the arm. Horse, right before the sheriff^'s
eyes. Nothing comes of that. How is
it the sheriff lets that pass, yet jumps
in with both feet the minute Billy
Wheeler raises his hand in self-defense?"
"You want to know the answer?"
Horse Dunn demanded. "He didn't take
me because he hasn't got the guts to
take me. He knows it can't be done!
What he fails to allow for now is that
the 94 will back Billy Wheeler just the
same as if he'd been here all his life.
When he finds that out you'll see him
drop back!"
"I'm not so sure," said Old Man Coffee.
"You're not sure? Look at it, man!"
"I am looking at it. Seems like to me.
Horse, the game is a little different
from that. He may be laying off of you
because his crowd has a little different
plans for you. I'll say right here, this
sure makes it look to me like they must
have a case against you on the murder
of Lon Magoon—a case we maybe can
begin worrying about."
"Then why do they turn and jump
on Billy Wheeler?"
"It might be because Billy Wheeler
is kind of strong as a cattleman. I'm
speaking of bank strength. I don't
know anything about how Billy Wheeler
stands in this mess. But it may be they
think he might work out as an ace
card in patching up the finances of the
94. That being the case, naturally
they'd like nothing better than to set
him aside to cool for thirty days. A
man can't read his facts unless he looks
a little into the people situation. It
sure begins to look," said Old Man
Coffee, "as if I'm going to have to go
to Inspiration for this trial."
"No," said Horse Dunn. "Because
there isn't going to be any trial. They'll
take Billy Wheeler no place."
"I think," Marian Dunn said, "you
must be mad!"
"Mad, is it? Mad or not mad, the
coyote pack will never take Billy
Wheeler in."
"There's this about it, Mr. Dunn,"
Val Douglas drawled: "Tulare says
that tonight or tomorrow Amos can
raise up a posse of a hundred. We'd
look good trying to bronc-stomp a hundred men."
Horse Dunn bellowed, "You stand
there and tell me—"
Billy Wheeler cut i n : "He's right,
Horse."

"What?'

Billy Wheeler looked Val Douglas
over coolly. "Val doesn't strike me like
a feller that would be right very often,"
he said, at last. "But this ought to
raise his percentage, I guess. I'm going
to leave 'em take me. Horse."
"You'll do nothing of the kind," Horse
Dunn told him. "I'm boss here!"
Billy Wheeler sprawled relaxed, as if
he were resting, and met Dunn's glare
evenly.
"I don't know as you can stop me,
Horse," he said.
Horse Dunn did not give in at once.
That old man was from other, wilder
times; and his tremendous, robust vitality, which made it seem as if an Indian
medicine kept him from growing old,
upheld in him the embattled spirit of
his youth. Never in his life had he
gained anything by bending; always he
had stood and fought for his own. Now,
in the unacknowledged advance of his
age, it was a bitter thing for him to
bend even a little way. But Wheeler
was right in one thing; if he meant to
submit to trial. Horse Dunn couldn't
stop him.
So Dunn gave in at last. He ran a
big hand through the thinned, roan hair.
"How long? Oh, Lord, how long! If
only Bob Flagg would come. . . ."
The day was hardly breaking when
Sheriff Walt Amos came hammering at
the door.
The sheriff came alone, without show
of force. Wheeler's surrender he outwardly took as a matter of course;
though a close observer might have detected a certain pleased relief.
TT WAS nearly six in the morning as
•^ they rolled down the dusty ruts toward
the first test of strength since the killing at Short Creek. Three cars drove
to Inspiration, for Billy Wheeler 'nad
reserved certain privileges of free
action; and the sheriff returned to Inspiration alone in his own car, as he had
come. A second car was driven by
Horse Dunn, who took with him Gil
Baker, Steve Hurley, and Tulare Callahan; and—what seemed more important—Marian Dunn, between Val
Douglas and her huge uncle in the front
seat. The Old Man of the 94 was possessed by a vague, persistent hope that
somewhere, sometime, Marian would see
something which would change her
opinions as to the balance of force and
justice in the Red Hills ranges.
Old Man Coffee rode with Billy
Wheeler, who drove his own roadster.
"There in that one car," said Coffee,
watching Horse Dunn's tower of dust,
"goes all that's left of the 94 outfit;
except for you and me, who don't really
belong here."
Billy Wheeler nodded. "I couldn't
hardly believe," he said, "that Horse
was trying to run twenty thousand head
of cattle, even through the quiet months,
with only four men and himself."
"He's got twenty thousand head, has
he?"
"The book count shows twenty thousand head. Allowing for death losses,
he supposes he's got fourteen to sixteen
thousand. Short-handed as he is, he
can't be right sure."
"I've seen the day," Old Man Coffee
said, "two, three years ago, when the
94 bunkhouse never held less than
twelve or fifteen hands. And in roundup times I've seen better than fifty
riders follow the 94 wagons. But I
guess those days are gone."
"He thinks the cow business has gone
to pieces because of too much fancy
handling. He figures if you get enough
range and enough cows on it, the thing

ou^ht to work itself out by main
strength—like in the old days, when
the Great Plains was open."
Coffee suggested that Horse Dunn
was getting old. "It's hard for us old
fellers to bend to new ways of handling
cows—or men. Horse Dunn is like this
old dog."
Between Old Man Coffee's knees sat
his big, black hound, old Rock. A grizzle
of white hair salted old Rock's forequarters and, though his body was still
as cleanly molded as that of a young
dog, his scarred old face showed the
droop of age.
"Old Rock was boss of ray pack for
years," Coffee explained. "He showed
the way, punished the pups into line.
But a different, younger dog is pack
boss now. That's why old Rock has
to be with me all the time, and make
himself a nuisance—so's he'll feel he's
above mixing with common dogs. Without that he'd die fighting or bust up the
pack."
Old Man Coffee let his mild, deep-set
eyes wander over the Red Hills range.
The twisting, deep-swinging road had
to go a long way before it got off 94
territory.
"All us old fellers come to the same
thing this old dog has come to," Coffee
said. "Horse Dunn might just as well
get ready to swaller that, like Rock and
like me. He's forced his way for a long
time; but comes a time when he can't
force it no more."
"And that," Wheeler said, "is what
we've got to save him from. For God
knows he'll never bow his head! It's up
to you, more'n anybody."
"Don't count on me."
That was Old Man Coffee's attitude.
Because of his uncommon sixth sense
in handling a trail and because of his
widely heard-of luck in making shrewd
deductions. Old Man Coffee had been
called in on many a mystery killing in
the intermountain country. But though
he worked hard without cost to anyone,
he stubbornly avoided any official responsibility. "I got nothing to do with
it." That was the Coffee theme song
on a murder case.
But now he added: "Something's
wrong. When I first looked at this case I
thought it was open and shut. But
something's the matter with this case.
Somebody knows something they're not
telling me."
" p i L L Y WHEELER waited, but the
•*-^ information which silence would
have brought from most men was long
in coming.
"People in this country is going to
the dogs," Coffee complained. "Take
you. Your old father had a pair of eyes
that could find out the devil through the
smoke of hell. But you—you ain't got
any eyes. I not only got to do your
thinking for you. I also got to see for
you and hear for you and ride for you.
I'll give you just a sample."
An ironic amusement faintly altered
Old Man Coffee's gaunt face. This was
where he got his fun out of life—making other people feel like fools. Coffee
would wear himself out helping someone without pay; and then, with a
tongue like a horse rasp, do his best to
get himself hated for his pains.
"Answer me one question," he said
now. "What weapon killed Lon Magoon?"
Billy Wheeler looked at Coffee sidelong, and for a moment he hesitated.
"Lon Magoon," he said, "was killed by a
shotgun. Is that what you wanted to
know?"
(Continued on page 34^
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"skinning
a cat"
you can cut down
SHOE BILLS

H ILE'S got to have fun or
he won't live and grow.
.But 0-0-0! how hard that
fun can b e on s h o e s !
There's one easy way to
take care of that. Put his
active feet on Goodyear
Wingfoot Soles.
Tougher... longer-wearing
. . . waterproof! Goodyear
Wingfoot Soles are the
way to lower shoe bills.
Millions of parents have
found out that.
Why don't you ask for
these extra-service soles
on new shoes or when having shoes repaired? They
cost no more than ordinary
soles.
Put new spring in your step.
Wear Goodyear Wingfoot Heels!

Wingfoot

SOLES and HEELS
Quality products of The Goodyear Tire
& Rubber Company, Inc., Akron, Ohio
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If that's catnip
I'm a
catefpillaf!

T

HE Colonel tried to t e kittenish
. . . but the result was catastrophe I
There is one tobacco that domestic
pets (from wives to kittens) run
towards, not away from !
W i t h Sir Walter Raleigh you are
almost guaranteed a perfect smoke.
W h y the "almost"? Simply because
no tobacco can overcome the handicap
of a foul, unkept pipe. In a wellpreserved briar there is just nothing
like the satisfaction you get out of a
bowlful of Sir Walter Raleigh's fragrant, mild mixture, kept fresh in
gold foil. Your nearest tobacconist
has this orange and black tin of rare
Kentucky Burleys. You'll agree with
thousands of particular smokers that
it's the cat's!
Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corporation
Louisville, Kentucky, Dept. C - 3 3

Send for this

^^ s

FREE
BOOKLET

—AND IT'S MILDER

(Continued from page 33)
"Part. What else?"
"It was fired from in front of him,
a little to his right-hand side, by a man
on a horse."
"What else?"
"The shell was home-loaded. And
that's all I know, yet."
Old Man Coffee was regarding
Wheeler with a peculiar, fixed expression. "Son," he said at last, "I back
down; I'm free to admit I had you
wrong. You're further along the trail
than most of 'em. You got the shotgun
right, at least. I suppose you seen that
one shot pellet bogged into the seam of
the leather on Lon Magoon's saddle
horn?"
"Yes; I saw it."
"That little pellet is pretty well hid.
I guess nobody saw it but you and me.
But the rest of your dope's wrong. For
one thing—Magoon wasn't killed by no
man on a horse!"
"How do you know t h a t ? "
" T J O W did you know the shell was
• n . home-loaded?"
"Because the charge was weak. The
sign showed the horses was close together when the shot was fired. If the
charge hadn't been weak that pellet of
lead would have plowed a whole lot
deeper than it did."
Old Man Coffee nodded approva'.
"A good catch," he said. "But I think
you got it wrong. If the charge had
been fired from close, like you say, the
killer could have rammed the long shotgun barrel plumb against Magoon—
there wouldn't have been no shot in the
saddle horn. It was distance slowed
that pellet up. Lon Magoon was shot
by a third man, from up on the fiat
ground above the cut!"
"Seems like," Wheeler objected, "the
trail of the third man should have
showed up, somewhere about."
"Maybe; if it had been read proper
before the cattle pawed out the sign.
But—there's one man mixed into this
that knows too much about trails to
have left one hisself—even if he'd been
there. Son, did you think of that?"
Old Man Coffee's eyes were boring
keenly into Billy Wheeler; Wheeler
could feel those sharp old eyes, even
though his own were on the road.
Wheeler felt a wakening stimulation.
He could see why the Piutes believed
Old Man Coffee to have second sight.
"Cayuse," he said. "Cayuse Cayetano
—he might not leave a trail."
Coffee was silent.
"That changes things some," Wheeler
said, "if you're right."
"You'll see two, three things change,
son, before we're through."
"If we had time for a long fight—"
"I don't think it's going to be a long
fight, son; I think it's all going to come
quick and soon. I've only been here two
days, Billy; you've been here only three.
But there's some things can't go on long
before something pops."
They fell silent, while the hard-working engine threw the rack of the road
behind them in big spasms and gouts of
dust; and far ahead presently showed
the faint disturbance on the plain which
was Inspiration.
Inspiration consisted principally of
a main street, backed by a few score
houses, some of them neatly painted,
with a tree or two; many simply unpainted shacks. The main street itself
somewhat outdid the town that backed
it. It was unpaved, but it had a shriekingly modern brick business block, and
twenty-five or thirty frame business
buildings, all with wooden false fronts,
many with wooden awnings which extended over the sidewalk.
To a stranger the town would not
have seemed so full of people as Tulare
Callahan's report perhaps suggested.
But Billy Wheeler at once recognized a

dozen or more cars which would not ordinarily have been there, and about an
equal number of dozing cow ponies; And,
as the 94 cars pulled up in front of the
little frame building that housed the
county office, Wheeler noticed a small,
inconspicuous stir in doorways, a too
casual moving together of spur-heeled
loungers at two or three places along
the street.
Billy Wheeler caught Horse Dunn's
signal as he slid his roadster to a stop.
He stepped down from the wheel and
walked forward to Dunn's car.
"We want to all kind of keep together, here, as we move into this,"
Horse Dunn said casually. "I don't
think there's going to be any trouble
of any kind. Still—I wish Bob Flagg
had got here. There aren't so many
of us as there has been some years."
There had been a time, Billy Wheeler
knew, when the 94, twenty or thirty
cowboys strong, would not have hesitated to stand this town on its head.
Once the 94 had been almost a minor
hang-out for the wild bunch, and people
had claimed that no horse-and-gun disorder occurred within a week's ride
without participation of a horse or two
branded with the 94. For years it had
been traditional that a 94 cowboy who
was whipped in town could look for
work elsewhere; and in some of these
false fronts could still be found bullet
holes commemorating the rampages of
94 cow hands of a Saturday night.
Even yet the name of the brand alone
should command a certain respect.
Glancing at Marian Dunn, Billy
Wheeler saw that the girl's eyes were
wide with appeal as they rested upon
his; but he felt unable to respond. He
supposed that she wanted him to try to
keep her turbulent and ungovernable
uncle out of war, but he found himself
stiff and indifferent, eager for trouble,
almost. Once he had offered this girl
everything in his life, without arousing
in her any emotion other than regret.
Even now, today, she did not propose to
speak in his behalf. And he resented
the situation which kept him close to
this girl who would never mean anything to him but disappointment and
trouble.
But—as he met her eyes he knew that
she was still the loveliest thing he had
ever seen.
The sheriff pulled up and stepped to
the sidewalk. Now that he was on his
own ground again there was a perceptible hardening and stiffening of the man;
he did not look like the same peace offi-
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cer who had so politely suggested, at
daybreak, that Wheeler submit to trial
in a peaceful way.
"Court won't open yet for a little
bit," he said. "You, Wheeler, park
yourself around here close. You're
lucky not to be in the lock-up, by God!
You, Dunn, I'll speak to you inside. I've
got a couple of questions I figure to
ask."
"All right," Horse Dunn said. "Come
on, folks."
"The rest of you stay outside," Sheriff
Amos said. "You're the one I aim to
talk to, Dunn."
Horse Dunn looked up and down the
street, noting how the groups of booted
loungers had grown. Hardly a doorway
in that street was empty now. Wheeler
saw Dunn run a quick glance along the
second-story windows across the street.
Dunn turned to his car, relaxed, casual.
"Marian, take this here car around
the corner and park it; then wait there
until someone brings word."
Marian glanced once questioningly
at her uncle, then once more, almost
despairingly, at Billy Wheeler. Then the
car lumbered away in the dust as she
obeyed.
Horse Dunn turned with a curious
mildness to the sheriff. "I don't figure
to give any answers, Amos, that I
wouldn't just as leave my outfit would
hear."
r r H E Old Man of the 94 stood square•*- planted—smiling a little, almost
bland; but the confidence of a lifelong
dominance was in the easy set of his
enormous shoulders, so that he seemed
then bigger than the town, bigger than
the range. All up and down that street
were Link Bender's men—the sheriff's
men—a hundred guns could be brought
down on the old range boss with the
first puff of smoke. Yet Sheriff Amos
looked smaller, a badgered man, standing there in front of Horse Dunn. Flanking their Old Man, the cowboys of the
94 stood nonchalantly, spread out a
little now; they watched three ways
without seeming to watch. But it was
Horse Dunn who stood like an immovable mountain. There was something
in the Old Man that could break men
down.
The sheriff hesitated; he knew what
he was up against. Abruptly he burst
out, "I decide these things here!"
The mild mask fell away. "Then
give your orders to people you can boss,"
Dunn snarled at him.
(To be continued next week)
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"Remember me, Senator? You
kissed me when I was a baby"
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...Interesting NEWS about COPPER and BRASS

hungry visitors those repair tools
can be! They eat up half a billion
dollars of our money every year, just
for rust-repairs. (As much as our fire
losses!) Ask any reputable contractor how
to get rid of these unwelcome guests.
He'll tell you the one sure way: Use
copper, brass and bronze. No rust, no
rust-repairs ! Whatever you fix this year,
fix once for all! It may never again cost
as little to end rust-repair bills forever.

SOME N E W PLACES where copper
and brass will do away with repair bills.
Copper is opening up a whole new
world. Out of the laboratory are coming new, marvelous and rust-free inventions. For example:

WHAT

That nevvcopper radiator! Quick-heating.
Unbelievably compact. Fits in the thickness of a wall. Out
of sight, out of mind.

•
That copper-equipped cellar! Copper
hot-water tank assures rust-free water
aliuays. Copper in
the oil burner, too.

•
WHEN IT SEEMS AS IF YOU
COULD PICK THE HOUSE APART
—as the workman above appears to be
doing—you discover the least expensive
material is the kind that can^t rust . . .
Copper gutters, leaders, downspouts
(circle, above) can't rust. Usually, they
outlast the house. Divide their cost by
the years of repair-free service they
give. Could anything be cheaper?

HOW THEY ELIMINATED REPAIR
BILLS IN 1 7 8 5 . . . Nine years after
America declared her independence, Mr. R. B.
declared his independence
— of rust-repair bills. He
put up the copper leaderhead (right). It's dated
1785. It's still on the job
today! T h e print below it
shows how they worked
copper at that time. Some
of the articles made in
this quaint foundry may
be in use right now!

Air-conditioning!
Brings vacation
breezes into your
city home. Copper
and brass eliminate
the ravages of rust.

WHEN IT TAKES AS LONG TO

L O O K I N T O THE
MATTER O F the rustproof house, at the great
Century of Progress Exhibition at Chicago this
summer. This is your invitation to visit our booths.
(Numbers 1 9 - 2 1 - 2 2 - 2 3 ,
General Exhibits Group,
Pavilion 1). You'll see
some marvelous things...
But if you can't come to
Chicago, visit the Archit e c t u r a l E x h i b i t s and
M o d e l H o m e s in your
community. All use copper, brass and bronze wherever rust might do harm.

DRAW THE WATER as it does to take
the bath—beware! That trickle means
trouble. First, rust clogs the pipe.
Then, nist eats through it. Then —
add a repair bill for a ruined wall or
water-damaged furniture or a flooded
floor... Or, act now before the damage
is done. It's much cheaper to replace a
rusted pipe than to repair a ruined house.
Ask a master plumber about/?/^ that
can't rust. He'll tell you all about brass
pipe anJ copper tubing.
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•
Mechanical refrigeration! E v e r y b o d y
knows about it now.
And knows that copper coils, pipes and
parts are essential.

•
Modem lighting! Nc
glare. Lots of soft
light. Trom rust-proof
copper, or chromiumplated copper, "corves"
high up in the wall.

COPPER
RESEARCH

&

BRASS

ASSOCIATION

25 Broadway, New York City
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A COMPLETE

FINANCIAL
PLAN
FOR YOU
The Phoenix Mutual Life Insurance Company offers
a plan that makes it possible for the average man
practically to
END MONEY WORRIES
Under this plan you get immediate protection for
your family and, for yourself in later years, a guaranteed income you cannot outlive.
WHAT THE PLAN WILL D O FOR Y O U
It guarantees to you when you are 60

6

e
©

t

A MONTHLY RETIREMENT INCOME FOR L I F E of

. . .

.

$100.00

Or, if you prefer,
A CASH SETTLEMENT AT AGE 60 of

$13,500.00

It guarantees upon death from any
cause before age 60
A CASH PAYMENT to your wife (or family) of . . . . $10,000.00
Or $50 a month guaranteed for at least 24 years
and 8 months
Total $14,823.00
It guarantees upon death from
accidental means before age 60
A CASH PAYMENT to your wife (or family) of . . . . $20,000.00
Or $100 a month guaranteed for at least 24 years
and 8 months
Total $29,646.00
It guarantees in event of permanent
total disability before age 55
A MONTHLY DISABILITY INCOME of

$50.00

and payment of your premiums while you are disabled.

NOTE—If you have dependents, especially if you are a married man, you will be interested
to know that you may also include in this plan a new provision whereby neither you n o r
your beneficiary can outlive the Retirement Income. Similar plans for retirement a t ages
other than 60—and for women policyholders—are also available. For more information,
mail the coupon below.

PHOENIX MUTUAL
^ ^ L I F E INSURANCE COMPANY
Home Office: Hartford, Conn,

Established in 1851
Copyright I933, P . M. L. 1. Co.

P H O E N I X MUTUAL L I F E INSURANCE CO.. 788 Elm St., Hartford, Conn.
Send me by mail, without obligation, your nBw book describing

"What do you mean?"
"You are under police protection so
far as we can supply it. There are detectives in this building, one guarding
your house and one will be on the outside of your car or following it in a taxi
when you leave here."
"Have I asked for this sort of thing?"
Sir Humphrey demanded.
"A request from you was not necessary," was the dogged answer. "We
have ourselves and our reputation to
protect. Anyone who has been threatened as you have is guarded as a matter
of course. If anything were to happen
to you the first people to be blamed
would be Scotland Yard."
"I'm glad you have told me of this," Sir
Humphrey said, "because it gives me an
opportunity to speak plainly. You will
be so good as to withdraw these men."
"I'm sorry," the chief commissioner
objected. "They are there in accordance with custom, and the necessity for
their presence has already been proved."
"No misunderstanding about this,
please," Rossiter insisted. "These men
are to be withdrawn. I won't have
my house watched. If anyone wants to
pay me a visit as friend or enemy I want
the road to be open. Neither will I be
watched here or in the streets. If anyone wants particularly to assassinate me
a detective hanging around won't improve my chances."
"Those are your orders, sir?"
"My definite orders. I will not be
guarded. Especially I will not have the
avenue to and from my house blocked."
"Meaning that you actually want to
get in touch with the criminals?" the
chief commissioner suggested shrewdly.
Sir Humphrey shrugged his shoulders. For a moment he seemed at a
loss.
"That is my business," he answered.
There was a brief silence. There
were a great many things which the
chief commissioner was longing to say,
but he was beginning to realize their
hopelessness.
"Would you mind putting your orders
in writing, Sir Humphrey?" he begged.
The Home Secretary adjusted his eyeglass and scribbled a few lines which he
handed over.
"That will let you out officially," he
observed, "if I am removed bodily again
or transported to another sphere. Good
morning. General. My first day back in
harness and a busy one. Interviews are
all curtailed. Forgive me."
He rang the bell. The chief commissioner folded the paper he had received,
and took his leave. Outside he tore it
into small pieces which he dropped into
the muddy street out of his taxicab
window.
"TTOW are we getting on, Carthew?"
-'•-'- Sir Humphrey asked his secretary
an hour or so later.
"We shall have cleared up everything
important, sir, when you've signed one
or two more letters," was the cheerful
reply. "It's four o'clock now. No need
for you to be down at the House until
half past seven or eight. I have ordered
the car round. I thought you might like
to rest at home for a short time. I can
come along in case there is anything
there."
"That sounds all right," the Home
Secretary agreed. "Bring the letters
at once and we'll get along."
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Tea and buttered toast in the warm
luxury of his study, a pipe of fragrant
tobacco and a very comfortable chair.
Sir Humphrey relaxed gratefully and
shook out The Times. The wind was
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blowing outside but there was little to
be heard through the closely drawn curtains. It was the most peaceful hour
of the day. Carthew came in from his
own room with some papers in his hand.
"Glad to see you looking so comfortably drowsy, sir," he observed. "Do you
good to take a nap. I'm afraid you will
have to say a few words tonight about
that Maryford affair. Simple business,
though. I have all the notes here.
There's nothing else to trouble you
about except one caller."
"Who is that?"
"A man I think you will have to see,
sir. Mr. Debenham of the firm of
Debenham, Twiss & Debenham. Excellent firm of lawyers in the West End.
He has been asking to see you personally every day for a fortnight."
"A firm of repute, you say?"
"Without a doubt, sir. Mr. Debenham, the one who is calling to see you,
was in the House for some time—member for Wolverhampton. Lost his seat
at the last election."
"I remember," Sir Humphrey murmured. "Yes, he must be all right. I
will have a word with him when he calls.
Meanwhile, take the telephone over to
your room and leave me undisturbed."
n p H E period of quiescence was brief,
-*- however. It was less than a quarter
of an hour afterwards when Carthew
reappeared ushering in the expected
visitor. Mr. Debenham, as a West End
solicitor and representative of an oldestablished firm, conformed to type in
every respect. He was fashionably but
quietly dressed, pleasant, well-mannered
and well-spoken.
"Terribly sorry to disturb you, Sir
Humphrey," he apologized, as he accepted the chair to which the latter
motioned him. " I t really is in a way,
though, an urgent affair. It has to do
with the estate of that poor fellow, Cecil
Brandt, who was hanged."
"Good gracious!" Rossiter exclaimed.
"How am I interested?"
"Well, curiously enough," the other
announced, "you appear to be one of his
executors."
Sir Humphrey frowned. This was a
contingency which had never occurred
to him.
"Brandt should not have done that
without asking my permission," he
muttered. "I'm not at all sure, Mr.
Debenham, that I shall feel inclined to
accept office."
"That course is quite open to you,
sir," was the courteous reply. "In your
official position you would naturally
have every excuse for refusing. I must
tell you that Mr. Brandt's affairs are
largely in the hands of a New York firm
of lawyers for whom we in this country
act only as agents. They asked us to
see you to ascertain whether you would
be content to serve, and also to put one
or two questions to you."
"Mrs. Brandt is a very old friend of
mine, as she was of my wife's," Sir
Humphrey reflected. "Who is the other
executor?"
"Only Mrs. Brandt."
"Humph! That simplifies matters.
What questions were you to ask me?"
"Well, they appear to be based upon
the supposition that you were intimate
enough with Brandt to know something
of his affairs. The estate in New York
is of considerable dimensions, but there
seems to be an idea on the part of the
lawyers that Mr. Brandt also possessed
a large fortune over here."
"I know no more about his affairs
than the man in the moon," Sir Hum(Continued on page 38)
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' T h e y tell m e Terraplaning's next to airplaning • • all right, baby, you've got to
live u p t o that n a m e • • the gun • • boy
• • feel those Champion Spark Plugs bite
into that mixture • • n o wonder all these
hellbenders around here use 'em * • u p
we go • • there's m o r e driving in this
9 0 0 0 foot climb than in 1 0 0 miles at
Indianapolis • • Champions have all the
records there, so we've got to break this
o n e • • listen t o t h o s e t i r e s s c r e a m
• • a n d the Terraplane engine sings an
airplane song • • I'll throw h e r into this
curve h a r d • • squeal you climbing Ter.
raplane squeal • • what a murderous test
of a car this is • • here's that wicked
switchback • • bend yourself around this
CHAMPION

SPAKK

PLUG

one • • and the Terraplane zooms on and
u p • • look where we are • • air's a little
thin • • guess those Champions would
fire any mixture, though • • not a sputter
or a split second miss • • we're almost
there Terraplane • • higher in high gear
than any car has ever gone before on
this little old hill • • the top's in sight • •
fire away Champions • • another wicked
t u r n • • the flag • • we're over t h e top • •
with Champion plugs this car climbs like
a m o u n t a i n goat • * what's my time?
• -What? • • 2 1 minutes, 20.9 seconds • •
whoopee, a new all time stock car record
for Hudson. And another record for
Champion • • here boy, take a wire to
the Champion Spark Plug Company."
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Mr. S. G. Baits, Chief
Engineer of the Hudson
Motor Car Company,
saysofChampionSpark
Plugs:" We have selected Champion Spark
Plugs for Hudson-Essex
cars because of their
outstanding record for
better
performance
and
dependability."

CHAMPION
E X T R A - R A N G E
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PLUGS
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phi-ey declared. "He always had the
reputation of being wealthy and he has
certainly spent large sums at times—the
theater, for instance, which he gave to
his wife."
"Our correspondents speak," Mr.
Debenham confided, "of a large quantity
of bonds or similar securities deposited
on this side. They have no idea where
they are, and his bank, although it holds
a considerable balance, knows nothing
of any securities. I naturally called
first upon Mrs. Brandt, but unfortunately she was away."

WallOve-L

"T SEE," Sir Humphrey meditated,
J- "Well, so far as information about
poor Brandt's estate goes I'm afraid I
am useless to you. I was on no sort of
terms of intimacy with him. It was his
wife entirely who was our friend."
"That would make you the more acceptable to her as executor," the lawyer
ventured to remind him.
"I'm not saying that I will refuse the
post," Sir Humphrey confided. "I shall
ask you to give me a day or two to consider it. I should say there is no doubt
but that Brandt had money on this side
somewhere. Only last year he offered
to settle five hundred thousand pounds
upon his wife if she would promise to
leave the stage finally."
"All the information we have been
able to gather," the lawyer observed,
"points to Mr. Brandt's having been a
man of great wealth. The position will
no doubt elucidate itself."
"I gather the will is an American
one?" Sir Humphrey asked.
"The only will we have knowledge of
at present. We wondered, as there
seems to be some mystery about the
English estate, whether perhaps it was
deposited in some way to avoid death
duties. It seems certain, however, in
that case, that Brandt would have left a
letter explaining things and, so far as I
can gather, no one has received anything
of the sort. You don't happen to know
of any intimate friend with whom
Brandt might have left it?" the lawyer
asked, as he rose to his feet.
"Not one," Sir Humphrey confessed.
"I used to see his name in the papers
with his wife's at a great many of these
social gatherings, but I myself have
been somewhat of a recluse for the last
few years. Good afternoon, Mr. Debenham. You shall have my reply very
shortly."
Sir Humphrey sat back once more in
his chair with a little shiver of distaste.
It was not a pleasant position. Executor to the hanged man!—and a large
estate missing. He summoned Carthew.
"No one else, I hope?" he inquired.
"I'm terribly sorry, sir," his secretary
apologized. "A young American gentleman has been waiting for some time on
the chance of seeing you. I know him
slightly and didn't like to turn him away
altogether—Mr. Van Pleyden."
"What does he want?" Sir Humphrey
demanded a trifle irritably.
Carthew shook his head.
"He knows that I am your confidential
secretary, sir, but he would not tell me.
I explained that you were most unlikely
to see him without knowing his business,
but he decided to take his chance. For
what it's worth, sir, I might tell you
that I met him in Washington when I
was at the Embassy. He was their best
man at polo, almost good enough for the
international game, and he put me up
for the Hampton Club in New York
when I came across him there."
"So he's that sort, is he?" Sir Humphrey observed, "and you feel under
certain obligations to him. I quite un-
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derstand, Carthew. I will see him for
a few minutes. Afterwards tell Parkins
to get a bath ready. I will change into
another morning suit and go down to
the House. No dinner at home, tell him.
I will have a cutlet there when I find out
how things are going."
Carthew picked up the letters which
his chief had signed, and disappeared
for a brief space of time. When he returned he brought with him a tall,
broad-shouldered young man, pleasantfaced, clean-shaven, of rather, boyish
appearance, but with several significant
lines in his face.
"This is Mr. Van Pleyden, Sir Humphrey," Carthew announced.
"Sir Humphrey Rossiter," the young
American said, crossing the room with
a stride which seemed to eat up the
ground, "I am proud and glad to know
you, sir."
Sir Humphrey liked the warm clasp
of the young man's hand, and he liked
too his frank expression. He had rather
a weakness for Americans, and this one
seemed to be of a pleasant type. He
welcomed him afi'ably and pointed to a
chair.
' What can I do for you, Mr. Van
Pleyden?" he inquired.
"I have come on rather a curious
errand, sir," the young man announced
bluntly. "I want something you have
in your possession."
Sir Humphrey felt a sudden chill.
Vaguely the voice seemed to him to be
familiar. He was conscious too of an
odor, pleasant enough in itself but reminiscent of throbbing, moments of agony
—the odor of aromatic soap or toilet
water. His mind drifted back to those
awful moments of his ordeal in Norfolk. He was oppressed with the sense
of danger.
"First tell me who you are, and then
what you want," he suggested.
"That is simple enough," the other
replied. "You know my name—Richard
Van Pleyden. My people are well-known
in Washington and New York. I served
for a time during the war and was
afterwards in our Intelligence Department in Washington. When the war
was over they wanted me to become a
bond salesman, but I couldn't stand it,
so I went into secret service work."
"•IITHAT does that mean in America?"
' ' ' Sir Humphrey asked.
"Oh, we have a secret service—with
plenty of work to do," the young man
confided. "I've been to Ecuador, for
example, twice, and to Mexico once.
There wasn't excitement enough about
it, though. Now I'm working for a
syndicate—a very different matter. You
have been away some days, have you
not. Sir Humphrey?"
"I have," the latter admitted. "Came
back yesterday."
"Noticed anything about your belongings?"
"My belongings? No. What should
I notice?"
"Haven't looked in your safe, I suppose?"
"Good Lord, no! I don't open that
once a month."
"Open it and have a look," Van
Pleyden suggested.
Sir Humphrey rose to his feet, and
every instinct he possessed warned him
to ring the bell and summon Carthew.
He resisted, however, out of sheer obstinacy, crossed the floor of the room
and opened the safe.
"Everything as you left it?" the
young man inquired.
Sir Humphrey, who was genuinely
startled, made no reply for a moment.
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He stared in dismay at the disordered
chaos of papers.
"Rather an untidy mess, I'm afraid,"
Van Pleyden continued. "We left the
safe till the last and fancied we heard
someone coming. Try your desk."
Sir Humphrey unlocked his desk and
looked through its contents, usually a
miracle of neatness, now in obvious disorder. In a very few minutes he returned to his place.
"My papers, both in the safe and the
desk, appear to have been disturbed
and the contents of both thoroughly
ransacked. Have you had anything to
do with this?" he asked sternly.
"Certainly I have," the young man
assented. "You're up against a pretty
difficult proposition, you know, Sir
Humphrey. While you've been away
there is scarcely an inch of this house
that has not been searched, and yet I'll
bet your servants are as honest as the
day. Well, I'll own up, sir. You've put
one over on all of us. You've been too
clever for us."
"T'M GLAD of that," Sir Humphrey
-*- remarked. "Quite reassuring."
"So was the lady. There isn't one of
her boxes that has not been gone
through, and the rooms she has been
occupying have been searched just as
thoroughly as yours. No luck. However, the situation at the present moment is slightly improved. We are here
alone together under favorable circumstances, and you have to sit there and
face the question which I am going to
ask you. Where is it. Sir Humphrey?"
"So you're a secret service agent," Sir
Humphrey meditated, leaning back in
his chair. "Forgive me for taking
rather a professional interest in this
matter."
"Not in these days," the young man
replied. "That was what we used to call
ourselves when we were in government
employ. I quit Washington some years
ago."
"For whom are you working now,
then?" Sir Humphrey inquired.
"Myself," was the cool reply. "I am
one of the syndicate."
"What syndicate?"
"It's just a little too early to ask that
question," Van Pleyden regretted. "We
want something that either you or Mrs.
Brandt must have. We have had a
pretty good search for it and failed.
During the last few hours we've had
absolutely definite information. We
know now that we need not bother the
lady. It is you, sir, who have what we
want. I am here to get it."
"Your manner is good," Sir Humphrey acknowledged, "original, too. You
might make yourself more comprehensible, though. For instance—what is it
that you want?"
"You know that perfectly well, sir."
"I can assure you that I do not."
Van Pleyden smiled incredulously.
"We want the key," he confided.
Sir Humphrey drew his bunch of keys
from his pocket.
"Any particular one?" he asked.
"Cheap bluff," the young man scoffed,
shaking his head. "Cut that out. We
want the key. We were inclined to
think that Madam had it. We know
now that you have. You've got us
beaten as to where your hiding place
may be, but it doesn't matter. We want
the key, and you'll have to produce it."
The Home Secretary was beginning to
feel that he liked this young man less
and less. The gayety and bonhomie of
youth had left his face. Something
more menacing and formidable had
taken its place. After all, it would have
been much wiser to have rung for
Carthew when he was on his feet.
"I don't know what you're talking
about," he said. "I have no key that belongs to anybody except myself."
"Sir Humphrey," his visitor said, "I

came here hoping for a peaceful interview, and that you would have sense
enough not to make trouble. You see,
the key is not yours. It did not belong
personally even to the man who sent it
to you. It belongs to us all, and we are
going to have it."
"You could not tell me what it is the
key of, I suppose?" Sir Humphrey inquired. "I am beginning to believe that
if you would only be a little more confidential with me—"
"You lawyers are great wordmakers," the young man interrupted
ruthlessly. "I am a doer, and that is
why I was chosen to come and see you
tonight. I have no more time to waste.
You are supposed to be an honest man,
English Cabinet Minister and all that
sort of thing. Give me that key and I'll
guarantee that the whole matter shall
be dealt with fairly."
Sir Humphrey leaned towards the
bell. Instantly he was flung back in his
chair, his wrists held in a grip such as
he had never before experienced. He
would have shouted for help but he was
too late. His assailant had his fingers
upon his throat. He was no longer such
a nice-looking young man. He looked
more like a murderer.
"Sir Humphrey, I'm going to choke
you if you don't give me that key. I
mean it!"
The grip upon his throat was becoming a torture. Once more it seemed to
Rossiter that he was looking death in
the face. He could neither speak nor
hear distinctly. The rumble of traffic
seemed farther and farther away, the
honk of a passing taxicab a faint muffled
sound. He made a desperate effort at
speech. The young man slackened his
grip.
"Are you going to give it to me?" he
demanded.
"All that I want to know is—what
key are you talking about?" Rossiter
gasped.
"You'll be able to guess in a minute,"
was the brutal reply. "You're in the
way anyhow. We might square things
with the key—without it you are going."
r P H E brief respite was over. The fin-*• gers were back upon his throat and
waves were beginning to flow before
his eyes. Then, as once before the telephone had saved him, came another even
more dramatic interruption. A brief
command was snapped out from only a
few feet away.
"Put your hands up. Quick!"
The young man stepped back. He
was taken wholly by surprise. From between the curtains opposite Sir Humphrey's chair a man in dark clothes and
a peaked cap had stepped out and, although he was considered a gunman
himself, Mr. Van Pleyden realized that
he had never seen a revolver held by
steadier fingers. His hands went up to
the limit.
"Keep them there," was the brisk
command. "Don't move an inch forward. Now take a pace backwards—
one pace. Don't let your hands even
twitch."
Van Pleyden obeyed. He recognized
the voice of authority, and this was no
fool who had seen the bending and
twitching of his knees, who had seen him
getting on the balls of his feet for a
spring. Detective Pank thrust his left
hand into his pocket and drew out a
whistle. He blew it loudly and insistently. In less than ten seconds there
was a thunderous knocking at the outside door and the sound of the bell.
The Home Secretary sat up in his chair.
"Who are you?" he asked. "I'm so
dizzy I can scarcely see."
"Inspector Pank, in charge of your
night shift. Sir Humphrey. Just come
on duty. The commissioner's strict
orders were that we were to keep out of
(Continued on page 40^
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Morning rainbows do mean East Wind
BUT your Stormoguide may be rising
and that means Good Weather

T

HIS venerable old saying goes back
to the days when a squint at the sky
and a "feel" of the wind was the only way
to guess the day. But now, if you plan to
take your flock skating, skiing, or hiking,
you need only look at the trim Taylor
Stormoguide.
This fascinating little instrument tells
you just what to expect from the weather.
Its reading is taken at the moment you
need it—and not from a weather report
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Notice that the Stormoguide has the
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found on temperature and humidity
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(Continued from page 39)
sight unless we were wanted. Seems
to me we're needed pretty badly just
now."
There was the sound of the front door
being opened, of heavy footsteps in the
hall. An eager light shone in Rossiter's
eyes. He felt his heart beating quickly.
With the arrest of this young man must
come the answer to that terrible query
which had been making havoc of his life
for the last two months. But the young
man had not the slightest idea of being
arrested. His backward step, taken at
Pank's command, had brought him almost into line with Rossiter. He suddenly ducked. In less than a second
Sir Humphrey was exactly between his
rescuer and his assailant. The latter,
stooping low, pushed the easy-chair before him, and Pank, leaning forward,
met the chair full in his stomach. He
gasped for a moment. Still he dared
not shoot.
"Crouch down, sir," he shouted to Sir
Humphrey. "Crouch down in the chair!"
It was too late. With one spring Van
Pleyden, shielding himself to the last
moment with the easy-ehair, was
through the window with a crashing and
splintering of glass into the street.
Crouching on his knee, Pank fired two
low shots at the figure crossing the
square, and watched him stumble. The
door of the room had been thrown open.
Two plain-clothes men were by Pank's
side. He waved them on through the
debris of the window.
"He'll take the south side of the
square for certain," Pank shouted. "He
cut his face and hands going through,
and I got him in the calf of the leg. If
he turns to the left, one of you follow
him directly and the other take the next
turn and double back. You'll get him
between you then."
The men were already out of hearing.
Sir Humphrey staggered to his feet.
"Where on earth did you come from,
Officer?" he gasped.
"I was on duty, watching the house,
sir," Pank replied. "As soon as the
young gentleman called I opened this
window softly from the outside, and I
clambered through when I thought I
was wanted. I should have been on
hand before, but the orders at the Yard
were very strict about keeping out of
sight."
"God bless my soul!" Rossiter
muttered thickly, his fingers still lingering about his throat. "Parkins," he
added to the butler, who had hurried in,
"whisky and soda for the inspector and
for me. . . . And I thought that young
man was one of the nicest young fellows
I had ever spoken to!"
T)ANK was busy tying up his finger,
-*- which had been cut by a piece of the
flying glass.
"If he was one of the gang we have
news of, sir, you've been lucky," he remarked dryly. "They're killers, every
one of them. What was he after?"
"A key," Sir Humphrey replied. "The
whole wretched business seems to center
now around a key. He would not believe that I didn't know anything about
it. My safe and my desk have apparently both been gone through while
I was away."
There was a startled exclamation
from the background. Parkins had disappeared. Presently he came in again.
He was carrying a silver salver and
upon it, side by side with the whisky
and siphon, was a soiled square envelope of cheap quality. It obviously contained something heavy.
"Sir Humphrey," he said in great
agitation, "I'm truly and deeply sorry.
What with the excitement of the last
few days and your coming back and
everything being so upset, things seem
to slip out of one's mind. It was early
one afternoon some two months ago—

it was the day Mr. Brandt was hanged
down at Wandsworth—a warder from
Wandsworth Prison brought over this
envelope and left it for you. I put it on
the kitchen dresser and there it has been
ever since."
Sir Humphrey opened the envelope.
It contained no word or message of any
sort, only a medium-sized key, fashioned
out of what seemed to be oxidized silver,
of strange shape and with an inscription
down the shaft. Sir Humphrey and
Pank both bent over it.
"Grimmett 1431," Pank spelled out.
Parkins was pouring out the whisky.
His hand trembled with agitation. Sir
Humphrey patted him on the shoulder.
"Thank God, Parkins, you didn't give
me the key before," he said fervently.
"I don't know whose it is or to what it
belongs, but that young fellow's fingers
were so infernally strong I really
believe that I would have parted with
it."
T ORD EDWARD KEYNSHAM de-*-* tached himself from the little group
of friends with whom he had entered
the dining-room of the Carlton Club on
the following day and, with a brief word
or two of excuse, crossed the room to the
solitary table where Rossiter was lunching. The latter laid down his newspaper
and greeted him with an imperturbable
expression.
"I thought you were abroad, Keynsham," he remarked.
"I returned this morning," was the
somewhat weary reply. "I rather
wanted to see you. In fact, I wanted to
see you very particularly, so I rang up
Whitehall. They told me that you might
be lunching here. May I sit down?"
"By all means," Rossiter acquiesced.
"As a matter of fact, I should be rather
glad to have a few words with you myself."
Keynsham drew out the opposite
chair, gave an order to the waiter and
leaned across the table. He had evidently not recovered from the fatigue
of his journey, for there were lines under his eyes and there was a general
air of strain about his appearance and
manner.
"Humphrey," he confided, "I am going
to make an appeal to you."
"An appeal?" Rossiter repeated gravely. "That sounds quaint."
"You will think so before I have
finished," Keynsham went on. "I will
start by making a confession. That fellow Brandt who was hanged—I knew a
great deal more of him than people ever
imagined. He was one of my partners
in the great enterprise of my life."
"Was that the reason," Sir Humphrey
asked severely, "that you became involved in that disgraceful outrage at
Norwich—an outrage which might have
cost me my reason?"
Keynsham winced.
"That had something to do with it,
of course," he admitted. "I was only
one of half a dozen. We were all in the
same boat. We didn't want Brandt
hanged until one of us had seen him."
"And therefore you put me to the
torture—"
"It couldn't be helped," Keynsham interrupted doggedly. "Brandt had done
a hellish thing. No ordinary brain could
have conceived anything so utterly malicious. You only half believed us,
Humphrey—Louise and me—when we
carried you and Katherine Brandt out
of the picture for a time, but when you
got back you must have understood
better. You can guess what would have
happened to you if you had been around
when they searched your house. Van
Pleyden probably gave you an idea."
"So he is one of your gang, is he?"
"He is one," Keynsham confessed.
"He's not the worst, though, as I'm
afraid you will find out unless you will
listen to me. Humphrey, you have got
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to listen to me. I want to save your life
and there is only one way." *
A waiter bustled up with some dishes,
and Keynsham leaned back in his chair
to allow himself to be served. He sipped
a glass of sherry which had been placed
by his side.
"Is this ours?" he asked the wine
waiter confidentially.
"I am afraid not, Your Lordship," the
man acknowledged. "To my mind it
is not nearly as good as your Amontillado. This is a sample bin we had
in from another source."
"I must remember to speak to someone on the wine committee," Keynsham
reflected. "I agree With you, Henry, it
is not so good as ours. . . . Forgive my
talking shop," he apologized to his companion.
Sir Humphrey smiled.
"You need not apologize," he said. "I
would sooner talk about wine than murder—at luncheon time, at any rate. This
port, for instance." He sipped the wine
with which he had just been served, held
the glass up to the light and sipped
again. "Now, I wonder," he went on,
"do you supply the club with this wood
port?"
"The club has four different brands
of tawny port," Keynsham confided,
after a moment's pause. "Two of them
are ours. I couldn't tell you about the
wine you are drinking because I don't
know which it is. I am not much of a
judge of anything except vintage
wines."
"It's very good, anyway," Rossiter
murmured. "Now, Edward, if you have
anything to say to me—anything that
spells sense I mean—out with it, because
I must be ofl' in a few minutes."
"What I want," Lord Edward said
firmly, "is for you to refuse the executorship."
"Why should I ? " Sir Humphrey
asked. "Katherine Brandt is an old
friend. I feel that I ought to help her
in any way I can. If being Brandt's executor means that I'm going to stumble
against some things about you and your
friends which you don't want known,
well, any other man who was put in my
place would probably be equally objectionable to you."
"Yes. But the trouble is," Keynsham
explained, "that you are Home Secretary and quixotically conscientious."
"You flatter me," Sir Humphrey observed dryly.
"'\17'ILL you give up the executorship?"
' ' Keynsham persisted.
"Certainly not," Sir Humphrey replied. "Someone has to be the man's
executor, and that someone should be a
friend of Katherine Brandt's. If she
would rather I retired I will, but not if
she's frightened into persuading me to
give it up. As to you, Edward, I don't
know who your friends are or what in
God's name you have been up to, but
I am going to warn you—I'm not taking all this business lying down, you
know.
"Scotland Yard know everything that
I know, and have been waiting pretty
anxiously for you to come back from
abroad. All your friends have been
proud of you and your success, and it
would break Louise's heart if anything
ugly were to turn up. I put the Norwich affair into their hands naturally,
but I am not vindictive, and I shan't
go any further with it than I am compelled to. But—you leave me alone,
Edward, and see that your friends do.
Unless Katherine objects, I shall be
proving Brandt's will and going into the
matter of his estate within a week."
Keynsham shrugged his shoulders
and turned back to his lunch. More than
once in his life he had faced a mortal
crisis with apparent indifference.
"Then God help us all!" he said.
(To be continued next week)
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make your car
last longer?

YOU SAVE MONEY
SWAYS
WITH QUAKER STATE

"66,875 m i l e s . . .
and sti//going strong/''

.1.
2 5 % More

Lubricant

Ordinary motor oil averages one
quart of "light-end" oil per gallon. This vaporizes inhigh-.<ipeed,
hi|ih-compres>iion cylinders . . .
blows out of the exhaust.
Quaker State removes this
"light-end" mitcriul . . . at the
refinery...before it reaches your
motor. Every gallon is -l quarts
of motor lubricant, net. You pay
for nothing that blows away.

.2.
t e s s Costly Repairs
Hot engine, or cold engine . . .
Quaker Slate stays in your motor, protects every moving part.
Cheap oils cannot be trusted to
lubricate fast-llying motor parts.
Valves carbonize. Piston-rings
Ic.ik. Cylinder walls score. Bearings burn out. Asidefrom smashups, the costliest repairs result
from poor lubrication. Quaker
Slate .saves you repair costs.

.3.
IVIore Car Mileage

"Good old Quaker State!" writes a famous journalist.
"Our four-year-old demi-sedan is still going strong.,.
speedometer registering 66,875 miles . . . and it has had
nothing but Quaker State in its crankcase.
"At 33,000 miles, carbon was removed, and spark-plugs
changed, for the first time.
"At 42,000 miles, the car was overhauled, a miaometer officially put on the crankshaft. There had been
no measurable wear. At 66,000 miles, carbon was re-

moved again, and a third set of spark-plugs installed.
"Every time the gas-man asks: 'How's the oil.?', I look
at the speedometer, and tell him exactly how many
more miles I have to |go, without adding or re-filling.
'How's that.'' the gas-man asks. 'I use nothing but
Quaker State,' my answer is."
Learn how to lengthen car-life. Use Quaker State.
What counts is:

that extra quart of lubrication in every gallon.
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Motor life depends on correct
lubrication. Why be satisfied
with ordinary results when incrciised mi leage and longer motor
life can so surely be obtained
through consistent Quaker State
lubrication.'

•
Insured Guarantee
So sure are we of Quaker State's
efficiency, in actual use, that we
offer Quaker State users our Insured Guarantee, insured in The
Travelers Indemnity Co., of
Hartford, Conn., against bearings
burned out through faulty or
insufficient lubrication. Ask the
Quaker State Oil Refining Co.,
Oil City, Pennsylvania, how yt-a
get the Insured Guarantee.
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MOTOR OIL
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What this
country needs
is a different
hot cereal!
Here it is. Crisp. Crunchy.
Flavoryflakesof real whole
wheat. Cooks done in 3
to 5 minutes. Tastes like a
million dollars.

Y

ES SIR. T h a t ' s t h e o n l y t h i n g
that'll save this c o u n t r y ! A differenthoX. cereal, b y g u m ! One that'll
m a k e you feel like there's somepin'
to get u p for.
Mebbe you r e m e m b e r h o w grandm o t h e r u s e d to take good old crackedwheat, cook it all night long . . . and
in t h e morning, w h e n you set y o u r
teeth into those m e a t y , golden grains
— M m m b o y ! Y o u felt like a million!
W e l l , h e r e ' s t h e s a m e golden,
m e a t y texture. T h e s a m e r a c y genuine w h o l e w h e a t flavor. Only this is
rolled whole w h e a t and cooks done
in 3 to 5 m i n u t e s !
Pettijohn's gives you pep, vigor,
optimism.
I t g i v e s y o u t h e rich,
h e a l t h - b u i l d i n g ele
m e n t s of
natural
whole wheat. Tones
y o u r s y s t e m . Braces
y o u u p . Yes, a different hot cereal
will keep this
country from
going to the
dogs.

Pettijohn's
Rolled W h e a t with
All the Bran

held her mouth tight against his own
so he could not think at all.
"Then you really love me?" he said
at last. "You'll really marry me? I
honestly didn't know your uncle was
General Barlow and I haven't a
cent. . . ."
"Darling! As if that mattered!"
And she kissed him again—as Captain
Marmon appeared in the doorway!
"So this is the way you keep your
watch, sir! The ship six points off her
course! A lady here!" Captain Marmon shuddered. "The last straw, sir.
We'll attend to you later. . . . Miss
Maine, I'll speak to His Excellency tomorrow."
Helen Maine gasped and fled. Mr.
Owen opened his mouth and shut it.
There was nothing to say. He was
through now. He shuddered to think of
His Excellency's remarks and he was
still shuddering when eight bells struck.
He groped below somehow, and there
luck and a copper moon showed him
Mrs. Le Sarre leaning on the rail and
smoking a cigarette. Mr. Owen had a
faint revival of hope then. He had a
lot of faith in Mrs. Le Sarre.
" T T E L L O , Buttercup," she said when
-*•-'• he joined her at the rail. She was
in her pajamas and a silk wrap, beautiful, blond, statuesque, and thirty-five.
She was a widow and she owned half a
county of orange orchards and part of
a diamond mine. Mr. Owen had done
her a very discreet favor once and she
had never forgotten it. But apart from
that he amused her and she really liked
him.
"We played bridge until nearly four,"
she volunteered absently. "And it's too
hot to sleep." His silence caused her to
look at him covertly. "Well, what's the
matter with you?"
"I'm in a jam," said Mr. Owen gloomily. "You see, it's like this . . ." And he
talked for a full half hour. Mrs. Le
Sarre laughed to herself.
"You certainly are in bad," she
agreed. "But I suppose I'll have to help
you." And she spoke at some length
while Mr. Owen's eyes grew rounder.
"You'd really do that?" he demanded,
awed. "You're a sport!"
"I'm probably being a fool," she said
flatly, "but give me a couple of days
and we'll see."
And it was as a result of this conversation that the next morning His
Excellency discovered a strange deck
chair had been moved close to his own.
His Excellency had been somewhat of a
gay dog in his time but he had now
reached that age and dignity where he
preferred to allude mysteriously to his
past rather than add to it. Still, he was
only human and Mrs. Le Sarre was a
vision that made his eyes pop. She had
been reading Who's Who and she was
well prepared.
"I've read your book on big game
hunting, General," she said without preliminaries. "And I enjoyed it so much.
It's a remarkable piece of work."
"Eh?" said His Excellency, sitting
upright with a jerk. "My book?" That
was his pet and he felt himself thawing. "Enjoyed it? Did you really?"
He adjusted his mustache and hitched
closer his chair. By noon he felt twenty
years younger. By teatime he had
accepted an invitation to Mrs. Le
Sarre's hunting lodge and was making
inquiries as to her first name. He had
forgotten all about his niece and her
affliction and had paid very little attention to some story Captain Marmon
seemed to insist on telling him about
her. So matters went.

It was just eleven-thirty two nights
later when a steward brought a little
scented note to Mr. Owen.
"It's about time," he said to himself,
feeling nervous. "And if matters flop
I'm as dead as a herring."
Thereafter he went along the all but
deserted decks of the Broadmoor Abbey and tapped on the door of a cabin
from behind the curtained ports of
which were coming the loud noise of a
phonograph and much laughter. Mrs.
Le Sarre opened the door, a great deal
wider than was absolutely necessary,
and the phonograph descended into abrupt silence.
Mrs. Le Sarre held a champagne
glass in one hand and a cigarette in the
other, while behind her could be seen
His Excellency with another glass and
a cigar. There was a silence for a moment and Mr. Owen took off his cap.
"The line's rules are very strict," he
said severely. "Someone's reported you
are making a good deal of noise, and it's
late. I'm afraid I'll also have to report
you for entertaining a gentleman after
nine o'clock. The rules . . ."
Mrs. Le Sarre was indignant.
"What d.0 you mean to imply?"
"Oh, it's nothing to do with me, madam," Mr. Owen assured her. "But the
rules, you know. Captain Marmon will
have to be informed."
"Eh?" said His Excellency suddenly.
"Captain Marmon informed?
What
the devil! We're just having a little
drink and a chat. Nothing wrong, eh?
Mrs. Le Sarre invited me in."
Mr. Owen's blue eyes grew pained.
"I'm awfully sorry, sir, but Captain
Marmon's very strict. The line doesn't
care to have any scandals."
"Scandals?" His Excellency choked.
Mrs. Le Sarre drew herself up.
"His Excellency will be leaving immediately," she said. Mr. Owen pursed
his lips.
"I'm afraid then I'll have to wait until he does, madam."
"Very well!" She closed the door
abruptly and turned to discover His
Excellency mopping a suddenly wet
forehead. "I'm afraid you'd better go,"
she said nervously. "I'd forgotten all
about the rules. They make a frightful
fuss about a gentleman in a lady's room
after nine. Can't you talk to the officer, my dear General? Gossip, you
know. My reputation."
"Good heavens!" declared His Excellency. "What an infernal presumption! But I'll speak to the young man,"
T T E L E F T the cabin quite hurriedly
-'-•^ and very perturbed. It would never
do for such a story to be circulated in
his colony, or to go back home. Entertained in a lady's cabin alone, nearly
midnight at that. He took Mr. Owen's
arm and led him to the ship's side.
"Now look here, young man," he said
firmly. "This mustn't go any farther.
It's all a mistake, of course, but people
will talk. You know!"
"Certainly I know it's quite all
right," murmured Mr. Owen. "But the
rules, you see . . ."
"Forget the rules! Come to my room
in the morning and we'll talk it over.
I'll see Captain Marmon myself and explain if necessary. . . . What is your
name?"
"I'm Mr. Owen, sir. Second officer."
"Owen?" Something dawned in His
Excellency's confused brain. "Owen?
Are you the young devil . . . er . . . that
is, I've heard of you. For my niece's
sake . . ." He broke off and coughed.
"Look here, Owen, be a good fellow.
You don't need to report a thing." He
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coughed again as something struck him.
"Wasn't Captain Marmon trying to tell
me something about you? Confound it,
I can't remember. Let it go. Come and
see me in the morning and we'll get the
whole business threshed out. Ahem!
And of course as far as Mrs. Le Sarre's
concerned . . ."
XTO ONE was more upset than Mr.
-'•^ Owen when he found that Captain
Marmon was already closeted with His
Excellency when he arrived the next
morning. Helen Maine was in the cabin
also.
"Ah, yes, Owen," said His Excellency.
"Come in! . . . Now . . . er . . . you
were saying. Captain?"
"I was trying to inform you of this
young man's indiscretion of the other
night in entertaining Miss Helen on the
bridge at two o'clock, sir. I commenced
to tell you at dinner last night but you
were . . . er . . . occupied."
"I believe I remember," agreed His
Excellency, lighting a cigar. "Very indiscreet of my niece. Very! I'll speak
to her about it."
"I assure you Mr. Owen will be punished," Captain Marmon went on. "He
has consistently broken the rules ever
since he has been with us. I trust that
my dismissing him will be satisfactory
to you, sir."
"Satisfactory?" echoed His Excellency. "Why . . . er . . ."
"It doesn't really matter, sir," put in
Mr. Owen pleasantly. "You see, I intended to resign in Cape Town, anyway.
I expect to be married."
Helen Maine saw her chance.
"That's right. Captain. And he's going to be general supervisor of river vessels and government boats or something.
Uncle's appointing him. Aren't you,
darling? It's only a thousand a year
but we can get along all right."
His Excellency was cornered. The
devil, he thought. If I make a scene the
young devil will bring up last night
and this Captain Marmon seems a
stuffy old bird. May make a fuss with
his beastly rules! On the other hand, I
shouldn't appoint such a young man
. . . even if Helen does love him. His
eyes met Mr. Owen's wide blue ones
and he was struck by a wave of compassion. Mr. Owen was so very young
and innocent. Probably knew his work,
though. And then too, Mrs. Le Sarre
had spoken at breakfast. She was very
perturbed about her reputation. She
relied on him to protect her. At all
costs. Charming lady; beautiful; and
she appreciated him. He'd have to continue their acquaintance.
His Excellency drew himself up and
glared at Captain Marmon.
"What?" choked the captain. "Give
that . . ."
"Sir," observed His Excellency, "you
are speaking of a future relation of
mine whom I have just appointed to my
staff.
May I consider the matter
closed?"
"Tom!" said Helen Maine, and almost
knocked His Excellency over in her
hurry. Mr. Owen put his arms about
her and made a mental note to buy
something expensive for Mrs. Le Sarre.
Captain Marmon groped his way out
on deck, still somewhat dazed.
"General supervisor . . . soft shore
job . . . thousand a year!" he croaked.
That was more money than he'd ever
make. And what was to become of discipline and important rules if such
things happened? He asked himself
and found no answer. "Bah!" he said
at last, and stamped up on the bridge
to find fault with the third mate.
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WHEIM YOU BUY YOUR NEW CAR , MAKE SURE
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Wliere you get it free
of charge in some cars and
can have it in all others for
as little as 9I.50 more on
your monthly p a y m e n t s .
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IIM THE
IIMDSHIELD
W h e r e it is provided as standard
equipment In every
new car sold today.

I n Packard, Studebaker, Franklin, Reo Royale, Ford DeLuxe Models, Cadillac,
La Salle, Lincoln and Buick 80 and 90, Libbey Owens-Ford super Safety Glass is
supplied in both windshields and windows at no extra charge.

•

•

In Graham, Reo Flying Cloud, Willys, Ford Standard Models, Buick 50 and 60, Chevrolet, Oldsmobile, Pontiac, Rockne, Auburn, Cord and Continental, super Safety
Glass is supplied in windshields at no extra charge; you can have
it in the windows at a new low price, without delaying delivery.

ASK THE SALESMAN WHERE THE SAFETY
GLASS IS AND HOW MUCH THERE IS OF IT

In low priced sedans having
S a f e t y Glass a s s t a n d a r d
equipment i n the windshield
only yon can have L O - F
super Safety Class i n all
windows for less than

Safety Glass is, and just how much there is of
«1.50
it, in the car you plan to purchase. Make sure
m o r e o n e a c h of t w e l v e
monthly
payments.
Safety Glass is the greatest available protection
that you get it in all windows. If there is a
against broken, flying glass. That is why it is
diflFerence in cost, it is so slight that it is
now provided free of charge in the windshields of all new cars. negligible compared to the far greater sense of security
Its protective value is further recognized by the automotive you and all of your family will enjoy,
industry in that (a) some manufacturers provide Safety LIBBEY-OWENS FORD GLASS COMPANY
Toledo, Ohio
Glass as standard equipment in all windows, as well, and (b)
others make it available t h e r e at a new price, so low
Our authorized replacenient dealers will quote you
prices o u super Safety Class specially fitted t o the
that you can no longer afford to drive a car without it. It's
windshield or windows of your present car. Ask the L'O-F distributor, who is listed in the "Where To Buy I t " section
up to you. Ask the salesman to show you just where the
of your local telephone directory, for name of nearest dealer.

LIBBEY- O W E N S FORD
SAFETY G L A S S
FOR

LASTING

CLEARNESS

AND

GREATER

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

SAFETY

C o l l i e r s for March

44

IS, 1933

No Fingerprints
Continued from page 24
"That's right. How do you figure it?"
"He may be a married man," I said
importantly.
"You're pretty smart. Well, we done
a lot of work and got nothing by it, and
I'm ready to call it a day and start
again tomorrow morning—and I guess
we won't get nothing then, either."
I met him the next morning.
"Elwood's taking them letters to the
precinct station-house," he stated. "I
said we'd meet him there."
We went to the station-house and
found Elwood there. He had a halfdozen letters and O'Malley looked them
over carefully, but there was nothing
in them of importance.
"Nothing in these," O'Malley said.
"This is one case where we ain't got a
single lead, unless it might be we missed
something at that apartment. I'm going there again. Will you come with
us?" he invited Elwood.
"If I can be of help. You don't seem
to be getting anywhere. Why don't you
get that man?"
We went to the apartment.
"This place been fingerprinted yet?"
O'Malley asked the cop on duty there.
"Not yet,"
"What's the matter with them guys?
You two got gloves. Better put 'em on."
Elwood and I put on our gloves.
"I been tryin' to think out how this
job was done," O'Malley said gloomily.
"I figure the guy come here the same
night the girl moved in. She hadn't
got unpacked yet. He took care no one
seen him come in. Then what? When
her back was turned he hit her with the
poker. Well, where was he before that?
I figure while he was planning how he'd
do it, he stepped in the kitchen. When
she was busy and her back was turned,
he stepped out again. That brought him
to the poker. He picked that up and
had to make one more step."
He put out his hand to take hold of
the edge of the kitchen door and show
us what he meant; then he remembered
about fingerprints and didn't touch it.

A?^0? for your
purchases
iPtPPtHtLU
PABHICS
O N the search for buying guides ? Follow
this sound one to Pepperell extra-value
fabric. On 42 things you wear or use, this
is the label that says, "Fabric by the
makers of famous Lady Pepperell sheets."
Nothing better can be said of wash fabrics!
PEPPERELL MANUFACTURING COMPANY
1 6 0 STATE STREET, B O S T O N , M A S S .

" T WANT this place printed," he de-*- clared.
He said something to the cop and then
he and I went downstairs and telephoned the identification bureau. They
said they'd send a fingerprint man immediately. When we got back upstairs
the cop was standing in the fifth-floor
hall and Elwood was looking out the
window of the apartment. The fingerprint man got there in about twenty
minutes and blew his powders on all the
smooth surfaces in the place.
"No prints except the girl's," he said.
"You try that kitchen door."
He tried it. "No prints at all here."
"The guy was too smart for us,"
O'Malley said in discouragement.
We went back to tine street and parted
with Elwood. When we got around the
corner O'Malley started to run, until we
found a cab.
"We got to move quick!"
He gave the cabman an address but
I didn't know where we were going until we got to the East Side place where
Elwood lived.
"Mr. Elwood said he'd meet us here,"
O'Malley told the landlady.
"His door must be unlocked, then.
Third floor, the room in front."
We went up. The door was locked
but O'Malley found a way to open it.
He searched the place as fast as he
could. In the space under a dresser
drawer he found a dozen letters and six
of them were the same as the ones that
Elwood had given us, but they were
written with a difl'erent typewriter.

"What's the meaning of this?" I demanded in bewilderment.
O'Malley didn't answer me because
there was an interruption. Elwood had
come in the door.
"What's the idea?" he shouted.
O'Malley got between him and the
door. "No idea at all, except I'm going
to put the cuff's on you for murder,
Robert."
Elwood was quick. He was halfway
out the window when we caught him by
the legs.
"What is all this, O'Malley?" I demanded, after we had taken Elwood to
the station-house.
"This Elwood's people live in Washington. We got a wire on him now at
headquarters from the Washington police. There's a girl there with plenty of
dough his folks want him to marry, but
he'd got mixed up with this Mary Neal
they didn't know about, and she wasn't
the kind he could break off with without her making trouble. So he schemed
to get rid of her. I figure he picked
that apartment without ever going in
it, because he could see it had a vacant
one underneath it, and he told her. to
take it so they could live in it when they
was married. Then he went there and
knocked her off. He knew he'd be the
first one questioned when they found
her, so he beat us to it by coming to
the station-house and saying she had
disappeared. There wasn't no guy with
a small mustache."
"Of course," I said, "he wrote that
farewell letter to himself."

"You're getting good. When I asked
him for her other letters he seen that
if they weren't on the same machine
he'd be suspected. So he had to copy
them. There ain't any typewriter in
his place, so I guess we'll find he used
one at the place he works. He's a smart
guy, but smart guys have dumb spots
in 'em. It was a dumb spot when he kept
the letters after copying 'em."
""DUT," I objected, "I'm sure when we
-*-* went to that apartment this morning, you only suspected him, and when
we came away you knew that he was
guilty. How was that?"
"You forget the kitchen door."
"There were no marks on the kitchen
door," I said indignantly.
"There'd ought to have been. I put
mine on when you two wasn't looking."
I didn't get it. Then suddenly I did.
"Good Lord!" I exclaimed. "You put
your fingerprints on the edge of the
door without his knowing it. Then you
and I went to telephone and you'd told
the cop to step out into the hall. Elwood
had been careful not to leave fingerprints when he did the murder, but he
couldn't remember whether he'd touched
the kitchen door or not, and he took the
chance to wipe it off. When the fingerprint expert found no prints there, you
knew Elwood was guilty. You're one
clever cop, O'Malley!"
"I wish you was police commissioner,
then I might get promoted. So far, the
only guy I can make think I'm smart
is you."
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"Who would think of looking for us here, Spike?"
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BUI Hoiman

C o l l i e r ' s , The National Weekly
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Five-Passenger Victoria {Series 32i) . . . $1060 {Standard Equipped) at Factory

STILL

THE

CAR

OF THE

CAREFUL

For 25 years Hupmobile has been "the car

Now . . . in the Silver Anniversary Series,

of the careful investor." The choice of the

Hupmobile has outdone itself Exceeded its

man who buys a car as he would a bond

own 25-year record. Added to Hupmobile's

— who wants just a bit more for his money.

recognized dependability, a new and lavish

Who recognizes that Hupmobile's keener

luxury—new refinements of finish and de-

engineering, finer workmanship, closer in-

sign, new brilliance in power, speed and per-

spection, better materials, mean extra divi-

formance. Celebrated its Silver Anniversary

dends of longer life, bigger trade-in value,

with a new car . . . and a new value! A

less money spent on operation and repairs.

better investment than ever.

Sedan /

prices $ 9 9 5 to $ 1 4 4 5 at factory

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

INVESTOR

T h e 1933 Series have these latest improvements:
Doors of unusual shape and width—for style, for convenience. Automatic thermostatic shock absorbers.
Rigid X-frame. Chassis torsional stabilizer. Tubular
front axle. Underslung springs. Synchro-silent freewheeling transmission. Hypoid rear axle. Extreme
lowness for safety and riding comfort. Form-fitting
fenders. New full-chromium radiator of aero-dynamic
design. Chromium plated dual horns. Longer hood
with narrow cowl and door type louvers. Increased
horse power and speed. Safety glass windshields.
Three chassis (Series 3 2 1 , 3 2 2 , 3 2 6 )
Four body styles o n each
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Keep Up with the World
By Freling Foster

" i p v o YOU m e a n to tell m e
I ^ this tobacco costs only
10^ a tin? Quit your joking!"
A pardonable error . . . made
even by the wisest pipe smokers!
For it's mighty hard to believe
t h a t the UNION LEADER people
can sell so much tobacco, such

good tobacco

for a dime.

But they do! For ten cents
UNION LEADER gives you a m a n ' s
size tin of rich, old Kentucky
Burley. Aged, cured and blended
to the peak of perfection . . . for
pipe or cigarette.

A report on harbor pollution by oil
from passing liners states that a film
extends out over the ocean for 500
miles from both New York and Cherbourg. In some areas the oil is so
thick and gummy that numerous
birds have been stuck in it—and
have starved to death.

For centuries up to 1833, compurgation was a common method of defense in the law courts of Europe.
Despite the evidence, an accused
person was freed from a charge if a
number of friends swore to his innocence.—By Elizabeth Cronin, Freeport, Long Island.

Ivar Kreuger was one of the greatest spenders in history. A recently
completed audit of his personal accounts revealed that his living expenses during the last 14 years of
his life averaged $160,000 a week.

In Russia a prison record is not an
indelible blot on a man's life. His
police and court papers are destroyed
five years after his release from jail,
and he then has the legal right to
disclaim his criminal past—even
under oath.

The cost of educating a child in the
public schools of the United States
International law demands that the
is 20 times greater today than it was ships of all countries but one carry
in 1880.
bells for time-keeping and fog-signaling. Turkish ships, for some unThe Hindu Laws of Manu, one of known reason, are permitted to use
the most influential moral codes of drums.
all time, condones lying in only two
instances—in saving one's life and
The most stupendous death warin paying compliments to a lady.— rant in all history was signed by
By M. V. Gelin, Bangor, Maine.
King Philip of Spain in February,
1568. It sentenced to death as herePeople in tropical countries fre- tics the entire population of the
quently suffer from the thread-like Netherlands, comprising three milguinea worm. It enters the body lion men, women and children.—By
in the larval stage and, when fully F. W. Moellering, Fort Wayne, Ingrown to several feet in length, ap- diana.
pears under the skin of the arm or
leg, from which it must be drawn out.
Less than 400 years ago Russian
wives were so accustomed to being
Both America's Fathometer and beaten regularly that the omission
Italy's Echometer, automatic marine of such treatment was believed by
sounding devices that register once a them to indicate a lack of affection.
second the depth of the water be- Books were even written on how to
neath a vessel, are used chiefly to beat one's wife with technique and
check a ship's position, the navigator thoroughness.
knowing from previous recordings
the depths that should be shown on
On the Samoan Islands in the
the dial at all times.
South Pacific the natives still hold
malangas, or glorified excursions.
The old problem "Is Life Worth Whole villages pack up and go to call
Living?" found an affirmative an- on a number of other villages, these
swer in a study made among a num- trips often lasting for several months
ber of average persons in various at a time and including visits to isoccupations. Their feelings, recorded lands sixty miles away.
throughout each day for a month,
The natives of New Guinea have
showed that 50 per cent of their time
was passed pleasantly, 28 per cent of discovered a way to enlarge hens'
it indifferently and only 22 per cent eggs. The chickens are fed a certain seed which makes the eggs grow
unpleasantly.
to several times their normal size
The Seris, an almost extinct Indian after they have been left in the
tribe living on Tiburon Island in the steamy atmosphere of a mangrove
Gulf of California, were studied in swamp for about ten days.
1894 and found to be the fleetest indollars will be paid for each interdividuals in the world. On foot, they Five
esting or unusual fact accepted for this
ran down horses, coyotes, deer and c o l u m n . Contributions must be accompanied
by satisfactory proof.
Address Keep Up
even jack rabbits.—By W. F. Stew- with
the World, Collier's, 2 5 0 Park Avenue,
art, Kansas City, Missouri.
New York City.
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