scrambled to greet her with a bow.

- Janet walked forward, stopping right in front of
' them. "If you want to complain, feel free to do so
 at somewhere no one can hear you. You didn't
even bother to lower your voice. Have you not
considered the possibility that Lydia might hear
" you?"

The door to the ward was still open. Chances were
Lydia heard every word loud and clear. '




utside the door, Janet took a moment to
mpose herself. She tried her best to wear :
friendly smile as she walked inside the ward.
~ All her mental preparation seemed to have been in

vain. She was still seized with shock the moment
. she saw Lydia.

The woman looked much more haggard than
Janet remembered from yesterday. Her messy
hair was sticking to her scalp, and her face was
red and swollen, with telltale streaks of tears

 drying on her cheeks. She must have cried her
eyes out.

ughter in her arms to feed her. The baby kef




baby in her arms. Janet took her silence as

acquiescence and walked further in, placing the -
' fruit basket on the table. She looked around next |
j for a vase to hold the bouquet but her eyes found

 several pieces of broken porcelain littering the
floor.

~ "Do you need me to clean up?" Janet stood in the
middle of the disarray, at a loss for what to do
next.

- The baby's crying had not ceased for a moment.
barrassment started to creep into Janet_,‘ and
r:;‘ decided to break the ice herself. "I'm just here




etting me stay in: _
Larson Group's building yesterday." Even as Lydia
“was devoid of any expression, she could feel
 Janet's respect from her words and demeanor.

- But the thought of her husband's death brought |
anger rising to the surface once again. Her voice
turned cold as she asked, "There's something |
want to know. Last night, a worker from my
husband's factory came to see me. He told me
that your husband is the cause of my husband's
death. The police just killed Jethro from an

~ unconfirmed accusation. Is this true?"

‘Janet had thought she was prepared to answer all







