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BLACKC IS

WHITE
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SYNODPSIS,
-

In the New York home of James Brood,
son, Frederio, recelves a wireloas
#rom him, Frederio tells Lydia Des-
mond, his flances, that the message an-
Rounces hia father's marriage, and orders
Desmond, the housekeeper and
la's mother, to prepare the house for
immedliate hnmu-cominx, Brood and
brids arrive, Bhe wins Frederic’s k-
ing at first moeting. Brood shows dislike
and velled hostllity to his son. Lydia and
Mrs. Brood met in the jade-room, whore
dia works s Brood's secretary, Mra.
rood s staftled by the appearance of
njub, Brood's Hindu servant. She
zuke: changes In the household and gains
r husband’s consent to send Mrs, Des-
Bond and Lydia away. She fasclnates
deric. She beging to fear Ranjab In
8 uncanny appearances and disappear-
and Frederio, remembering his
ather's East Indian storles and firm be-
in magle, fears unknown evil. Ran-
Jab rrrurmn feats of magle for Dawes
and Riggs. Frederic's father, jenlous, un-
tly orders his son from the dinner table
flrunh, Brood tella the story of Han-
Jab's life to his guests, “He killed & woms-
&n" who was unfalthful to him. Yvonne
!llsru with Frederic's Infatuation for her,
er husband warns her that the thing
must not go on. Bhe tells him that he
1l loves his dead wife, whom he drove
m his home, through her, Yvonne.
vonne plays with Brood, Frederic and
ydla as with figures on a chess board.
robd, madly fealous, tells Lydia that
deric ls not his son, and that he has
ught him up to kill his happiness at
proper t(ime with this knowledge.
deric takes Lydia home through a
vy storm and spends the night at her
mother's house, His wavering alleglance
to her is strengthened by & day spent
With her. Yvonne, over the phons rouses
Frederic's Intatuation for her ngain, Lydia
% to beg Brood not to tell Frederic of
Is unhappy parentage, but s turned from

purnose,

CHAPTER XIl|—Continued.
Lydia resolved to take the plunge.
ow was the time to speak plalnly to

woman of the thing that was hurt-

g her almost beyond the limits of
endurance. Her volce was rather high-
pitched. She had the fear that she
would not be able to control it.

"l should be blind not to have ob
werved the cruel position in which you
are placing Frederic. Is it surprising
that your husband has eyes as well as
I7 What must be his thoughts, Mrs,
Brood 1"

Bhe expected an outburst, a torrent
of Indignation, an angry storm of
words, and was therefore unprepared
Yor the piteous, hunted expression that
came awiftly into the lovely eyes, bent
#0 appeallngly upon her own, which
were cold and accusing. Here was a
new phase to this extraordinary crea-
ture's character, She was a coward,
after all, and Lydia desplsed a coward.
The look of scorn deepened In her
eyea. and out from her heart rushed
all that was soft and tender In her
nature, leaving it barren of all com-
pasaion,

“l do not want to hurt Frederio,”
. ured Yvoans, “I—I am sorry

“You are hurting him dreadfully,”
sald Lydia, suddenly choking up with

“He is not—not in love with me"”
declared Yvonne.
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not all that you think I am. No, no,
s thousand times no. God pity me, |
am more accursed than you may think
with the finer and ncbler instinet. If
it were not so, do you think I should
be where | am now!—cringing here
ke a beaten child? No, you cannot
understand—you never will under
stand 1 shall say no more. It is
ended. | swear on my soul that 1
dd not know you were Frederies
sweetheart. 1 did notl know—"*

“But you knew zimost (mmediately
after you came here™  exclalmed
Jardta, darshly "It is Dot myself |
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am thinking of, Mrs, Brood, but of
Frederic. Why have yon dome this
abominable thing to him? Why?™

“l—I did not realize what ¢ would
mean to him.” sald the other, desper
ately. “I—I did not count all the cost,
But, dearest Lydia, It will come out
all right again, |1 promise you. I have
made a horrible, horrible mistake, |
can say no more. Now, let me lle here
with my head upon your breast. |
want to feel the beating of your pure,
honest heart—the heart that 1 have
hurt, 1 can tell by its throbs whether
it will ever soften toward me. Do not
say anything now—lat us be still.”

It would be difficult to describe the
feelings of Lydia Desmond as she sat
there with the despised though to be
adored head pillowed upon her breast,
where It now rested in a sort of confl-
dent repose, as if there was safety in
the wery strength of the young girl's
disapproval. Yvenne had twisted her
lithe body on the chalse longue so that
ghe half-faced Lydia. Her free arm,
from which the loose sleave had
fallen, leaving it bare to the shoulder,
was about the girl's neck.

For a long time Lydia stared
stralght before her, seeing nothing,
positively dumb with wonder and ao-
knowledging a sense of dismay over
her own disposition to submit to this
extraordinary situation, Bhe was ask-
ing berself why she did not cast the
woman away, why she lacked the
power to resent by deed as well as by
thought., Life—marvelous, adorable
lite rested there on her breast. Thia
woman had hurt her—had hurt her
wantonly—and yet there came steal-
ing over her, subtly, the conviction
that she could never hurt her In re-
turn. Bhe could never bring herself
to the point of hurting this wondrous,
living, breathing, throbbing creature
who pleaded, not only with her lips
and eyes, but with the gentle heart-
beats that rose and fell in her throat

After a long time, in which there
was conflict, she suddenly pressed her
warm lips to Yvonne's. Then in an
abrupt revulsion of feeling her arms
fell away from the warm, sweet body
and almost roughly she pushed Yvonne
away from her,

“I—I didn't mean to do that!™ she
gasped.

The other smiled, but It was & sad,
plaintive effort on her part. *l knew
that you would,” she repeated.

Lydia sprang to her feet, her face
suddenly flaming with embarrassment.
“l must see Mr. Brood, 1 stopped in
to tell him that—" she began, trying
to cover her confusion, but Yvonne in-
terrupted.

“I know that you could not help it,
my dear,” she sald. Then, after a
pause: “You will let me know what
my husband has to say about it

quickly, nolselessly.
“The master say to come tomorrow,

were kindly inquiring. “Sahib say you
are to resi.” There was & pauss. “To-
morrow will sot be too late™

She started. Bad he read the thoaght
that was o her mind?

“Thank you, Ranjad,” sbe sald after

a moment of Indecision. *1 will come
tomorrow.”

Then she slunk downstalrs and out
of the house, convinced that she had
falled Frederic In hls hour of great-
est need, that tomorrow would be too
Inte.

L ] . L] - L] - .

Frederie did not eome In for dinner
until atter his father and Yvoune had
gone from the house, He did not lp-
quire for them, but instructed Jones
to say to the old gentlemen that he
would be pleased to dine with them
it they could allow him the time to
“change.” He also told Jones to open
o gingle bottle of champagne and to
place three glasses.

Later on Frederic made his an-
nouncement t0 the old men. In the
fever of an excitement that caused
him to forget that Lydia might be en-
titled to some volce in the matter, he
daliberately committed her to the proj
ect that had become a fixed thing in
his mind the instant he set foot in
the house apnd found it empty—oh, so
empty!

Jones' practiced hand shook slightly
a8 he poured the wine. The old men
drank rather noisily. They, too, were
excited. Mr, Riggs smacked his lips
and squinted at the chandeller as if
trylng to declde upon the vintage, but
in reality doing his best to keep from
coughing up the wine that had gone
the wrong way In a moment of pro-
found paralysis.

“The best news I've heard since Ju-
dns died” pald Mr. Dawes, manfully.
“Fill "em up again, Jones. | want to
propose the health of Mrs, Brood."

“Phe future Mrs, Brood,” hissed Mr.
Riggs, wheezlily, glaring st his com-
rade. “Aas!"

“I'm not married yet, Mr. Dawes,"
exclaimed Frederie, grinning.

“Makes no difference,” sald Mr.
Dawes, stoutly, “Far as I'm concerned,
you are, We'll be the first to drink
to Lydia Brood! The first to eall her
by that came, gentlemen. God bless
her!"

"God bless her!" shouted Mr. Riggs.

“God bless her!"” echoed Frederic.
and they drained their glasses to
Lydia Brood.

“Jones, open anether bottle," com-
manded Mr, Dawes, loftily.

Frederlc shook his head and two
faces fell. Right bravely, however, the
old men maintained a joyous Interest
in the occasion. The young man
turned moody, thoughtful; the unwont-
od exhilaration died as suddenly as it
had come into existence. A shadow
crossed his vision and he followed it
with hls thoughts. A sense of utter
loneliness came over him with a swift-
ness that sickened, nauseated him. The
food was flat to his taste; he could
not eat. Self-commiseration stifled
him. He suddenly realized that he
bad never been so lonely, so unhappy
In all his life as8 he was at this mo-
ment,

His thoughts were of his father. A
vast, inexplicable longing possessed
his soul—a longing for the affection of
this man who was never tender, who
stood afar off and was lonely, too. He
could not understand this astounding
change of feeling. He had never felt
just this way before. There had been
times—and many—when his heart was
sore with longing, but they were of
other days, childhood days., Tonight
he could not crush out the thought of

. A wonderful, compelling ten-
derness filled his heart. He longed to
throw himself at his father's feet and
erave his pardon for the harsh, venge
ful thoughts he had spent upen him
in those black hours. He hungered
for a word of kindness or of under
sianding on which he could fead hia
starving soul. He wanted his [ather's
love. He wanted, more than gnything
else in the world, to love his father

Lydia

moment. He had not thought of them
axcept In thelr relation to a completed
state of happiness for his fether. In
distinctly he recognized them as essen-
tials, ]

Ay, he was lonely. The house was
a8 bleak as the steppes of Siberia. He
longed for compeniouahip, friendship,
kindness—and suddenly in the midst
of it all he leaped to his feel

“I'm golng out, gentlemen,” he ex-
claimed, breaking In upon an unappre-
clated tale that Mr. Riggs was relat-
ing at some lengtlr and with congider-
able flerceness In view of the fact that
Mr. Davwes had pulled him up rather
gharply once or twice in a matter of
innccuracies. “Excuse me, please.”

He left them gaping with astonlsh-
ment and dashed out into the hall for
his coat and hat Even then he had
no delinite notion as to what his next
move would be, save that he was going
out—somewhere, anywhere, he did not
care.

Somehow, as he rushed down the
front steps with the cool night alr
blowing in his face, thers surged up
within him & strong, overpowerlng
gense of fillal duty. It was his duty to
make tha first advances, It was for
bhim to pave the way to peace and hap-
piness. Something vague but disturb-
ing tormented him with the fear that
his father faced a grave peril and that
his own place was beslde him and not
against him, as he had been in all
these illy directed years. He could
not put it away from him, this thought
that his father was in danger—Iin dan-
gor of something that was not phys-
fcal, something from which, with all
his valor, he had no adequate form of
defense,

At the corner he paused, checked by
an Irresistible impulse to look back-
ward at the house he had just left. To
his surprise there was a light In the
drawing-room ‘windows facing the
street. The shades In one of them
had been thrown wide open and a
stream of light flared out across the
sidewalk,

Framed In this oblong square of
light stood the figure of a man. Slowly,
as If drawn by a force he could not
resist, the young man retraced his
steps untll be stood directly in front
of the window. A questioning smile
was on his lips, He was looking up
into Ranjab’s shadowy, unsmiling face,
dimly visible In the glow from the
distant street lamp. For & long time
they stared at each other, no sign of
recognition passing between them. The
Hindu's face was as rigld, as amotion-
less as If carved out of stone; his
eyes were unwavering, Frederie could
see them, even in the shadows. He
had the queer feeling that, though the
man gave no sign, he had something
he wanted to say to him, that he was
actually calling to him to come back
into the house.

Undeclded, the man outside took
several halting steps toward the door
way, his gaze still fixed on the face In
the window. Then he broke the spell.
It was a notlon on his part, he argued.
It he had been wanted his father's
servant would have beckoned to him.
He would not have stood there like
& graven Image, staring out Into the
night. Having convinced himself of
this, Frederic wheeled and swung off
up the street once more, walking rap-
Idly, as one who Is pursued. Turning,
he waved his hand at the man In the
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plcion that he bad not been altogethe:
{ responsible for tha seusations of an
hour ago. Some outside Influence had
molded his emotions for him. some

cunping brain had been dolng
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his father. At first he had been
amaszed by this unwonted, almos: un-
natural feeling. which later on devel
oped into somelhing quite tangible in
the way of an emotion, but he was be-
ginning to realize that the real myw

question: Was Ranjab the solution?
Was it Ranjad’s mind and got his own
that had movad him to such tender
resolves? Could sech a condition be
possible? Was there such & thing as
mind control?

An bhour later Frederie approached
the bax office of tha theater meniioned

by Yvonne over the telephone that
glipped oot of bhis mingd, | moraing.
Yvonne was set aside in this immortal |

The play was bal! over apd
the house wus sald oot He bougit

& ticket of adminsion, howewer, and
lined up with others who were conlent
to stund at the back to witness the
play. Inside the theater he leaned
weakly agalnst the ralling at the back
of the auditorium and wiped his brow,
What was it that bhad dragged him
there against his will, in direct oppo-
gition to hls dogged delermination to
ghun the place?

The curtain was up, the house was
still, save for the occaslonal coughing
of those who succumb to a habit that
can nelther be helped nor explained
There were people moving on the
stage, but Frederic had no eyes for
them. He was sgeeking ini the dark-

He Was Laoking Up Inte Ranjab’s
Shadowy, Unamiling Face.

neds for the two figures that he knew
were somewhere in the blg, tegse
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 find them.
At first he was conscious of disap
pointment, then he gave way to an
absurd rage. Yvonne had misled hlim,
she had decelved him—ay, she had
lled to him. They were nol In the
audience, they had not even contem-
plated coming to this theater. He had
been tricked, dellberatsly tricked. No
doubt they were seated in some other
place of amusement, serenaly 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 hils head so violently that
he was 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 thelr 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 see no
one else,

James Brood's fine, aristocratic head
was turned slightly toward his wife,
who, as Frederie observed after chang-
ing his position to one of better ad-

more the great, almost suffocating
wave of tenderness for his father
swept over lim, mysteriously as be-
fore and as convinelng. He experi-
enced a sudden, (nexplicable feeling
of pity for the strong, virile man who
had never revealed the
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ing directly Into his eyes. She
turned sbruptly, as If some one had
called out to attract her attention and
she had obeyed the sudden impulse.
A moment later her calmly impersonal
gaze swept on, taking in the sections
to her right and the baleony, and then
went back to her husband’s face,
Frederic was many mioutes in re-
covering from the effects of the queer
shock he had recelved. He could not
get It cut of his head that she knew
be was there, that she actuaily turned
ig answer to the call of his mind. She
had pot searched for him; on the con-
trary, she directad her guze Instantly
to the spot where he stood concealed.
Actuated by a certein sense of guilt,
ha decided to leave the thealer as

s00n a8 the curtain went ap on the
next act, which was (o be the last. Ine
stead of dolng so, bowever, he lin-
gered to the end of the play, secure (n
his consclencaless espionage. It had
come to him that If he met them in
front of the theater as they came out
he could invite them to join him at
supper in one of the nearby restau-
rants,. The [dea pleased him, He
coddled it untll it became a sensation.

When Jaumes Brood and his wife
reached the sldewalk they found him
there, directly In thelr path, as they
wedged thelr way to the curb to awalt
the automoblle. 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 bad been a passing qualm,
and he felt regenerated for having ex-
parienced It, even so briefly. Some-
how It had purged hia soul of the one
lingering doubt as to the siocerity of
his impulses,

“"Hello!" bhe sald, planting himself
squarely |n 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
hor surprised eyes. Bhe drew closer
to Brood's slde—or waa it the jostling
of the crowd that made It seem to be
#0? He reallzed then that she bad 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
desplses. p

“They told me you ware here,” fal-
tered Frederle, the words rushing hur
riedly through his lps, “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 carringe man bawled a number
in his ear and jerked open the door
of a limousine that had just pulled up
the the curb.

Without & word, James Brood hand-
ed his wife Into the car and thea
turned to the chauffeur,

“Home,” he sald, and, without so
much as a glance at Frederle, stepped
inslde. The door was slammed and
the car slid out Into the maslstrom.

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. She was
staring at him with wide-open, re
proachful eyes, as If to say: “Oh, what
have you done? What a fool you arel”

For a second or two he stood as if
petrified. Then everything went red
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are far from the city's smoke or mo
tor's dast--The Countryside Mage
tine.

Happy Times.

“The cotton growers seem to be
bard hit"

“Yes. And many of them are long
ing for the good old days when all thap
had to worry about was tho boll wep
ﬂ.




