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THE BEACON, S.
Navy Increase Sill,” he added glooimly. “It is a Government meas
ure, and Sir Andrew speaks for it And so great is his influence and 
so large his following that if he does”—the gentleman laughed rtie- 
fhlly—“if he does, it will go through. Now, had I the spirit of 
ancestors,” he exclaimed, “I would bring chloroform from the 
est chemist’s and drug him in that chair. I would tumble his 
ecious form into a hansom cab, and hold him prisoner until daylight. 
If I did, I would save the British taatpayer the cost of five more battle
ships, many millions of pounds.” V

The gentlemen again' turned, and surveyed the baronet with 
freshened interest The honorary member of the Grill, whose accent 
already had betrayed him as an American, .laughed softly.

“To look at him now,” he said, “one would not guess he was 
deeply concerned with the affairs .of state.”

The others nodded silently.
“He has not lifted his eyes from that book since we first entered,” 

added the youngest member. “He surely cainnot mean to spéak 
to-night” \ -

“Oh, yes, he will speak,” muttered the one with the black pearl 
moodily. “During these last hours of the session the House sits late, 
but when the Navy bill comes up on its third reading he will be in his 
place—and he will pass it”

The fourth member, a stout and florid gentleman of a somewhat 
sporting appearance, in a short smoking-jacket and black tie, sighed 
enviously. '

“Fancy one of us being as cool as that, if he knew he had to stand 
up within an hour and rattle off a speech in Parliament. I’d be in a 
devil of a funk myself. And yet he is as keen over that book he’s 
reading as though he had nothing before him until bedtime.”

“Yes, see how eager he is,” whispered the youngest member. “He 
does not lift his eyes even now when he cuts the pages. It is probably 
an Admiralty Report, or some other weighty work of statistics Which 
bears upon his speech.”

*- The gentleman with the black pearl laughed morosely.
, “The weighty work in which the eminent statesman is so deeply 

engrossed,” he said, “is called ‘The Great Rand Robbery.’ It 
detective novel, for sale at all bookstalls.”

The American raised his eyebrows in disbelief.
“ The Great Rand Robbery f ” he repeated incredulously. “What 

an odd taste !”
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a chair toward hito.
, ‘The crime must be exceptional indeed,” he said; “to justify the 

jftifioe is interfering with a representative of a friendly power. If I 
wwe not forced to leave at once; I should tske the liberty of asking 
you to tell us the details.”

The gentleman with the pearl pushed the chair toward Sir An
drew, and motioned hhb to be seated.

“Yon cannot leave us now,” he “Mr. Sears is just
about to tell us of this remarkable crime.”

He nodded rigorously at the naval officer and the American, 
after first glancing doubtfully toward the servants at the far end of 
the room, leaning forward across the table. He others drew their 
chairs nearer and- bent toward him. The baronet glanced ineeoàuèely 
at his watch, and with an exclamation of annoyance snapped down the 
lid. “They can wait,” he muttered. He seated ' himself quickly 
nodded at Lieutenant Sears.

i “If yon will be so kind as to begin, sir,” he said impatiently.
“Of course,” said the American, “you understand that I under

stand that I am speaking to gentlemen: He confidences of this Ch* 
are inviolate. Until the police give the facts to the public press, I 
must consider you nay confederates. You have heard nothing, yen 
know no one connected with this mystery. Ena I must remain anony
mous.”
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! CHAPTER L
tes HE Grill is the club most difficult of access in the 

world. To be placed on its rolls distinguishes the 
new member as greatly as. though he had received 
a vacant Garter or had been caricatured in “Vanity 
Fair.”

Men who belong to the Grill Club never men- 
tion that fact. If you were to ask one of them 

which clubs he frequents, he will name all save that particular 
He is afraid if he told you he belonged to the Grill, that it would 
sound like boasting. / J ...

The Grill Club dates back to the days when Shakespeare’s Thea
tre stood on the present site of the “Times” office. It has a golden 
Grill which Charles the Second presented to the Club, and the origi
nal manuscript of “Tom and Jerry in London,” which was bequeathed 
to it by Pierce Egan himself. He members, when they write letters 
at the Club, still use sand to blot the ink

The Grill enjoys the, distinction of having blackballed, without 
political prejudice, a Prime Minister of each party. At the same sit
ting at which one of these fell, it elected, on account of his brogue 
and hie bulls, Quiller, Q. C., who was then a penniless barrister.

When Paul Preval, the French artist who came to \ London by 
royal command to paint a portrait of the Prince of Wales, was made 
an honorary member—only foreigners may be honorary members— 
he said, as he signed his first wine card, “L would rather see my name 
on that, than on a picture in the Louvre.”

At which Quiller remarked, ‘That is a devil of a compliment, be
cause the only men who can read their names in the Louvre to-day 
have been dead fifty years.”

On the night after the great fog of 1897 there Were fivd 
hers in the Club, four of them busy with supper and one reading in 
front of the fireplace. Here is only one room to the Club, and one 
long table. At the far end of the room the ‘fire of the grill glows red, 

• and, when the fat falls, blazes into flame} i
broad bow window of diamond panes, which lpoks down upon thé 
street. The four men at the table were strangers to each other, but as 
they picked at the grilled bones, and sipped their Scotch and soda, 
they conversed with such charming animation that a visitor to the 
Club, which doe^ not tolerate visitors, would have counted them as 
friends of long acquaintance, certainly not as Englishmen who had 
met for the first time, and without the form of an introduction. But 
it is the etiquette and tradition of the Grill, that whoever enters it 
must speak with whoever he finds there. It is to enforce this rule 
that there is but one long table, and whether there are twenty mem at 
it or two, the waiters, supporting the rule, will place them side by side.

For this reason the fotir strangers at supper were seated to
gether, with the candles grouped about them, and the long length of 
the table cutting a white path through the outer gloom.

“I repeat,” said the gentleman with the black pearl stud, “that 
the 'days for romantic adventure and deeds of foolish daring have 
passed, and that the fault lies with ourselves. Voyages to the pole I 
do not catalogue as advéntures. Hat African explorer, young Chet- 
ney, who turned up yesterday after he was supposed to have died in 
Uganda, did nothing adventurous. He .made maps and explored the 
sources of rivers. He was in constant danger, but the presence of 
danger does not constitute adventure. Were that so, the chemist who 
Studies high explosives, or who investigates deadly poisons, passes 
through adventures daily. No, ‘adventures'are for the adventurous.’ 
But one no longer ventures. The spirit of it has died-of inertia. We 
*re grown too practical, too just, above all, too sensible. In this room, 
for instance, members of this Club have, at the sword’s point, disputed 
the proper scanning of one of Pope’s couplets. Over so weighty a 
matter as spilled Burgundy on a gentleman’s cuff, ten men fought 
•cross this table, each with his rapifer in one hand and a candle in the 
other. All ten were wounded. He question of the spilled Surgundy 
concerned but two of them. Hie eight others engaged because they 
were men of ‘spirit’ Hey were, indeed, the first gentlemen of the 
,«ay. To-night, were you to spill Burgundy on my cuff, 
to insult
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one. He gentlemen seated around him nodded MV 
“Of'course,” the baronet assented with eagerness, “of comme.”
“We will refer to it,” said the gentleman with the black pearl, “m 

The Story of the Naval Attache.
“I arrived in London two days ago,” said the American, “and I 

engaged a room at the Birch Hotel I know very few people in Lon
don, and even the members of our embassy were strangers to me. Bn* 
in Hong Kong I had become great pals with an officer in voer navy, 
who has since retired, and who is now living in a small house in Rat- 
land Gardens opposite the Knightsbridge Barracks. I telegraphed him 
that I was in London, and yesterday morning I received a most hearty 
invitation to dine with him the same evening at his hpuse. He is à 
bachelor, so we dined alone and tàlked over all our old days on lie 
Asiatic Station, and of thé changes which had come to us since we had 
last met there. - As I was leaying the next morning for my post at 
Petersburg, and had many letters to write, I told him, about 10t 
o’clock, that I must get back to the hotel, and he sent out hie servant 
to call a hansom.
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“It is not a taste, it is his vice,” returned the gentleman with the 
pearl stud. “It is his one dissipation. He is noted for it. You, as a 

étranger, could hardly be expected to know of this idiosyncrasy. Mr. 
Gladstone sought relaxation in the Greek poets, Sir Andrew finds 
his in Gaboriau. Since I have been a member of Parliament I have

;-r .V:
“For the next quarter of an hour, as we sat talking, we could hear 

the cab whistle sounding violently from thé" doorstep, but apparently 
with no result.

“ Ht cannot be that' the cabmen are on strike,’ my friend said, as 
be rose and walked to the window.

- “He pulled back the curtains and at once called to me. <' &’"*■ •
“ Tou have never seen a London fog, have you V he asked. ‘Well, 

here. This is one of the best, or, rather, one of the worst, of 
them.’ I joined him at the window, but I could see nothing. Had I 
not known that the house looked out upon the street I would have 
believed that I was facing à dead wall. I raised the sash and. stretched 
out my head, but still I could see nothing. Even the light of the street 
lamps opposite, and in the upper windows of the barracks, had been 
smothered in the yellow mist. The lights of the robm in which I stood 
■penetrated the fog only to the distance of a few inches.from my eyes.

“Below me the servant was still sounding his whistle, but I could t 
afford to wait no longer, and told my friend that I would try and find 
the way to my hotel on foot. He objected, but the letters I had to 
write were for the Navy Department, and, besides, I had always heard 
that to be out in a London fog was the most wonderful experience, 
and I ;was curious to investigate one for myself.

“My friend went with me to his front door and laid down 
for me to follow. I was first to walk straight across the street to the 
brick wall of the Knightsbridge Barracks. I was then to feel my way 
along the wall until I came to a row of houses set back from the side- . 
walk. Hey wouM-bring me to a cross street On the other side of 
this street was a row of shops which I was to follow until they joined 
the iron railings of Hyde Bark. I was to keep to the railings until I 
reached the gates at Hyde Park Corner, where I was to lay a diagonal 
course across Piccadilly, and tack in toward the railings of Green 
Park. At the end of these railings, going east, I would -find the Wal-# 
ringham, and my own hotel.

‘To a sailor the course, did not seen, difficult, so I bade my friend 
good-night and walked forward until my feet touched the paving. I 
continued Upon it until I readied the curbing of the sidewalk. A few 
■tope farther, and my hands strode the 
in the direction from which I had jest 
light cflt in the yellow fog. I shouted ‘All right,’ and the voice of my 
friend answered, ‘Good luck to vou.’ The light from his open dqor 
disappeared with a bang, and I was left alone in a dripping, yellow 
darkness. I have been in the Navy for ten years, but I have never 
known such a fog as that of last night, not even among the icebergs of 
Behring Sea. Here one at least could see the light of the binnacle, 
but.last night I could not even distinguish the hand hv which I guided 
myself along the barrack wall. At sea a fog is a un . al phenomenon.
It is as familiar as the rainbow which follows a storm, it is as proper 
that a fog should spread upon the waters as that steam shall rise from 
a kettle. But a fog which springs from the paved streets, that rolls 
between solid house-fronts, that forces cabs to move at half speed, that 
drowns policemen and extinguishes the electric lights of the music 
hall, that to me is incomprehensible. It is as out of place as a tidal 
wave on Broadway.
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never seen him in the library without a shilling shocker in his hands. 
He brings them even into the sacred precincts of the House, and from 
the Government benches reads thdm concealed inside his hat.' Once 
started on a tale of murder, robbery, and sudden death, nothing can 
tear him from it, not even the call of the division bill, nor of hunger, 
nor the prayers of the party Whip. He gave up his country house 
because when he journeyed' to it in the train he would become so 
absbrhed in his detective stories that he was invariably carried past 
his station.” The member of Parliament twisted his pearl stud nerv
ously, and bit at the edge of his mustache. “If it only were the first 
pages of ‘He Rand Robbery’ that he were reading,” he murmured 
bitterly, “instead of the last ! With such another book as that, I swear 
I could hold- him here until morning. jHere would be no need of 
chloroform to keep him from the House.”

The eyes of all were fastened upon Sir Andrew, and each saw with 
fascination that with his forefinger he was now separating the last two 
pages of the book. The member of Parliament struck the table softly 
with his opien palm.

“I would give a hundred pounds,” he whispered, “if I could place 
in his hands at this moment a new story of Sherlock Holmes—a thou
sand pounds,” he added wildly—“five thousand pounds !”

He American observed the speaker sharply, as though the words 
bore to him some special application, and then at an idea which appar
ently had but just come to him, smiled in great embarrassment-

Sir Andrew ceased reading, but, as though still under the influ- 
of the book, sat looking blankly into the open fire. For a brief 

space no one moved until the baronèt withdrew his eyes and, with 
sudden start of recollection, felt anxiously for his watch. He scanned 
its face eagerly, and,-scrambled to his feet

He voice of the American instantly broke the silence in a high, 
nervous accent

“And yet Sherlock Holmes himtelf,” he cried, “could not decipher 
•he mystery which to-night baffles the pwice of London,”

At these Unexpected words, which carried in them something of 
the tone of a challenge, the gentlemen about the table started as sud
denly as though the American had fired a, pistol in the air, and Sir 
Andrew halted abruptly and stood observing him with grave surprise.

He gentleman with the black pearl was the first to recover.
“Yes, yes,” he said eagerly, throwing himself across the table. “A 

mystery that baffles the police of London. I have heard nothing of it. 
Tell ne at once, pray do—tell us at cnee.”

The American flushed uncomfortably and picked uneasily at this 
tablecloth.
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and saw a square of fain*
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iwere you even
me grossly, these gentlemen would not consider it incumbent 

upon them to kill each other. They would separate us, and to-morrow 
morning appear as witnesses against Us at Bow Street. We hâve here 
to-night, in the persons of Sir Andrew and myself, an illustration of 
how*the ways have changed.”

The men around the table turned and glanced toward the gentle
man in front of the fireplace. He was an elderly and somewhat portly 
person, torch a kmdly, wrinkled countenance, which wore continually 
■ smile of almost childish confidence and good-natulre. It was a face 
which <Le illustrated prints had made Ihtiinately familiar. He held a 
book from him at arm’s-length, as if to adjust his eyesight, and his 
brows were knit with interest

“Now, were this the eighteenth century,” continued the gentle
man wiui the black pearl, “when Sir Andrew left the dub to-night I 
would have him bound and gagged and thrown into a sedan chair. 
The watch would not interfere, the passers-by wmild ' take to their 
heels, my hired bullies and ruffians would convey nun to some lonely 
spot where we would guard him until morping. Nothing would come 
of it, except added reputation to myself as a gentleman of adventurous 
spirit, and possibly an essay in the ‘Tatler,’ with stars for names, 
entitled, let us sav, The Budget and the Baronet.

“But to what end, sirf’ inquired the youngest of the members. 
“And why Sir Andrew, of all persons—why should you select him for 
this adventure ?” x .f.

The gentleman with the black pearl shrugged his shoulders.
“I* would prevent him speaking in the House to-night. He

5
*

“No one hut the police has heard of it,” he murmured, “and they 
enly through me. It is a.remarkable crime, to which, unfortunately, I 

the only person who can bear witness. Because I am the only wit- 
ties*, I am, in spite of my immunity as a diplomat, detained in London 
by the authorities of Scotland Yard. My name,” h

Ia
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lead politely, “is Sears, Lieutenant Ripley Sears of the United States 
Navy, at present Naval Attache to the Court of Russia. Had I not 
been detained to-day by the police I would have started this morning 
f«T Petersburg.”

He gentleman with the black pearl, interrupted with so pro
nounced an exclamation of excitement and delight that the Amman 
efammered and ceased speaking.

“Do you hear, Sir Andrew ?” cried the member of Parliament jwbi- 
'ahtly. “An American diplomat haltqd by our police ieoapee he is the 
only witneae-of a most remarkable crime—the most remarkable «into, 
t believe you said, sir,” he added, bedding,eagerly toward the naval 
officer, “which has occurred in London in many years.”

He American moved his head in
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"t (To be Continued)

WHITE HEAD, 6. M. i6 having the house put in thorough order 
and making improvements in the interior. 
He expects to move into thejhouse soon.

Mr. and Mrs. Le*t^ Frankland, 
panied by Wm. Wilson, made a trip this 
week to St. Stephen in their motor hilt 
Mr. Frankland met with an acci&ht, 
being rendered i unconscious for a short 
time by a " kick ” from the engine. No 
serious injury resulted. ’

! Jtily 1.
Frank Sawyer and family have gone to 

Eastport for the summer.

t Hartley Cossaboom and family have re
turned from Black's Harbor.

Miss Hilda Titus is home for the sum
mer holidays.

Mr. and Mrs. W. J. Morse are visiting 
their daughter at Jonesport, Me.

Mr. Coleman Guptill has workmen en
gaged in making repairs on his residence 
and greatly improving its appearance.

Mr. Cheater Russell, who has recently 
purchased the John Cossaboom property,
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" It pays to be honest.” /"But not
enough apparently, to suit some people.” 
—Boston Transcript.

t and glanced at the twe 
other members. Hey were looking doubtfully at him, and the face 
of each showed that he was greatly perplexed.

Sir Andrew advanced to within the'light of the «J drew Minard’s Liniment Cores Distemper.
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