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CHAPTER VI.—(Continued.)

0dd though it seems to say so, Horace’|

would have felt no compunction at all in

THE MESHES
OF MISCHANCE
BY GILBERT WINTLE i
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Now Published for the First Time

"him, had dropped into the letter-box a note
.addressed to the manager, which he had

{written during the afterncon. As for

. warning ‘any friends of his own against |Green, he did not have to leave. Like

Carey, the undergraduate, but did very |many London banks, the Anglo-Ruritanian
much dislike the thought of saying hard |had bachelor quarters for a few clerks over
things about Carey the free-booter, whose |the business premises. Generally three
acquaintance he had made between last {lodged there, but just at present there
Saturday night and Sunday morning. Still, | were only two. Green was one of these,
Miss Smith was a very nice girl—of jand as the other man was on his holidays,
course, Ned's infatuation was nothing, he  he was alene; so; when the last of his com-

- |at the place \v];vrv, we poor working beg-

gars have to toil all day.”

“Sleep all .day, you mean,” laughed
Canning. Then added, as if recollecting
himself: “I beg your pardon, Mr. Green;
please don't think that I include you in
that statement, but I know Hocking. Tell
me, isn't it a fact that you have to wake
him up and put him out every morning?”’

Green laughed; and he and Canning
| followed Hocking. But to gain access to

' the business part of the premises, neces- |

| sitated having recourse to old Sandy’s
‘keys and lantern. Wihile these were be-
ing got ready, Canning toyed idly with
the kettle, giving it a little twist, then
steadying it again, and so on. There was
not very muclr {o see in the deserted
rooms, undusted and forlorn, where the

task, and Green thought it rather silly
on Hocking's part to-have brought them
down there. However, Canning pretend-
ed to be much impressed with the com-
fort of everything, and chaffed Hocking
unmercifully about the contents of his
desk, which he had not thought it worth

Anglo-Ruritanian’s clerks did their daily |

| Naed |
land Carey made the old man explain it |
{very thoroughly, it was eimple enough to
|work. The rule for the watchman was to
! make his signal each hour, not necessarily
at the exact moment of the clock striking,
! but thereabouts; not more than ten min-
utes before or after. So Carey, with Sandy’s
| permission, gave the ten o'clock signal at
{once. Then he asked where the outside
| indicator was situated, and learned, to his
| great relief, that it wae in the main thor-
oughfare, not at the back. i
I “\Well, Hocking,we must be getting back, | g
lor old Green'll think we're lost. Thank | §
{you,” this to McAllister.- “it's awtully |
clever. 1 supp:se you're going to have your
| coffee now ?” i
| “When Ah’ve doon th’ roonds, sir.” And |
{the old fellow stumped off, with his lan- %
tern. !

“Hooking,” said Carey, when they were | §
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!once more in the sitling-room and the |

dcor shut, “the Fates mean us to euc-|f

iceed tonight. Just faney! if that old chap
{had taken his dose without saying any-|
'thing about that affair we should have
been had like rats in a trap. But our luck |

held good, and now we're safer than ever. |
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knew Ned, Ned was like that with every
fresh girl he met—still Miss Smith was
@ nice girl, and perhaps a hint to her
brother the sailor, though he hadn't
much time to give it in, still it could be
managed—nothing about the later develop-
ments of friend Carey’s genius of course,
there was quite enough without that—but

perhaps, after all, he was making a moun- |

tain out of a molehill, and there was
nothing to warn about.

“I say, Ned, do you happen to have
gathered whether friend Carey was an
habitue of the house?”’

“Eh! What?”

out of his reverie. “Habitue?

i panions had gone and the business part
{of the premisces became still and lonely, hav-
iing much work yet to do, he bundled the
!books, papers, and things on his desk all
|together and carried them upstairs. He
|would have another go at them in the
{evening; in the meantime, he laid them on
the bed, while he washed his hands for his
Isolitary dinner. ;

| It had been rather a worrying day all
ircund. Directors had been in and ‘out,
| worrying the manafer about the San Sal-
‘Evardorr gold, which had come in and been
| counted, and was to be paid in the morn-
iing; the manager had worried the clerks,

cried Ned, awakened 'and the clerks had worried each other.
No, But, in spite of everything, Green had held

brought by someonc tonight, they dom't |out against the temptation to have re-

know him at all. Wihy?"
‘I was only wondering.”

course to that' litle phial of tableids; and
he felt a glow, at once of self-approval and

1§ Carcy was only a chance visitor, ‘hope for the future, in the thought. Now

Horace told himseli that the matter was
no further concern of his. .

train pulled into Vietoria, where they got vg

out, Horace going straight home to bed,
Ned, who was in a more romantic humor,
and ‘had no bank to be at betimes in the
morning, sat up in his. chambers in’

Roy Place till the sun shone bright, pass-
ing in ceaseless mental review a pretty
figure, a pair of dancing eyes, a mass of
wavy hair, and so on. At last, remém-

he would have his dinner, work quietly for

Just then the & few hours, and then perhaps he would

et some sleep.

The mention of San Salvador gold re-
\quires a few words of explanation. When
‘that little bankrupt State had finished
i ruining all the widows and orphans, clergy-
i men, idiots at lange, and naval and military
jofticers, that its net could catch—General
| Wyndham and, to a certain extent, our
jfriend Ned Ga:coigne amongst them—it got
|the brokers in; or rather, the brokers

bering that he had still a good de&l.to |came as far as the doorstep, but did not
do, and that this was the very morning |dare 4o enter, because they were afraid of

of their departure, he heaved one sigh,
tﬁg a grampus in distress, and wepnt to

;a ihing called the Monroe Dooctrine. In
iplain English, San Salvator was first talk-
{ed to seriously, then blockaded. It cared

Not a quarter of a mile from Hovace, !just about as much for the one as for the
and only about a mile from Ned, James iot:her. In fact, San Salvador blockaded
Carey also was sleeping the sleep of the | Was so deadly dull, that the San Salvador-

just—or, at any rate, a very good imi-
tation of it. When we say that, before
seeking his pillow, he had completed ‘three
hours’ filing at a piece of steel, we may
acknowledge that he has earned his rest.

The only person of all our acquaintances
of the evening who did not get any sleep
at all that night was poor Maude Smith.
Tommy had been found to be awake and
Fretful, and imagining things.

“Bad man tum an’ make faces at Tom-
my an’ ’tole faver's keys.”

But “faver’s” keys” were all right,
yvhere they had been left, on the dress-
ing table; so Tommy was soothed, but
would not. Finally, as father had to e
up early to catch his train and needed
rest, Sister Maude took Tommy off to her
own bed. But it was mno good. When
“bad man” had *been forgotten, nettle-
rash began to trouble; then came “tum-
my,” which had to be rubbed, then “bad
man” again, and only on Maude’s getting
up, and wrapping him in a blanket, and
éo taking him on her lap in a chair, would
he at last consent to go to by-by.

i CHAPTER VII.
Mr. Green Has Visitors.

Th_Ouglx it cannot be said that Horace's
services on Tuesday were of much real
value to the Anglo-Ruritanian, he never-
theless axjrived punctually, and sat at his
flesk, with every ~ appecarance of dil-
igence, even. if his thoughts were
elsewhere. After all, that was near-
ly as much as some of the other
clerks were doing, and they intended to
draw pay for it, Horace didn’t.

“Here, Wyndham! how much longer ave
you going to be checking those totals? I
don’t know what’s coming to you today;
hurry up, please.” .

“Now, what's the matter with old
Green?” mused Horace, without hurrying
however. ‘““He’s as crusty as the deuce this
irorning.”

Old Green, not really old at all, was a
sort of haliway man among the clerks,
senior of the juniews, or jumior of the
seniors, which ever way you like to call it,
dnd was in charge of the room in which
dorace worked. Held in high esteem by
the management, he was reputed the model
of what a stcady-going young business
man should be. As poor Green is destined
to enter this story but to leave it at once,
and very tragically, we may say here that
this esteem was fully deserved. Except for
one failing, Green was really a model bank
cierk, This failing, which was known to
no one but himself, was that for which the
Americans have invented a single, short,
expressive term, ‘‘dope.” Red noses and
morning shakiness meet with short shift
in the twentieth-century world of com-
morce; but sometimes—mnot so often, I
tinnk, as alarmist penny-a-liners would
have us believe, still, often enongh to give
cdause for serious anxiety to all who have
at heart the welfare of our race—another,
more insidious and far more termible, en-
emy to health and efficiency takes their
place. This enemy is “dope,” the morn-
ing phenacetin powder is his opening par-
allel, the evening morphine pellet his final
assault. Poor Green had let the foe gain
much ground, but was now alive.to the
danger, fighting bravely the uphill fight,
and, at last, on the high road to conquer
him finally. He knew, if others did not,
that he could easily have laid this testiness
and querulousness, that was making him
do bad work himself and be an anneyance
to everyome else: a visit to the lavatory
snd application to the little glass tube, re-
posing in his waistcoat pocket, and in half
an hour he would be once more the clever,
even-tempered, ‘‘good” old Green, that the
others knew of old. But he would not:
it had cost him weeks, nay months, of
struggle to get to this point, when he could
feel that he was really beginning to get the
upper hand of his enemy, and he would
stick it out mow to the end. But it was
hard, for this was one of his very bad
days; the youngsters ;too, were even more
troublesome than usual; by the middle of
the aftermoon poor (reen’s nerves were
like a harpstring. Trying with a blunt
penknife to erase a blot on the page of
e freshly-opened ledger, he scratched too
thard, and made a hole right through the
paper. With a curse he dug the point of
the offending instrument into his desk,
and broke it off short. It was a childish
thing to do, and some of the fellows snig-
gered. Horace, who was rather a dandy
about his work, had in his desk a silver-
mounted, dagger-shaped combin-tion paper
knife and erasing knife, with his name on
it, th#t had formerly lain on his Oxford
writing table. He now took it across to
Green, whom he liked, and was sorry for,
saying:—

“Try this, Green, I keep it sharp my-
self.”’ ;

Four o'clock came, and the bank doors
were closed to the public; six, and most
i the elerks had either gone or were now
¢ 1z down their hizts to go; Horace had
leit, some time, as soon as he dared in fact;

ond, as he closed {he front door behind:

l

ians bad to get up a Revolution, otherwise
they would have yawned themselves to
death. The Revolution was successful, and
the new President said that, mow that Law
and Order and the Glorious Traditions of
San Salvador had been re-established, he
hgped the blockade would go away; and
the blockade, which had been feeling
itself more and motre ridiculous with every
day that passed, was only too glad of the

again. But not exactly peace and happi-
ness, for his new Exceliency wanted money,
mva.n)tf.’d it badly, and wouldn’t be happy
till he got it. Money for San Salvador has,
of course, to come from poor old Europe;
that is one of the Glorious Traditions of
San Salvador, in fact, a sort of San Sal-
vadorian Monroe Doctrine. But, strange
te say, the widows and orphans and oth-
ers wouldn’t bite! Yet momey must be

tenure of office was likely to be a short
one. As a sort of stop-gap, it was decided
to sell a new gunboat, paid for—the Glas-
gow contractorns had looked out for that—
but not yet launched. Ruritania being at
that time anxious to increase her fleet, and

excuse, and went. Thus all was peace|.

had, and had quickly, or the new rulerl"s‘

while to take away, and which included
amongst other items, a private tumbler
and a box of seidlitz powders.

When they had finished their inspection
they returned upetairs and chatted some
more, chiefly about a wonderful new eitu-
ation which had been offered to Hecking,
by the influence of a certain rich uncle,
and to take up which he had left the ser-
vice of the Anglo-Ruritanian, till Canning,
looking at the clock, said—

“IL say, Hocking, old man, do vou knonw

ovarstay our welcome.”

Of course Green, as host, prote-ted that
the night was young, but Hocking and his
friend rose to go.

“No, no more whisky, ‘thanks” said
Canning, as Green hospitably was going to
help him to a stirrup cup. But a few sen-
onds adterwards, slapping his hand on his
breast pocket of his «oat, as if suddenly
remembering something that he had there,
he said—

“Wait a minute, though, we will have a
dech an doros, since you wish it; but I
want you to try something T have here,”
and he produced a flask. “No,” he con-
tinued, laughing, “I'm not in the wine
trade, but I was yachting in the Hebrides
last year, and the ‘manager of a distillery
gave me a keg of his own private special
particular: the sont of whisky you can’t
buy, vou know. Perhaps the King gets
some like it, but no one else.”
|  “Except Mr. Canming! What a beastly
conceited bounder you are!” guffawed
Hocking.

But Canning, who, with a great chow of
reverence, was unscrewing the top of his
flask,  took no notice.

“No tumblers, wine glasses, please,” this
to Hocking, who was passing over the
tumblers; “this is a fluid that it would
be a crime to water.”

There were wine glasses on the side-

board, and Green turned to ket them, but
Canning anticipated him, and, with bis
back to the others, like an officiating priest,
he solemnly poured out three drinks.
“I hope I'm not expected to gulp down
a whole glassful of neat whisky,” said
Green, laughing, ‘“because I really- couldn’t
do it.”

“No; as a concession to the fact that
we've had a drink or two already, 1’1
let you off with a half glass apiece,” Can-
ning- replied.

So saying, he turned round and gravely
handed them each a glass, just about half
full.

“Gentlemen, we're going to drink suceess
i to Mr. Hocking in his new careeer. Hock-
|ing, my boy, you can just stifle your mod-
esty and drink to yourself. At the word
three, down with it and no heel-taps; then
vou shall tell me if you ever tasted any-
thing like that before. One, two. three!”

that it's a quapter to ten? We mustn’t |

‘T confess T had some qualme before at @
the thought of the constable stopping out- | ;
|side here whenever he passed and listen- ' g
{ing; but now all we've got to do is-to pul | ¥
ithat handle once an hour, and Robert’l] §
! give himself no trouble about the safety of_} ;
{the Anglo-Ruritanian. Tt just shows one §
1how easily over-precaution may defeat i"'; 5
iself. By the way, did you notice that old | g2
i boy's coffee cup?” i

“No, what about it?”’

“It waen't a cup at all, it was a basin,{ &
a bowl.” i -

“Well?” | @

“Nothing, except that T hope he doesn™ | @
|go and awig it all off before the stuff be-| (8
|gins to work. e might get rather too !
{much of it.” I
| They had about five minutes Jonger to|
{wait; then came a crash, a: of a pices of |
ifurniture being overturned. From the land- 8
ing they saw MeAllister lyving on the floor, -
i breathing heavily. His camp-sicol lay on
the floor; he had evidently been sitting
on it, swayed, and fallen. On the second | &
step of the stairs, not fallen, but placed | /|8
there carefully, was a pint carthenwasr &8
basin—empty! ‘ [

Carey’s face grew grave. lle ran down- ||
| stains, three steps at a time, and looked ||
| closely at the recumbent figure. Then he | I
!turned to IMocking. ‘.
| “It’s more than T ever meant him to !}
| take,” he said. “But I don’t know of any- |,
i thing that I can do now; I belicve the cof- |
fee itself is on antidote.” )

Just then the prostrate figure moved its '8
arm. | g

“Oh! he’s all right, T expect,” said Hock- !}
iing. “A tough old Scotchman like, that
can stand anything.” i

“Well, we'll hope so,”” Carey replied, !
partly reassured. “Now, Hocking! off with | §
our coats, and to work!” |

|
|

year.

graph.

s

ter, late of the 42nd, was a tough old sol- | 7
dier, as Hocking had said; but, alas! !pounds weight, or more, of gold! Once he
thirty years of wearing cross belts and | paused to shed his waistcoat, and once to
bandoliers had given him the fatal “army | light another gas. It still wanted a few
heart.” That was the last €leen he would ! minutes to eleven when, panting and bath-
ever take on earth. {ed in perspiration; he let the last bagful
S ! slide down the roof, and whispered— i
CHAPTER VIII. | “That’s the lot. Come up now; I'll talk
i to you while I dress.”
It Is Not Only Honest Men That Kuowi H‘;:Gkimg f(émd him,stripped to the waist,
H { warhing at Green's basin.
oy do e ! “Look me out one of his clean shirts,
All ?\[as now ready for the execution of |and change the stids, will you?” he said,
as brifliant and daring a scheme as the | with his face in the towel. “And, Hock-
brain of robber-captain ever conceived. The |ing, don’t forget to brush yourself up a
mere physical difficulties would have baf- | bit, too ,after I'm gone,” he added, as he
fled most men; but, by following this chap- | proceeded to don the purloined garment.
ter and the next; the reader can judge for | “Better slip a clothes-brush in your pocket;
himself. we're only at the beginning of our work,
Provided as they were, both with McAl- | you know; and the sprucer we keep our-
lister’s keys, which passed them to the Selves, the more chance we shall have of
outer vault, and the key which Carey had bringing it safely to a finish. Now, let’s
filed to the pattern ng the wax gq(leem he | utilize the fewv minutes before I start to
had got at Ealing, schich opened the dwor |run things over. First of all, have you got

-

scenting a bargain, the Ruritanian Naval | Canning and Hock'ng pleaced their empty
attache in London had been sent north to'glasses on the table; Green did the same,
inspect and report. In the outcome, Ruri- o little unsteadily, opened his mouth, as

tania agreed to buy, and fiffy - thousand
pounds, in actual gold, were to be paid
over to the representatives of San Salva-
dor in the morning. They would then be
rushed across the ocean, .just as fast as
steam could take them (alwaye provided
that the San Salvador representative, or
someone else, did not steal them en route),
to be scrambled for by the new president
and his friends. Neither ¢he board nor
the manager of the Anglo-Ruritanian felt
any anxiety about having to keep the

unusually large sum to have in coin in
the vaults of a private bank, but securities
to double that value were often there, and
jewelry and plate, belonging to customens,
to a much larger amount.

Green made a better dinner than he had
expected to. e was waited on by a wom-
an, who acted as housekeeper to that build-
ing and two others, and who would leave
as soon as she had cleared away. Then
Green and old Sandy MoeAllister, the
watchman, would be left alone.

“Now,” he said to himself, as he folded
his napkin, “one pipe, and then to work.”

Just at that moment he heard a ring,
followed by the sound of McAllister going
to the front door. Then he remembered
Hocking had said that he would look in
that evening to say good-bye and bring a
pal. Green detested Hocking, but one
can’t be rude to one’s colleagues, especially
in a case like this, for Hocking was leaving
the Anglo-Ruritanian, had done ‘his last
day’s work there in fact, so he had had
te say that he would be glad to see them.
Well, here they were; that meant good-
bye to work.

However, Hocking’s friend, a man called
CGanning, turned out to be such an amus-
ing fellow that Green weoon forgot his
ledgers and found himself spending a very
enjoyable evening. They played dummy
whist; then Canning sang a song, after
which Green got out the whisky, and they
fall to chatting.

“Talking of whisky,” eaid Canning, as he
took a sip at his glass and put it down,
“I should say, to judge by his _accent, that
the old chap who let us in this evening
had drunk a good deal of Mountain Dew
in hiws life.”

“0Old Sandy?’ replied Green. ‘“Not a
bit of it; he’s the staunchest old teetotal-
ler going. Didn't you notice the blue rib-
bon?”

“Good Lord!” began Hocking, blankly,
then stopped.

Green looked at him in surprise. How-
ever, Canning went on quickly— g

“First teetotal Scotchman I ever heard
of; well, live and learn. All the same,
it's a good trait in a watchman. I sup-

>

know I'd want something, if I was pat-
ralling cellars and vaults and things all
night 2"

“Ag for coffee you'd hit it there,”

He’s rigged up an arrangement to hang a
kettle over a gas-jet in the passage, and
he’s making it at all hours, he must swig
down nearly a gallon every night. Hark!
there’s his step now; he's just finished
a round of the place, and he’s going to
make brew number one. Shall we go outb
and watch him?”

“Yes, let’s” replied Canning. And, ac-

on the landing, whence they could see the
old watchman gravely measuring, spoon-
ful by spoonful, coffee into a tin coffee
pot, while the old lidless kettle of the
same material hung by a string, as Green
had said, over a gas jet. Canning, unno-

{¢il, and scribbled a few words on his
shirt cuff, then nudged Hocking, and
ghowed them to him. The latter nodded
slightly, and, making as if downstairs,
said—

“Now, Cenning, you shall have a look

money over night.” Of ccurse it was an

pose the old boy goes in for coffee; I|

Green said. ‘“He's a perfect whale at it.

condingly, the three young men went out

ticed by Green, took out a pocket pen- |

{if to eay eomething, shut it again, smiled
| feebly, and’ subsided into a chair. If the
reader has ever heard of what in New
York are called “knock-out drops,” he will
| understand what had happened
|  “Now, Hocking,” said Canning, or as we
may as well now call him, Carey, “it’s
ten minutes to ten, and there’s not an in-
stant to lose. There’s twenty-five thousand
pounds apiece in prospect but before we
can call them our own we've got to put
in just the handest and Jongest night’s worlk
we've ever done, or are ever likely to do,
'in our lives. Have a look at that old
Scotchman; I dowr’t hear him enoring yet.”
| Hocking stepped out on to the landing;
| when he returned, he said—

“He’s only just pouring in the water.”

“Then, while we're waiting, help me to
\carry this fellow to his bed.” said Carey.
{  “Why not leave him here?”

“Better take him to his bed. If he
' comes to in the morning on his bed, he’ll
just turn over and snooze; and that’ll mean
{another hour to us.”
| “You gave him enough ‘
| “Just as much as I dared. The old
watehman’s ‘got more than I dared, but
‘then he won’t drink it all.”
|  Green’s bedroom opened into a little
{branch passage, whence -another door gave
into the clerks’ sitting and dining room,
|where they had spent the évening; they
i were thus able to carry h'm a‘ross, without
arousing McAllister’s attention. Hocking
swept all the ledgers and papeors to the
foot of the bed; then, together, they lift-
ed him and laid him on it.
|  “What’s the next thing to do?” asked
| Hocking.
| “We must wait for that watchman; he
'won't be long naw. Hark! Good God! he
|surely can’t suspect anythimg?”
{ Tramp! Tramp! Creak! Creak! The
leound of heavy steps ascending the stairs.
i Hocking turned white and trembled.
| “Quick! into the sitting-room,” hissed
«Carey. “Perbaps hc’s come up about some-
thing else; if not, we’ll first get him in,
then go for him, ¢ie him up, and gag him.”
“ Carey, cool and resourceful, was now in
his element; but, judging from the pon-
| derous deliberations of the foot falls, he
| scarcely believed that the watchman could
have any suspicion of foul play. And so
it proved.
! Rat! tat! At a sign from Carey, Hock-
|ing opened the door.
| ““If they young gentlemen’ll no be gangin’
| for a bit,” began the old man; then, look-
lin.g round and not seeing Green, stopped.
|  “Mr. Green’s gone to his bedroom for a
| minute,” said Carey, pleasantly; “but
| we’re not going just yet, if that’s what you
wanted to know. We wished to, but Mr.
Green’s such a good host he won't let
us ”

99

| “Ah thocht ah’d ask, becanse if ye hed
| bin gangin’ awa’ ye’d ha needit ma keys for
i th’ froont dure. Aweel, sir, ah’ll jest be
laff on ma round, an’ give ma seegnal.”

“Your signal?’ repeated Carey, inter-
rogatively.

“Ma seegnal ta th’ police, sir. That’s a
bit machine doon i’ th’ basement, thet ah
peulls at evera hour, an’ thet communee-
‘cates an eempulsion to an eendicatorr,
posectioned on th’ extariorr o’ th’ beeldin’;
an’ then, when th’ coonstable on th’ beat
cooms roond, he kens o’ that,” chuckled
the old chap. ‘Mebbe you'd like to see
it, sirs?"’

““Immensely! Come along, Hocking, and
see this new patent burglar-baffler that
your bank’s been rigging up. Always see
everything, that’s my motto, You never
know when it'll come in useful; might be
a burglar myself some day, don’t-cher-
know!”

The signalling arrangement was a most
ingenious affair, with an automatic register-
ing clock-mechanism in connection with
it, 8o that no collusion between constable
{and watchman could prevent the manager
knowing on the morrow if the latter had
been asleep, However, once understood,

of the inner vault, or strong room, i was |
not long before the two confederates were
in the presence of ' the boxes of goll.
Though these had been open that day, and
were to be opened again in the morning,
they had been screwed up as carefully as if
for a journey. It' was the best pavt of
ten minutes’ work, with a screwdriver,
which Carey had ready in his pocket, in
get the lids off. They would have liked
to stop to feast their eyes on the layers
lof neat little rouleaux of movereigns, tcn in
i each roulean, but time was precious. Carcy

i “Now, Hocking, hustle away up to the
| trapdoor. Its ten o'clock already, o we've
|only about an hour. I musn’t be seen|
leaving much after eleven, or it’ll inok sus-
picious. Light the gas on the stairs as you
go; I'll be after you as soon as II
have a bagful. And don’t forget the blan-
kets. And, while you're about it, get the
string, it’s in my coat pocket,” he caiied
after him.

A couple of minutes later Jazay tollow-|
ed Hocking upstairs, carrying a rand': g |
taken from Green’s room, into which hE'
had put as much gold as he thought 1t
would carry without danger to the bot-

|
|

ing as soon as Hocking, who had stopped
on the way to get a couple of blankets off |
the bed of the clerk who was on his holi- |
!day, also the etring, a long, thin cord,
| which Carey had mentioned. With the
cord a cigarette case fell out of Carey’s |
coat on to the floor, but Hocking was too)
excited to pick it up. As in,most London |
houses, there was a trap-door in the attic, |
with a ladder hinged underneath it, and
genenally kept triced up to the ceiling. This
ladder they lowered; Hocking ascended,
and, after a little trouble with the bolts,
succeeded in opening the trap. He disap-
peared on to the roof, Carey follawing with
the blankets. Outside -was another slop-
ing ladder, a fixture, laid on the slates, and,
when Carey looked out, Hocking was al-
ready at the bottom of it, Standing, or
rather crouching, just inside the parapet,
on the eaves. He was over the back wall
of the bank, away from the main thor-
oughfare, and, the night being dark, quite
invisible from below.

“Look out for the blankets.”

“Roll ’em dowm.”

Carey let the bundle of blankets roll
down the slope; then re-descended the in-
ner ladder, anyl returned with the bagz, to
which he tied the cord, which Hocking
had handed him, and let it slip over the
slates to his confederate. The latter had
meanwhile made with the blankets a sort
of nest, into which he emptied the gold,
and Carey immediately pulled up the bag.
Carey, who had left nothing to chance
that forethought could provide for, and
who had been over every detail of what
had to be done that night twenty times
if once, had understood that, if there was
one thing more than another, which would
be liable to attract attention and draw a
orowd, even in the most deserted court or
alley in London, that thing would be a
sudden shower of a handful of sovereigns
from the &ky! Amnd as the parapet. which
guarded the eaves of the Anglo-Ruritan-
jan, was an ornamental one, with pillars
and spaces between, this was a danger to
be guarded against. However, with a fold]

|

of blanket lining the open stone work, all
chance of such a mishap was averted. {

And now began what was really a won- |
deriul feat of athletics and endurance,work- |
ing against time. As soon as the handle
of the bag came to Carcy’s hand, he fmcd'
it from the string, which he had fastened |
with a bow hitch, and which he now left!
festooned over the edge of the Lr.'m»doarl
opening; then, bag in hana, darted down
the attic ladder, and thence, like a flash,
six steps at a time, downstaire to the base- |
ment. ILess than a minute to load his bag, |
then up again to the roof; and eo on, |
down and up, down again and up again.
each journey from the very top to the very
bottom of the big bujlding, and each up-
ward journey with alload of twenty-five
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a string, long enough to let down the Tope,
when 1 come back?”

“There’s balls of it downstairs.”

“I’d rather you got it now, if you don’t
mind.”

Hocking looked as if he was inclined to
grumble at this, but went all the same.

“Sulky swine!” muttered Carey, as the
other left the room; “but tact; tact! T'm
not going to have everything ruined now,
if I can help it.” i

When Hocking returned with a ball of
string. in his hand, Carey said: “I'm aw-
fully worry to scem such a martinet, but,
in a business like this, someone has to be
leader, and it was you yourself who asked
me to be.”

i . “All right, captain; what’s next?”

“T don’t think there’s anything else, ex-
cept that you’d better annex a pair of
gloves from our friend here: for eliding
down the rope. you know, they’ll save your
hands; and then your own gloves ’l1 be
fresh, no mark on them. It’s a little thing,
I know; but a little thing might give us
away.”

“There's no fear of either of these
Johnnies coming to, T hope. It'd be a regu-
Jar little bit o’ all right, if T got ‘em both

tom. He was up at the top of the build- on to me at once while you’re gone,wouldn’t

“Not a chance of it, they're booked till
daylight, both of them. Don’t be afraid.
I've used the stuff before.” ‘

“I only hope,” added Carey under his
breath, “that the fellow downstairs isn’t
booked for a good deal longer than that.
Oh, well,” he thought philosophically, “if
he is, I didn’t mean it; and it's the for-
tune of war.”

Carey, in- pitting his wits against &o-
ciety, was not afraid of consequences, but
let us do him the justice to say that he
would not wilfully, or at any rate un-
necessarily, have taken human life. A
perverted moral code, mo doubt; but
better than mone perhaps. Besides, ‘he
Jooked on it as bad management. Hocking,
on the contrary -cared for nothing, but
his own interest, and his own skin,

“There! I think I look all right now,”
Carey said, putting down the hair brush
and giving himself a final survey in
(ireen’s glass. “‘Let's see what the time
is? H’'m, two minutes past eleven only.
There can be mnothing suspicious in a
guest leaving here at a time like tlm!:.
All the same, it might be as well to wait
till master bobby has passed; he might
notice that it wasn’t MoAllister who let
me out, or—anything, one never knows.
I wonder which way he comes? Along
there, from the east, I suppoee. I wonder
what a bobby on beat thinks about; if he
obeyed the regulations, he ought to think
about the safety of property, look at all
window fastenings, and—By God! we've
forgotten the 11 o'clock signal. Scoot
Hocking! Scoot away and give it!”-

The signal was in time, but only just
for, hardly had Hocking, all breathless,
returned from giving it, before flop-flap!
flipflop! they heard the policeman’s
measured tread on the pavement. The

it

shutters of Green's room were tightly |
closed: still, as the window was on the,

main frontage, Carey had taken the pre-
caution to put out the light, so that they
listened in darkness.

“Just saved our bacon!” said Carey,
grimly. “Now, let's come down.”

They descended to the hall and Hock-
ing got ready McAllister’s keys to open
the front door.

“One sccond,” Carey said. “I've for-
gotten my handkerchief.”

But it was not to the bedroom that he
went, but to the sitting room, where he

bottle, which he emptied, as the ncarest
place handy, into the grate. Then, hav-
ing satisfied himself that there was no
more whikey in the sideboard, he return-
ed.

“Hocking's new to this sort of thing,’
he muttered, “and might find waiting

’

1 pockets and the handbag, give i
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alone too much for his nerves. Tonight I
don’t take more risks than I must!”

“Now, I say good bye for an hour or
two ” he said aloud. “I can’t possibly be
back before twelve; but, if possible, T'll
be here soon after; so, when yowve given
the 12 o’clock signal,' you'd better go
siraight up on the roof, and look our.
If I haven’t come by ten minutes to one
—your watch goes all right, I hope?”’

“Yes.”

“You'll be able to look at it by a
match; but behind the blanket, mind!
If I don’t come by ten minutes to one,
go down at once and give the 1 o’clock
signal. Now that we have this signal busi-
ness to complicate matters, I must try to
come as soon after the hour as I can;
soon after twelve, I hope; if not thar,
soon after one. I can’t be certain to bring
it off like that, I've go so much to do;
but I'll manage not to get here in the
ten minutes just before any hour.”

“Why not? You could wait.”

“Yes, I could wait; but I'd rather do
my waiting driving the cab about the
streets. You see, the time that the
cab is pulled up in that Jlane is the
'most dangerous time of our whole expedi-
tion. T don’t want to prolong it a minute
more than is necessary.”

Hocking grunted, to show that he ap-
preciated this fact; and Carey continu-
od—

“Let’'s go over it once more. You stay
down here till tweive; then you give
the signal, and go up on the roof. At ten
to one, it I've not come, you go down
again for the'second signal, and up 'again
at once.” ;

“And how about if you don’t come
then?”

“If I've not come at ten to two, you
must give the signal for two o'clock, and
go up again. If I don’t come in the hour
between two and three, it'll mean some-
thing has happened; and, in that case, the
best advice I can give you, is to fill your
“Fe signal
once more so as to ensure youtselt one
clear hour at least, and then make tracks,
But, hang it, man!” he added cheerily,
“we’re not going to fail. This is going to
be a successful raid, I tell you; not the
Jameson raid!”

“You bet your shirt it is,”” replied
Hocking, catching, as he was intended to,
something of his leader’s enthusiasm.
“But I say, though, try to be here at one,
if you can.”

“Now I’'m off, old man. Put the time in
as well as you can till twelve. Smoke a
pipe or something. I'd make some coffee,
if I were you; but don’t forget to empty
the kettle and coffee pot, we don’t want
to add you to our collection of sleeping
beauties! And, whatever you do, don’t
forget the signal each hour. Good-bye.”

And Carey, neat and well-groomed as
any young man in town, opened the door,
and stepped briskly into the street.

Having closed the door, Hocking'strolled
to where McAllister lay, breathing still,
it is true, yet, even to his inexperienced
eye, in pretty bad case, and surveyed
him with attention.

“He don’t look any too bright and
that's a fact,” he muttered. “Ugh; it's
enough to give one the creeps; I shan’t
be sorry when this job's done, That’s a
good idea of Canning’s”’—for Hocking was
ignorant of Carey’s name—‘“about the
coffee. I'll make it now, to pass the time.”

He emptied and washed out the coffee
pot and kettle at the wash-and-brush-up
lavatory, and was just refilling the latter
when an idea came to him, and he put
lit down. The idea was that whiskey was
| better than coffee, especially when he
felt, as he would have expressed it, “so
rotten” as he did at present.

When he discovered the empty boitle
in the sitting-room and the signs of how
!Carvey had disposed of the contents, he
felt, at first, savage enuogh.- Yet he was
shrewd cnough to recognize that his

it was with a good deat of real admiration
that he muttered, as he went downstairs
again to continue his temporarily sus-
pended. coffee making—
“Well! if he ain’t a fair knock out!”
Coffee making and a pipe passed the

Hocking had expected, but the lonely
‘vigil on the roof was another matter.

From confidence in Carey (or Canning,
ras he called him) and expectation of his

| took, not a handkerchief, but the whiskey momentary arrival during the first quar-

ter of an hour, he had passcd, by the
time the three-quarters struck, to a piti-
able state of nerves and misgivings. E ery
| sound he heard was the police surround-
ing the block, preparatory to knocking at
the front door—and, in default »f real
sounds, lLc imagined taem—every minute
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leader’s course had been a wise one, and |

time till twelve o’clock more quickly than

that passed he was more certain that
things had gone wrong with Carey, and
that he himself would only leave the
bank premises for a cell at a police
station. Except that Carey was to turn
up with a cab, and certain facilities for
packing and fransporting the plunder, he
knew very little of the details of this
part of the scheme. So much had he had
trust in his leader’s skill. His mean
nature would have been all suspicion at
once if the latter had made a pretext
to separate him from the gold; but it
was the other way about. But now hia
confidence was vanishing. '‘’Le’s gone
an’ done some silly thing, an’ got cop~
| ped,” he said -to himself. ‘“That’s al-
ways the way with these clever blokes.
An’ him with his d—d airs, an’ hig
d—d orders, blast him!”

As he came up from giving the one
o'clock signal, he had decided that, if
nothing happened before half-pa®t, ha
would fill his pockets with gold, and make
a bolt. His nerves were in rags. How
he wished he had somue whisky—perhaps
in Green’s bedroom? it was worth try-
ing. He went in, and lit tho gas, turned
to begin his search—and nearly screameal
For there, mot prone on the bed, but
standing, watehing him, was . Green.
‘Thanks to the latter’'s morphine-soaked
systam, the effect of the doctored whisky
had worn off in three hours. Hocking
tried to speak; the words died in his
throat. Green advanced towards him,
and, with a desperate effort, Hocking
shook off the terror that had fascina.ed
him, and snatching the ncarest weipon
available, a heavy vase on the mantel-
piece, hurled it at Green’s head.

“Ah, would you!” Green fended coff
the vase, which crashed against his arm;
and, a second later, the two men wcre
locked in a deadly struggle.

Green had the advantage of height,
but that was all. He had nothing like
Hocking’s physique, auad his head still
swam from the effects of the drug; but
indignation gave him strength, and, wh:m
they fell, it was with Iocking under=
most.

“] don’t know what villainy it is you're
up. to,” gasped Green, his hand on the
other’s throat, “yvou and your precious
friend. But I will know. I'll quiet you
first’”’—he tried to dash Hocking’s head
against the floor to stun him, Then
something flashed and glistened, Green
felt a sudden, shooting pain, and fell
| back—dead.

(To be continued.)
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