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lO Mpretended that self-interest was not 

his sole guide in this sublunary exist
ence. . . Yes, Philip admired him.
But at the same time Philip d: 
precisely see himself dead! Tin 
mendous and passiohate instinct of 
self-preservation gradually assumed 
dominion of his brain, and he began 
to assess the situation, to search for 
ways of escape, to calculate his 
chances.

The vision of Mary ^Pollexfen rose 
before him, and as that image gained 
clearness in his mind an anger against 
Walter Pollexfen—an anger which no 
mere virtuous indignation had been 
able to excite—seethed and boiled with
in him. Wag he to be cut off from 
Mary Pollexfen? The mere idea of 
such a possibility was grotesque. It 
was ridiculous! It was inconceivable. 
Why! He and Mary Pollexfen had be
come intimate! Only a few hours since 
—and she was dining with hinruand she 
had decided to trust him, to rely on 3b*- 
him. And after that, wras he to disap
pear off the face of the earth accord
ing to the whim of Walter Pollexfen?
A woman waited for him, and she 
would wait in vain? A wave of su- 

“I say it is a pity, because I like preme and ineffable tenderness swept 
you. P don’t know why I like you, but over him as he recalled the tone in 
I de. JjTou ai^ the sort of simple, which Mary had said, speaking of the 
straight Englishman that appeals to a false hair: “I hope you don’t mind.” J 
complex person like myself, who own He could hear her Voice as he lay 
no nationality, and who always sees two there in the cabin under the implacable f 
sides to a question. If I had not mark- watchfulness of Walter 
ed that bit of stone, if you had not And that spiritual echo brought the 
found it, and put it in your bag, if your tears up to his eyes. He felt in the 
bag had not been lost, if Varcoe had l profoundest depth of his heart that

' there was only one thing worth living 
for. . . And he had found that 
thing! And Pollexfen meant to kill 
him!”

“Life is strange!” he thought.
In obedience to what secret end of 

what secret power had he, hitherto a 
traveler through the absolutely com
monplace, been deflected from his 
course into this bliss of passion and 
this danger of death?
answer. But he could say, with the ^ 
blind and magnificent enthusiasm of 
his humanity, that the bliss of passion 
outweighed the danger of death. And 
that had he the last week to live again, 
nothing would induce him to forego 
those hours with Mary Pollexfen.

I^s gaze met Pollexfen’s. Should he 
rush at him and take the chance of not 
being killed or seriously hurt by the 
revolver? No. That would not be 
worth while. Pollexfen would not be 
the kind of man to run the slightest 
risk in such a situation. And doubt
less he could shoot as well as he 
could use a spade or act the part of a 
woman, or invent interesting evidence 
at an inquest. The only thing to do 
was to wait, with a lynx eye, for any 
development which he might turn to 
his favor. . . And then the idea of 
waiting chilled him, chilled his inmost 
heart, stifled the mad hopes in his 
throbbing brain. The fact was, he was 
doomed. He could do nothing. To 
make a formal protest would be farqi- 
cal and nothing more. Should he ma/ce 
an appeal to Pollexfen, an appeal gad 
misericordiam ? 
menai constitution that no 
Win Mary could"Ke Ka/ver pjecgytRüecT 
himself to do that. He was vastly 
more inclined to spit out at Pollexfen 
his ferocious disgust.

"I must say you take it very calmly,” 
Pollexfen observed at length.

“Do I?” said Philip scornfully. “If 
you were an honest man you ewould at 
any rate—”

“Stop a minute,” Pollexfen interrupt
ed him. “What Is an honest man? Do 
you call yourself an honest man?”

“Certainly,” Philip replied. “I have 
never been a thief, much less a mur
derer, and I have never cheated and 
never broken my word.”

“Really!” was Pollexfen’s comment. 
"Well, I suppose that’s an ideal, like 
any other ideal. But I would honestly 
like to know how far your honesty 
would carry you. I have a good mind 
to make the experiment.”

“What^io you mean?”
“I’ll give you your life in exchange 

for your word.
“My word?” Philip questioned. And 

he had a curious feeling in the small 
of his back.

“Yes. your word that you won’t 
knowingly do anything that might 
either directly or indirectly help to 
bring me irito the hands of what Eng
land calls justice.”

“That I won’t give you away to the 
police?”

“Precisely. Either now or in the fu
ture, Also that you won’t leave this 
yacht without my permission.”

Philip pondered, thinking of Mary 
Pollexfen, and life and love, and the 
bright world. He thought a long time 
—several minutes.

“It’s a bargain*” he murmured.
“Now, mind,” Pollexfen warned him. 
“Think well over what you are prom

ising. And remember that I’m doing 
this out of an idle and quixotic desire 
to know if, after all, there is an honest 
man on this earth. I expect I’m mak
ing a fool of myself. But it’s in me to 
act like that, and it would be useless 
for me to try to be anybody but Wal
ter Pollexfen. You give me your word 
to do nothing against me?” %

“Haven’t I told you its a bargain'.”* 
cried JPhilip testily. “IJow many more 
times do yon want to be informed?” 

Pollexfen laughed.
“Let me return your revolver,” ho 

said, and, stepping forward he laid the 
revolver on the bunk by Philip’s side. 

Philip hid his face in his hands.
(To be continued.)

error. And instead of being lost in 
admiration of my courage, my origin
ality, my skill, my inventiveness, my 
imagination, you can find nothing to 
say except in dispraise. Why, you can
not examine a single minute detail of 
my actions since I first determined to 
have a hand in this business of the 
late Captain’s, without being struck 
by my genius! Thus I went back to 
the Obelisk hotel as Pollexfen aftér 1 
had taken a room at the Corner House 
as Mrs. Upottery, so that there should 
be circumstantial evidence that Mrs. 
Upottery and Mr. Pollexfen existed 
separately at the same time, and could 
not, therefore, be the same person. 
And look how I deceived you! Con
sider how perfectly, with what admir
able sang-froid, I took you in at Castle 
street! And in. surreptitiously ex
changing two of my hundred-pound 
notes for two of yours, did I not invent 
an entirely new method of disposing, 
at- their full price, of bank notes that 
the police have put on the Index Ex- 
purgatorious? Answer me.”

“You did,” said Philip obediently.
“It is a pity about that finger mark,” 

Pollexfen mused aloud. “A pity!”
“Why? You have succeeded.”

all at once. I had to pretend to be ill, 
for reasons of discretion. And your 
unfortunate discovery of that tooth 
out of my comb made it necessary for 
me to appear at the inquest I think 
my appearance at the inquest was ra
ther masterly, don’t you, Mr. Masters? 
In the pleasure it gave me, it rivaled 
my finest triumphs at the Britannia, 
Hoxton and Ford’s opera house in 
Denver. It was, not to exaggerate, 
immense. You may be Interested to 
know that the Captain knew w'ho I 
was before he died. I had an inter
view with him in his room—stormy; in 
fact, pugilistic. The comb must have 
got broken then. I had meant simply 
to steal the few trifling documents 
that I needed, but I failed in that. The 
Captain was too suspicious. Hence the 
ultimate altercation. Of course, it end
ed badly for the Captain. Then, be
sides having to pretend to be ill, and 
to go to the inquest, and to superin
tend his funeral, I had my marine ar
rangements to perfect and complete. 
And then, to worry me still further, I 
began to have my doubts about your 
youth Meredith—the chit resembles her 
uncle in | certain points of character; 
and, to cap all, I was compelled to 
waste precious time in dealing with 
Mr. Varcoe.”

very night that the accident occur
red?”

“Oh!” exclaimed Pollexfen. “I see 
what you are running your 
against. That was quite another mat
ter. I did not understand young Mere
dith, as you call that charming per
son. But I had my suspicions. Young 
Meredith had behaved for several days 
in a way that I did not at all care for.
So I determined' to investigate the 
case of young Meredith, and for that 
purpose I caused a drug to be employ
ed. Howevqr, I was so fully occupied 
during the night that I had no oppor
tunity to profit by the effect of the 
drug till morning, and even then I was 
hurried. Still, I accomplished enough.”

“You accomplished too much,” Philip 
said.

“How so?”
“You lifted the blind of Meredith’s 

room at a moment when I was watch
ing from the street. It was juet that 
that started me in my investigation.”

“Then I certainly accomplished too 
much—for your ultimate welfare, Mr. 
Masters.” He appeared to reflect. 
“Nevertheless, the fact remains both 
interesting and instructive. I ought 
not to have given way to my curiosity 
so far as to lift that blind. Did T lift 
it in a peculiar manner?”

“You lifted it as a man who had kill
ed his own brother might have been 
expected to lift it,” Philip answered 
coldly. And he thought: “My ultimate 
welfare! What the duce does he 
mean?”

“Excellent young man,” said Pollex
fen, waving the revolver with a didac
tic gesture. “As a philisopher you have 
already attained to no mean profi
ciency. But you have something to 
learn. The absurd conventional em
phasis which you put on the phrase 
‘own brother’ convinces me that you 
have something to learn. One does not 
choose one's relatives. Forgive this 
platitude. But one does not. One owes 
nothing to one’s brother. One’s bro
ther is a mere hazard of life—of no 
logical consequence whatever, 
brother was one man, I was another. 
Hence fratricide is no worse, and no 
better (save in exceptional instances), 
than ordinary homicide. In truth, just 
as there is no Allah but Allah, so 
there is no homicide but homicide. In 
the peculiar example of homicide now 
before us, I did a kindness to my bro
ther. I claim no virtue for that—it 
was an accident. My brother was old, 
feeble, embittered. He had no friends. 
He had quarreled even with his only 
child. He was about to voyage in an 
enterprise in which he would assured
ly have failed. He would have lost all 
his money ip it. 1 His last days would 
have been unspeakably sad. An acci
dent—my clumsiness—saved him all 
that. And you would like to see me 
hanged for what I did! You astound 
me. You shock me. Let me tell 
you—”

Pollexfen broke off suddenly. A 
throb went through the vessel. It was 
the beat of the engines.

“What intjie. name of Lucifer!” he 
burst out, evidently startled.

Keeping the muzzle of the revolver 
in Philip’s direction he moved cauti
ously but quickly to the door and open
ed’it.

“Don't try any games,” he warned 
his prisoner with a menacing accent, 
and went put and shut and locked the 
door. The beat of the engines ceased.

Philip leaped from the bunk, making 
straight for the port hole. With diffi
culty he unscrewed its fastening and 
opened it and loked forth. The load
ing of the other steamer was now 
finished, an<J pot a soul was oh the 
wharf. He called in a low voice—he 
dared not make much noise; there 
was no answer. Below him lay a 
flat-bottom pair-oar. It was moored 
to the wharf, and as it swayed to and 
fro its painter alternately fell into the 
water and rose dripping; and the 
sound of hundreds of drops pattering 
on the black surface of the river each 
time the painter rose was strangely 
clear and uncanny in the night.

A notion came to Philip.
He examined his pockets. They had 

been emptied. He searched the cabin 
for suitable material, and found noth- 
inf but a salver that was reared up on 
the top of the mahogany erection by 
the bunk. He opened the mahogany 
erection, which, in a space of three cu
bic feet, contained—with its drawers 
and apertures, and taps, and basins,and 
hook's—the conveniences of an entire 
house. He cursed, as philosophers will 
in their moments of frustration. And 
then, while staring at the interior of 
an empty drawer (lined with news
paper) he perceived that the screw of 
the brass knob projected through the 
front of the drawer and was secured 
on the inside by a nut.

He detached the knob, and with the 
sharp screw end of It he began to 
scratch a message on the salver.

He was interrupted by a knock at 
the door.

He rushed again to the port hole and 
tried to put the salver through it. But 
as its circumference was greater than 
the circumference of the port hole, im
mutable Euclid was against him. In 
a frenzy of rage he bent the salver 
across his knee. It would just slip 
through the hole. He let ft fall into 
the boat, and it descended softly on 
to the neatly-coiled tiller ropes.

The knock was repeated.
Making no answer Philip rapidly 

fastened the port hole.
“I say!”—the voice was Pollexfen’s 

—“Are you lying on the bunk?”
“No, I’m not.”
“Well, kindly lie down on the bunk. 

I’m coming in.”
Philip obeyed. By stretching out his 

hand he could screw the knob home in 
its drawer.

“I’m on the bunk,” said he.
There was silence. Then Philip heard 

the boring of an instrument in the 
door, and presently an inch-wide 
gouge came through at the height of a 
man’s eye and was withdrawn. An 
eye took the place of the gouge, and 
roved over the cabin.

“When I say I‘m on the bunk, I’m 
on the bunk,” Philip observed.

“So I see,” answered Pollexfen. 
“But I preferred to see.”

He re-entered, making prominent 
the revolver. “To resume,” he said.

drama of ,the Corner House.
“Thanks for the three half-crowns. 

I managed it somewhat better this 
time,” said the man softly.

“What?” Philip curtly asked. It 
struck him that the man had changed 
completely. He now spolie with a 
highly-cultivated accent, in a tone that 
was even more than pleasant. If, in
deed, he was Mary’s uncle, Mary’s 
lovely voice was not the flrsjt of its 
sort in her family.

“The insensibility business,” answer
ed the man. “A few days ago I 
thought my hand had lost its cunning. 
It needs a blow of Just sufficient 
strength, neither too strong nor too 
feeble, in just the right place.”

“Are you Walter Pollexfen?” Philip 
asked, ignoring these observations.

“Mr. Masters,” said the man, “I have 
come to satisfy your legitimate curi
osity. I am Walter Pollexfen. We 
have had the pleasure of meeting sev
eral times already.

He smiled vaguely.
“I wish you’d unfasten these ropes,” 

Philip said. “You’ve not been quite 
nice to me, you know.”

Mr. Pollexfen responded:

head t
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CHAPTER XX.—(Continued.) know as she’s going as stewardess or 
something oh a yacht. But if you ask 
me, she s a queer lot. What surprises 
me is that the police ain't been after 
her. If she ain’t a gaolbird, then I 
never seen one. And .1—seen a few, 
too.”

“A yacht?”
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“Cotton street, Poplar,” he said to 
the driver, wisely leaving out the “No. 
7” on this occasion.

“Not me, guv’nor!”
“It Isn’t far, is it?” Philip questioned 

somewhat wistfully.
“It’s further than I’m a-going this 

blessed night,” said the cabman. “I’ll 
take you to Stepney station, if you 
like. That’s just in the radius.”

Once more Philip accepted.
The cab penetrated further and' fur

ther into regions Caesar never knew. 
It followed a thoroughfare wider than 
anything Philip had seen outside Paris, 
but as regards its characteristics in
effably depressing. And the thorough- 
flare was eternal. Time after time it 
bad the air of reaching the end of the 
World, and then it made up its mind 
to jwoceed further. Philip had not be
held In thirty years as many sad-eyed, 
tfl-dressed, plain people as passed the 
windows of the cab in thirty minutes. 
There were plenty of public houses, 
all resembling each other so exactly 
that they might have been bought at 
some wholesale store of public houses 
and put down there at regular inter
vals, signs and everything complete; 
*but there was not a single decent 
reetaurant—using the word “decent” 
in Philip’s sense; not a single building 
that met his eye in a friendly manner.

Then the mean lights of Stepney sta
tion appeared, and Philip was obliged 
to descend again unprotected into the 
hostile country. He was geographi
cally so lost that he knew not east 
from west. He had heard of Stepney 
fcbiefLy as a district owing to a bishop! 
ÎHe might have been in Strasburg, 
Staffa, or Stornoway.

“How do I go on from here?” he 
asked the cabman respectfully.

And the cabman looked down on him 
from his box.

“Any of these trams,” said the cab
man. “I don’t know as they goes to 
Cotton street, but they goes to Poplar.”

“Is it ranch further?”
“I should say it’s a tidy step.”
He boarded ° tram which he ought 

to have boarded at Aldgate.
The conductor actually knew Cottonx 

street, and Philip, enhartened, regard
ed him as a man and a brother. The 
tram was a leisurely apparatus. The 
entire populations of Stepney and 
Poplar seemed to get in and out of it 
about three times. It passed churches 
and manufactories. ït crossed water
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“Yes. I did hear as she was bound 
for the West Indies—Grenada—Grand 
Etang—damned if I can rec’lect the 
names. But the. old woman’s been jab
bering about Grand Etang ever since 
she câme in to-night?”

Philip was immensely interested.
“Where is she now?” •
“She’s gone down*to the yacht with 

her bundle.”
“Where’s the yacht?”
“She’s lying off Green’s wharf, if she 

hasn’t sailed.”
Philip thought a moment.
“Far from here?” he questioned.

’ “No, not that far.”
“If you’ll come out and take me there 

at once,” said Philip, feeling in his 
pocket, “there’s five shillings for you.”

“I’ll do ft,” said the man promptly. 
“Come on.”

They went outside instantly, and the 
than banged the door. He led the way 
down Cotton street, Philip following. 
They crossed Poplar High street, and 
soon Philip found himself blundering 
over lines of railway amid little groups 
of loaded wagons with a red signal 
here and there in the distance. The 
man walked fast, and never looked be
hind him. The route lay over uneven 
ground: all was strange, exotic, and 
full of sinister romance. Then some 
sheds loomed up, and a warehouse. The 
man passed along an entry lighted by 
an oil lamp.

“Look out,” he said at last
Philip saw lights. He stood on a 

wharf. The vast and heaving Thames 
lay astonishingly before him with the 
shipping of the world on its broad 
bosom. Two steamers were alongside, 
and Into one of them a steam crane, 
with an incredible thunderous rattle 
and screech, was pouring bulky pack
ages. Men cried to one another be
tween the ship and the wharf. Philip’s 
guide walked up the wharf to a long 
Sloping gangway that gave access to 
the other steamer. Philip observed the 
names White Rose op a dirty gray 
life buoy. A thin smoke was oozing 
from the funnel. A solitary lantern 
showed from a mast. The guide cross
ed the gangway, Philip at his heels. 
And as Philip gained the deck of the 
mysterious steamer he paused a mo-

♦

incom

SMART BOY 
cels, one with] 
$15. Angus CsJ 
ment street.

“There is a French proverb about the 
indiscretion of putting one’s finger be
tween the tree and its bark. You com
mitted that indiscretion. It is ridiculV 
ous to gird against the consequences 
of having flown in the face of a pro
verb, my dear sir. However, î am will
ing to release you. First let me direct 
your attention to this revolver, and 
this knife.” He drew Philip’s revolver 
and Philip’s penknife from his own 
pockets. “I will release your legs first, 
then your left arm, and then your 
right. Having done that, I shall re
treat rapidly to the opposite corner of 
the cabin, and If you move off the 
bunk you will be translated direct to 
heaven. I mention this because I have 
an objection to your Jiu-Jitsu tricks. 
It was a lamentable fault in my pro
gramme that while I was in Yokohama 
I neglected to. study Jiu-Jitsu myself. 
Do you understand

“Perfectly, said Philip. “Go ahead.”
“Your manners please me,” Pollex

fen remarked as he cut the cord.
can’t return the compliment,” said

Philip gave a start before he could 
control himself.

“I see I’m beginning to excite you 
now,” Pollexfen observed with an 
agreeable and ironic smile. “Admit
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Pollexfen.

it.”
Masters was conscious of a feeling 

hardly to be differentiated from ter
ror. And yet Pollexfen talked so 
easily, so naturally, with such an un
deniable charm of manner, that his 
listener could scarcely comprehend his 
own mental disturbance.

“Where is Varcoê?” he demanded, 
in a nervous voice.

not by accident rediscovered it at the 
bottom of the area steps, if he had 
not left it in your bedroom, if you had 
not regained it and become infected 
with a passion for dactylography—why, 
then, I should not have before me at 
the present instant a rather unpleas
ant prospect.”

“What prospect?”
“The prospect of—er—sending you to 

explain to Varcoe.”
Philip thought he noticed a tremor 

in Pollexfen’s voice. He sat up 
straight on the bunk.

“What on earth do you want to kill 
me for?” he inquired with splendid 
amazement. “You’ve succeeded! You’ve 
got clear off! This is sheer lust for 
blood!”
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“Let me see,” Pollexfen said re
flectively. “To-day is Monday. This 
makes the third day. Yes. . . All 
London will know to-night where Var
coe is. Mr. • Varcoe was a very able 
man—conceited, over-confident, 
able. He made all his preparations, 
and he meant to strike with a single 
blow, like Kitchener at Omdurman. He 
was guilty of only one mistake. He 
thought I didn’t suspect him. Where
as the contrary was the case. So that 
when he entered my room, for the 
battle of Omdurman, I was waiting 
for him behind the door, with my little 
instrument, and the battle occurred 
differently. You ask me where he Is. 
Welfc on the day of my arrival at the 
Corner House, I was obliged to find a 
hiding-place for male attire and other 
details, and I took up the floor, loosen
ing the nails under .the bed. Nothing 
is simpler to a mah who has been in 
all trades, from navvying to treasure
seeking, including naturally that of a 
carpenter, than to arrange nail-heads, 
where nails have been, in a way to es
cape detection even under a close 
scrutiny. I could life and replace the 
planks of the floor in a moment. I 
had quite a wardrobe down there. Be
hold the reason why you and x your 
little friend found nothing when you 
feloniously searched my chamber last 
night. Don’t deny it, don’t attempt to 
deny It; I saw at once you had been 
on the prowl.” He laughed quietly.

“I am not denying it,” Philip put in.
“Good! I should have put the Cap

tain under the floor and left London 
on the morning after his death; but 
he was unhappily too fat. And, more
over, his weight might have sent him 
through the ceiling of the room below, 
which would have been awkward! 
These objections did not apply to the 
rising detective, Mr. Varcoe, who was 
slight and thin. * He lies in repose un
der the floor of that room, wedged in 
between two rafters. His rest will be 
interrupted. , . the laws of the de
composition of animal matter. . . . 
you see?”
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In another moment he was free, while 
Pollexfen stood at the opposite end of 
the cabin, the revolver in one hand, 
and the penknife and a tangle of cord 
In the other. He wondered whether it 
would be better to make a dash at the 
scoundrel Instantly, or to await events. 
Having reflected upon Pollexfen’s pre
vious expolits, and upon the kind of 
person that the hero of them must 
necessarily be, he decided that in all 
the circumstances it would be better to 
await events.

“Perhaps,” he ventured, stretching 
and twisting his legs, .and rubibng his 
wrists, “you’ll explain what’s 
meaning of this foolery with me. It 
looks to me as much like a theatrical 
display as anything.”

“Certainly I will tell you,” replied 
Pollexfen. “Have I not said that I am 
here to satisfy your legitimate curios
ity? As for the present scene, it is, in 
fact, rather like a theatrical display. 
You sèe, I’m a theatrical person—kind
ly He down on that bunk—and I’ve had 
no one to talk to intimately for a long, 
long time. I feel the need of talking 
to some one, the need of boasting, if 
you Will. It’s in my nature. It’s in 
the nature of most great men. And I 
suppose you’ll not deny, seeing how 
much you yourself have discovered 
about me; that I am a great man. Be
sides, you deserve that your audacious 
curiosity should be appeased. I might 
have killed you at once.”

“It surprises me that you didn’t,” 
Philip put in. _ “A murder or so, more 
or less, especially when one has mur
dered" one’s own brother.”

“I’m bound to tell you,” said Pollex
fen, “that I didn’t, morally, murder 
my brother. I only meant to stun him. 
Unhappily, I hit too hard—and there 
the old chap was, dead at my feet.”

“What did you hit him with?”
“This,” said Pollexfen, putting the 

penknife and cord in his pocket and 
drawing therefrom a small pear-shaped 
bag enclosed in a long, narrow net. “It 
contains a mixture of the smallest shot 
and silver sand. Shot alone would be 
too heavy, and sand wouldn’t be heavy 
enough in such a small quantity. It’s 
an instrument of attack affected by the 
hooligans of Lima, where I met with 
it—on the back of my neck. I darsay 
you feel a slight soreness at the back 
of your neck.”

.VANTED -M< 
P. R- Telegi“I hate blood,” said Pollexfen. “Be

sides there won’t be any. And I don’t 
want to kill you. I should much pre
fer not to. But where is the alterna
tive? I can’t keep you in captivity. 
And the moment I let you go, I am a 
lost man—or, if not lost, a man In a 
highly dangerous predicament. The 
porta of the world will be closed 
against this yacht inside half a dozen 
hours. And such Is the respect in 
England for those two occidental fet
ishes, the sanctity of property and the 
sanctity of the higher forms of animal 
life, that the British government would 
be even capable of sending out a tor
pedo boat-destroyer to look for me with 
a few twelve-pounders. No! It is said 
that the devil employs the energies 
of the idle, and he has certainly em
ployed yours. He has ruined your 
ehrthly career, and I repeat I regret 
it”
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when the tram stopped, posters on the 
walls in languages of whiqh he could I mtmt to take In the scene, with its
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“You can kill me if you like,” said 
Philip quietly, ‘but you’re a scoundrel. 
And I gtve myself the pleasure of tell
ing you so. Yes, sir,” he added, mov
ing forward and becoming a little ex
cited, “a scoundred! Not to s$y a cow
ard !”

“Your previous position, horizontally 
on the bunk, will be better, I think,” 
responded Pollexfen. “You are com
ing too close. Do you hear?” He ad
vanced his revolver an inch or two.

And the muzzle of the revolver, in 
the confined space of the cabin, was 
indeed so near to Philip that almost 
involuntarily Philip slipped baeje again 
on to the bunk.

“I did not begin to relate to you my 
share in the affair,” Pollexfen resum
ed placidly, “until I had definitely re
solved what your fate was to be. I 
thought it would interest you to he^r 
certain details known only to me, and 
It appears that I was not mistaken. I 
also, as I told you at the beginning.of 
our interview, felt the need of talking 
frankly to someone. A man such as I 
is apt to lead a somewhat solitary 
life.”

“I can believe it,” said Philip suc
cinctly.

Pollexfen smiled. •
“And mental solitude is apt to get on 

one’s nerves. Our little chat has really 
done me a great deal of good. To re
turn, however, to yourself. Now, just 
as I performed a service to Captain 
Pollexfen, so I shall be performing a 
service to you. You are alone in the 
world. You’ve nobody depending on 
you. Your sole fortune consists of two 
hundred-pound notes, which you can’t 
possibly negotiate. You have no pro
fession. You have no career. You are 
not the sort of man who succeeds in 
England.
been born a milionaire and become a 
M. F. H. in some remote county, or 
you ought to have emigarted to Can
ada. Your life would be decidedly a 
failure. You would gradually lose your 
illusions and your hair, and grow into 
a dissatisfied person. In another 30 , 
years you would have developed into 
one of those tedious, aged fools who 
frequent clubs, and go about grumb
ling that things are not what they 
once were, and that the end of the 
world is at hand. And your acquain
tances would be waiting with 
pressed, expectant joy for 
your funeral. A nice prospect, truly! 
Upon my soul, I was regretting your 
immediate decease a few moments 
I regret it no longer. Only your 
mies could wish you to live.”

“And how do you'mean to kill me?” 
Philip asked.

“I will not tell you,” said Pollexfen. 
If I told you I should not be ‘quite 

nice to you, to use your own phrase. 
But you will suffer the minimum of in
convenience.”

“Look here,” Philip fronted him, 
leaning on one elbow, “you’ve played a 
goodish few comedies this last week. 
Are you playing one now?”

“I am not,” said Pollexfen simply. 
And Philip was convinced that Pol

lexfen was not playing a comedy. Dur
ing the previous hour he had gained 
some insight into the man’s 
ity. He had got accustomed to the 
seduction of his voice, and to the 
strangeness of his sentiments. He had 
begun to admire Pollexfen. Singular 
phenomenon and a remarkable tribute 
to Philip’s impartiality—he admired 
him even in that moment! He admired 
him because the fellow had all the' 
courage of his amazing character. He 
was not ashamed of his instincts. He 
did not seek to call thing*? by their: 
wrong names. He never for a moment

“ ’Ere y’are!” said the conductor.
And Philip had to descend, had to 

leave his sole acquaintance in that 
desolate region. The strange Oriental 
odor of the tram remained with him.

Just as he heard of Stepney, so he 
had heard of Poplar, and he was in it. 
His own London seemed to be In an
other hemisphere. Close by was a 
curious church, and its clock struck 
twelve just as Philip was hesitating 

t the comer of East India Dock road 
nd Cotton street.
He remembered that Giralda, too, 

had been down there, all alone, and he 
whistled in order to create in himself 
a feeling of manliness. In less than 

minute he stood in front of No. 7. 
00 far as he could judge in the ob- 
0Éurity of the badly-lit street, it was 
a house unutterably mean and mel
ancholy. A light was burning in the 
hall, as a light had been burning in 
the hall of the Corner House on just 
such an evening. He went up the two 
steps and knocked loud and bold.

A rather short, firmly-built man 
opeped the door.

“I want to see Mrs. Upottery,” Philip 
said at once. He had no intention of 
raising the point whether or not Mrs. 
Upottery lived there, or had lived 
there.

The man seemed to hesitate.
“Mrs. Upottery?” he murmured in a 

thiol*, heavy voice.
“Yes, Mrs. Upottery.”
“We don’t want any friends of Mrs. 

Upottery here,” said the man in a tone 
of finality. “A nice time of night to 
come waking people up.”

‘I’m not a friend of Mrs. Upottery, 
eiate,” Philip protested. “But I’ve 
got to speak to her.”

“Well, she ain’t in.”
“When will she be In?”
“She won’t be in. At least, I hope 

rot. She’s turned this house upside 
flown. She’s made forty times more 
Imess than she’s worth. And she ain’t 
paid her bill properly. If my mother 
fcad her here, she’d claw her blooming 
«eyes out for her, that’s what she’d do, 
•nd quick!”

The man was furious against Mrs. 
Upottery. He made as if to close the 
«Joor, but Philip put his foot in it, at 
ihe same time holding out half-a- 

^crown, which glinted in the feeble 
light.
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CHAPTER XXI.
Uncle Walter Manages Better.

When his senses became once more 
available for the uses of his existence, 
he was at first aware of nothing ex
cept a feeling of fatigue and petulance.
It seemed to him that he was like a 
cross and sickly child who had a com
prehensive quarrel with the universe.
Then he began to notice other interest
ing things, as that he was lying on 
his back on some soft substance, and 
that there was a small circle of faint 
radiance In front of him to his right.
He tried lazily to move his arms, and 
he could not; then his legs, and he 
could not. Then he renewed the at
tempt with increased force, still with
out result. This made him angry. He 
struggled hard, was conscious of pain 
in his ankles and wrist, and muttered:

“I’m tied down.”
Thenceforward his -memory recover

ed itself very rapidly. He recalled all 
that had passed up to the moment of 
descending the companion, 
two and two ingeniously together, de
spite a wandering pain in his head.
The thought flashed through his brain 
like a scientific discovery that classi
fies and explains a whole series of dif
fering facts:

“Uncle Pollexfen’s at the bottom of 
this.”

And shortly afterwards he 
aloud:

“Wejl, I’m dashed!"
His eyes had grown accustomed to 

the gloom, and he gradually perceived 
that he was in. a cabin, and that the 
circle of faint light was a port hole.
He thought of Mary Pollexfen, far off 
in another London, with intense and 
violent longing. And he thought of 
the Courier and Lord Nasing, expect
ing the wonderful “copy” which he was 
to provide.

From time to time he made efforts to 
free his limbs; in vain.

He heard a key turn in a lock. The 
door of the cabin opened. A lighted 
match came into the cabin, followed 
by a man. Philip’s eyes blinked. The 
man approached a hanging lamp, care
fully and deliberately lit it, blew out 
the match, dropped it on the floor, and 
turned to examine the prisoner. It 
was the man of No. 7, Cotton street, 
the man who had led him, who had 
lured hiip, on board the yacht!

Philip made no sign, though his 
brain was working at a high rate of 
speed. His temperamental calm al
ways -served him well in a crisis. He 
had fully grasped the futility of any 
kind of protest, and he was determin
ed to wait. The man, with an air of 
cheerful, bland interest, bent over the 
bunk on which Philip lay.

"H’m!” he murmured, rather in the 
style of a doctor.

Then he picked up a black bonnet 
which was lying near, put it on, gave 
a twist to his mouth, and winked. The 
sudden resemblance to ■ Mrs. Upottery 
was too remarkable to leave any doubt fair was an accident,” said Philip: “I 
in Philip’s .mind. He was bound and have my own ideas about that.” 
helpless in the presence of Walter
Pollexfen, that protean being who, lexfen seemed surprised and hurt, 
hitherto unrecognized in his proper 
person, dominated the extraordinary i you to drug young Meredith on the

l
“It’s astounding!” Phiftp burst out, 

utterly revolted by the detailed con
fession to which he was obliged to 
listen, and which, indeed, fascinated 
him, though as a snake is said to fas
cinate a bird.

“Yes, isn’t it?”, said Pollexfen with 
gentle enthusiasm. “It is astounding. 
When I think of the skill, the presence 
of mind, the sheer nerve, which were 
required for the whole operation, even 
I am amazed. I had a certain regret 
in bringing Mr. Varcoe's career to a 
close. But it was purely sentimental 
regret, caused by his talents, and 
somewhat unworthy of men. Of 
course, when a man becomes a detec* 
tive, to be killed is part of his trade. 
The risks, if not as great as the risks 
run by a miner or a shunter, or a 
president of the United States, are con
siderable. Detectives know that quite 
well. It’s fair. In this particular in
stance Mr. Varcoe wanted to get a 
person named Billington to put me to 
a violent death, accompanied by every 
circumstance of shame. I objected, 
and the inevitable outcome of my ob
jection was Mr. Varcoe’s own decease.
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“Just so. I can assure you I was 
very awkwardly placed with my bro
ther’s corpse. No doubt 
thought the affair a miracle of prear
rangement. It wasn’t. But if I am 
not equal to emergencies I am noth
ing^ I never embark on any difficult 
enterprise without a ladder of silk 
rope. I changed Into male attire. Then 
I descended by means of that ladder 
from my brother’s room into 
Girdlers Alley,
The watchman was my first annoy
ance; I chatted with him and found 
out all about his domestic affairs. I 
then went up into Holborn, discovered 
a naughty boy at a coffee stall in The
obald’s road, and persuaded him that 
there was an excellent practical joke 
to be played on that watchman. The I 
joke worked to perfection, except that 
you came along and spoilt the desired 
effect. However, you went to sleep. 
Then I wanted a spade. There was a 
spade propped up against your cabin.
I adopted it. I dug a neat thing in 
graves. Then I climbed back to my 
brother’s room, and lowered him gently 
to the aground, and followed after. As 
soon as he was buried I put the spade 
back, and revisited the trench just as 
that idiot of a policeman came up. I 
was back in the house in no time. The 
affair seemed to me rather distinguish
ed, both in conception and in execu
tion. What do you think?”

The man spoke to siich easy, unaf
fected tones that Philip, do what he 
would, could not retain the ordinary 
human attitude toward what 
only be called, if English words were to 
retain their common meaning, a das
tardly crime.

“I think you succeeded by mere 
chance,” he said coldly and nonchal
antly. Sweat broke out on his brow, 
and he knew it not.

“You do not express yourself accur
ately,” Pollexfen protested. “You 
mean, or you ought to mean, that I 
succeeded by a masterly use • of 
chance.”
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“You may talk till you’re black in 
the face,” Philip interrupted the actor. 
“You know what I think! You’ve 
simply got no regard for human life at 
all.”
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Pollexfen gazed at him, and there 
was a just perceptible lowering of the 
corners of his lips.

“You exaggerate, my young friend,” 
said Pollexfen; “I have some regard 
for human life, though it not un
limited. For example, I have much 
more regard for human life than a 
cabinet of ministers who meet before 
lunch and decide on a war. The last 
cabinet that did so killed probably 
about ten thousand people per head. 
But does it interfere with their sleep. 
Not in the least. What is the matter 
with you, Mr. Masters, if I may say 
so, is that you have never thought; 
you have never honestly tried to look 
at things as they are. Unfortunately 
it is now too late.”

Philip said nothing.
“In the entire complicated affair, af

ter my original clumsiness in making 
the Captain unconscious permanently, 
instead of temporarily, I only made 
one error. You guess what that was?1”

Philip shook his head.
“I bruised my wrist against the. win

dow sash in lowering our poor Captain 
from the window to the alley. That 
was an accident that might have hap
pened to anyone. But I ought to have 
washed and bandaged my wrist at 
once. And I did. not; I merely licked 
it. Knowing the danger of finger 
marks, I merely licked it! I was per
haps somewhat nervous and hurried, 
and I could not bring myself to stop in 
order to wash and bandage my hand. 
I did not observe till my job was al
most accomplished that the wound 
had been bleeding slightly. A pjty, a 
pity! Nevertheless, that was my or>e
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ene-“See here, mate," said he persuasive
ly, “if that’s any use to you, it’s yours. 
I’d like to have a bit of chat with you;
I sha’n’t keep you two minutes. But 

SL’ve got most particular reasons for 
meeting with Mrs. Upottery, and I’m 
no more a friend of hers than you 
•re.”

The man’s hand fidgetted toward the 
fcalf-crown, and then his fingers closed 
on It, and he opened the door wider. 
Without waiting for an invitation 
Philip slipped inside the house. A 
candle burned crookedly in a pewter 
stick on a deal table. The sides of the 
passage were shiny with grease, and 
the floor was of no special color or 
Substance. Philip’s eyes interrogated 
the man’s. He was shabbily dressed, 
but not extremely so. He wore a cap, 
and a leathern belt showed under his 
waistcoat. His face was pale. At first 
he gave the Impression of being young,

. but this impression passed; he might 
\ have been almost any age.

“What do you w^nt to know.” he 
asked gruffly.

“You say Mrs. Upottery’s been kick
ing up a dust here. What about?”
i“How do I know what about? I only
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ings included a hotel, several stores, 
the postoffice, dancing pavilion, thn 
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Spiritualists’ Camp Meeting Associa- 
iton and about 100 cottages. The fire 
was caused by the explosion of a lamp 
in the cottage of Geo. F. McKinney.

an experien 
with flrst-olasa 
has portion of 
P. O. Box S40,could

CONTRACTORS 
with laborers, 
short notice; 
Italians, Lithui 
Ding Co., 18 N<
City.___________

of the New England

personal-CHAPTER XXII.
Thé Compact.

“What are you leading up to?” Philip 
asked. “That’s what I want to know.”

“I resume,” said Pollexfen, ignoring 
this definite question. “I got the in
formation that I required out of the 
late captain's pockets. It was quite 
as good as I expected, and it quite 
confirmed my view that he could not 
have used it successfully himself. I 

,now had various matters to attend to

LOST
Advertisements 

a word
V’ATTEMPTED TRAIN ROBBERY.

Robbers Did Not Succeed—Town Mar
shal Wounded. LOST—Between 

Butler's cross 
lar, on April IL 
A. Ferguson, SI“It’s all very well to say that the af- Louisville, Ky., April 25.—An attempt 

was made last night to rob a passenger 
train on the Southern railroad. The 
robbers fired a bridge. W. E. Cum
mings, town marshal at English, wa< 
dangerously wounded in attempting t€ 
arrest the robbers.

WOULD LADY 
Instead of $2 in“You '"doubt me, my dear sir?” Pol-

LC6T-A lady’s j 
tached. Returi
ward.

“If- it was an accident, how came

f

tI

i\

"

r» TT-w»qr..

«

s

Doubloons \

By EDEN PHILLPOTTS and 
ARNOLD BENNETT.

I

Î

!

ii

• ■:

/
.

1

,1
i

a

m
m

-

m

f

"

aa
ta

iii
. -t

f-u
j .n

w
aM

W
PM

jti
 'V

r.~.
W

:
m

...
 S

SH
>T

'


