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AT A . ‘Ihtmﬂmtwu-ll.lutllnnu received from you. I hope I'lt never [ They were alone fa &is room. He | you—s0 It must have bosn the siher
AT E : : least remain here to assure Frederic mmug:ln. It I ever have a son | squared his shoulders. way ‘round. She's dead now, I know.
AR <41} i A of my sympathy, to help him if I can, | I'l not treat him as you've treated| *I suppose you think [ am in love | but she dido't die for years after 1 was
L } 4 f to offer him the shelter of my home.” | your son. By God, you den't deserve | with her,” he said deflantly. He waited | born. Why was it that | never saw
i . /@R ' A spasw of alarm crossed Yvonne's | the honor of being called father. You|a moment for the response that did | her? Why was I kept up there in that

v face. “Do you really belleve it will | don’t deserve to have a son. I wish | not come. Brood was regarding him | damnable rillage—" §
GEORGE DARR HCCU " HEON | come to that?” she demanded, nerv- | to God I had never been obliged to call | with eyes from which every spark of | “Where did you get that phote:
% ously. you father. [ don't know what you | compassion had disappeared. “Well, | graph?* demanded Brood hoarsely.

“If what I fear should come to pass, | did to my mother, but if You treated | it may Interest you to know that I in- “Where, I say! What damned, Inter
USTRAII(NS EA_Y WTERS he will not stay in this house another | her as—' Just then my husband found tend to marry Lydia this very day.” fering fool—"
. hour. He will go forth from it, curs- | his voice. He sprang to his feet, and Brood advanced a few steps toward | “I wouldn’t be too hasty, if 1 were

ing James Brood with all the batred | I've never seen such a look of rage | him. In the subdued light of the room | you,” said Frederic, & note of triamph
that his soul can possess. And now, |I thought he was going to strike Fred- | his features were not clearly dis- | iy his voice. “Yvonne gave it to me. I
Mrs. Brood, shall I tell you what I|eric and I think I screamed—just a tinguishable. His face was gray and | made her promise to say nothing to
think of you?" little scream, of course. 1 was so ter | shadowy; only the eyes were sharply: you about it. She—"

“No, it isn't at all necessary. Be-|rifled. But he only sald—and it was | defined. They glowed like polnts of | “Yyonne found it? Yvonne? And
sides, I've changed my mind. I'd like | horrible the way he said lt—-—'YEI;I fool— | light, unflickering. - gave it to you? What trick of fate is
O youl to remain. I do not want to mys- | you bastard!" And Frederic laughed | “I ghall be sorry for Lydia,” he sa is? But—abh, it not be a
! 4 el SXNOPSES. There was little comfort for her|yisy yoy any further, Mrs, Desmond, | in his face and cried out, unafraid, ‘I'm | levelly. Eﬂt of :;nr—r;urm;thur Boﬂ.:;

gty o =g fn the hope held out by her mother|pyt § 1oy confeas to you that | am | glad you call me a bastard! By God.| “You needn't be,” said Frederic hot- | pyorograph—
bin oo Predonk bome of James Brood, | ms they at far into the night and dis-| o000 /0 courage. Don’t ask me to | I'd rather be one than to be your son. | ly. “She understands everything.” “No, it Is my mother. Yvonne saw
g from him. Frederic tells Lydia Des- | ©158ed the possibilities of the day 80 | pay you why, but—" It would at least give me something| “Have you told her that you love her the resemblance at once and brought
S l‘_ mond, M;hﬂm .ﬂllt the mmm near at hand. She could see nothing | . suppose it is the custom Wwith |to be proud of—a real father.' " i8¢ Do one slse?” E 1§ 16 190 ARk it inay Iutitust you I8
E."'m-mna. the  housckeeper  and | DUt disaster, and sbe could think of | yhose who play with fire. They shrink | “Good heaven!" fell from Mrs. Des-| “Certatnly!” know that she advised me to treasure

inmediate. home-comink, Erood. 5os | nest 1o por own lamentable weak | when ¢ burns them.” mond’s white lips. “Then you have led to her.” it all my life because it would always
Bk Brids arrive. fine wing ¥ c's Hk- :.Ihm In shrinking from the “"ﬂ‘::"n:“ Mrs. Brood looked at her steadily | yy,.0 seemed to have paused to| There was silence—tense silence. |4, oy o lovely and sweet my moth-

ﬂ:ﬁ?ﬂ'ﬁ:’}' hﬁﬁmmﬂd?ﬂks 1“ mlt:lh SRS SNINNAN TS DrEa m;: for a long time without speaking. The | catch her breath. Her breast heaved | “D0 You expect me to strike you for | or was—the mother I have never
Mre. Brood met In the Jade-room, where ation bossible. She tried to ma rebellious, sullen expression died out convulsively, the grip of her hands | that?” eame at last from Frederic's seen.”

works Brood’s secre Mrs. | light of the situation, however, prophe- | ;0 1, h hed deeply, almost lips, 1 d { “y w2

1 e w on? o o L : of her eyes. She sig eeply, almost | tightened on the arms of the chair. s, low and menacing. I insist on seeing that picture,
Ranjab, Brood's Hindu ‘servant  She AR5 SR Stivudefor PYRSER | Gespairingy. Suddenly she resumed her recital, but | ~You have always considered your-| 014 Brogd, with deadly intensity.
g e - conveat 18 sead s Dt I vhich & o slopt over hia grievance. | . am sorry you think ill of me, yet her volce was hoarse and tremulous. | 3¢!f to bo my son, haven't yu? pur- | un,w' g mrageric, folding

‘. ' 'hlﬂh; after l“, she .l-"l'l-lﬂd. was doubt- I cannot hl Ideri Fy sued nrm d liberate “Can you BAY
+ and Lydia away. She fascinates ame you for considering m “I was terribly frightened. I thought el ly. y arms tightly across his breast. “You
i Fﬁ She begins to fear Ranjab In less éXnggerated. She prumlaad to to be a—a—I'll not say it. Mrs. Des- b I'.THIHI'-I! Sl t{) ?:II'EI. bot 1 :Id to me that you have behaved of Iﬂ.lﬂ as didn’t deserve her then and ]ﬂﬂ-"""

uncan rances and disappear- | go with Lydia to see James Brood in mond, 1—I wish I had never come to & son should—" - say-
and i-'r"f'.ﬁ.‘m remembariag s { ono o rnine and to plead with him to | gpyo 'y no voice! Ah, you have never seen two You don't know what you are

s East Indlan stories and firm be- angry men waitihg to spring at each “"Wait! We'll settle that point right ing, boy!'"”

fortne rl:tr: #fnk;u::g :::-L Dit:ﬂ; be merclful to the boy she was to "Permit me to echo your words.” other's throats, Mrs. Desmond. My |#0W. Idid lose my head. Head, I say.| “ap gon't 1? Well, I've got just a 1it-

n
Iab
l and Riggs. Frederic's father, jeajous, un- | IAITY, N0 matter what transpired. The |  «wy,, win mever be able to under-|, ia . trol of | Mot heart. ] shan't attempt to explain | yq bit of my mother safe here over
: mu%m from the dinner table | girl at first insisted on going over to | g.n 4 me. And, after all, why should m;:;. ?iidu::.: Zulr; n::l;:m E,ma el Sk fie et mmtter: An Por 7 Bkt a THitte Tadel cari. teas W L

b1 as drunk. tells th f Ran- ' -
WS : Jab’s lifo to his guests. “fls Killod & wom- | 66 him- that night, notwithstanding || .are? You are nothing to me. You [ oo o, sald to Frederic. “This| Yvonne—well, she's as good as gold. | g you shall not rob me of that.

h .
an” who lto him. Y ‘| the r, and only after S
b By oo o) L WS the t::““ '; dj' “:?fdlm, . aro merely a good woman who has|, '\ . the place to wash our filthy | She understands me better than I un- | yast night I was sorry for you. I had
her husband warns her that the thing > FaERam.- oppa no real object in life. You— family linen. You say you want some- | 9¢rstand myself. She knows that éven | th feeling that somehow you have alk 4
-n-thnnt f,"l.'" Bhe tells him that he t was four o'clock before they went No real object in life?” : thing to be proud of, Well, you shall honest men lose their heads some- ways been unbappy over something

e dead wife, whom he drove back to bed and long after five before| = |
his home, through her, Yvonne. Precisely. 8it down. We will walt | tudy.’ | times. I can say to you now that I ¢ha happened Iin the past that my
: : “m:’lra with Bm“-;d.- wc and | either closed her eyes. here together, if you please. I—I am :ﬁ:ﬂt:::rw:::h;'i?:ﬂ: tﬂullﬂr!" : aitl:ir would sooner have cut my own throat | ymother was responsible for. And yet
Brood, madly h.'“hm.“' tells L,,m.'"""m.‘l't Mrs. Desmond, utterly exhausted, worried, 1 think I rather like to feel speaking " word to mﬁ——thll!' did not | than to do more than envy you the | when I took out this photograph, this
| , l:.mn: htI= ﬁﬂ ;ﬂdtﬂut he h:: was the first to awake. Bhe glanced | that you are here with me. You see, even glance in my direction. They possession of one you do not de- tny bit of old cardboard—see, it is so
i per time with this knowiedge. | 3¢ the little clock on her dressing-table | the crisis has come.” . went up the stairs. | heard the door | *'¥® I bave considered mysolf | small that it can be carried in my
'.'.'.4[""" hﬂl“:'-;:ﬁllﬂti’lm: and gave a great start of consterna-| “You kunow, of course, that he turned close behind them—away up there, | YOUF son. .1 have no apology to make | waistcoat pocket—when 1 took it out
- s house, His wavering m,_,:“,m tion. It was long past nine o'clock. [onq wife out of this house, Mrs. |,y ' wan half an hour ago. 1 have for my—we'll call it (nfatuation. I|gand looked at the pure, lovely tace, 1—

% her is strengthened by a day spent While she was dresaing, the little mald | Brood,” sald Mrs. - Desmond, deliber been walting, t waiting as you are shall only admit that ft has existed
wiih her.  Yvonne. over the phone rouses | sarvane brought in her coffee and toast | ately. S } waiting At comfort Frederie | ®0d that I have despaired. As God Is

lafatustion for her Lydia ol .
m- té bex Brood mtnt';: tell v of | and recelved Instructions not to awak- Bomething like terror leaped Into -when L out of that voom o™ witness, | have never loved any

XA ";::;';_""' "’“_‘Ll" m'“'“_r""' ’_,““‘lh en Miss Lydia but to let her have her | the other's eyes. . The walcher expe- wreck ™ one but Lydia. 1 have given her pain,
i wes und Riggs. Is seized with an im- [slesp out. A few minutes-later she | rienced an Incomprehensible feeling pf | Mrs. Desmond started up, an {nered and the amazing part of it la that L]
pulse of m ﬂ: » and under a ¥m- | loft the apartment and walked briskly pity for her—she who had been despis-, ulous look In her eyes can't help myself. Naturally, you can’t

E?-r:nu up his Emﬂfm“nm_n# arpund the cormer to Brood’s home. | Ing her so flergely the jnstant before.

: Fearing that she might be too late.| “He—he will not turn me. out,” mur-

she walked so rapidly that she was | mbred Yvonne, and im_ldnnlr began

o quite out of breath when she entered | pacing the flopr, her hands clinched.
the house. Mr. Riggs and Mr. Dawes | .

: A Mother "“'“m":"" were putting on their coats fn the hall |-,
Long past midnight Wpummmm:mmu?

Ia the Deamond apartment rang sharp-
constitutional. They greeted her effu-
\ ly. imsistently. Lydia, who had just sively, and with one aceord proceeded |-

g 4 fallen asleep, awoke with a start pad ~
: ’ to divest themselves of the coats, an- |
st bolt upright in her bed. A clammy nouncing In one woice thelr intention

perspiration broke out all over her
body. mnmmmmm.i{'ﬂ““‘m““"“m“

@atastrophe. “It's of you,”™ she sald, hur
| She et there ehatteripg until gho | o “het | st see Mr. Brood at
mmmw-mwm: oficd) fh- not rcome over (o my
\ of

S o 1 b Taes: the 1 it 4 £ 8 u
o *4rs and closed heT | e, Brood's voles taterryitéd her.
m'-.':i “What do you want, Mra. Desmond ™

understand what It all means. You are

. » P
You are taking his side®* You are not a young man any longer. You | EHE

agalnst your husband? Oh, now 1|

cannot understand.”™
.::::_IIE& kind of woman you are. | 5 1 God!” burst from B r's lips.

‘ e b T ; « I "Peace! You do not know the kind T':“" he. laughed aloud—grotesquely.
. Il v “J g+ ] ¥ |of womanTam. You never will know Yvoune Is the most wonderful thing :
: e ‘| Yes. 1 shal take sides with Frederic.” | (lat bas ever come Intg my Iife. I
* “You 40 not love your husband!” | ™ored ber the Instant | saw her. [

have { metl hat | k her a |

| A strange, unfathomable smile eame m;:“:': T_"_T‘: ! L hlr:::lt that
Into Yvoane's face and stayed there. 1 doved Ber & th .nd yoars . A
‘:I:»rn::“““d 'IIF.TI:":“H the same | .1 seriousness pow attendad hig
eeling she A JOATS A0 OB [ sech, in disect contrast to the violent
‘first soeing the Sphinx. She was sud- c i that had gone before. “I have
' :’:L:nm‘m‘“ by an unsolvable thought of little else but her. 1 con-
. . fesas It to you. Nt through It all there
I { S ey a1 &ilre: me dut ot Mo han u\rrrrhun an Instant id which"]

Y

CHAPTER XV.

p08dsa, Mrs. Desmond.” was ber 88-| gg oot worship Lydfh Desmond. 14

swer (o the challenge. :
A door slammed In the upper re- Ld:';:dpr:nfd b accoust for it It

t Klons of the house. Poth women start-

| falles. The oaly thought that seared | foit® {100 .;':::‘: R s od to their feet. B hsapitoi-pine B cgeid oMol
1 her bratn was that sbe bad failed him, | == 0 OF suririsd ne’ wsbasiness. - There "I fs over” bresthed Yvense, with| ot e aBietion® De eatd o
falled him miserably in the erisia. A tremulous sigh. 3 . -

Oh,
wis something sharp, unfriendly In the
:-hmu-umm-mmlh_'l 1t .
.o Yvoane,  fully dressed—a most un.

In the steady, repressed volce. “Per
haps It Is a gift—a convenlent gift—
this ability to worahlp without effort.”

“We nhall see how well they were
able to take care of themaelves, Mra.

m.uﬂ:.u- PITRy uddenly | uyual cireumstancd at that hour of the NI NSRONE A W) iter S IS Meaiher out ed T ehiens
Wor the first time that ber eyes wore | Th) —W0e loading over the . banistes “We ahall seo—yes,” sald the-other, | *41d Frederic sarcastically. A look of | “) ghall Be Berry for Lydia” He Sald
‘tightly closed ma If to shut out some "{.‘; came to0 see Mr. Brood oa a very mechanically. Suddenly she turned | WO0der leaped to his eyes “That's Levelly,

the first time you've condescended to
acknowledge that | ever had a| by heaven, | knew she was aot e
mother.” blame *

Brood's amile was deadly. “If you| Have you finished™ aaked Brood,
wiping his brow. It was dripping.

on the tall, accusing figure healde her.
"Go away! Go now! | command
you to go. This ia our affair, Mrs
Desmond. You are not needed here.

abbhorrent sight Importast—=
“Loydial™ Hu-mhnmmmr “Have you been sent over hers by
a

somaeons alse T’ demanded Mrs, Prood.

. Deamond stared in amasement “l have not seen Frederic.” fell from have anything more to say to me, you

at the girt's fAgure. her lips before she thought. You were tnnhhtn. as you say. | beg “Rucept to repeat that 1 am through
"What te it, mothar? Toll me what | ' -1 dare say you havewt” said the o Bl The sreke IR | o (e AR (s Sty | WHN you forevar, fve bad all as T
s bappened? la he-—" | other with ominous clearness. “He toward the door. As she was about . [ grant you that privilegs.. Take |8 endure and I'm through, My great-
“He wants to speak to you. He 18 | has been bere since seven this morn- , . to place her hand on the knob It was r&ur Innings.” est regret ls that | dida’t get out
i on the wire. I—i— His volea sounds | jng, whiting for a chance to speak to “I'd Like You %0 Remain. opened from the other side, and Ran. A Spasm nf pain erossed Frederie's | /008 880, But like a fool—a weak fool,
vary gueer—=~ hias father In w“'.-" MHHI .hIpcljr in front of the othar h: stood before them, face. “Yes, | am entitled to my In- I kept on hﬂlﬂ'ﬂ‘ that you'd 't.«.-_
The girl sprang out of bed and hur- | She was descending the stairs slow. woman, she exclaimed: “He made a Sahib begs to be excused, "Hrl. Des- nings. I'1l go back to what | said down. | 20 that there were better days ahead
ried to the telephona. Iy, almost lasily, as she uttered the great mistake in driving that other ll-l:.'ﬂi‘l He ia :l““ going out stairs. | thought | loved and honored for me. 1 kept om hoping that you'd
“Don’t go away, mother—stay here,” | remark. woman out. He is not likely to repeat [ CG0INE 0ut!™ cried Yvonne, who had [ © ©7 - night. | would have forgiven | P® ® real father 1o me. Good Lord,
she cried as she sped past the white-| “They are together mow?™ gasped |1t Mrs. Desmond " shrunk back iato the room. everything If yon had granted me a| "N & libel on the name!” He
, elad figure M the doorway. Mrs. Des- | Mre. Desmond. “Yea—I think be did make a mis | -Y¢3 Sabivah = You will please ex- | L0 T L s all_fust | 1auEhed raucously. “I'm sick of cailing
l mond fattened hersell against the wall | “Will you come Into the Hbrary? [ take,” sald Mrs. Desmond, calmly. | ™™ f‘fn. Desmond. He regret very triendly seidd You dontel® you father. You did me an ln-ur
-y and remained there as motioniess as | (Jood morning, gentlemen. | trust you | “But he does not think s0. He ls a | YN “1 suppose you want me to belleve [ v v " 07 calling me ‘bastard.
i = & statue, her somber gase fixed on her | may enjoy your long walk.” man of iron. He Is unbending.” Mrs. Deamond passed slowly through that R e e A ina ”'“" Sl You had no right to call me that, but,
. Waughter's face. Mrs. Desmond followed her into the | ~He Is a wonderful man—a great | '™® 9007, which he heid open for her. on slinking to the theater.” sald :h-u by heaven, if it were not for this bit
Yea, Frederio—it is I—Lydia. What | iibrary. Yvonne closed the door al | splendid man,” eried Yvonne, flercely. | A® 3@ passed by the Hinda she looked siher ieunicily B sy i s s o ety S
™ it, dear™ Her volce was high and | most In the face of Mr. Riggs, who | “it ia |—Yvonna Lestrange—who pro- full into his dark, expressive eyes, e ' on i b laugh in your face and be happy to
thin. had opened his mouth to accept the | claim it to the world. | cannot bear | *™d there was a question In hers. He ikt ar ";‘” :’ ]“_ '::dﬂ '“; shout from the housetops that | am
His volce came jerking over the |invitation .0 tea, but who sald he'd s 000 himn safier L® did not speak, but she read the anawer i';l'-'- '”‘; ;""—' Y - anted to be | oo son of yours. But there's no such
‘wire, sharp and querulous. She closed | “ba 4—d” Instead. so narrow was his “Then why do you—" as If it were on a printed page. Her | "t ?ﬂ: hlﬂ ‘ Tm:mll-. :t rnlll U0 luck as that! ['ve only to look at my
Mer ayes in anticipation of the biow, | escape from Illﬂ;lﬂ his nose banged. | Mrs. Brood flushed to the roots of | *P0viders drooped. :’i“";"';‘ _:“' “““:; ':’ d": all my | mother's innocent, soulful face to—"
‘her body rigid. He emphasized the declaration by |her hair. “I do not want to appear| 5M® Went back to Lydia. .;:: Womtl el lh:t't::!: Ty Sewced UESed B Sh Se
“I'm sorry iin ﬂlh:bdruu_" I'm: was | shaking his fist at the door. unfair to my husband, but | declare CHAPTER XVI other boy I've known has had from his :;r:! ;::;z:ﬂh?i::ﬁi;:i?’m:,::
saying. “but I just had to call you, The two women faced each other. to you, Mra. Desmond, that Frederic is 7 nts? T[ve never asked you about ;
l *p." The words were disjointed, as | For the first time since she had know | fuily justified in the attitude he has " . enstgesn Sl ik bt sood | T e fe W you e “hf“‘t“"
lg he forced them from his lips one | Yvonne Brood Mrs. Desmond observed | taken this morning. FHis father hu. "Toe My Own Sweetheart | iInnocent mother of yours Aick is

When James Brood and Frederie | 9e2]. Every other boy had a mather. | with you. 1 am not your father. You

'y ome In a supreme effort at coher | a high touch of color in her cheeks. | miliated him last night in a manne=- left the dining-room nearly am hour | ™@ver had one. [ couldn’t understand ape

‘-mey, utifal eyea w alive with an poss ’
"':'n. yes—Iit's all right. I don't :::t::ml she :nuld ﬁ tuncﬂli. Nel- El'hhl:t :::: If::ﬂ”:::grn:mFred:ﬂ: peior:3e The Gepniiwie o Mis Dwss lh“n 'Thfpl:n::“ :::#ﬂ I :: n-:l;ﬂ-ilt:::t VA TN i getng tu. el 1
'mind. You 4 right What ta 1t? | ther spoke for a moment. ' And permit me to add, from my :ﬁull ONd., thore was ia the Wind of euech | 7O m:I: of hﬁr eoul : God, h : hﬂf that my mother was 2ot & good wem-
“I want you to release me from my | “You are aceountable for this, Mrs. | that he fs vastly Bie hanind !!IIIII': the resolution to make short work of '""‘:*h Ao Mo tﬂ h.n: . an, | want to go on record in advance
Promise " Brood,” said Lydia Desmond’s mother, | than stnning.” e e . Kmoh Naew that | s h0n e Bty B | T Maytkieg Jun may sy, &8 Meing
“You mean—the promise—but, Fred- | sternly, accusingly. She expected 8| “I can readily believe that Mrs, | th® time had arrived for the parting tefls me she left you. and if she did, 1| Dnd (1t | 4m ber s0n 20 matter whe
'@y, 1 can’t release you. 1 love you. 1| storm of indignant protest [Instead. | Brood " . | of the ways, and neither had the least he - gﬁa aﬂrtprwnrrl; found mmno' sl e e ol st -
'will be your wife, no matter what has Yvonne smiled slightly, "Thia morning Frederic came into GESive te proiong the suspetos. ;;:.]-:Jhm no, I won't -ml:r it. Even m?: ::rﬁ:.]n;‘,h:;“ﬁr[ ;!:;PI:E:!::IT :::ﬂ
ppened, no matter—" “It will not hurt my husband to | the breakfast room while we were hav- The stady door wms closed. James I haven't the heart to hurt you by say- hﬂ:ﬂ .1he ]ﬁr of knowing ihnt she loved

“OR, Lord, Lyddy—it lsn't that! It's discover that Frederic is a man and [ing coffee. You look surprised. Yes, | FT00d put his hand on the knob, but, ng that” He stopped, choking ® :
the other—the promise to say nothing | not a milkenp,” she said, but despite |1 was having breakfast with my hus. | PefOTe turning it, faced the young man :r;:h the rush of mrf:'d words., “Well Brons fuf::t::l:m::-l ;ﬁ::i:d -1‘::
to my father—" her coolness there was a perceptible | band. I knmew that Frederic would | ¥ith an odd mixture of anger and pity why don't you say something?” nervous ﬁngrar-: drew a small leather
“"O—oh!™ ghe sighed weakly, a vast | note of anxiety In her voice. come. That was my reason. Whep || /0 his eYves. “I'm giving you your innings. Go case from his -waintmnt pocket “‘Be-
Whve of rellef almost suffocating her. | “You know, then, that they are— | heard him in the hall I sent the serv.| “Perhaps it would be better it we on?" sald Brood softly. fore you go any farther, take one look
“He has made it impossible for me | that they will quarrel ™ ants out of the dining-room. He had | had nothing more to say to each oth- “She must have loved you once—or [ a¢ her I’ac&, & wl;l Sibe e
te go on without—" “1 fancy It was in Frederic's mind [ spent the night with a friemd. Fis|er.” he sald, with an effort. “I have | o oo 0 O married you. She | sonamed of yourself. Can you stand
“Where are you, Frederic?™ she|to do so when he came here this first words on entering the room were | ¢hanged my mind. 1 cannot say the | . ..\ have loved you or I wouldn’t be thero and Ife about her after looking
eried, in sudden alarm. morning. He was still in his evening | these—I shall never forget them: ‘Last | thing to you that 1—" here in this world. She—" into—"
“Ob, 'm ail right. 1 shan’t go home, | clothes, Mra. Desmond.” night 1 thought 1 loved you, father,| “Has it got anything to do with| “Ha'" ecame sharply from Brood's He was holding the window curtalng -
5= -you may be sure of that Tomorrow| “Where are they now?” but 1 have come home just to tell you | Yvonne and me®” demanded Frederic | stifft Jips. apart, and a stream of light fell upon
& -~ , 'will be time enohgh. ” “I think he has them on,” sald | that [ hate you. [ can’t stay in this | ruthlessly, jumping at conclusions In “"—didn’t find you out until it was the I;,w;, face, so small that Brood
- “Where are you! 1 must know. | Yvonne, lightly. | house amother day. I'm going to get | his new-found arrogance. too late. She was lovely, | know. 8he | ..,  1iiged to come quits close to be
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