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Room o Gold In the British

Is probably well enough
to the Inquiring alien and

the traveled American. A true Londoner,
however, I myself had never heard of it
lintll Raffles casually proposed a raid.

'The older I grow. Bunny, the less I
think of your precious stones.
"When did they ever bring in half their
market value in s. d.? There was the
f. rst little crib we ever cracked together
you with your innocent eyes shut. A
thousand pounds that stuff was wdrth,
but how many hundreds did it actually
fetch? The Ardagh emeralds woren't
much better, old Lady Melrose's necklace
was far worse, but that little lot the other
night has about finished me. A cool hun-
dred for goods priced well over four, and

25 to come off for bait, since we only
got & tenner for the-rl- ng I bought and
paid for like an ass. l'il be shot if I ever
touch a diamond again! Not if it was
tho Kohinoor; those few whacking stones
are too well known, and to cut them up
is to decrease their value by arithmetical
retrogression. Besides, that brings you
up against tho Fence once more, and I'm
dono with the beggars for good and all.
Tou talk about your editors and publish-
ers, you literary swine! Barabbas was
neither a robber nor a publisher, but a

d, barbed-wir- e, spike-toppe- d

Fence. What we really want is an In-
corporated Society of Thieves, with some
public-spirite- d old forger to run it for
us on business lines."

Raffles uttered the.e blasphemies under
his breath, not, I am afraid, out of any
respect for my one redeeming profession,
but because we were taking a midnight
airing on tho roof after a whole day of
June in tho little fiat below. The stars
shone overhead, the lights of London un-

derneath, and between the lips of Raf
fles a cigarette of the old and only brand.
I had sent in secret for a box of the best.
The boon had arrived that night, and the
foregoing speech was the first result. I
could afford to ignore the Insolent asides,
however, where the apparent contention
was so manifestly unsound.

"And how are you going to get rid of
your gold?" said I, pertinently.

"Nothing easier, my dear rabbit."
"Is your Room of Gold a roomfut' of

sovereigns?"
Raffles laughed softly at my scorn.
"No, Bunny, it's principally in the shape

of archaic ornaments, whose value, I ad-
mit. Is largely extrinsic But gold Is
gold, from Phoenicia to Klondike, and if
we cleared the room we should eventually
do very well."

"How?"
"I should melt It down into a nugget

and bring it home from the U. S. A. to-

morrow."
"And then?" '
"Make them pay up in hard cash across

the counter of the Bank of England. And
you can make them."

That I knew, and so said nothing for a
time, remaining a hostile though a silent
critic, while we paced the cool black leads
with our bare feet softly as cats.

"And how do you propose to get enough
away," at length I asked, "to make it
worth while?"

"Ah, there you have it," said Raffles.
"I only propose to reconnolter the ground
to see what we can see. Wo might find
some hiding place for a night; that, I am
afraid, would be our only chance."

"Have you ever been there before?"
"Not since they got the one good, port-

able piece which I believe that they ex-
hibit now. It's a long time since I read
of it I can't remember where but I
know they have got a gold cup of sorts
worth several thousands. A number of
the immorally rich clubbed together and
presented it to tho nation, and two of the
richly Immoral Intend to snaffle it for
themselves. At any rate wc might go and
have a look at it, Bunny, don't you
think?"

Think! I selzrd his arm.
"When? When? When?" I asked like

a qulck-flrln- g gun.
"The sooner the better, while old Theo-

bald's away on his honeymoon."
Our medico had married the week be-

fore, nor was any tak-
ing his work at least not that considera-
ble branch of it which consisted of Raf-
flesduring his brief absence from town.
There were reasons, delightfully obvious
to us, why such a plan would have been
highly unwise in Dr. Theobald. I, how-
ever, was sending his daily screeds and
both matutinal and nocturnal telegrams,
the cpmpositlon of which afforded Raffles
not a little enjoyment.

"Well, then, when when?" I began to
repeat.

"Tomorrow if you like."
"Only to look?"
The limitation was my one regret.
"We must do so, Bunny, before we

leap."
"Very woll," I sighed. "But tomorrow

it is!"
And the morrow It really was.
I saw the porter that nlcht and. I still

think, bought his absolute allegiance for
je second coin of the realm. Mv story.

Rwever, invented by Raffles, was suffi
ciently specious in itself. That sick gen
tleman, air. aiaturln (as I had to remem
ber to call him), was really or apparently
sickening for fresh air. Dr. Theobald
would allow him none: he was pestering
me for Just one day in the country while
the glorious weather lasted. I was my-
self convinced that no possible ' harm
could come of the experiment. Would
the porter help me In so innocent and
meritorious an Intrigue? The man hesi-
tated. I produced my half sovereign. The
man was lost. And at 8:30 next morn-
ing, before the heat of the day. Raffles
and I drove to Kew Gardens in a hired
landau, which was to call for us at mid-
day and wait until we came. The porter
had assisted me to carry my invalid
downstairs. In a carrying-cha- ir hired (like
the landau) .from Harrod's stores for the
occasion.

It was little after 9 when we crawled
together into the gardens: by half past
my invalid had had enough, and out he
trotted on my arm; a cab, a message to
our coachman, a timely train to Baxter
street, another cab, and we were at the
British Museum brisk pedestrians now
not very many minutes after the opening
hour of 10 A. M.

It was one of those glowing days which
will not be forgotten by many who were
in town at the time. The Diamond Jubi-
lee was upon us. the Queen's weather had
already set in. Raffles, Indeed, declared
it was as hot as Italy and Australia put

--together; and certainly the short Sum-
mer nights gave the channels of wood
and asphalt and the continents of brick
and mortar but little time to cool. At
the British Museum the pigeons were
crooning among the shadows of the grimy
colonnade, and the stalwart janitors
looked less stalwart than usual, as
though their medals were too heavy for
them. I recognized some habitual read-
ers going to their labor underneath the
dome; of mere visitors we seemed among
the first.

"That's the room." said Raffles, who
had bought the two-penn- y guide, as we
studied it openly on the nearest bench;

.No. 43, upstairs and sharp around to
ie right Come on. Bunny!"
And ho led the way In silence, but

rwith a long, methodical stride which I
could not understand until we came to
the crrrldor leading to the Room of
Gold, where he turned to me for a mo-
ment

"A hundred and thirty-nin- e yards from
this to the open street," said Raffles,
"not counting the stairs. I suppose we
could do it in 20 seconds, but if we did

we should have to jump the gates. No,
you must remember to loaf out at slow
march. Bunny, whether you like It or
not." "

"But you talked about a hiding-plac- e

for a night"
"Quite so for all night We should

have to get back, go on lying low, and
gaunter out with the crowd next day-af- ter

doing the whole show thoroughly."
"What! With gold in our pockets"
"And gold In our boots, and gold up

the sleeves and legs of our suits! You
leave that to me. Bunny, and wait till
you've tried two pairs of trousers sewn
together at the foot! This is only a pre-
liminary reconnoitre. And here we are."

It is none of my business to describe
the Room of Gold, with which
I, for one, was not a little disappointed.
The glass cases, which both fill and lino
It, may contain unique examples of the
goldsmith's art In times and places of
which one heard quite enough In the
course of one's classical education; but
from a professional oolnt of view, I
would as lief have the ransacking of a
single window in the West End as tho
pick of all those spoils of Etruria and
of ancient Greece. Tho gold may not
be so soft as it appears, but it certainly
looks as though you could bite off the
business end of the spoons, and stop
your own teeth in doing so. Nor should
I care to be seen wearing one of the
rings; but the greatest fraud of all (from
the aforesaid standpoint) is assuredly that
very cup of which Raffles had spoken.
Moreover, he felt this himself.

"Why, it's as thin as paper," said he,
"and enameled like a mlddleaged lady
of quality! But, by Jove, It's one of the
most beautiful things I ever saw In my
life. Bunny. I should like to have It for
its own sake, by all the gods!"

The thing has a little square case of
plate glass all to Itself at one end of the
room. It may have been the thing of
beauty that Raffles affected to consider
it, but 1 for my part was In no mood to
look at it in that light Underneath were
the names of the plutocrats who had
subscribed for this national gewgaw, and
I fell to wondering where the KK came
in. while Raffles devoured his twopenny
guidebook as greedily as a schoolgirl
with a zeal for culture.

" 'Those are scenes from tho martyrdom
of St Agnes." said he " " 'trans-
lucent on relief one of the finest
specimens of Its kind.' I should think
it was! Bunny, you Philistine, why can't
you admire the thing for its own sake?
It would be worth having only to live up
to! There never was such rich enameling
on such thin gold, and what a good
scheme to hang the lid up over it, so that
vou can see how thin it Is. I wonder If
we could lift it. Bunny, by hook or
'rook?"

"You'd better try. sir," said a dry voice
at his elbow.

The madman seemed to think we had
the room to ourselves. I knew better,
but, like another madman, had let him
ramble on unchecked. And here was a
stolid Constable confronting us In the
short tunic that they wear In Summer,
his whistle on its chain, but no truncheon
at his side. .good-humore- d, perspiring
face and a limp mustache. He looked
sternly at Raffles and Raffles looked mer-
rily at him.

"Going to run me-I- n. officer?" said he.
"That would be. a Joke my hat!"

"I didn't say as I was. sir," replied
the policeman. "But that's queer talk
for a gentleman like you, sir. In the
British Museum!" And he wagged his
helmet at my Invalid, who had taken
his airing in frock coat and top hat the
more readily to assume his present part

"What!" cried Raffles, "simply saying
to my friend that I'd like to lift the
gold cup? Why. so I should, officer, so
I should! I don t mina wno nears me
say so. It's one of the most beautiful
things I ever saw in all my life."

The Constable's face had already re-

laxed, and now a grin peeped under the
limp mustache. "I dare say there's
many as feels like that sir," said he.

"Exactly: and I .ay what I feel, that's
all." said Raffles airily. "But, seriously,
oflicer, is a valuable thing like this quite
safe In a case like that?"

Snfi enoueh as long as I'm here," re
plied the other between grim Jest and
stout earnest Raflles studied" his face; he
was still Watching Raflles, and I kept an
eye on them both without putting In my
word.

"You. appear to be single-hande- d, ' ob-

served Raflles. "Is that wise?".
The note of anxiety was capitally

caught; It was at once personal and
public-spirite- d, that of tho enthusiastic
savant, afraid for a national troasuro
which few appreciated as he did himself.
And, to be sure, tho three of us now had
this treasure to ourselves. One or two
others had been thero when we entered,
but now they were gone.

"I'm not single-handed- ." said the offi-

cer, comfortably. "See that seat by the
door? One of the attendants sits there
all day long."

"Then whore is he now?"
"Talking to another attendant Just out-

side. If you listen you'll hoar them for
yourself."

We listened and we did hear them, but
not Just outside. In my own mind I even
questioned whether they were In the cor-

ridor through which we had come. To
me it sounded as though they were Just
outside the corridor.

"You mean the fellow with the billiard
cue who was hero when we came In?"
pursued Raffles.

"That wasn't a billiard cue! It was a
pointer," the Intelligent oflicer explained.

"It ought to be a Javelin." said Raflles
nervously. "It ought to be a poleax!
The public treasure ought to be better
guarded than this. I shall write to the
Times about it You oee if I dont!"

All at once, yet somehow not so sud-
denly as to exclto suspicion. Raflles had
become tho elderly busybody with nerves;
why I could not for the life of mo im-
agine, and the policeman siemed equally
at sea.

"Lor bless you. sir." said he. "I'm all
right Don't you bother your head about
me."

"But you haven't even got a trunch-
eon!"

"Not likely to want one. either. You
see, sir, it's early as yet In a few
minutes these here rooms will All up, and
there's safety In numbers, as they say."

"Oh. it will fill up soon, will it?"
"Any minute now, sir."
"Ah!"
"It Isn't often empty as long as this,

sir. It's the Jubilee. I supjjpse."
"Meanwhile, what If my friend and I

had been professional thieves? Why, we
could have overpowered you in an instant
my good fellow."

"That you couldn't: leastways, not
without bringing the whole place about
your ears."

"Well. I shall write to the Times all
the same. I'm a connoisseur In all this
port of thing, and I won't have unneces-
sary risks run with tho nation's property.
You said there was an attendant Just out
side but ho sounds to me as though he
were at the other end of the corridor. I
shall write today."

For an instant wo all three listened.
and Raflles was right Then I saw two
things in one glance. Raffles had stepped
a few inches backward and stood poised
upon the ball of each foot, his arms half
raised, a light In his eyesf And another
kind of light was breaking over the crass
features of our friend the constable.

"Then shall I tell you what I'll do?
he cried, with a sudden clutch at the
whistle chain on his chest The whistle
flew out but it never reached his lips.
There were a couple of sharp smacks.
like double barrels discharged all but

U2d the man. reeled.
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against me so that I could not help
catching him as he fell.

"Well done. Bunny! I've knocked him
out I've knocked him out! Run you to
the door and see If the attendants have
heard anything, and take them on if they
have."

Mechanically I did as I was told. There
was no time for thought, still les for
remonstrance or reproach, though my
surprise must have been .even more com-
plete than that of the constable before
Raffles knocked the sense out of him.
Even In my utter bewilderment however,
the instinctive caution of the real crimi-
nal did not desert me. I ran to the door,
but I sauntered through It to plant my-
self before a Pompellan fresco in the cor-
ridor, and there were tho two attendants
still goFslplng outside the further door,
nor did they hear the dull crash which I
heard even ns I watched, them out of the
corner of each eye.

It was hot weather, as I have said, but
the perspiration on my body seemed al-
ready to have turned Into a skin of Ice.
Then I caught the faint reflection of my
own face In the casing of the fresco, and
it frightened me into some sombkince of
myself as Raffles Joined me with his
hands in his pockets. But my fear and
Indignation were redoubled at the sight
of him. when a single glance convinced
me that his pockets were as empty as his
hands, and his mad outrage the most
wanton and reckless of his whole career.

"Ah. very Interesting, very Interesting,
but nothing to what they have in the
museum at Naples or In Pompeii Itself.
You must go there some day. Bunny.
I've a good mind to take you myself.
Meanwhile slow March the beggar
hasn't moved an eyelid. Wo may swing
for him If you show indecent, haste."

"Wc!" I whispered. "We!"
And my knees knocked, together as we

came up to the chatting attendants. But
Raffles must needs Interrupt them to ask
the way to the Prehistoric Saloon.

"At the top of the stairs."
"Thank you. Then we'll work round

that way to the Egyptian part"
And we left them resuming their provi-

dential chat
"I believe you're mad," I said bitterly

as we went
"A hundred and thirty-nin- e yards,

wasn't It?" said Raffles, composedly.
Ignoring my remark. "Then it can't be
more than a hundred and twenty now
not as much. Steady. Bunny, for God's
sake. It's slow march for our lives!"

Thero was this much management
The rest was our colossal luck. A han-
som was being paid off at the foot of
the steps outside, and In we jumped.
Raffles shouting "Charing Cross!" for all
Bloomsbury to hear.

We had turned Into Bloomsbury street
without exchanging a syllable, when he
struck the trapdoor with his fist

"Where the devil are you driving us?"
"Charing Cross, sir."
"I said King's Cross! Round you

spin and drive like blazes or we miss
our train! There's one to York at
10:35," added Raffles, as the trapdoor
slammed. "We'll book there. Bunny,
and then we'll slope through the sub-
way to the Metropolitan, and so to
ground via Bakor street and Earl's
Court"

And actually in half an hour he was
seated once more in tho hired carrying
chair, while the porter and I staggered
upstairs with my decrepit charge, for
whose shattered strength even one
hour In Kew Gardens had proved too
much! Theri. and not until then. when
wo had got rid of the porter and were
alone, at last did I tell Raffles In tho
most nervous English at my command
frankly and exactly what I thought of
him and of his latest deed. Once
started, moreover, I spoke as I have
seldom spoken to living man. and Raf-
fles, of all men. stood my abuse with-
out a murmur, or. rather, he sat it
out too astounded even to take off hi.s
hat though I thought his eyebrows
would have lifted it from his head.

"But It always was your infernalway!" I was savagely concluding. "You
make one plan and you tell me an-
other "

"Not today. Bunny, I swear!"
"You. mian. to tell xae .you xezllr did

'AN TO

start with the baro idea of finding a
place to hide in for a night?

"Of course I did."
"It was to be the more reconnolter

you pretended."
"There wus no pretense about It,

Bunny."
"Then why on earth go and do what

you did?"
"The reason would be obvious to

anyone but you." said Raffles, still
I with no unkindly scorn. "It "was tho
temptation of a "minute tho final Im
pulse of the fraction of a second, when
Roberto saw that I was tempted, and
let me see that he saw it It's not a
thing I care to do, and I shan't be
happy till the pafpers tell me the poor
devil is alive. But a knockout shot
was the only chance for us then."

"Why? Ypu don't get run In for
being tempted, nor yet for showing
that you are!"

"But I should have deserved running
I In if I hadn't yielded to such a tempta-- 1

Hon as that Bunny. It was a chance
' in a hundred thousand! Wo might go
there every day of our lives and never
again be tho only outsiders in the
room, with the blllard-mnrkin- g John-- :
nle practically out of earshot at one

; and the same time. It was a gift from
I the gods; not to have taken it would

have been flying in the face of Provi-
dence."

"But you didn't take "it" said I. "You
went and left It behind."

I wish I had had a kodak for the
little smile with which Raffles shook
his head, for it was one that he kept
for those great moments of which our
vocation Is not devoid. All this time
he had been wearing his hat tilted a
little over eyebrows no longer raised.
And now at last I knew where the gold
cup was.

It stood for days upon his chimney
piece, this costly trophy whose ancient
history and final fate filled newspaper
columns even In these days of Jubilee,
and for which the flower of Scotland
Yard was said to bo seeking high and
low. Our Constable, we learned, had
been stunned only, and from the mo-
ment that I brought him an evening
paper with the news Raffles' spirits
rose to a height Inconsistent with his

j equable temperament and as unusual
. in him as the sudden Impulse upon
which ho had acted with such effect

. The cup itself appealed to me no more
I than it had done before. Exquisite it
t might be. handsome it was, but so
! light in the hand that the mere gold of
j it would scarcely have poured three
! figures out of the melting pot And
what said Raffles but that ho would
never melt it at all!

"Taking it was an offense ngalnst
the laws of the land. Bunny. That Is
nothing. But destroying It would be
a crime against God and art. and may
I be spitted on the vane of St Mary
Abbot's If I commit it!"

Talk such as this was unanswerable:
Irideed. the whole affair had passed the
palo of useful comment, and the one
course left to a practical person was
to shrug his shoulders and enjoy the
Joke. This was not a little enhanced
by the newspaper reports, which de-
scribed Raffles as a handsome youth
and his unwilling accomplice ns an
older man of blackguardly appearanco
and low type.

"Hits us both off rather neatly. Bun-
ny," said he. "But what none of them
do Justice to Is my dear cup. Look at
It only look at it man! Was ever
anything so rich and yet so chaste? StAgnes must have had a pretty bad
time, but it would be almost worth It
to go down to posterity in such enam-
el upon such gold. And then the his-
tory of the thing. Do you realize that
it's COO years old and has belonged to
Henry VIII and to' Elizabeth, among
others? Bunny, when you have me
cremated you can put my ashes in
yonder cup and lay us In the. deep-delv- ed

earth together."
"And meanwhile?"
"It is the Joy of my heart, the light of

my life, the delight of mine eye."
"And suppose other eyes catch sight

of nr
TJiey- - never must; the? never eMU."

TH5 DOOR.

Raffles would have been too absurd had
he not been thoroughly alive to his own
absurdity. There was nevertheless an un-
derlying sincerity in his appreciation of
any and every form of beauty which all
his nonsense could not conceal. And his
Infatuation for tho cup was. as he de-
clared, a very pure passion, since the cir-
cumstances debarred him from the chief
Joy of the average collector, that of show- - I

Ing his treasure to his friends. At last.
however, and.at the height of his craze, j

Raflles and reason seemed to come to-- j
gether again as suddenly as they had
parted company In the Room of Gold. ;

"Bunny," he cried, flinging his newspa- - j

per across the room. "I've got an idea I

Etc.

HE most beautiful thing I know of

T Is a savings-ban- k, book there
are no microbes In it( to - steal

away your peace of mind. It is a pro-

moter of sweet sleep, an aid to diges-
tion and a guarantee of good behavior.

A good way to drive love away is to be
jealous.

It Is only life and love that give
life and love.

To lose ones self-respe- ct Is the
greutost calamity.

One man's rights end only where
man's bogin.

To have friends Is a "great gain, but
to achieve an onemy is a distinction.

Extremes equalize themselves; the
pendulum swings as far this way as
it does that

In order to stand success you must
be of very stern fiber, with all the gods
on your side.

Strong men can well afford to be
gentle those who know can well cul-

tivate silence.

There is no tight worth making no
struggle worth the while the
struggle for freedom.

Many hate, but few have a fine capacity
for scorn. Their hate Is so vehement that
when hurled it falls short.

Tobacco, strong drink and opium al-

ternately lull and excite, soothe and ele-

vate, but they always and forever de-

stroy.

The savings bank, habit is different from
the cab habit, and not so'' costly to your
thlnkery and wallet as the cigarette
habit. '

Above nil things you must be calm,
d, never anxious, and be al-

ways renJy to accept whatever the
gods may send.

Just how much discord is required In
God's formula for a successful life, no
one knows, but It must have a use, for
It is always there.

No one can appreciate tho beautiful
who has not a keen sense of humor, for
the beautiful is the harmonious, and the
laughable is the absence of fit adjust-
ment

The life of every man is a seamless
garment Its woof his thoughts. Its warp
his deeds. When for the roaring
loom of time stops and the thread Is
broken, fcoliih. ixopla, .jgmettmw poln
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after your own heart I know where I
can p!ace it after all!"

"Do you mean the cup?"
"I do."
"Then I congratulate you."
"Thanks."

Upon the recovery of your
"Thanks galore. But you've been con-

foundedly unsympathetic about this thing.
Bunny, and I don't think I shall tell you
my scheme till I've carried It out"

"Quite time enough," said I.
"It will mean your letting me loose for

an hour or two under cloud of this very
night Tomorrow's Sunday, the Jubilee's
on Tuesday, and old Theobald's coming
back for it"

to certain spots In the robe and say: "O.
why did he not leave them out?" not
knowing that every action of man Is a
sequence from off Fate's spindlo.

All nrt that lives is vitalized with a
spiritual essence: an essence that ever
escapes the nnalyst, but which is felt
and known by all who have hearts that
throb and souls that feel.

The individual who has not known an
has not the spiritual

vision that Is a passport to Paradise.
He forever yammers between the worlds,
fit neither for heaven nor hell.

Misery comes from lack of full, free
and from nothing else.

Tho man who fights for freedom, fights
for the right of for
himself and others nnd Immortality
lies in nothing else.

No one knows a thing for. sure until he
has told it to someone else. We deepen
Impressions by recounting them, and to
habitually suppress and repress the child
when he wants to tell of the curious and
wonderful. things he has seen is to display
a ur acumen.

Men of leisure seldom have time to
think If you want a thing done it is
safest and best- - not to pick a publican.
Only busy men have time to do things.
The men, who have good Incomes and
work little, envied only by those
with a mental Impediment

To divert, arouse and please the peo-
ple is a necessity to the ruler, for power
dt the last Is derived from the people,
and no government endures that Is not

nature in its sublime A
By its thousands

of women this
great crisis in perfect

"It doesn't much matter whether he's
back or not if you go late enough."

"I mustn't be late. They don't keep
open. No. It's no use your asking any
questions. Go out and buy me a big box
of Huntley & Palmer's biscuits, any sort
you like, only they must be theirs, and
absolutely the biggest box they sell."

"My dear man!"
"No questions. Bunny; you do your part

and I'll do mine."
Subtlety and success were In his foes.

It was enough for me. and I had done
his extraordinarv biddinr within a Quar
ter of an hour. In another minute Raflles
had opened the box and tumbled all tho
biscuits into the nearest chair.

"Now newspapers!"
I 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. I don't want
to be taken for the grocer's 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 at the cor
ner. And the sun was still up. But Raf-
fles 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 danger-
ous ally, tho porter. Raflles had passed
him unsuspected in going, but had man-
aged to avoid him altogether on the re
turn Journey, which he had completed by
way of the other entrance and the roof.
I breathed again.

And what have you done with the
cup?"

"Placed it!"
"How much How much for?"
"Let me think. I had a couple of cabs

and the postage was a tenner, with an
other twopence for Yes, It
cost me exactly

"It cost you? But what did you get for
it Raffles?"

"Nothing, my boy."
"Nothing!"
"Not a crimson cent."
"I am not surprised. I never thought It

had a market value. I told you so e

beginning." I said Irritably. "But
what on earth have you done with the
thing?"

"Sent it to the Queen."
"You haven't!"
Rogue is a word with various meanings.

and Raflles had been one sort of Rogue
ever since I had known him, but now for
once he was the Innocent variety, a great
gray-haire- d child, running over with mer-
riment and mischief.

"Well, I've sent it to Sir Arthur Blgge
to present to her Majesty, with the loyal
respects of tho thief, if that will do for
you." said Raffles. "I thought they might
take too much stock of me at the G. P. O.
If I addressed It to the sovereign herself.
Yes, I drove over to St Martln's-Ie-Gran- d

with it, and I registered the box Into tho
bargain. Do a thing properly if you do
it at all."

"But why on earth," I groaned, "do
such a thing at all?"

My, ueur nunny, we nave oeen reigncu
over for over GO years by infinitely the
finest monarch the world has ever seen.
The world Is taking tho present oppor-
tunity of signifying the fact for all It la
worth. Every nation is laying of its best
at her royal feet, every class In the com-
munity is doing its little level except
ours. All I have done is to remove one
reproach from our fraternity."

At this I came round, was Infected with
his spirits, called him the sportsman ho
always was and would be, and shook hLs
daredevil hand In mine, but at the same
time I still had my qualms.

"Supposing they trace It to us?" said I.
"There's not much to catch hold of In a

biscuit box by Huntley & Palmer," replied
Raffles;, "that wa3 why I sent you for one.
And I didn't write a word upon a sheet
of paper which could possibly be traced.
I simply printed two or three on a virginal
postcard another halfpenny to .the bad
which might have been bought at any
postofllce In the kingdom. No, old chap,
the G. P. O. was the one real danger;
there was one detective I spotted for my-
self, and the sight of him has left me
with a thirst. Whisky and 9ulllvans for
two. Bunny, if you please."

Raffles was soon clinking his glass
ngalnst mine.

"The Queen," said he. "God bless her!"

founded on the consent of the gov-
erned. If you would rule either a
woman or a nation, you would better
gnln consent. To secure consent you
must say "please."

Run the list in your mind of the
names that are Immortal, and you will
recall only those of men who have
widened the horizon for other men: and
that select number who are remem-
bered In Infamy because they linked
their names with greatness by doubt-
ing, denying, betraying and persecut-
ing it deathless through disgrace.

I am positive that I can take, just as
they come, twenty-liv- e or fifty Sing-Sin- g

men, and by the Kindergarten Method
manage them, In a room alone, day after
day, without arms or a guard, in a per-
fectly and decent manner. I can
teach them toexpress themselves In use-

ful work, and can gradually develop
among the most of them a degree of
deftness and skill that will make them

A city is no place for children nor
grown-up- s. Birds and belong
In the country. Paved streets, stone side-
walks, smoke-begrim- houses, signs
reading, "Keep off the grass," prying po-

licemen, and zealous ashbox Inspectors
are Insulting things to greet the gaze of
the little immigrants fresh from
Small wonder Is it as they grow up,
that they take to drugs and drink, seek-
ing in these a respite from the rattle of
wheels and the never-endin- g cramp of
unkind conditions. But Nature under-
stands herself; the second generation,
city-bre- d, is impotent

la the joy of the household, for without
it no happiness can be complete. How
sweet the picture of mother and babe,
angeis smile at and commend tho
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thoughts and aspirations of the mother
bending over the cradle. The ordeal through
which the expectant mother must pass, how-
ever, is so full of danger and suffering that
sne looks torward to the hour when she shall

feel the exquisite thrill qf motherhood with indescribable dread and
fear. Every woman should know that the danger, pain and horror

.of child-birt- h can be entirely avoided by the use of IVlother's Friend,
a scientific liniment for external use only, which toughens and rendera
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and without pain. Sold at $1.00 per
bottle by druggists. Our book of priceless
value to all women sent free. Address


