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Or, The Mysteries of a Great City.

By H. 8. WARWICK,

Author of “The Golden Secret,” “An Avenging Eye,” &ec.
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CHAPTER L -

JIM OF THE BARGE—HIS TORMENTORS GET MORE
THAN THEY BARGAINED FOR—JIM SETS OUT
FOR LONDON—HE MAKES A FRIEND-—JIM SEES
A FACE HE FEARS.

“ Wit 'ave you got in that parcel P’

As Ishmael Lamb thundered out this inquiry in his far from
pleasant tones, his red, ferret-lilke eyes were bent suspiciously
on a paper packet, which, though not large, caused the pocket
of the boy he addressed to bulge.

The boy started and changed colour at this roughly spoken
question. He was a lad of about fifteen, with a dull, dispirited
look in his face that told its own story of his wretched boy-
hood. He stammered oub something unintelligible.

“ Come here!” said the man savagely, enjoying the lock of
feaf’lllle saw in the boy's eyes. ¢ Come here, you young imp,
or 1] “!)

Before he had finished his senttence, Ishmael Lamb seized
hold of the lad’s collar and thrust a rough hand into his pocket.
Pulling out the badlytied parcel, he opened it. Therein he
found, among other small articles, a gold watch and chain.

“ Blowed if I didn’t think sol” cried Ishmael. “All right,
my lad; I’'ll learn you to be a thief |”

“TPm not a thief!” cried the boy passionately; ‘“it's you,
not me, that name fita!”

The man looked at him evilly.

“ Oh, that’s yer tune, is it? I see, I ’aven't tamed that con-
tradiatious spirit of yours yet!” he said slowly and maliciously.
“But I'll break it, my lad!”

As he spoke the man began to unfasten the leather belh
round his waist. Ishmael Lamb was a bully, every inch of
him, and it made him smile to think how he would make this
wretched boy cry for mercy.

This was not the first time by many that he had used this
heavy belt to the lad. Jim Ware could scarcely remember tha
time when hig cruel taskmaster had not thrashed him, often for
tthe most trifling causes, and sometimes out of sheer love of
bullying. Little need to wonder that this lad of fifteen had
had most of the spirit beaten out of him in the coumse of his
hard, loveless boyhood.

But this time, as Ishmael raiged his amm, the lad did not
shrink. He cried:

“You bully! I've stood your beatings losg enough! If
you lay hand on me agin, I'll go to the police and tell 'em
all wot I Imows about you!”

For a moment the man stood amazed at this unexpected
outburst.

‘“ Why ! wot do yer mean?’ he stammered.

“QOh, I ain’t so blind as you think! This watch and chain
you stole. You thought I was asleep, but I was a-watching
you. . You sneaked ‘em off that gent as you found drunk near
lthe riverside two nights ago. I've learnt where he lives—at &
big house not far off-—and I wos going to take what you stole
back to 'im. I ain’t no thief like you!” the boy cried in-
dignandly.

This alteccation took place on board a barge that was moored
near to the bank of the canal, +he intervening yard or so of
water being epanned by a loose plank that formed a means of
communication between the barge and dry land.

Jim Ware was an orphan. He could
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A young feliow of five-and
twenty had come round the
bend in time to see the attack
madeupon Jim. Leaping from
his machine, he betrayed his
presence in this practical way.
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not remember his mother. His father,
a drunken, good-for-nothing, had died
when Jim was only eight, leaving the
boy to the tender mercies of his friend
Tshmael Lamb, who was employed on &
barge. Thus most of Jim's life had
been passed travelling to and fro.on the
narrow waters.

The boy had a wretched time of it.
Both Ishmael and his mate Geop found
a delight in making the lad’s life a bur-
den by their systematic ill-treatment of

him.

They took care that poor Jim should
slave from day’s end to day’s end at an
age when most boys were enjoying plenty
of healthy amusement.

But Le had revolted at last. His bold
words momentarily staggered Ishmael
Lamb—perhaps alarmed him.

“You young liar!” he cried roughly.
“If you dare open you mouth to the
police, I'll do for you!”

“You've done your best before now
to half-kill me!” cried the boy bitterly;
“but I ain’t going to stand no morel
I've made up my mind about that!
There’s plenty I can tell the police—all
about that young woman whom your
fine friend, whose dirty work you do,
that Italian Bonari, wanted out of the
way !’

“Silence! Do you hear?”’

“T've been silent long enough! I'll
tell how she was decoyed on to this very
barge and dropped into the canal to
drown one foggy night three years ago!
I was only a kid at the time, but I ain’¢
forgot it—don’t you think I have!”

And the boy’s eyes dilated in horror
as the memory of that dark night’s work
came back vividly in his mind. He had
been only twelve when that evil deed
of which he spoke had been committed—
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too young %o dare do aught but keep silence, though for long
after, both by day and in his dreams, the victim’s last despair-
ing cry had rung in his ears.

Ishmael had stood with blenching face, tongue-tied as the
boy’s wild words lefi his lips. Recovering himself, he cried:

. You know too much, you young limb! And’—he lowered
his voice, hissing the words with malignant intensity—* when
People know too much, it’s safest to silence them !”

ere was grim murder in Ishmael’s face then, as he made
& dart towards the boy.

But Jim was too quick for Lim. Slipping under the man's
erm, he took to his heels, and darted across the plank that
communicated with the laal. And as he did so, to his horror
kthe boy saw Saul Gepp, Ishmael’s mate, coming towards the

ge across the field.

He felt sure that his life was no longer safe at the hands of
these men ; he kmew too much. He must escape. But how? -
His natural ready resource came to his rescue. As Ishmael
stopped on the plank, the boy pushed it with his foot with all

his might.
__Down it crashed, and in a moment Ishmael was
the deep, muddy water of the caral.

He sank below the surface; then, as his head reappeared, he
olutched hold of a chain by the side of the barge, uttering a
volley of maledictions on our hero.

But Jim’s whole attention was now directed on Saul Gepp,
who had seen his mate’s mishap, and was rapidly approaching,
unfastening his leather belt as he ran.

The pathway lay by the side of the hedge of the next field,
end close to where Jim was standing was the gate that led
into it. 5

Just within on a board was the significant notice: ‘ Beware
of the Bull;” and the bull in question, a very savage one, was
glaring at our hero through the bars.

Jim could perceive but ons way of escape from Gepp—a
desperate expedient 1o which he Tresorted. Quickly he um-
barred the gate and opened it. The animal rushed out. Bub
before it could reach Jim, the lad, who had kept well behind
the gate, darted through into the field, and fastened the gate
bekind him.

Just then the infuriated bull caught sight of Jim’s pursuer,
Baul Gepp. It lowered its head ominously. The man trem-
bling with terror, turped and fled; he could hear the animals
hoofs thundering after him. He uitered a wild yell; he felt
he was doomed. Then hiz foot caught in a rabbit-hole; he
stumbled and fell. The beast was on him before he could
regain his feet. d

In another second Saul Gepp was elevated on the bull's
horns. He desenibed a rapid, if not singularly graceful, somer-
gault in the air, and descended in s sitbing posture with much
force on the top of a thick prickly hedge, yelling: “ Murder!
Help! Murder I

Unlike Gepp, the bull appeared desirous of continuing the
geme. It waited by the hedge umtil’ its victim should descend
to terra firma.

The wretched Gepp was in a dilemma. On the one side of
the hedge was tho bull, on the other side lay a grest stagnant
pond, with more mud in it than water. His present elevated
sondition was one of agony; it was like sitting on a cartload of
¥intacles.

Unable to bear the torture of those sharp thorns, ths wretched
Gepvp had to face the alternative of leaping into the pond. He
juemped.

Splas He sank up to the waist in the midst of the green
glime, disturbing a colony of tadpoles, and bespatitering him-
solf with the oozy mud. Nor was this the worst, for in trying
to extricate himself from his undesirable position, his foob
slipped from under him, snd he fell full length into the evil-
gmelling slime. He emerged, covered with it from top to toe,
boilmg over with rage, and heaping maledictions on Jim’s
bead—not that his remarks were more forcible or sincere than
those of Ishmael, who by thig time had succceded in dlimbing
on to the barge.

“ The ingratitcods of the young fiend 1” he muttered. * When
I clap heyes on you agin, skinning alive will be paradise com-
pared to wot you'll get !”’

Aé'd there was no doubt that Ishmael fully meant to keep hia
word.

Only, as it happened, Jim and he were not destined to meet
for some little #ime to come—for the boy had no intention of
reéturning, and the good start he had gained was decidedly in
his favour.

Looking back a3 he ran, Jim had seen Gepp’s mishap. For
the present, at any rate, he need not fear pursuit. But he did
oot slacken speed; he was anxious to make the most of his
ghart

struggling i

2 .

'ﬁ;g pathway he was taking led him to the main road te
Liondon. On a milestone he read:
* London—eighteen miles.”’

f
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Yes; he would go to London, and there, in the great City,
dhart a new life, free and safe from the power of his perse-
cutbors.

Jim felt in his pockets. He had a shilling; not much, cer-
tainly, to start life upon. But Jim did not think of that. His
one dominant thought was to get away from the old life on
the barge. -

A good-natured-looking-lad, afew years his senior, Wwas
driving a trap laden with vegetables. On an impulse Jim
hailed him. The driver pulled up.

“ Well ?1’ ; ;

“I want you to give me a lift if you're going far. TN give
you sixpence.’’ :

“Let’s see the colour of your money,” said the other cau-
tiously.

Jim produced his shilling.

“ All right. Jump up.”

Then they ratitled merrily down the road, and Jim breathed
more freely. Every milestone they passed gave him fresh hope
of safety. At last the driver announced that he was going no
further. Jim had counted six milestones, so he felt he was
in luck to have got so far on his journey. He tendered pay-
ment. His acquaintance took the coin, looked at it, then re-
turned it to Jim, saying : ¢

“I won’t take it, matey. Mebbe you have more need of it

me. I guess you're running away from school, ain’t you?
I did the same myself once. Good-byse, and good luck to you !’

Jim thanked him gratefully, and resumed his journey on foat.
By this time it was late in the afternoon. He tramped on
steadily, with a glorious feeling of freedom and irresponsibility
that he had never experienced before.

Six miles more he had walked when fatigue began to tell
upon him. London was very near now. Straggling rows of
newly-built houses began to occur frequently as he approached
the north-east corner of the metropolis.

He had bought a piece of bread in one of the villages through
which he had passed. Sitting down, Jim began to munch it.
He finiched his meal, and was thinking about resuming his
journey, when a man appeared round a bend of the quiet road.

To Jim’s surprise this individual, who carried on his back a
sheaf of canes and walkingsticks for sale, came up with a grin
oa his face. Sitting down beside the boy, he opened conversa-
tion. Jim, however, did not care for the man’s appearance, and
rose to his feet.

The travelling hawker rose, too. :

“Got any money?”’ he suddenly demanded fiercely, having
first looked round to see that no one was in sight.

““ What's that to you?” asked Jim, somewhat alarmed.

“None o’ yer back-arnsers!” retorted the hawker. As he
gpoke he grabbed hold of the boy, and his hand dived into the*
pocket where Jim’s little store was.

This the man calmly pocketed, despite Jim’s protests and at-
tempts to free himself.

“%’s my hopinion you stole this money!” said the tramp
severely. “‘If I did my dooty I should hand you hover to the
perlice I”’

“Let me go, will you!” cried Jim. And, with a sudden
jerk, he wrenched himself free from the man’s grasp; then he
guddenly dived hetween his aggressor's legs, bringing that
worthy to the ground.

Off Jim daried.

But with surprising quickness the hawker regained his feet,
end with an ugly imprecation pursued the boy.

Jim’s long tramp had tired him. His feet seemed leaden, and
in & minute or two his pursuer was on him. The man seized
Jim’s collar, and, pulling cne of the canes out of his bundle, he
gave the boy a stinging cut.

“That’s for your monkey tricks!”’ he cried.
done with you I'll—

The threat remained unfinished; for at that moment a strong
arm intercepted the second blow, and some muscular fingers
were inserted between the neck of the hawker and his collar.
The man was shaken as a terrier shakes a rat.

A young fellow of five-and-twenty had come round the bend
of the road on his bicycle, in time to see the attack made on
Jim. Leaping from his machine he betrayed his presence in
this practical way.

“You hulking brute!” cried the new-comer, all Lis indigna-
tion roused by the man’s brutal assault. ““Pub up your fists,
for I'm going to give you the soundest thrashing you've Lad in
your life!”

And George Lennard looked contemptuously at Jim’s ag-
gressor, whose face had begun to visibly pale, as he started to
whine out some excuse.

It did not avail him, however, for Jim, in a few words that
carried conviction to the new-comer, told the real facts of the

““ Before I've

“Such bullies as you need a lesson, and I'm not going to
gpare you!l” cried Jim’s champion.
The hawker dropped on his knees and prayed for merey. His

FRIEND » IS NOW ON SALE. id.
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ppoals fell on deaf ears. George Lennard, taking one of the
man’s own canes, delivered a well-earned thrashing that made
the hawker writhe and yell.

‘“ Now, hand out the money you stole from this lad!”

This the man did with an ill-grace. Then George Lennard
said to Jim:

““Come along with me. I'll walk my machine and keep you
company for a bit. He's an ugly-looking customer, but he won’
touch you again while 'm with you, I guess!” with a laugh.

The young fellow cut short Jim’s expressions of gratitude, and
asked him his name.

‘“ And where are you going, Jim ?”’ was his next question, put
with a pleasant smile that still further won the boy’s heart.
The stranger's kindness encouraged Jim to tell his friend that
he had run away from home.

“Run away? Isn’t that rather foolish, my boy?”’ said George
Lennard kindly. “What do you think you can do in London
without money or friends?”’

““Dunno!” gaid Jim hopelessly.
I'd rather die!”

“Tell me about your home and friends?’ said George Len-
.nar%, struck by the intensity of determination in the boy’s
words, :

“Friends? I never had no friends!” said the lad bitterly.
*“ And T'll tell you the sort of home I've got.”

Jim told his questioner of his life on the barge, of his per-
secutions at the hands of Lamb and Gepp.

“They're afraid I know too much, and they’d not stick at
murdering me,” he said, ‘“as they murdered someone once
afore!”’”

“Murder!” cried George.

“Yus! I seed it! I was only a kid at the time.
they thought I didn’t understand. It was a well-dressed gent—
kid gloves on his white hands, and all that—who wanted a
woman pubting out o’ the way. They did the job for him.
They've worked for him ever since.”

George Lennard looked earnestly at the boy for a minute as
they walked on through the gathering dusk.

“You don’t believe me, guv'nor!’ the boy said reproach-
fully. “ Do you s'pose I'd tell you lies arter wot you've done
for me?”

‘“No, Jim, I believe you!” cried George, convinced by the
boy’s manner. “ You were right to run away from such a life
as that. Look here, my boy, your story has interested me.
You've had a hard time of it. I have known myself what it is
to have to fight one’s own way, and I'll be a friend to you.
You sha'n't starve in the big city, Jim! Thero’s my hand
on it.”’

A _genercus impulse—a quixotic one, perhaps, since George
knew nothing about this little waif beyond his own story. But
George Lennard’s impulses were generally of the generous kind,
and Jim, though he wanted to tell his new-found friend some-
thing of the gratitude that overflowed in his heart for this kind-
ness—which touched him the more since no cone hitherto had
troubled to be kind to him—=could not find the words he wanted
to utter, because there was a queer lump in his throat. -But he
gripped the friendly hand, and George understood.

“I am going in here,” George Lennard said suddenly, after
they had gone some distance, stopping in front of a great iron
gate that opened upon a long drive, with trees on either side,
leading to a lonely, square-built house. It stood in the midst
of a wilderness of a garden, almost on the fringe of the Essex
marshes.

On the stone pillars by the gate in discoloured lettering were
the words Audley Towers.

‘The darkmness was closing in, and the house locked dreary and
desolate, with no light visible in any of the windows.

““We are close by Hackney now,” said George. ‘ That cross-
road will take us into it. I expect you're about tired out,
aren’t you?”’

Jim admitted that he was.

“Well, I sha'n't keep you waiting long, T expect. Then we’ll
talk about where you are to sleep to-night, and Tl put you
on to a "bus. You shall stay here and mind my bicycle, whilst
I go to the house—""

Jim felt a sudden pride that his new friend trusted him.
But he said: 5

“You ain't afraid, then, that I shall do a guy with your
machine, sir?”

George smiled.

“ Haven't I said that you and I are going to be friends?” he
replied. “ And doesn’t that mean that I trust you?”

Then, his tone growing more sericus, he said:

¢ Jim, until two years ago that house was my home.
well, you would find a warmer welcome there than I!”’

“That don’t seen right, sir. Only this is such a blessed
rummy world!” said Jim, the philosopher.

“Well, you see, I offended my uncle who lives there. We
quarrelled,' and he turned me out of hig house two years ago.
To-night is the first time I've entered his gate since then.

“Only I ain’t going back.

Now—
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He doesn’t know I’m coming to see him-—only I've made up
my mind I'll call and ask him to let bygones be bygones. If he
wop't be reconciled, well, I ghall feel I've done my best.”

** Oh, but he will, sir, never you fear!” cried the boy.

“I don’t know about that, Jim. Anyway, I'm going to try
the effect of this little surprise on him.” :

George Lennard strode through' the rusty, creaking gate, and
towards the gloomy old house. 5

Jim propped the bicycle against the ‘wall that ran round the
grounds, and stood waiting several minutes. Then he walked
inside the gate, and peered down the long dark drive. :

Suddenly he heard footsteps approaching, and he slipped out
oun to the road, almost running into the arms of a man entering
ths gate. G

As he saw the man’s face, Jim’s heart began to beat wildly,
and he would have shrunk back into the shadow with a queer
feeling of terror. But the man saw him, and, grasping bhis
collar, cried harshly:

“YWhat were you doing in there? Spying, eh? It’s not good
for those who spy hereabouts! Be off with you, you young
vagabond, and remember: it's dangerous for those who spy
about this house!”

Jim did not answer. He was glad to walk away unmolested—
thankful that he had been unrecognised. I'or he had good
cause to know and fear the man who took him for a spy!

CHAPTER IIL

THE ITALIAN DOCTOR—STRANGE FOREBODINGS -
GEORGE LENNARD'S SWEETHEART—A SEC‘OND‘
VISIT TO AUDLEY TOWERS—WHAT JIM WARE
SAW IN THE MOONLIGHT.

Five minutes later George Lennard walked up the drive to-
wards the road. To judge by the expression on his face, one
could see that his mission had been unsuccessful. :

“I was a fool to go!” he muttered to himself. “I might
have known my uncle would refuse to see me. The sneer on
my cousin Ralph’s face made me feel I would like to str_Lke
him, as he gave me my uncle's message at the door, and said:
T see your address is on your card. We shall know where to
find you if my uncle changes his mind!”’ Bah! T wish I hadn’s
let them know even where I live. Well, well, Nicholas Crann, 1
won't expose myself to further insults by attempting again to
gee you.” : :

George stopped, and turned to give a last look at the dark old
house where he was now regarded as an intruder.

At that moment a strange wailing cry seemed to float to-
wards him on the night air from those gloomy walls.

He started and listened. g

But the cny was nob repeated. He persuaded himself that
he had been mistaken. ‘ 3

“What strange tricks one’s fancy plays one,” he said to him-
self, as he walked towards the gate.

There he found Jim waiting for him. -

“It’s no good, Jim. I tried to break the silence of two years,
but my uncle refused to even see me. Why, Jim, how scared
you look! What’s the matter?”’ : b

“T seed him just now!” the boy cried excitedly.

“Whom do you mean?”’ asked George mystified. :

“Him that I told you of I-—that fine-dressed gent, with the
white hands, who planned the murder on the barge that foggy
night |—that human tiger, what Lamb and Gepp _are”hand-a,nd-
glove, with !’ cried the boy. ‘Didn’t you see him?

“T'saw someone certainly. As I was standing at the door a
man came down the drive, and, speaking to my cousin, entered
the house. I scarcely noticed his face. But are you sure you
are right?” ;

“Tead sure! I knew him the moment I set eyes on him, but
ho didn’t know me. He’s called Bonari.” : g

“Bonari! The Italian doctor, who is my cousin’s friend—
ho a murderer?”’ cried George. I have heard that Dr. Bonari
is the boon friend of my cousin Ralph Crann 2

“ Heo gaid if I wos spying—that’s the word he used—I'd best
look out,” said Jim. : :

“Spying? The word suggests the existence of a mystery.
There's an old adage about birds of a feather—what if these two
men are purposely keeping my uncle’s mind embittered against
me for their own ends? There’s something about this T don’t
like,” said George musingly. ‘ But there, you:are tired, Jim.
The sconer you get to bed the better; we've talked enough
about my troubles for to-day. Now my old nurse is married,
and lives in Shoreditch. Shs lets rooms. I'll send you fo her
house with a note, and she’ll find you a bed. To-morrow you
shall meet me, and we'll talk over matters—my affairs and
yours, too, for I'm going to help you to earn your living.”’

George put the boy into the train at Hackney, with direo-
tions for finding the house; then he rode on to his lodgings.

George Lennard called for Jim the next day about noon, and
after they had had dinner together, he said:

A GRAND NEW COMPETITION STARTS NEXT WEEK.
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“Jim, P’ve made arrangements for the present that you shall
Jodge here with Mrs. Tetlow, whilst we look about and find
some employment for you. Now, I’'m going to Rotherhithe to
#ee someone—a young lady; you shall go as far with me.”

But Jim hesitated.

Ik don’* geem proper as I should walk alongside of you,
Er. You're a gent, and I’'m only— "’

. Noonsense " his fniend laughed. “ Your clothes may be
shabby, but I know your heaxt is as good as gold. Besides, we
are going to smarten you up a bit.

A!l(% with a clean new collar, a pair of tidy boots, and a
Go'rifb {u?.t one of Mrs. Teilow’s own boys had outgrown, and
with a ulﬁfﬂe money in his pocket, Jim felt that he had become
quite a “toff,” as he expressed it
f’GH‘YO‘l‘l‘ }re an out-and-out good ’un, sir!” the boy cried grate-

Q}’l 3: W1§h il could do something for you in return.”
= e un}i the time ig coming fast enough whea you'll be
deadl m‘a“:f good your words; when you’ll find yourself facing
P Y peril to help the man who has befriended you, in a

Ge‘@i the issues of which mean life or death |
mmioﬁztlﬁnn*am{rwa,‘s feel‘ing_smnewham in a bitter frame of
e e’r ay.  He had received a curt note from Audley
e S Smg the message he had received there on the
e ?}g lt}; his uncle would have nothing more to do with
Kindly 1o 12 betrayed 1.0 trace of Lis bitter mood. Ho falked

B ¢ hittle waif in whom he had interested himself.

il :(‘;t ifJ ]%m of the ]letter he had received.

! on . e :
Gahib sazfild aggm}‘gggﬂ g?ﬁh;m have got your uncle under

r h

. migeetléougl1t hats occurred to me, t00,”” George said
ust endeavour to o inole’s ) '

) Lo Pen iy uncle’s eyes to the real character

0 sent, of course, I could p: othi
s n , of s prove nothing. I
-hooul;e .(.i”hke to find out whet footing Bonari ocoupies in the

k=]

“Mayhe I'll go up and look d,” i
'“ \S’hy‘, Wh:ift do you mea. 7”1'01111 il
Maybe T'Il go up to Audley Towers to-night and have a

08Sip Wi
g',‘76 lh e::]ﬁ‘f/lih, ’the servants. One can learn a lot from servants,

Goorge laughed, thinkin
'B‘u't Jim had ne,ve.c
They made their wa
streets of Rotherhithe.

g the boy was jo‘king.
been more serious in his life.
y 'oﬁ'h\«:r Londond Bridge, and to the darker
7 { ey reached a lcnely road, the houses
on cne side of which were backed by the wiver. T "
I.m:;tmg neighbourhood | o Eeaaen il
am going to a house in this street, Jim,” said Georse
;I;l;enmard, so we'll have to part here. You'll ,go home on a
,Egi Mind you don’t get lost. I can’t see you to-morrow
E}leem]l]zlx]m%}rft’ k‘z:u; I in gomgO?-ut of London. But if you walk along
he Embarkment ar Cleopatra’ e abo
o near Uleopatra’s Needle about seven, I shall
He had geen a prebty girl, somewhat shabbily dressed, emerge
o igétt%?wate door next to a public-house. She came in their
Good-evening, Miss Lee,” said the young fellow, with a
ourious blush, as he raised his hat. “N 0; you needn’t be in
lufzhlf hm‘}ry to run away, Jim.”’
‘ How do you do, Mr. Lennard?’ And the g |
amall gloved hand.’ e e
“This is a little friend of mine,” said George. And the
young lady smiled and held out her hand to Jim, which he
ihyl%;:ock.
. Proud to know you, miss,” he seid, adding, on a boyish
impulse : “ Mr. ’Lennarél here,, ain’t he’jest a g;eal gent, {l.nd
no error! I can’t tell you all he’s done for me; things as no

one else in all England would have done for a cove wobt's a
#tranger to him:. i

But here George laughingly stopped his flow of eloquence,
by saying : -

:: Stow that, Jim! I’ve done precious little for you yet I’

That’s jest like him, miss!” cried Jim. *He won’t let me
tell you how good he’s been! But I'd be willing to give up
my life for him, I would I’’

Then he said rather shyly that he would have to be going,
because, as he told himself, “T shouldn’t want no other blokes
&bout when I met my donah.”

So, raising his cap politely, Jim wished them good-night, and
off he went.

He walked back the way he had come, noting the name of
the street, which now had an espscial interest for him. Then
he took a 'bus and went back to Mrs. Tetlow’s to tea.

A couple of hours later, Jim was walking up the dmive that
led to Audley Towers. .

A little paper parcel was in his hand; this was to complete
his present disguise of an errand-boy, who had come to Audley
Towers in mistake for another house. Such was the plan
wherehy Jim hoped to get into conversation with one of the
servants. And for his friend’s sake the boy had determined, if
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possible, to glean some information about Dr. Bonari’s footing
1 this house.

Unforbunately for Jim’s purpose, the servant who opened
the door, proved quite disinclined to enter imto gossip. She
curtly informed him that he was at the wrong house, snd then,
before he could reply, slammed the door in his face.

Jim felt disheartened at the failure of his elaborate strata-
gem. His journey had been wasted. He slowly retraced his
steps. ;

But, as he was walking up the lonely avenue, something
occurred that made the boy’s blood run cold and rooted him
in startled horror to the spot.

A wild cry had issued from the dark house!
desperate, human agony !

‘What could it mean?

The boy stood for a moment in the shadow of the trees
motionless, unnerved by the sound he had heard.

A that moment he became awzre that somecne had entered
the gate and was approaching him.

An once the boy associated the figure that he could dimly
seo in the faint moonlight with Bonari, and like a flash he re-
membered the Ttalian’s words on the preceding nighi :

“ It’s dangerous for those who seek to spy about this house !”’

Words surely that indicated that the old house contained
gome secret.

And that ghastly scream of a moment or two ago corroborabed
the suspicion that, Liddea behind thosge ivy-grown walls was
some dread secret indeed. :

It would not do to let this unscrupulous man who had threat-
ened him last night find him here now.

He would be deemued a spy.

These thoughts flashed through the boy’s brain in a moment.
He must hide.

He backed stealthily among the thick growth of diwarf shrubs,
and dropped noiselessly on his hands and knees.

As the man came nearer, Jim could see in the dim light that
iéb{ was not Bonari, but someone he feared still more--Saul

epp !

The boy’s breath came quick and fast; but luckily he had
not been seen.

Then the most startling thing of all happened

The door was flung open, and a tall, white-haired fgvre rushed
out of the house, lifting up its arms in wild denunciation, and
Crying

“ A curse on this house of guilt!
guilt

As Gepp saw this sudden apparition, he ran towards the man
and seized him.

From the doorway at the same moment rushed a second
person, whom Jim recognised ag Dr. Bonari.

‘“Hold Lim fast, Gepp!” he cried. * How the fool got away
I don’t koow !

The struggle was brief. .

The white-haired man was soon pinioned.

A wil@ scream broke from. him, and he was dregged into the
house, still cry:ng :

“Woe on this evil house !”

The door was shut, but still Jim, in hig hiding-place, could
hear the awful screams from within.

Then a sudden silence fell.

What terrible mystery did it betoken?

Trembling in every limb, the boy rose to his feet, and fled out
into the silent roadway, with the cries still ringing in his ears.

CHAPTER IIIL

THE THREE MEN ON THE EMBANKMENT--“SHA-
DOWED !”—JIM’S SUSPICIONS ARE ARQUSED-
TRACKED TO THE OLD WHARF.

Jim did not get much rest that night. What he had seen in
the grounds of Audley Towers excited his brain so much that
it was long before he fell asleep. He was anxious to tell
George of the mysberious occurrence he had witnessed.

George had told the boy that he could not see him umtil
seven (n the evening, and Jim could hardly control his impa-
tience until night came. Then he made his way to the Thames
Embankment, still revolving in his mind the events of the
previous night.

That awful soream, thea that white-haired figure flying
through the door, as if trying to escape from a prison, with the
ery: “A ourse on this house of guilt!” and the man’s recap-
ture—over and over again did the boy live through this scene.

It had been like gome ghastly nightmare, only it was true!
‘What terrible mystery lay within those grim walls?

Jim took up his position near Cleopatra’s Needle, and waited
for his friend. Soon he saw George approaching. With him
was Madge Lee. They were engrossed in conversaticn, and

A cry as of

A curss on this house of

f
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sach looked very happy. Jim reit half sorry o be the bearer
of serious news. . :
e boy saw George looking about, as though expecting fo
gee him. He was on the point of revealing his presence, when
something meb his eyes that startled him into a sudden ex-
clamation of surprise. Then, without a moment’s delay, Jim
stole quietly out of sight behind the obeligk.

For not a dozen yerds away from where he had been stand-
ing were his enemies, Ishmael Lamb and Gepp, and with them
the Ttalian, Dr. Bonari! -

A momentary impulse came to Jim to call the police and
;!eno«unce the men for the murder he had witnessed on the
barge.

Yet what could he prove? Nothing. The crime had been
committed long ago and forgotten. There would be only his
bare word; the police would laugh at his tale, and he might
again fall into the merciless clutches of these men.

Had they seen him? Jim was reassured on that point. They
had no supicion of hig presence, for they were too busy watch-
ing George Lennard, whom they were evidently shadowing.

Jim’s impulse to take to his heels
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CHAPTER IV.

A MURDEROUS PLOT—A RACE AGAINST TIME-TG
THE RESCUE!-THE ESCAPE BY THE RIVER.

Jim could hear the words they uttered quite @istinetly, for,
believing they were alone, the men did not trouble to lower
their voices, which were borne to the boy’s ears through a
broken pane in the window.

From the conversation of the men inside the room, Jim learnt
the nature of the house at Rotherhithe to which George fre-
quently went—the house where Madge Lee lived.

It was a gambling-den, principally frequented by sailors,
though ocstensibly it was a duly-licensed public-house, kept by
an unscrupulous woman who called herself Madame Vigns.
This woman was Madge Lee’s aunt.

Dr. Bonari, in his smooth, oily tones, was explaining his
scheme to his two confederates.

“You will see I have lost no time,” he said. “ After hunting
for Liennard’s whereabouts, I only discovered it two nights age

lest they should see him was a
momentary one to which he did
not yield. For another thought
flashed into the lad’s brain—they
could mean no good to his friend !

There was no doubt in Jim's
mind that they were shadowing
the unsuspecting man who had
befriended him. What was their
purpose? It could only be that
they meant George Lennard some
deadly harm,

Only the day before Jim had
said he would lay down his life for
his friend, if need be. Was he,
then, to fiy like a coward at the
first breath of peril ?

Here was a mystery unfolding
before his eyes. Jim told himself
that, for George Lennard’s sake,
hie would not shrink from attempt-
ing to solve it, even though it
meant falling again into the hands
of his enemies.

Pulling his cap well over his
eyes, and half hiding his face by a
ragged woollen muffler, the boy
ctept in the wake of the three men.

He could only catch a stray word
here and there, for he dared not
g0 too near to them, lest the men
shiould suspect that they were
being followed,

But he heard the words:

““George Lennard—no one will
suspect — verdict of accidental
death !” gpoken by the suave
foreigner.

As far as London Bridge Jim
followed the men, unnocticed by
them.

At this point the boy expected
the trio would cross the bridge, to
follow George Lennard and his A curse on this
companion. . 14 1 5

But to his surprise the men kept %ﬁgte!w_lh go(gslg?.”
on the northern side of the river. 3

At first Jim thought of running up to George and warning
him. But if he did that he might lose sight of the three
scoundrels. It would be better, he thought, to track the men,
and learn, if possible, more of their intentions.

So he followed them down Lower Thames Street, keeping
some distance behind. More than once one or another of the
men looked round. But they did not recognise the little urchin
who was slinking along on the other side of the road. Evidently
they had no suspicion that they were being watched.

They came to a street in Wapping.

From a considerahble distance, Jim saw them unlock the gate
leading into a yard that surrounded a dark, deserted-looking
building, badked by a wharf. They entered.

‘With fast-beating heart, Jim crept up to the wall of the yard
and listened. Then, summoning up his courage, he pushed
open the gate and entered the yard.

Quictly he stole round by the side of the warehouse to the
whazrf at the back.

In the window locking out on the wharf and across the murky
river a light appeared.

Then he heard their voices.

The boy crouched down to listen.

“THE GENTLEMAN STOWAWAY"

““ A curse on this house_of guilt!

ouse of

¢ d
“Woe to —_——
e

by a lucky chance. Yesterday I found out that he frequents
this house in Rotherhithe. Inquiries led me to discover,
happily for our plans, an old acquaintance in Madame Vigna,
She has cauze to fear me. I forced her into consenting to
help me.”

“You're a deep 'un, doctor!” said Lamb.

Bonari laughed. He resumed:

‘“George Lennard has an infatuation for Madgo Lee; it is
golely to see her that he goes to the house. In her lies our
chief danger. Despite her surroundings, this girl is what you
English call perfectly straight.” If she suspected our plans
she would warn Lennard.”

‘‘ But how is she to know about ’em, doctor ?”’ chuckled Gepp.
““Madame Vigne will lose a good customer to-night, eh?”

The doctor laughed too.

“Yes, my friends. You may be sure Lennard has to spend
money each time he goes to see the girl, or madame’s welcomes
would soon wear out. He doesn’t gamblo—bah! he is a strait-
laced young man!—but madame also sells bad spirits and wines.
It is a public-house. So this infatuated young man pays for
diluted spirits for the pleasure of sitting in a private room
where he can talk to Madge Lea. Well, to-night, madame will
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invent a pretext to get the girl away, and drug Lennard’s glass.
That is your opportunity
' We understand, doctor.”
“ As soon as he becomes senseless, you will secure him, and
et him intogyour boat by the steps at the back of madame’s
ouse that léads down to the river. 'Then, whilst he is in-
sensli?)}ejoh, my friends, it will be easy to drop him into the
pool——

X,

08 7
“Keep him under water till life is extinct. Then you will
‘find’ him—ba! ha!—and take thé body to the river-police.
Say that you saw the mau jump in, and you went to his rescue,
but were too late. There will be no marks of violence on the
body; the verdict will be either suicide or death by misad-
venture,”’
wor

hat's all very well, guv’nor; but I don’t like the taking
of the body to the perlice, and that’s a fact. The perlics and
me don’t seem to it it, somchow. Ain't it enough to make
sure of drownding ’im %’ grurmebled Ishmael.

“No, no!” was the doctor’s impatient reply. ' Can't you
understand? I want it to be known officially that George Len-
nard is dead. If you were to leave him in the water, he mighé
be washed out to sea with the tide, and then I never could
prove to the satisfaction of the law that he was dead.”

“ Very well, guv’nor, you generally gets yer own way,” as-
gented Lamb.

“The boat is waiting at the back by the wharf-steps,” said
Bonari.© “ You'll row across to Rotherhithe—I won’t go with
you for obvious reasons.”

He looked at his watch.

N

“ Ah, it is later than I thought! You must start at once!”

cried the doctor, who spoke English fluently, and only revealed
his foreign extraction by his accent. * Come!”

A horror had seized Jim. He understood that a plot worthy
of a fiend was being hatched for the murder of his friend—a
plot so skilfully planned that when the deed was done no sus
picion of foul play would be aroused.

Was it possible that in this great city such a cold-blooded
crime might bs perpetrated with impunity, under the very noses
of the police? :

Could he thwart their plans?

Jim meant to leave undone nothing that hoyish pluck and
endeavour could accomplich.

But first of all he must take precautions not to be seen by
the men. He had no time to slip past the house, and cut of
the gate, for he would inevitably meet them as they came
round to the landing-stage where the boat was moored.

If he had had time he would have jumped into the boat him-
gelf, and rowed off, but he could not unfasten the moorings.

Quickly he crept round behind a stack of timber, and hid
there, praying that his presence might not be discovered.

As Ishmael and Gepp got into the boat, Dr. Bonari pointed
across the river, and explained to the men how they should
recognise the house for which they were bound.

Then, loosening the moorings, the two men rowed away.

Jim heard Bonari leave the wharf with a low laugh of
triumph, and pass into the street, locking the door of the yard
after him.

As soon as he thought it was safe, Jim made his way round
the side of the warehouse. Climbing the wall, he dropped into
the dark street.

Then Jim ran.

ery moment was precious. In any case there wasg little hope
that he could reach Rotherhithe before the men in the boat.
But he might be in time to save his friend’s life. This thought
lent him wings. Not even in his flight from the barge had the
boy flown o fast as he did to-night, when George Lennard’s life
was at stake.

At the time of this story the Tower Bridge was not yet built.
People desiring to cross the Thames at that point had to use
the ferry-boats that plied to and fro. Jim did so now. He
jumped into a ferry-boat, and was rowed across.

How Jim blessed the happy chance that had induced George
Lennard to take him as far as the house in Rotherhithe which
he frequented. Otherwise, he might never have succeeded in
finding Madame Vigne’s house.

As it was, Jim had no difficulty in making his way direct to
the dark street in which he had first met Madge Lee.

Dr. Bonari had told his confederates that Madame Vigne
would arrange to get her niece out of the house on some pre-
text, in order that she might not become aware of the drugging
of her lover.

Bvidently she was just returning from madame’s errand, quite
unguspicious of the dark plot against her lover’s life, for, by the
greatest of good luck, Jim espied her. In a moment he was at
her side, breathlessly telling her his story.

A look of startled horror deepened on her face; at first he
thought the girl was about to faint.

But instantly she recoversd herself.

“I used to know Dr. Bonari; I slways hated and mis-
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trusted him!” she cried. ‘ Please Heaven, we may vet be in
time to save George. At any rate ’—with a passionate loghk in
her eyes—** his fate shall not go unavenged!” kx

They had by this time reached the house.

‘“Shall I lock about for a policeman?”’ Jim ecried.

“No; don’t leave the doorstep. I may want your help at
once. If a policeman should pass tell him. But don’t go away.
I am going in to learn if we are yet in time. If not, we wiil
go at once to the police-station together!”

Swiftly she entered the house.

No peliceman appeared in sight as the boy waited—the
mijnutes seeming like centuries in hiz suspense.

In reality. the girl reappeared at the door within thres
minutes.

“Tve found him!” she said in a hurried whisper. “They
Lave drugged and bound him. The men are upstairs drinking.”

““ And Mr. Lennard?”’

“We will save him! Come in! Hush! not a sound!”

Jim followed her into the house dewn a passage. But their
footsteps caused attenticn, for a voice came from above:

““Is that you, Madge?’ And a docr-handle rattled.

Madgs did not. answer; but she whispered to Jim:

“We must not lose a moment. They are desperate men. I
locked the door of the room where they and my aunt are
sitting, and they have discovered it!”

From upstairs as Madge spoke came the sound of a door
being violently shaken, and voices were heard clamouring
loudly for the door to be unfastened.

Madge quickly led her boy-companion into an apartment
where George was lying, bound and unconscious.

Without waiting to unloose his bonds, the girl threw open an
outer door close by, and through it could be seen a small
landing-stage and steps leading down from the old house to the
river.

At the foot of the steps was moored the boat belonging to the
men upstairs.

“We must carry kim down there quickly!” the girl whis-
pered.

It was no easy task for the lad and this frail woman to Iift
the dead weight; but desperation nerved them.

Meanwhile, the sounds above increased in volume—they could
hear the locked door being vigorously hammered and shaken by
the prisoners.

Somehow Madge and Jim got the senseless man out through
the door, down tho steps, and into the boat. The girl jumped
in. Quickly Jim unloosed the rope, and, seizing an oar, began
to push off. 3 :

“Thank Heaven, we have sgaved him!” cried the girl hys-
terically.

Just then the evil face of Ishmael Lamb appeared at the
window above. In a moment he saw what was happening,
and his eyes blazed with fury. With an oath, he renewed his
onslaught on the door, and in another moment succceded in
kicking it open.

So the fugitives were only just in #ime. Scarcely had Jim
pushed off than the two men, furious to think that their prey
was escaping them, rushed downstairs and out to the head of
the river steps.

They were too late!

Jim’s life on the barge had taught him how to handle an oar,
and he and the girl pulled as for dear life. They werse half a
dozen yards from land, as the two bafiled scoundrels rushed
out, in time to recognise Jim Ware. ;

‘““Hang me, if it isn’t that infernal imp that tipped me head
over heels into the canal, and me wot had been like a father
to ’im !” cried Ishmael, in conflicting rage and bewilderment.

It was an unfortunate reminiscence. Scarcely had the words
left Ishmael’s lips before his feet flew from under him on the
green, slippery planks, and for the second time he took an
inveluntary header in the muddy waters, - g

He reappeared above the surface in time to hear Jim's
derisive laughter from the fast-vanishing boat.

CHAPTER V.

AT GEORGES LODGNGS—THE THREAT IN THE
LETTER—SOME POINTS IN A STRANGE CASE—
GECRGE’S MARRIAGE.

Ag soon as they were in safely, Jim ceased rowing, and cutb
the cords that bound the insensible man. The cocl night air
and the bandage of cold water, that the girl made of her hand-
kerchief, and applied to his brow, soon krought George back to
conseciousness.

He opened his eyes and looked round in wonderment, at firgh
not realising where he was. But he soon recovered his seat-
tered senses, for the drug administered had evidenily acted less
powerfully than was intended.

“You are sgafe, dear, thanks to this brave hoy,” the girl
whispered to him. Then, turning to Jim: ‘‘Is there any fear
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of pursuit?’’ she asked, straining her eyes. “If the scoundrels
obtained another boat might they not give chase?”

“Not muoch fear of that, mies, I think,” answered Jim.
¢ Underhand work is their game. They would be too much
afraid of meeting the river police.”’ :

They landed, however, at the first convenient landing-stage,
and, finding a cab, drove off to George’s lodgings. Jim elected
%o ride outside with the driver. Inside, as the cab rattled along
through the lighted strests, George, who was by this time feel-
ing more like himself, had a serious talk with Madge Lee.

“Madge,” he said, ‘“‘to-night’s work has robbed you of a
home, for, of course, to go back to your aunt is impossible.”

“I could never go back!” she cried, with a shudder. “I
always loathed the place, the drunken gamblers who went
there; but I never believed my aunt capable of such a crime.”

**No doubt to-night’s exposure has caused her to already fly
from the place. She will hardly dare to stay. But we won’t
speak of her. Madge, you and I have been friends for a long
time. I suppose you know that the only reason I had for going
to that house, from which you and plucky little Jim rescued
me, was to see you?”’

“Yes; I knew that.”

“In that den of evil I learnt to love you, Madge—you,
whom its atmosphere of vice could not contaminate,” he said
earnestly. His arm had stolen round her waist. “I want you
to be my wife.”’

And shyly she lifted her face to him, and told him he had
made her very happy.

At last they reached George’s lodgings. 3

Jim gazed around the comfortable rcom with feelings akin
to awe. The pictures on the walls, the couch and the chairs,
with their well-padded springs—all this seemed wonderful to
him after the hard, comfortless experiences of his boyhood.

‘With a deep sigh of content he sank into the depths of a
luxurious armechair, and murmured :

“Oh, my stars! ain’t this just ’eavingly I”’

Calling his landlady upstairs, George said : .

“ Mrs. Preedy, this young lady is going to be my wife. We
shall be married in two days by special licence. In the mean-
time she will occupy my rooms. I shall sleep at an hotel. Will
you bring up supper for three, please?”’

And wasa't Jim delighted when he heard the former an-
nouncement.

“1 feel as happy as if I wos going to get spliced myself I he
cried ; and proceeded to dance a breakdown out of sheer good
spirits. :
& Now we mush have a serious talk,” George said. ‘“Jim, old
boy, I want to hear how you came to know of the plot against
me. It is owing to you and Miss Liee that I am alive at this
moreont, and 'l never forget that! Jim, old boy, you are
“one of the best,” and no mistake! You've been as staunch as
stéel.”’

" Why, sir, seeing wobt a real brick you've been to me, do
you think 1 could have done less?’ Jim replied, taking the
hand that George extended to him, and wringing it heartily.

Then the boy told his friend how he had seen the three men
shadowing him on the ¥mbankment, and how he in turn had
shadowed them.

“ Bonari!” cried George. " His work, was it? We knew him,
of course, for an unserupulous scoundrel, yet what benefit could
he derive from my death?”

“Don't forget he’s a friend of your cousin,” said Jim.

“Yes; but that doesn’t elucidate matters. He has no' cause
to fear me as a rival in my uncle’s affection.”

“ 1 don’t understand you, George,” said Madge.

“ My cousin, Ralph Crann, and I are nephews of rich old
Nicholag (‘rann—we are his only living relatives. My uncle
disinherited me two years ago. It was my own fault, though
I think he has been more harsh than T deserved. It was for an
act which T may say i3 the one thing in my past life on which
I can Iook back with shame,” George answered. “T’ll tell you
about it.

“A man I knew was in difficulties; my uncle’s signature on
the back of a promissory note would save him from ruwin. I
‘was an expert penman, and my cousin suggested I should forge
my uncle's name.

*‘He will never know,” my cousin said, ‘for long hefore the
bill falls due you can find the morey in event of your friend
failing to meet it. You are defrauding no one by doing this,
and you'll save your friend.’

“Hig plausible arguments overcame my scruples. I forged
the signature, only to find that my cousin had been planning
my ruin! 'The {reacherous hound got hold of that bill when
discounted, and took it to my uncle!”

“The cur!” Madge cried passionately.

“ My uncle was furious. He would not listen to my defence,
Hoe told me he could send me to prison if he Liked. However,
he said he would not do that—for the sake of the family name
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he would destroy the bill. Only I wasg never {o spea
again.”’

““ And you never have done?”’
of George’s history. ;

“No; we parted. I turned artist, and have been fairly:
cessful,” her lover answered. ‘‘I have often felt I would "
to prove to my umnecle that I had merely been guilty of fo!
and not of a desire to defraud. A4 last I made up my ming
would call at his house and ask to see him. I was on my ®
to Audley Towers, when Jim and I became acquainted.”

“ Your uncle refused to see you?’ she asked:

“Yes. On the card I gave to the servant was my addy
and on the morning after I received a letter from my uncle.

Going to a bureau, George took out a letter and read
aloud. The writer declared emphatically that he no lonj
regarded George as his nephew, adding:

“I did not destroy the evidence of your forgery of my s
ture. If you attempt to see me or come to my ho a
my nephew Ralph—in whose hands the document is—awill),
my instruction, hand it over to the police, and a warrant will
taken out for your arrest!”

“ How heartless your uncle is!’’ the girl zaid indignantly.

“ That letter puzzled me,” George remarked. *“ But for t
signature at the end I could hardly have believed he would ha
sent such a letter. Now since my uncle refuses to forgive me,
what motive can Ralph Crann have in seeking my death, as
you suggest, Jim? It would have been different if my unple
intended to leave me any of his fortune.”

Jim answered the question by another:

“I say, if you hadn’t left your address, would your coj
have known where you lived ?”* S e

“No; I think that they had lost sight of me at Aud
Towers.” ]

“ Evidently Bonari found out yow address from yeur coust
said Jim. ‘“That looks like collusion, don't it?”’

“Yes. No doubt, on Bonari’s arrest, we shall lsarn if :
cousin was implicated or not,”’ George said. :

“ Gruess, if T wos you, I should leave this case out of the har
of the police for a spell,” quoth Jim.

“Not have Bonari arrested for his attempt to murder i

“ That’s about the size of it. Look here, you've got to pro
that Bonari had anything to do with it. All you could
would be to prove the case agin Lamb and Gepp, and you }
they’ll lie low for a bit!”

“ But, Jim, we know that they were merely the tools of J
Bonari!” cried George.

“Yus! But could we prove it? Theré’s only my wor
that of a rich doctor}! Wot would a jury say? ¢
hevidence—leaves the court without a stain on his
and all that! No, Mr. Lennard, my evidence woul
him,” said Jim earnestly. “ You've got some desperate vi
lains to fight, and you must fight ’em with their cwn weapon
They have got a hold on you and they know it! You wou
do yourself more harm than *hem by going to the police. W§
the moment you commenced proceedings agin Benai
cousi‘r;, would checkmate you by having you arrested for t
gery !

By Jove, Jim, I believe you're right!”’ Gecrge cried.

“ What would you do?”’

The boy reflected a moment, then he cried:
“ Wiy, I’d lie low and keep my heyes open. — Firs
why Bonani should want you dead; find out whether he'rd
ing for himself or for yoir cousin! Find out wh 13
cousin really has that forged bill, or if it’s only a bit of e

.~ George stared at him.

“Bluff?’ he exclaimed. i

“Yus!” retorted the boy. ¢ Didn’t your uncle tell you
years ago he meant to destroy that hill? Does it sth
reason, then, that not only should he preserve it, but shoul
also let it go out of his hands, not knowing who might get hol
of it? If you arsk me, I expect it is destroyed—only tili we
lnow that for certsin, our safest plan is to act as though the
dockyment is in your cousin’s hands to use agin you.” |

“But,” cried George, "in his letter my uncle distincily
said the bill was not destroyed. He is a harsh man, but I know
him for a truthful one.” .

“You are suro your uncle did write that letter?’ agaism
objected Jim. ;

“ Why, what de you mean? There is my uncle’s signaturs
tio the letter !”

“ You said you could hardly believe your uncle would writs
such a letter,” persisted the boy. * Wot if your cousin forged
if, and threatened you about that forgery—to prevent yc
going to Audley Towers?”’

This startling suggestion made George open his eyes.

“But why should he fear my doing that, since my unole
won’t see me?”’ ‘

“I'll tell you why. ‘Cos there’s some other gueer g
afoot!” cried the boy. * When I waited for you on the &

asked Madge, who kneg
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uncle, Mr. Everett,” said George,
# as hesat down. “He was glad
when I left his roof, and, if I
am not mistaken, was sorry when
L turned up two or three days
go.

‘I hardly understand.”

“Several days ago I called ab
Audley Towers, and asked to see
my uncle. I was anxious to be
reconciled.”

““ And his answer was ?” asked
the lawyer, looking curiously at
the visitor.

“He refused to see me. The
next day I got a letter from him.
He threatened me with arrest if
I went near his house again.”

‘I suppose you haven’s that
letter about you?”

X3 'Yes")

“May I seeit?”

“I brought it to show you.

y [t puzzled me. You see, after

two years that forgery still hangs

over my head as a threat.”

8 The lawyer read the letter

E through. A puzzled look was on

g his face. Then he said :

‘“Your uncle never wrote this

i letter, Mr. Lennard.”

3 ‘“Ah! I wondered if that
suspicion would strike you as it

12s done me !” cried George ex-

citedly.

a

e

ankment to-night I had some queer news for you. I went last

night to your uncle’s house to look round— "

* And you made a discovery?”’ George asked eagerly.

“Yus!” Jim told his friend of the strange scene he had

vitnessed. “ Now wot do you make of that? Who could the

‘whjte-haired bloke be?”

(feorge was excited

*“Not my uncle, for he is short, whilst you say this man was

tall. But whoever he was, there must be some terrible work

jgoing on there. On the night that I visited Audley Towers I

ancied I heard a scream. Our business it shall be to sift the

mystery. If we can, we will do so without calling in the police—
nless we find out that it is a bogus threat about the forged bill

w in}still in existence. T'll start by going to see M.

7 e‘tt_”_.‘!’

“*Who’s he?”’

“My uncle’s lawyer. He is a thoroughly honourable man;

[l used to be rather a favourite of his. He'll help me if he can.

[But there, we’ll not discuss this again to-night, for here comes

supper.’’

The adventures through which they had passed did not pre-

e4€ them doing justice to the meal.

the following day George called at Mr. Everett’s office.

was disappointed to find that the lawyer was out of town
1 "the day. He would be back to-morrow, one of the clerks

K07
# I'm going to be married to-morrow,” George laughed; ““but
33 I am anxious to see Mr. Everett, I will call then.”
George Lennard had procured a special licence, and on the
n}el’xt r}xlwminug he and Madge were quietly married ab an old city
church.

Was it Jim Ware’s fancy that, as they came out of the church,
he saw quickly moving away from the doorway ths figure of
Dr. Bonari?

.

CHAPTER VI

| A VISIT TO THE LAWYER—THE MYSTERY DEEPENS
—THE LAWYER SUSPECTS A TERRIBLE SECRET
L —MADGE DISAPPEARS.

It was an odd wedding-day. Instead of starting on a honey-
~moon, as most happy couples do, there was business to keep
George Lennard in London, since he had an appointment with
the lawyer.

i “How are you, Mr. Lennard?’ said the man of law, a
-;)leasant-looking elderly gentleman, as George entered.

2Pleasad to see you. I have wondered a good deal lately what

8 bocome of you.”

“Your curiosity dces not seem to have been shared by my

Looking towards tne window, ne saw the boy glaring at aim from
behind a gleaming revolver.

‘‘Believe me, it is a forgery.
Nearly two years ago, in my
presence, Mr. Nicholas Crann
destroyed the bill that was the
cause of your quarrel. As he did so, I assured him you were
more sinned against than sinning. He made no reply; but at
last he came to share my view. A month ago I had ample
proof that he had forgiven you.”

“You are sure of this?”’ cried George eagerly.

“Quite. I am glad you have called, Mr. Lennard. For the
past week I have thought of advertising for your present ad-
dress. I am not easy in my mind concerning your uncle,
Nicholag Crann!”

““ Explain yourself.” :

“The letter you have just shown me, purporting to come
from your uncle, has deepened my anxiety tenfold,” the lawyer
gaid. “I am now so convinced that something is seriously
wrong at Audley Towers that I feel justified in breaking my
olient’s confidence in a matter that concerns you. Less than &
month ago your uncle came to my office and made a new will.
It is in that safe yonder. He made you his sole heir!”

George started in amazement. If it were true, as he sug-
pected, -that his cousin was connected with the attempt on his
life, here indeed was the motive of the crime.

‘Tt was expressly stated in the will,”’ went on the lawyer,
¢ that should your death precede that of the testator, in event
of you being’ married, on your uncle’s death his fortune should
go to your wife. Your cousin Ralph is not mentioned in the
will. You see, then, how much at variance this act on your
uncle’s part is with this letter purporting to come from him. I
remember distinctly the words Mr. Crann used as he left my
office.

‘I have discovered my nephew Ralph to be a hypoerite,’
he said, ‘who has robbed me right and left. This very day I
turn him out of my house for ever. I mean to advertise for
the address of my nephew George, for I long to make up the
foolish quarrel before I die.’ ”’

* You have not seen my uncle since then?” asked George.

“No. I wrote, saying I wished to see him on business. 'The
reply I received was a curt note from Ralph Crann, telling
me his uncle was far from well, and could ses no one. A week
later I paid a visit to Audley Towers. I was told that I could
not see my client—he was too ill. I asked to see Ralph Crann,
who coolly informed me I could not have an interview. So I
had to accept this decision.”

“But my uncle has always been eccentric.”’

“Yes, but reflect,” said the lawyer. ‘ Your uncle left my
office three weeks ago, expressing his intention of at once
turning Ralph out of the house. Yet Ralph Crann still oc-
cupies the same position in the house. Then, again, the letter
you have shown me-—on the face of it a forgery. Did your
uncle ever see the letter you wrote? I doubt it. George
Lennard, that threat in the letter about the forged bill looks
to me like an attempt to prevent you going to the house, and

SEERENT JXEEES “THE GENTLEMAN STOWAWAY.”
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whoever forged that letter fears that you may discover what-
ever secret those walls hide!”’

Jim’s words over again! George cried:

“You think there is some secret? I know there is! Listen!”
George told the lawyer both of the scene witnessed by Jim, and
the attempt made on his life.

The startled look on Mr. Everett’s face showed how deeply
the news impressed him.

“‘Incredible!” he cried.  “ Who could the prisoner have
been? Certainly not your uncle from the description. But
where is your uncle? Is it likely he would allow such pro-
ceedings in his house? Is he a prisoner, too? And the attempt
on your life—that points to a terrible conclusion——"’

“ You mean—-"" :

“You are the old man’s heir—but if you were dead, and
Nicholas Crann failed to make another will, Ralph, being next-
of-kin, would inherit everything; or, rather, would have done
two days ago.
between him and the fortune.”’

“To-night I shall go to Audley Towers with the police!”
George cried.

“I will go with you!” said the lawyer.

““Good. The sooner we start the better. But first of all I
must return to my wife and explain.my absence. I will call
here for you in half an hour.”

“T shall be ready.” ; i

George darted out into the darkening street, with a thousand
strange fcars assailing him. Calling a hansom, he drove quickly
to his lodgings. .

He had promised to return to the lawyer’s office in half an
Lour. But an hour passed, and to Mr. Everett’s surprise he
did not come. Two hours, three hours crept by, still there was
no sign of him. In terrible suspense, the lawyer asked him-
solf —had some evil befallen George Lennard?

Meanwhile, George rushed upstairs into his rooms. He was
surprised to find them empty. He went downstairs to make
inquiries of Mrs. Preedy.

That worthy woman was evidently astonished to zee him.
She ejaculated :

‘““Lor, Mr. Lennard! Then you ain’t met with no accident ?’’

¢ Accident? Of course not! Where is . my wife?”’

““Why, she went away in a cab, sir, that came from the
horspital I

77
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Your marriage, of course, puts another heir -

The swaying of the two wrestling men caused his aim to miscarry,
ard by accident he plunged the knife into Ralph Crann’s side.

SEE NEXT WEEK'S
“UNION: JACK.”

“Hospital? What do you mean?”’

A great dread was fastening icy fingers round his

‘“ A cab came, sir, and a messenger, saying you'd met with a
haccident, and your wife was to 'go in the cab at once to the
horspital.”

A wild. cry of despair broke from George Lennard, thab
frightened the landlady no less than his hoarse words:

‘*A trick! They have decoyed her away! My wife has |
fallen into the power of those scoundrels!”

CHAPTER VIL
ON THE TRACK OF THE SCOUNDRELS-GECRGE
FINDS HIS WIFE-TREACHERY—TRAPPED!

Without waiting to enlighten the terrified woman., George
rushed into the street.

Only one thought posseszed him. His wife was in the hang
of those merciless scoundrels who had plotted his ruin!

What other ‘explanation could there be? The story of his
accident was just the one to excite Madge's fears. She would|
not stop to reflect. ‘She would jump in the cab in her anxi
to be with her husband, who might be dying. An old tric
aa effective one to play on a loving wife.

What was he to do?

George decided he would go to the police, and tell them all. |
Probably his ¢ousin was implicated in this affair—at any rate, j
he could and must be forced to give a clue to the whereab‘outa
of that oily, scheming villain, Dr. Bonari. Dt

“If any harm befalls Madge!” George muttered to himself
fiercely, “I will never rest till I have made the scoundrels
suffer!”

He had not gone many yards from the house when a woman

‘advanced to him, and laid a hand on his arm.

Startled out of his precccupation, George looked et her,
saying: &

‘“ Well, what do you want?”’

“You are Mr. George Lennard?”’ the woman asked in lowy
hurried tones.

“That is my name. Tell me your business quickly? I have
no time to spare,”’ he answered.

“You will listen more readily when you know the nature of
my business,” she said. “ Your wife has been decoyed away by

villaing !”’
= ‘“How came you to know that?’ he demanded '
hoarsely.

A wild hope surged up within him.

“You know where she is?’ he cried eagerly.

“I know. That is why I stopped you. I was
hurrying to your hause, when I saw you come
out. It is providential both for you and me that
we did not miss. Come down this eide sirect.
We can talk more freely there.” 2

He looked at the woman half suspiciously.
What if this was but some new move in the
plot?

She geemed to read his mistrust in his face.

‘““Oh, you can trust me,” she said. " Your
wife has been decoyed away at the direction 01w
an Italian doctor by name Bonari——"

“I knew it!” ‘

“Xor what purpose I do mot know; but he
employed my husband to carry out the plot.
Thinking she was being driven to an hospital to
see you, she was taken to a lonely house by my
husband. He, my husband, is in the power of ~
Dr. Borari, and dared not refuse to carry out
the orders given him. But at all risks I deter-
mined to effect the poor lady’s escape, and so
have come to you to take you to the place where
she is a prisoner.”

_‘(‘11 will go with you—with the police!” Gleorgs
ga1d. e
“No, not that!” she cried. “Though I would
aid you, it shall not be at the expense of my
husband. If the police accompany us, my poor
husband will be arrested. Thig is his first crime,
and he was driven to it by his terror of Dr.
Bonari.  Unless you consent 4o go with me
alone, T shall nct help you!” she said in a de-
cided tone. ‘Nothing shall make me betray my

husband.”

“ What guarantee have I that this is not afi-
some further deep-laid plot against me?”’ he cried
irresolutely.

She smiled .

“T expected to find you suspicious, and T came
prepared to conquer your fears. Look! I give

-
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you this. Use it.if danger threatens you. Dcoes that proof of
my good faith convince you—my husband’s revolver?”
T voman had handed him a small revolver.
ed it before he answered.
cartridge in each of its six chambers.
trust you,” said George.
a cab; we have far to go.”
got - into a hansom. Goorge’s companion gave an
to the cabman—meredly the name of a street, not the
number of any particular house. Tt was that of a street in
Wapping by the riverside.
George sat silent. He had plenty to occupy his thoughts.
Iis first anxiety was to rescue his wife. Once she was safe,
all his energies should be directed to bringing Dr. Bonari to
justice.
And whatever secret lay hidden within the walls of his uncle’s
[~ “Teside Audley Towers, as the lawyer feared might be the
case, | should be laid bare.
tie had nothing to fear from his cousin; the bill with the

forged signature was destroyed—that old folly that might have
consigned him to a prison.  He could work with a free hand.

o cab rattled on through grimy thoroughfares, past dingy-
1g warehouses, dark and silent most of them, for the day’s
work was over.
Salitary gaslamps threw a faint flickering light
They were nearing their destination, much to George’s relief,
for a terrible impatience consumed him.
At the corner of a dark, ill-lighted street the cab drew up,
and they dismounted. George paid the cabman, and they
“walked forward. I
“ We ave closs at hand now,”’ the woman said.
George’s hand was grasping the cocked revolver that lay in
- oue of bis pockets. There was a stern, set look on his face.
The woman paused before a doorway in a blank wall.
" Be as rilent as you can,”’ she whispered. * Follow me.” "
3 d.open the gate. George found himself inside a
yard, enclosing a warehouse that was backed
wcaning old river.
in a minute I promise you you shall see your wife,”
she whispered.

iTe nodded ; but on the alert for treachery, he took out the
revolver and held it in his hand.

She opened a door of the house silently. He followed her
into a passage.

‘I'he woman eclosed the door, and asg she did so the catch gave
a click. s

George looked suspiciously at her. Was it a signal? But he
oould glean nothing from her face.

At the end of the passage he saw a door ajar, from which
streamed a streak of light.

* Your wife is there,” the woman said.

Grasping his revolver, George rushed forward and hurled
back the door. s

- Yes; the woman had spoken the truth! There, in one
corner of the room, bound and gagged, was Madge !

He called out her name, and he saw a wild look of joy
coms into her face. She tried to answer, but with the gag in
her roouth, she could only moan.

T'here were two men in the room, sitting at a table, on which

»-7025-50me food and drink.

They started up at his appearance.

Sternly George levelled his weapon at the men whom he had
already recognised as the two scoundrels who had hocussed and
bound him at Madame Vigne’s house.

© S#ir hand or foot and I fire!” he cried.

At that moment a noose of stout cord was flung over his
shotlders from behind, with the evident antention of pinning
his arms to his side.

But he wrenched himself free, and turned to find it was the
iwom’an who had been his guide. Then he knew he had been
betrayed

anting his back against the wall, he cried:

““You traitress! The first of you—man or woman—that triey
to bar my way, I'll shoot dead I’

“Yire away, and good luck to you!” the woman cried, with
a mocking laugh. “ You fool, you don’t suppose I gave you a
loaded revolver? All those cartridges are dummy ones, filled
with sawdust !

A horror seized George Lennard. He pulled the trigger.
Nio repors followed.

Flinging away the useless weapon he seized a chair and lifted
it above his head.

He would make a desperate fight for Madge’s life and his
owi,

But Tshmael Lamb, with a coarse laugh, cried:

““ We wanted yer here, guv-nor, and we've got yer. Bet your
life you won't get away this time as you did last! Fnough of
this farce ! This barker ds loaded !”

—

And he levelled a revolver at George Liennard’s head.

O
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CHAPTER VIIIL

AN ARTIST IN CRIME—JIM HEARS OF MADGES
DISAPPEARANCE—JIM ON THE WARPATH—
THE DEATH-TRAP BY THE THAMES—JIM
AGAIN GETS THE BETTER OF ISHMAEL LAMB,

At that moment a well-dressed man, smoking a oigarette, en-
tered the doorway.

“You managed very well, Myra,” he said approvingly to
the girl. “You needn’ stay here any longer. You played
your part to perfection, like an artist.”’

As he spoke, Dr. Bonari sat down, and, taking the revolver
from Ishmael’s hand, told the two men to bind George.

“ Let me tell you, my friend, that resistance woa’t avail you.
I shall shoot you dead if you as much as struggle!”” he said.

George recognised the folly of trying to resist. The two men
bound him.

His mental agony was terrible—not so much on his own
account, but for his wife’s. As she lay bound and unable to
speak, he saw the horror in her eyes, and the sight added to
the intensity of the termible situation.

He felt that they were both beyond help or hope.

%wb his voice did not falter or show a sign of fear, as he
daid : .

“You are Dr. Bonari, I suppose?”’

¢ Yes.YJ

“ What is the meaning of this outrage? Why do you so
persistently seek to injure me or mine?’

* Oh, believe me, I bear you nr ill-will personally !’ said the
doctor, with much politeness. “Be sure I act with adequate
motives.”’

“At any rate, let my wife go free!” George cried. “Do
what you will to me, but don’t be such a consummate coward
ag to make war on a woman {”’

“Let her go—to inform against us? And after our trouble
to bring her here?’ smiled the doctor. “Oh, no, my friend!
iS}'ou'hn.ve made her your wife, and in so doing have sealed her

ate 1 ; ]

Then George understood. His death alone would not serve
the evil ends of these men, for by the terms of his uncle’s will
his wife stood between Ralph Crann and the fortune. Until
she, too, was dead, Ralph, the next-of-kin, could not inherit.

- Oh, kow horrible it all was!

Suddenly changing his suave tones and walking up to his
prisoner, Dr. Bonari looked full at George Lennard. His
eyes gleamed with a hard, impenetrable glitter.

“ You escaped my toils once through the bungling of those
fools there! But this time I have you fast—fast as a fly in
a spider’s web, and with as little hope of escaping alive! You
are in someone’s way, my friend!” ST

‘.;You mean my unscrapulous cousin, Ralph Crann,” George
said.

*Oh, T mention no names!” said the doctor airily. ‘T
merely state that fact as the reason why you are to be re-
moved—artistically. I flatter myself on being an antist—an
artist in erime if you will. Ses how well my plans are laid !
You and your wife are here, and no one, except my ageuts,
knows that you have been brought to this lonely wharf !’

The doctor smiled, and rubbed his fat, white hands together
complacently.

But at his words a thought came into George's mind.

“ What if Jim Ware should suspect the place of their im-
jprisonment ?”’

For no doubt this was the wharf to which the boy had fol-
lowed Bonari and his two confederates on the might of the
firsh attempt on George’s life.

Sooner or later the disappearance of George and his wife
would arouse suspicion—in Jim’s mind, at any rate. And this
wharf would no doubt suggest itself to the boy as a place to
which to direct the attention of the police.

But George had little hope that help would come before it
wag too late to be of use. :
“If T have to die, I'll not die like a coward!’ hs said
proudly. “ As for you and your miserable tools”’—addressing
himself to Bonari—“be sure retribution will strike you sooner
or later—a shameful death that will fitly terminate a life of
crime! A death that you will whiten and shudder to think of,
like the cowards you are, as you walk to the gallows that
claims you! My wife, courage !”” he cried to Madge, casting her

a tender look. :

Bonari had started uneasily at George’s denunciatory words.
Almost involuntarily, «s it were, he put his hand up to his &
throat, as though the noose of Justice already was encircling it. ,

“Curse you! You are too free with your tongue!” ecried /
Tshmael Lamb roughly. /

He struck George brutally across the mouth, adding: J

“ Well, you won’t wag it much longer, my fine gentleman !~ 4
I only wish we had your friend Jim Ware as well. I ows {hat

FRIEND ” I8 NOW ON SALE. id.
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ung imp a score I mean to repay to the full some day, when
into my hands! 1’d like to have him here at my mercy
alongside you!”” he muttered, with a dark look on his evil face.

Perhaps Jimm Ware was nearer at that moment than Ishmael
Lamb dreamed.

* * * * * * *

Five minutes after George had rushed cut of the house, dig-
tracted by the news of hig wife’s disappearance, Jim called.

He found the landlady in a state of nervous agitation.

* Oh, something terrible has happened !’ Mrs. Preedy wailed.
“I don’t rightly know what, but something terrible I”’

b Jim elicited from her what she knew. ;

Can you explain what it all means?’ she coried.
Jim’s face ashen by now.

“It means,” he cried hoarsely, ““that that Italian fiend has
kidrapped the young lady! If Mr. Lennard should coms in,
tell him I've gone to find her.” g

Litle did the boy dream that his friend, too, had fallen into
the grip of those relentless enemies.

At once Jim’s thoughts flew to the wharf in Wapping, where,
unknown to Bonari, he had overheard the crafty Italian’s
former plot against George.

The scoundrels did not dream that their rendezvous wai
known. To the wharf, then, he would go as the first step in
his search for the missing girl.

At first Jim thought of acquainting the police, but he re-
flected thab such a course might occasion delay and hamper his
movements. The police might laagh at his belief that the girl
had been kidnapped.

No, he would go alone, and make sure of the correctness of
his suspicions before he called the police to his aid.

Arming himself with a sheath-knife that belonged to George,
he made his way to Gower Street Station.

Very fortunately the New Cross train was nearly due. Jim
got the ticket, and within five minutes was on his way to
Wapping. Thanks to the speedier method of locomotion, Jim
got out at Wapping Station only ten minutes after Georgs
Lennard and his treachcrous guide had descended from the cab.

The boy hastened from the station, and scon stood in front of
the rotting gate that led into the yard of the warchouse. He
found it locked, but in half a minute he had surmounted it.
Then the brave lad quietly crept round by the side of the great
silent building to the wharf at the back. g

Above the dreary moaning of the wind he could hear voices;
then he saw, as on the former cccasion, a light in a window ab
the back of the warehouse.

At his feet the river was hurrying along, black and sullen,
with little white crests of foam churned up by the wind.

The boy cautiously reeped into the window where the light
was.

Imagine his horror at seeing not only the bound figure of the
missing girl, but also George Lennard a prisoner!

Jim’s first impulse was to rush for the police. He cursed
himself for having come here without acquainting them of his
intention.

It was too late to go for the police now, for some words he
heard kept him riveted to the spot.

“Go and see if the cab has come yet, Lamb.”
doctor who was speaking.

Ishmael went out, unlocked, and opened the yard-door.

Bonari was holding a chloroform-pad over George’s nostrils.

Gepp said:

1 don’t see ag how there’s any occasion for this young spark
to be taken over to Hackney. Why can’t we dispose of the
pair of ’em here in the water-cellar?”

¢ Ah, friend Gepp, you talk idly,” was the doctor’s bland
reply. “Husband and wife have both to be got out of the
way ; but the important point is that we do so without arousing
any suspicion.”

“Well,” grumbled Gepp, ““why should it cause suspicion if
we drownded ’em both?”’

“Fool! We have {o make sure that the bodies will be found,
that the fact of the death of each can be legally established!”’
said the doctor contemptuously. ‘ If both bodies were ‘found’
by you and Lamb in the Thames, suspicion of foul play would
be aroused at once. No; I have a better method. I proposs
to take the man to Audley Towers. He will be found dead on
Hackney Marshes under circumstances pointing to death from
natural causer. A few days later the bodv of his widow will be
(‘lfcund ’ by Lamb and yourself floating in the river!”’ said the

octor. :

Jim shuddered as he listened to the deliberate words.

“In one case. you ses, Gepp, it will be ‘natural death’ in
the other, ‘suicide,” induced by the widow’s grief. My methods
are artistic, Gepp. All crime should be artistie, else it is a
failure. Ah, I hear the rattle of cab-wheels!”

A cab—driven no doubt by an agent of the crafty doctor’s—
was heard in the quiet street. ¢

Ishmael came back into the room and reported that the in-

i
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sensible man could be got into the cab unseen, as the street was
deserted.
 The tide is on the turn al
“You will take the woman
won’t be afraid of ghosts,
tly. “Come, Gepmp,
een them, Gepp anc
of George Lennard, and
the yard-gate close behind th and the cab rattle off.
During those few minu f horror the lad had stood as
though rooted to the spot, knowing he could not get away
f: is hiding-place unseen to call the police to this den of

his heur,”
he ceilar, 1
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‘“There’s only cne of them to face now,” thought the boy.
“‘ Bvidently Gepp and Bonari are going to Audley 'Towers.
Though I could not save George Lennard, T'll rescue the poor
young lady or die myself in the attempt

But he knew that he must be prudent in his movements.

Rashness might be fatal, for he was but a boy, pitted againsh
a strong, desperate man. i S

He stood motionless, listening and watching, waiting his
opportunity.

Ishmael Lamb was standing Iocking at the lovely girl, whom
he was about to consign to a ierrible death with no scruple of
remorse.

He had been drinking, and he laughed brutally.

“Do you know wot 18 in store for you, my fine lady?” he
cried, with a grin on his repulsive face.

Jim could not tell whether she heard or not.
fainted. :

“There’s a cellar below here,” went on Ishmael mockingly,
“a death-trap, my lady. . It is empty at low tide, but as the
river rises the water creeps in, higher and higher—inch by inch
up the wall—drowning anyone who is caged there! The tide
is rising now, my lady, and before it turns again, the life’ll
have been choked out of you, till you're as cold as the flag-
stones in the cellar to which I'm going to take you! Tt comes
in slowly does the water—slowly, but surcly as fate! Ha! hal’

The man tossed off another glass of brandy-and-water.

Jim was horroz-struck. :

‘What horrible mysteries lay hidden in the heart of this great
city! What terrible facilities for the execution of their secret
crimes of which the social outlaws availed themselves.

How many other victims had been done to death in that
horrible underground water-cellar, drowned with the rising of
the tide?

Suddenly Ithmael said to himself:

“ Ah, better lock the yard-gate! Not that I fear trespassers.
Still, it’'ll be safest. Then I'll return to you, my lady, and carry
you down to the cellar and the incoming tide!” :

He went out of the room. MNow was Jim’s opportunity!

He tried to force open the window, the catch of which he
could see was undone.

To his dismay it stuck.

At last, however, he got it open. He climbed into the room.

He saw a revolver lying on the floor. He seized it.

At that moment Ishmael Lamb reapveared. With a cry of

Perhams she had

- gtartled rage, he saw the boy.

“You here!” he cried.
your death this time!” ’

Pale but determined, Jim leveiled the revolver at his old
enemy. g

But Ishmael, who had geen him pick up the weapon, laughed
hoarsely, as he said:

‘“That toy won't hurt!”

Jim pulled the trigger. No report followed. It was the
weapon loaded with blank cartridges that George Lennard had
flung away. k

Laughing at the thought of the revenge he would take on this
boy, Ishmael leapt towards him. Jim was very near death ai
that moment, as he darted round the table from his pursuer.

On one corner of the table were the remains of the supper
on which Ishmasl and Gepp had been regaling themselves.
There was a jar of pickles, and as he saw it an idea flashed into
Jim’s head. Seizing it as he ran, he turned and dashed the
contents in the face of his pursucr. The vinegar, of which the
jar - was half full, caught Ishmael’s eyes, and temporarily
blinded him.

He yelled with pain, rendered for the moment helpless, as he
groped in his pocket for a large clagp-knife.

Before he could use it, Jim seized the heavy pair of tongs,
and struck Ishmael Lamb a heavy blow.

The man fell like a log.

Hurriedly Jim set to work to bind the stunned man hand and
foot with the cord he found in the room.

‘When Ishmael was securely bound, Jim turned his attention
4o the woman.

The cords had cut cruelly into her white flesh. Gently ke
removed them, and unfastened the gag. 3 :

She was unconscious.

“You young limb, you've come to

SEE
PAGE 13.
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tl1’1‘-@.\uking the brandy from the table he forced a little down her
hroat. 5

The spirit acted as an immediate stimulant; the girl moaned,
and opened her eyes.

“Don’t be afraid!” cried the lad. You
have nothing more to fear!”’

““ But my husband?”’ she cried. ‘ Where is he? Is he safe?”’

“Don’t be afraid about him, ma’am !’ answered Jim, putting
a confidence into his words that he was far from feeling. *‘ We'll
rescue him, too, never fear!”

By this time Ishmael had recovered conscicusness. He began
to whine for mercy.

“You'll get what mercy you deserve, you villain! You bet
you've got to stay here till the arrival of the police,” answered
Jim. “ When next you see me you'll be in the dock of the
Old Bailey, and I shall be giving evidence agin you. It's the
gallows, or Portland for you, Ishmael, don’t you forget it!”

Turning to the girl, he asked anxiously:

“Do you feel strong enough to walk a little way, ma’am?
Here, take a sup more brandy.”
er im }])ic?ked up the key of the yard-gate which Ishmael had

ropped.

Together they made their way out of that house of evil deeds
into the fresh night-air.

I can walk now,” the girl said. She added piteously:
;‘ Oh, Jim—Jim dear, you have saved me—save my hushand,

col”’

“I'm going to do my best,”” he said.
strajght to the nearest police-station.”
h"l‘he]y reached the police-station, and Jim breathlessly told

13 tale.

** They have taken Mr.
Hackney!” Jim cried.
No time was lost.

Within three minutes a couple of police were on their way
to the wharf to arrest Ishmael Lamb; and, leaving Madge ab
the station, Jim and an inspector drove off in a cab with all
haste to the Hackney police-station.

The net was clesing round a gang of rogues at last.

CHAPTER 1IX.

WHAT JIM SAW THROUGH THE WINDOW—ON THE
LEADS—JIM HOLDS THE VILLAINS AT BAY—A
TIMELY RESCUE-THE TERRIBLE SECRET OF
THE OLD HOUSE.

For the third time Jim Ware found himself entering the
gateway that opened from the lonely by-road upon the drive
of Audley Towers.

With him were three plain-clothes men.

The moon was quite obscured, and under the cover of dark-
ness the party silently stole over the grounds, until they stood
under the shadow of the dark old mansion.

** Inspector I”” whispered Jim eagerly, ““do you see, there's a
light up there in that tower? If I was to climb up—I could
do ii easy—I can peep in and report to you. You see, I've
’eard Mr. Lennard say this old house iz chock-full o’ secret
hiding-places Were you to knock at the door it might alarm
our birds, and Bonari and Mr. Lennard (who is probably
drugged, if still alive) would be in safe hiding before we could
reach the room.”

The inspector, who admired Jim for his plucky achievements
at the wharf, and seeing that there was sense in the boy’s pro-
posal, assented.

Jim, lithe a3 a cat, easily climbed up the tough, knotted ivy
branches. 5
. He reached the ledge of the old mullioned window and peeped

“It’s me—Jim!

“Now we must go

Lennard to Audley Towers in
“If we go at cnce we may be in time.”

in.

Then, to the surprise of the police, instead of descending, the
boy began to climb still higher. He was now on the leads
of the roof. Impatieutly they waited. At the inspector’s com-
mand one of the plain-clo‘hes men began to climb up—more
slowly and cautiously than Jim, on account of his weight—to
ascertain the boy’s delay.

The man peeped into the window.
oyes.

In a bare room was a white, emaciated man, almost like a
skeleton, with drawn features that spoke of awful privations.

Then he saw that through an open skylight Jim was holding
& whispered conversation with this pitiable object of humanity.

At that moment Jim, who had seen the officer’s ascent,
leaned over and whispered :

“Quick! Enter at once! This man confined here in this
room a prisoner is Nicholas Crann’s butler, whom the villains
have tried to drive mad. He is half-starved—almost dead!”

It was the man whose attempt to escape Jim had witnessed
from his hiding-place among the shrubs a few nights before.

* As I expected, Bonari is in the house now. The butler hag
heard his voice. Quick! Lose no time!”’ cried the boy.

A terrible sight met his
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The man began to climb down, but slowly, for he found {3
desoent both difficult and dangerous. Jifa did not d
Instead, guided by some words of the imprisoned man, he
quickly made his way still further over the leads, and began
to olimb down at the other side of the house, till he stood in
an angle of the wall on the end of a broad ledge by the window
of a lighted room. Any sound he might have made was lost
in the whistling of the wind.

Through the window he saw the man he was in search of,
George Lennard, still alive !

But evidently he had only just come in time, for in front of
;ulhe dt)ysound man stood Dr.” Bonari smiling, with a glass in his
hands.

Another man, a slranger, was in the room.

“This is poison, my friend,” the doctor was saying deliber-
ately, gloating over his prisoner’s sufferings.  “ Poison that
does its work and leaves no trace! Iis action will simply make
the heart beat slower and slower #ill its action ceases. Now
you shall drink it!”

The boy listened with horror. Then he remembered he had
dropped into his pocket the revolver he had picked up in the
old riverside house. True, it was loaded, but with blank cart-
ridge, but it might serve to frighten the scoundrels until the
entrance of the police.

'Lhe cup was noaring George’s lips, and his teeth were being
forced apart.

Then crash!

Jim had thrugt his foot through the window. The dootor
startled, dropped the glass of poison, as, looking towards the
window, he saw to his abject amazement the boy’s face glaring
at him from behind & gleaming revolver. He could hardly
credit his senses.

Eoth he and his companion—who was none other than Ralph
Crann—stanted back, as Jim cried :

“Stand, or I fire!”

It was a lattice window, and whilst he pointed his revolver
at the two men, he managed during their momentary confusion
to unfasten the catch of one of the sides of the window, which
swung back on its hinges, Jim all the while never taking his
eyes off the two men.

Quick as lightning the boy sprang into the room.

Hoe knew that whilst the two scoundrels stood together he had
& mastery over them. He could not hold if they separated.
So he cried :

“Hands up! The first that moves a step I'l1 shoot !’

So datermined were hig words that the two men, both cowards
to the core, and utterly cowed at the sight of the revolver, held
up their bands, whilst their faces grew livid, as they stood, not
daring to move, in a corner of the room.

At that moment downsizirs was heard a knock on the door.
Jim knew it was the police.

George, who was as surprised ag the two scoundrols at his
plucky friend’s strange entraace, cried hoarsely :

“Jim, you brick!”

And Jim answered, never taking his eyes off the two men,
who stood like rats at bay, neither daring to move:

“Ob, it’s all in a day’s work! Buck up, guv'nor! That's
the pwo}‘ice below! Your wife’s safe, and Ishmaecl Lamb’s in
quod !’

Hearing the news about his wife, George cried in overwhelm-
ing thankfulness:

“Thank Heaven! Thank Heaven !”

Another loud rapping was heard on the door below. Jim
felt they were not safe yet. The two men were eyeing him,
waiting for the least relaxation of hiz vigilance to make a
desperate effort for freedom ; and the tension on hig own nerves
was becoming almost unbearable.

There was a knife on the table. Without taking his eyes off
the two men, he cautiously reached for it. George’s hands were
free, though his arms were pinioned. He put the knife into
George’s hand, who began to saw away at his cords. Cutting
through the rope, he wrenched his arms free. Quickly he
severed thes cords binding his feet. George Liennard was free.

Below, before the last bond was cut, a crash was heard. The
police had brcken i¥f the door and had entered the house.

Footsteps were heard racing up the stairs, and, with alarm
on bis face, Gepp burst into the room.

The sight that met his eyes there startled him still more. But
not losing his presence of mind, Gepp, before George could
reach him, knocked the revolver out of Jim’s hand. .

The two men rushed out of their corner, and Geonge threw

-fhimself on Ralph Crann.

The doctor seized the revolver.

“You sha'n’t live to tell tales!” he cried, and levelled it at
George’s head.

But, whilst strugzling in Gepp’s grasp, Jim cried out:

“Fire away! You loaded it yowself—with blank cart-
ridges |”’

1
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With an oath, the doctor pulled the trigger and found that
guch was the cass. He had been ‘“hoist wath his own petard!”

“Help! help!” yelled Jim, to guide the police to the room.
Gepp was holding him tightly. Omne arm was round him, with
the other hand he was trying to throtile the struggling boy.
Jim saw murder in the man’s face.

Meanwhile a desperate struggle was going on between
George and Crann.

The former had dropped his knife. Bonari seized it, intend-
ing to stab George; but tho swaying of the two wrestling men
caused his aim to miscarry, and by accident he plunged the
knife into Ralph Crann’s side, just as the police dashed into
the room.

The inspector seized Gepp in a grip of iron. A minute later
and Jim would have been throtiled. The others rushed to
peize Bonari.

But before they could reach him, he carted to the window
and leapt through. He was picked up dead'
» * * * * * *

And where was Nicholas Crann all this wkile? Why had
not the master of the house been alarmed by the entry of
the police?

The butler, releazed from his prison, with tottering steps led
them to a locked door.

‘““He’s in there! My poor master’s in there! Dead! Mur-
dered !”” he cried. ‘ Oh, this house of guilt!”
In horror they entered, after bursting the door. Their eyes

encountered a horrible sight'

Under an air-tight glass caso was the body of Nicholas Crann,
who—to judgs by the condition of the skin-—might only have
been dead a few hours.

“My poor master has been dead elmost a month!” the
white-haired butler cried.

The bystanders looked at him incredulously.

“Qb, it’s true! Don’t think I'm mad, though the horrors
I've seen and my sufferings almost drove me mad! They
murdered my poor master nearly a month ago !”’

His story was almost incredible.

It appeared that on the day that Nicholas Crann had made
his new will, on returning to Audley Towers ho told his nephew
he must leave the hovse never to return.

Donari and Ralph Crann, seeing that their game was-up,
overpowered the old man. They forced down his throat potson
distilled by Bonari—similar, no doubt, to that by which they
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had meant to kill George—which left no trace, merely causing
the Leart’s action to cease.

The butler denounced the murderers in his horror. He was
made a prisoner in the room in the tower, where sooner or-
later he would have met his master’s fate.

The only other servant was a woman in thw doctor’s pey—
the woman who had decoyed George Lennard to the whart.

Tt was necessary for the success of these scoundrels’ schemes
that it should appear as though old Nicholas Crann had nob

died until aftter the death of George Lennoard and his wife, who
were appointed heirs in the will.

For, in event of both dying during the testator’s life, Ralph
wonld become heir by viriue of being next-of-kin. On the
other hand, were it known that the testator had died first, even
had the scoundrels succeeded in compassing the death of George
and his wife, the fact that Ralph was next-of-kin would not
have availed him if George should happen to have made a will.

* So, fully alive to the importance of this legal point, Ralph
determined to keep up the fiction that his uncle still lived,
until he had found George Lennard and compassed hig death.

Bonari had adopted a method he had learnt m Italy of pre-
venting the decay of the body by preserving it in frozen afir.
Their intention was to wait until several days after George's
death could be legally certified, and then announce that Mr.
Crann had died of heart disease. Dr. Bonan would have given
a certificate to that effect, and the dead man would have been
buried. How could anyone suspect that a men was being
buried who had been dead several weeks!

Such were the high stakes for which Bonari and Ralph
Crarn had played—and lost. :

The minor scoundrels who aided the doctor received stiff
sentences that they richly merited. 4

And so George Lennard found himself a rich man. You
may be sure neither he nor his gentle wife ever forgot whab
they owed to Jim Ware—not only their fortune, but their
lives.

“You shall go to a good echool, Jim, to fit you for some
worthy position in life,”” said George. ‘ What would you like
best to be?”’

“ A detective!” said Jim promptly.

“Well, so you shall be, if you like!” laughed his friend.
“ Centainly you ought to succeed in that profession, after the
part you played in solving for us some dark mysteriez of a
great city.”’

THE END.

How to Make Money n Spare Time.No. 4.

This week I give & useful article which
would sell readily enough to house-
holders. It is a funnel of the common
type, used gencrally for filling lamps,

c.
Reference to the diagrams A and B
will explain the shape that the two
piecos are to take. A, the come-shaped
top, takes, in the flat, the form of three-

quarters of a circle, the outer ring
measuring 14in., the inner 4in., and
from line to line 4in. When X X
are brought together and soldered the
cone iz formed. The stem is simply a
piece of tin 4%in. long by 4in. wide at
the top and 24in. at the bottom. This
is rolled so as to form a tapering tube,
the wider end of which just overlaps the

narrowest end of the cone, where it is
soldered.

Old biscuit-tins, coffee-ting, &c., can
be used up to e this and similar
articles; and if you find that you have
no piece of tin large enough from which
to cut the circle to form the cone, you
can cut it in sections and join by letting
the edges of the different sections slightly
overlap and then soldering teg:ther.

Another article for household use, and
one that is 8o easily made that it re-
quires no_illustration, is a grater. I
consisty simply of a piece of thin tin
measuring 8in. wide by 6in. to 8in. long.
Turn a narrow strip over at the top and
at the bottom to give a smoother edge.
Then lay the tin on a flat wooden sur-
face, and with a bradawl and hammer,
or a nail .and a bhammer, puncture a
number of holes—not haphazard, but
evenly on pencilled lines that have pre-
viously been drawn.

_ It will be found that on the downward
side there are a number of sharp pro-
jections where each hole is. These form
the grater. ;

Now bend the tin to the shape of a
half circle, the grater forming, of course,
the outside of the circle. Then take a
couple of inchrwide strips and solder
them across the back, one at the top and
one at the bottom, to keep the tin in
shape.

There are many other trifles which
could be made to return their maker a

good profit—tin for bird-cages, baking-
dishes, drinking-troughs for animale,
wall-pockets and match-holders for hang-
to the wall, card-trays, pen-trays, and

others too numerous to mention. Those
not for kitchen use could be decorated
with enamel, in red, black, or green, but
nothing intended for kitchen use should
be painted.
(Z'o be continued in next Friday’s
UNION JACK.)
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PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS.

Boy clown at Professor Romah’s
Temple of Matchless Mirth,

‘Will Wynn’s employer.

Ada Graham’s guardian,

His servant.

A villainous detective. FEmployed
by Copples to get rid of Will,

Mr. Copples’s ward, known in_the
show as *‘ Lanetta, the Gipsy
Queen.”

Prorzssor RoMAH
Mz, CorrLES
JoE BWILLEY
SLEUTHE SLYMIR

ose
wen
ess

ADA GRAHAM .

s cen

Wiil Wynn is performing in T.ord Spangler's Cirous, Joe
Grix, a giant clown, hates him for his success.

Spangler bets Will he cannot leap over fourteen horses.

Will did not draw in any deep breaths, or smiie his chest

this time, He gathered himself together, and pressed his elbows
into his sides. He started to run, reached the end of the board,

Jjumped——

Lord Theodore Spangler dropped his whip and his lower jaw.
An audible gasp of surprise went up from the audience. Thers
was a momentary silence, followed by a thundercus tumult of
lﬁpgjause. ‘Men jumped up from their geats and waved their

ats.

Witty Will Wynn had somersaulted twice in the air, and had
oleared the fourteen horses!

“*And what about those two five-pound notes?”’ he asked,
trotting up to the astonished Spangler, and staring comically
up at him, his hands thrust deep into his pockets. Then, before
the audience had time to realise what had happened, he somer-
multed out of the ring. But he was not allowed to depart
thus. Three times he had to reappear, and three times was he
lustily cheered.

And the ringing cheers, floating into the tent where Joe Grix
sulked, with a pint of porter before him and a blackened clay
between his teeth, were so much gall and wormwood to him.

Very different was the conduct of Jim Butler. While Will
was hurriedly. changing his clothes, Butler came into the tent.

* Bravo, youngster,” he said, “you took the shine out of
mo and no mistake! I couldn’t have believed it possible for you
to do that!”

“ Well,” said Will, “I thought I'd like to have a try, and I
wag excited. You see, I've never appeared in a circus before,
and—well, no one was more surprised than myself when I found
I had landed safely on the mattress.”’

There was not the slightest suspicion of conceit in the lad’s
manner. It was evident that he had no idea that he had done
anything very remarkable. Jim Butler nodded his head.

‘It was well doune, anyhow’’—he paused for a moment.
“ Now, look here, laddie, I'm gn older hand at the game than
you are, and I'm going to give you a bit of advice. Just take
care of yourself when Joe Grix is about. You've trodden on his
oorns to-night. I've known Joe for a long time, and he’s got
& nasty temper. Understand, laddie? Just take care!”

Will held out his hand, and Jim Butler shook it heartily.

“It’s very good of you to give me warning. I'll keep my
eyes open. 1 knew he was upset to-night; but I thought hs
would have forgotten all about it by now!”

“Joe Grix doesn’t forget so easily, my lad. Well, good-
nh;ght.’ sonny, I must get into my jockey’s togs or I shall be

te !’

Every Friday.

And with another hearty handgrip, Jim Butler left the tent.
Before Will left, Spangler himself came round, patted him on
the back, and told him he was pleased with him. Whereat,
‘Will fiushed red with pride, for Spangler was notorious for his
chariness of praise.

Quarter of an hour later, Will was back again on the platform
of the Temple of Matchless Mirth, doing the same old rallies,
scampers, and cracking his wheezes as merrily as ever.

‘When, close upon midnight, Jce Grix, muffled up in a great-
coat, and growling and cursing, left the circus tent, a cringing,
red-headed figure slipped out of the shadow, and advanced to-
wards him. ;

“Mr. Grix, the famous clown, I believe?”’ said the man in
oily tones.

“Yes, 'm Grix. What’s that got to do with you?”

*Oh, I beg pardon; but I was in the tent to-night and saw
your performance, and though I'm only a poor chap, I shall
feel proud if you'd take a drink along with me!”

Grix was fond of his glass, especially when someone else paid
for it. His puffy countenance assumed a mollified look.

“Well,” he said, condescendingly, ‘I don’t mind if I do. Bub
T like to know the name of the man I'm going to drink with.”

“Oh, 'm a very humble person, who earns a precarious
living with three thimbles and a pea, or with three cards; but
I've seen better days, Mr. Grix, and I admire genius when I
meet it.”’

Sleuth Slymer—our readers will have recognised him-—had
fairly gauged Grix’s character. He was amenable both to drink
and flattery.

“My name,” he went on, “is Joseph Spavin, though scme
call me Thimble-rigging Joe. I know a quiet little place whers
they’rs not' over-particular about closing-time. Will you
honour me with your company?”’ 3

‘1 don’t mind if I do!”

It was a low drinking-den, some distance from the market-
place, to which Slymer tock the huge Grix. The landlord, a
man with a horrible squint, ncdded familiarly to Slymer, and
whispered that the little back room was empty.

‘] didn’t think much of that boy-clown,” said Slymer, when
they were alone and drinks had been served. ‘‘ He overdid if,
and wasn’t funny. Give me your performance for choice, Mr.
Grix.”

“Little brute, I'd like to break every bone in his body!
The ring ain’t the place for ' boys; it’s meant for men of
experience. And if he tries any of his impertinence to-morrow
night, T'Il give him such a hiding as he’s never had before in
all his blessed life!”

The mors drink Grix took, the more inflamed he became
against Will, and Sleuth Slymer plied him freely, mentally
resolving that Copples should ultimately pay for the whisky
consumed under the heading of extra expenses.

“ Of course,” said Slymer, ““the boy’s funny to some people.
They cheered him heantily, and I heard some of them say—it
wasn’t my opinion, Mr. Grix—they thought him almcst ag
funny as you. But there, the public are very fickle, and will
throw over an old favourite for a new one without any mercy.”

When at lagt Grix staggered out of the drinking den, he was
mad with drink and jealousy. His bloated face was purple.
Slymer’s sly insinuations had taken root. What! was that
wihipper-snapper going to supplant him in the public favour?

“Not if I know it!” he hiccoughed, as he reeled towards his
lodgings. ‘‘If only the little beast were to break kLis neck—no,
an arm or leg would do! That 'ud keep him out of the ring.
Accidents do happen sometimes in the ring. And if I was to
roll on him or tumble on him, I reckon he wouldn’t be up to
performing for many days to come !”’

Sleuth Slymer had stayed behind, and sat alone, wrapped in
meditation.

“Now,” he muttered, as he nervously fingered his mouth,
“T can earn that £1,000 easy encugh. I've only got to ply
that mountain of flesh with drink and work upon his jealousy,
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and he’d do anything. But there's no particular hurry. I'm
just wondering what Copples would do if he were to hear that

Wity Will had been carried off and wasn’t to be found. Tt
mightn’t suit his book a little bit. Perhaps he’d give me the
job of finding him, then I should make a bit out of that.
It strikes me that Witty Will is a goose that’s going to lay
me a lob of golden eggs. And it’s a pity to kill a goose that
:_:Ioeg,hhva:t—art least, #ill you're certain that it's given up lay-
ing.

Going to the door, he opened it, and gave a low whistle.
A moment later the squinting landlord ap seared.

“So your friend’s gone, half-seas over,” said the landlord.
“ What’s your little game, Sleuth?”’

“H’sh! stop that, Dicky! I'm not known by that name
down these parts! Thimble-rigging Joe, if you please!”’

The two men were evidently old acquaintances, for the land-
ford, with a villainous leer, rubbed his nose with his forefinger.

*“ Well, whatever it is, there’s money in if. I knew you, for
all your carroty wig and false eyebrows.

“You always were sharp, Dicky. It’s a pity you gave up
the detective business for a public-house, you would have made
& great name for yourself. Now, lock here, Dicky, I'm going
to ask you a question. What sort of cellars have you got?’

The landlord gave a villainous leer at Slymer.

“You tell me why you ask the question, and I’Il tell you
something about my cellars.”

“Oh, youw're very sharp, Dicky! Well, it's just this. It's
nothing violent, you know. But supposing there was a cerbain
somebody I wanted to keep out of the way for a bit—a boy,
we'll say—would you accommodate me with mnice, secluded
premises¥ There would probably be a reward offered, and, of
course, you would stand in with me.”

The landlord grinned, and nodded his head eomprehensively.

“Come and have a look at my cellars.”

The town of Notfingham stands almost entirely on a foun-
dation of rock that is honeycombed with natural passages
and caves. At Sherwood Rise, just outside the town, Robin
Hoed’s cave is still to be seen. And the rock on which Not-
tingham, Castle stands is undermined with secret tunnels, gome
of which have played important parts in historic times.

The Jendlord lit a candle and beckoned Slymer to follow
him. They passed through several rooms to a dirby, stone-
flagged kitchen at the back of the house. In one corner was
a wooden trap. Raising it up, the landlord, followed by
Slymer, descended some wooden steps into a large stone cellar
below, filled with beer-barrels.

“ This is no good,” said Slymer, peering round; “it's too
close to the house, and that ’—he pointed to a grating in the
ceiling—“leads out into the street.”’

“ Wait a bit, this isn't all; don’t you be in such & hurry "

The landlord, holding the candle above his head, led the way
to the far end of the cellar, and pointed significantly to another
wooden trap in the rock floor.

“There are cellars and passages below this. They say one
of the passages leads right along to the castle itself.”

Sleuth Slymer’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. When the
trap had been raised, and they had descended a narrow, steep
flight of stone steps, they found themselves in a low, rock-hewn
tunnel.  Fifty yarde along they came across a stout, irom-
clamped door in ons side of the wall. The landlord drew out
a key and unlocked it.

“"This used to be the old cellar, but it was too far down, and
hasn’t been 1ged for years.”

It was & dark, musty-smelling natural cave; the only light
came from the flickering dip the landlord held aloft. It was,
indeed, a veritable subterranean tomb.

“1f you shut anyone up in this,” said the man with the
horrible squint, ‘“he might screamn and scream till doomsday,
and no one would hear him.”

“It’s the very place for my business!” said Sleuth Slymer,
in a low, meaning voice.

“Yes; but you've got to get him here first.”

“You can trust me to do that. I wasn’t born the day before
yosterday. Oh, yes’’—the private detective rubbed his hands
together—*‘ this will be a cosy little berth! There’s not too
much light, and the air isn’t extra fresh; but we can’t expect
everything in this world, can we, Dicky?t”

“No; but when’s this business going to come off ¥’

“The party I wish to get hold of will be in Nottingham
s long as the Goose Fair lasts. So I've got the best part of a
week before me. Supposing I made an arrangement to meet
the party here, and asked him %o take a glass, and there was
something in that glass that would send him to eleep, eh?
‘When he woko up, he’d find himself down here, and wouldn’t
know how he came here, or where he was.” :

‘“That sounds all right.”

“It's going to be all right. And, what's more, you won's
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be the loser, Dicky. There’s e certain rich, old miserly party
that 'm going to bleed pretty freely.” ;

How littls Will dreamed as he sat that night at supper in
Professor Romah’s lodging, Ada Graham beside him, of the

dastardly plot that was being hatched in an underground:

cellar to rob him of his freedom.

Professor Romah was in the best of humours; madame wog
beaming. For the news of the Witty One’s success had been
told them by the great Spangler himself. Another scurce of
congratulation was the success that had atbended  Lanetta, the
Gipsy Queen.” All day and all night the side-show had been
crowded by people eager to have their fortunes told; and
though Ada had been terribly nervous, she had done splendidly.

‘What a happy party they were, and how they laughed when

Will gave them a comic description of his encounter with Foe

Grix, the giant clown ! s
They little knew of the dark shadows that were looming im
the distance.

CHAPTER XIV.
SLEUTH SLYMER HAS HIS FORTUNE TOLD.

“I gay, Ads,” said Will on the following morning, as he
peeped into the Gipsy Queen’s tent, “ the professor tells me
we shall stay in Nottingham over Sunday. I've been thinking
it would be jolly to go over Nottingham Castle. There are &
lot of secret passages and interesting things to see. We might
mako o day of it. Would you like to?”

“Yes; 1 shculd love to.”

“ All right, that’s & bargain.”

And Will darted off agum, for the great organ was begine
ning to roll out its brazen notes, and people were crowding
round the steps of the show. He did not notice the carroty-
haired man who was standing outside Laretta’s tent, pretending
to read the flaming placards.

“ Now then, sir, why stay outside, when, for the trifling sum
of sixpence, Lanetta, the peerless Gipsy Queen, the revealer
of the future, the discloser of the past, awaits you within? Step
ingide, sir; step inside. If you are not satisfied, your money
will be returned.”

Tommy Perch, the orator, had been especially told off by
Professor Romah to stand outside Lanette’s tent, and he had
tumed a flow of eloquence upon the disguised Sleuth Slymer.

“Now, sir,” cried 'Tommy, “remember the old adage. ‘He
who hesitates is lost.” You won’t begrudge the sixpence. Come
mlong, sir. Napoleon himself, the conqueror of empires, was
not ashamed to have his fortune told, why should you? Step
inside, sir.”’ 2

Sleuth Slymer, inwardly determining to put down that six-
pence to Copples as an extra expense, stepped imside. It
was not because he had the slightest wish to have his fortune
told, but Lanetta, the Gipsy Queen, was one of Romah's party,
end he might gain some useful information about Will.

Ada, sitting in her fantastic dress at a small table, did not
iike the appearance of the red-haired stranger, who stepped
insgide and sat down with what was meant to be a fascinating
smile. Shs noticed, too, that he wus staring at her from under
his bushy eyebrows. . S

“You must give me s nice forbune, my dear,” he said.
“T'r only & poor man, and I want to learn if wealth is coming
to me. Dear, dear! but do you know I fancy I've seen youx
face somewhere before? Now, where could it have been?”

Ada was growing nervous under the scrutiny of the ferret-
like eyes. She looked at the man again. She was positive ghe
had not seen him before. Then the thought flashed through
her brain that possibly he was someone employed by her
guardian to search for her, and she shivered. The thought of
going back to that weird house where she had lived in daily
terror still haunted her.

“J have been to many places,” answered Ada, rather ner-
vously. ‘““ Will you have your fortune told by .your hand or
by the cards?”

“ By the cards, please. Were you ever at Oldham?”’

Ada started, then she recovered herself. :

“Oh, yes! I was thece with Professor Romah at the fair.”

Then she quickly spread cut the cards, for she was anxious
ko change the subject.

 Well, my dear, is there a lot of money coming to me?’

Nosw, a8 a matter of fact, Ada did not believe in her own
fortune-telling. She had originally taken up the subject as an
amusement;, to pass away dull time. But as she looked at the
cards, she shuddered.

“T—I don’t think I'd better tell you! It's horrible!’

“Ts there no money coming to me?’ said Sleuth Slymer,
pretending to be disappoi 5

‘“Oh, yes,” said Ada, with a strained voice, * there's money—
& lot of money coming to you; but—but—-"

“Well, my dear—well, I'm getting impatient |’

WRITE AND TELL THE EDITOR WHAT YOU THINK OF THIS SERIAL.



16 THE “UNION JACK” LIBRARY.

 But there’s blood upon it!”

Bleuth Slymer gave a little start,

“Ts there anything else?”’

“Yes; you are hunting for someone, and there is another
iperson who is controlling you—an old man.”

Sleuth Slymer started more violently. He had not the
elightest belief in the cards; but the Gipsy Queen was un-
ploasantly near the truth. :

5 “Thank yovu, my dear,” he said, putting down his sixpence ;

that'll do for to-day.

“That’'s funny!” he muttered uneasily as he moved away.
‘She was speaking the truth. Does she know something, or
was it only chance?! And yet I lmow I've seen her before,
or someone very like her, in Oldham.”

Then he stopped and scratched his head.

“Yes—no—it can’t be! She was fair, and this one’s dark ;
and yot the features are the same. Besides, Copples wouldn’s
leb her get out of his clutches; she’s worth too much to him.
And yet she mighft have run away, and there are such things
@8 hair-dye and face-stain. My goodness! if it should turn out
to be Copples’s ward, and I could only get hold of her, I'd
make as much money out of her as I'm going to make oub of
bhat young clown "

“I only wish,” continued Sleuth Slymer, “I could be in
two places at the same time—here and Oldham. Well, Goose
Fair and Will Wynn won’t be running away, so I think I'll pop
over and see Copples, and get back again by to-night. There
are soveral things I want to find out; besides, expenses have
been very heavy, and I should like a little on account.”’

And o, Sleuth Slymer, intent on bleeding and pumping
Copples, made his way from the market-place, already humming
and bubbling with humanity, towards the railway station.

Never, perhaps, had Professor Romah done better business
than he did on that day. Hundreds flocked into the temple.

Ada Graham, in her little tent, had scarcely a moment to
herself. And she was so sweet and tactful that more than one
youth who went into the tent to have his fortune told came out
with fluttering heart—to dream that night of love.

All through the day the Witty one had clowned it right
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merrily on the platform. During the few moments he was ab
rest, his mind was busy planning out new business and jokes
for his turn at the circus. He wag one of those go-ahead little
fellows, who did not believe in standing still. It was during
one of these rests that Sharp trotted up to him, and greeted
him by placing one paw on his knee, and thrusting his cold nose
into his hand.

T wonder,” thought Will, ““if they would let me take Sharp
into the ring. I'm sure I could train him to do lcts of funny

ings.”’

Aggl Will determined to ask Lord Spangler’s permission that
very evening. i

Joe Grix was in a worse humour than usual. He had arisen
in the morning with a violent headache, the result of the deep
libations of the night before. To cure his headache he had
started to drink again, with the result that by the evening he
was more or less in an intoxicated state. Some men, under the
influence of drink, become boisterous and jovial. Grix becams
morose and savage. 3 >

Witty Will had arrived at the circus, and was ohanging in
the dressing-tent, when Jim Butler stepped inside. ;

“ Good-evening, laddie,” he said, with a friendly nod. “I
wanted to catch you before you went on to give you a word of
advice. Grix is in drink, and is in as nasty a mood as I've ever
seen him. He’s been cursing and grumbling about the place
all day, and I can see the guv’'nor’s mighty wild with him.
Look here, laddie, do your business the same as last night; but
don’t let him get too close to you. I know the man, and if he
got hold of you in his present mood, he might give you a nasty
squeeze; he’s got a grip like a bear!”

“Thank you for warning me,” said Will; “but I'm not
afraid of him.”

“I don’t suppose you are,” said Jim Butler, secretly ad-
miring the lad's pluck; ‘“but you're only a youngster, and
Grix stands six-foot-thres, and measures forty-seven inches round
the chest.” :

A few minutes later Will, in all the glory of his war-paint,
and with a merry ‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” somersaulted into
the ring.

(Z'0 be continued in next Friday's UNIOR JACK.)
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As I have already told you, a splendid new competition starts
next week’s UnioN JAOR. Now, please, don’t forget it, and
in the second week of the competition find you cannot buy the
number of the week before for love or moeney.

The competition is so good, and the prizes are so many, that
I am fully expecting a record entrance for it. The first prize
is £5. What a nice lot of things you could buy with five
golden govereigns, and why should you not win it instead of

ones, or Smith, or Robinson? %5 is not bad pay for amusing
yourself, is it? Besides, if you are not the best man, there
are many other prizes, and you will get one of those if you try
hard enough. You cun get anyone to help you; or two readers
can work together and divide the prize. We make mo restric-
tions whatever.

You may rely, too, on the UNioN JAOK’S prizes being good,
and exactly what are offered.

Remember, the first set of pictures appear next Friday in
this paper. All you will have to do will be to name the
coun'iries that the people shown in the pictures belong to.

Before I turn to other matters I would like to remind readers
that this week No. 1 of our new journal, the ‘ Girls’ Best
F'riend ” appears. You may have seen No. 1 by this time, ag
tha “Girls’ Best Friend” comes out in advance of the UNIow
JAOE. Those who have not seen it may take my word for ib
that the journal will come as a big surprise to them. T can
honestly say that it is in every respect original. But I would
advise all my readers to buy No. 1, and see for themselves.
Ask for the new halfpenny journal, the  Girls’ Best Friend.”

The Editor’s Chat
with his Readers,

“P. B.” sends me the following letter:
“ Birkenhead, Cheshire.

“Dear Editor,—I have been a reader of your remarkabls
paper since the first copy came out. If I might make a sug-
gestion, I should be glad if you would make the Spanish buil-
fight a subject for one of your stories in the Uxion Jack. I
am sure a tale of that kind would please a great many.—I ra-
main, yours very truly, P.B.X

I may tell “P. B.” that I have a story of the class he asks
for on hand, and it will be published shortly. I am very glad
he wrote to me, though, as I want to please you all. If any of
you like any particular kind of story, or dislike anything in the
UnioN JACEK, write and tell me 8o at once.

.
T et =

Just & word of warning.

From time to time you will find in this paper loose leaflets
advertising other halfpenny papers. The papers advertised in
this way I may tell you have absolutely no connection with this.
Newsagents are prevailed upon by the managers of the papers
advertised to insert them in our papers in the hopes of stealing
some of our readers. It is a mean tfrick, ard I only wish I
oould prevent it.

Do you like “ Witty Will Wynn”’? Why don’t some of you
write and tell me? Don’t be afraid to grumble if you have
anything to grumble at. I like to hear from you, and only by
your letters of praige or criticism can we hope to satisfy the
majority, for i is quite impossible to please all,
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CHEQUES i GLEVER WORKERS

Thousanas of Pounds to be paid away to the Public by Cheques on our Bankers.

To Purchasers of Forks solving the following:

1. SLLA LLEW TAHT SDNE LLEW,
2. A DRIB NI EHT DNAH SI HTROW OWT NI EHT HSUB.
3. STI NA LLI DNIW TAHT SWOLB YDOBON YNA DOOG.

A Cheque will besent to every purchaser of our wonderful Nickel Silver Forks who soives ONE
PROVERRB. besides an offer whereby a £2 Silver Watch can be obiained FOR NOTHING.

A larger Cheque to every purchiser who solves TWO PROVERBS. bssides an oiler, &,

For THREE PROVERBS a still larger Cheque, &e.

DIRECTIONS. —Re-arsangs t0 represent weli-known Proverbs as tmny ol the above {ines as
Forks, or 846 for s dozen. The Forks are fuli-size Table Forks, and we guarantee themn fuily equsd in wear and appearance 0 solid Sterling Silver
ilhill m:;ked. a3 they-ave actuaily 1fa d trom Solid Eaglish-Nicke! Silver. Also enclose a staniped, dirceted euvelope 16T Us $0° Post you yOur
sheque if correct:

f it tnkes £5.000 to-pay the Prizes we will pay it cheerfully. On the other hand, it may not take £1,000 to pay the Prives, All depends on-the

mber of suco 1 e ts, and the ber of cheques and the of each which we must send, according to -our promise in this adver-

Yisement. Thereis uo chance, oo lostery. Fach successful contestant will receive = sure and vertain Cash Prize by cheque, a3 well as the Free Bilver
Watch ofer mentioned above.

We have s Capital and Reserve Fund amcuutiag to £87,500, and the whole of our forces are directed to-the production of these hivh-clase Forks
{0 meet the demand we anticipate for our marvellous Silver. This offerds-goad for 30 days from the-date-of this paper.. The chejmes forthe Frizce
¥ will belorwarded-inunsdintely, with the Forks ordered, ind ived
‘The Result of surisst Prize Distribution -was asfoliows: : )
A Cheque for £10wasposted {03 A. Turner; Euy. (son -0t the Premierof British Columbla), $8;Qusen Victoris Steest, Londen: EO.
A Cheque for 4 was posted toBGhnrles Bailey, Imperinl Hotel,-ifracombe. = E
A Cheque for £10 1o Officers Mess; Srd-Field Battery, Royal Artillery, per Messrs. #. 8. King & Co., Pall Mall, L
shequos fron-£51e £1 sach.—Address:

WATCHMAKERS ALLIANCE, LTD,
184, OXFORD STREET, LONDON.

Incorporated according to Act of Parliament. Capital £90,000; Reserve Fund, £7,500.

A WATCH AND CHAIN FOR
FIVE SHILLINGS.

In order to introdure our Egyntian Gold Jewellery to the notice of the readers of thig-J. ournal, ws intend, on
payent-of 2/6 extra, PRESENTING ONE QF OUR CELEBRATED FEARLESS WATCHES, guaranteed
Good Timekeeper, as shown in Engraviug, to Every Purchaser of One of QOur Goin Chains, wihich for wear and
appearance equal one costing £10. We are receiving hundreds of unselicited tostimonials, Intending purchasers
should Send at Gnce in order to Secure this Wondesfal Gift. Seut, cariage paid, on receipt of Postal Order or
Swamps for 5s. 6d. ; two post free, 108: 6d. ; Locket or Seal Charm, 1s. exten.

GHAIN

With Cent's Watsh,
26 exira.
With lady’s Watch,
3,/6 extra.

ean, and sncloss wit.,h‘it 48 for one tali-dogen

1y

Ay TECOVEUs

don; and s

:

NOTICE,
This Watch
cannot be had
without the
Chain,

READ THESEZ TESTIMONIALS; HUNDREDS RECEIVED DAILY.

** London,. N., May 9th, 1896. —Dear Sir, I received my parcel this morniag, with which T'could not tell
pleased T was—to say tire least, I wasimmensely pieased: 1 havealready sold the Geut’s' Albert for 5s.;
the mouey. Plenseadd this to yourtestimonials, as I am so satisfied with them.—I remain, your traly

you how
and have gob

v
3

R €. H. Woons?

reatest satisfaction, and wish you to forward -me ons of
%bodsem Hignet-Ring at 25 9d- 1 enclose tho sum of ds.-

: L €
277, STRAND,

—Yoursbruly, Mc.J. E. Stovs?

AEXAN 8 CO., :
ONDON, W.G. ANear New Law Courts.)

“othaF

¢ Sarscen’s Head, near Holbesch, Lincolnshires—Dear Sir,—T huve recelved the Watch and Lhain - with £he.
r ‘Wedding Rings at 1z, 8d., .and oas Gentla: Massive
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