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By MARTIN

CHAPTER 1.
Something On !

4 4 OMING down to the cricket, Tom Merry?”
@ It was Blake, of Study No, 6 in the School
House at St. Jim’s, who asked the question. It
was Wednesday—a half-holiday at St. Jim’s—and a bright,
keen April afternoon.
Tom Merry shook his head,
“Can’t.,”
“Why not?
$C0h; 0o 1
“Then why are you not coming down to the cricket?”
demanded Blake, rather warmly. ‘“ You know very well
that we've got a lot of important matches coming on soon,

ANOTHER TALE OF TOM
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Not detained?”

Tom MERRY’S STRUGGLE.

A Splendid Complete Tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s.

CLIFFORD.
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and there’s no excuse for neglecting practice—and you set-
ting up as ericket captain of the School House juniors, too!”

“ Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, tho
swell of the School House. wegard Tom Mewwy's
neglect of the gwand game as extwemely wepwehensible I”

Tom Merry grinned.

*“*My dear kids, I shall be busy this afternoon——""

“Busy in Rylcombo tuckshop, I suppose?’ said Blake
suspiciously.

‘“ Oh, no!”

“Then what are you up to?”

““Oh, I shall be busy!” said the hero of the Shell, rather
vaguely. “I should advise you Fourth Form kids to get
somo cricket practice, though. You need it more than I
do, of course——""

**Well, of all the cheek——"

MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
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“ And if you're not in good form I shall have to think
very seriously about giving you your caps for the junior
House team,” said Tom Merry solemnly. :

* Why, you.ass, it’s not settled yet that you're going to
captain the House team; and very likely I shall be cap-
tain!” exclaimed Blake excitedly.

* Oh, bosh!” said Tom Merry airily. * Anyway, run away
and play no{:!”

“Run away and play! I'll—"

“1I wefuse to wun away and play until Tom Mcwwir has
explained himself,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. ‘ What
do you mean by this shockin’ mneglect of the important
ewicket pwactice, you wottah?”

“T tell you I shall be busy!”

“ But what will you be busy about, deah boy?” e

** Minding my own business,” eaid Tom Merry, laughing.

* Weally, Tom Mewwy ”

But Tom Merry was walking away, still laughing.

Blake and D’Arcy looked at each other wrathfully.

*The bounder’s got something off,” growled Blake.
can see that as plainly as anything.”

“Oh, wathah!” said D’Arcy, looking after Tom Merry
through his eyeglass. ‘‘He’s got an Eton suit on—-"

*“Ass! 1 didn’t mean—"

“I am afwaid, Blake, that I must wefuse
chawactewised as an ass—"" e

*“Oh, rats!” eaid Blake, walking away and joining
Herries and Digby, who were coming out of the School
House in flannels with their bats under their arms. “I
say, kids, do you know what Wheeze Tom Merry has got
on for this afternoon?”’ : :

““ Blessed if I know,” said Digby; ‘“or care either, old
chap! I'm going down to the cricket. The ground’s as
dry as anything, for a change.”

“Right-ho!"” said Herries. “Get your bat and come
down, Blake. Never mind Tom Merry. Let him go and
eat coke!”

“He’s got something on—"" Ve :

" He'd find it jolly cold in this wind if he hadn’t,” said
Digby. * Never mind Tom Merry. We've got to get in
form for the ericket season. I expect it’s something up
against the New IMouse, if he’s got a wheeze going, and
it doesn’t matter to us. Come on!” o

‘“ Oh, all right!” said Blake, rather reluctantly. ‘‘ Wait
till I get my bat.”

“You can join us on the ground.”

Blake went into the School House, and Herries and Digby
walked down to the junior ground. Most of the juniors
of St. Jim’s had streamed in that direction. Figgins & Co.,
the chiefs of the New House juniors, were coming out of

, their House arrayed for cricket. Tom Merry, who was
strolling along with his hands in his pockets, met them as
they came down to the pitch.

Figgins stopped and looked at him.

“Hallo! ot in flannels, Tom Merry?”

“No,” said Tom carelessly.

‘“Aren’t you coming down to the cricket?”’

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I’m busy this afternoon.”

“Now, loc!  here,” said Figgins, wagging a warning fore-
finger at Tom Merry. Don’t you be an ass! I hear that
you are going to "{)o cricket captain of your House
juniorg—>=" '

“Very likely.”

“ Well, then, don’t meglect your practice,” said Figgins,
“* We're going to lick you in the House match, when it
‘comes off, anyway. We don’t want the mateh to be a mere
walk-over. If you can’t ;mt up an;ything liko a fight, what’s
the good of licking you? What?’

Tom Merry laughed his merry laugh.

“I think we shall give you as good as we get, Figgy.”

“ You School House bounders always say that, but it
never comes off,”” said Figgins, with a superior smile. I
want you to be in as good form as possible. We want a
* little credit for the trouble of licking you, you see.”

“Just sol” ohimed in Kerr, the Scottish partner in the
New House Co. ““I really advise you to get down to the
practice, Tom Merry.”

“1 tell you I'm busy!”

“Rats!” said Figgins.
Is it a feed?” ;

“A feed?’ Fatty Wynn pricked up his ears. “Is it a
feed, Tom Merry?”’

“Oh, cheese it, Fatty!”’ said Figgins, with a withering
look at the Welsh partner in the Co. “ You're always on
the scene of grub!”

“I get so hungry in this April weather,” said Fatty Wynn

laintively ; “and we don’t get any too much to eat in the

ew House——

(IS |

to be

““What are you busy about?
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£ Wel};,l saw you put -a jolly good dinner out of sight,
anywa, 4

" That you didn’t, Figgy, You must be dreaming!
All T had was some steak and potatoes, and half a pork pie,
and some ham and tongue, and a little suet pudding, and a
dozen or so jam tarts and some nuts. I'm feeling peckish
again already——"

*You're not going to feed now,” said Figgins, slipping
his arm affectionately through Fatty Wynn’s. “Come on
to the ground, you cormorant. Besides, it's not a feed, i8
it, Merry?”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“*No; it’s not a feed.”

‘** You might tell us what it is, then?” exclaimed Marmas
duke, the latest addition to the New House Co. * What'g
the giddy secreti”

‘** There’s no secret.”

‘“Then what are you up to?”

“ Snuff.”

ILE}I » .

“Snuff,” said Tom Merry, “I'm up to snuff, if you wand
to know.”

And the hero of the Shell laughed and walked away.

: * There’s something up,” said Figgins, shaking his head.
“It’s not up against us, though, or he wouldn’t have said
a \!s:?rd. nyway, we've got to play cricket now. Come
on e >

Fatty Wynn seemed to linger,

*“Come on, Fatty! What are you hanging about for??

‘1 say, Figging—-"'

“ Well, what is it?” demanded Figgins impatiently.

“I am rather inclined to think it is a feed, you know.
Tom Merry’s an awfully nt chap. I know we’re the
rivals of the School House, but there are times when it's
right to—to extend the right hand of fellowship, you know.
I really think that if there’s a feed on, we ought to join
Tom Merry, just to show that there’s no real ill-feeling—""

Fatty Wynn broke off with a yell, as Figgins seized him
by the back of the neck. ‘‘ What the dickens are you up
to, Figgins?”

JI'm taking care of you, as a member of the Co.” said
Figging calmly. *‘Come on! I'll sce that you don’t neglect;
your cricket practice for the sake of sucking up to a School
House rotter for a free feed.”

* But, really, Figgins, I didn’t mean anything of the sort!
I only meant——""

“Yes, I know what you meant. Come on,”
propelling Fatty Wynn along with a grip of iron on the
back of his neck. * Help him, along, will you, kids?”

* Certainly 1"’ said Kerr and Marmaduke at onoo.

“I—I don’t want helping!” gasped Faity W;,'nn. as the
80."|,ﬂuntcd their boots forcibly behind him. “ [—J—]——

wi

“Come on!” sheuted Figgins.

And in this style the unfortunate Fatty was rushed down
to the cricket-field, and the vision of a free feed faded from
his mind’s eye like a beautiful dream,

CHAPTER 2.
In the Hands of the Foe,
T OM MERRY entered the School House and went up-

said Figgins,

stairs to the study which he shared with his
in the Shell Form—Manners and Lowther, . (':{‘lllljer;'l:
was an expression of anticipation upon the sunny face of
Tom Merry, which showed plainly enough that Blake and
Iiggins had been right in their surmise, There was some-
thing “‘on.” :
Manners and Lowgher were both in the study, *and if
Figgins could have seen what Tom Merry saw as he entered
he would have known at once what was *“on.” :
The chums of the Shell were busy giving the finishing
touches to ‘a huge kite. It was an imposing affair. Tho
tail, which Lowther was busy with, was not yet attached
but for the rest the kite was complete. Manners fastened
the cord to it as Tom Merry came in. He looked up with
a grin of satisfaction.
* Looks all right, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry enthusiastically.
shall get some fun with that on Rylcombe Common.”
"1 expect so0.”

“We

*‘ Those kids in Study No. 6-were awfully curious to know

what we were going to do this afternoon,”
Merr_g. “I thought they had better get down
practice. They will have to be
to play them against Figgins
comes off "’

‘““Ha, ha'! Yes!”

“And we don’t want to take a crowd along with the

]

grinned Tom
to the ericket

& Co. when the House match

in good form if we are going :
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Lite,” said Lowther. “We don’t want to get into a row

‘ with the Grammarians if we can help it.”

“No. There’s a time for all things,” agreed Tom Merry.
“ A half-holiday doesn’t seem exactly a half-holiday without
a row, I know; but we want to fly the kite this afternoon.
Is it finished?”’

“Yes, it’s finished now.”

“Good! Those kids are all busy at the cricket, and we
ghall be able to get it down to the gates without being
spotted. We don’t. want them on our track. When you
have a fight over a kite, the kite is apt to get damaged.”

“We're ready,” said Manners.

“You can shove the tail in your pocket, Lowther, and
we'll fix it later,” said Tom Merry. *“ Wind up the cord,
Manners. Now let’s get along.”

The chums of the Shell left the study, Manners carrying
the kite.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Gore, meeting them in the passage.
“ What have you kids got there?”

“i %(l)r;lﬁthing like your chivvy,” said Lowther pleasantly.

h ?
l'“ Well, you know, everybody says you've got a face like a
cite——""

*“Oh, cheese it! That’s rather a good kite. I’ll come and
show you how to fly it, if you like,”” said Gore.

The Terrible Three looked very grateful.
*Will you really?”’ said Tom Merry.
kind of you, you know.” :

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Gore. I don’t mind doing
a fellow a favour.”

“ He's too generous,” said Lowther, shaking his head. I
shouldn’t feel justified in taking advantage of his generosity,
for one.”

“Nor I cither,” said Manners solemnly. “ Gore, old
fellow, we're not going to impose on your kind heart.”

Gore scowled savagely as it dawned upon him that the
Terrible Three were poking fun at him.

“Look here, you rotten bounders——"

“Tet’s get by, Gore, will you?”’

“p wouﬁ'ln't fly your kite for you now if you asked me.”

“Then it’s no good asking him, chaps,” said Tom Merry.
“Let’s get along.”

The chums left the School House. The juniors of St.
Jim’s were busy on the ericket ground, and nobody paid
any particular attention to the Terrible Three. They passed
out of the gates, and in the road the keen breeze caught
the kite, and almost jerked it from Manners's hands.

“ Here, hold on!” exclaimed Monty Lowther,

“All right, I'm holding on.”

“May as well let it up now,” said Tom Merry. * There'’s

“That’s awfully

’

—ggood wind. We'll run it along to Rylcombe Common. 1

really hope we sha'n’t meet any of the Grammar School
kids. We don’t want a row on our hands with a kite to
look after.”, .

“That’s =0.”

“ Stick the tail on it, Monty,”

“There you are!”

“Now then, Manners!”

Manners let the cord loose. There was no difficulty about
gotting the kite started. The difficulty was rather to keep
it in hand. The kite rose buoyantly, and Lowther let go
the end of the tail. Up it sailed.

The Terrible Three watched it sail with great satisfaction,
keeping up a good pace along the country road. They had
made the kite with their own hands, and it was a huge
BUCCOSE,

Manners let out the cord to its full length, and took a
turn of the end round his wrist to make suro of it.

“By Jove, how it sails!"" exclaimed Tom Merry, stopping
to look up again. The kite was little more than a speck in
the blue. The juniors were now about half a mile from
St Jim’s, and in the keen interest of flying the kite the
had forgotten all about the possible danger offnlling in with
ahe You,ths from the Grammar School, the deadly rival of
St. Jim’s, 2. )

“Good!” said Manners. . “Didn’t I tell you we could
make our own kites, and save a lot of money?”

“You mean 1 told you,” said Monty Lowther. ¢ You
must remember, Manners——""

“911, come, Monty, don’t you lay claim to the suggestion

“Well, of all the cheek——""

“ (Cheese it!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
fact, it was I who first suggested making the kite——"

¢ Why, you remember I said——""

“You mean that I said——"

“That I said—="

There wis a sudden interruption in the argument, which
was growing warm. [From the trees which bordered the
road in this spot came a ringing shout.

“Go for ’em!”

“As a mat,ter of
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“Buck up, Grammar School!”

And there was a sudden rush of feet.

The Terrible Three were taken completely by surprise!

They whirled round at the shout, but it was too ate—the
enemy were upon them!

Haif a dozen Grammarians, headed by Monk, Lane, and
Carboy, the chiefs of the Grammar School jjuniors, rushed
upon the Terrible Three, and had them over’in the road in
a twinkling.

Tom Merry, Manners, agd Lowther went down in a
struggling heap, fighting desperately.

& %Jollur ’em!” roared Frank Monk.

“Sock it to ’em!” yelled Carboy.

“You rotters!”

“You Grammar cads——'

“Lemme gerrup——""

“Ha, ha! Collar them!” .

The three St. Jim’s juniors were geized and dragged to
their fcet. Each was hc]ld in the grip of two pairs of hands,
and against such odds they were helpless. ~ Frank Monk
grinned at them genially.

“ Hallo, Tom Merry! How are you getting on?”

Tom Merry grunted.

“ Fecling pretty fit, Manners?”

Manners growled.

“I hope I seo you well, Lowther?”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha! They scem to be annoyed about somo-
thing,” grinned Monk. ¢ Hold 'em tight. They might be
troublesome, as they look so shockingly bad-tempered.
Perhaps it would be safer to tie their hands up.”

“Good!” said Carboy. “I've got a whipcord here.”

“ Fasten them up, tgon!”

“Look here——""

“No time, Tom Merry, even for looking at your charm-
ing chivvy.”

“1 tell you——"

“Rats!  Merry first, Carboy, and mind you make it safe.”

“Trust me!” grinned Carboy.

The Terrible Three struggled desperately. They had had
a similar experience once before at the hands of the Gram-
marians, and they knew instinctively that there was worso
to come.

But they were helpless in the hands of the enemy. :

Tom Merry's wrists were secured with Carboy’s whip-
cord. Then Lowther's necktie was jerked off, and knotted
round his wrists. Manners’s wrists were fastened up with a
double shoelace, quite strong enough for the purpose.

The Terrible Three stood %mund and helpless, and looking
extremely red and flustered, "The Grammarians stood in a
cirele round them, grinning.

Frank Monk took hold of the cord fastened to Manners's
wrist, and began to pull in the kite. The St. Jim’s chums
watched this proceeding wrathfully.

“Look here, you're not going to have our kite!"” ex-
claimed Tom Merry. *‘ Oh, wo'l¥ make you sit up for this
some time.” 5

“We'll take all the sitting up you can give us rinned
Frank Monk, steadily drawing in the cord.  ““Take this
cord, kids, and fasten them together, They’re so fond of
each other that it's a shame to separate ‘iem. United
I,{h"y s'fand, divided they fall, you know. ion’t spare the

nots!”’

““ (tood wheeze!” exclaimed Carboy heartily. p

The cord was a thin but strong one. Trebled and knotted,
it was strong enough to resist the united strength of the
Terrible Three. The grinning Grammarians wound it about
them and knotted it.

Frank Monk pulled in the kite, and caught hold of it.
The chums of the Shell watched him in mingled wrath and
anxiety. They had taken a great deal of trouble over that
kite, and it would be too bad for it to fall as a trophy of
victory into the hands of the rival school.

“Look here,” said Tom Merry desperately, ‘ you're not
going to have our kite. We'll—we'll ransom it.”

“Ta, ha, ha! What ransom?”’

“ Anything you like!”

«A little document, attesting the fact that the Grammar
School is top school, and that St. Jim’s is nowhere?” asked
Frank Monk blandly.

“No!” roared the Terrible Three. !

“T'm afraid there’s nothing else we could accept.”

“Then keep the kite, you rotters, and we'll have it back
gome time, and give you the licking of your lives into the
bargain !” '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ We'll ﬂ’y it back to the Grammar School,” said Carboy,
with a grin.

Frank Monk shook his head.

“We haven't a cord,” he said, ‘‘and we’ve used up this
one on these St. Jim’s bounders. Besides, we don’t want
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think we had better let them take it
them.”’

- their old kite. T reall
back to Bt. Jim’s wit

o ut_____’)

“They can’t carry it very well, with their hands bound,”
said Monk thoughtiully. **We shall have to fix it on them
somehow,”

‘“Ha, ha! Bash it on their nappers——""

“That’s just ‘vhat I was thinking of, Lane.”

“Look here——"" began Tom Merry. )

‘Oh, you dr up! ow're dead in this act! Put it over
their heads, kids !’ -

$Ha, ba, hal)” i =

The Grammarians quickly carried out their leader’s in.
structions. - :

The big kite was put over the heads of the Terrible Three,
their heads being thrust through the paper of it. 2

The aspect of tﬁ)e chums, and especially the wrath in their
crimson }ucns sent the Grammarians into yells of laughter.

“My hat!” said Frank Monk. ‘‘They do look a treat!
Is there anything else we can do for you, kids, before we
say au revoir?” 3

‘I say, you're not going to leave us like thie—-—

“ My dear kid, we are compelled to leave you, though it
breaks our hearts,” said Monk. ‘ We have to get back to
tea presently, you know.”

“ And cullyut Rylcombe tuckshop first,”” said Carboy. “ We
shall have to love you and leave you, you know.”

“Take this kite off——"

“But how are you going to carry it, then?”

“ You—you can have it, if you hke.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” giggled the Grammarians. They knew
the reason of Tom Merry’s generous offer. The Terrible
Three would never hear the end of it if they returned to
St, Jim’s in that fashion.

Frank Monk shook his head.

“Now, that’s what I eall really generous of you, Tom
Merry " he exclaimed. ‘“ But we won't deprive you of your
kite. You look very nice as you are.”

“You howling rotters——"

“ Now, that’s ungrateful. We might take your kite away
if we liked, and we're not going to do it. We've fixed it
up so that you can carry it back {o St. Jim’s in the most
comfortable possible manner., What more can you want?”

‘ Some fel[ows are never satisfied,”” gaid Lane

“Still, we might have expected befter things of Tom
Mer,r,y,” said Monk sadly.  “ Merry, I'm disappointed in
ou

ih

“You rotter—-—"

‘O, come, Merry, you shock me!”

** You—you Grammar beast——"

“T can’t stay here and listen to this,”” said Frank Monk.
“It’s time we were off, too, or we sha’n’t have time to call in
at the tuckshop.” °

“Look here, let us loose, and——"

Frank Monk laughed.

“ My dear kid, do you think we have taken all this trouble
for-fun? Well, yes, 1t was for fun, in a way. Ha, ha! But
we haven’t done it all for nothing, anyway. I am afraid we
must leave you as you are.”

‘“Grammar beast!”

“Ha, ha! You have the consolation that you look very—
very—well, unique. I think anybody must admit that they
look very uni(&tic, kids.”

‘“Ha, ha! ather !”?

“There’s “no improvement I can suggest,” said Lane.
‘“Lot’s he off I’

“Come on, then. Good-bye, youngsiers!”’

‘“ Good-bye, sweetheart—good-bye I”” trilled Carboy.

The Terrible Three made no reply. Their feelings at that
moment were too deep for words.

The Grammarians, shouting with laughter, trooped off
down the lane towards Rylcom , and disappeared.

The chums of the Shell were left alone. They looked af
ane another. In that Jonely lane they were not likely to find
anyone to release them until they got near St. Jim’s. What
was to be done?”’

CHAPTER 3.
A Painful Ordeal.

OM MERRY was the first to break the silence. :
“My only hat!” he said feelingly. ““I don’t think

we've ever been in a worse fix than this, kids, in all-

our natural I’

‘“My aunt, no!”

‘“How are we 1o get out of it?”’

“I'm waiting for you to say,” said Lowther pleasantly.
‘“You're captain of tgis concern, you know.”

*That’s right,f’ agreed Manners,
to do, Tom?’

Tom Merry grinned faintly.

* What are we going

- TOM MERRY
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AT as much il} the dark as you are. - We can’t get loose.
We can’t get out of the kite, e’ve got the choice of walk«
ing on fo the village, or walking back to St. Jim’s. There
doesn’t secem to be much to choose between them.”

“We can’t go to the village. It’s full of the Grammarians
on a half-holiday. And those rotters Pilcher, Craggs, and
Grimes would be sure to spot us.”

*“That would be worse than ever!”

“But I don’t see how we’re to get to the school, either, in
this state. We shall be chipped to death.”

“* There’s nothing clse borl))e done.”

* I suppose so,” grunted Lowther. “ Nice sort of a leader
you are, Tom Merry! First thing we do when we get back
to St. Jim’s will be to elect a new captain for the Shell.”

“ My dear chap, it’s no good grumbling.”

“I'm not grumbling. I’'m stating a fact.”

“ Blow your facts! Let’s get along. No good taking root
here. And it’s cold standing still in this wind, too.”

There was evidently no help for it.

The Terrible Three, in the direst fix of their carecer, walked
and stumbled along the lane in the direction of the school.

Tom Merry hoped that before the school was reached they
would meet someone who might be prevailed upon to release
them. But it was probable that the only fellows they would
meet, would belong to St. Jim’s. 1And it was a question
whether they would perform the required service or not.

‘“Hallo, there’s a school cap!” exclaimed Lowther hope-
]fn!ly, catching sight of a cap coming round a bend of the
ane.

Tom Merry gave a grunt.

“It’s Blake!”

Blake it was, and Herries, Digby,
him. Cricket practice was evidentf{y over for the time, and
they were going down to the village. The chums of étudy
No. 6 stopped in blank amazement at the sight of the Ter«
rible Three, and then burst into a yell of laughter.

‘“ My only Panama aunt,”’ rpared Blake, *‘ what is it?”

“ A wemarkably cuwious-lookin’ object, bai Jove!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, adjusting his monocle and staring
at the crimson faces of the Terrible Three. “I think I
wecognise Tom Mewwy.”

“Ha, ha!” shouted Digby.
kids?”?

‘It was the Grammar kids,” said Tom Merry reluctantly.
“They took us by surprise.”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“Get us loose, there’s goed chaps!”’

** Yaas, wathah!”

“Hold on, Gussy,” said Blake, pulling back the too-oblig-
ing awell of St. Jim’s. *‘‘Just wait a minute, old dear.”

“But Tom Mewwy has wequested me to welease him.” -

‘“I dare say he has, but——"

“ My dear Blake, 1 cannot wefuse to be obligin’——'

‘“Cheese it, Gussy, and let me think a minute.”

“1 have no objection whatevah to your thinkin’ a minute,
B][nke, if yﬁ:u hm,"o the necessawy appawatus,”’ said D’Arcy;
“but, weally—

“1 say,det us loose, you kids.”

“ Who are you calling kids?"”’

““1 mean cads—that 1s to say, chaps!
this rotten fix!”

Blake shook his head slowly.

“P'm afraid it can’t be did, Tom Merry. You see, I was
quite willing to take you under my wing this afternoon, and
look affer you, but you weren’t taking any.”

“1 should say not, you cheeky kid!”

“Then you must take the consequences,” said Blake loftily.
““ As a matter of fact, you fellows look too funny for me to
spoil the joke.”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Shut up, Gussy! Those fellows look such awful asses that
I suppose you have a fellow-feeling for them; but they're not
going to be untied—only on one condition. If they like to
admit that the Shell is played out and no good, and the
Fourth the top junior Form, and promise not to be so cheeky
in the future, 1 may be inclined to deal with them more
leniently.”

“Good ! said Herries and Digby together, and D’Arcy
chimed in with, ‘‘ Yaas, wathah!”

“T1l see you hanged———"

“ Now, Tom Merry i

““Oh, go and eat coke!”

““ As a matter of fact, we're going to eat tarts,

and D’Arcy were with

“How did you get like that,

’

Do get us out of

" said Dlake.

“I really think you ought to show up at St. Jim’s like thaTw .

as a punishment for your cheek. But I tell you what wo will

do. As you fellows in the Shell can’t deal with the Gram-

marians, we'll look for them and give them a hiding.”
“Yaas, wathah!”
“Look here, Blake—" :
“T'm afraid we must be getting on, old chap. Ta-ta
And the chums of Study No. 6 walked on, laughing.
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The Terrible Three looked at each other in dismay.

“There's a chance gone,” said Tom Merry. ‘ Really—
But it’s no good grumbling. Let’s get on to the school.”

The unhappy heroes of the Shell stumbled on towards St.
Jim’s. As the{ came in sight of the gates, four familiar
figures issued frem them. Tom Merry gave a groan as he
recognised Figgins & Co.

Figgins caught sight of the three strange figures at the
¥ame moment.,

“My hat! ook there!” he exclaimed.

The Co. gave a yell of laughter,

1 say, Figgy——"
“Why, it's Tom Merry!
has the kite been flying you?

yourselves, anyway?”’

“We've had a tussle with the Grammarians.”

“You look like it,”” said Kerr.”

“The odds were on their side.”

“Yes, 1've noticed that you have a peculiar faculty for
walking into traps,” said Figgins, witK a nod of assent.
And the Co. cackled.

“T say, Figgins, lot us loose, there’s a good fellow I””

Figgins shook his head.

“My dear Morry, you look too funny to be set loose. The
sight of you will be good for the school, it will banish care
and destroy the blues, as the patent medicine advertisements
say. Come on!”

“ Let us alone, you New House rotter!”

“We're going to see you safe to the School House,”
grinned Figgins. “ Help them along, chaps. We take them
under our wing.”

“Ha, ha! Gocd idea! Come along!”

“You—you New House wasters!”

“ Bring them in,” eaid Figgins. “ Hallo, fellows! Look
here! Oyez, oyez, oyez! Behold the Terrible Three return-
ing in triumph from war. Oyez, oyez, oyez! This is how
the School House fellows lick the Grammarians!”

And the Terrible Three were hustled in at the gateway,
and marched across the quad. It did not take long for a
crowd to gather, and yells of laughter greeted the appear-
ance of the heroes of the Shell.

School House fellows as well as the New Iouse crowd
seemed to be highly amused by the peculiar aspect of the
Terrible Three, and loud laughter greeted them on all sides.

“ Qyez, oyez, oyez!” roared Figgins, in the manner of a
town crier. *“Come forth and behold the Terrible Three—
three terrible asses! This is how the Shell lick the Gram-
marians! Behold! Oyez, oyez, oyez!”

“ Let us loose, you rotters!”

“ (ome and look at them!” roared the Co.
Merry, the great chief of the Terrible Three!”

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“What on earth is all that noise about?” exclaimed Kil-

dare, the cupl‘uin of St. Jim’s, pushing his way through the
throng. Y

Been flying a kite, Merry, or
What sort of asses do you call

“ Behold Tom

Why—what—Merry—Manners—Lowther—what
are K'ou doing with your heads through that kite?”
¢ We-—we—we=———""
‘" [__I__I_____')
“You—you see——-"
“Ha, ha, ha! Isuppose this is a Grammar School joke?"”
‘“ Ye-e-0-e8."
Kildare laughed heartily.
“Some of you had better release them,"” he said, walking
away.
*You hear that!” exclaimed Manners.
belter——""
“Ha, ha, ha! Take them to the School House!”
“Some of you had better—"
“ Ha, ha, in o
The Terrible Three were hustled on, up to the steps of
;hnir own House. The steps were crowded with laughing
udls,
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Qyez, oyez, oyez!

’

“Some of you had

Here are the Terrible Three asses,
returning from victory over the Grammar cads!” yelled
Figgins.

 Rescue, School House!” yelled Tom Merry.

There was a movement among the School House fellows.

“Here, come on !” exclaimed Skimpole. *““ Kick these New
Touse rotters back to their own side of the quadrangle!”

“ITurrah!” shouted Walgh, “‘Come on!”

And the School House fellows moved towards Figgins &
Co: The New House juniors were not_inclined to retreat,
“and a general scrimmage onsued. Tom Merry’s friends tried
to get at him to release him, while Fig ins Jo. and their
buckers closed round the Terrible Three to keep them
prisoners.

In the midst of the swaying, scuffling crowd, Tom Merry
and his chums were whirled and knocked hither and thither,
and finally they went down in a heap, smashing the kite,
and bumping one another-on the ground.
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Tn the midst of the uproar Mr. Railton, the master of
the School House, came out upon the steps of the House,
with a cloud upon his brow.

“What does——"’

There was no need for the housemaster to finish his sen-
tence. The fighting juniors melted away like enow in the
sunshine at the sound of the master’s voice.

The Terrible Three were left wriggling on the ground in
the midst of their bonds and the brogken kite. Mr. Railton
looked at them in utter amazement.

“Who are you? What does this mean? What do you
mean hy appearing in the quadrangle in that utterly absurd
state, Merry?”

Tom trieg to struggle to his feet.

“If you please, sir, we couldn’t help it

“Who tied you up in this ridiculous manner?”

“ Some—some fellows we met in the lane.”

Mr. Railton’s face relaxed into a smile. Tom Merry
would not give the Grammarians away, in case of get‘tinpi
them into trouble, but the School House master knew wel
enough that this was a little joke by the rival school.

“ Ahem! I think you had better get yourselves released.”

“We'va been trying to, sir.”

“ Walsh, come and set Merry free at once!”

“Certainly, sir!’’ said Walsh briskly. y

And in a few minutes the Terrihl)tia Three were untied,
and they regained their feet, rumpled and dusty and breath-
less. r. Railton looked at them with a grim smile.

““You had better go and get yourselves cleaned, I think,”
he said; and he turned and disappeared into the School
House.

“My hat!’’ said Tom Merry.
Come on!”’

And the dusty and dishevelled juniors followed the house-
rg;u%ter in. From the distance came a final yell from Figgins

0.
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“T think he’s about right.

CHAPTER 4.
The Grammarians Catch It.
o H AVE you seen Tom Merry?”

Frank Monk asked the question, as the chums
of Study No. 6 at St. Jim's entered Mother
Murphy's tuckshop in the village of Rylcombe.

The three Grammarians were there by themselves, having
left their companions in order to call at the tuckshop for
the materials for a feed at the Grammar School. They
wanted to get in by teatime, so Frank Monk had lost no
time about giving his orders, and his purchases were piled
on the counter when the boys from St. Jim's came in. .

The Grammarians might be in a hurry, but they oould
nolt r(i)sist the temptation to chip the juniors from the rival
school.

“Have you seen Tom Merry?”’

Blake looked at the Grammarian leader,

“Yes, 1 think I've met a fellow of that name,” he gaid,
with an air of reflection.

I'rank Monk grinned.

“You know what I mean!’” he exclaimed. ‘If you’ve
just]99me from St. Jim’s you must have met him on the
road.

“Of course they must!” said Carboy. *‘They’'ve met
him, and they know how we’ve dished the Horrible Three.
Lemme seo, is it the IHorrible Three you call them?”

“The Terrible Three!’ chuckled Lane. ‘' Terrible
duffers, if you like.”

Blake turned rather red. Keen enough might be the
rivalry between the chums of the Shell and the Study No. 6
“gang” at home at St. Jim's; but out of the school one
“Saint” always stood up for another.

“What are you three asses cackling about?” he asked
politely.

“Well, T never heard asses cackle,”’ said Frank Monk, in
a thoughtful way. ‘I thought asses brayed.’

“Well, you ought to know,” said Digby. * You ought to
know all about the manners and customs of your relations!”

“Vaas, wathah! T wegard that as wathah funnay, Dig.”

«“And how do you regard yourself, Gussy?” demanded
Frank Monk. ‘I fancy you're about the funniest specimen
that ever funned.” '

“ Weally, Fwank Monk——"" A

“But really,” exclaimed Monk, ‘“what did you think of
the way we did up your Horrible Three? First-chop, wasn’t
it? When we get time we’re going to give all you gt. Jim’s
follows a thorough licking, to put you in your place.”

“Vou'd better start now!” said Blake.

“faven't time. We've got to get back to tea,” said
Monk loftily. * Another time, my boy. Come on, chaps;
lwszi ca'n’t waste any more of our valuable time on these
cids !

And the three Grammarians began to collect up their
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purchases. Blake exchanged a significant glance with his
comrades, and they moved to intercept the Grammarians’
passage to the door.

““ Good-bye! " said Frank Monk.
wayl We want to pass.””

“You don’t say so!”” said Blake.

S You're jokin'!” said D’Arcy, screwing his monocle into
his eye, and taking a bland survey of the Grammarians.
“You are weally funnin’, deah boys!”

‘‘ Because you can’t pass, you see!’’ explained Digby,
“You have dared to lay your dirty Grammarian paws on
the sacred persons of St. Jim’s juniors!”

‘“ And now you have got to climb down!” said Herries.

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“Now, look here—-"

“Put those goods back on the counter!”

ou’ ter; they may get damaged.

The Grammarians thou it they had better

‘Here, get out of the

also. The

purchases were dumped down. There was a bag of new-
aid eggs among them, and they were breakable in a sorim-
mage.

‘“ Now, then—"" exclaimed Monk.

1

b}

‘“ Exactly | ” said Blake. *‘‘ Now, then, if you stand us a
feed, and act as waiters, so as to show that you take second
place, and acknowledge our immense superiority, we may
possibly be inclined to let you off.”

“Yaas, wathah! As a mattah of fact, I would wathah
not. pwoceed to violence, as I disappwove of it on pwinciple,
and I don’t want to soil my beastly gloves, you imow.
the Gwammah cads choose to acknowledge our undoubted
BUPEWIOW 1y

‘ We'll see you further first!””

‘‘ Now, weally, deah boys——"

““Oh, cheese it, Adolphus!” ;

“My name is not Adolphus, and T wegard the application
of thnt name to me as simply widiculous. I must wemark

‘“Now, then, what are you going to do?”’ demanded
Blake. “‘I have told you—-""

“You are intewwuptin’ me, Blake!”

“Dry up a minute, Gussy!”

“I must wefuse to dwy up! You see—'

‘“Yes, I see a silly ass! Now, Frank Monk——""

“ What are you going to do?”’ demanded Dighy. “We
haven’t much time to waste over you microbes, you know |’
Frank Monk exchanged a quick glance with his chums.

‘““Rush them!"” he muttered.

“ What-ho!”

The three Grammarians made a desperate rush.

“Sock it to 'em!” roared Blake.

There were four Saints to three Grammarians. Singly
they were probably equally matched, but the odds made all
the difference. Monk, Lane, and Carboy were stopped;
they were hurled back and down they went, with four
Saints scrambling over them and pinning them to the floor.

“ Hold the brutes tight !’ panted Blake. * We'll give ’em
socks !’

“Hurrah! Collar them!”

Bwavo! Down with the beastly Gwammah School, deah

boys! Huwwah!”

. The Grammarians were down. Iach had a St. Jim’s
unior Lkneeling on his chest, and Blake rose to his feet,
eaving his comrades to hold the prisoners. Monk, Lane,
and Carboy struggled desperately, but without avail. They
\_Mere.})inucd down, and Blake stood quite ready to ‘‘chip
in” if ho were wanted.

“Bai Jove, we are victowious, deah boys!’ exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, ‘‘ But I find it wathah exhaustin’ work
holdin’ this boundah Lane. Pway be quiet, Lane! You are
wumplin' my attire. Blake, will you Ewny be quick, and
decide what is« to be done with these Gwammawian
wottahs?” -

“Dry up, Gussy!’’ -
much longer I shall make my twousahs baggy at the
uncomfy situation. I am afwaid that if I kneel on Lane
much longer I shall make my twouscahs baggy at tho
knees.” |

“Ta, . has hal’!

“It is no laughin’ matter, Blake! I must uttahly wefuso
to make my beastly twousahs baggy at the knees!’

“Really, young gentlemen,” said Mother Murphy, from
behind the counter—** really——""

The good dame was accustomed to the little raws of the
rival echools, and she did not dream of interfering. Her
only anxiety was for her stock, which might suffer in the
event of a scrimmage.

‘“Really, young ﬁntle‘mcn—-—” t

“It’s all right, Mrs. Murphy,” said Blake reassuringly.
“We're not going to shed their blood, if it can be helped.
If Monk keeps on wriggling, Herries, jam his.head against
the floor, and see which is the harder!”
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“Right-ho!”

“Lemms gerrup | ™

‘“Rats ! ”’

*Is this what you call playing the gawe, four to three?”
shouted Frank Monk.

But Blake only grinned.

*“ How many of you were there on to the Terrible Three?”
he asked. “I know jolly well you'd mever have tied them
up if you'd only had man to man.” .

And Frank Monk had to admit the soft impeachment.

“Will you pway buck up, Blake, and allow me to wise,
as I am sure that my twousahs—-"’

“QOh, hang your trousers!’”

“I nevah hang my twousahs.
the pwess on wetirin’.”

“Ha, ha! Xeep that rotter safel’”

“The wottah is wamplin’ my attire!”

“Never mind——"

“I have a howwid feelin’ that my necktie is cwooked!”

‘““ My hat, that chap keeps on for ever!” exclaimed Blake.
“Take in a bight in your jawing—tmkle, Gussy. We haven't
a kite we can put .these kids’ heads through, and wo
haven’t any rope to tie them up. We sha'n’t be able to
treat them as they treated Tom Merry. Still, we musl
avenge the insult to St. Jim’s somehow. Perhaps if we
were to anoint them—""

“ Yaas, wathah -’

“A pound of treacle, please, Mother Murphy!” said
Bllake,b'. “Pour some salad-oil into it, and a few bottles of
ink!

“My goodness!”

“Now, buck up, dame!”

“ But—but what do you want it for, Master Blake? It—
it won’t be fit to eat. It would poison you!”

“Ha, ha! I don’t want to eat a mixture like that!”

“Then what—""

“It's for anointing purposes. You see, Frank Monk is a
great chief, and great chiefs have to be anointed. Give us
the treacle!”

“Don’t!” roared Frank Monk.

“Shut up, Frank Monk!”

“8ha’n’t! I—yocu—-="

““ Bang his napper on the floor, Herries!”

‘“Right-ho!”

And Frank Monk’s head was solemnly bumped on the
floor. He roared and wriggled, but Herries was in deadly
earnest. And there was no escaping from the burly junior.

Mother Murphy, greatly amazed, made up the horrible
concoction Blake ﬁud ordered, and it was served in a basin.
Blake cocked his eye at it thoughtfully. The three Gram-
marians were looking extremely n{)prehensivc. After the
way they had served the Terible Three, they could hardly
complain; but the prospect was not pleasing.

‘“(timme a ladle, please,” said Blake. ;

Mothér Murphy handed ‘over the ladle. Blake dipped it
into the basin, and approached ¥Frank Monk. The Gramn-
marian wriggled spasmodically.

“Don’t! I— Ow!”? :

“Are you willing to sing small, and admit that the
Grammar School is a rotten old show, and that St. Jim's
takes the lead?’ asked Blake.

“No!” roared Monk, .

“Then I am afraid I shall have to anoint you.”

“You—you rotter! I'll make you sit up for this! Ow-=
ow—gerrrooch 1" g

“Some of it is bound to go in your mouth if you keep on
opening it,” said Blake. “ Don’t blame me!”

¢¢ J——  Qw—o00000ch |”’

“There you are! I warned you, and yet you will keep

our mouth open. Some fellows will never learn senso!

eep it shut, Oid chap !’

“ Ow—ow—ow—ow | / ;

“1 don’t quite follow. Are you talking in Esperanto or
Cherokee ?”?

“ Ow—ow—ooooch | .

“There, 1 think that will do,”" said Blake, surveying
Frank Monk with great satisfaction, “IHave you had
enough?"”

“ Ow—ow—ow~—— Yes, yes!” ;

“T think it will do. What do you say, Dig.?”’

“Ila, ha! Yes! You won’t have amy left for the others
if you give him any more.”

“True. That will do, then.” 2 bk

Frank Monk thought it would do, too. His face and Tiadig

I always place them in

¢ I—you—he——"

were smothered with the fearful mixture of treacle, salad.’™

oil, and ink. Blake had done the anointing with a really
liberal hand. ;

He turned to Lane. ILane struggled frantically. The
sight of ¥Frank Monk’s treatment made him desperate.

““Hold him, D’Arey!. Sit tight!”

“I'm twyin’ to,” gasped D’Arcy. “But weally,  the
boundah w’iggled feahfully. Lane, I insist upon your
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keepin’ still while Blake anoints you. You are simply ex-
haustin’ me by all this beastly stwugglin’,”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

““ Oh, pway stoE cacklin’, Blake! I am getting annoyed.
This stwugg)in’ thwows me into quite a fluttah! Lane, you
lhowwid wottah, keep still !’

“ Lemme gerrup!” X

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. Blake, I think I
bave him safe now, and you can pwoceed to anoint the
howwid wottah.”

“Right you are.”

_ Blake ladled out the mixture. Tane shuddered as ho felt
it trickling over his head, and made a tremendous effort to
escape. D’Arcy reeled, though he still clung to the Gram-
marian, and they whirled to and fro. The ladle, nearly full
of the horrible ‘compound, came in contact with D’Arcy’s
ace, and the contents were bestowed upon the features of
the swell of St. Jim’s.

Arthur Augustus gave a fearful yell.

‘“Ow! Blake, you ass! Ow! Bai Jove!”

“I’m—ha, ha!—sorfy! Ha, ha! Why did you get in
the way of the ladle? Never mind, Gussy, hold him!”

““Bar Jove! I am in a howwid mess. I wefuse to hold
?lm ltylll I have wiped this howwid stickiness off my beastly
ace

“Don’t let him go!”

“I must clean my face!”

“Ass! Hold him! Oh, you image!”

D’Arcy had taken out his pocket-handkerchief, and was
wiping his face. Lane made a heave, and hurled the swell
of 8t. Jim’s off, and D’Arcy rolled on the floor as the
Grammarian sprang to his feet.

‘““Hurrah! Go for them!” yelled Frank Monk.

Lane siyrang at Blake. Blake hurled the contents of the
basin at him, and the sticky mass caught Lane in the face.
He gave a terrific-whoop, and staggered back gasping.
Blake howled with laughter. Ho threw down the basin,
and collared the half-blinded and choked Grammarian, and
had him down again in a twinkling.

“Got him !

“Pway lend me gour handkerchief, Blake. My own is
sticky all ovah, and I ghall have to thwow it away. My
face is not clean yet.”

“Hang your face!”

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort—I mean, pway don’t
be a wude beast, Blake. Will you have the kindness to
lend me your beastly handkerchief ?”’

““No, you image! Can’t you see I'm busy?”

“ Digby, will you lend me your beastly handkerchief?”

‘““Rats!”

‘“ Hewwies, pway——""

“Go and eaf -coiel”

“1 am afwaid that it will be imposs. for me to any longah
wegard you wude boundahs as fwiends——"" s

““Oh, blow your face, Gussy ! It’s not much of a face, any-
way, 80 you needn’t trouble about it. Come and hold this
rotter, Lane!”

“T am afwaid I cannot turn my attention to any twivial
mattahs until I have cleaned this howwid mess off my faco,
Blake. I am twuly sowwy, but it is imposs. Mrs. Murphy,
do you think you could lend me a dustah or somethin’?”

“T tell you—-""

“Pway don't bothah me mnow, Blake. I feel howwid!
My face is dirty, my necktie is cwooked, and my twousahs
are baggy at the knoes!”

“Ladle up some of that stuff, and shove it on Carboy, if
you won't come and hold this beast and let me do it!”
roared the exasperated Blake.

““Have you got that dustah, Mrs. Murphy?”’

“Here it is, young gentleman.”

“Thank you, vewy much. I—="

‘“D'Arcy I”

‘1 think I shall soon have my face clean—"

“Do you hear me, D’Arcy?”’

“Yaas, I hear you, Blake, but it is imposs. for me to
pay you any attention at pwesent. I must attend to the
more important mattah first.”

“Oh, you—you image!"”

Blake was furious, but there was nothing to be done.
It was difficult enough to hold down the wriggling Gram-
marians, and there was no way of getting at D’Arcy with-
out releasing one of them. Gussy took his time, too. He
carefully wiped his face on the clean duster, and then took
out g, pocket-mirror to examine his features and make sure
thiat the last speck was gone.

“There! I think that will do,” he remarked, at last.

“1 think it will!” hooted Blake. ‘Oh, why didn’t some-
hody suffocate you years ago, you howling image?”

“T wofuse to be alluded to as a howlin’ image, Blake.”

“Ladle up that stuff—-"

“You have applied a most oppwobwious epithet to me

“Do you hear me?”’

1
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“T am willin’ to make allowances for the stwess of excite-
ment, but I cannot consistently with my dig., allow you to
chawactewise me as a howlin’ image.”

“ You—you—you—-""

“If you care to withdwaw that obnoxious expwession, I
shall be glad to help you in any way; but othahwise, 1
ﬂh?‘]i walk (‘)'ﬂ", and cut your acquaintance in the future.”

“I am waitin’ for your decision, Blake,” said Arthur
Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.

Blake gasped.

“I-—1 witsulrnw the expression,” he murmured. ‘‘Oh,
you dummy, I’ll make you sit up for this! Pray, D’Arcy,
will you kindly ladle some of that sticky stuff over Carboy?"”

The swell of St. Jim’s beamed again.

““ Certainly, deah boy! Anythin’ to oblige.”

He A)icked up the ladle, and scooped up the mixture from
the floor. Carboy watched him apprehensively, and
wriggled.

“Don’t! You rotter, don’t! I—"

“I am afwaid it is impossible to please all parties, Car-
boy. Blake has wequested me to ladle this ovah you, and I
oannot wefuse a fwiend who has just tendahed me an
apology. I am afwaid the ladlin’ wi{l have to go on.”

“ You~you— Ow!”

D’Arcy “calmly spread the sticky mixture over Carboy’s
countenance. The Grammarian gasped and was silent,
keeping his mouth tightly shut.

“That will do,” grinned Blake. “Now I think they
have had enough. I really think we have taken the
CGrammar rotters down a peg or two this time. Let them
go and got themselves cleaned.”

The three Grammarians were allowed to rise. They were
furious, and they looked inclined to go for the Saints again
on the spot. ;

But the odds were against them, and they were feeling
in no condition for a struggle. Monk picked up the pur-
chases from the counter, and the Grammarians strode to the
door. A yell of laughter from the Saints followed them.

“Weally, I wegard that as bein’ distinctly funnay
D’Arcy remarkod. ‘‘I weally considah that I have man-
aged this affaih pwetty well.” .

“You have!” ejaculated Digby. “Well, my hat 4

“They look extwemely comical,” said D'Arcy, going to
the door and gazing out after the Grammarians. ‘1 say,
Fwank Monk——— Owowowow !”

An ogg from outside flew into the doorway, and broke
upon D’Arcy’s nose.

Blake burst into a roar. It was evidently hurled by the
Grammarians, and was a Parthian shot from the defeated

enemy.
CH b Wk

“ Ow—ow—ow !

“You've got it this time!” grinned Blake. *‘Serve you
right! I was going to wipe up the floor with you, but I
think I shall let you off. hat are your orders, kids? I'm
standing treat this time!”

“ Pway lend me another dustah, Mrs. Murphy.”

““ Jam-tarts,” said Digby.

“ Cream-pufls,”’ said Herries.

“Pway lend me a dustah!”

“Good! Jam-tarts for Dig., Mrs. Murphy, and creams
puffs for Herries. I'll have some currant-cake, and D’Arcy
will have a duster.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You unfeelin’ wottahs
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

1
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CHAPTER 5.
A Grammarian Raid.

USK was falling upon 8t. Jim’s—the dusk of a fine
April evening. The boys were coming into their
houses, but Tom Merry's study remained dark aud

deserted. : -

Dusk was falling upon $t. Jim’s—the dusk of a fine APnl
ovening. The boys were coming into their houses, but Tom
Merry’s study remained dark and deserted.

The quadrangle was growing deserted. Taggles, the school
porter came out to close the gates, and dimly caught sight
of three figures that flitted in through the gateway and dis-
appeared across the quad towards the School House.

Taggles gave a grunt.

“ Young rascals!” he muttered. ‘ Just in time! Another
minute and they’d have been shut out, and I shouldn’t have
opened the gate under a bob each!”

And Taggles proceeded to lock up the gates. :

Little did the school porter of 8t. Jim’s dream whom the
three lads were who had flitted so rapidly from his sight.
He had not clearly seen them in the dusk, or e would have
known that they were not St. Jim’s fellows.

" 8T, JIM'S LEADS.” - fom’Morry's Behooidaya
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“ Stop a bit, you chaps!”’

The J:)ioe wasythe voice of Frank Monk! The three figures
halted under the shadow of an elm-tree, with a soft chuckle.

“We're safe in, at all events!” grinned Lane.

“We've got to qet out yet," Carboy remarked.

“ Fasy enough,” said Frank Monk. ‘ We have the rope,
and one of us ean bunk the others up on the wall, and then
we can let the rope down—""

“That’s right enough !’

“But the first thing is to get into the School House. I've
got the mallet and pegs here, and—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll look at Blake’s quarters first; I'd rather settle
with h’i,m, after what happened ‘this afternoon. But if
not——

“No good.”

“What do you mean, Lane?”

“ Look up there,” said Lane, pointing to a lighted window.
“That’s Study No. 6—Blake’s study. I know it well enough!
You can see they’ve got the gas burning.”

Monk nodded.

! ;‘)Truel Tom Merry's study will do, if we get a chance ab
il

“T don’t know his window, but a good many of them are
dark. VYes, that’s his window, now I come to think of it,
with the flower on the sill. I remember Manners pointing it
out to me when we were over here for the sports.”

Frank Monk chuckled gleefully.

“ There’s no light, so the stugy’s empty. We shall have
to dodge ug pretty quickly.”

“ It will be touc}‘; and go.”

"1 don’t know. Most of the fellows will be at tea, and I
don’t suppose many of them will be hanging about the
passages.”’

“ Something in that.”
t“dBeside,s, it won't take us a minute; and once we’re in the
study—'

“We can lock the door.”

“ Exactly 1"

“Clome on, then; no p;ood wasting timeé!"”

“Tollow your leaderT’ grinned Frank Monk.

The three Grammarians hurried on through the dusk to-
wards the School House.

They entered and ran up the stairs in a second or two;
fortuna.t;elg for their purpose, without being spotted. The
Fussage above was not yet lighted, and, though a couple of
ellows passed them, they were not recognised in the gloom.

Lane and Monk both knew the way to Tom Merry’s study.
As a matter of fact, Study No. 6 was unoccupied, although the
light was burning thare. D’Arcy had been last out of the
study, and he was thinking about the bagging at the knees
of his trousers, and had had no time to Lhinﬁ og such a trivial
matter as turning down the gas. The three Grammarians,
however, were not aware of that, and they made directly for
Tom Merry’s study.

Monk opened the door cautiously. The room was in dark-
ness, and was evidently empty. Monk entered.

“Come in, kids; it’s all serene.”

Lane and Carboy followed him in.

Frank Monk closed the door and felt for the key, but there
was not one in the lock, Lane lighted the gas.

*“ Better lock the door, I'rank,” said Carboy.

. “Can’t; there’s no key here. I suppose Tom Merry’s got
it in his pocket, or they’ve lost it. Never mind; we'll soon
have the door fast enough!” .

Monk drew a peg from his pocket and a small mallet from
under his coat. To drive the peg under the door with a few
sharp blows occupied only a minute.

Monk rose to his feet with a laugh.

“They won’t get in now !’ :

‘*‘ Better make all safe!” grinned Lane. “Shove another
peg in, and then nail a piece across the doorpost where the
door opens—or rather where it won’t open !’

‘“ Ha, ha! Good!”

The knocking of the mallet attracted no attention. There
was frequently a great deal of noise in Tom Merry’s study,
so there was nothing unusual in that. While Frank Monk
was busy with the mallet, Lane and Carboy were not idle.
Across the walls of the study they scrawled in letters of
imposing size:

“DOWN WITH ST. JIM’S!”

Frank Monk turned from the door and grinned as he read
the inseription.

T don’t think they'll get in now !”” he remarked.

‘“Ha, ha! No.” ‘

“I don’t think they’ll shift this door with anything short
of a battering-ram! Hallo, here’s somebody coming !’

“Time we were off !"-

“Yes, rathgr! Open the window. If we got our retreat
cut off there, we should be in a pretty fix!”

‘“ That’s happened to us once before here!”
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““We don’t want it to happen again! Buck up !

Lane opened the window. Mon 1
together and looped it over a leg of the table, which
shoved to the window, The rope was allowed to fall ou
and Monk got out on the sill,

There was a tap on the study door.

“ Just in time!” grinned Monk,

He slid down the doubled rope. Tane and Carboy fols
lowed him swiftly as a second and louder knock came at the
door of the study. ¢ :

“We're well out of that!” chuckled Monk. He unfastened
the knotted end of the rope, and then it was an easy matter
to pull it from its hold in the study * Come on!”

lhree figures melted away in the gloom towards the school
wall.

Meanwhile, the knocking at the door of Tom Merry's
study was growing louder. x

CHAPTER 6.
Pegged Out.
¢ ERRY! Open this door immediately !’ :
M It was the voice of Mr. Linton in the corridor,
and it was growing angry. The master of the
Shell knocked at the door again.

‘“ Merry! I command you to open this door!” A

There was no reply from within the study. Mur. Linton's
brows contracted. i

He had come back to the study because he thought it very
probable that the Terrible Three had neglected his order to
take themselves and their books to the gholl class-room, in
company with Study No. 6, for fighting over some trivial
matter in the study.

Finding the door fastened, he jumped to the angry con-
clusion that Tom Merry had locked it against him, and he
was naturally angry at the idea.
oak panels. i

“Merry! Will you open this door?”

Still dead silence.

Setting his lips very hard, Mr. Linton walked away to the
Shell class-room. He would make sure that the Terrible
Three had disobeyed his orders before he took any further
steps in the matter.

T'o his surprise, there was a glimmer of light in the class-
1'{00111, and a scratching of pens audible as ho came to the
door,

He looked into the room.

Seven juniors were writing away industriously at their
Latin exercises; that industry being the effect of their
having heard the footsteps of Mr. Linton coming along the
passage.

¢ Ah, you are here, Merry!”

Tom Merry looked up in surprise.

“Yes, sir; you told us to come here!”” he said.

“Quite so. I have just been to your study, however, and,
as 1 found the door locked, I surmised—— But it is nothing.
I shall look in again soon.”

And Mr. Linton, with this warning, left the juniors to their
task. He imagined that Tom Merry had locked his door
after leaving his study, and, of course, there was no fault
to be found with that. But he left the hero of the Shell in
a puzzled frame of mind. Tom left off writing as soon as
the Form-master’s footsteps had died away, and glanced at
his chums.

“Did you hear what he said, chaps?”

“Rather!” said Manners. ‘‘Somebody’s locked our door
while we’ve been here doing this rotten serawling !”’

“Yes, but how? You know the key of our study’s not in
the lock. You remember we are going to have duplicate
keys made, so as to have one each, and the key was taken
down to the locksmith in Rylcomhe?”

“ By Jove, yes! How has anybody locked the door with-
out a key?”’

“ Curious!” said Lowther.

“ Very curious,” said Tom Merry. * Some joker has been
up to something there, I suppose, as a matter of fact,
We'll look into it as soon as we get away from here.”

“Some kid from the New House,” suggested Blakej
“ Figgins, very likely.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

The juniors resumed their weary scribbling. Before tha

hour was up Mr. Linton looked into the class-room and told,

them they might go. A e
Gladly enough Lhcdjuniors took advantage of that per-
mission. They troope
way up the School House stairs. Blake and his chums went
into Study No. 6, while the Terrible Three kept on along the
corridor to their own study.
Tom Merry tried the door. It refused to budge. There
was a glimmer of light underneath it, showing that the gas
was alight. Tom kicked at the door.

tied the ends of his ro E

He thumped ungriiy on the

out of the class-room and made their
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ever they are!

"~ after the shop’s closed.

EBvery Thursday.

“ Hallo! Who’s in hera?”

There was, of course, no reply.

‘““Who’s in here?”

Still dead silence.

“ My hat,” said Tom Merry; “I’'ll make them sit up, who-
i 1 wonder how they’ve fastened the door
without a key?”’

“Shoved a chair back under the lock, perhaps,” suggested
Manners.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“The door would give a little in that case, and you can
gee it’s as fast as if it were screwed shut.”

“ Perhaps it is sorewed. You remember Blake screwed us
up in here once,” Monty Lowther remarked. * It certainly
wasn’t Blake this time, but Figgins may have—"
thh I'Yﬁhouldn't wonder! But the rotters must be still there,

en!

Tom Merry kicked at the door.

“ Will you open this door, you beasts?
bald-headed when you do open it!
Iouse rotters?”’

Still silence reigned.

Manners dropped on his knees and looked through the key-
hole. He could catch a glimpse of the table and the fire,
but not of any occupant of the study.

‘* See anything?”’

“No; I don’t believe there’s anybody in the study.”

“ But how did they get out, then?”

“ By the window, perhaps.”

“Thoy must have,” said Lowther, ¢ if they came from the
}\iew H,?uso. It’s too late now for a junior to be out of his

LO1Se,

“True. They've fastened up the door and bolted,” said
Tom Merry wrathfully. “My hat! I wish we had been
in time to catch the rotters!”

“We shall have to bust the door in.”

“Can’t_be did! 1t would make too much row, and old
Linton will be on the look-out for anything in that line.”

““What the dickens are we going to do, then? I suppose
we can’t remain out here in the passage all the beastly
evening.”

“No, we can’t do that.
the window, I suppose.”

“We're mot allowed out of the house at this time—""

“0Of course, we mever do anything, we're not allowed
to do,” grinned Lowther.

Tom Merry launghed.

“Wae shall have to sneak out and borrow Taggles’s long
ladder,” he said. * There's nothing else to be done.”

“That means two bob to Taggles—-"

“We can stand eightpence each.”

“1 suppose it’s the only thing to be done. My hat! I
wish woe could get at Figgins & Co. and make them squirm
a bit. That would be some comfort,”

Tom Merry gave & start.

S0 we canl” he exclaimed. ‘““If we're going to have
the ladder, what price having a look in at Figgins's study
with it first?”

Manners and Lowther burst into a laugh.

“ Good wheeze!”

“1 ghould say 0. We can stick the ladder up to their
study window—same as we did that night we boned the feed
—only this time we sha'n’t go in——"’

“Hardly! We could take our squirts—"

“There wouldn’t be time to use them. Figgins & Co.
would be upon us in a second after we had the window
open. >
“ Well, what’s the idea, then? I suppose we're not going
to take the trouble of getting the ladder to the window
just to leok in and say good-evening,” Monty Lowther
remarked sarcastically.

“If you'll let me speak for a second——"

““Oh, get on!” "

“1 was thinking of taking a tin of cayenne pepper——"

“ My hat!”

“ 1t would need more than a sweep of the hand to send
a shower of it over Figgine & Co.” grinned Tom Merry.
*Then we could be off —"

“ We should have to be off jolly sharp, or we should get
pitched off,” grinned Lowther. * Can you get the pepper?”

“T can get 1t easily enough at the school shop.”

““It’s closed—"

“1t won’t be the first time Dame Taggles has served mo
You two fellows can go and
ncgntia’:e with Taggles over the ladder, while I get the
pepper.”

* Good wheeze!”

And the Terrible Three lost no time in putting the plan
into effect. They had not the slightest doubt that Figgins &
Co. were responsible for the fastening up of the study-door,

We'll snatch you
Do you hear, you New

The only thing is to get in at
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never dreaming of the Grammarian raid within the walls
of St. Jim’s. It was not difficult to slip out of the house
without attracting attention, and once in the dusk of the
quadrangle they were safe.

“Get the ladder and take it towards the New House,”
murmured Tom Merry. “ I’ll be after you in a jiffy with
the pepper. Mind you don’t get spotted.”

“ What-ho!”

Taggles, the school porter, made some difficulty about the
loan of the ladder. He had betn called over the coals for
lending it to the juniors on a previous occasion. But the
sight of a half-crown softened his heart, and he consented.
Manners and Lowther carried off the ladder, and in the
shadow of the New House Tom Merry rejoined them.

“ Got it?’ whispered Lowther,

Tom Merry chuckled and held up a tin.

“Is it caycnne?”

“Yes, and jolly strong.” ~

The ladder was run up under Figgins’s window. Tom
Merry ascended, leaving {li& chums holding the ladder at th,o
bottom. Up he went, till he could look in at Figging’s
lighted window,

CHAPTER 7.
A Little Mistake.

IGGINS & Co. were having tea, The New Houso
F study looked very comfortable, and Figgins & Co.
looked very comfortable, too. The keltle was sing-
ing away on the hob, there was a clean cloth on the table,
and an unusually good supply of provender was s.proqd
there. Fatty Wynn was carving a large steak-pie, with an
expression of ecstatic anticipation upon his plump features.
Tom Merry grinned as he looked in through the window,
the thin white muslin curtain only elightly obstructing the
view.

Figgins & Co. were ‘‘doing themselves ”” well this time,
doubtless in celebration of the jape upon the School House
chums. They had not the slightest suspicion of the face
at the window.

Tom Merry felt the sash cautiously. The \\:indgw was
open a few inches at the top, as was the custom in Figgins's
study. Tom Merry felt the bottom sash, and found that
it worked easily. He raised it about half an inch by tiny
degrees, so as to get his fingers under it. .

There was a slight creak, and Figgins looked round.

“Hallo! What's the matter with the wim.iow?"

“Why, it's open,” said Kerr, staring at it in amazement.
«11l swear I shut it down tight at the bottom when we
came into the study.”

“Vou couldn’t have.”

“1 tell you I'm certain—"

Korr broke off with a gasp as the bottom sash was flung
suddenly up. Figgins & Co. sprang to their feet in amaze:
mont.

“Hallo!” eaid Tom Merry, looking into the study with
perfect coolness.

“ Tom Merry!”

“As large as life?’ said Tom Merry coolly.
to return your visit.”’ : :
“Rh? What are you talking about?” said Figgins.

“QOur visit?” said Marmaduke, ‘‘We haven’t visited
you.”

x “ Well, perhaps not; but you visited - our study, at all
ovents,” grinned Tom Merry. “‘I've come to return the
compliment. Do you like pepper?”’ } ¢

“ Papper? I'll pepper you! Catch hold of his ears, kids,
and yank him in. We'll dust up the fire-grate with his
top-knot for his fearful cheek!”

*“Good! Collar him!”

The Co. dashed towards the window.

Tom Merry grinned.

Up came his hand with the opened )ep‘iwr-tin in if, and
with a jerk of .the wrist, he sent a clou of the stinging
pepper into the faces of Figgins & Co.

“Ow!” roared Figgins.

He staggered blindly back, knocking heavily against
Kerr, who reeled upon the table. There was a smash of
crockery. Marmaduke yelled and clapped his hands to his
face. Watty Wynn rolled on the floor in anguish. A pande-
ntmsium of sneezing and coughing awoke every echo in the
study.
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“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. Perhaps you wish
you hadn’t plugged up our study-door now, you New House
wasbers |”’

¢ I—ow—ow—tchoo—tchoo——

* Groo—gerroooh—choo—atchoo——"

** Atchoo—atchoo—atchoo—""

¢ We'll gkin you—we’ll—choo—choo—atchoo—-—*

“ We'll break your neck—we’ll come and-—choo—chog—
atchoo—"

“You rotter! You beastly choo—choo—atchoo—"’
**Ha, ha, ha'!”

“Go for him! Rush him and choo—choo—choo—"’

Tom Merry slid down the ladder.

Four furious faces, red with excitement and sneezing,
glared down upon him. The chumng of the Shell, convulsed
with laughter, dragged the ladder away from the window.

*You rotters!”  roared Figgins,  *“I'll—choo—choo—
atchoo——""

“"Ha, ha, ha! You can choo-choo-atchoo—as much as
you like, Figgy. Keep it up, old chap! We don’t mind!”

‘* BeastsI” shricked Kerr. “Ow, I feel as if my nose
were coming off!  Choo—I’ll—gerrooh—choo—atchoo—""

** Stick it out, old chap 1”2

fEa - ab 1

* I'll—choo—choo—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I 'say, get the ladder away!” murmured Tom Merry.
“This row will be heard. 1t would be no joke to have
old Ratty drop on us.”

By Jove, no!”

“Come on! Off you go!”

Tom Merry crammed the nearly empty pepper tin into his
pocket, and the chums of the Shell seized the ladder and
rushed it away. Four faces blocked up the window of
Figging's study, with gasps and frantic sneezes.

The chums of the Shell were laughing so much that they
could hn,rd.l{ carry the ladder. But they brought it up to
the School House wall, and set it against the window-sill
of Tom Merry’s study.

Still, across the quad
distant sound of sneezing,

“ My hat!” exclaimed Lowther. “Figgine & Co. have
had a warm time, and no mistake. There's nothing like a
little cu}nen‘ne to make a chap sit up.”

‘“By Jove, they'ro keeping it up, too!” said Tom Merry,
listening,  “I expect Figgy would give a week’s pocket-
money to get to close quarters now. Well, here goes!”

Tom Merry was quickly up the ladder. He pushed up the
window and scrambled “into his study, and Manners and
Lowther swiftly followed him. The gas was burning clearly,

and the chums of the: Shell had a clear view of the raiders’
work as they entered at the window,

Tom Merry gave a gasp.

8 only hat!”

“ ‘Down with 8t. Jim’s!”” read out Lowther, from the
wall, in bewilderment. * What on earth does that mean?

. Yiggy wouldn’t sorawl that there—he would say ‘Down
with the School House.’ ”

“It couldn’t have been Blake, either,”
equal amazement. ‘““He was with
class-room ; and, besides,
scription like that. Who the—what the——

“Aesses!” gaid Tom Merr witheringly.
your brains got to? It was tKe

*“The Grammarians!”

“Who else?”

“By Jupiter, you're right! They’ve been here!” gasped

anners,

“Well, they could hardly have scrawled that cheeky stuff
up there without being here,”
need a Sexton Blake to deduce that.
and they’re gone, too!”

“Yes, they're gone; no doubt about that.”

“The rotters! If we could have caught them—-—"’

“Well, we did once, and made them edt their words!”’
grinned Tom Merry. *“This time they’ve done us. I say,
there’s no need to tell the whole House about this. We're
getting chipped enough as it is.”

“Right ! ggum’s the word !

“We'll keep it 'dark till we've got our own back on the
Grammar cadg—-—"

“That’s right. Let's get that beastly door unfastened

before anyone happens along,” exclaimed Manners briskly.

* Good here’s a hammer in the locker, and you ‘can
soon get the pegs out. But—I say——'_Ha, h

* What's the matter?”

“Figging & Co.! We've
and they were innocent all
here.”

“My hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

on the still air, came the faint

said Manners, in

us all the time in the

he wouldn’t have put up an in-
”

“ Where have
Grammar cads, of course !”’

They’ve been here—

1\

a, ha

peppered them—ha, ha, ha!—
the time., They haven’t been
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' Poor old Figgy! He must have been astounded when 1
said I had come to return his visit !’ chuckled Tom Merry.
*Never mind! It was a good jape, and up against the New
House, ¢o it doesn’t matter. (’ieb that door undone.” .

It did not take Manners Jong to get the door undone.

As he unfastened it, there were footsteps in the passage,
and a knock at the door. :

The Terrible Three started.

“1 say, whoever it is mustn’t see that ingeription on the
walls I’ exclaimed Lowther hastily.

*“ By Jove, no! Cover it up with something !"”

“What with?”

But the door was opening. Tom Merry, with groat pre-
sence of mind, reached up and turned out the gas. There
was a remonstrating voice at once,

‘“ Bai Jove, the beastly place is all dark, you know. Tom
Mewwy, you wottah; what have you just turned the wotten
gas out for, you boundah?” ;

“We're not receiving -visitors this evening,” said Tom
Merry, through the gloom. **Run away and play, there's a
good Gussy.”

“1 wefuse to wun away and play——"

“What's all this rot?”’ broke in the voice of Blake,
want to speak to you fellows.

“Can’t be did. Clear off I’

“Rats! We've come to talk it over with
and without a row. You're not going to
Jim’s has got to lead, you admit that——'"

“I don’t admit anything—and especially T don’t admit
asses into this study, Travel along, before we shift you!”

" We shall want some ehifting,” said Digby.

“Oh, pway keep the boastly peace, deah boys! We shall
have our wespected mastahs on our twack if there is any
more wow.”’

“ That’s right, Gussy. Blessed are the peacemakers! Tom
Merry, we've not come here to row. Light the gas and talk
it over.”

*“Oh, go and talk in your own study !
tired!” said Tom Merry plaintively.

“The conversation of these kids does givo one that tired
fenl’ing,” Monty Lowther remarked. ‘‘It’s rather rough on
usa.’

“We
Light that beastly gas.”

you seriounly,
provoke us. St.

You make me

* Why don’t you light the gas?”’

“My dear chap, you've got plenty of gag——""

‘“Ha, ha! Bai Jove, I wegard that as wathah funnay——""

“Oh, leave off cackling, Gussy! 1 suppose you're not set-
ting up in business as an alarm clock?” said Blake crossly.
* Look here, Tom Merry, what'’s the giddy mystery? What
i’s it you don’t want us to see? There’s somet iing going on
1ere.”’

“T tell you——""

There was a smell of gas in the room. Then the scratch
of a match, and a flare of light. While the talk was going
on, the astute Digby had silently groped for the gas-burner,
and this sudden illumination was the result,

Thl<l> juniors blinked in the sudden light. Then Blake gave
a yell. |

* Look there !’

The Terrible Three looked dismayed. - The eyes of the
Fourth Formers were fixed upon the tell-tale inscription on
the wall.

“‘Down with St. Jim’s!"” yead out Blake. *‘So that’s
the giddy secret. The Grammarians have been here, and
bearded the lion in his den.”

_“ll)loarded the donkeys in their shed, you mean!” gaid

ighy.

** Yaas, wathah!”?

“Well,” said Herries, “I always said that Tom Merry
would let the school down, but I never looked for anything
like this. I really never did.”

**Oh, go and eat coke!” said Tom Merry uncomfortably.
“‘How on earth could I help it? The rotfers sneaked into
the study while we were detained in the class-room.”

“ All through you kids coming here and making a row,”
said Lowther.

“It’s really Blake’s fault,” Monty Lowther remarked. I
hold Blake responsible.”

“Rats, and many of ’em!” gaid Blake scoffingly.
“You've been done in again—done brown, beaten hollow,
licked to the wide! Yah!”

““ Yaas, wathah!”’

‘“These chaps set up to be leaders of the School House
juniors,” said Blake witheringly. * They’re not fit to lead
a girl’'s school.”

““ Nor an infants’ class!”. said Digby.

*“Nor a lot of white rabbits!” Herries remarked.

“ Are you going to get out?’ roared Tom Merry. “ We're
getting rather fenf’up with your cheek, you younpsters.”

*“Oh, come along!” said Blake, going to the door. *“We
must let the whole House know about this, and get this
bounder Merry lugged down off his perch.”’

AND ALAN WAYWARD.
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Tom Merry was the first to break the silence. ‘“My only hat.” he said, feelingly. ‘I don’t think we've ever

been in a worse fix than this, Kids, in all our natural !

»”

“Rather!” gaid a voice at the door, and Gore looked into
the study. “ This is the joke of the season, I think! Down
with St. Jim's! Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you eniggering about?”’ demanded Blake,
changing his tone. “ Don’t go gassing this all over the place,
Gore. The New House rotters would never let us hear the
end of it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“ Look here——

It’s too good to keep!”

But Gore was gone—gone to spread the news of the latest

Grammarian jape through the House.

“Well, it sorves you jolly well right,” said Blake. “T’ll
tell you what we'll do,” Tom Merry, We'll think about it,
and get up some stunning wheeze to take the Grammar cads
down, and let you help us. That will give you a leg up.”

“0Oh, get out!” said Tom Merry ungratefally.

“Bai Jove, undah the cires. considah that
wathah wude, Tom Mewwy-——""

Tom Merry picked up a cricket stump.

““Are you going?”’

“Oh, come along!” said Blake. And the chums of Study
No. 6 went down the pas:age, grinning, leaving the Terrible
Three staring at one another in dismay.

CHAPTER 8. .
The Last Defiance.
TOM MERRY expected the whole School House to ring

wemark

with the Grammariang’ latest exploit—and he was

: not disappointed. That night the whole House knew
the joke, and t‘m next morning it was almost the only topio
among the juniors,

The chipping the Terrible Three had had to endure over
their late adventure with the kite had been severe, But
this raid on their own quarters brought on a fresh and more
severo attuck.

Allusions to the incident were made every moment, some-
times to the chums of the Shell, sometimes *‘at’ them.

The New House, fellows soon came to hear the story, and
naturally they made as much as possible of it.

“Tigging & Co. came over towards the School House before
breakfast, in the hope of falling in with Tom Merry and
nm!l\'ing him some slight return for his visit of the previous
night, 2 . .

They met Gore first, and learned the story from him, and
the truth dawned upon Figgins. And when he met Tom
Merry a little later he was merry instead of warlike.

TOM MERRY
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“ Hallo, Merry!” he oxclaimed, in a friendly way. “1
hear that your Houee is giving you the sack as junior cap-
tain.” :

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” grunted Tom Merry.

“I hear the Grammarians have been in your quarters,
and left you all sorts of flatiering messages,” said Iiggins.
“ You thought it was us, didn’t you?”

Tom Merry grinned.

WVoll, yes. By the way, how do you like cayenne

Figgins almost eneezed at the recollection,

“Tt was hot,” he said—* very hot! If you could only have
japed the Grammarians like t[‘;at instead of us——"

“Well, you Now House kids want keeping in your places,
you know,” Tom Merry remarked.

“Tl tell you what,” said Figgins, unheeding. ‘I don’t
like to see a St. Jim’s crowd put down like this by the Gram-
marians——""

‘It makes us all look small,” Kerr remarked.

“TPhat's it,” said Figgins, with a nod. *' It makes us all
Jook small; and as cock House at St. Jim’s we're bound to
take the School House under our protection a bit. So I'll
tell you what, Tom Merry. If you and Manners and Lowther
care to obey orders, and do exactly as we tell you, we'll
let you into the Co., and give you a chance of getting your
own back on the Grammar car?s,”

“Thank you for nothing!”

“It’s a good offer,” said Figgins persuasively. ““I'm not
running you chaps down. You've got pluck, for instance.
With a New House fellow to direct you, and tell you jusb
what to do, there’s no reason why you shouldn’t make the
Grammar cads squirm.”

“Good!”” said the Co. together.

“1'll make you squirm if I have any more of your cheel,”
said Tom Merry. And he walked away whistling, leaving
Figgins & Co. grinning hugely.

Morning school came as a relief for the Terrible Three
from the torrent of chaff they had to bear. But at dinner-
time it recommenced, The Terrible Three had six separate
fights on their hands before afternoon school. In the Shell
class-room during the afternoon there were nods and winks
and whispers. : f

“My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as the chums came out
when the Shell were dismissed. *‘ It’s not all lavender being
a leader, blessed if it is. The sill_y owls expect you to tako
the cake every time. I for one can’t see anything very funny
in the Grammar cads dodging into our study—-—"

AND ALAN WAYWARD. ~=G
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“Then you’re the only one that can’t,” grunted Monty
Lowther. “The whole Ilouse is cackling over it like a
giddy farmyard!”

“'izhe whole school,” growled Manners. “Figgins & Co.
will never let us hear the end of it The Grammarians have
scored on our own ground.”

‘' We can’t expect to down them every time——""

“Yes, but to gc done in in our own quarters——""

“I know it was a bit rough——"

“Yes, I should say it was. I wonder whether they will
ever leave off chipping us? Hallo, Gore! What are you
sniggering at?”’

“Three terrible idiots!” sniggered Gore.
St. Jim’s! Ha, ha, ha!”

*“Oh, shut up!”

‘1 say, Tom Merry, if you want to resign for a bit, I'm
quite willing to take your place,” said Gore generously.
“The House would be quite wiliing'to give you a rest.
I've asked a lot of fellows, and they all say they’re willing—.
more than willing.”

‘* Cheese it 1"

“Not only willing, but eager,” chimed in Mellish. “‘As a
matter of fact, I'd give my vote for Skimpole or D’Arcy
rather than a chap who goes out looking for lickings, and
gets lickings from Grammar cads in his own study.”

The Terrible Three walked on with very red faces, leaving
Gore and Mellish giggling.

‘“Nice, ain’t 16?7 said Lowther.

“Jolly nice I said Manners.

. SAwlully I” said Tom Merry, with a wry face. “I'vo a
jolly good mind to take them "at their word and resign! I
wonder what sort of a show they would make against the
Grammar cads without us?"

* Not much worse than we've made.” '

* Oh, don’t croak, Monty !”’

I don’t want to cronk.” What I say is—""

“ You'll tire your voice, old chap,” said Tom Merry kindly.
“Don’t suf' any more. Let’s get to the study, that’s about
the only place where we sha’n’t bo chipped to death; and if
Blake comes along there again, we'll snatch him bald-
headed.”

The Torrible Thiee took refuge in their study.

Tea was not a very cheerful meal in Study X on this
occasion. 'The chums of the Shell had a weight on their
minds. The April sunlight was still falling brightly into the
quadrangle, but the Terrible Three for once did not feel
inclined to go out. It was some time before a loud shouting
in the quad attracted their attention. ;

Tom Merry gave a start at last, and set down his teacup.

“ What’s all that thundering row about, kids?”’

“Somebody’s shouting in the quad, that’s all.”

“1t’s more than somebody! Hark! It sounds as if the
}w_ho%o fzchool were shouting tﬁcrc " exclaimed Tom, rising to
s feef.

The roar of voices from the quad rang into the open
window of the study, The Terrible Three left the tea-table
and hurried to the window. They looked out upon a goodly
portion of the old quadrangle, shut in by ancient buildings
and still more ancient clm-trees. A crowd moved across the
ttmd in their view, with their faces turned upward, most of
them shouting. They were evidently watching something in
the sky, but what it was the chums could not see from the
window, owing to the thick foliage of a big elm-tree in tho
way.

** What on earth can it be?”’ muttered Tom Merry.

‘“ A balloon, perhaps.”

' They wouldlr)}’t be gelting so excited about a balloon pass-
ing over the college.”

* Then what the dickens can it be?”

‘“ Blessed if I know !”

Tom Merry called out to Blake, whom he discerned in the
crowd below :

‘“ Blake! I say, Blake!”

Blake glanced up at the window.

‘“Hallo! Have you seen it?”

‘“Seen what?" :

“ Oh, of course, you’re out of this!” said Blake. ‘‘ Nothing
for you to do here. You're dead in this act. What can you
do againet the Grammar cads?”’

““The Grammarians! They're not here, are they?”?

‘“Haven't you seen the kite?”

‘“Kite! hat kite?”’

*The Grammarians’ kite. Tt’s floating up over the School
House now!” yelled Blake. “It has got something written
on it. « We haven’t quite made it out yet; but it’s something
cheeky, of course !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“There it is!”’ shouled Figgins.
‘Down—-" There, I made one word out!
with a capital D!”

“I think we can guess the rest,” said Kerr.

- TOM MERRY
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““Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry turned to his chums.

“I think we can guess the rest, too,”” he remarked.
is rather cool of the Grammar cads, and no mistake.
are you going, Monty?”’ ‘

Lowther was crossing hurriedly to the door.

“I’'m going out to get a squint at the kite.”

“So am I!” said Manners, following Lowther.

‘“ Wait a bit. Blake says it’s going over'the School House.
You won’t see it. We shall have a better chance by getting
on the roof.”

* Good idea! Come on!”

The chums of the Shell hurried out of the study, and swiftly
made their way to the stair leading up to the trap in the flat
roof. Tom Merry unbolted the trap and lifted it.

““Come on, kids!”

He pulled himself up through the trap, and stepped out on
the roof. Manners and Lowther followed quickly.

As they emerged they heard a shout from the quadrangle
far below, ringing up over the ancient roofs of St. Jim’s,

‘“The rotters!”

“Where are they?”

‘ Outside the walls somewhere !’

Tom Merry did not need to look for the kite, as soon as he
was on the roof of the School House. Borne upon the wind,
it was floating above the school, and the face of it bearing
the inscription was turned towards the chums of the Shell, as
they hurried towards the parapet in the front of the House,
Plainly enough they read the words:

“DOWN WITH' 8T. JIM'S!”

Tom Merry snapped his teeth.

‘“Down with St. Jim’s!”

It was the old war-cry of the Grammarians.

Tom Merry looked out for the enemy, and by following the
direction of the cord attached to the kite he made them out.

Beyond the walls of St. Jim’s, on the School Hill, stood
Frank Monk, recognisable even at that distance, with Carboy
at his side.

Monk was holding the cord in both hands, and Carboy had
the end of it. The kite was a large one, very large, and the
wind was strong. The wind, blowing from the hill towards
the school, hmF carried the kite exactly where the Gram-
marians wanted it,” and Monk knew, of course, that at that
hour the grounds would be thronged with boys let out of the
class-rooms, and so the defiance would be hurled in the teeth
of the whole of St. Jim’s.

My hat!” muttered Lowther.
And we can’t do anything!”

‘“ This
Where

“0Of all the cool cheek!

) *“Nothing !’ said Manners. ‘ Down with St. Jim’s! My
at 1’
The boys in the-quadrangle were shouting excitedly. The

inscription on the kite had now been read, and shouted from
one to another, and the Saints were burning with wrath.

Many of the seniors were in the crowd—most of them
laughing, however—and some of the masters had been drawn
out into the quad by the noise. All were staring at the great
kite borne by the wind ovar the old school.

““ Nice state of affairs you School House kids have brought
&s into!” exclaimed Figgins, glaring at the chums of Study

o. 6.

The next moment Figgins and Blake were staggering about
in deadly embrace. Their chums on either side were not
slow to join in. Several 8t. Jim’s follows had bolted out of
the gates, and were running up the path on the hill, though
there was litfle chance of getting at the Grammarians. It
was impossible to get at \he kite or the enemy, and so School
House and New House found vent for their wrath in getting
at each other. A terrific scrimmage was raging in the quad.

Tem Merry looked down at it from the roof of the School
House, and smiled.

“‘Those kids are hammering each other,” he remarked.
“T don’t see how that will improve matters much, but I dare
say it will relieve their feelings. I say, chaps, this is about
the cheekiest, coolest jape the Grammarians have ever worked
off on us.”

‘““What are we going to do?
kite.”

“ No chance of that. Monk is taking in the cord now. We
can’t get hold of the kite, but we can make the Grammarians
sing small.”

‘“How 1"

Tom Merry scratched his curly head.

““ That’s the question. We've got to think of a wheeze, or
life won’t be worth living at St. Jim’s. Study rows and
House rows are off now, kids. We've got to settle the hash
of the Grammarians, and our motto has got to be ‘St. Jim’s
leads !’

But how the St. Jim’s juniors ‘‘ got their own back’ on
the Grammarians is another story.

(“8t. Jim's Leads!” and Alan Wayward next Thursday. Please order
your cony of the '“Gem " Library in advance, Price 1d.)

AND ALAN WAYWARD. ~=0
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CHAPTER 1.
Over the Traces.

P[Fl-l  genior conveyancing clerk of Messrs, Damit and Claw,
solicitors, of Lincoln’s Inn Fields, put his head round
ono of the baize-covered doors in the long corridor, and
looked into the room.

“ Mr. Wayward !~ he called sharply.

“ What is it 2" was the reply from a young fair-haired,
blue-oyod, square-shouldered ‘giant, who, with his chair tilted
backwards, and his toes gripping the long table, was examining,
or protending to examine, an abstract of title, which he had
made himself, and now could make neither head nor tail of.

“ Mr. Claw wants you, at once,” said the senior clerk, in a
tone of asperity that brought something like a grin to the
fine cut lips of Alan Wayward.

The senior clerk did not like articled clerks at the best of
times ; but one who took the law in the devil-may-care
fashion that distinguished Alan Wayward, provoked him to
a kind of bilious rage.

“1 gnid, at once !’ he snarled, as Wayward, without budging,
resumed his reading.

“youwll go' a col’ in dyour ’ead,” mocked Wayward, *if
you stay in that bassage, Stobens.”

Stevens withdrew, mute with wrath, and aware, from two
years' experience, of the futility of bandying words with his
tormentor.

“ Better get along, old man,” advised Dawson, who, like
Wayward, was under articles to the firm. “ Claw’s about
as amiable this morning as a parboiled tom-cat.”

Alan Wayward rose to his feet, flung the abstract on the table,
and smothered a yawn.

“T suppose I better had,” he said gloomily. It'll be the
same old jaw over again, for a dead cert.; and I'm getting
more than a little full up of it.”

Dawson watched him, as he strode out of the room, then
turned and winked at Lambton, the third of the articled
~clorks, to whose use the room was sacred.

“ Fancy shoving a fellow like that in the law,” he said.
¢ A chap who captained the rugger and cricket at Marlborough,
and takes about as naturally to law as he did to Greek irregular
verbs.”

“'Spose he made his own bed,” snapped Lambton.
did he come into it, if he wasn’t going to like it ? 1

“ Hadn't got your sapient way of looking at to-morrow,”

“ Why
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said Dawson, cheerfully. ¢ He took it on, like he'd have taken
a move up from one class to another. Besides, his pater panned
out, and left him with about three hundred quid to start life
on, and with old Claw for a little tin god to act as guide, counsellor,
and friend.”

“ 86 (law shoved him into articles, and stuck on to the "oof 4t
queried Lambton.

“ Exactly |’ assented Dawson. * Just the kind of smart
thing you'd expect from Claw, isn’t it ?

“ But how does the beggar live ? ' eried Lambton.

“ Oh, the firm give him twenty-five bob a week, and he
digs out somewhere in Bloomshury—attic in Doughty Street,
I fancy.”

“ 1 wonder he doesn’t cut it and go to the Colonies,” said
Lambton.

“ That's what ho wants to do,” replied Dawson. ‘ But the
little tin god is also the god of the tin, my boy. He’s got

Nayward in durance vile, and he means to keep his nose to the
grindstone.”

Meanwhile the object of their discussion was having an even
warmer time than he had anticipated.

Mr. Claw received him with a stony calm that, of itself,
was ominous enough in one enjoying so well-founded a reputation
for nagging.

“I sent you, yesterday, Mr, Wayward,” he commenced, ‘‘ to
{way over seven hundred pounds to Mrs. Buller, and to take
jer signature to the conveyance of that property in Hampshire
to our client, Mr. Hawkins. I find here the deed unsigned ;
and I learn from Mr. Stevens that you returned the monoy#to the
accountant last night, without explanation, Perhaps ou will
be good enough to explain to me.”

““Certainly, sir !’ se'd Wayward, getting rather red. ** Mrs.
Buller was awfully upset about it, sir.  She didn’t want to sign,
as she had heard that Mr. Hawking had got an offer for two
thousand for the same property.”

“ What’s that got to do with you, you young idiot,” snapped
Mr. Claw. * We are not her solicitors, except for thigs matter ;
we are the solicitors for Mr Hawkins ! "

“ Well, she started crying about it,” explained Wayward.
2 Au,d, after all, she was a widow, and had only us to advise
her.’

“ And, T suppose,” sneered Mr. Claw, ‘ that you advised her !
Advised her probably not to complete the transaction ? »

“ As a matter of fact,” said Wayward, coolly, stung by the
sneering accents, *“ I did point out to her that if she smashed her

’
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contract, she’d only have to pay the ;})lenalty-clause, which
she could easily afford if she sold at the higher price.”

For a moment.Mr. Claw glared at him, panting audibly.

“ You become a solicitor !’ he snarled. ** You're not even
fit for the office of a philanthropist. Confound you, sir. Do you
realise that your maudlin sentimentality might have lost me a
valuable client ? It’s fortunate her contract time does not
expire till to-night, and that Mr. Stevens will know how to frighten
her into keeping her obligations. Where are the papers ?

* You have them there, sir,” replied Wayward.

* The contract isn't here,” snapped Mr. Claw.

* Oh, the contract 1 said Wayward. As we were acting
for her as well, and as she didn’t want to conclude, I gave the
contract back to her.”

“You what ?” gasped Mr. Claw, sitting suddenly rigid,
with his large eyes nearly bulging out of his head.

“Gave it her back! Returned it to Mrs. Bu'ler,” said
Wayward,

Mr. Claw’s face grew suddenly crimson, and he fairly ran at
his clerk, seized his coat in the two hands, and shook him.

“You fool ’? he shouted. ‘‘ What did you do that for ?
Answer me ! "

' Well, she was our client, just as much as Mr. Hawkins,”
said Wayward stubbornly, releasing himself from the frenzied
grasp. " And I didn’t see why we should be a party to letting
that beast Hawking do down a poor little widow for thirteen
hundred pounds.”

“ Idiot ! Fool! Thief ! " foamed Mr. Claw, shaking his two
fists in the young man’s face.

‘“ Stow that ! cried Wayward, becoming suddenly pale.
“ I'm not a thief. If anyone’s the thief, it’s yourself. 1'm not
a slave either. And I never will ‘be.. If you want to do dirty
work, do it yourself. But don’t ask me, for I sha’n’t do it.”’

“ Get out of my office I screamed Mr. Claw, * Get out,
confound you ! T'll tear up your articles. I wash my hands of
you.. Get out!’” g

“T'll be jolly glad to get,” said Wayward. * But you’ll
jolly well hand over my three hundred pounds first.”

‘" Not a penny ! Not a penny ! foamed Mr. Claw, rummaging
among some papers in his open safe. ‘‘ There ! he continued,
in a voice shrill with malice, as he tore a parchment to shreds
and flung them at Wayward’s feet. ** There ¢re your articles.
You are no longer clerk of mine—go ! *

“ You'll give me my money first,” said Wayward, in a tone
dangerously quiet.

po i | give,you nothing ! I owe you nothing ! ” snarled Mr.
Claw. ““If you think I do, you can sue me for it.” )

“I'll sue you for it,” said Wayward grimly, as he strode to
the door.

Do, you puppy, do ! sneered Mr., Claw, thinking he had
gained the victory. 3

The next moment, however, sufficed to undeceive him. Way-
\varddpuused at the door just long enough to lock it; then
turned, and with one boundl, had Mr. Claw’s throat in his grasp,
and Mr. Claw’s wrists helpless in his muscular hand.

** Now, you miserable, blood-sucking, toad-eyed extortioner,”
he said, through his get teeth. ** I'll sue you in my own fashion.
I've had two years of something like h(-lrunder you; and I’'m
glad it’s finishing this way. You've one minute to choose.
Will you pay me what you owe me, or will you go head first
into the streot ? ”

“It's obtaining money by violence,”” gurgled Mr. Claw,
whose flabby visage was the colour of shallow sea-water. ** It’s
a felony ! v

“You commit felonies every day,” said Wayward coolly.
“T’'m not afraid of one like this—without witnesses. Minute’s
up.  Which is it * Pay 7 Or out

He lifted the fat little man up as if he had been a child, and
poised him arm-high.

Mr. Claw thought of the spikes on the area-railings, two
flights below, and squirmed in an ecstacy of dread. He thought
Wayward had gone mad, and realised suddenly that he had
always hated him.

“T'll pay ! ” he gasped.

* Cash ? ” queried Wayward.

* Cash ! Curse you, yes ! panted Mr. Claw.

Wayward whisked him to his feet in a whirl that left the
solicitor dizzy ; and retaining a grip on his shoulder, he led
him to the door of the safe. .

“If you attempt to raise any alarm,” he said quietly, * you
go out of that window, before anyone can come near you.
Count out the money in fivers.”

Mr. Claw obeyed him.

Wayward pocketed the notes, and pushing the solicitor to
his desk, removed the call-bell out of reach of his hand.

* Write out an acknowledgement,” he commanded, ¢ that
you have this day repaid to me the sum of three hundred pounds,
on the cancellation of my articles.”

For a moment, Mr. Claw squirmed. But the hand tightening
on his shoulder made him think better of it.

He wrote out and signed the paper ; and Wayward, reaching
aver his shoulder, blotted it, and transferred it to his pocket.
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* Now, you scum,” he said ; *“ you can get on with your dirty
work as fast as you like.”

He released him, picked up the torn articles, which he also
placed in his pocket, and walked towards the door.

He had nearly gained it, when Mr. Claw, livid with rage, and
with a certain conviction of power in the silent fury seething
in his baffled eyes, glidetl in between him and the door, and
pointed a perspiring forefinger at the young man’s breast.

* Alan Wayward,” he said, in a low, level voice, that was
the more sinister and arresting for its very lack of all emotion,
I bated your father before you; and he died regretting it.
I’ll make you live to regret it. Now, you can go.”

He unlocked the door himself, and flung it open, and pointed
the way out.

Alan Wayward paused and looked down on him, a frown,
clear-cut as a horseshoe, gathering on his wide brow, a curiously
intent scrutiny in his brooding eyes.

‘I have often wondered,” he said, * who it was hounded my
father to his grave. Now I know. When I find the.proofs,
I shall come and see you again. Till then, God guard you,
Mr. Claw.”

He passed out, and walked down the corridor towards the
room he had lately quitted, a sombre air on his usually carelessly
hapgy countenance, and an extraordinary insistent feeling of
foreboding at his heart.

‘“Hullo ! ” eried Dawson, as Wayward entered. * If your
phiz is a register, Alan, my boy, you’ve been getting it hot.”

“ Giving and taking,” said Wayward, with a reminiscent
grin. “I'm off. Articles concelled. Money returned.’”

‘* Articles concelled, I understand,” said Lambton, half
ironically. “ But money retwned ! And from Claw ! How
ever did you manage it ?

** A little lofty persuasion,” réjoined Wayward, with a broad
smile.

Dawson looked at him curiously.

** You were always a rum beggar, Alan,” he said, ‘* especially
for getting your own way. What was it all about 7’

Wayward explained the turn he had given to the Buller
conveyance, and as he justified his action with some ghow of
warmth, Dawson and Lambton swayed to and fro, with stifled
shrieks of laughter.

“ My hat!” gasped Dawson.
It must nearly have killed old Claw.
Lambton. Wish you joy.”

* What are you going to do ?” he went on, as Lambton
hastened from the room, - \

* Thardly know,’” replicd Wayward, with a grimace. ** School
mastering, or Colonies, I expect. Australia from choice, if I
can get a decent show of going up-country.”

* You're your own master, anyhow,” said Dawsoh enviously.

‘“ Absolutely !’’ replied Wayward. ‘ There never was but
my pater and I, as long as I can remember.  No uncles, aunts,
sisters, brothers. I'm on my lonesome. You might come and
grub with me to-night, Hal, and we’ll chow-clow over the
morrow.”

“ Right you are,” rorlivd Hal Dawson. “*‘There goes his bell
for me. I must be off.”

‘“So long then,” said Wayward.
entrance. Seven o’clock.”

Alan Wayward got into his hat and coat, and looked round
the room, with an eye that saw it from a curiously new point
of view.

‘“ Good heavens !’ he muttered. “To think that I've
spent two years of miserablo slavery in this mouldy hole !
Well, it’s the end. There’ll be no more slavery for me. I don’t
mind work. But I'll be my own master.”’

He opened the door, and stood for a second in the passage,
buttoning a glove. From Mr. Claw’s room, the telephone bell
was tinkling imperatively, and through the half-open door
the sound og the solicitor’s voice could be distinetly heard.

“Yes. I'm Mr. Claw. Isthat you, Mr. Saponyadi ? Good !
I want to see you on urgent business. Yes, twelve o’clock will
suit me very well. Good-bye, till then.”

* Up to some more villainy with that greasy old Greek,”
was Alan Wayward’s comment, as he made his way down the
stairs and, turning his back for ever on the law, passed out
into the bright March sunshine, feeling free as air, master of a
small fortune, and arbiter of his own destiny.

CIIAPTER 2.
The Spider and the Web.

" You're a perfect daisy.
There goes hig bell for you,

‘“ Meet me at the Cri.

MR. CLAW was never long at a loss to devise a vengeanszs. —

It was his boast that no man had ever got the better
of him without regretting it bitterly later.

In the present instance he was even less time than usual in
hitting on what he sardonically dubbed *‘ a hapi) idea,” for it
was supplied by the sight of Alan Wayward’s athletic figure, as
the young man swung with his easy stride and graceful carriage
down the corridor. Mr. Claw’s eyes glittered balefully as he
noted the square shoulders, the muscular Symmetry of limbs,
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the well-poised, almost defiant set of the head, the strong back,
and into his tortuous, fury-twitched brain there echoed sud-
denly, like a whisper cackled from some tempting demon, Alan
Wayward’s own words of a few moments’ since: * I am not a
slave. And I never will be.”

A light of infernal triumph glowed for a moment in Mr. Claw’s
slate-coloured eyes. Then he turned and rang the bell that
summoned Lambton.

“1 have cancelled Wayward’s articles,” he said brusquely, as
the clerk entered, ‘“and dismissed him from my employ for
gross incompetence. You and Dawson will have to take over
his work for the moment, till I replace him. Did he tell you
what he intended to do ? Unfortunately, I am still his guardian.
But 1 was really too annoyed with him to think of asking.”

“He didn’t say,” replied Lambton. ‘‘He may have told
Dawson.”

“ He's not sure,” reported Dawson, completely taken in by
Mr. Claw’s natural explanation of his interest, which that worthy
took care to emphasise as soon as Dawson appeared in answer

to the call-hell.

‘“ He spoke of going in for school-mastering, or
emigrating to Australia.”

“ Just the kind of thing a fool
like him would think of doing. Well, he must go his own way.
I bear him no malice. And if he gets a tutorial position he can
send to me for a reference. You'll probably be seeing him.
You may tell him so. By the way, what paper does he take ? "

‘¢ Daily Mail, as a rule,” m\i(\) Dawson, with an air of sur-
prise. “* But I've seen him with others.”

“ Oh, well, it’s of no moment,” said Mr. Claw carelessly, as
he stretched his hand out to the telephone receiver, and rang

w Saponyadi, the Greek merchant and shipowner.

That will do,”” he said to the clerks, when he had made the
appointment with the Greek. ** You can go. And if you take
my advice, you'll have as little as possible to do with young
Wayward.”

“I wonder what little game he’s up to ?” queried Dawson,
a8 he and Lambton regained their room.

“ @ive it up,”’ said Lambton shortly. * But he’s too oily to
boe wholesome. He's a deep and rancorous devil, is old Claw :

“Um!” grunted Mr. Claw.
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and I shouldn’t care to be in Wayward’s shoes if he’s really
made an enemy of him.”

* Which he probably has,” laughed Dawson ; ‘‘seeing that
he wrung the three hundred out of him. But bah! what can
the old idiot do ? "

“ T dunno,” growled Lambton. * But I remember a chap
called Eyre, who came here about five years ago. Kicked up a
deuce of a row over some tin he swore Claw had chiselled him
out of. Gave Claw the thrashing of a lifetime. Left him his
address in case he wanted to prosecute. And a week later he
vanished off the face of the earth. Never been heard of since.”
began Dawson, in a horrified

»

“ You don’t mean to say,
accent,
“ T mean to say nothing,” snapped Lambton. ‘ T'm simply
stating a coincidence, But what makes the coincidence the
more impressive is that on that oceasion, immediately 1iyre lm.(l
left the office, old Claw 1(*101)]1(»:101[ to Snpnnymii, same as he's
done now. That’s all.”

oo Rz

What for?’” was the question ‘
booming in Alan Wa sward’s brain,

“ I’ jolly well put Alan on his guard,” said Dawson. wyam
dining with him to-night.” g

“You'll do well,” said Lambton drily, and turned to his work.

Alexis Saponyadi was punctual to his appointment. A big
man, standing well over six feet, broad of ghoulder, lean of hip,
rather loose-kneed, he had the head of a (irecian statue, a nose
very slightly hooked, black curly hair above a brow that would
have done credit to a Darwin, and a chin that suggested a will
of adamant. The picture was completed by lips thin, b]n.ndlo,ﬂs,‘t
and cruel, and small, black, glittering oyes. He evidently|
regarded Mr. Claw as one of his most intimate friends ; f_Ol‘,'
after carefully closing the door, he greeted him with an effusive
warmth that Mr. Claw seemed to reciprocate in like measure.

“ 1 need not beat about the bush with you, Saponyadi,” said
Mr. Claw, on whose sallow cheeks two hettic spots were burning.
““T have been grossly outraged, and I want your assistance in:
making the author smart for it.” iy

The Greek rubbed his hands together, ag if he would wring
oil from them.

“ Something in the Eyre line again ? ” he asked.



Y EXT
16 IH&RB}})A‘I :

“ Rush !’ whispered Mr. Claw, casting a fearful glance around.
* Don’t let us mention names. By the way, did you ever hear
what-—-er—became of that person ?”

“ Buried ! 7 said the Greek laconically. * The work killed
him. He stuck it out three years, Oh, but three years, my
dear, of honest hard work. Idrin Pacha doesn’t feed his planta-
tion slaves for doing nothing. Oh dear me, no!"”

“The dog merited it ! snarled Mr. Claw. ‘ But this one
must not die, Snponyadi. He must live for a long time—a very
long time. e 1s young, barely nineteen, six feet high, strong
us a horse, and weighs at loast thirteen to fourteen stone.”

“ Phew ! whistled the Greek. * Not an easy customer to

_koep quiet.  We can’t manage him like the other; it would
malke too much noise.”

Mr. Claw smiled a superior and very crafty smile.

“There will be no need to use force,” he said. * With a
little care we can sproad o net into which he will walk with open
eyes.”

“ You have a plan ? "’ asked Saponyadi. -

“ An excellent, and, T fancy, an infallible one,” assented Mr,
Claw. * Tell me, have you any ship parting at an early date for
uny Black Sea port ?

“ Yes, the Maid of Athens,” roplied the Greek, after a mo-
ment’s thought. * She’s a brigantine, and is due to sail an
day towards the end of the month. Cargo for Sinope, Trebizond,
and Sevastopol.”

¢ Excellent ! " said Mr, Claw. ‘I do not think you have
over met my late clerk, Alan Wayward ?

*“ Not to my knowledge,” answered Saponyadi.

“ He is the youth in question,” said Mr. Claw smoothly. ** He
is without relations ; has three hundred pounds, and is looking
for a place as schoolmaster, or an adventurous opening in the
Colonjes,”

* 1 don’t see where the plan comes in,” said the Greeic.

“ I said, ‘ he is looking for a place,” ”’ emphesised Mr. Claw.
“1 propose that he ehould find one that will embrace both the
objects dear to his thick skull and brutal muscles. For, in-
stancoe, a glittering advertisement in various papers for a young
gentleman to act as travelling companion and English tutor to
a Russian nobleman in the Caucasus. Fond of sport. First-
class salary, and all expenses. I thinksuch a bait would find
Alan Wayward nibbling within twenty-four hours.”

“ And afterwards ?" said the Greek. ‘ He would be more
difficult to nobble in the Black Sea ports than in London. Your
beastly consuls, my dear sir, have a most confounded knack of
getting wind of these little things, and making a most almighty
racket about them.”

“ You are not your usual su'tle self,” said Mr. Claw, with
a scarcely veiled sneer. * The cub must have no suspicion
from start to finish. You will interview him at some hotel, in
another name, as representative of the Russian nobleman.
Arrange a {mssngo for him on board the Maid of Athens, and
give him a letter which he is to deliver to your emissary at, say,
Constantinople, or Sinope. At Trebizond, your agent, whom
you will, of course, wstruct in advance by mail, will propose a
short expedition inland. Young Wayward, after the confine-
ment of the voyage, will jump at it. If, unhappily, he be
captured by Kurds, and be sold in the slave-market at Foliat, I
do not think even a British consul will be any the wiser.”

The beady eyes of the Greek glistened evilly.

“Idrin Pacha is still governor of the Van vilayet (province),”
ho said. * He would give a hundred pounds, or even two, for a
strong Englishma® He hates them so dearly. Mustapha, the
silk merchant of Foliat, would receive the youth, and make all
arrangoments necessary for his capture. Ob, it i8 a very clover
and neat little plan you have devised, my dear friend !

“TI will pay all expenses,” said Mr. Claw, in his thin, un-
moved voice. ** And the day I see Idrin’s contract of sale and
purchase, I will pay you two hundred pounds.”

“1It is quite understood,” pursued the Greek, “that your
young friend is not to die ? "

“ He must not die,” said Claw viciously. ‘“ He must live a
long, long timo. He is very independent and high-spirited.
The bastinado from time to time wi{l be very beneficial to him.
1 want to think of him at work in the slave-gang, awake in the
slave-compound !

There was a concentratod intensity of malevolence in the
lovel accents of the solicitor that made the Greek, hardened
villain though he was, shrink away, shivering,

1 will write to Mustapha to-night,” he said, *‘ and arrange
for all.  You will gee to the advertisements.”

Mr., Claw nodded, his eyes fixed absently on a sheet of blank
paper, He was seeing Alan Wayward toiling as a slave under
the whip of a Turkish driver. :

“Yes,” he said suddenly, ‘ that will do. T think it will
succeed without a hitch. Yes, I will seo to the advertisements.
I can rely on you for the rest ?

‘* As always, my dear friend,” said Saponyadi, rising. “ You
will let me know when I am to meet your young protege, if he
bites at the bait.”

Mr. Claw’s lips parted in a dry little cackle.
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“ Oh, he will bite!” he said. I know too well the food h
likes to make any fault in preparing the bait.”

“ And what of his three hundred pounds ? ** asked Saponyadi,
as Claw accompanied him to the door.

“T'o the captor the spoils,” said Mr. Claw, with a shrug of the
shoulders.

During the ensuing ten days, the ‘‘ Baron Ivanovitch,” at
Karl's Hotel in the Strand, opened some three thousand letters
in answer to the advertisement which ap{mared, day after day,
in various morning papers. But none bore the signature of
Alan Wayward.

Truth to tell, Wayward was having the time of his life. He
had come straight from Marlborough College to Mr. Claw’s
office, and he had seen s littlo of the life of the great world-
metropolis as if he had spent his ways in the West-country. To
look up old friends, to visit galleries and theatres, to wander
dreaming through the rustle of vivid life in the streets and
parks, was to Wayward an inexhaustible mine of pleasure and
delight, from which he was only awakened by the startling
discovery that he had spent more than half of all he possessed.

““ Gee-whizz ! This won't last for ever,” he reflected sombrely.
“ T'd better got on the track of something to do.”

The process proved as discouraging as it well could be. School-
agencies asked for his degrees, and smiled him politely out
when they found he had none.

“ I’ll take the next boat to Australia, and chance my luck on
getting there,” was his reflection, on arriving at his lodgings in
Doughty Street, after a wearying day of information-hunting at
the offices of various Agents-General.

“ A Mr. Stevens to sto yer,” interrupted a “ slavey,” whose
Phil May-esque visage bore the visible marks of a hasty end
altogether inadequate attempt of cleaning. “’E’s bin ’ere, orf
an’ on, the last two ’ours. Sour sort o’ bloke, 'e looks, (oo,
Shouldn’t wonder if it’s a summons as e’s got fer yer.”

“Oh, tell him to come up, Lizzie,” said Wayward, cutting
short her eloquence, and wondering what on earth Stevens could
want of him.

“ You forgot to give Mr. Claw a receipt for that three hundred
pounds,” explained Mr. Stovens, when he entered. *‘ Ho sent
me round with it. If you'll just sign it.”
thu Oh, certainly,” said Wayward, and affixed his signature to

© paper,

" n amusing your=elf, I hear,” said Mr. Stevens, in a tone
that for him was surprisingly friendly.

““ A bit,” said Wayward laconically.

“ Well, I'mm old enough to advise you, Wayward,” said the

chief clerk; ““and three hundred don’t last for ever. Why
don’t you get a billet and put the other money by 1"
“ Basier looked for than got,” laughed Wayward. ** When

you came in, I'd just made up my mind to book a passege in the
next boat for Australia.”

*The Colonies are not what they used to be,” sighed Mr.
Stevens. “I should have thought a mastership or tutorship
more in your line.”

* No degree, no go,’
ships don’t go begging.”
* Oh, I don’t know,” said Mr. Stevens. “ I've noticed one
advertisement in the ‘ Times’ for the last fortnight, asking for
a companion-tutor, for the Caucasus. Which seems to prove
that whoever put it in has not been able to get suited. ell, I

must get along. Good-night.”

* Good-night,” returned Wayward, adding, as the other left :
“ T never thought that beggar could make himself so agrecable.
T'll have a look at that advertisement.”

He did, over his dinner that night, and at first glance 1 8
oyos kindled. This is what he read :

“ Wanted an English gentleman (public school man preferred),
to act as companion and tutor to Russian nobleman’s son in
Caucasus (ugm{ eighteen). Must be young, tall, good all-round
sportsman, and fond of outdoor life. £500 and expenses to
right man. Write in first instance to Box 65a, Willings.”’

“ Great Scott ! "’ ejaculated Wayward. ‘It might have been
made for me!”

His oxcitement was intense, and leaving his dinner almost
untasted, he hastened to his lodgings, and spent the next three
hours in concocting half a dozen letters. It was one o’clock in
the morning before he was able to devise an epi-tl tha
sotisfiedh ,a d f arful lest it should miss the first post, he sallied
forth with it himself, determined to place it in the box at
Willings'.

Absorbed in dream-vistas of the life that might be lying
before him, he never noticed that, as he drew the door to after
him, a figare lurking on a neighbouring doorstep rose and
silently padded in his wake. Nor did he notice, either, gaba.
reached the end of Doughty Street, and turned to c¢ross
Theobald’s Road, another figure, lurching along towards an
automobile that stood opposite the black opening of a mews.

Mr. Claw, on receiving Stevens’ report, and learning of
Wayward’s project to go to Australia, had been seized by a

panic of fear that his prey was about to evade his clutches. He
ad conferred with Saponyadi, and the Greek, whose spies had
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been watching Wayward’s movements for days, had prepared
for him an ambush, arguing that as Alan had lately returned
home about one or two in the morning, he would do so again.

Wayward was nearly abreast of the automobile before ho
was aware of anything out of the ordinary. Then, suddenly,
he found his way barred by two stalwart vagabonds.

*“ Gi’e us the price of a bed, mister!”

“ Ain’t had a meal to-day, guv’nor !’

The whine was simultaneousz., Alan, ever easily generous,
albeit not in any way deceived, fumbled in his pocket for a
coin. It was the moment waited by the footpads. With one
accord, they fell on him, hustling him rapidly towards the
motor-car, the door of which had silently opened.

But they had reckoned without their ﬁost. The old rugger
captain of the best team Marlborough had ever put out, was
too hefty a man to be surprised for more than a moment by
such unscientifie, if powerful, tackling. He wrenched one arm
loose, and with a fierce, swinging undercut lifted its assailant
fairly asprawl between the wheels of the car.

At the same moment he caught the ankle of his other tackler
a L(Ylick. savago side-kick, accompanied by a right-hand clout
under the ear, that bowled him base over roof into the gutter.
But his troubles were not ended, for with the fall of their
henchmen, two men gprang from the interior of the car, and
rushed at him. Ono he recognised in a flash as Gorlias, the
famous Greel wrestler ; the other, a man of his own height,
enveloped in a fur coat, and heavily masked in crape, he could
not divine. But as Gorlias rushed him he leapt aside, dashed
his fist into the fur-coated stranger’s face, then, as CGorlias
wheeled, with a cunning *‘ coup de savate” in which he was
not a little expert, he landed a terrific blow with his heel into
the wrestler’s ribg, that sent him curled up and gurgling
strange blasphemies into the arca railings.

By this tine, however, the two first tacklers had gathered
themselves together, and were preparing ' with the masked
man to rush him.

Wayward did not like the look of it. He made a feint to
charge, and as the others stood waiting, he dived to the rear of
the automobile, bolted across the street, and sprinted at his
best quarter-rile speed for Gray’s Inn Road.  He reached it
breathless, without having dared to lose a yard by turning ;
and when now he turned, it was to see the tail light of the car
diﬂa,;)swaring at a rapid rate down Theobald’s Road.

“Phew !’ he gasped. *That was a near shave. Smells
like one of those little tricks Dawson warned me Claw might be
up to. Anyhow, they got a rattling they won’t forget. 1 guess
T’ll send Scotland Yard after Mr. Gorlias, as soon as I've shoved
my letter in the box.”

CHAPTER 3.
In the Toils.

* HE BARON IVANOVITCH will receive Mr. Alan
Wayward, in reference to his application for the post
of companion-tutor, at five o’clock this, Thursday,

evening, at the Karl Hotel, Strand.”

So had run the note received that afternoon by Alan Wayward,
and now, as he stood in the sumptuously-furnished private
room awaiting the baron, his heart beat fast with excitement,
and his hopes ran high.

““ No more drudgery at the beastly routine of an office,” he
thought ;3 * but a life of freedom, of congenial work, of pleasant
companionship. It’ll be ripping good fun.”

His reflections were interrupted by the arrival of the *“ baron
—a large man, with an immense black beard, heavy black
moustaches, and wearing a black silk bandage over his left eye.
The interview was as brief as it was cordial ; and it said some-
thing for Savonyadi’s power of acting that Wayward really
felt it to be cordial, for the Greek’s eye was aching furiously
from the forceful buffet it had received early that morning,
and he could cheerfully have strangled his visitor all the time
he was smiling on him.

“1 have taken u{) your references by telegram,” said the
pseudo baron. * They are satisfactory. You are just the
man I want. If the terms suit you, you may consider yourself
engaged.”

‘“The term:s suit me very well, thank you, sir,” said Alan,
scarcely able to conceal his joy. ‘‘ May I ask when I should
be required to start, and to whom I am engaged ? "

“ Naturally,” smiled the baron. ‘‘ Your employer is the
Duke Paul, the Lieutenant-Governor of the Caucasus. You
will be met at Constantinople by one of his dragomen, a Mr,
Rastan, who will accompany you to Batoum and conduct you

Nwl}igovcrnor’s palace. When can you be ready to start 7’
“wm ready now,” said Wayward. * The time to pack—
that is all I require.”

“ (lood ! ” said the baron. He paused a moment and looked
steadily at Wayward. ‘* You seem to me a young man in
whose diseretion one can place every confidence.’”

1 hope so0,” said Wayward, flushing a little.

“You will have observed that the honorarium attached to

’

’
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this post is very large--comparatively gpeaking,” pursued the
baron. ‘T may as well tell you at once that there are reasons,
reasons of State, why the Duke Paul does not, for the present
at least, desire it known that he is engaging an English tutor
for his son. Am I right in supposing that a sea-voyage would
not incommode you ? "’

I ghould enjoy it immensely,” replied Alan.

“T congratulate myself on having met you,” said the baron
urbanely, waving his hand to a litter of letters on a table in
the corner. ‘* His Excellency has at present in London a small
trading vessel, which is due to depart to-night, direct for the
Black Sea. I understand that you have no calls on you here/
If you will convey your baggage to my hotel, we will dine
together, and I will accompany you later on board the brigantine
and introduce you to the captain. ~ Will that swt your
convenience ? "

“1It’s very kind of you.
Alan.

“ At half-past seven, then,” gaid the baron, bowing hig
visitor out. ‘* Come just as you are. Do not dress. But do
not be' late, for I have one of the attachés from the Russian
Embassy coming, who wishes to entrust to your care & personal
message to the duke.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” laughed Saponyadi in his throat, as the door
closed on Wayward’s bright eyes and smiling face. “If I
don’t pay you for that smack in the eye you gave me, my friend,
before you are much older, may I be eaten by leeches !

Then he turned to the telephone, and ringing up Damit &
Claw’s, asked for the senior partner.

“That you, Claw ? Yes? Right!
T accompany him aboard to-night about ten. Yes, off Gravesend
—she’s there now, with tug in attendance. What's that you
say ? Pity I got a black eye for nothing t Curse your funniness
—T've not finished with him yet ! You intend to see the last
of him ?  Well, be careful. So long!”

Meanwhile, not the faintest suspicion of the truth clouded
the joyous exuberance of Alan Wayward’s spirits, as he hurried
back to Doughty Street, and slung his belongings into a couple
of bags. Mo had been inclined for a moment to fancy the
procedure a little bit hurried, and the manner of his departure
a little bit mysterious. But the masterly nmention of the
Kmbassy attaché had dissipated such doubts before they had
time to take shape. And the urbanity of the attaché, who was
simply one of Saponyadi’s tools, and his easy chat over dinner
of the  Duke Paul,” put Wayward completely at his ease/
Nor was his vanity insensible t¢ the flattery when the attaché
declared that he must really see him aboard, and he found
himself seated in a ** clinking’ Mercedes, racing through the
night towards Gravesend.

It was eleven o’clock, and a light mist was hanging over the
estuary, when at last the gig pushed away from the wharf, and
pulled the three towards the Maid of Athens, that loomed
spectrally out of the fog in mid-stream.

“T am afraid, my young friend,” said the baron, as they
approached the brigantine, “that you will find everything
rvather dirty and in disorder, till you get fairly away. But
Captain Harvey will do all in his power to make you com-
fortable, and you will not mind what you call roughing it, eh ¢

“ Rather not ! ” said Wayward cheerfully. ?

Nevertheless, something very like a foreboding seized him as he
followed the haron and the attaché on to the brigantine’s deck,
and noted the lowering, cut-throat visages bent over the taffrail,
and the air of indescribable squalor and litter that pervaded
everything.

“’Ah, Captain Harvey,” said the baron, addressing a heavys
shouldered, brutal-faced man, who advanced té meet. thcig
“This is your guest, Mr. Wayward, who is to meet Mr. R
at Constantinople, and go on with you to Batoum, to the duke.
1 will leave him in your care.” Lk 3

Wayward could hardly repress a shudder of t as the
captain’s clammy fin was thrust into his hand. But he
him with a firm step into the little saloon, and observed with &
sensation of relief that the cabin reserved for him was spotlessly
clean. Here, for a moment, he lost sight of the baron, as the
attachs buttonholed him, and in his impressive, silken way,
went over again the messages he was to deliver to the duke.
Yet Wayward would have been considerably edified could he
have followed the baron and overheard that worthy’s conversa-
tion with a burly giant of a sailor.

“ You understand, Boris,” Saponyadi was whispering, ‘“ ho
is not to be injured. You are to do nothing till Rastan comes
aboard. But then, if you see half a chance to thrash him till
he can’t stand, I'll give you a month’s salary on your return.”

“ Consider it done, patron,” said the sailor.

“ Now, my young friend, we must bid you adieu,” said the
baron, joining the two in the cabin. * The captain is impatient
to get off with the tide. Bon voyage, and may you arrive
safely at your destination.”

Their hoat had scarcely quit(‘.ed the side, before the anchor
was swung aboard the Maid of Athens, and she glided down
the stream in the wake of the screaming tug.

For a long time Alan Wayward stood leaning over the

T shall be delighted,” murmured

The tutor’s engaged.
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tafirail, gazing at the distant panorama of lights, like one in a
dream. It seemed to him almost impossible to realise that he
was actually afloat towards a new life, hound to a land of which
he know nothing, and to people of whom he knew even less.
The thought that last night he had been in London, with not
go much as the faintest conception of the voyage he had now
commenced, struck him as fantastic ; and all the strange sounds
around him, the wash of the waves, the creaking of cordage,
the patter of bare feet on the decks, and the hoarse cries issuing
from the darkness and, as it were, caught up in the darkness
beyond—all combined to confuse and numb his faculty for
thinking, and make him like a child locking at his first }mnto-
mime, and all the gorgeous bewildering reality of a transforma-
tion scene.

It was nearly dawn before he ‘ turned in,” drunk with
dreams, and daved with the unreality of fact, to sleep the deep,
untroubled, visionless sleep that only comes to man when
destiny has drawn him into the sluice that will whirl him later
into her mills.

It was mid-day when he awoke, and five minutes past. before
he could realise where he was. He made short work of dressing
then, and hurried on deck, to stand still, with a gasp of wonder
and sheer delight. Above, the sky was blue as a harebell.
The tug was gone. A cloud of canvas, white and bellying full,
strained on the rigging. Far away to the right, a faint streak
of grey marked the English coast, and all around the grey,
keen waters of the Channel sung and danced, hummed and
raced ; while beneath his feet, the decks that last night had
seemed 80 nauseating, now, swabbed and holystoned, gleamed
white as any housewife’s kitchen dresser in the far West-country.

‘“ Had a good sleep, mister ? "’ said the gruff voice of Captain
Harvey at his side. * You'll be ready for a bite, I reckon ? "

“ I rather think I am,” assented Wayward, with a square
look at the rugged, heavy features confronting him.

Even the morning light, and that difference in dignity which
makes Jack afloat such a better man than Jack ashore, could
not alter the fact that Captain Harvey had, strictly speaking
on the face of it, a brutal visage. But, seen now, beneath his
peaked cap, after a morning tub and shave, and a-tingle to the
crisp thrill of wind and sunlight, there was something in it that
attracted—a straight staunchness about the unflickering eyes,
w 8ot back of the stubborn shoulders, & certain way of holding
the chin, high and leyel, that, despito the general aspect of the
man, corrected first impreesions, and inspired confidence. Alan
Wayward, sizing him up, felt that he might be violent, but that
he would never be mean.

A feeling akin to friendship grew between the two men as
the days went on. To the Marlborough athlete, aftev his two
years' confinement in a London office, the voyage was one long
pleasure. The north-west wind bowled them down Channel,
and spanked them across the Bay of Biscay at a good twelve
knots ; and the sixth day out of port saw them scudding past
the Rock, driving eastward with a free wind on the port quarter.
The Maid of Athens proved herself a flyer ; and ten days after
leaving Gibraltar, Captain Harvey, join ng Wayward on declk
one evening after dinner, pointed to the coast-line lying, like an
impassable reef, far afront of their hows.

“ Yon’s the Dardanelles,” he said grufily ; ““ and I'll not be
surprised, when the pilot comes aboard, if this Mr. Rastan as
you've got to meet comes along of him.”

‘I shall be sorry when the voyage is over,” said Wayward.
‘* I've enjoyed myself immensely.”

The captain granted, and stared steadily at an invisible point
beyond an invisible horizon. He was very exercised in
his mind. He was rough gold at heart, and his only standard
of honour, or, for that matter, of common honesty, was fidelity
to the house-flag he was drawing pay under. Saponyadi was not
a man to take more people than necessary into his confidence
when he had a dirty and dangerous trick to play. The captain
had been told notKing, gave that a Baron Ivanovitch would
bring down a Mr. Wayward, who was to join Duke Paul at
Batoum, after picking up a Mr. Rastan at Constantinople, or
before. But Harvey was no fool, and the * baron” had not
been on his deck five minutes before the captain had spotted
him as Saponyadi. What his game might be he did not know,
but that there was more than a little devilry in it he was quite
sure. And he had grown to like young Wayward.

* There’s no flam about the youngster,” he had said to his
mate. * He's a straight Britisher. And I'll be dog-garned if
I stand by and see any foul play.” :

Loyalty to his employer Km{ kept his lips sealed hitherto ;
but as they approached the Straits and sighted the lantern sail
of the pilot-boat slipping swiftly towards them, Captain Harvey
solemnly sEut into the water and made up his mind.

“You dinna know this Mr. Rastan ?”’ he asked, without
moving his gaze from the invisible spot in the void.

** Not from a crow,” answered Wayward. * He's dragoman,
I understand, to the Duke Paul.”

“ They're a cursed treacherous lot, every mother’s son of
‘em,” said Harvey. ' You'll do well to keep your eyes skinned
il you get safe to your billet.”

NEXT
THURSDAY

= sT. JlM'S LEADS." %om Merry’s

“8T. JIW'S LEADS.”

h Tale of
choplda.yn.

Double-le

“ (fan’t see what he’d want to §ain by slay'mg tricks with
me,” said Wayward, with a quick glance and a light laugh.

“ You never do see aught in these parts till it's no use,”
pursued the captain drily. ¢ Youw'll be all right, long as you
remain aboard here,” he went on, with a sudden startling
emphasis.  “ T'll see to that. But if you go ashore, you may
be all right, or, again, you may be the biggest fool as ever put
his head in a noose he could never get it out of.” - ;

He did not await Wayward’s reply, but, swinging on his heel,
walked forward and joined his mate. . :

Alan was more startled than he cared to own, even to himself.
There had been a significance in Captain Harvey’s wvoice that
was more convineing than the mere import of the words., For a
moment it seemed as if the veil of fifteen pleasant days. that
had just passed was violently rent aside, and he was looking
once more on Theobald’s Road, seeing himself again in the
grasp of that strange, inexplicable attack, hearing again Daw-
gon’s advice to beware of Claw and fight shy of Saponyadi.

“Oh, rats!” he said to himself, shaking off the uncasy
feeling of forehoding and strolling over to the side where the
pilot was clambering aboard. * Rats! The skipper’s pulling
my leg. - Who the dickens could have any interest in nobbling
me ?  And, anyhow, I'm fairly able to look after myself.”

He laughed low as he ﬂtretc%ed his arms and felt the muscles
ripple. Throughout the voyage he had amused himself by
teking an active share in hauling on sheets and skylarking aloft
whenever thero was a sail to be reefed ; and in wind and limb
he had never felt more fit.

He had no time to reflect further on the matter, a8 he felt
his arm touched, and turned, to encounter the smiling face
and outstretched hand of the completest specimen of a dandy
he had ever seen.

“ Mr, Wayward, I am sure,” gaid the dandy, with a flash of
pearly tecth. *‘I am Mr. Rastan, and have the honour of
(~<>nv(:¥ing to you the hearty greetings of hig Excellency Duke
Paul.

“ T'm pleased to meet you, Mr. Rastan,” answered Wayward.
“T have a letter for you from the Baron Ivanoviteh, which T
was to hand to you in exchange for a letter of introduction on
your part.” $

The dandy bowed, and, producing a letter, handed it with
a flourish to Wayward, who, with a fecling of amusement he
was careful to conceal, led the way down to the saloon. It
struck the vigorous young giant as exquisitely comical that
Harvey should have warned him so seriously against the new-
comer, For Rastan was little more than five feot two, slender
as a girl, with curly, black hair, oiled and perfumed, a face
clear cut a8 a cameo, with olive skin, eyes like sloes, arid
delicately chizelled lips. Ho was dressed in the latest Bond
Street fashion, wore an eyeglass attached to a single riband of
black, watered gills, and-half a dozen jowelled rings flashed on
his slender, tapering fingers.

“Lord ! thought Weyward, *“ I could fold him up and put
him in my pocket.”

Rastan proved a charming companion, and even Captain
Harvey was compelled to yield to his fascination. His store of
knowledge was inexhaustible, and was only excelled by his fund
of stories and bongmots. He laid himself out to be agrecable
to Wayward, and he succeeded so well, that when, after hnttling
contrary winds for four days, the Maid of Athens lay off Binope,
it was Alan hiroself who proposed a trip on shore. ¢

“ Oh, mon cher!” gaid Rastan, with a shrug of his frail
shoulders, “ it is such a beastly hole! Moreover, the country
is very unsettled. I really think we are better here.”

Alan cast a quizzical glance at the captain, a glance that was
not lost on Saponyadi’s wily agent ; but Harvey made no'rveply,
and when he rose from the table—they had been at lun¢h-—
and was almost immediately followed by Rastan, Wayward sat
on, somewhat moodily evacking walnuts, The reefed sails; the
cessation of motion, the noise and clatter from the shore boats
that came off to them from the port a mile distant, made him
suddenly aware that there was not room to etretch his ldgs
aboard.

“ I'll go and have a look round myself,” he said, riging at last.

But on gaining the deck, he found, to his annoyance, and
no little to his surprige, that not only had Rasten departed
for the shore—summoned, so said the captain, to the Russian
consulate~—~but that there was neither boat nor crew available
to put himeelf ashore. It was in vain he jumed and raved.
Captain Harvey was too busy with eargo consignecs to pay any .
attention to him ; and at lagt, in sheer exasperation, he thrust
his hands in his jacket pockets and, making his way forward,
stood moodily in the bows, his eyes scanning the distant array

of flat-roofed, white houses, {from among which, here and /t;.l_\gw,./

a mosque thrust up its cluster of cupolas and turrets. ¥

‘ Here, get out o’ this !’ snarled a sullen voice suddenly.
“ We're too busy to want swells round here.”

He turned sharply, to recognise the Russian sailor, Roris,
who, more than once during the voyage, had manifested an un-
spoken hostility towards him that Wayward hLad ever been at a
loss to account for. He had never been particularly distin-
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guished, oeven at Marlborough, for a slow temper under insult.
As easy-going and sunny-natured as a lamb under anything like
legitimate ** chipping,” he had something of the quick, untamed
anger of the lion in him when deliberately and wantonly baited.
The very eminence he had reached in his school life was of itself
calculated to make him as intolerant of downright insolence
as he had been impatient of authoritative routine in the office
of Mesars. Damit & Claw.

Ho eyed Boris curiously, noting the fellow’s challenging
gaze and loose, impudent mouth.

“ I suppose you've been drinking,” he said quietly. * Bub
you’d better keep a civil tongue in your head, or you'll get a
legson to help you.”

He had had proofs, and to spare, of the sailor’s bull-like
etrength and bullying manners, but in his present mood he would
have taken on double the bulk without thinking.

Boris cast a stealthy glance towards the break of the poop.
But the captain was no longer there. Cargoes had been ex-
changed, and the skipper was below, settling accounts with
the agent. The sailor thrust his face forward, and before Alan
could even divine his intention, Saponyadi’s ruffian had spat
full in his face. For a moment the young man was so stupefied
with amazement, that his only thought was to wipe off the
foulness. Boris saw his opportunity, and, obedient to the
orders, he followed up his offensiveness by smiting Alan a blow
across the mouth that nearly sent him overboard. But that
was as far as Boris got, and almost as much as he remembered ;
for, next second, he felt as if a hurricane had been let loose on
him. Against the steely muscles and trained driving power
of the public schools heavy-weight champion, the burly, clumsy
strength of the fo’c’sle scrapper served only to protract his time
of punigshment. Wayward’s heart was in his work, and his
left driving into the Russian’s face like a piston-rod, was followed
by a furious right-arm crook that sent Boris to the deck with
a crash.  But he was up again in a second, and came on, rushing
like a bull, while the forecastle and waist emptied itself of the
crew, who gathered pell-mell to watch the fray.

Wayward, side-stepping to the rush, brought his left in a
swinging upper-cut into the Russian’s bent face, following it
with a fearful right-hand drive that, catching Boris fair in mid-
jaw, cracked the bone as if it had been glass, and sent him hurling
and howling to the deck. But the man was “seeing red”
now, and was ingensible to punishment. He reeled to hid feet,
and seizing a pike, rushed at Alan. The latter leapt aside,
dodging the murderous blow. Boris leapt after him, wielding
the weapon in his two hands, and raining blows furiously, Un-
armed a8 he was, and unable now to get a blow in, matters were
beginning to look serious for Wayward, when there was a
sudden patter of feet across the deck, the throng of sailors drew
back, and Mr. Rastan, dapper, cool, unmoved, but with a
strangely sinister light in his purple black eyes, pushed his
way between the assassin and his vietim.

" You dog ! ” he said, in his soft, silken voice.

The weapon, poised in air, trembled slowly downwards,
and into the face of Boris a grey fear crept. He lifted the back
of his hand to his mouth, and sidled backwards.

Mr. Rastan raised a whistle to his lips and blew three shrill
notes, which were immediately answered by the appearance
of four Turkish police, who came swarming over the side.

Boris, with trembling lips and shaking knees, dragged himself
nearer to Mr. Rastan, and broke into a volley of Russian, in
which Wayward could distinguish nothing but the name of
Saponyadi.

iaponyadi’s agent did not make even the pretence of listening
to him.

* Take him away,” he said softly to the policemen. “ If he
wants to talk give him the bastinado. I will attend to him on
my return.”

Boris made no resistance. The fear in his face had given
slace to a dull despair. As he was hustled over the side, Mr.

astan turned to Alan.

*“ I am so grieved, so distressed,” he said. ‘I trust you are
not hurt.” .

“ Oh, 'm all right!” replied Alan shortly. ‘‘ The brute
spat at me and struck me in the mouth. May I ask what that
was he was saying about Snponyadi. Is he an agent of Sapon-
yadi ?* Do you know him ? !

Mr. Rastan shrugged his shoulders and spread out his hands.

YTt is possible,” he said. * Saponyadi has agents every-
where. He is a very clever man and very unscrupulous.
Everyone in the Black Sea littoral knows, or knows of, Sapon-
yadi. Are you a friend of his ?

The answer was so easy, so entirely devoid of embarrassment,
~rhat Wayward’s suspicions vanished on the spot.

‘ Hardly,” he laughed, and, accompanying Rastan aft, he
recounted to him the tale of Dawson’s warning, and the incident
by which it had been provoked.

“ It is fortunate I arrived at go timely a moment,” Rastan
cooed. ‘‘ That fellow certainly said something about having
orders from Saponyadi. But I did not pay much attention.
Go, my friend, and bathe your face. Then, if you will join me
in the saloon, we will have a bottle of the champagne I went
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ashore especially to get in your honour. The captain’s English
beer makes me sick.”

He accompanied Wayward to his cabin, and as the door shut
on him, Rastan sank on to a chair in the saloon, w¢ taintily
mopped his brow with a perfumed morsel of lace-enroidered
cambric.

“ Phow ! he muttered. ‘ What a shave! How fortunate
he does not understand Russian ! ”

CHAPTER 4.
Snared.

4 OW, mon cher, as we must stay two days here, we will,

N if you like, arrange a little hunting-party.”

It was three days later, and the Maid of Athens
was lying alongside a wharf at busy Trebizond.

Mr. Rastan, as he spoke, lighted a cigarette, and smiled
pleasantly up into the face of the man he was betraying.

“1If T like !’’ echoed Wayward, starting to his feet. ““1I
should rather think I do like. I'm beginning to feel as if this
ship was a cage.”

* Then let us start at once,” said Rastan, ‘ While the dawn
is yet fresh we can travel in comfort.”

If any echoes of Captain Harvey’s warning still lingered in
Wayward’s ears, they were dissipated and entirely forgotten
during the first half hour ashore. The scene itself was sufficient
to lure his thoughts from any sense of foreboding. The strange,
narrow streets, with the white, flat-roofed, windowless houses ;
the jostling crowd of Russians, Turks, Armenians, Kurds, and
tribesmen from the distant Khanates of the Caspian ; the glow
of colour in the diverse costumes ; the tinsel and glitter and

. indescribable din of the bazaar—every corper, and every foot

ol

of the way was alive with new interest to the young Englishman.
He had picked up a good bit of the Turkish patter current in
the Euxine ports on the voyage out, and his knowledge of it
enabled him to gather easily enough the obvious fact that
Rastan was everywhere treated with a marked obsequiousness
that was not devoid of a certain air of anxiety.

*“ A couple of horses and a guide is really all we want,” said
Rastan, as he stopped before a low archway, through which
could be seen a medley of animalg, mules and asses, camels and
horses. ‘“ We can have an escort of soldiers if you like,” he
went on in a gently ironic accent. *‘ But it costs much, and it
is quite unnecessary. What do you say ? 7

“ Oh, bother the escort!” ‘said Wayward.  We sha'n’t
get so far inland in a dozen hours, I suppose, as to run any
particular risks ?

Rastan emitted one of the little silken chuckles that served
him for laughter. .

;;Iﬁisks 1" he echoed. ‘ You don’t catch me taking any
risks.

Half an hour later they were cantering past the last hovels
on the outskirts of Trebizond, and mounting the slopes of the
wooded range that lay between them and Erzerum. Their
guide, a huge Bokharian answering to the name of Ali, rode
some way in front, leading a pack-mule bearing their guns and

rovisions, a tent, and blankets. Rastan’s ready tongue

eguiled the way, and Alan hardly noticed how rapidly they
were travelling till the ridge of the range was reached at mid-
day, and he saw behind him Trebizond, glittering like a tiny
dise of silver in the sunshine 3 while in front, far away to the
left, the snow-capped shoulder of Mount Ararat gleamed coldly
against the unclouded blue of the sky. .

‘ That is Erzerum far away to the left,”” said Rastan. *' But
we have not time to visit it. We will cross the plain and see
what sport we can get in that forest on the right there.”

‘It wouldn’t be a bad idea to lunch first,” laughed Wayward.
““ This bracing air has made me peckish.”

Rastan assented cordially, and it was net till two hours later
that they cantered down the long slope of the mountain and
went at a rattling gallop across the sandy, sparsely-grassed

lain. Ali had already dismounted and tethered his animals
by the time they reached the fringe of the forest which Rastan
had pointed out. It spread over a rugged and broken spur of the

hills, and was cloven in two by a turbulent, rushing stream

ftlmt leapt from one level to another in a series of glittering water«
alls.

They pushed into the gloomy recesses of the wood on foot,
Ali leading them with assured strides ever upward.

“ Big game ig not very plentiful now,” said Rastan, ‘‘ but Ali
says that a couple of leopards have been ravaging the flocks
in the neighbourhood lately, and have been spoored to a cavern
further up.”

It was a little later that Ali turned and held his hand to his
lips. They halted, listening, and peering into a dense thicket,
whence a secarcely audible rustling issued. Beneath the dark
foliage of the firs and cedars the gloom was intense, and it was
with a thrill that tingled through every vein that Alan suddenly
realised that he was looking straight into a pair of gleaming
amber eyes not fifty yards distant.
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*“ Your shot,” whispered Rastan at his elbow. * Draw
stoady, and take him right between the eyes.”

Alan raised his rifle and took steady aim.

“ Good 1 cried Rastan, as with the sound of the report the
‘beast leapt high in the air and rolled clawing and writhing for a
second in the small clearing in front of them.

. ‘“ A true shot,” grunted Ali a moment later, as he bent over
‘the rigid form of the leopard, ** and a beautiful skin ! *
[ “It’s the male, too,” said Rastan. * You'd better skin it,
(Ali, while we spo r round for its mate.”

lAli sot to work, and Rastan indicated a track in the thicket to
Alan.

“Take that path,” he said, *“ and keep your eyes and ears
op?n. . Tl take this path to the left, and work upwards to the
right.

Alan nodded, and stepped into the thicket. He had not gone
a dozen paces before he canght a glimpse of a moving yellow
Imtch slinking through a clump of brushwood towards the spot

1e had just loft. With his gun at the ready, he padded softly
back, keeping a parallel line with the moving beast. The
intervening brushwood prevented him getting any sight of a
mortal spot ;: but the groat cat was moving so slowly, and so
closely crouched to the ground, that Alan had no difficulty in
following it. He had almost reached the fringe of the thicket,
when he was startled by a sudden roar, and next moment saw
thoe lithe beast spring into full air, and came out straight as an
arrow for Ali, w)])o. his back to the thicket, was kneeling over
his task. Mechauically, Wayward took a snapshot, his bullet
plugging fair into the brute’s belly in mid-air, but too lato to stay
!t? course or thwart its object. Next moment it had landed on
Ali’'s shoulders, and was tearing and ravening at his back.
Ali gave a yell of pain and terror, and strove in vain to veach
the brute with his knife as he rolled over, fighting with all the
force of his great muscles.

Alan rushed forward, loading as he ran. But fire he dare
wot. The man and the beast were so inextricably mixed up,
and presented such a wriggling, writhing mass, that a shot might
well have missed tho leopard and found Ali. For a moment
the young Englishman was at a loss. But only for a moment.
‘As ho rolled round, Ali's eye, agonised and pleading, met his ;
and noxt instant Alan, throwing aside his rifle, drew his hunting-
knife and sprang forward. The eye that had been sure at cricket
was sure now, as, with his left hand, he seized the ravening brute
by the scruff of its neck and drove the nine-inch hlade with
unerring exactitude through spine and throat. 1t was a mortal
stroke, and the leopard writhed over, biting the dust in a foam
of blood.
| Ali, though badly mangled, was still consecious, and his
trembling hand indicated to Alan where he could find water,
But as there was nothing in which to carry it, the young athlete

picked the Bokharian bodily into his arms, hoisted him as com-
§ormbly a8 possible over his shoulder, and bore him across the
glade to a ravine where the water, erystal-clear, gushed from the
ground. The Asiatic had got off better than might have been
thought, and though he bore one or two ugly fang-marks, and
two deep claw-gashes that looked as if they had been made by a
blunt pair of seissors, the wounds were not deep, and had not
torn the muscles. Alan had brought with him a small pocket-
case provided with scissors and lint, plaster and needles.  And,
after thoroughly washing the wounds, and stitching one and

lastering the other, he was able to assure Ali that he'd be none
fhe worse for it. The man looked at him with eyes in which
gratitude seemed to be struggling with something like fear and
cunning. He was about to speak, when suddenly his expression
changed, mdﬁu face took on the sullen aspect it had worn all

day. s

XHis Excellency comes,” he said, through lips that never
moved. * Let my protector and lord beware that he drink not
coffee to-night.”

When Rastan came up running, Ali was lying back, apparently
in a dead swoon; and Wayward, if somewhat pale, showed
nothing of the emotion the guide’s words had awakened in him.
'~ “ Ma foi, mon cher ! " cried Rastan, when Alan had narrated
what had happened. * You are a hunter indeed. We must
get this fellow down to the horses somehow.”

. “T can walk, Excellency,” said Ali, suddenly sitting up.
“* But first I will finish skinning the beasts, for verily it is not
fitting that so great a hunter should leave his spoils for the
jac and wolves.”

- Night had come on them before they reached their horses—
the night of the Easb, that comes like the dropping of a purple
‘curtain over the first flush of the sunset, to be followed in a few
minutes by cluster after cluster of golden stars that scem to
hang tremblingly just out of hand-reach.

Alan Wayward watched Rastan covertly as their evening
meal proceeded. He could hardly bring himself to believe that
the Greek was treacherous. It seemed so utterly fantastic to
imagine that there was any connection between the portly,
cholerie, spiteful little solicitor of Lincoln’s Inn Fields and this
courtly, polished, friendly gentleman, who had made the last
week pass so pleasantly. He had indeed no excuse for refusing
the coffeo Rastan set about making at the conclusion of the
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meal, for during the last six days the Greek had insisted on
making it aboard himself, vowing that nothing would induce
him to touch the * mud * served%}y the Levantine cook ; and
é\hlan had more than once declared him to be a past-master in

e art.

“Let us sit outside,” said Rastan, as he poured out the
coffee in two silver cups. * The plains at night are full of
dreams and poetry.”

“ Right you are |’ said Alan, whose eyes had never quitted
the cups.

He stretched out his hand to take his cup, but Rastan was
before him.

“ I'll bring the cups,” said the Greek.
stools.

e turned his back as ho spoke, and preceded Alan out of the
tent, and none but the stars saw the movement of his fingers,
as one hand crossed the other, and dropped into one of tho cups
a pinch of brewn powder. The movement had been so in-
stantaneous and so covered, that Wayward, receiving his cup
and planting the stools, banished Ali’s words as the raving of a
man in delirium.; and he would have sipped his coffec without a
qualm had it not been that, as he raised the cup to his lips, he
felt Rastan’s eyes fixed on him, and was aware that the Greok
was holding his breath, 2

His suspicions came back to him, and he placed the cup on the
rock by his side,

“I am tired,” he said, flinging aside his stool, and stretching
himself on the ground.  * Your coffee is bitter to-night, Rastan,
Did you bring the sugar out.

* No. But I will get you some, mon cher,” said the Greek,
with alacrity,

Ho rose, placed his cup on the ground, and strolled into
the tent. He was not gone a minute, but it was long enough
to allow Alan to make a transfer of the cups, placing his where
Rastan’s had been, and taking Rastan’s in his hand. §

d' ‘l“Ouv or two 7" said the CGreek, returning with the sugar-
ish.

** One, thanks,” said Alan lazily, holding out the cup.

“ Truly, Rastan,” he said, after he had slowly drained his
cup to the last drop, “ no one can make coffee like you.” y

*“ You spoil it, mon cher, with the sugar,” replied Rastan
lilght]y, a3 he in turn sipped his coffee, and tossed t}w cup inside
the tent.

They sat for anothor half-hour talking—or rather, Rastan
talked, while Wayward listened, and wondered whether the
man, with his gentle solemn voice, his friendly manner, could
indeed be a dastard and a traitor—and wondered, too, what,
if he had really intended to drug him, he hoped to gain by it.
And while he wondered, he watched. And little by little
suspicion grew into certainty, as Rastan began. to lose the
thread of his easy chatter, to nod drowsily, to pluck himself
together with a jerk, only to find his chin falling forward again.
Then suddenly the end came, Rastan stopped in the middle
of a sentence, rolled from his stool, and lay like a log on the
ground.

Wayward sat silent, his elbows on his hunched-up knees,
his chin in his hands, his face white and rigid, staring at the
pale, delicately-chiselled features of the Greek.

“ What for? What for 2" was the question booming in
his brain.

Presently he reached forward, and shook the sleeper gently,
then violently. Rastan’s head wagged to and fro; but his
eyes never opened, and his deep, stertorous, laboured breathing
never wavered. Wayward dragged him inside the tent, and
flung him on to the couch of skins prepared for him. Then he
went out into the might, and sought the place where Ali was
lying near the tethered horses.

‘T changed the coffees,” he said abruptly ; * and he drank
what he meant for me, and sleeps like a dead man."

The eyes of Ali gleamed through the darkness, and he chuckled
rimly.

i I was watching, and I saw,”’ he said.
my lord.”

“ Why did he wish to drug me ? *’ asked Alan coldly.

“ Let'my lord follow me,”” said Ali, rising stiffly, and stepping
to a little plateau beyond the fringe of trees. *‘ See,” ho
went on, pointing to the cast.

Alan looked, and far away in the plain, beneath the moon-
light, he saw a slow-moving line of pack-camels and bullock-
waggons, with a screen of horsemen riding loosely at either
side, winding its way towards them. o«

““ A caravan ?’ he asked.

“ Even so, my lord,” said Ali.
and go to Foliat. At midnight «they will pass below- liore,
and those will come to whom his Excellency Rastan Pacha was
to deliver thee, helpless.”’

“ What for ? ’ queried Wayward impatiently.

“The reason I know not, my lord,” answered Ali. * But
the end was to lead thee to the slave-market at Foliat, where
Idrin Pacha, Governor of the Van vilayet, might send and
buy thee to work on his plantations,”

“ You bring along the

“ It was well done,

“ They come from Erzerum,
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“ The slavesmarket }”” gasped Alan. ' For me! He would
not dare }
“ England is far,” said Ali, with a shrug of his shoulders.

©“ And here, when Rastan Pacha commands, men obey or

“ And you were here to help him ? ** cried Wayward.

¥ Fven so, till my lord saved my life,”” said Ali phlegmatically«
¥ Wherefore, now I risk my life.”’

For a long time Wayward was silent, gazing like one fascinated
on the moonlit, sinister approach of the caravan, and wondering,
almost stupidly, how Claw had either the malice or the power
to compass so dastardly an act of vengeance. Ali, motionless

and mute at his side, stood like a figure carven in bronze, his

keen eyecs sweeping the plain, and measuring the distance.

Neither of them had seen; or even dreamed of looking for,
the face that peered under the lifted side of the tent—Rastan’s
face, cold, calculating, graven with an indeseribable air of
menace and resolve. And so absorbed were they, that neither
of them heard the faint rustle of the dry grass, as the Greek
writhed on his belly through the woods, till once out of sight,
he rose to his feet, and made stealthily for the plain where the
horses were tethered.

It was not without reason that in a land where every breath
covers an intrigue, Rastan of Chios was feared by high and
low. With the first sip of his coffee he had recognised the
glightly acrid flavour, and divined Alan’s ruge. But he had
realised also that his treachery was itself divined, and, as he
looked at the athletic form of the Englishman, his soul had
grown sick with fear. But eraft and cunning were as second
nature to him, and out of his very fear came the plan to outwit
the cause of it. He had pretended to sip his coffee, But each
time he had taken up his cup, he had tilted & little out, till the
sleepy earth had absorbed it all. Then, feigning the sleep of
opium, he had watched and waited.

It did not teke him long to reach the horses, nor to lead
them one by one into the forest, and with a single skilled thrust
of his long hunting-knife to slay each one as he led it out of
earshot. That done, he crept back to the tent, took Alan’s
rifle and revolver, and his own, and stole back into the woods
till he reached the watercourse, into which he tossed the rifle.
Then, retracing his steps, he gained the trees immediately
behind the platean where Alan and Ali stood, and, sheltered
by the holo of a‘giant tree, watehed them, a sardonic smile
on his thin lips, as their words came distinctly to his ears.

“ Tt is time, my lord,” Ali was saying, ‘ to take to horse.”

“ Right,” said Alan. *‘ Glo you and saddle up. I go to search
that Greek dog, and see if he has any papers that will clear up
this mystery.”

They separated, Alan going towards the tent, and Ali striding
to tho thicket where he had left the horses. Once the Bok-
harian stopped and peered into the gloom of the woods, thinking
he had heard something moving.

“Bah! Some toad or snake,” he muttered, and resumed his
way.

The words were near to being his last, for before he had
gone another threo paces, Rastan leapt from the thicket, and
aimed a vicious sweeping blow of his hunting-knife at the
guide’s back. But the alerte of the previous moment had been
sufficient to make the ears of the old woodsman phenomenally
sharp, and, even as the murderous blow fell, he wheeled round,
swinﬁing his gun by the barrel. The stock caught Rastan full
on the nose, smashing that treasured feature flat to the face,
and hurling him senseless to the ground. At the same moment
a shout from the tent was followed by the appearance of Way-
ward, running as hard as he could pelt towards the guide.

“He's tricked us!” he yelled, as he caught sight of AN,
gtanding grim and erect, ‘‘ He’s gone, and he’s taken my
Are the horses safe ?

replied Ali, as Alan Lurried up.
‘“ But behold his Excellency. l}knew not that it was he who
leapt at me from the thicket, and I smote. Now my life is
forfeit indeed ; for Rastan the beautiful will never forgive
him who has spoilt his beauty for ever.”
" “8eo to the horses,” said Wayward. ‘ There are men
gnllop‘ing over the plain now, Weo have wasted too much
time.’

As Ali turned off, Alan knelt by the wounded man, and ran
through his pockets. In the clear atmosphere the light of the
full moon was amply sufficient to enable him to decipher the
contents of Rastan’s pocket-book. A letter from Saponyadi,
in English, and a contract of sale by which Mustapha, of Foliat,
contracted to buy a white slave, Alan Wayward, for the sum

o hundred English pounds, left him no further room for

+ Moreover, Saponyadi’s letter was explicit ; for it not
only gave the detailed reasons for Mr. Claw’s enmity, but
reforred also to the last transaction of which Eyre had been
the vietim. Wavward pocketed the ineriminating documents,
relioved Rastan of hig arms,and, unwinding the silken euromer-
bund the Greek wore, bound him hands and feet. He had
gearcely finished when Ali came running up.

“ My lord,” he cried, ‘“ wo must fly on foot !

“1 know not, my lord,”

That dog has
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slain the horses. And in half an hour the men of Mustaphay
the silk merchant of Folia%, will be here.”

“ Right-ho | said Wayward cheerfully. Ha was beginning to
feel the exhilaration of battle on him, and the first-fruits of
victory were coursing like sparkling wine through his blood.

“Lend a hand with this bounder,” he said. * We can't
leave him here, for it would give us away. Do you know a way
through the mountains by which we can give them the slip ? ”

“ There is no way to Trebizond save by the plain,” said Alis
“ But we can hide in the forest here till Mustapha's men be gone.
There is the cavern of the leopards up above. None will think
to seek us there.”

¢ Let’s get, then,” said Wayward. ‘‘ Pass by the pack-muley
and bring along some grub. We don’t want to starve.”

In silence they made their way through the darkness of the
forest, choosing the stonier ground, and now and again crossing
and recrossing the torrent, and sometimes even walking many
yards in the icy water. It was two hours before they reached
the cavern, and laid Rastan, mute, with lurid eyes, on the hard
rock. Little more than a crevice marked the entry to it, though
inside it was some fifteen by twelve feot.

“ Will they track us here, do you think ? ”* asked Wayward. |

“ Inshallah (if God wills),” replied Ali phlegmatically. ‘' Man
can but do his best. Mustapba’s hunters are old dogs. Many
a slave have they tracked, and few have they missed. More:|
over, when they see the tent and the slain horses, they will
smell out somewhat of the truth ; and so may be they will search
till they find.”

“ And when they find, dog of a slave,” snarled Rastan sud.'
denly, * they will flay thee alive !

“Be at peace, oh, Rastan, thou broken-nosed spawn of
ugliness ! said Ali calmly. * Thou shall not live to see it.
For ltlh_y,ll own dagger shall go down thy throat before Ali is
caught,

\guyward let the two wrangle on, and gave no heed. o
was busy at tho entry to the cavern, in writing a letter, in
which he was exposing all the circumstances of his engagement
to the * Duke Paul,” and Rastan’s treachery. When he had
finished he wrapped the paper round those he had taken from
the Gireek, and addressed the packet to the British Consulate at
Trebizond. Then he summoned Ali.

“ You've got to track,” he said shortly, *“ and to look smart
about it. You are too old a craftsman in wood lore to need
advice from me. But here’s my idea. Mustapha’s men will
certainly not seek the woods till dawn. By following the
ridge you can make a detour, and reach the rango we crossed
this morning. Take this to the British consul. ere is moneys
Bid him send troops at once to my rescue.’”

“ My lord, let me stay ? '’ pleaded Ali.

“ (o, if you wish to serve me,” said Wayward. * T can hold
out here for twenty-four hours, even if they find where I am.
And in that time you should be back. For you will surely bo
ablo to get a horse at some of the farms we passed.”

He stood outside, watching the guide till the darkness
swallowed him up. Then, re-entering the cave, he sat down
facing the entry, and stared into the silent mystery of the night.«
Presently the fatigue and emotion of the day had its way of
hir, his head nodded forward, and he slept. |

It seemed to him that he had only just drowsed off, when he
was awakened by a wild scream of terror from Rastan. He
sprang to his feet, and instinctively kicking out, was awaro of
his foot catching something solid, elastic, and moving. There
was a low snarl, and next moment in the grey light he saw
two shapes bound past him, and vanish through the entry. {

“ My Heaven, man—quick " gcreamed Rastan. ** Cut me
loose. Didn’t you see ? They were leopards—two of them !
For the love of heaven cut my bonds! You can’t leave me to
be devoured alive by those brutes.”

As if to confirm his words a low snarl came from the entry,
and Alan saw the gleaminﬁ amber eyes of a couple of leopards
ghining into the cave. Moved by a sudden inspiration, he
stretched out his hand towards the provisiens, and seized thée
bag containing the pepper. Half-emptying it into his hand,
he made a swift leap towards the entry, and dashed tha

epper into the eyes gleaming there. The roar of rage that
?o owed assured him that he had gained at least a respite : and,
looking out, he saw the two brutes rolling over and over, snarling
and biting, pawing at their eyes, and dragging their faces to
and fre in the thick mould. |

“ Wayward, for Heaven’s sake loosen me ! " shrilled Rastand
“ They will come baek. “Tt's dawn ; and a leopard will fight to
the death for its lair. If you'll let me free I'll swear to be true
to you. I'll send away Mustapha’s men. I'll do anything
you like ! ™

“ Oh, shut your jaw!” said Wayward angrily. ' It makes
me sick even to look at you. Do you suppose I'm built like

ou ?’ ¥
* He strode over to the bound man, and cut free his thongs.

“ Stay where you are,” he said. * If you ery out, or give
any si[,:nal, you sign your death-warrant, whatever happens
to me.’

“But give me somo weapon,” swarled Rastan. * They'll
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come back, T tell you. Look at my face. When I screamed
out one of the brutes was licking the blood off me. TLoox!
They’re coming now | "

“'stand back }” growled Alan. * Your chances are mine.
1'vo more pepper for them, and some mustord too. Hand us
that pan and the water gourd.”

" As Ragtan obeyed Alan emptied the remainder of the pepper
‘and half a packet of mustard into the * billy,” and, half filling
it with water, stirred the mess round with his hand. Then he
stood, half-crouched, against the wall to the left of the entry.

As Rastan had said, the leopards were returning. Wayward
stood motionless, and waited till the heads of the two beasts
were thru#t through the crovice. Then, swiftly and surely,
he emptied his tin, giving an impartial dose to each.

1t was something like a somersault that the leopards turned
in their backward ?cap. And as Alan watched them bounding
madly away, he felt tolerably sare that they had seen the last
of them. He was so absorbed in following their flight that he
never noticed Rastan's stealthy approach to the spot where
he had propped the Greek’s rifle. He was stooping down, his
face on the {;vel of the opening, as Rastan gripped the barrel
and swung it aloft.

“That's the last of Mr. Leopard!” he laughed, indrawing
his head.

“ And of you, dog of an Englishman ! ” gnarled Rastan,
as he whirled the weapon downwards.

Tho stock caught Wayward full on the head, and he pitched
‘backward against the wall of the cavern, and fell huddled up
and senseless to the ground.

Rastan bound him with foverish haste, then going outside
fired three ghots rapidly from his revolver.

The echoes had not died away before a volley ol shouts
camo from below.
“ This way |

another shot.

Next minute half a dozen Turks clambered into view and
ran towards him.

“It’s his Excellency ! called the leader, as he drew near.
¢ And wounded ! "

“ It is nothing,” snarled Rastan. * Your man is in there—
sonsoless and bound. In with you--quick ! Bear him down.
He must be got off on our swiftest camel without delay. That
dog Ali has turned traitor, and is gone to Trebizond to warn the
consul. Lot a couple of men go down at once and send out a
dozen horsemen to cut him off.”

He was obeyed with alacrity, And an hour later, while ten
horsemen scoured the plain northwards, three fast dromedaries
wore spurning the desert towards the south, with Rastan on
one, an enormous Nubian on another, and on the third, attached
by leads, a wiry Arab, with Wayward strapped face downe
wards, acrogs his knees, bound for the slave market at Foliata

This way!” yelled the Greek, letting off

et ey

CHAPTER 5.
‘I Never Will be a Slave."”

USTAPHA, the silk merchant of Foliat, stood by

Alan Wayward's side and gazed anxiously into the

face of a large, enormously fat man, who, garbed

in light-pink baggy trousers, a purple, gold-embroidered jerkin,

and a high fez, with a long golden tassel, was squatted on a

divan, looking reflectively out of his little pig-eyes at the athletic
Englishmun.

*“Three hundred English pounds I paid for him, Excellency,”
lied Mustapha, ‘* without counting the expense and the trouble.
Nor do I hide from your heavenly wisdom that he has cost me
two faithful servants--yea, two of my strongest—having
broken the back of one and cracked the arm of the other. Ho
lmth"tha strength of a buffalo, oh justice. And I am a poor
man.

Alan returned the gaze of Idrin Pacha, Governor of Van,
with a glare of dofiance.

It was five days since his capture, and he had never thought
that a lifetime could contain 8o many hours of misery and
humiliation, for the twelve hours after he had reached the house
of Mustapha, at Foliat, he had lain like one dead, all his body
racked with anguish after the fearful ten hours’ punishment
of that ride, strapped across the camel.

Of Rastan he had seen no more, though he had gathered from

. the chatter of his gaolers that the Grpek was sick of a fever
brought on by his wound. Only once had an opportunity ofs
escape presented itself, and that when they had loosed his
bonds to make him change his clothes. Then for three short
minutes he had fought like a demon, only to be dragged down
and overpoweroed by sheer weight of numbers.

Mustapha had tried no more tailoring after that, but had
brought the * untamed lion,” fast bound in a litter, straight
to Idrin at his country residence in Changeri, a vast estate
lying in a valley of the wild mountain range known as Bingol

agh. Alan's heart had sunk within him as they left the
towns behind and entered into the sparsely inhabited country,

-
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and he saw ever and again groups of hopeless-faced men working
in vineyards or in forests under the eyes of armed soldiers.
Nor did Mustapha loge the opportunity ‘of informing him that
all the people he saw were Idrin’s people, whom he was destined
to join.

“Veory good!” said Idrin at last. T will give you the
three hundred and fifty pounds you ask, Mustapha. It is a
lot of money ; but he looks strong, and he will have to repay it
by work. Go to my treasurer and make out the writing.”

“ You are wasting your money,” said Alan firmly. ‘T am
an Englishman, and no slave. 1'will do no work for you.”

The fat Pacha beamed at him.

“ You are not the fist Englishman T have taught to work,”
he said, speaking in excellent English. ‘“ And I hope you won’t
bo the last. But as I am a just man, I will warn you. If you
do not work you will he whipped. TIf you try to run away
1 have a pack of bloodhounds, and I very much enjoy hunting
with them. Take him to Hassan, and let him be put in the forest
gang,” he concluded, addressing the four stalwart Nubians
who stood at Alan’s back.

Wayward snapped his teeth together, choking back tho rush
of angry words, That resistance was at once useless and
puerile was only too ohvious to him. He had seen enough to be
aware that Mustapha had oxaggerated nothing when he
narrated that Idrin Pacha, on his own estate of Changeri,
was more absolutely lord of soil and souls than the Sultan at
Constantinople. A’ thousand soldiers were at his disposition.
The swift flood of the East Euphrates cut off escape to the
south. To the east lay the bleak and savage wastes of the
Bingol Dagh, and for twelve miles north and west the watch-
towers of Idrin rose, scattered far and wide, commanding a
view of every road a fugitive might talke.

As Alan was led away by the thong attaching his wrists, his
face set hard, and his heart, stout though it was, quailed for a
moment, and he shudderod, as he realised that despite resistance,
rebellion, or even death, he was in fact and in grim reality a
slave, and in the instant the scene seemed to fade from before
his eyes, and he saw again himself standing, scornful, facing
Mr. Claw, and heard again his own voice saying ‘1 am nct a
slave—and I never will he.”

Hs gorge swelled at the thought, and he could feel the veins
knotting in his temples as he perforce followed the Nubians
across the tiled courtyard, past the grinning, curious faces of
the palace guard, and up a narrow path leading to a great forest
on the lower spur of ti\o Bingol Dagh. But he choked back
his rising fury, and, as it were, held in a vicelike grip the riotous
resentment that was shaking him. He had too often played an
uphill game of footer, too often kept an imEn,ssivo faco when
the runs were piling up against him, not to know that victory
can only be wrung out of defeat by staunchness, patience, and
an eye that misses nothing.

It was a two hours’ march before they reached the gang in
the forest—a gang that consisted of some thirty men engaged
ip felling the timber.

The Nubians led Wayward to the overseer, a Turk of huge
bulk, massive muscles, and a long, rectangular, brutal face.

" At the moment ho appeared to be working himself into a fury

against a youth who stood facing him--a youth whose ovel
face, clear, patient eyes, quivering nostrils, and inflexible lips
immediately appealed to Alan. :

On passing tge gorge which gave on to the shoulder of the
hill where the work of felling wes in %)rogressn the Nubians had
pauwsed a moment before a group of six soldiers, who, after
taking steady stock of the new slave, had nodded and waved
him onwards, Thereon, hig gaolers had slipped off the noosed
thong that had been twisted round Alan’s wrir;t;, grinningly
informing him that he had only to run to find how fast a bullet
could travel.

But Wayward had no idea of running. The hurry of Mues
tapha, his obvious anxiety to clinch the bargain as quickly as
possible, had confirmed the captor in his hope that A(}i had got
through to the consulate, and in that case he felt sure that his
delivery was only a matter of hours. He was therefore resolved
to support unmoved any momentary humiliation, and to that
end to lend himself at any rate with a show of cheerfulness
to any work imposed on him, 5

He had not counted on the craft of Idrin, nor on the caprices
of the destiny into whose mills he had been sucked.

At the moment of his arrival in the clearing the overseer’s
paroxysm of rage reached a crisis ; and as the Nubians halted
Alan some ten paces from the two, Hassan seized the lad in a
bratal grip and began belabouring him with the short-handled,
heavy-lashed whip that had been hanging at his belt.

“ It’s Ahmed, the Armenian of Melazgherd,” said one of the
Nubians. -

“ He who was torn from his bride two days ago,” laughed
another, ‘ She was a clever jade to escape. But Idrin will
;,\:nlp her yet. The prettiest houri in (ledrgia cannot. long be
hid.”

“ Look!” cried a third.
boy 7"

In their excitement the Nubians gathered together, forgetting

AND ALAN WAYWARD. —=¢

“ Does Hassan mean to kill the
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their prisoner, and discussing Hassan’s ungoverned fury.
The overseor had seized Ahmed by the throat now, and with
his lash gathered into a triple thong, was beating him merci-
lessly over the head. The soldiers, leaving their rifles piled,
had strolled forward, curious, impassive. The slaves, pausing
in their work, were looking on the scene with fearful eyes;
some sullen, some menacing. 3

For a moment Alan Wayward stood alone, forgotten. His
heart was boiling within him, his fingers it,chin[i: From the
time he had been a kid in the Lower Fourth bullying had
ever stirred him to a wild revolt and a generous wrath that
disdained caution as it contemned consequences. - Now, as
Hassan, repeating for the twentieth time his formula, * Dog
of a Christian,” lifted his whip aloft for another blow,
Wayward, with a light leap, caught his wrist and shoulder
and swung him from his grip of tﬁo Armenian.

“You brute!” he said in his broken Turkish.

A gasp of amazement broke from the cirele of onlookers.
Hassan enjoyed a reputation as a wrestler that had long en-
sured him a respectful immunity from either opposition or
interference. And there was something in the flashing eyes,
the taut muscles, the athletic frame og this young stranger-
slave that held the throng for a moment fascinated. Yet of
all those present none seemed more stupefied hy surprise
than Hassan himself. Wayward’s forceful swing had sent
him reeling against a tree, and he still stood with his back
to it, his little eyes blinking, his mouth agape, his hands
half-advanced as for a catch.

The whole scene had been the affair of seconds; and after
the first gasp of astonishment the Nubians and a couple of
soldiers hurled themselves on Alan; but before they reached
him a voice of thunder bade them halt, and IHassan, his face
now purple with rage, strode forward till he was within a
pace of the Englishman. .

“ Who is this dog,” he cried; “ whe has dared to lay hands
on me?”’ :

The Nubians hastened to explain; and the eyes of the

overseer gleamed with a savage exultation as, uncoiling his
whip, he lifted his arm.
. “Bah!” said Alan, fixing the Turk’s eyes with a steady,
contemptuous gaze. *‘ You are not a man; you are a hog!
You dare only use your master’s arm. You-ought to drive
bullocks; not men. It was easy to hurt that slender child.
But I flung you down, big brute as you are. If you were a
man, and not a stuffed %ﬁog, you would throw away your
whip and fight me. And the best man would win. But you
are a coward as well as a hog. Why, your own soldiers are
laughing at you, as brave men always jeer at cowards.”

Tor a moment it seemed as if Hassan, under the lash of
this strange discourse, would have a fit. He swayed to and
fro, his face contorted, his thick lips mouthing inarticulate

curses, his eyeballs, injected with blood, starting like half-

held marbles out of his head. His domination had been so
long assured and uncontested, the taunts and scathing jibes
of this stranger, hitherto undreamt of in his philosophy, had
been o trenchant and provocative, that toeven his infuriated
intelligence there was no mistaking the grin of derisive
delight that ran like a retreating wave from face to face.

“(huck him on his head, oh champion of the Bingol
Dagh " cried a sallow-faced corporal.

“Tf thou can’st!” jeered another.

“ Thou hast found thy master, Hassan of the bowed neck,”
jibed a third. .

Hassan glared around him, breathing heavily.
flickered. back to Wayward, glenmog for a
thwugh a rod haze, then he leapt.
W

His eyes
moment as

ayward was ready for him. He was not reared in the
-country  for not.hin%, and keen though he had been at
crickpt and footer, there had been no sport he loved so well as
the single contest of man to man, when muscle grimly gripped
muscle, chest heaved against chest, and strength waited on wit.
He had been standing easily erect, his hands at his side, a

picture of. mexPorience and indecision, as Hassan rushed for-

ward, and he laughed in his soul as he heard the contemp-
tuous grunts of the onlookers.

But, the grunts suddenly drifted into a gasp, followed by a
tense silonce, as Hassan, deceived by his foe’s inert attitude,
came headlong with grabbing hands at him, for the English-
man had leapt aside from the rush with a lightness and sure-
ness of movement that a cat might have envied; and before
Hasgsan could stay his precipitate course, Wayward’s left
hand had descended like a snapping rat-trap on the nape of
the Turk’s neck, his right hand had passed like lightning be-

Q"Et‘h the Turk’s chest, to fasten in a grip of steel just above

Taisanu’s rizht elbow, and the next moment the overseer was
heaved through the air in a complete somersault, and
stretched. with stunning force on his back.

_In all Europe there are no keoner sportsmen, where wrest-
ling is concerned, than among the Turks.

A shout of incredulity and admiration rent the air, driv-
ing into ITassan’s black heart all the throbbing pain that was

pulsing through his bruised body.
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He had been living for some years on his reputation, amz
he had grown fat on it. The fall had been severe; bu
though the shock of it left him breathless, and more than a
little stupefied with amazement, he had in him, over and
above the fury and the spite of the bafiled bully, the courage
of his raco which fights to the death and never admite defeats

He gathered himself to his feet slowly, and took mora
careful stock of the FEnglishman, conscious that he had his
end up against something quite out of the ordinary.

But he was no serapper, like Boris of the Maid of Athens,
and his trophies had been gained and upheld in every bazaar
from Smyrna to Diebekir, or from Sinope to Alopfo.

As he ‘sported round his new slave, watching for a hand-
hold, a kind of sick fear grew into his fleart, and he cursed hig
labouring breath and corpulence as he noted the keen vigil-
ance of eye and hand opposed to him, and measured almost to
a half-inch the depth of chest, the long, clean sweep of arm.

If only he could get a fair girth-grip on him, that old grip
of his that first half strangled his foe, and then hoisted him
and hurled him still clasped to the ground, with him in uli
his weight falling across his loins, crippling him for ever.

Wayward had seen just the same inalicious, hateful look
once belore in the éyes of a beaten Cornish miner, and he
knew that he was up against all that foul play could hope to
win. The very play of the man, the clawing of his hands,
the feints—clumsy ones to the trained senses of the British
lad-—all told him clearly enough the hold for which the Turk
was scrambling, and the use he meant to put it to.

As he cireled round his quick eye noted that a dozen of the
nmore stalwart slaves had sidled round till they stood between
the soldiers and their weapons, There was no mistaking
their expressive glances, as two by two they planted them-
selves behind each of the guard.

A thrill of excitement ran like liquid fire through Alan’s
veins. If he floored the Turk—floored him by a knock-out
fall—there lay before him freedom—ireedom for himself, for
that circle of fellow-sufferers beyond. Dare he let the Turk
get the hold he was craving? Dare he invite him to it, and
then put on him the stop he knew so well, but put it on with
a mortal force that none would ever dare in a civilised ring?

e shrank from it, yet this was no platonic contest. It was
a struggle to the death. Well, he would moderate the force of
that killing stop, which, if used to the limit of power, could
enap a man’s neck. e would chance the grip, moderate the
stop, and take occasion as it might come afterwards.

I{e played his game warily, by little and little countering
more widely, and even more widely, the constant tentativé dab-
bing of the Turk’s great hands; then, as Hassan’s right foll
thudding on his *hips, he made pretence of letting both his
hands lock on the Turk’s left shoulder. In an instant, with a
snort of triumph, Hassan’s mighty arms had closed round |
hig middle, grabbing him in an embrace of death.

It was the moment waited for. The very wind seomed to
lie hushed among the treces.

The necks of the spectators craned forward, their mouths
set in a thin line, their eyes red and fierce.

Slowly, surely, the broad back of the Inglishman seemed
to yield to the {mrculeau pressure of the Turk’s constraining
muscles; bat as slowly, and just as surely, Wayward’s two-
hand.grip on Hassan’s left shoulder bent the Turk’s head
more and more to the right.

It was then that the IEnglishman’s grip suddenly shifted,
and drew a gasp of excitement, of dismay, of wonder, from
the onlookers. It had been so swift, that sudden violent jab
of the right forearm into the Turk’s swelling throat, that
simultaneous swianging clout of the left on the nape of Has-
san’s neck. And with it Hassan’s grip had broken, splaying
right and left, as, with a hoarse ratfling in his tilomx, ho
recled backwards, his arms grabbing the suffocating air.

Ile had never time to recover, not time even to realise how
that famous grip of his, hitherto invineible in the bazaars, had
got up and kicked him, as it were, in his own throat, for Way-
ward’s hands had closed like steel round his right wrist, and,
before he had gained the use of his breath, the Turk felt
Wayward’s body sway round in a half turn, saw the English-
man’s head jerk like a released catapult forward to the very
ground, and the next minute was conscious that his own un-
wieldy bulk was flying through the air. Then something,
whether tree, or comet, or rock, he never knew, seemed to
leap out of the sky, smite him in the small of his back, and
hurl him into an eternal blackness. . ; &

As a matter of fact, it was the bole of a giant.elm. Alan’s
cross-huttock had catapulted the unfortunate Turk with all
the power of which the young Englishman was capable, and,
unluckily for the bully, the elm had stood in the line of his
flight. He crashed into it backwards, and fell among the
roots senscless and useless, with three little bones in his
spine crushed to pulp, a paralytic for the rest of his days. =

Wayward, unconscious of the extent of the man’s injuries,
cast a swift glance round. Now, if ever, was the moment for
a. bold dash for freedom; and, even as his glance swept the:
cirele, a dozen hands were stretched out to seize the guard.
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But fate was against them. Before a single hand had touched
its object, there clattered into the glade Idrin Pacha himself,
followed by twenty troopers.

The little pig eyes of the Governor of Van viewed the scene,
and took in all its significance, from the fallen figure of Hassan
to the erect, defiant form of Wayward ; from his unarmed guards,
to the menacing couples at their elbows,

He glanced at tho captain of his troop, and in an instant
twenty ocarbines were covering the slaves, who, under that
chilling persuasion, scuttled back to their deserted tasks.

** How came Hassan in that state ? ” demanded the governor,
addressing the trembling corporal.

“ T'he foreigrier taunted him to wrestle,” explained the soldier,
* and Hassan was as a child in his hands.”

“ Ah!” said the pacha softly, and for a long time he sat rigid
on his horse gazing at Alan.

Hassan had been a very useful man to him, and one glance
at the limp, huddled mass he now was had convinced the governor
that his use had been effectually spoilt. )

He had como to the clearing in the anticipation of enjoying a
little sport, for he thought that the Englishman would be sure
to give trouble, and that it would be amusing to watch Hassan
break him in, The result surprised him, and gave him food for
rofloction.

His mind moved tortuously, for he liked the bye-paths of
evil. He bore an ulcerous hatred for all Englishmen, and Sapon-
yadi, his friend and panderer, had recommended this one to him
very specially.

o turned to his captain,

““ Place theso six men under arrest,” he said, in his smooth,
oily voice. *‘ If we had not arrived they would have been over.
powered. Leave six of your troop here. Put a thong on that
inglish dog’s neck, and Kring him at your stirrup to the palace.
The bastinado will perhaps make him tamer.”

There was no room for resistance. Irom the moment the
pacha had appeared the Nubians had closed round their prisoner.

Alan gritted his teeth together as a running noose was passed
over his neck and attached to the captain’s holster, while his
hands were tied behind his back.

It was a journey at once painful and humiliating to the proud
fipirit of the old public schoolboy, this return to the palace, for
the cavaleade proceeded at a trot.

Alan, unless he wished to be strangled like a dog, was perforce
obliged to put out his best pace, and trot alongside the captain’s
horse, while Idrin, ambling at his side, amused himself by pick-
ing out the tenderest spots in him with his long-lashed whip.

In spite of his trained muscles and perfect wind, Alan Wayward
was more dead than alive when at last the cavalcade halted before
the great gateways of the palace.

It had been an eight mile run, and his muscles seemed to be
like bands of fire eating into his bones ; his breath an ex-
haust-pump, pounding heart and brain into one pulped, grating
rod sea of mist.

As the captain halted with a jerk, and loosed the attaching
lead, the Englishman lurched forward, reeling blindly, and sank
half unconscious to the ground.

* Bring him in,” said Idrin placidly, as he rode through the

orch.

: The Nubians, who had followed' afoot, obeyed, grinning,
dragging him by the collar into the great courtyard.

They were accustomed to such seenes, and, before Alan realised
what was happening, his feet had been stripped of hoots and
socks, and his ankles were firmly clamped across a wooden
rest some eighteen inches high.

His mind was too dazed to think, and he stared stupidly
around him, as the pacha squatted on his divan, and two slaves,
bearing a bundle of long, light, flexible rods, appeared, and
knelt on either side of his bound feet.

** Proceed ! ” said Idrin suavely, his little pig eyes fixed on
tho face of Alan.

Two long rods swished through the air and fell on the bare,
upturned soles of the Englishman’s feet, sending a stinging,
intolerable pain.shooting up the very inside of his bones till
it seemed to curl back and grip on the edges of his heart. Again
the rods rose and fell, and again, and yet again.

“ Fifty,” said Idrin, licking his fat lips, as he noted the
sudden grim set of the Englishman's jaw, the iron-hued
defiance that seemed as it were to veil the blueness of his eyes.

The rods were lifted for the seventh time, when the clatter of
a horse at full gallop was heard approaching the gates. And as
the seventh blow Fell. a messenger covered with dust came
running into the courtyard, and falling prostrate before the
governor, blurted out :

* Kxcellency, the English effendi, Carlton, rides here from
Trebizond with a firman from the Padischah (the Sultan’s title),
to seok one Alan Wayward. A hundred soldiers come with
him. So fast has he come that he is even now at my heels.”

It is well,” said Idrin, without so much as a wrinkle of his
fat face showing the agitation he felt.

He made a sign with his hand, and instantly the torturers,
picking up their rods, scuttled through an archway and vanished ;
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the bonds were cast from Alan’s legs ; he was lifted u1'1 by the
four Nubians, who stood silently waiting the pacha’s command.

Not a sound broke the tense silence in the courtyard. All
ears were hent to listen to the distant, yet growing * pid-a-pad-
p)ud 1” that spoke eloquently of a troop galloping in measured
rhythm.

A slow smile wrinkled round the corners of Idrin’s fat mouth
and slithered oilily into his eyes.

He beckoned to an attendant standing near.

* Accompany these men, with that dog of a slave,” he said,
“into the house. Do not take him into the selamlik (men’s
quarters). It may be that I shall have to allow a search there.
But even the firman of Zil-Ullah* cannot violate the seclusion of
the harem.t Tell Yussuf to send the women to their rooms.
Bear this slave into the harem, and lock him safely in the court
of the baths.”

The attendant salaamed, and next moment Alan was hurried
under the archway into the interior of the house. He was borne
rapidly down the long corridor that in all Mohammedan
houses separates the selamlik from the harem, and halted at
the .great door, where Yussuf, the Ethiopian eunuch, had his
lodge. Five minutes later, he was lying, bound hand and foot,
and with a gag thrust in his mouth, on the white-tiled pavement
that surrounded a shallow basin of perfumed water, listening to
the retreating footsteps of the Nubians, and straining his ears to
cntclh the muffled clatter of the troop then riding into the court-
yard.

Then a great silence settled down, and something like a sob
was choked back in his throat, as he realised that all Ali’s
effort, and all the consul’s rapid coming would achieve, would
be the future immunity of the crafty pacha, and the perpetuity
of his own doom to an endless, hope}oss slavery.

He rolled over on his face, and with his head against the white
marble, wept. i

s
CHAPTER 6.
A Bold Dash.

HREE months had passed since the visit of Carlton
Effendi, British Consul at Trebizond, had turned the

; page on Alan Wayward’s hopes of freedom. As he had
divined, the craft of the pacha had been more than sufficient to
outwit the English official’s claim, supported though it was by
the evidence Ali had brought of Rastan’s treachery and
Saponyadi’s complicity. Idrin laughed at them ; put his
house and estates at the disposition of the consul, and withdrew
into the harem till the search had finished and the visitors
departed baffled.

But the pacha had been frightened none the less. Carlton
was a grim man of few words, and he understood the East.
And none knew better than the slippery Idrin that his tenure
of office would not be worth a brass farthing if the British
Tmbassy at Constantinople cared to stir the hornet’s nest that
is ever beneath the pillow of all the Sultan’s lieutenants. For
a moment he was inclined to pass Alan by the bowstring and
have done with it. But he reflected that Saponyadi was just
as powerful in his way as the British minister ; and Saponyadi
hu,(s lain great stress on the nacessity of sparing the young man’s
life. Moreover, Saponyadi was due to pay him a visit presently.
It would be time enough then to settle definitely what should be
done with this awkward slave.

So, in the meantime, Alan, if .he gained nothing else, was
spared the remainder of his punishment. He had been returned
to the forest gang, whose escort in his honour had been doubled,
and in sheer desperation he had laid himself to whatever work
came to hand. The new overseer, mindful of Hassan’s fate, had
treated him with marked respect, and even among the soldiery
there was many a manifestation of friendliness and cordiality,
that if it did not alleviate, at any rate did not stick pins into his
misery. Save for the humiliation of it, and that eternal, un-
quenchable revolt instinet to every free soul against enslavement,
the work was congenial enough, and no more arduous or less
healthy than that done by any pioneer in the backwoods of
America or Australia.

It was the nights in the slave compound that most distressed
Alan. A great quadrangle was the compound, surrounded on
all sides by a high, impassable palisade of hewn logs built round
an avenuoe of the long-spiked thorn-tree of the East. The only
gateway giving into it was flanked by two lodges, each containing
its ten guards. The cabins in which the slaves were berthed
were indeed little more than forecastle bunks—eight foet by six,
unlighted, built of mud and lath, and roofed with reeds, and
alive with a countless generation of various insects. The sur-
rounding filth and squalor was to the Englishman nauseating to
the point of suffocation. But there was no escape from it, and
no relief. And daily Alan Wayward’s soul had grown more
xsulkznly morose, more broodingly rebellious.

* The Shadow of God : one of the Sultan’s titles.
t The women’s quarters, into which none is permitted to
enter save the husband and immediate, unmarriageable male
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Had it not been for Ahmed, the young Armenian whom he
had saved from Hassan’s brutal lash, Alan would more than once
have ““ run amok ” among his captors, courting the release of
Ceath.

" But Ahmed interested him.

The old rugger captain had an.eye for & man. And there was
something electric, convincing, and altogether manly about the
way the slender, soft-eyed Armenian lad bore himself, face to
face with tasks above his strength. ‘Squatted in front of his hut
in the compound, Alan learnt little by little the history of this
youth of eighteen.

He had been torn from his home at Melazgherd, beyond the
Bingol Dagh, by a raid of Idrin’s troopers. Their chief object
had been to lead to the pacha’s harem the girk who, in the
Melazgherd valley, was known as ‘‘ the Rose that greets the
Dawn.” Zillah was her name ; and Ahmed had been dragged
away as slave at the moment when he was celebrating his betro-
thal to her. The old Armenian priest who had been present,
had heen cunning enough to smuggle the girl away into hidden
gorges : but Ahmed’s heart was none the less wrung by fear of
the future, and the ceaseless suffering of his present state.

His patience, and the contrast of their lots, had worked on
‘Alan like a tonie. ;

“ Cheer up, kid ! " he had said one evening, after three months
of constant intercourge had rendered them as intimately chunimy
a8 schoolboys.  *“ One of these days we'll get an opportunity
to clgar out, and we'll manage it together. Hallo, what’s on
now 1" :

His exclamation was provoked by a sudden commotion at

the entrance.

“ Visit ! yelled a stentorian voice ; and ag the guard turned
out, the overseers ran round the hovels, whipping out the slaves,
to stand to attention lined up at their various doors. Ahmed’s
hut was next to that of Wayward’s, and as the two looked
curiously towards the entrance, they saw Idrin Pasha, accom-
panied by a tall stranger, whose figure seemed strangely familiar
to Alan, enter the compound.

** The Baron Ivanovitch ! gasped Alan, as a glint of gold:n
sunshine fell full on the heavy black moustache and great sweep-
ing beard of the pacha’s companion. ®
" He watched them as one fascinated, as, escorted by
two soldiers, the visitors made the round of ‘h: havels.
His eyes burned into Tvanoviteh’s face as the two halted opposite
him. During the last three months he had little by little un-
ravelled the riddle of his kidnapping, and recognised that the
so-called Ivanovitch had been none other than Saponyadi, the
Pn‘rtnur of Claw’s crimes, and his aggressor in the attack in
Theobald Street. And he had promised himself that if ever
he stood again face to face with the arch hypocrite, he would
exact from him measure for measure of all he had suffered.
Nor was he left in doubt as to his visitor’s identity.

‘ There, my dear Saponyadi,”” said Idrin Pacha. ** You see for
yourself how carefully the Duke Paul has looked after his son’s
tutor. He is one of our strongest and best workers. He
almost makes me esteem the English race.”’

Alan gritted his teeth, saying nothing.. He could not beliove
that Saponyadi had come all t%zm way from London to Changeri
for the mere pleasure of gloating over him. Nor was he deceived,
ag the clippery merchant’s words immediately proved.

‘8o, my young friend,” he said sleekly, ' we meet again.
‘“Ha, ha, ha! You will pardon me smiling. But you were so
very verdant. T am eharmed to see you looking so well. Mr.
Claw bade me give you his warmest regards, and to assure you
that he treasures still the memory of his last interview with
vou.
®  You do not answer ! ?  He paused mockingly, a- Alan, with
lips set like a chisel-edge, choked back the passion of anger and
of hatred in his heart, and forced a marble calin into his eyes.
* Yot I,hu,ve much to say to you. Much that may be of interest
to you.”

“ 1 think it is agreed, dear pacha,” he went on, turning to
Tdrin, *“ that if our young friend accepts the terms, he may go
free—on conditions.”

‘“ At your pleasure,” snapped Idrin. * But the stench here
makes me sick. If you will confer with the dog, let a couple of
goldiers bring him to the house. Moreover, I have an important
matbter to settle in the harem before sunset. You must excuse
me. I leave him at your disposition.”

The Turk, with a large gesture of his fat, flabby hands, turned
on hig heel, and fairly bolted.

A la bonne heure,” chuckled Saponyadi.
with me, my friend, and have a little chat.”

Ho addressed a few words to the soldiers, and next moment
they had fallen in alongside of Alan, and were marching him

“ You will come

—uiter-Saponyadi, through the compound-gate, and under the

great avenue of acacias that run for nea{rlﬁ two miles right up
to the open clearing surrounding the pacha’s walled palace.
A word from Saponyadi whispered to the gnard immediately
rained them admittance. And though the Levant merchant
ad been careful to whisper low, Wayward, whose hearing had
been rendered keener by his life in the woods, caught the soft
breathing, and in his mind pigeon-holed thes fact that * Zil-
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Ulah " was thé password at the pacha’s gate. He followed
Saponyadi through the courtyard that bhad witnessed. his
bastinadoing, and into the selamlik. At the fifth door on the
right of the great corridor, Saponyadi entered, and turned to the
soldiers.

* One of you will remain outside,” he said, * and within call,
The other will go to the stables, and prepare me two horses, of
the fastest.” <

“ Your Excellency knows that the troops ride at midnight ? '
said one of the soldiers.

** No, Ididn’t know,” said Saponyadi. * Where do they ride ?
On my road ? For in that case I may as well delay my journey.’*

* Nay, Excellency ! ” said the soldier. *‘ But for Melazgherd,
to sack the rebel village, and capture ‘ the Rose that greets the
Dawn.’

‘ Oh, well, that does not conicern me,” laughed Saponyadis
““ Go, do my bidding !’

The zaptieh salaamed and departed, shutting the door
to and leaving Alan alone with the merchant.

Saponyadi, with a swift gesture, removed his beard and
moustache,

“ They worry me,” he said, smiling his most cordial smila
at Alan, as he somewhat ostentatiously laid on the table two
revolvers. ‘‘ But they only know me bearded here. With
you, I need no longer wear disguises. You have had a rough
time. But your future is now in your own hands. Would
you be free and rich ¢ "

‘ Assuredly,” answered Alan calmly. His heart was aflame,
and in his mind an audacious project was forming. But he
held himself well in hand, resolved to know all there was to
learn.

“Tt has transpired,” went on Saponyadi, scating himself
at the table and arranging some papers, ** that your late father
was heir to a considerable fortune; in fact, to some sixty
thousand pounds. ‘I have the papers here —tapping on the
documents outspread before him—** but they are useless without

- pignature.” .
What do you want me to do 7’ asked Alan, in the same
lever, tone.

“T am glad you are so reasonable,” smiled Saponyadi.
“ Here is the proposition. You will sign these anors, and
this power of attorney to Mr. Claw to administer the pmpcrty
on your behalf ; also an engagement not to return to England,
so long as Mr. Claw allows you, say—er—one thousand pounds
a year. Your signature given, you will be free to go where
you like, and T have here the first: thousand pounds. Is it
a bargain 1"

There was a sudden glow in the young Englishman’s eyes.
His wild project had suddenly erystallised. Saponyadi thought
the eyes expressed assent, and laughed softly.

“ T will aign,” said Alan abruptly, advancing round the table
to the side of the Greek.

Saponyadi bent over the papers, arranging them.

Alan’s hand glided to the revolver at the Greek’s elbow,
grasped its barrel, swung it suddenly aloft, and brought it
down with smashing force on Saponyadi’s temple.

Without moan or cry the Greek lurched forward, his face
falling on the table, and lay inert and senseless.

Alan stepped swiftly to the door and barred it. Then,
returning to Saponyadi, he gagged him with his own slave-cap,
and rapidly, feverishly, stripped him of his clothes and divested
himself of his own garments. Then he drew on the Greek’s
clothes—the baggy trousers, the topboots, the long-pleated
frock-coat, the riding forage-cap.. Coolly and methodically
he searched among the Greek’s baggage till he found the hottle
of adhesive he was looking for. Then ho donned the great
black moustache and beard Saponyadi had discarded, and
looked at himself in the mirror. He laughed grimly at the
resemblance. The sun was sinking, and he felt tolerably sure
that n that guise he would pass muster well enough in the
darkness to be taken for the Greek and honoured guest of the
racha. -~ Alert and sure, he bound Saponyadi hand and foot,
rammed the gag faster in his mouth, and, picking him up in
his arms, bundled him under the bed.

Then he paused for a moment, reflected, grinned as he might
have grinned over a wheeze in the old Lower Fourth, and
went to the door. The soldier outside saluted.

“ (o to the compound,” he said, ‘‘and bring me hither
Ahmed, the Armenian of Melazgherd.”

He accompanied the order with two pieces of Saponyadi’s
gold, and the delighted zaptieh * fled on his errand.

Alan occupied the interval in going through the Greek’s
baggage and in producing a a;mre suit of elothes, which Saponyadi
had evidently had on hand for a dragoman. Ahmed was intro-
duced while he was still eniaged on this task. Ho opened
the door to the sdldier’s knocking, admitted Ahmed, and bade
the guards—the other had returned—wait.

“ By the way,” he said, putting his head through the door,
““ where have you left the horses 7"

* Zaptieh is equivalent to the French gendarme.
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““ At tho entrance to the archway, in the courtyard, Excel-
lency,” answered the soldior.

“ Zil-Ullah remains the password, I suppose ?” he asked
in an indifferent tone.

“Till sunset, Excellency,” was the reply.
it is Padischah.”

“ Good 1" said Alan.
gently bolted the door.
‘to Ahmed. ‘“We have no time to waste.
things. We are going to escape.”’

" “You!” gasped Ahmed.

“ Quick ! rejoined Alan. ‘ T’ll explain later. Throw your
things off. Stick these on. You’re my dragoman, see ? "

Ahmed; quick witted like all Armenians, was not slow in
oheying, and in less than five minutes he stood transformed.
A forage-cap of black cloth, embroidered with amber lace,
dab jauntily on his head. A purple waistcoat, with gold trim-
ming, was drawn close over a long skirt-like garment, which
fell below his knees. White stockings shone beneath the
jerimson edging that braided the knees of his sky-blue knicker-
bockers, and a sash of yellow and green silk enveloped his
waist.

Alan chuckled as he handed him one of Saponyadi’s revolvers
and his rifle, and stuck the other in one pocket, while emptying
a box of cartridges into the other. His heart was pounding
like a piston-rod, but his head was cool and collected. He
surveyed the room carefully, pocketed the papers on the table,
and turned to the door.

“1 can get rid of one of them,” he said.
collar the other.”

Opening the door, he handed a note to the zaptieh he had
already tipped.

“ Take that to the commander of the guard, in the com-
pound,” he said. ‘I wait an answer.”

Heo watched the fellow off, and beckoned to his comrade
to enter. The man did so, unsuspiciously ; and the next
moment his legs were knocked from under him, a table-cloth
was rammed into his mouth, and while Alan’s hands gripped
him by the throat Ahmed bound him hand and foot.

“ Come on ! said Alan coolly, though his eyes were blazing,
as he turned to Ahmed, after shoving the soldier beneath
the coverlets of the bed. *“ You know the way to Melazgherd ? *’

‘* Through the forest clearing, where we work,” said Ahmed,
““ then to the left through a pass half-way up the mountain.”

“Then follow me,” said Alan. * Mount your horse, and
say no word. Here are ten pieces of gold. Throw them
to the soldiers at the gate as I pass through.”

Wayward felt his heart beating in his throat, as he opened
the door, closed and locked it behind him, pocketed the key,
and strode down the corridor, closely followed by Ahmed.

They found the horses at the archway as the zaptieh had
reported, mounted them, threw a piece of silver to the slave
in attendance, and trotted lightly to the gate. i
. The guard had seen Saponyadi pass and repass many times
that day with their master, and in the black darkness following
the sunset no suspicion of Alan’s identity crossed their minds.

“ You ride far, Excellency ?” said the captain, as Alan
pricked his horse through the gateway.

* Padischah,” said Alan, with a laugh.
uzak deyl dir.”” *

* Pass, and bon suceés,” laughed back the captain, as Ahmed
sent the gold pieces broadeast among the peering guard.

Next minute they were outside, mounted, facing the moun-
tains, free.

For a moment the blood raced madly through the English-
man's head. He felt inclined to stand erect in his stirrups
and send out a ringing cheer of liberty and defiance. But
he curbed. his emotions, and, keeping himself and his horse
on a steady roin, took the path for the mountains at an easy
canter, For the first three miles the road ran in full view
of the gates they had just quitted, and for that space they nover

uickened their pace. But then the route took a curve to
the left, and a clump of acacias blotted out the barracks.

Alan dismounted under cover of it, tightened the girths
of his own and Ahmed’s steed, and stood for a second listening.

* Nothing is discovered yet,” he said. ‘‘The captain of
the com})ound will keep the man T sent. No one will think of
looking for Saponyadi till Idrin Pacha wants him for dinner.
Let us push on quickly. They will ride after us like demons
once the trick is discovergd. Moreover, to-night the pacha
sonds out his troops to raid your native village, Ahmed, and
capture your betrothed bride.” And as he mounted again,
and pricked his horse forward, he explained to the stupefied
Armenian boy all that he had done and learned.

‘“My protector, my lord, my saviour !’ babbled Ahmed,
weeping with joy. “ You have given me life and liberty and
paradise.  You thought of me in the hour of your hope. Some
day, perhaps, the good God will give to Ahmed the power to
repay.”

“ After sunset

“ Wait for me!’”” And he shut and
“ Quick, my friend ! he said, turning
Get into those

“ Stand by to

¢ Ashiga Bagdad

* “To the lover it is no far cry to Bagdad —a Turkish
proverb.

NEXT
THURSDAY :

“8T. JIM'S LEADS.”

TOM MERRY AND ALAN WAYWARD.

- ,

A Double-le h Tale of
Tom Merry's Schooldays.

“ Right-ho ! ” said Wayward cheerily. * We can think of
that later. Let’s press on steadily. Save the gees as much
as we can. If they pursue us it wouldn’t be a bad idea to
have as much go in hand as possible. _So we may as well dis-
mount now and run a bit,”’

The two of them were as hard as nails and as agile ag goats.
The path wag steep and broken, and as they trotted up it,
leading their horses, Alan laughed aloud in recollection of the
last time he had trotted down the same road with a thong
round his neck. For three hours they toiled on and upwards
through the black, impenetrable forest. Ahmed had taken
the lead once they had passed the clearing where for three
months they had worked in slavery side by side. For bred
and reared among the forests, he had of them the same inex-
plicable instinet that will enable a wild beast to roam there
at will, and at will find again any spot once visited.

The moon was rising, bright and unclouded, as they reached
at length the ridge, along which they must ride to gain the
pasg, leading by wild precipices and bleak gloomy gorges to
the steppes where Melazgherd lay six thousand feet below,
asleep and unconscious of the peril threatening it. The pads
was yet five miles away, and they could just discern it lying
like a pair of folded scissors in the sheath of shadows surrounding
it.

They had mounted their horses again, and Alan, reining in
his arab, looked back at the plain they had left. The moon-
light lifted each detail of it into black relief.

““ Look,” he cried, “ Idrin’s troop are riding out now ! They
little know that Melazgherd will be warned in time. It is
strange we have heard no sounds of pursuit. I never thought
that Saponyadi would have remained undiscovered for more
than an hour at most.”

“ Hst ! Listen !’ said Ahmed, holding up his hand.

The two sat like graven images on their motionless horses,
their heads bent sideways, their breathing suspended, their
faces the pallor of ivory in the white, ghostly wash of the moon-
light.

From below there rose a faint murmur, that second by
second grew more defined and distinguishable, till the tramp
of Hoofs, the crackle of brushwood, the short, sharp call of
man to man, came clearly up on the light, crisp breeze, and
among all, pervading every sound, the low, monotonous, ginister
chorus of whimpering dogs.

“The bloodhounds ! whispered Ahmed, through chattering
teeth.

“The pursuit,”
I was getting afraid of traps in front.

There was a gleam of battle in the eyes of the Englishman,
a et about his jaw, a new erectness of his form in the raddle, that
instilled new life into the Armenian.

“Order! 1 obey!” he said simply, his boyish face, and
almost girlish eyes, alight with confidence and enthusiagm.

* Loose rein and gallop ! said Alan. ** You know the way !

said Wayward. *‘So much the better.

')

Lead ! At all costs, we must reach the pass first, They are not
four miles away—probably not three. They must have ridden
hard.”

Along the broken ridge, made doubly difficult by the play of
shadows, the two rode for life and freedom. Milo aftor mile
swopt by. The trees seemed to ﬁlig like ghogts to either side of
them. The monstrous rocks glided from their path; yet ever
in between the *“ pid-a-pad-pud ” of their horses’ feet, there came
wafting nearer, clearer, stronger, and more sinister, the chorussed
whimper of Idrin Pacha’s famous pack of bloodhounds, the
hoarse shouts of soldiers, the crashing of broken thickets.

“The pass!” shouted Ahmed, turning in his saddle, and
waving a hand forward.

It was a fatal movement, for his horse, yielding to the pressure
of his knee, made a false step, put its foot in a hole, and came
down with a crash, to lie helpless with its fetlock broken, while
Ahmed picked himself up, }mli-shumed and dumb with con-
sternation. 3

One glance at the suffering steed sufficed to show Alan that
its use was ended.

“They are two miles away yet,”” he muttered, looking back
on the track, and turning again to gaze into the narrow gorgo
in front of them, where the pass ran sloping downwards.

He leapt from his horse, and, leading it into the mouth of the
pass, tethered it to a tree. His mind was made up on the
instant. Whatever destiny held for him, Melazgherd, with its
3,000 Christian inhabitants, must be saved ; and to that end
Ahmed must go forward on his errand of warning, while he held
the pursnit in check. And, indeed, it did not seem such an
impossible task, Ten paces down the pass the mountain
bulged outward. so that there was not room for more then two
men to march abreast along the rough rocky way. Above, the
mountain was unscalable, precipice piling on precipice, and peak
on ragged peak. Below the narrow ledge which served as foot-
way, the cliff fell away in a drop of four or five hundred feet.

One determined man might hold that angle for hours against
any four, if he had some protecting bulwark and sufficient
ammunition. Idrin Pacha was not likely to bring more than
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twenly or thirty men to hunt the runaway slaves ; and Alan had

“in his pocket a hundred good cartridg:

“

¥ e.’
Get a move on,” he said laconically to Ahmed. ** Weo must
drag that horse of yours into the pass and block it.”

It made him feel sick to stab the beautiful creature ; but there
was no help for it, and he reflected that, anyway, it was the
most merciful thing to do. It took the two of them nearly a
quarter of an hour before they had dragged the dead horse into
the pass, piled above it such boulders as they could detach, and
interlaced them with young larches and firs they feverishly up-
rooted from the scanty soil ; and by that time the cries of the
pursuers were close, their words plainly audible, and the whimper
%f the hounds was broken ever and again by a wild, silver-tongued

ay.

“ Now,” said Alan, as he contemplated his work, ** give me
your revolver and get ! ”

*“ Never ! ” gaid Ahmed,

”

*“1 die with you. You are my

friend.”
“And your betrothed ?” said Alan harshly. ‘‘ And the
eople o Would you sacrifice them, too ?

Melazgherd ?
ou've got your guty to do, kid, and I've got mine. I'll win
through, youll see, and U'll come to your wedding, too ! Don’t
waste timo,iawing sentiment, I understand. You've got to
go, 8o get !’

He firly lifted Ahmed on to the tethered horse, snatched
rovolver and rifle from the Armenian’s trembling hands, and
gave him a long, steadying look.

“ Good-bye ! he said. “‘ Ride carefully, and don’t fail 1

* God be with you ! ” sobbed Ahmed, dashing the tears from
his oyes. Then, without another word, he dug his heels into
the horse and clattered headlong down the pass.

Alan turned with a grim smile to his barricade, examining his
weapons.

He was only just in time, for, even as he reached it the fore-
most of the hounds hurled itself over the barrier.

* Crack ! 7 went the revolver, and the hound, hit full in the
throat, rolled into the abyss and vanished.

Alan was at the barricade now, and before the next hound
sprang, the revolver spat again, and the hound rolled over with a
bullet in its heart. Its body spoiled the spring of the great
brutes {following it; and again the revolver rang out, and yet
again, and again, and again, as the remainder of the pack—
thero were seven in all—came racing up. The light was good,
the range short, and Alan’s hand was as steady as his eyo was
sure, :

By the time Idrin Pacha galloped up, closely followed by
Saponyadi and a dozen guards, he found four of his treasured
dogs lying dead, one missing, and two writhing with broken
spines.

He turned with a gesture of rage to his soldiers ; but, before
he could speak, Alan’s revolver had eracked out again, and the
pacha’s horse, shot through the heart, reared and crashed over
the precipice, Idrin only saving himself by rolling off in the nick
of time. BSaponyadi’s horse fell next, blocking the path again,
and rolling the Greek, pinned beneath its weight, on to one of the
dying bloodhounds, which, frenzied with this added outrage, fixed
its tecth in its death-agony into Saponyadi’s flanks.

“Bang! Crack! Bang!” Alan’s revolver went spitting
out shot after shot into the horses massed above him. Half a
dozen fell, rendering the narrow footway more and more im-
passable. Then panic seized on Idrin, and he bolted for cover
of the ridge, followed by his troop, while Saponyadi screamed
in vain for help, the fallen horse lying on his chest, the ravening
hound tearing and gnashing at his limbs.

Alan wiped his face, reloaded, and peered through the barri-
cade., - Ho felt sorry for Saponyadi, and though he was not
going to risk capture for the sake of releasing him, he sent a
bullet through the brain of the dying bloodhound.

* With my compliments, Saponyadi ! ” he called out. * I'm
afraid oven Mr. Claw’s friendship will never compensate you
for this ! ”

A volley of bullets whistling about his head drove him to
cover. Through a loophole in his barricade he watched the
soldiers. Six of them were drawn up, knecling at the top of
the pass, pouring in volley after volley, while half a dozen others
were creeping flat on their stomachs down towards him.

His teeth clenched, and he gripped his weapons. He had
meant to avoid bloodshed of human life, anyhow, if he could.
But in view of this new move it seemed impossible. Of one
thing he was resolved——he would not be taken alive, and, if he
had to die, he would sell his life in a way that would make the

L.pacha chary of kidnapping Englishmen again.

He pickodup his rifle and took a long, steady aim at Tdrin.
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‘“Halt ! ” he. called suddenly, his voice ringing out with
startling clearness. ‘‘ One step forward, and Idrin Pacha
dies ! %f you move, pacha, I fire !”

For a long moment a silence as of death reigned in the pass,
a silence broken only by Saponyadi’s moans.

* Give him his freedom, Idrin ! ” the Greek shrilled suddenly.
‘* Give the English devil his freedom, and release me! I am
being crushed to death! Give him his freedom, I tell you !
I will pay all !

Idrin Pacha stepped forward and marched direct on the
barricade.

** I take Allah and the prophet to witness,” he said, raising
his hand, ** that I give you freedom and safe conduct to Tre-
bizond, Alan Wayward, on condition that you lay down your
arms and leave this pass.”

For a=moment Alan hesitated. He felt tolerably certain
that Ahmed had long since reached the plains, and would he
now past all pursuit ; but he did not feel any peculiar con-
fidence in the sudden conversion of the pacha.

* What guarantee have I 7' he asked.

““Mine ! said a deep, solemn voice, that seemed to drop
from the skies.

On the instant the eyes of all—Alan’s, Idrin’s, the soldierg—
were turned upwards, to gaze amazed at a tall gaunt figure,
standing on a ledge some fifty feet above the spot where Alan
was confronting Idrin across the barricade, A tall fez was on
his head, a green robe enveloped him from neck to feet, and
was gathered in at the waist by a crimson girdle of twisted cord.

" You have my guarantee, Englishman,” said the voice again,

*“ The Sheikh ! murmured Idrin, backing a pace.

‘“The Prophet of Bagdad! The voice of Allah! The
Prophet ! 7 clamoured the soldiers, falling on their knees, and
bowing their faces till their foreheads touched the rock.

Slowly the sheikh descended from the rock by a path that a
goat might have trembled to take, till he stood by the side of
Alan. Then, throwing a fold of his robe over the young man’s
shoulder, and placing his hand on his head, he faced 1drin.

‘“ Allah and the Prophet have heard thy vow, O Idrin of the
lustful life,” he said, in accents so stern and frigid that thoe
pacha, shrinking back a {mco, planted his foot in his agitation
fairly over the mouth of Saponyadi. ** I, Jelaluddin, Sheikh of
Allah, take this youth under my protection. Get thee gone,
Idrin, to thy house, and turn back the men of blood thou sendest
against the innocent of Melazgherd. Behold, they are warned
Go, lest I curse thee and thine, thy flocks, and thy harvests.”

He pointed a horny finger at the pacha, who, after & moment’s
irresolution, turned brusquely, and strode up the pass, bidding
his soldiers, as he went, release and bring along Saponyadi.

The Greek was a pitiable object when, at last, he was dragged
from under the horse, and horne away, moaning and cursing.

Alan gazed with wonder at the silent, departing troop, half
ineredulous still at this sudden change in his fortunes.

Then, as the last sound of the departing hoofs died away, he
turned and gazed at his rescuer, »

“T saw thy act,” said the sheikh, in his grave, deep voico,
““when thou didst give thy life to save the innocent of Melazgherdd
Thou art a brave man and a good, albeit not yet disciplined,
as thy eye doth plainly show. Behold, thou art free ! »

* Free !’ echoed Alan Wayward, with a long, deep breath.

“ Free to go or to stay,” went on the sheikh, fixing Alan’s
eyes with a gaze strangely dominating and thrilling, * I1f you
will return to your people, I will send you under sure charge to

our consul at Trebizond. If you will stay with me, you will
earn much, and espocially that mastery of men which beging
in mastery of self. Which will you? Will you return to your
people ? Or will you stay with me for the thousand and one
days, and, as the disciple of Jelaluddin, learn wisdom, even
though thou must seek it through much suffering.”

Through the sweet scent of the pines, through the mystio
stillness of the moonlight, there came to Alan, as it were, the
murmurous echo of the London streets, the odour of the old
lodgings, and of Claw’s musty office. = He looked round, taking
in the illimitable spaces, the wild savagery of the scene, its
mystery, its thrill ; then, turning, he faced the eyes of the
gaunt old sheikh. :

“ I will stay with you!” he said.

¢ Allah be pratsed ! said the sheikh.

And so together they wended their way down the mountain,
pass, towards the saved and sleeping village of Melazgherd.

THE END.
(Two splendid stories again next Thursday of Tom

Merry and Alan Wayward., Please order your copy
of the ““ Gem" in advance.)

NEXT

Another Taleor Alan Wayward roesos.



By S, CLARKE HOOKX,

READ THIS FIRST.

Billy Barnes, Cyril Conway, and Snowy White Adonis
Venus are three great chums at Tempest Headland School.

Dr. Buchanan, the headmaster, finds them very trouble-
some pupils; as does also Herr Ludvig, the German master.

Venus is a black boy, and is taken as a fag by Graft.

Cyril is one half-holiday confined to the class-room, as a
punishment, under promise not to leave it. But observing
from the window an open boat drifting out to sea, and
recognising Lily, the dootor’s daughter, as its occupant,
Cyril breaks his promise and rushes out to Headland CIiff,
determined to dive into the sea to the rescue.

(Now go on with the story.)

—

Conway—hero!

Ten paces Cyril ran back; then, setting his teeth, and
with one glance at the heavens, he ran forward, and, leap-
ing far into space, dived headlong down the height.

I;i‘he wind shrieked in his ears, and his heart throbbed
violently. Lights flashed in his eyes, and it seemed as
though something were choking him; then a green mass
dppeared to be rushing at him, and the next moment he
felt a heavy blow, though it caused Lim no pain. :

Now a singing sound was in his cars, and a grey mist
appeared before his eyes. This appeared to last for
minutes; then the sunlight burst upon him.

He had rigen to the surface unharmed, and he saw the
hoat quite close to him, with Lily crouching on the seat, and
her hands clasped before her eyes. 5

“ All right, Lily ! ”’. bawled Cyril, striking out for the boat.
“I'm as right as rain. Sha’n’t be long in reaching you.”

“Swim for the shore!” wried Lily. ‘1 shall get back
directly.” j : s -

“Yes, I know you will, with a little aid. We will try a
little side-stroke, 'cos I can go faster that way.”

Cyril gained the boat with ease, but to get her back was
a more difficult matter, seeing that there were neither oars
nor sails in her. g

Cyril used the floorboards, but even that was a difficult
task. However, the sea was calm, and within half an hour
he had worked the boat to the mouth of the gully, which
led to the top of the cliff. ;

*“Oh, Cyril,” exclaimed Lily, “you are the bravest boy
I have ever known!” : e

“I wish you were my sister, Lily.”

“ Wth” 2

“ Because, I would kiss

on.” g
The

“How dare you?
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A Double-len, Tale of
Tom Merry’s %ﬁoﬁuyﬂ.

¢ Honour bright. - Dead horses sha'n’t drag it out of me.”

1 wanted to have got back before she wakes, “The poor
old thing always iets sleepy in the afternoon, and then shée
always pretends that she has a headache. She’s so strict,
too, Cyril. - Look here, T will run_across through the garden,
and you can go the other way. Promise me you won't tell.
I sat in the %xmt, and watched the waves burst round if,
and all of a sudden it went off; then I found there was no
oars in it, Stupid to leave a boat like that!”

¢ Absolutely absurd !’

¢ Good-bye, Cyril!”

* Good-bye, Lily!”

“You are the dearest and bravest boy living!” cried
Lily, darting away.

But Cyril was a fast runner, and Lily was a very pretty
girl. Their lips met, and then they fled in opposife direc-
tions, and half an hour later Cyril, in a different suit of
clothes, was seated in the class-room rattling off his task.

He had just finished it, when Dr Buchanan entered the
room, and he held a cane in his hand, which was rather an
unusual thing, especially on Saturday afternoon.

“Is your task finished, Conway?’’ he demanded.

“Yee, sir.”

“I am informed by the poiter that you broke bounds.
Give me your reason.”

“I fear I cannot, sir.” ;

“You admit you did break bounds?”

*“Yes, sir.” {

*“ The penalty for doing so is a caning. You know it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Come, Conway, you are a lad of honour!
feeling that you would never tell me a lie.
your word; T took it.
me into my study.”

Cyril did so, with the imJ)ression that he was in a tight
corner. The caning he did not mind. He had received
many, and would certainly receive many more; but that the
doctor should think that he had told a deliberate lie was
rather much for Cyril’s feelings.

“Now, my lad,” exclaimed the doctor, “had you broken
bounds when no promise was given, I should merely have
caned you. This is a very serious matter. I have such
faith in your word of honour. Let me find that T have no
reason to doubt that honour.”

“1 have mothing to say, sir, except that I wish Mopps
had not seen me.”

“Then you would have acted a lie?”?

“1 expect so, sir.”’

“You astound me, Conway! I would have trusted to
vour honour as readily as I would have trusted fo the
honour of the captain of this college. Do you refuse to tell
me why you broke bounds?” 2

“I can't tell you, sir. I would if I could. My w i
pledged not to tell.” it

“Well, in that case, you leave me no alternative buf to
cane you. It is a rule of the college, and all the scholars
know it. If they choose to take the risk, they must take
the penalty. It is only justice.” '

I have the
You pledged
You must have some excuse. Follow

The doctor caught Cyril
by the shoulder n‘r{d rufYnle;ld
1s cane, and then Lily

idea! And just as if you
would care to do so!”

1 believe you are the
prettiest  gir living,”

rushed into the room.
o Father!” she ecried.
Stop!  Whatever are

declared Cyril, “and if I
weren’t so jolly wet—-"

c)—(owdocyou dO?@

you doing? It was all m
fault, You had botte);
cane me, and have done

‘“ Sea-water' never gives
me cold, Cyril,” observed
Lily, smiling at him.
-“(,))'h how dare you!”
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WHOM TO WRITE TO: The Editor,
‘“GEM ” Library, 2, Carmelite House,
Carmelite Street, London, who will be
pleased to hear from you.

with it.”

“Young ladies are not
caned!” ~exclaimed the
doctor, pitching his lethal

Cyril went floundering
back into the water. The
rocks, covered with slimy
seaweed, proved his un-
doing, and thero was a
roguish smile curving the
girl’s lips as he scrambled

. to his feet.

“Now take me back to
the college!”” cried Lily,
choking back her laugh-
ter. “The worst of it
is, I ought mnot to have
come oubt, but Miss
Spartin was so horrid,
and shoe went to sleep.
You won’t tell, Cyril?”

Our tale of Tom

back, good and well,
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Merry
will tell how the terrible three get their own

There will also be another story of

“ALAN WAYWARD,”

and T shall be glad to hear how you like
these new adventure tales.

0 P.S.—A postcard will do.
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weapon across the study,
and sinking into his easy-
chair.

" Why not, father?” in-
quired Lily, raising her
eyebrows, while she
glanced sideways at Cyril,
“I'm sure they doeserve f
much more than boys—at
least, they do when they
get as old and nasty as
Miss Spartin.” =

*“That is not tie way to
speak of your governess,
Lily. Now, why did Con-
way break bounds?”

(Another instalment next
Thursday.)

next Thursday

THE EDITOR.
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Ly rms toa few riders in sach district who apply at
call to-day. Open evenings till 9.  Buy direct from

factory and save dealers’ profits,

CYCLE CO., Dept. 103 D,
Liverpool : 91, ¥

London: 19-21, Charing Cross Rd.
Manchester ; 102-164, Deansgate,
Glasgow :

Newcastlo: b,

{se 8t., cor, Park Lane,
Buchanan 8t
New Biidge 86,

Send for

CATALOGUE;

A GENUINE LEVER SIMULATION
GOLD WATCH 5% SKILL. Soney’
In this dingram you see three lines divided into
Wt ench _line L',l,'ﬂr]fl' The

|
g | name of a well - known eity, A MAGNIFICENT
‘ D E | U ! D I \;V‘AlT(,‘H (Lady's or \n:«m‘«) will be sent entirely

N
Send for \

CATALOCUE S—=

ROYAI: AJAX
WITH CLINCHER TYRES.

EASIEST MONTHLY f{| N/

PAYMENTS. N

CARRIAGE PAID.

Wonderful Second-hand J

o grum . o i) free of charge, providing yon ave correct and conform
U  B|D | I |toour one condition. REMEMBER—it coxts you

I ! | nothing totry, Sendyour attempt on asheet of paper,

Bargains.

Write to-day for our Magnificent
y@—ART CATALOGUE, postfree
Best & Cheapest Firm.
BRITISH CYCLE MFG. CO. (1901), LTD.
(Dept. J.C.), 1 & 3, Berry Street, Liverpool.

FREE! ALL PRIZES! FREE!
SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.

Jeautiful Posteards.  You can
gain Phonographs, Ladi or Gent's size Watches,
Musical Instruments, Silver Hall-Marked Umbrellag,
Rifies, Foothallg, Silverware, Cutlery, Cricket Bats, Real
l)i;mml,lkl Rings, Camergs, ete., ete,  Nend us a posteard
with y8ur full hame and address, and we will send you
72 of ‘our famous Penny Pictorial Cards. Sell or use the
cards within 23 days at one penny each, and we will
reward you according to our list_a grand Free Prize,
It need not cost you one Penny of Your own
money. Write at once. Don't delay,

ACTE & CO.
(Dept. A4), 85, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.

for selling or using our I

together with a stamped addressed envelope, so that we may tell you if correct. Address:

IMPERIAL SUPPLY CO. (Dept. 2), 42, Junction Road, London N,

“FREE” PARCEL OF STAMPS!|

Only One Parcel to each Applicant.
The parcel contains A Magnificent Set of 5 Canada (Royal Portraits), a
Backet of our Superior Stamp Mounts, 125 Genuine Stamps, ineluding :
Chill, New Zewland (picturesque), Ceylon (King Edward), Victoria, Roumania (Head of
President), Egypt (Pyramid), Queensiund, Newfoundland (Royul Portrait), U.8.A.,
South Australin, Mexico; Xndda (3 Pies, King), and_many others too mumerous to
mention. We also present a copy of our Illustrated Price List
with the above, and a Perforation Gauge with instiuctions. The above
marvellous offer will be sent Post free for two penny stamps to cover
cost of postage, &c. (abroad, 5d.) Best prices paid for collections orloose
1ots in any quanticies. Send for our Bargain List, Gratis and POST
FREE.-A. CHAPLIN & CO., Stamp Importers, BILSTON,

WORK FOR ALL.

We give a Nickel-Silver Timekeeper, or useful
& Umbrella (suitable for Lady or
Gent. ), or a Rolled Gold Ring, FREE
to any person selling 48 Penny Pictorial
Posteards within 21 days. You can sell
them in an hour. Send name and address
= (postcard will do).— BRITISH FINE
ART CO., 115, Strand, London, W.C.
Do surc and mention ghis paper when communicating
with advertisers.
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SANDOW'’'S GRIP DUMB-BELLS.

Sandow’s Grip Dumb-Bells, which have risen to be the leading Physical
Culture appliance of the world, were invented with the direct idea of
forcing the user to Conceftrate his Mind on the particular
Muscle, or Group of Muscles, exercised,

SANDOW’'S SYSTEM.

It is this vital principle of concentration which has enabled the
Sandow System to attain an enormous success in every quarter of
the world, and it enables the pupil to obtain perfect Health and
]Strongth a‘nd Development by using the Grip Dumb-Bells regu
arly for

FIVE TO FIFTEEN MINUTES A DAY.

This is very little time to ask you to give to the development of your
body, and, as you well iknow, the strenuous times in which we live make
it absolutely necessary for every man and youth who wishes to be success-
ful to be the happy possessor of sound, vigorous, all-round health,
strong, supple muscles and limbs, perfect digestion, a clear, active brain,
and nerves of steel, and the Grip Dumb-Bells are able to give you all
ig, and more. TO PROVE TO YOU THE TRUTH of all we
aim for these Dumb-Bells; we are prepared to make you the following
exceptional offer, viz.

1.—To use Sandow’s Grip
Dumb-Bells free of cost
for 30 days.

Send your order for Dumb-Bells, together with the necessary amount
of cash in P.O., to our address, and we will send by return, carriage paid,
the pair of Sandow's Spring-Grip Dumb-Bells desired With the Duwmb
all include (free of charge) a complete set of Charts for
a month’s work. These have been specially prepared
by Mr. Sandow.

You can ther use the Dumhb-Bells for 30 days, and if, at the end of that
period, you are not, sntisfied with the results, send them back, and we wil
retury your money in full,

SANDOW’S Special Offer to Readers of this
to Develop ine Boyhood
of Britain.

LI

ENNY A DAY

Wntil Paid fox-.

rerfect Health and Strength and a Muscular Development to be proud of can now he obtained
for the small sum of OINTEX: P EINNX FER DAYX.

|
l
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Address all Communications to Room 78,

Sandow Hall, Burleigh Street, Strand, London, W.0.
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A Splendid
Muscular
Develop-
ment
within
your

- 4 .
P fé
e reach,
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WE STAND ALL RISK,

The No. 1 offer is, as you will see, a very generous one, but we have
come to the conclusion that it might be inconvenient for you to pay the
whole amount at once, and as we have a great belief in the honesty of
the readers of this paper, we make you offer No. 2, viz, :

2. -You can pay for the Grip
Dumb-Bells by Instal-
ments of Ore Penny a Day.

will immediately on receipt of postal order for 2s, 6d. send
post free, a_pair, of Sandow’s Grip Dumb-Bells, together with a
These have

We
vou
complete set of Charts for a month's work,
been specially prepared by Mr. Sandow,

The balance to be paid in monthly instalments of 25, 6d. each (equal
to One Penny per day). - No references or other formalities
wre necessary.  Simply send your order, together with half-a-crown, and
the Dumb-Bells will reach you by return of post.

The Dumb-Bells are made in the following sizes and prices -

GENTLEMEN'S. —Nickel-plated, Leather-covered Handles, weis

8lbs, each Dumb-Bell, 7 adjustable Springs.  Price 128. 6d. per i

2s. 6d. down, and balance by four monthiv instalments of 2s. 6d.
YOUTHS' . —Nickel-plated, Leather-covered Handles, weight 2lbg
ach Dumb-Bell, 5 adjustable Springs. Price 108, 6d. per pair, or

28, 6d. down, and balance by three monthly instalments,
The Grip Dumb-Bellsare sent post free, securely packed, with fully
Illustrated Charts, containing the Fundamental Exer-
cises of the Sandow System, in addition to a quantity of other
valuable information, with hints on how, when, and where to exercise,

In conclusion, we would remind you that these Dumb-Bells build up
organic as well as muscular strength, Their use enviches the blood, and
they an absolutely safeand s dy cure forany diseases resulting from
a sedentary life. They make you as strong as Sandow, and enable you
» excel at Football, Cricket, and all the games that have made Great
ritain the leading nation upon earth y

Eu————

be adjusted Lo suit the weakes!

I'he Springs being removable, they car
a perfect and complete Phas

invalid or the strongest athlete, and a
Cultural Outfit,
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