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CHAPTER VII—Continued 
moe Bhs 

“Do you know, dear girl, such a 
proceeding never occurred to me. 
That may have been because I 
haven't regarded these things as 

property to be disposed of in an 
emergency. They seem a part of 
myself, Nora, because each one re- 
calls some memory I wouldn't ex- 
change for any amount of gold. But 
I confess to being rather dumb, all 
things considered. Your father has 
a nice taste himself. He would 
have been impressed.” 

Don's voice was rueful, and Nora 
promised: ‘“We’ll impress him yet! 
I'll make the most of these assets 
in my next letter.” 

For despite James Lambert's con- 
tinued silence, Leonora’s chatty 

chronicles of her own doings had 
been unfailing. They seemed 

bridge the gap a 
him nearer. 

‘““And to know that he knows we're 
well and happy, is something, isn’t 
it?” she 
day in late September. 

“It’s a great deal—to a loyal soul 
like you,’”’ he answered, and turned 
away because the momentary sad- 

ness in her eyes had hurt him. 
“Come on, Nora,” he called with 
cheer from the porch five minutes 
later. ‘Tide's out. What say we 
tramp a mile or two on the hard 
sand?” 

It was an hour later when they 
discovered the stable beyond the 
dunes. Its ugly cupola, with tiny 
windows of red, amber and purple 
glass, caught Nora's eyes, and turn- 
ing inland they explored what once 
had been a homesite. 

“House must have burned,” said 
Don, looking into a gaping cellar 
hole now overrun with fireweed. “A 
pity the barn didn’t go too, Nora. 
It's a blot on the landscape.” 

“But the view from here is glo- 
rious. Come and see.” Nora was 
standing before the stable door. 
“It’s queer the owners didn’t re- 
build after living in such a heaven- | 
ly place.” 

“And queerer,”” grinned Don, his 
ayes lifting to the cupola, ‘‘that those 
gay, enticing windows have escaped 
he stone-throwing prowess of some 

small boy. In a village the same 
temptation would have been fatal— 

to the windows, I mean!” 
“lI never could understand 

destructive trait in the 
nale,”” said Leonora. 

» 

that 

‘““That’'s only because the youth- | 
ful female can’t hit a target if she | 
tries, my dear. Gosh! Nora, you're 
right about this view. I never saw 
a finer stretch of ocean. It's a big 
barn, isn't it? This doesn’t look like 
farm land, either. 

before dark.” 

ter. Nora’s heart quickened as he 
held it out, quickened until she saw 
the foreign stamp. 

“Is it from Mr. Venable?" 
Don nodded, tearing it open ea- 

gerly, for once unmindful of her dis- 
appointment. 

He read it sauntering along the 
village street, his wife's hand on 
his arm preventing him from col- 

liding with trees or light posts. He 
smiled as he read—chuckled—lost 
to everything save this message 
from his friend; and for the mo- 
ment Nora felt strangely shut out— 
forgotten. Then Don turned, and 
she saw that his eyes were shining 
with some awakened interest. 

“I just skimmed through the 
thing,”” he told her happily. “I'll 
read it aloud soon as we reach the 
shack. Ven writes a bully letter. 
He wants us to join them in Italy 
next month, Nora. Says there's no 
end of things I could do and write 
about — knows an English editor 
who's keen for that sort of stuff and 
will pay well for it—says that Con- 
stance wants to know'’—Don grinned 
at the thrust—"‘if I'm still oblivious 
to the necessity of filthy lucre! What 
do you think of the plan, darling? 
How does a winter at Capri appeal 
to you? You're sure to fall for Ven. 
and Connie and the youngsters. And 
they'll love you, Nora. They'll bow 
right down and worship or I miss 
my guess. We're foot-loose now. 1 
can’t perceive a single reason why 
we shouldn't do it. Let's go.” 

And Nora, who was beginning to 
suspect a good and sufficient rea- 
son for staying home, looked into 
her husband's eager face, lighted 
once more with the Jove of roaming 
that was so much a part of him, 
and answered gamely: “Let's!” 

On a crisp October day some 
three weeks later they sailed for 
Naples. Despite a promise of win- 
ter in the air, Nora left the “shack” 
almost reluctantly; and remember- 
ing the dismay with which she had 
regarded the place a few months 
earlier, was forced to smile at her 
changed attitude. But it was home 
to her now. When, the girl asked 
herself, and with just cause, per- 
haps, would they have another? 

Don, absorbed in eager prepara- 
tions for the new adventure, felt no 
regrets—no visible regrets, at least. 
This hurt Nora a little, foolish 
though she knew the hurt to be. Per- 

  
to | 

little—to bring | 

{ able, 

| tramped 
asked Don wistfully one | 

  youthful 

Well, we must | 
be getting on if we're to return via | 
the post office and finish our supper | 

  

haps, she mused, her husband would 
feel differently were he aware of 
the secret she was guarding. But 
it must remain a secret until they 
got away. On that Nora was re- 
solved. Otherwise Don might sense 
her ridiculous dread of starting out 
for a foreign country at just this 
time—might even insist on chang- 
irg all their plans; and that, she 
argued, wouldn't be fair to him. Aft- 
er all, hadn't she married this ‘‘sol- 
dier of fortune’ with her eyes wide 
open? Hadn’t she known he'd never 
be happy tied to a home? And there 
was no sane reason why they 
shouldn’t go. If she had a mother 
to be near her here—a sister—but 
there was no one, not even a father 

as things stood now. Why should 
she care? 

And like a beacon light, its cheer- 

ful rays piercing the fog, was the 
steadying thought of Constance Ven- 

Leonora was pondering on 
one afternoon when she 

alone up the deserted 
beach. The shack was in order, 
ready for their early departure in 
the morning. Don had accompanied 

Jim Perkins to the station with their 
luggage (‘‘Such swell luggage, dar- 

this 

  

  

      
Don lifted the rusty hasp. 

ling,” he said gleefully, “thanks to 
your father for sending on those 
steamer trunks!'’); and Nora, 
overcome with what she considered 
an unwarranted attack of homesick- 
ness, was making a gallant effort 
to walk it off. 

Yes, she was thinking as she 
| watched a gull dive gracefully down 

The postmaster produced one let- | in search of sustenance, there would 
be Constance Venable. Don had 
told her so much about the older 
woman that she seemed a friend. 
Constance had had four children. 
Philip, the youngest, was born 
abroad. It was silly to worry, even 
for one minute. Connie would tell 
her what to do. of course. 

Nora moved softly, not wishing to 
disturb a flock of sandpipers hurry- 
ing along in the wake of a receding 
wave; but at her cautious step they 

seemed to sense some danger, lifted 
their wings and ‘like the famous 
ladybug,” thought the girl whimsi- 
cally, “flew away home.” Watching 
their swift, sure passage she found 
herself envying those birds a little. 
They recalled some words she must 
have heard in childhood. A verse 
out of the Bible, wasn't it? ‘The 
foxes have holes, and the birds of 
the air have nests; but the Son of 
Man hath not where to lay his 
head.” 

like Don! And how long, wondered 
Don's wife, had those old, old words 
lain dormant in her brain, wait 
ing to stir at sight of a flock of 
sandpipers flying to shelter? 

Nora turned toward the dunes, 
wishing (although she couldn't have 
said why) to gaze on something 
less restless than the sea; conscious 
that nostalgia still had the upper 
hand. Somehow, it must be van- 
quished before Don returned. Their 
last honeymoon supper must be a | 
happy one—happy for both of them. 

“But I'm pretty tired and 
shouldn't have walked so far,” she | 
told herself as the stable they'd ex- | 
plored not long before came into 
view, its varicolored cupola win- 
dows sparkling like jewels in the 
sunlight. There was a seat in front 
of the old barn: a pew from some 
abandoned church. Why not rest 
there for a while—feast her eyes 
on that matchless vista of curving 
shore beyond the bay-—get back 
her calmness, and then go home to 
Don? 
What a beautiful place! Nora 

breathed deeply the sweet scent of 
balsam. How her father would love 
it! And with this thought she saw 
into her own heart, facing the 
knowledge that her reluctance in go- 
ing so far away lay in the fact 
that she could not reach James 
Lambert should he need her. True, 
he had been curiously unforgiving 
for one who had forgiven so much 

  
| winter, 

  

in others. In their tragic parting 
he had been neither fair to Don nor 
generous to herself. Yet the girl 
knew that if anything happened 
(that fateful ‘“‘anything’’ we cannot 
voice), her father would send for 
her. She knew that should she fail 
to come safely through the ‘‘valley 
of the shadow’ which lay ahead, 
he would be at her side—with Don— 
when the lights went out. 

And she was going away, far, far 
beyond the reach of those steady, 
comforting hands she loved so dear- 
ly. Nora's eyes misted. The love- 
ly, distant shore became a blur. A 
lump rose in her throat. She could 
not swallow it; and said, aloud, a 
valorous effort to pull herself to- 
gether: ‘Hold tight, Nora! Don't 
be a baby. Everything has its price, | 
hasn't it? Did you really expect to | 
avoid paying? Be your age, can’t 

you? Remember you're not a butter- 
fly any more. (It's just as well Dad 
kept those silver slippers!) Don’t 

{ you dare cry or I'll be ashamed of 
you. I-" 

She sprang up, startled, hearing 
nothing, yet cannily aware of an 
approaching presence. 
saw Don emerging from between 

  
Then she | 

the highest dunes. He waved; came | 

toward her rapidly. Not even that 
dragging sand, she noticed, 
take the lightness from his tread. 

“Gee! woman, you gave me 

could | 

“See it!” Nora's troubles were 
lost in this picture of Don’s imagi- 
nation, “Why, it’s every bit as plain 
as if I'd been there. Do you know, 
Don, 1-1 believe you could write a 
book!" 

Don laughed at the thought, his 
eyes still on the ancient carving. 
“Maybe I could—a book that no- 

body but you would read. Do you 
know,” he added after a thought- 
ful moment, “‘it goes against every- 

thing in me, leaving a splendid piece 
of work like this to be battered by 
the tempests of a New England 

winter. Why, it'll be buried in snow 

for weeks and weeks, Nora! Doesn’t 
seem right, does it—a pew out of an 

old church? If 1 knew who owned 
the thing I—I believe I'd buy it and 
cart it to the shack. What say we 
set it inside the barn, dear? This 
door's not locked. 1 tried it the 
other day.” 

Already he was lifting the rusted 
hasp—putting his shoulder to the 
heavy door. Then he turned, and 
Nora saw that her husband's 
thoughts were far away from that 
weather-beaten stable beside the 

sea. 
“I can’t help wondering about the 

man who carved these posts,” he 
observed dreamily. “I can't help 

thinking how I'd feel myself if, 
| after creating anything so good, it 

the | 

dickens of a scare!” He sank quite | 
breathless onto the old pew, draw- 
ing her down beside him. 
ally wondered for a moment (a ter- 
rible moment, Nora!) if you'd been 
kidnaped. Then 1 discovered your 

“Il actu- | 

footprints in the wet sand and the | 
rest was easy. But don’t you dare 
run off like this again and leave no | 

message. I've got a—a palpitation! 

Feel my heart.” 
“You goose!" said Nora; and at 

something in her voice Don turned, 
scanning her closely. 
“Why, what's the matter?” 
“Nothing. I'm just a little tired.” 

| sick." 
“Only—only a bit. We've been 

so happy here.’ 
hat. 

{ long, 
| perhaps 

was left neglected in such a place. 

You see, the chap who did this 
carving put his heart into it. He 
must have, or the work wouldn't 
be so perfect. For all we know, it 
may have been his masterpiece. 
And he was carving to the glory of 
God, Nora—something he thought 
permanent—something he thought 
would be a part of that old church 

long after he was gone and 
forgotten.” Don paused, 

flushing a little as he met her eyes. 
“Am-—-am I an idiot, Nora, to want 

| to save it for him?" 

She answered, rising: “You are a 
dreamer; but I love you for it, Don.” 

“Nonsense! 1 think you're home- | 

| ting his 

{ 
! 
| stand.” he to 

88 a matter of loca- | 

arse not, but . . .” 
» hesitated, and Don said with 

“Listen to 

has given you the 

| blues—our last day, too! I sha'n’t al- 

| low it. 

| we 
What does it matter where 

are, if we're together? Why, 
we're going to have a wonderful 

Nora! Italy. The narrow 

streets of Capri. Warmth and sun- 
shine. Good friends like Ven and 
Connie when we want em; and al- 
ways each other, sweetheart. Why 
are you sad?” 

‘No reason,” admitted Nora, 
smiling at him. ‘“No reason at all." 
Then in a defensive effort to change 
the subject: “Don, do you realize 
what we're sitting on?” 

He turned, stood up, regarding a 
carved post with interest. 

“It looks like—it is a pew out of 
some old church, Nora. Do you see 
this carving? It must have been 
done in the days when carpentry 

| was an art, and a man worked for 
{ the love of his task, as we all should 
now. A pew! A real old-fashioned 
pew, isn't it? Say! can’t you imag- 
ine the family that used to occupy 
it? First Mother, rustling up the 
aisle on Sunday morning in her best 
black silk, followed by three—no—"' 
(his eyes were measuring the seat’s 
capacity) “four kiddies, hushed and 
important, each one clasping his 

penny for the contribution box. And 
lastly, Father—very dignified, you 
know, and a bit uncomfortable in 
his Sunday suit—shoes squeaking a 
little; while some prim old maid 
(the village music teacher), plays 
soft music on a melodeon ,. . . See 

{ it, Nora?” 
How true that was of a vagabond | 

  

Don lifted the rusty hasp and put- 
shoulder to the heavy door, 

found it unlocked. 
“And you're a marvel to under- 

id her ardently. ** "Most 

any other girl would think me crazy. 
lend a hand that end, dear, 
and we'll have it safe no 

time. Gee!" (as they laid their bur- 

den down) ‘what a peach of a barn! 
into the cupola. 

look out of those 

with 
Wilh 

inside in 

I've a longing to 

colored windows.’ 
“And risk breaking a leg so we 

can't start tomorrow?’ retorted 
Nora. “Really, Don, 1 believe 
there's no one in the world just 
like you. One minute you're a 
thoughtful idealist; then—presto, 
change! A bit of colored glass 
transforms you into a little boy!" 

Yes, that was Don! Nora was 
thinking of this when, hours later, 
she lay trying to sleep, yet unable 
to close her eyes as she watched a 
harvest moon brighten the room. 
That was Don-—a dreamer who saw 
into the hearts of others. His imag- 
inative sympathy might run away 
with him at times, as it had today, 
perhaps; but without that quality— 
without his unfailing capacity for 
seeing ‘‘the other fellow's side,” 
would he be able to regard her fa- 
ther without bitterness? 

Her father! Leonora had put the 
thought of him behind her during 
the last few hours. Their supper 
had been a gay affair. A bowl of 
late purple asters adorned the ta- 
ble; her biscuits were fluffy as 
could be desired, and even James 
Lambert would have praised the 
soup! Since they must rise at six 

o'clock they had turned in early; 
but it is one thing to go to bed, 
and quite another to drop at once 
into refreshing slumber. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

  

Animal and Plant Species Estimated 

to Total About One and Half Million 

The total number of species of 
plants and animals known to exist 
is conservatively estimated at 1% 
million, according to a study of Or- 
ganic Diversity issued by the Co- 
lumbia University press. Many new 
species are described every year, 
and large additions may be expect- 
ed in the future, it is pointed out. 

While the true extent of organic 
diversity can only be surmised at 
present, there are 822,765 known 
species of animals. The number of 
described species of flowering plants 
is around 133,000, and of lower 
plants 100,000. These totals fall short 
of the actually existing number of 
species, and do not take into ac- 
count the intraspecific variation 
which is commensurate only with 
the number of living individuals, it 
is explaiend. 

“For centuries man has been in- 
terested in the diversity of living 
beings,’ says Theodosius Dobzhan- 
sky, professor of genetics in Cali- 
fornia Institute of Technology, au- 
thor of the study. ‘‘The multitude 
of the distinct ‘kinds’ or species or 
organisms is seemingly endless, and 
within a species no uniformity pre- 
vails. In the case of man himself 
it is generally taken for granted 
that every individual is unique, dif-   

ferent from every other one who 
now lives or has lived. 

“The same is probably true for 
individuals of species other than 
man, although our methods of ob- 
servation are frequently inadequate 
to show this. Attempts to under- 
stand the causes and significance of 
organic diversity have been made 
ever since antiquity; the problem 
seems to possess an irresistible es- 
thetic appeal, and biology owes’ its 
existence in part to this appeal.” 

Mohammedan Rituals 
A very special and intricate code 

of cleanliness must be performed 
before each of the five periods of 
daily prayer by the Mohammedans 
unless no opportunity for pollution 
between these prayer periods has 
occurred. Washing for prayer is a 

S————————— _ - ss———————— 

  

| Cool, Midsummer Fashions 
    

| the simple things that look 
prettiest in hot weather— 

| dresses like these, with slim 
| skirts, puff sleeves and v-neck- 
| lines. And they are both made 
with the softness of detail that 
gives them summery, flattering 

| prettiness, Make them at home, 
  
  

        

just the colors and fabrics that 
suit you best, The patterns in- 
clude detailed sew charts so that 

you can easily do it, and you'll | 
save enough for that extra frock 

you always want in summertime. 

Dress With Fitted Waistline. 

This 

pensive, 

dress has a beautifully ex- 
exclusive look—and it's 

50 easy Only six steps in| 
the making. The lifted waistline | 
is topped by soft gathers that fill 
out the bosom. Darts at the side 
make the waist hug your figure, 

and the sash bow in back adds a 
touch of youthful charm. Linen, 
silk crepe, dotted Swiss or geor- 
gette are pretty fabrics for this 
dress. 

All-Day-Long House Dress, 
Made on modified 

this dress is simple enough 
to put on first thing in the morn- 
ing, and pretty enough to wear all 
day long. Ricra i on the col- 

to do! 

y 
lines, 

s makes it 
aoe c 
aatiering. 

{ 

IB 

jue, ging 

Il be one « 
ay dresse 

ver owned! 

The Patterns. 
rod f 
gneaq ior 

shirtwaist | 

"NERVOUS? 

quires 4% wards of 35-inch mate- 
rial; 2% yards of ricrac braid to 
trim. 

Spring-Summer Pattern Book, 

Send 15 cents for the Barbara 
Bell Spring and Summer Pattern 
Book which is now ready. It con- 
tains 109 attractive, practical and 
becoming designs. The Barbara 

Bell patterns are well planned, ac- 
curately cut and easy to follow. 
Each pattern includes a sew-chart 
which enables even a beginner to 

{| cut and make her own clothes. 

Send your order to The Sewing 
Circle Pattern Dept.,, 247 WW. 
Forty-third street, New York, 
N. Y. Price of patterns, 15 cents 
(in coins) each. 

© Bell Syndicate. ——WNU Service. 

HOUSEHOLD 
QUESTIONS \ 
Rich Salmon 0Oil.—The oil float- 

ing on the top of the can of salmon 
is as rich or richer than codliver 

oil in Vitamin D, and should never 

be the d but 
used in cooking. 

poured down 

Be Precautious.—If 3 
smell smoke in the | 

4 =z wr A y 
Sil an vonaer wi 

Improving Custard.—Stale cake 
umbs, sprinkled over the top of 

a custard before putting it intc 
oven to bake, gives 

brown and 
different flavor. 

cate 

» * * 

When Food Burns.—If food is 
burned in the pan while cooking, 

place the pan containi the 

scorched food into a larger pan 
containing water and the food will 
lose its burned flavor. Then re- 
move all but the scorched parts 
and continue cooking in a clean 
vessel, 

sizes 14, 16, | 
Size 16 requires | 

nch material. 

i for sizes 34, 386, 
i 46. Size 36 re- 

  

How to Make a Good Living 

| 

From Five Acres of Land 

Security is assured and even | 

comfort and luxury may come to | 
the family that owns and wisely 
operates a small farm. Not only 
can such a place supply the food 
requirements of the family, but it 
may produce abundance to sell, 
often at higher prices than those of 
the general market. 

This is the subject covered in 
the new 369 page book entitled 
“FIVE ACRES,” by M. G. Kains, 
which has proven so popular that 
it is now in its third printing. 

It will be shipped to you postpaid 
on receipt of $2.50 by addressing 
Brandt Aymar, Dept. 18, 400 
Madison Avenue, New York City. 
—Adv, | 

| 
  

Do You Want to Learn 

How to Plan a 
Laxative Diet? 

Get This Free Bulletin 
Offered by C. Houston Goudiss 

EADERS of this newspaper 
are invited to write to C. 

Houston Goudiss, 6 East 39th 
Street, New York City, for a 
free copy of his bulletin, “Help- 
ful Hints on Planning a Laxa- 
tive Diet.” 

The bulletin gives concrete 
suggestions for combatting 
faulty elimination through cor- 
rect eating and proper habits of 
hygiene. It gives a list of laxa- 
tive foods and contains a full 
week's sample menus. A post- 
card is cient to carry your 
request,       

| 

| 
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Do you feel so nervor 
table? Do you scold 

those dearest to you 
If your nerves are on edge, try LYDIA E. 

PINKHAM'S VEGETABLE COMPOUND. 
It often helps Nature calm quivering nerves. 

For three generations one woman has t 

srders wi 

Make y 

famous Pinkham's Ce 
OUT FAIL fre 
million women bave written in 
porting benefit, 

Why mot rg LYDIA E. PINKHAM'S 
VEGETABLE COMPOUND? 

m your dr 
letters re- 

  

4 cups 

to show you the tosy woy to 

KEEP CLEAN INSIDE! 
You'll Hie the way Ht maps you beck, overnight, to 
the feeling of “rerin’ to go” fitnem and inside closn- 
Finers! Helps eliminste the left-over wastes thet hold 
vou back, couse headaches, indigestion, etc. Gerbeld 
Tee is nots miracle worker, but if CONSTIPATION 

bother you, it will certainly “do wonder!” 104 end 
25¢ of drugstores —or WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES 

of Garbeld Tes and Garfield Hesdoche Powden ton 
GARFIELD TEA CO. Dept. 21, Brooklyn, N.Y. 

  

  

Get rid of WORMS in children 
or adults. An enormous appe- 
tite, itching of the nose, grind- 

ing of teeth in sleep, eating 
dirt or clay are symptoms that 
may indicate worms. The best 
medicine to drive them out is 
Dr. Peery’s “Dead Shot” Ver- 
mifuge. 50c a bottle at drug- 
gists or Wright's Pill Co., 100 
Gold St., New York, N. Y. 

HELP KIDNEYS 
To Get Rid of Acid 

and Poisonous Waste 
Your kidneys help to keep you. well 

by constantly filtering waste matter 
from the blood. If your kidneys get 
functionally disordered and fall to 
remove excess impurities, there may be 
potted of whole 

~wide 
Paming, jeaaty or ton frequnnl url 

pation may be a warn some kidoey 

“y - gn - backache, ou may suffer mn 
persistent headache, attacks of dizziness, 
getting up nights, swelling, pu@ness 

TL eats seo 
In such cases it is better to on a 

medicine that won Na 

      
  

rometh 
stl known. Use Doan’s 

of teful 
Ask 3 pour Doan’s. 

DOANS PILLS 
  

  

  
Your Advertising Dollar 
buys something more than space and circulation in 

the columns of this newspaper. It buys space and 

circulation plus the favorable consideration of our 

readers for this newspaper and its advertising patrons. 

Let us tell you more about it.  


