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In the New York home of James Brood. k
his son, Frederic. receives a wirekas
from him. Frederic tells Lydia Des-
amod, his fiancee, that the message an- a
nmunae his father's marriage, and orders
Mrs. Desmond, the housekeeper and
Lydia's mother to prepare the house for p
an immediate home-coming. Brood and e
his bride arrive. She wins Frederic's Uk-.
hig at first meeting. Brood shows dislike b
and veiled hostility to his son. Lydia and
Mrs. Brood met in the jade-room. where
Lydia works as Brood's secretary. Mrs.
Brood is startled by the appearance of
Ranjab4 Brood's Hindu servant. She
makes changes in the household and gains e
her husbead's consent to send Mrs. De- t
mend and Lydia away. She fascinates
Frederic. She begins to fear Ranjab in I
his uncany appearances and disalppear-

, and Frederic. remembering his
r East Indian stories and firm be-

et ri Magite. fears unknown evil. Ran-
jab rform feats of mrac for Dawes
ad Riggs. Frederic's father. jealous. un-
justly orders his son from the dinner table
as drunk. Brood tells the story of Ran-
Jam's life to his guests. "He killed a wom-
an" who was unfaithful to him Yvonne

elays with Frederic's Infatuation for her
Her husband warns her that the thing
must not go on She tells him that he
still loves his dead wife. whom he drove
from his home, through her. Yvonne.
Yvonne plays with Brood. Frederic and
da as with figures on a ches board.

.madly jealous. tells Lydia that
Freder t is not his son.

CHAPTER X-Contlnued.

"And now, Mr. Brood, may I ask why
you' have always Intended to tell me
this dreadful thing?" she demanded,
her eyes gleamin with a ierce, sccus
" a glght.

He stared. "Doesn't-doesn'ar it put
a different light on your estimate of
him? Doesn't It cnvince you that be
is net worthy of--"

"Not A thousand times no!" she
erd. "I love him. If he were to ask
m to be his wife tonight I would re
isle-eo. I would rejoice! Someone
is emag. Let me say this to you, Mr.

rood: You have brought Frederue
up as a butcher ues the calves and

S swie he prepares rslaughter. You
a; waltlg for the hbor to come
when you en kill his very soul with
the weapea you have bold over h
for so tog, watlang, waiting, waiting!l
la Gd's same, what has he done that
you should want to strike him down
after all these years? It is n my heart
.o -. ye, ut somehow I feel that

j ye ae a ereito oursel Iwillnot

, a that leannet understand how you
i ahot everything. You have sut-

ed. I k•aw you have, and I-I am
s••y ir yes. And knowings ow bht-

SI. Wles bu b you, I iaplore you
real to him who is mano-

a- teaed without the slight-
e lt nrewsk. The r.es
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OCHAPTER XI.
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"I am a little tired," stammered "
Lydia. "We are working so hard, you '
mow. In order to finish the-"

Brood interrupted, his tone sharp
md incisive. "The end is in sight a
We're a bit feverish over it, I sup r
pose. You see, my dear, we have just t
escaped captivity in Lhasa. It was a

bit thrilling, I fancy. But we've d
stopped for the night."

"8o 1 perceive," said Yvonne, a a
touch of Insolence in her voice. "You
stopped, I dare say, when you heard I
the vulgar world approaching the in- '

ner temple. That is what you broke
into and desecrated, wasn't it?"

"The inner temple at Lhasa," he I
said, coldly.

"Certainly. The place you were
escaping from when we came in."

It was clear to all of them that I
Yvonne was piqued, even angry. She 1

deliberately crossed the room and
threw herself upon the couch, an act I
so childish, so disdainful that for a I

full minute no one spoke, but stared 4
at her, each with a different emotion.

Lydia's eyes were flashing. Her lips
parted, but she withheld the angry
words that rose to them. Brood's ex-
pression changed slowly from dull
anger to one of incredulity, which
swiftly gave way to positive joy. His
wife was jealous!

Frederie as biting his lips nerr-
ously. He allowed Lydia to pass him
on her way out, scarcely nodcing her
so intently was his gaze fixed upon
Yvonne. When Brood followed Lydia
into the hall to remonstrate, the young
man sprang eagerly to his stepmoth-
er's side.

"Good Lord, Yvonne," he whispered,
"that was a nasty thing to say. What
will Lydia think? By gad, is it poe-
sialble that you are jealous? Of Lydia?"

"Jealous?" cried she, struggling with
her fury. "Jealous of that girl! Poof!
Why should I be jealous of her? She
hasn't the blood of a potato."

"I can't understand you," he said in
great perplexity. "You-you told me

uLele d Wleent the u St st ckh*e
of Expressl".

toalght that you ae snet sure that
you really love him. Too-"

he stopped Dim with a quict Se
taft. Her eyes were smoldering.
"Whers e? Gene away with her
Go ad look, do."

"They're i the hall. I shll take
her beme, never fear. I fancy he's try-
tns to explain your insinuating-"

She taurned on him furiously. "Are
YoU lecturlns met What a tempest is
a teapot."
"L"di's as oo as gold. She-"
"Tn take her home at once,"

sanered Yvonne. "T is no place
for her."

l paled. "Tooure nt try-ng
to say that my ther e~wold-ood

rd Yvons , you must be ncraly
Why, that Is tmpossible! If-if I
thoLght-" He clinched his fstsad
lare over his shoulder, missiaans the

queer little smile that fittd acrs
her bace.

"You do love her, then," she saeid,
her voiee suddenly soft-and caresn.
He staled at her tn oomplekte bewil-
dermeuL

"-l--Lord, you gav me a shookt"
He asmed bh hand across his moist
forehead. "ltean't be so Why, the
very thought o•i r-"

"I suppos I shall have to apologlas
to ldia,4" sal ih, ralmly. "Tour wth
thra will exat it of me, aud I shll
obey. Wl, I am sorr. How doase
it sIoud, comls freo met "I am
sorry., yldI' Do I say tt prettItyt"
"I de't uaderatad yo at all.

Tevme. I adorm o po, ad let,. by
eave, I r-tl believe I hated

y just anow. IMten to me: pre bee
trealngs lda iely hura le•s• lang
time, bit--heo' the afst best, darn"
et rl in the wMrld. to-eve p•,

I Tesa-- hll not utter a wrd

S"Al-..! What heroils!" sho else

boeg or teue of some bki d, but
it was the th peet thig that hop

The minus were hovergl about

sad Ia n estant every buck threw
.p a ns M at b at sat ood r ave'

i bi_-re, fe - ,n
wIsi

you are angry, my son. Yes. you are

almost as splendid as your father He r
too, has been angry with me He, too .

has made me shudder. But be, to. t
has forgiven me, as you shall this In-

stant. Iay it, Freddle. You do for Y

give me? I was mean, nasty, ugly. tl
vile-ob, everything that's horrid I
take it all back. Now. be nice to me!" T

She laid her hand on his arm, an

appealing little caress that conquered e1

him in a flash. He clasped her fingers c
in his and mumbled incoherently as a
he leaned forward, drawn resistlessly
nearer by a strange magic that was
hers.

"You-you are wonderful." he mur-
mured. "I knew that you'd regret
what you said. You couldn't have r
meant it."

She smiled, patted his hand gently.

and allowed her swimming eyes to

rest on his for an instant to complete
the conquest. Then she motioned him

away. Brood's voice was heard in the
doorway. She had, however, planted

an insidious thing in Frederic's mind,

L and it would grow.
Her husband re-entered the room,

I his arm linked in Lydia's. Frederic

was lighting a cigarette at the table.
g "You did not mean all that you said

a moment ago, Yvonne." said Brood

a levelly. "Lydia misinterpreted your

jest. You meant nothing unkind. I
e am sure." He was looking straight

into her rebellious eyes; the last
t gleam of defiance died out of them
e as he spoke.

I "I am sorry, Lydia, darling," she

t said, and reached out her hand to the
a girl. who approached reluctantly, on-
d certainly. "I confess that I was jeal-

ous. Why shouldn't I be jealous?
s You are so beautiful, so splendid."

y She drew the girl down beside her.
E. "Forgive me. dear." And Lydia, whose
II honest heart had been so full of re-
h sentment the moment before, could

s not withstand the humble appeal In
the voice of the penitent. She smiled.
first at Yvonne then at Brood, and

n never quite understood the impulse
,r that ordered her to kiss the warm, red

n lips that so recently had offended.

a "James, dear," fell softly, alluringly
g from Yvonne's now tremulous lips.
I. He sprang to her side. She kissed

him passionately. "Now, we are all
d, ourselves once more," she gasped a
Lt moment later, her eyes still fixed in-

quiringly on those of the man beside
r her. "Let us be gay! Let us forget!

hb Come, Frederic! Sit here at my feet.ri Lydia is not going home yet. Ranjab,
is the cigarettes!"

Frederic, white-faced and scowling,
In remained at the window, glaring out

ie into the rain-swept night. A steady

sheet of raindrops thrashed against
the window panes.

"Hear the wind!" cried Yvonne.
after a single sharp glance at his tall.
metionless figure "One can almost
imagine that ghosts from every grave-
yard in the world are whistling past
our windows. Should we not rejoice?
We have them safely locked outside-
ai--e! There are no ghosts in here
to make us shiver-and-shake."

The sentence that began so glibly
trailed off in a slow crescendo. ending
abruptly. Ranjab was holding the
lighted taper for her 'clgarette. As
she spoke her eyes were lifted to his
dark, saturnine face. She was saying
there were no ghosts, when his eyes
suddenly fastened on hers. In spite
of herself her voice rose in response
to the cerious dread that chilled her
heart as she looked into the shining
mirrors above her. She shivered as if
in the presence of death! For an in'
calculably brief period their game re-
malned fixed and steady, each reading
a mystery. Then the Hindu lowered
his heavy lashes and moved away.
The little by-scene did not go unno.
tised by the others, although its mean-
ing was lost.

"There's nothing to be afraid of,
Yvreanne," said Brood, pressing the
hand, which trembled in his. "Younr
imagination carries you a long wary.
Are you really afraid of ghosts?"

at She answered in a deep, solemn
volce that carried conviction. "I be
lieve is ghost. I believe the dead
come back to us, not to flit about as
we are told by superstition, but to

Iodgo-anually to dwell--inside these
e warm, living bodies or ours. They
"come and go at will Sometimes we

feel that they are there, but--sh, who
knows? Their souls may conquer ours

in and go on inhabitina-"
"Never!" he exclaimed quickly, but

his eyes were tfull of the wonder that
* he felt
e "Frederle!" she called imperatively.

"Come away trom that window."
33 The-young man joined he group.

od The sullep look in his face had tven
I way to one of acute inquiry. The new

I note in her voice produced a strange
d ffect upon him. It seemed like a cil

for help, a cry out of the darkness
5 They were all playing for time. Not

one of them but who realised that
id somethaing sinister was attending their

33 little conclave, unseen but vital. Each
r.one knew that united they weo sate

each agaiant the otherl Lydla waski" afraid because of Brood's revelatlom
5 Yvonnse had sensed peril with the mes
the sage delivered by ReaJab to IPredric.

FPrederie had come ulpstairs prepared
be for rebellion alanst the caustle re
th marks that were almost certain to
hal ome from hse father. Brood was
see afraid of-himiself! He was holding
am himself in echk with the greatest itt.

" eulty. He knoew that the smal-les
al. sparkt woald reat• the exploriom he

b dreaded sad yet eonrted. Rstnrainihtd lar hueavil yet lshiftlinly upon all -1

A bg reverbeurating roll of thu-
l der ending in an earplittting rcra

ma. that seemed so farther away than the
-d window casement behind the.

brought sarp ezcbmateas of ter•m
, from the lps of the two women Th•

Smen, appalled, started to their teet.

but they meded om sort of cove.
1 But Prston, looing baeck over h_

sheoulder to see if the Indiuas wre
eot following. or for whatever purpose
he man looks bah at a dangeros feea
em ew the strap on his shouJder and
aw purlse a aheek.

"' I t oceeurred to him at the lasta
med that ha was rnses away with tthe is
re a m t rest tant his gsneroms

a ts iam a tm : test e wa-
~ a mar. *5 C~rgmrtfu 0 al w ar

(ood Lord that was close. cried 'NFrederic "There was no algs of a de

arm when we came in-just a steady. foi
gentle spring rain."

"'I am frightened," shuddered so
rvoune, wide-eyed with fear "Do yon to

link-" a
There came another deafening cr .sb cle

The glare filled the room with a bril-
lsat. greenish hue. Ranjab was th
itanding at the window, holding the th

eurtains apart while he peered upward he
across the space that separated them
from the apartment building beyond ra

the court.

"Take me home. Frederic!" cried fl
Lydia. frantically. She ran toward dr

the door DP
"I will come," he exclaimed, as they

raced down the stairs. "Don't be so

hi

It

Remained at the Window.

frightened, darling. It's all right.
Listen to me! Mrs. Desmond is as
safe as-' c

"Oh, Freddy. Freddy," she wailed.
breaking under a strain that he was I
not by way of comprehending. "Oh.
Freddy, dear!" Her nerves gave way
She was sobbing convulsively when
they came to the lower hail.

In great distress, he clasped her in I
his arms, mumbling incoherent words
of love, encouragement--even ridicule
for the fear she betrayed. Far from
his mind was the real cause of her un-
happy plight.

He held her close to his breast and
there she sobbed and trembled as
with a mighty, racking chill. Her fin'
gers clutched his arm with the grip
of one who clings to the edge of a
precipice with death below. Her face
was buried agalinst his shoulder.

"You will come with me, Freddy?" I
she was whispering, linging to him
as one in panic.

'Yes, yes. Don't be frightened. Lyd-
dy. I-I know everything is all right
now. I'm sure of it."

"Oh. I'm sure too, dear. I have al-
ways been sure." she cried, and be
understood, as smh had understood.

Despite the pa asts of Jones. they
dashed out into the blighting thun-
derstorm The rain beat down in tor-
rents, the din was infernaL As the
door closed behind them Lydia, In the
ecstasy of freedom from restraint bit-
terly imposed, gave vent to a shrill
cry of relief. Words, the meaning of
which he could not grasp, babbled
from her lips as they descended the
steps One sentence fell vaguely clear
from the others, and it puzzled him.
He was sure that she said: "Oh, I am
so glad, so happy we are out of that
house-you and I together."

Close together, holding tightly to
each other, they breasted the whirling
sheets of rain. The big umbrella was
of little protection to them, although
held manfully to break the force of
the cold food of water. They beat
their strong young bodies reagaint the
wind, and a sort of wild, Impish hilar
Ity took possession of them. It was
freedom, after all. They were finhtlag
a force in nature that they understood
Isand the sharp, stacato cries that

came from their lips were born of an
exultant glee which neither of them
could have suppressed nor controlled.
Their hearts were as wild a the tem*
pest about them.

Mrs. Desmond threw open the door
as their wet, soggy feet came slosh-
ins down the hall. Frederic's arm
was about Lydia as they approached,
Sad both of their drenched faces were
wreathed in smiles-ay, exalted

smiles. The mother, white-faced and
Sfearful, stared for a second at the
I amazing pair, and then held out her
arms to them.

8 he was drenched in their embrace.
I No one thouaht of the havoc that was

being created in that swift, impulsive
Scontact. . .

"I must ran back home," exclaimed
rPrederic. Lydia placed herself be
Stween him and the door.
6 "No! I want you to stay," she cried.

5 He stared. "What a aunny ideal"
L "Wait until the rain is over," added

-Mrs. Desmond.

"No, no," cried Lydia. "I mean for
I him to stay here the rest of the nght.
-We can put you up, Freddy. I-I

o don't want you to go back there ua-

t tl-until tomorrow."
SA glad light broke in hisa fee. "~By-Jove. I-do you know, I'd ihke to stay.

I I-I really wouald, Mrs. Desmond. Can

Syon find a place for me?" Hs rvole
It was eager, his eyes sparkling.
I "Yes," said the mother, quil, al-

most serenely. "You shall have
-Lydia's bed. Frederle. She ean some
b ina with me. Yes, you must stay. Are
Syou not our Frederlei"
m "Thank you," he stammered, a his

r eyes fell
a "I will telephone to Jones whm•the

storm abates." said Mrs. Deslmm.

well-defaed object in hi se
i but wher the rest of theo ea m a
Shim standing there, without eer

a and retaranin the fre of the Ind•a
-s

e they tursed bask, and in ive amiua,
a- It was all over. and the Indihs ste

bestea.at it would have been usthing sher) e0
a- a slaughter had Pmeases se wh
rt rst. for there ws us m e nthver
, ep eo the hId u re nche, end *
S as o diseast that thme ibeas i
.has be a q- time uta , eE
p anne e a a nse

owW glu UU1. via l aml " - -

dear, bow wet you are! A hot drink cov

for both of you." that
"Would you mind asking Jones to belt

send over something for me to wear life

in the morning?" said Frederic, grin- dil

ning as he stood forth in his evening stra
clothes hav

Ten minutes later, as he sat with to i

them before an open fire and sipped wal
the toddy Mrs. Desmond had brewed, to
he cried: "I say. this is great!" a f

Lydia was suddenly shy and embar- nos
rassed.

"Good night," she whispered. Her ena
fingers brushed his cheek lightly. He Ke:
drew her down to him and kissed her tioi
passionately. hat

"Good-night, my Lyddy!" he said. hin
softly, his cheek flushing. it

She went quickly from the room. the
* " " " ed

Later he stood in her sweet, dainty pal
little bedroom and looked about him ing
with a feeling of mingled awe and co,
wonder. All of her intimate, exquisite all;
belongings, the sanctified treasures of

her most secret domain were about yo,
him. He wandered. He fingered the Sh
articles on her dressing table; smelled air
of the perfume bottles and smiled as abi
he recognized the sweet odors as be-

ing a part of her, and not a thing unto Hi
themselves; grinned delightedly at his the
own photograph in its silver frame of
that stood where she could see it the He
last thing at night and the first thing to
in the morning: caressed-ay, caressed fe,
-the little hand mirror that had re- la
flected her gay or troubled face so Le
many times since the dear Christmas qu
day when he had given it to her with ha
his love. He stood beside her bed sh
where she had stood, and the soft rug sa
seemed to respond to the delightful in
tingling that ran through his bare Hi
feet Her room! Her bed! Her do-
main! en

Suddenly he dropped to his knees N4
and buried his hot face in the cool,
white sheets, and kissed them over and an
over again. Here was sanctuary! His th
eyes were wet with tears when he wl
arose to his feet. and his arms went te
out to the closed door. M

"My Lyddy!" he whispered chok- co
ingly. se

Back there in the roseuhued light of di
James Brood's study, Yvonne cringed
and shook in the strong arms of her lii
husband all through that savage
storm. She was no longer the defi-
ant, self-possessed creature he had
come to know so yell, but a shrinking,
trembling child, stripped of all her yc
bravado. all her arrogance, all her
seeming guile. A pathetic whimper
crooned from her lips in response to
his gentle words of reassurance. She
was afraid-desperately afraid-and
she crept close to him in her fear.

And he? He was looking backward
to another who had nestled close to
him and whimpered as she was doing
now-another who had lived in terror
when it stormed.

CHAPTER Xl.

The Day Between.
Frederic opened his eyes at the

sound of a gentle, persistent tapping
on the bedroom door. Resting on his
elbow. he looked blankly, wonderingly
about the room and-remembered. It
was broad daylight The knocking
continued. He dreamed on, his blink.
ing eyes still seeking out the dainty,I Lydialike treasures in the enchanted

room.
"Frederic! Get up! It's nine

o'clock. Or will you have your break.
r fast in bed, sirt" It was Lydia who

spoke, assuming a fine Irish brogue in
imitation of their little maid of all

t work.

"Ill have to, unless my clothes have
come overT"

"They are here. Now, do hurry."

He sprang out of bed and bounded
actheross the room. She passed the gar-I
ments through the partly opeanedt
door. t

He was artistic, temperamental.
Such as he have not the capacity for
haste when there is the allghtest op
portunity to dream and dawdle. He
was a full quarter of an hour taklng
his tub and another was consumed in
getting into his clothes. He sallied
forth in great haste at nine-thirty-ve
Sand was extremely proud of himself,

I although unshaved.

His first act, after warmly greeting
Mrs. Desmond, was to sit down at the
piano. Hurriedly he played a few

Jerky, bropken snatches of the haant-
ing air he had heard the night before.

"I'vre been wondering if I could re 1

d member it," he apologized as he fol. 1
lowed them into the dninag-rooLm. 1
"What's the matter, Lydia? Didn't
you sleep well? Poor old girl, I was a
beast to deprive yeo of your bed-"
r "I have a mean headache, that's

Sall," said the girl, quickly. He noticed
the dark circles under her eyes, and
the queer expression, as of trouble, in
their depths. "It will go as soon as
I've had my coffee."

l Night with its wonderful sensations

Swas behind them. Day revealed the
d shadow that bad fallen. They urmco-

sciously shrank from it and drew back
r int the shelter of their own misgiv-
t. yings. Tihe Joyous abandon of the
,I night before was dead. Over its grave
, stood the specter ot unrest, leering.

When he took her in his arms later
ly on, and kissed her, there was not the
y, shadow of a doubt in the mind of
w either that the restralnin Inlmee
Sof a eondition over which they had mo

control was there to mock their ena
. deavor to be natural. Thbey kissed as
re through a veil. They were awake ecmeo
me more, and they were wary, mnce-
re vinced. The answer to their questions

came in the kiss itself, and mconstraint
al fell upon them.

Drawn by an implse that had been
he strugging within him for some tl~e,
a. FPrederic feoud Hblmaslf standl ati

u, duty was what saved the day.-
w youth's Compar-amo

te My Ideal of human iatereomme
re would be a state ot things in which no

man will ever stand in need of ay
of other man's help but will derive all

e his stisfactioLn from the great soulal
s tides which own mo indiviMel smes
S No man esma plm the dety to his el.

d ito man with ilmpn•lt-I me spirl.
SmltI mnmity, etmaas. see: If

!ef Nm d a d'ed ulI iM ru

be dining-room wirdo. It wars a sly,
.overt though intensely eager look
hat he directed at another window far C
elow If he hoped for some sign of
ife in his father's study he was to be
lsappointed. The curtains hung
straight and motionless. He would
lave denied the charge that he longed
to see Yvonne sitting in the casement.
waiting to waft a sign of greeting up
Lo him, and yet he was conscious of V

a feellng of disappointment, even an-
noyance.

With considerable adroitness Lydia
engaged his attention at the piano.
Keyed up as she was, his every emo
tion was plain to her perceptions. She
had anticipated the motive that led t
him to the window. She knew that
it would assert itself in spite of all a
that he could do to prevent. She wait r

ed humbly for the thing to happen. e
pain in her heart, and when her read- I t
ing proved true, she was prepared to t
combat its effect Music was her only t
ally.

"How does it go, Freddy-the thing :
you were playing before breakfast?" t
She was trying to pick up the elusive a
air. "It is such a fascinating, ador-
able thing. Is this right?"

He came over and stood beside her.
His long, slim fingers joined hers on *
the keyboard, and the sensuous strains
of the waltz responded to his touch.
He smiled patiently as she struggled
to repeat what he had played. The
fever of the thing took hold of him at !
last, as she had known it would.
Leaning over her shoulder, his cheek
quite close to hers, he played. Her I
hands dropped into her lap. Finally
she moved over on the bench and he 1
sat down beside her. He was absorbed
in the undertaking. His brow cleared.
His smile was a happy, eager one.

"It's a tricky thing, Lyddy," he said,
enthusiastically, "but you'll get it.
Now, listen"

For an hour they sat there, master
and pupil, sweetheart and lover, and
the fear was less in the heart of one
when, tiring at last, the other con-
tentedly abandoned the role of task-
master and threw himself upon the
couch, remarking as he stretched him-
self in luxurious ease:

"I like this, Lyddy. I wish you
didn't have to go over there and dig
away at that confounded journal. I
like this so well that. 'pon my soul.
I'd enjoy loafing here with you the
whole day long."

Her heart leaped. "You shall have
your wish, Freddy," she said, barely
able to conceal the note of eagerness

I

Played a Few Jerky, Broken Snatehes
of the Haunting Air.

In her voice. "I am not going to werk
today. I-my head, you know. Mother

telephoned to Mr. Brood this morting
before you were Up. Stay here with
me. Don go home, reddy. I--"

"Oh, I've got to have it out with
father sometime," he said, bittely.
"It may as well be now as later oa.
We've got to come to ana understand-
aing"

Her heart was cold. She w M af raid
of what would come out of that "n-
derstanding." All nlght long she -ad

1ain with wide-staring ye, thi
of the horrid thing James Brood hd
said to her. pr in the nilght she
arouased her mother from a sound
sleep to put the question that h-d
Sbeen torturing her for hours. Mrs.

IDesmond confessed that her husband
had told her that Brood had never coa

sidered Frederic to be his son, ad

then the two lay side by side for the
remainder of the night without utter
ing a word and yet keenly awake
SThey were thinkina of the hour whe--
SBrood would serve notice on the i-
Struder!

SLydia now realised that the houar
was near. "Have it out with father,
1 he had said into his ignorance. He was
I preparing to rush headlong to his
1doom. To prevent thkt catastrophe
was the single, allabsorbing thought
SIn Lydia's mind. Her only hope lay in

akeepldng the men apart until she could
extrarct from Brood a promise to b-

mereiful, ad this she intended to
'accomplish if she had to go down on
her knees and grovel before the man.

S"Oh, Freddy," she cried, earnestly,
-"why take the chance of makinog a bd
* matter worse" Even as she uttered

I the words she realised bhow stupid
-how inefdectual they were.
! "It cant be much worse," he said.

gloomily. "I a inclined to think he'd

relisah a straight-out, fair and equar
talk, anyhow. Moreover, I mean to
take Yvoane to task for the thi she
m sd--or timplied last alght. Abou
you, I meran. She'-"

(TO BE OONTINUED.)

-tio, f it ot @ont•t me to be Ia a

tio of genaroity towards others I
must be remarkably indifferent at bo.

tom to the gross social inLequality
Swlhrtch permits that positio0, and ti-
steed of resentis the enforced humil
satia of my fellow man to mysel, in
Sthe interests of humanlty, I acquiesce
in a i tothe rboake of the probt it d

. to my selfcomplacesny. I do
m hope the reign benevotace is ovea;
aI tIlab erent oeers I am smr th

If rgn ct God wll be lmg nsal.-
in emryJamens

WHITEWASH FOR THE TREES

Excellent Protection Afforded to Bark
From Sunburn and Borers-

Keeps Rabbits Away.

Whitewash is an excellent protec.
tlon to the bark from both sunburn
and borers. It is particularly valu.
able for young trees, as after trees
reach a good size the branches gen-
erally become sufficiently large and
the foliage sufficiently thick to shade
the bark and prevent the injury that
the hot sun would otherwise do.

The best time to apply the white-
wash is in the early spring, or before
the sun has become too ht andl yet at
a time when the danger of heaivy rains
washing off the lime is passed. It is
not well to delay too long or the sun-
burn may occur in clear weather be-
tween rains.

There are dozens of whitenash reei-
pes, all with merit, some more dur-
able than others, and a durable white-
wash is generally to be desired. For
fruit trees a whitesash can he made
by the addition of tallow, which is
durable and also a protection against
rabbits. Such a wash can be made
with :!0 pounds of lime, 4 pounds of
tallow and 5 pounds of salt. The salt
is dissolved in the water used In
slaking the lime and the tallow added
to the hot mixture, which is thinned
to the desired consistency before using.

Spoiled fat or grease of any kind
can be substituted for the tallow and
the amount can be increased if de-
sired. If there is danger of attract-
ing animals by the salt, it can be left
out.

FRIENDS OF PLANT GROWERS

"Lady-Bugs" Feed Upon Plant-Lice
Scale insects and Other Pests-

Entitled to Protection.

MBy W. E. BRITTON.)
The beetles commonly known as

lady beetles, "lady birds," "lady-bugs"
or plant-louse beetles, are among the
very best friends of the farmer or
plant grower, because they feed in
both larval and adult stages epa
plant-lice, scale-insects, and the small
larvae and eggs of other and larger
noxious insects. Dr. S. A. Forbes a-
amined the stomach contents of 9 - i
specimens, and found that one-fourth
of their food was composed of plant-
lice; though they ate some vegetabie
food, such as pollen and spores at
fungi, a greater portion of their eood
consisted of insects.

Though many persons are more or
less familiar with lady-bugs, some are
not acquainted with their habits er
life histories, and do not, therefre
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The Ladyu Serv eas as s asas

Check on the Apple Aphis an.I
Other Injurless lsects.

recognise them as friends. Tsea mFe
of these helpful little insects am -

stroyed, when they should be eAi
protected-

One of the moset coasplesn
ample. in bhistory of controlllng a pt

by mesas of lady-beetl occurnel
Californis some twentylyen yeses U
An Austra•ina tinsect know s a
Sated or cottony cashion s e

peared a California on ora•g t
and, spread so rapidly over the a

Sthat the extensive orange ters fr

dentry was threatened By e ,.
Mr. Albert Koebele was

Sagent of the United Sftates to MI the Melbourne erpohtio, ,ad

in Australa paid specal artte '
Ssearchtins for the tnseat e ses

the fluated scale. Alady betl u
found feeding 3,o the scale

I specimens were colleted, sad -I separate lots (altogethr nw rst

Sspelmeas) were brought ftu ' -;

tralla to California and pid
the scale-infested trees. fle -

beetles maltiplied ad their p ..

were soon transported to eac -

Sgrowing section. In a few e
Scottony cushion •calead WI -

brought under complete conatm rl•,
Australian lady-beetle; it n
since done much dmagPe M
SclSa coast, and the or w ...

In a less striklas manner ad ,.
smaller scale our native led id-

abiity to clan up shrub5, S
even orchards wich wer t :
tacked by plant lice. Therne s
150 ditferent kinds of ladIy-k ,

tahs country.

SA sp mnufcturer in ,

has been secrUng for hisU
ga~pe seed; thus far oly fa a

mental way. But he bope t•1
Splant in 1916l with acapety E

Sponds grape seed oil a year,
this as occsiona warfren. - ,

mt that the inferior grp•d•
to the manufacture of soap. ,

a shade less than for ents
while a refined article ,-D .

table use csan be put on the :

5.8 cents

Beauties ofreiwr
I A nice, well-kept orchard, .a

Is up to date, prned, spSy ea .
Stivated, is not only a Joy aOto I ,.

D- bat granting a soeree d
Is equaled by few of the ot.r
in pedects.

is prunai gh S rek i
In pruning asa ts the

e object is to shape thb k
Sway with all amoun l

Thsa- be everi
sbea Me ne arries at


