

















(Continued from Page 73)

“You have heard the evidence, gentle-
men,” said 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 John; nor do you im-
prove your position by such assertions.
You will each have your own impression as
to how far the girl’s account seemed honest
and carried conviction with it. You will ob-
serve that had she merely intended to in-
jure Sir John, her obvious method would
have been to have said she overheard the
conversation detailed by the witness, Jakes.
This she has not done, Her account, how-
ever, tends to corroborate —"'

“Your Grace,” cried Hawker, “I have
had enough of this!"

“We shall not detain you much longer,
Qir John Hawker," said the chairman, “but
for that limited time we must insist upon
your presence.”’

“Insist, sir?"”

“Yes, sir, insist.”

“This is strange talk.”

“Be seated, sir. This matter must go to
a finish."”

“Well 1" Hawker fell back into his chair.

“ Gentlemen,” eaid the Duke, “slips of
paper are before you. After the custom of
the clib, you will kindly record your opin-
ion and hand to me. Mr. Poynta? Ithank
you. Vandeleur! Bunbury! Rufton! Gen-
eral Scott! Colonel Tufton! I thank you.
He examined the papers. “Exactly. You
ate unanimous! I may say that I entirely
agree with your opinion.” The Duke’s
rosy, kindly face had set as hard as flint.

“What am I to understand by this,
sir?" eried Hawker. ,

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

"Gi n'; E. Fq. G. Ahf here we are—H.
Let us see! Houston, Harcourt, Hume,

Duke of Hamilton—I have it—Hawker,
Sir John Hawker, your name is forever
erased from the book of Watier's Club.”
He drew the pen across the page as he
spoke. Hawker sprang frantically to his
feet.

“You cannot mean it! Consider, git; this
is social ruin! Where shall I show my face
if I am cast from my club? I eould not
walk the streets of London. Take it back,
sir! Reconsider it!"

*“8ir John Hawker, we can only refer you
to Rule 19. It says: ‘If any member shall
be guilty of conduct unworthy of an honor-
able man, and the said offénse be estab-
lished to the unanimous satisfaction of the
committee, then the aforesaid member
shall be expelled the elub without appeal.””

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

“The matter has been considered and is
now in order. We can only refer you to
Rule 19.”

“Your Grace, you cannot know what
this will mean. How can I live? Where
can I go? I never asked merey of man be-
fore. But I ask it now. I implore it, gen-
tlemen. Reconsider your decision!”

“Rule 19.”

“It is ruin, I tell you—disgrace and
TR, .

“Rule 19.”

“Let me resign. Do not expel me.”

“Rule 19.”

It was hopeless, and Hawker knew it.
He strode in front of the table.

“Curse your rules! Curse you, too, you
silly, babbling jackanapes. Curse you all—
you, Vandeleur, and you, Poyntz, and you,
Scott, you doddering toast-and-water game-
ster. You will live to mourn the day you
put this indignity upon me. You will an-
swer it—every man of you! I'll set my

mark on you. By the Lord I will! You
first, Rufton. One by one, I'll weed you
out! I've a bullet for each. I'll number
!Em'!ii

“8ir John Hawker," said the Duke, ““this
club is for the use of members only. May I |
ask you to take yourself out of it?"

“And if I don't—what then?”

The Duke turned to General Seott. " Will
you ask the hall porters to step up?”

“There! I'll go!" yelled Hawker. *I
will not be thrown out—the laughingstock
of Jermyn Street. But you will hear more,
gentlemen. You will remembér me yet.
Rascals! Raseals everyone!”

And so it was, raving and stamping,
with his clenched hands waving above his
head, that Devil Hawker passed out from
Watier's Club and from the social life of
London. |

For it was his end. In vain he sent furi-
ous challenges to the members of the com-
mittee. He was outside the pale, and no
one would condescend to meet him. In
vain he thrashed Sir Charles Bunbury in
front of Limmers’ Hotel. Hired ruffians
were put upon his track and he was terribly
thrashed in return. Even the bookmakers
would have no more to do with him, and he
was warned off the turf. Down he sank,
and down, drinking to uphold his spirits un-
til he was but a bloated wreck of the man
that he had been.

And so, at last, one morning in his rooms
in Charles Street, that dueling pistol which
had so often been the instrument of his
vengeance was turned upon himself, and
that dark face, terrible even in death, was
found outlined against a blood-sodden pil-
low in the morning.

So put the ﬁrint back among the pile.
You may be the better for having honest
Tom Cribb upon your wall, or even the
effeminate Brummell. But f)uﬂl Hawker
never, in life or death, brought luck to any-
one. Leave him there where you found
him, in the dusty old shop of Drury Lane.
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