!
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‘have stiffened his bac
- like & man. It did no

‘that they might have bj

to him with tact and

k

to see Brood

59 thin-skinned

ervp was go-
what it was,
ago he would
and taken it

deccur to them
roken the news

“But you can depend

o us, Jim, fo

pull him':through,” -spifl Mr. Riggs
-quick] “Remember h¢w we saved
' you back there in Caleytta when all
the foul doctors sald| you hadn't a
o? we'll (still—" -
“It any’ feller/ can gef well with a
‘bullet through his—" beghn Mr. Dawes
encouragingly, ‘but—stepped abruptly
‘when he saw Brood put his hands over
his eyes and sink -into a
»chalr, a deep groan on|hls lips.

‘fear for his friend, stry
Silently t}
way out of the room
‘Ranjab just outside the

soundingly.

b “You must stick to I
. Mr. Rjggs sternly.

“With your dylng bre
‘Dawes, and the Hindu,
gravely nodded his hea

ent of inde-
by a certain
the gong re-
y made their
encountering

oor:
fRanjab,” sald
(b, added Mr.
nderstanding,

ng dfterward,
to meet the
pwn man who
presence for

to be near him until thy
Hindu. “She will not g
‘heard the words she
‘hibah, and the sahibah

silent as the

tomb. 8he say no w
Just sit and look at the|
“move. Then she accus;

i far herself,
por and never
he gahibah of

belng the cause of

death, and the sahiba

~head to that, and go o)
and up to the place wj
master is, and /they cf
from going in.| She
woman.in the white cay
an step aside. | The'

<

| K583

ung master's

only nod her
of the room,
re the young!|
not| keep her
iook at the
‘and| the wom-

with th

‘master shoot himself a}

» see them, but not now.
-

——poor.

=== “Miss Lydia say sh

7 for everything. She. I
h
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the dogtors.
saliib, but of

0
ahibah s now
.

Whe

o
ch
ab.
is 1
v
futh] Ranjab,”
Be-must know
onight I shall
Suicide! Poor,

te is she?"
tside his
with her.
She look
ot ‘honest
he young

ery. | that itme hé had bared his soul to the

¢ | ¥olen

become the slave, Bhe spe
on the volce of the wind and hé obey.
It is-the law.  Kismet! His master
have, of wives
living and’the
Ranjal and

" There was dead silence

inthmm

utterances of the ‘mystic. ‘The two
men, master and man, logked into éach
otlier's eyes and spoke nio more, yet
something passed between thém.

“The ibali has sent Roberts for a.
priest,” sald the Hindu at last,

VX priest? Dut I am not's Catholle
~—nor Frederic.”

“Madam is. The servauts are say-
ing that the pries{ will be here too
late. ‘They are wondering why you
have not already Xilled nje, sqhib.”

“Killed you-too?" { ¥

“They are now sayimg thiat the last
stroke of the gong, sahib, \Wwas ths
death sentence for Ranjab. [t called
me here to be slain by yau. I have
told them all that [ fired the—"

“Go down at once, my friend,” sald
Brood, laying his hand on the man’s
shoulder.- “Let them see that I do not-
blame you, even though we permif
them to believe this lie of ours. Go,
my friend!” ;

The man bent his head and tyrned
away. r the door ne stoppeéd sbock-
still and listened Intently.

“The sahibah comes.” . <

“Ay, she sald.she would come to me
here,” sald Brood, and his jaw hakd-
ened. “Hodder sent for me, Ranjab, ah
hour ago, but—he was conscious then.
His eyes were open. I—I could not
look Into them. There would have

and I—I could not go. I was a coward.
& coward after all. She would
have been there to watch me as I

cringed. 1 was afrald of what/ I might
do to her then.” b
—*He 1s not consclous now, sahib,”
sald the Hindu slowly.

“Stili,” said ghe other, [compressing
his lips, “I am afraid—] am afraid.
God, Ranfab, you do not know what it
means to be a coward! You—"

“And’ yet, sahib, you arp brave

enough to atand on the spot Where he
fell—where his blood flowed—and hat
1s not.what a coward wauld dq.” |

The door opened and closefl swiftly
and he was gone. Brood allowed hig
dull, wondering gaze to siok to his
fee e was standing on ‘the spot
where Frederic had fallen. There was
no blood there now. The rug had been
removed and before his own pyes, the
swittmoving Hindu had, waghed the
floor and table and.put the ropm In or-

der. Al this seemed ages ago. Since

Brood “Allewed His Dull, Wonds

ring
Gaze to Sink to His Foet. -
‘ |

smirking. Buddha .and; receiving no
consolation from the smug image, had
cursed the thing. Since then
he bac
many things to happen. w all
that took place below rs. He knew
when Lydia came, and|he¢ denfed him-
self to her. The coming of the police,

a the nurses and the anesthetician, and

Jater on, Mrs. John Desmond and the
‘reporters—all this he had known,'fot
be had listened at a crack in the open
And be had heard his wife's
aitthoritative volce In the hall be-
wﬂﬂn‘ directions.] Now for the
first time he looked about him and felt
At attended by ghosts. In that
u%:tl he came to Rate this ence-loved
roofn, this cheriéhed retreat, and ail
it contained.’ He would| never set
his|foot inside of its four whlls again.
It filled with ghqsts! ¥
the corner of the tal
heap of manuscript—ite story of
his Iife up to the escape from. Lbasa!
The -shiests of paper 'had
tered over the floor by thi

band of the surgeon,’ but
wefe back in m(.ome

ble lay s

‘she had planned to dis]

-for many minutes after the remarkable |-

this trying, heart-breaki

been hatred in them—hatred for me{

‘| summon the courage to face the man

prise to the uncurtained
tering the door and an

‘Interest as I expecting

waited—heé had _waited for |

'to her trim, erect figure|

| must pay, both of us. I

132 peaelbils

it

whather e would
sty affer/all,
righteous charge against
wantonly, sought to .n:;

jer. Shi
e Frode
mor her

EiEzsifst

band—she had proved henpelf unwhole-
some and rt was evil!
And i whether he
would be able ﬂ‘l his groynd
sgainst her. \ ©oy

So far she had huled.

hé bad attempted \to
thority. as the mastex of

she calmly wayed ki
first (thought had’ been [to
proper place at the bedSide of his vie-
tim and there to remain until 'the end,
but she had said: *You jre not to

ifi. You have/done enough for ond day.
If he must dle, let it be fn peace and
not fn fear. You are not to gd n.”
and he had crept away to hide! He re-
membered her words later on when
Hodder sent for hifo to|come down
“Not In fear.” she had'said.

On the edge of the table, whare it
had reposed since Dogtor Hedder
dropped it there, was thesmall photo-
graph of Matilde. He had not touched
it. but he had bent over|it for many
minutes at a time, studylfig the sweet,
never:to-be-forgotten, and yet curipusly
unfamiliar featu-es of that long-ago
lovest one. He logked atit now as he
waited for the door to apen, and his
thoughts leaped back [to the  last
glimpse he had ever had |of that ador-
able face. Then it was white with de-
spair and misery—here it|looked up at
him with smiling eyes ang the languor
of unbroken tranquillity. |
He clenched his strong, lean Hands
to kebp Ahem from shaking, A new
wonder/filled him as he allowed his
eyes t¢ measure the diglance to the
floor gnd to sweep the strng, powerful
frame that trembled and as cold. - He
was a Elant in strength| and yet he
trembled at the approachj|of this slen-
Qer, frail creature who paused at his
gates to gather courage for the attack!
Ha was sorely afraid and he could not
understand his fear. With one ot his
sinewy hands he could crush the life
out of Her slim, white thoat—and yet
he was afrald of her—phypically atraid
of her.

Suddenly he realized that the room
was qlite dark. He dashfd to the win-
dow and threw aside thq broad, thick
curtains. A stream of afternoon sun-
shine rushed {nto the rcop. ~He would
have light this time; he [would not be
deceived by the darkness, as be had
been once before. This time he would
see her face plainly. Thjire should be
no sickening {lluston. NJ"ulm(ghlened
his tall figure and waited for the door
to open. |

CHAPTER XX.

A Sister's Story.
. 1t she hesitated qutsidé the room to

who would demand so jpuch of her,
there was nothing In her manner now
tp Indicate that such Hhd been the
case. She approached h{m without a
symptom of nervousnesy or Irresolu-
tion. Her dark eyes met his without
wavering and there walj purpose in-
them. I

She devoted a single glance of sur-
indow on en-
instant. later
the floor wit

mow it about you./ I did noy ‘éount
this hour ever belng a partiof my

life, but it has to b@ and I shall face
it without weeping over whgt might
haye been. W draw the cur-
taing ™ N

He hesitated a floment, and then
Jérked the curtaing together) shutting

out the pitiless gl
“Will you be,
i quietly, polnts
!§g of the table. N
heé switched oy the light in the blg
lamp but instead|of taking: the chatr
Indicated, sank Wto one on’the oppo-
|

ated—~thers?” he
to a'chalr at the

4

“Do You Remerbe? When You Firsf
+  Saw Me, James Brood?"  /

L /
sit-bide of the table, with' the meljow
light tull upen her lovely, serious face.

“ISit there,” sbe sald, signifying the
chalr he had requested her! to/take.
“Please sit down,” she went oy Impa-
tiently, as he continued to regard her
forbiddingly from his posiliuh/ncar the
window.

I shall bq better able to gay what 1
have to say standing,” he fald signis-
cantly. i

“Do you eypect me to pléad with you
for forgivendse ! she ingfilred, with an
unmistakable look of suyprise. =

“You may save yuur7zl( the humilta-
tlon of such+"

“But you are very gfavely mistaken,”
she interrupted. “I/shall ask nothing
of you.” /

*Then we need /not prolong the—"

“1 have dome/to explath, not to
pléad,” she went/on resolutely. “I want
to tell you why I married you. You
will not find| if a pleasant story, nor
will you be pioud of your conquest. It
will not’be ncessary for you to turn
mq out of your house. I entered it
with the d¢termination to leave it in
my own ggod|time. I think you would
better sit down.”

He looked at her fixedly for a mo-
mant, a It siriving to materialize a
thought that lay somewhere in the

o find some-
r his motive
light—some-
use her. But
fehensiveness
fraid.
g, a little be-
t, expecting
Fu, revealing
ever, In the
who moved
%mm.
eyes. Inan
had satisfled
prience of the
tasm, an il
e was noth-
pldering eyes
inous loveli-
rer a long,

thing there to account f
in admitting the glare of
thing to confound and. ac
there was no fear or appf
in the look. She was not|
Brood remained stand|
yond the broad ray of I
her to advance into its
glare. She .stopped, ho
shadow opposite. It was
forward into the light, an
deep séarching look n hij
instant it was gon
himself. The curious exp}
morning had been a pbq
lusion, a mockery. Thd
ing in this woman'
to suggest the soft, lug

5

dgep breath of rellet. /
She had put on a rathdr plain white
blouse, open at the neck; The cuffs
were .olled up nearly tg the elbows,
evidence that she had bilen using her
hands in some active employment and
had either forgotten or nfiglected to re-
store the sleeves to theif proper posi-
tion. A’ chic black walling-skirt lent
|a suggestion

of girlishuess.
vdfer arms bung straigh} down at her
sldes, limply it would have seemed at
first glance, but In realfty they were
rigld. .
*) bave come, as I safd|l would,” she
d, after a long, tense [silence. Her
olee was low, huskier than ever, but
without a tremor of excifement. “You
did not say you would|wait for me
Rere, hut I knew you would do so. The
our of feckoning hay come We

ened by yor silenice, Jaj
afraid of what you mal
‘First of all, it is expected|
will die. Doctor Hodder. bf
it.” He is a great surgeq
o know. But he doesn’t

jn.  He ought
know—do you

back 6t his thind. ~He was vaguely
s of an that he
could upravel qll this seeming mystery
wifout a suggestion from her if given
the time to concentrate his mind on

vague, hazy suggestion that tor-
mented his memory.

119 sat down bpposite her, and rest-
d|his arms onf the table. The lines
about bis mouth| were rigid, uncompro-
miging, but therq was a look of wouder
in his eyes. i

$he leaned forward in her chalr, the
befter to watch the cbanging expres-
sion In his eyes a3 she progressed with
hel story. Her Bandy were clenched
tightly under the table's edge.

*You are looking into my eyes—as
ynr. have looked a hundred times,” she
sald after a moment. “There Is some
thing in them that bas puzzled you
sirjce the night when you looked into
them across that great hallroom in
London. You have always (fely that
they were not new!to you, that you
haye had them cahsthntly in tront of
yut for ages. Do _\ox remgmber when
yol first saw me. Jathes Brood "

He stared, and his dyes widened. 1
neiver saw you in my life until hat
night in Loudon, I—" |

fLook closely. Isu't {hera something
mére than doubt in yohr mind as you
look into them now ™

1 confess that I have always been
puzzled by—by something | cannot un-
ag‘{mnd in— But ‘all \this leads to
nothing,” he broke off Marshly. “We
arp not here to thystify ejch other but

tor’

“To explain mysteries, \that's It, of
coursp. You are looking| What do
you see? Are you not su that you

lopked Into. my eyes long,\ long dgo?
Are there not moments whel my voice
is|familiar to’you. whea i} \speaks to
¥ou out of—"

- [He sat up, rigid as a block|of stone.
es, by heaven, ! bave felt it all
alpng. Today | was comvinded that

1nmmm-m

. to me? ‘Are
me that you aré Ma

e, lo torture me. Whnl trick,
agic ia behind all this? - Has
ul, her wpirit, her actua) being tophd
lodging plage In you, and have/yow.
n sent to furse me for—"  /
She rose halt.way out of her/chair,
lepning farther across the table/ “Yes,
Jimes Brood, | represent tha Apirit of
Mgtilde Valeska, If you will Yave |t 80,

Nat sent to cursé you, but tg love you.
That's the pity of it all. /I swear to
you that it is the spirit of Matilde that

it i4 not Matilde wh
horc\nnd Dow, you m:
il

confronts you
¥ he sure of that.
Matilde loved you. ghe lgves you now,
evenlin her grave. /You will never be
able Yo escape from that wondertul
love of hers.” If tilere have been times
—and {heaven knpws there were many,

tor m‘}relf, ¥ siear to you that 1 was

moved |by_the/ spirit of Matilde. I—I
am as much fnystified, greatly puz-
zled as yourkelf. 1 came here to hate

1 have loved you—yes, there’

ents when I actually loved

you. .
Her vyige died away into a whisper:
For mi ) seconds they sat looking
into e:c“h‘olher'l eyes, neither pos-
sessing thd power to break the strange
-w‘gor sifence that had fallen upon
therp. \ o
“No, 1t 1s pot Matilde who confronts
¥94 now, but one who would not spare
ypu as she did up to the hour of ber
ath. You are quite safe from ghosts
from this hoyr on, my friend. You
will, never sed Matilde again, though
you look into fny eyes i)l the end of
time. Frederic may see, may feel the
spirit of his mather, but you—ah, no!
You have seen the last of her. Her
blood 18 in my veins, her wrongs are in
my heart. It she with whom you
fell in love and it\was she you married
six months ago, bit now the curtain Is
lifted. Don't you kilow me now, James
Can your memory carry you back
twenty-three years| and deliver you

from doubt and perplexity? Look
closely, 1 say. I wWas six years old
then and—*"

Brood was glaring at her as ong

stupetied. Suddenly He cried oit in ‘a
loud voice: “Heaven\ help me, you
are—you are the littly sister? The
little Therese?” \

She was standing now, leaning far
over the tuble, for he hadyshrunk flown
1nto his chair. \ /

“The little Therese, 30! Now do
you begin to see? Now db you begin
to realize what I came here
do you know why I married Yo
it clear to you? Well, I tried
to do all these things so that 1 might
break your heart as you broke hers. I
came to wake you pay!” She was
speaking rapidly, excitedly noy. Her
volcd was high-pitched and unfatural.
Her eyes seemed to be driving him
deeper and deeper ntg the chair forg-
ing him down as though with a glan’s
hand. “The little, tigid, hcnr!»bkyel
Therese who would not speak to You,
nor kiss you, nor shy good-by m,&ou

0 (0? Now
u? Isn't

when you took her darling sister away | by

from the Bristol in the Kartngrripg
more than twenty years ago. Ah, ho)
1 loved her—how I loved her!

\

from me. Shall'l ever forget that wed
ding night? S$hall I ever forget the
grief, the loneliness, the batred that
dwelt in my poor little heart that
night?  Everyone was /happy—the
whole worldwwas happy—-but was I?
T was crushed with grief. You were
taking her away across the awful sea
—and you were to make her happy, so
they sald—ai—e, 50 sald my beloved,
joyous sister. You sfood before the
altar ip St. Stephen’s with her and
promised—promised—promised every-
thing./ 1 heard yow I sat with my
mother and turned to ice. but I heapd
you. All Vienna, all Budapest sald that
you promised naught b
each other. She was tweity-ohe. She
was lovely—ah, far lovflier than that
wretched photograph Iying.-there in
front of you. It was made whep she
yas eighteen. She did not write those
words on the back of the card. I wrote
them—not more than a month ago, be-
fore 1 gave it to Frederic. To thiy
house she tame twenty-three years

ago. You brought her here, the happi
est girf in gll the world. How did you
gend her away? How

", He stirred in the chair. A spasm of

pain crosged his face. “And | was the
happlest man in all the world,” be sald
boarsely. “You are forgetting one
thing, Therese.” He fell imto the way
of calling her Therese as it he had
known' her by no other name. “Your
sister was not content éo preserve the
bapplhesy that

“Sfop!”\she commanded. “You are
Dot to speak evil of her now. You will
never think evil of her after what | am
about to tell You. You will curse your-
self. Somehow, I am glad. that my

happiness to || more subtle w
{|that 1t wal

i

through the un:
solving her—she
declaration’ that

peated her

belleved her, the \Noly priest
¥

er out into) the night.

unhappy. lite. Y

“And yet
tered thickly. \

“Not because™] L
She loved you to We day of
after all the miserhand s

had heaped upon her\ No

But no! It was youy r¢venge

|
ure, undefiled sdul to God's kgepin;
sho repeated to the priest whe w
ssary /form/ of

had pever yrongs
you by thought or feed. /T hadf alw:

ou put a cutsa /upan [he

gmanipver)
endured the anguish m‘;\ he syffered|
throughout those hungri Years.' You!
kept ber chifd from her. AYou denled!
bim to her, even thoughf you dent
him to yourself. Why did dqu keeq
bim from her? Sheé wdd his other,
She had borne him, hé fras all ‘Yersy

prive her of the child/shg had brought

eve

hear

\ /
u married me® he' muts fi

oved yoh—ph, not 4]

death, ||

to

Wit
eyt B
o
1l You persecuted per to'the ‘f
aid

made, the

b :
qz.;nz you |

iato the world. You worl
ly in this plan to/cru
there was left in life far
him with you, though. y:

with & name I cannot ut
éd him as it he we

your pride; you did t
knew that you could
more deeply into her
You allowed her to di
pleading, after years
without one glimpse

2

on his lips. That is
my sister. For twelv
gloated/ over her ‘mipery.
man, how 1 hated yo
you!”/ She paused bfeathless.
“Ygu are creating
devillsh conduet,* he fexclaimed
1y.“You are like 3
core. You married
could provide,

don't believe a wor
saying to—"

“Don’t you believef tha
ter? .

that. Why have | bpen so blind

what littfe
r. You ke
branded him
ri you guards
your most|
precious possesglon and not a curse|ta|
s bacause you ||/
rive. the
ortuted heart.
after years of
valy endeayor,
her by,
out ever having heard fhe word mogher
bat you did to
long  yeprs [you
0Oh, ¢
‘when I ma:

excuse for your

lde, false td the
for the luxyry 1
notyithstanding | the
corse 1 had put updniyour sistep, 1

of what yofa

) am be

“You-—yes, by heayen, I must bel

?

are the little Thergse, and you i

ith

d,

led

rah-

are
ale-

You
ated

lleve\|!

me in those other flays.
well the—"
“A child’s desp g hatred

You were taking oy
loved Best of all,
when 1 say that m

dure for long?

accpunts of your
tion, 1—1 allowed
fargot that you ha
to look upon you
atter all

die before our ey

gan to hate you
hatred.”

“And yet you
he cried.
place.,

night 1 met you
ner. It wi
hought that e
rst my real sel
went on the ide:
1 \married you,
sole purpose of

‘l”d
would be the
thin

freatet.

to bave

bad.” K would
soul fu\that wiy

my desfgn

my
|love with Yne

away with \hing

it would not\h
He ‘would bl
triend. amply
“But you wo
don't you see
wrecked the If
How utterly b
were. You saf
land Matilde's,
was_your obj|
striking me at
would ha¥e m|
for the sake o
Are ypu forgd
himself as my
(TO B

I

:1 \

otected.

ind and untdel
it he wal
hokestly borp
ct, ‘yay 1 tojl
such \cost to hiy
de a\scoundre

“Why| da

street-paving
“To caver

of course,”

anced mind The aqui)
deep-set eyes stiow forcy

o.nose and
of character
jeyes, though

His Intent|

Y
IS GREAT PATRIOTIC POEM|
Qe ‘s of Victory Has\Been
Put by Many at the Head
the List \

>
awakening—the gathering together of
the loyal princes ‘and governors, yes.
and of penmen, scorn for the faint

Lord; but let t

the Wur wken bl
ght.”\ There is
e With it.

mies perish, O
lové bim be as)
forth in his m)
triotic poem

bearted, curges® for the
Asher, Reubén, Merog.
From th song\tames up again

Every element of patriotism d\!n
Deborah’s song of victory: “Praise\ye
the for tha avenging of. Israel
the trlumpbant onset dies down to\a
bey

“See bow that dog la

featiful lameat for the forsaken bigh-
villages, the cow:

into imaginative splendor, with Its
stars and prancings, narrows Its view
to the tent of Jael, to the mother of
Sisera hearkening In vain at ber win
dow for the sound of the chariot
wheels and the son that will never re-
turn, and sinks lyo the peace of eve
3 \

Restricts
A Greek Ind
hibits  the i)
and sale. of g
ing stilettos,
double-edged
portatian of f

out governmen|
probibited.

|

y the beiug
Vill you belleve me
hatped did nof eh-
‘hen Her happy.|foyy

1
robbed me. | chme
jas the fairy pripce,
t until she camd all
/the way across the ocean and began to |.
js—she was Years in
dying—It was notfuntil fhen that I be-
vith a ‘real, undying

ve yourself to mé
“You [put yourself in her
to

jtergd my brain.
revolted, but as time
bechme' an obsession.
ames Brood, for the
hurting you in the
wotst possible fway; by baving Ma-
son striife you where the pain
Ah, you wre
& that 1[would have permitted
becorge his mistress,
but you are mitaken.| I am not that,
ot haye damned bis
1 would not bave
betrayedh my sipter in {hat way.
I confess
plan to make him fall o
d in the end to run
leaving [you to think
that the very worst had happened. But
ve been mk you think.
le been prbtected, my

14 have wragked him—
\that you Would have
P \you sought fo\prot

\she

ith

Far
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