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%ils hand as {f to strike.

Is money.” The old man agaln ¥ plipas
him andipolnts toward the dod !
dark man still pleads with md ¥ pas:
sfonate gestires towarq a blu¢ rig of
gurpassing besuty on ‘the-fio r. At
last the old man advances and raiges
There is° &
‘quick blow and a flash of steel. ' The
id than reels-and falls, clutching at

hig breast: - The dark man sefzes (he

rug and {s gons nto the night.”

aRtToN Clakic dne 1
_werd.jn New York—I knew
xmot why—at. the; time,. Col.
. 3 on vatssls Drextas, a6
immengely weaithy New
_Yorker, was foutd stabbed
to_death in his heme. His
dsughter and Rahléjghi Harcamp were
the first upon thelkcetie of the murder.
We became comnected with the case
through my acqualnignce with Col-
los, friend of ‘my vouth and oze of
the. best reporters In: Manhattan.
Clarke and | were dlscussing  the
strange mystery which had growa out
of the case. .
. A Xnock on the door mt ao end to
our -conversation. 1t was Golling)’ to
whom 1 had given a quiet tip to stay
with'us through the case. ..
Another knock followed almost im-
mediately, and I admltted Ranlelgh
Harcamp, whose face showed the first
smile 1 had. secn him 'give, when be
related the ease with which he had
eluded Ciancy's shadows
“Now, Harcomp,”- began Clarke,
“1 want you to &l us exactly what
happened last might" R
- “I cagpot,” sald Hereamp, ‘between
set {eety. ¢ S

“Then [ will have to tell you. Sit!
down, Mr. Harcamp.”

“When vou -and Miss ‘Drexlay re-
turned from the theater,” continued

Clarke, “Mr. Drexlau met you and 'f
violent scene gecurred. Isthat right?'

“Yes, 1 suppose Fogaris has told
you.

“Miss Drexiau, at her father's orders,
finally went {o her room in tears.”

#1 see by the papers Fogarty was
eavesdropping.”

*Then vou and Mr. Drexlau-cooled
down. He suzgested that you go into

3 tke billiard room and amuse youreelf

while be smoked a cigar, and maybe
you would both see things in a dif-
ferent light. Yo became interested
in practicing some dificult masse
shot and stayed for some time.”

“How ir the name of heaven do you
kuow all that?”

“Very simmple.  Ralls  carefuily
placed in line ajong the side rail, tp
of cud badly damaszed, vour fingers

covered with chalk. You were jus
about to attrmpt the sbot afier repeat
ed fatlures when you heard Mr Drex
Jau fall.  You rushed into the hall
and saw flzeing wp the stairs—"

Harcamp rose with clenched fists
apd white face. “Stop: you el No
man on God's earth knows whow I
Baw.

Ha, I thought 1 was right.
saw Miss Drexiaw”

Harcamp groared and buried his
face in his hands, “She didn't do ft
8be didn't do it. O! why didn't I
confess (o it and save her?”

Clarke went over and laid a hand
on his shoulder. “Now, brace up,
Harcamp.” he sald. "It may not be
as bad as you tHink. There is ooe
thing that may save her.”

“Tell me, for God's sake!” moaned
Harcamp.
“The
Clarke. |
Just then a messengpriarrived wit
a telegram, It was for Clarke and he
-ore it open faverishly. As he read his

face broke into a‘smie of triumph.

“At last I can act.” he cried, “Quick,
Mr. Colllns, cali & cab.  You know the
nearest stands. Mr. Harcamp, we
wiil gave her.”  °

Cailins was soon at the door with a
carrlage. Clarke gave the driver his
dlrections, and we all got in.

“Where are we bound for? I
asked.

"We are In pursuit ot the blue Bok-
hara,” was all that Clarke would vauch-
safe, . . -

We drew up before a large store in
Broadway devoted exclasively to orfen
tal rugs, and hurred. in. H

“Did you ever s¢e a Blue Bokhara?
asked Clarke of the proprietor. -

“Yes,” he replied, “but we haven't
ape. In fact [ never saw but ome I
‘Yhelleved was genuine, and thatididn't
bring very good lgck to the man that
bougbt {t. for I hear be's just beem
thurdered.”

“Yes, yes, that's the
. Clarke, exultantly,

“Did he get it here" .

“No, he didn't. He plcked it up
from & small dealer, but there wap
consliderable talk about [t among rug
‘mmen, und [ went atound to see {t. I've
isees many soalled bluo Bokbaras,
! but never one Iké this, It was ‘the
“softest shade of h'un and of the finest
:woal mixed with sifk. The shéen was
\pesfect” " - i
‘ “Yes; yes,” interrupted Clarke; “but
+ ican you tell fje 1}¢ ndmé of the shop

You

biue Bokbara,” answered

said

one!”

{.ithat sold §t2"
“Certalnly; It !was Agmossi's, on
anwer Washington' street; but he

asn't ‘snything ke it: Let me show
Fou some particflarly fice Bokharas

y
4§ bave fuxt imported.” ;
Bt .'we ‘Were. gone.on.our . way to
oel's before hi recovered from hi
urprise, I suspect. . . ]
Agnoss! was'a
o’ kept ‘s . small - stock, * He -was
roud of having 8dld the most wonder.
. rug'in New York,‘proud of having
nown, the murdeded man and anxious
te]) all‘abott both. . . - o
b ta'your! hatids' a1q

i

|

commented Harcamyp. t

dark-eyed Armenlan |,

you repalr {t?'.asked Clarke, later-
rupting his flow. ot description. |

#Ob, o) gentiethen, 1’ wag ‘pertect,
perfect. "I'hava.been dealing in rugs
all my lifo and—'
" “But haven't you-even a thread of
it even & -strand of wool? .

“Why, no. You ask funny questions.
More funoy -than young wan who
come hcre every day I got the rug
and ask the price and cry when I tell
him 1 sold It to Mr. Drexlau. And to
think of Mr. Drexlau so soon killed!
I like to have the pick of'hls rugs. It
make me rich.”

“From whom did you'get the rug?”
broke in Clarke.

The Armenian’s eyes kindled with
susplelon. “What for you want to
know that?" he said. '

“Now,” sald Clarke, “tell me where
you got the rug or 'l put the spell on
you and leave you that way."

“Oh. Tl tell, 't tell,” sald the
trightened Oriental. “I had it of Is.
rael Fangbone in Peil street.”

“A welldmown ferce,” sald Colllns.
M wad you've been lying Tl
come back and 100k into Your Read and
see' eserything ~yoi've 'ever)' done,”
warned Clarke.

“Oh, gentlemen, I (ell the truth: and
lsten, ! dtd ‘repair {t. Fangbone, he
‘cut a little.plece out of it.such. a little
piece. T weave it in and Mr.- Drexlau
never see.it at all. I think Fangbone
try_to. mateh the wool and get some
fake ones made.” TR
i “A acherle that you ‘doitb(less sug-
tgested.” safd Clarke. “Now,'haven't
| you that piece?”

“Oh, no, gontlemen
wnrd of honor.

T git you my
Fangbone he have

“Then to Pell street,” commanded
Clarke,

“I'm afretd yow'll find -Fangbone a
| tougher proposition than the Arme-
“man,” sald Collins when we were once
mors in the cabh.
i "If he Is 2 strong character tis
! weak point js the more vulmerable,”
ireplied Clarke. “When 1 see  him 1
i will know where to attack.”
' Fanghonme fn truth was a wveritable
Fagin. He treated us with twisting,
truculent hands, which seemed to itch,
and his inky-black beard to bristle at
the gain that might=be derived from
,such a presentable set of rounders. ag
1 he took us to. be K

“Somedings | can show you. shentle.
rmens? Some moneys you want, may-
be? 1 hat it !

Clarke made a carefui survey of his
antagonist.  Ye Fanghone,  it's
_money. Twenty dollars on this,”
2 togk a diamond ring from his
er and lald it’in"the moist, out.
retehed palm.
Fangbone examined it critically, but

fin

with greo: “You hat come by
it honest) he asked.

“Of coursp. You'll be safe enough
anyway. It's easily worth two hua-

dred and | maj never rédeem It.”

“Not reteem 4" said Fangbone [n
; surprise.

“No, 1 wouldn't wear it again. It's
kishefl. 1 bad it of this man Drexlan
who was killed last night, and I just
heard he had a blue Bokhara rug that
was kisheff and it killed hlm.”

“You say the blue Bokhara
kisheff? Who dell you dat?

“Thalda told me."

A look of fear stole over Fanghone's
forbidding ceuntenance and his eyes
wandered Involuntarily toward a
drawer back of the counter in front ot
which we were stapding. . .4 -

“Here, dake id: dake id. qvigk!™ he
sald, thrustiog the ring at Qlarke. "I
will haf nodding to_do vid {d. Thalda
she know. Sheilswise in dg blick
wagic as in,de white. Tauk Gott 1
$ind id oudt To tme”

" As soon as we wure beyond the Tine
of. viefon.from .thd. Interor ‘Clarke
stopped and accosted a. typieal -Pell
street hobo, “Here, my man,” he ‘sald,
“watt-to-make s balf a déltas? Well,
wander into Fangbone's, take,| what-
ever he gives you, bring it to me and
you gét your money.” The hobo- hur-
red off and Clarke's scheme began to
dawp upon me. In a few minutes he
was back. "“Here's wat de sheeny
give me, Now, where's de maduma?”

Clarke. handed hfm the money and
In return, the .man plaged {n, Clarke's
hand-a square inch of the blue Bok-
hara! C ' '

“Superstition, hig rullng passion, gnd
a powerful name in the Ghetto,” quiet-
Iy remarked Clarke. ' “Now thd éolu-
tion !s in our gresp.”” | e
.~ We stopped betore one of those oid-
fashloned -New, York. houses, once the
homte of fashion and yet to be found in
‘the Jower, Eaqt.slde, . Clarke sdnt.up
‘is card and we wero admitted to a
drawiog ‘room furdished Io a  qulet,

> th .

at
with the squalor and defradatipn all
about. . poo!
“'The siiketi’ portlétes ‘parted and
there-atood-beford 1pithe most beauti-
women I-had ever geen.” v, |
“.-Clarke- started, ip And, took:§ step
toward her. Thelr eyed met. - |
“Thatda?’ o R
- “Carjton T i
“You had my wires?” |
“Not antil T got:home. this mafning.
Lve hqz‘n ayay. ‘AQd yod winelf . -

'

{
A

it Has brougbt 1me.and my frisy
Lot them’ be'your tilends, Thatdd1*

-3

A o A " “Now the rug, Thaids, the rug. ol
WY o ca S 1 Jow 1t . Trace it back to thd maing.
One of Caslion Clag e
: Moers Neg), : . s ‘1 see a Httle hut fu Bokhdra be §da
N o e te. I know thé” pot
= | well.;

gal
Within the door & lcomjls

spector and.he:met us'on.the way to-

‘*You 'ses the it

weaith, all that we longeq .Y,
old days:- But come to-RIOTO!

The final act of tha . draj
brief. We. communnicated: wi

the Washington . strest 'numpss 1A
Clarke's possesslon.
be & rckety teriement:: Uhder thé
suidance of the inspestor,;wh entered.|
boldly ‘and_mounted five ixnp ights
tg the’gairet. A Knock-at.ithe: on¢
dZ)or brought: nd responge:| and’.we
pushed in as it was unlockes :

{ There, on & fiserable bed
hls wasted body wrappeqd Im
Bokhdra, lay & young T Kol

|
el

oy,
i
Xy, .
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Concentrating his mind, Carlton
Clarke gazed ‘steadlly into her eyes
for al few moments, Her ‘muscles be-
came tense, her face pallld and her
eyes glassy, and then they closed in
what'appeared to'be the pleep of na-
ture.. Clarke took the square of blue
Bokhara from his pocket and pregsed
it agatnst her forehead. -

“Dd you see, Thaida?"
came. the rich, subdued

volce.” 2
“What see you?" *
“Lgpe a. richly - appolnted -drawing

roand| -Orental rugs cover the floor.

Over |the fireplace * 18 a pletute of

Washiogion..w A white pliabtered arch.

way l4ads fato.a libriry and-that opens

Into @ conservatorst - ‘Thiee persons

are there. One is-an old man, one a

youtg} man and one' & woman, young.

slender and.black of'halr. | They-seem
ta.be gisputing and the ofd ‘map Is
g8auy exclted. At last hb pqln‘:s to

th¢'ddor and"Bis daughter—reésiit s

his daughter—goes out In|tears, with

‘one iagt suppleating logk lat the men.

There they part, not all Ip anger, as

tha fajher seems to weaken ‘at the

sight of his daughter's ltears. The
man goes out lnrmJth the It
nd the aged man lights a clgar
lks the drawing Foom with
bedd, his _ hands Fehlnd hls

young
brary

halte In hls walk
s across the ‘room
téars dpen the portieré sl
door'and  drags qut-a little,
He ls-a servant?” The ma;
house jipbralds:-the cringl
and thén poibts to-thie door| .The little
old map goes opt. The tall man re-
sumes | hig less “walk, blowing

k nd how | and then
from that

and istens.
on " tiptoe,
the hall
old man.
ter of the
ng  mental

at bl wateh and
oor. Hi expects some gne. At
stops. . e listens. {He hears a
He goer  ut {nto'thy hail 1o the
por and ings it opdn. ‘A dark-
muffied) form gnters.”
“Mark welt tbls man, Thi
(5'ho fhke?* s
‘“"He'l}s - dark, - very.. da
emaclgfed., His face 15 dj
sufferitg. Hig clothds ars
his bearing s proud:and nphle.
pas;Info the drawing 7007
man i pleadthe with el
Thé'old man :laugha’ sco:
‘dark difore offers him, s
AN
[

placed and there, day by day, a marden
weaves upon a rug. She s beautitu]
ag the night, and as she weaves a
youth watches her and strokes the
inky bralds of ber hair while their
eyes speak the tale of love that Is old
as this old world, yet ever.new.

“Day by day the malden weaves,
and as phe weaves her'falr bod$
wastes by degrees o smal] that her
lover seeg not the change. At last the
 final knot {3 tled’and the weft thrown
throngh the warp for the last time, and
with & slgh and & look of | love the
weaver falls [nto his outstretched
arms. < 0

“She has wovén her soul (ntg the
blue Bokhara, - - .

“The yéuth wanders, the fug always
with him,‘for it fs his bride. He)tomes
to this city. Hels in want; ‘be is
starving. When-near to ' ded : he
pawns the rug that he may live Then
the change comes. He finds w¢ k, he
makes money. He tries to rede m the
rug, but the man, to whom he [ wned
it is @ villain. He has learne the
value of the rug and wil ot ¢ ve ft
up but for a great price. The youth
struggles and saves and denies him-
selt everything untll at last He bes
the sum. -At last heiis ablejto buy the
rug, only to find that It ig sold to—
ves, It {3 to the man who gas -slaiz,
The youth seeks hlni out and, by the
ruse that he has, smuggled rugs for
sale, galns gntrance at midnight.”

“Where i1a he now? Look well,
Thaida.” i

“He I3 pear.”

“The street; can you read it?” .

“It 1s Washington street, in §ie Ar-
menlar quarter.”

*“The Wimber?”

“Two hundred

“The name?” . s

“1 cannot tell. ‘Wait, he writes. . He
signs. ‘Karetor Boymjian.' :He falats.
You must basten if you see hiy”

“The floer?” . [

and sixty-elgh *

“It 18 the garret’ I'am wear; Carl-|

ton; make'haste’t ', .
;“Enough, Thalda. .. Wake.!" -
The eyes opened and smiled.
“Have ‘1 helped?”/she asked’
“You have made. all clear, . But we
mus}, act now. To-mozrow I wiRt. re-
turn and tell you dll,; And, oh, T alda,
that I may then perbuade. you { ’give
up this:sordid.life;.thig: preying /upol
the {gnordace and fear of the G, ett0.”

D
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the aickly light of one guttering can-
dle {t was plain that we wera nome (oo
soon, as the finger of death already
was upon his forehead.

Clarke stepped to him and, gentiy
ralsing his head, poured brandy down
his throat. His eyes roved untli they
lighted upon the unlform and star of

the inspector.
“You have come for me,” he said
weakly. “You are too late, [ am

gotog to'jola my love.”

The last words ended in a gurgle
and he was dead, in Clarke's arms,
Starvation and. want had done their:
work,

“And {f any furtber evidence is
needed, Inspector, here it {s," said Col-
Jtus, a3 he plcked from the straw a
blood-stained stiletto.

L A )

The blue Bokhara is on ‘our floor
now and Clarke thinks that time and
use whi restore Its wonderful luster.

We saw Miss Drexlau once more be-
fore leaving New York, when ahe
came with. Ranieigh Harcamp ta ex-
press ber thanks to Clarke. She was
in deep mournfng, but.even.under her
burden of grief radiant with her new-
found love. . i .

“Had I anly been a moment sooner
U mlght have saved him,” she told us.
“I-was- ready for bed when I thought
of. &:box of candy:1 had left .fn the
hall. 1 threw on & loose house’gown
and started downafter {t. On the way
down I heard papa fall, but I thought
it was & noise in the street. Then I
heard Mr. Harcamp coming from' tho
blllfard room -and I-flew beck.* Do you

know, ‘Ranlelgh, -1 thought+but only |/

for a moment—" .

Ciarke; went alone that afternoon to
make his promised’ cail dn Thalda.
When He returned Hid wes Huminlog &
iittle tune, a frivolous 1fttls tune for
Clarke. © ° ol

“DJyou know, old chup he sald,
“I'begin to think this trip' to :New
York will not prove altogether a fail-
ure .

us to New York?* -
.- “¥os, Sexton, it was.Thaldi
pang, of . jealousy,. Jealousy
‘both, shot through me. - § .
., (CopyHight, 19) by 'W.
(Copyright in Gre

This yroved o

“Thien'lt ‘was Thalda that biought |

- o -
i1t L'vere:tt give You
Y, whatpwodldyou ¥y ?
Ji bould 4¢il every
the prettiest lady

3100 Reward, $100. . ©

A Now Standard. |

“1 Xnew they were putting on wirs.
“They let on that their siiverwars was
Al solid and gew the whole world
knbws it {an't.”

“How did it come out?"

“*Burglarg broke into their house the
otket night and dfdn't take a §{nK.
Detrolt Free Press. '~ v

Breaking Up Coids.

‘A"cold muy be stepped ut the start by &
couple of Lane's Plessant Tableta, Even
in"chses where a cold has scemed €0 gain
soistrong a hold that nothing could: break
it,these tablets have done it in ax fiawr or
twm. All dry, and dezlers selfthem at
25icents a box. If sou canmot it them
eend to the propriefor, Orator B. Wood-
ward, Le Roy, N. Sample free.

A Question of Value.

“Politeness costs nothing," sald the
proverblalist.

“Which may expiain,” angwersd
Miss Cayense, “why some pepple of
ostentatious weaith have so little of
e T

This W] interest Mothers.

Nother Gray's Sweet Powders for Chil-
dran, used by Mother Gray,.a qurme in
Chlidren’s Home, New York, cuse Cansu-
pation, Feverlshness, Teathing Disowd
Stamach Troubles and Destros, KYorm
3,000 testimanlals of cures.” All dFiggista,

ample PREE, Addres ‘Allea B Ole:

A lary man makes as much fues
when he hag a litde job of work op
hand as an old hen does who la try-
ing to raise one chick.

Poeumonia and Comsumptiun. ars al-
ways &mccded hfy an ordinary cold. Jiam-
link irard Oil rubbed into the $hest
ws oot the inflammation, breil¥ up
the cold and prevents all sericus trpuble.

g

4 sacred burden 1s the llfe v& bear.
Look on it, lift It, bear 1t golggonly.
Stand up and.walk beneath I stead:
fastly —Kemble:

ry Marine Eye Remedy

T
For Rel. Weak, Weary, Whatery yet
Cogmunded by Experienced. Pl na.
onforms to the Pure ¥Food an 53

Law. Murine Doosn't Smart. Bootifa Eve
Try Murine for Your Eyea.

A little sighing, a little crytigzm Ut
tle dylng and a great deal of lying
constitute lfs—Philadelphia  Tele
gaph. :

Brooklyn, N. Y. X

i e Sl T o i

TTETT g Teraedy for contoetoon,

Opportunities fall 1a the Wiy of
every man who s resolved to {4ke ad-
yatage of thdm~—Samuel

ey TLES CURED moroum{z‘i‘
INTMUNT [e guirsnteed 10 caroRn

i . Bloedt: ‘Protru
s B DTN

And sometimes a poet fools padple
by wearing his hair short. -

, Jirs. Winsbws Boothiog Syrap:
For children tsetding, Eatimos Lhe guras, 13
smation, allags pal3, cures wind colic. ' Doahotia.

Suspect the meanlag and rezu'r?(‘ nog
speeches.—Socrates. 4

Sueupsfigs

Elied Sewna,

»

| Cltanses the System
\‘.-_.[ E% g
Displs colds and Headadhe
7 daelo Constvpolion
Acts naturally, adts Trily-as
e e :

ren—Youwdd ond OW;:
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