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w'ﬁuld be folly to 80 out again thgat
night. The house was absolutely un.
approachable save by the front. Philip
resolved to remain awake until day-
break. O’Brien’s spade stood against
the fireplace. It was a formidable
weapon, and he would y.¢ hesitate to
use it if foreible eniry was attempted.
He must sit quietly in the dark. lis-

Fening for each sound, and threaten-
ing ﬂn_l,v when he heard anyone en-
deavoring to open door or window.

He sighed, for he Wwas very tired,
but the vigil was imperative,

He dropped the drugget and scis-
Sors and bent again over the port-
manteau. The packing operations
might as well be finished now, and,
indeed, when the light was extin.
guished, it would be better to keep
away from the window, through which
a sudden thrust with an instrument
might do him an injury,

He took his discarded clothes and
arranged them on the top of the last
parcels of ore and diamonds." Then he
reached out for the small bundle of
documents resting on the chair be-
side him, intending to place them in
a little pocket in the flap which al-
ready covered one-half of the bag.

At that instant he again heard foot-
steps.  Of course, a very few seconds
had elapsed since he first caught sight

of the living specter without. The
ideas recorded at sueh length whirled
through his active brain with lightn-
ing speed, just as the knowledge now
came that the footseteps proceeded
from the entrance to the mews and not
from its extremity, while their firm
regularity betokened the advent of
some person who had no special rea-
son to conceal his movements,

The boy listened breathlessly, The
oncomer reached his door, passed it,
stopped opposite the window, and
then another face peered over the
curtain,

This time it was a policeman.

For an instant their eyes met in
mutual astonishment. The the police-
man came so close that his helmet
rested against a pane of glass. He
grinned affably, and cried:

“Here! I want to speak to you.”

Intuitively grasping . the essential
fact his best policy was one of ready
acquiescence, Philip sprang toward
toward the door and unlocked it. He
stood on the step. The constable ap-
proached.

“I hope I didn't startle you,”” he be-
gan, “but I just looked in on the off
chance—"

“I am very glad in deed, to see
you,” interrupted the boy. “I am
leaving here to-morrow. Just now,
while I was packing some of my be-
longings, a very nasty-looking man
came and peeped in at me in the same

way as you did.”
He backed into the house. The pol-

iceman half followed him, his quick

glance noting the open portmanteu

and its array of old clothes.
“Just now?” he questioned. “Do

you mean some fime since?”
““No, no. Not haif a minute-—a few

seconds ago.”

““But where can he be? He hasn’t
left the mews, or I must have seen
him. I crossed the road, and no one
came out in so short a time.”

“Well, he is somewhere in the place
—he had a horrid appearance—a man
with a broken nose. He made me
jump, I can assure you.”

““A man with a broken nose! By
jove, I'm ‘looking for a party of that
deseription. A rank wromg 'un. Rob-
bery with violence and a few other
little things. What sort of man was
he? You saw his face only, I sup-
pose?”’

The constable stepped back into the
paved court. A rapid twist of his
hand sent a vivid beam of light danc-
ing over ruined tenement, dishevelled
doorways and shattered windows.

““A tall man,” said Philip, "ta]]:er
than you, for I could see his chin
over the string of the curtain. He
had a big face. with eyes that stuck
out boldly—" 1

“By the Lord, it's Jocky right
enough!”’ cried the constable. “Now,
where can he have got to? He’s an
ugly customer to tackle single-hand-
ed,” he added, beneath his breath.

“Won’t you wait a bit, until I get
some help?” said Philip, anxiously.

The man appeared to debate the
point. The nearest comrade was &n

he were summoned, the kudos of &
smart capture would be his by ﬂfh‘

“No,” announced the constabe,

of the mews and revealed
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candle in your hand.
ﬂlmg_ syell out to me.”

——

If you see any-

for a deadly struggle appealed to his
very soul, for your healthy-minded
bey of fifteen has generally ceased to
be: a highwayman or a pirate ip imag-
ination, and aims rather at planting
the Union Jack on a glacis bristling
with hostile cannon,

The policeman, feeling for the loose
strap of bis truncheon, commenced a
careful survey of the mews. He had
Dot gone five yards when there was &
"'?ﬂ-lld crash of broken glass. The build-
ing at the other end of the yard pos-
sessed & couple of windows facing in-
to another enclosure at the back. Ob-
Viously, the broken-nosed “Jocky,”
unseen himself, had observed the con-
stable’s movements.

Realizing that discovery was immi-
feént, he was effecting a strategic
movement to the rear.

_The policeman instantly abandoned
his cautious tacties. He ran toward
the door of the house whence the
sound came. It resisted somewhat,
but yielded to his shoulder. He disap-
peared inside. Philip, after closing
his own door, also ran to the new
ceéntre of interest, shielding the candle
with one hand lest it should blow out.

Quick as he was, he missed the first
phase of a Homeric combat. The vio-
!ent “Jocky,” foiled by an unnoticed
iron bar in his attempt to escape,
turned like a madman on the police-
nan. There was no sort of parley be-
tween them. Cursing the Juck that

‘numbered minutes,

acting sergeant, newly promoted. If

bornly: “If he is here, I will handle
Faim mysell,” s Tagraiie e et .
Again his lamp. swept the smail area |

had revealed his hiding place ,the
nan, an ex-convict, with the frame of
a giant, sprang at his pursuer sud-
denly from an inner room.

Th policeman had a second's warn-
ing. It was something, but not enough
to give him an advantage, He got his
truncheon out, but simultaneously
his assailant was on him with the
lerocity of a catamount, They closed
in bone-breaking endeavor, and before
they were locked together for ten fear.
(ul seconds the officer of the law bit-
terly regretted the professional pride
which sent him single-handed into
this wnequal strife.

For he was physically outeclassed,
and he knew it, and there is no more
unnerving knowledge can come to a
man at such a supreme moment.
Nevertheless, he was a brave man,
and he fought with all the resolution
that is born of the consciousness of
justice and moral right. But Provi-
dence is on the side of big battalions,
and “Jocky” was taller, heavier, Very
auch more active. Moreover liberty
18 as potent as'law any day, and law
vas being steadily throttled when the
pale gleam of Philip’s candle lit up
the confines of the ruinous hovel
ibout which the two men stamped and
lurched and wrestled.

At the precise moment of the boy’s
entrance the policeman’s knees yield-
ed and he fell, with his remoseless
antagonist uppermost. Philip gazing
at them almost wide-eyed ,almost fell
too, for his left foot rolled on the con-
stable’s staff.

Being fashioned of the stuff which
founds empires—on the prineciple that
instant action is worth a century of
diplomacy—he picked up the trunch-
eon and brought it down on “Joeky’s”
hard skull with such emphasis that
the convict emitted a queer sort of
cough, and collapsed limply on top
of his conguered adversary.

Then the boy was horrified. The two
lay so still that he imagined both

were dead. It is one thing to help
the law, but quite another to kill a

man. He did not want to be a8 mur-
derer as well as a millionaire, mnot
knowing then the qualities which go
to form these varieties of the genus
homo are strangely alike.

He gazed at them as in a trance,
but relief came when he heard them
breathing sonorously. At last, after a
pause that apparently endured un-
the constable
weakly rolled himself free from the
bulky form of his would-be-slayer, and
sat ap.

He inflated his lungs vigorously.
Then he managed to gasp:

“Thank you! You saved my life!”

He pressed his ribs with both hands
and gingerly felt his throat. He stood
up. His lamp was still alight, but a
quantity of oil had run over his tuniec
and trousers.

“By jove, boy, you are a brick,” he
said, and his voice was under control

Philip answered not a word; his
eyes were giued on the prostrate form
of Jocky. The policeman understood
his fear and laughed.

“Don’t you worry about him. He'll
do a stretch all right. I would have
given him a harder one than that if
I got a swing at him.” :

His words were quickly justified.
The fallen man growled unintelligibly
and moved. With a rapidity born of
much practice the officer handeuffed
him. There must have been some

sense of familiarity in the touch of

 the steel bracelets, for the recipient
-ﬂ
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- He filled a small in at the scullery
tap and ran with it to the scene of

the capture. The constable was gent-
ly shaking his prize and addressing
him by name.

“Jocky! Jocky Mason! Pull your-
self together. This way for the Qld
Bailey !

“If you please,” said Philip, “I
would be greatly obliged were my
name not mentioned at gll with ref-
erence to this affair.

The policeman ,whose senses were
normal again ,was instantly impress-
ed by the boy’s grand manner. His
accent was that of the men of the
University Mission. And how many
boys of his age would have struck so
straight and truly at a critical meo-
ment?

“Well, don’t you see that will be
rather difficult,” was the answer. “It
was you who told me where he was,
and the man himself knows that with-
out somebody’s help I could not have
arrested him., There is no need to
mince matters. I have to thank you
for not being laid out stiff.”

Philip said no more. To press his
reqquest implied a powerful motive
The stars in their.courses must have
conspired that day to supply with ex-
citement. !

Mason eagerly gulped the water held
to his lips. Then he tried to raise
his right hand to his head. Ah! He
understood. A flood of oaths began
to meander thickly from his mouth.

“That’s better,” said the constable,
encouragingly. ““Now, up you get! It's
no use, Jocky. I won't let you kick
me. You must either go quietly or 1
will drag you to the street over the
stones, and that will hurt.”

The man glared dully at khis captor.
With the apathy of his class he knew
when he was beaten, and became sub-
missive in demeanor, Philip, holding
his candle aloft, marveled at his own
temerity in hitting this giant, oxlike
in strength and size.

Mason wobbled his head and craned
his neck awkwardly,

“Oo gev me that crack on the nut?”
he acked.

“The roof dropped,”” was the jocular
reply,

“Not it. I 'ad yer dahn, Bailor. I
Was on yer afore ye could use yer
stick. Ye was fairly bested until
somebody ahted me wiv a welt on the
skylight.””

“Never mind, Jocky. It'W hurt you
to think just now. Come on.”

But the ex-conviet became sensible
of the unwonted light in the deserted
house, and slowly turned his head un-
til his gaze rested on Philip,

“Why!” he roared, with an impre-
cation, “that’s the bloomin’ kid ‘oo
found the di-monds., I seed 'im a-
countin’ of 'em. White stones, the
paper said, an’ bits of iron, too. A
trunk full of ’em. °E ’‘as one in '‘is
pocket as big as an egg.”

The policeman laughed. So did
Philip, shrilly, with ready acceptance
of the cue. _

“Come along,” Jocky’' you're wool-
gathering. I'll get you a pint of cof-
fee at the station just to show there’s
no malice,” said the constable.

“The water was too strong for him,”
put in Philip.

The ex-convict began to protest, but
he wasted words in swearing. The
“Bailor” grasped him by the arm and
marched him down the yard, saying
over his shoulder:

“Pull that door to. I'll come back
for my coat in half an hour.”

Philip followed, but in a sea of per-
plexity. He heard Mason’s frantic
expostulations to the policeman—
what was an extra stripe to the loss
of untold wealth—that youngster was
richer than Rothschild, the papers
police court were worth fifty thousand
pounds—and he had tons moee

It was all of no avail. Certainly the
had neverheard such queer reasons for
stopping an arrest, but Mason was
obviously dazed for the time—maun-
dering about the story which every-
body talked of. He weuld change his
tune when he learned to whom he was
indebted for his capture.

The boy walked behind them me-
chanically shading the candle with
his hand. He was so absorbed with
his tumultuous thoughts that the first
indication he received of anything bi-
zarre in his appearance was the giggl-
ing of a girl who saw him standing
in the arch of the mews carefully
shielding the flickering wick,

He blew it out. A clock in the small
jeweler’s shop opposite showed the
time—ten minutes past eleven. In
that part of London, a busy hive of
men and women of the working class,
he had no chance of removing his be-
longings before the policeman return-
ed.

What would happen if the kindly
constable believed Jocky Mason ex.
cited statements? True, Philip had
no reason to fear the law. But with
exposure might come other troubles.
Would anyone advance a claim to his
 meteor? Mr. Abingdon Linted at such
a thing. He paid no rent for his
house; he might be turned out in-
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A few doors to the left was O’Brien’s
shop. The old man erept into sight,
staggering under the weight of a shut-
ter. Good gracious! Why had he not
thought of this alley sooner? Bome
precious minutes were wasted already.

“Arrah, Phil, phwat in the worruld

“Wait just the little bit, Mr. 0’-
Brien. I have some portmanteaux
that I want to store for the night. Do
let me put them at he back of your
shop. My place is not very safe, you

“SBure, boy, that’'s a shmall thing to
ax. Bring ’em an’ welcome.”

With the speed of a deer Philip
dived into the mews. He carried the
two lesser bags without xtraordinary
difficulty, and deposited them behind
O’Brien’s counter. The third was al-
most too much for him, as the weight
was all in one ‘hand. But he got it
there, breathless with the exertion.

He had to open the fourth and tear
out the stuffing of paper. When filled
with the packages taken from the fifth
it was beyond his power tc lift it. So
he dragged it bodily along the mews
and into the shop.

A passer-by offered to help him.

“No, thanks,” he managed to say,
though the effort to speak calmly took
away his remaining breath. “I am
only taking it to the shop there.”

The man glanced at the shop—it was
a marine store dealer’s—a place where
lead and iron and brass found ready
swie. He passed on.

“Be the forchun ov war, Phil, where
did ye get the iligant leather thrunks,
an’ phwat’s in them?” in quired the
astonished pensioner.

The boy bravely called a smile to
his aid. “I have a big story to tell
you one of these days, Mr. Q'Brien,
but I have no time to-night. These
things will not be in your way until
the morning?"

“The divil a bit. If things go on as
they are, there’ll soon be room enough
in the poor ould shop. To think, af-
ther al Ithese years, that a murtherin’
thief in the War Office—"'

Philip was safe. He rapidly helped
his friend to put up the shutters, and
rushed back to No. 3. Even yet he
was not quite prepared for eventuali-
ties. He ran upstairs and gathered a
few articles belonging to his mother,
articles he never endeavored to sell
even when pinched by hunger.

Th last dress she wore, her boots, a
hat, an album with photographs, some
toilet accessories from the tiny dress-
ing table, the covelet of the bed on
which she died—these and kindred
mementoes made a very credible bulk
ing the denuded portmanteau.

He gave one glance at the hole in
the back yard as he went to the coal
house fo ra fresh supply of coal. That
must remain. It probably would not
be seen. In any case it remained in-
explicable.

He was stirring the fire when a tap
sounded on the door, and the police-
man entered, followed by an inspec-

tor.
CHAPTER X.

A Step Higher.

“This is the boy, sir,” said the pol-
iceman,

“Oh, is that him?’ "observed the in-
spector, sticking his thumbs into his
belt and gazing at Philip with profes-
sional severity.

Philip met his serutiny without
flinching. He leaned against the wall
with his hands in his pockets, one fist
olinched over the pouchful of gold,
the other guarding a diamond bigger
than the Koh-i-Noor.

“1 am sorry I have only one chair,
gentlemen,” he said, apologetically.

“That’s all right, my lad,” said the
inspector. ““The constable here tells
me that you very pluckily helped him
to capture a notorious burglar. The
man was hiding in these mews, and it
Seems you first saw him looking in
through your window. What were you
doing at the time?”

“Packing my portmantean.”

“Oh, packing your portmanteau.”

“Yes. That is it.”

He stopepd and nonchalantly threw
it open. His elothes and boots, and
some of the other contents, were ex-

posed to view. The inspector laugh-

“ii'n,nir I told you Mason was
talking rubbish.”
"“Did he say any more about me be-

stars,” gaid Philip.
“Are you leaving here 7 asked the
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man certainly didn’t seem to know
much about your movements. He has
been here twice looking for you. The
first time was, let me see, last Mon-
day, sbout four o’clock. I was on
dutrinthemﬁnrmdmdhauked
me for some information. We came
and looked in, but your door was lock-
ed. Themnnt.hjahentthinaﬂer-
noon fold me that the same clerk was

making further enquiries to-day, so as+

I came on night duty I strolled into
themewatuﬂndnmi!rmﬂ.rent
home. That is how I happened to
see you.”

He turned toward the inspector.

“He was packing his bag at that
moment ,sir, and Mason had evidently
window by by
footsteps in the arch.”

lip.

“The whole thing is perfectly clear,”
he said. “Boy, have you got a
watch?”

“No,” said Philip, surprised by this
odd guestion.

“Bradley, he hasn't got a watch,”
observed the inspector. He again ad-
dressed Philip.

“Where are you going to-morrow #"

-
tle chap ! He's sleeping like

& top
now.’

The inspecior called at No. 3, John-
son’s Mews ,soon after ten next morn-
ing, but the door was locked and the
bird flown. He spoke 1o Mason after
that worthy was remanded for a week,
but a night’s painful seclusion had
sealed the burglar's lips. He vowed,
with fearful emphasis, to “get even™
with the kid who-“ghted” him ,ofr
the policeman’s evidence had revealed
the truth concerning the arrest. But
not another word would Mason say
about the diamonds, and for a little
while the inspector placed his over-
night revelations in the category of
myths familiar to the police in their
daily dealings with criminals,

L . . . . . « @

Philip awoke shortly before seven.

He was cold and stiff. The weather
was chilly, and there was no ardent
meteor in the back wvard to keep the
temperature of the house at a grate-
ful point during the night

But his active, young frame quick-
ly dissipated the effects of a deep
sleep on a draughty floor. He wash-
ed his face and hands at the sink in
the scullery, and his next thought was
for breakfast, a proof, if proof were
needed ,that he arose refreshed in
mind and body.

In the Mile End Road there are
plenty of early morning restaurants.
At one of them he made a substantial
meal, and, on his return to the mews,

“l am not quite sure, but by ad- |
dress will be known to Mrs. Wrigley, |
the James Btreet Laundry, Bhepherd’s |
Bush.”

“Ah!l" The constable says you do
not want to be mixed up in the arrest
of Mason. There is no need for you

(out a systematic search through

he lost not a moment in carrying
all
parts of the house and vard for any
traces of the meteor which which
might have escaped his ken in the
darkness,

Amidst the earth and broken stones

to appear in court, but—er—in such
cases as yours, the—er—police like to
show their—er—appreciation of your
services. That is so, Bradley, isn’t
it ¥

“Yes, sir. If it hadn't been for him
I shouldn’t be here now. Jocky had
me fairly cornered.”

“You had no time to summon as-
sistance P**

“I barely heard he was here, before
the window was smashed, and I knew
he was trying to get out the other way.
You heard him, Anson "

—

of the excavation there were a few
fragments of ore and some atomic spe-
cimens of the diamantiferous material
—not sufficient, all told, to fill the
palm of the hand. But he gathered
them for obvious ressons, and then
devoted five vigorous minutes with
O’Brien’s spade to the task of filling
up the deep hole itself.

By lowering- the flagstones and
breaking the earth beneath, he soon
gave the small yard an appesrance
of chaos which might certainly puz-
zle people, but which would afford no

Philip looked the policeman square-
ly in the eyes. :

“You had just taken off your great |
coat when the glass cracked,” he gaid. |

Police Constable Bradley stooped to |
pick up his coat. He did not wish |
this portion of the night's proceedings |
to be described too minutely. In mov- |
ing the garment he disturbed the pac- |
ket of letters. Instantly Philip re- |
called the names of the solicitors men- |
tioned by the constable.

“¥You said that a clerk from Messrs.
Sharpe & BSmith called to see mel
twice 7 he asked. '

..Yﬂ,}j '

He picked out ome of the letters, |
opened it, and made certain of his |
facts before he eried angrily : [

“Then I want to have nothing what- |
ever to do with them. They treated |
my mother shamefully.” g’

The inspector had sharp eyes.

“What is the date of that letter "
he ingquired.

“January 18th of this year.’

“And what are those—pawn tick-
ets 7

“Yes, some of my mother’s jewelry |
and dresses. Her wedding ring was
the last to go. Most of them are m:tl'
of date but I intend to—I will try to |
save some of them, especially her
wedding ring.” |

Jocky Mason’s romance was now |
into thin air. The contents of the |
portmanteau, the squalid appearance
of the house ,the date of the solici-
tor’s letter, the bundle of pawn tick-
ets, offered conclusive evidence to the
inspector’s matter-of-fact mind that |
the ex-convict’s story was the effect of
& truncheon rapidly applied to a brain
excited by the newspaper comments |
on a sensational yarn about some boy |
who had found a parcel of din.mc-nds.{

This youngster had not been favor-
ed by any such extraordinary piece of
luey. Bimple chance had led him to
put the police on the track of a much |
wanted scoundrel, and he had very
bravely prevented a member of the
force from being badly worsted in the
ensuing encounter.

A subscription would be made am-
ong the officers and men of the divi-
sion, and they would give him a sil-
ver watch, with a suitable inseription.

The inspector noted the address giv- |
en by Philip. It was on the tip of
his tongue to ask his christian name,
when the constable suggested that
they should examine the stable in
which Mason had hidden.

driver. In about three-quarters

possible clue to the nature of the dis-
turbing element,

At best they might imagine that the
dread evidence of some weird erime
lay in the unbroken area. If so, they
dig until they were tired. But,
indeed, he was now guarding against
4 most unlikely hypothesis. The
probability was that Johnson’s Mews
would cease to trouble him, for Philip
was quite sure the whole power of the
law would be invoked to prevent him
from dealing with his meteor if once
the exact place where it fell became
publicly known.

O’Brien’s shop was scarcely open be-
fore Philip was there with his remain-
ing portmanteau.

“Arrah, Phil, me bhoy, where in the
name of goodness are ye gatherin’ the
bee-utiful, leather- thrunks from 7"’
asked the pensioner.

“This is the last one,” laughed the
boy. “I am off now to find a cab, and
you would see me again until Mon-
d&j’.”

“Faix, he’s a wonderful lad entire-
ly,” commented the old man. “What
sort of plundher has he in the bag at
all at all »”

In idle euriosity he lifted the last
addition to the pile. It was normal,
even light in weight. They he nodded
knowingly.

“A lot of ould duds belongin® to
Mrs. Anson, I'll be boun’, Ah, well,
the Lord rest her sowl, “tis she was
the fine woman. I wish I had some
one as clever as her to write fer me
to that thafe of the worruld who
thried—"

As there are no signs in the art of
literature, similar to those which
serve the needs of musicians, where-
by thoughts can be expressed da ca-
pa, like a musical phrase, without
risk of wearying the reader, it must
be understood that Philip had return-
ed from far-away Fenchurlch Street
Station with a four-wheeler before
O’Brien had finished the first tirade
fo the day against the Wa rOffice.

With a cunning that mounted to
genius, the boy placed the large, light
portmanteau and the iwo small, heavy
ones on the roof of the vehicle, where
the driver @i dnot notice the least pe
culiarity in their weight.

The two large heavy bags he man-
aged to litf into the interior, one of
them needing all his resources to car-
ry it from the shop door to the cab.
Were he not fresh and untired, he
could not have done it. As it was, the
effort was a splendid success.

The cabman knew little, and 0'-
Brien less, of the tremendous avoird-
upois of this inocent-looking baggage.
A long-suffering horse may have had
his private views, but he did not ex-

pres them.

Baying good-bye to the pensioner in
the shop, Philip took good care that
none overheard his direction to the

of
an hour he lumbered into }
Cross Station without a soul in the
East being aware of his destination.

“Where to, sir ?* asked a -porter
who opened the door for him.
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