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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
“Oh, talk’s cheap,” said the girl " 

to Otto. “I wonder how many 

guys have told me what they le 

going to do TOMORROW?” She 

knew perfectly well that reference 
to past affairs with men always in- 

furiated him. "Now, let’s get this is 

straight, as I said before. I know ti 

something of what you’ve got on w 

your mind. You don’t tell me a a 

lot, but that don’t --atter. I don’t o 

want to know details—it’s results s. 

that appeal to me. You ve got y 

some sort of a stunt on, and you b 

reckon there’s big money at the n 

end of it. Maybe you’re right— y 

but I know, just naturally, that it fi 

isn’t on the level, and if the big 
money’s there, the big risk is there 

as well. You may flop down on it.” 

"I shall not do that. There is no a 

risk at all—or practically no risk. H 

It is safe.” ® 

“S0 you say!” she sneered. “And ° 

that’s another tale I’ve heard be- “ 

fore. However, that can go for the " 

moment. I like you, Otto; you’re 
a good guy and you’ve been de- 
cent with me. And I won’t mind J, 
marrying you—so long as you can 

cough up the goods. And maybe I 

wouldn’t mind waiting two or' 

three weeks to see :f your game, ^ 
whatever it is, comes off.*’ 

^ 
His eyes suddenly lighted up. 

“Ah! You will do that? You will p 
promise me.” 

She raised her hand to check y 
him. b 

“TNJrmr wp’rp pptliml tn it! I’ll T 

promise nothing, understand—just w 

NOTHING—except that I’ll wait y, 
Iwo or three weeks to see if you c; 

can deliver the goods—and if you a 

can, t’ll marry you. But I know 
what’s in the back of your mind— m 

you want me to promise I won’t gi 
look at another man until that 
three weeks is up! That I’ll just sit 
down with a pack of patience cards 01 

while you go off on this trip of d> 
yours to God knows where, and to th 
do God knows what. Well, there's ti 

nothing doing, that’s all. You may el 
be on the level; maybe you are! Ij 
This trip of yours may be just 
business, or there may be another ci 

woman at the end of it, how do T 
know? The answer is I don't know'.; 
and I don’t care—but I’m not play- 
ing at nunneries, and that’s flat!” 

She finished breathlessly—and 
the lack of breath was due to more 

than the length of the speech or 

the force with W'hich she had flung 
it at him. For now was the actual 
moment, she knew that. He would 
make his decision one way or the 
other—either to offer to take her 
with him, or to leave her behind. 

She played her last card with 
neat finesse. 

“That fellow I was talking to 
jasi mgm lsri so Dan, anyway. 
He's amusing, and he seems to 
have plenty of dough!” She turned 
to the mirror once more, but this 
time she smiled at her reflection 
self-complacently, and gently ca- 
ressed her flame-colored hair. 

"Ach!” The ejaculation burst 
from him like an explosion, as he 
turned on his heel and walked 
slowly toward the window once 
more, his hands thrust into his 
pockets, shoulders hunched, and 
headbent in thought. Suddenly he 
iu» — r. 

“Look you here! Sometimes you 
say to me that you would like a 
long trip in a plane. How would 
you like to come with me, eh? 
Then you will see that here is no 
woman at the other end, as you 
say.” 

She had to fight herd to keep 
any cign of triumph from her man- 
ner, and succeeded admirably. In- 
stead, she laughed, with a sort of 
hard carelessness. 

“Don’t get me wrong, sweet one. 
t don’t care tuppence if there IS 
another woman—or twenty women. 
1 don’t care if you go off and never 
come back again—you’re not the 
only man in the world, and I’ve 
never had to go short of one—or 
half a dozen, for that matter—yet. 
So don’t make any stupid mis- 
takes.” 

He sensed that he had struck 
the wrong note. j 
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"Ah, but you would like the trip, 
ould you not—with me?” 
"Oh, I dare say I’d like it, all 
ght. Where’s it to, anyway?” 
But he frowned and shook his 
sad. 
“That I cannot quite tell you. It 

a secret. You know that this 
ip is to d0 with the plans that 
ill make the big noney for me- 

ld for you. Really, perhaps I 

ight not to take you”—her heart 
ink suddenly "but I cannot leave 
du here—with that fellow. May- 
2 you will see things—but you 
iust keep your mouth shut. I think 
du will—because you want those 
irs and those motor cars, and 
[is is how you will get them, 

nyway, I think you will not talk.” 
“Don’t be a fool!” she snapped 

; him. "You know I don’t talk 
aven’t I seen enough to tell me 

Iready that you’re on the crook, 
it I haven’t talked, have I? What 
d I care, anyway? Money’s 
loney however it comes. That’s 

iy motto.” 
"No,” he said slowly. “I do not 

link you will talk. If you do, it 
iere are others in this besides 
le, and they kno whow to deal 
ith those who talk.” The move- 

:ent of his great hands was illiis- 
ative. "So you will come on this 

ip?” 
Her reply was a triumph of ap- 
jrent carelessness. 
"Good! We must start sobn. so 

)U had better get ready. You can 

•ing only one medium-sized bag. 
re place we go to is warm—you 
ill need light frocks—those that 
>u wash will be good. Also, be- 
tuse sometimes at night it is cold, 
warm coat and a jersey.” 
"Oh. all right! I'll see about it 

>w, I suppose. Guess I’ll have to 
> out and buy a few things, too.” 
"Give me first a ki s.” 
She kissed him, end then swung 
it of the room—jaunty, careless, 
ifiant—but eager to get away so 

at she might give way to her 
iumph and excitement. And as 

le went she thought, a little sad- 
: “The kiss of Caiaphas!” 
A little later in the day X re- 

lived an enigmatic telegram, ! 
■ 1 .. 

which, however, he could decipher 
quite easily. It read: 

“Cotton in some place where 
warm by day and cold by night 
leave today.—C.” 

By the time he received that 

Cpral Merridew, sitting beside 
Otto Britton in a powerful car, 

was well on her way to Chenham. 

But, actually, they did not leave 
until night. At Chenham there was 

much activity in the Nest that aft- 
ernoon and evening. There are a 

number of hard ground places in 
the marshes where an airplane can 

make a good landing, and it is not 
unusual at certain times of the 
year to see bonfires out on the 
flats. That night there were four, 
in a sort of square, and soon after 
midnight a slow-flying plane 
swooped down into the center of 
that square. It took a man and a 

woman aboard, and went off 

a£ain. 
* * * 

It was Gun’s alert mind and 

quick action that saved him. With- 
out hesitation he pushed the auto- 
matic into place in front of thl; 
keys and, in the same movement, 
shook Trent roughly, calling: 

‘Hey, Trent! Come on, wake up! 1 
There isn’t much time if we’ve got 
to talk, you know!” 

After a moment or two Trent 
roused and sat up, stretching and 
yawning. 

"Good Lord, is it time? I don't 
know what’s the matter with me! 
"I've been sleeping like a corpse— 
lever heard that damned alarm 
:lock go, either—and, by heck, I’ve 
?ot a mouth like one, too. Feel as 

Lough I’ve been on the booze, but 
t certainly haven’t!” 

Then he looked at Gun, who w.as 
molly completing his dressing. 

"You were up pretty sharp, for 
all your tiredness.” 
“Naturally,” said Gun, lacing his 
shoes. "If Hazeldeane has the 
slightest suspicion of hat I’ve 
been up to—well, the whole thing’s 
Einished, and he’ll probably stran- 
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SODA POP GAS 

(carbon dioxide) 
IS PART OF THE 

VET IT /cVZ.-A.-S' A7/?S 

COPR, 1*40 BY NtA oERVICE. INC. 

IN THE 

SHETLAND 
ISLANDS, 

SHETLAND PONIES 
ARE USED AS 

AV^I/W'VIA AS: 

'cA/'HAT is a 
) THUNDSFRBIIRD, _ 

l FRAIKJ CROW, 4-1 
/liohtnins calculator! T. M. REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. ^ 

AAb\v UjIi.: A legendary bird in Indian lore; a cuckoo- one who oer* rw orms mathematical problems with lightning-like rapidity. 1 
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Founded On Actual Court Record? And You Can Be The Judge 
^ |J 

The 
Strange 

Case 
of 

BLOOD 
AND 

FEATHERS 
♦ 

IN SIX 
EPISODES 

No. 3 
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AND NOw.. JOHN KACIVEJ? AND "BUCK'ARE 
ON HAND AT MIDNIGHT..WATCHING TO FIND 
OUT WHAT IS KILLING THEIR CHICKENS 
Al/VM CPA<T I 

i 

IT'S PROBABLY A ■ 
WEASEL! I CAN'T l 
IMAGINE A HUMAN 6 
BEING.. EVEN A 
wild man., killing 
chickens..TAKING 
"THEM AWAY AND 
LEAVING OUST.. 
Blood and 

GET DOWN ! BE CAREFUlT1* 
there5 SOMETHING COMING' 
^ » HEAR it I 

GOOO HEAVENS ! LOOK, 
BUCK! 

OUT OUR WAY Bv .1. R. Williams OUR BOARDING HOUSE with Major Hoon| 
' MOW STAMD STILL Y 
UMTIL I GET THIS ! 
SLEEVE PlMMEDOM-N 
THERES MOTHIMG AT 
ALL WROMG WITH 

I THIS DRESS AMD < 
l you CAM GET A LOT) \ OF WEAR OUT OF J 

FT YET' J--A 

AW,GEE--AL- 
WAVS HAVIW \ 
TO WEAR. MAKE'| 
OVERS/ I’M J 
gettihg so / 
I’M ASHAMED A 

TO GO OUT IM ]/ 
THESE HAMD- /l 

ME-DOWMS.' /\ 
^ _y m 

-thats right; ma~ 
7 HAT DRESS LOOKED 
NICE WHEN VOL) WORE 

IT, AND IT WASN'T SO 
BAP WHEN VOL) MADE 

IT TO FIT ME BUT NOW 
THAT IT'S BEING. CUT 

OVER. FDR. HER TO WEAR 
— WELL, I JUST DON'T 
W BLAME HER' ■ERTIPICATES, 

f\AAJOR~~ 
THE OTHER ONE POR 

^/THING'S IN GOOD 
D BONO Publico, and 
AS INVENTOR OP 
3RANDER" AND 
RPORATiON, you 
» PREE-~ 

w__Cq£*MMO BY NCA SERVICE, INC. BORKJ THIRTY YEARS TOO SOOM T. M. REG. U. %. PAT. OFF. //-/*? 
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crp 
UHERE GOES 

THE $25 HE GOT 
BV HOCKING 

^ HIS WATCH = 

I 

-ITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE 
_ 

DoubioTroubie 
OH. MOM? OF COURSE IT 

MOULD BE RIGHT. AS YOU 
PUT IT- BILLY IS OUST 
THE TYPE- I CAN GET 
HIM IN- HE'D BE THE 
CURRENT CHILD .STAR- 
MAKE MILLIONS? 

SO WHAT? A DOG CAN 1 
BE TRAINED-WELL, A KID 
HAS AS MUCH SENSE AS 
A DOG—ACT LEAST I 
HOPE MINE HAS- AND 
HES GOT HIS DADS LOOKS- 
HA! HA! WOMEN WILL RA\!E 

OVER HIM- 

^ANT MEAN I WANT p""" ■■Jj 
MY SON TO BE A GREAT 1—1 — 

STAR—A SUCCESS? WHY / DONT^ioW 
NOT? WANT HIM TO BE WHAT I 
A BUM. A FAILURE. A / MEAN—l— 
—A BOARDING-HOUSE f OH--OH. 
KEEPER WHEN Hi MY SON. 

GROWS UP? HOW COULD 

|?SF—r~ V 

HOW COULD 
I WHAT? THAT'S 
IT—NOW START ! 
TO SNIVEL— 

OH—ER— HELLO, 

. 
PEG“ y 

ft 
— 

| you! 
; VJHAT Do 
I YQowant! 
j HERE? 

Nr 

V ASH TUBBS__ Circumstantial Evidence By~Roy Crane 
BRIEFLY, THE FACTS ARE THESE: THIS ^ 

I PRINK WATER, PRESIDENT OF DEINKWATER 
4 AIRCRAFT, HAP A PRETTY SECRETARY, THE 

LAST TIME SHE WAS SEEN ALIVE WAS SIX 
NtSHTS ASO WHEW SHE CALLED AT HlS HOME 
WITH SOME DOCUMENTS. TWO DAYS LATER 

\ HER BULLET-RIDDLED BODY WAS FOUND 
I 

AWV PROOF 
THAT DRINK- 
WATER DID 

YES,INDEED, JUST BEFORE" 
(50IM6 TO BED, HIS BUTLER 
HEARD THEM 0UARRELIM5, 
PRINKWATER'S automatic is 
M'SS'NS, AND BLOODSTAINS 
WERE FOUND CM HIS SUIT 

I^^^IDlWHlS CAR. J 

GASOLINE ALLEY iFsTDaie 
m 1 ip 1 mm— -.. mam— ..aj 18_^ —1 
W HORACE f HE’S W CONFERENCE. ) 
V THIS ISN'T HIS SISTER BV ANV ^ I CHANCE? MAVBE VOU DON'T KWOtvJ= 
I BUT HE HAS PROMISED TO z7 
^INTRODUCE ME. ^r<=* 

M THIS ? OH, THIS IS THAT TALL 
■ HANDSOME BLONDE MAN- ASOOT- TOWN all 
■ SOU WALKED RIGHT ON PAST UP 

HERE THE OTHEI? DAV. 

pr WHY DON'T VOU DROP 
|H IN ON HORACE SO WE CAN 
1 BE INTRODUCED AND MAYBE 

STEP OUT SOMEWHERE = 

pN SATURDAY NIGHT? | 
P 

^ HE CAN INTRODUCE US 
SATURDAY NIGHT' THAT'S SYJSLL! 

BE SEEIN' YOG... HO RACE? 
I FORGOT ALL ABOUT HlM- 

^ IS‘ 

HU, 
_______■ Fit As A Busted Fiddle 

I!/ YOU'RE NOT \ 
\< SICK/ EH T \ 

Your heart 
SOUNDS U\*e AH 

\ AR1AY TANK feOlNO I 
\ THROUCaH A / 

111 ^yrONE QUARRY— / 

Irr\ "~\ / YOUR BLOOD \ 
PRESSURE WOULD \ 
BE ABOUT NORHAL IF \ 

; YOU WERE TWO 
HUNDRED AND NINETY 

|\ YEARS OLD-WITHthat; 
I \ PRESSURE YOU / 

I \ COULD RUM A X 
[|!|kSAWMU_L —• y~/ 

U &eekSthe Diamond Do11 By William Ritt and Clarence GraJ 
ELDERS OF THE KAWAK CLAN, IT IS I — R- 
ETERNAL MOUNTAIN, YOUR CHIEF- 

I WHO SPEAKS THESE WORDS TO YOU J 

THIS DAy WE HAVE DONE A SERVIf F Tn 1 .Wla:ipg] BUT THERE ARE OTHERS, NOW OUR 
FRIENDS, WHO SEEK THE ANCIENT JEWELsH 
IT IS FOR THIS THAT I HAVE CALLED THE J 

COUNCIL/ ■ 
m 

crmuvMi A 

PAPA SWELL STUFF TONlGi' 
UM FRIENDS-WHO-WOULJ 
^ PAPA TALK PUZZLES ! Jr~ .• 


