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CHAPTER XXVIil—Continued.
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He obeyed. “See! There I8 no one
near.,” He held open the door to the
hall. “You must speak quickly. I am
to leave this house In an hour. 1 was
glven the hour.” :

“Ah, 1 can see by your face that you
hate him' It is well. That {8 some-
thing. It is but little, I know, after
all I have wished for—but it is some-
thing for me to treasure—something
for me to take back with me to the
one sacred little spot in this beastly
world of men and women.”

“You are the most incomprehen-
sible—"

“Am I not beaatiful, Frederic? Tell
me!” She came quite close to him.

“You are the most beautiful woman
in all the world,” he said abjectly.

“And 1 bave wasted all my beauty—
I have lent it to unloveliness and 1t
has not been destroyed! It is still with
mo, is it not? I have not lost it in—"

“You are beautiful beyond words—
beyond anything I have ever im-
agined,” sald he, suddenly passing his
hand over his brow.

“You would have loved me if it had
not been for Lydia?’

“l couldn't have helped myself. I~
I fear 1—faltered in my— Good God,
are you still trying to tempt me? Are
you still asking me to go away with
you?t"

A hoarse cry came from the door-
way behind them—a cry of pain and
anger that struck terror to their souls.

They had not heard his approach.

CHAPTER XVIIL.

The Bhot That Falled.

Transfixed, they watched him take
two or three steps (nto the room. At
his back was the swarthy Hindu, his
eyes gleaming like coals of fire in the
shadowy light.

“James'!” fell tremulously from the
lips of Yvonne. She swayed toward
him as Ranjab grasped his arm from
babhind. Frederick saw the fash of
something bright as It passed from the
brown hand to the white one. He did
not at once comprehend.

“It happaned once.,” came hoarsely
from the throat of Jamesa Prood. "It
shall not happen agaln. Thank you,
Ranjab.”

Then Frederic knew! The Hinda
had slipped a revolver Into his mas-
ter's hand!

“It givea ma great pleasure, Yvonne,
to relleve you of that damned, rotten,
worthless thing you call your lfe.”

As he raised his arm, PFroderie
sprang forward with a shout of horror.
Boarcely realizing what he did, he
burled Yvonne violantly to one side.

It was all over In the twinkling of
an aye. There was a flash, the crash
of an explosion, a pufl of smoke and
the smell of burnt powder.

Frederic stood perfectly still for an
Instant, facing the soft cloud that rose
from the pistol barrel, an expression
of vague amasement In hia face. Then
hia hand went uncertainly to his
breast

Already James Brood had seen the
red bloteh that spread with {ncredible
swiftnasa—blood red against the
snowy white of the broad shirt bosom
(Haring with wideopen eves at the
horrid spot, he stood there with the
pistal still levelled In a petrified hand

"Good QGod, father, you've—why,
you've—" atruggled from Frederic’s
writhing lips, and then his knees
eagged; an instant later they gave way
with a rush and he dropped heavily to
the floor. :

There was not a sound in the room.
Buddenly PBrood made a movement
quick and spaamodic. At the same In-
stant Ranjab flung himself forward
and grasped his master's arm. He
had turned the revolver upon himself!
The muzzle was almost at his temple
when the Hindu seized his hand in a
grip of irom.

“Sahib! Sahib'™ he hissed. “"What
would you do? Wrenching the weapon
from the stiff, onresisting fingera, he
buried it acrosa the room,

“My God!” groaned 3rood. His tall
body swerved forward, but his legs re-
fused to carry him. The Hindu caught
NMm as he was sinking limply to his
knees. With a tremendous effort of
the will, Brood succeeded In eonqguetr
ing the black nnconsciousnesa that
was assafling him. He straightened
up to hia full height, and with trem-
bling fingers pointed to the prostrate
. figure on the floor. “"The pistol, Ran-

Where iz it? QGive it me! Man,
I have

Quick,

“Bahib!™ erled the Hindu, wringing
his hands. “T eannot! 1 cannot!”

“I command you! The pistol!”

Without a word the Hindu, fatalist,
#iave, pagan that he was, turned to do
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“Blood! It is blood!” she moaned,
and for the first time since the shot
was fired her husband glanced at the
one for whom the bullet was intended.

An expression of incredulity leaped
into his face, as if he could not belleve
his senses. She was alive and unhurt!
His bullet had not touched her, His
brain fumbled for the explanation of
this miracle.

“Blood!” she walled again, a long,
shuddering word that came not from
her lips but from the very depths of
her terror-stricken soul.

Slowly Brood's mind worked out of
the maze. His shot had gone straight,
but Frederic himself had leaped into
its path to save this miserable crea-
ture who would have damned his
soul if life had been spared to him.

Ranjab crawled to his side, his eyes
covered with one arm, the other ex-
tended. Blindly the master felt for the
pistol, not once removing his eyes
from the pallid flgure against the table.
Hls fingera closed upon the weapon.
Then the Hindu looked up, warned by
the strange voice that spoke to him
from the mind of his master. He saw
the arm slowly extend Itself with a
sinister hand directed straight at the
unconscious figure of the woman. This
time Brood vas making sure of his
alm—so psure that the lithe Hindu
had time to spring to his feet and
grasp once more the hand that held
the weapon.,

“Master! Master!” he cried oul.

Brood turned to look at his man in
sheer bewilderment. What could all
this mean? What was the matter with
the man?

“Down, Hanjab'”™ he commanded In
a low, cautious tone, as he would have
used In speaking to a dog when the

Eame was run to earth.
“There Is but one bullet left, sahib,”

cried the man.
“"Only one is required,” sald the mas-

ter hazily.

“You have killed your aon. This bul-
let In for yourself ™

“Yea! Yes! But—but
lives! She-—-"

The Hindu struck hils own breast
significantly, “Thy falthful servaat re
maine, sahib. Die, If thou wilt, but
leave her to Ranjab. There Is but one
bullet left. It is for you. You must
not be here to witneas the death Han-
jab, thy servant, shall infllet upon her.
Shoot thyself now, If so be it, but
spare thysell the sight of—" He did
not finiah the sentence, but his strong,
bony fingera went through the motion
that told a more bhorrible story than
words could have expressed. There
was no mistaking his meaning. He
had elected himself her executioner.

A ghastly look of comprehension
flitted across Hrood's face. For a sec-
ond his mind slipped from one dread
to another more appalling. Hes knew
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“Sahibl Sahib!™ He Hissed.

this man of his. He remembered the
story of another killing in the hilla of
India. His gaze went from the brown
fanatie’'s face to the whita, tender,
lovely throat of the woman—and a
hoarse gasp broke from hia lips.
“Noe! No! Not that!™ he cried, and
as the words rang out, Yvonne re-
moved her horrified gaze from the blot
of red and fixed it upon the face of her
huaband. She straightened up slowly
and her arms fell limply to her sidea.
“It was meant for me. Shoot,
James!” she sald, almost in a whis-
per.

The Hindu's grasp tightened at the
convolsive movement of his master's
‘hand. His fingers were Ilike steel

bhanda.
“Shoot!” she repeated, raising her
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| shall not—" Flinging the Hindu aside

“God, he—ne cun’t be dead! I have|it was Matilde! What accursed trick

not killed him. He shall not die—he

he threw himself down beside the body
on the floor. The revolver as it
| dropped, was caught In the nimble
hand of the Hindu, who took two long
swift strides toward the woman who
| now faced him instead of her hushand.
There was a great light in his eyes as
he stood over her and she saw death
staring out upon her.

But she did not quail. She was past
all that. She looked straight into his
eyes for an instant and then, as if
putting him out of her thoughts entire-
ly, turned slowly toward the two men
on the floor. The man half raised the
pistol, but something stayed his hand
—something stronger than any mere
physical opposition could have done.

He glared at the hall-averted face,
confounded by the most extraordinary
Iimpression that ever had entered his
Incomprehensible brain. Something
strange and wonderful was transpir-
ing before his very eyes—something
80 marvellous that even he, mysteri-
ous seer of the Ganges, was stunned
Into complete amazement and unbelief.
That strange, uncanny intelligence of
his, born of a thousand mysteries, was
being tried beyond all previous exac-
tions. It was as if he now saw this
woman for the first time—as if he had
never looked upon her face before. A
mist appeared to envelop her and
through this vell he saw a face that
was new to him—the face of Yvonne
and yet not hers at all. Absolute won-
der crept into his eyes,

As If impelled by the power of his
gaze, she faced him once more. For
what seemed hours to him, but iIn
reality only seconds, his searching
eyes looked deep Into hers. He saw
at last the soul of this woman and It
was not the soul he had known as hers
up to that tremendous moment. And
he came to know that she was no
longer afrald of him or his powers.
His hand was lowered, his eyes (el
and hls lips moved but there were no
words, for he addressed a spirit, All
the venom, all the hatred fled from his
#oul. His knee bent in sudden submis-
slon, and hla eyes were raised to hers
once more, but now In their somber
depths was the fAdelity of the dog!'

“Go at once,” she sald, and her voice
was as clear as a bell.

He shot a swift glance at the pros
trate Frederic and stralghtened his
tall Agure as would a soldier under
orders. His understanding gaze
sought hers again. There was another
command in her eyes. He placed the
weapon on the table. It had been a dis-
tinct command to him.

“One of us will use It” she sald
monotonously. “Go!"™

With Incredible swifiness he was
gone. The curtains barely moved aa
he passed between them and the heavy
door made no sound in opening and
closing. There was no one In the hall.
The sound of the shot had not gone
beyond the thick walls of that pro
seribed room on the top floor. Bome-
where at the rear of the house an In-
distinct volee was uttering a jumbled
stream of French.

Many minutes passed. There was
not a movement In the room. Hrood,
beside the outstretched figure of hia
unintended victim, waas staring at the
graylng face with wide, unblinking
eyea. e looked at last upon the fea
tures that he had asearched for In
valn through all the sellen years,
There was blood on his hands and on
his cheek, for he had listened at first for
the beat of the heart. Aferward his
agonized gaze had gone to the blood
lesa face. There It was arreated. A
dumb wonder possessed his soul. He
knelt there petrified by the shock of
digscovery. In the dim light he no
longer saw the features of Matilde, but
his own, and his heart was atiil. In
that revealing moment he realized that
he had never seen anything in Fred-
eric’s countenance psave the dark.
never-to-be-forgotten eyes—and they
were his Matilde’'s. Now those eves
were closed. He could not see them,
and the blindneas was struck from his
own. He had always looked into the
boy's eyes—he had never been able to
seek farther than those haanting, In-
quiring eyes—but now he saw the
lean, strong jJaw, and the firm chin,
the straight nose and the broad fore
head—and none of these were Ma-
tilde’s! Thesa were the features of a
man—and of but one man. He was see-
ing himself as he was when he looked
into his mirror at twenty-one'

All thease yearas he had been blind,
all these years he had gone on curs-
ing his own Image. In that overpower-
ing thought came the realization that
it was too late for him to atone. His
mind slowly struggled out of thrall
that held it stupefied. He was lgoking
at his own face—dead’ He would look
like that! Matilde was gone forever—
the eyes were closed—but he was
there, going grayer and grayer of face
all the time.

He had forgotten the woman. She
was standing just beyond the body
that stretched ftself between them.
Her hands were clasped against her
breast and her eyes were lifted heaven-
ward. She had hot moved throughout
that age of oblivion.

He saw her and suddenly became
rigid. Slowly he sank back, his eyves
distended, his jaw dropping. He put
out a hand and saved himself from
falling, but his eves never left the
face of the woman who prayed—whose
whola being was the material repre-
sentation of prayer. But it was not
Yvonne, his wife, that he saw standing
there. It was another—Matilde!

“My God, Matilde—Matilde!
Kive! Forgive!”

Slowly her eyed were lowered until
thay fell full upon his stricken face.

“"Am 1 going mad?" be whispered
hoarsely. As he stared, the delicate
wan face of Matilde n to fade and

For-

of —"

He sprang to his feet and advanced
upon her, actually stepping across the
body of his son In his reckless haste.
Hor many seconds they stood with
their faces close together, he staring
wlldly, she with a dull look of agony
in her eyes, but unflinching. What he
saw caused an lcy chill to sweep |
through his tense body, and a sickneds
to enter his soul. He shrank back.

“Who—who are you?" he cried out
in sudden terror. He felt the presence
of Matilde. He could have stretched
out his hand and touched her, so real,
80 vivid was the belief that she was
actually there before him. *“Matilde
was here—] saw her, before God, | saw
her. And-—and now it is you'! She is
8till here. 1 can feel her hand touch-
ing mine—I can feel—no, again. I1—

L1

The cold, lifeless voice of Yvonne
was apeaking to him, huskier than ever
before.

“Matilde has been here. She has
always been with him. She is always
near you, James Brood.”

"What — are — you — saying?" he
gasped.

She turned wearlly away and pointed
to the weapon on the table.

“Who is to use it, you or 1™

He opened his mouth but uttered no
sound. His power of speech was gone.

She went on in a deadly monotone.
“You intended the bullet for me. It is
not too late. Kill me, if you will. |
Elve you the first chance—take it, for
if you do not 1 shall take mine.”

“I—I cannot kill you—1 cannot kill
the woman who stood where you are
standing a moment ago. Matilde was
there! 8he was alive, do you hear
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“Matilde Had Bean There ™

me! Alive and—ah'” The exclama-
tlon fell from hia lips as she suddenly
leaned forward, her intense gasze fNzed
oh Frederic's face.

“Sea! Ah,see! | prayed and | have
been anawered. See! God In heaven,
pen!"

He turned  Frederic's eyes were
open. He was looking up at them, with
A pltecous appeal In Ltheir depths—an
appeal for help, for Hife, for conscious-
neas

“He Is not dead! Frederic, Frederic,
my son—  He dropped to hisa knees
and frantleally clutched at the hand
that lay stretched out beslde the limp
Agure. The pain-stricken eyea closed
slowly.

Someone knelt
saw a slim white hand
touch the pallid brow

“1 shall save your soul, Jamea
Brood,” a volce waa saring, but It
seemed far away “He shall not die,
Your poor wretiched soul may reat se
eure. [ shall keep death away from
him. Youn shall not have to pay for
this—no, not for this. The bullet was
meant for me. 1 owe my life to him.
you shall owe his to me. But you
have yet to pay A greater debt than
this can ever become He is your son
You owe another for his litfe—and you
will mever be out of her debt not
even, in hell, James Brood.”

Slowly Frederic's eyea opened
again. They wavered from one face
to the other and there was in them the
unsolvable mystery of divination. As
the lids dropped once more, Brood's
manner underwent a tremendous
change. The stupefaction of horror
and doubt fell away in a flash and he
was again the clear-headed., Indomit.
able man of action. The blood rushed
back Into his veins, his eyes flashed
with the returning fire of hope, his
voice was steady, sharp, commanding.

“The doctor'” he cried in Yvonne's
ear, as his strong fingers went out to
tear open the red shirt bosom. “Be
quick! Send for Hodder. By heaven,
we must save him.” She did not move.
He whirled upon her flercely. “Do as 1
tell you. Are youn so damned—"

“Doctor Hodder is on the way now,”
she said dully. His hands ceased thelr
operations as If checked by a sudden
paralysis.

“On the way here?™ he eried In-
eredulously. "Why—"

“He ia coming,” she said flercely. *1
sent for him—agea ago. Don't stop
now—be quick! You know what to do.
Stanch the flow of blood. Do some-
thing, man! Yon have seen men with
mortal wounds—and this man muat be
saved.”

He worked awiftly, deftly, for he Aid
know what to do. He had worked over
men befora with woundas In their
breasts—and he had seen them through
the shadow of death. But he could

beaida Mrond He
Eo out and

low and husky once more, with & per | asking Brood a single question, ul-

slstent note of accusation in ft. “It
wus an accident, do you understand?
You did not ghoot to kill—him. The
world shall never know the truth—un-
less he dles, and that s not to happen.
You are gpafe. The law cannot touch
you, for I shall never speak. This is
between you and me. Do you under-
stand®*”

He glanced at her set, rigid face.
“Yes. It was an accident. And this is
between you and me. We shall settle
it later on. Now I see you as you are
—as Yvonne. God, I—wonder—" His
hand shook with a sudden spasm of
Indecision. He had again caught that
baffling look in her dark eyes.

“Attend!" she ecried, and he bent

to the task again. He is not going to

die. It would be too cruel if he were
to die now and miss all the joy of vie-
tory over you—his life-long foe. He—"

The door opened behind them and
they looked up to see the breathless

Hindu. He c¢ame straight to the
woman.
“"He comes. Ranjab has obey. |

have told him that the revolver was dis-
charge accidentally—by myself, by the
unhappy son of a dog. 1. It is well
Rarjab is but a dog. He shall die to-
day and his lips be sealed forever.
Have no fear. The dead shall be si.
lent—" His volce trailed off into =a
whisper, for his eyes were looking into
hers. “No.,” he whispered, after a mo-
ment—"no, the dead are not sllent.
One who Is dead has spoken to Ran-
jab.”

“Hush'!"” said the woman, Brood's
hands were ghaking again, shaking
and uncertain. “The doctor? He
comes?"

"Even now,” said the Hindu, turn-
ing toward the door.

CHAPTER XIX,

The Voice of the Wind.

Hours afterward Brood sat alone In
the room where the tragedy oceurred.
Much had transpired In the Interim to
make those hours seem like separate
and distinct years to him, each hour
an epoch in which a vital and memor-
able incident had been added to his
already overfull measure of experl-
ence. Underneath all was an ever
present sense of Ilnsecurity, as If the
whole order of life had been suddenly
deprived of foundation or support. No
matter where he looked, there was not
the slighest ray of light in the dark-
ness Lhat enveloped his understand-
ing. Homething tremendous had hap
pened. aslde from the visible, phys
ical Incldent that had stunned kim
temporarily at the outset of the tragie
era, something that was beyond com-
prehension and Intangible and which
continually loomed up before him as a
specter that had nelther ahape nor
substance anc yet was as completely
positive as anything cilse that had
transpired. Heo could aceount for the
shooting, the emotions preceding that
unhappy occu ‘rence, the Intervention
of fate that saved Yvonne from death
and Iald low the subatitute, the sense
of horror that ensued, the aundden rev.
elation that came to him as he looked
into Frederie's face with ita closed
eyes, and the agony of suspense that
now consumed him, but a cloud still
hung over him (hat his Intelligence
could not penetrate nor his physieal
being dispel, no matter how hard he
sirngeled to clear a way to the open

He had seen A vislon. [ts effect on
him had been averpowering. The for.
titude of a lifetime had been shattered
in a single inatant of contact with the
influence that had at last made itself
felt in physiral manifestation alter all
these years of apiritual attendance He
had never been completely free from
the wague notlon that Matilde was
pear him in spirit, that there was an
actual ldentity to the presence that
filled hts dreama and denied him the
boon of forpetfolnesa for a single In-
atant of the hoara when he was awake
He had never tried to banish her from
hiz memory. He wanted to forget her,
to put her out of hila thoughis alto
gether, for obvious reasoma, but the
fact that she remained the dominant
figure in his present despite the past
was proof, even to him, that she was
and always would be the controlling
force in hia mind if not in his heart

Now he was ordering himself to face
new complexities. He was confromted
by the most improbable of hallueina-
tions. It was not an intangible shadow
that he now had to contend with but
something definite, something that
took shape and mocked him. In his
bitter iIndictment against cireum-
stances, he argned that his brain was
momeniarily unbalanced following the
gshock cansed by the shooting, and that
in its disordered state he had pictured
things that did not exist. It was only
reasonable to assume that he had suf-
fered from the effect of a startling,
vivid bhallucination, and vet there was
a strange, inalatent valce somewhere
in his clearing mind that persuaded
him against his will that he had actnal-

| Iy acen the face of Matilde,

Admitting that he had been deceived
by a trick of the imagination, there
gtill remained ecertain indiaputable
facts to eonfound him. First of all,
the absolute conviction that Yvonne
had the power to preserve the life that
hang so precariously in the balanece.
He conld not overcome the amazing
bellef that she, and not the skilled
surgeon, would check the gsure progress
of death. Something told him that she
represented a force even mightier
than death and that she would prevalil,
no matter what betide.

He had refused to see the newspa-
per men who came. Doctor Hodder
wisely had protested against secreey.
“Murder will out,” ha had sald fret-
fully, little realizing how closely the
trite old saying applled to ke situa-
tion He had accepted the matements

not help thinking, as he now worked,
that he was never known to miss
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B8 agalt ssw the brilflant. undimmed
Watures of Yvonne. “God in heaven, |
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shilling at thirty paces.

of Yvonne and Ranjab as to the acel-
dental discharge of the weapon, but

She was speaking. Her voice waalfor-some reason had refrained from

b

 QlisieafeRedy

though be knew him to be a witness

to the shooting,

Yvonne saw the reporters and later
on an inspector of police, Ranjab told
his unhappy story. He had taken the
weapon from a hook on the wall for
the purpose of cleaning It. It had been
hanging there for years, and all the
time there had been a single cartridge
left in the cylinder unknown to any-
one. He had started to remove the
cylinder as he left the room. All these
years the hammer had been raised;
death had been hanging over them all
the time that the pistol occupled its in-
secure position on the wall. Somehow,
he could not tell how the hammer fell
as he tugged at the cylinder, No one
could have known that the revolver
was loaded. That was all that he
could say, except to declare that if his
master's son died he would end his
own miserable, valueless life.

His story was supported by the dec-
larations of Mrs. Brood, who, while
completely exonerating her husband's
servant, had but little to say in expla-
nation of the affalr. She kept her wits
about her. Most people would have
made the mistake of saying too much.
She professed to know nothing except
that they were discussing young Mr.
Brood’'s contemplated trip abroad and
that her husband had given orders to
his servant to pack a revolver in his

son's traveling bag when the time L L' ]
came for his departure. She had pald

but little attention to the Hindu's

movements. All she could say was

that It was an accident—a horrible, |

blighting accident., For the present, it
would not he possible for anyone to
seée the heart-broken father. Doubt-
less, later on, he would be in the mood
to discuss the dreadful catastrophe,
but not now, etc., ete. He was crushed
with the horror of the thing that had
happened.

The house wana In a state of subdued
excitement. Servants spoke in whis-
pers and tip-toed through the halls.
Nurses and other doctors came. Two
old men, shaking as with palsy, roamed
about the place, intent only on worm-
ing their way Into the presence of
their friend and supporter to offer con-
solation and ancouragement to him in
his hour of tribulation, They shud-
dered as they looked Into each other's
faces, and they shook thelr heads
without speaking, for thelr minds were
filled with doubt. They did not ques
tion the truth of the story as told, but
they had their own oplnlons. In sup
port to the theory that they did not
balieve there was anything accldental
In the shooling of Frederic It is only
necossary (o speak of thelr extraordl-
nary attiinde toward Hanjab. They
shook hands with him and told him
that Allah would reward bim! Later
on, after thay had had time to think It
all out for thomselves—being some
what aslow of comprehension—they
sought out James Drood and offered to
accept all the blame for having loaded
the revolver without consulting him,
thelr object having been to desiroy &
cat that infested the alley hard by.
They felt that It was absolutely neces
sary (o account for the preseacea of
the unexploded cartridge.

Brood, coming between them, lald
his handa on thelr shoulders, shaking .
his head as he spoke to them gently.

“Thank youw, old pala. | understand
what it |a you are irylng to do. It's no
use. | fired the shot. It lsn't neces
sary to say anything more to you, I'm
sure, except that, as God Ia my wit-
nesa, | did not Intend the bullet for

F
F

Two Old Men, Shaking as With Palay,
Roamed About the Place,

Frederic. It was an accident In that
respect. Thank you for what yon would
do. It isn't necessary, old pals. The
story that Ranjab teils must stand for
the time being. Later on—swell, 1 may
write my own story and give it to the
world.”

“Writa 1t? sald Mr. Dawea, and
Brood nodded his head slowly, signif)- .
cantly.

“Oh, Jim, you—youn mustn’t do that!”™
groaned Mr. Dawes, appailed. “You
ain’t snch a coward as to do that.”

“There waa one bullet left In the re
volver. Ranjab advised me to save
~—for myself. He's a thoughtful fel
low,™ sald Brood. “Tt has been re
movad, of course, but—"

“Jim,” said Mr. Riggs, squaring him-
self, “it's too bad that you didn't hit
what yom shot at.”

“Jim,” Interrupted Mr. Riggs, ignor
ing his comrade, “T see she's going to
nurse Freddy. WekE, sir, If 1 was you,
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