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There was nothing especially roman-
tie to contemplate about Claude Mel-
notte Dabbs, village grocer, unless it
Were the first two-thirds of his name.
When his doting parents prefixed the
Cognomen of Bulwer Lytton’s hero in
the drama, ‘“The Lady of Lyons,” to his
family name, it may have been an
&Ugury or at least an influence: for
C. M. Dabbs, while sticking to the hard
facts of life and wringing success from
his career as a tradesman, neverthe-
less had romantic Yearnings—desire to
Bée existence through “the mists of
alabaster lamps.”

And his dream came true. Yes, came
true to the extent that C. M. partici-
pated In a romance in rewl life that
had chivalry, adventure, mystery, beau-
tiful women and all sorts of interest-
ing and delightful people and experi-
ences mixed up in it in about as satis-
fying proportions as anyone could wish.
Right in a little town in Pennsylvania,
with its typical and lovable characters,
the local butter and egg man became
the chief actor in a drama of life in

which his humdrum affairs were tinged |

by that aura of enchantment existing

in “perfumed light stealing through

the mists of alabaster lamps.”
Margaret Turnbull, author of this en-

gaging story, was born in Scotland, |

educated in New Jersey and lives at

Pennsylvania. She has written several
successful novels. Her “Looking After
Sandy" is still a popular favorite. Her

play, “Classmates,” was and still is a .-

big success. She has done a number of
moving pictures for the biz producers.
The story, “Alabaster Lamps,” was
written at Rockwood, on a hill above

the Delaware river, far removed from |

theaters, moving pictures or other

accompaniments of city life; hence its |

peaceful atmosphere and fine strain of
pure romance.

THE STORY

CEAPTER I.—-With a stranger, whom
Rhe introduces as his nephew, Ned Car-
;{“, Claude Melnotte Dabbs returns

om New York to his general grocer
Peace Valley, Pa. To “Aunt Lyddy,”
hougekeeper, he explains that Car-
tér is a chance acqua ntance, veteran
Of the World war, whom he had met
and taken a liking to.

CHAPTER IL—Carter tells Aunt
Lyddy he has broken with his family
and his sweetheart because of hig re-
sentment of their ultra pacific tend-
éncles. With Dabbs Ned visits Clover
Hollow, abiding place of a “collection
?t gnu&-naturqd cranks,” according to
he grucer. They almost run over a
dog belonging to a girl whom Carter
apparently recognizes. Ned delivers a
&rocery order, and in his absence the

rl, Dorothy Selden, reveals that she

Oows him to be Neti Carter Rangeley,
on of New York

Loren Rangeley,
banker.

CHAPTER IIL—Next day Ned com-
mences work as a ‘“‘grocer’'s boy.”” At a
"aaidenue. the “White House,” he de-
lvers an order marked “Johnston.”
There he meets a girl who tells him
she and her mother are alone in the
house, the gervants having left them
because of the “loneliness.” He proms=-
ises to tlg to procure household hel{:_
Meeting Dorothy Selden, his erstwhile
Sweetheart, he baffles her attempts
to discover the reason for his presence
in Peace Valley, Arrangement is made
for a cook to B0 to the Johnstons’.

CHAPTER IV.—The cook being un-
able to begin work at once, Ned visits
the White House to inform Miss John-
:lt:n tn;f ﬂm faﬂttﬁ Exﬁainin the litl.‘l.ﬂi--
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mention of Dabbs’ name. The cook
l.rrlvani and Mary, with Ned, goes to
the village for Broceries. They are
#¢en by Dorothy Selden. Mrs. John-

ston, worried over financial troubles, |

i8 bothered by Dorothy, who warns her

ere is somethin
CAtiar 4 qﬂplclnua about

CHAPTER V.~There 1is something
sbout Mary vaguely familiar to Dabbs,
and he (s hl:hl( interested In village
ﬁnl concerning the mother and

ughter. Mrg, Johnston accompanies

'Y to an inn for luncheon. Dabbs
Bees Mrs. Johnston and is obviously
perturbed, He informs Ned he has
something on his mind that he would
llke to tell him.

ik

CHAPTER YL—Claude reveals to
Ned a romance of his early life. He
had married, while at college,
under peouliar ciroumstances, and his
wife left him the dn.g after the cere-
mony. He ia convinced “Mrs. Joknston"
is his wife, “Polly,” and naturally
wants to know, Who is Mary?

CHAPTER VIL-Mrs. Johnston tells
Mary they are prnetlcanr Penniless,
through a trustee’'s defa cation., She
glnn_n An appéal to Loren Rangeley, her

anker, and Mary endeavors to dig-
suade her. While with Ned, Mary fallg
into a pool. Ned gots her out, unhurt
but the incident reveals to him the reai
Dature of his feellngs toward the girl.

CHAPTER VIIL—In an attempt to
clear up the situation, Dabbg ganda
Mrs. Johnston $500, which he had from
her when they were married. She keeps
the money natlnfg;!nx DBabbs she is
his wife, bu Who s Mary? Mrs.
Johnston and her daughter go to New
York, on Dabbs’ money. Dabbs tells
Ned he knows he is Rangeley's sen,
and the !;'wu Imeéen arrange to follow the
women. “Polly” informs Lordn Range-
ley she and Mary are g€olng to Eurbpe,

CHAPTER IX.—Mrs. Johnstan '

ﬁ;r daughter numuthfnz of ht::.l at:lilll;
h' nﬁnd Poverty, ac:knuwladiru
Aat Dabbs 1s Mary's father. The gir]
8 pleased, declaring ghe likes Dabba.

CHAPTER X.—Claude, at a rmawss.
with Mar{. is overfoyed wha: 'lt?l?mllrzl
gln.dl-}' acknowledges their relationship

€ has for some time been convinced
the girl ts hig aughter. She teilg him
she and her mother are salling to Ey-
TOPe next day. Dabbs promises to meet
Mary there. 8he tells Rim her mother
is In financial straits, but declines hig
offer of panuplarr-ualntanca, believing
him a comparatively poor man.

"I the ‘morning Polly Johnston
looked like a princess in exile, but
she acted like a weary, bored woman,
and she had no time for anything but
the necessary words required to start
them on their work of packing and
last-minute shopping. Mary was to
attend to the shopping.

Mary had that morning wentured to
open the subject, discussed so freely
last night, only to find herself snubbed
for her pains, as her, mother abso-
lutely refused to answer questions.

What Mary did not know was that
her mother’s attitude had been aggra-
vated by an early morning message
to the effect that a Mr. Carter wished

to.speak to her_on the telephone.

D
“ﬁaret Turnbull.

Rockwood, New Hope, in Bucks county, O0f giving away
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Ned had arrived in town at an hour
too late for a casual acquaintance to
call or telephone, and thig morning
the hotel operator had called Mrs.
Johnston Instead of Miss Jehnston.

Mrs. Johnston was very graclous
when she understood who was speak-
ing. She was glad that he was In
town, and quite willing to take any
message for Miss Johnston, who had
gone out. No, Mrs. Johnston ecould
not tell when her daughter would re-
turn to the hotel. Mary was with
some dear friends, who might only
part with her when they brought her
to the steamer in time for sailing,

Mr. Carter was disappointed and

' alarmed, though he endeavored not to |

let the latter fact become apparent.
“Are you sailing today?” Ned had
asked.
“No, not today.” had been Mrs.
Johnston’s half-informative answer.,
After that there was nothing for
Ned to do but end the conversation.
He had to face the fact that short
Claude’s plans and
his own, he must talk no more to Mrs.
Johnston.
Mary until they met on the steamer.
Mrs. Johnston was capable of render-
ing it extremely unpleasant for him.
if he did.

He left word for Claude Dabbs at |

their hotel, and went out to do his
best in the matter of finding the sgail-

| Ing date of the Johnstons. and secure

their own passage.

Only when she had said the final |

and conventional good-by and hung
up the receiver, did Polly Johnston
relax. A wave of loneliness crept
over her. She had no real link with
the actual worid now, save through

Mary. Mary, whe must soon leave

' her for some man.

In the back of her mind, when she

was honest with herself, Polly knew

that the fear was not that Mary
would marry, or leave her, but that
Mary would marry some one of whom

she, Polly, did not approve, and who |
would like, and side with, Claude |

Dabbs.

It was Claude Dabbs’ shadow that |

darkened the sky for Polly. What

power could Claude have over her, |

unless she chose to give him that pow-
er? The answer always mocked her.
She was afraid of Claude Dabbs be-
cause she had treated him unfairly,
and she had always been afraid of
him because of Mary. It had been
because of that fear she had lived
abroad with the child for so many
years. As Mary grew older and there
was no sign from Claude, sic had
grown bolder and roamed freely about

America, until llke a fool she had |

carelessly blundered into his very
stronghold.

In her mind's she pictured

eye,

Claude as a great, fat, middle-aged |
man, She knew that she was only |

drawing on her imagtnation, and that
Mary, who had seer him, did not seem

to have been physically repelled, |

Polly would, of course, expire by slow
torture before she asked Mary what
he looked like.

CHAPTER X

Having gone slowly and carefully
through the shopping lists teo satisfy
herself that there remained only
toothpaste and lavender water for
their traveling bags, Mary entered g
drug store. While she wajted for
change she was suddenly conscious of
being closely scrutinized,

Mary did not turn her head, and

only when she went from the cashier’s |

desk did she try to locate her per-
sistent admirer,

When she did, she went first white,
then red. There stood Ofaude Dabbs,
better dressed, or differently dressed,
than Mary had ever seen him,

Claude, who had seen her on the
avenue¢ and followed Ifer, now stood
looking at her earnestly as he waited
for her recognition. When it came—
for not for ten thousand dngry moth-
ers would Mary ignere her own father
—he moved quietly to her side and
held out his hand for the packages.

“If you're going back to your hotel

I'd like to walk with you.”

Mary, her heart beating quickly,
put the little bundles in his hapd.

“Yes, I've finished my shopping™
she said, simply.

“Will you walk, or ride?”

“Rlde, I think,” replied Mary.

Claude Dabbs stopped a passing
taxi and helped his daughter in. She
gave the hotel and street address to
the driver, and as she did so, Claude
said: “I'm at the Langdon.” i

Mary had looked at him, a little
frightened, when he got into the cab.
What was he going to say to her first?
Of all the impossible situations in the
wide world, this was the most iImpos-
sible! If she asked him why he wag
there, if she asked the simplest ques-
tion, think what she would precipi-
tate! She leaned back in‘the cab and
left it to Claude Dabbs,

Claude Dabbs looked at her, saw
that she was leaving it to him, and
though he had planned this meeting
a hundred times, did not know which
beginning to-make.
nothing but how blind he had been,
“Good God! Why didn't I see it the
first time?’ he thought to himself.
“She's so like. my mother.”

He could think of |
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He turned to the girl, and 'said:
"ﬁary. will your mother be in when
we.get to your hotel?”

“I think so.”

, “Then do you think you could come
'to my hotel, and talk to me for a few
minutes. I've got g sitting room. We
could be quite private.”

Now Mary knew she was in for it,
| but she loved the nice, simple way he
| was taking it. Absolutely direct.
' ' What was Mother running away from?
“If I don’t stay too long,” she an-
| swered. “Mother will be anxious, if

I am not back in half an hour.”

- “Then we'll do it.” He spoke to the
" driver, '

They said nothing more, except to
| remark on the weather
[

At the desk, when he received his
| key, Mary noticed that, as she stood a
little apart, Dabbs was evidently tell-
(ing the clerk she was his daughter.
' She knew at once that this was his
' careful thought for her, and did not
| mind in the least the manner of his
agoing it. Indeed, it was a good
- manner,

As they went up in the elevator,
Claude had a sudden dread that Ned
might come buck and find them, and
| he did not want that, Plenty of time
for Ned, when he, Claude, found out
where they stood. He opened the door
of the sitting room and ushered Mary
in. She had time to think, swiftly and
. confusedly, that this was doing 1t
rather well for a country grocer, He
scemed unable to speak. She felt g
ke Jisability lie upon her own
tongue. She sut down and walted.

Claude crossed to the door and
closed it, Mary instinctively felt the
struggle and difliculty going on in his
| mind. He did not vet know how much
she knew or did not know. She felt
sorry for him, and quite involuntarily
| tried to help.

“Father—"

Mary was lifted out of the chair and
| held firu.ly. She heard g voice above
| her hat, imploring:

“Say that again, my girl, and say
it slow.”

“What?" asked the startled Mary,
rather faintly. There wys not much
gpace (o spealk in.

“What you calied me then. Oh, my
20d, girl, do you know that it’s truef”

Nor must he try to see

Mary drcw back and looked up at
him.

“Heavens !" she gasped. “Did I say
it out loud? I was afraid I would.”
- "Say it!” commanded C. M. and
shook her a little.

*Don’t Dad, you frighten me.”
.~ She was engulfed in C. M.'s embrace,
- He held her closely and she found it

' not in the least alarming or uncom-
fortable,

~ He was murmuring to himself: “My |
Then he held |

| Httle girl! My Mary!”
' her off, as she had him, and looked at
. her. Mary looked into a pair of blue
- eyes marvelously like her own. There
was a softness of tears behind them,
' but none fell.

' doesn't mean to be rough. Only—

“8ay That Again, My Gir, and Say
I' It Slow.”

My God!

C. M. Dabbs shot out a strong arm. |

“Don't be frightened. Your father |

- 80 badly.

| regret

can we get round her?’
Mary shook her head.
Claude looked at her moodily, *I
know Polly.” He looked down at the
carpet, busy with his problem.

Mary came to him quietly, perched

herself on his knee, and put her arm |
He did want petting |
“Mocther will simply have |
- Lo take notice of my father.” '

C. M. promptly kissed her., It was a |
nice kiss, on the cheek, and e R

about his neck.

wasn’t clumsy about it either.
uppreciation of him rose.
certain deftness, this big man. He
wasn't clumsy nor was he valgar,

Mary’s

Mother might have—but Claude inter- |
| rupted her train of thought.

“One thing I can’t forgive is keep- |

ing you from me. I can hardly keep
from squeezing the life out of you,
Mary. I'm so glad to have You within

. reach, and know you're my girl, But

the little Mary! By Jiminy! How
Sweet you must have been with your
hair down your back, or maybe tied

| with a big bow of ribbon, and little

| strapped slippers on your cute little
| feel,

Polly cheated me out of that,
Why, look, you're a great blg girl, and

I'm a strange man to you, and you |

may be engaged to some hulking fel-
low, for all 1 know, and no room in
your life for a father.™ _.

Despite the fact that he tried to
treat it lightly, Mary felt the poignant
in his tone, and her heart
ached for her father. What could
she do to make him know that he had
not only « place in her life but her
heart.

“I'm not engaged.” she assured him,
as she put up her hands to her smart

little hat and jerked it off, and slipped |
- You can never tell about Mother.”

from his knee. “Maybe no one wijll

ever ask me.” Claude made a little |

noise of scornful unbelief, but Mary
8topped him. “Stare hard at. that

He had g |

' when they picked you.”

' Is Polly like that still?
- care as much about money, I mean "’

Mary studied her father as she an- | i

' Mother isn’t easy to explain,

' tioned

| money that brings Polly to me. It

. those present,

picture and don’t look around until 1 |

tell you.”

Dabbs obeyed her,

“Now I”

C. M. felt something soft and silky
touching his hand. He looked at
Meary. Her hair down her back as a

- ¢hild would wear it, she was standing

beside him, smiling fearlessly. The
years seemed to have slipped away
from her, :
“There, poor old Dad.
dttle Mary,”
Dabbs laild his big hand caressingly
Ua the silky head, but shook his own.

Pretend I'm

my girl. It isn’t the same thing. Not
But what I'd be content enough if I
eould have you running in and out of

wondering a |
 little, and Mary slipped the hairplns
. from her head

' himself,

my house now, but there’s Polly. I'll |

Aave to take you back to her, aud then
what?”

Mary could not answer him., She
went to the mirror over the!little writ-

Ing desk and began piling up her |

hair. “Shall I tell her I've seen you?”
she asked.

was wonderful to think that slender |

lovely thing was his daughter. “Would
that be a good thing, do you think?”
~Mary thought for a moment, then
shook her head. As she slowly put
a shell pin in, she had made up her

' mind to tell him about Mother. It

was the best thing, to be absolutely

frank. She couldn’t juggle things the

way Mother did:

. about Mother,” she announced. “We're

|

All the years I've wanted |

'you. I'll hever forgive Poly for that.® |

“Not a word against Mother !™

- C. M's grasp upon her tightened
'again. *“Not a word. Only she should
have told me, long ago.”

. “Yes, I think 80, too, Dad,” Mary
agreed, “but I can’t make her see it.”
. C. M. looked down at her sternly.
I “How long have you known ?"

. “Since last night. I haven't been
able to think about anything else, but
Mother won’t talk about it, and she

' Ineant me net to tell
| did 17" |

“Not strictly speaking,” C M. as
sureq her. “You just sald ‘Father,®
all to yourself, and I heard you.”

“Dear, dear,” and Mary tried to
sound distressefl and repentant, “what
will become of me when Mother
knows

Ce M.'s arm tightened about her, as
thougph for protection. Mary leaned
on it,

“The thing that’s got te be undet-
stood between us at once, is that my
mother is the sweetest, best-looking,
most wonderful mother g girl ever
had Father, what were you thinking

| about to let her get away from you?"

Claude frowned. He led Mary back
to her chalr and sat down beside her.
*“See here,” he sald, looking at hig
daughter in alarm, “I don't know how
much Polly has told you.”

“Everything.”

his chair, changed his mind and sat
down heavily,
something. We're not going to dis-
cuss it.” -

Mary nodded. “Let's take every-
thing for granted, and go right on
from now. 'That will be the best
thing.”

“How can we?”

. “We must,” Mary announced with
' decision. “There’s got to be certain
- reticences.”

| “Oh, Lord!” groaned Claude. “You
don’t think I want to talk over these
| ‘certain reticences’ with you." He
 breathed heavily. “No, it's Polly.”
| He looked at Mary as though they
|' had been. in leacue for veors. *How

I dida't tell, |

“Everything!” C. M. started from |

‘“Then that saves me |

Mary ralsed her bhead warningly,

[
|
|
]

|
|
I
f
i
|

{
i

salling for Venice tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow! Venice!”
Mary nodded as she drove home the
last two pins and reached for her hat.

- “Mother’s running away. We're -run-

ning away from ¥ou, and my instinct
tells me Mother will run far.”
Dabbs sat down on the arm of the

| chair, thinking.

“And If I tell her I've seen you—
why, she’ll move agailn, and it won't
be Venice, and I won’t be able to tel’
you where we are goling.”

“You're not to tell her,” Dabbs sald,

| decidedly, “and it will be Venice. Do
| You knew your hotel »*

“The Royal Danielll.™

“Well, say nothing.
there.”

“You'll megt us! Oh, Father! Can
you leave the grocery store?”

Dabbs nodded, smiling. “Easy I
can, when It's you.”

I'll meet you

Mary settled her hat with & slightly |

saucy tilt. “Then you'll tell Mother
there. My! It's romantic!® Dearly
would she love to see the meeting.

C. M. crossed the room, took her
by the dimpled chin and tilted her
face so that he could loek into the
eyes that she tried to hide with her
lofig lashes, |

“It isn't romantic,” he sald. “And
much as it would please you te man-
age the affair, young lady, you can't.

Pelly Johnston and I will manage that |

part of {t by ourselveg™
“Oh Father, how coul you?”
“I'm net so slow as I loek, daugh-

to be driven, or coaxed either. Polly
1 have to settle it hergelf, and
that’s the only gafe way."” s
Mary gave his arm a squeeza. *Oh,
C. M. Dabbs, you're a wonder. 1f the
angels had asked me, I couldn’t hawe
plcked any father I'd like better.™
Claude looked at her gravely. “I'm
rough, In some ways, girl but if you
like me I haven't wasted my life.”
“I enly wish I was a boy, Fnther._{
How we would develop your grocery
business together, and make wmonep

- his daughter.
knew you were all right, Mary. It |
Wwe'll | ¥

“You'd better know |

{
{

?

 ver, and I know Polly. She was never |

0 that Mother wﬁHfﬂdmire’ s’
Dabbs frowned. “I don't want you
8 boy. The angels suited me, too,

Mary’s hand . tightly in his.
Does she

swered: *“She does and she doesn’t.
She
likes the things money brings with it
-—and she hasn’t much left.”

Dabbs started. “How’s that?”

Mary explained as much as she
knew, and Dabbs frowned as she men.
the borrowing from Loren
Rangeley.

“Mary, shall we give her money ?”

Mary shook her head.
It wouldn’t be quite safe.
would use it to run further away

. from—us.”

Dabbs looked pleased at the ‘yg
but he frowned a moment afterward,
and when Mary touched his arm
gently, looked down at her warily.
“I'm trying to figure out, daughter,
whether you're right abhout the money,
I guess you are, though. As you say,
Polly’d only use it

Besldes, it

us apart. mustn’'t be

must be—you. You can gee that.”

“Of course. I can Mother's point
of view, too,” Mary admitted, wishing
to be absolutely fair to the absent,
which i1s always so difficult a task
when sympathies are

Then
Mother does.

we will see what
She’s—well, surprising!

She moved toward the door. Moth-

er would be waiting, and that was

beginning to trouble her., “Oh, hurry
after us to Venice, Father. We've got
S0 much to say to each other, and
there's no time left for

| Phatic, “you must not come further |§
' than the elevator with me.
- saw me with you, she wouldn’t say a @&

If Mother

word, but it would not be Yenice,”
“Just as you say, dear, and I sup-

pose it’s safer, but I hate it.” Claude

moved to the door with her, and ss

they reached it he said, hesitatingly:

“Mary, do you need any money? I've |~

plenty.”
“Generous old dear,” Mary thought,

but what she said was: “Oh, I'm quite |

all right, as long as Mother's holds

PR : | . The question is. how long can
You're a dear, M Bl ;
2 ary, but put it up, you stand the pace Mother's setting ?”

Claude started to speak and stopped
“Oh, T can hold out for some
time,” he told her cheerfully, “and

there’s always (%ie grocery business.” |

Mary patted his arm. “Of course,
and if it wasn’t for Mother, I'd go
back with you now like, a shot and

keep books or sell things behind the | ;4:-'

counter. Wouldn't it be fun? It's

- Mother who keeps me from doing it. |

Dabbs watched her, fascinated. 1¢ | Mother can’t be left alone, you see.

Claude Dabbs put his arm about
“I knew it, I always

won't come to leaving Polly.
try and arrange it so we can each

have a share of you—sort of share | (i

and share alike.”

Mary patted his hand, but looked g
little dubious. She put an arm about
his neck and drew his head down and
kissed him, “I may have to lie a lit-

' tle for you,” she warned him, “but

surely In such a good cause, I'll be
forgiven. At least I'll chance it.”

The elevator came and she was
gone, and he knew that the better
part of valor should keep him from
watching from his windows. But all
the fears and cares of a family man,
which begin with the child’s birth and
spread gradually and with decreasing
force through the long vears of the
child’s growth and maturity, had sud-
denly assailed Claude Dabbs, and he
wondered, fiercely, what Polly could
be thinking of to allow such a girl as
his Mary to go about alone,
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' together, "

us today. | ;
And,” she paused to make this em- @
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Gleaming waxed floors are no longer a luxury—NOW
you can nave their radiant glow in every room. The new
Johnsen’s Wax Electric Ireatment makes WAX the most
économical of floor finishes. This treatment takes only a
few minutes—there is no hard work--no stooping or
kneeling—no messy rags and pails. It won’t soil or
roughen your hands! And it saves you all the bother
and expense of frequent refinishing.

This Johnson’s Wax Electric Treatment is so easy
anyone can use it. Just spread on a thin coat of John.
son’s Pohs_hing Wax with a Lamb’s-wool mop. This
cleans as it waxes. Then run the Johnson Electric
Polisher over the floor and let ELECTRICITY do all the @
work. This Electric Floor Polisher is much easier to run {
than a vacuum cleaner—it glides along silently, smoothly, ®
leaving a path of beauty behind it. i

It makes no difference whether the floors are old or i
new-—of wood, linoleum, tile or composition. Nor how &
they are finished —with varnish, shellaec, wax or paint. !

You can RENT THIS ELECTRIC FLOOR
PCLISHER FOR $2.00 A DAY and in just a

short time give all your floors and linoleums
this beautifying wax treatment.

JOHNSON'S WAX
Cleciric Fioor Polisher
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JOAN BARTLEY

Chestertown Maryland
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t us show vou how much
a saving these Certain-teed

flaor-coverings will mean
for you. )
Chestertown Maryland
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difﬁeren | avrs . of Ice
I Cream at Gill Bros.
| Parlor on Cross

| Street ;

ganill? [ Cherry |
!10(“-0 ate Pineapple
RSN | il

Frozen Custard | |
Pineapple Walnat
Orange Ice Honey Moon
Dainties _ Special
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