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Frederic's llk at meet]
the jade-room., where ﬂrdll works as

Brood‘s secretary.
CHAPTER IV—Continued.

Lydia flinched, she knew not why.
There was a sting to the words, de-
epite the languidneas with which they
were uttered.
- Risking more than she suspected,
she said: “He never considers the cost
of a thing, Mra. Brood, if its beauty
appeals to him.” Mrs. Brood gave
her a quizzical, balf-puzzigd look.
“You have oaly to lobk about you for
the proof. This one room represents
:n’lnrtln.‘ The last was spoken has-
“How old are you, Miss DesmondT™
The question came abruptly,

“! am nineteen ™

“You were surprised to find me s0
young. Will it add to your surprise
if I tell you that | am tea years older
than you ™ .

“It dosan't seem credible.”

“Are you wondering why 1 tell you
my age?™

“Yea.," sald Lydia, blantly.

“In order that you may realize that
] am tem years wiser than you, and
that you may not agaln make the mis-
take of underestimating my intelll-

Fehce.

The tolor faded from Lydia‘s face.
ocold from head to foot. In-

volun she mov

| am a nasty, borrid thing.
Forgive ma. Come! Don't be stub
born. Bhake hands with me and say
that you're sorvy | sald what | 4i4.™
& gqualat way of puiting i, and
was s0 genulnely appealing
Ladia, aftar a moment's bhealin
her handa. Mra. Brood

in hers and gripped
“1 think I should Hke to
you are my friend, Lydia
rred 0 you that | am wi-
wilthout friends in this great city
T I have my huaband, that

H
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girl comid mo more withstand
electrie charm of the woman than
could have fought off the man-
shine Hha was bewildered, and com-

41

onea that wonld not be denled. Even
as sha wondered whether she eoould
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came to marry him, but—the other
It's the way with men
past middle age.”

Lydia hesitited before
“Mr. Brood does not confide In Fred-
| eric. 1 am afraid they have but little
in common. Oh, I shouldn't have said

way ‘round.

that!™

rowing eyes.
Frederic?™ she

“I'm sorry I

self.
“Is there a

girl, evasively.

with & lacelike
lghted

countenance of
Over all

thing.
In the midst

moved the tweo

that enveloped

|

contact
with appraising

Mrs. Brood regarded her with nar

of a question. Her volce seemed
lower than before. -

Brood,” sald the girl, annoyed at her-

dislike his son?” asked the other, re
garding her fixedly.
“Of eourse not,” erled poor Lydia
There was a moment of silence,
“Some day, Lydia, you will tell me
about Mr. Brood's other wife.”
“She died many years ago,” said the

“1 know,” sald Mrs. Brood.

should like to hear more of the woman
he could not forget in all those years—
until be met me."
* Bhe grew pllent and preoccupled, a
slight frown marking her forehead as
she resumed her examinatiom of the
room and its contenta.

Oreat lanterns hung suspended be-
side the shrine, but
lighted. On the table at which Brood
professed to work stood a hoge lamp

a soft, mellow glow
through the shade to create a circle of
golden brilllance over a radius that
extended but littla beyond the edge
of the table, yot reached to Lthe benign

this falrylike
reigned the serene, melting Influence
of the god to whom James Drood was
wontl o confess himself!
of the golden Image dominated every-

oul of touch with ber surroundings,
yol a thing of beauly, the other blend-
Ing Intimataly with the warm tones

slnucus with the grace of the most se-
duetive of dancers. Her dark eyes re-

flected the mysteries of the Orient;
her pale, amooth akin shone with the

“] Must SBee These Woendarful Things.”

of blood; the very fragrance of ber
parson seemed to steal out of the un-
known. She was a part of the mar
velous setting, & gemm among gems.

She had attired herself in a dull In-
dian red afternoon gown of chiffon.
The very fabric seemed to eling to her

supple body with
Even Lydia, who watched her

She looked down into a sort of court-
yard and garden that might have been
transplanted from distant Araby. Ut
tering an exclamation of wonder, she

IFEVE SRR 0% YU L TR R DR
Y 1514 e el 7] o

speaking.

“He doedn't confide In
repeated, in the form

spoke as I did, M

reason why he should

“stn 1

weére now un-

When
oosed

screen of gold

Buddha closa by.
aplendor

The spell

of the magnificence
women, ome absurdly

her. Bhe was Nihe,
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“But how desolatn it looks today,|said his wife simply.

stonea! Ugh!™
Bhe dropped the curtains. The soft

warm glow of the room came back and | “She must be one or the other, ehT” | through half closed eyes. “Was
rellef. *“I1 hate things

wi

with the dead vines and the coloriess |

gave entrance to his closet. He paused

instant before the image of

Buddha, but did not drop to his knees

the semsuous joy of
eyea, axperienced a

it
in

of their bosom friend. Is it amall canse
for wonder, then, that the poor gentle
men as manfully tarned back to the
tipple and got gloriously, garraulously
drunk in the middle of the afternoon
and also In the middle of the library,
where tea was to have been served to

L]

bride?

isaned. It came from Jamea Brood and
it was so staggering that the poor gen- |
tlemen were loath to believe their eara.
As a remilt of this new command, they
began to speak of Mra. Brood In the
privacy of thelr own room as “that |
woman.”
doe to her mischievous, malevolent In-
fluence that a spineless hushand put
forth the order that they were to have

remarkable personality of the man
had suffered. He was still the man of
steal, but retempered. The :-I\gi-ullr “What else, In heaven's name, can It
broadeword was made over into the
fine flexible blade of Toledo. He could
be bent but not brokean.

ne's commands,
arduous or peremplory; oa the con
trary, they were suggestions ln which !
his own comfort and pleasure appeared | |
to be the Inspiration. HShe was too
wise to demand, too clever Lo resort Lo
cajolery. BShe was a Latin,
macy was hers as a birthright
plaints, appeals,
galned nothing from James Hrood. Nor
would it have ococurred Lo her to em-
ploy these methods, From the day ahe
entered the house she was Its mis

Lrean

ment to restraln or restrict her in the
rearrangement of her household. Hhe
went about the matter calmly, sen-
sibly, irmly ; even the most prejudiced |
could mot but feel the justice of her
decisions. The serene way in which
she both achleved and accepted con-
guest proved one thing above all oth-
ers: Hhe was born to rule

transferred the sleeping quarters of
Mesara. Dawes and HRigge from the
second foor fromt to the third foor
back without arouaing the alightest
sign of antagoniam on the part of the
ernsty old gentlemen, who had occw-
pled one of the cholce rooms In the
house with uninterrupted security for

Brood explained the situation to them
so graciously, so coavincingly, that
they even asaisted the servants in
moving their heterogeneous
ings to the small, remote room om the |
third floor, and applanded her plan to
make a large aitting-room of the cham-
ber they were deserting.
oceur to them for at least three days
that they had been Imposed upon,
cheated, maitreated, insuited, and then

as all devout Buddhists do. Mrs.
Brood’'s hand fell lightly uwpon Lydia’s
arm. The man turned toward-them a
second or twe later, :
some face was hard set and emotion-
less as he bowed low to the new mis-
tress of the house. The fingers closed
tightly on Lydia's
smiled upon thé girl, a glad smile of
devotion. His swarthy face was trans-
figured. A moment later he unlocked
his door and passed into the other
room. The key turned in the lock
| with a slight rasp.

His dark, hand-

he

“l do not like that man.,” sald Mrs.

CHAPTER V.

Husband and Wife.

The ensuing fortnight brought the | eyes burnt with sudden flame of pas-
expected changes in the household.
James Brood, to the surprise of not
only himself but others, lapsed into a
curious state of adolescence. His in-
fatuation was complete. The once
dominant lnfluence of the man seenfed
0 slink away from him as the passing
days brought up the new problems of
life. wmnmmumuﬁnmq
he now was content to serve. His
friends, hia son, his servants viewed
the transformation with wonder, Bot
to say apprehension.

It would not be true to say that the

It pleased him to submit to Yvon-
Not that they were

Diplo-
sulka would have

There were no false notions of sentl

To begin with, she miraculously

mattar of nine or ten years. Mm.
belong-

It did not

was too late. The decoraltors were
the-big room on the second floor,

Thay had beem betrayed by the wife

few friends asked In to meet the

The next morning a fresh ediet was

Of course it was emntirely

Brood. Her voice was low and her
| ayea were fixed steadlily on the closed
door.

Com- |

| transfigured face for a long, legse

“By jove,.and that's just what I
should like,”™ he cried.
“There Is but one way, you know.”

“Precisely,” she sald with firmness.

“In my country, James, the wives of
tread and the | best friends haven't the same moral
gentle rustle of draperies, they turned. | standing that they appear to have In
was crossing the | yours. Oh, don't scowl so!
small door which

Shall 1
tell you that 1 do npt mean to reflect
on Mrs. Desmond’s virtue—or discre-
tion? Far from it.g If she is to be my
friend, she cannot be yo@r housekeep-
Iar. That's the point. Has she any
means of her own? Can she—"

“Bhe has a small income, and an an-
nuity which I took out for her soon

were the closest of friends—"

“l understand, James. You are very
generops and very loyal. [ quite un-
derstand. Losing her position here,
then, will not be a hardship?

“No,” said he soberly.

“I am quite competent, James,” she
sald brightly. “You will not miss her,
| I am sure.”

“Are you laughing at me, darling?

Bhe gave him one of her searching,
unfathomable glances, and then smiled
with roguish mirth,

“Isn’t it your misslon in life to
amuse and entertain me?”

“I love you, Yvonne—Good God, bow
I love you!” he cried abruptly. His

slon as he bent over her. Hias face
quivered; his whole being tingled with
the flerce spasm of an uncontrollable
desire to crush the warm, mdorable
body to his breast in the supreme
ecstasy of possession.

Bhe surrendered herself to his pas
sionate embrace. A little later, she
withdrew herself from his arms, her
Hps still quivering with the ferceness
of his kissea. Her eyes, dark with
wouder and perplexity, regarded his

moment
“Is this love, Jamea™ abe whis
pered. “ls this the real true love?®™

be™ he cried. He was sitting upoa

|

il

e

“You Wil Mot Miss*Her, | am Bure™

the arm of her chalr, looking down at
the singularly pallid face.

“But should love have tha power to
frighten one?

“Frighten, my darling ™

“Oh, it Is not you who are fright-
ened.” she crled. “You are the man.
But |l—ah, 1 am only the woman.”

He stared. “"What an odd way to
pat It, dear.” Then he drew back,
struck by the curfous gleam of mock-
ery in her eyes.

“Waa it like this twenty-five years
He managed to smile. “Are you
jealous T

“Tell me about her.”

His face hardened. “Some other
time, not now.”

“You bhave never told me her
name—"

He faced her, his eyes as ecold as
steel. “1 may as well tell you now,
Yvonne, that her name ls never men-
tioned In this house.”

Bhe seemed to shrink down farther
in the chair.

“Why 1 she asked, an insistent note
in her volea. :

“It isn't necessary to explain™ He
walked away from her to the window,
and stood looking out over the bleak
little courtyard. Nefther spoke for
many minutes, and yet he knew that
her questioning gaze was upom him
and that when he turned to her again
she would ask still another question.
He tried to think of something to say
that would turn her away from this
hated subhject

“Jsn’t it time for you to dress, dear
est? The Gunnings live pretty far up
north and the going will be bad with
Fifth avenue plled up with snow—"
“Doesn’t Frederic ever mention his
mother's name? came the guestion
that he feared before it was uttered.
“] amn not certain that he knows her

after her poor husband's death. We

ago ™ ahe asked, |

Dub
he had & in the silent, tran-
quil depths of great foresis.

“l wondéer what could have hap-
poned to make you so bitter toward
hﬂ."mmmmﬂm:

unfaithful to you? Was—*
" “Good God, Yvonne!” he cried, an
angry light jumping into his eyes—the

with love.

“We must never speak of—of that
again,” he sald, a queer nofe of hoarse-
neéss in his voice. *“Never,
derstand 7 He was very m

“Forgive me,” she pl
fog out her hand to him. “I
tsh, but I did not dream that I
ing cruel or unkind. Pethaps, dear,
it is because I am—jealous.”

“There is mo one—nothing to be
jealous of,” he said, passing a hand
over his moist brow. Then he drew
nearer and took her hand in his. He
lounged again on the arm of her chair.
She leaned back and sighed contented-
ly, the smile on her red lips growing
sweeter with each breath that she
took, He feit the blood warming once
more in his veins.

For a long time they sat thus, look-
Ing into each other’'s eyea without
speaking. He was trying to fathom
the mystery that lurked at the bottom
of those smiling wells; she, on the
other hand, deluded herself with the
idea that she was reading his lnner-
most thoughts, .

“l have been considering the ad
ability of sending Frederic abroad for
A year or two,” sald bhe at jJast.

Bhe started. Bhe had been far from
right in her reading. “Now?! This
winter ™

“Yes. He has pever been abroad.”

“Indeed? And he is half Edropean,
too. It seems—Iorgive me, Jaumes.
Really, you know, | cannot always
keep my thoughts from slipping out
You shouldn't expect it, dear.”

“I suppose it is only natural that
you should inquire,” he said resignedly.

“Of my servants,” she added polot-
edly.

He fushed slightly. *1 dare say |
deserve the rebuke. It will not be
necessary to pursue that line of in-
quiry, however. | shall tell you the
story mysell some day, Yvonne. Will
you not bear with me?

Bhe met the earnest appeal in his
eyes with a alight frown of annoyance.
I “Who Is to tell me the wife's slde

of the story ™

The queation waa like a blow to him.
He stared at her as If he had not heard
aright. Before bhe could speak, she
went on coolly:

“1 dare say there are two sidea to
it, Jamea. It's usually the case.”

Ho winced. “There ls but one side
to this one,” he sald, a barsh note In
hin volce.

“That is why 1 began my Inguiries
with Mra. Desmond.,” she sald enig
matically. “But | sha'n‘t pursoe them
any farther. You love me; that is all
1 care to know—or that | require.”
“1 do love you,” he sald, almost im
l|;I4:u-ln|;l:|r.

She stroked his gaunt cheeak. “Then
woé may let the other woman-—go
hang, ehT*

He falt the cold sweat staft on hin
brow. Her callous remark slashed his
| Aner sensibilities like the thrust of a
dagger. He tried to laugh, but only
succeeded In producing a painfal gri
mace.

“"And now.,” ahe went on, as If the
matier were fally dlaposed of, “we will
discuss something tangible, eh? Fred
eric.”

“Yea" mald be, rather daszedly.
“Frederie.”

“1 am wvery, very fond of your son,
Jamea,” she sald. “"How proud youm
must be to have such a son.”

He eyed her narrowly. How much
of the horrid story did she know? How
much of It had Joha Deamond told to
hia wife?

“1 am surprised at your liking him,
Yvonne. He Is what I'd call a 4diM-
ecnlt young man.” »

“1 haven't found him difMecunit”
“"Morbld and nnresponsive.”

“Not by natore, however. There is
A joyounsnesa, A light-heartedness In
his character that has mever got be-
yond the surface until now, Jamea ™
“Until now ™

“Yea. And you talk of sending him
away. WhyT™

“He has wanted to go abroad for
years. This Is a convenlent time for
him to go.”

“But 1 am quite sare he will not
ecare to go at present—not for awhile,
At least”™

“And why not, may | aak T
“Because he s In love.™

“In love!™ he exclaimed, his jaw seot-
ting hard.

“He is in love with Lydia"™

“I'I! put a stop to that!”
“And why, may I
mimicked.
“Becanse—why—" he burst out, but
Instantly collected himself. “He i
not in a position to marry, that’s all.”
“Financially 1™

He awallowed hard. “YTes™
“Poof!” she exclaimed, dismissing
the obstacle with a wave of her slim
hand. “A cigareite, please. There is
another reason why he shoulda’t go—
an excellent oma.”

“The reason you've already given i
sufiicient to sonvince me that he ought

ask?™ ahe

eyes that so recently had been ablave |

of & throng,” she anid .
James, I will not bave him sest

He was silent for & -nﬂ;&
fo ol I

will leave it to Frederle,”
Her brightened.

ssk. He will stay.”

There was auother pause. “You twe
have become very good (riends,
Yvonne.”

“He ls devoted to me.” .

She blew cigaretts smoke in his
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He Was Slient for a Moment.

and laughed. There was a knock af
the door.

“Come in,” she called.

Frederic entered.

CHAPTER V.

The Spreading Glow.

Yvonne Lestrange, in a way, had
been born to purple and fine linen. She
had never known deprivation of any
description. Nelther money, position
mor love had beem denled her during
the few years in which ber charm and
beauty bhad flashed acroes the great
European capitals, penetrating evea to
the receases of royal courts. It le
doubtful If James Hrood knew very
much concerning her family when he
proposed marriage to her, but It Ia cor
tain that he 4id not care. He first saw
her at the home of a Britlsh nobleman,
but did not meet her. BSomething la
the vivid, brilllant face of the woman
made a deep and lasting impression
on him. There was an lnstant whea
thelr eyos met through an opening In
the throng which ssparated them. He
waa bot only consclous of the faet that
he was staring at her, but that she
was looking at him in a curiously pane
trating way. There was a mothkiag
amile on her lips at the time. He saw
it fade away, even aa the crowd came
betweén. He know that the amile had
not been Intended for him, but for
pome of the eager cavallers who sur
rounded her, and yot there was some-
thing singularly direet in the look she
EAave him.

That single glance In the duke’s
house proved to be a fateful ona fer
both. They were married inside of a
month. The virlle, confident American
had conquered where countless sup-
pilants of A more or lesa noble shar
acter had gone down to defeat
He asked but one guestion of har,
she asked none of him. The fact that
she was the intimate friend and asse
clate of the woman In whose home be
met her, wasa sufficient proof of her
standing m soclety, although that
would have counted for litile so far as
Brood was concerned.

She was the danghter of a baron;
she had spent much of her life Im
Parle, coming from B8t Petersbury
when a young girl; and she was an
orphan with an independent fortune of
her own. Bueh commown detalls as
thess came to Brood in the natural
way and were not derived from aany ef-
fort on his part to secure Information
econcerning Mademoiselle Lestrangs.
Like the burnt child, he asked a ques-
tion which harked back to amn unfor
gotten pain.

“Have you ever loved a man deeply,
devotedly, Yvonne-—so deeply that
there is pain In the thought of him ™
She replled without hesitation,
“There is no such man, Jamesa, Yom
may be sure of that.”

*1 am confident that I can hold your
love against the fature, but no man Is
vital enough to compete with the past.
Love doean't really dia, you know. If
a man canmot hold a woman's love
against all newcomers, he deserves to
lose it. It doesan"t follow, however, that
he can protect himeell against the

| man who appears out of the past and

claima his own.™ -
“Yon apeak as though the past had
played you an evil trick,” she said

He did not minece words, “Years

v &
aryptioally. :
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