SYNOPSIS

At a gathering In the village of Lib-
erty, Maine, Jim Saladine listéns to the
history of the nelghboring Hostlla Val-
and the mysterious, enticing “Hul-

ey,
dy,” wife of Will Ferrin. Interested,
ke drives to the Valley for a duy's

@shing, and to ses the glamorous Huldy
Perrin. “0Old Marm" FPlerce and her
sineteen-year-old granddaughter Jenny
live In the Valley. Since childhood
Jenny has decply loved young will
Werrin, oliter than and who re-

she,

gards her as still a child. Will leaves
to take employment In Augusta. His
father's denth brings him back to the
Valloy, but he returns to Augusta, still
anconscious of Jenny's womanhood and
tove. Bart Carey, somelthing of a ne'er-
fo-well, Is attracted by Jenny The
girl repulses him definitely Learning
that WIill Is coming home, Jenny, ex-
mlting, sets his long-empty house “lo
rghts,” and has dinner ready for him.
He comes—bringing his wife, 1luldy
The girl's warld eollapses.  Thuldy be-
pomes the subfect of unfavorahle pos-
alp In the Valley Entering his home
anlooked for. Wil finds  seemingly
gamning evidence of his wife's unfaltn-
fulnexs as a man he knows Is Soth
Humphrevs breaks from  the house

Will overtakes him and chokes him to

denth, although HMHumphreys shatters
his leg with a bullet, At Marm Plerce's
mouse the leg ts amputated. Jenny gues

to break the news to Huldy, Huldy de-
glares sha has no use for “half p map”

and leaves. Will is legally expnernted,
and with a home-mode artificial leg
“garries on” hiring a helper, Zeke
Dace Montha later Huldy comes back.

Will accepts her prescrice as her right
Two years go by Salndine comes to

the Valley Pad ronds cause hlm to
stop nt Ferrin's farm, where he meets
Huldy Haladine, cnught tn héavy roin,

takes refuge at Marm [Merce's. Hart

Carey arrvives, carrying Huldy, whom
he clpjma bhad fallen from & [eidge, and
seemingly 1s dend, Marm Plerce de-
elares her dead, but while Huldy and
Jenny nare alone, the woman, with her
last breath, asserts Wil killed  her.
Horrified, Jenny decides to tell no one
of the acrusation, She goes to notify
Will. With him Jenny returns to Marm
Plerve's, She has told him of Holdy's
death, and he Is bhewlldered Zeke
Dace cuannet be found, Salndine in-

forms Sheriff Sohler, by phone, of Hul-
dy’'s death. The sherifi comes to Marm
FPlerce's farm,

CHAPTER IX—Continued
—T16—

“Ralned hard last nlght." Bart re-
minded him, “They was fresh today.
1 see them myself, when 1 fished
down."

The sheriff asked: *“Carey, you got
any idea ~who'd want - to—hurt Mis'
Ferrin?”

Bart hesitated. *“l1 wouldn't go to
say,” be sald. He added, with a deep
reluctance: “Not unless 1t was Zeke,
Zeke Dace, works for WIIL Zeke was
kind of crazy about her, and—jealous
of her.” He might have got mad at
her.” Yet he added hopestly: *“But
Wil don't "low that Zeke would touch
her."

“Where Is Zeke?" the sheriff asked.

Bart shook his head. ‘'*Dunno, No-
body's seen him sence.”

Marm Pierce came out of the din-
ing room. 8he told the sherif she
was glad to have him here.

He nodded, and asked slowly: “Was
Mls' Ferrin dead when she got here,
ma'am?"

“Ag good as,” the old woman as-
sared him. *“She was all broke in
pleces, and bled white, and she dled
before I got around to iL”

“Didn't come to?"

“No,” Marm Plerce told hlm. “No."

“You look her over, did you?" the
sherl® wurged. He explalped: I
guess llkely I'll want a doctor to see
her, but you might have notlced some
special hurt on her.”

The old woman told hlm: “Why,
ghe was hurt cruel, Sheriff. Looked
Hke she'd fell on her head and side.
There was scratches and cuts all over
ber; and & deep bad cut on her meci.
And her face was banged where she'd
kit & tree, or a rock or the like."

“] mean Lo say," he perslsted, "noth-
ing to show. . . ."

The old woman shook her head.
“Nothing that she couldn’t have got
from falling the way she did."

The sherifl sighed as though discour-
aged, and Marm Pierce asked: “You
didn't know Huldy, did you, Sheriff?"

“I've heard rell of her,” he answered.

“Guess the whole county has, If ir
eomes to that,” the old woman as-

pened to a woman like her.”
*It was account of her,” Bart re-
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“ can see a-plenty,” she said crisply.

The sheriff sald, floundering: *“I'd
lHke to talk to thls Zeke. Might be
he'd know somethlug. Maybe WIHII,
he'll fetch him, Looks like I'd have
to talk to that man.”

But when Wil and Jenny presently
did return, they were alone.

This hour she spent with Wil was
for Jenuy deeply comforting. Huldy's
accugation had faded Into a cloudy un-
reality, llke the substunce of & dream.
PBut Jenny now, more than any other
¢motion, felt & grievous sympathy for
Will, for the remorse she knew he
must endure: and she strove In small
wnys to reassure and comfort him,
nut by words, but by her steady sup-
porting presence at his shile.

They tramped In sllence through the
wonds, the lantern swinglng in WIS
I muking the black shadows of the
trees nlong the way swing ke somber
pendilums,  They crossed the brook,
and elimhed the steep trall, and came
up throngh the orchard to the barn;
and while Jenny held the lantern, Will
let the cows Into the tie-up and se-
cured them there.  He pulled down
iy for them, and went to the kitchen
for the pull and returned to milk.
Jenny stood sllently by, while he sat,
his head apainst the warm flanks of
the cows, the lantern here beside him
an the floor,

lle spoke only once of that which
filled both thelr minds, “I'd like to
kuow where Zeke's gone to," he sald.

“tle'll be around by and by,"” Jenny
promised him, “ICs all right, WillL."

But her own words faiotly startled
ber: sinece clearly, If WIII must Hve
with the secret knowledge that he had
killed Huldy, the world could never
be all right for him agialn; and she
wished suddenly to take him in her
wrms, and tell him that she knew, and
held him blameless.  But she per-
celved that to do this, to confess her
knowledze of his gullt, would be to
open hetween them a gull never to be
brldged.

So she was sllent; and later, when
they came buck through the wet woods
together, she decided that this was a
matter none should ever know. And
thus resolving, she found strength for
the task before ber, and was at peace
again. Huldy was dead. Let it be by
accldent. The world would presently
forget that Huldy bad ever lived.
When with Wil she came back to the
little house In the Valley, she had
somehow stllled her fears,

Till she saw the sherlff there.

When they came In, she felt her
strength draln away. But then, snd
by WIll himself, her foreboding was
turned Into fearful certainty; for WIll
sald to this man:

“Why, Sheriff, what
here?"

The sher!ff hesitated. *“I kind of
hoped you'd bring this Zeke Dace back
with you," he sald, evasively.

Wil shook head, *I dunno where
Zeke's got to,”" he admirted In troubled

fetched you

tones. “He wa'n't to home.” And he
persisted: “But Sheriff, what fetched
you?”

Jenny was breathless, walting for the
answer. Then Saladine sald gravely:
“]1 sent for him, WIIL"

W1l stared at Saladine. “What for?”
he protested, bewlldered.

And then the sheriff sald: “Why
Will, the thing Is, it looks to every-
body as If meybe Mis' Ferrin dldn't
Just fall off of that ledge. They think
someone maybe throwed her off."

Jenny's throat constricted strang-
lingly. The hounds were on rhe trail

As though from far away she heard
will stammer: “Killed ber, you
mean?"

“Something ke that.”

Wil stood with his head bowed. “I
guess not,” he sald firmly at last
“Who'd do that?"

“l was thinklng maybe thls Zeke
Dace,” Sohler suggested.

But Wil shook his head ‘No
Sheriff,” he insisted. “Whatever did
happen, It wa'n't Zeke. He wouldn't
go to hurt her” And he continoed,
half to himself: “There might have
been some to hurt Huldy; but not
Why, I'd as soon think I did it
myself,” he sald

Jenny felt the shock of a greag blow.

Then Bart chuckled ; und 'Will turned
to look at him. “What's the matter,
Bart?™ he asked “What's funny?”

“What you sald™ Bart told him.
“That's & joke, Will. [ mean, to think
you'd hurt Huldy,” he explained, and
“Not that anybody'd

3
.

s
i
S

!

TILE VA

BEN AMES WILLIAMS

After the sherlf spoke, there was
sllence for A moment; then Jenny
had a resplte for Joe Matthews, the
uiadertaker, came out of the dining
room. He spoke to WIIL ‘

“There, WIIL" he sald. *“I've done
all that nescds doing tonlght; and 1f
you want, I'll carry her home" He
hesitated, added: “But If you take my
advice, let her lay here tonight. [ ¢an
‘tend to everything a sight better T
the morning.”

Marm Plerce sald:
to stay, Will1"

Wil nodded. “Well,
sensible," he agreed.

Jenny, while thelr attention was thus
turned away from her, opened the door
and stepped out on the porch, grate-
ful for the taste of cool, moist alr. In
the kitchen she heard the sherlff say
doubtfully: *1 guess, Joe, you'll want
to go along home now. I don’t know
as I ought to leave yet, though. T'd
like to see this Zeke Dace, first. But
[ wish't you'd bring Doc Harrls In the
morning. | want him to look her over,”

When presently the uondertaker
came out to depart, Jenny drew aside
out of his way. Sohier and Saladine
erossed with him to where hls truck

“She's welcome

llkely that's

Jenny Stood Silently By.

stood, spoke with him there. Then
Bart came out, and sald to Jenny
casually:

“Hot In there, alp't 1" And In &
lower tome: “Don't you worry, Jen!
Nothing to be afrald of.”

He too had seen her terror them!
It must have been plain, for them all
to see. But even as she thought this,
she realized suddenly that ahe was no
longer afrald, and wondered why. And
then, without speaking to Bart, she
came quickly back into the kitchen
where were Marm Plerce and WIIL. Her,
hand touched Will's sleeve, and peace
filled her; and a deep enlightenment
and certalnty, llke a revelation,

Then the truck departed, and Bart
apd Sohler and Saladine returned in-
doors. After a moment the sherlff
appealed to Saladine. “Jim,” he sald
“Looks llke you could figure some-
thing out of this business. I guess you
was the last one to see Mis' Ferria
allve.”

Baladine shook his head. *“I don't
see 1nto It at all,” he confessed.

Bart turped to Wil "How aboot
you, Will?" he wrged. *“Didn't you
hear her screech when she fell? I'd
have sald everybody In a mille could
have heard that. It sounded mighty
loud to me.” :

Will shook his head. *The nolse
wouldn't carry up to the farm, with
the hill between, and the trees” He
looked at Saladine. *I mind,”™ be sald,

them Will spoke again, gropingly.
“By the time I figured you'd be
gone,” he explained, “I left Zeke gnd
went Into the house; but when it come
on o rain, I wondered where Huldy
was, | come out on the porch and
yelled for Zeke, but he didn't answer,
sol I started to
go dow

thea I

that."

Saladipe :

jiis

one to find; and we ain't likely to find
him, long as we're setting herel”

“Nor you can't find him outside”
Marm Plerce crled sharply. “Show
some sense, Sheriff! You couldn't see
Zeke ten feet away, a night like this,
if he was a mind to hide. Set down.
Use your head, 'stead of your feet! Use
your eyes!"

“What good's my eyes golng to do
me here?” he urged.

“There's been enough to see, If you
wan't blind,” she told him; and she
looked briefly at Jenny. “Jenny," she
gald sharply. *You were almighty
scared a while ago. I think you know
something more'n you've rold. You was
down brook this morning. DId you see
anything, hear anythlng at al?” Her
tones were Insistent.

Jenny, though her heart was pound-
ing, spoke after a moment steadlly
enough. The way was clear before
her now, all doubts resolved. But she
only sald: *I told you I heard some-
one talking, In the woodsa."

Marm Plerce protested irascibly :
“Nothing 'n that to seare you!" She
came closer ro the girl. “Jenny, I can
spe more than most; but 1 can't see
everything. What was It scared you, &
while ago? When the sheriff sald that
ahout wishing Huldy had come to, be-
fore she dled? What was It, Jenny 7"
she demanded.

The girl smiled slowly, as at some
secret thought.

“Go on, Jenny,"” sald old Marm
Plerce. “Tell the truth and shame
the devil!”

Jenny look at WIill's bowed head,
and her smile suddenly was radlant as
the sun. “It don't mean a thing to me
now,” she protested softly. “Because
| can see It wa'n't true.”

“\What was it, Jenny?" the old wom-
an Inslsted.

“Huldy did come to, for a minute,
before she died," sald Jenny then,

Marm Plerce cried In & deep lncre
dulity:

“Jenny, she pever did!"

And Bart exclalmed: “She couldn't,
Jenny! Why, she was as good as dead
before ever I got her herel”

Jenny repeated slowly: “She did.
anyway!" And for a moment she sald
no more. She stood near the cabinet
over the sink, where khivea and forks
and eooking dishes were stowed away.
Bart was by the door into the shed.
Marm Plerce was between Jenny and
the stove; and Sherlff Sohler sat In
front of the oven with his greatcoat
loose about him.

WIll was beyond the stove, near the
other door, impassive, walting.

Saladine, watching Jenny, thought
ghe seemed In this moment to wear &
mantie of grace. She looked at WIIL
and her eyes held his, and her tonme
was gently mirthful

“She told me you did It, WilL" sald
Jenny, with a smile on her lips, and
her glance serene,

Bart uttered a low ejaculation; but
Marm Plerce spoke In brisk Insistence

“How come you didn't call me?’

“[ didn't want you,” Jeany told hes
gently.

“The more fool you!" sald Marm
Plerce briskly, her patience near the
breaking polnt. “What happeped?™
she demanded.

The sherif spoke heavily. “Mis
Plerce, you let her tell 1t her owm
way,” he urged. So Marm Plerce was
gllenced; and Jenny's eyes turned
agaln to WiIL The blg man shook and
swayed where he stood, as though this
that Jenny had to say had struck him
nervelesa,

{TO BE CONTINUED)

Mastiff Is Considered
British lsles’ Oldest

British Isles for here this dog Is con-
sidered the oldest of them all, Its orl
gin dating back to tha Sixth century B.
C. At that time, writes Albert Stoll,
Jr, in the Detroit it was
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A Yuletide Escapade

by
Helen Gaisford

PRRIDDDSIIEI

OUTS relgned supreme In the
Martln household. Except

at

Christmag time. Then Toolts was
ordered from his favorite corners, and
exjressed his displeasure by a switch
of als tall.

Toots was a blg black persian, with
long silky fur and wide yellow eyes. It
way pleasant under the kitchen stove,
where dellclous oders of suet and fowl
mingled In the
warn. alr, “Get out
of here, ye beast”
shonted Cook, who
was not quite her-
self during the hol-
idays. “Sure I can’t
step but what you're
onderfoot.”

Toots arched his
back and withdrew
to the parlor. “Nev-
er lose your tem-
per”, was his atti-
tude. “Never sput-
ter and scrateh ; ex-
preas your displeas: ;
ure In dignity and disdain”

Beside the fireplace were a stool and
plllow which were pecullarly his own.
Obto these Toots |eaped, and curled up
for a snooze. “Oh, no, Toots, darling”
sald Betty. “The tree's going there.”
And Toots was plcked up under one
arm, and his stool shoved off to &
cold corper. “You must look Christ-
massy, too,” Betty crled gayly, and
twisted a red ribbon about his neck, ]
and tied a bow, Toots sguirmed In-
dignantly.

“See, Motbher? Why, Toots, don't
tear it off! That's our Christmas out-
fit” The badge of merriment dangled
just beyond hls reach. Disgusted,
Toots crawled under the sofa.

Now was his chance, Did bhe dare
attack? The tree, gaudy with bells and
tinsel, seemed to mock him,

Cautlously, Toots jumped up on the
sofa, sniffed at an extended bough. A
slight breeze stirred, and a golden bird
In the branches quivered, Toots
crouched and sprang.

The tree went down with a swish,
and was mblaze In a moment. Toots
wag surprised and terrified. He clawed
at the door, and howled to heaven.

His nolse brought the family, and

Such excitement as the treasure
chest was emptied! Toots sniffed it
all Inquisitively.

.“m- you're
a hero!” squeezed him impulsively.
“Just ;
erying, we mi
you

Mother’s
Christmas Story

By Alice B. Palmer

9 WAS Christmas eve and the
Tehilclmu had gathered about the
snow white Christmas tree, a
glimmering mass of (ridescent lights
and Iclcles, to listen to that long-prom.
ised story of the Prince and Princess.
“Once upon & time,” began Mother,
“there was a tall handsome prince who
loved a beautiful princess, They were
tn be married on Christmas eve—an-
other Christmas eve, long ago.

“The gorgeous castle on the hlllside
was ablaze with Christmas lights. The
Yule log was burning and crackling
delightfully and the huge Christmas
tree was sparkling gally. But there
were candles, tiny colored candles,
ehildren, Instead of electric lights.
They were lovely! Everything was
most beautiful I”

“Oh, Mother,” whispered little Rose-
bud, “I wish | was In that castle right
now. looking at all the pretty things.”

“Hurry up, Mother! Then what?" in-
terrupted Danny, |mpatlently, “What
happened next?"

“Well, the prince and princess were
married and then they all sat down
to the wedding feast. Let me ses”
mused Mother, “they were all there—
all of them, my dears. Right In the
center of the table stood the most
wonderful wedding cike you ever eaw
—a gold cake frosted with silver, and
because It was Christmas the whole
top was decorated with lovely little
bells, You see, nothing was too good
for the prince and princess, for every
one loved them and wanted them to
be happy, and they were happy—so
happy, children.”

“Waell, then, did they live happy for-
ever and ever, Mother?” Rosebud
wanted to know.

“Why, of course they did,” shouted
Danny, Indignantly, “Did you ever bear
of a prince and princess who did not?”

“Only a story,” pondered Mother,
“Would that I, teo, could' be made to
belleve that ‘twas only a story.”

prince!” wildly shouted the
children, 8s a tall man stood In the
doorway, They felt sure they had
found the real prince as they clamored
for explanation.
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