SHINING PALAC

By CHRISTINE WHITING PARMENTER
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CHAPTER XIII—Continued
— P

Ned nodded, admitting: *“They
were darned good. I remember sit-
ting up late to finish one. But I've
never seen any of them since, Dad.
Have you?”

‘““‘Not one.” The old man's eyes
grew vaguely troubled. ‘I watched
for them too. Nora wrote as if
there were no uncertainty about
their publication—it was an assign-
ment, I believe. She seemed hap-
pY: but her letter must have been
two weeks old before I saw it. 1
was down with pneumonia just
then, and all my personal mail was
laid aside until I could attend to it
myself. She wrote from a boarding
house, I think, not a hotel. They
were leaving in a day or two, as
soon as Don attended to some busi-
ness and the city got dug out of a
blizzard."”

Ned raised his head, quickly, as
if reminded of something.

“You say this was within three
years? Are you absolutely sure,
Dad?"’

“Sure? Am 1 likely to forget
that wretched sickness? It was
three years next month when the
letter came, Ned; and since then
nothing but silence. Such a thing
never happened before. I didn't an-
swer Nora's letters, but she’'s al-
ways written.
ly, sometimes with several months
between. 1 tried to persuade my-
self that their plans changed sud-
denly, especially when Don’s arti-
cles failed to appear. 1 thought
they might have gone to some out-
of-the-way country and stayed
there. 1 suppose I was just trying

to ‘kid myself,’” as the boys say., 1|

even tried to believe that since they
were apparently successful she had
forgotten me—given me up as a
bad jeb—but that's not—Nora. [I've
been very unhappy about her, Ned.
Very troubled. And tonight some-
thing that Martha said has made
me more so.”

James glanced up, conscious that
his son was inattentive. Ned said,
thoughtfully: “Do you remember a
terrible catastrophe in Chicago,
when the roof of a theater collapsed
under a weight of snow?"

His father was suddenly erect.

“You don’t mean-—"'

“lI don’t mean that anything hap-
pened to Nora,” broke in Ned. “The
thing occurred, as I remember now,
when you were too sick to see the
papers. I only glanced at the head-

lines myself. I loathe such details. |

But Corinne revels in 'em, you
know. She even read part of the
story aloud at the table—how a fel-
low* wha was in the audience and
got out safely, went back into the
doomed place and spent hours un-
der a collapsing balcony trying to
rescue a child who was pinned be-
neath the wreckage. It was very
luridly told. The reporter claimed
to have been an eye witness. Said
the man refused to quit even when
warned. He saved the child, I be-
lieve, but failed to get out himself.
And his name was Mason. He was
caught under the timbers.”

“Killed?"

“No:; but I judged from what the
paper said that he'd better have
been. If it were Don—-"

James turned on his son angrily.

“Why wasn't I told of this?”
Then, his voice softening: ‘‘But Ma-
son’'s a common enough name, Ned.
Why should you think it was Nora's
husband?”’

“Only because the paper said Dan
Mason—not Don, you understand,
but so near that a misprint might
have been possible. I didn’t speak
of it because you were so sick just
then. 1 couldn’'t worry you, Dad;
though I see now that I should have
investigated the matter myself. My
only excuse is that it was the very
time when Junior got into that
scrape at college, and Corinne was
—well, she felt it was all my fault.
She thought I was too strict—didn’t
understand the boy at all—said he
forged that check because I didn’t
give him enough allowance and-—
Oh, I was snowed under! I went
through things I never told you, and
never will. My home very nearly
went on the rocks, Dad; though
that’s over now, thank God! But it
put everything else out of my mind
at the time—the awful worry of it.
And later, when I remembered, I
supposed of course that if Nora
were in real want she would have
appealed to you."

“Oh, no she wouldn’'t!"” The bit-

terness in James Lambert’'s voice |

was toward himself. “I lost my
temper one day and warned her not
to. And Nora's got pluck. Always
did have. And character. Did I
ever tell you . . ."

It was then that Ned heard the
story of courageous little Nora, sit-
ting for hours beside the body of
her mother, waiting for the father
she had never seen to take her
“home.” He was plainly touched.

‘“Yes, she's got character,” he ad-
mitted. ‘‘She showed it when she
gave up a fortune (or thought she
did) because she loved that fellow
and knew he needed her. There've
been times these last few years,
Dad, when I've felt responsible for
the whole racket., If Don Mason
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hadn't knocked me down that day
in the office, the break between you
and Leonora might never have
come about.”

James, staring into the fire, said
nothing because there was no deny-
ing this aspect of the case; and
after a silence Ned went on:

“You see, 1 thought that story he
told me was just bunk. 1 sup-
posed he was trying to pull the wool
over my eyes; and I as much as
told him he lied. I couldn’'t imagine
(can't now, for that matter) how
any sane man could be so easy as
to hand over a roll of bills to a
girl he'd never seen before, without
making some sort of investigation.
But I suppose it takes all kinds of
people to make a world; and my-—
my own kids, now they're old
enough to think about it, tell me I
haven't any imagination, And if

‘“You see, I thought that story he
told me was just bunk.”

Don wasn’t lying (and I doubt now
that he was), you can hardly blame
him for seeing red, can you?"
““He didn't lie,"”’ said James, ‘“but
the fellow had no business to lose
his temper to—to that extent,”” he

| added hastily, remembering occa-

sions when his own temper had ex-
ploded too violently for the com-
fort of those concerned.

Surmising his father’'s thought,
Ned smiled a little; and then went
on: ‘“Well, that's ancient history
now; and since then other things
have hurt me so much more that
that old experience doesn't seem
worth remembering—certainly not
worth bearing grudges for. What
troubles me is that I've gone on all
these years without trying to bring
you and Nora together. And 1
might have. You can't deny that,
Dad. I've known you'\were missing
her; but I've never lifted a finger
to bring her back., Years ago Mar-
tha told mé how dead the whole
house seemed without her. She hint-
ed that I ought to talk with you
about it; but somehow I couldn’t.
It was the night I made the mis-
take of trying to buy Nora’'s four-
poster! Do you remember?”

James looked up, a pathetic smile
in his worried eyes.

“Did I hurt your feelings, son?”

““Not so they stayed hurt. You
never have, Dad. It's because you
and 1 have always been so close
and understood each other, that the
gap between my boy and me has
seemed so tragic. Even the girls
(whom I sometimes feared I was
spoiling) tell me I never see their
side—that I'm unsympathetic. 1
suppose 1 am, in a way. [ was
unsympathetic to Nora, always:
though it took a number of hard
knocks to open my eyes to the fact.”

James murmured, as if his mind

had wandered a little from what |

Ned was saying: “If—if I could only
know where she is now!"”

“I know where she was six weeks
ago,” was the amazing rejoinder.

“You do!"" James Lambert’s voice
sounded belligerent.

“l heard not half an hour before
I started over,”” Ned told him. ‘“Cor-
inne was at a tea this afternoon
and gave one of the other women a
lift home—Mrs. Ed Whitney, whose
niece was in school with Nora, you'll
remember. She and some friends
were on a motor trip through Maine
a while ago. They stopped some-
where for lunch and couldn’'t get
away for several hours—some trou-
ble with their car—and to pass the
time they wandered into the hotel
ball room to watch a dancing class
~children of the summer popula-
tion, I suppose. And Nora was at
the piano!"

‘“She was!"”’

Ned nodded,

“Mrs. Whitney didn't recognize
her at first. Said she looked a good
deal older, and-—-and pretty rocky.
She was going to speak, but on sec-
ond thoughts decided it would be
kinder not to. But she made some
inquiries of the hotel people who
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were natives of the place. They
said that Nora was trying to support
her family. That she played the
organ at church, and gave music
lessons, and made cakes to sell
during the summer season; and-—"
Ned hesitated, as if wuncertain
whether to finish, ‘‘and-—well they
said, Father, that she was living in
an old barn or garage or some-
thing, down near the water.”

James stared at him.

““My Nora living in a barn?”

“That's what Mrs. Whitney said;
but she's one who makes the most
of a good story, Dad, so don't let
that worry you. What riled me was
that she told Corinne she thought
we ought to do something about it,
She implied, as politely as possible,
that we'd treated Nora outrageous-

ly. Corinne was so mad she didn't |

have sense enough to ask the name
of the town; but I'll call Mrs. Whit-
ney on the telephone and find out.
Even Corinne thinks that something
should be done-—that is"’ (a cynical
smile curved Ned's lips) ‘‘she’s
afraid there'll be talk unless we do
it!"’

For a moment or two James
Lambert did not respond. Then he
arose and unlocked a beautiful cab-
inet of Chinese lacquer. As the
doors swung open Ned saw that it
contained letters—neat piles of let-
ters held together with elastic
bands, and a somewhat surprising
pair of silver slippers, tarnished
now, from Dbeing laid away.
“Nora’s!" he thought; and then his
father turned, extending the postal
written so long ago.

“1 got this in the early summer,
three years back. I guess she was
poking a little fun at me. I'd told
her, you see, that to survive a house

must be founded on a rock. She
says:

““ *Safe upon the solid rock the ugly
houses stand;

Come and see my shining palace
built upon the sand!’

“Except for a hint the first time
they went to Capri, it's the nearest
thing to an invitation she ever gave
me. 1 wish—"" The old man paused,
then finished thoughtfully, in all rev-
erence: ‘'l wish—to God-1'd gone."

Ned was studying the postal-—its
quotation — instructions, and the
small red map.

“A shining palace,’”’ he observed,
“That's not the idea Mrs. Whitney
gathered—not at all. Corinne said
that she appeared quite horrified.
Well, Dad, these directions are plain
enough, I'll go to Maine tomor-
row."

But James, who had resumed his
seat before the fire, shook his head.

‘“No, son, I'm going myself. 1
dare say I'm the stubborn old man
that Martha showed me this eve-
ning: but I'm not too stubborn to
ask forgiveness of the only daugh-
ter I ever had, nor too old to take a
journey of a few hours. If they
turn me out—and 1 can't imagine
Nora turning her father out, Ned—I
can come away again; but I want
to see the situation with my own
eyes.”’

He arose, moving briskly, alertly
(as if, Ned told himself, there were
something to move for!), rummaged
in his desk for a few minutes, and
then said: *‘I thought there was a
timetable around here, but evidently
Martha's been cleaning house. Will
you call up for me, Ned, and en-
gage a Pullman chair on the first
train? I want to get off early.
And before you leave ask John to
have the car here at the proper
time."

“That won’'t be necessary, Dad.
I'll run you down to the station my-
self. I'd like to.”

“That’ll be fine!” (‘““How bright
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his eyes are!” Ned was thinking.)
“I'm going to turn in now, if you
don't mind. Good-night, son."”

“Good-night, Father."

As Ned stood for a moment watch-
ing the old man go upstairs, he real-
ized that the vibrancy, long absent
from his father's voice, was back
again, His face too, looked differ-
ent than it had an hour ago, extraor-
dinarily different, Its apathy had
given way to hope. Its harassed
lines seemed to be resting. It was,
for the first time in years, a peace-
ful face.

““He looks,'"” thought Ned in a mo-
ment of rare intuition, ‘‘he looks like
a man who has fought a good fight
and come out victorious.”

It was well past the middle of the
next afternoon when James Lam-
bert found himself trudging along a
highway in the state of Maine, with
Nora's postcard in his pocket, and
something akin to misgiving in his
heart. For how would she receive
her father after his long silence—
his long neglect? James wondered,
and wondering, his subtle fear in-
creased,

As her card had hinted might be
the case, he found the Port’s one
taxi out of commission, and follow-
ing those three-year-old instructions,
had taken a joggling, one-man trol-
ley to the end of the route. After
a couple of giggling schoolgirls left
the car he was its only passenger,
and despite the familiar warning:
“Don’'t talk to the motorman,”
James went forward and spoke
through the little window,

“Do you know a Mrs. Donald Ma-
son who lives somewhere around
here?”

The man's face brightened.

“Sure I do! Hold my car five min-
utes for her every Sat'day night
when she goes down to rehearse
the choir, and ten every Sunday
mornin’ when she goes to church,
As I says to her: ‘The Shore Line
Electric Railway company won't
never be any wiser, Mis’ Mason,
and it don't need the extry time so
much as you do.” That's what 1
said; and if the pres'dent of the
company was to call me down for
runnin’ off schedule, I'd keep right
on doin' it because the year my
wife died Mis’ Mason made a birth-
day cake for my little girl. It had
fancy pink frostin’ on it same as
the high priced ones she makes for
the summer folks, and five pink
candles all ready to light up. I don-
no how she knew when the kid's
birthday was, but that's what she
done and I'd hold my car a good
half hour if she was to ask me."”

“So would 1,"” said James. ‘“‘And
you mean she plays the organ at
some church?”

“The Methodist-'Piscopal at the
Port., Gosh! that woman can play
to beat the band. Folks that never
set foot inside a church before, are
reg’'lar attendants since she took
over the music. Yes sir, she plays
like a breeze! She gives plano les-
sons too; and makes bakery stuff to

sell durin’ the season. She's a smart |

woman, Mis' Mason., You can tell
to hear her talk that she's got a
real good education; but she's com-
mon as own folks for all that—don't
high-hat no one. Here's the end o’
the line now. You just keep goin’
till you see their mail box, Name's
right on it. It ain't only a short
half mile and you can’t miss it. Yes,
ocean side, only the house don't
show from the road. It's way in,
close to the dunes—made out of an
old barn they bought cheap. Terri-
ble cold place to live come winter,
seems though.”

The conductor, his garrulous con-
versation and his trolley car, jogged
out of sight, and feeling somewhat
lonesome, James started forward.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Dangerous Practice; Germs in the Gum

There are many ways in which | eral varieties of dangerous disease

the tongue is misused—for example,
in licking stamps and envelope
flaps, moistening the thumb or fore-
finger before dealing cards, sort-
ing papers, turning the leaves of
books. Licking the thumb or finger
is a bad practice, and should be
abandoned for two good reasons—
out of respect for tife tongue and out
of consideration for the next person,
says London Tit-Bits Magazine.

Just think it out. Stamps when
bought are pushed across a counter
of very doubtful cleanliness; they
are carried in a waistcoat pocket,
in a purse or handbag, with all
the usual conglomeration, be it
clean or dirty. Stamps are lined
with gum—gum which picks up dust
and the germs which may be part
and parcel of the dust—and the
tongue that licks the stamps col-
lects this miscellany.

Envelope flaps may pe less dirty
than stamps, but they are likety to
be dusty. A student recently col-
lected samples of dust from ordi-
narily clean surroundings—from ta-
ble, window-ledge, coats and so on.
The samples were sown on suitable
growing media, incubated, and ex-
amined under a microscope; sev-

germs were found, despite the fact
that none of the objects examined
would have been considered dirty.
It is more than likely that envelopes
might collect similar samples of
dust,

The habit of moistening the
thumb again and again when touch-
ing cards or papers may cause
germs to be transferred from one
person’s mouth to that of another.

Even the cleanest mouth is far
from germless; the average mouth
and throat form a kind of hot-bed
for microbes, to the activity of
which the owner may be immune
from long contact and an acquired
tolerance. But when such germs
are transferred to another person
they are likely to attack with all
possible virulence.

Newton, Great Mathematician

One of the world's greatest math-
ematicians left school at an early
age (fifteen) to work on a farm, but
didn't stay there. This was Sir
Isaac Newton. Finding he was use-
less as a farmer, his parents
sent him to college, where he de-

veloped some of his most famous
theories.

AMOUS STORIES
King Arthur’s
Death Told in
TennysonTale

By ELIZABETH C. JAMES

IN THE last days of King Arthur,
his men were led in revolt
against him by the traitorous
knight, Sir Modred. Warfare had
continued many months and the
time had now come for the last
struggle. Among those faithful to
the king was the knight, Sir Bedi-
vere, now constant companion to
the lonely and aged king.

Overlooking the camps which
were arrayed for battle, the king
thought sorrowfully of his knights
whom he was now fighting. His
heart was heavy as the battle be-
gan, relates Lord Tennyson in his
story, "“The Death of King Arthur.”

On every side there was strife to
the death until the fleld was strewn
with men, At the point of Excali-
bur, King Arthur's famous sword,
Sir Modred met his
end. But, alas, King
Arthur was sorely
wounded, Carefully
Sir Bedivere carried
his king off the fleld.
But King Arthur
knew that now he
was to die.

Calling his loyal
knights to him, he
requested Sir Bedi-
vere to carry Excal-
ibur down to the
lake front and throw
it into the water,
The knight thought this a strange
request, but he lifted the treasured
sword and went his way to the lake.

Standing beside the water, Sir
Bedivere thought of the needless
waste of so many jewels and of so
much beauty and he hid Excalibur
in a tree. When Sir Bedivere stood
again before him, King Arthur asked
what he had seen when the threw
the sword into the water, Sir Bedi-
vere answered, ““The rippling of the
waves,"’

“Betrayer!” cried the king.
as I bid you!"

Standing again beside the water
the knight thought: the king is ill
and does not know what he says, so
I will hide the sword, Accordingly,
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“BEAUTIFUL"” LIFE

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, lived a
life as beautiful and unreal in its
romanticism as that of any hero
in his King Arthur stories.

The drowning of Arthur Hal-
lam, Tennyson's college friend
who understood and encouraged
the sensitive poet, caused Tenny-
son to suffer a nervous collapse
and to live ten years in retire-
ment. At the end of that time he
presented for publication “In
Memoriam,”” an elegy to Arthur
Hallam, a poem said to have
brought more comfort to sorrow-
ing people than any other poem.

Tennyson was not wealthy, and
he and his sweetheart wanted to
leave the path of his life open
for writing instead of trying to
earn a less precarious livelihood,
s0 they waited many years be-
fore marriage was possible,
Speaking of his marrying Emily
Sellwood he said, “‘On the day 1
married her, the peace of God
entered into my soul.”

At the death of Wordsworth,
Tennyson was made Poet Laure-
ate of England, having long en-
joyed the friendship of Queen
Victoria. After that he was so
besieged by sightseers, that he
was forced to move to the Isle
of Wight, which place is now
famous for having been his
home. Tennyson died in 1892, at
the age of eighty-three.

he once more placed it safely away.
The second time the king asked
what he had seen and the knight
gave the same answer as before,
“The rippling of the waves."”

With
cried, “'If you do not do as I com-
mand, I will kill you with my own
hands!"

Sir Bedivere ran to the lake,

wheeled the sword high, and with |
the |

all his might, hurled it into
lake. Instantly an arm clothed in
rich apparel rose from the lake,
caught the sword, brandished it
three times and drew Excalibur un-
der the waves,
heard what Sir Bedivere had seen,
his soul was satisfied. Then he made
his last request of his knight, that

Sir Bedivere would assist him to

reach the shores of the lake.

Old Order Changeth.

When the king stood beside the
waters, there appeared in the dis-
tance a barge.
it came, until the richness of the
black draperies
Three queens weeping in lamenta-
tion stood on the bow looking toward
King Arthur, Sir Bedivere supported
his king, until the outstretched arms
of the queens assisted King Arthur
to take his place on the barge.

Slowly the barge began to leave
the shore. Standing alone as King
Arthur moved into the distance, Sir
Bedivere cried out, *I am left alone!
What shall I do?"

Kindly answered the king, ‘‘The
old order changeth, giving place to
new—Pray for me, for more things
are wrought by prayer than this
world dreams of . . . "

So ended the life of King Arthur,
for many years ruler over the

Round Table,
© Bell Syndicate.—WNY Service.
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Pattern 6030,

You, too, can enjoy the luxury
of beautiful lace . . . all you need
18 a crochet hook and some inex-
pensive string. Carry them with
you wherever you go and make
a square—(it is just a square)-—
at a time. Sew them together to
form cloths, scarfs, bedspreads,
or pillows. There's rare charm
in this Italian-type lace
smart, exclusive and long-wear-
ing. In pattern 6030 you will find
complete instructions for making
the square shown; an illustration
of it and all stitches used; ma-
terial requirements; a photograph
of the square.

To obtain this pattern, send 15
cents in stamps or coins (coins
preferred) to The Sewing Circle,
Household Arts Dept., 250 W. 14th
Street, New York, N. Y.

KILLS INSECTS

ON FLOWERS * FRUNS
VEGETABLES & SHRUBS

Demand original sealed
botties, from your dealer

Knowledge of the Brave
Only the brave know how to for-
A coward never forgave; it
in his nature.—Laurence

MEN LOVE GIRLS
WITH PEP

If you are peppy and full of fun, men will In-
vite you to dances and parties. BUT, If you
are cross, lifeless and tired, men won't be
Interested. Men don't like “quiet” girls.

For three generations one woman has told
another how to go “smiling through” with
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. It
helps Nature tone up the system, thus lessen-
lnﬁ the discomforts from the funetional dis-
orders which women must endure,

Make a note NOW to get a bottle of world-
famous Pinkham’'s Compound today WITH-
OUT FAIL from your druggist —more than a
million women have written In letters re-

porting benefit.,
Why not try LYDIA E. PINKHAM'S

VEGETABLE COMPOUND?

KILL ALL FLIES

anywhere, Dalsy

iller attracts and kills

Guaranteed, eflectiva, N
eonvenlent — Cannog Il —
e Wilinot soll orinjure n:l

- Lasts all peason, 200 A
Qealers. H Bomers, Ine,,
150 De bAve. . B'klynN.Y.

FLY KILLER
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GET RID OF
BIG UGLY
PORES

PLENTY OF DATES NOW...DENTON'S
FACIAL MAGNESIA MADE HER
SKIN FRESH, YOUNG, BEAUTIFUL

Romance hasn't a chance when nﬂ
pores spoil skin-texture. Men love the
smoothness of a fresh young complexion.
&ntm'l]:'trciﬂn Ma luia does di:hlclu

unsightly skin. Ugly pores ppear,
skin becomes firm and smooth,

Watch your complexion take on new beauty

Even the first few treatments with Denton’s Facial
make a remarkable difference. With

DAISY

ppear. Before you know it Denton’s
you entirely new skin loveliness.

EXTRAORDINARY OFFER
- Saves You Money
Denton’s Facial Magnesia on the

h
Ihm:mlr. 'i:ll-'illlmdm li:ll h:
bottle wus a regular sized
of hlﬂ.lml Jl.’hll (known throughout
s the original Milk of

agnesia

SELECT
PRODUCTS, Inc.
4402 — 23rd St
Long island City, N.Y.

Enclosed find $1

(cash or stamps)

for which send me your
special introductory
combination.
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