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HOUSE OF

SHADOWS

by Ida R Glemon © Wb NEA Svemee, lae
CHAPTER 1A outlined in rows of tiny points
H.\NNAH shrugged. “Plain 1o~ | of light. Clalre never tired of this

eoed, I you ask me, That he
eotld put up with that trifling
Sugle Spratt  for housclerper
enough. Then Took what

o called his outlnndish house—
the Howse of Long Shadows. No-
body but & crack-wit would ever
put such a brand on that kind of
# place. All carved walnut wood-
work to eatch the dust, and those
gosh-siwful high ceilings! 'That
bouse wouldn'T be much of a loss,
If you did huve to lot it go. And
I don't envy Eb Spratt and his
#lstor, Susie, tryin' to take care of
It for you, elther,”

“But it was the pride of Uncle
Lyman's heart, Hannah, He spent
a small fortune copying the east-
ern mansions he'd known. He
thought nothing was too grand to
builld in his beloved mountains.
That house and his jowels were
the passions of his life."

“Yep, the Fosdicks always were
up in the air about some fool
thing. Your Uncle Lyman was
the worst o' the mess, but even
your own father wns a dreamer.
Rest his soul. Lucky for you that
your mother was a real western
woman with her feet on the
ground and her head full of horse
penge, Or you might be goin'
round, too, with your ideas in
the clouds, What you goin' to do
now?"

Claire had jumped to her feet
a5 though she had come to a sud-
den decision. “I'm going up to
the House of Long Shadows right
now, and start looking again. If
there's anyvthing hidden there I'm
going to find it. T've got to! Heln
me into my riding clothes—there's
a dear]"

“But, Claire, it's past 8 o'clock.
You can't go galavantin’ up to the
mountains alone at this time o
night. You wouldn't get there for
hours. It's 50 miles from here.”

“Nonsense, Hannah. Remember,
Im going In my car. Not on
horseback. I'll be a heap sight
gifer out or the road than here,
wasting ious time. Besides,
the Spratt family is there, They'll
take almost as good care of me
ns vou would."

Stll Hannah shook her head
doubtfully. *“Well, if you're set
to go—but this Nick Baum. Does
he know about this—this jewel or
whatever it is, Claire?"

*T don't know," the girl replied.
*We haven't known Nick so very

you know, but Daddy was
awfully fond of him, 2o he might
have mentioned it

*Um." Hannah reluctantly held
out Claire's coat. “I'm tellin® you,
I got m hunch about all this that
I ain't likin' any too well”

“Hannah! Yourhunchesg—
you're worse than an Indian medi-
cine man. Go on to bed and for-

get it. 1T send you word tomor-
row that I'm all okay. Probably

on a palr of driving gloves, “Re-
member you faught me yourself
never to be afraid of sanything.
Besides, what on earth could hap-

in such a peaceful old place
g8 the mountain house? It's an

the library she
Ited & minute and softly
the door which was half
She bad been pretly hard
. And he had done so
Why couldn't she love him
had always hoped she
love the man she married?
let herself out into the gar-

hurried fo the garage.
t her own little car
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it more times than she could re-
member when she and her father
had gone to the House of Long
Shadows to spend the week-end?
She sottled down to a steady puce

pleture, She threw back her head
and filled her lungs with the brac-
jng nlr, n sense of exhilaration
sweeping through her,

Unconscliously she pressed on
the nccelerator. The car leaped
forwnrd with a sudden spurt of
speed that sent the gravel flying
down the steep side of the moun-
tain,  Tnstontly she jerked back
from the danger of taking the
curves too foet, She know only
o well how narvow the sirip of
rond was that Iny between her
and n hurtling death into the dark
depths below,

Now she was coming to the
parrow, twisting road that led
from the main highway up fo the
House of Long Shadows, As she
turned Into it, another car passed
behind her, going along the main
road. In just a few minutes she
would be at her destination, She
sat back in the seal and relaxed
her grip on the wheel

Thera, was a sididen grinding
crash as the car hit a huge log
that lay directly actross the nar-

row road. Instantly the lights
went out, and splintéred glass
showered about her. The machine
furched tipsily and stopped. Claoire
fell limply forward over the steer=
ing wheel,

Quick footsteps sounded dimly
behind her ond the last thing she
knew she was being lifted In a
man's armes.

(To Be Continued)
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(" WHEN VOU GET THE
TIME, SARAH, WILL YOU
WRITE OUT VOUR RECIPE
FOR COFFEE CAKE, AND
THE ONES FOR CUR CAKES
AND STRAWBERRY
TARTS 2

CURP CAKES! STRAWBERRY TARTS!A
BATCH OF BOTH ARE COOLING ON THE
KITCHEN TABLE —AND THE THREE KIDS

ARE ALCONE IN THE

BACK IN A MINUTE,

OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLE
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( MAIOR, MEET S Couein
. MY COUSIN, AR, A POOCHEL HAS
MOUSE! T'LL BE PROF, POOCHEL/! ) FELLOW CROSSED SO
— = You TWO HAVE { SCIENTIST, MANY PLANTS
[ PLENTY IN ARTIFICIALLY ) AND INSECTS,
— COMMON/ HES A INDUCE IS
— HORTICULTURIST HE OLIGHT]
o AND HAS
= T CROSSEDAN 4 e P
—_— ﬂ;\'.{ Aaggpmglgo ACADEMY, ) "AND THUS
—— { Wik WHEN A BUG .- e
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We must face the competition
that marriage 18 going to face
In the next few years . . . Mar-
tinge will never lose out, but it
will have to b & botter marriage
than one based on the formerly
predominant considerations of
property and fear—E. R. Groves,
University of North Carolina.

There: stil  laretoday many
Englishmen who are so blind in
thelr prejudices that they sin-
cerely belleve Britain entered the
wir from sheer kindness of heart,
solely In order to ald her (riends,
the French—Alfred Duff Cooper,
British secretary of state for war.

The rate of our ecivilization
rests on the uoteome of & race
between catastrophe and educa-
tion.—S8ir Alfred Zimmer, pro-
fessor of International relations,
Oxford university,

MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE

BY THOMPSON AND COLL
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DISCOVERY
CF
Sr
EDMOND'S
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SECRET
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PRESENTS B

WELL LEW-IF THIS REALLY IS
SiR EDMOND GALAWAY, THE
/| FAMOUS ARCHEOLOGIST, | CAM
SEE INTERNATIONAL
~JCOMPLICATIONS *

n
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WAIT, WE'RE
CERTAIN HE'S

I'M GLAD YOU REMEMBER
SOU'RE A NURSE, MYRA, - -
BUT I'™M AFRAID IT'S NO USE
THIS CHAR HAS BEEN DONE
IN, AND BY CIRCUMSTANCES
SO MYSTERIQUS THAT WE

SHOULD SEAL THE TOMB

UNTIL THE POLICE
ARRIVE FROM
i

THAT WILLL NOT BE NECESDARY,
MY FRIENDS -~WE ARE HERE /

B YOU WILL CONSIDER YOLIRSELVES
§ UNDER ARREST/ e et}

At last the Identityr of the
group who march off with grid
goal posts le explained, They're
delegates keeping in midseason
trim,

After 100, a man s too old to
marry.—Chirles Jeannette, Oid
Forge Civil war weteran, before
his bride jilied him.

Baby Prince Gets
a New Home

-
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The cool evening sair of the open
gountry blew against her checks.
As always, a tingle of anticipa~
tion ran through her when she
entered the foothills, with the
E:gh peaks hunched dimly behind

The mountainsg invariably held
that attraction for Cluire, no mat-
ter how familiar she was with

them, For her, nothing could ever
take the place of their changing

moods, All the mad, colorful life
of the hardy seckers for gold,
their tragedies and romances, suc-
cesses and fallures, scemed em-
bodied in the towering snow-
capped crags that jagged against
the skyline,

That was why golng to the old

‘house in the mountains had al-

ways been an adveniure to the
girl, The House of Long Shad-
awe—the very name her uncle had
glven his home made It a house of
dreams. Here she could live again,

‘In Imngation, the exclting days

when the little mining town near-
by had been a blaze of hectie life.
When fortunes were won or lost in
a night and the haunting quest
for gold turned the heads of the
t of m.nn..

OW the road began to wind
upward, coiling about
side of the mountain.
er and higher went the car,
sucoeeding loop in the rond
it above the plaing below,, |
! '[_z became a minfature,
" fofryland, its streots

Without any of the fanfare
which sttends comings and go-
Ings of other members of roye
alty, echubby, curly-haired
Prince Edward of England [g
pictured above, with his nurse,
when they left London for' the
Buckinghamshire home of his
parents, the Duke and Duchess
of Kent. The prince now is B
months ald,

Flapper Fannie Says

A rival who's trying to edge you
out of the picture is apt 1c¥ k:!;ﬂe
you,

HE'S A BIG-SHOT,

ALL RIGHT-

" H NOTHIN', | GUESS-
‘| AND HE CAM

AFFORD IT- A%

OH

; QH, LOOK- HE
A H

JONT HE GEE, SANDY= THAT
STRANGER SURE HAS GOT
EM TALKIN= BUT SOME
TOWNS ARE LIKE A SMALL
PUDDLE= |T DOESNT TAKE
MUCH OF A FROG To MAKE

AN AWFIJI.I.F. 15[%& EI.. ASH

WHAT'S TH' |

¥ | DO WISH | COULD

GET MY CHARLEY TO
WEAR A FLOWER IN
HIS BUTTOMHOLE-

WE BETTER
HusnL.E! MEBBE
WE GoULD USE
THE €35 AS
A Caown
PAYMENT
CM.TH DowWN
PAYMENT!
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OWNER WILL WANT
TH MCHEY OM TH'
WRESTLING PLAM....
CASH AS CASH
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1 GUESS TS MORE

WASH TUBBS

(PUT UP YOUR RANDS?
YOU'RE COVEREDS =
: / /-"“; AN

(WHEAHS YO GWINE ,
HONEY « 1 ANYONE

(wEo MAM' ORYSL GOOD FO
YOl YO JeS CAWN'T GEY TOO
MUCH GOCD OL' SURSHNE [0
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