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The Golden Tooth

CHAPTERI

AT “THE BOOK IN HMAND'

Tue landlord of * The Book in Hand ' put his
head in at the bar door of his own
and surveyed the five men who sat there listen-

ingtothemofnainh.
‘Will," said he, hnniedll:"wm Lomas !’
The story-teller is narrative, and

turned his head. *‘Squire Kesteven has just
driv’ into the yard. He'll be in here in a
jifey. If 1 was you, Will, I'd slip away
for a bit.'

‘What for?' asked Will Lomas. And
Mwmr«r;’w those who had been
1 ing to story.

‘Because, Will, my boy,” said the landlord,
S never did hit it off with young Mr
esteven, and if you meet now, you and

as
‘1 don't want to quarrel with anybody,' said
tbcmngmnulzd .;

Google
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2 Tue Goroex Toorn

picks a unrdmthlne,ltlnnkl
cuho{dm ead‘t

M‘Youmtdurwtfo; a bit, thcn.nkc,d
the landloed, ‘just to things peaceful like ?'
‘No, doa’tjyou, Wil 'ohlt‘t&‘mulycridtbc
five. *Finish your story.”

‘llmtlcleuout, Mr Parsons,’ MW'.;C'II
quiet “I want to finish m and :
So{lwhndladmthdmym shut
the door. In a second or two a lowd, harsh, and
dimdvaoemlm:dmtbout.ud\elm
‘Give me a brandy lndooda,Pm I'n
have it in here, in you

At the sound of bu vowc, wtm:h was plainly

his ear turned. His audience of five also let
their interest in the st
s him, Will,’ they said hurriedly.

Kml{mhnged the public door of
tbcroom. Whmhnm :tp:aoomped

stopped abeuptly, and looked at the men,
rlun,m;tdnymmgmaﬂed

l.omn.hdtbe puouappwamofm
ﬁrmau:d::m. He turned y to

F.-.

.keopanyroom ivate in your
inn? Do you let the scum of the country-side



Ar ‘Tne Boox v Haxp' 3

and provoking that & man must have had the
patience of Job to hear them without resent-
ment, But the quickest there to retort was
Will Lomas.

‘Scum yourself!' said he, turning to Mr
meithmm’rygm. ‘Who do you
ull‘r;:cmu."? Your' : -

uire was not on anwg:md A
bntnh?npamofgrznmlt ndoo:-
sequence ; and therefore it was a rare thing for
him in his insolent and furious ravings up and
down to meet with anything Kke opposition.
He took a farther into the room to look
the better at young man, whose back was
to the hight,

‘Oh! You, is it?' he snarled. *What
business have you to be dressed like that?*
.m‘llandmd::tﬁ.::;'dd dnhodw.tbart

sharp, ‘wi ing your leave.

‘A soldier on ﬁarlozgh must wear his
uniform,’ rapped out the other.

‘I am not on furlough.'

‘Oh! Absent without Jeave! Deserted !’

‘No,” said Lomass. ‘Discharged! My
time's up !’

‘Sbowyowm'-idthcothruoom,
holding out his .

‘You be d—wwed !’ said the young man, more
and more angry.

1 am a magistrate,’ said Mr Kesteven, with
a smile of fiendish triumph. *‘So show your
papers or be taken to the police-station.’

GO »3[\‘



4 Tue Gowoen Toorn

Lomas inwardly cursed the law of his country
which compelled him to obey the insolent
command, He produced from the inner pocket
of his tweed jacket his of di and
handed them over. Mr Kesteven them
leisurely. Then he laid them on the table,

‘1 suppose,” he sneered, * you think that a
good certificate to carry about ?*

‘ Better," rapped out the man, taking
mdfoldinghhhr “than if 1 had been
an officer, and to sell out for cheating
at cards.’

That, it was commonly whi , had been
the fmdﬁ:ﬁ; Kmbe :‘le l:u moment
in silent . Then ung the drops
of his hundymdsodninx: man’s
face. In an instant Will Lomas was on his
feet, and his fist was flying out in a well-
directed blow at the offender’s jaw. But the
blow was arrested just in time. Kesteven re-
cotled, as it were, from the wind of it

who had appeared and gri his
arm as in 2 vice. !htmgqlulf;wl'

“It was a pity to spoil it," said the gentleman,
in a calm, deep voice. ‘It was a clean, straight
hit| But it would have been bad for you!
It would have caught him under the left ear—
might have been fatal.”

* Will you let go? ' cried the young man,

CU. »3[0



Ar ‘Tue Boox v Hawxp'’ 5

‘My dear lad,' said the ‘I
netnya moment that you mmadeammm
He then surrendered Lomas to the hands and
Eanmouo(tbcodmyonqm,wbohd

tunerenonreddmrptmo(tmnd.

ou should never lonyw with a
mdepenonl:kethn. and he i Mr
Kesteven with a turn of his thumb.

‘Who the hell are you?' demanded Mr
Kesteven,

‘I?" said the stranger, quictly. ‘I am
a person of no comsequence, making
in this delightful country of yours. But, Mr
Kesteven,' said he, as if on an afterth ht,
'nfyonhnan thm&pmnuhrlon mz—
he produced a slim Ltw
fromthepockao!wbnchbatookaard—
“that is my name. Immylmudm
excellent old inn for a few days.’

Mr Kesteven read the name, glared at its
owner, and put the card in his vest

'Fatlnnkcofpuoe.MerM

'mﬂ_md you, I presume, are a Justice

I would strongly advise you to
BO""

‘Keep your advice to yourself, Mr—er—
er—

* My dear sir,’ said the , still in the
same soft booming tones, ‘i you don’t go
lnhnllbeundcnbcpunfqu of putting

you out.’
The young men stood silent, waiting. They

(:()\ '8'\)



6 Tue Gowoex Toorn

were much interested in that calm, assured way
of conducting a quarrel, and they had scen—as
Mr Kesteven had—the steel-like strength of
the tall stranger's muscles. The stood
with a steady lass fixed on Mr Kesteven.
Mr Kesteven hesitated, and was lost. He
turned dowl&:bom, kicked a spittoon, and went
out. And the young men rejoiced with silent

‘Now, my lads,’ said the stranger, * you must
taste something at my expensc—just to show
that we are all friends here. You will excuse
me—-won't w?'he said, turning and laying
his hand on Will Lomas's arm, * for interfering,
But | couldn't see you make such
mistake. Of course, could have
him toa jelly. But think. You would have
ruined your prospects in all this delightful
country-side.”

‘I haven't any prospects here, I'm not going
to stay here.’

‘Not, 1 hope, on account of this Mr
xmm?. and partl answered Lomas.

. ﬂo.'
‘Henzmhanm me since ever | can
remember. I dom't know why. His father
drove me away from home and made me enlist,
and now-—there’s him! You see what he's
like, A nice time my old dad and me would
have as neighbours of his. No. I can't live
hereabouts. And when the old dad dies, I'll
scll the place and never come back !’

(:()\ '8'(’



At ‘Tue Boox v Haxp' 7

‘Farm? " asked the stranger.

‘Yes," said the young man, with a touch of
Ende.' ‘Frechold. Been in the family for
undreds of ¥
d;mupwsmmaw ed

stranger, M’lnne‘ud' , you L

'Pﬂhnzhd%whp e don't. Any-
way he won't get it.'

“Well,' said the stranger, “there are plenty
ofo&pmuniﬁufofaywngmwithgood
health and 2 sound head. You should get on.’

‘The sooner 1 get away and get on the
better,’ said the young man, in & gloomy temper.
‘lflonyhenlnbnlleudb,kﬂhn‘dmm—
and going off with a swing.

At that grim joke his friends laughed up-
roariously.

‘Well, look here,” said the stranger, as if
carefully weighing his words. * If you are ever
at a loss for something to do, call on me. M&
name is Townshend ; 25 Jermyn Sereet,
Jm'..l.oodou.'-.dme %

* Thank ' s y man, with a
El‘n:ccofdom‘ 05"‘?’.';.7?:2*;'3:““;

sergeant-major, 99
Lancers. May nl:'hum\olb\-'myw
are in?’

‘1 am," said Mr Townshend, while a singular
smile curled under his heavy black moustache,
L —

. ing to do wi iteley's, I suppose? *
aﬁndbomgl.

(‘)()\ '3'\‘



8 Tuz Goroex Toorn

'Nothing at all’ sid Townshend, with
another smile of the same flickering sort. *1
don’t keep a shop.’

‘1 thought you didn't,) said the other.
“There are not many shops in Jermyn Street.’

‘Very few," said Mr Townshend ; ‘and 2
is not one of them.’

Yes; the tleman was our old friend
Towmbmd& i be‘Tln uis." There
was no doubt about the remarkable appearance
of him : the same threatening look as ever of
a great Polish fowl, with his crest of black
hair tumbled upon his forchead, his hawk-like
beak curved over his black moustache, and his
long, thin throat with its enormous Adam's apple.

“Are you lads going to be at the farmers'
ordinary here today?’ he msked.  They

thegg was a deal to do before then, and
they rose tgw:o about their business. ‘I
wonder," said he, ‘if you would think me a
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Jenxy Waexn i

his and his whip, Lomas was looking
round the shop, and his attention was drawn to
2 curiously wrought thing, which might be used
nnwﬂh?cane,but which had the loaded

lmdofalgrmm It was made of plaited
coloured like n-menl.Pl‘:wu
wpple.nwuhgh. ltwouldbcampto-

tection on a dark night al ndnqmrond.
fontomlddulnd'gnd ble

‘How much is this ukedLanuofthc

‘bfg:; and six.’

“‘I'll have it,” said Lomas.

CHAPTER 11

JENNY WREN

men all” Will my tal fieod with the harch

warden and the buvooee gave me a moment's
attention ? Ah'r.' Will you, my very dear sir,

not try to s Ako.youwdlpmmtm
eo-y.’ isa fcn:nnme ©Of a neuter accomplishment,

and you, sir, are male—aman! Now,
Qoioman, 1 you plete] (rgig)r—

(:()\ '310



12 Tue Goroex Toorn

‘Whe's there | A Grenadier,
What do you want ! Art

e
you goae, ea ot
Yuduna’:tl You drenken see !’

With infinite satisfaction to themselves the
eompnynn the public room of * The Book in
— '“‘('i.."".&"'.?«a."‘“‘"&““

wi
wuderfurm o, luderofthe
mMr'l‘o w dutmguuhod
sclf that day in East Di r? : Anbeocdun:z
(old-fashioned English table d'hite) wh
was more than common crowded, and more than

common late, so that the business of the fair
should be to all intents over first, he had taken

and wholly qnam:laome,zdu
necdedalltbcdu(mgmtbeductoerTm
shend (whom every farmer now knew and
admired), and all thc good humour of the
oomp-nytopnveotmthmooeouthtukof

The dinner had not till three o'clock.
When it was over, and Squire Kesteven
Mr Townshend, out of enjoyment and

(:()\ '8'0



Jexny Wren 13

bencvolawe-ppnmd had the com

together “to be " as bok:np:d. It mp?ﬂ’:
o'clock, and no man h: yctmnedfromublc
—whereat the landlord y rejoiced.

Townshend for some w hndbeu\mduq
d:empmyoounggleu and had ac-
oomplnbed grut-mlacuonw ves
MuguyDav. and (=s you have heard) * The

Thevolmofnmmdmdthe
followed had just ceased, when 2 tppared
ltthcopeutopofomofthwmdmtht
looked upon the yard ltmthebendol
Squire Kesteven, mounted in his high dog-cart
and evidently ready to drive home.

“Where's that scoundrel ?—that deserter,
Lomas ? lﬂn‘ubm,tdlhml‘nuhmhp
for him when next we meet.’

With on oath Will Lomas was on his feet,
cager to be at him. But he was restrained

and Mr Kesteven drove away,

‘Take my advice, Lomas, my lad,' said
Townshend a moment later, 'lnd out of
hnm!nnl::ndnlklmyaymlkmx world
pretty ounce Mr Kesteven a

ontoma-—rllmntba nastier for you very
is common idiots would call a deeun.
lbopc. he continved with a touch of self-con-
z:uaeu. ‘I know how a gentleman should
ve.
(“ Hear, hear | " cried the whole table within

hearing.)

(‘.0\ -3'0



14 Tue Gorpex Toorn

‘Mr Kesteven,' sasd Townshend, ‘is neither
agemkmmtud;be'omclm'

*He's a brute! He's a devil !" said Lomas.

‘No,” smaid Townshend. *Permit me, my
dear lad. He is neither. He is less and worse.
At anyrate, you've got to keep out of his
way.'

‘Al right,” said Lomas, rising and offering
Townshend his hand. * I am much obliged
sir, for advuce—vcrL much obliged, i n&'

v

I don't yny ¢ taken the trouble
of giving it me. But you have given it, and |
am obliged. 1 must say “Pood-hye."'

‘Not oing, are you?' sid Townshend.
‘So early ¢’

‘1 must,” said the man. ‘I've anap-
pointment to go home.'

‘Not you!" cried two or three neighbours ;
and Not my lad |' said Townshend.

‘Trulymve and I must go.'

Andbcwmntoocc.
It was turned five o'cdlock, and the late Se
took hi

way h the churchyard and over
madommnm menndwomea
as he strode ereumdmmly.m

. oy, o2 4

had bought at the saddler’s, Wmmmcd
Mbudnolookaﬁerhim,mdmmurdto

other, ‘ There's a fine, handsome fellow |’
For his military bearing made him seem very

%
:
14
:
%
Ha!

BRF



Jexny Waen 15

different from the young farmers of the district.
He passed on unheeding—he was evidently bent
on some business—over the little foo(-bndgc.
and along the elm-shaded walk by the side of
tbemde mdsutlllx::w unulhemcbedua
turnst was waiting a

dnuedmbhck. mw%mwj
Lof::cp‘pinndabew:uphuvaludw

a w if not beautiful, mhﬂy
h‘:rd winning. But even before

face it was evident she was handsome ;
for dmmdobortmdccmﬂdnoc

conceal the fine Iineoofbuig:,ndal\ehd
carriage of health,
'lmdnidywm‘tooming.‘nidthe.

FaZ
i

‘l'mnottullylue.
*No," she answered.  * But I've been waiting ;
mdl'mllnyufn:dufbemgmby y
that knows me.’
‘My dear love,’ said he, puuxng hnm
about her n.‘lknowttu
you. But it won't last much
*“Wait till the clouds roll by. Jamyl cnny.
my own true loved one!”™ I think that song
mh‘nbomnudeupforyouudm
‘You're a dear, brave, cheerful boy, WillI"
mddn.sn lmntouddeabn. *And you
¢l we shall b sl "‘"‘;:;E‘
m—ml it —till we Ways
‘No, Jenny, my sweet,” he answered, taking

CO\ .3lc



16 Tuz Gorozx Toorm

her arm, and leading her forward slong the elm-
shaded “I had a letter this morning from
that Riding School in London, and it is now as
mnculed that I go there as Instructor.

then when I have looked round and found

proper lodgings, or a little house, shall
mmodmnqum . up you

* Never to be parted any more, Will ?*

‘Never to be parted any more, my sweet-
heart," said he.

Suhgndhism.mdthenwmton: ‘Now
tell me what you've been doing all day without
me

‘Well,' said he, ‘I've been nearly all dayat
the fair. The old dad was too ill to come, so
I came instead—to see his old friends, to find
out if there was anything worth buying that we
could afford to buy, and to have a gossip.’

‘I reckon, Will," said she, with a laugh, * that
you had a gossip, at least,”

‘I had, m denrn.“dAnd,'fnﬁd he, with an un-

h, ‘I was in fora nasty row.’
“-"?w.u,bo-m’mr e

‘It was that brute Kesteven,'

‘Oh,’ she exclaimed, ‘he is 2 beast! When
he comes to Lady Morton's I always try to get
out of the way. He's always making up to me.’

* Like his confounded cheek | " cried Will.

*Oh, don't know? ' said Jenny, rather
bitterly, ‘a girl that’s only companion to an
oldh!yisexpe:ted to highly flattered by
the attentions of a gentleman.’

GO .3lc



Jenny Waen 17

‘The deuce she is|" cried he, whacking his
leg with his steel cane.

‘Well," said she ; “but tell me about your
row.’'

He told what had happened in the ing ;
and added, * That Mr Townshend’s rather an
sort of chap. | can't make him out. He seems
quite a gentleman, but somehow--I don't know
~a little shady ; just the least bit on the wrong
oidcofaperkugmtlumn. That's how he
strikes me. Anyhow, | ought to be very much
obliged to him; and I am. I was about with
him all the day after, and he kept me out of mis-
chief ; for I was in a very nasty temper about
Kesteven. He seemed to take quite & fancy to

yours truly.’

‘1 was sure 'd say that,’ he hed ;
'mhiomiwmmw’ithmmlgs

‘You're a nasty thing,’ said she. “And |
wonder what | saw in you." At the same time

they walked and talked until the full
moon was up, and it was time for Jenny to
return to her occupation by the side of the
invalid Lady Morton.

*Shall I see you to-morrow evening, Jenny?’
asked Will.

‘Come here again,' said she, ‘and I'll try to
meet you, But you know how it is. I may
not be able to leave my invalid,’

B

CU. -3]0



18 Tux Goroex Toorn
Th? embraced each other warmly and

‘ My m.mmdml'bemurmn:d.

‘Mydardw " murmured she.

Then he zmd.:m&r;mddn
whispered another in his ; 80 parted
not far from the
Mortoumy ltmnmwdockwbcn Lndy
each other a final hand-clasp, for the o(
the hour boomed over the meadows and along
the stream from the old church tower.

He mched]eanyemuufdy within Lady
Morton"s domain, nmhlm:bemoll'ltggmi‘l
over the ficlds, home to Holly Bush Farm. He
crossed the high road to coatinue his short
homeward cut; and then he was on the
Kesteven domain. For some little way the
whwnmdtmmynewofthelughrad
and he came up with a mfulofmendnnng
hi half-a-dozen tired Mmﬂ = l't::

t n t
T okl T b
met him earlier in 3

greeted him loudly. &

‘ What bo, Will Lomas! Not at "ome
gt? 'l;l.ioug ye'd 'ad supper and been a-bed

now

‘1 soon shall be. Good-night!" cried Will,
and hasted away over the field,

In a little vlulelnmtontmdemd

He carefully to the
dﬁh Whn tha{med his

(‘l()\ '3'\)
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within to welcome him.

y Bush
ng
opened, and he
handsome, bu

! r.wmy .&m%mr

c M .am ¥5% M
m%am i

by
Squire
pmden
tbc
ha

:

GO .3lc
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the door of Holl
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20 Tue Gorpex Toorn

30 late?" she asked, in a meek voice of reproach.
‘But you're juumm Your father's been

loohnguthedockmdnoouuoﬁ'md
waking to wonder when would be
mdy .Tu ready now, just  coming

And-ounlwaue,lwl\edwul.
‘You seem in spirits, lad,’ said she. “It's
mdunyourfuber or me.'
*Well, dad,” he cried, when he had entered
thehtdeprlmr,‘howsd\elcg?'
uirming and squinching, Will, my lad’
sad old man. 2 s :
“That's whthdcanam o' too much fine old
dad, son,
pof'!'%y,hdhapoamsgwt ' said the old
man, seriously. "'l’umymdmn year
since | saw the colour o' port. But was
at the fair?’
Wnlll»mutoldofthcdnyudomp.
n:;!d qmnzlwuhMrKatcnn
Sotbey h supper and after
mdabmtnmcodockt went to bed.
Will Lomas was sunk in his first deep
when, as in a dream, he heard a loud and |
sistent knocking, and the frantic barking
dogs. uncly he bheard voices also, and
preseatly he woke up to see a light in his
room, and three strange men, and in the
background the pale, terror-smitten figure of

his aunt in a night wra
‘What's (bemrgw? beﬁmdcd slecpily.

eﬁs

Gox nglc
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Visitors AT Horry Busk 21

‘You must get up, William Lomas, and
come wi' me.’

The man who spoke was dressed in the
uniform of an inspector of constabulary. Will
Lomas sat bolt upright in wonder.

*What do you want with me? " he demanded.

‘I have a warrant to arrest you in the

's name.'

‘1 have my discharge !’ he cried. ‘It's in
my I’

‘No di for this, my lad,” said the

e T i 31

‘Murder |' said Lomas, aghast. *What
murder?’

“There's only one that | have heard of,’
said the Inspector. ‘ Mr Kesteven's been found
- dead in his own grounds !’

CHAPTER 111
VISITORS AT MOLLY BUSH
It was ome of Jenny Wren's duties, as
companion to Lady Morton, to open letters

and read them aloud. The old lady, therefore,
who thought she had a pretty wit gfhcroun.

(:()\ '8'&‘



22 Tue Goroeny Toorn

called Jenny at such times Sp«udu. Lady
Morton was in the invahid habit of taking
breakfast in bed, and her correspondence was
always carried in to her on her breakfast tray.
Jenny commonly accompansed the tray into
the room, and opened and read the letters
while Lady Morton ate her egg and toast.
On the morning after the day already described,
she was later thctnybynmumtc

‘Come along, Spe:t‘ub. mdtlnoldlody

‘Hms a letters for you
mocrning. | dont why cvzry‘ody will
a poor old woman with their affairs.’'
{at y:pn ed hate her -
ence, al h was in truth one her
ﬁaﬁl’( tt. ‘Here's one, | see, from
Kesteven, [ can tellhct scrawl

N off. Whthnshegottou is time,
I wonder? Wants (og«omof visit, |
daresay, Open her first,

Jenny toreopen theletter and began to read :—
‘My pxar Mazia,—It will be impossible for

me to visit to-morrow. A terrible thing
hnhl:’ap My poor son Charles has been
killed !

‘Gracious mercy | exclaimed Lady Morton.

Jenny read on :—

‘After dinner he felt not quite well. He
thought that the air might do him good, and
he went out into the park. He never came

back. Two young men walking home through

GO »3!0



Visitors ar Howoy Bussa 23

dt!:dprkfromthe&irw-enpmhim ite
. mwmmm.mm
blow on the temple. They called assistance
fro;a.tbcbl::ne.ndl!euquﬁedin;udhe
1s now quite——quite dead.’

- admd.ﬁ} thing |" exclaimed Lady
Morton. “‘Good gracious, girl, what's the
matter 7' Foco}ena.yludms' ‘Oh!’' 23 from

a pain.

*It's terrible, isn't it ?* Jenny had the presence
ofmhud’ton;,inadutohid!tbcndmof
her exclamation, which was in the last sentence
of the letter. She read it aloud with difficulty.

‘I hear that young Lomas of Holly Bush
Farm—he that went, you remember, for a
soldier—has been taken on suspicion of
being the assassin. I am g

Jenny gazed an instant at the horrible
sentence. 1hen she folded the letter and put

it in its a:vdo?c.

“Is that all? " asked Lady Morton.

*Yes, that's all," answered Jenny,
d;&wdounotginmmypn&mh\doa

?.

‘No, my lady,’ answered Jemny. ‘But
what will they do with him?’

‘Do with him? " said Lady Morton. * What
should they do with him but bury him out
of the way, when the inquest is over.
There'll have to be an inquest ; and then we
shall know all about it."

(‘-0\ l3IL‘
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‘Il mean,' stammered Jenny, ‘what will
they do with—with the young man that they
Mnubmh:p?' 2

‘Hang him, most probably | That is,

l:bouxd

ﬂ have tried him, hang him first,
him afterward.’
'md.' y?’ decundmed Jenny, withbi:l-m:'l‘ocd
on. ‘Why you so unfair
md‘:::md?’

‘To make an example of him! These low
fellonddmoombmﬁomwe amlxymtbe
the whole -side ; and | have no

5:& this is mmm of them.'
‘He is not !’ said Jenny, in a tease voice of

PUUER?* said Lady Morton. * Should be shot,
do you say? Well, that was the old, honour-

able Kmhmem for a soldier ; but the
now u:ritm:likc:this—onlclie:rocncn!tln:?':el‘:.q

‘How horrible! Horrible!' cried Jeany,
: berhlnd;‘tigbthtl\e;:p&

*You seem to have a great unnecessary
pityfalbemngmrg.Spunda!'

‘They haven't proved him to be a murderer
yet. And it scems to me very unjust to talk of
:llumsoorymngmnnifhemooodunud

g .

‘ Highty- I" exclaimed the old lady,
with a‘:m:‘:g frowning eye fixed upon I\Zt
companion.

Jenny feared she had too far. ‘It is
too terrible,” said she, “ to think how an innocent

GO »3Ic



Visitors AT Horry Busn 25

has often been taken to be guilty ! And
i-houldthink Mr Kesteven was quite capable
of killing himself|"
* Oh, that's your notion, is it? He, he! |
know you and he never got on. But I think
Charlie Kesteven the last person to take his own

sense suggested that it was only too [ Wil
maght have struck Mr Kesteven a blow was
50 Strong, so very —without any intention
of killing. But, no. could not believe it.

torture of ing. If she could only know.
But how could know without talking to
Will himself? And how could she get to him ?
And where was he? In prison somewhere,

probably. But where? In the police-station

(:()\ 'Slc
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of the little town of East Dingley? That was
hardly likely, In the eotuuyord. then,
perhaps ; that was ten miles off.

Jenny was recalled to actual things by the
vooc:vo(hdy Morton,

*Well, aren't ing to read
metheodwwm? Yw’f:lg:ny‘wlmd
this morning and put on a turnip !’

Jenny reduced herself to the necessary task,
and read through the letters, and by.and-by
she had her reward. Lady Morton's curiosity
to know all that was to be known of the Kesteven
m demanded immediate satisfaction.

‘1 think, Spectacles,” said she, ‘you might
Eut on  your things and walk up to Mrs

esteven's and find out something more about
this business. And then you might go on to
Holly Bush Farm-—'

'Jh,hdy Morton, I have never been there !’
exclaimed Jenny, in a sudden fear, which Lady
Morton could not com

'Aud'y.'oudm'tkmtbel.ocmuunll.l

‘N—no," said Jenny; ‘I have never entered
their house.’

Y‘Tht doesa't matter,” said “d\dc :k'd lady.
‘You can sa were passi to rest
:‘:lc a little Zh{'l(: mﬁ"&mm get into

k.’

That secemed to Jenny a suggestion after
all. lfnhefollondit!nt‘:i‘:‘l’iandn might
hear a good deal that she wanted to learn.

GO »3Ic
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Will's people did not know her ; she feared she
could not say much without betraying herself ;
htdnedemminodtorinkbcmd.l
wwmwuwuw her haste
orton in ;
Swﬁ!uwemmﬁntwﬂom.tbe
of the Kestevens. She was reccived by Mrs
Kesteven, step-mother of the dead squire, whom
she knew pretty well from her frequent visits
to Lad Mo:fto.n. Sh?manll.d:;:hd,
under forty, impressive ce E(-L
ingmnnc’n. mehdmdn
doubting the genuineness of berd_ml:m:. and
m&t W’ -
ance. For, while Mrs Kesteven was undou
handsome, she had a certain air of ferocity
and fright. When she laughed, she displayed a
of large, white teeth set apart ;

Mrs Kesteven had nothing new to say to
Jenny, except that the inquest would be held
next day in East Dingley, where she believed

I think I'll walk with you a little way, m
dear,” said she, when Jenny mmo. !
don’t much like sitting all alone, with my poor,
murdered son lying in the next room.’

She took Jenny's arm and clung to it, and

GO »3[\‘
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showing the spot where her son was found, and
then returned to the house. And Jenny
op = hend e oy Lt sl
might
hhda%‘qm&’uﬂhhdtoukcgto
Holly Farm, As she the
pét, two men climbed out. One of them was in
constable’s uniform, and the other held in his
hand a singular cane, the like of which she
lusbehadmbefon. Yes; it certainl
ike the new canc that Will had
Butuhepundonmtbout thinking what the
dmovery t mean; for her mind was
ously on the interview before her with
Will father and aunt.

She could arrange nothing that she would say,
and she finally determined to leave all to the
inspiration fecling of the moment. With
beating heart she knocked at the door and heard
a4 mai come clamping the stone-
lid passage. She inquired for Miss Lomas,
mdunbownmtodnamu low-ceiled hittle
drawing-room that smelt, like the closed best
rooms of so many old farmhouses, of apples in
the and dry-rot in the wainscot, Ina

or two Miss Lomas appeared, wonder
ing. Thenmd t had not asked Jenn for
her name, so she was under the necessity of ex-
;hmmgwb o she was. She had seen Will's aunt

requently at church, and remembered her as a
handsome, strong, and fresh-coloured woman.

'E.
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She was now shocked with the change in her
lppannce. She looked pale and broken, and

e’aml\uvyu'mhl weeping.
Jenny's heart went out to her, .lntpok
mhl‘:_tdefaubougbtbw-hemgbt

‘lbopeymmllmme,Mulm,
said she, ‘for coming in upon ywctnclla
time. Ofconnc.’ondoa’tkm'un

‘Oh, yu.ldo.mdM'mm ‘Youte

the
Morton ; nbwddnmm f

‘Wren; Jenny Wren.'

‘Yes; that's it,’ said Miss Lomas. ‘But |
lhdnthurdtbe“]my”' She waited, and
looked for Jenny to tell her errand.

'lmcamqthuny,mdwtlmnld
call in,’ mdjmw

‘Ya.Mlu ren. Vcrybadofyou.l
sure,” said Miss Lomas, and plainly waited to
hear more,

Jenny was hot and cold all in a moment, and

then hot again. On nn:ltrulxd\eq’&emn

‘Oh, | mnt‘v«
Lomas—where Will is l—your nepbe' lmnl'
CWill? ' said Miss Lomn. in astonishment

‘What do you know of my w Will?*
'lhndmatﬁuod dmnmfl'll

(:()\ 'Slc



30 Tue Gowoex Toorn

India a 3go he brought me 2 message from
my who died there, in another regiment.’
‘1 remember,’ said Miss Lomas,
‘My brother,’ continued Jenny, ‘ was the last

Stillborough ; and my brother went for a soldier
when | went as companion to Lady Morton,
So when I got my brother's message from
your I was very much upset, and he
was very kind. And—and then when he went
back to his regiment he wrote to me once or

‘Isce,’ said Miss Lomas. *And since he's

come home now you've been ing company.’
Jeany said nothing. Shck::r;ngl\-bndmd
looked down.

‘Seems odd,” said Miss Lomas, * Will has
saxd t about it. He's not for common
a close .

“Oh, that was my fault!® said Jeany. ‘I
asked him not to tell anybody—just yet.
Because, you see, Miss Lomas, talk so
ith the faintest provocation, sOMme way

it ve got, almost certainly,
the ecars of Lady Morton, and she
about m lnnioeu,lh:ow.'
are

£
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y.

‘Oh, yes, yes!" said Jenny. *‘And to think
it must have been just after he left me last
rhe |

‘ What's that you say, girl? " cried Miss

‘He met you last night? There

Lomas.
may be something in that. A h'ﬁ'
felln may make something out o't. His
father, sick and ill as he is, has gome in the
train to W for a lawyer.'

Aube?oh caame a loud rat-tat at
the outer door.

‘Bless us!” said she, rising. ‘Whoever
can that be now? "’

She went to the door. Jenny sitting within
bu:dthcdooropemd.mdnbcthe:i&dn
gultlunmly voice say, ‘ Oh—er—this, | belicve,
is Holly Bush Farm? l—my name is
Townshend. 1 take a interest in
O“‘fi:llml:ocm Indeed, myaylmtm

(‘)()\ '3'\‘
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‘He's not in, sir.'

“Ah, then, | should be glad if you would
favour me with a few of conversation.
You are, I presume, the sunt | have heard him

speak of’

CHAPTER IV
TOWNSMEND AS DETECTIVE

In a few seconds the door opened, and Miss
Lomas appeared with Mr Townshend.’

‘This gentleman,” said Miss Lomas to
Jenny, *has scen Will this morning.’

‘&:, where is he?' cried Jenny.

‘This, sir,’ said Miss Lomas, *is Will's
young lady-—Miss Wren. 1 forget the name
you gave, sir. You will excuse me. | am not
good at mames.’

‘Townshend—with an “h,"" said he, and
spelt the name.

‘Oh,’ said Jenny, * you must be the gentleman

(:()\ '8'\)
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Will met at the inn yesterday. He told me

you 1
‘Ah,’ ssid Towmshend, with a flash of

‘ And that's true enough,’ said Miss Lomas.
Jenny looked thoughtfully from the ome to

‘Now, if you,’ said Townshend, considering
l\etdvooghylis ‘can explain that, it
will be a distinct advantage.'

“That's to explain,’ answered
Jenny, ﬁrml';q‘m direct way from the
town is = say ; but the direct way from
thcendoftz::lm-mlkbythebtookio
Sainton Park.’

‘And the end of the eclm-walk,’ said

C
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Townshend, “is, 1 presume, where you met
him, Miss Wren.'

“ Yes," said Jeany, frankly ; ‘it is. It's like
this.' And she drew with her on the
table a triangle. *“This is the way direct from
agie. Thia o 18 my M ime ad tha

“This is came,’
mrkzdd:eothum:id‘:.’

“And that "said Townshend, *is where
wumethim. understand. | suppose, Miss

yo;n.aepnpcedtoginth«idcm

“Oh, must 12" she asked in sudden alarm.
There flashed before her the fact that everyone
would share her cherished secret—that she was
Will Lomas's sweetheart—and the fear, the
certainty, indeed, that Lady Morton would then
send her :‘:y..hﬂ\e was disturbed and
‘Ofo’t:%lwill‘gin mycvidenoye, if it will

-

sudden change on the girl's countenance.
‘Sarely,” said she, * there h‘:lo need for Miss
Wren to to say that.'

‘I am id there is' said Townshend.
‘But if Miss Wren objects—'

“Oh, no,"said Jenny. *Idon’t—I don't object.’

*The tleman doesn't understand, my
dear,’ ssid Miss Lomas, who had evidentl
now taken Jenny into her protection. ‘It
will get you into trouble.’

(‘l()\ '3'\)
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“Never mind that," said Jeany, firmly. *“I'll
do what is right.’

Townmshend comsidered the one and the
let it d - hingly, *Oh, -

it saying soothingly, * must
mumu& W‘:?nmt(hinkmtbmtit.'
Jenny declared it was time for her to be
returning to Lady Morton's. Townshend
said he must be going, too, and asked Jenny
which way she went. Through Sasinton Park

Townshend was interested, and inquired who
was Mrs Kesteven—wife or mother of the dead
man? Jenny amswered him, and so they set

"g
quickened by his extraordinary interest in her
sweetheart.
‘It is very kind of you, Mr Townshend,'
said she, ‘to give \ all this trouble about
a perfect stranger.

CU. -3]0
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‘But he is not a stranger, Miss Wren'
said he. *Don’t you know how you may

than others in half-a-dozen years?' And his
odd smile appeared at the corner of his mouth
and flickered away under his heavy moustache.
‘Oh, yes,' said she, readily ; ‘that is quite
true.”

‘And then,' said he, smiling again, ‘1 was

with him a long while ay, and a little
while this morning ; so | reckon that | know
him very well'

¢ And,’ she asked, * you believe him innocent,
don't ¢’

‘1 do,” he answered ; “don’t you?'

‘Of course,” she am:;‘ ‘Bnt'bi;
strengthens my belief to know you,
saw him all day yesterday, think him innocent

too.
‘Yes, Miss Wren,' said Townshend, with
careful em ‘but we can't stop at that.

If Will did not kill Mr Kesteven—and we
are sure he didn"t—someone else did. Who?'

I haven't the smallest idea,” answered Jenny.
* But the truth is sure to come out.”

‘On the contnryo.‘Mm Wm‘ﬁ:ﬁdd::
‘in my experience of strange cases like thi
and l’hmkthh truth is the

last, ikely, thing to come
:t? You may drag it out ultimately, force
it out with a corkscrew, but it seldom comes

out very easily or very quickly.’

C(). 'SIC
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‘Oh," she cried, looking on him with much
and some wonder, * how is that?'’
ces prepossessions. In Will's case,
‘:w'. the jon is that he killed Mr
Kesteven. He was known to have
with Mr Kesteven, and he is known to have
been arrested ; and body, 1 am convinced,
believes he did it—:v:;Lody—cmbiofM
1 and me. | am sure from my
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‘We must for the present sa ~bye
here,” said be ; ‘ntmllbahot tC::dtbonld
notbenenwgubef. And, to tell you a
mlmgom;totrywmh{nxmna
upjud‘b that ould be
eany they sh not be seen
in w nt{mdbemldm
to her if he lud anything to communicate,

and so they ed.
Tawmhear:u.youmy ny.aatrup.
whimsical person to take

interest in the affairs of a mnwhom he

scen for the first time only twenty-four hours
before. Buthemcmummgromdmth
Will's case, md had committed himself more,

than lttL'yWrenknow Greatly
daring, he ludt
to his friend

hoopecioe Lictgohs of ot

Yud.f a vctobcocntdown He
had requested that the man should not be too
clever—for the reason that he intended to be
the detective hmnclf and only desired to have
themﬁomSeochndYuduaugnofoﬁcnl
authority. He expected the man to arrive
by an early train and, in the meantime, spurred
byhuratle- » he had set about the

thoughefully -umyed ‘the
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quiet, clear night with & touch of dew ; and it
was not difbicult to distinguish recent foot-

-4
3
2
i
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seem Kesteven could have been taken
unawares by the blow that had brained him,
or clse there would have much less
trampling have been

3
:
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could see approsch an old mamscrvant, who
him a little of his own Mortimer in
the Jerm Streetaumben.

s Kesteven at home?' he asked,
vhndtemhudo?eaedthedoor.
Tbomloc:admwm:“ is¢ at the
stranger with the eyeglas case and
accent of a gentleman, but who manifestly
hnd'dkedformdisunce,fa.&sm

S

E‘

‘1 am-et—‘dctecun, saxd Townshend ;
‘sdwecuvemspeaoc.beldded,mthaooo-
sciousness of committing himself deeply.

‘Oh, indeed, sir,' said the man, with a
blending of respect, curiosity, and dread in his
manner. 'ldamn MnKoomnmllncyw.

‘To see me? I'm Mrs Kesteven,' said a
voiocfmuopendmyontbcnluof
the hall, She looked at the card which the
manservant handed on the slver tray, said,
‘ Mr Townshend ? ' and looked at her visitor.

Townshend bowed. *‘That is my name,’
said he. ‘lhnvebeenadctecttvemqaeaa,md
I am a little holiday in this part of the

offer

country. I have come and
my services, mamm:dfnmdly way, a3 an
amateur, to help you to get at the right of this

mysterious crime.’

(‘)()\ '3'\)
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He followed her into the little morning-
room where she had been sitting. She invited
him to take a seat, said, *Now tell me,” and
looked as if she would hang on his words.

""'a..",;:é.“’-“.'ifm“‘“'.‘..

2 n y—-=let me
u;(::ﬁhimlgm'lwhnbemm.'

“ And you do not think—"

“*No," be answered, looking at her very

straight, ‘1 do not.’
N\ She returned his look, and said in her
softest, most ing manner, ‘I do wish
you would tell me about it. It is most
interesting, Mr Townshend. Do, please, explain
to me how it all seems to you.'

Then Townshend told her how it appeared
to him—or rather how he wished her to think

(‘.0\ »SIL‘
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of -the hall. She opened the door, but
id mot enter herself., * He is in there,’
she ; and then she turned to receive some-

the
the eyes were but half-closed and seemed to
watch him, Buat he must mak
his hand on the moustache to raise

‘What are you doing?" said a vosce of
alarm from the door. It was Mrs Kesteven's,

(:()\ 'glc
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Townshend was startled for the instant;

R | ht,mdbe.alm,‘thudnl
m:ﬁn cvdlod and'ymtbom uhlp.

disclosed the teeth, T ".:mf
Jmmfmm"milm
stand ?’ said the nspector
the dead body at Townshend
?elmnymquuoonmhnmmd
onhutoague.
‘Well, not muuedntdy,md'l‘o'mbcod
carelessly. ‘1 am retired.’
ltmmawkntdmmt.botbem
saved from further uesnomngby
mentolthc There's
for Mr Townshend.'
a.yu.-nd’l'owubmd, “ this will be the
man I wired for—an acting Scotland Yard
detective. Wedouot'::wmwfuumth
Mr Inspector, but ytondyon
:o?’Mud\ , sir, I'm wr;,m :o.d the
forbonal Sgnity wes BT " 2
‘Ma man come in, madam?’ asked
ToMandM“xm and
csleven 1
tbemmu:‘nﬂemmmm

type of detective, merely a policeman, that

mhue

(:()\ '310



“Really !" said Townshend. He was truly

w by the news.
came an unlooked-for revelation—

quite casually, as important matters so fre-
qmdlcome.

‘Why was the out in the
at that time of dark?’ asked the detective
from London,

‘He left the dinner-table, feeling rather
ill—a little sick,” smid Townshend. ‘Is not
that so?"' he asked deferentially of Mrs
Kesteven.

Ata venture the detective asked a question,
which seemed foolish, but which elicited a
remarkable answer, *‘Did he vomit?'

Google
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‘No,” said Mrs Kesteven, ‘I don't think so.'
‘Yes, ma'am, he did' sid the old man-
scrvant from the door. *Mr Kesteven was
m‘:&, indeed—out there by the laurel

Townshend’s eye was u Mrs Kesteven,

upon whose face 2 look of horror, or of terror,

come and went. He kept his eye on her,

while he said, “Is it there still?’

‘Yes, sir,” answered the manservant, while

Mrs Kesteven's complexion seemed to turn
for an instant,

‘Let us see,’ sadd Townshend ; and he and

the other men went out into the garden.

The stuff was found. Townshend insisted

that it should be scraped up and

a doctor or a chemist. The Inspector obj .

‘What is the good,’ said he, ‘ of 1

nbwtoithuP We know what Mr Kesteven

died of.'

‘My dear friend,"” said Townshend, ‘in

Law we know nothing till it is

Mr Kesteven may have committed sucide—

or tried to—for all we know,' he

in order to turn him aside from his own

gﬁnlly,theutuﬂ'wampdhtonpot,
covered over, tied and sealed in the presence
of them all. Then Townshend and the
detective from London and the Inspector
departed with it into the town, There was a
young doctor recently established in the place,

(:\). .3lc
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who was ted very clever. To him the

was nken."w‘l'be Inspector went oﬁ'llx;’::
his business, openly careless about the result of
't: analysis, But Townshend waited rest-

and with
¢ wdlm he, 'm hl:'un“g doctor at
last ema‘d from his lmlc
“There's poison |’ said the docto:
‘What?* Mof A‘:‘mabend. -
*Tartarate timony—commonl
Tartar Emetic.’ 5
‘Much?*
*Enough to kill an ox!'

CHAPTERYV

TARTARATE OF ANTIMONY

‘1 vwink, Spectacles,” said Lady Morton, to
Jenny, next morning, ‘that it mighta't be a
for you to go to this inquest and
evidence. You've a good memory,
ancomeb.ckudpountonuom
be better than waiting for the ms-
Besides, t newspaper  people
or character into their writing. W t
think? '

‘L ' said Jenny, ‘it will be nicer for you,

FEFE
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I daresay.’ Sheoarod kncwvhnnhamd.

She was 30 surprised -ug‘g?n
v;,l:lic?‘ for ml’ m old ltdz
‘ Why, have nocnnauty

you want to the evidence? It'll be qmu

an experience for you to be present at an
inquest
‘Ofmntmll.md]aml ‘I am quite

mllmg th‘fo. A.:o:;md ; 'lf!du:
mquat will begin pretty urly. I don't

know where it 1s to be held.’

‘1 , sad Lady Morton. ¢
Dobbs told me. It is going to be held in the
B0 yon sy to wll Lo guitig beaty’

you may &8 get Yy

Jenny was glad touclpenf:gmdlem
oflheu'hg'd-cyad,go-'piagddlndy,bd'm

§

whom ew;zemomcmdm.be
might betray herself, was brave enough
commonly, the thought of being mear her

no anxiety about Will, and

CU. 'SIC
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bled, w
for the best seats. She could excuse
only on the Mmmddl,mdhnd
no imagination ; else, y, they would have

]
3’;
i

of Doctor Dobbs—she ered why he was

the w’nm—cnerTwmlmd.ud
Mrs i(mlmnlf,l!rudydnpadin black.
When their names had called over (and
mostly mispromounced) by the Coroner’s ’

D
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examination was begun, First eatered Will

Lomas, guarded by two constables. He was
iven & scat ; for an inquest is not a trial, and
was not yet ‘the accused.” Yet it was plain

how bitterly he resented his position. He
looked him defantly, almost sulkily, and
then he folded his arms and settled down to
listen to the evidence, Jenny felt deeply for
him. Sbelongod to go and embrace him, and
say, ‘ Never muind, Will! My dear, dear boy,
you know I love waadbelienin,w.md
ever shall!*  But must not stir from her
scat or speak a word ; s0 she shed some tears
behind her veil.

Next, and immediately after Will Lomas,
came Mrs Kesteven. When she appeared
Jamymabo&cdwithd\echmmtm
passed upon her since the da
she had aalmatanku.té::ghnbdmd.



TARTARATE OF ANTIMONY 51

* When did you last see him alive?’

‘About a quarter to cight on W
evening. When he rose from the di
and went out.’

‘You mean he went out before dinner was
actually finished ? '

.zl“.there for that ?
‘Was particular reason for )
'Hewdhemwlonotf«ilzvcry-dl and he
thought the open air

‘J\-too. And the mext you saw of him
was.? '

‘When he was in dead by two men.’
“ At what time was e’

“ About nine o'clock.’
'Andyoumtfundmuona?'
‘!mforDoctorDobh.

Tlnnk Mrs Kesteven,” said the
Coroner, t will do.

(:\). .3lc
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But there up a sudden breeze of ex-
citement, From the neighbourhood of Will
there rose a young man, who spoke with self-
posscssion and wtboriz; Jenny stirred with
interest, and so did assembly.

‘Mr Coroner,” said be, ‘1 represent ex-
:gm-hhjof Lomas” Jenny was pleased

ith the sound of her lover’s military rank,
even t h it was ‘ex.”

‘Who? -kodtMC:o;’mh "

‘The prisoner, sir,” said the young .
:::dpmdtotbe Caoroner's table his nm"a:d

stion written on a slip of paper.

‘}Vell?'-idthe Caoroner.

1 wish,’ said the lawyer, * with mis-
sion, to ask Mrs Kotcv,: a qumwwpatwo.'
And Mrs Kesteven, who had risen, sat down
again looking troubled.

'Nocjuct.'uidtthomm. * Presently
you may. Your man's concerns don’t come

mlmttogﬁuthcﬁnﬂc&m
v ‘:eu i, md?;bc [ I
‘ , s, s awyer, '
th.llzt. Mlylukchnm meantime,
while you hear the other evidence, Mrs Kesteven
shall withdraw? '

Mrs Kesteven looked from the lawyer to the
Coromer, as if she failed to understand what

‘Yes, certainly,’ said the Coroner. ‘Mrs

Kesteven had better withdraw.”
So Mrs Kesteven was led out on the arm of

(:()\ 'Slc
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Andwaoundlifeqmteunnct?'

Uel d consider that he had
o er
beadud?c'n‘ -

J that he must have been dead
from an to two hours—certainly more
than one.’

*What in your opinion was the cause of

death?’
or Dobbs described in learned
wduheﬁwmoerKaumnknn but

§23
[ r

wonderi

“You did not think it advisable to look for
any other cause of death?"

‘Why should 12" said the doctor,
rednndnthermgry. *The blow on
meoansu It might have killed an ox.’

ukednmhcgquanm.

‘Will you, or Dobbs, swear on your
ouhthtdnblowmhandacnbedcodd
not have been administered after death?’

‘1 do not think that at all likely,' said the
doctor, looking troubled.

‘Willyousmthatthcblowoathehud
might not have been administered while the

GO »3[\‘
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deceased was helpless or dying from some other
cause?’

Tbcdo«ulookdpaml«lmd 'No. .
hem'ed. ‘1 can say m

young , ‘to Mrs Kesteven.'

A thrill of expectation ran t the
oomplny,nndMnKmm g
(J;-ny thought) paler, but more resolute, than
before.

“Will madam,” asked the lawyer,

tle'mm what condition the deceased
was wbe;\.bc sat down to dinner on Wednesday
on't understand,’ sasdd Mrs Kesteven,

‘{; put it , madam,’ said the
Ia ‘was he 5
'ﬁ'o. said she, with vehemence ; * certainly
'Hcmdowntodm.dm we are to

understand, quite well and sober?’
“Yeu,' mdnbc,afuramommn hesitation,
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‘He did not take any drug or medicine,
before or during dinner?’

‘Not so far as I know.”

‘Could he have taken anything without
your knowledge? '

‘Certainly,’ said she, ‘while he dressed.’

‘ But,’ said the lawyer, “ he has been described
a3 not in evening dress when he was found, buat
in the tweeds he wore during the day?’

‘Oh, yes,” said she, while her eyes fluttered
round. ‘I had forgotten. He commonly did
dress for dinner, but he did not that might.’

“Then,’ said the lawyer, ‘when he retired
from the table what did he complain of ?’

*He merely said he felt queer, and would

out intOtLlit.'

“Was he sick when he went out?’

‘1 don’t know,' said Mrs Kesteven, with
sct face. *I—I have heard that he was.'

Jenny's head was in a whirl with the strange
suggestions which scemed to be made, and
she noted that her lover was following every
wctdwithd;edomruno;i::'wm
passed rapidly, and like a .

Thermdbt’nduu Sainton House was called
and said that Mr Kesteven, when he came out
from dinner, was sick, The Inspector
Constabulary and Townshend both were
called, and said that they had scraped up certain
umnted out by the manservant, MSctmod
it to Doctor Wright. And then Doctor
Wright was called. Amid a breathless silence he

g,

()()\ 'glk‘
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poison in fatal quant
*There meno\x "said the young doctor,
‘to kill an ox.' And remem

an
that was the ml Shnac with which Doctor
Dobbs had described the blow on the head.
Then all was haste and consultation, and Jenny,
in the excitement of trying to get at what the
discovery might for lover, could
make out was happening. At last
clearly understood that tbcmf\quut was
adjourned until next day, in order that a poss-
mortems might be held on Mr Kesteven.

(‘l()\ '3'\)
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CHAPTER VI

A REVELATION

3

Nexr day an excited company met in
schoolroom of Sainton Green for the adj
inquest, and Jeany was there again also.
main interest was to hear the result of the pess
meriem cxamination of Mr Kesteven's body,
Doctor Dobbs and his young rival Doctor Wright
had concluded the poss-martem together, and
Doctor Dobbs was triumphant. He was called

the Coroner. He first declared he with

otwliﬁsnmlyﬁsofthe from the

sealed jar, then went on to describe how
he had examined the stomach and intestines of
the deceased. The stomach was empty, and in
its secretions there was just the faintest indica-
tions du:t‘hmm Antimon hadngieca
present, while in the be no indica-
liomuallmfomd.m

‘In your opinion, then, Doctor Dobbs,’
said the Coroner, ‘Tartarate of Antimony
could have had nothing to do with producing
death?’

‘lyiothingwlum.'

‘You agree, however, that the poison had
benuk;giMomemd?'

‘Taken into the stomach, certainly; but
rejected 30 quickly that no harm was

£f131;

Gox '3lc



A ReverLaTion 59

‘Can you suggest any reason why the
deceased should have taken it?’ g

‘He may have taken it as an emetic——it is
called commonly, 23 of course you know,
Tartar Emetic—and recklessly, in his con-
dmon,bemyhsnmymhovudouthe

Dmanhttheawoodfmud,mdm
every particular corroborated the older doctor’s
evidence.

‘ Have you ions to ask, sir? " asked
tbeCorooeroi s lawyer

‘1 have nothing to ask, mwudtbel:m
‘Only it would be more satisfactory if it were

established whether the deceased took the
himself or it was given to him.'

‘What can that matter now?' said the
Coroner. *Very well, we can now return to
theﬁntphanmofdath.
twnmdoommofwnl.mdhefwmk
in anxiety. Bit by bit, with inexorable plausi-
bility, came out the circumstantial evidence—
evidence which may appear so coavincing, but
wbcbh.beenfonndoodewpunin too

' forward the | of Con-
mtcnme nspector

, who “on information received,” as he

declared, had arrested William Lomas ‘onm

n of causing the death of Mr Kesteven.

t was the “i ion received?’ Well,

it was the common talk of the country-side that

CU. 'SIC
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there had been for enough, even in the
days of Mr Kesteven's , a lot of ill-feeling
between Holly Bush Farm and Sainton House.
You see Farmer Lomas, being a frecholder, did
not need to ‘consider y. Then he had
hurdbm;htmmo:htbefdginﬂm

, young was come
back from the army, had a veryugly,.‘:md-up
quarrel with Mr Kesteven about nothing in

‘Mr éoroocr,’ said the young lawyer, ‘I
object to the Inspector’s eﬂdeuc:‘ It is merely
hearsay and suspicion. There is not a single
fnctlianllbf:“lmuid.' . -

‘It is a fact, sir,’ protested the Inspector, * t
there was a stiff quarrel at *“ The Book in Hand,"”
inEym . ky?’md but

‘ Yes, perhaps,” said the la ; * but you are
rly wq.minted with it '{;' hearsay, Mr

‘Quite right,’ smiled the Coroner, who
ired things to go smoothly and in order.
‘Let us keep to facts, Mr Inspector, and facts
"Aﬁ:}l . Mrl hat he had
said ¢
Then the statement made by Will Lomas
when arrested was formally read. How Mr
Kesteven had provoked him ecarly in the day,
how he had passed the time in the fair until
after five o'dock, and then how he had walked
home by the roundabout way of the stream

E
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and Sainton Park. And he was asked if he
hadanyd\miltotddotukcs y from the

And then began the examination of
of witnesses,

First Mr Parsons of  The Book in was
called. Reluctantly he related had
scen and heard of the quarrel, and how he
had advised Will Lomas at the ﬁmtoao
away before Mr Kesteven should enter. Up

tem oerLomuo:chrKuum?’
go(Mrl(mm
‘lndlyourknowledgeofhim.’utedtbe
mlmslqmrrdsomem?'
uarrelsome at all with anybody else.
But Mr }mmo way with him have
provoked a picter saint.
The lawyer sat down, visibly satisfied with
du’i'l‘\’m 'k of the f; wbo
two armers
hldbeenngoawmlmnsc,::"
to tell what they knew. rledued that,
if it had not been for Mr Townshend's inter-
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He recounted how he had interfered between

sct hi.sg firmly in his eye, looked at him
very and said, *
more of a gentleman than the fellow Kesteven ;

t
o bu tbnpoculiuane.whidl
was produced? No; certainly not. To buy

‘It was 1, said Townshend, ‘ that suggested

* Did he give you to understand bhe was going
bomcd\ea?"i
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Finally, Will's aunt and his poor old father
were questioned. They were both so obviously
troubled that they were allowed to sit during
examination ; and the wistful and pathetic

son

?
3
g
2
:
|
£

he had anything in his hand.’
*And he did not mention such a thing? '
‘Never a mention!' said she, and
rather bewikiered.

;i
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Mr Kesteven was killed by a blow on the head,
‘odzi?'md’by William Lomas, with intent
to .

So Will Lomas found himself arrested for
‘causing the death” of Mr Kesteven ; and the
next stage in his judicial progress, as decreed
by the law of the country, was that he should
;ppar before the Justices, who would cither
ismiss the charge or commit him for trial at
the Assizes. He himself was confident that the
charge against him would be dismissed —because
it was , and because the Justices were
Fentlam of mdmnding&:oc ignorant fellows
ike th-l Ctol:'eooer'l jury—but his ﬁ'mt:‘s,.d and
especial experienced Townshend, no
mheon’ﬁdcnec.

‘We made a mistake,' said Townshend, in
an interview he had with Will in his cell at the
E:lic station in East Dingley. ‘You should
ve let us account for those two hours in the

evening.'

'mhdtbat.'ukdwm.'got to do with
my hitting Kesteven on the head or not?'
‘Not much, it is true,” said Townshend.
‘ But, my dear lad, that is not the point. The
thing is that the thick-headed jury thought it
had. They were too cunning to believe you
were only strolling, a3 you said ; they believed
you were up to mischief. They believed that

did not stroll by the brook, but went on to
inton Park to find a chance of getting at
Kesteven,'

(‘)()\ '3' O
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‘Well,"” said Will, ‘I that's dome
mudcnntbenndoaa. ut the Justices
will have more sense.’

“‘I'm not so sure of that,” sasid Mr Townshend.
*The Great Unpaid are not celebrated for their

sense,’

‘Yonmtme,tbm,boedldmnnbootm
meeting Jenn 158 Wren? " broke out Wi

“Why not? There's nothing to be ashamed
of. And Miss Wren is quite willing that you
should mention her.’

‘lhmmt.M said W'nll.l, mbu- ‘l'l.
brought trouble enough to poor
without that.' -

‘But,’ said Mr Townshend, screwing his glass

m:lght ‘letmcnlml oomnc‘a

Townshend, however, ptnuwd. saying

‘lfltutbelo-of ition with Lady
Morton that you mdpalthstanu-ly
be made up for 'll y:lftoﬁnd
heunodm—ethﬁ'-nonquweugood

Yet it is not that Will Lomas would
luveyleldedhapomthsdstmbenfwdn
overwhelming influence of Jenny herself.
While they were still talking, a policeman
mtonythuahdywnlwdqukeo

him, It was Jenny—veiled, Townshend
withdrew and left the lovers together. After
tlnulcwlnlchcmmlled

‘I give in,' said Will Lomss at once,

(‘)()\ '3'\)
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‘Jenny wants me to say I was with her that
evening. She thinks the same about it as you
M.

So it came to that when Will was brought
before the Juft.i:a on Monday there was
evoked a mew semsation. The evidence took

of poison being, of course, ~and the
point was reached of accounting for the time
of the accused after he left * Book in

‘I strolled about,’ he answered, for he was
still reluctant to make his confession.

‘What? Strolled about there for two

‘I was not alone,’ answered Will, ‘1 was
with a lady.'

‘With a lady! Can you name the lady?’

‘ Miss Wren—companion to Lady Morton.'

At that statement there was a of ex-
citement throughout the Court.

‘Is the lady present?”

- Mr Tow and Will's lawyer had taken

care that the lady should be present, and Jenny
came forward and put up her veil. Then came
the sensation. Since the powson cpisode at the

(:()\ '8'\‘
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the Kesteven had provided
with a h'yerp;”nuh the case

‘1 object to the lady a3 a witness. She

i
i o

s

3
>

i

disqualified by law. is the wife of the
accused. 1 have here the Register from
Wrottesley to prove the marriage.'

CHAPTER VII
WITH MRS KESTEVEN

Tuar disclosure of his marriage with Jean
Wmmybcnkmndntmingpa{tiz
the condemnation of Will Lomas. It shut
Jenny's mouth—(the law is now altered which
used to prevent a wife from giving evidence
concerning her husband)—and so hindered such
cvidawe:dmldhlnbemnﬁdm;tg.:o'
that he mercly passed through Sainton
Pukwithspad,no{to-yhu,mdwim
mzzgqmgWitMedana:
ice against him. For what, thought
z?ro'-mm vincial Justices and public of
East Di , must be the i wicked-
ness and craft of a young man who could clan-
duﬁn&,ianigkintomnnhgeumhdyo‘
Miss Wren's position.

(:\). '3IC



yrate, the marriage was discovered -om;.how.
and the couple paid the penalty of the discovery.
Will Lomas was committed for trial at the ap-

sgg
E E
{
:

‘1 can't, you see,’ said the old lady, in a tone
of virtuous indignation, * have & married woman
about me! Especially a woman that has not
n:zkropatobcmurwd' at church! What

your father have thought of it? I can't
make out what makes some girls ruin all their
prospects for the sake of a man !’

(‘.U\ »3[\‘
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“You surely do not think, ucL(Mm’
i ing, * 1 have

had an prolgembm!'
So,’unmeduu:l after Will was taken to the

at W to await his trial, Jenny
gﬂhhed!:adfm’lhdgilgnotﬁtoﬁ She

‘ For the present, at least, | must be near my
poor Will, to do what I can for him!' And
theonlyfriu\ddtbd:WillotJunyhdto&o;
on POW Was st )
Pdovmhead; for WW&M udn;':rmt
both, al h absolutely devoted to him, had
neither the nor the resources that
could avail for his deliverance.

afflicted young their friend Townshend
still lingered at * Book in Hand," in East
Dingley. On the Thursday morning he sat
down to breakfast in his private sittng-room
at the same time as Parsons himself entered
with a tray of dishes,

‘Well, my frimd,‘nid'l‘owmbmd,m
his napkin on his knees, ‘ what's for
this morning ? *

‘A nice, fresh bream, sir,” answered Parsons.

‘Ah!" said Townshend. *Bream!’

‘Yes, sir. D'you like bream? Bream's a
very pretty, well-fAavoured fish, sir—for a fresh-
water fish,

‘Yes; | know. 1 was only thinking that

CU. »3[0
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this is the first time you've given me any fish
fmywmh«m
“Yes, sir,’ said Parsons, it is, sir.
Butldon'toﬁtngoﬁduqmpzﬁ What a
pity, sir,” he went on, dropping into a tone of
confidence, * that poor Wi couldn’t ha'
said he was fishi _that night |’
‘Fm‘d. Townshend, *What
that have dome him? Nobody

mld have believed he went fishing in

‘Oh, wouldn't they, sir! Pardon me, sir.
Butaw of us go fishing in the dark. The
ﬁshukethe bast mdbe,md'l’mo-

headwuumed(omhmmnk * Besides,
sir,” he added, behind his hand, *in the dark you
.om:mfaﬂnamtnhrdalnbbn And,
Mdu&.ur , you don't know the difference

uctnyedduckenoccpbeamt.or
betwixt a rabbit and a hare—why that ain’t your
faule, sir, s it? "’

‘Of course not, ' said Townshend,
-dunnly.wnbthntoddlumgofthecndof
Mmmchcwhchagmﬁedlhenmm

neofsumleuodaumb *It's the fault of

ht——or, rather, the want of it.’

ost decadediy. sir. Why, sir, that ver
mglnofWill Lomas's I went fishing, and fe
d'm a—a chicken, ur t‘le m:o; then, |
idn't go fishing again, sir, till last night.

. zEmstlnt.l’ammo? anhtg\ed?'

‘ yes, sir ; I was a lectle alarmed. A

C\)\ »310
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fdlowamc dmfm&intonﬂoue
e the dfoss
Andyoumn.lnppae, with the bird in
your hand and your heart in your mouth?’
*No, sir ; he ran—flisk past me, and blowing
:h "
“Oh ! exclaimed Townshend, pausing with his

mfﬂmdtoho mouth. Andwhy.ycn
idiot, have younot told me that before?’

B? pndoam.hnl'dh'been.
idiot you put a mame to if I had.

Andl'mamud:oﬂobetdlingofmm.
sir. The fact s, sir, | was at that identical
moment where | should not ha' been—where |
mldnotbepublxclykmtoh‘boen. I was,
-r,wln.tuwlned 1L

Thtut,-r hthc&umtoyunhhn?ur?'

'lumygood.tlunkyou Parsons, | must
think that over

“Think it over as much as you like, sir, but
keep it to yourself, Iwasai toletitout.
sr, Dootmboatt,nfco

“All ight. Come in,’ md,mnmho
& knock,

The maidservant entered with a letter which
the postman had just delivered, and then Mr
Townshend was left alone with it and his break-
fast, Helookedud\ewpeum ion of the
mvdoao —* Townshend, Esq., *“ The Book in

ley.' He cut it with a
kmfc.md&ohu"pmemdthef ing —

GO '3IC
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‘Mrs Kesteven presents her compliments to

MrTmabwd.mdbqudmhomll be s0

as call on her, if he can spare the time.
Kmmmﬂbeuhmdlday

‘Nothing could have happened better,” said
T (obundfabcp\ntbcnooem
his pocket. * But | wonder what she’s

Betmtcnudclemo‘clockhev:lted
todndoorof&mtonl-lo\mmdnn‘thcbdr
The old manservant opened the door, and for
the second time in his history he surveyed the
Balmoral boots, themrmd—upxmmdd\e
- lass — surveyed them this time as with
“?Muxamnbm?'ukcd'l‘mubmd,
inh'-de:p,delibeructoue.

‘Yes, sir, Mr Townshend, sir,” answered the
man. ‘MnKm«mhnbidmdmyouia
tohlauooce. 2

‘It's tooomcaopvomsdy.
said Mrs ‘oo:n,xadwym

waited, rubbing his ¢ ln.slowl mtbhu
handkerchief, Some dedlared
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tightly drawn away from her teeth in a fixed
smile, 23 if she were sitting for her phot i
thhndkmhidw-rdldupinhurp
like a ball,

* You are very much interested in that
mbmmyounot,MrTowuhud ' she

‘1 think, Mrs Kesteven,' he answered, while
his little smile fluttered in its corner, “most
Mpeqple.mldnythxlhdmmw
ni:lf’ ifyl?okmtl. hdlingme,u'w-lu

trying to y & ing, *‘ truly,
why ,‘:r‘e-o'mwmdinhiw

*Well,” said Townshend, settling his eyeglass,
‘I am interested in all sorts of people, and, if |
may say 80, I don’t fix my interest by rule of
thumb. I am interested in people just as the
whim takes me.'

‘You had no particular reasonm, then,’ she
nrmi,'fayonrinwinﬁm?'

t Townshend was not to be cornered. *“I
took an interest in him, I think," said be,
‘because I found him interesting.’

*That means,” said she, shaking her head at
him slowly and sadly, “that you liked him
beam'h?. you did. You really won't tell me

'y'Pon my word,” said he, ‘I have told you
theg:th.’ original and —and Quixoti

‘But are g ixotic
i-yourik“and"d?nliku—mmuot?'

(:t). .3lc
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*On the contrary,’ he answered, ‘I think [ am
very reasonable. I think | know what I'm about.’
ekinon | ool B Ao
out upon him, with a passionate tone
and of appeal, ‘wi{ do you dislike me?—why
m .

do suspect

"Fl:‘xoutcrym took him aback ; and
he understood her the better for it.

‘You mistake me much, Mrs Kesteven,'
he answered gently. “ But really,” he added, re-
fixing his glass on his eye, ‘I don't see what

can come of discussing any personal feel-
ings of mine, You will pardon me for presum-
ing it was not for that you invited me to this
interview.'

‘1 am a poor, lonely woman !’ she broke out.
‘And | don"t know which way to turn for
advice or help? It is of no use you telling me
you are y & retired detective i P
did not believe that even at the first! [ know
a gentleman wh?lnmthim;hnnd djetectirc
inspectors, even if retired, don't live in Jermyn
Street, St James's.' 4

‘You do me too much honour,’ said he, with
gentle but sonorous deliberation. *But I beg
to assure you—if the matter is worth mention—
that I have nothing but the kindest feelings
towards you, Mrs Kesteven. Indeed, | have

greatest hopes of aiding you to discover the
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‘How of you!" she murmured mechanic-
ally. ‘You still think, then, that the young
man Lomas is innocent? "

‘My dear lady,’ said Townshend, looking at
her very fixedly, and speaking very slowly, “if
lmtobcdnymetoyoo.yoummmntnockyecp
up any pretence-——you mustn't ! You
tbpwldykmw.u'dluldo.tbulomio
innocent.’

‘1 know it?" she exclaimed, as if
by the assertion. * How should I know it?"’

He considered her a2 moment. * Well'
said he, taking up and carefully balancing a
paper- knife on hi gnga,‘!hnnjucﬁmvud
that on the night son was killed a man
came racing down this direction, breaking
through the copse towards the brook. He was
evidcndyinas:dhkiqoffﬁgbtmdhn&.'

‘A man !’ she gasped. She was the picture
of surprise and terror.

‘Do you know nothing of such a man?” he
asked.

‘Now,' she cried, ‘you are accusing me
“‘ii:l he persisted, there

‘ L, : ‘ was RO man near
that can think of in that connection?*

¢ heavens, no!’ she said with vehemence,
‘The only man in the house, besides the old
servant you have seen, was my son |’

There was such 2 show of sincere amazement
and distress in her tone and manner that Town-

shend was puzzled—immitigably puzzied.

GO 'SIC
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“Well,” said he, *Jet us leave that alone, |
fear," he added, with sonorous politeness, * that
I have been making this interview my own.
think I have not yet heard why you asked me

to come to you."

'Oh.'-ir:he, halfdeaning on the table in
manifest refief, ‘it was about that man
Lomas ; and 1ally about his poor little wife.
Whether he did it or mot,’ she said, hurrying

the words, * I have no desire to see him

: But I can do nothing for him ; if
mythinimbedooe.ymmdou,Mr‘l‘m
obeudtb , I'm umi':bcaid impteuivdyf. ',E'ut

irl! I'm —_ or !

I've'a’lo::: ‘ll?ked bcmySbe'z’a:ryymce irl.
A.ndl.‘d‘yMcﬂmhnuntberlny. Is

nothing I can do for her? I shall be so pleased

to do something. That, Mr Townshend, is

what I wanted to say. And I wanted to say it

because you seem to have great influence

of having Jenny, an intelligent and faithful
person, attached to Mrs Kesteven, who, he was
sure, held the clue to the mystery. Hedid not
hesitate. “I shall tell her what you have sug-
gested,” he said ; ‘but, of course, it is for her



In e Prisox 79

CHAPTER VIII
IN THE PRISON

Niexr day, which was Friday, Townshend jour-
neyed to Wrottesley to see the afflicted

He went first to the gaol to visit Will. He
found him changed since Wednesday. He was
huhighfemofd‘;guﬁm. He was like 2
kindly domestic animal that finds itself trapped.
At first his feelings had been mere bewilderment,
)oinedwithncugdemthnwbenoaoehiscue
was properly considered he must be released ;
but when the time and the occasion passed, and
he was still in dmu\d raeatmc;tn mdh.re'rolt
ll‘lld@him olmai . wt
hhwhmgtbehndhh’age.

‘My dear chap,” said Towmhend, “what's
come over you? '

‘I can’t stand this!' amswered Will. ‘I
think, Mr Townshend, I've been a quiet, reason-
::lle'fd;ow all mzd:ife—too quiet and reason-

¢ with a many queer things
bdmlx:pddia.ml'lawldiu.
I've been in India and I've been in Egypt on
campaigns ; I've had some rum starts and
shaves, but I never rucked on them! By

though, sir, this is too much for me!
g.ld'g':guo‘nohzlulgommng

‘ But, my dear lad, we are doing our best to

()()\ 'glk‘
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t you out of it. DBetween ourselves, I'm on
Setnckafocmeﬁubcvidenm,.ud you must

‘Evidence be hanged, sir !” cried the young
‘ How much more evidence do they want
they've got—that I'm not the man?
Jurics are thick-headed fools, justices are fools,

and I daresay judges are fools, too !"
‘My dear Lamn.’aid Townshend, in his

voice of calm somority, ‘ most men of all sorts
are fools in their own way., And, to tell you

1

the truth, I believe if I had not been with you
and understood you all that day I'd have
t you were the man—on the evidence—

and 1 flatter myself,” he added, with his flutter
of a smile, ‘I'm rather less of a fool than most

: xilllookeduhim.dlyamt.bmkqx

}

*But now, my dear lad,’ continued Town-
shend, * we are gutmmeﬁdmt her,
-lhntdd.”u. we'll make a show
at the Assizes, -

“You won't have me at the show,' said Will,
obstinately, *if I can help it.

‘What?’ smiled Townshend. *‘We an't
have the play of * Hamlet " with the part of
Hamlet cut out.’

*They can what they like, but I'll be
out of it,’ 'P:{dwm,vit,l':dnkerobuﬁuq,
‘or I'm a man |’

CO. »8|C
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¢ out of it, you 1 or
em;yy?u scem self-condemned.”

*And what does that matter?” broke out the
young man. ‘Great Scott! Am I not as good
a3 condemned already? They're all preju-
?:dlg:lmtm! ‘I':Lyn::dnﬂm-gnnumel

—the confou speak
about-—would be a farce !’ et

“This is serious, my boy ! said Townshend,
in a deep voice of sympathy. ‘But, you'll
forgive me for saying it, it is sheer
A‘mf ?'( you forgetting, my boy, that you have a
wife?’

‘ Forgetting ? * cried Will. “Good Loed !
Isn't that the very thing I can't forget? I'm
thinking of it hour of the day and of the
night ! | jed her
her ; to adore bher; to make

or

I

to me once every day, smiling at me and keep-
ing up a good heu¥t. l:a'teutlnmuck
they give me here, and she me nice little
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with her own pretty little hands, And I can't
cat them-——they choke me! My God! It's
driving me mad!' And he flung his arms
is little table, put his face on them, and

‘Poor old chap!' murmured Townshend,
hm a carcssing and soothing hand on his

There was the rattle of a key at the door, to
intimate that the time for the interview was up.
Lomas put a constraint on himself to recover

hucomm

‘You'd better go, sir," sasdd he. ‘And you'd
buwmbothanbwt;m:ﬁ:y moce! I'm
very much obliged to you for all you've done—
very much obliged, indeed. 1 don't know why
you've done it—why you take any interest in

1
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of love, but rather for the
muieu:r feelings of Mmdmm which
must ever find and refind their
mree.hjmy clung to him an instant and

then s dnm‘nged .

‘My dear boy,” she said, ‘we've no time to
waste. Look what I've brought you. Sit
down ; lmtto-aeyoueltlt,lndmb&yon
tell me all aboat

berhtdcbuku (which hld

She
sure (gu it coneuned nodung w;,ﬂl

set forth her little guad
tnt-dlyud unomeat.
*Come ; ut.durat. nny, coaxingl
Helmden cnmg,-'l
voracious appeme. nddenly

uq‘T::Lnogood.Jcnn s hesadd. ‘] can’t’

‘Oh. she e:dumed, in nt-
ment, “isn't it nice? . Andltookmw
with it.

Then he amazed her his face in
lmhmdsudbtuhqm:zguhmg

‘Oh, my dear, dear boy " said she, * What
htha’:mm?’fsu rose and put her arms
about him, as if she were his protecting angel
and would cover him with her wings.

‘I'm a silly fool,' said he. *But I can't bear
toneeyonbue.]emy.udluntb&tohn
you doing these things for me.’

‘Why, Will?* she asked in some wonder ;

CU. »3[0
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for

‘I'm ashamed-—mad-—that you should be
waiting on me like this. It breaks my heart,
}m)gewbenlthmk' how different we expected
itto bel’ )

‘But, Will,' said she, noochin’ly,‘unl not
your wife, for better, for worse ?

“That's just it |" said he. *If you were not
my wife I shouldn’t feel so bad !* .

mood. At anyrate that was the effect.

‘Love you, my dear Jenny? Of course |
do!" said he in the most assured and soothing
tone. “But that s just why I hate myself for
bringing you into this. Don’t you see, Jenny ?
If you weren't married you n't be here,

‘How do you know that?’ asked Jenny,

with a and smiling confidence. ‘Do
youm-sﬁdoriqfcg.looddhnkep
away from you, my dear, when you were in
uoul;l.c.mdopecuny:hmgbnofwkofm
own

*You'd have come all the same? ' he asked
in wonder.

(‘)()\ '3'\)
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j‘o"?wne’l':dbdt'i |Yondm'tbmm

eany if you can doubt it!’

T{tnlndi-weof' shone from his face.
‘You're too good for me, Jenny!® said he.

“He's better now,’ said Jeany, with cheerful
confidence. e of

“The imprisonment and injusti it,'
said he, ‘ have worn his nerves to i
But he is himself again?* he added inquiringly,

| withalahofhhfln Jenny.

* Almost,’ said 'l":r‘e‘o.beattdli him
that, when it’s all over, a month or so
we'll look back and wonder that we let it upset
us so terribly.’

‘'Pon my word |' exclaimed Townshend, in
a sonorous burst of admiration, ‘ you're a good
fellow, Mrs Lomas; the best comrade a man
could have "

. " said she, with a flutter of breath
which sounded very like 2 sob kept resolutely
under, * perhaps I'm not quite so brave as I seem.’

Google
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scmuching ¢ G Jua; And w they weked
to ' as
ootofd\eptecincuy:'&dwpthoaber’;hudin
a low voice what Parsons had revealed to him,
and his interview with Mrs Kesteven. * And
let me say,’ he ended with, “that I think her
offer is not one you need feel any deep gratitude
for ; it suits her to make it——suits her feelings
—and it may suit you to accept it; suit owr
purpose of bringing Will clear out of this
mess.’

‘1 see,” she answered. ‘She wants me to
Wlmﬂdlihb«mdofam?'

. ’.‘

‘You really think, Mr Townshend, that Mrs
Kesteven knows more about Will's business
than she pretends?’

‘1 think—I1 am sure—she does.”

‘Then,” said Jenny, resolutely, *I'll
M‘I!l::ww live wit lh«l: companion.’ S

e thing I'd have proposed,’ sa
TW"."YOU will be constantly in her
company. You will scc what she does, hear
what she says, and, if | u:ﬁayso,knowwlnt
she thinks. And if you will not be *“ burning,”
& children uyindleirslme,l am certain you
will at least be “ warm.”

‘Won't all that be very mean and spying?’
said Jenny, doubefully.

o fad lin dyaglets wire cospled Wik &
tion is ¢ were ied with a
gentleman who passed them, in the company of

(:()\ 'Slc



CHAPTER IX
A PRISON VISITOR

BwWilllnnabinndfupettlmeaknhﬁm
for the establishment of his innocence. When
a man's conduct is different from
vhuourknowlc@e him has led ws to
3&““ he is “mad’; u\dthcwadu

consuming desire was orfreodom With the
fierceness of a savage, of a wild man of the
-oods.bela\gadtobelguamtheopmur,
and in the company of the dear, sweet wife he
had but newly married ; and with the con-
centration and secrecy of madness all his thoughts
mol;eotmdmudmﬁnproblund;cmng
out

He known the town of Wrottesley since
ever he could remember, together with the outer
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to and from it. It was an old prison
and grim with age. It was in the centre
town, upraised a little like the boss of a
shicld. Everyone spoke of it as ‘The
; but nobody in Wrottesley was learned
o tell whether it had ever been anything

a reading man ; and he
history of the p;u.oathm
m,‘-ﬂdﬁ- t since
ut up in * The Castle,’
had cherished in his
him, and made him in
He would sit by the

ngers, and thinking of
Castle* as a grim, watchful
, that was silently satisfied to have and
to keep him in its embrace—until the end should
come. He : of that, over and over, and

have scen) his mative courage and manhood
rose in revolt, and he resolved to regain his
freedom-—if it could by any means be regained.
Yet be still sat silent, as if afraid to let & sound
of his desire and intention be heard by the listen-
B e

on “The
Caulc.'toﬁruhefnnit.bod\ inside and out ;
and ever and anon he would imagine himself,
with fear at his back, carclessly walking out at
the great, black, spike-topped gate, and down
the street that it opened upon, or slipping over a
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certain wall, md scurrying along a narrow, dirty,

Bntmgby Fndn his dreams and desires had
eomewnofmuon. Heluddmnodungbut
dream and desire ; for he was no prison-
breaker—indeed he had never in prison at
dlbefon—mdbcd:dnotmkmwhnch.
cell was situated, Unless, then, some miraculoas
dispensation came, like the sound of Joshua's
horns at which the walls of Jericho fell flat,
there seemed to be no hope for him. Yet he
clung most tenaciously and obsti to the
desire ; and the desire still maintained the hope,
nauemmpporutbeﬂonr

When Jenny left him that day she was
to believe that he was more composed. he
was. It was not, however, the composure of
patient and Christian resignation, but the com-

of resolution. He had shut his mouth
chokedhckhnp.tonolmdt,mdtdd
himself that ‘howling ' about his trouble was
absurd waste of effort ; bonmntdomhnn‘,

tndlnmd:::lll thebetm doug
something he had | seved Friday to
for him a lucky day. g

He looked him at the white, featureless

round
walls, and at the solid door, and then, a3 often
before, he lifted his eyes to his barred window—
which was truly not a window at all, but merely
mopmu\gto-duutlngbzmdur It was
high and too deep set for him to see an

too
through it but a scrap of dull sky divided m.u‘)

GO uglc
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You can’t see much from there,” said the
Governor, quietly.
‘Nothi? but telegraph wires, sir,’ answered

Will, on the floor,
‘T I bclieni'_l:dd the Governor ;
‘but it 't matter.’

He and Will had held several friendly conversa-
tions, for he was an ex-officer of the army, and
he wrote books about prison life. ‘I have
bmht to see you,' he coamtinued, ‘an old
fri of mine—Captain Cathcart, who thinks
he remembers you in India.’

‘I have been with my regiment in India’
answered Will, looking at the stranger—a
spare, tallish man, with a heavy cavalry
moustache

‘You were with the Kabul-Kandshar Field
Force of Roberts? There was a Sergeant
Lomas, a Lancer in the Cavalry Bri X
said Captain Cathcart immediately. The words

'Poiﬁ';n y

(:()\ '8|L‘
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went off with a spring, as if they had been wait-
ing to be let locee. g

* Yes, sir,’ said Will, his eye brightening ; ‘1
was. That was me.'

‘Afmthcbudcofxm.iatbepmwit.
an officer of the Indian Cavalry had his horse
shot under him in crossing a stream ; when he
was ot ing in the water a Ghazi came hack-
ing at his $ struck the Ghazi with
lance, and hauled the officer up on your '

“Yes, sir," siad Will ; *I remember.’

*That officer was me,” said Captain Catheart,
holding out his hand. *‘Somehow I never met
you to thank you.'

‘Our regiments, sir, were marched back to
lndi;:?umdy.'aid“ﬁll.

AT S A
1" said in cart, ing him
the hand. b

*It’s not my fault that I'm here—I do assure
you, sir!" smd Will. “It's a mistake, sir !" he
added with passionate energy. ‘I beg you to
believe it!’

‘Well, I will believe it ! * said the Captain, in
quick, sympathetic : “for the sake of
mipl—m tlbdlen, any man
might be excused for ing down the brute
Kesteven 1’

The Governor, who had listened continuously,
turning his eyes, a3 they winked, from the one
to the other, shook his head, as if he would sy,
‘* You should not have said that.'

(:()\ '310
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‘Eh?’ Cgrtnn, oting lnm a
moment. ‘Well I don think

mmmbumded. Loms,hc
added briskly, wlutlm ay—wlutl
came to say—is : Can’t I do an for you?
Detectives? Lawyers? Anything?’
‘I am very much obliged to you, sir," said
Will, *But'—and he smiled a sick kind of
smile a3 he said it—*I'm quite supplied with
all I need in the way ol'hwyus.udd\emt
of 'em, Thtylllnyxtlmurkwd -ﬂy
case—made up of circumstantial evidence,
they bad me all the same, H '’

And on't much? You don't
w{:to: c:uo’:e of getting off?’
™

cried Will, in bmer
to give evidence and m

With foals
{ bad,’ -ndtheCapmn, if feel
andtlnnklnk’cdm ‘ il
Then the Governor declared that
there was truly no reason but ‘ prison
‘fotfeel and thin like that ; and
kueomdf:o Or some minutes
m Atht when turning to depart, the
Capeniumpmedbothbl‘::kff and the
a little rom his
b"m“??smd he to the Gomnam this
to Lomas to read?’
‘Well," said the Governor, ‘1 daresay
X Butitism duty to look at it
What is the book?’ H’cbcldoutlmbmd

GO »3[0
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““The Memoirs of Colonel Gardiner," ' said
the Captain, while his friend the Governor
lookedsthiuf;":" l\hemlday.'.Well.

are a ancy you ting a
Book ke that!® T

He took the book-—a small, slim volume
bound in calf-wran the under his thumb,
noted it comtained an old-fashioned silk book-
mark, and handed it back. It seemed quite
il ek i Copaie et &

it
Tk il find book.

I hope,’ said he, * you' ita '

‘Tbmkyag&ptﬁn,'-'dhc,-sor:otit.

Then the Governor and his friend
and Will sat down to look at the with
s go}tl!:ydoﬁat fddr:oou
Gardiner was a o who
lived more than a hundred and fifty years ago,
Mmudlﬁo'Mm:‘i;l;‘wmeupd
He shut the book, wondering why Captain
Cathcart had given it to him. He had not
;f ined that Captain—well, was that kind

low.

He lay down for a little while, despondent
nndtho\’ghtﬁalmduill ing. And, as
he wondered, he slept and . Probably
the few sentences he had read of Colonel
Gardiner had brought memories of the Bible
into his head. He dreamed that Peter the
Apostle was in prison; but suddenly he feit

(‘10\ u3|0
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the constriction of his heart and his sadness
Pezerwubnmelf And there came an
dazzling glo-olhglu.mdlo

! the angel was his own Jenn
hummhuﬂl—hnmfetoaﬂyldcted

in her married life | Andvheabekmhche

thought that he and sobbed—he
kae' why, "E:mne of the pnmlmg
disappointment and woe of his life! But the
:.:!cl—dm is, Jenny-—-beckoned him to rise,

he rosc. She passed h the cell door
as if it did not exist, and he ently followed
her. Oh, what joy !——what t—was leading

quadrangle the shining, bavenly apparition
moved,glndhefolmed—out to the great,
spike-topped through without its
bemgopemdc“’:'hen in the street there was
ing, roaring crowd ; his vision vanished,
woke, trembling with excitement. A
;l:.eo::-dewu in his cars, and
the western sun
barred window flooded hupo:y?
It took some seconds’ ht
to himself. His dream had di
udlnmtonextunrdhwy
it any meaning? Was it a
? Was it rd to think
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CHAPTER X

WITH FILE AND FTORK

—focobnomlzvdm'emhenﬁ-leadoumde—
what then? ell, plainly, he must take his
chance of that., If & man would not face risks

(aWilltoldhinudf.)hewmdddonodnhg.
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hec;ntchvidlthutmagebcitbehdlmg
out

Then, in further fulfilment of his fancy, he
felt his bait nibbled at, and thereafter the tug of
a pretty large catch. Carefully he drew in hi
line, coiling it again on his finger, and all
while fearing that its progress over the rough
ofhh-inzwmldbnlkit,tothelo-
whatever he was drawing in. At length
heard a clink and a tinkle without, and he
in upon the stone sill—what? It needed an
instant’s examination with his & for him to
discover that he possessed two -associated
articles ; a file and & common dinner fork with

T EFF
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is hands, he discovered there something
d:ﬁhn} like a tail from'd:n tools, a
and

Z 2

paper. He the silk
unrolled the " could not
for he had no light), he could feel that
were two half-sheets of note size. The
ognefdt‘::b::md@mofl«m-
it y written on it
the inner one felt—yes, most plainly—
like a bank-note. He had not himself con-
sidered the necessity of money, if he should
:lar away, but someone hdnneoaud' o;'d&.;m“
um. ¢ th t, naturally, in
Cuban,md:lg:ugmeﬁal.’

But he mmht:uit hm:l&t: act. mzzt
papers in hi ket .
He could not P:cm Was :bem of the
fork, but the was clearly intended for cut-
ting the bars of his window. He still kept his
perch upon his stool, and he reached forth to
examine the bars with his fingers, and with
more attention than he had yet given them.
There were four, all wcular. They were
of tolerable thickness, but the prison was old,
and the bars also were old, so their base where
they were soldered into the stone was caten
nnywumdtbyiagui wet in times of
rain, il Lomas at once determined that at
d\ebue,thcrefon.hemldb?inhiaﬁhng' .

Yet no sooner had he t the file to
bear then he paused in fear of discovery. The
instrument ground and grated and bit the rusty

FELFER
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80 heartily that he conceived the noise must
bebntdbothmnmdnmmddnmth
prison beyond the confines of his cell. He
oql\t.ofmtohvenﬁtdeoil But if he
wated for heaven, or a friend, to send a little
l.hewwldmermnbebnn—mmgaom
Yet, in default ol oil, a touch of spittle might
be an ad ; and 30 he rubbed on again
with both to the file. He did not dare to
think of what was to come after—for no
ing could enlighten him—but he bent
attention to the biting of the file into the rusty

gi

Athndnwpve.mconmcuonmd\tbc
stone below was severed. And he considered
how it was to be removed from the stone above,
He was troubled for an instant by his inability
to reach the u socket. But when in his
unplt:eaabe it and found it yield he ex-
claimed to himself * Hoon !’ ¢ had for-

fotten that it was impossible to pour liquid—
ead or

The opening thus made seemed to him suff-
cient to paom5 Gmptn‘tbe bars on
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this way and that, and up above. The light
ﬂt:fupfrom the street over the wall showed
dimly a pipe running bemeath his window ; he
could reach down to it with his hand ; and his

to cease beneath »

window from which a light shone. Instantly
he told himself that the pipe was the waste-
pipe of the Governor's bath, and the window
that of his bathroom. He knew that the

instantly he resolved that the only way of
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mouth in grim determination ; he uttered no
word or cry, but his thought was:—*I'll do
it for Jenny's sake!—for my dear's sake!—
and if my feet slip, then my blood and her
sorrow be on the heads the fools and
criminals who have forced me to this!’
off his shoes—for it would have
undne-touztokecpsfootboldwith
ropped them into his cell,
and fork between his teeth

he stabbed, stabbed into the

old mortar between the bricks. But the prison
i when mortar was not

, and it was not casy to pi it
ust

to any effect. The file must be securely stuck,
fa’uhilmtw@bemmtlhnd‘m the
window-bar, ket his lifc. on his

his heart,
Keeping as flat to the wall as he could, while
holding by the file with his right hand, he

(:()\ '3|C
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carefully transferred to it also his Jeft. It was

more thought than the fact that his life

horror. .tr?amudortwobdmbe
again

“s

could
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other, and quite casy thereafter to scramble
mn.

He took the immediate precaution to bolt
the door, and he sat down to rest for a minute
and to steady his nerves. It was well he had
fastened the door, for while he sat someocne

turned the handle, pushed, and pushed
then withdrew with a mutter, It

;

o ool
further, luck that the person was a man ;
lhec:mldl:vyy ing his ear against the
the sound of his footsteps. Evi-
descended ; so, as soon as seemed
opened the door, listened, heard
voices below, and without hesitation
upward : he might hide till later, or
might find an by the roof and thence
into the street, for he did not forget
that the Governor’s house looked directly upon
the street.  On the first landing he came plump
& little boy and a little girl, from six to
mt years old, dressed in their night array.
inly they had come from their nursery, for
a door was open near them, and in the faint
light from it the children stood. Lomas was
in no mood to be daunted or turned back

§¥1¢

3
gE

£

i



Wita FiLe axp Forx 10§

“it's Nursey's sweetheart, | do believe! Aren't
you the policeman, with your "at cocked back
:l“in your "air all curly? That's what Nursey
you!”
‘Yes,” said Lomas, not knowing what to
say ; ‘that's me.’

* But where's ‘at? ' demanded the boy.
‘I've left it mm.in.' said Lomas, b?‘t'a
not good manners to wear your hat in the
"TAnd i
‘ "t it manners to wear your
shouintbelwuegqu-idtheboy,lookinglt
the man's feet. .
‘Hush !" said Lomas. *That's all right. 1
lled my boots off so that Nursey shouldn't
me. She's at her ; but she'll be
up in & minute. So you'd nip into bed.
ﬁta"&“.,..,,"ﬁ“""m' the little girl
‘s ? ittle girl.
'Notdlel'uidla’::. * Here she comes !’

bewhispcred.fwquhml' rose the voices
of ascending. ¢ nm’d\yon!'
scudded in. He drew ‘door to
and shot upstairs. The door of a b ~room
stood open. There was no one within. He
entered and listened. The voices were still
ascending—men's voices ; the men were probably
coming to the billiard-room. Looking around
and e:;ecccd dhwmdmhemiabctwme%
he . room was plainly next
M,Mﬁnmdhcﬁlmplu'gyha.m
of which was a hinge-window half-open. It

(‘.U\ »3[\‘



106 Tue Goroex Toomn

was the work of a second or two to hoist him-
elfthmnﬂuhewmdov He had barely done
80 when he heard voices in the room.
‘How many will you give me?’ said one
VOicE.
It was the voice of the Governor, and he
g_ppdamyovet(bemof. A kind of fury
escape had now seized him. He could brook
no deg—no delay! He looked over into
the street ; that way was impossible : the height
was too great and the place too public. But
overhead passed the one wires, slanting
away across the quict side-street. They were
fastened against ome of the chimneys of the
house, he could casily chimb there to lay
hold of them, At once his mind was made up.
He had ised athletics with his regiment.
Hemmpoftbc chasm by
the te wires and descend into
the tall post which he descried

e scrambled to the chimney. He lad hold
of two or three wires with his hands, and swung
upbhfeatohyh::l likewise, But the
.M .

g
1
.

of his body on his hands made the wires
cut painfully, so he t his arms over several,
and his legs likewise ; and thus, head first and
back downward, he himself out over
the abyss. The wires strained and hummed
and sank ingly low. If they smapped he

low
would fall into the street and break his back.
But he held resolutely on, slowly and painfully,
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arm over arm. He was well over the half-dark
street when the shrill voice of a boy shot up
from below.

‘1 sy, Jake, look there! Up there! What
s it? Crkey! It's a man! A chap outer
thc‘#ﬂ.lbct! Here's a lark !’

ill Lomas urged himself painfully forward,
and the wires bent and strained and hummed.
He did not, he could not, look down ; but he
heard the clatter and scuffie of feet below, and
the subdued hum of excited voices.

He was discovered, but would he be betrayed ?

CHAPTER XI
‘YHE BUTCHER KING'

An English crowd is commonly of a ous
temper, right or wrong. It commonly takes
the weaker side, or what seems the weaker side,
right or wrong. In this case it behaved as usual,
It made no demonstration nor outcry, but gazed
up breathlessly, with its extraordinary instinct of
sport, as at a (ight-r?e performance. And,
meanwhile, Lomas, after giving one fearful
glnce down, continued steadily warping him-
self across, His progress became more and more
painful—for the thin wires were cutting into his

(‘.0. .310
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arms and his Jegs ; but he was half-unconscious
with fatigue, and half-drunk with excitement.
At last, when he was close upon the first tall
post, an alarm rang out. Someone in the crowd
— probably a new and conscientious arrival —
cried out, ‘Stop thief! It must be an escaped
i ! Aconvict! Perhaps a murderer!’
‘What's he hollering about?” cried some
others. *Hit him over the head !’
But the note of alarm had been sounded, and
the alarm spread,
Uxmn.howcm.hdrucbedthciat. Then
he thanked Heaven he had spared his feet and
hands on the wires ; for he could hasten down

(the houses were not hi
town) he was unseen by the crowd ;
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The fury of haste was still on him. He could
not think of dehz, however much his chances

ight perhaps be improved thereby.
:::l:am oorpntlmlmroof.hemm  to

towards the door. The man was of a fair
height, but s0 broad and fat that he looked
like & huge bladder of lard ; a bladder dressed
in the long blue smock of a butcher. Will
Lomas recognised him on the instant : he was
a well-known character in the town-— Jim Joyce,
R imrduced cheap ment to Wrtty,

in meat to ey, and
:dhdcatcddnmddn' ished '

3

their shops and piles
} 'n,mdhemnrndtogivevhde
joim:nytozoorfolk ate on Saturday nights
for mext to nothing.

‘Hullo, m ?‘I"’d&lel';nedthufu?ndnlbh
person at si il “Is it burglary? I'm
roorm.?‘Andhedewith“mM&
in spite of his bulk, and scized from the ta

‘Don't be a fool, Mr Joycel® said Will,

-
£

¥

GO »3[0
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stepping into the room and closing the door.
'lw:gbmonputpac. I'm in & fix. But
I'm not a bu I'll tell you in a second.
But for God auke. vemenomzdnngto

*0Old girl, a drop o drink,’ said the Butcher
Ku\g,mrdy.mhumﬁ,ncomely person of a
my complexion who had shown herself by
then. She turned and took up the beer-jug.
'No.m girl,’ mid her husband, in rebuke.

t{tammo fainting? Tiddley—a
dropofoddkyl Whnduhdlube?'beuked
turmnq #n to Lomas. * Brown silk or white
Il shook his head in mystification.
‘l.a what an innocent feller! 1 mean, will
you Invcbmud otgm?
apleuc answered Will. And the

tookammbhr went o a

in order. :Vncq ua:lzfocmdmml
purposes,’ said he, solemnly ; ¢ faintness,
$i0n, pain in tlummmnd: coll
ctocterer. There you arc: you pays
money and you takes your chaice.

mdm. he eonumcd mwclza! ?rou(;'=t

uo&’youfchatqmck "cos my tbopmdmy
Mmymnudnﬂthtummu
formdmxm
‘Mr oyce,’ said Will, ‘my name’s Lomas.'

(‘.0. .310
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m?mr said the Butcher King in

‘l'veut f;anthegnol Now you
m .

‘Oh,l.ar’!'cridthe&suhalookmgctlm
wife, and then back at Lomas. *And you
don't want t'od-undl our trial, then ':md You'll
excuse me—I don’t like to appear—
to appear to ‘it a man when he's down—y:utl'
that looks bad, youn

'lmtlhd -t' iflhadm ‘
any longer I'd ve gone mad or ki b

zNo,yvtmmmldnt tbeBotdnr ‘You
think you would ; but you wouldn't, you know."

'You don't mdmd saad Will. “It's
notmpdflvebeenmwdnhout,:tamy
wife—my dear little wife!’

‘lknonber! You knows her, Emmar!
She deals with me : umeealiulehdyaml
see, that | will say!’

Thankyw!'mdw

‘But excuse me !—how's your running away
going to help her? '

il paused an instant. “‘I' am innocent,’
said be. * And what is the use of waiting for a
tr-lthuwmaldbemtogo mtme?'

On you y said the
Botdnt Knn‘.u Lomas,
ain't the cove done nt?'
“If 1 were to die thumuuem,Mrjoyc.
said Will, * I would still say I'm innocent.’
'Wbmamnun‘pa{lthedm,-dbﬁr

GO »3[0
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oyce, *and, mind you, look like that, I believe
im| 1 believe you! And now I'm
man.' And be held out his hand to Will
‘Hallo!" he suddenly called.

A lad, also in a butcher’s smock, had come
dxmnngu and burst into the room.
‘Fu!ul'bemed,befmbem well in.
‘Father | There’s & man got ou oltbe‘lol.
and they're arter him | Cnunl! he imed,

leaving 't lea there
mlunh??w Didn't l,?o'“

*Yes, father.'

‘Well now, young ‘'un,’ said the father
‘l'llbenpmth you! You just off wi' that
there dicky, and away to "ush-a-bye, and
on with youar nighty, You can leave your

dtc_rlelm'c.
Pl o it & gl
or at once, e stri is
smock and

‘I'u:lwbenlurpmdl him, d'ye see? ' said
the Butcher qu,wuha wink to Lomas.
*Couldn't 'tve him uhout mow, could we?

? ?'Andbefunoudym his
manftopmoted\cmof brain
beneath,

GO .glc
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‘Can’t the theman,' said the Butcher
Queen, who held her until then,
! on Jim's smock and go into the

with you? Who'd ever think of finding
him there?’

_The Butd)er ng slapped the table with

t’l% Emml The very identical
y'd tumble over him in the shop
mtboutemdm\hngumlum! D'ye twig? '
‘Tl risk it, at anyrtu. said Will. I can't
think of anything better.'
So he donned the smock of the butcher’s son.
‘Tightish,' said the Butcher King. ‘But
you'll do. Slip your feet into them there shoes

‘You can stay inside the shop, vh:zad
Mrjoyu.‘mdpmeadtobebuynth ngs.
Can you nndnw?'

‘I think I can,” snswered Will. *I've done
it in my time in the regiment.”

* Ah, you mean with a sword.’

‘No, with saw and chopper—serving out

rations.”

‘Oh, you'll do," said the Butcher King.
‘l‘vetyoengh;:.moutmfroot.hnl'ﬂmke
it right with

GO« .glc
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The evening's business was just beginning for
lm lora. fotdmwbocboutobc ore-
wuhthar&mrdn 's and Sunday’s market-
himself wn with lbch:cl;:'mn
I-.rp:m dangled, a
h:‘non and marched out to
themof conquests.
'Nomthm ladies,” he cried in & loud and

voice, ‘Buy! Buy! Buy! Buy!'
He -wﬁ forth to his ymyt ud“’mnmu'ed’
a word or two in his ear. Then he resumed
hu ‘Buleuy! and, posing 2s in admira-
jomthehdntmhng he ex-
dmned * There's a lovely bit o' meat! Look
at it! Lookunt! As tender as a chicken,
and as lovely as a flower! Who'll buy?” and
w#mw
is customers stood and surveyed the display
of joints and pieces anxiously and critically.
They were not carried away by his cloquence,
mor by his humour, for they were quite used
Sy o "“"‘.&“‘
un t Y
chaffered for it, and finally they
duduoc,theymelylookedmdhmdmd
on. So it may appear, at first blush,
thttthmd:eergmglu)mnweuhn
conducted his business in quict and decorum,
like the more dull and silent practitioners of his
tnde.buhemmmhisgmnon,md
new the blessed uses of self-advertisement.  If

ing.
wchhn
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have had no customers at all.’ He roared, and

joked, and jibed himself into sety, and had

made himself a success. He had ozen

shops scattered over the district ; he had the

T ‘turn-over” of any of his acquaintance,
no

.3
i
§
7‘
3
5

“Ah, that's it, is it? " said he.
Presently & voice seemed to come from the

Mr Joyce Jooked stepped out into
the m’t?look the mur He saw a police-
man's head and helmet ing over the parapet
of his house. 'Haﬂom'o the row?"’ he
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‘We think,’ said the policeman, ‘ our man
myhngoocmd\nmymdbehding

Mywml'mvavddnhmdnr

fashion. *‘"Ave a look, lnthcu?-
! Under the beds! Everywhere !
tell the missus.'

He waddled into the shop, glanced an instant
uhnmmtwbouoodtbercmdmm
‘You maght thunthen-nuguup into
ponadlou. L, and went on to call u
mhnmfe.maloudmrhch d be
bemlmdnm.politdynqmmg Emmar
dear " to give the policeman every attention and
assistance in looking forlbcmnthcymud
to find. Andtheumm:hed\opbuly

%I“hw sausages into lots.
y ! Buy Buleuy! ved the Butcher
ng,m ngtodn vement. But he was
to h ‘llwpetogoodoeu&nmw'll

think to tdldm] to "old his tongue !

The crowd before the shop had now much
increased, more | pelled 3 the instinct of
sport thnn the desire meat. And the
words, * Pore feller,” sounded hout the
front ranks, mingled with such as
“'Arf a shoulder,’* Pound o' blade-bone,” and so
forth. ‘ndy-ud-by icemen descended the

e medM'T from his place

. r Jo om " out-
.dedndooc.'bovgoa’z?'

He would not go in to them ; he wished to
draw them forth, And they came, giving

;s
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‘Will! Here! Oh!’

‘Oh '’ gnped Jenny.
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CHAPTER XI11I

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS

‘Taxe her upstairs,” said Mr Joyce to Will
j‘_T';h’u.'ll be all right. I'll be shutting up in a
1 .

So Will left the shop, accompanied by Jenny,
and ascended the stairs, moon:t’end
Butcher Queen at the top. Will was suffused with
the most grateful and friendly feeling towards her.

‘This, Mrs Joyce, is my wife," said he. He
said that proudly, and as if Mrs Joyce should
be proud of the introduction.

‘Y.mpjo:tdwl'uidtheh:‘:tlwrl CI'E.::;::
pressi nny's proffered in
‘Whtn‘ltime or you! Butdon't-you be down-
‘earted| Don't you! You sit down there and
talk to him a bat.

K.Shehl::t them in the Mﬁm 'b‘“'“f:dv&:f
sat at supper, paring

an‘:&e stimulating drink, .S; Jenny, panting

with mingled bewilderment, affection and joy,

sat down with Will’s hand in her own.

‘Oh, Will!" she murmured, ‘what does it
mean? Have they found the person that really
did it and have they set you free?’

Will sadly and grimly shook his head. * No,
my dear Jenny,” said he, *it"s not nearly so
as that” And hed:hud to bf?u:ll,:'hz m
happened since parted m—
strange visit of Captain Cathcart and its conse-

CU\ »3[\‘
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quences, not forgetting his dream of the
ance of Jenny herself as a liberating As
she listened, her heart sank lower and
perpluttyandfw FothndnotWillmndthn
case worse by his desperate action? And how
could he be shown to be innocent if he thus

m’tmninben,mrnyvbeninthcm'
‘Oh,'-nd he, ‘I've got something in my
kc( Andbcbentlmamtog«n He

su-lmg? ¢ried the loving Jenny

‘Let me athun. eudjmt

She helped him to strip off the butcher's blue
tmock,mdthenlusm et. She turned
up his shirt sleeves, and flesh was 50 sore
that Will frowned ; he felt as if the linen were
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She wept over the lun:.nhu them
softly and mocaning, *Oh, my ! my
pom-.dtm-lovo'e.'m8

‘Don’t, Jenny,” murmured Will, himself
suffused with grateful love, even to tears—
weak, womanly tears, which made him impatient
with himself. *Don’t, my dear. This will
never do. There's nothinq the matter with
them, "Il be all righe!

‘T'll ask Mrs Joyce for some ocil,’ said she,
and rose with alacrity.

Gaiety to the Adelphs, ¢ evening, rain
fine, from cight tophhlf:'u. “";8 & smart
little man, ved, with a black patch
over his left cye, and in a fawn overcoat.
Speak to him. He will understand, and help
you to get something to do.’

GO »3lc
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Minfulunoteh-dbemhrdyrud,
when Mrs Joyce entered with a phial of oil
in her hand and an unwonted expression of
dread on her face. jm‘qulntothukbcr

for her kindness, when put her finger on

‘Hush | she whispered. “ There's a man—
tgentlcmm—iguhcobogul' to Jim! He
keeps on -hnt questi > you.oll.l]
dear—and Jim keeps om putting him !
Trust Jim to do that! You come out and
listen !”

They crept out to the stair-head. Jenny
had listened but an i:m:_r!'v:en'b?e hurried
down some to n she exclaimed
withnlidmusplee.fp'

*Oh, how lucky! It's Mr Townshend |’

‘A friend of yours, ma'am?" queried the
Butcher Queen. “ What d'ye say is his name? '
]ennz repeated the name. *We'll ask him up,
then,' said she. *But first I'll make sure about
his name.’

She descended into the shop, while Jenny
observed and listened from above. Her
husband and the tall, dark stranger turned
to her as she approached.

‘What's the gentleman’s name, Jim?" she
asked of her husband.

‘Eh?" said Jim. *‘What does the gentle-
man's name matter?"

‘Sometimes & name matters a deal,
Mr Joyce,' smiled the stranger. *It matters

Google
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2 ooddultbatz?nmkmujoycc.
“The Butcher King.""

*Ah, well, of course,’ said the Butcher King,

“if lo::uitlikuht.' s

stranger turmed to oyce.
‘My name, madam,' said he, ‘is Tow 'y
and he carefully spelt it.

‘You'd better come this way, then, sir," saad
she, and turned to the stairs, while her husband
murmured, * Well, I'm out of it, | suppose.’

‘For the present, Jim,' said his wife, over
her shoulder,

Mr Townshend was received gladly by
Jeany, but Will frowned, and scemed con-
strained at the sight of him—for no reason
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‘ Friends O‘imfed. ' exclaimed j;anhy, with a
warm . ve never
tm't::u before | Npdes

‘Yes,” murmured Towmbend. ‘Very kind

his when in perplexity or in debate with himself.

‘Certainly, sir,’ sadd Mrs Joyce. *This is
Liberty "AlL’

‘You are a kind of unbidden guest,” said he
to Will, while at the corner of his mouth there
fluttered a smile. ‘You did mot come in by
the door, | imagine,’

‘No, I did not," answered Will, shortly.

‘The police came down through this house,
didn't they?' smid Townshend. ‘How dud
they miss you?'

‘I was in the shop,’ said Will, “in a butcher's
smock.’

‘By Jove!® exclaimed Townshend. *Very
neatly done, my dear lad !*

y ‘It wasn't my ides,” said Will, ‘it was Mrs
oyce's.’

* Ladies,’ said Townshend, with an eye and a
smile of flattery, ‘ are always the neatest at that
kind ofd\ing;'l’«lnp.' he added, * Mrs Joyec
an you are to get out of this.

‘Oh,” cried Jenny, * will that be difficult?*

‘Well," said Townshend, “if | know anythi
of the ways of the police—and I think I do—

(:\). '31\‘
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they'll make it s difficule as they can,

must be sure you haven't left the town
yet ; and they'll all the roads out of the
tmnddldnrdh\:;miommodnbont'

‘At an ‘said Will Lomas, gazing at the
fire with his hands clasped, while Jenny watched
bim! anxiously, ‘ they can’t turn the dogs on to
“ »

E looked surprised. Why should he
R

‘ ht - ?0
Jenny, laying her hand gently on his.

- do set on sometimes—blood-
g ¢ they can't with me,
because I haven't touched ground yet. By
Jingo| If I could only get away from here with-
out touching the ground ! would be the
thing! 1 this afternocon that an angel
led me out !  He shook his head. * That was

only a dream ; there about
jn{ty. and "—he mm:? :l?(h":gbpolite »:;K:

E

w*Mrs Joyce."
*Go along with you ! " said Mrs Joyce, plainly
Townshend glanced at the tumbler on

the table, and exchanged a look of inquiry with
Jeany. Was Will mtoliknhinad;'?\q s the
tumbler of drink ing him? Or were his
nerves 30 shaken that his brain was touched ?
Somewhat of both, perhaps.

*How did you get out?” asked Townshend.
‘You haven't told me.’

GO« »31\‘
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For answer Will produced and showed the
file and the fork ; he seemed set uponm being
reserved and mysterious.

‘And where did you get them?' asked
Townshend.

‘From Captain Cathcart; he came to see
m.'

A low whistle of amazement and discovery
came from Townshend.

* What do you do that for, Mr Townshend ? '
asked Will, truculently. *Have you anything
against my friend Captain Cathcart? '

‘I did not know, Lomas,' said Townshend,
“ that Captain Cathcart was your friend.’

‘He is my friend—a real, true friend,” saad
Will, ‘and a fine soldier. A true friend,” he

Ob, Will1* cred Jenay. —+ You forget how

‘Oh, Will!" cried Jenny. *You

Mr’l‘owmbendhn‘untom'

* No, Jenny, my dear,’ said Will, * no, I don"t
—I don't fo:::.l Mr Townshend has ban
very am grateful to Mr
Townthend. "

‘Never mind that, my dear lad,” said Town-
shend, ‘&utcﬂmc.if(’y‘::noa'tmnd.' about

friend Captain Have you

T (A

t m the st
htde,uaddteminuid-:rywu.
u;c}k{le-”A:h‘h mu;,’dd‘l‘owmbend.
9 o you sure? Have you any

CU. »3[0
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‘Sure?' excdaimed Will, who lud ucm
doubud nnd Was now

w “ro%?? Whtproof

do
mﬂ mlly,' said Townshend, rolling another

te, *it is of no consequence. nt
y occurred to me in my nel:'of
Capmn Cathcart. But | like to hear,

you don't mind tel me,bowlscmuged
to you the file and the fork.'
""bcuWilltoldhunduwhohmryofhu

interview with Captain Cathcart, and its sequel,
“‘And,’ he said, ‘there was that too, tied u
with the file and the fork.” He held out for
Townshend's i ion the bank-note and the

written note, * it,’ said he.
‘Yes,' said Townshend, *‘remarkably odd.’

Mhmdeom
‘Well, now, Townshend," said Will,
‘mm’:umuotmmyhmdmtryu

all. I've told alllknownboutCapw
Cathcart. Wou’l? you mind telling me w
you know against him?’
°Wcll,wbdlyouthetruh,m lad, |
know very little. I never saw him, nor knew
dhh?mttlltmw&m.m'ih%
a note into prison
Governor. Bu?oln':‘;: found out since that he
1 a friend of Mrs Kesteven's, and | have
reason for believing he was in the
Kesteven's house that night we know of.'
* Great Scott! " cried Will Lomas, starting to

£5

8
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his feet. *You mean—? Oh, nonsense! It's
i ible! I don’t believe it !' But his look
his attitude showed that he was filled with

m'on. “‘Well, I'll send his five pounds
‘! wouldn’t,” said Townshend, quietly, “not

yet,
‘No,’ said Will. *I won't. But in God's
mme,wbouum%mli:o trust? 'l truse
{l—not declared, turmng
moodily again to the fire, and his arm
on the mantelshelf. Jenny, ul and

E:ndmng,putbahndm is. Hehulton
nlooko(mfulneumdlove,

wh'cllmudto-y, ‘ Except you, my dear!

At tm juncture Mrs Jolya. who had been
absent from the room for a lttk;:.llzmned
n, with immediate
mqe. Secing her tb\d:.n‘(;y all tl:gem
in expectation.
‘How it's come about I don't know !’ she
said in quick accents of fear. ys
police are all round the house, back and froat !”

CO. »8|C
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CHAPTER XI11
WITH THE FROZEN DEAD

For an imstant all scemed smitten hel
But that was just an occasion when T
was to be seen at his best. He ran his fingers
his singular crest of black hair.
‘ Lomas,' he said quictly to Jenny, * you
and | must make the best of being found here,
ut Will must be put away somewhere. Where,
Mrs Joyce? Hal Have you a place of cold

" cellar?  Butchers generally have.”
‘ 's the frozen cellar out u’thc back,
under the im has made,” said she,

.thu‘)

* That Id do,’ said he. *We must try
("

‘It's full,' said she, ‘of carcases—frozen
mutton. And everybody knows it's there.
Supposing they searched it and he was found !

cd! queer, wouldn't we?'

‘No; | won't run that risk ! " said Will, I
think I'd better try a cut and run out by the
back.’

Jenny gn his hand, silent but resolute,
whlc'l!m.booklﬁtlmd,mdm

-
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‘and they're knocking to get in.'

Townshend w:lkn:dtoge‘!be back window,
stooped low so that his shadow might not be
cast on the blind, lifted & corner of the blind
o e yollonms dea” wdl’ bi
CTWO e .’ :
“And there's a van —and & man loading it

“‘Them's the carcases of frozen mutton,’ said
Mrs Joyce, * Jim or one of the men takes them
out every Friday night and drive them down to
Hampton for Saturday’s business. He's begun
early to-night.’

‘lhl'exdﬁnnd'l‘owmhead. turning to her
sharply and standing erect, *The very thing—
;fh:?c.mm your man! Can you trust

‘What do yew think?' said Mrs Joyce.
‘With untold gold! He's my brother.’

Townshend bowed and shook her b'y the
hand. *That,’' said he, *is quite

‘lmkw‘;b:u!'nidadhtwbed'dl voice int:ltei:
ear, * t are we | ing to do
Aadwltnunljolly’::ll{goinggzn ? The
coppers have knocked once, and I'll have to go
mdrthedminnmim'

‘Mr Joyce,"” said Townshend, stepping for-

1

(‘)()\ '8'\}
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ward and laying a | forehi u the
Butcher Kingy': nch:&,'lh:s:'m !:l:.'

“Chuck it off, then !" said the King.

*Get Lomas down into your frozen cellar,
and get him carried out into that van "—pointing
his thumb towards the window—* like a carcase
" of dead meat.’

The Butcher King gaped a moment. Then
he swelled and almost exploded with laughter,
‘Oh, Jerusalem !’ he exclaimed. *What a
rse | hat a spree !’

‘Oh, I see!’” murmured Mrs Joyce. *‘I'll
put that right !’

‘ Well, look ye here, mister ! said the King,
h{ing his fat irxe; on Townshend's shirt-front.
‘I'll shove front winder first, and ask
what's the in' row. They'll say, of
course, they want to come in; and thea me
and you'll go down and talk to 'em. But what
about a toff being in my house—at this time o'
-igl;t?' Mr ] saud

‘1 was just going to say, Mr ce,” sa
Ta'mhto&‘l'g:\gddthyminum:ydywn

—hpﬁdcobeiathetown—md in.
And t Mrs Lomas being here: deals

with you ; she came to buy to-night ; you saw
her looking queer ; you asked in out of

'm)::tg' And
‘Ri are. uite right too. No
blmmumgbuin.inlln?'@

They hastened back to the front room, Will

and Jenny were standing together, holding hands

(‘){)\ '3IL‘
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in a pathetic attitude of farewell. Will looked
desperate, but half-melted with the grief of the
moment. Jenny was resolutely quiet, although
her eyes were wet with tears : she was of those
women in whom grief burns and scalds, and
from whom it does not pass off as a vapour.

“‘Whatam | to do?" asked Will at once. ‘1
can't think of anything for myself. I believe
I'ma fool !"

Another rat-tat-tat sounded on the street
door. While ] went to the window to
demand of the below what they wanted,
Townshend rapidly recited to Will the proposed
course of action. - .hn

*You'll to Ham that wa
casily, | dng:'—-ud 'i(m lombingm.’:
he added, with a flutter of his parts smile.
* There can find a ship or the train to take
mtol’:don. I shall be in London about as
soon as you; and remember I'm 2¢ Jermyn
Street.’
d;Right.'-id\lﬂill. Hel\dd::lthbhndon

i ‘I'm very much to
ldml'mnhdfeuow.orn‘:d ol
fellow. But this has turned me upside
and shaken up all the dregs in me, 30 to speak.
If 1 haven't seemed vt:yh'tﬁd'ul to it's
because 1 don't know ymlwmlm
about me.’

‘Not another word, my dear lad,” said Town-
shend. *‘We haven't time; and we'll meet
agin soon.’

C\)\ »310



132 Tue Goupex Toorn

‘Come along |’ said ] moving his
bulk from the window tootr::’doa. e

Will and Jenny were close in one last em-
brace, Then they clasped hands.

“‘I'm not l‘dngto despair, Will," said Jenny,
bravely. ‘I'm going to help to clear this up.
Don't you despair.  And good luck to you.'

Will could not speak. He turned blindly
aAway.

‘Write to me!’ said Jenny. Will nodded
and bit his Lips to keep down the fierce, re-

* Through me,’ said Townshend. * That will
be safest.’

The Butcher King led the way downstairs,
lollouedby‘fmnbend,uﬂtbeulyMu oyce
and Will. The inner entrance to the frozen
cellar was by a in the that led
to the kitchen. To Mrs Joyce was left the task
of Will's disposal, and when they reached the

ye gue.
*This is Friday night, Mr Inspector,” said the
Butcher, with an answering touch of injury,

GO »3Ic
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‘and I'm busy getting the meat out to Hampton
for to-morrow. | was in the cold storeroom
and didn't hear you till the missus come and said
somebody’s a-knocking. Well, now, Mr In-
spector, wot's the row? I've 'ad your men
to-night already, dodging in and out o' my
oors like clowns in a pantermime.’

‘I've a search-warrant, Mr Joyce,” said the

*Oh, you ‘ave, "ave yer? Well, I'd like to
sce that there search-warrant, [ believe I've a
right to, ain't I? An Englishman’s "ouse is his
castle, ain’t it?"’
sovwecnl the Tapeci' ;. sl e proguced
unfolded, and presented it. e

Joyce spent s | as bhe could in the

attempt to make it out, that he might
gamn time. * ., said he, “if | can make ‘ead
or tail of it! Mr Townshend,' he called,
‘cast your optic over that; it's more in your
line than mine.’

Townshend went forward, and after a cere-
monious bow to the Inspector took the
warrant from Joyce's hand with an indulgent

‘Is this Mr Townshend?' asked the In-

or, with deferential, calculating eye upon
the stranger.

‘Yes,” answered Joyce, while Townshend
himself gave no sign of attention except a
lifting of the eyelid. *He's an old friend o

(‘)() \ '8[\)
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mine down from London ; "appened to be in
the town and in to see me.'

* That's quite y Joyce,” said Townshend,
handing back the warrant as if he had mot
heard remarks about himself,

‘1 have heard, Mr Townshend,” said the
lmpeuor ‘that you are very much interested
in this young man Lomas.’

‘ Very must interested in the whole affair—
impersonally, of course,” said Townshend, care-
lessly, but with runnrhbk resonance of tone.

Then, screwing lanﬁmlyoahueye.be
looknduadd u , shaking his
head slowly. 'Ata officer of the de-

tective micelvcmweto say it's a d
case than most m scem to think.
haven't to t tom of it yet, by my
means. wntormo——a you
autolookmcupatthc rottesley Arms to-
MOCTOw MOorming.

‘Thank ye,’ said the Inspector, with less
suspicion and more respect in his tone; ‘if |
banumclnll But I must attend to this
m

ou Mr lns or,' said the
Butcher lI Ple'l‘: tumed and
rolled ul: front. into :he house, was'dfthe In-
spector, leaving on ollowed
;’t:‘htd\emtm Thcygmeupoa the

ping open above the frozen cellar,
Tt::“" 2 That's wbmlkeepomy

flock. I'm a blooming shepherd, [ am. | was

(‘)ﬁ)\ '8'\)
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shepherding when first dome
S :doub':. Wnnt":; do'ntz:
any on you? ~All right. you don’t let
none o' my sheep out. Holhol And when
sirs, don’t you wake the baby—
that's all. Ho! ho!" :m -

The Inspector sent two i men stum
downthmp.whﬂehzhim-dfudduth‘i:s
climbed the stairs,

“'Adn’t no idea you'd been a “tec, sir," said
Joyce, lowering his husky voice when he stood
alone with Townshend.

“1 haven't,’ said Townshend, while his odd
smile fluttered under his moustache. * Thae,
of course, between ourselves, ll\mfomdit
md’ultnthnbmmtouy ; that's all’

‘I'm sure!’ andd\eButdur King. *But

s they find out you ain't?’
P?goymthak.MrJOY% said Townshend,
“ they'll ever go to that trouble? That would

o:saoou—ud d think after
"‘P" hearing mc,o m’d ‘hnd::;

?.

Rglu you are : they wouldn't!’ answered
oyee, after considering him an instant. * "Tec?
tbcy'dnytothanelm Yes, "tec of a swell sort.’

‘Exactly,” said Townshend, with a carcless
flick of loftiness in his manner. *Hadn't we
better go down and see how the sheep are?’

"lmlyl' said Joyce, and squeezed himself

T lw:th:m Consequently they
hcy m

CO. »8|C
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were pretty casy about Will Lomas. Yet
ah:lolnte security was impossible while he was
still on the ises. It was a strange scene
Mopung::fom them, and the air when
once they were in the midst of it had the chill
of a frosty day of haze. And haze there was
hnmtingthehmolthuunnﬁhllofdm
Two dim lanterns burning on the ficor made a
dismal and ghastly show of the rows of frozen
carcases swathed in alico.mdhnsinguiﬂ'
:rombd:oluintbe ceiling. The ru:hhght
shadows upwards in 1At
bl‘::ondnwl\iee roof, and inauudm lbeg:?}
effect of dut(lli‘. Anm&qu, ’ k
gba-d! e two were prow
.shpa ling

out of love with their occupation.

Their uniforms were as with P
truly, with the bloom of frost which they had
brushed off the carcases in their

“They're cold company |” exclaimed Town-
shend with a shiver.

*They are, indeed, sir," echoed a policeman.
*Shouldn't like to spend a night here !’

But Townshend was thinking of the frozen,
deadly plight of Will Lomas in the covered van
and in close contact with those ghostly carcases.

They arrived at the other end, and ¢
into the open air. Two policemen were moving
to and fro to keep themselves warm ; and the
Butcher King's assistant (the brother of the
Butcher Queen) was chaining up the back-door
of the van.

CO\ »3'0
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*Got all flock, Joe? " said Joyce, lightly.

“Yes, juz.o'wmwend Joe. '({a 'anh‘all—

one.’'

“Well, Joe," said Joyce, * you'd better put the
‘osses in, and be off. I'll bring you a of
tiddley to keep the cold out. It's wonderful,’
said he, looking round upon Townshend and
the policemen, * how chilly you feel with them
frozen chaps behind M(’

‘Cold company!” mid Townshend aguin
wit;aabim. _— ey

ive minutes later the s were
nudtbep-itofbaw—‘gog:.' as butchers’
horses always are—burst away through
Wrottesley with their frozen load to Hampton,

CHAPTER X1V

THREE EFISODES

Corp company, indeed] When Will Lomas,
hdm.htmchodmmmhmm
frozen cellar by the intrepid But Queen he
fdtd\illedabn’nthcmbrmofdulb;udit
certainl ve him no ructio:eofwmh
to thin he was going to t ed
imo-fctyoooeofo.thtnn‘ oﬁﬂ:m
ghastly shapes that peopled the underground

(‘.0. .310
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storercom. But he did not hesitate to go
through with it. How could he? It seemed
his only chance—and a good onme.

When Mrs Joyce's brother Joe came down
the outer steps for another carcase, she
beckoned him.,

* Joe,” she whispered, ‘}anmtukcthis
m.daun with you to pton like one o'

Joe looked puzzled, although he was a
swarthy giant who looked strong enough to
carey (whombutahght horseman)
jll the way to Hun&on h:n b.ck“d Mrs

"P“"! explained the position,
é’: cbea'fully. and said, * All right.
‘Wcmmtchanocul whispered Mrs Joyce.
"Il be ready for mext turn but one.

Thznm half-frozen calico wrappers
at hand, which had been stripped from carcases
drcdymtup,soldmdeuen Mrs Joyce took
two of them. By her direction Will stripped
to his shirt and drawers, so that he might pack
as slim as possible, and might not show dark
M the thin calico ; |be drcw om his

onc of the
flxke an but mthonl
or head and hands to come t h.
mn‘d.u gave him a stick togmph'win
fists over his head.

‘Now hang on a bit to one o' them hooks |*

sad she.

(:()\ 'SIC
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Will, who could see vaguely h the
calico, suspended himself from the hook by the
stick he grasped. Mrs Joyce then with 7::
expedition trussed his legs up, tyinm
back against his thighs, and binding limbs
together, Then t':cchdm.:mah«hp;::

1co wrappers, which met over
upper one. And Lomas hung like a great
frozen sheep—not exactly like the real article,
but sufficiently like to pass.

‘Ready ?' wlnsﬁ:d Joe, returning from
his second load. J nodded.  * Keep
stiff," said Joe, and hoisted his new load upon his
back. *By Gum !’ he murmured at its weight,
but he gave it another hitch up and
steadily forth,

Mbr:ajoyadidmdanto.howwtom
the y deposited in the van, Bat, -riag to
herself to quiet her fears, * He'll be al r;‘lt,.
he'll be all right,’ she fled upstairs to look from
the back window. And Joe climbed manfully
and briskly up d\e:;riatodteomdrmd

icemen.

the of the
'Ehstmlpmtyb'g'un.'-idooeoldn
| oldanhl-lexput.y. said Joe, turning and
“ An old ram, ' said Joe, 1
pushing his burden from his back into the
van, and thereafter climbi to haul it
further in as he had regularly with the
others.

Will Lomas lay with the cold company that
filled the van till he was chilled to the marrow

o
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and nllrl;dm well;ut upon tbeh“daened
country . Then Joe slit :
wrappage and handed him hnopﬁmuk d‘m
liquor to taste. Thereafter his rehabilitation asa
man was casy ; for Joe had ht his discarded
garments with his own wraps. Joe drove on,
and Will ran for a while to restore his circulation
to & healthy glow-—ran beside the horses—and
mounted into the van, and then after a chilh;z
interval descended and ran again—
still forward to meet the troubles that lurked
ahead. If we only knew all the troubles and
ils that liec before us—the heartaches and the
the toil and the poverty, the back-
aches and the falls—how very little running we
should make, how very little progress at all! But,
happily, no man can tell nor prophet reveal what
the future will be, and therefore it is of no ac-
count till it has passed through the fire of the
present and become the past.
Thustheg‘d&c:mhﬁed in, and after
exploring high and low they retired.  Mr Town-
shend withdrew at the same time, to make plain
to all who cared to comsider the points that he
was in no way particularly concerned in the man
who had escaped from the gaol, and that he was
i;.no eollbu:'mit‘l;c thln man’s wife, Out u::;
street nspector an elegant
friendly farewell, and hoped he would be able
to all on the morrow at the Wrottesley
Arms,

Google
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‘Early as possible,’ said he ; ‘for if I'm not
by twelve—you know the ways of hotels—
m!ormbuday. And a retired
mdmad'i e myself cannot afford to spend money
y-'
These all gone, the lonely and grief-stricken
but still brave Jenny uttered her itude to
ladMnevo’u or their kindness
her dear Will and herself, while these two
simple and ingenuous creatures, suffused with
aﬁsﬁcﬁonofoomcim—ora:‘l:t with the
consciousness (always pleasing) ing given
a helping hand to mk:‘md nud:ua‘fg(:l of
the strong—exclaimed in uniliux‘:ad Jdibe
a?bcn-mcnt. ‘ Noasense, my ! Notat
all!®
‘1 can mever, never forget it ]’ said Jenny,
with tears in her eyes and a lump in ber throat.
“*And I'm sure Will never can !’
‘Good luck to him!" cried the Butcher,
boisterously, but unnecessarily blowing his nose.

we'll shake hands again with you and him to-

P"'%:);Iblal my.dml'uidMn#oy?e,
ou're

and kissed Y '::d eﬁn:n. . .
, and an't to thi to have
.'ﬁ“ t?n upon you ! B?t"you have
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King. ‘As | alwayssays—don't I, my dear?—
your’eomplaioa may be yaller, but your "cart’s
rosy !’

“Go along with you!' exclsimed Emma,
adminastering a .

Thus with an attempt at playfulness they
?zdtbcgoingof:hcir ,and the Butcher

ing insisted upon ucting her to the door

ol'bcrl::fug,

Arrived in her bare and lonely room, Jenny
m'c way to the fecling of desolation which she
kept back all the evening. Even with Will
in prison, with trial and possible condemnation
impending over him, she had felt less alone
than now—when he had disappeared into the
wide and unknown world, an esca Friooocr,
mtforbyhuudndlof l:fe cet and
as in a monstrous terrible game of
blind man's buff | She thought of the extra-
ordinary revolution in her condition which a

few weeks——nay, more, which a few da
ht; and she wondered at herself, A
o Wi s e R
memories parsonage , wit
n:ag:l:‘ ':gouglu of her duty to Lady Morton,
but over and above all with a suffusion of
romantic love for her brave and handsome
soldier sweetheart. Now she was a new
creature : she was altogether cut off from that
, which was now to her merely as if she
mdrnmedit. She was a wife—and not a
wife—with the promise of conjugal bliss and

GO nglc
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wdded&om h:uty snatched unexpectedly and cruelly
But in the midst of this astonishment and
bewilderment with her new desolate condition,
while she lay on her bed quaking with sobs, by
a sudden revulsion of feeling she turned all her
d::huu}n Txh y to her lover, her husband,

eri onhonel.depectedmddupenu
upontb?hnmdw!ndynpdﬁk Dear
heart! How must he feel—torn from her,
udfmhnbopuddnfmtb%namof
misunderstandi injustice | true
oometlmugofthe tenderness and compassion of
nmothtrmdjennymlmm She

Will—her husband |
(Hmr cbanhgnthc word, and kept it
warm in her heart |) He had meant her no
harm, and had done her none. But resentment
—udlmg resentment—Aflled her against the
unknown criminal or criminals, for w deed
he was suffering, and with resentment

molunon. ¢ op
to herself, *I'm
tobcaull {mgotawaquofa 80“‘!Q
huhai fncmooldm mdlben

(:()\ 'SIC
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love ! 1 wish no harm to any man, woman, or
child in the world, but better than aayone or
anything oa earth | love my own dear, my
cruelly unfortunate husband, Will ; and, seci
that he is in no position to do himself justice,
to clear hi fwmtbcawﬁnldwguhuh.su
over him, 1 hereby ise and swear to do all
that in me lies to justice for him, to be
secret and cunning resolute to find out
thing\mglumtord‘::“o;tomin my
secrecy or in my search, can out m
hand and la ityontbe apep:omrlz
m’tm|dm n’:thhlmdmwin
writi may ever have my cath before
m.m%.rnm' d 4
Next morning Mr Townshend sat over the
remains of his in the coffec-rcom of
the Wrottesley Arms—sat smiling at a very
long and lurid account of * The Daring Escape.
of a Murderer from Gaol.” It was in the local
weekly newspaper ; and it was set forth in what
tlemen of the Press know as * Reporter's
ish.'! For the true reporter always writes
at top of his voice, 80 to say ; he uses
as long and s many words as possible in de-
scribing any thing or any incident. For
instance, when he means ‘fire” he prefers
to write ‘the devouring clement,” and when
he means ‘murder ' he must describe it as a
‘shocking tragedy,’ or a *horrible and brutal
crime.” Townshend sat thus, amused with

GO« .3|c
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the reporter’s writing, and wondering if the
Police 1 or 'onzld visit him—'g

he would, for he believed he might make some
use of him ; and Mr T never avoided
even 3 doubtful acquaintance if he thought he
Mhea d\eml him useful-~he sat thus, then,
w nspector’s card was brought to him
by the waiter : * Inspector Mellish."

Wics the Tasawor " he received

or e
him as ome m“‘?"“ dm might t
another—with an casy mannmer of fnald}m':o
Ve et found look

¢ ou've found time to in,
Mr ﬁydbs:b ghdlngointotbemokiq—
room? There'll be nobody in at this hour,
and I don't like to miss my morning smoke,
though for that matter I don't like to miss
any of my smokes, Eh? Shall we smoke?’

‘If you hke, Mr Townshend,' answered
_the Inspector, freely. *I'm a smoker.’

‘I'm glad of that,’ said Townshend, as if it
were & new bond between them. Then, as he
led the way, he recited, half to himself, and
w.w)—

‘4 Sweet when the morn s grey
Sweet when they've cleared awsy

Lunch, and at of day
Pomibly swectest, ™'

“ A pipe it means,” said the Inspector,  Yes.

Very peetty.’ .

(:()\ '8'\)
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‘Pipc or o&r tobacco, ulent,’ said Mr
sat down he
mduoadl ol'eudtht nspector
recommcad them,” sasd e,
took one, and Townshend
humclftook another ; for, though he commonly
consumed aguetta,hesmokedndgn when
he was a little doubtful of his company and
wuhdtonmpo-ehumelf
‘You've seen that, I suppose?’ said Town.
shend, when the cigars were alight.  He pointed
to the heading in the paper which had
ht in wit lum—"‘ ng Escape of a
erer.” That's a pretty case of con-

m&mtu?'

1 or turned on him an eye of
question was a test. Was the

rn&o;c(ct qmte spry and instructed and wp

‘mpnmtbumpedunonp«wcd

murderer,’ Inowubmd ‘and it's
eomcu\?c to him by that name
yet,mtu?'

‘Oh, yes,” said Mr Mellish. “] see what
you mean. Of course it is.”

Then Townshend made up his mind that
the Inspector was a solemn ass, and that, there-
fore, he would suit his purpose. After some
funhet talk about nothing in particular he

out his business,

‘Now, Mr Mellish," said be, * zonnnoﬁc:r
of wide and waried experience.” Mr Mellish,

(:()\ '8'0
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with an important air, allowed that he had seen
and known a few things in his time. * What,’
continued Townshend, fixing his cyeglass, lean-
ing back as if to get the Inspector well into focus,
and then smiling with his ing flutter of the
lip, * what do you think of this Kesteven case?
Pretty queer and cranky, isn’t it? Of course
mhnhﬂnohmdwi or it would have
ed very much less queer by this time.’
i IR Bl S e
mouth, ng
from his cgar, and plainly repudiating all re-
sponsibility for the way the case had
which, we may be sure, it had mot occurred to
himtothinkmmyhtthaonlyn’. ‘And,

between you and me, Mr T . be added,
with vigour, * the Inspector at Dingley is an ass
—a common d , sir.’

‘I'm glad,’ said Townshend, ‘that you con-
firm my own impression. Because,” he continued,
leaning forward as in confidence, ' I made a small
di which 1 did not think it worth while
to to Inspector What's-his-name. You'll
sce the value of it, however,” said he, with a
sufficient emphasis on the you. *‘Look at that.'
He l?'o'ndh”du golden-bound too‘f: h;hd.? he
took from his waistcoat pocket. *
make of that?’ ™

‘A false tooth broken off a gol‘:!luc.'dd
Inspector Mellish, turning it over and over,

‘Mr Mellish,nmofdumoyition.'
sasid Townshend, in a tone which implied

(:()\ '8|L‘
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* Where two very smart fellows like you and me
turn our attemtion to amything we must agree.’
“Now," he continued, * where I find that?'

Mr Mellish fixed his cyes on Townshend's
mouth. *Oh, no, not mine,' said Townshend.
‘I have my own. See.' And he lifted his
peaching eut Mo focuagee tnd Cnphadiing auc

out
I‘“hm‘cm the Inspector's m t;:
where they found Kesteven—found it the very
next morning, trodden into the dirt |’

‘You doa't say so!’ observed the Inspector,
again looking at the tooth.

‘*That,’ sasd Townshend, ‘is not out of
Kesteven's mouth nor out of Lomas’s; out
of whose, then?'

“‘Ah!” said Mr Mdm.bﬁ.m..m.Y

‘We are agreed again, Mr hsh, You're
the man touketh.ftuup,mdmk it out. |
keep the tooth for the present, till we find the
owner ; | hand the business over to you. It
will be worth your while. I have it on authority,
which | am not at t at liberty to reveal,
that a very wiﬂ.be rew;rd—h: hundred

OF 80— offered for t
gfwd;.:'ral murderer of Kesteven.' oovery

The astonishment in the Inspector’s eye was
lighted up by a covetous gleam. *You don't
mean Lomas, of course ? * said be,

* Agreed again,'-said Townshend, with his odd
smile. *We don’t mean Lomas, of course.”

They talked & little further, and then the

(:()\ '8'0
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I or took his leave, in the belief that he

nkindofmdu:geofdul(uumm
on anew issue, When he was Townshend
laughed softly to himself, he reviewed his
conversation ; and 2 little later he bestirred
humlnontmto&nbmglq

He looked around the smoking-room to find

a time-table to seek out a train. He found
Brldshaw for the Wrottesley Arms was an
old and responsible inn that plainly could not
countenance such easy and make-shift guides
to trains as the A, B, C. But Townshend was
ubomemth&uhlnw,mdbetmadsth‘;gu
over, knowing what he was sbout ly
he came upon something which made him pause.
Between the pages devoted to the main line
trains of the railway which served both
Wrotuslcyladﬁut \ hefonud.uif
placed like a bookmark, the ordinary * Certifi-
cate of Posting of 2 Registered Postal Packet.’
It was folded wise, and in mere carcless
curiosity he unfi it, and read, It bore
reference to something rqmeredud
to Cmck,Deomt,%:Bmpton
London,’ it date stamp of
‘Wrottesley, October 1st,” That was the
very day after the murder of Mr Kesteven.
All his suspicions were roused like a flight

ofbu'da
!" he exclaimed to himself, put-

:itln ﬂmydnpmhapockct ‘I am in
's own way|

(‘)()\ '3' O
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CHAPTER XV
ONE HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD

Mz Townsuenp's discovery of that certificate of
postal registration him to thought and
speculation. At the risk of losing the train that
he had looked out, he sat down by the smoking-
room ﬁnmdngsm rolling himself ac}amu
with an abst eye upon the gently-licking
flames. His view of the situation neceded ar-

ment. He had little doubt but that he

‘spotted * again the owner of the golden
tooth ; and being a methodical man with all
his mystery, he took out his pocket-book and
pencil to sct before himself the points to be de-
duced from his iscovery.

“1. Owner of G.T.,' he wrote, *is well-to-
do." (That was plain before ; for only a well-
to-do person would have a gold-fixed tooth, or
a golden plate of teeth in his mouth.)

“ 2. That night he made his way to Wrottesley
—by road or rail.' (He rose and consulted
the time-table to judge if it were possible to catch
a train to Wrottesley at the supposed hour. It
was possible.)

‘3. He came to this hotel and put up for the
night. Note.—Perhaps he had been staying here.

*4. Next day, bly early, he went out to
the Post Office to send to the dentist his broken

tooth-plate.

(:()\ '8|C
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‘5. Did not go away at once, probably : else
y';,s-m the ‘toootb-glm instead of ynking
it .

‘6. Probably kept his room all day-—because
he could not eat well, and his mouth was
unsightly.

*7. Probably got his teeth back next day, or
day after.’

e reconsidered these points, thought he
could add nothing to them, and shut his pocket-
booh:i; He congratulated himself lnv.is
made the acquaintance of | mh.
he stepped out in the hope of finding him at the
police-station. He found the Inspector, showed
and handed over to him his discovery (having
first made a note of the dentist’s address for his
own use), and requested him to make such and
such inquiries in the Wrottesley Arms at his
lessure, and with all discretion.

On re-entering the hall of the hotel, he found
his way obstructed by baggage-—male
plainly—and without he looked at
name and destination. ¢ read—* Captain
Cathcart, passenger to Waterloo."

‘Going to catch the 10.507" he asked care-
my 2 hotel porter who fussed across the

‘ Yes, sir,’ said the porter.

Townshend coolly turmed on his heel and
passed out again. He went to the Post Office,
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‘Captain  Cathcart b( to.50 to Waterloo.
Keep eye on.  Also little man with black patch
over left eye on north side of Strand cvery
evening between cight and half-past,
‘Townsuenp.'

That telegram he addressed plainly to the
Eivue office in Londoa of his fria:d.?upedor
itthgjohn. Then be returned to the hotel to
his Gladstone bag ; and a very few minutes
he was on his way back to East Dingley.
When he had told Inspector Mellish that a
considerable reward was about to be offered for
the discovery of the actual murderer of Mr
Kesteven, it was merely the utterance of a
notion that had risen upon him at the moment.
He felt he was now responsible for it, and must
prepare to give it concrete shape. Therefore,
when he was again within the homely and hos-
pitable doors of *The Book in Hand,” he im-
mediately set himself to accom uhhupuryone
He first drew up on a sheet of foolscap a form
of * Proclamation of Reward,” and then he lit a
agar and looked around him.
It was Saturday, and a pretty busy day in
East Dingley and at the inn. l!mmuo/tbe
i and tradesmen of the village were
bustling to and fro; and Townshend scized
the opportunity of taking them confidentially by
the button, exhibiting his sheet of foolscap.
He imposed himself and his opinion
everyone, from Parsons, his host, to the

(:()\ 'Slc
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who had sold Will Lomas the woven steel cane,
and who had always been of opinion that if the
formidable had been used upon Kesteven
':{m!dhnc neaome‘_-gn bcthz oouu:'t
ewutogemhunn] (* I'll be responsible
for fifty pounds,’ he said), and 30 cloquent and
convincing that each one plunged - his hand
prom ulhu

lfd yet," said Towmbmd, putting forth
a restraining finger. ‘I want no more than

r promise now. Your name here; that’s
right, Focdmm.'emymaeedtbe
money. The real man may never be found ;
or," he added, in his lofticst and most mysterious
manner, ‘Il may find him myself; and of
eou;nlmldntclmmmdznwud All T want
to doat nt is to € an impression——to
mkci(matthntbcremlouof
whodoo'(belicveWillLonmtobc the guilty
man.'
Allthcmmabungmdowathubelhoqht
obtainable or necessary, he buttoned his f
into his inner pocket and prepared to visit Mrs
Kesteven, He had to inform the lady of Jenny
Lomas's desire to be her companion ; and he
meant to mduponlmzobcmaugmy
of his ‘ Proclamation of Reward." He was in
haste (mbcb;:rhed::mnnzm‘hp that

t therefore, he bargained with Parsons
tno‘:e)c.lnven to Sainton Park and back.

In less than half an hour the door of Sainton
House was opened by the shaky old butler,

(:()\ '8'0
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He looked at Townshend as if he would say,
‘*What? You again?' But in answer to the
question, Was Kesteven at home? he
replied promptly, * Yes, sir,' and to the mext
question if she might be seen, he answered, “ I'll
inquire, sir.’

2 Kesteven b‘f:mved her visitor with no
i ise, rather with an ce
of cordiabty, S

‘ How of you,' she said, “to visit

me again !'WM , and the sound of

your voice, make me better. Don't you

think,' she asked insinuatingly, ‘that the

dptcma.of a stronger hpenon? than yourself
ways gives strength ?’

‘Uy, Mtyswl(atem,'nid he, in his de-
liberate, resomant voice, ‘I don't kmow, |
have never tried.’

“Ah,’ said she, archly, ‘is not that—well,
rather conceited? You mean, you arc strong
youndf—.-you don't believe there is anyone

‘No,” he answered, without embarrassment,
flashing the light of his eyeglass upon her. *It
simply means I have not the pleasure of
meeting that person——although I have known in
my time a many interesting and charming
E:pk.' he made a gentle, complimentary

‘1 mb;rmm Townshend,' she added,
shaki ‘ are strong !
‘1 have no mli,"mr.'?mm' he re-

(:()\ '8IC
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sponded, lightly touching her hand with his,
“that | lu.‘n my weaknesses, my vulnerable
—the heel of Achilles, . Bat

“You do?" said she, with a pretended touch
of in her voice, but with a sincere touch
of relsef which she could not : %0, at
least, Townshend thought. *Well, I shall not

' Bat he not make out
ikely to have had any hand in

Both clever and reckless,” said he. *But he
K not endure the loss of his freedom, and
he had no belief that his trial would clear him.'

‘Ru%l' said she, with fixed attention.
“Poor fellow! And what about that poor girl,
Miss Wren—Mrs Lomas, | should say?
You have been in Wrottesley and seen her, Mr
Townshend ?*

£
4
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say she would like to serve you in the sane
capacity as she has served Lady Morton.'

‘Except that Lady Morton is bed-ridden,’
said Mrs Kesteven. *‘She will not find me
a tyrant.'

‘I am sure she will not,’ said Townshend,
with another bow of compliment.

‘Well," added Mrs Kesteven, *let the dear
5itlmatoooc. This very day if she cn.

er will be so as to to
berh":'bc,w she cominﬁ: “will

suit both me Mrs Lomas; we both need
company and coasolation,’

‘1 shall telegraph to her, certainly,” said
Townshend, putting his hand in his inner
pocket, as if he would make a note of the
telegram to be sent.  Instead, he wed Mrs
Kesteven by drawing forth a f sheet
of foolscap. I have " said he, * something
you ought to take an interest in, Mrs Kesteven.'

‘A subscription hst for some chanty?'
queried she, quickly. *Or a memorial ?’

*Well," said he with his characteristic smile
lifting his moustache, ‘scarcely the one or the
other. Only another manifestation of sympathy
with that unfortunate man
Many of his friends in age and round
about are convinced of his innocence., I, also,
as you know, am coavinced of his innocence.
It has, therefore, fallen to me to prepare this—
er—document, which has been s :}:r"uy
or thirty respectable persons. We , you

(:()\ '3'0
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see,’ he continued, laying the paper before
ber'nreﬂrdofsbungdndpouudtm?um
information as will Jead to the dmovery and
eamcttoe of the real murderer of you I

make m responsible for lhlftheunm and 1
think, Km:a, you will put your hand to
it also,’

‘Me?' she exclaimed suddenly, as with a
sense of shock. Up to that atabelud
listened, musing, ;:'t'l‘y dwmd ﬁl:auug
perplexity went evide to in
mind. ‘How can [—?" she began, and then

Ot . e
ow can you not?’ said Townshend.

'l'!munoueedforthemooeyyet It may
never be needed, as you know ; the real
mtdmmymbefmd. The value of
this is in the fact that we all show we, at least,
donotb:’l'i':vvcw“dbonnu‘gmlt.h That is sure
to ease ice nst him—especiall
mhymnn;’:qadded—?:! myladothentt’:
think as we do.’

‘I see,’ said she. But she was still uncon-
vinced ; she still held off.

‘Petmtmctopant out, besides,’ said Town-
shend, clearly and deliberately, “that if you do
nocpnnyonr name to this it will not be

merely albucnuon.ltmllbeuken
to be all tbemuuf reall
uothtruumultosc "lirml’ bjm
in the guilt of Lomas,” and dutwhsklmmfeu
living with you!’

CU. »3[0
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‘Tseel I sce!l” said she, with a quick look
which plainly declared, * You have caught me !’
She continued rapidly, * That would not do at
all. And, as you say, with his wife in my house,
Yes, I'll sign.’ AJobetookupa and wrote
innbdd.durhmd.‘MuguetK':evea.'

“It will do no harm,” said Townshend,
y, as she folded the foolscap away. *On
contrary.” He rose, button: 13 coat,

He glanced at the mantel-clock. ""‘ql’nmeistbe
warp of life!"" he quoted, with a smile. *I'll

hto Mrs Lomas; and,” said he, while
he | Mrs Kesteven's hand, ‘if you should
wia:’::mmuniute with u;e.eitbet fr?'mlkn
or when you come to town, | am-—2¢ Jermyn

Lm:-thu ight he walked upstairs to his

might u to
rooms in Jermyn Street.  His door was opened
by the ever-faithful and ever-watchful Mortimer.

‘Well, Mortimer," said be, wiping his feet
zdtt;:m. mdw:dkingpluom:y & if he

a couple ‘anythi
ha ’mf\nyo{scaned?' .
othing much, Markis,' said Mortimer.
‘Mr Littiejohn's been here—about an hour
ago, sir.’

(:()\ '3'\‘
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CHAPTER XVI
JENNY MEARS A SECRET

IT was the middle of the afternoon when Jenny
Lomas received Mr Townshend's telegram.
id not sit down and debate with herself
whether it would be right and proper to do this
or that, whether, for instance, she ought to
descend upon Mrs Kesteven that very night,
since it was Saturday; she merely stood an
instant with the t in her hand, and
resolved that she g':.“lbuemnodu'
She bed the sight
she had very little packing
very litthe money in her
cared

ad
that she to spend uselesaly.
gsbetnlkzdoutu once to the Post Office to

send a telegram to Mrs Kesteven, announcing
her intention of taking up her duty as com-
panion that very night.

When she entered the Post Office she was
struck with ise to find Miss Lomas, Will's
aunt, there, ing some inquiry at the
counter which seemed wmmqu much as
it bothered the busy clerk.

“‘Oh, Miss Lomas!® exclaimed Jenny at
sight of her.

Miss Lomas turned quickly. “Oh, my dear I*
she said, with a of relief, ‘lmgmt
asking after your address. 1 thought the Post

Goe .3Ic
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Office knew everybody's address,” she added,
ing a glance of rebuke at the clerk.

The clerk smiled, and flashed back a look at
enny which plainly meant that the Post Office
ooulJmkeepiuialmdtbeaddm of every
unknown person, however pretty and otherwise
interesting.

* Wait 2 moment,’ said Jenny to Miss Lomas,

‘and I'll go with you.'

Miss Lomss made no inquiry sbout the
telegram she saw Jeany write. Not that she
was wanting in curiosity, but she was preoccupied
and nervous and distressed.

When they were out in the street, Jenny

“ Of course you know about Will?*

‘I just read it in the paper this morning ;
and | came away here—to find you, my dear—
as soon as ever | could get away. I couldn't
get away at once, for—dcar, dear,—my brother
15 in has bed with the rheumatism, and I'm
hardly able to be about myself. Troubles are
like cdouds in the sky ; there's hardly ever one
by itself.’

‘Have you been ill, too?" asked Jenny in
s hy.

::l’ ue\lrer mi:ii' about me,’ -idBmWi!l's aunt,

ly.  “1 was silly to say it. ou ma
hanbauwooderingtha’ymharlnwgb{
about us. I've been thinking of you, though,
mzdar. And what are you going to do now
he's gone? He'll not better himself, nor you
cither, with his going—will he? | can't make

£k
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it out myself ; I'm that mixed about it. But, oh,

poor, thi lnnyoulmnooonyforl
g-d,udmbe n‘youemmetmd\haml'

‘You mustn’t -ytlnt!' said Jenny, with
‘And, leue.youlmntntpuymc.
can'® hase |

it. yondontmtm-aeme
cry in the street, do you?' she said, with a
piteous smile.

'Wdl. I won't,” said Miss Lomas, *‘And
Ill just say plump out that we'd take it kind
and right in you if you'd come and stay at
Holly mh there's neither rhyme nor reason
in your staying any longer in tlm town-—besides
that you must hate the sight of it, and the folk
in it. wid J

‘I'm not going here,’ enn
‘I‘mluvmg‘t:n t. Iveryhndofyoyu
to invite me to Holly Bmh but an«l
to go to Mrs Kesteven.'

MmLon-sst dead and turned on
Lnys_rn ¢ of both amazement and

i euem?' she exclaimed,
‘Never !’

‘Yes, indeed,’ said Jenny. ‘She has asked
me—"'

“She’s asked you!l’

‘Yes. And I'm going.’

‘You're gomg!

‘As  companion—as 1 was with Lady
Morton.'

‘Well, well " exclaimed Miss Lomas, walk-
ing on. ‘Tbethingsdmdohppenl’
L

(:t). .3lc
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‘But I'm not going,' said Jenny, ‘merely
because she has ssked me. Mr ‘l!wmbeud
believes, and [ believe, that she knows more
she has told about the death of Mr
Kesteven, and I'm going to find out—if I
can—what there is to know.”

‘Lord love you!'said Miss Lomas. *You
may find out more than xin for.
There's a deal to find out in that house.'

* Do you know the house well, then, auntie?’
asked Jenny.

‘Oh, I know the house pretty well," said
Mlsl.omu. and them that’s lived in it.”

‘I've always wondered wh the l(m
scemed to dislike Will so, Leaay.

1

Never! And now xts come to tlm—md
Godkmmwlmllbctlnendl’ She sucked

in a sigh, with a catch of the throat,

uaf h:sgbmght mtoaoob.
Jenny's lodgings. When

thcymmjenny ‘lunam:yon

mldhkeadmpofta,wntw

‘Oh, that I would, my dear|” said Miss
Lomas with relief and without hesitation.
‘I'm that shaken, a cup will do me good!
~and you, too!" And agzin she uttered a
long and tremulous sigh.



Jenny HEaRs A Seoner 163

Jenny had a fire in her single room, and
alldnmynpp-nmformlkingm.
Jenny had t ht that a kindly conces-
sion of her landlady ; but she little understood

ng-house usage. With remarkable unan-
m, tftheremuTndeUlumof

them, landhdm have
'hnleunlel::sum musthnethar
tea (and other things) for them, female

lodgers must make tea (and other things) for
themselves. There is doubtless a p&oplic

reason at the root of the arrangement, but on a
casual view it scems due to nothing else than
the ing meanness with which one woman
15 all too commonly ready to treat another. At
anyrate, ]enn hkedtomkcbermca,md
lheuudcnmdeftly and swiftly, so that
Miss Lomas was moved to admiration and

‘To see you, my dear,” said she, ‘makes
me think how you ht to be in a house of
your own |-—neat pretty like !
And you're here !in a little lodging !
And where is he? Oh, where's he, my poor,

Jenny stopped suddenly in berp'xnnou.
She stood quite still with her | lundlY
e. ‘Xou

clenched, and went deathl
mustn't | oh, mustn't | {cantdnllon
these things. If I didn't stuff them away behind
me—down out of sight and thought—I should
gomad| I should go out and drown myself I

(:()\ '3'&‘
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‘Oh, don't do that! Don’t do that!’
exclaimed Miss Lomas, looking white and
terrified in her turn, ‘It would be the death
of him, too! That I know!"'

‘Auntie,’ said Jenny with sudden energy,
‘do you believe f!:God'o justice? Do you
believe that a firm, determined purpose, with
God's help, can find out the truth? 1 do!
Read what I wrote last night—after | scen
the last of my dear for the present.’

Miss Lomas read the cath which Jenny had
written in her diary. When she had read, she
slipped to her knees, remained still a second or
two with her hands clasped, said * Amen |’ in
& low voice, and rose again. After that she
was very silent, and observed Jenny closely as
if she had something heavy and dolorous on her
mind. They drank their tea together and were
refreshed, while Jenny told the story of Will's
escape, of her meeting with him in the house of
the Butcher King and his wife, and of their

goodness,

‘ Bless them ! ' murmured Miss Lomas. s

In a Kittle while they had agreed that
would return to E::yDingley together ; and
again a little while and Jenny had finished the
packing of her box.

‘Look !" said she, with a queer, pathetic
little smile, before she shut down thelis.. She
held up a &cir of ty little china figures.
‘Tbegm ings 1 t to begin furnishing
our home !’

(:()\ 'Slc
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Miss Lomas at her piteously, uttered
another sigh, and said, * Oh, my heart
umym!mymudmybavy for
you I

The box was locked and addressed, ready for
the carrier ; md]eany.mhh«hnd—hgnd
Mml..omn,le&thelodgmgvhch had
tenanted scarcely & week, and which she
mtomngun. Almost in silence they

to East Dingley; for the
gdlngt'ld\e'hotba occupants of the

cnmnge, recognising the two women, were
observant, ful, mddumblyo i<,

Astheymmed&n w
-glndmonudmwcba ymdmemd

uently, as if she were labouring under
heavy burden Atthzuwon]my
oo much doulxcd her companion’s ability to
make the two-mile journey home on foot
(especially since it was now dark) that she went
to the extravagance of hiring a fly from the
Railway Inn. In this drive al the murky
t{ey were still silent, Jenny
cruted a sense of companionship and under-
ng by holding Miss Lomas's hand, She
aboxuawdonn on the fly with her
companion to Holly Bush, while she herself
walked the dm from the high road to
Sainton House,

*You're not well, auntie, I'm sure,” said she ;
‘mdluntlecyouwdk.'

‘Bless you, my dear!’' said Miss Lomas,

()()\ 'glk‘
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clinging to her in an altogether unwonted
faﬁ‘u? ‘And be careful up there—Mrs
Kesteven's no lady,’ she suddenly whi
“I tell it you as knows | So take care, for she's
2 queer un !’

‘Don’t be afraid for me,’ said Jenny, cheer-
fulli.o"lnd I'll try to come over to-morrow to
sce are.

‘Ah.yy:oul'add Miss Lomas, again with a
heavy sigh. ‘Do. I shall like to see you.'

And thus they parted,

Mrs Kesteven received Jenny with
cordiality. *I saw so much of you at y
Morton's,’ said she, * that | feel as if we were
old friends." And Jenny had a warm heart,
wlﬁch..iaspiuoidla?oo’ » could not fail to
respond gratefully to such a reception.

“She is very kind," she said to herself when
she had gone to her own room. *And she is
certainly very handsome — very handsome,
indeed, in that evening dress.”

And Jenny—the much-tried, the cheerful,
loving, and the resolute—considered herself
i lass as she undressed, and wondered how
look in such a dress. She sighed a
at the before her; but did

resolved to be very busy

; and to keep herself up to the

deagsof vy duy._Sowhen e
. w

beauti m!m)mnady

the night, she sat down to write.
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When she to think of the d‘lerdom"
she found she had nothing much but
ing with Will's aunt to set down, and almost
to her surprise she found herself setting down
this :

‘She seemed in a strange state of excitement,
as if she had something on her mind she wished

to get off.’
impression had evidently sunk into her
mnd,nlth obehdnotbuaoouuomofit
till she thought of writing it down.
Nextdnythennde discovery that her
i of Miss Lomas’s condition of mind
correct—the quick, fresh impressions
mddomwroq She asked Mrs
Kmubmkfutufd\e ight be released

Aoooo?nnyl ng her to ch Mrs Kest-
assiduous in her church attend-
‘Why not, child?' said Mrs Kesteven,
kindly. ‘Tbmummwhyywm
to church if you don’t want to
‘ltsnocdm said Jenny, ‘It's merely that
when I left Miss Lomas ing she

did not seem well, and 1 should {ike to go to
Holly Bush to see how she is."

So phmly. Jeauy hsd begun zmnng Mns

babl thu was (th I doubt
')uyher Jenny mm it -o‘p'ia:cy at all),
in order to invite confidence in return,

When Jenny reached Holly Bush she applied

(:t). .3lc
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the knocker at the * best ' door, the door which
invited the approach of formal visitors ; but, re-
ceiving no answer, she went round to the kitchen
door. That stood open and the kitchen was
empty ; tbcumd.jenn&emmaed,mhuman
with carters or had gone to
on m:thcmhmjm. y entered and
on kitc nto a to
mbc parlour. It was a rambling m
and she scarcely knew which way to turn. She
was about to call aloud to make her
known when she heard a voice near at
somewhat fecble and querulous voice—the voice
of Will's old father,

*You hadn't l.Nancy to go on like this.
It bain’t nat'ral, s your own son, for sure
—tho' there's nobody now knows it but me.
But folk may get to know it afore all's said and
done, and then what'll they think? They'll
think you was an onnat'ral mother. ‘'Stead
of sighing and moaning, md find the lad.
I'd mynlfnflhdm!

‘Oh, I can't, Willuml It was Miss
Lomas's voice. ‘] can't! What could 1
say to um? I could mever, never tell

um! And where—where can | find um to
tell?’
‘A.b,wbeu? said the old man. *But the

— Ry g

hdbroknufo:youbyml And,' he went
on, after a second’s p-use,‘thceutlutlmk

(:()\ '8'(’
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lady-wife o' his. Are you to keep her for ever
in the dark?’

What did it mean? Was Miss Lomas,
truly, Will's mother? Who, then, was his
father? Jenny could not forbear something of

::‘Bidlo\fwmgbﬂ’ukdmnlmd

She suddenly opemed a door and stepped
lhmﬂdwaauwﬁ;;whmm

CHAPTER XVII

MIsS LOMAS'S STORY

‘I had t to ha' you before ;
but 1 couldn't up my mind. Now it
scems Providence made up its mind for me



170 Tue Goroex Toorn

and sent to hear." She paused a moment,
md]myy?id not know what to say. *‘Won't
you come in? ' continued Miss Lomas, “‘and see
my brother for a bit? He thinks a deal of
you, and you're one of us now, he reckons.’

*It's very sweet and dear of him ! " said Jenny.
‘I should like to see him very much.’

Miss Lomas led her into the ancient, low-
ceiled, dank-scented parlour, where on a couch
was stretched the old farmer, like a wrecked
tree—his legs bulkily swathed and covered with

& rug.

?ﬁ's Will's wife, her own self,’ said Miss
Lomas.

‘Won't you just call me Jenny, since I am
one of yourselves?' said Jenny, aside to her,

For answer Miss Lomas took her hand and led
her to the couch. The farmer's head was to the
door, and he could not see her as she entered.
‘ Here she is, John—here’s feony Lomas.'

‘I hope, my dear,’ said John Lomas, taking
Jenny's hand, * that rou'll live not to be sorry
fa;nkingthumme. a3 S

‘I'm not sorry yet,' said Jenny. smi
and mkhn,uhim. /

‘Well, well,” said the old man, *there's a
mouth to ¢ sack, thank God! And a
cellar’s onl m "cause there ain’t no hight in
it. If Will comes out of this shemozzle, you
and him'll be all right—won’t ye?’

‘I'm going to get him out of it, father,” sasd
Jenny.

CU. »3[0
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‘You are? Brayvo! Good luck to you!’
he cried. *I'd lutlogctluptopaymy
rupedsproped t I'm a lamer, you see.
It's the rheum{nm. It sticks dooer’(hlna
brother to me. I've new fannen; but new
ﬂmnentint.ldontthmk vhﬂttmm

3 Andlbel‘ocvc,yumdvmly,l
I was ten year ago neither.'

Dun thunlkalmuood-kntmd
medm looking, with an
dnomtotbeotha Slnmmodug‘e‘alylo
come to a resolution.

*Well, John,' said she, ‘I'm going totake
Jenny into the kitchen to have a talk whiles |
get ready the dinner.’

Shmmn’mymdthqutdmmdn
large, t kitchen—which in an old farm-
house is always the best place in the whole
building. ltuO«obu but the southern

mdfngn.nt pea-haulms, and there were geae
grn&.mmtteppng softly like fat and
g ke botwm thalr Bits o b Mokt
t ween tes at
;?'cmg q?ouoouldnee,m,ﬁr
the farmyard—the fields, brown and stu
the with the colours of gold and

, yi
ng down-land. It was a pleasant and peace-

Google
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ful scene ; and with that before them the two
women sat down to their talk—Miss Lomas
peeling the potatoes for dinner, and Jenny
insisting upon aiding her.
‘You heard,” began Miss Lomas, while the
poutom:ledmhct rs,and the peel curled
way—* you heard what John was saying to me.
lntme and I'd ought to have told you be-
fore. But there scems to have been so little
time—and well, I didn’t, although 1 kept mean-
ing to. Well, 'llbewondmng how it
Inppened and s what I'm going to tell
for I'm nooctoam but it may have
odomth this that's come to Will
;an o . She showed an
tion tobmk But she steadied
herself, and continued in ‘the same quiet, re-
strained tome, * You may not think, Miss
Wm—dml'thcbtotzoﬂ'coadaim.‘vhu
am | calling you
‘Always say *“ Jeany,” or you'll make a
mistake | *
‘You may not thmk.aeungmemm old
woman, Jenny,' she resumed, “ that 1 was once

reckoned v g:'od-looh —very handsome.”
‘lmz seve it!’ said Jenny with sin

cere cordiality. * And you are ye(l And =
for old—what nonsense |

‘I'm ﬁfty-nhree,' said Miss Lomas, * and that's
old enough.”

‘And Will is thirty-two,” said Jenny, half-
meditatively.

(:()\ '3'0
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‘He is,” said Miss Lomss, She paused an
instant, steadily peeling, and then she went on.
‘When I was twenty | was lady's maid at
Sainton House. And young Mr Kesteven—
notliim.ofcocne,dm':nitu dead, but his
father—he was five or six twmty.orm
young

thirty, He was a wild, rackety
d::{ndheeninthemy—'

‘Yes," said Miss Lomas, going on more
easily ; ‘the Kestevens always favoured the
‘army. He was at home, took a deal of
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* Well, I thought I was in love with him, and
Ibehendbcmmlovcmthm but I didn"t

know an .lmnullyfoolofagwl,
::.dfng , too! But never mind
t

‘The family was in Londoa for the season,
and 50 was . At the end of the season, Mrs
Kesteven went to Scotland, and so did I—but
not with her, Hchadmdbcmtcdtommy
me, and | had promised to go and be married
:;tbcqm fotfeuof’:lz‘ thetnd:;ocbu-
c Was to joun a t some
%’nmds c,)lhn as songnp.:yn were
mmedudlludptoamedto o with him ;
lthoughtlmm love with lufn,andlm
y fond of the sea. Wcmmrnedm
logm gs I took on the shore minister—
| clergymen ministers in

I went on board the mlhlum. It
nbgnamyadu ';:dml:d.
I yall thought it a great lnrk,

Lomas, with better emphasi
But 1 was into it before I knew, l
ightened ; for I doubted I wasa't really
: lll—ba done ina little ntcbouaa.

num.moaﬂ'a
dlqmte right, and uwoduced
as Mrs Kesteven,” She paused,
,and looked out over the

only afterwards,” said she, dmhe
at me, and told me the marriage was

FAprii ggzsgzg
“EEE‘;‘ )
§
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all & sham!| Yes,' she murmured, ‘and that
wias thirty-three years ago.”

‘You thing!" said Jenny, laying her
hand on Miss Lomas's. * How you must have
suffered !’

‘Suffer | "said the other. She uttered a labour-
ing sigh. ‘1l was in a fair "wilderment and
ety ey gl

; was fine
Ah{it‘: too long ago to suffer now ; but I just
sit sometimes and wonder at it.”
_“ What did you do? ' Jenny ventured to ques-
tion.,

* After a while | came home here, and | told
John's young wife——as dear and sweet a creature
23 cver was—and she told John, They were
both :ﬁtcm as could be. She was not
very delicate woman always, with a
weak chest—and she arranged it so that she and

5
:
]
5

letters from him about it.q I've got 'em now.
He was not by nature a bad-hearted man, and
he tried to be kind for a while. Even after

Goe .3Ic
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gotmned,hewuoﬁeforuwbdem,mz
letting us alone. But of a sudden he

what made him God only knows, | 't
nor t it scemed then that
he bcn the sight of us, nor the
thought of me and the near him. He
em

can't
oouldn
ohn—al uarrelli
ﬁ:‘“‘ P°°f] iways q ﬁ

break th do wﬁnh

vnll—o.nd the dog raising game,
were fair totbeb:gc mt‘;:gu for yclu'
mm and then she continued, * Will
never gone ’u\d bstedtfu
hadn't been for his peuecuuoo.

“ His own father ! * exclaimed Jenny.

‘His own fuberl—-ral’ ted Miss
Lomas, after a moment's t, as if she
had to oomdcwhedmtha were rightly
wed, *‘Amnd, she added bitterly, * that own
father's son son he owned
to before the was just as bad! |

by
world —
suppose he had been told » Will bei
his half-brother. I'm wmnmthcymﬁ
to drive us out of the coun we weren't
to be driven. And now it's come to this!
:.:l“whn'llbcdneod,tbcl.adaboveoaly
!0

‘I'm not going to sit still myself, nor let
Will sit still under the harrible injustice | *
said Jeany, with it. *With God's help

and Mr own:hendo—he's:wmderﬁnll kind
and clever man, auntic (please, Jet me allyou

(:()\ '8'0
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“auntie " still)}—well, I'm going to do my best

to find out who killed gy:onrKatycm

Mr Townshend bels you know, that Mrs

Kesteven is somchow mixed up in it. Can

l:nhinkofmymwhyubenboddm
son out of the way?'

‘I can’t!’ said Miss Lomas. ‘I ain’t good
at ing. I never was, [ mever guessed
nﬁszhi:gdlmybanﬁm'

‘Of course,’ contin Jenny, ‘he wasn't
really her son.'

‘No," said Miss Lomas, ‘It was only about
ten years old Mr Kesteven married this
madame, is not & lady at all ; and scarcely

e, from all I've heard. An actress
or an artist's model, or something, before Mr
Kesteven married her.'

‘But you don’t know what ? * said Jenny.

“No, Ltdon’;'hkm what,’ Miss
Lomas, * anything except a I

‘I'm nocmyc‘l?m. pedupl!nid Jenny,

thoughtfully, as they rose from the of
mm ‘but I think I'm not a fool
. I am im that “G)‘..

e, s o o o do widh wht
¢ 10 me—vry g, indes, hough it mus
dear |’ Al;’: she pom arm .;'anmm
mother.

Rl
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Andyoumnot-hmodofm.mydar?’
she said, between her sobs, ‘not ashamed of

* Ashamed of you? "' cried themun ]enny,

uoothmgnnd

tdltbemldfot and
mydarwlll! will be secret and » she
added, with hot encrgy, ‘and malignant and

cruel, if it be necessary, to get to the bottom of
this! There is one thing, auntie,’ she added,

when they were both calmer, *I can’t under-
nndtheeoumo(lhaethuﬁndlbympdf
May I tell Mr Townshend? He may under-
stand.’

‘Oh!" cried Miss Lomas, ‘tell somebody
ebe? Neverl'

s quite a » auntic,’ Jenny.
‘Youmq mmt he'll ch
:ufntunotm luhkeulhng
or all about yoursel "ouma not know
whtooednnglmtodomthm , but he
ma
"Well my dear,’ said Miss Lomas, kissi
t;h::“lu-mtyou.nnd)mncmdon)mmtlnr.;g
And thus, with another embrace, they left it.
A few minutes later Jenny was hastening back
to Sainton House, pondering all she had
ndwondeﬂag howtbebnght.vnm.faamung
lady’s maid had become the sad, timorous house-
keeper, unrefined in her manners and quite
countrified in her speech. She was young

(:()\ '8'(’
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selt, and she did not consider tbechnm
deadening cflect of more than thirty years'
work, sore trial, and fear.

That evening, when locked into her own
room, she sat down and wrote as clear and
succinct & statement as she could make of what
Miss Lomas had told her, not omitting the

icions of Mrs Kesteven's past. That—
with an urgent request for news about Will—
she put in an envelope and addressed to Mr
Townshend ready for posting on the morrow.

CHAPTER XVIII
BLACK PATCH

Meaxwuire, how had Will Lomas fared ?

We need not linger over his arrival in
Hampton still hid in the meat-van, nor his
sleeping for a few hours and waking refreshed,
to be breakfasted, shaved, and elegantly spruced
:?withthelidofd\e ig, kind-hearted brother

the Butcher . We need but note that
he arrived in clothed outwardly in a
ulster, & new billycock hat and new
with a sufficient appetite for some of

fare which the vast multitude of -
and restaurants—from Lod.hnn'um

T3
b

i
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and the Grand—were then serving up
the name of dinner or lunch.
m%mw.m Suboal_tl:the
a light was
agaa—ftu'—vnth:gc ‘"P
the fear of ca urcdm'nedmd\cudh
of London ki of youth
health anew, Hnban , and
dmdy wvwomoﬂuuuc!f m
Jeany the pleasant
with :l'lnltkh‘:‘tm which dmd";'muwd
remote) left far behind

Thcughtoftbc&nnd ht to mind the

§;§§ 5

EET

man with a black over his lnduu
ﬁnmt.f:m(hchdbua )‘:a.lked
every eveni tween
the Gaiety xddw:gd phi. Holooked!mh

interest at thunonbem pavement now, with the
half-thought that perhaps the man might have
taken it into his head to walk there at hour,
lnanyaaehemmolndnotto:ppmd!hm
he was determined ‘S:pe:nﬂy since

had been cast upon goodfmhoanpnm
Cuban)tou-yto work out his own salvation.
He had money—sufficicnt to serve him till he

found some in a day or two. That
day, being y, was no day at all for the
secker after work, 30 with the

tohnm-dfofwhthemlddoonaonda he
m:inwuliukud nwVillienSu'ect
It was of the ioned, English soet,
which floun bcfore London cafés and

(:()\ '8'\)
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restaurants appeared filled with foreign waiters
and small marble tables. He was served by a

trim waiting-maid with a cut from the j two

vvgeuﬂe:i a piece of * houschold,” and with
a pant of fn:rmzvertbem md‘:-t:lnt:
semi-pai a y while
mhemmdthe anteds' in the Daily
Telegraph, the Daily Chrowicle, and the
Morning Post. The advertisements in the
last-named paper were scarcely of his sort, but
nlltbombemthroqbb:hem. Who knew ?
There t, by chance, be something offered
that he eﬂml'. -
But the he considered the advertise-
ments in all papers the lower and lower
his heart again. He saw clearly what
s0 often heard : there are very few things
old soldier can turn to. Hem:ghtbca
commissionaire, or, being well set up and of
he t wear a uniform,
orn doorway a Jew tailor’s, a
c:?é,oran. !'uhtbettre. But for

-5 4

E

i
i
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old-fashioned knighdy skill with arms are
a terrible discount in our modern civilisation.

-
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Sir Lancelot of the Lake himself would in these
days be accounted oaly fit to be a doorkeeper
of the Alhambra or the Empire when done with
his battles,

He left the cating-house and returned into
the Strand. He on into Fleet Street,
and on and still on into the half-deserted City,
and then by the City Road to Islington, and so
back by Pentonville, King's Cross, the Euston
and Tottenham Court Roads to the neighbour-
hood of Charing Cross. By that time dark had
beguatofnﬂ.botbml.oudonmdmﬂn
sparit of Will Lomas.

”g& all mﬂ M;Ic:ir“d m;l‘m are t::hec;uou
c. service are

. K:“Wbcntbeynmm.
therefore, to the ordinary walks of hife, and are
compelled sometimes to be alone, a horror of
sofitude seizes them. A dislike of solitude is
strong with most men at might; how much
stronger is it with a soldier! itude becomes
unbearable—deadly—like the y shade of
scparation and death. Will began to
experience that horror now, He tramped un-
ceasingly about the busy thoroughfares, and
whenever his unfamiliarity with 2 neighbour-
hood led him into a quiet street he fled from it
speedily. He for someone to talk to;
and for the sake of seeing company-——as well as to
quench that thirst which his extended tramp pro-
voked--he entered mare than one public-house
to drink a glass of beer. At length there came

GO .glc
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the hour when he began to see soldiers in such
of entertainment. He then bethought
imself that it was not prudent to expose him-
self to the risk of recognition ; he might meet
an old comrade at any moment—there must be
many about—and what then |
heard ecight o'dock strike. “Ah!' he
thought, ‘the man with the black patch will
::!el inning his walk from the Gaiety to the
'-.
He would go and look at him. It would be
amusing to note the man and
unnoted ; fotbeoouldnotnmt

:x'
ol

He first walked slowly the southern
pnbv:‘uutundohnrndﬂn d;’atheodier.
w ing omnibuses not eclipse
tbmp.:l.:‘m in luck's way. When he was

'nEml*hlldleraanMchr;
scemed to be some function on there of

hall was better lighted than usual. There
a tolerable press of people passing

pavement up the steps, and
mda tleman with 2 black patch
i eye, who was walking briskly westward.
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a fawn-coloured overcoat, He was of medium
h:i‘u(‘lmnldaotcnhimlitde.'nidbomu
to himself, thinking of the description of him
quniaCuhun but otherwise he answered

description : he had the black patch, he was
close-shaved, and when he walked on again it
was evident that be was ‘smart.”  He was cer-

od;my.mmd(buideofhhn;mdd::&
w a or two, they tur
mdt‘ollmqowedltifnn.“e yerd g

‘Hullo!" said Will to himself. *Are they
watching him? "

He was immediately interested. He slanted
across to the other pavement, and at some
distance followed also, curious to see what
maght He met the man with the
black patch returning. As they passed cach

lighted
corner window, into which a man was | 3
pat

a glance which plainly told of watchfulness and
scrutiny. Will, when he had passed, turned
his eyes over his shoulder and saw a second
man, who was & step or two in the rear of the
man with the black patch, stop and exchange
word with the man who was against the shop
window. Then the one loitered again, while
followed on.

:
i
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‘Now," thought Will, ‘what do they mean
by that? If they want him, why don’t they
nab him? Are they afraid of him ?—not sure
of him?—or what?"'

in he turned and followed also. He
was beginning to be anxious about the gentle-
man with black and to entertain
quite a friendly f for him. To be
watched and followed lLke that, and not to
know it| He would accost the gentleman (in
spite of his resolve to have nothing to say to
him) and warn him. He met him returming,
just by the pit entrance of the Lyceum Theatre.
the‘&m mc.;i:.'ddhe.:dbe didnotat.

g!l\dﬂlﬂn. t turned walked
him. * Excuse me, but—'

‘Ah’ said the gentleman, interrupting him
in a quick, clear, low voice, ‘your name is
Lomas—isn't it? I passed you & minute ago,
didn’t 1?7 We cn't talk here. I'm beng
followed, why, I don’t know. Here's a
hansom." He held up his hand. The crawling
hansom stopped at once by the kerb. *Jump
in." He pushed Will in with a light hand to
his elbow, and followed at once. *Savoy!’
;i:fhetothedrimdumghdtetnpiathe
* Theatre, sir?’

‘No, idiot! Restaurant!’
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open for him.

‘This way,’ said he to Lomas.

‘Al rm,' said Will, the while
that he thus abandoned himself to the

¢h from his and stuck his hat on again.
therefore Will did

:
&
5
g
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man took occasion to slip off his overcoat,
and hang it over his arm with the lining out-
ward, so that he was no longer distinguishable
among in evening dress, il did
not inquire why these quick changes were
::::; he b{:ﬁdu: undauoo‘:l*Ovu 2
entrance passed to portals.
ght bictrly, might hara’ bous —probably
tterly, m ve

a:.gem—c:ddier).‘ d

Will's companion (or rather, conductor)
nodded ; the porter blew a whistle, and in a
second or two a hansom was drawn up before
m?”' said he of the black and

. in,' sai g
Mutl.pnddlhnachmdam'

And Will being embarked upon the adven-
ture, neither liked to draw back nor to ask ques-
tions at that moment. When seated in the cab,
the owner of the black patch again intimated his
destination through the trap (of which Lomas
only ht the words * Rupert Street’); and
they away. ';lb:n;sn !‘louraddmull
ou are in X Will's ion.
"lmdo.m'l'hm'l no risk !hcnmlo'
on the pavement overhearing it.’

Will turned to get a glimpse of the eye that
was usually ; but nlru:l’lhcbhz‘pudl
mgn it. After a swift tumn this way
and that Will Lomas discovered the grey, sombre
old river on his left hand, with its quivering
lights, its barges, and its hulking, massive, ugly

(‘)()\ '3'\‘
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warchouses on the opposite shore ; and then he
knew he was down on the Embankment. His
head being a little touched with all he had drunk,
he felt as if he were the captive of a swiftly-
moving, gorgeous and lurid dream. It was no
more than ten minutes since he had accosted
this in the Strand. He had scarcely
a sentence with him ; and yet there
mma&abrmhknmdbcwﬂduin‘ﬂiglu
dodgimrglli on in a cab together, as if
were fnagt

who completely understood
other., It was extraordinary—incredible |
And whither were the ?

‘You'll excuse me,” Will felt compelled to
say, ‘but I should like to ask—'
‘Don't, my dear fellow,’ said he of the black
g::.h. ‘Not yet. Let us sit down comfortably
Have a cigar?’
Willdidnoccgaudltoiudulgeinagood
smoke. Moreover, he had the reluctance of a
naturally kind, easy, and polite person to insist
aguinst the desire of another, who also seems
casy and Lolite.md who is a stranger. So he
resgned himself to the situation, and to the
scose of enjoying excitement in company.,
In a few minutes they descended from the
Rapers Sres, Sabo. They cotered, The lac
entered,
mdwmmuchmmdmthnmadwyw
cating or ‘coffec’ house, and the itiomed
boxes gave it something of the same look. But
somchow it had more dignity and clegance.  Be-

E
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advise to what I'm to drink—
good Clmn't?mm. o

‘All nght," said Will, with a blush of
anbtrrauneot ‘But I want a big drink,
for I'm
‘Ywandnnk&nnubythebuckc&ful,md
it woa't harm you.'

And in absolute faith, Will Lomas, as
;l;e &a:w : thed‘d drink C‘::lnl::l tfa:f:
t‘ |.|B~ -
that the cellar could y produce. POV‘thmo(bcr
and still another, and another yet of these
iol.l fellows of flasks were called for, the land-
or! smiled with admiration and benevolence,

umhﬂdhcmamghtmdrmkulhm

for
that fair lishman. As for Will, he
:‘F because he knew nothi
of the potency of the wine, and because he li
its flavour and liked its effect. The effect on
him was like that of no liquor he had ever drunk
before ; it soothed while it elevated ; it suffused
hunmthllumou peace at the same time as
it showed him L‘lthulndluel ancd
him bright, glorious
dancing of the future,
He and his vis-d-wis had little to say to each
other at first, Tl\cmlnmllllbcbhckptdl

told him a few things about the place—as, that
ntmafcwya:?bcfmtbcchonnmm

of ladies and tlemcnafthelulua

but that it was declining upon
insomuch that it might soon hsn shut up -

(:()\ '3'\)
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and Will resolved that before it closed its doors
he would bring his Jenny to dine there.
But as the Chianti him his conﬁdence
. He looked steadily and
E:' ite, and his opposite Jook
and tfully at him, nndaoddedu\dmcl
rn:mglmgobkt—ghuofChnmn,‘l drink to

mA.Jl'nulW'dl‘toyou He was aware
that his utterance was soft and smooth, not
thick—no, it was not thick ; for he was not
drunk at all ; hemml{eajoymgtbemnc

'Weueemtobevuyfrmd and-—and chummy
s he oonumnd ‘But I don’t in
tbelmknowwboywuc.

“What does that matter, mydmfdlow?'—d
Black Patch. * We'll come to that presently.”
‘It was Captain Cubcm. eonunuad Will—

'lthmkntm —mind you, I
mtbeccmml think it was him gave
me a bit of paper

'Yu.ltno' dwfella' interru ed
the other, tapping hndmftwodl f
—oh.moufnmdlyl—wuh the tnpoofl\u
fingers ; so friendly was the touch that Will

pedtbe hand. 'lc:pededwmeetyon
endm to-night or to-morrow t.'

‘Or the night after,” said Will, with a smile,
#s the other withdrew his hand from Will's

p. ‘Excuse me, but I must call you some-
ﬂ\g. ldoa'tkmwywm.hnlallyou
in my own mind “ Black Patch.”"' The other

(:()\ '8'(’
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frowned. Will was quick to note the frown.
‘No offence,” said he. *But I must cll
something, so I'll just cll you B. P, Well,
here we are, B. P., set down, friendly and
comfortable, to understand each other, us
understand each other.’

‘Quite s0," said Black Patch, *‘Well, first

you've arrived up here without anyone
down there—anyone at all—knowing w
you've come?’

‘Exactly, Not a single blessed soul knows |
Not a man jack—not even my dear little wife !
My God!" he broke out at the mention of
ber, ‘ what 2 mess I've brought her into! The
dearest, loveliest, sweetest girl in the whole
world! I'm not drunk now, not by a long
chalk ; but when I think of it I could
drunk to forget it! But I can't forget it!
I can’t |’

‘Try!" said Black Patch. “Have a little
more.’

Black Patch filled up Will's glass from the
cognac, Will had mot observed the cognac
bottle brought "to the table; but he saw it
was there, and he knew it was from it that
his glass was replenished, al Black

care, and memory, and th E

‘Nwml'mmhb%';eﬁ‘l’m
going to up ; with your . You're
goingtoginn':euipabommhingtodo.'

CU. -3]0
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*Certainly | am.’

* And then I shall lose not a day, not an hour,
not 2 minute! | shall work like a horse for
my dear pretty Jenny | It shall be a sacred task,
B. P.! And woe betide the man or woman that
tries to hinder me! | can be a nasty
customer when I'm roused ! I'm the victim of
injustice, B. P.! That don’t matter so much
—with me, | mean. But my Jenny! Let
them lookwtwbenlﬁndtiemthﬂlun
made her suffer all this. Let them look out,
Imay!’

“'hqludbetterl'-idﬂlukhzch. ‘But
have a little more ; it will settle your nerves.'

*No," said Will ; “no more.’

But again his glass was replenished with wine
and cognac mixed. He saw it and knew it
without giving it heed ; so strangely divided
may be mhudofap«nnruing into alco-
holic unconsciousness. He drank the mixture
off. He knew he continued to talk for a while
longer ; he knew that he was led out into the
street, and that he was in & cab with Black
Patch beside him ; and then—he knew no more,
ltm heavy cloak of forgetfulness had fallen over

What was that familiar sound that broke
in upon his dreams? He dreamt he was in his
cot in the great cavalry barrack-room which he

had dwelt in when first he joined the service.
It was carly morning—again that familiar
N

(‘)()\ '3'\)
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sound—the sound of the bugle saying, * Wake
up! Wakeup!' Heleapt up, like a man used
to obey the sound—like a soldier who has often
at the bugle's call from sleep to battle.
He sat up and ru his cyes and looked
sround him. The was sounding, ¢ Wake
.upl Wake up!" He was in a barrack-room,
for the cots extended on cither side of him |
What did it mean?

CHAPTER XIX
BACK TO THE ARMY AGAIN

‘Huiro, chummy!’ cried a towzle-headed
youth, who sat up in the cot next to Will's,
with his knees gathered to his chin under the
bedclothes. * When did come in? There
wasn't nobody in your when | dossed down
last night. Crimes! Ain't it cold just?
This is Sunday morning. 1 thought they
wouldn’t "ave waked yer up so bloomin' early !
~'d "ave let 2 cove enjoy a extry wink! Bat
nol; The nu-gan‘“t 'tl’luu[:e rou:d in a jiffy!
o it, rs!" he says. Here
Ay Ty r
The youth flung off the bedclothes, sw

out to the edge of his cot, and sat rubbing his

GO .glc
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cold shirt-sleeves. He looked curiously at
Will, who had not answered him a word, and
who still sat in bed despite his warning that
the sergeant was at hand.

‘Say, chummy," he asked, * whatdid "list
for? Blest if | know what I 'listed for ! *

So that was it, Will thought, He was en-
listed as a soldier again. But he could remember
nothing. His head ached, his heart was sick,
and his whole being was racked with a storm of
amazement and ir,

“ What barracks are we in? ' he asked the
towzle-headed youth.

Tnﬁgu. Do..(d;; hge"n:; d:e“h? l,“m:(;:lle-l';t
uare, ational A
This is the recruitin’ quarters.’

Of course, the recruits’ quarters, He was
back to the arm i recruit. How, in
the name of .mdmhppeoed?

‘Now then! Upyeget! Nomalingering |’

A sergeant, very much in undress—the
scrgeant, doubtless, of the recruits’ quarters—
stood mear the foot of his cot. With him was
a sergeant of dragoons, very trimly arrayed in
tunic and ctceteras, It was the sergeant of
the quarters who spoke, and the other stood
and smiled, and looked indulgent and jolly and

ing. How well Will knew pro-
m:ﬁy knowing and jolly look of the
recruiting t—the look of a man who
knew your and all your family and liked
them, and who knows you and your little

Gox .Slc
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weaknesses and is prepared to ve them—
Mmmanmmﬁmmdrmk
Will knew both kinds of sergeants from long
experience, and he was not abashed by cither,
as were the common recruits, who bunded
feverishly into their clothes, like school
the presence of the schoolmaster,  Will
yet stirred fmnlmcot.bclookcduadilyu
the trim, jolly and smiling sergeant, and the
tlookcd ueodalyuzs knomngl at him,

hat am | doing here, sergeant?” asked
Will. -

&ma recruit should still linger in bed, and
mumwto
with him was 30 extraordinary that wm

the of e ncnmy s Who was
he thus dared mythe wrath ol". he rulers of
these ?

Domgwlmc?' murmured the nrgeut

‘Don't you remember?” he
ingly. *Chuck on your clothes, and comcand
lnvencnpofoofee,md I'll tell you if you
don"t remember. You b:rool' want a}l (hﬁ:
recruities to :

Wm bead, and twirled h:.m suggest
the whole compass of the room.

‘ Right you are,’ said WilL

He had enough of the old soldier left in him
to know and to feel that, however he had come
there, neither protest nor rebellion then would
deliver him from his desperate sitvation. He
dressed himself with practised celerity, taking

(‘)()\ '3'\)
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note the while that all his clothes were there,
and agamtly intact. Then, with his ulster
o‘;: lrmbemrchedr :;:ynthdlctn:l‘
t, before envious ¢
e
:l;ic‘ nh!:uld hnht'\;h ﬁmr tbo'nhul:
was ‘s min" :
looked like it. S -
The sergeant led Will, not to the common
room with long trestle tables and forms where
the recruits would sit to breakfast, but aside into
a smaller room, which was probably retained for
the recruiting sergeants’ mess. Anoad\e{v,t
down with a ofeoﬂ'«w:b
was glad of it: hns
which the wm. brown, mmulwng deeotuoa

flowed y

M‘We —down yonrrluck,lold ?" saud
the sergeant, laying a friendly on his
shoulder ’

‘Ya. said Will, I am—and no mistake.’
Dontmmubermnghm—doatyou?'
‘I don't. Was | by myself?’
Y‘Youﬁrﬂfdlumtu‘:w;&na‘t’kpmt
ou was in com with a o' yours—a
gent in eveni mmdmthnpuchonlmeye.
‘Did 1 to you, or did he?’

‘Well, I won't say, but——so far's I remember
:eo}ooktbcﬁmmh“ﬂf:omddm;

rs, m says, or

to that effect. And then up you speaks at once.
“Yes! Whtdsdlsy:w

(:()\ '8'(’
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*“I've been inthe army,” says you, “ and, by
ngo,l‘na great mind to take on again, ser-
funt. For," says you, “ I'm mighty down on my

uyoyou “All righe,” nynl “I'm your
But you can’t in your own mame, you
km, says L'

*And took me on?’

- B -ys you, “ 1 know all that." And
mm your hand.’

ltook the shilling?”

‘Like a lamb. You put it in your weskit
pocket. P'raps it's there now.’

Will felt in his waistcoat pockets, and pro-
duced a bran-new shilling.
c.l'l’lm. said the sergeant, *is the very identi-

!.

*And what did I say my name was?’

‘“l'maldBobRaqu’upyou.

‘And what did I say was my occupation ?’

*Clerk,’ mvuvdthe t with a smile.

«Clerk 1” exdudedeehuwtbem-
cruiti s way ; when he cannot learn
nrecnunst:“gmocwpnbm,ymd thinks him of some-
wbactlut;‘mnl respectability, he sets him down as

‘clerk.'

* Here you are,” said the sergeant, producing
a blue and it u the table,
Pl g i e

Will laid his hand upon the blue paper when
the was about to resume its posscssion.
“And,' he asked in a low voice, intense with feel-
ing, ‘ are you going to nail me down to this? '

(:()\ '3'0
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.m'kl‘!.ubcr! Why not? You're down on your
‘I am. But back to the army won't suit
me at all. Let me put this paper in the fire.

lllpa you the pound you'd get for taking me
l twice over. Do, sergeant, Tbeusngood
""&, ‘s
lookud pnmawdtppulmdln
tumedlusbﬂdmy if to comsider. Will
tried to move the

ot e
o, on't
‘lgtyt::hnn the pa mougunt,ndym
shall have every ‘yﬁe ot!’

‘I'm I've this here recruiting
Mmuhwt.lbuemdﬂmuntc
colonel in the service but would give me five

quid out of his own pocket to get an old soldier
like you instead of half-a-dozen slack-baked bits

of
&:ﬁ'mmuﬁmm but of what use

t. I was
dm:%m ldodnt km I was
o;ndonm mhlm\buw':‘otnbbd
all that passed nusl’
‘Youmunlmtd‘ you hies?' said the
nrgunt,ﬂanngmo en wrath,
‘No, I dont. | mean what | sa
member nothing. Youre playing it Lw
onme,nugunt. m just mrned—totbe
nicest, dearest gvlmdlcmldl—md I've

GO« .3lc
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things ;odo that | can't do in the army ! P::
yourself in my place : how would like to
maleddown{uu this?* e

*Can’t help it, old chap!® said the sergeant.
‘ Must do my duty.’

‘It's not your duty, sergeant,’ said Will,
hotly, ‘by the Queen’s Regulations to entrap
an old soldier!’

m Who's entrapped—ch? Who's
?.

‘Tam. And, by Gum ! I'll show you up!’

‘You daren't, sonny!" said the sergeant,

triumrhuuly resuming the blue . VTon
dmtmndupiumgnbﬁc mdt:l your real
name !  You've done something. I don’t know
what, and | doa't care; its no business of
mine! But you simply daren’t say a word,
my soany | And there I have youl’

* Not much, sergeant | * said Will, now letting
hnngcr*o. ‘And that you'll see! I'm not
sworn yet !’

‘Oh," said the sergeant, rising ; and it was

how truculent the jolly, smiling
oounw!mgc? oo;ld dbecomel ‘h'l:&u's your
is it ou'd cut y—would
Sum?e. But you don't comemdm trick with
me—not with Sergeant Hoskins |*

‘All nghe, nt Hoskins !’ said Will,
now hot and reckless, *1 know you, and I'll
mark you, Sergeant Hoskins! You don't
know me, but by the living Jingo, I'll make you
pay for this '—pay for it tweaty times over !’

(:()\ 'SIC
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‘You're welcome, sonny | Fire away | and
the dragoon sergeant strode off with clanking
spurs, ing to Will to follow him.

an instant Will thought he would not
obey ; he would stay where he was. But he
mv:d-thunnmm'tbchdno

: there, and to make a disturbance
would be madness. So he followed the
sergeant out.

*That,” said the sergeant, pointing to the
common room where there was already a large
sssembly for breakfase, * is the recruits’ quarters.”

Will understood, and entered there. He sat
down in a corner away from the tables, for he
loubedtlutbmghtc[hukfm,mdhisbm
was heavy — overloaded with trouble, What
could he do? Oh, what could he do for his
deliverance.

‘And Jenny! Jenny!' he cried, within
himself. “What is to become of you, now?
Better, far better, if you had never known me |
Better, far better, if you never saw me again |’

He had played the fool with a most reckless
and wous folly. But had he truly been such
a fool as his situation would suggest? He found
it hard to believe. Might he not have been be-
trayed into this tra the man with the black
patch? But whys he betray him? Then
there arose him Townshend's suspicion
of Captain Cathcart, and he was troubled,
bewildered, and enraged. He was not fit to
deal alone with so complicated a situation: he

GO »3[\‘
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felt that, and he resolved that in an hour or
two he would go out (all the recruits had
free egress and ingress) and seck Mr Town-
shend at 24 Jermyn Street.

He was all the more desperately resolved to
do that when, chancing to put his hands in his
pockets to note what moncy he had to aid him
in a bold dash for liberty, he found he had
nothing remaining but a shilling or two and
some coppers! He had no gold! Had he

t it, or had it been taken from him?

¢ could.lllm tt:'l’:.=l 'u\d he km—m his
scrgeants too to question or
them. Hehndbeenafool,ndwblo-&m’eﬂg
fool, he continued to declare to himself, and
he must pay for his folly. But he would go
to Mr Townshend and set the whole matter
before him.

About eleven o'clock, when almost all the
recruits were bestirring  themselves to go
out to take the air, also bestirred him-
self. He washed himself (the lavatory arrange-
ments were not nice nor well-ordered) and
brushed his clothes and put on his hat to walk
forth. He had left the common cating-room,

had turned down something of a and
was near the door, when two hulkinilf oOws—
recruits also-thundered down upon him.

*No, you don't!’ d\q bawled, launching
themselves upon him with all their might.
‘ t—Sergeant Hoskins! He's a-goin’ to
cut his lucky.'

GO »3Ic
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Will shook himself and hit out this way and
that, and for a breathing-space he beat off his
sssailants. He gained the door, when they
were at him n, hanging om his arms, and
trying to gra his neck. Sergeant Hoskins
and another ran clinking down the and
the encounter was at an end. ill
stood still.

‘Trying it on, were you? ' said the smiling

‘I claim the right that other recruits have,
sergeant, of going out for a walk,” said Will, as
calmly as he for his violent exercise had
shortened his breath.

“1 have reason to believe that, if you go out,
you don’t mean to come back,” said the sergeant
in a formal voice.

‘I protest,’ said Will. “I appeal to the

-major in " And yet, while he
l_c,mw'wmd&in
Vain

“All right,’ said the sergeant, ‘ come to the
sergeant-major. It's lucky for you he ain't
gone to church,’ he added, and grinned.

The sergeant-major was, of course, an intimate
of Sergeant Hoskins, who knew all the quirks
and turns of the recruiting business, Jl the
plausibilities and falsehoods with which it is
worked, and who knew also something
of the conditions of Will's enlistment. It was

, then, that he would confirm the

to be
sergeant's decision, and he did.

GO »3[\‘
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So Will Lomas was, to all intents, a 'Fhoaer,
and he knew it. Sergeant Hoskins (for some
reason) thought it worth his while to be the
young man's custodian himself. He was
assiduous in his attention, and it must be
allowed he did his utmost to engage his captive
sospontad Wit o gracents.  Ouce be bopged
with no t ce
e e
' me to it ’
Yot:sd the mgunpw}{c Mlm
‘Now, tonny.do you really think Eou
llun remarked ‘;:yt 'mubout me? h«:t
. ronm ou waiti .
yot’ubmmthroggh tg-mom:s.md
dem 'llbeoﬂmylnndn.
ore, Will Lomas, under the
Ro{enkndlcy, was passed by the doctor
nnd sworn in by the magistrate in Westminster
to serve Her Majesty Queen Victoria as a
soldier. (*God save the Queen!—Kiss the
book!') And he dared not his mouth
and that he had already, twclvclo.:s
mp«formed his duty—bad fought
the Queen's aetnoe. and had been
formally discharged from it : in proof whereof
he had a certain documm:nhnpockctwhnch
he dared not produce.
He had been enlisted for his own branch of
the army—the cavalry—bat he had not yet

been assgned to any ment. Thumy
night he was whirled awr:y“to Canterbury, and

(‘l()\ '3'\)
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in the there he was told off toa d
ngime:?:tlututbmdm Andbeamw
there were fears and rumours of war both in
India and » he was dispatched, after
inspection wi -a-dozen more recruits, to
be trained with the regiment, which was
stationed in a northern town.

On the journcy he was in a mood of the
darkest despair, and his ponderings were of the
gloomiest. He had made a fool of himself
~ot had been made a fool of. He was caught
—completely ht—without chance or hope
of deliverance. It might be better thus—
better, at least, for Jenny, better for all who
were connected with him. He would let
himself be forgotten ; he would be as one dead ;
and then Jenny-—

CHAPTER XX
MR TIMMIS

Tuvus you will understand why Jenny could
get no word of Will. In answer to her first
inquiry Townshend wrote that be believed
Will had arrived in London on Saturday quite
safely and unpursued. He had di at
Jeast (through a detective friend of his own) that
a person answering to Will's description had

(‘)()\ '3'\‘
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mchnddeddivimﬁonuhrn of a clever
woman's nature—that Mrs ceven was also
a liar—a consistent liar about small things
that did not matter ; and therefore she argued
that Mrs Kau.-veumn'bonliu'nlmwbo

m ag«wacn hat she /
own truth and
her own falschood, She went a daring step
further, and, considering together Mrs Kest-
even's aholtmly untrustworthy nature and
her handsome person, she concluded that Mrs
Kesteven was ‘capable of anything,” and that
if she had not committed crimes it was only
because of fear. That conclusion was not
logical. But it was feminine, and it might be
tmo—cl .»—mdm 's lcalp to.dcandt-:om 50
uent certainly no adverse argument
mldevLMeu. :

Jenny was thus established in the favour of
Mnl(utevea,ndtttbem time stuck fast
in her own prejudice against the woman—never,
even in her own mind, dthl‘ yadmatdn
mnghtbeuhd—whmthe came for the

to town. It was then that there arose

upon her the first glimmering light of di
Jenny was ever keenly watch mdclcmy
of indications. Sainton House was
(oa tupforthmemomlu.mdtbemmu
were dismissed, even Mrs Kesteven's own maad ;
all were dismissed save the timid, weak old
butler. He and Jenny alone travelled with Mrs
Kesteven to town ; and Jenny, sitting with the

(:()\ '3'0
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oldmninaneood—da.m?mmdtbe
train, while Mrs Kesteven was forward alone in
a first, found herself wondering why he was of
the company ; what need, or what room, was
there for him in a tiny flat in Kensington? She
and the old man were alone in the compartment,
ud‘?entbutdftoulmhhim. A

‘ You're not a country person, ink,
Mrﬁmmh?'m\n.

Mr Timmis quiughdofthena-
tunity for conversation. He had been taking
surreptitious sips from a pocket-flask, and his
tones were bolder and mellower than they
commonly were.

“‘No," he answered, ‘1 am not, Miss—dear
me, what am I saying |—I mean, of course, Mrs
Lomas—tho', with all due respect, a sweet,
pretty girl like you has no business to be
married and yet to be trapesing about like this !’

'Doywallridin,inanilnyanhge
trapesing, Mr Timmis? " smiled Jennbl'.

* With all due respect, I do," said Mr Timmis,
taking off his hat to be more at his ease, and
leaning a little towards Jeany. ‘You're an
innocent young girl, you know : | can see it;
I've been noticing you. And it is trapesing for
youtol:ugoi about with me—and her, |
didn't with coming away, up to town;
but she wouldn't hear me. No.'

wy e 0 bim, somibred Mo preotd
Jenn at him, 3 i
thia{ip,hhmqnﬁa.withiulooc olds of

o
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skin, his eye, his rey, ll“!d, b'i"
whiskers, and his wisp of hair » over his
crown in an attempt to hide its ness ; and

him and thought that in his youth he
might have been reckoned handsome ; although
he now looked like a very soft man who had

on him ; ‘not at all.

“Ah, then," said he, with a sprightly, know-
ing air, * I know my London like the palm of
my hand. If you're good I'll take you out
sometimes of an evening, and show you round,’

* That will be very kind of you,” said Jenny,
considering him.

* Dear, !' he chortled. *The times I've
had there!' A cloud scemed to pass over his
vision, and again with tightly-pursed lips he was
in a reverie of worry.

(:()\ '810
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‘Ah he murmured, “but it wasa't all beer
“gm“' by of having heard that

enny was not by wa vi
phrase and d:e’;sked, ‘\%n do you
mean, Mr Timmis?*

‘My meaning is, my dear,” said he (Jenny
doubted if she ought to let him address her thus
familiarly, but she thought he was but an old
m.aoltbc ktitd:tg,‘mymwuing is that
g el o Ay el i e bigedeacd o
i re in i ¢
and creep ag:t mfeet like black-beetles if
yo:'a'reindukitgm.‘;d ‘ e

enny was curious wondering ; there
muo{lhmimﬁminhitwordn. ‘As to that,’
said she, ‘troubles come whether you're in jolly
London or out of it, I suppose.’

“Just 30," said he. * As the Bible says some-
where, “ Man is born unto trouble, as the sparks
fly upward” That's true; and it's mostly

h Woman."

‘Oh, Mr Timmis,’ said Jenny, * I thought you
were a gallant man.”

“So | am, my dear,’ said he; *but there's
o M ek g Thangh 3o 1. Dt aS
ou, m L t what’s

euro( rdlg:p sbgn.'yol:' coo;t:o;d with
em A ‘is
wl\z:-t:e mm-nmg his MW ?o an
old man, mind you, that's worse than a sweet-
heart or & wife to a young man. What s it

Shakespeare says about “a serpent’s tooth™?

(‘l()\ '3'\)
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That's what it is to have a daughter of the
sort. And that's been my trouble,

‘A twclvano:udl't of Smidm fwouldu’t be

enough to you all or that girl.

- best of education, and ldres:d
was all the family I had.

¥
LH
i
g

£
g
By

a fine othing would suit her, though,
but that sbeabouldgomtheuwe—mdofdl
y, in the ballet! ell, my dear

about the ballet. She di no‘goodini(.

‘1 can't e;ll you all,’ he :nvered, ‘it mot

i or cars polite ht u
mmmmmmm.us
then I got her, myself, a situation in a very
high-class West - drapery establishment,
She was in the mantle department ; her figure
suited it. Well, how she met him [ don't know,
or whether she had known him before, I don't
know, but onc day she tells me she's married,
and not coming home any more, and 1'd made
bulifelburdeneoh:;udu;‘fmh.'

He had to purse his mout tightly to
restrain his emotion, htemdn':ghlsowcz lip
and chin would tremble.

‘Well, well,' said he, hegummﬁ‘ to fumble
in the inner pocket of his coat, ‘let that pass.

-~
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‘Dear Faruzn '—Jenny read—* Charlie has
had to draw a bill for £go0 (five hundred
pounds), and he has put your name to it. We
can't meet it, and it falls due this day week.
You can't have the heart, after all hard
‘tl.;nlu: P've had, n.zt to t;wez it fabl'u;m.

in advance, | am,
dmgl::? T Prooy Cayt:;n.’ng

The name ‘Cathcart’ struck her, and the
handwriting scemed oddly but clusively familiar
—very like some handwriting that knew,
Was it, indeed, very like her own?

T.YOP i "'3; thkfro:b:dbm
immas, note

“That mm . But | was her “
father,” and a fool into the bargain. I rai

money on my business to pay that bill;

i}
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that was the end of me. I had to go
bankrupt,’

‘Poor fellow!' murmured Jenny in quick
’ + *That was hard on ¥
"“m hard," sasd he, ‘Bu??t. wasn't the
worst. No—never mind. That was the
breaking of me, and you can’t break a broken
thi h'mtthm.' id ]

“Oh, yes ; you can,’ said Jenny.

* At anyrate,’ said he, ‘it doesa’t much matter
if you do. And, well—I am what I am, and
what you see. But that,” he added, putting his
pocket-book away with the slip of letter, ‘I
shall to my dying day, in memory of a

dulisb s gratitude.”
e put on his hat and leaned back in silence,
and for some time they had nothing to say to
each other. When they did resume talk he
continued in & worried condition—the effect of
refreshment from his pocket-flask secemed to
have ¢ .
‘Perhaps,’ said he, suddenly, after some
i uent remarks about the weather and the
look the .country, ‘I shoukin't have told
ou that. But,' he added, laying his hand on
}cnn 's, ‘I've taken to you-—taken to you
;lm&rful; andjyou won't gossip about it.
ere's unction ; we're to '
The mm up; but t gomg und”ﬁ.
sights and bustle were new to Jenny, her
thoughts were still occupied with Mr Timmis's
story and his daughter's letter, It was, therefore,

(:()\ 'Slc
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ys
el By v
next ¢com t
compartment in which Mrs Kesteven
travelled. He turned his head a little in
talking, and then she saw, with 2 bound of the
heart, that the man had a black patch on his eye
and wore a fawn overcoat. She trembled with
excitement. Should she jump out and demand
of the man where was her Will?  But before
she could come to any resolve the train began
Wby 4 and
¢ on't j in, come to
Wa.mlo’o?' she g:dmpxm'uoi« sy,
ntl;emmdo::ldt:’doot. .
" ’ o('o - -ll. ‘ t .
A-dhe'uldtonle orm,

CHAPTER XXI

THE UNGRATEFUL DAUGHTER

exny was bewildered, alarmed, almost stupefied
that discovery at Clapham Junction. It
smote her like a buffet on the breast, making her
ﬁdumwdrmingtomfmwm
had been only dull and ing suspicions.
Who was this man with the patch, in
whose company Will had last been seen? He

Google
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knew Mrs Kesteven—evidently was on familiar
terms with her—and he had been recommended

to m?c";tmdeon is or on that, but it
would mot., Her eye lighted on Mr Timmis,
who was sitting erect, and buttoning his coat
wi(hthin.m:\gliagﬁngen; and she wondered
hat was the connection with the whole troubled
business of that unfortunate broken creature,
who was the victim of his daughter's ingratitude.

‘ We'll be at Waterloo in a puff or two ; and
that's rhyme, though such was not my in-
tention,’ said Mr Timmis, with a forced spright-
liness of mner.l“‘You'd better put your
things together. me buckle them straps
fa::éa. Got your list handy?’

‘hst’

made

£

was the catalogue of articles that
Mrs Kesteven's travelling

It had been written by Mrs Kesteven's own

“Yes," sasdd Jenny, ‘1 have the list ready.’
And she prod and unfolded it. ‘O‘,‘
e e
Bscovers t of or .

‘Eh?" said Mx-“gl'umn;sﬂ..g

“Nothing," said Jeany. *I just felt a catch
in my side,
'Ih,'nidhc.oaiwdy.‘youduﬂd sce to
that. You shouldn’t neglect it. It may be
nothing, it mybccmyd\hg.'beubed.

pre
-
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E';i'ng ignificance to his words with gathered
J e = his : the letter which
enny’s di was this : whic

Mr Ti!runm”n her was in the same

bold handwriting as Mrs Kesteven's list!

For her mind to leap from that discovery to

another was the operation of a lightning flash—

Peggy Cathcart and Margaret Kesteven were

one and the same « the ungrateful

d:gl:ter of poor Mr Timmis |

did not dare to say a word to Timmis of
cither discovery. Molacoud«edlnm.md
her heart bled with pity for him, and resent-
ment against her, The father who had suffered
all things, sacrificed all for his daughter’s sake,

?.:

;

§

b
z
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taken

to console him and

She did not think—aor she
commona thing itisin the st
for the hand of kindred to be
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1s conscious of its own unnaturalness.
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When they descended on the platform at
Waterloo, so quick and hot was Jenny's indig-
nation that she could not keep mfmm
Mrs Kesteven. She had admired Mrs Kesteven's
handsome person ; now she loathed it. It was

Kesteven smiled on the orm inspector who
was attentive to her (it was her habit to smile
on every male except her father), Jeany noted
They were white strong, but they were set
apart, and looked (Jeany thought) ready to
rend and devour.,
‘Oh, do make haste with that luggage ! ' said
Mrs Kesteven,
“You needn't wait, ma'am,’ said Mr Timmis,
‘wcglhbti it along.’ J
‘Ma'am’ to his own daughter! Jenny was
ashamed. 4
But she looked at her list and checked cach
off as Mr Timmis identified it from the
van. Besides Mrs Kesteven's baggage
nks, bonnet-boxes, and what not-—
there were Jenny’s own box and Mr Timmis's
old portmanteau, which had something of his
own appearance—squashed, half-empty, and
very much the worse for wear,
Mrs Kesteven had driven off in a hansom,
tly attended thither by the inspector.
r Timmis and ]enn{ followed, cach in a
four-wheeler piled with luggage. Jenny did not

GO« .3|c
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know their destination, for her cab-driver was
merely instructed to follow the ab of Mr
Timmis. Nor was she an mfrolunotmg
(heuremd\roq which ol\cwudnm.fot

o

E 1
HL
%
sﬂg,
é.i‘,

2
E
E
£
§E
%
§

lmpnmmlutbonuhacdummof
what happened that night.

It was fortunate that Jenny saw little of Mrs
Kesteven ; for she was in no mood to be cheer-
ful or even civil with her. They arrived late in
the afternoon, and very soon b;nxmsuhd
without her usual sl:lld s0, without
and with little politzms,nbeoohcmd
help. At seven o'clock Mr Timmis d
in the lift to call a cab, and then ret
conducted his mistress (and hter) down.

‘Now, Mrs Lomas,’ said he be returned
the second time, * we can be comfortable.’

He rubbed his hands and glanced at the fire-

5‘5%
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lea grate of the little dining-room where Jenny

'lu not too warm—is it?" said Jenny.
‘ Don't you think we might have a fire?”

Mr Timmis shook his head. ‘She mightn't
like it. She's mean, you know—coal, wood
and matches mean. But I tell you what, Mrs
Lomas, the kitchen's cosy; | dnp like 2
kitchen. l'llukMuyifshemldntlnke to

out for an hour or two. She's sure to like
ut.theynln do. Then—if I might take

libmy—l'd invite you to keep me company

Jea promptly agreed; for she had
nltolu?n’mdMnKanm—:f
more was to be learned from Mr.;l;uauzu';e ;l;lhe
t was carried out t
Wm in the flat) was J"tyo go phd!
andcmgfounbourortwo. in less time
than it would have taken her to answer the bell
twice, Mr Timmis and Jenny had the flat to
themselves, and were warmly installed in the
kitchen.

‘Now," ssid Mr Timmis, ‘we should be as
comfortable and mm as a Lord Mayor's
banquet if we only something filling, and
clevating too, | can to put somethi
to eat on the table, but as ortboocbe—u;lﬂﬁ
I am su to be butler ; but what's the use
of bei tlanfthceanothn to * butle,” so

??' He hiked !mown‘okeaomudl

laughed and repeated it, light!

Gox .Slc
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his whisker. ‘Yes, nothing to “butle,” 3o to

“You'd like something ?° ied Jenny.,
.n'dYu,'hcnm'ued. ‘If my?nyoo.with

ve respect, what's your ti '
‘Oll,vnter,Mz-'l"umnis;'q’p‘e

‘Um " said he, again scratching his whisker,
‘ﬁlling, cooling, and economical—but not
eknu:ﬁnormabh' Mrs Lomss.'
J. : mﬁdlmm Sl
enny, ‘have w ke 4

‘B’nt I must mmd”w you, M:p_lhm-,' he
insisted. * You've got to keep ike me—
and we can't keep up on water nor on beer—
M&ﬁc’oquuhdnmh;
e " said Jeany, yielding to his humour,
‘what had we better do?’

* There are shops,’ said he, frowning at him-

self, and even ing a httle, “ but will
need cash,’ e o
Jenny then understood, and her heart went out
in a fresh gush of pity for the old man. It was
evident he had no money wherewith to buy-—
doubtless because his daughter kept him short
‘' What a shame ! " she exclaimed, within her-
self. But she said aloud merely, * Perhaps you
mn:ed“’ change : let me you what
you need.’

‘Oh, thank you,' said he. ‘I haven't any

that's the truth,’

: much?’ asked Jenny, taking out her
purse.



222 Tue Goroex Toorn

‘Formrdf.‘dd he, blushi in, “I like
a.‘h7 port best. Will .‘:teet your
views? '

‘Oh, quite,’ said Jenny. And she handed
over the sum he suggested for a bottle of

ofrblz uality.

PaV‘VMn mw:edm’thhhpurchmt sat
down and su together on such vi as
could be ptm;ad from the pantry. Mr
Tmmhpwdj:mrwubwtbmddn
port, but she y refused ; while Timmas,
with ceaseless apologies for his greed, drank
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:hh'dnxml'nidjany.w&ham
smi

Mr Timmas at her, and

Amm gazed ghastly

‘Who told you she was my daughter?” he
asked.

‘You've told me yourself, Mr Timmis,' she
answered. ‘At Jeast, l'veE:-adltfrmnwht
you've said. But don't 0

I'm not the an

La he
o denthiir whitn, - * What—what do you :hik

dnhvlmgouodomdut?'

‘I don't know,” said Jenny, with entire and
evident truthfulness. ‘1 just said that without
thinking. But, please, don’t be alarmed. Iam
only sorry for you—sorry from the bottom of
my heart.’

‘You needn’t be sorry for me, ma'am,” said
Timmis, with a certain melancholy dm
‘I'm an old fool. After all, my daughter's my
%Mldmﬂhnbﬂdmytm

I” exclaimed 2 voice of ternble severity.
‘Drunk again?’

Both turned in astonishment to see Mrs
Kesteven standing at the open door, pale and
laring with passion. She had cndeady let
S in with the latch-key which was in her

‘1 was afraid might be up to somethi
of this m.mzv:o I came lzm. she -}
“ Now go to bed | * she commanded.

C.U\ 'Slc
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went.

*As for you, madam,’ she cried, turning to
Jenny, who stood by the table ready to pass
from the kitchen when the open door was
vacated, *this is nice, lady-like conduct, isn't
it? Drinking and hobaobbing with a ridi-
culous old man!’

‘I have not been drinking ! * said Jenny, with

Mﬂmm.

‘No!' cried Mrs Kesteven, casting her eye
over the table. ‘You've only been nuki%
him drunk ! What for? What for, | say?
and she stamped her foot.

'Don;d(::ekd ijou'll fnmnn‘m with yl?r
nosse,” i enny, ! a white
ﬂanofwruhmdmo{utioa. .

*You shall go out of my house this instant,
miss | * screamed Mrs Kesteven, * Mrs, indeed !
“Mrs Lomas | ™" That's what creatures of your
sort always do! Try to hide themselves under
a respectable married name !’

‘1 ask for nothing better than to go out of
your house,” said Jenny, * now that I know what
you are. Lzt me pass |’

Mrs Kesteven let her pass out to her bed-
room ; but she followed her with loud voice.

‘Oh, you know what | am, do you? And
what am I? What am I, miss? Have the

to tell me that '
‘You are a low, hoerid, ul woman!’
cried Jenny, turning upon her. ‘You have

GO »3Ic
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broken the life and the heart of your poor
father—and you now him in your house
as a menial | And that, I suspect, 1s only one
ofd\ewwkedthmgtmlundaninm
horrible, wicked life|*
*Oh, he has been stuffing you with his lies,
?  You poor, innocent fool!  And I am
a horrible, wicked woman, am 1?" cried M
Kmven.lettmghct Tc'looae,mdblmng
i little country miss
duxcnntuy“Bo" to a knows what
wickedness means! The clergyman’s daugh-
ter— | Ha, ha, ha!’ she broke off into shrill,
dena"velwgbw ‘Every (kmwhttht

means | I'll show I'll teach
you sly mm, if I'm nncm lflm
you shall see [ am !’

In her fury she snatched up a pair of scissors
that lay in Jenny's open work et, and
ing them like a dagger she flew at Jenny.

‘You dare !’ cried Jenny, boldly facing her.
‘Put down those scissors! | know you area
coward, Peggy Cathaart I’

At the name—which was but an arrow shot
at a venture—Mrs Kesteven changed. She

szoﬂyferooomlypdc. She trembled,
was 50 astonished
u(he that she :edttbumuluwe.

‘What did he tell you?' demanded the
wou??. ‘Do you hear? What did he tell
yo?l-ledidnotudlmcmything.'uid]amy.

r
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in amazement and doubt ; for she felt she had
touched some secret which was cluding her,
*You are a har!’ said Mrs Kesteven, recover-
lngdhcrgca mymmcdtommm
wed, *You shall tell me! And you dom't
go out of this till you do!”
Saying that, she about swiftly to the
door, took the key from the lock, went out, and
locked Jenny in.

CHAPTER XXII
MASTER AND MAN

Smirren with wddea alarm, Jenny sat down.
She was trembh bmnmfmexatcmcnt
not from fear, ferocity and vulganty of
Mrs Kesteven appalied bct—madc her shudder
u&anoonuamth;gmunboly,md
noxious thing. Who, she thought, would
have guessed that the smooth and smiling Mrs
Keccven was such a creature?

Mrs Kesteven, or Peggy Cathcart
—gow at,’ tbought Jenny, * was the reason

and trembling at that name?")

f—dtm:lbem h:;of hr'ﬁmmumoo
orm t might go any lengths
mh:rremum—ml:gdge.cmmk
to destroy her by violence—yet Jenny defied

(‘)‘)\ 'SIL)
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went to her window, and opened it. It
out upon the well or courtyard of the
block of flats. She flung her letter out, saying
to herself it was less likely to be trodden under

came in while she slept ! But]ennywaugtrlof
decision. To doubt was to be resolved ; to fear
was to provide defeace. Mrs Kesteven should
not come in without her knowledge ; and, there-
fore, since dwuvanobavypmofﬁnm
save her bedstead in the little room, she wheeled
the end of her bedstead against the door.

That done, she ormed her usual last
duties of the day—wrote in her lmledury and
commended her dear Will and herself to the

uka

who
note even of the fall of a sparrow’s nestling—
and then she put herself to bed—but not n‘
deepfo:mboun.

Munwhale. that same night, Mr Townshend
sat in his chambers, talking with his confiden-
tial servant Mortimer. had dined at
home, and while Mortimer cleared away in a
leannly fashion, Townshend lounged gy the
fire in an euy—dmr, smoked a cigarette, and
rumpled his hair,
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‘Mortimer,” said he, ‘I think I must be
growing old or addled.’

‘Why, Markis ? " asked the discreet Mortimer,

“This affair of young Lomas does not run to
my satisfaction '.'l'lmeml.glo:dmn{
strings to it, and I don't seem to wor
them all.’

“You need a tomic, Markis,' said Mortimer,
‘ iron and to stimulate the brain." (Mor-
timer had & doctor’s man before he had
joined himself to Townshend.) * Your trip
to the country didn't do you no good, You
picked up this young man's case—and what for,
sir? You took up young Graham's case the
same way, sir, thinking you'd win him over
to us; but dida't, . And 't
this time, cither, Markis—if you think you will."

‘1 don't think I will," said Townshend. *I
have never thought I would, Mortimer.'

* Then why bother with the case, Markis ?*

‘ Because it has been my pleasure, Mortimer,’
said Townshend, with the essy, confident tone
_ of master, * to like the young man and to help
him. I like to play the part of a modern
Robin Hood, you know that.'

‘ Robin Hood don't pay, Markis.

‘I'm not so sure that It won't in this case,
after all, Mortimer.'

“Indeed, sir? " said Mortimer, ing in his
duty, ing his knuckles on and
listening with more attention,

‘I begin to think that Lomas is not Lomas,

(‘.0\ -3'0
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gnén. ‘You know the Bible better tl:i I do,

¢“ Make ye friends of the Mammon of Un-
righteousncss " ; that's the advice,’ said Town-
shend, ‘and very good advice too."

*And is the young man, in your opinion,
Markis, the—what's his name ?'

‘“The Mammon of Unrighteousness? No,'
laughed Townshend ; ‘although I stromgly
suspect him of being closely related thereto.
But, as | tell you, I can't get at all the strings.’
He took a letter from his pocket. * Here's this
communication from that nice girl the young
man has just married.’

‘I believe, Markis,' grinned Mortimer,
‘yw'n‘.lulf in love with the young person

‘| am," said Townshend. “ When women are
&odfdlmdtcwaubetwfdlomthmm

ell, part of her story is that Mrs Kesteven is
“no lady"—my own opinion from the first
moment | saw t that she had been an
actress or a model or something of that sort,
Now, Mortimer, tax your memory. Can you

CU. »3[0
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rememberlpenonofthum—md'rown--
d\eaddambeddnapparm«oanKm
~* who disappeared ten years
'Nq Markis,' .gioommc.
g.‘lmot. Not in our time. And
think we knew them all, Markis," said he, with
a smile of exact intimate reminiscence.
‘Well, Mortimer," said Townshend, doubt-

fully, ‘7 thought we did. But pu'hnps we
didn’t. At b[nte. that's failure number one.
I cannot identify Mrs Kesteven with anybody of

that sort.’ And.lh;:olded’wd\elett:da'n y in his
pocke: n n," he continued, ‘ we can't

Woun‘g ; that's failure number
m We aatﬁnd the man with the black
patch—he hasa't returned to the Strand since
that Saturday night—which makes failure
number three. And we have made nothing of
the dentist'sin the Brompton Road. You say it
s only a recei place—a place of cll for a
dentist whose -ﬂnzhepeoplemd\ehm
won't give?’

“Yes, Markis.'

‘Well, that's failure number four. Tt won’t
do, Mommer. said Townshend, jumping to his
feet. ‘I must wake up.’

* Better take a tonic, Markis, and go to bed.’

Am—mmdedontbewmdoof

*The last post,” said Townshend, glancing st
his mantel clock. 'Tbmmybcuonncm L’

Mortimer bvo::grnm scveral letters, and
Townshend tore open, while the trusted

CO. .glc
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and discreet Mortimer lingered to poke the fire
and to hear what news his master might care to
communicate.

* Ah,’ said Townshend, opening the letters and
reading half-aloud :—

““DzanSia,~Having important communica-
tion to make regarding discovery at inn here, |
to visit you to-morrow evening.—— Y ours

1 Y. Joun Murrisu, Inspector.”

‘Oh, Inspector Mellish at last!’ exclaimed
Townshend. * Remind me to-night, Mortimer,
to drop a line to Mr Seuart.’

“Stuart, sir?"’

‘Yes; the Scotch la in the T
We'd better have him ready to meet Melhish, if
necessary.”  He continued the examination of the
letters. ‘Ho! Here's something—from Jones.'

“Ah, yes, sir,’ suid Mortimer. * Jones went
to Somerset House to examine the Kesteven will.'

‘He has examined it," said Townshend ;
‘and,” he exclaimed vivaciously, as he read, * b

we've got nomethinsu last! “It
amounts to this,” he = “Old Kesteven left
all his estate to his only son Charles "—that's
the man that has been murdered,” Townshend
broke off to explain. **“To his widow he left
only a small allowance of (2001 ; bue, in
casc of the demise of her stepson &bbefm
her, she would receive during her life the income
and usufruct of the whole estate!™ There,'
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said Townshend, rumpling his hair, ‘we have
now a motive for the on her part.' He
read on. *“In the event of Charles’s demise
without issue, and of her demise also, the whole
E:opmywillpmtotbchcir-u-hw—wbocm

may be,”" He thrust the letter back into
en “That,’ said be, “we must mark
with & red pencl. It's im —with a
vengeance. I think,” he , turning a con-

.'daini:zetaoa Mortimer, ‘| can see how to
ms t t there's another letter.’
“Very paper, Markis," said Mortimer,
Townshend tore it open, It contained an

official paper, together with a scrap of white.
On the scrap he read :—

* Please take care of this for gre.— W, L.’

This, he perceived, was young Lomas's dis-
charge from the army, which he had scen once
before—on the fatal day on which this story began.

“The idiot |" he exclaimed, *He has given
no address! Why?'

“ There's the envelope, Markis,” said Mortimer.
Y‘:l:..ya. Where was it posted? York, ch?

or

They were still considering the matter when
there came & rat-tat-tat upon the door. Morti-
mer went to open it. In an instant he
reappeared. His vi was solemn, but his
eyes were sparkling with excitement,

(:\). .3lc
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‘A lady—to see NL‘:‘
And in walked Keweveu, magnificent in
evening array.

CHAPTER XXIII
., WHAT DID SHE WANT?

* Wiy has she come? ' Townshend asked him-
sclf, in suspicion, when Mrs Kesteven stood
before him. *And in such a splendid get-up?
Huabemctomkcaooufanon—ot to win
me over?’

While he looked, however, he was fain to
confaldmzbcre'a no hint of meditated
confession in  Mrs Kesteven's triumphant
presence.  When she 4l open her fur-
trimmed cloak, she smiled in the su
oouowmeuofbemgbauuful. She showed
muchlikeoneofkomuowm As | have

Shersnchofmpkaamndofhg.mdber
whole oeuned mformed with ardent
uwdhgemcnda while Town-
b‘huumtb huthrc-d:‘nd

gaze, a consciousness of a
mngmlgtmy:bomtbemm It was

(:()\ '8'\‘
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glaringly visible in no detail of dress or of
person, of manner or of speech; but it was
there, subtly asserting itself. It was nowhere,
and yet it was

| ortimer had a chair for the visitor.
He came and stirred the fire into a
blaze, in order that he might have a better view
of the lady as he went out.

“This is an unexpected honour,’ said Town-
Mnﬁ;i letti whit cmlmhdrog :kf then
it. on't me

'?Q you your

*No, thank you,’ said she. ‘I think it will
do very well just like this ; don't you?'

There was chal in her bright eye, to
which Townshend tly responded.

‘Oh, 1 do,” said '{tloobmy'dl—

ike that. Andhemndcbuacwnz
bow. *But you will take this chair, won't you
It will be much more comfortable.”

He twisted his own leather lounge into
Eoﬁﬁon. She considered it an instant, gave
im & quick glance, and sat down. Evidently
she had made up her mind that in the easy-chair
she would to more advantage, and a smile
flickered u Townshend's moustache as he
noted her decision. She reclined herself easily,
thrust out and crossed & pair of neat and pretty
evening shoes, and permitted to be seen a very
trim and well-accented ankle clothed in a flesh-
coloured silk stocking. Certainly her attitude
was more effective than if she were sitting erect

Gox .Slc
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in a stiff chair. She swept her round and

considered the of room, the
buu o(dmnztbeoomfonohhn

ow cos I:uhdmnkeyonr-
nlml’ :?mwixm in a soothed, cooing
voice. ‘You are a bachelor, of course?’ she
queried, nnfmondbyamddendoubt.
e hty gy !
¢ men are!’
Sbebealbefuﬁnl‘nquoohmm’mmc ‘Have
never met 3 woman you would like to make
ﬁ,?' Shep::dthe question in a tone of
te pathos.
Scorg.a:iur?l(m "said he. *I'd bike to
make them all happy |
'Oh.'obemd,thkmglmbudndlmmglm

‘I think not,” said he, clmly, ‘only too
ambitious, It is an ambition that can never be
fulfilled !’

*Ah, no !’ she exclaimed, with a rawn
mdpomfullmpcllcdugh,usﬂbe t for all
women, or were them all herself, 'chul'

‘Woam_npamlhtme, mdhe,?‘wunkem one
woman a cigarette - rose,
l’onodabox and handed 1t open. ‘Tbcym

gow what,” she asked, mn‘ly
forth a slow, hesitating hand,
whuz,hmdmnm. what would you dunkd'
me if I took a cigarette?’

GO uglc
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‘I would merely think you were taking what
is your own." And his smile fluttered in the
shady corner of his mouth.

do you mean?’ she said, with her
still poised over the outstretched box.
*You are much too clever for me.'

‘ Well,' said he, with another flutter of smile,
* I did not think of making a conundrum. You
must have beenoften told you were like
Mrs Katcm' Solltbcohookhet and

; she did not understand, and Townshend

labour o 8
o e,

mb?pl‘:;' touqurd Cleopatra,”

of course?’
‘Ah,yu "sid she in a voice of ardent in-

m-ty ‘ Beautiful—wasn't it? I remember
antxmn. But,” she added with

a\m‘ I didn't think much of her !’
she dipped her fingers into the box, and,

as if in absence of mind, took a cigarette.
Ldm' scratched a match for her, and
it.
‘No," said he. *You'd have looked the part
much better, and '— he declared at a venture—
iteoo,lbdiﬂe.'

h.MrTonnhcndl she exclaimed, while
nnoo& l::;t.mdﬂoc‘t:‘;tm

u im in uisite
S"‘Z "he | She had very lite on 1+

‘Well., deowmhend. her care-
fully through Memmm

C.U\ 'Slc
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couldn’t have worn very much. Egypt, you see,

‘Sohthnroom.lt'hink.'obcuid,lettiogba

fllyoohim
q?o-a.’bcdnw .

But he scemed to have no more interest in the
topic. If he was not satisfied now that Mrs Kest-
bt g ovot i s b

n might very ve
been. Imcamcamﬂn'knrdpum.
in which Townshend carefully polished his eye-
glass with a soft silk handkerchief, Mrs Kest-
even watched the operation with an i
which was stiffening into anxicty, She stole a
quick lock at him, and he was in the act of
lancing at her. Their looks met, they could

‘ oucan't;uug’ ) , Again assumi
btig!ui’o:doeuvcwﬂc,‘vhy !Ivealledo:z‘ you

':)om't,'nidbe.u\d:odl'n:;. 3

. ou know,' she sai way
thdg‘{doa’tthinkymmmyfoodofzio,
Mr Townshend 7 °

‘On the whole,” said he, slowly, ‘I think
I prefer women” He fixed his newly-
polished ecyeglass, looked at her, and sid,
‘Well?'

‘You can't guess, then,' said she again, ‘ what
o Mbn:?. ed. “‘May I ask if

‘I can’t,” he repeated. ‘May if it is
business or pleasure?’

GO »3Ic
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‘Mr Townshend !" she exclaimed, and sat up.
‘Business, of course!’

'lAh.theu.'aidbe.d‘lletmbar.' A
‘I want to tell me, please’ )
"huhubezumeohhxyoungmm'
He considered her carefully a moment, and
flicked the ash from his cigarette, before he made

rq:l{ really don’t know.'

‘You mean you won't tell me.’

‘No," be answered, ‘I simply mean what |
said. [don't know." He added as a concession
of fuller information, ‘I know he came to
London, but I know no more.’

‘You mean, Mr Townshend,’ said she, quickly,
‘you haven't found out any more?’

‘1 haven't found out any more,” he assented.
‘You are still interested in him, then?" he
asked.

‘How can I help it?" she exclaimed. *His
wife is always with me, poor thing! And she's
phiquﬂsnhffahh—oo!cmnhemt.'

‘Poor thing!' echoed Townshend., *“She
has come to town with you, then?’ -

“To be sure she has, What else could I do
but bring her? Didn't you know she was com-
ing?’ asked suddenly.

Townshend, on principle, was suspicious
of that kh\do(die:thqm.:id he answered
guardedly, * would be no companion
—would she?—if you left ber in the country.’
And he smiled,

GO uglc
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‘She's very little of a companion to me any-
where ! * broke out Mrs Kesteven. *It's not a
companion I need. At least, not that sort of
com '’

‘Poor girl!" murmured Townshend. *‘I'm

-nrryforhcl‘
‘1 believe,” exclaimed Mrs Kesteven, with a

m ﬂfumo"h‘:m;‘m”ro

N‘My dear lady,’ n‘;hd‘l‘awuh?d ‘tber:adan
no com y should I, or an A
:m?’ yoody

'Oh yes !’ obecmd. *It’s only poor people

that ever iy !’
And & g‘ftea. said Townshend, *it isall

g:.hPYo?a' ndme.uyo to h:y. Mrs Kest-
even,mt uxury. You nmdung
the soul of woman can desire ; why d you

she murmured, with & burdened sigh,
‘bowlitde!oukm—bwlmleyoothmkl'

* Really | bcmummd.uiﬁnsympubetic
wonder.
She rolled on him large eyes I, sadly

aboothuhad.ndmd‘\'ou on t care!l’
HeuuelyﬂnckedtheAdxfmmhisdgum.
‘At an

and locked at her, t anyrate,’ she went on,

chnﬁ her tone, for the pathetic note evi-

dently been ineffectual with Townshend,
find the young man.’
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“And then,” said she, not to
at Townshend while she said it, ¢
dunktbcbatthmgmllheeogcthnmmd
—husband and wife—off to Australia or
America, or one of those places, where he can’t
befoundmdcu begin & mew life? I'm

toburthcm
d:z?erlnu?ood ‘;:ublnhhu
thcpenou orpcnonn.vbo

-npoa.sawbwhmthue
woub hmmtyfumm
expense of helping him

moyoutuﬂy think,' she asked, *that
thueumychmofﬁndiagdsepumor
persons? '

‘Oh, yes," he answered. “I have
of being able to show the police w
their hands on them.' Aspumofclmahng
mudber.nlfsbehdbeentoodndbyl
breath of air of ic “coldness. Beudel..dded
Townshend, with his cye on her, * he may come
into a coasiderable in this country,
when his innocence is lished ; and so |
shall odv'in. him, when I find him, ot to run

away again.
5{\=lootedu him an instant, and then
cxclnimed,‘Youcnaml'
l ‘Am 17" said he. * Well now, Mrs Kesteven,
think that is the finest compliment that has
ever been paid me |’
Q
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She rose slowly and drew her cloak about her
mdugmmo(duomm
‘ When I find Lomas,” said he, rising also, ‘I
shall Jet you know. Where shall I write to?*
She hesitated a moment. ‘I am staying at
abetheuand “in the rooms of a friend,

-S;o:tbl mto-mrrovorthcmt
my address."
he. But hcmnoc

dewvd Mn Kestcven little knew her Town-
shend. He was more subtle than she, and more
alert. *Sit down a moment,’ be said. *You'll
need a cab, My man will call one.”

He stepped out and found Mortimer in
waiting.

‘She wants a cab,’ said he to his man. ‘And
| ';n.; her a;tldnu. "

‘Right, Markis," sasid Mortimer, *Sli s
on the rank. I'll give him the call.’ B

So while Townshend returned to Mrs
Kesteven, Mortimer desc.nded to the pavement,
and blew a peculiar call upon his whistle.
chk.ly a hansom rattled up.

“*That you, Slinger? " he asked.

‘ Me, nght enough, Morty, old boy,” was the
answer.

‘A lady!" sad Mortimer, laconically.

‘Bring hock the address.”
He went in, and anon Townshend descended

h Mrs Kesteven, of
m?bcrddrafn;:n " I"g«’lgedi hear
an address.

(:()\ '8'\)
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account, and you don’t commonly tell the worst
ofyounelf ,you didn’t getmud\fromymr

‘Audhedudn't much change out of me *
oecusznl(euf:n
‘lmnotsomofdm.'uidhe. *You're
such an idiot, P , and so taken up with
what men think » that he might have
been having you oa toast all the while without
knowing ot—agccally if he's the clever

touthmthl
e's cleverer than you are,’ she burst out,
‘nndhnd.omamdmmdsm &
‘Ab, said he, smili t Peggy can
mdomthomhaChnncl'

l_;‘And mucbﬁmbedoub;;dmdd\e.
‘ Haven't cating yet, e’
‘Not qu’::. hemmed.%metlzhe d
‘You're perfectly sickening ! ' she exclaimed,
herself froymlberom. wilfully pmbmg
the chair over, and then striding up and down
lhﬁtmmmt;s A Pegg
‘ Now, sal e, ‘now, L
His tone was of gentle remomtnncye,
strengthened with the assurance of the master
and tamer that the wild creature would
submit. ‘Don't get angry, for we must tal
quictly in & minute, love—quictly and seriously.’
Sbeooanmedtomhtomdfrowlulehe
finished his breakfast. That done, he produced
a cigar from his pocket-case, and arefully lit it,
Then he rose, took her hands, and drew her

(:()\ '8'(’



«Oh, Charlic!® she said, her hesd
and turning her ?;PMM‘WM

are we going to 80 frightened |’

‘ riglwmed? Frig!wawd?'ddhe. ‘Of
what ?

‘1 don't know! But he fnn me so!

Oh, he frightens me awfully | It scems a3 if
he looks me through and through, and as if he
knows a great deal more than he says—as if he
knows ing |"
‘Uuhm’:umwedauﬁe. ‘I've never
yet seen the man I was afraid of.'
'You'nmcrmthhmn.'-ﬁdl’?y.
“No," said he ; “but I'm going to see him,’
‘Oh, Charlie!” she cried, in evident dismay.
* What do ;mn?' e

“Only this, , m ; I'm going to
me:;hil’nulmﬁ he'oahhgom‘—-
an adventurer—a ~sharper, ikely, I've
wmxtouamthakm':’xm;l,ddl'd
like to meet him, and I'm going to meet him.’
“‘When?'

‘To-da the Reckless Club.'

*Oh, lie," she cried, ‘don"t go! Don't!
He is truly a terrible man !’
T
. " et .0 i. wa wﬁ
and always calm !’ =

CO. .glc
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W ) said he, ‘I'm gounstouicka in
bleulm of h believe it's all
And Peggy. my chick, let’s

Whunbontth‘ngiddm
l ldou know !"

't keep her shut up here long, you

‘lknowl can't—I know! T wish I had
never bothered with the creature! It was you
that made me !’

‘Yes ; perhsplnwa.'mdl\e.wdeuly
* And now perhaps lmgndoﬂmfwm

‘Oh, how, Charlie? ' turning
on him cyes filled with fear. *‘How? You
frighten me, too!”

‘Dol,myduck-o—hddy? Well, you sha’n’t

be frightened, dearest. Everythmguhdlbe
done casily and oanforu::ly h::d you'll be
again—won't —w is
out of the house.' & il o

‘?otl\owmllyougethuoutmdtouta
row?’

‘ Now, P dear, do | ever make a row?
I'll tell her I'm going to take her to see her
husband.’

'Oh.yal said Peggy, with a round mouth

mrme but a tome of satisfaction, * And

’l'bedoorva opened and the depressed Mr
Timmis showed himself,

* Mr Townshend wishes to see you,” said he,

E
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*You fool | * hissed his loving dnﬁhw—
“hissed ' ; for she was aserpent. * How did he
know this address?* She was erect on the instant,

‘How can 1 tell?” asked the old man,
spreading forth appealing hands, *He didn't
get it from me |’
ml:!n'l(mcutbuloobthhnyud

ike a cormered beast secking escape.
‘Now,' she said, * he'll find her!’

‘ Keep your head, + murmured Charlie.
“I'll slip out this way and get her away at once.’

‘Oh, do|" said she, clasping her hands,

The inner door had just closed upon Charlie
when the other opened again to admit Mr
Townshend.

‘I fear," sasd he, letting his eyeglass flash
from Mrs Kesteven to the breakfast-table,
‘that I disturb you.'

“‘Oh, not at 2l she answered. But she was
so shaken that she gripped the back of a chair
for
‘mhmﬁnﬁd.n&i his hat and
gloves on a corner of the table, * 1 not inter-
rupted your breakfast?’

‘Oh, no,” said she, *I have finished, thank

. But,” she added, with & touch of resent-
ment, * | don"t usually receive callers so early.’

“And 1," said he, with his peculiar flutter of
a smile, ‘am seldom an early caller. But I was
afraid of missing you.'

‘Missing me?’ said she, glancing at him
with lack of understanding.

CU. aglc
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‘You address so uently, Mrs
Kesteven,' bm:dudl buwfmﬂuucynd in
q!:omioe. ¢ Last night it was Conduit Street.

morning it is well Road. B thu
afternoon it maght have beznmetm.:z

‘Is there any reason,” she de flaming
up in ill-controlled %‘ﬂ} y I should let

know m ress?’
’o“'Nou at Zﬂmmd readily. *‘On the
contrary, ldoub( there is every reason why you
not.’

The handkerchief which she was torturing
with the ingmofh«ldthandfclltotbc
Heu l:‘sck lndlundedn

to
lum, ‘but she neither tpote nor moved,
laad the handkerchief on the table,

'Tbmu.boma he continued, and again he
lhowedlm fluttering smile, * good reason why |

acquainted with your address.’

'Yoom l she exclaimed,

He smiled. *Yesterday evening, Mrs Kest-
cven, you did me tbebonwofupnglm
a man. | wonder which declaration is vain

: &
‘T have no feeling at all about ladies,’ said he,

‘but I have every regard and respect for women.”
‘You insult me in my own house!’ she

broke out, slapping her hand on the back of

(:()\ '3'\)



Mrs Kesteves 249

the chair by which she still held. *I hate you!
I you! What do you want? What have
you come for ?

*1 have come,’ said Townshend, quictly, * for
Mrs Lomas.'

‘ She gone out,’ answered Mrs Kesteven,
“Very likely gone to see you,’ she added with

an aneer,
‘Ah!' drawled Townshend. *That will ex-
plain to you that I have good reason for doubt-

ing what say." He handed Jenny's little note

““Dzarn Mz Towxsuenp,” " read Mrs Kest-
shut up f :FMKmu g finid of

ut up forcibl ; is afraid of
me‘:.tinglhz"famdom about her. I don't
know this address, but perhaps you can find it
out.—Your grateful Jexwy Lomas.™’

Mrs Kesteven held in her hand satisfactory
evidence now that Townshend was still ignorant
of what Jenny had discovered, and her manner
and tome became triumphant.

* What does she mean? * she asked, handing
back the scrap of paper. ‘Sheis mad! How
oal?’hbcMupiﬁbcmldgooutmpm

*Evidently she did not post it herself,” said
Townshend ; and he exhibited the en in
the bottom corner of which was written, *
post this.'

GO« uglc
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And Mrs Kesteven experienced a deep resent-
enny?unst own ter.

bo:r'ﬁ,un'n ul old man |
‘Well," said she, ‘I can't explain it, except
on the supposition that her troubles have driven
her mad! She’s out now at anyrate. She
had breakfast quite comfortably with me, and
then she went out—on some business, she said.'
‘I see,’ said Townshend, ‘you had a com-
panion at breakfast, but I should have thought
the companion was 3 man. | doa't think Mrs
Lomas smokes cigars.” And he sniffed the tell-
tale air of the room.

P had fi ten that Charlie hita i
-whfgu&mhhwm i
*You doa't believe me? ' she exclaimed, how-
ever,
‘I regret to say I doa't,” answered Town.
shend. !
‘Oh, well," said she, spreading out her
hands. *If you think she is hid in these rooms,
find her, 1 give you full liberty of search.’
She marched to the fireplace and touched the
clectric button. Mr Timmis appeared.
‘Show this gentleman room and cup-
board in the flat,’ said she. * He wants to find
Mrs Lomas." And she laughed in loud deri-
sion of his desire.
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with 2 bow that he was ready to conduct Mr
Townshend.

‘This,” said Mr Timmis, quictly, at the door
of the first room he showed, ‘is‘dnlm‘.
bedroom.’

‘Um-m !" murmured Townshend, sniffing the
gir. “I had no idea that Mrs Lomas smoked, and
cigars too! An odd taste in a country girl like
her, isn"t it? *

S e e But," he added co

1 said.  ‘But,’
m‘dommﬂy think you smell
tobacco, sir? It must have been me with my
pipe. Very careless of me, sir.’

Townshend turned and laid his hands on the
old man's shoulders.

‘ Breathe | ' said he.

Without thinking of the purpose of the
command, Timmis out a breath.

‘ ]dur friend,” sadd Townshend, ‘you
haven't smoked for twenty years! Go along
witb{oul Besides, it is the smoke of a cigar
that | smell—and a very good agar. I'm too
old a smoker not to know,’

He advanced a step or two into the room.

It was in some disorder, and the bed was un-
made. But still there lingered the odour of
cigar smoke.

‘The same man has been here,” said he, ‘as
took breakfast with your mistress. What does
that mean ?*

He turned his eagle look on poor Timmis,

C.U\ 'Slc
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and flashed upon him the light of hiaem
glass. Timmis feebly his head,
said never a word. And Townshend said
no more. He looked h all the rooms,
butfouodnomoe.oan

* Perhaps, thcn, will believe the word
of a lady nenumc?'

‘Tou:llyouthc(mth. said be, ‘| was
mleumdmed loukcthewa'dofc

mgryfwu,Pnlfubewouldsptmnthnm.

*And I hope I shall never set eyes on you
nl'

*Ah," said be, * lfwdmuamnbopc. If

I Live, wxllcertunl -ecmelgua He

4 moment. ym‘amy

-fateguaeagm mc,Mu esteven,’ he

‘Ob,’ ;hcl(:umded,‘mdm 80 great
a person xtmckedtophy nstyou?
“Itis worse than wicked,’ .ﬁ

fluttering smile enraged her, ‘ttufoolub'
He made her a bow, and went out.  She fol-

'5
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lovedhhnwttotbehndins.mdvhik he de-

scended the stairs, she over the banisters
and watched him go.

“Ah," she exclaimed to herself, gripping the
handrail and vainly trying to i, ‘if 1

oaly had had the cou to stick a knife in him!
If I had a tile in my now, I might drop
it on his head-like the brave woman in the
Bible! Oh—!"'

CHAPTER XXV

‘CRANSWICK, DENTIST'

In returning from his visit to Mrs Kesteven
Mr Townshend was driven along the Brompton
Road. He reminded himself of * Cranswick,
Dentist,’ and he requested his driver to stop at
number 350. The driver st , and Town-

b of which "wpﬁu"
the side-jam which was & small :
‘ Cranswick, Dentist.’

*Mr Cranswick in?" he asked of & some-
what slatternly woman, who opened the door, *
and stood wiping her damp hands oa her apron.

“This is not his day, sir,” she answered.
* But if you like to Jeave an sir—"

‘ Would 2 message wait for him 7" asked

(:t). .3lc
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Townshend. *“Or would it be sent on to him
at once at his other address ? '

‘It would be sent at once to his address’
said the woman,

* What is his address ?* insinuated he, secking
to surprise an answer,

The woman looked at him with scion.,
;‘ilan’tullyou.tir.butlw ill reach
m.

“Oh, thank you,' said Townshend. “I'll
Andb;.dd ber promptly ; f

1d remem t y for

it was a characteristic ofp'h:t:ayomﬁal <y:lcm-
ness that he took quick advantage of trifles—
of such little things as an ordinary man would

g:d\emkcofmo'doct'l'wmlwod
ascended the steps of the Reckless Club to

fulfil his engagement to lunch. He was con-
ducted to the Guest Room. He had not been
told whom he was going to meet, and he was
surprised—and, to say truth, rather taken
aback for so self-possessed a man—to be in-
troduced by his host to Captain Catheart |
* We are to be a square party,” said the host ;
‘but our fourth has not arrived yet.'
Then there came to Townshend what he
would have called an imspiration. For the
next hour and more, he considered he would
be in the company of Captain Cathart. So
an opportunity might mever again present
?:‘l}fatheehaddnﬁl:sofmimpampoin&

(‘)()\ '8'\‘
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* Ah," said he suddenly to his host, * I've for-

gotten ing. Can I send a note to my man?’
'Ol\.mrﬁs.' 3 huhat.a:deuldd °'}‘beban-
porter mydnn‘ soct for "
Townshend him, and sat do'?:t

a side-table, which was furnished with writing
materials. He wrote to Mortimer thus i

* Capt. Cathcart here. Send telegram at once
a8 follows : ** Cranswick, Dentist, 350 Brompton
Road. Come to Reckless Club immediately, —
Carucart.” Also put somebody on to watch

this."

The note was lacomic, but it was sufficient
for the intelligent Mortimer, It was sealed
and taken to the hall-porter with two
crowns, and the request that it should be sent
to 2§ Jermyn Street. The Reckless
80biohomedin weadilly ; so Townshend
reckoned that his message would be read by
Mortimer in ten minutes.
The note was barely sent off when there came

modwuu;ﬁsto ownshend. The fourth
member of the party arrived and proved to be
the man with the black patch. A third

1se was added ; for the man was introduced

surprise
as * Cathcart—Charles Cathcart.'

‘Very to meet you, Mr Townshend,” said
Charles more lightly than his carnest

look signified. I ha of you.'
‘Tthlanmism:ﬁ-l.d\u.’n;ucm'

(:\). .3lc
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said Townshend, with his fluttering smile.
‘And l..too, have heard of you—though not

by name.
‘You have heard no of him, I'll be
bound,” laughed their ‘For Charlie

Cathcart is a scapegrace and a thrift. If
anyone ever writes the history of the “ Twelve
Scamps of Christendom,” he should be in it.
You mustn't confound him with his cousin here *
m whom he laid an intimate hand—* he's
a

; worth of him,'
Chrll:’Catbm uml:g steadily, as if all that
was said about him was complimentary in the

way.

‘I'm afraid,” said the Captain, * that no Cath-
cart is worth much, I heard a moralist say that
a certain place is paved with Cathcarts. He knew

us,

‘But what did you mean, Mr Townshend,’
asked Charles, * by saying you knew me, though
not by name? W.lmdu.mlmeﬁy
celebrated.’

* Ah, well,’ said Townshend, ‘a man may be
widely known by a nickname.’

*Is that my case? ' asked Charles.

‘Not exactly,” answered Townshend, ‘al-
though nearly. You have been rather well
known by a peculiarity that may very easily
provoke a nickname.’

“Oh, really?’

‘I have heard of you from friends as fre-
quenting a certain bit of the Strand, dressed

(:()\ 'SIC
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in a black patch and a yellow overcoat,’ said
de\ead.'m

Charles Cathcart looked at him steadily,
*You didn't see me yourself? " he asked.

‘No, [ didn't," answered Townshend. “But
it was you—wasa't it? "

“Oh, it was me right enough,’ said Charles.
*But | had no idea that I was so noticeable.’

* Well," said Townshend, * the oddity of your
get-up drew attention first, | suppose, and your
regularity fixed it.’

Charles Cathcart boldly considered the man
before him—coui:‘ered the hawk-beak, the
heavy moustache, t lass, with its shifting
flash, and the mbledqt;‘;ck forelock. As for
Captain Cathcart, he looked troubled, but kept

“T'ruly,” said Charles, ‘I should not have

that my get-up looked so odd.’

* A black patch on the eye,’ said Townshend,
‘is not common, is it? I hope it is not 2

t feature of your face.’
ollr% b ; de h‘:"
it off now; but m 15 st s

*An accident ? "i:?uired Townshend. .

* Yes, confound it! A branch of a tree, when
I was shooting in the country.’

The waiter declared that lunch was served ;
w:.zdm. The Captain still looked
t , and as he at Townshend’s

1 interest in his cousin's black 50
c‘hneoduhimqﬁnandlgdn. after
R
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all, was this Townshend? What was known of
him? Why did be carry these airs about with
him of knowledge and mystery ?

Over lunch it was the turn of Charles Cathcart
to push questions home upon Townshend ; and
then, too, came his unity of fulfilling the
promise he made to Peggy that he would stick
a pin' in Townshend’s inflated calm. But his

were of small effect ; Townshend was too
practised and astute a hand to give himself away
in answers,

‘tBhyethe my.MrTowuba\d,of ha. M'gmb.
‘in the newspaper reports of that mu case,
down in the country, somewhere near Wrottes-
ley, I think—if | remember rightly——there was a
person of your name mentioned.’

‘Very likely,’ answered Townshend.

* Any relation of yours?'

‘A very intimate relation,” said Townshend,
with his flutter of smile. * It was myself.’

‘Ah !’ exclaimed the host. * What case was
that? Sure to be a mystery, or Townshend
wouldn't take an intttt: in it.'

‘One moment,’ said Charles, turning again
to Townshend. * But that Townshend n:g:l:-
scribed as a detective inspector.’

‘Oh," broke in the host again, * Townshend
wm;ld describe himself as anything that struck
his e

‘I‘Tl’tink not,” said Townshend, answering
Charles.

‘I'm sure [ read it," persisted Charles,

GO« .3lc
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‘Not in the papers,’ said Townshend : of
that point he was quite certain, and he smiled.
* My dear chap,’ said the host, addressing Cath-
cart—the lunch was taking on
him—*it ‘t matter how Townshend was
described. He baffles description, But if any-
body is a dab at working out criminal riddles,
it's Townshend. It's hss relaxation. Where
another fellow at a club will amuse himself with
filling in missing words, or writing acrostics for
P o ek, Tl i
up the paper t mysterious
mwderormbbery.mddumm;{oubyun-
ing you all about it, and finding the solution—just
nmmamfmndedpmbhnin&xﬂd.
Look here, Towney, my boy. Tell us the story
of this case—as you read it, mind—as you read
it
Townshend flashed his eyeglass round. Both
the Cathcarts were observing him. The situa-
tion struck him as comic, and he laughed. Now,
mml:zonim nnobtnum vely Town-
very nousily. laugh seemed
to ul“‘tbe cousins, for they both frowned.
He su udlnlhua,nnd at once.
“The story, to y told, needs an
introduction, said he. 'Xll ood stories, like
all good plays, need full introductions. Sardou
y takes two acts for his introduction.’
‘Oh, confound Sardou!" exclaimed the host.
“Cut the introduction and come to the story.’
*Well," said, Townshend, *there was once a

CU. 'SIC
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country gentleman—a squire—of a rather
rackety sort,”

‘Humph !|* said Charlie Cathcart. ‘That's
nothing new,’

‘No," said Townshend ; ‘our gentry are the
ba;:reed in tbcdco:;]uy. and their racketiness
i a mark th and energy-—e
superfluous and misdirected.’ g

'cAlrmd, Towney, my boy," said the host.
* Well, this squire—?" =

‘—mrng' three wives,’ said Townshend.

‘What?" cried the host. *Three? The
glutton! The twopenny Blue Beard ! At that
general rate there wouldn't be enough women to
go round ! Three?—and all wives?'’

“Three,’ answered Townshend ; ‘and all,
apparently, wives.'

‘Am'z you wrong? " said Charlie Cathcart.
‘You mean two.’

*Now, Charlie," said the host, ‘what do you

know about it? "’

"~ «Oh, I think he knows about it," said Town-
shend.  * But,' he maintained, addressing Charlie
again, ‘| assure you the number is three.'

*Two, | think," persisted the other,

“As | read it, three,' said Townshend. *“You
:?\m it. Jt must be established and accepted

ore the story can go on.'

* What's that? ' demanded the host, while the
Cathcarts exchanged ecarnest and doubting
glances with each other,

*If you men will dine with me this day week

(:()\ '8'\’
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f
at the Savoy,” smd Townshend with emphasis,
fisshin l;:’c lass on Charles Catheart, *I'll
finish the story then.'

‘ Why not now?" asked the host.

‘ Because,” said Townshend, “it’'s not quite
worked out.”

None of the three could accept the invitation
t.?dinncr; but, for all thae, the story was left

one.
~ Lunch was finished, and they were ready for
their co&'ee,wbmt!\eh:mia buttons entered
to say that someone wi to see ‘ Mr Cath-
cart.’

*Which Mr Cathcart? " demanded the host,
‘ There are two here.”

‘I don't know, sir,’ answered the boy.

‘Well, show him in," cried the host, before
cither of the Cathcarts could demand the name
of the visitor.

There entered a very dark, stout little man.

‘Hallo, Cranswick!"' exclaimed Charles
Cathcart.  “ What the deuce brings you here?’

That unexpected result of his experiment
with the telegram upset all Townshend's de-
ductions—upset them, but made them, so to
uy.mue!u y:::in ;a:ovmul t.fortbeym
speedily on r n, rearranged.
mvloml\ehdfromt inning connected
with ‘ Cranswick, Dentist ' in Cathcart—
evidently did not know him. And thus bein
dissociated from the dentist, the Captain’s
intimate links with Mrs Kesteven and with the

GO« .3|c
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crime dissolved, under that one exclamation of
his cousin Charles.

‘1 have really been a fool |* said Townshend
to himself. “Like any common detective!
Plainly Charles is the man! And he looks it!*

‘Well, sir!’ smaid Cranswick, in an injured
tooew;d'l‘.hu.dh:r ht me here!' And he

u a ram.
p'?d‘l‘hh 1 odd!t'ﬂeg:chimed Charles
Cathcart. 'lm'cmdyoothk Did you?'
he suddealy demanded, passing the telegram oa
to his cousin, )

‘12" said the Captain, glancing at the tele-
mni.m'd‘"o.' oke of friend, perhaps,

¢ wal some friend, %
in-'nmwdTm,nhmd. 3

* A doosid nasty joke, then,” said Charles. ‘I
don't like it." And he looked both puzzled
and troubled.

‘Don't like the 100, that
naadadentiu?'nﬂ !Fmﬁc‘:i'.hm .

*Oh, it's not that | said Charles, desperately.
“As a matter of fact, I've had a great deal to
do with dentists, and doosid expensive I find
them.’

‘Bad teeth are conmstitutional in some
families,’ said the host, sagely. ‘Look at the
Captain, He has quite a gold mine in his
mouth.’

“Ah,’ said the in, ‘but my teeth are my
own ; Charlic's are X

Townshend almost leaped from his chair,
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He had been presented with the information
which 'hthnbamnd:iﬁcultnat.ooth.::
extract. y 10 case patent anxety
doubt of the situation, he resolved to make a
little exhibition.

‘Look here, said he. ‘Tl 2
riddle. My teeth are false like Charles’s "—with
a touch of his fingers he made them drop, to
prove the truth of his statement—‘but yet
they are my own, How can that be?"’

‘Because you've paid for them' said their
host with a laugh.

‘That’s not the answer,” smiled Townshend.
‘No, the answer is simple, but, I believe, un-
usual. The teeth are truly my own teeth. I

The dentist was extremely interested.  * May
ll:;kuthm,iﬂ’lu-ked. He locked at
t .

* Well," he said, “I've seen some queer things,
and I've done some queer things ; but I never
saw the like of that bef though I could
do it, mind you!’

‘Townshend,” exclaimed the host, ‘is the
rummiest chap! I'm always finding out some
new queer thing about him! He's uncanny !
That's what he is—uncanny !’

(:\)\ 'Sl\)
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two Cathcarts looked at him as if
he must be.
was nothing to be done with * Crans-
wick, Dentist,’ but dismiss him. Then Town-
aheadrueuddd he must be going, and
Cathcart rose too. But still
o‘;andlookedtroublod P
*Which are r Town-
shend? ' nkedythe yt:lun,?vab:s'thqmwt
in the hall. *I lnkeamdmthyou.nf
yonluvc(hcmnctooptn
‘Certainly,’ answered Townshend, *Come
to my rooms ; we can talk in quiet.’

> 2
4

nd

i

CHAPTER XXVI
HOW CAPTAIN CATHCART WAS WON

* Ace right, Mortimer ? * asked Townshend, as

he entered his d\unben.
. t, sir,’ answered Mortimer.
T motioned the Captain into the

leather lounge-chair, and invited him to a
‘No thank you,” said the Captain. *“1 don't
smoke.’
That completely settled Townshend’s doubt
whether he might not have been with Mrs
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Kesteven that morning. He invited the

to drink-—somethi vuh soda; but nather

wwldd\eCagwn
“I‘hemthu.MrTomuhend said he, ‘1 am

too worried to thmkoltnthmgb\nwhnl

want to say.' And the soldier looked Town-

shend frankly in the face.
‘I think," said Townshend, ainki into the
chair he had the evening fore, when

Mrs Kesteven reclined i in his lounge, * you need
scarcely trouble to sa

Ctpum Cathcart {ookeduham.ndnoted
the odd, flickering smile. *Why? ' he asked.

 Because | believe | know." the Captain
looked and wondered. *You wish to ask me
what | know of the Kesteven case,' sad
T”\;:'Md ed the Captain, ‘1 would

‘Well, assented t Bt
lnkctoukm that.’

“‘And I'll answer, Captain Cathcart,’ said
Townshend, in lm most portentous tone. ‘I

‘Ev exclaimed the n, with a
W\den?m‘ oflhrm,dmnunedw as if it

ctbe ' in its purview.

‘1 am now umﬁed that | know cverything,’
repeated Townshend. ‘ldoa'tmmdoonfeu:a
that until the end of luncheon to-day I labou
under & mistake : !tbwgbtyonmtbepam

matdeagl
‘ cried the Cn
amaumt. “Great heavens !’

with a start of

C\)\ -SIC
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‘1 tender my apologies,” said Townshend.
‘I don't ﬁ‘q\nyntly make a mistake of that
kind, My sole excuse is that | did not know
you.'

That was oom?lunen , but it failed to
mmapwn.mmm

‘But why should you ever have thought
that [—2"*

‘No animus, | need not assure " saad
Townshend ; * no malice. lmn\hs"bytbe
evidence I had.”

* You amaze me more and more, Mr Town-
shend !’ exclaimed the Captain. “What new
::W&mha;hyouhdimdnend?of

to change your opinion? '

‘We are nlkin:(?n the du’::,if may say
80," observed Townshend, and his odd smile
fluttered forth again. *I'll concentrate my answer
in one concrete point.’

He rose and turned aside to his little writing
bureau—an antique bit of furniture of the secre-
tary kind. He unlocked it with the key that was
in the bck.m{lv'mmkdn?buook’;
tiny packet. 1 ween his fingers
ratyunodlitmbcfmlbcapnin. He undid
the wrapper of tissue-paper and showed in his
palm a tooth.

*That,” said he, “is the centre and root of all
the evidence. w:d?be.“ what it is?' He
turned it over while the Captain peered.

It looks like a tooth,” said the Captain.

‘A false tooth, you see,’ said Townshend,
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‘mthbmkugoldnmchmem That tooth |
myself on the spot where Kesteven
plckeduupd:emotmngufmthe

;Yw did? And why didn't you produce
i?’

‘Before the Justices? That was no time for
its production. | reserved it for the trial—
which has not come off—not I wanted to
find the owner. In a little while I had ressons
for thinking I had found the owner in you.'

‘Good | " exclsimed the Captain. * How
casily 2 man may be wrong -?mpectad!'

‘Now I know better

'Youthmkyoukmtlnm?'

‘l am sure | do," amswered Townshend.
* And this is the real piece of conviction, as the
French say.'

He rose and restored the tooth to the drawer
whence he had taken it. He relocked the
bureau and returned to his seat.

‘ Was it you, then,' the in asked, with
a sudden flash of suspicion, * sent the tele-
gnmtotbedenmuo-day?'

‘It was.'

He did not ask how Townshend knew of the
connection between that particular dentist and
Cathcart : that seemed a matter of small conse-
qocoeecomptrednth odm

‘hMrTo'mhu\d.-:i n,gung
at him desperately, “ I
Dcmlhmmlﬂ”

( 1ol 'SIC
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* Ho, ho, ho 1" laughed Townshend. *Much

obhﬁ':'mm
M&w&mhq‘fe::hhwdjbtonk
n, a pause of considera-
tm Whub;:':naof s all this?
You're not an oerof law, or a paid
dew:un. W:z you spend your time and
fi out the—the owner of that
eooth? lh hnhcevcrdmtoym

Cnhart, answered Townshend,

i ymdenng’ , ‘I suppose we all act from
motives that are more mixed than we know or
allow. I won't pretend that I have any interest
in abstract or im Justice. 1 haven't.

But I might ask you why have done
buttomntbe—omo]r:utoothu

m'm sure have. If nobody had been
arrested for the death of Kesteven I should have
merely said, *“ Serve him right for a ruffian and
ahnnel The world is rd of him ! ™' and
I should have taken just a speculative interest
in the mystery. But, Captain Cathcart, an
mnomlv.mmhnbecnﬁndonbyblund«wg
Justice—two innocent victims whom |

to have a great regard and liking for—and since
the innocent victim can go only by the
production of the guilty culprit, why then—
And.hccontmned,nl- tohufeet.mco.vedby
his own uence, ‘ I appeal to you, n,
wwpy I think tboddnotbenp":te

between the owner the tooth, although a

Gox '3lc



How Caprain CATHCART wWAsS wWON 269

rehlive;mdd\einnooentmm,l.oldietﬁke
yownl.and.ulunduund.agoodoomnde
who ran some risks for your sake.

'Oh.mkmdm.do you?" said the
Captain, beset

‘May I ask,” demanded Townshend, on a
sudden thought, *if you are a—an admirer of
Mrs Kesteven?”

‘No—and yes,” answered the Captain. *But
why do you ssk?’

“ Because she is involved in this matter with
~—with your relative.’

'?.ood Heavens! You know that too, do
ym'.On(heodmsidcdmitthcfueofm
innocent woman-—as brave a creature as God
ever made—involved with the fate of the inno-
cent man. Since a choice must be made be-
tween the two pairs, it seems to me that, as a
man of honour and oftmelumfeclinq.yw
cannot but choose the side of the innocent.

Captain was cvidently sore perplexed.

-
g7
L
:
:
%
¥
:
£

And what about him. We were together
—at school,” he continued in abgl'f-mu-'ng,
half-argumentative tone. * He was 23 and
keen as mustard : | was a duffer. He always
helped me. I liked him. I was very fond of
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him-——always have been, And he was really a
good chap—before he came to town and

And what about his old mother? What about
her? It would kill her !’

‘And what," Townshend asked, ‘about the
honou;oﬂ.o;:’snmf Wbuabouthnol‘g‘
father ?—an old ycoman as prowd, I daresay,
huﬁlmlymdhnlumyu aoblestb{)me
in the land? And young Lomas has, I've no
donbt.lmuoomofbmowmddntywd
aﬂ'ectlon,j\-tnyouhve ours !’

‘True—true ! " admitted the Captain. *And
has as much right to them! What do you want
me to do? " he asked, ouddcnlzloohng up. '

‘lmppoeyoudoatkm said Townshend,
* that this morni youroocanand Mrs Kest-
even added to faults by hiding away
Lomas’s young mfe—ao that she should not
communicate with me. Sbcmmtbepmdumd’

* That's rather a matter for them—isn't it?’
said in Cathcart.

‘Well, rather for me," said Townshend on
reflection. ‘I think I meed not be anxious
about her, I'll find her. I have my own

pcople at work, But what you'ﬁht todou

'ptoduoc
‘bhclou? asked the Capeain.

‘ Practically,. He was met by your cousin,
on your recommendation, the Saturday night he
came to London ; but since thea no trace—to
-pen.kof—bubeenhdoﬂum. Discover from

your cousin what he did with him.’
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‘Did with him?" echoed the Captain,

. *You don't mean—2"' o pq
‘No, not that. lkno'lndndntdodm.
I may even tell you, in confidence '—he

sised the word—* that | have reasom to
bem be in or near the city of York ; but
thuonod\mg togoupoa.uaceldootkm
what he is doing. He may even have left the
ace.
P"l'llﬁndoutdllcm, " said the Captain, rising.

‘Canyouletmcknowmmho\r!'
‘T'll try,” said the
He ed at once. In little more than
. the hour he was back.
*Well, in?’ Townshend,
'Nothmg? the&pmnlookeddeptened

‘No.helmad. * Somethi
that will cause more trouble. '&htdoyoo
think the foolish fellow did? He got drunk,
and insisted on going back to the army !"

‘But—1I" imed Townshend.

* Under another name ! If they find out who
berenll,ighe'llbehndedmtotbeanl
authorities on the charge of fnuddcntenlutment
ndg:momhumpmamu

't such a thing be arranged ?' asked
‘You oqht to know. I pre-
oumc l\e is with his regiment at York ?’

“That must be it,’ the Ca
‘Cc in Cathcart,’ md‘l‘o'mm solemnly,
bdmuyoor opportunity to undo the
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mischief you have done ! Go to York at once,
and sce what you can do. | know be trusts
{ou.ndbd'm to be his friend. And
"Il write a line to him—if you will be so good
as to take it. Go—there's a good fellow.’

After a moment's debate with himself Captain
Cathcart l:rid blewl:uldgo; and, after convers-
ing t a litt r, the two men parted
zgmt?:lcmﬁdence understanding.

It was Townshend's hour for solitary medi-
tation—the empty hour in mid-afternoon when
he considered the serious problems of life—when
he took himself to task for neglect of oppor-
tunities, dulness of invention or imagination,
and failure of perception and understanding.
For, if Mr Townshend was not exactly the
kind of man of whom Society would a
in all things, he was at least conscientious in
making the most of himself. He was thus
occupied in his quict hour, when Mortimer
announced a visitor,

‘The gentleman with the black patch on
his eye, sir,” he murmured, in warning.

‘Oh|" exclimed Townshend. *Show him
in, Mortimer,'

The gentleman with the black patch was
shown in ; and Townshend, always polite, soon
had him seated in his own favourite lounge.
The gentleman secemed to be both embarrassed
and in a tightly-strung condition of nerves; so

T was patient with him, Yet he was
an unconsoanbz time in speaking of the

(‘ﬂ)\ '3'(’
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business he had come upon. He spoke of the
sudden cold bite of the weather, and the
luncheon they had shared in that day.
“Is the door closed, Mr Townshend?' he
w&::d' feel ht? " ssked
¢ 0 cel a e?’
Townshend. s S
Hetwnedliolndtoghnautbedow.
Instantly the gentleman with the black patch
sprang on him like a cat, smothering him in
his overcoat, which he had carried on his arm,
and cramming something into his mouth.
Townshend had been unawares. He
struggled but faintly, and he uttered no sound
butlchokirx‘ In a second or two he
lay quict in the chair.

CHAPTER XXVII
CWRAF ME IN MY OLD STABLE JACKET'

It is remarkable that when Will Lomas was
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force, no thought of rebellion entered his head.,
For be was an old soldier, and to the old
soldier the sease of discipline is sccond nature ;
it is as prompt and inevitable as obedience to
the rein is to the harnessed horse.

He passed with mechanical case and uncon-
sciousness into the regular routine of the
ment, without feeli u Inrdnlup n d:dn&n
COMIMOn recruits,
nnilleuthcoold,duk bour ﬁvemtbe
morning, he did not grouse and grumble like

youngsters. habit—
the habit of years—awoke in him ; he jumped
fmhuooc,unlmﬁvemmumhemdraad
and clattering downstairs to stables. When
there, in the reck of the beasts and of the sotled
litter, he did not swear and curse and shirk
dndutytuhun.bu(—old habit again, not
virtue—he cleared away with fork and rake the

Such differences a3 these did no more than
markhumoﬂaauudy.mdmmd
young man, who would probably
agoodoold:cundgaqmckptanoum.
But there were other things in his behaviour—
th;x which he could not help doing—things
lndndmmoudy—&hudmn him

the suspicions o knowing ones. He was,
of course, set to the with the other
recruits ; but he not help doing right
about turn without the movement being ex-

ﬁ
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plained, and when he halted he could not
dressing without being bid. And so the dril
sergeant—an ienced old hand—had his
eye on him. When he passed u
down the back of his ranks of Johany Raws,
uwwmnm
¢ was your trade afore you took the
:hilling,mq man? " he asked, in con-
fidence, in banter.
w:ﬂ}’mmdmuduk.w' answered
“*Clerk be jiggered ! " murmured the sergeant.
‘You ncm’ them shoulders and that back
wuaingt;tea .k desk |’ o
ut the sergeant knew a man w
had him, and set apropervsarronhim, 30 he
asked no more compromising questions.

soldier—a sulky, bullying fellow, thievish and
:l‘z‘ W'ud‘lafrdt:emtheﬁm,mvdldnllol::
im ; corporal kept a loweri
on Will. One morning mmm will
lnmmtpoom his horse.
‘I can’t, corporal,’ said he. ‘I have al-
xy’mym and the sergeant’s to look
“You mean you won't!” said the corporal,

lowering.
‘W:ﬁ,dun,'-id Will, controlling his temper

CU‘ »SIC



276 Tue Goroex Toorn
with diﬁculty. ‘since you put it like that, |

‘Take are.myﬁnefcllowl said the
mng ﬁngeruhxm, or you may
underarrat

'Oh I know what I'm about, corporal

saxd Wull umpmdently ‘Altbough & sergeant
may have hu’room for lnm,n

*Ho, ho!’ cnedtbecorpon . *You know that
—do you ? Perhaps you know 2 great deal more.’

“ Perhaps 1 do,” answered Wi

Tbataprurdtomdtbcmm In the
afternoon, however, Will entered the deserted
barrack-room to find the corporal turning over

his y at the head of his cot. The
made theduapluuz excuse that some
things were not neatly ¢ folded ; but Will

feared the inveterate Paul Pry lmght ducom
mdm'wldban hnadcnmg
next day he contrived to send off his discharge
to'l‘ownsbend.
was well he got that done; for at night
tlmwaeam
He was not yetﬁeeoftbehrmb;fothc
had not got his uniform fitted. the
long evenings, therefore, he wore himself out
in secking distraction within the barrack bounds.
Hea the mtmumuchu possible, for
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to him. For if he sat there by the fire, or lay
awake upon his cot, such thoughts, memories,
and regrets rushed in upon him as drove him
nearly mad. He thought of his Jenny, and he
felt as if his heart were torn and bleeding. He
recalled the trick that had ht him there—
ok Ve et et b Wl e

om . was
lnwpnota free man, in n‘on,vn’th hh'yiftin
his company ?

And then he remembered the crime of which
he still remained accused, and a flood of despair
swept over his soul. Out of the he
cried and demanded if his intolerable condition
would ever end, if his innocence would ever be
established. And still his hts and desires
and hopes turned to his dear Jenny. Where
was she! Oh, where was she? What was she
doing? Did she miss him? Or was she con-
soling herself for his loss? Suchnig:thonm
was more than human nature could ure, and
he fied to the canteen.

On that particular evening there was a full
assembly there ; for cmainathe recruits were
paying their footing with the old soldiers—that
15 to say, they were ‘standing " the beer that
freely flowed, and were exhibiting their quality
of entertainment in an improvised sing-song.
When Will appeared he was invited, as a
‘rookey,’ to contribute his share. He was ever
a tempered, sociable creature, and he
id not refuse.

CU\ .3lc
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.wrk by B mwm,—

&‘m id no heed ; he heard as if he heard
l!:lnd.intnnh, forgotten that * Ridley '

his present name.
‘Blest!" cried the corporal. ‘The chap
"t know his own name. P'raps it ain't hus
m.

Then Will recollected himself. ‘Do you
mean me? ' he had the astuteness to say. ‘I
thought there miqht be more than one Ridley.
g:‘uof Ridley. ifA“ which there came a

laughter, as if it were a joke.

* Give us a song, chummy ! * called another.

Now Will had one or two soldsers’ ditties, in
the singing of which he rather fancied himself.
One was a translation of a French , once
very lar, called *My Captain' for the
proper, dramatic rendering of which a sabre was
necessary. He intimated so much; and a
nth:fe and belt m‘r;b::rriedly barmrowed i;:‘om

guard-room, , hearing that somet
unusual was afoot, the ts pushed in frt:g
their private parlour. ill stood up to give
his performance, He buckled on the as
if he knew all about it, which one or two did
not fail to remark upon. Then at a certain
moment of the song it was necessary that the
ubnlmsbwld bcfdnwn: Willﬁ':rc: it in the

ion way for parade— inging the

) round.lnlthu drawing the blade straight

:

i
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up from the scabbard mdlauupm his
head. The instant after, the song ended.
‘He ain't had no swoed drill yet,” observed
the suspicious , Joud encugh for Will to
hear, *How did he know the regulation trick
with the sabre ?’
*An old cavalry nwantmghtumefwdn

ill,
‘mﬁ Mcorpon.l‘yu':l hlndlcs. 't‘go tlhng like an
old soldier—wouldn't you? ' said the

;ummg totbtdrdl-o«gmtwbouoodnur
im,

‘Hold your blooming cbo'l' said the
sergeant. * What's it got to do with you if
he does?’

Butmm to come. Later in the

nq il Lomas had arrived at a
tolmbymkleacondltm. hemuted for
another song. Then he prepared vchu
gmz.hu special, his famme ootsd

of ‘The Dying Lancer." In his
nono—nutberoﬁwmrn
near him in the singing of t l\um andbe
E:nlt now to those strangers who never

fore heard it, and who received it with en-
thusiasm. It is a true barrack-room ballad ;
anddlanghtupthereﬁmu.mdnthemdof
the second verse joined in the singing i

‘Wrap me in old sable jacker,
”u'{np:’hluliulx—llabw;

Bring six Lancen to me,

ma«,u-..-d slow,’

Go nglc
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When the was finished the door suddenly
opened, and a clear, authoritative military voice
rang out h the dense tobacco reek and
over the burst of applause,

‘ Who sang that song?’

The colonel of the regiment was in the
doorway, and with him was a stranger who had
asked the question, All the men were instantly
on their feet, and stood to salute.

‘I thought nobody knew that but m
old regiment, the ggth hnoe::.n‘ said d\:

wbo was the singer?’ demanded the
colooel“ of the l'cagum:::’td‘e e
“This recruit, sir,” sai
with a satished smile, :eekmg”.p“t‘:”lad Wil
forward.
But Will stepped out of his own accord, and
saluted, while his countenance was set and pale.
“What? Recruit?’ cried the stran , in
staccato tones. ‘Nem;_l&u'dy. know
Surel re Lomas?—late Sergeant-
Lomnzonuhe ggth Lancers?’
here was & visible stir of excitement and
un?dl the company at the mention

tbemmt.andmnthcoorponl
looked

respectful.
*Yes, Colonel Methuen,” answered Will, in a
low, difficult voice. “I'm Lomas; I can't deny
it.’
“Then he's an old soldier? ' sadd the colonel
of the regiment, frowning severely,

(:()\ '8'0
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‘And a good soldier, too!’ exclaimed
Willt old oml *But what, in Heaven's

ng here?’
m fottmsdc and self-possession
E: He sat suddenly down upon a
ch, nnd flinging his arms upon the table,
Laﬂh»budupontbunmdmduknmth

‘Idon’t know|" he cried. *God help me, |
don't know !"
surprve snd puplezky. Tho solone of th

t c
regiment reoo::redhu’;ulfﬁm his feelings
were less involved.

‘Bring him slong, Methuen,’ said he. * Bring
him to my quarters. We can hear what he has
tou{ 's evidently something wrong.’

e, said Colonel Methuen, *I'd like to
hear what he's got to say. Come, Lomas. A
brave fellow like you shouldn’t give way like
this. But come along, and let’s hear about it.’

Will resumed control of himself, and rose.
&mﬂmmtohﬂh:mh&mn&
looks of wonder and respect; for all soldiers
were acquainted with the recent its of the

Lancers in India. Colonel Methuen took

- tnmm(:"ldmhunwt.d R

ever s t

mﬁa{lapuluku;‘:am'mo’ﬁmi
mdgoodmcamtheﬂnmhArmy

Gox '3lc
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CHAPTER XXVIII
UNDER ARREST

Wazw the two colonels heard Will's story they

oundht:lhd a more dificult business on
than they bargained for. Until

\;f::l l:edd them—with t:e‘r notion in his bu:‘

t was giving no information—they di

not know Mmhgu practically an outlaw, that

he was un escaped m accused of murder ;

of

they had not even the Kesteven case, 80
uLbecddooome ive to such matters,
for you, I* said his old

colooel. &ugtd, I never was sorrier about
anything ! you see we can't help ourselves
in the matter! It's a serious business! And
it's not for us to determine whether you're
innocent or . Eh?" said he, deferring to
the colonel of the regiment.

*You say,’ observed the other colonel, more
coldly, * that you were trapped into this enlist-
ment—that you don’t remember taking the
ulullmg Well, though it scems an  extra-

%ltoq. | am willing to believe that,

have it looked into. But my duty
and the s ulations compel me to
;)u unjztm nrre:dfor fnudulentpd?\lmp‘:(
ou've you into a mess. | am
for‘“ —all the sorrier that my fm':s

oohnghly of you,'

(:()\ '810
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It was said with precision, but Will under-
stood its kindness.

‘Thank you, Colonel,’ said he, simply. ‘I
know Sbere's nothing to do but put me under
And under arrest, accordingly, he was put.

It was quite a sensation for the '}::.m
— whed
e roiruia | One, Sould hitrs thonght chat
nothing like it had happened since King Saul

i

Into the midst of this excitement Captain
Cathcart descended next morning. He went
directly to the colonel’s quarters and sent in his
card. He was reccived immediately. He
found his exposition of the bunnmlelnd
come less toilsome than he had .
He determined, a3 he journeyed down,
that there was no way of conducting the case
but the truthful and open way. Therefore, he
broke his purpose at once to the colonel.

*1 have travelled from London,” said be, ‘on
what may seem to you a singular errand. It's
about a recruit that came to you rather more
than a week ago. He has no business to be

with you.'

Goe .3lc
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‘What!' said the Colonel. ‘Another old
soldier? *

‘Ya.mddteCapmn.‘bc'omoldaddm
and has a good record.’

'Youkno'hnm,lwpron.CapmnCahanl'

‘Yes. | know him,” answered the Captain,
with a touch of hesitation.

“ Does his name happen to be Lomas? " asked
d‘eY " said the Captain. *That is hi

¢ 3 ‘ s his name,
Youhnnfoundhimmtthen?'

*To all intents and bcbetnyodhxm-
sclf ; and the of his former regiment
apottcd him last night. It's an odd, rather
mmnncuoq' And he told it

‘And he 13 now under arrest?’ said the
Captain,

‘He is—fraudulent enlistment, you know,’
said the Colonel. Tthapummadent.md
scemed worried.  * You are interested in ham ;
lmylukvb? You are not of the same
regiment, I think?’

‘Na But I owe him a goodm—mdead,

y turns as [ can If it
for him I woul sitti
bacdwe—myboou would have beca pu;k:g
by the Afghan kites and crows.’
‘Oh, is that it ?’

*There's more than that, continued the
Captain. “If I'm not mistaken, a ne'er-do-well
cousin of mine was concerned in this absurd
enlistment of his.'

GO .Slc



Uxper Arzesr 285

*Ah 1" murmured the Colonel.
‘I su there is no getting out of this
fraudulent enlistment ? *

. doul: sce how,” answered the Cola;_el
‘It must be met, although we may lighten it for
him. Bmlmppooe,ou knowt’l’\z:ium
serious complication ?

*You mean his connection with the Kesteven
case ;" and the Captain looked deeply troubled.
*1—1I believe & mistake has been there.'

“ He says s0," said the Colonel. ‘And | am
nr;_,blcbopen—(ammmditdtbcmy.'tﬁ'

i ined silent and ¢t
minmc:p‘mmubeaked,‘b{aylm?’

‘1 have no objection,” answered the Colonel,
and rose. *‘This morning of course we must
hand him over to the civil power, and there we
have done with it—except so far a3 giving
evidence goes.'

So Captain Cathcart was introduced to Will
in his conﬁnuhl:nt He was struck dumb for
an instant reception.

'Wlnt?o you want with me again?’ he
demanded brusquely. “‘Can’t you leave me
alone? Haven't you done me harm enough,

in Cathcart?

* Yes,' said the Captain. * I've done you harm.,
I suppose | have, and I'm very sorry for it.
I meant to help you.’
"‘Wouldn'tltm:buab;tnlrformuotm

ve stirred out of prison? I've to
hck,lapa:t.mdgodwmghmd\‘::. Yg:

(:( " 'SIC



286 Tue Goroex Toorn

tem to break out ; ve me
et 2404 88 Doug S aut BTGR e FAnt,
and he made me drunk and took me to a
recruiti t! lkmnochmgnbomu
till I woke up in the recruits’ quarters in St
's Barracks !’

‘Did he dothat ? The scoundrel ! * exclaimed

tbeCtpuia. lludnouduofdml'

Andbo- then. know | was here,
\J:l’l“ with triumphant
in lmlook.

‘Ab,’ denpmn Cathcart, “ that's through
K\u fnend Mr Townshend, By the way, |
ve a note to you from him.'
Willmdd\enote.andtbcn handed it back
t:‘dd;Cng:n. *You can mduou‘f wlﬁ
with a ¢ change of tone,

something ofubnutk:abuvowe. ‘It scems
too tobetme. My God, if it should be
true And he leaned smmon(bcuble
mdmhufue mlmhmdt. mumunng.
*Jenny ! Jenny! dear, brave Jenny !’
Thuwn'l‘owmbeuztnou—

‘Cheer up. 1 have sufficient evidence now
to justify me, if I were a detective, in taking by
the collar the man who shoukd be in your
rc!. Captain Cathcart brings this to you.

may trust him. As know, 1 once
thought he was the man, I made a mistake ;
thogrmatmdbatofmmydothn. But
I regret it ; the greatest can do no more,’

GO .Slc
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‘And did yoc tlunk that, too?"' asked

foldi tbeuoee.
'Wlnt?'nkedWJL

‘ That | was the man.’

*Not at firse,’ lmedel,llmonuhmed.
‘] didn"t know what to think, when he it
into my head. And what could I think w l

ame to this—to all appearance dh:fb
Captain? 1 was in a regular mess fog of
doubts and difficulties.’

* A man in difficulties, I s
stands the difficulties ofumm‘.mm, saxd the
Capmn.mthgrowmgndm-.

rose in Will Lomas’s mind.
‘Doyouknowtbembemm? he asked.

‘I do,” said the in, with evident re-
luctance, “and I doubt I'll have to give evidence
against him.'

Will considered him a moment. ‘A man in
trouble,’ said he, ‘becomes 2 selfish pig. 'Will
you forgive me for the way I behaved when

m?' fi Lomas," said Captain

. to ve,

Catheart, extcuhas‘hn hand, which Will took

Ml‘ lmll and traly sorry, Captain,’ ssid

'dullm:bdunddltoyonl But.
there ! ldoutundcntmdmythmg! My
mind is—anyhow |’

Their interview was 'Bud by the
nnnlofmuooﬂtobu\dw over to the
avil authority. He turned a glance of appeal

(:\). 'Slt‘



288 Tue Goroex Toorn

to the Captain that was only meant to be of
farewell.
*I'll see you through it,’ said Captain Cathcart.

CHAPTER XXIX
THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN TOOTH

We left the adroit and astute Townshend
subdued by the man with the black patch, and

_ oomplwdy at his mercy. Apparently so, at

Wbeul‘owusbcndhy wiet in the casy-chair,
with his head mh:rj the man vntb the
black ch.ClwlaCatbwt stood silent an
instant, luzeamg. Then he stepped swiftly to
the door, mlymnﬁeﬁkﬂ.mdmdlhu
car against the couch again. There was
no sound of movement without, and he returned
and cast a half-scared glance on his limp and
prostrate enemy. But resolution animated both
eye and mouth.

*He said it was in the burcau | " he murmured
to himself, stepping forward to that piece of
furniture.

Plainly he referred to his cousin, Captain
Cathcart, who had indiscreetly let out where

Townshend kept the incriminating tooth.

(‘.0\ .3lc
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He tried the lid ; it was locked-—but the key
was in the Jock. He swiftly unlocked and
raised the lid. He was confronted with an
array of small drawers. In which of them was
hid the of his search? He began to go
through in order, and grew amazed and
da_unwdbebgtbc multitude of small and valuable
things he fingered—each one carefully wrapped
up.udalmoucmyvnppubaﬁng!nimci
tion, 2 number, and a date, He unwrapped, for
instance, a ring of diamonds and rubles—
evidently a thing of extraordinary value—and
he read, ‘Czar Nicholas, 359, 9-4-76." He
had a mind to it in his pocket; but he

t better of that desire, and put the ri
back in the drawer., He touched strange
valuable things every time he un a

. What did it mean? Where did this
man get such things?

He was on the brink of a great discovery
concerning Townshend ; but he did not guess
that, Hndbep\mudoyuumﬁallyhhmch
and his examination everything he came
upon, he would have come upon abundant
evidence that the man who lay limp and un-
conscious must have been somehow concerned
in every one of the undiscovered jewel robberies
of years. But he did not guess that; and the
number of drawers, and the number of things in
each drawer, alarmed him ; he had no time to

through them all,
goﬂcgmhupuieat. He opened a drawer at

T
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random, and picked up something at random ;
but he failed to lay on his tooth. In his
3 he and shut the drawers
notsily, and the noise disturbed Town-
shend—although Cathcart was so engrossed he
did not notice that. Then Townshead began to
stir softly, as a waking cat may move under a
blanket. Softly he pushed the overcoat from
his head, and the fumes of an anmsthetic rose
into the air, Thus he gave himself free breath
and vision, He looked about him with a

: eye. He saw the man
bending over his open burcau, and his character-

g5

shot had entered his back. P;t]espunroondlnd
glared upon Townshend.

‘Found it?' murmured Townshend, and
smiled again,

Cathcart came fiercely at him. * Where the
devil is the key of this inner place? 1 want

?.

“lk'g key? " murmured Townshend. *The
sca! Thesea!" And he slid off again into un-
consciousness, his last words plainly showing
the surging effect upon him of the anesthetic.

Cathcart seized opportunity to fumble in
Townshend's pockets ; and that action again
stirred him back to comsciousness. Hepu.&:d
Cathcart away from him, softly but effectually,

¥
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‘That you, Mortimer? " asked Mortimer’s
master in 2 thick, slow voice,

“Yes, sir,’ answered Mortimer, ‘]l can't
get in. The door is locked.”

‘Oh, is it? murmured Townshend. ‘I'll

i’

‘ No, you won't " cried Cathcart, and leaped
With desperate energy at his throat. *I'll choke
you !'—I'll kill you!—if you don't tell me
where it isl”

And it seemed as if he would make his words
good. The struggle was then as between a

C\)\ 'Slc
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mﬁlgnppymdafcodomurﬁer;mddl
was in favour of the terrier.

‘Stop a minute,” Townshead contrived to
say. “‘What is it you want?'’

‘My tooth!” cried the other, holding off
& moment.

‘Ah,’ said the astute Townshend, ‘you
confess I've got it then? Well now, stand
back a moment, and I'll show you where it is.

Cathcart stood back. Townshend stepped
to the bureau, a drawer, and took out
a tiny packet. 2 bc.mmw;sydlmmm

Lt in
mﬁnmwbimbm had
Townshend undid the paper wrapper, exhibited
the tooth between finger and thumb, then put
it in his waistcoat and buttoned his
coat over it. He lifted his odd smile at his
an st
: “If you can take it,’ said he, “ you shall have
tl

With a curse Catheart flew at him again.
deul“bom from his drowsiness
“ ; but he was not yet complete
m?t’;dofhimwlf. It went very hard with him
at the hands of so desperate a man as Cathcart
was become,

But Mortimer was a servant worthy of his
master ; and, since his master did not immed-
iately open the door, he nadcalmnnngo—
ments for opening it on his own responsibility,
No one who remembers what were the private

Go nglc
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interests of Mortimer and his master will be

any lock. He the door with Isttle
ek, e bl 6o g SN by B
had been done. Then, with a handy ruler which
beludbtougbtvithhim.mdwhk‘

like a policeman’s truncheon, he hit Cathcart
neatly on the head. Catching him as he fell,
he deposited him s gently as if he were a faint-
ing lady in the easy-chair.

*“That dot,'nidhe.'villkecphimquietfor
five minutes.' Then he sniffed the zir of the
room. *‘Dosed you with ether, did he, Markis?’

‘Yes," answered Townshend. ‘] was a fool
to trust him."

‘You're given to be too trusting, Markis,’
said Mortimer.

‘I'm dead dmnylvrt,'-id his master.
* Give me something, Mortimer.'

‘ Yes, certainly, .’

Mortimer scuffied out in haste. He had not
h'e!:t 2 doctor’s l:;u for no(:’:;g.th}kmbwd

to give to unPu" e qui
mm«g‘:;c. Andma}eww’couhhom
back with a dose.

‘Drink that, Markis.' Townshend drank.
And in a second or two he was himself again,
h“N:rm :?:uk, aif.'.:did Mortiu::'. look-

round room noting optn
buresu, “It's not like you to let this happen.’

And he shook his s if he believed that

C,U. 'SIC
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the wariness and cleverness of his master were

ke -
‘ where the deuce,’ cried Townshend—
f“he;;o:dd’ be —‘.medlon'::.o
are su to be keepi eye on this
man? He's easy enoqhngeo follow with his
black patch.’
‘Hark 1" said Mortimer, listening, *Speak
of the devil, sir—] believe this must be them.'
The outer bell rang, and Mortimer departed
to answer it. Ina few seconds he returned.
“It's all right, sir," said he. ‘A lady to see
you, sir.'
He stood aside and the lady disclosed herself
to be Jenny Lomas,

CHAPTER XXX

AT BAY

When the lock turned in the door of her
captivity, and the man with the black

he appeared as if he just
walked in from the street. His manner was
that of haste and secrecy.
‘Quick | " said he. *‘I'm going to take you
to your husband. He is waiting for you.’
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The thought of Will waiting for her
her heart bound uncontrollably. And she
no suspicion. Why should she have an
Wunotdmtbemnwwhom Will had
commendodby&pm n Catheart?
ed the man, as she 1

donnedhu And he held his
in a listening atmude,u if he feared that her
out of

ety

Shehmned-fwhunmthhgln foot
the ﬂaanddowamtotbemm Hclmledt

43

§3

EE

loitering hansom, and an address in the
Tcmple.mdthmbo' away She
her companion about her h , and he
answered her with a chzu'fulne-nnd

vagmnmdm*” all the while and nodding, =
much as to say
Theym»edwtofctouded Fleet Street, just

had the Griffin, under
decp arch, wnd them they clattered down & roy
narrow lane. Presently dnygotoet,mdthe

mnwuhd\ebhckpm:hledbermwadnk

linger, for she had noted that the building was
very old. On the sccond floor he opened a
heavy, iron-studded door, and ushered her in.

. Mrs Lomas,” said he, gently,
opening another door,

She advanced, nothing doubting, almost ex-
pecting to be taken in Will's outstretched arms,
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But when she entered she turned about quickly ;
focthucmnoooeinthcroom.nditlooku{
like a small and dirty kitchen., There was a

dresser and a ooohng-otm
‘I'll go ﬁu.dlﬁm-iq_tbe man with the
He shut the door. and Jenny heard him lock
it, although he did it softly, Then a
horrid fear assailed her. She tried the latch ;

the door was fast, She hammered with her fists,

She looked at the window ; it was of frosted
glass, and barred.
She had been deceived—played upon! She

had been taken from one prison to be shut into
another—a worse |  For her former gaocler had
been a woman ; her present was a man|  And
the of that was very di uictilzl
Sbebm:olookuoundthe ttle, y
room. Was a portmanteau in a corner,
mwhicbmpainteddnluge letters * C. C.'
was also 2 Gladstone bag with, besides

the initials, a on which was ved
lnmwofthedtmm‘:ul
a

5,
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have died before she could have married Mr
Kesteven : must he not? It was the 1
and the speculation of an inexperienced
innocent woman.

She cold ; and she lit the stove to
warm the air. Sbchndp.adn-&:lnight
in fear of Mrs Kesteven, and the fumes of “the
burning gas in the little room made her unutter-
ably drowsy. She slept, sitting in a chair, lean-

ing agsinst the dresser. Poor, sorely-tried,
brave girl |
She woke with the turning of the lock, and
the harsh opening of the door. She started up
in the hope of Will in the company of the
man with the patch ; but she was con-
Mbyr“ Kae:h lazmgembou:ﬁ:
rage—Mrs Kesteven the pale, flami
ment of fury !  The fury of jealousy, it presently
*So this is where you've come to, miss !’ she
hissed. * You call yourself 2 married woman |

:
E
|

Iou mean ? ' panted Jenny.
o I mean? Youknow what | mean!
i come here for 7—To the chambers
a lewchambers in the Temple! A
ved man! My man! My husband !’
“Your husband?’ cried Jenny, thinking of the
name of Cathcart all around her,
‘Yes,woman! Myhusband! And well
know it! You l—you woman! What did he
say to you? Tell me or I'll kill you.'

3.?..
T
j88
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She had wrought herself to a frenzy. With
flaming eyes, outstretched head, and raised hand
at Jenny. Jenny was truly afraid then,
the chair herself and Mrs
Kesteven, and, as she turned to reach her, she
dodged round it, shot“out at the door, slammed
it to, and, quick as thought, locked it |

Then, with hurried feet and trembling lim
lbem.!:tlndfoundtbegtutdowqun

the staircase, She flew down the stairs,

g:am free |

It was growing dusk in the quiet, narrow lane
mchﬁit. Shcloofednpanddown;
she did not know which way to turn. A man
:iuloiwing near. She stepped boldly up to

m.

“Will you be so &3 direct me to Jermyn
Street 2 Shehndg::odonce thought of Town-
The man's carcful and waiting manner at once

. It became alert and X

‘ youMnlm?’hc:g’d.

In alarm Jenny demanded, * What has that to
o with you?" And she turned to flee again.
‘Do you want Mr Townshend?" the man
asked hurriedly,

She stopped. ‘Yes, 1 do.’
llu;'.fyou will come with me I'll take you to

Nol' said she, turning away again. “‘I've
been deceived once.’ - sl
‘Very well, madam,’ said the man, with a

i

(=9
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smile. I'll just show you where to find & cab

and can go b A

!*icbdbcpup’thhmmmmw
F:ther into a cab. And so Jenny arrived at
ownshend’s, as we have seen,

Wmmmghwwmﬁnmm
scious in the chair, she exclaimed in her excite-
ment, ‘ That's the man! The beast!’

These were her first words. Townshend
emitted his usual smile.

‘Yes, Mrs Lomas,’ said he, it is true ; that
is the man—or, rather, the beast |’

Then he questioned her, and she related her
day's story,

* He was going to take me to Will," she said,
‘but—'hai:‘p- trembled, and she asked pite-
ously, * Where is he ?'

“Now, my dear Mrs Lomas,’ said Townshend,
‘ you've borne up, and been very brave. Don't
break down now. I beg to assure you that I
know where your husband is, and that in a little
whilehemd”;mwillmtuifnothiqhd



300 Tue Gorpen Toorn

—the second flcor, on the right, I think you
said,” turning to Jenny——*and bring along the
lady he will find there. Let him tell her that
?:?withtbcbhckpmhhnwgemmd

‘B wl.imwm.

: way,” said Townshend, turning ;c-m
eo]a{ay.‘ ’Jyoudontheouzetdoor the
chambers ? '

‘I slammed it !* said Jenny, with ,

‘Then we need the key,” he sai He
turned to the occupant o{ A
Cuban,.obligeme with the key of your

disobli ownshend
s to di Mr T .
have too much of mine already.’

* What the devil, man,” cried Townshend, *is
this a moment for scruples of reserve? Itisto
release your wife we want the key.’

‘My wife?" said Cathcart, looking and
speaking as if suddenly found out in a crime.

‘ Yes,' mqﬂl:ured Tm:nshend. with !&:i‘
flickering smile, ‘common ing as Mrs
Kesteven.' ltmhismengz o:tl:gldnmgc
Cathcart had taken of his trustfulness,

Cathcart looked at him a moment, shook his
head at him, and said through his teeth, * You
devil I*

‘ Well now,” said Townshend, * ; to
release your wife.” e

* What does she need release from? But if

(:()\ 'SIC
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nbcneadu:eleaelmgomynlf,’.id&thrt.

risin tol;nfeu. L e

'grry can't ’ * said Town-
shend. ‘But ifp.y:u doz::,:’ntnhcmdo
release, question this lady, who locked her in;
you have scen her before, I believe.’

Cathcart  mechan . d’m{ly ‘dm:f«dhu bodm

uaintance with a slight F s
i.tmltaonldnotl)ceslledlagbo::.mdm8 S

“Yes,' said Jenny, with satisfaction, * I locked
ber'iuto the honi!little kitchen where you put
me .

‘Now, Mr Cathcart, the key," insisted
Townshend, holding out his hand.

‘ Do you mean to try to me & prisoner 7'
asked Cathcart, ' S

*Oh, my dear man,’ said Townshend, ‘don"t
be irrelevant. We can discuss that later,
?oma,tbckey. You do not wish me to use
orce?’ .

So Cathcart surrendered the key, which was
handed over to the waiting Mortimer.

‘And now, Mrs Lomas,' saidd Townshend,
‘ will you tell me what you discovered that made
Mn? esteven (or Mrs Cathcart) turn against
yw '

‘Yes, I'll tell you,” Jenny began. But her
brain reeled. She put up her hand feebly to
her head. I feel rather faint. Can you give
menf‘l:sofm? I haven't tasted anythi
since last night !’

‘My dear Mrs Lomas,” cried Townshend,

( 1ol '3[\‘
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um to his feet, and the bell, ‘ what
,an I::Cl am not mm"mm of it!
Mortimer,” he said, when that person Ag)emd
gweu;cyeerCuhcln and see if he wants
Mrs Lomas, come with me. I'll
shwyou my kitchen. You must have some-
dnngmout. Ha! ha!it's not a of water
need. l'uud«:\nl.;:fak tomkc
eat proper food, and drin
ages. Youdmtknowdmlmh«g
sclf as a cook? Well, youdullmmc

an omelette ; and oudulleantl Andufyon
don't say— But l'll wait till you've tasted.’

It was a revelation to]cnnyhow this mysterious

man could pass casily and naturally from grave

to gay, and from the detection cnme to the

of a dish. While she observed his

quick assured movements she wondered and

admired.
“There cannot be omelettes without bmhng

m' said he. * And the saying applies very
y

Nevcbefonhndj‘.lkmbo'tomke
an omelette properly never before, she ad-
mitted, hndsbeammooeoolﬁmdcqnmte.
And Mr Townshend was as deft and attentive

A8 4 WOmMAN in ser her. Hccqmdlnﬂt
fabautheezafhuhtdehocbennbk.

becutforbcrn crust from a new loaf, and he
dmtbceotkofabonkofoldlu;undy.ud
made her drink a glass of the revi wine.
He was a dear—she declared to And

Google
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then she told him of the disclosures Mr Timmis
haduawitﬁng_:&“mtde. ‘1 hear a cab,’ he said
ty, * will be Peggy—the undutiful
ter! Let us receive her in my sitting-room.”
returned thither, and set Mortimer free
e P s tppe::: the doorway.
wise A in oorway.
At 'Pl:t‘gjeanysbestopped.
‘ in, Mrs Cathcart,” said Townshend,
'pn&eomein.'
‘What do you mean,’ she demanded, ‘by
giving me that name?’
*Giving it you ! exclaimed Townshend, ‘It
: ng ! \
1s 1s it not ?
said nothing, but came in, while Charles
Cathcart steadily regarded her.
‘We're trapped, Peggy,’ said he, lightly,
rising to his feet.
She regarded him with stern disdain and dis-
It was to Townshend she
‘ What banyouiot‘ubmfor ' she de-
manded. She spoke like an injured and insulted
queen oftnge?yo

‘Well, rully.: said Townshend, ‘1 would
find it hard to say. | am not sure, I only
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‘*What do you mean by “game™? What
“game " ?' demanded P , in defiance.
“‘Ah, you don’t know?' said T .
while his smile flickered. * Well, let me tell

you the story from the beginning, and then
?uhpnywwill what I mean by
‘game.”’

The door was flung open by Mortimer.
cnchanged lance ot the word * Ispoctoe)
at . or.'
*Ah, bfdlhb, come in,’ sad Towulcnd.
‘You are just in time. Do you mind sitti
quict for a little while, and listening to this

? It will interest you, I think.'
%Mr'r . said Mellish,
He sat down, and continued to keep his eyes

shifting from Charles to P , and back again.

‘A gentleman, a eouf:gyy squire,’ b‘;u
Townshend—*in fact, old Mr Kesteven—
married, practically married, three women." He
threw an argumentative glance at Charles Cath-
cart. *He cither did not believe he had truly
married the first woman, or ¢lse he trusted to
her ignorance that she was truly married. But
she was. And she s still alivee Now what
would the law all the two following
m\m?'

¢ ?" cried Peggy. ‘Then | wasn't
married at all?’

‘You forget,) said Townshend. “You
couldn’t be married, Mrs Cathcart, in any case.
Your husband was alive—and s still.’

CO. .3lc
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Peggy moved her hands and her head in a

d'uzmdm&::un to see.,
*You mean Miss Lomas,' she said suddenly,
“his mother? *

*Ah, you knew that," said Townshend; ‘I

tbog:t did.'
. is wife!' she sneered. *‘We'll see
about that.’
. ‘lhneaeennbomit,'-id'l'maheud.no“:nd
to that, in any case, it has i
tol:g witm You ncn’r were l\/luxf:staewm.mg
Well, from that bit of dishonourable action on
the of old Mr Kesteven sprang all this
trou 'Pon my word, I'm not fitted to be
much of a preacher or a moralist, but there’'s a
ﬁmt:xat:bwt}lnsimh:éthe‘:':hml A'unhy..-
rate, was a father persecuting
own son, who did nock':w his father ; and
afterwards a brother—a half-brother—
ing a brother, who did not know he was brother.
came the murder of the half-brother, with
the suspicion that the brother—the true, legiti-
mate ' son—had committed it. How did that
come about? Well, you will remember, Mr
Mellish, that by that time old Mr Kesteven was
dead some time, leaving presumably a widow,
and also this young Mr Kesteven—so-called,
though he had no legal right to more than his
besrm' s name—this young Kesteven as his
‘I understand perfectly, Mr Townshend,’ said
Mellish in business-like tones. *1 follow you.'
v

C,U. 'SIC
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‘But the widow had her husband
still alive—the husband she was fond of—the
:iswl' of her youth,' said Townshend, lifting

1

‘You devil 1" spat Peggy.

* By the terms of the will of the deceased Mr
Kesteven his widow was to enjoy the estate if
his son died without issue. the
wvdowudberre.n.l husband laid their innocent

“It's a lie!" burst out .

—and sad,’ continued Townshend, **“ Why

id he not die first?™ The' woman tried
her fine hand at making him die. She bought
some poison, called Tartarate of Antimony,
which:hehndmdubominnfunmroinoning
case. You remember it, Mr Mellish ?

‘1 remember it perfectly, Mr Townshend.'

‘Oh, what lies! What scandalous lies!' ex-
claimed Peggy.

But her voice was growing weaker, As for
Cathcart, he listened with set, pale face.

‘She failed. Poisons—especially stuff like
Tartarate of Antimony—are uncertain in their
action. But her husband was waiting in secret
—lurking outside the house—in case he was
needed. An opportunity came. Y Mr
Kesteven went out into the park to take the
air ; the husband attacked him and killed him
with a well-judged blow on the head. But

Kesteven was & strong man, Before he

was felled he managed to give his assailant a

CO. .3lc
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blow on the mouth, breaking a tooth—a false
tooth." Townshend put his finger and thumb
into his waistcoat ‘Here it is,” said he,
and showed the tooth.

‘Just s0," said Mellish, who was growing
excited,

“The murderer fled at top speed. He went
crashing down through a spinney like a wild
beast. A local innkeeper who was out—fishing
~saw him.’

Charles Cathcart started as if suddenly dis-
covered.

‘ He seriously injured his eye with the branch
of a tree,” continued Townshend, *and like an
idiot he has worn a black patch ever since, He
made his way to the hotel st Wrottesley, where
he was staying quietly for a day or two with his
= Mellish again. *1 have
* Quite so,’ in ( in. *
ukc?”tbe trouble to find out about all that—
even sifting dust-bins and looking at old bits of
paper and and such-like.’

‘Well? " said Townshend.

‘Oh, I did quite right, Mr Townshend. 1
could not get at any name at first, but | came
upon two envelopes to ** Charles Cathcart,” under
cover to “ Captain Cathcart.”’

‘D—n|" exclaimed Charles.
e i

1 eye
\:ponthcl:;geaor.h‘gyoumagjudo(
detective| Perhaps you wonder, Mr Cathcart,

C\)\ '3IC
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he went on, ‘ how I became acquainted with the
name and address of your dentist? 1 got it

from yourself!”
'gm me?’ Cbuhl:.l
‘ w was at
Lotd mso\;ldroudey, I found in Bn:&l

nPo-t Office certificate of
“ Cranswick, Dentist,” upoan tt.andlmnddm
lsoe.edumghtluntodomdld\etoothl
found, although I had no knowledge of you
You Mld never be carcless continued
Townshend, * about lm:‘c things : little bits of
like little grains of sand, may go to create
?p“mnbkptleofmcndmal' 5
There was a dead pause, as when a dock
has stopped in a room that has been alive with
its ticking. Charles Cathcart, for a wonder,
scemed quite broken, while Peggy sat stoical
and stony. Jenny, although she suffered
s0 much at their hands, was suffused with pity.
‘lam sorry, indeed,’ said Towm:cod,
hufonlo&. confwadedly sorry for
y- lhavemdlhncnonght to be
or moralist, but, 'pon my word, the
f yofdmcnmcmkamc.uamof
common sense. ltluso:gbee: moafult;’:
rui its perpetrators, in discovering
uu:mgco.dmonmdnnk of my young friend,
the husband of this lady !’
Neither P les found a word to
say. The mnmd significant rising of
Inspector Mellish attracted their attention,
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‘Ihave a warrant,” said he, producing a
, “for the arrest on suspicion of Charles

‘I don"t like this ing here !’ said he.
‘1 don't like it at It s no business of
mine to bring criminals to justice.’
‘ Why do you doit, then ? ' demanded Peggy.
‘I have not dome it,’ said he. * But it was
inevitable if my’m friend—and his wife
here—were to be to hope and happiness.’

CHAPTER XXXI

CONCLUSION

E
i
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relieve him from the charge of compassing the
death of Mr Kesteven, so-called. Jeany also
“was back in Wrottesley, in her former ing,
and had resumed ber acquaintance with the
Butcher King and ; while she who had
been known as Mrs Kesteven occupied a lodg-
iin:uhotm.too.

Townshend, with a from London,
was busy in the neigh . He had a long
interview one day with Miss Lomas ; and later
he and the lawyer visited Will in prison, when
Jenny also was allowed by the Governor to be

* Well, my dear lad,’ said he, giving Will 2
hearty handshake, ¢ I little thought when I made
E: acquaintance in “The Book in Hand,” at

D —how many weeks ago? Not
many-—that | was taking orrtcloocoftht
most distinguished squires of these benighted
regions | And his lip fluttered with his

“"Whn do you m?'.b:'eu;mded Will,
* What are chaffing me e?’

¢ Shall I’Ot:ll him straight away?' asked
Townshend of the lawyer.

‘Tell him—yes, Mr Townshend,” said the
lawyer. *‘There is no need to make a secret of

it any longer.'
'\zhaoaurd\iait? No bad news? ' said
Will, glancing quickly from the one to the other.

‘No, Mr Kesteven,' said Townshend ; * no bad
news.  And that is giving you the secret at once,”

Google
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‘Kesteven 7' exclaimed Wil *Am [ going
mad, or are you, Mr Townshend ? lnsedwbe
Lomas ; for a week or two | was Ridley ; and
now r.n call me Kesteven! What you
mean

‘Your true, legal, legitimate name is “ Kes-
teven,” ' said Townshend. I have used enough
adjectives to describe it—haven’t 17" he added,
mrmngmthhulickerohmlemtbehwyer

‘Then you mean,’ deill.mmpﬁnglm
lmrundgu.u around him in wonder, ‘ that the
old man notmy father ? '

Old Kesteven was your father, as well

as the father of the young man that was killed
—wbolndlefdlyno right to the name of
at al

Kesteve

“ Poor fellow !’ murmured Will It scems
pcty to take his name from him now he's dead.
And I'd rather, myself, have the old man at
HJ fotfuber Whnhemw?'
‘Your

lady you have called your aunt is mother.,
She was truly the wife of Mr ven—his
ﬁutmd oal wife—married in Scotland in a

cﬁervmhdmnmasbm
knew so little nbwtnt,bangamﬁ:
girl, that she believed him : mdbangthea
wnhobme.uwellumthpnde.d\cwd
about it to anyone, and you, when you
came, by the collusion of your uncle, passed for

34
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his son—to all but Mr Kesteven, who, of
course, knew the truth'

¢ And that,” said Will, * was why he was such
a brute to me.

“That was why,' said Townshend.

‘Did wkmmytbing about this, Jenny?’
asked dl.mmingto his wife, who was well-
nigh as much astonished as he.

‘A littde, Will,' she answered. * Your—

mother told me herself ; but—but I didn't
mubemu'ulymhd any more than she
did. It was Mr Townshend's cleverness that
found that out.’

*So you see,’ said Townshend, while his smile
fluttered, * you are very much obliged to me.”

Will gave him a queer look, halfsad, half-
p:rplazg.. ‘Yes,' he murmured, ‘I am very
much obliged to you. The funny thing is that
I don't seem to feel any different as Kesteven
from what | felt as Lomas.'

‘But you will,” said Townshend, ¢ when you
are 4&?: from this gaol and drive in
triumph to Sainton Park as its rightful owner.’

‘Oh, will he do that?’ cried Jenny, flushed
with excitement. Then she looked upon Will
with & heart overflowing with love, and forget-
ful of the presence of ot she took his hand,
murmuring, * My dear Will | My dear husband!’

He merely murmured, * Jenny,” in return,
but his tone and his expression were suffused
with tenderness. Then to Townshend he said,
‘1 think I should like to see my mother.’

Goe .3lc
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“She’s coming to you to-morrow,” answered
Townshend.
Tbexmvenmmmmtotnd after
The reason was remarkable. Like the
ﬁrn.d\eseooodmmnadmpedfromthe
Mg«dwog‘hmdd«mdm
t time his wife disap %0
from the town. So:::" ose 'hm:medmel
interested w red suspicion that Captain
Cabannhh?hvehdtodomthtbenmd
s with the first ; but others were inclined
opnmmduathndbmu!nendbyMr
Towmhead. Certain it is that Mr Townshend
had a long interview om day with Pﬁ
Cuhartmherlodg'lng tht when he
her she came to the door of her room with him.
She was in tears, and he spoke kindly to her.
‘Ywdoyourpnn,hemd ‘and you may
on me.’
hen she caught his hand and kissed it, and
he went away without another word. That the
landlady declared she saw with her own cyes
and heard with her own ears over the banisters,
Mr Townshend himself said nothing about
theoupe,mdlamlhemhudispoe?onthx
account to think he knew a good deal ; and, as
you have heard, his constant saying was,—
It is no business of mine to bring criminals
to justice !"

THE END

Colvion & Cay. Limiind, Prowtors, Fdmburgh,
v
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