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Jumping Meridians
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They might be called to ac-
woand for it, but that would
womil little; that flashed
Beough Jimmy's mind, too, as
e speedboat neared the shore,
Besgers would deny knowledge
pff them; they were a mongrel
mrew, sayhow, in all probabili-
Ry picked for just this type of
werk, and secretly his wealth
weuld set them free from any
memsequences. The Faustania
was out of sight. Who could
gver prove who they were—or,

fer that matter, that Billy
Prave had not injured his
plane in landing.

Bat, beyond that—what did
B mustter what was proved or
; ved, once the race was

! Jimmy knew he would
mever fight the thing after-
msurd, It would be a sorry
Pusiness — the vanquished
Bringing up a thing of that
wort. He couldn’t stand it
Wo—if Austin Rogers won, by
whatever methods, it was th2

and.

“@et ashore!”’ he shouted to
@ pilot. ‘“We've got to
Sigit.”

They were almost to the

Besch. The boatman, a young
Sellow, tanned by sea and sun,
Bmt diminutive in size, nodded
withoat reply. With a last,
dexterous twist, he sent the
power boat broadside to the
Beach just as it seemed they
ssust pile up on the sands. The
metor stopped. Jimmy, his
#ists clenched and his eyes
Bazing, leapt free, knee-deep
fm the water, just as the sailors
seached Billy Crane’s ship.

He saw his friond dive into
#he cockpit and emerge with a
pistol. The vandals halted for
» second, unnerved, as it was
grained on them. Jimmy, hur-
mying over the sand, conscious
@hat bis piloc was behind him,
gave a little gasp

*“That’s not a revolver!” he
eried, half to himself, ‘‘Can’t
#he fools tell a Very pistol
when they see one?”’

“In a second, he knew, they
weuld recover from their first
surprise and see from its odd
shape that the weapon Crane
Beld was merely the pistol car-
mied by fliers for emergency
mse in signalling. Its worst
projectile was a flash of fire—
Bke a Roman candle!

Jimmy stumbled, caught
Bamself, and came on. The
young pilot of the speedboat
was st his side now, a wrench

im his grimy hands. He
grinned. !

“Come on!”’

Behind him, Jimmy heard

the roar of the seaplane’s mo-
#or, but it was a vague impres-
wion. As he got to his feet, a
scamt 100 yards from where
Crane’s plane stood purring,
with its propellers barely turn-
fmg, he heard a shout from one
of Roger’s men:

*It’s no pistol, y’ damn
fools! It’s only a signal gun.
Het’s go!”’

There was a blinding flash
as ‘they started forward, the
boathooks raised for damage.
A searing streak of red shot
sut from the cockpit of Billy’s
plage. The three men brought
wp, startled, half blinded by
fthe flash. In the next second,
sy was upon them,

Me saw the wrench raised:
¥m the same instant, his first
went out. Then he gave a ery
of anguish as the young pilot,
with a groan, sank to the sand
muder a fierce blow from one
of the boathooks. Billy was
wlexring himself of the coek-
p. With the pistol in his
Band, he reached the ground.
* At ‘em, fellers!”

Jimmmy, wild-cyed with fury
@nd rage, lashed out with both
@sts. He was aware that two
Wlows had struck him; he was
®m Bt dizzy; but that did not
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matter. Fiercely he tore into
the men,

A moment later Billy, with
an impotent ery, fell back un-
der a fieree blow and landed
against the body of his plane.
Jimmy hesitated, then realized
that their three foes were com-
ing on him en masse. He saw
the wicked boathook raised
again, above his eyes, and he
threw up a hand weakly to
protect himself,

Crack!

He stood stunned for a mo-
ment, when the blow did not
fall. Dully, he realized that he
was staring at the boathook
where it lay on the ground.
The wielder of it, with a brok-
en curse, staggered backward;
Jimmy stared at the blood run-
ning down his arm. The other
sailors fell back as he straight-
ened, looking about him wild-
ly.

Billy Crane laughed hyster-
ically. ‘‘Graham!’’ he eried.

Swinging about, Jimmy first
caught sight of the naval sea-
plane, its nose almost against
that beach., A few yards near-
er his friend stood, a short au-
tomatic resting on the erook of
his arm,

““Put your hands up, you
birds!"’ the officer command-
ed erisply. “High up—and
bask away from that ship.”

The sailors obeyed. They
were thoroughly cowed. In
the presence of Graham’s uni-
form, underneath the jumper
he wore, and the business-like
pistol, all the brute courage
which had sent them so glee-
fully to their vandalism evap-
orated, Graham smiled,

‘““Go ahead, Jim,”” he said.
“Do your best. I'll take care
of these birds, and this kid,
too.”” He jerked his head side-
wise toward the speedboat pi-
lot, who was just sitting up
dazedly.

Jimmy nodded. There was
no time to be lost and he knew
Graham well enough to be cer-
tain that the latter needed no
help now. Between the young
boatman and the officer, the
sailors could be taken without
trouble into custody.

“Let’s go, Billy!"” he eried,
and waved+his hand to Graham
as he leapt into the rear cock-
pit. ““We’ll settle up later, old
fellow.”’

“Just luck, Jim!'’ the offi-
cer shouted. “Make it—in
some way, simply to square ac-
counts.”’

Jimmy nedded. Billy leapt
into the coekpit, adjusting his
helmet and goggles even as he
advanced throttle and spark.
‘““All you've got!”’

But all Billy Crane had, Jim
Brandon knew, would not be
enough. Rogers’ stact was too
big now. He sat tensely for-
ward while the plane taxied
down the short length of the
field, took its wheels from the
geound before it should, and
then, by expert maneuvering,
winged free.

Jimmy’s eyes lighted appre-
ciatively, as they always did.
at good piloting. They rested
fondly on the impassive bulk
of his friend’s head and shoul-
ders in the forward ecockpit.
Good old Billy! Always there
in a pinch, even if it was too
late now. How had he got the
army plane, though? Jimmy
glanced at the parachute har-
ness over his pilot’s shoulders,
and remembered. Crane was
a reserve officer, and he must
have secured a ship from Mit-
chel field.

It didn't matter, anyway.
He wondered if Rogers had
landed as yet, and then saw,
far off on the horizon, a tiny,
winged speck. Too far off,
he reflected. His rival must
be almost over the field by
now; in a few moments—be-
fore he could be within sight

of the landing piace, Rogers
would be purring toward the
finish line of his race in a mo-
tor ear.

Jimmy set his jaw.
there no way—ne way, after
all he had done?! After all
Natalie had done? He wanted

desperately to win, for her
sake, even if he could forget
his own.

Was there no chance? Jim-

my racked his brain for some
wild hazard, even if it meant
the direst risk of life and limb ;
but none presented itself. As
Billy came lower, he strained
forward. Lower even than
they were, a big airplane was
gliding forward in a long dive
over a fair patch of earth
which must be the field. It
would be a matter of scarce-
ly two minutes now before
Rogers was off, tearing toward
the Hudson elub behind a
high-powered automobile mo-
tor.

He could never cateh wup.
Jimmy’s jaw muscles tight-
ened. He was staring intently
ahead, as though by the very
ferocity of his gaze he could
hold back his enemy’s ship,
when he suddenly jerked wup
with a start. His eyes fastened
on his friend’s parachute har-
ness, over the rim of the coek-
pit ahead; his gaze narrowed
speculatively and a cold, eal-
culating light ecame into it.

In the next second, bent
down beneath the proteetion
of the cowling, he was scrib-
bling a note: ‘‘Let me have
the ’chute.”’

He pushed it forward.
Crane, after a quick glance at
it, looked back at him with
surprise, Jimmy nodded ve-
hemently. Then he grasped
the duplicate control in the
rear cockpit and took charge
of the plane, while his.friend
stood erect and drew the cum-
bersome parachute harness
from his shoulders. In another
moment the big thing dropped
into the after cockpit and Billy
resumed control of the ship.

Jimmy slipped into the har-
ness, his face set. There was
one chance—just one—and
that one was so desperate that
he put off vhinking of it until
the moment should come.

Billy Crane’s ship was al-
most over Roosevelt field when
they emaght sight of the plane
which ' had carried Rogers,
standing still below them. The
millionaire was running to-
ward a waiting motor.

Jimmy shook his head, bit-
ing his lip. No; it was too late
now. Even a parachute jump
to the field would not save
enough time. Rogers was al-
ready off; the man had min-
utes to spare. Ducking under
the cowling again, Jimmy
found his stubby pencil and
secrawled another note:

““‘Somewhere near southeast
corner of Central park.”

Billy Crane turned with a
ery that was drowned by his
motor. His round face was
lighted by a quick admiring
smile. He understood. The
ship veered sharply, righted,
and then tore on.

Over liong Island and
across the river it roared with
every ounce of its unleashed
power, until, in the distance,
Jimmy picked out the broad
expanse of Central park. Near-
er to it and nearer they swept,
high in the air over New
York’s new East Side, until
the northern reaches of the
park were spreading out un-
der their landing wheels, far
below.

CHAPTER XXXI.

Jimmy sat leaning far for-
ward in his seat, every musele
of his body tense with realiza-
ahead.

Reaching over—it was with
an effort that he moved—he
tapped Billy Crane on the
shoulder and pointed ahead
and downward, to where there
appeared a space of almost the
area of a ecity block, slightly
rolling but cleared except for
an oceasional tree,

Crane nodded briefly. The
plane nosed downward expert-
ly.

Jimmy’s lips were very
tight as he maneuvered for-
ward along the footholds. As
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pit, he eaught his friend’s hand
and felt a swift, wordless clasp
before he started to erawl out
on the shining expanse of th¢
wings. It was diffienlt work,
for the ship was gliding down-
ward steadily.

Bracing himself precarjously
by a wire, Jimmy glanced
downward ~and ecaught his
breath, He had never before
taken a parachute jump; the
ground seemed desperately far
below, the thing on his should
ers woefully uneertain. Crane
was ecircling above the open
spaece.

““The last meridian!’’ Jim
my whispered to himself. He
had jumped them all—all buf
this; and the end of this was tc
be vietory or a defeat that he
would not know.

A soft langh came to his
lips; the old, reckless glint re
turned to his eyes. Then, af
ter another glance downward
as Billy swooped as low as he
could, with a pale, sea face
Jimmy dropped off into space
the roar of the monster motor
like a nightmare sound in his
ears.

“Brodie Number Two!’’ he
gasped, with a last laugh
when the rush of the upward
wind caught at his breath and
tore the words away.

““One-two-three!’” he had re
peated slowly to himself before
pulling the rip-cord to allow
the uprushing air to open the
layers of folded silk.

He was plunging dewn and
down, like a falling meteor,
the ground rushing upward to
meet him. Would the para-
chute never open? Had Billy
flown too low to give it the
chance? Suddenly the white
thing caught in the wind, flut-
tered—the swift drop was
checked. The open space was
below him, and Billy was roar-
ing away to the eastward.

The rush of wind was lessen-
ing now; he was descending
more slowly. Below him there
stretehed the widespread
branches of a huge tree. He
attempted to guide the para-
chute by means of the ropes
hanging down, pulling at first
one and then another in an ef-
fort to clear the tree. But each
time he drew away, a slight
breeze brought him back.

He swore volubly., But he
was cool mnow. Unless he
smashed up in the tree, there
was every chance of his mak-
ing a landing unhurt. But the
tree persisted in being a men-
ace. He had played the last
trick against his rival—the
last card in the long game. In
some way, he knew that this
final gesture was going to win.
It had to win!

He loosed the knife which
was to cut the straps on his
chute, and became aware, as
he glanced downward, that
ecrowds were gathering. The
traffic on the south side of the
park was becoming congested.
¥From every direction, p2ople
were running toward the spot
where it seemed he must land.
Nearing the earth, he ecould
see the erowded steps of his
elub, on the avenue, and
Frances’ home, facing the
park. Were they all watching
him? he wondered, and did
they know what it all meant?

The tree was just below him
now. Jimmy gave a wild,
frantie jerk to the cords that
were supposed to guide his
eraft; but it was to no avail
The breeze had died and he
was suddenly too near to the
earth, Then it was just below,
a jumbled mass of green shot
with forks of brown that
seemed waiting to catch his

body.
A second later, Jimmy
erossed his arms before his

face—his feet brushed the top
most branches, and he feli
himself tumbling through the
sea of green leaves. Dully he
heard wild shouts below him.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Q. Where Is the island of
Socorro? E. A. O.

A. The Mexican Embassy says
that the island of Socorro is the
largest one of the Revillagigedo
Archipelago In the Pacific ocean,
near the coast of the State of
Colima. It is 10 miles in length and
seven miles in width, its highest
point being about 3,600 feet above
sea level,

\ Alice and Duljy_
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Gann,
st the capitol, talked ami-
iy they left the bullding to-

el

meeting
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@0 you do, Mrs. Gann?”
do you do, Mrs. Ling-

is Mr. Gann—there is a Mr,
#Gann, 1 bglieve?”

+ ™I, dodeed! And how is Mr.—er
=—gmrfion me, Longfellow, isn't it—
@ tww ndiculous of me! I mean

Mr. Longworth? So many names to
remember, my dear, and—"

“Oh, then you really have met
quite a few of the people here?”

“Oh, yes, very many!"

“Of course, it is easier for me,
You see the best people are mnot so
numerous and that makes it easier,
my dear, don't you know.”

“Oh, I congratulate you, my dear,
I really do! You know I hadn't seen
you at any of the recent affairs and
so, really, I had no idea—oh, pardon
me—I mean I had so hoped you had
met some of the best people, and
isn't it lovely that you have!”

"Oh, yes, Mrs. Gaan, I have lived
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here—that is, Nicholas and I have
been coming here for years, with
hilm a member of congress, and
NH'.

“Yes, I've lived here for years,
myself."”

“Is it possible, my dear Mrs.
Gann! You know, it is horrid of me,
but I hadn't known—that is, still
since last election, that you had
even so much as lived in the district.
Isn't it strange how—"

“Mr. Longworth is still
lower house, I believe?”

“He is the speaker of the House,
yes.”

“I believe my brother, the vice
pregident. used Lo know him in tba

in the

days before my brother became the
vice president.”

“I wouldn't be surprised. I don't
believe Nicholas ever has met Mr.
Gann, however.”

“Well, here’s my car. Good af-
terncon, Mrs. Long—er—worth.”
g

A little hint from the Atchison
Globe to Marion Talley, who thinks
farming is stry: A report issued
January 1, this year, by the depart
ment of agriculture, shows we now

have the smallest farm population
in the history of the country. People
are leaving the farms because lthey
can't live on sunsels and sunrises
and poelry.

Modern Law Givers.

they

Program Note—The Nebraska
bids fair to go down in history
as the most shrdlu etaoin legis-
or any other state since the
fall of Adam. (The Adam re-
fused with Adam McBullen, who
fell some 20 or 30 dispensations
conservation, the actors are des-
ignated as Solons. The appela-
seriously. Solon was a great law
giver. Let us commence.

cing manner)—For what purpose

does the gentleman rise?

that? Who says I'm not a gentle-

man? I can lick any guy what says

vest, collar, tile ond belt but is
checked, by a brother solon who
gallery, fool!")

Speaker—You go outside and cool
gentleman rise?

Second Solon—For the purpose of
capitol walls are crumbling. A brick
fell on my head just now, as a mat-

Third Solon (grinning broadly)—

e, he, he! I got aweay with it. He

Fourth Solon—In behalf of the
sex of our state, Mr. Speaker, I de-
will put these slick-o-haired home
wreckers who get sued for breeches

Speaker—Hot stuff, friend, the sex
of our state must be preserved at all
er! How much cost? We've already
squandered too much money on sex
stick to the specifications or get a
new archyteck! (Cheers from the

Sixth Solon—I can lick the
who says that! o

to disrobe)

—So I'm a llar, am I

outside and—

)—MTr,

Speaker, I got a couple of news-
per reporters I want
Speaker—The sergeant-at-arms

will throw the two predatory ani-

ects into the ash can without fur-
he ado,

done?

Seventh Bolon—The{ are telling

s

have done, the dirty crooks!

(Threatening growls from the floor,
Speaker—What'll we do next?

inth Solon—Let's just sit hera

Speaker—Good idea. We ought to
do more talking. All work and no
(They talk.)

s o~

East Is Indifferent.

Washington Mr. Michelson reports;

President Hoover's commis-
~aforcement seems to be no
uvearer selection than it was
tention to appoint such a body
in his speech of acceptance, so

a year at least, * * * Naturally

the impression is growing that

liquor question is not any more
concrete than his program for
troubles.

Whether or not these suspicions
led, it seems to us a little early for
Washington to begin wondering why
fact finding commission which he

last August. Commisswns

Mr., Hoover is naturally looking for
men with moderately open minds
for men with moderately open
minds on prohibition 10 years after
with it is like looking for nesdles
in a pile of hay. Moreover, it is fair
scarcely been in office long encugh
to turn around.

servation what Is most noticeahle in

the public's attitude toward Mr.

tience with his failure to appoint

It but widespread indifference to-

(ndifference the explanation, we

fuspect, is that Mr. Hoover's plan

D far less important plan in April,

1929, so far as prohibition is con-

ust, 1928.

Eight months ago, in his accept-
er proposed “an organized searche
ing Investigation" into the *“grave
prohibition. To many of Mr. Hoav-
er's friends this statesment seemed
searching and so open minded as to
consider whether the Volstead act
out some sort of modification,

One month ago, in his inaugural
modification definitely out cf the
commission’s hands by asserting
consider changes In administering
the law.
nounced that the commission’s
studv of the prohibition law will go
narcotic law, the immigration law,
the Sherman law “and every olh-
enforcement.”

What are we left with now? Pro-
tail in Mr. Hoover's vague encv-
clopaedic plans. His commission in
cept the status quo unquestioningly
and merely tinker with administra-
these clrcumstances, that nowhere
iz there any evidence that either the
er now intends to go to the bottom
of the most troublesome question

legislative session of A. D, 1929

lative session ever held in this

ferred to here is not to be con-
later.) For purposes of spacs
tion is not, of course, to be taken

Speaker 1swiniiug gavel in mena=

First lon (excitedly)—What's
I ain't a gentleman! (Removes coat,
whispers, “There are ladies in the
off. For what purpose does the next
tipping these dumbbells off that the
ter of fact.
thinks it fell on him!
sire to introduce a sheik bill which
of promiss In the hoosegow.
costs,

Fifth Solon—Steady there, broth-
preservation in this state. Let.
floor.)

Fifth Solon tbegmning

? You come

Seventh Solon (risi

rowed out o' here. T i
mals to which the gentleman ob-

Eighth Solon—What have
how we boys vote, that's what they
The two reporters are ejected.)
and talk a while.
talk ain’t googl for man nor beact,

From the World's Bureay in

sion to study and report on law

months ago. He voiced the in-
it has been in his mind for half

Mr. Hoover's plan fto solve the

the settlement of the farmers’

ove in the long run to be justi-
Mr. Hoover does not appoint the
of this sort are not easy to asseinble.
regarding prohibition, And looking
the country began to experiment
to remember that Mr. Hoover has

Within the range of our own ob-
Hoover's commission is not impa-
ward the whole idea. And for this
for a commission now seemms to be
cernad, than it seemed to be in Aug-
anoe speech at Palo Alto, Mr. Hoove
abuses” which have occurred under
to promise an Iinvestigalion so
is capable of being enforced with-
address he took the question of
that its duties would be merely to

Still more recently he has an-
hand in hand with a study of the
er branch of federal government law
hibition has become merely a de-
turn is pledged in advance to ac-
tive details. Tt is small wonder, in
wets or the drys believe Mr. Hoov-
which his administration aces,

et Pl
Society Politics.
From Kansas City Star.
“T1 certainly hope,” says Mrs.
ILeonidas W. Van uentin, “that

we aren’t going to gat into a wat
with England over the sinking of
the All Alone by the Wallflower.
Although I do think it's outrageous
the way England tries to force pro-
hibition upon this country in ﬂc«
fiance of our laws, don't you?

i -

Q. Who developed the plan for
the city of Canberra, Australia? E.
R

'A. The architect who laid out the
ground plans fer the capital city
was Walter Burley Griffin,

IT'S folly to suffer long from neu«

ritis, neuralgia, or headaches when
relief is swift and sure, with Bayer
Aspirin. For 28 years the medical
profession has recommended it, It
does not affect the heart. Take it

for colds, rheumatism, sciatica,
lumbago. Gargle it for a sore throat
or tonsilitis. Proven directions for
its many uses, in every package.
All drug stores have genuine Bayer
Aspirin which is readily identified
by the name on the box and the
Bayer cross on every tablet,

GASPIRIN

Lm;hmm.mﬁadnmfm
Bites, Sting of Bees
Venomous Insects

HANFORD'S BALSAM OF MYRRH
Monay back for firt bottle If not sulted. All dealors,

Bilious ?

Take N@ —NaTuRE'S8 REMED Y—to-
hight. You'll be “fit and fine'" by morning
—tongue clear, headache gone, appetite
back, bowels acting pleasantly, bilious at-
tack forgotten, For constipation, too, Bet-
ber than any mers hﬂﬂ!‘.

Safe, mild, purely vegetabls—
NR TO'NIGHT

Favor American Machetes

Machetes, heavy knives which orig-
Inated In the troplcs and were widely
used In South America for virtually
every conceivable cutting purpose, are
most popular In Brazil when of Amer-
lecan make, 2&bout 1,500 are bought
monthly and hardware dealers stock
sharp, clean machetes imported from
the United States. ’

For

Unavoidably Absent
Brown (to employer)—Jones won't
be at the office this week, sir, owing
to a bereavement in his family,
Ewployer—Oh, indeed, and who's
dead this time?
Brown—Jones,
Weekly.

sir. — Everyhody's

Ready to Loan His Tuxedo

First Student—Could I borrow your
Suixedo tonight, old man?

Second Student—Sure, If you'll re-
turn it to Joe Brown and tell him to
be sure and give it back to Tom Jones.
—Life,

When zour
Children Cry
for It

Castorla 18 a comfort when Baby is
fretful. No sooner taken than the lttle
one Is at ease, If restless, a few drops
soon bring contentment. No harm done,
for Castorla is a baby remedy, meant
for bables. Periectly safe to giva the
youngest Infant; you have the doctors’
word for that! It is a vegetable pro-
duet and you could use It every day.
But it's in an emergency that Castoria
means most, Some night when consti-
pation must be relleved—or colic pains
—or other suffering. Never be without
it ; some mothers keep an extra bottle,
unopened, to make sure there will al-
ways be Castorla In the house. It is
effective for older children, too; reav
the book that comes with It.




