
THE MACON BEACON. MACON, MISS.

power to thwar' death, at ieasi .u.... iinl-- AT!come to asaiii and well, it may be thewas loyal to Ldia and tobin II instance, had its eneii. uui.

the wounded man but on those wholast time he'll ever open his eyes. Yes,

it's as bad a3 all that." attended him. Doctor Hodder ana mi
hir..'df."

-- And what did he think of you?" de-

manded l!ro 'i scornfully.

"If von bad not come upou us here.MCI IS WME "I'll go at once," Mid Hrood. his

face ashen. "You must revive mm ior
nurses were not slow to admit ma

her magnificent courage, her almost

scornful supplied themfew minutes, Hodder. There's some
thing I've got to say to him. He must
be able to hear and to understand me.GEORGE DM HcCUTCffiON

you have said all ?bat to me .

Lydia."
"What Is your object in keeping me

away from hira at such a time as this.

Mrs. Brood?" demanded Lydia. "You

refuse to let me go in to him. Is it be-

cause you are afraid of what "

"There are trying days ahead of us,

Lydia," interrupted Yvonne. ."We shall

have to face them together. 1 can

promise you this: Frederic will be

saved for you. Tomorrow, next day

perhaps. I may be able to explain

everything to you. You hate me to-

day. Everyone in this house hates me

even Frederic. There is a day com- -

with an incentive that otherwise migm

never have got beyond the form of a

mere hope. There was something pos-

itively startling in her serene convic
0k It is the most Important thing in the

" He choked up suddenly.

he would have known me for who I am

and lie would have forgiven me. I bad

ark"d him to go away with me. He re-

fused. Then I was about to tell him

the whole story of my life, of his life

and of yours. Do you think he would

have refused forgiveness to me? No!

lie would have understood."
"Hut up to that hour he thought of

LLU5T RATIONS ;IttY WALTERS You'll have to be careful, Jim. He's
ready to collapse. Then it's all on.

coPYvGtr. isit Sifh Nevertheless. Doctor Hodder, my
OV DODO, VZAD

husband has something to say to his
If son that cannot be put off for an In-

stant. I think it will mean a great in,? vnn i not hate me. ThatV V , 1,

you as a a what shall 1 say?"

"A bad woman? Perhaps. I did not
care. It was part of the price I was to

UQ T J S "
was my prayer, Lydia. I was not pray-deal to him in his fight for recovery.

It will make life worth living for him." lni fnr Frederlr. hilt for myself.

tion that Frederic was not to die iso

less a skeptic than the renowned

Doctor Hodder confided to Lydia and

her mother that he now believed In

the supernatural and never again

would say "there is no God." With

the dampness of death on the young

man's brow, a remarkable change had

occurred even as he watched for the

last fleeting breath. It was as If some

secret, unconquerable force had sud-

denly intervened to take the whole

matter out of nature's hands. It was

not In the books that he should get
well; It was against every rule of na-

ture that he should have survived that

pay in advance. I would have told him
everything as soon as the ship on T vllo etartorl "Fnr TOUrSelf? 1Hodder stared for a second or to.

He'll need a lot of courage and if any
mluht have known you"

and draw back from them. They con-

vict you, James."
"Now I can see why you have taken

up this fight against me. You you

know she was Innocent," ho said In a

thing can put it Into him, he'll make a

CHAPTER XX Continued.
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"No, 1 do not forK t. James. There
was but one way In which I could hope
to stciil hlni away from you, and I

"You hesitate? Perhaps it is just as
which we sailed was outside the har-

bor yonder. That was my intention,
and I know you believe me when I say better fight. If you get a chance, say

well."
it to him. Jim. I I If It's got any- -

"I want to say to you, Mrs. arooa,
I ow, unsteady voice. that there was nothing more In my

mind. Time would have straightened thing to do with his mother, say It, tor
Ig my purpoge to remaln jn this

"And why I havo hated you, al eT
J t pity's sane, ne nas moaueu . can beeverything out for him. He could have

Hut what you do not understand i
"You are welcome. Lvdia. You willhad his Lydia, even though he went

first day's struggle. He was markeahow I could have brought myself to

the point of loving you." away with me. Once away from here, be the one great tonic that is to re-

store him to health of mind and body. for death and there was no alternative.
do you think that he would ever re tha mvstifr- -"Loving me! Good heaven, woman,
turn? No! Even though he knew you

to be his father, he would not forgetwhat do you

"Loving you In spite of myself." she
thsit he has never been your son. You

a dozen times "

"It has to do with his mother," Brood

cried out. "Come! I want you to hear
it, too, Hodder."

"There Isn't much time to lose, I'm

afraid," began Hodder, shaking his

head. His gaze suddenly rested on

Mrs. Brood's face. She was very erect,

and a smile such as he had never seen

before was on her lips a smile that
puzzled and yet Inspired him with a

positive, undeniable' feeling of encour

Yes, I shall go further and say mat v... 77
-- : L.

and ine change. did not take its
you are commanded to stay here
help me in the long fight that is ahead tayTdS1S
fI thank you Mrs. Brood, the

s surprised Into say ng thepleased to call a thread;

have hurt him since he was a babecried, beating upon the table with her
hands. "I have tried to convince my-

self that It was not I but the spirit of Do you understand? I do not hate you

now. It is something to know that you
Matllde that had como to lodge in my

have worshiped her all these years

vvnt about it deliberately, with my

yes open. I came here to Induce him
to run away with mn. I would have
taken him back to his mother's home,
to her grave, and thero f would have
told h!m what you did to her. If after
hearing my story ho elected to return
to the man who had destroyed his
mother, I should have stepped BBlde

nnd offered no proteHt. Hut I would

have taken him away from you In the
manner that would have hurt you the
worst My sister wan true to you. I

would have been Just uh true, and after
you had suffered the torments of hell,
It was my plan to reveal everything. to
you. Hut you would have had your
punishment by that time. When you
were at the very end of your strength,
when you tremble ' on the edge of ob-

livion, then I would havo hunted you
out and laughed at you and told you

tho truth. Hut you would have had
years of anguish years, I say."

BOtn or mem lurneu -
f fl ft M t geveI

door to Frederic's room opened and
heldYou were true to her. What you did

long, long ago was not your fault. You
soul to earth. There was no hour in

treacherous body. I hated you for
myself and I loved you for Matllde.
She loved you to the end. She never
hated you. That was It. The pure,
deathless love of Matllde was constant

agement!believed that she had wronged you,

Hut you went on loving her. That Is

what weakened my resolve. You loved dpr" she said quietly, someimng 7 - wuaerea scienusi ouu u
In.reye-..- . , did not proclaim that it would be bisly fighting against the hatred I bore went through his body that warmed It

curiously. He felt a thrill, as one whoher to the end, she loved you to the
end. Well, In the face of that, could Ifor you. 1 believe as firmly as I be-

lieve that I am alive that she has been
near me all the time, battling against

- .ome, iyum, ue wu Di --y- an(J
. h(J gaye the ne t0 tnem.

he had closed the door behind him.
had gQW tQ Jame8 Brood at

"He knows me. He Is consc ous
the end of the tnird day, and with the

Hodder can't understand it. hut he hadrf the haunted on nIa Drow
seems to have suddenly grown

whlspered hoarseiy that the case was
stronger. He" f . t,la hands! He was no longer

Is seized hy a great overpowering ex-

citement.
She preceded them Into the hall.

Brood came last. He closed the door

behind him after a swift glance about

my insane desire for vengeance. You

have only to recall to yourself the mo-

ments when you were so vividly re-

minded of Matllde Valeska. At those

go on hating you? You must have
been worthy of her love. She knew you

better than all the world. You came

to me with love for her In your heart.
You took me, and you loved ber all the

time. I am not sure, James, that you

are not entitled to this miserable, un-

happy love I have come to feel for you

my own love, not Matilde'a."

"I have already had years of agony,
rav do not overlook that fact," said vate for years of triumph in her voice. I knew! 1

rf that would not permit death to

He wa" ; never to set foot inside its could feel it coming-- his strengt- h- dalm Ug own, And Bomehow Brood

walls again. In that single glance he even out here, James Yes, o understood far better than the man of
he. "I suffered for twenty years

times I am sure that something of Ma-tild- e

was in me. I was not myself. You

have looked into my eyes a thousand
times with a Question in your own.

wnn at the edge of oblivion moro than
win farewell to t forever. It was a uia- - science.once, If It Is u pleasure for you to hear , T unooi nn. ... . .. ,'You you are saying this so tnat i my cear. janien muuu Tjj6 tnje story 0I tne snooting na

'nie say It, Therese hated, unlovely spot. He had spent an
age In It during those bitter morningmay refrain from throwing you out In-

to the street"
side his son and tell him long been ijnown to Lydia and hi

"Come!" said Brood, spreading out motner. Brood confessed every thin
"It does not offset the pain that her

sufferiiiK brought to mo. It does not hours, an age of imprisonment.
"No!" she cried, coming to her feet. his hands in a gesture of admission. them He aBSumed all of the bla:On the landing below they came upcounterbalance the unhappineHS you

'I shall ask nothing of you. If I am
gave to her boy, nor the stigma you on Lydia. She was seated on a win

to go It shall be because I have failed.
dow ledge, leaning wearily against

"You must hear It, too, Lydia. Not fof what had transpired on that tragi
you, Therese! You are not to come mornlng He humbled himself before
in." them, and when they shook the!

"I grant you ten minuteB, James," heada and turned their backs upoi

!ptil upon him. I am glad that you suf
fered. It proves to mo that you secret

Your soul was striving to reach the
soul of Matilde. Ah, all theso months
I have known that you loved Matilde
not me. You loved the Matilde that
was In mo. You"

"I havo thought of her always of

her when you were in my arms."
"I know how well you loved her,"

she declared slowly. "I know that you

went to her tomb long after her death
was revealed to you. I know that years
ago you made an effort to find Fever- -

I have been a blind, vain glorious rooi.

The trap has caught me Instead of you,
ly considered yourself to bo In the

the casement. She did not rise as tney
approached, but watched them with
steady, smoldering eyes in which thereand I shall take the consequences, i

she said, with the air or a dictator. fai he waa not surpriSed, for he knewrong. You doubted yourself. You
were never sure, and yet you crushed shall take my stand be- - re not convictIng him of as"After that I

Yes, you have lost everything." said was no friendliness, no compassion.
rt.i 1. ... ! tliAt, huH Villon side him and you will not be needed."

the lifo out of her Innocent, bleeding
In art. You let her dlo without a word he steadily. 1 ney were ner euciuicD,

the thing she loved. She struck her breast sharply with

her clinched hand. "His one and only
Vinnft Ilea here. James. I am his sal

"You despise me?"
"1 cannot ask you Brood's eyes met hers for an instantlo show that you elll. You found his grave, too, ana you to stay her-e-

"I was lost to the world for years," j couitj nt aak him, man to man, If you after this." and then fell berore the bitter iook
they encountered. His shouldersho said. "There wero many years when Hut I shall not go. I have a dutyhad wronged her. But In spite of all

that you brought up her boy to he sac-rlllcc- d

ns"

sault with a deadly firearm. Later
on the story of Therese was told by

him to Frederic and the girl. He did

his wife no injustice In the recital.
Frederic laid his hand upon the soft

brown head at his knee and voiced the
thought that was in his mind.

"Yqu are wondering, as I am, too,

what is to become of Yvonne after to-

day," he said. "There must be an

end, and if it doesn't come now, when

will it come? Tomorrow we sail. It

to perform before I leave this house. I

vation. I am his strength. When you

come out of that room again It will

be to stay out until I give the word

for you to Go now and put

snlrlt into him. That is all that I ask
intend to save the life of that poor Doy

downstairs, so that he may not die be- -
"I 1 good Ood, am I to believe

liovinw mo to he an evil woman, avnn? if lm Hlinuld bo my son: ne

I was not in touch with"
"Hut her Utters must havo reached

you. Sim w rote a thousand of"
"They never reached mo," ho said

tgnllleaiitly.
"You ordered them destroyed?" alio

cried In sudden comprehension.
"I must decline to answer that

of you."
He stared for a moment and thenfaithless wife. Thank God, I have accried, starting up, cold with dread.

complished something! You know that'Ho is your son. Ho could be no
he is your son. You know that my sisother man's son. I have ner uying
ter was as pure as snow. Ofou know

that vou killed her and that ene" loved
word for It. She declared It In the
Tiresenen of her Ood. Wait! Where

lowered his head. A moment later
Lydia followed him into the room and

Yvonne was alone In the hall. Alone?

Ranjab was ascending the stairs. He

came and stood before her, and bent

his knee.
"I forgot," sho said, looking down

unnn him without a vestige of the

you in spite of the death you brought
are you going?"

to her. That Is something. ThatCHAPTER XXI. "1 am going down to hlni!"

"Not vet. James. I have still more

is certain that she ia not to accom-

pany us. She has said bo herself, and
father has said bo. He will not take
her with him. So today must see the
end of things."

"Frederic, 1 want you to do some-

thing for me,". said Lydia, earnestly.
"There was a time when I could not
have asked this of you, but now I

implore you to speak to your father
in her behalf. I love her, Freddy, dear.

Hrood dropped Into the chair and

burled his face on his quivering arms.

In muffled tones came the cry from hisRevenge Turned Bitter. to say to you more to confess. Here!
She gavo him a curious, Incredulous Take this package of letters. Read

soul. "They've all Bald that he is like

me. I have seen It at times, but I wouldmile, and then abruptly returned to
her charge. "When my sister came

them ns you sit beside his bed not

his deathbed, for I shall restore htm
not believe. I fought against it, reso

old dread In her eyes. "I have a friend,

after all."

CHAPTER XXIII.

The Joy of June.

homo, degraded, I was nine years of

ago, but 1 was not so young that I did

not know that a dreadful thing had

lutely, madly, cruelly! Now it Is too

late and I see! I see, I feel! Damn you
to health, never fear. If he were to
die, I should curse myself to the end
of time, for 1 and I alone would have

I cannot help it She asks nothing or

any of us, she expects nothing, andoh, damn you you have driven me
happened to her. She was blighted been the cause. Here are her letters On a warm morning toward the yet Bne ioves au 0f Us yes, all of us.

to the killing of my own son!"
and the one Feverelll wrote to her,

middle of the month of June Frederic Sne wm never, by word or look, makbeyond all hope of recovery. It was to
me little me that sho told her story She stood over him, silent for a long

Tliis is her deathbed letter to you. And
timn. her hand hovering above his

over and over again, and it was I to and Lydia sat In the quaint, old fasn- - a Blngie piea f0r herself. I have watcnea
loned courtyard, in the grateful shade ner ci0Sely all these weeks. There
of the south wing and almost directly waa never an Instant when she re--head.whom she road all of the pitiful let-

this is a letter to her son and yours!
You may some day read it to him. And
jlpre this is a document requiring metern she wrote to you. My father

beneath the balcony off Yvonne s Dou- - veaied the slightest sign of an appeal,
dolr. He lounged comfortably, yet sne takes it for granted that she hawanted to come to America to kill you

"He Is not going to die," she Bald at
last, when she was sure that she had
full' command of her voice. "I can
nromlse you that, James. I shall not weakly, in the invalid's chair that naa no piace in our nVes. In our memory,

been wheeled to the spot by the dog- - yeg DUt that Is all. I think she it
like Ranjab, and she sat on a pile of reconciled to what she considers hereo from this house until he Is well. I

1heaitn ana

to share my fortune with her son. It
is a pledge that I took before my fa-

ther died a few years ago. If the boy

ever appeared, he was to have his

mother's share of the estate and it is

not an inconsiderable amount, James.
He Is independent of you. He need

ask nothing of you. I was taking him
homo to his own."

Shall nurse mm uavn. iu Vut, VnuF
clve him back to you and Matilde, for And Wnat Dld He 0T

cushions at his feet, her back resting fate and It has not entered her mind

now I know that he belongs to both of droopPd aa he pa88ed close by her mo- - against the wall. Looking at him,
had
one to protest against it. Perhaps it ib

lie did come later on, to plead with
you and to kill you if you would not

listen to him. Hut you had gone to
Africa, they Bald. I could not under-

stand why you would not give to her

that little baby boy. He whs hers and
Sho stopped short In her recital

and covered her eyes with her hands.
Ho waited for her to go on, sitting as
rigid as the image that faced him from
bnvond the tablo's end. "Afterwards,

and followed the doctor would not have thought that he natural that she should feel that way
you and not to her alone. Now, James, tlonlesa figure

about it. But it is oh, Freddy, it isyou may go down to him. He Is not down tne ha1 to tne bedroom door. It passed through the valley or me
no win nnt hpnr vou nrav- - . j j u.i.nt i.t nnd giniimii nf death and was but new terrible! If he would would only un--

aAtlir. I 1 1 . A UA T haVUIinv.luua. - OPeUeO SUU IIUSCU UU UIOIOUI -
. 1 , 1 I.M. TTrt I . .. tYta aimchlnASho shrank slightly as he stood over

1 4ing at nis ueusiuc. no
A knock came at the door a snarp,

Imperative knock. It was repeatea sev- -

ral times before either of them couia
.. 11 rt friiov

he was with his son. emerging into me v,. Dena a uiue iowmu uw. n
For a long time, Lydia's somber, pit- - ity. His face was pale from long con- - Ligten, Lyddy, dear. I don't be--

eous gaze hung upon the door through flnement, but there was a healthy glow lleve it.8 altogether up to him. There
which he had passed and which was to the skin and a clear light In the ls a barrier that we can't see, but they

closed so cruelly against her, the one eye. For a week or more he had been dobotn 0f them. My mother stanjs
who loved him best of all. At last she permitted to walk about the house and Detween them. You see, I've come to
looked away, her attention caught by a Into the garden, always leaning on the; know my fatner lately, dear. He's not

.. . , j - t 1. Clt. n.m nt Vtla father nr the faithful Hin- - 1. nnu lnncrai T lrnnw

summon tne courage iu tu uuu
ere petrified with the dread of some

her. There was more or wonaer ana
pity In his face than condemnation.
She looked for the anger she had ex-

pected to arouso in htm, and was
dumfounded to seo that it was not re-

vealed in his Btcady, appraising eyes.

"Your plan deserved a better fate

than this Therese. It was prodigious!
I 1 can almost pity you."

"Have have you no palu no regret

thing that awaited them Deyona me

my father and m' uncle made every ef-

fort to get the child away from you,

hut he was hidden you know how

carefully ho was hidden so thnt she
might never find him- - For ten years

they searched for him and you. Fur

ten years she wroto to you, begging
you to let her have him, if only for a

little while at a time. She promised

closed door. It was she who nnauy

called out: "Come In!"
queer CUCKing touuu iieui ai uaiiu. ouo 01 ui ui ."-"- a nuwen w uio ouj '""6'-- ' i
was surprised to find Yvonne Brood du. Each succeeding day saw his what sort of a heart he's got. He

'rwtnr Hodder. coatless and bare- - strength and vitality increase and each never got over ioving my mother, andstanding close beside her, her eyes
armed, came Into the room. night he slept with the peace of a ne1j neyer get over knowing that

care-fre- e child. Yvonne knows that she loved him to
closed and her fingers telling the beads

that ran through her fingers, her lipsno grief?" she cried weakly.

CHAPTER XXII. As for Lydia, she was radiant with the day Bhe died. We know what itmoving in voiceless prayer,"Yes," he said, controlling himself
with di'lUculty. "Yes, I know all these The girl watched her dully for a few happiness. The long fight was over. waa ja Yvonne that attracted him from

mnmonta then with erowlru: fasclna- - She had gone through the campaign tne flrat and gne knows. He's notand more." Ha picked up the pack The Closed Door.

The doctor blinked for a moment.
hi. inn Tim incomprehensible creature aeainst death with loyal, unfaltering uvelv to forttlve himself so easily. Hage of letters and glanced at the sub

to restore him to you. God bless her
jioor soul! You never replied. You

scorned her. We were rich very rich.
ISut our money was of no help to us In

the search for her hoy. You had se-

creted him too well. At last, one day,

she told me what it was that you ac-

cused her of doing. She told mo about
Guldo Feverelll, her music-master- . I

new him. James. He had known her

scription on the outer envelope, bud
denly lie raised them to his lips and

The two were leaning rorwara wuu

alarm in their eyes, their hands grip
was praying! courage; there had never been an In- - didnt play fair with either of them, '

Lydia believed that Frederic had stant when her stanch heart had failed that's what I'm trying to get at. X

shot himself. She put Yvonne down as her; there had been distress but never dont believe he can forgive himself
the real cause of the calamity that had despair. If the strain told on her it any more than he can forgive Yvonne
fniipn nnn the house. But for her, did not matter, for she was of the for the thine she set about to do. You

with his eyes closed, kissed the words

that were written there. Her head
ping the table.

"Well, are we to send for an under-

taker?" demanded Hodder Irritably.drooped, and a sob came Into her
throat. She did not look up until he James Brood would never have had a fighting kind. Her love was the sus- - see( Lyddy, she married him without )fBrood started forward. "Is is ne

dead?" motive ror striKinK me mow ium tenance on wnicu buo iuiuyo love. sne aeoaseu uerueii., evtbegan speaking to her again, quietly,

even patiently. "But why should you,

even In your longing for revenge why
Of course not, but he might as well crushed all desire to live out of the un- - the beggarly offerings that were laid though she can't admit it even

hnfnra her during those weeKs or ram- - t love her. too. She s the most whappy boy. She had made of ner nus- -be," exclaimed the other, and It was

nlaln to be seen that he was very muchshould you have planned to humiliate ine. derful woman In the world. She'i gotband an unfeeling monster, and now

she prayed! She had played with theout of patience. "You've called in an Times there were when a pensive the finest instincts a womas everand degrade him even more than I

could have done? Was it just to your

sister's son that you should blight his
emotions of two men and now sne mood brought the touch of sadness to possessed. But she did give herselfother doctor and a priest and now 1

hear that a Presbyterian parson is in

the library. Hang it all, Brood, why
begged to be pardoned for her folly! her rrateful heart. Sne was nappy to the man she nateo. witn aligner pn,.i 11o- - f wuui, yr
An Inovnlirnhlo Hpslrfi to laUEQ ftt IDG rrorlorln wna hnnnv hilt U'hflt nf i onrl well thurp vnn nrfl Hfi oan't i

-Vi - it.. A.IAam nnma nVAl tflO drl I . ...1 .A.,nllm V, n A aiVi tnn I I Vtt tm Ifmaw aij4 Ink. .... m

life, that )ou should turn him Into a
skulking, sneaking betrayer? What
would you have gained in the end? His

from childhood. He was one of the
finest men 1 have ever seen."

"He was lu love with her," grated
Brood.

"Perhaps. Who knows? Hut If so,

he never uttered so much as one word

of love to her. He challenged you.

Why did you refuse to fight him?"

"Because she begged me not to kill

him. Did she tell you that?"
"Yes. But that was not the real rea-

son. It was 'because you wero not

ure of your ground."

"1 deny that!"
"Never mind. It Is enough that poor

Feverelli passed out of her life. She

lid not see him again until just before
he died. He was a noble gentleman.

lULglll Ol Ulrj Uiiici v i" - one WUU HUtuaujr uttu niuujui tuv get llittl, juu ftuun auu iouc Pan X ff- -don't you send for the coroner and un-

dertaker and have done with it? I'm but even as she checked It anotner ana miracle? That one alone was un Leaving me out of the question alt-
ogetherand you, too there 'stui reinAthtnsr. his scorn my God, 'inerese, blessed If I" more unaccountable force ordered her happy, unrequited, undefended. There

did you not think of all this?" Yvonne came swiftly to his side. Is to obey the Impulse to turn once more mains the sorry fact that she hat b.
trayed her sister's love. She lovesto look Into the face of her companion.he conscious? Does he know?"I have told you that I thought of

everything. I was mistaken. I did not
ston to think that I would be taking

him for herself now, and that's what"For God's sake, Hodder, is there Yvonne was looking at her. She had

ceased running the beads and her hurts both of them. It hurts because tjany hope?" cried Brood.

was no place for her In the new order
of things. When Lydia thought of
her as she often did it was with an
indescribable craving in her soul. She
longed for the hour to come when
Yvonne Brood would lay aside the
mask of resignation and demand trib-

ute; when the strange defiance that
held all of them at bay would dis

they both know that he still loves,?him away from happiness in the shape

of love that he mlf lit bear for someone "I'll be honest with you, Jim. I don't hands hung llmpiy at her Bide. For a

full minute, perhaps, the two regarded I!
81

else. I did not know that there was each other without speaking.
Lvdia Desmond. When I came to know i m not so sure or tnat. pro-- ,

nounced Lydia. "He loves your moth

believe there Is. It went in here,

above the heart, and it's lodged back

there by the spine somewhere. We
haven't located it yet. but we will". Hadmv heart and my purpose lost

er b memory, ne loves her for tne
V .1 .1 U V.. 4 11 T 3 'miwt of Its force. He would have been

wrung ue urn uer, uui wen, I uuui

"He ls not going to die, Lydia," said
Yvonne gravely.

The girl started to her feet. "Do you

think it is your prayer and not mine

that has reached God's ear?" sho cried
in real amazement.

to let up on the ether for awhile, you

see. He opened his eyes a few minsafe with me, but would he have bee
ha tuy? 1 could not give hlni the kin see how he can help loving Yvonne, in;

appear and they could feel that she
no longer regarded them as adversa-
ries.

There was no longer a symptom of
rancor In the heart of Lydia Desmond.

utes ago, Mrs. Brood, and my assistant
nf Iovp that Lvdia promised. I could spite of everything. She "

"Ah, but you have it from her tha1Is certain that he whispered Lydia
onlv be his mother's sister to him. 11

Desmond's name. Sounded that way he loved my mother even when sh
wis uot In love with me. He has al

He wrote but one letter to her after
that wretched day In this house. I

have it here in this packet."

She drew a package of pnpers from

her bosom and laid it upon the table

before him. Thero were a halt dozen

Utters tied together with u piece of

, white ribbon.
"But one letter from him," she went

on. "1 have brought it here for you to

read. But not now! There are other

letters and documents here for you to

'consider. They ure from thu grave.
' Ah. I do not wonder that you shrink

.

to him, but, of course" was In his arms, because, in a way, shways loved Lydia. 1 fascinated him

lust as I fascinated you. He would not "There! You see, James?" she cried, represented the love that had nevei
died. Now all that ls a thing of th

"The prayer of a nobler woman than
either you or I has gone to the throne,"
said the other.

Lydia's eyes grew dark with resent-

ment. "You could have prevented

all"
e good enough to remember that

w hirling upon her husband.

She realized that her sweetheart's re-

covery was due almost entirely to the
remarkable influence exercised by this
woman at a time when mortal agen-

cies appeared to be of no avail. Her
absolute certainty that she had the

have gone away with me, even after
vou had told him that he was not your past. She ls herself, she ie not Matild!"I think you'd better step in and sei

him now, Jim," said the doctor, sidsou. Ilo would not do that to He loved Matilde all the time."
(TO BE CONTINUED.)denly becoming rery gentle. "He nmyJwnes, iu spite of. the blow you 6truck

1
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