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pack on his broad back, swung from the

Jumping Jimmy trail into the clearing of
Swamp’s End, ceasing only then his high, vibrant
song, and came striding down the huddled street,
a big man in rare humour with life, labour and
the night. A shadow—not John Fairmeadow's
shadow—was in cautious pursuit; but of this
dark, secret follower John Fairmeadow was not
aware. Near the Calé of Egyptian Delights he
stumbled. The pursuing Shadow gasped; and
John Fairmeadow was so mightily exercised for
his pack that he ejaculated in a fashion most un-
ministerial, but recovered his footing with a jerk,
and doubtless near turned pale with apprehen-
sion. But the pack was safe—the delicate con-
tents, whatever they were, quite undisturbed.
John Fairmeadow gently adjusted the pack,
stamped the snow from his soles, as a precaution-
ary measure, wiped the frost from his brows and
eyelids, in the same cautious wisdom, and, still
followed by the Shadow, strode on, but with
infinitely more care. At the Red Elephant—
Pale Peter’s glowing saloon—he turned in. The
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SOON after dark, John Fairmeadow, with a




