10 glare into the han,

- #100d_Dutourhts
paced the floor in

CHAPTER Vil—Continued. *

Then, before their startled; horror
struck eyes, the Hindu coolly plungeéd
the glittering blade into his breast,
driviag It In to the hilt! .

.“Good Lord!” shouted the two old
men. .

Ranjab serenely replaced the sword
in its scabbard. 4

“It is not always the.knife that finds
the heart,’ d he,-so slowly, so tull
of meaning, that even the old men
grasped the significance of the cryptic
remark.

“A.feller can be fooled, no mattér
bow -closely - he watches,” sald Mr.
Dawes, and he was not referring to
the amazing sword trick.

“No, sir” said Mr. Riggs, with
gloomy irrelevance, “I don't like that
e Y

.
The old spell of the Orent had
upon the anclents. They were
hearing the vague whisperings of
volces that came from nowhere, as
they had heard them years ago In the
mystic silences of the East.
“8h! One comes” sald Ranjab,
softly. “It will be the master's son.”
o _An instant: later his closet door
closed nolselessly. behind him and the
old men were alone, blinking at each
other. There was no sound from the
* ball. They. walted, watching the cur-
tained door. At last they heard foot-
#teps on the stairs, quick footsteps of

young. .
Frederick strode rapidly into the

1 CHAPTER VIl

" “He Killed a Woman.»

His face was livid with rage. For
& moment he glowered upon the two
old men, his fingers working spasmod-
feally, his chest heaving with the vol-
canlc emotions he was trying so hard
to subdue, Then he whirled about,

God’s name, Freddy, boy, what's
happened?” cried old Mr. Riggs, all
a-tremble.

Some minutes passed before he could
_trut himsel! to speak. Ugly veins
pale temples, as he
front of them. Even-

tually Mr. Dawes ventured the yital

‘question, In a somewhat hushed vojce.
“Have you—quarreled with your fa-
ther, Freddy?”
‘The young man threw up his arms

i a gesture of despair. There was

& wall of misery in his volce as he
grated out:
“In the name of God, why should he

Bhate me as he does? “What have I
.- done? Am I not a good son to him?

“Hush!" implored Mr: Dawes; nerv-
ously. “He'll hear you.” ¥
“Hear  me!" cried Frederie, and

of alerm
crept into her eyes.

“Frederic,” she. sald, softly, almost
-timorously. K .
He lifted his head quickly, and: then
sprang to his feet. Hia eyes were wet

sessed him, He tried to smile, but it

and hig lips were drawn. Shame, pos- | a1

H

ik

o dashed off to obey her command.

broken.

glance

him a b

ami.

sald 1f!

‘over an

Yvonne.
thing in

“Hush!
that my heart aches for you, mon
1t was cruel of him, it was-cow-
ardly, -yes, cowardly!

are now.

was a pitiful failure;
“Oh, I'm so ashamed of—of—" he
began, In a choked volee: !
“Ashamed because you have cried?”
she said quickly. “But no!
to cry—it s good for women to cry.
But when a strong man breaks down
and sheds tears, I am—ob, I am heart-
You must go to
your room and bathe Your éace. Go at
once. Your father must
you have cried. He—"
t| “D—n him!"
n | Frederic's clinched teeth.
“Hush!” she ecried,

But'come!

at Ranjab’s door.

have given much to know whether
the Hindu was there or still below
tairs. “You must pot say such—"
“I'suppose you're trying to smooth
it over so that they won't consider

rute. {s that ft?”
Please; please!

He's

d over again.

1 adoe you.
the world to me.

“Get up!” she cried out sharply. He
lifted his eyes tn dumb,wopder and
adoration, but not in“time to catch
the look of triumph that swept across
her face, S

, “You wlill forgive, me?" he cried.’
coming to his feet, “I—I couldn’t help
saylng it. It was wrong—wrong!. But
you will forgive me, Yvonna?”

She turned away, walking slowly
toward the door. He remained rooted

not know that
came from between

with " another,

Now I have.
She .drew herself up and
\turned deliberately toward the little
door across the room.

His. eyes brightened. The crooked
snoer turned into -an imploring smile.

“Forgive me, Yvonne!
see thatI'm beside myself. I—I—"

“But you must be sensible.
member he fs your father.
strange man. There has been a great
deal of bitterness in his life. -

“But-1 can't go_on the way 'lh:l—xu
etting to be worse
3 r have had a kind
word from him, seldom,a word of any
description. Never a kind look. Can't
.| you understand how it goads me to—"

“I am your {rignd;” she sid slowfy.
“Is this the way to reward me?”

He dropped to.his knees and cov-
ered her hands with kisses, mumbling
his plea for forgiveness.
“I am sd'terribly unhappy,” he. satd
“I'd_leave ‘this
house tonight If it were not that I
can't bear the thought of leaving’ ydu,
You are every.

Shp lighted a cigarette at the table,
bef unsmiling eyes fixed on the door
of'the Hindu's cld

little sigh,

1t is good
body In the ecstasy of complete relax-
ation,

The ,scene at the dinner table had
been most distressing. Up to the In-
stant of the outburst her husband had
been In singularly gay spirits, a cir-
cumstance so uiusual that the whole
party wondered not a little. If the
. ‘others were vaguely puzzled by his
bigh humor, not so Yvonpe. She un-
derstodd him better than pnyone else
in the world; she read his mind as she
would have read an open book. There
was riot, mot joy, in the heart of the
brilliant talker at the head of the
table. He was talking against the sav-
agery that ‘strained so hard at its
leashes, - 1

At her Hght sat Frederlc, at ber
left the renowned Doctor Hodder,
whose feats at the operating table
were vastly more successful than his
offorts at the dinner table. He was
a very wonderful surgeon, but equally
famous as a. bore of the first rank.
Yvonne could not endure him.

Mrs. Desmond and Lydla were there.
This was ‘an excellent opportunity
to eftertain them on an occgsion aof
more or less magnitude. °

Frederic,. decelved by his father’s
sprightly mood, entered rather reck-
lessly into the lively discussion. Hp
seldom took his eyes from the facp
of his beautiful stepmother, and many
of his remarks were uttered sottp
voce for her ear alone, Suddenly
James Brood called out his name in
a sharp, commanding tone. Frederid,
at the moment,. engaged In a low ext
change of ‘words with Yvonne, did not
hear him. Brood spoke again, loudly,
harshly. There was dead silence -at
the table. .

“We will excuse you, Frederlc,” sald
he, a deadly calm in his voice. Thg
puzzled expression in the young man's
face slowly gave way to a steady glarg
of fury. He could not trust himself
to speak. “I regret exceedmgly that
you cannot take wine In moderation,
A breath of fresh air will be of benefit
toyou. You may join us upstairs later
on.”

Bhe would

You know

You must |.

Re-
He 18 a

“Hi

P

“I haven't drunk a full glss of
champagne,” begun the young man In
amazed protest.

Brood smiled indulgently, but there
was a sinlster gleam in his gray eyes|
1 think you would better take my
advice,” he sald, levelly.

Prederic went deathly pale. “Very
well, sir,” he sald in a low, suppressed
volce. Without another word he got
up from the table and walked out
of the room.

He spoke the truth later on when
he told Yvonne he could not under
stand. But she understood. She
knew that James Brood had endured
-| the situation as long as it was in his
power to endure, and she knew that It
was her fault entirely that poor Fred|
eric had been exposed to this crown:
'ing|bit of humiliation.

As she sat in the dim study awalti
ing | her stepson's reappearance with
the two old men, her active, far-seeing
mind was striving 40 estimate the cost
of that tragic clash. Not the cost. to,
herselt or to Frederlc, but to James
irood!

The Messrs. Dawes and Riggs, tnor|
dindtely pleased over their rehabilita-
tion, were barely through delivering
themselves of thefr protestations of
undyMg fealty, when the soynd of}

broad couch and stret:hed ber supple [-

i e lz
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“I'm all right now, father. It shall not
happen® 1 can promise you
A close observer might have

seen the musc
as he utte,
intended that his father should take
it as a threat, not as an apology. |
. Brood was watching him closely, a
puzzled expression in his eyes
ally it developed Into something like
admiration. In the clamor of voices
that ensued the older man detected
tbe presence of an underlying note of
censyre for his 6wn bebavior. For the
rst time in many years he experi-
enced a feeling of shame.
Someone was ' speaking at bis
elbow. Janey Followell, in her young,
voice, shrilled

“You'll have to escuse me,
really, you know. Important engages
ment uptown—"
“Sit down, Cruger,” exclatmed Hod!
der. “The lady won't miss you.”

with the great and -only ‘Ranjab,” pury
sued Bréod, oracularly. “We found
him in a little village far up in the
mountains. He was under sentence
of death for murder. By the way,
Yvonne, the kris you have in your
hand is the very weapon the good fels
low used i the commission of his
crime. He was In prison and was to
die within g fortnight after our arrival
in the town. I heard of his unhappy
plight and all that had led up to it
His case Interested me tremendqusly.
One night, a week before the pro
execution, my friends and I stormed
the little prison and rescued him. We
were just getting over the cholera and
néeded excitement. That was fifteen
years ago. He has been my trusted
body servant ever sincé. I am sure

He Was Getting His Few Things To-
gether in His Room.

into his ear that caused.him to look’|
at her in utter amazement. It was 8o
astounding that he could not believe
he heard aright. He mumbled in a
Qquestioning tone, “I beg your pardon?"”
and she repeated her remark.

“How wonderfully ltke you Frederic

fs, Mr. Brood.” Then she added: “Do
you know, I've never noticed it until
tonight. It's really remarkable.”
“It s a, most gratifylng discovery,”
said. he, and turned to apeak to Mrs.
Desmond. He did not take his gaze
from Frederic's white, set face, how-
ever! and, despite the fact that he
knew the girl had uttered an idle com-
monplace, he was annoyed to find
himself studying the features of Ma-
tilde's boy with an interest that
seemed almost laughable when he con-
sidered it later on.

His guests found much to talk about
in the room. He was soon being
dragged from one object to apother
and ordered to reveal the history, the
use and the nature of countless things

that obviously were Intended to be
Just what they seemed; such as rugs,
shields, lamps, and so forth. He was
ably asisted by Messrs. Riggs and
Dawes, -who lled prodiglously in a

fronzy of rivalry.
“What a perfectly delightful Bud-
dha,” cried Miss Janey, stopping In
front of the idol. “How pertectly
lovely he Is—or is it a she, Mr.
Brood?™ -

Frederic joined Lydia at the table.
“A_deliclous scene, wasnjt it?" he
asked, bitterly, in lowered fones.

Her fingers touched his. [*What did

you will be In what I have
written about that thrilling adven:
ture.”

“Yvonne had dropped the ugly knite
upon’ the table as if it were a thing
that scorched her fingers.
/“Did_he—really kill a man?" whisy
pered Miss Janey, with horror in her
eyes.

“He killed a woman. His wite, Miss
Janey. She had been faithless, you
see. He cut her heart out. And now,
Ranjah, are you ready?"

The Hindu salsamed.
always ready, sahib,”

“Ranjab 1is
he.

'CHAPTER IX.

The Sorceress.

The next day, after a sleepless night,
Frederic announced to his stepmother,
that he could no longer remain under
his father's roof. He would find some-
\thing to do in order to support him-
Belf. It was impossible to go on pre-

nding that he loved or respected hi
father, and the sooner the farce was
ended ‘the better it would be for both
of! them. .

8he, too, had passed a restless night,
a night filled with waking dreams .as
well as those which came in Meep.
There was always an ugly, wriggly
kris In those dreams of hers, and w
brown hand that was forever fascinat.
ing her with its uncanny deftness.
Twico in the night she had’clutched
her huaband’s shoulder In the terror
of a dream, and hé had soothed her
with the, comfort of his strong arms.
She was \like a little child “afrald of
the dark."t
Her influence alone prevented the
young man from carrying out his
threat, At first he was as firm s a
rock in his determination. He was
getting hi§ few possessions together
in his room when she tapped on his
door. After a' whilo ke abandoned the
task and followed her rather dazedly
to the boudolr, promising to listen to
reason.. For an hour she argued and
pleaded with him, and In the end he
agreed. to glve | up what she was
Meased to call his preposterqus plan.

“Now, that being settled,” she sald,
with a sigh of rellef, “let us go and
talk it all over with Lydia.”

He started guiltily, —I'd rather
not, Yvonne,” he said. “There' no
use worrying her with the thing now.

she—er—well, somebow 1 don't Iike
the idea of explaining matters to her”
She was watching him\narrowly, “It
has seemed to me of lyte, Frederle,
that yoy and Lydia are nbt quite so—

what shall | say?—so epamored of
each other. What has hapjened?” she
inquired so fnnogently, sp naively,

0
that ho looked at her in astynishment.
“I am sure you fairly live at her house.
You are there nearly every day, and
yet—well, 1 can feel rather than see
the change In both of you. I hope—"
“I've.been bebaving like an infernal
sneak, Yvonne,” cried he, consclence-

“—relating to our fvst encounter | fooe,

od | above and leaned over th

As a matter of fact, I'd prefer that |

“But| 1 understand,”
. MNow (go -nv.‘
don’t let me hear anoth

lnl\an&
d

please. .\:‘

‘word

you to go. Do you unde:

He stared ht her In utier bewilders(|'

ment for a loment, and slpwly nodded

his head. | Then he turned toward th

door, shamed and bumilisted beyond
rd

o wenk swiftly downl the stal
Her came out upon To landin

liing fo
watch his descent, A mapent latpr
Brood was knocking at Yvotine's do
He did\pot wait for an invitation to
enter, bijt strode lnto the rdom wifhe
out ceremony. :
She wa standing at the| windpw
that opened out upon the litfle stgns
balcony, and had tutned swittly|at
the sound df the rapping. Hurpfise
Bave way to an expression of &splfas-
ure.

“What hag Frederic been saying to
you?" demanded \her husband puftly,
after he had closed the door, |
A faint \sneer came to Mer| ips.
“Nothing, my dear James, tha{ [you
would care to know," she sald, gmol
dering anger, in her eyes.

g th

“You memn somethin, 1

d.

yAig B. Pink
(eongjdential) ¥,

you '\llf.

Jame: 3
Ho stared |at  her inereduld
“Good Lord! |Are you trylng
me what I shall do or say—"

She came up to bim slowly. "J
we must both be careful. Wa
not quarrel.” Her hands graspef
lapel of his long|lounging robe.
was an appedling look in her eye
checked the harsh words even as|
roso to his lips. He found hf
looking fnto those| dark eyes wit]
o curlous wonder In his own| that)
had become g0 common of late. [Time
and again he had' been ‘pukzldd by
something he saw in -thelr |iquid.
something be could nat fafhom, f\
ter how deeply he prohed)
‘What is there about you, Yvpan
that hurts mg—yes, actually hukfs m
“-when you 190k at me as you're|loal
ink now?" he cried, almost rof
“Thare is something In your el
there age times when you scem
looking ‘at mq through eyes thal
not your‘own. It's—it's quit
canny. I yoy—"

“I assure y0u my eyes are all
own,” she cried), flppantly, and
fhére. was a slight. trace of ner|
ness in her manner'\ “Do you i

o't biing\tn thy whole)clock)
he; tlock 1s al ‘right,”
dulu
1 pled that aut)\the'
the \orv
\

tha

d
X
% Voeo, or
trydiated
A
ha}g 980,
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dAasughed aloud In his recklessness. voices .came~gp from the lower hall.|h, mean, Freddy? Oh, I fet so sorry | Stricken. “She’s the finest, nablest
"Why shouldn't he hear me?! By . P Frederle started to leave the room, | for you. It was dreadful. girl in all this world, and I've been )" af 8
God, I'll not stand it & day longer, He b » . |Hot caring to face those who had wit{| “Don't take it so seriously, Lyddy,” | treating her shamfully.” “ \Anvlud Hif to Bide Hj VER. | \
wouldn't think of treating a “We Wil Excuse You, Frederlc. essed. hiy . e sald, ber hahd gently.| “Dear me! In what way, may 1 \ g N\
Do treats me. ' God, I—1, why, he is |13 the spot, blushing with shame and | Yvonne hurried to his side. Both of them realized that fit was the | Inquire?” ! to be nite\and good and N\
fib forcing me to hate him. I|dismay, - K “Where are you golug?" ghe cried, | pearest thing to & caress| that had| “Why we used to—oh, but why go James? 1 niean abaut poor Frederd \ ) \
Bate him! T swear to heaven, 1t ‘where are you' going? +To tell | sharply. . *| passed between them in 4 fortnight |Into all that? It would only amuse|™ yi" fce glouded agaln. “Do. - | \
Was 1o my heart to kill him down | him?" he gasped. Ho stared at her in wonder. “You or longer. A wave of shame swept |You. You'd laugh at us for shly foals. |, o what you are doing to'the SMALL \
‘there just now. I—~" He could mot| ghe waited an instant, and then | cannot expect me to stay here—" through him, “Dear ol¢ girl, my dear [ But I can't belp saying this much—{, agked blundly. 3
. #8-on. He-choked up and the tears “But  certainly, e exclaimed. [old girl,” he whispered brokenly. she doesn't deserve to be treated as "'Qulta as weil as T know what
_ -Fualisd to i eye JListen! I will tell you what to do.” | Her eyes radiated joy, her lips part. | I'm treating ber now, Yvogme. It's | are doing to him.” she replied quicl
sway, he threw He vlce sank to.an mperative whis- | ed 1o a wan, tremulous smile of sur. | burting her dreadfully and— #4008 to WEy #he Yyou see Whi
_couch and buried D per. Ho listenedl n sheer amazement,| prise, and.a soft sigh escaped them. | She laughed softly. “I'm afrald you \
‘sobbing like a Jittle child. were gazing steadlly Into his, and her | his face growing dark with rebellion [ “My dear, dear boy,” she murmured, | are seelng too much of your poor
.The oM men, distressed beyond the red lips were as she proceeded to\unfold her plan | and way bappler than she had been in | stepmother,” she said. \
Power of spesch, mumbled inodherent |  “That fs as it should be,” she was | for & present, victory ‘over hia father. | weeks. His eyes parrowed. “You've made\ n¢
words of eomfort as they slowly edged | saying, but he was neyer sure that he | "“No, nol I can't do that! Never,| “See here, old chap,” said one of the | mé OVeF, thatls irue. You've made all
out %ﬂl door. They tiptoed | heard the words:. knees grew | Yvonne,” he protested. e-aged gentlemen, consult-] 0f us over—the house as well. I am
1nto the hall and neither spoke until weak. He was in the tolls! “Now,|. ."For my sake, Freddy. \Don't forget |ing his watch 4s he loudly addressed | Dot happy unless I am with you. It
Shelr bedroom door was closed behind | you must pull yoursel, togothar,” ahe | that you ows somethisg me. I/his host, “can’t you hurry this per |used to make me happy o be with |puo dode a day's labor,
them. “Mr. Dawes even tried it to ses [ went op in such & matterof-fact tons | command you to Go as‘1 tes) you It |formance of yours along a blt? It s | Lydia—and wo wers always together. | dossns ibow how to .
'g.l was sately latched. that he straightened up is tile only way. Make hastel Open | after ten, you know." But I—I donft care now—at least, I | ga |
R curtalns parted and Yvonse | “Come! Wipe the tear. stalns from |the yindoy. Get the of atr{ “I will summon the magician,” sald | am not unhappy when we are apart. “And who i to blama? \¥ou, 3
m&uwm& your cheeks.” * ':’:%-y arg| Brood. “Be prepared, ladies and gen- | You've done it, Yvonne. You've made you! You have' tied his hands,
& look of mingled patn aid | He obeysd, but his 1ips still quiv- [Nl here, for your condition!* | tiemen, to meet the devil Ranfab fs|life worth living. You've made me have pennéd him up fn—"
h*‘h in her wide -..:‘:: ered with the rage that had been| When Hodder and Mrs. Gur- | the prince of darkness.” - see everything differently. You—" “We will
For & moment there ‘checked by the ascendency of another | ning entered the room a few minutes He lifted bis band to ptrike the \
. and even more devastating emidtjon. Wmmm-ﬁnﬂuh&-muﬂmﬁﬁmat‘n&m
o She was standiug quife close to him |ofen Window, drinking tn the cold | table. bide his time T
now, her slender figure swaying | night alr, and she was bl Involuntarily four patrs of eyes fas- 0 BY CONTINUED)
slightly As If moved by sotue strange, | ing blinking old men with an ac-[tened their gaze upon the door to the no longer Y
rhythmic melody to which the heart | count stepson's efforts | Hindu's closet. Three mellow, softly | mockery, raillery in her volce. )
beat time. Her eyes were soft ‘and | tb drink all of the wine in sight! As | reverberating “booms™ filled the room, | His eyes swopt her from head to \
velvety agaio: her ‘smile tender and [slfe told It, It was a most smustng | Almost tnsfantly the voice of the Hin. | foot. He was deathly white. \
appealing. The vivid white of her |[ex; was hednd. “If you were not my father’s wife |incidentally, just
mmmmn“ James Brood was the last to enter,| “Al-ee, sahid!* I would say yes,” said he, hoarsely, up.opumlnlalw
A i
sled siiver casket, made to the order | Inhabltants of Arras of the dreadtul K theso and over the gifders Is an outer [ ing and sighting a; )
of Jean de Sasquepee, lord of Baundi- L 1S WORK 0___F IA_N_Y MONTHS skin of proofed m‘:u Slung under .l:‘nu ..“.;:"5‘,;'12‘ ”: e
mont and owner 8¢ Arras, and & curi-| The remedy proved ) and of the Zeppe- | the great length is a series of cabina. VAR
3 it It ap: (8 ETatatul populace erected the monas- |~ \in Alscratt Not a Matter Whier Right In front is the station of the
Vin | Yery.of Andents. The candle bas beea| Can Be Hurrisd. lookout man, Who is in charge of the
...'.-nhlg':-m-unhmh — starting and the landing; be has an-
s tubabltants of Arras that | Tne butiding of a Zeppelin 13 not | chors siung beneath i In the foce London broker in 178
‘Arras |1t frequently saved them. from utter «‘:.muqu,. The mere work on | boat, which s lentirely covered 1n, are | dent of mouth  co
Virgin—eo goes e veasels an eatire yéar, and | two petrol engines. Behind this boat | signed
mtostrels a ; " | when that work is done fnother three | s the gangway, fitted up with sleeplug | of state, has been found in
turn gave to} | Cholr and Quire. months must spent in testing, | berths for the crew. In the center is [of Parkhurst Hall, where it )
and told | The word “gulre” as o & |Stretched In, & framework of the observation station. It is -fram | forgotten for many yesrs. P
MNNGIM““. Ghorus of siigers s rare. proper || mm--muuoo-'u- here that the bombs are dropped, and | Nichols muy resume the old
8 : ; from «nd to aad. Over

it 18 1 bere that the marvelous steer-
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of weannyg it on state ogo
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