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There is,*? remarked MiUs calmly. " but I don't re-
nember any amit or uncle in that connection.*?
"And there are also certain stories of the discovery
ad acquisition of some unique objects of art The sly

Approaches, the astute negotiations, the lying and the
^rcumventing

. . . for the love of beauty, you know. »l

,

With his dark face and with the perpetual smiles playing
bbout W» grimncss, »Ir. Blunt appeared to me positively
wtamc. Mills' hand was toying absently with an empty

UT ^ ?*? they had forgotten my existence altogether.
1 don t know how an object of art would feel,'? went

on Blunt, m an unexpectedly grating voice, which, how-
fever, recovered its tone inunediately. " I don't know
But I do know that Rita herself was not a Danae, never'
lot at any time of her life. She didn't mind the holes in
ier stockings. She wouldn't mind holes in her stockings
'°'^"

1
*

;,
„^** ," *' ^^^ manages to keep any stock-

igs at all. ? he added, with a sort of suppressed fury soimmly unexpected that I would have burst into a laugh
I hadn t been lost in astonishment of the simplest kind.

[theq'l^mir' ^^" ™ ^ ^^^ ^' -*^-* ^o-

U "^f'.,"??^V ^'"^* ''''^^^^ *°d J^nitted his brows

SetSr'^^'t"'- : '"'^ °"y ^^* ^^ »^* ^'^oZrnngle pair of stockings.'!

"The world's . thiet" declared Mills, with the utmost
I com^srae. It wouldn't mind robbing a lonely traveUer.'!He IS so subtle.'! Blunt remembered my ejistencefor the purpose of that remark and as usual it m£T.

I venr uncomfortable "Perfectly true. A lonely trav^":rhqr are oU m the scramble 6x.m the lowest to the

^Shopi:!^!'
^'"*'«'»«' "-^—-»


