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§YNOPSIS,

At & private view of the Chatworth por-
monal estate, to be wold at auction, the

hatworth ring mysteriounly disappaars.

arry Crossy, who was present, desoribes
the ring to his Hancee, Flora Gilssy, and
her chaperon, Mrs. Clarn Britton, as be-
ing like a heathen god, with n beautiful
sapphire ket In the head, Flora dlcov-
ers an unfamillar mood in Harry. cape-
clally when the ring Is digcussed, She

attends “lndles’ night'” st the club and
meets Mr, Kerr, an Englishman, 11 comea
out that the missing ring has been known
ms the Crew idol, It disappearance re-
ealls the exploits of Farrell Wand, nn

Emﬂinh thile Flora has a fancy that
arry and Kerr are concerned in  the
mystery. Kerr tells Flora that he hos
met Harry somewhers, but cannot ploce
him. A reward of $9.000 (s offered for the
veturn of the ring. Hirry admits to Flora
that he disliken Kerr. They make an ap-
pointment to select an engngement ring,

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

In the middle of the block, sunk &
fittle back from the fronts of the
others, the goldamith’s shop showed
a single, filmed window; and the pale
glow through It proclaimed that the
morker In metals preferred another
light to the sun's. The threshold was
worn to o hollow that surprised the
foot; and the interfor into which it
led them gloomed so suddenly around
them after the broad sunlight, that it
wae g moment before they made out
the little man behind the counter, sit-
fng bunched up on a high stool.

“Hullo, Joe,” said Harry, in the
mme voice that hailed his frlends on
{he street corners; but the goldsmith
only nodded like a nodding mandarin,
as if, without looking up, he took
them in and sensed their errand. He
wore a round, blue Chinese cap drawn
over his crown; a pair of strange
goggles like a mask over his eves, and
his little body seemed to polse as
lightly on his high stool as a wisp, as
§f there were no more fesh in it than
in his long. dry fingers that so mar-
velously manipulated the metal. Save
for that glitter of gold on his glass
plate, and the grinof a lighted brazier,
all was dark, discolored and cluttered.

Over everything was spread a dim-
nesr of age like dust. It enveloped
the little man behind the counter, not
with the frallness that belongs to
human age, but with that weathered,
polished hardness which time brings
to antlques of wood and metal. In-
deed, he appeared so like a carved
idol In a curlo shop that Flora was a
little startled to find that he was look-
fng at her.

“Harry,” she murmured to Cressy,
who was stirring the contents of &
box with a disdainful forefinger, “this
little man gives me the shivers.”

“0ld Joa?' Harry smiled indulgent-
ly, “He's a queer customer. Been
quite a figurehead in Chinatown for 20
wears. Say, Joe, heap bad!" and with
the back of his hand he flicked the
tray away from him.

The little man undoubled his knees
and descended the slool. He stood
breast-high behind the counter. He
dropped a lack-luster eye to the box.
"Velly nlee,” he murmured with
vague, falling inflection.

“Oh, rotten!” Harry Inughed at him.

“You no Hke?"

“No. No lke. You got something
else—something nices?™

“No* It wus like a door closed
in the face of thelr hope—that falling
inflection, that blank of vaculty that
settled over his face, and his whole
drooping figure, He sgecmed to be
only mutely awaiting their departure
10 ¢limb back agwin on his high stool,
But Harry still leaned on the counter
and grinned ingratiatingly. "Oh, Joe,
you good flen'. You got something
pretty—maybe?"

The curtain of vacuity parted just a
ergck—Ilet through a gleam of Intengse
intelligence, “Maybe.” The gold-
smith chuckled deeply, as {f Harry
had unwittingly perpetrated some joke
~gome particularly clever conjurer’'s
trick. He sidled out behind the coun-
ter, past the grinning brazler, and
shuffied into the back of the shop
where he opened a door.

Flora had expected a cupboard, but
the vista it gnve upon was a long,
black, Incredibly narrow passage, that
stretched away Into gloom with all
the suggestion of distence of & road
going over a horizon. Down this the
goldemith went, with his straw slip-
pers clapplng on his heels, until his
small figure merged in the gloom and
presently disappeared altogether, and
only the faint filpperflap of his slip-
pers came back growlng more and
more distant to them, and finally dy-
ing into silence. In the stillness that
followed while they walted they could
hear ench other breathe.

Then came the filpperflap of the
goldemith's slippers returning. 7The
sound snapped their tension, and Har-

 erly forward as he jaised the cover,
ilmir expocting the blaze of n jewel
cage, She saw at first only dull shanks
of metal tumbled one upon the other.
But, after a moment’s peering, be-
tween thera she caught gleams of
veritable light., Her fingers went in
to retrieve & hoop of heavy silver, in
the midst of which was sunk a fawed
topaz, She admired a moment the
play of light over the imperfection,

“But this isn't Chinese,” shs ob-
jected, turning her surprise on Harry,

“Lots of ‘em aren't. These men glean
everywhere."”

She heard him dreamily. She was
wishing, as she turned over the tum-
ble of damaged jewels, that things &o
pretty might have been perfect. To
find a perfect thing in this place
wounld be too extraordinary to hope
for. Yet, taking up the next, and the
next, she foind herself wishing it
might be this one—this eracked in-
taglio. No? Then this blue one—
say. The setting spoke nothing for it.
It was a plain, thin, round hoop of
palpable brass, and the battered thing
seemed nlmost too feeble to hold the
solitary stone. But the stone! She
looked it full in the eye, the big, blaz-
ing, blue eye of it. Bhe held it to the
light.

She felt Harry move behind her. She
knew he couldn't but be looking at it
For how, by all that was marvelous,
had she for a moment doubted it?
Down to its very heart, which was
near to black, it was clear fire, and
outward towards the facets struck
flaming hyacinth hues with zigzag
white crosslights that dazeled and
mesmerized,

“Harry,” she breathed, without tak-
ing her gaze from the thing in her
hand, “do look at this!"

She felt him lean closer. Then with
an abrupt “Let's sea (t," he took it
from her—held 1t to the light, laid it
on his palm, looked sharply across
the counter at the shopkeeper, them
back at the ring with a long serutiny.

ment. ;

“Is ft—good 7" Flora faltered.

“A sapphire,” he said, and taking
her third fnger by the tip, he slid
on the thin elrele of motal.

She breathed high, looking down at
the stone with eyes absorbed in the
blue fire, It was too beautiful, The
feeling it brought her was too sharp
for pure pleasure. It was dimly lke
fear. Yot instinetively she shut her
hand about the ring, She murmure:l
out her wonder.

“*How in the world did such a thing
come here?"

“Oh, not go strange,” Harry answer-
ed,
a thing of whose value they have no
fdea—get hard up, and pawn It—still
without any !den. These chaps”—and
hig bold hand Indicated the shopkeep-
er—"take in anything—that is, any-
thing worth their while; and walt,
and walt, and wait until they see just
the moment—and turn it to account.”

It might be because Harry's eyes
were so taken with the jewel that his
tongue ran recklessly, He had spoken
low, but Flora sent an anxlous glance
to be sure the shopkeeper hadn't over-
heard. She had meant only to
glance, but she found herself siaring
into eyes that stared back from the
other side of the counter. That wide,
unwinking serutiny filled her whole
vislon. For an instant she saw noth-
ing hut.lhc dance of scintillant puplls.
Then, with a little gazp she clutched
at her companion's arm.

“Oh, Harry!"

His glance eame quickly round to
her. “Why, what's the matter?"”

She murmured, “That Chinaman has
blue eyes.”

He looked at her with good-natured
wonder.

“Why, Flora, haven't you blue on
the brain? 1 believe he has, though,”
he added, a8 he peered across the
counter at the shopkeeper, whose gaze
now fluttered under narrowed lids;
“but why In the world should blue
eyes scare you?" His look returned
indulgently to Flora's face.

She could not explain her reason of
fear to him, She only whispered back,
“But he 18 awful!”

“Oh, 1 guess mot,” Harry grinned,
and turned his back to the counter,
“only part white. Makes him a little
sharper at a bargain.”

But, In spite of his off-handedness,
Flora saw he was alert, touched with
excitement.

“Do you like it, Flora?" he sald.
“Do you want it?"

“It is the most beautiful thing I
ever saw, but—" She counld not put it
to him why she shrank from it. That
fecling which had touched her at the
first had a little expanded, the sense
of the sapphire’s sinister charm. She
faltered out 48 much as she could ex-
plain, “It's too much for me."

“On, 1 guess not,” he sald again,
and with that he seemed to make an
end of her hesitation. She let him
draw the ring off her hand with a min-
gled feeling of reluctance and relief.
She saw him turn briskly to the shop-
Keeper.

“Now, Joe, how much you want?"
That much she heard ‘as she turned
away with a fear lest it might, and
a hope that it would be, too much f

His face, too, had a flush of exche-[
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It Was Hers! Bhe Did Not Believe It.

saw them now In'the back of the shop,
close by the grinning brazler,

The Hght of it showed what would
have been otherwise dark, It showed
her Harry, straddling, hands in pock-
ets, hat thrust back, a silhouette ns
hard as {f cast in cold metal. The as-
pect of him, thus, was strange, not
quite unlike himself, but giving her
the feeling that she had never known
how much Harry smoothed over,

Whatever they were argulng about,
she found it hard to go on standing
thus with her back to it, and for sd
long, while her expectancy tightened,
and her unreagonable Idea that she
did not want the ring, more and more
took hold of her. If he did not want
to sell it, why not let it go—the beau-
tiful thing!

She thought she would call Harry
and suggest it—but no. She hesitated.
She would give them a chance to
finish it themselves. She would count
ten pigtalls past the window first.

She turned, and there they were
yel, They had not moved. The shad-
ow of the gesticulating lttle Chinn-
man danced like a bird on the wal,
and before him Harry glowed, immov-
able, but ruddy, as If the hard metal
whereof he was cast was slowly heat-
ing through. 'The thought came to
her then. Harry was fron! The hard
shade of his profile on the wall, the
stilf movement of his lps, the for-
ward thrust of his hend on his shoul-
ders gave her another thought, Was
Harry also brutal?

What she expected of Harry, a vio-
lent act or & quick relaxation of his
fron mood, she had not time to consid-
er, for the shopkeeper had moved.
He was jerking his head, his thumb,
and finally his arm in the direction of
the long, dim pnssage—such a pointed
direction. such a singular gesture, as
to startle her with its Incongruity.
What had that to do with the price of
the ring? And If it had nothing to
do with the price of the ring, what
had they been talking about? Her
small sgeruple against knowing what
was going on behind her was forgot-
ten. Indeed, now she was obllvioua of
everything else. She was taking it in
with all her eyes, when Harry turned
and looked at her. And, oddly
enough she thought he looked as
if he wondered how ghe came
there, She saw him return to it
slowly. Then, in a flash, he met her
brilliantly. He came toward her out
of the gloom, holding the ring before
him, as if with the light of that, and
the flash of his smile, he was anxious
immediately to cover his deficit.

"I had the very devil of a time get-
ting it," ha sald, "The little beggar
didn't want to let me have it” But
there was a aubsiding excitement in
his face, and a something in his man-
ner, both trlumphant and troubled,
which his explanation did not reason-
ably account for,

"Harry"—she hesitated—"are you
quite sure it's all right?"

“All right?’ The sudden edge in his
volee made her look at him, “Why,
it's genuine, if that's what you mean."

It hadn't been, quite; put her mean-
Ing 'was too

it untll It Is reset,” he sald. *“That
setting fsn't gold. It's hardly decent.”

“Yes," she asgented; “Clara will
lnugh at us.”

"“She won't If we don't show It to
her until it's it to appear. In fact, 1
would rather you wouldn't. As it is
now the thing doesn't represent my
gift to yon"

Bhe felt this was Harry's conven-
tional streak nsserting Itself. But
even she had to admit that an engage-
ment ring which was palpably not
gold was rather out of the way.

“You'd better keep it a day or two
and look It over and make up your
mind how you want it set, and then
we'll spring It on them," he advised.

But now it was finally on her fin-
ger, she did not want to think it
would ever have to be taken off
ngain,

CHAPTER Vil
A Spell Is Cast.

It was hers! She did not belleve it,
It had been done too quickly. It
seemed to her she had hardly felt
Harry elip it on her finger before
they had left the shop; that she had
hardly shaken off the musty Inelosea
atmosphere, before Harry had left her
on the cornar of California and Powell
streets—Ileft her alone with the ringt

She went over whole dramas—im-
nginary historles of chanee and cir-
cumstance—woven about the ring, as
she walked up and down the long
windy hills, westward and homeward,
the blue bay on the one hand beaten
green under the rising “trade, and
the fog coming In before her. With
the experience of the morning, and
the exercise and the lively air, her
spirlts were riding high. From time
to time ghe had the greatest longing
to peep again at the sapphire, but not
until the house door had closed after
her did she dare draw off her glove
and look. It waa still glorlous. What
a pity she must take It off!

But even In the refuge of her own
rooma the ring Incircled Flora with
unease. The light of It on her finger
made her restless. It wasn't that she
was apprehensive of it, but she could
not forget It. 8he could hear the
mald Marrika moving about in the
room beyond. She slipped It off her
finger on to the dressing table, and it
lay among her laces like a purple
prism, cast by some unearthly sun In
n magic glass. She had jewels, ru-
biea even—the most preclous—but
nothing that gave her this sense of In-
dividual beauty, of beauty so keen as
td' be disturbing. She emptled her
Jewel casket In a glittering heap
around it. It shone out unquenched.

Marrika was coming In, and quickly
Flora swept the jewels and the sap-
phire back into the casket, turned the
key upon them and thrust it back in
the far corner of the drawer, Bbhe
fvould give every one a great surprise
when the ring was properly set. She
glanced nervously over her shovlder
to see if Marrika had noticed her
actlon. The Russian had been mov-
ing to and fro between the wardrobe
and the dressing table with a droning

ad of song.

clothes so securely. she could dispode

upon herself the sapphire. How had
she arrived at thls conslderntion? No
course of reasoning led up to ft. 8Bhe
wias annoyed with herself, If she
wasn't going to wear the ring on her

finger, and show it, why did she want |

to take It with her at all? For fear
it might be lost? Lost, in her jewel
box, In the back of the drawer! She
blushed for herself,

Through the long afternoon It was
more appiarent to her than the faces
of the people around her, 8She was
reatless to get back to It, but people
talked Interminably, At the luncheon
they talked of Kerr. Florn knew these
girls felt a little resentment that she
had 8n easily captured Harry Cressy;
for Harry had been more than an
eligible man In the little clty. He
had been an eligible personage, Not
that he had money; not that his fami-
Iy tree was plainly planted in their
midiat; but that without these two
things he had achleved what, with
these, the people he knew were all
striving for. He stood before them
ag the embodiment of what they most
belleved In—perfeet bodily splendor,
and perfect knowledge of how to get
on in the world; and the fact that he
wouldn't quite be one of them, but
after five years still stood a 1ttle of—
made him sghine with greater bril
Hance, especlelly In the eyes of these
girls, It was hard, they seemed to
feel, that such an apparently remote
and difficult percon should have sue-
cumbed so easily; and now that a new
Iuminary of equal luster was appar-
ent In thelr eky, Flora felt their re-
marks a lttle trlumphantly almed at
her.

But between the thread of Interast
the table group wove together, kept
flnshing up her furtive desire to be
away, to be at home, to see what had
happenad to the sapphive. Of course,
she knew that nothing could have hap-
pened; but she wanted to look nt it
to open the casket and see the flash
of it before her eves,

They were dining early that night
on account of the Bullera’ box party,
but it wns nearly eight o'clock before
Flora reached the house. And It was,
of coirse, for that renson that she ran
upstalrs—ran wildly, regapdlessly, be-
fore the eyes of Bhima—and along the
hall, her high heels clacking on the
hard floors, and through her bedroom
to the dressing room, snatched open
the table drawer, unlocked the casket
with a twitch of the key—and, ah, It
was there! It was really real! Why,
what had she expected? She was
langhing at hersolf.

8he was gay in her rellef at getting
back to the sapphire, but at the same
time shea was already wondering what
ghe should do about it that night—
take [t with her or leave It alone?
Dared she wear It on her finger under
her glove? Clara might notice the
unfamiliar form of the jewel through
the thin kid. Flora watched her curi
ously aciosa the table that evening,
wondering what was that quality of
her by which ghe acquired. Hitherto
Flora had accepted It as a fact with-
out question, but now she had a desire
to place it. It wns not beauty, for
Clara was pretly, lilke a polished
Greuze, she wag colorless and flavor-
less, lacking the vivid heat of mag-
netiam. More probably It conslsted
In a certain sort of sweetness Clara
could produce on occaslons, a way she
had of looking and speaking which
Plora conld only degeribe as smonoth.

She mada up her mind to leave the
sapphire at home: but in her last
moment in her room the resolution
falled. Horry, of course, would be
angry If he knew, bot Harry wouldn't
gee the thirg under her glove.

Bhe came down to where Clara waos
walting for her, with the gullty feecl
ing of & child who has cpneealed a
contraband cake; but the way Clara
looked her over made her comsclons
that she had not concealed her ex
citement.

CHAPTER VIl
A Spark of Horror.

They found Harry waiting for them
in the theater lobby. He had come up
too late from Burlingame to do more
than meet the party there. The
Bullers were already In the box, he
sald, and the second act of “I' Pagline-
el just beginning.

As they came to the door of the box
the lights were down, the curtain up
on n dim stage, and the chorus still
floating into the roof, while the three
ocoupants of ‘the box were Indistin-
gulshae figures, risen up and shuf-
fling chairs to the front for Flora and
Clara. It was too dark to distinguish
faces,

But dark as it was, Flora knew
who was sitting behind her. She heard
him speaking. Under the notes of the
recitative he was speaking to Clara.
The pleasure of finding him here was
sharpened by the surprise,

Then, as the tenor took up the
theme, all talking ceased—Ella’s
husky whisper, Clarn's smoother syl-
lables, and the flat, slow, variable
volce of Kerr—the whole house
seemed to sink into stiller repose; the
high chords floated nbove the heads
of the black pit like colored bubbles,
and Flora forget the sapphire in the
triple spell of the singing, the dark-
ness, and the face she was yet to see.

The stage was a narrow shelf of
wood swung In that vold, from which

threw over all the stage, and the cre-
scendo of the tragedy carrled her lnto
a mood that barred out Elln, barred
out Clara, barred out Harry mora

than any; but, unaccountably, Kerr
wns still with her. He was theére by
no will of hers, but by soma ecssencs
of his own, some quality that linked
him, ag it linked her, to the'passion-
ate subtletles of lite, He sebmed to
her the eager spirit that was prompt-
ing and putting forward this comedy
and trogedy plaging on before her.
She heard him reasserted, vigorous,
lawless, wandering In the volce of tha
mimie atrolling player, addressing his
mimie andlence. The appeal of the
tenor to the voleeless gallerles, “Un-
derneath this lttle play we show,
there Is apother play,” seemed indeed
the very volee of Kerr repeating itaslf.

The lights went up with a spring. A
wave of motlon flickered over the
house, the talking voleces burst forth
nll at onee, and she saw him, really
saw him for the first time that even-
Ing, us In her fancy, part of the au-
dience; 88 In her fancy, nelther ap-
plauding nor dissenting, yet with
what a difference! He leaned back in
Eis chalr, and leaned his head a little
back, as if, for weariness, he wished
there were a rest behind it; and how
Indifferently, how critically, how lev-
elly he surveyed the fluttered house,
and the figures In the box bealds him!
How forelgn he appeared to the ardent
apirit who had dominated the dark;
how emptied of the heat of Imagina-
tlon, how worn, how dry; and even ia
his sallence, how singularly pathetie!

She felt a lump In her throat, na
ache of the cruelest disappointment,
as though some masker, masking as
the fire of life, had suddenly removed
the coverings of his face and showed
her the burntout bones beneath, She
found herself looking at him through
a mist of tears—there In the heart of
publicily, In the middle of the ecircle
of velvet curtains!

He turned and saw her, She watch-
ed a smile of the frankest pleasure
rising, as it were, to the surface of
his weary preoccupation. Something
had delighted him. Why, it was her-
solf—just her being there! And she
could only helplessly blink at him,
Was ever anything so stupld as to be
caught in tears over nothing! He
stralghtened and leaned forward.

“Really,” he sald, “you must re
member that little man has only gone
out for & glass of heer.”

So he thought it was the tenor who
had brought her to the point of tears.

“Ah, why do you say that?” she pro-
tested,

He continued to smile Indulgently
upon her, “Would you really rather
belleve, It true?”

“f don't know. Put I wish you
hadn't thought of the beer.

He brought the glace of his monoels
to bear full upon her. “Why ndt? It
I all we make sure ofl."

“Oh, If to be sure Is all you want”
she burst out; “but you dom't meanm
it! Wouldn't you rather have some-
thing besutiful you weren't sure of,
than something certain that didn't
matter?"

He nodded to this quite casually, as
It it were an old acquaintance,

"Oh, yes; but the time comes round
when you want to be sure of aome-
thing. The sun never sets twice alike
over Mont Pelee; but you can always
got the game brand of lager to-day
that you had the week before.” Ha
looked at her with a falnt amu

“No, no! 1 won't belleve you," she
stoutly denled him, “There Is mors
in life than you can touch. You're
not lke yourself to say there is not.”

He laughed, but rather shortly.

“My dear child, forgive me; I'm sulky
tonight, 1 feel, as I felt at 18, that
the world has treated me badly. I've
lost my luck.”

“I'm sorry.” Her tone was sweetly
vague, What could be the matter
with him? Then, halfl timidly, she
ralifed him. “If you go om like this,
1 shall have to show you my talis
man.” x

“Oh, have you indeed a talisman?”
he humored her. And it was as if he
said: “Oh, have you a doll?" He did
not even turn his head to look st her.

She was chilled. She felt the dlsap-
pointment, that his quick smile had
lightened, return upon her, She hard-
Iy noticed the rise of the curtain on
the second little play, and the sing:
ing volces did not reach her with
any poignancy. She was | vaguely

Harry's coming In, of Clara’s little
rustle making room for him, of the
shift of Elle's chalr away from the
business of listening, toward him, and
her husky whisper golng on with
| some prolonged tale of dull escapade
but to Flora they all made only
banal background for the brooding ai-
lence of her companion.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

The Oasis of Love.
The mind's eye shows us love as the
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oasls In the Sahara of life; >
gother, two set out to seek the havea
of rest In the great journey. But, ma
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aware of movements in the box—of .
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