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# Did you really go over that mili ?”

« 1 did, and bad a most interesting talk with
the owner, Ho kuew a little of me—enough to
kuow that I didn’t care a button about all the
commercial Secrets in the world—nnd that wy
smusement is only in the sight of ingenious
Wings, and in gossiping about them.”

“« What might ho talk about?’ askal the
mannger, whose cyes wers open to the possibi-
ny of picking up yet fresh facts likely to be
useful,

* Why, he sad that when they first heard of
what your people had done, they were in such
s towering rage, they balf thought of giving
vou & specimen of an Italian’s wild justice, by
i dispatching somcbody to this place, who, I
I gather, was to have dispatched youl! Not you
| tersonally 1" again luughed Sir Moses- ¢ bhut
I von—the firm1{"”

« Was that all 7 asked the manager, after
he, oo, had enjoyed a bearty laugh at these
barmlcss threats.

« Well, no; he showed me with great glee a
new improvement they had made, which, he
said, would again take the wind out of your
ssils.!

« Ah! what was that 7

4 Well, [ don't think I carry it in my mind
clearly enough to explain, If I saw yours it
wight possibly recur to me—I think it would "

«Would you mind, Sir Moses, waiting here
just for a couple of minutes, while I run over to
Mr. Richard Coombe’s house? he lives here.
Perbaps he might show you.”

«No, I dor't mind waiting, if you won't be
longer than two minutes. But I haven't much
time; and 1 beg you to tell Mr. Coombe thatits
not the slightest consequence to me, if he has o
rslo, and rwishes to keep to it.”

uVery well, Sir Moses. Take a chair; Pl
be back immediately.”

The manager went away,

Sir Moses followed him with his eye from
where he sat on the chair till he was no longer
visible. Then he roge with the alertness of a
vouth of twenty, took one rapid, searching
glance round, saw there was not a soul visible
from that little ante-room—the men were mostly
away at dinner, so happily had Sir Moses timed
s call—then he began operations,

The place where he was—a long, narrow
room—was conunected at each end with ranges
of greater rooms; while at the sides were the
iron-plated door on the right, and opposite this
door, on the left, apother door, similarly
steengthencd.

He man to this first, opened it, saw it did, as
he had fancied it wonld, open to the outward
air; then he took-from his capacious pockets
some preparation of wax, forced it into the key-
bole of that external iron-plated door, took it
out, Jooke? at it, kneaded it up again, again
forced it into the lock, and agrin removed it.
Putting this in his pocket, ho repeated the pro-
cesson the othed and more important door open-
iog to the sanctum, and he finished just in time
1o drop the impressions into his pocket, as the
manager returned to say—

« ] am sorry, Sir Moscs, but Mr. Coombe can-
net admit any one to se¢ more than we bave
shown you.”

®Give my compliments—Sir oses Major's
compliments—and say I am perfectly satisfied.”

CHAPTER LIV.—SLIPS BETWIXT THE CUP AND LIP.

Patting a half-sovereign into the manager's
hangd, Sir Moses-took his leave; both gentlemen
seemingly pleased with the meeting.,

Unluckily, Sie Moses bad occasion, in an in-
discreot moment, to use bis handkerchief, and, in
taking it from his pocket, as in advancing to-
wards the outer door, the manager politely fol-
lowing behind to 5¢0 him out, he drew something
with it that fell. -

Sir Moses heard the fall, but was too much
master of himself to turn round, guessing only
too well what it was that fell. Ho passed on,
hoping most anxiously to hear the mangger still
following.

No; ‘he has.stopped.

Sir Moges can only, in politezess, now tura to
-%0 what is the matter, | . .

. . %
A

Tho impression of the door—the door to the
commercial holy of holies~is in the hands of the
manager ; and how he looks at it, and what he
thinks, we leavo onr readers to judge.

Poor Sir Moses! He turns pale, red, black,
even while vainly striving to turn off the dis-
covery with o laugh nnd a lio

% Oh, you've picked up something I dropped.
Ab, yes; that's n good story. I'll tell it you.”

“Stay, Sir Moses," said the muanager, taking
one of the blunderbusses from the vack, 1 think
it is probable Mr, Richard Coombe would like to
hear the story too”

“Ha, ha, ha!  Very good, very goud.
so Tond of a jost "

“Very Particularly, when there's an element
of the grim in it.”

The manager pulted a bell-rope that Sir Moses
had not previously noticed, and a loud -ing was
heard in some distant quarter.

Sir Moses scemed to grow fidgety, to try to
speak, to try to smile, to try to fuel the money
in his pocket, as if 10 try a bribe, but he scemed
to feel it would not succeed, so said, with n cer-
tain recovery of lis audacity—

#Well, come, my friend, tell me—what are
you going to do?”

“Sead for Mr. Richard Coombe.”

“ And whavll he do ??

“Set the dogs on you"’

“ Murder me?”

% No, not exactly murder. TWe qow't call it
murder if you should be killed.”

“ And you really mean you'd serve a poor fel-
low like that, who, after all, has only wanted to
niake a bit of a start for himself at the outset—I1
mean, at the decline of life, having been always
one of the most unlucky devils under the sun?
Hang it, mun, let me off for once. Take a five
pound note—my whole capital—and I'll swear
qu;ver to come here again in this way as long as

ive

# Can't be done,” said the manager.,

“Well, old fellow, mind onc thing—Mr.
Richard Coombe will think not of me alone, but
of you.”

“What d'ye mean by that?™

“Haven't you Int me take thesc impressions 7

The rornager changed co’our a little at this,
ana there was a pause, during which the mock
Sir Moses urged his suit again, At last the
manager said—

“ Come, I will give you a chance while doing
my duty. I've got the impressions, and Pm
smashing ’em togoether in mwy pocket while I
speak—and see there 7

e opened a window, and threw tho lamp of
wax out, and it was heard to fall in the waters
below.

¢ Now you may say what you like, my noble
Sir Moses, and who'll belicve you? )

“ Well, that's magnanimous, 1 confess,” ob-
served Sir Moses, with increased audacity,

# Magunanimous ?” said the puzzled manager.

« Certainly, if you are going to give mo a
chance for my life and limbs, my soul and body,
my skin and bone.”

The manager could not help a dry laugh at
the impostor’s goed humour and confidence, even
under such trying conditions.

¢« Well, look you ; you see where you now are.
There is the door ready open for your escape. 1
am going to the kennel. I shall open the door.
You will be then a good hundred yards in ad-
vaace, for you may start at oncut?

« Hold, 1 catreat you, onc moment!” said the
anxions Sir Moses. “ You arc armed j you—you'lt |
fire at me if 1 attempt to escape beforg you give
mo leave.  Give me, then, ono boon, and 1 ask
no more. Let me have one look outside, that I
may not rush instantly into destruction.

#Well, thavs fair. Go, then; but take my
word for it, I'll fetch you down if you start;
and thep, if T miss you, there'll still -be the
dogst? .

That Iast argument penetrated, and was ac-
cepted as finalin Sir Moses brain. S ho walked
very slowly out, arranging his dress, handling
matters in his pockets, and so on, and then took
a good look out.

He seemed so familiar with the scene as not
to have the smalldst nced of instituting the ex-

Is be

amination he had spoken of.  Bul his attention
seemed to bo directed to the question of the peo-
plo likely to be met, for tho dinner hour was
nearly over. ’

“One rapid glanco satisfied him, and then he
turned, and said coolly to the manager—

* Age has its privilege. I am an old man in
constitution, 1f not in years. You cannot want
those brutes to tear me in pieces. You want to
frighten me. I deserve it I own, But [ am
frightened. Won't that do, without your taking
any more trouble ?”

. The manager could scarcely resist an answer-
ing smiie to tho smile that accompamed these
words, but he gaid—

% Well, if you can escape to that hill there are
man; chaunces for you, and the dogs don't care
to go much further, If you go to the edgeof the
pond, you ought to bo able, even thongh you are
not very active, to reach the bhill, Fear, my
friend, is o fine incentive. Good-bye. I'm off
for the dogs! I'll go slow, and advise you to
go fast!”

Sir Moscs needed no-further hint, In an in-
stant ho sprang out like a ghot from a bow,
and the manager, secing the movement, was
aware that he had been twice humbugged. His
pity and geniality vanished. He really had meant
to take care no harm should happen beyond the
horrible fright, for he had ordered the human
brute who fed them to be ready to go with
them, and resteain them ; but sceing this second
deception—the old man change into a young
one—his whole spirit soured, and ho ran, with a
real thirst for vengeance, to the kennel, shout-
ing aloud—

& Now, Butcher, now! Tachain them? There's
an interloper bere 17

The door was opencd and the dogs unchained
simulfancously. Butchber ran out, the dogs with
him, till they were all in the open air, and saw
the fugitive carcering along at a great pace,
leaping every obstacle in his progress—~fences,
ditches, water-courses. -

Away went ‘ho dogs, soon leaving Butcher
behind.

Sir Moses east out one glanco bebind him;
saw nothing just for onc moment, then saw the
two black monsters, side by side, crossing a
little knoll, and obviously rapidly gaining on
him,

There was no ¢ry from eitber of them, and the
unbappy Sir Moses remembered vividly just
then the story the manager had told him of
their silence while worrying the sleepy artisan
in the mill. ’

Qnr, however, he sprang, determined {o nake
yet one cffort more, before giving it up, to.win
upon the dogs in specd. Heo had as-yet pur-
poscly avoided putting' forth bis whole. power.
At first he fancied be was gaining a 1little, and
that gave him new courage to attempt more
severe cfforts. Now he grew sare of it, He
does not sco them ; he does not hear them, He
will rst for one moment.

#Ha! Heo hears tbeir deep breathing—they
arc paniing within a few yards. He is lost!
He stops! Al is over!

“No! Xe bad forgotten himsclf in the .an-
guish of the moment. He draws fortha double-
barrelled pistol, and murmurs to bimself— .

“Bren with this T am lost, unless I can take
deliberate 2im one at a-time.” L.

The first dog is upon him. Sir Moses - fires.
“The dog rolls over on bis side. The other is
hut a second or two behind the first, He, too,
leaps on the fagitive, who meets him, open
mouthed, and not having time, or perhaps cool-
acss, to fire properly, misses him, or seems. to

0 §0. .

He has no time to strike with the pistol; .He
can but thrust it right iato the dogls-red throat,
while with tho vther hand he grasps-at the ani-
mal's neck. An instant more,.and:he. bas.in-
stinctively quitted the pistol; leaving it in the
mouth, and is grasping the throat with. both
bands.

Tho animal gives way, palls Sir Moses upon
bim, and then the explauation of the easy vic-
tory is perceived-~the shot had fatally injured
him, though not-for the moment; then the pis-
tol thrust into the mouth had caused-a great



