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YOU KNOW ME AL That’s Getting Too Personal BY RING W. LARDNEH

Fnend Al

IN A LEGATEES SHOES (Continued).
I found myself In the dining-room, 

leated at a table on which were de- 
|antors of brandy and whisky, while the 

Dtsteps of the two men echoed up the 
Itairs. "Well," I thought, "now you’ve 
lone it.” When I looked about me, the 
|ffect of luxury was carried out on a 
irger scale, by pictures, one of which, 

I'ithout the slightest doubt, was a 
Rembrandt. 1 wondered what actually 

had been brought in for. I did not 
|elieve my host. That he should bring 
ne in to comfort an old lady at her 
st hour, that he should pick any 

Itrapger from the street in this pious 
Ittempt would be believeable only if 
le loved his sister beyond description, 
jlut there had been no words of love, 
lo signs of agony. He was not sitting 
Tith her when I arrived. He was quite 
killing to leave her. It wasn't that; it 
|ras something else, something darker. 

It was at that moment that I became 
ansclous of a sound in the distance 

regular sound. As if somebody were 
Iriving a nail. I listened acutely. I 
|ould not hear It again. Next doo., 
erhaps. Absurd! People didn't drive 

nails at 3 o'clock in the morning. 
I’here it was again, faint but persistent, 

tiptoed to the doorway and listened, 
It came persistently, a muffled, regu- 

ir sound. Suddenly I had the instinct 
lather than the certainty that the per
son who was making the sound could 
lave made a louder sound, that the 
berson was afraid, was throwing out a 
|ignal. The conviction rushed into my 
nind that, somewhere, somebody was 
tcked up, and was faintly tapping at 

Ihe door, having heard me come, fear
fully seeking release. I listened. I 
|ouid not locate the sound at first. 
Then I realized that it came from the 
hack of the hall. Still on tiptoe, I went 
put into the hail and opened a door at 
|he end. This led only Into a little 
vashing place. But the sound came 

jigain. It was behind me now. Of 
fourse: the room behind the dining 
loom. I tried the handle: the door was

locked! And, as I touched the handle, 
the tapping within became louder, grew 
more rapid, more febrile. The key was 
in the lock. Evidently everybody in the 
house was in the plot to keep the per
son within. I turned the key; before 
me. lit up by strong lights, stood a 
woman, aged about forty, her mouth 
Quivering, her face stained with tears. 
She was so breathless with excitement 
that at first she could not speak. Her 
appearance surprised me. 1 saw now 
that she was more than forty, but she 
had a strange, tragic beauty, and was 
dad i.i an evening frock of which I 

■ .... .ngnize *he fashion and the 
price. About her neck, too, were sev- 

ui pearls. There existed a 
cruel contrast between the luxury of 
her appearance and the expression of 
her features. She was faded and 
wrinkled, and her cheeks were wet with 
tears, but I could see by the straight
ness and delicacy of the nose, the shape 
of the lips, and the length of the eye
lashes, that this woman had once been 
beautiful. Perhaps a long life of suf
fering had ruined her loveliness.

"On,* she murmured, "thank you for 
letting me out." I was minded to ask 
her why they had locked her in, but 
knew that she would tell me more 
easily if I kept silence. “I heard every
thing," she went on in a rapid murmur. 
"1 heard them bring you in."

“Yes, of course," I went on, adding 
provocatively: "I'm Charlie."

She had actually jumped back, and 
spread her hands before her, as if fear
ing a blow: "Don't!" she whispered. 
"Please .... don't say you’re the 
same as they, that you're in the plot."

“No, of course, not," I replied. “I 
shouldn’t have let you out if I had been. 
I'm only a stranger brought in to see 
an old lady upstairs who’s dying, Just 
to give her pleasure tor a moment."

The fear had gone out of her eyes. 
She half smiled: "O, surely you don’t 
believe that," she said.

"Then what am I to believe?”

(To be continued.)

Well Al the radio i* working fine 
oow and I wished to h-ll it waient and I 
would put it on the blink if 1 knowed bow 
and we use to have dinner at 7 o'clock bat 
now I got to starve to death a extra hr 
because station WDAP dont pat on there 
dinner concert UÛ 8 and of course it 
would not be right to cal without music 

I and besides if we was in the dinning rm 
between 7 and 1-2 we might not bear the 
weekly chat with farmers from KDXA 
Pittsburgh so plain and goodness knows 
what would happen I dont know who 
invented radio but who ever done it Al 
done more to break up the home thani 
prohibition.

Jack Keefe
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“CAP" STUBBS It Looks That Way BY EDWINA
AND MOW HAVE YOU BEEN 
MRS SNRiFFVE: >
I/" J =E

ADVENTURES 
OFTHE TWINS
^phve Roberts Barton

\

' on; pocrln, poorly, 
missus BA'LEV— I'VE . 
Been thrt miseRbble:
I DON'T THINK VM 
LONG- FOR THIB VtORLD- 

V UEST DRAG- MN5ELF 
AROUND-___

— I HAD ANOTHER ONE 
OF MN HEART ATTACKS 
LAST VJEEK, AN' THAT 
OLTD "PAin IN my Side 
COME BACK*. 1 JEST 
HAD to VAY X>OVJN ON 

TH' COUCH AN' LET
vmllwum Git "Dinner- 
we had some COL"D
HAM AN" "BREAD AN' A 

CUP OF COFFEE-

/ "I

l THOUGHT I'D
NEVER BE ABLE TO 
GiT UP AGIN!', IF it 
WUEN’T FER MY 
BACK \ C'D MANAGE 
BUT IT JEST ABOUT 

KILLS IKE—

VJILVTUM'S AILING- . 
TOD-IT'S HIS STOMACH' 

HIS EVES IS BAD, 
TOO— ___ _

AN*- HE OUGHTTA 
TH' DENTIST

GO TO. GOOD 
never 

TO A
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BILLY’S UNCLE Where Has He Heard That Name Before? BY BEN BATSFORD
NO. 12—A DINKY BLINKY RIDDLE

My home’s a garden when the flowers stay awake.

The Riddle Lady said next day in 
Itiddle Land, "We have had several 
winter riddles, so this is a summer rid-

IHEilMATI SM PAINS 
ARE NOW IN SEASON
iys Glass of Salts Helps To 

Overcome Rheumatism 
Acid.

Rheumatism is easier to avoid than 
to cure, states a well-known authority.

>'e are advised to dress warmly, keep 
^he feet dry, avoid exposure, and 
i-bove all, drink plenty of good water 
^nd avoid eating sweets of all kind.

Rheumatism is caused by body 
Ivaste and acids resulting from food 
Fermentation. It is the function of 
the kidneys to filter tnis poison from 
the blood and cast It out in the urine; 
the pores of the skin are also a means 
bf freeing the blood of this Impurity. 
In damp and chilly cold weather the 
skin pores are closed, thus forcing 
[lie kidneys to do double work; they 
become weak and sluggish and fail to 
eliminate this waste and acids, which 
keeps accumulating and circulating 
through the system, eventually settling 
|n the joints and muscles, causing stiff
ness, soreness and pain, called rheum
atism.

At the first twinge of rheumatism 
get from any pharmacy about four 
ounces of Jad Salts; put a tablespoon- 
(ul in a glass of water and drink be
fore breakfast each morning for a 
veek. This is helpful to neutralize 

icidity, remove waste matter, also to 
stimulate the kidneys, thus often rid
ding the blood of rheumatic poison.

Jad Salts is inexpensive, and is 
„nade from the acid of grapes and 
femon juice, combined with lithia, and 
is used with excellent results by thou
sands of folks who are subject to 
rheumatism.—Advt.

1ER CHILDREN HAD 
WHOOPING COUGH

his is one of the most dangerous 
;ases of children. It starts with 
er and cough. The cough is at first 
rt and sharp, but gradually Increases 
severity and occurs in sudden 

sms, vomiting follows, and some- 
es there is nose bleed; the child 
ns livid in the face, the eyes appear 
if titey would burst from their 

Itets, and suffocation seems immi- 
tt still relief is brought on by the 
loop."
T. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup will 
ix the bronchial tubes of the col
ed mucous and phelgm and in this 
; case the racking cough, and in a 
rt time make it disappear.
1rs. L. Ambrose, Sarnia, Ont., 
tes: “My little ones were both sick 
h whooping cough. I read where 

Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup was 
d, and I only used two bottles and 
>• were better. I had chronic bron- 
tis for three years and tried every- 
Tg until, finally, I got 'Dr. Wood's, 
■ould not be without this remedy." 
rice 35c a bottle; large family size 
. Put up only by The T. Milburn 
, Limited, Toronto, Ont.—Advt.

die. It’s about something very small and 
bright and only seen on a summer night. 
Listen now, Nancy and Nick! Listen, 
everybody! Here’s the riddle:

I “My home's a garden where the flowers 
I Stay wide awake for hours and hours,
I And then at dusk they fold up tight 
! And say good-night.

"But the house I rent—a big, red rose, 
Is not so sleepy I suppose,
Because It does not shut up so!
And out I go.

"I am the watchman if you please,
I watch the flowers and garden trees, 
No one comes in, no one goes out.
If I’m about.

"My lantern winks and winks and 
winks.

j And Mister Moon he blinks and blinks,
I And so between us both, why, we 
I Watch carefully.

• "For fairies and the tricky elves 
j Would lust come in and help them

selves
l To lea ves of this and buds of that,
| For dress and hat.

| "And caterpillars! My, oh me! 
j They’re out for food—to get It free, 
j They'd gobble stems and break off 

leaves,
The greedv theves!

"I fly around 'most everywhere 
I peep in here, I look in there!
What would this lovely garden be 
Were it not for the moon and me?

i "1 only go out when it's clear, 
i And never when a storm Is near,
When thunder cra.shes, home I hug. 
Although I'm called a lightning ------ ."

"Oh, dear!" ceird Misses Muffet. "If 
you mean it’s a lightning bug I wish 

1 you wouldn't say it. in front of my 
! daughter. Since that day with the 
spider, things like that upset her 
dreadfully."

"But you have Just said it yourself,” 
the Riddle Lady exclaimed laughing. 
“Didn't she Nanny!"

"Why, I declare! So I have!" declar
ed Misscz Muffet. "And she doesn’t 
look a bit nervous. She must be cured."

"Of course i am," said Miss Muffet, 
speaking up for herself. "And as for 
lightning hugs, they are lovely. They 
always remind me of fairies."

"Me, too!" said Nanny. "I love them, 
cute little things, with their winky, 
blinky lanterns."

(To be continued).
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IN RABBITBORO This Is No Child’s Play! BY ALBERTINE RANDALL
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PICK PUmeUNNN! you COME 
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oh pick! I’ve Told You again 
AN’ AGAIN -You SHOULD NOT
PLAY W/Trt THAT BAD j------------------------
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SAY fV|A ! Do I LOOK 
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A Puzzle a Day
TAKEN FROM LIFE A Long Stretch
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Can you read the word written above? 
It looks like “ysrw," a very peculiar 
word indeed, and certainly not In the 
English language. But if you look at 
it correctly," you will find the writing 
spells a very simple word of four letters. 
Yesterday’s answer:

THTMNRNNLFLFFRM 
Insert the letter "A" eight times, and 

form the following setence:
THAT MAN RAN AN ALFALFA 

FARM
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