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CHAPTER VIII—Continued
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CHAPTER IX

1
Mlumination
UUST when the ,two ideas had co-
alesced in her mind Flora couldn’t
be sure. It had been some time in
the first dark hour that she had
spent wide awake In her bed. There
had been two ideas distinetly. Two im-
pressions of the evening remained with
her: and the last one, the great figures
that had stared at her from the paper,
e fact that had been Harry's secret,
»de common now in round numbers,
had for the moment swallowed up the
first
For all the way home that sum was
kept before her by Clara’'s talk. She
could remember nothing of that talk
except that it hadn’t been able for a mo-
ment to leave the Chatworth ring alone.
7t had been aimed at Harry, but it had
fallen to Flora herself to answer
Clara’s quick speculations, for Harry
had been obstinately silent, though not
as If in his own mind he
unaole to leave it alone as
One with his silence, one with
talk, they had written the figures

fferent.

as

her
of the reward so blazingly in Flora's

mind that for the moment she could
see nothing else. Yet now she was
alone her first adventure recurred to
ber. As soon as she was quiet in the
dark there came back with reminiscent
terror the look that Kerr had given
her in the box. She wasn't really
afraid of Kerr himself. She was afraid
f the meaning of his look which she
didn’t understand. It only established
in her mind a great significance for the
sapphire, if it could produce such an
expression on a human face. It had’
given him more than a mere expres-
sion. It had given him an impulse for
pursuit, as If, like a magnet, it was
fairly dragging him. He had covered
his impulse by his very frankness, but
she knew he had pursued her—that
for the matier of seeing her again he
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had hunted her down. And what had
followed that? Why, she was back
again to the great figures in the paper.

At first it seemed as though she had
taken a clean leap from one subject to
another. She had in no way connected
them. But all at once they were con-
nected. She couldn’'t separate them.
She didn't know whether she had been
stupid not to have seen them before, or
whether she was stupid to see them

=0 - now. For the thought that
had sprung up in her mind
was monstrous. It startled her

s0 broad awake that she sat up in
bed to meet it the more alertly. She
sat up trembling. She felt like one
who has walked a long way in a wood,
hearing crafty footsteps following in
the bushes, And now the beast had
sprung out, and she was panting, ter-
rified, not knowing which way to run.

The room was' dark except for now
and again the yellow square of light,
from some passing cable car,-traveling
along the ceiling. The four walls
around her, their dark bulks of furni-
ture and light ripple of moving cur-

tains, shut her up with this mon-
ster of her mind. The longer she
looked at it the less she felt sure it
was real, and yet it was before her. It

was there with none of the loveliness
of her first fancies about the ring. It
wag there with grisly reality. It had
not been conjured up. It had sprung
upon her from the solid actualities of
the night, and, yes, of the day before—
and the night before that. Oh, she had
known well enough that there had been
something wrong at the goldsmith's
shop. She had felt it even before she
had seen the sapphire and afterward
how it had held them, both herself and
Harry! To have moved Harry it must
be something indeed! Had he sus-
pected it then, or had he only won-
dered?

If he had suspected why hadn't he
spoken of it? Well, her appalling
g:.nc.v prompted, hadn't he spoken of
it?>—though not to her. There flashed
back to her the memory of him there in
the back of the shop with the blue eyed
Chinaman, How furiously he had as-
sailed the little man! How uneasily,
with what a dissatisfled air he had
looked at the ring even after it was on
her finger, as if, after all, he had not
compassed what he wanted. She could
be almost sure that the monstrous idea
which had overtaken her had, however
fleetingly, flashed before Harry’'s mind
in the goldsmith’s shop. But surely he
couldn’t have entertained it for a mo-
ment. That was. impossible, or he
would never have let her take the sap-
phire—Harry, who had seen the ring,
the very Crew idol itself, within the 24
hours.

“A little heathen god curled round
himself with a big blue stone on the

top of his head.” Harry hadn’'t said
what sort of stone tt was; but Kerr
had said it was a sapphire. There was

sapphire on her hand now. She
touched it with her finger tips cau-
tiously, as if to touch something hot.
So near to her! In the same room with

her! On her own hand! It was too
much to be alone with in the dark!
She reached out softly, as if she
feared ' to disturb some threatening

ence lurking arvund her, and lit
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small night lamp on the low table
her bed. The shade was yellow,
and that contended with the blue of
the sapphire, but couldn't break its
light. With the first flash of its splen-
dor in her face she felt certainty
threatening her. She shook the ring
quickly off her finger and it fell with

light clatter on the table’s marble
top—fell with the sapphire face down
and all its light hidden. She took it
up again a little fearfully, as if it
might have got some harm; and again
while she looked at it it seemed to her

that nothing that happened about this
jewel could be too extraordinary. If
only it had been less wonderful, less
beautiful, she would not have felt so
terribly afraid! She put it back on
the table and for a moment held her

hand over it,
living thing.
Then, without looking again, she got
out of bed and went to the window. It
overlooked the dark steep of the gar-
den, the moving trees and the lighter
plane of the water. She leaned out,
far out. Black housetops marched
against the bay, and between them,
light by light, her eyes followed the
street lamps down to the shore. If
one could recover from such a night-
mare as she had it would be by lean-
ing out into and facing this wide, soft
dark. These shapeless roofs just be-
low her the night made mysterious;
apd yet they covered people that she
knew—her friends—kind, safe people!
There had been nights when the city,
through this very window, had seemed
to her a savage place; but now the
wicked fear that stood_ behind her—
the fear that had got inside her house,
that had slipped unseen through the
circle of friends, that stood behind her
now, filling her own room with its
shadowy menace—had transformed the
city into a very haven of security.
Oh, to escape out of this window
into the innocent, sleeping city, away
from the horror at her back! To look
in from the outside and be even sure
there was a horror! And if there was,
to run away into the wide, soft dark!
But how did she know, her fantastic

as if she imprisoned a

idea persisted, that the sapphire
wouldn’t follow her—the sapphire it-
self—the embodiment of her fear?

Then she dared not be driven out.

But there was another way to be rid
of it. The real idea occurred to her.
How easy it would be to take it—that
beautiful thing—and throw it; throw it
as hard as she could and let the night
take care of it. The window was open,
as if it stood ready, and there was the
ring on the table. She went to it,
looked at it a moment without touching
it, holding Her hands away.

Then with a little shiver she backed
away from it and sat down on the foot
of the bed.  She looked pale and little,
as {f the eye of the ring, blazing under
the feeble lamp, like the evil eye, had
sapped her fire and youth. The only
thing about her of any size and color
was the heavy braid of hair fallen over
her shoulder. She hugged her arms
around her updrawn knees, and resting
her ¢hin upon them eyed the sapphire
bravely.

“What shall I do with you?” she som-
berly inquired of it. *“You are a dread-
ful thing. I don't know where you
came from nor what you are, but I am
afrald—I am afraid you are—" She
hesitated. The sapphire Ilay shining
like some idol set up for worship, and
in spite of herself its beauty moved
her, if not to worship, at least to aw
and fear. >

“I suppose you know I can't throw
you away,” she murmured, “and yet I
can't keep you!" She pondered, chnin
in hand. To take it to Harry! That
seemed the natural thing to do—the
simplest way to be rid of it. She hesi-
tated.

“If I only knew! If I only were
sure!” She locked her fingers closer,
staring hard. If it had been the
whole Crew idol, the undismembered
god himself, then there would have
been less terror, and one plain thing to
do. She looked hard at the capphire
setting, as if she hoped to discover
upon its brilliance some telltale trace
of old soft gold; but there was only one
great, glassy, polished eye, and out of
what head it had eome, whether from
the forehead of the Crew idol, or from
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that of some unheralded deity, who was
there who could tell her?

She tried to summon a coherent
thought, but again it was only a flash
out of the darkness.

“Kerr! Why, he knows more than
1.” She looked at this stupidly for a
moment as if it were too large to take
in at once. Of course he must have
known! Why hadn't she thought of
that before? Why hadn’'t she thought
of it that first moment, when he had

turned on her in the box with such
terrible eyes? She drew in her
shoulders, looking all around at the

dim corners of the room which the
lamp failed to penetrate. Behind her
present lively fear a second shadow
was growing, more dim, more form-
less, more vast and dubious.

What series of circumstances might
have led up to Kerr's knowledge she
could not dream. He was one of
whom nothing was incredible. From
the first moment his face had shot
into the light, from the moment she
had heard his voice, like color in the
level voices around him, she had been
bewjldered by his variety. He had
caught her up in the clouds. He had
whirled her along dubious levels, and
more than once he had shopvn her that
the lines she had supposed drawn so
sharply between this and that could no
more be discerned than meridians on
green earth.

If she had noticed any earnestness
in him, it was his relish, his gusto for

the whole of life. He had no theory
to set up. Just as it was he
took it. If he persisted in requiring

people to be themselves it was for no
good to themselves, but for .the pleas-
ure he himself got out of it. If he
made society into a little ball and
threw it away it was only to show it
could be done.

And where, she asked. herself in a
summing up, might such a man not be
found? But there were few places, in-
deed, In even the broadest plain of pos-
sipility, which could hold knowledge of
so particular and plercing a quality as
his look had implied. There had been
so much more than curiosity or sur-
prise in it. She could hardly face the
memory of it, so cruelly it had struck
her. There was no doubt in her mind
that Kerr had seen the ring. Some-
where in the pageant of his experience
he had met it, known it—but what he
wanted of it— 5

She broke off that thought, and
looked long at the' little flame of the
lamp. It was strange, but there was
no doubt in her. mind that he
wanted it. That had been the strongest
thing in his look. She felt herself
picking her way along 'a very nar-
row path, one S&tep over either
edge of which would plunge her
chasms deep. Now she snatched at a
frail sapling to save herself. The fact
that Kerr knew her stone didn’'t prove
it belonged to the Crew idol. And if
it didn't——if it wasn't the crown of the
heathen god, then her.wholé dreadful
supposition fell to pieces. But she
hadn't proved it and the simplest way
was just to ask Kerr. Her chance for
that was the chance he had fought so
hard for, the chance of their meeting
the next day.

She hadn’'t wanted that meeting
when he had first asked her for it in
the box. 'She had feared it then, and all
the more she feared it now, because
now she would have to do more than
defend herself. She would take the
offensive; she would make the attack,
now that she had a question to ask,
Why should the thought of it frighten
her? If this was not the Crew sap-
phire she would be no worse off than
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she had been. If it was, her course
would be clear. It seemed it should
be simple, it should be easy to face
Kerr with her question; but she was
possessed by the apprehension that
it would be neither. Would the ques-
tion she had to ask be a safe thing to
give him? And if she dared undertake
it and should be overpowered after all
—then everything would be lost. -

What the “everything” was she
feared to lose would not come clear to
her. The only thing that did emerge
definitely from the agitation of her
mind was the knowledge that this
question that had been thrust upon her
made it tenfold more difficult to meet
Kerr. And yet, to refuse to meet him
now- would be as cowardly as throwing
the ring out of the window.

CHAPTER X

A Lady Unvelled
'HE wakened in the morning to
some one knocking. She thought
the sound had been going on for
a long time, but now she was
finally roused, it had stopped. This
was odd, for no one came to her in the
morning except Marrika, and it was
tiresome to be thus imperatively beset
before she was half awake. Now the

knocking came again with a level,
unimpatient repetition, and she called,
“Come in!” at which Clara, in.a pale
morning gown,
apparition as cool and smooth and bur-
nished as if she had spent the night,
llke a French doll, in tissue paper.

: Clara’'s coming in In the morning
was an unheard of thing. Flora was
taken aback.

“Why, Clara!” She was blank with
astonishment. She sat up, flushed and
tumbled, and still blinking. “I hope
I didn’'t keep you knocking long.”

“Oh, no. indeed: only three taps.”
Clara looked straight through Flora's
astonishment, as if there had been no
such thing in evidence. She drew up a
chair arid sat down beside the bed. It
was a rocking chair, but it did not
sway with her calm poise. In the fine
finish of her morning attire, with her
hands placidly folded on her knee, she
made Flora feel taken at a disadvan-
tage, thus cearcely awake, disheveled
and all but stripped. But Clara, if she
looked at anything but Flora's eyes,
looked only at her hands, one and then
the other as they lay upon the coverlet.

“It isn't so very late,” she said, “but
I have ordered your breakfast. I
thought you would want it if you had
that 10 o’clock appointment; and there
is something I want to ask y before
you go out.” Flora was conscious of
a little apprehension. “It's about that
place you talked of taking for the sum-
mer.” She felt vaguely relieved, though
she had had no actual grounds for
anticipating an awkward question. "I
came upon something in the oddest
way you can imagine,” Clara pursued
her subject. “Had you any idea the
Herricks were in straits?”

“The young Herricks?”

“Oh, no! The old Herricks, the
Herricks. . Herrick whom you so
much admire! Of course one isn't told;
but they must be, to be willing to let
the old place.” i RS

“Not the San Mateo place?” said
Flora, with a stir of interest. She felt
as astonished as if some Confi
fanatic had set up his joss at auction.
“Clara co lacently nodded.
_“Mrs. Herrick spoke to me herself.
They don’t want any publicity about it,
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but she had heard that we were look-
ing, and she did me the favor"—Clara
smiled a Ifttle' dryly—‘of telling me_
first.”

Flora looked reflective. ‘“I've never
seen it, but they say it's beautiful.”

“It is, in a way,” Clara grudgingly
admitted, “but it isn’t new; and the
ridiculous part is that she will let it
only on condition that it shall not be
done® over. It is in sufficiently good
shape, but it stands now just as Colo-

nel Herrick furnished it 40 years
ago.”
“Why, I should love that!”" Flora

frankly confessed, and gave a wistful
glance at the walls around her, won-
dering how long before the soft, dark
bloom of time, of use and wont, should
descend on their ecrude faces.

“Well,” Clara conceded, “at any rate
we know it's genuine, and that's a
consolation. The number of imitations
golng about and the way people pick
them up is appalling! While I was
getting that rug for you at Wigo's
yesterday Ella Buller came in and
bought three imitation Bokharas with
the greatest enthusiasm. She buys
quantities, and she's always taken in.
It is enough to make one nervous
about the people one sits next to at
dinner there. One can net help sus-
pecting them of being some of Ella's
bargains. I wonder, now, where she
picked up that Kerr.”

This finale failed to take Flora off
her guard.

“At any rate, he is odd enough to be
genuine,” she said with a gleam of
malice.

“Oh, no doubt of that,” Clara mildly
assented; “but genuine what?"”

“Why, gentleman at large,” said
Flora, and quickly wanted to recall it,
for Clara’s glance seemed to give it a
double significance. “I mean,” she add-
ed, “Just one of those chronic travelers
who have nothing else to do and whose
way must be paved with letters of in-
troduction,” she floundered. “At least
that was the idea he gave of himself.”
She broke off, doubly angry that she
had tried to explain Kerr, and tried to
explain herself, when the circumstances
required nothing of the sort. She was
sure Clara had not missed her nervous-
ness, though Clara made no sign. Her
eves only traveled a second time to
Flora's hands, as if among the flare of
red and white jewels she was expecting
to see another color. To Flora's pal-
pitating consciousness this look made a
perfect connection with Clara's next
remark.

“At least his manners-are odd enough.
There was a minute last night when
he was really quite startling.”

Flora felt a small warm spot of color
increasing in the middle of each cheek.
Shé drew a long breath, as if to draw
in courage. Then Clara had really seen!
That smooth, blindish look of hers last
night had seen everything! And here
she was owning up to it and affably of-
fering herself as a confidante; and for
what reason under the sunsunless to
find out what it was that had so startled
Xemr? Flora felt like crying out, “If
you only knew what that thing may
be you would never want to come near-
er to it!"

“I am afraid he annoyed you, Flora.”

The girl looked into the kindly solici-
tude of Clara's face with a hard, almost
passionate credmlity. Was that really
all Clara had supposed?

“These continentals,” she went on,
now lightly swaying to and fro in her
chair, “have singular notions of Ameri-
can women. They take us for savages,
my dear.” /

“Then, isn’t it for us to show them
them that we are more than usually
civilized? I can't run away from him
like a frightened little native.”

“Of course not; but that is where I
come in; it's what I'm for—to get rid of
such things for yon.” That small, cool
smile made Flora feel more than ever
the immature barbarian of her simile.
Clara sat throwing the protection of
her superior knowledge and capability
around her like a missionary garment;
but Flora could have laughed with re-
lief. Then Clara merely supposed Kerr
had been impertinent. Her little in-
vasion had been really nothing but
pure kindness and protection; and
Flora couldn’'t but feel grateful for f{t.
Last night she had thought herself so
absolutely alone; and here was a friend
coming forward again, and stepping
between her and the thing above all
others she was helpless about—the real
world.

Clara had risen, and stood consider-
ing a moment with that same sweet,
impersonal eye which Flora found it
hardest to comprehend.

“What I mean,” she explicitly stated,
“is that if he should undertake to carry
out his preposterous suggestion and
call this afternoon, T am quite ready,
if you wish, to take him off your
hands.”

This last took Flora's breath away.
It had mot occurred to her that Clara
had overheard. It shocked her, fright-
ened her; and yet Clara’s way of stat-
ing the fact, as if it were the most
natural thing in the world, made Flora
feel that she herself was in the wrong
to feel thus. For, after all, Clara had
been most tactful, most considerate and
delicate in conveying her knowledge,
not hinting that Flora could have been
in the slightest degree responsible for
Kerr’'s behavior; but sweotg taKing it
for granted that they, of course, were
banded together to exclude this out-
lander. Under her sense of obliga-
tion, and what she felt ought to be
gratitude, Flora floundered for words.
- “You're very kind” she managed to
get out; and that seemed to leave her
committed to hand Kerr over, tied hand
and foot, when she wasn't at all sure
S iion T SHAD telt Mrs. Hercio

“Then I shall s. that
you will consider the house?’ said
Clara, already in -the act of departure.
“She is to call today to go into it with

me more  thoroughly. Thus far we've
only pla about the edges.”
‘Her" strayed toward the dress-

'lt._*nd‘:_u she

or.
ing table as she passed

reached the door she glanced over
the chiffonier. It was on the tip of
Flora's tongue to ask her if she had
mislaid something, when Clara turned
and smiled her small, tight curled
smile, as if she were offering it as a
symbol of mutual understanding. Cu-
riously enough, it checked ¥lora's
query about the straying glances, and
made her wonder that this was the
first time in their relation that she
had thought Clara sweet,

But there was another quality In
Clara she did not lose sight of, and
she waited for the closing of a door
further down the hall before she drew
the sapphire from under her pillow.

With the knocking at the door her
first act had been to thrust it there.
The feeling that it was gping to be
hard to hide was still her strongest in-
gtinct about it; but the morning had
dissipated the element of the super-
natural and the horrid. that it had
shown her the night before. It seemed
to have a clearer and a simpler beauty;
and the hope revived in her that Its
beauty, after all, was the only re-
markable thing about it.

Her conviction of the night before
had sunk to a shadowy hypothesis.
She knew nothing—nothing that would
justify her in taking any stép; and
her only chance of knowing more lay
in what she would get out of Kerr;
for that he knew more about her ring
than she, she was convinced. She was
afraid of him, yet, in spite of her fear,
she had no intention of handing him
over to Clara. For on reflection she
knew that Clara’'s offer must have a
deeper motive than mere kindness, and
she had a most unreasonable feeling
that it would not be safe. She felt a
little guilty to have seemed to take her
companion's help, while she left her
so much at sea as to the real facts.
But, after all, it was Clara who had
forced the issue.

She thought a good deal about Clara
while she was dressing. A good many
times lately she had looked forward
to the fall, the time of her marriage,
when their rather tense relationship
would be ended. ‘Tlnis house in the
country, which was to be her last little
bachelor fling, was to be Clara's last
commission for her.

Think how she would, she could but
feel as if she were ungratefully aban-
doning Clara. Clara had done so well
by her in their three years together!
There surely must be immediately
forthcoming for such a remarkable
person another large opportunity, and
vet she couldn’t help recalling their
first encounter in the particularly dull
boarding house where Clara was tem-
porarily shelved;” where, nevertheless,
she had not conceded an inch of her
class, nor a ray of her luster to cir-
cumstance. This surprising luster was
the gloss of her body, the quality of
her clothes and accessories, the way
she traveled and the way she smiled.
It was the bloom of luxury she kept
about her person through all her vary-
ing surroundings. She had never to
rise to the level of a new position;
she was there already; and she never
came down.

Flora knew it was for just her air
of being ready that she had trusted
Clara, and for the three years of their
association she had never falled to find
her companion ready wherever their
common interests were concerned. She
had no reason for not trusting Clara
now, except the knowledge that, by
her own approaching marriage, their
interests would be separated, and her
feeling that Clara’s prudence must al-
ready be by way of looking out for
itself alone.

Yet Clara would do a kindness if it
did not inconvenience her, and surely
this morning she had been kind. Still
Flora felt she didn't want to reveal
anything until she was a little surer
of her own position. When she knew
better where she stood she would know
what she could confide to Clara. Mean-
while, if there was any one to whom
she could turn now it would surely
be Harry.

Yet, if she did, what a lot of
awkward explanations! She ecould not
return the sapphire without giving
reason, and what a thing to explain—
that she had not only worn it, but, in
a freak, shown it to the one of all
people he mest objected to.

Nevertheiess the most sensible thing
clearly was to go through with it and
confess to Harry. Then she must com-
municate with him at once. No—she
would wait until after breakfast. There
was plenty of time. Kerr would not
come until the afternoon. But after
breakfast, she wondered if it wouldn't
be as well to ring him up at luncheon
time? Then she would be sure of find-
ing him at the club.

Meanwhile she dared not let the
sapphire out of her grasp; and yet she
could not wear it on her hand. She
had thoughtf of the tear shaped pouch
of gold which it was her custom to
wear; but the slender length of chain
that linked it to her neck was too
frail for such a precious weight. At
last she had fastened it around her
neck on the strongest chain she owned,
and thus she carried it all the morn-
ing under her bodice with a quieter
mind that had been hers on the first
day she had worn it, when there had
been nothing to explain her uneasiness.

She was quite sure she was going
to give back the sapphire to Harry,
yet she.couldn’t help picturing to her-
self what her meeting with Kerr would
have been, supposing she had decided
differently. As the morning slipped by
she found herself doubting that he
would come at all. Her attitude of the
night before had surely been enough
to discourage any one. Yet If he didn’t
come she knew that she would be dis-
appointed.

She was alone at luncheon, and in a
dream. She glanced now and then at
the clock. She rose only 10 minutes
before the hour that Harry was in
the habit of leaving the club. She went
upstairs slowly and stopped in front
of the telephone. Sheftouched the re-
ceiver, drew her hand back and turned
away. She shut the door of her own
rooms smartly after her.

She did not try to—because she
couldn’t—understand her own pro-
ceeding. She merely sat, listening, as
it seemed to her, for hours.

But when at last Kerr's card was
handed in to her it gave her a shock,
as if something which couldn't hap-
pen, and yet which she bad all along
expected, had come to pass.

In her instant of indecision Marrika"
had got away from her, but she called
the girl back from the door and teold
her to say to Mrs. Britton that Mr.
Kerr had called, but that Miss Gilsey
would see him herself.

She started with a rush. Half way
down the stairs she stopped, horrified
to find what her fingers were doing.
They were closed around the little lump
that the ring made in the bgsom of her
gown, and she had not known it. What
if she had rushed in to Kerr with this
extraordinary manifestation? What if,
while she was talking to him, her hand
should continue to creep up again and
yet again to that place, and close
around the jewel, and make it evident,
even in its hiding place? time
had come when she must even hide it
from herself, And yet, to creep back
up the stair when she made sure Kerr
must have heard her tumultuous down-
ward rush! . It would never do to
soundlessly retreat. She must go back
boldly, as if she had forgotten nothin;
more considerable than a pocket h.mL
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Yet before she reached the top azaln
she found herself going tiptoe, as If
she were on an expedition se sgecret
that her own ears should not hear her
footsteps. But she went direct and un-
hesitating. It had come to her all
in a flash where she would put the
sapphire. The little buttoned pocket of
her bathrobe. There it hung in the
bathroom on one unvarying peg. the
most immovable of all her garments,
safe from the excursions of Marrika's
needle or brushes, not to be disturbed
for hours to come.

She passed through her bedroom,
through her dressing foom into the
bathroom. The robe was hanging be-
hind the door. It took her a moment
to draw out the ring and disentangle its
c:ain. and while she was doing this
she

became aware of movings to
and fro in her bedroom. She drew
the door half open, the better to
conceal herself behind it, and at

the same time, through the widened
crack of the jamb, to keep an eye
on the dressing room, and hurried lest
Marrika should surprise her. But
nevertheless she had barely slipped the
ring intQ the littlea pocket and re-
fastened the flap, when Clara opened
the bedroom door and stood looking
into the dressing room.

Flora experienced a sharp start of
surprise, and then of wonder. Here
was Clara agaln seeking her out!
Here she stood, brushed and polished,
and finished to a pitch of virtue,
«gain taking Flora at a disadvantage,
hiding behind her own door. But at
the least she was grateful that Clara
had not seen her. She stooed a minute
collecting herself. She wasn't doing
anything she need be ashamed of, or
that she need explain, or that need
even awakeh suspicion. But befora
she could take her courage in both
hands and come out of her retreat,
Clara had reached the middle of the
dressing room and stood still

Her lifted veil made a fine mist
above the luster of her eyes. She was
perfect to the tips of hér immaculate
white gloves, and she wore the simple;
sober look of a person who thinks
himself alone. Then it wasn't Flora,
Clara was looking for! She was look-
ing all around—over the surface of
every object In the room. Presently she
went up to the dressing table. She
laid her gloved hahds upon it, and
looked at the small objects strewn over

its top. She took a step backward
and opened the top drawer. She
reached Into it, and delicately ex:

plored.

Flora could see the white gloves go-
ing to and fro among her white hand-
kerchiefs, could see them find, open
and examine the contents of her jewel
box. And the only thing that kept
her from shrieking out was the feel-
ing that this abominable thing which
was being enacted before her eyes
couldn’t be a fact at all

Clara took out an old pockethbook,

shiny with years, shook from (it a
shower of receipts, newspaper clip-
pings, verses. She let them lie. She

took out a long violet box with a per-
fumer's seal upon i{t. It held a bunch
of dried violets. She took out a bon-

bonniere of gold filigree. It was
empty. A powder box, a glove box, a
froth of lace, a handful of jewelers
boxes, a jewel flung loose into the
drawer. This she pounced upon.
It was a brooch! She let it fall—turned
to the chiffonier; upended the two

vages of Venetian glass, lifted the lids
of jars and boxes, finally came to the
drawers. One by one she took them
out, turned the contents of each rapid-
ly over, and left them standing, gaping
white ruffiles andq lace upon the floor.
She took up daintily, in her white kid
fingers, slippers, shook them upside
down. She opened the door of the
closet, and disappeared within. There
was audible the flutterings of all the
distressed garments, with little busy
pausés. Then Clara came out, with her
hat a little crooked, and stood in the
middle of the room still with her ab-
sorbed and sober face, looking over the-
gaping drawers, pulled out and rifled,
with their contents heaped up and
streaming over the floor,

Her eye fell upon the waste basket.
She turned it upside down, and stooped
over the litter. She gathered it up in
her white gloves and dropped it back.
Then, for the first time, she glanced at
the bathroom door; stood leoking at
it, as if it had occurred to her to look
in the soap dish. Then she turned
again to the room, to the dressing
table. She put back into the pasteboard
jewelers’ boxes, the jeweled pin, the
laces, which she shook out and folded
daintily, the glove and powder boxes,
the gold bonbonniere, the long violet
box, the leather pocket book, each deft-
1y and unhesitatingly in the place from
which she had taken it, and all the
heaps of white handkerchiefs.

One by one she laid back in the chif-
fonier drawers the garments, preperly
and *neatly folded, that she had so has-
tily snatched out of them. The sun,
streaming full into the room, caught
gleams in her pale hair and struck
blindingly upon the heaps of white
around her,”and made two dazzling
points of her gloved nands that moved
as deftly as hands uncovered. She slid
back to the last drawer in the chif-
fonier, and rose from her knees, lightly
dusting off the front of her gown, went
to the closet door and closed it. She
stood before it a moment with a face
perplexed and thoughtful., them turned
alertly toward the outer door. As she
passed the mirror she looked into it,
and touched her hat straight again, but
the action was subconscious. Clara
wasn't thinking of it.

Flora stood as if she were afraid to
move, while Clara crossed her bedroom,
stopped, went on and closed the outer
door behind her. And even after that
soft little concussion she stood still,
burning, choking, struggling with the
overwhelming force of an affront whose
tmport she did not yet realize. Out in
her sunny dressing room all the out-
raged furniture stood meek and in
order, frauding the eve to believe that
nothing had happened! She felt she
couldn’'t look things in the face a mo-
ment longer. She hid her face in the
folds of her dressing gown.

Why, she had thought that such
things couldn't happen! She had
thought that people’s private belong-
ings, ltke their persons, were inviolable,
They all always talked, she had talked,
about such things as if they were mere
nothings. They had talked about the
tery taking of the Crew idel as If It
were a splendid joke! But she had not
dreamed what such things were like
when they were near. When they were
held to you naked they were like
this? In the shame of it she could no
more* have faced Clara than if she had
surprised Clara naked.

She snatched the ring out of the
pocket of her gown and clutched it in
her hand. Was there no place in the
world where she could be sure of safety
for this?

With trembling fingers she fastened
it again to the chain about her neck.
She thought of Kerr downstairs wait-
ing for her. Well, she would rather
keep it with her. Then, at least, she
would know when it was taken from
her. - Still in the fury of her outraged
faith, she passed through her violated
rooms, and slowly along the hall and
down the stairs.

(To Be Continuwed Next Week)



