“And Yet This Moment He Asked a Hundred for it.”

SYNOPSIS,

George Percival Algernon Jones, viee-
presidont of {he Metropolitan Orfental Rug
company of New York, thirsting for ro-
mance, *ls In Calro on a busloess trip
Horace Nyanne arrives at the hotel In
Calro with o carefully guarded bundle
Rynnne sells Jones the famous holy Yhi-
brdes mig which he udmita having stolen
from o4 pashs &t Bagdad,

CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

Bome lght steps, & rustle, and he
wheeled In time to see n woman open
& door, stand for & minute In the full
lght, and disappenr. It was she.
George opened the door of his own
room, Lhrew the rug Inslde, and tlp-
toed along the corridor, stopping for
the briefest time to ascertain the
number of that room. He felt vastly
more gullty in performing this harm-
less act than in smothering his men-
tor,

There was no one In the head-por-
ter's buresu; thus, unobserved and un-
embarrassed, he was freo to Inspoct
the guestlist. Fortune Chedsoye, IHe
had never seen a name quite like that,
Its quaintness dld not suggest to him,
A8 It had dono to Rynnne, the pas
_tnul. the bucolic, Rather It remind.
ed him of the old French courts, of
raplers and buckles, of powdered wigs
and furbelows, masks, astrologers,
love-intrigues, of all those colorful,
mulable scenes so charmingly de
moribed by the gonlal narrator of the
exploits of D'Artagnan. And abruptly
out of this nge of Lebrun, Watteau
Mollero, reached an lce-cold hand, If
Ahatl elderly codger wasn't her father,
Who was he and what?

The Major—for George had looked
bim up also—wan In excellent trim for
his age, something of a militury dundy
‘besides; byt as the husband
young and Wxquleite a creature! Out
Wpon the thought! e might be her
gusriian, or, at most, her uncle, but
never her husband. Yet (O polsonous
«woubt!), at the wble she had Ignored
the Mujor, both hig Jests and his at-
tontions. He had seon many wives,
Joytully from n safe distance, act to-
winrd thelr husbands fu this fashion,
Oh, rot! If his nnme Wae Callahan
and hers Chedsoye, they could not
posslbly be tied ln any legal bonds. He
dlemilssed the foacold hand and turned
agaly to the comforting warmth of his
ardor,

Tie hnd never gpoken to young wom
en without presentation, and on these
rare occaslons he had broached the
weather, suggested the possibilities of
the wenther, and concluded with an
apoatrophe on the weather at large. It
wan usually a valedictory, For he was
always positive that hie had scted ke
a fool, and was afrald 1o speak to the
&irl agaln. Never 1t falled, ton minutes
after the girl was out of sight, the
trightest and cleverest things crowd
«d upon his tongue, to be but wastod
on the degsert alr. He was not particu
forly afrald of women older thau
hlmsell, more's the pity. And yet, had
he been as shy toward them as townrd
the girls, there would have been no
stolen Yhiordes, no sadeyed malden,
po such thing as The United Romnance
and Adventure Company, Ltd.; and he
would have stepped the even tenor of
hia way, unknown of grand passions,
swift adventure, life,
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George was determined to meet For
tune Chedsgoye, and this determination,
the first of its kind to take definite
form in his mind, gave him a novel
sengation, He would Nnd some way,
and he vowed to hest hin old enemy,
diffidence, it it woan the last Nght he
ever put up., He would maneuver to
get In the way of the Mnjor. He never
found much trouble in talking to men.
Onee he exchanged a word or two
with the uncla or guardian, he would
make it a point to renew the acquaint-
ance when he gaw the two together
It sappeared to him as a bright iden,
and he wag rather proud of {t. Even
now he was consclous of clenching his
teeth sirongly. It's an old saying that
he goes farthest who shuts his teeth
longest. He was golng to test the pre-
cept by Immediate practice,

e had stood before the list fully
thre¢ minutes. Now he turned about
face, a singular elation tingling his
blood. Once hd set his mind upon a
thing, he went forward. He had lost
many pleasurable things in life be-
cause he had doubted and faltered,
not because hé bhad reached out to-
ward them and had then drawn back
He was going to meet Fortune Ched-
soye, when or how were but details.
And as he discovered the Major him-
sell dling before the booth of the Kast
Indian merchant, he saw In fancy the
porteullis rise and the drawbridge fall
to the castle of enchantment, He
ptrolled over lelmirely and pretended
to be interested In the case contalning
medloore jewwls,

“I'hls 18 a genuine Rokhara em-
broldery?" the Munjor was inguigng.

“Oh, ves, slr,”

“How old?"

The merchany pleked up the tag
and squinted at it “it ia between two
and three hundred years old, st

To George's opinfon the gods them-
#elves vould not have arranged a more
propitious moment.

“You've made a mistnke,”” he Inter-
posed quietly. “That fs Bokhara, but
the stiteh 18 purely modern.”

The dark eyes of the Indian fashed
“The gentlemnn Is an authority ?" sur-
casticnlly,

“Upon that style of embroldery, ab
solutely.” George amlled. And then,
without more ado, he went on to ex-
plain the difference between the an
tique and the modern. “You have one
pood pleco of old Bokhara, but It {sn't
rare. Twenty pounds would be a good
price for it."

The Major laughed heartily, “And

just this moment he apked & hundred
hand in
I ndmire them,
but have no intimate knowledge re
garding thelr worth, Nothing tonight,”

for it. I'm not much of a
judging these things.

e added to the bittereyed merchant
erman; truth s not in him

away from the booth.

“1 supposs 1t'a beécause I'm
dinately fond of the things
a good collection of Bokhara em
broideries at homa in New York!"

“You live In New York?" with mild
The Major sat down and
graciously motioned for George to do

interest.

the same. “I used to live there. twen

“The Oriental In llke the amateur fiah-
Tou seem
to be s keen judge” as they mowsed

Inor-
I've really
. “Would it matter one way or the

- | ous enough.”
ty-odd years ngo. But European travel
spoils America; the rush there, the
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differonce betweoen those two perform
ances as there Is botween The Mikado
and Florodora, FProm  Portland  in
Maine to Portland In Oregon, the sgame
reee, sume shops, sime ungodly high
bulldings, Here it lg different, at the
tnd of every hundred miles."

George agreed conditionally. (The
Muador wasn't vory origlnnl In his
views,) He would have shed his lnst
drop of blood for his natlve land, but

he wag honest In acknowledging her
fauley

Conversdation 1dled In varleus chan
nels, and finally became anchored at

Jewelns, Here the Major was at home,
and he Joved emeralds above all oth
er stonegs,. Heé proved to be wn éngng.
ing old fellow, had the globe
Lhree or

elreled
four timos,
aavaenfure or {wo wortl«
And when he

recounting
Incidentally mentioned
hils nlece, Goorge wanted to ghiake his
o,

Would Mr. Jenes
Mg }'.]I‘I']l on? Mr. Jones certainly
would. And afier a8 mutunl  health,
George diplomaticnlly exoused Wlmself,
retived, buoyant and happy. IHow glm!
ple the, affalr had been! A fellow
could do anything If only Le set his
mind to it. Tomorrow he would meet
Fortune Chedsoye, and may Reelzébub
shrive him If he could not mannge to
control his recalcltrant tongue

As he passed out of sight, Malor
Callnhnn amiled. Tt wag that old fa-
miliar gmile which, charged with gon-
tle moockery, we pend after departing
fools. It wns plain that he needed
another peg to keep company with the
first, for he rose and gracefully wend-
el his way down-stairs to the bar. Two
moen were already lenning agalnst the
friendly, Inviting * mahogany. There
was 0 magnum of champngne stand-
Ing between thelr glasses. The Major
ordered a temperate whisky and soda,
drank it, frowned at the magnum, pald
the réckoning, and went back up-sialrs
agnin,

"Don’t remember old friends, eh?"
sald the shorter of the two men,
ciaresging his inenrnadined proboscis,
“A smile wouldn't have hurt him ‘ny,
do you think?"

“Hhut up!”  admonished Ryanne.
“You know the orders; no recognition
on the publie floors.”

“Why, I meant no harm." the other
protested. HMe took a swallow of wine.
“But, dash {t! here | am, more'n four
thousand miles from old
and still walking blind.
gshow to start?"

“Not so loud, old boy. You've got to
have patlence. You've had some good
plekings for the past three months,
In the smoke-rooms.  That ought 1o
soothe you."

“Well, It doesn't. MHere I come from
New York, three months ago, with a
wad of money for you and a great
game In gight, It takes a week to find
you, and when 1 do Well, you
know. No sooner are you awake, than
what? Off you go to Bagdad, on the
wildest goose-chnse a man ever heard
of. And that leaves me with nothing
to do and nobody to talk to. 1 could
hive crled yesterday when 1 got your
letter saying you'd be In today.”

“Well, 1 got 1"

“The rug?”

“Yes. It wus wild; but after what
I'd been through | needed something
wild to steady my nerves; some big
danger, where U'd simply hove to get
together,”

"And you got It?" There was frank
wonder and admliration in the pursy
pentleman’s eyon "All alone, and vou
got {t? Honest? -

“"Honest,
though,"

“Where Is 113"

jein him

Broudway,
When {8 the

They nearly had my hide,

“Sold."

*Who?"

“Percival”

“Hornce, you're o wonder, If there
ever was one, Sold It o Percival!

You couldn’t beat that In a thousand
years, You're a great man”

“Praise from Sir Hubert."

“Who's he?”

“An nuthority on several matters. "

“How much did he glve vou for 17

“Tut, tut! It was nll my own ltile
jaunt, Wallace. [ ghould hate to le
to you about it."

“What ubout the stake | guve you?"

Ryanne made a wsign of
cards.

“Threw It away on n
after all U've taught you!"

“Cards aren't my forte.”

“There's a yellow streuk In
hide, somewhere, Horace.”

“There I8, but It is the tiger's siripe,
my friend. What I did with my money
Iy my own businoss’'

AW she ullow for that?

dealing

lot of dubs,

your

other?™

“No, 1 don't suppose it would. Bome-
times | think you're with us as a huge
joke. You don't take the game seri.
Wallaoe emptied his
glasa and tipped the bottle carefully,
“You're out of your class, somehow.”

and had had an |

with n |

COPYRIGHT 1911 4y BOPBS - MERRILL COMPANY
hurry, the clamor Over here they “Bo™
tline, there they eat, There's as much “You, You have always struck me

a% & man who was hunting trouble for
one end."

“And that?" Ryanne seemed inter
esled.,

Wallace drew his finger across his
throat. Rynnne looked him squarely
in the eve and nodded aMrmatively,

“1 don't understand at all"”

“Nou never will, Wallace, old chap
I nm the prodigal son whose brother
Ate the fatted oalf before 1 returned
home, I had a letter today, 8She
will be here tomorrow gometime. You
muay have to g0 to Port
plan doesn't mature.

"The Ludwig?

Yo"

“Say, what a Frau gshe would have
made the right man!*

Ryvanne did not
ered at his glavs.

“The Unlted
ture Company."
glass.
marvel

does

answer, but glow-

Romance and Adven
Wollace twirled his
“If you're a wonder, she's a
A Nupoleon in petticoats! It
mike n fellow grin, when you
look it all over. Bul this is going lo
be her Austerlitz or her Walerloo,
And vou really got the rug; and on top
of that, you have eold it to George P

} A. Jones! Here's—"
“Many happy returns,’” ironfcally.
They finlghied the bottle without

further talk. There was no convivial
Ity here, Bath were fond of good wine,
but the more thoy drank, the tighter
grew thelr lips. Men who have been
in the habit of guarding dangerous
secrets become taclturn In thelr cups,

From time to time, flittingly, there
appeared against one of the windows,
juat above the half-curtain, a lean,
dark face, which, o profile, resembled
the kite-——the hooked beak, the watch-
ful, preyiul eyes. There were (WO
hungers written upon that Arab face,
food and revenge.

"Allah is good,” he murmured.

He had but one eye lo use, the oth-
er was bandaged, In fact, the face ex-
hibited genernl Indieations of rough
warfare, the skin broken on the bridge
of the nose, a freshly healed cut un-
der the seeing eyve, a long strip of
plagter extending from the ear to the
mouth, There was nothing of the bheg-
gar In his mien. His lean throat was
erect, his chin protrusive, the set of
his shoulders proud and defiant, Ordi-
narily, the few lingering guldes would
rudely have told him to be off nbout
hig business; but they were famlilinr
withh all turbans, and In the pecullar
twist of this one, solled and ragged
though it was, they recognized some
prince from the eastern deserts. Pres-
ently he strode away, but with a stiff-
nesg which they knew came from long
Jjourneys upon racing-camels.

George dreamed that night of magic
carpets, of sad-eyed maldens, of flerce
Bedouins, of battles In the desert, of
genil swelling terrifically out of squat
bottles. And once he rose and turned
on the lights to assure himself that
the old Yhiordes wus not a part of
these vivid dreams.

He wag up shortly after dawn, in
white riding-togs, for a final canter to
Mena House and return. In two days
more he would be leaving Egypt be-
hind. Rather glad in one sense, riath-
er sorry in another, Where to put the
rug was a problem. He might carry
it in his steamer-roll; It would be
handler there than in the bottom of
his trank, stored away In the ship's

hold Besides, his  experlence had
taught him that steamerrolls were
only indifferently inspected. You wil)
obgerve that the luster of hiz high

jdeals wag already dimming. He rea-
soned that Innsmuch as he was bound
to smuggle and He, it might be well to
plan something artistically, He wished
now that! he wns golng to spend Christ
mns in Culro; but it was too late to
change his booking without
loss of time nod mones

He had a light breakfast on the
voerandp of the Mena House, olimbed
up to the desert, bantered the donkey
boys, amused himself by watehing the
descent of some German tourists who
had climbed the blg Pyvramid betore
dawn 1o witness the sun rise, and
lln‘l'“b pennies to the horde of blind
begears who instantly swarmed about
him and demanded, in the name of A)
lah, n competence for the rest of thelr
days. He flnally escaped them by
fogting it down the Incline (o the ho-
tol gardens, where his horse stood
walting.

It was long after nine when he sild
from the saddle at the slde entrance
of the Semiramis. He was on hisg way
to the burean for his key, when uil
exquisitely gloved hand Hghtly touched
his nrm

“Don't yon remember me, Mr.
Jones?" sald n voice of vocal honey

George did. In his  confusion he
dropped bis plthe-helmet, and in stoop-
ing to plek It up, bumped into the por
ter who had rushed to his ald. Re-
member ber! Would he ever forget
her? He nover thought of har with.
out dubbing himself an outrageous ass,
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He strulghtened, his cheeks afire;

Sald, If my 1

blushing was another of thoge uncon-
trollable asininities of his. It was
really she, come cut of a past he had
hoped to be eternally inresuscitant;
the droll, the witty woman, to whom
in one mad moment of liberality and
Galahadism he had loaned without se-
curlty one hundred and fifty pounds at
the roulette tables in Monte Carlo;
she, for whom he had nlwavs blushed
wlien he recalled how easlly she had
muleted him! And here she was, se-
rene, lovely as ever, unchanged.

“My dear,"” said the stranger (George
couldn’t recall by what name he had
known her): “my denr,” to Fortune
Chedsoye, who stood a little beliind
her, “thia 1s the gentleman 1've often
told you about, You were at school
at the time. I borrowed a hundred and
Nty pounds of him at Monte Carlo,
And what do you think? When I went
to pay him back the next day, he was

gone, without leaving the slightest
clue to his whereabouts, Isn't that
droll? And to thionk that I should

meet him here!”

That her name had slipped his
memory, If indeed he had ever known
it, was trne; but one thing lingered
Incandescently In his mind, and that
was, he had written her, following
minutely her own specific directions
and inclosing his banker's address in

passings of moons he had opened his
forelgn mall eagerly and hopefully,
But hope must have something to
feed upon, and after a struggle lasting
two vears, she rendered up the ghost,
It wasn't the logs of money that
hurt; it wag the finding of dross metal
where he supposed there was naught
but gold. Perhaps his later shyness
was due as much to this distllusgion-
Ing incldent a8 to his middle names.
“Isn’t it drell, my dear?" the en-
chantress repested; nnd George grew
redder and redder under the beautiful,
grateful eyes, "1 must glve him a draft
this yvery morming."

“Hut Why, my dear Ma
Bt oz - 1

Fortune laughed, Somehow the qual-
fty of thut laughter plerced George's
confused braln as sometimes o shaft
of sunlight rips into a fog, suddenly,

| stilettodllke, It was full of mallce

CHAPTER V.
The Girl Who Wasn't Wanted,
If any one wronged George, defraud-
od him of money or credit, he was al-
waye rendy (o forglve, agreelng that
perhnps half the fault had been his.
This was not a sign of weakness, but
of a senss of justice too well leavened
with mercy. Humanity errs In the one
ng much as In the other, doubtless
with gome benlgn purpose in perspec-
tive. Now, It might be that this charm-
ing womun hed reslly never recelved
his letter; such things have been
known to go astray. In any case he
could not say that he had written,
That would have cast a doubt upon
har word, an unpardonable rudenoss.
So, for her very beauty nlone, he gave
her the full benefit of the doubt

“You mustu't let the matter trouble

now nleely adjusted under his arm.
“It was 0 long R0 1 hod really for-
gotten all sbout 1t.” Which was very
well suld for George

"But | haven't. 1 have often won-

dame,” stammered George, “You must |

you in the least,” he sald, his helmet |

“This |s the Gentleman |'ve Often Told You About.”

me. Monte Carlo Ig such a place! But
I must present my daughter. | am
Mrs. Chedsoye.”

“I am glad to meet you, Mr. Jones;"
and in the sad eyes there was a glim-
mer of real friendliness. Mors, she
extended her hand.

It was well worth while, that hun-
dred and ffty pounds. It was well
worth the pinch here and the pinch
there which had succeeded that loan,
For he had determined to return to
America with a pound or two on his
letter of credit, and the sucgcess of
this determination was based upon
many a sacrifice in comfort, sacrifices
he had never conflded to hls parents.
It-was not in the nature of things to
confess that the first woman he had
met In his wanderings should have
been the last.  As he took the girl's
hand, with the ulterior Intent of hold-
ing It t11l death do us part, he won-
dered why she had laughed llke that.
The echo of it still rang In his ears
And while he could not have degcribed
It, he knew Instinctively that It had
been born of bitter thought.

They chatted for a quarter of an
hour or more, and managed famously,
It seemed to him that Fortune Ched-
goye was the first young woman he
had ever met who could pull away
sudden barriers and open up pathways

Parls, Naples and Calro; and for many for speech, who, when he was about

to flounder into some cul-de-sac, gulded
him adroitly into an alley round It
Not once was It necessary to drag
in the weather, that perennial Iif
threadbare topic. He was truly aston-
ished at the ease with which he sus-
tained his part in the conversation,
and began to
himself. It did not oceur to him that
when two clever and attractive women
get forth to make a man talk (al-
wiys excepting he ls dumb), they nev-
er fall to succeed, To do this they
contrive to bring the conversation
within the smnll clrcle of his work,
| his travels, his preferences, his ambl-
| tlong. To be sure, nll thie is not fully
oxtencted In fifteen minutes, but &
womnan obtaing In that time n good
idea of the ground plan.
|  Two distinct purposes controlled the
women in this Instance. One desired
to interest him, while the other sought
| to learn whether he was stupld or only
shy.
| At Inst, when he left them to change
| his clothes and hurry down to Cook's,
{ to complete the bargain for the Yhior-
des, he had advanced so amazingly
|w"_b!| that they had aceepted his Invi-
tatlon to the polo-match that after-
noon. He felt that invisible Mercurl-
al winge bad sprouted from his heels,
for in running up the stairs, he was
aware of no gravitatlve reslistance.
| That this nnomaly (an aAcqualniance
with two women about whom he knew
nothing) might be looked wupon
askance by those who conformed to
the laws and by-laws of soclel useges
worried him not in the least, On the
contrary, he was thinklng that ha
would be the envy of svery other man
out at the club that afternoon

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

———
| Champagne Botties.

Great skill Is required In manufae
turing champagne bottles, which must
be almost mathematically even in the
thickness of the gluss, The glass must
be perfectly smooth and the necks ex-
act In every partioular to lusure per-

dered what you must have thought ut?foot corking,

think pretty well of°




