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SYNOPSIS,

At o private view of the Chatworth per
sonal estale, to be sold sl sucths .
Chntworth ving mysterionsly
Harry Crodsy, who was pres
the ring o his flnnees, Flora .
her choperon, Mrs Clara Britton, ns be
g Hke o heathen god v beautiful
mapphive sol in the hend Mlorn discoy
ere an untaumilior mood in Harry, cedpe
clally when the ving 18 dlsogusmed,

CHAPTER Il.—Continued,

The pleture gallery was new, an ad
ditlon; and the plain, narrow, unex
pected door In this place, where all
was high, arehod, olpborite and Nour-
Ihed, woe Hke n loophola through

which to sllp lnto n forelgn atmos

phere. This atmwosphere wia rosinous
of freah wood: the Ught  was thilck
with drifting moles the  enrpels

harshly new, slipping beneath the fest
on the too pollshed floor; tha bare
bones of the place vet  gearcely cov-
ered. But Its quiet woas after all com:
parative. There were plenty of poople
Ungering in groups in the center of
the gallery, which was dusky, eclipsed
by the great raflectors that elreled
the room, throwing out the pletures In
& bright band of color around the
wills, People leaning from thin bor
der of lHght back into the duak to
murmur together, vanished and reap-
peared with such fascinnting abrupt-
nesn that Flora caught hersell guess
Ing what wort of face, where this
nearest group stood just on the edge
of ghadow, would pop out of the dark
next

Bhe was ready for something ex
traordinary, but now, when it came,
she wns taken aback by i It gave
her a start, that toss of hlanck halr,
that long, firregular, pale face whoxe
scintillant, snrdonie smile was merclh
lessly upon the poor, inndequate ple
tureface fronting him. His
above the rail was so abropt that his
long, lean baeck was almost horlzontal,
yel even thus there was something
elegant in the swing of him-—In the
careless twist of his head, around, to
spenk to the woman behind him. The
Hght above struck blind on the glass
in one eye, hut the other daneed with
a genial, a mad scintilintion, The lght
of It caught lke contagion, and
touched the maorest glancer at  him
with the spark of its warm, fronle

mirth. The question which naturally
rose to Flora's lips—"Who In the
world Is that?'—she chocked: why,

ghe didn’t ask herself. She only felt
as she followed Clara, tralling away
across the floor, that the Interest of
the evening which had promised go
well, beginning with  the Chatworth
ring, had been ralsed even a  note
higher. Her restive fancy was begin:
ning again. All the footlights of her
Hitle secret stage were up.

Clara turned to the right, following
& bockoning fan, and Flora, dallying
with her anticipation, reasoned that
now they must cirele the room before
they shouldeace him—the Interesting
apparition. It was a pilgrimage of
which he on the other side was per-
forming his half. Perfunctorily talk-
ing from group to group, consclous
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now and ngain of the lagging Clara or
Harry, ghe could nevertheless koep n
sly eye on the stranger's equal  prog.
reng.  The fash of jet, and the volu
ble, substantial shoulders of the Indy
o profusely introducing him, were an
assurance of how that  pligrimage
would terminnte, sinee (6 was  Hlin
Duller who was parading him. bhe
oven wondered before which of the
florld pletures nt the far, other end of
the room, as before a shrine, the cere.
mony would take place,

She kept her eyes fixed on  the
palntings  before ber, and ns  she
moved down from one (o nuother, and
the volees of the nppronching group
drow nearer, one soparated fiself from
the general murmur, so clear, &0 ros-
onantly earvied, so cleanolipped off
the tongoe, that it stood out In sylin-
bles on the blur of wound which wnas
Klln Duller's  conversadon. 1t had
color, that volee; It had n quality so
shorp, so Wdividoal that it touehed
her with a mischievous wonder that
he dored speak so differently from all
the world about him. 'Then, six ple
tures awhy, she heard hor own name.

“Why, Florn Gilsey!™ It wna Ella's
husky, boylsh note. *“I've been look
ing for yvou all the evening! How
d'y'do, Harry?' She waved her hand
at im,  “Why, how d'y'do, Mra. Brit
ton? o wouldn't let papn go to sup-
per until I'd found you. ‘Papa,’ T sald,
Pwalt: Flora and Harry will be here.!
Y Hesldes,” she  had  quite  reached
Flora's alde by this time and commiu-
nleated It in an Impressive whinper, "1
want you to meet my Kngllshman.”
She looked over her shoulder, and
Inrgely beckoned to where the blunt
and florid Duller and his companlion,
with thelr backs to what they were
supposed to be looking at, were ox.
changing an anecdote of Infinite
amusemant

Duller's expression  eame  around
slowly to hls daughter's beckonlng
hand, but the Englishman's foace
gepmed to flash ot the Instant from
what he was enjoying to what wns
jexpected of him. In the flourish of In.
| troduections, across and across, Flora
| found herself thinking the reality less
extraordinary than she had at first
supposed. Now that Mr, Kerr was
fairly before her, presented to her,
and taking her in with the same lively,
lmpersonal Interest with  which  he
took In the whole room, "as If," sha
put It vexedly to herself, “l were n
specimen poked at him on the end of
a pin' it stirred in her n vague re-
sentment; and Involuntarily she held
him up to Harry. The comparison
ahowed him a Hitle worn, a Httle bat
tersd, n litle too perfunctory In man-
ner; but his geninl eyes, deep under
threatening brows, made Harry's eyes
peem to wtare rather coldly; and the
fine form of his long, plain face, and
the sensitive line of his long, thin lips
made Harry's beauty look—well, how
did 1t look? Hardly eallons,

’ This mixed limpression the two men
lgave her was disconcerting. She was
{all the more ready, to be wary of the
stranger. She had begun with him in
[the way she did with every one—in:
| stinctively throwing out a hreastwork
of conversntion from behind which
ghe could observe the epemy. But

though he had blinked at it, he had
not tnken her up, nor helped her out;
but had merely stood with his head a
little canted forward, as if he watched
her through her delenses,
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“Dut Bun Franclsco must seam 80
limited after London,” she had wound
up; and the way he had connldered it,
n lttle humorously, down his long
noge, made her doubt the Interest of
cltlen to be reckoned In round num-
Lera,

“It's all extraordinary,” he enld
“You're quile as extraerdinary in your
wiuy an we In ourn,"

“Oh," she wondered, atlll vexed with
his Inventory, “1 had alwayas supposed
us awfully commonplace. What ia our
way, plense?

“Ah," he asald, measuring bis long
otep to hera as they sanntered o Ht-
tle, “for one thing, vou're so awfully
rood to a fellow. In London"—and he
noddod back, as If London wore mere-
ly neross the room—"they're awfully
good to the gomebodies, ItU's the way
you tnke In the nobhodles over hers
that 1s wso astonlshing—the stray
Ienven that blow In with your ‘trade
nnd ean't ahow any credentials but o
lotter or two, and thelr faces; and
those"—his dinblerle danced out agaln

Ygomellmes such deuwcedly damnged
ones,”

It was almost Indecent, this parade
of his nonentity! Hhe wanted to say:
“Oh, hush! Thosoe are the things one
only enjoys—never talks anbout.” Dut
Instead, somewhere up at the top of
her volee, she sald: “Oh, we always
lock up our silver!*

“"Hut even then,” he quizszed her, "1
wonder how you dare to do It

“"Parhaps we have to, because we
onraelyves  are  all—" (“without any
eredentinls but thoss you mention,”)
she had been about to say—but there
she caught herself on the very edge of
giving herself and all the rest of them
awny to him; “<—all o awfully bored”
ghe  mischlevously ended with the
daintlest, falntest possible yawn be-
Iind her sproad fun,

Ho lookod as If she bad taken him
by surprise; then laughed out., “Oh,
that 12 the way they don't do here,” he
provolied her, “You musta’t, when
I'm not expecting 1t

“Then what are you expecting?”’ she
Inquired a lttle coolly.

“Well," he doliborated, “not expeot.
Ing you to get me ready for a sweet,
and then pop In a plekle; and present-
Iy expecting, hoping, anxlously antiecl
pating, what you really care to say.”

He wan expecting, she looked mall-
clously, more than he was lkely to
but the fact that he

gol; did - see
through her to that extent waa at
once delightful and charming. She

swayed back Into the shadow heyond
the dazzling Hne of light. She wanted
to eseape his seruting, to be able to
look him over from a safe wvantage-
ground, BPut he wouldn't have It. An

instant he stood under the torrent of
white radiance, challenging her to seo
what she could—then followed her in- |
to her retrent. “Shall we sit here?" ha b
suld, and sho found herpelf hopelessly |
ciut off and solnted wlih the enemy.

She conldn’t withhold a little grude
ing pleasure in the sharpness with |
which he had turned her maneuver |
and the way It had detached them
from the surrounding c¢rowd. For
thers, in the dusky center of the room,
It wns as if they watched from safe
covert the rest of thelr party exposed
in the glare of light; though not, as
Flora presently noted, quite escaping
observation themselves. For an In-
stant Harry turned and peored toward
them with a look In his intentness
that struck Mora ng something new in
him and made her wonder If he could
be jealous. She turned tentatively to
gee If Kerr had noticed It, and sur-
prised his glance In a quick transi-
tion back to hers.

"By your leave,” he sald, and took
away her fan, which in his hand pres-
ently assumed such rhythmie motion
that it ceased to be any more present
to her than a delicate current of air
upon her face,

He was not, she felt sure, In spite
of his light manipulation of her fan,
a person who cared to please women,
but one of that devastating sort who
care above everything to please .them-
selvea, and who are skilful without
practice; too skilful, she feared, for
her defenses to hold out against if
he intended to find out what she real-
ly thought. “Aren't we supposed to
be looking at the pictures?" she want-
ed to know,

He turned his back on the wall and
its attendant glare. “Why pletures,”
he Inquired, “when there are live peo-
ple to look at? Pletures for places where
they're all half dead. But here, where
even the damnable dust in the street
fs allve, why should they paint, or
write, or sculpt, or do anything but
live?” His irascible brows shot the
query at her,

Again the propesition of life—what-
ever that was—was held up before
her, and as ever she faltered in the
face of It. "I suppose they do it
here,” she murmured, with a vague
glance at the palntings around her,
“becnuse people do it everywhere
elge "

His disparagement was almost =&
snarl. “That's the rotten part of ft—
because they do it everywhere else!
As If there wasn't enocugh monotony
in the world already without every
chap trying to be like the next instead
of being himself!"

“But if you have to be what people
expect?”

“People don't want what they ex-

"Ah, If you think the goeinl gume Is
the game that countsa! 1 hnd expected
braver things of you. The ghme that
counta, my girl,” he preachoed It at hor
with hin long white hand, “the game
that 18 golng on out here s the big,
red game of life, That's the only ong
that's worth n gulnen; and there's no
winning or loning, thera's no right or
wrong to L, and It doesn't mslter
what & man Is In It ns long ns he's o
good one "

“Even If he fn a thief?* The ques
tlon wis out of Flora's lps belfors she
could eateh I, 1t was 0 challenge
She had meant to confound bifm; but
he enught It as If 1t delighted him,

“Well, what would you think?"

He threw 1t back nt her

What hadn’t she thought! How per
pletently her fancy had played with
the guestion of what sort of man thst
one might be who had #o wonderful:
Iy put bis hand under n glass onse and
deawn out the Chatworth ring,

"Oh," she Inughed dublously, “I sup-

posa hie s 8 good one as lobg s he
Isn’t enught.”
“What!" His face disowned her,
You think be's a rencgade, do you?
A chap In perpetunl  fight, taking
things because he has to, more or less
pursued by the law? Hah! It's a
gulld ng old, and a deal more honor
able, than the begear's. Your good
thief Is born to It It's his caste, It's
in his blood, It fan't money thiat he
wants, Il he had a wmilllon bhe'd be
the snme, And It 1gn't n manin elth-
er. s a professlon’ The English-
man leaned back and smiled at her
over the slegance of his long, Jolned
Nnger-tps,

Bhe looked at him with a dellghted
nlarm, with an Incrensing elation: but
whether these arose from hla lawless
declarations and  the alngolar  way
they kept metting before her more
vividly moment by moment the pos
#lble characler of the present keeper
of the Chatworth ring, or whether it
wia Juat the slght of Korr himsolf as

he mat there that astirred her, she
didn’t try to distingulsh,

"Hut suppose he was  your own
thief,” she urged; “took your own

things, | mean,” she hastily gmended,
“and suppose he turned out o be—
gome one vou knew and lked—" She
hesltated, She had come at lagt to whint
ghe really wanted to way. She had
brought out a question that had been
leasing her fancy ot intervals all the
while he had been talking, and he had
not even heard it He woasn't even look-
ing at her, Bhe had caught hilm off
his guard, * He was looking across her
shoulder stralght down the dim vista
of the room to the little blaze of bor-
dering light. He was looking at Har-
ry. No, Harry was looking at him.
Harry was looking with n ateady, an
intent gnze, and Kerr meeting It—it
might huve been merely the blank
glare of his monocle—seemed, to
Flora, to meet It n litle ingolontly.
She fancled In the fnstant something
to pasgs between the two men, some-
thing which, this tlme, she did pot
mistiuke for jealousy—a shade too dim
for deflance or suspicion, & deep
scrutiny that struggled to place some-
thing, some one,

Flora felt a sudden wish to break
that curious serutiny. It had broken
her Mttle moment, It had ghattored
the personal, almost Intimale note
that had been sounded batween them.
The lovk Kerr turned back to her was
vague, and stirred in her a dim re-
sentment that he could drop 1t all so
eanlly,

“Shall we join the othera?' It was

the volee with which she had begun
with him, but her eyes were hot
through thelr light mist of lashes, and
he threw her a comprehending glance
of amusement,

“Oh, no," he assured her, “we can't |
help ourselves. They are golng to
join us.” |

Ella Buller, In the van of her pro-
cesslon, was already descending upcm|
them. Her approach dissipated the
lngt remnant of their personal mo- |
ment. Her presence alwayas Insisted
that there was nothing worth while
but instant participation In her gen-
fality, and whatever subject It might
at the moment be taken up with,
This conviction of Ella's bad been
wont to overawe Flora, and it still
overwhelmed her; so that now, as
ghe followed In the trall of Ella's
marghaled force, she had a gullty feel-
ing that there should be nothing In
her mind but a normal desire for sup-
per.

Yet all the way down the great
stair, “the Corridors of Time,” whore
the white owl glared his glagsy wis-
dom on the passings and counter-
passings, she was haunted with the
thought that Harry had seen the ex-
traordinary Kerr before; not shaken
hands with him, perhaps—perhaps not
even heard his name; but somewhere,
across some distance, once glimpsed
him, and had never quite shaken the
memory from his mind. For there
was something marked, notable, unfor-
getable In that lean distinctiveness.
Against the sleek form of the men
they met and shook hands with, he
flashed out—seemed In contrast fairly
electrie. She saw him, just ahead of
her whers the crowd was thickening
in the door of the supper room, mak-
ing way for Clara through the press
with that exasperating solicitude of

der thelr pale-tinted hats, with thelr
amiling recognitions to Clara, to Flora,
to Elln, smilod with a sharpened In-
terest. It procladmed that Kerr wan
A stranger, and, In o cirele  which
found Hself a Hitle winle for lnck of
mnovations, a desirable one.
Apparently the dominnnt note of
thelr party was Elaw's elamorous se
lectlon for the supper: but to Flora
the more real thing war the atmos
phere of exoltewment and mystery sho
had boen moving in all the ayening
Bhe wan purdued by the obsedslon uf
ometbing more about to hnppen
sametling  lmminent — though, of
conrny, nothing would; at least, how
could anything happen here, to thon *
And by “them,” alie meant heraelf
nnd these people around bor so stupld
ly tnlking—the eternal repetition of
the story she had rend oul that “yen
Ing to Clira, and not one glimmer of
Heht!  8he wondersd I hor obseasion
wag all ber own—or did it rench o
one of them? Certalnly not Blia: not
Judgge Tallor, gettled into his collar,
choosing  champngnes Clnrn?  Bhno
had to skip Clarn. One never knew
whether Clara hmd not more behing
her smooth prettiness than ever ghe

brought 1o lght? Kerr? Perhapn.
With  him  she  felt  potentinlities
SO INOUH Harry?  Nover. Hurry

wis belng nppoaled to by all the wom-
en who conld get at hlm as to his part
In the affalr—what bad been his sen
satlons and emotlona? Hut  Flora
knew perfectly well he had liad none.
He was only oppreased by the stien
ton his fame in the matter, and the
eentral position of thelr table, brought
him, Protesting, he made his part an
amall as possible,

“On, confound I, If T ean't get at
my oystera!™ he complained, leaning

Laek Into his group ngaln with a
flgh

“You divide the honors with the
mysterious unknown, eh?" Kerr In

quired acrogs the table

“Hong 1t, there's no division! 1I'd
offer you a share!™ Harry lnughed,
and It oecurred to Flora how much
Kerr could have made of |t

“Purdie’d ke to ghnre something,”
Boller vouchsafed. “He's been paw
Ing the alr ever sinee Crew ceallod,
fand thia bas blown him up complete.
Iy

“Crrew?™  Florn  wondered Huore
wia something mare happening, Crow ?
Bhe bud not heard that name before.
It mude a stir among them all; but
If Kerr looked sharp, Clara lookod
sharper. Bhe looked at Harry and
Harry waa vexed,

"Who's Crew?" sild Klla; and the
Judge lnoked around on the sllence

“Why, bless my aoul, lsn't it— Oh,
nnyway, it will all be out tomorrow,
Dut 1 thought Harey'd told you. The
Chatworth ring wasn't Negaie's”

It had the effect of startling them
all npart, and then drawing thom
cloger together agaln around the table
over the uncorked hottles

“Why,” Judge Tluller went on, “this
ring Is a celebrated thing, It's the
‘Crew Idol!*" He throw the name out
na if that m [tsell expinined every.
thing, but the three women, at least
wera binnk.

“Why celebrated?" Clara ohjocted.
“The stones were only sapphires”

Kerr samiled at the measurs of
fame,

“Quite go,” he nodded to her, “but
there are geveral sorts of value about
that ring. Its age, for one'
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Ho had the attention of the tabls,
an If thoy sonsed bolilnd his words
more even than Judge Duller could
have told them,

“And then the superstition about 1k
IUs rather n pretty tals,” sald Kers,

looking at Florn, “You've seon the
ring-—n fgure of Vishou bent baok-
ward Into a clrele, with a head of
snpplilre; two yollow stones for the
cheoks and the braln of him of the
ong blus.  Just ag # plece of carving
It 1 o fine that Celllp) couldn't have
cqunled I, but no one knows when or
where L was made, The first that is
known, the Shah Jelinn had It In his
lreasure houns, The story 18 e stol
It, but, however that may be, ha n"
It na a beteothnl gt te hils wife—
porgibly the most beautiful'—hia sye-
Lrowas slgoaled to Flora his  unoes
talnty of that faet—"without doubt
the begtloved woman In the world.
When she died It was burled with her
—not in the tomb itkelf, but Io the
Taj Mahbnl; and for & contury or so 16
Iny there and gathered legends abowt
It ne thick ns dust. It was bellaved
to ba a tallaman of good fortune—es
poecinlly o love,

“It had nge; it had lotrinsle value;
It had beauty, and that one other
quality no man oan reslst—It was the
only thing of fta kind In the world
AL all events, It was too much for old
Noville Crew, when he saw It there
aome couple of hundred yoars ago,
When he left India the ring went
with bim. [Io never told how he got
I, but lucky marriagen cama with It
and the Crews would not take the
housa of lorda for It Thelr women
have worn it evor since”

For a moment the wonder of the
tale and the curlous spark of exolte-
ment it had produeed In the teller
kept the Hateners silent. Clara was
wna the first to return to facts, “Then
Nosgio—~" ghe prompted eagoerly.

Kere turned hila glngs In moditative
fingers.  “She wore It ns young Chat-
worth'a wifo." e held them all in
an Inorsasing tension, as If he drfew
them toward him,

“The eldor Chatwerth, Lord Crew,
In & bachelor, but, of course, the ring
reverted to  him  on  Chatworth's
denth."

"And Lord only knows," the jud
broke In, “how it got shipped wi
Beanle's property. Crew was out of
England at the time, e kept the
wires hot about I, and they managesd
to keep the fact of what the ring was
quist—hbut it got out today when Pur-
die found It wng gone. You ses he
wns phiowing It—and without speoial
permission”

(T BE CONTINUED.)

Cling to Inherited Tongue.
Aftar yeurs of cffort to spread the

English Ilangusge, the home todgue
of the full-blooded Hawallan s his
aboriginal Jargon. Exclusiva of the

half-whites in these Islands thers Is
but one famlly that talks the English
Innguage in its home. All the rest
are us trus to their Inherited tongue
ns they are to thelr racial hue.
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