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 RADIO RECORD—December 23, 1938.

¥ Tooth Paste? See for vourself

- why so many beautiful women all the

- world over prefer it. Buy a tube to-

. day and notice how quick an improve-
s O + o .,

~ment it makes in Your appearance.

. XK THY don’t vou ﬁ'y this rmiodern

3 THE FAMOUS

“Lopuing over
the bed, ¥ bHegan
6 draw ifie
COveEs o, Moy,
Ashevgii  was
dead tlicre.??

itown there who is young, goofey

over him, and & bad actor—one

f "copgh youngster,. He was planning

to’ run out od the girl and come
#ack home.” )

"So-0-67" O'Gar said softly.

“But,” I continued, *I was with
moth him and the givl, in Tiajuans,
tight before lasi-—-wheh thiy kil
ity wag donpe’ :

'_‘SD‘O?" )

A knock on the door interrutpted
iy talk, It was & policethan to
all me that T was ‘wanted on the
shene. I went down to the frst
"oor, énd Varce Richmond’s voice
ame over the wite,

“What is it?  Wiss Henry do-
ivered your message, but she
ouldn’t give me any details.”

I told him the whole thing.

“T'll leave for the city tonight,”
o said when I had finished. *You
‘v shead and do whatever you
k. You're to have a free hand.”

“Right,” I replied. ST probably
+out of fewn when you get Dack,
ou  can Yeach me {hroush the
‘geney, m golng to wire Aghe
walt te codme Up—in your name.”

Aftey Richinond had hung wup. 1
called the city gaol and asked the
captain i John Ryan, aliss PFred
{tooney, alins  Jamochs, was still

| held there,

“No. Federal ofticers left for
“wavenworth with him and twe
sther prisoners yesteirday.” :

Up in the library again, 1 told
T@ar hurriedly: ‘ )

“I'm catching the evening train
wuth, hefting my marbles that the
ivb was made in Majnana,  Um
wiring Asheratt to come up. 1
want to get him away from the
Moxicon town Tor & duy or two, and
i he’s up hers you cafi keep an eve
on him. I'H zive you 4 deseription
of him, and you caun pick him up
&t Vance Richmond’s oifice. Hell
probably coniwcet there fivst thing”

Half an hour of thie litile time
I had left I spent in. writing and
sending thiee telegiams. [he first
was 10 Asheaft:

Edward Behannon,
Golden Horseshoe Cafe,
Tiajuana, Mexico.

Birs, Asheraft is dead. Can you
come immediately? ’

VANCE RICHMOND.

The other two were in c¢ode. One
weht to the Contiental Detective
Agency’s Kansas City brauch, ask-
ing that an operative be sent to
Lenvenworth to guestion Jamoecha.
The - otlier fequestsd the Lo
Angeles branch to have a man meet
nie in Ban Diego the next day.

- Fhen I dashed out to my rooms
for a bagful of clean. clothes, ani
staited riding sotith agaie, .

At 8an Diego I lunched, regig

tered and left iy bag at a hotel,

apd wetit up to the hotel to pick -

up the Los Angeles operative I had
wired for, i .

I found him .in the Ilobby—a
freckled-faced youngster of 2% o
30, whose bright grey eyes were
busy now with 4 racing  pro-
siumme, which he held in a hand
that had a finger bandaged with

- arhesive tape. - I passed him and

stopped at the cigar stand, where

i bought a package of eciparettes

and straightened out an imaginary
dent in my hat.. Then I wett out
to the street again. The bandaged

fiuger and the business twith the

hat were our introductions. -

I -strolled. up Fourth Strest, and
the operative caught up with ms.
His name was Gooman, I gave him
the lay. :

You're to go down -to. Tiajuana
and take a plant on the Golden
Horgeshoe Cafe. ‘There’s i littls
chunk of a girl hustling drinks in
there--short,  curly, brown hair;
brown eyes;. round fhee;. rather
large red mouth; gquare shoulders.
You can’t miss her; she’s a nice-
looking kid of about eighteen, called
Kewpie. -She’s the target for your
eye. Keep away from her. Don't
try to rope her. I'll give you an
hour's start. Then U'm coming down
to {alk to her. I ‘want to kmow
whit she does right after 1 leave,
nnd wlhat she does for the iext few

| Thers tuy the
body o the
Filipino boy.”

days. Yom can get in touch with
me at my hotel each night, Don't
give me a tumble arywhere solge.
T'll most likely be in and out of the
Goldenr Horseshoe oltem.”

© We parted. I waited an hour
and then went up to the corner and
fought for a seat on the stage.

Fiffeen or more miles of dusty
riding, a momentayy hali at the
Immigration  Station on the ling,
and- 1 was climbing out in Tia-
juans.

Gorman’s freckled face showed
over a drink of mescal when I
entered the Golden Horgeshos, I
hoped he had a good counstitution,
He needed one if he was going to
do hig sleuthing on a distilled ege-
tus diet.

_The welcome I got. from the
Horseshoers wasg just like a home-
coming. ¥ven the bartender gave
me a grin,

“Where's Kewpie?” I asked.

Kewpie came through the baek
door just then. o

“Hello, Painless!” . She climbed

2ll over me, hugging me. “Down

for another swell sousge?”

“No” I .said, leading bher back
toward the stalls. “Business this
time. Where’'s BEd?” -

“Up North. His wife Licked off
and he's gone to colleet the re
mains.” '

“That makes you sorry?”’

“You bet! 1It's tough on me that
papa hag come into a lot of sugar,”

‘I looked at her out of the cormer

of my eyes.

“And you think BEd’s going te
bring the jack back to you?” )

Her eyes snapped darkly at me.

“What's eating you?”’ she de-
manded. . .

I smiled knowingly.

“One of two things is going to
happen,” I predicted. “Bd's going
to-ditch you, or hwe’s going to beed
every brownie he can serape up to
keep his neck from being——"

“You Har!” '

NEXT WEEK: A sinister figure
enters the case and Cont. Qp. No.
7 begins to unravel the mystery
of the triple murder.



