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8 THE CARPET FROM BAGDAD
of credh and told to go where he pleased for a wholejar George started out at once in quest of theHoly Gra,I. and there are ™ore roads to that than
*erearetoRcn,e. One .ay be reasonably sure o^^t,„g ,nto Rome. wh. c=s the Holy Grail (diversi

of a bunch of hay hanging before old Dobbin's nose
Nevertheless, George galloped his fancies with ^e
gloI«, he hunted romance, burrowed and plowed

he h.dden treasure, never a forlorn beauty ifd-'s-
tress not so much as chapter one of the GoldelBook oflfered its dazzling first pag.. Geor^lostsome confidence. ^ °^'

Two or three times a woman looked into the

wL'"? "'"'' ^""^ •" "'^ ^•'^'™C effected sund^ holes in his letter of credit, but lefth s sou smgularly untouched. The red corpusclehs father's g.ft, though it lay dormant, slonscously erected barriers. He was innocent, but he
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life if ,

** "^^^ ^"y «"°'"an« inWe, >t ^me unmvited, and if courted and sought


