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IHE affairs of mystery in which it was the
Adventure Hunter’s business and pleasure to 
engage usually came to him in a completed 

I That one connected with the Persian
g, however, was an exception. He came 

- he rug before its time of mystery. It was ying

throat, his form stiffened in death. His rings were 
yet upon his fingers. Fifty dollars in bills Was in 
his pocketbook. Everything in the studio remained 
undisturbed.

It was this want of plunder as the reason for the 
crime that made it in a measure more puzzling, for 
Vereker had been a man of placid life and no feminine 
attachments, which have in them the germs of such 
tragedies. Stone’s mind, however, verged after all his 
reflections but to one thing—the rug. Was there a 
connection between the eagerness of the dealer in 
his quest for it and the tragedy of the dead artist? 
W as it possible that the artist’s obstinacy of possession

furniture of the shabby man had obviously been made 
simply to cover the transaction of the rug And it 
was as Stone supposed. The fragmentary rubbish 
that had served the shabby man for furniture had 
been flung into an empty room, where, doubtless, it 
would lie till the landlady claimed it. She herself 
could only say that a man —clearly the gaunt dealer 
from her description —had engaged the room a day or 
two before and had allowed it to be understood that 
he would furnish it. He had paid a week in advance 
and she hadn't seen him since. That's all she knew.

So the mystery “promised to remain one. Days 
passed. The whole detective service, as well as Stone

given up hope of coming nt any solution of the puzzle. 
It was the one mystery in the long line of them which 
had left him metaphorically both stranded and dry.

And then, one morning, when he had definitely 
given up all hope of seeing the rug or of hearing any 
thing concerning It again, he found himself at the 
wharf of an ocean liner, engaged upon the business of

ta ry
stretched himself.there was little stir. Then Stone

looked III his watch, carefully pulled theyawned.
turned off the electrics and, leaving theblinds down.

rug upon its place on the table, proceeded up stairs 
to the room directly above.

This room, however, he did not light. He ont;
her li tered things in an exceptionally littered one of those social, necessary “au revoirs” with peeped through the edges of the blind. Then he 

which we burden departing friends to Europe, and, • huckled, for what he had expected to see he saw, ande and ! s artist acquaintance Vereker casu- 
n the ha of a friend and passed the time

1 ! had paused near the open door of the littered
. 1 the v es in it were sounding learly.

A shabby man was saying that he w: s going
and go out West and that the East was 

an unient nable pla e anyway.
ri V, ker and Valentine Stone together noticed 

therug ng on th. floor and clearly a part of the gen-
nr: i was dusty and old, but to the eye of a

.r it sh ne from its tawdry surroundings like a 
jewel. It was small and square and intricate in de- 

rayer rug of an unusual sort. Vereker and 
-1 fred almost simultaneous fingers, each to the 

- er sign of future possession by the first to 
And it was Vereker who by some fractional

the sight was pleasant to him.

Capturing the Men.

Almost opposite to the house in which he waited 
was an uncompleted skyscraper, its gaunt steel skele- 
ton siructure rising silhouetted clearly against the 
white moon. But it was not this for which he looked. 
This was but the setting. It was at the fifth and 
progressing story that he peered and at which he 
smiled grimly. It was the figure of a man, of two 
men, outlined against the transparent sky. They 
stood motionless for ten minutes, for twenty. The 
clock struck half-past one before they moved from 
their vigil. Then they disappeared cautiously Into the 
shadow of the lower stories.
- Stone sat smiling still, clicking liis watch, his habit 
of showing particular pleasure. Then he sat silent.

being early and waiting, found himself staring down 
at a familiar and eccentric object, squeezed among 
petticoats and shawls and all the impedimenta of an 
Italian bound emigrant’s luggage. It was the prayer 
rug. arrived at a further stage of checkered posses 
sion. And over the bundle its clear possessor sot a 
thick, sturdy, dark eyed, olive hued shawled woman, 
patiently munching some bread and some onion.

“Going back to Italy?” Stone saluted her.
The woman looked distrustfully for a moment, but 

Stone’s frank face decided her to geniality.
“Yes,” said she. "Go back—go back to Eetali go
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He walked up to the owner.
" said Vereker, “for that rug."“I give you twenty. listening with a striking and silent intensity. The 

night by this time was very still. Only some slight 
and distant sound came occasionally and seemed to 
emphasize the brooding silence. Then came a slight, 
slight movement downstairs. Removing his boots he 
noiselessly moved toward his friend’s room, the door of 
which was open. Leveritt was waiting, warned, alert, 
in the dark. Stone pressed his arm and they moved 
soundlessly down the thickly carpeted staircase and 
waited without a word outside the room below.

"Oh, Bill, how easy!" laughed one fellow in the room 
in an undertone. He had turned on one small electric 
lamp and half sat on the table, negligently swinging- 
his leg.

Valentine Stone carefully covered each man and 
signed to Leveritt, who touched a buttou. The lights 
flashed up.

"Up:" rasped Stone.
The four hands of the intruders were raised
"Yes, easier really than I wished,” said the adven­

ture hunter. “Still in the rug business, Mr. Dealer?" 
The gaunter, darker man of the two quailed. Then 
the necessities of his position came home to him.

“Tie 'em up. Leveritt,” said Stone, “and lead ’em 
out in the hall. I'll telephone.” Leveritt bound one 
fellow with a handkerchief, moving toward the door. 
The other, still with his hands up, followed slowly. 
Near the entrance he waited, his back near the side 
to the door. He seemed to leah for a moment and 
then—the lights were out. He had pressed the switch. 
Like a shot he ducked and was upon Stone, wrenching 
the weapon from the adventure hunter's hand, and a 
fruitless report rang out. Leveritt had pinioned the 
other fellow, his job of manacling uncompleted. In 
the dark Stone clinched with the man. only hoping to 
crowd him and get the arm which held the weapon. 
He gained a hold of one arm, lie knew not which. 
He did not know what moment another shot would

The man stared wonderingly, as do dull men 
uhom events come too fast. A The friends of ! 
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shead said he. dully holding out his hand. 0.92,“I’m crazy, 1 know,” said Vereker, handing over the
money, “but all collectors are crazy

He 1 the purchase up. minute even for prayer 
rugs, put it under hi* arm and assumed possession. al’s Mrs. J. Suddah 
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“I’m a dealer," said strange vo e, “and I bear 
downs tins that you have a sale.”

-Sure/ answered the sha by man wh had owned

-I ony everything you got in a lump,” said the 
dealer concisely.

“I at al.” said the shabby man.
can paused. "$200 forAmi I’ll give you.” the
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wagon downstairs I may as well take it away now 
Jim!”

II. ■ -1 in the vague direction of the street and 
. ere n re answering footsteps on the stairs. “I 
bought t. Jim,” -. id the dealer hurriedly "Take 
e erythit Get busy now; ! !! be ha k before you're

“He hurried downstairs, a sweating man, dark and 
gaunt and quick Stone f wed slo 13 Tw hun 
dred doll: rs for the lot,” be thought. • Two hundred 
dollars for the lot.” He kept thinking of that amount; 
it seemed so much to offer for so little.

He stopped at the door, looking at the wagonw 
waited outside and at the gaunt, dark dealer hurrying 
up • he street to a nearby corner. "Jim" panted down 
the stairs, taking to the wagon piles of rubbish, and 
as s- watched it and watched it he felt upon him
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had sea ed his doom; that the other’s fierce desire of 
p «<€ — nh d overmastered him? If so ------‘

Stone’s train of use ess spec ulation came to an end 
with his entrance to the house. He was known there 
as the friend of Vereker and immediately admitted 
by the voluble janitor.

As for the body, it lay in the little bedroom white 
and cold, and the janitor shrugged lugubriously as he 
whispered confidentially of the presence of two gen- 
Iemen in the casket line who were fulfilling some of 
the introdue tory parts of their lugubrious tasks.

Sue went straight to the studio a companied by 
the janitor, delighted at the chance to talk. Under 
the top lights all was as if it had been a month ago—
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ring out. this time definitely ending things. He 
twisted with all his strength, engaged upon that 
subtlety of jiu-jitsu known as the “come along.” Then 
came the sharp sound of a crack, a groan and the dull 
sound of a weapon falling to the floor. He had chosen 
the right arm from the lottery of the dark.

But the lights suddenly flashed on again, turned "p 
by Leveritt, and the follow rose from the floor, upon 

The woman interrupted cotutnuulcatively. which he had fallen. As he did so a small pocketbook 
read his papers at breakfast. An item flashed out at / “Yaa-as,” said she. “That-a a rug. My man peeked almost displaced in the struggle fell to the floor, 
him and a clearly printed photograph. Thin time the that-a rug up. My anti work on a railroad He Stone instantly possessed himself of it.

peek dat up—peek dat up by the train. Yes; that-a "Curious, oh?" sneered the fellow. Stone opened 
rug" the book mechanically and his eyes fell upon a news-

“Twenty dollars,” said Stone definitively. The paper clipping gummed to one of the leaves.
Woman smiled, showing her strong teeth, and pro- "Yes, that’s it, said . ouI’ve got it.
ceeded to unloose the rope that compressed her be wouldn’t have happened if be would have parted with 
longings. She smiled more broadly when the yellow that accursed rug. 1
bill was pressed into her hand St..... rolled up the Stone swiftly scanned the clipping.
delicate, tiny object, but even as  .........so he became "How did you come by it?" he asked, "and how
aware of an eager glance which was directed to him, did you know it when you saw it?
Without appearing to notice it, he took an unnoticed "Well, 1 picked it up," sulkily said the man: "If 
survey of the man whose attention he had drawn, you want to know so much. 1 picked it up on the 
He was dark and shabby, sinister and furtive. Stone very day 1 read that clipping in the paper. Colnet- 
stood talking to the woman, and, still keeping the dence? Well, more of ’em happen *” life than you 
man In unobtrusive regard, walked nonchalantly think of Then I found out its secret. You can find 
about waiting for his friends, and when they finally most secrets if you go after ’em. I found " after some 
appeared he, pleading business, bade them a brief one else had it, too—but he’s dead now. Well. It hap- 
"Goodby." Then, walking slowly through the streets pened at a time that 1 was moving, and 1 lost track of 
to his   e. he gave his pursuer (for his instinct told it before I’d written down what it was. 1 suppose 
him that once again the relentless pursuit of the rug the delivery man had ” wife who liked such things, 
had recommenced) every chance. • Then I traced 11 to that fellow that sold it that day.

.... . It took me six months. It had changed hands several
The man followed doggedly on the other aide twen- times. It has the trick of that"-

is paces behind, taking advantage of every cover In He was interrupted by th, entrance of the detec- 
the shape of groups of walkers In the street. Several tives. But Stone scarcely noticed them other than
times Stone stopped to enjoy the grim humor of the by indicating the prisoners with his hand.
man’s wait, which he saw reflected In the windows In The defectives looked surprised. “Who are they, 
which he looked. And there was the fellow, unob- Mr. Stone?" asked he

textiy hut aitwarate (cnticntnik with a dossed ' "The man wii killed Vereker and a friend of his.” 
He opened the door hospitable and stone and his terious value be? Why should this small square, so Stone arrived at his hotel and saw the fellow answered Stone, but wait a bit, Lieutenant. Just 

waiting still, seated on the stone step of a vacant . , ...
house at some distance up the street. He commenced to read, while the policeman re-

But Stone bad on this occasion no idea of waiting garded him blankly.
at home. He bad a plan in view which he could bet- "Great interest attaches in a peculiar way to the 
ter put into operation in the brown stone house of recent discoveries of ancient coins and jewels which 
Leveritt, his friend. He levied upon that house came to light through Professor Jewett's excavations 
through the teleph...................................................................in Arabia on the site of several ancient Assyrian cities, 

missing: the inconsequential, though sufficiently cu- on e-Stone w there ughly al a loss. He made inquiry • "Will you let me Invite myself?" he inquired, after 11 brings to mind a legend still possessed by an
rious rug was the one thing missing, of every dealer of prominence in the country, but no ringing up the number. "Just for this evening, I Arabian tribe, which has come down through count-

The adventure hunter thought of these things as he trace or suggestion’s meerning it could he get. think, though possibly fur a week." ’ less generations, that there exists an almost incalcu-
went away, of one thing, however, he was sure. So11 was that, free months after the tragedy in The voice at the other end of the wire betrayed no lable hidden treasure In some ancient Assyrian city 
The murder had obviously been done fur the rug. The the train, he I 1 almost, though quite unwillingly, surprise. Stone’s friends had no surprises when it long since gone to ruin and covered by desert sands,
dealer, or the ostensible dealer, had et idently done - came to Stone. So Stone walked forth with his fug The story has it that the secret was written on a rug
the murder, but. puzzle at the question as Stone HOW JERRY FOOLED THE DOCTOR. again, even obtrusively displayed, and again lais which is supposed to exist somewhere In the world.
Would, he could get no suggestion of its peculiar vaine wo Irishmen, fresh from the old sod and who friend of the furtive face and the shabby clothes fob but of which track has been lost for hundreds of 
as the balance for the brutal crime. It might have I were suffering from rheumatism, recently visited lowed, and at Stone’s entrance to the house of his years
been that in the beat of altercation the dealer had I Bellevue Hospital, where they asked for relief, friend waited still. Say, Mr. Stone, said the lieutenant genially,

again that he was upon the verge of action and ad- become lost to the proportion of its value. Men have Each was atilicted inone leg, and, the doctor in charge It was dusk when Stone arrived and In a few “what’s not you? What in the hell are you talking, 
enture such as his spirit craved, been murdered before now on the value of the trinket, happening to be absent at the tim , an orderly attend- words explained to his friend the disposition Jew the about • I Hue ** It # sone josh, isn t it?"

Mysterious Death of the Artist It may have been this. But even is Stone so re- ed 1 hem, adventure lifter, a is iea" ....... lake of that friend’s Stele indicated the prayer rug lying on the table.
y " . f l e c t e d t h e r e c a m e b a c k t o h i m t h e f i r e I n t h e d

Hastily despatching his breakfast he was soon upon eager eyes, the fierce impetuosity of his questioning 1 leg with liniment, ubile. Jerry, when his turn came, an adventure had r. but risd lay sympathies s., 1 hat Mtue square of carpet?" inquired the police-
his way to the that of his late acquaintance, the direc of “Jim,” the eager hurry on his way lu the direction , piled and looked sue ir he were njoying the expert Store and vet: eight th ses . hire ., man.
tion of which vaguely he had known, but upon which or Vereker’s. ence spread I Hi the th nd flour fronton "Well, I picked that up for $20 yesterday,” replied
the morning paper had been specific. On his journey From “Jim” himself, who was easily discoverable, when they reached theatre ‘at asked Jerry: which was the meary. im beret the adrenturetunter. "It was a bargain."
he tarried the details in his mind— of the manner in Stor e could get no information. He hail been hired "I ..i . I had i and ... ahtandt that which une Sine . it the ; „ The policeman stroked Lis blue jowl in a puzzled
wheel ...........ut mere Pool .....--bonnes—i ensuese v wourisnroone wousonsie ----- - ---------- ------------------- •........^.....-or--------’---.--’--’-

"Up!" rasped Stone.
The four hands of the intruders were raised.

himself, were at fault, ■ Not a clew of the murderer 
or of the rug alike were found. It promised to remain 
one of the million murder* which, in spite of proverbs 
and detective agencies, remain undiscovered.

And then came a morning when Stone once more

back for two, three mont’. Go back for leetia time."
“That’s fine,” replied Stone, gaining assurance with 

the warmth of his reception. “And—er, what’s that 
you’ve got there? That’s a rug, isn’t it?"

once I me of th — strange premonitions that ad- yesterday, before the thing had happened. A half
venture was touching his elbow and beckoning him to 
for ow So “Jim” deposited his rubbish and ascended 
1 - mother load, and the gaunt, dark man came hur- 
rying ha k and Stone was conscious that be was 
sest ing the wagon eagerly, searching and search- 
ing till ".fim" again appeared

2this e. J ? he asked.
“Whst rug ’ said Jim, stowing a mil of tattered

The small rtg.” said the gaunt man impatiently, 
“the 1 rug with the funny marks.”

"I ain’t got 11.7 said Jim
“Air i got it?" said the man impatiently. “Then 

get it It’s there somewhere. Get it next.time.”
But -. peared next time with unfavorable in-

“There in’t no ittle rug,” said he. “I looked and 
there in’t no . I got all the rugs there is.”

But the dark and gaunt and sweating man was 
air idy up tl steps and was mounting the staircase 
with hurried strides. Stone followed to the landing.
‘I bought the it,’ he heard the dealer say. “You 

said everything 17 your apartment was there.”

finished oil sketch stood upon the top of the bookcase. 
The writing table had upon it some memoranda borne 
down by their familiar paper weight.

Stone, however, had only what might be called a 
subconscious impression of these things. Quickly he 
looked the e answering mechanic ally the 
Janitor’s outfi w and alert but for one thing, the rug.
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Item was a robbery—a robbery on a train—and its 
victim, on whose photographed features Stone looked

It was not ution the floor. He opened a closet at a 50 intently, was the dark, gaunt dealer of the insistence
side. It was not there The janitor looked wonder- 
ingly at his investigations as Stone proceeded to a 
smaller room at the side and closely regarded it.

"Did you leave something here? Did Mr.—did he * 
(he jerked a thumb, in the direction of the room where 
the professional activities were getting exercised) 
"have something you’d caned him? he commenced.

"A little rug," Stone said “A square little rug.

and the hurry and the eager eye—and the rug. And 
the robber, it appeared, had stolen—a rug. He had 
been detected. There had been a fight, a quick ex- 
hange of shots and the accidental death of one of the 
passengers. For the robber, suddenly drawn into trag- 
edy that might cost him his life, there was nothing to 
do but jump, and as it was at a turning and the train 
had slowed somewhat, he did so. It was at a siding, 
and from the windows of the train the passengers saw
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Have you seen it? 
“Sure,” said the janitor “He ught it home last - the fellow sliding down the bowlders, gaining a fear-

night. He had it under hi- arm when he came in ful impetus. Then, when almost at the bottom, he had 
and I joshed him about it. Showed it to me. Isn’t slipped and was hurled down upon his side. He had 
it here?" been picked up dead, the paper said. His name was

He seemed to awaken to the pp—ibility of mystery, unknown. But, strangely enough, the rug nowhere 
“By George, that’s right!" said he “I don't believe could be found.
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"Sure." - id the n •.. confidently: “so it was ‘" it Is. That’s strange, now I’d forgotten that rug." Problem of the Rug.
There was but one more room at which to look and Valentine Stone assimilated these details with con-“There was a rue." said the dealer, insistently. 

Vhere’s the little rug? We ain’t had that.”
‘Oh, that?" answered the other. “I sold that. That 

wasn’t there when you bought the lot.” Stone heard 
the de: hr’s vol e suddenly become strained and vehe-

"What was his name? asked he.
"Vereker," «aid Stone, breaking in. "I was with 

him when he bought it, although,” he continued, "I 
don’t believe it’s any use, I don’t believe he wants to 
sell it”

The dealer took the vague address, “somewhere in 
Twelfth street, I think,” and giving the carter final 
instructions made a dinni and a hurried exit.

“Well thought Stone, a little disappointed, “It was 
the rug, after all.’ He felt sorry that the potential 
mystery of the iwo hundred dollars had been so easily 
solved.

Next morning, however, as at breakfast he scanned 
his first morning paper he uttered a quick exclama- 
tion. and the words “My sterious Murder of a Gifted 
Artist —Robert J. Vereker Killed’ caught his eye. 
There was not concretely in his mind at the time any 
connection bet weed the deed and the attraction of the 
dealer for the rug, but that strange sixth sense that 
told him the case contained some mystery, some ele- 
ment of adventure came strongly’to him. He felt

this was presently opened A genial, rubicund face flitting feelings—those of, pleasure that his premoni-
appeared and a body with a pretence to dark formality 
of clothes.

"W ell, that’s all over," he remarked inconsequently 
to the two as he was joined by his companion. 
“Strange case though, wasn’t it? I’ve handled many

tions of mystery were once more proven to be right; 
those of perplexity that the solution of the problem 
was as distant as ever. The rug was now beginning 
to shape in his mind in strange and fanciful ways. It 
was obvious now that the murder of Vereker had been

of ’em, but you don’t come across that kind every day. accomplished for the rug alone and that the crime was 
Want to have a look at him?" no result of passion. Yet what could the rug’s mys-

companion entered. Vereker lay placid enough upon 
the bed, though Stone’s look did not dwell up n him, 
for with all his pulse for action and thrilling deeds 
he bad a strange awe and mystery for the rundown 
clock work of the human machine So he looked hur 
riedly fur the rug, but there was no rng. neither on 
table nor floor nor chair The rug was the one thing

worth possibly $200 at the outside value, be so greatly 
a thing of tragedy and blood, taking its possessor even 
as he touched it: Who had come By it, and how?

It was seldom that any mystery which the Adven- 
ture Hunter had determined to solve left him utterly 
without the ries for solution, but the mystery of the 
Persian rue was one that threatened to do so. For 
once Stone was thoroughly at a loss. He made inquiry 
of every dealer of prominence in the country, but no
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