
"Ain't it a bit risky?" asked \u25a0William Withers.
"My boy." Baid Mr. Jones, impressively, "if

you see a bloke hiding up In a doorway what
do you naturally think. He's a wrong 'tin. But
ifhe comes sailin' down the middle o' the pave-
ment two sizes larger than life you never sus-
pect him o' nothink. Iknow my business. I'm
a b't cannoned now, perhaps; but there's timed
when Ican count up to live with any one."

"I'd like to have a peep at that diamond ta-

rara," paid William Withers.
"Tiara," murmured Mr. Bunny I'ric.-.
"Anybody \1 think this was a spellin'

grumbled William Withers.

standing in its own grounds. Took v for a
Quarter, Ihave, and paid the rent in advance.
I'm a Yankee gent, Iam, connected wl' Wall
Street, over here for fun. AndIain't got no fust
class references. Not hardly! . . . Sto—op!"

The cab drew. up abruptly at a small iron gate
prt in a high brick wall. They alighted, and,
having overpaid the cabman. Mr. Jones drew
a formidable bunch of keys from his pocket and
opened the gate.

"There's a lock on that gat™ 'd defy the best
cracksman in the world." said Mr. Jonea.

Mr. Bonny Price examined it carefully. "It's
a good lock," ho said.

Mr. Jones led them by devious gravel paths
between beds of flowers toward a small, com-
pactly built hou.se. "Here's another lock for
you." he said, when they got to the door.

And Mr. Bunny Price said again, after care-
fullyexaniiiiirig it: "Yes, it's a good lock!"

They went In. Tha house was amply fur-
ntshei. and Mr. Jones chuckled gleefully over
Its splendors. "Woman comes in every morn-
ln-T to clean up and cook for me. Calls me 'sir'
and bobs liko any think. It's as good as a play!
Why, the passon hLsself called yisterday, and
hoped he'd 'aye the pleasure o' seeing me nex'
Sunday Inchurch."

"You've struck lucky, that's what you done,"

said William Withers, with conviction.
Mr. Jones rived the uir with his triumphant

laughter. He was at the boastful Btage of
druiikt;nnoss, und avowed that he was made for
life. "Made for life and don't you forget it!
Where do you think I'm livingnow? Here, you

come along wi'me and I'llshow yousomething."
They had <>ne more brandy and soda in the

Old Moon, and then sallied out. Mr. Jonea called
a cal» and directed the cabman to drive to Mus-
well Hill. The Journey was punctuated by fre-
quent stoppages at public houses, and by the
time the party reached their destination Mr.
Jones was In a state- of uproarious excitement.
He confided to Price and Withers that he bad
Just come back from America, where he bad
made a big haul <>f Jewels. "Loose Btonea, mj

beauties; none o" your melting pot stuff. Why, I
gol a. larara, belonging to Mrs. Vernon X"'Tiara," murmured Mr. Bunny rrio\

"Here, I'llBhow it you," said Mr. Jones, "when

Iget home. I've took a house all to my own
Cheek ready furnished and everytuink, and

"Ideas in three a pi-Tiny nowadays three a
penny!" said Mr. Jones, scornfully. "Ideas!"
He spat. "Jl<T'.', look at this." He pulled out a

big hanlful of mixed coins, yold and silver.
"Better than Ideas, c-h?

1'

"Wouldn't call the Queen my aunt." caid Mr.

Jones. "Hire's luck! Fill 'em up agin, a Isa
Aii1 how are you two doln', eh?"

Mr. Bunny Price sighed. "A liith> Bhort of
ready cash Ju:;t at present, but very rich In
Ideas."

William Withers looked at the money greed-

ily; but Mr. Bunny Trice continued to Bmlle and
regard Mr. Jones withgreat good humor. "And
how HP? you getting on In the world, Mr.

Joii'-n?" he asked

Th^ stranger looked puzzled for an li
then he grinned. "With pl< isure, Mr Si
said he; "and"

—
turning to William Withers

'how is Mr. Brown, c-h?" The Kiin broadened
Ir.to a laugh. "What'll you have." be cried.
•Here! throw that muck away you're drinkin',

md have a brandy and soda wi' me, old frlinds.
Uoth of you. Come on, now. Three brandies
md a large S"da between, inihs!" be shouted,

tliiK;in£ down a sovereign.

"You'll shrike hands, Mr. Jones?" said Mr
Bunny Price, Ingratiatingly.

liut the other wheeled round swiftly, and
checked him. "Keep off my name, can't j

he whispered fiercely, ;: arming them both with
keen eyeo. "Oh. It's y iv, uj it?" be a
acowlinff. "Well?"

They were silent r>r a space Then the swing-
ing dour of the bar was Buddenly pushed open,

md a man lurched In upon them. Ho was big

md burly, had a fat. Inflamed face, and wore* suit of raucous checks. At si^ht of him
William Withers uttered an involuntary cry of
joy. and Mr. Bunny Price, In a transport, mut-
tered: 'if.s like a:, answer to prayer!"

The newcomer, without looking at them,

walked unsteadily to the bar. Mr. Price winked
it William Withers, and, moving over to the
Btranger's side, touched him on the shoul

"How d>>, Blister ?" he waa '-\u25a0• ginning, In a
v>fl VOl •\u25a0

"Now you're askln' me a question," William
Withers rejoined.

'
Well, we can't afford to pn <>n b- in' honest

much longer," said William Withers.
"i know that as well as you do." said Mr.

Price, irritably. "Why don't >nu say s imething
helpful?"

"That's what I'm thinking of," replied Mr.
l'ii(>- "My head's a fair aching void with
thinking of It."

"Can't you think o' nothing?" asked William
Withers, at last.

They drank as if thej were performing a
painful duty.

Mr im.li> iii,. and Ins friend, William
Withers, lounged In the saloon bar of the Old
Moon, >!iinkii\t: Boclablj together. They were
two gentlemen well known to the iiolice. and

each had paw <.-d the major portion of his career
within the walls of one or other of his majesty's

prisons. They measured time by the length of

the viirious sentences they had undergone, in

reminiscent moods speaking of events as hap-

pening "just afore Idid that stretch for peter-
claimlng," or "soon after IKot that there sixor

for a measly madam." They were both middle
aged men; Bunny Price; whose specialty was

card but who dabbled in most other

forms of illicit enterprise, was a 6toutly built
little man, well dressed and well spoken; Will-

iam Withers was a small man. too. but of a
more wizened exterior, and lacking the easy

carriage and ready address of his companion.

He was. bo to express It, merely a Journeyman

criminal, and had no administrative genius

whatever. 15y the shortness of Mr.Bunny's hair

and his smoothly shaven face, it was plain to
Bee that he had not lone come out of prison;

William Withers, on the other hand, showed a
plentifulcrop of grizzled locks under his greasy

hat brim, und he had a full set of whiskers.
'And no that's the last bit of silver you pos-

sess?" said Mr. Price, with a sigh.

William Withers, pushing a half-crown piece
icrosa the counter tow aid the barmaid, re-

marked: "That's the last bit o' wedge." and he
ordered two bitters, with a dash uf melancholy,
md l'-urton.

Mr. Bunny 1*
r-1• ---

had been there before him.
and William Withers cursed ttn- name of Mr.
Bunny Price with a fine comprehensive!)

thi» more heartily because he had to curse I" a
rumbling whisper. "Bui Imight have expected
it," be said. "oh. what a ready feller he is!" h.*
pondered. "There's Just a chance us he's Inside
there now," he thought "I'll wait a bit." And
he scudded away to the friendly shadow of the
trees.

Hut soon he grew tired of waiting, nnd re-
turned to the £ati\ resolved to make a little ex-
ploration on bis own account lie entered the

But iii the moment thai he fitted it Into the
keyhole he discovered that the lock had already

been forced-
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\u0084. \u0084.
. \u25a0 >venii 4 that Mr.

Bunny Price contrived to • scape from ;

tached friend. A disturbance at a street corner
\s.i.-, the providential means lo his end, V-

Withers was severed from him by the press, and
•..ithe opportunity to double swlftls down

.t narrow byway. Hia loss waa deeply felt

William Withers ran aboul frantically s

him In all places for two

A. | \u0084., . \u25a0 tai d beg in

to debate on his next proceeding Obviously,

: n With.-is. Mr. Bun«| Price
. . iact at once; it was his way. JBu> what

ins? Did he Intend to turn nark?
-

th ii Is, betray Mr. Jon< 9 to U «». 'I'1
*

he Intend to burgle Mr. Jones'a bouse? "He'll
try the burgling wheeze first, at any rate."

im withers concluded. "Jones dare not
give hin; Into custody, even if he caught him.

And supposing Bunny don't manage to lay his
irks, after all. he can still turn

back If he likes. I'll follow him to MusweU
Hi!!." William Withers declared decisively.

He hurried back to their lodgligs. As be ox-

j..-.|. !. their bag of housebreaklng Implements.

common property, waa gone. Be sped away

h,,use of .i friend and succeeded In bor-
tools; but all this delayed

•
\u25a0 is long past midnight when

IMusv it ; \u25a0

|{ was o brl :ht, n
* William

V\ ,;',.. . ha.l to ol \u25a0 rye much caution. He waa
\u0084,,, a master of the burgling craft, hia was:,

ther the ways of a slinking, sneaking

\u0084,. t \u0084 iger He stood In the shadow

of some trees fifty yanla from Mr. Jones's house

and waited for a policeman to pass that way.

He waited for nearly half an hour, trembling

like a leaf In the wind and racked with sus-

pense. The policeman came, saw him not, and
:on \u0084ut of sight. Then William Withers

knew that he was safe from interruption for

ha \u25a0:> hour ai least, md made at once for
Mr. Jones's house: II was Impossible to scale
the high wall without assl tance; and danger-
ous, in any case, because of ttu- spikes which
surmounted it. William Withers resolved to try

.(•\u25a0. He pulled oul his •'twirls" and se-
•! a likely key.

"Oh. well." said he sullenly, "1 s'pose the only

thins to do is to h.i\<» a drink. And. Itell you.

Ican do with one or twelve."
He left them in the public house after a while.

on the plea of an engagement with a Lady, and
IroA •\u25a0 oil In -i

And Mr. Bunny Price asked: "Would anybody

ever think of Bhowing anybody a meat safe?"
Mr. Jones regarded them with grave suspi-

cion.

"Was that all Ishowed you?" William With-

ers hesitated. "1 didn't show you my—my new

meat safe. Isuppose?" demanded Mr. J^nes.

\u25a0I never Baw no meat safe." answered Will-

iam Withers.

"Just, the ordinary things." replied Mr.Bunny

Prioe serenely. "You talked and laughed, and
wore very pleasant, and you took us up to your

place and showed us round."
"Was that all Ishowed you? Here. Willy

Withers, you answer me. You ain't quite as

pood a rogue as >ou'd like to be. Porhaps you'll

tell me straight Was that all Ishowed you?"

•Was that what?" stammered William With-

ers.

"Here, Idon't mind tellln' you the truth for

once, even ifIt fractures my Jaw." he went on.

"Ican't remember what happened— that's the

fact o' the matter— and Iwant to know. What
didIcay? What did Ido?"

"Indistinctly, more like—lwas drunk," said

Mr. Jones. "Blind, roaring drunk."
"Well, Idon't know." said Mr. Bunny Price

Judicially, "aa I'd go as far as that. Let us
s=ay you were rather pleased with yourself."

"More'n Iam this mornins," said Mr. Jones.
He rubbed his chin with a dirty, Jewelled

hand.

"Warn't italking out o' my hat a tot?"
1 You were conversational— distinctly conver-

sational."

er, and at closing time they were not divided.
It was their habit to sleep in the same bed. for
economical reasons, and all that night they lay

clasped In each other's arms. They slept but

111, and the morning found them red eyed and
heavy headed. They rose soon after daybreak,

and crawled out to revive themselves with a

morning dram. In the street, immediately out-

side their door, Mr. Jones was awaiting them.

"Hullo!" be said, rather shamefacedly, and
came and shook hands with tlu-m with great

heartiness. "Made rather a cast iron fool o"

myself yesterday, didn't I?" he asked feverish-
ly. "Took you home to my place, didn't I?1

"Certainly, you were kind enough to take us

home to your place," said Mr. Bunny Price,

"and a very nice place it is. But what was
there in that?"

"Don't play the goat. How did you get '-m
"It's want o' sleep. You 'ate gone mad." said

William Withers, sitting up Inbed and looking
at his companion anxiously.

Mr. Bunny Price sat up also.
"if I'd taken th.'m." he said. "I'dhave shared

with you like an honest man."
".Vow, look 'ere, young feller, me lad," cried

William Withers, "let's chuck this "ere bogey.
You know very well you've (jot the stuff some-
where."

Mr. Bunny Price regarded him earnestly.
If Ididn't know you were such an all-gon«

fcol," he said, "Ishould think you were pUiy-
Ing the deepest game on me Iever heard of.
Do you mean to tell me yon didn't go to Mus-
well Hill last night and break into Jones's and
collar the stones? And made a neat job of it,
too, by gummy 1"

•'I did '-\u25a0\u25a0> up there," William Withers con-
fessed; "but it was already broke Into and the
stones was goner*

Mr. Bun Price fell back flat, with the re-
mi!

"We've been done to the wide world!"
"There was somebody else in the same gam*

then?" queried the dazed William Wither*
"Only a bit too previous for us. That it. you
think?"

"You're a little wronger than usual, Willy,
but somebody was too previous for us. And I
can give you his name, ithought," he added
after a pause, "Ithought the job was a sight
too nete t for ><>v."

"Who was it. then, ns done it?"
Mr. Bunny Price smiled wryly. "Yes. you

are a fool," he said critically. "Why. don't you
rokker? It was Jon, himself, of course."

"Joiuj!" gasped William Withers. "What
for?"

"Oh, it's as clear as mud," paid Mr. Runny
Price. "He guessed what we would be up to
after his giving himself away like that. He
saw that the only thing to do was to clear out.
He only kidded us he'd forgotten all he told v*

the night before. Then he went back home,
forced those locks in that artistic way. and
bolted off with the stuff. He read us like books.
And pretty trash we are! Look at the start
he's got. Oh!" Mr. Bunny Price pummelled his
own head severely. "We shall never see him
again for a million pound, Oh! Call we some-
thing suitable."

Prom out of the depths of his troubled mind
William Wltben brought up one pearl of
thought "One thing about betn* a fool." h»
said: "you never need feel lonely."— (The Kins.

"Want all the bed?" lie asked.
"Hullo!" yawned Mr. Bunny Price. "Where

you been?"
"Nowhere," said William Withers.
"Got delayed coming back, didn't you?"
"Question is. Where you been?" remarked

William Withers.
"I'vebeen looking for you, of course," said Mr.

Bunny Price.
"With a dark lantern?" asked William With-

ers pertinently.
But Mr. Bonny Price rolled over on his 3iu*a

and shut his eyes.
It was their second successive sleepless night,

and they were both very peevish in the morn-
ing. William Withers was made a!! the more
peevish by having to affect a rabid fondness for
his companion's society. For, come what might.
he swore that he would not again lose sight of
Mr. Bunny Price if he could help it. He felt
sure now that Mr. Bunny Price had hidden the
swag somewhere, and he felt e'ltially sure that
.Mr Bunny Price would not attempt to decamp
without it.

The day passed drearily. Mr. Bunny Price
wns careful to betray no desire to escape from
his constant friend; that wns to lull the con-
stant friend's suspicions; but he m plainly
very illat ease, an>l once or twice seemed on
the point of opening his heart to William With-
ers. The night came, and the two men lay hag-
gardly side by side, all their energies consumed
In their efforts to keep awake. At last, toward
the dawn, Mr. Bunny Trice broke silence.

"It's no good," said h-\ "IfIdon't have some
sleep Ishall go mad. Come DOW, WillyWithers,
out with it."

"Out with what?" asked William Withers
starting frenzl< . from a doze.

"How did you Jo it?"
"Do what?"

IV.

But when he reached their lodging, tired and
dispirited, he found that Mr. Bunny Price had
arrived there before him, and was gone to bed.
He was simulating sleep. William Withers lita
candle and sat down and looked at the recum-
bent form outlined under the bed clothes. He
could not understand this new phase of affairs.
Why had not Bunny made off with his booty T
Obviously that was the course for him to pur-
sue In the circumstances; it was the only

course that William Withers would have
thought of taking. His head sang with per-
plexity. But he was ever ready to confess his
mental inferiority to his colleague, and so at
last he came to the conclusion that Bunny had,
possibly some sound, although incomprehensible,

reason for his strange conduct. He only won-
dered what it could be. He resolved to meet
cunning with cunning. He shook th>_- shammer
violently.

garden. The bouse was dark end silent He
crept stealthily toward It He passed from win-
dow to window of the rooms in the basement,
but all were barred, and none of the bars had
been tampered witn. Then he tried the front
door. It was ajar. He examined it by the light
of his dark lantern, and saw that the lock had
been neatly forced Just aa the lock of the outer
gate had been. He could not withhold a purr of
admiration at this new evidence of Mr. Bunny
Price's skill. "And the rate he must ha' worked
at!" William Withers went into the house. He
peered about cautiously and suspended his
breath to listen. There were no disturbing sights
or sounds. He groped on. feeling his way along
the wall, every now and then throwing a sudden
ray to guide his steps. It was as he had ex-
pected. Every obstacle In the way of his prog-
ress had been skilfully removed. He got to
the kitchen at last. The meat safe was In its
old place; It had been forced, and the little
wooden box. with the brass clasps, was gone.
William Withers expressed his chagrin In a few
adequate phrases; and, as there was nothing
to be gained but much to be lost by lingering on
that dangerous spot, made his way out of the
house.

He stood outside the Iron gate at last, and
turned his face toward Camden Town.

"I'll dog him though—lf It's right round the
world." he told himself aa he strode along.
"The snider!"
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"Honor Among XShie%)es"
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"( >)i. all right," bul lMi i: .n j !•\u25a0
They w ulked about am '•

shoulder to shoulder.
"~\ >v don't trust me,' i M Hum

at last.
"Yuss, Ido." Bald William Withoi , "as fur

as Ican Bee you."
It was growing late. Mr. Bunny Price Bald

that he was Blck <>f prosslng about In that way.
and entered a public bouse. His faithful friend
Plunged In after him. In h little while Mr.
Bunny Price started up, and, remarking that
ht- would not bo long, went out hurriedly. Will-
lain Withers followed on his heels. They
paa-sed the evening in close communion togeth-

"And IBald." William Witl led Isaid
'I'll come with you.' "

"1 Bald, 'bj \u25a0:.> self,' "
rt?n irked Mi

Price.

"1 don't fei 1 like Indoors." said Mr 1 1

Price euddenlj ithink I'llgo for .ilittle wulk
by my"'

iood Ide i! I'll utne \u25a0\u25a0• Etta j \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.' \ lWill-
iam With, ra

"Oh, cert'nly," said William Witl
They walk' ] ba'< k to their lodgings In Caniden

Town In a mood of thoughtfulness, eyli
another furtively from time to time, tv their
mutual em n1

.Mr. Bunny Pi led him
rnly. "Though, mind you," he said, honor

among thl

(Join' and treat In i \u25a0• \u25a0 . IW
Withers. "Us!"

"Hear! I
To think of him!

'
iRcli Inn 1 Mr. Huim)

r "One ol ttopha
In the world."

11.

"Drink," \u25a0 >. : Mr. Bunny Prl
them thai drink it, and a . ra that
don't"

"Anil bo ><>v Bhall look at it," said Mr J >nes
"I kt:cw I'm among pals as wouldn't do m- >th:nk.1ir:y. even if they wasn't afraid to."

H-' led tli in into the kitchen. "Never put
things where other people might expect to find
\u25a0.•tn." said he; "and then you needn't expect to
lose 'em." H>- opened .t meat safe with an In-

tricate little key, and, lifting a dish cover, re-
vealed ;i small box of w 1, i lasped with bras*.
This he op n l with another intrli ite little key.

He lifted th< lid gently. Price and Withers
! their heads forward. The light flowed

;• the I \. and showed them a tumbl< . i

I
\u25a0 • . .. re-

tain burn "How "a
that Bald Mr. Joi i Id
old lid . quick! . i ked the boa He

. \u25a0 . • . : . them back Into
i!. \u25a0 . ..\u25a0: r. "i .ill me a I

:. : '. their
"Now you • \u25a0

\u25a0

he, with ai i nil con
ducted them i

\u25a0 1!•\u25a0

d :!< m i.l pai IIng. facet I»u ly, und
them some money with whl b to drink his
health. 'l'-.- n he hul th< Ii'\u25a0\u25a0-.• he ird
him luiul • r bai k to the bouse v jravel
path.

"I'm asleep and . lid
Withers confid

Mr. Bunny 1" irl l rhey

are good

v


