
LUTGEORGL I AR ~CUTCIION
ILLUSTPION$S RAY WALTERS

(O YR/AY /.9 19
I3 DODI2, /1AD

SYNOPSIS.
-11-

In the N, w York hlome of James Brood,.~1j son, irederic, tells Lydia v I smaon,
his fiance., of a lnestage announ.ia: his
father's marriage. Brood and his bride
arrive. She wins Frederie's liking at first
meeting. Brood shows dislike and v\'ihdhostility t, his son.i Lydia and Mrs. Brood
met in the jade-room, where Lydia worksas Brood's secrt:ary. Mrs. Brood makes
changes in the household and gains her
husband's consent to send Mrs. )Desmond
and Lydia away, She fascinates Frederic.
She begins to fear Ranjab, Brood's fIin-
du servant, in his uncanny appearances
and disappearances, and Frelderic, re-rnombhering his father's East Indian sto-
ries and firm belief in magic, fears un-
known evil. Brood tells the story of Ran-
Jab's life to his guests. "lie killed a wom-
an," who was unfaithful to him. Yvonne
Plays with Brood. Frederic and Lydia as
With figures on a chess board. Brood,
madly jt:alous tells Lydia th t Ircderic
is not his son, and that lie has brought
him up to kill his happiness at the prop'er
time with this knowledge. Lydia goes to
beg Brood not to tell Frederic of his un-
happy parentage, but is turned front her
Purpose. Frederic, at dinner with I)awes
and Riggs, is seized with an impulse offilial duty, and under a queer impression
that he is iniluenced by Ranjab's will,
hunts up his father, who gives him the
cut direct. Brood tells Frederic the story
of his dead wife and the music master.

CHAPTER XVI-Continued.

"It was made in Vienna," interrupted
Frederick, not without a strange thrill
of satisfaction in his soul, "and before
you were married, I'd say. On the
back of it is written: 'To my own
sweetheart'-in Hungarian, Yvonne
says. There! Look at her. She was
like that when you married her. God,
how adorable she must have been. 'To
my own sweetheart!' Ho ho!"

A hoarse cry of rage and pain bust
from Brood's lips. The world went red
before his eyes.

"'To my own sweetheart!'" he cried
out. He sprang forward and struck
the photograph from Frederic's hand.
It fell to the floor at his feet. Before
the young man could recover from his
surprise, Brood's foot was upon the
bit of cardboard. "Don't raise your
hand to me! Don't you dare to strike
me! Now I shall tell you who that
sweetheart was!"

Half an hour later James Brood de-
scended the stairs alone. He went
straight to the library where he knew
that he could find Yvonne. Ranjab,
standing in the hall, peered into his
white, drawn face as he passed, and
started forward as if to speak to him.
But Brood did not see him. He did

-deep dread in his soul.
The shades were down. Brood

stopped inside the door and looked
,dully about the library. He was on
the point of retiring when Yvonne
spoke to him out of the shadowy cor-
ner beyond the fireplace.

"Close the door," she said huskily.
Then she emerged slowly, almost like
a specter, from the dark background
formed by the huge mahogany book-
cases that lined the walls, from floor
to ceiling. "You were a long time
up there," she went on.

"Why is it so dark in here, Yvonne?"
Ihe asked lifelessly.

"So that it would not be possible for
me to see the shame in your eyes,
James."

He leaned heavily against the long
'table. She came up and stood across
,the table from him, and he felt that
her eyes were searching his very soul.

"I have hurt him beyond all chance
for recovery," he said hoarsely.

"Oh, you coward!" she cried, lean-
ing over the table, her eyes blazing.
"I can understand it in you. You have
no soul of your own. What have you
done to your son, James Brood?"

He drew back as if from the impact
of a blow. "Coward? If I have crushed
his soul, it was done in time, Yvonne,
to deprive you of the glory of doing it."

"What did he say to you about me?"
"You have had your fears for noth-

ing. He did not put you in jeopardy,"
he said scornfully.

"I know. He is not a coward." she
said calmly.

"In your heart you are reviling me.
You judge me as one guilty soul

judges another. Suppose that I were
to confess to you that I left him up
there with all the hope, all the life
blasted out of his eyes-with a wound

in his heart that will never stop bleed-

ing-that I left him because I was
sorry for what I had done and could

not stand by and look upon the wreck
I had created. Suppose-"

"I am still thinking of you as a cow-
ard. What is it to me that you are

sorry now? What have you done to

that wretched, unhappy boy?"
"He will tell you soon enough. Then

you will despise me even more than I

despise myself. God! He - he

looked at me with his mother's eyes
when I kept on striking blows at his

very soul. Her eyes--eyes that were

always pleading with me! But, curse

them--always scolffing at me! For a

moment I faltered. There was a wave
,of love-yes, love, not pity, for him-

as I saw him go down before the

words I hurled at him. It was as if 1

.had hurt the only thing in all the

world that I love. Then it passed. He

was not meant for me to love. He was

b.orn for me to despise. He was born

'to torture m'e as I have tortured him."

"You poor fool!" she cried, her eyes

glittering.
"Sometimes I have doubted my own

teaeOn," he went on as if he had not

heard her scathing remark. "Some.
times I have felt a queer gripping of
the heart when I was harshest toward
him. Sometimes his eyes-her eyes-
have melted the steel that was driven
into my heart long ago, his voice and
the touch of his hand gently have
checked my bitterest thoughts. Are
you listening?"

"Yes."
"You ask what I have done to him.

It is nothing in comparison to what
he would have done to me. It isn't
necessary to explain. You know lhe
thing he has had in his heart to do. I
have known it from the beginning. It
is the treacherous heart of his mother
that propels that boy's blood along its
craven way. She was an evil thing-
as evil as God ever put life into."

"Go on."
"I loved her as no woman ever was

loved before-or since. I thought she
loved me-God, I believe she did. He-
Frederic had her portrait up there to
flash in my face. She was beautiful-
she was as lovely as- But no more!
I was not the man. She loved another.
Her lover was that boy's father."

Dead silence reigned in the room.
save for the heavy breathing of the
man. Yvonne was as still as death
itself. Her hands were clenched
against her breast.

"That was years ago," resumed the
man, hoarse?y.

"You-you told him this?" she cried,
aghast.

"He said she must have loathed me
as no man was ever loathed before.
Then I told him."

"You told him because you knew she
did not loathe you! And you Loved
Matilde-God pity your poor soul! For
no more than I have done you drove
her out of your house. You accuse me
In your heart when you vent your rage
on that poor boy. Oh, I know! You
suspect me! And you suspected the
other one. Before God, I swear to
you that you have more cause to sus-
pect me than Matilde. She was not
untrue to you. She could not have
loved anyone else but you. I know-
God help me, I know! Don't come
near me! Not now! I tell you that
Frederic is your son. I tell you that
Matilde loved no one but you. You
drove her out. You drove Frederic
out. And you will drive me out."

angel, her arms extended. He shrank
back, glaring.

"Why do you say these things to
me? You cannot know-you have no
right to say-"

"I am sorry for you, James Brood,"
she murmured, suddenly relaxing. Her
body swayed against the table, and
then she sank limply into the chair

He Sprang Forward and Struck the
Photograph From Frederic'a Hand.

alongside. "You will never forget that
you struck a man who was asleep,
absolutely asleep. That's why I am
sorry for you."

"Asleep!" he murmured, putting his
hand to his eyes. "Yes, yes-he was
asleep! Yvonne, I-I have never been
so near to loving him as I am now.
I-I-'"

"I am going up to him. Don't try
to stop me. But first let me ask you
a question. What did Frederic say
when you told him his mother was-
was what you claim?"

Brood lowered his head. "He said
that I was a cowardly liar."

"And it was then that you began
to feel that you'loved him. Ah, I see
You are a great, strong man-a won
derful man in spite of all this. You
have a heart-a heart that still needs
breaking before you can ever hope to
be happy."

He gasped. "As if my heart hasn't

already been ,broken," he groaned.
"Your head has been hurt, that's all.

There is a vast difference. Are you
going out?"

He looked at her in dull amazement.
Slowly he began to pull himself to.
gether.

"Yes. I think you should go to him.

I-I gave him an hour to-to--"
"To get out?"
*"Yes. He must go. yoU slee. See

him, if you will. I shall not oppose
you. Find out what hc-expects to
1do."

She passed swiftly by him as he
started toward the door. In tlh, hall,
whliclh was bright with the sunlight
from the uplper windows, she turned
to face him. To his astonishment, her
checks were aglowh and her eyes bright
with eagerness. She steeiiltel almost
radiant.

"Yes; it need(s breakhing. JiTes.''." she

said, and went up the stairs, leaving
hiim standing there du infountided. Near
the top shli began to humi a blithe
tune. It came down to him dist nctly-
the weird little air that had haunted
him for years--Feverelli's'

CHAPTER XVII.

Foul Weather.
'To Btrood's surprise, she came half-

way down the steps again, and, lean-
ing over thle railing, spoke to him with
a voice full of irony.

"Will you be good eno()gh to call off

your spy, James?"
"'What do you mean?" lie had start-

Id to put on his light overcoat.
"I think you know," she said, briefly.
"Ito you consider me so nimean, so

infamous as--" he began hotly.
"Nevertheless, I feel happier when

I know he is out of the house. Call
off your dog, James."

lie smothered an execration and
then called out harshly to Jones. "Ask
Hanjab to attend me here, Jones. He
is to go out with me," he said to the
butler a moment later. Yvonne was
still leaning over the banister, a
scornful smile on her lips.

"I shall wait until you are gone. I
intend to see Frederic alone," he said,
with marked emphasis on the final
word.

"As you like," said he, coldly.
She crossed the upper hall and dis-

appeared from view down the corridor
leading to her own room. Her lips
were set with decision; a wild, reck-
less light filled her eyes, and the smile
of scorn had given way to one of ex-
altation. Her breath came fast and
tremulously through quivering nos-
trils as she closed her door and hur-
ried across to the little vine-covered
balcony.

"The time has come-the time has
come, thank God," she was saying to
herself, over and over again.

She turned her attention to the win-
dow across the court and two floors
above her-the heavily curtained win-
dow in Brood's "retreat." There was
no sign of life there, so she hurried to
the front of the house to wait for the
departure of James Brood and his man.
The two were going down the front
steps. At the bottom Brood spoke to
Ranjab and the latter, as imperturb.
able as a rock, bowed low and moved
off in an opposite direction to that
taken by his master. She watche
until both were out of s eght, Th
tap1,41 y uated the stir .to
floor.

Frederic was lying on the couch
near the jade-room door. She was
able to distinguish his long, dark fig.
ure after peering intently about the
shadowy interior in what seemed at
first to be a vain search for him. She
shrank back, her eyes fixed in horror
upon the prostrate shadow. Suddenly
he stirred and then half raised himself
on one elbow to stare at the figure
in the doorway.

"Is it you?" he whispered, hoarsely,
and dropped back with a great sigh on
his lips.

Her heart leaped. The blood rushed
back to her face. Quickly closing the
door, she advanced into the room, her
tread as swift and as soft as a cat's.

"He has gone out. We are quite
alone," she said, stopping to lean
against the table, suddenly faint with
excitement.

He laughed, a bitter, mirthless,
snarling laugh.

"Get up Frederic. Be a man! I
know what has happened. Get up!
I want to talk it over with you. We
must plan. We must decide now-at
once-before he returns." The words
broke from her lips with sharp, stac-
catolike emphasis.

He came to a sitting posture slowly,
all the while staring at her with a dull
wonder in his heavy eyes.

"Pull yourself together," she cried,
hurriedly. "We cannot talk here. I
am afraid in this room. It has ears,
I know. That awful Hindu is always
here, even though he may seem to be
elsewhere. We will go down to my
boudoir."

He slowly shook his head and then
allowed his chin to sink dejectedly into
his hands. With his elbows on his
knees he watched her movements in a
state of increasing interest and bewil-
derment. She turned abruptly to the
Buddha, whose placid, smirking coun-
tenance seemed to be alive to the situ-
ation in all of its aspects. Standing
close, her hands behind her back, her
figure very erect and theatric, she pro-
ceeded to address the image in a voice
full of mockery.

"Well, my chatterbox friend, I have
pierced his armor, haven't I? He will
creep up here and ask you, his won-
derful god, to tell him what to do
about it, ai--e? His wits are tangled.
He doubts his senses. And when he
comes to you, my friend, and whines
his secret doubts into your excellent
and trustworthy ear, do me the kind-
ness to keep the secret I shall now
whisper to you, for I trust you, too,
you amiable fraud." Standing on tip-
toe, she put her lips to the idol's ear
and whispered. Frederic, across the
room, roused from his lethargy by the
strange words and still stranger ac
tion, rose to his feet and took several
steps toward her. "There! Now you
know everything. You know more
than James Brood knows, for you
know what his charming wife is about
to do next." She drew back and
regarded the image through half-
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She Watched Until Both Were Out
of Sight. r

as straight and fearless as a soldier,
and the light of victory was in her
dark, compelling eyes.

"Well," she said, deliberately, "I am
redy to go away with you."

He fell back stunned beyond the
power of speech. His brain was filled
with a thousand clattering noises.

"He has turned you out," she went
oe rapidly. "He disowns you. Very t

exlct payment from him for that and

fo all that has gone before. I shall
awa go y with you. I-"He possible!" he cried, finding his

toue and drawing still farther away

"Are ayou not n love with .me?" she

oft the alluring vision.

"For God's sake, Yvonne-leave me.
LUt me go my way. Let me-"

"He cursed your mother! He curses
you! He damns you-as he damned
her. You can pay him up for every-
tilng. You owe nothing to him. He I
has killed every-"

Frederic straightened up suddenly,
aud with a loud cry of exultation
raised his clenched hands above his

head.
"By heaven, I will break him! I

will make him pay! Do you know
what he has done to me? Listen to
this: he boasts of having reared me
to manhood, as one might bring up a
prize beast, that he might make me
pay for the wrong that my poor

mother did a quarter of a century
ago. All these years he has had in
mind this thing that he has done to-
day. All my life has been spent in
preparation for the sacrifice that came
an hour ago. I have suffered all these
years in ignorance of-"

"Not so loud!" she whispered,
alarmed by the vehemence of his re-
awakened fury.

"Oh, I'm not afraid!" he cried, sav-
agely. "Can you imagine anything
more diabolical than the scheme he

has had in mind all these years? To
pay out my mother-whom he loved
and still loves-yes, by heaven, he still
loves her!-he works to this beastly
end. He made her suffer the agonies

of the damned up to the day of her
death by refusing her the right to
have the child that he swears is no
child of his. Oh, you don't know the
story-you don't know the kind of
man you have for a husband-you

don't-"
"Yess,yes, I do know," she cried, vio-

lently, beating her breast with clinched
hands. "I do know! I know that he
still loves the poor girl who went out

of this house with his curses ringing
in her ears a score of years ago, and
who died still hearing them. And I

had almost come to the point of pity-
ing him-I was failing-I was weaken-
ing. He is a wonderful man. I-I
was losing myself. But that is all
over. Three months ago I could have
left him without a pang-yesterday I

was afraid that it would never be pos-
sible. Today he makes it easy for me.
He has hurt you beyond all reason, not
because he hates you but because he
loved your mother."

"But you do love him," cried Fred-
eric, in stark wonder. "You don't care
the snap of your finger for me. What
is all this yon are saying, Yvonne?
You must be mad. Think! Think
what you are saying."

"I have thought-I am always think-
ing. I know my own mind well enough.
It is settled; I am going away and I
am going with you."

"I cannot listen to you. Y anne,"
cried Frederic, aghast. Ills heart wa
pounding so fiercely that the blood

aurgrd to his ohead in great waves.. a
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ing?" Htake youdrew back from her with a
Yvlook of disgust in his eyes. "No!, what am I'mthinking of? Hlave I no sense of}

nort that vile! I--"
"You are not his son," she said,-"significantly.

"I don'But that is no reason why I shoulds;toop to a foul trick like this. Do--
more, Yvonne. What you manner of wom-
an are youg?" He drewis your husbandfrom her with a
lookves you, he trust in his you-oh, yes, he"No! m

does! And you would leave him likenot thatis? You woulde! I-"

"Hlush! Not so loud!" she cried, ing"Freat agderic, you must let me-n."And ledon't wanme tell you somehear anythingmore. Although I can never of womarryan Lydia, by heaven, I shall love is your husband, he tthe end of my life. I will not betraythat love. To the trustsend of time she shall
know that my love for her is real andke
this? You would-and-"

"Waitush! NoGive me time to tloud!" she cried, sheng;reat agitation.
pleaded. He tell you sometshook his head reso-ng

ltely. Al"Do not judge me too harrly.
ydiHear what Iby haven, to say before her to

cothe end oemn my life. I wilam not the vile crea-
that love. To thinke end of time she shalletknow that my love for her is real andtrue and--"

me"Wait! Give me time to think," shenk!"

He stared at her for a moment inpleadeep perplexity, and then slowly drewo-lutnearly. "I do not udgbelieve you mean toHeado whatrong-I havdo not believe it ofore you.You have been carried away by some-horture you think, Frederic. Wait! Let-"
"Listen to me," she broke in, fierce-k!"

ly. "I would have sacrificed you-ayment in
sadeep perplexityou, and thenpoor boy-for the joyw
near.it would give me to selieve youfameans Brood
do wrong-vel in misery for th believe rest of you.
life. Oh!" She autterried a groan ofme

despair and self-loathing so deep and
full of pain that his heart was chilled.

"Good Lord, Yvonne!" he gasped,dumfounded.-""Do not come near me," she cried

out, covering her face with her hands.
For a full minute she stood before him,
straight and rigid as a statue, a tragoo
figure he was never to forget. Shid-
denly she lowered her hands. To his
surprise, a smile was on her lips. "You
would never have gone away with me.
I know it now. All these months I
have been counting on you for this
very hour-this culminating hour-and
now I realize how little hope I have
really had, even from the beginning
You are honorable. There have been
times when my influence over you was
such that you resisted only because
you were loyal to yourself-not to
Lydia, not to my husband-but to
yourself. I came to this house with
but one purpose in mind. I came here
to take you away from the man who
has always stood as your father. I
would not have become your mistress
-pah! how loathsome it sounds! But
I would have enticed you away, be-
lieving myself to be justified. I would
have struck Jamey Brood that blow.
He would have gone to his grave be-
lieving himself to have been paid in
full by the sort of the woman he had
degraded, by the boy he had reared
for the slaughter, by the blood-"

"In God's name, Yvonne, what is
this you are saying? What have you
against my-against him?"

"What! I shall come to that. I
did not stop to consider all that I
should have to overcome. First, there
was your soul, your honor, your in-
tegrity to consider. I could see noth-
ing else but triumph over James
Brood. To gain my end it was neces-
sary that I should be his wife. I be-
came his wife-I deliberately took that
step in order to make complete my
triumph over him. I became the wife

of the man I bated with all my soul,
Frederic. So you can see how far I
was willing to go to--ah, it was a hard
thing to do! But I did not shrink. I
went into it without faltering, without
a single thought of the cost to myself.
He was to pay for all that, too, in the
end. Look into my eyes, Frederic. I
want to ask you a question. Will you
go away with me? Will you take me?"

He returned her look steadily. "No!"
"That is all I want to hear you say

It means the end. I have done all
that could be done and I have failed.
"I'ankt God, I have failed"' She came
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much to tell and there wiull be consola-ve

tone-ay, triumph for you in the storythou: When I camhe oI dd not knowrehane thtere Ou a Lydia De lmond. w

anreu, but the wnas ruth leas hainwould have hurt that poor girl, but it
It wathemot crue l bhiut the. most

mGagnifcen dr eam-nh. buthy dar notould not have been a lasting topain.
In my plans, I cu oame to He know her

through wha i she should know gre. tand carefully, bt waut hless. Ion
would have crued h her with him rath-er than to have failed. But It is all adream that has passed and g am awake.

It was the most cruel buthat theI was t
magnificent dream- tah, but dare notthink of it. As I stand hiere before

you now, Frederic, I am shorn of allmight have done a month ago. Eh ven

ien this ousere Iwh keinoew. H reas

as I was cursing him but a momentago I realized that. I could not have
lgone on with the game. Even as Ihbegged you to take your revenge, .r

knew thae e nw that Ii was ns who

its death struggle within me."deS"Gothy on. Tell ime. o Why do yorfShe was glancing fearfully towardthe Hindu's dooere. "There Is one man

%hn of beauy I can cha-r s
all, t h knows m He harg knowhe

doarsed lanythin I cou have taenIfalut erned. g H that I was atfrai
i he spoe hate n to mo tne day oft

e tifu here th sinhr. I fear nd aer t

ern e wards io spite of thoes, den ath
the cle witshm one fh of dolt
I should use it to complete the game

I have played. I knew that you would

have no money of your own. I was

prepared even for that! I wok again!See if anyone is there? I feel-" e
that someone is near sa . aooe I star.

B (TO B• CONTINUED.)


