o

Complete Line Of

Groceries

Also

» . for men, women
‘Shoes and
Shirts Collars
Underwear
Overalls
Suspenders

children.
:'I)'Jt'k!-i‘ work and dress |
Gloves| work |
Neckties

Notions

['rousers
Handkerchiefs
Corsets Hose Outing Flannsls

Calicoe  Muslin
Umbrellas

Gingham
Threads

Make this your headquarters while at-
tending the Saturday picture shows,

We pay CASH for Eggs

‘The Quality Grocer

Waterbury & Chapman

Estacada, - Oregon

Take it easy after fishing

Dig selection Jointed Bamboo Rods 90¢ up

Bristol Telescope Rods (guaranteed) $5.

Complete Line of Tackle.

$6.50
5.50

High Back Solid Oak Rocker
Mahogany Finished

Estacada Furniture Co.

Green Trading Stamps Undertakers

$2. a day. $£10. a week

The Hotel Estacada

Modern Conveniences
One ol the, most delightful
Resorts on the Coast

Local and Tourist Trade Solicited

This Week

Colgates Talcum Powder
and
Japanese Cup and Saucer

For only 25c¢

Estacada Pharmacy

The Case of
Jennie Brice

By
© MARY ROBERTS RINEHART

| % Copyright, 1913, by the Bobbs-
e Merrill Company

a< from last

vut of his pockel und glioved wnt It
“Foriy-elght! Forty-eight, mudam)
Atd ulpety-three cats! | have fouud
thew warvoned o trees, clnging w

FTeuees, Bontlog oo barrels, uwd 1 bave
Tound  thew  fu vowlortabile  houses
where there wos no excuse Tor thelr
:ln-,:-.: Well, | must be woving uo
P bve the report of a ot wallh o pew
Htter In the Jofl ol o stalde  wear
liere

e wipnsd hils hinnds enrefully ow o
Povsh papwer napkin, of whivh also u

bt rested on olie of the seils of

the bont, atnd pleked up au our. swll

Ing beueveleutly ot Peter Fhvn sud
denly be bent over aud looked a® the
stulued rope end tied to the stair rall

“What's that?" he suklld

*Thoat's what 'm golug to flind vat)’
I replied 1 gluneed up nt the Lad
leys' door, but It wis clused

The Hitle mun droppesd bls oar sud
fumbling In his pocists, pullsd out o
sl magollylug  gloss e  bent
over, holding to the rall, aod Inspected
the stulus with the glass. 1 bhad tuk
en a fupey to blw ot once, nd in splte
of Wy excitewent | bod to smwile o Hethe

“Humph,” be sald aod looked e nt
me:; “that's blood! Why did you cul
thie Dosint lowmse™

1 odldun'e” 1 suld
I wunpt te know Low It got there
That wus o vew rope last night’ |
gloneed at the Ladleys door wguin

“If that is= blood

sl he followed uy eyes
| "1 wonder he suald, rulsing his
 volee u little, “If | come Into your
kitchien If you wiil allow me te fry o
| Mttle of that Uver. There's u wretch
| e Muoltese lu a tree at the corner of
' Fourth street that wou't tooch It
ranw.’

I =auw thut he wunted to talk to me
so | turned around and led the way to
| the tewmporury kitchen | bad made
| “Now,” he suld Lriskly when he huad
| closed  the door, “there's something
;“‘l‘-rnj.' here erhaps If you will tell
me | ean help. If 1 ean't It will do
vou good to ik about It My nnme's
| Holeowbe, retired merchant. Apply to
ll"lr\t Nutlounl bauk for references”
| “I'm npot sure there s auything
|wrong,” | began. =1 guess I'm only
vervous sond thinking lttle things are
{blg vnes. There's nothing to tell"”
I cowe down the street
I|'[| my boat. A white faced gentlemnan,
with a vignrette, looks vut from a win-
dow when | stop at the door nnd ducks
| bk when | glance up. | come In and
| Hod uw pet dog, obviously os erfed at or-
dlirey thoes, whining with hunger on
fthe stulrs. As | prepure to fesd him a
praile woman comes down, trying to put
u right bund glove on her left hand
nud with her jacket wrong side out
| Whot min | to think ¥

| started nud lovked at my cout. He
| was plght Aud when as | tried to
tiuke It off he helped me und even pat

| NOUSCISe

g T |

wis suinetlilng so

&2

it isnt a husband, 1 snited.
“Tell we nbout 18" be sald

Indly 1n hls foace
wud It wos so | ¢e | had hod o
bit of humwao sviepathy that 1 almost

bruke down ngaln

CHAPTER II11,

p SAT there, with a crowd of
g' I children paddling ou a raft
vulside the window, and
Molly Muagulre, next door,
boulivg the wornlug's willk up in w
pull fustened to u rope, her doorway
being too vurrvw to adwmit the milk-
mun's bout, uud 1 twold bl the whole
stury.

“Humph!" be exclulmed, when 1 had
fnlsbed. “It's curious, but—you can't
prove a murder uuless you cun pro

duce a body

“When the river goes down we'll
fod the body,” sald |, shivering. “its
lu the purlor

“Then why dvesnt be 1ry to get
nwny

“He I3 ready to go now e ouly
went back wbhen youe boat ecadue o'

Mr. Holewvanlw ran te the door wnd

Blnglog It vjpen. | rowl Lot gl P
bl He was Loo

o, tuls of Hver, pille of oden pHut

= bout wus

ters nnd all

We hurried to the st the Ladleys
had ovecuplad It was vng Juin
the window, ns we ookl out we

coihd see the boal gliiost o sSglinre
TRVRTRY It b stoppead where, the
strevt belug blgher, o duo st
sthiove thv tood Ch T siveg as =it
thng u forlorn yellow ) As we

stared Mr. Loddey stoppusd the

looked bnck nt ous, Leat over, poaooed
e of liver ou o platter aud n wd
It over to the dog Fhen, risiug 1o
the boat, he bowed, with bis hot over
his bedet, 1o our dire 1, But down

eulmily and rowed around the cortier

vut of sight

Mr. Holcombe wos in n fregey ot
rige. He Jumped up aod down, shink-
fug hils =t out of the window after the
relreating Lot He rmin doewn the

gtidrvase, only to come ek gl ook

e the window ngaine The police boat

was ot o sight, but the Magulre chil
dreat bnd worked thelr raft nrogml o
the street and were onder the win
dow He leaned out amd ecallsd to
them

“A quarter each bove" e aadd, “if
vourll tnke me on thnt raft to the

| DERTeSE pavement

“Money first.” sall the oldest boy,

| holiling his cup

HBut Mr. Holeoimbe did not walt. He

[ ewung out over the window sill. hold

ted e on the shoulder—what with his |

kindness and the long moruing alone,
worrylog, and the sleepless nlght, 1 be-
gun to ery. He had a clean handker-
chlef In my band before 1 had time to
think of one

[ “That's It.” he sald.  “It will do you
guod, only don't sinke a nolse about It
If it's w busbapd on the nnuual food
spree dou’'t worry, madam. They al-
wiys come around In time to white

. wash the cellars.’

Ing by bis hoands, snd it folrly In the
venter of The raift

“Don't touch anything in that roem.”

There |
until 1 come back!

“I"sn't touch apything io that room
be valled to me,

nnd, Je : the pule from ope of the
Loys, pr sled the raft with amazing

specd down the street

e Hiver on the stove was burolog
IFherve wus o smell of scorching through
the roomws wud o sort of blulsh baze of
simoke. | burrfed back and took It off
By the thme | had clenned the pun Mr,
Holcombe was back sgaly In bhis own
bout, He bad found it ut the end of

| the next street, where the food ceased,

but no slgn of Ladley anywhere. He
haud not seen the police boat

Pertinps that s just as well." he
suld phillosopbienlly ‘We can't go to
the polive with & wet slipper and n
blood stulped rope and aeeuse o man of
murder. We bhave 1o huve o luuly*

He EKilled ber 1 suld obistinately
She told e yesterdny be wis o tend
He Killed ber and threw the body in
the wuter.”

“Very likely
here."

but he didn't throw It

But In spite of that he went over all

|
the lower hall with bkis boat, feeling

every foot of the thoor

and Hoully, at the back end kel
ap ut e ns | stood oo th
There's sonnething here,” he suld

I went colid sl over and had toclateh
the rulling. But when Terry bad vome
pud the two of them brovnght the thing
to the surfuce It was o the dindng
room rug, which | bhad rolled up nmld

forgotten to carry upstules:
At 130 Mr. Doleombe wrote n note
aud seut it off with Terry annd. Lor

rowing my boots. which bhod been Mr
Pltman's, Investiguted the dinlng roowm
nnd kitchen from o o
doors were too nuarrow to wdml
boat. tut he found nothing more fm
portant than o rolllng plu. e was not
at oll depressed by his fallure e
came back, drenched to the skin sbout
3 and nsked permission to search the
Ladleys' bedroom

“l bave n rlend comlug pretty soon
Mra. Pltman.” he sajd, *n young oews-
paper mwan named Howell He's a
nice boy, and If there Ix anything to
this I'd llke him to bhave it for his
paper. He and 1 bhave been baving
some arguments about clreumstantlal
evidence, too, nnd | know he'd like to

work on this.™

1 guve hitm a palr of Mr, Mtinau's
socks, for Lls owu were saturated an
while he wus changing them the tele
phoue rang. It was the theater agnin
nsking for Jennle Brice

You nre certuln sbe 4 out of the
clty ¥ some one asked, the sate volce
ns o the mornine

“Her busband snys so
*A=k blm to cowe to the phone ™
“He s not here.”
*When do you expect hitn back ¥
“I'm not sure be I8 comlug boack

l.ook here” sald the e

“rant you give net nny satls
Or don't youn care tolr"
“I've told yoo all | kpnow!'
“You don't know where she |
*XNo, gir

“S8he dido’t say she w hark
to rehearse for next wis

“Her hosbinnd sald 1y
for a few days’ rest

ot noui

That's all 1 ki t ot
owe me three w rent that 1'd 1)
to get hold of

The owner of the voles hung up the
recelver with o snap A left me pon

dering. It secmed to me thut Mre Lad
ley had been very reckless. 1hd
expect nny one to belleve th

Ihl e ‘..r|-= ’ for L} v L] M with
out notifying the thenter? agn

she was to rehenrse thit wesd ¢

ght It curlous, to say the least
back und told Mr. Holeombe
who put It down In hils
together we went to

roam

I'he room was In better order than
usual, as [ have said Ihe bed wus
made—which was out of tbe ordinary,
for Jennle Brice never made a bed—but
made the way a man makes one, with
the blankets wrinkled and crooked be
neath and the white counterpane pulled
smoothly over the top, sbowing every

{‘ontinued on page 4




