
TBE BOAD TO UNDEBSTANDING
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**Mother, tlwt'a hel I know it's he! Mothc

don't let himW implored Betty. But her moth(

already wai in the haU.

Betty, frightened, despairing, and angry, tum<

her bade and walked to the windoir. She heard tl

man's qvaxk cry and the woman's sobhing answc

She heard the brdsen, incoherent sentences wil

which tbo man ^nd the woman attempted to crov

into one brief delirious minute all the long years

heartadie and absence. She heard the pleacUng, tl

beartphunger, the final r^iturous bliss that vibrat

throuf^ every tone and w<nd. But she did not tui

She did not turn even when some minutes later b

father's voice, low, unsteady, but infinitely tendi

reached her ears.

**Betty, your mother has forgiven me. Can't

you?"
There was no answer.

"Betty, dear, he means— we've forgiven ea

other, and— ii I am happy, can't you be?" begg

Betty's mother, tremulously.

SUll no answer.

"Betty," be^ui the woman again pleadingly.

But the man interposed, a little sadly:—
"DcVt urge h«. Helm. After all, I desorve evei

thing she can say, or do."

"But she does n't understand," faltered Helen.

"nie man shook Lis head. A wistful smile was

his lips.

"No, she does n't— understand," he said. "1
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