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THE STORY

R I-—James Lambert tries in
to dissuade his beautiful foster-
ter, Leonora, from marrying Doa
son, young ‘‘rolling stone,”” whom he
but of whom he disapproves ac-

to his conventional business-man
‘standards. He tells her, ‘‘Unless a house
'is founded upom a rock, it will not sur-
vive.” Leonora suspects the influence of
Der m—al;otbor. Ned,. always jealous of
the girl since the day his father brought
home from the deathbed of her
, abandoned by her Italian bari-
lover. Don arrives in the midst of
the argument, and xILambert realizes the
frank understanding be¢ . veen the two.

CHAPTER II—-Sitting up late into the
might, Lambert reviews the whole m:-){:

return s morning
lvers his ulut’l?;utumrz give Don a job
with Ned for a year's showdown. When
Nora possibility of running
away " mbert tens dis-
e. Don agrees to the job, but
month is over, his nerves are
s cannot ﬂm at nl&h he ntz
h”b: Dat be mﬂ' tified. Nora
him with her music. He falls

# has been in many k
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Y R Sy
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B . it i e et
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it she her bn;?'ln n' :m be use
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lust, and takes lo: mﬂn.m. 0::
evening & r speaks to , &
in his her h‘m her money.
A car at iha moment, flashes
headlights and moves on. A terrific heat

father. m insinuates to
his fa evenings
from N

wi
her job to restore Don's faith

Her ood-’ to her father is met with
”&?1?’1'! mVI—-Don and Nora ‘t&

Maine and settle down in the stu
g;l Venable, a famous artist friend of
‘s, whose daughter he saved from
her father. There

CHAPTER VIIl

On the evening of the day when
Don and Leonora sailed for Italy,
Ned Lambert looked up from a lei-
surely perusal of the evening paper,
and exclaimed: “‘Of all things! Mr.
and Mrs. Donald Mason on the pas-
senger list of the Larino! They
sailed today. Do ‘you suppose Dad
knew it?"

Corinne, painstakingly wading
through the most talked of novel of
the month and bored to death by it,
laid down the book with a sense of
momentary release.

*‘He must know. I dare say he's
paying for the trip. How else could
they manage it? Your father may
pretend he doesn’'t help them, Ned;
but can you see him denying Nora
anything she. may have set her
heart on? Of course he knows.”

“I'ma not so sure.” Ned arose,
walkel uneasily across the room
and back again, pausing beside her
chair, " “I'm not so sure,” he re-
peated. "‘Dad never speaks of Nora;
and once, when I ventured to ask a
question about Don, he shut me up
in a way he hasn't done since I
was twelve K years old! That's
straight, Corinne. I don’t know that
he ever hears from her; but if he
happens to sée this passenger list
and discovers that she’s left the
country, it may upset him. Want to
go 'round and see how the land
lies?”’

Corinne glanced at the novel.

*“I really can't, Ned. This book
is to be reviewed at the club tomor-
row, and unless I'm willing to ap-
pear a—a moron, I've got to finish
it. And it's the dullest thing I ever
tackled. Long, solid pages without
8 word of conversation. Run along
by yourself. I'll try to get through
it before bedtime.”

Ned laughed. Though he kept 1t
well throttled, he was not without a

mild sense of humor, and “'s wife's
struggle to do the proper thing
sometimes amused him.

‘“I'd rather be considered almost
anything than to read a book which
bored me to that extent,”” he told
her frankly. ‘‘Sure you won’t go?
I sha’'n’t stay long; and we both
need exercise. Mustn’'t get tubby
as we get old, Corinne.”

““Tubby!’’ Corinne, who was proud
of her expensively corseted figure,
bristled with indignation. ‘‘You'd
better compare me with other wom-
en of my age, not with those slinky
stenographers in your office. But I
can’'t go anyhow, even if I do need
exercise. I must write to Junior.
He may be homesick these first
days at school.”

‘““That's right,”” said Ned. *“Give
the kid my love, dear; but please
don’t send him any money. His al-
lowance is ample; and it isn't good
for a boy of his age to have too
much.”

Corinne smiled pleasantly; nod-
ded good-by; and said to herself as
the front door closed: “Well, I
didn’t promise, and it won't do a
bit of harm to slip in something. A
boy likes to make a gocd impres-
sion on his schoolmates; and con-
sidering our position in society Jun-
ior's allowance isn’t what it should
be. That's Father Lambert's do-
ings. He's forever harping on the
notion that too much spending mon-
ey spoils a boy; yet when it came
to Nora nothing was too much for
her to throw away. I'll write the

Ned Lambert reached his father's
house and, inserting a latch key,
opened the door quietly, dropped his
hat onto a chair, end went toward
the living room. Nobody here! Per-
haps his father was in the library.
Ned moved down the hall. A fire
blazed cheerily on the hearth in
this smaller room, but the daven-
port with its gorgeous Bokhara cov-
ering on which James sometimes
threw himself for an after-dinner
nap, was now unoccupied.

Dad must be away, thought Ned.
It was stupid not to have called up
before walking over; but his father
hadn't mentioned an engagement,
and he seldom went out evenings
these days. Perhaps one of the
maids would know. Ah! here was
Martha. Good old Martha, ever on
the alert for burglars! She’'d heard
his prowling and . . .

“Oh, it's you, Mr. Ned! I thought
it might be someone who didn‘t
belong here.”

Ned smiled.

‘“You're a good watchman, Mar-
tha. Is father out?”

‘“He’'s upstairs, Mr. Ned.”

“Upstairs! Isn’t he feeling well?™

‘““He had John light the fire in
Miss Nora's room. He's taken to
sitting there quite often.”

‘““He has?”

Ned’s eyes looked puzzled, and
with a cautious glance toward the
wide stairway, Martha closed the
door. Corinne once said that Mar-
tha Berry was as much a part of
James Lambert’'s fine old house as
the front door was. She had lived
there for half of her more than fifty
years, keeping his house beautiful-
ly, a faithful servant of the old ne-

der, and a friend to all who bore
the name of Lambert. She said,
reading the question in Ned's eyes:

“It's this way, Mr. Ned: The
house is so—so still, you see, with-
out Miss Nora. It's like a tomb.
Even my cook notices the differ-
ence.” (To Martha Berry James
Lambert’'s servants were her own.)
‘“She would have given warning
weeks ago if I hadn’t scolded her.
I said: ‘Don't be a fool, Sally.
There's no one else can make a
black bean soup that sets well on
Mr. Lambert's stomach, and he's
very fond of it,” so she stayed on.
But she says the stillness makes
her nervous, Mr. Ned, and I think
she’s right.

““The coffee wasn’tclear thismorn-
ing. Your father likes qld-fashioned
coffee, made with an egg. There's
none better, but it has to be made
with care or the grounds won't set-
tle. Sally’s as good a cook as I
ever had. She knows your father's

letter now, before Ned gets back.” .

‘“The house is so still vvithou
Miss Nora.”

she misses Miss Nora. Your father
likes her cooking but he doesn’t tell
her so. Why should he? But Miss
Nora was always running into the
kitchen. She’d say: ‘Oh, Sally, that
cream pie was simply wonderful!’
or, ‘Don’t you ever dare get mar-
ried and leave us, Sally. I could

die happy eating your potato puff!’
—You know her way, Mr. Ned—not
dignified maybe, but my girls loved
her and it kept them happy. My
housemaid cries now when she
dusts the piano. She always left
the door ajar when Miss Nora was
playing, and many's the time Miss
Nora asked her in to listen.

‘“You can see for yourself that it's
not the same place without your
sister; and Mr. Lambert feels it.
That's why he sits there in her
room so much. It makes her seem
nearer. I know as well as if he'd
told me, which he’d die rather than
do, or my name’s not Martha Ber-
ry. He’s stubborn, your father, if
you'll excuse my saying so. Not
that he isn’t the finest man that ever
lived, as I've reason to know if
ever anybody had. i

*““You were a boy at the time, but in
my mother’s long illness he paid all
her bills. If she had been his own
mother he couldn’t have done more;
and he sent my nieces to business
college, too. But for all that he can
be stubborn when he gets a notion
into his head; and there’ve been
times during the last 30 years when
if I hadn't known my place,
Ned, I would have thrown things
at him.”

Martha spoke so seriously, and
looked so like the ideal servant she
really was, that it was impossible
for Ned Lambert to suppress en-
tirely a laugh at the idea of her
throwing teacups at his father. And
being herself not utterly devoid of
humor, the woman surmised his
thought and smiled, a respectful lit-
tle smile as she continued:

‘“Maybe you're thinking I don't
know my place, after all. Maybe
you think I'm an old meddler; but
you were a little boy when I came
here, Mr. Ned, and it was I opened
the door for your poor father the
day he came home carrying Miss
Nora, and she looking like nobody at
all—poor lamb!—in her outgrown
coat. Never will I forget her thin

little wrists coming out o' those

ecoat sleeves; and her big, sad eyes,
and the trustful way she looked up
et Mr. Lambert when he set her
down.

“You see, you're my family, all
of you, Mr. Ned; and I can’t bear
that your father's stubbornness
should break his own heart and Miss
Nora’s too.

‘‘He should remember that this is
the United States, not one of those
foreign countries he hates to travel
in where folks pick out husbands
for their daughters and hands ‘em
over like they was bags of meal
And it's a good boy she’s married.
He gave me his seat in the subway
one o' my days off when I was go-
ing out to my niece Clara’s to have
supper. It takes a gentleman to
give up his seat to a woman he’s
seen wearing her cap and apron—
an old woman too, and not good
looking!

‘““Now go up to your father, Mr.
Ned; and if you can make him see
that it’s only a mule that’ll bite off
its nose to spite its face, it’ll save
him a heartache.”

She opened the door, then as Ned
remained silent, added stiffly, re-
membering ‘‘her place’’: ‘I beg
pardon if I've offended, Mr. Ned.”

It was then that Ned Lambert
gave way to one of the impulses his
wife deplored (*‘Oh, Ned! she's only
a servant!’’) — an impulse that
would have made Nora cheer. Per-

haps he was remembering the times -

when in some childhood illness
Martha had sat by his bed through
the long, dark hours of night, ‘‘keep-
ing him company.’” Or that it was
Martha he went to for comfort on
that terrible day when, a heart-
broken lad of nine, he learned that
his mother was never coming home.
Whatever it was, Ned crossed the
space between them and put his
arm around those faithful shoulders
in a boyish hug.

““Offended! How could you possi-
bly offend a Lambert, Martha, after
all you've done for us? But there’s
more to this business than you un-
derstand.”” The man's face dark-
ened. He was recalling a hot June
day—a blow that had left his jaw
lame for a week. ‘‘There are things
one can’'t forgive, or . .”

He paused, not knowing just how
to proceed; and the woman said, in
the gentle way she had told him
many truths in the years gone by:
‘““Excuse me, Mr. Ned, but there's
nothing we can’t forgive—if we care
enough. Run along up now. Run
up and see your father.”

dhmekng
COLDS
and

(Continued Next Week)
FEVER
first day

666 ..

Liquid, Tablets, Salve, Nose Drope
Try “Rub-My-Tism”-Werld’s Best
Liniment
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Nine meetings to demonstrate
the possibilities of a simple water
system for the farm home were
Iconcluded last week in Edgecombe
' County,
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Our Fish are carefully selected and
fresh, Try a Baked Shad with new
potatoes and sliced lemon and a
cup of Old Mansion coffee.

SPECIAL!
Barred Rock fryers
Young and Tender

Age 9 Weeks—Weight 2 lbs, or
over,
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ZEBULON'S
FOOD CENTER

U. S. Approved, Pullorem Tested
BABY CHICKS

Hatch each Wednesday. Barred
Rocks, Rhode Island Reds,
English White Leghorns,

ZEBULON HATCHERY
Zebulon, N. C.
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—
IRBY D. GILL
Attorney & Counselor at Law
Phone 2281
Zebulon, North Carolina

DR. ). F. COLTRANE

— Dentist —
Office Hrs. 9-12:30—1:30-5

M. ]. SEXTON
INSURANCE

DR. CHAS E. FLOWERS

Physician apd Surgeon
Oﬁice h\.,'-‘
830-10am. —1-3pm.
Phone Off. 2881 — Res. 20061
Back of Frank Kannans’

|

DR. L. M. MASSEY
— Dentist —
Phone 2021
Hrs. 9 am. to 5 p. m.
Office in Zebulon Drug Bldg.

For Insurance of All Kinde
and
FARM LOANS

BoR
D. D. CHAMBLEE

PLUMBING AND
ELECTRICAL SERVICE

Anywhers Anytime
BILL STRICELAND

Patronize our advertisers.

Business Cards

ZEBULON SUPPLY CO.

We Feed & Clothe The Family
And Furnish The Home

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

J. M. CHEVROLET Q0.

CHEVROLETS
OLDSMOBILES

New and Used Cars
Factory Trained Mechanics

J. A. KEMP AND SON
Groceries — Dry Goods

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
Phone 2171

LITTLE RIVER ICE CO.
Quality and Service
Phone 2871

CAROLINA POWER AND
LIGHT COMPANY
NOW
Blectricity is Cheap
Phone 2511

A. A. WELLS
Wood and Iron Worker
Horsehshoeing—Repairing of
any tool or implement on the

farm
Zebulon, N. C.

JOHNSON BROTHERS
*JEWELERS
Watch Makers —— Jewelry

Zebulon, N.C.

Everything
To Build
Anything
MASSEY LUMBER (0.

Zebulon, N. C.
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