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;18 litarally driven “home by
, Whose sole

., The motley asSortment
Daphne’'s house spec-
about her each time
young McKevitt calls in his flashy
car, but she finds two good friends in
hard-bolled Flora McCardle and
jove-starved little dressmaker called
“Miss Viola.” Back In the Haines home
Crystal announces she too is leaving
for the city where she Intends study-
ing music.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XVL

- HEY wrangled =all through
dinner.
“Oh, mama, shut up! My

head aches!” Crystal groaned.

“I thought as much. Another
convenient headache. 1 ‘'spose
you'll be too sick to help with the

dishes. . That’'ll be the next thing.]

But I ean do it—I can hang over
the dishpan with my back breakin’
and my poor feet——"" -

“L don’'t care where you hang!
Hang any place you want. I know
one thing though, I'm not golng
to spoil my hands in any dishpan.
Not me. Why don’'t you hire a
cook?” »

“You know I can’t: get one tp
stay* out ‘hére in the country! You
know we can't afford to pay—"

“Can’'t afford! After all the
talk about how rich——"

0Old man Haines spoke up then.
“] mever sald I was a rich man.
I've spent & lot of money sinee 1
got married. I ain't going to hire
no cook with two women folks in
the house able—"'

Crystal stood up. “You ecam
count me out of your harem. 1
won't cook for any man, least of
all you. I'm going to leave right
now. Do you understand? As
soon as I can finish packing!”™

“Crystal, you don't mean it.
Crystal, pet, mama don’'t want you
to do anything foolish. Walit a bit
and Papa will see you get a mice
trousseau won't you, Abner? 1
don’t want you going off this way,
getting married without anything
—walit a little, pet—wait till—"

“Wait till I die—that's what
I'd do it I took your advice. But
I'm too wise. I'm going, and I'm
not going to get married either.
I'm going to art school and get

the eareer I ought to have had
five years ago. Thank God it
ism’t too late yet—" -

“l haven't any money for any
art!” Old Man Haines bellowed,
waving a chickem wing.

“I never asked for any. Thank
God I have other friends—"

“Crystal, you wouldn't take
money from McKevitt if you didn’t
marry him?"”

“I'm mot saying who's backing
me!™

“Tell mama you wouldn't do
that? Oh, Crystal, after the way
I brought you up, and worked so
‘hard, wor¢ my fingers to the
bone—" :

“As If it was my fault you
weren’'t wealthy!™ Crystal finished
with tearful bravado, and flounced
out of the room. They heard her
quick feet runming up the stairs,
moving quickly in the room over-
head. Packing.

After a long time Mrs. Haines
wiped her eyes, and followed Crys-
tal.

“Nuthin® but a baby yef!" the
mother thought. Love, overwhelm-
ing and agonizing swept over her.
Love and terror. Terror of the
cold, hard independence she saw
in every movement of hér baby’s
efficient hands. The tedrs gath-
ered in her eyes agdin, she
reached out her yearning arms,
“Don't go, yet! Don’'t leave
mama. I can’t bear it, I can't;
I can’t!™

Crystal’s face darkened. “I wish
you wouldm’t carry on. I am go-
ing. Your bawling won't keep
me!”’

Silence, except for the soft
sound of silken garments folded.
slapped down, one upon the other.

Cryatal spoke. *“That's done.
I'm taking the-two sultcases, and
the small hatbox with me. You
can send the wardrobhe irunk when
I get settled. I suppose you'll do
that much for me?"”

“Crystal, pet—tell mama—did

Mr. McKevitt give you the
money?”

. “Some of it.”

“Crystal!"” »

“Well, it's a good thing some-
body cares enough for me to give
me something. You won't. He
didn’'t give me much anyway, just
my tuition and a little more, He's
doing it for art's sake—he thinks
I can paint, even if you domn’t!”

“] never said you couldfi't, pet.
I just didn’'t want you to go . . .
to go away . . . to get mixed up

with Bohemians an'—"
“Mama! If you're off on that
again!"”

“Crystal, tell mama you would-
n't do anything wrong? 1 know
you wouldn't pet . . . mama's
girlie . . . That's all McKervitt
done. Crystal? Just lent you a
little money—"'

“Mamha, you
drooling all over me.

make me sick
Yes, that's

all!—for the presemt!”™

BECOMES

HEN ‘NERVOUSNESS’

A DISEASE

If Condition Reaches This Stage It’s Usually
Because of Some Internal Trouble, and Medical
' Attention Is Necessary.

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

Former Commissioner of

Heailth, New York City.

HAT is nervousness? We hear so many women say, “I'm s0,
W anervous!” What do they mean and why are they that way?

Women are more highly organized, more sensitive in’

their natures, than men are. They are more emotional, less restrained

in giving way

to their feelings. They ery mi‘y'

They suffer more,

I am not at all sure it would be good for the'
world to bave them different. We meed th ir
enthusiasm, their readiness to express joy sad
sorrow, their tendermess, their warm hearts It
would be a cold and barren world without their
many contrifitions to the common welfare,

But of course there are unfortunate women
who have such emotional natures that are
in real distress

much of the time. Their ;

ousness” becomes a disease, This condition ie
serious enough so that its victim requires medical

mwuucd-ﬂut nn-lloudng.
are daily it is eertainly
that something should be dome about it. Un-
natural fear, worry
hguﬂenaonnd.huduhe.buhch.lﬂbmwhmuu
are sym
In the common ns of mervousness, we must
seek two sets ecauses. One may be spoken of as the exterral
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Old Man Hainés laid down his
pipe. For the first time in his life
he picked up a dish towel. “Mebbe
I could help some,” he said, feel-
ing foolish.

Adelina looked at him, m»ot
seeming to understand. "It keeps
my mind off things to work,” she
said, fixing him with her red-
rimmed tragie eyes. Then, with-
out any warning of what she was
about to do she threw herself on
the kitchen floor amnd lay there
sobbing and screaming, insane In
her grief.

It was the darkest hour of her
life. All the years of pinching
and grubbing, all the bright
hopes, all the triumph of her sec-
ond marriage, everything . . . for
Crystal. For Crystal, who was to
have everything she had missed,
a sheltered home, & happy mar-
riage, wealth, success, love. And
now Crystal, grown hard and eold,
not meeding her any more, going
away, threatening vague, primrose
tinted times . ..

“I can’t stand it,” she shrieked,
“I can’t live without you!”

“Tut, tut,” her husbaand said,
“I didn’'t earry on like that when
my girl Daphne left!”™

Again her terrible, red-rimmed
eyes Wwere
shrank from them, put up his

whispered, *“‘God forgive you—
you never even sald goodbye!”

“It was becauSe of you!™ he
e o o

' WAYS, WOr OR & man’s
weakness, making him turn
against his own flesh and blood!™

“Yes, blame me. You would, I
mighta known it. I mighta known
when ™ married you what I'd suf-
fer—1 mighta—"

Even in her extremity Adelina
ecould fight. And while they
fought, Crystal and her smart
suitcases rattled om to the city im
the same bus Daphne had taken a
few short weeks before.. And
strangely emough her . thoughts
were all of Daphne. -

(To be continued tomolrew)

SENATE TAKES LP
~GOVERNOR INQUIRY

BATON ROUGE. La., April 27.
—(AP)—The spotlight of the im-
peachment investigation of Gov-
ernor Huey P. Long was turded
today on the state semate as the
house of representatives adjourn-
ed as a grand jury.

S8itting as a high eourt of im-
peachment the senate received the
final eharge from the -house and
adjourned until tomorrow when
Governor Long will be formally
eited for his appearance before
the senate for trial, The senate it
is excepted, will adjourn after a
short session tomorrow to meet
May 14 when the trial will begin.

The last charge carried several
specific counts under the head of
general incompetency, which was
added to the sevem echarges al-
ready sent to the senate.

The house ignored the accusa-
tion that the governor sttempted
to plot the murder of a state rep-
resentativg because he opposed his
legislative program althoug it re-
celved the evidence of H. A. (Bat-
tling) Bozeman,
guard of the governor, who sald

turned - on him. He the governor requested him to do

the killing.

- |{cup,” he cried.

former Dbody-|-

He was always getting Mij,

Flor, Hanid and Yam—the
other little shadow-childrem with
the turned-about mnames — into
trouble,

On this particular day it seems
that Knarf overheard the real-
children’s father say: *“It was all
Hke a tempest in & teacup.”

Knart was mightily interested
at once. "“A tempest In a tea-
cup!” ke exclaimed to himself.
Thern he rushed over to the other
shadows. “Let’s look for a tea-

“What for?” demanded Mij.
The others looked at him oddly,
too. ““Humph,” remarked Knarf,
“what do you suppose you find in
a teacup?”

“Tea!’" promptly retorted Flor
and Hanid and Yam. Knarf
shook his head. "“You don't know
anything about teacups, that's
plain. You find tempesis In tea-
cups.”

At this the others burst out
laughing. Tempests in teacups!
It was really very funny.

“Who ever heard of such a
thing!” exclaimed Hanid. *“I just
heard of it,’ 'said Knarf. “Every
single teacup that you can see
has its own private tempest. If
you don’t believe me, I'll prove
it to you by any teacup you find.”
The others were so certain that
Knarf was wrong, that they se
off for the kitchen at once. There,
on the table they found a teacup.
It was standing in its saucer right
under the clock.

“Well,” sald the others to
Knarf, “where's the tempest?”
“It’s in the teacup,” sald Knarf,
right in the teacup.”

'If it was,” said Yam, putting
her ear against the cup, *“‘you'd
hear it.”

Knparf shook his head.
don’t hear tempetuspgo'm’
“if It Was, You'd Hear It!"
don’t hear tempests,” he rejoined;

“you see them.”

Then they stood omn tiptoe and
tried to look over the edge of the
cup. But though they looked and
looked they saw mnothing. This

“You

wasn't at all strange, considering
that the edge of the teacup was
s0 high over their heads that they
couldn’'t see beyond it.

“We can't see your
pest,” sald Flor at Iast.

This didn't please Master Knarf
at all. He gave a spring and
Ianded inside the cup. *“Do you
ste a tempest now?” the others
called over to him.

Now the truth of the matter
was that he cdidn’t see anything
at "all, except the imside of the
cup. Instead of admitting this,
he answered: *“Of course, I do.
It's the neatest and prettiest tem-
tpest that ever blew.” Just to
convince them, he started to whis-
| tle a song. "bo you hear it?” he
cried boastfully.

When Mij, Flor, Hanld and
Yam heard this, they became so
envious that with one accord they
aprang into the teacup. You can

imagine their disappointment
when they saw the trick that the

tem-

“If It Was, You'd Hear ItI™

gly Knarf had played oan them.

They were on the point of
springing out again when at once
the clock struck five and the
most extraordinary things started
to happen. They heard strange
noises al around them. A dark
form appeared over the top of the
cup. A dense fog descended om
them. . Then, worst of all, it be-
gan te pour. .The water came
steaming down. And the water
was bolling hot!

“Help,” cried the shadows,

“help, help.” - They sprang out at
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last, Mij, and Flor and Hanid and

'Home-Making Helps

By ELEANOR ROSS

The Perfect Hostess Entertains
Her Week-End Guests

e EING a week-end guest is
B not & bed of roses,’™ ob-

- served Leila mournfully, nib-
blind at her lunch. *“I got back
from the Brown's new country
house this morning and I'm all In.
Wild party? [ should say not.
Why, I've danced all mnight for
three days running and I haven't
been nearly so tired as this quiet
weekend in the country with the

Browng. Sure, they're nice peo-
plee. I'm very fond of them,
but—"'

And them Leila aired her woes.
Mrs. Brown, it seems, is the type
of hostess who thinks her guests
like to be shown around. That's
how Leila spent most of her week-
end—Ilistening to the Browans
while they Cook’'s-toured her
about. By Sunday Leila had ex-
hausted all her flaitering adjee-
tives and her ecsjatic smile over
the Brown's possessions — their
gorgeous gardens, their magnifi-
cent views, their original decora-
tive schemes, their fine dogs and
their oh, so clever children. She'd
have fled Sunday night If she
could, but there was no train un-
til Monday morning, and the last
thing she had to do was to ad-
mire the tricky little roadster Mr.
Brown drove her to the station in.
“The worst of it is,” she groaned,
*‘dear Nell Brown was just natural
and doesn’'t suspect how utterly
bored I was, and how could I tell
her?"

And what Is one to do about
the motherly hostess, who in sheer
kindness, exhausts her guests?
She plans every hour for them, is

|upset if they don't seem amused,

and worries about their not hav-

Yam and the curious Knarf.
Lucky for them that they did, for
they - were: almost scalded.

“That’d what I call & tempest!"”
exclalmed Knarf, when they were

safe on the table again.

Then they saw what had really
happened. Inda, the maid, was
hurriedly pouring five o'clock
tea.

ing sufficient wraps when they gqg
out, or catching cold in drafts nng
other terrible things.

There are ideal hostesses—an
probably even some ideal guests,
and their chief virtue, accordin
to most reporis, is that they le
each other alone as far as possibl
The duty of a hostess includes
few thoughtful acts, apart fro
seeing that a guest i3 comfortabl
lodged. It begins at the invit
tion—which should be very e
plicit about such matters as exs

pected to come and to go, and the
tralug he 1s expected to catehe
Also what sports and entertaine
ment are planned, so that suitabl
clothes are taken. Also, wha
other guests, if any, are to be press
ent. Once having accepted an ine
vitation, the whole duty of th
guest i8 to fall in with whateve?®
is planned and be agreeable aboud
it. That's all -
One of the most delightful host
esges I know has the knack oi
making her guests feel at home
immediately—and she never, no
never, says ‘‘this i3 Liberty Hall,

get up when »ou like."” On th
bed-side table is a little car
which, in flippant fashlon, teil®

the guest what time is br('akfa!:
and what he can do sbour it !
he gets up too late: how he can
amuse - himself — there's swime
ming, teunis and golf nearby; and
if he'd rather take a walk by hime
self or read, it's all right with hie@
hosts., In addition, she has see
to it that the guest-room look
homey.

“Why lay om the dog fom
guests?” says she. “Our guest
room 18 mot the most elegant !
the house, and I'd hate to have i
look like a model room taken uu:
of a farniture store. It has &
comfortable furniture as my room
—roomy chair, footstool, lamp#
placed over dressing tables, and
bed for the guests who wants t
read himself to sleep, and also
clock that keeps the right time.
'The books on the shelf are ne
ones—light and entertaining, an
'not elegant gift volumes.”

POLLY AND HER PALS

KEEP YER HAIR) D
ON, SUSIE.. "

M A

TILLIE, THE TOILER

WAITLL [

| Hey! DonT RUB

A RAG AN' SOME
TURPENTINE!

By CLIFF STERRETT)

GIT Ye

§ N emenger Fupisms Spr v o Grem Brose ~ reserves

$'Too LATE Now. THE
ONLY wWAY You KIN-
REMOVE THE FAINT,
1S TO- REMOVE THE
WHISKERS!

Pay THATYT $10 p
<. YO “THATY
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¢ VLL BET SHE'S |
' RIED ABJUT ),
HOW  SHE’S GoNNA, -
L]
A Y

L]
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| CAN'T STAND
TO SEBE HER LooriING
SO SAD -
THIS BUZZARD THE
O sSHE OWES HIM

LL PAY

\F YourE
BOTHERED
ABOLY THAT
$10 You owe
THAT GuYy
WHIPPLE | WHY
FORGET T, MIs
TONE -

TV HADN'T GUUEN|
FTHAT A THOUGHT

NIFTY-
SORE

\ Py
BE(;quBE

HEY! WHAGDYA'
“TRYING T DO 7

STEAL MONEY
OFF My DESK®

GUILTV OF GRAND LARCENN

SATURDAM THE JUDGE CLAIMED THAT THE EVIDENCE WAS
SO OVERWHELMINGLM AGAINST THE DEFENDANTS THAT HE
.HAD NO CHOICE IN THE MATTER THEV ARE TO BE

THE CITIZENS OF BROOKVALE

BY JUDGE CUMMINGS LAST

FEEL THAT A GREAT
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By JIMMY MURPHY
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