
CHAPTER VIII

F^r a molT.If^'^?'; Jhe young girl had vanished.

hnm/,n3^ C* *"! '^^^'^ debatin? whether he would go

woSdnulrJ °"'
'°T '^'^^^ ^'^ ^*^- Or whether he

JSv thi^^^^! ^v°""/
J°y' "^^ ^"g'ti^e actuality, to the

S*a'"ghfo?'itr"
'^""- '^^^'^-' ^" ^^-*' ^« --J<i

and'shu^nr""!? ^^K*^^
'''""^ °^ ^ ^°^-door opening

5^?J5 Ti '
i*""*

^ '^'"'"6 shirt-front and a shining face

vop'hSe'd'fi;'^*^
*^^ "^'^*- ^^ "- --—r:

" Hello, Razors » That you ?
"

RiSrJ te ^r"^ -^i""^
shirt-front belonged to Mr

' Avenu^
P'lkington. Financial Agent, of Shaftesbury

••Razors "was the name by which R.ckman was known
.nnnS T^Tf'f '\ '"^*'« ««"^*°" *« his youth HeTesponded sulkily to the hail. Dicky Pilkington was the l2tperson he desired to meet. For he owS^D?ckTa certafn

Z'ZV^'''' ^l*
'^^^^^ *^^" ^« could ?o^enkntly payand Dicky was ob]ectionable for other reasons HeSmystenous relations with the Management of the JuMee

w Miss Foppy Grace. Besides, there was somethingabout him that was deadly to ideas.
something

wiwi? ""^ '^^'- ^'- P'lJ«»nston was no' to be evaded

s^'^i^t^rof^ij^S"'
^''"^"^" ''""'^'y' -^ ^^^--^

fcl'lowt^nt."'"'
'"'"^'^^ '' ^"«^- You're the very
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