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I• the New York home of James Brood,
son. Frederic. receives a wireless

foem him. Frederic tells Lydia Des-
mead, his fiancee, that the message an-

aces his father's marriage, and orders
Mrs. Desmond, the housekeeper and
Lydia's mother, to prepare the house for
as Immediate home-coming. Brood and
his bride arrive. She wins Frederic's lik-
Ing at first meeting. Brood shows dislike
and veiled hostility to his son. Lydia and
Mrs. Brood met in the Jade-room, where
Lydia works as Brood's secretary. Mrs.

rood is startled by the appearance of
Ranjab. Brood's Hindu servant. She

akes changes in the household and gains
husbaad's consent to send Mrs. Des-Mond and Lydia away. She fasclnates

Frederic. She begins to fear Ranjab in
his uncanny appearances and disappear-
enes, and Frederic, remembering his
father's East Indian stories and firm be-
list In magle, fears unknown evil. Ran-
Jab performs feats of magic for Dawes
and iggss. Frederic's father, Jealous, un-
Justly orders his son from the dinner table
a drunk. Brood tells the story of Ran-
Jab's ife to his guests. "He killed a worn-
Sn" who was unfaithful to him. Yvonne

layrs with Frederic's infatuation for her
er husband warns her that the thing

must not go on. She tells him that he
Util loves his dead wife. whom he drove
em his home. through her. Yvonne.=voase plays with Brood, Frederic and
ydlas with figures on a chess board.

. madly Jealous, tells Lydia that
Frderfo is not his son, and that he has
brought h up to kill his happness at

pelr time with this knowledge.
takes Lydia home through a

iery storm and spends the night at her
mother's house. His wavering allegiance
to her is strengthened by a day spent
with her. Yvonne, over the phone rouses

1rsderlc's latatuation for her again. Lydia
to beg Brood not to tell Frederic of
ha•ppy paretage, but is turned from

CHAPTER XIll--Cotinued.

Lydia resolved to take the plunge-
Now was the time to speak plainly to
this wemaa oa the thing that was hurt-
dg ber almost beyond the limits of

nduarase. Her voice was rather blh-
. pitched. She had the fear that she

would not be able to control It
"I should e blind not to have ob-

served the cruel positio In which you
s; ple~rs ra ri Is t surprising

that ye husband has eyes as well asfit What must be his thoughts, Mrs.

Me apected an outburst, a torrent
at s • algmatla, a angry storm o
Words, and was thertore unprepared
hr the piteous, hunted expression that

arns swiftly Into the lovely eyes, bent
be appalingly upon her own, which
; o e Id sad aec sing. Here was a

S w phease athis extraordlnary crem
,. h bharsse. She was a coward.

S" al G, ad yds despised a coward.
lsI ) of scorn d epened to her
es, ad out f om her heart rushed

. ~ phat was soft ae tender It her
SLm~e lea ing a erm a ance.

od w at want to huret dele".
T S eas "-I • sorry

are hurting him dreadhfuly,"
Maid ldta, edssIr choking up with

't o i a-enat 4y .•eve with ma.
# -il.- Tyenew

' *" maid the sir, rwaeaimg pan-
_ r eesel4 "be as not n lve w ith

" thaet in the whole treuble, He
b ee with Iae Dat-eant yea I

S "e me a wins y•n woman to t
w egoa e we," said the other

. 1 . "I have sever believed

I1 a tatheralr

"•, Is •a sid rmeto be aoba
:' 1 , ' m" Arew a ps tresbled-thee~ was a esepesissa iver to her

.; "lx I do set~" vrensaome" the girl
- . '7 "i eald ealy taisa tst a[ I

ft M ew pla everything and s
shou u t hew to treat yesa, I

I e se t fsr< at ya" t
, With a lenh desp asigh, Tveane crept I

an d sed her bead aalast sLyd-
eete. The girl' hody sti.

u44 hoe brw gw dark with a. t

!x.40 p Me M a ft di N d. er"onse.

aqr r Tse," orealc ac s safer a

1r as t haew s eaans Fred.

"What time at a woene mre year '
tem. learek iagaast seal.
-ee miasgit a the Su a aer, '

cmr aseb- Ups p 1Chesn ther Sha e

ltaf als tred a lser er head
(p aSi ner bree to s lme her *

ml that tba h r I. Nie, In.,

were set u 4 de thi u I hM
h I bre aI a ewt-eLrnging hbe

a m chili? Ne, yes mast
II*mb . ~Ud-'rea nevr wr asnses U

lla. I B o ar s mer It in
j, I swt a e t my l that I w: e a mw yeu were Irederleb a

"Dat yea h w amest knrmselaely
pm "it IS bat amysef I

R iMS TO SE DOSE

R a Seaa ailm so
the g

am thinking of, Mrs. Brood, but 4
Frederic. Why have you done th
abominable thing to him? Why?'

"I-1 did not realize what it woul
mean to him," said the other, despe
ately. "I-I did not count all the cos
But, dearest Lydia, it will come or
all right again, I promise you. I has
made a horrible, horrible mistake.
can say no more. Now, let me lie her
with my head upon your breast
want to feel the beating of your pun
honest heart-the heart that I hay
burt. I can tell by its throbs whethe
it will ever soften toward me. Do nc
say anything now-let us be still."

It would be diflcult to describe th
feelings of Lydia Desmond as she sa
there with the despised though to b
adored head pillowed upon her breas
where It now rested in a sort of con"
dent repose, as if there was safety I
the very strength of the young girl
disapproval. Yvonne had twisted he
lithe body on the chaise longue so the
she half-faced Lydia. Her free arn
from which the loose sleeve he
fallen, leaving it bare to the shoulder
was about the girl's neck.

For a long time Lydia stare
straight before her, seeing nothing
positively dumb with wonder and a_
knowledging a sense of dismay ove
her own disposition to submit to thl
extraordinary situation. She was as,
ing herself why she did not cast th
woman away, why she lacked th
power to resent by deed as well as b
thought. Life-marvelous, adorabl
life rested there on her breast. Tht
woman had hurt her-had hurt he
wantonly-and yet there came sted
lng over her, subtly, the convictiol
that she could never hurt her in r
turn. She could never bring hersel
to the point of hurting this wondronu
living, breathing, throbbing creator
who pleaded, not only with her lip
and eyes, but with the gentle heari
beats that rose and fell in her throal

After a long time, in which then
was conflict, she suddenly pressed be
warm lips to Yvonae's. Then in
abrupt revulsion of feeling her arms
fell away from the warm, sweet bodt
and almost roughly she pushed Yvona
away from her.

"I-I didn't mean to do that!" she
gasped.

The other smiled, but it was a sad
plaintive effort on her part. "I knee
that you would," she repeated.

Lydia sprang to her feet, her face
saddenly laaing with embarrassment
"I must see Mr. Brood. I stopped it
to tell him that-" she began, tryint
to cover her confusion, but Yvonne in
terrapted.

"I know that you could not help it
my dear," she said. Them, after r
ause: "You will let me know whal

my husband has to say about it?"
"To-say about It?"
"About your decision to marry pre-

ere in spite of his oblections."
Lydia felt a little shiver race over

her as she looked toward the door.
"You will help us?" she said, trem-1leuly. turning to Yvaeou Agaln she

saw the drawn, pained look about the
dark eyes and was startled,

"You ean do more with him than
L" was the response.

CHAPTER XIV.

**neations.
Lydia stopped for a moment in the

hall, after dosing the door behind her,to pull herself teether or the ordeal
that was still to come. She was
trembling; a wakness had assailed
he. She had left Yvonne' presence

Sa dsed, unsettled ondition of
minalad There was a lap of some kind
that she could neither account for nor
desIrib even to heaselL The black
velvet coat that formed a part of'her
t suit, haunimty i he hand,
dm i ale the Goor as she moved
with hsitatin steps in th diretio
of James roo4's study. A saickeninestimate o her own strength of pu

o eaonreated hr. She was sad
de-y ahaid of the man who had

always been her triend Souehow
be salt that he would tern upon her

ead read her, this man who had al-
ways ben a gentle b ad aconsideate-
and w had klld thngal

s•iab appeare at th head do the
sains. she waited for his signal to*ad* wsmhow haIns that hads
hod met him frth smme her.
Her had susht th stair rail aad

ripped It tightly. No Spa parted isa alE mlea Now she knew that she
wes trnins eoward, that she loed
- put the ameetn untl t••,

'ho Hindu make dewa the stelrately, nolelked.

"The mate y o come tomor~e,Sm'mw as mual." he said, s he-e-- above he m the steps.

1b-4 met e teay," she esai, dpdlr. ewes as the thrll ofrst shoem-dr her.

"Tmeeoew," aid the maen as eyeswen iry itaedln . "ahib mr yenare to mst." There was a nse. "s
marr w ll wnt bo stee la•s."

he atarete iad he rsa the thoughtb•at we i her mind?

"r ye Rama" she said, see

-ls"ag men t eaeres upn Its

ma- meso tmh da t * o 5ffphone 

hew we miff frens te

lomining oa e rt o an selpes psara

IlanisUs mes hoh~
wrll snh rr vrrq S'ybweh.13,~-;~r

a moment of indecsiam. "I will con
tomorrow."

Then she slunk downstairs and aI
of the house, convinced that she ha
P failed Frederic In his hour of grep

esat need, that tomorrow would be tc
late.

Frederic did not come in for dinn:
until after his father and Yvonne ha
gone from the house. He did not Ii
quire for them, but instructed Joni
to say to the old gentlemen that I
would be pleased to dine with thei
if they could allow him the time 1
"change." He also told Jones to ope
a single bottle of champagne and 1

of place three glasses.
Is Later on Frederic made his ai

nouncement to the old men. In t.
fever of an excitement that cause

i him to forget that Lydia might be eir- titled to some voice in the matter, h

t. deliberately committed her to the prout ect that had become a fixed thingve his mind the instant he set foot i

the house and found it empty-oh. a
empty!

Jones' practiced hand shook slightt' as he poured the wine. The old me
re drank rather noisily,. They, too. wer

er excited. Mr. Riggs smacked his llit

ot and squinted at the chandelier as '

trying to decide upon the vintage, bh1e in reality doing his best to keep froi

at coughing up the wine that had gon
* the wrong way in a moment of pre
ft. found paralysis.
- "The best news I've heard since Jiin das died," said Mr. Dawes, manfull]

's "Fill 'em up again, Jones. I want tsr propose the health of Mrs. Brood."

at "The future Mrs. Brood," hissed Min, Rlggs. wheezily, glaring at his con

id rado. "Ass!"
r* "I'm not married yet, Mr. Dawes,

exclaimed Frederic, grinning.id "Makes no difference," said Mig, Dawes, stoutly. "Far as I'm concernet

e you are. We'll be the first to drinir to Lydia Brood! The first to call he

is by that name, gentlemen. God blesk- her!"

te "God bless her!" shouted Mr. Riggs
te "God bless her!" echoed Frederli

py and they drained their glasses t
le Lydia Brood.Is "Jones, open another bottle," con

sr manded Mr. Dawes, loftily.

I Frederic shook his head and tw
in faces fell. Right bravely, however, th

old men maintained a joyous intere-If in the occasion. The young mai
" turned moody, thoughtful; the unwonl

' ed exhilaration died as suddenly as I
-had come into existence. A shado.

croesed his vision and he followed I
with his thoughts. A sense of utte

' loneliness came over him with a swiftn ness that sickened, nauseated him. Thea food was fiat to his taste; he coubl

' not eat. Self-commlseration stlf•e
y him. He suddenly realised that hie had never been so lonely, so unhappl

in all his life as he was at this me
e ment.

His thoughts were of his father. IL vast, inexplicable longing possesses

R his soul-a longing for the affection a
this man who was never tender, wh_e stood afar off and was lonely, too. He

I could not understand this astoundtin

a change of feelinl. He had never fell
g Just this way before. There had beet
h times-end many-when his heart was

sore with longing, but they were oai, other days, childhood days. Tonighi

a he could not crush out the thought of

r

Lydia •opped f a Meoment In the
Hall

how Inefbly happr, how peaceul ife
would be if his father w.er to lay s
bhands upon his shoulders sad say, "My
son, I love -I love you dearly."Ther would be so more lonely days;
all that was bitter in his life wouald be
swept away la the twiling ofa an
ere; the wold weold be fllj a joy for
him sa for Lydia.
Whaen be entered the heouse that

eveaing he was tfull of resentmentI toward his father, and sullen with the

remuas of an ugly ras. And now to
be aetually cravits the aecton of the
man who hambled him, even the
presenea of earrvants! It was un-b
lievablo. He could not understand
hLmsel. A weudurfal, compeling tern-
dermes filed his heart. He longed to
throw imwef at his ather's feet -d
crave his perdoa or the harsh, venge
ftl thoahts he had speat apea him
in those black hors. He hungered
ftor a word of Iadness or of uAde-
atadinag on which he auid fed •u his
starvin soul. He wanted his fther's
love. He wanted, more than anything
else in the worl, to love his father.

ILdla pet) e of his mnld,
Tae was set alse in this immortal

eurle," all the Lfarmr. "but what
always btherelU me was 4.o ense
stud why p• have to enarry ee ar
every tee ift yo rn't-" he eon-
tnned, with eaosntleo. the deamed
thing won't esme eat hlght."-3ver
hobys MeSpaIe.

at lesth r ~ Ieee t -- s.,•" •"•e a s h e "•_-

d1 ht I` b

jd ,. i:*

me moment. He had not thought of the
except in their relation to a completeat state of happiness for his father. I

ad distinctly he recognised them as ease

at- tais.0o Ay. he was lonely. The house wi

as bleak as the steppes of Siberia. i
longed for companionship, friendshi

er kindness-and suddenly in the midad of it all he leaped to his feet.
In- "I'm going out. gentlemen," he ees claimed, breaking in upon an unappi
be ciated tale that Mr. Riggs was rela

m ing at some length and with conside
to able fierceness in view of the fact thben Mr. Dawes had pulled him up rathi

to sharply once or twice in a matter ,
inaccuracies. "Excuse me, please."*- He left them gaping with astonis

be ment and dashed out into the hall ft
ed his coat and hat. Even then he ha

g- no definite notion as to what his ne:be move would be, save that he was goir
3i out-somewhere, anywhere, he did ni

sn care.in Somehow, as he rushed down tt
so front steps with the cool night a

blowing in his face, there surged t
ly within him a strong, overpowerio

'n sense of filial duty. It was his duty 1re make the first advances. It was fI

Ps him to pave the way to peace and ha
if piness. Something vague but distur

it ing tormented him with the fear thi
m his father faced a grave peril and the7e his own place was beside him and nm

d against him, as he had been in a
these illy directed years. He coul

u" not put it away from him, this thoug•
y that his father was in danger-in dau

ger of something that was not phyl
Ical, something from which, with a

r. his valor, he had no adequate form <n" defense.

At the corner he paused, checked b
an irresistible impulse to look badn
ward at the house he had just left. T
r. his surprise there was a light in thd, drawing-room windows facing th
Sstreet. The shades in one of thea
ar had been thrown wide open and

Sstream of light flared out across th
sidewalk,a Framed in this oblong square c

C- light stood the figure of a man. 81owl,
as if drawn by a force he could nc
resist, the young man retraced histeps until he stood directly in from
of the window. A questioning smilwas on his lips. He was looking u

ie into Ranjab's shadowy, unsmiling face
It dimly visible in the glow from th
distant street lamp. For a long tim
they stared at each other, no sign a
it recognition passing between them. Th
Hindu's face was as rigid, as emotio.it less as if carved out of stone; hi

-r eyes were unwavering. Frederic coal
t" see them, even in the shadows. He

'e had the queer feeling that, though thl
d man gave no sign, he had somethlng4 he wanted to say to him, that he wa
e actually calling to him to come badc
7 into the house.

o Undecided, the man outside tool
several halting steps toward the doeoI way, his gaze still fixed on the face 11d the window. Then her broke the spell
if It wu a notion on his part, he argued
o If he had been wanted his father'i

e servant would have beckoned to himg He would not have stood there likiIt a graven image, staring out into the

niqht. Having convinced himself o
a the, Frederle wheeled and swung ofif up the street once more, walking rap
it idly, as one who is pursued. Turning

t he waved his hand at the man in the

window. He received no response
Parther off he looked back once more
The Hindu still was there. Long after
be was out of sight of the house he
cast frequent glances over his shoal
der as if still expecting to as the
lighted window and its oceupant.

As he made his way to Broadway
somewhat hazily bent on following that
thoroughfare to the district where the
night glittered and the stars were
shamed, he began turnti over in hi
mind a queer notion that had just sug
geated itself to him, filtering througl
the maze of uncertainty in which he
had been flounadering. It occurred to
him that he bad been mawkishly a
tlmental in respect to his father. His
attitude had not changedA-he was sur
onusly impressed by the feellins tha_
had mastered him-but he founad him
self ridiculing the idea that his fathe
stood in peri of any desription. And
suddenly, out of no particular trenad .
thougbt, groped the sly, persistent u
pleloa that he had not been altotethe_
responsible for the sensations of
hour ago. Some outside infuence had
molded his emotions for him, somi
cnning brain had been deoang his
thinking for him

Then came the sharp reco•ecdic
of that motionless, commandlng figure
in the lighted window, and his own
puassulg behavior ao the sidewalk out
side. He recalled his iampraession that
someone had called out to him jast
before he turned to look up at the
window. It was all quitprte prosters,
he kept on eaying over and over agai
to himself, and yet he could not shake
off the uncanny feelg

Ralier in the eve~ta, without war.
i g, without the siightest ene•uragemeat on his part, there had suddrny

ped nlate iMstene a warm, teder
and whollyn inexpleabie teetan toward
his father. At irst be lhad been
amsmu by this unwoted, almost u.
natural fetnUin, which later on devel
oped into something quate tangile in
the way of aa emotln, but he was be
gining to realise that the real sy
tery lay outside of any ellfaalyss
he could make. lke a shot there
,lashed into his bran the. starting
question: Was Ranjab the solution?
Wuas it Rajabs mind and not his own
-that had moved him to such tender
resolvest Cold such a onedilt be
poselblet W there such a thti as
mind control?

An hour later Fredri approeheg
the box omee of the theater metioned
by TYvorne over the telephone that
mornis. The play was half over and
the house was sold out He beaught

rbeadt the bWhop muttter somet-lg tin
which he emdphsad the feartl wore
"to eeasting re."

The deist ventued to sugest that
his lerdhip mlght feel rather aeem-
iertae i rst, bt i a liWte time he
weuld get ame to them.Wheat appearlan to ane the
do-. Ms h.- I. el. a-. med, wk,

e -Wh . "bto everist

a a ticket of admission, however, andI lined up with others who were content

i to stand at the back to witness the
i- play. Inside the theater he leaned

weakly against the railing at the bar ks of the auditorium and wiped his brow.
e What was it that had dragged him

, there against his will, in direct oppo-
t sition to his dogged determination to

shun the place?L- The curtain was up, the house was
s. still, save for the occasional coughingL- of those who succumb to a habit that

can neither be helped nor explained
t There were people moving on ther stage, but Frederic had no eyes for

f them. He was seeking in the dark-

t

He Was Looking Up Into Ranjab's
Shadowy, Unsmiling Face.

ness for the two figures that be knew
were somewhere in the big, tense
throng.

The lights went up and the house
was bright Men began scurrying up
the aisles. He moved up to the railing
again and resumed his eager scrutiny
of the throng. He could not And them.
At first he was conscious of disap-
pointment, then he gave way to an
absurd rage. Yvonne had misled him,
she had deceived him-ay, she had
lied to him. They were not in the
audience, they had not even contem-
plated coming to this theater. He had
been tricked, deliberately tricked. No
doubt they were seated in some other
place of amusement, serenely enjoying
themselves. The thought of it mad-
dened him. And then, just as he was
on the point of tearing out of the
house, he saw them, and the blood
rushed to his head so violently that
he war almost blinded.

He caught sight of his father far
down in front, and then the dark, half-
obscured head of Yvonne. He could
not see their faces, but there was no
mistaking them for anyone else. He
only marvelled that he had not seen
them before, even in the semidarkness.
They now appeared to be the only
people in the theater; he could -o no
one else.

James Brood's fea, aristocratie head
was turned slightly toward his wife.
who, as Frederic observed after chang-
ing his position to one of better ad-
vantage, apparently was relating some-
thing amusing to him. They undoubt-
edly were enjoying themselves. Once
more the great, almost smRooatin
wave of tenderness for his father
swept over him, mysteriously as be-
fore and as convincing. Ie experi-
enced a sudden, inexplicable feeling
of pity for the strog, virile man who
had never revealed the slightest symp-
tom of pity for him. The same curi-
ous desire to pet his hands om his
fathers shoulders and tell him that
all was well with them esame over hima

involuntarily hae leased over Ms
shoulder, and the fear was in his heart
that somebwhere in the shifting throa
his sae waould IUght uapon the fae
of RaJlabi

Loa ad itenmtly his searchng
gas went throush the crowd, eaohinka
the remote corners and shadows of the
foyer, and a deep breath ot relhet
escaped him whea it became evident
that tihe Hlndu was not there. He had,
in a measure, proved his own cause;
his emotions were genainely his own
and not thse etowth of a laianemee
for g•od enmercised evw hlm by the

He bean what he was pleased to
term a asystemamte nalysis o s emo-
tious coverin the entire eventn, all
the while regarding the couple ia the
orchestra chairs with a same unswerv.
lag in ts adelity to the sensation that
now controlled Mha-- sensatioLn tof
impeadtag periL

All at once he slunk tfarther bak
Into the shadow, a gilty fush mounat-
ing to his cheek. Yvoano had tunad
and was staring rather fixedrly in ais
direction. Despite the knowledge that
he was quite enmpletey eocealed by
the lnteveata greap at lemunagers, he
sustsainad a distinet sheek. He had
th uneanny teling that she wasu leek-
tag directl into hs eyes. She had
turned abruptly, as it some one had
called oat to attrat herb attenta ad
she had obeyed the sdd impulse.
A moment later her ealmly lmpersoeal
ame swept oea, takn a the sectleans
to her right ad the basco yr, and the
waent back to her hubeand's fae.

Predersle was ma minutes tn re-
oeeverlang from the efcta of the qoamu

shook he had ecaleved. He could neot
get t eat of his head that she kaew

Swasu there, that she eetuly turned
Ia enswer to the eal ot hs amind. She
had not smarched for ha; on the oe.
trary. she drUeeted her gue ainstantly
to the spot where be stood coeaealed.

Atatuated by laceta sense ol ault,
he decided to leave the theate aus

"'What do yo manat iqutre th
prelate, turningr ound with a b
aiganat sae. "Why should I hae
pattenet The tth t beautiflly. It
is the frat timo I have ound myself
able to prnounoace the Anthamnsn
creed with ditintns for these twen-

Hisdu'aee n Pergrees.
Neaoh so ders as In what we

agpdal8 a to be leunging after sene-
th ee; in s daIeg, we leave e

-i~g ea es flU, in delve asglw

I soon as the curtain went up on the

next act, which was to be the last in-
stead of doing so, however, he lin-
I gered to the end of the play. secure in
his conscienceless espionage. It had
come to him that if he met them ini front of the theater as they came out

he could invite them to join him ati supper in one of the nearby restau-

rants. The idea pleased him. He
coddled it until it became a sensation.I When James Brood and his wife

reached the sidewalk they found him
there, directly in their path, as they
wedged their way to the curb to await
the automobile. He was smiling
frankly, wistfully. There was an hon-
est gladness in his fine, boyish face
and an eager light in his eyes. He no
longer had the sense of guilt in his
soul. It had been a passing qualm,
and he felt regenerated for having ex-
perienced it, even so briefly. Some-
how it had purged his soul of the one
lingering doubt as to the sincerity of
his impulses.

"Hello!" he said, planting himself
squarely in front of them.

There was a momentary tableau. He
was vividly aware of the fact that
Yvonne had shrunk back in alarm, and
that a swift look of fear leaped into
her surprised eyes. She drew closer
to Brood's side--or was it the jostling
of the crowd that made it seem to be
so? He realized then that she had not
seen him in the theater. Her surprise
was genuine. It was not much short
of consternation, a fact that he re-
alized with a sudden sinking of the
heart.

Then his eyes went quickly to his
father's face. James Brood was re-
garding him with a cold, significant
smile, as one who understands and
despises.

"They told me you were here," fal-
tered Frederic, the words rushing hur-
riedly through his lips, "and I thought
we might run in somewhere and have
a bite to eat. I-I want to tell you
about Lydia and myself and what-"

The carriage man bawled a number
in his ear and jerked open the door
of a limousine that had just pulled up
the the curb.

Without a word, James Brood hand-
ed his wife into the car and then
turned to the chauffeur.

"Home," he said, and, without so
much as a glance at Frederic, stepped
inside. The door was slammed and
the car slid out into the maelstrom.

Yvonne had sunk back into a corner,
huddled down as if suddenly deprived
of all her strength. Frederic saw her
face as the car moved away. 8he was
staring at him with wide-open, re-
proachful eyes, as if to say: "Oh, what
have you done? What a fool you are!"

For a second or two he stood as it
petrified. Then everything went red

/

Fer a See*d* a Tw He Stead am

before him, a wicked red that blded
him. He staggered a i from a blow
In the faces.

"My Godi" slipped from his si
lips, and tearsm leaped to his eyes-
tears of spremmo mortflCeatio. Likeo
a beaten dog he slank away, feeltg
ahimselt piered by the pitylag ge

of every mortal tin the street.
(TO BE CONTINUND.)

Vege of White PInt.
A elever decorator who remodeled

the dintag room ti a New Naglnd
farm bowe has ea e ges so fahr in
her use of white pat as to fnbsh the
--oors with it. The woeodwork and
fturltdr wen also white, but plety
o color was ntrodced b b bright
chints-patterued paper ad plain
bright grema rug. The white dii
room table was always bae, which
allowed the mistress to me mary at-
tractIvely colored dolly es. Her
chin showed up to splendid advar-
tage on this white gmund, and the
Bowers from the prde• seemed un-
usually bright and pretty la the midst
of all this whit. A country house
near Clevelad haa all its eoms petat-
ed white, with bright gren, blue ad
prple rogs sed to earry out eartais
color shemes. Of course, uasi white
on Boors is Mprateal only whea yea
are mar from the dtr's smoke or mo
tor's duut--The Cotryside MageL

Happy Thme.
"Thbe cotton growers seem to be

hard hIt."
"Te. And many of them are loa-

ig for the goo d old days when anll they
had to worry about was the boll wee

thr h our nelghbo's land, where we
must not look to reap a harvest; and
this is mre waste of time, i our
thughts and hopes are elsewhere, it
is Impossible for us to et our hfes
steadily towards the work required of
us--t. Franchs do Sales.

Fast Net Omermily Knw.
Cotrary to general bele, the
ahes i tim Wood wore not innenmt

darlings, but eotlaws whlo latf!e
the hl do Count Wi wltokw,

a. .r. - .

' .rn.tt . I4 A, tirq

LESSON FOR JUNE
NATHAN REBUKES A

LE.SSON TEXOT 11 aiUEl l

heart ) (;o, I. I '•lIn 1 :I :1

This is a l'•ionl that de
care. in its pres, sitation and
awhich \ill diff,.r n idely a
age. For the younIter the b
of statement that David fell
with t'riab's wift, and to
had her husb:and killed wlflcient. With such, throw the
u;pon the dang-r of bar
thoughts and tlhe ned of heart
tIs e (;olden Text).

With adults, however,
may b1e devoted to the
which is such a menace to
tion. care being taken lest the
sion become morbid, or that we
to emphasize the fact that
is not in regulation or refo
in the regeneration of the.
heart.

I. David's Many Good
Samuel, 7 and 9. As a
for his most repulsive sin l)
long list of excellent deeds.
sire for a better abiding place
ark was not according to
for two reasons: first, that a
house might easily corrupt,
idolatry, the spirtuality of the
religion; second. David was a
war and therefore not
temple building. Though deales
did not despair, but at once
that his successor carry out Id
Again, David's treatment of
sheth. Jonathan's son, in
with the covenant made
two men, is' an inspiring e
one of great spiritual
it has furnished material ter
sermons.

II. David's One Great US,
uel, 11:6. David's victories
enemies are dismissed •l
verses, yet his sin is set
tail-another evidence of the
origin and inspiration of
David had followed the
neighboring kings and tah•a
self many wiyes, evidently
his fancy as supreme san
above the law. David was
in the matter of temptatin,
ous position for all, both
civilian. David had had ia
too great a period of seec"
perity after his lonagedi$
tion, and this led to
pride. David was "
ing in ease while Joshb M
As a result he beesms a
and a murdeter, and the
way seeks to palliate his
all this the record briMa
important lessons.
perous and his army
vid must have felt is l
spiritual blight in the w
thing was evil in the
Lord" (v. 2' R. V.); as
ing then.

Ill. Nathan's Parahl
12:1-7. It is as evidmi .
grace that he sent his
bake and restore this '
own heart." Snch is his
he does not will that a•
ish but that all might
knowledge of
33.11; Matthew 23:3t).
ever had its desied
ly than this one. It
and repentance (v. 13)
writins or the Stf14 1
a delicate task set beAes
to rebuke the kin, yet I
essential nobleness 01
he did not become ag '
task and his wisdom ma
his approah and in the
David to condemn,
own eourse of action.
ter than to begin by
desncIation. Vse two
erentially, God's great

David. which made the
gross ingratitude. The
rich man seoshly spa• •
seitzingl the poor mi's .
all, which lay o hisd
from his cup and was a
hibits the worst rot d0
No wonder Davi
(Romans 2:1) sad dlu
a man "Is worthy to d0i

IV. Theu Art the
far the story is oe d
then and now, o the
the weak sad glryIsg Is
ness. What follows is
of God's respounse to
the parallel to wh •ia
been tound ia the aual
glory or it is that
heeded God's mesa Ilg
sordld story withl its
on David's part brlng i
less lessons. (1) That
lived a life of faith sl
tell most miserably whe
his .duty and took his
There is a grave duN
man who begins to tai
Cor. 10:12). (2) Thoug
(the godly man) yet he
cuast down. There is
vilest sinner and tLb
backslider. David's
and sin-stained scsI
(Ps. 32 and 51). (3) A
though he may find pMU•
all of his future.

David felt it in his oWN
Ily; both daughter lad
blight (see chapter 13), A
forth David's f mnurC t
Absalom.

David's trusted fris
son's rebellion and auS
sorrow (see 11:3; 23:3
Pa. 55:12-14).

David's hypocrisy WI
the news of Urlah's de
one and put him ateo
Joab, who became a ce
whom he constantly
2:19-22).

God sternly joudges
adulterers (Heb. 14S:).


