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George Percival Algornon Jones, vice
renldent of the Moetropolitan Orlentnl
ug company of New York, thirsting for
romunce, s In Calro on & business (eip.
Hornce Ryanne arvives ot the hotel In
alro with & carefully wuarded bundle,
yanne welts Jones the fumour holy Yhi
rdea rug which he admile Laving siolen
m & pasha nt Bagdnd Jones meets
ajor Callshan and later s Intrpdiced to
ttune Chedsoye by o woman to whom
he hid loansd 160 pounds nt Monte
some monthe previously, and
qut to be Fortune's mothor
Mrs, Chednoye and  Fortune
mamae Fortune peturie 1o Jones  the
money borrowed by her mother AMrn
Clmdm.yu appheare o enguged In some
mysiorlous enterprise unkoown o the

Junes Lilies
o n prjo

daughler. Ryanne Interents Joues in the
United Romance and Advepturs i
pany, a concern which for a price will
arrnnge any kind of an adventurs to or
der, Mrs. Chedsoye, her brolher, Mojor
Cullabhan, Wallace and Ryanne, wan the
United Romance and Adventurs cotghny,
lan n risky enterprine Involvioe I N
yunno moakes known ‘o M, Chedsoyve
hisn Intention “to marry  Fortune, Mrs

Chedgoye declares she will sot permit It

Pilang are Inid 1o provent Jones salllng
for home, Rynnne steals Jones' leiters
and cable dispatebes, He wives agent
Now York, In Jones' nhie, that lLe is )
rapting house In New York o wame
felendse.  Mahomed, Kevper of the haoly
earpt, In on Ryanno's trall  Iyanne
romises Fortune that he will wee (hat
ones conien (o no harm ns & rosult --ll Ll
urchese of the. rug.  Mubomed docosts

yanns and demands the Yhiordes rug
Ryanno tells him Jones lias the rug and
suggesta the abductlon of the New York
morchant as & means of socurlog e re
turn, Tha rug disappesrs from  Jonpea'
room, Fortune guarrels with her ot her
when the latter yefuses o cxplatn b
mysterious actlions. Fortune gels a moes-
sage purporting to be from Ryatne avk
dng hor ?; meet him In a wecluded place
that evening. Jones rocelves o messige
pakeing Bim to meet Ryanne ot the Boglish
r the same evening. Jonea In carried
O Into tha desert by Mohomed and lils
r\cﬂmnllwa after a desperate Nght hs
incovaras that Ryanne and Fortune also
vare daptives, the ftormoer Is badly baftered
unconscious, Ryanne recovers con
imness and the sight of Yortune in
oaplivity rveveals to him the fact  thut
ahomed latends (o gol vengennce on
fmy {hreough the girl, 1Mortune achnow
that she stole the rug from Jo
om. Hhe offers to return It to Mahomed
E,Im will fres all  thres of them. Ma
omed agrees 1o Hberkale 1Vartune and one
of tho men in return for the rug. A cour
for in went to Calro for (he rug, bur e
turns  with the Informabtion that  Mra
Chedsoye kod hwr brother have salled for
New York, Fortune «purns offered freo
dom which does not Incdlude her two com
panions,

In

THAPTER XV.—(Continued,)
When camp was mnade that oight
it found the captives uninlkative The
girl and the two men  sat  moodily
about the fire. Fallgue hud
their bodlea and hopelosaness
minds, The men were rapgped
unkempt;
thelr fncea, gaunt yal burned

thalr

hls stocklugs were now

off cloths he had found There

was goarcely enough (o nesunge thirst

By and by, Rynnne, without turning
“You say

Bis head, spoke to George
you questioned the courler?”

“Yen" plpe; defilea ‘em, they say. Funny
“He says he showed the note to no | beggars! And If they gave us tobaceo, |
one ™ we shouldn’'t have paper or pipes" |
“Yea [ “I always carry a pipe, but 1 loat {t

“And 8o no one will try to find ug?

cth‘-n

Ryanne had asked these questlons

arto |
who turns |

dulled

How,
n alubble of beard covered
eorge
had loat his remalning pomp, and as
full of holes,
be had, In the lnat Micker of personnl
pride. wound about them some cual-
Wil
not enough water for shlutlons; thoere |

2,
TSN,

|

Passing She Screamed.

il Y W

not quite sure of his route,
Iy, they found the well,
like mad people.

Ryanne, who had discovered a pack
of carda In his pocket, played patlence
upon a spot smoothed level with his
hand, He bocame absorbed in the
pame; and the boya gathbreds round
him curlously. Whenever he succeed-
ed in turning out the Afty-two cards,
he would smile and rub hils hands to-
gether.  The boys at length consid.
| ered blm unbalanced mentally, and In

Fortunate-
They drank

| consequence looked vpon him ns |
‘ near-holy man.

Hetween Fortune and George con-
‘.'-rnnllun dwindled down to a query
and an answar
I "Can 1 do anything for you?”

{ "No, thanks; I nm geiting nlong
Hlt'l-l\,”
Fornlght she retired  early, and

|t.'-r|.ry,|' Jolned Ryaone's anudience,

It averngos about nine carda 1o the
[ play,” he commented
Ryanne lurned over an ace.
| ificen minules went by. In

Ten or
the sevy
ernl attempts he had falled to score
the Tull complement,

George luughed

“What's In your mind?" cried Ry
nnpe  peevishly, “If it's aoything
worth telling, shoot It out, sHootr it
ont !

‘1 was thionklng what 1'd do to a
club-stenk just about now."

ftyanne stared beyond the fire. “A
club-sieak, Grilled mushrooms,”

“Sauce Hordelsise. Artlchokes."

“No, Aspoaragus, vinalgretie”

“What's the matier with

“That's so. Well,
buttersnuce.”

“Grilled sweeta, coffee, Benedictine,
and olgare™

“And n magnum of ‘1900' to atare off
with!" Ryanne, with n sudden chiange
of mood, scooped up the cards and
flung them at George’s head., “Do you

nEparngus with

| want us both to become gibbering
1dlots "
Udeorge ducked e and the bhoye

patherad In the Muttering pasteboards

You're vight, Percival,” Ryanne ad-
not hurt us

mitted hombly, "It wil
1o talk out lond, and we uwre all brood
Ing oo much, 1 am crazy for the wanpt
of tobuceo, I'd trude the best
ever cooked for a decenl clgar

lils | bt Ie brought r\'-ll'll, with ex

of which was broken In many plnces
‘I'va saved this for davs,” he sald
With his penknife he snwed It dell

cntely tnto two parts, and gave one o

| Ryunne

| I've turned you s shabby trick
shan't forget this bit of tobacco,”
“I's the last we've got., The boye

in the shuMe. 1 never
| smoking a8 a bad habit,

—

endlves '

dlnner
George put & hand relurtnotly into

treme pontioness, o clgar, the w rapper

You're a good fellow, Jones, and
I

you know, refuse s pull at the water- | George

It's hecnnwe | was never caught before
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By Judicions Inquirles George pacer-
Inlned that the tvip to Bagdad, bary-
ing nocldents, would take fully thirty

| ive days The dully fourneys pro
cecded unevenifully, Mahomed maln-
tained a grimness, If  he
almed at Ryanne at gll, It was in
triffing annoyances, such as forget-
ting 1o give him hlg ratlons unless he
nsked for them, or walkine the
cards spread upon the aand

Ryanne oarvied himself very well, Had
| he heen alone, he wonld bhave biroken

facliurn

nver

! looes apnlnst Maubomed: hoat he
thought of he others, nod restrained
| himself—some constderation woe due
fhem
Bt Into the bloed of the iwe men
here crept a petly freitabillis hey
I:-l'n\'!-rul one gnoilor kharpiy, and
often dld not gpenk Fortune slone
] comed mild and gentle Muhommeil,
Wince thint night ghe had braved him
lat her pgo and come nw plensed,
nor e distirbed her Itnd nhe
shown wenkness when most glie noed
A courage, Mahomed might not have
mlhteted his plans Admiration of cont
(FL ] ks Inherent In  al) people S0,
withou! apprectiuting 1, that moment
| had ey o precious one, saving them
#ll much unplensantnees,
| By the twentleth day, the caravan
as far Into the Arabian desert, and

nrly t he they
on & benutiful onsis, nestling
cumarald in a plague of gold. So many
| days had passed since the beloved
| green of growlug things had soothed
| thelr Inflamed eyes, that the sight of
thig haven cheered them all mightily,
Oneo under the ghade of the palms,
the trio picked up heart. Fortune sang
| Httle, George told a fuony story, and
| Ryanne wanted .to know If t(hey
| wouldn't take a hand at euchre, In
deed, that onsls was the turning-point
of the crisle. Another week uypon the
dreary, profitlegs sands, and thelr spir-
Its would have gone under completely.

Thie oasls wae elose to the regular
camel-way, there belng a larger onsis
some twenty.odd mlleg to the north,
But Mahomed felt safe at this distance,
{nnd decided to freshen up the caravan
| by a two-dnys' rest.

George Immedintely began to show
[ Fortune little atlentions. He fixed her

nlternoon came up

like an

enddle-bags, spread out her blanket,
brought her some ripe dates of his
own pirking, ingisted upon golng to

the well and drawing the water she
wig to drink. And obh! how sweet nnd
cool that water wae, nfter the gritty
flat Hauid they had beed drinking!
Just before sundown, he and Fortune
got oul upon n voyage of discovery;
and Ryanne paured In hls gume of pa-
tlence to wateh them There was
|more self-abnegation than bitternesa
In hi= eyer. \Why not? If Fortune re-
[turned to her mother, sooner or lnter
[ the thunderbolt would fall. Far better
[ that she should fall in love with Jones
(than to go back to the overhanging
|. ¢hadow, A gmlle lifted the corners of
| is lips, & snd smile, Percival didn't
| look the part of & hero, His conat was
varlously aplit under the arms and
ncross (he shoulders: his  {rousers
were vtAgged, and he walked in his
cloth pads |lke & man who had gout
in both feet. A beard covered his
face, and the barve spots were bllstered
and peellng.  But there was vouth In
1 Percival's eyes and youth in his heart,
and surely the youth In hers must
some day respond. 8he would know
this young man; she would know that
adversalty could not crush him; that
Erlw promize of gafety could not make
|a cownrd of him; that he was loyal
and brave and honeet. She would
know in twenty days what It takes the
AvVerage woman twenty years to learn,
| the manner of man who professed to
love her, Ryanne left the game unfin-
lhﬂ;q-d_ sireichod himself upon the
ground. Oh, the bitter eup, the bitter
cup!

Round the fire that night, the camel
bova gol oul thelr tomtoms and reeds,
and the eerie music affected the white
people heuntingly and mysteriously,
For thousands of years, the high and
| low notes of the drums (hollow earth-
en-jarg or large gourds covered with
goat-skin st one end) and the thin, me
tnllie wall of the reeds had echoed
nerogn the deserts, unchanged

Fortune nlwavs remembered
night., Wrupped fo her blunket,

and had fallen Into & doze

i Ryanne talked.
“I  never forget faces”
*No? That's n glfe.”
| “And 1 have never forgotten yours
1 was in doubt at first, but not now "

true Hut you are

that
she
had Iain down Just outside the circle,
When the
music stopped and the boys left the
prisoners to themselves, George and

began

“I never met you till that night at
looked upon | the hotel”
I suppose | “That's
Wadsworth, all the same, the son of

Horace

a dosen times and George had always | without It, And it I8 & bad habit, | the milllonaire-banker, the man I used
slnce It knocks up a chap this way | to admira In the feld”

glven the same answers

Up and away at dawn, for they must

pench the well thar night,
terrible day for them ull,
beasis showed signs of disiress.

Even the

for the lack of It

the worst of it was, Mahomed wan |tbeve upon the face of the globe.

Where do you get
It was n | your club-steaks in old N. ¥, 1"

And for an hour or more they sol
And | emnly discussed the cooking hers und
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[ “You #till think 'm that chap?
"1 am sure of It
you guve yourself nway."
“What did 1 say?' anxlously,
“You mumbled foot-ball phrases,”

The firet morning

- e

AL Ryanne was vastly relleved.
He soemed to be thinking

“Do you persist In denylng It7?”

"I might deny It, but | shan't.
Hovace Wadsworth, all flght, Fortune
knows something about that chapter,
but not wll. Stlkes you odd, eh 7" con
tinued Rynonne, ifron In  his  voice.
“Every opportunity in the world; and
yet, here 1 nm, How much do you
know, 1 wonder?”

“You took some money
bank, | think they gald.”

“Right:O! Wine, Percival; cards,
wine and other things., Advice and
warning went into one ear and out of
the other. Always 20, eh? You have
hourd of my broiher, 1 dare say. Well,
he wouldn't lend me two slamps were

I'm

from 1he

I 1o write for the undertaler to come
imnd collect my remaing, Beautiful his-
tory! 1've beon doing some tall think |
Ing ege lonely mights, Only the |
stranight and narrow way pays He |
good, even If vou nre lonesome. When |
I el back, If 1 ever do, it's a new lenf
for mine, Nelther wine nor cards nor |

omemn

Bilencs e fire no longear blnzed;

“SWhao g Mrs., Chedsoye?™” l'n'ul'i-;"
fin:l began anew 5
"Firat, how did you chance to make
her acguaintance |
Sume yYears ago, 4t Monte Carlo,” ||
“And she borrowed a hundred and

fifty pounds of you.'”
“Who 1old you that ™
She did
“Yoes '
“And she hadn't intended to.
poor innocent!™
“Why do you call ma that?"
“To lend money at Monie Carlo to a
woman whose name you did not know
at the time! Green, green as a paddy
fleld! 1'H tell you who she (8, because
you're bound to learn sooner or later
8he Is one of the most adrolt smug:
glers of the age; Jewels and rare laces,
And never once has the secrel-service
been able to touch her. Her broiher,
the Major, assists her when he Isn't
fleecing tender lambs at all known
games of chance, Hea's a4 eard-sharp,
one of the best of them. He tried to
tench me, but | never could cheat a
man at cards. Never makes any false
moves, but waltas for the quarry to of.
fer {taelf. That poor child hns always
been wondering and wondering, but
she never succeeded in finding out the
truth Brother and sister have made |
n handsome living, and many & time 1|

qulcekly.
She pald you back."

You

|
|

linve helped them out. There; you |
hnve me In the ring, too. But who
cures? The father, so I understand, |

marrled Fortune's mother for love; |

ghe married him for his money, and |
he hadn't any. Drink and despair die- |
prtched him quickly enough. She ls n |
remarkable woman, and if she had «
heart, she would be (he greatest of
them all. She has as much heart as
this beetle,” ns he flipped the green iri
descent shell into the fire. “Hut, alter
all, she's lucky, It's a bad thing to
have a heart, Percival, o bad thing.
Some one {8 sure to come along and
wring If, to jab It and stab it."

“The poor little girl!"”

“Percival, I'm no fool. I've been
walching vou. Go in and win her; and
God blegs you both, Bhe's not for me,
she's not for me!"”

“But what place have T In all this?"
evaslvely.

“What do yon mean by that?

“Why did Mrs, Chedsoye pay me |
back, when her original Intentlon had !
been not to pay me?" !
“You'll find all that written in the
hook of fate, as Mahomed would say
More, I cannot tell you.™

“Will not?"

“Waell, that phrase expreases 10"

They both henrd the sound. For
tyne, her face white and drawn,
stood Immedlately behind them.

CHAPTER XVI.

Mahomed Rides Alone.

It was as if the stlliness of the des
ert {tsell had encompassed the two
men. In thelr ears the slither of the
brittle palmdeaves ngalngt one an
otlpr and the crackle of the fire were
no longer sounds, They slared al
[fortune with that speechless wonder
of men who had come unexpactedly
upon & wraith, What with the faint
glow of the fire upon one side of her
and the pallor of moonshine upon the
other, she did Indeed resemble man's
conception of the spiritual,

Ryanne was first to pull himself to-

gether.

“Fortune, 1 am sorry; God EKnows
1 am. 1'd have cul out my tongue
yather than bave hurt you. [ thought

you wers asleep in the tent"”

“la it true?”

“Yes," HRyanne looked away

“1 had not quite expected this: the
daughter of a thief.”

“Oh, vome now;: don't look at It
that way. Smuggling ia altogether o
different thing,” protested Ryanne,
(Women ware uncertaln; here she

was, apparently the least aglieted of
the three.) "Why, bundreds of men

church, think nothing of beating
U'nele Sum out of n few dollars, Here's
Jones, for Ingtance; he would have
trled to smuggle In that rug.
that right, Jones?"

"Of courge!”
though scarcely knowing
sald, “I'd have done It.” |

“And you wouldn't call Percival a
thief," with a forced laugh., “It's llke
thig, Fortune. Uncle Sam wants al-
together too much rakeoff. He doean’t
Eive us & s are deal; and 80 we e@ven
up the matter by trylng to beat him.
Scruples? Ror!™

Tt 1 steallng,” with qulet
tion.

“It In't, elther
pose |1
Rome,
("nrle
maore

convie- !

Listen to me.. Sup- |
purchiase n pearl necklace in |
and pay fivecthousand for It
Sum will bocat up the value |
one-hall. And what for?
To protect Infant Inducstries? Bally
rot! We don’t nake pearigs in the
Stntes; our oysters aren’t educated up

than

len't | vanity and digshonesty;

| found that thess usually go together.
eried George eagerly, | Well, at Mentone you had a lttle ex-
what he | perience with men.

| A sort.

[a shop.

to I, Hls flppa: found no re-
gponge In her. “Well, suppose 1 pet
that oecklace through the customs |
withont paying ithe duty. I make
twenty-live hundred or go And no- |
bhady Is Furt, That's all your mother |
does.”

[t Is stealing,” she reiterated |

How wan ghe looked! thought |
fieorge |

How can you make that gtealing?"
Rynnne wag provohed.

“The law puts & duty upon such
things; If you do not pay it, you sienl
Oh, Horace, don’t waste vour time
In epecions arguments.” 8She made a
pesture, weariness personified, “It ls
atenling; all the arguments In the
world can not change it into anvihing
«lge. And how about my uncle who
fleeces the lambs at carde, and how
about my mother who knows and per-
mita 1t?

Ryanne had no plausible argument
to offer agalnst these queries,

“Is not my uncle a thief, and 1s not
my mother an sabhettor? I do not know
of anything so vile” ler figure grew
less erect. To Georege's eves, dimmed
by the reflecting misery In hers, she
drooped, as a flower exposed to sud-
den ecold, "I think the thlef In the
night much honester than one who
cheats at cards., A cardsharp; did
yon unot call it that? Don't lie, Hor
nee; it will only make me sad.”

“l ehan't lle any more, Fortune. All
that you belleve Is true; and I would
to (God that It were otherwise. And

I've been & partner in many of thelr

exploits. But not at cards, Fortune;
not at cards, 1'm not that kind of a
chent.”

“Thank you I should have known

truth., Now | know all there Is to
know.” Bhe held her hands out be-
fore her and studied them. *1 shall
never go back.”

*Good Lord! Fortune, you must
You'd be as helpless as a babe. What

could you do without money and com-
fort 7™
“l ean become & clerk In a shop
will be honest. Bread at Mentone
lttle then an she spoke
“My dear Fortune"
ealling Into 1ife that

sald Ryanne,

could put Into his tones, “have

and women who regularly go to

gome time, and perhaps only half & | thing quite possible

persuasive
sweotness which upon occmasions l"’lvm'f-"
you
ever thought how beautiful you are? |

No, 1 don't belleve you have, Soma
ancestor of your father's has been re-
Incarnated In ysu. You are without
and 1 have

You were under
protection then; protettion It was of
If you go out into the world
alone, there will be no protection; and
you will flad that men are wolves
generally, and that the sport of the
chase 18 a woman. Must I make it
plalner?”

“l understand,” her chin once more
resolute. “1 ghall hecome a clerk In
Perhaps 1 can teach, or be-
come & nurge, Whatever I do, 1 shall
never go back to Mentone, And all
men are not bad, You're not all bad
yourself, Horace; and so far as [ am
concerned, 1 belleva 1 might trust you
anywhere,”

“And God knows yon could!"™ genu-
inely, “But I ecan’t help you, If |
| had a slster or a woman relative, 1

conld send you to her But I huve no
one but my brother, and he's A worse
seoundral than I am. 1 at least work
out In the open. He transacts his
villalnies behind cloged doors.”

Hstened, sitting ag motion
lees 1 0 PBuddhist 1del. Why couldn’t
e think of something? Why couldn’t
he ceme to the ald of the woman he

(ieorga

loved 1t thig her hour of trial? A fine
lover, forsooth! 'T'o sit there like a
vokel, stupldly! Could he offer to
lend her money? A thousand times,
no!  And he could not ask her to
marry him: It would not have been
filr to efther, Bhe would have mis-

uniderstood; she would have scen not
lpve but pity, and refused him. Nel-
ther she nor Ryanne suffered more in
spirit than he did at that moment

“Jones, for God's sake, wake up and
suggest something! You know lots
of decent people, ('an’t you think of
romea one?"’

But for this call George might have
continued to" grope In” darkness. In-
stantly he saw a way. He jumped to
his feet and gelzed her by the hands,
boylahly.

“Kortune, HRynnne Is right. I've
found a way, Mr, Mortimer, the pres-
ident of my firm, {8 an old man, kindly
and lovable., He and his wife are
childless, They'll tnke you. Why, it's
as epsy ag talking."

She leaned back ngainet the draw-
Ing of his hands. She was afraid that
in his eagerness he was going to take

N\

“8he Is One of the Most Adroit Bmugglers of the Age."”

her In his arms. Bhe wondered why,
of a sudden, she had become g0 weak.

“I' eable e moment we reach
port,” he sald, as If reaching port un-
der the exlsling conditlons was &
“"Will you go to
them? Why, they will give you ev-
ery care in the world, And they will
love you as ns you ought to
be loved!"

Ryanne turned away his head

Fortune was (0o deeply nbsorbed by
her misery to note how near George

had come to committing himselt.
It “Thank you, Mr. Jones; thank you.
I am golng to the tent. [ am tired

would choke me:" and she choked & | And I um not so brave as you think

I am.™
“But will you?®"
"I shall tell

|

you when we reach
And with that she fled to the
| tent

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




