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THE STORY

CF1APTER 1—Brooke Reyburn visfts the
office of Jed Stewart. a lawyer, to discuss
the terms of an estate she has inherited
from Mrs. Mary Amanda Dane. Unwittingly
She overhears Jed talking to Mark Trent. a
nephew of Mrs. Dane who has been di,-

Ilerited. Mrs. Dane had lived at Lookout
se. • huge structure on the sea, built

y her father and divided into two, for her
and Mark's father. Brooke had been a
fashion expert. and Mrs. Dane. a "shut-in."
bearing her on the radio had invited her to
eall and developed a deep affection for her.
Mark discloses that Mrs. Dane had threat.
aned to disinherit him if he married Lola,
Prom whom he is now divorced. He says he
goes not trust Henri and Clotilde Jacques,
Mrs. Dane's servants. He says he ts not
Interested in an offer of Brooke's to share
the estate with him. Jed defends Brooke.
She angrily interrupts them when in die.
cussing matrimony, Mark says he would
not mem, "that schemer."
CHAPTER II—Leaving her departmeh,

store job. Brooke refuses an offer to "go
stepping" with Jerry Field. • carefree

Tr man who wants to marry her. At •
in conference she learns she must live

at Lookout House alone, since Lucette her
younger sister who is taking her job, her
brother. Sam, • young playwright, and her
mother plan to stay In the city.
CHAPTER III—Jed and Mark are

astounded when they hear from Mrs. Greg.
ory. family friend, that she had wit.
missed • hitherto unknown will with Henri
and Clot'Ide two weeks before Mrs. Dane
died. Brooke had arrived just as she was
leaving. Jed suggests that Mark open his
part of Lookout House. get friendly with
Brooke and try to find out about the will.
Jed agrees to stay with him. Mark accepts
Brooke's invitation for a family Thanks.
giving dinner at Lookout. Mrs. Reyburn
announces on Thanksgiving eve that she has
been.Invited to England.

"He tholight that because of the

epidemic of crime reported in the

newspapers, Mrs. Dane might have

become timid about keeping valu-

ables in the house and had it stored

in a bank. But he found no receipt

for it among her papers. Do you
think she sold it?"

"Said-it! No. I'll bet—" he broke

off abruptly. "See that great rock

sticking up off shore? I used to

imagine it the peak of a submerged

island rising from the sea."

"Perhaps it is. 'Islands arise,
grow old and diSappear.' That isn't
original. Sam has taken the title for
his comedy from it. The first night

I spent at Lookout House I was

kept awake by the wailing of that

distant sireu. Now I don't notice
it."
"You'll, notice it if you stay here

during Pie winter as Jed told44tne

you were planning to do. There
goes the sun behind the city!"
They walked in silence back to

Lookout House. On the threshold of

the living-room she stopped in star-

tled unbelief. Jerry Field stood by
the fire talking to her mother. Who
was the brown-haired girl in blue

beside Lucette?
"Couldn't wait for you to send out

At Home cards, Brooke," Jerry

Field greeted jauntily. "You re-
member that you said I could come

to Lookout House when you were
settled, don't you? I wanted to meet

your family, wanted them to know

that I'm in your stag line for sure."

His eyes flashed beyond her to

Mark Trent on the threshold. There

was laughter in his voice and a hint

of challenge. Before she could an-

swer, he commanded:
"Come hither, Daphne, and meet

our neighbor. This is my sister."

"Neighbor!" Brooke smiled at the

brown-haired girl as she welcomed

her with a cordial handshake. "I

would know that you were Jerry's

sister, you look so like him; but is

the neighbor stuff a joke?"
"No, Miss Reyburn, we really are

staying on the Point."
Daphne Field's smile disclosed

small teeth as perfect in color and

size as a row of matched pearls.

She turned to Sam.
"I've heard that you are the corn-

ing playwright, Mr. Reyburn, that

you have a touch of O'Neil's tragic

outlook, a seasoning of Kaufman's

"Neighbor!"

humor, and a hint of Coward's so-

phistication."

Sam grinned. "Is that original,

or did you get it from the Times?"

The girl pouted:
"Of course it's original. Why,

Mark!"
Daphne Field's breathless excla-

mation, the radiance of her face

revealed so much that Brooke had

the embarrassed sense of having

looked for an instant at a naked

heart. Trent came forward. Was

the firelight playing pranks, or had

his face gone dark with color?

"Where did you drop from, Daph-

ne? How are you, Field?"

Why didn't someone say some-

thing and smash the strained si-

lence, Brooke wondered impatient-

ly. It was as if the firelight had

cast a spell and tied all their

tongues. Her mother's eyes were

on Daphne Field as she thoughtfully

pulled her gloves through her

hands. Sam, back to the room, was

poking at the parrot. He hated emo-

tional scenes—off the stage. The at-

mosphere fairly quivered with

things unsaid. Lucette came to life.

"Turn on the lights, Sam, this

gloom may be artistic, but it gives

me the merry-pranks. This has

turned out to be meet-your-neighbor

day, hasn't it? Who's the dame in

the floppy hat, Brooke, who looks

like a super-animated Bo-peep, and

carries a cane which easily could

be mistaken for a shepherd's crook?

There's the chance of a lifetime for

you to get in a little missionary

work as clothes adviser; you'd bet-

ter begin with a streamline diet.

She thinks everything here, includ-

ing Mother, 'charming.'"
"It must have been Mrs. Dane's

friend Mrs. Gregory; they call her

the Empress here. So she has

called. That means, if she likes us,

that we shall be admitted into the

inner social circle. Jerry, I was so

dazed by your appearance that I

forgot to ask what you meant by

that word 'neighbor.'"
"Sure, we're neighbors. Daphne

and I have taken a house here for

the season."
"Season! What season?"
"This winter, of course. Didn't

you say that milny of the houses

were to be kept open?"
"Ye-s. But why — " Surprise

crisped Brooke's voice.
"I've been wanting for years to

paint snow. Found I could hire a
house with a studio here. You don't
mind, I hope?"
"Don't be foolish, Jerry. Of

course I don't, only—"
"No matter what Brooke thinks,

I'm all for it, Mr. Field." Lucette
encouraged. "It will be grand to
have someone kind of young in the
neighborhood—and--Oh. Sam, two
more recruits for the cast of your
play! Line of applicants for parts
will please form on the left."
"Play! What play? I adore dra-

matics." Daphne Field's voice and
eyes were eager.
"We've been talking about pro-

ducing Sam's comedy, 'Islands
Arise,' for charity. Of course it's
a terrific job. We always paint our
own scenery—"
"Hold! Jerry the boy artist will

paint the scenery;"—Field's enthu-
siasm cooled—"afraid my box of a
studio wouldn't 'le big enough
though."
"There is a large empty room on

the second floor next to Lucette's.
Couldn't decide just how to furnish
it, so I've waited. We can use that.
Won't it be grand, Sam?" Brooke
explained and demanded in the
game breath.
"Yeah, but what does that prove?

How do I know whether the Field
team can act, or whether they'll
gum up the show?"
"Don't be a grouch, Master Rey-

burn," Lucette jibed. "You'd bet-
ter page the family Lost and Found
Department for your manners. I
adore neighbors. I'm pleased pur-
ple that we are to have two such
snappy ones"

Mark Trent straightened and flung
the cigarette he had but a moment
before lighted into the fire. He kept
his eyes on Lucette as he an-

nounced:
"Newsflash! Not two new neigh-

bors, but four, lady. I'm opening
my house next week. Jed Stewart
and I will keep bachelor hall there.
My announcement doubtless lacks
the romantic overtones of Field's,
but we'll do our best to make you
Reyburns neighbor-conscious."

In the firelit library of his house,
Mark Trent was perched on the
corner of the large flat desk. As
he filled his pipe he compared the

old-fashioned air of dignified restful-

ness of the room with its deep
chairs in the smoking-room man-

ner aril its two-story book-lined

walls, divided half way up by a gal-

lery, with the charm of its twin on
the other side of the brocade hang-
ing which screened the door con-

necting the two houses.
Jed Stewart, lounging in a crim-

son leather chair, hands in his trou-

sers pockets, legs outstretched, was

staring at the blazing logs, watching

the blue and yellow, clapper and

green tongues of flame lick at the

chimney. . The faint thunder of

waves dashing against ledges, the -

ceaseless crying of sea gulls stole

through the heavy hangings drawn

across the long windows. Impa-

tiently he sat up.
"We've been here a week, Mark,

and we are not the fraction of a

degree nearer finding that last will

and testament of Mary Amanda

'Dane's—if there is Such a thing."

"And the silver; don't forget the

silver, Jed. I can account for the

will being lost—if there was one—

but what has become of the silver?

I've had it so much on my mind

that I consulted Bill Harrison."

"Who's he?"
"The inspector in charge of po-

lice headquarters across the cause-

way. He's been on the force hera

since I was a small boy."

"What did he say about the sil-

ver?"
"He didn't say, he doesn't talk

much. He asked a few questions

about the Jacques and said he Would

drop in here this afternoon to take a
look around. Mrs. Gregory is com-

ing later—hope they don't meet—I
asked her to have tea with us. Met
her yesterday on the street; and
she let it be known that her feelings
were hurt that I had not invited
her before. I—I asked her to bring
Miss Reyburn."

Mark Trent slid from the desk
and absentmindedly twirled a globe
which showed the countries of the
world as they had been before the

Treaty of Versailles had remade
the map of Europe.
"Do you think Brooke Reyburn

suspects that we are here as ama-

teur detectives, Jed?"
"Amateurs!. We may be, but

you've called in a. professional on

the job, haven't you? You can't tell
what that girl thinks, but why
should she suspect out reason for

being here more than Field's, and

one couldn't suspect that lad of

ulterior motives. He always looks

to me as if he were on the verge of
kissing a lady's hand. Why didn't
you accept the lead in Sam's com-
edy? It was offered to you, wasn't
it?"
"It was, but long ago I outgrew

dramatics. What do you think of
'Islands Arise'—that's the name of
the play, isn't it?"
"That it will get a fair hearing,

at least. The theater-going world
isn't so cocky and hard-boiled as it
was some years ago and it may
appreciate Sam's ideas and ideals.
You'd be a knock-out in the lead,
fella."
"I wouldn't take part in the play

if I were aching to act. I see the
Reyburns as seldom as possible.
Thanksgiving day when Broke
started to thank me for pulling tier
from under that car,. I, burned With
shame when I remembered why I
had accepted her invitation. I don't
care for this spy stuff, even if I do
believe that the girl by some hocus
pocus hypnotized Aunt Mary Aman-
da."
"You show it. Getting to be the

strong, silent type, aren't you.
Mark? If you feel that way about
her, why did you ask Mrs. Gregory
to bring Brooke here this afternoon?
You never have been fair to that
girl. You started with the idea that
she's crooked, and you're sticking
to it like honey to a glass dish."
Trent blew a shrill whistle

through his fingers. Stew art
laughed.
"I get you, the stop signal. I'll

toss her a posy, then I'll quit. I'm
supposed to be stage manager of
Sam's play, but I'd sure make a
mess of it without Brooke as my
property woman. She's executive
and then some. She never forgets."
"When does the play come off?"
"First Thursday in January. Sam

thought of New Year's eve but gave
that up for fear he couldn't lure a
producer away from New York fes-
tivities."
"That isn't far off. Well have a

grand celebration here for the cast
and friends who come from town.
We'll invite the neighbors to supper
and dance after the show. Have you
a speaking part?"
Mark Trent stopped speaking to

stare at the ceiling. Had a door
banged overhead, or had he imag-
ined the sound? The servants, Taku
and Kowa, were in the kitchen at
this time of day; they wouldn't be
on the third floor anyway, he had
not had that opened up, plenty of
room below for Jed and himself.
A man entered the room with a

purposeful stride. He was ample of
jowl, slightly opulent at waist-
line; he had the flinty eyes of an

eagle who can stare straight at the

sun. A sense of force was his out-

standing characteristic.
"Here I am, Mark. That JaP ant-

side wanted to bow me in, but I

shooed him off." Inspector Bill Har-

rison's voice was surprisingly soft

with a persuasive inflection.
"Glad you've come, Inspector.

This is my friend Jed Stewart."

Inspector Harrison nodded. "How

are you, Mr. Stewart. Does he know

about the silver, Mark?" He low-

ered himself into a deep chair and

accepted a cigar.
"Yes, he's staying here to help

me—us solve the mystery."
"What else have you lost?"
"Why do you think we've lost any-

thing else?"
"Would you two city guys come to

this burg to stay just to find a lot of

silverware?"
"It's more than mere silverware;

the pieces are antiques of great

value."
Inspector Harrison pulled_himself

from tile enticing crimson depths to
his feet.
"All right, Mark, have it your own

way, but I ain't mixin' up in a case
where folks are holding out on me.
I work best when the interested
Party works. with me. Get that?"
Mark's laugh was quick and dis-

arming.
"Hold everything, Bill Harrison:

you can't walk out on us like that.
Sit down again. Jed, tell him what
Mrs. Gregory told qs about the will
she witnessed. You understand, In-
spector, that there may be nothing
to it—so it's off the record."
"Say, Mark, do you suppose I

climbed up on the force by talking
my head off? I play the rules. Spill
it, Mr. Stewart."
Stewart repeated Mrs. Gregory's

astonishing announcement that she
had witnessed a will of Mari
Amanda Dane's of a date later than
the will allowed; told of the decision
of Mark and himself to turn de-
tectives, and of their absolute un-
success to date.
Inspector Bill Harrison blew a

perfect smoke ring.
"Did Mrs. Gregory say there was

anyone else present but Mrs. Dane
and the other witnesses when. she
signed?"
"No."
Mark Trent's answer was nothing

short of explosive. The inspector's
soft grudging laugh, in such marked
contrast to his bird-of-prey eyes,
brought guilty color to his face. It
wasn't keeping back information not
to tell that Brooke Reyburn had
driven in that afternoon just as
Mrs. Gregory had driven out from
Lookout House, was it?

Inspector Bill Harrison rose. With

a cigar tucked in one corner of his
mouth, he nodded.

"I'll be going. Guess I've got all
the dope. Don't give that Henri
Jacques and his wife the idea that

you've missed the silver. Let it

drop out of their minds. When you

have any news, come to headquar-
ters, don't phone. That reminds me.

Know anything about the people

who've started the filling station
here on the point?"
"No. But I understand that Henri

Jacques is recommending them."
"Oh, he is? That Henri's just nat-

urally helpful, ain't he? Well, I must

get back." He added in his'soft per-

suasive voice:
"Whenever you're ready to come

across with the name of the other
party who was in the neighborhood

of Lookout House the dar that lastl

will of Mrs. Dane's was signed,

Mark, I'm just across the cause-

way. I'll be seeing you."
"Don't go yet, Bill!"
He mustn't leave thinking that he

and Jed were holding out on him,

Mark realized.
Jed Stewart grabbed Mark's

shoulder.
"Hold on, Mark. See who's here!"
Mark Trent tufted. Surprise

brought him to his feet, wiped the
smile from his lips. That couldn't
be Lola on the threshold! It was.
Hunt, her name was now, Lola
Hunt, he must remember.
"Say, Mark, I'll be making my

get-away."
He nodded response to Bill Harri-

son's mumble. Knew when he

opened the door which led to the

print room and vanished. Evidently

the inspector didn't care to meet
Lola. Who did? With the question
Mark thrust his hands hard into his
coat pockets and took a step for-
ward.
"Well?" ,

(Continued Next Friday,

Finley Point
The Montecahto club met Wednes-

day, September 29, at the home of Mrs.

Ann Leader with Mrs. Hattie Anderson

assisting. Thirty-four members were I

present. The following new officers I

were elected: Elizabeth Turner, presi-

dent: Maude Grant, vice-president and

Hollis Blake, secretary-treasurer. Fol-

lowing the regular business meeting a

pleasant social hour was enjoyed. A

delicious hot iunch was served. The

next meeting will be Wednesday, Octo-

ber 6th at 2 p. m. at Mrs. Grant's with

Mrs. Swanson assisting.

Oscar Link is a guest at the home

of his sister, Mrs. R. A. Turner.

Beauford }ample and W. H. Lane were

business visitors at Kalispell Thursday.

Mr. and Mrs. John Lindsay spent

Sunday at the Lindsay ranch on the

east shore.
Mrs. Cora Bauer was a business vis-

itor at Kalispell Saturday.

Mr. and Mrs. Dave Bailey and child-

ren from Kalispell and C. N. Bailey of

Great Falls were guests of Mrs. Grace

Hamilton Sunday.
Mr. and Mrs. Leo Gilroy spent Sun-

day with friends at Somers.

Rollins News
Ed Nyberg, W.P.A. supervisor in Lake

county, and Frank Faucett, county sur-

veyor, were looking over local road pro-

jects Friday.
Richard Muhlethaler left recently for

BeAr Dance where he will do forestry

work.
Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Smith of

Lewistown arrived Saturday for a visit

at the Clarence Robinson home. Mrs.

Smith Is a daughter of Mr. and Mrs.

Robinson.
Mr. and Mrs. Allen Bain of Kila spent

Saturday and Sunday at the Clarence

Rain home.
Mrs. Chester Neff left Saturday for

her home at Leola, S. D., after spend-

ing the summer with her daughter.

Mrs. Clarence Bain. Mr. and Mrs. Hain

went as far as Missoula with her.

Mr. and Mrs. Edward Ekman were

transacting business in Kalispell Sat-

urday and Mr. Ekman drove home a
late model used car.

Vern Collins was home from Niarada
over the week-end.

Mrs. Louise Graves and three daugh-
ters motored to Kalispell Saturday
where they visited friends. Mrs. Charley
Wymore accompanied them

The past week reminded one of
Puget Sound weather as it was rainy
a good share of the time and clouds
were hanging low. Some fall plowing is
under way Low.

Mr. and Mrs. George Sager and
daughter, Grace, of Poison were Sun-
day guests at the George Parsons.

Mrs. Otto Uhde spent Saturday
shopping in Kalispell.
J. H. Cruttenden was a week-end vis-

itor from Flathead county.
Mr. and Mrs. Glen Daley motored to

Kalispell Friday.
Mr. and Mrs. H. B. Ulrich motored to

the upper Flathead valley Friday.
Anna Sagen of Kalispell has been

visiting at the Haute &igen home.
Mr. and Mrs. William Reynolds and

children visited relatives at Lakeside

Saturday.
Mrs. Bert Brouilliei of Eureka was a

week-end visitor at the F. S. Odle

home.
Florence Weaver was in Kalispell

Friday and Saturday.
Business callers in Poison Wednes-

day include Albert Collins, Clarence
Greer, William Reynolds and Orval
Bostic,
Joseph Zelezny took the bus to the

Flathead capital Wednesday.
Emmett Gaylor of MLssoula was a

business caller Wednesday.
Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Bain motored

to Kalispell Wednesday.
There has beets a lot of rain the past

few days and fall plowing will be under
way in a short time. As yet we have
had no serious frost.
Edwin Smith of Missoula was trans-

acting business here Wednesday.
George Frazier, jr., took the high'

school bus to Poison Wednesday.
Mr. and Mrs. Millard Sager have

moved to their ranch east of Kalispell
and Andrew M:Ils is the new caretaker
at the Groeneveld place.
Information was received here Mon-

day of the death of Gustav Uhde, a
brother of Otto C. Uhde. at Reedsport.
Oregon.
Arnold Sagen and H. E. Weaver spent

Tuesday and Wednesday in the Flat-
head county seat.
Henry Redekop of Blue Bay. accom-

panied by his father and brother, were
Wednesday callers at the George Ward
home.
Walter Buckley was a recent caller

at the Glace -home from eastern Mon-
tana where they were ;ormerly neigh-
bors.
Miss Pearl Murphy was a week-end

visitor at her home near Pablo.
Cooler weather is here and the card

parties in the valley will commence
soon. The members of the club will
probably be notified before long.
Mr. Williams is visiting his daugh-

ters and other relatives in California
at present. Mrs. Seines of Round Butte
went with him.

Art King has recently completed the
zonstruction of a warehouse in con-
nection with his bulk plant on Third
Areet.
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Abnormal spinal conditions weaken
your general health. If you suffer
Ill-health have your spine x-rayed
and see with your own eyes the act-
ual cause of your sufferin.a.
Many are learning daily that

Chiropractic health service is able
to give relief from stomach disor-
ders, colds, headaches. Investigate
and be convinced.

Call 126 for appointment.
Foot troubles corrected.

Dr. F. W. Haight
CHIROPRACTOR

Hours: 10 to 12, 2 to 5. 7 to a ev-
enings except Wed. and SaturdnY.
McAlear Bldg. Phone 126, Poison

Col. Fred Watson
AUCTIONEER
Gratis Phone 4207
Missoula, Mont.

"Ask the man for whom I have sold"
Sale Dates Made at This Office

ACT QUICK! HERE'S

A TIRE WITH '

PLENTY OF

PLUS FEATURES

'

—AT THE PRICE

- OF ORDINARY -.---,.

BARGAIN-BUILTS"

WHAT OTHER TIRE
AT ITS PRICE HAS
AU. 6 OF THESE
HIGH-PRICED TIRE

FEATURES!
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2 72.47 linear in. of non-skid
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FOR EXTRA MILEAGE
Don't buy any low-priced tire un-
til you see how much more we're
offering in this Goodrich Cavalier.
Not only because it's "double.'
cured" for extra toughness an the
way through—not only because it
has an extra cushion strip and
other high.pricecl tire features but
because all of these feature,—
combined in this one
make it a great tire "buy" today.
Save money on tires. Get Good-
rich Cavaliers now.

LOW PRICES!

*Prose ennesest Is arose amasses sotsee.

Goodrich
Amiaea.ted

Cavaliers
I "floiCyikcli • 7aCto/RICI4 TIRE'

Helmer Motor
Company

713 Poison, Montana

Winter Coats....
Costs with luxurious fur collars, lined and inter-lined with good

materials. Gray, green, rust, brown, black

$19.50 to $34.50
Coats in Hudson Seal Plush. Rich looking and warm

$34.50
SPORT COATS, twisted tweed boucles. "Hirshmaur gaassataid linings

$24.95
176 Coats in wool fleeces and sport tweeds

$11.98 to $19.50

THE QUALITY SHOP
Phone 78 BICKFORD'S Poison, Montana


