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CHAPTER VIII

• The dusk about Mark in the ga-
rage went black. A bloody foot-
print! Had the crime horror spread
to this small point of land? Brooke!
Had anything happened to her? The
possibility stopped his heart. He
had been so intent upon finding Jed,
upon identifying the. prowler that
he had not thought of danger to the
occupants of Lookout House. Sam
was there. Nothing could happen
to his sister with that boy near.
Why was he letting his imagination
loose? Would a man who stopped
for a shave and a bath in the midst
of house-entering be guilty of a
bloody crime? But—the footprint?

Be dropped to his knees and
touched it. 'Sticky! He flashed his
light on it. Sniffed. Turpentine?
He sank down on his heels and
choked back a shout of laughter.
He had been fooled by red paint.
How had it come here? What was

that dark heap beyond it? Over-
alls! Blue denim overalls still warm
from the wearer's body. The driver
of the car he had heard a few mo-
ments ago must have shed them
before he left the garage. Why had
he worn them?
Mark projected and rejected ex-

planations with lightning speed.
The man who had shinnied from the
balcony had come from the room
where the scenery was being paint-
ed. Wasn't the roof of the cottage on
the backdrop red? Why the shower?
Why the shave? Was it he who had
removed the key from the door of
the storeroom tonight? But that
man had disappeared via the con-
necting door, presumably into Look-
out House.
He flashed a dim light over the

white cover. More red! A clumsy X.
"Make X on cover when—"
The words on the scrap of paper

In the storeroom were explained.
"X marks the spot where the body

was found."
The sentence flashed into Mark's

mind as if set in electric lights.
Body! Jed was missing! Perhaps his
body had been dumped inside the
limousine! •
He set his heel on the thought. He

would imagine a horror like that.
That infernal cross probably meant
nothing, but he'd take a look-see so
that he wouldn't ask himself later,
"Why didn't I?"

Soundlessly he reached the other
side of the limousine. The dis-
arranged cover which left the door
exposed revealed also a license
plate. All set to go! He flashed his
light inside. Something long, some-
thing rounded on the rear seat was
covered with an automobile robe.
Dread paralyzed Mark's hand for

what seemed to him hours; then
with a muttered imprecation he
thrust it under the robe. The silver!
Nothing but the silver! That X
on the white cover was a sign
that it had been moved from
his house. Who had moved it? That
was easy. It had been removed
while he and Jed had been at the
Reyburns by the man who had
driven away. Sure of plenty of time
he had stopped for a ashower and
shave. Moving the loot to the ga-
rage had been his share of the job.
Would a pal appear to drive the
stuff off?
"He will, and here he is!" Mark

muttered, as the frosty gravel out-
side the garage crunched faintly.
A key in the lock! Not a minute

to waste. Where should he go? In-
side Brooke's town car! The breaks
were with him. It wasn't locked.
The garage door was sliding back.

Mark saw a patch of sky. He
banged his forehead as he plunged
headfirst into the sedan, and saw a
million stars. His head spun as he
crouched in the space left by the
turned back seat and drew the door
shut without latching it. He held it
in place as barely breathing he
listened.

Footsteps on the cement floor!
Cautious footsteps. A light on the
ceiling! Suptioge,it: should flash into
the town car? It had stepped. Who-
ever it was, was taking his time.
An engine Wining over! Was

some darn fool starting a -car with
the garage door closed? Mark
traised his head turtle-fashion. No,
,the door was open. lie might have
.known it. Vas it likely that the
'ttealdit. siduM aglow himself to be
- bumped off by carbon monoxide?
,Not that bad boy. He had too much
at' stake.
He must follow. How? He couldn't
"Cassidy's garage—You, Maggie!

What t'h'11—Stop blubberin'—What!
Who?-1 can't hear, you're cryin'
so — Something terrible? — Never
mind, never mind. I'll call police
headquarters—You've got to stay
there, girl, till I get Bill Harrison.
If anyone comes, don't talk. Don't
talk!—Sure, I'll come, just as soon
.as .I get the police."

"Mike! What's happened?"
Cassidy's face was ashen as he

trail in another car. He would be
heard. Could he hang on to the
empty trunk-rack? That was an
idea. He would follow the limousine
out of the garage, slip into the
shadow of a shrub when the man
went back to close the door, then
grab the trunk-rack when the car
started again. A stunt, but he'd
make a stab at it. If he were to
hold the man now he would learn
nothing of his destination.

He cautiously tiptoed after the
limousine. He was safe behind the
shrubs when the driver returned
and noiselessly closed the garage
door. A soft hat was drawn low
over his eyes, but Mark knew him.
Henri.

He was behind the wheel again!
The limousine was coasting down
the incline! Mark crouched as he
ran after it. As the engine started,
he drew himself carefully to the
trunk-rack. He barely breathed.
Had the driver felt a jar? Evidently
not. He was increasing speed. He
was not headed for the causeway.
He was going in the opposite direc-
tion. What did that mean?
After spinning past old land-

marks, the car slowed down and
stopped. Mark saw the white cot-
tage. The filling-station. He must
not be seen here. Surely the driver
would make 'contact with someone
inside before he left the limousine.

Henri stepped out of the car. He
stopped as if to make sure he was
not observed.
Mark slipped off the trunk-rack.

He was cramped and stiff. He hob-
bled rather than walked into a deep
purple shadow cast by a pine. He
could see the cottage. He held his
breath as Henri gently turned the
knob of the front door and entered.
What would he do next? Come back
to the limousine? What a chance to
grab him.
What was he doing inside the

house? He was taking his time. The
door was opening again! Mark
hardly breathed. A man slipped
out, His hat was pulled down over
his eyes. He slunk along in the
shadows. Reached the shore road.
Ran on the dried grass which bor-
dered it as if pursued by furies.

Had that been Henri? Had he de-
livered his message? Had he been
warned to beat it? Couldn't have
been a fight inside. No loud voices.
Had the limousine with the silver
been left far someone else to drive
away?
Someone else! What a break!

What a break! He would drive it
back and park it in his garage—no,
that wouldn't do, he would leave it
with Mike Cassidy. Mike was as
dependable as the sun.
He stole from the shadow of the

pine. With every faint scrunch of
his feet on the frosty ground his
blood stopped running. Could he
reach the limousine before someone
came? Only a few feet more. He
was behind the wheel. With a hand
stiff from cold he touched the self-
starter. Hang it! Wouldn't you know
the motor would back-fire! A light!
In the front dormer! He had wak-
ened someone! He hadn't a moment
to lose.
With his ears strained to detect

pursuit, with his eyes roaming from
side to side, Mark shot the car
ahead. He went in an opposite di-
rection from that taken by Henri—
if the man who had burned up the
road making hit getaway from the
white cottage had been Henri—he
wouldn't run the chance of overtak-
ing him. It seemed years before he
reached Mike Cassidy's garage at
the entrance to the causeway, hours
before he could rouse the man, be-
fore he partially opened the door.
"Let me in quick, Mike," he whis-

pered to the blinking, cursing pro-
prietor, who was gripping some-
thing that gleamed dark and blue
and ugly in a hairy, ham-bone fist.
"It's only you, Mr. Mark! Thought

it might be a hold-up."
Cassidy's lower jaw swung like a

gate on loose hinges. He slipped
the automatic into his pocket be-
fore he rolled back the garage door.
"Where can I hide this?"
Cassidy pointed.
Not until the limousine was

stowed behind a motley collection of
broken-down cars did Mark Trent
explain.

• "I've just rescued the family sil-
ver, Mike. The yarn I have to tell
you will beat any of the thrillers
you get over the radio. Not afraid
to keep the car here, are you?"
Cassidy's red-rimmed eyes grew

moist. He wiped his nose on a
shabby coat sleeve.

• "I ain't afraid to do nothing for
you, Mr. Mark. You an' your family
give me my start: sometimes
you've kept me goin' when I didn't'
know where the next meal was coin-
in' from. I felt mean when:I let my
Maggie go to work for Mrs. Hunt
who treated you so bad, but we
needed ,the rnesiey somethin' terri-

•she Mok the job, though it
was at that new fillin' station that's

fAryttl' Witted me out of business."
A telephone rang The two Men

stared .at one another. Mark's blood
turned to ice. casaidy pflispered?
"Holy mia6rel!' callin'

-Ibis time of night?' Rave they traced'.
You'and the rilVef thi8 quick? Per-
haps there's a gang after you!"
Mark nodded toward , the tele-

phone. "Answer!" His muscles
tensed as he listened
shook Mark's hand from his arm.

"Wait!"
He dialled. He spoke into the

transmitter.
"Someone's hurt bad at the white

cottage—that new filling station on

the point—Mike Cassidy talkin'—I
got to go. You don't understand—

my daughter's there—AU right. I'll
wait here."
He hung up and wiped a grimy

hand across his sweat-beaded fore-
head.

"That was my girl, Maggie, who
called."
"Talk, man, talk! What's hap-

pened?"
"Someone hurt bad."
"Who?"
"I couldn't make out."
"Someone hurt at the white cot-

tage! But I was there not more than
ten minutes ago, Mike."
"If I was you I wouldn't say that,

Mr. Mark. It wasn't just hurtin.'
I was breakin' it easy. Someone's
dead."

(Continued Next. Friday>

Social Affairs 1.
Hallowe'en Luncheon

A prettily arranged Hallowe'en lunch-
eon was the offering of Mrs. E. P. Mul-
lens when she entertained at 130
o'clock Thursday afternoon at her house

at the dam for members of her bridge

club.
The attractively appointed tables held

covers for Mrs. J. E. Bell, Mrs. Jack
Sundquist, Mrs. P. A. Koehler, Mrs.
Henry Teitjen, Mrs. W. C. Laut, Mrs.
Ray Torgenson and Mrs. Ed Lineman.
At the close of the later afternoon's

game of contract score favors were
awarded Mrs. Bell and Mrs. Sundqtdst.

Hallowe'en Masquerade
A group of friends at the dam en-

joyed a Hallowe'en masquerade party
last Saturday evening when they were
entertained by Mrs. Berg and Mrs. Wal-
ter Callaghan at the home of the lat-
ter.
The home was cleverly decorated in

keeping with the occasion and after an
evening spent with appropriate games
and contests, a tasty supper menu was
served.
The Hallowe'en theme was used in

the decoration of the supper tables at
which covers were placed for Mrs. Law-
rence Gaines, Mrs. Carl Rufanach,
Mrs. Delowine McLeod, Mrs. Tom Land-
rigan, Mrs. Ruth Mullins, Mrs. Scho-
field, Mrs. Phillip Hamel, Mrs. Berg,
Lois, Donna, Earl and Tonuny Mullins.
Mary Lee Landrigan, Phillip Hamel and
the hostesses, Mrs. Berg and Mrs.
Callaghan.

Entertain for Choir
Members of the choir of the Meth-

odist church and their husbands and
wives were pleasantly entertained last
Thursday evening, after practice, at the
N. E. Carlson home. by Mrs. Carlson
and Mrs. E. D. Pearce.
Games and serving of refreshments

were enjoyed by Mr. and Mrs. W. P.
Jinnett, Mr. and Mrs. Everett Smith.
Mr. and Mrs. R. J. McAlear. Dr. and
Mrs. Koehler, Mrs. Fred Currie. Mrs.
Merle Sandon, Mr. and Mrs. E. S. Fer-
rell. Lester Boulden. Mr. and Mrs.
Francis Bartlett, Mrs. Howard Culligan,.
Mr. and Mrs. Pearce and Mr. and Mrs.
Carlson.

Annual Chicken Dinner
The Baptist-Presbyterian Ladles' Aid

will give their annual chicken dinner
in the church parlors on Tuesday. No-
vember 2.
Dinner will be served from 5:30 on.

The public is invited. Adults 50c, child-
ren 35c. 37*

Farewell Party
Miss Yvette Stronks, who with her

family, left last Saturday to spend the
winter at Oceanside, Calif.. was com-
plimented at a prettily arranged five
o'clock supper party given by Miss El-
verde Lodge Thursday evening.
Seated at the table with the honor

guest and hostess were Hester Ann Al-
exander, Edith Lundgren. Etoile Hel-
mer, Ruth Bryan, Hazel Winthers, Mar-
garet Madaon and Mrs. Myers.
The later evening was spent with

singing and games.

Entertain Aid Society
Mrs. A. L. Graves and Mrs. Leonard

Graves were co-hostesses last Thurs-
day afternoon when they entertained
at the home of the former for mem-
bers of the Methodist Ladies' Aid so-
ciety.

Following the business meeting dur-
ing which arrangements were com-
pleted for the rummage sale held the
latter part of last week, the remainder
of the afternoon was spent socially.
Tasty refreshments were served dur-

ing the social period to more than 30
members and friends.
The next meeting of the society will
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be held at the home of Mrs. W. P. said Court this 25th day of October, Petitioner, Poison, Montana.
(finned with Mrs. F. W. Haight assist- 1937. (Pub. Oct. 26; Nov. 2, 9, 16, 19311
log.

Carl 0. Peterson has arrived here
from Harlowtown and is employed as a
clerk in the electrical office.

Mr. and Mrs. William Keller and Mr.
and Mrs. M. M. Critchfield left today
to spend a two weeks vacation in the
Swan Lake country.

Legal Notices

JAMES HARBERT,
(Seal) Clerk of said Court.
Lloyd I. Wallace, Attorney tor
Plaintiff, Poison, Montana.

(pub. Oct. 26; Nov. 2, 9, 16. 19371

NOTICE TO CREDITORS
Estate of B. D. Scholes, sometimes

known as Samuel D. Scholes, Junior,
Deceased.
Notice is hereby given by the under-

signed, the executor of the Estate of S.
D. Scholes, sometimes known as
Samuel D. Scholes, Junior, deceased,!
to the creditors of, and all persons

ALIAS SUMMONS having claims against the said deceased,
In the District Court of the Fourth to exhibit them with the necessary •

Judicial District of the State of Mon- vouchers within four months after the
tam, in and for the County of Lake. first publication of this notice to the
Eva Kinney, Plaintiff, vs. Floyd W. said executor, at the law offices of Lloyd

Kinney, Defendant.
The State of Montana Sends greet-

ings to the above named Dedenfant and
to each of them:
YOU ARE HEREBY SUMMONED to

answer the Complaint in this action,
which is filed in the office of the Clerk
of this'Court, a copy of which is here-
with served upon one of you in each
County wherein any of you reside, and
to file your answer and serve a copy
thereof upon the Plaintiff's Attorney
within twenty days after the service of
this Summons, exclusive of the day of
service; and in case of your failure to
appear or answer judgment will be
taken against you, by default, for the
relief demanded in the Complaint.
Said action being one for divorce, the

plaintiff alleges in her complaint that
she and the defendant were intermar-
ried on or about the 14th day of May,
1930, at Poison. Montana, and that ever
since said date she and the defendant
have been and still are husband and
wife; that the plaintiff has lived and
resided in Montana for more than one
year immediately last past and that no
children have been born as a result of
said union; that on or about the 30th
day of November, 1932, and more than
one year immediately last past the said
defendant disregarding the solemnity
of his marriage vows wilfully and with-
out cause deserted and abandoned the
plaintiff and -ever since has and still
continues to so wlfully and wjthout
cause desert and abandon her, and to
live separate and apart from her with-
out any sufficient cause or reason and

; against her will and without her con-
sent. Plaintiff prays that the bonds of
matrimony be dissolved and that she
be granted an absolute decree of divorce
and for other, and further relief, all of
which will more fully appear from the

, verified complaint on file in the office
of the Clerk of the above Court, to
which reference is hereby made.
Witness my hand and the Seal of

I. Wallace, in the Pend d'Oreille Build-
ing, 141 the City of Polson, Lake County,
Montana, the same being the place for
the transaction of the business of said
estate.
Dated at Poison, Montana, this 18th

day of October, 1937.
The First National Bank of Spring-

field, Illinois, By L. T. Souther, Trust
Officer, Executor.
Lloyd I. Wallace, Poison, Montana,
Attorney for Executor.

(Pub. Oct. 19, 25; Nov. 2, 9, 1937)

NOTICE TO CREDITORS
Estate of George N. Bjork, Deceased.
NOTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN by the

undersigned, the Admlnistratibc of the
estate of George N. Bjork deceased, to
the creditors of and all persons having
claims against the said deceased, to ex-
hibit them, with the necessary vouchers,
within four months after the first pub-
lication of this notice to the said Ad-
ministratrix at the law office of Lloyd
I. Wallace, Poison, in the County of
Lake, State' of Montana, the same be-
ing the place for the transaction of the
business of said estate.
Hilda Bjork Reksten, Administratrix

of the Estate of said Deceased.
Dated at Poison, Mont., this 22nd day

of October, 1937.
Lloyd I. Wallace, Attorney for

'Coal...
SAVE on your fuel bill. Pool
your order for HOTKISS
and BEARCREEK Coal. All
grades and any amount. See

L. A. Gipe
or leave orders at Harris Hardware

and Brown's Feed Store.

TO WOMEN

&mei thii
Wew Beauty -pa

HOLLYWOOD
Thrilling news...this...to women who are

worrfing about Feminine wrinkle., large
pores and other signs of an ageing skin.

After two )ean of clinical tesearch kg
leading dermatologist.. a cream hm been
perfected containing 10.000 A.D.M.A. units
of Vitamin D . . . more than 5 tunes the
strength of our regular All•Purpose Cream.
It proviies truly amazing result. often as
quickly as 14 day..

Colonial Domes Sams Cream a pre.
pared especially for women who can afford
the best...the very latest in scientific schieve•
Inent..eopeeiMly valuable for the mature skin
in the correction of pronounced wrinkles,
erowsfeet, enlarged pores. or unustally
stubborn blemishes.

Solon Gram
3-ounce jar $3.00

.v-trated All Purpose
Cream it priced at
$1 00 and 52 00

0471121
,7etactivtted SALON CREAM

Milli 10,000 A. D At A Unit. of VITAMIN D

Guest Artist Here
This week, a trained operator, direct
from the Colonial Dames Hollywood
Studio will be guest artist in our
store, giving a limited number of
Studio facials and make-up instruc-
tions. Everyone is cordially invited
to consult her on beauty or make-up
Problems. For Complimentary Studio
facials, it is recommended that you
make a reservation in Advance.

Phone 83w

 1w

HUBBARD'S
PHARMACY

147r1
 C

Electric light and power come
into your home over a slender
wire at the bidding of a switch.
You are so used to it that you
take it for granted, seldom think-
ing of the hundreds of people
who work every day that you
may have this service. But they
are people you know, people you
see on the streets of your town,
who sit beside you at the movies,
buy in your store, eat in your
restaurant. You help to pay
their salaries. Your electric bill
isn't large, but a portion of it

every month is wages for these people who work
for you. Every one of them, from office boy to
office manager, from lineman to the president of
the company, depends upon you for his or her
weekly salary check. We thought. you'd like to
know.

The Montana Power Co.

so-
THE BON TON  •

Serving 155 Montana Cities and Towns


