
uncif be r 
v muJLova 

8* PEGGV t)CFlN ^ 
W.N.U. RELEASE 

THE 8TORY THUS FAR I Jim Mae- 
Tavtsb announced that Alicia wa* sell- 

ing her place, and be was going to mar- 

ry her. They would live with Megan. 
Again they quarreled, and Meg went ont 
Into the night to be alone on the ridge. 
Tom Fallon startled her as he walked 

Into the moonlight near the rock. She 

told him of her father and Alicia, and 

the demands to sell the farm. He talked 

again of his wife and how she went 

to pieces when a son was born dead. She 

was sorry tor him. The house was dark 

Sind silent when she returned. She was 

half asleep when she heard a sound and 

tiptoed to her father’s room. He had 

Just returned from another "walk,” and 

rudely commanded Meg to go to bed. 

CHAPTER X 

It was after one o’clock, so she 
knew that her father must be asleep 

.-* by now. 

She undressed in the dark and 
•lipped into bed. She felt a little 

i ashamed now of the violence of emo- 

tion that had sent her flying from 
the house to the Ridge; in the face 
of the grief and heartache that Tom 
carried with him twenty-four hours 
of the day, seven days a week, her 
own seemed trivial. 

She was half asleep when she 
heard the downstairs door open and 
her father start up the stairs. There 
was something in the stealth, the 
furtiveness of his tread on the 

•tairs, and the way he opened his 

door, Inching it shut, that roused 
her more than noise would have 

done. He so seldom bothered to be 
careful about noise. He walked 
into the house and up the stairs and 
closed his door forcefully, no matter 
what time he came in; but tonight 
be had crept so cautiously that she 
was puzzled, and she slid out of 

bed, caught up her cotton crepe ki- 

mono, and stepped into her bedroom 

slippers. 
She listened at her father’s door, 

and when she heard only a soft, 
rustling sound, she tapped and 
asked, “Is that you. Father?” 

“Who the blazes did you think it 
was?” he snapped at her. 

”1 was afraid it might be a bur- 

glar—” 
”Oh, for the love of—what the 

devil would a burglar want here? I 
fell asleep over my paper down- 
stairs, and tried to get upstairs with- 
out waking you. Hereafter, I’ll see 

to it that you are awakened.” There 
was something odd about his voice 
that she couldn’t quite distinguish. 
He seemed to be breathing hard, 
as though he had been running or 

were laboring under some terrific 
excitement. 

‘‘Go to bed!" he called to her 

•harply, and she turned and went 
back to her room. 

It was near noon the following 
day and Megan was busy in her 

perennial border along the walk, re- 

setting some clumps of phlox and 

thinning out some of the other 

perennials that were taking too 
much room for themselves, when a 

' sudden sharp scream of terror rent 
the peaceful, mild air. 

Megan Jerked to her feet as the 
scream came again—from the direc- 
tion of Alicia’s house, and now she 
saw a girl whom she recognized as 

Betty Hendrix, whose father owned 
a dairy, come stumbling down the 
path from Alicia’s house, wringing 
her hands and screaming. 

“What in the world—” somebody 
asked. One of the men ran up the 
walk to the house, stepping over the 
milk pail, whose contents had 
splashed over the porch, and looked 
through the ha If-open door of Ali- 
cia’s house. 

He gave a yell and stepped back. 
Then others crowded close and 
looked in and instantly stepped back 
as though they had received a 

blow. 
The first man who had reached the 

place—Bill Logan, it was—pulled the 
door shut and said sternly, “Mustn’t 
anybody go in there till the police 
get here. Might mess up a clue or 

something. Somebody go call the 
law.” 

“But what is it? What’s hap- 
pened? Bill, for Pete’s sake—” 
cried Mrs. Stuart, as usual one of 
the first at the scene of any catas- 

’’’* trophe or unusual event in Pleasant 
Grove. 

”Miz’ Stevenson’s been — mur- 

dered,” said Bill, swallowing hard 
and looking a little green. 

There was a stunned moment of 
silence and then a little buzz ran 
around the crowd, and the word 
"murder” was the only word that 
could be distinguished in that buzz. 

"Murdered? Fiddlesticks, Bill Lo- 
gan—you read too many o’ them 
mystery stories,” snapped Mrs. 
Stuart, thrusting her way forward. 
“Maybe Miz* Stevenson’s got hurt— 
an accident. Get away from that 
door and lemme see. We ought to 
•ee how bad hurt she is.” 

"She’s dead!” Bill said grimly, 
and Mrs. Stuart saw the greenish 
tinge to his sallow face. "Ain’t no 
mistake about that. And the police 
always want to be the first ones to 
get into a place where there’s been 
a murder. So I’m standing right 
here till the cops get here and there 
ain’t nobody going in till then.” 

Megan stood at the end of the 
walk, still holding the sobbing Betty 
close. Betty was stammering, her 
voice choked with sobs, “I brought 
her milk, like I always do, and 1 
stopped at the door and I said ‘yoo- 
boo—it’s me, Mrs. Stevenson—can 1 
come in?’ And when she didn't say 

anything, I opened the door—and 
she was lying there—all bloody—” 
Megan urged her across the road 
and to the porch, where Annie stood 
watching and listening. 

Megan was too shocked, too ap- 
palled at what had happened, and 
too busy trying to soothe the hys- 
terical girl to realize that Annie’s 
dark face was ashen, or that her 

eyes were wide and the whites 

showing to an unusual degree. An- 
nie’s thick-lipped mouth was tightly 
folded and she said no word as Me- 
gan and Betty reached the porch. 
But Annie’s hands were kind and 
gentle, and between them, she and 
Megan were able to get the girl into 
the house, away from that rapidly 
increasing crowd across the road, 
out of reach of voices that were 

sharpened with excitement and cu- 

riosity. 
The day crept on somehow. Me- 

gan and Annie turned Betty over to 
her family, and the house grew 
quiet. Neither Annie nor Megan was 

disposed to talk; Megan, because 
she was locked fast in her sick, 
shaken thoughts; Annie, for reasons 

Then others crowded close and 
looked In and Instantly stepped back 
as though they bad received a blow. 

of her own that she had, at the mo- 

ment, no intention of revealing. 
Megan was too self-absorbed to be 

aware of Annie’s curious, furtive 
glances as they went like automa- 
tons through their regular daily 
chores. Probably not a household 
in Pleasant Grove sat down to a 

midday meal; what food was con- 

sumed was taken more or less on 

the run. So it did not occur either 
to Megan or to Annie to wonder 
when Jim MacTavish did not appear 
for the meal. 

Tom, stopping on his way from 
school to pick up his daily supply 
of milk and eggs, paused for a mo- 

ment to say, distressed and unhap- 
py, "It’s a terrible thing. I can’t 
help feeling terribly sorry for her— 
alone there. She must have been 
terrified.” 

Megan said, in a small, strangled 
voice, one hand at her throat, “Oh 
—don’tl” 

"I’m sorry,” Tom said compas- 
sionately. “It must have been very 
unpleasant for you all day with that 
mob—” 

"I hated her—and now she’s dead 
—and I’m so ashamed,” Megan con- 

fessed humbly. "I didn’t even try 
to help her. Maybe if I had—” 

“Oh, come now, for goodness' 
sake,” Tom protested. "You must 
not give way to such thoughts! 
You’re on the verge of becoming 
morbid.” 

“They say it happened before mid- 
night,” Megan told him thickly. 
'•Perhaps she — she might have 
screamed—perhaps if I’d been at 
home—” Her voice broke and she 
was silent, her teeth sunk hard in 
her lower lip, her eyes sick and 
frightened, dark with horror. 

Tom came Into the kitchen and 
put his hand on her arm and gave 
her a little shake. "Stop that!” he 
ordered sternly. "Even if you had 
been at home—even if you’d been 
down here in the living room, you 
could not have heard her. And In 
your room upstairs at the back of 
the house—can’t you see how foolish 
you’re being, darling?” 

The little endearment slipped out. 
Yet the moment, the second, after it 
had been spoken it seemed to crash 
in both their ears with the sound of 
doom. His face went white and set 
and his eyes were tragic. 

Megan caught her breath and 
looked up at him, her eyes wide and 
dazed, incredulous. There was a 

pause between them that could have 
been a matter of seconds; yet to 
each of them it seemed to stretch 
endlessly. 

Tom said, his voice harsh and 
very low, "Yes, I said ‘darling’—1 
have thought it often enough.” 

“Ob—no!” Megan said In a small, 
choked whisper. 

Tom straightened. His face looked 
as though it had been carved out 
of granite. 

“Of course not—it never hap- 
pened! I didn’t say it—1 never even 
think it. Forget it, will you?” said 
Tom in that harsh, strained voice. 
He took up the milk and the basket 
of eggs and went swiftly out of the 
house. The sound of his footsteps 
on the old broken-brick walk were 
the most final sounds Megan had 
ever heard in all her life. She stood 
listening until the last one had died 
to silence, and then she leaned, weak 
and shaking, against the cabinet be- 
hind her and put her cold, trembling 
hands over her face. 

She became conscious of Annie s 

presence, when Annie said very 
quietly, her old voice gentle and 
warm with tenderness, "Yo’ paw 
done come, honey.” 

She was too dazed to wonder how 
long Annie had been there, to won- 

der how much of that taut little 
scene Annie had witnessed. Some- 
how that didn’t matter at the mo- 

ment She only knew that she must 
accept Annie’s words as a warning 
and pull herself together before she 
faced her father. 

He had gone directly to his room. 
She heard him moving around up 
there as she and Annie finished get- 
ting supper on the table. When he 
came down, he was freshly shaven 

kand his shirt was Immaculate. He 
had bathed and shaved and changed 
before supper, as he had done ever 

since she could remember. It had 
been one of the things that, as a 

child, she had been proud of. When 
she had gone home to supper and 
to spend the night with some school 
friend, and the school friend’s fa- 
ther had come to the supper table, 
collarless, a stubble of beard on his 
tired face, still wearing the sweat- 
stained, grimy clothes he had worn 

in the field, she had thought always 
of her father with pride, if not with 
affection. 

He came into the dining room, 
moving wearily, and when he had 
seated himself, he looked straight 
at her across the table and said 
sternly, "Yes, I know about it. We 
won’t discuss it, if you don’t mind.” 

“Of course not,” she answered, ac- 

cepting the dish Annie offered her, 
and serving herself without in the 
least knowing what the food was. 

She managed to eat, without the 
faintest awareness of what she was 

eating. 
Her father was equally silent. He 

was pale and there were haggard 
circles beneath his eyes and his 
hands were not quite steady. And 
she did not know when the evil, stag- 
gering thought began to creep slyly 
into her mind; when she began to 

remember the unusual stealth and 
caution with which he had let him- 
self into the house last night; the 
way he had climbed the stairs on 

tiptoe; the way his door had closed 
behind him. Suddenly the thought 
stood clear and hot in her mind: 
where had he been? 

She set her teeth hard to keep 
them from chattering, and locked 
her hands tightly in her lap. She no 

longer could go through the mechan- 
ical motions of putting food into her 
mouth, of forcing herself to swallow, 
while the evil thought crept through 
her mind. He had said, when she 
called to him through his closed 
door, that he had fallen asleep over 

his paper in the living room; but 
she had known that he was not tell- 
ing the truth. For there had been 
no glimmer of light anywhere in 
the house when she had come in. 

When she had come In! 

It had been after one o’clock when 
she had come in. That mysterious 
grapevine by which a secret whis- 
pered in the kitchen of a house at 
one end of town will reach the far- 
thermost house on the other side of 
town, in any small place like Pleas- 
ant Grove, reported that the doc- 
tor felt Mrs. Stevenson had been 
killed sometime between ten o’clock 
and midnight! And she, Megan 
MacTavish, had been on the Ridge 
with another woman’s husband from 
eleven o’clock until almost one! 

Her father had come into the 
house a bit later. 

The silent meal ended and she 
helped Annie clear the table. When 
Annie refused her help with the 
dishes, she went reluctantly into the 
living room, where her father had 
already established himself with the 
weekly newspaper, which he had 
read last night. When she came 
into the room, he was sitting staring 
straight before him, his face white 
and still, his eyes bleak and fright- 
ened. 

She came then and sat down in 
the chair opposite him, in front of 
the small, cheerful fire, and look up 
her basket of mending. And then 
she saw that her father was watch- 
ing her covertly, out of the corners 
of his eyes, and that when she 
looked straight at him, his eyes 
dropped almost guiltily to the paper. 

She put down the sewing basket. 
Her mouth was dry, her throat felt 
constricted with horror, and a creep- 
ing fear bred of that slow, evil 
thought was spreading through her 
mind. Suddenly, almost as though 
someone else spoke the words, she 
asked in a fearful whisper, “Father 
—did you do it?’’ 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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PROCESSING 
Vegetable Preparation Required «<*,**»« rr*...r« c«oktr 

Batn Min. Min. LDIt 

Wash, precook 3 minutes. Asparagus pack 
* 

.*_ 180 40 10 
Beans— Wash, string, cut or leave 
(String, Wax) whole; precook 5 minutes.. 180 40 10 

Beany, Lima 180 55 10 
Wash, retain stem; cook 

Beets 15 min., slip skins, pack.. 120 40 10 
~ .,__ 0_ Remove outer leaves, wash; Cabbage, Bros- precook. 5 minutes, add sets Sprouts fresh water ......_ 120 40 10 

Wash, peel; precook 5 
Carrots minutes, pack hot___ 120 35 10 

Remove outer leaves, wash; Cauliflower precook 4 minutes, pack_ 150 35 10 
Remove husk; precook 5 

_ Corn on Cob minutes, pack___.... 210 80 10 
Cut from cob; precook 5 

''orn minutes, pack..._........ 210 80 10 
__ Wash, steam to wilt. Greens pack loosely___ 180 60 10 

Parsnips Wash, pare; precook 5 I II 
Turnips minutes, pack_ 90 35 10 

pMO SheU* *rad« (use young); reas precook 3 min., pack loosely 180 60 10 
Pumpkin Cut in pieces, steam or bake . ... 

Squash until tender, pack_ 180 60 10 

Sauerkraut | ^ ,d<1 
30 | | 

Chart Your Vegetable Canning Course 
(See Recipes Below) 

Home-Canned Vegetables 
Yes, that canning season has 

come around again. Gardens all 
_ 41__A_ 
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are bursting and 
blooming with 
their bounty of 
peas, corn, green 
beans, beets, car- 

rots and greens. 
It’s time to stop 
being the pro- 
verbial grasshop- 
per and become 
vie Dusy aru wno wisely laid in pro- 
visions for the winter. 

Well-laden shelves give a wonder- 
ful feeling of plenty when the earth 
becomes bare and unproductive. 
You can simply go down to your 
canning cellar and select the vege- 
tables that go best with the meal. 
There’s particular joy in this if 
you’ve raised them yourself and 
watched them grow by degrees, but 
even if you haven’t done your own 

gardening, you’ll enjoy those hand- 
picked foods. 

What Is Processing? 
When we speak of canning vege- 

tables, we often use the word proc- 
essing. This simply means that you 
can the food, placing it in sterile 
jars and apply a high enough tem- 
perature to kill the micro-organisms 
and then seal the jars so no more 
can get in. 

If you’re new at this canning busi- 
ness, remember these two impor- 
tant points: get produce as fresh 
as possible (this is where having a 
garden of your own helps so much) 
and trying to observe to the letter 
the rule of getting the vegetables 
from garden to can in two hours. 
Rule No. 2 is to have all your 
equipment ready so that there will 
be no time lost once you start the 
vegetables on their way to the jars. 

Essential Equipment. 
You will need these pieces of 

equipment to make your canning 
program run as 

smoothly as pos- 
sible: clean jars 
with caps, tongs 
with which to re- 

move the jars 
from the canner; 

pers, a large kettle for pre-cooking 
the vegetables, spoons, small par- 
ing knife, pot holders, and of course 

the canner, preferably a pressure 
cooker. You may also find a fun- 
nel essential, and it’s nice to have 
a teakettle with a spout so that you 
can pour hot water into the jars aft- 
er- they are filled. 

The day before you actually de- 
cide to do your canning check 
over the above equipment list and 
see that everything is laid out and 
ready. The jars should be checked 
for nicks and cracks by running a 

LYNN SAYS: 

Make canning time run smooth- 
ly: Have the jars ready by fig- 
uring as closely as possible the 
number you will need for the 
amount of fresh vegetables you 
use. These amounts of fresh veg- 
etables give approximately 1 
quart of canned produce: 

4 pounds of asparagus; 214 
pounds beets (whole); 2'4 pounds 
of carrots; corn (cut from the 
cob), 8 ears; 6 pounds of greens; 
4 quarts unshelled lima beans; 4 
pounds green beans; 2 pounds of 
string beans; 214 to 3 pounds of 
tomatoes; 4 pounds of tomatoes 
(for juice). 

After filling jars, always run a 

spatula down the sides of the jar 
to eliminate air bubbles. 

Use large pans of water and 
colanders to make washing and 
preparing the vegetables easy for 
canning. 

LYNN CHAMBERS’ MENU 

Liver Loaf 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Spinach 

Bran Muffins 
Hearts of Lettuce Salad 

Blueberry Crisp Beverage 

finger over the top edge, and then 
washed in hot soapy suds and 
rinsed in clear hot water. 

Pressure Cooker Desirable. 

Although the time table at the top 
of the column gives time tor proc- 
essing in the hot water bath, it 
should be remembered that the 
pressure cooker is the only method 
accepted by most authorities includ- 
ing the department of agriculture. 
Why is this, you ask? 

First of all, there is danger of 
botulism in foods that are not prop- 
erly processed. This particular type 
of poisoning comes from the soil, 
and when present in the food and 
not destroyed by processing, they 
produce a toxin which is a deadly 
poison. A pressure canner is re- 

garded as the only means of pro- 
viding temperatures high enough to 
kill the botullnus bacteria. 

You may also ask why the pres- 
sure canner is recommended for 
vegetables and not considered essen- 

tial (though it is desirable) for to- 
matoes and fruits. The answer is 
that vegetables, and also meats and 
fish belong to the non-acid group. 
In acid foods, the bacteria can be 
killed in a reasonably short length 
of time by boiling-water bath tem- 
perature, but in non-acid foods, 
much higher temperatures, as you 
get in the pressure cooker, are nec- 

essary. 
Use of Pressure Cooker. 

Prepare the raw vegetable as di- 
rected on the chart given at the 
a_ .4 iu:_ 
WJWild V 

umn. Pre cook 
vegetable to 
shrink It some- 

what and make a 

more attractive 
pack. Save the 
cooking liquid to 
fill the jars. Al- 
low head space 
of about inch 
at the top of each 
jar except in the 
CiiBt' Ui LU1I1, (JCtlS dUU olltli UtfdliB 

which need 1 inch because they 
swell more during cooking. Also add 
salt if desired, about 1 teaspoon to 
each quart. 

Pour boiling water into canner to 
a level of about 2 inches, or follow 
manufacturer’s directions. Seal or 

partially seal the covers on the jars, 
then place them on rack in pressure 
canner. 

Adjust cover of canner and fasten 
tightly with clamps. Leave the pet- 
cock open until a jet of steam comes 
from it for 7 minutes. Check to see 

that no steam escapes from any- 
where else except the petcock. 
Then close the petcock and al- 
low the pressure to rise to designat- 
ed temperature. Then, and only 
then, begin to count your process- 
ing time, checking often to see that 
the temperature does not fluctuate. 
When processing is finished, turn off 
the heat and let the pressure gauge 
come down to zero. Open petcock 
gradually, remove lid away from 
you and set jars on several thick- 
nesses of cloth towels or news- 

papers, away from a draft. 
Never taste home canned vegeta- 

bles which you think may be 
spoiled. Your sense of smell is the 
best guide in telling you if the vege- 
tables are good or not. 

If you are still using the hot- 
water bath for processing, follow 
the cooking times as directed, and 
always boil the vegetables in an 

open sauce pan for 10 minutes be- 
fore tasting or using when ready to 
serve. 
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NEEDLEWORK PATTERNS 

Chair Set to Brighten Kitchen 
5736 

WANT to give your kitchen a 

“face lifting” treatment? 
Here’s a colorful and bright three- 
piece kitchen set of chair seat, 
back and work stool that are beau- 
tifully simple to make. Use a red 
and white checked fabric, or other 
cheery color to match your dec- 
orating scheme, and trim with 
white cotton ruffling. 
-- 

When unmolding gelatin des- 
serts dip mold into bowl of warm 

water deep enough so that it comes 

up to rim of mold. This must be 
done quickly as gelatin is likely to 

liquefy. 
—•— 

Try using a potato masher to 
cream butter and sugar for a 

cake. The wooden kind is espe- 
cially good for this purpose. 

—•— 

In making coffee, tea or choco- 
late to be served iced, double the 
strength to allow for the iwe used 
in cooling. 

—•— 

Relax in your bath. Instead of 
making it a speedy cleansing, take 
15 minutes for your ablutions. 
Scrub the body with a good soap, 
rinse, and dry body briskly with 
a towel. 

—•— 

Save lemon halves after juice is 
extracted for use in cleaning 
wooden drain and mixing boards, 
and in removing stains from por- 
celain. 

—•— 

Tests show that rinse water 
about as hot as the wash water 
will remove soap and loosen dirt 
more easily. 

—•— 

It usually pays to cap the brick 
chimney with concrete. This 
needn't be done at the time the 
flue is built. Simply fasten boards 
outside and inside the chimney top 
so their edges project 4 inches 
above, then fill with concrete. 
Woven wire or iron rods should be 
bent at right angles and placed in 
the corners for reinforcing. Such 
capping prevents active gases 
from loosening the top bricks. 

—•— 

Here’s a camper’s treat to try 
next time you have bacon. When 
bacon is done, remove from skil- 
let, pour off most of the bacon 
grease, and let bread brown in 
skillet, first on one side, then on 

the other. The toast, which is soft 
inside, needs no butter. If you like, 
sprinkle it with sugar and cinna- 
mon. 
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structions for the Decorator’s Kitchen Set 
(Pattern No. 5736) send 20 cents In coin, 

^our name, address and the pattern mun- 

Send your order to: 

8EWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORK 
530 South Wells SL Chicago 7, 111. 

Enclose 20 cents for pattern. 
No_ 

AHiirw 

Among the Spooks 
Country Cousin—Is your school 

haunted? 
Jasper—Of course not. 
C. C.—Then why are you always 

talking about its spirit? 

Attorney, addressing jury: “The 
prisoner is accused of stealing 24 
geese—twice as many as there are 
of you in the jury box.” 

Foremost 
The professor had just received 

a title, and the newspaper report- 
er was seeking information from 
the great man’s wife. 

“And what,” he asked, “is the 
professor’s principal research?” 

Without hesitation she replied, 
“Looking for his spectacles.” 

MffH fNERGYlOm. 
uwt people ii you naven I iu 
stamina you should—because 
your diet lacks the natural A4D 
Vitamins and enerKy-buildinc, 
natural oils you need—you'll Die 
pood-tatting Scott's Emulates 
helps build stamina, tntrrgy and 
resistance to toidt. See this 
wonderful difference—buy 
Scott's at your druggist's today I 
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*Cet O'Sullivan SOUS as watt as 

Heels next time you have year 
snots repaired. 

you CAH WALK 
FARTHER 

WITHOUT TIRING. 

LETS YOU TURN OUT BREAD 
at a moments not/ce/ 

Quick acting... easy to use-keeps for weeks 
___J.__ L 

on your pamry sneu 
IF YOU BAKE AT HOME-you can 

make all the delicious bread you want to 

any time you want to with wonderful 
Fleischmann’s Fast Rising Dry Yeast. No 
more being caught short with no yeast in the 
house ... no spoiled batch because yeast 
weakened Fleischmann’s Fast Rising 
keeps fresh on your pantry shelf for weeks. 
Keep a supply handy. At your grocer’s. 


