=

e would chieerfully die for

James
Brood.
L died fof him just as read-
. ‘There {8 something in friendships

sort that we can’t understand.
ive never, been able to test, o

mond,” cried. Frederic, 8 deep fush A
. overspreadingchis face. “For you and [, € Wa% B0t 0 the bat

“You come by that maturally,” s
#said, laying. her hand upon his arm.
“Blood will tefl. - Thank you, Fred-
* Phe smiled. “I am sure it will
be necessary for you to die for
‘me, however. As for Lydia, you must

“Theré is nothing to forgive,” she
“And now, one word
more, Frederig. ' You must accept thid
mew condition of affairs in the right
spiri€. Your father has married again,
1t is not likely
that he has done so without delibera-
tion. Therefgre, it is reasonable tq
mssuine that he is bringing home with
him a wife of whom he at least is
proud, and that should weigh con-
siderably in your summing up of the
situgtion. ' She wiH be beautiful, ac-
‘complished, refined—and good, .Fred-
erle, Of that you may be sure. Let
me implore yoi to withhold judgment
until another and later da;

“T do not object to the situation,
Mrs, Desmond,” sald he, the angry
light returning to his eyes, “so muich
@s I resent the wording of that tele-
gram. It is always just that way. He
loses no chance to humiliate me.
He—" © g

vely. | she uya the tiny dream pitcher. T

. “Hushl You are losing your temper

again i . t

. “Well, who wouldn't? And here's | day of his [ife in &

anather thing=—the very. worst of all. | C.o LehrY every day of |  the!

How 15 this new condition going to
d

» Bhe was silent for a moment.
course I shan‘t stay-on here,
1 shall not be needed now. As soon as
Mrs. Brood Is settled here I &
pect me to ‘be cheerful
and contented!” he cried, bitterly.
“Something of the sort,” she sald.
“My.-father objeots to my going into
or taking up & prafession. 1
."!","l‘n:: l:‘l‘?f forereryhing. | ateamer’ when et docked: As it
1t over a thousand times, I don't un-
perhaps you'do. It's a
ving.” .

“ot
Frederic.

all go.”

er 1s making a man of

. “Oh, ho Iy, eh?" with great scorn.
“Yes. Hp will make you see some
~——day that the kind of lifo you lead is
1 .

gentlemen ‘are’

"

ceptible droop to bis shoulders. 5
and MF. Riggs were seat-
ble. Lydia, a_trifle pale

behind their chairs on]
Lydia’s side, he slapped ¢
crdially on the back.
to swell

ur

“Good morning, gemtlemen,” sa)
he. Then he lifted Lydia's shim fin
gers to his lips. “Gogd morning, dear¥|
She squeezed his fingers: tightly: and
smiled. * A look of - reliet leaped ‘into’
her eyes; she drew a long breath.

She poured his coffes for him every
morning. . Her hand, shook a little as

didn’t Yleep very well,” she explained
in a fow volce. His hand rested on
her shoulder for a ‘moment in &' géntle
caress. B i

“Paor old Jim!” sighed Mr, Dawes.
“He'll probably have to ask us to va-
mose, too. I Imagine she'll insist o
making a spare hedroem out of cur
's she can entertain all of her
Infernal relations.. Jones, will yqu
&glve me some more bacon and angther |

g
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“And 1 thought it was nothing buf
a. shipwreck,” murmyrad- Mr, Riggs,
plaintively. \ .

Frederic hyrried throu,
Lydia followed him_into

“Are you 'golng out, di
asked. anxiously.

“Yed. I'vo gat to do somebhing. I
cdn’t sit stil-and think of whyt
ing to bappen. T1l be back for juncth
eon.” . 4 A

breakfa;
& library.
" ghe

o
¥

Half-an hour later e was [n\ the
small bachelor apartment of two tol-
lege friengs, o féw blogks farther up-
own, and he was doing the thing he

| surreptitious. way. * He sat’ at the
| cKeap.-upright piano in their. disor-
dered living-room and, unhamipergd by
the presencé'of young merf who pre-
terred music as it s rendered for the
masses, played as If his very soul was
in his fingers.

CHAPTER u}l’.

.+ The Bride.,
Fregleric flatly refused to meet . the

swayed by his decisibn, Dawes and
Riggs- likewise dbandoned a plan to
greet the returning master and his
bride ‘s they ,éame/down the gang.
plank.. « Rut for th¢. -abmost peremp;
tory counsel of Mrs:/Desmond, Brood
son would Bave ab
the house on the day of thelr arrival.
Jones and a footman went to the pier
with the chapffeur, |
-It. was half-padt twd, in“the after-
noon when thie automobile drew. up
in_front of the hodse and the fur
pdated footman nimbly hoppéd down
and thréw open’ the door.
James Brood, 4 tall, distingpished-
looking man; of fifty, stepped out of
the Nmousine. For an jnstant, before
turning to adsist his wife from the gar,
he allowed his keen-eyes to sweep the
windows on- the lower floar. ' In one
of them stood his son, holding the lace
curtains apart and €miling a wélcome
that geemed sfucere.’ He'waved his
‘hand to the—mas—en—the sidewalk.
Brood respohided with a swift, almost
perfunctory gesture and then hald'out
his hand to the woman who was de-
scending. ’.
c's intense gaze was fixed
on the stranger who was comfhg nto
his Jif# At a word from Brood, she
glanced up at.the window.  The smile
still lingered on-the young man's lips,
but Mis eyes'were charged with an
expression of acute wondér. He bad
never looked upon a more beautiful
creature in all his life.
pefaétion held.him motloniless until he
heard the dodr closs behind.them; in
/| the- brief interval, hy
had been -impressed upon his sen
that was to iast forever. 30
She was slightly above/the medium
helght, slender and graceful even in
the long, thick coat that enveloped
her. She did jiot wear u vell. He had
eu; )
ce;
of jet Mack bair; of a firm, sensigtvé
chin. Somehow he recelvey the ex-,
traordinary impression that the siinf;
she

§1ad you came down’ early. 'The oid | Perf
st breakfast now. !

/| ous al

nted himself from |

A kind-of stu- [*
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.“*And this?”

voice.

extended his'

Qi
Thex shook
runcor manse

hesitation.
ton, sir.” ‘
* “Tfank you,|
Desmgnd!
agaln with y

comrade and—"
“I have nmﬁ
mond a thousa
There may hay
phasis on the

Mrs. Brood?

moment before.
her, stepson,
M. Desmond.

arm.

The horizon cl
“We shall d

tached figure. |

aptagonist;

o
liminous smile,
to you, and you

-ts Bald quickly.
“1lam sure’
sald_composed)y.

ready.
the old”pl

as they say
b

ningt. . Where
"Desmond P

—F

last ou
thal !
mond,” said

tea: at
+'“You

pking fnto his new step-
orl:ﬂou time and that
she was returtjing/ his gazq with some

¢ said, abruptly break-
upon ¢n¢ of Panbury's hasty
8 feftectually | ending It,

¢y toward the young

gloyed hand extended|

lookiag into his with

Nam - well.
It is good to be home
My dear, permit
me to futrodude Mrs. John Desmond
You have heatd me s

all.

te . well,| sir.” .
ands fn the most per-
T, .

“I need not| ask how'you Are, fa:
ther,” said the| son, after an instant
g “You never looked, bet:

an intentness |that disconcerted him.
There was na| smile on her. lips. It
was as If she| regarded this moment
as aspronounced crisis.

Freder/¢ ‘mumbled ’something fatu.
dt being glad to see ber, and
felt his face burn under her steady

sald, without a trace of warmth In bis
As she withdrew her hand
om Frederic)s clasp, James Brood

“How are you, Fred:

i

Ah, Mrs.

peak of my old

you speak of Mr. Des-

slight that nal.on
the widow of Jobn Desmond, who had
Joined the groiip. .
" *WIIl you g0 to your room at once,
|asked Mrs.' Desmond
The new mistress of the house had not
offered to shake hands with her, as
James Brood had dome:  She
moved ‘closer |to Frederfc and was
shiling in a rather shy, pleading way,
In direct contrast to-her manner of the

AThank you, no.

she sald; “very cold.
tomed to the cold.”
He was yrepared to dislike her. He
etermined that his hand_ should

time:

been a shade of em-

fix, but it wWas so
ematked it save

The smile

amoved toward the library.
try to thaw out,” he added dryly, with,
a f4int smile on his lips.” -

is Wife lald|her hand on Frederic's
“It is cpld outside, Frederic,
I am not aécu,

had

was_for

She barely glanced at

T'see a nice, big

\ire apd—oh, 1 havp been so cold!”
Sbe shivered very prettily. .
‘'Come!"cried her husband. “That's

Just the thing.! No one spoke as they

“We must

And now, in a flash,

red for him.
our best to keep you

the library. James
ing himselt of his coat in the hall, at.
tettded by the lpech-ltke old men. Mrs.
Desmond stood! in the doorway, a de-

'{YW must lave me, Frederic.
f

“But 1 shall not be a stepmother,”
Her eyes were serl
s for an insthnt, then filled .with a

new emotion rushed up
within him Uke a flood. A queer,
wigtful note of sympathy in her voice

' done tha| trick.
the touch of her fingers om his arm
completed the mystery. He was con-
sclous of a nv:hly surge of rellef.

‘Something "In

warmth,” he said quite gayly, and was
somewhat astogished at himself.

They bad preceded the others into
Brood was divest-

You

ust be: very, very fond of me, not
r your father's sake but for mine.
‘Then we shall| be great friends, not

He was helping her with her coat.
confess 1 lgoked forward to you
ith & good deal of animosity,” he
td.

“I shall be Yvonna
Frederic to me, 'Let

ft be a good beginning.”
“You. are spl¢gndid!” he cried.
not going to 'be|at all ba

ou will likg me,” she

“It's

B joined| them at the fireside,
“My| dear, 3:1. Desmond will show
you over the/|beuse when you are
You wilF be interested in
ce. Later on I shall’
take you up to/my secre¢ hiding place,

books. * Ranjab will
in order by this eve
.your' daughter, Mrs.

Tk on the catalogue,

ro

‘will yo# ask Miss'Lydia to jof

1f-pagt four

Il adbfe Lydis,” sald Fred-
pod. M

“She 13 4t Wo
Mr, Brood, In the jade-rootn.
letter you|{nstructéd her to finish

I your

“But this ty|a holiday, Mrs. Das-
wn o

‘Joties,
in us f6r

e did not Jear him,
b siga. She was-loak:
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still be something

t—that—how shall T say it?

et—must feel .that she and
Qg e

re i§ something—shall I say
n—"

Her husband broke in upon these
unwelcome reflections. His voice was
cliriously. harsh.

*Mrs. Desmond Is waitjng, Yvonne.”
| She' drew Merself gp” “Are you in
such great haste, Mrs.- Desmond?” she
asked in a volce that cut like a knife.
Ipstinetively, she glanceg at Pred-
eric’s face. She saw the muscles of
the jaw harden and an angry light
leap into his.eyes. Instantly her arro-
gance fell away. “I beg your pirdon,
Mrs: Desmond. I have many bad hab-
its. Now will you kindly show me
to my room? I prefer that you and
not of the servants should be my
-guide. Au revolr, Frederic. Till tea-
time, James.”

Hereyes were ‘sparkling, her husky
voice ‘once more full of the appealing
quality that could not be denied. The,
flush of injyred pride faded from ‘Mrs,
TNesmond’s brow, and a faint look of
surprise crept into her eyes. To her
further amazement, the younger wom-.
an laid a hand upon her arm and gave
it agéntle, friendly pressure.
.The men watched them In silence as
they left the room, side py side. A
moment later~ they heard the= soft
Jaughter of the two women as they
mounted the stairs together.

Frederic drew.a long breath.

She’s splepdid, fatber,” he ‘sald,
impulsively.
{ Brood's face was still clouded. He
did not respond to the eager tribute,
| Father and son faced each other.
They were a striking pair, each in
His way an example of fine, clean

“But | Shall Not .Be a Stepmother,”
1 She Said, Quickly.

manhood. The father was taller'by a
couple 6t Inches than the son, and yet

eric was nearly six Teet in his
stockings. Both were spare men,
erect and gracefully proportioned.
Brood gave out the impression of
great strength, of stedl sinews, of in-
vincible power; Frederic did not sug-
gest physical-strength, and yet he was
8 cl®an-limbed, well-built fellow. Hé
Bad a fine head, a slim body whose
every movement proclaimed - nervous
energy, and a face that denoted tern-
pgrament of the most pronounced
c;nracler. It was not a strong face,
Bor s it weak; It representod char-
acter without force. ' |

{On the other hand, James Brood's
lgan, handsome face was full of
power. His gray eves were keen,
steady, compelling and seldom alight
with warnith. His jaw was firm,
fquare, resolute, and the lines that
sank heavily. jnto the flesh in his
cheeks were put there not by age but
by the very vigor of manhood. His
bair was quite gray.

|Frederic walted for his father to
speak. But James Brood had noth-
ing to say. “She s very attractive.:
father,” sald the young man at last
almost wistfully. He did not realize
u' Pul he was greplng for sympathy
Brood .had been in the house for
qparter of an hour, after an absence
of nearly-a year, yet his greeting had
been cold, casual, matterof-fact, Fred-
eric- expected little more than that;
still he, felt in a vague way that now,
It never again, the fce of reserve
might be broken  between, them if
only for 4 moment, He was teady and
willing to do his part.

Brood was studying the young man's
face with an intensity “that for. the
moment disconcerted him.\He seemed
btent on.fixing certain feattres in his
tind’s eye, as i bis memory bad onca
played him false jand shouli™not do

Brood stopped him with a gesture.
“She was Yvonne Lestrange, I.ron
we were married—Mademotsells Le-
strange. We met some time ago at
the house of a mutual friend i Parls.
1 assure you, her. references are all
that could be desired.
sarcastic.
Frederic flushed. “I'm sorry I hsked
the questions, sir,” he sald, stiffly.”
Brgod suddenly laughed, a  qulet
laugh' that had some trace of humor
and a touch of compunction in ft. I
beg your pardon, Frederic. Come up

me while I'm changing. Il tell you
about her. She s wonderful.”

To his own surprise, and to Fred-
eric’s astonishment, he linked his. arm
in the young man's and started toward
the hall. Afterward Brood was to won-
dér even more than he wondered then
what it was that created the sudden
destre to atone for the hurt look he
had brought to the eyes of Matilde's
son—tnd ‘the odd Jlouglug to touch
his arm gently.

. CHAPTER IV,
. In the Jade-Room.

Lydia met B and Frederic at
the top of the stalrs. She had™
celved the message through' Jones
and was on her way to dress for tea.
The master of the house greeted her
most cordially. He was very fond of
this lovely, gentle daughter of John
Desmond. Into their association had
stolen an Intimate note that softened
the cold reserve of the man to a
marked degree. His chief joy was to’
chat with her over the work he was
dotng and to listen to her frank, hon-
‘est_opinions. She regarded herself
as his secretary—or his amanuensis,
in the strict sense’of speakiig—but ne
considered [her to be a friend as well,
and treafed her with a freedom that
was not extended to others.

A famt gleam of
lurked In the girl's eyes s she stood
before the two men. . Never, in her
experfence, had there beén such an ex-
hibition of friendliness/ between father
and son. A curious throb of joy
rushed up from her heart and lodged
in her throat. For the first time she
found it difficult to respond with com-
posure to
Tears were lying clode to the‘surface,
of her eyes—tears of relief and grati-
tude. The buoyant expression In Fred-
eric’s told a new story. Her heart
rejolced.

“Nonsense!” sald Brood when she
announced that she was going to
change her gown. “You never looked
s0 pretty, my dear, as you do at this
moment. Come just ad you are, to
please me.” X

“A tea party andlan uuwp&y are
very much alike, Mr. Brood,” sald
she. “One can learn a lot at either.
Still, if you'd like tp have Mrs. Brood
see me as I really am; I'll appear sans

lumage.”

“I'd like it satd he promptly. “I
am sure you will lMie each otber,
Lydia.”

“I am glad you did not say we would
admire each other,” said she quaintly.
“You look very happy, Mr. Brood”
she went on, her eyes bright.

“I believe 1 am happy,” sald he.

“Then we shall all be happy,” was
her rejoinder,

$he returned to the jade-toom on

[ the upper . floor, where she had been

at work onthe catalogue. Brood had
a very large and valuable collection
of jade. The jade-room, so called, was
little more than a large closet oft the
remarkable room which James Broad
was pleased to call his “hiding phuce,”
or on occasion, his “retreat.” No one
ventured into either of these rooms
except by special permission.

* Ranjab, bis Indlan servant, slept
in an adjolning room, and it ‘was whis-
pered [about the house that not even
James| Brood had . viewed its interior.
This silent, unapproachable man from
the mysterious heart of India, locked
his ddor when he entered the room
and locked it when he came out. No
one, not even the master, thought of
entering  Mr. Dawes, in his cups or
out of them, was responsible for the
imprgssion that the man kept deadly
serpents there. As a matter of fact,
Ranjab was a peaceable fellow and
desperately afrald of snakes.

Lydta’loved the feel of the cold, olly
lumps of jade. There were a few
pleces of porcelain of extreme garity
and beauty as welf. and several price-
less bits of-cloisnne, but it.was the
jade she loved. There were two,or
three hundred obfects of various slzes
and color and all were what might be
called museum pleces. *

She ‘had been at work for half an
bour gr longer when a nofse‘in the
outer Froom attracted her attentlon,
She had the odd feeling that some one
vas lopking at her through the open
docr, and swiftly turned. ¢

80 agaln. It was a.babit of Brood's,
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open eyes, frankly astonished. TRel * >
eager, dxcited glpam vuoished from ;‘"‘19\"“
Mrs. Brood's lovely eyes. They - o‘;’:‘k
rowed ever so slfghtly. it
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stopped In pretty confusion. '
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Japes Brood mefry a middleas

person?” |
“I=I don't’ know.
have offended you.”

even teeth.
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What the Troglodyte Is, and Why.

“A -troglodyte, my son,”| sald J
Fuller Gloom, “is & mossgrown, sta-
Upnary ‘gentiepan who beligves that
nations will live up to treat-
because they them, }

i

fled to have every complaint answered
by wavings of the gur-rand old fullag.
who votes for'the glorious old party of
What'shis-name because his father
did, and who Is afrald that anything
and everything that-has not been dome
before 'will disturb business. - He 'is
the joy of.the professional politician
and the despair of those eccentric
souls Who belleve that because some-
thing ought to be done they ought to
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have sig;
hw-um«r‘nwot un-
fogicational, who s pertectly satis | Ues, be W

try |
“Although  Indigepous to all locall:
and patofully |

prevalent in the swi
and the junxlps of
Kansas Gity Bt4r. |
T L
Sald a soclef
icale at her
York socl
lion bhunting thi
There is & count
such a lon b

|adhadon -+ Thi
top\wal Aboll
¢d.avir b tha c
acfon wad dafie 9
tid\alty's budget
sal

. than 't
\H. Mupcl W)& ¢
fute, has. en ly\\
\ whil i
emeks ‘who

affex

“.

» [oldyater'cCompa T
Midhigan' ¥olunteer 11 h
f dndual rgunion here

Maj.
nder whotn th'compa)
the - Spanish-Ame¥fcan

drand Raphgs —

employed by &

Arthur B,
lenton - Hanghett |narrow
eath when ‘their auto\ tyrn
ap the Geyesge dyenu/bri
Iy in trout oA Cprowejt A.
driving. ThY lattey turn
nly, forcing Cordwell to
Arbor.~-The\ f6flowin
lical stadents of
higan hiave bagy dected tg

. N4\
~Heavy \shins \in \ e

* peal

[
o

.
Ri

. Cot

Univexdity/

feal 1 /
a \

ula’ have end:
birgsh




