= Wealthy families, she seemed to Alan
1o have gained young womanhood in
fAr greater degree in some respects
than the girls he knew, while, at the
§ Iame .time, in other ways, she re-
tamed more than they some charac-
terishcs of a child. Her slender figure
had a woman’s assurance and grace;
her goft brown hair was dressed like a

- Woman’s; her gray eyes had the open
- directness of the girl. Her face—
: Smoothly oval, with straight brows
. and a skin so delicate that at the
* temples the veins showed dimly blue
—Was at once womanly and youthful;

and there was something altogether

- Mkable and simple about her, as she
Studied Alan now. She had on a street

- dress and hat; whether it was this, or
Whether it was the contrast of her

~ Youth and vitality with this somber,
darkened house that told him, Alan
€onld not tell, but he felt instinctively

that this house was not her home.
More likely, it was some ifdefinable,

Yot convincing expression of her
Manner that gave him that impression.

hile he hazarded, with fast beating

heax-t what privilege of acquaintance .

. With her Alan Conrad might have, she
B _ Moveq g little nearer to him. She was
* Mlightly paje, he noticed now, and
ﬂlere were lines of strain and trouble
lbout her eyes,

“l am Constance Sherrill,” she an-
Rounced. Her tone implied quite evi-
d‘*.mv_that she- expected him to have

JKknowledge of her, and she seem-
‘d‘m‘mlsed to see that her mame did
‘°‘ ean more to kim.

i'n“m' Corvet is mot here this morn-
she said.

He hesitated, but persisted: “I was
Ee“e him here to-day, Miss Sherrill.
i Wrote me, and I telegraphed him

,\ Would be here to-day.”
| S know ” she answered. “We had
M JOUr telegram, Mr. Corvet was not
2 When it came, so my father open-

‘Her voice broke oddly, and he

it
w
“" that father might be that opened

. 'Corvet'y telegrams.

“3‘;; Corvet wemt away very sud-
she explained. She seemed, he
“‘kht. to be trying to make some-
Dlain to him which might be a
Wﬂw him; yet herself to be un-
"hlt thn nature of that shock
Her look was scmtimzing,
anxious, but not umn-
“After he had written you
th!ns else had happened—I
~~to alarm my father about him,
Came here to his house to look
hlm, He thought something
; happened to Mr.
But Mr.

5

§f

DL

f‘-' here ln his house.
o‘m 'Was not Were.” :
_;“ Tean he has—disappeared?”
f 8; he has disappeared.”
L‘h 8azed at her dizxily. Benjs

“‘*‘Vlomrlumlghtb&—
‘“"‘"mmd he had gone. Did

Sy
0‘,::' else, then, know about Alan

No 7o has seen ‘Mr. Corvet,” she

‘since the day he wrote to you.
tay k“"”'-ht—»ththobeeamesodts-
'.,h.;“:'“" doing that —writing to
Wity t‘V‘fhot!lhk.you must bring
U information of him.”

!”

% have been watting for you
: h‘“ and tell us what you

‘her in. indecision, wondering -
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know about him or—or your connec-
tion with him.”

CHAPTER Ii1.
Discussion of a Shadow.

LAN, as he looked confusedly,
A and blankly at her, made no

attempt to answer the question
she had asked, or to explain. For the
moment, as he fought to realize what
she had said and its meaning for him-
self, all his thought was lost in mere
dismay, in the denial and checking of
what he had been feeling as he enter-
ed the house. His silence and confus-
ion, he knew, must seem to Constance
Sherrill unwillingness to answer
her; for she did not suspect that
he was unable to answer her.
She plainly took it in that way; but
she did not seem offended; it was
sympathy, rather, that she showed.
She seemed to appreciate, without
understanding except through her
feelings, that—for some reason—an-

swer was difficult and dismaying for *

him.

“You would rather explain to father
than to me,” she decided.

He hesitated. What he wanted now
was time to think, to learn who she
wag and who her father was, and to
adjust himself to this strange reversal
of expectations.

“Yes; I would rather do that,” he
said.

“Will you come around to our house,

‘ then, please?”

She caught up ber fur collar and
muff from a chair and spoke a word
to the servant. As she went out on to
the porch, he followed her and stoop-
ed to pick up his suitcase.

“Simons will bring that,” she said,
“nnless you’d rather have it with you.
It is only a short walk.”

He was recovering from the first

shock of her question now, and, re-
flecting that men who accompanied
Constance Sherrill probably did not

scenery and outdoor sport.

carry hand baggage, he put the suit-
case down and followed her to the
wall¥. As she turned north and he
caught step beside her, he studied her
with '‘quick interested glances, realiz-
ing her difference from all other girls
he ever had walked with, but he did
not speak to her nor she to him.
Turning east at the first corner, they
came within sight and hearing again
of the turmoil of the lake.

“We go south here,” she gaid at the
corner of the Drive. “Our house is
almost back to back with Mr. Cor-
vet’s.”

Alan, looking up after he had made
the turn with her, recognized the block
ag one he had seen pictured some-
times in magazines and .llustrated
papers as a ‘“row” of the city’s most
beautiful homes. Larger, handsomer,
and finer than the mansions on Astor
Street, each had its lawn or terrace
in front ,and on -both sides, where
snow-mantled shrubs and straw-bound
rosebushes suggested the gardens of
spring. They turned in at the en-
trance of a house in the middle of the
block and went up the low, wide stone
steps; the door opened to them with-
out ring or knock; a servant in the
hall within took Alan’s hat and coat,
and he followed Constance past some_
great room upon his right to a smaller
one farther down the hall.

“Will you wait here, please?”
asked. :

He sat down, and she left him; when
her footsteps had died away, and he
could hear no other sounds except the
occasional soft tread of some servant,
he twisted himself about in his chair
and looked around. A door between
the room he was in and the large room
which had been upon his right as they
came in—a drawing-room — stood
open; he could see into the drawing-
room, and he could see through the
other door a portion of the hall; his
inspection of these increased the be-
wilderment he felt. Who were these
Sherrills? Who was Corvet, and what
was his relation to the Sherrills?
What, beyond all, was their and Cor-
vert’s relation to Alan Conrad-~to him-
self? The shock and confusion he had

she
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felt at the nature of his reception inm
Corvet’s house, and the strangeness of
his transition from his little Kansas
town to a place and people such as
this, had prevented him from inguiring
directly from Constance Sherrill as to
that; and, on her part, she had as-
sumed, plainly, that he already knew
and need not be told.

E got up and moved about the

rooms; they, like all rooms, must
tell something about the people who
lived in them. The rooms were large
and open; Alan, in dreaming and
fancying to himself ' the places to
which he might some day be sum-
moned, had never dreamed of enter-
ing' such a home as this. For it was
a home; in its light and in its furnish-
ings there was nothing of the stiffness
ang aloofness which Alan, never hav-
ing seen such rooms except in pic-’
tures, had imagined to be necessary
evils accompanying riches and Ilux-
ury; it was not the richness of its fur-
nishings that impressed him first, it
wag its livableness. Among the more
modern pieces in the drawing-room
and hall were some which were an-
tique. In the part of the hall that he
could see, a black and ancient-looking
chair whose lines he recognized, stood
against the wall. He had seen chairs
like that, heirlooms of colonial Massa-
chusetts or Connecticut, cherished in
Kansas farmhouses and recalling
some long-past exodus of the family
from New England. On the wall of
the drawing-room, among the beauti-
ful and elusive paintings and etchings,
was a picture of a ship, plainly fram-
ed; he moved closer to look at it, but
he did not know what kind of ship it
was except that it was a sailing ship
of some long-disused design. Then he
drew back again into the smaller rcom
where he had been left, and sat down -
again to wait. :

A comfortable fire of cannel coal
was Burning in this smaller room in a
black fire-basket set in a white marble
grate, obviously much older than the -
house; there were big easy leather
chairs before it, and beside it there
were bookcases, On one of these
stood a two-handled silver trophy cup,
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