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(C.""n ,,.d f,om Po,_ 10 ) 

"ThaL is also my opinion," C8me from 
IIf!vera\ of the committeel and there WD.8 a 
general murmur of 1I.1.'Q,uie!l('ence. 

"I thank yoU, gentlemen," said lIawker, 
rising. "With your permWlion, I IIhall 
bring this IIltting to an end." 

.. Excuse me,sir; there are two more wit· 
n ..... .. said Lord Rurton. 

"Jakes, you can ... iUidtaw. Leave the 
documen19 with me." 

"Thank you, my lord. Good day, my 
noble sport!lmen. Should any of you want 
a cock or a terrier - " 

" That will do. Leave the room." With 
many bowa and backw.ro glanCfll, William 
Jak ..... vanished frum the scene. 

" I should like to uk Tom Cribb one or 
two qu ..... tion!!," !laid Lord Ruflon. "Call 
Tom Cribb." 

A moment later the butly figure of the 
chamllion came heavily into the room. He 
WD.8 dressed eXilctiy like the picture!! of 
John Bull, with bille cOlll with shining 
brMII buttons, drab trousers and top boote, 
while hit face, In Its broad, bovine !erenity, 
WWl also the very image of the national 
prototype. On his head he wore a 1011'­
crowned, c:urly. brimmed hat, which he now 
whipped off and Ituffed under his arm. The 
worthy Tom WB! much more alarmed than 
ever he had been in the Hng, and looked 
helplessly about him like a bull who find.! 
hlnuelf in a strange inclosure. 

"My resped.l, gentlemen alii" he re­
peated several times, touching his forelock. 

"Good morning, Tom ," IIl1ld the Duke 
allably. "Take that chllir. l low are you?" 

"Damned hot, Your Grace. That ill to 
say, very warm. You see, sir, 1 do my own 
marketing the8e dRytI, and when you've 
been down to Covent Oarden lind then on 
to Smithfield, Ind then trudge back 
and you two IItone above your lighting 
weight .. 

"We quite undenlAnd. The chief Itew­
ard 11'111 Bee to you pre:!enlly." 

"1 wanl to Il!k you, Tom," laid Lord 
Rulton, "do you remember the evening of 
May third last In your ,"trlor?" 

"1 heard there W8!l some barney about 
it, and I've been lookin' it up," !Bid Torn. 
"Yes, I remember it well, fOT it Wall the 
night when a novice had the better of old 
Ben num. Lor' , I couldn't but laugh. Old 
nen gut one on the mark in the first round, 
and before he could get his wind " 

"Never mind, Tom. We'll have that 
later. Do you recognlle these carm?" 

"Why, those cards aN! out of mr parlor. 
I get them a dOlen at a lime, a shllhng each, 
from Ned Summers of Odord Street; the 
lame what " 

"Well, that'slleWed then. Now, do you 
remember .seeln, Sir John here and Sir 
Charles Trevor that evening!" 

"Ves, I do. I remember !Bying to Sir 
John that he must play light with my nov­
ices, for there "as one cove. Bill Summers 
hy name, out of Norwich , and when Sir 
John " 

"Never mind that, Tom Tell ua, now, 
did you Bee Sir J ohn and the bookmaker, 
Jakes, togetber that night? " 

"Jakes was there. for he saY' to the girl 
in the har, 'Uow mucb money have you, my 
lua?' And 1 laid, 'You di rty dog .. , 

II Enough, Tom. Did you see the man 
Jakes and Sir John together?" 

"Yes,lir; when I came into the parlor 
after the bout between Shelton and Scrog­
rina. I saw the two of them alone, and 
Jakes, he laid that they had done bU!l.ineM 
toKt'lher. " 

"Did they &eOIl friendly?" 
"Well, now you ask it, Sir John didn't 

seem too pleased. But, Lord love you, I'm 
that buay those eveninp that if you 
dropped a sbot on my head I 'd hlrdly no­
tice it." 

"Nothing more to tell WI?" 
"I don't know as I have. I'd be glad to 

get back to my bar." 
"Very good, Tom. You can go." 
"I'd juat remind you gentlemen that it's 

my benefit at the folve Court, S1. Martin'. 
Lane. come Tuesday week." Tom bobbed 
hill bullethead many timea and departed. 
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"Not much in all that, " remnrked the 
Duke. "Does that finish the case?" 

"There III one more, Your Orace. Call 
the girl Lucy. She III the girl of the private 
bar. " 

"Yes, yes, f rememiM!r," cried the 
Duke. "That ill tOlRy, by aU melln!. What 
does this young JK'l'I!Ion know ahout It 1" 

"1 believe that lIbe was present." All 
Lord Rutton spoke, Lucy, very nervou.'!. 
but cheeN!<l by the knowledge that ehe 
in her best Sunday clothe:tl, appeare<l at the 
door. 

" Don't be nervous, my girl. Take lhis 
chair," laid Lord Itufton kindly, "Don' t 
keep on curtsying. 81t down." 

The girt aat timidly on the edge of the 
chair. Suddenly her eyee caught lhoee of 
the auguat chairman. 

"Why, Lord bl_ me!'f ahe " It'. 
the little Duke! " 

" lIush, my lirl, hush I" H ili Grace held 
up a warnIng hand. 

" Well , I neverl" cried Lucy, and began 
to giggle and hide her blushing race In her 
handkerchief. 

"Now, now!"lRtd. the Duke. " T his iaa 
grave businefl.'!. What are you laughll1ltat? ,. 

" I couldn't help it, sir. I was thinking of 
that evening down in the private bar when 
you bet you could walk a chalk line wit h a 
bottle of champarne on your head." 

There Willi a general laugh. in which the 
Duke joined . 

" I fear, gentlemen , I mWlt have had R 
couple in my head before 1 ventul1!d lIuch a 
fent. Now, my good girl, we did not Mk 
you here for the sake of yoilr rem ini&cences 
You may have seen some of us unbending: 
but we will let that pass. . . . \' ou were 
in the bar all May the third?" 

" 1'm alwaytl there." 
"Cast your mind back and recall the eve­

ning when Sir Charles Trevor and Sir John 
Jlawker proposed to cut card.! for money." 

" I remember it .... ell. sir." 
" After the othel1l had left the bar, Sir 

John and a man named Jakes are laid to 
have remained behind." 

" I llaw them." 
:: It's R lie! It 's a plotl" cr ied Hawker. 

Now, Sir John, 1 ffill.!t really beg you!" 
It was the Duke who W8.'l crms-questioning 
now. "De:!cribe to ua what you saw." 

" Well, lIir, they began talking over a 
pack of cards. Sir Jobn up with his hand, 
an.d I about to call for West Country 
Dick he s the chucker-out you know lIir 
at the Union ArnllI- but no blow p':."ed 
and they talked very earnest-like for a 
time. Then Mr. Jakes called for Ilaper and 
wrote something, and that'. all I know ex­
cellt that Sir John seemed very upset' .. 

" Did you ever see that piece of 
before?" The Duke held it up. 

" Why, air. it looks like Mr. Cribb's bill­
head." 

"Exactly. Was It a piece like that which 
you kIl\"e to these gentlemen that night!" 

"Yes, lir." 
"Could you distingulllh tu" 
" Why. lIir, now that I come to think of 

it, I could." 
Ilawker sprang up with a ron vullled face. 

" I '.,.e had enough of this nonsenae. I 'm 
going ... 

"No, no; Sir John. Sit down again. 
Your bonor demands YOUr presence. . . • 
Well, my good girl, you say you coUld tee­
ognile it? " 

"Yes, sir, I could. There WIlS a mark, 
sir. I drew IKIme burgundy for Sir Charles, 
air, and lKIme slopped on the Counter. The 
paper Wall marked with It on the aide. 1 
W8..!I in doubt if l ahould give them 110 soiled 
a 

The Duke looked very grave. "Gen t le­
men, this II a serloWl matter. T here ii, IS 
you see, a I1!d stain upon the side of the pa­
per. Ha\'e you any remark to make, Sir 
John?" 

"A con!piracy, Your Grace ! An infer­
nal , devilish plot against a arentleman'a 
honor." 

"Vou may 10, Lucy." said Lord Rufton, 
and with curtsies and rPUles, the barmaid 
disappeared. 
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"You have heard the evidence, gentle­
men," aRid the Duke. "Some of you may 
know the character of this girl, which is by 
all accounts excellent," 

"A drab out of the gutter," 
" I think not, Sir Jobn; nor do you 1m· 

pro,"'e your poaition by such IlSIIertlonll. 
You will each have your own impression 8! 

to how far the girl's accounl IK!emed honest 
and carried conviction with It. You will ob­
serve that had she merely intended to in· 
Jure Sir John, her obvloUli method would 
have been to have said ahe overheard the 
conversation detailed by the witness, Jakes. 
This ahe hIlS not done. Her account, how· 
ever. tends to corrobol1lle .. 

" Your Grace," cried Hawker, " I have 
had enough of thi~ I" 

"We shall not detain you much longer, 
Sir John Hawker," said the cbainnan, "but 
for that Ilmited time we must insiJIt upon 
your presence." 

"haist, lIir T " 
" Ye!!, sir, inllist." 
"This is !trange talk." 
" Be seated, lIir. This matter mU!lt go to 

a finillh." 
"Welll" Hawker fell back into hi! chair. 
"Gentlemen," laid the Duke, " III1pt1 of 

paper are before yoll. Arter the clilltotn of 
the club, yoU will kindly reeord your opln· 
ion and hand to me. Mr. Poyntz? I thank 
you. Vandeleurl Bunburyl Hurtonl Gen­
eral Scotti Colonel Turton I I thank you." 
lJ e enmlned the paper!. "Exactly. You 
are unanlmoUll! 1 may say that I entirely 
allee with your opinion." The ~uke'l 
rosy kindly face had set as hard as flint. 

" '''hat am I to undentand by this, 
lIirY" cried Hawker. 

"Bring the club book," said the Duke. 
Lord Rufton carried acrollll a large brown 
volume from the side table and opened it 
before the chairman . 

.. c 0 E F G Ah, here we are- II . , , , , . 
Let WI see! Homton, Harcourt, Hume, 

Duke of Hamilton I have it- Rawker. 
Sir John Hawker, your name is forever 
erased from the book of Watier'a Club. " 
He drew the pen acro!IIJ the page as he 
apoke. H awker .prang frantically to his 
feet. 

., You cannot mean itl Consider,sir; this 
i!lllOcial ruin! Where shall 1 !lDOW my face 
if I nm cast from my c1ubY I could not 
wnlk the !llreds of London. Take It back. 
sir! Reronsider itl" 

., Sir John Hawker, ""e can only refer you 
to Hule ] 9. It says: ' H any member shall 
be guilty of conduct. unworthy of an honor­
able man, and the IBid offense be estab­
lished to the unanimous satisfaction of the 
committee, then the aforesaid member 
IIhall be expelled the club without appeal.'" 

"Gentlemen," cried Hawker, " I beg you 
not to be precipitate! Yolt have had the 
evidence of a rllScal bookmaker and of a 
serving wench. I s that enough to ruin a 
gentleman'. life? 1 am undone if this goes 
through." 

"The matter has been considered and is 
now in order. We can only refcr you to 
Rule 19." 

" Your Grace, you cannot know what 
this will mean. How can I IiveY Where 
can I go? r never asked mercy of man be­
fore. But I ask it now. I implore it, gen­
tlemen. Heconsider your decision!" 

"Hule 19." 
"It is ruin, J tell you- disgrace and 

ruln.1! 
"Rule 19." 
"Let me te!lign. Do not upel me." 
.• Rule 19." 
It was hopeless, and Hawker knew it. 

He alrode in front. of the table. 
"Curse your rules I Curse you, too, you 

silly, babbling jackanapes. Curse you all­
you, Vandeleur, Ilnd you, Poyntr., Rnd you, 
Scott, you doddering loast-and-waler game­
ster. You wllllh-e to mourn the day you 
put this indignity upon me. You will an­
swer it- evety man of you! I' ll set my 

mark on you. By the Lord I will! You 
first, Hulton. One by one, J'II weed you 
out! I've a bullet for each. I'll number 
'em I" 

"Sir John Hawker," aaid the Duke, "this 
club Is for the use of membertl only. May 1 
ask you to take yourself out of itl" 

"And if I don't- what then'" 
The Duke turned to General Scott. "Will 

you ask the hall partertl to Btep upt" 
"There! J'I\ go!" yelled Hawker. " I 

will not be thrown out- the laughinaalock 
of Jermyn Street. But you will bear more, 
gentlemen. You will rememlM':r me yet. 
Haacalal RIl4CaIa everyone!" 

And 110 it Wa!I, raving and stamping, 
with his clenched handa waving above his 
head, that Devil IIUt'ker pa-red out from 
Waticr's Club and from the IOcial lite of 
London. 

For It W81 hia end. In vain he sent furi· 
ous challenges to the membel'!l of the com­
mittee. He wu outside the pale, and no 
one would condescend to meet him. In 
vain he thruhed Sir Charles Bunbury in 
front of Limmel'!l' Hote\. Hired ruffiahl! 
were put upon hi! track and he wu terribly 
thrllShed in return. Even the bookmakers 
would have no more to do with him, and he 
was warned oIT the turf. Down he sank, 
and down, drinking to uphold his spirits un­
til he wu but a bloated wreek or the man 
that he hlld been. 

And 110, at last, one morning in his rooms 
in Charles Street, that dueling pistolwbich 
had 110 often been the inatrument of his 
vengeance was turned upon himself, and 
t hat dark fa ce, terrible even in death, was 
found outlined against a blood-eodden pil· 
low In the morning. 

So put the print back among the pile. 
You may be the better fot havin, honest 
T om Cribb upon your wall, or even the 
eO'emlnall! Brummell. But Devil lIawkl!r 
never, In life or death. brought luck to any· 
one. Leave him there when! you found 
him, In the duaty old Ihop of Drury Lane. 
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