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THE SUBURBAN
BURGLARIES.

¥t was my luck,” eo Mr. Beck ale
ways gaMld.  “The wholo thing might
havp happoned to any man.

Byt no peraon who had heard ihe
sty quito ngreed with him, 1t was
lydk, of courso, that ho found the sil-
Wur spoon in the hansom cab, Prying
abdut keenly, as was his worft, he saw
tho thin, whito edge shinlng behtnd one
ot the cushlons, and tiahed out the
curious-looking teaspoon and put it In
hig pocket,

e had a good look at the number
ot the hansom and tho driver when
he got out. The hansom was one of
the noatest in London, with a aweet
little 12-mile-an-hour wmare between
tho shatta. Tho driver was a alout-
bullt, jaunty feliow, with mottled face
and o big red nose. He was smartly
dresscd, with nosegny In his button.
hole.and a clgar botween his teoth.

Mr, Beck dismissed his cab and walk-
od to the shop of Mr. Ophir, the fam-
ous jeweller and sflvarsmith, whose
name was on the spoon.

Ho was recelved by My, Ophit him-
self~a special mark of distinction—in
the little glass pavilion In tho centre of
the glittering warghouse.

‘“gep,” Mr. Ophir knew the spoon
well. It was ono of 8 set made by his
Xouge in Imitatlon of the old apostio
pattern. Vary credftable imitation, he
should say. It would need o skilled
eyo to tell the difference.

“Who got them 7" asked Mr. Beck,
golng stralght to the point.

" Who got them ! Let mo see, just
ono moment, It 18 i the books, of
courre, but I ocught to be able—" Ho
tapped his forchead that was emooth
and round and polished as an ostrich
egg. ' Oh, yes, of course, they were
part of o teaset mado as a wedding
present for Lord Worder, Now, I re
member--they were stolen about a
month ago.”

“'The suburban burglaries,” fnter-
rupted Mr. Beck, and he slapped his
big thigh oxcitedly with broad patm,
an unusual lapse on the part of this
most stolld of men.

But hls excltement was surcly pare
<donable.

‘The London police had for the last
tew months been startled, amazed, be-
wildered by a rapid series of brilltant
burglaries, all within a fittecn to twen-
ty miles’ radius outside London.

“The cribs had been cracked * in the
highest style of art, and tho artlsts,

« with thelr rich booty, had  vanished
Into spnce, 1 aving as little trail as a
fish through the water. They were
gentlenttn who did not stick at trifles
Three times, It would appear, they had
been interrnpted  at thelr work, and
three people had been left for dead be-
hind them,-and one—a  woman—had
dled.

-No wonder, then, that Mr. Beck was
<xclted for o moment at the hope that
“hls *Juck” had put him on the track
ot the suburban burglaries at last. But
his excitement was quenched Instantly,
ke o spark fallen in water. It was
the geod-humottced, easy-golng, impers
turable Mr. Beck that walked home to
hiy cozy lodginge to puzzie his plan
aut.

Ho plunged into a great easy chair,
Wwith a pipestem between his tecth and
the epoon before him on the table as &
saint wcts a skull to concentrate his
moditations. It wowld be worse than
useless, he determined, to arrest, or
-evén -question, the driver. I lie knew
apything he wouldn't tell it, and plain-
1y ho could not be held responsible for
asitver spoon  droppe¢  behind the

. cushion of his hansom, ff, the man
were gullty—and Mr. Beck fondly hop-
" éd be was gullty—a hint of suspicion
would ruin all. 8o Mr, Beck sat nd
amoked and thought, and, as the smoke
grew, denser, his thoughts cleared.
“J¢ I’'could.only get quietly inside
that fellow's skin, be thought, and

paign. Then he put by his little sliver
3poon,.and smoked his plpe out in va-

- cuoos enjoyment.
The result of his meditations was
that ‘Mr. Beck--this time a simple-look-
ing-tarmer up for the cattle show—had

and found the trap neater and tho
mare faster than he imagined, He got
1n tolk with the driver, whose nume he
disoovered to be Jim Blunt. The
Cockney driver * sinoked ' the simple-
‘minded yokel and made game of hifm.
They had several drinks together, and
":Mr, Beck xoted that the spirited little
.nare was trained to stand quietly as a
lamb- when the driver was awuy.
Nex} day Mr. Beck was a Romy

on &
‘He took Mr. Blunt's hunsom here,
there, and, everywhere, and acquired a
“multitude of patcols. A most rental
And aftable clorgyman was Mr. Beck,
_and-particularly affable wau his driver,
* .with whom he talked a great deal, and
. ~whom' he talked into the best of good
" _numour. That was at-first. Towards
-ovoning tho zealous clergyman broache
» ed.the temperarice question, with a dle.
" tinct personal application, and Mr:

. Blunt got sullen, In partiug the Rev.-

“Mr;. Beck prestnted lls driver with his
axact legal fare, and Mr. Blunt was
. turtous. He spoke his views fully and
* freely, and the other looked.and. ls-
“tened, ntosing every trick of face and
vofcoin his rotentive memory. Then,
Aion & poilceman loomed in sight at
10at, the meck Mr, Beek turned away
_with s Christian benediction, and medi-
tatively mounted the steps of his hotel.
.:  Hehad ween and heard enough of hle
" model,
For two days after this Mr. Beck
. Wa# @ shop messenger in unitorm, with
a’light tricycle parcel oart, quite
einpty, and ‘wherever Mr. Blunt drove

¢

with the thought cams his plan of cam-.

a-drive in the samo hansom next duy, |.

his handsuing the tricylo cart unvb-
trusively followed, fusthtul as tho little
famb of Mary n the nursory rhyine.
In this way the patlent Mr. Beck found
out many things, Ile found that Mr.
Blunt was not keen on fares, and waa
Keen on aport and drink. o spent
his lolsure moments—often ull day—
in the sanctum of a certain sporting
public-house fn the East end, cailed
the Ram's Horn, Thero he mict a
convivial commorclal traveller namad
Fulham, and a  bookmaker named
Grimes, and the three drank and play-
ed cards, while a trieyelo cart, with &
heavy, stupid-looking rider, went past
the door occasionally.

Then there was another chango: &
startling one this time.

AMr. Paul Beck became Mr. James
Blunt. “In clothes and fgurc and
tace, and voice, In all his tricks and
ways, the counterfeit was perfect. AMr.
Blunt's wife or mother could not have
found a difforence.

The translated Mr. Beck took to
dropping Into the Ram's Horn on his
own account at odd thnes, when he had
rcason to belleve that Mr. Blunt was
clsewhere with a fare. He was made
free of the senctum, and the unsophiss

window open and tho key In tho plato
closct bofors he went to bed. B!
Urhines?” and the wink lo gave was
full ot expression. ** Tho p.ace 18 chock
full of sitver, a regular Peruvian mine

-the wedding presents alono inade o
column in tho Times—all waiting
geacefully to bo carried away, If that's
a naaty job I'd feel obliged ** with ela~
Lorate politenesw—* for your notion of
a nice ono?"

“It's & long way 10 get 10, vbjected
the guuwmbler, half apolugeticully.

“ A long way ! 1 don't know whut's
comy of you to-nlght, Jim. A long
way. It'a fifteen nfle, not an inch
more.”

“1 make (L better nor twonty.”

“ Do you think It's en old ludy fare
you're Jawing. It’s under fiftcen it any-
thing, You goes out by Kemslngton,
You sce, and then you turns round to
the—'

Mr. Beck was Jistoning with both his
ears, hut at this moment the shock
heud of the pothoy was thrust in at
the door. *

“* Hansom's waltting, gents, and--"

Then he caught slght of the mock
Mr. Dilunt, and stood with eyes and
malith extended to the uttermost—a

statue o* . He

ticated ller Fulham
and genlal bookmaker Grimes recelve
ed him as * Jim,” with rough, unsus-
pecting cordtality.

‘They were both big strong men, as-
tive and sleek, who spent money free-
Iy. They wero foll of aly, chuckling
Jokes about business when the three
were drinking together. A very lit-
tle ttme was needed to convinco Mr,
Beck, by a hundred trivial hints, that
he ,was on the “stralght track of the
suburban burglars. A dozén times
in an hour he secemed on the point of
surprising some definite proof. But,
lead the talk as cunningly a3 he might,
he could get no furthcr, for the others
assumed he knew as much as them-
sclves, and he dare not appear oo
curfous.

It was & dangerous game. An in-
discreet question might arouse suspie
clon, and suspiclon meant death.  Be-
sides, It was o ticklish thing playing
Box and Cox with the real Mr. Blunt,
who had a knack of throwing up his
engagements and turning up at unex-
pected tlmes. Twice Mr, Beck had
bharely time to sllp away quietly be-
fore his double appeared.

It was in tru‘h a difficult and & dan-
gerous game, but he played it out covl-
i and warlly to the close.

Insdnctively he felt that things grew
suddenly to a climax. A yew burg-
lary was on foot; 8o much he could
gather from stray hints.  Unfortuu-
ately, the coup had been planned with
the real Jim Blunt, and so the know-
ledge of the false Jin Blunt was
taken for grunted. Ha only learned
that a crib Was to bo cracked gome
distance outslde of London, and that
the three were to take part in i3
Even the night of the burglary he
could not make sure of,

He determuned to make a finn. ef-
fort at any cost to get hold of ihe
secret.

An appoinitment was made by Ar.
Beck with the real Mr. Blunt to call for
an old lady at tho theatre at cleven

At cleven the
mock Mr. Blunt strolled into the inner
parlour of the Ram's Horn, with his
driving whip under his arm, as though
lLie had just stepped down from the
driver's geat’of his hansom. He had &
balt of whipcord {n, his hand, and was
‘plaiting & new cracker .for his wnip-
thong, as was the hablt of the real Mr.
Blunt. )

Both of his friends wers there, smok-
ing clgars and drinking champagne out
of & pewter,

‘*Halloa, Jim!*” cried Fulham, “Up
to time and beforo it. Want that for
to-night?’ pointing to the whipcord;
“Susle must put her best leg .fore-
most."” 1

Susle was the sweet little meve.

* Have 2 totich of the whipcord your-
self,” he added, pushing towards him &
bright tankard, crowned with white
foam. *“That will ‘put courage into
you.”

Mr. Beck blew off the foam and had
& deep pull of the foeming liquor that
shone golden in the glass-bottomed
tankard.

“Lnck!” he sald. shoitly, as he put
the vessel down half empty. Mr, Blunt
was inclined to becomo silent—not to
say sullen—In his cups, and he for tfie
once was Mr. Blunt.

*Got the tools all right ?** hae said,
pointing to the pocket of Mr. Grimee,
which bulgéd and dragged A lttle as
with a hidden.welght.

* You bet,” mald Mr. Grimes, and he

with P
1ride, a immy, a revolver, and an elec-
tric dark lantern, all of the latest and
neatest pattern. .

“Nasty job and nasty night” Mr
Blunt's
in the recesses of his pawter:

" You're & nice sort, Jim, ratorted
Mr. Fulham, cheerlly. * Are you afraid
the draught Wil Zive you a culd In your
blooming nut, my rosebud? Want &
big yellow moon and n nightlagale, you
do. It's a picked pight for our 1little
plente. Hark to the wind, screaming
Hke o drunken fishwife.t”

1t was the job itself I was thinking
ot worse nor the weather,” ho grume
bled, still sulky.

“The Job!" ericd Fulham, indignant-
ly; “why thero never was a neater
thing put up since we went into busl-
ness. It s as easy ns kiss han¢s. Hub-
by is away for a week’s shooting, Missis
i3 young and tim1d, the butler—tha only
man {n the Louse—is b heavy slceper;

_told Grimes 20 himself; and he ought to
‘know, He has got twenty quid down

as a sleeping draught, and ho §s to get

“twenty more when the job is through..
‘He's that forgetful I shouldn't be sur-,

priscd If he -were to leaye the kitchen

had been honoured with a kick and a
curse by the reat Mr. Blount a moment
udfore.

But Mr. Beck gave him no thne for
thought or sprech,

* Come along !
other; timeo's up 1"t

He bundled the bewfldered boy out
before him tnto the street, and discieet-
Iy dizappeared In the shadow bestde
the door,

The othera only walted to polish oft
thelr pewter pints of champagne, and
came grumbling out after hhm, and
climbed Into thelr places in the hane
sofr. The genulne Mr. Blunt was §n
the drlver's seat, with a huge port-
fnentenu In front of him on the roof.

“Know the way now, Jim 2" AMr.
Beek heard Mr, Fulham  eay to the
driver.

“Lo you take me lor a fool > was
the gruff responsc.

The trap-door on the roof was slap-
ped down hard, the driver's whip
cracked, and the haneomn sped away

he shouted to the

) Bwittly,

For a short recond Mr., Iseck stood
hopeless and helpless.

But his eye lit upon a bicycle that
leant aguirst a wall while the owner
had gone into the Ram’s Horn for &
drink.

*Set u thlef to eatch a thief,” he
muttered, between his  teeth.  “I'Il
qualify,”

The next second he was astride ghe
machine, scorching down the steeetin
awift pursutt of the vanishing hansom.

For a while he kept pace with It cas-
iy enough, slipping In and out through
the trafiic likic an cel. But gradually,

; 08 they diew clear of the town, the

fong road stretched open before them
and the mare-flew,

Mr. Beck settidd himgelf on his hard
anddle. The bicycle did not suit himn.
It was iicavy, and the streteh was too
akort, and the pedals brought his hnees
withifn ax inch of the handle-bar as
they rose. But he struggled on hravely,
keeping the shadowy otitline of the han-
som well {n view. The road turned
sharply, and the rush of the strong
wind came stralght against hin llke &
broad hand on his breast holding him
back. But he was a powertul ricer,
and he put his welght and strength
into cach drive of the pedal, shoving
his way through the wind like a steam-
er through a current.

It was cruel work. The wind whisticd
and tore past him; his muscles ached,
and the sweat fell from his bent face
in big.droga-on the road; but he stilt
kept the flying shad)w of the hansom
in view. The-straln grew ‘snser sl
He felt the pedals push back ngainst
bis feet as he-drove them dowre. The
road sloped abruptly, and' tho vague
outline of the hansom gradually
merged in the-darkness.

“This game is up,” Mr. Beck mut-
tered through his clenched teeth, dbut
at the same moment came the remem-
brance o. that ball of whipcord in his
pocket and a use for it

slacking speed Yor an inatant, with
hand and teeth he made a running
11008e Ot one ¢hd of the cord, and tled
the other to the.handle bar. Then he
srasped the handle-bar tight In the
mlddle, bent head and body over It, and
put all. the -strength of his body Into
one mad spwit up the hill, It waa
agory while it lasted,  Ho felt the
veins in his forehead awell, his heart
thumped flercely. against his ribs, and
hia breath camé in labouring sobs, but
stHll the- blcycle Jeaped on through the
wind. Slowly the hansom came back
to him. Thd outline grew cleaver and
dorker. Nearer and meavrer he crept,
nnd at 1ast his stretched fingers slippod.

-the noose over the curl of tho back

rull. He had shot his.bolt; ho could
riot hiave kept the terrible siruin for
ten yania more. 8q he let the cord sllp
Uil it came tight with a ferk that ale
mnost ‘whipped.tho bleycle trom. undar
Ekim.  Put he steadled himseclt for a
morzent, then, with a fresh.wind blow-
ing cool agatost his burning face, he
felt his dleycle glide smoothly and
swiftly Uphill of 1ts.own. Accord in the
wake of tho fiying hansora, H

of & uag hlil, and the  aniefullowing
bieyele almost ran into it

But Mr, Beek, who hud been oxpacts
‘“g a halg, raved and aten led himsolf
with s them grip on the buck rall, npd
walted and lstered.

Ile henrd (he trap-door open. and
Fulham's volco say :—"'fake fi cayy
now, Jim: the houso Is on the alopo of
the Wi, not a quarter of & mile off,
We must get round by the back way
and leave the horao’ and trap In the
lane, The middle window at the back
1s open and ready for us.” .

Mr. Beck walted to hear no iaore,
Ho undid the cord from the rafl, gath.
<red It up an a loose firsttul, then, when
e shadow was blackest, slid silently
past the hanrom, down the Incline.

In & moment the hansom began to
move agaln, slowly and It
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would almost scem as If the well-
tralned ttlo mare knew stlence was
needed, 80 lightly she stepped.

AN things went well with the three
brave burglars. At the bottom of the
lane & convenlent stand was found for
the doclle little mare, and she wyas left
Wwith her nose burled in a bag of old
oats. The window opened ot n touch,
and onc after another the three dark
forms crept stealthily in, the laat pueh.
ing the blg portmanteau through to
the others.

“I have a glim ready,” Grimes whis-
pered, and the gleam of the electric lan-
tern Iny along tho dblack passage.

In this way they stole along past {ho
kitchen and wine cellars to a strong
oak door with the key stuck In ft. It
opened on olled hinges, and tho Jght
glittered ‘on piles of sliver. {

“Crikdy!" was Fulham's express

——

FOR.....
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comment as he and Grimes mssed'
through with lantern and portmanteau,
while PRilunt walted in the passage
with rovolver ready. |

The goping mouth of the portman-
teau seemd to open of its own accord
to engulf the glttering treasure. It
was wonderful how quickly and how
nofsclessly salvers and cups and bowls
und jugs with double handetuls of sil. :
ver spoons for packing, were crammed
into ite rapacious stomach. In ten
minutes it lay on the floor, locked and
strapred and gorged Wwith heavy metal,

1 could do with a drink,” sald Ful-
hani, strajghtening his back and wip-
ing his hot face,

“ T get one,” said Grimes, " I know
the way to the place.”” He came back
with a bottle of champalgn In each
hand and one under his arm. * Friend
in court,” he oxplained. They got the
corks out fn a tricc and drank the
foaming llquor out of sllver

“ Nasty job this,” sa'd Fulham, with
a wink at Grimes; *eh, Jim?" i

“ Awrul night,” replled Grimes, with
responsive wink: * sorry you came
Jim?"*

“ Who are you coming at?” growled
Blunt. X see nothing wrong sejth the X
night or the fob, or-tho drink efther for '
the matter of that” o i

“Who are we coming at? We are
coming &t You. You don’t ke this and
you don’t ke that, Aren't you aghamed
of yourself, Mizs Molly?"

** For“two straws T would glve you a
wipe across the blaoming mug. T was
readier for the game than yvou were.”

“Just llsten to him, Fulham, wil
vou?' crled the Justly Indignant
Grimes,  'If you was as ready as I

wag—"

‘*Aye, 2nd readlert"

“Then why did you come whining
about=*

Blunt's blg fist was clenched and the
prudent Fultham thought it time to in
tervene in the interest of peace. |

** You're a brace of bally idiotes,” satd
the peacemaker. “ Buslness first and
pleagure afterwards. You may bash
cach other into small bits when we
bave-got the swag safe. Here, lend
2 hand with the portmanteau, Grimea;
5t's time 0 be rambling."

“What sbout upstairs?” rald Blunt,
returning to business, the moro anxfous
to show pluck and gumption from
Grinies' snecrs, * Thére will e whipa
of fewels whkere thero 18 a0 much plate.”

‘Have a try while Grimes and I bring
this Joad out to the trap,” sald Fulham;
“heré's'a second lantern.”

“Heavy!" grunted Grimes, as they
lugged the partmanteau along the pass-
age.

" You'd like it light, would you?"
chuckled Fulham.

As Blunt  crept up the

out In a brilliant glow of a dozén elec-
tric Hghts.

urning round shorply he saw a tady
fronting him, not five yurds away. She
was graceful and beautiful as a atatute
in her long white night robe, fastened
With 2 knot of blue ribbons at hers
throat. Her naked feet peeped from
under the white Jacs trimmings, pure
white on the rich carpet. Down to her
waist her hair fell in a tangle ot Tip,,
vles and curls. Her faco was white,
even to the lps, but her hluo eyes shone
blg and bright, and she held fn her
right hand a revolver, grasped tight by
the barrel, the muzzle polnting at her-
sclf and the butt at the burglar, which
was her crude notlon of shooting.

Jim J3lunt was not In the Jenst affects
©d by this vision of palo beauty. To
him she war merely an unwelcoras in-
terruption of business.

** Drop it!” he growled, referring to
the Inverted revolver.

She dropped it obediently, and it ex-
rloced as it fell, and a shrill shriek fol-
iowed the report. The room was full
of the stinging smoko of gunpowder.

The woman screamed and Jim Blunt
cursed volubly.

“€hut your bloomiug mo* h!" he
erled. * Quit squealing, or I'Il put &
bullet in you!"

A second shriek answeréd, and tho
lady opencd her lovely lps wide for &
third.

Riunt whippud out hig revolver and
pointed it right side forwarad straight at
her breast.

The scream was frozen on the lady's
Uips by sheer amazement, when, strat-
ght behind the rufflan, sho saw bhis
own counterfeit ruddenly appear, mov-
ing swiftly and sliently as-a shadow.

The revolver in Jim's hand went up
with & sudden jork, boring a round
black hote in the white celling. A
strong arm gripped Blunt's bull neck
from bchind, and brought him chok-
ing and sprawling back on the care
pet.  The next. moment ke lay with
handcufts on his wrists and a gag be-
tween his teeth prone and helpless.

Agnain the lady scresmed shritly.

“ Not any more, please, \{ra. Mere-
dith,” sald a familiar volce, persuas-
ively.

“Mr. Beck!" she gasped out In
utter amazement. N

“Take it cooly, my dear lady; the
surprise i% nearly as great on my part.
I assure you, at this pleasant mzet-
ing. T will explain everything later
on. Just now I have 2 lot to do.that
won't wait., I am afrald X must leave
this brute here with you. Don't look
frightened ! He's quite harmless vow.
'l tle his feet and kick him Into the

om.”

broad staircase, his stockined fect eank
nolselessly in the deep velvet plle of the
carpet. He piused for & moment at
‘the drawing-room door, and let a beam
of light from his lantern fall ncross the
plich darkness of tha big room. 1

“ Nic-riacs and and %
.ware,” he muttered contemptuously;
“I'm not takin' any, thank ye.,”

Sofyly.as a great cat the burly ruftan
.moved up to the next floor, along the
narrow. lane of light the lantern made
tor himt through the dnrkness. In the
still ‘sllence ho could hear tho tick of
the great clock in the hall Jike the
rating of & hammer.

Tao tho r'zht and left were doors. -Ho
puUtEin hand -gently on the door-knob
to the left and turned t. 'The lght of
the lantern flashed back in bis dazzled
‘.-yes from a great mirror that franted
him a8 he.entored, aud shone and.glit- |
tercd on te Jewels that lay scattered

-encd his chest and drew deep breaths

of the cool alr fato his labouring lungs,
and still the- bicycle flew as smoothly
and almest as swiftly as a dbird,

So «hey aped on, mile after mile, up-
NIl for the .most' part, with how and
again & sudden dip-in tho rord that
alackened the tense cord and brought
Mr, Beck's feet back fo his pedals fura
‘time. .

An hour and'a quarter had passed—
Mr. Beck could. guess tho tima better
than moat madern watches—whon the

hensom drew up £addenly on vhe-crest:

on the &

He drew the serviccable ball of
whipcord from his pocket, and straln-
ed it-tight coll atter coll round Blunt's
legs and arms tiil he lay parcelled up,
stift and helpless as a log.

“You can have the malds roll him
downstalrs into the cellar it you ltke
later on,” said Beck. “No, not the .
butler. I have taken the liberty of
turning the key on tho butler. We's
not to be trusted. You had best leave
him where he 18 tlll T come back ror
him,"

-Hatk! His keen car caught the
noire of the men below, climbing back
through the window. There was not
n moment to Jose. Ho-pushed the
Drostrate and helpless Blunt with his
foot across the carpet into the bath-
room, and turned the key In the
aoor.

“Good-bye, Mra. Meredith,” he sald,

] readjusting & false nose that had got.

slightly during his exere

His de'ight found vent in a ¥
blasphemy. Sitting. his lantern on the .
“dressing-tadble, he began to cram the
-Jewels greedily into his knotted hand
‘kerchlet.

His elbow struck a porcelain ring-
.9tand, and it went down with a clatter |
-q¢ metal and broken china on the car-
pet.  Tho gems were scattered. and

tions. ' Our triends have lieard the
shots. T don’t wish to give them the
trouble of coming up. T'll meet them
on tho ataira®

Ho .passed out quickly, closing the
door after him. Not a moment {00
oon, .

“That you, Jim 7" sald Fulham, In
a

rolled and lay ke red
fireflles (n-the lantern’s'rays. Blunt
stooped 0 gather them in the half
.darkness. Te was still on his knees

svhen suddenly the whole room flashed

* Stoyr your nolse; IUsall right; I'm
coming In the Identical volce that was
at that moment corked up dy the
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Blunt, " Stow your nolso;
all right; I'm coming.”

He jolned them on the landing op-
posite the drawing-room door.

“Why the devil did you use
barkers 2 growled Grimes.

*‘Cause 1 had to; sho was squeal-
ing Mke a mad steam englne. I laid
her out safe the second shot. She
lell no tales, but it’s about time to be
oft. I've got the awag sate enough,”
and he showed the heap of trinkets
that poor Blunt had so0 industriously
collected,

* Right you are,” answered Fulham;
“the luggage s up and tha mare
ready.”

There wap a pounding nolso on the
floor ot the bathroom over thelr heads.

“ Listen " sald Grimes; * there 1Is
someone Kkicking., You haven's imnade
a clean job of it, Jim; she wants an-
other dose*of tead. I'll quiet her.”

He turned to go up the atalrs, bue
Beck’s strong hand dragged him back.
Tle knew whose hob-palled beots weroe
kicking. * Lot be, I tel you; 1t's her
last kick. She‘s got a brace ot bullets
in her skull. I can do my work with.
out your helping.”

He pushed Grimes roughly down the
stairs before Lim, Fulham following,
So through the window they passed,
apd down the laneway, where the
hansom stood and the mare ready
walting, with ears cocked.

Grlmes and Fulham  got to thesr
places and Beck climbed to the driver's
seat, with the bly portmanteau tled
n front of him.

He closed the wooden apron across
thelr knees, and fet tho plate-glass
shutter down half way to meet it.

The gallant 1ittle mare started as
fresh as ever, and they bowled awitt.’
ly on nolscless, rubber-tired wheels
back to town,

Grimes and Fulham had carrled a
couple of bottles of champagne with
them, and the nolsa .of popping corks
was heard presently in-the interfor ot
the hansom. After a brief Interval a
bottle's neck was protruded through
the trap-door at the top,

“ I'mxn:t taking any,” sald the driv-
er; I hav e
o yonn ¢ the mare to look after,

“Good  old Jim* Sald Grimes et
fusively, eluted at the prospect ot
more drink to share; “we can truse
"Firp to see us sately through. He knows
wtl:ere :ve ‘uvrho bound for better nor our.
selves” Ich wa: !
prolivedy S truer than he

The two_bottles were duly emptied
and the two Inslde passengers Were
pleasantly drowsy, though not in the
least drunk. They leant back on efther
slde on the comfortable cushlons, while
the hansom sped on ita smooth, nolse.
less way to London.

Now they are sweeping through the
rllent town 15 the gray lght of the
€arly dawn. ‘The streots sexmed a
Mtle untamiliar to thelr sleepy, hale.

ned eyes. But they had the most
perfect contidence In Jim,

Thelr confidence was Tudely shatter-
ed. The hansom tuok a sharp tarmn
and drew up with & scrambdle at the
entrance to Scotiand Y.:q atatlon. Tho
rlate-glass shutter was let slp down
With & clash on the wooden apron, and
Mr *Beck himselt once mare leapt
from hiy seat to the pavement.

“Hurry up ' hurry up '™ he shout-
ed, as f01 * or five men camo rush-
lqg out. while the two figures trap-
Pl In the hasom steogpled modly
Hke wild beasts in a cage. °Here are
two ot the suburban burglars, with

s

the

vthclr luggage, come to stay. Kindly

help the gentlemen out and.make them
comfortable. I must go Lack for the
third."—3.  McPDonnell Bodkin, 1a St
Peter's.

H5 Has Tarep Ir—Mr. John Ander-
son, Kioloss, writes: * I venture to say
law, il any, bave recsived greater benelit:
from the ine of Dx. THowas' Ecrxcrale
Ot ttao Thave. Ibave used it regul.
arly. for over ten years, aud bave recom.
mended it to all sufferars I knew of, and
they also fonnd it of gread virtue in
cases of wevcro bronchitis and ineipient
ocopsumption.




