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THE END OF DEVIL HAWKER

Print Whlch 5.

in a Tightly Buttoned Green Cq

Lane. When you pasy u\m}mh
the old oaken doorway and into
the dim dusty interior, you seem to have . )
wandered into some corridor leading back through time, for on every side of you are the

HERE is a fascinating little print
! I .«hop. sund the corner of Drury

ILLUSTRATED B Y

pictures of the past. But very specially I value that table on the left where lies the great
pile of portrait prints heaped up in some sort of nrder ol:ille: There you see the pictures
of the men who stood round the throne "('lh' young Victoria, of ‘Melbourne, of Peel, of
Wellington, and then you come on the D'Onay and Lady Blessington period, and the
Jong and wonderful series of 11, B.. the great, unknown John Doyle, who, in his day,
was a real power in the lund. Further back atill you come on the bucks and prize fighters
of the Regency - the pompous Juckson, the sturdy Cribb, the empty Brummell, the
chubby Alvanivy. And then you may chunee upon a face which you cannot pass without
4 second and u longer look. 1t i u face which Mephistopheles might have owned, thin,

Him te be Tall and Magnificently P,
1Y

By Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

ORISON

. Stim Waise,
and Nigh M

dark, keen, with bushy brows and fieres,
alert eyes which glare out from beneuth
them. There is & full-length colored
print which shows him to be tall and
magnificently proportioned, with broad
shoulders, slim waist, clad in a tightly buttoned green coat, buckskin breeches and high
Hesvian boots. Relow is the inscription: *Sir John Hawker" —and that is the Devil
Hawker of the legends.

In bis short but vivid career, the end of which is here outlined, Hawker was the
bully of the town. The bravest shrank away {rom the angry, insolent glare of those baleful
eyes. He was a famous swordamun and a remarkable pistol shot —so remarkable that
three times he starred the kneecap of his man; the most painful injury which he could
inflict. But above all. he was the best amateur boxer of his day, and had he taken to the
ring, it is likely that he would have made a name. His hitting is said to have been the
moet ferocious ever scen, and it was his amusement to try out novices at Cribb's rooms,
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With a Bitter Curse, He Realixed That Ho

which were hix favorite haunt, and to teach them how

stand punishment. 1t gratified his pride to show his skill,
and his cruel noture to administer pain to others, It way
in these very rooms of Cribb that this little sketch of those
dayn opens, where, as on a mnrinnetu.- stage, [ would try to
show you what manner of place it was und what manner
of people walked Londun In lhm full-blooded, brutal and

e old days.

First, as to the place. It is at the corner of Panton Street,
and you see over a broad, red-curtained door the mgn.
THOMAS CRrEB. DEALER IN LIQUOR AND ToRArCO, Wi
the Union Arms printed above. The door leads Into a uled
pansage which opens on the left into a common bar behind
which aave on special evenings, a big, bull-faced, honest
John Bull of a man may be seen with two assistants of the
-nsrrln -partner type, handing out refreshment and imbib-

g gratis a great deal more than was guod for their athletic
ﬁ‘\mn Already Tom i getting a waistline which will cause

trainer and himsell many a weary day at his next battle;
if. indeed, the brave old fellow has not slreudy come to the
last of hia fights, when he defended the honor of England by
breaking the cast-iron jaw of Molyneaux, the hlack.

I, instead of turning into the common bar, you continue
down the passage, you find a green-baize door with the
word “Parlor” printed acrom one upper panel of glass.
Push it open and you are in & room which is spacious and
comfortable. There is mawdust on the floor, numerous
wooden armchairs, round tablea for the card players, a
amall bar presided over by Mirs Lucy Stagg, a lady who
hnd been accused of many things, but never uf shyness, in
the corner, and a fine collection of sporting pictures round
the walls. At the back swing doom with the words
“*Boxing Saloon " printed across them, leading into a large
hare apartment with a roped ring in the center, and many
pairs of gloves hanging upon the walls, belunging, for the
most part, to the Corinthians who came up to have lessons
from the champion, whose classes were only exceoded by
those of Gentleman Jackson in Bond Street.

It was early in the particular evening of which I apeak,
und there was no one in the parlor save Cribb himself, who

ted the quality that night, and was cleaning up in
ation. Lucy wiped glasses languidly in her little

har. Deside the entrance door was a small, shriveled weasel
of 5 man, Billy Jakes by name, who sat behind a green-
linize table, in receipt of custom asa bookmaker, dog fancier

er Imprudent Jakes Had

ar enck wupplier—a privilege for which he paid Tom o good
round sum every year, A no customers had appeared, he
whndered over to the little bar.

“Waell, things are quiet tonight, Lucy.”

She looked up from polishing her glasses. **I expect they
will be more lively soon, Mr. Jakes. It is full carly.”

““Well, Lucy, you look very pretty tonight. 1 expect T
shall have to marry you yet.”

*'La, Mr. Jakes, how you do carry on!"”

“Tell me, Lucy; do you want to make some money?"”

veryone wants that, Mr. Jakes.”
ow much can you lay your hands on?""
dare say I could find Afty pounds at a pincl

“Wouldn't you like to turn it Into & hundred?

“Why, of course I would.

**1t's Saracesca for the Oaks, I'd give you two to one,
which is better than [ give the others. She's a cert if ever
there is one.

“Well, if you say 5o, Mr. Jakes. The money is upstairs
in my box. But if you can really turn it into —**

Fortunately, honest Tom Cribb had been within earshot
of this little debate, and he now caught the man roughly by
the sleeve and twirled him in the direction of his table.

'ou diny dog: doing the poor girl out of her hard-
earned savings!”

“All right, Tom. Only a joke! Only Billy Jakes' little
joke! . . . I wouldn't have let you lose, Lucy!"

‘That's enough,” xaid Tom. *Don’t you heed him,
Lucy. Keep your money in your ho;

‘The green awing door opened and a number of bucks, in
black conts, brown coats, green coats and purple, eame
filing into the room. The shrill voice of Jakes was at once

ed and his clamor filled the air.

ow, my noble sportsmen,” he cried, “back your
opinions! There is & bag of gold waiting, and you have
only to put your hands in. How about Woodstock for the
Derby? How about Saracesca for the Oaks? Four to one!
Four to one! Two to one, bar onel”

‘The Corinthians gathered for a moment round the
bookie’s table, for his patter amused th

*Lots of time for that, Jakes," said lmd Rufton, a big
bluff county magnate and landowner,

**But the odds sre shorter every day. Now's your time,
my nohle gamesters! Now's the time to sow the seed!
Gold to be had for the asking, waitin’ there for you to pick

n, He Had Not Bean Such a P
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s About With Him

up. 1 like to pay it. 1t pleases me ¢
round me. 1 like t0 see them amiling. Now's et grocCs
Wh, half the field may scratch befors e race.” naid
Sir Charles Trevor—the smiling imperturbable Chulm
whose estate has been sucked dry by jts
xeon Y its owner's wild
“No mw. no pay. The old firm gives
run for his toney. The knowing o are sl manter 1
John Hawker has five hundred on Woodstock " . sir
“Well, Devil Hawker knows what he i5 about,”
Lord Annerley, s dashing young Corinthiag, 0" "4
“Have fifty on the My for the Oales,
Four to one?™ l‘"d Rufton.
“Very good, Jakes,” said the nobleman,
note. 1 suppose I shal ind you atrer the e 1% °V 2
g here at this table, oy lord. Old established
certainty, my lord,"

" wai
that, I'll have fifty too.”
** Right. my noble sportsman. 1
“T thought it was four.”
“It was four. Now it Ix three,
befm-. t is two. Wil you take yoy

book it at three to one."

You're lucky to get in
ur winnings jn Paper or
"Vaell in gold.”

“Very good. sir. You'll find
with a bag of gold at ten hy the
race. It will be in a green-baize
can caslly carry it. I
that'snever hoon bea m.......n,“.ﬁ.,‘..”;:..ﬂi::l:' i

Bt the door had wung open and Sir Johs Howrern
handsome figure and xinister face filled the owhere
others moved toward the small bae, Hawker o
‘moment at the bookie's table. Padsed for u

“Hullo, Jukes; doi i
e oing some fool out of his money as

me waiting at this table
clock on the d-y after the
bug with 2 gri 8s you

‘ut, tut, Sir John, you should know
“Know you, you rascal! You have had
nm‘lA ﬁnt of me from first to Inst. T know
“All you want is to ¥
back, S Jommn Fersevere. You'll soon have it all
"Hnld your tongue, T say. I have had
. eno
No offense, my noble sportsman, But I, v?: brindly
terrier down at the stables that's the best. aed
b at ruts in

me by now.”
ad a cool twe thou-
¥You too wel)
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*[ wonder he hasn't had a nip at you then. . .
Hullo, Tom.,
Cribb had come forward as usual to greet his Corinthian

guesta,
“Good evening, Sir John. Golng to put them on to-

you got?"
“Half a dozen up from old Br‘lllol That place is as full
of milling coves as a bin Is of bottles."
may try one of them over.

“Then play light, Sir John. You cracked the ribs of that
lad from Lincoln. You broke his heart for fighting.”

“It. may as well be broke early as late. What's the use
of hirn If he can't take punishment?"*

Several more men had come into the room; one of them
cexceedingly drunk, enother just a little less so. They
wero two of the Tom and Jerry clique who wandered day
and night on the old round from the Haymarket to Panton
Street and St. James, imagining that they were sceing life.
‘The drunken one—a young hawbuck from the shires—was
noisy and combative. His friend was trying to put some
term to their adventures.

*“Come, George,” he coaxed, * we'll just have one drink
here. Then onc at the Dive and one at the Cellars, and
wind up with broiled bones at Mother Simpson's.’

The name of the dish started ideas in the drunken ma
brain. He staggered in the direction of the landlord.

“Broiled bon he cried. “D'you hear? [ want
brofled bones! Fetch me dish—large dish—of broiled
bones this instant —under pain—displeasure.’

Cribb, who was well accustomed to such visitors, con-
tinued his convermation with Hawker without taking the
slightest notice. They were discussing a possible opponent.
for ’-Id Tom Shelton, the navvy, when George broke in

again.

“Where the devil's those broiled honea? Here, land-
lord! Ole Tom Cribb! Tom, give me large dish broiled
bonrs this instant, or I punch your old head.” As Cribb

still took not the faintest heed, George became more
bellicose.

“'No broiled bonen!" he cried. *Very good! Prepare
defend yourself!"”

*Don't hit him, George!" cried his more sober com-
Ppanion in alarm. the champion.”

“It's a lie. Iam the champion. [t give him smack in

the chops. See if I don't."”
For the ﬁnt time Cribb tumod alow eye in his direction.

“Well, don’t do It. whatever it

““I'm going to fight you. Going to give old Tom 8 smack
in the chops.”

“‘Some other time, sir. I'm busy.

*What hones? What is he talkin® o(""

“Sarry, Tom, but have to give you good thrashing.
Yes, Tom, very sorry, but must have lessor

He made scveral wild strokes in the air, quite out of dis-
tance, and finally fell upon his knees. His friend picked

What d'you want to be 80 foolish for, George?”

“I had him nearly bea

Tom looked upmu-h{ully at the soberer friend.
surprised at you, Mr. Trelawnoy.

“Couldn’t help it, Tom. He would mix port and
hrlndy

‘ou must take him out.’
**Come on, George; ywnpnnpmn."

“Got to pl No, sir; round two. Come up mmilin’.
Time!”

‘Tom Cribb gave a sign and s stalwart potman threw the
pugnacious George over his shoulder and carried him out
of the room, kicking violently, while his friend walked be-
hind. Cribb laughed.

“There's seldom an evening that 1 don't have that sort
of nuisance.”

“They would not do it twice to me,” aaid Hawker., “I'd
send him home, and his wench wouldn't know him.
haven't the heart to touch them. It pleases the poor
things to say they have punched the champion of England.”
‘The room had now begun to fill up. At one end a circle
had formed round the bool table. On the other side
there was a group at the amall private bar where very broad
chaff was being exchanged between some of the younger
bucks and Lucy, who was well able to take care of herself.
Cribb had gone inside the swing doors to prepare for the
boxing, while Hawker wandered from group to group,
leaving among these fearless men, hard-riding horemen of
the shires and dare-devils at every sport, a vague feeling of
repulsion 'th showed itself in & nomewhat formal e

‘what apart listening to, but not joining in, the gay exchange
of repartee. He was a well-built young man with a singu-
larly besutiful head, crowned by a mass of auburn curls.
His figure might have stood for Adonis, were it not that
one foot was slightly drawn up, which caused him to wear
8 u!hcr unll.htly boot.
ood evening, Hawker," sald he.

Good evening, Byron. Is this one of your hours of
|dlm-?”

The allusion was to & book of verse which the young
nobleman bad just brought out, and which had been
severely handled by the critics.

The poet seemed annoyed, for he was sensitive on the
point.

“At least T cannot be accused of id! v.od-y."-id
he. downstream

Well dm " said Hawker. “1 hear of you at Angelo’s,
and Jackson's too. But feacing nesds & quick foot. 1'd
stick to the water if 1 were you.” He glanced down at the




Ryron's bluegray eyes blazed with in-
dignation.

*When [ wish your advice as to my per-
sonal habits, Sir John Hawker, I will sk
for it.”
"No harm meant,” said HNawker care-
lessly. “1 am = hlunt fellow and always
say what I think.”

Lord Rufton plucked at Byron’s sleeve.
“That's enough said,” he whis) .

“Of courne,” added Hawker, *if anyone
docs not like my wayy, they can always find
me at White's Club or my lodgings in
Charles Street.’

Byron, who was utterly fearless, and
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(Continued from Page 51

“I thought | had cleared myself, and

now it Is six thousand,” cried Trevor, and
as he rose from his seat.

“"To wait until the oaks are cut,” said

In Beptember 1 shall present

., Meanwhile, perhaps  note

of hand —
“Do you doubt my word, John?"

“No, no, Charles, but business I busi-
ness. Who knows what may happen? I'll
have a note of hand.”

“Very good. You'll have it by the post
tomorrow. Well, 1 bear no grudge. The
luck was yours. Shall we have n gluss upon
it?”

“You \ b s Churles.”

ready, though he was utill only 8 Camt
undergradunte, to face any man in the
world, was about to make some angry re-
ply, in spite of the well-meant warnings of

Rufton, when Tom Cribb came bus-
tling in and interrupted the scene.

“All ready, my lords and gentlemen.
The fighting men are in their plag.ns:_ Jack
Seroggins and Ben Burn will begin.’

‘The company began to move toward the
door of the sparring saloon. As they filed
in, Hawker advanced quietly and touched
the reckless baronet, Sir Charles Trevor,
upon the shoulder.

p'?l must have a word with you, Charles.”
“] want to get a ringuide seat, John.”
“Never mind that. 1 must have a

word." )

The others passed in. Devil Hawker and
Sir Charles hud the room to themselves,
gave for Jakes, counting his money at ’m
distant table, and the girl, Lucy, coming
and going in her little alcove. Hawker led
Sir Charles to a central seat.

“I have to speak to you, Charles, of that
three thousand you owe me. It pains me
vastly, but what am I to do? 1 have my
own debts to settle, and it is no easy
matter.” "

“{ have the matter in hand, John.

*“But it presses.” . .

“I'll pay it ul! right. Give me time.

“What time?" .

“We are cutting the oakn at Selincourt.
They should all be down by the fall. 1can

an advance then that will clear all that
-

owe you,
" don't want to you, Charles. If

press
d liko & sporting flutter to clear
m'o\'l’l" l';mdywliwltwm-t

hat do you mean?**
“Well, double or quits. Six thousand or
If you're not afraid to take &
chance, I'll let you have one.” .

“Afrald, John, I don't like that word.

“You were always & brave gamester,
Charles. Just ss you llke in the matter.
But you might clear yoursel{ with a turn of
the card, while, on the other hand, it all the
Selincourt timber is going, six t!.'
will be no more to you than three.

“Well, it's a sporting offer, John. You
say the turn of & card. Do you mean one
simple draw?""

**Why not? Sudden death.
Wh}t say you?"

w "

Amhélufd-wulylngonlnnﬂry
table. Hawker stretched out @ long arm
and picked them up.

" :ﬂl.'ﬂme do?"

“ | means.”

Hey!pn::'t‘hm out with s sweep of his
hand.

‘Win or lose.

“Do you care to shuffle?” .
“No, John. Take them a8 they are.”
“Shall it be a single draw?

*By all megns.”

“That should do you, John.”
ety waid Hawker, and turned the
ace of spades.

‘The two men walked together to the little
bar in the corner.

Had either looked back he would have
seen a sight which would have surprised
him. During the whole incident the little
bookmaker had sat absorbed over his ac-
counts, but with a pair of piercing cyes
glancing up every now and then at the two
gamblers. Little of their talk had been
audible from where he sat, but their actions
had spoken for themselves. Now, with
amazing. but furtive, speed he stole across,
picked up one card from the table and
hurried back to his perch, concealing it in-
side his cont. The two gentlemen, having
taken their refreshment, turned toward the
boxing saloon; Sir Charles dixappearing
through the swing doors, from behind which
came the thud of heavy blows, the breath-
ing of hard-spent men, and every now and
then a murmur of admiration or of criti-
cism.

Hawker was about to follow his com-
panion when a thought struck him and
he returned to the card table, gathering up
the scattered cards. Suddenly he was
aware that Jakes was at his elbow and that
two very shrewd and malignunt cyes were
looking up into his own.

“‘Hadn't you beat count them, my noble

rtsman?"

spo ?
“‘What d’you mean?" The Devil's it

black brows were drawn down and his

glanee was like a rapier thrust.

. "l( You count them you'll find one miss-

e-l“?yh, are you grinning at me, you ras-
“One card misting, my noble sportsman.
A winning card, too—the ace of
lpcs:‘ A useful card, Sir Jobn."
efe in It then?"
*Little Billy Jakes has it. It's here” —
and he his breast pocket. “A little
with the mark of a thumb nail
the back."”

sake! You ean khock me about. That's
easily doe. But it won't end there. I've
got the card. I could eall back 8ir Charles
and fill thls toom In a jify. There would be
an end of you, my beauty.”

Pt

“Right you are. Bay so, If you like.
Shall I call in the others, and you can prove
it a lie? Shall I show the cards to Lord
Rufton and the rest?”

Hawker's datk lace was moving convul-
sively. His bands wete twitching with his
desire to break the baek of this little weasel
acros his knee. With an effort, he mastered

“ Hofd on, Ju::.“ d'. have nlv;yu s::;
t friends. o you want
o will bear.”

What for?"”

' You're a tati of sense. You know what
for. 1've a tohgue, und 1 can hoid ft i it's
worth my while."

Huwker considured for s moment. ** Well,
nuppose T agree.”

“Then we can fix it s0.”

“Say no more. We will consider it as
8 A"

He turned away, his mind full of plans
by which he could gain time and disuvow
the whule business. But Jakes was not &
man so easily fooled. Many people had
found that to their cost.

“Hold on, my noble sportsman. Hold
on an instant. Just a word ol writing to
nettle it

*You dog, is my word not enouy

*“No, Sir John, not by a long B
No, if you hit me I'll yell. Keep r
hul,dx off. 1 tell you I want your signature
o it

h?"

Not a word."

*Very good then. It's finished.” Jakes
started for the door of the saloon.

*Hold hard! What am 1 to write?"

“I'll do the writing.” He turned to the
little alcove where Lucy, who was accus-
tomed o every sort of wrangling and urgu-
ment, was dozing among her bottles.
- Here, my dear; wakeup! | want penand
ink.”

“Yew, sir."

*And paper?”

“There is a bilthead. Will
Dearie me, it's marked with wi

“Never mind; that will do."

Jakes seated himself at a table and scrib-
bled while Huwker watched him with eves
of death. Jukes walked over to him with
the scraw) completed. Hawker reud it over
in a low mutter:

“**1n consideration of your silence -— -**
He paused and glared.

*Well, that's true, ain’t it? You don’t
give me half for the love of William Jukes,
Esquire, do you now?"”

“Curse you, Jakes! Curse you to hell!"

“Let it out, my noble sportsman. Let it
out or you'll bust. Curse me again. Then
sign thut paper.”

**The sum of three thousand pounds, to
be paid on the date when there is & settle-
ment hetween me and Sir Charles Trevor."
Well, give me the pen and have done.
There! Now give me that card.”

Jakes had thrust the signed paper into
his inner pocket.

**Give me the card, 1 say!"

“When the money s paid, Sir John.

not been invented yet, | expect.”

Jaken may have been very near his death
at that moment. The lurious pasions of
the bully had reached a point when even
his fenrs of exposure could hi hold him
in check. But the saloon door
open and Cribb entered the room. He
looked with surprise at tho ill-assorted

eouple.

“Now, Mr. Jakes, time ta up, you know.
You've pamsed your hours.”

1 know, Tom, but I had an important
settling up with Sir John Hawker. Had I
not, 8ir John?"

*“You've missed the first bout, Sir John.
Come and see Jack Randall take a novice.”

Hawker took u last scowl at the book-
oot e Bt S el

loon. - up papers into
hi-pni-hmﬂumdm-m-toth
little ln'.u brindy, doar be

“A double ' ity "’ vald he to
Lucy. “I've had a good evening, but it's
been & bit of & straih upoa my netves."

”
‘WASB late in SBeptembet that the grand
contral

Chatim' note of hand for six
pounds in hié pociet, found himeelf Ading
the highroad at
et. His moutit was a great black

Newnark
stallion as powerful and sinister as himsell.

He was brooding over his own rather pre-
carious affalrs, which involved every shill-
ing which he could raise, when there was
the elick of hoofs hexide him and there was
BI:Iy Jakes upon his well-known chestnut
wob,

ood evening, my noble aportsman,”
anid be. *1 was looking out for you at the
stables, and when | saw you ride away, 1
thought it waa time to come after you. I
want my settlement, Sir John.”

**Whut settlement? What are you talk-
ing of?"

“Your written promise to pay three
thouﬂll'::l. 1 know you have had your

money.

“1 don't know what you are talking
ubout. Keep clear of me or you will get
cut or two from this hunting crop.’

“*Oh, that's the game, is it? We will see
ubout thut, Do you deny your signature
upon this paper?”

**Huve you the paper on you?"

“What's that to you?*"

1t was not wize, Billy Jakes, to trust
yourself alone upon a country road with
one of the mast dangerous men in England.
For once your cupidity has been greater
than your shrewdness.

A quick glance of those deadly, dark
eyes to right and to left, and then the heavy
hunting crop came down with & crash upon
the bookmaker's head. With a cry, he
dropped from the cob, and he had hardly
reached the ground before the Devil had
sprung from the saddle, and, with his left
arm through his bridle rein to hold down his
plunging horse, he was rapidly running his
right hund through the pockets of the pros-
trate man. With a bitter curse, he realized
thut however imprudent Jakes hud been, he
had not been such a fool as to carry his pa-
pers about with him.

Huwker roac, looked down at his hall-
conscious enemy, and then slowly drew his
upur acroas his face. A moment later he
hud sprung into his saddle and was on hia
wny ds, Icaving the i
and bleeding figure In the dust of the high-
He laughed with exultation as he
o, for vengeance was sweet to him, and
he seidom mireed [t. What could Jakes do?
1t he took him Into the criminal courts, it
wan only such an asault as was common
enough in those days of violence. {I, on the
other hand, he pursued the matter of the
card and the agreement, It was an old story
now, and who would take the word of the
notorious bookmaker that of one of
the best-known men i London? Of course,
it was a cose of forgery and blackmail.
Havker looked down at bl bloody spur
and feit well content with his moming’s

work,

Jakes was raised to his feet by some
kindly traveler and was brought back, haif
conacioun, to Newmarket. There, for three
'dn'yn_.. he k:yn:lrh room and Burudlho;h his

3 pon
day he resched London, and that night he
made his way to the Albany and knocked at
& door which upon a shining brass
plate the nane of 8ir Charles Trevor.

It was the fimt Tuesday of the month,
the day on which the committee of Watier's
Club was wont to assemble. Half & dozer
of them had ssuntered into the great board
rootn, decorated with heavy canveses on
Q.M'tlh'l'l::l'llll highly polished dark
y

-} but virlle, leaning beavily upon
:‘llll e e_j cane, came hobbling in

““How ia the gout, Your Grese?”

“A litthe sharp at times, But 1 ean still

uwlmmmmvl 'dl.nl

Suppase we " He

Wlhlliuthﬁl-: 4 half-moon
(Centinued on Page 70)
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1Centinued from Puge
table at one end of the rootn. mng his
quizzing glass he looked round him
““Where Is Fold
"He la racing, sir. Hv will not be here."
“The dog! He takes his dutim too
lightly. . 1 would rethet be on the Heath

mysell.

[ expect we all would.”

“Ah, is that ynu. lmd Rufton? , . .
How areyou, Colonel D'Acre! . Bun-
bury, Boott, Pmu. Vandeleur, .wd day
o you! Where is 8ir Chnl. Trevor 1

"Hebln 1 said Lord

uiton

ey "

the memn!|
“He said he would vnlt Your
Grlce. pleasure. The fact is that he has s
personal interest in a case which comen be-
fore us, and he thought he should not have
u hand in judging

““Ah, very delicate! Very delicate in-
deed!” The Duke had taken up the
agenda paper and stared at it through his
glass. “Dear me, dear me! A member
accused of cheating at cards! And Sir John
Hawker too! One of the best-known men
in the club. Too bad! Too bad! Who is
the accuser?"”

“A bookmaker named Jakes,
Grace!”

“1 know him. Has a stance at.Tom
Cribb's. A rascal if ever I saw one. How-
ever, we must look into it. Who has the
matter in hand?"

1 have been asked to attend to it." said
Lord Rufton.

“I am not sure,” said the Duke, “that
we are right in taking notice of what such a.
person says about & member of this club.
Surely, the law courts are open.'”

“I entirely agree with Your Grace," said
s solemn man upon the Duke's left. He
was General Scott, who was said to live on
toast and water, and win ten thousand »
year from his less-sober v.vmnnwm

*I would point out to you, sir, thu tho
alleged cheating was at the expense of
Charles Trevor, & member of the club. It
was not Sir Charles, however, who moved
in the matter. There was a violent quarrel
between the man Jakes and Sir John
Hawker, and this is the result.”

**Then the havkmaker has brought the
cuse before us for revenge,” suid the Duke.
*We munt move curelully in this matter.
I think we had he«t see Sir Charles first.
Call Sir Churles.”

The tall red-plushed footman ut the door
disuppeared. A moment luter, Sir Chitles,
debonair und smiling. stood hefore the
committee.

*Good day, Sir Churles,” said lh!- Duke.
is is 8 very pamful husines«."
ery, Your Gruce.”

d from what ix on the ugend

Your

oy
paper that on May third, of this year, you
met Sir John at Cribb’s Parlor and you cut
urdl with him at three thousund pounds
phvis
“A single cut. Y our Grace.”

"And you los
**Unfortunately.
*Well, now, did you in any way suspect
foul play at the time?"
“Not In the lenst "
“*Then you have no charge aguinst Sir
John?"
**None on my own Iwhu!l Other people
have something to sa;
“Well, we can listen to them in their
turn. Won't you take a chair, Sir Charles”
Even #f you do not vote, there can be no
objection to your presence. Is Sir John in
uuend-vm?"
es, alr."
“'And the witness?"
“Yes, alt.”
“Well, gentiemen, it ia elearly s vwml-
ous matter, snd 1 understand that fle Jo
is u diffieult w-nn to deal with. Hmm
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door. With a scowl at the members pres-
ent, he strode forward, bowed to the Duke,
and geated himaelf oppo-lu the semiclrcle
formed Ly the committee.

“In the first place, 8ir John," aald the
Duke, *'you will allow me to express my re-
gret and that of your fellow members that
it should be our unpleasant duty to ask you
to uppesar before us. No doubt the mattar
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Tattersall’s. 1f you want to back & horse,
Your Worshlp, or care to buy 8 wm mi
or  ratter, yw Il get the best
“Blience, ir,” raid Lord R
"’5-:.3.‘:' o ble sportsman.”
', my nol .

**Don't slf ’ Stand beslde It."

“'At your urvicg gentlemen.”

"Slnll 1 m-vuminc. Your Qrace?”

that you were In

wn‘ “Ad-

will prove to be a mere
but wefelt that it was due to your own repu-
tation as well as to that of the club that no
time should be lost In setting the matter
Hght."

“Your Grace,” said Hawker, leaning
forward and emphasizing his remarks with
his _clenched hand, 1 protest strongly
against these proceedings. I have come here
because it shall never be said thut [ was
shy of meeting any charge, however pre-

But [ would put it to you, gen-
tleren, that no man's reputation is eafe if
the committee of his club is prepared to
take up any vague slander that may circu-
late aguinst him."

“*Kindly read the terms of the charge,
Lord Rufton.”

Lord Rufton picked up the agenda paper.
“The assertion is,"” he read, *that at ten
o’clock on the night of Thursday, May
third, in the parlor of Tom Cribb's house,
the Union Arms, Sir Jobn Hawker did, by
roeans of marked cards, win money from
Sir Charles Trevor, both being members of
Watier's Club.”

Hawker -pnn; !rmn his chalr.
lie—a damned lie!"” he

The Duke held up a dq;mtlnl hand.
**No doubt—no doubt. 1 think, however,
Sir John, that you can hardly describe it as
a vague slander.”

“It is monstrous. What is to prevent
such a charge being leveled at \'onr Grace?
How would you like, sir, to bt dragged up
before your fellow members? "

*'Excuse me, Sir John," said the Duke
urbanely. *‘The question at present is not

referred against me, but
preferred agai
You will, 1 am sure, appreciate the
tion. What do yeu prapose, Lord Ruftan ™

It is my uaplumnt duty, Sir J«Im.
said Lord Rufton, “to array the evidence
before the committee. You will, | am sure,
acquit me of uny personal feeling in the
matter.”

“I look on you, sir, as # dumned mis-
chievous busybady.

The D put up his pudgy many-
ringed hand in protest.

1 am afraid, Sir John, that 1 must ask
you to bé more guarded in your language.
To me, it is immuterial, but I happen (o
know that Generul Scott hes an objection
[0} q-e.mnu Lord Rufton is merely doing
his duty in prexenting the case.””

Hawker shrugged his broad shouldes,

"l protest nguinst the whole proceed-
mc: " he said.

“Your protst will be duly enteredd in the
minutes. We have heard, before you en-
tered, the evidence of Sir Charles Trevor.
He hus no personul wmpl:unl So faras |

cun see, there iv no case.”

“Ha! Your Grace is a man of aense.
Was ever an indignity put upoen | man of
honor on xv smull & pretext?”’

*There ix further ¢ idence, Your Grace,”
said Lord Rufton. 1 will call Mr. Willlam
Jakes.”

At & summons the gorgenus fontman
swung open the masafve door and Jnkes
was ushered in. It was u month or more
since the assault, but the spur mark still
shane red seroms his sallow cheek. 11e heid
his cloth cap In his hand. and rounderd his
back 88 8 tribute to the company, It hix
cunning little eyes, from under their ginger
lnh-‘ ulnlﬂ-d u knowingly, not to ssy

“Itisa

inst you,

‘we cah m! we are
numerous cmmlh and Tnuv-. 1 m-t. -
cient sutlal welght to carry this affair to o
conclusion.” e rang for the l-wmn.
*Place u chalr in the center, plesse! Now
tell Sit John Hawker the msu would
be honoted If he would step this way.”
A moment later the formidable face and
figure of the Devil had appeared at the

“You sre Wllllm Jukes, the book-
maker?” aald the Duke.

“The greatent raneal In London,” inter-
polated Hawker.

“There ls one greater within three yards
of me,” the little man snarled. Then, turn-
ing to Duke: “I'm William Jukes,
Your Worship, known as Billy Jukes at

Cribb’s back ptrlor on “the mm of May
thtnl of this year

l— yw. ar, I'm thete every
n‘llch 1t's where I meet my noble Cotin-
thians.

“ h is o sporting house, I understand.”
my lord, I can't teach you much
.\mn " There was a titter from the
committee, and the Duke broke in.

“1 dare say we have all enjoyed Tom's
huplullty at one time or another,” he said.

‘es, indeed, Your Grace. Well I re-
memhu the night when you danced on the
croused ‘baccy pipes.”

“Keep your witness to the point,” said
the smiling Duke.

“Tell us now what you saw pass between
Sir John Hawker and Sir Charles Trevor.”

“I saw all there was to see. You can
trust little Billy Jakes for that. There was
to be a cutting game. Sir John reached out
for the cards, which lay on another table.
1 had seen him look over those cards in
advance and turn the end of one or two
with his thumb nail

"You liar!" cried Sir John.

**It's an easy trick to mark them 8o that
none can see. I've done—1I know another
man that can do it. You must keep your
right thumb nail long and sharp. Well, look
at Sir John's now."

Hawker sprang from his chair. *Your
Grace, am | to be exposed to these insults?**

*Sit down, Sir John. Your indignation
is most natural. 1 suppose it is not a fact
'.Im your n(ht dmmb nail —

rights in refusing quue' ztmd the Duke.
*Whether your refusal might in any way
prejudiee your ease is a point which you
tuve oo doubt mnsudeml Pray

. they cut and Sir John won. When
is huck. I got the winning card,
and sow that it was marked. | showed it to
“:r Juhn when we were alone.”

Vhat did he say?

"“tll. my lord, 1 wouldn't like to re-

t before such select company us this
some of the things he said. 1le carried on
shocking. But sfter a bit he saw the game
wasup | -mi he consented to my having half
shares.

'Thm." said the Duke, “you hecame,
by your nwn admission, the compounder of
& felony.”

Jakes gave a comical grmmw

*No beuks herel Thisaln't a court, I t?
Just a private house, as one might ray, with
one gentleman chatting eanyltke with other
ones. Well, then, that's just what 1 did do.**

The Duke sh shoulders.
' Really, Lord Rufton, 1 do not ree how we
can attach any im| ince to the word of
such 8 witnew. On his own ennfeasion he is
a perfect rancal "’

“Your Grace, I'm surprinerl at you!"

“1 would not condemn any mun  far lesa
the membier of an honorable ¢lub  un this
man’s word.™

*1 quite sgree, Your Grace,"” sald Ruf-
ton. *There are, however. some corrobora-
tive documenta.”

*Yes, my noble sportsmen,” cried Jakes,
in a sort of erstasy, “there's lots more to
come. Billy's got a bit up hix sleeve for a
Gnlsh. How's that>" He pulled a pack of
cards from his pocket and singled one out.
“That's the pack. Look at the ace. You
can see the mark yet."

The Duke examined (he eard. **There is
certainly a mark,” he said, ““which might
wall be mude by 1 sharpened nuil.”
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8ir John was up once more, his face dark
wlth rath.
“ Really, gentlemen, thmlhwld besome
llmlt to this foolery. Of course these are
Is it not obvious that after Sir
Chnrl- and 1 had left, this fellow gathered
them up and marked them o as to put for
ward & blackmailing demand? [ only—1I
only wonder that he has not forged some
document to wou that 1 admitted this
monstrous charge."
Jakes threw up his bands in admiration.
By George, you have s nerve! [ alwayn
sald it. Give me Devil Hawker for nerve.
Grasp the nettle, eh? Here's the document
he talks about.”” He handed a paper to
Lord Rufton.
**Would you be pleased to read it?" said
the Duke.
. Rufton read: **‘In consideration of serv-
ices rendered, I promise William Jakes
three thousand pounds when I settle with
SirCharlesTrevor. Signed,John Hawker.'*
A paipableforgery! I guessed aa much,”
cried Sir John.
‘Who knows Sir John's signature?*
“I do," md Sir Charles Bunbury.
“Is that jt?*
“Well, sy
“Tut, the (dlow is a born forger!" cried
awke

er.
The D:k:‘:wked_rlt the back of the
paper, an ‘o Thomas Cribb, Li-
_io.mud D'u.lln in Beer, Wine, Spirits and
obacco.’ It is m.ml
room alluded to. ¥ paper from the
*He could helv himself to that.”
“Exactly, The evidence iy by no means
convincing. At the same time, Sir John, I
am compelled to tell you that the way in
which you anticipated this evidence has
produced a very unpleasant i impression in
my mind.”
**I knew what the fellow was capableof.”
hu‘;Do you admit being intimute with

“*Certainly not.”
"'\ ou had nothing to do with him
1 had occasion recently to sewhip
him ﬁwlnwleme Hence thic charge againat

ou knew him very wlightly?*
- lunlly at all.”

“You did not correaponl 2+
‘ertainly not.”

““Strange, then, that he should huve been
able t copy your signature, If he hud no
Iem-y of yours.”

*“1 know nothing of that "

.\«u nuarreled with him recently 2"

Yes, uir,

beat him.*
“11nd you nny reson t think you would

qu m-l""

e was impertinent and |

('. Bl

Joes it not seem strunge to ya

thut he shaull have hwn"lulw \"-: ::::.e

cards all these weeks to hyttres up o false

charge against you, if he had o ides that
on for such u rharge would ever

cHanot answer fur hin urtions,”
Hawker in 0 sullen volee.

O course nt. At the same time, | am
foreed to repeat, Sir John, that your un-
ticipntion of this diweument hns seemed to
me exactly what might b expected from a
man of strong character who knew that
-ufh a document existed."

"1 am notreaponsibile for this mun's as-
Rertions, nor ean 1 control Your Groce's
speculntions, sve t say that «o for na they
threten my honor, e contemptible
und absurd. 1 place my case in the hunds
of the committee. Yo know. or van eusily
lenrn. the chararter of this man Jnkes. Is it
paxlbie that you ran hesitate hetween the
::.rd:hv"h ‘h 8 man und the rhuracter of
pitvi nlu’l‘-"' fur years heen u fellow membier

**1 am hound to aay, Your Grace,! said
Sir Charles Bunbury, * thut vln{: 1 nm::i-
ate mynell with every romark which has
fallen from ¥0u, 1 am «till of opinion that
the evidence is of so enrrupt w rharacter
that It would l-l- impousible for us to take
action upon it

‘Continuea on Poge 73
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““That is also my opinion,” came [rom
several of the committee, and there was a
general murmur of acquiescence.

“1 ﬂ-mk ynu. nm.lemm." said Hawker,
rising r permission, 1 shall
this nlmn( to .n end.”
xcuse me, sir; thn are two more wit-
nesses,” sald Lord Ru

*Jakes, you can vlthdnw Leave the
documenta with me."

“Thank you, my lord. Qood day, my
nobhle sportsmen. lhwld any of you want
a cock or a terrier —

“That will do. lnn the room.” With

many hows and bachvud glances, William
Jakes vanished from the scene.

1 should llke to uk Tom Cribb one or
two questions,” sald Lord Rufton. “Call
Tom Cribb."

A moment later the butly Agure of the
thlmplon came huvl'ly into the room. He

dressed emactly like the pictures of
John Bull, with blus coat with shining
brass buttops, drab trousers and top boots,
while hls face, in its broad, bovine seranity,
was alro the Vlry fmsge of the national
prototype. On his head be wore a low-
crowned, curlysbrimmed hat, which he now
wnlp off and stuffed under hisarm. The

y Tom was much more alarmed than

cver ho had been In the ring, and looked
helplesaly about hir Iike & bull who finds
hlm-ll in & strange inclosure.

bri

“My respocts, gentlemen “all1” he re-
several mnu. touching his forslock.
”‘.“stod Twn'.:" sald the Duke

affably. "'rm uut chalr. How areyou?”

“'Damned kot, Your Grace. That is to
sy, very warm. Yuu-o.llf,ldomyown
mnrk-ﬂu these daye, snd when you've
been down to Covent Garden and then on
to Smithfeld, and then trudge back here,
and you m stohe shove your fighting

h

‘e quite understand. 1‘1-- chief stew-
ud Il see to
T want to b you. 1 you, Twl-" eald Lord
Rufton, “do you remember the evening of
May thied aat in your parior?

Ben Butn. Lor', | couldn't but lsugh. Old
mmmuﬁdmh mndmmnt
e e e "W Wl have ot
ot s
“W‘h 1y, th are ou
dm t & thrite, nhlmnuuh
lnuhm- [ 4 Od' e

"Wull u.m mﬂ-l then, Now, do you
remeth|

ber seeing &ir John here and Sir
Chbarles Trevor thn evening?”
“Yes, 1 do. I remember saying to Sir

John that he mmf play light with my nov-
icos, for there was ote cove, Bill Summers
b’ name, out of Norwich, and when Sir

“qu mind that, Tom. Tell us, now,
did you see Sir John n-l:hd 1&0 bookmaker,
dr-, tont.h- that night?”
akes was there, for he says to the girl
in th. ‘bar, ‘How much money have you, n,x
h-‘l' And | eaid, ‘You dirty dog —
“Enough, Tam. Did m [ the man
Jakes and Sir John
“Yes, sir; when I came Into the parlor
-lunbo mtm—: Shelton and Scrog~
T saw the two of them alone, and
Jll-. hnuld that thay bad done business

"Dld seam friendly?"

"Wd.lu::v you sk [t, Sir John didn't
u-nhovl-ud Bnt.].mdhmyw.lm
that busy

evenings that if you

:Nppldlnlntonmyhudl’dhndly!v-
ce it.”

"Noﬂlln(lnmtoﬂ.llu‘l'

“1 don't kmow as  have. I'd be glsd to
mhﬂwm.vbu"

"Very good, Tom. You can go." "
“l'dmmlndm.-dnnthnn

tmy benefit at the Five Court, St. Martin's
Inlw come Tueeday week.” Tom bobbed
his bullethead many times and departed.
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“Not much In all that,” remarked the

uke. “Does that finish the case?”

“There ls one mote, Your Grace. Call
thc !|f| Lucy. Bhe ls the girl of the private

“Y-. 1 etnber.”

Duke. "Thlt in to-y, by all means. WML

does this youn"pvun know about it?"
“1 bel that she vn m-m." Iu

Lord Rulton spoke, ', very nerve

tmt cheered by the lmnledn that she wu
hu best Bunday clothes, appesred at

“Don‘t be netvous, my .lrl Take thia
chalr,” sald Lord Rufton ki dly “Don't
own,**

keep on curtsying. Sit d

'l')u qirl aat tlmldly on the edge of the
chalr. Suddenly her eyes caught those of
the sugust chalrman.
“‘Why, Lord blees me1" she erind. “It’s
the little Duke!"

“Hush, my ﬂri. hush!” His Grace held
up 8 warnihg han

“Well, neml" eried Lucy, and began
to (1?1- and hide her blu-hln. face In her

"Naw, nvwl"uld the Duke. “Thisisn
grave business. What are you laughltgat?"
“1 mldn't help it, xir. "I was thinking of
that evening down in the private bar when
you bet you could walk I chalk lin® with a
botuo of champagne on your head.
There was a general ll“lh. in which the
Duk' joined.

*“1 fear, gentlemen, I must have had a
couple in my head before I ventured such &
feat. Now, my good girl, we did tot ask
you hare for the sake of your remniniscehces,

‘'ou may have seen some of us unbending,
Iml we will let that pam. . You were
in the bar on May the third?"

“I'm always there.”

*‘Cast your mind back and recall the eve-
ning when Sir Charles Trevor and Sir John
Hawker proposed w cuv. cards for money."

“1 remember it well, sir.”

“After the othuﬂ had left the bar, Sir
John and & man named Jakes are aald to
hnwl r-n-tl'r:ed behind.”

“It's a lie! It's & plot!" cried Hawker.
*'Now, Sir John, I must really beg you!*
Itmm.Dukcvhowum-qu-ﬁ ing
*' Describo to us whu you saw."
"Well sir, they began talking over a
of cards. Sir John up with his hand,
and 1 was about to call for West Country
Dick—he's the chucker-out you know, sir,
at dthe Unfon Arms—but no blow passed
very earnest-like for a
time. Then Mr .hk. called for paper and
wrote. and that's all | laov. -
mb‘l:!“ 8ir Jo‘m seemed very nl-t
ever see that le
Nm!" ‘The Duke held it uj poper
-"Py. alr, 1t lookn like Mr. Crlbb bill-

“Esactly. Was it a plece like that which
,wygun to theso gentlerhen that night?

"Could nu Mnuhh i
2 how that 1 come to thitik of
i eould Ch

Ha vhvmupw!thmwhdl
“I've Iud enough of this T"

“No, no; Sir John. Sit down -ph
Your honar demands your .

i [ e e brgindy o ¢ Sle Chasio,
dr:udmllwpdanmmnh. The

was marked with it on the side. 1
mhmm"hhmldgln s0 salled

‘l'honukolonludmmn “Gentle-
men, this is 8 serious mattet. There is, as
you see, & red stain upon the side of the pe-
mn‘ummmwmw

'A conspiracy, Your Grace! An infer
ﬁ d.vtlhh plot against a gentieman'’s

"Yuumqyp.lnq."nldlad
and with curtsies and giggles, the
disappeared.

(Continued on Page 785)
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“You have heard the evidence, gentle-
men,” said the Duke. “Some of you may
know the character of thh girl, which is by
all accounts excellent.”

A drab out of the gutter.”

“T think not, 8ir John; nor do you im-
prove your position by such assertions.
You will each have your own impression as
to how far the girl's account seemed honest
nnd carried conviction with it. You will ob-

rve that had she merely intended to in-
5un Sir Johh, her obvious method would
have been to have sald she overheard the
conversation detailed by the witness, Jakes.
This she bas not done. Ho account, how-
ever, tends to corroborat

“Your Grace,” cried Hnrlm “I have
had enough of thist"”

“We shall not detain you much longer,
Sir John Hawker,” said the chairman, *but
for that lhmud time we must insist upon
your presence.

“Insist, sir?"

“This is mnnl! tdk "
“Be -nhd, air. Thia matter must go to

nish.”
i “Well1" lekor (-u back Into his chair.
Gentlemen,"” i)

e Duke, “slips of

m&«w ot o {

the club, wil recot t oplne
fon III‘I" in’:“ me. Mr. Poyﬁu‘wl!

you. Vi | Bunbury! Rufton! Qen-
mls«ml Colonel Tufton! I thank you.”
He examined the papers. “Exactly. You
mmﬁnm! lmnytwlqmnly
ot hnrd Mnt -

I l-uhldmu as
% md’;m 1 to understand by this,

=ir?” cried Hawker.
“Bring the club ‘book,” sald the Duke.
Lord Rufton carried acroes a large brown

volume from the side table and opened it
before the eulm

G, B RS bt ws .
Let s Houston, Hurcourt, Hume,
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Duke of Hamilton -1 have it— H-wker
Sir John Hawker, your name Is forever
erased from the book of Watier's Club."
He drew the pen across the page as he
:‘poke‘ Hawker sprang frantically to his
eet.

“You cannot mean it! Consider, sir; this
18 social ruln! Where shall I show my face
if 1 am cast from my club? I could not
walk the streets of London. Take It back,
sir! Reconsider it!"”

*“8ir John Hawker, we can only refer you
to Rule 18. It says: 'If any member shall
be guilty of conduct unworthy of an honor-
able man, and the said offense be estab-
lished to the unanimous satisfaction of the
committee, then the aforesaid member
shall be expelled the club without appeal.’”

‘““Gentlemen,” cried Hawker, “I beg you
not to be precipitate! You have had the
evidence of a rascal bookmaker and of &
serving wench. Is that enough to ruin a
nntlu:n‘»‘n‘- life? I am undone if this goes

ugh.

“The matter has been considered and is
now in order ‘We can only refer you to
Rule 19."

“Your Grace, you cannot know what
this will mean. How can I live? Where
can I go? I never asked mercy of man be-
fore. But I ask it now. I implore it, gen-

nsider your decision!”
“Rule 18"
l“l_t.h ruin, I tell you—disgrace and
“Rule 19.”

“‘Let me resign. Do not expel me."

“Rule 19.”

It was hopeless, and Hawker knew it.
He strode in (ront of the table.

“C ur rules! Curse you, too,
silly, babbling jackanapes. Curse you all—
yon. Vandeleur, and you, Poynts, and you,

g toast-and-watet

gaine-
ster. ‘wmllllnmmmch-mm
put thll indignity upon me. You will an.
swer It—every man of you! I'll st my
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mark on you. By the Lord I will! You
first, Rufton. One by one, I'll weed you
outll I've a bullet for each. I'll number
rem1"

*“Sir Jobn Hawker,” said the Duke, *this
club is for the use of members only. May 1
ask you to take youmelf out of it?*

"A.nd if I don’t—what then?"

The Duke turned to General s«m L will
you ask the hall porters to step up?"

“There! I'll go!” yelled Hawker. “I
will not be thrown out —the laughingstock
of Jermyn Street. But you will hear more,
gentlemen. You will remembér me yet.
Rascals! Rascals everyone!"

And 50 it was, raving and stamping,
with his clenched hands waving above his
head, that Devil Hawker passed out (rom
wnlen Club and from the social life of

l"or lt was his end. In vain he sent hlrl-
ous challenges to the members of
mittee. He wus outside the pale, -nd no
one would condescend to meet him.
valn he thrashed Sir Charles Bunbury ln
front of Limmers’ Hotel. Hired ruffians
were put upon his track and he was terribly
thrashed in return. Even the
would have no more to do with him, and ke
was warned off the turf. Down he sank,
and down, drinking to uphold his spirits un-
til he was but a bloated wreck of the man
that he had been.

And so, at last, onemornm‘lnhb rooms
in Charles Street, that dueﬂu pistol whlch
had so often been instrument of

vengeance was ulrn!d upon himself, u\d
that dark face, terrible even in death, wus
found outlined againat & blood-sodden pil-
low In the morning.

Bo put tlu t back

nu: lur mm
Cribb upon your

hm found
hln.lntdeoldohw Drury Lane.
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