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THB BOAD TO CNDEBSTANDING

thouglit done to me that you might be. But, Betty,

you youndf told me your father wa«— dead!

"And so he is-to me," sobbed Betty. "You

are n't my father. My father was good and true and

noUe and— you — '

"And your mouier (oU you that?" breathed the

man, brokenly. "Betty, I-I~ Where is she? Is

she there— at home— now? I want to— see her!

"I shan't let you see her." Betty had blaaed agam

mto unreasoning wrath. "You don't deserve it

You told her you were ashamed ol her. Ashaaudjy

her I And she's the best and the loveliest and dearest

mother in the world! She's as much above and be-

y<md anythmg you- you- ^^-^^^ "« ?rf
to you I don't know. I can't thmk i^ she did it.

But now I— I—**
. „

"Betty, if you 11 only let me explam—
But the great hall door had banged shut. Betty

had gone.

Betty took a car to her own home. She was too

weak and spent to ^valk. ,..,..
It was a very white, shaken Betty that chmbed the

stairs to the little apartment a short time lat«r.

"Why, Betty, darling!" exdaimed her mother,

hurrying'forward. "You are iH! Are you ill?"

With utter weariness Betty dropped into a chair.

"Mother, why didn't you teU me?" she asked

dully, heartbrokenly. "Why did you let me ^me
hereandgoto' house day after day and notknow

— anything?"
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