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11 wducated must be quite! He walked into Regent Street and

made a number of purchases, not

parent o guardian encour-| forgetting some books. A double sil-
sct independently thus | ver mounted photograph stand caught

It would hold the two best
pictures he possessed of his father
and mother, so he bought it. He also
acquired a dispatch box in which he
could store his valuables, both jewel-
ry and documents, for he had quite a
number of letters, receipts and other
things to safeguard now, and he did
not wish servants’ prying eyes to ex-
amine everything belonging to him.

When alone in his room, he secur-
ed the album and locked that special
portmanteu again, after stowing
therein the letters found beneath Mrs.
Anson’s pillow. Soon his mother’s
face smiled at him from a beautiful
border of filigree silver. The sight
was pieasant to him, soothing to his
full mind. In her eyes was a message
of faith, of trust, of absolute confi-
dence in the future.

It was strange that he thought so
little of his father, but the truth was
that his childhood was passed so much
in his mother's company, and they
were so inseparable during the last
two years, that memories of his fa-
ther were shadowy.

Yet the physiognomist would have
seen that the boy owed a great deal
of his strength of character and well-
knit frame to the handsome, stalwart
man whose name he bore.

Philip loved his mother on the com-
pensating principle that persons of
opposite natures often have an over-
powering affinity for each other. He
resembled her neither in features nor
in the more subtle traits of character.

After a dinner, the excellence of
which was in nowise diminished by
'ack of appreciation on his part, he
andertook a pilgrimage of curfosity
to which he had previously determin-
ed to devote the evening.

He wondered unceasingly to whom
he was indebted for the good meals
he had enjoyed in prison. Now he
would endeavor to find out.

A hansom took him to Holloway,
but the first efforts of the driver failed
to discover the whereabouts of the

“Royal Star Hotel.”
At last Philip recoilected the ward-
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Judd and the restaurant keeper were
the only men in the locality who

been interviewed by the police and
reporters many times. They were liv-
ing links with the marvellous, a ped-
estal of common stone for an aerial
phantasy.

And now, here he was, back again,
dressed like a young gentleman, and
hailing Judd as a valued friend. No
wonder the greengrocer lost his breath
and his power of speech. ,

But Philip was smiling at him and
talking.

“You were the one man out of many
Mr. Judd, who believed in me, and
even stuck up for me when you saw
me led through the street by a police-
man to be imprisoned on a false
charge. I did not know until an hour
ago that I was indebted to you for
an abundance of excellent food while
I was remanded in prison. I will not
offer to refund vou the money you
spent. My gratitude will take an-
other form, which you wiil learn in a
few days. But I do want tc pay you
the ninepence I borrowed. Would
you mind asking the proprietor of the
restaurant to step in here for a mo-
ment? Don’t say I am present. I
wish to avoid a crowd, you know.”

Judd had time to collect his scatter-
xd ideas during this long speech.

“Blow the ninepence!” he ecried.
“Wot's ninepence for the treat I've
‘ad? People 1 never set eyes on 1n
ny life afore kem ‘ere an’ bought
-abbiges, or taters, or mebbe a few
lums, an’ then they'd stawt: ‘Mr.
judd, wasn’t it you as stood a dinner
.0 the Boy King of Diamonds?" That’s
~ot they christened yer, sir. Or it's:
‘Mr. Judd, eahn’t ver tell us w'ere
hat voung Moreland lives? Sure-ly
ver know summat abaht 'im or yer
wouldn‘t hev paid ’'is bill." Oh, it’s
bin a beano. Hasn’t it, Eliza?"”

“But we never let on a word,” pul
in Mrs. Judd. “We was as ciose as
wax. We told none of 'em as ‘ow
Mr. Judd went to 'Olloway that night,
lid we, Willyum?"

“Not us. Ye see, I took a fancy to
re. 1f ahr littie Johnnie ‘ad lived
¢’d ha’ bin just your ige. Fifteen,
wren’t ye?’

At last Philip got him to summon
1vis neighbor. Judd did so with an
iir of mystery that caused the bald-
ieaded restaurateur to believe that a
burglar was bottied up in the green-
| zrocer’s cellar. e

Once inside the shop, however,
Judd’s manner changed.

“Wot did I tell yer, Tomkins?” he
-ried, elatedly. “Wot price me as a
judge of karak-ter! ’‘Ere’s Mr. More-
land come back to pay me that nine-
sence. Eh, Tomkins! ’Oo’s right
10w, old cock?” '

Philip solemnly counted out the
‘money, which he handed to his de-
ighted backer.

“There was a bet, too,”” he said.

“Ra-ther!” roared Judd. “Two bob,
w’ich I've pide. Ont wi’ four bob,
Tomkins. Lord lumme, I'll stand
ireat at the George for this!"”

“There’s something funny in the
kise,” growled Tomkins, as he unwil-
lingly produced a couple of florins.

“] was sure you would see the joke
at once,” said Philip. “Good-night,
Mr. Judd. Good-by, ma’am. You will
hear from me without fail within a
fortnight.”™

He was gone before they realized
his intention. They saw him skip ra-
pidly up the steps leading into the
Holborn, and London had swallowed
him forever so far as they were con-
cerned.

Ten days later a firm of solicitors
wrote to the greengrocer to inform
him that a client of theirs had ac-
quired the freehold of his house and
shop, which property, during the life
+f either himself or his wife, would
be tenantable free of rent, rates or
taxes.

80 Mr. Judd’s investment of nine-
pence, plus the amount expended on
satables at the Royal Star Hotel, se-
cured to him and his wife an annual
revenue of one hundred and seventy-

Yours {faithfully.
PHILIP ANSON.

He did mnot compose this letter
without considerable trouble. The
“philanthropic purpose’” he had al-
ready decided upon, but he thought
it was rather clever to refer to the
possibilities of “future business.”

As for the double tranfer, he dis-
tinctly remembered copying letters
ealing with several such transactions |
at the time of the coal company's
conversion into a limited liability
concern.

He was early to bed, and his rest
was not disturbed by dreams. He

\

was the first visit he had paid to her
grave. During the days of misery and

partial madness which followed her
death he never lost the delusion that
her spirit abide dwith him in the
poor dwelling they called “home."
Hence, the narrow resting place be-
neath the green tur{ in mo way ap-
pealed to him. But now, that a suc-
cession of extraordinary external
events had restored the balance of

rose long before the ordinary resi- | his mind, he realized that she was

dents. Deferring his breakfast, he
walked to Fleet Street and purchased
copies of morning and evening papers
for the whole of the week.

He could thus enjoy the rare luxury |
of seeing himself as others saw him.
He read the perfervid descriptions of
the scene in court, and found himself
variously described as “pert,” “‘mas- |
terful” “imperious”, “highly intelli-|
gent,” “endowed with a thin veneer

really dead and buried; that what he

| revered as her spirit was in truth a
fragrant memory; that he would be
nearest to her mortal remains when |
standing in the remote corner of the

burial ground allotted to the poorest
of the poor—those removed by one de-
gree from pauperism and a parish

grave.
It happened, by mere chance, that

of education,” and “‘affected.’

Philip could afford to laugh at the
unfavorable epithets. Up to the age!
of thirteen ,he had been trained in a
first-class lycee, and his work was su-
pervised by his mother, a woman of
great culture. He spoke French as
well as English, and spoke both ad-
mirably. He knew some Greek and
Latin, was well advanced in arithme
tie, and he had a special penchant for
history and geography.

It was in the glowing articles which
appeared during the 1imprisonment
that he took the keenest,interest.
Oddly enough, one ingenious cOITES-
pondent blundered onto a clew. Gift- |
ed with a analytical mind, he had
reagoned that the diamond-laden me- |
teor had fell during the extraordinary i
storm of the nineteenth, and the Me- |
teorological Department in Victoria |
Street helped him by describing the |
centre of the disturbance as situated |
somewhat to the east of the London |
Hospital.

The writer had actually interviewed |
a member of the staff of that inntitu-[
tion who amused himself by noting
barometrical vagaries. His mstrﬂ-i
ment recorded an extraordinary in- |
crease of pressure soon after ten o'~ |
clock on the night of the storm. '

«alas!” added the seribe, “it did not |
indicate where the meteor fell, and |
not a policeman, ‘bus driver or rail- |
way official can be found who observ- |
ed anything beyond a phenomenal el-
ectrical display and a violent down-

pour of rain.”
That was too close to be pleasant,

and Philip was glad to hear from M.
the solicitors, affer tele-

|
|

Foret that :
phoning to ask for some particulars
concerning Mr. Anson, were gIVIDg

attention to his instructio ions.

prompt
did you tell them 7 asked

“What
Philip.

«] said that you impressed me as
the kind of young gentleman who
would pay well for services given un-
paringly.”

“Did that satisfy them #” |
“Perfectly. Such clients do not !
abound in these hard times.” |
Three hours later, a letter ca.meE
for “Philip Anson, Esg.,” by hand. It |
was from the solicitors, and read:
“We are in receipt of your esteemed

' there and then.

| last night but you

since Mrs. Anson’s funeral no one had
been interred on one side of the small
space purchased for her. There were
three vacant plots here, and a surpris-
ed official told Philip there would be
no difficulty in acquiring these for the
purpose of erecting a suitable monu-

ment.
The boy filled in the necessary form

It was some cosolas,
tien to know that he could perpetuate

' her memory in this way, though he
' had formulated another project which

should keep her name revered through
the ages. '

On the site of Johnson’s Mews
should arise the Mary Anson Home
for Destitute Boys. He would build a
place where those who were willing
to work and learn would be given a
chance, and mot driven, starving and
desperate, to pick up an existence in
the gutter.

Soon after leaving the cemetery he
eame face to face with Bradley, the
policeman, who was in plain clothes,
and walking with a lady, obviously
Mrs. Bradley, judging by the matron-
ly manner in which she wheeled &
perambulator containing a chubby in-
fant.

“Well, I’'m blowed!"” cried the pol-
iceman, “who would have thought of
meeting you'! I looked in at the mews
had gone. Some
one is looking after you pretty well,
eh?”

He cast a patronizing eye over Phil-
ip's garments, which were, of course,

hands now."

“They haven't given you a watch?"
This anxiously.

“No. I am watchless.”

“That’s right. You'll have one s00n.
The inspector has your address. By
the way, he wants to know your Crris-

"Ph-uip-“

“Thanks. I won't forget.”

quickest
on being
" Abingd
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it?”
“You put the idea into my mind,
sir,” said Philip, modestly.

“]? In what manner?”

“You hinted, at our last meeting,
that some one might lay claim to my

intend that anyone living, except my-
self, shall ever know the history of
my meteor, but I thought it best to
buy the place outright in the first
instance, and then devote it to a
charity, which I intend to found in
memory of my mother.”

Mr. Abingdon smiled again.

“Your confidence is very flatter-
ing,” he said. “I suppose you took
up your quarters at the Pall Mell
Hotel in order to impress people with
your importance and secure instant
compliance with your wishes.

“That was my motive, sir.”
| “Then, my young millionaire, in
' what way do you wish me to serve
you? Of course, you have not sought
this interview and told me your story
so unreservedly without an ulterior
object in view? You see, I am be-
ginning to understand you a little
better than when we first met.”
' Philip did not reply immediately
'He did not want to risk a refusal,

their roof, the glamor of his tale as it
fell from his lips, cast a spell over
her. She was a kindly soul, too, and

portions of the recital.

“What a pity it is that you mother
died,” she murmured, when he had
ended.

The words endeared her to Philip
instantly. A worldly, grasping wo-
man would have thought of nothing
save the vista of weealth opened up
for her husband and herself. Not so
Mrs. Abingdon. If anything she was
some what afraid of responsibilities
somewhat afraid of the responsibili-
ties proposed to be undertaken by her
spouse, to whom she was devoted.

The magistrate did not promise defi-
nitely that night to accept the posi?
tion offered to him. He would think
over the matter. He could retire on
a pension at any time. This he would
now do without delay, and Philip
could certainly count on his friend-
ship and advice, while his house
would always be open to him.

Meanwhile, he would give one
word of advice—intrust no human be-
ing with the power to sign any bind-
ing document without his (Philip’s)

consent. Then- it would be difficuit
for anyone to deal unscrupulously
with him.

The boy went away at a late hour.
He'left behind him an exceedingly
perplexed couple, but he felt that
when Mr. Abingdon had time to as-
similate the facts and realize the
great scope of the work before him,
there was little doubt he would asso-
ciate himself with it.

At the hotel a telegram awaited
him :

“Have realized fiftv-two thousand.

and he was not yet quite sure thzﬂ,I
the mhgistrate fully ‘mmprehendedl-
the extent of the fortune which had |
been showered on him from nature’s F

own mint. |.
«“When Mr. Isascstein returns from |

Amsterdam he will pay me something '|
like forty thousand pounds,” he said. |
“Yes. It would seem so from the |
receipt you have shown me.”
«That will be determined on Wed-
nesday next at the latest.”

“Yes.”
«I{ the money is forthcoming it will

be proof positive that my dia:qunds
are of good quality, and, as I picked
up these dirty stones quite promis-
culously, it follows that the others are
of the same standard?”
! “Well, Mr. Abingdon, 1 can form
| no estimate of their collective value, |
!hut they must be worth many rinil-
' lions. According to Mr. Isaacstein’s
| yviews, 1 will be able to command &
' revenue of between a quarter and half
' a million sterling per annum.”’
«J¢ is marvellous, perfectly appal-
' ling in some senses,” cried the per-
' turbed lawyer, throwing up his hands
' in the extremity of his amazement.
| «You are right, sir. ] am only a
' boy, and the thing is beyond my pow-
ors. 1 can see quite clearly that while
college obtaining a

I ought to be at :
education, I will be worrying

about the care of great sums of mon-
ey. I do not know anything about
investments. How should I? Isaac-
stein is & Jew, and he will probably
endeavor very soon to get the better
of me in the pecessary business tran-
sactions. How can I stop him? 1
have no older relatives, mno friends
whom I can trust. For some reason,
I do feel that I can have faith in you.
Will you take charge of my affairs,
advise me during the next few vears,
tell me how to act as my mother
would have told me—in a word, be-

| Well, 111 let him

Returning Monday. ISAACSTEIN.”

Here was the final proof, if proof
were wanting that Philip was a mil-
lionaire many times over.

CHAPTER XIII.
After Long Years.

A tall, strongly built man, aged
about forty-five, but looking old-
er, by reason of his grizzled hair and
a face seamed with hardship—a man
whose prominent eyes imparted &n
air of alert intelligence to an other-
wise heavy and brutal countenance,
disfigured by a broken nose, stood on
the north side of Mile End Road and
looked fixedly across the street at a
fine building which dwarfed the mean
houses on either hand.

He had no need to ask what it was.
Carved in stone over the handsome
arch which led to an interior cover-
ed court was its title—""The Mary An-
son Home for Destitute Boys.”" A
date followed, a date ten years old.

The observer was puzzled. He gaz-
ed up and down the wide thorough-
fare with the manner of one who ask-
ed himself:

“Now, why was that built there?"’

A policeman  strolied leisurely
along the pavement, but to him the
man addressed no question. Apparent-
ly unconscious of the constable's ob-
servant glance, he still continued to
scrutinize the great pile ¢l brick and
stone which thrust its spiendid cam-

panile into the warm sunshine of an
April day. ‘ .
Beneath the name was an inscrip=
tion,. _
“These are they which passed
through great tribulation.

A queer smile did not mprove the

man’s expression, as he read the text.
«Tribulation! That's it.”” he con-
tined. “I've had ten years of it. And
it started somewhere about the end
of that fine entrance, 100. I wonder
where he Bailor 1s, and that boy. He's
a4 man nNow, mebbe, twenty-six ﬂf. s-:::
if he’s alive. Oh, I hope he's aave:
I hope he’s rich and healthy, and en-
mﬂdtﬂbemnrried to a nice young
woman. I I've managed to live in
hell for ten long years, 8 youngster
like him should be able to pull
through with youth and strength and
a bag full of dinmnn-.:is.
Without turning his he
came aware that the policeman

halted at some little distance.
“0 fcourse, I've got the mark on
me,” said the man, savagely to !nm-
self. “He's spotted all right,
see I don’t care for
h.imurun!u!hilhreed- II:_IETEIdli

care, and it’s too late %o begin DOW.
the road, passed between
gates standing hospit-

and paused &
where &

head, he be-
had
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