
THE BCUD TO UNDSBSTAMDING

her into that maa'i homeF And ^Aty had ibe told

her atwftys how fine and noUe and spfendkl her father

was. Fine! Noble! Splendid, indeed! Still, it was

like mother,— dear mother,— alirays so sweet and

gentle, always seeing the good in everything and

everybodj'! But why had she put her there— in that

man's h<Hise? How could she have d<me it?

And Burke Denby himsdf— did he know? Did

he miq>ect that she was his daughter? Adopt ha,

indeed! Was (Aa< the way he thou^t he could pay

her mother hack for aU those years? And the grief

and the hurt and the mortificatioa— where did th^

come ki? Ashamed of her! Aduaud cf har, iidtUI

Why, her little finger was as much finer and nobler

and— But just wait till she saw him, that was all!

like the overwrou^t, half-beside-hersdf young

hurricane of wrathfuhiess that she was, Betty burst

into the library at Denby House a few minutes later.

The very sight of her face brou^t the man to hb

feet.

"Why, Betty, what's the matter? Where's your

mother? Could n't she come? What w the matter?"

"Come? No, she did n't come. She'll never come

— never!"

Before the blazing wrath in tLe young eyes the

man fell bade limply.

"Why, Betty, did n't you tell her
—

"

"I've told her nothing. I have n't seen her," cut

in the girl criq[>ly. "But I've seen somdl>ody dse. I

know now— evwything!"


