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WHAT HAS HAPPENED 80 FAR

Duphne Hnines, seventeen and love-
1v, is literally driven from home by
her nagging stepmother, whose sole
interest is In her swn daughter, Crys-
tial. The second Mra. Haines is deter-
mined that Crystal shall marry Ralph
McKevitt, a handsome young man of
wealth. Ralph, one day admires Daph-
ne, whom he sees at a distance, and
Mrs. Haines decldes (o0 permanently
eliminate the younger girl, whose ri-
valry she secretly fears., She provokes
2 sordid quarrel in the household, and
Daphne, realizing the helplessness of
her position, leaves home to make her
way In Ban Francisco, The quest for
employment is difficult. She iz almost
starving when she encounters Ralph
MeKevitt, her stepsister's ‘prize” young
man, In a cheap restaurant. He buys
her & hearty meal and takes her home
in his car, As weeks pass a nice
friendship develops between them.
Ralph secures a good position for the
girl, and when he kisses her in the
moonlight she feels she = In an earth-
iy paradise. The motley assortment of

roomers at Daphne's house speculate
“wisely” about her each time Younx
McKevitt calls in his flashy ecar, but

she finds two good friends In hard-
hoiled Florn McCardle and a love
starved little dressmuker called “"Miss
Viola.”

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XV

HE door bell rang, but it was
T only Flora McCardle who had
forgotten her key.

“Hello honey, thanks for open-
ing the door, what a- cute hat,
where are you going?”

Flora ran all her words to-
gether as If she were too lazy to
separate them. Her voice was loud
and course, with something husk-
ily sweet about it. A certain na-
tive miceness that was part of
Flora, that layers of hard sophis-
tication nmever quite covered. And
good humor and kindliness looked
out of her shrewd, disillusioned
eyes,

In spite of herseif Daphne
melted under the spell of Flora's
warm Interest.

~Riding!”" she said, and laugh-
¢d. ‘TRiding with Ralph McKev-
ftt'™' She laughed because she

~om. was holding something back
\Bho was almost sure Ralph was

olng to take her to a show. Bhe
l!md iever been to = real one, with
a real orchestra, mot an eleetrie
piano like the movie at home.
Her eyes danced. She could just
see herself, walking up the alsle
in her new hat, with Ralph,

“For God’s sake, why don't he
take you to dinper first?” Flora
broke In on her thoughts. “He
might do that much. Riding!
That’'s cheap amusement. Doesn’t
he ever intend to spend more than
the evening? What does he think
a girl spends her time for—"

“I love to go riding!"™ Daphne
cried hotly. “He has a wonderful
car, and I just love to—"

Flora laughed. "I supposé Eo.
I'm an old cat. But I like to see

_ them loosen up, particularly when

" —walt till

they've got it. Well, you're young
you're an old cam-
paigner like me, you won't go rid-
ing!"” Her long, light eyes rested
en Daphne’'s blue dress, freshly

. pressed, IHer hat and gloves and

w

and

purse. all ready to Ego,
no coat.

“You'll need your coat, the fog’s
coming in.”

Daphne flushed, “I dom’t think
I will.,”

Flora looked down at her own
coat, summer ermine. “She never
bought that herself,” Mrs. Halli-
day observed to Mrs. Speliman
whenever they saw it. Her blg,
freckled hand patted it thought-

_ fully. She shifted awkwardly from

one foot to the other.

“She's going to offer me her
coat!” Daphne thought nervously.
“Oh [ wish she'd go away—1 don't
want ft!"

“You're foolish if you take cold
trying to look beautiful for any
man,” Flora was saying. *“Girls
do crazy things I used to.
There was a gray coat I had
it was really made out of a blan-
ket, Ma made it . . . 1 used
to hide it under the lilac bushes,

and go without a coat, all kinds
of weather - .wonder I didn't
get pneumonia . . .The folks
were kind of old fashioned . .
kepte us warmly dressed and all
that .and that was my coat,
‘not muecn for pretty, but bully
for stout’ .I dammn near froze
to death!"” 8he laughed again,
stole another Jlook at Daphne's
averted face. “What a chump I
was, you wouldn’'t believe it!"”’

Daphne was edging toward her
door. “I'm never ecold—never!”

“Sult yourself, kid, I'm not go-
ing out tonight, I just thought if
you wanted to borrow—"

“Oh, no—ihank you ever 85O
much—but I couldn't—I couldn’t
—1I couldn’t really!"™

She got away [rom Flora final-
ly, but some of the glamor was
gone from the night. She picked
up the old blue coat, tried it on,
took it off hurriedly, put it on
again. Her heart began to thump.
How late it was getting. She look-
ed out the window, trying to see
if it was really foggy. Went to
the mirror, added more powder,
wiped it off again. Back to the
window. He wasn't coming.

And when she had taken off
the new gloves for the fifth time,
and really gave him up, he came.

She jerked off the old coat,
tearing the lining. How had she
ever thought she could wear it?
How had she ever been cold? The
warm blood rushed to her cheeks,
dying them pink. Every bit of her
tingled when he took her two
hands in his. “Mad at me, old
lady? I'm late. Detalned at the
office, Where'll we go?"

They stood on the steps, decld-
ing. The night wind blew against
Daphne’s gkirte. .m0 many places
they might go . she hardly dar-
ed suggest . . a real show?
Would it be all right to say a real
ehow or had she better say a
movie?

“Where would you rather go?”

“Oh, I don't care.” He looked
absently up and down the street,
tossed away the stub of his eigar-
ette., ‘'Let’'s take a little run down
the peninsula, and get back ear-
ly. I'm making an early start in
the morning—"

S0 there wouldn't be any show.
Not even when she had mew hat,
and nmnew shoes, and perfume be-
hind her ears . .

She got into the car swallowing
her disappointment, *“All right,”
and then quickly, “An early start

.Ralph . .you aren't golng
away somewhere?"”

He chuckled and pinched her
cheek, “No—just out to play golf
with some friends.

lth:!l

“You ought ta_learn,
game,” he sald pregently.

“I'd love to—I'd simply love
to!"”

“Thing to do,” he said indis-
tinctly, because he had a cigar-
ette between his teeth, “is to take
a few good lessons from & pro-
fessional—any good professional.

Daphne’'s hopes dropped again.

“Beatrice Hardy—she's a great
player for a girl.”

“Is she a professional?””

“Great Scott, no! Why you
must know Bee—I met her at
your place out in Santa Clara!”

“I don't remember. She must
have been Crystal's friend,” Daph-
ne answered miserably. What
else could she say? She couldmn't
tell him that they never let her
meet Crystal's friends.

Ereat

His pleasant, careless volce
droned on , .about Bee . .
'about golf, about a tournament

at Del Monte.

She listened, feeling out of It.
Feeling young and awkward and
ghabby. And cold. Terribly cold.
“I might have worn my old coat,”

she thouht; “it wouldn't have
mattered."
She was trembling, mot alto-

DIET VARIED DAILY IS

ESSENTIAL

TOHEALTH

Human Body Is Like a Machine, Says Dr. Copeland,
Each Part Requiring a Certain “Fuel”—Lack
of Iodine Foods May Lead to Goiter.

By ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D.
United States Senator from New York

Former Commissioner of

Health, New York Oity.

T ia. unfortunate that many persons fill their stomachs, satisfy
their hunger and grow fat perhaps, but still are neglecting to get
all the food they really need. Far too often we act as if quantity

were the enly factor to be considered.
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fills the oil tank two or three times
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Let us think about this for a moment. What
would you think of the owner of an automobile
who never bought oil for his car, but stopped at
the filling station twice & day to get gasoline?
You know the machine would rebel very quickly,

Perhaps you remonstrate with

up,” he quits buying

gether from the cold, when they
were back at her door. “Well,
good-night ;see you soon!” he
said. »

“Monday?’” She hated herself
for asking, but she had to know

. with BSunday to be got
through without him,
“I'll give you a ring before

then. Goodnight!™

Her hands went up to his shoul-
ders, pitifully. “Goodnight Ralph.”

He stooped and kissed her
then, but it wasn't the same. She
had asked for it.

Long after everyone else was
asleep, she lay wide-eyed on the
narrow couch, staring into the
dark. She had put the coat over
her for extra warmth, for the
night had turned ecold, and the
blankets were thin and worn. Her
feet were blocks of ice, s0 ecold
that she couldn’t sleep.

Toward morning she dropped
into a troubled doze, and dreamed
of Crystal, Crystal all shining
gold from head to toe, playing
golf with Ralph in the prune or-
chard.

She woke with a cold in her
head, And homesick. Oh, so home-
sieck .

L] L] L]

It was hot in the Santa Clara
Valley. Hot in the shade of the
orchards, hotter in Mrs, Halnes’
kitchen,

She was making the gravy for
the Sunday chicken. Her face
was scarlet, her brassy hair
stringy and wet,

“You had a lot to do to let
Daphne go gallivanting off to
town just when she was getting
80 she could be some help to me!”
she eried bitterly to her husband.

Old Man Haines put down the
Sunday papers. “I mever told her
to go, Adelina. It was you.”

“Me! That's a rich one. Me!
It's likely I—"

Crystal setting the table, look-

be

here to listem to. Do you hear
me, Mama? I'm through!”
(To Be Continued.)

'GOOD-NIGHT

STORIES
By Max Trell s

Not as Smart as he Thinks

“I can tell you anything you
want to know,” sald Knarf, “any-
thing.”

Mij, Flor, Hanid, and Yam—
the other litte® shadow-children
with the turned-afout names—
looked up at him.

“How do you know you can?”
demanded Hanid.

“Because I'm so clever,” re-
torted Knarf. “I'm the cleverest
shadow in the whole world.”
Now this didn't please the oth-
ers any too well, for, to tell tha2
truth, they thought they were

relever, too. It isn't agreeable to

think that someone else thinks
himself ever g0 much _eleverer
than you. They decided at once to
put the boastful shadow-boy to
the test.

“Since you know so much,’ be-
gan Mij “tell me why trees grow
up Instead of down?'"” Knarf's
eyes sparkled which, for a sha-
dow, was unusual.

““Anyone knows that,” he re-
plied promptly. *“Trees grow up
g0 that you can climb on them.
How could you e¢limb on them if
they grew down?"

MIij looked puzzled, and so did
Flor and Hanid and Yam. To
tell the truth, they hadn't the
slightest idea how anyone could
climb on trees if they grew down
instead of up. By and by, when
they had gotten over this a little,
Flor turned to Knarf and asked:
“Why have giraffes such long
necks?”

‘“Because,” replied Knarf in a
twinkling, “If they had short
necks they wouldn't look like gi-
raffes—and what good are giraf-
fes if they don't look like giraf-
fes?”

This got them more puzzled
still, It seemed amazing that théy
hadn't thought of that before.

ed scornfully from one to the oth-
er. “Yes, go on, stage another.
Sunday fight. It's the last one I'l

Really, when they stopped to
think about it, giraffes weren't
much good umless they did look

lHke giraffes. Then Hanld asked:
“Tell me this: Why is sugar
sweet?"”

Knarf didn't heditate a mo-
ment. “I'm surprizsed at you, Han-
id,” he started, “for not knowing
the answer to such a simple little
question. Why, almost anybody
you can think of knows that.”

“Are you sure you know It!”
inquired Yam. Knarf rocked with
laughter. “Of course, } do,” he
exclaimed. “Susr eweet be-
cause if it was ty, you could
nof put it im your tea-—and how
would tea taste without sugar?”

The others nodded in agree-
ment. Knarf ecertainly was right.
Tea wouldn’'t taste much llke tea
—or more properly, it would taste
too much {lke tea—if omne ecould
not put sugar in it, It was a great
relief to know that sugar was
sweet instead of being salty. It

looked very much as though
Knparf was correct in his boast.
He did seem to be able to ans-
wer every question. Yam was the
only one who hadn't asked any-
thing as yet.

“Well?” sald Knparf, mocking-
ly. “I suppose you know every-
thing?"”

The little shadow-girl shook
her head. ""There’s one guestion 1
want to ask you but " She
paused in doubt.

“But—what?”’
Knarf.

“ . .but I'm mnot sure wheth-
er you ¢an answer it."”’

demanded

Kparf snorted, “I ecan answer
any question because there isn’t
anything that I don't know.,”

“Very well,” said Yam, “this Is
the question: Can you tell me
something you don't know?"

Knarf was on the point of say-
ing yes, when he suddenly re-
strained himself. To answer no,
would have been equally bad. He
hesitated in bewlilderment.

“Well?"” asked Yam slyly. *I

don’'t hear you saying anything.”|

“He's stuck, *he’'s stuck!’ cried
the others.

“Humph,” grumbled Knarf,
turning on his heel, “I can’t be
answering silly questions all day
long, and anyway I'm the clever-
est shadow in the world." They
all began to laugh.
= “You may be the cleverest sha-
dow in the world but still you
don’'t know anything!” Hanid
shouted after him.

And this, though #t sounded
strange was, you must admit, ex-

|aetly the truth,

SHERIFF DECLARES
HI5 GUILT AT THIAL

TACOMA, April 26 —(AP)—
A suddenly announced decision on
the part of Sheriff E. P. Freder-
ickson of Wahkiakum county and
his attorney, A. W. Norhlad of As-
toria, to change his plea of not
guilty to guilt to the charge of
conspiraey to violate the national
prohibition act brought his trial
to a close in federal court here
this afternoon, the third day of
the hearing. *

The change of plea was made,
and a sentence of 16 months at
McNell Island penitentiary was
passed by Judge Edward E. Cush-
man within 45 minutes after the
jury had been dismissed at 3 o’'-
clock, a dramatic turn of events
that left the court room spectators
astonished and wondering.

Frederickson's commitment to
the penitentiary was stayed 30
days by Judge Cushman, who or.
dered the sheriff to report May 25
to the marshal here or, {f the mar-
shal requested {t, to the warden at

The Home Kitchen

By ALICE LYNN BARRY

Melon Season is Here—How to
Select Good Ones

Some day another Burbank will |

lay down the infallible law about
melons and then we shall all EO
markeéting for them without feel.
ing that melons are just one gam-
ble arter another. For how can
you tell a good melon?

The old test—sticking a specan-
lative forefinger into the tip to
see if it vields, means ahsolutely
nothing. After half a dozen eariv
shoppers have = pplied their
thumbs to & melon It acquires a
misleading softness, However,
there are a few signs borne by a
good, ripe melon generally, l‘and
these may be of help. But no guar-
aptersf Because sad experience in-
dicates that even with these osten-
sible marks of quality, the opened
melon is disappointing

. But here

they are for what theyre worth,
A cantaloupe, 10 begin with,
should be very thickly rpetted
When the netting is thin, with

sparsely covered spots, the melon
may lack flavor. Melons are. of
course, merely flavor—there’'s no
particular quality to the pulp. And
flavor in melons comes only after
ripening., The hest-flavored mel-
ons are those which are permitted
to ripen before being plcked. If
picked at the proper time, the stem

slips off easlly. and this leaves a|

dark scar on the melon. So look
for the dark =scar, as another
guide. Also, since a good melon Is
juiey, it should be heavy for its
size. If there's a vellow tint under
the netting, that's another good
sign. So is the pleasant aroma sent

MeNeil.

The trial of Ellis and Day, co-|

defendants in the conspiracy case.
will start tomorrow morning.

“] am the victim of circumstanc-
es,"”” Frederickson told a reporter
when sentence had been passed.
‘*All this has grown out of a feud
and I am the victim. But T am ia-
nocent of the charge. My enemies
have built up a circumstancial
case against me that I felt it was
hopeless to combat. That's why I
ehanged my plea.”

j forth by a wall-tip2ued melon
course, th=re {3 a pnin' at w;

all these <~izn« 3rs

ed Elrd ™
The melon ia very .':-'a\‘:gim-‘--".
soft all over. and then tha ::'.~..;
is mushy anrd the flavor deparred)
| While canraiaune, ezpecially 1B
 Rocky Ford variety. are knowg
| &1l over, thera ars gseveral Tewl

I¥pes of melina that

X have o
into the markar !

in recent iear

| that have an aven more deliratg
| Navor. B

There fz tha inevdew whiclf
comes in late spring or early sume
| mer. When rips i* has a very rode
| ftive fragrant ador ind _\-nu-d..n"
fhave to axart vour<sif 1 deterr
Also it musz* Yo 3 Jaey CTeAN, -)3
pale yellow all aver  \ tanc) of
| ¥ellow in ~poats doesn's Prove 1ipey
| PESS-—On Tita contrary, T8 4t jmy’
& good rream dar all over g \t
not sufficientiv rive and am tiie {a
Ilhr' more expens'vas tvpe of m
be ecareful in making a selecin e

The honeshi! 13 a midget i e
evdew. It tun, ‘nusr he pale =
low or deep cisam in enlor, f: 'y
soft to the taucl. and aquite  a»
grant, The Yaua<ha1l (v an e )
.}lvn! buy for servies 2o twi. 1', Pe
ticularly for *hase wha ljke - ]
type of melon. The lionevdsw .fll
usunally fairlvy large. und Re vuf
lha\'ﬂ to ear the whals melon of ep
il'lming_ it fs wall tnh ¥ iy it wieg
at least five ar =iy persons an (P
, be served.

Casabas ar> the mo-t loyarn .
of the melons They ure the kL
inf the hounevdew. hut instead of

_ | the smooth skin they have & 1. ga
| el exterior. Tloy are ripe .9

when they are a vory deep vellow,

Watermelonz are hard to juexe,
| We used to ha told that & pond
| walermelon was zood to look & e

a dull green rind, a regnlar thipa,
and heavy for siza. But these ie<1§
are by no means infallihle efthory
| Fortunately for shoppers, howevep,
watermelons: are 10 large that 'b
custom of selling them by halied
has grown. And when vou ses
watermelon cut open. you dan

| have to maks any :l;]
' proof of ripeness is plain.

EUPEESS.

POLLY AND HER PALS

By CLIFF STERRETT)
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By RUSS WESTOVER
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LITTLE ANNIE ROONEY
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‘ By JIMMY MURPHY
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