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The Lion 
and the Lamb 

By E.Phillips Oppenheim 

The Story Thus Far: 

CTARVINU; in I>onf1on. nnd iinablp to ob-
'-' tain aid from savase old Loi'd >Jowbcrry, 
his fatlior. David Newbprr.v is forced to 
join a hand of criminals. Almost inimedi-
aloly—while trying to steal the "Virgin's 
1"i>ar," a priceless diamond belonging to 
Lady Frankley—he is caught and sent to 
prison. 

On his release, he finds himself Lord 
Newberry, due to his father's death. Hating 
the gang, two of whose members—Reuben 
(Jrossett and Cannon Ball Lem—betrayed 
him to the police, he resolves to destroy it. 
Then follows a sanguinary war between 
I>avid's little army—a band of jiujitsu ex
perts—and the criminals. 

The "Virgin's Tear" had disappeared. 
Tottie Green, leader of the gang, believes 
Havid knows where it is. Belle, a beautiful 
girl crook, volunteers to extract the secret 
from the young lord. She goes to his home, 
Â  here she lets him know that she loves him. 
From her David learns all the details of the 
gangsters" latest plot: to raid some stalls 
on Widows' l{ow !Saturda,y night. 

l>avid repulses the girl's advances, but 
decides to act on her tip. He makes his 
will (naming Sophy, Lady Andersle,y's 
lovely daughter, with whom he is in love, as 
his prinei]>al beneficiary), and lays plans 
to attack his enemies when thoy appear in 
Widows' How. 

Then follows an extraordinary scene, in a 
hotel grillroom, where David and Sophy 
have gone to dine and dance. Reuben and 
1 telle are there. Reuben is in love wilh the 
l>eantiful girl. He knows Relle does not 
care for him—loves David instead. And 
Belle is equally aware that she can never 
win David. 

Rresently David asks Relle to dance with 
him. Reuben is wild with .iealousy. When 
the couple return to the talde, Belle faints, 
and David suspects Reuben of putting 
]H>ison in her glass of Evian water. He 
nolifies the management, and, in the con-
fusicm, Reuben slips away. 

A few moments later the hotel manager 
comes to David. "The doctor," he whispers, 
"has examined the water, m.v lord. He 
would like to speak to you in the lounge— 
at once." 

•Jl 
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^IME \vc moved on somewhere 
anyway," Sophy observed, gath
ering- together her belongings. 
They mounted the stairs, and 

Sophy disappeared into the cloakroom. 
The manager presented the physician 
of the hotel. 

"Do you know what became of the 
voung man who gave the lady that tab
let?" the latter asked David bluntly. 

"No idea at the moment," David ad
mitted. "I'm hoping I'll lay my hands 
on him later on." 

"I can't imagine where he got them 
made up," the doctor confided, "but they 
contain a rather rare drug. I shouldn't 
call them exactly poison to a healthy 
person, but I doubt whether the lady will 
be conscious again for twenty-four 
hours, and she'll need special treatment 
until then. I've sent a nurse in to look 
after her." 

"Very good of you," David approved. 
"I really am not quite sure whether I 

ought not to report this case to the 
police," the physician continued. "Can 
you think of any reason why anyone 
should want to remove the young lady 
from the world, as it were, for twenty-
four hours or so?" 

David reflected, frowning. 
"I could think of one reason." 
"Well, it seems to me then that that is 

what has been attempted. It depends 
upon her constitution, of course. So 
far as I can see, she is very strong, and, 
if so, there will be no evil after-effects." 

"Nothing you could do to bring her 

round a little earlier, I suppose?" David 
suggested. 

"There are several things I could do," 
the physician assented. "Is there any 
particular object in it?" 

"There might be. Something is due 
to happen tomorrow night between 
eleven and twelve, which she knows 
about." 

"Criminal?" 
"That way inclined." 
The doctor considered the matter. 
"The young lady seems to be all 

alone," he remarked. 
"That's why I'm so 

glad you've sent a nurse 
in. I don't think there'll 
be any trouble about the 
fees, but, in any case, I 
would pay them valling-
ly. Newberry, my name 
is—the Earl of New
berry." / * ^ 

The physician looked ^1 
at him curiously. fJ 

"Very good of you," 
he acknowledged. "I think 
I could promise you then 
that, say by nine o'clock 
tomorrow evening, the 
young lady will be, com
paratively speaking, her
self again. The drug that 
young man used, how
ever, is a prohibited one. 
If you can get hold of 
him, I should hand him 
over to the police." Jllvslralrrt hy 
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It 1 can get hold of 
him," David replied dry
ly, his eyes fixed upon 
Sophy, who was issuing from the oppo
site door, "it won't be the police who 
will have to worry." 

Sophy was unusually quiet during the 
homeward drive. David drew her hand 
through his arm. 

"Out with it, child," he insisted. 
"I'm jealous of the beautiful lady," 

she confessed. "Why did you dance with 
her?" 

"Devilment,"' he confided. "I told 
you that she was a sort of gangster. 
She's the protegee of the chief. They 
stick to one another like wax, those fel
lows. Her father was head man once 
with them. He's doing penal servitude 
for life, and since he went to prison 
the rest of them have looked after the 
girl. They sent hev up here to vamp 
me." 

"TTAS she clicked?" Sophy inquired 
- n . blandly. 
"She has not," he declared. "Honest

ly though, I feel that a little diplomacy 
on my part would have been wise. Un
fortunately, I never learned how to run 
that sort of thing." 

"You're not in love with her then?" 
"I am not—most decidedly and em

phatically not," David pronounced. "I 
hate that overwhelming perfume she 
uses, and I hate that covert insolence 
all the time underlying her manner. 
She is in her wrong place over here. 
She ought to be a sultana in some 
Eastern country. . . . All the same, I 
think I made rather an ass of myself. 
Probably, the mildest form of flirtation 
would have contented her, and I am 
perfectly certain that she had some
thing at the back of her mind which I 

ought to know. Reuben knew it, too, 
the scoundrel. That's why he drugged 
her Evian." 

"And what are you going to do, now 
that you feel that something has been 
kept from you?" she asked anxiously. 

"Carry on, I suppose. . . . I say, it's 
two o'clock," he added, as the car drew 
to a standstill. "Do you think that I 
ought to come in with you, meet your 
mother, and face the storm?" 

"For heaven's sake, no," she begged. 
"Mother will be in bed, and there isn't 
going to be any storm. I have a key to 
each entrance, and Anna lets me up the 
back stairs. Don't get out, please. Shall 
I see you tomorrow?" 

"I'm afraid not," he answered, and 
despite all his efforts there was a note 
of gravity in his tone. 

She lingered, a faint atmosphere of 
expectancy about her attitude. Then 
for a moment the world slipped away. 
He felt the warm, sweet touch of her 
lips at the corner of his cheek, the clasp 
of her arms as they stole round his neck, 
all the delicate fragrance of her as she 
leaned her cheek against his. 

"Oh, David," she murmured, "can't I 
—can't I vamp you, dear? Can't I beg 
you to leave all this terrible business 
alone? It's unworthy of you. They're 
pigs, and they made you suffer, and 
they didn't play the game, but one 
doesn't meet creatures like that on level 
terms. Deal with them as they should 
be dealt with. Let the scavengers of 
law and order take care of them. Don't 
pit your life against theirs. You'll break 
my heart if anything should happen." 

There was a dim light from the elec
tric standard shining through the rain-

splashed window, and he saw the tears 
dimming to a greater sweetness her 
blue eyes. 

Once more he felt the soft caress of 
her lips as they sought his. . . . 

He had half risen—a little breathless. 
Her face—her delicate girl's face, a 
sweet meeting place of smiles and" tears 
—was pressed to his. The eyebrows 
were uplifted, the corners of her mouth 
twitched. 

"Well, David?" 
"Sweetheart," he promised, "I'll go 

as lightly as I can. I have the others 
to think of. but I'll go carefully. We'll 
get through all right, and if I do—will 
you—?" 

She kissed him once more before she 
sprang out. 

"It's taken an awful time, dear, to 
make you ask me that," she said, wav
ing her hand. "Of course I will." 

She was gone, like a streak of silver 
flashing across*the glittering pavement. 
His heart throbbed as he leaned forward 
to watch her vanish down the steps. 
The bitterness of the last years seemed 
to have disappeared. Yet for a mo
ment he fancied that there was some
thing portentous in the sound of the 
sudden raindrops pattering through the 
leaves of the lime trees. 

IN THE early morning, from the west 
to the east, the brim of his hat turned 

down, his coat collar turned up, Reuben 
made stealthy flight. Arrived in his 
rooms, strangely situated in the pur
lieus of Cannon Street, he changed his 
clothes, bathed and washed in a neat 
little bathroom, drank coffee in the 
station refreshment-room, and took a 
taxicab to Bermondsey. For some rea
son or other, he was all watchfulness. 

He dismissed his taxicab at London 
Bridge, entering the station, and leav
ing it by a different exit in a different 
vehicle. It was ten o'clock before he 
finally reached the back quarters of the 
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Lion and the Lamb public ii uise. 
let himself in wi th a key a r ached 
his watch chain. . . . 

He mounted the staii-s i autiou. 
entered the public house di'a>ing-i-' 
by an unseen dooi', and stno.i look 
about him with an a i r of (••iiiudete • 
S'ust. The a p a r t m e n t had .mparci 
not been touched since the rh^it hel ' 
The Venet ian blinds were -tiil 
the windows tig-htly closed, 
smoke and drink was ahiios' 
The only sound was the ht 
reus b rea th ing of Tott ie CJi' 
d i n i n g in his chair . 

e 0(1(11 

useali 
,•. S t ( M 

, still 

V y i T H catlike noiselessnes,:. 
" ' man crossed the floor, pu 'h 

cur ta ins , and raised the A'cni'i 
The disgust upon his face ip 
he turned round to view t-r 
half-smoked cigar had hnnn il 
and charred a g rea t hole ;ii 
cloth by the sleeping man's -
broken glasses lay upon th( 
empty bottle rolled on its -•( 
Green, fully dressed, save tbni 
he wore no collar or coat, 
hack, his head on one sid( . 
open, snor ing hideously. ( 
and .stains of licjuor di-ii; 
clothes. The slippers had falien a\s 
from his feet, disclosing thick, crump! 
woolen socks. His face, savi 
purplish s t reak, was of a gki 
lowish pallor. On the table 1-
was a soiled pack of ple.xi 
Keubcn stepped stealthily ( 
shook the sleeping figure. Th 
ing in itself was an unpleas 

" W h a t ' s wrong. Reube?" 
mut tered. 

"Eve ry th ing , " was the <\\<i 
ply. "You've been asleep hci 
n ight , and near ly bu rn t to (i(. ih. .1 
hasn ' t been in to do the I'd ii. ^ • 
haven ' t even taken youi- el iies < 
P r e t t y way for a man to 1: c . wh 
near ly a millionaire. You v 
another month like th i s . " 

Tottie Green sat u|i in lii:- > 

he y( 
bai 

m hi 
• ( • a s ( 

Jself : 
•he ta! 

' c O l ' . 

. Te! • 
as us:; 

- a s hi 
' s nioi; 
'' mv ; 
[ ired I 

• for ( • 
, . l lv V 
^ his y 

g ear 
er, a 
awak. 
it si!.:-

nted I 
a l l t, 

in't 

"You may have noticed that , unless 
i t 's one of our own crowd, people 
don't often get bet ter who go to ],")a 
.Alortinicr Place. Don't be in a hur ry" 

" I t isn't your business anyway . " he 
said. "You' re one of my gang, young 
Reulie. and don't you for,get it. Why 
flon't you see t h a t the people do the i r 
duty, if you find so much fault? You 
call' yourself Chief of the Staff, don ' t 
you?" 

Reuben moved the adver t i sement for 
-omebody's whisky from the wall, and 
r ang a concealed bell behind. In a mo
ment or two there was a knock at the 
door. He unlocked it. and a man en
tered with a green baize apron tied 
round him. ca r ry ing an a r r a y of brooms 
and a carpe t sweeper. 

"Open the window at the io]i." Reu
ben dii'ected curt ly. "Glear this room 
up. Where 's Nurse . \ n g u s ? " 

"Been here an hour, ' ' was the sur ly 
I'osponse. "Couldn't get in. The old 
man locked the dooi-. and we ain ' t got 
the key of his pr iva te v/ay." 

".Send her up, ' ' Reulien ordered. 
A woman, in unexpectedly correct 

nurse 's uniform, present ly mounted the 
s ta i rs , and entered the room. 

"Take him away, and make him de-
f("nt." Reulion beg,ged. pointing to Tott ie 
Green. " I want him back as soon as 
you've done with hini. You mark my 

words. Tot t ie ," he warned him. as the 
old man rose grumbl ing to his feet, "an
other month or two of this , and you'll 
leave the rocni another way—on your 
back, boxed. . \ pig couldn't live in such 
filth.'' 

" W h a t the hell business is it of 
yours? ' ' his chief growded. as he clutched 
a t his a t t endan t . " I t ' s wha t you've been 
used to that counts. I've slept here 
many a night af ter a .game of cards 
and a dia'nk or two. ' ' 

" 'X/ 'OU'LL hear, when you're sober 
-*- enough, what business it is of mine," 

was the snarlin,g re.ioinder. "I 'm .going 
out into the s t reet till you're ready. I 
shall be side if I s tay here ." 

Reuben left the big jiublic house by 
a side door, foi- the business of the day 
had not yet commenced. He strolled 
into a tobacconist 's establ ishment op
posite, looked into a few shop windows, 
bought a newspaper a t a small stall , ex
changing a casual and apparen t ly pur
poseless word with the woman who sold 
it to him. .--Vflerwards be visited an
other tobacconist 's , purchased a packet 
of ci.garctLes, and lingered on the thresh
old for some time to Ii,ght one. His eyes 

were cons tant ly active, wa tch ing every
thing. 

Present ly he d isappeared up a side 
s t reet , vanished up an en t ry , entered 
a j^ard, descended some steps slat ted 
on both sides for t he rol l ing down of 
bar re l s , opened with a latchkey a door 
leading into a huge cellar, mounted 
more steps, then some s ta i r s , and finally 
pushed open the door of his chief's 
chosen abode. The room was swept 
and cleared of as much of i ts filth as 
possible, but the reeking' smell remained. 
Tott ie Green had j u s t savagely closed 
the top of the window with his stick. 
He was wea r ing different clothes, but 
he was still a repulsive-looking ob,)ect. 

"What ' l l you drink, Reube?" he asked 
hospitably. 

"Noth ing a t all, ' ' was t he quick reply. 
"No more wdll you, till you've listened 
to me." 

" S h u t your mouth, you p u p , " the older 
man snar led. "Don ' t you give me any 
of your lip. I 'm boss of the g a n g yet , 
and don' t you forget it. Get me a bot
tle of champagne out of t h a t cupboard." 

There was a r ing of the old au thor i ty 
in the tone, a ges tu re of command in the 

(Continued on page ifi) 
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Red-Hot Blues 
He could live, and marry the girl he 
loved-—or die, and keep a clear con
science. And his only school was the 
underworld, his teacher a racketeer! 

By Jay Gelzer 

AS SOON as he entered the hotel 
/ \ suite they shared together, Dan-

/ \ ny knew that Buzz was home 
ahead of him. 

Every light was turned on full in 
Buzz's lavish way, and the widely scat
tered sheets of an evening paper were 
strewn heedlessly upon the velvet-car
peted floor. 

"Oh, Buzz—" hailed Danny, and, as 
always, felt the surge of sheer adora
tion rise within him at the mere pro
nouncing of a beloved name. 

Buzz came from the bedroom at his 
call, in his shirtsleeves, drying his hands 
upon a towel. 

"Get it, kid?" he inquired, smiling at 
Danny with his deep blue eyes. 

Danny threw a thick roll of soiled 
bills upon a table. 

"Curly says he won't stand another 
raise," he reported carelessly, with all 
his attention for Buzz and none of it 
for Curly's edict. 

Gee, but Buzz was easy to look at in 
that blue shirt, with his blue eyes, curly 
hair, and massive chest! 

"Won't, eh?" repeated Buzz softly, 
and Danny, seeing the slightly acceler
ated rise and fall of that splendid chest, 
voiced a vague discontent: 

"Gee, Buzz, you'd oughta been a 
fighter!" 

"No dough in that," said Buzz lightly. 
"There's plenty jack after you get 

t ' be champion. Buzz!" 
"Andhow's a guy get t' be champion?" 

countered Buzz good-humoredly. "By 
havin' his block knocked plenty before 
he's champion! This way I get mine, 
and other guys do the scrappin'. . . ." 

This way . . . somberly Danny gazed 
down a narrow avenue occupied by dim 
figures and brightened by the frequent 
spurt of gunfire. 

"Champions don't hafta stop bullets. 
Buzz," he reminded. 

"No bullet's goin'ta stop me, kid. I'm 
one of the wise guys!" 

Listening, Danny thought of the first 
time he had heard Buzz say that, and 
then, not unnaturally, of their first meet
ing on a night when he had crept into a 
temporarily deserted taxicab and gone 

fast asleep, wakening to the strangling 
pressure of hands about his throat. 

Only a passing street light disclosing 
his youth and his harmlessness had 
saved his life. Buzz hau turned him 
loose with a bewildered: "A kid, and I 
thought—say, watcha doin' in this cab, 
kid?" 

Upon his stammered acknowledgment 
that he was a runaway, Buzz had 
brought him to this same suite. Had 
ordered him a steaming-hot meal. Had 
foregone further questioning until he 
had finished and an attentive waiter 
had carried away the empty dishes. 
Then— 

"Well, kid, suppose you give us the 
works!" 

Obediently he had begun, and when 
he had finished, in so far as he knew the 
queer strings controlling that thwarted, 
unsatisfactory thing which was his life, 
it was all there. 

A frame house on a shabby street 
with himself playing in the mud of that 
same street. A warm kitchen fragrant 
with the frequent baking of cookies for 
a small boy. A woman who was kind. . . . 

Then, for a reason his bewildered 
childish brain had been unable to grasp, 
the scene had shifted, and there was the 
immense brick house with its procession 
of gingham-clad girls and overalled boys 
he had known as The Home. 

Brick walls, iron-barred windows, a 
paved courtyard in which to play, every
thing done to the ringing of bells . . . 
he hadn't liked it, and when opportunity 
presented, he had run away. 

"Naw," Buzz had said soberly when 

C. C. HirJl 

"This boy has lost his only friend, 
and I've brought him to you, 
Mother," explained the dark-
haired girl eagerly. "U seemed 
so dreadful to be in trouble and 

not have you!" 

he had finished. "You wouldn't like it, 
kid. / didn't like it either, and I been 
farther on that road than you been: 
state orphanage, reform school, peni
tentiary—say, how old are yuh, kid?" 

Hearing, he had been mildly incredu
lous. 

"You don't look it, but we'll see what 
a few good steaks'll do. Anyhow, yuh 
don't hafta go back. I'm keepin' yuh, 
kid . . . I'm keepm' yuh because you got 
gray eyes!" 

So he had stayed with Buzz, a long 
time it was now, all of six years, to be 
exact. . . . 

Alivayx Iceep the door locked . . . never 
talk to strangers and don't talk too much 
anyhow . . . never tvalk doivn dark 
streets . . . thoughtfully Danny remem
bered how, little by little, he had learned 
the fundamental principles governing 
his new allegiance. 

A LL day maybe, on a couch with a pile 
•^^ of illustrated magazines, and not 
minding it because toward evening a 
key would turn in the lock and Buzz 
would be coming in, laughing, gay. 

"Hullo, kid—been lonesome? I 
bought you a pup today for company. 
Cute little devil with whiskers like a 
preacher! Let yuh keep it here?—sure 
they'll let yuh keep it here, why not?" 

They would go out to dinner then, 
usually downstairs in the hotel dining-
room, where there was music, and flow
ers, and bright lights, and where women 
glanced sideways at Buzz in the way 
they had of looking and seeming not to 
look. 

Little by little, as the months went 
by, Danny had begun to understand 
something of the far-reaching activities 
of that tremendous organization of 
which, at thirty-two, Buzz was the not 
undisputed head. 

Occasionally he carried messages. 
More occasionally something he dimly 
recognized as an ultimatum. Not in
frequently he collected cash tribute, 
usually paid with alacrity but some
times paid grudgingly as in the case 
of Curly Jackson, whom he had just 
visited, and he noticed that he rarely 
collected more than two or three times 
from the complainants. After that deep 
silence would reign concerning that par
ticular source of revenue with perhaps, 
long afterward, information bobbing up 
casually: 

"Pete Gallardi? Oh, he got bumped 
off a while back!" 

Or: "Crazy Jake? He's outa busi
ness. Somebody took him for a ride." 
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