“well, I've Got a Rug Up In My Room 1'd Like to Show You."

i ]
SYNOPSIS,

George Percival Algernon Jones, vice-
presifent of the Metropolitan Orlenta! Rug
company of New York, thirsting for ro-
mance, is in Calro on & business trip.
Horace Ryanne arrives st the hotel in
Cairo with a carefully guarded bundie.

CHAPTER I111.—(Continued.)

George's romance gathered Itself for
a flight. Perhaps It was love thwart-
od and the gentleman with the mus
tache and imperial, in spite of his ami-
abllity, might be the ogre. Perhaps
it was love and duty. Perhaps her
lover had gone down {0 sea. Perhaps

(for lovers are known to do such |

things) he had run away with the
other girl. If that was the case,
Georyy did not think highly of that

tent: we gentleman's taste. Perhaps
and rhaps again; but George might
hav. _.ome on perhapsing till the

crach o' doom, with never a solitary
glimmer of the true state of the girl's
mind. Whenever he saw an unknown
man or woman who attracted his at-
tentlon, he never could resist the im-
pulse to invent a romance that might
apply.

Immediately after dessert the two
rose; and George, finding that nothing
more important than a plneapple ice
detalned him, got up and followed. Mr.
Ryanne almost trod on hs heels ns
they went through the doorway into
the cosy lounging-room. George
dropped into a vacant divan and wait-
ed for his cafe a la Turque. Mr,
Ryanne walked over to the head-
ter's bureau and asked If that gentle-
man would be so kind as to pelnt out
Mr. George P. A. Jones, if he were
anywhere in sight. Hs trully,
not to say regretfully, lald down g
small bribe.

“Mr. Jones?" The porter knew Mr
Jones very well. He was generous
and treated the eervants gg thlmg!;
they were really human Mr
Ryanne, elther by hig inquiry AN
the result of his bribe, wept n:r':‘:
eral degrees in the porter's estima.
tlon. “Mr. Jones is over there
divan by the door.” e fe

“Thanks.”

But Ryanne did not thep
young man. He studieq the
from a diplomatic distanee, Nn-“t;:?e
was nothing to indicate that ('hn
Percival Algernon Jones wag in ::e
way handicapped by hig Mlm.qu:

middle names.

“No fool, as Gloconda iy infint
wisdom hath sald; bat H:::uc, e
ribly romantic, yet, like tye timid
bather who puts a foot into the .
finds it cold, and withdriwg j; u‘:"
all depend upon whether he g 5 ,.“l:

Tugs.

collector or merely a bgyer of
S0vereign

seek the

Forward, then, Horace; g
bas already dashed hqh-'

fur horizon.” The cursg dm.m"u“l
his thoughts aloud did et ), beavily

upon him tonight, for
were made in eilence, m;

any facial expression. Hy
across the room and*-g
George. “1 beg you Pardog

gan, “but are you nog Mr, '...? e

that he was.
“George P. A. Jone

heat in his cheeks.
it?" The girl bad
coffee and was goInglaway, Hop, g’
fellow! What did hel Want ag gyyg o
ment?

If Ryanne saw
much, as the French
pelved the cause. Thie
George till his teetl
stantly overcome. 2
him, and for this

Rynnne presented his card.

“How do you pronounce it?” asked
George nalvely.

“As they do In Cork.”

“I never saw it spelled that way be-
fore.”

“Nothing surprieing in that,” repiled
Ryanne. “No one else has, elther.”

George luughed and walted for the
explanation.

“You see, Ryan Is as good a name
as they make them; but 1t classes
with prize-fighters, politicians and bar
chemists. The two extra letters put
the finishing touch to the name. A
| jewel is all right, but what tells is
the way you hang it round your neck.
To me, those additional letters repre-
sent the jewel Ryan in the hands of &
Laligue.”

“You talk like an American.”

“l am; three generations. What's
the matter? with sudden concern.

George was frowning. “Haven't I
met you somewhere before "

“Not to my recollection.” A specu-
lative frown now marred Ryanne's
forehead. It did not illustrate a eearch
in his memory for such a casualty as
the meeting of George. He never for-
got a face and certainly did not re-
member George's. Rather, the frown
had its source in the mild dread that
Percival Algernon had seen him some-
where during one of those indisposi-
ttong of the morning after. “No; 1
think you have made a mistake.”

“Likely enough. It just struck me
that you looked something llke a chap
named Wadsworth, who was half-back
on the varsity, when 1 entered my
freshman year."”

“A university man? Lerd, no! 1
was turned loose at ten; been hustling
ever since.” Ryanne spoke easlily, not
a tremor in his voice, although he
had received a slight mental jolt
“No; no college record here. But 1
want to chat with you about rugs.
I'vg heard of you, indirectly.”

“From the carpet fellows? We do
a big business over here. What have
you got?”

“well, I've a rug up in my room
| 1'd like to show you. I want your judg-
| ment for one thing. Will you do me
| the favor?”
|  Since the girl had disappeared and
with her those imaginary appurte
nances that had for 8 space trans-
formed the lounging-room into a stage,
lﬂa]rge saw agaln with normal vision

that the room Was simply a common
| meeting-ground for well-dressed per-
sons and ill-dressed persons, of the
unimpeachable, the impeccable, the
doubtful and the peccant; for in Calro,
as in ancient Egypt, there s every
class and kind of humans, for whom
the Decalogue Wwas written, tran-
seribed, and shattered by the turbu-
lent Moses, an incident more or less
forgotten these days. From the tall
of his eye he gave swilt l(‘J"I-ltlI‘:II t‘j
his chance acquaintance, and he
nothing to warrant suspiclon. It was
not an unusual procedure for men to
hunt him up in Cairo, in Constantinople,
in Smyrna,orinanyof the Orfental
cities where his business Itinerary led
him. The house of Mortimer & Jones
was widely known. This man Ryanne
might have been anywhere between
thirty apd forty. He was tall, well set
up, blond and smooth-skinned. True,
he appeared to have been ill-fed re-
cently. A little more flesh under the
chegk-bords, a touch of color, and the
]ﬁ,_:\ man would have been & handsome
ma. | George could read a rug a league
off."ls they say, but he was a child in
the ‘natter of physiognomy, whereas
Ryanne was 8 past-master in this re-
. it was necessary both for his
and safety.
bufé-‘:e,::tnly, I'l take & look at it
But I tell you frankly,” w«n} on
George, “that to luterest me it's 'go:
to be & Very old one. You see, it's a
little fad of mine, cutside the business
I'm crazy over real rugs,

3‘;‘;’““'“ about every
mmuaﬂdnﬂ.“m‘““
iist 1Is it 8 copy™
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“No.
when we get to my room.”

“Come on, then.” George wWag now
quite willing to digcuss rugs and car-
ets
Hyanne
his

Having gained the room,
threw off his coat and relighted

| clgar, which, In a saving mood, he had

allowed to go out. He motioned George

| to be seated

“Just a little yarn before | ghow you
the rug. See these cuffs?”

“Yes"

“You will observe that 1 have had

reverge them Note thie collar?
Same thing. Trousershems a bt
frayed, coat shiny at the elbows”
Ryanne exhibited his sole fortune.
"Four sovereigns between me and &
jall™

Gieorge became thoughtful, Tle was
generous  and  kind-hearted among

to

those he knew Intimately or slightly, | balancing the possibilities
? thousand pounds

but he had the Instinctive reserve of
the seasoned traveler in cuses lke
this. He walted.

“The truth is, I'm all hat done for.
And If 1 fall to etrike a bargaln here

with you. . . Well, ! should hate
to tell you the result. Our consul
would have to furnish me passage

home. Were you ever up against 1t to
the extent of reversing yvour cuffe and
turning your collars? You don't kuow
what life 18, then.”

George gravely produced two good
cigara and offered one to his host
There was an absence of sound,
broken presgently by the cheerful
crackle of matches; two hillowing
clouds of smoke flonted outward and
upward. Ryanne sighed. Here was a
cigar one could not purchase in all the
length and breadth of the Orient, a
Pedro Murias. In one of his doubt-
fully progperous epochs he had emoked
them daily. How long ago bad that
been?

“Yonder I8 a rug, a prayerrug, as
hely to the Moglem as the idol's eye
{s to the Hindu, as the Bible is to the
Christian, For hundreds of years it
never saw the outgide of the Sultan’s
palace. One day the late, the recently
late, Abdul the Unspeakable Turk,
gnve it to the Pasha of Bagdad,
Whenever this rug makes Its appear-
ance in Holy Mecca, it 18 worshiped,
and none but a Sultan or a Sultan’s
favorite may kneel upon it. Bagdad,
the hundred mosques, the old capital
of Suleiman the Great, the dreary
Tigris and the mluggish Euphrates, &
muezzin from the turret calls to pray-
er, and all that; eh?

George leaned forward from his
chalr, u pentle terror In his heart.
“The Yhiordes? By Jove! is that the
Yhiordea?"

Admiration kindled in Ryanne's
eyes, To have hit the bull's-eye with
so free and quick an aim was ample
proof that Percival Algernon had not
boasted when he said that he knew
something about rugs.

“You've guessed it."

“How did you come by 1t?" George
demanded excitedly.

“Why do you ask that?

“Man, ten-thousand pounds conld
not purchase that rug, that bit of car-
pet. Collectors from every port have
been after it In vain. And you mean
to tell me that it lies there, wrapped
in butcher's paper?

“Right-0!"

Ryanne solemnly detached a cuff
and rolled up his sleeve. The bare
muscular arm was scarred by two
long, ugly knife-wounds, ecarcely
healed. Next he drew up a trousers-
leg, disclosing a battered ehin. "And
there's another on my shoulder-blade,
the closest call 1 ever had. A man
who takes his life In his hands, as 1
have done, merits some reward. Mr.
Jones, 1I'll be frank with you. I am a
kind of derelict. Since I was a hoy, 1
have hated the humdrum of offices,
of shops. 1 wanted to be my own man,
to go and come as 1 pleased. To do
this and live meant precarious ex-
ploite. This rug represents one of
them. 1 am telling you the famlly
gecret; 1 am showing you the skele
ton in the closet, confidentially. 1
stole that rug, and when [ say that
the seven labers of our old friend
Hercules were simple diversione com-
pared, you'll recognize the difficulties
I had to overcome. You Kknow some-
thing of the Oriental mind. 1 hand-
led the job alone. 1 may not be out
of the jungle yet.”

George listened entranced. He could
readily construct the scenes through
which this adventurer had gone; the
watchful nights, the untiring patience,
the thirst, the hunger, the heat. And
yet, he could hardly belleve. He was
a trifle skeptical. Many a rogue had
made the mistake of playlng George's
age against his experience. He had
made some serious blunders in the
early stages of the business, how-
ever; and everybody, to gain some-
thing in the end, must lose something
at the start.

“1t that rug is the one I have In
mind, you certainly have stolen it
And If it's a copy, I'll tell you quickly
enough.”

“That's falr. And that's why”
Ryanne declared, "I wanted you to
look at it. To me, considering what 1
have gone through to get it, to me It
{s the genuine carpet. To your expert
eye It may be ouly a fine copy. I know
this much, that rare rugs and paint-
ings have many copies, and that some
one is being hooked, sold, bamboozled,
sandbagged, every day in the week. If
this is the real article, I want you to
take it off my hands,” the adventurer
finished pleasantly.

“There will be a hue and cry.”

“No doubt of it.”

“And the devil's own job to set it

—%

'l tell you more about it|out of Egypt.” These were pet ||hr-.wr-s|

| of the expert,
galning.
round a

bar-
carry

preliminaries to
“"One might as  well
etolen elephant.”

| "But a man who Is as familiar with
| the game as you are would have little
difficulty. Your inte:rity is an estab-
| lished fact, on both sides of the water.
You could take it to New York as a
copy, and no appraiser would know
| the difference. It's worth the attempt
1

| I'd take it to New York myself, but
| you see, 1 am flat broke. Come; what
| do you or 1 care about a son-of-4-gun
|of & Turk ™ drolly.

*What do you want for i1, suppos-
| Ing it's genuine? George's throa wWas
ldry and his voiece harsh, His con-
| Belence roused herself, feebly, for It
| had been a long time slnce oceasion
( bad necessitated her presence.
|  Ryanne narrowed his eves, carefully
“Say, one
It is like giving it
away. Dut when the devil drives, you
know, 1t 18 beyond any set price; It
{8 worth what any collector Is willing
to pay for it. 1 believe 1 know the
kind of man you are, Mr. Jones, and
that 18 why, when 1 learned you were
in Calro, 1 came directly to you. You
would never sell this rug No. You
would become like A miser over hiz
gold. Yon would keep It with your
emeralda (1 have heard about them,
too); draw the ecurtalns, lock 1the
doors, whenever you looked at it. Eh?
You would love it for its own sake,
and not because It la woeth so many
thousand pounds. You sre salling in
a few dayvs; that will help. The FPasha
i= In Constantinople, and it will be
three or four weeks before he hears of
the theft, or the cost,” with a certain
grimness

“You haven't killed any one?™ “whis-
pered Georpe.

“l don't know; perhaps, Chrigtian-
ity agalnst paganism; the Occldental
congclence permits 1. Ryanne made
a gesture to indicate that he would
submit ‘o whatever moral arralgnment
Mr. Jones deemed advisable to make.

Hut George made none He
hastily, sought his knife and, without
g0 much as by vour leave, slashed the
twine, flung aside the paper, and threw
the rug nacross the counterpape, It
was the Yhlordes. There was not the
slightest doubt in his mind. He had
heard It deecribed, he had seen a
photograph of it, he knew its history
and, most vital of all, he owned a
good copy of 1L,

Against temptation that was robust
and energetic and alluring (like the
man who insiets upon your having a
drink when you want it and ought not
to have it), what chance had con-
sclence, grown innocuous In the long
period of the young man's good be
havior? Collectors are always honest
before and after that moment arrives
when they want something desperate-
ly; and George was no more salntly
than his kind. And how deep Ryanne
and his confederates had delved into
human nature, how well they could
read and judge it, was made manifest
in this moment of George's moral re-
lapse,

Bagdad, the jinng, Sinbad, the Thou:
gand and One Nightg, Alibaba and the

“Good night.” George passed down
the corridor 1o the adinining room.

CHAPTER IV.

She may be overcome at times, side-
tracked for any epecial desire that de-
mands a clear way; but she's after us,
fast enough, with that battered red
lantern of hers, which, brought down
from all tongues crisply into our own,
reads—"Don't do it!” She herskl!l is
not wholly without cunning. She rare-
Iy stands boldly upon the track to flag
us as we come. She realizes that she
might be permanently ditched. No; it
is far eafer to run after us and catch
I"orty Thieves; George was transport-
ed mwentally to that magic city, stand-
ing between the Tigris and the Eu-
phrates, in all its white glory of a

rose |

Aud now, bang! goes Papdora’s box. |

An Old Acquaintance,

That faculty which decides on the |
lawlessness of our actions; so the
noted etymologist described con-
gcience, It fell to another distin-
guished intellect to add that con
sgcience makes cowards of us all. Ay,

'.'.'-P."ﬁ'&

e WS -

| thousiud  years pone HRyvanne, the
room and fte furnishings, all had van
ishied, all gave the exquisite fabric pat
| terned out of wool and and
knotted with that mingling love and

colton

more

How many knees had presssd 1ts thick
! yet pliant substance? How many
rslr:m.:(- scenes had it mutely  wit-
nessed, scenes of beauty, of terror? It
shone under the Hght like the hide of
a healthy hound.

The nerves of & emoker are genernl-
Iy made apparent by the rapidity of
his exhalations. These two, in the
several minutes, had
with a thick, blue haze; and through
thig the elder man eyed the younger.
The slgn of the wolf gleamed in his
leyves, but without antmosity, modified
as ft was hy the half-friendly, balf
cynleal emlle,

“I' rigk it sald George finally,
baving stepped off the magical carpet,
| ms it were. "I can't give you & thou-
egand pounds tonlght. | can glve you
three hundred, and the balanece tomor-
row, between ten and eleven, at
Cook's."

“Ihat will be agreeable 1o me.”

George passed over all the available
cash he had, rolled up the treasure and
tucked It under his arm. That some-
where in the world was n true be
liever, walllng and beating his breast
and calling down from Allah curses
upen the glaour, the dog of an infidel,
| who had done this thing, disturbed
George not In the least.

“l say," as he opened the door, “you
must tell me all about the adventure.
It must have been & thriller.”

“It was,” replled Hyanne. “The
etory will keep. Later, If you care to
hear ft.”

“Of course,” added George, moved
biv a digeretionary thought, “this trans-
action Is just between you and me "

“You may lay odds on that,” heart-
ily. "Well, good night. See you at
('poit's in the morning.”
us. A disgression, perhaps, but more
pertinently an application,

Temptation then no longer at his
shoulder, George began  to have

kil and patience the world knows no |
He let his hand struy over it |

filled the room |

"inge In existonce

|
|

!
i

Among these gualme there w. .
that plended for the desolate Tur.

hiz minlons whose carelessness  ha
miade the theft possible. For all George
cared, the Moslem might grind bl
forehead In the soulless  sand  and

make the alr palpitate with his plainte
to Alleh. No. The disturbance wag
due to the fact that never before had

he been witingly the purchuaser of
stolen goods.  He never tried to gloze
over the subtle digtinction between

knowing and suspecting; and If he hind
been varlously suspleious in regard U
certaln past bargaius, consclence had
found no sizeable wedge for her de
murrers. The Yhiordes was confessed
Iy stolen.

He paused, with his hand upon the
door-knob of bis room If he didnt
kep the rug, it would fall into the
hands of a collector less scrupulous
To return It to the Pasha at Bagdad
would be pure folly, and thankless. It
wag one of the most beautiful weav
It was ns priceless
in ite way as any Raphuel In the Vatl
And he destred Its possession in

can.
tensely. Why not?  Insidious phrage!
Was it not better that the world

ghould see and learn what a wonderful
craft the making of a rare rug had
bwen, than to allow it to return to the
gordid chamber of & harem, to inevit
ahle ruln? As Hyanne sald, what the
dence was a fanatleal Turk or Arab
to him?

Agaiust these gpecious arguments In
favor of becoming the adventurer's
abettor and  accomplice, there was
first the possible staln of blood
man agreed that he had come away
from Huagdad in doubt. George did
not like the thought of blood. Still,
he had collected o hundred emeralds,
not one of which was without Its red
record. Again, If he carrled the rug
home with his other purchases,
could pull it through ihe customs only
by lying, which was as distasieful to
his mind as being o recelver of stolen
goods

He had already pald a goodly sum

aguingl the purchase; and it was not
likely that & man who was down to
reversing his collars and cufls would

zing into his moral ears with all that
maddening, interminable drone which
| makes one marvel however do school-
| teachers survive their first terms.

9

The |

he |

It Was the Yhiordes,

qualms, little chaps, who started buz- | take back the rug and refund the
The Yhlordes was his, hap- |

money.
pen what might. So conscience snufled
out her red lantern and retired.

(TO EE CCNTINUED.)

Since Confetti Came Into Use, the
Saylng Has More Mcaning Than
at Former Times.

The eexton of a fazhlopable New
York church was sweeping into 8
jarge mound the bright purple, red
and yellow discs of confetti which lit-
tered the church entrance and steps.

“This month,” he said, I have had
already 36 weddings in my echurch.
And at every ome of these weddings
paper confettl was thrown at the
bride instead of rice.

“The confettl fashion is very wel
come to us sextons. When rice was
upsed our churches were overrun with
mice, The eaying, ‘As poor as a
church mouse,’ was then meaningless.
Why, In my church, where weddings
are so popular, several hundreds of
mice—fat chaps they were, too—
found an ample food supply In the
rice that was sprinkled over the
brides. _

“Now that rice has been aban-
doned for paper confetti, these mice
have all disappeared. They Were
starved out They couldn't live on
paper.”

i’oor as a C!lurch Mouse &

Bending with difficulty to collect a
few obstinate pleces of the bright pa-
per confett! that stuck to the floor,
the old sexton added:

“Of course, these bits of paper are
much more awkward for me to sweep
up than rice. But, even so, | hope the
confett! fashion has come to stay.”

Public Scheols.

In antiquity the masses of the peo-
ple grew up In lgnorance of things
literary. Public education—the educa-
tion that exists for the masses of the
people—began, practically, with John
Calvin's rule in Gene 2, from which
time popular education had steadlly
gained ground. The free school sys-
tem had its beginning in Great BErit-
ain, about the year 1780, with Robert
Raikes and his Bunday school move-
ment. It was not until 1860, however,

—

e

prevention of the liberty on which the
government I8 founded,
Odd Case of Friendship.
At the present time a most unusual
case of affection between a domiciled

and a comparatively wild animal is to '

he witnessed at the little English ham-
let of Spoonley, near Market Drayton.
On the farm of Mr. William Woodburn
for a week or two past, a small rough,
somewhat viclous terrier from the
farmstead has been noticed gamboiling
in the fields with a large well-devel-
oped hare. Such an attachment s
most UNCOmMmon.

Happens Sometimes.

“Get off and let's go to the ball
game.” P

“I got off the other day.
peat so soon.”

“Then we'll go to the theater to-
night.”

“Can't Go that elther. The office
plays a double-header and we work tos
night.”

Ingenious Alarm Clock,
A French jeweler has brought out
lectric alarm that will ring

Can’t re-

poor catell owin
and th intigquatetd
ments uged DY

(HTL l

and

citin
the cor il

caloh s very

Village Crucifix; Typical

Throughout Brittany.

Sight

with a
when
tn sell

able to gupply the factories
guflicient quantity of fish
they secure a good catel try
| it at very high prices

and

| The ganulacturers claim that the
Spanish and Portuguest fish caught in
farge quantities are, on the contrary,
ecld at very low prices, and thus the
Spanish anoa Portuguese manufactur-

ers are enabled to compete favorably
with French manufacturers

tiver 100 factories were closed Jan.
| 1, and many others, It s eald. will
| elose It is mlso sald that several
| manufacturcrs will rees blish  thelr

| works In Spain and Porfuzal
The munufacturers’ decision affects
quite a number of industries. such as
| tin-ean factories, olive-oll manufactur-
ll'.’:-. ete., and in Hrittany alone over
| 50000 people will thus be put out of
| employment. I the matier 18 not ar-
:rhl'.m-l! between the canners and the
| fishermen, I'rench sardines  will  be
|v1'l’_\-‘ scarce in the marketgs of the
|
|
|

waorld

SUITOR SPOILED THEIR PLAN

American's Offer to Wed Woman Who
Told “Hard Luck” Story Exposes
Fraud of Married Pair.

Rerlin.— The tender heart and im-
pulsive cffer of a weiltodo American
tourlst recently gpoiled the neat little
game of a married couple in Vienna,
who had invented a way of living rom-
fortably, though they had no means.
without dolng any work

The scheme was this  The wife, an
exceedingly beautiful woman, was the
picture of 4 lady who hag known bet-
ter days, while her husband was al
ways smartly turned out. They were
never geen together in public .

At luneh time the husband took n
seat In some [ashionable restaurant
and while he was in the midst of Its
meal his wife woold suddenly appear

in deep distresg. With tears in her
eves she told him that Ler hus ugL
had deserted her, and that she had
hren 1eft guite without means, Thus
appealed ta, the diner behaved an I
the lady were a distant acquaintanen

He gpoke conscling words to
her, and, addregsing the otlier clients
of the restaurent, retold her story, and
propased a subseription, heading the
Tigt with ten ecrowns. Most of the din.
ers subseribed for the poor lady, and
the couple lived very happily.

A few days ago, however, they came
to Vienna and enacted the usual scene
at a restavrant, but the sequel was an
unexpected one.  An elderly American
ingieted on taking the wife to a law-

of his

| ver, whe would ascertain the where
abouts of her husband, and compel
him to support or divorce her In the

latter cage he proposed to marry her,
The lady tried to protest, but in vain,
and the husband. by trying to save the
rituation, arcused susplcion. The po-
lice were called in to protect the lady
against her own husband, and at the
police station the couple had to dis-
close their identity, with the result
that they exchanged their easy life lor
prieon

ACTORS GUARD THEIR AGES

German Stage Favorites Appeal From
Law to Reveal Secrets to the
Public.

lierlin, Germany.—Actors and act-
resges in Germany have been placed
In the awkward dilemma of being
compelled to glve their ages under the
new imperial insurance act, and they
petitioned the federal council through
the German Stage goclety to release
them from their predicament by
amending the measure,

The players pray the authorities to
permit them to guard the dates of
thelr birth as a professional secret
They declare that it s not a mere
question of vanity, but one of bread
and butter, especially for the women,
many of whom obtaln engagements
because their talent is combined with
® youthful appearance




