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O’'NEILL FRONTIER

BY KAY CLEA

THE DESERT MOON
MYSTERY

f also. Mrs. Ricker, of course,

VER STRAHAN

“l would discharge one of% them?” she asked.

my assistants like that,” she
snapped her fingers, “for such
& mistake. Crime analyst!
Confounded ass! Conceited

amateur! Oh!” She went run- |

ning out of the room, leaving
me sitting there to do what I
Aked with that talk of hers.

{™Sne was back in two min- |

utes. She had Gaby’s last note
¢ Danny in her hands. “I
fave been assuming,” she
gaid_ and her cheeks flamed
up again, “that Gabrielle Can-
aeziano wrote this note. I have
©ad a pleasant little assump-
tion. Now 1 will get some
facts. I must find a sample of
her handwriting—"

&ne began to search through
Gaby’s desk. I helped her.
Gaby had made a thorough
fJob of her burning. There was
mot a scratch of her wriling
€o be found.

“Danny will have some-
thing,” I said. “I'll see whether
she is in her room.”

Danny was in her room,
witting at her own desk, writ-
ing out checks and addressing
envelops. I told her I had
come to ask her for a sample
of Gaby's handwriting.

“I am sorry, Mary,” she said,
as she finished addressing an
envelope, sealed it, and looked
for a stamp in the stamp-box,
“pbut I haven't anything, ex-
eept, of course, the last note
she wrote me, and Miss Mac-
Donald is keeping that.”

“Please, dear,”” I urged,
*won't you search through
your desk and your papers? It
4s really very important.”

“But I have looked, Mary.
Mrs. Ricker had the same idea,
yestercday. She thought that
‘Gaby might not have written
that last note. I am certain
that she did; but I searched
and searched to satisfy Mrs.
Ricker. I destroyed " Gaby's
Betters to me, when we came
o the United States. She has
|ad no reason for writing any-
thing to me since then. Hubert
FEland had several notes from
her; but he says he has not
Kept them.”

She addressed another en-
welope, and added it to the pile
beside her. “It isn't she said,;
moticing my reluctance to
Jeave, "that I am not interest-
ed, Mary. It i3 only that I know
that { haven’'t a scrap of her
writing.”

I turned to go. I had reached
the door wihen she called to
me and asked me to take her
letters downstalrs for the
mailbag, when I went down-
Sstairs

% returned to Miss Mac-
Ponald with my information,

“Dear me!” she sald. “Mrs.
Ricker indeed? If only they
wwould work with me, Mary in-
gtend of by themselves, or—
wmgainst me, At any rate,” she
put aside the photograph, a
ruler-like thing, and her mag-
mifying glass, “the note to
Panielle Canneziano, and the
sriting on the photograph
*were done by the same person.
“What are the letters you have
“there, in your hand, Mrs,
‘Magin?"” I told her they were
some that Danny had asked
une o take downstairs. She
Bheld out her hand for them. I
had te allow her to have them,
¥t first I read the addresses.
They were the names of mail-
order stores in Portland, Ore-
gon, and in San Tranciseo,
Lalifornia.

Wiizs MacDonald looked at
‘them closely. Then she took
up o flat paper Kknife, from’
«Gahy's desk, and delib2rately
«gpencd the envelope by lifling
the flap.

“She surely dcas not s2al her
fetters carefully,” she said,
mand tovk out a check, nothing
welse, Irom the envelope.

“It is dated today, the
whirteenth of July,” she said.

“01 course it is,” I answered,

Cartly, not liking any of this. |

~=he was writing them just
masr, while I was in there.”
*pDid you see her writing

“I certainly did.”

1 She sighed and moved her

head with an impatient ges-
ture, rather like John's wor-
ried wgestures. “Then that is
| that,” she said, and returned
the check to the envelope,
sealed the envelope, and gave
it with the others, back to me.

“Now for the code letter,”
she said, and sat down in front
of the typewriter. I left her
there, and went to look for
Sam.

CHAPTER XLIX
New Suspicions

I found him in the living-
room, playing solitaire. Mrs.
Ricker was in the chair by the
window, tatting. “Lands, Sam*
I said, sitting down across the
table from him, “when did you
take to sitting around and
wasting good time like this?"

“I am helping Miss Mac-
Donald,” he said. “Making it
easy for her to watch me and
convincing her that I'm more
or less of a nut, at the same
time. Two birds with one
stone—"'

“She isn't watching you,”
Mrs. Ricker spoke up. “She is
watching Hubert and me.”

Queer that with all the years
I had known Mrs. Ricker as a
dumb person, now that sghe
had begun to talk, her talkIng
seemed only natural.

“I reckon,” Sam said, “that
she is watching all of us pretty
closely."”

“No,”” Mrs. Ricker insisted,
“she is watching Hubert and
me. Chiefly me. I can’t stand
it much longer. I am losing
my mind. If I don't leave here,
before long, I shall be quite
insane.”

I can't say that Sam’'s ears
actually pricked up when she
sald that, but they gave that
impression.

“I didn’t know that you were
thinking about leaving here,
Mrs. Ricker,” he said.

“I am thinking about it; be-
cause, if I don't leave here,
soon, I shall have to be taken—
to an asylum.”

“Now, now, Mrs. Ricker,”
Sam urged, “don’t be feeling
like that. It is just a case of
watch and let watch around
here, now—"

“It certainly is not a case of
live and let live,” she said. “I
tell you, I can’t stand it!” She
jumped up from her chair, and
went rushing out of the room
through the front door. On the
porch she dropped into a
chair, and hid her face in her
hands.

As I looked at her, sitting
there, I remembered that it
was she who had found the
body. Her story had sounded
stralght enough; but, before
she had told it, she had had
plenty of time to make it a
straight one. Perhaps she had
had help in making it a
straight one. . . .

Hubert Hand. He had, by his
own admission, served a term
in prison for forgery. He had
had notes from Gaby, and had
destroyed them. Was it pos-
sible that he might have writ-
ten the farewell note to Gaby,
and the inscription on the
photograph? Sam could not
swear that Hubert Hand had
been in the barn the entire
hour between five and six
o'clock, That meant, then,
that no one knew, positively,
where he had been between
five and six o'clock. I remem-
bered how eager he had been,
at first, to prove that John
was the guilty person; how
readily he had accepted the
theory of Martha’'s guilt. That
'\ theory had been Mrs. Ricker's.

Mrs. Ricker loved Hubert
| Hand. She had loved Martha,
| too; but Martha was dead.
|  Would it have been possible
| for Hubert Hand to have

slipped into the house,
‘ through the front door, during

that hour between five and
six, without Danny's having
seen him? Possible—that was
| all. Danny had cut the bread,

in the kitehen. She haa
emptied jelly from its glass to
a dish; had cut the butter.
| Each task a matter of min-
utes; but coming through the
| front door and getting upstairs
would be a matter of minutes,

would have seen Hubert Hand
pass through the room; but
Mrs. Ricker could Kkeep a
secret.

Again, what had he thought
that I had overheard that day
in the cabin?

What motive could he have
had for killing Gaby? Suppose
that Gaby had lied to Danny
about the entire contents of
the code letter, and that,
after all, the money had been
hidden on the place. That
would be an explanation for
Canneziano's coming to the
ranch. But suppose that Hu-
bert Hand had found it, or
had known that Gaby had
found it—

“Come home, Mary,” Sam's
voice, speaking extra low, cut
in on my reverie. “I want to
know what you think about
this.

“I set Canneziano to mend-
ing the gouth clover fence this
morning. I told him I was
going to north clover, On my
way there, I passed the house.
I happened to remember how
slick Miss MacDonald had
cleaned the attic. It seemed
a shame not to use it; so I
went up, taking my field
glasses with me, for luck. I'd
watched about five minutes,
out of the window, when I saw
Canneziano leave the fence
and make up toward the cabin.
I came down, jumped on Bob-
bie Burns, and circled around
the hill, back of the cabin. Just
as I got my glases trained, I
saw Danny, walking to beat
time coming away from the
cabin. I don't know whether
she had been in it or nat. I
didn’t see her come out of it.
I rode straight down. Before I
had reached the cabin, Can-
neziano came out of it. He
was carrying a fishing rod,
and he went right down to the
stream with it. What I'm won-
dering is, had he and Danny
met at the cabin, and had a
talk?”

“I know exactly what Mrs.
Ricker means,” I said, “about
losing her mind on this place.
It has come to the pass that
no one can do any simple
thing without being spled on
and suspected. Danny always
takes her walks in the direc-
tion of the cabin. We all do.
It is the prettiest, coolest walk
on the place.”

“Does she always walk so
fast, trying to keep cool?”

“Probably not,” I said,, “un-
less she has seen Canneziano,
and is walking fast, trying to
get away from him.”

Sam rubbed the back of his
head. “By Joe! I hadn’t
thought of that.”

“Phink about it now, for a
minute,” I advised. “When you
get through, try to think
whether you know of any place
where we could get hold of a

cHAPTER L
Shovels

I went into the kitchen ana
put through a fairly good
batch of baking, considering
that I'd got a late start at it.
I had intended only to stir
up a sunshine cake for supper;
but when a thunder shower
came, washing everything
cool and sweet, I opened the
kitchen wide to it, and made
an angle cake out of the
whites of the eggs, and baked
a big pan of ginger bread. Zin-
nia did the washing up; so 1
was all through and frosting
the cakes when Miss Mac-
Donald telephoned down tc
the kitchen and asked me to
go for a walk with her.

Between times, I'd roasted
three chickens and got a salad
in the icebox. I wouldn't need
to turn a hand to supper for
an hour; so I told her that I'd
like nothing better than a
breath of the clean, sage-
seasoned air, and that I'd be
ready in ten minutes. I gave
Zinnia a few directions, and
went upstairs to change my
shoes.

As I came down the front
stairs, into the living-room, I
saw Mrs. Ricker coming up the
steps to the porch. She was
toting a big shovel, carry-
ing it out in front of her, and
carefully, right side up, like it
was a pancake turner and she
had a pancake on it. I stopped
in my tracks. There are some
connections that the mind re-
fuses: President Coolidge with
a six-gun, for instance, or
Chief Justice Taft with a saxo-
phone, or Mrs. Ricker with a
heavy, dirty old shovel.

She stopped to turn side-
wise and open the screen doot
with her foot, and then she
came straight along into the
living-room, poking the thing
toward Miss MacDonald.

“I want you to look at this,’
she said.

Miss MacDonald, all crisp in
white linen, backed away a
mite; but she looked, as di-
rected.

I came hurrying to look too
I don’t know what I expected
to see—nothing less than @2
dead scorpion; but, certainly
something more than I did
see: an old iron shovel with
dirt on it.

“Well?”
questioned.

“I was going to Martha's
grave when the shower came
up. I stopped in the cabin,
This shovel, and another one,
were inside the door there
Look at that earth—it is fresh
earth. Now I tell you, two
people have been digging
around this place; and they
were at it not longer ago than
yesterday, more likely this
morning.”

“My word!” said Miss Mac-
Donald. It seemed to me there
was more annoyance in her
voice than there was interest
or astonishment.

“Somebody,” I pronounced,
“still believes that there is
money hidden around here.”

Mrs. Ricker nodded her
satisfaction.

Miss MacDonald

scrap or two of Gaby's hand-
writing. We have the last note |
she wrote to Danny, but we |
want something more.” !

“you've come to the right |
place, for once,” he said, and
took a long envelop out of his |
pocket. |

“I guess I never happened |
to mention to you, did I that
I fixed up' a small checking |
account for the girls in the
Telko Bank? It was just a |
matter of my own conveni-
ence—saved me the pesky
trouble of buying orders at the
postofice. Their bank state-
ments and canceled checks
came in a few days ago. I was
going to look them over, soon
as I could get around to it.
Here they are. Do you want
me to take them up to Miss
MacDonald?” ;

“Pll take them,” I offered, |
“and save you the trip.” I |
longed to see how much of
Sam’s money the girls had
spent in one month, and what
they had spent it for.

I don't know yet whether it
was cunning, contrariness or
courtesy that propelled Sam |
up those stairs, with the en- |
velope tight in his hand, and |
without having allowed me as |
much as a peek at its con- |

tents.

| Moon,
| popular as an S. P. C. A. con-

. staring at the s

“But surely,” Miss Mac-
Donald said, “around a farm,
a ranch, that is, around a place
of this sort there must be a
great deal of digging goin_ on.
Gardens—vegetables, Yyou
know. That is—one thing and
another.” She fumbled it, like
that.

“We don’t make garden here
in July,” I told her. “The vege-

' table garden and greenhouses

are about three miles away
from where Mrs. Ricker found
the shovels.”

“To be sure.” She puckered
her brows. “But—Mr. Stanley
spoke of fishing, Don’t the
men dig worms for bait?”

“Anyone,” I told her, “whc
did bait fishing on the Desert
would be about as

vention at a roundup. Likely
you'll learn our ways, in time.
Bait fishing isn't one of them.”

While I was getting this off
my mind, Danny had come
downstairs. I guess we must
have looked funny, the three
of us, standing there and
#ovel which
Mrs. Ricker was still holding
as if it were a pancake turner.

“But—what is 1t?” Danny

inquired.
(TO B CONTINUED)

g “The Hokum Experts.
¥From Milwaukea Journal.

Julins H. Barnes, chalrman of th2
woard ©f the United States Cham-

ber of Commerce, tells the Cansdlan |

Cramber of Commerce at Toronto
that governments are largely to
Biame for the present world depres-
slon. Governments have intervenea
wilh tarifis, Mr. Barnes explains, in-
€endieri 10 be helpful, but in veality
bascful But he defends our own tar-
fis. wrich he discovers to his owun
saisfaction and doubtless Lo Ca-
wadan amusement, is not almed at

We wonder {f a good part of world
and esveclally of our own

depresslon is not due to trying to

| have things both ways. Mr. Barues
[ would have it thst foreign tarifis
| are hurtful and our own, which is

based on exactly the same prinecipla,
| s defensible. The principle 1s

wrong, but the practice right! Mr.
Barnes is talking bunk, of course. He
is trying in international economics
to play that political trick of say-
ing a thing is wrong in principle,
but you have lo do it as a matter of
expediency,

We have had so much of this kind
of humbug that it is not unlikely
that the perpetrators do persuade
themselves there is some&\ing in it.
We insist that Europe pay us her

debts; we wish to lend money to
cthier countries, which calls for the

return of interest at least; we
further wish to sell goods abroad,
which must be paid for. Now Lhe
world can pay only in gold or in
kind. There isn't that much gold in
the world. Of what there is we have
the lion's share, and don't really
want any more. And as for their
goods— why, we propose to keep
the American market for ourselves. |
well, then, how do we get paid”
That is only one instance of hev- |
ing it both ways. Another that was |
literally all the rage until the break
came t fail was to bid for peo-
ple's spare money for new lssues of

ock and old issues at impossible
;s;rlces on the theory that there was
no limit to expansion now that the
consumers had so much money. And
when the money had gone for in-
flated stock, it wasn't there to buy

the goods. 4

Q. Is the scene of the Boston Tea

party marked? W. O'L.
A. Qriffin's wharf on Atlantic

and Pearl streets was the scene of
the Boston Tea parly. The site is
marked hy & tablet on the wall of a
building on the land site. Certain
maps of Boston clearly indicate this
site which now is some distance

{from the water,

ARNING

when buying Aspirin
be sure it is genuine

Bayer

Aspirin

Know w!'lat you are taking to relieve that pain, cold,
headache, sore throat. Aspirin is not only effective, it is

always safe.
The tablet stamped with

the Bayer cross is reliable,

always the same—brings prompt relief safely—does not

depress the heart.

Don't take chances; get the genuine product identified
by the name BAYER on the package and the word

GENUINE printed in red.

Bayer-Tablets

Aspirin

Quick Relief!

For rashes, eczema and all forms of itching, burning, dis-
figuring skin irritations. Bathe with Cutleurs Seapand
hot water, dry, and ancint with Catieunra Ointment.
Relief comes at once and healing soon follows. Cuticurn
Preparations are essential to every housebold.

Soap 2ic. Ointment 25c. and 80c. Taleum 25e,
Propriotors : Potter Drug & Chsmioal Corporation, faid

Cuticura Ointment

Maldes, Mass,

Goatting Fun Out of History
But the real sport must be found

in getting hold of original stuff, a let-
ter from Cleopatra to Antony, or a
sketch map in Wellington's hand of

the disposition at Waterloo, done be-
fore the G. 8. O, L told him that

Quatre-Bras was there, or a chit
from the younger Pitt to Joanna
Southeott, thanking her for the flow-

ers, The historian who is lucky
enough to pick up a morsel like this

immediately telephones to his bank
manager and arranges for a further
overdraft on the strength of the roy-
alties and then proceeds to assim-
ilate the document in the body of
his work.—G, K.'s Weekly.

FOR COLDS—
ALKALINIZE
YOUR SYSTEM

Doctors everywhere are preserib-
ing this new treatment for colds:

Begin when you feel a cold com-
ing. Take a tablespoonful of Phil-
lips' Milk of Magnesia, morning,
noon and night, the first day. Do the
same second day. Then only at night.

C'olds reduce the alkalinity of your
system. That's what makes you feel
achy, feverish, weak, half-sick. Phil-
lips' Milk of Magnesia is alkali In
harmless, palatable form. It checks
the sympbrms of colds by restoring
the alkalinity of your system.

Relieves sour stomach, indigestion,
gas, over-acidity. All drugstores.

Remaining on Earth

“Have you ever been up in an air-

planety

“No,” answered Senator Sorghum,
“An wirplane i3 no good for polities.

The pllot takes all the publicity.”

—

Call for Enlightenment
The old adage that says two cam
live as cheaply as one neglected to
say one what.—Dallas News,

COULD NOT DO
HER CLEANING

Feels Much Stronger After
Taking Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
Vegetable Compound

Tankin, North Dakota.—“For nearly
four years I was not in good health. My
work is cleani
house and I wi
outgide too and
sometimes I could
pothdo it. I read
in the newspa,
about Lydhpeﬁ.'
Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound
and I have taken
three bottles of
this medicine. I
am feeling a lot

: pribe v lbetter and X
recommend it. You may use this letter
as a testimonial.”—TiLLie TrRENDA,
R. I, D. #2, Lankin, North Dakota.

This Medicine Is Sold in B:tll

Liquid and Tablet Form
Men, Women. $3.30 starts you in business.
Maks $34 or more per week.,. Write for
sample. 1728 Venice Blvd.. Los Angeles, Callf.

aty to
» d.u.nd 81,
Hiseox Chem, Wks. . Patobogue, N
E SHAMPOO = Ideal fi i
connection with Parker's Hair Bllluu.bz:k“:t:
hair soft and flufly. 50 cents by mail crl&dﬂz
gista. Hiscox Chemical Works, Patchogue, N.

The eovetous man heaps up riches,
not to enjoy them, but to have them,
—Tillotson.

Castoria...for

CHILDREN'S

ailments

ARE you prepared to render first
aid and quick comfort the moment
your youngster has an upset of any
sort? Could you do the right thing
—immediately—though the emer-
gency came without warning—
perhaps tonight? Castoria is a
mother’s standby at such times.
There is nothing like it in emergen-
cies, and nothing better for every-
day use. For a sudden attack of
colic, or for the gentle relief of
constipation; to allay a feverish
spell, or to soothe a fretful baby
that can’t sleep. This pure vege-
table preparation is always ready
to ease an ¢'ling youngster. It is
just as harmless as the recipe on
the wrapper reads. If you see Chas,
H. I'letcher’s signature, it is geniune

Castoria. It is harmless to the
smallest infant; doctors will tell
you so,

You can tell from the formula on
the wrapper how mild it is, and
huw‘good for little systems. But
continue with Castoria until a child
is growim.
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