
When the King of the "Cannibal Is- recommend Cannes or Cairo?” It’s all oould think of nothing but the swift grim-
which preceded a start of well-feigned 

astonishment.
“Why, Bunny?” cried Raffles. 'Where 

have you sprung from?”
I stammered something as he pinched 

my hand.
“And are you coming in this ship? And 

to Naples, too? Well, upon- my word! 
Miss Werner, may I introduce him?”

And he did so without a blush, describ­
ing me as an old school-fellow whom he 
had not seen for months, with wilful cir­
cumstance and gratuitous detail that filled 
me at once with confusion, suspicion and 
revolt. I felt myself blushing for us both, 
and I did not care. My address utterly 
deserted me, and I made no effort to re­
cover it, to carry the thing off. All I 
would do was to mumble such words ns 
Raffles actually put into my mouth, and 
that I doubt not with a thoroughly evil

.3!lands made faces at Queen Victoria and very well, A. J., but you forget what 1 
a European monarch set 
tingling with his compliments on the ex­
ploit the indignation in England was not 
less than the surprise, for the thing was 
not so common as it has since become.
But when it transpired that a gift of pe­
culiar significance was to follow the con­
gratulations, to give them weight, the in­
ference prevailed that the white poten 
tate and the black had taken simultané 
ous leave of their fourteen senses. Foi 
the gift was a pearl of price unparalleled, 
picked aforetime by British eutlassep 
from a Polynesian setting and presented 
by British royalty to the sovereign, whç 
seized this opportunity of restoring it tc 
its original possessor.

The incident would have been a god­
send to the press a few weeks later.
Even in June there were leaders, letters, 
large headlines, leaded type, the Daily 
Chronicle devoting half its literary page 
to a charining drawing of the island capi­
tal which the new Pall Mall, in a leading 
article headed by a pun, advised the 
ernment to blow to flinders. I was my­
self driving a poor but not dishonest quill 
at the time, and the topic of the hour 
goaded -me* into satiric verse which ob­
tained a better place than anything I had 
yet turned out.
town and taken inexpensive quarters at 
Thames Ditton on the plea of a disinter­
ested passion for the river.

“First-rate, old boy!” said Raffles (who 
must needs come and see me there), ly­
ing back in the boat while I sculled and 
jrteered. “I suppose they pay you pretty 
Irell for these, eh?”

■ “Not a penny.”
“Nonsense, Bunny! I thought they 

paid so well? Give them time and you’ll 
get your check.”

“Oh, no, I shan’t,” said I gloomily.
“I’ve got to be content with the honor 
of getting in; the editor wrote to say so 
In so many words,” I added. But I gave 
the gentleman his distinguished name.

“You don’t mean to say you’ve written 
lor payment already?”

No; it was the last thing I had intend­
ed to admit. But I had done it. The 
murder was out; there was no sense in 
further concealment. I had written for 
my money because I really needed it; if 
he must know, I was cursedly hard up.
Raffles nodded as though he knew al­
ready, I warmed to my woes. It was no 

matter to keep your end up as a

ace
the cables told you about my funds.”

‘T forget nothing. 1 merely don’t want 
to hurt your feelings. But look here, a 
sea voyage you shall have. 1 want a 
change myself, and you shall come with 
.me as my guest. We’ll spend July in the 
(Medi terranean.’ ’

“But you’re playing 
“Hang the cricket!”
“Well, 1 thought you meant it”----
“Of course I meant it. Will you come?” 
“Like a shot—if you go.”
And 1 shook his hand and waved mine 

in farewell, with the perfectly good-hu­
mored conviction that I should hear 
more of the matter. It was a pass ng 
thought, no more, no less. I scon wished 
it were more; that week found me wishing 
myself out of England for good and all. 
1 was making nothing. I could but sub­
sist on the difference between the rent 
J paid for my flat and the rent at which 
I had sublet it, furnished, for the sea­
son. And the season was near its end 
and creditors awaited me in town. Was 
it possible to be entirely honest? I had 
run no bills when I had money in my 
pocket, and the more downright dishon­
esty seemed to me the less ignoble.

But from Raffles of course I heard noth­
ing more; a week went by, and half an­
other week; then late on the second Wed­
nesday night I found a telegram from 
him at my lodgings, after seeking him 
vainly in town and dining with despera­
tion at the solitary club to which I still 
belonged.

“Arrange to leave Waterloo by. North 
German Lloyd special,” he wired, “9.25 
a. an. Monday next will meet you South­
ampton aboard Uhlan with tickets 
writing.”

And write he did, a ligpit-hearted let­
ter enough, but full of serious solicitude 
for me and for my health and prospects— 
a letter almost touching in the light of our 
past relations, in the twilight of their 
complete rupture. He said that he had 
booked two berths to Naples, that we 
were bound for Capri, which was clearly 
the island of the Lotos-eater 
would bask there together “and for a 
while forget.” It was a charming letter. 
I had never seen Italy; the privilege of 
initiation should be his. No mistake was 
greater than to deem it an impossible 
country for the summer. The bay of Nap­
les was never so divine, and he wrote of 
“faery lands forlorn,” as though the po­
etry sprang unbidden to his pen. To come 
(back to earth and prose. I might think 
it unpatriotic of him to choose a German 
boat, but on no other line did you re­
ceive such attention and accommodation 
for your money. There was a hint of bet­
ter reasons. Raffles wrote, as he had 
telegraphed from Bremen; and I gathered 
that the personal use of some little intiu- 

with the authorities there had re-
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“So you saw my name in the list of 

passengers and came in search of me?
Good old Bunny! 1 sa y, though, I wish 
you’d share my cabin. I’ve got a beauty 
on the promenade deck, but they wouldn’t 
promise to keep me by myself. We ought 
t-o see about it before they shove in some 
alien. In any case we shall have to get 
out of this.”

Foir a quarter-master had entered the 
wheel-house, and eve.n while we had been 
speaking the pilot had taken possession of 
the bridge; as we descended the tender 
left us with flying handkerchiefs and shrill 
good-bys, and as we bowed to Miss Werner 
on the promenade deck there came a deep, 
slow throbing under foot and our voyage 
had 'begun.

It did not begin pleasantly between 
Raffles and me. On deck he had over­
borne my stubborn perplexity by dint of a 
forced though forceful joviality; in his 
cabin the gloves were off.

“You idiot.” he snarled, “you’ve given 
me away again!”

“How have I given you away?”
I ignored the separate insult in his last 

word.
“How? I should have thought any clod 

could see that I meant us to meet by 
chance!”

“After taking both tickets yourself?”
“They know nothing 

board; besides, I hadn’t decided when I 
took the tickets.”

“Then you should have let me know 
when you did decide. You lay your plans 
and never say a word, and expect me to 
tumble to them by light of nature. How 
was I to know you had anything on?”

I had turned the tables with some ef­
fect. Raffles almost hung his head.

“The fact is, Bunny, I didn’t mean you 
to know. You—you’ve grown such a pious 
rabbit in your old age”

My nickname and his tone went far to 
mollify me; other things went further, but 
I had much to forgive him still;

“If you were afraid of writing,” I pur­
sued, “it was your business to give me the 
tip the moment I set foot on board. 11 
would have taken it all right. I am not 
so virtuous as all that.”

Was it my imagination or did Raffles 
look slightly ashamed? If so it was for 
the first and last time in all the ÿears I with his eyes wide open. Indeed, it was
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him as I stretched and yawned. I noted, 
-however, the good humor of his tone, 
and did my best to catch it.

“I have found something else, Bunny.”
“I dare say!”
“You misunderstand me. The whipper- 

snapper’s making his century this after­
noon. I’ve had other fish to fry.”

I swung my legs over the side of my 
berth and sat forward, as he was sitting, 
all attention. The inner door, a grating, 
was shut and bolted and curtained like 
the open porthole.

“We shall be at Genoa before sunset,” 
continued Raffles. “It’s the place where 
the deed’s got to be done.”

“So you still mean to do it!”
“Did I ever say I didn’t?”
“You have said so little either way.”
“Advisedly so, my dear Bunny; why 

spoil a pleasure trip by talking unneces­
sary shop? But now the time has corns* 
It must be done at Genoa or not at all.”

“On land?”
“No, on board, tomorrow night. Tonight 

would do, but tomorrow is better in case 
of mishap. If we were forced to use vio­
lence we could get away by the earliest 
train and nothing -be known till the ship 
was sailing and Von Humann found dead 
or drugged”----

“Not dead!” I exclaimed.
“Of course not,” assented Raffles, “or 

there would be no need for us to bolt; 
but if we should have to bolt, Tuesday 
morning is our time, when this ship has 
got to sail whatever happens. But I don’t 
anticipate any violence. demie is a con­
fession of terrible incompetence. In all 
these years how many blows have you 
known me to strike? Not one, I believe; 
but I have been quite ready to kill my 

every time if the worst came to the

and I used to think how he must long to 
-have Raffles there to serve the same, lb 
was not as though Von Heumann never 
had his innings. Raffles -let him go in sev­
eral times a day for the malicious plea­
sure of bowling him out as he was “get­
ting set;” those were his words when 1 
taxed him disingenously with obnoxious 
- '--■4uct toward a German on a German 
boat.

“You’ll make yourself disliked on

day I like, and sooner or later I shall 
climb out for good. I suppose I can’t 
very well turn myself into a Limited 
Liability Company. But I could retire 
and set-tie down and live blamelessly ever 
after. I’m not sure that it couldn’t be 
done on -this pearl alone!”

“Then you don’t still think it too re­
markable to sell?”

“We might take a fishery and haul 
up with smaller fry. It would come after board, 
mont Ils of ill-luck, just as we were going 
to sell the schooner; by Jove, it would 
be the talk of the Pacific!”

"Weil, we’ve got to get it first. Is this 
Von What’s-his-name a formidable cuss?”

“More so than he looks; and he has the 
cheek of the dervil!”

As he spoke a white drill skirt fluttered 
stateroom door, and 1

I did not wai. for him to finish his sent-that wers, 1encc.
“You’ve got it!” I cried, my face on 

fire, for I caught sight of it that moment 
in -the stateroom mirror.

Raffles seemed taken aback.
“Not yet,” said he; “but I mean to have 

it before we get to Naples.”
“Is it on board?”
“Yes.”
“put how—where—who’s got it?”
“A little German officer, a whipper- 

snapper with perpendicular mustaches.”
“I saw him in the smoke-room.”
“That’s the chap; he’s always -there. 

Herr Capt. Wilhelm von Heumann, if you 
look in the list. Well, -he’s the special 

of the emperor, and he’s taking

i»about that oneasy
raw free lance of letters; for my part I 
was afraid I wrote neither well enough 
nor ill enough for success. I suffered 
from a persistent ineffectual feeling after 
style. Verse I could manage, but it did 
not pay. To personal paragraphs and 
the baser journalism I could not and I 
would not stoop.

Raffles nodded again, this time with a 
Bmile that stayed in his eyes as he lean­
ed back watching me. I knew that he 
was thinking of other things I had stoop­
ed to, and I thought I knew what he was 
going to say. He had said it, before so 
often; he was sure to say it again. I had 
my answrer ready, but evidently he 
tired of asking the same question, 
lids fell, he took "up the paper he had 
dropped, and I sculled the length of the 
old red wall of Hampton Court before he 
spohe again.

“And they gave you nothing for these! 
My dear Bunny, they’re capital, not only 
qua verses but for crystallizing your sub-

j>y Von Heumann merely.”
“But is that wise when he’s the man 

we’ve got to diddle?”
“The wisest thing I ever did. To have 

chummed up with him would have been 
fatal—the common dodge.”

1 was consoled, encouraged, almost con­
tent. I had feared Raffles was neglecting 
things, and I told him so in a burst. Here 
we were near Gibraltar, and not a word 
since the Soient. He shook his head with 
a smile.

“Plenty of time, Bunny, plenty‘of time. 
Wè can do nothing before we get to Gen­
oa, and that won’t be till Sunday night. 
The voyage is s ill young and so are we; 
let’s make/the most of things while we 
can.”

It was after dinner on the promenade 
deck, and as Raffles spoke he glanced 
sharply fore and aft, leaving me next mo­
ment with a step full of purpose. I retir­
ed to the smoking room to smoke and 
read in a corner and to watch Von lieu- 
mann, who very soon came to drink beer 
and to sulk in another.

Few travelers tempt the Red Sea at 
midsummer; the Uhlan was very empty 
indeed. She had, however, but a limited 
supply of cabins on the promenade deck, 
and there was just that excuse for my 
sharing Raffles’ room. I could have had

I

envoy
the pearl out "frith him!”

“You found"1 this out in Bremen?”
“No, in Berlin"; from 

I know there. I’m ashamed to -tell you, 
Bunny, tha-t I went there on purpose!”

I burst out laughing.
“You needn’t be ashamed. You are 

doing the very thing I was rather hoping 
you were going -to propose the other day 
on -the river.”

“You -were hoping it?” said Raffles,

ence
suited in a material reduction in our past the open 

caught a glimpse of an upturned mous­
tache beyond.
“But is hey the chap wa have to deal 

with? Won’t the pearl be in the purser’s 
keeping?”

Raffles stood at the door, frowning out 
upon the Solent, but -for an instant he 
turned to me with a sniff.

“My good fellow, do you suppose the 
whole ship’s company knows there’s a 
gem like that aboard? You said that it 
was worth a hundred thousand pounds; 
in Berlin they say it’s priceless.**! doubt 
if the skipper himself knows that Von 
Heumann has it on. him.”

“And he has?’
“Must have.”
“Then we have only him to deal with?”
He answered me without a word. Some­

thing white was fluttering past once more, 
and Raffles, stepping fort!*, made the 
promenaders three.

fares.
Imagine my excitement and delight! 1 

managed to pay what I owed at 'Thames 
Ditton, to squeeze a small editor for a 
very small check and my tailors for one 
more flannel suit.
-broke my last sovereign to get a box of 
Sullivan’s cigarettes for Raffles to smoke 
on the voyage. But my heart was as light 
as my purse on the Monday morning, the 
fairest morning of an unfair summer, when

a newspaper man
was
His

I remember that I

1v
I

| j fLoKIRp— sr W

X,FT
VA

*S-/i

manMrH. WOTSt.”
I asked him how he proposed to enter 

Von Heumann’s stateroom unobserved, 
and even through the curtained gloom of 

his face lighted up.
“ddmb into my bunk, Bunny, and you 

shall see.”
I did so, but could see nothing. Raffles 

reached across me and tapped the ventila­
tor, a sort of -trap-door in the wall above 
his bed, some eighteen inches long and 
half that height. It opened outward into 
the ventilating shaft.

“That,” said he, “ifl our door to fortune. 
Open it if you like; you won’t see much, 
became it doesn’t open far; but loosening 
a couple of screws will set that all right. 
The shaft, as you may see, ie more or Ices 
bottomless; you pass under it whenever 
you go to your bath, and the top is a sky­
light on the bridge. That’s why this thing 
has to be done while we’re at Genoa, be­
cause they keep no watch on the bridge 
in -port. The ventilator opposite ours îs 
Von Heumann’s. It again will only mean 
a couple of screws, and there’s a beam to 
stand on while you work.”

“But if anybody should look up from 
below?”

“It’s extremely unlikely that anybody 
will be astir below—so unlikely that we 

afford to chance it. No, I can’t have

m I do not ask to set foot aboard a finer 
steamship than -the Uhlan of the Nord- 
deutscher Lloyd, to meet a kindlier gen­
tleman than her then commander, or bet­
ter fellows than her officers. This much 
at least let me have the grace to admit. 
I hated the voyage. It was no fault of 
anybody connected with the ship; it was 
no fault of the weather, which was mon­
otonously ideal. Not even in my own 
heart did the reason reside; conscience and 
I were divorced at last and the decree 
made absolute. With my scruples had 
fled all fear, and I was ready to revel be­
tween bright skies and sparkling sea with 
the light-hearted detachment of Raffles 
himself. It was Raffles himself who pre­
vented me, but not Raffles alone. It was 
Baffles and the Colonial minx on her way 
home from school.

What he could see in her—but that 
begs the question. Of course he saw no 
more than 1 did, but to annoy me, or per­
haps to punish me for my long defect! 
he must turn his back on me and devote 
himself to this ohit from Southampton to 
the Mediterranean. They were always to­
gether. It was too absurd. After break­
fast they would begin and go on until 11 
or 12 at night; there was no intervening 
hour at which you might not hear her 
nasal laugh, or his quiet voice talking soft 
nonsense into her ear. Of course it was 
nonsense! Is it conceivable that a man 
like Raffles, with his knowledge of the 
world and his experience of women (a 
side of his character upon which I have 
purposely never touched, for it deserves 
another volume)—is it credible, I ask, that 
such a man could find anything but non­
sense to talk by the day together to a 
giddy young school girl? I would not be 
unfair for the world. I think I have ad­
mitted that the young person had points. 
Her eyes, 1 suppose, Were really fine, and 
certainly the shape of the little brown 
face was charming, so far as mere contour 
can charm. I admit also
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“RAFFLES AND I LEANED TOGETHER OVER THE RAIL" lhds turn to show surprise* and mine 'to be 

much more ashamed than 1 fel-t.
“Yes,” I answered, “I was quite keen 

on the idea, but I wasn’t going to pro­
pose it.”

“Yet you would have listened to me -the 
other day?”

Certainly I would, and I told him so 
without reserve; not brazenly, you un­
derstand; not even now with the 
gusto of a man who savors such 
an adventure foi* its own sake, 
but doggedly defiantly, through my 
teeth, one who had tried to live honest­
ly and -failed. And while I was about it 
I told him -much more. Eloquently enough 
I dare say, I gave him chapter and verse 
of my hopeless struggle, my inevitable 
defeat; fop Jiopekes and inevitable they 
were to a man with my record, even 
though that record was written only in 
one’s own soul. It #was -lie old story of 
the thief trying to turn honest man; the 
thing was against nature, and there 
an end of it.

Raffles entirely disagreed with me. He 
shook his head over my conventional 
view. Human nature was a board of 
checkers; why not reconcile one’s self to 
alternate black and white? Why desire 
to be all one thing or all the other, like 
our forefathers on the stage or in the old- 
fashioned fiction? For his part he enjoy­
ed himself on all squares of the board and 
liked the light the better for the ehade. 
My conclusion he considered absurd.

“But you err dn good company, Bunny, 
for all the cheap moralists who preach 
the same twaddle: old Virgil was -the 
first and jworst offender of you all. I 
back myself to climb out of Avernus any

the special whirled me through the sun­
shine to the sea.

knew him; nor can I swear to it even 
now.

“That,’ said he, ‘was the very thing I 
meant to do—-to lie in wait in my room 
and get you as you passed. But”----

“You were better engaged?”
“Say otherwise.”
“The charming Miss Werner?”
“She is quite charming.”
“Most Australian girls are,” said I.
“How did you know she was one?” he 

cried.
“I heard her speak.”
“Brute!” said Riffles, laughing; “she 

has no more twang than you have. Her 
people arc German, she has been to school 
in Dresden and is on her way out alone.”

“Money?” I inquired.
“Confound you!” he said, and, though 

*he was laughing, I thought it was a 
print at which the subject might be 
changed.

“Well,” I said, “it wasn’t for Miss Wer­
ner you wan ed iis to play strangers, was 
it? You have some deeper game than 
that, eh?”

“I supprse I have.”
“Tlien hadn’t you better tell me what 

it is?”
Raffles treated me to the old, cautious 

scrutiny -that I knew so well; the very 
familiarity of it, after all these months, 
set me smiling in a way that might have 
reassured him, for dimly already I divined 
hi =» enterprise.

“It won’t send you off in the pilot’s 
boat, Bunny?”

“Not quite.”
“Then—you remember the pearl you 

"vitot-o the”----

ject and pulling it in a nutshell. Cer­
tainly yvii’ve taught me more about it 
that I J;#?w before. But is it really 
worth £50,000—a single pearl?”

“A hundred, 1 Deliuve; but that 
WouldnX scan.”

“A hundred .thousand pounds!” said 
Raffles with his eyes shut. And again 1 
made certain what was coming, but again 
[ was mistaken. “If ;t"s worth all that,” 
he cried at last, “there would be no get­
ting rid of it at. all; it's not like a dia­
mond that you can subdivide. But I beg 
your pardon. Bunny. I was forgetting!

And we said no more about the Em­
peror’s gift, for pride thrives on an 
empty pocket, and no privation would plainly on some
have drawn from me the proposal which jng I must go. But there was no sign of
l had expected Raffles to make. M> ex- him on the promenade deck and
peetation had been half a hope, though noyC below in the saloon;
[ only knew it now. But neither did we smoking room was empty
touch again on what Raffles professed to a German with a red mustache
have forgotten—my “apostasy, my twisted into his eyes; nor was Raffles in 
"lapse into virtue,” as he had been his own. cabin, whither 1 inquired my way 
pleased to call it. Me were kotji a litt c jn (j<¥rpCr<ation, but where the sight of liis 
silent, a little constrained, each preoceu- own na,me on the baggage was certainly 
pied with his own thoughts It was a furth,r rpa^urance. Why he himself 
Months since we had met and as I jaw - kepfc jn {he background> however, I could 
Mm °ff tnwnrrl 11 o c ocx ■ ‘ V . ; n°i conceive, arid cnly flinister reseonn
#ight I fancied 1 v an ' j suggest themsdlvee in explanation.

I ^ thfe you are! Tve been looking

those clear eyes peering at me under the , for you all over the <*'P- 
,dation lamps, and when 1 met their Dwpite the graven prohibition I had 
dance Rattles shook his head. 1 tried the bridge asi a Last resort and there
' “You don’t look well on it. Bunny,” : indeed was A. J. Raffle* seated on a sky- 
Bid he “I never did believe in this light and leaning over one o.f tne officers 
rhumes" Valiev. You want a change of king chairs, in which reclined a girl an a 

if * white drill coat and skirt—a slip of a girl
I wished I might get it. with a pale skin,, dark hair and rather re-
“What you really want is a sea voyage." j markable eyes. .So much I noted a» he 
“And'a winter in St. Moritz, or do you vo&e and quickly turned; thereupon 1

A tender awaited us at Southampton. 
Raffles was net on board, nor did I really 
lock for him till we reached the liner's 
side. And then I locked in vain. His 
face was not among the many that fring­
ed the rail; his hand was not of the few 
that waved to friends. I climbed aboard 
in a sudden heavino*-. 1 had no ticket, 
nor the money to pay for one. I did not 
even knew the number*of my room. My 
heart was in my mouth as I waylaid a 
steward and asked if a Mr. Raffles was on

But

can
you there to make sure. The great point 
ie that neither of us should be seen from 
the time we turn in. A couple of ship's 
boys do sentry-go on these decks, and they 
shall be our witnesses: by Jove, it’ll be 
hlie biggest mystery that ever was made!”

“If Von Heumann doesn’t resist.”
“Resist! He won’t get the chance. He 

drinks too much beer to sleep light, and 
nothing is so easy as to chloroform a 
lieavy sleeper; you’ve even done it your­
self on an occasion of which it’s perhaps 
unfair to remind you. Von Heumann will 
be past sensation almost as soon as I get 
my hand through his ventillator. I shall/ 
crawl in ever his body, Bunny, my boy”

“And I?”
“You will hand me what I want and 

hold the fort in case of accidents, and 
generally lend me the moral support you’ve 
made me require. It’s a luxury, Bunny, 
but I found it devilish difficult to do with­
out it after you turned pi!”

He said that Von Heumann was certain 
to sleep with a bolted door, which he of 

would leave unbolted, and spoke of

>Than k h e avens—h e was !
di4 not know, was 

other errand, and a-hunt-

board. 
where? 'The man K i/ t\more audacity 

than I cared about, with enviable health, 
mettle and vitality. I may not have oc­
casion to report any of this young lady’s 
speeches (they would scarcely bear it), 
and am therefore the more anxious to de­
scribe her without injustice. I confess to 
some little prejudice against hef. 1 re­
sented her success with Raffles, of whom, 
in consequence, 1 saw less and less each 
day. It is a mem thing to have to con 
fess, but there must have been something 
not unlike jealousy rankling within me.

Jealousy there was in another quarter 
—crude, rampant, undignified jealousy. 
Captain Von Heumann would curl his 
moustaches into twin spires, shoot his 
white cuffs over his rings and stare at me 
insolently through his rimless eyeglasses; 
we ought to have consoled each other, 
but we never exchanged a syllable. The 
captain had a murderous scar across one 
of his cheeks, a present from Heidelberg

the
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HIS RIMLESS EYEGLASSES

course
other ways of laying a false scent while 
rifling the cabin. Not that Raffles antici­
pated a tire<9ome search. The pearl would 
be about Von Heumann’s person; in fact, 
Raffaeti knew exactly where and in what 
he kept it. Naturally I asked how he 
oould have come by such knowledge, and 
hie answer led up to a momentary un 
pleasantness.

“It’s a very old story, Bunny. I real

one to mysdlf downstairs, but I must be 
up above. Raffles had insisted that 1 
should insist on the point.’ 8o we were 
together, I think, without suspicion, 
though also without any object that I 
oould sec.

On the Sunday afternoon I was asleep 
in my berth, the lower one, when the cur­
tains were shaken by Raffles, who was in 
his shirtsleeves on the settee.

“Achilles sulking in his bunk!”
“What else is there to do?” I asked (Continued on page 7.)
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