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THREE SHUTTERED HOUSES I
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to the kitchen for a glass of water.
“And he had a chance to dope the

milk the Hurders drank, too. He
came for a cup of tea, in the kitch-
en, that night—got himself some
milk out of the bottle, could have
drugged the milk then.

“I don’t know whether he did that
or not. It doesn’t matter. But I
know he started the fire. He was
alone on the ground floor of the
Bowdon house, his mother and Mrs.
Bowdon upstairs. He slipped out
and came over here. There’s an
electric light above the Taines’
back door. You’ll find the bulb is
broken and the edge of the socket
is fused. Asa made a short-circuit
there, and then he raced back and
got into the Bowdon dining-rpom
again before Mrs. Taine came down-
stairs.

“And he proved tonight that he
was insanely ready to kill, that he
had murder in him. He tried to
kill Rab, and he’d made his plans
to kill June and Mr. Hurder too.
Asa convicted himself tonight.” He
added sternly: “And—executed him-
self too. Saved you the trouble,
Heale.”

Heale stood silent awhile; the day
brightened, and the sun began to
burn away the clouds. The man
said at last: “You know, I kind of
hate this. I’m sorry for these folks
up here. Four of them dead, in
less than a month. They’ve had
about enough, it looks to me.”

Tope smiled faintly. "Yes,” he
agreed; and he said gravely: “Out-
side of a few people who won’t
talk, this thing tonight might pass
as an accident, Inspector. Cars
have smashed into trees before.”

As Heale considered this, Tope
added: “You’ve never charged Mr.
Leaford, have you? Nothing in the
newspapers?”

“No, just held him,” Heale re-
plied. “He was willing to stand for
that, wait till something happened.”

Tope nodded; and then he looked
toward the road and chuckled. A
car had stopped in front of the
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Rab—dead?” Lissa asked
pleadingly.

“Rab?” Miss Moss echoed. “You
mean Asa?”

Lissa straightened, quick hope in
her eyes. “No, no,” she protested.
“Rab is mine I Is he all right?”

Miss Moss tried to collect her
wits. "Rab is hurt, but he will get
well,” she said then, and she felt
new life flow into this girl. “But
Aqq ic Hoa/I **

“Oh, I’m glad! I’m glad!” Lissa
cried; and she demanded to know
what had happened. Miss Moss told
her swiftly as much as she knew;
and having done so, she ventured a
question in her turn. So Lissa, cling-
ing close to the older woman,
poured out all her story.

“Rab and I were married over a
year ago,” she confessed. “Father
and Mother knew; but we didn’t tell
anyone else, because Rab’s people
would disown him.

“I knew Asa too, and he used to
make love to me. So finally, to
make him stop, I told him Rab and
I were married. But it didn’t do
any good. He kept after me just
the same, and when I threatened to
tell Rab, he said if I did, he’d tell
old Mrs. Bowdon we were married.
So I didn’t tell Rab; but last night
Asa kissed me, and Rab saw him,
and was furious with me, so I had
to tell him. Then he was wild at
Asa—”

She broke off, for they were come
suddenly to the top of Kenesaw Hill,
to the Taine house. Inspector Tope
hurried across the lawn.

Miss Moss saw how tired he was,
and held him hard for a moment.
“There,” she whispered, “dear
man!” And she asked: “Where is
Clint? Where is June?”

He pointed to the Bowdon house a
little way off, where there was a
lighted window on the second floor.
“They’re asleep up there. Miss
Leaford is in bed with a blanket over
her; Clint in a chair beside her, hold-
ing her hand.”

There was a deep exhilaration in
her; then turning to Tope she said:
“So it was Asa? You know, I picked
Rab, all the time.”

Tope shook his head. “He was in
Providence last night, when the fire
started,” he reminded her.

“I thought he might have gone
down there and registered, and then
come back to set the fire, raced
back to Providence again. There
•was time.”

“No, he’d put his car up for the
night,” Tope insisted. “He was
there, all right.” He added awk-
wardly: “I didn’t tell you, but he
had a girl with him. They regis-
tered as man and wife.”

She remembered, suddenly, Lis-
sa Thayer, and turned back to the
car.

Lissa and her father were no long-
er there; so Tope and Miss Moss
went toward the house. They met
Doctor Cabler with Mrs. Taine in
the hall. Doctor Cabler explained:

“I’m sending Mrs. Taine to bed.
She must rest.”

Mrs. Taine protested wearily:
■“Rab needs me.”

“He’s all right,” the Doctor as-
sured her. “His wife is with him.”

And he and Mrs. Taine went on
upstairs.

“His wife?” Tope echoed incredu-
lously.

“Of course—Lissa. She was the
one with him in Providence,” she
whispered.

Tope and Miss Moss withdrew un-
noticed. They went out on the front
porch together, and Tope sat down.
He shook his head helplessly. “Well,
that’s one on me,” he confessed. “I
guess I’m getting old. I was sure
she was married to Asa.”

“So was I,” she admitted, eager
to comfort him now. “Till she told
me the truth, on the way up here
.

. . Now tell me about tonight.”
And she listened while he recited

the tale. “I blame myself,” he de-
clared at last, “for holding off, wait-
ing to be sure.” And he said in a
somber tone: “Asa was mad, drunk
with killing. He had a ladder ready
ever there. He must have meant
to come back tonight, climb to
June’s room, kill her and old Mr.
Hurder too.” And he explained:
“Mrs. Taine gave June milk tonight.
I think Asa had drugged that; but
I spilled it, like a clumsy fool.”

“Cabler says Rab can talk now,”
Heale told them a little later.

Rab had a twisted frown between
Ills eyes. Lissa bent over him, and
Miss Moss saw his fingers tighten
on her hand.

Where’s Mother? I don’t want her
io hear.”

“Asleep,” Doctor Cabler assured
him.

The hurt man nodded. “Where’s
Asa?” he asked then. No one an-
swered him, but he seemed not to
notice this neglect. “It was about
Lissa,” he repeated. “You see, she
and I were married. We kept it se-
cret, because Asa and June and I
weren’t supposed to get married
without permission. It was in
Grandpa Bowdon's will, and Grand-
pa Hurder’s too, that if any of us
married without Grandma Bowdon’s
consent, we were outcasts, disinher-
ited.”

And he said: “But Asa was—mak-
ing love to Lissa whenever he
caught her alone. I didn’t know it,
till I saw him kiss her, last night.
She’d been in Providence with me.
We used to go away together when-
ever I had business out of town.”

He looked up at the girl beside
him with a deep fondness. “I saw
him kiss her,” he explained. “And
she .slipped away, and I found her
crying, in the woods behind the
barn. He’d hurt her, his hands on
her arms. So she told me how he’d
persecuted her for months, and I
came back to—do something to
him.”

His eyes met Inspector Heale’s.
“And then you told me someone
had killed Aunt Kitty, and set that
fire, and I forgot about Asa for a—
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To arouse Clint and June.
while. But tonight I meant to have
it out with him. So on the way
home, I made him stop, and we
went into the garage, out of the
rain.

“I told him he’d got to leave Lissa
alone, and he laughed at me, said
if I made a row, he’d tell the folks
we were married.”

He hesitated, continued grimly:
“But I found out, last week, that

Asa had been stealing trust-funds
in the office. I told Grandpa Bow-
don about it, the day he died. It
upset him terribly, may have killed
him. But I told Asa last night that
I knew about that, and that if he
didn’t leave Lissa alone, I’d send
him to jail.”

He grinned ruefully. “Asa didn’t
say anything. I thought I’d stumped
him; and I was fool enough to turn
my back on him, and the next thing
I knew, my light went out. This
crack on the head . .

. That’s all
I remember. What does he have
to say?”

Inspector Heale was about to
speak, but Tope touched his arm
quickly, restraining him; and Doc-
tor Cabler said gravely:

“You’ve talked enough, Rab. Get
some rest now.”

He cleared the others briskly out
of the room. Tope and Heale moved
on through the hall to the front
veranda; and as they emerged
there, Tope said briskly:

“I’ve had my eye on Asa ever
since he produced that bottle. What
reason had he to go looking for it in
the cellar, in the laundry-chute?
The answer is, there wasn’t any rea-
son, unless he had some other busi-
ness in the cellar.”

“You think he did find the bottle
there?” Heale asked.

Tope said explicitly: “Yes. Jus-
tus Taine dropped it down the chute.
He left the Hurder front door un-
bolted that night, slipped back over
there to get some of Mrs. Leaford’s
sleeping-tablets. There were only
two in the bottle, so he took them,
and dropped the bottle out of sight
in the handiest place. With so few
tablets in the bottle, she’d miss
them in the morning; but if the
whole bottle was gone, she’d just
think it was mislaid.” He added
honestly: “Part of this is guessing;
part I know.”

And he went on: “So here’s
what we’ve got: Asa Taine was a
thief; and he needed money. You
heard what Rab said, that if any
of the young ones married, they
were to be disinherited. Well, Rab
was married and Asa knew it; and
Asa bought June new clothes, en-
couraged her to marry Clint. If
she did, with the old gentleman
dead, and Kitty Leaford dead, and
June married—or dead—and Rab
married and so disqualified under
the will, Asa’d have all Bowdon’s
money, and Hurder’s too.”

Heale listened grimly, and Tope
went on:

“There are three elements in ev-
ery murder,” he said: “Motive, and
opportunity, and capacity.

“Money was motive enough for
Asa. As for opportunity, he had
plenty of chances to steal some of
Kitty Leaford’s pills, and he had a
chance to drop some of them into
her milk that night, when he went

house; young Doctor Derrie swung
to the ground and came briskly to-
ward them across the lawn.

The Medical Examiner greeted
them cheerfully.

“What’s wrong, Heale?” he asked.
"More trouble up here?"

Heale hesitated. “Why, they had
a smash-up—car piled into a tree,"
he explained. “Asa Taine’s dead,
and Rab got a crack in the head."

Derrie nodded. “Bad,” he said
■ gravely. Then he looked at Tope

and grinned. “I suppose you’re try-
ing to make a murder out of this

i too,” he suggested in amused de-
; rision.

But Tope shook his head. “Why,
no, Doc,” he said mildly. No, it was
an accident, I guess. Matter of
fact,” he added, “I’ve come around
to your way of thinking on Mrs.

1 Leaford too. Guess you were right.
> Guess it was an accident, just the

1 way you said.”
1 The young doctor chuckled.

“Sure,” he agreed triumphantly.
“I told you so. You’ve been seeing
goblins in the dark, old man.” He
said: “Well, I’ll go in and take a
look at them.”

He turned into the house, and
Inspector Heale looked at Tope.

1 “What do you aim to do now?”
| Heale asked; and Tope hesitated,

but Miss Moss said cheerfully:
1 “Why, I think we’ll wake ClintJ and June, and go down and get her
father out of your jail, and go
home.”

1 Heale chuckled. “I’ll telephone
' down, fix that for you about Mr.
• Leaford,” he agreed. He went into

1 the house to do so.
1 Tope stood still, suddenly tired.

But Miss Moss hugged tight to his
1 arm, and she smiled proudly up at
him, and her eyes were shining.

1 “You know, my dear,” she said,
“you’re a grand man!”

He grinned uncomfortably, wiped
' his mouth with his hand; and she

rose on tiptoe to kiss him. Then
! they went together across the lawn

. to rouse Clint and June.
THE END

Odd Uses for Plants and Trees in Distant Lands
A cousin of the familiar pea-

flower, called Tephrosia, is used in
the West Indies and Polynesia for
a very unsportsmanlike form of an-
gling. The crushed leaves and
stems are thrown into the river,
where the fish are quickly stupe-
fied and easily caught.

Another West Indian, the hog gum
tree, is so called because wounded
hogs rub the injured parts against
the tree to smear themselves with
the abundant resin it exudes, which
heals their wounds. This resin is
so powerful that the natives make
torches of the branches. Another
light-giving plant is the candleberry
tree, a native of Polynesia related
to our common spurge, notes a writ-
er in London Tit-Bits magazine. The
kernels of the walnut-like fruit are
so rich in oil that they are stuck
on reeds and used as candles.

Certain of the Fiji islanders never
use forks except when they eat their
neighbors. They make these forks
of Casuarina, a tree that looks like
a huge specimen of our common
horse-tail. Each fork bears a name,
and is handed down as an heirloom
from generation to generation.

The cow-tree, a native of South
America corresponding to the fa-
miliar bread-fruit, yields a milk
practically indistinguishable from
ordinary cow’s milk in chemical
composition and nourishing quali-
ties, from which excellent cream
and cheese are made.

Linnaeus, the famous Eighteenth-
century Swedish botanist, made a
sort of floral clock. The dial con-
sisted of names of flowers, arranged
in the order of their opening and
closing hour by hour. The dande-
lion, for example, opens about 5
a. m. and closes about 9 p. m.
Greater accuracy is obtained from
a Japanese form of magnolia. The
watchmen use the powdered bark
for burning in graduated tubes, to
mark the time by the regular com-
bustion of the powder.

Perhaps the limit of queer uses
of plants is reached in the case of
plumbago, related to thrift and sea-
pink. The fresh-root is a powerful
blistering agent, and the beggars
of San Domingo use it to raise ul-
cers on their bodies in the hope of
exciting the sympathy of the
passers-by.

—Beginning Next Issue

EnSTwIUEST
By TALBOT MUNDY

• Lynn Harding, a beautiful American girl is vaca-
tioning in India as the guest of the Maharanee and
Maharajah of Kadur. Two men enter her life: Carl
Norwood, a level-headed officer of the British army,
and charming, unscrupulous Prince Rundhia, heir to
Kadur's throne.
In the inevitable conflict between the age-old
customs of the East and the conventions of the West
—made even more exciting by Norwood's efforts to

settle a boundary dispute among the natives—
Prince Rundhia pits all the craft and guile of Oriental
philosophy against Norwood's Western code.
Lynn, attracted by something different in both men.
watches breathlessly as the battle of wits and brawn
works itself out to an overwhelming climax as
dramatic as anything Mundy has ever written.

"East and West" Is one of the truly great adven-
ture stories of the Far East You'll enjoy every
chapter of this glamorous, thrilling yam by one of
the world's best writes. Begin reading it next issuel

LreAD every installment-

r-DOLLAR MAKERS-

Ads Invariably
Part

Of Community
By GEORGE J. EAGER

THE owner of a fine florist
shop in a midwestern city

was recently discussing adver-
tising with a business friend.
The friend owns a thriving food
store that does an annual vol-
ume of $300,000. A complete
stock of choice foods, excellent
service and judicious use of
newspaper advertising had built
the business.

“Don’t talk to me about
advertising,” said the florist.
“There is so much of it every-
where that it just can’t pay.
Look at this newspaper here. So
chockful of ads that mine would
never be seen or noticed.”

The two men happened to be walk-
ing through the busiest section of

the city. “You
Jadvi*tisin 1 are one of a num-

ber of men in
| fa this city who
J would be making
i ? more money if

you understood
how advertising
works,” said the
owner of the food

—store. “Advertis-
/t.^ ing is just like
l the traffic in this

city. Traffic looks
tangled up and confused, there’s too
much of it and you might think that
any single automobile or truck
would be lost in the shuffle. But
just remember that this gray car
that is passing us and that red de-
livery wagon that just turned the
corner, are very important to a cer-
tain number of people in this city.”

“It’s the same way with adver-
tisements. There seem to be so
many of them that they are confus-
ing. But each advertisement is im-
portant to somebody. Today’s pa-
pers carry an advertisement of my
store featuring a special purchase
of oranges and grapefruit, a lot of
new cheeses and a special offer on
ginger ale. To a lot of people that
advertisement is lost in the traffic.
But experience has taught me that
this same advertisement will seek
out for me enough people to whom
the merchandise is highly important
to make it pay.”

\a good ad 1
HAS 'VOICE'

ONE of the successful young-
er men in the advertising

business was recently telling of
the valuable lessons he had re-
ceived during his period of
training.

“I received my most valu-i
able lesson when I first
learned that an advertise-
ment is not something pretty
to be looked at but should
appear to actually give out sounds.
I first got this idea while working
for one of the n'^jig—

greatest advertis- Iff
ing men the coun- ■ u
try has ever \

known. When a ]
series of adver- .

’ Jj
tisements was \C
submitted for his
approval he
would run through
them quickly and
when he came to |
one he didn’t like "“ J

he would put his hand to his ear
and say ‘I can’t hear this one.’

“His judgment was unerring and
I began to realize that advertise-
ments for luxury articles such as
perfumes, foreign cars, diamond
necklaces should give forth a quiet
sound like that of a conversation
between cultured people. But other
advertisements addressed to people
who are in a hurry and have only
a second or two to give to you
have got to have more of the *Hey
you!’ appeal. By their very appear-
ance, illustrations and headlines,
they have got to make enough noise
to stop the reader.”

One of the most interesting and
profitable studies in advertising is
to study the sound producing power
of different arrangements of pic-
tures and type on the page of a
newspaper.

(Bell Syndicate—WNU Service.)

‘Policeman of Paris’
Called Back to Duty

PARIS. The magnificently
bearded and mustached “police-
man of Paris,” Rene le Clerc,
was brought out of retirement re-
cently by the exigencies of war.

The picturesque character, who
used to direct traffic near the
Porte Saint Denis, returned to
active duty at the request of his
former superiors. He had retired
a few months ago to devote his
time to painting.

“The most photographed po-
liceman in the world,” as he was
known, took up a post in front
of the town hall of the fifteenth
Arrondissement in the Rue Blom-
et near Porte Versailles, where
traffic is lighter than at his old
boulevard location.

Strange Facts
I Sold! To Low Bidder f

Dog Trouble Shooter
9 Many‘Port Thespian 9

American courts have held that'
an auctioneer is not compelled to
accept the highest bid. In a Min-
nesota case, a house was sold to
the first bidder for $075 after the
second and only other bidder had
offered S6BO. The auctioneer re-
fused to consider such a trifling
increase. So the second bidder
sued but lost his case on the
ground that no contract exists un-
til the offer to purchase is ac-
cepted by the auctioneer.

• • •

Recently, after 16 miles of co-
axial cable had been installed
three feet underground between
two radio stations in England, it
was discovered that the outer tube
was losing the nitrogen pumped
through it to insulate the inner
conductor. So amyl mercaptan,
a gas having an odor similar to
that of cats, was introduced and
a dog taken over the route. He
dug in 14 spots and found the
leaks.

* • *

At one time in his early stock-
company engagements, Sir Henry
Irving (1838-1905), the English ac-
tor, rehearsed and played 429 parts
in 782 consecutive days, of an av-
erage of one every 44 hours for
more than two years.—Collier’s.
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By burning 25% slowerthan
the average of the 15 other
of the largest-selling brands
tested—slower than any of
them—CAMELS givea smok-
ingplus equal to

S And enjoy an extra measure of
cigarette goodness. In recent impar-
tial tests of 16 of the largest-selling
brands, a leading research laboratory
found these results:

1 CAMELS werefound to contain
MORE TOBACCO BY WEIGHT

than the average for the 15 otherof the
largest-selling brands.

2 CAMELS BURNED SLOWER
THAN ANY OTHER BRAND

TESTED—2S% SLOWER THAN THE
AVERAGE TIME OF THE 15 OTHER
OF THE LARGEST-SELLING
BRANDS! By burning 25% slower, on
the average, Camels give smokers the
equivalent of 5 EXTRA SMOKES PER
PACKI

3 In die same tests, CAMELS HELD
THEIR ASH FAR LONGER than

theaverage time for all theocher brands.
You, too, will agree that long-burn-
ing Camel* are America’s No. 1 ciga-
rette for pleasure, economy!

CAMELS
LONG-BURNING

COSTLIER TOBACCOS
PENNY FOR PENNY YOUR

BEST CIGARETTE BUY!


