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ba would have been singlng chant
"royales under luiilee-wihudows; n pa
adin nnd n poet.”

“Mow do you know that? 1l he
make love to you?"

“No; but I made love to him with
aut his knowing it:; and thal wase

«to Paris, I lost It

]
SYNOPSIS. I
firorge Percival Algeroon Jone Vi
prafident of the Motropoliten Grionti
Rug compnny of New York, thirmil fonr
rmance, @ In Ualm on o himaln Irip
Florace Myarnn werlvos ot the hate! in
Calrn with s enrefolly puaedod
Rynopne solls Jutés the famous bBoly Yl
ardes rug which e adaalts having stolyd
fhom n paabi st Masdind,  Jones
Mador Collabun wesd Juler i ! odbuced 1o
Fartune Ched a by a woman o whom
ne hind losnoe 1M poundn #t Monte o
some menths previous!'s, apnd whoe turns
wul o be Fortune's motleg
CHAPTER V.—(Continued.)
"Well?" antd Mrs, Chedsoye, o qubz-

Zlenl amile slanting hior Yip

You wish my oplalen?” countered
the daughter. He & ehy, bul he 18
pelther stopld onor sy, sod when he
amjles he ln renlly good looting”

"My child,” replied the woman,
drawing off hor gloves pod examining
har shapely hande, 1 bave looked In
to the very heart of~dbat young man.
A thousand years figo, a red cross on
hin surtout, he would have bean bent.
tng hla flats against the walls of
dornsalom; five hyndved yenrs Inter,

more to my purpose than having him
mike love to me” enlgmiatically
“Three days, and he wag po gulleless
ehiit he never asked my name fut
in Monte Carlo, as you know, ono asks
anly your bankoer's nhme.""

“And your purpose?’

“It Is still mine, dear, Do you ronl
fza that we haven't seen each other
. four months, and that you haven't
offered to kiss me "

“Did he go away without writing to
wou about thnt money?"

Mrs, Chedspoye calinly plucked out
the (nturned Angers of her gloves. *I
bellove | dld recetve a note Inclosing
tls banker's addrees, but, unfortu-
mntely, in the confusion of returning
My memory has |
alynys been n trial Lo me,” sadly,

“Since when?" coldly. “There {a not
4 woman living with & keener memory
than yours "

“You flatter me.
tarest me, perhaps.”

“You never meunt to pay him,
s horrible "

"My dour Fortune, bow you jump at
concluslons! Did | not offer him
dralt the very first thing?"

“Knowing that at such n moment he
2ould not possibly mceept 7 de-
rizslvely. "Bometimes 1 hate you'!™

“In theses days filial devollon Is a
loat art.”

“No, no; 1t 1a a flower parents have

In sffalrs that (o

It

conned to culkivate.'” |

And there was in the tone a
etrnined note which described an in- |
?mn longing w be loved For it |
porge Perclval Algernon Jones was |

& lonely young man, it was the result |

of his own blilndness; whereas Fortune

sanrch of that which she never eould
find. The wide Lybinn desort, held
upon s face n loneliness, n desolation,
tesa mournful than that which relgned
within ber heart.

YHush! We are growing sentiment-
al” warned the maother, “Desides, |
belleve wa are atiracting attention.”™
Her glance swept a half-cirele com-
placently.

“Pardon me! 1 should be sorry to
deaw attention Lo you, kuowing how
you mnbhor it."

“My child. learn from me; tomper la
the arch-enemy of mwooth complex-
fone. Jones—It wakos you taongh*

‘Tt Ia a homely, Bonest uame.”

*f graut that. Bt & Percival Alger
aon Jones!” Mra. Chedsoye laughed
saftly. It was one of those pleasant
dounds that caused peorsons within
hoarlug to walt for It to occur ngain
‘Chune; let us go up to the room. [t
tw a dull, dusty Journey In from Port
sald."

Alone, Fortune was certaln that for
her motber her henrt knew nothing
hot hate, Negtect, indifference, In-
justice, misunderstanding. the chill
ropollonce that alwoays met the least
autrenching of the child's affections,
the unaccountable disappenrances,
the terror of the unkoown, the blank
wull of Ignorance belhind whielhh she
wis always kept, upon these hato had
buflded ber dark end brooding re-
theat, Yet, never did the mother come
within the radius of ber sight that she
Md not fall under the spell of
attange fascination, enchalning, fght
agaiget 1t how she wight. A kindly
tonch of the hood, o slngle mother-
amMe, and sho would bave Nung her
wms about the other woman's neck.

But the touch and the mothersmile
aever came. Bhe kunew, she under
atood; she wasn't wanted, she hadn‘t
boen wanted In the begioning; to her
mother she wis as the young of ani
e, Interesting only up to that time
when they could stand sione.
the mother never
faminine friendshlpa was In nowlse
astonlshing, Beauty and charm, such
as she po
t stimulate envy In other

Clindsoye turnod hither and thither in |

|

In Hio Hocked nbout her, why, It is
the eternal tribute demonded of heay

ty, Herpe and there the men were not
all the daughter might have wished
| Gften thoy burpt sweet futtery ot her
P elivine, tentatlvely: but as she coally
tamped out these (nciplent fros,
| they nt lengih come to regard bher as
one regards the benuty of o frosted
windew, ar a thing to admire and
provdga In pasaing, One ache alwn
ablded; the bitter knowledgs that had
she ot In kind smile for smile and

jost Tor Jest, she might have beet her
mothor's boon companion, But deep
ack in some hidden chamber of ber
heart lay a msecret dread of guch 0
top, & dread which, whenever she
strave lo analyze it, ran (rom under
her lnventigating touch, as Hitle balls
of quickstlver run from uynder the
pressure of n thumnb

Hhe was never without the comforts
of e, wellfed, welldressed, well
housed, and often her mothar flung
her some jewelod trinket which (ngsain
that sense of menaee) she put away,
but never wore, The bright  perlods
wara when thoy laft her in the little
ville near Moentone, with no one hut
her old and fatthial  purse, ‘here,
with her horse, her books and hboer
lowers, she woas ot peace. Week Into
week and month Into month she was

lat Yie. Naver a letter cume, gove
from some Tormer schoolmate who
was coming over and wanted lelters

of Introduction to duliea and duchess-
of.  If she smiled over there lettars
At wus with melancholy: for the dukos
und duchesses, who f[ell within her
slngular orbit, were not the sort to
whom one gave letters of introduction

Where her mother went she never
had tho lenst lden, Bhe might be In
any of the great ports of the world,
anywhere belween New York and
Port 8ald. The wmajor generally dis-
appearcd at the same time. Then,
perhaps, she'd come back from a
pleasant tram-ride over to Nice and
find them bolh at the villa, maid ahad
luggnge. Mayhap o night or two, and
off they'd go agaln; never a word
about thelr Tormer fournay, uncom-
munleative, rather qulet, These ab-
sonces, together with the upndemon-
sirative reappearances, used to hurt
Fortune dreadfully, It gave her a
alenr proof of whore she stood, exactly
nowhere, The hurt had lessened with
the yeurs, and now she dido't eare
wuch, Like 88 not, they would drag
her out of Eden for a# month or two.
for whnt truo renson she never could
quite fathom, unless It was that at
times her mothor llked to have the
doughter nosr her as & foll

At rare Intervals she saw steeloved,
grim-amonthed men wandering up and
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he should make her, 1ns
mother, hils confidante
vocation he pursued, she
know, for he kept sedulous
hls tongue: but hig past
up to that fork In the rond where man
hood gayn good by to youth, was hers,
And in this direction, clever and artful
as the mother was, she sought in vain
to wrest this past from her daughter's
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Hpe, To the mother, it wag really nec-
essury [or her to know who this man
really wag, had been, knowing thor-

ouglily ns ghe did what he was now.

grew to ben part of this unveal drama,
arriving mysterlously one doy nond de.
parting the next

That a deama wae being enacted un-
der hat eyes ghe no longer doubted;
but 1t was as though she had taken
her seat smong the audience in the
mlddle of the second act. She could
make neither hend nor tall to it

Whenever she accompanied
mother npon these lmpromptu
neys, her charncter, or rather her ut-
titude, underwent o change, She |
swept aglde her dreams;
the world as It was, saw things as
they were; lnughed, but without merrl- |
ment; jested, but with the wvenomed
point, It was the reverse of her real
character to give hurt to any living
thing, but durlng these forced march-
es, as the major humorously termed
them, and such they were In truth,
she could no more stand against gly
Ing the ernel stab than, wheén alone
In her garden, she could resist the
tender pleasure of succoring a fallen

her

down boefore the gatos of the Villa

e — -

butterily She was especially happy
in Anding wenk spots In her mother's

Fanny, but they never rapg the bell,
nor apoke o ber when she passed
them on the street. Il she (alked of
these men, her mother and the major

That |
made nnd held | mother, she desplsed ber uncle, who

would exchange nwused glances, noth-
ing more.
I, rightly or wrongly, she hated her

| waus ever bringing to the vilia men of
money, but of conrse Mber, ostensibly

sared, served lmmedlotely | with the view of muarrying ber off
women's But Fortune had ber dreams, and she

baoarts, And that men of all stutlons wus gulte content tn wiit
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There Werapt Two Other Women in All Cairo to Compare With These
Two,

armor, and she never denled herself
the thrust. Mrs, Chedsoye enjoyed
thege sharp encounters, for It must
be added that she gave ms good as
#he took, nnd more often than not her
thrusts bit deepor and did not always
heal.

Fortune never asked questions rela.
tve to the (amlily Onavces. If she
harbored any doubts as to thelr origin,
to the source of thelr comparative lux
ury, she never put these Into speech

She had never seen her father. but

Persistent he undeninbly was, but
never coarse nor rude, Since  that
time he had come back from the!

Jour [

she necepted |

it == —— ST
There was one mon moro persiztent
than the others Maor mother called
‘him Horance, which the mujor mel
Howed 'Into Hodds He waw tall, blond,
Eood-looking, 1 devilmny-care vdu
cated, witly, nmusing: and In evenlng
dreas he appedared to be what it was
quite vident he had once been, n
gentlemnn, At fArst whe thought It

casino ot Monte Carlo, much the worse | tune grasped the true signliicance of

| played alrs from the new I
| and at one eldo
| were teadtables under dazviing

| 8panish

MERRILL COMPANY o
he Eod olten heard him referred to
8 Uthint brute” or “thuat fool™ or “thatr
irunken imbocile.” If n portrait of

iy exlsted, Fortune had not yet gcen
t. Bhe visited his lonely grava once
in the Protestant o« latery,
widd drenmily tried to conjure up what
ianner of man he had been. One day
ghe plied her old Italian nurse with
guestion

i1 year,

“Handsome? Yoes, but It was nll o

lomg ago, carn mia, that 1 enn not
describe Mm to you™

“Did he drink?* Belind this ques
tlon there wis no sense of moral
abloguy as applying to the dead.

Sainted Mary! didn't all + en drink
thelr very souls {uto purgat ry those
unrellglons daysg™”

“Had he any relatives

I never heird of any.”

Was he rich?”

“No; but when the: signora, vour
mother, married him she tlought he
was,”’

It was not till later vears that For-

for wine, she feared him; yet, In splte [ this statement. Tt Hlumined many
of this lear, she had for him a vague | pages,  She dropped all investip o long,
liking, & hazy admiratlon. Whatever | concluding wisely that her mot or, if
his faults might be, she stood witness | she were ininded to speak at all, could
to hils great physieal strength and |supply only the ing Idonts, the o tails,
conrage, He was the only man, among | It wag warm, balmy, like M in the
all thoge who appeared at the Villa ! northern Iapitudes. Waon wore
Fanny and immediately vanlghed, who | white dresses and carried nghades
retirned sgoain And he, too. soon |over thelr shoulders. A go band

L-operas,
wnd-stand
Hnen,

of the

Fashlon was out. Not all Lor votarles
enjoyed polo, but it wae absolutely
| necessary to pretend t) they

When they talked they discussed the

dancer who parnded back
and forth acrosgs the tea-lawn. They
discussed her jewsls, hor clothes, her
escort, and qulte frankls

1
|
did. |
|

her morals,

=

“I Expect Every Hour to Hear of Some One Arriving From Bagdad.”

which of the tour was by ull odds the
most popular theme

All agreed that )

thae dark beauty of a high-class Span

lard, possogsing humor, trenehanl com-
ment, keen deduction amd appiication;
worldly, cynicnl, high-bred. The sty
dent of nations might have tried in
villn to place her She spoke the
French of the Parisians, the, Itallan
f the Florentines; the German of the

Hiunoverlang, and bher Engliah was the
envy of Americans and the wonder of
the Londoners. The daughter fell be
hind her but little, but #he was more
reservoed

\s Fortune sal beside the young col
that afternoon, she marveled
why they hod glven him Perelval Al
goarnon. Jones was all right, solld and
substantial, Lut the other two turned
it into ridicale. Still, what wips the
matter with Perciva! Algernon? His
tory had given pmen of these names
mighty fine things to accomplish,
Then why ridicule? Was it due to the
perverted angle of vision created by
wits and humorists in the comle woeek
llea, who were eternnlly plllorying
these nnhappr prefises’ to  ordinary
cognomensz? And why this plilorying?

fog for

She hadn't studied the subject suf-
felently to reallze that the business
of the humorist Is not so much to

Amuse ag to WArn persons against be-
coming ridiculous, And Percival Al
gernon Jones wos all of that, It re.

splved ft=ell Into n matter of values,
thet, HMad his surname been Mont-
morency, Perclval Algernon would
have fitted as a key to ita lock. She
gmiled., No one but a fond moether
would be gullty of such a erime. And |
if she ever grew to know him well |
enough, she was golng to nsk him nll
about this mothel |

What interest had her own motlier |
in this harmless soung® man? Oh,

some day she would burst through this
web, thig jungle; some day she would

sea beyond the second act! What
then? she never tronbled to ask her
self; time enough when the moment
arrived.

“I hnd  an interesting adventure
last pight, a most interesting one,”

began George, who was no longer the
shy, blundering recluse were

They

she was handsome in a bold way. This | on the way back 1o town '
modifleation invariably distinguishes ‘Tell 1t me.” sald Mz Chedsoye.
the right sort of women from the He leaned over from his seat beside |
wrong &ort, from which there 18 no ap l. the chauffeur of the hived nutomobiie
peal 1o a higher ecourt They could (Hiung the expensa on & duy like |
well ufford to admit of her beanty |(njsty “A fellow brought me s rug |
slnce the dancor was outslde what Is lagt night. one of the rarest outelde
called the soclal pale, tor all that her | ho mugeums, How and where he got
newest escort was a prince Ineognlto. | (¢ 'y not fully able o stats But |
They also digcussed the play at bridge, | 1o had been in a violent struggle
the dulluess of this particular season, | soimewhers, arms slashed, shins bat-
the possibllity of war between KUK | (arad  He admitted that ho had gone
land snd Germany And sowe one | |in where many shapes of death
asked others who were the two w;-.ll-: itk ed It was a bit irregular. [|
gowned women down In front, sitting | ouune the rug, however. Some one

on either slde of the young chap In
No one knew, Mother and

pearl-grey
daughter, probably Anvhow, they
knew something about good clothes.

(leorge was happy. He was proud,
too. He saw the glances, the nods of
ppproval. He basked in a kind of
sunshine that was new, What an ass
he had been all his life! To have
been afrnld women just because
he was Perclval Algernon! What he
should have done was to have gone

of

| forth boldly, taken what pleasures he

found, and laughed with the rest of
them.
There weren't two other women in

il Cplro to compare with these two

The mother, shapely, elegant, with

clse would hawe snatched It up if I
hodn't. 1 wanted him to rocount the
adventure, it he smiled and refused
I toll you what it
ports wre grest places.”

18, theso oastern

“How Interesting!™ Mre. Chedsoye's
color wis not up to the mark. “He
wias not seriously wounded?

“0Oh, no.
dividual
bhardy enough to pull himsell out
pretly bad Loles. He needed
monay."

“Did he give ki
une.

“Yes: but no doubt It was nssumed
Ryanne, and he spelt it with an ‘ne/

He looks ke & tough lu
1 mean, & chap strong and |
of
the :
|

name?" asked For

| and her daughter

s and hamorously explained why he did

oy
“I& he young. ol nddooking, or
whnt .
Mrs, Chedgove eyed her offspring

through nirrowed lids,

“I showld say that lbe was about
thirvty-five, tall, pomething of an ath
Iote; and thers romaing soma Indiea-
tions that in the fdush of youth he was
handsome, Odd, He reminded mo of
A young man who wak on the varsity
eleven when 1 entered
I dldn’t know him,
but 1 wns a great admirer of his from

foot-baller
my freshmon venr

the grand-stangd Horace Wadsworth
was Wis name."

Horace Wadsworth Fortune  had
the seusatlion of belng nstonished at
something she had expected (o hap
pen.

Just before golng down 1o dinner
that night, Fortune turned 1o her
mother, her chin combative in I«
anglo.

"1 gave Mr., Jones & hundred and
fAfty pounds out of that money yon

left in my eare, Knowing how forget-
ful you are, [ took the liberty of at-
tending to the affalr myselt.”

She expocted a storm, tnt  instead
her mother viewed her with apprals-
Ing eyes, Suddenly she laughed mel
lowly, Her gense of hum. r was too
excltable to resist so delectablo a sit
uation.

“You told him, of course, that the
money came from me?" demanded
Mrs, Chedroye, when she could con-
ti'ol her volce

“Surely, since
yon"

"My dear, my dear, you are to me
like the zong In the Mikado;' and she
bhummed lHghtly-—

It did comwe from

““To make the prisoner pent
LUnwillingly represent
A source of Innocent
Orf innocent merriment!”

merrimoent,

“Am 1 a prisoner, then?"

“Whatever you llke; It can not be
sald that [ ever held you on the leasgh,™
taking a final look into the mirror,

“What is the meaning of this rug?
You and I know who stole IL"

“I bhava explicitly warned you, my
child, never to meddle with affairs
that do not concern y "

“Indirectly, zome of yours do. You
are in love with Ryanne, as he calls
himsell.”

“My dear, you do not usually stoop
to such wvulgarity. And are you cer-
tain that he has any other name?"”

“If I were 1 should not tell you.”

“Oh!"

“A man will tell the
loves many things he
the woman he admires.”

“As wise as the serpent,” bantered
the mother; but she looked again into
the mirror to see If her color was still
what It should be. “And whom does
he admire?” the Mona Lisa emlle hov-
ering ot the corners of her lips

“You,"

AMra. Chedsoye thought for a mo-
ment, thouglit deeply and with new
inglght. It was no longer a child but
a woman, and meyhap she had played

he
tell

woman
will not

oV Il!y‘

upon the taut strings of the young
henrt once too often, Sull, she was
unafraid,

“And whom dJdoes he loye?"

“Me, Shall | get you the rouge,
mwother?"

Still with that unchauging smile,
the woman recelved the stab. "My

an It speculatively, “you
You haven't been my pu-

daughter,”
will get on,

pll nll these yvears for nothing. Let
us go down to dinner” ¢
Fortune, aa she silently followed,

experienced o sense of disconcertion
rather than of elation.

CHAPTER VI.
Moonlight and Poetry.

A Lall followed dinner that night,
Wednesday. The ample lounging-
room filled up rapldly after coffee;
officers In smart uniforms and spurs,
whose principal function In times of
peace g to get in everybody's way,
rowel expoged nnkles, and demollsh
lnce ruffles, Egyptians and Turks and
sleek Armenians In somber western
Irock and scarlet eastern lez or tar-
hoosh, women of all colors (meaning,
as courge, as applied) and shapes and

| taster, the lean and the fat, the twall
and ghort, such as Billy Taylor Is said
to have kissed In all the ports, and
tail-conts of as many styvles as Jo

seph's had patches. George could dls-
tingulsh his compatriots by the fit of

the trousers round the Instep: the
Eoglishman had hls fitted &t  the
walst and trusted In Providence far

the hang of the rest, This trifling de-
tective work rather pleased George
The women, however, wore all Eves
to hig eye, liberal expanses of beaatd
ful white skin, the bare effect belng
modified by a string of pedarls or dia
monds or emeralds, and halr which
might or might not have been wholly
thelr own, He walted reatlessly for
the reappearance of Mra Chedsove
All was right with
the world, except that he was to sall
ultegether too goon. His loan had
been returned, and he knew that his
former suspiclons had been most up.
worlthy. Mra, Chedsoye had never
received hils note.
(TO DE CONTINUVED.)




