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tub STORY THUS FAB: Amos, A»
Ma*i kutul, tn»M tkal wkca ka
was coming boms Into at night ho saw
A ghost bury something In s graveyard.
Alan, Amos rereslsd that ha had seen

¦eg with Tom ration that night. Lah-
esoee enlisted Use aid ol Bob Reynolds, a
AeleeUve, nag they sot In work to solve
the mystery of Alicia's mnrdsr. After
careful cheeking, they worn Inclined to
heUeoo Amos* story. Jim MacTavlak
cam# h as Larry, Reynolds and Megan
worn ready to cat. Bo was tired, his
ihoelders drooping. Reynolds announced
ahrwptly that It was an open and shut
ease, and Jim almost dropped the cary-
¦g knife. Later Meg tells Larry that
she and Tom had met accidentally.

CHAPTER XIII

"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
¦sual for a burglar to be supplied
with a knife as a weapon.I don't
believe he brought the weapon with
him. I believe that he used one of
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!
Pleas* forgive me.I'm thoroughly
ashamed.Larry, you ought to have
better sense than to allow me out
with your friends. I'm sorry, Miss
MacTavish.I do apologize."
Megan managed a faint smile and

¦aid huskily, "Please don't.I.I am
a bit squeamish, I suppose. You
see.I knew her well."
Bob nodded soberly. "I know.

everybody says you are the only real
friend she had. Everybody else
seemed to dislike her and distrust
her. I guess that's the reason I
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,
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, "I just
wanted you to know, Meggie, that.
everything is quite all right. There's
¦othing at all for you to worry
¦bout."
Megan looked up at him, tears

thick in her eyes, her mouth trem-
olous, "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
affer such an explanation.
She caught her breath and a wave

.f 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-
mg 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 love with

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 answer he
needed.
"So that's why you.couldn't get

excited about marrying me," he
¦aid after a moment, very quietly.
She set her teeth hard in her low¬

er lip, not daring to trust her voice
to answer him, and after a little
be said in a tone of the greatest
gentleness, "Poor little Meggie! Al¬
ways doing things the hard way I"
By now she had steadied her

voice, and she faced him straightly.
"If.you'll j-J-just give me a little
lime, Larry." she managed.
Bis brows were drawn deep now

la 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
Ton," she said. "Because I will,
foa 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

Biat 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
eoly 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

living room for a little In silence
after they had gone. It was Jim
who finally broke the silence.
"Did you know that she.was mar¬

ried?" he asked heavily.
"Yes," Megan nodded. "Laurence

told me."
Jim's face twisted. "What a laugh

she must have got out of me.want¬
ing to marry her. And she told me
she would.she never for a moment
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 his mind of these
revelations.

"It began, at first, as a sort of.
well, joke," he admitted. "It seemed
to amuse her to give the Pleasant
Grove folks something to talk about.
I was lonely, and I suppose she got
a kick out of making a fool of me."
He broke off and passed a band
across his eyes and looked straight
at Megan. "But I didn't kill her,"
he finished quietly, with a simple

"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 I 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 ha 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
you since the day you were born."

"Jealous, Dad?" the astonished
Megan repeated.
He nodded. "I adored your moth¬

er, Meggie. I 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 I 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 Motherl" 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, too!" said

her father.

Megan coufd 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 that
he has made a complete and un¬
mitigated fool of himself!" he said
ut last. "I 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?

"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 an 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 on a string manipulat¬ed by an inexpert puppeteer.
"Told Larry.that you were on the

Ridge with Fallon?" he repeated
sharply.
Megan nodded.
For a moment Jim was very still,

like a man suddenly paralyzed. And
then very carefully he asked, "Did
you tell that fellow Reynolds?"
Megan shook her head, her hands

cold in her lap.
"He.didn't seem to think it was

necessary," she managed the words
with difficulty. "He seemed to think
that the fact that I was there gave
me an alibi. If I was there at that
time, I couldn't possibly have been
across the road.even if I had had
a motive."
Her father nodded. "Which, of

course, means that Larry doesn't
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
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. "I saw no one

.after I left Alicia," he said quiet¬
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 crop of sil¬
very-gray hair. "The way I 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 eyes did not leave
Megan's white, frightened face.
"We quarreled," said Jim quietly,

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 knees

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 and
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 I 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, I
went for a long walk alone, and saw
no one. I returned home here well
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, Dadt Nobody could
ever make me believe you 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¬
ically exhausted, and when she
awoke in the morning, she felt
stronger and more refreshed than
in many months, in spite of the
horror of the last twenty-four hours,
and in spite of knowing that the next
few days were going to be far from
pleasant.
She had finished her morning

chores, and 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
he did see something at the old
burying ground that night," said
Laurence quickly.

(TO BE CONTINUZD)
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PAUL'S BACKGROUND
AND EARLY LIFE

LESSON TEXT: Act* >1:3#; U.S. SI. St;
10:4. >; PhlUppUn* 3:0. 4.
MEMORY SELECTION: Rcmtmber dow

thy Creator In the day* ol thy youth..EC-
deslaitea U:L

God works through men. When
we study his work we study the
'lives of men.all types of men.
but all yielded to him, and used by
him.
Paul stands out as One of the most

influential characters in all history.
His life and letters, which we are
to study the next three months,
have had a tremendous effect on
the human race. Especially is this
true of his position and influence in
the Christian church.
Under God he was the one who

carried the gospel to the Gentile
world, and then began the great
missionary program of the church,
which goes on to this very day. His
writings ire the steady and ex¬
tensive foundation of much of our
study and teaching of Christian doc¬
trine.

I. Birthplace (Acts 21:39).
The place of a man's birth has a

definite influence on his personality
and usefulness. Tarsus, where Paul
was born, was one of the most cos¬
mopolitan cities in the world of that
day. It was a Roman province,
where men proudly held their cit¬
izenship in the great empire. Greek,
the language of world culture, was
spoken there.
Tarsus was a great educational

and university center. It was in a
rich and fertile area. It was at the
head of navigation on the river
Cydnus and on a great Roman high¬
way. It was the capital of the
province.

y l i_ £
U. Education (Acts 22:3).
Alter his early training in the

home and under rabbis in Tarsus,
he went to Jerusalem to study in
what was probably the best-
equipped Hebrew college of that
day, under one of the greatest
teachers, Gamaliel. (

Somewhere in his rearing he was
taught a trade, for every Jewish boy
learned to support himself with his
own hands (see Acts 18:3).
He was instructed in the Word of

God, and had a consuming zeal for
religious things. Until he was con¬
verted, it counted against Christian¬
ity, but afterward it became a
flaming fire to spread the truth in
all the world.
His combined zeal and knowledge

made him a man of truly broad
mind and tolerant spirit (Acts 5:35-
39).

III. Citizenship (Acts 22:27, 28).
The mighty power and prestige of

Rome stood behind every Roman
citizen. Paul used his citiaenship
for proteo~.ion. It helped him in his
service fdr the Lord. Its prestige
was used for God's glory.

It is a (ood sign when a man is
proud of his national background,
and it spsaks well for the nation to
which he belongs. But Paul came
(as every Christian does) to know
and appreciate a higher citizenship.
IV. Religion (Acts 28:4, S).
Though a free-born Roman citi¬

zen, Paul was a Jew, and loyal to
the religion of his people. He was
a member of the strictest sect, the
Pharisees, in which his family had
held membership for generations.
He livetl consistently in the ob¬

servance of the laws and customs of
his religious faith, and none could
point to any flaw in his doctrine or
failure in his life.
When be became a follower of

Christ, there was no ground on
which anyone could dismiss his con¬
version and his witness as the out¬
break of a new viewpoint on the
part of a renegade Jew.

It is to a man's credit that he
faithfully lives up to the beliefs of
the religion he professes. The re¬
sult of such sincerity will be con¬
version, if he, like Paul, meets
Christ and honestly faces the ques¬
tion of loyalty to him.
T. Race (Phil. 3:S, 6).
Paul counted it to be an honor to

be known as a Hebrew and gloried
in the fact that he was born, trained
and lived within that racial as well
as religious circle.
No one need ever be sshamed of

his race, although he may be
ashamed of things which members
of his race have done. But there
are even more things of which to
be proud, and a man may add tc
the standing of his race by living
his own life in cleanness of char¬
acter and nobility of purpose. It is
never a commendable thing to be
ashamed of the race of one's fa¬
thers.
We must remember, however,

that all the things in which Paul
gloried, be found to be but refuse
when he compared them with Christ
(see Phil. 3:7, 8).
Everything worthwhile in a man's

life God can glorify and use. But
none of them, no matter how pre¬
cious they may seem to be, com¬
pares with fellowship with and serv¬
ice for the Lord.
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Produurt Who Rtfou
To Soil Art 'Strikers'

««DRODUCERS Hold Heat From1 Stockyards"; "Butter Scarce
as Processors Divert Butter Fats";"Farm Leader Deplores Labor
Strikes"; "OPA Girds to FightBlack Market."
Headlines such as these in the

newspapers have set official Wash¬
ington to thinking, as they should
set every citizen to thinking. What
is the underlying cause of black
markets? And the simple answer
is, scarcity. What is the underly¬ing cause of high prices? The an¬
swer is also scarcity. If there were
plenty of meat for sale, plenty of
butter on the markets, plenty of
automobiles in hands of dealers, or
plenty of any other commodity on
retail shelves, there would be no
black market. Neither would there
be high prices. It's that simple.The next question is, "What is the
underlying cause of scarcity?"There may be several answers to
that question, but certainly one an¬
swer, insofar as manufactured
products are concerned, is under¬
production. As for foodstuffs, one
answer is that farmers and ranchers
are not marketing their produce, or
that processors are holding their
products off the wholesale and re¬
tail markets.
So the laboring man who strikes

and the farmer who withholds his
prodoee from market are by their
very acts helping to build up scar¬
city and the black market, the very
conditions against which they rail.
Why should the stockyards be

teeming with beef and pork and
mutton one week and the next
be virtually empty? Because farm¬
ers and meat producers are holdingtheir livestock for a higher price.
That, in the opinion of this reporter,is a strike. It's a strike for higher
price, identically the same as when
the laborer walks off his job in a
strike for a higher wage. The
farmer gains nothing and neither
does the laborer, for both are help¬
ing to build up the spiral of increas¬
ing cost of living for everything they
buy.
Buying Power Countt

It doesn't make a bit of difference
how many dollars the farmer or the
laborer has in his pocket, if that
dollar won't buy what he wants to
buy. And it can't buy an automo¬
bile or a corn husker or a tractor
if they are not being produced.
On the farms of the nation the un¬

paralleled rise in living standards
during the past 10 years is the di¬
rect result of rising productivity, in
record crops with less work, less
men working and on about the same
acreage. On the labor front, in¬
creased production has brought
higher wages, and shorter hours
and better working conditions.
High wages for workers and high

prices for farmers are good for the
national economy if they are paid
out of increased production . . .

certainly not out of black market
operations or through inflated prices
due to scarcity.
That old law at supply and de¬

mand simply will not be regulated
by legislation, either by union rules,
by farm marketing agreements or
by any governmental agency, be¬
cause the fact is simply that what
counts in a man's pocketbook is
what his money will buy and not
the number of dollars be jingles.
Congress has set our national

policy throughout the establishment
of governmental agencies which
seek to hold-the-line on prices and
wages by establishing wage ceilings
and price ceilings until supply has
reached demand. Whether these es¬
tablished ceilings are fair and
equitable, this reporter has no way
of knowing. We do know, however,
that we have seen during the past
few weeks certain labor unions defy
the rulings of the Wage Stabilization
board, declare they wouldn't work at
the wage set by the board and strike.
They struck against the government
and the public. We have seen farm¬
ers and cattle and hog raisers defy
the rulings of the OPA, declare they
can't sell at that price, and strike.
They struck against the government
and the public. We have seen pack¬
ers, food processors and manufac¬
turers do the same thing.
Under such conditions, no policy,

no formula, no legislation, however
just and equitable, will work. One
thing congress did not do and that
was to give these agencies police
power to enforce their rulings.
Stabilization Will Fail

If one group can get away with it,
then so can others and the whole
machinery of stabilization to prevent
an inflation spiral falls down.
One thing is certain, the great

mass of the American public is in
the middle, the folks in the home
towns of the country, in the cities,
who work for a living.
There is plenty of food in this

country . . . plenty of meat. We
have proved that we can produce
plenty of any commodity the Amer¬
ican people want.

NEEDLECRAFT PATTERNS

Cuddly Pooch Is Loved by All
Due to an unusually larfe demand ud

current conditions, slightly more time tat
required in filling orders for a tew ef UWmost popular pattern numbers.
Send your order to:

Sewing Circle ffssdlecratt Dept.tt Eighth Are. New faefe
Enclose SO cents flar Pattern.

No

Name

Joe Wished Bill to Share
Solitude Found in Heights!
Joe and Bill, two steeplejacksJ

had been commissioned to cover ajjob in the town. Joe climbed to
the top of the stack, and Bill got to!
work at the bottom.
"Hey, Bill," shouted Joe, "com®,

up here a minute."
After half an hour's laborious)

climbing. Bill reached the top.
"What do you want?" he asked'

breathlessly.
"Sh-h-h! Listen!" replied Joe.
"But cant hear anything,"

said Bill, breaking the silence.
"No. Ain't it nice and quiet uj»

'ere?" came the reply.

KID O'SULUMMSAYS |
.6*t CSattvu SOUS u m# ts

Htt/s Mxt tim* /Mr War jmv

THE caution to let sleeping dogsx lie needn't worry you with this
floppy, cuddly pooch.he'll go right
on sleeping. Everyone loves him!

. . .

An amusing toy. simple to make and
Inexpensive. Pattern 7244 contains a
transfer pattern and direcUons for dog;list of materials.

Complain, Obadianca,
Johnny on his ninth birthday

had had a party. It was all over
and he was now gazing wistfully
at the remains of the cake.
"Mother," he said, "may I have

a piece of cake.only a small
piece, please?"
"No," replied his mother.

"You've had quite enough."
"Well, may I sleep with a bit

under my pillow?" asked the boy.
"Very well, here you are, and

remember to keep it under your
pillow. Now run along to bed and
go to sleep."
On going up to Johnnie's room

some time later his mother was
amazed to see Johnnie sleeping
peacefully with the pillow over his
stomach.

easy does it
up hiu
or down: %

¦ i

One more row to hoe i
The boy from the farm U on foreign toil today!

Inatead of overalls, he's wearing his country's
uniform. He's standing watch over the hard-won
peace. He's safeguarding your future!

At heart, he's still that farm boy. His laughter
sounds the same.when he can laugh. He still goes
for cokes and cakes.when he can get them. And he
still gets mighty homesick.when he has nothing
else to do but think of home.

. 4
Your USO has one more row to hoe. Another

round of laughs to plant. Another crop of cheer.

Your USO needs your help, as much as ever. For
millions of American boys still need the USO. They
need the camp shows and clubhouses.the hours of
relaxation and entertainment.a place to hang their
hats and loosen their belts.

t
They need to know that the folks back home art

still thinking of them.are still willing to pitch in
and make their task a lighter one.

Tell the farm boy you're with him.every step of
the way. Say it through the USO. Say it with dollars!

Keep It up...

||* Don't let them down!


