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founger aud better lotg'ug woman
than he had expected to sec. lu one
baud she held aloft a caudle, lu the
other she liore a double ijanvled 'guu.
Mr. Travers withdrew into the room
and, as the light came nearei, slipped

again, there's nothing against It Mind
that."

"Might 'appen to nuybody." said Mr.
Benu soothingly. "You till your pipeand don't go chucking good tobacco
away ag'In."

Mr. Travcrs took the offered box and.
with economy born of adversity,
stooped and tilled up tlrst with the plughe had thrown away. Then he re

speak, nnd then, apparently thlnklns
bettor of It, bade her goodby In a
hoarse voice aud walked feebly up
tho road. Mrs. Waters stood watch-

ing until his steps died away in tho
distance and t)n, returning to tne
gnrdeu. took up the spade aud stood
regarding witii some dismay the
mountainous result of his Industry.
Mr. M'ravers. who was standing Just
Inside the back door. Joined her.

"Let me," bo said gallantly.
The day was breaking as he finished

his task. The clean, sweet air and
the exercise bad given him an appetite
to which the smell or cooking bacon
and hot coffee that proceeded from tlio
house had set a sharper edgo. lie
took his coat from a bush and put It
on. Mrs. Waters appeared ut the
door.

"You had better come In nnd havo
some breakrast before you go," she
said brusquely: "there's no more sleep
for me now."

Mr. Travers obeyed with alacrity
aud nfter a satisfying wash In tho

springing up and catching him by the
sleeve, "I'll g!ve it to you m writing.
Come, yon ain't faint hcnrtc.1? Why,
a bluejacket 'ml do It lor the fun o'
the thiug. If 1 give It to you In writ-
ing and there should be an accident,
lis worse tor me than it id tor you.
ain't if:"

Mr. Trnvers hesitated and. pushing
Uis cap back, scratched his bead.

"1 gives you the two quid afore you
go Into tlio house." continued the
boatswain, hastily following up the
lmpresslou he had made. "I'd give 'em
to you now If I'd got 'em with mo.
That's my coutideiice in you. I likes
the look of you. Soldier or sailor,
when there Is a man's work to be
done give 'em to me afore anybody. "

The soldier seated himself again and
let his bundle rail to the ground, "llo
on," he said slowly. ' Write It out fair
and square and sign It and I'm your
man."

The boatswain clapped him on the
shoulder and produced a bundle of pa-
pers from his pocket. "There's letters
there with my name and address n
'em," he said, "lis all rnir, square
and aboveboard. When you've cast
your eyes over them, I'll give you the
writing."

Mr. Travers took them and. relight-
ing his pipe, smoked in silence, with
various side glances at his companion
as that enthusiast sucked his pencil
and snt twlstlug in the agonies or
composition. The document finished,
after several failures had beeu re-
trieved and burnt by the careful Mr.
Travers the boatswain heaved a sigh
of relief and, handing It over to him,
leaned back with a complacent air
while he read It.

"Seems all right," said the soldier,
folding It up and putting It In bJs
waistcoat pocket. "I'll be here at 11

tonight."
"Eleven It is," said the boatswain

briskly, "and, between pals, here's arf
a dollar to go on with."

He patted him on the shoulder again,
and with a cautiou to keep out of sight
as much as possible till night walked
slowly home. His step was light, but
be carried a face lu which care and
exultation were strangely mingled.

By 10 o'clock that ulght care was lu
the asceudaut, and by 11, when he dis-

cerned the red glow of .Mr. Travers'
pipe set as a beacon against a dark
background or hedge, the boatswain
was ready to curse his Inventive pow-
ers. Mr. Travels greeted him cheerily
and. honestly attributing the fact to
good food and a couple of pints of beer
he bad had since the boatswain left
blm, said that he was ready for auy-thlo-

Mr. Benn grunted and led the way
In silence. There was no moon, but
the ulght was clear, and Mr. Travers,
after one or two light hearted attempts
at conversation, abandoned the effort
and fell to whistling sortly Instead.

Except lor one lighted window the
village slept In darkness, but the boat-
swain, who had been walking with the
stealth of a red Indian on the warpath,
breathed more freely arter they had
left it behind. A renewal of his an-

tics n little farther on apprised Mr.
Trovers that they were approaching
their destination, and a minute or two

"What what's tho matter?" gasped
he boatswain.
The widow struggled In his arms.

"A burglar," she said in a tense whis-
per. "But It's all right. I've killed
hlm."

"Kill- "- stuttered the other. "Kill
Killed him?"

Mrs. Waters nodded and released
herself. "First shot." she said, with u
satisfied air.

The boatswain wrung his bands.
"Good heaven!" ho said, moving slow-
ly toward the door. "Poor fellow!"

"Come back." said tho widow, tug-
ging at his coat.

"I was was going to see whether
I could do anything for Mm," quavered
the boatswain. "Poor fellow!"

"You stay where you are," com-

manded Mrs. Waters. "I don't want
any witnesses. I Uou't want this
house to have a bad name. I'm going
to keep it qitit t."

"ytiieti" said tho shaking boatswain.
"How?"

"First thing to do," said the widow
thoughtfully, "Is to get rid of the
body. I'll bury him in the garden, i
think. 'Micro's a very goo bit ol
ground behind those potatoes. You'll
ilud tho spade in lite tool house."

The Mr. Benn stood stock
still regarding her.

"While you're digging the grave,"
contluiied Mrt. Waters calmly. "I'll go
lu and clean up tbe mess."

Mho boatswain reeled uiid then fum-
bled with trembling lingers ut his col-

lar.
Like a mnu lu a dream he stood

watching as she ran to the tool house
and returned with a spade uud pick;
like a man In n tlrenm he followed her
on to tho garden.

"Be careful," she Bald sharply;
"you're treading down my potatoes."

Tho boatswain stopped dead and
stared at her. Apparently unconscious
of his gaze, she begnu to pace out the
measurements and then, placing tbe
tools In his hands, urged lilm to lose
no time.

"I'll bring bim clown when you're
gone." she snld, looking toward the
house.

Mho boatswain wiped his damp brow'
with lite back of his hand, "ilow are
you going to get It downstairs?" he
breathed.

"Drag It!" said Mrs. Waters briefly.
"Suppose ho Isn't dead?" said the

boatswain, with a gleam of hope.
"Fiddlesticks!" said Mrs. Waters.

"Do you think I dou't know? Now,
don't waste time talking, and mind
you dig It deep. I'll put a few cab-
bages on top afterward. I've -

got
more than I want."

She the house nnd ran
lightly upstairs. The candle was still
alight, and the guu was leaulug
against the bedpost, but the visitor
had disappeared. Conscious of un odd
feeling of disappointment, Bho looked
round the empty room.

"Come aud look at hlm," entreated n
voice, and she turned nnd behold the
amused countenance of her Into pris-
oner at the door.

"I've been watching from the back
window," he snld, nodding. "Y'ott'ro
a wonder; that's what you are. Come
and look nt him."

Mrs. Waters followed and, leaning
out of the window, watched witli Blm-pi- e

pleasure the efforts of the amateur
sexton. Mr. Benu was digging llko
one possessed, only pausing at inter-
vals to straighten bis back and to cast
a fearsome glance around him. The
only thing that marred her pleasure
was the behavior of Mr. Travers, who
was struggling for a place with all tho
fervor of a citizen nt the lord mayor's
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15 GEORGE BEXNY retired
boatswain, sighed noisily.

'

mid with a despondent ges-

ture turned to the door and
with the handle in his band; Mrs.

sitting behind the tiny bar lu
"

Windsor ehnir. eyed him with
i tall
some beat.

jly reelings '11 never change, said

lie boatswain.
Xor mino cither." Bald the landlady

sliarulv.
' "It's strange thing. Mr.

Bonn hat von always ask me to marry

roil after the third mug."
"It's only t" get my courage up.

Blended the boatswain. "Next time I'll

do it of"'e 1 ',,ve " drop: Ulttt'" Prove
to vou I'm in earnest."

lie stepped outside and closed the

door before the landlady could maUe

a selection from the many retorts that
trowded to her lips. After the cool bar,
with its smell of damp sawdust, the

road seemed hot and dusty, but the
boatswain, a prey to gloom natural to

a man whose band has been refused

jve times In a fortnight, walked on

unheeding. His steps lagged, but his
brain was active.

He walked for two miles deep In

thought, and then coming to a shady
bank took'n seat upon an Inviting piece
of turf and lit bis pipe. The bent and
the drowsy hum of bees made bim
nod. His pipe hung from the corner
or his mouth, nnd his eyes closed.

He opened them at the sound of ap-

proaching footsteps, and, feeling In his
pocket Tor matches, gazed lazily tit the
Intruder. He saw a tall ninu carrying
a small bundle over his shoulder, and
in tlic erect carriage, the keen eyes
and bronzed face bad little difilctilty
in detecting the old soldier.

The stranger stopped s he readied
the se.i;ed boatswain and eyed him
pleasantly.

"Got a pipe o' baccy, mate?" he In-

quired.
The boatswain handed blm the smnll

metal box In which he kept that lux-

ury.
'

"Lobster, ain't you?" ho said affably.
Tim tnll mnn nodded. "Was." ho re

plied. "Now I'm my own commander
In chief."

"I'addlng It?" suggested the boats-

wain, taking the box from blm and
refilling bis pipe.

The other nodded, and with the air of
one disposed to conversation dropped
his bundle in the ditch and took a sent
beside him. "I've got plenty of time,"
he remarked.

Mr. Benu nodded, and for awhile
smoked on In silence. A dim idea
which bad been in his mind for some
time began to clarify. He stole a
glance at bis companion a man of
about thirty eight, clear eyes, with hu-
morous wrinkles at the corners, a
heavy mustache and a cheerful ex-

pression more than tinged with reckl-
essness.

"Ain't over and above fond o' work?"
suggested the boatswain, when he had
finished his Inspection.

"I love it." said the other, blowiug
cloud of smoke lu the air, "but we

an't have all we want In this world;
It wouldn't he good for us."

The boatswain thought of Mrs. Wat-
ers and sighed. Then he rattled bis
pocket.

"Would orf a quid be any good to
Ton:' he Inquired.

"Look here," began the soldier, "Just
because I asked yc for a pipe o'
baccj- "-

"No offense," said the other quickly.'I mean if you earned It?"
The soldier nodded and took his pipe

rom his mouth. "Gardening and
windows'" he hazarded, with a shrug
of his shoulders.

Jhe boatswain shook his head.
"Scrubbing, p'r'nps?" said the soldier,
ith a sigh of resignation. "Last

house I scrubbed out 1 did It so thor-ushl- y

they accused me of pouching
onp. Hang 'em!"

"And yon didn't?" queried the bont-ain- ,

criK hlm keel)lv
The soldier rose and. knocking the

s out of his pipe, Ezed at hi
darkly "I can't give It back to you.'oe Said Slowlv. "heeanci. I'v.. .mr.l.-nr- l

fe of it. and I can't pay you for it
Juse I've only got twopence, nnd

t want for myself. So long.
tey, and next time a poor wretch

yon for a pipe be civil."
I never see such a man for takingWense In all mv t .

Postulated the l...i ..i .'i
sons for that remark, 'mate. Good

"icy was."
J?' 8oldlor grunted and, stooping,
.' 'u UI' "is bundle.
B..SDOke of nrf a sovereign Just
,J co"'lnued the boatswain, Im- -

mv ? ' "and hen 1 te y that 1
to you to do a bit o' burgling

cerT? W necessary 14 'or me to
..... . , ur nonesty."Burjrllnirv.

anrnt 'I!ooestJ'' 'Struth; are youor ara iy
lnr,?'ng'" "ald tte boatswain, wav- -

for7oumtmitatlon away wl,n hls nnd.' tl"lu to oe a Durgiar.""ere both .
laid iitHis wnat it is, '

L
i
eo,ll rlgnedly.boatswain flgetod. "if yon don't

22?. ""mi's the ord aid no 'arm
"llnm- ";'l(1' hoI(ll,S out his band.

word'" 88111 b soldier.
L "My ""roe's Ned Travers.lrr"W for a spree now and

Into a big cupboard by the sideyr the
fireplace aud. standing bolt upright,
waited. The libt came into the room.

"Must have been my fancy," said a
plea-au- t voice.

"Bless her." smiled Mr. Travers.
His trained ear recognized the sound

of cocking triggers. The next moment
a heavy body humped against the door
of the cupboard and the key turned in
the lock.

"Got your" said the voice triumphant-
ly. "Keep still. If you try and break
out I shall shoot you."

"All right," said Mr. Travers hastily.
"I won't move."

"Better not," snid the voice. "Mlud,
I've got a guu pointing straight at
you."

"Point it downward, there's a good
girl," said Mr. Travers earncslly, "and
take your linger off the trigger. If
anything happened to me you'd never
forgive yourself."

"It's ail right so long as you don't
move," said tlio voice, "and I'm not a

girl." It milled sternly.
"Yes, you are," said the prisoner. "1

saw you. I thought it was an angel at
first. I saw your little bare feet and"

A fnlut scream Interrupted him.
"You'll catch cold," urged Mr. Tra-

vers.
"Don't you trouble aliout me." said

the voice tartly.
"I wou't give any trouble," snld Mr.

Travers, who began to think It was
time for the boatswain to appear on
the scene. "Why don't you call for
help? I'll go like a lamb."

"I don't want your advice," was the
reply. "I know what to do. Now,
don't you try nnd break out. I'm go-

ing to tiro one barrel out of the win-
dow, but I've got the other one for
yon If you move."

"My dear girl," protested the horri-
fied Mr. Travers, "you'll alarm the
neighborhood."

"Just what I want to do," said the
voice. "Keep still, lnlud."

Mr. Travers hesitated. The game
was up, and it was clear that In any
case tne stratagem of the Ingenious
Mr. Benn would iiave to be disclosed.

"Stop!" ho said earnestly. "Don't do

anything rash. I'm not a burglar; I'm
doing this tor a friend of yours Mr.
Benn."

"What?" said an amir.ed voice.
"True as 1 stand here." asseverated

Mr. Trnvers. "Here, here's my In-

structions. I'll put 'em under the door,
aud If you go to the back window
you'll see him In the garueu waiting."

lie rustled the paper under the door,
and It was at once snatched from his
fingers. He regained an upright posi-
tion and stood listening to the startled
and Indignant exclamations of bis
Jailer as she read the boatswain's per-

mit:
This Is to give notice that I, GeorRo

Benn. being of sound mind and body,
have told Nod TraviTS to pretend to he
a burslar ut Mrs. Waters', lie ain't a
burglar, and I shall be outside nil the
time. It's all aboveboard nnd shlpshnpe.

(Signed) CiKOnOE UKNN.

"Sound mind nliovehourd ship-
shape," repeated a dazed olee. "Where
is he"

"Out at the back," replied Mr. Tra-
vers. "If you go to the window you
can see him. Now, do put sotnethiii
round your shoulders, there's a gootl

'

girl." .
There was no reply, but a board

creaked, lie waited lor what seemed
a loug time, aud then the board creak-
ed again.

"Did you see him?" he Inquired.
"I did," was the sharp reply. "You

both ought to be ashamed of your-
selves. You ought to be punished."

"There Is a clothes peg stickiug into
the buck of my bead," remarked Mr.
Travers. "What are you going to do?"

There was uo reply.
"What are you going to do?" re-

peated Mr. Travers somewhat uneas-

ily. "You look too- nice to do any-
thing hard leastw at s so lit!' as
can Judge through this crack."

There was a smothered exclamation
and then sottqds of somebody moving
hastily about the room and the swish
of clothing hastily donned.

"You. ought to have done It before,"
commented the thoughtful Mr. Trn-
vers. "It's enough to give you your
death of cold."

"Mind your business!" snld the
voice shandy. "Now, If I let you
out will you promise to do exactly as
I tell you?"

"Honor bright!" snld Mr. Travers
fervently.

"I'm going to give Mr. Bonn n les-

son he won't forget." proceeded the
other grimly. "I'm going to fire off
this gun nnd then run down and tell
him I've killed ymi."

"Eh?" said the nmnzed Mr. Travers.
"Oh, Lord!"

"U'sh! Stop thnt laughing," com-

manded the voice. "He'll hear you.
Be quiet!"

The key turned In the lock, and Mr.

Travers, stooping forth, clapped his
hand over his mouth and endeavored
to obey. Mrs. Waters, stepping back
with the gun ready, scrutinized him
closely.

"Come on to the landing." said Mr.
Trnvers eagerly. "We don't want
anybody else to hear. Fire Into this."

lie snatched a rk rng from
the floor and stuck It up against tbs
balusters.

"You stay here," said Mrs. Waters.
He nodded.
She pointed the gun at the hearth

rug. tlio walls shook with the explo-
sion, and. with a shriek that set Mr.
Trnvers' teeth on edge, sbo rushed
downstairs and. drawing back the
bolts of the back door, tottered out-
side tnd Into tbe arms of the agltatsd
boatswain.

"Ob. oh, onl" the cried. I

sumed his seat and, leaning back lux-

uriously, bade the other "tire away."
"1 ain't got It all shipshape and prop-

er yet," said Mr. lieuu slowly, "but It s
In my mind's eye. It's been there off
and on like for some time."

He lit his pipe again and gazed fixed-
ly at the opposite hedge. "Two miles
from here, where I live." ho said, after
several vigorous pud's, "there's a little
public 'ouse called the Beehive, kept
by a lady wot I've got my eye on."

The soldier sat up.
"She won't 'ave me," said the boat-

swain with an air of mild surprise.
The soldier leaned back again.
"She's a lone wldder," continued Mr.

Bonn, shaking his head, "and the Bee-
hive is In a lonely place. It's right
through the village, and the nearest
house is urf a mile off."

"Silly place for a pub," commented
Mr. Travels.

"I've been telling her 'ow unsafe It
Is," said the boatswain. "I've beeu
telling her that she wants a man to
protect her, and she only laughs at me.
She don't believe It, d'ye see? Likewise
I'm a small man small, but stiff. She
likes tnll men."

"Most women do," said Mr. Travers,
sitting upright and Instinctively twist-lu-

his mustache. "When I was In the
ranks"

"My Idea Is," continued the
slightly raising his voice, "to kill

two birds with one stone prove to her
that she does want being protected and
that I'm the man to protect her. D'ye
take my meaning, mate?"

The soldier reached out a hand and
felt the other's bleeps. "Like a lump
o' wood," he said approvingly.

"My opinion Is." said the boatswain
with n faint smirk, "that she loves me
without knowing It."

"They often do." snld Mr. Travers,
with a grave shake of his head.

"Consequently I don't want 'er to be
disappointed." said the other.

"It does you credit," remarked Mr.
Travers.

"I've got a good head," said Mr.
Bonn, "else I shouldn't 'live got my
rating as boatswain as soon as I did,
and I've been turning it over In my
mUid over and over ng'ln till my brain
pan fair itches with It. Now If you do
what I want you to tonight and It
comes off nil right. I'll make It a quid."

"Go on, Ynnderbllr," said Mr. Travers.
"I'm listening."

The bontswain gazed at him fixedly.
"You meet me 'ere In tills spot at 11
o'clock tonight," he said solemnly, "and
I'll take you to her 'ouse and put you
through a little winder I know of. You

goes upstairs and alarms ber and she
screams for help. I'm watching the
house fnlthful-lik- e and hear 'er scream.
I dashes In at the winder. knock9 you
down and rescues her. D'ye see?"

"I hear." corrected Mr. Travers
coldly.

"She clings to me." continued the
ltontswnin with a rapt expression of
face, "in her gratltood, and. proud of
i...v strength and pluck, slio marries
me."

"An' I get a five years' honeymoon,"
said the soldier.

The boatswain shook his head and
patted the other's shoulder. "In the

"'c been telling her thnt she wants n

limn to proirci
of the moment you spring

up and escape." he said with a kindly
smile. "I've thought It nil out. You

can run much faster than I can. Any-

ways, you will. The nearest 'ouse Is

orf n mllo off. as I said, and her serv- -

aut Is stnyiug till tomorrow at 'er
mother s, ion nines uu.

Mr Trovers rose to his feet and
stretched himself. "Time I was tod- -

dllng," ho said with a yawn. "Thanks
for nmuslng me. mate.

"You won't do It?" said the boat-

swain, eying him wh much concern.

"I'm liangcd if I do," said the sol-

dier emphatically. "Accidents will

linpnen and then where should I be?"

"If they did." said the boatswain.

"Pd own up and clear you."
"You might." said Mr. Travers, "and

then again you mightn't. So long,

mate."
I 111 make It two quid," snld the

bontswain, trembling with eagerness.
"I've took a fancy to yon. You're fflst
the man for the Job."

The soldier, adjusting his bundle,
elnnced at him oveiOhls shoulder.

"Thankee," he said with mock grati-

tude.
"Look 'ere," said tQ boatswain.

Mr. ncnn'n brciithlng tn he. Ucnl to the
tuak fltydlH icon (llttlttctlu (iiuttltlc.

scullery came Into the big kitchen
with his face shining nnd took a seat
at the table. The cloth was neatly
laid, ami Mrs. Waters, fresh anil
cool, with a smile upon her pleasant
face, snt behind tbe tray. Sbo looked
at her guest curiously, Mr.- Travers'
spirits being somewhat higher thau
tho stnte of his wardrobe appeared to
Justify.

"Why don't you get some settled
work?" sb rjulred, with gentle se-

verity, it Imparted snatches of his
history ct .veen bites.

"Easier said than done," said Mr.
Travers serenely. "But don't you run
awny with tho Idea that I'm a beg-

gar, because I'm not. I pay my way,
such as It Is. And. by tho bye, 1

s'pose I haven't earned that 11 Benn
gave me?"

His face lengthened, and ho felt un-

easily In his pocket.
"I'll glvo them to hlm when I'm tired

of the Joke." said tho widow, holding
out her hand nnd watching closely.

Mr. M'ravers passed Ihe coins over to
her. "Soft band you've got," ho snld
musingly.

"I don't wonder Benu was desperate.
I dare say I should havo done the saniu
In his plnce."

Mrs. Waters bit her lip and looked
out nt the window. Mr. Truvers re-

sumed his breakfast.
"There's only one Job thnt I'm really

fit for, now thnt I'm too old for the
army," he snld confidentially as, break-

fast finished, he stood nt the door
ready to depart.

"Playing at burglars?" hazarded Mrs.
Waters.

"Landlord of a little country public
house," snld Mr. Travcrs simply.

Mrs. Wnters fell back and regarded
hlm with open eyed amazement.

"Good morning." she said lis soon as
she corld trust her voice.

"Goo i: y." said Mr. Travels reluc-

tantly. "I should like to hear how old
Benu takes this Joke, though,"

Mrs. Wnters retreated Into the house
nnd stood regarding hlm. "If you're
passing this way ngnlti nnd like to look
In I'll tell you." sho said after a long
pause. "Goodby."

"I'll look lu lu a week's time," said
Mr. M'ravers.

He took the proffered hand and shook
It warmly. "It would be the best Joki
of nil," he snld, turning away.

"What would?"
The soldier confronted her ngnln.
"For old Bonn to come ro'tnd here

ono evening nnd find me landlord.
M'hlnk It over."

Mrs. Wnters met his gaze soberly.
"I'll think it over when you have gone,"
she snld softly. "Now go."

Orlsln of 'frorUiitrlre."
The flndlni! uf n live ichneumon In n

conHiifiiincnt of baniuifiH from Jnniiilea
roonlls tlio fai't thnt Its ancoxtorii nUo
flrat riNiohi'il thnt isliind liy lilr.
Jnnuilea Imported the k'linonnion to
kill off ruts, hut wiih (llRKitstcil to And
It criunlly fond of poultry nnd 11:4 ready
to devour lions' ORjrs :m It linil been In

Egypt to dispone of those of tho croco-
dile. Ancient Egypt m:eordlngly

It ns n sin-ro- nnimiil. nnd
Jumnk-- does not. But tho strongest
thing thnt hns befallen the Ichneumon
la Its evolution Into tho mythical
"cockatrice." "Ichneumon," being
Greek for "tracker," was translated
Into Latin ns "calcatrlz," and the
wrllers who had never seen a speci-
men liecnme vague as to the descrip-
tion of the beast that was said to
Jump down the crocodile's throat and
pnnw Its way out. They made a wa-

ter snake of It, and finally the first
of "cockatrice" developed the

fabulous serpent bntched from a cock's
V8- Indon ChronlcM.

later they came to n small Inn stand--In- g

Just off the rond. "All flint up and
Mrs. Waters abed, bless her," whis-

pered the boatswain after walking
careruily round the house. "How do
you feel?"

"I'm ail right," said Mr. Travers. "I
feel as If I'd been burgling all my life.
Uow do you reel?"

".Narvous," said Mr. Benn, pausing
under a small window at the rear of
the house. "This Is the one."

Mr. Travers stepped back a few
paces and gazed up at the house. All
was still. For a few moments he stood
listening and then rejoined the boat-
swain.

"Goodby, mate," he said, hoisting
himself on to the sill. "Death or vic-

tory."
The boatswain whispered and thrust

a couple of sovereigns into his baud.
"Take your thno; there's no hurry." he
muttered. "I want to pull myself to-

gether. Frighten 'er enough, but not
too much. When she screams I'll come
In."

Mr. Travers slipped Inside nnd then
thrust his head out of the window.
"Won't she think It funny you should
be so handy?" he Inquired.

"N'o; It's my faithful 'art," said the
boatswain, "keeping watch over her
every night; that's the ticket She
won't know no better."

Mr. Travers grinned nnd removing
his boots handed them out to the oth-

er. "We don't want her to hear me
till I'm upstairs." he whispered. "Put
'em outside, nanuy ror me to pica
up."

The boatswain obeyed, and Mr.

Travers, who was by no means a

good band at darning socks, shivered
as he ttod lightly over a stone floor.

Then, following the Instructions of
Mr. Benn, he made his way to the
stairs and mounted noiselessly.

But for a slight stumble halfway up
his progress was very creditable for
an amateur. He paused and listened
and, nil being silent, made his way to
the landing and stopped outside a

door. Despite himself his heart was

beating faster than usual.
He pushed the door open Blowly

and started as it creaked. Nothing
happening, he pushed again and.
standing Just inside, saw by a small
ewer silhouetted against the casement

that he was In a bedroom. He lis-

tened for the sound of breathing, but
in vain.

Q "Quiet sleeper." he reflected, "or

perhaps It is on empty room.

wonder whether"
The sound of an opening door mad

him start violently, and be stood still,

scarcely breathing, with his ears on the

alert. A light shone on the Inndlng,
and. peeplne around the door, be saw
woman coming along the corridor t

show.
"Get back!" she said lu a fierce

whLtper. "He'll see you!"
Mr. Trnvers with obvious reluctance

obeyed Just as the victim looked up.
"Is that you, Mrs. Waters?" Inquir-

ed the boatswain fearfully.
"Yes, of course it Is," snapped the

widow. "Who else should It bo, do
you think? Go on! What are you
stopping for."

Mr. Bean's breathing as he bent to
his ta:lt again was distinctly audible.
M'lie head of Mr. Travels rantr-- Itself
once more nlongsldo the widow's. For
a long time they watched In silence.

"Won't you como down here, Mrs.
Wnters?" called the boatswain, look-

ing up so suddenly thnt Mr. Trnvers'
bead bumped painfully against tbe
side of the window. "It's a bit creepy
all alone."

"I'm all right." snld Mrs. Waters.
"I keep fancying there's something

dodging behind them currant bushes,"
pursued the imfortunnto Mr. Benn
hoarsely. "How you can stay there
nlone I can't think. I thought I saw
something looking over your shoulder
Just now. Fancy If It came creeping
up behind and caught bold of you!"

The willow gave a suddeu fnint
scream.

"If you do that again"-- - she said,
turning fiercely on Mr. Travers.

"He put It Into my head," snld the
culprit humbly. "I should never hnvs
thought of such n thing by myself.
I'm one of the quIotcBt nnd best be-

haved"
"Make hnstc, Mr. Beun," snld the

widow, turning to the wlntlow again.
"I've got a lot to do when you'vo fin-

ished."
The boatswain groaned nnd fell to

digging again, and Mrs. Waters, nfter
watchlniP a little while longer, gave
Mr. Travers some iioliited Instructions
about tbe window nnd went down to
tbe garden again.

"Thnt (J ill do, I think." she said,
stepping Into the hole and regarding; It

critically. "Now you'd better gc
straight off home. and. mind, not a
word to a soul about this."

8he put her bund, on his shoulder
and, noticing rn thnt ha
shuddered nt her touch, lid the way
to the gate. The boatswain paused
for ( momtat, as tbougn about Is
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