
880 WHEN GHOST MEETS GHOST
For never wm a movement tyritter than old Mo'» dnok to the

left, which allowed his opponent'* " lead off " to paaa hannlesg
over hi* right shouldur. Never was a cross-counter more deadly
more teUing, than the blow with his right, which had never
moved till that moment, landing full on the convict's Jaw, and
stretching him, insensible or dead, upon the ground. The
sound of it reached the men who came running in through the
arch, and made more than one regret he had not been there a
moment sooner, to see it.

Speechless and wuite with excitement, all crowded down to
where Mo wag kneeling by the woman who lay stretched upon
the ground beyond. Not dead, for she was moving, and speak-
ing. And he was answering, but not in his old voice.

" I'm all as right as a trivet, M'riar. It's you I'm a-thinkin'
o* Some of you young men run for the doctor."
One appeared, out of space. Things happen so, in events of

this sort, in London. No—she is not to be lifted about, till he
sees what harm's dci c Keep your hands off, all

!

By some unacovn^ble common consent, the man on the
ground, motionless, may wait his turn. Two or three inspect
him, and one tentatively prods at the inanimate body to make
it show signs of life, but is checked by public opinion. Then
comes a medical verdict, a provisional one, mailed by reserva
tions, about the work that knife has done. A nasty cut, but no
danger. Probably stunned by the faU. Bring her indoors.
Eagstroar's house is chosen, because of the children.
Uncle Mo never took his eyes off M'riar till alter a stretcher

had come suddenly from Heaven knows where, and borne his
late opponent away, with a crowd following, to some appointed
place. He thought he heard an inquiry answered in the words:—
Doctor says he can do nothing for him," and may have drawn

his inferences. Probably it was the frightened voices and cry-
ing of the children that made him move away slowly towards
his own house. For he had asked the boy Micky " Had anyone
gone to see to them ?" and been answered that Mis. Burr was
with them. It was then that Micky noticed that his voice had
fallen to little more than a whisper, and that his face was grey.
What Micky said was that his chops looked awful blue, and yoo
couldn't ketch not a word he s»id.
But he was able to walk slowly into the house, very slowly

up the stairs. Dave, ia the room above, hearing the well-
knqwn staircreak under his heavy tread, rushed down to find
him lying on the bed in his clothes. Mo drew the child's face


