
"Yes," said he, "I remember those
streets. Idid not see that any especial
danger attached to the carrying of the
precious stones, for no oneknew thatIhad
them except the dealer from whom they
werebeing returned,andIwas wendingmy
wayalong leisurely enoughwhen,onturning
into a side lane to shorten my journey,I
heard distinct sounds of a woman's voice
crying for help.
"I looked where jthe sounds seemed to

come from, and following the direction,
presently opened a high gate and came into
a dirty courtyard at the back of a most
forbidding tenement. Ihadhardly glanced
around me whenI"was felled to the ground
by a blow on the' back of the head, a blow
which seemed to have a strange benumbing
power,forItriedto raise my voiceandcould
not utter asound.
"I could see perfectly what was going

on,but my whole frame seemed paralysed,
and when theauthor of theblow came before

me, and stoopingdown called to his mateto
just ran through tliis lot to see if there was
any blunt about,Icould only gaze at him
with eyes whichmust havebeenfixed intheir
sockets." They were tie most villainous-looking
pair that it is possible to conceive:one, the
short one who spoke, and who was now
busily engaged in roughly searching my
pockets, was a stout, thick-set man with a
cast in one eye,abrutal chin, a receding

forehead,and ahead withsuch close-cropped
hair that it betokened recent residence
at Her Majesty's Government's expense.
The other was an oilier, more polite
and gentlemanly villain, and had I
been capable, Iwould have shuddered
at the silky expressiveness of his voice.
Of course they presently came to the
diamonds.

'"Hullo, Jerry, what about this? If I
don't think that these sparklers are worth a
trfle Gawd 'elp us, the young uns
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