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CHAPTER XXIII
LD Mr. Greely was in the
O garden, walking up an down

the gravel path, hands be-

* hind him, smoking a pipe.

When he saw them coming he
gtood squinting in the sunlight for
a minute, then hobbled leizurely
down to the rustic gate, and gal-
lantly held it open for Daphne.

She took his hand, blushing
furiously. "“Ralph couldn’t come—
it was impossible for him to get
away, so Mr. Winters Mr,
Winters

The old man took Allan's hand,
and pulled it up and down like a
pump handle. “So Mr, Winters

“took his place. eh? Umm .that's
good, that's good .take the
young lady In. Allan, and find

Mrs. olby for her. So Ralph had
to work, eh? He'll kill himself if
he doesn’'t take a day off now and
then. All work and no play . .
hmm .hah! Tell him I said
g0, will you Daphne?” And then
turning back to Allan, “'I call her
Daphne, Always call all my sec-

retaries by their first mame, Old
man’s privilege wonderful
thing to be old well, run

along, run along—’

Then he began to walk up and’]

down =again. *“So that's it, eh?
Hmm .What's young McKev-
itt trying to do, throw over the
only sensible female he ever had?
For the blonde? Hmm .fool!"”

Allan Winters! What a nice
surprise, Allan and this is—"

“This is Daphne Haines,
Greely's secretary,’” Allan
“Mrs, Colby, Miss Haines”

The old lady who was really
nearly fifteen years younger than
her brother, looked like a museum
piece. A stuffed lady, miraculous-

« ly preserved left over from Vie-
torian times. A little moth-eaten,
a little waxy. but preserved, nev-
ertheless. Her parchment cheeks
were delicately rouged, her pale
bhair was an indefinite straw color,
neither gray nor yellow.

She got up with a great rustl-
ing of petticoats, and took Daph-
ne’'s hot little hand in her lifeless
grasp.

“3o this is Miss Heinz, my
Brother has told me about,”” she
sald in her cracked, high voiece.

Mr.
sald,

“Haines, Miss Haines, Mras.
Colby.” '
Mrs. Colby nodded icily. “1

heard the name, Allan, thank you.
Tt is my brother who is hard of
hearmg.

\ “John dear, my vinaigrette, In
fhe drawing room I think.”

+ “See if you can find her damn-
ed old smelling salts, will you 4l-
lan?” her brother rumbled. “In
the parlor some place."”

The old man lit his® pipe and
buried his nose in a book. Allan
went off to lcok for the smelling
galts, and Daphne, left alone by
the window, felt she had lost her
last friend.

Why didn't Ralph come back?
Oh, if Ralph had only come in-
stead . .if she'd only stayed
home Why did T come? Why
did I come here?

Mrs. Colby was knitting again

.click, elick, click, *Thank
you, Allan, you're very kind, Are
you quite comfortable there, Miss
Heinz? You're sure you wouldn't
like to take your things to my
room? Would you like a glass of
water or a—"" Her volce tralled
off. She was counting stitches,

0Old Mr. Greely winked, an un-
mistakable wink. He =aid in a
hoarse stage whisper to Daphne,
“mustn’'t mind Sisier Anne , ., .
second childhood!”

“What's that. John. I didn't
understand you. You must speak
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more distinetly!™

“Oh—dinner!" Mrs. Colby gath-
ered her knitting, winding the soft
pink wool around her skinny mot-
tled hands. “I'll see if Katle 7

excuse me, Miss Helnz, Allan,
John—""
Old Mr. Greely looked from

Daphne, uncomfortably curled on
the sofa, to Allan, bolt upright in
a stralght chair, and back again.
His gray mustache twitched. His
bright old eves twinkled under the
bushy eyebrows. "It won't be long
now. After dinner you young folks
can get out of the house, go down
on the beach—go down and look
at the reef. .Hell! Look at any-
thing you like, you don't need
me to tell you once you escape!”’
And escape they did!

Just before they ran down the
stairs to the beach, Mr. Greely
called after them. “No hurry
about getting back! Tea at seven.
Time enough to drive back after
that. Bright moonlight . |
hmmm-hah!"
“I just love Mr. Greely,” Daph-
ne giggled, a little breathlessly.
“Ralph savs he gets terribly
drunk sometimes. and swears aw-
fully, I don’t believe it, do you?”
“Don’t ever let the o¢ld man
hear you say you don't believe it.
He takes pride in it! He's a reg-
ular old pirate, with a heart like
a gold mine. Wait till you know
him better.”
They wandered along the de-
serted beach, pausing to pick up
opalescent shells, and bits of wet
lavender seaweed. ""Look, Daphne,
a big crab wunder that rock—
watch the old devil go!"
“Allan, I do believe that's a
pelican, no it’s only a gull, yet it
is a pelican—Iit is, Allan—Ilook!"”
Allan and Daphne, who were
Mr. Winters and.Miss Halnes, per-
fect strangers, only this morning.
They crawled out on the reef,
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we talk about gall-stones” as if they were something like|
pebbles. You probably consider them as of that nature.
But they are not stones. A real stone will sink in water—every-

body knows that. But this is not the ease with
gall-stones. As a matter of fact they will float

Mind you, I am not talking about kidney;
stones. These are actually mineral in their struc-|
ture. But gall-stones are more like hard cheese
than actual stones, ; |

They are albuminous in their nature. Let!
me make this a bit clearer:

to be cooked nnt.ileslf.is quite irm. That is some-
thing like the material in a
as | have said, these unpleasant companions are
composed of albuminous material.
I am glad to tell you
that many persons are
ing gall-stones and would
they are actually present. '
As a matter of fact, there are thousands upon
| thousands of persons who have them and never know it. One t
{ authority says 95 per cent of those who have
disturbance

are decidedly wrong. For instance,

of is albumen. Imagine thhl

gall-stone. In short,

these things. | ﬂnd:
much afraid of hav-|
worried sick if told|

-stones mever have
much more commeon

_ Bometimes, unfortunately, the gall-,
bladder may be damaged. Then the
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the black jutting reef that was
full of fairy pools holding sea se-
crets’ At low” ‘tide sea aneno-
mes, sea urchins, feathery sea-
weed drowned in the shallow wat-
er, "“"Wateh your step, Daphne!”
“1 almost fell In that time!"
The wind blew gently, lifting

the black cloud of her hair, the
sun cast new glory on the delicate
pink of her cheek. He drew in his
breath sharply. “We'd Detter be
getting back, the tide is turning.
It's, a long way to walk.”
“Will we be marooned on the
rocks? Allan, wouldn't that be ex-
citing? They'd have to get a boat
to rescue us!”

He grinned, slipped an arm
through hers. “No such luck, the
water doesn’'t come up this far!’”
He spoke casually. He even stop-
ped and lit a cigarette, holding
the matech until i, ourned his fin-
gers. Happiness, so poignant that
it was almost pain, flooded his
heart, his head, his whole being.
“I've found her—I've found her—
my girl!”

And Daphne .Daphne was
happy, too, She picked up a long,
slimy cable of kelp and skipped
rope with it ecstatically, on the
hard sand. My, but he's nice, ex-
actly like a big .brother, 1 hope
he likes Miss Yardley. I wish
they'd get married and live near

He saw the dreamy look®in her
eyes, His happiness was almost
too great to bear,

CHAPTER XXIV
T was a dream day to Daphne.
A day that she afterward re-
membered only vaguely and
disjointedly.
Mr, Greely clumping down to
the gate with them, helping Daph-
ne into the car with a gallant
flourish. “Drive over the grade,
Allan, the high- road to San Raf-
ael . .sure it's longer, lad
.this 18 a night for long
roads, with a good car and a pret-
ty girl, and the full moon
hmm? Hah! I'm telling you—""
And then the long, beautiful
drive over the hills, while the
orange moon hung like a lantern
in the black, star-powdered sky.
Silence .breathless ., .
throbbing eilence .Why didn't
Allan talk? Why was he so still?
Finally she let herself speak of
Ralph, and after that the words
came rapidly and naturally. She
talked on and on. An hour—two
hours, perhaps. Time passes quick-

ly when you talk of the one you
love,
Allan didn’t say much. But she

knew he was a sympathetie lis-
tener. Wasn't he Ralph’s best
friend?

Things she had never told any-
one before. Things she had hard-
Iy acknowledged to herself. Her
tongue was flying away with her

. .the darkness, the intimacy
of it—they two alone in the woods,

« «'People don't believe in
love at first sight any more, I
guess ., .It sounds kind of silly
to say it, but I loved him the first
time I ever saw him, on the foot-
ball field when I was only a kid.

.And then it was just as though
fate brought us together, his com-
ing to see my stepsister, and find-
ing me ., .Do you know what
he said, Allan? He said, "Why you
are beautiful!"—And he must
have loved me right then—to
think that . .did you say some-
thing, Allan?” '

“No—>but you are, you know—"’'

“Are what?"”

“Beautiful.”

“Me?"" Her delighted laughter
rippled. *Oh, heavens, no—I'm
much too little and black and

white . .lt was because he .
he liked me .that he thought
I was .don't you see?”

(Contlnued on Page 10.)

By Max Trell
Knarf Gets a Keynote—But
Not the Way He Wants It
ERHAPS you have a fiddle.

In that case you must be cer-

tain to lay it away very gent-
ly each night In its case, If you
do not, you will find that it has
been tampered with. And do you
know by whom? By your own sha-
dow!

The reaszon little Frank didn't
put his fiddle away was because
he didn't care for Iit. That s
most unfortunate, as a fiddle can
become a treasured friend if only
it be treated well.

However, on this particular
evening Frank left his fiddle care-
lessly lying about on the top of
the plano. The first to spy it was
Knarf, his shadow, and MIij, Flor,
Hanid and Yam—the other little

,pnetr}'_ to say
| whieh only

shadow children with the turned-
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They Slid Down the Strings.

about names. They waited until
Frank and the other real children
were asleep and then when house
was In perfect darkmess, they re-
turned to it. Although Frank did
not like to play on it, they did,
you see,

They sprang upon the bridge of
the fiddle just as the clock struck
12, This prompted Hanid, who
was very good at remembering
in a loud woice,
the
however,

night

Ag the clock was striking the

hour—"

It wasn't exactly the same kind
of bridge that William Wadsworth
Longfellow had in mind, of course,
but it did fit the situation,

Then they started to slide up
and down the strings. Knarf, who

|was light and agile, chose the E

string which was wvery thin. Mij
and Flor, the twins, took the A
string, which was a little thicker,
while Hanid took the D string and
Yam, who did not like to fall,
took the G string, which was the
thickest of all. Up and down they
slid, from the pegs at the head of
the fiddle down to the bridge.
Poor Yam! Despite her care,
she did fall. But that wasn't all.
She fell right through one of the
F shaped openings and landed in-
side the fiddle. She didn't mind
it though. “Come down here,"” she
invited, and they all let them-
selves down through the same

shadow-children |

| GOOD‘N]CHT Iicm:l'l\‘z‘ehs‘iﬁ:d on the bridege at lllill"

Home-Making Helps

By ELEANOR ROSS

Swinging Brackets, to Save
Space

jects can be placed on the
floor, more's the pity. Be-
cause in the litile country house—
or even the small city apartment
| —we sometimes do need more fur-
{ niture than the floor will accom-
modate. -

Which may be one explanation
:ot the growing vogue of wall
brackets. What can't be set on
the floor may be suspended from
the wall,
two or three times as much wall

po

ful
they are most needed without
cluttering the floor. '

If there isn't room for floor
book cases to house all the books.
hanging book shelves suspended
from the moulding will take care
{of the surplus nicely. A two-plece
book case that is very good look-
ing wus made to fit that odd space
between two windows. The stand-

NLY a limited pumber of ob-

And as every room has|

as floor space, a number of peed-|
things can be placed where!

ing case {3 four shalves high and
three feet lonz. Ruepended =ix
inches above it i a2 hanging book-
i shelf, which takes cara of threem
rows of books, and i3 omly 1wa
| feet wide. But the zeneral decign
of book cases and book shelves is
{alike and the two-pieces are guod
| looking, whereas, tha seven-sheif
 hook case resting on the fluor
'wou!d have heca disproportionaie
iand unwieldly

{  If you meed s lamp In some cor-

|ner where thers isn't =pice enough
| for a floor lamp nor a table on
which to rest a tabla lamp, 1rv n
| swinging- brackst. It may e
placed at anyv height de-ired. and
swung two or three ‘act arcund
any time, az n-oeded A small
lathp of this sort in a fover im
very attractive, . whareas, ang
other type on Iloar or console ta-
ble would dominata the suall
space 1oo murh, Fernerios,
flower vases, hird ecages—all ‘Le
charming dacorativa touches winy
be swung on hrackxe's with fire
effect.

opening, They found
in what looked to them like a
large room with two windows at
the top. The shadow-children were
vou must remember, only as high
as A pin.

“Let’s make thils our club-room™
suggested Knarf,

“What erood 15 a club-room—
began Flor. “—when we have no
club?™ concfuded Mij.

“We can form a glee-club,” said
Knarf.

“Does a glee-club make vyou
gleeful?” Yam wanted to know.

“A glee-club makes you sing,”

explained Hanid.
“l suggest that we—"" began
Flor. ““—that we sing something”

added Mij.

“Let's sing a song of sixpence,”
gaid Hanid.

As they kmew the words of the
song they. were all agreeable. They
put their headssglose together and
were just about” to commence
when a great difficulty suddenly
presented itself.

themselves |

|

“We can't sing = rliaut g v
note,” said Wanii
| “"Where aam w- 22t a keynote 1"
they asked.

“I know.” eried Knurf at ju-t,
“T will get It from one of '+a
strings.”

So he spranz haeck fhrough e
opening and ran over to the 2
|string. He zave it a piuck,.
| *“Do you hear it he erlled
[down to the orhers
I “No,” they repifed, “We r,u't

[hear it ar all.”
Knarf plucked the string ha-d-

er. Still they didn’'t hear It, st
length, in dezperation, he jumye«d
lon it with all his force,

| At this thera was a terijile
{twang—and Knarf went flving

!down the hall, o * through the ¥ .i-
chen window and into a hedge. As
for the other shadows, they we.e
Iso alarmed that they rushed oft
to bed in the twinkling of an ¢ye.

And in the morning, little Frank
|found that his fiddle had a hrok-
en string.

POLLY AND HER PALS

By CLIFF STERRETT

THIS SIZE TWeNTY CLERICAL
COLLAR, WILL PREVENT FOLKS
FROM DISCOVERING THAT 1

LOOK LIKE- ASHUR URL
PERKINS, WITHOUT MY

IS MLLie HOME |
MRS, TONES - |

. MUST: SEE HER
RIAGHT AwaAl

g S S S W i A —

TILLIE, THE TOILER

LAWK-A-MASSY!!
HANTS! SPIRITS!

SPOOKS!! ]

HEY NEEWAH! COME
GIMME A HAND

wiLL YE? MY
IS KETCHED ONTO

ME COLLAR-BUTTON!

o SPECS‘N

_ By RUSS WESTOVER

HomME
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v NO. 1 TOLD THE
4 gg \":?’%d‘ WO\ nﬁg_nm PA‘f'FOR.
MAC . wniary | CAR FIXED] il (7. 20 HE SAYS W
‘LHE gdATTER WON'T Toucd T
_row. VES BECAUSE THE .
LIRS CANDY ETORE PEORLE

WHERE THE QuUY -
WORKS THAT RAM
INTO ME SAy T

How ONLY $9,7¢ BUT

MUCH S I'LL. BE HECKED
IF VM GONNA
PAY FOR \T!

CERTAINLY NOT.
I'D BUY A NEW
CAR \NSTEAD

I

EH?=WELL THERES NO LSE

RUNNING -TLL GET
vou! 4

-

TOOTS AND CASPER

ALL YOUVeE &OT

DOG IN A PRIVATE. RACE

COLONEL.' f

I
|
i

l
!
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) SPARE-RIES OLD BOY!
Y0 DO NOW 1S -
TAKE LIFE EASY! YOURE FAMOUS=
YOUVE DONE “YouR BIT! YOU WON
“THE. PATTERFOCOT DEREBY, AND YOU
AlSD BEAT COLONEL HOOFERS

THAT REMMDS MEL | THNe
rLL MOSEY OVER AND SER.




