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At a private, view of the Chatworth
ersonal estate, (o be sold at suction, the
hatworth rInT. known as the Crew Idol,
mysteriounly disnppears.  Harry Creasy,

who wan present, describes the ring to
his fances, Florn Glisey, and her chap-
eron, Mra, Clara Britton, as being like
heathen god, with a beautiful sapphire

oot in the head, Florp meets Mr. Kerr,

an  FEnglishman, at the club. In  dis-
cussing the disappearnnce of the ring, the
exploitsa of an  English thief, Farrall
Wand, are recalled Flora hons a fancy
that ]iun\ and Kerr know something
about the myste ry. Keorr tells Flora that
he his met Harey somewhers, but cannot
?lnra him. $0.000 roward ia offersd for
he return of the ring, Harry admits to

lorn that he dislilies Kerr, Harry tokes
lora (6 a Chinese goldsmith's to buy An
engagement ring,  An exgulsite ;mllrhlrw
et in a hoop of brass, is selected nrry
rges her not to wear It unti] it is reset,

# poesession of the ring scems to east
a spell over Flora, 8he bhecomes unoasy
and apprehensive, Flora meets Keorr at 4
box party. 8he s startled by the effect
on him when he gotn n glimpse of tha

pphire. The poesibility that the stone
s part of the Crew Ildol causes Flora
much anxiety.

| CHAPTER X.—Continued,

“Then Isn't It for us to show them
that we are more than usually civi-
fzed? 1 can’t run away from him like
a frightened little native.”

"Of course; but that Is where 1
come in; It's what I'm for—to get rid
of such things for yon."

Clara had risen, and stood consid-
ering A moment with that same sweet,
fmpersonal eye which Flora found it
hardest to :'omprphpnd.

"What 1 mean,” she explicitly
stated, “is that it he should nndertake
to carry out his preposterous sngges
tion, apd call this afternoon, 1 am
quite ready, if you wish, to take him
oft your, hands."

This Iast took Flora’s breath away.
It had not occurred to her that Clara
had overheard. It shocked her, fright
ened her; and yet Clara’s way of
stating the fact, as if it were the
most natural thing in the world, made
Flora feel that she hersell was In the
wrong to feel this,

“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 sure
at all she wanted to,

“Then shall T tell Mra. Herrick that
you will consider the house?' said
Clara, already in the act of departure,
“She is to call to-day to go Anto it
with me more thoroughly, Thus far
we've only played about the edges”

Her eyea strayed toward the dress-
ing table as she passed It, and as she
reached the door she glanced over the
chiffonier. It wag on the tip of Flora's
tongue to ask if she had mislaid some-
thing, when Clara turned and smiled
her small, tight-curled smile, as if she
were affering It as a symbol of mutual
understanding. Curiously enough, It
checked Flora's query about the stray-
Ing glances, and made her wonder
that this waa the first time (n thelr
relation that she had thought Clara
sweel.

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

With the knocking at the door her
first act had heen to thrust It there.
The feeling that it was going to be
hard to hide was still her strongest In-
stinot 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 beau-
ty: and the hope revived In her that
its beauty, after all, was the only re-
markable thing about it.

Her conviotion of the night hefore
had sunk to a shadowy hypothesis.
Bhe knew nothing—nothing that would
Justify her in taking any step; 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
afrald of him, yet, In spite of her fear,
ghe hed no Intentiom of handing him
over to Clara. For on reflectlon she
knew that Clara's offer must have a
deeper motive than mere kindness,
and she had a most unreasonable feel-
ing that it would not be safe.

Yet Clara would do a kindness If it
did not Inconvenience her, and surely
this morning she had been kind. Still
Flora felt Bhe didn’t’ want to reveal
anything untll 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.
Mennwhile, If there was any one to
whom she could turn now It would
surely be Harry.

Yet, if she did, what a lot of awk-
ward explanations! She could not re-
turn the sapphire without giving a
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 most objected to,

Nevertheless the most sensible thing
cleéarly was to go through with it and
confess to Harry. Then she must
‘communicate with him at once. No—
she would walt until after breakfast.
lerlul!nl time, Kerr would

sapphire out of her grasp; and yet
she could not wear It on her hand.
She had thought of the pearshaped
pouch of gold which It was her wus-
tom to wear; but the slender Wmgth
of chain that linked it to her necis Was
too frall for such a preclous welght
At lnst she had fastened it around her
netk on the strongest chaln she
owned, and thus she carried it all the
morning under her bodice with a
quieter mind than had been hers on
the first day she had worn i, when
there had beon nothing to explaln her
unensiness,

Bhe was alone at luncheon, and In
a dream. BShe glanced now and then
at the clock. She rose only ten min-
nutes before the hour that Harry was
in the habit of leaving the club. Bhe
went upstalrs glowly and stopped In
front of the telephone. She touched
the receiver, drew her hand back and
turned away. She shut the door of
her own rooms smartly after her,

But when at lagt Kerr's card waa
handed in to her {t gave her a shock,
ns if something which couldn't happen,
and yet which she had all along ex-
pected, had come to pass,

In her Instant of {ndecision Marrikn
had got away from her, but she called
the girl back from the door and told
her to say to Mrs. Britton that Mr.
Kerr had called, but that Miss Gllsey
would see him herself.

She started with a rush. Half-way
down the stairs she stopped, horrl-
fied to find what her fingers were do-
ing. They were closed around the lit-
tle lump that the ring made fn the
bhosom of her gown, and she had not
known it. What If she had rushed In
to Kerr with this extraordinary mani
festation? What If, while she was
tnlking to him, her hand should con-
tinue to creep up ngain and yet again
to that place, and close around the
fewal, and make it evident, even In
its hiding-place? The time had come
when she must even hide [t from her
gelf. And yet, to creep back up the
stair when she made sure Kerr must
have heard her tumultuous downward
rush! It would never do to soundless-
Iy retreat. She must go back boldly,
asg If n!l-* had forgotten nothing more
conglderable than a pocket handker-
chief,

Yet before she reached the top agnin
she found herself going tiptoe, as if
ehe were on an expedition so secret
that her own ears should not hear
her footsteps, But she went direct
and unhesitating. It had come to her
all in a flash where she would put the
sapphire, The little buttoned pocket
of her bath-robe. There It hung in
the bathroom on one unvarying peg,
the most immovable of all her gar-
ments, safe from the excursions of
Marrika's needle or brushes, not to be
disturbed for hours to come.

8he passed through her bedroom,
through her dressing-room into the
bathroom. The robe was hanging be-
hind the door. It took her a moment
to draw out the ring and disentangle
fts chain, and while she was dolng
this she became aware of movings to
and fro in her bedroom. She drew
the door half open, the better to con-
ceal hersell 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 Mar-
rika should surprise her. But never-
thelesa she had barely slipped the
ring into the little pocket and re-
fastened the flap, when Clara opened
the bedroom door and stood looking
into the dressing-room.

Her lifted vell made a fine mist
above the luster of her eyes. She
was perfect to the tips of her Im-
maculate -white gloves, and she wore
the slmple, sober look of a person
who thinks himself alone. Then it
wasn't Flora, Clara was looking for!
She was looking all around—over the
surface of every object In the room.
Presently she went up to the dress-
ing-table. 8he laid her gloved hands
upon it, and looked at the small ob-
Jects strewn over its top. She took a
step backward and opened the top
drawer. She reached into it, and deli-
calely explored,

Flora could see the white gloves
going to and fro among her white
handkerchiefs, could see them find,
open and examine the contents of her
jewelbox. And the only thing that
kept her from uhrlel:lg out was the
feeling that this abominable thing
which was being enacted before her
eyes couldn't be a fact at all

Clara took out an old pocket-book,
shiny with years, shook from it a
shower of receipts, newspaper clip-
pings, verses. She let them lle. She
took out a long violet box with a per-
fumer's seal upon it, It held a bunch
of dried violets, She took out a
bonbonniere 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 chiffonfer; upended the two
vases of Venstian 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 rap-
idly over, and left them standing,
gnping white rufMes and Ince upon the
floor,

Her eye fell upon the waste basket.
She turned it upside down, and
er the litter,

:

eled pin, the laces, which she ahook
out and folded daintily, the glove and
powder boxes, the gold bonbonniere,
the long violet box, the leather pocket-
book—ench deftly and unhesitatingly
In the place from which she had taken
it, and all the heaps of white band-
kerchiefs,

One by one she Inld back In the
chiffonler drawers the garments, prop-
erly and neatly folded, that she had so
hastily snatched out of them. She
8lld back the last drawer into the chif-
fonler, and rose from her knees,
lightly dusting off the front of her
Eown; went to the closot door and
closed it. She stood before it a mo-
ment with a face perplexed and
thoughtful, then turned alertly toward
the outer door.

Flora stood as If gshe were afrald to
move, while Clara crossed her bed-
room, stopped, went on and closed the
outer door behind her., And even
after that soft lttle concussion she
stood sUlll, burning, choking, strug-
gling with the overwhelming force of
an affront whose lmport she did not
yet realize,

Why, she had thought that such
thinga couldn’t happen! 8She had
thought that people’s private belong-
ings, llke their persons, were Inviol-
able. In the shame of It she could no
more have faced Clara than if she
bad 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?

out, what have you to eay to me?”

“Now you've vome out,' he repeat-
ed, and looked at her this time with
full gravity, as If he realized finally
how far she'd come,

8he had taken the chalr in the light
of the eastern windows. She lay back
In the cushlons, her head a lttle bent,
her hands interlaced with a perfect
Imitation of quietude.

He looked down upon her from his
helght,

“You know what I've come for," he
said, "but now I'm here, now that I
see you, I wonder If Lhere's something
I haven't reckoned on."” He looked at
her earnestly. “If you think I've taken
advantage of you—if you say so—1'll
go awny, and give yvou a chance Lo
thiink It over.”

It would have been so ensy to have
nodded him out, but Instead she half
put out her hand toward him, “No;
stny."

He gave her a quick look—surprise
and approbation at her courage. He
dropped into a chalr. “Then tell me
about It"

Flora's heart went quick and little,
8he held herselt very still, atrald in
her tense oonsclousness lest her
slightest movement might betray her.
Bhe only moved her eyes to look up at
him questioningly, suspending ae-
knowledgment of what he meant until
he should further commit himself.

“I mean the sapphire,” he sald. He
walted.,
“Yes," she answered coolly. “1 saw

that it intereated you last night, but
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“You Can't Get It Away from Me, and | Shan't Give It to You."

With trembling fingers she fastensd
it agnin to the chain about her neck.
She thought of Kerr downstairs walt-
ing for her, Well, she would rather
keep It with her. Then, at least, she
would know when {t 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 stalrs.

CHAPTER XI.

The Mystery Takes Human Form.

He turned from the window where
he had presented a long, drooping,
patient back, and his warm, ironlc
mirth—the same that had played-with
her the first night—flashed out at
sight of her. But after a moment an-
other expression mixed with i,
sharpened it, and fastened upon her
with an Incredulous intentness.

She stood on the threshold, pale,
and brilliant still in her blaze of an-
ger, equal, at last, to anything, Kerr,
as he slgnaled to her with every line-
ament of his enlivened face, his inter-
est, his deflance, his uncontrollability,
was not the man of her Imaginary
conversations. He was not here to be
used and disposed of; but, as he came
toward her, the new admiration in his
face was bringing her reassurance
that neither was she, The thought
that her moment of bitter Incredulity
had made her formidable gave her
courage even to smile, though she
grew hot at the first words he spoke.

“You should not be brave and then
run away, you know."

She thought of her rush up the
stairs ngain, “T had to go back to
gseo Mrs, Britton." (Ob, how she had

I couldn’t think especially why.
A beautiful stone.”

He laughed without a sound—ahook
nofselessly for' a minute. “Meaning
that a gentleman shouldn't pounce
upon any beautiful stone he may bap-
pen to see?” He got up and moved
about restleasly In the lttle space
between thelr two chairs. “Quite so;
lay 1t to my belng more than a gentle-
man; lay it to my being a crack-
brained enthusiast, a confounded
beauty worshiper, a viclous curio deal-
er, an {ll-mannered ass! But"—and
he flashed around at her with a snap
of his nervous Angers—“where did
you get It?”

For the life of her she couldn’t help
her wave of color, but through it all
she clung to her festal smile. Sheer
nervousness made it easy,

“Well, suppose it was begged, bor-
rowed, or—glven to me? Suppose it
came from here or far away yonder?
What's that to do with its beauty?”
She gave him question for question.
“MMd you ever see it before?"

He mnever left off looking at her,
looking at her with a hard Inquiry, as
If she were some simple puzzie that
he unaccountably failed to solve.

“That'a rather neat, the way you
dodge me,” he said, dodging In his
turn. "But I don't see it now. You're
not wearing t?"

She played Indiference with what
8 beating heart! “Oh, I only wear it

It's

off and on."
“Off and on!" His volce suddenly
rang at her. “Off and on! Why, my

good woman, It's just two days you
could have worn L at alll"

Bhe stood up—atood facing him. For
a moment ghe knew nothing except
Im'rlbh idea was a fact. Sha

. Zhe COAST & CHANCE -

doub’, After saying so much, was he
goIng to say nothing more? She had
a feeling that ahe had mot heard the
worst yel, and when he turned back
to her from the other end of the room
there was something so haggard, so
harassed, so falrly guilty about him
that If she had ever thought of tell-
Ing him the truth of how ahe came by
the ring she put it away from her
now,

But beneath his distress she recog-
nlzed a desperate earnestness, There
was somelhing he wanted at any cost,
but he was going to be gentle with
her. 8he had felt before the poten
tiality of his gentleness, and she
doubted her power to reslst it. She
fanned up all the flame of nnger that
hnd owept her Into the room. She re-
minded hersell that the greatest gen-
tleness might only be a blind; that
thers was nothing stronger than want-
ing something very mueh, and that
the protection of the jewel was very
thin, But when he stood beside her
she realized he held a stronger
weapon agninst her than his gentle
ness, something apart from his Inten-
tion.

He was speaking, almost coaxingly,
ag If to a child. “T understand,” he
was saying. "1 know all about It It's
& mietake. But surely you don't ex.
pect to keep it now, It will only be
An annoyance to you."

She turned on him.
be to you?

Kerr, planted before her, with his
head dropped, looked, looked, looked,
as If he gave sllence leave to answer
for him what It would. It answered
with a hundred echoes ringlng up to
her from long corridors of conjecture,
half-artlenlated worde  breathing of
how extrpordinary the answer must
be that he did not dare to make

“What will you take for It?" he sald
at last.

Sha was allent. With a sick, dis-
trust It came to her that It was the
very worst thing he could have sald
after that gpeaking sllence,

She stepped away from him
thing 18 not for sale."

He stared at her with amazement:
then threw back his head and laughed
as If something had amusad him
above all tragedy.

“"You are an extraordinary crea-
ture,” he said, “but really I must
have it. I can't explain the why of it;
only glva the supphire to me, and
you'll never be sorry for having done
that for me, Whatever happens, you
may be sure I won't talk. Even If
the thing comes out, you shan't be
mixed up In it" He had come near
her again, and the point of his long
forefinger rested on her arm. She
was motlonless, overwhelmed with
pure terror, with despalr,

“Why not give It to me now,” he

"What could It

“This

urged, “since, of course, you can't
keep it? 1 could have It now In spite
of you'

Everything In her sprang up In
antagonism to meet him. "I know
what vou are she erled, "but you
ghan't have it. You have no more
right to It than 1. You can't get it
away {rom me, and [ shan't give it to
you."

He had grown suddenly paler; his
eyes were dancing, fastened upon her
breaat. His long hands closed and
opened. Bhe looked down, arrested
at the slght of her hand clenched just
where her breath was shortest, over
the sapphire's hiding-place.

He smiled. How easily she had be-
trayed herself! But she abated not a
jot of her deflance, challenging him,
now he knew Its hidding-place, to
take the sapphire If he could. But he
did not move. And B came to her
then that she had been ridieulous to
think for an instant that this man
would take anything from her by
force. What gha had to fear was his
will at work upon hers, his persuasion,
his Ingenuity. Bhe thought of the pur-
ple Iriges, and how he had drawn
them toward him In the crook of his
cane—nand her dread was lest he
meant to overcome her with some
subtlety she could not combat,

The elick of a moving lateh brought
hls eyea from hers to the door.

"Some one I8 coming In," he said In
a guarded volce. It warned her that
her face showed too much, but she
could not hope to recover her com-
posure, She hardly wanted to. She
was in a state to fancy that a secret
could be kept by main force; and she
turned without abatement of her reck-
less mood and took her hand from
whera ghe had held It elenched upon
her breast and stretched it out to
Mrs. Herrick.

The lady had stood In the doorway
& moment—a long-featured, whitish,
modeled face, draped in a dull green
veil, a tall igure whose flowing skirts
of black melted away into the back-
ground of the hall—before she came
forward and met her hostess’ hand
with a clasp firm and ready.

“I'm 8o glad to find you here” she
gald. She looked directly into Flora's
eyes, Into the very center of her agi-
tation. She held her tremulous hand
as if nelther of these manifestations
surprised her; as If a young woman
and a young man in colloquy might
often be found in such a state of mind.

Flora's first emotlon was a gullty
relief that, after all, her face had not
betrayed Kerr. Butshe had no sooner

' murmured his name to Mrs. Herrick, no

sooner had that lady’s gray eyes light-
ed upon him, than they altered their
clear confidence.

-mu'c'm
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his coolness, there In the face of her
burning agitation, was appalling.
Mrs. Herrlek's face wns taking on

an expression no less than wary.
What he was, Mrs. Herrlek could not
dream. She could not even Buspect
what Flora believed. But In the light
of her terrible discovery Flora dared
fiot have him suspected at all.

Now, Il she had ever In her life,
she talked over the top of her feel
ings; and though at first to her ears
her volee rang out horribly alone,
presently Mrs, Herrick was helplng
her, adding words to words. It was
the house they spoke of, the Ban Ma.
teo house, the subject about w
Florn knew Mrs. Herrlek had come
to talk; but to Flora it was no longer
2 subject. It was & barrler, a shield.
In this emergency it was the only
subject large enough to fill the gap,
and much as Flora had liked the idea
of it, she had never bullt the housp
%0 Iarge, so vivid, so wonderfully tow-
ering to please her fancy as she was
doing now to cover Kerr. With ques
tions she led Mrs. Herrlck on to spin
out the subject, to play It over with
lights and shades, to beat all around
it. And all the while she knew that
Kerr was watching her,

The lndy's clear gray eyes traveled
between Flora's face and his. Under
their steady light there was a strange
alertness, as If she sal there ready
enough to avert whatever threatened,
but anxious to draw her skirts aside
from it, distrusting the quality, hating
to have come In upon anything so du-
' ous.  When the hall door opened
and clogad ghe listoned as If for & de
liverer; and when Clara appeared be-
tween the portieres she turned to her
and met her with a flush of relief, as
Il here at Inst was a safe guantity.
Clara was still wearing her hat, with
the vell pushed up In a little mist
nbove her eyes, and still had her
white gloves on. The sigut of Mrs
Herrick's hand sollciting the clasp of
those gave Flora a curlous sensatlon.

She looked from one face to an-
other, and last at Kerr's. She shut
her eyes an Instant. Here was a thief,
He was standing In her drawing-room
now, She had been talking with hi
She opened her eyes. The fact
knowledged had not altered the cel
of daylight. It was strange tha
things—furniture and walls and land.
scape—should remain so stolidly the
same when such a thing had happened
to her! For she had not only spoken
with a thief, but she had shielded
him.

CHAPTER XII,

Disenchantmant,
Then this was the end of all ro
mance? She must turn her back on

the charm, the power, the spall that
hnd been wrought around her, and,
horror-struck, pry Into her own mind
to digcover what lawless thing could
be in her to have drawn het to such
a person, and to keep her, even now
that she knew the worst, unwilling to
relinquish the thought of him. His
depravity loomed to her enormous;
but was that all there was to be sald
of him? Did his delicacy, his insight,
his tempered fineness, count for noth-
ing beslde 1t?

8he couldn't belleve that this ome
spot conld make him rotten through-
out. Her mind ran back into the past.
She could not recall a word, an me
tlon, or a glance of his that had
shown the color of decdy, He had not
even been lusincere with her. He had
come out with his convictions so fiat-
Iy that when she thought of it his
nonchalance appalled her, He had
been the same then that he was ?w
But the thing that was natural
him was impossible for her, and she
hnd found it out—that was all,

Yot the mere consideration of him
and his obsession as one thing was
Intolerable. 8he curiously separatsd
his act from himself. She thought of
it, not as a part of him, but as some-
thing that had invaded him—a dis-

vnse—something Inimieal to
and others, that mixed the .
him with terrors, and filled b

with dificulties, Now It was ne long-
er a queation of how to meet him, but
of how she was not to. It was not his
strength she [feared, but her own
weakness where he was concerned.
Her tendency to shleld him—she must
guard against that—and that disturb
ing Influence he exercised over her,
too evidently without Intentlion. But
he would be hard' to avold. This way
and that she looked for a way out of
her danger, yet all the while she was
consclous that there was but one plain
way of escape open to her. She
could glve the sapphire back to Harry
within the 24 hours.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
The Boy's Ignorance.

Son—Pa, | don't want to wear those
old pants of yours; theyre too big and
the kids give me the laugh.

Father—Niver mind th' kids. Yo
grow into thim pants.

Son—But why can't I wear my old
ones till 1 do grow Into yours? 3

Father—Is that (b’ ixtint fv ¥'r lddy-
cation! How kin ye ixpect t' grow Inte
mine without wearin' thim ?—Illustras.
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