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CHAPTER Xill—Continued.

Lydia resoclved to take the plunge.
New was the time to speak plainly to
this woman of the thing that was hurt-
ing her almost beyond the limits of
endurance. Her voice was rather high-
pitched. Bhe had the fear that she
would not be able to control It

“1 should be blind not to have ob-
sorved the cruel position In which you
are placing Frederic. ls It surprising
that your husband has eyes as well as
1T What must be his thoughts, Mre.
Broed 1™
Bhe expected an outburst, a torreat
of indignation, an angry storm of
words, and was therefore unprepared
for the plteous, hunted expreasion that
came awiftly lnto the lovely eyes, bent
80 appealingly upon bher own, which
wore cold and acomalng. Here was a

extraordinary situation. Bhe was ask-

thought.

turn. Bhe could pever bring herself
to the point of hurting this wondrouas,
living, breathing, throbbing creature

and eyea, but with the gentles beart-

was conflict, she suddenly pressed her
warm lips to Yvonoe's
abrupt revulsion of feelilng her arms
fell away from the warm, sweel body
and almosat roughly she pushed Yvonne
away from her.

gasped.
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positively dumb with wonder and ae- |
knowledging a sense of dismay over
her own disposition to submit to this

ing herself why she did not cast the
woman away, why she lacked the
power to resent by deed as well as by
Life—marvelous, adorable
lifa rested there on her breast. This
woman had hurt her—had hurt her
wantonly—and yet theére came steal
ing over her, subtly, the conriction
that she could never hurt her ln re

who pleaded, not only with her lips

beats that rose and fell in her throat
After a long time, In which there

Then in an

“I—1 didn‘t mean to do that!™ she

The other amiled, but It was a sad.

& moment of Indecision. 1 will oume

tomorrow.”
Then she slunk downstairs and out

You are. We'll be the first to drink
to Lydia Brood! The first to call her
by that name, gentlemen. God bleas
her!*”

“God bless her!” shouted Mr. Riggs.

“God bless her!” echoed Frederic.
and they dralned their glasseas to
Lydia Hrood.

“Jones, open another bottle,” com-
manded Mr. Dawes, loftily.

Frederie shook his head and two
faces fell. Right bravely, however, the
old men malntalved a joyous Interest
in the oceasion, The young man
turned moody, thoughtful; the unwont-
ed exhilaration died as suddenly as It
had come Into existence. A shadow
cromaed his vislon and he followed it
with his thoughts. A sense of utter
lonelineass came over him with a swift-
neas that gickenesd, nauseated him. The
food was fat to his taste; he eould
not eat. Selfcommiseration stifled
him. He suddenly realized that he
had never been so lonely, so unhappy
in all his life an he was at this mo-
meni

His thoughts were of hia fathar., A
vast, Ilnexplicable longing possessed

moment. He had not thought of them | & ticket of m.m.m
axcept in their relation to a completed | lined up with others who were content

state of happiness for his father. In

street. The shades In one of them
had been thrown wide open and a
stream of light flared out across the
sldewalk,

Framed in this oblong square of
light stood the figure of a man. Slowly,
as Il drawn by a force he could not
realst, the young man retraced his
stepa until he stood directly in front
of the window, A questioning smlle
was on his lipa. He was looking up
into Ranjab's shadowy, unsmiling face,

lmly visible In the glow from the

Ilstant street lamp. For a long time
they stared at each other, no sign of
recognition passing between them, The
Hindu's face was as rigid, as emotion:
loss as If carved out of stone: his
eyea were unwavering. Frederie could
son them, even In the shadows He
had the queer feeling that, though the
man gave no slgn, he had something
he wanted to say to him, that he was
actually calling to hlm to come back
into tha house

Undecided, the man outside took
soveral halting steps toward the door-
way, his gaze still ixed on the face In
the window. Then he broke the apell

to stand at the back to witness the
Inside the theater he leaned

ness for the two figures that he knew

were somewhere in the big, tensa

throng.

The Hghts went up and the house
was bright. Men began scurrylng up
the alsles. He moved up to the ralling
again and resumed hls eager scrutiny
of the throng. He could not find them.
AL first he was conscious of disap-
pointment, then he gave way to an
absurd rage, Yvonne had misled him,
she had decelved him—ay, she bad
lled to him, They were not in the
audlence, they had not even contem-
plated coming to this theater. He had
been tricked, dellberately tricked. No
doubt they were scated In some other
place of amusement, serenely enjoying
themselves, The thought of it mad-
dened him. And then, just as he was
on the point of tearing out of the
houss, he saw them, and the blood
rushed to his head »o violently that
he was almost blinded.

He caught sight of his father far
down In front, and then the dark, balf-
obscured head of Yvonna. He could
not ses Lheir faces, but thers was no
mistaking them for anyone else. He

wUdB &8 he ouriain went wp

stepd of doing so, bowever, he
gered to the end of the play, secure

we might run in somewhere and have
a bite to eat. I—I want to tell you
about Lydia and myself and what—"

The carriage man bawled a number
in bis ear and jerked open the door
of a limousine that had just pulled up
the the curb,

Without a word, James Brood hand-
ed his wife into the car and then
turned to the chaoffeur.

“Home,” he sald, and, without so
much as a glance at Frederic, stepped
Iinslde. The door was slammed and
the car slld out Into the maelstrom.

Yvonne had sunk back into a corner,
huddled down as If suddenly deprived
of all her strength. Frederic saw her
face as the car moved away. She was
slaring at him with wideopen, re
proachful eyes. as If to say: “Oh, what
have you done? What a fool you are!™

For a second or two he stood as If
petrifled. Then everything went red

et “' -r,."' 3] e
next act, which was (o be the last. I»- ' =

of the house convinced that she had | distinctly he recognized them as essen- | play.
vk failed Fredeile In his hour of great- | tials. weakly against the railing at the back | his consclenceless esplonage. It had s
i c est need, that tomorrow would be too| Ay, he was lonely. The house was | of the auditorium and wiped his brow. | come to him that if he met them in g
GEORGE MRR H CU " TEON late. as bleak as the steppes of Siberia. He | What was it that had dragged him | front of the theater as they came out 0
. : , . ® % & @ ® ¥ longed for companionshlp, friendship, | there against his will, in direct oppo- | he could invite them to join him at B, 4 1
% Frederic did not come In for dinner | kindness—and suddenly- in the midst | sition to his dogged determination to | supper in one of the nearby restau-
Ve | antil after his father and Yvonne had | of it all he leaped to his feet. shun the place? rants. The idea pleased him. He e
ot gone from the house. He did not in-| “Fm going out, gentlemen,” he ex-| The curtain was up, the house was | coddled it until it became a sensation. i
e e quire for them, but Instructed Jones | claimed, breaking in upon an unappre- | still, save for the occasional coughing| When James Brood and his wife
. i to say to the old gentlemen that he | clated tale that Mr. Riggs was relat- | of those who succumb to a habit that | reached the sidewalk they fouad -him '5-_,
P e would be pleased to dine with them |ing at some length and with consider- | can nelther be helped nor explained. | there, directly In tbeir path, as they ..v_‘ﬁw
J o ; if they could allow him the time to |able fierceness in view of the fact that | There were people moving on the | wedged their way to the curb to awalt 2N ;
Bt e “change.” He also told Jones to open | Mr. Dawes had pulled him up rather | stage, but Frederic had no eyes for [the automobilee. He was smiling
% a a single bottle of champagne and to | sharply once or twice in a matter of | them. He was seeking In the dark- | frankly, wistfully. There was an hon-
s B SYNOPSIS. am thinking of, Mrs. Brood, but of | Place three glasses. Inaccuracles. “Excuse me, please.” est gladness in his fine, boyish face
S ; _ i i Frederic. Why have you done this Later on Frederlc made his an-| He left them gaping with utuntnh-l and an eager light in his eyes. He no Pt
SR | % : ﬂ' the New York home of James abominable thing to him? Why? nouncement to the old men. In the | ment and dashed out into the hall for longer had the sense of gullt in his £ ;
B *'». from MI H-i:llf-u L:rd t:i" “I—1 did not realize what it would | f0¥er ©of an excitement that caused | his coat and hat. Even then he had soul, It had been a passing qualm, __?j';_.;_ :
v mond, his the an- | mean to him,” paid the other, desper- him to forget that Lydia might be en- | no definite notion as to what his next b, and he felt regenerated for having ex- e ¢
o o mmwﬂ_mﬂ‘ and orders | oooly. “I—1 did not count all the cost, | L€ to some voice In the matter, he [ move would be, save that he was going 7 perienced it, even so briefly. Some- N |
:.; 8 p E':h'- lunttlrrhtu prepare the house fol | But, dearest Lydia, it will come out de:"i;ﬁ‘“;’ ﬂ“"’“‘m“tﬂ hﬂE; :: the proj- | out—somewhere, anywhere, he did not gf how it had purged his soul of the one i
S immediate home-coming. Brood a ec ad become a thing in | care, 7)) ¢ lingering doubt as to the sincerity of o
i big bride arrive. Bhe wi ric's lik- | 811 right again, I promise you. [ have g a8 “/ gering
. ing at firat, mecting, - Brood aiows disilke | made & horrible, horrible mistake. I[ge Mnd the tnstant he set foot n| Somehow, as he rushed down the | 7748 hin tmupeives, o
‘ - hu:ht" l?; tﬂ. Ewmlim: I:::: can say no more. Now, let me lie here | - |: t“!““ and found it empty—oh, 80 | front steps with the cool night air ;?{:} ‘“Hello!™ he sald, planting himself .
~ TN ‘i works as Brood's secretary. Mrs. | with my head upon your breast. | i . ; blowing in his face, there surged up | 728tk squarely In front of them. il
T h.- -unwl-m: hﬂuﬂ: “servant, HI':: want to feel the beating of your pure, Jones’ practiced hand shook slightly | within him a strong, overpowering 0 There was a momentary tableau. He
4 makes cha in the household and gains | honest heart—the heart that I have | *® he poured the wine. The old men ! ganse of filial duty. It was his duty to | 77594 was vividly aware of the fact that
g e ﬁ_i:mllm:“ L; m::r Lo ﬂ'h';d Mrs, Dot~ | hurt. I can tell by its throbs whether drank rather nolsily. They, too, were | make the first advances. It was for | WEES Yvonne had shrunk back in alarm, and
B B Frederic. Bhe begins to fear Ranjab In | it will ever soften toward me. Do not excited. Mr. Riggs smacked his Ips | him to pave the way to peace and hap- that a swift look of fear leaped into
g his Uﬂﬂmr w and dtupp-;r- say anything now—Ilet us be still.” and squinted at the chandeller as If | hinegs Something vague but distarb- her surprised eyes. She drew closer
% ) father's, Kast lndl:gﬂ'ltuﬁ::& TE% but: It would be difficult to describe the trying to declde upon the vintage, but Ing tormented him with the fear that to Brood's side—or was it the jostling
N ﬁ in Mm_ ,f:_-t'; ;lpl;m ?:.'." mﬂ'-g feelings of Lydila Desmond as she sat in reality doing his best to keep from | iy tather faced a grave peril and that of the erowd that made it seem to be
o and Eﬁi Frederic's father, jealous, un- | there with the despised though to be Tu!hmm up the wine that bad gon¢ | his own place was beside him and ot BOR T FSNLnal i ChAL se Al R '
e mﬂi "andm' ’“&nﬂ“ﬁ'ﬂ.‘“ﬁﬁ'“‘! tﬂ-ﬂf adored head pillowed upon her breast, ch0 wrong way in @ moment Of Pro-|against him, as he bad been in all seen Big. in the (heater. Her surprise
=~ Jab’s life to his guests, “He killed & wom- | where it now rested in 8 sort of confl- qu;: e e S these [lly directed years. Ho could Yok camno: 1S WS BOL DINER SROTS
or husband werns her that the thing | the very strength of the young' girl's E;:“d.""'d' S N Dawes, "“"“;"" that his father was in danger—in dgn- alized with a sudden sinking of the T
otill lovos his dead mores him that 1o | disapproval. Yvonne had twisted her om Lp agam, Jones. ] want {0)ger of something that was not phys- Henrt
his home, through her, Yvoone | lithe body on the chaise longue so that Drﬂ?:r::hﬁ bealth of Mrs. Brood. ical, something from which, with all Then his eyes went quickly to his
Youne plays ﬁ't.t:nfr:und.‘ rmdn and | she half-faced Lydia Her free arm, i ture Mrs. Brood,” hissed Mr. | njs valor, he bhad no adequate form of father's face. James Brood was re-
. madly jealous, tells chdu that | from which the loose sleeve had r.::_" “:!:?:"L glaring at his com-| gefense. garding him with & cold, significant
ls not his son, and that he has | rallen leaving It bare to the shoul L At the corner he paused, checked b smile, as one who understands and
t him . 1 8 der, e i pa . chec y
w IIE::EEH“ I'nhhhh-mm was about the girl's neck, ox t::m::tr::;:: :rﬁ:;nll::. Dawes.” | onn irresistible impulse to look back- despises.
heavy storm and spends the night ot her! ¥or a loog tme Lydia stared| .« ; s ward at the house he had just left. To| g was Looking Up Into Ranjab's | ' 10eY told me you were here.” fal-
mother's houss. His wavering allegiance | stralght before her, seeing nothing, D-::::ml:;; Spcrence. sald 4 |his surprise there was a light in the Shidows, Unaeiil O RAniab'S | tered Frederic, the words rushing hur-
. * | drawing-room windows facing the riedly through bhia lipa, “and | thought

aftar all, and Lydia despised a coward.

The look of scorm deeponed In her tt"“" effort on her parl. “1 knew | his soul—a longing for the affection of | It was a notion on his part, he argued. [ only marvelled that he had not seen
ayes, and out from her heart rushed t you would," she repeated. this man who was never tender, who | If he had been wanted his father's | them before, even in the semidarkness.
all that was soft and tender in ber | [vdia sprang to her feet, her face | stood afar off and was lonely, too. He | servant would have beckoned to him. | They now appeared to be the ouly
nature, leaving it barren of all com- | ™ddenly faming with embarrasament. | copld not understand this astounding | Iie would not have stood thers like people in the theater; he could see Do

pasalon “l1 must nee Mr, Brood. | stopped in | change of feeling. He had never felt | a graven Image, staring out inte the | one eclse ;
“1 8o not want to hurt Prederic” | 10 tell him that—" she began, trying | just this way before. There had been | night. Having convinced himeell of James Nrood's fine. arlstocratic head
murmared Yvouns. “I—I am sorry | !0 Over her confusion, but Yvonne In- | times—and many—when his heart waa | this, Frederic wheeled and swung off | wou turned alightly toward his wife
" Srrapted. sore with longing, but they were of | up the street once more, walking rap who, as Frederic observed after r'hl.l-’ll:
“You are hurting him dreadfully ® “1 hnnr-; that you could not help R, | other days, childhood days. Tonight | idly, as one who I8 purswed. Turning. Ing his positlon to one of better ad
said Lodia, seddenly choking wp with my dear,” ahe sald. Then, after a| he could not erush out the thought of | ha waved his hand at the man In the vantage, apparently was relating some-
emation paunse: “You will let me know what window. He received no reapomnse. thing lr:nmuln: to him. They undoubt.
"He is not—aot in love with me” my husband has to say about It - Farther off he looked back once more edly were enjoying ”,',m“,"__ Onen
Seclared Yvonne *To—say about U™ The Hindu still was there. Long after more the greal, almost suffocating
: “"No.” sald the girl, regaining com- | “About your decision to marry Fred he was oat of sight of the house he | wave of tenderness for his father
trol of herself, *he fa not In love with | ®e In spite of hia oblections.” cast frequent glances over his shoul awept over him, mysteriously as be
- you. That la the whole trouble. He| L¥dia felt a little shiver race over der as If still expecting to see the|(,rp and as convincing. He expert
@ In love with ma But—cant you | Ber as she looked toward the door. lighted window and its occupant enced a sudden, Imexplicable feeling
See T “You will help us?™ she said, trem- As he made his way to Hroadway.| ot pity for the strong. virlle man who
somewhat hazily bent on following that | pog never revealed the slightest symp-

thoroughfare to the district where the
night glittered and the stars were
shamed, he began turning over In his

tom of pity for him. The same curi-
ous deaire to put hia hands om his

- : "You are young woman top | Wlously, tarning to Yvonne, Again she
. saw the drawn, pained look about the

dark eyes and was startled.

father'a shoulderas and tell him that

in Bt Anthony " “You can @0 more than
“Nor L™ said Lydia, and was sur | L.” was the l::luiu —— mind a queer notlon that had just sug- | o) wae well with them came over him
prised at herselfl geated iteell to him, Altering through again.
woman, Lydia™ Her lips tﬂ:u: CHAPTER Xiv. bad been floundering. It occurred to ;nn':.:::'.':.n:l:;:e-:t:'.ﬁn ::l"hﬂ.::
Thare was a suspicious guiver to her T him that he had been mawkishly sen- | .0 oo awhere in the ahifting throng
ehin Sernaationa. timental In reapect to his father. His his gaze would light upon the face
“No, 1 40 not.” pronounced the Ih’l: Lydia stopped for a moment Ia the lttiltudu had I::Ichlnnd—-lm was serl- | 0 Ranjab!
hall, after the door behind her, ously impres by the feelings that :
| Satly. “If 1 could only think that of | 5 DT CUinE LS door bebl had mastered him—but he found him. [ [<"& and intently his searching | For 2 Second or Two He Stood ae ¥
you it would explain everything and erseil toget ordeal t through th wd, seeki
i that was otfll to coms She was self ridiculing the idea that his father | S1%° Wen' Sarous’ b oot t:: Petrified.
: ' ' before him, a wicked red that blinded

s shouider., The girl's body stif pon
that res ible f th
femad, her brow grew dark with an she could neither account for nor e Tor. W Suleivey o0 8 his emotions wers genuninely his own
_ deseribe even to herself. The black hour ago. Some outside Influenece had teara of supreme mortifieation. Like -
i BOTARCS ided b i and not the outgrowth of an influence pre :
- “I am afrald i velvet coat that formed a part of her morde 8 emotions for him, some a beaten dog he slunk away, feeling
A= yom not understand, cunnin bhrai had been for good exercised over him by the ; ’
F Mra. Brood. The fact still rematns| . & *"% hunsg lHmply in her hand. SN . doing his | _ nin hMmself pierced by the pitying gace
. that ﬂm:ﬂﬂﬂl the floor as she moved ‘hfr"‘:i“! for h"“';“ He hn.gnn what he was pleased to | ©f €¥ery mortal in the street.
: wit ta ata t en cama t sha an :
s o w v s s term a systematic analysis of hia smnc- o B B B adedos
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 “Nor yours,” murmured the other,

trembling; a weakness had assalled
her. Bhe had left Yvonne’s presence
in a dazed, unsettled condition of
mind. There was a lapse of some kind

of James Brood’s study. A sickening
estimate of her own strength of par-

stood in peril of any deseription. And
suddenly, out of no particular trend of

thought, groped the aly, persistent sus
piciom that he had not been altogether

of that motionless, commanding figure
in the lighted window, and hia own

foyer, and a deep breath of relief
escaped him when it became evident
that the Hindu was not thera He had,
in a measure, proved his own cause;

tiona covering the entire evening, all
the while regarding the conpla In the

him. He staggered as If fram a blow

in the face,
“My God!™ glipped from his »tiR
lipe, and teara leaped to his eyes—

Vogue of White Paint.
A clever decorator who remodeled

abjoctly.
“Mor - pose confromted her. She was sud- | ia Sto r ™ | puzzling bebavior on the sidewalk ount-
. m-:tm confessed Lydia, after Sonly alvall of e men She hed yd pped ::":.l oment In the side. He recilled his impression tha! orchestra ehntlln with a gaze unawerry- he dining toom fa &4 New Bagiant
always beem her friend. Somehow someone had called out to him just :::.In Iut“':?p;:rl:?mthil::ﬂtiﬂn th: ISl howse ks oveén gwie 0 far W
gl PR her nse of white paint as tn finish the

“1 4 not know that you and Fred-
eric were in love with each other antil
here for some time," Mra
Brood explained, suddenly fretful

kind of A woman are you?™
from Lydia’s Indignant soul
“Have you no conception of the finer,
moblar—"

Yvonne deliberately put her hand
over the girl’s lips, checking the flerce

! Neo, you cannot gedly, “I:r_ the tarill of ""‘"'“‘”m thoughta he had spent upon him | that had moved him to such tender
under- o .IHII'II'I v ohil the in those black hours. He hungered | resolves? Could such a condition be | £t it out of his head that she knmew
It 1s wore kindly fa man. His ayes | 1., o word of kindness or of under-| possible? Was there such a thing as | h® was there, that she actually turned Happy Times
that I Hadly inquiring. “Sahid say you | srunding on which he could feed his | mind controi? in answer to the call of his mind. She| “The cotton growers seem to be
W Ilﬁ!?.“ M"'"__-"r‘“ starving sonl. He wanted his father's| An hour later Frederie approached | had not searched for him; on the com- | hard hit.” ]
i 164 oot k -:::' 1ot B8 tho Iate. love. He wanted, more than anything | the box office of the theater mentioned | trary, she directed her gaze instantly | “Yes. And many of them are long ¥
i knaw alnic 6 atarted. Had he read the thought | else in the world, to love his father, | by Yvonne over the tel that | to the spot where he stood concealed. | fng for the good old days when all they y
s  Rao =gt o iy MR s T O LS Sl Tout  of ' his ‘iad, | motnfng The play was bver and | 7 Adtented by a certain semse of guilt, | had to worry about was the ball wesi
ﬁﬂ;m Yvonne was sst aside in this tmmortal ' the hotse was sold out. He bought | he decided to leave the theater as vll,"' :

she felt that he would turn upon her
and rend her, this man who had al-
ways been so gentle and conaiderate—
and who had killed things!®

stairs. Bhe waited for hia signal to
ascend, somehow feeling that Brood
had sent him forth to summon her.
Her hand sought the stair rail and
gripped it tightly. Her lips parted in
A stif smfle. Now she knew that she
was turning coward, that she longed
to put off the meeting untll tomor
row—tomorrow!

quickly, noiselesaly.

tomorrow as usual”™ he sald, as he
paused above her on the steps,

Ranjab appeared at the head of the

The Hindu came down the stairs

'Thmmmmtnmnrmw.

“It—it must be today,” she said, dog-

how ineffably happy, how peaceful lifs
would be if hia father were to lay his
hands upon his shoulders and say, "My
pon, I love you—I love you dearly.”
There would be no more lonely days:
all that waa bitter In hia life would be
swept away In the twinkling of an
eye: the world would be full of joy for
him and for Lydia.

When he entered the housea that
evening he wasa fall of resentment
towgrd hia father, and sullen with the
remaina of an ugly rage. And now to
ba actually eraving the affection of the
man who humbled him, even In the
presence of servants! It was unbe
llevabla. He could not understand
himself. A wonderful, compelling ten-
derness filled his heart. He longed to
throw himself at hia father’s feet and
crave his pardon for the harsh, venge
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before he tormed to look up at the
window. It was all gquite preposterous,
he kept on saying over and over again
to himself, and yet he could not shake
off the uncanny feeling.

Earller in the evening, without warn-
ing, without the slightest encourage-
ment on his part, there had suddenly
leaped into existence a warm, tender
and wholly Inexplicable feeling toward
his father. At firat he had been
amazed by this unwonted, almost un-
nataral feeling, which later on devel
oped into something quite tangible In
the way of an emotion, but he waa be-
ginning to realize that the real mys-
tery lay outside of any self-analysis
he conld make. Like a shot there
fiashed into his brain the startiing
question: Was Ranjab the solution?
Was it Ranjab’s mind and not his own

impending peril.

All at once he slunk farther back
into the shadow, a guilty flush monant-
ing to his cheek. Yvonne had turned
and wase staring rather fixedly In hia
direction. Desapite the knowledge that
he was quite completely concealed by
the Interveming group of loungers, he
sustained a distinet shock. He had
the uncanny feeling that she was look-
ing directly into his eyes. She had
torned abruptly, as if some one had
called out to atiract her attention and
she had obeyed the sudden Impulse.
A moment later her calmily Impersonal
gaze swept on, taking In the, sectlons
to her right and the balecony, and then
went back to her huaband's face.

Frederic was many minutes in re
covering from the effects of the queer

shock he had received. Ha could not

floors with 1t. The woodwork and
furniture were also white, but plenty
of color was Introduoced by bright
chintz-patterned paper and plaia
bright green ruge. The whita dining
room table was alwaya bara, which
allowed the mistresa to 0se many at-
tractively enlored dolly seta, Her
china showed up to splendid advan-
tage on this white ground, and the
floweras from the garden seemed un-
nsnally bright and pretty in the midst
of all this white. A country house
near Cleveland has all ita floors paint-
ed white, with bright green, blne and
purple rugs used to earry out certain
color achemes, Of course, using white
on floora is practical only when Jyou
are far from the city's smoke or mo-
tor's dust.—The Countryside Mage-

zine.




