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RAFFLES

Amatnﬁr Cracksman.

By E. W. Hornung, Anthor of ‘“Shadow
of the Bope,” “Rogue’s March.” Kte.

pmse UPON WHICH Ie Oaq actea Wil
gech effect. The cup itself appealed
 to me no more fhan it had done be-
tere. Exquisite it might be, hand-
gome it was, but so light in the hand
that the mere gold of it would scarce-
Irhnvupomdthmﬂmﬁutuf
' melting pot. And what said Raffles
byt that he would never melt it -
,  =Taking it was an offense agamst
the laws of the land, Bunay. That

1 ran to the door.
iis nothing. But destroying it would
i

be a crime against God and Art, and
{ may 1 be spitted on the vane of St.
y Mary Abbot’s if I commit it!™

i Talk such as this was unanswer-
' able; indeed, the whole affair had
§ passed the pale of useful comment,
i:imd the one course left to a practl-
! cal person was to shrug his shoulders
- {and enjoy the joke. This was mnot
' & little enhanced by the newspaper re-
| ports, which described Raflles as a
\ handsome youth-and his unwilling -ac-
{ complice as an older man of black-
| guardly appearance and low type.

: »Hits us both off rather neatly,
im." sdid he. *“But what none of
! them do justice to is my dear cup.
ilmk at it, only look at it, man! Was
ever anything so rtich and yet so
{ chaste? St Agnes must have had a
{ pretty bad time, but it would be al-
j most worth it to go down to pesterity
, = such enamel upon such gold. And
[thm the history of the thing. Do
you realize that it’s five hundred years
' gid and has belonged to Henry VIIL
EIE to Elizabeth among others? Bun-
i my when you have me cremated you
 can put my ashes in yonder cup and
'lay us in the deep-delved earth to-
{ gethert™

t " “And meanwhile?”

. “It is the joy of my heart, the light
Juf mv life, the delight of mine eye.”

“And suppose other eyes catch
| sight of it?"
“They
shall™
!  Rafles wonld have been ioo absurd
' had he not been thoroughly alive to
hiz own absurdity. There was never-
theless an underlying sincerity in his
appreciation of any and every form of
beanty which zll his nonsense could
not comeeal. And his infatuatiom for
the cup was, as he declared, & very
pure passion, since the circumstances
debarred him from the chief joy of
the average collector, that of showing
his treasure to hisfriends. At last, how.
ever, and at the height of his craze,
Raffies and reason seemed to come io-
gother again as suddenly as they bad
parted company in the Room of Gold.
“Bunny” he cried, flinging his news-
paper across the room, “I've got an
jdea after your own heart. I Iknow
where I can place it after all!”
“Then I congratulate you.”
“Thanks™
“Upon the recovery of your senses.”
“Thanks galore. But you've been
confoundedly unsympathetic about
this thing, Bunny, and I don’t think
1 shall tell you my scheme till I've
carried it out™
“Quite time enough,” said L
“T+ will mean your letting me loose
for an hour or two under cloud of
this very night. To-morrow’s Sunday,
the jubilee’s on Tuesday, and old
Theobald’s coming back for it.”
“It doesn’t much matter whether
he’'s back or not if you go late enough.”
“T mustn’t be late. They don't keep
open. No, it’s no use your asking any
questions. Go out and buy me & Dig
box of Huntley & Palmer’'s
any sort you like, only they must be
theirs, and absolutely the biggest box
they sell” =

never must; they mnever

-~y QEar man!

*No guestions, Bunny; you do your
part and I'll do mine.”

Subtlety and success were in his
face. It was enough for me, and I had

' dome his extraordinary biddinZ within

a quarter of an hour. In another min-
ate Raffles had opened the box and
tumbled all the biscuits into the near-
est chalr.

“Now newspapers
1 fetched a pile. He bid the cup of

gold a ridiculous farewell, wrapped it
up in newspaper after newspaper, and
finally packed it in the empty biscuit
box.

“Now some brown paper. 1 don’t
want to be taken for the grocers
young man.”

A neat enough parcel it made when
the string had been tied and the ends

| cut close. What was more difficult
was to wrap up Raflles himself in such

a way that even the porter could not
recognize him if they came face to
face at the corner. And the sun was

| still up. But Raffies would go, and

when he did I should not have known

: him myself.

He may have been an hour away.
It was barely dusk when he returned,
and my first question referred to our
dangerous ally, the porter. Raffles had
passed him unsuspected in going, but
had managed to avoid him altogether
on the return journey, which he had
completed by way of the other en-

| trance and the roof. L bregthed again.

=»And what have you Adl¥ witn the

| cup?”

“Placed it!"”
“How much for? How much for?™

“] ot me think. I had a couple of
cabs and the postage was a tanner,
with another twopence for registra-
tion. Yes, it cost me exactly five-and-
elght.” :

“It cost you? But what did you get
for it, Raffes?

“Nothing, my boy.”

“Nothing!"™

“Not a crimson cent.”

“] am not surprised. I never
it had 2 market value. I told you so

in the beginning,” I said irritably. “But |

what on earth have you done with the

thing*"

“Sant it tn the Queen.”

“You haven't!”

is 2 word with various mean-

ings, and Raffles had been one sort of
Rngu&ererainmlhz&!mmhlm.
but now for once he was the innocent
variety, a great gray-haired child, run-
ning over with merriment and mis-
chief. :

“wWell, I've sent ihtuusir Hﬁg
Bigge to present to Her ajesty,
the loval respects of the thief, if that
will do for you” said Raffles.
thought they might take 100 much
stock of me at the G. P. Q. if I address-

ed it to the sovereign herself. Yes, I
Martin’s-le-Grand

* you do it a.t-nll.“

“But why on earth™ I groaned, “do

such a thing at all?”
“My dear Bunny, WwWe have bheen
reigned over for over gixty years by
+ monarch the world

infinitely the fin
has ever seen. The world is taking

the present -opportunity of signifying
the fact for all it is worth. Every na-
ﬁmmhmgu!iubﬂtathﬁrmrﬂ
feet, every class In the community i8
doing its little lJevel—except ours. All
I have done 1s to remove one reproach
from our fraternity.

At this I came round,
with his spirits, called him the sporis-
man he always was and would be, and
shook his dare-devil hand in mine, but
at the same time I gtill had my qualms.

“gppposing they trace it to us?” said

thought I

Faustina.
m—— e
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Mar-ga-i, -
e perzo a Salvatore!

Ma l'ommo e cacclatorel
u“'ﬂ'ﬂl
Nun ce aje corpa tu!
Chello ch’ e fatto, e fatto un mo par
lammo echieu!

A plano-organ was pouring the me-
tallic music through our open win-
dows, while a volce of brass brayed
the words, which I have since obtain-
ed, and print above for identifica-
tion by such as know their Italy bet-
ter than I. They will not thank me
for reminding them of a tune so lately
epidemic in that land of aloes and
blue skies, but at least it is unlikely
to run in their heads as the ribald
accompaniment to a tragedy, and it
does in mine.

It was the early heat of August, and
the hour that of the lawful and neces-
sary siesta for such as turn night into
day. 1 was therefore shuttinz my
window in & rage and wondering
whether I should do the same for Raf-
fles, when he appeared in the silk pa-
jamas to which the chronic solicitude
of Dr. Theobald confined him from
morning to night. L

“Don’t do that, Bunny,” said he. “I
rather like that thing and want to
listen. What sort of fellows are they
to look at, by the way!"

I put my head out to see, it being
a primary rule of our gquaint estab-
lishment that Raflles must never show
himself at any of the windows. I re-
member now how hot the sill was to
my elbows, as I leaned upon it and
looked down in order to satisfy a curl-
osity in which I could see no point.

“Dirty-looking » gaid I over
my shoulder: “dark as dark; bloe
china, oleaginous curls end earrings;

as they make them, but noth-
ing picturesque in their rags.”

“Neapolitans all over,” murmured
Raffles behind me, “and that's a char-
acteristic touch, the one fellow sing-
ing whila the other grinds; they al-
ways have that out thera”

-Hes rather a mme chap, the singer,”
gald I as the song ended. “My hat,
what teeth! He’s looking up here and
grinning all round his head. Shall I
chuck them anything?”

«Well,, I have no reason to love the
Neapolitans; but it takes me back—
it takes me back! Yes, here you are,

ona each.

It was a couple of half-crowns that |
Raffles put into my hand, but I had
thrown them into the street for pen-
nies before I saw what they Wwere.
Thereupon I left the Italians bowing
to the mud, as well they might, and
I turned to protest against such wan-
ton waste. But Raflles was walking
up and down, his head bent, his eyes
troubled, and his one excuse armed
remonstrance.

“They took me back,” he repeated.
“My God, how they took me back!™

Suddenly he stopped in his stride.

“You don’t understand, Bunny, old
ehap, but if you like you chall Ial
ways meant to tell you some day, but
never felt worked up to it before, and
it's not the kind of thing one talks
about for talking’s sake. It isn't a I
nursery story, Bunny, and there isn't
2 laogh in it from the start to finish.
On the contrary, you have often ask-
ed me what turned my hair gray, and
now you o:~ gzoing to hear.”

This w:: promising, but Raffles’
manner was something more. It was
unique in my memory of the man. His
fine face softened and set hard by
torns. I never knew it so hard. I
never knew it so soft And the same
might be said of his voice, now ten-
der as any woman's, now flying to the
other extreme of equally unwonted
ferocity.. But this was toward the
end of his tale; the beginninz he
treated characteristically enough,
though I could have wished for a less
cavalier account of the island of Elba,
where, upon his own showing, he had
met ‘with much humility.

“Deadly, my dear Bunny, is not the
word for the glorified snag of the mol-
lusks, its inbabitants. But they |
started by wounding my vanity, so
perhaps I am prejudiced after all I
gprung myself upon them as a ship-
wrecked saflor—a sole survivor—strip-
ped in the sea and landed without a
stitch: yet they took no more interest
in me than you do in Italian organ-
grinders. They were decent enough.
1 didn’t have to pick and steal for a
square meal and a pair of trousers; it
would have been more exciting if I
had. But what a place! Napoleon
couldn’t stand it, you remember, but |
he held on longer than I did. I put
in a few weeks in their infernal mines, |
simply to pick up & smattering of Ital-
fan: then got across to the mainland
in a litile wooden timber tramp, and }
ungratefully glad I was to leave Elba
blazing in just such another sunset as
the one you won't forget.

“The tramp was bound for Naples,
but first touched at Balae, where 1
carefully deserted in the nizht. There

e ———— q
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of the lovellest spots that ever I
struck on all my travels. The place
a vinevard, but it overhung the

ter wine to bathe in.
whole months, my boy, I was an abso-
lutely honest man. The luxury of
§¢. Bunny! I out-Heroded Herod,
wouldn't touch a grape, and when in
the most delicious danger of being
knifed for my principles by the thiev-
ing crew I had joined.

“It was the kind of place

pleases—and
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hundred steps tunnelled through the
solid rock: then an iron gate, and an-
other eighty steps in the open air,
and last of all a cave fit for
pirates — a-penny-plain-and-twopence-
colored. This cave gave upon the
sweetest little thing in coves, all deep
blue water and honest rocks; and here
1 looked after the vineyard shipping, 2
pot-bellied tub with a brown sail, and
a sort of dingy. The tub took the
wine to Naples and the dingy was the
tub's tender.

“The house above was said to be
on the identical site of a suburban re-
treat of the admirable Tiberius. There
was the old sinner’s private theatre,
with the tlers cut clean to this day;
the well where he used to fattem his
lampreys on his slaves, and a ruined
temple of those rippinz old Roman
bricks, shallow as dominoes and rud-
dier than the cherry. 1 never was
much of an antiquary, but I could
have become one there if I'd had noth-
ing else to do, but I had lots. When
1 wasn't busy with the boats I bad to

trim the vines or sather the sranes
or even Nelp mage 1ne Wihe 1self 1In &

cool, dark, musty vault underneath the
temple that I can see and smell as I
jaw. And can't 1 hear it and feel
it too! Squish, squash, bubble; squash,
squish, guggle; and your feet as though
you had been wading through slaugh-
ter to & throne. Yes, Bunony, you
mightn’t think it, but this good right
foot, that never was on the wrong side
of the crease when the ball left my
hand has also been known to

crush the lees of pleasure
From sanguine grapes of pain.”

He made a sudden pause as though
he had stumbled cn the thruth in jest.
His face filled with lines. He was
gittinz In the room that w bare
when first I saw-<it. ware
basket-chairs and a table in it now,
all meant ostensibly for me, and
hence Raffles would slip to his bed

with schoolboy relish at every tinkle
This afternoon we felt

Pundrea yards

dred further on.

Raffles was listening to it while he

paused. He shook his head abstract-
when 1 handed him the cigar-

ten thought he had a lot in co

with Tiberius. He had the great,
high, sensual Roman nose, eyes that
were sinks of imiguity in themselves,
and that swelled with fatness, like the
rest of him, so that he wheezed if bhe
walked a yard; otherwise rather a
fine beast to look at, witha b
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Daseckh Erushesare made
for service. No detail is
neglected that helps to
ansure highguality. There
:s no resort to fad innova-
t'ons er showy on
which the ma of in-

pend to

And then we were alone for the last
time.

phosphorescent fire! Ah, yes, it was
a good enough life for a change, a per-
fect paradise to le low in, another
Eden until * * @

“My poor Eve!™

“] called the girl Eve,” sald he
“Her real name was Faustina, and she
was-one of a vast family who hung
out in a hovel on the inland border
of the vineyard. And Aphrodite ris-
ing from the sea was less wonderful
and not more beautiful than Aphro-
dite emerging from that hovel!

“It was the most exquisite face I
ever saw or shall see in this life—
absolutely perfect features, a skin that
reminded you of old gold, so delicate
was its bronze; magnificent hair, not
black but mearly, and such eyes and
teeth that would have-made the for-

tune of a face without another point. |

I tell you, Bunny, London would go
out 1

the world. And
wasting her sweetness upon that love-
ly but desolate little corner of itl

low and remained dead
And that's all I'm
about that, Bunny;
tells more! TYet don't you
with the idea that this poor F
was the only woman I ever
about. I don’t believe In all that
‘only’ rot: nevertheless I tell you that
she was the one beilng who ever en-
tirely satisfied my sense of beauty, and
I honestly belleve I could bave chuck-
ed the world and been true to Faas-
tina for that alone.

“We met sometimes in the little
temple I told you about, sometimes
among the vines, now by honest acci-
dent now by flagrant design, and
found a ready-made rendezvous, TO-
mantic as one could wish, in the cave
down all those subterranean steps.
Then the tea would call us—my blue

there war the dingy
hand. Oh, those nights! I never
knew which I liked best—the moonlit
ones when you sculled through silver
and could see for miles, or the dark
nights when the fishermen’s torches
stood for the sea and a red zizzag in
the sky for old Vesuvius. We were
happy. I don’t mind owning it We
peemed not to have a care between
us. Hrmltuutmknnintnmttn
and Faustina's family did
to bother about her. The
Count was in Naples five nights of
the seven: the otuer two we sighed

a little.

night—Faustina burst out erying in
the boat, and sobbed her siory as we
drifted without mishap by the mercy

heart—and would do it as soon as
look at her—that I knew.

-y kmew it merely from my knowl-
edge of the Neapolitans, for I had no
deawhnthsmanmlzhtbe. I knew
it, and yet I too
1
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my manner,

tolerance for cold steel, and next mo-
mt:hhdum:mmrhmﬂ;
It is Stefano,’ she W an
hung her head.

“snd well she might, poor thing!
Stefano, of all ereatures on God's
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“Just the
thing”’
For a “bite at bed-time,”
what could be better than a

glass of mik and

Mooney’s
Perfection
Cream Sodas

Canada’s finest crackers,
from Canada’s finest bakery.
Crisp, inviting delicious In
the air-tight boxes, that keep
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Horse Blankets,
Team Bells,
String Bells,
Steck Food,
Cattle Chains,
Lanterns.

A Large Assortment of Felis.

Axes,
Axe Handles,
Skates,
Skate Straps,
Ankle Supports
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Hardware Merchants.

< TRY

FOR YOUR MEXT SETT
OF HARNESS.
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Steel H
Troughs, Paints, Oils,
etc., Cream Separa-

tors and Grama-
phones

Call at Ingle’s Flaning Mills.

Mr Irgle ean anyilieg

m baBH,
WINDOW band,

Cor. Cambridge and Wellington-sta.

MONEY TO LOAN

HE
T GLOBE INSURANCE COMPANY.
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FIRE AND LIFE.

the World.

J.G.EDWARDS & (0

and Shin Pads

J.G.IDWARDS & (0.

f. P. COAD, Oskwood, |

Troughs, Water |

If You Contemplate Building
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PHYSICIAXNS
" DR. W. C. COLLISON

Graduate Trinity Torea k03
Mhmm:*
;.h. Licentiate Usniversity State of New

OFFICE—Over Ontaric Bask, in recom
Hﬂiﬁl -.; w“h
promptly stiended to.—w <

W L. HERRIMAN, M, D, M.O.P
[ ] 't' &1 E-I m'

Ok, oo Ty
DE. JEFFERS,

Office Hours: ftollam.;2to4p.am
7 to 8 Evening.
80 Wellington-st. '

DR. F. BLANCHARD
Graduate Toronto University,
Coroner for Vietoria County.
Office— Ridout-st., eor. Eent and Liné-
say-sts., (former residence of late Dr.
Eempt.) Telephone 43.

R. J. W. WOOD—
Late of Kirkfield.

30 Bond-st., first doer west of Camn-
bridge-st. Methodis* Churck.
Office Hours —Stolla m., 204 p. I
Phene 196.
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OR. F. A. WALTERS

DENTIST, Lindeay.

Eonor Gradusis of Torooto Univessity,
AT the latest and branches of Deniistry
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BUSINESS CARDS
ITTON & SMITH, O. L. '
and Civil m’ m
promptiy sttended to. Box 25, Lindssy.’
7. O'BO Clerk of the Muniels

* gality of Ops. RBANCE
MONBY
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EIGH R. ENIGHT,

Barrister, Selicitfor, Nefary
Public, Eeal Estate Agent &e¢
. Representing Waterloo Mutual Fire In-
t suranee Company of Waterloo, the Fed
¢ral Life Insurance Company of Hamil-
ton, and the Dominion of Canads Guaran-
tee and Accident Company of Toronto.

Judge O’Leary’s old office, over Tele-
phone Office. ~ Phone No. 106.

(1EO. SMITH, 0. L.

oSWEYN & SMITH,
Barristers, Seolicitors, etc.
Kent-st., opp. Pym House, Lindsay
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| TTE;:IAMES,__

AUCTIONEER,
FOR COUNTY OF VICTORIM
Cambray, Ont 24
JOSEPH MEEHAN,

Auctioneer
FOR THE COUNTY OF VICTORIA
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MISCELLANEOVUS

| “JAMES KEITH

Seed Merchant and Dealer in
Im ts.
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