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“She 8hall Never Marry
T

SYNOPSIS.
George " Percival Algerpon Jones, vice-
prosident «? the Metropolitan Orjental

npany of New York, thirsithg for
o t4 In Culro on 'a business (rip.
Horace Ryamma arcives at the hotel In
Cadro with a earcfully guarded bundle.
Ryanne sells Jopes the famoun holy Yhi-
ordes rug which he ndmits having stolen
from n pasha ut B nd. Jones mests
Mnjnr Calinhan and r s Introduced to
edgoye by o womin to whom
he Hud Joandd 160 pounds at Monte Carlo
some montha provipusly, and whoa turns
out to ba Fortune's mother. Jones takes
Mra, Chefuoya and Portunoe to a polo
gume, Tortuns returns to Jones the
money borrowed by ler mother, Mrs,
Chedsoya appents to bé engaged in some
mysterious  entérprise unknown to the
daughtor., Ryanne Interests Jones in the
United Romance and Adveniurs com-
pany, & concirn which for a prics ‘will
arpange any kind of an adventure to or-
der. Mrs, Chedsoye, hor brother, Major |
Callahan, Wallace and Ryanne, as the
Tnited Romanee and Adventurs company,
plan & risky enterprise Involving Jones,

CHAPTER Vil —(Continued.)

“1 accept It as such. 1 am tired of
petty things. | repeat, fallure is not
possible. Hava I not thought it ont,
detail by detail, mapped out each line,
anticipated dangers by eliminating
them?"

“All but that one danger of which
we know nothing. You're a great
womnn, Kate: You have, ns you say,
mide ninety-nine dangers out of &
hundred fmpossible. Let us keep an
eye out for that hundredth. Our pho-
tograpits have yet to grace the rogues’
gnllery.”

“With one exception”™
Inughter was sardonle,

“Whoge?" shot the mijor

“Mine. A round and youthful phiz,
A sllky young mustache, Dut rest
eary; there's no lllkenesa between that
and the original one I wear now."

“You pever told me . . .,
gan Mrs. Chedsoye.

“Thero was never any reed till now
Elght years ago, Certain powers that |
be worked toward my escape, Bt 1
was never to return. You will recol
lace that T hove always remalned thia

Ryanna's

be-

slle. BEnough. What 1 did does not
mattar. | will pay this much: my
orlme was in belog found out. One

venture Into New York and out to sea
Again: they will not have a chanece, I
doubt If any could recall the clroum-
stances of my meteorie eareer, You
will obsotve that | am keved for any.

thing. Lot ua get to work. It doesn't
matter, anyhow."
“Youdidnot . . . " Mrs. Ched;

soye hesitated,

“Blood 1™ reading ler thought. “No,
Glocondn; my hands are gulltiess, at
least they were till this Bagdad af-
falr; and T am pot sure there I was &
trusted clerk; 1 gambled; 1 took
money that did not belong to me. And
here 1 am, room number 208"

"It doesn't matter. Come, Kate;
don't stare at Hoddy as I e were a
new speclen” ‘The major smoothed
‘the ands of his moustache, “Thin »
tesulon will be good for his soul” |

“Yor, (loconda; I feal onsler now.
1 am heart and soul in this aftalr, |

; moed’ excltamont, too. Lord, yes.
* When T went to Bagdad, 1 had no |den

5_. __ that I'should ever luy eyes upon that

corogeoHu boale Ac? e (e
tov, mujor.” :

a Man of Your Stamp™

urably. “Yes, yes; the emeralds; I
had not forgotten them. One hundred
lovely green stones, worth not a penny
under thirty thousand. A fine collec
tion. Hut another idea has taken pos-
session of this teeming braln of mine,
Have you noticed how this fellow
Jones hovers about Fortune? He's
worth a milllon, If he's worth a cent.
I am sure, In pure gratitude, she
wonld see to 1t that ber loved ones
were well taken care of in thelr old
nge,”

“l am going to marry Fortune my-
self,” sald Rynnne blandly,

“You?' The major was nonplussed.

Whallice shuffled his feet unensily.
This blond companion of his was al
wnya showing kinks In his mnature,
kinks that rarely ever straightened
out

“Yes. And why not? What i she
to either you or her mother? Noth-
ing. Affection you have never given
her, belng unable. It surprizes you;
but, nevertheless, I love her, and I
om going to marry her.”

“Really?™ sald Mrs: Chedsoye.

“Even 80"

“You are a fool, Hornece!" with ris-
ing fury. BSo then, the child had not
{ibed her In a moment of plgue?

“Men In love generally are fools.
I've never spoken before, because you
never absolutely needed me till now,
Thers's my cards, pat."

Mre, Chedsove's fury deepened, but
not visibly. “You are welpome to her,
it she will have you.”

“Yes," supplemented the major; “if
she will have you, my {riend, take her,
and our benedictions."

Ryanne's shoulders stirred suggoes-
tively,
“Of course, 1 expect to have the

final word to say on the subject. Bhe
is my daughter,” suld Mrs, Chedsoye.

“A trifling aceldent, my dear Gio-
conda,” smiled Ryanne! ‘“merely
that.”
“Just a little oll, just a litile oil,”
the major pleaded anxloukly, “Dash
it sll, this iz no time for a row of this
wllly order. But it's always the way,”
Irritably. “A big enterprise, demand-
ing a alngle purpose, and a trifle like
this to npset it all™

“1 nm ready for business at any mo-
ment"

“And you, Kate?"

“We'll say no more about it till the
affair s over. After that . . . "

“Those who live will ses, eh?"
Ryafhe rolled a clgarette
"“I'o buslness, then. In the first

place, Mr. Jones must not reach the
Ludwlg."

"He will not.”
quiel assurance,

“He will not even sea that boat,”
ndded Wallace, glad to hear the sound
of his voice aguin,

“Good, But, mind, ro rough work,"

“Leave it all to me,” sald Ryanne.
“The Uniterd Romance and Adventurs
Com will glve him an g.dv_qutuu
on’ ], ng It were™

“To you, then, The report from New
York reada encovesgingly, Our friends

Ryanne spoke with

walting for un. From now on Porelval
Algernon [must recelve no mory madl,
tolegrams or cabled,”

Troked &4 strp. Chedsaye musinkly.

thers ara busy. Thay are’ merely |

“T'1l tak= cite of that also” Ryanne
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"His real estate agent will wire
him, possibly tomorrow."”

“In that event, he will recelve a
cable slgnifying that the transaction
is perfectly correct.”

“He may also Inquira @s to what
to do with the valuables in the wall-
safe,”

“He will be instructed to touch
pothing, as the people who will oceupy
the house are old friends Ryanne
smoked calmly,

‘“Wallace, you will return to New
York at once."

I thought I was wanted here?”
“No longer."

“All right; I'm off,
Prince Ludwig, stateroom 118.
have my joke by the way.

“You will do nothing of the kind.
You will have a stateroom by your
golf,” sald Mrs. Chedsoye orisply.
“And no wine, nor cards. If you fall,
I'll break you '

“As we would a churchwarden's
pipe, Wallace, my lad." Ryanne grip-
ped his companion by the shoulder,
and there was encugh pressura in the
grip to cause the reciplent to wince,
“Well, well; I'll lay & straight
course.” Wallace glid his shoulder
from under Ryaune's hand.

“To you, then, Hoddy, the business
of quarsatining our friend Percival.
Dom't hurt him; almply detain him.
You must realize the Importance of
this. Have you your plans?”
“1'Il perfect them tomorrow,
find a way, never fear.”

“Does the rug come In anywhere?”
The major was curioug, 1t sometimes
seemed to him that Ryanne did not al-
ways lay his cards face up upon the
tnble,

“It will play its part, Besides, 1
am rather inclined to the ldea of tak-
ing it back. It may be the old wish-
ing-carpet. In that case, It will come
In handy, Who knows?"

"How much is It worth?"

“Ah, major, Percival himself could
not aay exnctly. He gave me a thous
and pounds for it.”

“A thousand pounds!™
Wallace,

The major struck his hands Hghtly
togethier, Whether in applause or
wonder he alone knew,

“And it was worth every shilling of
it, ton. I'll tell you the story some
doy. There are a dozen ways of sup-
pressing Percival, but 1 must have
gomething appoaling to my artistie
alde.”

“You have never told us your real
name, Horace,” Mrs, Chedsoye bent
toward him

He laughed. “I must have some-
thing to confeea to you In the future,
dear Gloconda.”

“Well, the meating adjowran,
die*™

“What are you golng to
Fartune?"” demanded Hyanne,
“Send her back to Mentone,”
“What the deuce did you bring her
here for, knowlng what was in the
wind?"

I'll sall on the
I'n

I shall

murmured

slone

do  with

“She expreseed a desire to see
Calro again,” answered Mrs, Ched-
s0YEe.

"We never deny her anything.” The
major rose and yawned suggestively.
In the corridor, Ryanne whlspered
softly: “Why not, Gloconda "

“She ehall never marry & man of
vour stamp,” coldly,

“Oharming mother! How tenderly
you have cherlshed her!"

“Horace," calmly enough, “Is 1t wise
to anger mel”

“1t may not he wise, but I have
never seen you in a rage. You would
be magnificent.”

“Cense this foolery,” patiently. 1
am in no mood for it tonight. As an
pssoclate In this equivocal business,
yvoi do very well, you Are necessary.
jut do not presume too much upon
that, For all that [ may not have been
what a mother should be, T stlll have
gome self-respect, So long as 1 have
any power over her, Fortuns shall
pever marcy A man fso far down In
the social scale an yourself."

"Soelnl seala? Gioconda, how you
hurt me!™ mockingly. "I should real-
ly ke to know what your ldea of

that invincible barrler {8, Is It be-
cause my face Is In the rogued’ gal-
lery? Surely, you would not be
erel!"

‘She la far above us all, my friend,”
continuing unruffled. “Sometimea 1
stand In abeolute awe of her.”

“A marvell If my recollestion Is
not at fault, many & man has eatered
the Villa Fanny, with a view to pourt-
ship, moen beside whom I am ns
Roland to the lowest Sarncen. You
nover objected to them.”

“I'hey had money and position.”

“Magle tallsman! And M1 had

ponttion? -

“My objections would be no less
strong.”

“Youp code pusles me You would
wolcomte: a8 A son-in-law A man who
stole openly the widow's mite, while 1,
who harass none, but the predatory
rlel, must dwsll in the outland? Rank
infusticn!” !

“You couldn’t take care of her."”
“Yes, 1 could. With but lttle effort
I could make these two hands as hon-
est as the dny is long"

“I have my doubts,” smiling a Nitle.
“Suppose, for the sake of an argu-
ment, supposa Fortune accepted me?”
Mrs. Chedsoye's good humor re-
turned. She kiew her daughter toler-
ably well; the child had a horror of
men. “Poor Horace! Do you bulld
upon that?*

"Legs, perhaps, than upon my own
bright invention. My sult, then to be
brief, {8 refected ?"

“Emphatically. I have spoken.”"
“Oh, well; the feminine prerogative
shall be mine, tha last word. Good
night; dormi bene!” He bhowed
grandly and turned toward his own
room.

He posseased that kind of mockery
which was the despair of those at
whom it was directed. They never
knew whether his mood was one of
harmless fun or of deadly intent. And
rather than mistake the one quallty
for the other, they generally pretend-
ed to ignore. Mrs. Chedsoye, who
had & gimfilar talent, was one of the
few who felt along the wall as one
does In the dark, Instinctively. To-
night she recognized that there was
no harmless fun but a real desperite
ness behind the mask; and she had
held In her temper with a firm hand,
This wns not the hour for a clash,
She shivered a llttle; and for the firat
time in the six or seven years she had
known him, she faced a fear of him.
His great sfrength, hig reckless cour-
uge, hig subtle way of madterlng men
by appearing to be mastered by them,
held her in the thrall of a peculiar
fascination which, In gulet periods,
glie looked upon ag eomething deeper,
Marriage was not to her an {denl state,
nor was there any muan, lving or dead,
who had appealed to the physical slde
of her, But he wag in the one sex
what she was in the other; and while
she herself would never have married
him, she raged Inwardly at the possi-
bility of his wanting another woman.
To her the soclal fabrie which holds
humunity together was merely a con-
venlence; the moral 'significancs
touched neither her heart nor her
mind. In her the primordial craving
for cuse, for material comforts, pret-
ty trinkets and gowns was strongest
developed. It was a8 If this sense had
been handed down to her, untouchad
by contnct with progression, from the
remote ages, that tlme between the
fall of Roman clvilizatlon and where
moadern oivillzation began. In short
a beautiful barbarian, whose intellect
alone had advanced.

Fortune was asleep. The mother
went over to the bed and gently shook
the slim, tound arm which lay upon
the coverlet. The chlld's nature lay
revealed as she opened her eyes and
smiled, It did not matter that the
smile Instantly changed to a frowning
Inquiry, The mother spoke truly
when she sald that there were times
when she steod In awe of this, her
flesh and blood.

“My child, 1 wish to ask you a ques-
tion, and for your own good Aanswer
truthfully. Do you love Horaca?"
Fortune sat up and rubbed her
eyes, "“No, Had her wits been loss
geattered she might have paltered.

The exllable had a finnlity to It
that reassured the mother more than
a thougand protestations would have
done.

“Good night,” she snld,

Fortune lay down again and drew
the coverlet up to her chin. With her
eyes ghnt she waited, but in vain_ Her
mother disrolied and sought her own
bed.

Ryanne wuas intensely dissetisfied
with himeell, For once his desperate
mood had carried him too far. He
had made too many confesslons, had
antngonized & woman who was every
bit as clever and ingenious as him-
gelf, The enterprise toward which
they were moving held him slmply be-
cause it was an exploit that entleed
wholly his twisted outlook upon life.
There wna a forbldding humor in the
whole nffair, too, which he alone saw.
The posslble rewards were to hm of
gocondnry consideration, It wag the
fun of the thing. It was the fun of
the thing that had put him squarely
upon the wide, short road to perdi-
tion, which had made him first a
spendthrift, then a thief. The fun of
tho thing: sinister phrase! A thous-
and times bad be longed to go back,
for he wasn't all bad; but door after
door had shut behind him; and now
the single purpoge wis to get to the
end of the road by the shortest, route,

He did not decelve himsell, His
desperate mood was the result of an
infernal roge against himself, a rage
ngalnst the weakness of his heart.
Fortune Chedsoye, Why bad she not
cronsed his path at that time when he
might have been saved?  And yet,
would ghe bave saved him? God alone
knew,

He hoard Jonan stlrring fn his room
pext door, Presently all became atill
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To sleep like that! He shrugged,
threw off his coat, swept the cover
{rom the stand, found a pack of cards,
and played solitatre till the first pallor
of dawn announced the new day.
Reclining snugly agalnst the para-
pet, wrapped In his tattered arblyeth,
or cloak, his head plllowed upon hls
lean arm, motionless with that pre-
tended sleep of thé watcher, Mahomed-
ElGebel kept his wigll, Miles upon
miles he had come, across three bleak,
cold, blinding deserts, on camels, In
trains, on camels agaln, night and day,
day and night, across the soundless,
vellow plalng, Allah was good to the
true bellever, The nlght was chlill,
but certain fires warmed his blood, All
day long he had followed the accursed,
lying ginour, but never once had ha
wandered futo the native quarters of
the olty. Patience! What was a day,
a week, & year? Qrains of sand. He
conld walt. Inshalla!

CHAPTER VI,

The Purloined Cable.
George, having made his bargain
with consclence relatlve to the Yhior-
des rug, slept the sleep of the untrou-
bled, of the just, of the man who had
nothing in particular to get up for. In
fact, after having drunk hig breakfast
cocoa and eaten his buttered toast, he
evinced his satisfnction by turning his
face away from the attracting morn-
ing light and passing off into sleep
pgaln. And thereby hangs this tale,
8o much depended upon his getting
his mall as it came In that morning,
that Fate hersell must have resisted
sturdlly the desire to shake him by
the shoulder. Perhaps she would have
done so but for the serenity of hie
pose and the infuntlie smile that lin-
gered for n while round bhis lips, Tnte,
as with most of ug, has her sentiment-
al lapses.

The man next door, having no con-
gelence to gpeak of (indeed, he had de-
ralled her while passing his twentl-
eth meridian!) was up betlmes. He
bad turned in at four; at six he was
strolling about the deserted lounging-
room, watthing the entrances, It Is
Inconcelvable how easfly mafl may be
purloined In n large hotel. There are
as many waye as polnts to the wind.
Ryanne chose (he simplest. He waited
for tha mall-bag to be emptled upon
the head-porter's counter. Nonchal-
antly, but deftly, whils the porter
looked on, the adventurer ran through
the bulk, He found three letters and
a onble, the latter having been re-
celved by George's bankers the (ay
pefore and malled directly to tha ho-
tel, Tho porter bad no suapleion that
& bold theft was belng committed un.
der hig very eyes. Moreover, clreum-
stances prevented his ever learning
of it. Ryanne stuffed the spolls into
a pocket,

“If any one naka for me,” he sald,
“gay that T ghall be at my banker's,
the Anglo-Egyptian bank, at 10 o'clock.

“Yon, sir,” raplled the porter, as he
began to wort the rest of the mall,
not forgetting to peruse the postals.
~ Rynnne went out into the street,
walking rapldly into town, Mahomed-
F1-Gebol shook the folds of his clouk
and followed, The adventurer did not
slacken his gait til he reichod #hop-
Bedrd's hotal. Upon the steps ha
voused. Boma Tnellth trooos  ware

. P

The Porter Had No Buspicion That a Bold Theft Was Being Committed.
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marching past, on the way to the rall
way statlon; the usual number of na-
tives were patrolling the sldewalks
dangling strings of imltation scarahsa;
a caravan of pack-camels, laden with
cotton, shuffled by haughtily; a blind |
beggar sat on the curb In front
munching a plece of sugar cana
Ryanne, assured that no one he knew
was about, proceeded into the writing
room, wholly deserted at this early
hour,

He sat down at a desk and opened
the cable; It contained exactly whal
he expected, It was a call for ad
vice In regard to the rental of Mr
George P, A. Jones' manslon in New
York and the temporary disposing of
the loose valuables. Ryanne read it
over a dozen times, with puckered
brow, and finally balled It flercely In
his fist. Fooll He could not, at that
moment, remember the most essen-
tial point in the game, the name and
office of the agent to whom he must
thly very morning sgend reply. Hur
rledly he fished out the letters; one
chance in & thousand, He swore, but
in rellef. In the corner of one of the
lotters he saw that for some unkuoown |
reason the gods were atill with him,
Reynolds and Heynolds, estates, Broad
sireot; he remembered, He wrote out
a reply on a pleca of hotel paper, In
tending to copy it off at the cable

| comfort,

office. This reply covered the ground
convincingly. “Renting for two
months. 04 friends. Leave things
as they are, P, A" The initinls
were a little stroke, From some
source Ryanne has ploked up the faot
that Jones" business correspondenca
was conducted over those two inftials
Ha tore up the cable Into smgll fllegh
ble squares und dropped some into one
bagket and pome Into another, Next
he readdressed George's mail te Leip
#ig; another stroke, meaning a delay
of two or thres months; from the
hend office of his banker's there to
Parls, Parla to Naples, Naples to New
York, That Ryanne did not eopen
thesa letters wns In nowlse due to
moral gunslon; whatever they con.
tained could be of no vital importance
to him,

“Now, Horace, we shall bend the
crook of otr elbow In the barroom.
The reactlon warrints a stimulant.”

An hour Inter the whole nffair was
nicely off his hands, The cable had
cost him three sovercigng, Bul what
was that? Nieote, riem; nothing; s
mere bagatelle. For the first time In
weeks o senge of security invaded his
baing.

It wns by now 9 o'clock; and Per
cival Algernon still reposed upon his
bed of ease. Lot him aleep. Many
days were to pass are he would again
know the comfort of llnen sheets, the
luxury of down under his ear,

(TO DR CONTINUED.)

Leng Record as Public Singer,

What 18 probably the world's record
as & publlc singer ls held by Mra
George V. Johnson, who for mora than
62 years bas ben sololst In the Presby
terinn church. Bhe has traveled a
distance of more than 40,000 miles In
merely golng to and from her eholr
rehearsnls and church services, while
the actunl time sbe has spemt In &
cholr sent would amount to the equim
alent of one year and n halt—Plke
(N, ¥.) Queatin
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of thir strange sect, which ! but liitle

seot, “Jarronl” and his followors com-
ml:'h‘::lm o huge temple, (n-
temded IQ':QM poople, nexr
Chatham, “Jezreel” digd ln 1885, and

of | ynd, what |8 most Important, absol
4 proof of the o

ar Lederle of New York has notified
deslers und shippers st that place
that they must 016 with the henlth de-
purtment

ty of thoe water In

MR. GOSLINGTON GOT EvEN

Colislon of Ii-Mannersd Wan and
Fire Mydrant Afforded Him Much

Nl-mennered chaps,” sald Mr, Gosling-
tom, “that elbaw thelr way through
and crowd you off into the gutter,

as not, and pass right on with pever &
thought? 1 encountersd one of them
this momning in Sixth avenue.

‘He overtook me, coming up f{rom
the rear, walking faster than I, and
when he had come to me he didn't
sheer out, but kept right along. shoul-
dering me so that I almost fell into
the street. But in one briel moment
I was more than fully avenged,

“Just s this [f-mannered chap

ghouldered me I had arrived at & fire’
hydrant, for which I was about to
sheer out. You know the fire hydrant?
Bulli of east iron. very hard, and
standing up rigldly, very rigidly. You
¢an't just shoulder a fire hydrant out
of the way, and just as this man shoul-
dered me out of hls course he camse
upon the fire hydrant, which with me
covering it from vlew he had not
aeen, His next rude, reckless step
forward carrled him up against this
fire hydrant falr and squarely per
bunk!
*“And it dido’t break his leg, but
it dld make him limp; he limped quite
perceptibly, I was pleased to see, a#
he walked away."

JUVENILE LOGIC,

gl

“Do you belong to a brass band,
Mrs. Blow?"

“No, dear.
your head?"

“Well, mamma sald you were al
ways blowing your own horn, Bo 1
thought you must belong to a brasse
band.”

RASH ALMOST COVERED FACE

Warrenville, 0.—"1 have felt the
effects of blood polsoning for eighteen
years, 1 was never witliout some erup-
tions on my body, 'The terrible itch
ing coused me much suffering and dis
while the rubbing and
scratching made It worse, Last spring
1 had a terrible breaking out of blis
tery sores on my arms and limbs. My
foce and arms were almost covared
with ragh, [ could not sleep and lost
nineteen pounds in five weeks, My
face was terribly red and sore, and
felt as if my skin was on fire. At last
I tried & sampla of Cuticura Soap and
Cutleura Ointment and 1 found them
§0 cool, soothing and healing, ‘that 1
got some Cuticura Soap, Cutlcura
Ointment, and Resolvent. I bathed
with hot water and Cutlecura Soap,
then I applied the Cutleura Olntment
overy night for two months, and 1 am
eured of all ekin eruptions.” (Signed)
Mrs, Katbryn Krafft, Nov. 28, 1811

Cutleura Soap and Olntment sold
throughout the world, Sample of eich
free, with 82.p. Skin Book. Address
post-card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston.*
Adv.

What put that idea into

Words of the Aviator,

“8o vou took a flver in thp stock
market?”

“Yea," answered the regretful-look
ing man, “and hit an air poeket.”

A woman always seoms to think a
man oun make over his silishat s
enally as ghe can make a new bonnet
out of the one ghe wora last year.
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