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CHAPTER X—Continued
3 She did not Indulge In dramatics.
Bhe merely sat very still and her
body seemed to get cold as Ice.
8he stared at the huge fgure op-
Pposite.

Hanvey met look for look. And
she, searching the moonlike face for
& vestige of reassurance, saw noth-
Ing but grim honesty.

“Then,” she gasped, “you think
t, Miss Peyton,”
he amended gently. “I do belleve
that be lled when he sald Thayer
wi live when he left. And now I
know why."”

“Why, then?”

“To shield you, He had just
learned your secret. He knew—
bably—that you had been to see
yer. And if he dido't kill
(Thayer, then he found the body
‘when he got there and thought you
‘bad done it. It's a situation as
old as romance. But at any rate,
it was a pretty fine thing for him
‘to do, because by his own admis-
slon Thayer was alive while he
‘was there, which makes It certain
that he must have done the killing."

“He couldn't do a thing like that
—even in & fight”

“It wasn't you."

“Is that—is that a question, Mr.
Hanvey—or a statement?”" H

The big man smiled slightly. “I
don't know. Do you"

“I didn’t kill him."

Hanvey rpse and shook his_head
"Th‘. aln't any cloch, Miss Peyton,
It I'm to belleve what 1 hear: you
dido’t kil Blm and neither did
Larry Welch. It almost looks like |
I 1 carry the Investigation far|
etough Tl find out be aln't dead.” |

Suddenly he started forward: |
“I'm sorry, Miss Peyton. [ didn't|
mean to crack any bum Jokes. Hon-
est, [ dido't.  T'm Just a d—d blun-
dering Jackass."

Out in the courtyard of the Jail,
John Reagan turned adwiringly to
his companion.
tto you, Jim
But bow ln h— d

you're
you

John.  Shoot
And may

1 dunno,

square with ‘er

be it's bacause they lo

and declde I'm o dam
Je

ol

stupld 1]

“Hmm. . . . And now?
“What do you think, John: \
or Miss Peyton

either.” ynafiped Reagan, It
was Max Vernon, just like 1 sald |
At frst. It happened this way
FU bet a nickel on it: Tony Pey
fon went there Just like she said.
Then Vernoo went to Thayer's room
#nd killed him—not meaning to kill |

im when he went in. maybe, but

Ing 1t In a fAght. Larry Welch

gets there a little later and Ands the
body. Thinks Tony did It.  Pulls
fhe hero stuff.  What do you think
of that?"
. “Sounds reasonable,” commented
Jim guardedly. “Anyhow, 1 reckon
there ain't any objection to lettin'
Welch and Miss Peyton out on
bond, Is there?”

“None. whatever," agreed Reagan.
He rubbed the palms of his hands
together. 1 feel like we're getting
somewhere at last”

“So do L™ grinned Jim Hanvey.
*The thing 1 am puzzled about is
Ahis: Wher

CHAPTER X!

EY gazed at the gray nnn
of the Jail and

though having reached a luﬂlm‘

conclusion.

I belleve our next move, John,
1s to have a talky-talk with Mister
Maxwell Vernon,
“Good Lord! Has it taken you
time to think of that?"
“Uh-huh. My brain was never
Btrong on speed.’

Reagan was earnest. “Quit kid-

Jim. Why did you leave this
| palooka for the lasty”
i+ “Because I wanted to hear what
‘everybody else had to say. From
what you tell me, Vernon Is lylng
high, wide and handsome, and 1
wabted to form some idea about
Swhat was truth and what waso't.”
~Sensible enough. Let's go,"
= Vernon was seated on his cot.
He had doffed coat and tle, and his
(Bhirt was open at the throal. His
‘long  black hair was somewhat
(tousled and his chubby face wore
expression of belligerence, His
Swhole manner—even before a word

ANVE

| Yernon harshiy

“I haven't anything to say, Mr.
Hanvey."
well, what do yop kmow about
that? I haven't asked you anything,
have 17°

No, but—"

“Listen to me, Som: answer me
one question.

“What is it?

“Did you kill Pat Thayer?”

Yernon's eves closed. He pulled
himself together with a visible et-
fort,

“No.”

“Then 1 think you better talk to
me plain and honest. Of course, It
you did kil him, the best thing you
can do Is keep your mouth shut.
Now—what say you?"

Nothj

A I ain't gonna argue |
with you” He reached lnevitably
for the golden toothpick. “Swell
new car yol got, Son.’

Vernon was stoni

Swell car,”  repes
“Sure wish I could own one like
that. But I wouldn't go buy one just
after I'd had a-row with another

'1 dido't row with anybod
Not even Pat Thayer?
Max was trembling. Doyishly, he
was struggling to ki ¢ ars
from his eves. “You're trying to
trap me! [ know! And I'm not go-
ing to say anything. Not anything
at all!
* “That's up to you, Son. But sup
pose you tell me this: What hap-
pened between you and Thayer in |
h

the fraternity house day before
vesterday somewhere about one
a'clock In the afternoon?”
n the fraternity house? Noth
ing happened.
“You went to his room, didn't

you
o
“Aw, Son! You know
good and well you went

Thayer's room. Now why don't you
tell us what happened?”

1 didn't ga near his room,A cried
“Iwent to my own
room and changed my clothes and
then T left the house. I never saw
Thayver for a momeat all the time
{1 was in. ther
shook his big head
you fighting me, S

“l hate
L when

You're try

%}}/I/;//M vif 1)

“Like H—I You Are! You're Try-
ing to Mix Me Up in Pat Thay-
er's Murd

ing to mix me up In Pat Thayers
wurder:”

“I'm trying to get
Does that mix you up?”
“No, but—"
ust before you went to the fra-
ity house, you and Thayer had
row on the cawpus, didn't

the truth,

¥s 80"

people. And also there
aln't much question that you were
pretty sore at him. Now 1 you
Why?"

“I had reason enough. T thought
he was my friend. I've been bud-
dies. with him for two years. He's
been winning all my money at cards.
1 guess 1 would have been a dumb-
bell all my life It T hadu't got sore
at him over something else.

“Stealing your girl, for instance?”

Max looked up sharply, and be-

came boyishly dignified. “I—I'd
really rathér not talk abomt that
gle of it, Mr. Hanvey," he said

gently.
“As you say, Vernon.
this other thing happened—you get-

Lwas spe 3
< Jun seated himselt and smiled
Jazily at the prisoner. He felt rath.
sorry for the boy, fat, goodna-
turefl, eadygoing . . . and pow sud-
enmeshed In a tragedy which
“he couldn’t quite understand. Jim's
(¥olce came soothing]
& “Things heen hlmu-nlnl pretty
_fast, ain’t they, Son?"
“ Vernon looked up sharply. “What
things™
“Oh, plenty.”
*] don’t know what you mean."
“Shuh! Sure you do."

for the first

Thay.
er had been nice to me so long as
1 had money; but the minute I
went broke he lost Interest In me
and started going with . . . that ls,
doing things to make me sore.
it struck me that it was queer he
had always won at cards, Ot |
was stupld enough, but 1 wakeéd up
all at once.”

“And you got about as mad as
you ever had been ln your life,

I'm not going to talk.” |

But whens the run, you didn't chase him? You

And |

You went to Thayer's room In the|couldn't say for sure, ln\“‘\'-

fraternity bouse—"

“I did not! 1 told you before 1
never went pear his room.”
So you dld. I thought maybe

There's still a lot of loose ends
lieagan changed his tactics He\
polated an accusing finger at Han-

| ver. “Anyway, Jim—you think be

you'd remembered that you were|was mixed up In that bank rob-

mistaken. Abyway, you
the house at the same time he was.
After awhile yoy left there hurriedly
with a bundle| under your arm,
didn’t you? WhAt was in that bun.
dle, Verno \

Max was neryous: his pudgy
hands were twisted together aud
| his eves roved heiplessly around
| the tittle room,
it of clothies. The one 1
| %aid 1 changed. I was taking it to
| the Marland Talloring' company for
alteration and cleaning.”

parts of the mystery.”
to Rengan.
on that,

Jim turned

Jobhn.  Just
at company and make sure the
| have the suit, will you?"
“Sure.” Reagan starfed to rise,
but Max Yernon stopped” him
The boy's eyes were round with
fear and Is of persplration stood
out on his forehead.
" he sald hoarsely.
b e not Hy~-n
It take th

|
|
[
|

re are they ¥
| =1 aont know.

| tost_them

5 “You sure are an unfortunate
oung man,” murmured Jim.
ng a good suit of clothes that way,
| Well, anyway, after losing that suft,
you drove onup to Steel City, didu't
yourr

Vernon hesitated.

“Yes,
Alone?*

Max's cheeks were pasty. *
Alor

“And when you got there you
traded In your car on a new one,
didn’t you? And paid the difference
of twelve hundred dollars In cash.
Where did you get the money?"

“1 had . . . 1 got It from
He owed it to me.
see.” Jim beamed approval.
hat clears up another mystery.
| You and Thayer were really friends,
after all. He loaned you the twelve
hundred dollars Just like it
‘wothing, eh?”
gave It to me. He owed It
“When did he give it to you, Ver-

I guess [—1—

Then he nodded.

was.

non? When you went to his room
“I told you I didn't go to
room."

see. I guess he sent It to you
by special messenger or some:
thing. Never mind that, though.
| But there is one thing 1 want to
1 that there
any floor rug o the car

wasn't
sou traded when you got to Steel

Again that hunted,
In Max's ey

haunted light

floor rug.

“Wasn't there one In your old
don’t know
iee! You sure are a forgetful
guy. Now what about that knife
Mr, Reagan showed you ap hour or
80 ago? That Is yours, lsu't it

“Ye

“Where did you get It?

“In Sicily. I've traveled a lot and
I've always collected queer weap-
ons."

Jid you have It In your hand at
all day before yesterday?”

do you know
knife with which
killed?
“I know that's what Mr, Reagan
sald."
“You knew It wasn’t on your wall
» you always kept it, didn't

it is the very
Thayer was

How was 1 to notice that
one of the things was gone? And
1 didn't kil Pat Th'l er, Mr. Han-

Hanvey spoke softly.

“Admitting
that, Vernon: Why did you get
mixed up in the robbery of the Mar-
land National bank?”

Max stood rigid for & moment,
then sank down on the cot. He
burled his face in his hands. “I
didn’t have anything to do with
that, elther, Mr, Hanvey: honeg I
didn

L L I )

The two detectives faced each
other solemnly In the warden's of-
fice.

“Will you tell me why," Reagan
asked—“when you had Vernon on

knew he was Iying, didn’t you?
“Sure, John—sure. And the more
questions T asked the more lies he
was gonna tell”
“Well, T'll say this for you, Jim
| Hanvey: You seem to rock alon
with all the delicacy of an elephant
| —but a—d 1€ you haven't learned a
heap about this case”
What, for Instance?”
Hanvey Interestedly.
| “In the first place, It's a cinch
that Max Vernop killed Pat Thayer.”
“You think so?”
“Sure.’ Don't you?

tnquired

were in b

“Suppose You check | fon runs &
*phona |

ry, don't youT"
The fat man reflected for a mo-

exulted Reagan, “Is
the first definite admission I've got-
ten out of vou ye

Jim smilei. “I am dumb, ain't 1,

John? -Suppose you tell me just
how you think this murder hap-
pened. Just sketch thiogs over,

will yon, so they'll h\v thelr prop-
er ]\lmN n my mind
iood enough.” Reagan whipped

Good.  Now we're clearing up‘um his notebook and consulted it.

“May first;

<s her husband mak-
Ing love to the kid sister of the
man she's crazy about. BIg row.
1 Tony desperate.
minutes later,

hoand ¥
1. Thayer has heen
trimming Vernon for two years and
the kid has Just got good and wise
because Thayer went too far when
he copped Max's girl. Another quar-
rel. While that Is happening, Tony
Pexton i warnjng Larry Welch

that his sister is In trouble, and
telling him why.

“At half-past twelve Pat Thayer
gely to the fraternity house and
goes o Nis roem. Five minutes

er \l\\ Vernon comes In. He's
goat and when the two
Kida ot the veranda tell him Thiy-
er's in Nis roow, he don't
Rive dwn. Maybe he didn't then,
Jim—but don't fo t that he had
found ont where "F'hayer was, and
he had Just quarreled with the man
over a girl

says he

5 to his reom. e
ynd worried

“Yernon g

how—he's en-
h somebody to
Marland  National bank,

He's nervous and desyerate. e e
ave It ont with
Fhayer is a
we, and so
Vernon grabs that stiletty off (he
wall to have it handy in chse trou-
ble comes,

“Meanwhile

sy has
come in to warn Pat he mush ly
off Iry Welch, ieve every word
of her story of the visit. $he heats
it, and right after she does on
goes Into Thayer's room and talks
cold turkey to Thayer. Thayer
probably starts at him and t
nife its his jugular vein. -
non’s cock-eyed scured. He beats it
back to his room and pitches the
knife into the corner of his clothes
closet. Then he changes his clothes
becanse the suit he had on when
he killed Thayer was all covered
with bloodwhich Is why he never
\\lh( to that tallor at all
hen he beats it to take
that bank rebbe
bank corner Just about two o'clack,
During the fobbery the stick-np
man is shot. While Max Is driving
him he bleeds all over the back of
the car, %o Vernon gets rid of his
hlood uit 1 the floor ruz. Then
he takes his share of the hundred
thousand  berries  that  they've
copped from the b
“Ha trades in his old car and iy
fool enough to think he's got a good
alibl. But & couple of minutes after
he sets foot In his room at the fra-
ouse, the man on duty
v and calls me. Aln't that
e, Jim?"
big man nodded slow ap-

art in
He gets to the

urn near perfect,”
v come
alive when Larry
at two o'clock

he applaud-
Thayer was
Welch got there

"H—1!" snapped Reagan. “He
wasn't.  Thayer was dead then.
But Larry knew Tony had been

there and he didn't know anything
about Max Vernon. So he thinks
Tony Peyton killed Thayer and
shields her. Cinch, ain't it?
Hanvey was silent for a moment,
then looked up brightly, “What'd
you do with all the stuff Vernon
bad In his pockets when he was ar-
rested
“Right here.

Want to see 1t?"

L
Five minutes later Reagan re-
turned to the room. He spread out
on the table the contents of Ver

non's pockets: & handk a
fountain pen, a notebook, several
visiting cards, a fraternits pin. a

bunch of keys, less than two dollars
In silver; a packet of cigarettes and
a box of matches.

ll.mnv fumbled with the collec-
s all, John? Didn't he
h:\e A wallet?”

“Yeh" Reagan flushed. “It's In a
special box”In the warden's safe.
Nothing in it but some mone;
How much?"

'wo hundred and ten
T get it—"

“Never mind" Jim was holding
the bunch of keys in his hand
“Doesn’t this look like a new key,
John

dollars.

“Durped if 1 know, John, I

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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For Over Ten Years:
- theemblem of
(on;ola‘e datifaction.

f/zeam values in

wuded catd

E)R mote than ten years, this familiar Red
“OK’ tag has becn a symbgl of sound,
dependable hised cars and of outstanding used
car values. .Grcat numbers gf people in this
community H\avc learned that the way to get
a better used gar is to visit this organization
and buy a car| with the “OK” that counts.

‘We are very ‘g‘iiscrimimﬁrig about the cars
we take in trade, accepting only popular
makes and modcl\;, We arg even more careful
in preparing lhese'Fnrs for public sale.

Every car must pass a/rigid, systematic in-

X

spection before it iy awarded our Guaran-

teed ““OK’ tag. All features are carcfully

checked by factm'x -trained mechanics—

brakes are adjusted, mpholaury cleaned, the
car made to look like nqw. and all mechanical

parts reconditioned to p\mvide the finest and

most dependable perfommnce.

Yet you pay no more for our Guaranteed

“OK”" used cars bccnuig we do a large
volume of business and ca\n afford to give

you more for your money. Sqe our fine stock

X\V\Yy\\\‘

of used cars— foday! Not only will you get a

360 S. WOODWARD AVE. '
O

better used car value but you will also get a
\
better deal on your old car in tm‘de.
-
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