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CHAPTER 1X.—(Continued.)
Billings gulped agatn. . “1 ‘sup
ot;- don't blame you. Way you're
fixed, you don't have to.” Ie walked
slowly to the winddw gnd back “Take
1wy advice, Dicky, and get those fire
coals Into your safe depesit vault first
@!0g tn-the morning. Hello, you're
counting them off! That's wisé.
Tor with the knife.he had left on
the table I was_ciiting away the
tough threads thet\held the rubles, I
cut off the second \and fousth, leay.

“Go on,” sald mhmg; as1lald down
the kaife. “You've Oonly removed
two,"

“Don’t belleve I'll cut oft any more,”
\d. “Want you to help me tie up
the others just as they were.”

1 insisted. And though Billings
tested and argued apd even called
names, we did as | sald.

“For, by Jove, you know it was.per-
fectly clear that If they had been safe
50 long under-the little covers, the
jewels couldn't find any better place.
E n;ullr thing Billings couldn't see it.
Hesides, the pajamas had to have fast.
enlngs, you know.

1 held one of {he two rubles undef
the light, and, by Jove, | almost’ drop-
ped it—did drop my glass. Seelng a
redhot poker-point In your 'fingers
would give you the same turh.

“Rippers, Billings! Simply rvper-}"
1 exclaimed.

1 beld the other ruby boside 163 tel-
low. Then 1 waited, listening, and 1
heard Bilfings' hand strike dowi-on
the back of a chair.

“I guess I'll be golng. old chap,”
eald gruMy. “Think I'd better, ltler
wl” He cleared hig throat. “Sure
you can’t sell me one, Dicky?” Dashed
if his volge didn't tremble.
uite sure, dear boy,” I murmured,
. without turning around.” “Not mise,

know—these two.”

Billings exploded menﬂ It seemed
an opportunity to relieve himselr
ot yours! Why, you dodgasted idiot,
you nimcompoop, you *cickoo, you
chicken head! What not ve you
ot 1 that fool's nersid now? Jf those
ribles are mot yours, whose do you
thlgk they are?” ®

[ whirled about quickly. "“Yours,
said; and lald them in his hatid.

“My- compliments;-old chap,” 1 add-
ed, smiling. By Jove! One time, at
least, I put 1t all over old Billings

and gripplng my shoulder.
1 grioned cheérfully.

fell into a chair and just sat
there mouthing at me and.then at the
jewels in his hand. Old boy looked
deyilish - silly. - Really_acted like he
bad some
thing.

m.
“Don’t you see? I sald, trylng to
_explain. “Wouldn't bave known a
dakhed -thing about the buttons be-
ing rubles but for you. So lucky they
. came to me so I can get'a chance to
_ help out your collection. Awfully glad,
old ‘chap.’

B‘ clénched the jewels, and loaked
down.
“Dicky—" He Mﬂd & little hus-
my a8 he paused. “Dicky.” His volce
wiis so low I could hardly hear him,
“Dieky, you're off your trolley, and
U'm. & damned—"
‘l'i! ralsed his arm md dropped 1t.
“Well, never mind what,” he fin-

ble
but it was all I could go, and ob, |
wanted one so badly, Dicky! And
sow you've made me feel like a dog.
< And 1 can't take your gift, old cbap,
wny more than I could afford to offer
vou the real value of onme of these
hewntiful stones. Here? And he
sasged them back to me.
“1"know each of them to be worth
anywhere from Torty to fifty thousand
o quietly. "“They're the
heads scodp

No!” he gasped, mm}ung over

ort of stroke—that sort of |

my arm out of the window, “or, dash
me, 11 drop them instantly. Six sto-
ries, you know—stone flagging be-
fow:r -

It you don't say you'll take ‘em,
time I count three, I'll give ‘em a

by Jove! One!™

Here, Dicky! Don’t be a—"

'wo!” | counted. o bluff, you
know: I meant jolly well to dojt.
f “Just one word—one !CGM‘
Dicky!” he yelled. “Let me oL with
one, then. Dicky! Dicky, old chap!
Be a good sportsman'™

I hesitated. Dash it, one hates to
take an advantage.

Billings stretebed out. his arm ap-
pealingly. “Do, old-Thap!” he plead-
ed. “Give me just one—one only

His hand shook like a quivering
what's-its-name leal. .

I yielded reluctantly: “Oh. well,
then, c-’ 1t off with ongy” I said. And
with sighr 1 tossed hiin one of the
rubles and dropped the other in the
pocket of my smoking-Jacket. Biliings
wiped bhis forehoad, and then he
thanked me and wiped his eyes.

“S80 good of you to give in, old
chap.” he snuflled. “Never will forget

#Oh, 1 say, chuck it, you know!
protested.

“Whole family wiN thank you,” he
went on In his handkerchief. vPrince-
Iy magnanimity and, ali that sort of
thing—you'll just have to come up for
the week end with me this

“ willt” I red®hed forwa
and insistéd on shaking hands. By
Jove, what luck!

And Billings looked segularly over
come. All he could do was just shake
his head and pump my arm. Why,
dash it, this seemed {o affect bim
more even than glying in about the
ruby. It was the first time I had ever
accepted his invitation, you know.

“Tell you what, old cfap,” he satd.
as soon as he could speak. “I'm go-

/ ing to tell you what to do with that

other stone. You save that for her.”

“Her!™ By Jove, [ was so starfléq
1'lost the grip on my monocle. Bill-
ings nodded emphatically.

“Yes, sir—for her: she'll be_ along
one of these days.’ :

“By Jove, yon know!" I was almos,
dizzy with a sudden tdea. I fished
out‘the jewel and held It before my
glass, squinting doubtfully at it. 1
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him. "R)Ibhl' I tell you I wonm't
take er—"

"Ruh!lﬁ"‘ 1 ejaculated contemptu-
‘Rubles nothing! Something
omething worth while, dash

I saw he would never guess It.

“Why, you shall gleep In the pa-
jamas from China,” T exclalmed. And
‘M erln‘ them, [ pllced them) in his

' Uv “QOX‘EQ, Dick:
owed feeling. y
clever of you, old chap! How thun-

"~ Bililgs taice

dering timely, too!"

Ale held them up singly, studylng
their outlines critically.

|
And seo here, Dicky—why, great

Thowas cats!” His eyes turned on
me wonderingly. “Never noticed it be-
fore—did you? But I do believe they

e just my size

His size! By Jove, I had forgotten
all about the item of size! [ just col-
lapsed into a chair as he said good
night, and sat thore blinking in a
regular stupefaction of horror as his
door closed bebind him,

For he was devilish sensitive about
his bulk, and 1 dared nct say a word

CHAPTER X,

Nocturnaf Intrusion.
“Oh. but | say, It's impossible, you

credulously.

He grinned foolishly. “I know, sir:
but he's in ‘em, just the same, and |
must say they do At lovely—just easy-|
lke."

“By Jove!" 1 gasped belplessly.

“Then the jolly things must be made

0’ rubber, that's all!
he welghs over lhleo
pounds, you know!"

Jenkins' head wagged sagaclousl
“I think that’s how it is, sir; it's wo!
derful what they do with rubber now;
my brother wears a rubber cloth band
age that ain't no bigger ‘round than
my arm when it's oft of him, and|
he—* -

“Dare say,” [ said sleeptly. as [ fell |
back upon my plllow. “Good night,
Jenkins; hope you'll get enough sleep
to make up for the other night.”

Jenkins sighed as he puncbed out

the light. “Thank you, sir—and govd- |

night,” he murmured.
How long I slept I cannot rell, as

they say In stories, you know; but I |

“I Was So Startled | Lost the Grip on My Monocle.”

wondered If it was good enough for
“her.

“i say, Billlngs” 1 murmured
thoughtfully. “Blondes or brunettes,
you know—which wear rubles?”

“Both!” He said it with a kind of
jaw snap. “They wear anything in
the jewel line they can freeze on to.”

“But which—" -

“The worst? Blondes, my boy—
blondes, every time; especially those

around in black” Billings spoke

you
thing to do with a blonde it she's in
black, especially black silk+hear?”
By Jove, his uplifted finger and
flerce way of saying it gave me a reg-
ular turn, you ksow. but then there
was the ruby, aud | was thinking
that—
Perhaps the four of them in a
braceldL.” I muttérad, “with something
‘vise to help out. They might do.”
“They might,” #ald ‘Billings In
tone of coarse sarcasm. “They might

at him. “Just
1 answered

plaint to mak

was brought jolly wide awake by a

light

shone through the bed-

room’s open door. For re's one
thing will wake me (g@¥cker than
everything else it's a Iight in the room
at night. Fact is, I always want it as

black as the what'ssname cave, or
else I can't sleep: And this light
came from the small electric stand on
the writingdesk. 1 could tell that by
the way it shone.

in therp chimed three. Jolly rum |
hour fdr anybedy to'be up unless |
they were having some fun or were
sick.” So I raised my head and called
softly:
“Jenkins—er—Billings! |
No auswer. Reluctantly I swung
out and stepped within the nex!‘
room. Not a soul there, by Jove
Then I moved over to Billings' door.\
which was wide open for coulnlu.l

like my own. 1 could not see the
shadowed alcove in which the bed
was placed, aud 50 I stood there hesi-
thting, bating awfully to risk the pos-
sibility of disturbing him, don't you
know. And just then my eyes, rang-
Ing sleepily across the room toward |
the private hall, were startied by (he |
apparition of an open doorway. |

Startled, all right! And yet, by |

| Jove, I was in such a Jolly fog, I just |

stood there, nodding and batting at it

in

| “WBat I call devilish queer,” I de- | fiack
| cided. I walked over and stuck my | 8
| head out nto the dark hall.

“Billings! Jenkins!” | whispered
By Jove, not & word! Everything |
as silent as the tomb! |
I dida't like it a bit—so mystertous, |
you know. Besides, dash it, the thing

| was getting me all waked up! 1 just
| knew it once I got excited and thor- |
| oughly awake, it would take me near

Iy ten minutes to get to sleep again.
'And, by Jove, just then the excite-
ment came, for | got hold of the fact
after 1 had stared at It a while, that |
the door of my apartment opening !

‘mlu the outer corridor was standing
| ajar. Why, dash it, It was not oaly |

standivg, it was moving. Then sud-
deniy thq broad streak of light from
the corridor widened under the im-
pulse of
door swung open witn a bang.

And then I heard my name spoken.

Hy Jove, 1 had been standing there
with my mouth open, bobbing my head
lMke a silly dodo; but, give you my

| word, 1 was suddenly wide awake as
-a jolly owl wagon! '

Away down the corridor, by the
mall chute, a man was standing, read-
ing a framed placard. Nothing partic-
wlarly remarkable in this, but as the | ),
door banged he turned Kis head
sharply and ejaculated:

“Damm! Now, that will wake
Lightnut!"

I was surprised, because I couldn't
recall ever having seen him before;
yet, standing as he did undef the light,
1 had opportunity for a devilish good
view. .

He was a heavy set old party, rather
baldish, with showy mutton chops and
a beefy complexion that was jolly well
tanned below the hatband line, you
know. The kind of old boy vou size
up as one of the prime feeder sort
and fond of looking on.the wine when
it is Oporto red. Jiad something of

the cut of the retired India colouels | b

one sces about the Service clubs in |
London—straight 3s a lamp post stul, |
but out of training and in devilisn
need of tapping—that sort of duck,
you know!

What a respectable-looking old par-
ty might be up to, wanderis
bachelor apartment building
In the morning, was none of my busi-
ness. What's more, you know, [
care a jolly hang. But the
s that dasbed me was that just
as 1 moved toward the door to close
it, he uttered my name again and
came straight toward me as though to

So I had to wait, by Jove, for T |
couldn't close the door in his face. | r.
Awfully rotten thing to do—that, you |
know.

“Lost his fleor and wants to in-
quire,” I decided.

And then as he toddled across :he
last yard and stopped before me,

saw that the old chap was in his m;m [ I

thiugs—some darkish sort of pajamas.
“By George!” he exclaimed with a
leer that showed his almost toothless \
old gums. “Bet you never would guess
what 1 got up for!”
No. dash it, I didn’t even care to
try. 1 Jist coughed a little.
(TO BE CONTIN D)

Then Asked Him His Name

New Boarder Tells Table Nelghbor His

Infallible Method in Handling
B i

The new boarder dropped in at din-

ner time and sat next to the only
other man at the table. The new
boarder thought it was up to him to
be affable and friendly.

“I suppose you've boarded here for

some Ume?” Le asked the soiltary ln- |
dividual .

“Yes, quite awbile.”
“How is it, any good?
“[ find ft pretty fair; I've no com-

“Landlady treat ¥bu decent?"
“Well, perhaps [ ought to—"

these old dames nicely and I'll bet you
can live in thé house a month and
never be askéd for a dollar. Watch
me band her the ‘con’ when she comes

married to some measly runt 'Bﬂ{

never did a days work In his life. | |

She earns the coln and be spends it. |
Watch me give her tho real sympa-
thy. Say, my name's Smith. |
see, | didn't bear yours?
“No—I didn't mention my nl«m&!!

doesn’t matter—much—I'm merely the | Iit
landlady’s busband.” | ai

Laughed Out His Nam
It Is hard to'be laughed out of one's
surname. That Is what happened to an

| inoftensive geutleman, Charles Sains

bury Pickwick, Esq., who after the pub-
lication of Dickens’ famous novel felt {
constrained to advertise in the Times
informing the world that owlug to fts |

havidg been brought Into ridicule and | jnder

made a byword by the novelist he in- |
tended to abandon his name forever.
This was the more: hard in his case
because he proudly traced his name
to a knightly origlo—(rom “Pigues-
vite"—"spur fast

Encore.
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- Trying to succeed in business
without advertising is like the
case of the man who, trying o
cutexpenacs, divorced his wife
and alone attempted to keep
house and raise his children.
It cost him more meney. for
‘doctor bills and faneral ex-

* penses.in a year than he gave:.
his ‘wife in a Jifetime.

. Wim advertising;is
business
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THE HIGH
COST OF
LIVING
has not affected our job
printing prices. We're still
doing commercial work

of all kinds at prices sat-
. isfactory to you.

\bout your coﬂn.
We'll catch her
ad. M
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