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BLACIK IS WHITE

GEORGE BARR MCCUTCHEON

They were alons in his room, 511
squared Lis shoulders,

“1 suppose you think ! am in love
with her,” ho suld defiantly, He walted
a moment for the reaponse that did
not come. Hrood was regardirg him
with eyea from which every apark of
compassion had disappeared. “Wall,

between those two men, but T shall at
least remain here to assure Frederie
of my sympathy, 16 help him M 1 can,
to offer him the shelter of my home.”

A spasm of alarm crowsed Yvonne's
face. “Do you really belleve |t will
coms to that? she demanded, nerv.
ously

“1f what I fear should come to pans,

received from you, [ hope I'Tl never
wea you again., If ¥ ever have a son
I'll not treat him a8 you've treated
your son. Ky CGod, you dom't deserve
the honor of being called futher You
don't deserve to have s son. [ wish
to God | had never been obliged to eall
you father., 1 don't know what you
did to my mother, but If you treated

yon-—ae {t must have beon the other
wiuy ‘round  Bhe's dead now, 1 know,
but she didn't dle for years after | was
born, Why was it that | never saw
hor? Why was | kept up there tn that
damnable village—"

“Wherse did you get that photos
graph?™ demanded Brood hoarsely.

it may Interost you to know that | in- | "Whaere, 1 say! What damned, Inters
LLUSTRA]-IONS RM WTERS he will not siay in this house another | her as—' Just then my husband found | tend to marry Lydia this vory dny.” fering fool—"
bour, He will go forth from [t, curs | his volce. He sprang to his feet, and Iirood advanced a few steps toward

“1 wouldn't be too hasty, it | were
vou,” sald Froderie, a note of trivmph
in hia voles. "Yvonne gave it to ma. |
made hor promise to say nothing to
you about it. She-"
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ing James Brood with all the hatred
that his soul can possess
Mrs. HBrood, shall |
think of you?

I've never seen such a look of rage
I thought he was golpg to strike Fred-
oric and 1 think | screamed—just a
Httle screnm, of course. | was so ter

him. In the subdued lghtf of the room
his features wers not clearly din
tinguishable. His face was gray and
| shadowy; only the eyes were sharply

And now,
tell you what 1

Be | mihed,

BYNOPSIS,
=i
In the New York home of James Brood,

his mon, Frederlo, recelves a  wirelons
m  him.  Frederie tolla Lydia Dos-
mond, his flances, that the message an-
nounces his father's marriage, and orders
Mre, Desmond, the housekeeper and
Lydin's mother, to prepares the house for
an fmmodints ‘hummmmlnx Broogd and
hia bride arrvive. Shoe wins Froderic's lk-
ing at firet mieeting, Brood shows dlslike
and velled hostiljty to hils son, Lydian and
Mrs, Brood mat in the jade-room, whers
Lydia works aa Hrood's secretary. Mra
Brood ta startled by the appearance of
Ranjab, Brood's {indu  servant. She
makes changen In the household and galns
bor husband's consent to send Mra, Des-
mond and Lydia away. She fascinates
Frederic. She begine to fear Ranjab in
hin uncanny agppearances and disappear-
ancen, and rederis, remembiring his
fathers East Indian stories and firm be.
llef In magie, fears unknown evil, Ran-
jab mrtnrrm feats of maglc for Dawes
and aFe, Frederic’s father, jealoua, un-
Justly orders his son from the dinner table
as drunk. Hrood tells the story of Ran-
Jab's Hia to his guests. “Ho killed a wom-
an"” who was unfaithful to him. Yvonne
lays with Frederic's Infatuation for her
Ter husband warns her that the thing
murt not go on.  8he tells him that he
#till loves his dead wife, whom he drove
from his home, through her, Yvonne,
Yvonne plays with Brood, Frederie and
Lydia as with figures on n chess board,
Brood, madly jenlous. tells Lydia that
Frederie Is not his son, and that he has
brought him up to kill his happiness at
the proper time with this  knowledge
Fredortc takes Lydia home through na
henvy atorm and spends the night at her
mother's house. His wavering alleglance
to her ls strongthensd by a day spent
with her. Yvonne, over the phope rouses
Frederic's infatuntion for har again, Lydia
oes to beg Hrood not 1o tell Fredmic of
la unhappy parentage, but Is turned from
her purpose Frederic, at dinner with
Dawds and Rigign, s selted with an im-
pulmwe of fllal duty. and under a quesr Im-
presslon that he in tnflusnced by Ranjab’s
will, hunts up his father, who gives him
the cut direct

CHAPTER XV.

A Mother Intervenes.

past midnlght the telephone
In the Desmond apartment rang sharp-
ly, Insistently, Lydia, who had fust
fallen nsleap, awoke with a start and
aat bolt upright In her bed, A clammy
perspiration hroke out all cver her
body. She knew thers had been a
catastrophe

She sat there chattering untll she
heard her mother's door open and then
the click of the recelver as It waa
lifted from the hook. Then she put
her fingers to her ears and closed her
eyes. The very worst had happened,
she was sure of It The blow had
fallen. The ouly thought that seared
her brain was that she had failed him,
falled him miserably In the crigls. Oh,
if . she could only reciaim that lost
hour of indecision and cowardicel

The light In the hallway suddenly
smote her In the face and she realized
for the first time that her eyes were
tightly closed as If to shut out some
abhorrant aight

“Lydia'" Her mother was standing
in the open door “Oh, you are awake 7"
Mrs., Desmond stared In amazement
atl the girl's figure.

“What ls it, mother?
tias happened? Is heo—"

“He wants to speak lo you.
on the wire, I—]—
very quesr—"

The girl sprang out of bed and hur-
ried to the telgphone.

“Don't go away, mother—stay here,”
she cried as she sped past the white-
olad figure in the doorwany. Mrs. Des-
mond flattened herself against the wall
and rémalned there as motlonless as
& statue, her somber gaze fixed on her
daughter's face.

“Yes, Frederic—it Is I—Lydia. What
18 it, dear?" Her wvplce was high and
thin.

His volce came jerking over the
wire, aharp and querdlous. She closed
her eyes In anticipation of the blow,
her body rigld.

“I'm sorry to disturb you," tie was
saying, “but 1 just had to call you
up.” The words were disjointed, ns
if he forced them from his lps one
by one In a supreme effort at cober
ency,

"Yes, yea—it's all right. 1 don't
mind. You did right. What s 1t

“l want you lo release me twm‘my
promise.”

“You mean<tlie promise—but, Fred-
dy, | can’t release you. I love you. 1|
will be your wife, no matter what has
happened, no matter—"

“Qh, Lord, Lyddy—Iit lan't that! It's
the other—the promise to say nothing
to my father—"

"u0g—oh!"” she sighed weakly, a vast
wave of rellef almoat suffocating hor

“He bas made it impossible for me
to go on without—"' y

“Whera are you, Frederig?”
eried, [n sudden alarm,

#0Oh, I'm all right. [shan't go boma,
you may be wsure of that. Tomorrow
will be time enough.” »

*Where are you?! 1 must know,
How can | reach you by telephone—"

“Don't be frightened, dear. It's got
1o be, that's all. It might as well be
ended now aa later on. The last straw
was laid on tonight. Now, don't ask
questions. I'll see you in the morning.
Qood-night, sweetheart. I've—I've toid
you that | ean’t stick to my promise.
You'll understand. 1 couldn’t rest un-
ul I'd told you and heard your dear
volee. Worgive me for calling you up.

Long

Tell me what

He Is
His volce sounds

she

m. mother i'm sorry. Good-
“Freday, listen to me! ¥You must
walt satil I—On!" He had bung wp
the recelver. Bhe heard the whir of
the onan wire,

There was little comfort for her
in the hope held out by her mother
us they sat far into the night and dis
cussed the possibilities of the day ao
near at hand. She could see nothing
but disaster, and she could think of
nothing but her own lumentable weak-
ness In shrinking from the encounter
that might have made the present situ-
ation impossible. She tried to make
lght of the situation, however, prophe-
\l!’il'll( a calmer attltude for Frederic
after he had slept over his grievance,
which, after all, she argued, was doubt-
less exaggerated. She promised to
go with Lydia to see Jumes Hrood in
the morning, and to plend with him to
be merciful to the boy she was to
marry, uo matter what transplred. The
Elrl at first Inalsted on golng over to
see him that night, notwithstanding
| the hour, and was dissuaded only after
the most earnest opposition,

It was four o'clock befors they went
back to bed and long after five before
elther closed her eyes.

Mrs. Desmond, utterly exhausted,
was the first to awake Bhe glanced
ut the little clock on her dressing-table
and gave a great start of consterna
|ton. It was long past nine o'clock.
While she was dressing, the little maid
servant brought in her coffee and toast
and received Instructions not to awak-
en Miss Lydia but to let her have her
sleep out. A few minutes later she
left the apartment and walked briskly
around the corner to Hrood's homo.

Fearing that she might be too late.
she walked so tapldly that she was
quite out of breath when she entered
the house. Mr. Riggs and Mr, Dawes
were putting on thelr conts in the hall
| préeparatory to thelr short morning
| constitutional, They greeted her effu-
alvely, and with one accord proceeded
| to divest themselves of the coats, an-
nouncing In one voice thelr intention
to remain for a good, old-fashioned
chat.

“It's dear of you," she sald, hur
riedly, “but I must see Mr, Brood at
once, Why not come over o my
apartment this afterncon for a cup of
tea and-—"

Mrs. Brood's volce interrupted her.

“What do you want, Mrs. Desmond "
came from the landing above. The
visitor looked up with a start, not so
much of surprise as uneasiness. There
was something sharp, unfriendly in the
low, level tones,

Yvonne, fully dressed—s most un-
usunl clrcumstance at that hour of the
day—waas leaning over the baunlster
rall.

“l eame to see Mr. Brood on a very
important—"

“Have you been sent over here by
somevne else?’ demanded Mrs, Brood.

“1 Lave not sevn Frederio,” fell from
her lips before she thought

“l dare say you haven't,” sald the
other with ominous clearness. "He
has been here since seven this morn-
Ing, waiting for a chance to speak to
his father in private.”

She was descending the stairs slow-
ly, almost lazily, as she uttered the
remnrk.

“They are together now?" gasped
Mrs. Desmond,

“Will you come Into the lbrary?
Good moming, gentlemen. I trust you
may enjoy your long walk.”

Mrs. Desmond followed her Into the
library. Yvoune closed the door al-
most in the face of Mr. Riggs, who
had opened his mouth to accept the
{nvitation to tea, but who sald he'd
“be d—d4" Instead, so narrow was his
escape from having his nose banged.
He emphasized the declaration by
ahaking his fist at the door, !

The two women faced each other.
For the first time slnce she had know
Yvonne Brood Mrs, Desmond observed
a high touch of eolor in her cheeks
Her beautiful eyes were allve with an
excltement she could not conceal., Nel-
ther spoke for a moment.

“Yon are accountable for this, Mrs.
Brood," sald Lydia Desmond's mother,
sternly, accousingly. 8She expected a
storm of Indignant protest. Instead
Yvonne amiled slightly,

“It will not hurt my hushand to
discover that Frederic Is a msn and
not & milksop,” she said, bat despite
her coo'ness there was a perceptible
note of anxiety In her volee.

“You know, then, that they are—
that they will quarrel ™

“l fancy it wans in Frederic's mind
to do s0 when he came here this
morning, He wa# still io his evening
clothes, Mra. Desmond.™

“Where are they now?"

“l think he has them on"
Yvonne, lightly,

Mrs. Desmond regarded her for a
moment In perplexity. Then her eyes
ilashed dangerously. *1 do not think
vou misunderstood me, Mra. Brood,
Where are Frederic and his father?™

“I am not accusfomed to that tone
of votce, Mra. Desmond."

“I am no longer your housekesper,”
sald the other, succlnctly, “You de
not realize what this quarrel may
mean, 1 inslst on golng up to them
bafore It has gone too far”

sald

“Will you be wmo Mrs. Des-
mond, as to lesve house instant.
Iy1” cried Yvonne, angrily,

-

“No, It Isn't at all necessary.
sides, I've changed my mind, 1'd like
you to remain. | do not want to mys
tify you any further, Mra, Desmond,
but 1 now confess to you that 1 am
losing my couraga Don't nak me o
tell you why, but—"

“l suppose It is the custom with
those who play with fire. They abrink
when it burns them.™

Mrs. Brood looked at her steadlly
for a long time without speaking. The
rebellious, sullen expression died out
of her eyes. Bhe sighed deeply, almost
despairingly,

“I am sorry you think il of me, yet
I eannot blame you for conaldering me
to be n—a—I1"1l not say It. Mra. Des
mond, I—I1 wish I had never come to
this house."

“Permit me to echo your words.”

“You will never be able to under- |

stand me. And, after all, why should
I eare? You are nothing to me.
aro merely a good woman who has
oo real object in life. You—"

“No real object in life?"

“Preclsely, BIt down. We will walt
here together, {f you pleass. I—] am
worrfed. 1 think I rather like to feel
that you are here with ma. You see,
the crisis has come,"

“You know, of course, that he turned

one wife out of this house, Mra
Brood,” sald Mrs. Desmond, deliber
ately.

Bomething like terror leaped into
the otiier's eyes. The watcher expe-
rienced an incomprehensible fouling of
pity for her—she who had been despls-
ing her so flercely the Instant before,

"He—he will not turn me out,” mur.
mured Yvonne, and suddenly began

pacing the floor, her hands clinched.

“I'd Like You to Remain."

Stopping abruptly in front of the other
woman, she exclalmed: “He made A
great mistake In driving that other
woman out. He is not likely to repeat
It, Mrs, Desmond.”

“Yes—1 think he did make a mis
take,” sald Mrs. Desmond, calmly.
“But he Goes not think so. He is &
man of iron. He Is upbending.”

“He Is a wonderful man—a great.
splendld man,” eried Yvonne, flercely.
“It Is 1—Yvonne Lestrange—who pro-
claim It to the world. [ caunot bear
to see him suffer. ="

“Then why do you—"

Mra. Brood flushed to the roots of
her hair. *I do not want 10 appear
unfalr to my busband, but | declare
to you, Mra. Desmond, that Frederic In
fully justified in the attitude he has
taken this morning. His father hu-
mitlaied him last night In a manner
that made forbearance [mpossible.
That much 1 must say for Frederie
And permit me to add, from my soul,
that he |1s vastly more slnned against
than sinning.”

“1 can readily belleve that,
Brood.”

“This morning Frederle came Into
the breakfast room while we were hav:
Ing coffee. You look surprised. Yea,
I was having breakfust with my hus
band, T knew that Frederic would
come. That was my reason. When |
heard him In the hall 1 sent the sarv.
ants out of the dinlhg-room. He had
spent the night with & friend. His
first words on ontering the room were
these—1 shall never forget them: '‘Last
night I thought 1 loved you, father,
but 1 have come home just to tell you
that 1 hate you. | can’t stay in this
houss another day, 1I'm going to get
out. But | just wanted you to know
that I thought I 'ovea you inst night,
as & son should love a father, 1 just
wanted you to know L' He did
not even look st me, Mrs. Desmond.
I don't bellave he knew 1 was there,
1 shall never forget the look in James
Brood's face. It was as If be saw o
ghost or some horrible thing that fas
cloated him. He did not utter a word,
but stared st Frederic in that terrible,
awestruek way. ‘I'm golng to get out,’
sald Frederic, his volce rislng. ‘You've
treated me like & dog all my Mle and
I'm through. I aba‘n't even say good-
by to you. You don't deserve any
mors consideration (rom me thas I've

Mra.

You,

But ha only sald—and It wWas
horrible the way he sald (t—"You fool—
you bastard!' And Frederie laughed
In his face and erled out, unafratd, 'T'm
glad you call moe a bastard! By God,
I'd rather be one than to he your son
It would at least give me something
to be proud of—a roal father'"™

"Good heaven!™ fell from Mra, Des
mond’s white lips,

Yvoune seemoed to have paused to
catch hear breath, Her breast heaved
convulsively, the grip of her hands
tightened on the arms of tha chair
Suddenly she resumed her recital, but
her voles wan hoarse and tremulous

“l was terribly frightened. 1 thought
of ealling out to Jones, hut I—1 had
no voies! Ah, you have never soen two
angry men waiting to spring at each
other's throats, Mrs. Desmond, My
hunband suddenly regained control of |
himself. He was very calm. ‘Come
with me,' he sald to Frederic. *Thia
is not the place to wash our fAlthy
family linen. You say you want some-
thing to be proud of. Waell, you shall
have your wish Coma to my study?
And they went away together, neither
spenking a word to me—they did not
even glanee In my direction. They
went up the stalrs. 1 heard the door
close behind them—away up there
That was half an hour ago. | bave
been walting, too—walting as you are
walting now-—to comfort Froederie
when he comes out of that room a
wreck.”

Mra, Desmond started un, an inered-
ulous look In her eyes.

“You are taking his alde? You are
against your husband? Oh, now |
know the kind of womau you are. |
know—*"

“Peace! You do not know the kind
of woman | am. You never will know
Yes, 1 shall take sides with Frederie”

“You do not love your hurband!™

A strange, unfathomable smile came
Into ¥Yvonne's face and stayed there
Mrs. Desmond experienced the same
add feeling ahe had had yeara ago on
first seeing the Sphinx. She was sud-
denly confronted by an unsolvable
mystery,

“He shall not drive me out of hin
house, Mrs. Desmond,” wis bher an
swer to the challenge.

A door slammed In the upper re-
glons of the house. Both women start-
ed to thelr feet,

“It Is over,” bhreathed Yvonne, with
a tremulous sigh.

“We ahall see how well they were
able to lake care of themselves, Mrs,
Brood,” said Mrs, Desmond in a low
volee,

“Wae shiall sce—yes,” sald the other,
mechanically. Suddenly she turned
on the tall, accusing igure beside her

“Go away! Go now! | commana
you to go. ‘This is our affair, Mre.
Desmond. You sre not needed here.
You were too late, as you say. | beg
of you, go!™ She strode swiftly
toward the door. As she was about
to place her hand on the knob It was
opened from the other side, and Ran.
jab stood before them.

“Sahib begs to be excused, Mra. Des
mond. He Is just going out.”

“Going out?" cried Yvonne, who had
shrunk back Into the room.

“Yes, sahlbah, You will please ex-
cuee, Mrs. Desmond. He regret very
much.*

Mrs. Desmond passed slowly through
the door, which he held open for her.
As she passed by the Hindu she looked
rull into his dark, expressive eyes,
and there was a gquestion in hers. He
did not speak, but she read the anawar
as If it were on a printed page. Her
shoulders drooped.

She went back to Lydia.

CHAPTER XV
“To My Own Sweetheart.”

When James Hrood and Frederic
left the dining-room nearly an hour
prior to the departure of Mra, Des-
mond, there was In the mind of each
the resolution to make short work of
the coming interview. Each knew that
the time had arrived for the parting
of the ways, and nelther had the ieast
desire to prolong the suspanse,

The atudy door was closed, James
Brood put his hand on the knob, but,
before turning it, faced the young man
with an odd mixture of anger and pity
in hig eyea,

“Perhaps it would be bester if we
had notLing more to say to each oth-
er,” he sald, with au effort. “I have
changed my mind. | cannot say the
thing to you that I—"

“fas it got anything to do with
Yvonne and me? demanded Frederie
ruthlessly, jumping at conclusions In
his new-found srrogance.

Brood threw open the door, “Blep
inside.” he sald in & volee that should
have warned the younger man, It was
o prophetic of disaster. Frederie
had touched the open sore with that
unbappy question. Not untll this -
stant had James Brood adwmitted to
himaelf that there was a Sora and that
it had been festering all thene wewks.
Now it wae lald bare and smarted with
paln. Nothing could save Frederie
after that reckless, deliberate thruat
st the very core of the malljgnant
growth that lay so nesr the surface.

It had been In Jawmes Brood's heart
to apare the boy,

Hot words were on Frederic's loa

defined. Thoy glowed llke points of
Hght, unfilckering.

“I shall be sorry for Lydin.” he sald
lavelly,

“Yon needn't be,” sald Fredoric hot
“She understands everything.”
“Have you told her thut you love her

and no one elseT™

“Cartainly!”™

“Then you have lled to her”™

Thers was sllence—tonsa slionce
"Do you expect me to strike you for |
that? eame at last from Frederic's
lipe, low and menacing

“You have always considersd yeur
solf to be my son, haven't you?” pur
sued Hrood deliberately. “Can you say
to me that you have behaved of late as
a son should—"

ly

“Walt! Wa'll settle that point right
now, I did lose my head. Head, I say,
not heart. [ shan't attempt to explain
—1 can't, for that matter As for

Yvoone—woll, she's as good na gold.
She understands me better than 1 un-
derstand mysell. She knows that even
haonest men lose thelr heads some-
times. 1 ean say to you now that 1
would sooner have oul my own throat
than to do more than envy you the
posseaslon of one you do not de
BoOrve I have considered myself
your son. I have no apology to make
for my—we'll call It infatustion 1
shall only admit that It has exiated
and that | have despaired. As God is
my witness, | have never loved any
one but Lydin. 1 have given her pain,
and the amazing part of it s that 1
can't help myself. Naturally, you can't
understand what It all means. You ara
not a young man any louger. You
cannot underatand.'

“Good God!" burst from Brood's lips
Then he Inughed aloud—grotesquely.

“Yvonne ls the moat wonderful thing
that has ever come Into my life. |
adored her the (ostant 1 saw her. |
have felt sometimes that 1 knew her a
thousand years age. | have felt that
1 loved her a thousand years ngo” A
calm seriousness now attended his
speoch, fn direct contrast to the violent
mood that bhad gone before. I have
thought of little else but her. 1 con-
foss It to you. But through it all there
has never beon an instant in which I
did not worship Lydian Desmond,
1 do not pretend to account for It
ia beyond me."”

Brood walted pattently to the end,
“Your mother before you had a some-
what similar afietion,” he sald, still
in the steady, repressed volce, “'Per
haps it {8 a gift—a convenient gift—
this ability to worstitp without effort.™

"Hetter leave my mother out of it"
suld Frederic sarcastically A look of
wonder leaped to his «“es. “That's
the first time you've condesceaded to

It

scknowledge that 1 ever had a
mother.”
Brood's smile was deadly. “If you

bave anylhing more to say Lo me, you
would better get It over with. Purge
your soul of nll the gall that embitters
ft. 1 grant you that privilege. Take
your Innings."

A spasm of pain orossed Froderic's
face. "Yes, | am entitled to my In-
nings. F'll go back to what | sald down-
stairs. | thought 1 loved and honored
you last night. | would have forgiven
everything If you had granted me n
friendly—triendly, that's all—just =
friendly word. You denled—"

“l suppose you want me to belleve
that It was love for me that brought
you alinking to the theater,” sald the
other Ironleally.

“l don't expect you to believe any-
thing. 1 was lonely. | wanted to be
with you and Yvonne. Can't you un-
derstand how lonely I've been all my
lite? Can't you understand how hun-
gry | am for the affection that every
other boy I've known has bad from his
parenta? I've never asked you about
my mother. [ used to wonder a good
denl. BEvery other boy had & mother. |
pever had one. [ couldn't understand
1 no longer wonder. | know now that
she must have hated you with odl the
strength of her soul. God, how sbe
must have hated to feel the touch of
your hands upon her body! SBomathing
tells me she left you, and If abe did, 1
hope she afterwards found someone
who-—but no, I won't say it. Bven now
1 haven't the heart to hurt you by say-
ing that” He stopped, choking up
with the rush of bitter words, “‘Well,
why don't you say something?”

“I'm glving you your innings,
on™ said Brood softly.

“She must have loved you once—or
she wouldn't have married you. She
must have loved you or I wouldn't be
here In this world. Bhe—"

“Ha!" came sharply froma Brood's
stift lps

“edidn't find you out until it was
too late. She was lovely, | know, Bhe
was sweet and gentle and she loved
happiness. | can see that In her face,
in her blg, wistful eyes. You—"

“What's this?™ demanded Brood,
startled. “What are you saylng?™

“Oh, I've got her portrait—an old
photograph. For a month I've carried
it hers in this pocket-case, over my
heart. | wouldn't part with It for all
the money in the world. When | look
at the dear, sweet, girlish faco and her
eyes look back into mine, | know that
she loved me."

“Her portrait?™ said Brood, unbe
Heving.

“Yes—and 1 have only to look at it

Go

gava [t to you?
thin?
tralt of your—your mother. Some old
photograph—"

the resemblance at once and brought
it to me,

it all my lHfe because It wounld always
tell mo how lovely and sweet my moths

peon.”

#ald Prood, with deadly Intensity

didn't deserve her then and you—"

my heart—a little faded card, that's all
-—and you shall not rob me of that

to know that she ceuldn' have hurt

“Yvonne found it? Yvonne?! And
What trick of fate is
But—ah, it may not ba A pors

“No, It In my mother. Yvonne saw
And it may Interest you to
know that she advised me to treasurs

er was—the mother | have never

“l insist on seoing that pleture™
“No" sald Frederie, folding his
arma tightly across his breast, “You

“You don't know what you are say-
Ing, boy!"

“A¥, don't 1T Well, I've got just a Wi«
tle bit of my mother safe hera over

Last night I was sorry for you. I had
the feeling that somehow you have nl-
ways been unhappy over something
that happened in the past that my
mother was responsaible for. And yet
when | took out this photograph, this
tiny bit of old eardboard—aes, it I8 so
small that It ¢an be carried In my
waistcoat pocket—when 1 took it out
and looked at the pure, lovely face, l=—
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“} 8hall Be Sorry for Lydia,” He Said
Lavelly.

by heaven, 1 knew she was not to
blame."
“Have you finlghed?" ansked Hrood,
wiping s brow. It was dripping
“Excapt to repent thai | am through
with you forever. I've had all thet [

[ kept on hoping that you'd change
and that there were better days
for me. ! kept on hoping that
be a real father to me. Good L«
what & libel on the
laughed raucously. “I'm
you father. You did
downstalrs by calling
You had no right to call m
by heaven, if it were not
of cardboard here over my
laugh in your face and be
shout from the housetops
no son of yours. Bul there's
luck as that! ['ve only to look
mother's Innocent, soulful face
“Stop!"” shouted Brood In an aw
volce, Hia clenched hands were
above his head. “The time has come
for we to tell you the truth about this
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with you. I am not your father, You
are—"
“Wait! If you are golng to tell me

that my mother was not & good wom-
an, | want to go on record in advance
of anything you may say, as belug
glad that [ am ber son no matter who
my father was, [ am gled that she
loved me because | was her child, and
if you are not my father then 1 still
have the joy of knowing that she loved
some ono man well enough to—" He
hroks off the bliter sentence and with
nervous fingers drew a small leathor
case from his walstcost pocket. “Be
fore you go any farther, take one look
at her face It will maka you
ashamed of yoursell. Can you siand
there and e about her ufter looking
Into~—"

He was holding the window curtains
apart, and a stream of !"ght fell upom
the lovely face, so small that Hrood
was obliged to some quite close to be
able to see It His cyss wers dis-
tended,

“It Is not Matllde—It fs like bher
but— Yes, yos, it (s Matllde! I must
be losing my mind to haya thought—"
He wiped tis brow. “Bw', good God, It
was startllng—positively uncauny.” He
spoke as to himself, apparently forget-
ting that he had u lstener.

“Wall, can you lie about her now ™
demanded Frederie,

Brood was still staring as If fase
clnated at the tiny photograph. “Bus
I bave never sean that ploture befors.
She oever bad one so small ss that
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