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the coming that
t%h-.rn the con- |you with 2]l my heart and
rood, but Fred- | prag.

=.::1_-'-- tonts ;t‘ a wircless from
“With all your heart; yes! But with

soul? | bave peace. Will you ring for tea?”

soul! No! Thsat other woman

| after reading, throws it into
ﬁmh-mth-mwrtmt:

'

and it speaks of her—yes, to
Night after night, in your sleep,
Brood, have cried out to
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‘Matilde!’
over my face and murmured
* Not once have you uttered the
“Yvonne!* And now, you ¢ome
and say: “We will come straight
@ point!® Well, now you may come
bt to the point. But do mot for
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CHAPTER |IX—Continued.

| *“It sounds rather ominous.”

- - *“If he walls long enough yYou may
i discover that you love him and his §o- | “Dreams! Dreams!” he cried scorn-
8 | lag would give you Infinite pain. Then | fully, “Shall I be held responaible for
M i» the time for him to go.” the unthinkable things that happen ia
“Good heavena!™ he eried, ln aston- | dreams ™

“No,” she replied significantly; “you
should not be held accountable.
must be held accountable,
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your soul. ] have heard your soul | the old-fashioned bell-cord. i

ho excialmed, and molsture | tremblel Well, she s dead, they say.
oame ouwl oo his forehead. If abe were still alive, | mysell might
“Lat the boy alone, James,” she | tremble, and with cause.”
went on earnestly, “He lo—" “Hefore God, | love you, Yvonue. |
“See here, Yvoune,” be broks In | lmplore you to think nothing of my
eleruly, “that fs a matier we can’t dis | maunderings In my sleep. They-—they
ousa. You do not understand, avd [ | may ecome from a disordered bralm.
eannot oxplaln certain things to you. 1| Ood knowsy there was a time when |
onme bhare just now to ask you (o be | felt that T was mad, raving mad. These
air to him, oven though | may not ap- | dreams are—"

pear to ba. You are—" To his surprise, ahe Ilaid bher hand
“That is also A matier weo cannof | gently on bis arm.

discuan,” sald she calmly. “1 pity yom sometimes, Jamea. My
“Pul it s & thing we are golug to | heari aches for you. You are a man
discuss. jest the same.” sald he. "Hit | —a strong, brave man, and yeit you
down, my dear, and Neten (o0 what 1| abhrink and cringe whem a voles whis
Mave to say. At down!™

For a moment she faced him deflant-

ly. He was no longer angry, and thare

in lny the strength that opposed her.

Ahe could bave held her owm with

him If he had malutained the angry at-

titade that marked the beginning of

thelr lntarview. As It was, hear ares

foll afler a brief sirugzie against the

dominant power In hia, and ahe

obayed, but not without a significant

§

Of the Three, Lydia Alone Faced the
Situation With Courage.

pers
with your doubta awake. [ am Ma
tilda, not Yvomne, to yom. | am the
fleash on which that starved love of
yours feeds; | represent the memory
of all that you have lost.”

In—madness!” he exclaimed,

“This

“The oases are not parallel.” said he,

“You drove her out of your house,
Jamen ” of
“T hbave sald that we cannot dis-
cwan— |J
*Bat 1 choose to disouss IL," she

*] am quite myself, James,” she sajd
. “Can you deny that yom think
hold me in your

“Cood Cod, what manner of woman
ve you cheerfully, giad- | are you?” he eried hoarsely, “A sor-

' | hated her for the anguish she, harself,

seemingly endlesa story of his life

slowly. :
" The pevepiration stood out on his
brow, He made no respouse., His lipe
were compressad.

“You have uttered her name at laat,”
she sald wonderingly, after a long
waltl.

Brood’ started. *“I—I—Oh, this s
torture!™

“We must mend our ways, James. It
may please you to know that I shall
overiook your mental faithlessnessp to
me. You may go on loving Matilde.
Bhe is dead. I am alive. 1 have the
better of her, there, al-—a? The day
will come when she la dead In every
sensé of the word. In the meantime,
1 am content to enjoy life. Frederie
is quite safe with me, James; saler
than he is with you. And now let us

He sat down abruptly, staring at her
with heavy eyes. She waited for a mo-
ment, and then crossed over to pull

“We will ask Lydia and Frederie to
foin ws, t00,” she aald. “It shall be a
family party, the five of us.”

“FiveT" he muttered.

“Yea” ghe mald, without a smile.

“Are you forgeiting Matilde T
CHAPTER X.

Of a Music-Master.
th Yvonne held the
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the time, whether tragedy, comedy or |

Of the three, Lydia alone faced the
situation with courage. Bhe was young,
was good, she was lnexperienced,
she saw what was golug on be
surface with a clarity of
id have surprised an
practiced person; and,
vored with the strength |
that otherwise would
unsupportable. She kunew
eric was infatuated. 8he did
try Lo bide the truth from herself.
boy she loved was allpping away
her and only chanee could set his
back in the old path from which
blindly atrayed. Her woman's
told her that it was not love he
for Yvonpe. The strange mentor
£
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Ides bher pex out of the lgno
ranoce of youth into an understanding
of hitherto unpresented questions re-
vealed Lo her the nature of his fesling
for this woman. He would come back
to hor In time she knew, chastened;
the same Instinet that revealed his
fralitios to her also defended hia sonse
of honor, The uathinkable could never
happen!

She judged Yvonne too In a apirit of
falmens that was amazing when one
comsiders the lack of perspective that
must have been hers to contend with.
Lydla could mot think of her as evil,
unmoral, basa. This beantifal, warm-
hearted, cleareyed woman suggestod
nothing of the kind to her. It pleased
her to play with the good-looking
young fellow, and she made no pre
temse of searecy about . Lydia was
charitabla to the extent of blaming her
only for as uiter lack of consclence In
allowing the perfecily obvious to hap-
pen a0 far as he waa concerned. For
her own gratifiestion she was calmly
Inviting a tragedy which was likaly to
erush him without even so much a8
disturbing her peace of mind for an in-
stant, after all was sald and dome,
Thers was poison in the cup she hand-
of out to him, and knowing this be
yond dispute she allowed him to drink
while sha looked on and amiled. Lydia
hated her for the pain she was storing
up for Frederie, far mora than she

g

was made to endure.

Her mother saw the suffering Iin the
girl's eyes, but saw also the prowd
spirit that would have resented sym-
pathy from one even so close as she.
Down in the heart of that quiet re
served mother smoldered a hatred for
Yvoune Brood that would have
stopped at nothing bad it been in her
power to faflict punishment for the
wrong that was being done. She too
saw tragedy ahead, but her viston was
broader than Lydia's. [t included the
figure of James Brood.

Lydia worked steadily, almost dog-
gedly at the task she had undertaken
to eomplete for the elder Brood. Every
afternoon found her seated at the tablae
in the study, opposite the stern-faced
man who labored with her over the

Something told her that there were
socret chapters which she was not to
write. She wrote those that were to

brusquenecss disappeared
apeech; the sharp authoritative
was gone. He waiched her with phy
in hia heart, for he knew it was or-

. | morry. “Forgive me. I am
~a bit nervous. And you too are tired.

No one bas
an fostant's rest when it came to the | been in & position to tell the story of
work In hand, and therein lay ,

of the distant study, James Brood lis-
tened In spite of himself to the per
sistent thrumming of the plano down-
Always were the airs light and

;

seductive; the dreamy, plaintive com- | to his father's command, and then—

poaitions of Strauss, Ziehrer and oth-
era of thelir kind and place. Frederic,
with uncanny fidelity to the prefer
ences of the mother he had never seen
but whose infinence directed him, af-
fected the same general class of masic
that had appealed to her moods and
temperament. Times there were, and
often, when he played the very airs
that she had loved, and then, despite
his profound antipathy, James Brood's
thoughts leaped back a quarter of a
century and fixed themselves on love-
scengs and lovetimes that would not
be denied.

And agaln there were the wild, riot-
ous alrs that she had played with Fev-
erelll, her soft-eyed music master! Ac-
cursed airs—accursed and accusiog!

He gave orders that these alrs were
not to be played, but falled to make
his command convincing for the rea-
son that he could not bring himself to
the polnt of explaining why they were
distasteful to him. When Frederic
thoughtlesaly whistled or hummed
fragments of those proscribed alrs, he
considered himself justified in com-
mandiog him to stop on the pretext
that they were disturbing, but be could
not use the same excuse for checking
the song on the lips of his gay and lm-
pulsive wife. BSometimes he wondered
why she persisted when she knew that
he was annoyed. Her alry little apolo-
gles for ber forgetfulness were of no
consequence, for within the bour her
memory was almost sure to be at fauit

again

L L L L] L ] L L

“Is there anything wrong with my
halr, Mr. Brood?"' saked Lydia, with a
nervous little laugh.

They were In the study and it was
ton o'clock of & wet night in April, Of
late, he had required her to spend Lhe
evenlngs with him in a strenwvous ef-
fort to complete the final chapters of
the journal. He had declared hils In-
tention to go abroad with his wife as
soon as the manuscript was completed.
Lydia's willilngness to devole the extra
bours to his enterprise would have
pleased him wastly If he had not been
afMicted by the sameo scnse of unrest
and uneasineas that mads incessant
labor a boon to her as well as to him.

Her quary followed a long period of
gllence on his part. He had been sug-
gesting alterations In her notes as ahe
read them to him, and there were fre
quent lulla when she made the changes
an directed. Without looking at him,
aghe felt rather than know that he was
regarding her fixedly from his position
opposite. The scrutlny was disturb-
ing ta her

Prood started guiltily, “Your halr?
ha exclaimed. “Oh, | sea. You women
alwaye feel that something Is wrong
with I. [ was (hinking of something
alse, however., Forgive my stupidity.
We can't afford to waste time in think-
ing, you knhow, and | am a pretty bad
offender. It's nearly half-past tes.
Wea'va been hard at It since eight
o'eclock. Time (o knock off. 1 will
walk around to your apartment with
yom, my dear. It looks llke am all
night raln.”

He went up to tha window and
pulled the curtalns aside. Her eyes
followed him.

He waa ataring down Into the court,
his fingers grasping the curtains in »
rigid grip. He did pot reply. There
was a light In the windows opening
out upon Yvonne's baleony.

*1 fancy Frederic has come In from
the concert,” he sald slowly. "He will
take you home, Lydia, You'd like that
better, eh T

He turmed toward her and she
paused In the nervous collecting of her
papers. His eyes were as hard as ateel,
his lips were set

“Please don’t ask Frederie to—" she
began hurriedly.

“They must have left early,” he
muttered, glancing at his watch. Re
tarning to the table he struck the big,
melodiouns gong a couple of sharp
blows. For the first time In her recol
lection, it sounded a jangling, discord-
ant note, as of inrpatience. Ranjab ap-
peared in the doorway. “Have Mra
Brood and Mr. Frederic returned, Ran-
jap?™

“Yen, sahib. At ten o'clock.”™

“i1t Mr. Frederic is in his room gend
him to me.”

“He is not In his room, sahfb.”

The twn, master and man, looked at
each other steadily for a moment.
Something passed between them.

“Tell him that Miss Desmond o
ready to go home. *

“Yesa, sahib.” The curtain fell

“1 prefer to go home alone, Mr,
Brood,” sald Lydia, her eyes fashing.
“Why 414 yon send--"

“And why not?” he demanded harsh-
ly. Bhe winced and he was at

Yom've been working teo
this miserable job, my dear ohild,
Thank heaven, it will
Pray sit down.
here.”

:
g

|

nected. :

Lydia turned very cold. She dread- |
od the scene that now seemed unavold-
able. Frederic would come in reaponse

Someone began to play upon the
plaso downstairs. 8be knew and he
knew that it was Frederic who played.
For a long time they listened. The
alr, no doubt, was one he had heard

during the evening, a soft seunsuous
walts that she had never heard before.
The girl's eyes were upon Brood's
face. It was llke a graven image.

“Godl1” fell from his stiff lips. Sud-
denly he turned upon the girl. “De
you know what be la playiog?

“No,” she said, scarcely above a
whisper.

*“It was played In this house by Iis
composer before Frederic was born. It
was played here on the night of his
birth, ms it had been played many
times before. It was written by a man
named FeverellL Have you bheard of
him?”

“Never,” she murmured, and shrank,
frightened by the deathlike pallor In
the man's face, by the strange calm in

image of

Serene
Buyddha.

Confronted the

his volee. The gales were Dbeing
opened at last! She saw the thing
that was to stalk forth. She would
have closed her eara against the reve-
lations it ecarried. “Mother will be
worried If | am not at bome —"

“Ouldo Feverelll, An Itallan born In
Hungary, Badapest, that was his
home, but ha professed to ba a gypey.
Yea, he wrote the devilish thing. He
played It a thousand (imes In that
room down—and now Frederie plays
it, after all these yearn. It Ia his
heritage. CGod, how | hate the thing!
Ranjab! Where I8 the fellow? He
must stop the accursed thing. He—"

“Mr. Brood! Mr. Brood!”™ eried
Lydia, appalled. S8he began to edge
toward the door.

By a mighty effort, Brood regalned
eontrol of himself, He sank Into a
chalr, motioning for her (o remaln.
The muaic had ceased abraptly.

“He will be here In & moment,” sald
Brood. "Don’t go.”

fSuddenly he arose and confronted
the serena Imaga of the Buddha. For
a full minute he stood there with his
hands clasped, his lips moving as i
in prayer. No sound came from them.

The girl remained transfixed, power-
less to move, Not untfl he turned to-
ward her and aspoke was the spell
broken. Then she came quickly to his
side. He had promounced her name.

“Yom are about to tell me some-
thing, Mr. Brood,” she eried in great
agitation. "1 do not care io listen. |
feel that it ia something 1 should aot
know. Please let me go now. [—"

He laid his hands upon her shoul
ders, holding her off at arm’s length.

“I am very fond of youn, Lydia. 1 do
not want to hurt you., Soomer would |
have my tongue cut out than it shonid
wound you by a single word. And yet
I must speak. You love Frederic. Is
not that true ™

She returned his gase nhwavering-
iy. Her face was very whita

“Yea, Mr. Brood.” ‘

“It 1a better that we should talk it
over., We bave ten minutes. No doubt
he has told you that he lovea youn. He
jsa & lovable boy, he Ia the kind one
must love. But it is not in his power
to love nobly. He lovea lightly as—"
he hesitated, and thed went on harshly
—*an his father before him loved.”

Anger dulled her understanding;
she d4}4 not grasp the full meaning of
his declaration. Her honest heart rose

father before bim. That ia true.
loves but one woman. You love
one woman, and she is dead. You will
always love her. Frederic is like you.
He loves Yvonne as you do—ob, I
know it burts! She cast her spell over
you, why not over him? Is he stronger
than you? Is it strange that she
should atiract him as m;.w
you?! You glory In her uty,

charm, her perfect loveliness, and yet
you love—yes love, Mr. Brood—the
woman who was Fredeli¢'s mother. Do
I make my meaning plain? Well, so it
Is that Frederic loves me. 1 am con-
tent to wait. 1 know he loves me.”

Through all this, Brood stared at
her in sheer astonishment. He had no
feeling of soger, no resentment, Bo
thought of protest.

“You—you astound me, Lydia. Is
this your own impression or has it
beéen suggested to you by—by sb-
other?™

“] am oanly agreeing with you when
you say that he loves as his Iather
loved before him—but not lightly. Ah,
not lightly, Mr. Brood.”

“You don't know what you are say-
ing,” he muttered.

“Oh, yes, 1 do,” she cried earnestly.
“You invite my opioion; | trust you
will aceept it for what it {s worth. Be-
fore you utter another word agalnst
Frederic, let me remind you that I
have known both of you for a long,
loog time. In all the years 1 bave
been {n this house, [ have pever knowa
you to grant him a tender, loving
word. My heart has ached for him.
There have been tlmmes when I almost
hated you. He feels your neglect,
your harshness, your—jyour cruelty.
Heo—"

“Croelty!”™

“It i» nothing less. You do not Hke
him. J§ cannot understand why you
should treat him as you do. He abrinks
from you. Is It right, Mr. Orood, that
a son should shrink from his father as
a dog cringes at the voice of an un-
kind master? | might be whle to on-
derstand your aitltude toward him if
your unkindness was of recent origin,
but—"

“Recent origin?™ be demandeod
gquickly.

“If t bad bogun with the advent of
Mra. Brood,” she explained frankly,
undlamayed by his scowl. "1 do aot
understand all that has gone before. Is
It surprising, Mr. Drood, that your
son finds it JiMcult to love you? Do
you desarve—"

Hrood stopped her with a gesture of
his hand. .

“The tima has come for frankness
on my part. You sel me an exampls,
Lydia. You have the courage of your
father. For montha 1 have had It In
my mind to tell you the truth about
Frederie, but my courage has always
falled me. Perhape | use the
word. It may be something very an-
llka cowardiea that has held me back.
I am going to pul a direct guestion o
you first of all, and | ask you o an-
awer truthfully. Would you say that
Frederic |8 like—that s, reaembles his
father?™ He was leaning forward, bis
manner Intenae.

Lydia was surprised. “What an odd
thing to say! Of course ha resombles
hia father. [ have never seen A por
trait of his mother, bat—"

“You mean that be looks like meT™
demanded PBrood.

“When ha la angry he s very much
Iike you, Mr. Brood. | have often won-
dered why he Is unlike you at other
times. Now | know. He s ke his
mother. Sha must have beem lovely,
gentle, patient—"

“Wait! Suppossa 1 were to tell yom
that Frederie is not my son.”

“1 should net belleve you, Mr.
Brood,” she replied fatly. “What s it
that you are tryiag to say to me?™

“Wil you understand If 1 say to you
that-—Frederic is not my son 1"

Her evea filled with horror. “How
ean yom say such a thing, Mr. Brood?
He ia your pon. How can you say—"

“Hia father was the man who wrote
the accursed waltz be has just been
playing! Couild there be anything
mare deviliah than the comviction it
carries? After all these years, he—~

“Stop, Mr. Brood!'”

*1 am sorry #f 1 hurt you, Lydia. You
hava asked me why 1 hate him. Neeod
I say anything more ™

“1 do not beliave all that yom have
told ma. He is your son. He Ia, Mr.
Brood.”

I wonld to God 1 ecould Dbellavs
that,” be cried, in & voice of agony., *“1
would to God it were true.”

“Yon could believe it If you chose to
belleve your own eyes, your own
heart” Hha lowared har voles to a
halt-whisper. “Does—does Frederie
now? Does he know that his mother
«~Oh, 1 can't bellave 1"

*He does not know.”

“And you did drive her out of this
house?" Brood did not anawer. “YTom
sent her away and—and kept her boy,
the boy who was pothing to yomu?
Nothing!”

“I kept him,” he sald, with a gueer

emile on his lips.

“All these years? He never knew
his mothar?™

“He haa paver hoard har name
spokan.”

- she ™

*I only know that she fa dead. She
never saw him aftar—after that dny.”

(YO BR CONTINUED.)
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