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a close, and 1 had arranged a provinicial tour to
follow. It was much better for mie than earlier
tours, as I went in support of a leading actor-
manager, with the prestige of my newly-won Lon-,
don reputation.

Jimmy was stili playing in town, so I left him
in charge of our littie flat. I remember-Jinuny saw
me off from King's Cross, chiefly because of his
farewell phrases. The train was just mnving out.

"Now, good-bye, Alan, boy. Have a good tinie.
I shail watch over your progress. And reniember,
dear boy, I'm in charge of the fiat; everything will
go on ail right, and if that bliiid beggar misses a
miinute, in tap, tap, tapping down our street, I shall
let y ou know."

We moved on f rom town to town. The tour

My thoughts turned naturally homewards. I
thought of the old tlieatre in Shaftesbury Avenue,
of the Greenroomn Club, and the good fellows who
would be there ini the old place at Leicester Square;
of the many pleasant places that make up an actor's
life in London. 1 thought of London, with aIl the
love of a lonely absentee. And step by step rny
thoughts went from the West End to the quiet,
dark streets of Bloomshury. I listened tn the sounds
outside. There were very few-the jingle of a han-
som, the hoot of an occasional motor, the uneven
steps of a reveller, the slow, measured steps of a
policeman.

"After ail," I said, "most places are much alike.
Sitting here, with my eyes shut, I could fancy my-
s elf back in the old fiat at Guildford Street, with
the kettie steaming on the spirit-lamp and good old
jimmy Somerset curled up in the saddlebag chair
over hîs hot grog."

I looked at the dlock. It was just twenty-five
minutes past one. "I wonder what jimmy is doing.
III bet he is having a good-night glass, and perhaps
thinking of me. Or"-I looked at the dlock-1'
know what he will be doing. He will be looking
at the clock and thiing of that old blînd rascal.

struck half-past one,is," I thought. "I can
1 and listening for the

that blind thief has played us false. I had thre(
fellaws in last night: for a nightcap. I set up w~
prophet, and betted on that blind thief's appearance
It cost me five pounds. One-thirty struck, but thc
street was silenit. 1 think the dear old blind beggai
must have had a special murder on, Alan, my boy.'

The words swam before my eyes, but jimmy'ý
letter brought me comfort. Iý began to understand

J IMMY'S letter made up my mi. The coinci
Jdence was so striking, so pointed, so remarkable

that I jumped at the conclusion. The man I sav
was the man of Red Lion Street and Guildfor(
Street; the night I saw him, he was not ini London

Hurriedly finishiiig dinner, I drove straight tù
the Central Police Station. I found Inspector Des
pard in the Parade Room. He had been up ai
nîght and day. He.looked worn and tired.

"Have you found anything new ?" I asked.
He shook his head. ««There does not seern

single dlue worth following. Here we have a maii
well liked and respected. Everything he did wa
right. He was as straight as a die. The men h
knew were above suspicion. AIl his association
were as clean as davlieht. *He went to Christie'


