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been doing very badly—so badly, that
he had lost heart, and had decided to
tempt fortune that evening no longer.
He met Tom at the door.

*Well,” said Tom, “how have you got
on?"’

“Like a erab.” responded Mr Draker.
“Backwards, Were ten thousand
fraves out on the day's play.”

“Phew!” Tom whistled. *“Why, that
leaves harely the original eapital.”™

“Barely the onizinal capital,” re-
turped Draker., *If we'd dropped the
game three days ago, eh?”

“Ah!™ said Tam. *I wish we had."

They paced slung the terrace in si-
lence,

“0Oh, T say. Finch,” said Draker, sud-
denly, "there’'s a very rammy thing
bappened. You saw that old boy they
ran out of the rooms an hour ago?
They've got him locked up fur passing
a forged note, and who in the name
of wouder do you suppoke he pretends
to bhe?™

“Why, how should I know?” Tom
asked. ‘

*ie says.” snid Draker, and then he
beganh to laugh. lle was so hearty in
his laughter that Tom bad 1o join him
even before he knew the joke. "He
says he's the Bishap of Stokestithe.”

“What?' Tom almost  shrieked.
“Another of em?”

He had to tell Draker of his adven-
ture, and Draker agreed that it was the
most astonishing thing he had ever
heard of—the most amazing thing.

“Twa of "em. bepad, personating the
same highly respeetable old Johany at
the same hour. in the village. 1 =zay.
Finehie. if [ were you [ should just

sguander my =elf in the direction of the
pendarmeric and look up Number Two.
Yau ean =it on his pretensions. any-

wax, and T should =alt the tail of Num-
ber One as well, T fancey™

“Well. you see.” =nid Tom, “in a sort
of a wav. den't you know, I've given
my parole to Number Oue.  Bot I
Teally think I'll go down and have a
look at Xumber Two. Will you come
with me?”

“Why, no.”" returned Traker. “1
think ['ll go back and gire the system
another chance. My ecoming away may
have broken the luck. you knaw.”

“All right,” =aid Tom: “but ga light
if the luck’s against you. Vil fiad you
there.”

Sa Draker went back to the tables.
and Tom inguired his way to the gen-
durmerie. Arrived there, he presented
his card and stated his business.

“You have a prrson here in charge
for having passed a forged note. I
anderstand that e is an Englishman.
and that he professes to he the Bishop
of Stakestithe.”

1 forget whether it is a fourth er
an eighth part of the landed forces of
the I'rincipality who is on duty at one
time, ‘Whichever it is, he replied that
this was so.

*“Very gond.” said Tom. “T happen
tn know the Rishop of Stokestithe very
wello and, if you will allow mie to lock
at him only for a moment, 1 have no
donbt that 1 can put an end to that
riulienlnoes pretension. 1 have wvery
roail reason te believe that the Bishop
of Stakestithe is in Paris at this time.”

The representative of the landed
forces was not quite sure whether it
lay within the sphere of his duty to
aceede o this Teguest: but the sight
of a five-frune piece dissipated preju-
dice. and Tom was permitted to look
at Numher Two. Number Twao sat
with his face buried in his hands, and
the officer poked him gently with his
scahhard. - .

“Holla® Il ¥'a un m'sieur, ici—"

e got no further, for 1he prisoner
Inoked up, and xighting Tom, sprang
ta hix fert. and Tam fell ack with a
gresture of amazement as he had never
beeu jmpelled to use in all his life be-
fore.

“{i00d
take
*How on earth did this absurd mis-

“Mr Finch.” said the Rishop, “let it
e enoygh for vou, sir, that T resent
this intrusion. 1 resent it, sir"”

“lnt.” eried Tom. turning on the

officer, “this gentleman j= renlly the
Birhop of Stokeatithe, Thie iz a
gentieman of the very highest status,

lieavens, sir!™ Tom  ceried.

a member of the first Legisintive
Chamber. Do you kpow what an
Euplizh bishop js—3¥cu turtle? - Do

¥au puess what van are doing in de-
tninitig here o gentleman of his char-
acter and standing? 1t 1k the most
sbunrd, ridieulous. idiotie—Who iz in
nuthority  here? Isn the Prinee de
Monoeo ot bome? Who is there
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whom 1 can see to put an eund to this
astonishing farce?”

Tom's French served him  excel-
lently. He really spoke the laoguage
fairly well, but he was shy about it,
as & rule, and distrustful about verbs
and pgenders. Now, his excitement
put these petty obstacies out of mind,
and he felt that he was elogquent. But
the Rishop's guardison was very
doubtful about this recognition,
which, to his mind, smelt of the thea-
He turned gruff and asulky, and
he hore Tom out of the chamber
and locked his prisoner in, and kpew
nothing about anything sod would
ANSWET Do QuEstions.

When Tom got Into the streets
agnin, he feit quite feather-headed.

“I'm mad,” he eaid; “stark, staring
mad! That's all that's the matter.
T haven't zeen the Bishop, T haver't
been to the gendarmerie. Staunton’s
a fizment of the brain. It's all gam-
mon and spinach—all of it—all!
Thex'l stick a plaster on my head
by-aud-by, and 1 shall be all right
again. 1 felt sane ecough five
minutes ago."

All this was a mere exuberance of
wards, for he knew well enough that
the adventure was real; but, for the
time being, the pretence served. It
kept his amazement at arm’s length
—it prevented it from overwhelming
him.

In & very little while his wits pgot
to work, and he began to see that
however the DBishop of Stokestithe
had brooght himself into this amaz-
ing mess, it might be in his power
to get his lordship out of it, and it
does no harm to add that he thought
he might find his own advantage in
it. He welcomed the chance the
fates had given him to be of service
te the Bishop. To be quick, to be
discreet, to prevent this most ridicu-
lous accident from getting abroad—
these things were at oumce his duty
and likely to be serviceable. How to
act! He called to mind an ancient
crony of his who was now an attache
to the British Embassy at Paris. It
might be worth while to send him a
fuil account of the affair by wire, in-
sisting upon his secrecy and getting
him to set the ambassader in motion.
The telegram would reach Paris io an
hour, and if it found his man at ance
it was possible that the Bishop might
be freed that night. Surely that was
safer and speedier than fooling ahout
amongst & c¢rowd of silly funetion-
aries in Monte Carlo. He began to
cnncoct the telegram, and weould have
taken measures for jts immediate dis-
patch, but that he was for the ma-
ment without money. He had given
his Jast hundred-franc note to Draker
1o make a level sum at the tables,
and had forgotten to ask it back
again., He raced to the Casino, and
met his chum on the terrace. He
opened up the terrible story at once,
and somehow Yrraker seemed less sur-
prigsed and interested than he should
lhuve Leen. .

“MWhat has come over you, man?"

Tom asked. “But wvever mind that
now. I'm going ta wire to our em-
bassy at Paris, and stralghten this

anad husiness out, You must let me
have that hundred francs, old chap.”

Young Draker stocd stock still on
the terrace walk. and his chin was

on hiz breast.
‘“*Come on.” said Tom. "“Don't keep
me waiting. This affajr must be

seen to” -

And stil! young Draker made no
move and spoke no word,

“Draker,” said Tom, in
alarm. “what's the matrer?”

“1 am very much afraid, Tom,” sald
Draker. *“that so far as any aid of mine
goes poor old Durgan is likely to stop
in chokey,™

*“You don’t mean—7*
ransed.

“Yes, I do,” said Draker.

“But there hask't been time,” Tom
ohjected, with a chill creeping at his
leart. .

“Oh, lor', yen,” said Draker. “Lota!
I knocked up apgainst the maximum,
Thomas, and T am 8 shipwrecked crew.
Come and stand me a drink before I
die, for I haven't the price of a shoe-tle
between here and London town,”

“Nor 1,” eaid Tom. "I haven't a cent.
about me”

Draker broke {nte wild laughter and
Trom took him by the arm and led him
into the hotel. Ther sat down and
ordered cigars, and brandy and seltzer
wnter and the waiter obeyed the order

rague

said Tom, and

und stood by for payment. “Oh, chalk
it up,” said Draker, with & groan

“Fur it in the bill,” Trom translated,
and the waiter went away. He was
Luck in twu or three mioutes with their
mewount, which he banded on s salver.
They looked at the tota]l with their
heuds together and then they looked
ut each other and laughed desolately.
Then Draker emptied bhizs glass and
ro6E.
~Fhig i3 my fault,” he said, “snd I'll
go and face the musie.”

“it’s nobody’s fault,” said Tom, “and
I'll go with you™

Yo they went together to the manager
who had known what the matter was
tive ninutes before.

“Louk here,” paid Draker. *“We two
Britizh citizens are stony. If youll be
gowdl ¢nough to send & wire to London
for me, I can get enough to-morrow to
pay up, and when that's done I'll clear

said the manager. They nodded gleom-
ily and the manager smiled, These
Monte Carlo people have a mroat won-
derful kpock of knowing with whom
they deal. They never bully s gentle-
muau, end they very, very rarely trust an
putsider too far. It must be a quaint
education in worldly wisdom to keep
lotel in thut haunt of the wealthy and
the pour—that place where broken
hopes are mended or ground te powder
in an hour: where defaulting clerks who
have run away with fifty pounds make
an income for a day which passes Van-
derbilt’s or Rothschild’s, and ecareless,
solid millignaires are sometimes strand-
ed as high and dry as if they had not
a farthing in the world.

“It will be quite right, gentlemen,”
said the manager, when they had named
their respeetive bankers and the amount
for which they desired to draw. “And
in  the meantime, gentlemen, please
order anything of which you may stand
in need.”

They felt that ther stcod in need of
mure brandy Aand another syphon. They
called for these comforts and sat and
sipped in sadness,

“T sax. Finchie.” said Draker, after

a long spell of silence. “I don't think
so much af the rotten old system as I
did.™

Tom gave no answer. He had been

respectably brought up, aand he felt it

impossible to expresa an opinion of the-
svitem without doing injustice to his
training. “But what the deuce,” Draker

»asked, "did jt alwaye work out all right

for until we got the money om it?"

“l don't know,” said Tom. “I dom"t
eare & red cent, mbout the syatem.  So.
fur ag I'm concerned the system's drowa-
ed aod dead wnd done for. I'm think.
ing about old Durgan.”

“Ah!” gaid Draker, willing to find
consoletion anywhere, “We've made a
miess of it, but we in’t in quod. That’s
some comfort.”’

“Oh, this shoddy age” cried Tom,
“This beastly age of cheap things for the
mitlion!™

“What's the matter with the age?”
asked Draker. “What have cheap things
for the million got to do with us?*

“Whyr,” Tom responded, “if we had’
livesl in a solid, self-respecting age we
ceuld never have been cleaned out lke
this. You've got a three-dollar hit of
Vankee machine-made rubbish ticking
at the end of a black ribbon, and I have
another. Omlr a dozen years ago a
gentleman’s witch was worth something,
&nd now I ean’t raise the cost of a wire-
tn Paris, and Lucy’s father is in ¢hok-
e

- {To be continued.}
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