H
)

THE BLUE

BIRDS-EYE

.
NN s @
i g. - Y v
N - e ' &
o .0 b * "’

~









o R ES8

RS F S T

s Wty e 5l 57 s T 1 S s

x

e

%ﬁ‘ J ok

THE

BLUE

BIRD’S-EYE







THE
BLUE BIRD’S-EYE

BY

GEORGE EDGAR

TORONTO
THE MUSSON BOOK COMPANY
LIMITED



R,009
Dy ¢
ot
1210 »
{ | ! <

1

{

L
o

J b

Copyright in the British Empive of Mills & Boon, Lid,, London

Bk g e B 5

T
ERSEASE

Ir

sth
hos
Tur
lan«
blo«
Hay
the
han
our
of 1
fow
shat
fore
to t
mar
As |
a di
diss
or ¢
plai1
ever
repo
of tl



THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE

CHAPTER I

IF you had stepped into the One Tun Inn, on the
sth of April, 1803, you would have found that
hostelry seething with great excitement. The One
Tun Inn itself has long ceased to serve as a London
landmark, or as a rendezvous for the sports and
bloods who ruffled it with the best of them in the
Haymarket. The old house stood on the site which
the Criterion now occupies, and was not quite so
handsome a place as the restaurant which decorates
our Piccadilly Circus of to-day. At the beginning
of the nineteenth century, our forefathers had not
found the need of restaurants with pink lamp-
shades, velvet pile carpets, French -cuisine and
foreign waiters. They did not dine off many courses
to the music of a band of hired musicians. Your
man of fashion got along in a far simpler manner.
As a matter of fact, he did himself passing well, in
a dingy coffee-room, taking his cut from the joint,
dissecting a porter-house steak or toying with grilled
or devilled bones; nor was he above washing his
plain fare down with a pint or two of beer. In the
evening, he did not need a padded arm-chair in a
reposeful modern club. He sat in the smoke-rooms
of the West End licensed houses with his boon com-
B
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panions about him, and drank his brandy cold in
summer, hot in winter, or mixed up favourite toddies
with the cunning of an artist at the punch-bowl.
Truth to tell, the man of fashion was not quite so
refined or polished as is the wearer of his mantle
to-day; not nearly so aloof from the common in-
terests in life; not half so prone to pretty speeches
or ways, and rather given to the simpler delights
of loving his pipe and glass, his friends of the
same kidney, his horses, pet fighting-men and dogs.
He was a different man of a tougher fibre; he
lived a harder life, and took fiercer hazards almost
every hour of his day. Best of all, he loved a
fight, whether he took part in it with the rabble
of the streets, at midnight, or looked on, as a
polished Corinthian sportsman and backer, the while
his nominee whipped his adversary to a standstill
within the ropes of a crowded arena.

The One Tun Inn was a small, rambling tavern,
dimly lit with candles and lamps. Its rooms were
irregular and low, and the old house rambled in
a perfectly hopeless manner. Stumbling from the
darkness outside into the feeble light within, one
found an entrance-hall leading to a square bar, fenced
in by the old-fashioned glass partitions. Through
the bar was a snuggery; on the right of the passage
was a tap-room; to the rear was a bigger room used
for dining purposes. The public rooms were plainly
furnished, with oaken seats running round each
apartment; there were a few plain tables and chairs
and a rack or two for pipes, while a liberal supply
of sawdust and spittoons covered the bare boards
of the floor.
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THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE 8

On this particular night, old Will Warr, the
landlord, stood in the passage for a moment and
rubbed his hands. A crony who passed into his
smoke-room stopped to greet the old hero of the
prize ring, now turned into a plump and prosperous
Boniface. He wanted to talk of a nobby dog he
had just seen killing rats at Westminster.

Warr waved his hand to check the flow of talk.

‘* Later on,” he said; ‘‘later on. The ‘ One Tun'’
is busy to-night.” He rubbed his red face with
his apron. *The ‘One Tun’ is dining the finest
collection of sporting swells in England, and it’s
all hands to the pump.”

With a twinkle in his eye, the old landlord, his
battered face red with exertion, bustled amongst the
waiters in the passage, and egged them on to efforts
of quicker attention. As they rushed in and out of
the public rooms at the end of the passage, from
the open door came the sound of men talking loudly,
the clatter of plates, the smell of cooking, and now
and again a burst of strident laughter. Occasionally
there was to be heard the crash of a falling mug,
while ever there mingled with the noise the voice
of a half-drunken man trolling one of the street
catches of the year.

The curious feature about the house was that
amid all the noise and revelry each room seemed
preoccupied with a common subject. Every voice
that spoke scarcely used half a dozen words with-
out introducing the word “ fight.”” The word was
mumbled, shouted, or whispered, but it was always
there. It seemed to linger in the very air. The
lights, catching the prints of battered old-time
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bruisers, hung upon the walls, winked out the word
fight; the tradesmen, nodding meaningly over their
gin, in the snuggery, repeated the word; the noisier
men of the streets, in the tap-room, shouted the
word ‘‘fight” aloud; the potmen and waiters,
scurrying along the passages, stopped, until Will
Warr caught them lingering, to whisper of the fight
to each other, and to the shabbier loungers in the
hall.

In the dining-room, behind the closed doors, a
party of forty men were finishing dinner. The
cloths were being removed: candles, pipe-lights, and
churchwardens were placed on the tables; wine was
passin~ ~ound freely, and the waiters were bringing
in spii... and fresh bottles. All were talking loudly,
and the word that dominated the meeting was the
stormy one used so frequently in the turbulent con-
versation outside.

A strange company, you would say—and so it was.
Through the haze of tobacco an observer might
have noted that of the forty or more faces more
than half of them were distinctly aristocratic, long
lean faces, clean-shaven, with imperious noses and
bold, challenging eyes. They were the faces of men
of the world; men who were expensively dressed
and groomed and quaint perhaps to our eyes in
their spotlessly white cravats and coats of many
colours, some of these last having gilt or jewelled
buttons, and all being elaborately turned back at
the collar and lapels, as was the saxtorial habit of
the period. But a smaller proportion of the men
were of a different type. Making some pretence to
fashion, they were dressed in a flashier, rougher
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mode. Their heads were round and close-cropped.
Their noses showed a tendency to depart from the
lines along which Nature had moulded them. Some
had puffed ears, others had the marks of old scars,
showing lividly against the dull red of their inflamed
faces. There was a bull-dog look about the set
of their eyes and mouths, and they carried the ex-
pression of that animal to the point of seeming to
convey, even under restraint, a lust for battle which
was only curbed by the leash.

Imagine these men: gentlemen, many slightly dis-
covering signs of indulgence, but preserving the
effects of breeding in the manner of their address;
pugilists, some sullenly ill at ease, and others genial
and inclined to make too free with the guests at
the table—all boisterous, a few a trifle tipsy and
tending to the uproarious, noisily calling to each
other across the table.

‘““Some of the best in London—the real thing,”
old Will Warr kept whispering to his intimates, as
he passed in and out of the room to the bar to
keep an eye on his waiters and serving wenches.
And so they were.

In the chair was Mr. Fletcher Reid, a man of
means, a stout, ruddy-faced gentleman, a brewer,
and host of the evening. He had that afternoon
wagered two hundred guineas that Bill Richmond,
the black pugilist, would run from St. James’s market
to Chalk Farm in an hour, and had won. Richmond,
with forty guineas in his pocket, and looking as
pleased as his ugly face would permit him, sat low
down at the table, and had evidently eaten and
drunk as determinedly as he had run during the
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afternoon. Next to the chairman, on the right, was
Sir John Dering, a well-known gentleman of fashion.
He was a well-preserved man of forty-five, or even
more, who filled the eye of the popular imagination.
He wore exquisite clothes, rode the best of horses
seen in the park, drove his coach regularly to the
races, would gamble on anything that lived and
showed sport, and was reputed to have almost scat-
tered his ample possessions at the card-table. Op-
posite to him was Colonel Darleigh, a retired army
officer of a different type. He was a dark man
of somewhat forbidding habit of mind. He played
the game of life cautiously, and rumour had it was
devilishly lucky at cards. He made his bets care-
fully, and more often won than lost. While osten-
sibly friends, Sir John and Colonel Darleigh were
rivals in almost everything. They had been rivals
at school, and Dering had won. They were rivals
in social life, and again Dering won almost all along
the line. They were rivals in sport, betting their
horses and fighting-men against each other, and
sitting long nights at cards, playing out the old
duel, while other men looked on and gasped at the
sums changing hands. The difference between the
two was that Sir John Dering's breezy, buoyant per-
sonality made him popular wherever he went. On
the contrary, Colonel Darleigh was not quite so popu-
lar; some men disliked him, a few whispered ugly
things, and he had more than once defended his
honour at the point of the sword when these sinister
things had been spoken aloud.

Of the company of Corinthian sportsmen as-
sembled, one might have also recognised the Honour-
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THE BLUE BIRD'S-EYE y

able Lumley Savage, who had just paid Mr. Johnson
one thousand guineas for Solomon, and was the talk
of the racing world; the Hon. Cavendish Bragshaw,
a rattle of a sportsman, a notoriously fine swordsman,
and a source of gossip in the boudoirs of the West
End; Sir Harry Fane Tempest, a man of fashion, a
friend of princes, a wonderful judge of a horse or
a pretty face. There might have been a dozen
more, men of the town and the sporting world, in-
cluding perhaps the most notorious hero of the ring,
Gentleman Jackson, who was negotiator-in-chief for
both sides concerned with the sport of pugilism,
the nobility who supported the ring with their money,
and the men who fought for it. Starting life as a
fighter, after beating the Jew, Mendoza, he had be-
come first a tutor of boxing and then finally mentor
and arbiter of the sport, and the confidential hench-
man of its most influential supporters.

Of the fighting-men present, little need now be
said—many have their parts in this story. There
was Paddington Jones, who lost to Belcher, a fine,
upstanding man with a frank and open face and a
jovial disposition. Next to him was Bill Richmond,
the black, an astounding figure, in a purple coat
and a waistcoat of yellow and black stripes. His
ugly black face looked evil in the flickering lights;
he was much the worse for drink, and was talking
fiercely and noisily of his walking triumphs during
the afternoon. Near the black sat the bishop of
the ring, corpulent Bill Gibbons, a droll figure with
a heavy jowl and a series of double chins, about
which hovered a perpetual smile. Bill was the spoilt
child of the fancy, and an audience was ever ready
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to wait on his drolleries. He pitched the rings
when his fighting days were over, and advised the
nobility on all their sports, racing, fighting and
cocking. He was talking to one other, a good-
humoured fighting-man named Firby. Known as
the Young Ruffian, the winner of many matches,
Colonel Darleigh, his patron, made no secret of the
fact that he believed his man improved enough to
beat Belcher himself.

The cloth had long been removed. The air in
the room was thick with tobacco smoke and the
fumes of drink. Song followed song, and the com-
pany roared the choruses. Bill Gibbons told tales
of the lights of other days. Outside, the company
in the ““One Tun " talked on and on, and always
in their speech was the sinister word ‘* fight.” The
atmosphere grew more electric as the night pro-
gressed: Richmond became more quarrelsome in his
cups, and had to be repeatedly thrust back in his
seat by Bill Warr and Paddington Jones; there were
other signs of disorder in the room. Fletcher Reid,
looking at his watch almost impatiently, stood up
in the hubbub as the clock in the hall pointed to
twelve o'clock.

At once there was silence.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, *‘ we've had a merry even-
ing, and some of us will be better for taking the air.
One or two of our Corinthian guests have other en-
gagements and desire to get on, but befcre they go
Colonel Darleigh wishes to make an announcement."

Anyone hearing the noise and uproar of the
minutes before would have been surprised at the
tense silence which fell upon the company. Even
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Bill Richmond, who had been screaming aloud his
desire to fight anyone in the room, and “ Jem
Belcher himself, if he was here,"” sullenly pulled him-
self together and sat, a figure of motionless ebony,
his dull, intoxicated eyes fixed upon the chair. The
moment of the meeting had come for which all the
men seated round that table were waiting—for which
the rougher, noisier company in the rooms outside
were waiting too.

‘“ Gentlemen,” said the chairman, breaking the
tense silence, “1 give you the last toast. It is
the good old toast—to the next fight—and may the
best man win.”

“ And may the best man win.” In a sudden gust
of noisy merriment the toast was honoured and the
ruling spirit of the ring, embodied in the phrase,
passed from mouth to mouth.

“Who's the next bit of stuff?”’ roared Richmond,
his voice sounding above the cheers that greeted
the toast. ‘‘ Am I'm it—eh? And, if I'm not, I'll
fight either one of 'em, or both, here and now."”

The chairman looked at him angrily.

Jackson caught the big black by the collar.

‘““Sit down, you dog, and hold your trap,” he
shouted, an ugly glint in his fearless blue eyes.
“ Remember where you are.”

For the moment, Richmond was cowed into
silence,

* Colonel Darleigh will make a statement which
should interest us all,” said the chairman, knocking
on the table with a candle-trimmer,

Colonel Darleigh slowly rose from his seat. As
he did so, his dour glance swept round the room—
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one might have thought uneasily. It lingered on his
man, Firby, for an instant, wavered for a moment
as it met the steady gaze of Sir John Dering, and
then came to a stop as he fronted the chairman.

“1 have an old-standing promise from Sir John
Dering that he will match Jem Belcher, or another,
with any man I can find for two hundred guineas
a side.”

Colonel Darleigh looked with a questioning eye
towards Sir John Dering, who bit his lip as if
momentarily embarrassed, but gravely inclined his
head in assent.

“I desire to take advantage of that promise now,"”
Colonel Darleigh went on, speaking slowly. ‘I am
prepared to stand on Firby as my man, and he is
willing."”

Firby grinned appreciatively.

“The terms of the match are that it shall be
for two hundred a side within one month from now.
The man who does not put his nominee in the ring
by twelve noon, forfeits the stake. If Sir John
Dering does not put up Belcher, the name of the
second man must be declared within seven days.
I am open to back Firby, taking slight odds, to

any amount Sir John may choose to name, on the
terms governing the stake as to forfeit. I trust I
make my offer clear,” he
somewhat over-accentuated.

added, with a calmness

Colonel Darleigh dropped quietly into his chair.
Immediately a roar of talk burst like a pent-up
torrent, and every man seemed desirous of speaking
at once. To all in that room the challenge was
extraordinary. Eyes turned to Firby. First-class

figh
liev:
pari
fran
mer
frer
lool
Col
mal
win
foo
mal
1

Sir
ing
aga
He
was
cha
thi
col
figl
the
avy
bet
a ¢
hat
bu
Wi
If
ab
no
fec



n his
ment
and

John
ther,
ineas

eye
s if
his

be
ow.
ing
ohn
the
LyS.

to
the
it I

€ss

\ir,
‘up
ng
ras
1SS

THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE 11

fighter though he had proved himself, no one be-
lieved he could measure himself against the incom-
parable Belcher. To nominate and back him were
frank audacities. The company knew their fighting-
men to an ounce. Bill Richmond in a fit of drunken
frenzy laughed aloud, while Gibbons, suddenly grave,
looked at Sir John. Yet every man there also knew
Colonel Darleigh. He was no madman; he did not
make rash bets, and when he gambled, he played to
win. - Absurd as his challenge sounded, he was not
fool cnough to risk his money on sentimental
matches, or to waste it on financing forlorn hopes.
Eyes turned from Firby, somewhat conscious, to
Sir John Dering. He sat gravely employed in twist-
ing a sheet of paper into a pipe-light, and now and
again his fine white fingers drummed on the table.
He was thinking rapidly and coolly, though the wine
was in his blood. The mocking face of Darleigh
challenged him across the table. There was some-
thing uncanny about the wild proposal. Belcher
could eat Firby, and was at that moment fit to
fight for his life and his patron’s fortune. Yet,
the very audacity of the challenge thrown out by
a veiled enemy made him hesitate. If Belcher had
been there, he would have decided in a fraction of
a second. That Belcher was not there, though he
had been asked and expected, was not surprising,
but, in view of the development of events, suspicious.
Was Darleigh counting on Belcher refusing to fight?
If he took up his opponent's challenge, he relied
absolutely on Belcher taking his corner. He knew
no other man good enough for Firby, nor did he
feel capable of finding one in a month.
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As if his thoughts were in the minds of half the
men in the room, Cavendish Bragshaw and Savage
shouted almost simultaneously, “ Where is Belcher?”

The question brought an answering roar of ap-
proval.

The chairman looked at Sir John Dering, and a
dead silence once again fell upon the sportsmen
and fighters. They looked from Sir John Dering
to Colonel Darleigh, full well knowing the drama
of personal antipathy in which these two men were
playing. Sir John rose from his seat almost re-
luctantly. There was no laughter lurking in his
expression. For more reasons than one the position
was serious. Yet, as he looked upon the sour,
triumphant smile of his rival, every instinct in his
being bade him accept the challenge.

*“ Colonel Darleigh has my old-standing promise,”
he said, making a stern effort after self-control.
“The promise of a Dering in a matter of honour
is never broken. I would have preferred a little
more time, as this has been sprung upon me so
suddenly. Even now, I do not know whether my
man will act.”

Colonel Darleigh’s thin lips crinkled into a mock-
ing smile—a challenge of a type Sir John could not
resist.

“ Perhaps Sir John is afraid he cannot find a
man good enough for the Young Ruffian. I should
remind him that the terms of our understanding, if
it is carried out, mean that Sir John, as a man of
honour, must go on whether Belcher consents or
not.”

Dering’s face paled in the flickering light of the
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THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE 18

smoky room. Then Darleigh was speculating on
the possibility of Belcher not fighting. Without an
instant’s hesitation, he countered the suggestion that
had stung him like the lash of a whip.

Sl ucccpf Colonel Darleigh’s challenge. My man
is, of course, Belcher, and if not Belcher——'' He
stopped and shrugged his shoulders.

“I take my chance,” he added.

A grin of triumph appeared for a moment on
Darleigh’s sinister face, and just as quickly vanished.

‘*“ Belcher must be favourite,” he said. *‘‘ I'll take
two thousand five hundred pounds to two thousand
pounds my man wins,”” he added, challenging Sir
John with his eyes.

Sir John Dering accepted with a curt nod.

““Again?”’ Darleigh asked with a sneer.

His manner was a taunt, and stung Dering beyond
endurance.

“Yes, again and again,” he said almost angrily.

The lookers-on watched the battle, fascinated.
This was madness—madness on both sides. They
were betting on unknown men, and if Belcher took
the field, what was even more astounding, Colonel
Darleigh, astute gambler, was betting against an
absolute certainty. The next words spoken fell on
the ears of the audience like a thunderbolt.

“I will give the odds to ten thousand pounds if
Colonel Darleigh will accept,” Sir John said sternly,
his face slightly pale.

For a moment Darleigh, challenged at his own
game, wavered.

“ As you please,” he said after a second or two
of painful silence. *“ Let it be twelve thousand five
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hundred pounds to ten thousand pounds. I am at
your service, Sir John."”

The company gasped in astonishment—they were
even too surprised to become immediately articulate.

* Holy smoke,” said Bill Richmond, relieving the
tension, and bringing the house down with a roar
of laughter. “ Why, it's fifty to one Belcher, and
I wouldn't take the odds to my waistcoat and stand
on Firby.”

The two antagonists and the chairman were stand-
ing—their faces slightly pale. After Richmond’s
sally, a roar of laughter rippled round the table.
As it ascended to a roar, Will Warr, red, sweating,
short of breath, his sleeves turned up, just as he
had rushed from the bar, swung open the door and
entered the room, clamouring for attention.

“Mr. Chairman. Gentlemen,” he shouted above
the rising babel, alarm plainly written on his homely,
battered face.

Mr. Fletcher Reid rapped on the table. His
nerves were irritable.

“ Well—what is it, Warr—what is it? Have you
seen the ghost of Piccadilly or the Black Death?”
he asked testily,

*“ There is a young man outside,” old Warr said.
““He says he must come in; he says he has a message
—and by God he has a message, too. He says it
may affect any match-making that may take place

to-night.”

Darleigh turned slightly more pallid in the heated
air of the room, charged with this new excitement.

“ What does he want?’’ asked Mr. Reid, looking
doubtfully over the drink-inflamed faces of his com-
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m at | pany, on which passion was beginning to show itself
after the long and extravagant sitting.
were ‘““ He says he comes from Belcher,” Warr shouted,
late. ‘““ and that his message is for everyone in the room.”
! the The eyes of Sir John Dering and Colonel Dar-
roar leigh's met with a steely challenge—they felt their It
and minds clash just as duellists feel the touch of the
tand rapier blades. A
Sir John Dering turned to the chairman. i
ind- “Let us have him in,” he said. ‘‘Let us have '
nd’s him in at once.”
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CHAPTER 1II

THEY had not long to wait. The messenger stood
outside the door. At a sign from Warr, he strode
into the room, and curious loungers in the passage
edged in behind him.

The crowded room became silent again. The
gathering had forgotten the old in the new interest,
and looked eagerly at the man who stood up, tower-
ing above the puzzled face of old Will Warr.

He was a young man of twenty-six. There were
signs, chiefly about his clothes, that he came from
the country, for he was tanned and freckled too.
He carried in his hand a soft white hat almost
shapeless and very much soiled. He wore a coat
that might have been a coachman’s, reaching down
to his heels, but following the lines of his figure.
He stood there erect and confident; his was a quiet,
mettlesome confidence distinctly pleasing. His face,
round and ruddy, was wonderfully good-humoured
—almost merry; but the lines of his mouth were for
the moment set and stern. Withal there was the
mark over him recognised by every man in the
room. It was in his face, in his clothes, in his
carriage, and in the big, blue, bird's-eye handker-
chief knotted round his throat. The stamp they
recognised was that elusive quality seen in all game
animals or men—the spirit of the fighter. He stood
something like three inches short of six feet; his
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head towered erect on powerful shoulders; his neck
full and round, was almost brick-red; his clothes,
from the way they sat on his body, indicated a torso,
like the trunk of a young tree, hard and muscular,
firmly planted on clean, straight loins.

In the dead silence his appearance caused, four
men looked him up and down—the chairman, Sir
John Dering, Colonel Darleigh, and John Jackson.
These men knew the fighting spirit at a glance.

“ Who are you?’’ the chairman asked curtly, *‘ and
what do you want?"

“1 know him,” yelled Bill Richmond, with the
insolence of the half-drunk man. “ 1 know the lad
—I do. He’s the turnip-headed chawbacon hanging
about Belcher’s, and Jem thinks he is a coming
champion. Perhaps the lad wants to fight the real
champion, Bill Richmond. If he does, by God,
I'll give him all he wants! "

‘““Silence!” thundered Jackson. *‘‘ Silence, you
big drunken bully.”

The young man’s face flushed angrily, and he half
turned to the black.

Sir John Dering caught his glance.

‘“ Control—self-control, for the fighter—you ought
to know that. Keep your temper, and take no notice
of the black fool. Answer the chairman.”

“Which gentleman is Sir John Dering?’’ he
asked, and turned to the gentleman who had ad-
dressed him, instinctively.

“Right, boy—go on,” Sir John said.

“ My name is Henry Pearce,” the new-comer said ;
“they call me Hen Pearce. I'm from Bristol, same
as Jem Belcher, and I've just come from Jem's
>
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house, the ‘Two Brewers,” in Wardour Street. I
have news for his backer which might be important.
At five o'clock this afternoon, Jem was playing rac-
quets in a court in Little St. Martin's Lane. The
marker, sending a ball back carelessly, caught poor
Jem one in the right eye and cut it almost out of
the socket. Belcher’s stone blind in that eye for
ever, the surgeon says."

A gasp of astonishment shuddered in the air from
all assembled. Jem Belcher, the pride of the ring,

struck down—it was unthinkable. Almost by in-
stinct, gentlemen and fighter turned to Sir John
Dering.

“Tell me—Pearce,”” he said coolly, ‘“ who was
Belcher with at the time of the accident?”

‘“ Captain Stuart, sir,”” he answered.

The faces in the crowded room turned on Dar-
leigh. Stuart, a notorious man about town, had
been known to go about with Darleigh, and rumour,
which whispered some of Colonel Darleigh’s doings
were not creditable, had pointed to Stuart as a
partner in them.

Sir John Dering looked at Colonel Darleigh. A
grim smile played about his firm mouth. His white
teeth showed as he smiled.

“1 begin to understand,” he said slowly.

“ What do you mean?'’ Darleigh shouted hoarsely.

Sir John Dering laughed.

““Not the unspoken thought—not yet. I mean
I begin to understand Belcher will not fight. Poor
Belcher.” For a moment his fine eyes softened,
and then he drew himself together and stood there
inflexible. * The fight arranged will go on, Colonel
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Darleigh. Your challenge holds good, and when
the time comes my man will be there.”

A cheer followed the announcement.

“ Name, name, name,” shouted Lumley Savage,
a cry that was taken up by everyone.

“In good time,” he answered, ‘in good time.
You forget I have still seven days before I need
declare.”

The young man in the coachman’s coat pulled
himself up.

“If I'm not too bold, may I take a liberty?.”

Without waiting for a reply, he went on, the men
around him listening eagerly to every word.

‘“ Belcher told me to say to the distinguished
company that if anyone had challenged him, I was
to beg for the honour of taking his place. I come
from Bristol, and Belcher says all the champions
come from Bristol. Belcher says I'm fit to wear his
shoes, and some day, shall.”

At this bold challenge the whole room rocked with
laughter. The young man winced under the ridicule,
but held his ground and stood to his purpose. He
threw his battered white hat to the floor.

‘“ Gentlemen—I have delivered my message.” He
looked almost pleadingly at Sir John Dering. “I'm
a willing lad from Bristol,”” he said humbly. “I'm a
very willing lad from Bristol, sir. I would consider
myself honoured to be allowed to fight any man in
this room—now."

“The right stuff, lad; the right stuff,” Gentle-
man Jackson said.

Richmond, stupidly listening, heard the words of
the challenge. They acted as if he were a bull
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and someone had waved a red rag before him.
With a bound, he sprang into the centre of the
room, the wild light of the unleashed fighting animal
gleaming in his eyes. He leaped at the stranger
and grabbed him by the blue bird’s-eye handkerchief,
and in his frenzy pulled him to and fro, amid loud
cries of ““ Order "’ from the startled crowd.

“ You—you—you chawbacon!|’ he yelled, almost
foaming at the mouth. *‘ You come among your
betters and talk fight. I'll fight you—by God, I
willl I'll whip you to a jelly; I'll make holes in
you; I'll send you yelping back to Bristol like a
beaten mongrel dog! Bristol—by God, Bristoll”

Before they could stop him the black man had
spoken.

Pearce turned white with passion and then flushed
red.

“Take your black hands off me,”” he said, and
then raising his big clenched fist drove it clean
into Richmond’s frenzied face.

Stunned for a moment, the black man lay where
he dropped. Then, stupidly, he rolled over and sat up,
almost comical in his wrath. When the full measure
of his humiliation dawned on his scattered senses,
rage boiled within him, and he leaped to his feet.

“Damn you—you young whelp; I'll trim you
for that. Gentlemen all—gentlemen, leave him to
me,”’ he screamed, as they tried to drag him back.
““He's mine by the blow, and curse the ugly face
on him, he’ll have to take it back. Leave him to
me; stand away—for God’s sake, give me a ring!"”

Gentleman Jackson thrust himself amongst the
swaying figures,
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THE BLUE BIRD'S-EYE 21

“Is this a bear garden, gentlemen?' he asked
sternly, ““ or a convivial party of sportsmen? Silence,
you, Richmond—silence—you’ll get your ring, if you
stop howling. We follow the game, ‘and it has rules.
The game now is fight. Let’s try the new blood at
once, and give Bill Richmond his ring. Someone
hold the black, and I'll arrange the preliminaries.
Who says a purse?.”’

As he spoke he held out a hat.

“Five guineas,” Sir John said at once, and
dropped the coins in the hat.

‘“Five here.” * Three from me.” * Here's a
couple,” they began to cry, and a stream of golden
coin fell into the receptacle which Jackson held.

‘“ Gentlemen,”” he shouted, hastily counting. *‘ The
purse is thirty-five guineas—enough for a merry mill.
The hour is twelve-thirty. The fight begins at day-
break, and the winner takes all. Bill Gibbons will
make a ring at Hyde Park; Paddington Jones will
second Hen Pearce; Firby will second Richmond.
I will act as referee. Do you all agree?”

“ Agree.”” They nearly raised the roof with their
wild cheering.

“Henry Pearce, Bill Richmond—shake hands.
This isn't a beerhouse quarrel—it’s a fight before
noble sportsmen.”

Pearce held out his hand in obedience to Gentle-
man Jackson's command, and Richmond sulkily took
it.

With the making of the impromptu match all the
devils were let loose at the * One Tun.” The house
seemed to boil over. Corinthians, pugilists, trades-
men from the bar, and hangers-on danced with half-
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22 THE BLUE BIRD'S-EYE

drunken, crazy glee, through the rooms and in the
passages. The outer doors were closed, and the
crowd clamoured to the bar, singing and capering
as they wildly ordered drinks. The fighting spirit,
the unleashed devil in the men of that day, was
abroad, ravening in the “ One Tun.” The sporting
men began to call the odds, and their chattering
became an unceasing babel, rising higher than the
mad riot of sounds coming from the half-crazed
crowd, clamouring at the bar and in the passages.

In all this welter of madness, this inferno of
sound, two men, unobserved, confronted each other
in a quieter corner of the house, for a few moments.

They were Colonel Darleigh and Sir John Dering.

‘* Passion is running high,”” Sir John said, as they
met. “‘I prefer to consider what I say. I do not speak
the thought that is in my mind before these men."”

Sir John spoke slowly and deliberately.

““When this fight is over, at the end of the
month, I shall challenge you with knowing that
Belcher had been blinded.”

“1 shall call you a liar,” Colonel Darleigh an-
swered, with rising passion. ‘ If you will say what
you think now, I'll call you a liar as soon as you
speak the words.”

Sir John Dering shrugged his shoulders.

“ Time enough,” he said. ‘ Time enough. With
this fight we play the last round. It shall settle our
accounts in full.”

Colonel Darleigh laughed harshly.

* As you please, Sir John,' he said.

At that moment Gentleman Jackson hustled into
the room.
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“ Gentlemen—sportsmen all. The game’s afoot,”
he yelled. * Principals and seconds have gone on.
It is just four o'clock, and if we start now we shall
be in good time. All out for the fight—all out.”

In the old “One Tun' there rose a mighty
cheer. The company, baying like hounds about to
be blooded, half-mad with joy over the impending,
unexpected fight, trooped out of the house in noisy
groups, and assembled in the deserted Piccadilly
Circus. In the grey light of the very early morning,
some horribly flushed, others pallid and exhausted,
or hectit and feverish after the night's orgie, they
walked or staggered down Piccadilly.

The increasing light caught them unsparingly,
and outlined their wild, mad faces, their dishevelled
finery, and their faded clothes. In a straggling
crowd, picking up revellers as they passed, they
marched on Hyde Park, making the peaceful morn-
ing hideous with their discordant progress. And
in Hyde Park Bill Gibbons and his assistant had
driven the last stake into the ground and knotted
the last rope. The bishop of the ring, leaning
against his beloved posts, waited the coming of his
Corinthian patrons. An early morning sunbeam,
catching his round and ruddy face, discovered him
for a moment asleep where he stood. As he slept,
Bill Gibbons' head drooped forward into his ample
bosom, while his hat fell to the ground and rolled
in the cool grass, where the overnight dew sparkled
like diamonds set in a great green carpet.




CHAPTER III

IN the late afternoon preceding the evening on which
happened the gathering at the ‘* One Tun,” Sir John
Dering paced up and down the great drawing-room
of his house in Bloomsbury Square.

He walked slowly backwards and forwards, a man
evidently deep in thought with many undesirable
preoccupations on his mind. Occasionally he paused
in his restless tramp along the carpeted room to
gaze through the windows upon the square outside.
A prospect, wholly desirable, met his eyes. The
trees in Bloomsbury Square were bursting into life,
and, swayed by the fresh breeze, their waving
branches, shot with tender young green, seemed to
dance with joy at the coming of summer. The
late gleams of the sun lit the western sky, turning
it into a golden dream, gilding the tops of grim
Georgian houses, reflecting its own glory in their burn-
ished-glass windows, lighting the few early spring
flowers which bloomed in the gardens of the Square,
or wasted their fragrance in fading bunches in the
street-sellers’ baskets.

For the charming indications outside of the coming
of summer heralded by the early spring, Sir John
Dering had no thought. Fair as was the pros-
pect, dark shadows were hanging over his mind.
Resuming his restless promenade, he stopped at the
end of a minute or two and turned slowly on his
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THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE 25

heel. A door had opened, and he had heard the
sound; indeed, had turned so promptly that he had
evidently expected it. A tempestuous rustle of skirts
followed the sound, and at that moment Rosa Dering,
his only daughter, entered the room.

‘““ Ah!| there you are,” she said with a light gaiety
that almost made him groan. ‘‘ You see I am back
again,” she continued, as one assured of welcome.

Sir John Dering took his daughter in his arms
and kissed her.

“I am back again—yes,”” she went on hastily,
““and, do you know, I am ever so glad. Trying as
you are as a papa, I miss you. I wonder what you
are doing without me, and begin to think you can
scarcely get on at all. And so I come back, yet
you sigh as if you were sorry.” She pouted adorably
at him. ‘‘ Are you sorry,” she asked; ‘‘ and if not,
why do you sigh?”

A smile on his pale face answered her gaiety.

‘I miss my little one,” he said, playfully pinching
her ear. ‘‘ Now you are back again, everything will
go right.”

She pounced on the phrase.

‘“ Everything?" she asked. ‘' Has anything been
going wrong?"

Sir John slowly paced the room again.

““1 have been foolish,” he said at length.

She looked her quick alarm.

“Don’t say foolish,” she returned; *‘rather call
it indiscreet. At least, it sounds better. Is it cards,
or horses, this time?"”

‘“ Cards,” he answered.
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26 THE BLUE BIRD'S-EYE

Something like a wave of great regret was in her
voice and manner.

“ Papa—and you promised. Since mother died
you have refused me nothing, and you promised
never again to turn up a card, only three weeks ago,
before 1 went to Shropshire. It is so little I asked
you, and yet you have broken your word already.”

He faced his daughter's accusing eyes with a
haunting thought of the sweet woman whose passing
was such a bitter wrench—whose memory ever held
a place in his mind. The girl before him was her
mother over again, vividly reminding him of the
distant past. She had the same beautiful oval face;
the same clean-cut features; the same still, but
watchful, kindly flame in her slumbering grey eyes,
behind which lurked depths of passion unplumbed;
the same proud poise of the exquisite head set grace-
fully on pretty shoulders; and the same deep sin-
cerity in her round voice. Standing there at the
open window in the mellow sunlight, her coiled hair,
so deeply brown that in some lights it looked al-
most black, shone with a subtle glistening charm,
a glorious setting for the eager young face strong
with the pride of her race. She was dressed in
lavender silk, with many flounces, and some rare
point lace at her white round throat, which he had
seen worn by another woman, heightened the per-
sistent appeal she made to his memory.

“I am deeply sorry, Rosa,” he said; ‘‘ but there
is some kink in all the Derings. A pack of cards
sets our brains dancing. I am fearfully embarrassed,
and at Crockford’s the cards tempted me. At first
I had luck in a small way, and the fever of play
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THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE 27

I thought of you and the debts,
and the game went on, the stakes mounting higher

made me forget.

as the hour grew later. When we drew the curtains
and snuffed the candles, the light of morning was
streaming in from the courtyard outside. In the
end I was owing—""

He stopped a moment.

“Yes, dear, go on,” she said.

“ Five thousand pounds,’” he answered grimly.

For a moment her mind reeled.

“ And have you paid?” she asked.

‘““ At present I cannot.” Sir John set his white
teeth together firmly. ‘I cannot raise five thousand
pounds—things are so tight. Everyone is pressing.
My lawyers say there is nothing we can mortgage
safely, and the only way out is to sell.”

“To sell what?' she asked, a new alarm in her
grey eyes.

“I am sorry,” he answered slowly, ‘‘ but we must
sell Tracy Court.”

It was as if he had struck her a blow and inflicted
Sell Tracy Court! Why it was part
It had been the home of the
To this house

physical pain.
of her whole life.
Derings for more than five centuries.
Sir John had taken her mother. Before her eyes
danced one of her earliest, tenderest memories—her
mother, bending over her needlework, as she sat in
a sheltered corner of the noble terrace. There she
had been born, an only child, slightly spoilt by the
figure who filled her mind. Her old nurse lived at
Tracy Court, even now, a link between the present
and the past. Every room, every piece of furniture,
every flag in the courtyard and the terrace was part
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of her life, and recalled some memory of her race.
To sell Tracy Court, their stately home in Bucking-
hamshire, was unthinkable.

“To whom do we owe this heavy debt?"” she
asked.

“ Does it matter very much whether you know?"
Sir John returned.

“Yes—yes. It is almost ruin,” she answered.
“The five thousand pounds was lost to Captain
Harry Trevelyan,"”

“Harry!” For a moment the shock nearly
stunned her. Of all men in the world, this one,
Harry Trevelyan. She spoke the name as if its
repetition hurt her. Sir John, looking at her, first
curiously and then with sudden comprehension,
understood the great blow that had fallen on his
daughter. The flush on her face, the tell-tale glance
of her eyes, the trembling lips were enough for
him.

His manner altered. The cynical, worldly man
revealed a quick understanding and a new tender-
ness.

‘““Ah! Rosa, my little one, I did not know,” he
said.

“ Know what, papar” she asked, bravely smiling
through her tears.

“What I have seen in your eyes and in your
troubled face,” he answered gently.

She stood there drooping like a flower.

“1It is true,” Rosa said very slowly; ‘‘it is true.
I was coming home so happy—happy in the know-
ledge of what I had to tell you. A fortnight before
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I left Bath for Shropshire Harry told me—that is
he asked me—I mean, he wanted—"

She stumbled over her disjointed sentences, and
blushed with girlish confusion.

Sir Jchn stood for a moment looking at her
pretty embarrassment.

“I know,” he said very quietly. ‘‘I might have
known before, if I had looked. Your story is written
in every line of your dear face, and now I think of
it, in his. It was because of that Trevelyan was so
pleased to see me; it was out of deference that he
played so long; ‘it is this embarrassment which has
made it so painful for us to meet since that foolish
night. But there! there! Harry is a good fellow.”

She looked the trouble in her heart.

‘“ But don’t you see this makes a difference, and
is impossible?. Harry is coming to-day; is even
now on his way. I have his letter saying he will
be here. This debt of honour makes a difference.
It taints our love. He is coming to ask you to-day
for me."”

He looked at her, almost sternly for a moment.

“The debt of honour shall be paid,” he said.
“The Derings, however foolish they may be, cling
to their honour to the end.”

““Oh yes! I know,” Rosa answered. ‘‘ Paid in
full, and every penny of it—paid at the price of
Tracy Court.” Her voice rang with scorn. ‘‘ And
if it is not paid that way, then I become part of
the bargain. The great love I had to give—have
already given—part of myself, and indeed all of me
that is not bound up in love for you, is thrown into
the scale to balance a deal at cards, to readjust 3
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debt of honour between two men who are my all in
all. Don’t you see—won't you see—the bitterness of
my humiliation?"

“ Indeed I do,” he said slowly. * But the die is
cast—the debt is there, and must be paid.”

“Yes; and until it is, I must not see Harry as
a lover, and we can be no more than friends.” She
paced the room restlessly. ‘““In a way, I am glad
it has happeped now. The thought of leaving you
has troubled me exceedingly—has been the one flaw
in my happiness. I seem to feel you need my help.
This curse of the Derings seems to be eating your
life away, and, even now, it threatens mine. My
dear papa, whom so many love and admire, why
should there be this ghastly blot on your life and
reflected on mine?. As long as it is a Dering weak-
ness, I ought to be at your side. I loathe the
prospect of leaving you more at this minute because
I now know my lover is tainted with the same mad
curse. [ am a gambler's daughter by the accident
of birth, but I should hesitate to be a gambler’s
bride by deliberate choice.”

Sir John watched her speaking rebelliously from
her eager young heart. He saw his instincts in the
light of her still grey eyes. As he looked, some-
thing vital in his life, which he had wasted, stirred
his very soul-—a message from the youth he had lost.
Taking her hand, and holding it between his own
fine, nervous fingers, he saw again a woman he had
learnt to love and sworn to respect—a woman whose
last words breathed his name; a woman whose every
day had been spent in the shadow of his protection,
and whose trust in him had never been betrayed.
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This had been the shadow she had feared, a little
shadow in their lives, and she had died—almost
happily, he thought—before it had grown into a
cloud sinister and engulfing. Holding his daughter’s
hand, Sir John looked into her eyes, but it was the
other woman he saw.

“The Derings,"” he said very slowly, almost pain-
fully, ““ have gone to the death cheerfully and even
gaily in the defence of their honour. In this sad
transaction the die is cast, but, as God is my judge,
never again will I risk a moment of your life’s happi-
ness, or the honour of our name, on the turn of a card.”

Her face lit up with a great joy.

““ My mother knew what the honour of a Dering
meant,” Rosa said. ‘It sufficed her as a religion.
I do not ask for more than your promise. That you
have given it, makes me happier than I can tell.
When Harry calls me to him—when this little cloud
has passed away—I should hesitate to go if I knew
the one vice of the Derings held my father in
danger. I shall go with a lighter heart now I know
I have his word.”

She had barely finished speaking when a servant
entered the room.

‘“ Captain Trevelyan,” he said, standing to atten-
tion like a Grenadier.

* Show Captain Trevelyan up at once,” Sir John
directed, looking keenly at his daughter. Her
manner had strangely altered. The expression of
tender solicitude gave place to a cold, almost harsh,
look of pride. Hastily she gathered her shawl, fan,
and a handful of flowers with which she had entered
the room.
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“I do not care to see him now,” Rosa said.
“ Speak to him, and hear what he says. While this
shadow lies between us, we must not meet. It
taints our love, and it hurts my pride.”

Rosa, without a glance at the other door, left the
room. She had not been gone more than a few
seconds when Captain Harry Trevelyan entered. He
was a young man of thirty, tanned with the ex-
posure only service on the sea demands. He wore
a brown, close-fitting coat, very high in the neck
and long in the tails; breeches of the same material,
and black silk stockings, ending in neatly polished
shoes. He had evidently taken some pains with his
personal appearance, and the bluff, sailor-like quali-
ties of his character contrasted oddly with the cal-
culated note of dandyism he was affecting. His
hair was brushed and curled; at his neck a snow-
white cravat made it almost impossible for him to
move his head; he held an eye-glass in his hand
as he advanced to the centre of the room. His dis-
appointment was obvious when he found the room
occupied only by Sir John Dering. It was evident
from his manner that he had expected a much more
interesting greeting.

The two men bowed to each other with stately
courtesy, but Captain Trevelyan was obviously ill
at ease. DBefore they ended the exaggerated greet-
ings of the day, Sir John decided on the attitude
he should take up.

“ My dear Harry,” he began, “I am sure you
will accept my apologies. At the moment, only one
course of action is open to me—to ask you to
wait for payment of our debt of honour until such
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THE BLUE BIRD’S-EYE 88

time as I can sell Tracy Court. I am hard hit,
Trevelyan—very hard hit."

Trevelyan blushed to the roots of his hair.

“Good Lord, Sir John,” he answered, ‘‘I had
entirely forgotten. One does not worry over a
Dering’s debt of honour. In faith, my time is yours,
and if accommodation serves your purpose, I'm very
happy to be of use. But, for Heaven's sake, dear
Sir John, don’t imagine I came to dun you. God's
luck! if you did, I should not be able to come
to your house again. Besides, a turn of the cards,
and I shall probably be your debtor. I had the
honour of the luck. But I did not come to talk
about so small a matter, and now my errand becomes
doubly difficult."”

Sir John looked at his caller questioningly.

““What is this errand, may I ask?" he said.

For a moment the sailor looked very much more
like a guilty schoolboy than a fashionable man about
town.

“It is about Rosa. Miss Dering has honoured
me above all men. I have reason to believe in pro-
moting my own happiness, I should be enhancing
hers. I have her consent to approach you and ask
you to do me the honour of permitting our early
marriage."’

“ Since when have you held her consent?' Sir
John asked.

“It was a memorable night, five weeks ago, in
the Assembly Rooms at Bath.

Sir John hesitated for a moment.

“1 am deeply sorry, Harry,” he said slowly.
‘“ That she loves you, I know; that union with you
D
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would make her happy, I am certain. Unfortunately,
our game of cards stands in the way. I was obliged
to tell her of the debt, and named you, not knowing
how matters stood, though I might have guessed.
I was compelled to tell her, because the only way
out is the sale of Tracy Court. Unfortunately, she
takes the woman'’s view."

“I do not quite follow,” Captain Trevelyan
answered. ‘‘ Surely that is a matter between us.
It need not go further. Indeed, if it would help,
I'd write you a receipt in full.”

Sir John checked his impetuous friend with some
slight display of hauteur.

“ No—no—a thousand times no. The debt is in-
curred, and will be paid in full. I am not in the
habit of asking, or accepting, forgiveness for my
indiscretions at the gaming-table. But in the mean-
time Rosa believes the debt makes her part of any
settlement we may reach.”

“ The deuce she does,” Captain Trevelyan ejacu-
lated. I suppose we should not love them half
so much, these dear women, if they were entirely
reasonable.”

In his breezy, buoyant manner he began to pour
out reasons for the absurdity of the situation—reasons
which followed each other like waves in a rushing
torrent.

“Let me see Rosa; let me state my case,” he
said. “I am sure a moment or two would set
matters right. After all, this is a little thing in

the scale of her life’s happiness.”

“I am sorry, Harry,” Sir John replied. ‘I can-
not compel her., When you were announced, she
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left the room. She expressed a definite opinion that
she did not desire to see you."

Captain Trevelyan stared at the speaker as if he
had been struck.

“It’s devilishly unlucky this thing has happened,”
he said, something of the buoyancy of his spirits
evaporating. ‘‘ It tempts me to say that never again
will I play a hand at cards. Still, I must see Miss
Dering. With your consent, I'll try to speak with
her to-night. I know she is to be at Lady Huntley’s.
In the meantime, Sir John, I have your good-
will? "

*“ Always, my dear Harry, and with all my heart.”

Sir John accompanied his visitor to the door.

At night, Captain Trevelyan haunted the corridors
of Lady Huntley's magnificent rooms in her house
at Piccadilly. One of the most influential hostesses
in London, Lady Huntley's dance was amongst the
social events of the year. The great town house was
crowded almost to suffocation, and in the rooms,
thronged with a stately gathering of brave men and
fair women, it was difficult to get near any particular
guest one wanted to address. Harry twice caught
glimpses of Rosa Dering holding a little court under
the watchful eyes of her chaperon, Lady Digby, but
on each occasion when their eyes met she deliber-
ately avoided his greeting. When he pressed for
the privilege of taking her into supper, she pleaded
a prior engagement.

His chance came some time after midnight. The
ballroom was crowded with dancers, who were
merrily taking part in the quadrilles. In the card-
room the older guests were busily engaged at their
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favourite hazards. Captain Trevelyan, standing in
a recess in the corridor which looked out on the
park, was practically alone. A quick step arrested
his attention, and, turning, he stood face to face
with Rosa. She, with a little startled cry, drew
back, and would have vanished in the direction of
the ballroom, but he held her with a gesture and a
greeting which made retreat impossible.

“ Rosa—Rosa,” he said, calling her name loudly
in his eagerness. ‘I have seen Sir John to-
day. He has told me what you are thinking, and
I do not desire to press my attentions on you against
your will. But I think our love, only recently con-
fessed, at least justifies me in asking the right to
put two questions.”’

“1 shall be pleased to answer them,” she said
frigidly.

“Do you think this debt of honour between Sir
John and myself need come between us?’’ he asked.

“1 do,” she answered. ‘‘How can I look on our
love, and know that it is tainted by a gambling trans-
action, and feel as proud of it as I did but a few
weeks ago?”’

He did not press his point,

“Sir John informed me to-day of your altered
attitude. I do not complain, and at the moment I
do not question your belief. But suppose in a few
weeks this debt is paid—would your attitude be the
same as it i3 to-night, if the shadow between us is
removed? "’

She looked into his eyes for the first time, and

there was something enigmatical in her strange
smile.
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“What I may think to-morrow and to-morrow
I cannot tell. And if I could, I would not. But
my thoughts would not be quite the same,” she
answered lightly, as if she had discovered a new
point of view.

‘“ Just one more question,” he pleaded, for she
had turned as if to go back to the ballroom. I
have Sir John's consent to our marriage, and I had
yours. Will you think again as you did about my
proposal five short weeks ago? Is our love always
to be tainted?”

She started as she heard her own words quoted.

Her smile vanished for a moment. Something of
her girlish charm slipped away from her, and for
the first time Trevelyan looked upon the woman he
loved and saw behind the girlish attractions he had
admired the still quiet pools beneath the limpid sur-
face—a woman's purpose.

She laid her pretty hand upon his shoulder, and
there was just a hint of a caress in her action.

“Darling,” she whispered, ‘‘the taint can be
wiped away by expiation. When the time comes,
I will make terms."’

*“ And what will those terms be?” he asked, and
for a moment he embraced her—held her closely to
him.

She made a pretty moue.

“The time is not yet, and besides it would be
telling.”” The cold reserve had melted, as if it had
been snow upon the mountain-top. She laughed
slowly, and in her notes there rang a vibrant melody.
With a hasty movement she freed herself.

““Good night, Captain Harry,” she said gaily.

.
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““When the time is ripe I will come aboard with a
statement from the enemy. Until then—why, wait.”

“ And if I wait?"” he asked earnestly.

“You will hear—and see,” she said gaily.

She waved her round, dimpled hand at him;
there was a sudden frou-frou of rustling skirts;
two feet in blue silk stockings twinkled; and, almost
dazed, Captain Harry Trevelyan, thwarted of the
chance he had sought to bring her nearer to him,
stood alone in the lighted corridor.
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CHAPTER 1V

IN the sylvan scene which Hyde Park presented—
the sun, slowly rising out of the East, touching the
dark trees to a living green, and lighting the dew
on the grass until it seemed studded with diamonds—
Bill Gibbons did not sleep very long. He looked a
grotesque figure nodding there over his forty winks
—a figure in a sleeved waistcoat and knee-breeches,
with a white hat of battered appearance lying on the
ground at his feet. He was suddenly awakened by
the noise of approaching men coming rapidly nearer
to him and shouting and laughing as they came. A
rare rattle they made as they walked, staggered, or
straggled across the grass.

The crowd had increased in dimensions as it had
swept up Piccadilly. The company from the “ One
Tun " no long>r marched alone. They had at-
tracted in their passing the revellers who were home-
ward bound with the light—pale or flushed young
pigeons from the night-houses or gaming-hells;
elderly, well-preserved, suave men, with grim iron
jaws—the rooks who are always about when pigeons
fly; and ghostly shadows of things that once were
men, the pitiably horrible wanderers, pariahs, Ish-
maels of the street. The Corinthian crowd, walking
urgently down Piccadilly with a train of fighting-
men and hangers-on, fired the imagination of all who
saw them. The magic word *‘ fight " clung about

39
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them, and the atmosphere drew into the wake of
the passing crowd all whom they passed. In the
early morning the company of the ‘“One Tun”
had collected, by, a special law of gravitation which
governed the progress of a fighting crowd, at least
another five hundred of the children of the night.
Even the ghostly shapes of things that once were
men walked with brighter eyes and stronger gait
on the heels of the gathering crowd. For them a
fight was afoot, entertainment in itself, and was
there not always a pocket to be picked or a purse
to be snatched in such a crowd?

The party strode rapidly towards the ring. Burly
John Jackson, with a crop in his hand, wearing a
plum-coloured coat and a hat like a modern bishop’s,
walked forward at the head of an assembly he
mastered by his personality. The Corinthians, with
their necks and mouths swathed in handkerchiefs
and their exaggerated collars turned up to break
the keen air of the spring morning, walked, some
arm-in-arm, in groups of twos and threes. Notorious
dandies, some of them; all scrupulously dressed men
of fashion, they were odd figures to be seen abroad in
such company at such an hour. In many cases they
were accompanied by their servants or ‘‘ minders,"”
the last gentry being pugilists or ex-pugilists who
found the duty of acting as bodyguards to gentle-
men liable to get into hot corners more or less
profitable. The fighting-men kept together to a
great degree, imitating their masters, the Corin-
thians. They walked in two groups. Of one, Bill
Richmond, the black pugilist, was the centre. Hen
Pearce, the new-comer, with Paddington Jones on
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one hand and Jack Humphries on the other, had
also attracted a group of admirers, who were
chiefly drawn to him by sheer curiosity. The men
rapidly journeying across the park found Bill Gibbons
waiting by the ring, and took possession of it. No
attempt was made to separate the classes. Noble,
pugilist, night-bird, and creature of the street stood
side by side and cheek by jowl eagerly canvassing
the chances of the coming fight. Apart from the
crowd were two little groups of men which marked
where the principals were performing their ring
toilets. In their direction the eagerly expectant
company at the ringside cast impatient glances.

A change had come over the company from the
“One Tun.” The early morning walk had sobered
and quietened them, and now, pale and blasé, they
looked somewhat languid in their excitement. They
stood about in groups, and the more excitable by-
standers kept passing quickly from one to the other
gleaning opinion on the coming fight and the state
of the odds.

“1 like this youngster,” Sir Henry Tempest said
to Sir John Dering.

Sir John, looking more handsome and dignified
in a caped coat and fawn-coloured hat as he stood
in the clean morning sunlight, awakened from a
reverie which had but little in common with the
rabid scene in which he played his part. He nodded
his head slowly.

“He is the right stuff, this Johnny Raw—a good
plucked 'un. But after all, age and experience count
against green youth. The odds are on the black, who
is a punishing fighter and a proved game man."
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Cavendish Bragshaw pushed his way into the litle |8

8 Brags
group of which the two gentlemen formed the centre, 8 field,’
and poked a jewelled snuff-box towards his friends. 8 Lot

The ceremony of snuffing having been completed morni
with elaborate ritual he said eagerly, “ Let’s put ¥ confic
some go into this little impromptu. I'll back the &8 his w:
ebony for a hundred,” he added, glancing round and é influe
pulling out a betting-book. W there

“1 should think so, too,” Sir Harry Tempest é There
laughed. *‘ The odds are easily three to one.” }“f{ little

i “T'll take the black and lay them,” cried Fletcher \f musc!
1 Reid. ’é‘ bulgi
“So will 1,” shouted Bragshaw. i sunlij
Sir John Dering smiled. occas
f. 5 “I'll take you, Bragshaw, in hundreds."” trunk
| Sir Harry Tempest also took the price offered by put b
i 3 Fletcher Reid. The betting was somewhat perfunc- ring
1 tory. The sporting coniingent went from group to to th
group, and the two bets set the tone of a dull .
’@ market. For the most part the sportsmen fancied a lur
i ; the black, whom they knew, to beat a man whose my |
¥ strangeness to them was proof of his inexperience. the 1
| & A babel of conversation rose round the ring; the Al
. chances of the men were eagerly considered, and saw
’ above the noise the odds of three to one were roared whit
| § out, but not frequently accepted. As the noise rose o
1 il higher there was a movement in one of the little calle
1 21 groups near the ring. The black man, in his eager- cont

ness to get on with the fight, had finished his toilet A
rapidly, and, half running towards the ring, climbed

samj
through the ropes and stood in the centre, a glisten- care
; ing, sinister figure, an ugly, coal-black statue. as t
! *“ That’s the stuff for my money," yelled Cavendish thro
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Bragshaw. ‘‘ I'll lay four to one Richmond holds the
field,” he shouted, raising the odds once more.

Looking at Richmond as he stood there in the
morning sun, there was reason for his supporter’s
confidence. The black had sobered somewhat after
his walk, although he was still sufficiently under the
influence of his excesses to move unsteadily, and
there was an unnatural gleam in his dark, wild eyes.
There was no mistaking the figure of the man. A
little too stout, his black torso was massive with
muscular strength, the shoulders and upper arms
bulging every time he lazily stretched himself in the
sunlight. He had proved a game fighter on many
occasions, and as one looked at his gnarled, muscular
trunk one could see any amount of power there to
put behind his blows. He stood in the centre of the
ring awhile sniffing the air defiantly, and at last went
to the corner where his seconds were grouped.

‘“ Bring along that chawbacon,” he shouted with
a lurid oath, “and I'll cook him and eat him for
my breakfast,” a sally which was after the taste of
the ringside, and set his supporters roaring.

Almost before the roar had died away Richmond
saw the crowd round the ropes open out, and the
white man stepped nonchalantly into the ring.

“ Ah! lere comes the Game Chicken at last,”
called a Corinthian, making play with Hen Pearce’s
contracted Christian name.

Another roar of delighted laughter greeted this
sample of Corinthian humour, and for the rest of his
career Pearce was better known to his peculiar public
as the Game Chicken, a name which stuck to him
throughout his life.
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Pearce strode across the ring and took the opposite
corner, every eye in the crowd watching him as he
did so. Nor did Pearce disappoint his few sup-
porters, while his very appearance caused some mis-
giving to the men who had taken the odds against him.

“Good Lord,” murmured Bragshaw; ‘‘ he looks
fit to fight for his life,” and he immediately stopped
offering the odds of four to one.

Pearce was stripped to the waist, and buffed sur-
prisingly well. His toilet was completed by a pair
of coloured fighting trunks, and the blue bird’s-eye
handkerchief was knotted round his waist. For a
moment his appearance produced a dead silence,
then a rousing cheer, and the roar of betting offers
sounded louder than ever, with shortened odds. The
L all-night ring-goers looked on that sterling example
of manhood, and were convinced against their reason.
They gazed on the great neck and massive chest;
on the white skin of dazzling purity which gleamed
a warning of the man’s superb condition; on the
muscles which rippled under it; and on the sturdy,
shapely loins supporting the well-set frame. A stranger
to everyone present, he stood with folded arms for a
minute while the last preliminaries were being ar-
ranged, a smile of confidence playing over his good-
humoured, freckled face, on which no shadow of
doubt or dread was to be seen. The Game Chicken
looked game enough to please the connoisseur, and
he was the only man in that assembly whose clean
eye and ruddy face did not suffer by being brought
into contact with the strong light of early morning.

Lumley Savage, looking on this type of manhood,
shouted the general opinion. ‘“Upon my soul, I
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like this chawbacon. He's the right breed all over.
Bragshaw, did I hear you offering fours?”

“I'm laying two to one,” Bragshaw answered,
‘““and not a penny more."”

“ Reid—do you offer four hundred to my hun-
dred?” Savage cried to that worthy, who was watch-
ing the gladiator, spellbound.

That sportsman shook his head. “‘I'll stick to
my original opinion at two hundred to one hundred."”

“T'll take you,” Savage cried; ‘‘and you, Brag-
shaw.”

“T'll lay two hundred to one the black wins, up
to five hundred,” Colonel Darleigh's voice rasped
out, and his eyes sought Sir John Dering.

Sir John met his glance with an expression of
disdain, but the Colonel’s offer. was eagerly snapped
up by his surrounding friends, and the betting short-
ened and remained at that price until the fight
began.

Gentleman Jackson took up his position at the
rings.de, and Mr. Fletcher Reid, watch in hand,
watched for the signal. The roar of the ringside
died away, and as Jackson turned to his timekeeper
and made a sign, one could hear the quick tread of
the men's feet as they walked to the centre at the
call of time.

With the word, Richmond left his second’s corner
as promptly as an unleashed tiger. The Game
Chicken walked to the centre of the ring with slower
movements, the smile of superb confidence still on
his freckled face. The two men shook hands per-
functorily and stood face to face eyeing each other.
The black man crouched low, with his head almost
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sunk behind his hands, and as they sparred, edged
closer to his opponent. Pearce, standing straight,
and moving slowly, watched the big black.

It was easy to see Richmond’s immediate in-
tention. He was trusting to experience, knowledge,
and his power to take punishment to force the fight.
Firby, in his corner, had advised a quick settlement,
in view of the black’s condition. The men had not
faced each other more than half a minute when
Richmond sailed in to put these tactics into force.
With a wild rush he feinted and drew Pearce’s guard
with the left, and the right, swung recklessly, caught
the white man a smashing blow on the face. A thin
stream of blood spurted from Pearce’s mouth, but
he dashed in his right, which missed by a quarter
of an inch, and the men closed. As quick as thought
the black man, squirming like an eel, wrestled his
man and brought him down to the grass with a shud-
dering impact, falling with his knee on the white
man’s body. A roar of delight burst from the
backers of Richmond, as the seconds separated the
men and led them to their corners.

“ First blood for the black,” yelled Bragshaw,
nearly wild with delight. “ I'll lay three to one in
hundreds, and take Richmond,” he added, but no
response was made.

Sir John Dering turned to Sir Harry Tempest and
shook his head slowly.

“It is as I said, Sir Harry. The white man lacks
in knowledge all he has in pluck.”

Fletcher Reid’s voice was heard shouting ** Time "
above the hubbub. Once again the two men left
their corners. The black was superbly confident.
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His dark eyes danced with ferocity. He rushed to
the centre as if he were slung from a catapult.
Pearce, still smiling, walked steadily to meet his
opponent. The smile still played round his good-
humoured, freckled face. The brief rest had been
usefully employed, and the words of Paddington
Jones were in his ears.

‘““ Keep out,” Paddington had said as he rose to the
call of time. ‘* Keep out, and make him follow you.”

The next round was a surprise for the seething
crowd. Pearce followed his second's advice. He
watched his crafty black opponent, stalled his fierce
rushes, and was ready when he swung his great
right. This time it missed, and hurtled through the
air. Almost before the blow had spent itself Pearce
sprang forward. His left fist hooked the black over
the heart. Richmond’'s guard went down, and his
head came forward with startled agony written on
every line of his face. Pearce shot his right from
the shoulder and hit the black squarely over the
left eye, the blow making a cracking sound as if
the fighter had smartly rapped a table with his
knuckles, and showing a line of blood where the
skin had broken. The maddened black went after
his smiling antagonist, and struck out wildly, but
the head he sought to smash was dancing hazily five
yards out of his reach. For a minute Richmond
followed his white antagonist round the ring. Then
he cornered Pearce, rushed in, napped two light
blows, one on his wounded eye, and closed. The
two figures strained like panthers in the centre of
the yelling crowd, and went down together, the white
man underneath.
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Round the ringside the excitement was growing
every moment. In the corners the seconds, spurting
water over their charges, were rapidly towelling them
and whispering advice to their men. The big black
lay back, and his great chest heaved. Paddington
Jones noted it, as did Firby, who was seconding
Richmond.

““ Keep out for two more rounds,” said Paddington
Jones to Pearce, who nodded his head. ‘‘ Make him
move, and keep him moving. He's half blown now,
and breathing like a man with asthma.”

The black fighter came out to time as eagerly as
ever, but those who watched could see his overnight
orgie was reminding Nature of the debt it owes to
excess. Pearce followed out his second’s instruc-
tions. He kept his man moving. Sometimes he
napped a blow from the whirling ebony fists, and at
the end of the fourth round Richmond got past his
guard, and with a crashing hit, which caused the
white man’s head to ring again, struck him clean off
his feet.

‘“ Steady, boy, steady,” Jones whispered, as the
crowd roared like a pack of hounds. * Keep away
from his right, and fight him."

The battle went on. But with the fifth round a
change came over it. Pearce no longer fought on
the retreat. The black man, mad with rage, worked
like a demon, and as he struck, gasped impotently,
for his breathh was fast failing him. Following a
straight hit, he closed for his familiar throw, and,
much to his astonishment, his white opponent chal-
lenged him. They heaved together in a giant’s
embrace, and then, before the startled crowd realised
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what was happening, Pearce slowly raised the gasp-
ing coloured fighter and dashed him to the ground.

“Evens the white man. Even money the Game
Chicken,” Lumley Savage screamed in his tense ex-
citement,

Sir Harry Tempest turned to Sir John Dering.

“It may be possible the butcher has both the
experience and the pluck,” he said slowly.

Sir John Dering nodded his head grimly but
absent-mindedly, as if his mind were far away from
the fight in progress.

Paddington Jones smiled cheerily at the man
in his corner. ‘ Bravely done, Pearce,” he said
earnestly. ““You have him surely, laddie, if you fight
him. Hit low, and never mind his head; it's like
a lump of iron. Hit him where he puts his dinner,
but whether you hit him or not, keep him moving.
You understand? "’

Pearce, leaning back on an accommodating knee,
nodded. “I'm bound to win. I could fight all
day,” he said.

“That’s right, laddie,”” Jones replied. ‘' But re-
member, hit or miss, keep him moving; give him no
rest; make him dance the wind out of himself. Go
in, lad, and win—but be careful. And whatever you
do, keep him moving."”

“Time.” Again the voice of Fletcher Reid stilled
the turbulence around him.

Richmond hung about his corner for a second or
two, and someone jeered him. He scowled in the
direction of the sound. He found the white man
waiting for him, and still smiling—smiling now in
a way that for the first time chilled his fury. He
E
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must fight to a finish quickly, he thought, and the
purpose dominated his mind. He went into the
battle like a fury. Suddenly he found the white man
was a guarded wall of iron. Madly he rained his
blows, but do what he would he could not break
down a guard as obstinate as steel, while every time
he struck out, back came a pitiless right, crashing
on his body with a thud that sent a thrill of horror
round the ring. His chest seemed to be labouring
horribly, his bold eyes rolled, sometimes he could
not see clearly, The blood, flowing from the cut
over the left eye, dribbled down and half blinded
him. He fought with mad dispair. Round by round
they battled, and slowly Richmond realised in his
own heart that the fight was going steadily against
him. Sometimes he managed to hit the white figure,
dancing in and out, but the sting had gone out of
his blows. Again he would clinch and throw the
white man, but always Pearce rose promptly, walked
to his corner, and came out of it brisker than ever.
Already the opinion of the crowd had veered round.
The odds were now against the black man; the lower
elements in the ring jeered at him; the call, so mad-
dening to Richmond, was always for the white man.
They had battled to the eleventh round, and the
black slowly left his corner. He swayed as he faced
his opponent. The white man's eyes were gleaming.
The smile had left his firm lips. There was a stern
purpose written in every line of his face. Richmond
fought on, and men could not fail to admire his
courage. But the Game Chicken was master of the
fight. His calmness was terrifying. He no longer
sparred with or sought to trick his opponent. From
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the call of time he hurried him round the ring. Rich-
mond went in, only to have his guard beaten down.
For minutes at a time he was dazed and almost
stupid. Pearce hit him when and where he liked.
Now he would shoot out the left and reach the body,
and an angry patch would show lividly on the black
skin. Again he would send t