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THE STORY THUS FAR: Amos, An-
nie's husband, revealed that when he
was coming home late at night he saw
A ghost bury something Iin a graveyard
Alse, Amos revealed that he had seen
Meg with Tom Falion that night. Lau
rence enlisted the aid of Bob Reynolds, a
detective, and they set to work to solve
the mystery of Alicia's murder. After
careful checking, they were inclined to

believe Ameos’ story. Jim MacTavish
came in as Larry, Revnolds and Megan
were ready to eat. He was tired, his

shoulders drooping. Reyvnolds announced
abruptly that it was an open and shut
case, and Jim almost dropped the carv-
ing knife. Later Meg tells Larry that
she and Tom had met accidentally.

CHAPTER XINI

‘““Not as to the identity, no,"' ad-
mitted Bob “But I'm convinced
that it was some prowler—a would-
be burglar who was frightened off
before he had a chance to steal any-
thing. Though, of course, it's not
usual for a burglar to be supplied
with a knife as a weapon—I don't
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believe he brought the weapon with |

him,
the victim's own knives—a large
kitchen knife—'* He broke off, scar-
let and embarrassed as he saw Me-
gan’s white, twisted face. He apolo-
gized hastily. “‘Good grief, Miss Mac-
Tavish — I ought to be kicked!
Please forgive me—I'm thoroughly
ashamed—Larry, you ought to have
better sense than to allow me
with your friends. I'm sorry, Miss
MacTavish—] do apologize—""
Megan managed a faint smile and
said huskily, **Please don't—I—I am
a bit squeamish, I suppose.
see—I knew her well—"
Bob nodded soberly.
everybody says you are the only real
friend she had. Everybody else
seemed to dislike her and distrust
her. 1 guess that's the reason !
was speaking so frankly. Let's for-
get it. After all, a meal like this de-
serves more cheerful and apprecia-

tive table conversation!
When the meal was over, and the

men were settled in the living room, I

Megan stayed to help Annie clear
the table. And while she was thus
engaged, Laurence came back into
the dining room, and stood at her
shoulder and said very low, “T just
wanted you to know, Meggie, that—
everything is quite all right. There's
nothing at all for you to worry
about.”

Megan locked up at him, tears
thick in her eyes, her mouth trem-
ulous, ‘‘I—met him by accident, Lar-
ry. I didn’t plan it—truly.”

He looked down at her, frowning.

“But — good heavens, Meggie,
don’t you suppose I know that?’’ he
protested, almost as though he re-
sented her feeling that she should
offer such an explanation.

She caught her breath and a wave
of relief swept over her. She smiled
through her tears and said huskily,
‘““Thanks, Larry.”

‘““For what?'* The frown still drew
his eyebrows together. ‘‘For know-
ing that you couldn’'t possibly do
anything wrong? For knowing that
you couldn't make, or keep a tryst
with a man tied up as Fallon is?
For Heaven's sake, Meggie—I've
known you since you were a baby—
don't you suppose I know you well
enough to know that if you met Tom
Fallon on the Ridge at midnight, it
was an accidental meeting?"

Laurence hesitated a moment and
then he said quietly, ““I'd like to ask
you something, Meggie—mind?"*

“No, of course not."

‘““Then — are you in
Fallon?"

The words were quietly spoken,
but they took her breath so that she
could only look up at him, unable
to speak. But the way the color
flowed into her face, the look in her
eyes gave him all the answgr he
needed.

*So that's why you—couldn't get
excited about marrying me,” he
said after a moment, very quietly.

love with

She set her teeth hard in her low-
er lip, not daring to trust her voice
to answer him, and after a little
he said in a tone of the greatest
gentleness, ‘‘Poor little Meggie! Al-
ways doing things the hard way!"”

By now she had steadied her
voice, and she faced him straightly.
“If—you'll j-j-just give me a little
time, Larry—" she managed.

His brows were drawn deep now
in a frown and his look was puz.
zled. "'A little time, Meggie?" he
repeated. ‘‘For what?"’

“To pull myself together and get
over this — this — craziness about
Tom,"” she said. ‘‘Because I will,
you know. [I'll—-I'll get over it and
-—maybe if you haven't got disgust-
ed with me before that—"'

“Oh, I'll be around, Meggie. Is
that what you mean?’" asked Larry,
and now there was a grimness in
his voice, a coldness in his eyes that
chilled her a little. ‘“‘You are the
only girl for me. You've always
been. I'm a slow and plodding cuss,
but once I get my mind—and my
heart—made up, I hold on. Like the
good old snapping turtle that gets a
grip and swings on until you have
to kill him to make him let go. But
what makes you so sure that you
can get over what you feel for Fal-
lon?"

“Because I'm going to!" she told
him with determination.

He turned away from her then as
Bob called to him from the hall, and
a little later they were gone.

Megan and her father sat in the
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living room for a little
after they had gone It
who finally broke the silence
“Did you know that she—was mar-
ried?" he asked heavily.
Yes,” Megan nodded
told me."
Jim's face twisted
she must have got out of me
ing to marry her

she never for a moment
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even hinted that she was not a wid- |

ow!"

Megan waited, knowing a little of
the release that would come to him
if he could rid d of
revelations.

“It began, at first,
well, joke," he admitted
to amuse her to give the Pleasant
Grove folks something to talk about
1 was lonely, and I suppose she got
a kick out of making a fool of me
He hand
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*“Then — are you in love with
Fallon?"
dignity that was somehow oddly
touching.

*“I know you didn’t, dear,” Megan
assured him swiftly.

He studied her for a moment and
then he asked in a puzzled tone,
“‘Meggie, how did you and I start
disliking each other? I've been do-
ing a good deal of thinking lately.
I admire you very much. You're a
fine girl and a brave girl, and—
well, I can’'t quite understand why
it is that we seem to rub each other
the wrong way all the time. I'll prob-
ably be just as hard to get along
with tomorrow, as | was yesterday
—only tonight, I'm—well, I'm lone-
ly, Meggie, and tired, and maybe—
just a little afraid. Could we sort
of—be friends, do you suppose?’’

“Of course, Dad!"’ She bent swift-
ly and kissed his cheek.

Jim looked at her for a moment
and then nodded as though he had
reached some sort of decision.

Both Jim and Megan were silent
for a bit, each with his own thoughts
of their new-found relationship.

He cocked an eye at her humor-
ously. *'Of course, you understand
that I'm just as lazy and shiftless
and generally no ‘count as ever, for
all that I'm suffering a change of
heart tonight. But, you know, Meg-
gie, the whole thing boils down to
the fact that I've been jealous of
vou since the day you were born."”

““Jealous, Dad?"" the astonished
Megan repeated.

He nodded. ‘'l adored your moth-
er, Meggie. | know now that it was
a jealous, possessive love, the sort
of thing that makes a spoiled little
boy say, ‘If we can't play my way,
then I won't play at all." We were
happy at first. I was first with her;
her every thought was for me, for
my comfort, my happiness, my well-
being. And then—you came along,
and took up a lot of your mother’s
tenderness and thought, and 1 had
to take second place. And like the
no-good that I was, I resented it.”

“Oh but, Dad—that's>-why, that's
wicked! Poor Mother!" she said
just above her breath. It wasn’t
that she loved me more than she
loved you; it was that I needed her
more."

“And I resented that,
her father.

too!" said

Megan could say nothing, She
could only wait, her hands linked
tightly together, her eyes clinging
to his face.

“Odd, what a chastening effect it
has on a man, when he realizes thal
he has made a complete and un-
mitigated fool of himself!"" he said
at last. ‘1 feel as though I'd been
kicked—almost as much as I de-
serve to be! And that is quite some,
incidentally!"’

““‘But it's all over and done with,
Dad—we can have a lot of fun to-
gether—'"' Megan began eagerly.

“Over and done with, Meggie?
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“Don’'t kid yourself,

my dear—we
haven't seen the last of this! Nor
heard it, either,"" he corrected her
swiftly. “Had you realized that if
Amos was on the Ridge that night,
as he must have been to tell Larry
the story he did, the chances are ex
cellent that he saw you—as well as
the eight-foot-tall ghost?"

Megan nodded, her face white but
her outward composure commend-
able “I know that he did, Dad,”
she said quietly. *“*He told Larry."

Her father’'s body jerked like a
marionette manipulat-
ed by an inexpert puppeteer.

““Told Larry-—that you were on the

on a string

Ridge with Fallon?" he repeated
sharply

Megan nodded

For a moment Jim was very still,
like a man suddenly paralyvzed. And
then very carefully he asked, “Did
he tell that fellow Reynolds?"

Megan shook her head, her hands
cold in her lap

“He—didn't seem to think it was
necessaryy ' she managed the words

**He seemed to think
the fact that I was there gave
an alibi. If I was there at that
time, I couldn't possibly have been
across the road—even if 1 had had
motive."’

Her father

that

me

a
nodded “Which,
course, means that Larry
know I intended to try to marry her
and bring her here,” he finished the
thought for her. Then he smiled, a
mirthless smile that made him look

of

doesn’t

suddenly very old and very tired

“Now if only somebody had seen

me going for my walk—=""
‘“Perhaps somebody did,"” said

Megan eagerly.

He shook his head
—after I left Alicia,"
ly and distinctly.

She stiffened a little and her eyes
were wide.

“You—saw her—that night?' she
whispered, her lips pallid.

‘‘At eleven-thirty,”” said Jim and
heaved a sigh as he ran his fingers
through his magnificent erop of sil-
very-gray hair. "‘The way 1 figure
it, she couldn’t have been alone, aft-
er I left her, more than ten or fif-
teen minutes.”

His fingers trembled a little as he
filled his handsome pipe and tamped
the tobacco carefully into the mel-
low bowl, but his eyves did not leave
Megan’s white, frightened face.

“We quarreled.” said Jim quietly,

*“1 saw no one
he said quiet-

distinctly, ““when she admitted that |

she had not the slightest idea of
marrying me. She called me a
pompous old fool, and a no-'count

stuffed shirt and a lot of equally |

uncomplimentary things. But I did
not kill her, Megan, I swear it."”
Suddenly Megan was on her kneds
beside him, her arms close about
him, her cheek hard against his, all
the ugliness and the animosity that
had colored their relations for years

wiped out between them in this mo- |

ment when she ached with pity for
him, and when for the first time in
her adult life she had begun to have
some glimmering of understanding
him.

“Of course you didn't, dear—no
one could believe for a moment that
you did,” she told him, her voice
shaken with emotion

Jim put his arm about her
seemed to welcome her nearness,
the sheer creature comfort of her
warm presence and her sympathy.

““Thank you, my dear—but I'm
afraid a great many people could
be persuaded to believe that I did,”
he pointed out to her at last. ‘“The

circumstantial evidence against me|

is pretty strong. We did quarrel.
Undoubtedly 1 am the last person—
save one!—to see her alive. And
when I left her, in a fury of injured
pride and bruised self-esteem, 1
went for a long walk alone, and saw
no one.
after one o'clock—by which time
she had been dead, according to the

doctor, for at least an hour. So
you see-
“But you didn't—you couldn't—

have done it, Dad! Nobody could
ever make me believewou did!"" she
comforted him, as though he had
been the child, she the parent.

It was long before she slept that
night, but in spite of the unpleasant
turmoil and excitement of the last
forty-eight hours, she was more at
peace than she had been in a long
time. She could begin to understand
her father a little; and to under-
stand is to forgive.

She was conscious only of the fact
that she and her father might hope
to live together now with less fric-
tion, less animosity than before. And
the thought had healing and com-
fort in it. She was able to fall
asleep at last, emotionally and phys-
jcally exhausted, and when she
awoke in the morning, she felt
stronger and more refreshed than
in many months, in spite of the
horrdr of the last twenty-four hours,
and in spite of knowing that the next
few days were going to be far from
pleasant, A

She had finished her morning
chores, und was busy with a seed
catalog and an order blank when
Laurence arrived.

Annie, big-eyed with excitement,
showed him into the small den
where Megan worked., and hovered

anxiously.
“It's all right, Annie—we found
something that proves that Amos

was telling us the truth—that is, that |

old
said

he did see something at the
burying ground that night,"’
Laurence quickly.

(TN'RE CONTINUED)
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PEACE CONFERENCE 'VICTORY'
MORE APPARENT THAN REAL

WASHINGTON Tis being ad.
vertised famous victory at
Paris. The accounts from there were
headed: *“*Molotov Finally Yields.'
A weighing of the event since then
by and some official
accountants developed
wonder 1if it victory, and how
much Molotov yielded

In the first China
made a spoansoring nation
big peace of 21 nations
Molotov did not yield on this. The
leading dispatches from the confer

as ]

expert even

news has

WS

was not
for the

place,

conference

ence the day after neglected to men

tion this point Nothing was sald
bout China Earlier both Messrs. |
Byrne ind Bevin contended the
omission of our friend in the Orient
as sponsor would be an insult to
her Molotov claimed China was
not influential in the defeat of the |
nations for which treaties were be-
ing written in Paris—Romania, Bul- |
garia, Hungary, Finland and Italy
and therefore she was not entitled |
to be a sponsor

Morally, China was entitled to
be a sponsor as a big five mem-
ber and a participant in the
war., Technically, she may not
have used any troops in the five
countries mentioned, but the
United States did not use many |
either in Finland (with whom |
we were never at war), and |
not many more in the Balkans,
although the Russians used plen-
ty of our equipment.

POTSDAM AGREEMENT CITED

Next day France worded the invi-
tation more peacefully, and a move-
ment to salve China with the chair-
manship upon the second day of |
the meeting was attempted, but Mo- |
lotov insisted upon China's omission
as pleading this
provided in the Potsdam agreement,
which has never been enforced, eco
nomically at any rate.

Then the big four conference de-
cided to call the 21 appar-
ently to approve the treaties they |
are making. This was regarded as
a victory for our Mr. Byrnes, who
wanted such a conference, But Mo-
lotov wanted to restrict the rules of |
the conference, which naturally had |
no rules, never having been in as- .
|semblage. He succeeded in requir-
ling that each treaty go to a com- |
mittee made up of the leading par- |
|ticipants in the war on that coun- |
|l.r}|r (which is all right), but he said
the committee must make decisions |
only by a two-thirds majority |
(which is not all right), The com-
mittees apparently had no power |
to make any decisions, At least the |
conference did not. It could not
change a treaty, or no public sug-
gestion was made that it could. It
was merely called to approve. Cer- |
tainly its committees could not do
anything it could not do. Yet Rus- |
sia imposed a two-thirds majority
upon decisions of committees, with |
majority decisions among the whole, |
What this will do, I have not !

|
|

a sponsor, wias

nations,

vet found an authority to ex-
| plain, A two-thirds majority
| without authority can only be a
| two - thirds majority without
| power—except to nullify any ac- |
| tion,

I'WO-THIRDS RULE A JOKER !
| Actually, the big council of nations |
| was insisted upon by Byrnes to let !
[the smaller nations participate in |
the decision of the peace. His vie- |
!lnr)’ in this respect was far from
| clear cut. Will the small nations be

| satisfied? The question cannot be
answered until you find out what
[the two-thirds-majority-rule-in-com-
| mittees-only will mean to their
|conference. Obviously Russia drew |
{her peace in such a way as to be-

|lieve she excluded the small nations |
|from changing it. This is an old |
;liu.«.\-mn position against small na- |
|tions, which has taken many forms
|since the San Francisco conference, |
| Actually, she does not what |
small nations do, but we do care. |

What it looks like is that
lussia has considerably but yet in- |
definably stultified the Byrnes-in- |
spired conference, first by exclude
ing China as a sponsor, and see- |
ondly by a fool-rule she can use as |
a veto on action. This would deny |
the existence of a victory for anyone |
except Russia in her purpose to get |
the world to accept peace treaties |
which (except for Italy) she is
largely imposing.

The peace then depends actu- |
ally upon the terms of the
treaties themselves, and in Fin- |
land, Bulgaria, Romania and |
Hungary these are being en- |
forced and imposed by Russia |
—in Italy by us. |

care

to me

IS RUSSIA NECESSARY? |

The illusion of a co-operative |
world peace is thereby becoming
|more elusive. The participation by |
the smaller nations becomes less
'gnd less important and more and
more restricted. What was won at
Paris was that we got Russia into
another half-world conference for
better or worse, |

My personal opinion is Mr. Byrnes
is proceeding on the wrong theory:
namely that we must get Russia
|into an agreement on everything or
{he will lose his casge,
|

NEEDLEWORK PATTERNS
Pineapple Potholder to Crochet

- Due to ar ually large demand and
r Q 5783 | current « i lghtly 1 thime |‘.
required in i orders for a f f the
most popular pattern numi
” ! 44 nd your er to
i Fshadnn _
SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORK
| 709 Misslon St., San Francisco, Calf
| Enclose 20 cents for pat 1
™
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a Myatery. Solved
| A youngster returned from sum
mer camp, His fond parents were
very interested in hearing how he
had spent his vacation and asked
him dozens of question ne of
which wa “How on earth did
they manage to wake 3 [
ery morning?
’ ““Well,"” aid, L]
bugle—at first."
“At first?’’
[ “Sead, but atin oty o
|l'l:.l=|||'r find the 1 [
the bugle.™
After the boy d g
the parents struggled to unpack
his bags. Out of one ! I ’ |
1OT a bit difficult to crochet | ¥ mall, curious object
* though it looks like it might| ©On close inspection it turned it
be. The “‘scales’ on this attractive | 10 be the mouthpiece of a
yellow  pinecapple potholder are
just simple shell stitches raised
out a bit, The *'spines’ at top are
| crocheted leeves of een thread
nade separately and then sewn
on top. It measures 7 by 5 inches,
and you'll need to make two
imilar “sides'’ and sew them to
gether over a thin layer of lining
- - -
crocheting Instrue
I ipple Potholder
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bakirg BECAUSE YEAST GOT WEAK

New Fleischmann’s Fast Rising Dry Yeast keeﬁs

If you bake at home— you can always
depend on New Fleischmann's Fast Rising
Dry Yeast to give you perfect risings
..delicious bread . . . every time you bake!

Ready for instant action — New Fleisch-
mann’s Fast Rising keeps fresh and
potent for weeks—lets you bake at a
moment’s notice! Don’t risk baking fail-
ures with weak yeast—get New Fleisch-
mann's Fast Rising today. At your grocer's.

CLINICAL IMPROVEMENT
after only 10-day treatment

il SORETC

Foster D, Snell, Inc., well-known cunsult-
ing chemists, have just completed a test
with a group of men and women suffering
from Athlete’s Foot. These people were
told to use Soretone, At the end of only a
ten-day test period, their feet were exam-
ined by a physician. We guote from the
report:

“After the use of Soretone according to
the directions on the label for a period
of only ten days, 80.6% of the cases
- showed clinical improvement of am infec-
. tion which is most stubborn to control.”
Improvements were shown in the symp-

toms of Athlete's Foot —the itching, burn-
¢ ing, redness, etc. The report says:

&. “In our opirion Soretone is of very def-
inite benefit in the treatment of this
disease, which is commonly known as
Pl ‘Athlete’s Foot'."

8o if Athlete’s Foot troubles you, don’t tem-
porize! Get SORETONE! McKesson & Rob-
bins, Inc., Bridgeport, Connecticut.




