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PDaphn

WHAT HAS HAPPENED SO FAR

Daphne Haines, seventeen and love-
ly, is literally driven from home by
her nagging stepmother, whose sole
interest is In her own daughter, Crys-
tal. The second Mrs. Haines is deter-
mined that Crysial shall marry Ralph
McKevitt, a handsome young man of
wealth. Ralph, one day admires Daph-
ne, whom he sees at a distance, and
Mrs, Halnes decides to parmanently
eliminate the younger girl, whose ri-
valry she secretly fears She pro-
vokes a sordid quarrel in the house-
hold, and Daphne, realizsing -the help-
Jetsness of her position, leaves home
to maks her way in San Franci
The quest for employment is difficulit.
She is almost starving when she en-
counters” Ralph ‘McKevitt, her stepsis.
ter's “prize” young man, in a cheap
restaurant. He buws her a hearty meal
and takes her home In his car. As
weeks pass a nice friendship flevelops
between them. Ralnh secures (a g
positiom for the girl, andy when he
kizeca her in the moonlight she feels
she is In an earthly paradise. The mot-
Jey assortment of roomers at Daphne's
house speculate “wisely” about her
each time young McKervitt calls in his
flashy ear, but she finds two good
friends in hard-boiled Flora McCardle
and a love-starved little dressmaker
cnlled *Miss Viola™ Back In the
Haines home Crystal announces that
she too 18 leaving for the city where
she intends studying pwusic. Daphne’s
ather, brooding over the fate of his
own girl, scems crushed and broken,
but he is lir mortal fear of his nag-
ging wife. A stormy scene follows.
Crystal's mother Imnlores her not to
leave, but she Is determiged to go.
All the way on the bus to San Fran-
cilsco her thoughts are strangely of
Daphne,

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XVIL
RYSTAL had not thought of
C her step-sister for weeks.
Not since she stood In the

Yitehen with the bulging straw
suitease in her hands, awkwardly
saying goodbye.

“Punny she never came back.
Who'd think she'd make a go of
it in town, without money or
friends, a green kid like that!

She speculated upom it, while
the bus sped along in the white,
glaring sun. Sometimes she
nodded, for the sun and the heat
made her sleepy. Wonder wliere
she's living . . . . I might go in
and see her sometime, poor” kid
= ..it'sl.goodthlnx!'ro;ot
everything fixed,” I couldn’t live
like that. 1 wouldn't elthor‘ rd
find some man to pay the bills,
and so could Daphne if she had
any sense. . . .

Daphpe. A vision of the little
step-sister grew under her sleepy
eyes. Daphne who looked like =
Rosetti water color, ethereally,
delicately seductive, Daphne who
had changed from a long-legged,

_ pale-faced school girl into a beau-|answered coldly. She almost hated

ty over night _ . ..

A beauty . . . . that was what
Ralph McKevitt called her, the
day he bumped fnto her in the
yard last April . . . .

Crystal was wide awake now.
Her soft pink hands were
clenched in her lap, the glittering
nails dug into the flesh . . . .Sup-
pose they met again , . . . Sup~
pose Daphne were the reason for
that new absentmindedness of his,
his alibis for working nights . . .

“If 1 haven’t the worst imagin-
ation! It's a curse! Of course,
he'd mever run into her, and she'd
pever have the sense to look him
up!” But even as she wiped her
perspiring, aching hands on her
handkerchief, and reached for the
silver eompact to powder her
nose, the ugly suspicion eame
erowding back, sickening her,
filling her with jealous fears. He
did admire her, and she was crazy
about him, the little fool, hadn’'t
she erled into the dishpan for
days after she had met him?

“Oh my God!"” she whispered,
*if she cuts me out!”

The bus had stopped. “End of
the MHne; everybody out!” the
driver called. They were in San
Francisco, she had sat there, not
knowing it.
. . & @»

“Miss Crystal Garroty, Santa
Clara.” Crystal signed her name
with a flourish in the register at

ood | won't—I'll run out and see Avery

the St. Francis, and tipped the
bellhop a dollar.

The large, well-appointed room
with its glimpee of shining nickel
and porcelain bath beyond, gave
her a faint thrill of pleasure. She
hadn’t asked the price, and she
didn't intend to. MecKevitt would
pay. She'd see to that,

She took some of the things
out of the suitcase and arranged
her silver toilet articles on the
dresser, Maybe she'd stay a week;
no hurry about getting an apart?
ment.

“I ought to call him up and tell
him I'm here,” she thought fin-
gering the telephone book. “No, I

first. . I'll have a little fun be-
fore I let McKeviit get a mort-
gage on my life again!”.

On the way out to Avery Wood-
ward’'s shack In the artistic squa-
lor of Telegraph Hill, her spirits
soared, her tighly clenched hands
relaxed. She forgot Daphne again.
Forgot everything except that the
taxi was bringing her to Avetry,
Avery for whom the rest of the
world could go by.

He was reading in the f
light from the big, .uncurtain
window. A swarthy, delicate look-
ing young man, with melancholy
dark eyes, and long, very black
hair receding from the temples in
two deep, ever widening bays that
promised early baldness.

He gave no sign of surprise
when she threw open the door and
stood there, breathless and laugh-
ing.

“Avery you pig—you arean't
even glad!™

He held out his arms, dropping
the book. “S8o0 glad I have no
words,”” he said, and she ram to
him with a little sob,

When at last he released her
she sald shaklly, “Weill, you area
pig—making me do all the run-
ning. I'm going to quit it, You're
the first man I ever did run after,
and you'rs going to be the last.
Everyone else runs after me!"”
He smiled and lit his pipe, “I'm
not like other men.”

“No,” she said stormily, “you
aren’t, I suppose that's why I fell
for you. 1 don’t know any other
reason.”

“How long can you stay?"” he
asked, ignoring her sudden flare
of temper,

“Oh—as long as I want to,” she

him sometimes. ‘“What the devil
do I see in him?"" she asked her-
self angrily. “He's lazy, and he's
untidy—he isn’t even good look-
ing or half way decent to me!”
But love him or hate him, she
couldn’'t forget him. She couldn’t
be happy without him now, and
he, watching her with languid
amusement, knew it

“Then you will stay a long time,
If I had known I would have pre-
pared a feast. I would have swept
the floor, and made my bed, and
ordered good red wine from my
friend Ghiraldi downstairs. |
would have bought bread from
the bakery, and salami from the
grocery, and cheese, And butter.
I would—but alas, I have mno
money!”

He emptied his pockets, smiling.
“See, not a cent! On Sunday—
with the banks closed.” .
“Avery, I believe you're always
hungry,” she said, exasperated.
“You decline my feast?”

She tossed him her small gold
purse. “Oh well, you won't be
good natured until you eat. Take
it. We'll go somewhere, only no
garlie, that’s all 1 ask. I’ll stand
for anything else.”

They walked arm in arm to the
little Italian grocery down the
hill, and came back loaded down
with delicacies of Avery's choos-
imng. The red wine went to Crys-
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WHEN GROWN PEOPLE
‘GET WHOOPING COUGH

While Not Particularly Dangerous in Adults This
Annoying Ailment Is Far from Being a
Laughing Matter, Says Dr. Copeland.

-

at twenty-eight.
But grown people do have it

Bave very severe forms of it, too. It is a terribly

By ROYAL 8. COPELAND, M. D. .
United States Senator from New York

Former Commissioner of Health, New York City.
E are inclined to laugh st unusual things. Nobody smiles if
told that Mrs. Smith’s child has the whooping congh. But
everybody snickers on being told that Mrs. Smith has the disease.
I suppose it seems funny that the lady did not have this allment
' when she “ought to have it.” in childhood. It
peems a childish thing to have whooping cough

They may

in grown or older
uhdnrnﬂuﬂl babies. :

This is a germ disease. Even about this common ailment we have
lpoidulhluﬁ I shall be giad when we have & sure means of
: mmmmwhwmm“wﬂ
3:'mummm ;

The attack begins just like a cold.] The coughing tendency Mmsts for
Indeed, ‘- can't tell at first| six or eight weeks. There may be
Whether & is an ordinary cold, off copsiderable loss of weight sa
really §s whooping cough. The nose of the
Funs and & develops. resuit Giscase.

But the spells dom"t grow, The contagiousness of whooping
fess s In & cold. On contrary, fa guite pronounced im its
= e RS, s sopears s S0 5

it % turns out fi““

Special aasere ot Sl Sans e ‘on posniiie B8 |
occur im spasms, course it must be sway from other

lzf?

rested on his shoulder.
“I love you,” he murmured, “I
love you,” his mouth close to hers,

The minutes lengthened into
hours . .happy . .happy .
n"lnlt go!" she mumbled dream-

y.

“No, not yet—not so soon!™

“I've got to! T've got to get to
and see some

you more of art,
and life and love. See—you
haven't seen my new water colors.
I must show you—Ilook, love—the
rain on the wet siomes! QGood?
And this one—this little sketeh of
the hill—"

He was all interest, all temder
enthusiasm now. And she thought,
justifying herself, “He -can help
me in my career—worth a whele
lot’ more to me than Ralph’'s
money!"

When, tired and still trembling

with exeitement, she reached the
hotel, it was almost morning,
Half of the money Ralph had
loaned her was gome. She had
loaned it to Avery.
“You big idiot!”™ she told her-
self, staring at her flushed, beauti-
ful face in the brilliantly {Humin-
ated mirror. “You poor sap,
throwing your money away!™

But she couldn’t be sorry real-
ly, and there was still 8 hundred
and fifty left.

“I'l call Ralph in the morning”
she thought, “and let him know
expenses will be more tham I
thought. I'll soon get him in the
right mood . .” Bhe closed her
eyes and sank back on the pil-
lows, faintly smiling. Just before
sleep came to her she had a really
brilliant inspiration.

(Te Be Continued.)

LOSE HOME IN FIRE
Fire Friday destroyed the home
of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Jones
near Mpyrtle Creek. Everything
was burned and they carried mno
insurance.

DEBENTURE PLAN 1S
BELIEVD DEFENTED

Administration Leaders Say
Majority in Senate is
Now Assured

_—

WASHINGTON, April 29 —
(AP)—ATfter a ciose check of the
senate membership, administra-
tion leaders claimed today that
the expart debenture plan would
fall by a small majority to win a

- OW many drops of water
ars there in the ocean, Mr.

Punch?” asked Mij.

- Mr. Punch looked at Mij, and
also at Filor,
HKparf—the other little shadow-
children with the fturned abont
names.

“Why don't you ask me an easy
question?” he inguired.

“It's hard to think of ar easy
question,” said Mij.

“Don't you know?"” asked ¥Yam.

Hanid, Yam and

“Oh, yes, I know—in fact I'm
place in the mew farm rellef bill. |gyre I kmow. But the truth is
On the basis of their examina-|that Judy” He ¥topped to peer

tion, the leaders have determined
to let the plan come.to & vote as

around cautiously for his -wife.

soon as posslble but it was regard-
ed unlikely that the farm bill
would be passed before the end
of this week, probably Friday.

Republican jeaders have decid-
ed to use all their influence dur-
ing the remaining days of debate
to keep their forces intact and
President Hoover also is taking a
personal interest in the fight by
conferring with senators regard-
ing his own view in opposition to
the debenture plan.

The first sigh of a break in the
ranks of middle western republi-
cans, who generally have been con-
sidered democrats’ staunchest sup-
porters in the move to provide for
the use of export debemnture cer-
tificates, was noted today when
Senator Nye, republican, North
Dakota said after a ecall at the
White House that he was strong-
ly inclined to vote against the de-
benture proposal. He said he had
not definitely determined his
course but that if no sufficient
reason is advanced to warrant
him changing his mind, he would
vote with the administration.

“I have always been opposed to
subsidy for farmers,” Nye de-
clared. “The debenture plan
seems nothing more than that, We
senators who vote for the deben-
ture plamn now might find our-
selvez obliged to fight subsidies

ures."”

to be

“Let Me See!™ Said Mr. Punch.

“Judy,” he said in a lower voice,
“doesn’t like me to mention fig-

“Why not?” asked Knarf.

*“It gives her a headache.” *

“Then you can't tell us how
many drops of water there are in
the ocean?” remarked Mij with a
sigh. Mr. Punch shook his head.
Then all at once he said: “‘I'll tell
you something much more impor-
tant. I'll tell you how water came

in' drops. -

It’s something

you ought to know.”
“Long ago,
lived on the

when the glants
earth, the oceans

for other things which we oppose.”’ were filled with water . . .”

“Isn't that what they're filled
with now?"” asked Yam.

“They are, in a way,” admitted
Mr. Punch. “The water then,
wasn't at all like it is now. It
was all in one piece, like a blan-
ket.” “And wasn't it wet?”
Knarf inquired. .

“It was wet as anything. That's
how the trouble started. The gi-
ants were so big that the only
place they could stretch out com-
foriably im was the" ocean-beds.
But the moment they fell asleep,
they woke up again for the water
was terribly cold and .. ."”

“ .. and damp,” broke in Mij.

“Yes, damp, that's just the
word,” agreed Mr. Puunch. *“Well,
what did these same giants do but
decide to hang up the water to
dry. They looked high and low
for a clothes line. To their disap-
pointment they could find none,
for none had ever been made. Of
course, they didn't know this for
they had never read a book. Fi-
unally they reached up and hung
it on cne of the horms of the
moon."”

“And did it dry?"” asked the
shadow-children.
“Not at all. The moon, being

quite old, tipped over and down
fell the ircmendous sheet of water,
breaking into billions of drops as
it struck the ocean-beds. That's
why when anythidg falls we say
it drops.”

Mr. Punch stopped as though
he had finished the story. But
the shadow-children weren’'t satis-
fied. “What happened to the gi-
ants?" they demanded.

“The giants,” repeated Mr.
Punch. “Let me see now—ah,
yves, I remember. When the water
came dropping down, they looked
up and said: "Well, well, if it
isn't a shower—and we left our
umbrellas home, too!'"

With that Mr. Punch thought
he heard Judy call and hurried
off. It’s a good thing that he did
for the shadow-children were just
about to inquire how it was that
the giants happened to have um-
brellas and why they left them
home.

CLOCKS ADVANCED
CHICAGO, AprH 29.—(AP)—
Chicago and nearby towns will
turn their clocks ahead an hour|

tonight to go on day light saving
time until fall.

The Home Kitchen

+ By ALICE LYNN BARRY

Without Waste

ICK up a bunch of asparagus

in your hand before you

buy it, It should be heavy

for its size. If it feels unexpect-
edly light, it’s an Indication that
the s.alks are dry, and therefore
tough. There are a few other
tests for good asparagus. The
stalks should be regular, straight,
smooth, and the tips should be
solid. 1If the tips spread broken-
ly, or the stalks are wobbly and|
mis-shapen, the asparagus is not|
8o good. _

A good bunch is an economy |
even when it's not cheap. Because |
every bit of it has its use. Fresh|
asparagus is most delicious when|
served hot. with a simple sauce. |
Whatevet#is left may be served |
chilled as a salad. And to be|
sure there's no waste, boil 01':‘.3;'l
the edible part of the asparagus. |
With a pointed knife feel from !
the bottom of the stalks to de-
termine how much is too hard
to be eaten with a fork. (About
5 inches from the tip, more or|
less is usually tender enough to|
be eaten completely.) But the
lower part should be cut off be-
fore boiling the asparagus. This |
tougher section has plenty of fla-
vor, and boiled by itself in a
quart of water until it can be!
rubbed to a pulp, it makes the |
foundation for an excellent cream
of asparagud soup.

Several varieties of asparagus
are now In the market. There is
the thin, green type, which, when
fresh and prime, can be eaten al-l
most entirely from tip to bottom |
of the stalk. Then there is the
thicker green asparagus, which
yields less of an edible portion.
You have to cut of from 3 to 6
inches of the stalk. This is also
true of the Oyster Bay asparagus,
which is perrhaps the most attrac-
tive in appearance, with its fat,
creamy stalks and tips, shading
from green to pale purple.

It's wasteful to scrape aspara-
gus, If the asparagus is good
enough to buy, it is fresh and
clean, and then only the little
scales must be snipped off the
stem, and the asparagus given a

brask wash in cold water. Tie np=*
fn a bufich, after cutting off the
inedible part of tha stem Stand
the bunch in a saucepan, and pour
in boiling water until only an inch
of the tips is exposed. Cover and
cook for 20 minutes over a mod-
erate flame. Then add 1 1tea-
spoon of sait and cook abour 5
minutes—or longer, if the aspar-
agus is thick and not tender by
that time. Then lift out, place on
a hot platter. and pour off 1he
water. Of courss, the water in

| which the asparagus was ®ooked

should be saved to be used for
sauce or soup.

Send asparazus to the table ae-
companied by a bow! of the sauce
that is to gzo with {t. Some peo-
ple prefer to 2ot the whole flavor
of asparagus unsullied by any sea-

soning. A pleasant touch, how-
ever, ig plain butter, melted until
light brown and mixed with =a-
little salt and pepper. Or mix

with lemon juice
Baked Asparagus
Cut the t-nder part of boiled

asparagus In'o  3-inch  lengthe,
Put in a baking dizsh. Pour ove:
them 3 table=poons of butter and
1 cup of cream or top milk., Heat
in over and s=orvs at once,

If desired.br=ad crumbs or grat-
ed cheese mar %e sprinkled on top
and the dish left under the broil-
er instead of over the flame.
When the chewosa bhegins to brown,
remove from oven and serve,

Any lefrover boiled asparagus
can be cut into 3-inch lengihs,
piled on lettuca or endive and
served with a French or any of
the mayonaise dressings.

PAIR I8 SLALY

FORT WORTH, Tex. April 29,
—{AP)—A. J. Payne and L.s
wife of len #ays, wera shot 1t
death in their apartment here {o-
night. Before she died, his wite
refused to maks a, statement 1b
officers.

Your Statesman carrier = a
little merchant and pays for ail
papers deliverad by him. Failure
of a subscriber to pay is a loss 0
the carrier.

POLLY AND HER PALS

=

By CLIFF STERRETT
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- OH! HE'S GOT HIS || [MORE BainT OUTSIDE OF
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SOONER, THE
QUICKER!

HON. HORRORS!
You ARE THE
LIVING IMAGE

DONT SAY IT! THE
FUST MAN, WOMAN
ER CHILD THAT SAYS

1 LOOK LIKE. ASHUR
URL PERKINS, DIES

LIKE A DAWG!
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By RUSS WESTOVER
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