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At o private view of the Chatwarth per-
the

monnl estate, to be solil at auction,
Chatwaorth ring mysteriously i
Hﬂrr}' Cressy, who wos |
the ring to lils Hances, Flon
her chnporon, Mrs. (Clara B *-
Ing like n henthen god, with o beaatiful
sapphirve set In the hend, Flora discovs
ers an unfamilin:

wil In Harry,

N -

elally when the rving I8 discussed. She
attonds “ludles’ night” at the eclub and
isliman, It

meets Mr, K
out that 1l
a8 the O'r

COMeS
e hns heon kKnown
disnppearnncs re-

missing
r ol

1in

enlls the explolth of Farrell Wand, nn
English :--1.-3 Florn has a fancy that
Harry and Kerr wre concernsd fh  the
my¥slery.

CHAPTER IV,
Flowers by the Way.

Flora llked this funny litile dining |
room wilh walls a& (rall as box-boards,
low-celled nnd flooded with sun. 1t
recalled surroundings she had known
later than the mining camp, but long
before the great red house, It seemed
to her that she fitted here better than
the Purdies, She looked across at
Kerr, sitting opposite, to see If per-
baps he fitted too. But he was for-
elgn, decldedly, He kept about him
etill the hint of delicate masquerade
that shie had noticed the night before.
Out of doors, alone with her. he had
lost it. For a moment he had been
absolutely off his guard,

She rose from the table with the
fecling that in an hour all three of|
them had become quite old friends of |
hig, though without knowing anything |
furthier about him,

S'We must do this again,” Mra. Pur-
die sqid, as they parted from her in
the garden.

“Surely we
her,

But Flora had the feeling that they
never, never would. Far him it had
been a chance touching on a sirange
shore,

But at least they were golng away |
together. They would walk together
as far as the little car, whose tarminal
wng the edge of the purade-ground.

kL - 1
will,” Kerr answered |

But fust outside of the gate he
stopped.

“‘Da wyou especinlly like board
wilke?" he acked

It was an instant before she took

“iNo.

his meaning. Then she lnughed.
I like green paths.”

He waved with his cane, “There {8
r, that goes over a bridge,
and bevond that a hill"”

“And at the top of that
ecar,"”, Flora reminded him,

“Alb, well,” he gald, “there are flow-
ers on the way, at least.” He looked
At her whimsically, “There are three
purple irises under the bridge. 1 no-
tieed. them as 1 enme down,”

She was pleased that he had no-
ticed that for himsclf—plessed, too,
that he had suggested the longer way.

The narrow path that  they had
chosgn branched out upon the main
path, broad and yellow, which dipped
dowaward into the hollow. From there
came the murmur of water. Green
showed through the white grass of
last ' summer. Sauntering between
plantations of young eucalyptus, they
came to the arched stone bridge. They

another
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leaned on the parapet, looking down

at the marshy stream beneath and nti

the three irises Kerr had remarked,
knee-deep in swamp ground..

“Now that I see them I suppose 1
want them,” Fora remarked.,

“Of course,” he nssented.
hold all these."

He put into her hands the loose
bunch of syringa and rose plucked for
her in the Purdies’ garden, laid his
hat and gloves on the parapet; then,
with an eye for the better Dbank,
walked to the end of the bridge.

She watched him descending the
steep bank and issuing into the broad
shallow basin of the stream's way.
The sun was still high enough to A1l
the hollows with warm light and mel-
low the doubles of trees and grass in

“Then

the stream. In this landscape of
green and pale gold he looked black
and tall and angular. The wind blew
longish locks of hair across his fore
head, and she had n moment's plensed |
and timorous reflection that he looked
like Batan coming Into the Garden.
He advanced from tussock to tus-
gock. He camoe to the brink of the
marsh. The lilies waved what seemed
but a hand's breadth from him. But
he stooped, he reached— Oh, could
anything go foolish happen as that he
could not get them! Or, more fool-
ish atill, plunge in to the knees! He
straightenad from his (rultless effort,
drew back, but before she conld think
what he was about he had leaned for-
ward again, flashed out his cane, and
with threo quick, cutting slashes the
1illes were mown. It was deftly, del
leately, astonishingly done, but it gave
her a singular shock, as if she had

seen a hawk strike igg prey. He drew
them eleverly toward him in  the
crookk of his cane, took them up

daintily in hias fingers, and returned to

her across the shallow wvalley. Shnl
waited him with mixed emotions.

“Oh, how could yon!" she mur-|

{

mured, as he put them nto her hand.

He looked at her ﬁl amused as-
tonishment, “Why, aren’t they right?”

They were as c¢lean clipped off and
as porfect as If the daintlest hand bud |
plucked them

“Oh, yes,” admitted, “they're |
lovely, but 1 don't like the way you
got them,” |

"l took the means 1 had*™ he ob-
jected.

“1 don't think I like it.”

His wnole fnce was sparkling with
interest and amusement, “Ts that so?
Why not?"

“You're too—too'—zhe enst about
for the word—"too terribly resource
fult" 3

“l gee,”" he gald. 1If she had feared
he would laugh, it showed how little
ghe had gauged the 1Umits of his
laughter. He only looked at her rath-
er more intently than he had before.

“Dut, my good echild, resourceful-
ness Is a very natural instinet. T am
afraid you rend more into it than is
there. You wanted the flowers, 1 had
n stick, and In my youth I was taught
to strike clean and stralght. 1 am
really a very simple fellow."

Looking him in the eyes, which
were of a clear, eandid gray, she was
ready to belleve it. 1t seemed as I
he had let her 1onk‘ for a moment
through his manner, his ironies, his
armor of indiference, to the frank
foundations of his nature.

“Hut, you gee, the trouble 18 you
don't In the least look it she ar-
gued,

“8o you think because I have a long

she

face and wild halr that | am a slnlster
person? My dear Miss Gillsey, the
most despernte character 1 ever knew
was five feot high and wore mutton-
chop whiskers, It I8 an uncertaln
business Jjudging men by their ap-
Ppearance.”

As soon as  silence feel between
them she saw that wave of precccupas
tion which had submerged him during
thelr walk from the parade-ground to
the Purdies’ rising over him again
and flodting him away from her. He
no longer even looked at her. His
eyes were on the groand, and It was
not until they had erossed the open
expanse of the shallow valley and
were climbing toward the avenue of
cypress that she found cournge to put
her question,

“Mave you and Mr. Cressy met be-
fore?"

He raised his head with a jerk and |
looked at her a moment In astonish- |
ment.

“Do you mind if T answer your ques-
tion American fashlon by asking an-
other? he sald presently. “What
put it Into your hend that we may
linve met before?”

“The way you looked at each other
at the club, and again this morning.”

Kerr shook his head. “You are an
observant young person! The fact 1s,
I've never met him—of that 1I'm cer-
tain, but 1 believe I've seen him be-
fore, and for the life of me, I can't
think where. At the moment you
spoke 1 was trying to remember.” |

“Was it in this country?® Flora

prompted, hopeful of flahing some- | ment while she jeaned forward ex-!

thing definlte out of this vagueness,

“No, It was years ago. It must
have been In England." He looked at
her inguiringly, as if he expected her
to help him.

“Oh, Harry's been in England,” she
gald qulekly: and then, with a n:uah-|
ing thought, came to her

English experience. Was it at a Imll‘.’l
The question came to her lips, hul|
ghe ehecked it there. She remembered

how Harry had stopped her the night |

before with a nod, with a look, from | should have been so mysterious about |
| mentloning that very thing. |

“So you're not going to tell me?” |
Kerr remarked, and she came back |
to a sudden consclousness of how her

tace must have reflected her thought. | akead that s reward of $20,000 would |

“No—not this time!" she said, smil-
Ing, though romewhat lushed,

He knitted lids brows at her. They |
had reached the arched gate, and the|

cor that would carry her home was
approaching,
"Ah, then, T am afrald it will be

never,” he sald,

Was it posaible this was their last |
meeting? Did he mean he was going
away? The question formed In her
mind, but there was no time for words.
He had stopped the car with a flick
of his agile cane, and handed her In
as if he had handed her into a car
ringe; and pot a word as to whether
they would see each other agaln,
though she hoped and hesitated to the
last moment,

CHAPTER V.
On Guard.

He had so disturbed her, his pres-
ence had so obliterated other pres-|
ences and annthilated time, that it took
an encounter with Clara to remind her
of her arrangement for the evening.
The dance? No, she had given that up,
Sha had promised Harry to be at
bome. Clara wanted to know rather
austerely what she intended to do
about the dinner., This was dreadful!
Flora had forgotten It completely.
Nothing to be done but go, and leave
a message for Harry—apology, and
assurance that she would be home
carly. She wondered if she were los-
ing her memory.

She appeared to be changing alto-
gether, for the dinner—a merry one
—bored her, What she wanted was
to get away from It as soon as pos-
gible for that Interesting evening.
When she had made the appointment
with Harry she had been excited by
the thought that he might tell her
wother he had learned anything from
the major that morning In the matter
of the ring. But now she was Imore
engrossed with the idea of asking
about Kerr—whether Harry had real-
Iy met him—if so, where; and, final.
ly, why did not Harry want her to
mention that embassy ball?

Primed with these questions, she
left immediately after colffee, arriving
at her own red stone portal at ten.
But coming in, all a-flutter with the
Idea of having kept him waiting when
ghe had go ninch to a=zk, she found her
note as she had left it She question-
ed Shima. There had been no mes-
sage from Mr. Cressy. Her first an-
noyance was lost in wonder, What
could be the matter? |~

She went into the drawing room—
a dull.pink, stupendous chamber—
knelt a moment before the flashing
wood fire, then rose, and crossing to
the window, looked anxiously out. She
had a flight of fancy towards accl
dents, but in that case she would cer-
tainly have heard. The French clock
on the mantel rang half-past ten. The
sound hnd hardly died in the great
spaces before she heard the flne snarl
of the electric bell

She restrained an Impulse to dart
into the hall, and stood impatient In
the middle of the room.

He came In hastlly, his lips all

fine apologies for being out are
wnated. How long do you think
Clara’ll et you stop at thls hour?”

“Clara {sn't here” he sald.

“Well, then your time fa all the
shorter.” Bhe was nettled that he
ahould be oblivious of hig lapse.

“I'm sorry,” he sald, arriving at last
at his apology.
ing late. I've had a day of it.” He
drew his hand across his rorehead,
and she noticed that he was In his
morning clothes and looked as rum-
pled and flurrfed as a man just from
the office.

She relented. "Poor dear! You do
look tired! Don't take that ebair. It'a
more Louls Quinze than eomfortable.
Come Into the library, And remem-
ber," she added, when Shima had set
the deeanter and glasses beside him,
“you are to stay just 20 minutes."

He took a sip of his drink and
looked at her over the top of his
glags, "I may have Lo stay longer If
¥ou want to hear about 1t."

"Oh, Harry, you really know some-
thing? All the evenlpg I've heard
nothing but the wildest rumora. Some
eay Mn). Purdia eouldn't
cAuse some one ‘way up knows more
than she should about It. And some-
body elss gald It wasn't the real ring
at all that was taken, only a paste
copy, and that Is why they're not do-
ing more ahout getting It back."

“Not dolng more about gelting it
back?" Harry. laughed. “Is that the
fdes that generally prevails? Why,
Flora—" Te stopped, walted a mo:

lpn-vlnnt. “Flora,"” he began agaln,
“are you mom?"
She nodded, breathless,

“Not a word to Clara?™*

"Oh, of course npot"

“Well—" He twisted around In his
chalr the better to face her. “Tomor-

Idol, and no questions asked.”

“Oh!" she sald. And agnin, “Oh,
fa that all!" She was disnppointed
“I don't see why you and the major

that."

"“You don't, eh? Suppose you had
taken the ring—wouldn't It make n dif-
ference to you If you knew 24 hours

be published? Wouldn't
every mon's hand to be against you
at that price? If you hoad o pal,
wouldn't you be afraid he'd sell you
up?"

Flora leaned forward with knitted
brows. "Yes, 1 can goe that, but still,
just among ourselves, this morning—"

Harry smiled. “You've lost sight of
the fact that 1t Is jnst among our
selves the thing has happened.”

“Oh, oh! Now you're ridiculous!™

“l might be, If the thing had hap-
pened any where but in this town;
but think a moment. How much do
we know of the people we moeet,
where they were, who they were, be-
fore they came here? There's a case
in point. It was not quite ‘among our-
selves' this morning”

“Harry, how horrid of you!" She
was on the point of declaring that she

knew Kerr very well Indeed; but she |

remembered this might not be the
thing to say to Harry.

“My dear girl, I'm not saying any-
thing against him. 1 only remarked
that we did not know him."

“Daon't you, Harry?"

He gave her a quick look.
what put that Into your head?"

“I—I don't know. [ thought you
looked at him very hard last night in
the pleture gallery. And afterward,
at supper, don't yon remember, you
did not want mie to mentlon your con-
nection with something or other he
wns talking about?”

“Something or other he was talking
about?" Harry Inguired with a frown.
ing smile,

“I think it was about that embassy
ball—"

“l didn’t want you to mentlon the
embassy pall?" he repeatoed, and now
he was only smiling. “My dear child,
surely you are dreaming.”

She looked at him with the bewlld-
ered feeling that he was flatly con-
tradicting himself. And yet she could
remember he had not shaken his head
at her. He hnd only nodded, Could
it be that her cherished Imuagination
had played her a trick at last? Dut
the next moment it cceurred to her
that somehow she had been led away
from her firet question.

“Then have you scon him, Harry?"
ghe [nsigted,

“No!" He jerked it out so sharply
that it startled her, but she stuck to
her subject.

“And you wouldn't have minded my
telling bim you had been at that
ball?"

There was a pause while Harry
looked at the fire. Then— “Look
here,” ke burst out, “did he ask you
about jt?" ;

“Oh, no," ghe protested. 1 ouly just
happened to wonder.™

He stared at her as If he would
have liked to shake, her, But then
he rose from his frowning attitude be-
fore the fire, came over to her, sat
on the arm of her chair, and, with the
tip of one finger under her chin,
lifted her face; but she did not 1ift
her eyes. She heard only his voice,
very low, with a caressing note that
she hardly knew as Harry's.

“It isn't that I care what you say

“Why,

“l couldn't help be-|

speak be- |

you expect |

“Is that a promise?

“Harry, how you do dlslike him!"

“Well, suppose 1 do?" he shrugged.

“You've used up twice your 20 min-

utes,” ghe sald, “"and Clara wlill be

| seandalized.

“Now, really, you must go home,"
| she urged, trying to rise.

“But look hers,” he protested, still
on the arm of her chalr, “there's an-
other thing 1 want to ask youn about.”
And by the tip of one finger he Hfted
her left hand shining with rings.
“You will have to have another ope
of these, you know. It'a been on my
mind for a week. Is there any sort
you haven't already?”

She held up her hand to the light
and fluttered its glitter,

“Any one thot yon gave me would
| b2 different from the others, wouldn't

1t?" she psked prottily.
| “Oh, that's very nice of you, Flora,
but I want to find you something
new. When shall we look for [t? To
morrow, In the morning?"*

1 "Yes, I should love it she an-
awered, but with no partienlar en-
thusinem, for the idea of shopping

with Harry, and shopping at Shrove's,
did not present a wide field of possi-
bility. “But I have a luncheon to-mor-
row,” she added, “so we must make it
ns early as ten"

“Oh, you two!"

At Clara's mildly reproving volce so
cloge beside them both started like
|r-mquira1nrs. They hnd not heard her
eome In, yet there she wans, just In-
| side the doorwny, still wrapped In
her e¢loak. Dut there was none of the
Impetus of arrested motion in her at-
titnde. She atood at repose as If ghe
might have walted not to Interrupt
them,

“Don’t seold  Flora,"
rinlng. “It's my Cault
away hall an hour aro

sald Hnarry.
She sent me
But it Is so

the one|row there will be published n reward | COmfortable here!”
scene Harry hnd mentioned In his | of 220,000 for the return of the Crew |

Flora enuldn’t tell whether he was

simply natoral, or whether he waa r,rl-.--[

| ing this domestle eolor to thelr Inter-
view on purpose.  She rather thought
it waa the Iatter,

“To-morrow at ten, then!" he aald
| eheerfully to Fiorn, The stiff curtains
rustled behind him and the two wom-
en were left together
CHAPTER Vi.

-l

Blzck Magic.

The memary of Clara’s Incrodulous
ginnee remained with her as some-
thing curious, and she wns not unpre-
pared to be challenged when, the next
morning, she hurrled down the hall,
drawing on her gloves. Clara’s door
did open, but the lady herself, yawn-
| ing lightly on the threshold, had this
| thie no questiong for her. “"Romem-
bor the luncheon,” she advised, “and
| by the wny, Ella wanis us to sit In
their box tomight. Don't forget to tell
Harry."
| Flora threw back a gay "All right,”
but she was In danger of forgetting
even the object of their errand, once
sho and Harry were out in the bright
glare of the street. The wind, keen
und resinous {rom the wet Presidlo
woods, blew at thelr back down the
shart block of pavement, and buffeted
them broadside ns they waited on the
corner for the slow-crawling little ear,
" It was a continuous progrees back-
|“‘;L!‘|.’ toward the old, the orlgioal
( town. There was no stately nucleus.
This town was a succession of widen-
ing ripples of progress, each newer,
more polished than the last, but not
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differcut In gquality from the old cen-
ter that still teemed—a reglon of frafl
wooden rookeries full of foreign con-
tending Interests, baunted with the
adventures of Its feverish past. It
bad built Itsell on thie hopes of a mo-
ment, and what spread from ft still
was the spell of the new, the chang-
Ing, and the reckleas,

And now, as they slipped down the
long decline into the foreign guarter
the pungent oriental hreath of Chinas
town was blown up to them. She
breathed it In readily. It was pleas-
ant because It was strange, outland-
ish, suggesting a wide web of life be-
yond her own knowledge, 8he won-
dered what Harry was thinking of It,
ns he sat th his passive profile
turned from her te the heathen street
ahead, Bhe guessed, by the curl of
his nostrll, that It was only present
to him as an unpleasant odor to be
got through as quickly as possible;
but she was wrong, He had another
thought, This tlme, oddly enough, &
thought for her,

He gave It to her presently, abrupt,
matter-of-fact, materinl. “That Chi-
| nese goldamith down there has good
|ulul‘l now and then. How'd you like
to lopk in there before we go on to

what-you-call'om’s — the rogular
place?™
“You menn for a ring?' She was

!lin-.,-h'lrul only of lila baing In earnest.
| “You have suo many of the Shrove
| kind," he explained. “1 thought you
| might llke It, Flora; you're so ro-
mpntie!™ he lrughed.

“Like 1t!" she cried, too touched nt
hig thought for heyr to resent the ime
putation. “I should love it! But I
didn't know they had sueh things."

“Now and then—though It Is a rare
chanoee.*

“ut that will be just the fun of 16"
alie lingto . half afrald lest Marry
ghould ehangoe his mind, "to see if we
eun pessibly find one that will be dif-
terent from all these others”

Hhe kept thia little feeling of explo-
ratlon elosa about her, as they left the
car, o block nbove the green trees of
the plaza, and entered one of the nar-
row stroets, that was not even a cross-
street, but on alley, running to a bag'a
end, with baleonles, green rallings and
narcigsi taking the sun.

A slant-eyed haby in o mauve blouse
gtared after them; and a white face
so polsoned In its badness that it gave
Flora n start, pecred at them from
across the street, 1t made her shrink
a little behind Harry’'s broad shoulder
and take hold of his arm. The mere
touch of that arm was sccurity. His
blg presence, moving agilely beside
her, seemed to fill the streect with Its
strength, ag If, by merely flinging out
his arms, Sampon-like, he conld burst
the dark walls asunder.

{TO RE CONTINUED.)

The Reason Why,
“Can you tell me why singers and
actresses make farewell tours™
“That's the reason—that they may
fare well"”

|
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|
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