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THE STORY SO FAR: Judy Jason,
who is telling the story, receives anm
anonymous letter enclosing $800 and
asking her to bid for an abandoned
church to be auctioned the next day. She
suspects, in turn, each of the guests at
the inn where she is staying. They are
the Reverend Jonas DeWitt, Lily Kendall,
Thaddeus Quincy, Alblon Potter, Hugh
Norcross and his sister, Bessie, and Viec-
tor Quade, a writer who has just ar-
rived. Judy bids for the church and gets
. After the auction the body of a man
identified as Roddy Lane is found in a
chest in the basement of the church but
disappears. Victor has asked who plays
golf.

Now continue with Judy's story.

CHAPTER V

““Why, several of the guests.
Hugh Norcross and the minister. 1
don’'t think Mr. Potter does any-
thing but paint, but Bessie Norcross
sometimes plays. You don't mean
—7?" Again the picture of Mr. De
Witt saying what he'd like to do to
Roddy as he made his vicious stroke
on the lawn came to my mind.

“You didn't see a golf club in the
basement, near the chest, I mean,
did you?"

“Nothing but that hand with the
ring—flashing horribly.” 1 hid my
face in my hands and shuddered.

“I'm a brute,” Victor said. ““We
won't talk about it any more."”
“We will, too,” I flared. ‘'‘There

wasn't any golf club there when I
examined the chest after the auc-
tion. I'm sure of that, because I
hunted around for something to pry
up the lid with, and had to use a
bobby pin. Why? Did you see one
down there tonight, Mr. Quade?"

“l did,”" he said, *“but I didn't
mention the fact to the others. It
was back of the chest, and there
was a dark stain on it that looked
like blood."

“Blood!" I repeated, horrified.

“Positively. And in the chest, too.
Not mueh, but a stain at one end.
I made De Witt and Potter stay on
the stairs while I investigated with a
flash.”

“*So you went ahead—?"

“And opened the chest—it was
unlocked—to find it empty. Then I
asked the others to scout around the
cliff path, beyond the basement door
to see if friend Lane was stagger-
ing along wounded. But I knew bet-
ter. I wanted to get rid of them and
have time to examine the chest and
shut it up again."

I was shaking all over, yet enjoy-
ing it in a way—not the murder, of
course; but the mystery, the excite-
ment, being mixed up in the middle
of it with such a topnotcher as Vic-
tor Quade. Suddenly I was filled
with terror. *“Could his—his body
have been in the chest when 1 was
trying to open it after the auction?"

“Undoubtedly. The killer had put
it there for safekeeping, but some-
thing made him decide he'd better
Eet rid of it. Anybody know about
that old chest?"

““Everybody. All our guests. They
knew I'd bought the church and I
bragged quite openly about using
the old sea box for a hope chest.”

**Just when was that?"

“I don't know. Suppertime, when
I was serving, 1 think. They all
congratulated me."

Victor Quade's dark eyes glinted.
*You'll never want it for a hope
chest now. Tell me, why did you
buy the church?"’

Should I tell him? 1 wanted to,
but the $500 still hidden in my stock-
ing and the silence imposed by my
anonymous friend bade me wait
*Oh, for a lending library or a tea-
room." [ took the defensive. *‘I'm
really a teacher, stranded without a

school. This hostess business is jyst
a vacation affair."

“But a lending library—so far
from town?"

I could see he didn't believe me,
though I looked him straight in the

eye. “Well, if you want to write
mystery stories, here's one ready-
made. All you have to do is fill in
the gaps.™

“It's perfect. Couldn’t have asked
anything better.”

“Even if you had constructed it
yourself? Did you?"

*“The girl has a criminal instinct.
Miss Jason, you must go to bed. To-
morrow'll be a lallapaloosa. But if
you get a minute, will you jot down
anything unusual that occurs to you
about this business? Help me work
it out? We've quite a head start on
the police.”

It was after midnight. 1 prom
ised and said good night. But though
he sent me to bed, Mr. Quade
seemed reluctant to let me go, It
would be easy enough to check up
whose mashie was missing, he
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|church in the morning.

*“Good night.”
I turned on the dimmer in the

hallway and started upstairs. Half-
way up I felt, rather than saw,
someone staring down at me. Petri-

fied, I forced myself to look up.
Bessie Norcross was leaning over
the banisters.

*“*Oh, I'm so glad it's you, Judy,"
she said. *“I heard voices and hoped
you hadn't come up yet. Did you
get my key?"

What did she know? How long
had she been there? Had she heard
anything of the goings-on? Appar-
ently not or she'd have yelled for
her brother.

“I'm so sorry, Miss Norcross. 1
did get you a key, but left it down
at the church in my bag, after the
auction. You shall have it tomor-
row without fail.”’

“Well, I'd like it tonight. Do you
know your guesis have been miss-
ing things out of their rooms?"

*‘Sh-h-h-h! Please, Nobody has re-

ported—"'
“Well, 1 know better. Mr. Pot-
ter’'s just discovered he has lost a

bottle of turpentine and he's furi-
ous. Have to go to Rockville for
more, he said, and he wants to fin-
ish his picture of the old Quaker
And I've
lost that lovely blue scarf I wear
around my head. It's Hugh's real-
ly, but—"

Turpentine! A silk scarf! I tried
to keep the annoyance out of my
tone. “‘They'll turn up. Who'd steal
turpentine? As for the scarf, may-
be your brother borrowed it back.
Stick a chair under your doorknob.
I'll get that key the first thing to-
morrow."

She'd had a

1 brushed by her.

“Don’'t believe they'll find him,"
Victor Quade said.

good sleep, but now that the effects

of her sleeping medicine had worn |

off, she'd talk all night if I'd let

her
Tomorrow I'd help Victor Quade.

that Thaddeus Q. could manage to

get around without his chair. Nur[
that I'd called to the man we'd
heard running near our path and ’

| he hadn’t answered. |
The old house settled down to a |
stillness like the night before Christ-
mas. If creatures were stirring.
they were mighty quiet about it. 1 ‘
tried to keep the horrible thing I'd
seen at the church out of my mind.
The church. Poor place for a teu-l
room or lending library. Victor was |
right. Tomorrow I'd show him the l
queer letter. Tell him the whole
strange—
I vow | wasn’t sounu. Like Jack
and Jill, Hugh and I had just gone

up a hill to fetch a pail of kero-
sene when the whole hill exploded
and 1 sat straight up in bed.

Such a pounding and shouting and
running of feet. Then my door flew
-Jp(‘n and Aunt Nella screamed:

‘he house is afire!"

My little front window was a glare
of light. For a second I hugged the
bed clothes around me and held my
breath. The house must be afire;

|
: alone.
I mustn't forget to jot down the fact [

We were both remembering Uncle
Wylie had wandered down there a
few hours ago and that he'd threat-
ened to burn the fish shed many
times.

Aunt Nella began to cry. *‘Poor
Wylie. I'd a-been a widow if—if we
hadn't found him on that bench |
asleep.”

If Uncle Wylie had dropped, say,
his lighted pipe—and set fire to the
old shed and burned up Old Man
Brown she might still be a widow. |
Would they electrocute him or give |
him life? :

“'Get some clothes on, Auntie.” |

“l put my shoes on the wrong

feet and had to take them off again. |

My aunt was wrestling with a cher-
ished old-fashioned woven union
suit, seat over her head and arms |
in the legs. I had to extricate her. |

Below, doors banged. Cries of |
fire arose. I could hear Bessie Nor- |
cross screaming hysterically. Why |
didn't the fire whistle from Rock- |
ville blow? Surely someone must |
have telephoned by now. With sharp |
horror I realized the wires had been
cut. And now, wouldn't Rockville
mistake it for a night-before-the-
Fourth bonfire?

I had on my terry cloth bathrobe |
and raced downstairs. Heads popped |

out of doors shouting questions, giv-
ing information. *Call the fire de-
partment!"” *“The church is afire!"
“*No, it's the castle!” "The whole
Head's ablaze!”

It seemed as if the entire house-
bold had run down to the front hall
in utter terror, and not much else,
believing the inn itself on fire.
Lily Kendall looked like a bowl of
shimmering jelly in her apricot sat-
in nightgown.

“Come on,” I cried. *“‘There's an
old man—stone deaf—in that blaz-
ing shed. Oh, I hope it's not too
late!™

We raced down in a body, appar-
ently everybody. At a time like that
one doesn’t stop to count. But I
saw two figures silhouetted against
the flames, which turned out to be
Victor Quade and the Rev. De Witt.

“Can’'t we do something?"” Hugh
Norcross called to them. I hadn't
noticed Hugh before, but down there
it was so light I could even see
that his robe was green.

*‘Not much. Death to try,"” a voice
said.

*‘But, good heavens, man! There’'s
a human being in there. We've got
to try to get him out!" boomed the
minister.

“How?"

“Bucket brigade, or something.”

We all knew the futility, as even
De Witt's voice faltered.

““Wouldn't be any use,”” somebody
said. “If he's still in there he's
past help."”

“‘Doesn’'t look like an ordinary
fire. Did you ever see anything
blaze so? And 1 thought I heard
another explosion.”

We were all shouting. [ couldn't
tell who said what, but all agreed
as to a second muffled explosion,
not so loud as the first, just before
they'd rushed to see flames. They
began searching, calling for Brown.

“Don’t believe they'll find him,"
Victor Quade said, drawing me
away from the heat. *“If he'd dis-
covered the building on fire in time
to get out, he'd have gone straight
to the inn for help, wouldn't he?
But let them try."

“I'm going to bhunt,
by the church."”

Hugh Norcross grabbed my arm.
*Young lady, you aren't going
Bessie and I—""

“Don't be silly, Hugh. I'm not go-
ing in. But suppose he staggered
out, confused, and went in that di-
rection. You and Bessie take the
route to the castle. Here, Mr. Pot-
ter, you come along with me.,” |

Down |

too.

To my surprise the artist hung
back. *“I'll go if another man will
go, Quade or somebody. You see,
Judy, you don't know it, but from
the way that fire burns I can't help
wondering if my turpentine wasn't
poured on it. Someone stole it last
night from my room." And he add-
ed sententiously: *Must have been

while I was up to Rockville. 1 re-
member deciding | had plenty and
leaving the bottle right there on the |
table with my palette and brushes.”’
I left him to tell Victor about the
turpentine,

“Turpentine! ['ll bet that shed was
full of tar paper and oiled ropes and
stuff. Your Uncle Wylie would
know. Used gasoline, too, I'll bet. |

No wonder there was an explosion. |
Judy Jason,” he whispered,
with the crowd!"

Well, it was terrible.
stood,

“keep|

There we
a group of able-bodied hu-

"and saving life.

| nal.

| the colon really represent all the
above conditions — disturbances in
the nervous, muscular and gland
control of the colon, or large intes-
tine. As in all functional disturb-
ances or diseases, the fault does not
lie in the colon itself, but in the
unstable nervous condition of the
individual,

| and sometimes loss of appetite.

| Naturally
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FIRST AID

One of the good things that comes
from the war is the interest in first |
ald. Everywhere, even in small vil-

lages, first aid classes are being
formed and the
members of the

class learn the cor-
rect manner of han-
dling the injured.

. So widespread Is
| the interest in first
aid that our humor-
ists and cartoonists
are using it in their
strips or columns, I |
have spoken before |
of one class in which |
the young man be-
ing treated for a
“supposed’’ broken leg was allowed
to fall off the table and really did
break his leg. In putting him into
the ambulance he was not pushed
far enough forward and the door
being foreibly closed struck his head
and caused concussion. The humor-
ous comment was that with a few

Dr. Bartan

more lessons this class could be sent |

against the enemy.

A daily cartoon about youngsters
shows the little heroine trying first
aid methods on youngsters whom her
boy friend had damaged in order to
give her the necessary cases in
which to practice.

As a matter of fact, the first les-
son taught by the instructor to a
first aid class is that they are not
learning to be doctors but to do the
right thing until the doctor arrives,
thereby preventing complications
Many physicians,
including myself, can testify to the
skill and judgment of the members
of these classes. I have taught
first aid classes and have worked
with members of the Red Cross and
St. John's Ambulance corps.

My point in writing about first aid
is to emphasize the importance of
the first lesson given by the first aid
instructors which is that what not
to do is as important as what to do.

Dr. H. E. McDermott, editor of the
Canadian Medical Journal, says:
“There is great value in a wide-
spread knowledge of first aid meth-
ods and there can be nothing but
encouragement of the movement, At
the same time experience shows
that enthusiasm to learn and prac-
tice first aid must be kept within
proper bounds. The first aider must
realize his limits and never exceed
them. That is the first and great
commandment in his work.”

“First aid is largely a combina-
tion of physiology and common
sense."”

Calmness of Mind
Great Aid in Colitis

When the four letters ‘‘itis"" are
used, it means “‘inflammation of."
Thus we have appendicitis, pleuri-

tis, sinusitis, mastoiditis, all mean- |

ing inflammation of these organs,
Following this rule colitis means in-
flammation of the colon, and there
are certain cases where the colon
is inflamed and are rightly called
colitis. The colon is the large in-
testine which holds the wastes.
However, what is often called

colitis is a spasm of the colon, which |

is called spastic colitis, but there is
no real inflammation of the colon |
present.

Functional not organic, conditions

| of the colon are outlined by Dr. J.

H. Geddes, London, Ontario, in the
Canadian Medical Association Jour-
These are colitis, spastic coli-
tis, mucous colitis, spastic constipa-

7 It’s So Easy to Make His Suit

Into a Smart One for Yourself ¥

By CHERIE NICHOLAS

HE urge to sew,
mend and ‘“‘make
over" is taking posses-
sion of patriotic women
everywhere, Not only
does the idea of reviving
the art of home sewing
carry appeal to those
who perforce must practice economy
for economy's sake, but it is devel-
oping into a real hobby among wom-
en who are going “‘all out” in their
eagerness to serve their beloved
America in the victory program set
before them.

Now that this wartime winter is
ushering in an era of home sewing
that is due to last the duration
through, fabric and pattern depart-
ments are being besieged by wom-
en whose new-born enthusiasm for
sewing is leading them to attempt
anything from a simple blouse to a
dress and some are even going so
far as to try their hand at a suit
or a garment as pretentious as a
smart, softly tailored spring coat.

Apropos of the new home sewing
trend, here's a question to ponder—
how could your husband's old suit
be made to suit you? A few months
ago you might have raised your
hands in utter protest or just
laughed the idea off. However, to-
day, with government conservation
in full swing, you'll think twice and
decide that nothing could please you
more,

It's easy enough to whittle down
an old suit to your size, and think of
the wonderful men's fabric you will
be acquiring for your suit—where is
she who has never coveted the per-
fectly grand wool materials used
for the suits worn by the male mem-
bers of the household! Once you've
attempted a ‘“‘cut down,” the man’'s
closet in your room will no longer
| be his to have and to hold for his
| very own. However, we recommend
{ that you start with a worn, out-
grown number for your first experi-
ment. Of course you don't do a
Mhing until you've ripped apart the
suit, reversed the fabric and
sponged and pressed it.

-—

You'll get your skirt out of the
trousers, to be sure. Invert them
and use the ankle part for the
waistline. Then cut up as far as
the crotch and you will have a
graceful flare for each side seam,
also a center space both back and
front to be later inset with pleats
formed of excess material cut off
the trousers, as you shortened them
to your measurement.

It's no trick at all to manipulate
the jacket, for there's ample ma-
terial in a man’'s coat to cut down
to the type you like best. The il-
lustration gives you the picture of a
suit before (oval inset) and after
making over. The suit as the lady
wears it in the picture is one of
those conservative types made after
a simplicity pattern that will remain
fashion-correct for seasons to come.

If you do not cut into the vest (it
really is not necessary to do so) you
can convert it into a smart gilet
to wear with your jacket sweater
which will give you a most pleas-
ing change, especially if your
sweater is color-bright. Get a pat-
tern of one of the new, chic gilets
and try it

When little daughter of the house-
hold sees mother’'s suit so trim and
so modish, she will be wanting a
suit, too. And why not? Brother's
outgrown suit calls to action! In
making a stylish outfit for wee sis-
ter, use the trousers for a little
skirt with “kick pleat” back and
front or shallow pleat it all around.
At any rate, make it the suspender
type with bolero jacket or Eton.
Embroider the suspenders in gay
wool yarn., Mal@ a little handbag
and beret of self fabric scraps left
over and embroider with yarn to
match.
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Contrast Front

tion, tonic hardening of the colon,
irritable colon, and having the mind
always on the colon—colon con- |
scious.

Dr. Geddes believes that irritable
colon and being always conscious of

Other general tvpes of colitis have
a combination of symptoms, the
commonest being gas and bloating,
In-
testinal parasites — worms — have
symptoms resembling colitis '

Of course, in all cases where there
is gas, bloating, bowel spasm, diar- |
rhea and constipation, the use of the

| X-rays will greatly help in finding F

and it should be used.
in times of strain and
stress as at present, the number of
cases of colitis greatly increases.

the cause,

Cotton Lace Returns to

Daytime Fashion Scene |

Good news! Comes the report
from style centers that daytime
frocks of pretty cotton laces are
scheduled for a return engagement
this spring. These are being made
up in string color, in white and in
all the dainty pastels. For the most
part they are of the short waisted
and coat dress type:.

Perhaps the biggest news in regard
to the new cotton laces is that you
can get a lovely sheer type in black
that makes up beautifully for dressy
wear.
ance that is really good looking.

Straw Hats Will Sparkle
With Touches of Sequin

When you go to your milliner to
preview the advance spring hats do
not be taken by surprise to see many
charming straws starred with se-
guins, not in a crude, conspicuous
way but just enough to give them a
firefly glow that is very lovely.
There will also be a discreet of
beads and sequins done in most

PENETRO
|

It has a Chantilly appear- |

ﬁrlt use is
. revnlabon as a base of
old fashioned mutton sue
Grandma's favorite.
stainless Penetro. Generous
jar 25¢, double supply 35¢,

The problem of what to send a
| service man has been solved by the
men themselves. Tobacco tops the
list of gifts service men prefer
| from the folks back home, accord-
|ing to numerous surveys. If you
'have a friend or relative in the
| armed forces—Army, Navy, Ma-

|| rines, or Coast Guard—who smokes

a pipe, or rolls-his-own, a pound of
his favorite tobacco is very much
in order. A big favorite with many
service men is Prince Albert, the
world's largest-selling smoking to-
bacco. Local dealers now are fea-
turing Prince Albert in the pound
can for the men in the service.—
Adv.

AND HELP BUILD UP RED BLOOD!

Lydia E. Pinkham's Compound

TABLETS (with added iron) have
helped thousands to relleve peri-
odic pain, backache, headache with
weak, nervous, cranky, blue feel-
ings—due to functional monthly
disturbances.

Taken regularly—Pinkham's Tab-
leta help bulld up resistance against
such annoying symptoms, Also,
thelr iron makes them a fine hema-
tic tonie to help bulld up red blood.
Pinkham's Tablets are made espe-
clally for women. Follow label di-
Ecuau. Worth trying!

Lumber Produced in U, S.

The United States produced 33,-
419,586,000 board feet of lumber in
1941, or an increase of 15.5 per
cent over 1940 production. Oregon
was the chief lumber-producing
state, and yellow pine furnished
more lumber than any other tree,
or 10,311,693,000 feet.

RUNDOWN?

MILLIONS WHO “TIRE
OUT"” easily due to deﬁciener
of Vitamins A and D-tlz

ing good-tastin mul-
sion daily. Also helps build re-
sistance against common colds
and other winter ills if there
is a dietary deficiency of Vita-
mins A and D, Teday—buy
Scott’s Emulsion. Take it

@, 'round. All dru

"'~' 7/ SCOTT'S
)'1 EMULSION
Largest Elm

Great Year-Round Tonic
The Rathbone elm of Marietta
is believed to be the largest elm
tree in America. The trunk is 35
feet in circumference.

OR SPREAD ON ROOSTS

Oak Deeded Land
A Georgia owner of an oak in
| his will deeded to the tree posses-
sion of itself and all land within
eight feet.

B When Your
| Back Hurts -

And Your Strength and
Energy Is Below Par

It may be caused by disorder of kid-
ney function that permits poisonous
waste to sccumulate. For truly many
people feel tired, weak and miserable
when the kidneys fail to remove excess
I.af]d:l and other waste matter {rom the

ood.

You may suffer nagging backache,
rheumatie pains, headaches, dizziness,

up nights, leg pains, swelling,
metimes frequent and seanty urins-
tion with smarting and burning is an-
other sign that something is wrong with
the kidne{- or bladder.

There uu.ld be no doubt that pmrayc
treatment than neglect. Use
Doan's Pllh. It is better to rely on &
medicine that has won countrywide s
truvnl than on something less favora

|
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vivid yarn distinguishes the latest

The advertisemenis are part
models. Others have little crochet

of an economic system which
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(TO BE CONTINUED) y every cay :

ville papers. That's how he knew |
about the auction. Good night."” He |

smiled at me and I liked him. |
“Don’t worry.”

hear the crackle. They'll never get |
him out."” Aunt Nella clenched her

gnarled hands. ‘‘Suppose somebody |
set it?" i

physician.
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