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Tenth Raffles Story

8 I have bad occaslon to remark elsewbere, the plek of our

exploits, from a frankly ceriminal polnt of view, are of least

use for the comparatively pure purposes of these papers.

They might be appreciated In a trade Journal (f ouly that
wiant could be supplied) by skilled manipulntors of the Jimmy and
the large lght bunch, but as records of unbroken yet insignificant
success they would be fouud at once too trivial and too technical,
if not sordid and unprofitable into the bargaln. The latter epithets
and worse have indeed already been applied, If not to HafMes and
all his works, at least to mine upon Raffles, by more than
worthy wielder of & virtuous pen. [ need pot say how heartily 1
disagree with that truly plous oplolon. Seo far from admitting a
single word of it, 1 maintain it is the Hvellest warning that 1 am
giving to the world. Rafes was & genius and he could not make
it pay! RafMles had invention, resource, Incomparable audaclty and
a nerve in ten thousand. He was both strategian and tactician,
and we all now know the difference between the two, Yet for
monihes he had been hiding ke a rat in a hole, unable to =how
even his altered face by night or day without risk unless another
risk wore courted by three inches of conspleuous erape. Then thus
far our rewards had oftener than vot been no reward at all.  Alto-
gether It was a very different story from the old festive, unsus-
pected club and ericket days, with their noctes ambrosianae at the
Albany.

And now, in addition to the eternal perll of recognition, there
wias yet another menace of which [ knew nothing. 1 thought no
maore of our Neapolitan orgnn-grinders, though I did often think of
the moving page that they had torn for me out of my friend’s
steange life tn Italy. Raflles never alluded to the subject agaln,
and for my part I had entirely forgotten his wild Ideas connecting
the organ-grinders with the Camorra and imagining them upon his
own tracks. I heard no ciore of it and thought as little, as 1 say.
Then one night {n the autumn—I shrink from shocking the sus-
ceptible for nothing—but there was a certain house In Palaca Gardens,
and when we got there Rafiles would pass on. 1 could see no soul In
sight, no glimmer in the windows. But Raffles had my arm, and on
we went without talking sbout it. Sharp to the left on the Notting
Hill side, sharper still up Sliver street, o little tacking west and southy
n plinge across High sireet and presently we were home.

“Pajamas first,” sald Raffles with as much authority as though
it mattered. It was a warm night, however, though September, and
I did not mind till 1 came In ¢lad as he commanded to find the aute:
erat himself wstill booted and capped. He was peeping through the
blind and the gus was stll turned down. But he sald that I could
turn it up a8 he belped himself to a cigarette and nothing with it.

“May 1 mix you one?' said I

*“No, thanks."

“What's the trouble?”

“We were followed."” -

“Never!"

“You never saw It."

“But you pever looked round."

“I have an eye at the back of each ear, Bunny."

1 belped myself and I fear with less moderation than might have
been the case & minute before,

“#o that was why'—

“That was why,” sald Raffles, noddipg; but he did not smile and 1
put down my glass untouched,

“They were following ua then!"

“All up Palace Gardens.”

“I thought you wound about coming back over the hllL"

“Nevertheless one of them's in the street below at this moment."

No, he was not foollng me. He was very grim. And he had not
tnken off m thing; perhaps he did not think it worth while.

‘Plain clothes?™ I sighed, following the sartorial train of thought
sven 10 the loathly arrows that had decorated my persou once already
for a litde acon. Next time they would give me double. The skilly
was In my stomach when I saw Raffles’ face,

“Who sald it was the police, Bunny?" sald he, *Tt's the Italloma.
They're only after me; they won't hurt a halr of your head. let alone
cropping it! Have a drink and don't mind me. I shall score them off
before I'm done.”

“And 'l belp you!"

“No, old chap, yon won't, This Is my own littla show. I've
known nbout 1t for weeks. I first tumbled to it the day those Neapoll-
tans came back with thelr organs, though I didn't seriously suspect
things then; they never came again, those two, they had done their
part. That's the Camorra all over, from all accounts. The Count I
told you shout is pretty high up in it by the way he spoke, but there
will be grades and giades between him and the organ-grinders, I
shiouldn’t be surprised if he had every low-down Neapolitan jee-creamer
in the town upon my tracks! The organization's incredible. Then
do you remember the superior forelgner who came to the door &
days afterward? You sald he had velvet eyes."”

“1 never connected him with those
two!l" ‘

“Of course you didn't, Bunny, so f_
you threatened to kick the fellow
downstairs, and only made them
keener on the seent. It was too Iate
to say anythjng when you told me.
But the very pext time I showed my
pose outside | heard & camern click
as | passed, and the fiend was a person
with velvet eyes. Then there was a
lull. That happened weeks ago. They
had sent me¢ to Itwly for identification
by Count Corbuecl"”

“But this is all theory,” 1 ex-
claimed. “"How on earth can you
know ¥

“I don't kunow,” said Rafllea, “but
1 should like to bet. Our friend the
bloodbound is hanging about the cor-
pner near the pillar box. Leok through
my window, it's dark in thers, and tell
me who bhe 18"

The man was too far away for
me 1o swear to s face, but he wore
& covert coat of un-English length and
the lamup across the rond played stead-
ily on his boots. They were very yel-

« low and they made no noise when he

took & turn. 1 strained my eyes, and
all at once I remembered the thin-
soled, low-hecled, splay yellow boots
of the insidious foreigner with the
soft eyes and the brown-paper face
whom I had o from the door as
a palpable frandd The ring at the
bell was the first I bad heard of him,
theére bad beenm vo warning step upon
the sialrs and my susplclous eye bad
searched his feet for rubber soles.

“it's the rfellow,” I s&Md, returning to Haffles, aud 1 described his
boots,

Rafes was delighted.

“Well done, Bunny; you're coming on.” said he. “Now 1 wonder
if he's been over here all the time or If they sent him over expressly?
You did better than you think in spotting those boots, for they can
ouly have been made in I[taly, and that looks like the special envoy.
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TH& COUNT'S GREAT CARCASS BPRAWLED UPON THE TABLE.

But it's no use speculating. 1 muat find ont.”

“How ecan you?'

“He won't stay there all night.”

“Well "

“When
him."

“Not alone,” sald I firmly,

“Well, we'll see; we'll see at once,” sald Raflles, rising. “Out with
the gas, Bunuy, while I take a look. Thank you. Now walt a bit
* & * vyesg! He's chucked It; he's off already, and so am I

Eut I slipped o our outer door and held the passage.

*“1 don't let you go alone, you know."

“You can't come with me in pajamas'

“Now I see why you made me pot them on!"

“Bunny, If you don't shift I shall have to shift you. This is my
very private one-man show. But I'll be back in an hour—therel™

“You ' swear?’

“By all my gods.”

I gave in. How could I help giving in? He did not look the man
that he had been, but you never knew with Rafes, and 1 could not
have him lay a hand on me.
ing, then ran into his room to see the last of him from the window.

The credture In the coat and bools had reached the end of cur
little sireet, where he appeared to have hesitated, so that RafMes was
just in time to see which way be turned. And Raffles was after him
at an easy pace, and had himself almost reached the corner when my
attention was distracted from the alert nonchalance of his gait. T was
marvelling that it slone hnd not long ago betrayed him. for nothing
about him was so unconsciously characteristic, when suddenly I real-
fzed that Raflles was not the only person In the little lonely street
Another pedesirian had eptered from the other end, a man heavily
bullt and clad with an astrakhan collarto his coat on this warm night
and a black slouch hat that hid his features from my bird's-eye view.
His steps were the short and shuffiing ones of & man advanced in years
and In fatty degeneration, but of a sudden they stopped beneath my
very eyes. I conld have dropped a marble into the dented crown of
the black felt hat. Then at the same moment Rafflles turned the cor-
ner without looklog round, and the blg man below ralsed both his
bauds and his face. Of the latter I saw only the huge white mus-
tache, like a fiying gull, as RafMes had described it, for at a glance I
divined that this was his arch-epemy, the Coun® Corbuect himself.

I did not stop to consider the subtleties of the system by which
the real houoter lagged behind, while his subordinate polnted the guarry
like a sporting dog. I left the Count shuflling onward faster than be-
fore, and [ jumped into some clothes ns though the flats were on fire,
If the Connt was going to follow Raffles in his turn then I would follow
the Count In mine, and there wonld be & midnight procession of us
through the town. But I found no sign of him in the empty street and
no sign in the Earl's Court road, that looked as empty for all its length
gave for a natural enemy standing like a waxwork with a glmmer at
his belt,

he gets tired of it I shall return the compliment and follow

“Officer,”” T gasped, “have you seen anything of an old
gentleman with a big white mustache ¥

The unlicked eub of a commott constable seemed to eye
me the more suspiciously for the flattering form of my ad-
dress,

“Took a hansom,” satd he at length,

A hansom! Then be was not following the others on
foot; there was mo guessing his game. But something must
be sald or done.

“He's a friend of mine," 1 explained, “and I want to
overtake him. Did you bear where he told the fellow to
drive?"

A curt negative was the policeman's reply to that, and if
aver | take part In a night assault-at-arms, revolver versus
baton in the back kitehen, 1 knew which member of the Met
ropolitan Palice Force I should llke for my opponent.

If there was no overtgking the Count, however, It should
beé & comparatively simple matter in the case of the couple
on foot, and I wildly halled the first hansom that crawled
futo my ken. 1 must tell Raffies who it was that I had seen.
The Earl's Court road was long and the time since he van-
Ished in it but a few short minutes. I drove down the length
of that useful thoroughfare with an eye aplece on either pave-
ment, sweeplng each as with & brush, but pever & Haflles
eame into the pan, Then I tried the Fulham road, first to
the west, then to the east, and In the end drove home to the
fat as bold ws brass I did pot realise my Indiscretion until
1 bad pald the man and was on the stairs., Rafles never
dreamed of driving all the way back, but I was hoping now
to find him walting up above. He had sald an bhour. I had
remembered it suddenly. And pow the hour was more than
up. But the fat was as empty as I had left {t. The very
light that bhad encouraged me, pale though It was, as I turned
the corner in my hansom, was but the light that I myself Lad
left burning In the desolate passage.

I can give you no conception of the night that I spent.
 Most of It 1 hung across the sill, rowing a wide net with
my ears, cutchlog every footstep afar off, every hansowm bell
further still, coly to gather (n some allen wham 1 seldom even
landed in our street. Then I would listen at the door. He
might come over the roof, and eventually some one did, but now it
was broad daylight, and I flung the door open in the milkman's face,
which whitened at the shock as though ! hud ducked bim in his own
pall. .
“You're Iate,” 1 thundered as the first excuse for my excitement.

“Beg your pardop,” said he \ndignantly, “but I'm half an bour be-

fore my usual time”™ .

I let him go with a shrug and my bless-

“Then I beg yours,” said I, “but the fact ls Mr. Maturin has had
one of his bad nights, and I scem tb have been walting hours for milk
to make him a cup of tea."

This lttle b (ready enocugh for a Raflies, though I say it) earned
meé not ouly forgiveness, butithat obliging sympathy which 18 & branch
of the busivess of the man at the door. The good fellow =ald that he
could see 1 bad been sitting up all night, and he left me pluming my-
self upon the accidental art with which I had told my very necessary
tarradiddle. On reflection I gave the eredit to instinet, not accident,
and then sighed afresh as I realized how the inflnénce of the matter
wias ginking inte me, and he heaven knew where! But my punishment
was swift to follow, for within the hour the bell mng imperiously
twice, and there was Dr. Theobald on our mat in a yellow Jaeger sult,
with a chin as yellow juiting over the flaps that he had turned up to
hide his pajamas,

“What's this about a
bad night?" said he.

“He eouldn’t sleep and
he wouldn't Jet me” 1
whispered, never loosening
my gra=p of the door and
standing tight against the
othier  wall. "But be's
slecping llke & baby now.”

“1 must se¢ him."

“He gave strict orders
that you should not.”

“I'm bis medical man
and 1I"—

“You know what he
1s,” I said, shrugging; "“the
least thing wakes him, and
you will If you insist on
seeing him mow. It will
be the last time. 1 warn
you! I know what he sald
and you don't”-

The doctor cursed me
under his fiery mustache,

“1 shall come vp dur-
ing the course of the morn-
jng,” he snaried.

“And T shall tle up
the bell,” I sald, “and If it
doeso't ring he'll be sleep-
Ing still, but I will not risk
waking Blm by cowling to
the door agaln.”

And wijth that I shut
it in his face. 1 was m-
proving, as Haflles had
sald, but what wonld It
profit me If some evll had
befallen hipm? And now I
was prepared for the
worst. A boy came up
whistling and leaving pa-
pers on the mata, It was
getting on for 8 o'clock,
and the whisky and soda
of half-past 12 stood un-
touched and staguant in
the tumbler. If the worst
bad happened to Raffes I
felt that I would either
never drink again or else seldom do anything else.

Meanwhlile I could not even break my fast, but reamed the fiat in
& misery not to be deseribed, my very linen still unehanged, my cheeks
and chin now tawny from the unwholesome night.
it goon? 1 wondered for a time.
could I endure it7

It went on actually until the forenoon omly, but my endurance
eannot be measured by the time, for to me every hour of it was u:j
arctic night. Yet It cannot have been much after 11 when the ring
came at the bell, which I had forgotien w tle up after all. But this
waa not the doctor; nelther, too well I knew, was it the wanderer re-
turned. Our bell was the pneumatic one that tells you If the touch
be Ught or heavy; the hand upon It now was tentative and shy.

The owner of the hand [ pad never seen beéfore. e wis young
and ragged, with one eye blank, but the other gblaze with some fell
excliement. And straightway bhe burst luto & low terrent of words, of
which all | knew that they were Itallan, and theréfore news of
Raflles, If only I bad known the langnege!” But dumhb show might
help us somewhat, and In 1 dragged him, though against bis will, a
new alarm In his ove wild eye

“Non capite?' he cried when I bad him Inside and had withstood
the torremt.

“No, 'm bothered if I do!”
his tune.

“Voestro amico,” he repeated over and uver again; and then
temppo, poco tempo, poco teppo!”

For once In my Hfe the classical education of my public school
days was of real value. "My pal, wy pal, sod no time to be lost!” 1
transiated freely and flew for my hat,

“Ecco, signore!” cried the fellow, saatching the wateh from my
walstooat pocket and putting one black thumb nall ou the long hand,
the other on the numeral L2 “Mezzogiorne—poco tempo—poco tempol™
And ul{n I selzed his meaning that it was twenty past 11 and we

How long would
Then I chapnged my tune: how long

I aswered, guessing his question from

. "Poco

"1 GOT A ORACK ON THE HEAD.”

must  be  there by 12 But where, but where? It was
wnddening to be sumoned llke this and not to know  what
nad happened nor to bave any weaus of fdoding out. But my

prosence of mind stood by we still, | was improving by seven-league
steides, and 1 crmmnmed my bapdkerchief between the drum and
bammer of the bell before leaving, The doctor could ring now till
he was black In the face, but 1 was not coming, and he need not
think It

I half expeéctod to find & hansom walting, but there wak none,
snd we had gone some distance down the Harl's Court road before
In fnet, we had o run 10 the stand, Opposite is the
ehurch with the clock upon it, as everybody knows, and at sight of
the dlal my companion had wrung his hands, It was close upon
the half hour.

“Poco tempo—pgchissimol” he walled, “Bloombures Ske-warr,"
he then eried to the eabman—“nomerro trentottol”

“Bloomsbury Sgquare,” 1 roared on my own sceount, “I'll show
you the house when we get there, only drive like be-d—d!"

My companion lay back gasping in his corner. The small glase
told me that my own face was pretty red,

“A nice show!" I erled; “and not & word can you (ell me, Imlnt
you bring me o note?

I might have known by this time that he had not, still T went
through the pantomime of writing with my floger on my cufl. But
he shrogged and shook his head.

“Niente,” gald bhe. “Una quistione di vita, di vita!”

“What's that? I snapped, my carly training come in again.
“Say it glowly—andante—rallentando."

Thank Italy for the stage Instructions in the songs one used
to murder! Tha fellow actunliy understood.

“Una—quistione—di-vita.”

“Or mors, ¢h? 1 shouted, and up went the trap door over our
heads,

“Avantl, avantl, avantil" cried the Itallan, turnlog up his one-
eved face,

“Hell-to-leather,” I translated,
o'clock."

But In the streets of London how is one to know the time? In the
Harl's Court road it had not beep Lalf-past, and ar Barker's in High
street It was but a minute later. A long half mille & minute, that waa
going llke the wind, and Indeed we bad done much of it at a gallop.
But the next hundred yards took us five minutes by the next clock,
and which wus one to belleve? 1 fell back upon my own old wateh
(it was my own), which made it elghteen minutes to the hour ns we
swung fcross the Serpentine bridge, and by the guarter we were in
the Bayswater road—not up for once.

“Presto, presto,”" my pale gulde murihured, “Affretatevi—avanti!™

“Ten bob #f yon do it," I cried through the trup, withont the
slightest notion of what we were to do. But it was “una quistione a1
vita,” and *vostro amico” must and could
only be my miserable Raffles.

What a very godsend s the perfect
hansom to the man or woman in a hurry! It .
had been our great good fortune to jump into
& perfect hansom, Thera was no cholee; we
had to take the first upon the rank, but it
mu#t have deserved its place with the rest
nowhere, New tlres, superb springs, a horse
In a thousand and a driver up to every trick
of his trade! Inand out we yent like a fast
hs.!f—back at the Itugby game, yet whers the
trafllc was thinnest theére were . we. And
how he knew his way! At the Marble Arch
he slipped out of the main stream, and so
inte Wigmore street, then up and in and out
on until I saw the gold tips of the Museum
palisade gleaming between the horses' ears
in the sun. Plop, plop, plop; ting, ling, ling;
bell and horseshoes, horseshoes and Dbell,
untll the colossal figure of 0. J. Fox in a
grimy toga spelled Bloomsbury Square, with
my watch stlll wanting three minutes to the
hour,

“What number?' cried the good fellow
overhead,

“Trentotto, trentotto,” sald my p;mde,‘
but he was looking to the right, and I bun-
dled him out to show the house on foot, I
had not half & soverelgn after all, but I
flung our dear driver a whole one instegd,
and only wieh that it had been a hundred,

Already the Itallan had his latchkey in
the door of 28, and in another moment we
were rushing up the narrow stalrs of as
dingy a London house as prejudiced coun-
tryman can concelve. It was papelled, but
it was dark and evil-smelling, and how we
should have found our wny even to the
stalrs but for an unwholesome jet of yellow
gan in the hall T eannot myself fmagine,
However, up we went pell-mell to the right
about on the half landing, and so like &
whirlwind Into the drawing-room a few
steps higher, There the gas was also burn-
ing behind closed shutters, and the scend s
photographed upon my braln, though I can-
not have loocked upon it for a whole Instant
a8 | aprang in nat my leader's heals,

This room also was panelled, and in the
middie of the wall on our left, his hands
lashed to a ring-bolt high above his head, his toés barely
touching the floor, his neck pinioned by a strap passing through
smaller ring-balts under each ear and every inch of him secursd on
the same principle, stood, or rather hung, all that was left of Ratfiea,
for at the fdrst glance I belleved bim dead. A black ruler gagged him,
the ends lashed behind his geck, the blood ypou It caked to bronze In
the gns light., And in front of him, ticking like a sledgehammer, its
ouly haod upon the stroke of 12, stood a simple, old-fashioned grand-
father's clock—but pot for balf an fuswsnot longer—only until my guide
could burl himself upon it and send the whole thing crashing into the
porper. An ear-splitting report accompanied the crash, a white cloud
lifted from the fallen clock, and 1 saw & revolver smoking in-a vise
mrewed below the dinl, au arrungement of wires sprouting from the
¢ial Itself, and the single band at once at Its zenith™and In contnct with
these.

*“Tumble to it, Bunpy ¥’

He was alive; these were his words: the Itallan had the blood-
eaked ruler in his hand, and with his knife was reaching up to cut the
thorgs that lashed the hands. He was pot tall enough. 1 selzd and
liried him up, theu fell to work with my own knife on the straps. And
Hutlles smiled faintly upon us through his blood stalos

I want you to tumble to It" ho whispered; “the veatest thing in
revenge | ever knew, and avother minute would have fixed It I've
reen walting for it twelve hours, watching the clock round, death at
the end of the lap! Electric conpection. Slmple enough. Hour hand
ouly i) Lord!™

We had cut*the last strap. He ocould not stand. We supported
bim between us to a horschalr sofa, for the room was furnisbed, and
[ begged him oot to speak, while his eneeyed dellverer was st (he
loor before NaMes recalled him with & sharp word 1o Haliana

“He wants to get we & d~ink, but that can wait” sald he in
Grmer voice. “1 shall enjoy.dt the more when I've told you what hap-
pened, Dou't let blm go, Bunoy; put your back sgalust the door. He's

WwWe g0l ohe;

“and double fare if you do it by 12




