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THE STORY THUS FAR: Jim Mae- | right where he said the ‘ghost’
Tavish admits to Meg that Alicia Iud_ stood Doesn't that prove that it
led him on and made a fool of him. It isn't entirely a tall tale?" protested
had seeme.’ to amuse her. In their mis- Megan “,\'(_”:::_k their casual as-
ery Jim and Megan are reconciled, It | y
was a relief when neither one was called | SUMDH that A s was a complete
to the Inguest, and they waited anxiously | ! er to the
for Larry (e return to tell them what had Oh, now, see here, Bob-—-be rea
been found. “She was killed with a | gonable Larry i 1. “If Amos
knife—which we found where old Amos had en the e there. would
saw a ghost burying it,”" he r\pl.un.t-d he have told it Look
Bob Reynolds, the detective, could find tol Ay . T . 1d nev
no fingerprints due to a heavy rain later e 1 . oy
Old Amos was interviewed again to get er v ly L | ce |
more information on the size of the ghost, that I e v with i
how it acted, and the exact time he saw u s n | And if he had
it. Both Meg and her father were if he had be« frightened by
breathing easier | what he had e U hat fear
e - . oV de \ he vild horses |

CHAPTER X1V ]t wild never have n l i : him T;‘u[ da
| hiving soul about it ook at it fre

Annie chuckled chly “Effen | @ Sane sia If he had hidden
y'all had seed him w'en he come | !t there b i ey
bustin’ into de house dat night, Mist' | 10 ke ay ever """1”"‘:""
Larry, y'all would a'knowed right Why he ! e turn Trignh
den he'd seed plenty!” she assured | #F0une : telli g 1
him ' i i i erfectly will r |

“We still are not quite sure about | t He even we vith us
that eight-foot-high ghost with the | this mormng ted ¢
J,.‘;.:{.r‘._;, vellow eves,”" Laurence told - : . [ 0 L N
Annie, “but Reynolds is talking to 1
Amos now, trying to see if he can't |
get him to scale the ghost down
somewhat, so we can feel that it

was human!*®

He turned to Megan as Annie pad-
“It was a knife,"”” he an-
look of questioning in
her eyes, and Megan caught her
breath and went white as the col-
lar of her trim morning frock. ‘‘Bob
feels sure it is—the knife.”
She did not speak, but her
pleaded with him and Laurence
went on quietly, ‘“There's not much

ded away.
swered the

eyes

possibility of fingerprints. The knife !}

was buried halfway up the hilt, and i

it rained later on that night, and of
course, the dews are very heavy
this time of the year. It was just

an ordinary kitchen knife, such as |

hardware store sells by
gross every year—probably every
kitchen in Pleasant Grove has one
or two exactly like it."”"

any

Megan was conscious that she was
breathing a little more easily. She
said hurriedly, lest Laurence should

notice that, “Then—you aren’'t much |

better off than you were before
so far as identification.
any suspects?"

Laurence grinned. ‘‘You should
have heard Ma Stuart at the in-
quest,”” he said dryly. “According
to her, there wasn't a man, woman
or child in Pleasant Grove who
didn’'t have a motive for wanting
the Stevenson woman out of the
way. She mentioned a few of the
reasons. Some of the people men-
tioned resented it quite a bit, and
fisticuffs were barely avoided. The
search for alibis became quite inten-
sive, but except for two or three,
all were eliminated as suspects. And
* the evidence against the
three {s slim.”

Megan touched dry lips with her
tongue and steadied her voice to
ask faintly, “Who—are the—ones
who couldn’t manage an alibi?""

‘““Well, the Teasley boy and his
wife and baby seemed to have ex-
cellent reason for disliking Mrs.

Stevenson,” said Laurence reluc-
tantly. ‘"It seems, according to Ma
Stuart, that Mrs. Stevenson made

a remark that tended to discredit
the legitimacy of the Teasley baby,
and that Will Teasley publicly
slapped her face in front of the
Mercantile a week ago.”

“I remember that,'” said Megan.

“Do you?" asked Laurence quick-
ly. “Do you remember how Mrs.
Stevenson took it?"

“Well, it was pretty unpleasant,
of course—but Will Teasley's a
Pleasant Grove boy, and his wife
has lived here all her life, except
for the year she worked in town, so
everybody sided with Will,"" Megan
remembered aloud. ‘“‘Alicia sort of
staggered, and her face got very
white, and then she laughed and
said, ‘What is the old-fashioned
crack about a hit dog always howls
loudest?” And walked away."”

Laurence nodded. *‘That checks
with Ma Stuart's testimony.” he
admitted.

“And finding the knife doesn't
help a bit?"" asked Megan.

““Afraid not,”” admitted Laurence
frankly. *““Though if we can get any
sort of description out of Amos,
about the so-called ‘ghost’ it might
help.”

He grinned at her and said, “*No-
tice 1 said ‘we'? [I'm sort of unoti-
ficial assistant to Bob-because |
know the town and the people,” ne
explained.

A little later Bob came in, greet-
ed Megan pleasantly, and lifted his
shoulders and spread his hands
palm upward in a gesture of dis-
couragement and futility.

“1 can’'t get anything out of that
old man to save my life,"”” he ad-
mitted. *““He goes on saying ‘hit wuz
'bout eight feet tall, boss—an’ hit
wuz all white and jes' floated ’long
—and bhad big glaring yaller eyes
like a cat—dat's all I knows'.”

*1 wonder what Amos had been
drinking,”” Laurence said lightly
‘“Some of that ‘white mule’ they
brew up over at Frogtown would
make a fellow see pink cows and
green elephants.”

‘““That’'s the darndest thing of all
—he swears he hadn’t had a drink,
and Annie backs him up,” exploded
Bob furiously. *I could understand
his telling such a tall tale if he'd
had a few shots—"

“But you did find the knife there

Have you |

two or i

the |

“Now, see here, Miss MacTavish,
you're not going to tell me you be-
lieve in ghosts?" he protested.

in ghosts, yet I can't picture a hu- |
man being eight feet tall, wrapped

in a white sheet and with glaring
yellow eyes doing a murder and
then picking that spot to hide the |
weapon. In fact, I can't picture a |
human being eight feet tall—period! |
Maybe you can some

thing?"’

Laurence shook his
got me licked,'" he admitted.

‘““Miss MacTavish?” suggested
Bob and she had to steady herseif |
and tell herself that she was a fool |
to be frightened of that question in |
his eyes,

suggest

“It's

head.

*“1 don't believe in ghosts—but I.|
do believe Amos' story,"” was all |
she could manage |

Bob sighed, ran  his ﬂngors'

through his hair, leaving it standing

on end, and said helplessly. “‘Well,
I think we're licked, too. Though
we'll keep slugging away at the

case, of course, hoping that some-
thing will turn up—="'

“You couldn’'t be persuaded, of
course, to accept Ma Stuart’s sug-
gestion that you just drop the whole
matter, with the thought that who- |
ever did it, did Pleasant Grove a |
great service?’ suggested Laurence
wryly.

Megan gasped. *‘Oh, no, Larry— |
did she really say that?’"

“She did!" said Bob ‘laughing.
“Boy, what a character! She gave
the department a going over that it
hasn't had since they drafted our
captain for a job in the Marine
Training Camp! [ would like to
know that lady better—under, of
course, pleasanter circumstances '

**She’'s really a grand person.,”
Megan said eagerly. *‘Everybody
loves her."”

Megan hesitated and colored.

“*Well—Alicia liked to—to stir things
up,” she admitted reluctantly. *I
think she was very bored here, and
she admitted frankly that she only
came here to live because her in-
come had shrunk, and because her
money went farther here. And to
keep things stirred up gave her—
well, something to relieve her bore-
dom, 1 suppose. She did not lie,
that is, not to any great extent. She
simply had a way of digging out

"

| wilderment,

! do you think I came here for?' she

| killed with that knife, young man."”

truths that people wanted hidden
and dropped them publicly where |
they would be most certain to stir
up trouble."

*‘She sounds like a lady who was |
a self-elected candidate for a mur-
der, at that,” Bob commented.

Annie appeared at the door be.
hind him, unobtrusive, yet obvious-

| ting better—that there was hope for

ly excited. Her eyes were rolling and |

her voice was high as she answered
Megan's questioning look, ““‘Dey’'s a
lady hyah, Miss Meggie—hit's Mist’'
Fallon's sisteh.”

| you fell and hurt your ankle?"

Megan caught her breath and felt
as though every drop of blood in het
body had congealed about her heart
Her eves were wide and frightened
and she was suddenly conscious that
Bob Reynolds was watching her nar

owly, an odd light in his eyves

“Of course, Annie, I'll
made herself say swiftly,
steadying her voice with an efTort

If you'll excuse me

But Bob Revynolds
1 & look in his eves that was not
“Why not see her in

see her,’

she

said casually

at all casual,

here, Miss MacTavish?"
Megan looked sharply at him and
id instantly, “But why? It's no
doubt a personal matter—I mean it
ca possibly have any connection
But beneath the look in his
eyes ner voice broke
“Of course not,'™ Bob agreed ami-
ably, but still with that wary look
! eyves “But just the same
And behind Annie, Megan saw,
with a feeling of shock, Martha Fal-
rt, stocky, commonplace
Her neat dark percale
dress the smoothness of her
hair was streaked with gray

then

only emphasized the look of barely |
restrained terror in her eves; just|

as the inexpert daubs of rouge and

the powder that was not quite
smooth only emphasized the pallor
of her drawn face |

She came into the room and Annie

faded out of the doorway. But Me-
gan knew subconsciously that Annie

had only slipped back a little into |

that she was lis-

with almost visibly distended

the
tening
ears

Miss Martha nodded to Megan
and addressed herself to Bob, after
giving Laurence a straight
il\l]k

“You're the detective-fellow?"

shadows and

steady,

H.li!‘

asked Bob curtly. |

Miss Fallon—my name's
answered Bob
Martha nodded and said,
my name's not Fallon I'm Tom
Fallon's sister-in-law, not his sister.
My name’'s Evans—Martha Evans.”

“Yes,
Reynolds,"

unobtrusively
and she nodded
into it with a

Laurence
chair towards her
her thanks and sank
movement that was
lapse, though her knees
shaking violently, and she was very
glad of the support the chair gave
her.

as were
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MARK-UP OF FOREIGN MONIES
COMPLICATES OU'R PROBLEMS

WASHINGTON I'he Swedes
have ide the krona more costly
to us. It is worth 27 cents plus, now,
nstead of 23 cents plus. The Cana
dians did the same thing Their
dollar has been marked equal to

Ir's stead of 90 cents, as former
Iy F'o whatever extent the rest of
the world follows suit, its money
will go up in value and ours will
go dow Theoretically it ean buy
more goods here, but only theoret.

Ily, because actually our prices
have gone up more than the 10 per
cent creased value of the foreigr
curren

An item from South Africa
tells the inside tale, It says

American goods were being

bought there in quantities hith-
erto  unknown—until the OPA
price cellings went off, but since
then purchases have been limit-
ed. Do we want them to fill
their shops with goods (as they
report) when we are short?
Well, we want to increase our
world trade. But can we de
this with shortages? Of such
considerations is the character
our confusion.
Really it is worse
proving we can have inflation with
a balanced budget
BIGGEST PEACETIME BUDGET

The main business of this adjourn-

of
Today we are

| ing congress has been its least
widely reported aspect It was
charged with appropriating money
|for Mr. Truman's unprecedented

| peacetime

“Well, |

turned a |

almost of col- |

| whole

“So you found it," she said when |
she had drawn a deep hard breath |

and Megan, sick with pity and be-
the work-rough- |
ened hands gripped so tightly to-
gether that the knuckles weresmall
white mounds,

Bob said
Miss Evans?"

She looked up at him so sharply
that the sunlight fell harshly on the

saw

“Found what,

gently,

round lenses of her old-fashioned
spectacles and she made a sound
that was half a snort, half a sniff
of contempt.

““The knife, of course,’”' she an-
swered curtly.

job made a short, swiftly con- |

trolled movement, but his face wasi
guarded, so that only if you had |
been watching him closely could
you have noticed that I!]L'l)lulﬂ.'l!')""
start of surprise. J

““Suppose you tell us about the
knife, Miss Evans,” Bob said gently.

Miss Martha nodded. '‘What else

sniffed, and abruptly she added,
“Only the Stevenson woman wasn't

“No?" asked Bob very swiftly,
very politely, almost as though his
interest had been too casual to make |
the statement of any importance.

““No!"" the word came explosively.

“Then why was it necessary to
hide it so—er—melodramatically?”
wondered Bob aloud,

Miss Martha breathed deeply and
with difficulty.

‘““Because,’” she told him-—and Me- |
gan's eyes were thick with tears for |
the stark agony that shone so clear- |
ly in the tired, faded eyes behind |
those old-fashioned spectacles—''be- |
cause-—my sister is a—a mental
case,”” she managed at last, |

Bob waited.

Laurence was very still, watching |
Miss Martha, his arms folded across |
his chest. leaning against the big|
old-fashioned rolllop desk where |
Megan kept her accounts and books.

Megan was on the very edge of
her chair, her body tense and still,
almost rigid, as she watched Miss
Martha; and so deep, so intense
was her pity and her sympathy that
her pwn body felt some of the sul-
fering that stood forth so starkly in
Miss Martha's tired eyes.

“You mean,"' said Bob, after a mo-
ment designed to give Miss Martha
a respite so that she could breathe
again, '‘that your sister was not ac-
countable for her actions—"'

“l1 mean, young man, that my sis-
ter--had periods of lucidity,” she
said harshly. “‘But Tom, her hus-
band, didn't know that those periods
were coming less frequently and
lasting for shorter periods of time,
I couldn't bear to tell him; he
thought, poor soul, that she was get-

her. But I didn't deceive myself.
Even if I had wanted to—her attack
on me one night—"" Her voice broke
and her face worked convulsively,
but she did not lower her head, nor

make any effort to hide her face
from them.
Megan said quietly, “'That nignt

AT BE CONTINIIEND I

| get estimated.)

| and business

budget of uearly $40,000,-
The house trimmed sharp-
the senate put most of the
back in the bills, the
In the end Mr. Truman will
for this peace-

000,000
ly but
money
custom
get appropriations

as 1s

1) that are roughly four times and
more, greater than what Mr. Roose-
velt ever s The highest Roose-
velt expenditures in prewar
$9,665,000,000 in 1940, when he took
nearly $6,000,000,000 In his
administration he roughly
took in half of what he spent, which

pent
was

n

was thought to be inflationary, al-
though it never got prices up. The
spending is largely for army and
navy, along with increases in

peacetime activities of government
However, Mr, Truman ap-
preaching a balanced budget at this
spending level. Wartime taxes
have not been reduced materially,
for fear of the big debt, so he will
take in this year around or upwards
of $35,000,000,000. (Retiring Budget
Director Smith calculated the figure
at $39,500,000,000, which is
000,000 more than the January bud-
Agitation thus has
begun here for a real tax reduction,
but some authorities want to retire
the debt instead In the war
roughly took in half what was spent,
or about $46,400,000,000 in 1945,
while spending $100,400,000,000

INFLATION IS HERE

In the face of this promised sta-
bility for the first time in 16 years,
we have inflation, It is a real in-
flation, due to a shortage of goods

Is

| in the presence of widespread buy-

ing power. The administration has
figured it woglld stop the inflation
as soon as it obtained production,
but we are not getting production,
estimates it will be
three to five years before it can take
care of accumulated demand, not
calculating the increase in consum-
er demand which has developed
from the presence of widespread
buying power. To add to the deter-
rents of strikes, slowdowns, govern-
mental mismanagement, famine re-
lief, the absence of a foreign trade

plr:]icy, cheapening money, sensa- |, boat at the landing and it seems
tionally high prices and no real strangely unreal. No more
peace, along ‘_'"”h pitifully insuf- [ wi)l the sign that seemed to us to
ficient production—the OPA was represent the acme of individual en-

| sharply modified ahead of time

Can we get out of it? Yes,
but only by shrewd manage-
ment. By this I mean censtruc-
tive management of overall pol-
icy, as well as detailed affairs.
Obviously we are entering a pe-
riod in which there will be no *“nor-
mal.” It is a previously uncharted
period. We are in inflation, Instead
of “fearing inflation,”” as officialdom
verbally does (and then shoots
wages up, then prices, and next
wages again), it must recognize we
are in it, If we get production, and
prices start to decline, we will rec-
ognize that the era in which we now
are was a period of unprecedented
inflation. In a word, the govern-
ment has started the toboggan, The
question now is: can it be stopped?
Can it be stabilized? It has reached
a new level. Can this be kept?
CLEAR-CUT PURPOSES

Certainly no satisfactory foreign
trade agreement can be made loose-
ly on such development as congres-
sional approval of the $4,000,000,000
British loan (which really cancels
nearly $25,000,000,000 of lend lease
although this figure was never men-
tioned in connection with that ae-
tion), To make a foreign trade
policy, you would have to ecreate
full management for it, manage-
ment over goods and prices, as well
As currencies.

Such contrels would be intoler-

$8,000,- |

we |

iy
%z,

>4
HI.Phillips
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| The Great American Home

Pop—Well, what have we got in
the family now, a psychopathic
case or a character actress”

Mom—What do you meéan, Henry? |
Pop—1 mean our daughter, 1 just |

got a gander at her down the street

She's rigged out like & refugee
from war-torn Europe!

Mom—0Oh, you mean those knock
about clothes!

Pop—1 mean she's wearing over
alls and a man's shirt and the
ghirt outside the pants!

Mom—Girls will be girls my
dear

Pop—Okay by me but they wanna
be boys! Why this costume that |
would indicate she just fled from a |
fire without time to get her right
clothes? I

Mom—|1 15t a new summer fad,
darling I'he kids like to be com-
fortable and cool

Pop—Since when were men's
overall regarded as the symbol l'rf
comfort and coolness?

Mom — Jumpers, not overalls,
lil'-l[

Pop—They look more like men's
ovesall than men's overalls do
And why the shirt-tails outside, |
that's what I wanna know? !

Mom—0h, don't take it so seri-
ously. All the young girls are dress
INg that way

Pop—What for? What's wrong |
with the idea of a girl looking sweet
and dainty? What's so awful about
her looking a little feminine?

Mom—] think the kids today
look rather cute

Pop—Bah! If Prunella is cute in
those slop-ins and man's oversized
shirt, so is the Witch of Windsor
She had three kids with her .|||I

dressed the same. They look to me
as If they were waiting for a broom-
ride. Where they get these
screwball ideas? |
Mom—You're being old-fashioned

do

I don't know why Prunella wears
her shirttall outside but it prob-
ably 1s just a reflection of the de-
sire to be unconventional, unfet
tered, free

Pop—Bilge water! 1 say it's just
a sloppy custom that makes a girl
look out of the
dressing room of the Marx Broth-
ers, a sort of belle of the rummage
sale, and I'm giving my ultimatum

Mom—Ultimatum?

like a character

Pop—Yeah! Get my daughter
back into female attire! And be-
fore somebody names her Miss
Hobo for 1946

FANISHING AMERICANISMS

"All you can eat for 60 cents!”

“I'ry our beef pie 30 cents!”
.

“Todav's Spocial: Planked Steak.”
—

“Concert, boat rac s, haseball gume,
dunce and sheepbake, $1.50 per per
son, heer free

- e

“We make vou a suit for $50 with

extra pants.”

Back Home Stuff

Perry's boat house and clam bar |
IS no more, For over half a
century it stood at the old iron
bridge across Indian Creek on the
| winding road along the Connecticut
shore, a landmark to young and
old. D. B. Perry started it as
a young man, built his house on the
water's edge and raised his family
there, renting boats, selling bait and
| ish and dishing out clams on the
half shell with a flavor of chestnuts.

He closed the clam bar in the
shack with the quaint iron stove |
in the center several seasons ago
much to the regret of natives and

tourists. Only one son, Ernie,
remained to run things, and with
| "D, B." ailing, it was decided last
week to sell the boats and wind

up the business. . . . Now there isn't

terprise and success be seen there
around October 1, ""Closed for Busi-
ness Until Next April.”

‘NIGHT AND DAY’

A new movie *“Night and Day”
tells the life story of Cole Porter.
And we wonder if it includes the
episode of his first musical at the
Shubert theater in New Haven, 'See
America First,"” with Liz Marbury
as his discoverer and producer, We
can recall Cole, a dapper Eli, nerv-
ously listening to the comments in
the Taft pharmacy next door be-
tween the acts. . . . Incidentally the
part of a middle-aged Yale profes-
sor in the movie is played by Monty
Woolley who, at about the time Por-
ter was al Yale, was also a student

there,

. |
Visitors to Saratoga will miss that |

ancient landmark, the Grand Union
hotel, razed since the last racing
season there. The coil of rope in
the corner of the room, the marble
washstand with the open plumb. !
ing, the soiled window shades, the
massive chandeliers and the beds
that Washington slept in (followed
by BEuffalo Bill and his buffalo
herds). Ah, what memories! >
And those two-mile rambling veran-
das which were ever a reminder of
the days when porches were porches
and rockers were rockers!

BULOUPRED 100D

L.ow-Cost Protection
For Your Furniture

[;HI{FII'I'I':I{ days ahead and
your chairs footstool and
sofas deserve them, too! Have
fun making slipcover vith these
| directions.
L L .
Easy, low-cost upholste
Instructions B41 has step-b tep dired
tions for slipcovers for €@ chairs, 4 foot
stools and a coucl
Due to an unusually large demand and
| eurrent conditions, slightly more time s
required In filling orders for a few of the
most popular pattern number

Send your order to:

Sewing Circle Needlecraft Dept
Box 31217 San Francisco 6, Calif.

Enclose 20 cents for Pattern
No. - -
NI‘:‘.lP - — — -
Address

Gas on Stomach_

Relieved in 5 minutes or double your money back
When o1 coss s tomach acid causes painful, suf(oeat
Ing gas, sour stomach and heartburn, doctgrs ususlly
prescribe the fastest actng medicines hnown for
?lll lomatic relief — medicines |ike thosei o Hell sne
ablets. No lsxative Hell-ans brings somfort in =
Jiffy or double your money back ga retarn of bottle

o us. e st all druggists.

"ASTHMADOR

, = Is My Best Friend”

12 2. 8282882 8233229

' A Safe, Sound Investment—

Buy U. S. Savings Bonds!

B.2.2.2 228228222322 2"

ﬁodora _ !
' checks
- perspiration
 odor
e SOITHINGEST

' Made with a Jace cream base. Yodora
;i actually soothing to normal skins,
: No harsh chemicals or irritating
. salts. Won't harm skin or clothing.
4 ¥
{ Stays soft and creamy, never gels '}
grainy.
- Try gentle Yodora — feel the wonderful
- difference! - !

X

4
=

OR SPREAD ON ROOSTS

e — E—

TO GET MORE

STRENGTH

If your blood LACKS IRON!

You girls and women who suffer
‘l.lmpfa anemia that you're pale?ovgzrkn
dragged out”—this may be due to lack
of blood-iron. 8o try Lydia E. Pinkham's
TABLETS—one of the best home ways
to bulld up red blood—In such cages,
Pinkham'’s Tablets are one of the great-
est blood-iron tonics you ean buy! At
all drugstores. Worth tryingl

f
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