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HE MAN WITH THE

"Beind the Chronicles of Carlton Clarke, Tel

| The Soul of the Blue Bokhara l

admits of solution by pursly
paychojogical processes?"

The speaker was Colilna, friend of my
youth and well enfitied, 1 belleve, to hin
reputalion as the Dest police reporter in
Neow York

o, conlinued Carlton Clarks to the
iittle company of newspaper men who
had foregathersd with us &l the old Mar-
tin's after the theater; “nol every crime,
but tha immensa majority’. My =argu-
ment is that every act of man when s
transcetids the npormal leaves 13 awn
distinctiva psychological impresa that
distingulshes ones crime from il other
erimes. When thesa theories, now in in-
tancy, are belter understood and appided,

Lhe

“THF.'T\' you hold that every crime

the detectlon of crime will link =ik
study of materinl clews the tracing of the
peychological processes of

mind that have led up to the felonious

he subjective

| T

“That already in done In the analysls
of motivea'™ & nod Collins
hat does your police

“Doubtiess, but wi
department detactive know of the sclence

3w

of the mind
ot much, 'l admit; anyway, I should

i

Hke to see some of your theories put o
the test. 1 imagine we should fall back
replled Collins

on the police In ths end,
ax the party broke up.
Why Clarks and I tmd made a sudden
trip frbm Chlcago to New York 1 onuld
not fathom It was Clarke's dging
Business, he sald, but beyond ihe dis-
patch of sevesal mysterious telngrams I
had falled to note anyiling but pleasurs.
Howover, we were [nstajfled In ons of
Washington square's hest hoarding-
housen, where Clarke wan among old
t ds and the quiet and freeddm of
which we both preferred to a hotdl ‘onm

1 rather think you stumped them® with
vour theories, Clarks,'” 1 remariked as we
walked up FIth avenue. I wish we
might have drawn you out further.”™

»1 thought the psychological s ull
they would sssimilate without positive
vinjence It wasn't worth white to 8int
to their materialistlc newspaper minds
ths limitiezs possithilltles of the psychlc.
Tour friend Collins was particulariy corm-
batlve.’

gt 1sh mightily something woald rarmn
up wi we are here to coavincs him,™ I
replled

As i in answer to my wish tha clang
of a patral waAgoOn rang out on the crisp
night alr We, wers just under Washing-
ton arch whién ths ‘galloplng horses
turned into the sguare of Fourth sireet
Am we crossed the airest they drew up
te the curb In front of a brown-stobe
mansion, Out leaped a police officer
followed by slx of his msen

“'ome On, Bexton .and’ Mr. Clarke
case, Murder, Colo-

eried Colline
nel James Watson - Drexisu, retired
p-top

Beaatly rich, belongs o all the

cloba, Double-column head on firat
g Call came junt as I It Mulberey

t Boat the rest of [he Fnng fall
2 minutew All vight, Enspecior Clancy;

frienda of mine.
“Tha inspector and 1 have worked
gsther before,” guickiy T marked (iarke.
“Well If It lsn't Dr. Clarkal Yes, 1Tl
that tip you gpave meE oD

to-

never forget
the Ranthan cass {#n yeoars ago. I wan
& caplaln then, and It won my promo-
tion."

By this time we wers up the winding
stoop and at the oarved walnut door
whers e were sdmitted by an aged,
white-faced butler. The insgfector left hils
men at the door and we enitered A mMag-
nifieent drawing-room. At Its rear, just
In front of & white pllastered srchway
jeading to a lbrary, lay & tall man with
white halr and whiskers He was In
evening drema and mcross the broad, white
. expanse of ahirt bosom sweptl R crimeson
stain like the ribdbon of Lhbe Lagion of
Honar,

Over the prostrate figure, his ear to tha
lan. At his
e white locks

stethoscope, hent a pl

Read, her hand smoothir
tha fast chilllng brow, erouched a

WPon

woman clad In a house gown of pals

beavtiful, but seemedd crushed by the
Enowledge of the blow that must fall with
the doctor's relgctant decision,
Terror-stricken mulds nnd men servanis
ng aimlesaly ahout. The but-

wel'e TUEC
ler, who foliowed us in, stood sllent and
helpioss, In the dark tecess of the b
rary a bowed fSinire sat with his head in
kis hands

*1 ean do ¥
for some minut eald
rising. The girl gave a wild sahriek and
feli limply to the foor,

He has been dead

physician,

siss Drexlau must be dirried to her |

room.”” has commanded “She has only
fainted. but ahe must de guarded sgninst
the shock of awakening."

“1'l1 earry her” sald a Arm, vesopant
volee. The bowed figure Emefwed Crom
the darkneas of the library: a cieaniy
bullt, tall youmg man in evening dress,
who picked up the girl as gently snd eas-
iy as If she wers a child. Calling to &
sobbing mald and followed by the doc-
tor, ha bora his burden out and up ths
broasd stalrway. We stood respectfully
a=ids asd Iot the little procession puss.

Then C(iancy made A great show of

ensrgy.

“Nnife wound. He couldn't have lived
many minutes,. XNo weapon viaslble, Here,
bitler, where's the ‘phone "

Geting the coroner's office om the wire
ha asked for a& deputly at ohee, And then
proceeded to extract what information he
could from the Irigh d butier, the only
member of the household who seemed to
have retalyed a semblance of composure.

“Your nameT' he demanded, when we
had retired (o the |lbraty away (rom the
grim, prostrats fgure In lhe drawing-
Foom.

““Thomas Fogarty, sir™

“Now, Fogarty, tell us whatl you know
of -tivls business. ™

wealil, that's not much, sir: but abeut
midnight 1 let In Mlss Katherine and Mr,
Harcamp."

“Full name™

3. Rapleigh Harcamp, They went In-
to tha drawing-room. and presenily Dir.
Drexlay camsé out of the library. “You
go om to bed. Foparty,” says Mr. Drexiau
to me. I stopped & Dit In the hall e
wind the ciock, and thenm want to my
room, which Is at the top of ths house,
back. [ didn't go to bed right away,
having & good book to read. Quite & hit
afterwards I thought 1 heard the ffont
door, and I wondered If It was Mr, Har-
camp leaviog. But I might have been
mistaken, ag It'% & lODg wWajy (o my Toom.

““Then aiong after another spell 1 heara
s nolse ks somebody failing. T rushes
wxhi down, and there was Mr, Drexlau

—_—

Wmying right where he s now, and Mr.
Harcamp bending over hlm,

" 'Get a doctor, quitk,' says Mr, Har-
camp, ‘and don't wake Miss Drexlau, Mr.
Derexlan hns bren stabld.”

“aAs guirk as 1 couid get thy senses back
I went to the telephone. Then 1 thought
it looked more llke x oass for the pollos
than the doctor, and sesing 1 couldn't do
oothing for Mr., Drexlan, 1 called up the
atution, Mr. Harceamp gave me partico-
jnr fits when I tolM him what 1'd done.

“The doctor came first and Mr Drexian
was still allve, He roused up once and
epoka to mes whila I was holding hia
bead. Then Miss Katherine found out
thing was wrong and cama down.

e you came' ~

“You say Mr, Drexlay spoke. What
did he sayT* eagerly querieda the In-
spector,

*“He just says ‘thes Blus Bokhara'; that
was all*"

“HBut what on earih is the "Blue Bok-
Bara™ **

“It's & Tux, sir. Mr. Drexiau was a
regular orank on Orlental rugs. That's
a3 Feraghan yvou're standing on. That big
one {n the drawing-room's a Kerman-
shah: that long one’s a Tabriz, and the
fitfle ones mround the walls are Persian
silks, Thers's a lot more T don’t know
the names of.” 1 thought Mr. Drexiau
was Mighty talking abogt the "Blue Bok-
hara® till 1 looked sbout and saw §t gome.
[ guesy onn of the majds must have tiken
it out to dust and forgot to put it back."

“Well, nover mind ali that You'rs
probsbly right. It's not robbery, &ny-
wa¥, or they'd bave taken mote than just
A Tug. Now look here. Fogarty, who's
this man Harcamp?™

“Why he's the.one that carried Mies
Katharine out. He's ono of her friends
and llves somewhege up on the avenus.
Lotsg of money. I hear,

“And he-and Mr. Drexlag wersa not
on veéry d tarms, I guess?’

*Well, Inspector, I don't like to say
anvthing to make trouble, but Jjust as
1 left the hall afier winding the clock I
thought Mr. Dresilau and Mr. Harcamp
wers haviog some worda, and Miss

| Katherine was eryiog.”

“That wlili 4o, Fogarty. I'vae no
doubt yon've sald 1oe much already.”
anld a voloe from the hallway, and
Ranleighh Harcamp stood before us.
Even Clancy; the hero of many s third
degreo, was taken ghack, -

“So you were discussing myrelf and
Misx Drexiny” continned Harcamp,
coldly, *1 supposé you nre oply doing
your duiy, but vou will kindly keep her
name out of this case. It wiil do no
possible igood."

The door bell rang. It was the Cor-
oner’s depity, accompanied by & horde
of reporters. These Inttéer overran thea
drawing-room and library seeking to
make up In energy the time they had
lant' Callins had already scored a clean
scoop Ly telephone In his reguiar city
cditibng, leaving mothing to hia rivals
but the “morning glorles.’ so he sug-
geated that we edcape lo Lhe conser-

vatory.
“Why doesn't your friend Chlr‘ka__do

| sdmething? he sald to me when “we

were gut of the confusion. *“Hae basn't
muid n word and 'm beglaning to,think
il this tulk of his wonderful powar ol
solving mesteries s a Chlcago brand
of hot alr.™

=Just waly” T returned. “He will
give you a good stary yet. 1 have no
doabt he han alrendy found out more
then your inspector of police. Hare
he comes now,

“What do you make of it. Clarke™
I anked. as he-joined us. ‘Mr. Collins
is dlmappointed that you baven't al-
reitdy pointed out (he murderer and
turned him over ta Clancy.”

“Well. the onse Is as plain ax day up
to a cerialn point, and then one little
thing comes -In and upsels it =sito-
Eether, Lets see what the Inspector
makes af It Nrst Ah., here ha is now.
Had busipesa, Inepector, but 1 suppone
vou begin to ses through It Ly this
time, Our Chicago pollce could learn
& few lessons here.”

., thers's apthing to L™ returnad
(Manoy, pompoyusly “It'e as plain as
the hosa on Your faecs. Thin chap Har-
raunp can clear it ail up If he wants to.
He elther did 1t himaelf or knows who
A1, and is shielding somehody. There's
hardly evidence to arrest him, but he'll
not got outl of the sight of my men. T
don't like dealing. with these howling

| swelle. You can't just throw them In

biue. She was young. black-haired and | and put them through In & workman-

llkea manner like you ought o But
1 sxpect to corner him and run his
head In o trap, and maybs a noosa,”

Oh, you do" sald Harcamp, iclly. |

looming up suddeniy in the svenue of
piulms. “You sde through it all. Your
reeption ls wonderful Here ls my
card, Inspectol You know where (o
fird me when you want me

“T've a good mind to lock you up
now, Ssir,” roared Clancy, reddening.
“But 1 guess you're right 1'H find
you.

It was now fay into the marning,
and dawn would soon bhe streaming In
through the windows. Tha deputy cor-
oner had departed, having orderad Mr.
Drexiau's body removed to his bed-
chambher. The doctor had left soma
tima before, sayving Miss Drexiau was
sieoping peacefuily, oblivioys to her
lInss under the Influence of an oplatp
The reporters had hurried off to cateh
recurring extras, leaving. only a few
“dog watch” and bureay wmen The
frightened servanis had been diamiased,
and Fogarty was watchlng beslde his
stricken master,

We bad gdjourned Lo the great draw-
Ing-room &away from the sickening
swaetnesas of tha conservatory. I stud-
led the qulet magnificence of ths room
and tried to pleture the scene that had
becn enacted thers but a few short houra
before. The rug which Mr, Drexlan had
sinined with his life's Blood had been re-
moyed and the room set in order. Noth-
ing Temalbed 1o tell of the groat, grim,
dark thipg that wes busying the mind of
each,

If only they could tell what they had
soen, these works of the nimble, tireless
fingers of the East, that perhaps a hun-
dred years before had woven the settings
of the tragedy: that Washington over the
huge, deep fireplace; that Corot; Lhose
superh marinées!

“1r only they could speak.” I phrased,
mentally.

“wWho Knows; perhaps they may,”
whispered Clarke, reading my unspoken
words, as only his marvelous mind could
do.

Stence had fallen upon the group.
Clancy fdgeted nt the enforced inactiv-
ity. Finally he arose and atepped to the
dnor o give some Instructions to his
walting men. The moment he was gone
Clarks leaned across to Haereamp,
souted upon the other side of me, and
whispered:

“Ng, 1 think you ars making o mis-
take, Mr. Harceamp. There Is much to
this cass which vou do mot suspect'

“Great God, man, what do you know 7"
sald Hareamp. in Bn agonized whisper,
going whita to tha halr, and the tertor
of death In his eyes.

“Everything and nothing.” returned
Clarke, softlyva

“0O! If T could oniy ses a ray of Lope,”™

epbatho-Deductive
7% Crimmal Mysteries.

Thers Is , It open feverishly. A= he road his face
broks into & smile of triumph,

“At last I can act™ he cried.
Mr. Collilna, call a cah
thought of ! nearast

meant §$10,000 to Fogarty.
nothing to show
agaln secen milve.'

groaned Harcamp. ““Tell me what you
Drexiau was

eoming bark.
Coma (0o my rooms at 19 tomorrow.
Is the maddress
Evade the pollce, If possible.' |

Collins had been relleved by two men
from his office, and there being ndthing
olss to be dome, we left and Harcamp | everything. G he sald.

You know fhe
agaln, Clarke.

Collins was ®oon at the door with
Clarke gave the driver his di-
d we all got n.

Clarka's dark face, T have thought of

pas sverything you've ever done.” warned
Clarke.

“Oh, gentlemen, 1 tell the truth: And
listen, 1 did repalr it Fangbone, he
put alittle plece out of It, such a littie
plece. I weave it in and Mr, Drexlau
try to match the wool and get some
fake ones mnde.”

. A scheme Lthet you doubitless sug-
goited,” said CUlarke. “Now, haven't
you that plec E

“Oh, no; gontelmen. I gif you my
word of honor. Fanghone he have it.”

“Then to Pell streef)™ comunanded
Clarke.

“I'm afrald you'il find Fangbone a
tougher proposition than he ATme-
nian* s i Collins wheén wWe wWere once
maore 'In"tha cab

“IT he ik & strong charascter his weak
polnt is the mora volnerable,” replisd
Cliirke. "When I see him I will know
whore to attack.”

Fangbone ln trutli was a veritable
Fagin. ' Ha treated us with twisting,
truculent hands, which seémed to lteh,
an® his inky-black beard to bristle at
the guin that might be derived from
stch & presentable set of rounders as
he tock us to be.

"Somedinge I can show you, ‘shentle-
mens?T Eome mopeys you want, may-
be? I hat It."™

Clarke made a careful survey of hin
antagonizt. "Yes, Fangbone, It's snoney.
Twenty dollars on this,” and Clarke
took o diamond ring from hia finger
and lald it In the moist, outstretched
paln.

Fanghone examined It eritically, but
with greedy eyes, “"You baf come by
it honestly 7' he asked.

“Of course. You'il be safe enough
mnyway., It y worth two hun-
dred and 1T may @ er redesm IL”

*“Not redesm 147 sald Fangbons In
murprise.

“No. I wouldn't wear [t again. It's
kilelieff. I had it of this man Drexlau
who was killed laat night. nand I Just
heard hée had a blus Bokhara rug that
was kisheff und It killed him."”

“You say the blus Bokhars {8 a Kish-
eff? Who dell you dat?”

“*Thaldas told me™

Clarka, wl od It Impressively.
Fangbond's o opened in wonder.

“rhalda dell you? You know Thajda,
nn' she say dere is kliheff on tha blue
Bolkhara?™

“Yen, Thalda sayvs It was the biue
Bokhara that killed Drexlau. She says
every thread of it is kizhef, cursed by

R THADA
WA

curlonity scekers still lined the sidewnlk
and an ws séparated
man edged out
stop In hily abadow,

“Fly cop.” suggested Collina
second glance

“And Harcamp shilelding someone, “Whera sre wa bound for?"
He wouldn't shield Fogarty.”

-
inconcelvnble.

harn,” was all that Clarke would vou
line and fel] into

drew up before n large store I E
devoted exejusively

conversatjon.

ergetio according 1o his light. Quigt Up to stay &
. ' 2 he replied, “but we haven't pne
Another knoek followed almost Ime | In faet I never saw byt one

wiy genuine, and that

with us through

clalmed Clarke, when after a f#w hourw
sleap we wers engerly scanning thg morn-
ing extras over a hasty bronkfast in our

showed the flret
ha kfor I hear he's jusf besn murdsred.””
“Yes, yen, that's the one!™

Harcamp, whoan face

displayed with
art of the head writer:

aiuded Clancy's ahadows.

We drow our'chalrs ~“DIg, he get 1t Bere?”

hild removed

Drexiau's papern by the energetic Claney ;l';&ﬂtl:'l:‘ (:1:}13;
= i

1o the one great, tonle the trag-

tator's death the said Fogarty had seryed
the satator falthfully for the term of

Hy4 Fogarty's blus anmd of the

The sheen was
interrupted Clarke,
can you tell ma the nama of the ahop
that sold {7

“Certainly; it was Agnossl's, on lower
but W& hasn't any-
I.et me show you g
partioularly fine Bokhara's

exactly what
happened last night.,”

the week previous. sald Harcamp,
muttered Clarke;
Then he read: * "By close cross-
questioning Inspector Claney wrung from
Fogarty the unwilllng admission that he
tn the lower part of the

down, Mr. Harcamp.'™

had returned

agaln, fascinated under the battery of

body was found. An arrest la hourly &x- | Clarke’s plercing ey es.
Put wa Wers EOn@ On OUr wWay

nossi's bafore
surpriss, 1 suspect.

Agnos! was a dark-eyved Armenian who
kept a mmall ‘stoc
having sold the most wonderful rug in
New. York, proud of having known the
murdersd man and anxious to tell

As If ln anrwer to Clarke’s volce the | turned from

rapcoun cry of & newsboy In the sireet met you and a
Is that right™*

I supposes Fogarty hbas told

. 3 violent scene occurred;
Wauxtry, Arrest in big mur- He wans proud

LN
Clarke halled hlm from the windown.

it's the butler.”
the damp shest out befors us.
“Surely the police have no case agninst

“Miss Drexlau, at her fathor'a orders
finally went to her room In tears.”
sce by the papers Fogarty
continued Harcamp.

ha esald, as he

‘“But while it was in your hands did
you repair'it?’ asked Clarke, Interrupt-
ing his flow of description.

savesdropping”

He suggested thut you go into
the billlard room and amusd yourself
while he smoked & clgar, and marybe
you would both see things In & differ-
You became
practicing some difficult
and stayed for some time™

“How in ths name of heavens do you
know all thap?™

“Very simple.

Clancy does not realize how strong It s

2o strong that I belleva If It were not

tor two things ther could hang him.”
‘*Phen what two things are to prevent

I Bave been dealing in tugza all
my life and—§

“HBut haven't you sven @ thread of 18
even o strand of wool?T
You ask funny guastions.
Mors funny than young man who cames
‘here every day I got the Tug and ask the
price and cry when I teil him I sold 1t
And to think of Mr.

them ?
“Firat, the opesing of the door heard by

“Hut you can count that as a weak

Balle carefulty placed
In llne along the sida rail, tip of ecife
your fingers covered
You were just about to
attampt the shot after repedted fall-
ures, when you heard Mr. Drexlau fall,
Yonu rushed into the hall and saw flee-
ing up the staire—"

Harcamp rosa with clanched fixta and
“Stop: you liel
on God's earth knows whom I saw.”

“Ha, 1 thought I was right You eaw
Misg Drexlaun,”™

Haroamp groaned and burled his fara
“Shes dldn't do it
why didn't I confess

to Mr. Drexiag
Drexian so soon. kilied!
the pick of his rugs
‘“From whom d4ld you gat
broks in Clarke.

The Armenian's eyes kKindled with sue-
you want to know

#No, it is borne out by other evidence™

“And second?”

“Second, the disappearance of the blue It make e viok

badly dnmaged,

“But the mald may have removed "

“And do you think that Drexiau, In
the face of death, was thinking of =
petty household matter? No, his worda
bad a desper meaning, & meaning we
have got to dlscover.
something, but I haven't
key yet. Whilsa you gnd Colling werse
in the conservatory I made a tour of
I mlso had & talk with Fo-
xarty and discovered much
hasn't wid the Inspector.
down again. He wos eavesdropping In
Miss Drexlau had Egone to
her room and Mr. Harcamp wns In the
I waa in there and
found his tracks as plaln &9 a printed
then discovered
Fogarty, upbralded him, and doubtless
threatansd to dladharges him.
wr—sntexl jast"then,

Wa'va no tima to waste,™ sald Clarkes
angrlly, and bhe held the native with |
eves while hes made some quick passes
before his face. Tha Armenian's eyes
rolled ‘and his muscles stiffened In ths
first stuges of hypnosls. Cilarke snapped

is fingers and Agoposasl same out of It
with a start and a look of terror.

I have learned

Mdn't do It O}
to It and sava her?™

Clarke went over and laid a hand on
‘““Now, brace up,
“It may not be as dasd
as you think. There s one thing that
may save her.”

“The blue Bokhara,' answered Clarks’
Just then i messonger arrived with a
It was for Clarks and he tore

He 414 come

you mot the tug or Il put the spell on
yoo and leavs you that way.™

hi= shoulder.
“Oh, I'll tell, TNl tell.” mald the fright-

camp,” he safd.

Fangbone, In FPall street”
“A well-known

come back and leak Into your head and

Adonal and haunged by the 72 eplrits
of tha great Solormmon. She says the
only way to escspe au violent death Is
to part with the object to the first man
you tmest. If you can't sell 1L glve It
awny, Weé've just come from Thalda*

A look of fear stole over Fangbone's
forbidding countenance and his eyes
wandsred Involuntarily townrd a draw-
er back of the counter in front of
which we were standing.

*Here dake 1d, dake 14, qvick he
sald, thrusting the ring at Clarke, "1
will hatf nodding to do vid 4. Thaidn
she kpoow. She is wise In do black
magle as In de white. Tahk Gott I
find id oudt In Ume™

“I was u fool to tell you™ sald
Clarke, regretfully. “Oh, well, Thaldn
wr-._-,:\"'r. right sure about the ring., It
wisx Bnly the rug sne was sure of.”

“Fallure.” aald Caollins as we returned
to the cab whioc. we had left half a
block nway.

“*Success,” anmwernd Clarke.

AR soon AS wWao were beyond the line
of viston from the Interlior Clarke
stoppédd and necosted a typlcal Pell-
siraet hobo, “H my man,” he said.
“want to make half m dollar? Well,
wander into Fangbone's, take whataver
he givea you, bring it to me and you
g=t your money.” The hobo hurrled
off and Clarks's schieme began to down
upon me In a few minutes he waa
what de =lhie Y Elve me.
| the mazumd
s handed him the ney and in
he moan placed ke's hand
s Inch of the blue Dokhara.
titlon, his rultng pasaion, and
& Tn the Ghetro,”
arke. "Now the Ssulu-
tion Is in our grawp.”

Wa did not inquire ‘vhither we& were
Eolng as v whirled "thre h da for
oidding ts, but-even with 3
ited knowledge of mgtropolls, I
Enew It was still the Ghetto, -
Wea slopped be + one of thosa old-
fashioned N housas, . once the
home of Tanl
the lower E
card and we
ronm rofu
that contrasis
orf and degrac

The silken p
stood before us the most beputiful woaman
it has ¢ver boen my lot lo sdep Meor
black costuma, rather plaloly ouf, yet
ritting ko o glove; har an halr, ‘and
her big lustrous binck
parfect contriist to har m foro
chieaks of ollve white, surcha
1 the pink of

ik

re admlit
1 In & guist mu
strangély with
fnn all xbout

ged
ilth, &nd her full red
"

| smtling llpsa, th ghh which showed 1
that seemed to glisten and radiate elr
whitenss=s Tt nosas wis' pures Greciin,
nobfa, et del te. A dimmond sunburnss,
her anly jew . azed at the white
throat Tovely women I have seen of

many natlons, but naver lovellness llke

up and took a etep

wireaT™"

got home this morning.
I'va boen away And you mina?'
has brought me and my friends

s bhe your friends, Ida!

*“Ihey Ara well recommended, she sald
as sha took the hand of =ach and heard
our names, 1 belleve avery man's blood
tingied as ha touched that queenly hand
I know minas did

»Thalda, wa have nead of you
continued Clar rd that since
mo mot you have become skilled in psy-
chometry.”™

“It {8 true that the ‘moul of things" have
voices for m
tals. Than
ton Is not unkr
urgantT’

“It Is urgent.”™

“Then prepars me.”

Thaida seated herself and Clarke gazed
steadlly Into her cyes for a few prunte,
Her muscles bevame tense, her face pal-
Iid and her eves glassy, and then thev
closad [n what appenred ta be [he slacp of
natura Clarks took the square ol biuec
Boghara from his pocket and pressed it
agninst her forehind

"o you mee, ThaldaT

1 mee' oame tha rich, subdued voice

"What ses youd''

“I gge & richly &ppointed drawing-room
Oriental rugs cover the floor. Over the
firsplacs i a ploture of Washington. A
whits pllastered archway leads into a
Ihrary and that opens inte & TonseTvVA-
tory., Three persony ara there, One is
an ofd man, one A young man and. ona a
woman, young, slender and black of hair.
They seem to be disputing and the old
man s greath exclited. At last he points
to the door and Nhls danghter—yes, It id
hla danghter—goes out in tears, with one

then

noa of Professor Den-

o}
t yar

3 part, naot all in anger, ax tha fa
spems to weaken wt the sight of his
daughter's tears, The Foung man goes
otit through the lihrary and the aged man
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room with bowed hoad, hils*hands behind
hls back

“He halts in his walk and llstens. e
slipa across the room on tiptos, tears open
the portlere at the hall door and dr
out a little old man. Hs s a servant, The
master of the houss upbralds the cring-
ing manial and then points to the door
The Mttle old man goes oul. The
man resumes his restless walk, blowing
rings of smoke and now and then glane-
ing at his watch and from that to tha
door. He expects some one At last
he atops. He tens. He hears 8 step
He goea out into the hall o the front
deor and flings it open. A dark, mulfied
form anters.”

“Mark well this man, Thalda. What I8
ha likeT’
“Ha {s dark, very dark. He In

emaolated, His face {s drawn with suf-
fering. His are In rags, yet
hls bea : snd noble. Thoy
puss (nto the deawing-room. The dark
man is snding with clasped hatde

The oid Inug) Thw
dark fig Mers 1
i money. The old agaln repuolses
him and points tows the door. The

dark man still pleads with many phe-
elonnts tures toward a biun rug of
WUrpans beauty fioor At
inst the old man advances and raises
his hand ns If to strike. There is A
gulck blow and s flash of steel. The

old man reéls an ., olutehing at
his br The d ¢ man selzes the
rug y Into thie night'

Now 1 Thalda, the Tug. Fol-

back to the mi

low (It ¥
What see you®™
' see A& Uitie hut iIn Bokhara beslde

it

the SBamark and gate, I know the spot
well wi the sr & loom s
placed and thers, day by day, & malden

WoRVes upd A rug. She Ia Jheautitul
ne the nig and =as she Waaves &
youth 'watches her and strokes the
Inky bralds of her halr whi
eves speak the tale of |
& this old world, yel evVer new,

*Day by day the melden weaves,
and as 5 wen falr body
wister by dogre inil that her
lover Weess mol the nge. At last the
finn! knot s tls & weft thrown
last time, and
with o sign and & .of love the
weaver falls Into hile ou rotched arms.

*She has woven her goul Into thae
blug Bokhara

“The youth wanders, the Tug always
with him, it ia hia bride. Ha comes’
to this 1t: he i starva.
Ing. W 1 ne 1 he pawns the
rug that he may hen the changs
comes. He Nnt vk, he maokes maoney,
Ha tries to » rug, b thiw
man to whom he | ed it Is a villlan.|
Ha has it of ti Tug
and will for a RETURl

® anid saves!

price.

nod denles

g ything until
1m At last he I»
Iy Lo

puth speks him out
nt he has smugglied
entranco. al mid-

now? Look well,

you rend it™

n atrest, in the Ar-
Quar
he numt

wi bune

"1 cuar writes. He
slgna, Ha falnts

You must e him.™
“Tha floo
“It Is the g1

ton; make

Wake"
and smiled.
.l

1 thye

rileres parted and thers

es formed a |

unhenrd by otdinary mor- |

wown to me. Is the affair |

last supplloating look at the men. Th,.;--l

ped? ghe asked
v y made all cleir But wes
must act now. Tomorrow I will res
And, oh, Thaida,

1 to give
preying upon
1f the Ghatto.™

1 may
thin
1= IEnorance a&n
You sen
wenlth, all that we lo
old days, But come tomorrow.”
The firat act in the d
hrief. We communlcnted wi
spector hée mat ys on tha way to
igton Etreet number In
slon, This proved 1io
y tenement Under the
f the inspector, wea entared
v flights
tha orna
and wae

Clarkels

| boldly ive din
to Lthe
aanr

P

mointed

ril, A

ugnt no resp

ad In as 1t was unlockead.

on & miserabile bed of sirnw,
ed body wi in the blum
A young koman. By
ght of ones g ering oan-
| dle It was plain that v wera nong too
woon, as the fAnger of death already
was gpon his forchead

| f1e

Clarka stepped Lo him and geptlr
d 1 brandy

BV oved untll they

thie wniform andgatar of

e for me” he sald

too late. I am goe-

The Inst words ended In a gurxile
and il

. ‘{‘\'ua dead In Clarke's arms.
tion and want had done thelr

1 him genlly down on the
nara. It was dull and luster-
The glorlqus amnl  was gone.
14 have awv that when T
entared 1 anw it shimmering llka satin
ecandle light

if any fortd evidance in
nee 1, Inspactor, 1t Is'" mald
Collins, as _he pleked ‘om the siraw
i blood-atnined afMlelic

- -

in the

on our floor
at time and
e will ful Tuster,
We snw Misa Draxinu once mors bhe-
fore lonving Now York, when ehe
with Ranlelgh Harcamp o ex-
her thanks to Clari 3
in deep mourning, bhut v
burden of grief radiant
found love,
4 1 only beén & moment saoner
1 might have saved him” she told us
“*1 was ready for bed when 1 rught
of a box 9f candy I had Jeft tha
hall. T threw on a loose house gown
ed down after it. On the way
heard papa fsll but I thought
*t. Then I
from thae

Do you

The blus Bokh:
now &nid Clarke thinka ti
1 réstors ity Wand

and

down

§it. wns & nolss In the sire

hesrd Mr. Harcamp 1

billiard room and I
{ 1

know, R igh. I aught—but only
for mn mo 1t—""

Sha eould not® summon thsa COUraEm
to say It 1 wondersd If she would
ever Etnow of his terrible, haunting
{ear

Clarke went s that afternoon o
make hila pron eail op “Thalda.
When he returned he wns humming &
1itile tune. a frivolous little tune for
Clarke.

“ey vou knaw, old chap” ha sald
“Y boegin to t k this trip to New
York will not prove altogether a fall-

ure.”
sThen (¢t was Thalda that bhrought
us o New York? ’
Hyen, Sexton, it was Thalda and
A pang of jJealousy, jealousy of them

lightas & clgnr and walks the drawing- |

both, shot through me.




