

[image: no cover]




Edgar Wallace

Good Evans

Warsaw 2018

 




Contents

I. A CHANGE OF PLAN

II. MR. EVANS DOES A BIT OF GAS WORK

III. EDUCATION AND COMBINATIONS

IV. THE OTHER LUBESES

V. MR. EVANS PULLS OFF A REAL COOP

VI. THE NICE MINDED GIRL

VII. THE MUSICAL TIP

VIII. PSYCHOLOGY AND THE TIPSTER

IX. THE SHOWING UP OF EDUCATED EVANS

X. THE SUBCONSCIOUS MIND

XI. MR. EVANS HAS A WELL-SCREWED HEAD

XII. THE TWISTING OF ARTHUR COLLEYBORN

XIII. THE KIDNAPPING OF MR. EVANS

XIV. EDUCATED EVANS DECLARES TO WIN

XV. FOR EVANS' SAKE

XVI. THE PARTICULAR BEAUTY

XVII. THE LAST COOP OF ALL




I. A CHANGE OF PLAN

IT was when an excited and vengeful client demanded what the so-and-so and such a thing Mr. Evans meant by sending out three selections for one race, that the educated man laid down his system of ethics.

“Tippin’,” he said, “is ta’tics. You start out to do one thing an’ do another. Bettin’s a battle. You got to change your plans the same as the celebrated Napoleon Bonaparte, him that was killed in the Battle of Waterloo.”

This philosophy he impressed upon a Miss Casey, with disastrous effects. As to Miss Casey...

To sit beside a beautiful lady in the pit of the Lyceum is indeed a privilege. To feel her small hand steal into yours in the excitement and emotion occasioned by Miss Frederick’s acting, is thrilling. Educated Evans had both these experiences. The lady was young. Her face was as fresh and as sweet as a pansy. She had red lips and large grey eyes... presently to be blinded with hot tears at the pitiable plight of Madame X.

Evans returned the grip of her hand and reeled.

“Whatever will you think of me?” she asked penitently as they came out of the theatre.

“My opinion of you,” said Mr. Evans passionately, “is the same as the well-known Henry the Eighth had for the far-famed Joan of Arc.”

“Oh, go on!” said the delighted Miss Casey. They went to a famous corner shop café and Evans blew a dollar on coffee and doughnuts and a box of chocolate tied up with blue ribbon –which was Miss Casey’s favourite colour.

Mr. Evans agreed to meet her in Hyde Park the following evening, and went home walking on air.

A week later Mr. Challoner (“The Miller” to the cognoscenti of Camden Town) called on the educated man. And the real reason for his call was an article in a certain weekly publication. The article was entitled “Fortunes from Tipping,” and the paragraph ran:

“Another turf prophet who has amassed wealth is Mr. Evans, the well-known racing man of Camden Town. Although Mr. Evans lives in unostentatious surroundings, it is no secret that his fortune runs into five figures.”

“Did you supply that information?” asked The Miller sternly.

“It’s publicity or press work,” murmured Evans. “I had a chat with the reporter–met him up West –”

“Five figures!” said The Miller, shocked.

“Ten pun’ nine an’ eleven,” said Evans calmly. “Write that down an’ if it ain’t five figures nothin’ is.”

He had been putting the finishing touch to a neat little sign on the door–an oblong of wood on which was painted the new house title.

No directory of Camden Town would reveal the whereabouts of “Priory Park” but for the fact that on all circulars to clients, old and new, Mr. Evans added more concisely, “Bayham Mews, N.W.”

“You’ve got a nerve,” said The Miller with that reluctant admiration he offered to the successful criminal. “So far as I can remember, your tip was Asterus.”

Educated Evans closed his eyes, a sure sign of offended dignity, and began to search the one drawer of an article which served as desk, counter, dressing-table, stand for duplicator, and occasionally seat. From the litter the drawer contained he produced a hectographed sheet.

“Read,” he said simply.

Detective Inspector Challoner read.

 

“EDUCATED EVANS!

The World’s Chief Turf Adviser

(Under Royal Patronage)

To all clients I advise a good bet on ASTERUS***

At the same time I am warned by my correspondents that Weissdorn is greatly fancied and that King of Clubs will be on the premises. At the same time what beats Melon will win and Priory Park will run forward.”

 

“He ran forward,” said Mr. Evans with even greater simplicity.

“Most horses do,” said The Miller, “unless they’re clothes horses.”

“I also give Sprig–what a double!”

“Sprig? You lie in your boots!” said the indignant Miller. “You said that the Prince of Wales had given you Thrown In!”

Evans shook his head.

“Sprig,” he said. “I’ve got documents to prove that me Ten pun’ Special to all and sundried was Sprig–fear nothing.”

The Miller did not argue. Mr. Evans’ Ten Pound Special was his favourite myth. Like Mrs. Harris, there was no such thing.

Once upon a time Mr. Evans had announced his intention of sending out such a startling service, and had offered it for a beggarly quid a nod, but nobody coughed up and the service fell into disuse. For why, argued the regulars who followed Educated Evans to their ruin, pay a Bradbury for a ten pun’ special when you could get his five pound guarantee wire for a dollar–and that on the nod?

“Them Lubeses is givin’ me trouble, Mr. Challoner,” said Evans, shaking his head sadly. “I’ve done me best to educate the woman but she’s like the far-famed horse that could be led to the slaughter but you couldn’t make him think. Never since the days of Mary Queen of Scotch–her that invented the well-known Johnny Walker–has there been a lady like Mrs. Lube–an’ when I call her a lady I expect to be struck down for perjury.”

The Miller lingered on the first step of the ladder by which Mr. Evans reached Priory Park.

“It’s malice an’ libel this time–an’ mind you, Mr. Challoner, I haven’t said a word about her new lodger–but she’s takin’ the name of a young lady in vain–as good a young lady as ever drew the breath of life!”

The Miller came back to the room.

“You interest me strangely,” he said. “Who is the unfortunate female honoured by your attentions at the moment?”

The face of Mr. Evans went pink; his manner grew haughty, almost cold.

“She’s in business down the West End an’ it’s purely planetic.”

“What-ic?” asked the puzzled inspector, and then: “Oh–you mean platonic?”

“It’s spelt both ways,” said Evans, unmoved. “The Germans call it one thing and the French another. The whole proceedings are accordin’ to what you’ve been brought up to. I call it planetic.”

The Miller did not dispute this shameless change of pronunciation but pursued his inquiries.

“I am anxious to know,” he said, “because my experience is that women only get hold of you to twist you–what is she after?”

Evans smiled.

“We got an infinity for one another,” he said. “She’s in lingery.”

“Let us be delicate,” said Mr. Challoner.

“I mean she’s in a lingery department of Snodds and Richersens, the well-known high-class ladies’ underwear and knick-knack shop–see advertisements. I met her the day I brought off All Green–fear nothin’–what a beauty! In fact we was seein’ the well- known Miss Palling Frederickson, the far-famed scream actress at the Lyceum. I lent her a pocket-handkerchief to wipe away her tears.”

“You lent Miss Frederick–?”

“No–Her. Miss Casey. She’s Irish on her father’s side, but her mother’s quite a lady. Them Lubeses see me with her at the cinema and put it around I was adoptin’ her. An’ I’ve had anomalous letters callin’ me body snatcher.”

“From which I gather that she is young,” said The Miller.

“Twenty come the 19th of April,” said Mr. Evans. “And what an education! She knows Romeo and Julia, Switzerland, where all the well-known winter sports go to, hist’ry grammar an’ she can knit ties.”

“Has she got medals for these accomplishments?” asked the sarcastic police officer.

“Cups,” said Evans, and added “She can play the pianner with two fingers.”

Mr. Evans could afford a little light recreation. Since the five-figure episode he had struck a vein of fortune such as comes to few tipsters.

He had not only tipped three winners off the reel, but he had, with unexampled recklessness or courage, backed them. As Mr. Issyheim said when he reluctantly counted out note after note into the trembling hands of the world’s supreme prophet and turf adviser, all the miracles were going against the book.

Mr. Evans had a new suit–or practically so. It was, in hue, violently blue, the trousers were slightly long in the leg, even when painfully braced, but the general effect was distinctly classy. A new white bowler hat and a necktie usually sacred to the officers of the 10th Hussars completed the pleasing picture when, on a bright spring morning, Mr. Evans journeyed by ‘bus to Paddington Station.

A neat little figure awaited him in the booking-hall. Awaited? Nay, came running towards him.

“I’ve bought the tickets!” she said excitedly. “Oh, Mr. Evans, I’ve got so much to tell you!”

He winced at the sight of the briefs–they were first- class; but her next words reassured him.

“I insist upon paying for the tickets, Mr. Evans–I’m rich!”

He smiled tolerantly. Nothing made Mr. Evans smile so tolerantly as somebody else paying.

“They wouldn’t give me special tickets,” she said. “I told them you were a member of the Jockey Club–”

“In a sense,” said Evans hastily, as he hurried her to the platform. “It’s not generally known. I do a lot of secret service work for the old club–that’s why I usually go into the silver ring. Me an’ Lonsdale’s like brothers–good mornin’, me lord!”

He lifted his hat graciously to a hurrying race-goer. The hurrying race-goer nodded and said “Hullo, face!” and passed on.

“Lord Lashells, the far-famed husband of Princess What’s- her-name,” explained Evans casually.

They had a carriage to themselves. The Miller, walking along the platform, paused at the door but thought better of it.

“Now!” said Elsie .Casey as the train started. “What do you think of this?”

She produced from her bag a long envelope. It had been heavily sealed in wax. Pulling out a letter, she handed it triumphantly to Evans. The letter-head ran:

 

“John Dougherty, Solicitors, Ballyriggan, Co. Wexford.”

“DEAR MISS CASEY,–We have had a communication from Heinz and Heinz, Attorneys, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York, of which we hasten to apprise you. By the will of your uncle John Donovan Casey (deceased) the sum of $100,000 and the residue of his estate (proved at $1,757,000) is bequeathed to you...”

 


Evans gasped and the lines swam before his eyes. In his agitation he held her hand.

...absolutely. The attorneys inform me that it will be necessary that you should go to New York at once. As I know you are in possession of the necessary funds, it is not necessary to offer you an advance on account of expenses. Our Mr. Michael Dougherty will join you at Queenstown.”

 

“Well, well, well!” said Evans. But apparently it was not well.

“You see, Mr. Evans, I’ve been rather a fool–I didn’t want my people at Ballyriggan to know that I was a shop girl, and so I–well, I swanked. You’ll never understand that.”

Mr. Evans understood perfectly.

“You got your position to keep up,” he said, “the same as me. Everybody’s swankers. Take Pharer’s daughter, her that said she found the well-known Moses in the bulrushes, take Queen Elizabeth, the far-famed verging queen, take B–Mary, her that done in her little nephews in the Tower... .”

He talked all the time, and his busy brain was working overtime. He saw the fulfilment of his ambitions. He would buy Swan and Edgar’s and put up a twenty storey building with Educated Evans picked out in black marble. He’d have a grand dinner room and invite the trainers, who, under the influence of generous wines, would put him on to the goods. His advertisements would cover front pages.

 

EVENTUALLY–WHY NOT NOW?

EDUCATED EVANS

Piccadilly Circus

(same address for thirty years)

Our £50 Special runs at Windsor.

(Cross all cheques “Bank of England”)

Verb Sap.

(Enough Said).

 

In this exalted mood came Mr. Evans to Newbury.

“Don’t waste your money,” said the young lady anxiously.

But nothing would hold Mr. Evans.

“I got a horse in the first race that can’t lose unless the stewards are cuttin’ it up. I got him from the boy that does him. He’s been tried better than Pri’ry Park–an’ there’s one in the three o’clock that could fall down, get up an’ then win. I got him from me man at Lambourn. I got agents everywhere.”

“Don’t lose your money,’ warned Miss Casey....

£80 to £20 the first winner, 100-15 the third, 200-25 the fourth.

Returning by train, there was little opportunity for confidences. At the little restaurant near King’s Cross Mr. Evans bought a bottle of wine and they talked. From this man of the world she had much advice.

“Don’t be puttin’ your money in banks,” he said. “Hand it over to some educated person of experience. Look how banks fail...”

He explained his own methods of securing his wealth; showed her the pocket inside his waistcoat.

“Now about this fortune of yourn, Miss Casey. I can let you have the money to get to America–”

“I wouldn’t dream of it!” she said instantly, and the little nagging worry that had gnawed at Evans’ heart all day vanished. “I’ve got enough and more than enough–but you are a darling.”

Evans closed his eyes and breathed through his nose. Nobody had called him a darling for years, though Mrs. Lube had once addressed him as “a pretty beauty.” Probably she did not mean it.

“I should so love to see your office,” she said suddenly.

Mr. Evans coughed.

“It’s not much to look at,” he admitted, “but if you go puttin’ up skyscrapers you only attract a lot of undesirables, as the saying goes. They just call in for a drink an’ that’s where your profit goes.”

Nevertheless, he allowed himself to be persuaded.

“What a dear little room!” She was bright-eyed and ecstatic. “I suppose you keep your race-horses in the stables downstairs?”

In the stables downstairs was a Ford van, the property of a provision merchant, but Mr. Evans did not think it necessary to explain this.

They sat together, he smoking one of her scented cigarettes, and they discussed the future.

“I’m rather young to marry,” she said, “but I should feel safe with you, Algernon. And having all this money...”

“Qui’ ri’,” said Mr. Evans thickly.

Two days later The Miller, strolling up West and entirely out of his own division, was called upon to assist two policemen in the arrest of a certain Mr. Albert Ugger, on a charge of working the confidence trick on an unsuspecting American. Mr. Ugger was ferociously intoxicated, but under the beneficent influence of The Miller, whom he recognised, he went quietly.

“Wimmin’s ruined me, Miller,” he said as they marched him to Vine Street. “I got a mug taped up Camden Town way–a feller called Evans. He’s got lashin’s of money accordin’ to the papers....”

The Miller was a fascinated audience.

„... So we put Polly Agathy on to him–she’s twenty- eight but looks a kid... and what do you think she done on us? Gave him a doped fag and skipped out with four hundred quid that she took from his pouch. Is that right –I ask yer?”

The Miller began to understand why for the past two days no selections had been flowing from the anguished tenant of Priory Park.




II. MR. EVANS DOES A BIT OF GAS WORK

MR. SINITER was wider than Broad Street. He was very rich and he trusted nobody, least of all jockeys. But he thought he could trust Lem Dooby, one of the smartest lads that ever left Australia for the good of the English turf. That a jockey could not trust him will be made clear.

Lem had rather a pretty wife. Saul Siniter had a soft place in his heart for beauty, married or unmarried; and Lem’s wife had a weakness for good dinners, theatre parties, and those expensive but inconspicuous articles of jewellery that a very rich bookmaker could, with propriety, send her on her birthday.

One day, when Lem was riding in the North, Mrs. Lem and Saul dined magnificently, danced till three o’clock in the morning, at which hour Saul saw her home.

“I’ll tell you the truth, Saul,” said Margarita, which was her name: “I’m rather worried about Lem. He’s one of those quiet people who say nothing and think a lot; and if he should hear–”

“Don’t worry about Lem,” scoffed Mr. Siniter, who was a very tall, handsome man with the manners of a duke–such dukes as have manners–“Unless you go talking, Lem will know nothing. Anyway, I’ll write to him tomorrow, and tell him I took you out to dinner, so there’s no secret about it.”

Which was very true. There was no secret at all about the dinner part of the evening or even the dancing part.

Mr. Siniter, for all his bulk and his strength and his notorious savoir faire, was a moral coward, of the type to whom worry and suspicion were more potent poisons than strychnine and arsenic. For the moment, however, he saw no cause to worry; he had a horse that was saved for one of the big handicaps, and which he had backed at ridiculous odds; he had a certain winner in Hot Feet when the moment arrived to let his head loose; and he could contemplate the future with equanimity.

Before Hot Feet ran at Hurst he had a little conversation with Lem Dooby, who was a very nice little man without vice or temperament.

“Lem,” he said, “I don’t want you to win this race... yes, I know they’ll make him favourite, but seven to four is no good to me. I’ve told everybody to back him and the next time we’ll get a good price. You’d better get caught flat-footed at the start, and the further you’re left the better I shall be pleased.”

Lem nodded.

But he was a man who had many friends, in all circles of society; and as he was going into the ring he saw a nobleman for whom he had ridden and who he knew was in that select circle which supplies the stewards of meetings all over the country.

“I want to talk to you, Dooby,” he said, and led the jockey aside. “You must tell nobody, not your best friend, what I’m telling you, but there’s been a lot of talk about the way Siniter ‘rubs out,’ and they’re watching your running to-day very carefully. In fact, one of the stewards will be down at the elbow to see the start. You can make any excuse you like to Siniter–and I know I can trust you not to tell him the truth–but I don’t want to see you stood down.”

Lem, who was a wise lad, touched his cap and went into the saddling-ring.

The story of Hot Feet’s possibilities was already public property in Camden Town.

 

*     *

 

*

 

The Miller met Mr. Evans at the corner of Bayham Street.

“One of these days,” he said savagely, “you’re going to get me hung; and if you don’t get me, you’ll get yourself hung. What the devil do you mean by calling up the police station and telling the sergeant that you had something hot and extra for me?”

Evans shrugged his shoulders.

“You’ve been a good friend of mine, Mr. Challoner,” he said, “and I wasn’t going to let you out of this coop. I got it this, mornin’ from a feller that does a lot of betting at the club, an’ I promised him I. wouldn’t tell a soul.”

“And you sent it out to your forty-three thousand clients, I presume?” said The Miller.

“Five hundred an’ seventy-four,” confessed Evans, in a modest vein. “I’ve been sendin’ a army of messengers all over Camden Town puttin’ them on to Hot Feet.”

“A bookmaker’s horse,” said The Miller coldly. “It’s the sort of stumer that bookmakers put around. Hot Feet! Cold Feet would be a better name for him!”

Mr. Evans smiled cryptically.

“He’s been tried forty-one pounds–” he began.

The Miller silenced him with a look.

Apparently the legend that Hot Feet was a stumer, and that Mr. Evans was the misguided, perhaps the all too willing, victim of a penciller’s machinations, was for some extraordinary reason general throughout Camden Town. When Mr. Evans, took the air at midday in the High Street he was accosted every few yards by sceptical clients.

“What’s this Hot Feet you’ve sent me, Evans? Siniter’s horse! I’m surprised at you sendin’ a wire like that. He was beat a short head at Hurst and he’ll be rubbin’ out to-day.”

Mr. Evans closed his eyes and looked pained.

A few yards on he met Mr. Harriboy, the far-famed fishmonger and poulterer.

“I’ve got your message, Mr. Evans, but I can’t see Hot Feet winning. He’s a bookmaker’s horse, and everybody knows he’ll be rubbing out, to- day.”

Now “rubbing out,” as the initiated know, is the art of discouraging backers from putting their money on horses that seem to have an outstanding chance. And this art is very widely practised. To-day you are a short head behind a good winner; next week your horse starts at 6-4 and finishes a bad fourth; and this may happen on his next outing, until newspaper tipsters and wily punters grow weary of supporting this erratic animal; and then he pops up at a price remunerative to all concerned. And Mr. Siniter was one of the best-known “rubbers out” of form.

“I can only tell you,” said Mr. Evans patiently, “that he’s On the Job. If there’s any man in Camden Town who can teach me my business, let him come forward or for ever hold his speech. I’ll allow him ten points for education an’ then beat him. I’m like the far-famed salamander, I’ve got eyes in the back of me head–I’ve got to, Mr. Harriboy, to live.”

Mr. Harriboy shook his head.

“I’m not backing your horse to-day, Evans,” he said definitely.

And others had formed a conclusion as definite; and when, that afternoon, Hot Feet won at 7-1, there were sore hearts in Camden Town.

“It’s Evans’ fault,” said Mr. Harriboy to a disgruntled friend. “If he’d only told us what he knew, instead of chucking his weight about up and down High Street, I’d have been on that horse.”

After the race Lem got down to meet his enraged owner.

“What the hell do you mean by winning?” hissed Siniter. “Didn’t I tell you that I’d not backed the horse? Didn’t I ask you to start flat-footed?”

“I was left, but I couldn’t hold him in,” said Lem, and for two pins would have told him the strength of the position, but loyalty to his aristocratic friend kept him silent.

Mr. Siniter went away from the course a very thoughtful man; and two days later, when he met Margarita, expressed his suspicion.

“Lem’s got something at the back of his mind. I don’t think you and I had better be seen out together so much. I’ll have to find another jockey.”

Now Margarita was not a nice woman, but she had a curious sense of loyalty.

“You’ll do nothing of the kind,” she said. “Lem never did a crooked thing in his life.” Mr. Siniter grew purple.

“He’s not going to ride Blue Tick!” he stormed. “I’ve backed him to win me three thousand and I’m taking no risks.”

She smiled.

“You don’t know what risks you’ll be taking if you put down Lem,” she said significantly.

He very wisely did not ask questions. And later that day it came to his ears that one Educated Evans had sent Hot Feet to 49,732 clients, of which five had backed the horse and fifteen hadn’t.

Mr. Siniter trusted no detective. He himself went in search of Educated Evans and found him engaged in the preparation of his morning advice.

“Sorry to intrude on you, mister,” said the temporarily genial Siniter.

He looked round the apartment. It did not seem the kind of place from which 49,732 letters were likely to be addressed, but you never know what tipsters can do at a push.

“I’ve come to thank you for your tip on Hot Feet,” said Mr. Siniter, and put a five-pound note on the table. “You sent it to a friend of mine, but I backed it. Now if you ever have any tips from this stable–”

“I have ‘em every day,” said Mr. Evans with a quiet smile. “There’s nothin’ that twistin’ Siniter does that I don’t know.”

Siniter swallowed something.

“You knew that Hot Feet was going to win?” he said, maintaining his calm with difficulty.

Evans nodded.

“Information v. gaswork,” he said. “I got a boy in the stable, and Dooby–”

“Ah–you know Dooby, I suppose?”

Evans smiled again.

“Me an’ him’s like brothers,” he said. “I met him at the Jockey Club in Park Lane. He reminds me of the celebrated Fred Archer who rode the far-famed Eclipse when it won at San-down Park in 1795–I don’t know whether it was the fourth or fifth of May.’’

“You know a lot about Mr. Siniter’s horses?” Educated Evans was amused.

“Everything,” he said. “Take Blue. Tick–him they lay 7-4 about in the Epsom Handicap–not a yard!”

Mr. Siniter heard and perspired.

“What–who told you?” he demanded, trying to smother his wrath.

“Information,” murmured Evans. “That race is a squinch for Dewflower–tried two stone better than Lopear an’ walked it!”

When Mr. Siniter got home he summoned Lem by ‘phone.

“Dooby, I’m putting up another jockey on Blue Tick. I don’t think you understand the horse, old man.”

Dooby understood. He was one of those little men who were treacherous to others and never imagined he would be suspected of treachery.

“Certainly,” he said. “Now who shall we put up? What about Jim Gold?”

Now the name of Jim Gold had also occurred to Mr. Siniter, but the mere fact that Dooby suggested it was quite sufficient to put him off.

“No, I can’t have Jim: he wouldn’t ride one side of the horse,” he said. “I don’t mind any other jockey–bar Slick Markey.”

Here again Lem understood. Slick Markey was as crooked as a flash of lightning. Even jockeys, who never give one another away, admitted that Slick was mustard. He was one of those clever jockeys who got twenty-five mounts a year and was popularly supposed to be in everybody’s pocket but his own.

“No, I wouldn’t advise you to take Slick–he can’t help thieving any more than I can help scratching my head. What about Tommy Lutter?”

Mr. Siniter hesitated. It had been on the tip of his tongue to mention the same jockey.

“No,” he said, “he doesn’t understand the horse either. I don’t care who rides him, but the only thing I bar is Slick.”

“Naturally,” murmured the sympathetic Mr. Dooby.

He went away without having discovered a solution to the pressing problem. By midnight Mr. Siniter had worked himself into a condition of nervous prostration, and at that hour he called up some one who was nearly a friend.

“I want a jockey to ride my horse Blue Tick,” he said. “I don’t think he’ll win, but he’s a curious horse to ride and I’d like to have the best man available.”

His friend, who was also an owner, thought for some time.

“Isn’t Dooby riding–no? Well, what about Joe Ginnett? He hasn’t a mount. Funnily enough, I saw him to-night in Camden Town–”

“Oh, did you?” said Mr. Siniter loudly. “Well, he won’t do! Can you suggest anybody else?”

After a long pause.

“I don’t know... of course you can’t have Slick: he’s impossible. If he knew you’d backed the horse he’d stop it, and if you hadn’t backed it he’d win. And he’s in the pocket of... “ He libelled half a dozen perfectly respectable but eminent pencillers of Tattersalls. “The only man I can suggest is Callison. He’s a friend of Dooby’s–”

“He won’t do either,” said Mr. Siniter promptly. “Sorry to bother you, old man–I’ll think it out.”

“Anyway, don’t take Slick,” came the final warning.

Mr. Siniter, in spite of his agitation, smiled.

Time was growing short. The next day he made another attempt. One jockey after another came up for review–none could be trusted. At eleven o’clock that night he rang up Slick Markey and offered him the mount.

Secretly, and in an assumed name, he had become one of Mr. Evans’ subscribers. The morning post brought a communication from that genius.

 

EDUCATED EVANS,

The World’s Premier Prophet and Turf Adviser.

KEEP OFF BLUE TICK!

KEEP OFF BLUE TICK!

KEEP OFF BLUE TICK!

Information v. Gaswork.

Straight from a reliable source.

My information is that

BEGGAR BOY***

is walking over for the important event as advertised in all leading papers.

 

Mr. Siniter wiped his perspiring brow. Somebody knew more than he; there was a conspiracy amongst these jockeys. What a fool he had been to put up Slick, the most notorious crook of all!

To change him now was neither possible nor desirable. There was only one thing to do. He sent secret instructions to his commission agents to lay Blue Tick, and drove to the course with the full assurance that he had taken the only wise course.
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