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			Out of Paradise

			If I must tell more tales of Raf­fles, I can but back to our ear­li­est days to­geth­er, and fill in the blanks left by dis­cre­tion in ex­ist­ing an­nals. In so do­ing I may in­deed fill some small part of an in­fin­ite­ly greater blank, across which you may con­ceive me to have stretched my can­vas for the first frank por­trait of my friend. The whole truth can­not harm him now. I shall paint in ev­ery wart. Raf­fles was a vil­lain, when all is writ­ten; it is no ser­vice to his mem­o­ry to glaze the fact; yet I have done so my­self be­fore to­day. I have omit­ted whole heinous episodes. I have dwelt un­du­ly on the re­deem­ing side. And this I may do again, blind­ed even as I write by the gal­lant glam­our that made my vil­lain more to me than any hero. But at least there shall be no more reser­va­tions, and as an earnest I shall make no fur­ther se­cret of the great­est wrong that even Raf­fles ev­er did me.

			I pick my words with care and pain, loy­al as I still would be to my friend, and yet re­mem­ber­ing as I must those Ides of March when he led me blind­fold in­to temp­ta­tion and crime. That was an ug­ly of­fice, if you will. It was a moral bagatelle to the treach­er­ous trick he was to play me a few weeks lat­er. The sec­ond of­fence, on the oth­er hand, was to prove the less se­ri­ous of the two against so­ci­ety, and might in it­self have been pub­lished to the world years ago. There have been pri­vate rea­sons for my ret­i­cence. The af­fair was not on­ly too in­ti­mate­ly mine, and too dis­cred­itable to Raf­fles. One oth­er was in­volved in it, one dear­er to me than Raf­fles him­self, one whose name shall not even now be sul­lied by as­so­ci­a­tion with ours.

			Suf­fice it that I had been en­gaged to her be­fore that mad March deed. True, her peo­ple called it “an un­der­stand­ing,” and frowned even up­on that, as well they might. But their au­thor­i­ty was not di­rect; we bowed to it as an act of politic grace; be­tween us, all was well but my un­wor­thi­ness. That may be gauged when I con­fess that this was how the mat­ter stood on the night I gave a worth­less check for my loss­es at bac­carat, and af­ter­ward turned to Raf­fles in my need. Even af­ter that I saw her some­times. But I let her guess that there was more up­on my soul than she must ev­er share, and at last I had writ­ten to end it all. I re­mem­ber that week so well! It was the close of such a May as we had nev­er had since, and I was too mis­er­able even to fol­low the heavy scor­ing in the pa­pers. Raf­fles was the on­ly man who could get a wick­et up at Lord’s, and I nev­er once went to see him play. Against York­shire, how­ev­er, he helped him­self to a hun­dred runs as well; and that brought Raf­fles round to me, on his way home to the Al­bany.

			“We must dine and cel­e­brate the rare event,” said he. “A cen­tu­ry takes it out of one at my time of life; and you, Bun­ny, you look quite as much in need of your end of a wor­thy bot­tle. Sup­pose we make it the Café Roy­al, and eight sharp? I’ll be there first to fix up the ta­ble and the wine.”

			And at the Café Roy­al I in­con­ti­nent­ly told him of the trou­ble I was in. It was the first he had ev­er heard of my af­fair, and I told him all, though not be­fore our bot­tle had been suc­ceed­ed by a pint of the same ex­em­plary brand. Raf­fles heard me out with grave at­ten­tion. His sym­pa­thy was the more grate­ful for the tact­ful brevi­ty with which it was in­di­cat­ed rather than ex­pressed. He on­ly wished that I had told him of this com­pli­ca­tion in the be­gin­ning; as I had not, he agreed with me that the on­ly course was a can­did and com­plete re­nun­ci­a­tion. It was not as though my di­vin­i­ty had a pen­ny of her own, or I could earn an hon­est one. I had ex­plained to Raf­fles that she was an or­phan, who spent most of her time with an aris­to­crat­ic aunt in the coun­try, and the re­main­der un­der the re­pres­sive roof of a pompous politi­cian in Palace Gar­dens. The aunt had, I be­lieved, still a sneak­ing soft­ness for me, but her il­lus­tri­ous broth­er had set his face against me from the first.

			“Hec­tor Car­ruthers!” mur­mured Raf­fles, re­peat­ing the de­test­ed name with his clear, cold eye on mine. “I sup­pose you haven’t seen much of him?”

			“Not a thing for ages,” I replied. “I was at the house two or three days last year, but they’ve nei­ther asked me since nor been at home to me when I’ve called. The old beast seems a judge of men.”

			And I laughed bit­ter­ly in my glass.

			“Nice house?” said Raf­fles, glanc­ing at him­self in his sil­ver cig­a­rette-case.

			“Top shelf,” said I. “You know the hous­es in Palace Gar­dens, don’t you?”

			“Not so well as I should like to know them, Bun­ny.”

			“Well, it’s about the most pala­tial of the lot. The old ruf­fi­an is as rich as Croe­sus. It’s a coun­try-place in town.”

			“What about the win­dow-fas­ten­ings?” asked Raf­fles ca­su­al­ly.

			I re­coiled from the open cig­a­rette-case that he prof­fered as he spoke. Our eyes met; and in his there was that star­ry twin­kle of mirth and mis­chief, that sun­ny beam of au­da­cious dev­il­ment, which had been my un­do­ing two months be­fore, which was to un­do me as of­ten as he chose un­til the chap­ter’s end. Yet for once I with­stood its glam­our; for once I turned aside that lu­mi­nous glance with front of steel. There was no need for Raf­fles to voice his plans. I read them all be­tween the strong lines of his smil­ing, ea­ger face. And I pushed back my chair in the equal ea­ger­ness of my own re­solve.

			“Not if I know it!” said I. “A house I’ve dined in—a house I’ve seen her in—a house where she stays by the month to­geth­er! Don’t put it in­to words, Raf­fles, or I’ll get up and go.”

			“You mustn’t do that be­fore the cof­fee and liqueur,” said Raf­fles laugh­ing. “Have a small Sul­li­van first: it’s the roy­al road to a cigar. And now let me ob­serve that your scru­ples would do you hon­or if old Car­ruthers still lived in the house in ques­tion.”

			“Do you mean to say he doesn’t?”

			Raf­fles struck a match, and hand­ed it first to me. “I mean to say, my dear Bun­ny, that Palace Gar­dens knows the very name no more. You be­gan by telling me you had heard noth­ing of these peo­ple all this year. That’s quite enough to ac­count for our lit­tle mis­un­der­stand­ing. I was think­ing of the house, and you were think­ing of the peo­ple in the house.”

			“But who are they, Raf­fles? Who has tak­en the house, if old Car­ruthers has moved, and how do you know that it is still worth a vis­it?”

			“In an­swer to your first ques­tion—Lord Lochmaben,” replied Raf­fles, blow­ing bracelets of smoke to­ward the ceil­ing. “You look as though you had nev­er heard of him; but as the crick­et and rac­ing are the on­ly part of your pa­per that you con­de­scend to read, you can’t be ex­pect­ed to keep track of all the peers cre­at­ed in your time. Your oth­er ques­tion is not worth an­swer­ing. How do you sup­pose that I know these things? It’s my busi­ness to get to know them, and that’s all there is to it. As a mat­ter of fact, La­dy Lochmaben has just as good di­a­monds as Mrs. Car­ruthers ev­er had; and the chances are that she keeps them where Mrs. Car­ruthers kept hers, if you could en­light­en me on that point.”

			As it hap­pened, I could, since I knew from his niece that it was one on which Mr. Car­ruthers had been a fad­dist in his time. He had made quite a study of the cracks­man’s craft, in a re­solve to cir­cum­vent it with his own. I re­mem­bered my­self how the ground-floor win­dows were elab­o­rate­ly bolt­ed and shut­tered, and how the doors of all the rooms open­ing up­on the square in­ner hall were fit­ted with ex­tra Yale locks, at an un­like­ly height, not to be dis­cov­ered by one with­in the room. It had been the but­ler’s busi­ness to turn and to col­lect all these keys be­fore re­tir­ing for the night. But the key of the safe in the study was sup­posed to be in the jeal­ous keep­ing of the mas­ter of the house him­self. That safe was in its turn so in­ge­nious­ly hid­den that I nev­er should have found it for my­self. I well re­mem­ber how one who showed it to me (in the in­no­cence of her heart) laughed as she as­sured me that even her lit­tle trin­kets were solemn­ly locked up in it ev­ery night. It had been let in­to the wall be­hind one end of the book­case, ex­press­ly to pre­serve the bar­bar­ic splen­dor of Mrs. Car­ruthers; with­out a doubt these Lochmabens would use it for the same pur­pose; and in the al­tered cir­cum­stances I had no hes­i­ta­tion in giv­ing Raf­fles all the in­for­ma­tion he de­sired. I even drew him a rough plan of the ground-floor on the back of my menu-card.

			“It was rather clever of you to no­tice the kind of locks on the in­ner doors,” he re­marked as he put it in his pock­et. “I sup­pose you don’t re­mem­ber if it was a Yale on the front door as well?”

			“It was not,” I was able to an­swer quite prompt­ly. “I hap­pen to know be­cause I once had the key when—when we went to a the­atre to­geth­er.”

			“Thank you, old chap,” said Raf­fles sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly. “That’s all I shall want from you, Bun­ny, my boy. There’s no night like tonight!”

			It was one of his say­ings when bent up­on his worst. I looked at him aghast. Our cigars were just in blast, yet al­ready he was sig­nalling for his bill. It was im­pos­si­ble to re­mon­strate with him un­til we were both out­side in the street.

			“I’m com­ing with you,” said I, run­ning my arm through his.

			“Non­sense, Bun­ny!”

			“Why is it non­sense? I know ev­ery inch of the ground, and since the house has changed hands I have no com­punc­tion. Be­sides, ‘I have been there’ in the oth­er sense as well: once a thief, you know! In for a pen­ny, in for a pound!”

			It was ev­er my mood when the blood was up. But my old friend failed to ap­pre­ci­ate the char­ac­ter­is­tic as he usu­al­ly did. We crossed Re­gent Street in si­lence. I had to catch his sleeve to keep a hand in his in­hos­pitable arm.

			“I re­al­ly think you had bet­ter stay away,” said Raf­fles as we reached the oth­er curb. “I’ve no use for you this time.”

			“Yet I thought I had been so use­ful up to now?”

			“That may be, Bun­ny, but I tell you frankly I don’t want you tonight.”

			“Yet I know the ground and you don’t! I tell you what,” said I: “I’ll come just to show you the ropes, and I won’t take a pen­ny­weight of the swag.”

			Such was the teas­ing fash­ion in which he in­vari­ably pre­vailed up­on me; it was de­light­ful to note how it caused him to yield in his turn. But Raf­fles had the grace to give in with a laugh, where­as I too of­ten lost my tem­per with my point.

			“You lit­tle rab­bit!” he chuck­led. “You shall have your share, whether you come or not; but, se­ri­ous­ly, don’t you think you might re­mem­ber the girl?”

			“What’s the use?” I groaned. “You agree there is noth­ing for it but to give her up. I am glad to say that for my­self be­fore I asked you, and wrote to tell her so on Sun­day. Now it’s Wednes­day, and she hasn’t an­swered by line or sign. It’s wait­ing for one word from her that’s driv­ing me mad.”

			“Per­haps you wrote to Palace Gar­dens?”

			“No, I sent it to the coun­try. There’s been time for an an­swer, wher­ev­er she may be.”

			We had reached the Al­bany, and halt­ed with one ac­cord at the Pic­cadil­ly por­ti­co, red cigar to red cigar.

			“You wouldn’t like to go and see if the an­swer’s in your rooms?” he asked.

			“No. What’s the good? Where’s the point in giv­ing her up if I’m go­ing to straight­en out when it’s too late? It is too late, I have giv­en her up, and I am com­ing with you!”

			The hand that bowled the most puz­zling ball in Eng­land (once it found its length) de­scend­ed on my shoul­der with sur­pris­ing promp­ti­tude.

			“Very well, Bun­ny! That’s fin­ished; but your blood be on your own pate if evil comes of it. Mean­while we can’t do bet­ter than turn in here till you have fin­ished your cigar as it de­serves, and topped up with such a cup of tea as you must learn to like if you hope to get on in your new pro­fes­sion. And when the hours are small enough, Bun­ny, my boy, I don’t mind ad­mit­ting I shall be very glad to have you with me.”

			I have a vivid mem­o­ry of the in­ter­im in his rooms. I think it must have been the first and last of its kind that I was called up­on to sus­tain with so much knowl­edge of what lay be­fore me. I passed the time with one rest­less eye up­on the clock, and the oth­er on the Tan­ta­lus which Raf­fles ruth­less­ly de­clined to un­lock. He ad­mit­ted that it was like wait­ing with one’s pads on; and in my slen­der ex­pe­ri­ence of the game of which he was a world’s mas­ter, that was an or­deal not to be en­dured with­out a gen­er­al quak­ing of the in­ner man. I was, on the oth­er hand, all right when I got to the metaphor­i­cal wick­et; and half the sur­pris­es that Raf­fles sprung on me were doubt­less due to his ear­ly recog­ni­tion of the fact.

			On this oc­ca­sion I fell swift­ly and hope­less­ly out of love with the prospect I had so gra­tu­itous­ly em­braced. It was not on­ly my re­pug­nance to en­ter that house in that way, which grew up­on my bet­ter judg­ment as the ar­ti­fi­cial en­thu­si­asm of the evening evap­o­rat­ed from my veins. Strong as that re­pug­nance be­came, I had an even stronger feel­ing that we were em­bark­ing on an im­por­tant en­ter­prise far too much up­on the spur of the mo­ment. The lat­ter qualm I had the temer­i­ty to con­fess to Raf­fles; nor have I of­ten loved him more than when he freely ad­mit­ted it to be the most nat­u­ral feel­ing in the world. He as­sured me, how­ev­er, that he had had my La­dy Lochmaben and her jew­els in his mind for sev­er­al months; he had sat be­hind them at first nights; and long ago de­ter­mined what to take or to re­ject; in fine, he had on­ly been wait­ing for those topo­graph­i­cal de­tails which it had been my chance priv­i­lege to sup­ply. I now learned that he had nu­mer­ous hous­es in a sim­i­lar state up­on his list; some­thing or oth­er was want­ing in each case in or­der to com­plete his plans. In that of the Bond Street jew­eller it was a trusty ac­com­plice; in the present in­stance, a more in­ti­mate knowl­edge of the house. And last­ly, this was a Wednes­day night, when the tired leg­is­la­tor gets ear­ly to his bed.

			How I wish I could make the whole world see and hear him, and smell the smoke of his beloved Sul­li­van, as he took me in­to these, the se­crets of his in­fa­mous trade! Nei­ther look nor lan­guage would be­tray the in­famy. As a mere talk­er, I shall nev­er lis­ten to the like of Raf­fles on this side of the sod; and his talk was sel­dom gar­nished by an oath, nev­er in my re­mem­brance by the un­clean word. Then he looked like a man who had dressed to dine out, not like one who had long since dined; for his curly hair, though longer that an­oth­er’s, was nev­er un­tidy in its length; and these were the days when it was still as black as ink. Nor were there many lines as yet up­on the smooth and mo­bile face; and its frame was still that dear den of dis­or­der and good taste, with the carved book­case, the dress­er and chests of still old­er oak, and the Wattses and Ros­set­tis hung any­how on the walls.

			It must have been one o’clock be­fore we drove in a han­som as far as Kens­ing­ton Church, in­stead of get­ting down at the gates of our pri­vate road to ru­in. Con­sti­tu­tion­al­ly shy of the di­rect ap­proach, Raf­fles was fur­ther de­terred by a ball in full swing at the Em­press Rooms, whence po­ten­tial wit­ness­es were pour­ing be­tween dances in­to the cool de­sert­ed street. In­stead he led me a lit­tle way up Church Street, and so through the nar­row pas­sage in­to Palace Gar­dens. He knew the house as well as I did. We made our first sur­vey from the oth­er side of the road. And the house was not quite in dark­ness; there was a dim light over the door, a brighter one in the sta­bles, which stood still far­ther back from the road.

			“That’s a bit of a bore,” said Raf­fles. “The ladies have been out some­where—trust them to spoil the show! They would get to bed be­fore the sta­ble folk, but in­som­nia is the curse of their sex and our pro­fes­sion. Some­body’s not home yet; that will be the son of the house; but he’s a beau­ty, who may not come home at all.”

			“An­oth­er Al­ick Car­ruthers,” I mur­mured, re­call­ing the one I liked least of all the house­hold, as I re­mem­bered it.

			“They might be broth­ers,” re­joined Raf­fles, who knew all the loose fish about town. “Well, I’m not sure that I shall want you af­ter all, Bun­ny.”

			“Why not?”

			“If the front door’s on­ly on the latch, and you’re right about the lock, I shall walk in as though I were the son of the house my­self.”

			And he jin­gled the skele­ton bunch that he car­ried on a chain as hon­est men car­ry their latchkeys.

			“You for­get the in­ner doors and the safe.”

			“True. You might be use­ful to me there. But I still don’t like lead­ing you in where it isn’t ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary, Bun­ny.”

			“Then let me lead you,” I an­swered, and forth­with marched across the broad, se­clud­ed road, with the great hous­es stand­ing back on ei­ther side in their am­ple gar­dens, as though the one op­po­site be­longed to me. I thought Raf­fles had stayed be­hind, for I nev­er heard him at my heels, yet there he was when I turned round at the gate.

			“I must teach you the step,” he whis­pered, shak­ing his head. “You shouldn’t use your heel at all. Here’s a grass bor­der for you: walk it as you would the plank! Grav­el makes a noise, and flowerbeds tell a tale. Wait—I must car­ry you across this.”

			It was the sweep of the drive, and in the dim light from above the door, the soft grav­el, ploughed in­to ridges by the night’s wheels, threat­ened an alarm at ev­ery step. Yet Raf­fles, with me in his arms, crossed the zone of per­il soft­ly as the pard.

			“Shoes in your pock­et—that’s the beau­ty of pumps!” he whis­pered on the step; his light bunch tin­kled faint­ly; a cou­ple of keys he stooped and tried, with the touch of a hu­mane den­tist; the third let us in­to the porch. And as we stood to­geth­er on the mat, as he was grad­u­al­ly clos­ing the door, a clock with­in chimed a half-hour in fash­ion so thrilling­ly fa­mil­iar to me that I caught Raf­fles by the arm. My half-hours of hap­pi­ness had flown to just such chimes! I looked wild­ly about me in the dim light. Hat­stand and oak set­tee be­longed equal­ly to my past. And Raf­fles was smil­ing in my face as he held the door wide for my es­cape.

			“You told me a lie!” I gasped in whis­pers.

			“I did noth­ing of the sort,” he replied. “The fur­ni­ture’s the fur­ni­ture of Hec­tor Car­ruthers; but the house is the house of Lord Lochmaben. Look here!”

			He had stooped, and was smooth­ing out the dis­card­ed en­ve­lope of a tele­gram. “Lord Lochmaben,” I read in pen­cil by the dim light; and the case was plain to me on the spot. My friends had let their house, fur­nished, as any­body but Raf­fles would have ex­plained to me in the be­gin­ning.

			“All right,” I said. “Shut the door.”

			And he not on­ly shut it with­out a sound, but drew a bolt that might have been sheathed in rub­ber.

			In an­oth­er minute we were at work up­on the study-door, I with the tiny lantern and the bot­tle of rock-oil, he with the brace and the largest bit. The Yale lock he had giv­en up at a glance. It was placed high up in the door, feet above the han­dle, and the chain of holes with which Raf­fles had soon sur­round­ed it were bored on a lev­el with his eyes. Yet the clock in the hall chimed again, and two ring­ing strokes re­sound­ed through the silent house be­fore we gained ad­mit­tance to the room.

			Raf­fle’s next care was to muf­fle the bell on the shut­tered win­dow (with a silk hand­ker­chief from the hat­stand) and to pre­pare an emer­gen­cy ex­it by open­ing first the shut­ters and then the win­dow it­self. Luck­i­ly it was a still night, and very lit­tle wind came in to em­bar­rass us. He then be­gan op­er­a­tions on the safe, re­vealed by me be­hind its fold­ing screen of books, while I stood sen­try on the thresh­old. I may have stood there for a dozen min­utes, lis­ten­ing to the loud hall clock and to the gen­tle den­tistry of Raf­fles in the mouth of the safe be­hind me, when a third sound thrilled my ev­ery nerve. It was the equal­ly cau­tious open­ing of a door in the gallery over­head.

			I moist­ened my lips to whis­per a word of warn­ing to Raf­fles. But his ears had been as quick as mine, and some­thing longer. His lantern dark­ened as I turned my head; next mo­ment I felt his breath up­on the back of my neck. It was now too late even for a whis­per, and quite out of the ques­tion to close the mu­ti­lat­ed door. There we could on­ly stand, I on the thresh­old, Raf­fles at my el­bow, while one car­ry­ing a can­dle crept down the stairs.

			The study-door was at right an­gles to the low­est flight, and just to the right of one alight­ing in the hall. It was thus im­pos­si­ble for us to see who it was un­til the per­son was close abreast of us; but by the rus­tle of the gown we knew that it was one of the ladies, and dressed just as she had come from the­atre or ball. In­sen­si­bly I drew back as the can­dle swam in­to our field of vi­sion: it had not tra­versed many inch­es when a hand was clapped firm­ly but silent­ly across my mouth.

			I could for­give Raf­fles for that, at any rate! In an­oth­er breath I should have cried aloud: for the girl with the can­dle, the girl in her ball-dress, at dead of night, the girl with the let­ter for the post, was the last girl on God’s wide earth whom I should have cho­sen thus to en­counter—a mid­night in­trud­er in the very house where I had been re­luc­tant­ly re­ceived on her ac­count!

			I for­got Raf­fles. I for­got the new and un­for­giv­able grudge I had against him now. I for­got his very hand across my mouth, even be­fore he paid me the com­pli­ment of re­mov­ing it. There was the on­ly girl in all the world: I had eyes and brains for no one and for noth­ing else. She had nei­ther seen nor heard us, had looked nei­ther to the right hand nor the left. But a small oak ta­ble stood on the op­po­site side of the hall; it was to this ta­ble that she went. On it was one of those box­es in which one puts one’s let­ters for the post; and she stooped to read by her can­dle the times at which this box was cleared.

			The loud clock ticked and ticked. She was stand­ing at her full height now, her can­dle on the ta­ble, her let­ter in both hands, and in her down­cast face a sweet and piti­ful per­plex­i­ty that drew the tears to my eyes. Through a film I saw her open the en­ve­lope so late­ly sealed and read her let­ter once more, as though she would have al­tered it a lit­tle at the last. It was too late for that; but of a sud­den she plucked a rose from her bo­som, and was press­ing it in with her let­ter when I groaned aloud.

			How could I help it? The let­ter was for me: of that I was as sure as though I had been look­ing over her shoul­der. She was as true as tem­pered steel; there were not two of us to whom she wrote and sent ros­es at dead of night. It was her one chance of writ­ing to me. None would know that she had writ­ten. And she cared enough to soft­en the re­proach­es I had rich­ly earned, with a red rose warm from her own warm heart. And there, and there was I, a com­mon thief who had bro­ken in to steal! Yet I was un­aware that I had ut­tered a sound un­til she looked up, star­tled, and the hands be­hind me pinned me where I stood.

			I think she must have seen us, even in the dim light of the soli­tary can­dle. Yet not a sound es­caped her as she peered coura­geous­ly in our di­rec­tion; nei­ther did one of us move; but the hall clock went on and on, ev­ery tick like the beat of a drum to bring the house about our ears, un­til a minute must have passed as in some breath­less dream. And then came the awak­en­ing—with such a knock­ing and a ring­ing at the front door as brought all three of us to our sens­es on the spot.

			“The son of the house!” whis­pered Raf­fles in my ear, as he dragged me back to the win­dow he had left open for our es­cape. But as he leaped out first a sharp cry stopped me at the sill. “Get back! Get back! We’re trapped!” he cried; and in the sin­gle sec­ond that I stood there, I saw him fell one of­fi­cer to the ground, and dart across the lawn with an­oth­er at his heels. A third came run­ning up to the win­dow. What could I do but dou­ble back in­to the house? And there in the hall I met my lost love face to face.

			Till that mo­ment she had not rec­og­nized me. I ran to catch her as she all but fell. And my touch re­pelled her in­to life, so that she shook me off, and stood gasp­ing: “You, of all men! You, of all men!” un­til I could bear it no more, but broke again for the study-win­dow. “Not that way—not that way!” she cried in an agony at that. Her hands were up­on me now. “In there, in there,” she whis­pered, point­ing and pulling me to a mere cup­board un­der the stairs, where hats and coats were hung; and it was she who shut the door on me with a sob.

			Doors were al­ready open­ing over­head, voic­es call­ing, voic­es an­swer­ing, the alarm run­ning like wild­fire from room to room. Soft feet pat­tered in the gallery and down the stairs about my very ears. I do not know what made me put on my own shoes as I heard them, but I think that I was ready and even long­ing to walk out and give my­self up. I need not say what and who it was that alone re­strained me. I heard her name. I heard them cry­ing to her as though she had faint­ed. I rec­og­nized the de­test­ed voice of my bête noire, Al­ick Car­ruthers, thick as might be ex­pect­ed of the dis­si­pat­ed dog, yet dar­ing to stut­ter out her name. And then I heard, with­out catch­ing, her low re­ply; it was in an­swer to the some­what stern ques­tion­ing of quite an­oth­er voice; and from what fol­lowed I knew that she had nev­er faint­ed at all.

			“Up­stairs, miss, did he? Are you sure?”

			I did not hear her an­swer. I con­ceive her as sim­ply point­ing up the stairs. In any case, about my very ears once more, there now fol­lowed such a pat­ter and tramp of bare and boot­ed feet as re­newed in me a base fear for my own skin. But voic­es and feet passed over my head, went up and up, high­er and high­er; and I was won­der­ing whether or not to make a dash for it, when one light pair came run­ning down again, and in very de­spair I marched out to meet my pre­serv­er, look­ing as lit­tle as I could like the ab­ject thing I felt.

			“Be quick!” she cried in a harsh whis­per, and point­ed peremp­to­ri­ly to the porch.

			But I stood stub­born­ly be­fore her, my heart hard­ened by her hard­ness, and per­verse­ly in­dif­fer­ent to all else. And as I stood I saw the let­ter she had writ­ten, in the hand with which she point­ed, crushed in­to a ball.

			“Quick­ly!” She stamped her foot. “Quick­ly—if you ev­er cared!”

			This in a whis­per, with­out bit­ter­ness, with­out con­tempt, but with a sud­den wild en­treaty that breathed up­on the dy­ing em­bers of my poor man­hood. I drew my­self to­geth­er for the last time in her sight. I turned, and left her as she wished—for her sake, not for mine. And as I went I heard her tear­ing her let­ter in­to lit­tle pieces, and the lit­tle pieces fall­ing on the floor.

			Then I re­mem­bered Raf­fles, and could have killed him for what he had done. Doubt­less by this time he was safe and snug in the Al­bany: what did my fate mat­ter to him? Nev­er mind; this should be the end be­tween him and me as well; it was the end of ev­ery­thing, this dark night’s work! I would go and tell him so. I would jump in­to a cab and drive there and then to his ac­cursed rooms. But first I must es­cape from the trap in which he had been so ready to leave me. And on the very steps I drew back in de­spair. They were search­ing the shrub­beries be­tween the drive and the road; a po­lice­man’s lantern kept flash­ing in and out among the lau­rels, while a young man in evening-clothes di­rect­ed him from the grav­el sweep. It was this young man whom I must dodge, but at my first step in the grav­el he wheeled round, and it was Raf­fles him­self.

			“Hul­loa!” he cried. “So you’ve come up to join the dance as well! Had a look in­side, have you? You’ll be bet­ter em­ployed in help­ing to draw the cov­er in front here. It’s all right, of­fi­cer—on­ly an­oth­er gen­tle­man from the Em­press Rooms.”

			And we made a brave show of as­sist­ing in the fu­tile search, un­til the ar­rival of more po­lice, and a broad hint from an ir­ri­ta­ble sergeant, gave us an ex­cel­lent ex­cuse for go­ing off arm-in-arm. But it was Raf­fles who had thrust his arm through mine. I shook him off as we left the scene of shame be­hind.

			“My dear Bun­ny!” he ex­claimed. “Do you know what brought me back?”

			I an­swered sav­age­ly that I nei­ther knew nor cared.

			“I had the very dev­il of a squeak for it,” he went on. “I did the hur­dles over two or three gar­den-walls, but so did the fly­er who was on my tracks, and he drove me back in­to the straight and down to High Street like any lamp­lighter. If he had on­ly had the breath to sing out it would have been all up with me then; as it was I pulled off my coat the mo­ment I was round the cor­ner, and took a tick­et for it at the Em­press Rooms.”

			“I sup­pose you had one for the dance that was go­ing on,” I growled. Nor would it have been a co­in­ci­dence for Raf­fles to have had a tick­et for that or any oth­er en­ter­tain­ment of the Lon­don sea­son.

			“I nev­er asked what the dance was,” he re­turned. “I mere­ly took the op­por­tu­ni­ty of re­vis­ing my toi­let, and get­ting rid of that rather dis­tinc­tive over­coat, which I shall call for now. They’re not too par­tic­u­lar at such stages of such pro­ceed­ings, but I’ve no doubt I should have seen some­one I knew if I had none right in. I might even have had a turn, if on­ly I had been less un­easy about you, Bun­ny.”

			“It was like you to come back to help me out,” said I. “But to lie to me, and to in­vei­gle me with your lies in­to that house of all hous­es—that was not like you, Raf­fles—and I nev­er shall for­give it or you!”

			Raf­fles took my arm again. We were near the High Street gates of Palace Gar­dens, and I was too mis­er­able to re­sist an ad­vance which I meant nev­er to give him an op­por­tu­ni­ty to re­peat.

			“Come, come, Bun­ny, there wasn’t much in­vei­gling about it,” said he. “I did my lev­el best to leave you be­hind, but you wouldn’t lis­ten to me.”

			“If you had told me the truth I should have lis­tened fast enough,” I re­tort­ed. “But what’s the use of talk­ing? You can boast of your own ad­ven­tures af­ter you bolt­ed. You don’t care what hap­pened to me.”

			“I cared so much that I came back to see.”

			“You might have spared your­self the trou­ble! The wrong had been done. Raf­fles—Raf­fles—don’t you know who she was?”

			It was my hand that gripped his arm once more.

			“I guessed,” he an­swered, grave­ly enough even for me.

			“It was she who saved me, not you,” I said. “And that is the bit­ter­est part of all!”

			Yet I told him that part with a strange sad pride in her whom I had lost—through him—for­ev­er. As I end­ed we turned in­to High Street; in the pre­vail­ing still­ness, the faint strains of the band reached us from the Em­press Rooms; and I hailed a crawl­ing han­som as Raf­fles turned that way.

			“Bun­ny,” said he, “it’s no use say­ing I’m sor­ry. Sor­row adds in­sult in a case like this—if ev­er there was or will be such an­oth­er! On­ly be­lieve me, Bun­ny, when I swear to you that I had not the small­est shad­ow of a sus­pi­cion that she was in the house.”

			And in my heart of hearts I did be­lieve him; but I could not bring my­self to say the words.

			“You told me your­self that you had writ­ten to her in the coun­try,” he pur­sued.

			“And that let­ter!” I re­joined, in a fresh wave of bit­ter­ness: “that let­ter she had writ­ten at dead of night, and stolen down to post, it was the one I have been wait­ing for all these days! I should have got it to­mor­row. Now I shall nev­er get it, nev­er hear from her again, nor have an­oth­er chance in this world or in the next. I don’t say it was all your fault. You no more knew that she was there than I did. But you told me a de­lib­er­ate lie about her peo­ple, and that I nev­er shall for­give.”

			I spoke as ve­he­ment­ly as I could un­der my breath. The han­som was wait­ing at the curb.

			“I can say no more than I have said,” re­turned Raf­fles with a shrug. “Lie or no lie, I didn’t tell it to bring you with me, but to get you to give me cer­tain in­for­ma­tion with­out feel­ing a beast about it. But, as a mat­ter of fact, it was no lie about old Hec­tor Car­ruthers and Lord Lochmaben, and any­body but you would have guessed the truth.”

			“What is the truth?”

			“I as good as told you, Bun­ny, again and again.”

			“Then tell me now.”

			“If you read your pa­per there would be no need; but if you want to know, old Car­ruthers head­ed the list of the Birth­day Hon­ors, and Lord Lochmaben is the ti­tle of his choice.”

			And this mis­er­able quib­ble was not a lie! My lip curled, I turned my back with­out a word, and drove home to my Mount Street flat in a new fury of sav­age scorn. Not a lie, in­deed! It was the one that is half a truth, the mean­est lie of all, and the very last to which I could have dreamt that Raf­fles would stoop. So far there had been a de­gree of hon­or be­tween us, if on­ly of the kind un­der­stood to ob­tain be­tween thief and thief. Now all that was at an end. Raf­fles had cheat­ed me. Raf­fles had com­plet­ed the ru­in of my life. I was done with Raf­fles, as she who shall not be named was done with me.

			And yet, even while I blamed him most bit­ter­ly, and ut­ter­ly abom­i­nat­ed his de­ceit­ful deed, I could not but ad­mit in my heart that the re­sult was put of all pro­por­tion to the in­tent: he had nev­er dreamt of do­ing me this in­jury, or in­deed any in­jury at all. In­trin­si­cal­ly the de­ceit had been quite ve­nial, the rea­son for it ob­vi­ous­ly the rea­son that Raf­fles had giv­en me. It was quite true that he had spo­ken of this Lochmaben peer­age as a new cre­ation, and of the heir to it in a fash­ion on­ly ap­pli­ca­ble to Al­ick Car­ruthers. He had giv­en me hints, which I had been too dense to take, and he had cer­tain­ly made more than one at­tempt to de­ter me from ac­com­pa­ny­ing him on this fa­tal em­prise; had he been more ex­plic­it, I might have made it my busi­ness to de­ter him. I could not say in my heart that Raf­fles had failed to sat­is­fy such hon­or as I might rea­son­ably ex­pect to sub­sist be­tween us. Yet it seems to me to re­quire a su­per­hu­man san­i­ty al­ways and un­err­ing­ly to sep­a­rate cause from ef­fect, achieve­ment from in­tent. And I, for one, was nev­er quite able to do so in this case.

			I could not be ac­cused of ne­glect­ing my news­pa­per dur­ing the next few wretch­ed days. I read ev­ery word that I could find about the at­tempt­ed jew­el-rob­bery in Palace Gar­dens, and the re­ports af­ford­ed me my sole com­fort. In the first place, it was on­ly an at­tempt­ed rob­bery; noth­ing had been tak­en, af­ter all. And then—and then—the one mem­ber of the house­hold who had come near­est to a per­son­al en­counter with ei­ther of us was un­able to fur­nish any de­scrip­tion of the man—had even ex­pressed a doubt as to the like­li­hood of iden­ti­fi­ca­tion in the event of an ar­rest!

			I will not say with what min­gled feel­ings I read and dwelt on that an­nounce­ment. It kept a cer­tain faint glow alive with­in me un­til the morn­ing brought me back the on­ly presents I had ev­er made her. They were books; jew­ellery had been tabooed by the au­thor­i­ties. And the books came back with­out a word, though the par­cel was di­rect­ed in her hand.

			I had made up my mind not to go near Raf­fles again, but in my heart I al­ready re­gret­ted my re­solve. I had for­feit­ed love, I had sac­ri­ficed hon­or, and now I must de­lib­er­ate­ly alien­ate my­self from the one be­ing whose so­ci­ety might yet be some rec­om­pense for all that I had lost. The sit­u­a­tion was ag­gra­vat­ed by the state of my ex­che­quer. I ex­pect­ed an ul­ti­ma­tum from my banker by ev­ery post. Yet this in­flu­ence was noth­ing to the oth­er. It was Raf­fles I loved. It was not the dark life we led to­geth­er, still less its base re­wards; it was the man him­self, his gayety, his hu­mor, his daz­zling au­dac­i­ty, his in­com­pa­ra­ble courage and re­source. And a very hor­ror of turn­ing to him again in mere need of greed set the seal on my first an­gry res­o­lu­tion. But the anger was soon gone out of me, and when at length Raf­fles bridged the gap by com­ing to me, I rose to greet him al­most with a shout.

			He came as though noth­ing had hap­pened; and, in­deed, not very many days had passed, though they might have been months to me. Yet I fan­cied the gaze that watched me through our smoke a tri­fle less sun­ny than it had been be­fore. And it was a re­lief to me when he came with few pre­lim­i­nar­ies to the in­evitable point.

			“Did you ev­er hear from her, Bun­ny?” he asked.

			“In a way,” I an­swered. “We won’t talk about it, if you don’t mind, Raf­fles.”

			“That sort of way!” he ex­claimed. He seemed both sur­prised and dis­ap­point­ed.

			“Yes,” I said, “that sort of way. It’s fin­ished. What did you ex­pect?”

			“I don’t know,” said Raf­fles. “I on­ly thought that the girl who went so far to get a fel­low out of a tight place might go a lit­tle far­ther to keep him from get­ting in­to an­oth­er.”

			“I don’t see why she should,” said I, hon­est­ly enough, yet with the ir­ri­ta­tion of a less just feel­ing deep down in my in­most con­scious­ness.

			“Yet you did hear from her?” he per­sist­ed.

			“She sent me back my poor presents, with­out a word,” I said, “if you call that hear­ing.”

			I could not bring my­self to own to Raf­fles that I had giv­en her on­ly books. He asked if I was sure that she had sent them back her­self; and that was his last ques­tion. My an­swer was enough for him. And to this day I can­not say whether it was more in re­lief than in re­gret that he laid a hand up­on my shoul­der.

			“So you are out of Par­adise af­ter all!” said Raf­fles. “I was not sure, or I should have come round be­fore. Well, Bun­ny, if they don’t want you there, there’s a lit­tle In­fer­no in the Al­bany where you will be as wel­come as ev­er.”

			And still, with all the mag­ic mis­chief of his smile, there was that touch of sad­ness which I was yet to read aright.

		
	
		
			The Chest of Silver

			Like all the tribe of which I held him head, Raf­fles pro­fessed the liveli­est dis­dain for un­wieldy plun­der of any de­scrip­tion; it might be old Sheffield, or it might be sol­id sil­ver or gold, but if the thing was not to be con­cealed about the per­son, he would none what­ev­er of it. Un­like the rest of us, how­ev­er, in this as in all else, Raf­fles would not in­fre­quent­ly al­low the ac­quis­i­tive spir­it of the mere col­lec­tor to si­lence the dic­tates of pro­fes­sion­al pru­dence. The old oak chests, and even the ma­hogany wine-cool­er, for which he had doubt­less paid like an hon­est cit­i­zen, were thus im­mov­able with pieces of crest­ed plate, which he had nei­ther the temer­i­ty to use nor the hardi­hood to melt or sell. He could but gloat over them be­hind locked doors, as I used to tell him, and at last one af­ter­noon I caught him at it. It was in the year af­ter that of my novi­tiate, a hal­cy­on pe­ri­od at the Al­bany, when Raf­fles left no crib un­cracked, and I played sec­ond-mur­der­er ev­ery time. I had called in re­sponse to a tele­gram in which he stat­ed that he was go­ing out of town, and must say good­bye to me be­fore he went. And I could on­ly think that he was in­spired by the same im­pulse to­ward the bronzed salvers and the tar­nished teapots with which I found him sur­round­ed, un­til my eyes lit up­on the enor­mous sil­ver-chest in­to which he was fit­ting them one by one.

			“Al­low me, Bun­ny! I shall take the lib­er­ty of lock­ing both doors be­hind you and putting the key in my pock­et,” said Raf­fles, when he had let me in. “Not that I mean to take you pris­on­er, my dear fel­low; but there are those of us who can turn keys from the out­side, though it was nev­er an ac­com­plish­ment of mine.”

			“Not Craw­shay again?” I cried, stand­ing still in my hat.

			Raf­fles re­gard­ed me with that tan­ta­liz­ing smile of his which might mean noth­ing, yet which of­ten meant so much; and in a flash I was con­vinced that our most jeal­ous en­e­my and dan­ger­ous ri­val, the doyen of an old­er school, had paid him yet an­oth­er vis­it.

			“That re­mains to be seen,” was the mea­sured re­ply; “and I for one have not set naked eye on the fel­low since I saw him off through that win­dow and left my­self for dead on this very spot. In fact, I imag­ined him com­fort­ably back in jail.”

			“Not old Craw­shay!” said I. “He’s far too good a man to be tak­en twice. I should call him the very prince of pro­fes­sion­al cracks­men.”

			“Should you?” said Raf­fles cold­ly, with as cold an eye look­ing in­to mine. “Then you had bet­ter pre­pare to re­pel princes when I’m gone.”

			“But gone where?” I asked, find­ing a cor­ner for my hat and coat, and help­ing my­self to the com­forts of the ven­er­a­ble dress­er which was one of our friend’s great­est trea­sures. “Where is it you are off to, and why are you tak­ing this herd of white ele­phants with you?”

			Raf­fles be­stowed the ca­chet of his smile on my de­scrip­tion of his mot­ley plate. He joined me in one of his fa­vorite cig­a­rettes, on­ly shak­ing a su­pe­ri­or head at his own de­canter.

			“One ques­tion at a time, Bun­ny,” said he. “In the first place, I am go­ing to have these rooms fresh­ened up with a pot­ful of paint, the elec­tric light, and the tele­phone you’ve been at me about so long.”

			“Good!” I cried. “Then we shall be able to talk to each oth­er day and night!”

			“And get over­heard and run in for our pains? I shall wait till you are run in, I think,” said Raf­fles cru­el­ly. “But the rest’s a ne­ces­si­ty: not that I love new paint or am pin­ing for elec­tric light, but for rea­sons which I will just breathe in your pri­vate ear, Bun­ny. You must not try to take them too se­ri­ous­ly; but the fact is, there is just the least bit of a twit­ter against me in this rook­ery of an Al­bany. It must have been start­ed by that tame old bird, Po­lice­man Macken­zie; it isn’t very bad as yet, but it needn’t be that to reach my ears. Well, it was open to me ei­ther to clear out al­to­geth­er, and so con­firm what­ev­er hap­pened to be in the air, or to go off for a time, un­der some ar­range­ment which would give the au­thor­i­ties am­ple ex­cuse for over­haul­ing ev­ery inch of my rooms. Which would you have done, Bun­ny?”

			“Cleared out, while I could!” said I de­vout­ly.

			“So I should have thought,” re­joined Raf­fles. “Yet you see the mer­it of my plan. I shall leave ev­ery mor­tal thing un­locked.”

			“Ex­cept that,” said I, kick­ing the huge oak case with the iron bands and clamps, and the baize lin­ing fast dis­ap­pear­ing un­der heavy pack­ages bear­ing the shapes of urns and can­de­labra.

			“That,” replied Raf­fles, “is nei­ther to go with me nor to re­main here.”

			“Then what do you pro­pose to do with it?”

			“You have your bank­ing ac­count, and your banker,” he went on. This was per­fect­ly true, though it was Raf­fles alone who had kept the one open, and en­abled me to pro­pi­ti­ate the oth­er in mo­ments of emer­gen­cy.

			“Well?”

			“Well, pay in this bun­dle of notes this af­ter­noon, and say you have had a great week at Liv­er­pool and Lin­coln; then ask them if they can do with your sil­ver while you run over to Paris for a mer­ry East­er. I should tell them it’s rather heavy—a lot of old fam­i­ly stuff that you’ve a good mind to leave with them till you mar­ry and set­tle down.”

			I winced at this, but con­sent­ed to the rest af­ter a mo­ment’s con­sid­er­a­tion. Af­ter all, and for more rea­sons that I need enu­mer­ate, it was a plau­si­ble tale enough. And Raf­fles had no banker; it was quite im­pos­si­ble for him to ex­plain, across any sin­gle counter, the large sums of hard cash which did some­times fall in­to his hands; and it might well be that he had nursed my small ac­count in view of the very quandary which had now arisen. On all grounds, it was im­pos­si­ble for me to refuse him, and I am still glad to re­mem­ber that my as­sent was giv­en, on the whole, un­grudg­ing­ly.

			“But when will the chest be ready for me,” I mere­ly asked, as I stuffed the notes in­to my cig­a­rette case. “And how are we to get it out of this, in bank­ing hours, with­out at­tract­ing any amount of at­ten­tion at this end?”

			Raf­fles gave me an ap­prov­ing nod.

			“I’m glad to see you spot the crux so quick­ly, Bun­ny. I have thought of your tak­ing it round to your place first, un­der cloud of night; but we are bound to be seen even so, and on the whole it would look far less sus­pi­cious in broad day­light. It will take you some twelve or fif­teen min­utes to drive to your bank in a growler, so if you are here with one at a quar­ter to ten to­mor­row morn­ing, that will ex­act­ly meet the case. But you must have a han­som this minute if you mean to pre­pare the way with those notes this af­ter­noon!”

			It was on­ly too like the Raf­fles of those days to dis­miss a sub­ject and my­self in the same breath, with a sud­den nod, and a brief grasp of the hand he was al­ready hold­ing out for mine. I had a great mind to take an­oth­er of his cig­a­rettes in­stead, for there were one or two points on which he had care­ful­ly omit­ted to en­light­en me. Thus, I had still to learn the bare di­rec­tion of his jour­ney; and it was all that I could do to drag it from him as I stood but­ton­ing my coat and gloves.

			“Scot­land,” he vouch­safed at last.

			“At East­er,” I re­marked.

			“To learn the lan­guage,” he ex­plained. “I have no tongue but my own, you see, but I try to make up for it by cul­ti­vat­ing ev­ery shade of that. Some of them have come in use­ful even to your knowl­edge, Bun­ny: what price my Cock­ney that night in St. John’s Wood? I can keep up my end in stage Irish, re­al De­von­shire, very fair Nor­folk, and three dis­tinct York­shire di­alects. But my good Gal­loway Scots might be bet­ter, and I mean to make it so.”

			“You still haven’t told me where to write to you.”

			“I’ll write to you first, Bun­ny.”

			“At least let me see you off,” I urged at the door. “I prom­ise not to look at your tick­et if you tell me the train!”

			“The eleven-fifty from Eu­ston.”

			“Then I’ll be with you by quar­ter to ten.”

			And I left him with­out fur­ther par­ley, read­ing his im­pa­tience in his face. Ev­ery­thing, to be sure, seemed clear enough with­out that fuller dis­cus­sion which I loved and Raf­fles hat­ed. Yet I thought we might at least have dined to­geth­er, and in my heart I felt just the least bit hurt, un­til it oc­curred to me as I drove to count the notes in my cig­a­rette case. Re­sent­ment was im­pos­si­ble af­ter that. The sum ran well in­to three fig­ures, and it was plain that Raf­fles meant me to have a good time in his ab­sence. So I told his lie with unc­tion at my bank, and made due ar­range­ments for the re­cep­tion of his chest next morn­ing. Then I re­paired to our club, hop­ing he would drop in, and that we might dine to­geth­er af­ter all. In that I was dis­ap­point­ed. It was noth­ing, how­ev­er, to the dis­ap­point­ment await­ing me at the Al­bany, when I ar­rived in my four-wheel­er at the ap­point­ed hour next morn­ing.

			“Mr. Raf­fles ’as gawn, sir,” said the porter, with a note of re­proach in his con­fi­den­tial un­der­tone. The man was a fa­vorite with Raf­fles, who used him and tipped him with con­sum­mate tact, and he knew me on­ly less well.

			“Gone!” I echoed aghast. “Where on earth to?”

			“Scot­land, sir.”

			“Al­ready?”

			“By the eleven-fifty law­st night.”

			“Last night! I thought he meant eleven-fifty this morn­ing!”

			“He knew you did, sir, when you nev­er came, and he told me to tell you there was no such train.”

			I could have rent my gar­ments in mor­ti­fi­ca­tion and an­noy­ance with my­self and Raf­fles. It was as much his fault as mine. But for his in­de­cent haste in get­ting rid of me, his char­ac­ter­is­tic abrupt­ness at the end, there would have been no mis­un­der­stand­ing or mis­take.

			“Any oth­er mes­sage?” I in­quired mo­rose­ly.

			“On­ly about the box, sir. Mr. Raf­fles said as you was goin’ to take chawge of it time he’s away, and I’ve a friend ready to lend a ’and in get­ting it on the cab. It’s a rare ’eavy ’un, but Mr. Raf­fles an’ me could lift it all right be­tween us, so I dessay me an’ my friend can.”

			For my own part, I must con­fess that its weight con­cerned me less than the vast size of that in­fer­nal chest, as I drove with it past club and park at ten o’clock in the morn­ing. Sit as far back as I might in the four-wheel­er, I could con­ceal nei­ther my­self nor my con­nec­tion with the huge iron-clamped case up­on the roof: in my heat­ed imag­i­na­tion its wood was glass through which all the world could see the guilty con­tents. Once an of­fi­cious con­sta­ble held up the traf­fic at our ap­proach, and for a mo­ment I put a blood­cur­dling con­struc­tion up­on the sim­ple cer­e­mo­ny. Low boys shout­ed af­ter us—or if it was not af­ter us, I thought it was—and that their cry was “Stop thief!” Enough said of one of the most un­pleas­ant cab-drives I ev­er had in my life. Hor­resco ref­er­ens.

			At the bank, how­ev­er, thanks to the fore­sight and lib­er­al­i­ty of Raf­fles, all was smooth wa­ter. I paid my cab­man hand­some­ly, gave a florin to the stout fel­low in liv­ery whom he helped with the chest, and could have pressed gold up­on the ge­nial clerk who laughed like a gen­tle­man at my jokes about the Liv­er­pool win­ners and the lat­est bet­ting on the Fam­i­ly Plate. I was on­ly dis­con­cert­ed when he in­formed me that the bank gave no re­ceipts for de­posits of this na­ture. I am now aware that few Lon­don banks do. But it is pleas­ing to be­lieve that at the time I looked—what I felt—as though all I val­ued up­on earth were in jeop­ardy.

			I should have got through the rest of that day hap­pi­ly enough, such was the load off my mind and hands, but for an ex­tra­or­di­nary and most dis­con­cert­ing note re­ceived late at night from Raf­fles him­self. He was a man who tele­graphed freely, but sel­dom wrote a let­ter. Some­times, how­ev­er, he sent a scrib­bled line by spe­cial mes­sen­ger; and overnight, ev­i­dent­ly in the train, he had scrib­bled this one to post in the small hours at Crewe:

			
				“ ’Ware Prince of Pro­fes­sors! He was in the off­ing when I left. If slight­est cause for un­easi­ness about bank, with­draw at once and keep in own rooms like good chap,

				
					“A. J. R.

					“P.S.—Oth­er rea­sons, as you shall hear.”

				
			

			There was a nice night­cap for a puz­zled head! I had made rather an evening of it, what with in­crease of funds and de­crease of anx­i­ety, but this cryp­tic ad­mo­ni­tion spoiled the re­main­der of my night. It had ar­rived by a late post, and I on­ly wished that I had left it all night in my let­ter-box.

			What ex­act­ly did it mean? And what ex­act­ly must I do? These were ques­tions that con­front­ed me with fresh force in the morn­ing.

			The news of Craw­shay did not sur­prise me. I was quite sure that Raf­fles had been giv­en good rea­son to bear him in mind be­fore his jour­ney, even if he had not again be­held the ruf­fi­an in the flesh. That ruf­fi­an and that jour­ney might be more in­ti­mate­ly con­nect­ed than I had yet sup­posed. Raf­fles nev­er told me all. Yet the sol­id fact held good—held bet­ter than ev­er—that I had seen his plun­der safe­ly plant­ed in my bank. Craw­shay him­self could not fol­low it there. I was cer­tain he had not fol­lowed my cab: in the acute self-con­scious­ness in­duced by that abom­inable drive, I should have known it in my bones if he had. I thought of the porter’s friend who had helped me with the chest. No, I re­mem­ber him as well as I re­mem­bered Craw­shay; they were quite dif­fer­ent types.

			To re­move that vile box from the bank, on top of an­oth­er cab, with no stronger pre­text and no fur­ther in­struc­tions, was not to be thought of for a mo­ment. Yet I did think of it, for hours. I was al­ways anx­ious to do my part by Raf­fles; he had done more than his by me, not once or twice, to­day or yes­ter­day, but again and again from the very first. I need not state the ob­vi­ous rea­sons I had for fight­ing shy of the per­son­al cus­tody of his ac­cursed chest. Yet he had run worse risks for me, and I want­ed him to learn that he, too, could de­pend on a de­vo­tion not un­wor­thy of his own.

			In my dilem­ma I did what I have of­ten done when at a loss for light and lead­ing. I took hard­ly any lunch, but went to Northum­ber­land Av­enue and had a Turk­ish bath in­stead. I know noth­ing so cleans­ing to mind as well as body, noth­ing bet­ter cal­cu­lat­ed to put the finest pos­si­ble edge on such judg­ment as one may hap­pen to pos­sess. Even Raf­fles, with­out an ounce to lose or a nerve to soothe, used to own a sen­su­ous ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the peace of mind and per­son to be gained in this fash­ion when all oth­ers failed. For me, the fun be­gan be­fore the boots were off one’s feet; the muf­fled foot­falls, the thin sound of the foun­tain, even the spent swathed forms up­on the couch­es, and the whole clean, warm, idle at­mos­phere, were so much unc­tion to my sim­pler soul. The half-hour in the hot-rooms I used to count but a stren­u­ous step to a di­vine las­si­tude of limb and ac­com­pa­ny­ing ex­al­ta­tion of in­tel­lect. And yet—and yet—it was in the hottest room of all, in a tem­per­a­ture of 270° Fahren­heit, that the bolt fell from the Pall Mall Gazette which I had bought out­side the bath.

			I was turn­ing over the hot, crisp pages, and pos­i­tive­ly rev­el­ling in my fiery fur­nace, when the fol­low­ing head­lines and lead­ed para­graphs leapt to my eye with the force of a ver­i­ta­ble blow:

			
				
					Bank Rob­bers in the West End—

					Dar­ing and Mys­te­ri­ous Crime

				
				An au­da­cious bur­glary and das­tard­ly as­sault have been com­mit­ted on the premis­es of the City and Sub­ur­ban Bank in Sloane Street, W. From the de­tails so far to hand, the rob­bery ap­pears to have been de­lib­er­ate­ly planned and adroit­ly ex­e­cut­ed in the ear­ly hours of this morn­ing.

				A night watch­man named Fawcett states that be­tween one and two o’clock he heard a slight noise in the neigh­bor­hood of the low­er stron­groom, used as a repos­i­to­ry for the plate and oth­er pos­ses­sions of var­i­ous cus­tomers of the bank. Go­ing down to in­ves­ti­gate, he was in­stant­ly at­tacked by a pow­er­ful ruf­fi­an, who suc­ceed­ed in felling him to the ground be­fore an alarm could be raised.

				Fawcett is un­able to fur­nish any de­scrip­tion of his as­sailant or as­sailants, but is of opin­ion that more than one were en­gaged in the com­mis­sion of the crime. When the un­for­tu­nate man re­cov­ered con­scious­ness, no trace of the thieves re­mained, with the ex­cep­tion of a sin­gle can­dle which had been left burn­ing on the flags of the cor­ri­dor. The stron­groom, how­ev­er, had been opened, and it is feared the raid on the chests of plate and oth­er valu­ables may prove to have been on­ly too suc­cess­ful, in view of the East­er ex­o­dus, which the thieves had ev­i­dent­ly tak­en in­to ac­count. The or­di­nary bank­ing cham­bers were not even vis­it­ed; en­try and ex­it are be­lieved to have been ef­fect­ed through the coal cel­lar, which is al­so sit­u­at­ed in the base­ment. Up to the present the po­lice have ef­fect­ed no ar­rest.

			

			I sat prac­ti­cal­ly par­a­lyzed by this ap­palling news; and I swear that, even in that in­cred­i­ble tem­per­a­ture, it was a cold per­spi­ra­tion in which I swel­tered from head to heel. Craw­shay, of course! Craw­shay once more up­on the track of Raf­fles and his ill-got­ten gains! And once more I blamed Raf­fles him­self: his warn­ing had come too late: he should have wired to me at once not to take the box to the bank at all. He was a mad­man ev­er to have in­vest­ed in so ob­vi­ous and ob­tru­sive a re­cep­ta­cle for trea­sure. It would serve Raf­fles right if that and no oth­er was the box which had been bro­ken in­to by the thieves.

			Yet, when I con­sid­ered the char­ac­ter of his trea­sure, I fair­ly shud­dered in my sweat. It was a hoard of crim­i­nal relics. Sup­pose his chest had in­deed been ri­fled, and emp­tied of ev­ery sil­ver thing but one; that one re­main­ing piece of sil­ver, seen of men, was quite enough to cast Raf­fles in­to the out­er dark­ness of pe­nal servi­tude! And Craw­shay was ca­pa­ble of it—of per­ceiv­ing the in­sid­i­ous re­venge—of tak­ing it with­out com­punc­tion or re­morse.

			There was on­ly one course for me. I must fol­low my in­struc­tions to the let­ter and re­cov­er the chest at all haz­ards, or be tak­en my­self in the at­tempt. If on­ly Raf­fles had left me some ad­dress, to which I could have wired some word of warn­ing! But it was no use think­ing of that; for the rest there was time enough up to four o’clock, and as yet it was not three. I de­ter­mined to go through with my bath and make the most of it. Might it not be my last for years?

			But I was past en­joy­ing even a Turk­ish bath. I had not the pa­tience for a prop­er sham­poo, or suf­fi­cient spir­it for the plunge. I weighed my­self au­to­mat­i­cal­ly, for that was a mat­ter near my heart; but I for­got to give my man his six­pence un­til the re­proach­ful in­to­na­tion of his adieu re­called me to my­self. And my couch in the cool­ing gallery—my fa­vorite couch, in my fa­vorite cor­ner, which I had se­cured with gus­to on com­ing in—it was a bed of thorns, with hideous vi­sions of a plank-bed to fol­low!

			I ought to be able to add that I heard the bur­glary dis­cussed on ad­ja­cent couch­es be­fore I left. I cer­tain­ly lis­tened for it, and was rather dis­ap­point­ed more than once when I had held my breath in vain. But this is the un­var­nished record of an odi­ous hour, and it passed with­out fur­ther ag­gra­va­tion from with­out; on­ly, as I drove to Sloane Street, the news was on all the posters, and on one I read of “a clue” which spelt for me a doom I was grim­ly re­solved to share.

			Al­ready there was some­thing in the na­ture of a “run” up on the Sloane Street branch of the City and Sub­ur­ban. A cab drove away with a chest of rea­son­able di­men­sions as mine drove up, while in the bank it­self a la­dy was mak­ing a painful scene. As for the ge­nial clerk who had roared at my jokes the day be­fore, he was mer­ci­ful­ly in no mood for any more, but, on the con­trary, quite rude to me at sight.

			“I’ve been ex­pect­ing you all the af­ter­noon,” said he. “You needn’t look so pale.”

			“Is it safe?”

			“That Noah’s Ark of yours? Yes, so I hear; they’d just got to it when they were in­ter­rupt­ed, and they nev­er went back again.”

			“Then it wasn’t even opened?”

			“On­ly just be­gun on, I be­lieve.”

			“Thank God!”

			“You may; we don’t,” growled the clerk. “The man­ag­er says he be­lieves your chest was at the bot­tom of it all.”

			“How could it be?” I asked un­easi­ly.

			“By be­ing seen on the cab a mile off, and fol­lowed,” said the clerk.

			“Does the man­ag­er want to see me?” I asked bold­ly.

			“Not un­less you want to see him,” was the blunt re­ply. “He’s been at it with oth­ers all the af­ter­noon, and they haven’t all got off as cheap as you.”

			“Then my sil­ver shall not em­bar­rass you any longer,” said I grand­ly. “I meant to leave it if it was all right, but af­ter all you have said I cer­tain­ly shall not. Let your man or men bring up the chest at once. I dare say they al­so have been ‘at it with oth­ers all the af­ter­noon,’ but I shall make this worth their while.”

			I did not mind driv­ing through the streets with the thing this time. My present re­lief was too over­whelm­ing as yet to ad­mit of pangs and fears for the im­me­di­ate fu­ture. No sum­mer sun had ev­er shone more bright­ly than that rather wa­tery one of ear­ly April. There was a green-and-gold dust of buds and shoots on the trees as we passed the park. I felt greater things sprout­ing in my heart. Han­soms passed with school­boys just home for the East­er hol­i­days, four-wheel­ers out­ward bound, with bi­cy­cles and per­am­bu­la­tors atop; none that rode in them were half so hap­py as I, with the great load on my cab, but the greater one off my heart.

			At Mount Street it just went in­to the lift; that was a stroke of luck; and the lift-man and I be­tween us car­ried it in­to my flat. It seemed a feath­er­weight to me now. I felt a Sam­son in the ex­al­ta­tion of that hour. And I will not say what my first act was when I found my­self alone with my white ele­phant in the mid­dle of the room; enough that the siphon was still do­ing its work when the glass slipped through my fin­gers to the floor.

			“Bun­ny!”

			It was Raf­fles. Yet for a mo­ment I looked about me quite in vain. He was not at the win­dow; he was not at the open door. And yet Raf­fles it had been, or at all events his voice, and that bub­bling over with fun and sat­is­fac­tion, be his body where it might. In the end I dropped my eyes, and there was his liv­ing face in the mid­dle of the lid of the chest, like that of the saint up­on its charg­er.

			But Raf­fles was alive, Raf­fles was laugh­ing as though his vo­cal cords would snap—there was nei­ther tragedy nor il­lu­sion in the ap­pari­tion of Raf­fles. A life-size jack-in-the-box, he had thrust his head through a lid with­in the lid, cut by him­self be­tween the two iron bands that ran round the chest like the straps of a port­man­teau. He must have been busy at it when I found him pre­tend­ing to pack, if not far in­to that night, for it was a very per­fect piece of work; and even as I stared with­out a word, and he crouched laugh­ing in my face, an arm came squeez­ing out, keys in hand; one was turned in ei­ther of the two great pad­locks, the whole lid lift­ed, and out stepped Raf­fles like the con­jur­er he was.

			“So you were the bur­glar!” I ex­claimed at last. “Well, I am just as glad I didn’t know.”

			He had wrung my hand al­ready, but at this he fair­ly man­gled it in his.

			“You dear lit­tle brick,” he cried, “that’s the one thing of all things I longed to hear you say! How could you have be­haved as you’ve done if you had known? How could any liv­ing man? How could you have act­ed, as the po­lar star of all the stages could not have act­ed in your place? Re­mem­ber that I have heard a lot, and as good as seen as much as I’ve heard. Bun­ny, I don’t know where you were great­est: at the Al­bany, here, or at your bank!”

			“I don’t know where I was most mis­er­able,” I re­joined, be­gin­ning to see the mat­ter in a less per­fer­vid light. “I know you don’t cred­it me with much fi­nesse, but I would un­der­take to be in the se­cret and to do quite as well; the on­ly dif­fer­ence would be in my own peace of mind, which, of course, doesn’t count.”

			But Raf­fles wagged away with his most charm­ing and dis­arm­ing smile; he was in old clothes, rather tat­tered and torn, and more than a lit­tle grimy as to the face and hands, but, on the sur­face, won­der­ful­ly lit­tle the worse for his ex­pe­ri­ence. And, as I say, his smile was the smile of the Raf­fles I loved best.

			“You would have done your damnedest, Bun­ny! There is no lim­it to your hero­ism; but you for­get the hu­man equa­tion in the pluck­i­est of the plucky. I couldn’t af­ford to for­get it, Bun­ny; I couldn’t af­ford to give a point away. Don’t talk as though I hadn’t trust­ed you! I trust­ed my very life to your loy­al tenac­i­ty. What do you sup­pose would have hap­pened to me if you had let me rip in that stron­groom? Do you think I would ev­er have crept out and giv­en my­self up? Yes, I’ll have a peg for once; the beau­ty of all laws is in the break­ing, even of the kind we make un­to our­selves.”

			I had a Sul­li­van for him, too; and in an­oth­er minute he was spread out on my so­fa, stretch­ing his cramped limbs with in­fi­nite gus­to, a cig­a­rette be­tween his fin­gers, a yel­low bumper at hand on the chest of his tri­umph and my tribu­la­tion.

			“Nev­er mind when it oc­curred to me, Bun­ny; as a mat­ter of fact, it was on­ly the oth­er day, when I had de­cid­ed to go away for the re­al rea­sons I have al­ready giv­en you. I may have made more of them to you than I do in my own mind, but at all events they ex­ist. And I re­al­ly did want the tele­phone and the elec­tric light.”

			“But where did you stow the sil­ver be­fore you went?”

			“Nowhere; it was my lug­gage—a port­man­teau, crick­et-bag, and suit­case full of very lit­tle else—and by the same to­ken I left the lot at Eu­ston, and one of us must fetch them this evening.”

			“I can do that,” said I. “But did you re­al­ly go all the way to Crewe?”

			“Didn’t you get my note? I went all the way to Crewe to post you those few lines, my dear Bun­ny! It’s no use tak­ing trou­ble if you don’t take trou­ble enough; I want­ed you to show the prop­er set of faces at the bank and else­where, and I know you did. Be­sides, there was an up-train four min­utes af­ter mine got in. I sim­ply post­ed my let­ter in Crewe sta­tion, and changed from one train to the oth­er.”

			“At two in the morn­ing!”

			“Near­er three, Bun­ny. It was af­ter sev­en when I slung in with the Dai­ly Mail. The milk had beat­en me by a short can. But even so I had two very good hours be­fore you were due.”

			“And to think,” I mur­mured, “how you de­ceived me there!”

			“With your own as­sis­tance,” said Raf­fles laugh­ing. “If you had looked it up you would have seen there was no such train in the morn­ing, and I nev­er said there was. But I meant you to be de­ceived, Bun­ny, and I won’t say I didn’t—it was all for the sake of the side! Well, when you cart­ed me away with such laud­able despatch, I had rather an un­com­fort­able half-hour, but that was all just then. I had my can­dle, I had match­es, and lots to read. It was quite nice in that stron­groom un­til a very un­pleas­ant in­ci­dent oc­curred.”

			“Do tell me, my dear fel­low!”

			“I must have an­oth­er Sul­li­van—thank you—and a match. The un­pleas­ant in­ci­dent was steps out­side and a key in the lock! I was dis­port­ing my­self on the lid of the trunk at the time. I had bare­ly time to knock out my light and slip down be­hind it. Luck­i­ly it was on­ly an­oth­er box of sorts; a jew­el-case, to be more pre­cise; you shall see the con­tents in a mo­ment. The East­er ex­o­dus has done me even bet­ter than I dared to hope.”

			His words re­mind­ed me of the Pall Mall Gazette, which I had brought in my pock­et from the Turk­ish bath. I fished it out, all wrin­kled and bloat­ed by the heat of the hottest room, and hand­ed it to Raf­fles with my thumb up­on the lead­ed para­graphs.

			“De­light­ful!” said he when he had read them. “More thieves than one, and the coal-cel­lar of all places as a way in! I cer­tain­ly tried to give it that ap­pear­ance. I left enough can­dle-grease there to make those coals burn brave­ly. But it looked up in­to a blind back­yard, Bun­ny, and a boy of eight couldn’t have squeezed through the trap. Long may that the­o­ry keep them hap­py at Scot­land Yard!”

			“But what about the fel­low you knocked out?” I asked. “That was not like you, Raf­fles.”

			Raf­fles blew pen­sive rings as he lay back on my so­fa, his black hair tum­bled on the cush­ion, his pale pro­file as clear and sharp against the light as though slashed out with the scis­sors.

			“I know it wasn’t, Bun­ny,” he said re­gret­ful­ly. “But things like that, as the po­et will tell you, are re­al­ly in­sep­a­ra­ble from vic­to­ries like mine. It had tak­en me a cou­ple of hours to break out of that stron­groom; I was de­vot­ing a third to the harm­less task of sim­u­lat­ing the ap­pear­ance of hav­ing bro­ken in; and it was then I heard the fel­low’s stealthy step. Some might have stood their ground and killed him; more would have bolt­ed in­to a worse cor­ner than they were in al­ready. I left my can­dle where it was, crept to meet the poor dev­il, flat­tened my­self against the wall, and let him have it as he passed. I ac­knowl­edge the foul blow, but here’s ev­i­dence that it was mer­ci­ful­ly struck. The vic­tim has al­ready told his tale.”

			As he drained his glass, but shook his head when I wished to re­plen­ish it, Raf­fles showed me the flask which he had car­ried in his pock­et: it was still near­ly full; and I found that he had oth­er­wise pro­vi­sioned him­self over the hol­i­days. On ei­ther East­er Day or Bank Hol­i­day, had I failed him, it had been his in­ten­tion to make the best es­cape he could. But the risk must have been enor­mous, and it filled my glow­ing skin to think that he had not re­lied on me in vain.

			As for his glean­ings from such jew­el-cas­es as were spend­ing the East­er re­cess in the stron­groom of my bank, with­out go­ing in­to rhap­sodies or even par­tic­u­lars on the point, I may men­tion that they re­al­ized enough for me to join Raf­fles on his de­ferred hol­i­day in Scot­land, be­sides en­abling him to play more reg­u­lar­ly for Mid­dle­sex in the en­su­ing sum­mer than had been the case for sev­er­al sea­sons. In fine, this par­tic­u­lar ex­ploit en­tire­ly jus­ti­fied it­self in my eyes, in spite of the su­per­flu­ous (but in­vari­able) se­cre­tive­ness which I could sel­dom help re­sent­ing in my heart. I nev­er thought less of it than in the present in­stance; and my one mild re­proach was on the sub­ject of the phan­tom Craw­shay.

			“You let me think he was in the air again,” I said. “But it wouldn’t sur­prise me to find that you had nev­er heard of him since the day of his es­cape through your win­dow.”

			“I nev­er even thought of him, Bun­ny, un­til you came to see me the day be­fore yes­ter­day, and put him in­to my head with your first words. The whole point was to make you as gen­uine­ly anx­ious about the plate as you must have seemed all along the line.”

			“Of course I see your point,” I re­joined; “but mine is that you la­bored it. You needn’t have writ­ten me a down­right lie about the fel­low.”

			“Nor did I, Bun­ny.”

			“Not about the ‘prince of pro­fes­sors’ be­ing ‘in the off­ing’ when you left?”

			“My dear Bun­ny, but so he was!” cried Raf­fles. “Time was when I was none too pure an am­a­teur. But af­ter this I take leave to con­sid­er my­self a pro­fes­sor of the pro­fes­sors. And I should like to see one more ca­pa­ble of skip­per­ing their side!”

		
	
		
			The Rest Cure

			I had not seen Raf­fles for a month or more, and I was sad­ly in need of his ad­vice. My life was be­ing made a bur­den to me by a wretch who had ob­tained a bill of sale over the fur­ni­ture in Mount Street, and it was on­ly by liv­ing else­where that I could keep the vulpine vil­lain from my door. This cost ready mon­ey, and my bal­ance at the bank was sore­ly in need of an­oth­er lift from Raf­fles. Yet, had he been in my shoes, he could not have van­ished more ef­fec­tu­al­ly than he had done, both from the face of the town and from the ken of all who knew him.

			It was late in Au­gust; he nev­er played first-class crick­et af­ter Ju­ly, when, a scholas­tic un­der­study took his place in the Mid­dle­sex eleven. And in vain did I scour my Field and my Sports­man for the coun­try-house match­es with which he wil­ful­ly pre­ferred to wind up the sea­son; the match­es were there, but nev­er the mag­ic name of A. J. Raf­fles. Noth­ing was known of him at the Al­bany; he had left no in­struc­tions about his let­ters, ei­ther there or at the club. I be­gan to fear that some evil had over­tak­en him. I scanned the fea­tures of cap­tured crim­i­nals in the il­lus­trat­ed Sun­day pa­pers; on each oc­ca­sion I breathed again; nor was any­thing wor­thy of Raf­fles go­ing on. I will not de­ny that I was less anx­ious on his ac­count than on my own. But it was a dou­ble re­lief to me when he gave a first char­ac­ter­is­tic sign of life.

			I had called at the Al­bany for the fifti­eth time, and re­turned to Pic­cadil­ly in my usu­al de­spair, when a street slouch­er si­dled up to me in furtive fash­ion and in­quired if my name was what it is.

			“ ’Cause this ’ere’s for you,” he re­joined to my af­fir­ma­tive, and with that I felt a crum­pled note in my palm.

			It was from Raf­fles. I smoothed out the twist­ed scrap of pa­per, and on it were just a cou­ple of lines in pen­cil:

			
				“Meet me in Hol­land Walk at dark tonight. Walk up and down till I come.

				
					A. J. R.”

				
			

			That was all! Not an­oth­er syl­la­ble af­ter all these weeks, and the few words scrib­bled in a wild car­i­ca­ture of his schol­ar­ly and dain­ty hand! I was no longer to be alarmed by this sort of thing; it was all so like the Raf­fles I loved least; and to add to my in­dig­na­tion, when at length I looked up from the mys­te­ri­ous mis­sive, the equal­ly mys­te­ri­ous mes­sen­ger had dis­ap­peared in a man­ner wor­thy of the whole af­fair. He was, how­ev­er, the first crea­ture I es­pied un­der the tat­tered trees of Hol­land Walk that evening.

			“Seen ’im yet?” he in­quired con­fi­den­tial­ly, blow­ing a vile cloud from his hor­rid pipe.

			“No, I haven’t; and I want to know where you’ve seen him,” I replied stern­ly. “Why did you run away like that the mo­ment you had giv­en me his note?”

			“Or­ders, or­ders,” was the re­ply. “I ain’t such a jug­gins as to go agen a toff as makes it worf while to do as I’m bid an’ ’old me tongue.”

			“And who may you be?” I asked jeal­ous­ly. “And what are you to Mr. Raf­fles?”

			“You sil­ly ass, Bun­ny, don’t tell all Kens­ing­ton that I’m in town!” replied my tat­ter­de­malion, shoot­ing up and smooth­ing out in­to a mere­ly shab­by Raf­fles. “Here, take my arm—I’m not so beast­ly as I look. But nei­ther am I in town, nor in Eng­land, nor yet on the face of the earth, for all that’s known of me to a sin­gle soul but you.”

			“Then where are you,” I asked, “be­tween our­selves?”

			“I’ve tak­en a house near here for the hol­i­days, where I’m go­ing in for a Rest Cure of my own de­scrip­tion. Why? Oh, for lots of rea­sons, my dear Bun­ny; among oth­ers, I have long had a wish to grow my own beard; un­der the next lamp­post you will agree that it’s train­ing on very nice­ly. Then, you mayn’t know it, but there’s a can­ny man at Scot­land Yard who has had a qui­et eye on me longer than I like. I thought it about time to have an eye on him, and I stared him in the face out­side the Al­bany this very morn­ing. That was when I saw you go in, and scrib­bled a line to give you when you came out. If he had caught us talk­ing he would have spot­ted me at once.”

			“So you are ly­ing low out here!”

			“I pre­fer to call it my Rest Cure,” re­turned Raf­fles, “and it’s re­al­ly noth­ing else. I’ve got a fur­nished house at a time when no one else would have dreamed of tak­ing one in town; and my very neigh­bors don’t know I’m there, though I’m bound to say there are hard­ly any of them at home. I don’t keep a ser­vant, and do ev­ery­thing for my­self. It’s the next best fun to a desert is­land. Not that I make much work, for I’m re­al­ly rest­ing, but I haven’t done so much sol­id read­ing for years. Rather a joke, Bun­ny: the man whose house I’ve tak­en is one of her Majesty’s in­spec­tors of pris­ons, and his study’s a store­house of crim­i­nol­o­gy. It has been quite amus­ing to lie on one’s back and have a good look at one’s self as oth­ers fond­ly imag­ine they see one.”

			“But sure­ly you get some ex­er­cise?” I asked; for he was lead­ing me at a good rate through the leafy by­ways of Cam­p­den Hill; and his step was as springy and as light as ev­er.

			“The best ex­er­cise I ev­er had in my life,” said Raf­fles; “and you would nev­er live to guess what it is. It’s one of the rea­sons why I went in for this seedy kit. I fol­low cabs. Yes, Bun­ny, I turn out about dusk and meet the ex­press­es at Eu­ston or King’s Cross; that is, of course, I loaf out­side and pick my cab, and of­ten run my three or four miles for a bob or less. And it not on­ly keeps you in the very pink: if you’re good they let you car­ry the trunks up­stairs; and I’ve tak­en notes from the in­side of more than one com­modi­ous res­i­dence which will come in use­ful in the au­tumn. In fact, Bun­ny, what with these new Row­ton hous­es, my beard, and my oth­er­wise well-spent hol­i­day, I hope to have quite a good au­tumn sea­son be­fore the er­rat­ic Raf­fles turns up in town.”

			I felt it high time to wedge in a word about my own far less sat­is­fac­to­ry af­fairs. But it was not nec­es­sary for me to re­count half my trou­bles. Raf­fles could be as full of him­self as many a worse man, and I did not like his so­ci­ety the less for these hu­man out­pour­ings. They had rather the ef­fect of putting me on bet­ter terms with my­self, through bring­ing him down to my lev­el for the time be­ing. But his ego­ism was not even skin-deep; it was rather a cloak, which Raf­fles could cast off quick­er than any man I ev­er knew, as he did not fail to show me now.

			“Why, Bun­ny, this is the very thing!” he cried. “You must come and stay with me, and we’ll lie low side by side. On­ly re­mem­ber it re­al­ly is a Rest Cure. I want to keep lit­er­al­ly as qui­et as I was with­out you. What do you say to form­ing our­selves at once in­to a prac­ti­cal­ly Silent Or­der? You agree? Very well, then, here’s the street and that’s the house.”

			It was ev­er such a qui­et lit­tle street, turn­ing out of one of those which climb right over the pleas­ant hill. One side was mo­nop­o­lized by the gar­den wall of an ug­ly but en­vi­able man­sion stand­ing in its own ground; op­po­site were a sol­id file of small­er but taller hous­es; on nei­ther side were there many win­dows alight, nor a soli­tary soul on the pave­ment or in the road. Raf­fles led the way to one of the small tall hous­es. It stood im­me­di­ate­ly be­hind a lamp­post, and I could not but no­tice that a love-lock of Vir­ginia creep­er was trail­ing al­most to the step, and that the bow-win­dow on the ground floor was close­ly shut­tered. Raf­fles ad­mit­ted him­self with his latchkey, and I squeezed past him in­to a very nar­row hall. I did not hear him shut the door, but we were no longer in the lamp­light, and he pushed soft­ly past me in his turn.

			“I’ll get a light,” he mut­tered as he went; but to let him pass I had leaned against some elec­tric switch­es, and while his back was turned I tried one of these with­out think­ing. In an in­stant hall and stair­case were flood­ed with light; in an­oth­er Raf­fles was up­on me in a fury, and, all was dark once more. He had not said a word, but I heard him breath­ing through his teeth.

			Nor was there any­thing to tell me now. The mere flash of elec­tric light up­on a hail of chaos and un­car­pet­ed stairs, and on the face of Raf­fles as he sprang to switch it off, had been enough even for me.

			“So this is how you have tak­en the house,” said I in his own un­der­tone. “ ‘Tak­en’ is good; ‘tak­en’ is beau­ti­ful!”

			“Did you think I’d done it through an agent?” he snarled. “Up­on my word, Bun­ny, I did you the cred­it of sup­pos­ing you saw the joke all the time!”

			“Why shouldn’t you take a house,” I asked, “and pay for it?”

			“Why should I,” he re­tort­ed, “with­in three miles of the Al­bany? Be­sides, I should have had no peace; and I meant ev­ery word I said about my Rest Cure.”

			“You are ac­tu­al­ly stay­ing in a house where you’ve bro­ken in to steal?”

			“Not to steal, Bun­ny! I haven’t stolen a thing. But stay­ing here I cer­tain­ly am, and hav­ing the most com­plete rest a busy man could wish.”

			“There’ll be no rest for me!”

			Raf­fles laughed as he struck a match. I had fol­lowed him in­to what would have been the back draw­ing-room in the or­di­nary lit­tle Lon­don house; the in­spec­tor of pris­ons had con­vert­ed it in­to a sep­a­rate study by fill­ing the fold­ing doors with book­shelves, which I scanned at once for the con­ge­nial works of which Raf­fles had spo­ken. I was not able to car­ry my ex­am­i­na­tion very far. Raf­fles had light­ed a can­dle, stuck (by its own grease) in the crown of an opera hat, which he opened the mo­ment the wick caught. The light thus struck the ceil­ing in an oval shaft, which left the rest of the room al­most as dark as it had been be­fore.

			“Sor­ry, Bun­ny!” said Raf­fles, sit­ting on one pedestal of a desk from which the top had been re­moved, and set­ting his makeshift lantern on the oth­er. “In broad day­light, when it can’t be spot­ted from the out­side, you shall have as much ar­ti­fi­cial light as you like. If you want to do some writ­ing, that’s the top of the desk on end against the man­tel­piece. You’ll nev­er have a bet­ter chance so far as in­ter­rup­tion goes. But no mid­night oil or elec­tric­i­ty! You ob­serve that their last care was to fix up these shut­ters; they ap­pear to have tak­en the top off the desk to get at ’em with­out stand­ing on it; but the beast­ly things wouldn’t go all the way up, and the strip they leave would give us away to the backs of the oth­er hous­es if we lit up af­ter dark. Mind that tele­phone! If you touch the re­ceiv­er they will know at the ex­change that the house is not emp­ty, and I wouldn’t put it past the colonel to have told them ex­act­ly how long he was go­ing to be away. He’s pret­ty par­tic­u­lar: look at the strips of pa­per to keep the dust off his pre­cious books!”

			“Is he a colonel?” I asked, per­ceiv­ing that Raf­fles re­ferred to the ab­sen­tee house­hold­er.

			“Of sap­pers,” he replied, “and a V.C. in­to the bar­gain, con­found him! Got it at Rorke’s Drift; prison gov­er­nor or in­spec­tor ev­er since; fa­vorite recre­ation, what do you think? Re­volver shoot­ing! You can read all about him in his own Who’s Who. A dev­il of a chap to tack­le, Bun­ny, when he’s at home!”

			“And where is he now?” I asked un­easi­ly. “And do you know he isn’t on his way home?”

			“Switzer­land,” replied Raf­fles, chuck­ling; “he wrote one too many la­bels, and was con­sid­er­ate enough to leave it be­hind for our guid­ance. Well, no one ev­er comes back from Switzer­land at the be­gin­ning of Sep­tem­ber, you know; and no­body ev­er thinks of com­ing back be­fore the ser­vants. When they turn up they won’t get in. I keep the latch jammed, but the ser­vants will think it’s jammed it­self, and while they’re gone for the lock­smith we shall walk out like gen­tle­men—if we haven’t done so al­ready.”

			“As you walked in, I sup­pose?”

			Raf­fles shook his head in the dim light to which my sight was grow­ing in­ured.

			“No, Bun­ny, I re­gret to say I came in through the dormer win­dow. They were paint­ing next door but one. I nev­er did like lad­der work, but it takes less time than in pick­ing a lock in the broad light of a street lamp.”

			“So they left you a latchkey as well as ev­ery­thing else!”

			“No, Bun­ny. I was just able to make that for my­self. I am play­ing at Robin­son Cru­soe, not The Swiss Fam­i­ly Robin­son. And now, my dear Fri­day, if you will kind­ly take off those boots, we can ex­plore the is­land be­fore we turn in for the night.”

			The stairs were very steep and nar­row, and they creaked alarm­ing­ly as Raf­fles led the way up, with the sin­gle can­dle in the crown of the colonel’s hat. He blew it out be­fore we reached the half-land­ing, where a naked win­dow stared up­on the backs of the hous­es in the next road, but lit it again at the draw­ing-room door. I just peeped in up­on a se­mi-grand swathed in white and a row of wa­ter col­ors mount­ed in gold. An ex­cel­lent bath­room broke our jour­ney to the sec­ond floor.

			“I’ll have one tonight,” said I, tak­ing heart of a lux­u­ry un­known in my last sor­did sanc­tu­ary.

			“You’ll do no such thing,” snapped Raf­fles. “Have the good­ness to re­mem­ber that our is­land is one of a group in­hab­it­ed by hos­tile tribes. You can fill the bath qui­et­ly if you try, but it emp­ties un­der the study win­dow, and makes the very dev­il of a noise about it. No, Bun­ny, I bale out ev­ery drop and pour it away through the scullery sink, so you will kind­ly con­sult me be­fore you turn a tap. Here’s your room; hold the light out­side while I draw the cur­tains; it’s the old chap’s dress­ing-room. Now you can bring the glim. How’s that for a jol­ly wardrobe? And look at his coats on their cross-trees in­side: dap­per old dog, shouldn’t you say? Mark the boots on the shelf above, and the lit­tle brass rail for his ties! Didn’t I tell you he was par­tic­u­lar? And wouldn’t he sim­ply love to catch us at his kit?”

			“Let’s on­ly hope it would give him an apoplexy,” said I shud­der­ing.

			“I shouldn’t build on it,” replied Raf­fles. “That’s a big man’s trou­ble, and nei­ther you nor I could get in­to the old chap’s clothes. But come in­to the best bed­room, Bun­ny. You won’t think me self­ish if I don’t give it up to you? Look at this, my boy, look at this! It’s the on­ly one I use in all the house.”

			I had fol­lowed him in­to a good room, with am­ple win­dows close­ly cur­tained, and he had switched on the light in a hang­ing lamp at the bed­side. The rays fell from a thick green fun­nel in a plate­ful of strong light up­on a ta­ble deep in books. I no­ticed sev­er­al vol­umes of the In­va­sion of the Crimea.

			“That’s where I rest the body and ex­er­cise the brain,” said Raf­fles. “I have long want­ed to read my Kinglake from A to Z, and I man­age about a vol­ume a night. There’s a style for you, Bun­ny! I love the punc­til­ious thor­ough­ness of the whole thing; one can un­der­stand its ap­peal to our care­ful colonel. His name, did you say? Crutch­ley, Bun­ny—Colonel Crutch­ley, R.E., V.C.”

			“We’d put his val­or to the test!” said I, feel­ing more valiant my­self af­ter our tour of in­spec­tion.

			“Not so loud on the stairs,” whis­pered Raf­fles. “There’s on­ly one door be­tween us and—”

			Raf­fles stood still at my feet, and well he might! A deaf­en­ing dou­ble knock had re­sound­ed through the emp­ty house; and to add to the ut­ter hor­ror of the mo­ment, Raf­fles in­stant­ly blew out the light. I heard my heart pound­ing. Nei­ther of us breathed. We were on our way down to the first land­ing, and for a mo­ment we stood like mice; then Raf­fles heaved a deep sigh, and in the depths I heard the gate swing home.

			“On­ly the post­man, Bun­ny! He will come now and again, though they have ob­vi­ous­ly left in­struc­tions at the post-of­fice. I hope the old colonel will let them have it when he gets back. I con­fess it gave me a turn.”

			“Turn!” I gasped. “I must have a drink, if I die for it.”

			“My dear Bun­ny, that’s no part of my Rest Cure.”

			“Then good­bye! I can’t stand it; feel my fore­head; lis­ten to my heart! Cru­soe found a foot­print, but he nev­er heard a dou­ble-knock at the street door!”

			“ ‘Bet­ter live in the midst of alarms,’ ” quot­ed Raf­fles, “ ‘than dwell in this hor­ri­ble place.’ I must con­fess we get it both ways, Bun­ny. Yet I’ve noth­ing but tea in the house.”

			“And where do you make that? Aren’t you afraid of smoke?”

			“There’s a gas-stove in the din­ing-room.”

			“But sure­ly to good­ness,” I cried, “there’s a cel­lar low­er down!”

			“My dear, good Bun­ny,” said Raf­fles, “I’ve told you al­ready that I didn’t come in here on busi­ness. I came in for the Cure. Not a pen­ny will these peo­ple be the worse, ex­cept for their wash­ing and their elec­tric light, and I mean to leave enough to cov­er both items.”

			“Then,” said I, “since Bru­tus is such a very hon­or­able man, we will bor­row a bot­tle from the cel­lar, and re­place it be­fore we go.”

			Raf­fles slapped me soft­ly on the back, and I knew that I had gained my point. It was of­ten the case when I had the pres­ence of heart and mind to stand up to him. But nev­er was lit­tle vic­to­ry of mine quite so grate­ful as this. Cer­tain­ly it was a very small cel­lar, in­deed a mere cup­board un­der the kitchen stairs, with a most ridicu­lous lock. Nor was this cup­board over­stocked with wine. But I made out a jar of whiskey, a shelf of Zeltinger, an­oth­er of claret, and a short one at the top which pre­sent­ed a lit­tle bat­tery of gold­en-leafed necks and corks. Raf­fles set his hand no low­er. He ex­am­ined the la­bels while I held fold­ed hat and naked light.

			“Mumm, ’84!” he whis­pered. “G. H. Mumm, and AD 1884! I am no wine-bib­ber, Bun­ny, as you know, but I hope you ap­pre­ci­ate the spec­i­fi­ca­tions as I do. It looks to me like the on­ly bot­tle, the last of its case, and it does seem a bit of a shame; but more shame for the miser who hoards in his cel­lar what was meant for mankind! Come, Bun­ny, lead the way. This ba­by is worth nurs­ing. It would break my heart if any­thing hap­pened to it now!”

			So we cel­e­brat­ed my first night in the fur­nished house; and I slept be­yond be­lief, slept as I nev­er was to sleep there again. But it was strange to hear the milk­man in the ear­ly morn­ing, and the post­man knock­ing his way along the street an hour lat­er, and to be passed over by one de­stroy­ing an­gel af­ter an­oth­er. I had come down ear­ly enough, and watched through the draw­ing-room blind the cleans­ing of all the steps in the street but ours. Yet Raf­fles had ev­i­dent­ly been up some time; the house seemed far pur­er than overnight as though he had man­aged to air it room by room; and from the one with the gas-stove there came a friz­zling sound that fat­tened the heart.

			I on­ly would I had the pen to do jus­tice to the week I spent in­doors on Cam­p­den Hill! It might make amus­ing read­ing; the re­al­i­ty for me was far re­moved from the realm of amuse­ment. Not that I was de­nied many a laugh of sup­pressed hearti­ness when Raf­fles and I were to­geth­er. But half our time we very lit­er­al­ly saw noth­ing of each oth­er. I need not say whose fault that was. He would be qui­et; he was in ridicu­lous and of­fen­sive earnest about his egre­gious Cure. Kinglake he would read by the hour to­geth­er, day and night, by the hang­ing lamp, ly­ing up­stairs on the best bed. There was day­light enough for me in the draw­ing-room be­low; and there I would sit im­mersed in crim­i­nous tomes weak­ly fas­ci­nat­ed un­til I shiv­ered and shook in my stock­ing soles. Of­ten I longed to do some­thing hys­ter­i­cal­ly des­per­ate, to rouse Raf­fles and bring the street about our ears; once I did bring him about mine by strik­ing a sin­gle note on the pi­ano, with the soft ped­al down. His ne­glect of me seemed wan­ton at the time. I have long re­al­ized that he was on­ly wise to main­tain si­lence at the ex­pense of per­ilous ameni­ties, and as ful­ly jus­ti­fied in those se­cret and soli­tary sor­ties which made bad blood in my veins. He was far clev­er­er than I at get­ting in and out; but even had I been his match for stealth and wari­ness, my com­pa­ny would have dou­bled ev­ery risk. I ad­mit now that he treat­ed me with quite as much sym­pa­thy as com­mon cau­tion would per­mit. But at the time I took it so bad­ly as to plan a small re­venge.

			What with his flour­ish­ing beard and the in­creas­ing shab­bi­ness of the on­ly suit he had brought with him to the house, there was no deny­ing that Raf­fles had now the ad­van­tage of a per­ma­nent dis­guise. That was an­oth­er of his ex­cus­es for leav­ing me as he did, and it was the one I was de­ter­mined to re­move. On a morn­ing, there­fore, when I awoke to find him flown again, I pro­ceed­ed to ex­e­cute a plan which I had al­ready ma­tured in my mind. Colonel Crutch­ley was a mar­ried man; there were no signs of chil­dren in the house; on the oth­er hand, there was much ev­i­dence that the wife was a wom­an of fash­ion. Her dress­es over­flowed the wardrobe and her room; large, flat, card­board box­es were to be found in ev­ery cor­ner of the up­per floors. She was a tall wom­an; I was not too tall a man. Like Raf­fles, I had not shaved on Cam­p­den Hill. That morn­ing, how­ev­er, I did my best with a very fair ra­zor which the colonel had left be­hind in my room; then I turned out the la­dy’s wardrobe and the card­board box­es, and took my choice.

			I have fair hair, and at the time it was rather long. With a pair of Mrs. Crutch­ley’s tongs and a dis­card­ed hair­net, I was able to pro­duce an al­most im­mod­est fringe. A big black hat with a win­try feath­er com­plet­ed a head­dress as un­sea­son­able as my skat­ing skirt and feath­er boa; of course, the good la­dy had all her sum­mer frocks away with her in Switzer­land. This was all the more an­noy­ing from the fact that we were hav­ing a very warm Sep­tem­ber; so I was not sor­ry to hear Raf­fles re­turn as I was busy adding a lay­er of pow­der to my heat­ed coun­te­nance. I lis­tened a mo­ment on the land­ing, but as he went in­to the study I de­ter­mined to com­plete my toi­let in ev­ery de­tail. My idea was first to give him the fright he de­served, and sec­ond­ly to show him that I was quite as fit to move abroad as he. It was, how­ev­er, I con­fess, a pair of the colonel’s gloves that I was but­ton­ing as I slipped down to the study even more qui­et­ly than usu­al. The elec­tric light was on, as it gen­er­al­ly was by day, and un­der it stood as for­mi­da­ble a fig­ure as ev­er I en­coun­tered in my life of crime.

			Imag­ine a thin but ex­treme­ly wiry man, past mid­dle age, brown and blood­less as any crabap­ple, but as cool­ly tru­cu­lent and as ca­su­al­ly alert as Raf­fles at his worst. It was, it could on­ly be, the fire-eat­ing and prison-in­spect­ing colonel him­self! He was ready for me, a re­volver in his hand, tak­en, as I could see, from one of those locked draw­ers in the pedestal desk with which Raf­fles had re­fused to tam­per; the draw­er was open, and a bunch of keys de­pend­ed from the lock. A grim smile crum­pled up the parch­ment face, so that one eye was puck­ered out of sight; the oth­er was propped open by an eye­glass, which, how­ev­er, dan­gled on its string when I ap­peared.

			“A wom­an, be­gad!” the war­rior ex­claimed. “And where’s the man, you scar­let hussy?”

			Not a word could I ut­ter. But, in my hor­ror and my amaze­ment, I have no sort of doubt that I act­ed the part I had as­sumed in a man­ner I nev­er should have ap­proached in hap­pi­er cir­cum­stances.

			“Come, come, my lass,” cried the old oak vet­er­an, “I’m not go­ing to put a bul­let through you, you know! You tell me all about it, and it’ll do you more good than harm. There, I’ll put the nasty thing away and—God bless me, if the brazen wench hasn’t squeezed in­to the wife’s kit!”

			A squeeze it hap­pened to have been, and in my emo­tion it felt more of one than ev­er; but his sud­den dis­cov­ery had not height­ened the vet­er­an’s an­i­mos­i­ty against me. On the con­trary, I caught a glint of hu­mor through his gleam­ing glass, and he pro­ceed­ed to pock­et his re­volver like the gen­tle­man he was.

			“Well, well, it’s lucky I looked in,” he con­tin­ued. “I on­ly came round on the off-chance of let­ters, but if I hadn’t you’d have had an­oth­er week in clover. Be­gad, though, I saw your hand­writ­ing the mo­ment I’d got my nose in­side! Now just be sen­si­ble and tell me where your good man is.”

			I had no man. I was alone, had bro­ken in alone. There was not a soul in the af­fair (much less the house) ex­cept my­self. So much I stut­tered out in tones too hoarse to be­tray me on the spot. But the old man of the world shook a hard old head.

			“Quite right not to give away your pal,” said he. “But I’m not one of the marines, my dear, and you mustn’t ex­pect me to swal­low all that. Well, if you won’t say, you won’t, and we must just send for those who will.”

			In a flash I saw his fell de­sign. The tele­phone di­rec­to­ry lay open on one of the pedestals. He must have been con­sult­ing it when he heard me on the stairs; he had an­oth­er look at it now; and that gave me my op­por­tu­ni­ty. With a pres­ence of mind rare enough in me to ex­cuse the boast, I flung my­self up­on the in­stru­ment in the cor­ner and hurled it to the ground with all my might. I was my­self sent spin­ning in­to the op­po­site cor­ner at the same in­stant. But the in­stru­ment hap­pened to be a stan­dard of the more elab­o­rate pat­tern, and I flat­tered my­self that I had put the del­i­cate en­gine out of ac­tion for the day.

			Not that my ad­ver­sary took the trou­ble to as­cer­tain. He was look­ing at me strange­ly in the elec­tric light, stand­ing in­tent­ly on his guard, his right hand in the pock­et where he had dropped his re­volver. And I—I hard­ly knew it—but I caught up the first thing handy for self-de­fence, and was bran­dish­ing the bot­tle which Raf­fles and I had emp­tied in hon­or of my ar­rival on this fa­tal scene.

			“Be shot if I don’t be­lieve you’re the man him­self!” cried the colonel, shak­ing an armed fist in my face. “You young wolf in sheep’s cloth­ing. Been at my wine, of course! Put down that bot­tle; down with it this in­stant, or I’ll drill a tun­nel through your mid­dle. I thought so! Be­gad, sir, you shall pay for this! Don’t you give me an ex­cuse for pot­ting you now, or I’ll jump at the chance! My last bot­tle of ’84—you mis­er­able black­guard—you un­ut­ter­able beast!”

			He had brow­beat­en me in­to his own chair in his own cor­ner; he was stand­ing over me, emp­ty bot­tle in one hand, re­volver in the oth­er, and mur­der it­self in the pur­ple puck­ers of his rag­ing face. His lan­guage I will not even pre­tend to in­di­cate: his skin­ny throat swelled and trem­bled with the mon­strous vol­leys. He could smile at my ap­pear­ance in his wife’s clothes; he would have had my blood for the last bot­tle of his best cham­pagne. His eyes were not hid­den now; they need­ed no eye­glass to prop them open; large with fury, they start­ed from the livid mask. I watched noth­ing else. I could not un­der­stand why they should start out as they did. I did not try. I say I watched noth­ing else—un­til I saw the face of Raf­fles over the un­for­tu­nate of­fi­cer’s shoul­der.

			Raf­fles had crept in un­heard while our al­ter­ca­tion was at its height, had watched his op­por­tu­ni­ty, and stolen on his man un­ob­served by ei­ther of us. While my own at­ten­tion was com­plete­ly en­grossed, he had seized the colonel’s pis­tol-hand and twist­ed it be­hind the colonel’s back un­til his eyes bulged out as I have en­deav­ored to de­scribe. But the fight­ing man had some fight in him still; and scarce­ly had I grasped the sit­u­a­tion when he hit out ven­omous­ly be­hind with the bot­tle, which was smashed to bits on Raf­fles’s shin. Then I threw my strength in­to the scale; and be­fore many min­utes we had our of­fi­cer gagged and bound in his chair. But it was not one of our blood­less vic­to­ries. Raf­fles had been cut to the bone by the bro­ken glass; his leg bled wher­ev­er he limped; and the fierce eyes of the bound man fol­lowed the wet trail with gleams of sin­is­ter sat­is­fac­tion.

			I thought I had nev­er seen a man bet­ter bound or bet­ter gagged. But the hu­man­i­ty seemed to have run out of Raf­fles with his blood. He tore up table­cloths, he cut down blind-cords, he brought the dust-sheets from the draw­ing-room, and mul­ti­plied ev­ery bond. The un­for­tu­nate man’s legs were lashed to the legs of his chair, his arms to its arms, his thighs and back fair­ly weld­ed to the leather. Ei­ther end of his own ruler pro­trud­ed from his bulging cheeks—the mid­dle was hid­den by his mous­tache—and the gag kept in place by re­morse­less lash­ings at the back of his head. It was a spec­ta­cle I could not bear to con­tem­plate at length, while from the first I found my­self phys­i­cal­ly un­able to face the fe­ro­cious gaze of those im­pla­ca­ble eyes. But Raf­fles on­ly laughed at my squeamish­ness, and flung a dust-sheet over man and chair; and the stark out­line drove me from the room.

			It was Raf­fles at his worst, Raf­fles as I nev­er knew him be­fore or af­ter—a Raf­fles mad with pain and rage, and des­per­ate as any oth­er crim­i­nal in the land. Yet he had struck no bru­tal blow, he had ut­tered no dis­grace­ful taunt, and prob­a­bly not in­flict­ed a tithe of the pain he had him­self to bear. It is true that he was fla­grant­ly in the wrong, his vic­tim as laud­ably in the right. Nev­er­the­less, grant­ing the orig­i­nal sin of the sit­u­a­tion, and giv­en this un­fore­seen de­vel­op­ment, even I failed to see how Raf­fles could have com­bined greater hu­man­i­ty with any re­gard for our joint safe­ty; and had his bar­bar­i­ties end­ed here, I for one should not have con­sid­ered them an ex­tra­or­di­nary ag­gra­va­tion of an oth­er­wise mi­nor of­fence. But in the broad day­light of the bath­room, which had a ground-glass win­dow but no blind, I saw at once the se­ri­ous na­ture of his wound and of its ef­fect up­on the man.

			“It will maim me for a month,” said he; “and if the V.C. comes out alive, the wound he gave may be iden­ti­fied with the wound I’ve got.”

			The V.C.! There, in­deed, was an ag­gra­va­tion to one il­log­i­cal mind. But to cast a mo­ment’s doubt up­on the cer­tain­ty of his com­ing out alive!

			“Of course he’ll come out,” said I. “We must make up our minds to that.”

			“Did he tell you he was ex­pect­ing the ser­vants or his wife? If so, of course we must hur­ry up.”

			“No, Raf­fles, I’m afraid he’s not ex­pect­ing any­body. He told me, if he hadn’t looked in for let­ters, we should have had the place to our­selves an­oth­er week. That’s the worst of it.”

			Raf­fles smiled as he se­cured a reg­u­lar put­tee of dust-sheet­ing. No blood was com­ing through.

			“I don’t agree, Bun­ny,” said he. “It’s quite the best of it, if you ask me.”

			“What, that he should die the death?”

			“Why not?”

			And Raf­fles stared me out with a hard and mer­ci­less light in his clear blue eyes—a light that chilled the blood.

			“If it’s a choice be­tween his life and our lib­er­ty, you’re en­ti­tled to your de­ci­sion and I’m en­ti­tled to mine, and I took it be­fore I bound him as I did,” said Raf­fles. “I’m on­ly sor­ry I took so much trou­ble if you’re go­ing to stay be­hind and put him in the way of re­leas­ing him­self be­fore he gives up the ghost. Per­haps you will go and think it over while I wash my bags and dry ’em at the gas stove. It will take me at least an hour, which will just give me time to fin­ish the last vol­ume of Kinglake.”

			Long be­fore he was ready to go, how­ev­er, I was wait­ing in the hall, clothed in­deed, but not in a mind which I care to re­call. Once or twice I peered in­to the din­ing-room where Raf­fles sat be­fore the stove, with­out let­ting him hear me. He, too, was ready for the street at a mo­ment’s no­tice; but a steam as­cend­ed from his left leg, as he sat im­mersed in his red vol­ume. In­to the study I nev­er went again; but Raf­fles did, to re­store to its prop­er shelf this and ev­ery oth­er book he had tak­en out and so de­stroy that clue to the man­ner of man who had made him­self at home in the house. On his last vis­it I heard him whisk off the dust-sheet; then he wait­ed a minute; and when he came out it was to lead the way in­to the open air as though the ac­cursed house be­longed to him.

			“We shall be seen,” I whis­pered at his heels. “Raf­fles, Raf­fles, there’s a po­lice­man at the cor­ner!”

			“I know him in­ti­mate­ly,” replied Raf­fles, turn­ing, how­ev­er, the oth­er way. “He ac­cost­ed me on Mon­day, when I ex­plained that I was an old sol­dier of the colonel’s reg­i­ment, who came in ev­ery few days to air the place and send on any odd let­ters. You see, I have al­ways car­ried one or two about me, redi­rect­ed to that ad­dress in Switzer­land, and when I showed them to him it was all right. But af­ter that it was no use lis­ten­ing at the let­ter-box for a clear coast, was it?”

			I did not an­swer; there was too much to ex­as­per­ate in these prodi­gies of cun­ning which he could nev­er trou­ble to tell me at the time. And I knew why he had kept his lat­est feats to him­self: un­will­ing to trust me out­side the house, he had sys­tem­at­i­cal­ly ex­ag­ger­at­ed the dan­gers of his own walks abroad; and when to these in­juries he added the in­sult of a pa­tron­iz­ing com­pli­ment on my late dis­guise, I again made no re­ply.

			“What’s the good of your com­ing with me?” he asked, when I had fol­lowed him across the main stream of Not­ting Hill.

			“We may as well sink or swim to­geth­er,” I an­swered sul­len­ly.

			“Yes? Well, I’m go­ing to swim in­to the prov­inces, have a shave on the way, buy a new kit piece­meal, in­clud­ing a crick­et-bag (which I re­al­ly want), and come limp­ing back to the Al­bany with the same old strain in my bowl­ing leg. I needn’t add that I have been play­ing coun­try-house crick­et for the last month un­der an alias; it’s the on­ly de­cent way to do it when one’s coun­ty has need of one. That’s my itin­er­ary, Bun­ny, but I re­al­ly can’t see why you should come with me.”

			“We may as well swing to­geth­er!” I growled.

			“As you will, my dear fel­low,” replied Raf­fles. “But I be­gin to dread your com­pa­ny on the drop!”

			I shall hold my pen on that pro­vin­cial tour. Not that I joined Raf­fles in any of the lit­tle en­ter­pris­es with which he be­guiled the breaks in our jour­ney; our last deed in Lon­don was far too great a weight up­on my soul. I could see that gal­lant of­fi­cer in his chair, see him at ev­ery hour of the day and night, now with his in­domitable eyes meet­ing mine fe­ro­cious­ly, now a stark out­line un­der­neath a sheet. The vi­sion dark­ened my day and gave me sleep­less nights. I was with our vic­tim in all his agony; my mind would on­ly leave him for that gal­lows of which Raf­fles had said true things in jest. No, I could not face so vile a death light­ly, but I could meet it, some­how, bet­ter than I could en­dure a guilty sus­pense. In the watch­es of the sec­ond night I made up my mind to meet it half­way, that very morn­ing, while still there might be time to save the life that we had left in jeop­ardy. And I got up ear­ly to tell Raf­fles of my re­solve.

			His room in the ho­tel where we were stay­ing was lit­tered with clothes and lug­gage new enough for any bride­groom; I lift­ed the locked crick­et-bag, and found it heav­ier than a crick­et-bag has any right to be. But in the bed Raf­fles was sleep­ing like an in­fant, his shaven self once more. And when I shook him he awoke with a smile.

			“Go­ing to con­fess, eh, Bun­ny? Well, wait a bit; the lo­cal po­lice won’t thank you for knock­ing them up at this hour. And I bought a late edi­tion which you ought to see; that must be it on the floor. You have a look in the stop-press col­umn, Bun­ny.”

			I found the place with a sunken heart, and this is what I read:

			
				
					West-End Out­rage

				
				Colonel Crutch­ley, R.E., V.C., has been the vic­tim of a das­tard­ly out­rage at his res­i­dence, Pe­ter Street, Cam­p­den Hill. Re­turn­ing un­ex­pect­ed­ly to the house, which had been left un­tenant­ed dur­ing the ab­sence of the fam­i­ly abroad, it was found oc­cu­pied by two ruf­fi­ans, who over­came and se­cured the dis­tin­guished of­fi­cer by the ex­er­cise of con­sid­er­able vi­o­lence. When dis­cov­ered through the in­tel­li­gence of the Kens­ing­ton po­lice, the gal­lant vic­tim was gagged and bound hand and foot, and in an ad­vanced stage of ex­haus­tion.

			

			“Thanks to the Kens­ing­ton po­lice,” ob­served Raf­fles, as I read the last words aloud in my hor­ror. “They can’t have gone when they got my let­ter.”

			“Your let­ter?”

			“I print­ed them a line while we were wait­ing for our train at Eu­ston. They must have got it that night, but they can’t have paid any at­ten­tion to it un­til yes­ter­day morn­ing. And when they do, they take all the cred­it and give me no more than you did, Bun­ny!”

			I looked at the curly head up­on the pil­low, at the smil­ing, hand­some face un­der the curls. And at last I un­der­stood.

			“So all the time you nev­er meant it!”

			“Slow mur­der? You should have known me bet­ter. A few hours’ en­forced Rest Cure was the worst I wished him.”

			“You might have told me, Raf­fles!”

			“That may be, Bun­ny, but you ought cer­tain­ly to have trust­ed me!”

		
	
		
			The Criminologists’ Club

			“But who are they, Raf­fles, and where’s their house? There’s no such club on the list in Whitak­er.”

			“The Crim­i­nol­o­gists, my dear Bun­ny, are too few for a lo­cal habi­ta­tion, and too se­lect to tell their name in Gath. They are mere­ly so many solemn stu­dents of con­tem­po­rary crime, who meet and dine pe­ri­od­i­cal­ly at each oth­er’s clubs or hous­es.”

			“But why in the world should they ask us to dine with them?”

			And I bran­dished the in­vi­ta­tion which had brought me hot­foot to the Al­bany: it was from the Right Hon. the Earl of Thorn­a­by, K.G.; and it re­quest­ed the hon­or of my com­pa­ny at din­ner, at Thorn­a­by House, Park Lane, to meet the mem­bers of the Crim­i­nol­o­gists’ Club. That in it­self was a dis­turb­ing com­pli­ment: judge then of my dis­may on learn­ing that Raf­fles had been in­vit­ed too!

			“They have got it in­to their heads,” said he, “that the glad­i­a­to­ri­al el­e­ment is the curse of most mod­ern sport. They trem­ble es­pe­cial­ly for the pro­fes­sion­al glad­i­a­tor. And they want to know whether my ex­pe­ri­ence tal­lies with their the­o­ry.”

			“So they say!”

			“They quote the case of a league play­er, sus. per coll., and any num­ber of sui­cides. It re­al­ly is rather in my pub­lic line.”

			“In yours, if you like, but not in mine,” said I. “No, Raf­fles, they’ve got their eye on us both, and mean to put us un­der the mi­cro­scope, or they nev­er would have pitched on me.”

			Raf­fles smiled on my per­tur­ba­tion.

			“I al­most wish you were right, Bun­ny! It would be even bet­ter fun than I mean to make it as it is. But it may con­sole you to hear that it was I who gave them your name. I told them you were a far keen­er crim­i­nol­o­gist than my­self. I am de­light­ed to hear they have tak­en my hint, and that we are to meet at their grue­some board.”

			“If I ac­cept,” said I, with the aus­ter­i­ty he de­served.

			“If you don’t,” re­joined Raf­fles, “you will miss some sport af­ter both our hearts. Think of it, Bun­ny! These fel­lows meet to wal­low in all the lat­est crimes; we wal­low with them as though we knew more about it than them­selves. Per­haps we don’t, for few crim­i­nol­o­gists have a soul above mur­der; and I quite ex­pect to have the priv­i­lege of lift­ing the dis­cus­sion in­to our own high­er walk. They shall give their mor­bid minds to the fine art of bur­gling, for a change; and while we’re about it, Bun­ny, we may as well ex­tract their opin­ion of our no­ble selves. As au­thors, as col­lab­o­ra­tors, we will sit with the flow­er of our crit­ics, and find our own lev­el in the ex­pert eye. It will be a pi­quant ex­pe­ri­ence, if not an in­valu­able one; if we are sail­ing too near the wind, we are sure to hear about it, and can trim our yards ac­cord­ing­ly. More­over, we shall get a very good din­ner in­to the bar­gain, or our no­ble host will be­lie a Eu­ro­pean rep­u­ta­tion.”

			“Do you know him?” I asked.

			“We have a pavil­ion ac­quain­tance, when it suits my lord,” replied Raf­fles, chuck­ling. “But I know all about him. He was pres­i­dent one year of the M.C.C., and we nev­er had a bet­ter. He knows the game, though I be­lieve he nev­er played crick­et in his life. But then he knows most things, and has nev­er done any of them. He has nev­er even mar­ried, and nev­er opened his lips in the House of Lords. Yet they say there is no bet­ter brain in the Au­gust as­sem­bly, and he cer­tain­ly made us a won­der­ful speech last time the Aus­tralians were over. He has read ev­ery­thing and (to his cred­it in these days) nev­er writ­ten a line. All round he is a whale for the­o­ry and a sprat for prac­tice—but he looks quite ca­pa­ble of both at crime!”

			I now longed to be­hold this re­mark­able peer, in the flesh, and with the greater cu­rios­i­ty since an­oth­er of the things which he ev­i­dent­ly nev­er did was to have his pho­to­graph pub­lished for the ben­e­fit of the vul­gar. I told Raf­fles that I would dine with him at Lord Thorn­a­by’s, and he nod­ded as though I had not hes­i­tat­ed for a mo­ment. I see now how deft­ly he had dis­posed of my re­luc­tance. No doubt he had thought it all out be­fore: his lit­tle speech­es look suf­fi­cient­ly pre­med­i­tat­ed as I set them down at the dic­tates of an ex­cel­lent mem­o­ry. Let it, how­ev­er, be borne in mind that Raf­fles did not talk ex­act­ly like a Raf­fles book: he said the things, but he did not say them in so many con­sec­u­tive breaths. They were punc­tu­at­ed by puffs from his eter­nal cig­a­rette, and the punc­tu­a­tion was of­ten in the na­ture of a line of as­ter­isks, while he took a silent turn up and down his room. Nor was he ev­er more de­lib­er­ate than when he seemed most non­cha­lant and spon­ta­neous. I came to see it in the end. But these were ear­ly days, in which he was more plau­si­ble to me than I can hope to ren­der him to an­oth­er hu­man be­ing.

			And I saw a good deal of Raf­fles just then; it was, in fact, the one pe­ri­od at which I can re­mem­ber his com­ing round to see me more fre­quent­ly than I went round to him. Of course he would come at his own odd hours, of­ten just as one was dress­ing to go out and dine, and I can even re­mem­ber find­ing him there when I re­turned, for I had long since giv­en him a key of the flat. It was the in­hos­pitable month of Feb­ru­ary, and I can re­call more than one cosy evening when we dis­cussed any­thing and ev­ery­thing but our own mal­prac­tices; in­deed, there were none to dis­cuss just then. Raf­fles, on the con­trary, was show­ing him­self with some in­dus­try in the most re­spectable so­ci­ety, and by his ad­vice I used the club more than ev­er.

			“There is noth­ing like it at this time of year,” said he. “In the sum­mer I have my crick­et to pro­vide me with de­cent em­ploy­ment in the sight of men. Keep your­self be­fore the pub­lic from morn­ing to night, and they’ll nev­er think of you in the still small hours.”

			Our be­hav­ior, in fine, had so long been ir­re­proach­able that I rose with­out mis­giv­ing on the morn­ing of Lord Thorn­a­by’s din­ner to the oth­er Crim­i­nol­o­gists and guests. My chief anx­i­ety was to ar­rive un­der the aegis of my bril­liant friend, and I had begged him to pick me up on his way; but at five min­utes to the ap­point­ed hour there was no sign of Raf­fles or his cab. We were bid­den at a quar­ter to eight for eight o’clock, so af­ter all I had to hur­ry off alone.

			For­tu­nate­ly, Thorn­a­by House is al­most at the end of my street that was; and it seemed to me an­oth­er for­tu­nate cir­cum­stance that the house stood back, as it did and does, in its own au­gust court­yard; for, as I was about to knock, a han­som came twin­kling in be­hind me, and I drew back, hop­ing it was Raf­fles at the last mo­ment. It was not, and I knew it in time to melt from the porch, and wait yet an­oth­er minute in the shad­ows, since oth­ers were as late as I. And out jumped these oth­ers, chat­ter­ing in stage whis­pers as they paid their cab.

			“Thorn­a­by has a bet about it with Fred­dy Verek­er, who can’t come, I hear. Of course, it won’t be lost or won tonight. But the dear man thinks he’s been in­vit­ed as a crick­eter!”

			“I don’t be­lieve he’s the oth­er thing,” said a voice as brusque as the first was bland. “I be­lieve it’s all bunkum. I wish I didn’t, but I do!”

			“I think you’ll find it’s more than that,” re­joined the oth­er, as the doors opened and swal­lowed the pair.

			I flung out limp hands and smote the air. Raf­fles bid­den to what he had well called this “grue­some board,” not as a crick­eter but, clear­ly, as a sus­pect­ed crim­i­nal! Raf­fles wrong all the time, and I right for once in my orig­i­nal ap­pre­hen­sion! And still no Raf­fles in sight—no Raf­fles to warn—no Raf­fles, and the clocks strik­ing eight!

			Well may I shirk the psy­chol­o­gy of such a mo­ment, for my be­lief is that the strik­ing clocks struck out all pow­er of thought and feel­ing, and that I played my poor part the bet­ter for that blessed surcease of in­tel­lec­tu­al sen­sa­tion. On the oth­er hand, I was nev­er more alive to the pure­ly ob­jec­tive im­pres­sions of any hour of my ex­is­tence, and of them the mem­o­ry is star­tling to this day. I hear my mad knock at the dou­ble doors; they fly open in the mid­dle, and it is like some sump­tu­ous and solemn rite. A long slice of silken-legged lack­ey is seen on ei­ther hand; a very prelate of a but­ler bows a bene­dic­tion from the sanc­tu­ary steps. I breathe more freely when I reach a book-lined li­brary where a mere hand­ful of men do not over­flow the Per­sian rug be­fore the fire. One of them is Raf­fles, who is talk­ing to a large man with the brow of a demigod and the eyes and jowl of a de­gen­er­ate bull­dog. And this is our no­ble host.

			Lord Thorn­a­by stared at me with in­scrutable sto­lid­i­ty as we shook hands, and at once hand­ed me over to a tall, un­gain­ly man whom he ad­dressed as Ernest, but whose sur­name I nev­er learned. Ernest in turn in­tro­duced me, with a shy and clum­sy cour­tesy, to the two re­main­ing guests. They were the pair who had driv­en up in the han­som; one turned out to be Kingsmill, Q.C.; the oth­er I knew at a glance from his pho­to­graphs as Par­ring­ton, the back­woods nov­el­ist. They were ad­mirable foils to each oth­er, the bar­ris­ter be­ing plump and dap­per, with a Napoleon­ic cast of coun­te­nance, and the au­thor one of the shag­gi­est dogs I have ev­er seen in evening-clothes. Nei­ther took much stock of me, but both had an eye on Raf­fles as I ex­changed a few words with each in turn. Din­ner, how­ev­er, was im­me­di­ate­ly an­nounced, and the six of us had soon tak­en our places round a bril­liant lit­tle ta­ble strand­ed in a great dark room.

			I had not been pre­pared for so small a par­ty, and at first I felt re­lieved. If the worst came to the worst, I was fool enough to say in my heart, they were but two to one. But I was soon sigh­ing for that safe­ty which the adage as­so­ciates with num­bers. We were far too few for the con­fi­den­tial duo­logue with one’s neigh­bor in which I, at least, would have tak­en refuge from the per­ils of a gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion. And the gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion soon re­solved it­self in­to an at­tack, so sub­tly con­cert­ed and so ar­tis­ti­cal­ly de­liv­ered that I could not con­ceive how Raf­fles should ev­er know it for an at­tack, and that against him­self, or how to warn him of his per­il. But to this day I am not con­vinced that I al­so was hon­ored by the sus­pi­cions of the club; it may have been so, and they may have ig­nored me for the big­ger game.

			It was Lord Thorn­a­by him­self who fired the first shot, over the very sher­ry. He had Raf­fles on his right hand, and the back­woods­man of let­ters on his left. Raf­fles was hemmed in by the law on his right, while I sat be­tween Par­ring­ton and Ernest, who took the foot of the ta­ble, and seemed a sort of feuda­to­ry cadet of the no­ble house. But it was the mot­ley lot of us that my lord ad­dressed, as he sat back blink­ing his bag­gy eyes.

			“Mr. Raf­fles,” said he, “has been telling me about that poor fel­low who suf­fered the ex­treme penal­ty last March. A great end, gen­tle­men, a great end! It is true that he had been un­for­tu­nate enough to strike a jugu­lar vein, but his own end should take its place among the most glo­ri­ous tra­di­tions of the gal­lows. You tell them Mr. Raf­fles: it will be as new to my friends as it is to me.”

			“I tell the tale as I heard it last time I played at Trent Bridge; it was nev­er in the pa­pers, I be­lieve,” said Raf­fles grave­ly. “You may re­mem­ber the tremen­dous ex­cite­ment over the Test Match­es out in Aus­tralia at the time: it seems that the re­sult of the cru­cial game was ex­pect­ed on the con­demned man’s last day on earth, and he couldn’t rest un­til he knew it. We pulled it off, if you rec­ol­lect, and he said it would make him swing hap­py.”

			“Tell ’em what else he said!” cried Lord Thorn­a­by, rub­bing his podgy hands.

			“The chap­lain re­mon­strat­ed with him on his ex­cite­ment over a game at such a time, and the con­vict is said to have replied: ‘Why, it’s the first thing they’ll ask me at the oth­er end of the drop!’ ”

			The sto­ry was new even to me, but I had no time to ap­pre­ci­ate its points. My con­cern was to watch its ef­fect up­on the oth­er mem­bers of the par­ty. Ernest, on my left, dou­bled up with laugh­ter, and tit­tered and shook for sev­er­al min­utes. My oth­er neigh­bor, more im­pres­sion­able by tem­per­a­ment, winced first, and then worked him­self in­to a state of en­thu­si­asm which cul­mi­nat­ed in an as­sault up­on his shirt-cuff with a join­er’s pen­cil. Kingsmill, Q.C., beam­ing tran­quil­ly on Raf­fles, seemed the one least im­pressed, un­til he spoke.

			“I am glad to hear that,” he re­marked in a high bland voice. “I thought that man would die game.”

			“Did you know any­thing about him, then?” in­quired Lord Thorn­a­by.

			“I led for the Crown,” replied the bar­ris­ter, with a twin­kle. “You might al­most say that I mea­sured the poor man’s neck.”

			The point must have been quite un­premed­i­tat­ed; it was not the less ef­fec­tive for that. Lord Thorn­a­by looked askance at the cal­lous silk. It was some mo­ments be­fore Ernest tit­tered and Par­ring­ton felt for his pen­cil; and in the in­ter­im I had made short work of my hock, though it was Jo­han­nis­berg­er. As for Raf­fles, one had but to see his hor­ror to feel how com­plete­ly he was off his guard.

			“In it­self, I have heard, it was not a sym­pa­thet­ic case?” was the re­mark with which he broke the gen­er­al si­lence.

			“Not a bit.”

			“That must have been a com­fort to you,” said Raf­fles dry­ly.

			“It would have been to me,” vowed our au­thor, while the bar­ris­ter mere­ly smiled. “I should have been very sor­ry to have had a hand in hang­ing Peck­ham and Solomons the oth­er day.”

			“Why Peck­ham and Solomons?” in­quired my lord.

			“They nev­er meant to kill that old la­dy.”

			“But they stran­gled her in her bed with her own pil­low­case!”

			“I don’t care,” said the un­couth scribe. “They didn’t break in for that. They nev­er thought of scrag­ging her. The fool­ish old per­son would make a noise, and one of them tied too tight. I call it jol­ly bad luck on them.”

			“On qui­et, harm­less, well-be­haved thieves,” added Lord Thorn­a­by, “in the un­ob­tru­sive ex­er­cise of their hum­ble av­o­ca­tion.”

			And, as he turned to Raf­fles with his puffy smile, I knew that we had reached that part of the pro­gramme which had un­der­gone re­hearsal: it had been per­fect­ly timed to ar­rive with the cham­pagne, and I was not afraid to sig­ni­fy my ap­pre­ci­a­tion of that small mer­cy. But Raf­fles laughed so quick­ly at his lord­ship’s hu­mor, and yet with such a nat­u­ral re­straint, as to leave no doubt that he had tak­en kind­ly to my own old part, and was play­ing the in­no­cent inim­itably in his turn, by rea­son of his very in­no­cence. It was a po­et­ic judg­ment on old Raf­fles, and in my mo­men­tary en­joy­ment of the nov­el sit­u­a­tion I was able to en­joy some of the good things of this rich man’s ta­ble. The sad­dle of mut­ton more than jus­ti­fied its place in the menu; but it had not spoiled me for my wing of pheas­ant, and I was even look­ing for­ward to a sweet, when a fur­ther re­mark from the lit­er­ary light re­called me from the ta­ble to its talk.

			“But, I sup­pose,” said he to Kingsmill, “it’s ‘many a bur­glar you’ve re­stored to his friends and his re­la­tions’?”

			“Let us say many a poor fel­low who has been charged with bur­glary,” replied the cheery Q.C. “It’s not quite the same thing, you know, nor is ‘many’ the most ac­cu­rate word. I nev­er touch crim­i­nal work in town.”

			“It’s the on­ly kind I should care about,” said the nov­el­ist, eat­ing jel­ly with a spoon.

			“I quite agree with you,” our host chimed in. “And of all the crim­i­nals one might be called up­on to de­fend, give me the en­ter­pris­ing bur­glar.”

			“It must be the breezi­est branch of the busi­ness,” re­marked Raf­fles, while I held my breath.

			But his touch was as light as gos­samer, and his art­less man­ner a tri­umph of even his in­com­pa­ra­ble art. Raf­fles was alive to the dan­ger at last. I saw him refuse more cham­pagne, even as I drained my glass again. But it was not the same dan­ger to us both. Raf­fles had no rea­son to feel sur­prise or alarm at such a turn in a con­ver­sa­tion frankly de­vot­ed to crim­i­nol­o­gy; it must have been as in­evitable to him as it was sin­is­ter to me, with my for­tu­itous knowl­edge of the sus­pi­cions that were en­ter­tained. And there was lit­tle to put him on his guard in the touch of his ad­ver­saries, which was on­ly less light than his own.

			“I am not very fond of Mr. Sikes,” an­nounced the bar­ris­ter, like a man who had got his cue.

			“But he was pre­his­toric,” re­joined my lord. “A lot of blood has flowed un­der the ra­zor since the days of Sweet William.”

			“True; we have had Peace,” said Par­ring­ton, and launched out in­to such glow­ing de­tails of that crim­i­nal’s last mo­ments that I be­gan to hope the di­ver­sion might prove per­ma­nent. But Lord Thorn­a­by was not to be de­nied.

			“William and Charles are both dead mon­archs,” said he. “The reign­ing king in their de­part­ment is the fel­low who gut­ted poor Dan­by’s place in Bond Street.”

			There was a guilty si­lence on the part of the three con­spir­a­tors—for I had long since per­suad­ed my­self that Ernest was not in their se­cret—and then my blood froze.

			“I know him well,” said Raf­fles, look­ing up.

			Lord Thorn­a­by stared at him in con­ster­na­tion. The smile on the Napoleon­ic coun­te­nance of the bar­ris­ter looked forced and frozen for the first time dur­ing the evening. Our au­thor, who was nib­bling cheese from a knife, left a bead of blood up­on his beard. The fu­tile Ernest alone met the oc­ca­sion with a hearty tit­ter.

			“What!” cried my lord. “You know the thief?”

			“I wish I did,” re­joined Raf­fles, chuck­ling. “No, Lord Thorn­a­by, I on­ly meant the jew­eller, Dan­by. I go to him when I want a wed­ding present.”

			I heard three deep breaths drawn as one be­fore I drew my own.

			“Rather a co­in­ci­dence,” ob­served our host dry­ly, “for I be­lieve you al­so know the Milch­ester peo­ple, where La­dy Mel­rose had her neck­lace stolen a few months af­ter­ward.”

			“I was stay­ing there at the time,” said Raf­fles ea­ger­ly. No snob was ev­er quick­er to boast of bask­ing in the smile of the great.

			“We be­lieve it to be the same man,” said Lord Thorn­a­by, speak­ing ap­par­ent­ly for the Crim­i­nol­o­gists’ Club, and with much less sever­i­ty of voice.

			“I on­ly wish I could come across him,” con­tin­ued Raf­fles hearti­ly. “He’s a crim­i­nal much more to my mind than your mur­der­ers who swear on the drop or talk crick­et in the con­demned cell!”

			“He might be in the house now,” said Lord Thorn­a­by, look­ing Raf­fles in the face. But his man­ner was that of an ac­tor in an un­con­vinc­ing part and a mood to play it game­ly to the bit­ter end; and he seemed em­bit­tered, as even a rich man may be in the mo­ment of los­ing a bet.

			“What a joke if he were!” cried the Wild West writ­er.

			“Ab­sit omen!” mur­mured Raf­fles, in bet­ter taste.

			“Still, I think you’ll find it’s a fa­vorite time,” ar­gued Kingsmill, Q.C. “And it would be quite in keep­ing with the char­ac­ter of this man, so far as it is known, to pay a lit­tle vis­it to the pres­i­dent of the Crim­i­nol­o­gists’ Club, and to choose the evening on which he hap­pens to be en­ter­tain­ing the oth­er mem­bers.”

			There was more con­vic­tion in this sal­ly than in that of our no­ble host; but this I at­trib­uted to the trained and skilled dis­sim­u­la­tion of the bar. Lord Thorn­a­by, how­ev­er, was not to be amused by the elab­o­ra­tion of his own idea, and it was with some as­per­i­ty that he called up­on the but­ler, now solemn­ly su­per­in­tend­ing the re­moval of the cloth.

			“Leggett! Just send up­stairs to see if all the doors are open and the rooms in prop­er or­der. That’s an aw­ful idea of yours, Kingsmill, or of mine!” added my lord, re­cov­er­ing the cour­tesy of his or­der by an ef­fort that I could fol­low. “We should look fools. I don’t know which of us it was, by the way, who se­duced the rest from the main stream of blood in­to this bur­glar­i­ous back­wa­ter. Are you fa­mil­iar with De Quincey’s mas­ter­piece on Mur­der as a Fine Art, Mr. Raf­fles?”

			“I be­lieve I once read it,” replied Raf­fles doubt­ful­ly.

			“You must read it again,” pur­sued the earl. “It is the last word on a great sub­ject; all we can hope to add is some bale­ful il­lus­tra­tion or blood­stained foot­note, not un­wor­thy of De Quincey’s text. Well, Leggett?”

			The ven­er­a­ble but­ler stood wheez­ing at his el­bow. I had not hith­er­to ob­served that the man was an asth­mat­ic.

			“I beg your lord­ship’s par­don, but I think your lord­ship must have for­got­ten.”

			The voice came in rude gasps, but words of re­proach could scarce­ly have achieved a fin­er del­i­ca­cy.

			“For­got­ten, Leggett! For­got­ten what, may I ask?”

			“Lock­ing your lord­ship’s dress­ing-room door be­hind your lord­ship, my lord,” stut­tered the un­for­tu­nate Leggett, in the short spurts of a wind­ed man, a few ster­torous syl­la­bles at a time. “Been up my­self, my lord. Bed­room door—dress­ing-room door—both locked in­side!”

			But by this time the no­ble mas­ter was in worse case than the man. His fine fore­head was a tan­gle of livid cords; his bag­gy jowl filled out like a bal­loon. In an­oth­er sec­ond he had aban­doned his place as our host and fled the room; and in yet an­oth­er we had for­got­ten ours as his guests and rushed head­long at his heels.

			Raf­fles was as ex­cit­ed as any of us now: he out­stripped us all. The cheru­bic lit­tle lawyer and I had a fine race for the last place but one, which I se­cured, while the pant­ing but­ler and his satel­lites brought up a re­spect­ful rear. It was our un­con­ven­tion­al au­thor, how­ev­er, who was the first to vol­un­teer his as­sis­tance and ad­vice.

			“No use push­ing, Thorn­a­by!” cried he. “If it’s been done with a wedge and gim­let, you may smash the door, but you’ll nev­er force it. Is there a lad­der in the place?”

			“There’s a rope-lad­der some­where, in case of fire, I be­lieve,” said my lord vague­ly, as he rolled a crit­i­cal eye over our faces. “Where is it kept, Leggett?”

			“William will fetch it, my lord.”

			And a pair of no­ble calves went flash­ing to the up­per re­gions.

			“What’s the good of bring­ing it down,” cried Par­ring­ton, who had thrown back to the wilds in his ex­cite­ment. “Let him hang it out of the win­dow above your own, and let me climb down and do the rest! I’ll un­der­take to have one or oth­er of these doors open in two twos!”

			The fas­tened doors were at right an­gles on the land­ing which we filled be­tween us. Lord Thorn­a­by smiled grim­ly on the rest of us, when he had nod­ded and dis­missed the au­thor like a hound from the leash.

			“It’s a good thing we know some­thing about our friend Par­ring­ton,” said my lord. “He takes more kind­ly to all this than I do, I can tell you.”

			“It’s grist to his mill,” said Raf­fles char­i­ta­bly.

			“Ex­act­ly! We shall have the whole thing in his next book.”

			“I hope to have it at the Old Bai­ley first,” re­marked Kingsmill, Q.C.

			“Re­fresh­ing to find a man of let­ters such a man of ac­tion too!”

			It was Raf­fles who said this, and the re­mark seemed rather trite for him, but in the tone there was a some­thing that just caught my pri­vate ear. And for once I un­der­stood: the of­fi­cious at­ti­tude of Par­ring­ton, with­out be­ing se­ri­ous­ly sus­pi­cious in it­self, was ad­mirably cal­cu­lat­ed to put a pre­vi­ous­ly sus­pect­ed per­son in a grate­ful shade. This lit­er­ary ad­ven­tur­er had el­bowed Raf­fles out of the lime­light, and grat­i­tude for the ser­vice was what I had de­tect­ed in Raf­fles’s voice. No need to say how grate­ful I felt my­self. But my grat­i­tude was shot with flash­es of un­wont­ed in­sight. Par­ring­ton was one of those who sus­pect­ed Raf­fles, or, at all events, one who was in the se­cret of those sus­pi­cions. What if he had trad­ed on the sus­pect’s pres­ence in the house? What if he were a deep vil­lain him­self, and the vil­lain of this par­tic­u­lar piece? I had made up my mind about him, and that in a tithe of the time I take to make it up as a rule, when we heard my man in the dress­ing-room. He greet­ed us with an im­pu­dent shout; in a few mo­ments the door was open, and there stood Par­ring­ton, flushed and di­shev­elled, with a gim­let in one hand and a wedge in the oth­er.

			With­in was a scene of elo­quent dis­or­der. Draw­ers had been pulled out, and now stood on end, their con­tents heaped up­on the car­pet. Wardrobe doors stood open; emp­ty stud-cas­es strewed the floor; a clock, tied up in a tow­el, had been tossed in­to a chair at the last mo­ment. But a long tin lid pro­trud­ed from an open cup­board in one cor­ner. And one had on­ly to see Lord Thorn­a­by’s wry face be­hind the lid to guess that it was bent over a some­what emp­ty tin trunk.

			“What a rum lot to steal!” said he, with a twitch of hu­mor at the cor­ners of his ca­nine mouth. “My peer’s robes, with coro­net com­plete!”

			We ral­lied round him in a seem­ly si­lence. I thought our scribe would put in his word. But even he ei­ther feigned or felt a prop­er awe.

			“You may say it was a rum place to keep ’em,” con­tin­ued Lord Thorn­a­by. “But where would you gen­tle­men sta­ble your white ele­phants? And these were ele­phants as white as snow; by Jove, I’ll job them for the fu­ture!”

			And he made mer­ri­er over his loss than any of us could have imag­ined the minute be­fore; but the rea­son dawned on me a lit­tle lat­er, when we all trooped down­stairs, leav­ing the po­lice in pos­ses­sion of the the­atre of crime. Lord Thorn­a­by linked arms with Raf­fles as he led the way. His step was lighter, his gayety no longer sar­don­ic; his very looks had im­proved. And I di­vined the load that had been lift­ed from the hos­pitable heart of our host.

			“I on­ly wish,” said he, “that this brought us any near­er to the iden­ti­ty of the gen­tle­man we were dis­cussing at din­ner, for, of course, we owe it to all our in­stincts to as­sume that it was he.”

			“I won­der!” said old Raf­fles, with a fool­hardy glance at me.

			“But I’m sure of it, my dear sir,” cried my lord. “The au­dac­i­ty is his and his alone. I look no fur­ther than the fact of his hon­or­ing me on the one night of the year when I en­deav­or to en­ter­tain my broth­er Crim­i­nol­o­gists. That’s no co­in­ci­dence, sir, but a de­lib­er­ate irony, which would have oc­curred to no oth­er crim­i­nal mind in Eng­land.”

			“You may be right,” Raf­fles had the sense to say this time, though I flat­tered my­self it was my face that made him.

			“What is still more cer­tain,” re­sumed our host, “is that no oth­er crim­i­nal in the world would have crowned so de­li­cious a con­cep­tion with so per­fect an achieve­ment. I feel sure the in­spec­tor will agree with us.”

			The po­lice­man in com­mand had knocked and been ad­mit­ted to the li­brary as Lord Thorn­a­by spoke.

			“I didn’t hear what you said, my lord.”

			“Mere­ly that the per­pe­tra­tor of this amus­ing out­rage can be no oth­er than the swell mob­s­man who re­lieved La­dy Mel­rose of her neck­lace and poor Dan­by of half his stock a year or two ago.”

			“I be­lieve your lord­ship has hit the nail on the head.”

			“The man who took the Thim­ble­ly di­a­monds and re­turned them to Lord Thim­ble­ly, you know.”

			“Per­haps he’ll treat your lord­ship the same.”

			“Not he! I don’t mean to cry over my spilt milk. I on­ly wish the fel­low joy of all he had time to take. Any­thing fresh up­stairs by the way?”

			“Yes, my lord: the rob­bery took place be­tween a quar­ter past eight and the half-hour.”

			“How on earth do you know?”

			“The clock that was tied up in the tow­el had stopped at twen­ty past.”

			“Have you in­ter­viewed my man?”

			“I have, my lord. He was in your lord­ship’s room un­til close on the quar­ter, and all was as it should be when he left it.”

			“Then do you sup­pose the bur­glar was in hid­ing in the house?”

			“It’s im­pos­si­ble to say, my lord. He’s not in the house now, for he could on­ly be in your lord­ship’s bed­room or dress­ing-room, and we have searched ev­ery inch of both.”

			Lord Thorn­a­by turned to us when the in­spec­tor had re­treat­ed, ca­ress­ing his peaked cap.

			“I told him to clear up these points first,” he ex­plained, jerk­ing his head to­ward the door. “I had rea­son to think my man had been ne­glect­ing his du­ties up there. I am glad to find my­self mis­tak­en.”

			I ought to have been no less glad to see my own mis­take. My sus­pi­cions of our of­fi­cious au­thor were thus proved to have been as wild as him­self. I owed the man no grudge, and yet in my hu­man heart I felt vague­ly dis­ap­point­ed. My the­o­ry had gained col­or from his be­hav­ior ev­er since he had ad­mit­ted us to the dress­ing-room; it had changed all at once from the fa­mil­iar to the mo­rose; and on­ly now was I just enough to re­mem­ber that Lord Thorn­a­by, hav­ing tol­er­at­ed those fa­mil­iar­i­ties as long as they were con­nect­ed with use­ful ser­vice, had ad­min­is­tered a re­lent­less snub the mo­ment that ser­vice had been well and tru­ly per­formed.

			But if Par­ring­ton was ex­on­er­at­ed in my mind, so al­so was Raf­fles re­in­stat­ed in the re­gard of those who had en­ter­tained a far graver and more dan­ger­ous hy­poth­e­sis. It was a mir­a­cle of good luck, a co­in­ci­dence among co­in­ci­dences, which had white­washed him in their sight at the very mo­ment when they were strain­ing the ex­pert eye to sift him through and through. But the mir­a­cle had been per­formed, and its ef­fect was vis­i­ble in ev­ery face and au­di­ble in ev­ery voice. I ex­cept Ernest, who could nev­er have been in the se­cret; more­over, that gay Crim­i­nol­o­gist had been pal­pa­bly shak­en by his first lit­tle ex­pe­ri­ence of crime. But the oth­er three vied among them­selves to do hon­or where they had done in­jus­tice. I heard Kingsmill, Q.C., telling Raf­fles the best time to catch him at cham­bers, and promis­ing a seat in court for any tri­al he might ev­er like to hear. Par­ring­ton spoke of a pre­sen­ta­tion set of his books, and in do­ing homage to Raf­fles made his peace with our host. As for Lord Thorn­a­by, I did over­hear the name of the Athenaeum Club, a ref­er­ence to his friends on the com­mit­tee, and a whis­per (as I thought) of Rule II.

			The po­lice were still in pos­ses­sion when we went our sev­er­al ways, and it was all that I could do to drag Raf­fles up to my rooms, though, as I have said, they were just round the cor­ner. He con­sent­ed at last as a less­er evil than talk­ing of the bur­glary in the street; and in my rooms I told him of his late dan­ger and my own dilem­ma, of the few words I had over­heard in the be­gin­ning, of the thin ice on which he had cut fan­cy fig­ures with­out a crack. It was all very well for him. He had nev­er re­al­ized his per­il. But let him think of me—lis­ten­ing, watch­ing, yet un­able to lift a fin­ger—un­able to say one warn­ing word.

			Raf­fles suf­fered me to fin­ish, but a weary sigh fol­lowed the last sym­met­ri­cal whiff of a Sul­li­van which he flung in­to my fire be­fore he spoke.

			“No, I won’t have an­oth­er, thank you. I’m go­ing to talk to you, Bun­ny. Do you re­al­ly sup­pose I didn’t see through these wiseacres from the first?”

			I flat­ly re­fused to be­lieve he had done so be­fore that evening. Why had he nev­er men­tioned his idea to me? It had been quite the oth­er way, as I in­dig­nant­ly re­mind­ed Raf­fles. Did he mean me to be­lieve he was the man to thrust his head in­to the li­on’s mouth for fun? And what point would there be in drag­ging me there to see the fun?

			“I might have want­ed you, Bun­ny. I very near­ly did.”

			“For my face?”

			“It has been my for­tune be­fore tonight, Bun­ny. It has al­so giv­en me more con­fi­dence than you are like­ly to be­lieve at this time of day. You stim­u­late me more than you think.”

			“Your gallery and your prompter’s box in one?”

			“Cap­i­tal, Bun­ny! But it was no jok­ing mat­ter with me ei­ther, my dear fel­low; it was touch-and-go at the time. I might have called on you at any mo­ment, and it was some­thing to know I should not have called in vain.”

			“But what to do, Raf­fles?”

			“Fight our way out and bolt!” he an­swered, with a mouth that meant it, and a fine gay glit­ter of the eyes.

			I shot out of my chair.

			“You don’t mean to tell me you had a hand in the job?”

			“I had the on­ly hand in it, my dear Bun­ny.”

			“Non­sense! You were sit­ting at ta­ble at the time. No, but you may have tak­en some oth­er fel­low in­to the show. I al­ways thought you would!”

			“One’s quite enough, Bun­ny,” said Raf­fles dry­ly; he leaned back in his chair and took out an­oth­er cig­a­rette. And I ac­cept­ed of yet an­oth­er from his case; for it was no use los­ing one’s tem­per with Raf­fles; and his in­cred­i­ble state­ment was not, af­ter all, to be ig­nored.

			“Of course,” I went on, “if you re­al­ly had brought off this thing on your own, I should be the last to crit­i­cise your means of reach­ing such an end. You have not on­ly scored off a far su­pe­ri­or force, which had laid it­self out to score off you, but you have put them in the wrong about you, and they’ll eat out of your hand for the rest of their days. But don’t ask me to be­lieve that you’ve done all this alone! By George,” I cried, in a sud­den wave of en­thu­si­asm, “I don’t care how you’ve done it or who has helped you. It’s the big­gest thing you ev­er did in your life!”

			And cer­tain­ly I had nev­er seen Raf­fles look more ra­di­ant, or bet­ter pleased with the world and him­self, or near­er that ela­tion which he usu­al­ly left to me.

			“Then you shall hear all about it, Bun­ny, if you’ll do what I ask you.”

			“Ask away, old chap, and the thing’s done.”

			“Switch off the elec­tric lights.”

			“All of them?”

			“I think so.”

			“There, then.”

			“Now go to the back win­dow and up with the blind.”

			“Well?”

			“I’m com­ing to you. Splen­did! I nev­er had a look so late as this. It’s the on­ly win­dow left alight in the house!”

			His cheek against the pane, he was point­ing slight­ly down­ward and very much aslant through a long lane of mews to a lit­tle square light like a yel­low tile at the end. But I had opened the win­dow and leaned out be­fore I saw it for my­self.

			“You don’t mean to say that’s Thorn­a­by House?”

			I was not fa­mil­iar with the view from my back win­dows.

			“Of course I do, you rab­bit! Have a look through your own race-glass. It has been the most use­ful thing of all.”

			But be­fore I had the glass in fo­cus more scales had fall­en from my eyes; and now I knew why I had seen so much of Raf­fles these last few weeks, and why he had al­ways come be­tween sev­en and eight o’clock in the evening, and wait­ed at this very win­dow, with these very glass­es at his eyes. I saw through them sharply now. The one light­ed win­dow point­ed out by Raf­fles came tum­bling in­to the dark cir­cle of my vi­sion. I could not see in­to the ac­tu­al room, but the shad­ows of those with­in were quite dis­tinct on the low­ered blind. I even thought a black thread still dan­gled against the square of light. It was, it must be, the win­dow to which the in­trepid Par­ring­ton had de­scend­ed from the one above.

			“Ex­act­ly!” said Raf­fles in an­swer to my ex­cla­ma­tion. “And that’s the win­dow I have been watch­ing these last few weeks. By day­light you can see the whole lot above the ground floor on this side of the house; and by good luck one of them is the room in which the mas­ter of the house ar­rays him­self in all his night­ly glo­ry. It was eas­i­ly spot­ted by watch­ing at the right time. I saw him shaved one morn­ing be­fore you were up! In the evening his valet stays be­hind to put things straight; and that has been the very mis­chief. In the end I had to find out some­thing about the man, and wire to him from his girl to meet her out­side at eight o’clock. Of course he pre­tends he was at his post at the time: that I fore­saw, and did the poor fel­low’s work be­fore my own. I fold­ed and put away ev­ery gar­ment be­fore I per­mit­ted my­self to rag the room.”

			“I won­der you had time!”

			“It took me one more minute, and it put the clock on ex­act­ly fif­teen. By the way, I did that lit­er­al­ly, of course, in the case of the clock they found. It’s an old dodge, to stop a clock and al­ter the time; but you must ad­mit that it looked as though one had wrapped it up all ready to cart away. There was thus any amount of pri­ma fa­cie ev­i­dence of the rob­bery hav­ing tak­en place when we were all at ta­ble. As a mat­ter of fact, Lord Thorn­a­by left his dress­ing-room one minute, his valet fol­lowed him the minute af­ter, and I en­tered the minute af­ter that.”

			“Through the win­dow?”

			“To be sure. I was wait­ing be­low in the gar­den. You have to pay for your gar­den in town, in more ways than one. You know the wall, of course, and that jol­ly old postern? The lock was be­neath con­tempt.”

			“But what about the win­dow? It’s on the first floor, isn’t it?”

			Raf­fles took up the cane which he had laid down with his over­coat. It was a stout bam­boo with a pol­ished fer­ule. He un­screwed the fer­ule, and shook out of the cane a di­min­ish­ing se­ries of small­er canes, ex­act­ly like a child’s fish­ing-rod, which I af­ter­ward found to have been their for­mer state. A dou­ble hook of steel was now pro­duced and quick­ly at­tached to the tip of the top joint; then Raf­fles un­did three but­tons of his waist­coat; and lapped round and round his waist was the finest of Mani­la ropes, with the neat­est of foot-loops at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals.

			“Is it nec­es­sary to go any fur­ther?” asked Raf­fles when he had un­wound the rope. “This end is made fast to that end of the hook, the oth­er half of the hook fits over any­thing that comes its way, and you leave your rod dan­gling while you swarm up your line. Of course, you must know what you’ve got to hook on to; but a man who has had a porce­lain bath fixed in his dress­ing-room is the man for me. The pipes were all out­side, and fixed to the wall in just the right place. You see I had made a re­con­nais­sance by day in ad­di­tion to many by night; it would hard­ly have been worth while con­struct­ing my lad­der on chance.”

			“So you made it on pur­pose!”

			“My dear Bun­ny,” said Raf­fles, as he wound the hemp gir­dle round his waist once more, “I nev­er did care for lad­der work, but I al­ways said that if I ev­er used a lad­der it should be the best of its kind yet in­vent­ed. This one may come in use­ful again.”

			“But how long did the whole thing take you?”

			“From moth­er earth, to moth­er earth? About five min­utes, tonight, and one of those was spent in do­ing an­oth­er man’s work.”

			“What!” I cried. “You mean to tell me you climbed up and down, in and out, and broke in­to that cup­board and that big tin box, and wedged up the doors and cleared out with a peer’s robes and all the rest of it in five min­utes?”

			“Of course I don’t, and of course I didn’t.”

			“Then what do you mean, and what did you do?”

			“Made two bites at the cher­ry, Bun­ny! I had a dress re­hearsal in the dead of last night, and it was then I took the swag. Our no­ble friend was snor­ing next door all the time, but the ef­fort may still stand high among my small ex­ploits, for I not on­ly took all I want­ed, but left the whole place ex­act­ly as I found it, and shut things af­ter me like a good lit­tle boy. All that took a good deal longer; tonight I had sim­ply to rag the room a bit, sweep up some studs and links, and leave am­ple ev­i­dence of hav­ing boned those rot­ten robes tonight. That, if you come to think of it, was what you writ­ing chaps would call the quin­tes­sen­tial Q.E.F. I have not on­ly shown these dear Crim­i­nol­o­gists that I couldn’t pos­si­bly have done this trick, but that there’s some oth­er fel­low who could and did, and whom they’ve been per­fect ass­es to con­fuse with me.”

			You may fig­ure me as gaz­ing on Raf­fles all this time in mute and rapt amaze­ment. But I had long been past that pitch. If he had told me now that he had bro­ken in­to the Bank of Eng­land, or the Tow­er, I should not have dis­be­lieved him for a mo­ment. I was pre­pared to go home with him to the Al­bany and find the re­galia un­der his bed. And I took down my over­coat as he put on his. But Raf­fles would not hear of my ac­com­pa­ny­ing him that night.

			“No, my dear Bun­ny, I am short of sleep and fed up with ex­cite­ment. You mayn’t be­lieve it—you may look up­on me as a plas­ter dev­il—but those five min­utes you wot of were rather too crowd­ed even for my taste. The din­ner was nom­i­nal­ly at a quar­ter to eight, and I don’t mind telling you now that I count­ed on twice as long as I had. But no one came un­til twelve min­utes to, and so our host took his time. I didn’t want to be the last to ar­rive, and I was in the draw­ing-room five min­utes be­fore the hour. But it was a quick­er thing than I care about, when all is said.”

			And his last word on the mat­ter, as he nod­ded and went his way, may well be mine; for one need be no crim­i­nol­o­gist, much less a mem­ber of the Crim­i­nol­o­gists’ Club, to re­mem­ber what Raf­fles did with the robes and coro­net of the Right Hon. the Earl of Thorn­a­by, K.G. He did with them ex­act­ly what he might have been ex­pect­ed to do by the gen­tle­men with whom he had fore­gath­ered; and he did it in a man­ner so char­ac­ter­is­tic of him­self as sure­ly to re­move from their minds the last au­ra of the idea that he and him­self were the same per­son. Carter Pa­ter­son was out of the ques­tion, and any la­belling or ad­dress­ing to be avoid­ed on ob­vi­ous grounds. But Raf­fles sta­bled the white ele­phants in the cloak­room at Char­ing Cross—and sent Lord Thorn­a­by the tick­et.

		
	
		
			The Field of Phillipi

			Nip­per Nas­myth had been head of our school when Raf­fles was cap­tain of crick­et. I be­lieve he owed his nick­name en­tire­ly to the pop­u­lar prej­u­dice against a day-boy; and in view of the spe­cial re­proach which the term car­ried in my time, as al­so of the fact that his fa­ther was one of the school trustees, part­ner in a bank­ing firm of four re­sound­ing sur­names, and man­ag­er of the lo­cal branch, there can be lit­tle doubt that the stig­ma was un­de­served. But we did not think so then, for Nas­myth was un­pop­u­lar with high and low, and ap­peared to glo­ry in the fact. A swollen con­science caused him to see and hear even more than was war­rant­ed by his po­si­tion, and his un­com­pro­mis­ing na­ture com­pelled him to act on what­so­ev­er he heard or saw: a sav­age cus­to­di­an of pub­lic morals, he had in ad­di­tion a per­verse en­thu­si­asm for lost caus­es, loved a mi­nor­i­ty for its own sake, and un­ten­able tenets for theirs. Such, at all events, was my im­pres­sion of Nip­per Nas­myth, af­ter my first term, which was al­so his last. I had nev­er spo­ken to him, but I had heard him speak with ex­tra­or­di­nary force and fer­vor in the school de­bates. I car­ried a clear pic­ture of his un­kempt hair, his un­brushed coat, his dom­i­nant spec­ta­cles, his dog­mat­ic jaw. And it was I who knew the com­bi­na­tion at a glance, af­ter years and years, when the fate­ful whim seized Raf­fles to play once more in the Old Boys’ Match, and his will took me down with him to par­tic­i­pate in the milder fes­tiv­i­ties of Founder’s Day.

			It was, how­ev­er, no or­di­nary oc­ca­sion. The bi­cen­te­nary loomed but a year ahead, and a move­ment was on foot to mark the epoch with an ad­e­quate stat­ue of our pi­ous founder. A spe­cial meet­ing was to be held at the school­house, and Raf­fles had been spe­cial­ly in­vit­ed by the new head mas­ter, a man of his own stand­ing, who had been in the eleven with him up at Cam­bridge. Raf­fles had not been near the old place for years; but I had nev­er gone down since the day I left; and I will not dwell on the emo­tions which the once fa­mil­iar jour­ney awak­ened in my un­wor­thy bo­som. Padding­ton was alive with Old Boys of all ages—but very few of ours—if not as live­ly as we used to make it when we all land­ed back for the hol­i­days. More of us had mous­tach­es and cig­a­rettes and “loud” ties. That was all. Yet of the throng, though two or three looked twice and thrice at Raf­fles, nei­ther he nor I knew a soul un­til we had to change at the junc­tion near our jour­ney’s end, when, as I say, it was I who rec­og­nized Nip­per Nas­myth at sight.

			The man was own son of the boy we both re­mem­bered. He had grown a ragged beard and a mous­tache that hung about his face like a ne­glect­ed creep­er. He was stout and bent and old­er than his years. But he spurned the plat­form with a stamp­ing stride which even I re­mem­bered in an in­stant, and which was enough for Raf­fles be­fore he saw the man’s face.

			“The Nip­per it is!” he cried. “I could swear to that walk in a pan­tomime pro­ces­sion! See the in­de­pen­dence in ev­ery step: that’s his heel on the neck of the op­pres­sor: it’s the non­con­formist con­science in bag­gy breech­es. I must speak to him, Bun­ny. There was a lot of good in the old Nip­per, though he and I did bar each oth­er.”

			And in a mo­ment he had ac­cost­ed the man by the boy’s nick­name, ob­vi­ous­ly with­out think­ing of an af­front which few would have read in that hearty open face and hand.

			“My name’s Nas­myth,” snapped the oth­er, stand­ing up­right to glare.

			“For­give me,” said Raf­fles un­de­terred. “One re­mem­bers a nick­name and for­gets all it nev­er used to mean. Shake hands, my dear fel­low! I’m Raf­fles. It must be fif­teen years since we met.”

			“At least,” replied Nas­myth cold­ly; but he could no longer refuse Raf­fles his hand. “So you are go­ing down,” he sneered, “to this great gath­er­ing?” And I stood lis­ten­ing at my dis­tance, as though still in the mid­dle fourth.

			“Rather!” cried Raf­fles. “I’m afraid I have let my­self lose touch, but I mean to turn over a new leaf. I sup­pose that isn’t nec­es­sary in your case, Nas­myth?”

			He spoke with an en­thu­si­asm rare in­deed in him: it had grown up­on Raf­fles in the train; the spir­it of his boy­hood had come rush­ing back at fifty miles an hour. He might have been fol­low­ing some hon­or­able call­ing in town; he might have snatched this brief respite from a dis­tin­guished but ex­act­ing ca­reer. I am con­vinced that it was I alone who re­mem­bered at that mo­ment the life we were re­al­ly lead­ing at that time. With me there walked this skele­ton through ev­ery wak­ing hour that was to fol­low. I shall en­deav­or not to re­fer to it again. Yet it should not be for­got­ten that my skele­ton was al­ways there.

			“It cer­tain­ly is not nec­es­sary in my case,” replied Nas­myth, still as stiff as any pok­er. “I hap­pen to be a trustee.”

			“Of the school?”

			“Like my fa­ther be­fore me.”

			“I con­grat­u­late you, my dear fel­low!” cried the hearty Raf­fles—a younger Raf­fles than I had ev­er known in town.

			“I don’t know that you need,” said Nas­myth sourly.

			“But it must be a tremen­dous in­ter­est. And the proof is that you’re go­ing down to this show, like all the rest of us.”

			“No, I’m not. I live there, you see.”

			And I think the Nip­per re­called that name as he ground his heel up­on an un­re­spon­sive flag­stone.

			“But you’re go­ing to this meet­ing at the school­house, sure­ly?”

			“I don’t know. If I do there may be squalls. I don’t know what you think about this pre­cious scheme Raf­fles, but I …”

			The ragged beard stuck out, set teeth showed through the wild mous­tache, and in a sud­den out­pour­ing we had his views. They were nar­row and in­tem­per­ate and per­verse as any I had heard him ad­vo­cate as the fire­brand of the De­bat­ing So­ci­ety in my first term. But they were stat­ed with all the old vim and ven­om. The mind of Nas­myth had not broad­ened with the years, but nei­ther had its nat­u­ral force abat­ed, nor that of his char­ac­ter ei­ther. He spoke with great vig­or at the top of his voice; soon we had a lit­tle crowd about us; but the tall col­lars and the broad smiles of the younger Old Boys did not de­ter our dowdy dem­a­gogue. Why spend mon­ey on a man who had been dead two hun­dred years? What good could it do him or the school? Be­sides, he was on­ly tech­ni­cal­ly our founder. He had not found­ed a great pub­lic school. He had found­ed a lit­tle coun­try gram­mar school which had pot­tered along for a cen­tu­ry and a half. The great pub­lic school was the growth of the last fifty years, and no cred­it to the pil­lar of piety. Be­sides, he was on­ly nom­i­nal­ly pi­ous. Nas­myth had made re­search­es, and he knew. And why throw good mon­ey af­ter a bad man?

			“Are there many of your opin­ion?” in­quired Raf­fles, when the ag­i­ta­tor paused for breath. And Nas­myth beamed on us with flash­ing eyes.

			“Not one to my knowl­edge as yet,” said he. “But we shall see af­ter to­mor­row night. I hear it’s to be quite an ex­cep­tion­al gath­er­ing this year; let us hope it may con­tain a few sane men. There are none on the present staff, and I on­ly know of one among the trustees!”

			Raf­fles re­frained from smil­ing as his danc­ing eye met mine.

			“I can un­der­stand your view,” he said. “I am not sure that I don’t share it to some ex­tent. But it seems to me a du­ty to sup­port a gen­er­al move­ment like this even if it doesn’t take the di­rec­tion or the shape of our own dreams. I sup­pose you your­self will give some­thing, Nas­myth?”

			“Give some­thing? I? Not a brass far­thing!” cried the im­pla­ca­ble banker. “To do so would be to stul­ti­fy my whole po­si­tion. I cor­dial­ly and con­sci­en­tious­ly dis­ap­prove of the whole thing, and shall use all my in­flu­ence against it. No, my good sir, I not on­ly don’t sub­scribe my­self, but I hope to be the means of nip­ping a good many sub­scrip­tions in the bud.”

			I was prob­a­bly the on­ly one who saw the sud­den and yet sub­tle change in Raf­fles—the hard mouth, the hard­er eye. I, at least, might have fore­seen the se­quel then and there. But his qui­et voice be­trayed noth­ing, as he in­quired whether Nas­myth was go­ing to speak at next night’s meet­ing. Nas­myth said he might, and cer­tain­ly warned us what to ex­pect. He was still ful­mi­nat­ing when our train came in.

			“Then we meet again at Philip­pi,” cried Raf­fles in gay adieu. “For you have been very frank with us all, Nas­myth, and I’ll be frank enough in my turn to tell you that I’ve ev­ery in­ten­tion of speak­ing on the oth­er side!”

			It hap­pened that Raf­fles had been asked to speak by his old col­lege friend, the new head mas­ter. Yet it was not at the school­house that he and I were to stay, but at the house that we had both been in as boys. It al­so had changed hands: a wing had been added, and the dou­ble tier of tiny stud­ies made bril­liant with elec­tric light. But the quad and the fives-courts did not look a day old­er; the ivy was no thick­er round the study win­dows; and in one boy’s cas­tle we found the tra­di­tion­al print of Char­ing Cross Bridge which had knocked about our stud­ies ev­er since a son of the con­trac­tor first sold it when he left. Nay, more, there was the bald rem­nant of a stuffed bird which had been my own dai­ly care when it and I be­longed to Raf­fles. And when we all filed in to prayers, through the green baize door which still sep­a­rat­ed the mas­ter’s part of the house from that of the boys, there was a small boy post­ed in the pas­sage to give the sign of si­lence to the rest as­sem­bled in the hall, quite iden­ti­cal­ly as in the dim old days; the pic­ture was ab­so­lute­ly un­changed; it was on­ly we who were out of it in body and soul.

			On our side of the baize door a fine hos­pi­tal­i­ty and a fin­er flow of spir­its were the or­der of the night. There was a sound rep­re­sen­ta­tive as­sort­ment of quite young Old Boys, to whom ours was a pre­his­toric time, and in the trough of their mod­ern chaff and chat we old stagers might well have been left far astern of the fun. Yet it was Raf­fles who was the life and soul of the par­ty, and that not by mere­tri­cious virtue of his crick­et. There hap­pened not to be an­oth­er crick­eter among us, and it was on their own sub­jects that Raf­fles laughed with the lot in turn and in the lump. I nev­er knew him in quite such form. I will not say he was a boy among them, but he was that rar­er be­ing, the man of the world who can en­ter ab­so­lute­ly in­to the fun and fer­vor of the sal­ad age. My cares and my re­grets had nev­er been more acute, but Raf­fles seemed a man with­out ei­ther in his life.

			He was not, how­ev­er, the hero of the Old Boys’ Match, and that was ex­pect­ed of him by all the school. There was a hush when he went in, a groan when he came out. I had no rea­son to sup­pose he was not try­ing; these things hap­pen to the crick­eter who plays out of his class; but when the great Raf­fles went on to bowl, and was hit all over the field, I was not so sure. It cer­tain­ly failed to af­fect his spir­its; he was more bril­liant than ev­er at our hos­pitable board; and af­ter din­ner came the meet­ing at which he and Nas­myth were to speak.

			It was a some­what frigid gath­er­ing un­til Nas­myth rose. We had all dined with our re­spec­tive hosts, and then re­paired to this busi­ness in cold blood. Many were luke­warm about it in their hearts; there was a cer­tain amount of mild prej­u­dice, and a greater amount of an­i­mal in­dif­fer­ence, to be over­come in the open­ing speech. It is not for me to say whether this was suc­cess­ful­ly ac­com­plished. I on­ly know how the tem­per­a­ture of that meet­ing rose with Nip­per Nas­myth.

			And I dare say, in all the cir­cum­stances of the case, his re­al­ly was a rather vul­gar speech. But it was cer­tain­ly im­pas­sioned, and prob­a­bly as pure­ly in­stinc­tive as his de­nun­ci­a­tion of all the caus­es which ap­peal to the gullible many with­out im­pos­ing up­on the can­tan­ker­ous few. His ar­gu­ments, it is true, were mere­ly an elab­o­ra­tion of those with which he had fa­vored some of us al­ready; but they were point­ed by a con­cise ex­po­si­tion of the sev­er­al def­i­nite prin­ci­ples they rep­re­sent­ed, and barbed with a caus­tic rhetoric quite ad­mirable in it­self. In a word, the man­ner was wor­thy of the very foun­da­tion it sought to shake, or we had nev­er swal­lowed such mat­ter with­out a mur­mur. As it was, there was a demon­stra­tion in the wilder­ness when the voice ceased cry­ing. But we sat in the deep­er si­lence when Raf­fles rose to re­ply.

			I leaned for­ward not to lose a word. I knew my Raf­fles so well that I felt al­most ca­pa­ble of re­port­ing his speech be­fore I heard it. Nev­er was I more mis­tak­en, even in him! So far from a gibe for a gibe and a taunt for a taunt, there nev­er was soft­er an­swer than that which A. J. Raf­fles re­turned to Nip­per Nas­myth be­fore the star­ing eyes and star­tled ears of all as­sem­bled. He cour­te­ous­ly but firm­ly re­fused to be­lieve a word his old friend Nas­myth had said—about him­self. He had known Nas­myth for twen­ty years, and nev­er had he met a dog who barked so loud and bit so lit­tle. The fact was that he had far too kind a heart to bite at all. Nas­myth might get up and protest as loud as he liked: the speak­er de­clared he knew him bet­ter than Nas­myth knew him­self. He had the nec­es­sary de­fects of his great qual­i­ties. He was on­ly too good a sports­man. He had a per­fect pas­sion for the weak­er side. That alone led Nas­myth in­to such ex­cess­es of lan­guage as we had all heard from his lips that night. As for Raf­fles, he con­clud­ed his far too ge­nial re­marks by pre­dict­ing that, what­ev­er Nas­myth might say or think of the new fund, he would sub­scribe to it as hand­some­ly as any of us, like “the gen­er­ous good chap” that we all knew him to be.

			Even so did Raf­fles dis­ap­point the Old Boys in the evening as he had dis­ap­point­ed the school by day. We had looked to him for a no­ble raillery, a lofty and loy­al dis­dain, and he had fobbed us off with friend­ly per­son­al­i­ties not even in im­pec­ca­ble taste. Nev­er­the­less, this light treat­ment of a grave of­fence went far to re­store the nat­u­ral ameni­ties of the oc­ca­sion. It was im­pos­si­ble even for Nas­myth to re­ply to it as he might to a more earnest on­slaught. He could but smile sar­don­ical­ly, and au­di­bly un­der­take to prove Raf­fles a false prophet; and though sub­se­quent speak­ers were less mer­ci­ful the note was struck, and there was no more bad blood in the de­bate. There was plen­ty, how­ev­er, in the veins of Nas­myth, as I was to dis­cov­er for my­self be­fore the night was out.

			You might think that in the cir­cum­stances he would not have at­tend­ed the head mas­ter’s ball with which the evening end­ed; but that would be sad­ly to mis­judge so per­verse a crea­ture as the no­to­ri­ous Nip­per. He was prob­a­bly one of those who protest that there is “noth­ing per­son­al” in their most per­son­al at­tacks. Not that Nas­myth took this tone about Raf­fles when he and I found our­selves cheek by jowl against the ball­room wall; he could for­give his franker crit­ics, but not the friend­ly en­e­my who had treat­ed him so much more gen­tly than he de­served.

			“I seem to have seen you with this great man Raf­fles,” be­gan Nas­myth, as he over­hauled me with his fight­ing eye. “Do you know him well?”

			“In­ti­mate­ly.”

			“I re­mem­ber now. You were with him when he forced him­self up­on me on the way down yes­ter­day. He had to tell me who he was. Yet he talks as though we were old friends.”

			“You were in the up­per sixth to­geth­er,” I re­joined, net­tled by his tone.

			“What does that mat­ter? I am glad to say I had too much self-re­spect, and too lit­tle re­spect for Raf­fles, ev­er to be a friend of his then. I knew too many of the things he did,” said Nip­per Nas­myth.

			His flu­ent in­sults had tak­en my breath. But in a lucky flash I saw my re­tort.

			“You must have had spe­cial op­por­tu­ni­ties of ob­ser­va­tion, liv­ing in the town,” said I; and drew first blood be­tween the long hair and the ragged beard; but that was all.

			“So he re­al­ly did get out at nights?” re­marked my ad­ver­sary. “You cer­tain­ly give your friend away. What’s he do­ing now?”

			I let my eyes fol­low Raf­fles round the room be­fore re­ply­ing. He was waltz­ing with a mas­ter’s wife—waltz­ing as he did ev­ery­thing else. Oth­er cou­ples seemed to melt be­fore them. And the wom­an on his arm looked a ra­di­ant girl.

			“I meant in town, or wher­ev­er he lives his mys­te­ri­ous life,” ex­plained Nas­myth, when I told him that he could see for him­self. But his clever tone did not trou­ble me; it was his ep­i­thet that caused me to prick my ears. And I found some dif­fi­cul­ty in fol­low­ing Raf­fles right round the room.

			“I thought ev­ery­body knew what he was do­ing; he’s play­ing crick­et most of his time,” was my mea­sured re­ply; and if it bore an ex­tra touch of in­so­lence, I can hon­est­ly as­cribe that to my nerves.

			“And is that all he does for a liv­ing?” pur­sued my in­quisi­tor keen­ly.

			“You had bet­ter ask Raf­fles him­self,” said I to that. “It’s a pity you didn’t ask him in pub­lic, at the meet­ing!”

			But I was be­gin­ning to show tem­per in my em­bar­rass­ment, and of course that made Nas­myth the more im­per­turbable.

			“Re­al­ly, he might be fol­low­ing some dis­grace­ful call­ing, by the mys­tery you make of it!” he ex­claimed. “And for that mat­ter I call first-class crick­et a dis­grace­ful call­ing, when it’s fol­lowed by men who ought to be gen­tle­men, but are re­al­ly pro­fes­sion­als in gen­tle­man­ly cloth­ing. The present craze for glad­i­a­to­ri­al ath­leti­cism I re­gard as one of the great evils of the age; but the thin­ly veiled pro­fes­sion­al­ism of the so-called am­a­teur is the great­est evil of that craze. Men play for the gen­tle­men and are paid more than the play­ers who walk out of an­oth­er gate. In my time there was none of that. Am­a­teurs were am­a­teurs and sport was sport; there were no Raf­fle­ses in first-class crick­et then. I had for­got­ten Raf­fles was a mod­ern first-class crick­eter: that ex­plains him. Rather than see my son such an­oth­er, do you know what I’d pre­fer to see him?”

			I nei­ther knew nor cared: yet a wretch­ed pre­mon­i­to­ry fas­ci­na­tion held me breath­less till I was told.

			“I’d pre­fer to see him a thief!” said Nas­myth sav­age­ly; and when his eyes were done with me, he turned up­on his heel. So that end­ed that stage of my dis­com­fi­ture.

			It was on­ly to give place to a worse. Was all this ac­ci­dent or fell de­sign? Con­science had made a cow­ard of me, and yet what rea­son had I to dis­be­lieve the worst? We were pirou­et­ting on the edge of an abyss; soon­er or lat­er the false step must come and the pit swal­low us. I be­gan to wish my­self back in Lon­don, and I did get back to my room in our old house. My danc­ing days were al­ready over; there I had tak­en the one res­o­lu­tion to which I re­mained as true as bet­ter men to bet­ter vows; there the painful as­so­ci­a­tion was no mere sense of per­son­al un­wor­thi­ness. I fell to think­ing in my room of oth­er dances … and was still smok­ing the cig­a­rette which Raf­fles had taught me to ap­pre­ci­ate when I looked up to find him re­gard­ing me from the door. He had opened it as noise­less­ly as on­ly Raf­fles could open doors, and now he closed it in the same pro­fes­sion­al fash­ion.

			“I missed Achilles hours ago,” said he. “And still he’s sulk­ing in his tent!”

			“I have been,” I an­swered, laugh­ing as he could al­ways make me, “but I’ll chuck it if you’ll stop and smoke. Our host doesn’t mind; there’s an ash­tray pro­vid­ed for the pur­pose. I ought to be sulk­ing be­tween the sheets, but I’m ready to sit up with you till morn­ing.”

			“We might do worse; but, on the oth­er hand, we might do still bet­ter,” re­joined Raf­fles, and for once he re­sist­ed the se­duc­tive Sul­li­van. “As a mat­ter of fact, it’s morn­ing now; in an­oth­er hour it will be dawn; and where could day dawn bet­ter than in Warfield Woods, or along the Stock­ley road, or even on the Up­per or the Mid­dle? I don’t want to turn in, any more than you do. I may as well con­fess that the whole show down here has ex­alt­ed me more than any­thing for years. But if we can’t sleep, Bun­ny, let’s have some fresh air in­stead.”

			“Has ev­ery­body gone to bed?” I asked.

			“Long ago. I was the last in. Why?”

			“On­ly it might sound a lit­tle odd, our turn­ing out again, if they were to hear us.”

			Raf­fles stood over me with a smile made of mis­chief and cun­ning; but it was the purest mis­chief imag­in­able, the most in­no­cent and com­ic cun­ning.

			“They shan’t hear us at all, Bun­ny,” said he. “I mean to get out as I did in the good old nights. I’ve been spoil­ing for the chance ev­er since I came down. There’s not the small­est harm in it now; and if you’ll come with me I’ll show you how it used to be done.”

			“But I know,” said I. “Who used to haul up the rope af­ter you, and let it down again to the minute?”

			Raf­fles looked down on me from low­ered lids, over a smile too hu­mor­ous to of­fend.

			“My dear good Bun­ny! And do you sup­pose that even then I had on­ly one way of do­ing a thing? I’ve had a spare loop­hole all my life, and when you’re ready I’ll show you what it was when I was here. Take off those boots, and car­ry your ten­nis-shoes; slip on an­oth­er coat; put out your light; and I’ll meet you on the land­ing in two min­utes.”

			He met me with up­lift­ed fin­ger, and not a syl­la­ble; and down­stairs he led me, stock­ing soles close against the skirt­ing, two feet to each par­tic­u­lar step. It must have seemed child’s play to Raf­fles; the old pre­cau­tions were ob­vi­ous­ly as­sumed for my en­ter­tain­ment; but I con­fess that to me it was all re­fresh­ing­ly ex­cit­ing—for once with­out a risk of du­rance if we came to grief! With scarce­ly a creak we reached the hall, and could have walked out of the street door with­out dan­ger or dif­fi­cul­ty. But that would not do for Raf­fles. He must needs lead me in­to the boys’ part, through the green baize door. It took a deal of open­ing and shut­ting, but Raf­fles seemed to en­joy noth­ing bet­ter than these mock ob­sta­cles, and in a few min­utes we were rest­ing with sharp ears in the boys’ hall.

			“Through these win­dows?” I whis­pered, when the clock over the pi­ano had had mat­ters its own way long enough to make our minds quite easy.

			“How else?” whis­pered Raf­fles, as he opened the one on whose ledge our let­ters used to await us of a morn­ing.

			“And then through the quad—”

			“And over the gates at the end. No talk­ing, Bun­ny; there’s a dor­mi­to­ry just over­head; but ours was in front, you re­mem­ber, and if they had ev­er seen me I should have nipped back this way while they were watch­ing the oth­er.”

			His fin­ger was on his lips as we got out soft­ly in­to the starlight. I re­mem­ber how the grav­el hurt as we left the smooth flagged mar­gin of the house for the open quad; but the near­er of two long green seats (where­on you pre­pared your con­strue for the sec­ond-school in the sum­mer term) was mer­ci­ful­ly handy; and once in our rub­ber soles we had no dif­fi­cul­ty in scal­ing the gates be­yond the fives-courts. More­over, we dropped in­to a very desert of a coun­try road, nor saw a soul when we dou­bled back be­neath the out­er study win­dows, nor heard a foot­fall in the main street of the slum­ber­ing town. Our own fell like the night-dews and the petals of the po­et; but Raf­fles ran his arm through mine, and would chat­ter in whis­pers as we went.

			“So you and Nip­per had a word—or was it words? I saw you out of the tail of my eye when I was danc­ing, and I heard you out of the tail of my ear. It sound­ed like words, Bun­ny, and I thought I caught my name. He’s the most con­sis­tent man I know, and the least al­tered from a boy. But he’ll sub­scribe all right, you’ll see, and be very glad I made him.”

			I whis­pered back that I did not be­lieve it for a mo­ment. Raf­fles had not heard all Nas­myth had said of him. And nei­ther would he lis­ten to the lit­tle I meant to re­peat to him; he would but re­it­er­ate a con­vic­tion so chimeri­cal to my mind that I in­ter­rupt­ed in my turn to ask him what ground he had for it.

			“I’ve told you al­ready,” said Raf­fles. “I mean to make him.”

			“But how?” I asked. “And when, and where?”

			“At Philip­pi, Bun­ny, where I said I’d see him. What a rab­bit you are at a quo­ta­tion!

			
				
					“ ‘And I think that the field of Philip­pi
					

					Was where Cae­sar came to an end;
					

					But who gave old Bru­tus the tip, I
					

					Can’t com­pre­hend!’
				

			

			“You may have for­got­ten your Shake­speare, Bun­ny, but you ought to re­mem­ber that.”

			And I did, vague­ly, but had no idea what it or Raf­fles meant, as I plain­ly told him.

			“The the­atre of war,” he an­swered—“and here we are at the stage door!”

			Raf­fles had stopped sud­den­ly in his walk. It was the last dark hour of the sum­mer night, but the light from a neigh­bor­ing lamp­post showed me the look on his face as he turned.

			“I think you al­so in­quired when,” he con­tin­ued. “Well, then, this minute—if you will give me a leg up!”

			And be­hind him, scarce­ly high­er than his head, and not even barred, was a wide win­dow with a wire blind, and the name of Nas­myth among oth­ers let­tered in gold up­on the wire.

			“You’re nev­er go­ing to break in?”

			“This in­stant, if you’ll, help me; in five or ten min­utes, if you won’t.”

			“Sure­ly you didn’t bring the—the tools?”

			He jin­gled them gen­tly in his pock­et.

			“Not the whole out­fit, Bun­ny. But you nev­er know when you mayn’t want one or two. I’m on­ly thank­ful I didn’t leave the lot be­hind this time. I very near­ly did.”

			“I must say I thought you would, com­ing down here,” I said re­proach­ful­ly.

			“But you ought to be glad I didn’t,” he re­joined with a smile. “It’s go­ing to mean old Nas­myth’s sub­scrip­tion to the Founder’s Fund, and that’s to be a big one, I prom­ise you! The lucky thing is that I went so far as to bring my bunch of safe keys. Now, are you go­ing to help me use them, or are you not? If so, now’s your minute; if not, clear out and be—”

			“Not so fast, Raf­fles,” said I testi­ly. “You must have planned this be­fore you came down, or you would nev­er have brought all those things with you.”

			“My dear Bun­ny, they’re a part of my kit! I take them wher­ev­er I take my evening-clothes. As to this pot­ty bank, I nev­er even thought of it, much less that it would be­come a pub­lic du­ty to draw a hun­dred or so with­out sign­ing for it. That’s all I shall touch, Bun­ny—I’m not on the make tonight. There’s no risk in it ei­ther. If I am caught I shall sim­ply sham cham­pagne and stand the rack­et; it would be an ob­vi­ous frol­ic af­ter what hap­pened at that meet­ing. And they will catch me, if I stand talk­ing here: you run away back to bed—un­less you’re quite de­ter­mined to ‘give old Bru­tus the tip!’ ”

			Now we had bare­ly been a minute whis­per­ing where we stood, and the whole street was still as silent as the tomb. To me there seemed least dan­ger in dis­cussing the mat­ter qui­et­ly on the spot. But even as he gave me my dis­missal Raf­fles turned and caught the sill above him, first with one hand and then with the oth­er. His legs swung like a pen­du­lum as he drew him­self up with one arm, then shift­ed the po­si­tion of the oth­er hand, and very grad­u­al­ly worked him­self waist-high with the sill. But the sill was too nar­row for him; that was as far as he could get un­aid­ed; and it was as much as I could bear to see of a feat which in it­self might have hard­ened my con­science and soft­ened my heart. But I had iden­ti­fied his dog­ger­el verse at last. I am ashamed to say that it was part of a set of my very own writ­ing in the school mag­a­zine of my time. So Raf­fles knew the stuff bet­ter than I did my­self, and yet scorned to press his flat­tery to win me over! He had won me: in a sec­ond my round­ed shoul­ders were a pedestal for those dan­gling feet. And be­fore many more I heard the old metal­lic snap, fol­lowed by the rais­ing of a sash so slow­ly and gen­tly as to be al­most in­audi­ble to me lis­ten­ing just be­low.

			Raf­fles went through hands first, dis­ap­peared for an in­stant, then leaned out, low­er­ing his hands for me.

			“Come on, Bun­ny! You’re safer in than out. Hang on to the sill and let me get you un­der the arms. Now all to­geth­er—qui­et­ly does it—and over you come!”

			No need to dwell on our pro­ceed­ings in the bank. I my­self had small part in the scene, be­ing post­ed rather in the wings, at the foot of the stairs lead­ing to the pri­vate premis­es in which the man­ag­er had his do­mes­tic be­ing. But I made my mind easy about him, for in the si­lence of my watch I soon de­tect­ed a nasal note over­head, and it was res­o­nant and ag­gres­sive as the man him­self. Of Raf­fles, on the con­trary, I heard noth­ing, for he had shut the door be­tween us, and I was to warn him if a sin­gle sound came through. I need scarce­ly add that no warn­ing was nec­es­sary dur­ing the twen­ty min­utes we re­mained in the bank. Raf­fles af­ter­ward as­sured me that nine­teen of them had been spent in fil­ing one key; but one of his lat­est in­ven­tions was a lit­tle thick vel­vet bag in which he car­ried the keys; and this bag had two elas­tic mouths, which closed so tight­ly about ei­ther wrist that he could file away, in­side, and scarce­ly hear it him­self. As for these keys, they were clever coun­ter­feits of typ­i­cal pat­terns by two great safe-mak­ing firms. And Raf­fles had come by them in a man­ner all his own, which the crim­i­nal world may dis­cov­er for it­self.

			When he opened the door and beck­oned to me, I knew by his face that he had suc­ceed­ed to his sat­is­fac­tion, and by ex­pe­ri­ence bet­ter than to ques­tion him on the point. In­deed, the first thing was to get out of the bank; for the stars were drown­ing in a sky of ink and wa­ter, and it was a com­fort to feel that we could fly straight to our beds. I said so in whis­pers as Raf­fles cau­tious­ly opened our win­dow and peeped out. In an in­stant his head was in, and for an­oth­er I feared the worst.

			“What was that, Bun­ny? No, you don’t, my son! There’s not a soul in sight that I can see, but you nev­er know, and we may as well lay a scent while we’re about it. Ready? Then fol­low me, and nev­er mind the win­dow.”

			With that he dropped soft­ly in­to the street, and I af­ter him, turn­ing to the right in­stead of the left, and that at a brisk trot in­stead of the in­no­cent walk which had brought us to the bank. Like mice we scam­pered past the great school­room, with its gable snip­ping a paler sky than ev­er, and the shad­ows melt­ing even in the colon­nade un­der­neath. Mas­ters’ hous­es flit­ted by on the left, less­er land­marks on ei­ther side, and present­ly we were run­ning our heads in­to the dawn, one un­der ei­ther hedge of the Stock­ley road.

			“Did you see that light in Nab’s just now?” cried Raf­fles as he led.

			“No; why?” I pant­ed, near­ly spent.

			“It was in Nab’s dress­ing-room.”

			“Yes?”

			“I’ve seen it there be­fore,” con­tin­ued Raf­fles. “He nev­er was a good sleep­er, and his ears reach to the street. I wouldn’t like to say how of­ten I was chased by him in the small hours! I be­lieve he knew who it was to­ward the end, but Nab was not the man to ac­cuse you of what he couldn’t prove.”

			I had no breath for com­ment. And on sped Raf­fles like a yacht be­fore the wind, and on I blun­dered like a wher­ry at sea, mak­ing heavy weath­er all the way, and near­er founder­ing at ev­ery stride. Sud­den­ly, to my deep re­lief, Raf­fles halt­ed, but on­ly to tell me to stop my pipes while he lis­tened.

			“It’s all right, Bun­ny,” he re­sumed, show­ing me a glow­ing face in the dawn. “His­to­ry’s on its own tracks once more, and I’ll bet you it’s dear old Nab on ours! Come on, Bun­ny; run to the last gasp, and leave the rest to me.”

			I was past ar­gu­ing, and away he went. There was no help for it but to fol­low as best I could. Yet I had vast­ly pre­ferred to col­lapse on the spot, and trust to Raf­fles’s re­source, as be­fore very long I must. I had nev­er en­joyed long wind and the hours that we kept in town may well have ag­gra­vat­ed the de­fi­cien­cy. Raf­fles, how­ev­er, was in first-class train­ing from first-class crick­et, and he had no mer­cy on Nab or me. But the mas­ter him­self was an old Ox­ford mil­er, who could still bear it bet­ter than I; nay, as I flagged and stum­bled, I heard him pound­ing steadi­ly be­hind.

			“Come on, come on, or he’ll do us!” cried Raf­fles shril­ly over his shoul­der; and a gruff sar­don­ic laugh came back over mine. It was pearly morn­ing now, but we had run in­to a shal­low mist that took me by the throat and stabbed me to the lungs. I coughed and coughed, and stum­bled in my stride, un­til down I went, less by ac­ci­dent than to get it over, and so lay head­long in my tracks. And old Nab dealt me a ver­bal kick as he passed.

			“You beast!” he growled, as I have known him growl it in form.

			But Raf­fles him­self had aban­doned the flight on hear­ing my down­fall, and I was on hands and knees just in time to see the meet­ing be­tween him and old Nab. And there stood Raf­fles in the sil­very mist, laugh­ing with his whole light heart, lean­ing back to get the full fla­vor of his mirth; and, near­er me, stur­dy old Nab, dour and grim, with beads of dew on the hoary beard that had been lamp-black in our time.

			“So I’ve caught you at last!” said he. “Af­ter more years than I mean to count!”

			“Then you’re luck­i­er than we are, sir,” an­swered Raf­fles, “for I fear our man has giv­en us the slip.”

			“Your man!” echoed Nab. His bushy eye­brows had shot up: it was as much as I could do to keep my own in their place.

			“We were in­dulging in the chase our­selves,” ex­plained Raf­fles, “and one of us has suf­fered for his zeal, as you can see. It is even pos­si­ble that we, too, have been chas­ing a per­fect­ly in­no­cent man.”

			“Not to say a re­formed char­ac­ter,” said our pur­suer dry­ly. “I sup­pose you don’t mean a mem­ber of the school?” he added, pink­ing his man sud­den­ly as of yore, with all the old barbed acu­men. But Raf­fles was now his match.

			“That would be car­ry­ing ref­or­ma­tion rather far, sir. No, as I say, I may have been mis­tak­en in the first in­stance; but I had put out my light and was look­ing out of the win­dow when I saw a fel­low be­hav­ing quite sus­pi­cious­ly. He was car­ry­ing his boots and creep­ing along in his socks—which must be why you nev­er heard him, sir. They make less noise than rub­ber soles even—that is, they must, you know! Well, Bun­ny had just left me, so I hauled him out and we both crept down to play de­tec­tive. No sign of the fel­low! We had a look in the colon­nade—I thought I heard him—and that gave us no end of a hunt for noth­ing. But just as we were leav­ing he came pad­ding past un­der our noses, and that’s where we took up the chase. Where he’d been in the mean­time I have no idea; very like­ly he’d done no harm; but it seemed worth while find­ing out. He had too good a start, though, and poor Bun­ny had too bad a wind.”

			“You should have gone on and let me rip,” said I, climb­ing to my feet at last.

			“As it is, how­ev­er, we will all let the oth­er fel­low do so,” said old Nab in a ge­nial growl. “And you two had bet­ter turn in­to my house and have some­thing to keep the morn­ing cold out.”

			You may imag­ine with what alacrity we com­plied; and yet I am bound to con­fess that I had nev­er liked Nab at school. I still re­mem­ber my term in his form. He had a caus­tic tongue and fine as­sort­ment of dam­ag­ing ep­i­thets, most of which were lev­elled at my de­vot­ed skull dur­ing those three months. I now dis­cov­ered that he al­so kept a par­tic­u­lar­ly mel­low Scotch whiskey, an ex­cel­lent cigar, and a fund of anec­dote of which a mor­dant wit was the wor­thy bur­sar. Enough to add that he kept us laugh­ing in his study un­til the chapel bells rang him out.

			As for Raf­fles, he ap­peared to me to feel far more com­punc­tion for the fa­ble which he had been com­pelled to foist up­on one of the old mas­ters than for the im­mea­sur­ably graver of­fence against so­ci­ety and an­oth­er Old Boy. This, in­deed, did not wor­ry him at all; and the sto­ry was re­ceived next day with ab­so­lute creduli­ty on all sides. Nas­myth him­self was the first to thank us both for our spir­it­ed ef­fort on his be­half; and the in­ci­dent had the iron­ic ef­fect of es­tab­lish­ing an im­me­di­ate en­tente cor­diale be­tween Raf­fles and his very lat­est vic­tim. I must con­fess, how­ev­er, that for my own part I was thor­ough­ly un­easy dur­ing the Old Boys’ sec­ond in­nings, when Raf­fles made a self­ish score, in­stead of stand­ing by me to tell his own sto­ry in his own way. There was nev­er any know­ing with what new de­tail he was about to em­bel­lish it: and I have still to re­ceive full cred­it for the tact that it re­quired to fol­low his er­rat­ic lead con­vinc­ing­ly. Sel­dom have I been more thank­ful than when our train start­ed next morn­ing, and the poor, un­sus­pect­ing Nas­myth him­self waved us a last farewell from the plat­form.

			“Lucky we weren’t stay­ing at Nab’s,” said Raf­fles, as he lit a Sul­li­van and opened his Dai­ly Mail at its re­port of the rob­bery. “There was one thing Nab would have spot­ted like the downy old bird he al­ways was and will be.”

			“What was that?”

			“The front door must have been found du­ly barred and bolt­ed in the morn­ing, and yet we let them as­sume that we came out that way. Nab would have pounced on the point, and by this time we might have been nabbed our­selves.”

			It was but a lit­tle over a hun­dred sov­er­eigns that Raf­fles had tak­en, and, of course, he had res­o­lute­ly es­chewed any and ev­ery form of pa­per mon­ey. He post­ed his own first con­tri­bu­tion of twen­ty-five pounds to the Founder’s Fund im­me­di­ate­ly on our re­turn to town, be­fore rush­ing off to more first-class crick­et, and I gath­ered that the rest would fol­low piece­meal as he deemed it safe. By an odd co­in­ci­dence, how­ev­er, a mys­te­ri­ous but mag­nif­i­cent do­na­tion of a hun­dred guineas was al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly re­ceived in notes by the trea­sur­er of the Founder’s Fund, from one who sim­ply signed him­self “Old Boy.” The trea­sur­er hap­pened to be our late host, the new man at our old house, and he wrote to con­grat­u­late Raf­fles on what he was pleased to con­sid­er a di­rect re­sult of the lat­ter’s speech. I did not see the let­ter that Raf­fles wrote in re­ply, but in due course I heard the name of the mys­te­ri­ous con­trib­u­tor. He was said to be no oth­er than Nip­per Nas­myth him­self. I asked Raf­fles if it was true. He replied that he would ask old Nip­per point-blank if he came up as usu­al to the Var­si­ty match, and if they had the luck to meet. And not on­ly did this hap­pen, but I had the greater luck to be walk­ing round the ground with Raf­fles when we en­coun­tered our shab­by friend in front of the pavil­ion.

			“My dear fel­low,” cried Raf­fles, “I hear it was you who gave that hun­dred guineas by stealth to the very move­ment you de­nounced. Don’t de­ny it, and don’t blush to find it fame. Lis­ten to me. There was a great lot in what you said; but it’s the kind of thing we ought all to back, whether we strict­ly ap­prove of it in our hearts or not.”

			“Ex­act­ly, Raf­fles, but the fact is—”

			“I know what you’re go­ing to say. Don’t say it. There’s not one in a thou­sand who would do as you’ve done, and not one in a mil­lion who would do it anony­mous­ly.”

			“But what makes you think I did it, Raf­fles?”

			“Ev­ery­body is say­ing so. You will find it all over the place when you get back. You will find your­self the most pop­u­lar man down there, Nas­myth!”

			I nev­er saw a no­bler em­bar­rass­ment than that of this awk­ward, un­gain­ly, can­tan­ker­ous man: all his an­gles seemed to have been smoothed away: there was some­thing quite hu­man in the flushed, un­de­cid­ed, wist­ful face.

			“I nev­er was pop­u­lar in my life,” he said. “I don’t want to buy my pop­u­lar­i­ty now. To be per­fect­ly can­did with you, Raf­fles—”

			“Don’t! I can’t stop to hear. They’re ring­ing the bell. But you shouldn’t have been an­gry with me for say­ing you were a gen­er­ous good chap, Nas­myth, when you were one all the time. Good­bye, old fel­low!”

			But Nas­myth de­tained us a sec­ond more. His hes­i­ta­tion was at an end. There was a sud­den new light in his face.

			“Was I?” he cried. “Then I’ll make it two hun­dred, and damn the odds!”

			Raf­fles was a thought­ful man as we went to our seats. He saw no­body, would ac­knowl­edge no re­mark. Nei­ther did he at­tend to the crick­et for the first half-hour af­ter lunch; in­stead, he even­tu­al­ly in­vit­ed me to come for a stroll on the prac­tice ground, where, how­ev­er, we found two chairs aloof from the fas­ci­nat­ing throng.

			“I am not of­ten sor­ry, Bun­ny, as you know,” he be­gan. “But I have been sor­ry since the in­ter­val. I’ve been sor­ry for poor old Nip­per Nas­myth. Did you see the idea of be­ing pop­u­lar dawn up­on him for the first time in his life?”

			“I did; but you had noth­ing to do with that, my dear man.”

			Raf­fles shook his head over me as our eyes met. “I had ev­ery­thing to do with it. I tried to make him tell the mean­est lie. I made sure he would, and for that mat­ter he near­ly did. Then, at the last mo­ment, he saw how to hedge things with his con­science. And his sec­ond hun­dred will be a re­al gift.”

			“You mean un­der his own name—”

			“And with his own free will. My good Bun­ny, is it pos­si­ble you don’t know what I did with the hun­dred we drew from that bank!”

			“I knew what you were go­ing to do with it,” said I. “I didn’t know you had ac­tu­al­ly got fur­ther than the twen­ty-five you told me you were send­ing as your own con­tri­bu­tion.”

			Raf­fles rose abrupt­ly from his chair.

			“And you ac­tu­al­ly thought that came out of his mon­ey?”

			“Nat­u­ral­ly.”

			“In my name?”

			“I thought so.”

			Raf­fles stared at me in­scrutably for some mo­ments, and for some more at the great white num­bers over the grand­stand.

			“We may as well have an­oth­er look at the crick­et,” said he. “It’s dif­fi­cult to see the board from here, but I be­lieve there’s an­oth­er man out.”

		
	
		
			A Bad Night

			There was to be a cer­tain lit­tle wed­ding in which Raf­fles and I took a sur­rep­ti­tious in­ter­est. The bride-elect was liv­ing in some re­tire­ment, with a re­cent­ly wid­owed moth­er and an asth­mat­i­cal broth­er, in a mel­low her­mitage on the banks of the Mole. The bride­groom was a pros­per­ous son of the same sub­ur­ban soil which had nour­ished both fam­i­lies for gen­er­a­tions. The wed­ding presents were so nu­mer­ous as to fill sev­er­al rooms at the pret­ty re­treat up­on the Mole, and of an in­trin­sic val­ue call­ing for a spe­cial trans­ac­tion with the Bur­glary In­sur­ance Com­pa­ny in Cheap­side. I can­not say how Raf­fles ob­tained all this in­for­ma­tion. I on­ly know that it proved cor­rect in each par­tic­u­lar. I was not in­deed deeply in­ter­est­ed be­fore the event, since Raf­fles as­sured me that it was “a one-man job,” and nat­u­ral­ly in­tend­ed to be the one man him­self. It was on­ly at the eleventh hour that our po­si­tions were in­vert­ed by the whol­ly un­ex­pect­ed se­lec­tion of Raf­fles for the Eng­lish team in the Sec­ond Test Match.

			In a flash I saw the chance of my crim­i­nal ca­reer. It was some years since Raf­fles had served his coun­try in these en­coun­ters; he had nev­er thought to be called up­on again, and his grat­i­fi­ca­tion was on­ly less than his em­bar­rass­ment. The match was at Old Traf­ford, on the third Thurs­day, Fri­day, and Sat­ur­day in Ju­ly; the oth­er af­fair had been all ar­ranged for the Thurs­day night, the night of the wed­ding at East Mole­sey. It was for Raf­fles to choose be­tween the two ex­cite­ments, and for once I helped him to make up his mind. I du­ly point­ed out to him that in Sur­rey, at all events, I was quite ca­pa­ble of tak­ing his place. Nay, more, I in­sist­ed at once on my pre­scrip­tive right and on his pa­tri­ot­ic obli­ga­tion in the mat­ter. In the coun­try’s name and in my own, I im­plored him to give it and me a chance; and for once, as I say, my ar­gu­ments pre­vailed. Raf­fles sent his tele­gram—it was the day be­fore the match. We then rushed down to Es­h­er, and over ev­ery inch of the ground by that char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly cir­cuitous route which he en­joined on me for the next night. And at six in the evening I was re­ceiv­ing the last of my many in­struc­tions through a win­dow of the restau­rant car.

			“On­ly prom­ise me not to take a re­volver,” said Raf­fles in a whis­per. “Here are my keys; there’s an old life-pre­serv­er some­where in the bu­reau; take that, if you like—though what you take I rather fear you are the chap to use!”

			“Then the rope be round my own neck!” I whis­pered back. “What­ev­er else I may do, Raf­fles, I shan’t give you away; and you’ll find I do bet­ter than you think, and am worth trust­ing with a lit­tle more to do, or I’ll know the rea­son why!”

			And I meant to know it, as he was borne out of Eu­ston with raised eye­brows, and I turned grim­ly on my heel. I saw his fears for me; and noth­ing could have made me more fear­less for my­self. Raf­fles had been wrong about me all these years; now was my chance to set him right. It was galling to feel that he had no con­fi­dence in my cool­ness or my nerve, when nei­ther had ev­er failed him at a pinch. I had been loy­al to him through rough and smooth. In many an ug­ly cor­ner I had stood as firm as Raf­fles him­self. I was his right hand, and yet he nev­er hes­i­tat­ed to make me his catspaw. This time, at all events, I should be nei­ther one nor the oth­er; this time I was the un­der­study play­ing lead at last; and I wish I could think that Raf­fles ev­er re­al­ized with what gus­to I threw my­self in­to his part.

			Thus I was first out of a crowd­ed the­atre train at Es­h­er next night, and first down the stairs in­to the open air. The night was close and cloudy; and the road to Hamp­ton Court, even now that the sub­ur­ban builder has marked much of it for his own, is one of the dark­est I know. The first mile is still a nar­row av­enue, a mere tun­nel of leaves at mid­sum­mer; but at that time there was not a light­ed pane or cran­ny by the way. Nat­u­ral­ly, it was in this blind reach that I fan­cied I was be­ing fol­lowed. I stopped in my stride; so did the steps I made sure I had heard not far be­hind; and when I went on, they fol­lowed suit. I dried my fore­head as I walked, but soon brought my­self to re­peat the ex­per­i­ment when an ex­act rep­e­ti­tion of the re­sult went to con­vince me that it had been my own echo all the time. And since I lost it on get­ting quit of the av­enue, and com­ing out up­on the straight and open road, I was not long in re­cov­er­ing from my scare. But now I could see my way, and found the rest of it with­out mishap, though not with­out an­oth­er sem­blance of ad­ven­ture. Over the bridge across the Mole, when about to turn to the left, I marched straight up­on a po­lice­man in rub­ber soles. I had to call him “of­fi­cer” as I passed, and to pass my turn­ing by a cou­ple of hun­dred yards, be­fore ven­tur­ing back an­oth­er way.

			At last I had crept through a gar­den gate, and round by black win­dows to a black lawn drenched with dew. It had been a heat­ing walk, and I was glad to blun­der on a gar­den seat, most con­sid­er­ate­ly placed un­der a cedar which added its own dark­ness to that of the night. Here I rest­ed a few min­utes, putting up my feet to keep them dry, un­ty­ing my shoes to save time, and gen­er­al­ly fac­ing the task be­fore me with a cool­ness which I strove to make wor­thy of my ab­sent chief. But mine was a self-con­scious qual­i­ty, as far re­moved from the orig­i­nal as any oth­er de­lib­er­ate im­i­ta­tion of ge­nius. I ac­tu­al­ly struck a match on my trousers, and lit one of the short­er Sul­li­vans. Raf­fles him­self would not have done such a thing at such a mo­ment. But I wished to tell him that I had done it; and in truth I was not more than plea­sur­ably afraid; I had rather that im­per­son­al cu­rios­i­ty as to the is­sue which has been the sav­ing of me in still more pre­car­i­ous sit­u­a­tions. I even grew im­pa­tient for the fray, and could not af­ter all sit still as long as I had in­tend­ed. So it hap­pened that I was fin­ish­ing my cig­a­rette on the edge of the wet lawn, and about to slip off my shoes be­fore step­ping across the grav­el to the con­ser­va­to­ry door, when a most sin­gu­lar sound ar­rest­ed me in the act. It was a muf­fled gasp­ing some­where over­head. I stood like stone; and my lis­ten­ing at­ti­tude must have been vis­i­ble against the milky sheen of the lawn, for a la­bored voice hailed me stern­ly from a win­dow.

			“Who on earth are you?” it wheezed.

			“A de­tec­tive of­fi­cer,” I replied, “sent down by the Bur­glary In­sur­ance Com­pa­ny.”

			Not a mo­ment had I paused for my pre­cious fa­ble. It had all been pre­pared for me by Raf­fles, in case of need. I was mere­ly re­peat­ing a les­son in which I had been close­ly schooled. But at the win­dow there was pause enough, filled on­ly by the un­can­ny wheez­ing of the man I could not see.

			“I don’t see why they should have sent you down,” he said at length. “We are be­ing quite well looked af­ter by the lo­cal po­lice; they’re giv­ing us a spe­cial call ev­ery hour.”

			“I know that, Mr. Medli­cott,” I re­joined on my own ac­count. “I met one of them at the cor­ner just now, and we passed the time of night.”

			My heart was knock­ing me to bits. I had start­ed for my­self at last.

			“Did you get my name from him?” pur­sued my ques­tion­er, in a sus­pi­cious wheeze.

			“No; they gave me that be­fore I start­ed,” I replied. “But I’m sor­ry you saw me, sir; it’s a mere mat­ter of rou­tine, and not in­tend­ed to an­noy any­body. I pro­pose to keep a watch on the place all night, but I own it wasn’t nec­es­sary to tres­pass as I’ve done. I’ll take my­self off the ac­tu­al premis­es, if you pre­fer it.”

			This again was all my own; and it met with a suc­cess that might have giv­en me con­fi­dence.

			“Not a bit of it,” replied young Medli­cott, with a grim ge­nial­i­ty. “I’ve just woke up with the dev­il of an at­tack of asth­ma, and may have to sit up in my chair till morn­ing. You’d bet­ter come up and see me through, and kill two birds while you’re about it. Stay where you are, and I’ll come down and let you in.”

			Here was a dilem­ma which Raf­fles him­self had not fore­seen! Out­side, in the dark, my au­da­cious part was not hard to play; but to car­ry the im­pro­vi­sa­tion in­doors was to dou­ble at once the dif­fi­cul­ty and the risk. It was true that I had pur­pose­ly come down in a true de­tec­tive’s over­coat and bowler; but my per­son­al ap­pear­ance was hard­ly of the de­tec­tive type. On the oth­er hand as the soi-dis­ant guardian of the gifts one might on­ly ex­cite sus­pi­cion by re­fus­ing to en­ter the house where they were. Nor could I for­get that it was my pur­pose to ef­fect such en­try first or last. That was the cast­ing con­sid­er­a­tion. I de­cid­ed to take my dilem­ma by the horns.

			There had been a scrap­ing of match­es in the room over the con­ser­va­to­ry; the open win­dow had shown for a mo­ment, like an emp­ty pic­ture-frame, a gi­gan­tic shad­ow wa­ver­ing on the ceil­ing; and in the next half-minute I re­mem­bered to tie my shoes. But the light was slow to reap­pear through the lead­ed glass­es of an out­er door far­ther along the path. And when the door opened, it was a fig­ure of woe that stood with­in and held an un­steady can­dle be­tween our faces.

			I have seen old men look half their age, and young men look dou­ble theirs; but nev­er be­fore or since have I seen a beard­less boy bent in­to a man of eighty, gasp­ing for ev­ery breath, shak­en by ev­ery gasp, sway­ing, tot­ter­ing, and chok­ing, as if about to die up­on his feet. Yet with it all, young Medli­cott over­hauled me shrewd­ly, and it was sev­er­al mo­ments be­fore he would let me take the can­dle from him.

			“I shouldn’t have come down—made me worse,” he be­gan whis­per­ing in spurts. “Worse still go­ing up again. You must give me an arm. You will come up? That’s right! Not as bad as I look, you know. Got some good whiskey, too. Presents are all right; but if they aren’t you’ll hear of it in­doors soon­er than out. Now I’m ready—thanks! Mustn’t make more noise than we can help—wake my moth­er.”

			It must have tak­en us min­utes to climb that sin­gle flight of stairs. There was just room for me to keep his arm in mine; with the oth­er he hauled on the ban­is­ters; and so we mount­ed, step by step, a pant­ing pause on each, and a pitched bat­tle for breath on the half-land­ing. In the end we gained a cozy li­brary, with an open door lead­ing to a bed­room be­yond. But the ef­fort had de­prived my poor com­pan­ion of all pow­er of speech; his la­bor­ing lungs shrieked like the wind; he could just point to the door by which we had en­tered, and which I shut in obe­di­ence to his ges­tures, and then to the de­canter and its ac­ces­sories on the ta­ble where he had left them overnight. I gave him near­ly half a glass­ful, and his parox­ysm sub­sid­ed a lit­tle as he sat hunched up in a chair.

			“I was a fool … to turn in,” he blurt­ed in more whis­pers be­tween longer paus­es. “Ly­ing down is the dev­il … when you’re in for a re­al bad night. You might get me the brown cig­a­rettes … on the ta­ble in there. That’s right … thanks aw­ful­ly … and now a match!”

			The asth­mat­ic had bit­ten off ei­ther end of the stra­mo­ni­um cig­a­rette, and was soon chok­ing him­self with the crude fumes, which he in­haled in des­per­ate gulps, to ex­hale in fu­ri­ous fits of cough­ing. Nev­er was more hero­ic rem­e­dy; it seemed a form of lin­ger­ing sui­cide; but by de­grees some slight im­prove­ment be­came ap­par­ent, and at length the suf­fer­er was able to sit up­right, and to drain his glass with a sigh of rare re­lief. I sighed al­so, for I had wit­nessed a strug­gle for dear life by a man in the flow­er of his youth, whose looks I liked, whose smile came like the sun through the first break in his tor­ments, and whose first words were to thank me for the lit­tle I had done in bare hu­man­i­ty.

			That made me feel the thing I was. But the feel­ing put me on my guard. And I was not un­ready for the re­mark which fol­lowed a more ex­haus­tive scru­ti­ny than I had hith­er­to sus­tained.

			“Do you know,” said young Medli­cott, “that you aren’t a bit like the de­tec­tive of my dreams?”

			“On­ly to proud to hear it,” I replied. “There would be no point in my be­ing in plain clothes if I looked ex­act­ly what I was.”

			My com­pan­ion re­as­sured me with a wheezy laugh.

			“There’s some­thing in that,” said he, “al­though I do con­grat­u­late the in­sur­ance peo­ple on get­ting a man of your class to do their dirty work. And I con­grat­u­late my­self,” he was quick enough to add, “on hav­ing you to see me through as bad a night as I’ve had for a long time. You’re like flow­ers in the depths of win­ter. Got a drink? That’s right! I sup­pose you didn’t hap­pen to bring down an evening pa­per?”

			I said I had brought one, but had un­for­tu­nate­ly left it in the train.

			“What about the Test Match?” cried my asth­mat­ic, shoot­ing for­ward in his chair.

			“I can tell you that,” said I. “We went in first—”

			“Oh, I know all about that,” he in­ter­rupt­ed. “I’ve seen the mis­er­able score up to lunch. How many did we scrape al­to­geth­er?”

			“We’re scrap­ing them still.”

			“No! How many?”

			“Over two hun­dred for sev­en wick­ets.”

			“Who made the stand?”

			“Raf­fles, for one. He was 62 not out at close of play!”

			And the note of ad­mi­ra­tion rang in my voice, though I tried in my self-con­scious­ness to keep it out. But young Medli­cott’s en­thu­si­asm proved an am­ple cloak for mine; it was he who might have been the per­son­al friend of Raf­fles; and in his de­light he chuck­led till he puffed and blew again.

			“Good old Raf­fles!” he pant­ed in ev­ery pause. “Af­ter be­ing cho­sen last, and as a bowler-man! That’s the crick­eter for me, sir; by Jove, we must have an­oth­er drink in his hon­or! Fun­ny thing, asth­ma; your liquor af­fects your head no more than it does a man with a snakebite; but it eas­es ev­ery­thing else, and sees you through. Doc­tors will tell you so, but you’ve got to ask ’em first; they’re no good for asth­ma! I’ve on­ly known one who could stop an at­tack, and he knocked me side­ways with ni­trite of amyl. Fun­ny com­plaint in oth­er ways; rais­es your spir­its, if any­thing. You can’t look be­yond the next breath. Noth­ing else wor­ries you. Well, well, here’s luck to A. J. Raf­fles, and may he get his cen­tu­ry in the morn­ing!”

			And he strug­gled to his feet for the toast; but I drank it sit­ting down. I felt un­rea­son­ably wroth with Raf­fles, for com­ing in­to the con­ver­sa­tion as he had done—for tak­ing cen­turies in Test Match­es as he was do­ing, with­out both­er­ing his head about me. A fail­ure would have been in bet­ter taste; it would have shown at least some imag­i­na­tion, some anx­i­ety on one’s ac­count I did not re­flect that even Raf­fles could scarce­ly be ex­pect­ed to pic­ture me in my cups with the son of the house that I had come to rob; chat­ting with him, min­is­ter­ing to him; ad­mir­ing his cheery courage, and hon­est­ly at­tempt­ing to light­en his load! Tru­ly it was an in­fer­nal po­si­tion: how could I rob him or his af­ter this? And yet I had thrust my­self in­to it; and Raf­fles would nev­er, nev­er un­der­stand!

			Even that was not the worst. I was not quite sure that young Medli­cott was sure of me. I had feared this from the be­gin­ning, and now (over the sec­ond glass that could not pos­si­bly af­fect a man in his con­di­tion) he prac­ti­cal­ly ad­mit­ted as much to me. Asth­ma was such a fun­ny thing (he in­sist­ed) that it would not wor­ry him a bit to dis­cov­er that I had come to take the presents in­stead of to take care of them! I showed a suf­fi­cient­ly faint ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the jest. And it was present­ly pun­ished as it de­served, by the most vi­o­lent parox­ysm that had seized the suf­fer­er yet: the fight for breath be­came faster and more fu­ri­ous, and the for­mer weapons of no more avail. I pre­pared a cig­a­rette, but the poor brute was too breath­less to in­hale. I poured out yet more whiskey, but he put it from him with a ges­ture.

			“Amyl—get me amyl!” he gasped. “The tin on the ta­ble by my bed.”

			I rushed in­to his room, and re­turned with a lit­tle tin of tiny cylin­ders done up like minia­ture crack­ers in scraps of cal­i­co; the spent youth broke one in his hand­ker­chief, in which he im­me­di­ate­ly buried his face. I watched him close­ly as a sub­tle odor reached my nos­trils; and it was like the mir­a­cle of oil up­on the bil­lows. His shoul­ders rest­ed from long tra­vail; the ster­torous gasp­ing died away to a quick but nat­u­ral res­pi­ra­tion; and in the sud­den ces­sa­tion of the cru­el con­test, an un­can­ny still­ness fell up­on the scene. Mean­while the hid­den face had flushed to the ears, and, when at length it was raised to mine, its crim­son calm was as in­con­gru­ous as an op­ti­cal il­lu­sion.

			“It takes the blood from the heart,” he mur­mured, “and clears the whole show for the mo­ment. If it on­ly last­ed! But you can’t take two with­out a doc­tor; one’s quite enough to make you smell the brim­stone … I say, what’s up? You’re lis­ten­ing to some­thing! If it’s the po­lice­man we’ll have a word with him.”

			It was not the po­lice­man; it was no out­door sound that I had caught in the sud­den ces­sa­tion of the bout for breath. It was a noise, a foot­step, in the room be­low us. I went to the win­dow and leaned out: right un­der­neath, in the con­ser­va­to­ry, was the faintest glim­mer of a light in the ad­join­ing room.

			“One of the rooms where the presents are!” whis­pered Medli­cott at my el­bow. And as we with­drew to­geth­er, I looked him in the face as I had not done all night.

			I looked him in the face like an hon­est man, for a mir­a­cle was to make me one once more. My knot was cut—my course in­evitable. Mine, af­ter all, to pre­vent the very thing that I had come to do! My gorge had long since risen at the deed; the un­fore­seen cir­cum­stances had ren­dered it im­pos­si­ble from the first; but now I could af­ford to rec­og­nize the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty, and to think of Raf­fles and the asth­mat­ic alike with­out a qualm. I could play the game by them both, for it was one and the same game. I could pre­serve thieves’ hon­or, and yet re­gain some shred of that which I had for­feit­ed as a man!

			So I thought as we stood face to face, our ears strain­ing for the least move­ment be­low, our eyes locked in a com­mon anx­i­ety. An­oth­er muf­fled foot­fall—felt rather than heard—and we ex­changed grim nods of si­mul­ta­ne­ous ex­cite­ment. But by this time Medli­cott was as help­less as he had been be­fore; the flush had fad­ed from his face, and his breath­ing alone would have spoiled ev­ery­thing. In dumb show I had to or­der him to stay where he was, to leave my man to me. And then it was that in a gusty whis­per, with the same shrewd look that had dis­con­cert­ed me more than once dur­ing our vig­il, young Medli­cott froze and fired my blood by turns.

			“I’ve been un­just to you,” he said, with his right hand in his dress­ing-gown pock­et. “I thought for a bit—nev­er mind what I thought—I soon saw I was wrong. But—I’ve had this thing in my pock­et all the time!”

			And he would have thrust his re­volver up­on me as a peace-of­fer­ing, but I would not even take his hand, as I tapped the life-pre­serv­er in my pock­et, and crept out to earn his hon­est grip or to fall in the at­tempt. On the land­ing I drew Raf­fles’s lit­tle weapon, slipped my right wrist through the leath­ern loop, and held it in readi­ness over my right shoul­der. Then, down­stairs I stole, as Raf­fles him­self had taught me, close to the wall, where the planks are nailed. Nor had I made a sound, to my knowl­edge; for a door was open, and a light was burn­ing, and the light did not flick­er as I ap­proached the door. I clenched my teeth and pushed it open; and here was the ver­i­est vil­lain wait­ing for me, his lit­tle lantern held aloft.

			“You black­guard!” I cried, and with a sin­gle thwack I felled the ruf­fi­an to the floor.

			There was no ques­tion of a foul blow. He had been just as ready to pounce on me; it was sim­ply my luck to have got the first blow home. Yet a fel­low-feel­ing touched me with re­morse, as I stood over the sense­less body, sprawl­ing prone, and per­ceived that I had struck an un­armed man. The lantern on­ly had fall­en from his hands; it lay on one side, smok­ing hor­ri­bly; and a some­thing in the reek caused me to set it up in haste and turn the body over with both hands.

			Shall I ev­er for­get the in­cred­u­lous hor­ror of that mo­ment?

			It was Raf­fles him­self!

			How it was pos­si­ble, I did not pause to ask my­self; if one man on earth could an­ni­hi­late space and time, it was the man ly­ing sense­less at my feet; and that was Raf­fles, with­out an in­stant’s doubt. He was in vil­lain­ous guise, which I knew of old, now that I knew the un­hap­py wear­er. His face was grimy, and dex­ter­ous­ly plas­tered with a growth of red­dish hair; his clothes were those in which he had fol­lowed cabs from the Lon­don ter­mi­ni; his boots were muf­fled in thick socks; and I had laid him low with a bloody scalp that filled my cup of hor­ror. I groaned aloud as I knelt over him and felt his heart. And I was an­swered by a bronchial whis­tle from the door.

			“Jol­ly well done!” cheered my asth­mat­i­cal friend. “I heard the whole thing—on­ly hope my moth­er didn’t. We must keep it from her if we can.”

			I could have cursed the crea­ture’s moth­er from my full heart; yet even with my hand on that of Raf­fles, as I felt his fee­ble pulse, I told my­self that this served him right. Even had I brained him, the fault had been his, not mine. And it was a char­ac­ter­is­tic, an in­vet­er­ate fault, that galled me for all my an­guish: to trust and yet dis­trust me to the end, to race through Eng­land in the night, to spy up­on me at his work—to do it him­self af­ter all!

			“Is he dead?” wheezed the asth­mat­ic cool­ly.

			“Not he,” I an­swered, with an in­dig­na­tion that I dared not show.

			“You must have hit him pret­ty hard,” pur­sued young Medli­cott, “but I sup­pose it was a case of get­ting first knock. And a good job you got it, if this was his,” he added, pick­ing up the mur­der­ous lit­tle life-pre­serv­er which poor Raf­fles had pro­vid­ed for his own de­struc­tion.

			“Look here,” I an­swered, sit­ting back on my heels. “He isn’t dead, Mr. Medli­cott, and I don’t know how long he’ll be as much as stunned. He’s a pow­er­ful brute, and you’re not fit to lend a hand. But that po­lice­man of yours can’t be far away. Do you think you could strug­gle out and look for him?”

			“I sup­pose I am a bit bet­ter than I was,” he replied doubt­ful­ly. “The ex­cite­ment seems to have done me good. If you like to leave me on guard with my re­volver, I’ll un­der­take that he doesn’t es­cape me.”

			I shook my head with an im­pa­tient smile.

			“I should nev­er hear the last of it,” said I. “No, in that case all I can do is to hand­cuff the fel­low and wait till morn­ing if he won’t go qui­et­ly; and he’ll be a fool if he does, while there’s a fight­ing chance.”

			Young Medli­cott glanced up­stairs from his post on the thresh­old. I re­frained from watch­ing him too keen­ly, but I knew what was in his mind.

			“I’ll go,” he said hur­ried­ly. “I’ll go as I am, be­fore my moth­er is dis­turbed and fright­ened out of her life. I owe you some­thing, too, not on­ly for what you’ve done for me, but for what I was fool enough to think about you at the first blush. It’s en­tire­ly through you that I feel as fit as I do for the mo­ment. So I’ll take your tip, and go just as I am, be­fore my poor old pipes strike up an­oth­er tune.”

			I scarce­ly looked up un­til the good fel­low had turned his back up­on the fi­nal tableau of watch­ful of­fi­cer and pros­trate pris­on­er and gone out wheez­ing in­to the night. But I was at the door to hear the last of him down the path and round the cor­ner of the house. And when I rushed back in­to the room, there was Raf­fles sit­ting cross-legged on the floor, and slow­ly shak­ing his bro­ken head as he stanched the blood.

			“Et tu, Bun­ny!” he groaned. “Mine own fa­mil­iar friend!”

			“Then you weren’t even stunned!” I ex­claimed. “Thank God for that!”

			“Of course I was stunned,” he mur­mured, “and no thanks to you that I wasn’t brained. Not to know me in the kit you’ve seen scores of times! You nev­er looked at me, Bun­ny; you didn’t give me time to open my mouth. I was go­ing to let you run me in so pret­ti­ly! We’d have walked off arm-in-arm; now it’s as tight a place as ev­er we were in, though you did get rid of old blow­pipes rather nice­ly. But we shall have the dev­il’s own run for our mon­ey!”

			Raf­fles had picked him­self up be­tween his mut­ter­ings, and I had fol­lowed him to the door in­to the gar­den, where he stood busy with the key in the dark, hav­ing blown out his lantern and hand­ed it to me. But though I fol­lowed Raf­fles, as my na­ture must, I was far too em­bit­tered to an­swer him again. And so it was for some min­utes that might fur­nish forth a thrilling page, but not a nov­el one to those who know their Raf­fles and put up with me. Suf­fice it that we left a locked door be­hind us, and the key on the gar­den wall, which was the first of half a dozen that we scaled be­fore drop­ping in­to a lane that led to a foot­bridge high­er up the back­wa­ter. And when we paused up­on the foot­bridge, the hous­es along the bank were still in peace and dark­ness.

			Know­ing my Raf­fles as I did, I was not sur­prised when he dived un­der one end of this bridge, and came up with his In­ver­ness cape and opera hat, which he had hid­den there on his way to the house. The thick socks were peeled from his patent-leathers, the ragged trousers stripped from an evening pair, blood­stains and New­gate fringe re­moved at the wa­ter’s edge, and the whole sepul­chre whit­ed in less time than the thing takes to tell. Nor was that enough for Raf­fles, but he must al­ter me as well, by wear­ing my over­coat un­der his cape, and putting his Zin­gari scarf about my neck.

			“And now,” said he, “you may be glad to hear there’s a 3:12 from Sur­biton, which we could catch on all fours. If you like we’ll go sep­a­rate­ly, but I don’t think there’s the slight­est dan­ger now, and I be­gin to won­der what’s hap­pen­ing to old blow­pipes.”

			So, in­deed, did I, and with no small con­cern, un­til I read of his ad­ven­tures (and our own) in the news­pa­pers. It seemed that he had made a gal­lant spurt in­to the road, and there paid the penal­ty of his rash­ness by a sud­den in­ca­pac­i­ty to move an­oth­er inch. It had even­tu­al­ly tak­en him twen­ty min­utes to creep back to locked doors, and an­oth­er ten to ring up the in­mates. His de­scrip­tion of my per­son­al ap­pear­ance, as re­port­ed in the pa­pers, is the on­ly thing that rec­on­ciles me to the thought of his suf­fer­ings dur­ing that half-hour.

			But at the time I had oth­er thoughts, and they lay too deep for idle words, for to me al­so it was a bit­ter hour. I had not on­ly failed in my self-sought task; I had near­ly killed my com­rade in­to the bar­gain. I had meant well by friend and foe in turn, and I had end­ed in do­ing ex­e­crably by both. It was not all my fault, but I knew how much my weak­ness had con­trib­uted to the sum. And I must walk with the man whose fault it was, who had trav­elled two hun­dred miles to ob­tain this last proof of my weak­ness, to bring it home to me, and to make our in­ti­ma­cy in­tol­er­a­ble from that hour. I must walk with him to Sur­biton, but I need not talk; all through Thames Dit­ton I had ig­nored his sal­lies; nor yet when he ran his arm through mine, on the riv­er front, when we were near­ly there, would I break the seal my pride had set up­on my lips.

			“Come, Bun­ny,” he said at last, “I have been the one to suf­fer most, when all’s said and done, and I’ll be the first to say that I de­served it. You’ve bro­ken my head; my hair’s all glued up in my gore; and what yarn I’m to put up at Man­ches­ter, or how I shall take the field at all, I re­al­ly don’t know. Yet I don’t blame you, Bun­ny, and I do blame my­self. Isn’t it rather hard luck if I am to go un­for­giv­en in­to the bar­gain? I ad­mit that I made a mis­take; but, my dear fel­low, I made it en­tire­ly for your sake.”

			“For my sake!” I echoed bit­ter­ly.

			Raf­fles was more gen­er­ous; he ig­nored my tone.

			“I was mis­er­able about you—frankly—mis­er­able!” he went on. “I couldn’t get it out of my head that some­how you would be laid by the heels. It was not your pluck that I dis­trust­ed, my dear fel­low, but it was your very pluck that made me trem­ble for you. I couldn’t get you out of my head. I went in when runs were want­ed, but I give you my word that I was more anx­ious about you; and no doubt that’s why I helped to put on some runs. Didn’t you see it in the pa­per, Bun­ny? It’s the in­nings of my life, so far.”

			“Yes,” I said, “I saw that you were in at close of play. But I don’t be­lieve it was you—I be­lieve you have a dou­ble who plays your crick­et for you!”

			And at the mo­ment that seemed less in­cred­i­ble than the fact.

			“I’m afraid you didn’t read your pa­per very care­ful­ly,” said Raf­fles, with the first trace of pique in his tone. “It was rain that closed play be­fore five o’clock. I hear it was a sul­try day in town, but at Man­ches­ter we got the storm, and the ground was un­der wa­ter in ten min­utes. I nev­er saw such a thing in my life. There was ab­so­lute­ly not the ghost of a chance of an­oth­er ball be­ing bowled. But I had changed be­fore I thought of do­ing what I did. It was on­ly when I was on my way back to the ho­tel, by my­self, be­cause I couldn’t talk to a soul for think­ing of you, that on the spur of the mo­ment I made the man take me to the sta­tion in­stead, and was un­der way in the restau­rant car be­fore I had time to think twice about it. I am not sure that of all the mad deeds I have ev­er done, this was not the mad­dest of the lot!”

			“It was the finest,” I said in a low voice; for now I mar­velled more at the im­pulse which had prompt­ed his feat, and at the cir­cum­stances sur­round­ing it, than even at the feat it­self.

			“Heav­en knows,” he went on, “what they are say­ing and do­ing in Man­ches­ter! But what can they say? What busi­ness is it of theirs? I was there when play stopped, and I shall be there when it starts again. We shall be at Wa­ter­loo just af­ter half-past three, and that’s go­ing to give me an hour at the Al­bany on my way to Eu­ston, and an­oth­er hour at Old Traf­ford be­fore play be­gins. What’s the mat­ter with that? I don’t sup­pose I shall notch any more, but all the bet­ter if I don’t; if we have a hot sun af­ter the storm, the soon­er they get in the bet­ter; and may I have a bowl at them while the ground bites!”

			“I’ll come up with you,” I said, “and see you at it.”

			“My dear fel­low,” replied Raf­fles, “that was my whole feel­ing about you. I want­ed to ‘see you at it’—that was ab­so­lute­ly all. I want­ed to be near enough to lend a hand if you got tied up, as the best of us will at times. I knew the ground bet­ter than you, and I sim­ply couldn’t keep away from it. But I didn’t mean you to know that I was there; if ev­ery­thing had gone as I hoped it might, I should have sneaked back to town with­out ev­er let­ting you know I had been up. You should nev­er have dreamt that I had been at your el­bow; you would have be­lieved in your­self, and in my be­lief in you, and the rest would have been si­lence till the grave. So I dodged you at Wa­ter­loo, and I tried not to let you know that I was fol­low­ing you from Es­h­er sta­tion. But you sus­pect­ed some­body was; you stopped to lis­ten more than once; af­ter the sec­ond time I dropped be­hind, but gained on you by tak­ing the short­cut by Im­ber Court and over the foot­bridge where I left my coat and hat. I was ac­tu­al­ly in the gar­den be­fore you were. I saw you smoke your Sul­li­van, and I was rather proud of you for it, though you must nev­er do that sort of thing again. I heard al­most ev­ery word be­tween you and the poor dev­il up­stairs. And up to a cer­tain point, Bun­ny, I re­al­ly thought you played the scene to per­fec­tion.”

			The sta­tion lights were twin­kling ahead of us in the fad­ing vel­vet of the sum­mer’s night. I let them in­crease and mul­ti­ply be­fore I spoke.

			“And where,” I asked, “did you think I first went wrong?”

			“In go­ing in­doors at all,” said Raf­fles. “If I had done that, I should have done ex­act­ly what you did from that point on. You couldn’t help your­self, with that poor brute in that state. And I ad­mired you im­mense­ly, Bun­ny, if that’s any com­fort to you now.”

			Com­fort! It was wine in ev­ery vein, for I knew that Raf­fles meant what he said, and with his eyes I soon saw my­self in braver col­ors. I ceased to blush for the vac­il­la­tions of the night, since he con­doned them. I could even see that I had be­haved with a mea­sure of de­cen­cy, in a tru­ly try­ing sit­u­a­tion, now that Raf­fles seemed to think so. He had changed my whole view of his pro­ceed­ings and my own, in ev­ery in­ci­dent of the night but one. There was one thing, how­ev­er, which he might for­give me, but which I felt that I could for­give nei­ther Raf­fles nor my­self. And that was the con­tused scalp wound over which I shud­dered in the train.

			“And to think that I did that,” I groaned, “and that you laid your­self open to it, and that we have nei­ther of us got an­oth­er thing to show for our night’s work! That poor chap said it was as bad a night as he had ev­er had in his life; but I call it the very worst that you and I ev­er had in ours.”

			Raf­fles was smil­ing un­der the dou­ble lamps of the first-class com­part­ment that we had to our­selves.

			“I wouldn’t say that, Bun­ny. We have done worse.”

			“Do you mean to tell me that you did any­thing at all?”

			“My dear Bun­ny,” replied Raf­fles, “you should re­mem­ber how long I had been ma­tur­ing felo­nious lit­tle plan, what a blow it was to me to have to turn it over to you, and how far I had trav­elled to see that you did it and your­self as well as might be. You know what I did see, and how well I un­der­stood. I tell you again that I should have done the same thing my­self, in your place. But I was not in your place, Bun­ny. My hands were not tied like yours. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, most of the jew­els have gone on the hon­ey­moon with the hap­py pair; but these emer­ald links are all right, and I don’t know what the bride was do­ing to leave this di­a­mond comb be­hind. Here, too, is the old sil­ver skew­er I’ve been want­ing for years—they make the most charm­ing pa­per-knives in the world—and this gold cig­a­rette-case will just do for your small­er Sul­li­vans.”

			Nor were these the on­ly pret­ty things that Raf­fles set out in twin­kling ar­ray up­on the op­po­site cush­ions. But I do not pre­tend that this was one of our heavy hauls, or de­ny that its chief in­ter­est still re­sides in the score of the Sec­ond Test Match of that Aus­tralian tour.

		
	
		
			A Trap to Catch a Cracksman

			I was just putting out my light when the tele­phone rang a fu­ri­ous toc­sin in the next room. I flounced out of bed more asleep than awake; in an­oth­er minute I should have been past ring­ing up. It was one o’clock in the morn­ing, and I had been din­ing with Swig­ger Mor­ri­son at his club.

			“Hul­loa!”

			“That you, Bun­ny?”

			“Yes—are you Raf­fles?”

			“What’s left of me! Bun­ny, I want you—quick.”

			And even over the wire his voice was faint with anx­i­ety and ap­pre­hen­sion.

			“What on earth has hap­pened?”

			“Don’t ask! You nev­er know—”

			“I’ll come at once. Are you there, Raf­fles?”

			“What’s that?”

			“Are you there, man?”

			“Ye‑e‑es.”

			“At the Al­bany?”

			“No, no; at Maguire’s.”

			“You nev­er said so. And where’s Maguire?”

			“In Half-moon Street.”

			“I know that. Is he there now?”

			“No—not come in yet—and I’m caught.”

			“Caught!”

			“In that trap he bragged about. It serves me right. I didn’t be­lieve in it. But I’m caught at last … caught … at last!”

			“When he told us he set it ev­ery night! Oh, Raf­fles, what sort of a trap is it? What shall I do? What shall I bring?”

			But his voice had grown fainter and wea­ri­er with ev­ery an­swer, and now there was no an­swer at all. Again and again I asked Raf­fles if he was there; the on­ly sound to reach me in re­ply was the low metal­lic hum of the live wire be­tween his ear and mine. And then, as I sat gaz­ing dis­tract­ed­ly at my four safe walls, with the re­ceiv­er still pressed to my head, there came a sin­gle groan, fol­lowed by the dull and dread­ful crash of a hu­man body fall­ing in a heap.

			In ut­ter pan­ic I rushed back in­to my bed­room, and flung my­self in­to the crum­pled shirt and evening clothes that lay where I had cast them off. But I knew no more what I was do­ing than what to do next I af­ter­ward found that I had tak­en out a fresh tie, and tied it rather bet­ter than usu­al; but I can re­mem­ber think­ing of noth­ing but Raf­fles in some di­a­bol­i­cal mantrap, and of a grin­ning mon­ster steal­ing in to strike him sense­less with one mur­der­ous blow. I must have looked in the glass to ar­ray my­self as I did; but the mind’s eye was the see­ing eye, and it was filled with this fright­ful vi­sion of the no­to­ri­ous pugilist known to fame and in­famy as Bar­ney Maguire.

			It was on­ly the week be­fore that Raf­fles and I had been in­tro­duced to him at the Im­pe­ri­al Box­ing Club. Heavy­weight cham­pi­on of the Unit­ed States, the fel­low was still drunk with his san­guinary tri­umphs on that side, and clam­or­ing for fresh con­quests on ours. But his rep­u­ta­tion had crossed the At­lantic be­fore Maguire him­self; the grandiose ho­tels had closed their doors to him; and he had al­ready tak­en and sump­tu­ous­ly fur­nished the house in Half-moon Street which does not re-let to this day. Raf­fles had made friends with the mag­nif­i­cent brute, while I took timid stock of his di­a­mond studs, his jew­elled watch-chain, his eigh­teen-carat ban­gle, and his six-inch low­er jaw. I had shud­dered to see Raf­fles ad­mir­ing the gew­gaws in his turn, in his own brazen fash­ion, with that air of the cool con­nois­seur which had its dou­ble mean­ing for me. I for my part would as lief have looked a tiger in the teeth. And when we fi­nal­ly went home with Maguire to see his oth­er tro­phies, it seemed to me like en­ter­ing the tiger’s lair. But an as­tound­ing lair it proved, fit­ted through­out by one em­i­nent firm, and ring­ing to the rafters with the last word on fan­tas­tic fur­ni­ture.

			The tro­phies were a still greater sur­prise. They opened my eyes to the rosier as­pect of the no­ble art, as present­ly prac­tised on the right side of the At­lantic. Among oth­er of­fer­ings, we were per­mit­ted to han­dle the jew­elled belt pre­sent­ed to the pugilist by the State of Neva­da, a gold brick from the cit­i­zens of Sacra­men­to, and a mod­el of him­self in sol­id sil­ver from the Fisticuff Club in New York. I still re­mem­ber wait­ing with bat­ed breath for Raf­fles to ask Maguire if he were not afraid of bur­glars, and Maguire re­ply­ing that he had a trap to catch the clever­est cracks­man alive, but flat­ly re­fus­ing to tell us what it was. I could not at the mo­ment con­ceive a more ter­ri­ble trap than the heavy­weight him­self be­hind a cur­tain. Yet it was easy to see that Raf­fles had ac­cept­ed the brag­gart’s boast as a chal­lenge. Nor did he de­ny it lat­er when I taxed him with his mad re­solve; he mere­ly re­fused to al­low me to im­pli­cate my­self in its ex­e­cu­tion. Well, there was a spice of sav­age sat­is­fac­tion in the thought that Raf­fles had been obliged to turn to me in the end. And, but for the dread­ful thud which I had heard over the tele­phone, I might have ex­tract­ed some gen­uine com­fort from the unerring sagac­i­ty with which he had cho­sen his night.

			With­in the last twen­ty-four hours Bar­ney Maguire had fought his first great bat­tle on British soil. Ob­vi­ous­ly, he would no longer be the man that he had been in the strict train­ing be­fore the fight; nev­er, as I gath­ered, was such a ruf­fi­an more off his guard, or less ca­pa­ble of pro­tect­ing him­self and his pos­ses­sions, than in these first hours of re­lax­ation and in­evitable de­bauch­ery for which Raf­fles had wait­ed with char­ac­ter­is­tic fore­sight. Nor was the ter­ri­ble Bar­ney like­ly to be more ab­stemious for sig­nal pun­ish­ment sus­tained in a far from blood­less vic­to­ry. Then what could be the mean­ing of that sick­en­ing and most sug­ges­tive thud? Could it be the cham­pi­on him­self who had re­ceived the coup de grâce in his cups? Raf­fles was the very man to ad­min­is­ter it—but he had not talked like that man through the tele­phone.

			And yet—and yet—what else could have hap­pened? I must have asked my­self the ques­tion be­tween each and all of the above re­flec­tions, made part­ly as I dressed and part­ly in the han­som on the way to Half-moon Street. It was as yet the on­ly ques­tion in my mind. You must know what your emer­gen­cy is be­fore you can de­cide how to cope with it; and to this day I some­times trem­ble to think of the rash­ly di­rect method by which I set about ob­tain­ing the req­ui­site in­for­ma­tion. I drove ev­ery yard of the way to the pugilist’s very door. You will re­mem­ber that I had been din­ing with Swig­ger Mor­ri­son at his club.

			Yet at the last I had a rough idea of what I meant to say when the door was opened. It seemed al­most prob­a­ble that the trag­ic end of our talk over the tele­phone had been caused by the sud­den ar­rival and as sud­den vi­o­lence of Bar­ney Maguire. In that case I was re­solved to tell him that Raf­fles and I had made a bet about his bur­glar trap, and that I had come to see who had won. I might or might not con­fess that Raf­fles had rung me out of bed to this end. If, how­ev­er, I was wrong about Maguire, and he had not come home at all, then my ac­tion would de­pend up­on the me­nial who an­swered my reck­less ring. But it should re­sult in the res­cue of Raf­fles by hook or crook.

			I had the more time to come to some de­ci­sion, since I rang and rang in vain. The hall, in­deed, was in dark­ness; but when I peeped through the let­ter-box I could see a faint beam of light from the back room. That was the room in which Maguire kept his tro­phies and set his trap. All was qui­et in the house: could they have haled the in­trud­er to Vine Street in the short twen­ty min­utes which it had tak­en me to dress and to drive to the spot? That was an aw­ful thought; but even as I hoped against hope, and rang once more, spec­u­la­tion and sus­pense were cut short in the last fash­ion to be fore­seen.

			A brougham was com­ing se­date­ly down the street from Pic­cadil­ly; to my hor­ror, it stopped be­hind me as I peered once more through the let­ter-box, and out tum­bled the di­shev­elled prize­fight­er and two com­pan­ions. I was nice­ly caught in my turn. There was a lamp­post right op­po­site the door, and I can still see the three of them re­gard­ing me in its light. The pugilist had been at least a fine fig­ure of a bul­ly and a brag­gart when I saw him be­fore his fight; now he had a black eye and a bloat­ed lip, hat on the back of his head, and made-up tie un­der one ear. His com­pan­ions were his sal­low lit­tle Yan­kee sec­re­tary, whose name I re­al­ly for­get, but whom I met with Maguire at the Box­ing Club, and a very grand per­son in a sec­ond skin of shim­mer­ing se­quins.

			I can nei­ther for­get nor re­port the terms in which Bar­ney Maguire asked me who I was and what I was do­ing there. Thanks, how­ev­er, to Swig­ger Mor­ri­son’s hos­pi­tal­i­ty, I read­i­ly re­mind­ed him of our for­mer meet­ing, and of more that I on­ly re­called as the words were in my mouth.

			“You’ll re­mem­ber Raf­fles,” said I, “if you don’t re­mem­ber me. You showed us your tro­phies the oth­er night, and asked us both to look you up at any hour of the day or night af­ter the fight.”

			I was go­ing on to add that I had ex­pect­ed to find Raf­fles there be­fore me, to set­tle a wa­ger that we had made about the mantrap. But the in­dis­cre­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by Maguire him­self, whose dread­ful fist be­came a hand that gripped mine with brute fer­vor, while with the oth­er he clout­ed me on the back.

			“You don’t say!” he cried. “I took you for some darned crook, but now I re­mem­ber you per­fect­ly. If you hadn’t ’ve spoke up slick I’d have bu’st your face in, son­ny. I would, sure! Come right in, and have a drink to show there’s—Jee­hoshaphat!”

			The sec­re­tary had turned the latchkey in the door, on­ly to be hauled back by the col­lar as the door stood open, and the light from the in­ner room was seen stream­ing up­on the ban­is­ters at the foot of the nar­row stairs.

			“A light in my den,” said Maguire in a mighty whis­per, “and the blamed door open, though the key’s in my pock­et and we left it locked! Talk about crooks, eh? Holy smoke, how I hope we’ve land­ed one alive! You ladies and gen­tle­men, lay round where you are, while I see.”

			And the hulk­ing fig­ure ad­vanced on tip­toe, like a per­form­ing ele­phant, un­til just at the open door, when for a sec­ond we saw his left re­volv­ing like a pis­ton and his head thrown back at its fight­ing an­gle. But in an­oth­er sec­ond his fists were hands again, and Maguire was rub­bing them to­geth­er as he stood shak­ing with laugh­ter in the light of the open door.

			“Walk up!” he cried, as he beck­oned to us three. “Walk up and see one o’ their blamed British crooks laid as low as the blamed car­pet, and nailed as tight!”

			Imag­ine my feel­ings on the mat! The sal­low sec­re­tary went first; the se­quins glit­tered at his heels, and I must own that for one base mo­ment I was on the brink of bolt­ing through the street door. It had nev­er been shut be­hind us. I shut it my­self in the end. Yet it was small cred­it to me that I ac­tu­al­ly re­mained on the same side of the door as Raf­fles.

			“Reel home­grown, low-down, un­washed Whitechapel!” I had heard Maguire re­mark with­in. “Blamed if our Bow­ery boys ain’t cock-an­gels to scum like this. Ah, you biter, I wouldn’t soil my knuck­les on your ug­ly face; but if I had my thick boots on I’d dance the soul out of your car­cass for two cents!”

			Af­ter this it re­quired less courage to join the oth­ers in the in­ner room; and for some mo­ments even I failed to iden­ti­fy the tru­ly re­pul­sive ob­ject about which I found them grouped. There was no false hair up­on the face, but it was as black as any sweep’s. The clothes, on the oth­er hand, were new to me, though old­er and more pes­tif­er­ous in them­selves than most worn by Raf­fles for pro­fes­sion­al pur­pos­es. And at first, as I say, I was far from sure whether it was Raf­fles at all; but I re­mem­bered the crash that cut short our talk over the tele­phone; and this inan­i­mate heap of rags was ly­ing di­rect­ly un­der­neath a wall in­stru­ment, with the re­ceiv­er dan­gling over him.

			“Think you know him?” asked the sal­low sec­re­tary, as I stooped and peered with my heart in my boots.

			“Good Lord, no! I on­ly want­ed to see if he was dead,” I ex­plained, hav­ing sat­is­fied my­self that it was re­al­ly Raf­fles, and that Raf­fles was re­al­ly in­sen­si­ble. “But what on earth has hap­pened?” I asked in my turn.

			“That’s what I want to know,” whined the per­son in se­quins, who had con­trib­uted var­i­ous ejac­u­la­tions un­wor­thy of re­port, and fi­nal­ly sub­sid­ed be­hind an os­ten­ta­tious fan.

			“I should judge,” ob­served the sec­re­tary, “that it’s for Mr. Maguire to say, or not to say, just as he darn pleas­es.”

			But the cel­e­brat­ed Bar­ney stood up­on a Per­sian hearthrug, beam­ing up­on us all in a tri­umph too de­li­cious for im­me­di­ate trans­la­tion in­to words. The room was fur­nished as a study, and most ar­tis­ti­cal­ly fur­nished, if you con­sid­er out­landish shapes in fumed oak artis­tic. There was noth­ing of the tra­di­tion­al prize­fight­er about Bar­ney Maguire, ex­cept his vo­cab­u­lary and his low­er jaw. I had seen over his house al­ready, and it was fit­ted and dec­o­rat­ed through­out by a high-art firm which ex­hibits just such a room as that which was the scene of our tragedi­et­ta. The per­son in the se­quins lay glis­ten­ing like a land­ed salmon in a quaint chair of enor­mous nails and ta­pes­try com­pact. The sec­re­tary leaned against an es­critoire with huge hinges of beat­en met­al. The pugilist’s own back­ground pre­sent­ed an elab­o­rate scheme of oak and tiles, with in­glenooks green from the join­er, and a chi­na cup­board with lead­ed panes be­hind his bul­let head. And his blood­shot eyes rolled with rich de­light from the de­canter and glass­es on the oc­tag­o­nal ta­ble to an­oth­er de­canter in the quaint­est and crafti­est of re­volv­ing spir­it ta­bles.

			“Isn’t it bul­ly?” asked the prize­fight­er, smil­ing on us each in turn, with his black and blood­shot eyes and his bloat­ed lip. “To think that I’ve on­ly to in­vent a trap to catch a crook, for a blamed crook to walk right in­to! You, Mr. Man,” and he nod­ded his great head at me, “you’ll rec­ol­lect me telling you that I’d got­ten one when you come in that night with the oth­er sport? Say, pity he’s not with you now; he was a good boy, and I liked him a lot; but he want­ed to know too much, and I guess he’d got to want. But I’m li­able to tell you now, or else bu’st. See that de­canter on the ta­ble?”

			“I was just look­ing at it,” said the per­son in se­quins. “You don’t know what a turn I’ve had, or you’d of­fer me a lit­tle some­thing.”

			“You shall have a lit­tle some­thing in a minute,” re­joined Maguire. “But if you take a lit­tle any­thing out of that de­canter, you’ll col­lapse like our friend up­on the floor.”

			“Good heav­ens!” I cried out, with in­vol­un­tary in­dig­na­tion, and his fell scheme broke up­on me in a clap.

			“Yes, sir!” said Maguire, fix­ing me with his blood­shot orbs. “My trap for crooks and cracks­men is a bot­tle of ho­cussed whiskey, and I guess that’s it on the ta­ble, with the sil­ver la­bel around its neck. Now look at this oth­er de­canter, with­out any la­bel at all; but for that they’re the dead spit of each oth­er. I’ll put them side by side, so you can see. It isn’t on­ly the de­canters, but the liquor looks the same in both, and tastes so you wouldn’t know the dif­fer­ence till you woke up in your tracks. I got the poi­son from a blamed In­di­an away west, and it’s ruther tick­lish stuff. So I keep the la­bel around the trap-bot­tle, and on­ly leave it out nights. That’s the idea, and that’s all there is to it,” added Maguire, putting the la­belled de­canter back in the stand. “But I fig­ure it’s enough for nine­ty-nine crooks out of a hun­dred, and nine­teen out of twen­ty’ll have their liquor be­fore they go to work.”

			“I wouldn’t fig­ure on that,” ob­served the sec­re­tary, with a down­ward glance as though at the pros­trate Raf­fles. “Have you looked to see if the tro­phies are all safe?”

			“Not yet,” said Maguire, with a glance at the pseu­do-an­tique cab­i­net in which he kept them.

			“Then you can save your­self the trou­ble,” re­joined the sec­re­tary, as he dived un­der the oc­tag­o­nal ta­ble, and came up with a small black bag that I knew at a glance. It was the one that Raf­fles had used for heavy plun­der ev­er since I had known him.

			The bag was so heavy now that the sec­re­tary used both hands to get it on the ta­ble. In an­oth­er mo­ment he had tak­en out the jew­elled belt pre­sent­ed to Maguire by the State of Neva­da, the sol­id sil­ver stat­uette of him­self, and the gold brick from the cit­i­zens of Sacra­men­to.

			Ei­ther the sight of his trea­sures, so near­ly lost, or the feel­ing that the thief had dared to tam­per with them af­ter all, sud­den­ly in­fu­ri­at­ed Maguire to such an ex­tent that he had be­stowed a cou­ple of bru­tal kicks up­on the sense­less form of Raf­fles be­fore the sec­re­tary and I could in­ter­fere.

			“Play light, Mr. Maguire!” cried the sal­low sec­re­tary. “The man’s drugged, as well as down.”

			“He’ll be lucky if he ev­er gets up, blight and blis­ter him!”

			“I should judge it about time to tele­phone for the po­lice.”

			“Not till I’ve done with him. Wait till he comes to! I guess I’ll punch his face in­to a jam pud­ding! He shall wash down his teeth with his blood be­fore the cop­pers come in for what’s left!”

			“You make me feel quite ill,” com­plained the grand la­dy in the chair. “I wish you’d give me a lit­tle some­thing, and not be more vul­gar than you can ’elp.”

			“Help your­self,” said Maguire, un­gal­lant­ly, “and don’t talk through your hat. Say, what’s the mat­ter with the phone?”

			The sec­re­tary had picked up the dan­gling re­ceiv­er.

			“It looks to me,” said he, “as though the crook had rung up some­body be­fore he went off.”

			I turned and as­sist­ed the grand la­dy to the re­fresh­ment that she craved.

			“Like his cheek!” Maguire thun­dered. “But who in blazes should he ring up?”

			“It’ll all come out,” said the sec­re­tary. “They’ll tell us at the cen­tral, and we shall find out fast enough.”

			“It don’t mat­ter now,” said Maguire. “Let’s have a drink and then rouse the dev­il up.”

			But now I was shak­ing in my shoes. I saw quite clear­ly what this meant. Even if I res­cued Raf­fles for the time be­ing, the po­lice would prompt­ly as­cer­tain that it was I who had been rung up by the bur­glar, and the fact of my not hav­ing said a word about it would be di­rect­ly damn­ing to me, if in the end it did not in­crim­i­nate us both. It made me quite faint to feel that we might es­cape the Scyl­la of our present per­il and yet split on the Charyb­dis of cir­cum­stan­tial ev­i­dence. Yet I could see no mid­dle course of con­ceiv­able safe­ty, if I held my tongue an­oth­er mo­ment. So I spoke up des­per­ate­ly, with the rash res­o­lu­tion which was the nov­el fea­ture of my whole con­duct on this oc­ca­sion. But any sheep would be res­o­lute and rash af­ter din­ing with Swig­ger Mor­ri­son at his club.

			“I won­der if he rang me up?” I ex­claimed, as if in­spired.

			“You, son­ny?” echoed Maguire, de­canter in hand. “What in hell could he know about you?”

			“Or what could you know about him?” amend­ed the sec­re­tary, fix­ing me with eyes like drills.

			“Noth­ing,” I ad­mit­ted, re­gret­ting my temer­i­ty with all my heart. “But some­one did ring me up about an hour ago. I thought it was Raf­fles. I told you I ex­pect­ed to find him here, if you re­mem­ber.”

			“But I don’t see what that’s got to do with the crook,” pur­sued the sec­re­tary, with his re­lent­less eyes bor­ing deep­er and deep­er in­to mine.

			“No more do I,” was my mis­er­able re­ply. But there was a cer­tain com­fort in his words, and some si­mul­ta­ne­ous prom­ise in the quan­ti­ty of spir­it which Maguire splashed in­to his glass.

			“Were you cut off sud­den?” asked the sec­re­tary, reach­ing for the de­canter, as the three of us sat round the oc­tag­o­nal ta­ble.

			“So sud­den­ly,” I replied, “that I nev­er knew who it was who rang me up. No, thank you—not any for me.”

			“What!” cried Maguire, rais­ing a de­pressed head sud­den­ly. “You won’t have a drink in my house? Take care, young man. That’s not be­ing a good boy!”

			“But I’ve been din­ing out,” I ex­pos­tu­lat­ed, “and had my whack. I re­al­ly have.”

			Bar­ney Maguire smote the ta­ble with ter­rif­ic fist.

			“Say, son­ny, I like you a lot,” said he. “But I shan’t like you any if you’re not a good boy!”

			“Very well, very well,” I said hur­ried­ly. “One fin­ger, if I must.”

			And the sec­re­tary helped me to not more than two.

			“Why should it have been your friend Raf­fles?” he in­quired, re­turn­ing re­morse­less­ly to the charge, while Maguire roared “Drink up!” and then drooped once more.

			“I was half asleep,” I an­swered, “and he was the first per­son who oc­curred to me. We are both on the tele­phone, you see. And we had made a bet—”

			The glass was at my lips, but I was able to set it down un­touched. Maguire’s huge jaw had dropped up­on his spread­ing shirt­front, and be­yond him I saw the per­son in se­quins fast asleep in the artis­tic arm­chair.

			“What bet?” asked a voice with a sud­den start in it. The sec­re­tary was blink­ing as he drained his glass.

			“About the very thing we’ve just had ex­plained to us,” said I, watch­ing my man in­tent­ly as I spoke. “I made sure it was a mantrap. Raf­fles thought it must be some­thing else. We had a tremen­dous ar­gu­ment about it. Raf­fles said it wasn’t a mantrap. I said it was. We had a bet about it in the end. I put my mon­ey on the mantrap. Raf­fles put his up­on the oth­er thing. And Raf­fles was right—it wasn’t a mantrap. But it’s ev­ery bit as good—ev­ery lit­tle bit—and the whole boil­ing of you are caught in it ex­cept me!”

			I sank my voice with the last sen­tence, but I might just as well have raised it in­stead. I had said the same thing over and over again to see whether the wil­ful tau­tol­o­gy would cause the sec­re­tary to open his eyes. It seemed to have had the very op­po­site ef­fect. His head fell for­ward on the ta­ble, with nev­er a quiver at the blow, nev­er a twitch when I pil­lowed it up­on one of his own sprawl­ing arms. And there sat Maguire bolt up­right, but for the jowl up­on his shirt­front, while the se­quins twin­kled in a reg­u­lar rise and fall up­on the re­clin­ing form of the la­dy in the fan­ci­ful chair. All three were sound asleep, by what ac­ci­dent or by whose de­sign I did not pause to in­quire; it was enough to as­cer­tain the fact be­yond all chance of er­ror.

			I turned my at­ten­tion to Raf­fles last of all. There was the oth­er side of the medal. Raf­fles was still sleep­ing as sound as the en­e­my—or so I feared at first I shook him gen­tly: he made no sign. I in­tro­duced vig­or in­to the process: he mut­tered in­co­her­ent­ly. I caught and twist­ed an un­re­sist­ing wrist—and at that he yelped pro­fane­ly. But it was many and many an anx­ious mo­ment be­fore his blink­ing eyes knew mine.

			“Bun­ny!” he yawned, and noth­ing more un­til his po­si­tion came back to him. “So you came to me,” he went on, in a tone that thrilled me with its af­fec­tion­ate ap­pre­ci­a­tion, “as I knew you would! Have they turned up yet? They will any minute, you know; there’s not one to lose.”

			“No, they won’t, old man!” I whis­pered. And he sat up and saw the co­matose trio for him­self.

			Raf­fles seemed less amazed at the re­sult than I had been as a puz­zled wit­ness of the process; on the oth­er hand, I had nev­er seen any­thing quite so ex­ul­tant as the smile that broke through his black­ened coun­te­nance like a light. It was all ob­vi­ous­ly no great sur­prise, and no puz­zle at all, to Raf­fles.

			“How much did they have, Bun­ny?” were his first whis­pered words.

			“Maguire a good three fin­gers, and the oth­ers at least two.”

			“Then we needn’t low­er our voic­es, and we needn’t walk on our toes. Eheu! I dreamed some­body was kick­ing me in the ribs, and I be­lieve it must have been true.”

			He had risen with a hand to his side and a wry look on his sweep’s face.

			“You can guess which of them it was,” said I. “The beast is jol­ly well served!”

			And I shook my fist in the par­a­lyt­ic face of the most bru­tal bruis­er of his time.

			“He is safe till the forenoon, un­less they bring a doc­tor to him,” said Raf­fles. “I don’t sup­pose we could rouse him now if we tried. How much of the fear­some stuff do you sup­pose I took? About a ta­ble­spoon­ful! I guessed what it was, and couldn’t re­sist mak­ing sure; the minute I was sat­is­fied, I changed the la­bel and the po­si­tion of the two de­canters, lit­tle think­ing I should stay to see the fun; but in an­oth­er minute I could hard­ly keep my eyes open. I re­al­ized then that I was fair­ly poi­soned with some sub­tle drug. If I left the house at all in that state, I must leave the spoil be­hind, or be found drunk in the gut­ter with my head on the swag it­self. In any case I should have been picked up and run in, and that might have led to any­thing.”

			“So you rang me up!”

			“It was my last bril­liant in­spi­ra­tion—a sort of flash in the brain­pan be­fore the end—and I re­mem­ber very lit­tle about it. I was more asleep than awake at the time.”

			“You sound­ed like it, Raf­fles, now that one has the clue.”

			“I can’t re­mem­ber a word I said, or what was the end of it, Bun­ny.”

			“You fell in a heap be­fore you came to the end.”

			“You didn’t hear that through the tele­phone?”

			“As though we had been in the same room: on­ly I thought it was Maguire who had stolen a march on you and knocked you out.”

			I had nev­er seen Raf­fles more in­ter­est­ed and im­pressed; but at this point his smile al­tered, his eyes soft­ened, and I found my hand in his.

			“You thought that, and yet you came like a shot to do bat­tle for my body with Bar­ney Maguire! Jack-the-Gi­ant-killer wasn’t in it with you, Bun­ny!”

			“It was no cred­it to me—it was rather the oth­er thing,” said I, re­mem­ber­ing my rash­ness and my luck, and con­fess­ing both in a breath. “You know old Swig­ger Mor­ri­son?” I added in fi­nal ex­pla­na­tion. “I had been din­ing with him at his club!”

			Raf­fles shook his long old head. And the kind­ly light in his eyes was still my in­fi­nite re­ward.

			“I don’t care,” said he, “how deeply you had been din­ing: in vi­no ver­i­tas, Bun­ny, and your pluck would al­ways out! I have nev­er doubt­ed it, and I nev­er shall. In fact, I re­ly on noth­ing else to get us out of this mess.”

			My face must have fall­en, as my heart sank at these words. I had said to my­self that we were out of the mess al­ready—that we had mere­ly to make a clean es­cape from the house—now the eas­i­est thing in the world. But as I looked at Raf­fles, and as Raf­fles looked at me, on the thresh­old of the room where the three sleep­ers slept on with­out sound or move­ment, I grasped the re­al prob­lem that lay be­fore us. It was twofold; and the fun­ny thing was that I had seen both horns of the dilem­ma for my­self, be­fore Raf­fles came to his sens­es. But with Raf­fles in his right mind, I had ceased to ap­ply my own, or to car­ry my share of our com­mon bur­den an­oth­er inch. It had been an un­con­scious with­draw­al on my part, an in­stinc­tive trib­ute to my lead­er; but I was suf­fi­cient­ly ashamed of it as we stood and faced the prob­lem in each oth­er’s eyes.

			“If we sim­ply cleared out,” con­tin­ued Raf­fles, “you would be in­crim­i­nat­ed in the first place as my ac­com­plice, and once they had you they would have a com­pass with the nee­dle point­ing straight to me. They mustn’t have ei­ther of us, Bun­ny, or they will get us both. And for my part they may as well!”

			I echoed a sen­ti­ment that was gen­eros­i­ty it­self in Raf­fles, but in my case a mere tru­ism.

			“It’s easy enough for me,” he went on. “I am a com­mon house­break­er, and I es­cape. They don’t know me from Noah. But they do know you; and how do you come to let me es­cape? What has hap­pened to you, Bun­ny? That’s the crux. What could have hap­pened af­ter they all dropped off?” And for a minute Raf­fles frowned and smiled like a sen­sa­tion nov­el­ist work­ing out a plot; then the light broke, and trans­fig­ured him through his burnt cork. “I’ve got it, Bun­ny!” he ex­claimed. “You took some of the stuff your­self, though of course not near­ly so much as they did.”

			“Splen­did!” I cried. “They re­al­ly were press­ing it up­on me at the end, and I did say it must be very lit­tle.”

			“You dozed off in your turn, but you were nat­u­ral­ly the first to come to your­self. I had flown; so had the gold brick, the jew­elled belt, and the sil­ver stat­uette. You tried to rouse the oth­ers. You couldn’t suc­ceed; nor would you if you did try. So what did you do? What’s the on­ly re­al­ly in­no­cent thing you could do in the cir­cum­stances?”

			“Go for the po­lice,” I sug­gest­ed du­bi­ous­ly, lit­tle rel­ish­ing the prospect.

			“There’s a tele­phone in­stalled for the pur­pose,” said Raf­fles. “I should ring them up, if I were you. Try not to look blue about it, Bun­ny. They’re quite the nicest fel­lows in the world, and what you have to tell them is a mere mi­crobe to the camels I’ve made them swal­low with­out a grain of salt. It’s re­al­ly the most con­vinc­ing sto­ry one could con­ceive; but un­for­tu­nate­ly there’s an­oth­er point which will take more ex­plain­ing away.”

			And even Raf­fles looked grave enough as I nod­ded.

			“You mean that they’ll find out you rang me up?”

			“They may,” said Raf­fles. “I see that I man­aged to re­place the re­ceiv­er all right. But still—they may.”

			“I’m afraid they will,” said I, un­com­fort­ably. “I’m very much afraid I gave some­thing of the kind away. You see, you had not re­placed the re­ceiv­er; it was dan­gling over you where you lay. This very ques­tion came up, and the brutes them­selves seemed so quick to see its pos­si­bil­i­ties that I thought best to take the bull by the horns and own that I had been rung up by some­body. To be ab­so­lute­ly hon­est, I even went so far as to say I thought it was Raf­fles!”

			“You didn’t, Bun­ny!”

			“What could I say? I was obliged to think of some­body, and I saw they were not go­ing to rec­og­nize you. So I put up a yarn about a wa­ger we had made about this very trap of Maguire’s. You see, Raf­fles, I’ve nev­er prop­er­ly told you how I got in, and there’s no time now; but the first thing I had said was that I half ex­pect­ed to find you here be­fore me. That was in case they spot­ted you at once. But it made all that part about the tele­phone fit in rather well.”

			“I should think it did, Bun­ny,” mur­mured Raf­fles, in a tone that added sen­si­bly to my re­ward. “I couldn’t have done bet­ter my­self, and you will for­give my say­ing that you have nev­er in your life done half so well. Talk about that crack you gave me on the head! You have made it up to me a hun­dred­fold by all you have done tonight. But the both­er of it is that there’s still so much to do, and to hit up­on, and so pre­cious lit­tle time for thought as well as ac­tion.”

			I took out my watch and showed it to Raf­fles with­out a word. It was three o’clock in the morn­ing, and the lat­ter end of March. In lit­tle more than an hour there would be dim day­light in the streets. Raf­fles roused him­self from a rever­ie with sud­den de­ci­sion.

			“There’s on­ly one thing for it, Bun­ny,” said he. “We must trust each oth­er and di­vide the la­bor. You ring up the po­lice, and leave the rest to me.”

			“You haven’t hit up­on any rea­son for the sort of bur­glar they think you were, ring­ing up the kind of man they know I am?”

			“Not yet, Bun­ny, but I shall. It may not be want­ed for a day or so, and af­ter all it isn’t for you to give the ex­pla­na­tion. It would be high­ly sus­pi­cious if you did.”

			“So it would,” I agreed.

			“Then will you trust me to hit on some­thing—if pos­si­ble be­fore morn­ing—in any case by the time it’s want­ed? I won’t fail you, Bun­ny. You must see how I can nev­er, nev­er fail you af­ter tonight!”

			That set­tled it. I gripped his hand with­out an­oth­er word, and re­mained on guard over the three sleep­ers while Raf­fles stole up­stairs. I have since learned that there were ser­vants at the top of the house, and in the base­ment a man, who ac­tu­al­ly heard some of our pro­ceed­ings! But he was mer­ci­ful­ly too ac­cus­tomed to noc­tur­nal or­gies, and those of a far more up­roar­i­ous char­ac­ter, to ap­pear un­less sum­moned to the scene. I be­lieve he heard Raf­fles leave. But no se­cret was made of his ex­it: he let him­self out and told me af­ter­ward that the first per­son he en­coun­tered in the street was the con­sta­ble on the beat. Raf­fles wished him good morn­ing, as well he might; for he had been up­stairs to wash his face and hands; and in the prize­fight­er’s great hat and fur coat he might have marched round Scot­land Yard it­self, in spite of his hav­ing the gold brick from Sacra­men­to in one pock­et, the sil­ver stat­uette of Maguire in the oth­er, and round his waist the jew­elled belt pre­sent­ed to that wor­thy by the State of Neva­da.

			My im­me­di­ate part was a lit­tle hard af­ter the ex­cite­ment of those small hours. I will on­ly say that we had agreed that it would be wis­est for me to lie like a log among the rest for half an hour, be­fore stag­ger­ing to my feet and rous­ing house and po­lice; and that in that half-hour Bar­ney Maguire crashed to the floor, with­out wak­ing ei­ther him­self or his com­pan­ions, though not with­out bring­ing my beat­ing heart in­to the very roof of my mouth.

			It was day­break when I gave the alarm with bell and tele­phone. In a few min­utes we had the house con­gest­ed with di­shev­elled do­mes­tics, iras­ci­ble doc­tors, and ar­bi­trary min­ions of the law. If I told my sto­ry once, I told it a dozen times, and all on an emp­ty stom­ach. But it was cer­tain­ly a most plau­si­ble and con­sis­tent tale, even with­out that con­fir­ma­tion which none of the oth­er vic­tims was as yet suf­fi­cient­ly re­cov­ered to sup­ply. And in the end I was per­mit­ted to re­tire from the scene un­til re­quired to give fur­ther in­for­ma­tion, or to iden­ti­fy the pris­on­er whom the good po­lice con­fi­dent­ly ex­pect­ed to make be­fore the day was out.

			I drove straight to the flat. The porter flew to help me out of my han­som. His face alarmed me more than any I had left in Half-moon Street. It alone might have spelled my ru­in.

			“Your flat’s been en­tered in the night, sir,” he cried. “The thieves have tak­en ev­ery­thing they could lay hands on.”

			“Thieves in my flat!” I ejac­u­lat­ed aghast. There were one or two in­crim­i­nat­ing pos­ses­sions up there, as well as at the Al­bany.

			“The door’s been forced with a jim­my,” said the porter. “It was the milk­man who found it out. There’s a con­sta­ble up there now.”

			A con­sta­ble pok­ing about in my flat of all oth­ers! I rushed up­stairs with­out wait­ing for the lift. The in­vad­er was moist­en­ing his pen­cil be­tween la­bo­ri­ous notes in a fat pock­et­book; he had pen­e­trat­ed no fur­ther than the forced door. I dashed past him in a fever. I kept my tro­phies in a wardrobe draw­er spe­cial­ly fit­ted with a Bramah lock. The lock was bro­ken—the draw­er void.

			“Some­thing valu­able, sir?” in­quired the in­tru­sive con­sta­ble at my heels.

			“Yes, in­deed—some old fam­i­ly sil­ver,” I an­swered. It was quite true. But the fam­i­ly was not mine.

			And not till then did the truth flash across my mind. Noth­ing else of val­ue had been tak­en. But there was a mean­ing­less lit­ter in all the rooms. I turned to the porter, who had fol­lowed me up from the street; it was his wife who looked af­ter the flat.

			“Get rid of this id­iot as quick as you can,” I whis­pered. “I’m go­ing straight to Scot­land Yard my­self. Let your wife tidy the place while I’m gone, and have the lock mend­ed be­fore she leaves. I’m go­ing as I am, this minute!”

			And go I did, in the first han­som I could find—but not straight to Scot­land Yard. I stopped the cab in Pi­cadil­ly on the way.

			Old Raf­fles opened his own door to me. I can­not re­mem­ber find­ing him fresh­er, more im­mac­u­late, more de­light­ful to be­hold in ev­ery way. Could I paint a pic­ture of Raf­fles with some­thing oth­er than my pen, it would be as I saw him that bright March morn­ing, at his open door in the Al­bany, a trim, slim fig­ure in matuti­nal gray, cool and gay and breezy as in­car­nate spring.

			“What on earth did you do it for?” I asked with­in.

			“It was the on­ly so­lu­tion,” he an­swered, hand­ing me the cig­a­rettes. “I saw it the mo­ment I got out­side.”

			“I don’t see it yet.”

			“Why should a bur­glar call an in­no­cent gen­tle­man away from home?”

			“That’s what we couldn’t make out.”

			“I tell you I got it di­rect­ly I had left you. He called you away in or­der to bur­gle you too, of course!”

			And Raf­fles stood smil­ing up­on me in all his in­com­pa­ra­ble ra­di­ance and au­dac­i­ty.

			“But why me?” I asked. “Why on earth should he bur­gle me?”

			“My dear Bun­ny, we must leave some­thing to the imag­i­na­tion of the po­lice. But we will as­sist them to a fact or two in due sea­son. It was the dead of night when Maguire first took us to his house; it was at the Im­pe­ri­al Box­ing Club we met him; and you meet queer fish at the Im­pe­ri­al Box­ing Club. You may re­mem­ber that he tele­phoned to his man to pre­pare sup­per for us, and that you and he dis­cussed tele­phones and trea­sure as we marched through the mid­night streets. He was cer­tain­ly buck­ing about his tro­phies, and for the sake of the ar­gu­ment you will be good enough to ad­mit that you prob­a­bly bucked about yours. What hap­pens? You are over­heard; you are fol­lowed; you are worked in­to the same scheme, and robbed on the same night.”

			“And you re­al­ly think this will meet the case?”

			“I am quite cer­tain of it, Bun­ny, so far as it rests wit us to meet the case at all.”

			“Then give me an­oth­er cig­a­rette, my dear fel­low, and let me push on to Scot­land Yard.”

			Raf­fles held up both hands in ad­mir­ing hor­ror.

			“Scot­land Yard!”

			“To give a false de­scrip­tion of what you took from that draw­er in my wardrobe.”

			“A false de­scrip­tion! Bun­ny, you have no more to learn from me. Time was when I wouldn’t have let you go there with­out me to re­trieve a lost um­brel­la—let alone a lost cause!”

			And for once I was not sor­ry for Raf­fles to have the last un­wor­thy word, as he stood once more at his out­er door and gay­ly waved me down the stairs.

		
	
		
			The Spoils of Sacrilege

			There was one deed of those days which de­served a place in our orig­i­nal an­nals. It is the deed of which I am per­son­al­ly most ashamed. I have traced the course of a score of felonies, from their source in the brain of Raf­fles to their is­sue in his hands. I have omit­ted all men­tion of the one which em­anat­ed from my own mis­er­able mind. But in these sup­ple­men­tary mem­oirs, where­in I pledged my­self to ex­ten­u­ate noth­ing more that I might have to tell of Raf­fles, it is on­ly fair that I should make as clean a breast of my own base­ness. It was I, then, and I alone, who out­raged nat­u­ral sen­ti­ment, and tram­pled the ex­pir­ing em­bers of el­e­men­tary de­cen­cy, by propos­ing and plan­ning the raid up­on my own old home.

			I would not ac­cuse my­self the more ve­he­ment­ly by mak­ing ex­cus­es at this point. Yet I feel bound to state that it was al­ready many years since the place had passed from our pos­ses­sion in­to that of an ut­ter alien, against whom I har­bored a prej­u­dice which was some ex­cuse in it­self. He had en­larged and al­tered the dear old place out of knowl­edge; noth­ing had been good enough for him as it stood in our day. The man was a hunt­ing ma­ni­ac, and where my dear fa­ther used to grow prize peach­es un­der glass, this van­dal was soon sta­bling his hot­house thor­ough­breds, which took prizes in their turn at all the coun­try shows. It was a south­ern coun­ty, and I nev­er went down there with­out miss­ing an­oth­er green­house and not­ing a cor­re­spond­ing ex­ten­sion to the sta­bles. Not that I ev­er set foot in the grounds from the day we left; but for some years I used to vis­it old friends in the neigh­bor­hood, and could nev­er re­sist the temp­ta­tion to re­con­noi­ter the scenes of my child­hood. And so far as could be seen from the road—which it stood too near—the house it­self ap­peared to be the one thing that the horsey pur­chas­er had left much as he found it.

			My on­ly oth­er ex­cuse may be none at all in any eyes but mine. It was my pas­sion­ate de­sire at this pe­ri­od to “keep up my end” with Raf­fles in ev­ery de­part­ment of the game felo­nious. He would in­sist up­on an equal di­vi­sion of all pro­ceeds; it was for me to earn my share. So far I had been use­ful on­ly at a pinch; the whole cred­it of any re­al suc­cess be­longed in­vari­ably to Raf­fles. It had al­ways been his idea. That was the tra­di­tion which I sought to end, and no means could com­pare with that of my un­scrupu­lous choice. There was the one house in Eng­land of which I knew ev­ery inch, and Raf­fles on­ly what I told him. For once I must lead, and Raf­fles fol­low, whether he liked it or not. He saw that him­self; and I think he liked it bet­ter than he liked me for the des­e­cra­tion in view; but I had hard­ened my heart, and his feel­ings were too fine for ac­tu­al re­mon­strance on such a point.

			I, in my ob­du­ra­cy, went to foul ex­tremes. I drew plans of all the floors from mem­o­ry. I ac­tu­al­ly de­scend­ed up­on my friends in the neigh­bor­hood, with the sole ob­ject of ob­tain­ing snap­shots over our own old gar­den wall. Even Raf­fles could not keep his eye­brows down when I showed him the prints one morn­ing in the Al­bany. But he con­fined his open crit­i­cisms to the house.

			“Built in the late ’six­ties, I see,” said Raf­fles, “or else very ear­ly in the ’sev­en­ties.”

			“Ex­act­ly when it was built,” I replied. “But that’s wor­thy of a six­pen­ny de­tec­tive, Raf­fles! How on earth did you know?”

			“That slate tow­er bang over the porch, with the dormer win­dows and the iron rail­ing and flagstaff atop makes us a present of the pe­ri­od. You see them on al­most ev­ery house of a cer­tain size built about thir­ty years ago. They are quite the most use­less ex­cres­cences I know.”

			“Ours wasn’t,” I an­swered, with some warmth. “It was my sanc­tum sanc­to­rum in the hol­i­days. I smoked my first pipe up there, and wrote my first vers­es.”

			Raf­fles laid a kind­ly hand up­on my shoul­der.

			“Bun­ny, Bun­ny, you can rob the old place, and yet you can’t hear a word against it?”

			“That’s dif­fer­ent,” said I re­lent­less­ly. “The tow­er was there in my time, but the man I mean to rob was not.”

			“You re­al­ly do mean to do it, Bun­ny?”

			“By my­self, if nec­es­sary!” I averred.

			“Not again, Bun­ny, not again,” re­joined Raf­fles, laugh­ing as he shook his head. “But do you think the man has enough to make it worth our while to go so far afield?”

			“Far afield! It’s not forty miles on the Lon­don and Brighton.”

			“Well, that’s as bad as a hun­dred on most lines. And when did you say it was to be?”

			“Fri­day week.”

			“I don’t much like a Fri­day, Bun­ny. Why make it one?”

			“It’s the night of their Hunt Point-to-Point. They wind up the sea­son with it ev­ery year; and the bloat­ed Guille­mard usu­al­ly sweeps the board with his fan­cy fly­ers.”

			“You mean the man in your old house?”

			“Yes; and he tops up with no end of din­ner there,” I went on, “to his hunt­ing pals and the bloods who ride for him. If the fes­tive board doesn’t groan un­der a new reg­i­ment of chal­lenge cups, it will be no fault of theirs, and old Guille­mard will have to do them top-hole all the same.”

			“So it’s a case of com­mon pot-hunt­ing,” re­marked Raf­fles, eye­ing me shrewd­ly through the cig­a­rette smoke.

			“Not for us, my dear fel­low,” I made an­swer in his own tone. “I wouldn’t ask you to break in­to the next set of cham­bers here in the Al­bany for a few pieces of mod­ern sil­ver, Raf­fles. Not that we need scorn the cups if we get a chance of lift­ing them, and if Guille­mard does so in the first in­stance. It’s by no means cer­tain that he will. But it is pret­ty cer­tain to be a live­ly night for him and his pals—and a vul­ner­a­ble one for the best bed­room!”

			“Cap­i­tal!” said Raf­fles, throw­ing coils of smoke be­tween his smiles. “Still, if it’s a din­ner-par­ty, the host­ess won’t leave her jew­els up­stairs. She’ll wear them, my boy.”

			“Not all of them, Raf­fles; she has far too many for that. Be­sides, it isn’t an or­di­nary din­ner-par­ty; they say Mrs. Guille­mard is gen­er­al­ly the on­ly la­dy there, and that she’s quite charm­ing in her­self. Now, no charm­ing wom­an would clap on all sail in jew­els for a room­ful of fox-hunters.”

			“It de­pends what jew­els she has.”

			“Well, she might wear her rope of pearls.”

			“I should have said so.”

			“And, of course, her rings.”

			“Ex­act­ly, Bun­ny.”

			“But not nec­es­sar­i­ly her di­a­mond tiara—”

			“Has she got one?”

			“—and cer­tain­ly not her emer­ald and di­a­mond neck­lace on top of all!”

			Raf­fles snatched the Sul­li­van from his lips, and his eyes burned like its end.

			“Bun­ny, do you mean to tell me there are all these things?”

			“Of course I do,” said I. “They are rich peo­ple, and he’s not such a brute as to spend ev­ery­thing on his sta­ble. Her jew­els are as much the talk as his hunters. My friends told me all about both the oth­er day when I was down mak­ing in­quiries. They thought my cu­rios­i­ty as nat­u­ral as my wish for a few snap­shots of the old place. In their opin­ion the emer­ald neck­lace alone must be worth thou­sands of pounds.”

			Raf­fles rubbed his hands in play­ful pan­tomime.

			“I on­ly hope you didn’t ask too many ques­tions, Bun­ny! But if your friends are such old friends, you will nev­er en­ter their heads when they hear what has hap­pened, un­less you are seen down there on the night, which might be fa­tal. Your ap­proach will re­quire some thought: if you like I can work out the shot for you. I shall go down in­de­pen­dent­ly, and the best thing may be to meet out­side the house it­self on the night of nights. But from that mo­ment I am in your hands.”

			And on these re­fresh­ing lines our plan of cam­paign was grad­u­al­ly de­vel­oped and elab­o­rat­ed in­to that fin­ished study on which Raf­fles would re­ly like any artist of the foot­lights. None were more ca­pa­ble than he of cop­ing with the oc­ca­sion as it rose, of ris­ing him­self with the emer­gen­cy of the mo­ment, of snatch­ing a vic­to­ry from the very dust of de­feat. Yet, for choice, ev­ery de­tail was pre­med­i­tat­ed, and an al­ter­na­tive ex­pe­di­ent at each fin­ger’s end for as many bare and aw­ful pos­si­bil­i­ties. In this case, how­ev­er, the fin­ished study stopped short at the gar­den gate or wall; there I was to as­sume com­mand; and though Raf­fles car­ried the ac­tu­al tools of trade of which he alone was mas­ter, it was on the un­der­stand­ing that for once I should con­trol and di­rect their use.

			I had gone down in evening-clothes by an evening train, but had care­ful­ly over­shot old land­marks, and alight­ed at a small sta­tion some miles south of the one where I was still re­mem­bered. This com­mit­ted me to a soli­tary and some­what lengthy tramp; but the night was mild and star­ry, and I marched in­to it with a high stom­ach; for this was to be no cos­tume crime, and yet I should have Raf­fles at my el­bow all the night. Long be­fore I reached my des­ti­na­tion, in­deed, he stood in wait for me on the white high­way, and we fin­ished with linked arms.

			“I came down ear­ly,” said Raf­fles, “and had a look at the races. I al­ways pre­fer to mea­sure my man, Bun­ny; and you needn’t sit in the front row of the stalls to take stock of your friend Guille­mard. No won­der he doesn’t ride his own hors­es! The steeplechas­er isn’t foaled that would car­ry him round that course. But he’s a fine mon­u­ment of a man, and he takes his trou­bles in a way that makes me blush to add to them.”

			“Did he lose a horse?” I in­quired cheer­ful­ly.

			“No, Bun­ny, but he didn’t win a race! His hors­es were by chalks the best there, and his pals rode them like the foul fiend, but with the worst of luck ev­ery time. Not that you’d think it, from the row they’re mak­ing. I’ve been lis­ten­ing to them from the road—you al­ways did say the house stood too near it.”

			“Then you didn’t go in?”

			“When it’s your show? You should know me bet­ter. Not a foot would I set on the premis­es be­hind your back. But here they are, so per­haps you’ll lead the way.”

			And I led it with­out a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion, through the un­pre­ten­tious six-barred gate in­to the long but shal­low cres­cent of the drive. There were two such gates, one at each end of the drive, but no lodge at ei­ther, and not a light near­er than those of the house. The shape and al­ti­tude of the light­ed win­dows, the whis­per of the lau­rels on ei­ther hand, the very feel of the grav­el un­der­foot, were at once fa­mil­iar to my sens­es as the sweet, re­lax­ing, im­memo­ri­al air that one drank deep­er at ev­ery breath. Our stealthy ad­vance was to me like steal­ing back in­to one’s child­hood; and yet I could con­duct it with­out com­punc­tion. I was too ex­cit­ed to feel im­me­di­ate re­morse, al­beit not too lost in ex­cite­ment to know that re­morse for ev­ery step that I was tak­ing would be my por­tion soon enough. I mean ev­ery word that I have writ­ten of my pe­cu­liar shame for this night’s work. And it was all to come over me be­fore the night was out. But in the gar­den I nev­er felt it once.

			The din­ing-room win­dows blazed in the side of the house fac­ing the road. That was an ob­jec­tion to peep­ing through the vene­tian blinds, as we nev­er­the­less did, at our per­il of ob­ser­va­tion from the road. Raf­fles would nev­er have led me in­to dan­ger so gra­tu­itous and un­nec­es­sary, but he fol­lowed me in­to it with­out a word. I can on­ly plead that we both had our re­ward. There was a suf­fi­cient chink in the ob­so­lete vene­tians, and through it we saw ev­ery inch of the pic­turesque board. Mrs. Guille­mard was still in her place, but she re­al­ly was the on­ly la­dy, and dressed as qui­et­ly as I had proph­e­sied; round her neck was her rope of pearls, but not the glim­mer of an emer­ald nor the glint of a di­a­mond, nor yet the flash­ing con­stel­la­tion of a tiara in her hair. I gripped Raf­fles in to­ken of my tri­umph, and he nod­ded as he scanned the over­whelm­ing ma­jor­i­ty of flushed fox-hunters. With the ex­cep­tion of one stripling, ev­i­dent­ly the son of the house, they were in evening pink to a man; and as I say, their faces matched their coats. An enor­mous fel­low, with a great red face and cropped mous­tache, oc­cu­pied my poor fa­ther’s place; he it was who had re­placed our fruit­ful viner­ies with his stink­ing sta­bles; but I am bound to own he looked a ge­nial clod, as he sat in his fat and lis­tened to the young bloods boast­ing of their prow­ess, or elab­o­rate­ly ex­plain­ing their mishaps. And for a minute we lis­tened al­so, be­fore I re­mem­bered my re­spon­si­bil­i­ties, and led Raf­fles round to the back of the house.

			There nev­er was an eas­i­er house to en­ter. I used to feel that keen­ly as a boy, when, by a prophet­ic irony, bur­glars were my bug­bear, and I looked un­der my bed ev­ery night in life. The bow-win­dows on the ground floor fin­ished in inane bal­conies to the first-floor win­dows. These bal­conies had or­na­men­tal iron rail­ings, to which a less in­ge­nious rope-lad­der than ours could have been hitched with equal ease. Raf­fles had brought it with him, round his waist, and he car­ried the tele­scop­ic stick for fix­ing it in place. The one was un­wound, and the oth­er put to­geth­er, in a se­clud­ed cor­ner of the red­brick walls, where of old I had played my own game of squash-rack­ets in the hol­i­days. I made fur­ther in­ves­ti­ga­tions in the starlight, and even found a trace of my orig­i­nal white line along the red wall.

			But it was not un­til we had ef­fect­ed our en­try through the room which had been my very own, and made our par­lous way across the light­ed land­ing, to the best bed­room of those days and these, that I re­al­ly felt my­self a worm. Twin brass bed­steads oc­cu­pied the site of the old four-poster from which I had first be­held the light. The doors were the same; my child­ish hands had grasped these very han­dles. And there was Raf­fles se­cur­ing the land­ing door with wedge and gim­let, the very sec­ond af­ter soft­ly clos­ing it be­hind us.

			“The oth­er leads in­to the dress­ing-room, of course? Then you might be fix­ing the out­er dress­ing-room door,” he whis­pered at his work, “but not the mid­dle one Bun­ny, un­less you want to. The stuff will be in there, you see, if it isn’t in here.”

			My door was done in a mo­ment, be­ing fit­ted with a pow­er­ful bolt; but now an aching con­science made me busier than I need have been. I had raised the rope-lad­der af­ter us in­to my own old room, and while Raf­fles wedged his door I low­ered the lad­der from one of the best bed­room win­dows, in or­der to pre­pare that way of es­cape which was a fun­da­men­tal fea­ture of his own strat­e­gy. I meant to show Raf­fles that I had not fol­lowed in his train for noth­ing. But I left it to him to un­earth the jew­els. I had be­gun by turn­ing up the gas; there ap­peared to be no pos­si­ble risk in that; and Raf­fles went to work with a will in the ex­cel­lent light. There were some good pieces in the room, in­clud­ing an an­cient tall­boy in fruity ma­hogany, ev­ery draw­er of which was turned out on the bed with­out avail. A few of the draw­ers had locks to pick, yet not one tri­fle to our taste with­in. The sit­u­a­tion be­came se­ri­ous as the min­utes flew. We had left the par­ty at its sweets; the soli­tary la­dy might be free to roam her house at any minute. In the end we turned our at­ten­tion to the dress­ing-room. And no soon­er did Raf­fles be­hold the bolt­ed door than up went his hands.

			“A bath­room bolt,” he cried be­low his breath, “and no bath in the room! Why didn’t you tell me, Bun­ny? A bolt like that speaks vol­umes; there’s none on the bed­room door, re­mem­ber, and this one’s wor­thy of a strong room! What if it is their strong room, Bun­ny! Oh, Bun­ny, what if this is their safe?”

			Raf­fles had dropped up­on his knees be­fore a carved oak chest of in­dis­putable an­tiq­ui­ty. Its pan­els were de­light­ful­ly ir­reg­u­lar, its an­gles fault­less­ly faulty, its one mod­ern de­file­ment a strong lock to the lid. Raf­fles was smil­ing as he pro­duced his jim­my. R‑r‑r‑rip went lock or lid in an­oth­er ten sec­onds—I was not there to see which. I had wan­dered back in­to the bed­room in a parox­ysm of ex­cite­ment and sus­pense. I must keep busy as well as Raf­fles, and it was not too soon to see whether the rope-lad­der was all right. In an­oth­er minute …

			I stood frozen to the floor. I had hooked the lad­der beau­ti­ful­ly to the in­ner sill of wood, and had al­so let down the ex­tend­ed rod for the more ex­pe­di­tious re­moval of both on our re­turn to ter­ra fir­ma. Con­ceive my cold hor­ror on ar­riv­ing at the open win­dow just in time to see the last of hooks and bend­ing rod, as they float­ed out of sight and reach in­to the out­er dark­ness of the night, re­moved by some silent and in­vis­i­ble hand be­low!

			“Raf­fles—Raf­fles—they’ve spot­ted us and moved the lad­der this very in­stant!”

			So I pant­ed as I rushed on tip­toe to the dress­ing-room. Raf­fles had the work­ing end of his jim­my un­der the lid of a leath­ern jew­el case. It flew open at the vi­cious twist of his wrist that pre­ced­ed his re­ply.

			“Did you let them see that you’d spot­ted that?”

			“No.”

			“Good! Pock­et some of these cas­es—no time to open them. Which door’s near­est the back­stairs?”

			“The oth­er.”

			“Come on then!”

			“No, no, I’ll lead the way. I know ev­ery inch of it.”

			And, as I leaned against the bed­room door, han­dle in hand, while Raf­fles stooped to un­screw the gim­let and with­draw the wedge, I hit up­on the ide­al port in the storm that was ev­i­dent­ly about to burst on our de­vot­ed heads. It was the last place in which they would look for a cou­ple of ex­pert cracks­men with no pre­vi­ous knowl­edge of the house. If on­ly we could gain my haven un­ob­served, there we might lie in un­sus­pect­ed hid­ing, and by the hour, if not for days and nights.

			Alas for that san­guine dream! The wedge was out, and Raf­fles on his feet be­hind me. I opened the door, and for a sec­ond the pair of us stood up­on the thresh­old.

			Creep­ing up the stairs be­fore us, each on the tip of his silken toes, was a ser­ried file of pink bar­bar­ians, red­der in the face than any­where else, and armed with crops car­ried by the wrong end. The mon­u­men­tal per­son with the short mous­tache led the ad­vance. The fool stood still up­on the top step to let out the loud­est and cheeri­est view-hol­loa that ev­er smote my ears.

			It cost him more than he may know un­til I tell him. There was the wide part of the land­ing be­tween us; we had just that much start along the nar­row part, with the walls and doors up­on our left, the ban­is­ters on our right, and the baize door at the end. But if the great Guille­mard had not stopped to live up to his sport­ing rep­u­ta­tion, he would as­sured­ly have laid one or oth­er of us by the heels, and ei­ther would have been tan­ta­mount to both. As I gave Raf­fles a head­long lead to the baize door, I glanced down the great well of stairs, and up came the daft yells of these sport­ing oafs:

			“Gone away—gone away!”

			“Yoick—yoick—yoick!”

			“Yon‑der they go!”

			And gone I had, through the baize door to the back land­ing, with Raf­fles at my heels. I held the swing door for him, and heard him bang it in the face of the splut­ter­ing and blus­ter­ing mas­ter of the house. Oth­er feet were al­ready in the low­er flight of the back­stairs; but the up­per flight was the one for me, and in an in­stant we were rac­ing along the up­per cor­ri­dor with the chuck­le-head­ed pack at our heels. Here it was all but dark—they were the ser­vants’ bed­rooms that we were pass­ing now—but I knew what I was do­ing. Round the last cor­ner to the right, through the first door to the left and we were in the room un­der­neath the tow­er. In our time a long steplad­der had led to the tow­er it­self. I rushed in the dark to the old cor­ner. Thank God, the lad­der was there still! It leaped un­der us as we rushed aloft like one quadruped. The break­neck trap-door was still pro­tect­ed by a curved brass stan­chion; this I grasped with one hand, and then Raf­fles with the oth­er as I felt my feet firm up­on the tow­er floor. In he sprawled af­ter me, and down went the trap-door with a bang up­on the lead­ing hound.

			I hoped to feel his dead-weight shake the house, as he crashed up­on the floor be­low; but the fel­low must have ducked, and no crash came. Mean­while not a word passed be­tween Raf­fles and me; he had fol­lowed me, as I had led him, with­out waste of breath up­on a sin­gle syl­la­ble. But the mer­ry lot be­low were still yelling and bel­low­ing in full cry.

			“Gone to ground!” screamed one.

			“Where’s the ter­ri­er?” screeched an­oth­er.

			But their host of the mighty girth—a man like a so­da-wa­ter bot­tle, from my one glimpse of him on his feet—seemed sobered rather than stunned by the crack on that head of his. We heard his fine voice no more, but we could feel him strain­ing ev­ery thew against the trap-door up­on which Raf­fles and I stood side by side. At least I thought Raf­fles was stand­ing, un­til he asked me to strike a light, when I found him on his knees in­stead of on his feet, busy screw­ing down the trap-door with his gim­let. He car­ried three or four gim­lets for wedg­ing doors, and he drove them all in to the han­dle, while I pulled at the stan­chion and pushed with my feet.

			But the up­ward pres­sure ceased be­fore our ef­forts. We heard the lad­der creak again un­der a pon­der­ous and slow de­scent; and we stood up­right in the dim flick­er of a can­dle-end that I had lit and left burn­ing on the floor. Raf­fles glanced at the four small win­dows in turn and then at me. “Is there any way out at all?” he whis­pered, as no oth­er be­ing would or could have whis­pered to the man who had led him in­to such a trap. “We’ve no rope-lad­der, you know.”

			“Thanks to me,” I groaned. “The whole thing’s my fault!”

			“Non­sense, Bun­ny; there was no oth­er way to run. But what about these win­dows?”

			His mag­na­nim­i­ty took me by the throat; with­out a word I led him to the one win­dow look­ing in­ward up­on slop­ing slates and lev­el leads. Of­ten as a boy I had clam­bered over them, for the fear­ful fun of risk­ing life and limb, or the fas­ci­na­tion of peer­ing through the great square sky­light, down the well of the house in­to the hall be­low. There were, how­ev­er, sev­er­al small­er sky­lights, for the ben­e­fit of the top floor, through any one of which I thought we might have made a dash. But at a glance I saw we were too late: one of these sky­lights be­came a bril­liant square be­fore our eyes; opened, and ad­mit­ted a flushed face on flam­ing shoul­ders.

			“I’ll give them a fright!” said Raf­fles through his teeth. In an in­stant he had plucked out his re­volver, smashed the win­dow with its butt, and the slates with a bul­let not a yard from the pro­trud­ing head. And that, I be­lieve, was the on­ly shot that Raf­fles ev­er fired in his whole ca­reer as a mid­night ma­raud­er.

			“You didn’t hit him?” I gasped, as the head dis­ap­peared, and we heard a crash in the cor­ri­dor.

			“Of course I didn’t, Bun­ny,” he replied, back­ing in­to the tow­er; “but no one will be­lieve I didn’t mean to, and it’ll stick on ten years if we’re caught. That’s noth­ing, if it gives us an ex­tra five min­utes now, while they hold a coun­cil of war. Is that a work­ing flagstaff over­head?”

			“It used to be.”

			“Then there’ll be hal­liards.”

			“They were as thin as clothes­lines.”

			“And they’re sure to be rot­ten, and we should be seen cut­ting them down. No, Bun­ny, that won’t do. Wait a bit. Is there a light­ning con­duc­tor?”

			“There was.”

			I opened one of the side win­dows and reached out as far as I could.

			“You’ll be seen from that sky­light!” cried Raf­fles in a warn­ing un­der­tone.

			“No, I won’t. I can’t see it my­self. But here’s the light­ning-con­duc­tor, where it al­ways was.”

			“How thick,” asked Raf­fles, as I drew in and re­joined him.

			“Rather thick­er than a lead-pen­cil.”

			“They some­times bear you,” said Raf­fles, slip­ping on a pair of white kid gloves, and stuff­ing his hand­ker­chief in­to the palm of one. “The dif­fi­cul­ty is to keep a grip; but I’ve been up and down them be­fore tonight. And it’s our on­ly chance. I’ll go first, Bun­ny: you watch me, and do ex­act­ly as I do if I get down all right.”

			“But if you don’t?”

			“If I don’t,” whis­pered Raf­fles, as he wormed through the win­dow feet fore­most, “I’m afraid you’ll have to face the mu­sic where you are, and I shall have the best of it down in Acheron!”

			And he slid out of reach with­out an­oth­er word, leav­ing me to shud­der alike at his lev­i­ty and his per­il; nor could I fol­low him very far by the wan light of the April stars; but I saw his fore­arms rest­ing a mo­ment in the spout that ran around the tow­er, be­tween bricks and slates, on the lev­el of the floor; and I had an­oth­er dim glimpse of him low­er still, on the eaves over the very room that we had ran­sacked. Thence the con­duc­tor ran straight to earth in an an­gle of the façade. And since it had borne him thus far with­out mishap, I felt that Raf­fles was as good as down. But I had nei­ther his mus­cles nor his nerves, and my head swam as I mount­ed to the win­dow and pre­pared to creep out back­ward in my turn.

			So it was that at the last mo­ment I had my first un­ob­struct­ed view of the lit­tle old tow­er of oth­er days. Raf­fles was out of the way; the bit of can­dle was still burn­ing on the floor, and in its dim light the fa­mil­iar haunt was cru­el­ly like it­self of in­no­cent mem­o­ry. A less­er lad­der still as­cend­ed to a tinier trap-door in the apex of the tow­er; the fixed seats looked to me to be wear­ing their old, old coat of grained var­nish; nay the var­nish had its an­cient smell, and the very vanes out­side creaked their mes­sage to my ears. I re­mem­bered whole days that I had spent, whole books that I had read, here in this fa­vorite fast­ness of my boy­hood. The dirty lit­tle place, with the dormer win­dow in each of its four slop­ing sides, be­came a gallery hung with poignant pic­tures of the past. And here was I leav­ing it with my life in my hands and my pock­ets full of stolen jew­els! A su­per­sti­tion seized me. Sup­pose the con­duc­tor came down with me … sup­pose I slipped … and was picked up dead, with the pro­ceeds of my shame­ful crime up­on me, un­der the very win­dows

			
				
					… where the sun
					

					Came peep­ing in at dawn …
				

			

			I hard­ly re­mem­ber what I did or left un­done. I on­ly know that noth­ing broke, that some­how I kept my hold, and that in the end the wire ran red-hot through my palms so that both were torn and bleed­ing when I stood pant­ing be­side Raf­fles in the flowerbeds. There was no time for think­ing then. Al­ready there was a fresh com­mo­tion in­doors; the tidal wave of ex­cite­ment which had swept all be­fore it to the up­per re­gions was sub­sid­ing in as swift a rush down­stairs; and I raced af­ter Raf­fles along the edge of the drive with­out dar­ing to look be­hind.

			We came out by the op­po­site gate to that by which we had stolen in. Sharp to the right ran the pri­vate lane be­hind the sta­bles and sharp to the right dashed Raf­fles, in­stead of straight along the open road. It was not the course I should have cho­sen, but I fol­lowed Raf­fles with­out a mur­mur, on­ly too thank­ful that he had as­sumed the lead at last. Al­ready the sta­bles were lit up like a chan­de­lier; there was a stac­ca­to rat­tle of horse­shoes in the sta­ble yard, and the great gates were open­ing as we skimmed past in the nick of time. In an­oth­er minute we were skulk­ing in the shad­ow of the kitchen-gar­den wall while the high road rang with the dy­ing tat­too of gal­lop­ing hoofs.

			“That’s for the po­lice,” said Raf­fles, wait­ing for me. “But the fun’s on­ly be­gin­ning in the sta­bles. Hear the up­roar, and see the lights! In an­oth­er minute they’ll be turn­ing out the hunters for the last run of the sea­son!”

			“We mustn’t give them one, Raf­fles!”

			“Of course we mustn’t; but that means stop­ping where we are.”

			“We can’t do that!”

			“If they’re wise they’ll send a man to ev­ery rail­way sta­tion with­in ten miles and draw ev­ery cov­er in­side the ra­dius. I can on­ly think of one that’s not like­ly to oc­cur to them.”

			“What’s that?”

			“The oth­er side of this wall. How big is the gar­den, Bun­ny?”

			“Six or sev­en acres.”

			“Well, you must take me to an­oth­er of your old haunts, where we can lie low till morn­ing.”

			“And then?”

			“Suf­fi­cient for the night, Bun­ny! The first thing is to find a bur­row. What are those trees at the end of this lane?”

			“St. Leonard’s For­est.”

			“Mag­nif­i­cent! They’ll scour ev­ery inch of that be­fore they come back to their own gar­den. Come, Bun­ny, give me a leg up, and I’ll pull you af­ter me in two ticks!”

			There was in­deed noth­ing bet­ter to be done; and, much as I loathed and dread­ed en­ter­ing the place again, I had al­ready thought of a sec­ond sanc­tu­ary of old days, which might as well be put to the base us­es of this dis­grace­ful night. In a far cor­ner of the gar­den, over a hun­dred yards from the house, a lit­tle or­na­men­tal lake had been dug with­in my own mem­o­ry; its shores were shelv­ing lawn and steep banks of rhodo­den­drons; and among the rhodo­den­drons nes­tled a tiny boathouse which had been my child­ish joy. It was half a dock for the dingy in which one plowed these minia­ture wa­ters and half a bathing-box for those who pre­ferred their morn­ing tub among the gold­fish. I could not think of a safer asy­lum than this, if we must spend the night up­on the premis­es; and Raf­fles agreed with me when I had led him by shel­ter­ing shrub­bery and per­ilous lawn to the diminu­tive chalet be­tween the rhodo­den­drons and the wa­ter.

			But what a night it was! The lit­tle bathing-box had two doors, one to the wa­ter, the oth­er to the path. To hear all that could be heard, it was nec­es­sary to keep both doors open, and quite im­per­a­tive not to talk. The damp night air of April filled the place, and crept through our evening clothes and light over­coats in­to the very mar­row; the men­tal tor­ture of the sit­u­a­tion was re­newed and mul­ti­plied in my brain; and all the time one’s ears were pricked for foot­steps on the path be­tween the rhodo­den­drons. The on­ly sounds we could at first iden­ti­fy came one and all from the sta­bles. Yet there the ex­cite­ment sub­sid­ed soon­er than we had ex­pect­ed, and it was Raf­fles him­self who breathed a doubt as to whether they were turn­ing out the hunters af­ter all. On the oth­er hand, we heard wheels in the drive not long af­ter mid­night; and Raf­fles, who was be­gin­ning to scout among the shrub­beries, stole back to tell me that the guests were de­part­ing, and be­ing sped, with an unim­paired con­vivi­al­i­ty which he failed to un­der­stand. I said I could not un­der­stand it ei­ther, but sug­gest­ed the gen­er­al in­flu­ence of liquor, and ex­pressed my en­vy of their state. I had drawn my knees up to my chin, on the bench where one used to dry one’s self af­ter bathing, and there I sat in a seem­ing sto­lid­i­ty at ut­ter vari­ance with my in­ward tem­per. I heard Raf­fles creep forth again and I let him go with­out a word. I nev­er doubt­ed that he would be back again in a minute, and so let many min­utes elapse be­fore I re­al­ized his con­tin­ued ab­sence, and fi­nal­ly crept out my­self to look for him.

			Even then I on­ly sup­posed that he had post­ed him­self out­side in some more com­mand­ing po­si­tion. I took a cat­like stride and breathed his name. There was no an­swer. I ven­tured fur­ther, till I could over­look the lawns: they lay like clean slates in the starlight: there was no sign of liv­ing thing near­er than the house, which was still lit up, but qui­et enough now. Was it a cun­ning and de­lib­er­ate qui­et as­sumed as a snare? Had they caught Raf­fles, and were they wait­ing for me? I re­turned to the boathouse in an agony of fear and in­dig­na­tion. It was fear for the long hours that I sat there wait­ing for him; it was in­dig­na­tion when at last I heard his stealthy step up­on the grav­el. I would not go out to meet him. I sat where I was while the stealthy step came near­er, near­er; and there I was sit­ting when the door opened, and a huge man in rid­ing-clothes stood be­fore me in the steely dawn.

			I leaped to my feet, and the huge man clapped me play­ful­ly on the shoul­der.

			“Sor­ry I’ve been so long, Bun­ny, but we should nev­er have got away as we were; this rid­ing-suit makes a new man of me, on top of my own, and here’s a youth’s kit that should do you down to the ground.”

			“So you broke in­to the house again!”

			“I was obliged to, Bun­ny; but I had to watch the lights out one by one, and give them a good hour af­ter that I went through that dress­ing room at my leisure this time; the on­ly dif­fi­cul­ty was to spot the son’s quar­ters at the back of the house; but I over­came it, as you see, in the end. I on­ly hope they’ll fit, Bun­ny. Give me your patent leathers, and I’ll fill them with stones and sink them in the pond. I’m do­ing the same with mine. Here’s a brown pair apiece, and we mustn’t let the grass grow un­der them if we’re to get to the sta­tion in time for the ear­ly train while the coast’s still clear.”

			The ear­ly train leaves the sta­tion in ques­tion at 6:20 a.m.; and that fine spring morn­ing there was a po­lice of­fi­cer in a peaked cap to see it off; but he was too busy peer­ing in­to the com­part­ments for a pair of very swell mob­s­men that he took no no­tice of the huge man in rid­ing-clothes, who was ob­vi­ous­ly in­tox­i­cat­ed, or the more in­signif­i­cant but not less horsy char­ac­ter who had him in hand. The ear­ly train is due at Vic­to­ria at 8:28, but these wor­thies left it at Clapham Junc­tion, and changed cabs more than once be­tween Bat­tersea and Pic­cadil­ly, and a few of their gar­ments in each four-wheel­er. It was bare­ly nine o’clock when they sat to­geth­er in the Al­bany, and might have been rec­og­nized once more as Raf­fles and my­self.

			“And now,” said Raf­fles, “be­fore we do any­thing else, let us turn out those lit­tle cas­es that we hadn’t time to open when we took them. I mean the ones I hand­ed to you, Bun­ny. I had a look in­to mine in the gar­den, and I’m sor­ry to say there was noth­ing in them. The la­dy must have been wear­ing their prop­er con­tents.”

			Raf­fles held out his hand for the sub­stan­tial leather cas­es which I had pro­duced at his re­quest. But that was the ex­tent of my com­pli­ance; in­stead of hand­ing them over, I looked bold­ly in­to the eyes that seemed to have dis­cerned my wretch­ed se­cret at one glance.

			“It is no use my giv­ing them to you,” I said. “They are emp­ty al­so.”

			“When did you look in­to them?”

			“In the tow­er.”

			“Well, let me see for my­self.”

			“As you like.”

			“My dear Bun­ny, this one must have con­tained the neck­lace you boast­ed about.”

			“Very like­ly.”

			“And this one the tiara.”

			“I dare say.”

			“Yet she was wear­ing nei­ther, as you proph­e­sied, and as we both saw for our­selves.”

			I had not tak­en my eyes from his.

			“Raf­fles,” I said, “I’ll be frank with you af­ter all. I meant you nev­er to know, but it’s eas­i­er than telling you a lie. I left both things be­hind me in the tow­er. I won’t at­tempt to ex­plain or de­fend my­self; it was prob­a­bly the in­flu­ence of the tow­er, and noth­ing else; but the whole thing came over me at the last mo­ment, when you had gone and I was go­ing. I felt that I should very prob­a­bly break my neck, that I cared very lit­tle whether I did or not, but that it would be fright­ful to break it at that house with those things in my pock­et. You may say I ought to have thought of all that be­fore! you may say what you like, and you won’t say more than I de­serve. It was hys­ter­i­cal, and it was mean, for I kept the cas­es to im­pose on you.”

			“You were al­ways a bad liar, Bun­ny,” said Raf­fles, smil­ing. “Will you think me one when I tell you that I can un­der­stand what you felt, and even what you did? As a mat­ter of fact, I have un­der­stood for sev­er­al hours now.”

			“You mean what I felt, Raf­fles?”

			“And what you did. I guessed it in the boathouse. I knew that some­thing must have hap­pened or been dis­cov­ered to dis­perse that tru­cu­lent par­ty of sports­men so soon and on such good terms with them­selves. They had not got us; they might have got some­thing bet­ter worth hav­ing; and your phleg­mat­ic at­ti­tude sug­gest­ed what. As luck would have it, the cas­es that I per­son­al­ly had col­lared were the emp­ty ones; the two prizes had fall­en to you. Well, to al­lay my hor­rid sus­pi­cion, I went and had an­oth­er peep through the light­ed vene­tians. And what do you think I saw?”

			I shook my head. I had no idea, nor was I very ea­ger for en­light­en­ment.

			“The two poor peo­ple whom it was your own idea to de­spoil,” quoth Raf­fles, “pre­ma­ture­ly gloat­ing over these two pret­ty things?”

			He with­drew a hand from ei­ther pock­et of his crum­pled din­ner-jack­et, and opened the pair un­der my nose. In one was a di­a­mond tiara, and in the oth­er a neck­lace of fine emer­alds set in clus­ters of bril­liants.

			“You must try to for­give me, Bun­ny,” con­tin­ued Raf­fles be­fore I could speak. “I don’t say a word against what you did, or un­did; in fact, now it’s all over, I am rather glad to think that you did try to un­do it. But, my dear fel­low, we had both risked life, limb, and lib­er­ty; and I had not your sen­ti­men­tal scru­ples. Why should I go emp­ty away? If you want to know the in­ner his­to­ry of my sec­ond vis­it to that good fel­low’s dress­ing-room, drive home for a fresh kit and meet me at the Turk­ish bath in twen­ty min­utes. I feel more than a lit­tle grub­by, and we can have our break­fast in the cool­ing gallery. Be­sides, af­ter a whole night in your old haunts, Bun­ny, it’s on­ly in or­der to wind up in Northum­ber­land Av­enue.”

		
	
		
			The Raffles Relics

			It was in one of the mag­a­zines for De­cem­ber, 1899, that an ar­ti­cle ap­peared which af­ford­ed our minds a brief respite from the then con­sum­ing ex­cite­ment of the war in South Africa. These were the days when Raf­fles re­al­ly had white hair, and when he and I were near­ing the end of our sur­rep­ti­tious sec­ond in­nings, as pro­fes­sion­al cracks­men of the dead­li­est dye. Pic­cadil­ly and the Al­bany knew us no more. But we still op­er­at­ed, as the spir­it tempt­ed us, from our lat­est and most idyl­lic base, on the bor­ders of Ham Com­mon. Recre­ation was our great­est want; and though we had both de­scend­ed to the hum­ble bi­cy­cle, a lot of read­ing was forced up­on us in the win­ter evenings. Thus the war came as a boon to us both. It not on­ly pro­vid­ed us with an hon­est in­ter­est in life, but gave point and zest to in­nu­mer­able spins across Rich­mond Park, to the near­est pa­per shop; and it was from such an ex­pe­di­tion that I re­turned with in­flam­ma­to­ry mat­ter un­con­nect­ed with the war. The mag­a­zine was one of those that are read (and sold) by the mil­lion; the ar­ti­cle was rude­ly il­lus­trat­ed on ev­ery oth­er page. Its sub­ject was the so-called Black Mu­se­um at Scot­land Yard; and from the catch­pen­ny text we first learned that the grue­some show was now en­riched by a spe­cial and elab­o­rate ex­hib­it known as the Raf­fles Relics.

			“Bun­ny,” said Raf­fles, “this is fame at last! It is no longer no­to­ri­ety; it lifts one out of the ruck of rob­bers in­to the so­ci­ety of the big brass gods, whose lit­tle delin­quen­cies are writ­ten in wa­ter by the fin­ger of time. The Napoleon Relics we know, the Nel­son Relics we’ve heard about, and here are mine!”

			“Which I wish to good­ness we could see,” I added, long­ing­ly. Next mo­ment I was sor­ry I had spo­ken. Raf­fles was look­ing at me across the mag­a­zine. There was a smile on his lips that I knew too well, a light in his eyes that I had kin­dled.

			“What an ex­cel­lent idea!” he ex­claimed, quite soft­ly, as though work­ing it out al­ready in his brain.

			“I didn’t mean it for one,” I an­swered, “and no more do you.”

			“Cer­tain­ly I do,” said Raf­fles. “I was nev­er more se­ri­ous in my life.”

			“You would march in­to Scot­land Yard in broad day­light?”

			“In broad lime­light,” he an­swered, study­ing the mag­a­zine again, “to set eyes on my own once more. Why here they all are, Bun­ny—you nev­er told me there was an il­lus­tra­tion. That’s the chest you took to your bank with me in­side, and those must be my own rope-lad­der and things on top. They pro­duce so bad­ly in the baser mag­a­zines that it’s im­pos­si­ble to swear to them; there’s noth­ing for it but a vis­it of in­spec­tion.”

			“Then you can pay it alone,” said I grim­ly. “You may have al­tered, but they’d know me at a glance.”

			“By all means, Bun­ny, if you’ll get me the pass.”

			“A pass?” I cried tri­umphant­ly. “Of course we should have to get one, and of course that puts an end to the whole idea. Who on earth would give a pass for this show, of all oth­ers, to an old pris­on­er like me?”

			Raf­fles ad­dressed him­self to the read­ing of the mag­a­zine with a shrug that showed some tem­per.

			“The fel­low who wrote this ar­ti­cle got one,” said he short­ly. “He got it from his ed­i­tor, and you can get one from yours if you tried. But pray don’t try, Bun­ny: it would be too ter­ri­ble for you to risk a mo­ment’s em­bar­rass­ment to grat­i­fy a mere whim of mine. And if I went in­stead of you and got spot­ted, which is so like­ly with this head of hair, and the gen­er­al be­lief in my demise, the con­se­quences to you would be too aw­ful to con­tem­plate! Don’t con­tem­plate them, my dear fel­low. And do let me read my mag­a­zine.”

			Need I add that I set about the rash en­deav­or with­out fur­ther ex­pos­tu­la­tion? I was used to such ebul­li­tions from the al­tered Raf­fles of these lat­er days, and I could well un­der­stand them. All the in­con­ve­nience of the new con­di­tions fell on him. I had purged my known of­fences by im­pris­on­ment, where­as Raf­fles was mere­ly sup­posed to have es­caped pun­ish­ment in death. The re­sult was that I could rush in where Raf­fles feared to tread, and was his plenipo­ten­tiary in all hon­est deal­ings with the out­er world. It could not but gall him to be so de­pen­dent up­on me, and it was for me to min­i­mize the hu­mil­i­a­tion by scrupu­lous­ly avoid­ing the least sem­blance of an abuse of that pow­er which I now had over him. Ac­cord­ing­ly, though with much mis­giv­ing, I did his tick­lish be­hest in Fleet Street, where, de­spite my past, I was al­ready mak­ing a cer­tain low­ly foot­ing for my­self. Suc­cess fol­lowed as it will when one longs to fail; and one fine evening I re­turned to Ham Com­mon with a card from the Con­vict Su­per­vi­sion Of­fice, New Scot­land Yard, which I trea­sure to this day. I am sur­prised to see that it was un­dat­ed, and might still al­most “Ad­mit Bear­er to see the Mu­se­um,” to say noth­ing of the bear­er’s friends, since my ed­i­tor’s name “and par­ty” is scrawled be­neath the leg­end.

			“But he doesn’t want to come,” as I ex­plained to Raf­fles. “And it means that we can both go, if we both like.”

			Raf­fles looked at me with a wry smile; he was in good enough hu­mor now.

			“It would be rather dan­ger­ous, Bun­ny. If they spot­ted you, they might think of me.”

			“But you say they’ll nev­er know you now.”

			“I don’t be­lieve they will. I don’t be­lieve there’s the slight­est risk; but we shall soon see. I’ve set my heart on see­ing, Bun­ny, but there’s no earth­ly rea­son why I should drag you in­to it.”

			“You do that when you present this card,” I point­ed out. “I shall hear of it fast enough if any­thing hap­pens.”

			“Then you may as well be there to see the fun?”

			“It will make no dif­fer­ence if the worst comes to the worst.”

			“And the tick­et is for a par­ty, isn’t it?”

			“It is.”

			“It might even look pe­cu­liar if on­ly one per­son made use of it?”

			“It might.”

			“Then we’re both go­ing, Bun­ny! And I give you my word,” cried Raf­fles, “that no re­al harm shall come of it. But you mustn’t ask to see the Relics, and you mustn’t take too much in­ter­est in them when you do see them. Leave the ques­tion­ing to me: it re­al­ly will be a chance of find­ing out whether they’ve any sus­pi­cion of one’s res­ur­rec­tion at Scot­land Yard. Still I think I can prom­ise you a cer­tain amount of fun, old fel­low, as some lit­tle com­pen­sa­tion for your pangs and fears?”

			The ear­ly af­ter­noon was mild and hazy, and un­like win­ter but for the pre­ma­ture­ly low sun strug­gling through the haze, as Raf­fles and I emerged from the nether re­gions at West­min­ster Bridge, and stood for one mo­ment to ad­mire the in­firm sil­hou­ettes of Abbey and Hous­es in flat gray against a gold­en mist. Raf­fles mur­mured of Whistler and of Arthur Sev­ern, and threw away a good Sul­li­van be­cause the smoke would curl be­tween him and the pic­ture. It is per­haps the pic­ture that I can now see clear­est of all the set scenes of our law­less life. But at the time I was filled with gloomy spec­u­la­tion as to whether Raf­fles would keep his prom­ise of pro­vid­ing an en­tire­ly harm­less en­ter­tain­ment for my ben­e­fit at the Black Mu­se­um.

			We en­tered the for­bid­ding precincts; we looked re­lent­less of­fi­cers in the face, and they al­most yawned in ours as they di­rect­ed us through swing doors and up stone stairs. There was some­thing even sin­is­ter in the ca­su­al char­ac­ter of our re­cep­tion. We had an arc­tic land­ing to our­selves for sev­er­al min­utes, which Raf­fles spent in an in­stinc­tive sur­vey of the premis­es, while I cooled my heels be­fore the por­trait of a late com­mis­sion­er.

			“Dear old gen­tle­man!” ex­claimed Raf­fles, join­ing me. “I have met him at din­ner, and dis­cussed my own case with him, in the old days. But we can’t know too lit­tle about our­selves in the Black Mu­se­um, Bun­ny. I re­mem­ber go­ing to the old place in White­hall, years ago, and be­ing shown round by one of the tip-top ’tecs. And this may be an­oth­er.”

			But even I could see at a glance that there was noth­ing of the de­tec­tive and ev­ery­thing of the clerk about the very young man who had joined us at last up­on the land­ing. His col­lar was the tallest I have ev­er seen, and his face was as pal­lid as his col­lar. He car­ried a loose key, with which he un­locked a door a lit­tle way along the pas­sage, and so ush­ered us in­to that dread­ful repos­i­to­ry which per­haps has few­er vis­i­tors than any oth­er of equal in­ter­est in the world. The place was cold as the in­vi­o­late vault; blinds had to be drawn up, and glass cas­es un­cov­ered, be­fore we could see a thing ex­cept the row of mur­der­ers’ death-masks—the placid faces with the swollen necks—that stood out on their shelves to give us ghost­ly greet­ing.

			“This fel­low isn’t for­mi­da­ble,” whis­pered Raf­fles, as the blinds went up; “still, we can’t be too care­ful. My lit­tle lot are round the cor­ner, in the sort of re­cess; don’t look till we come to them in their turn.”

			So we be­gan at the be­gin­ning, with the glass case near­est the door; and in a mo­ment I dis­cov­ered that I knew far more about its con­tents than our pal­lid guide. He had some en­thu­si­asm, but the most in­ac­cu­rate smat­ter­ing of his sub­ject. He mixed up the first mur­der­er with quite the wrong mur­der, and capped his mis­take in the next breath with an in­tol­er­a­ble li­bel on the very pearl of our par­tic­u­lar tribe.

			“This re­vawlver,” he be­gan, “be­longed to the celebr­it­ed bur­gu­lar, Chawles Peace. These are his spec­ta­cles, that’s his jim­my, and this here knife’s the one that Chaw­ley killed the po­lice­man with.”

			Now I like ac­cu­ra­cy for its own sake, strive af­ter it my­self, and am some­times guilty of forc­ing it up­on oth­ers. So this was more than I could pass.

			“That’s not quite right,” I put in mild­ly. “He nev­er made use of the knife.”

			The young clerk twist­ed his head round in its vase of starch.

			“Chaw­ley Peace killed two po­lice­men,” said he.

			“No, he didn’t; on­ly one of them was a po­lice­man; and he nev­er killed any­body with a knife.”

			The clerk took the cor­rec­tion like a lamb. I could not have re­frained from mak­ing it, to save my skin. But Raf­fles re­ward­ed me with as vi­cious a lit­tle kick as he could ad­min­is­ter un­ob­served. “Who was Charles Peace?” he in­quired, with the bland ef­fron­tery of any judge up­on the bench.

			The clerk’s re­ply came pat and un­ex­pect­ed.

			“The great­est bur­gu­lar we ev­er had,” said he, “till good old Raf­fles knocked him out!”

			“The great­est of the pre-Raf­fleites,” the mas­ter mur­mured, as we passed on to the safer memo­ri­als of mere mur­der. There were mis­shapen bul­lets and stained knives that had tak­en hu­man life; there were lithe, lean ropes which had re­tal­i­at­ed af­ter the live let­ter of the Mo­sa­ic law. There was one bristling broad­side of re­volvers un­der the long­est shelf of closed eyes and swollen throats. There were fes­toons of rope-lad­ders—none so in­ge­nious as ours—and then at last there was some­thing that the clerk knew all about. It was a small tin cig­a­rette-box, and the name up­on the gaudy wrap­per was not the name of Sul­li­van. Yet Raf­fles and I knew even more about this ex­hib­it than the clerk.

			“There, now,” said our guide, “you’ll nev­er guess the his­to­ry of that! I’ll give you twen­ty guess­es, and the twen­ti­eth will be no near­er than the first.”

			“I’m sure of it, my good fel­low,” re­joined Raf­fles, a dis­creet twin­kle in his eye. “Tell us about it, to save time.”

			And he opened, as he spoke, his own old twen­ty-five tin of pure­ly pop­u­lar cig­a­rettes; there were a few in it still, but be­tween the cig­a­rettes were jammed lumps of sug­ar wadded with cot­ton-wool. I saw Raf­fles weigh­ing the lot in his hand with sub­tle sat­is­fac­tion. But the clerk saw mere­ly the mys­ti­fi­ca­tion which he de­sired to cre­ate.

			“I thought that’d beat you, sir,” said he. “It was an Amer­i­can dodge. Two smart Yan­kees got a jew­eller to take a lot of stuff to a pri­vate room at Ke­lin­er’s, where they were din­ing, for them to choose from. When it came to pay­ing, there was some both­er about a re­mit­tance; but they soon made that all right, for they were far too clever to sug­gest tak­ing away what they’d cho­sen but couldn’t pay for. No, all they want­ed was that what they’d cho­sen might be locked up in the safe and con­sid­ered theirs un­til their mon­ey came for them to pay for it. All they asked was to seal the stuff up in some­thing; the jew­eller was to take it away and not med­dle with it, nor yet break the seals, for a week or two. It seemed a fair enough thing, now, didn’t it, sir?”

			“Em­i­nent­ly fair,” said Raf­fles sen­ten­tious­ly.

			“So the jew­eller thought,” crowed the clerk. “You see, it wasn’t as if the Yanks had cho­sen out the half of what he’d brought on ap­pro.; they’d gone slow on pur­pose, and they’d paid for all they could on the nail, just for a blind. Well, I sup­pose you can guess what hap­pened in the end? The jew­eller nev­er heard of those Amer­i­cans again; and these few cig­a­rettes and lumps of sug­ar were all he found.”

			“Du­pli­cate box­es!” I cried, per­haps a thought too prompt­ly.

			“Du­pli­cate box­es!” mur­mured Raf­fles, as pro­found­ly im­pressed as a sec­ond Mr. Pick­wick.

			“Du­pli­cate box­es!” echoed the tri­umphant clerk. “Art­ful beg­gars, these Amer­i­cans, sir! You’ve got to crawss the ’Erring Pond to learn a trick worth one o’ that?”

			“I sup­pose so,” as­sent­ed the grave gen­tle­man wit the sil­ver hair. “Un­less,” he added, as if sud­den­ly in­spired, “un­less it was that man Raf­fles.”

			“It couldn’t ’ve bin,” jerked the clerk from his con­ning-tow­er of a col­lar. “He’d gone to Davy Jones long be­fore.”

			“Are you sure?” asked Raf­fles. “Was his body ev­er found?”

			“Found and buried,” replied our imag­i­na­tive friend. “Mal­ter, I think it was; or it may have been Gib­er­al­tar. I for­get which.”

			“Be­sides,” I put in, rather an­noyed at all this wil­ful work, yet not in­dis­posed to make a late con­tri­bu­tion—“be­sides, Raf­fles would nev­er have smoked those cig­a­rettes. There was on­ly one brand for him. It was—let me see—”

			“Sul­li­vans?” cried the clerk, right for once. “It’s all a mat­ter of ’abit,” he went on, as he re­placed the twen­ty-five tin box with the vul­gar wrap­per. “I tried them once, and I didn’t like ’em my­self. It’s all a ques­tion of taste. Now, if you want a good smoke, and cheap­er, give me a Gold­en Gem at quar­ter of the price.”

			“What we re­al­ly do want,” re­marked Raf­fles mild­ly, “is to see some­thing else as clever as that last.”

			“Then come this way,” said the clerk, and led us in­to a re­cess al­most mo­nop­o­lized by the iron-clamped chest of thrilling mem­o­ry, now a mere plat­form for the col­lec­tion of mys­te­ri­ous ob­jects un­der a dust-sheet on the lid. “These,” he con­tin­ued, un­veil­ing them with an air, “are the Raf­fles Relics, tak­en from his rooms in the Al­bany af­ter his death and buri­al, and the most com­plete set we’ve got. That’s his cen­tre-bit, and this is the bot­tle of rock-oil he’s sup­posed to have kept dip­ping it in to pre­vent mak­ing a noise. Here’s the re­vawlver he used when he shot at a gen­tle­man on the roof down Hor­sham way; it was af­ter­ward tak­en from him on the P. & O. boat be­fore he jumped over­board.”

			I could not help say­ing I un­der­stood that Raf­fles had nev­er shot at any­body. I was stand­ing with my back to the near­est win­dow, my hat jammed over my brows and my over­coat col­lar up to my ears.

			“That’s the on­ly time we know about,” the clerk ad­mit­ted; “and it couldn’t be brought ’ome, or his pre­cious pal would have got more than he did. This emp­ty cawtridge is the one he ’id the Em­per­or’s pearl in, on the Penin­su­lar and Ori­ent. These gim­lets and wedges were what he used for fix­in’ doors. This is his rope-lad­der, with the tele­scope walk­ing-stick he used to hook it up with; he’s said to have ’ad it with him the night he dined with the Earl of Thorn­a­by, and robbed the house be­fore din­ner. That’s his life-pre­serv­er; but no one can make out what this lit­tle thick vel­vet bag’s for, with the two holes and the elaw­stic round each. Per­haps you can give a guess, sir?”

			Raf­fles had tak­en up the bag that he had in­vent­ed for the noise­less fil­ing of keys. Now he han­dled it as though it were a to­bac­co-pouch, putting in fin­ger and thumb, and shrug­ging over the puz­zle with a de­li­cious face; nev­er­the­less, he showed me a few grains of steel fil­ing as the re­sult of his in­ves­ti­ga­tions, and mur­mured in my ear, “These sweet po­lice!” I, for my part, could not but ex­am­ine the life-pre­serv­er with which I had once smit­ten Raf­fles him­self to the ground: ac­tu­al­ly, there was his blood up­on it still; and see­ing my hor­ror, the clerk plunged in­to a char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly gar­bled ver­sion of that in­ci­dent al­so. It hap­pened to have come to light among oth­ers at the Old Bai­ley, and per­haps had its share in pro­mot­ing the qual­i­ty of mer­cy which had un­doubt­ed­ly been ex­er­cised on my be­half. But the present recital was un­du­ly try­ing, and Raf­fles cre­at­ed a no­ble di­ver­sion by call­ing at­ten­tion to an ear­ly pho­to­graph of him­self, which may still hang on the wall over the his­toric chest, but which I had care­ful­ly ig­nored. It shows him in flan­nels, af­ter some great feat up­on the tent­ed field. I am afraid there is a Sul­li­van be­tween his lips, a look of lazy in­so­lence in the half-shut eyes. I have since pos­sessed my­self of a copy, and it is not Raf­fles at his best; but the fea­tures are clean-cut and reg­u­lar; and I of­ten wish that I had lent it to the artis­tic gen­tle­men who have bat­tered the stat­ue out of all like­ness to the man.

			“You wouldn’t think it of him, would you?” quoth the clerk. “It makes you un­der­stand how no one ev­er did think it of him at the time.”

			The youth was look­ing full at Raf­fles, with the wa­tery eyes of un­sus­pect­ing in­no­cence. I itched to em­u­late the fine brava­do of my friend.

			“You said he had a pal,” I ob­served, sink­ing deep­er in­to the col­lar of my coat. “Haven’t you got a pho­to­graph of him?”

			The pale clerk gave such a sick­ly smile, I could have smacked some blood in­to his pasty face.

			“You mean Bun­ny?” said the fa­mil­iar fel­low. “No, sir, he’d be out of place; we’ve on­ly room for re­al crim­i­nals here. Bun­ny was nei­ther one thing nor the oth­er. He could fol­low Raf­fles, but that’s all he could do. He was no good on his own. Even when he put up the low-down job of rob­bing his old ’ome, it’s be­lieved he hadn’t the ’eart to take the stuff away, and Raf­fles had to break in a sec­ond time for it. No, sir, we don’t both­er our heads about Bun­ny; we shall nev­er hear no more of ’im. He was a harm­less sort of rot­ter, if you awsk me.”

			I had not asked him, and I was al­most foam­ing un­der the res­pi­ra­tor that I was mak­ing of my over­coat col­lar. I on­ly hoped that Raf­fles would say some­thing, and he did.

			“The on­ly case I re­mem­ber any­thing about,” he re­marked, tap­ping the clamped chest with his um­brel­la, “was this; and that time, at all events, the man out­side must have had quite as much to do as the one in­side. May I ask what you keep in it?”

			“Noth­ing, sir.”

			“I imag­ined more relics in­side. Hadn’t he some dodge of get­ting in and out with­out open­ing the lid?”

			“Of putting his head out, you mean,” re­turned the clerk, whose knowl­edge of Raf­fles and his Relics was re­al­ly most com­pre­hen­sive on the whole. He moved some of the mi­nor memo­ri­als and with his penknife raised the trap-door in the lid.

			“On­ly a sky­light,” re­marked Raf­fles, de­li­cious­ly unim­pressed.

			“Why, what else did you ex­pect?” asked the clerk, let­ting the trap-door down again, and look­ing sor­ry that he had tak­en so much trou­ble.

			“A back­door, at least!” replied Raf­fles, with such a sly look at me that I had to turn aside to smile. It was the last time I smiled that day.

			The door had opened as I turned, and an un­mis­tak­able de­tec­tive had en­tered with two more sight­seers like our­selves. He wore the hard, round hat and the dark, thick over­coat which one knows at a glance as the uni­form of his grade; and for one aw­ful mo­ment his steely eye was up­on us in a flash of cold in­quiry. Then the clerk emerged from the re­cess de­vot­ed to the Raf­fles Relics, and the alarm­ing in­ter­lop­er con­duct­ed his par­ty to the win­dow op­po­site the door.

			“In­spec­tor Druce,” the clerk in­formed us in im­pres­sive whis­pers, “who had the Chalk Farm case in hand. He’d be the man for Raf­fles, if Raf­fles was alive to­day!”

			“I’m sure he would,” was the grave re­ply. “I should be very sor­ry to have a man like that af­ter me. But what a run there seems to be up­on your Black Mu­se­um!”

			“There isn’t reel­ly, sir,” whis­pered the clerk. “We some­times go weeks on end with­out hav­ing reg­u­lar vis­i­tors like you two gen­tle­men. I think those are friends of the In­spec­tor’s, come to see the Chalk Farm pho­to­graphs, that helped to hang his man. We’ve a lot of in­ter­est­ing pho­to­graphs, sir, if you like to have a look at them.”

			“If it won’t take long,” said Raf­fles, tak­ing out his watch; and as the clerk left our side for an in­stant he gripped my arm. “This is a bit too hot,” he whis­pered, “but we mustn’t cut and run like rab­bits. That might be fa­tal. Hide your face in the pho­to­graphs, and leave ev­ery­thing to me. I’ll have a train to catch as soon as ev­er I dare.”

			I obeyed with­out a word, and with the less un­easi­ness as I had time to con­sid­er the sit­u­a­tion. It even struck me that Raf­fles was for once in­clined to ex­ag­ger­ate the un­de­ni­able risk that we ran by re­main­ing in the same room with an of­fi­cer whom both he and I knew on­ly too well by name and re­pute. Raf­fles, af­ter all, had aged and al­tered out of knowl­edge; but he had not lost the nerve that was equal to a far more di­rect en­counter than was at all like­ly to be forced up­on us. On the oth­er hand, it was most im­prob­a­ble that a dis­tin­guished de­tec­tive would know by sight an ob­scure delin­quent like my­self; be­sides, this one had come to the front since my day. Yet a risk it was, and I cer­tain­ly did not smile as I bent over the al­bum of hor­rors pro­duced by our guide. I could still take an in­ter­est in the dread­ful pho­to­graphs of mur­der­ous and mur­dered men; they ap­pealed to the mor­bid el­e­ment in my na­ture; and it was doubt­less with de­gen­er­ate unc­tion that I called Raf­fles’s at­ten­tion to a cer­tain scene of no­to­ri­ous slaugh­ter. There was no re­sponse. I looked round. There was no Raf­fles to re­spond. We had all three been ex­am­in­ing the pho­to­graphs at one of the win­dows; at an­oth­er three new­com­ers were sim­i­lar­ly en­grossed; and with­out one word, or a sin­gle sound, Raf­fles had de­camped be­hind all our backs.

			For­tu­nate­ly the clerk was him­self very busy gloat­ing over the hor­rors of the al­bum; be­fore he looked round I had hid­den my as­ton­ish­ment, but not my wrath, of which I had the in­stinc­tive sense to make no se­cret.

			“My friend’s the most im­pa­tient man on earth!” I ex­claimed. “He said he was go­ing to catch a train, and now he’s gone with­out a word!”

			“I nev­er heard him,” said the clerk, look­ing puz­zled.

			“No more did I; but he did touch me on the shoul­der,” I lied, “and say some­thing or oth­er. I was too deep in this beast­ly book to pay much at­ten­tion. He must have meant that he was off. Well, let him be off! I mean to see all that’s to be seen.”

			And in my ner­vous anx­i­ety to al­lay any sus­pi­cions aroused by my com­pan­ion’s ex­tra­or­di­nary be­hav­ior, I out­stayed even the em­i­nent de­tec­tive and his friends, saw them ex­am­ine the Raf­fles Relics, heard them dis­cuss me un­der my own nose, and at last was alone with the anaemic clerk. I put my hand in my pock­et, and mea­sured him with a side­long eye. The tip­ping sys­tem is noth­ing less than a mi­nor bane of my ex­is­tence. Not that one is a grudg­ing giv­er, but sim­ply be­cause in so many cas­es it is so hard to know whom to tip and what to tip him. I know what it is to be the part­ing guest who has not part­ed freely enough, and that not from stingi­ness but the want of a fine in­stinct on the point. I made no mis­take, how­ev­er, in the case of the clerk, who ac­cept­ed my pieces of sil­ver with­out de­mur, and ex­pressed a hope of see­ing the ar­ti­cle which I had as­sured him I was about to write. He has had some years to wait for it, but I flat­ter my­self that these be­lat­ed pages will oc­ca­sion more in­ter­est than of­fense if they ev­er do meet those wa­tery eyes.

			Twi­light was fall­ing when I reached the street; the sky be­hind St. Stephen’s had flushed and black­ened like an an­gry face; the lamps were lit, and un­der ev­ery one I was un­rea­son­able enough to look for Raf­fles. Then I made fool­ish­ly sure that I should find him hang­ing about the sta­tion, and hung there­abouts my­self un­til one Rich­mond train had gone with­out me. In the end I walked over the bridge to Wa­ter­loo, and took the first train to Ted­ding­ton in­stead. That made a short­er walk of it, but I had to grope my way through a white fog from the riv­er to Ham Com­mon, and it was the hour of our cosy din­ner when I reached our place of re­tire­ment. There was on­ly a flick­er of fire­light on the blinds: I was the first to re­turn af­ter all. It was near­ly four hours since Raf­fles had stolen away from my side in the omi­nous precincts of Scot­land Yard. Where could he be? Our land­la­dy wrung her hands over him; she had cooked a din­ner af­ter her fa­vorite’s heart, and I let it spoil be­fore mak­ing one of the most melan­choly meals of my life.

			Up to mid­night there was no sign of him; but long be­fore this time I had re­as­sured our land­la­dy with a voice and face that must have giv­en my words the lie. I told her that Mr. Ralph (as she used to call him) had said some­thing about go­ing to the the­atre; that I thought he had giv­en up the idea, but I must have been mis­tak­en, and should cer­tain­ly sit up for him. The at­ten­tive soul brought in a plate of sand­wich­es be­fore she re­tired; and I pre­pared to make a night of it in a chair by the sit­ting-room fire. Dark­ness and bed I could not face in my anx­i­ety. In a way I felt as though du­ty and loy­al­ty called me out in­to the win­ter’s night; and yet whith­er should I turn to look for Raf­fles? I could think of but one place, and to seek him there would be to de­stroy my­self with­out aid­ing him. It was my grow­ing con­vic­tion that he had been rec­og­nized when leav­ing Scot­land Yard, and ei­ther tak­en then and there, or else hunt­ed in­to some new place of hid­ing. It would all be in the morn­ing pa­pers; and it was all his own fault. He had thrust his head in­to the li­on’s mouth, and the li­on’s jaws had snapped. Had he man­aged to with­draw his head in time?

			There was a bot­tle at my el­bow, and that night I say de­lib­er­ate­ly that it was not my en­e­my but my friend. It pro­cured me at last some surcease from my sus­pense. I fell fast asleep in my chair be­fore the fire. The lamp was still burn­ing, and the fire red, when I awoke; but I sat very stiff in the iron clutch of a win­try morn­ing. Sud­den­ly I slued round in my chair. And there was Raf­fles in a chair be­hind me, with the door open be­hind him, qui­et­ly tak­ing off his boots.

			“Sor­ry to wake you, Bun­ny,” said he. “I thought I was be­hav­ing like a mouse; but af­ter a three hours’ tramp one’s feet are all heels.”

			I did not get up and fall up­on his neck. I sat back in my chair and blinked with bit­ter­ness up­on his self­ish in­sen­si­bil­i­ty. He should not know what I had been through on his ac­count.

			“Walk out from town?” I in­quired, as in­dif­fer­ent­ly as though he were in the habit of do­ing so.

			“From Scot­land Yard,” he an­swered, stretch­ing him­self be­fore the fire in his stock­ing soles.

			“Scot­land Yard?” I echoed. “Then I was right; that’s where you were all the time; and yet you man­aged to es­cape!”

			I had risen ex­cit­ed­ly in my turn.

			“Of course I did,” replied Raf­fles. “I nev­er thought there would be much dif­fi­cul­ty about that, but there was even less than I an­tic­i­pat­ed. I did once find my­self on one side of a sort of counter, and an of­fi­cer doz­ing at his desk at the oth­er side. I thought it safest to wake him up and make in­quiries about a myth­i­cal purse left in a phan­tom han­som out­side the Carl­ton. And the way the fel­low fired me out of that was an­oth­er cred­it to the Met­ro­pol­i­tan Po­lice: it’s on­ly in the sav­age coun­tries that they would have trou­bled to ask how one had got in.”

			“And how did you?” I asked. “And in the Lord’s name, Raf­fles, when and why?”

			Raf­fles looked down on me un­der raised eye­brows, as he stood with his coat tails to the dy­ing fire.

			“How and when, Bun­ny, you know as well as I do,” said he, cryp­ti­cal­ly. “And at last you shall hear the hon­est why and where­fore. I had more rea­sons for go­ing to Scot­land Yard, my dear fel­low, than I had the face to tell you at the time.”

			“I don’t care why you went there!” I cried. “I want to know why you stayed, or went back, or what­ev­er it was you may have done. I thought they had got you, and you had giv­en them the slip!”

			Raf­fles smiled as he shook his head.

			“No, no, Bun­ny; I pro­longed the vis­it, as I paid it, of my own ac­cord. As for my rea­sons, they are far too many for me to tell you them all; they rather weighed up­on me as I walked out; but you’ll see them for your­self if you turn round.”

			I was stand­ing with my back to the chair in which I had been asleep; be­hind the chair was the round lodg­ing-house ta­ble; and there, repos­ing on the cloth with the whiskey and sand­wich­es, was the whole col­lec­tion of Raf­fles Relics which had oc­cu­pied the lid of the sil­ver-chest in the Black Mu­se­um at Scot­land Yard! The chest alone was miss­ing. There was the re­volver that I had on­ly once heard fired, and there the blood­stained life-pre­serv­er, brace-and-bit, bot­tle of rock-oil, vel­vet bag, rope-lad­der, walk­ing-stick, gim­lets, wedges, and even the emp­ty car­tridge-case which had once con­cealed the gift of a civ­i­lized monarch to a po­ten­tate of col­or.

			“I was a re­al Fa­ther Christ­mas,” said Raf­fles, “when I ar­rived. It’s a pity you weren’t awake to ap­pre­ci­ate the scene. It was more ed­i­fy­ing than the one I found. You nev­er caught me asleep in my chair, Bun­ny!”

			He thought I had mere­ly fall­en asleep in my chair! He could not see that I had been sit­ting up for him all night long! The hint of a tem­per­ance homi­ly, on top of all I had borne, and from Raf­fles of all mor­tal men, tried my tem­per to its last lim­it—but a flash of late en­light­en­ment en­abled me just to keep it.

			“Where did you hide?” I asked grim­ly.

			“At the Yard it­self.”

			“So I gath­er; but where­abouts at the Yard?”

			“Can you ask, Bun­ny?”

			“I am ask­ing.”

			“It’s where I once hid be­fore.”

			“You don’t mean in the chest?”

			“I do.”

			Our eyes met for a minute.

			“You may have end­ed up there,” I con­ced­ed. “But where did you go first when you slipped out be­hind my back, and how the dev­il did you know where to go?”

			“I nev­er did slip out,” said Raf­fles, “be­hind your back. I slipped in.”

			“In­to the chest?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			I burst out laugh­ing in his face.

			“My dear fel­low, I saw all these things on the lid just af­ter­ward. Not one of them was moved. I watched that de­tec­tive show them to his friends.”

			“And I heard him.”

			“But not from the in­side of the chest?”

			“From the in­side of the chest, Bun­ny. Don’t look like that—it’s fool­ish. Try to re­call a few words that went be­fore, be­tween the id­iot in the col­lar and me. Don’t you re­mem­ber my ask­ing him if there was any­thing in the chest?”

			“Yes.”

			“One had to be sure it was emp­ty, you see. Then I asked if there was a back­door to the chest as well as a sky­light.”

			“I re­mem­ber.”

			“I sup­pose you thought all that meant noth­ing?”

			“I didn’t look for a mean­ing.”

			“You wouldn’t; it would nev­er oc­cur to you that I might want to find out whether any­body at the Yard had found out that there was some­thing pre­cise­ly in the na­ture of a side­door—it isn’t a back­door—to that chest. Well, there is one; there was one soon af­ter I took the chest back from your rooms to mine, in the good old days. You push one of the han­dles down—which no one ev­er does—and the whole of that end opens like the front of a doll’s house. I saw that was what I ought to have done at first: it’s so much sim­pler than the trap at the top; and one likes to get a thing per­fect for its own sake. Be­sides, the trick had not been spot­ted at the bank, and I thought I might bring it off again some day; mean­while, in one’s bed­room, with lots of things on top, what a port in a sud­den squall!”

			I asked why I had nev­er heard of the im­prove­ment be­fore, not so much at the time it was made, but in these lat­er days, when there were few­er se­crets be­tween us, and this one could avail him no more. But I did not put the ques­tion out of pique. I put it out of sheer ob­sti­nate in­creduli­ty. And Raf­fles looked at me with­out re­ply­ing, un­til I read the ex­pla­na­tion in his look.

			“I see,” I said. “You used to get in­to it to hide from me!”

			“My dear Bun­ny, I am not al­ways a very ge­nial man,” he an­swered; “but when you let me have a key of your rooms I could not very well refuse you one of mine, al­though I picked your pock­et of it in the end. I will on­ly say that when I had no wish to see you, Bun­ny, I must have been quite un­fit for hu­man so­ci­ety, and it was the act of a friend to de­ny you mine. I don’t think it hap­pened more than once or twice. You can af­ford to for­give a fel­low af­ter all these years?

			“That, yes,” I replied bit­ter­ly; “but not this, Raf­fles.”

			“Why not? I re­al­ly hadn’t made up my mind to do what I did. I had mere­ly thought of it. It was that smart of­fi­cer in the same room that made me do it with­out think­ing twice.”

			“And we nev­er even heard you!” I mur­mured, in a voice of in­vol­un­tary ad­mi­ra­tion which vexed me with my­self. “But we might just as well!” I was as quick to add in my for­mer tone.

			“Why, Bun­ny?”

			“We shall be traced in no time through our tick­et of ad­mis­sion.”

			“Did they col­lect it?”

			“No; but you heard how very few are is­sued.”

			“Ex­act­ly. They some­times go weeks on end with­out a reg­u­lar vis­i­tor. It was I who ex­tract­ed that piece of in­for­ma­tion, Bun­ny, and I did noth­ing rash un­til I had. Don’t you see that with any luck it will be two or three weeks be­fore they are like­ly to dis­cov­er their loss?”

			I was be­gin­ning to see.

			“And then, pray, how are they go­ing to bring it home to us? Why should they even sus­pect us, Bun­ny? I left ear­ly; that’s all I did. You took my de­par­ture ad­mirably; you couldn’t have said more or less if I had coached you my­self. I re­lied on you, Bun­ny, and you nev­er more com­plete­ly jus­ti­fied my con­fi­dence. The sad thing is that you have ceased to re­ly on me. Do you re­al­ly think that I would leave the place in such a state that the first per­son who came in with a duster would see that there had been a rob­bery?”

			I de­nied the thought with all en­er­gy, though it per­ished on­ly as I spoke.

			“Have you for­got­ten the duster that was over these things, Bun­ny? Have you for­got­ten all the oth­er re­volvers and life pre­servers that there were to choose from? I chose most care­ful­ly, and I re­placed my relics with a mixed as­sort­ment of oth­er peo­ple’s which re­al­ly look just as well. The rope-lad­der that now sup­plants mine is, of course, no patch up­on it, but coiled up on the chest it re­al­ly looks much the same. To be sure, there was no sec­ond vel­vet bag; but I re­placed my stick with an­oth­er quite like it, and I even found an emp­ty car­tridge to un­der­study the set­ting of the Poly­ne­sian pearl. You see the sort of fel­low they have to show peo­ple round: do you think he’s the kind to see the dif­fer­ence next time, or to con­nect it with us if he does? One left much the same things, ly­ing much as he left them, un­der a dust-sheet which is on­ly tak­en off for the ben­e­fit of the cu­ri­ous, who of­ten don’t turn up for weeks on end.”

			I ad­mit­ted that we might be safe for three or four weeks. Raf­fles held out his hand.

			“Then let us be friends about it, Bun­ny, and smoke the cig­a­rette of Sul­li­van and peace! A lot may hap­pen in three or four weeks; and what should you say if this turned out to be the last as well as the least of all my crimes? I must own that it seems to me their nat­u­ral and fit­ting end, though I might have stopped more char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly than with a mere crime of sen­ti­ment. No, I make no prom­ises, Bun­ny; now I have got these things, I may be un­able to re­sist us­ing them once more. But with this war one gets all the ex­cite­ment one re­quires—and rather more than usu­al may hap­pen in three or four weeks?”

			Was he think­ing even then of vol­un­teer­ing for the front? Had he al­ready set his heart on the one chance of some atone­ment for his life—nay, on the very death he was to die? I nev­er knew, and shall nev­er know. Yet his words were strange­ly prophet­ic, even to the three or four weeks in which those events hap­pened that im­per­illed the fab­ric of our em­pire, and ral­lied her sons from the four winds to fight be­neath her ban­ner on the veldt. It all seems very an­cient his­to­ry now. But I re­mem­ber noth­ing bet­ter or more vivid­ly than the last words of Raf­fles up­on his last crime, un­less it be the pres­sure of his hand as he said them, or the rather sad twin­kle in his tired eyes.

		
	
		
			The Last Word

			The last of all these tales of Raf­fles is from a fresh­er and a sweet­er pen. I give it ex­act­ly as it came to me, in a let­ter which meant more to me than it can pos­si­bly mean to any oth­er read­er. And yet, it may stand for some­thing with those for whom these pale re­flec­tions have a tithe of the charm that the re­al man had for me; and it is to leave such per­sons think­ing yet a lit­tle bet­ter of him (and not wast­ing an­oth­er thought on me) that I am per­mit­ted to re­tail the very last word about their hero and mine.

			The let­ter was my first heal­ing af­ter a chance en­counter and a sleep­less night; and I print ev­ery word of it ex­cept the last.

			
				
					“39 Cam­p­den Grove Court, W.,

					“June 28, 1900.

				
				“Dear Har­ry: You may have won­dered at the very few words I could find to say to you when we met so strange­ly yes­ter­day. I did not mean to be un­kind. I was grieved to see you so cru­el­ly hurt and lame. I could not grieve when at last I made you tell me how it hap­pened. I hon­or and en­vy ev­ery man of you—ev­ery name in those dread­ful lists that fill the pa­pers ev­ery day. But I knew about Mr. Raf­fles, and I did not know about you, and there was some­thing I longed to tell you about him, some­thing I could not tell you in a minute in the street, or in­deed by word of mouth at all. That is why I asked you for your ad­dress.

				“You said I spoke as if I had known Mr. Raf­fles. Of course I have of­ten seen him play­ing crick­et, and heard about him and you. But I on­ly once met him, and that was the night af­ter you and I met last. I have al­ways sup­posed that you knew all about our meet­ing. Yes­ter­day I could see that you knew noth­ing. So I have made up my mind to tell you ev­ery word.

				“That night—I mean the next night—they were all go­ing out to sev­er­al places, but I stayed be­hind at Palace Gar­dens. I had gone up to the draw­ing-room af­ter din­ner, and was just putting on the lights, when in walked Mr. Raf­fles from the bal­cony. I knew him at once, be­cause I hap­pened to have watched him make his hun­dred at Lord’s on­ly the day be­fore. He seemed sur­prised that no one had told me he was there, but the whole thing was such a sur­prise that I hard­ly thought of that. I am afraid I must say that it was not a very pleas­ant sur­prise. I felt in­stinc­tive­ly that he had come from you, and I con­fess that for the mo­ment it made me very an­gry in­deed. Then in a breath he as­sured me that you knew noth­ing of his com­ing, that you would nev­er have al­lowed him to come, but that he had tak­en it up­on him­self as your in­ti­mate friend and one who would be mine as well. (I said that I would tell you ev­ery word.)

				“Well, we stood look­ing at each oth­er for some time, and I was nev­er more con­vinced of any­body’s straight­ness and sin­cer­i­ty; but he was straight and sin­cere with me, and true to you that night, what­ev­er he may have been be­fore and af­ter. So I asked him why he had come, and what had hap­pened; and he said it was not what had hap­pened, but what might hap­pen next; so I asked him if he was think­ing of you, and he just nod­ded, and told me that I knew very well what you had done. But I be­gan to won­der whether Mr. Raf­fles him­self knew, and I tried to get him to tell me what you had done, and he said I knew as well as he did that you were one of the two men who had come to the house the night be­fore. I took some time to an­swer. I was quite mys­ti­fied by his man­ner. At last I asked him how he knew. I can hear his an­swer now.

				“ ‘Be­cause I was the oth­er man,’ he said quite qui­et­ly; ‘be­cause I led him blind­fold in­to the whole busi­ness, and would rather pay the shot than see poor Bun­ny suf­fer for it.’

				“Those were his words, but as he said them he made their mean­ing clear by go­ing over to the bell, and wait­ing with his fin­ger ready to ring for what­ev­er as­sis­tance or pro­tec­tion I de­sired. Of course I would not let him ring at all; in fact, at first I re­fused to be­lieve him. Then he led me out in­to the bal­cony, and showed me ex­act­ly how he had got up and in. He had bro­ken in for the sec­ond night run­ning, and all to tell me that the first night he had brought you with him on false pre­tences. He had to tell me a great deal more be­fore I could quite be­lieve him. But be­fore he went (as he had come) I was the one wom­an in the world who knew that A. J. Raf­fles, the great crick­eter, and the so-called ‘am­a­teur cracks­man’ of equal no­to­ri­ety, were one and the same per­son.

				“He had told me his se­cret, thrown him­self on my mer­cy, and put his lib­er­ty if not his life in my hands, but all for your sake, Har­ry, to right you in my eyes at his own ex­pense. And yes­ter­day I could see that you knew noth­ing what­ev­er about it, that your friend had died with­out telling you of his act of re­al and yet vain self-sac­ri­fice! Har­ry, I can on­ly say that now I un­der­stand your friend­ship, and the dread­ful lengths to which it car­ried you. How many in your place would not have gone as far for such a friend? Since that night, at any rate, I for one have un­der­stood. It has grieved me more than I can tell you, Har­ry, but I have al­ways un­der­stood.

				“He spoke to me quite sim­ply and frankly of his life. It was won­der­ful to me then that he should speak of it as he did, and still more won­der­ful that I should sit and lis­ten to him as I did. But I have of­ten thought about it since, and have long ceased to won­der at my­self. There was an ab­so­lute mag­netism about Mr. Raf­fles which nei­ther you nor I could re­sist. He had the strength of per­son­al­i­ty which is a dif­fer­ent thing from strength of char­ac­ter; but when you meet both kinds to­geth­er, they car­ry the or­di­nary mor­tal off his or her feet. You must not imag­ine you are the on­ly one who would have served and fol­lowed him as you did. When he told me it was all a game to him, and the one game he knew that was al­ways ex­cit­ing, al­ways full of dan­ger and of dra­ma, I could just then have found it in my heart to try the game my­self! Not that he treat­ed me to any in­ge­nious sophistries or para­dox­i­cal per­ver­si­ties. It was just his nat­u­ral charm and hu­mor, and a touch of sad­ness with it all, that ap­pealed to some­thing deep­er than one’s rea­son and one’s sense of right. Glam­our, I sup­pose, is the word. Yet there was far more in him than that. There were depths, which called to depths; and you will not mis­un­der­stand me when I say I think it touched him that a wom­an should lis­ten to him as I did, and in such cir­cum­stances. I know that it touched me to think of such a life so spent, and that I came to my­self and im­plored him to give it all up. I don’t think I went on my knees over it. But I am afraid I did cry; and that was the end. He pre­tend­ed not to no­tice any­thing, and then in an in­stant he froze ev­ery­thing with a flip­pan­cy which jarred hor­ri­bly at the time, but has ev­er since touched me more than all the rest. I re­mem­ber that I want­ed to shake hands at the end. But Mr. Raf­fles on­ly shook his head, and for one in­stant his face was as sad as it was gal­lant and gay all the rest of the time. Then he went as he had come, in his own dread­ful way, and not a soul in the house knew that he had been. And even you were nev­er told!

				“I didn’t mean to write all this about your own friend, whom you knew so much bet­ter your­self, yet you see that even you did not know how nobly he tried to un­do the wrong he had done you; and now I think I know why he kept it to him­self. It is fear­ful­ly late—or ear­ly—I seem to have been writ­ing all night—and I will ex­plain the mat­ter in the fewest words. I promised Mr. Raf­fles that I would write to you, Har­ry, and see you if I could. Well, I did write, and I did mean to see you, but I nev­er had an an­swer to what I wrote. It was on­ly one line, and I have long known you nev­er re­ceived it. I could not bring my­self to write more, and even those few words were mere­ly slipped in­to one of the books which you had giv­en me. Years af­ter­ward these books, with my name in them, must have been found in your rooms; at any rate they were re­turned to me by some­body; and you could nev­er have opened them, for there was my line where I had left it. Of course you had nev­er seen it, and that was all my fault. But it was too late to write again. Mr. Raf­fles was sup­posed to have been drowned, and ev­ery­thing was known about you both. But I still kept my own in­de­pen­dent knowl­edge to my­self; to this day, no one else knows that you were one of the two in Palace Gar­dens; and I still blame my­self more than you may think for near­ly ev­ery­thing that has hap­pened since.

				“You said yes­ter­day that your go­ing to the war and get­ting wound­ed wiped out noth­ing that had gone be­fore. I hope you are not grow­ing mor­bid about the past. It is not for me to con­done it, and yet I know that Mr. Raf­fles was what he was be­cause he loved dan­ger and ad­ven­ture, and that you were what you were be­cause you loved Mr. Raf­fles. But, even ad­mit­ting it was all as bad as bad could be, he is dead, and you are pun­ished. The world for­gives, if it does not for­get. You are young enough to live ev­ery­thing down. Your part in the war will help you in more ways than one. You were al­ways fond of writ­ing. You have now enough to write about for a lit­er­ary life­time. You must make a new name for your­self. You must Har­ry, and you will!

				“I sup­pose you know that my aunt, La­dy Mel­rose, died some years ago? She was the best friend I had in the world, and it is thanks to her that I am liv­ing my own life now in the one way af­ter my own heart. This is a new block of flats, one of those where they do ev­ery­thing for you; and though mine is tiny, it is more than all I shall ev­er want. One does just ex­act­ly what one likes—and you must blame that habit for all that is least con­ven­tion­al in what I have said. Yet I should like you to un­der­stand why it is that I have said so much, and, in­deed, left noth­ing un­said. It is be­cause I want nev­er to have to say or hear an­oth­er word about any­thing that is past and over. You may an­swer that I run no risk! Nev­er­the­less, if you did care to come and see me some day as an old friend, we might find one or two new points of con­tact, for I am rather try­ing to write my­self! You might al­most guess as much from this let­ter; it is long enough for any­thing; but, Har­ry, if it makes you re­al­ize that one of your old­est friends is glad to have seen you, and will be glad­der still to see you again, and to talk of any­thing and ev­ery­thing ex­cept the past, I shall cease to be ashamed even of its length!

				
					“And so good­bye for the present from

					“———”

				
			

			I omit her name and noth­ing else. Did I not say in the be­gin­ning that it should nev­er be sul­lied by as­so­ci­a­tion with mine? And yet—and yet—even as I write I have a hope in my heart of hearts which is not quite con­sis­tent with that sen­ti­ment. It is as faint a hope as man ev­er had, and yet its au­dac­i­ty makes the pen trem­ble in my fin­gers. But, if it be ev­er re­al­ized, I shall owe more than I could de­serve in a cen­tu­ry of atone­ment to one who atoned more nobly than I ev­er can. And to think that to the end I nev­er heard one word of it from Raf­fles!
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