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There was nothing especially roman-
tic 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
AuUgury 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
B¢e existence through ‘“theée mists of
alabaster lamps.”

And his dream came true, Yes, came

true to the extent that C. M. partici-
pated in a romance in real life that
had chivalry, adventure, mystery, beau=-
tiful women and all sorts of interest-
ing and delightful people and experi-
eénces 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,
éducated in New Jersey and lives at
Rockwood, New Hope, in Bucks county,
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

CHAPTER I.—-With a stranger, whom
he introduces as his nephew, Ned Car-
; ¥, Claude Melnotte Dabbs returns

om New York to his general grocery
ﬁ Peace Valley, Pa. To “Aunt Lyddy,”

8 housekeeper, he explains that Car-

r is a chance acqua ntance, veteran
E the World war, whom he had met
and taken a liking to.

CHAPTER IIL.—Carter tells Aunt
yddy he has broken with his family
his sweetheart bhecause of his re-
éntment of their ultra pacific tend-
ncles. With Dabbs Ned visits Clover
Hollow, abiding place of a ‘“collection
+ Bood-natured cranks,” according to
@ grocer. They almost run over a
Og belonging to a girl whom Carter
apparently recognizes. Ned delivers a
grocery order, and in his absence the
ﬁiﬂ. Dorothy Selden, reveals that she
nows him to be Ned Carter Rangeley,
g:gkut Loren Rangeley, New York
er.

CHAPTER IIL—Next day Ned com-
mences work as a “grocer’s boy.” At a
fésidence, the “White House,” he de-
livers an order marked “Johnston.”
There he meets a girl who tells him
8he and her mother are alone in the
house, the servants having left them
bécause of the “loneliness.”” He prom-
ises to tIB' to procure household help.
Meeting Dorothy Selden, his erstwhile
Bweetheart, he baffles her attempts
to discover the reason for his presence
n Peace Valley. Arrangement is made
OF & cook to go to the Johnstons'

CHAPTER IV.—The cook being un-
fble to begin work at once, Ned visits
the White House to inform Miss John-
8lon of the fact. Explaining the situa-
tlon to her mother, the girl, “Mary,” is
astonished by that lady’s emotion at
the mention of Dabbs’ name. The cook
arrives, and Mary, with Ned, goes to
the village for groceries. They are
séen by Dorothy Selden. Mrs. John-
ston, worried over financial troubles,
zbuthered by Dorothy, who warns her

i
there 1is something suspicious about
Ned Carter, i e

CHAPTER V.—There is something
about Mary vaguely famillar to Dabbs,
and he is highl interested In village
!'oasl concerning the mother ani

aughter. Mrs. Johnston gaccompanies
Mary to an inn for luncheon. Dabbs
8ees Mrs, Johnston and is obviously
Eﬂa!r;uttiﬂe% Hﬁi lnr?rma Ned he has

£ ng on 8 mind that h oul
ke to tell him. el o

CHAPTER VI—Claude reveals to
Ned a romance of his early life. He
had married, while at college, and
under peculiar circumstances, and his
wife left him the day after the cere-
mony. He is convinced “Mrs. Johnston”
is his wife, “Polly,” and naturally
wants to know, Who is Mary?

CHAPTER VIL—Mrs. Johnston tells
Mary they are practlcallir Fennllaau,
through a trustee’'s defalcation, She

lans an appeal to Loren Rangeley, her

nker, and Mary endeavors to dis-
puade her. While with Ned, Mary fallg
into a pool.. Ned gets her out, unhur
but the incident reveals to him the rea
nature of his feelings toward the girl,

She teld Claude of her plans. She
meant to travel and study and see
everything. -She was fond of reading.
Indeed, she had read and planned in
a way that seemed remarkable to him
for a girl, a servant girl, too, but he
noted that she did not agk about his
plans, Every time their conversation
touched his life, present or future,
she changed the subject. Then he
knew that she meant him to under-
stand she would have nothing to do
with him after tonight. After tonight,
Claude would not see her; after to-
night she would be away enjoying
things, out in the freedom of the
world, with’ money, and she would
have no use for him, no use at all.
It had eaten into the young Claude’s
consciousness that she was going to
use him as a shield until she met some
one she really cared for. Then she
would drop him, and his name. “After
tonight” echoed and re-echoed in his
mind, and he forgot that he had no
right to expect anything else, for he
had taken her money. Jealousy grad-
ually took possession of him. He
watched her talk and smile. It struck
nine, His train had gone.

He did not go; merely sat watching
her. He had known, even then, that
she saw what she had done to him,
and it had gone to her head. He had
been one of the “boarders” in the old
days, one for whom she must fetch
and carry. Now he was at her mercy.

He began to think of lots of things
that proved she had not been as in-
different to him in those old boarding
house days as she had pretended.
Eyven hefore the monev came. Polly
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Johnston, the man-hater, had a soft
gpot for one man—Claude Dabbs. All
unconsciously she had let him see
t?at Claude had wondered afterward
if it was not a conscious use of her
new-found power. He began to be-
lieve that it was not entirely by acci-
dent that she had made him come to
her for the money, instead of having
the lawyer pay him. He had never,
until then, guessed that the girl liked
him—that way. But now she told him
more than she meant, or knew, and
wdien she realized this, she pulled
herself up and began telling him that
the lawyer had arranged for her to
g0 to France. She would go as a
young widow, to people who would
help her; let her see everything and
de everything she wanted to do.

He remembered how the other,
younger Claude, after listening to her
silently for awhile, had blurted out:

“When are you coming back?”

“Never "

“How about me?” the young Claude
had asked, and realized as he said it
that it was a fool’s question.

And the girl had laughed.

“Oh, after tonight you won’t count.”

She had dared to say it, actually
dared to look him in the eyes and
say it.

“Is that so?” the boy had snapped,

'and he had never been angrier in his

life. Rebellion seethed within him.
And yet, he remembered, he had not
hated her. |

“After tonight, eh? Well, the night's
still young.”

Something in“the way he said that,
struck through her lauthing guard.
Her expression changed. She began
to look ever so little—what was it—

frightened?

“It’s getting late. I think you'd
better go.”

“It’'s my .last night,” he had an-

swered, without moving, “Why cut it

short ?”

Then she had moved to the door,
swiftly, and held it open. He rose
to his feet somehow and moved with
her. He could not have told exactly
why, but there was a dangerous feel-
ing growing up inside him. Yet, now
that he understood his younger self,
Claude Dabbs felt if the girl had not

looked so scared,.the feeling would |
not have grown as fast, nor been so |

If she had laughed at

dangerous.
him, he would
If she had trusted him he would have
been compelled to be worthy of her
trust.
flood tide of feelings she had delib-

erately evoked and something in her |
She ~

must have answered his passion.
was deadly afraid of that—as well as
of ‘.

“I want you to go now,” she had
sald, hard, cold and staring. “If you
don’t, I'll call down to the office.”

He haq, faced her and shut the door, |
and now he ‘'was sure he hated her.

“Go on,” he had said grimly. “Call

‘em up at the office. What you going |

to tell 'em? That I'm not your hus-
band?”

She shook her head. He could see
her face, puzzled, bewlldered, fright-
ened. |

“That T am your husband, and you
don’t care about having me 'round?”

She still stared at him, her mouth |
open in an odd, babyish way that,

angry as he was, he remembered he
bad thought pretty.

“It'll make your stay in this house
short, If you start a row like that.”

She sprung to the door, but Claude
was there before her.
met on the handle, and somehow, at
his touch, she had given up, and
swayed against him. Claude felt a
little shiver run through his strong
body now at the remembrance of how
it had “finished” him, too, but not in
the way either of them dreamed. |

He was beyond reasoning or thought
then. He was entirely given up to
feeling. He put his arm about her
waist and held her closely to him as
he turned the key in the door.

“You can have the key,” he had

whispered, in a queer, husky voice, |

“when you call down to the office and
say that the man in your room isn’t
your husband, and you want to get rid
of him.”

She had looked at him, given a
queer little sound, and hidden her face

against his shoulders.
L & ® * * * %

Claude Dabbs stared before him, his
lips moving. After awhile he lit his
cigar, crossed one leg over the other,
and began to talk, in an even voice,
quite as though he was continuing his
narrative to Ned from the point he
had left off. -

“Next morning 1 went out for a
stroll before breakfast, and to settle

' in my mind a plan I meant to carry

through quickly, before Polly made up
her own mind. We'd talked lots about
everything, but nothing was settied.
“Nobody'll ever know how wonder-
ful it was to me to have Polly to talk
to. It changed everything. There

wasn't a girl In Peace Valley could |

talk as she did, none I knew, anyway ;
and the short while I'd been at Rut-
gers I hadn’t met any girls, except
Polly. Sie made me realize that we'd
peen fond of euch other for a long
time, thcugh it had taken this to
bring us together.”

Claude looked up at Ned, who with
a languid movement of his hand re-

Their hands |

-my silly name.

have been ashamed, |

But she saw, and feared, the |

lips. Claude noted idly that it was
not lit.
Ned's desk. A small photograph in an
okd-fashioned frame hung above it

It was that of a lovely young country

| girl, with character behind the young

loveliness. ' She was Claude’s mother

“You see, Ned, I'd always been |
queer about girls. I liked ’em, but
expected a good deal of ’em. Not |

every girl pleased me. Sounds con-

ceited, but I don’t mean it that way. |
| It wasn’t that—it was Mom.”
His eyes turned again to the photo- |

graph. “It’s one of those things you
can’t find words for,
Anyway, Mom gave it to me about
girls, and Polly was the first. I

- meant she should be the last. I felt |
that iIf we were careful enough about |
explaining our marriage to Mom she
would understand and be pleased. But |
' she never knew.

“Nobody’ll ever know how wonder- |
ful life was to me that morning. I |

' miraculous manner and save her the

hadn’t forgotten Pop, but since I'd | trouble and necessity of telling. If

told Polly just how I felt about him,

- and she’d tried to comfort me, I could

bear it easier, because Polly under-
stood,
It never entered my head.
thought of Polly.
out, she kissed me and said:

“*Claude Melnotte, is your home lit
by alabaster lamps? |

"I thought she was just fooling about
She'd read the play,
you see. I hadn’t, then. I just told
her they were Rochester lampns. When
I thought about it, as I turned back
toward the hotel, I wondered if there
was more to her question than just
lamps—something behind it I
thought she might have been turning
over in her mind whether she'd live
with Mom, or insist on having a sepa-
rate house for just us two. I didn't
care. She could have her own way
about that—and most everything else,
too. But I've read the play since, and
I'm pretty sure that there was a catch
in it. Her question, I mean. It's the
part where he’s blowing about the
house he’s gonna take her to. All
lies |

I only

“She wasn’t down in the dining |

room when I came back from the
walk, but she’d told me to give her
plenty of time to pack, so I went up
to her room. She wasn't there, and
bher trunks were gone. I went to in-
quire at the desk. They said the bill
had been paid and Polly had gone,

bag and baggage, to the station, half |

an hour after I left.”

Claude paused, knocked the ashes |
' from his cigar, and without looking

up, went on hurriedly: *“I'm not ask-
ing for sympathy. The girl served me
right, and I know it as well as you do.
I've told you this, Ned—and you're
the only one I have told—because I
want you to know the worst of me.

“Polly knew blame well I couldn’t

follow her, seeing she had money and |

I had none. Her lawyer, all these
years, has refused to give 'me any
clue. But she’s never divorced me.
Unless I'm much mistaken, the Mrs.

Johnston who is up at the White house |
is Polly, and what I want to know is

who is Miss Johnston ?”

A little sound, like ‘a sigh, came
from Ned and he turned gently on his
pillow, and then silence.

Claude Jjumped to his feet and |

went noiselessly over to the bed. Ned
was sleeping as quietly as a child.
Claude took the cold, unlighted ciga-
rette from between Ned’s fingers and
looked at him with affection. '
“Forty-seven years old, and I don’t
have sense enough to know or remem-

He Turned Out the Lamp and Left
the Room,

ber that other people's love stories
are as big a bore as other people's
dreams "

He turned out the lamp and left
the room.

In the morning, when he could get
Dabbs alone, Ned's apologies were sin-
cere. But though Ned insisted that

he had only dropped off at the end, |

Claude had a shrewd idea from the

lame way in which Ned fished for in- |

formation, that slumber had over-
taken him in the middle of the tale.
They were in the garage where Ned
had tracked him down, and he only
laughed as he put his hand on Ned's
arm.

~—1he Enterprise $1.00 a year,

He glanced at the wall above |

It's a feeling. |

' temperament.

I forgot all about her money. |

When 1 was going |

" from Mary.
' you can think., I drew the last money

' my uncde in
which are now worth nothing. There’s |

telling you my old trouble. Boiled
down, without any of the frills I put
on so that you would get my side of

Polly, and she ran away. And Peace
Valley thinks me an old bachelor.”

He had made up his mind that it
wasn’t the thing to tell Ned his sus-
picions wuntil he had corroborated
them, or dropped them. It would be
awkward for the boy, since he was
seeing the Johnstons daily.

CHAPTER VII

Mrs. Johnston,

putting off the evil day and hour.
Sooner or later it must be told, but

Polly Johnston, though by no mears

'a fool, was of a singularly sanguine

She still hoped that
kind fortune might intervene in some

not, it would have to be done, but not

. this day, if she could help it. Having
come to that decision, it behooved her |

to keep away from Mary.
She could refuse to go out, pleading
& headache, thus removing herself
from Mary’s presence and scrutiny.
When the girl presented herself,

fresh, smiling, and ready for motor- |
| ing, she found her mother lying down.

She did not see the novel that her
mother had poked under her pillow
when she heard Mary coming, KEx-
planations were made, received, and
then came silence.

Mrs. Johnston wriggled herself into |

& more comfortable position, and the
novel fell on the floor. Mary restored
it to the couch. Mother never read
when she had a real headache. The
situation became tenge.

“Come, Mother,” coaxed Mary,
“what’s up? You've been grouching
sweetly for several days, you know:
I've got to know sooner or later, so
let it be now.” |

Mrs. Johnston sighed, made a swift
mental calculation that she had bet-
ter tell the most obvious first, and be-
gan: )

“I can’'t keep it from you forever,
but I did want to keep it just a little
longer. However, here it is, Mary.
I haven’'t any money. Not a cent.

' And the dividends on the stock, pay-
' able this month, just aren’t going to |

be paid.”

Mary gave a little gasp of astonish-
ment and sat down on the floor by the
couch. “Do' you mean, Mother, that

we haven’'t any money at all, or that |
' we're just faced with a period of de-

pressed finances and will have to tide

- over things until the first of next

month, when youll get something
from somewhere? Tell me the whole

thing. The very worst.”

Mrs. Johnston saw instantly how
useless it was to keep anything back

I had in the bank to come down here,.

to carry me along for another three

- months.

“Well, my dear, he’s been speculat-

' ing with all available money and se-
He lost mine along with |
| those belonging to pther people, and

curities.

he’s in jail.

“The rest of my money is tied up |
| in stock that isn’t paying dividends—

that is, all except money invested by
Russian securities,

some land here, in this country, but

I can’t raise money on it at a mo-.
| ment’s notice.”

“Poor old, mother! Have you any
cash at all?”
Mrs. Johnston laughed. “*About
thirty dollars left. I said I'd sent for
servants, but I haven’t. However, I

have interviewed Mrs. Pulsifer on the

| subject of coming here and closing

up this house for me in case I have to
go to New York suddenly, so that's
that. I think I'll have to go there
soon. It’ll be a lot harder for vou.
Mary, than for me., Just now you
ought to have everything.”

“Pooh !” said Mary. “Wait till you
see me suffer. Honestly, Mother, 1
can’t realize it. We've never had to
speak of money like this before., Why,

| we've always had it..”

“You always have,” Mrs. Johnston
answered, “but there was a time when
I had none.”

Mary was amazed. “You never
told me that. You must, but not now,
We'll just have to be practical, Moth-
er. What can we sell, and how shall
we go about it?’" She considered for
a long moment, while her mother
watched her. ‘‘Bring out your jewel-
ry, Mother, and I'll bring out mine.
Rent must be paid., you know. We
can do without servants.”

Mrs. Johnston put her hand on her
daughter’s arm as Mary rose from
the floor. “Don’t dear. I can go to
New York and borrow money on the
land, I'm sure. I was making up my
mind to that when you came in.”

Mary turned away and looked down.
All the excitement had gone out of
her face. It was pale when ghe turned
back to her mother,

“Mother! You were going to Loren
Rangeley! Promise me you won’t.”

“Mary Johnston!”

“Don’t you think I know? I've
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| the case, the facts are that I slipped | i

| Up on my promise, broke my word to

having something |
 rather disagreeable to tell Mary, kept |

| when you return.

“It means the very worst |
- er she would let this grocery shop sit-

I expected, of course, to have Colonel | New York, or bolt now.

Rittenhauser send me enough money |
' Mary’s problem and her own.

| all afternoon,

| Into silence.
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known right along that that pale, cold, | L . e Rk . | TR e | s o

bloodless—yes, I know he’s a great

' banker, but he looks like g mopey- |
I know he wants to marry | §

you. Oh Mother! If you go to him,
he’ll ask you, and if you do, just to

be comfortable, I'll never forgive you. |
I'd rather work for you muyvself, all | &

the days of my life!”
“Mary!” Mrs.

daughter as though she were a stran-

. ger. “I didn’t know you felt so strong-
1y, or that Mr. Rangeley’s motives | ¥

were so evident. Don’t worry. When

' he hears I'm practically penniless, ]
won’t seem so desirable in his eyes, | i

Mary, stop crying. I never knew
anything so—so silly.”

“It isn’t silly, not so very,” Mary
sniffed, trying to regain her self-con-
trol. . “I’ve hated him good and hard
for a long time, and I just loathe
seeing him with you.”

Her mother patter Mary's shoulder.
“I only thought of him—for your
sake.”

“You’d lose me,” Mary told her firm-
ly. “I'd go and work anywhere first
—even in Dabbs’ grocery store.”

Her mother started.
be any question of that.
there’s the car.
Mary.”

“Wouldn’t it do you good to g0 out?”

“No it wouldn’t. Leave me alone
with my thoughts and my novel. I

Bother,
Send that boy away,

want to go over everything by myself,
ealmly. We'll tackle the jewel prob-

' lem tonight, after I've had my think,”

“Then I might as well motor,” said
Mary. :
Mrs. Johnston frowned.
“I don’t like it. But go and ride
with your idealized grocer's clerk, if

. You want to. Remember, always, that

Mother’s’ wary eve will be upon you
I'd forbid vou, of
course, if I didn't know you'd do it
anyway and never tell me the inter-
esting details.”

They smiled the smile of perfect

' understanding. -
“And, of course,” Mrs. Johnston ad-

mitted nobly, “I want to know every-
thing. Don’t cheat me of a single
thrill, Mary.”

Mary kissed her. Mrs. Johnston
raised herself on a firm white elbow
and called to Mary’s back: “Ride on

| the rear seat, Mary, and don’t forget

that you’re poor now, very poor, in-
deed.”

Mary could visualize the impish
smile on her mother’'s face that ac-

| companied this remark.

She had fully intended at least be-
ginning the drive on the rear seat, but
after that, and hoping her mother was
at the window to see, she climbed to
the seat beside Ned, announcing :

“Mother’s not coming, and you're

 to please take me a different route

today.”

Mrs. Johnston was not, at the win-
dow. Her face was set and hard as
she tried to make up her mind wheth-

uation develop before she bolted to
It was puz-
zling, but to go now might solve
The
solution, however, was very difficult,
through lack of available funds.

In his office, C. M. Dabbs, once more
embarked on his difficult task of com-
position. wrote, tore up and rewrote,
When he finally ceased
writing he had completed a short note,

- which he thrust into his pocket, care-
| fully destroying the others.

He still
could not decide whether or not to
send it.

Dorothy Selden, having waited in
vain for some sign of just anger, or
at least indignation, from Ned, had
again the privilege of seeing him ride
by, happy and contented, with Mary
Johnston seated serenely beside him.
It was not to be borne. Dorothy threw
herself suddenly, but gracefully, into
the chair at the writing desk, and selz-
ing a telegraph blank and pen, wroté
rapidly. When she had finished, the
message read:

“Ned here under assumed name.

What shall I do?
“Dorothy Selden.”

It was directed to Loren Lorimer
Rangeley.

w * L L * % L

The village saw Ned and Mary ride
by and snickered, “Dabbs’ nevvy was
chasing 'round after a settlementer.”
The snicker was meant to call atten-
tion to Ned’s folly and presumption,
but it was also a jibe at Mary. “She
must be hard up for a man,” was the
comment.

The palr under observation, en-
gaged In the most absorbing game In
the world, hastened toward Great

| Cold spring, one of the beauty spots

of the countryside.

Although the road was as new to
Ned as to Mary, he discoursed learn-
edly on its history, its Indian name.
which he was compelled to admit he
had forgotten and couldn’'t pronounce
anyway. Mary listened, Iinterested
and amused, especially as Ned in-
formed her that he had just “boned
up” on the subject this morning.
“Uncle Claude supplied me with the
local color,” he told her honestly, “It
isn’t at all in my line, but I thought
Mrs. Johnston might expect something
like it from her ‘hired man'.”

“Mr, Carter,” asked Mary suddenly,
“was your mother Mr. Dabbs' sis-
ter?”

Ned started. *“Oh no, Claude Dabbs
is really no relation to me at all. I'm
fond of him, and I ecall him Uncle,
that's all.” ’

“Oh, I forgot you told me you were
‘adopted’,” and Mary lapsed again
She saw only one thing
very clearly, and that was Ned's pro-
file, She liked it. '

The Great Cold spring, Ned told
her, was Jjust a quarter of a mile
away. AS he spoke they came in
sight of a placid little lake, fed by the
spring.

Some distance up the road, beyond

the lake, was a great old farmhouse,
. which appeared deserted.

As they
neared the spring, Mary exclaimed
with pleasure. . Simultaneously the
rear tire blew out.

Ned’s exclamation was not one of
pleasure. He, stopped the machine at
the side of the road and made ready
with jack and wrench. Mary went to-
ward the spring. The pool was deep,
but did not look so.

(Continued Next Weeiﬂ
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Johnston sat up | g
against her pillows and regarded her |
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ditterent ﬂavrs of Ice| §
Cream at Gill Bros.

Parlor on Cross

Street

Vanilla
Chocolate
Fig Walnut

f'rozen Custard
Pineapple '
Orange Ice

Dainties

Cherry
Pineapple Ice
Kiddie Tub
Walnut

Honey Moon
Special
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