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Not pence—not shillings—but POUNDS, and you
can select any bike you like. I supply on easy terms
of payment : SWIFT, COVENTRY-CHALLENGE, HUMBER
ROVER, PROGRESS, PREMIER, TRIUMPH, GENTAUR
and SINGER Oycles pounds eheaper than the Makers
or their local Agents. RUDGE-WHITWORTHS from
£3 168. Cash, Sentonapproval, 12 Years' Guarantee,

A High-Grade Coventry Cycle
Eawj ;.3 128. Cash, or 58, Monthly,

id.
9

THE WORLD'S LARGEST CYCLE DEALER Dapt‘. 145,COVENTRY

A nice manly moustache rositively grews in a few days
atany age by using “MOUSTA,” the only Guaranteed
Moustache-Forcer,  Acts like magic on the smoothest faces. Boys
become men, Remember—Weo Gua.ra.ntee ta raturn
your momney in full (including post: : if not
entirely successful, 5o that if you recei mefit yov
are nob one permy out of pocket. Box sent lm plain wrapper)
for 8d. stamnps. Do not delay, but send at once to—

J. A. DIXON & Co., 42, Junction Road, London, N

2i- DEPOSIT

We send this High-Grade Freg: Wheel Cycle, Mudguards
and Tools, full\ ruaranteed, to any address on receipt
of 28, D! OSIT, and upon payment of the last of
22 nmmhl) ayments of 5s,, making total £5 12s./
Cash Price, £6 5s. Sent on :lp|u'n\ul. Cycles from|

508, Write for Catalogue,

ERSKINE CYCLE C0O., Walthamstow, London.

MOUSTACHES.

This engraving shows yon clearly how, by using Me
DALME POMADE may ebtain  magnificent
Moustaches at any » Latest scientific dis.
covery ! Contains Asias
Age no object! No more boys!

. oven at 15,

No more smooth lips at
30 years of age! All smart! Send at ouce three 1d,
ntamp-ﬂ to. Mr. P. DALMET, 42, Gray's Inn
y 42, London, W.C,, for a lm\ plain cover,

Hc nd ut ouce, as MR, DArater conld die with his sec ret.
Tried. Approved. Lecommended to all. Price 3d

A GENUINE LEVER SIMULATION
‘GOLD WATCH For SKILL. SMoacy’
FOR Money.
In this diagram you see three lines divided into
l N | 0 N’ L o D | fections, with a lotier i each section. Tho letcrs
have to be so arranged thut each line spe'ls the
G

'N E D E|UD| e
! 5 % rlu\ of charge, providing yon are sorreet and conform
‘N L ‘ U B D | ‘u, our one. condition.  REMEMBER—it costs you
‘ nothing to try nd r atbempt on asheet of paper,
together with a s unnpul md.mm...\.nul.. 50 that we may tell you if correet. Addross :

nnn- of a well - known city.
IMPERIAL SUPPLY CO. (Dept. 2), 42, Junction Road, London,N.

TCH (Lady's or Gent's) will be sent entirely

Ihnige\ﬁ&uimmnih

Br1ta1ns Best Blcycle

Only the Pillar Box Between Us.

Put your address on a posteard, drop it into the
uearest pillar box, and we will post you fiee our
new 64-page Art Catalogue, It aceurately describes oo ap

-\ the fine range of 1908 Rudge-Whitworths, showing |
all the latest ndvances in eycle construction, ine

‘atalogue describes
908 Rudge-Whitwarths, from §
hly. Packing

Ten Yeurs'

p Post free from
RUDGE-WHITWORTH, Ltd.
(Dept. 331), Coventry.

JONDON @
Tottenhain

urt Road, W.C,
g 160, ltc-guutsm-n-l,,

5, ll/ Hu m

MONTH.
it 30 -

T or KEYLESS,
A GOOD WATCH WHICH
WILL LAST 20 YEARS.

To enable every reader of this paper to own o
reliable Watch, MASTERS, Ltd., will supply thn
t world-faied 'i1)s key wmd or kt)hb\ ‘““Veracity,'
ilb(((l with Lever Movement, Boid Dial, Ilmwrour
Cap over the works, SOLID SILVER kKxtra
Heavy Cases, for 25 6d. with order and your
promise to pay a farther sum on tl(ln(xr\, and
2g. 6d. monthly, or 27s. eash. 7 Years' signed
Warranty., Old Gold and Silver Watches taken
in exchange. Catalogue Watehes, Olocks, Rings,
Clothing, Boots, &e., post free,

VLA STEIRS, T.td.,
97, HOPE STORES, RYE, ENG.

SIMPLY TO GET IT ON THE MARKET,

5,000 genuine }-plate, or 2} by 2}, CAMERAS ABSOLUTELY
FREE toall se nding 9 stamps for samples of our famous Photographic
Materials, Catalogue Iree.—Hackett's Works,.llxly Rdl., Liverpool, E.

HANDSOME MEN are those who are slightly sunburnt. Sunbrouze gives

this tint, Detection impossible.  Guaranteed genuine
Post free (plain cover), 1/1§, —Sunbronze Laboratories, 32, Ethelbert Road, Wimbledon,

L2000

NO ENTRANCE FEE!

SENID WO VMIONE S .

Silverware, etc.
return of p()st. 36 Packets of assorted seeds:

large Red Mammoth Tomato, Mustard, Cress, ete.
within 28 days, and we will reward you mmuluw
whether flower or veget:

Wrile at onc

"HAPPY HOME SEEDS’ CONTEST.

GENUINE AND PERFECTLY SIMPLE.

Who are the Three Most Popular and Prominent Men in the United Kingdom ?

CASEL,

Everyone stands an Equal Chance.
ALSO

£I1O, 000 FREE GIEFTS

Given to Purchasers of our Seeds.

TWE TRUST WYWOU.

In order to introduce our HIGH-GRADE TESTED SEEDS we give away Prizes, such as Ladies’
Blouses, Skirts, Musical Instruments of all kinds, Rifles, Ladies’ or Gent.’s size Watches, Real' Diamond
Rings, Phonographs, Silver Hall-marked Umbrellas, Cricket Bats, Footballs, Dolls, Uumern.s, Cutlery, and
All you have to dois to send us your full name and address, and we will send you per
Sweet Peas, Chry mnbhemum, Malope, Sweet William,
White Sweet Pea, ete., ete. ; or French Breakfast’ Radish,

Bvet Scarlet Runner Beans, Vegetable Marrow,
, ete, Use the packets of seeds at 2d. per packet
to the terms on our grand list, Be sure and state
\ble seeds are required.

With the Seeds you will receive 1‘ull parmull'u's of our Popular and Prominent Men Contest,

o (Posteard will do) to

GEROME & co., I.TD. (Dept. Gl.), 83 87, Fleet Street, london, E G.
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A Gpand School Tale of
the Terrible Three,

o | MARTIN CLIFFORD.

ng away at express speed through

. . G y . e 3
Something Like an Idea. gf te};;mﬁi}rxrr;posxtlon Manners, the amateur photographer

Hobby Club, was mending a printing.f 3
Dﬂﬂ OM MERRY had been sitting silent for some time. And so Tom Merry’ . By

| the School House. Manners and Lowther were busy.  and he looked up.

t ; 1 \ 8 two chums had not noticed, for some
The dusk of the May evening was deepening over St.  time, the unusual shade of thought upon his sunny brow.

Jim’s, ‘and the gas. was lighted in Tom’s study in But Lowther’s pen ceased at fast to travel over the pnper,'

.« ANOTHER  TALE OF . TOM- MERRY NEXT THURSDAY

No. 13 (New Series).
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“ There, that’s done!” he said, with a sigh of relicf.
“Fifty beastly lines from beastly Schiller, knocked off in
twenty beastly minutes! What do you think of that, kids?’

‘“ Beastly clever!” said Manners. -

““What are you doing, kid?’ asked Lowther, looking at

m,

' Mending the printing-frame you shoved your great hoof
on’ yesterday.”’ .

*“Well, you shouldn’t put your printing-frames on the
floor, you know——"

“I didn’t! It was Tom Merry knocked it down with his
silly elbow.” -

“Then don't blame me. What are you up to, Tom?” said
Lowther, turning round in his chair and looking at the
chief of the Terrible Three. *‘ What the dickens are you
sitting there looking like a moulting hen for?”’

“Eh?” gaid Tom Merry, comipg with a start out of a
brown sgtudy.

“I say what are you sitting there looking like a moulting
hen for?” said Lowther.

Tom Merry laughed. .

““I wasn’t aware that I was looking like a
he replied. “I’ve been thinking, that’s all.”

“ Well, next time you’re 'going to think, do it in front of
a looking-glass,” said Lowther, *‘ then you’ll be able to work
up a more agreeable expression, old chap. Have you been
thinking about anything in particular?”

“Yes, rather!”

‘“Some wheeze up against the New House?” asked
Lowther. I should like to rag old Schneider for giving
me that impot., and that isn’t possible, so a row with the
New House fellows would be the next best thing.”

“No rows for me,” said Manners, “till -I've got this
frame mended.” g \

‘“Oh, I know it’s no good speaking to you when you get
'on to anything connected with your silly photography,”
grunted Lowther., “ What’s the ﬁame, Tom? Is 1t a row
with the New House rotters, or shall we go along to Study
No. 6 and rag Blake and Gussy?”

. *“ Neither }”

C“Well, I'm in want of a little exercise,” said Lowther
looking rather aggrieved. ‘ Why shouldn’t we have a row
with Figeine & Co, 1 ‘

* Well, Marmaduke hag ju<t gone away, for a time,” caid
Tom Merry, *“Figgine & Co. have gone to see him off at
i','hu station. We can leave House rows over for a day or
WO, , :

“Yes; bifte—'? .

‘* Besides, I've got something better on.’”

“ Well, get it off your chestﬁ’ j

“I've been thinking, and I've got . a really ripping
wheeze,” said Tom Merry, with a sparkle in his eyes. * It’s
a thing we can all join in—ourselves, Study No. 6, and
Figging & Co.—everybody, in fact. We can put rows off for
o bit. T dare say you know there was an election tho other
day—I forget where?”’

“What on_earth has that got to do with us?”’ said
Lowther, staring. ‘I suppose you’re not thinking of setting
up.u; a ,c’nndidate for Parliament, are you?”

““ @s b/

“« Eh?‘"

“Yes, I am. Not the Parliament that meets at West-
minster, but a much more up-to-date one—St. Jim’s Par-
Iiument’l’” said Tom Merry.

‘*Eh?

moulting hen,”

Manners said “ Eh?” this time, as well as Lowther. Both
the chums were staring bla,nklf; at Tom Merry, as though
wondering whether anything had gone wrong with his
mental works.

The hero of* the Shell. smiled serénely.

“You look surprised, my infents!” he remarked.

“Oh, no!” said Lowther. -*“ Just wondering whether you
‘were off your rocker, that’s all !’

©I've thonghi ont the idee” expleined Tom Merry. “I
~ think it's adily
Parlhianients, of ‘course. = A lot gf

of  the g use of Conimons,,
80 on, and.e ‘0&@; sters ofit]

in the form

chaps meet,
besehiy. s

d.Lowther. d ;
ners: “T've got a cousin who goes

.:%’

e

“©Oh, sorr. ‘Twithd"uw the word,” said Manners grace-
folly, ‘“If that’s your idea, of.course I won’t call it rot.’’

hia.nmrs put a strong accent on the word “call,” as if to
imply that he reserved the right to think as he liked about it.
Monty Lowther looked reflective.

“1 think there’s something in i_t;”, he said. “We can

extend the franchise to ‘all the iuniors of both Houses, and
the elections will ‘be great fun.’ ; P

ROREDAY:

<

knife may do,’’ said

ripping one. You've heard of the suburban®

divide, ‘and -
sthat, 9

th Merry warmly. ““It's jolly good ~have
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“Well, that’s so,” admitted Manners. ‘‘Chaps can re
resent the towns they come from, and the majority will
g:)rm the Government, and the other rotters the Opposition.”’
“That’s it,” said Tom Merry, with ‘a nod. ‘ There are
more fellows in the School House than in.the New Housa,
so there’s pretty certain to be a School House” Government
and a New House OPposmion."

‘“Ha, ha! Good!

“I don’t know,”” said Manners, shaking his head. ‘ Blake
and his gang are certain to set up in opposition to us, and
split the School House vote.” ;

Tom Merry’s brows wrinkled a little.

“Well, I shouldn’t wonder,”” he remarked. ‘ Blake has
@ peculiar idea that he’s leader of the School House juniors,
and until he gets that idea out of his head, we shall never
really get him to see reason.”

Monty Lowther laughed. . .

*“You won’t get the idea out of his head with anything
short of a ‘crowbar,” he remarked. .

‘“We can go along and talk to them,” said Tom Merry.
““On an important occasion like this tile. may be willin
to talk sense. Anyway, before we allow difficulties to block
up the way, we ought to see what can be done. If we form
the Government we shall put down cheeky juniors with a
strong hand.” y

‘“Good! Those chaps in the Fourth can never be brought
to show a proper respect for the Shell. Chuck that thing
into_the fire, Manners, and come along !’

““ R&t& l!’ .

‘“Oh, come along, kid!” said Tom Merry, rising. * Study
No. 6 will be at tea now, and we shall catch them. Nothing
like striking the iron while it’s hot.” .

*“ But I wamt to use this frame in the morning.”

“Lots of time for that,”” said Tom Merry cheerfully,
jerking the frame out of the hand of the amateur photo-
grapher, and pitehing it upon the bookshelf.  ‘ Coms

along. .

“ﬁut look here——*

‘“Follow your leader, kid!” .

“Oh, all right!” said Manners, with a grunt.
along !”

The Terrible Three left the study. It was less than a
minute’s walk-to Study No. 6, the famous apartment occu-
pied by Blake, Herrics, Digby, and D’Arey, Tom Merry’s
rivals zjr the feadership of the School House juniors. The
door was closed, but the click of cup on sauger an
on plate showed that the four ghums of the Fourth Form
at St. Jim’s were at home. .

Tom Merry -knocked-at the door, .

‘“ Come in, fathead!” sang out the cheory voice of Jack
Blake. e

The Terrible Threo kicked the door open, and marched
in. Study No. 6 were sitting round the tea-table, and the
room looKed very ccey. Blake had just finished carvini a
ham, getting wafery slices of meat off a bone that looked
as if it were too bare for a dog to
He looked up at the chums of the Shell. ;

‘“Hallo, kids! You've come at the wrong time."”.

“ How’s that?” asked Tom Merry. g

“Out!” replied Blake. ‘‘I mean we’re out of frub. This
ham has seen service, and it’s come nobly to the front again,
to save us from actual famine. It isn’t everybody who could
carve a _ham like that.”

Tom Merry looked critically at the denuded bone.

‘“You're about right there, Blake,” said he. T don’t
think we’ll ask you for any of that ham. We've had tea,
as a matter of fact.” {

“There’s no tellin%lwhxat a_skilful catyer with a sharp

ako, cocking "his cyo thoughtfully at

“Got

the: bam, . “If yawd Jiko to talie tea
level ‘best: with this.”
" ““That’s all right; we're not hungry’
“Very well, then. ¥ou can have the hone just as it
stands, Guasyss. =i st e il RIS e g
And. Blake ‘pagséd the ham:bone, dish and’ all, over
_ Arthur Augustus . D’Arcy, the swell of the Sch

‘D’Atdy, ,
Hbu::? crewed his. monocle into his eye, and took a survey &
of the {m‘hone with a far from fuvourable.oxpreaqion.;, b

¢4 Wﬁ:]iy, Blake, I thought you were carving for the,” hei

. remar]

“Oh, no, Gussy! I had made up my mind to let you
the bone,”’ said Blake generously. {

nre”running short, you ‘won’t find anything mean a
me. ‘

“But weally, Blake—~—"’

“I've carved for Herries and Di
have all that is left on the bone. I

** Yaas, wathah, T certainly am hungh
anythin’ on that bone ‘to satisfy the
said Arthur Augustus. T

“It’s amazing

now you’re hungry.’

ungah of a mouse,”

) Order in
e s Advanee,
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d fork
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naw with satisfaction, |
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how much‘ydu can ‘éet off a bone like that "]
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«chair, and that’s rather roc';’ky, but there’s a whole floor,

“di

- Every Thursday,

.when you try,” said Blake encouragingly. * There’s the

knife, We sha’n’t mind if you take the bone up in your
fingers and go for it, though.”
“T should certainly wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.”
“Oh, please yourself, Gussy! Worry it any way you
like,” said Blake. “ When you've finished with it, Herries’
bulldog can have a go.”

““Hewwies’ bulldog can have a go now, Blake,' said
D'Arc{ disdainfully. ‘L certainly shall not take tho
twouble to wowwy a bone like that. I wegard you——""

““Pass the butter, Gussy!” said Herries.
““With pleasure, Hewwies. But 1 say——
““ Salt, (russy 1” said Digby.

“There you are, Dig. But I say, Blake——""

““Won’t you sit down, kids?” said Blake, turning towards
the Terrible Three, who were grinning at the scene, and
the indignation of Arthur Augustus. ‘ There’s only rmc;
anc

”»

it's quite at your service.

“Quite I”” said Digby.

the coal-locker.”
- *““Oh, never mind!” said Tom Merry, with a rather dis-
trustful look at the spare chair. It haﬁybcen made by Blake
himself, who had taken up carpentry as a hobby, and to
Tom Merry’s knowledge it had broken down on more than
one occasion. ‘‘ We're not tired. We'll stand.”

“Please yourselves, dear boys. You don’t mind us going
on with our tea, do you?”

“Oh, not at all!”

‘“ Certainly not,” said Lowther. “I've paid for admission,
in my time, to see the animals feed at the Zoo, and I'm not
likely to want to miss a show of the same kind gratis.”

Blake rose to his feet.

“There’s a door and a window to this study,” he re-
marked.  ‘“Which do you prefer as a mode of exit,
Lowther?”’ ’

“Oh, pax!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
here to row. Pax!”

“That’s all very well—"

“Of course it is. Go on with your tea, and if Lowther
makes any more jokes we'll scrag him.  They’re rather
rotten, anyway!

“Are they?” exclaimed Monty Lowther. “I say—

“Cheese it, and let your uncle speak!” said Tom Merry
soverely. ‘‘ We've come here to tell you kids—"

“Who are you calling kids¥’

“To tell you young gentlemen of the Fourth Form about
a new wheeze.”

Blake gave an expressive sniff.

‘‘Hum! We're beginning to know your wheezes, Tom
Merry, Is it anything up against the New House?”

“ Not this time.”

“Something up against the Grammar School, I suppose?
We shall have to look into it very carefully before we follow
your lead in that dircction, my pippin. We know you!”

“The last wheeze up against the Grammar School came
off rippingly,” said Digby. ‘‘Let's give Tom Merry his
due, Blake. He isn’t a duffer always.”

““Noj; there are lucid intervals,”” admitted Blake.

‘“ But what’s the idea?’ asked Herrics.

“It’s not up against the Grammar School,” explained
Tom Merry. ' It’s not up against anybody, as a matter of
fact, though of course, it will bring a certain amount of
kudos to the School House.”

‘“A certain amount of what?”

“ Kudos.”

“ What’s that? Something to eat?”

“No, ass! It’s famo, glory, credit——""

“Oh, I see! Why can’t you talk in English, Tom Merry?”

“I suppose I ought to here, among you youngsters,”” said
Tom Merry witheringly. “Well, then, my idea will make
the School House go ahead; but to effect that, of course, it
will be neccessary for all School House fellows to stand
together and rally round the old flag—"’

*“What old flag—"

““There’s the window-sill, too, and

“We haven't come

[ Ass’_
“Look here,” said Herries. “I'm not going to be called
an ass! If you start that again you'll go out of this study

on your meck.”

" Yaas, wathah! T quite agwee with Hewwies in wefusin’
to kﬁa chawactewised as an ass. It is an infwaction of his

“.Well, don’t be asinine, then,” said Tom Merry, I was

“ispeaking metaphorically—""

“Why don’t you talk sense instead?”

“Of course, metaphors are wasted on the intellect of the
Fourth Form,” said Tom Merry. * Never mind, I'll try to
explain the matter to you in words of two syllables—-""

*“ Oh, cheese it,” said Blake, ‘‘and go ahead!”

‘““How can he cheese it and go ahead at the same time?”
Monty Lowther wanted to know,

tndreoav: ... TOM MERRY AND ALAN WAYWARD,

*THE GEM” LIBRARY.,

One Penny 3

“Dry up! Go on, Tom Merry, and don’t take the rest
of the evening about it!”

“Yaas, wathaht Dwy up, Lowthah, and pway don’t start
workin’ off wotten jokes on a long-suffewin’ study.”

“You see,” said Tom Merry. ‘There has lately been a
change of Prime Minister—-"

““ What on earth has that got to do with us?”’ "

“Tt is probable that it will lead to a general election——""

‘“ Suppose it does?”’ o,

““Well, as elections are in the air, it's time St. Jim's
came to the front in that line, We are thinking of having
a St. Jim’s Parliament—""

‘“My only hat!”

“What do you think of the idea? Same kind of parlia-
ment as they have at Westminster, you know, only with
improvements.” i

* Good wheeze!” exclaimed Blake heartily. “‘T've secen
something of that sort of thing at home on the holidays, and
there’s heaps of fun in it.”

“Then you cads—I mean kids—are willing to come into
the thing?”

“Yaas, wathah!”
ideah as wippin’!”

“Certainly,” said Blake, ““we'll join you—rather! We
elect Ministers of the Crown, and so forth, and make laws
binding on the electors?”’

‘“That’s the ideal”

“You want me to be Prime Minister——""

““Quite a mistake. I had booked that for mysclf.”

‘“Oh, don’t be an ass, you know—""

‘“ Anyway, it depends upon the vote of the IHouse,’
Tom Merry.

“ What House—the School House?"”

‘“No, duffer; the House of Commons of St. Jim’s!”

‘““ Ah, I see! Well, that's all right!”

“Only the School House will have to stand together and
rally round the old flag,” said Tom Merry, with a sniff in
the direction of Herries. ‘The New House bounders are
oertain to come into the game, .and we don’t want to be
divided among ourselves. The School House ought to form
the Government, and the New House the Opposition.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Something in that,” admitted Blake. ‘8o long as you
chaps are reasonable, I don't see why we shouldn’t work
togather first-rate.”

“That’s what I was thinking. The Fourth Form ought
naturally to treat the Shell with a proper respect—-"'

“Rats! Catch anybody respecting you Shell-fish!”

“If you are going to raise difficulties at the start—""

said Arthur Augustus. “I wegard the

’

said

“I'm not. It's‘i'ou who arve raising difficulties by talking *
more piffle,” said Blake. “ You are a mnew boy at St.
Jim’s—""

“I'm a what?’ exclaimed Tom Merry indignantly.

‘“What are you talking about?”
" ‘“You're a new boy practically,” said Blake obstinately.
“Anyway, I was here before you, and naturally I take
precedence, and so does the Fourth Form. The Shell doesn’t
amount to much, We tolerate you bounders—"'

‘Yaas, that is twue. We tolewate you boundahs—""

“Look hcre,” exclaimed Manners wrathfully, “If you
kids don’t talk sense——""

““You are intewwuptin’ me, Mannahs!”

““Oh, cheeso it!"” exclaimed Tom Moerry. ¥ No
rowing at the beginning of a really good wheeze.
all ready to join in the idea?”’

““Oh, yes, as far as that goes.” .

“Then I'll go over and see Figgins about it,”” said Tom
Merry. * Come on, kids! We'll got Figgins & Co. to come
into the thing, and then issue election writs—""

*““My hat! That will be going strong.”

“May as well do the thing in style. We ought to call a
general meeting of the electors of St. Jim's first, though,”
said Tom Merry thoughtfully. *‘Perhaps an election poster
up in the hall would be a good wheeze. It would attract
attention.” -

“It would, and more attention than you might like, if
the House master cut up rusty,” said Jack Blake.

“You have to run risks w you go in for elections—"

“Well, get off and tell Figgins. I expect he’s back from
the station by this time. We’ll travel along to the common-
room and spread the news, and get the fellows ready for
the meeting. We must have plenty of School House chaps
there, or the New House will try to run matters on their
own!’”

*“Right you are, Blake!” :

And the Terrible Three quitted the study to go in quest
of the rival firm at St. Jim’s; and they spotted Figgins
& Co. just coming in at the gate in the dusk of the May
evening.
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CHAPTER 2. , o
Figgins & Co. Cheer Themselves Up.

IGGINS & Co. were only three again for the time.
V' Figgins, long-limbed and muscular, the crack bowler
~and fieldsman of the jumior eleven, Fatty Wynn,
plump and cheery, and Kerr, the thoughtful and canny
cog ¥ere the three ancient members of the Co.  The
test addition to their number, Marmaduke ‘Smythe, had
one away with his ‘“ pater ”’ for a run abroad, and Figgins

Co. had just seen him off home at Rylcombe Station. -~

There was a slight shade on the faces of the Co. as they
came in at the gates. Marmaduke had had his faults, but
they had liked him well, and they missed him. v
‘““He wae a decent sort,” said Figgins. ‘“We had prac-
ticalky cut all the nonsense out of him, and he was a good
chum, I wish he hadn’t gone!” :

“8o do L” assented Kerr. ‘“He'll be back in a few
wecks, though. What are you thinking about, Fatty?”’

Fatty Wynn came out of a brown study.

"1 was thinking it’s a pity we didn’t have more notice
about Marmaduke going,” he said slowly. ‘“We might
have got-up some big feed to give him a send-off.” .

K iggins chuckled. . .

“ Never mind; you shall welcome him with a stunning
feed, Fatty, when he comes ‘back. We’ll save up our
ha’pennies. for that purpose.”

Fatty Wynn brightened . up. N
f“ We}!,‘ that’s a jolly good idea, Figgy, and it’s thoughtful
of you. ;

**Here’s Tom Merry,” went on Figgins, as the hero of the
Shell approached. I rather think a House row would be
the thmg now, to cheer us up after seeing Marmaduke off.
Shall we collar that bounder?”’

' Good wheeze I’ “exclaimed Kerr. *‘Let’s frog’s-march
him round the quad. We want cheering up, Figgy!”

**Come on!”

‘1 say, you chaps!” said Tom Merry, approaching
unsuspiciously. “I want to speak to you on a most im-

rtant matter.. I was just going up to your House.

anners and Lowther are gone there to look for you.
Here, I say! What are you up to?” .

*“ Collar him!” shoutej Figgins.

Before Tom Merry could dodge, Figgins and Kerr had
seized him, and the next moment the plump arms of Fatty
Wynn were round his neck.

" Here, 1 say! Hold on!”

“We are holding on!” chuckled Figgins,
over—"!

* But I—"

Over went Tom Merry, and Figgins collared his shoulders,
while Kerr and Fatty Wynn took a leg each in a powerful

“Bowl him

grip. -

'I%m Merry struggled furiously.

" You New House rotters! I—"

* Bring him along!”?

‘1 tell you I want——""

‘“You want _to be yanked round the quad——"

“I don’t! J—"

“Can’t let you off,” said Figgins, with a shake of the
head. *We have just seen Marmy off at the station, and
we want cheering up. Yank him along!”

And Tom Merry was yanked along. :

He struggled in vain; three strong pairs of arms were
too much for him; and each time he wriggled he was
bumped upon the ground, so that he soon gave it up.

‘*We'll take him to the School House and chuck him into
the hall,” said Figgins. ‘‘Come along! It’s kind of us
to take you home, Tom Merry!”

‘“ You howling rotters——"

‘“Ha, ha! Come on!”

‘“Rescuel!” bawled Tom Merry. ‘ Manners, Lowther!
School House, rescue!” :

Manners and Lowther looked out from the porch of the
New House, whither they had gone to look for -Figgins.
The instant they saw the plight of their chief thoy dashed
like the wind to the rescue—so quickly, in fact, that before
Figging & Co. saw them coming, they were on the spot.
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They dashed right into the New House Co. and knocked .
‘them right and

left. Tom Merry was dropved upon the
ground, and Figgins rolled over him, and then Fatty Wynn
and Kerr were added to the heap. Tom Merry gasped and
squirnmed under the weight of the New House trio. ;
~Ow—ow—ow! Gerrup! I'm suffocating!” .

Manners dragged Figgins off, and Lowther did the same
for Fatty Wynn. Tom Merry jerked Kerr away and stag-
gered to his feet. : . . i

* Sock it to ’em!” shouted Lowther excitedly, Down
with the New House!” i ;

‘ Hold on, Monty!” .

“We're going to wipe up the ground with them idd
- “No, I tell you! Stand back, Figgins! Don’t be an ase,
Manners. It’s pax!” ! g

“ Looks like it, docsn’t it?”

_ “Well,”” said Figgins, grinning, ‘“if it's pax I don’t
mind. You look rather rumpled, Tom Merry, but we had
to do. gomething to cheer ourselves up, you know, after
seeing Marmy off!”’

“Well,”” gasped Tom Merry, “I'd like you to cheer your-
selves up some other way next time you're downhearted. I
was coming to speak to you in a friendly manner——"

“Waell, we couldn’t guess that, could we?’ faid Figgine.
“But I'll tell you what we'll do. We'll march you back in
the same way to the spot where we picked you up.”’

“ Willingly !”” said Kerr. .

Tom Merry laughed. He did not accept the generous
offer. ;

““Oh, cheese it! I overlook your fat-headed idiocy !

“Do you want some more?”’

“Rats! 1 was coming to speak to you, to propose to
you»~—" 5

¢ Oh, dear!  You must ask mamma.”

“Don’t be an ass, Figgy—I mean, a bhigger ass than you
were born'!” .

“ e can’t help it,” said Lowther. ‘“He grows, you know.
Naturally, he gets a bigger ass every day.”

‘“We've got a new wheeze on, Figgy,” said Tom Merry
hastily, before Figgins could reply to Lowther's remark.
“It’s a really ripping, first-rate wheeze.” .

“T've heard that before,” said Figgins. * Still, we want
amusing now, and we're willing to look into the thing.
What is it 2" - .

:: Wo;z;,e going to have .a general elcct'xon——”-

1

“ And hold

““My hat!” .

“ And we want you to join in. It will be rip{;mg fun,
There will be a Government and an Opposition. Of course,
we shall be the Government !”

“0Of course you won't !” .

“TIt will depend upon the voting,” gaid Tom Merry prac-
tically. ‘What do you think of the idea ?”

“Well, I dare say we can knock it into shape,” said
Figgins, scratching his head thoughtfully.© ‘“We elect
Ministers of the Crown, and all that, I suppose !’

“Yes; but—-"

‘““You want me to be Prime Minister ?”’

Tom Merry laughed. It was Blake’s question over again,

‘“Well, no; but that will depend,” he said diplomatically.
‘“We shall have to work things out as we go along, and be
guided by circumstances.”

“Well, we'll hel{» you out,” said Figgins magnanimously.
¢ We"}',e always willing to help a lame dog over a stile. It's
a go! .

“Will you come to the meeting, then?”’

“Yes; rather. Where is it 7"’

‘““We haven't decided yet; but—-%

“ And when ig it ?”

““We haven't decided that, either. But there's
be a postér put up in the hall of the School House.

“Rats! If we're in this thing, you School House chaps
are_not going to run it all on your own!” said Figgins
decidedly. ‘ Shove the poster up in the quadrangle, whore
everybody can see it.”’

“Well, it’s getting dusk.”
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Tom Merry reached out, and crushed Skimpole’s hat over his eyes with one fell swoop of his fist,

‘t‘ It will be light enough to read a poster for half an hour
e " .

“Oh, very well! Anything for a quiet life.”

“That’s settled, then. We'll go and get a snack, and
then come along,” said Figgins. “To be quite frank, I
think it’s a good idea, Merry; and we’ll back it up.”

“Good !” :

_The New House trio marched off. Fatty Wynn glanced
sideways at his leader. ’

“T don’t know whether you were speaking scriously,
Figg;’inws,” he remarked; ‘““but I can’t say I agree with
you.

“Don’t you think it’s a good wheeze, Fatty ?”’

“Oh, I wasn't alluding to Tom Merry’s idea !”’

““What the dickens were you alluding to, then ?”’

“You said we were going to have a snack—-"

“Ia, ha!”

“I don’t know what you feel like, but a snack won’t do
me any good after a long walk in the lane,” said Fatty Wynn.
“I always get extra hungry in this May weather. I'm
going to have a jolly good feed before I turn up at any old
meeting !”’ .

And Fatty Wynn kept his word.

CHAPTER 3.
y Skimpole's New “ Tsm.”
OM MERRY dusted himself down as Figgins & Co.
walked off. Manners and Lowther watched him, and
' Monty Lowther sniffed.

“Better have let us wipe up the ground with those
rotters, Tom,”’” Lowther remarked. ®They’ll be getting
their ears up if we don’t sit on them.”

“My dear chap, it's pax.”

“Yes; but we could have made it pax after licking them.””

‘““We don’t want to start a Parliamentary campaign with

An assortment of thick ears and black eyes!” Tom Merry
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remarked. “No harm’s done.
makers! Shut up, and come along !

The Terrible Three re-entered the School House. A youth
with a large head, adorned by tufts of hair and a big pair
of spectacles, was standing on the top step. It was Skim-
pole, the amateur Socialist of St. Jim's. Skimpole was the
brainy man of the Shell, and Socialism was merely one of
the ““isms” he had taken under his wing.

He dug a bony forefinger into Tom Merry’s ribs as the
latter passed him. Tom Merry swung round with a gasp.

“You ass, Skimpole!”

1 want to speak to you, Merry."”

“Well, don’t bore me with your beastly bony fingers,
then!” said Tom Merry, rubbing his ribs ruefully.
“What's the trouble? If you're on the detective businass
again, I don’t want to know anything about it, so I warn
rou,”’

y Skimpole shook his head.

“T have given up my detective work for the present,” he
replied.  “My efforts were not in the slightest degroe
appreciated in the school.”

“Jla, ha! You're right there.”

“ Besides, now that this Parliamentary business is coming
on, I shall need all my time for Socialistic work,” said
Skimpole. “I understand that you are getting up a
St. Jim’s Parliament, in which matters can be thrashed out
the same as in the real place, only unencumbered by ancient,
obsolete forms of procedure?”

“ Exactly.”

“It is a good idea, Merry.”

“Thank you. You hear, chaps? Skimmy says it's a good
idea. We may consider it examined and passed, then.”

“Don’t rot, Tom Merry. I am speaking seriously. Don’t
you see what a grand opportunity this affords for spreading
the light in the school 7"’

‘““ What light--the gas?”’

Blessed are the poace-
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“Certainly not! - The light of Socialism, I mean. You

yee, with the fellows formed up in a parliament, and the

rest of.the school admitted to the debates, we shall be able
to explain the great truths of Socialism to the whole of
St. Jim’s.”’ ‘

“ But—-""

“I think that tho seniors ought to be admitted to the
.debates, and the masters as well, if we could get them to
come.
minds——""

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” :

““Then, a few telling speeches on the subject of Socialism
would open their eyes to the terrible facts of modern exist-
ence—to the fearful state into which society has fallen, when
the luxury of the rich is like a superstructure raised upon the
depths of misery into which the poor have—""

“My dear ass—-"

““Consider the fearful state of the inhabitants of the slum
areas, where poor people are packed sixteen to the square
inch—I mean the square yard—no; that cannot be correct—
I cannot remember the exact figures, but I know they are
terrible—packed sixteen to the square something, with
nothing to eat but—""

Rats !”

“Oh, no, Lowther! Cases of poor people eating rats are,
fo‘r‘turmtely, rare, but their sufferings are terrible.”

. So are ours,” said Manners. * Sheer off, old chap.”

I wish to touch your hearts—"’

“Clear 1”

:‘ I myself have long been touched.”

‘Yes, by Jove, I believe you have—in the head!” said
Lowther. “Do you think we are going to run a school
parliament for the special purpose of letting you hear your-
self spout? Not much !”

::Tugnk of the sufferings of the toiling millions—"

Think of the sufferings of the fellows if we let you
speechify ! :

‘“

“T regard that remark as heartless, Lowther. Not that I
blame you. I have lately become imbued with the great
t.rl‘l;trhﬂ of Determinism——""

‘My only hat! What words he gets hold of. What is it,
Skimmy 7"

“It is the—the—the creed of the Determinists,” explained
Skimpole lucidly. “ You see, nobody is really to blame for
anything. You are to blame if you blame anybody. No;
not exactly to blame, because nobody’s to blame--I mean, if
vou say a thing is wrong, you are wrong, because nobody is
wrong—or, rather, you're not wrong, because there is no
su?‘h thing as wrong; but you would be wrong if "’

Ow, leave off! _Ypu’lF make my head ache!” howled
Lowther. = “What idiotic book have you been getting all
that piffle from?”

“It is not piffle!” said Skimpole indignantly, “It is
Determinism, and it is one of the greatest modern—modern—
modern-—-""

“Inventiong "’ 2

£ N’o; that’'s not the word. I forget it exactly, but it
doesn’t matter. You see, we are all human attributes to
heredity and environmen 2

::Ow! Four :!vllub}es at a time, by George!”

‘ Heredity and environment explain everything,” went on
?kmé ole, u'x;xheodmg. “You sce, if you are a criminal,
sowther——

:: If 'm a what?”’ roared Lowther.

I don’t mean that you are a criminal,” said Skimpole,
bn‘t‘:kmg,-a.way hastily,  “T said if you were a criminal—"

You'd better not say anything of the kind, if you don’t
want me to wipe up the linoleum-with you!” growled
Lowther.

“You don’t understand argument,” said Skimpole dis-
dainfully. ‘‘But, to take another case. Suppose Tom Merry
was a murderer 1

“What ?” roared Tom Merry.

“Of course, I'm only supposing.” :

“If you suppose like that, Skimmy,
against the wall, so you had better Ycave off supposing !”’

““ Well, say, we'll take it that Manners is a thief—"

Manners seized the youthful Determinist by the throat, and
backed him violently against the wall.

‘“Now then, what’s that?’’ he demanded wrathfully.

“Ow! Leggo! I was only putting a case!”

“Do you want me to bang your head on this wall 7"’

“No, certainly not! Ow!”

“Then you'd better take some other case!” growled
Manners.

Skimpole wriggled himself free. :

“You don’t understand argument,” he said witheringly.
¢ But, to take another case. We’'ll suppose that Gore, for
instance, was a criminal. Would it be right to blame Gore?
-No, my friends; I maintain that it would be wrong. For
Gore: gets his nature from -his ancestors—that’s "heredity.
He gets his training from his surroundings—that’s his environ-
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ment. Gore is entirely made up of heredity and environ-
ment, therefore, Gore himself can’t be to blame for being what
he is. Every quality he possesses is the effect of a cause.
You see, every cause ean be traced to an effect—I1 mean,

without. something having caused it to happen, as we know
by the light of Determinism.”

“T think we knew that before,” Tom Merry remarked.
“T fancy it was known some millions of years ago, though,
of course, I don’t remember as far back. I fancy that’s
fearful piffio you've got hold of this time, Skimmy."” .

“Of all the asses I ever heard of or read about,” said
Manners thoughtfully, “I think Skimmy takes the Peck
Frean! A thing has only got to end with ‘ism’ for him to
take it up and chew on it !’ .

“Lots of asses like that,” Lowther remarked. “I'd advise
you to burn the book you %lot; that rot from, Skimmy.
You'll be working it out next that it won’t be wrong for you,
to neglect your prep., for instance.”’ .

“Certainly not! It would be the result of heredity and
environment.”

“Then_ it wouldn't be wrong
you for it?”

“Oh, yes, that would be wrong !’ :

“Tt couldn’t be; it would be only the result of some more
heredity and environment !” grinned Lowther.

Skimpole scratched his head. He evidently hadn’t looked:
at it in that light. .

“T haven't quite thought out that part of it,”’ he admitted.
““You can’t think these things out in a_moment, you know.
But to come back to the parliament. You want me to be
Prime Minister, I suppose ?”? .

i Somethinq wrong with your supposing apparatus, if you
suppose that!” said Lowther, with a shake of the head.
“We only want you to shut up!”

“That is rather rude, Lowther ; but, as a sincere Socialist,
I am bound to overlook all Eersona.i offences, and labour
to improve humanity,” said Skimpole. ‘‘As a Decterminist,
too, I cannot blame you. Your rudeness is undoubtedly the
cffect of a base training amid filthy and sordid surround-

. Eh ?)l )
‘“Base and sordid training in enrllv1 youth,” went on
Skimpole, now fairly mounted upon his hobby-horse. *‘ Base
and sordid surroundings, and training at the hands of
degenerate and self-indulging parents, will account for—
Ow, ow, ow !”

for the Form master to lick

Bump ! bump ! went Skimpole’s head against the wall, and i

then he was dropped in a sitting posture on the mat. Then
the indignant Lowther marched off, with his chums laughing

heartily, and the amateur Socialist-Determinist was left
sitting on the mat, staring blankly after them.

CHAPTER 4. *

o The Poster. o

ACK BLAKE came out of his study, followed b his

J three chums. There was satisfaction in cach o? the

four faces, doubtless the result of successful labours;
for Blake carried in his hands the poster destined to call
the juniors of St. Jim’s to the genera meetinq of electors.
The poster was daubed up in red and black ink, and
certainly looked imposing. As Blake said, a high style of art
was not expected in election posters. Certainly anyone who
had expected it in this case would have been disup{;ointed.

I;lqt the lettering would catch the eye; that was tho chief
thing. |
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther met the chums of

Study No. 6 in the passage. Tom Merry glanced at the
poster.
“S8o you've fixed it up?”’
“T'm just going to fix it up,” said Blake.
Tom Merry laughed. : . .
“I mean, you have written out the thing. = Figgins
suggests putting it up in the quad, instead of the hall, so

that fellows of both Houses can read it.”

“That’s a good idea !”

“Let’s have a look at it before it's posted up,” ‘said
Lowther anxiously. ‘‘It's rather risky leaving a thing of
that sort in the hands of Fourth-Formers.”

Blake glared. .

“Let’s have a look at it,”” said Manners.

The poster remained folded under Blake's arm. s Y

“You can look at it when it's up,” he, said.

“But we want to see if it’s all

rigll(\t.’ ! |
“If it isn’t all right,” said Blake, ‘*it will remain - all”

J

{

wrong. 'This H)oster 18 going up as it 1s, and that’s flat !”
“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy. “y wegard Lowthah's
suggestion as impertinent.

is, deah boys! Wo should distinctly wefuse to altah a single

word, you know!” ‘ Yy
“That’s all very .w_ell." _ bl
rder in
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“Of course, it is!” agreed Blake. *Come along!”

‘And the Fourth-Formers marched out into the quad. Tom
Merry followed, laughing, and Maners and Lowther gave in.

Blake looked about him when he was in the open air. A
big elm at a short distance from the School House entrance
seemed to bo an appropriato place, and the Fourth-Formers
marched over to it. The poster was flattened out on the
broad trunk. The poster being written only upon a double
sheet, of foolscap, was not of great dimensions, and there was
Elinty of room on the broad trunk to extend it almost

at

“Tacks!” said Blake laconically.

“You hold the poster,” said Digby.
Where’s the hammer ?"

“I've got the hammer, Dig.”

‘““Hand it over!”

“*Oh, that’s all wight! T'Il dwive in the tacks, deah boy.
We want the thing done pwoperly !”’

“You’d better give me the hammer.
damage with it.”’

*Oh, wats ! Pway pwoduce the tacks, deah boy !”

Digby produced the tacks, and Blake extended the election
poster on the trunk of the big tree. D’Arcy took a grip on
the hammer. !

“Hold the tacks in position, Dig, deah boy, while I
hammah them in!” he said.

‘“No fear!”

“I weally think you oughtn’t to bo lazy on a gweat
occasion like this, Dig! Pway hold the tacks! I might
hammah my thumb by mistake !”’

‘‘ You might hammer mine !” howled Digby.

“Yaas, I shouldn’'t wondah! Accidents will happen when
you are dwivin’ in tacks. If you won’t hold them for me,
pway hand them ovah, and I will do my best, at the wisk
of hammahin’ my beastly thumb !”

‘“ Here you are!”

“Thank you! Now—— What's that?”’

D’Arcy swung back the hammer.  “That” was a howl
from Hetries as it clumped on the side of his head. Herries
danced, clasping his head, and D’Arey turned round and
looked at him in surprise.

“Bai Jove, Hewwies, old chap, what are you dancin’ like
that for? This isn’t a time to twy a new step, you know !"

“You confounded ass, you've bumped your confounded
hammer on my confounded head !”” roared Herries.

“I am yvewy sowwy ! I thought I felt a jar,” said D’Arcy.
“Pway don’t put your head in the way of my hammah
again, Hewwies, old chap !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tom Merry. ‘‘He’s not likely to.
Keep out of the way of that hammer, kids! Gussy is
dangerous at close quarters.”

“I am weally not dangerous at close
are clumsy, and get in the way of hammah,” said
Arthur Augustus. ““I have been called a lazy boundah,
because I don’t like doin’ wuff work, and I am determined
to show you that when it comes to usin’ a hammah I can
keep my end up with anybody. Have you got that postah
all wight, Blako?”

“Yes. Don’t keep me waiting all night.”

“Certainly not, deah boy. I have othah mattahs to attend
to aftah this. Digby, do you weally wefuse to hold the tacks
while I-dwive them in?"’

"*“Yes, rather!” said Digby, with emphasis.

“Vewy well. I am just goin’ to begin, Blake.
don’t show those signs of beastly impatience; it is
form, and you may put me off my stwoke.”

“Buck up, ass!’

“1 wefuse to be called an ass.”

‘“Are you going to use that hammer, or are you not?”
.roared Blake.

“I am certainly going.to use it. I could not dwive in
the tacks without it. I wegard that as a wathah widiculous
question, Blake.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the Terrible Three.

“Pway don’t make that feahful noise, you boundahs!
You may put me off my stwoke, and then I may bwain
Blake by mistake.”

“My—my hat, I'll——"

‘I am just goin’ to begin, Blake. Here goes, deah boy!”

Arthur ~ Augustus held a tack ‘upon the poster, and
hammered at it. He gave his thumb a smart tap, and
uttered a yelr. But he was not to be beaten. He tapped
the tack in lightly to hold it, and then swung, back the
hammer for a heavy stroke to drive it right in. Blake gave

o u fiendish yell as the hammer clumped on the side of his
ead.

“I've got the tacks.

You'll do some

%\lmrtnhs, ‘unless you
the

Pway
bad

“Blake, you quite startled me! Ow—ow!”

3' dropped the poster, and seized the swell of the

School House. He sat D'Arcy down in the guadrangle, and
hammer away. Then he planted his boot upon

the fancy waistcoat of Arthur Augustus, and wiped it there.
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““There, you howling ass!” he gasped, rubbing his head.
“T’ll teach you to clump me on the napper with a_hammer!”

“Ow! You howwid wottah! You have wuined my waist-
coat!” wailed Arthur Augustus.

Blake grinned.

Arthur Augustus staggered to his feet. He eyed the
waistcoat in dismay; there were very plain traces of Blake's
boot there.

“Blake, I no longah wegard you as a fwiend—"

¢“Oh, go and eat coke!”

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. I am sowwy to
have to bwealk an old fwiendship, but before this matter
pwoceeds any furthah I am goin’ to give you a feahful
thwashin’ !”’

‘“Sheer off !’

“Certainly not; I am goin’——"’

Blake made a sign to Herries and Di%by. They seized
Gussy one by either arm, and ran him off the scene, vigor-
ously but vainly protesting.

Blake rubbed the bump on his head.

“Lend me the hammer,” said Lowther, ‘‘I'll shove the
thing up for you.”

Blake sniffed.

“J can manage it all right, Lowther.”

‘“ ]}ut_._)’

€ Rﬁ.ts !’l .

Isake put up the poster again, and drove in the tacks
to keep it in position. A crowd was already gathering
round the tree. In the failing light of the May evening
the glaring black and red of the election poster could be
easily read. R
lf‘vﬂullo,” said Gore, of the Shell, * what sort of rot is
this?” .

‘“Oh, some more piffle of Tom Merry’s,” said Moellish.
‘“Hallo, I didn’t see you there, Tom Merry. I say, this is
a jolly good idea of yours about a St. Jim’s Parliament.”

Tom Merry  laughed. '

‘“Well, you ought to be a quick-change artist, Mellish
was all he said. .

“Let’s read the notice,” said Jimson. ‘‘Get your fat
cocoanut out of the way, French; I can’t see through wood."

‘“Order, there!” said Blake. ‘You can all read it with-
out shoving.”

‘“Order, order!” said Lowther.

There was not much order among the crowding juniors,
but they were all able to read the poster. It ran as follows:

~ NOTICE!

1

”»

To the Juniors, Seniors, and Masters of St. Jim’s.

It having been proposed, seconded, and adopted, by an
influential body oF School House juniors, to have and to
hold a Parliament at St. Jim’s:

“We, the undersigned, do hereby and thusly call a
(ieneral Mooting of all Fellows of both Houses at St. Jim’s,
for the purpose of discussing the matter, and arranging the
elections.

‘“All are invited, seniors being admitted if they behave
themselves, and New House fellows if they wipe their boots
and don't talk too much.

“The mceetinge will be held at seven p.m. precisely,
al fresco, there being no room in the school, at the disposal
of the electors, sufficiently large to admit them all.

“The place of the meeting is behind the chapel green,
and fellows are requested to bring all the illuminations
possible, as the moon will not be up till the meeting is
over.

“@Given under our hand and seal, in Study No. 6, in the
cock-house at St. Jim’s.

‘“(8igned) JACK BLAKE,
ARTHUR DicBY,
G. HERRIES,
ARTHUR AvucusTus D’Arcy.”

““I say, our signatures ought to be there!” exclaimed
Manners warmly. ‘‘ This thing isn’t being run by Study
No. 6, that I know of.”

“The poster was left in our hands to be drawn up,

" said
ake. .
“That’s all very well, but you were really given the
scribbl'i,ng to do; we didn't put the whole business in your

nds. !
‘I don’t think that poster can be improved upon.”
“It wants our signatures at the bottom.” .
“Well, I suppose there’s no-objection to that,”” said Blake
rﬁﬂectively. “You fellows will shove yourselves into every-
thing.”
‘““ Why, it’s our idea!” exclaimed Tom Merry indignantly.
L "h, don’t argue! You can stick your names on if you

like. . .
“I've got an indelible pencil,” said Manners. ‘‘Here
you are! ) :
Manners -scratched his signature under the list already
- Order In
Advance.
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‘there', and Tom Merr,

. and Monty Lowther followed suit.
They had just finishe i
scene

when Figgins & Co. arrived on the

‘“Hallo!”” said Figgins, reading down the poster. “ That's
all right, but that reference to the New House will have
to be taken out, or there will be a row.’’

“I'm not taking anything out of my poster,” said Blake.

“Then we'll jolly soon have your poster down,” said

Kerr.

“ Will HOU? T'd like to see the New House rotter who
could pull my poster down,” said Blake, placing himself
in an attitude of defence before the notice. )

“Well, I'm one!” said Kerr.

‘““And I'm another!”’ said Figgins. ‘“ What T say is—"

““Oh, come, Blake!” said Fom Merry. “In an address
to the whole school, we can’t have any House chipping.
Have it taken out like a good chap.” )

““Well, if you put it like that,” said Blake, relenting,
“T don’t mind. Shove your pencil through it, Manners.”’

. The obnoxious reference to the New House was accord-
mglK] blue-pencilled. .

‘Now are you satisfied?” demanded Blake, with an air
of martyr-like resignation.

“Not quite,” said Figgins, * There’s that rot about
Study No. 6 being in the cock-house at St. Jim’s. It's in
the School House, as a matter of fact.”

‘*8chool House is cock-house——"

‘“‘Rats!”

*Look here, Figgins, I'vo been jolly

“You’ve been a jolly ass, you mean,

“If you New House rotters are looking for trouble——"

“We're looking for all the trouble you School House
wasters can give us.” .

*“Then I'll jolly soon——'

‘“Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Tom Merr , pushing between
the two excited lium'om. ““Shove in School House instead
of cock-house, Blake. House rows are off.”

‘It seems to me that yow've giving in too much to the
New House, Tom Merry.” * )

*Oh, cheese all that!

“I don’t see—""

‘Scratch it out, I say!”

Blake hesitated, but he finally took the pencil and altered
{.hok‘phrase. Then he gavo Figgins an extremely sarcastic
ook, .

‘“There you are, Figgy. I hope you’re satisfied now ?”

“One more thing,” said Figgins: I sge you've all got
your names at the bottom of the notice. Ours are wanted
there too.”

“Rot! It’s a School House idea.”

‘“Figgins is right,” said Tom Merry. “The whole school
is going in for this thing, and Figgins & Co. are the repre-
sentatives of the New r;%o se.”

s shove the names down ! said Blake. *Shove down
every blessed name of evory blessed rotter in the blessod
school, if you can find room on the blessed paper!”’

So the names of Figginy, Kerr, and Wynn were appended
to the poster. The crowd round the elm-tree grew thicker,
and various comments were passed upon the idea, more or
less complimentary to the originators.

At last Kildare, the cuEtuin of St. Jim’s, came out to see
what the crowd was gathered for, and way was made for
the stalwart Sixth-Former to read the notice.

Kildare read it, and laughed.

‘“ Whose idea is that?’ he asked, looking round.

“The suggestion came from Tom Merry,” said Blake.
““We’ve taken it in hand and knocked it into shape, Kil-

Eatient; but—"
ut—-""

b

Scratch it out.”

‘‘ Well, of all the nerve!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

The captain of St. Jim’s laughed again. He seomed to find
something very amusing in that important election notice.

“I say, Kildare,” said Blake, “wo should be glad to have
you come along to the meeting, you know. Scniors are
welcome.” .

“1f they behave themselves, I see,” said Kildare, with a
glance at the poster.

Blake coloured.

‘“Oh, that doesn’t refer to you, Kildare!
would—would——"

‘“Behave myself?” said Kildare gravely.
that.kindly from you, Blake. It is ¢
the Sixth to know that the Fourth Form has confidence in
him. I-don’t think I shall come along to the meeting, how-
ever—unless you make too much t t

ably come along with a cane. That’s a friendly hint.”

And Kildare walked away with a smile on his good-
tempered face.
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CHAPTER 5.
Skimpole is Busy.

“ HE School House will have to muster strong for the
meeting,” said Jack Blake a little later, as he
stood in the doorway with his chums. * We can’t

have Figgins & Co. turning up with the whole

any of our fellows missing it.

lately 7"’
“I saw him mooning along the passage a while back,” said
Digby. “He had a pundle of foolscap under his arm. I

think he had just bought it.”

* Making a_speech, very likely,” said Herries. * He's got
to come to the meeting, though, ass as he.is. We're not
going to have any School House junior staying out.”

‘““Not much !”

“ Let’s go along to his study and see if he's there.
getting near seven. We've got to lool‘{3 for Gussy, too.’

“ Right you are!”

The three Fourth-Formers proceeded to
Blake opened the door and laoked in.
of his tap,
too deepf;
like that.
table.

He had a pen stuck behind his ear, and paper before him,
and an inkpot, and a pile of heavy-looking volumes. Appar-
ently he was engaged in composing a speech, but the thoughts
would not come. gHe was tapping his forehead as if t3 assist
his brain to work—without much success.

The chums of the Fourth starcd at him and grinned.

‘““Mad as a hatter or a poet!” said Blake. ‘“Hallo,
Skimmy |” .

Skimpole started out of his reverie.

““Is that you, Blake? You startled me! You should not
come in so suddenly upon a fellow who is thinking out
social problems !”’ :

‘*Are you thinking out social problems?’’

“Yes; it’s a question for the St. Jim’s Parliament to deal
with,” explaine Skimpole. “I'm writing out the speech,

ut I’'m getting a little bothered with the statistics. I'm
trying to work out the exact proportion to the population
of the number of children who died of starvation guring the
last ten years.”

Blake shuddered, .

“ Well, that’s a nice, cheerful subject for a specch I”’ he
exclaimed. “If you start working of any statistics of that
sort at the meeting, Skimpole, you will go out of that meet-
ing on your neck, so I warn you.”

* My word,” said Digby, *“I should say so!l You'll give
us all the ghastly creeps, you born duffer!”

_*“You don’t understand,” said Skimpole patiently. ““It’s
by opening your eyes to the horror of present conditions that

It’s
’

Skimpole’s study.
No notice was taken
but that went for nothin , as Skimpole was often
immersed in great thoughts to notice little things
Sure enough, there was Skimpole sitting at the

shall convert you all in triumph fo Socialism. It will be.

a great day for me when the whole of St. Jim’s turns
Socialist.”

‘“No doubt. But—-—"

“It’s coming,” said Skimpole—“‘I can feel it cominql
Of course, there will be a Labour
Parliament

“1 atg:pose s0,” said Blake rather doubtfully.

*“ A Parliament wouldn’t be complete without a Tabour
Party,” said Digby. “ Wo must be up-to-date, you know’’

“stactlf P” said Skimpole, “ My idea is a Labour Party,
and 1 shall be the chief of it. I shall move revolutionary
resolutions, and wake things u generally.
day for juniors will be one of the first measures.”

" Why, you ass, we don’t work cight hours a day!”

‘“ Who said we.did

“Well, we don’t want to do nnﬁthing more than we do §
lake.

now in that line, do we?’ howled

‘I really haven’t thought that out, Blake. That is a
minor point. I know that an eight-hour day for miners has
received the support and approval of all the intelligent
classes of the community, and so an eight-hour day for
juniors is bound to be desirable.”

* Skimmy, old chap, you are really too funny to live|”

“I camnot see anything humorous in that. There are
other mecasures of reform I intend to bring in.  The
nationalisation of the cricket-ground is one of the most
important. The seniors have a far better ground than the
juniors. This is evidently unjust.”

* We shall all be seniors some day.”

‘* That is nothing to do with it.”

““ But we shall all have our turn.”

“That’s not the point. Our duty is to correct present in-
justice. The ground should be thrown open to the whole
school, and used in common.”

“ Why only the school?” asked Dig. “ Why not Rylcombe,
and the whole country?”

Skimpole scratched  his head.

“ Well, yes, why not?’ he exclaimed.
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ot the courage of your convictions, any-
e. ‘“Perhaps it's because you don’t play

Any more social reforms?”

s “*Yes, cortainly! = When I am leader of the Labour-

. ‘Socialist party af St. Jim’s, I shall bring in reforms every
 few minutes. “There are the prefects, for example, who are
v appomtend by the Head from the Sixth Form.”

*They always have been.”

- “That is beside the point. We are going to pass a law

- permitting the Shell to furnish a certain number of prefects,

and when the whole of St. Jim’s backs up the demand, Dr.

- Holmes will hardly bo able to resist.”

ki ““Ha, ha, ha!”! <

Skimpole frowned.

“I really do not seo what you are laughing at, Blake!”

““Look in the looking-glass, then,” grinned Blake. ** Como

on, kids; let’s go and see if Tom Merry’s ready!”

“Don’t be late for the meeting, Skimmy,” said Dig. “It's

seven, you know; and it only wants a quarter of an hour

W

way,” grinned Bla

|

!

f

i u “Waell, you've
I ‘ oricket, though,
|

T ab
' now.
‘“Oh, very good, Digby!” g
o “1f you don’t turn up you will be jolly well ragged. The
* School House has got to muster strong to keep the New
House rotters out o% it.”*
“Right-ho!” said Herries. *“If you forget to come, I shall
come and yank you out, so remember that, if you forget.”
And the chums of Study No. 6 quitted Skimpole’s study.
The amateur Socialist lyl'mgcd his pen into the ink and
bogan to write. Blake, ITerries, and Dighy went on to Tom
Merry’s study, and found the Terrible Threo just finishing
their prep.
“Don’t be late,” said Blake, looking in.
to seven. A lot of the fellows are on the ground already.”
“That's all right,” said Tom Merry, looking up. ‘‘ We'll
4 up on time. We're close on done this rotten prep. See
~ that the fellows all turn up, Blake.”
“Rather! Have you seen Gussy?’
l;dN’?' not sinco Dig and Herries marched him off in the
quad.
Blake giggled. ]

. ““He’s gone off on his dignity somewhere,” he remarked.

J 1" Wek:ye got to hunt him up, or he'll cut the meeting. So-

[ long

‘ . And the Fourth-Formers went off in search of the swell of

i the School House. Tom Merry scratched away with his pen.

. A sound outside the study door drew his atiention a little

~while later.

' What on earth’s that?” he asked. * There’s somebody

,taPpmg away with a hammer or something in the passage.”’
‘Can’t be anybody fastening the door up for a lark?”’ said

. Lowther.

. “Noj; it’s not at the door.”

| “Have a look, and punch whoever it is in the eye,” said

| .Manuers.

f Tom Merry laughed, and rose from the table. He opened
the study door qmoti and looked out into the passage.
Skm‘l’&aolc had just finished tacking up a notice on the wall.

“ What on earth are you up to, Skimpole?” exclaimed Tom

{ Merry, in amazement. . -

¥ Skimpole glanced at him.

| “Oh, just a little notice to the Shell, Merry! It's about

? o Parliamentary debate I'm going to hold after this
meeting.”’ .

I “The dickens you are!”

| “Yes; and here, I've got my spcech that I'm going to

|+ make. If you like, you can take a copy of it for the next

| - number of the ‘ Weekly.””

i “1 don’t like.”

E “ Botter think twice about it,” urged Skimpole. ‘“‘Tom

I

“It’s a quarter

Merry’s Weekly’ has been pretty rotten late , you know,
and a good, stirring report of a speech on Socialism and
Doterminism will give it a log-up.”’
* Declined with thanks.”
‘“ But really, Merry—"
“Rats! Clear off!” We’ro busy!”
' And Tom Merry retired into the study and slammed the
£ .
[ “Its only that ass Skimpole—"
7+ The door reopened, and Skimpole’s big head and big spec-
| tacles looked in.
lo o “I say, Tom Merry—"
I Tom Merry made a jump towards him, and Skimpolo
" disappeared. " Tom followed him into the passago, and, with
¢ -a big blue pencil, serawled a footnote upon his notice of the
forthcomin Parfia.me‘ntary debate. :
“Rats, Tom Merry!”
Then he retired into the study again. The door opened.
‘1 say, Merry, 1 raally think you shouldn’t haye—-"
“Will you clear out?’ °
““But you shouldn’t have—""
. “We've got to get our prep. done before the meeting.
You sco, we've no time to kill you. Will you travel?”
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One Penay ?

*“Yes, but—" ;

Tom Merry made a rush to the door in exasperation.
Skimpole ekipped out and slammed it. Tom Merry dragged
the door open. Skimpole was about to erase the inscription
Tom had serawled upon his notice, but Tom did not give him
time, He reached out, and erushed the amateur Socialist's
“hat over his eyes with one fell swoop of his fist,

Skimpole gave a yell.

“ Now, get along ! said Tom Merry, with a grin of eatis-
faction. “As a Socialist and a champion of the submerged
millions, you oughtn’t to he wearing a silk-hat, so you've
only got what you deserve.”

“ Really, Merry—"

“Oh, scat!” ; :

And Skimpole “scatted.” Tom Merry was grinning as
he closgd the door of the study.

Tho chums of the Shell finished their )rcig. and_ went
downstairs, They met Blake, Herries, anc ighy in the
hall, looking as if they had lost something.

M“f[Iullo, aren’t you coming to the meeting?’ asked Tom

erry.
“We've lost Gussy.”

““Gussy! What has become of him?” e

¢ That's what I want to know. We haven’t scen him since
Il)ig zwd Herries walked him into the gym. and left him
there.

‘“He’s not in Study No. 6.”

.“No; we've looked there.”

““ Better advertise for him in the Agony Column .of the
‘Times,”” said Monty Lowther. “I'll draw up the adver-
tisemont for you, if you like. Lost, stolen, or strayed, one
of a collection of four monkeys——""

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Tom Merry and Manners,
Blake gave them a freezing stare.
“T suppose it was looking into the looking-glass in early

_youth that gave Lowther the impression that he was a funny

man,” he remarked.
at, but—-"

‘““Hallo, here’s Gussy!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was just entering the School
House. The juniors made a rush for him. The swe!ll of
St. Jim’s adjusted his eyoglass and gave them a cold stare,
and then turned on his heel and walked out again. But
the chums of Study No. 6 were not to be rebuffed. They
ran after D’Arcy and surrounded him in the quadrangle,
and the swell of the School House was forced to halt,

“I don’t deny that he’s funny to look

CHAPTER 6.
: D'Arcy Makes It Up.
L USSy—" : .
Arthur Augustus waved his hand hnuﬁhtxly.
‘“ Pway do not addwess me, young fe
no desire to hold any furthah converse with you.
longah wegard you as fwiends.” '

“My dear ass—" )

“I wefuse to be chawactewised as an ass. T wogard you
as a set of wuff boundahs. It has always boen my desire to
keep my circle of fwiends seloct, not to say swagiuh. I
wefuse to continue the acquaintance of “such beastly
boundahs.”

““Oh, Gussy, Gussy, don’t be so severe with your uncle!”

“Pway don’t wot, Blake! I have given the subject a
gweat doeal of careful thought, and I have come to the con-
clusion that I can no longah wegard you as fwiends.”

“Too bad,” said Blake, winking at Tom Merry; ‘“and we
were thinking Gussy would make such a ripping candidate
for St. Jim’s Parliamsnt.” d

Arthur Auqustus started. N

‘“Eh, what’s that, Blake?” !

‘“ Oh, it’s too late now, of course, as you no longer regard
us as friends, but really. you would have made a good
momber for, Colney Hatch—I mean for Study No. 6.”

‘‘Same thing,” said Monty Lowther.

Blake glared.

¢“If you don’t leave off trying to be funny, Lowther——""

““Yaas, I find Lowthah’s wotten jokes wathah twyin’,
especially now the weathah is gwowin’ warmah,” ‘said
Arthur Augustus. ‘““But were you weally thinkin’ of me

I no

as membah for Study No. 6, Blake?”’ )

“Could we think of a better representative, Gussy?”

* Well, no, that is quite twue, but you chaps vewy seldom
allow me to take the lead in any mattah, in spite of the
evident {)wopwiety of my doin’ s0,” said Arthur Augustus,
““1 should be quite willin’ to stand for election.”

Blake shook his head solemnly.

‘““Then I'm sorry it’s too late.’’

“But it is not too late, deah boy.”

“Oh, yes, it is; we can’t possibly back up a candidoto
who no longer regards us as friends.”

“Oh, of course, I am willing to weceive an apology.”
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“T've no doubt you are; but how are you going to get
one? That’s the giddy question,” Blake remarked.

‘“Weally, Blake—-"

‘““Never mind; Dig will make a good candidate.”

“Weally, I am quite willin’ to waive the apology, and
allow mattahs to weturn to their old footin’,” said D’Arcy,
after a moment’s thought.

“Then we’ll think about it,” said Blake.
go to the meetfn;ﬁ."

‘“Certainly, deah bry. As a mattah of fact, I was wathah
hasty in comin’ to that decision. 1 know it is my duty to
wepwesont the study in St. Jim’s Parliament, as the most
sensible membah of the inhabitants.”

“My hat! What must the others be like?”” murmured
Monty Lowther.

“Pway, did you addwess me, Lowthah?”

“Oh, no, Gussy.”

“T fancy I heard you make an impertinent wemark.”

‘‘Let’s got to the meeting,”” said Manners.

““Wait a moment. Is there time before the mecetin’ for
me to give Lowthah a feahful thwashin’, Blake?”

“No, there isn't,” ¢ claimed Blake, seizing D’ Arcy by the
arm and marchin;; him off. ““You just come along.”

Arthur Augustus wriggled in his cfmm’s muscular grip.

“Pway don’t be so beastly wuff, Blake. You aré¢
wumplin’ the sleeve of my beastly jacket, you know.”

“I’ll rumple your neck if you don’t buck up.” .

“I wefuse to buck up. It would not be consistent with
my &K kil

““Take his other arm, Herries.

Dig, old chap.”

. “Certainly!”

‘“Pway don’t be such wuff bwutes!” exclaimed D’Arcy.
“Upon second thoughts, I will buck up, deah boys.”

“Come on, then!”

The juniors hurried on towards the spot selected for the
first meeting of the electors of St. Jim’s,

They overtook Figgins & Co. on the way, with a crowd
of New House juniors. i
. ‘““Hallo,” said Figgins, with a cheerful grin, ‘this meet-
ing is catching on, kids! The whole of the Lower School

is going.”
““The School House will have

““Good !" said Tom Merry.
a mni’ority, I expect.”

““Oh, I don’t know,” said Kerr; * the School House vote
will be split.”

“T don’t think so. Blake will make concessions for the
good of the whole of the House.”

‘““Yes, rather!” said Blake genially. ‘8o long as Tom
Merry keeps his place, and admits that Study No. 6 is top
study in the School Ilouse, we sha’n’t be inclined to quarrel
with anybody.” ’

‘““Yaas, wathah!” :

‘“ Catch us admitt_ingi]un)thing of the kind!" said Manners.
“It’s you chaps who have got to show a proper respect for
your. elders, or else there will be trouble.’

“J fancy there will be trouble, then.” )

“1 wathah fancy there will, undah those cires.,” said
D’Arcy. “I am pwetty sure -that there will be twouble,
deah boys.”

‘“Oh, come on, and leave them to argue it out!” grinned
Figgins. ‘“The New 1llouse is sticking together well on
this business. I dare say we shall be able to carry off the
whole thing, if we're careful.”

“We'll try!” said Kerr determinedly.

“And if we get the majority, and run things our own
way, it will be a triumph, as it's a School House whceze,”
chuckled Figgins.

‘““We should have to give a bumping good feed to cele-
brate a thing like that,” Fatty Wynn remarked.

“Here we are!” exclaimed Figgins. ‘* My hat, there’s a
crowd, and no mistake! I rather think 8t. Jim's Parlia-
ment will be a success.”

There was certainly a large crowd on the greund. Behind
the chapel green was a considerable space, not overlooked
hy the windows of masters or prefects, a great advantage
.in the eyes of the juniors of St. Jim’s. And there it really
seemed as though the whole of the Lower School had
gathered.

Boys of the School House and the New House had turned
up in force, and every Lower Form was fully represented,
from the Shell, the top of the Lower School, to the inky
little fags of the First. and Second Forms. o

Even a few of the Fifth had come along out of curiosity
to see what the new junior idea was like.

Tom Merry glanced round with an eye of pride.

The clection poster had called up a mass meeting scldom
equalled in the annals of St. Jim’s, save on occasions of
football matches and cricket ditto.

. It was something to have an idea taken up so_thoroughly
by the Lower School, New House, and School House a ike.

“Now let us

Help him with your boot,
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Every fellow there was curious to know exactly what the
idea was, and how it would work out, and some of the
fellows had brought knotted towels, in case it should end
up in a House row, as was quite probable.

There was a shout as Tom Merry arrived upon the scene.

“Here’s Tom Merry!”

“ And here’s Blakel”

““Order!” 6 .

The Terrible Three advanced to the rails of the chapel
green, and halted there, and a curious crowd immediately
surrounded them.

— e

CHAPTER 7.
The Meeting !

OM MERRY looked over the eager crowd, and cleared
his throat with a little preliminary cough, as he had
heard the doctor do on occasions of speeches in Hall.

“ Gentlemen of the Lower Forms—-"

““Hear, hear!” shouted Jimson of the Shell,

“ Gentlemen of St. Jim’s——"

“Hear, hear!” bawled French.

“ Gentlemen—""

“QOh, get on!”

“Order!” ;

“Pway don’t intewwupt, deah boys! Tom Mewwy will
go on talkin’ all night if you give him a pwetext.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dry up, Gussy!”

“1 wefuse to dwy up.

‘“ Gentlemen of St.

‘“Hear, hear!”

“You are called together upon an occasion unprecedented
in the history of the groat and glorious college to which
we belong,” said Tem Merry. : ;
M“ My”hatl" gasped Figgins. ‘‘Say that over again, Tom §

erry.

““Where does he get those words from?"’

“1 saw him looking them out in the dictionary about
half an hour ago,” said Jimson. )

“You didn’t!” roared Tom Merrﬂ indignantly.

““ What were you looking out in that dictionary, then?”

“It was a German dictionary, and——"" .

“Oh, was it? My mistake. T thought you were looking
out long words for a speech. ~Where did you get thoso
stunners from?”’

“If you want me to speak in words of one syllable—-"

“1 don’t want you to speak at all, as far as I'm con-
cerned.” L.

*“Shut up, Jimson !’ shouted Figgins.

“I’m not going to shut ug for any New House bounder
here,”’ replied Jimson, who belonged to the School House.

“Then I'll jolly soon make you.”

“1'd like to see you do it.”

“Then I'll—"

“Hold on! Stop it, Figgins!™

“T'm going to make him shut up.”

““Hold on! We can’t have any fighting here!” said Tom
Merry. ‘‘Jimson, shut up for a little while, there’s a good
chnpf 1f you must go on talking, go round the chapel and
talk there.”

“TLook here, Tom Merry— ) .

“You can’t be allowed to interrupt the meeting. Gentle-
men of St. Jim’s—"

‘“Hear, hear!”

“You are called together——"’

“1 warned you not to intewwupt, deah boys! Now he’s
startin’ ‘again at the beginnin’, and we shall have it all
over again,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Shut up, Adolphus!””

“1 wefuse to do.anythin’ of the sort!
fact, I don’t see why Tom Mewwy is makin’ a beastly
speech at all. I coulg, explain much more concisely. You
w}"qq\;\irc a fellow of tact and judgment on an occasion like
this !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Choke him, somebody !” A

“1 wefuse to be choked !”

“ Gentlemen of the Lower School, you are called togdther

Yool

im’s "

As a mattah of

“Look here; Tom Merry, we've had that often cnough!”
said Figgins. “I'm not the chap to interrupt another’chap
when a chap is making a speech, but if the chap keeps on
repe,t,wing himself, it's time a chap interrupted the chap

““My hat!” said Lowther.
“Don’t interrupt me, Lowther !
“You're interrupting Tom Merry !’ g

‘“ Because he won't get finished, What I say is—"'

“ Weally, Figgins, the meetin’ isn’t intewested in what you

'l’mt a lot of chaps!”

Order in
. Advance,



_backing up the chums of the Shell.

“said Blake.

Evesy Thursday,

say. Tt's what T say that they are waitin’ with gweat eager-
ness to hear, deah boy ! Gentlemen of St. Jim’s——"

‘Oh, cheese it!” ‘said Blake. “Tom Merry’s too long-
winded, and Gussf’s an ass! Back me up, you chaps, and
I'll ring off a really good speech !”

“Blake, you are intewwuptin’ me !’

“Order ! roared Manners, * What we want is a chair-
man to keep order, and make the silly cuckoos speak in
rotation !"

“That's quite wight, Mannahs! I am .perfectly willin’
to be chairman!”

“You want a chairman who can kee
“I'm chairman of this meeting, at
who interrupts !”

“You'd: better start with me!” roared a score of School
House voices.

“I'll start with any one of you, or any two at a time!”
retorted Figgins. “TIf T can’t wipo up the ground with any
two School House sweeps, why——""

“Order !”

“Don't you yelp at me, Monty Lowther !"

“TI'll yolp at any New House. rotter I like !”

“T'll jolly soon——"

“That you won't!”

“Weally, deah boys——"

“My word!”

“Oh, shut up!” shouted Tom Merry. ““Look here, if this
meeting is going to procced and not turn itself into a
freo-fight, we've got to elect a chairman, and give him
powers to keep order.”

“Hear, hear!” )

“Now, as_the originator of the idea of a St. Jim's
Parliament, I think I ought to be chairman.” .

‘Really, Tom Merry,” said Skimpole, ““I think it is as
much my idea as yours, as—"’

“Go 1t, Skimmy !’ .

“Givo us some Socialism !

“(lortainly,” said Skimpole, taking the ironical shouts
seriously; and dragging a big folded bunch of foolscap out of
his pocfmt; “I am quite willing to enlighten you on the
subject of the burning questions of the day! I have made
a caleulation that if all the children who died of starvation
in London alone last year were——" i

‘“Shut up I”’

“No, go on!"

“““He'll give us the creeps. Gag him!”

“If all the famished orphans—"

“Ow! Shut up!’

Figgins gently flattened Skimpole’s already batterod hat
over his eyes. %Vhil‘e the amateur Socialist was strugﬁ!m
to get it off again, amid yells of laughter from a ribal
crowd, Tom Mgerry went on again. .

U1 propose myself as chairman of the meeting.” -

“I second,” shoutéd Manners and Lowther together.

“And I third!” oxclaimed Blake, rather unexpectedly
“Tom Merry for

order,” said Figgins.
I can lick any chajp

chairman.”

“Never !"” roared Figgins & Co.

“Hands up for Tom Merry as chairman ! yelloed Blake.

A forest of hands went up.” The rivals of the School House
being at one on this point, the voting was heavily in favour
of Tom Merry, and tgo New House were simply out of it.

“The ‘Aycs’ have it!” said Blake, looking over the
‘crowd. . ““ Do you ask for a count, Figgy?” = -

“No,” growled Figgins, who knew perfectly well that
when the juniors of -the larger House were united, they
always had the majority.

.“Does anybody want a count ?”’

“Rats! No; %[‘om Merry is chairman !

‘Tom Merry took off his cap, and bowed.

“ Many thanks for your kind support, gentlemen! T am
perfectly willing to take the position of chairman of this
meeting.”

¢ Buck up, then; it will be dark soon'!”

“That’s all right; we've got some bicycle lamps here!”
om Merry is chairman, and we're a com-

\ mittae to help him keep order.”
“

ood !I"" agreed Figgins. . :
“ Yaas, wathah! I weally insist upon ordah bein’ kept,

_deah boys !”’

j

b

3

“There’s Gussy starting again!”

¢ Weally, Fwench—"" . : ;

“‘Order !” shouted Tom Merry, waving his hand. “T shall
now proceed with my speech.”

““No, you won't!” interrupted Blake

‘‘ What do you mean, Blake?
me up for chairman !”’

romptly.
Wl'xy,p ‘'you were hacking
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‘“‘ Chairman keeps order while the speakers spoak,” said
Blake. ““You just introduce the speakers, that's all,”

“Why, you young ass—" -

T leave it to the meeting,” said Blake, -

“ Hear, hear!"” shouted the meeting delightedly.

The juniors were laughing heartily.. Tom Merry was
fairly caught. But the good humour of the hero of the
Shell was unfailing.

*“Well, if the meeting upholds Blake—"'"

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

‘““Hear, hear !”

“Then I'll leave my specch till later. T don't care!
Which of the speakers spoaks first? Thoy're all as rotton as
onc another, so it really doesn’t matter which 1"

“I speak first,” said Blake, ‘bocause—-""

““Ahem !” said Figgins. “I speak first, because—-—""

“I speak first, deah boys,” said Arthur ugustus D’Arcy,
‘“ because——""

*“Oh, dry up, all of you!” said Monty Lowther. “It's
my place to speak first, because .

‘“You'll nover agree at that rate,” remarked Digby.
“Suppose you take tho speechifiers in alphabetical order.”

*“Good wheeze " shouted a dozen voices.

The chairman nodded.

‘* Very well. The speakers will bo taken in alphabetical
order, gentlemen.”

“Then I speak first!” crowed D’Arcy triumphantly.

“You?” gruntod Figgins.. .““ You're a D.”

*“No, deah boy; I'm-an A—Arthur Augustus I”

“Christian names don/t count,” said Blake. = *‘There
aren’t any A’s among the speakers. We shall have to start
with B, and that stands for Blake.”

“ Weally, Blake—" . :

‘“That’s right!” grinned Digby, who, of ocourse,: had
thought that out before proposing the alphabetical test:
““Blake's first speaker !’ tad e g

“I don’t sce it!” said Figgins, ¢ JI—"" .

“ Weally, Digby, deah boy—* Do R,

‘““Silenee I shouted the chairman. * Blake speaks first'!
You’ve brought it on yoursclves, so it’s no good grumbling !”’

“If you allude to me like that, Tom err{-—_"_

““As chairman, I shall allude to you as I like!”
_“.]A's speaker, I shall dot you in the eye if you're not jolly -
civil I

“Order I exclaimed Kerr. ‘“We can’t have these School
House kids quarrelling with one another like this !"*

“Quite 50! said Tom Merry. *Shut up, Blake! I'm
surprised at you! Get on with your specch ! First, though,
don’t forget the five-minute rule.’” i

‘“ What five-minute rule 7’ .

‘“The rule of the Merry Hobby Club—no speech to exceed
five minutes.” s

‘“ Hobby club rules don’t apply to an election meeting."’

‘““Yes, they do, if I’m chairman of the election meo!:ingi."

““You won’t bo chairman long if you're not jolly careful.”

“Order! Any speaker checking “the chairman_ is thrown
;)ut on his neck, and the next man alphabetically takes his
urn.”’

“Jolly good wule!” exclaimed D’Arcy, who was next
alphabetically. )

¢ Five minutes is no good to explain a really qood idea.”

“It’s as long as anybod;} wants to listen to you."

“Rot! I tell you—’ :

“I put it to the meeting,” said Tom Merry, holdin up
his hand.  “Does anybody want to listen to Jack Blake
for more than five minutes?”’ ’ ) )

“No!” came back in a réar from a hundred throats.

“There Iyou are, Blake! That's settled !I”

‘“Oh, all right!” said Blake, with a sniff. * You don’t
deserve to have a specch from a chap like me at all. As a
matter of fact——"" X

“Of course, we don’t!” said Reilly. “We haven’t done
anything to deserve it that I know of.”

““Are you looking for a'thick ear, Reilly 7

“Yes, if you can give me one!”

g 1711~__’ . . 4 4

“One minute gone!” said the chairman, consulting his
watchg ‘“ You've got four left, Blake !” .

““Don’t be an ass, Tom Merry ! You don’t count the time.
I take in explaining things to that fathead from Belfast !"

“ Who are you calling a fathead ?”’ demanded the boy from
Belfast, looking warlike. . L '

“I'm calling——" . :

“Two minutes gone!” said Tom Merry. = won

* Better get on with the speech, Blake !” chucklod. Figgina.

Blake looked- wrathful, but he thought so, too; and ho
 cleared his throat, and began.

" 'Order in
Advanea. %
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CHAPTER 8.
; The Speeches.
- ENTLEMEN of St. Jim's—" .
' Excuse me a moment !” said Lowther, with an
air of great deference. *Is this your own speech,
Blake 7" :

*“Of course, it is, fathead !’

“You’re not repeating Tom
take 7

‘““No, I'm not !” roared Blake.

“Oh, sorry! It sounded as if you were.”

‘ Gentlemen of St. Jim’s,” went on Blake, with a red face
amid a bubbling of laughter all round him, ““you are called
together on an important oceasion "

‘ Lowther’s right!” ejaculated Figgins. *He's repeating
Tom Merry’s remarks, not that they're worth repeating !’

“Order, Figgins!”’

“Oh, all right! Wire in, Blake !

“‘ An important occasion,” said Blake. “ We, the juniors
of the School House, have thought of a ripping wheeze.
The first rough suggestion came from a bounder you all
know, one Merry——" A .

“ Well, I like that !"’ ejaculated Tom Merry indignantly.

** Well, if you like it, shut up, and don't mterrupt !” said
Blake. ‘' This idea, gentlemen of St. Jim’s, is to hold a
school parliament—improved upon the one which 1 beliove
vou are aware is held at Westminster.”

“Yes, I believe we are aware of something of the sort,”
said Lowther sarcastically.

“It will be called the St. Jim’s Parliament,” went on
Blake. *‘Votes will be couferred upon all the juniors of St.
Jim’s, and any candidate nominated by a respectable body
of electors will be allowed to stand for election.’

“Good!” said Tom Merry.

““The number of the new parliament will be fixed at
twenty,” eaid Blake. *That will be a good working
number—"

** Who told you 507’ demanded Manners,

“I've thought it out——7>"

“Yes, you'll catch us——"

" Shut up, Manners! Now, as I was saying—-""

“Time’s up!” said Tom Merry, snapping his watch.

“I'm not finished yet.”

©Can’t help that.” Time's up !

° I’ve been interrupted.”

’You know the rule; you’ve had .your five minutes. We
pan't stay out here all night. Time's up, and this is where
you slide out.” ‘

" Slide out!’ roared the crowd, who seemed to have had
enough of Blake’s eloquence.

Jack Blake glared round him wrathfully, but there was

Merry's speech by mis-

no gainsaying the vox populi, so to speak. He retired with .

his speech unfinished.

** Now, then,” said Tom Merry, ““ Digby next:”

‘: Pwa)f excuse me, Tom Mewwy——"

" No time now, Gussy, Stand up, Dig.”

I must weally insist upon bein’ heard. I come before
my. fwiend Digby as a epeakah, and though I am the last
fellow in the world to put myself forwnrg in any way, I
must weally insist upon my wights bein’ wccognise«i"

% B‘oll, y(:iu’re‘ both Df;a-—"

" stands for duffer,”” murmured Mont ; .
" Quite right; they’'re both D’s.”” ¥ Lonter
) " Wo are certainly both D’s,” said Arthur Augustus.
‘ But the second lettah of my name is A, while the second
lettah of Dig’s is I. Therefore—" -

: (I)‘}}:’ cuft it a little shoru]»)r!”

' Therefore,” repeated D'Arcy, with emphasis, “ tak
I"wecedence of Dig nl])hnl)etically.”’ P o ek
_ '*Oh, all right!” said Dig. “Get up and speak, and make
it a8 short as you can.”
"I am afwaid that I cannot agwec to do anythin’ of the
sort. I wich to move a wesolution and submit it to the
1meetin’—"? a

** Buck up, then!”

“ A wesolution to the effect that the five-minute wule shall
be tempowawily suspended in my fayvah—"

*“Yes, that's likely.”

“Impossible!” said the chairman decidedly, “ We shall
never get through.”

“I do not suggest a permanent suspension of that
oxtwemely salutawy wule,” said D’Arcy. *T think it should
be suspended tempowawily in my favah—"

. Won’t wash! Mind, all this is coming out of your five
minutes.”’ '

** Nothin’ of the sort——"

*“Two minutes and a half gone already.”

“1 pwotest—""

*If you take up the time protesting you won't be able to
make a speech,” said Tom Merry warningly, ‘I give you
that as a friendly hint.”

NEXT
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“I do not wegard your conduct ae eithah fwiendly or
wespectful, Tom
put to the meetin’.” o

“Very well. The speaker submits that the five-minute
m‘lgl\lzwe lEemporu'ily suspended in his favah. Yes or no,”

o ? &

The “No” was a roar; and there was not a single “ Yes”
audible. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy adjusted his eyeglass and
surveyed the meeting in surprise.

“O{x vewy well!” he said. “I weally had about a
qunrta‘f: of an hour to fill up, but I will endeavour to.cwam
my wemarks into five minutes.”

** Only one minute left.” . !

1 do not wefard that as fair, Tom Mewwy. It is not
cwicket. T weally have not commenced my speech yet, and
I certainly ocannot eondense my observations into the
extwemely nawwow space of one minute—" )

*‘ Thirty seconds left,”

“kGentlomen of 8t. Jim’s, I have only a few wemarks to
make—-""

** Thank goodness !’ said Kerr. . ,

‘“If that boundah intewwupts me again I shall give him a
feahful thwashin’. Gentlemen of the Fourth Form and the
Shell, on this auspicious occasion you will be glad to hear
me say—"’

“Time’s up!” exclaimed the chairman,

‘“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Time’s up! Clear!”

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. I have not even
commenced my speech, and it is imposs. for me to cleah
without havin’ made a few wemarks—-"’ i

*Clear out! Time’s up, and you're taking up Dig’s time.
One down, another came on,” said Tom Merry. *We can’t
stay here all night.”

** Weally, I pwotest—""

‘*Go and protest somewhere else, then. Half a minute of
your time gone, Digby. I'd advise you to buck up if you're
going to speak.” 4

‘** Buck up!” howled a score of voices.

Time was passing, and the dusk of the May evening was
deepening to darkness. Some of the fellows had lighted
bicycle-lanterns and slung them on the chapel rails, and these
shed a dim glimmer upon the scene.

‘“ Buck up, Dig!”

“Right-ho!” said Digby. “ Clear off, Gussy. You're in
the way, old chap.”

"I am sowwy, but I must wefuse to clear off until I have
;dewossed the meetin’,” said D’Arcy firmly, * It is imposs.
or me—""

*“ Are you going to get out?”’

“ Undah the circs, I must distinctly wefuse to get out.”

‘‘Oh, take him away, somebody!” said the chairman.
* Where’s that giddy committee that was going to keep
order? Yank him off1” F

“I wefuse to be yanked off! Figgins, if you lay your
hands on me in that wuff wa.%l shall administah a feahful
thwashin’ to you pwesently. lake, welease me at once, or
I shall no longah wegard you as a fwiend. Lowthah, you
uttah wottah, I coneicruh you a wude beast! Mannahs, take
your beastly fingahs out of my beastly -collah! You are
wumplin’ my collah and hurtin’ my beastly neck, you uttah
beast !”

" How much time have I got left, Tom Merry?”’ demanded
Digby, as D’Arcy’s voice faded away as he was dragged off.

*Two minutes!”

“I think the time ought to be extended as—"*

* Nothing of the sort. This is a political meeting; not a
night out. If you’ve got a speéch to make, make it,”

“ Well, I've got something to say,” said Digby. * Gentle-
men of St. Jim’s—"’

‘*Same old opening,” said Manners, who was a chess
player. ‘“Why don’t some of you try something new?”’

** Shut up, Manners! How can a chap talk while you are E |

yelping? Gentlemen of this old and honoured school—"

** Hear, hear!”

*“You have heard something of the latest idea. It is a
jolly good idea, though the first crude conception came
from the usually dense duffers you know as the Horrible
Three—I mean the Terrible Three. We're going to have a
ripping school parliament of about thirty members——"

‘““Twenty,” said Blake, .

“ Thirty,” said Digby emphatically,

“Twenty 1"

“ 'l'hll‘ty P

*Twenty !” 4

“Who's making this speech?’ exclaimed Dighy in- |
dignantly. “ Shut up, can’t you, Blake? I say we're going
to have a parliament of about thirty members—-"’

* Twenty |’

¢ Chuck him out!” roared a dozen voices.

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard Dig’s speech @s wathah

Order In
Advance,

ewwy. I demand that my wesolution be . ¢




Every Thu;aday,.

- Wotlen, but evewy gentleman has a wight to expect othah
. gentlemen not to intewwupt him.”
- %and as I was saying—

- #Time’s up—" _—

*Oh, hang that, Tom Merry! Between Blake and Gussy

i x b:lven't had time to say a word—or hardly more than a
4 ‘wo _—77
“ Can’t help your troubles. Time's up, and you’ve got to

clear, Figgins comes next. People, this long-legged rotter
. is our esteemed friend Figgins of the New House,” said the
, chairman, introducing the speaker. ‘‘To those of you who
" have never heard of the New House, I may explain that it

is an old, miserable casual ward where ail sorts and con-

ditions of rotters hang out—wasters who wouldn’t be
~admitted to the 8chool House on an terms—"
There was a roar from the New House juniors. A

cabbage-stump from an unknown band caught the chairman
on the chest, and he sat down suddenly on the ground
against the chapel rails.
~__“Gentlemen of the New House and rotters of the School

House,” began Figgins gracefully. *You will naturally
like to hear a decent, sensible speech after all the piffle you
L have stood for the last twenty minutes——"

“Hear, hear!”

““Who threw that cabbage-stump?’ roared the chairman,
scrambling to his-feet.

“Shut up!”

“Let Figgins go on!”

““Let him get finished, for goodness’ sake!”

*Who threw that—""
i “Don’t interrupt!” howled Blake.
you, Tom Merry.” i

~ “Why, you were interrupting yourself just now !’

“T wasn’t; I was interrupting Digby.”

“I mean you were interrupting——" . .

“I don’t care what you mean, and I'm not a giddy chair-
man, anyhow. A chairman ought to keep order, not trans-

gress on a chap’s five minutes by talking a lot of rot about
a mouldy cabbage-stump !”

*Order! Get on with the washing, Figgins!"

“¥Yaas, pway continue, Figgins, deah boy.
stand it.”

“ What I say is, that’s it’s a jolly good idea to hold a St.
Jim’s Parliament,”” said Figgins. * But we shall have to
“be careful in the management of it, or it will be mucked up

by these School House rotters!”

““Hear, hear! Rats! Right-ho! Bah!”

“8o long as New House fellows have the upper hand,

there's no reason why the thing shouldn’t go sw‘lmmmgly.”
~ went on Figgins, undaunted by the yells and hisses of the
- 8chool House crowd. ‘‘If we let School House wasters get
to the top, the thing will end in a muck-up. That's all I've

got to say—

"%uit‘e enough, too,” said Monty Lowther. .,
“Buf I'm willing to submit to the voice of the majority,”
went on Figgins. “ A chap has to give and take, and so

long as the School House kids aren’t cheeky, I'm willing

to Eeave House rows out of it. We want a parliament with

about fifteen or sixtesn members; it’s no good having a

crowd, and I

in; number.”

*Twenty !” said Blake,

“Thirty I”” said Digby,

# Sixteen!”

“Lwenty !” )

Thirty !” )

“ “Time’s up, Figgy!" exclaimed Tom Merry, looking at
* his watch. ‘“You've had twenty seconds over, and that
. comes out of Herries’ time. Herries comes next.”

“That's all very well!” said Herries indignantly.
o “Of course it is!” agreed Tom Merry. “ Uet up on your
. hind-legs and speak, old chap, if you’ve got anything to say.

fe’ayntit;led by the rules to bore us

“I'm surprised at

We can

lime’s passing, and you're
. for four minutes and a ha
- Herries came forward., Herries was not a fluent speaker,
_and when he was excited or confused his brain worked
fglowly; indeed, Digby had declared that it sometimes
- stopped working altogether, This was probably a libel; but
%-f_r?ally {on the present ocoasion Herries seemed to be non-
" plussed.
. '“(entlemen, this is Herries, a member of a well-known
~oolleotion of duffers kept in No. 6 in the School House!’’
2id the chairman. *“He will have the honour of addressing
6 meeting. Fire away, Herries!”

”gﬂrtnaiuly!” said Herries. “ Gentlemen of St. Jim’'s

¢ “THear, hear!”
% "I have the honour of addressing the meeting,” said
" Herries, catohing that phrase from Tom Merry, thinking
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©*“Of about thirty m»el't’xbers," said ‘Digby victoriously;

should suggest sixteen as a comfortable work-
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it a rather neat one. @5 a
I—I—I have the honour of addressing the meeting.”

‘““Hear, hear!” . -
“Go it, Hewwies, old man!” . . .
“I—I—I have honour,” said Herries, growing mord

hopelessly confused every moment by the. crowd of eyes
gleaming at’ him, and the laughter and shouting. As I
think I said before, I—I have the honour of addressing the
meeting.”

““Three more minutes!” said Tom ;

“Don’t interrupt me, Merry!” said Herries. “ You'll put
me off my stroke. I—I—I was going to say that—in short—
that I have the honour of addressing the moetinq, and—and
I have—the honour—of—addressing the meeting.”"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!'!”

It was a formidable yell of laughter. Some of the
Eu-evnom 8| hes had tic the audience greatly, but
Ierries’ eéorb seemed about the richest of all. o juniors
laughed till the tears ran down their cheeks, and the ring-
ing merriment banished whatever shred of self-possession the
speaker had left.

“Two more minutes!’’ said the chairman. )

“Yes—yes, exactly. I—I have the honour of addressing
the meeting,” said Herries. “On the present important
occasion I—I have the honour—"".

‘“Ha, ha. ha!”

“ Of addressing the mesting—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

Herries paused. Even he realised that he was repeating
himself; but whatever he had intended to put into his
speech had gone completely out of his head. H% opened his
mouth several times like an expiring codfish, and no words
came forth; while the spectators shrieked themselves almost
into hysterics.

“My hat!” said Lowther. ‘‘This is worth watching !
It's a new system of jaw-gymnastics, you know, At least, I
suppose that’s what it is.””

**On the present important oocasiont

“Get on with the washin’, Hewwies, old man!” said

Arthur Augustus encouragingly. ““If you like, I will finish
your speech for you, deah boy.” ) :

“One minute more!’” said the chairman. *Buck ‘up,
Herries! It's the last lap.” i

Herries bucked up: )

“Gentlemen of St. Jim’s,” he stammered, ‘‘on—on the
present important occasion I—I-—I——

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I have the honour of—"

“Got it!”

“Of uddresaing the meeting—"*

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” ,

It was the last effort of Herries, That last roar of
laughter was too much for him, and he retired covered with
blushes. Blake patted him on the shoulder.

“Good kid!" he said. ‘“It’s not every fellow who can
make a speech like that. Now, then, whose turn next? "’

“Kerr!” said Figging prompﬂly(.

But the juniors were still shrieking with laughter, and it
really seemed as if there would never be order enough
restored for the next speech.

CHAPTER 9.
An Exciting Finish,

o« RDER!”
@ o ﬁilenoehforhthe speaker 12

a, ha, hat”
“Order! Shut up! Fair play, now!"
The laughter died down at last. Chuckles still broke

forth every few moments, but there was sufficient quietness

for the.next speaker to come forward. Kerr, the Scottish
gu.r'tner in the New House ., Was next man alpha-
et‘lcall{, and he was waiting with visible signs' of impa-
tience for a chance to speak. five-minute rule was
rigid, and the minutes were flying. Tom Merry grinned as
he looked at his watch.

“Only one minute left, Kerr,” he remarked. “ Better
make the best of it, old chap.”

Kerr was a canny Scotsman.

ment, but plunged directly into his subject.

He wasted no time in argu-’

“T'vo got a few wordé’x to say on this subject, kids. T back

up all Figgins said—

“Hear, hear! Good old Figgins!”

“And I've got some more to say, too. T think the St.
Jim’s Parliament ought to be held in the hox-room in the
New House—""

‘“Rats!” exclaimed Blake.
School House is just the place,

*Shut up, Blake, and let Scotty get on!?” .

“I think that the parliament should mest in the New
House,” said Kerr. “ We should be able to keep  better
order. -I.alsc think—-" : .

“The empty garret in the
of course. “Cheek!” ’

Order in
Advance,

L}
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“No_time iior what you also think!” eaid Tom Merry.
“Time's up!™ .. . .

**You don’t mean to say it’s a minute yet, Tom Merry?”’

“It’'s a minute and two seconds!” eaid Tom Merry
severely. * You’ve exceeded your time, Kerr. Never knew
such a talkative lot of bounders. Now then, Lowther,
Soll\)l’retneft!”he < o ped ;

Tonty Lowther step up, as Kerr slowly and unwillingly
retired. Kerr felt that he had been done, gut argument was
useless. Herries. had’ involuntarily taken up most of his
time; but nobody seemed to mind, excepting Kerr himself.

There was ‘nothing confused about i’lonty Lowther. He
was as cool as a cucumber, and keen as a knife. He stood
with his hands in_his trousers’-pockets in an easy attitude
to address the meeting.

It was possible that the very easiness of his attitude made
the crowd inclined to heckle him, for there were catcalls
galore before he started. i

“Order!” shouted Tom Merry.
Lowther, BEsquire!’ .

“ Better shut up!” said Lowther.
another time, you kn

‘““Silence for Montague

aid “You can make a row
ow.  I've got a few words to say you

had better listen to. I've been thinking out-the idea, and.

I’ve got an important point to touch on. It's a question of
the constituencies. Ilach member of Parliament has to be
elected by a constituency, and I think we had better adopt
the suggestion of making tip each constituency of a certain
number of voters. Say, every dozen fellows can elect a

member to St. Jin’s Parliament, those dozen form the con- .

clituency, and the constituency——"

Fond of that word, ain’t he?” Figgins remarked.

. ‘“And that constituency,”’ repeated Lowther, ““will take
its name from tho largest town represented among the
do‘zen voters.”

‘: Good idea!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Well, not bad!” said Blakoe thoughtfully. *‘Yes, upon
the whole, I think we can adopt the plan. Of course, I
eh(‘)‘ul(! have thought of it later.” '

Wenl}fg I had somethin® of the same sort in my mind
im{lrcad"\’r, eah boys, but it had not taken definite shape, you

now. :
« “I think the plan would work out well,” said Lowther.
You see——""
v‘jI‘say, isn’t time up
“Ten seconds more,”’
watch.

‘: S’nme.thing. This is where you slide out, Lowther.”

‘LIl slide out when I like, Kerr!”

" You'll slide out now!”

Time's up!” said Tom Merry. “Off you go, Monty!
Now, then, it’s Manners next. Buck up, Manners! Gentle-
men, this is Henry Manners, whom you all know to be a

‘“Duffer!” said Figgins.

Whom you all know to be a respectable and prominent
{?emb'er of the School House society,” said Tom Merry.

Go it, Manners, old son!”

Manners rubbed his ohin thoughtfully. He had hjs turn
ﬂﬁ S:Llféngt :tlgpleccl;, amtihhe wasn’t going to miss it; but

uldn’t_think of anything in particular to say.

“Go it, Manners!? SERE - B y

“Well,” said Manners, “my idea is that St. Jim’s Parlia-
ment ought to pass o law making it compulsory for the
school authorities to rig up a good dark-room for tho
amateur photographers of the Merry Hobby Club——"

I'here was a shout of laughter. The juniors had wondered
what Manners was going to say, but they had hardly ex-
pc‘(zbcd him to start on his hobby at that moment.

You see,” went on the speuK-m-, ‘“it’s rotten having to
dcv.elop your pln.(,es‘und films in a cupboard under the
stairs, and the daylight-developer isn’t a thing you want
to uso always, though I've got one. So I think——"

Ha, ha, ha!”

“I think that a proper dark-room for the juniors, pro-
pe‘t:ly fitted up nnd~vent,‘11atoc.l, would be a boon and a-——-"’

‘1 say, I hope the meeting isn’t over!” exclaimed the
voice of Skimpole, as the amateur Socialist camo bustling
thr?ugh the crowd. ““I've just fetched a special speech.”

“Shut up! Manners is talking.”

**Yes, I can hear him; but I have no doubt that Manners
will be willing to ”shut up, as I have something of great

“

77 demanded_Kerr,
said Tom Merry, looking at his

. importance to say.

“Shut up, Skimpole!”

‘““ Chuck him out!”

“My dear friends and fellow-citizens of this great and
glorious community——"

*Shut uyi)! It’'s Manners’ turn——"

‘“8it on his chest!”

Skimpole was quieted with some difficult; . Then tho"

chairman glanced at his watch, and found that Manners’
time was up, and the amateur photographer retired.

‘
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“éMen;y, next,” said the chairman. “I, will not pro-
cecd——""

“Chairman comes last, if at all,” interrupted Figgins.
‘“ Fatty Wynn comes next.” ’

“ M comes before W—" .

“Very likely, but Fatty comes before chairman!” grinned
Figgins. ‘“Besides, you’ve had a part of a speech already,
and chairman has to come last with his few words.”

“ Oh, very well* roll him on, then.” . .

Fatty Wynn came forward. The expression of his face
showed that he had something to say. He hurriedly thrust
the remains of a jam tart into his breast pocket, and wiped
his mouth as Figgins pushed him into view.

‘“Go it, Fatty!” .

“Certainly I’ said Fatty. ¢ There’s an important point
in this new scheme that has been, I believe, overlooked.
You have talked about the constitucencies, and the place of
meeting, and the number of members, but I haven’t heard
any allusion made to the refreshmvenb-dcpartment—~"

““Ha, ha, ha! Good old Fatty!”

““ And, then, another point equally important. Wouldn't
it bo a jolly good idea to celebrate the opening of St. Jim'’s
Parliament with a big feed, by gencral subscription, to
include fellows in both houses, and all the Lower Forms,”
said Fatty Wynn. *I should be happy to place my services
as coolc at the disposal of ——""

“ Fellow-citizens of St. Jim’s, if you will listen to me——"

“Wo won’t Skimmy! Dry up!”

“Oh, I don’t mind!” said Fatty Wynn good-naturedly.
“I had about finished, anyway.’ . .

“Thank you, Wynn!? said Skimpole. ‘It is quite right
of you to withdraw your uscless and idle speech in favour
of the important things I have to utter. You have all been
wasting your time. Talk about Nero fiddling while Rome
was burning! Here you are, talking mere piffle, while
the crisis long foreseon by wise men is arriving in the
history of the world. , Socialism——""

“Boo! Rats! Scat! Chuck it!”

“Socialism is coming, like the flood tide setting in, to
sweep away the bloated capitalist class, and overwhelm
them on the tesselated staircases and marble floors—I mean
1he marble staircases and tesselated.floors—of their mansions.
Socialism is at hand, and ere long I hope to see this school
converted to the new and glorious creed. Those interrup-
tions do not deter me. I do not even blame you for them.
As a Determinist, I know that you are really not to blame,
as nobody is to blame for anything, and everything in
existence is equally right and wrong. There are, in fact,
ro right and wrong, but everything——"

1 wonder what on earth he is talking about,” Lowther
remarked. ‘“ Have you the faintest idea, Skimpole?”’

“The day is coming when the sunburst of Determinism-—
I mean Socialism—will rise on the earth like the full moon
on the dark night, and the vulture of capitalism will be
scized by the throat, and nipped in the bud—-"

“a, ha, ha!”

“You may laugh! Yes, my friends, my misguided but
heloved brothers, you may laugh! You may laugh!” roared
Skimpole. “ But it is'oommi! Ha, ha! I seo it in my
mind’s eye! I feel it in my cart! Ow, ow! Who threw
that cabbage stump at me?’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Am I discouraged by this ribald laughter? Am I down-
capt by the grinning of a crew of foolish youths, with no
moro brains than would go on a penny-piece? Certainly
pot! T hurl back your laughter in your teeth. I say——"

“Cheeso it, old man! Back-pedal!”

“1 say that the day is coming! I warn you to prepare!
In the ®t. Jim’s Parliament I shall be the leader of the
Labour Party, and I'shall preach tho news of Socialism on
every occasion-——

“Cut it, you ass!” muttered Tom Merry.

“1I won't—I—" .

“Do you want to be ducked and frogsmarched, ass?”

“Collar him!”” shouted Pratt.

Skimpole looked at the crowd closing round him, and
thought Tom Merry’s advice too good not to be followed.

Ho broke into a run, and dashed away; but the excited
juniors were not to be denied. They dashed after him. Tho
amateur Socialist disappeared, with a crowd of juniors tear-
ing in fierce pursuit.

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, the meeting’s at an end, now,”” he remarked.
“Let’s get in. After all, the matter’s settled now, and St.
Jim’s Parliament is going to be a great success.”

““Yaas, wathah!”’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

" And the meeting broke up.
THE END.

(Two Splendid Tales again next Thursday, entitled: *“ The Parlicinen-
tary Candidate,” by Martin Clifford: and *“L'he Black Vulture of Foliat,”
a story of Alan Wayward.)
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CHAPTER 1.
A Perilous Mission.
¥ 171 F the fellow makes a success, he’ll start a blaze throughout
]:[ Armenia that may well set the whole of Europe alight.”

The speaker was Angus Hamilton, the British Consul
at Van, who, seated among the palms on his verandah, over-
looking the blue waters of the lake, was talking to Alan

Wayward and the Sheikh Jelaluddin.
he two had only just returned from Erzerum, whither they
had accompanied Ahmed and his wife, Zillah, on the first stagoe
of their journey to England. And though nearly a month had
elapsed since the consul had pressed on them the stirrup-cup,
after almost dragging them from the clutches of Hadir ‘Bey,
the treacherous Governor of Bitlis, yet Alan felt that the warm
cordiality of Hamilton’s greeting had lost none of its first
generous flavour. A hearty dinner had given way to cofice
and cigarettes on the verandah, where the warm spring air,
tinged with the faint salt keennoss of the lake, instilled a delight-
ful sense of lazy elasticity into muscles over finely strung by

a month’s ceaseless mountain travel.

“ I'm afraid I wasn’t half awako to what you’ve been saying,”
said Alan, aroused by the sudden silence to a guilty sense of
dozing. ““This is such a perfect lullaby after the continual
clatter of the road that I was nearly off to sleep.”

‘“ Oh, I've been there myself,” laughed the consul. 1 was
telling your friend, the sheikh, of a move that’s on in these
quarters, and he appears to be rather interested over it. The
gist of the thing is this. There’s a fellow called Mahon, who
calls himself an Armenian regenerator. As a matter of fact, he’s
a Russian, and is acting hand in glove with the authorities over
the border. His ostensible game is to lead five to ten or twelve
hundred Georgian Armenians into this territory, with the
avowed object of asserting the standard of Armenian inde-
vendence. Of course, the ?ua‘l aim is to give Russia an excuse
¥0r massing its army corps on the frontier, and, if events get thick
enough, coming in to restore order. The Turks here seem
supine to the verge of imbecility. They probably hope it will
come off, in the idea of letting Kurds and Armenians cut each
others’ throats till they tire of it, and the Powers get riled
enough and jealous enough to euchre Russia’s little game.”

“It will be particularly rough on'the Armenian Christians
and the foreign missions,”” said Alan, now wide awake.

“That’s just the point,” assented Hamilton, throwing a
biscuit to the great wolfhound at his guest’s feet. *‘ And I'm
protty certain that hounder Mahon is hand in glove with your
old friend Kasim, the bandit of Sipan Dagh. By the way, I
suppose you heard that the new Bey of Bitlis tried to take
Kasim ? 7 ;

} ““No. Did he ?” asked Alan eagerly, * Did he succeed ? ”
i *Rather not " laughed Hamilton.” * Kasim simply wiped

the floor with him. Only about three out of the five hundred
ttoos)s he sent returned. ~They were ambushed and slaughtered
nearly to a man.” ) '

‘“ He's a treacherous brute,” said Alan.
as an able kind of chap. Why do you think he is in it ? »*

‘ Because your two old friends, Saponyadi and Rastan, fled
to him for shelter,” answered Hamilton, *“when I sent in a
requisition for their arrest. And one of my dragomen reports

““ But he struck me

-that the two of them were in Van this afternoon, and left at

sundown, after meeting Mahon himself, in the direction of
Ala Dagh.”

“T don’t know that range,’”” said Alan.

“It’s the one that lies between Sipan Dagh and Mount
Ararat,”” explained the ¢onsul. *‘The significance of the move
lies in the fact that the Ala Dagh is the headquarters of Hassein,
the grand old Beg of the Haideranli tribe, one of the finest lot
of mountaineers one could hope to see south of the Grampians.
They’re Borderers, you sece. And unless Mahon can square
them or eat them up, Hassein, with about fifteen thousand of his
war dogs lies bang on the flank of any move he can make.”

* Well,” said Alan lazily, ** does it make any differonce to you
if thedo fellows get at each other ? .

* What else am I here for ? " said Hamilton quietly, with a
level glance that made Alan feel rather uncomfortable. ** English
commerce don’t need me here. I'm a kind of mashed political
agent, with one eye on the Bear’s paw and the other eye on
the various kinds of chestnuts he’s always shoving into some
tire for wild cats to fight over. What do you think, sheikh ?

The sheikh’s black eyes gleamed in their sunken orbs and his
fingers twitched round his staff.

‘I think, effendi,” he answered, ** that thou hast not told us
this for nothing. Thou art hard pushed to find two men of
discretion and valour who may bear surely thy word to Hassein.”

* Verily thou art very wise,” purred the consul softly, playing
with the sheikh’s magnificent vanity.

‘‘ Praise Allah !” assonted the sheikh, sublimely oblivious,
as he took a huge scoop of snuff.

* Did I need, and did Islam need,” pursued the consul, with a
steady, disconcerting stare at Alan’s grinning countenance, *“ two
sure men, one deep versed in wisdom, and one reckless in daring
as the lion, should I not come to thee, O Jelaluddin and to thy
disciple ?

‘“Say on my son,” said the sheikh. “If Islam needs me,
lo, I am hore. And if Allah bids me turn from my Euth to
help even the poorest of His worms, shall I not at least hearken
to thy prayer

For a moment, as Alan remarked to him later, Hamilton
Effendi gasped beneath the pungent simplicity of the remark
as if he had unexpectedly received a *‘ biff on his bhoko.”” But
he gulped down the reflection on his dignity, and if his eye
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. had the glimmer of a glare in it, the sheikh was serenely uncon-
" scious o

the fact.
“*Will ye bear my word to Hassein ? ”’ he asked abruptly.
What is the word ? ”’ asked the sheikh. :
To be on his guard,” said Hamilton. *‘To sweep back
Mahon and his Russian spies across the border. To do it on
his ‘own authority, and let Petersburg and Stamboul fight out
the responsibility later.” "
“ We will bear the word,” said the sheikh gravely. ‘ Come,
my son,” he went on, turning to Alan ; ‘‘ we will start at once.”
““Oh, that be dazzled for & yarn!” protested Alan. “I
haven’t slept in a bed for & month, and I'm dog-fagged.”
“Shall the sluggard attain wisdom ? ” sighed the sheikh, in
a voice slightly ironic. ‘Lo, wisdom compelleth my tired

“«
"

limbs, who am old. Yet thou, who art young, and over-vain.

in Btrength, dost bray like an unreasoning wild ass, bemoaning
thy logs. Arise ) he night wind will refresh thee, and in
discipline thy eourage will return.” -

* How far is the beastly place ? ** growled Alan, glaring at the
appreciative, subtle smile on the lips of the consul. i

‘ Man,” said Hamilton, with a friendly, sudden grip on his
shoulder, that dispelled on the instant all wayward ill-humour,
‘“if ¥ could do it meself, it wouldna be anyone else I'd ask.
It’s the nicest bit of adventure you could possibly be let in for,
Hassein’s a gentleman. I've half an idea he’s a bit_of a Scot.
He'll never rest till he’s rooted out Kasim—ay, and Idrin, too !
You've the chance of a lifetime to wipe the slate clean of old
scores, while doing your duty as a decent Britisher.”

“I'm on alright,” grinned Alan. “I'd do it anyhow, you
know, though I think you're a cunning swab to do us out of a
bed free of bugs for once in a way ! But I'd walk my boots
off to get even with Kasim for the traitor trick he played us. And
as for Idrin—well, as you know, I did three months in one of
his slave gangs, without counting a turn at the bastinado.
And though I'm not a particularly rancorous animal;*by George,
I'd like to be in at the death, when someone’s pack gets at the
old fox ! ”

*‘ They have about two hours’ start of you,” said Hamilton,
as he stood on the verandah' steps, watching Alan and the
sheikh.-mount the horses, which he had ordered to be led round.
‘“Bub as they had two pack mules, which probably bore pre-
sents for Hassein, you should easily overtake them. I rely on
you to get there first.”

“ We will ! said Alan.

“ Inshallah | ” chimed the sheikh, who hated promises that
did not leave a wide margin for the annotation of Providence.

‘ Better leave me that dog of yours, Wayward,” said the
oonsul, as Alan whistled the wolfhound.

“ He'd worry you to death,” said Alan ambiguously. * Come
on, Clok ! "’ .

‘“ What on earth do you call him ‘Clock’ for 7" asked
Hamilton. ’

‘“ Nearest I could get to his native title,” laughed Alan.
“ And as he’s a nailer for marking time, and has a dial all his
own, I've Anglicised it. So long! Can we push the gees ?

“Till they drop,” called Hamilton. “Look me up to

report.
?[?hoy clattered through the deserted streets, through the silent
bazaar; and out on to the Ala Koi road. ’ :

“‘ Do you know the road, sheikh ? ”’ asked Alan, as he scanned
dltl:bious y the ill-defined track, and the waste of land around
them.

‘“ As far as Kunduk,” replied the sheikh, ‘“‘a babe might
follow it. Then we shall leave the village on the left. It is an
ill-conditionied street of hovels on the northern creek of the lake,
and full of Kasim’s jackals. The Ala Dagh rises above it, and
there the track is rough. Most men, mountinﬁ it, pass far to the
south, along the road to Bayazid, whence they may take the
ridge, when travelling is easier. And by that easier road Mahon
has doubtless gone, for pack-mules cannot climb the other.”

‘I believe you know all roads,”
very wolf for tracks.” -

‘‘Some there may be that I know not,” said the sheikh.
“ But this I knew by merit, having passed it once, as now, for
the. undoing of an evil-doer. Whence, my son, thou mayest
learn that a good deed is as a serving-maid who but serveth
one plate that she may follow it with another. Betweoen us and
Kunduk lie close on thirty versts. Thence to Hassein’s strong
place, ten versts of mountain. Let us press on then while we
are on the flat.” ;

The night was calm as a drop of dew. No moon shone ; but
the stars, like globules of liquid gold, seemed to sway round
tho silent riders as in some stately rhythmic dance. Here and
there the lake gleamed violet and distant on their left, in a veil
of mist. Here and there a solitary collection of half-buried
hovels shoved brown, mouldy jowls out from glistening, livid
acres of sprouting barley. Hore and there the black goats’-hair
canvas of Kurd tents reeled past, to a sudden, startled ery, the
echo of barking dogs, and Clok’s rumbling defiance. Hour
followed hour, and still the two riders never slackened rein, riding
now with the automatic, dream-cradled, almost motionless
swaying that makes man and horse seem but as one entity.

NEXT
b THURSDAY :

~

said Alan. ‘Thou art &

TOM MERRY AND ALAN WAYWARD.

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY o=~ THE "BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

* Behold the Ala Dagh, and our path, by the cascade on
the right { "’ said the sheikh, for the first time breaking the
silence of four hours. .

Alan looked at him and marvelled. For himself, despite the
hard training of the last four months, his breath was coming
in long, hard ga.sﬁa, his back seemed to be tickled by a thousand
tongues of fire, his tongue was dry as a carpet. But the old
sheikh, with his white beard lweeging to his waist, his ivory-.
coloured cheeks faintly aglow with a tone of pink, sat easily,
lissom, and spoke as smoothly as if his voice ha.g
of a long night's rest.

“Did I not say well to thee, that wisdom- disciplines the
rebellion of lazy limbs ? " said the sheikh, as if divining the
import of Alan’s shining eyes. ‘' Let us dismount and lead
the beasts, for the road is very rough, and somewhat perilous.”

He led the way, thrusting through what seemed an impene-
trable thicket, that aften ten minutes’ strenuous toil yielded to
a wild and desolate glen, up which there trailed a track worn by
the feet of goats wild' she?ip. 2 ;

If the ride on the level had been, as it were, swung to.the
measure of a cradled dream, the arduous track of the mountain
was, by comparison, hobnailed by nightmares of effort.

L ’Ti8 eleven years since I passed this way,” said the sheikh
placidly, as they halted, panting, in a labyrinthine tangle of
thorny brushwood.  But with perseverance we shall force a
path through.”

It was only by perseverance that they did. Many a time had
Alan Wayward plucked victory from the very teeth of defeat
in the stubborn contests of the football field, and in the no less
stubborn trials of temper and control in the rinﬁ. And the lesson
of it keptthim silent now, and humbled too, as he contrasted the,
sheikh’s. invincible patience and indomitable will with his
own uses of authority and leadership in those old and so distant
Marlborough days. For though the darkness was intensd,
though the obscure track was overgrown and brambled beyond
description, Jelaluddin plodded steadily on, with never a
complaint. %

“ Where that peak falls to the right,” he said, pointing aloft
to a snow-clad pinnacle that hung like a beaked nose over the
shrouded jaws of the forest, * there is a guardhouse. There
we will seek the trail afresh. For the snow will still be cris;
and unmelted there ;" and if Mahon has passed, his tracks wiH
tell us.” x

But despite pérsevoranee and dogged pluck, two hours hads

passed before the{ emerged from that interminable tangle ;
and even the sheikh was fain to confess, as so many others have
so often done, that a short cut in the dark is an ambiguous
blessing for all but lovers.

Yet the guardhouse was there, and its suggestion of a spell

- of rest had nearly provoked Alan into a cheer, if he had not

caught sight in time of Clok’s bristling ruff, Then, on the alert,
and peerin%othrough the grey, confusing light—child of the
blackness above and the snow beneath—he saw that the ground
was all freshly trampled ; and noted, too, with a swift start,
that a single yellow ray of light trickled through the shuttered
casements of the rough stone atructure in front. At the same
moment, the sheikh’s arm encircled his neck, and drew his ear
to the level of the whispering mouth.

“They are there, Mahon and his men,”’ he breathed. * Let
ug circle round a little, and tether our horses.in that clump. of
firs to the north. Bid thy dog be still. And wind thy turban
round the nostrils of thy horse, even as I do, lest they neigh.
For, meditate, my son, and reflect what shame it would Kring on
us if we allowed these evil-doers' to come full of presents to
Hassein, and find us there empty-handed and discountenanced.
Verily, even a good man—yea, and a very good—openeth, his
ear more largely to him who comes with two pack-mules than
to him who arriveth with hungry horses. Whorefore, my son,
we will even lead apart the pack-mules; and since they are
destined for Hassein, to Hassein will we lead them ; and the
rest of the horses we will drive into tho forest. So, perchance,
Allah may send wisdom to those evil men, and we shall have
much merit for affording them the opportunity to reflect.”

“Truly thou art wise, O. sheikh,”” said .Alan, nearly con.
vulsed with mirth ; ‘““ and I am but thy foolish disciple,”

‘“ Even truth spoken by accident hath merit,”” murmured the
sheikh, whose simplicity was far from being devoid of an acute
and probing shrewdness. ‘ Wherefore, my son, babble not ; but
follow me. Neither must thou sneeze.”

The half-crisp snow gave them padded way along the fringe of
trees, and in another half-hour they had compassed the semi-
circle, and tethered the muffled horses beneath a great clump
of firs, i 5

““ Bid thy dog lie still,” whispered the sheikh ; * and see that
thy feet touch not leaf or twig.”

Together -they crept forward, two spectral shadows glancing
from tree to tree, till they stood at the gable end of a shed,

where the uneasy shuffling of hoofs betrayed the presence of -
horses. - Silent, wraith-like as cloud«wwisps, they glided from .

stone to stone, and turned the angle giving into the stable.
‘“A guard!” breathed. the sheikh, pointing to a black,
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huddled form on & pile of filthy straw. * Bind him with thy
sash, while I gag him ! ” -

He bent down, and with the end of his staff hanked out &
reeking sod from the earth at his feet. Then noiselessly creepin
forward, he sneaked the man’s gun from his inert Kand, an
plumping suddenly on his chest, jammed the choking sod 'in
the spasmodically gaping jaws. True as his shadow, Alan fell
on the guard at the same moment, lashing hands and feet
together in an inextricable tangle.

¢ Behold the pack-mules." said the sheikh, rising, ‘ and their
packs at their side ! Hasten, mi' son, and load them and lead
them forth | Take a turn of the lead-ropes round their nostrils,
that thez squeal not, and wait me where our horses are tethered.

When theu hast arrived, I will release the other beasts and
drive them forth."”

Alan obeyed, and in less than ten minutes he had led the
laden mules to the appointed rendezvous,

“What the dickens is he doing!’ he muttered, poerins
throufh the darkness, as minute after minute went by, an
still the sheikh did not appear.

Yet, in good truth, the sheikh was doing his best.

Alan had scarcely vanished round the corner of the shed
before Jelaluddin, leading out two of the horses, sent them
scampering homewards with a rousing spank from his staff.
He had been in the act of releasing two more, when out of the
gloom of & manger a figure sprang at him. It was the second
horseguard, who had been taﬁing his siesta at his ease.

The impact had bowled the sheikh over, and the two lay for &
good two minutes in the mud, with a grip at each other’s throat
that effectually restrained any vocal efforts. The guard was &
wiry little Turcoman ; and he had nails like a wild cat, and
used them. But the sheikh was hard as a stirrup-iron, and once
the surprise of the first shock was over, his outraged dignity lent
him the strength of two men. Before the guard hag realised
what he was up against, Jelaluddin w8 astride of him, and with
his long, lean hands lovingly gripped round the Turcoman’s
throat, was banging the guard’s head against the earth to
the accompaniment of: *‘Dog! son of a dog! Would’st
lift thy hand against the prophet of Bagdad ? That, and that,
and that will teach thee wisdom !’

The * that ' was the thumping of the Turcoman’s head on
the sodden earth. And if it did not inculcate wisdom, it at
least effectually silenced him. When he was quite limp, the
sheikh rose; and none too soon. In the excitement of the
struggle Jelaluddin had ignored the squealing and stamping of
the terrified horses. But the noise had not passed unobserved
in the stone shanty whence the light had gleamed. And as
the sheikh rose to his feet, and regained possession of his staff,
the door of the shanty was thrown open, and Saponyadi,
followed by a burly, short man Jelaluddin rightly divined as
Mahon, rushed out.

“Whaek ! whack ! ”” went the sheikh’s staff, felling with
two mighty blows two of the three remaining horses.

Then, wheeling like a humming-top, he met the rush, and
with a whack to right that smote Saponyadi across the teeth,
and .a whack to left that crashed against Mahon’s ankle, the
sheikh bounded from the cover of the hangar and bolted for his
own tethered steed.

Half a dozen shots followed him, but they fell into the void.

Alan was already in saddle, with the mule-leads in one hand
and the sheikh’s bridle in the other, as Jelaluddin raced up.

“ Praise Allah !” panted the sheikh, as he leapt on to his
horse and seized one of the leads from Alan’s hands. * Ride
on, my son ; for, indeed, I think those évil men whom I have
striven to correct will be most anxious to follow us ! Wherefore
it is wisdom to ride very hard, even if thereby it pleaseth Allah
to allow our necks to be broken for thy uuregenerateness.”

CHAPTER 2.
A Grim Hour.

HEY had a good start, and they used it. 'The long climb

! up the mountain had sufficed to breathe their hard and

wiry ponies, and the little beasts followed the level

ridge at a sturdy gallop, that soon left behind the sound of
the angry voices in the shed.

“They’re suro to follow us,” said Alan,
quickor without the mules.”

“Nay; for I stunned two of the horses,” said the sheikh.

“ And it will be some time before either Saponyadi or Mahon

will feel inclined to ride. This is a very good, steady pace ; and

even if we aro pressed, we have always time to cast the packs

over the precipice.”

They rode on for a full hour, at first along a fairly defined

track through towering pines ; but as they Eroﬁoded the track

grew narrower, and finally ended in a fork, Where two mero

“We'd get on far

goat-paths sprayed off—one following the ridge, the other
. winding round the face of the cliff above a precipitous jumble

. of red crags and yawning abysses.
The sheikh halted, and looked round. The night had clouded
| yver, great slate-hued masses of cloud piling up bank on bank
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from the direction of Ararat, and blotting out such peaks and
bluffs as had hitherto served for guides.

‘ Verily, I know not which is way,” said the sheikh.
® “ We'd better keep to the ridge,” suggested Alan. * It will
be shorter, anyway, than thgt tortuous h down below ;
and we shall escape the danger of those ol apy behind taking
the upper path and rolling rocks down on us.’
L “Tt is & wise reflection,” said the sheikh.
push on.”

But the path proved anything but encouraging. The pines
seemed to creeping nearer and nearer together, and again
and again they had to dismount and force a way through.
Finally, at the end of half an hour, they eame to a serried mass
of timber that defied all progress ; and it was only after a long
and tedious search, with face to earth, that the sheikh discovere
an oblique goat-track leading down from the ridge in the direc-
tion of the lower and discarded path. Down this they turned,
leading the horses with dimcult,i; for the way was very steep,
and the snow slushed beneath their feet. They had negotiated
half the descent, when suddenly Clok gave a low growl and
sprang forward. Instinctively they halted, peering right and
left into the darkness.

. * What was that ?’* whispered Alan as a low, continuous
moan, indescribably uncanny in that desolate spot, reached
their straining ears. ’

M It is some hunter, wounded perhaps,” said the sheikh,
tethering his horse and mule—an example which Alan quickly
followed.

" Then urging on Clok, ‘the two followed the dog swiftly into

“ Let us, then,

. the undergrowth on the left of the track, to halt after some twenty

paces as they saw the dog suddenly pause and give vent to a
dismal howl.

“By Jove, it is a wounded man ! cried Alan, striking o
light and bending over a huddled mass lying in a mire of crim-
soned snow. In his excitement he had spoken in English, and,
to his amazement, a trembling voice answered him in the same
language.

, “Thank Heaven it’s a white man !" said the man. “I'm
dyini. But there, ten paces away, in rug—under saddle—my
daughter.” .

“Your daughter!” echoed Alan, too startled to think of
action. _

“T was coming from Tiflis to Van,” said the man, evidently
rallying his fast-failing forces. * Our caravan was attacked
by a bandit, Kasim, my men said. I, with my wife and child,’
fled up mountain. We were pursued. Mg wife was caught ;
1 got away, wounded mortally. Gave out here. For Heaven’s
sake save child and rescue wife ! Seek in pocket—money,
pearls, name.”’ . o

He sank back. A foam of blood gushed at his lips, a}ld with
a quiver his head lolled sideways, his glazed eyes turning in a
last desperate prayer towards the interior of the bush. Alan,
following his glance, dashed forward, to return in an instant,
bearing in his arms a golden-haired girl of some three or four
years of age, who seemed too numbed with cold and terrox
to even cry. )

The expiring man’s eyes gleamed in a last flash, and he forced
himself up.

o I—-—trgst—you 1 he gasped hoa.rselK, then fell back dead.

“This is awful,” said Alan, wiping the cold sweat from his
face, and looking anywhere but into the frightened blue eyes
of the child in his arms. S

“J¢ is the will of Allah,” said the sheikh, bending over thp
dead man and transferring the contents of his pockets to his
own. Then, quietly and systematically, he scooped the snow
over the rigid figure, and rolled about and over it a number of
great stones. . . .

8o shall the wolves not disturb his rest,” he said.
let us go on! ”

In silence they regained their horses, and in another hall
hour debouched on to a lower track. But the mutter of the
threatening storm was now growing louder, and though the clear
span overhanging the precipice on their left gave a kind of livid
grey light, their progress was slow and painful. They had thrust
the pack mules between Alan, who was bringing up the rear, and
the sheikh, who led the way in front, and as every now and again
a vivid streak of lightning cut the darkne'ss, ‘Alan could not
help observing that the animals were growing more and more
nervous, and were, obviously shoving towards a stampede.
He called out a warning to the sheikh, fearing lest & sudden
rush of the mules should hurl him over the oliff. ¥

The sheikh for answer waved his staff, and brought it down
with a thwack on the %uaﬂers of his pony, at the same time
shaking loose his rein. They were going slightly down hill, and
entering a narrow gorge, and as Jelaluddin’s pony shot forward,
followed by the racing mules, a livid flash of lightning that seemed
to circle round the whole heavens illuminated the savage sceno
for two good seconds, revealing to Alan’s startled gaze 3‘6 gallop-
ping beasts in front, and at his side the great wolfhound, running
with ears pricked forward, his ruff erect, and his lips drawn
angrily back.

*“Are they all gone mad 1 thought Alan,

“Come

a3 his own horse
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tq%g@d frenziedly on the curb, bounding forward after its com-
rades. ) A\ . i

As if in answer to his question, there rose through the intense
blackness suceeeding  that dazzling flash, a long, mournful
whimper, that seemed. to be taken up by a hundred tongues,
awcl{ into & wild howl, and die away in long-drawn, whining
snarls, )

* Wolves, by Jove'! * shouted Alan, after a chilling moment,
in which his heart had scemed suddenly to ccese beating. .

It was a droad word, there on those bleak wilds, and one that
might blanch the cheek of the stoutest. For with the break-up
of the long winter, the famished packs would follow the fear-
aweated trail of the horses with-relentless ferocity. .

And even as he dashed into the gorge after the others, loosen-
ing as he did so the rovolver in his belt, a great gaunt shape
hurled at his horse’s neck from out of the fringe of the under-
growth. Butthat one, at least, was not destinod to taste even
mule flesh again. . For in mid-air Clok’s fangs met his, throat,
rolling him over in a death-grip that ravened deep in the spinal
column, crunching the life out. But the pack was in full cry
now, and though as Clok raced on, they paused for a moment
to fall on the bodyof their leader, that operation was concluded
almost before the groat hound had regained his master’s side.

Alan was riding furiously. He had no need to urge his horse,
which, with long mane and tail streaming, and its tfoam-flecked
mouth straining forward, was racing in the grip of a mad fear,
The pace was terrific, and held death at every step on that rock«
strewn, dangerous road. But, fast as it was, it was no match for
the gaunt, fleet shadows that, spreading through the woods,
seemed fairly to skim the ground as they raced to get in front
of, the terrified horse. Twice Alan fired, taking a snap-shot ;
but his aim yyas uncertain, the light too bad, and his heart sank
liko. lead within him as he looked on the baby-face lying
hupddled in the shawl against his breast.

A mule! Kiill a'mule!” The sheikh’s high-pitched voice
floated down the wind, awaking the Englishman to a sudden
realisation, )

He dug his, spurs deep in his pony’s flanks,
f.renaicd .effort that brought it alongside the nearest mule.
T'hen, ‘bending over, Alan jammed the barrel of his revolver
in the unfortunate brute’'s ear and fired. For one moment ho
turned as he raced onward, and saw the groy shapes leaping,

snarling, and gnaghing round the fallen animal. Then on again,
on and on thraugh the interminable gorge ! Itseemod to be hours,
though not ‘ten minutes had passed, beforo again that bleak,
blood-chilling whimper wound through the trees, telling of the
pack once more upon the trail. They wore coming on faster
now, more tireless than hefore, refreshed by their meal, scant
enough among their hundred maws. Alan’s brain reeled as he
saw that the sheikh’s horse was labouring heavily, But his hand
was firm as with set teeth ho.s&criﬁcecf the second mule, and
upged his pony nlon%aide the sheikh’s. ;

. Another respite,” he gasped, and at the same moment the
two were almost jerked from thesaddle, as their ponies stopped
dead, with legs outplanted, and snorting nostrils, Qutstretcﬁed
abdve the brink of a,great ravine. ) s pee

‘1 We've missed theytrack,” he cried. * We're done. No
man could elimb these rocks either to right or left. In another
five minutes the pack will be on us.” 2 » . ' .y

A splitting peal of thunder drowned his words, and as if it
had been a signal for a war of the elements, flash after flash of
lightning, red and blue and green, lit the wild scene, whilé' the
roll and rattle of the thunder roared from peak to peak.

The two had sprung to the ground, holding  their plunging

onies. s .

p‘ ‘' See,” yelled the sheikh, pointing to the ravine. “ There is

atree bridge. ‘' Give me the child. Tie it on my back. Guard thou

the bridge, that the ‘wolves follow not." ' i

In the vivid flashes ‘Alan looked, and the sight mado him dizzy.

From side to side, & thousand: feet' abovo. a roaring, yellow

torrent, two great pings spanned the abyss, their snow-swept

stems glistening white and lashed together, a bridge indeed, but
a'bridge no horse nor man might pass on foot. o '

Moa?m.nicnlly he obeyed the sheikh’s directions, lashing the
child in the shawl to the sheikh’s back, and for double security
binding his turban round and round the fragile burden and
Jelaluddin’s shoulders. ! ; s . ’

-'Then the sheikh, creeping forward on hands and knees, began
his perilous voyaga across the slippery bridge. Alan watched him
'ip an anguish of sugpense. Half a dozen.times the sheikh lay full
length, gripping with knee and elbow the frail structure, as a blast
of the shri lingl wind. threatoned to sweep him off. But not
half way had he gone when again’ the whimper of the wolves
‘wailed gowq‘t,he wind, and the constant play of the lightning
showad thoir spectral shadows racing down the gorge. | e

Shrill screams of. terror rose from the sweating horses, and
clashed weirdly. against the fierce bay of defiance the wolf-
hound.. sent, pealing through the woods. Alan slipped from

. his shoulders the great.battle-axe that had done him such good
service during that last stand in the castlo of Hadir Bey, and
which, despite Hamilton’s chaff, he had refused to part with.

He  dared not attempt the bridge with

savaging it to a

te
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beasts in the rear. But he made up his mind that thé sheikh
and that golden-haired maid should at least have time to gain a
place of safety if, as & last resource, he had to hurl the bridge into
the depths. Luckily, however, for him, the terror of the horses
saved him from the full force of the attack. For the maddened
ponies, baffled by the piled up rocks on either hand, charged back
along the road by which they had come, and for a moment the
wolves, cowards at heart, scattered dismayed before so unex-
pected an attack. Butonly for amoment, for as the horses dashed
past, the pack turned, and took u}) the hunt again, all save eight
or nine, who, being further afield, had converged after the ponies’
flight on Alan and his dog, and now came sweeping down upon
them, red-mouthed and ravonin%.

Half a dozen times Alan’s revolver spat into the darkness, and
though the successive howls told of some hits, the others came
on. .

Then ensued a scenc which held the sheikh, now safe on the
opposite bank, rigid with'fascination. The lightning seémed to
gather like a halo of blue flame round Alan’s whistling axe, as
again and again it flashed slashing at the leaping, gnashing beasts
all round him. = It was an affair of seconds, yet seconds that lived
in"the memory of both for many days. Twice Alan had felt the
hot breath of a leaping beast-on face and neck, and the tearing
snap of angry teeth on his shoulders. But one Clok pulled down
Witﬁ a grip that crunched the spine, and the other Alan had
dashed aside, with a blow that rammed the sharp, steel-shod
haft of his battle-axe through the roof of the creature’s mouth
into its brain. Of the seven wolves that came to the attack,
Clok had accounted for three, and the others lay hacked to death
by that terrible flashing axe.

Trembling though he was, and sick with the fotid breath of
the wolves, Alan turned steadily to the bridge, urging the dog
before him. Clok went, nothing loth. He was evidently ac-
quainted with such modes of transit. For, with his haunches
a-~crouch, and his foro-smleunted well forward, he went ahead
shoving himself by little spasmodic jerks. He was on the other
side, and barking furiously, as Alan was barely three-quarters
of the way across. !

‘“ Hasten, my son! Hasten !’ yelled the sheikh.

But his words were caught l()iy the wind, and whirled away,
leaving Alan all ignorant of the danger that was thieatenirig him
rearward. 5 oy . P

He was awakened to it by a bullet singing past his ear, and
turning his head he saw behind him Sa 7onyadli kneeling in the’
snow, his smoking rifle still at his shoulder, ‘while crawling after
him on the bridge came Rastan, followed by Mahon. '

‘“ Wonder how they escaped the wolves ?  he asked himself,
as, reaching the sheikh’s outstretched staft he leapt safely to
earth. g o

.Then, careless of Saponyadi’s rifle, he turned to the bridge, and
with half a dozen ‘blows had spilt asunder the great thongs
binding the logs togoether, and forced them apart. A scream of
terror rang from Rastan’s lips, and as Alan hurled into the abyss
one of the pine stems on which Mahon and Rastan clung, {hu
Greek with the agility of a monkey leapt at the other, and before
‘Alan could hurl it off he had swarmed to earth, s rang to. his feet,
and was aiming his revolver point-blank at t}ne Englishman’s
face. But he was not destined to draw the trigger, for the
sheikh’s staff smote him to .the earth, at the same moment as
Clok’s teeth met in his ankle. The revolver fell clattering into the
abyss, after the body of the shrieking Russian, as Alan heayed
over the remaining log. 3

* Nay, but thou shouldst have left the bridge,” said the shoikh.

‘“ And the wolves ! " said Alan. “ Did you not hear them ?
They are coming back, and our horses are gone. They would
have ecrossed and run us down in no time.” .

A wild shout of terror from the opposite bank told them
eloquently onough that. the vs:olvqs h.nd returned. The storm had
rolled away westward, leaving in its place a palo’expanse of
dawn-flushed sky. On the opposite bank they could see the pack
tearing at thoe tethered plunging horses, and Saponyadi, his faco
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sonvulsed with mortal fear, endeavouring to climb a snow

cased pine. They watched him, fascinated. Twice he slipped
down, till his feet were almost in reach of the leaping wolves,
Pﬂashing beneath him. But with the sheer tenacity of despair,
he succeeded in drawing himself up again, inch by dreadful inch,
till at last his hands g}x;ipged among the lower branches. By
that time, all sign of the horses had gone, and the sheikh and
Alan shuddered as they watched the blood-flecked pack squat
in soveral rings round the tree, with fierce, hungry, insatiate
faces turned upwards.

Then the two men turned away silently, and that was the last
they ever saw of Saponyadi.

e et

CHAPTER 5.
A Border Chieftain.

U HAT art thou doing, my son ?” asked the sheikh
coldly, casting & look of displeasure on Alan who,
bending over the inanimate form of Rastan, was

engaged in binding up his torn ankle.

“He'd bleed to doath,”” explained Alan, as he finished his
task, and tried to force some brandy down the Greek’s lips,
from the flask that Hamilton had given him.

“§o should he trouble us no more,” said the sheikh. ‘‘ As
well might thou have shown pity to yonder wolves. Once thou
gavest | im life, and did he not hetray us ? Leave him and

asten.’’

“ You're a bloodthirsty being for a prophet,” muttered Alan.,
“ Wo can’t leave the fellow here to be torn by wolves or wild
dogs.”

% He is a serpent and an infidel, and hath no soul,” said the
sheikh savagely. ** Moreover, forgettest thou that thou art not
thy own master? Thy word, as mine, is passed to Hamilton
Egendi ; and already we have wasted many hours. Wilt thou
that the land be laid waste for the sake of that dog ? Come, 1
say, and hasten. Behold, thou canst see the castle of Hassein
on the shoulder of yonder cliff.” . ¥

“In that case, let's got,” said Alan. * Rastan can’t move far
with that leg. And we can send back for him. Give me the
maid. I will carry her.” k

“ Nay! She is woll where she is. Disturb her not ! ”’ said
the sheikh, and, gripping his staff, he strode forward, Alan and
Jlok swinging along at his side. At each step, the castle in front
of them rose more plainly to view till, reaching a plateau,
shelving abruptly to a lower spur, they saw it in its full extent,
perched on the face of a procipitous cliff opposite.

Tt seemns a stout kind of stronghold,” said Alan, scanning the
single track that led up the steep incline, and terminated in a
drawbridge, that even at that distance they could see was up.
The castle itself rose sheer from the face of the rock, and was
surrounded on all sides by silent valley land, over which a thick
white mist was lying, though here and there could be caught &
glimpse as of flashing silver, where the sun’s rays rlantod on to
some reach of the turbulent head waters of the Euphrates. )

“ We have yet two hours’ walk bofore us,” said the sheikh, as
he guided himself down the steep declivity.

«“And I shall be jolly glad Whefi we came to the end of it !
rejoined Alan.

As they reached the valley land, and were enveloped in the
chilly folds of mist, a low growl from Clok called them to a
sudden halt. - Alan laid his hand on the dog’s head, silencing him,
and peered unxiously through the fog.

“Hst ! Voices ! said the sheikh in his ear.

They stood rigid, listening. ,

“T tell thee it was the growling of a dog,” said a gruff voico,
that seemed so near, that Alan gave an involuntary start.

“ Some shepherd,” was the reply.

“ Unless it be one of Kasim's men with word of Mahon,”
grumbled the first speaker. It's strange enough that Mahon
is 8o late.”

The champing of bits covered any reply the other might have
made, and under cover of it, the sheikh bent forward and
whispered in Alan’s ear :

“ Mahon’s band ! ”” he whispered. *‘ Doubtless they surround
the castle. At all risks, we must have those horses, and make

a dash through. On foot we shall be caught, and if that dog,
Rastan, lives and is found, we fail in our mission. Follow me.
Strike, and strike hard, and once. Yet seize the horse ere the
man fall 1

No Indian tracker had ever ears more true, nor foot more wary,
than the Sheikh Jelaluddin, and as he stepped forward, following
a short circle, not a sound betrayed their presence till they stood
in the rear of two forms that loomed up monstrous and shadowy
out of the mist.

The sheikh nudged Alan with his elbow, and lifted his staff on
high. ~Alan followed suit with h's battleaxe, yet turning it so
that the butt, and not the blade, should fall on the unconscious
head in front. Then, with a step forward, the two blows fell
simultaneously, and with scarcely more than a grunt, both horse-
men toppled forward and lunged out of the spddle, while the
shieikh and Alan leapt to the horses’ heads.

s
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 T'o saddle | "’ whispered the sheikh.

Leaving the stunned men where they lay, the two swung
silently into the saddle, and turned the horses’ heads towards
the castle. For a moment they stood motionless, listening. To
right and left, to front and rear, there wasa the faint stir and hum
that told of & considerable body of men lying all round ; and it
was obvious enough to both that not only was their position
periléus in the extreme, but that every moment, with its chance
of discovery, and its probability of an uplifting of the mist,
rendered it more so.

“ We have but one chance,” said the sheikh, as he shifted the
sleeping child from his back to his breast. * We must dash
straight through, and trust to the confusion and the mist to
cover our flight. Keep alongside of me, my son, for above all
we must not be separated.”

It was a risky enough chance at the hest, for they knew neither
the ground nor the disposition of the ememy’s forces. But
Shoeikh Jelaluddin was not a fatalist for nothing. He was quite
convinced that if Allah meant him to get through, through he
would get, no matter what lay in the road ; whereas, if Allah’
designed otherwise, it was not for him to question Ris allwise
decrees. S0, without further ado, he dug his heels into his
horse’s ribs, and dashed forward. It was a memorable ride.
Not once, but a dozen times, they dashed into groups of men
sitting round breakfast, of men lying still asleep, of men mounted,
and men in the act of dismounting, Out of the mist they came
like a thunderbolt, crashing over and through everything in
their way, to disappear again into the mist, like a devastating
rocket, followed by a powerful volley of curses, shoutings, flying
shots, and thudding hoofs.

Alan rocked with laughter as their wild course proceeded, and
the pandemonium in their rear grew mto a very roar of battle.
For Mahon’s men, thinking the Kurds were on them, and seeing
not a foot in advance, mistook those who were gathering in
pursuit for foes, end fired and fought like wild cats. In five
minutes the two fugitives had ridden slap through the lines into
a belt of sunshine on the further sléPe, and now, seeing their way,
flogged their horses mercilessly up the incline. 5o when Mahon'’s
men, recognising at last their mistake, dashed into the open, it
was to seo the sheikh and Alan nearly a mile ahead, racing for
the lowering drawbridge of the castle. A perfect hail of bullets
swept the ground about them, and was answered by a roaring
volley from the walls in front. But it was as though their lives
were charmed, and scatheless they clattered over the drawbridge
and drew rein, breathless with laughter and exultation, in the
great courtyard of the castle.

Alan, ‘a8 he_sprung to the ground, looked about him with
intorest. Hassein Beg was evidently on tha alert, for the court-
yard was thronged with fierce-eyed, gwarthy mountaineers,
whose white baggy trousers, gaudi‘{ -coloured sashes, and loose-
Jaced waistcoats, made a brilliant effect in the glittering sunlight.
They were armed to the teeth, too; lances, scimitars and
daggers, revolvers and rifles, setting the sunbeams a-dance, till
the air seemed to be alive with points of dazzling fire. For a
moment the babol of voices about the two was so gréat. that
not a word was distinguishable. But suddenly it checked, dnd
dropped to a dead silence, as there appeared on the steps leading
into the castle itself, & man well over six feet, straight as a lance,
with the head of a Roman conqueror, and a long snow-white
beard, that was in strange contrast to the fiery spirit of youth
aglow in his eyes.

“Hoo! Hoo! Hoo! The chief!”

The wild yelping cheer snapped out from five hundred throats,
and Hassein, with a flush of pride on his face, stepped forward
to greet the messengers.

' Welcome, Jelaluddin !” he cried, a8 he recognised the
sheikh. ‘ And thrice welcome. Thou comest to bless my arms.
For we were about to ride out against those dogs belaw. And
wolcome, too, to the comely youth at thy side. But what is
this thou bearest ? A maid of the Franks 7" :

“ For whom I crave thy hospitality and thy sword, O Hassein,"
replied the sheikh. ‘I bear news to thee from the Inglez
Effendi at Van, whence we have ridden since sunset last night.”

“(ome, then, inside. Rest and eat, then ye_shall tell your
news,”’ said the old chief.

Hassein listened attentively, as the sheikh unfolded all that
Hamilton had said, and their adventures on the route.

“ Tt is well,” he said, as Jelaluddin finished his recital. *‘ My
runners bore me word two days ago, that Mahon’s men, to the
number of twelve hundred, had crossed the frontier. Already
my war-dogs are hanging on their flanks, and I wait but for the
clearing of the valley mists to sweep them from the earth. And
that done, I will ride with thee myself and utterly root out that
robber Kasim.” . .

He had taken the child, so strangely rescued, on his knee, and
sat toying with her golden curls while she ravenously attacked
the oatcakes and milk hefore her.

“ Bid my daughter come hither,” he saidsuddenly to an :
attendant, who hurried away, to return a few minutes later,
ushering in a being whom Alan thought the loyeliest specimen
of womanhood he had ever looked upon :
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Almost as tall as her father, fair as a lily, with hair as black as
& raven's wing, and eyes of the deepest violet, she looked every
whit the daughter of a border line of chieftains who had never

“bhowed a knee, nor parted with an acre, to Roman, Hun, Persian,
or Turk, since their great founder had planted his castle on the
rock where it still stood, defiant of the two thousand years of
the past. Nor did her loveliness shine the less, when, at her
father's bidding, she took the child in her arms and listened with
flushing cheeks and sparkling eyes to the tade of its wrongs.

“ Take her to the women, and see that the child is well tended,”
commanded the chief, and Alan, watching her as she departed,
involuntarily ejaculated, * What a queen among women !’

“ Thou speakest truth, young man ! said the chief, with a
smile that gave way to a sigh: © Miramé is the last and loveliest
of her race, for my two sons both fell in battle against the
Russians. .

* Haveye need of rest, of sleep ? > he went on, with a sudden
change of tone. * Thou, old wolf of the desert, needest neither,
for of old, I know that thou art made of iron. But this
youth

¢ Is learning wisdom, O Hassein,” said the sheikh, with a fine
smile. ‘“Last night he moaned for a bed, yet in saddle and
afoot, he hath shown himself a wvaliant lover of fatigue. I
warrant that if fighting be abroad, he needeth neither rest
nor sleep.”

* I'm fit enough,” growled Alan.
miss the picnio out to Kasim’s.
girl’s mother back to her.”

The sheikh shot at him a searching glance, which somehow
brought a burning flush to Alan Wayward’s cheek.

. Verily, a young man’s heart kindleth at the sight of beauty
like a thorn to flame,’”’ chuckled Jelaluddin,

¢ The mist lifteth, my lord,” announced a messenger, hurrying
into the hall. ‘ And our comrades are taken between two fires
down below, for Kasim’s men have ridden down the mountains,
and are pressing the attack.” ’

“T'o horse ! ”* commandé® the chief, and proceeded calmly to
gird on his sword ; and then, to Alan’s surprise, to select from
a perch running across a corner of the great hall, a grey, gaunt
falcon, that he attached, hooded as it was, to his left wrist with
a silver chain.

‘ We go hunting!" he said with a grim smile, as he caught
Alan’s glance.

And a goodly hunting array it was that drew up, five hundred
strong, outside the castle walls, with lances glittering in the

_sunshine, scimitars to left of them, and rifles slung across the
forked saddlé-pommels. ~ At a signal from Hassein, who rodo
slightly in advance, with the sheikh on his left and Alan on his
right, the line advanced down the hill, broke into a trot, quick-
ened to a canter, and then gathering impetus, thundered down
in a wild gallop.

It was in vain the Armenians of Mahon turned, and, grouped
in serried squares, poured in their volleys. For though some
saddles were emptied, it but served to increase the fury of the
rest. Through rank on rank Hassein’s riders rode, the scimitars
of those behind completing the work' of the lances in front.
Right through them they rode, then, wheeling, charged back the
way they came. Men and horses went down before them like
corn before a cyclone, and where they fell they lay. Hassein’s
swordsmen never had need to strike twice. For half an hour
the pursuit continued, the riders following up the flying plains-
men, while Hassein’s mountaineers drove l)a.ck Kasim’s men,
now hard pressed and far outnumbered.

To the watchers in the castle on the hill, it seemed that the
valley had been swept by a whirlwind.

‘ When the chief goes hawking, the sparrows fly,” jeered a
one-armed old veteran from his vantage-point on the wall, as he
watched the column sweep-in pursuit around the lower spurs of
the Ala Dagh, and vanish from view. ‘ Who's this lame and
crippled-faced one riding to our door ?

The diversion was caused by the sight of Rastan, blood-stained
and wounded, who was urging his horse furiously up the hill.

* What would you ?’ shouted the watchman from his tower
above the drawbridge.

“ I come from Hassein Bey,” panted Rastan, lying, * and bear
his urgent word to the Lady Miramé.”

‘ Deposit thy arm and ride in,” growled the warder, who by
no means liked Rastan’s appearance.

The Greek complied at once, and next moment was galloping
over the lowered drawbridge into the courtyard, whence he was
immediately led into the hall between two soldiers who, at a
sign from their officer, remained on guard.

Rastan’s crafty eyes drooped quickly, after one glance at the
stately face of the chief’s daughter, who, with the English child
still in her arms, had hastened to the summons.

* Lady,” he said, ‘ thy father lies wounded, and would see
thee instantly, fearing he may not support the journey here.
He bade me tell thee bring tho English maid, and an escort of
four, with a litter.”

For a moment the girl's face paled and her lips trembled. Her
father was all the ‘world to her, and the news had been blunt..

¢ And, anyhow, T wouldn’t
Besides, wo’ve got to bring that
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“ Who art thou ? T know thee not ! ’ said the officer who had
accompanied Mirame.

“T am a refugee from the caravan which Kasim attacked
yesterday,” lied Rastan fluently. * That child was with it. The
mother Kasim hath sent to his stronghold, and I have just
learned the fate of the father.’”

“ Lady,” whispered the officer, I like not the looks of the
fellow. His tongue is too glib to match the caution of his eyes.
Stay thou here, 1 beg thee, and let me ride out and inquire into_
the truth of this.” )

“ Order my horse. Prepare an escort with a litter,” was all
Mirame’s reply, and in such a tone that the officer dared no
further remonstrance.

In another three minutes the chief’s daughter, with Rastan
riding at her side, and followed by four stalwart mountaineers
on foot, was taking her way down the mountain, in the direction
where her father had so recently ridden. As the little party
swept round the spur of the hill out of sight of the castle, Rastan
pointed to a path leading into the woods.

“ They have borne himup that track, into the shade,” he said.

She turned her horse’s head without demur, cantering lightly
up the slope under the wide branches of oak and elm.

“ To the right ! ** called Rastan.

She obeyed his signal, and as her horse swung into a more
shaded path, half a dozen shots rang out, and the four men of
the escort fell, mortally struck. At the same moment, two
forms leapt from the bush and seized Mirame’s horse by either
bridle, as Rastan, bending forward, suddenly threw a shawl
over her head, and seized her by the elbows. It had all been
the work of a second, and she had no time to ery out nor to
dofend herself. Nor did her captors give her time now to
strug!glo. She was lifted bodily from her horse, bound hand
and foot, placed in the litter brought by the escort, and the
child thrown bound alongside of her. Then sturdy arms seized
the litter, swung it up, and started up the mountain at a round
trot.

Rastan, mounting Mirame’s splendid horse, shook his fist in
the direction of the castle.

“ Dog of the Haideranli!” he snarled. “ I will mako thoe
ay all that I have lost through that thrice accursed Englishman.
‘or thou shall learn that he who fights against Kasim’s strength

must count with Rastan’s wit.” .

Then he rode after the litter, taking the bi-paths that “led
thro,ugh the wilds to the haunt of the robber-chief in the &ipan
Dagh.

Ii;nd it was not till nearly two hours later that Hassein Beg,
riding back gaily from his hawking, with the sheilh and Alan
at his side, was greoted at his doorway by a pale-faced, chatter-
ing-li}?\pod officer, and learned that his daughter had been decoyed
from her homo by the news of his wounding.

“It's Rastan, Kasim’s ally and friend,” said Alan, as the
officer babbled out the description of the false messenger.

A roar of fury went up from the crowding mountaineers as
the old chief turned to them with flaming eyes.

“ Who loves e, follows me,” he said, and galloped out through
the great doorway. :

— oy -

CHAPTER 4.
In the Robber Stronghold.

HE sun was shedding a fire of opals on the snow-clad peaks
and ridges above the robbers’ stronghold in the Sipan
Dagh, when the litter bearing Mirame and the English
maid was halted on the plateau before Kasim’s cavern.

Next moment, the daughter of the Haideranli chieftain, feeling
her bonds cut, and the shawl snatched from her face, leapt to
the giant frame and not
unhandsome, if savage, face of Kasim himself.

“You dog !’ she cried, in ¢lear, ringing accents, her cheeks
bloodless with the intensity of her wrath, her eyes ablaze with
the outrage of the indignity put on her. * Do you know what
you have done? By Allah! Before to-morrow’s dawn, nor

ou, nor one of those that call you lord, shall be alive. Thou, a
aideranli ! Thou, who hast eaten at my fathor's board !’

Kasim’s eyes dwelt for a long moment on her sombrely. Two
years ago, whon he had flaunted it among the noblest in the,
land, he had cherished the sweet aspiration of one day winning
her hand, and both his courage and recklessness had marked
him out for many an evidence of his chieftain’s favour. And
if the hope had died out in the shame of exile and outlawry, the
savage circumstances of his life had but turned an honourable
worship into a haunting and distempered passion. Heo had
lintoneg to the proposal of the Russian spy. Malion, seeing in it
the opportunity, so long sought, of winning by force or strategy
possession of the old chief’s daughter. And to this end he'had
taken Rastan and Saponyadi into his confidence, and by reason
of bribes and moenaces won them to his purpose. His finer
instincts blunted by: the license of the last two years, he had
cozened himself into the rosy belief that, once Mirame found
herself in his pésver, she would yield to his arguments, becorne

his wife, and make his peace with Hassein. His blinded vision. '
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saw only the regal, peerless beauty of her, and forgot the high
pride, the indomitable spirit of her race.

For a moment ho quailed before the lash of her words 3 nor
was he oblivious of the fact that her arrival and her ringing
defiance had aroused an usual excitement among his followers,
@ good half of whom were men of tho Haideranli clan, and by
no means unresponsive still to the old instinctive allegiance to
the call of their chieftain. It was a ticklish moment for Kasim,
and he realised that a false step might easily provoke a mutiny
and wrest from him at one swoop all for which he had risked
80 much and craved so long.

Mirame saw his hesitation, and her eyes swept tho throng of
savage faces, recognising at a glance the familiar features of
those of her tribe.

* Men of the Haideranli !  che called, her voice thrilled with
triumph, ““ Who will stand by me ?  Who will protect the
daughter of their chieftain from the impious hands of yonder
perjured dog ?

* Bhe was an irresistible picture as sho stood there, with arms
outstretched and glorious head erect, superb in the convincing
majesty of her undaunted womanhood. And a hundred sabres
and rifles leapt aloft in answer to her appeal, as with a wild yell
of assent and admiration, a half of Kasim’s men forced their
way forward, and gathered in a semicircle round her.

But the bandit-chief had not _asserted and held good his rule
for two years to be flouted by the emotions of a moment.

‘ Back, ye dogs !’ he snarled, turning on, them with a fury
80 savage and menacing that the advancing line halted, irresolute.
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lan watched the daughbter of the chief with admiring cyes. I

B
Then, as Mirame was about to'speak again, he turned suddenly
on her, silencing her with'a gesture. .

‘“ Lady,” he said. * You are as safe here as in your father’s
castle. ~ Yet hostage you must be, till I make treaty with
Hassein. In war as in love, wit must win what force cannot
hope to gain.”

e bowed low, with a grace that was only half ironie.

‘“ An escort of ten for Lady Mirame,” he called, and as ten
men sprang forward he pointed to the child still lying in the
litter.

Before any could touch it, Mirame, mistaking the significance
of his gesture, sprang forward, and snatched it to her breast.

*“ Nay, fear not !’ said Kasim, with a grimace. “ I devour
not children. The men lead you, Lady Mirame, to the cavern
where is the maid’s mother. "There you may rest, and women
shall serve you at your command. "There, too, I follow you
shortly to lay before you the terms of your release and your

“father’s safety.”

Mirame, with a disdainful flash of her eyee, swept past him,
following the erect figures of her escort to a cavern that, almost
oppdSite that of Kasim’s, bulged outward over a dizzy depth
of some six hundred feet above the pass by which she had so
lately been borne.

She paused for a moment before the file of halting soldiers,
her face so grave and stern that not a man of them dared more
than squint at her round the corner of an eyelash, She had
always loved the big children of the trike, and as she saw the
whipped look of them, a smile bubbled round the dimples at the
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corners of her mouth, and was caught up into a sparkle of
mischief in the frankly laughing eyes.

“ Ye are my serving-maids, whelps of old Hassein’s hand,”
she whispered in a silvery trill that missed Kasim’s bended ear.
* Those whom Miramé trusts to-day, all the Haideranli honour
to-morrow. You have Miramé’s trust.”

The *“ Hoo ! that rapped out was like the smite of a great
wind on an oak that creaked in its first bow to a superior force.
And, amid the clatter of rifle-butts, and the long indrawn sigh
that followed, Miramé lifted the skin curtain hanging over the
entrance of the cavers’and stepped inside.

It was a roomy cavern, and its interior was strangely out of
cor&trast to the desolate wildness without. Dersian carpets were
piled throe inches thick on the floor. Rich divans, thick with
cushions, gleaming with a myriad silken hues, lined the walls.
Little lacquered tables rose here and there, and tapestries, once
destined to grace palaces, hid the bareness of the rock walls.
And over all streamed a light as of clouded amber from a great
wide casement, windowed with a sort of gelatine, which over-
looked the pass six hundred feet beneath and the expanse of the
golden-tinged Eastern sky that was already brooding under the
sway of the setting sun.

The eyes of the lovely Haideranli took in the whole apartment
with one glance that rested on a motionless figure huddled
among the cushions in a corner remote from every ray of sun.
shine. Miramé glided forward, a smile infinitely tender on her
lips as she glanced from the still, despairing form on the couch
to the wide, inquiring tremulous blue eyes of the child in her
arms.

‘I bring thee thy daughter,” she whispered over the averted
face of the woman, and, bending low, she laid the child’s soft-
flushed cheek against the tear-stained face of the mother. There
was a long sigh, a convulsive straining of the arms, a little
hushed murmur of * Mamma!”—and then Miramé stole
silently away towards the window that overlooked the road
whence rescuo must come.

The gelatine window worried her; and, climbing on to a
divan, she drew a smecll jewelled dagger from the folds of the
laced waistcoat enclosing her supple waist, and, slashing away
the parchment, thrust out her fnead, breathing in great gasps
the fresh pine-scented air.

A sudden clutch at her gown brought her back into the room.

‘‘ Who are you ?”’  The question was almost snapped at her.

Miramé saw before her a woman, small and lovc‘y, and hair
Folden as sunshine on ripe corn, with eyes intensely blue, and

ips like a trembling, scarlet thread.

“Thy friend,”” she replied promptly. ‘“ And, like thee,
prisoner to Kasim. And thou?”

“T am Helen Adair,” was the answer. *'They have slain
my husband. I heard them talking of it. I thought my girlie
was killed, too. How came you to bring her to my arms ? *’

Miramé told her.

Mrs. Adair nodded. )

*“ They are wioked men,” she said. * They ask four thousand
pounds ransom. T have sent to the consul at Van for it. I am
rich, I will send for more to release you, too.”

Miramé laughed, and, bending down, lifted the little woman
to her side. g

* Look ! " she said. * Do you see those little poiuts of light
dancing among the trees far, far, far down ? They are -the
lances of the Haideranli. My father is chieftain. He is coming
for me. You will have no need to pay a ransom.”

The clatter of arms outside the doorway, and the harsh voice
of Kasim raised in short commands, brought the two women
to attention, and, a3 they stepped to the floor, Miramé’s arm
thrown protectingly round the trembling form of the English-
woman, Kasim strode into the room.

‘ My servants ask me, ere they admit my dogs,”” said Miramé,
with a flash of her dauntless eyes.

The bandit-chief walked up to her, and halted at the points
of her outstretched fingers.

‘* A truce to thy reviling, lady,"” he said, in an accent so sombre
and rasping, that despite her courage, the woman in Miramé

uailed.
e The hour of thy choice is come,” went on Kasim. ‘‘ The
old war-dog, thy father, rides this way, and with him fifteen
hundred of his best. But no art of war hath he that Kasim
learned not under him. I foresee his every trick and ruse.
Yot I would not 1lift my hand against him.

‘‘ Lady,” he went on, with a sudden note of sincere passion
vibrating in his voice. ‘I have loved thee for two years. I
am a noble, if outlawed. Thy father’s little finger can break the
outlawry. Without thee, I shall be the foe of Allah and all

" men. ith thee, chief of men and servant of Allah. Pass
me thy word that thou wilt wed with me, and straightyay
thou rejoinest thy father. Baulk me now, and not one of those
‘that march hither shall ever see the Ala Dagh again.. My
men are now tracking their steps from the heights. Delay not.
Thy choice is in thy hands. Thy father’s life, thyself, are in
my hands. Choose.”

'or & moment there rested over the cavern a silence unbroken
by so much as a breath, Outside, the clatter of arms and men

”
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tramping could be heard, a bark of a dog, a sudden command.
Through the window lay the peace of the Eastern sky, coral
painted with islands adrift from the west. But in the cavern,
silence, profound and absolute.

In the hands of Miramé, held behind her back, two daggers
flirted with shadowy sprays of light falling through the slashed
window. The face of Miramé was in the dark. Only her eyes
shone like stars, sullen with a weight of cloud.

“ Choose,” snarled Kasim, as a shot rang sharp and clear
across the crisp air.

“ I was forgetting,” sighed Miramé, with a little shudder up-
ward of her chin, as if she were shaking off some clammy touch
of a malarial mist.

Then, supple as a young panther, sudden as a flash of light-
ning, she leapt at the burly giant in front of her, her right hand
swooping from above, her left thrusting straight from the elbow.

Kasim’s forearm saved his abdomen, but the two-edged blade
of the poignard in Miramé’s right ripped his cheek from frontal
bone to point of jaw.

He reeled backward, curseless for choking, but clutching at
the revolver in his sash. Miramé padded after him, terrible in
her outraged pride and wrath, bent on his death. Mrs, Adair
was crouching moaning over her little maid.

Kasim, circling round, suddenly saw the face of the girl, and,
for the first time in his life, his heart was invaded with an
overwhelming shudder of fear. Bears he had tracked, wolves
fought single-handed, and held his own against mortal odds
in many a contest. But this panting, eagér woman, with marble
cheeks, and eyes like stars on fire, and hands instinet with the
silent conviction of death—this he felt he dared not face. Like
an angry, baffled wolf ho snarled at her, and leapt at the curtain.

* Thou shalt pay.later,” he rasped over a hot, dry tongue, as
he tore the hanging aside and disappeared.

For a moment the chieftainess of the Haideranli stood as if
carven in marble, her whole body craned forward as if to spring.
Then hey hands fell suddenly to her side, a little sob shook the
whiteness of her throat, and she walked gropingly to where
Mrs. Adair knelt by her child, and encircled the two of them
in a convulsive, trembling hug that showed that however strong
ran in her veins the blood of a savage warrior race, she was
?ftor all but woman still, with all a woman’s need of protecting

ove.

‘“ The little one sleeps,” whispered Mrs. Adair presently.

‘““Come to the window,” answered Miramé. * Tho battle
has commenced. Hear the rifle shots. I will show my scarf
and give the battle-cry.”

In the fading light, the girl’s beautiful face seemed to shed
a very glow of enthusiasm. Far out from the casement she
loant, waving her head-scarf striped with green and crimson
and gold in the faint wind.

Then, shrill as the call of a thrush above the wrangle of
sparrows, her war-cry chimed above the rattle of the rifles.

‘ Hi—hoo ! Hoo—ha—hai!”

From hill to hill the echo rallied, till * Hoo—ha—hai!”
seemed to rock among the whisper of the pines, and make a
very cradle of the strife around.

For a moment a great silence intervened, as if each side had
called a truce to give time for one long breath. And in the pause
ofl it the girl’s voice rang out, clear as one deep note struck in
silver.

‘“ Miramé ! Rescue ! she intoned, and from bencath them
volloyed back the brazen-throated shout of fifteen hundred
savage warriors : ‘‘ Miramé ! Rescue !’

“Jade ! ” yelled a voice from behind, as a savage h:nd
Plucked at her ankle—a hand too rough for 8o dainty a moulding.

* If thou criest again, I'll tear thy tongue out.”

One fleet glance of Miramé’s defiant eyes swept the scowling,
gashed visage of Kasim. Then deftly she launched her free
foot against the restraining wrist, numbing it to uselessnoss.
And before tho infuriated bandit could recover his grip, she had
swung herself clear out of the window, and hung balanced on the
outside ledge, rebel and sublimely triumphant.

‘“Miramé! Rescue! Hi—hoo! Hoo—ha—hai!” she
chanted in a very delirium of defiance. Then, turning and lean-
ing her head backwards towards the room, she fuced Kasim’s
fury-flushed eyes. ‘‘ Dog!"” she shricked. ‘‘If thou art not
gone on the instant, I will fling myself on the wings of Allah,
Go. Go to thy death.”

Kasirn, with one inexpressible look, went.

From her perch the girl, calm now and intently watchful,
folowed every movement of the troops. The path, hewn out
of the face of the cliff, wound up in the shape of the letter 8,
on one side overhanging an abrupt procipice, on the other over.
hung by a bare wall of cliff just as abrupt. Had Kasim had all
his full force of four hundreci strong, not two brigades, nor three,
could ever have won through the hail of boulders, shot, and slugs
rained on the toiling hordes beneath. Even as it was, with but
two hundred men to line the wide extent of ridges, the bombard.
ment was so terrific, the stream of rocks and shot so well directed
and sustained, that not even the presence of Hassein, not even
the appoal of their captured princess could fibre the mountaineers
to the impossible feat of winning through such a storm of death.
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Sullenly they fell back, foot by foot, leaving half their number
in the narrow way, and seeking shelter and counsel in the fringe
of woods half & mile beyond.

Miramé, from her
joyous greeting to him, then with a new sense of fluttering at
her throat had followed the fortunes of the long-limbed, broad-
shouldered, blue-eyed Ingeliz, who that dawntide had blushed
80 furiously when meeting her gaze. Twice she held her breath,
straining clasped, tortured fingers against her heart, as she saw
him strive to find a way up the unscalable face of the cliff,
only to fall backward on a crossed trelliswork of spear-hafts.
Then, as the rotreat sounded, and the men faded away after the
wailing bugle, her eyes followed hini still, and saw him standing
at a corner of the pass, pointing upward, talking vehemently
to the old sheikh, and ever and again punctuating his argument
with a tap of the hand on the head of a great wolfhound panting
at his side.

Then night fell, silent, black, impenetrable, and Miramé,
with a strauge feeling of desolation at her heart, crept from her
perch, groped her way to the still impassive figure of Mrs. Adair,
and burying her head in her arms gave way to a passion of tears.

® — o e
CHHAPTER 5.
'"Twixt Earth and Heaven.

OWN in the silent valleylands, beneath the oaks and elms
on the lowerspur of Ala Dagh, Hassein and his war-dogs
had picked up the trail of the abductors of the daughter

of the Haideranli. The stark bodies of their comrades were
pointers sufficient to tell a child the full tale of the trick that
had been played. But no famished wolf was ever surer on a
blood-stained spoor, than Hassein’s mountaineers on the track
of shod feet. Bent double, with nose craned earthward, half
a dozen of them had trotted unerringly after the tell-tale track
of the litter-bearers, and had proof been wanted that they were
on the right trail, was it not supplied by the spoor of Miramé’s
own boautiful . chestnut, . whose left forefoot: was shod, after
immemorial custom, with the point of the toe forming a crescent,
curved inward. .

Straight to Kasim’s den the track had led, and Hassein and
his- fifteen hundred picked warriors had arrived there within
half an hour of Miramé’s first interview with the robber. g

Yot searcely .rine hundred mustered under the sheltering
trees, standing in a grim, serried sewmicircle round the chief
and his council of officers, apparently indifferent to the whispered
conference so laden with their fate. A

‘“ Let sentinels be placed,” said Hassein, presently. ‘‘ That
done, let all others sleep.  All night will Kasim’s men keep watch
and ward ; for well the renegade knows that the Hawk of the
Haideranli swoops at dark. In the hour before the dawn,
when the livers of the dissolute fail them for fear of the morrow,
will we attack. Let four quiet and sure men go forth and seek
for all the traces of the Sheikh Jelaluddin, and that valiant
youth, his comrade. F¥For my. heart is sore because I have not
seen them since the sounding of the retreat.”

Like clouds to the breath of the wind they sped to his behest.
1t was as though four foxes erept from a field of corn, laid low
by a miraculous scythe, when amid the silent sinking to earth
of the nine hundred, the hunters of the dead wormed silently
through the trees into. the shadowed, awful hecatomb of the
night-swathed pass. Cunning hunters they were, brave; tena-

cious, not easily discouraged. But though they sought ‘far
and carefully, no trace could they find of the sheikh or of Alan °
Wayward, "A long hour they sought, and then, cro,wlix_ag

noiselessly back, made for the camp.
Yet, during that hour, the sure, unseen finger of Fate, turning
its eternal wheol, was drawing nearer and nearer together

the chief figures of the drama into the vortex of a final struggle.:

Up above, Kasim was conferring with 'the . Tartar giant,
Yaldif. - N e

Somewhere, between earth -and sky,'.q.pd' very much . alive

were Alan, the sheikh, and Clok.

‘ Before dawn.comes, Yaldif,” the bandit chief was saying,
*“ all 6ur men of the Haideranli will desert. The
the old chieftain down below. The call 6f the bloo
We cannot hold the place with a hundred. Wé must go.” -

* By the staircase of the tunnel,” said Yaldif, with a grin.

‘“ Even s0,” assented Kasim, ‘The old hawk, Hassein,
will count on my watching thtough the night. He will not
attack till dawn. 1 will accompany thee now.. Thou wilt
remain at the top of the tunnel, while I descond and send up one
by one those we can trust.” ; W 2

** No need for thee to trouble, lord,” gmwlod Yaldif. bl )

can find my way.” - .
had Eo\xbt cs8,” said Kasim, grimacing to a pang of his wounded
cheek.
we captured.”
‘At thy ordess, lord,” 'said Yaldif,
‘* Leadgon,” snapped Kagim. ; : I
Through the-leaden darkness the two glided, passing’ drowsy.
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rch, had recognised her father, flung one.

ignorant of its secrets would have baffled scrutiny.

have ‘seen
is on them.

* But I would see how best I may convey the women
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pickets, here and there distributing a brief order, till they halted
at a small cavern at the base of the most northern limt of the
plateau, and at a spot where the cliff towered upward and i
ward for a good four hundred feet. Into this cavern they dived,
and after half a dozen paces in the darkmness, Yaldif paused, °
reached up his hand, and seized a couple of torches. = Lighting
one, he passed the other to Kasim. ’ .

** Tt will serve to light thy way down, my lord,” he said.

The yellow flare of the resin showed mothing but the solid
walls of a cavern about twenty feet square, that to anyone
But Yaldif
treated the northern wall with scantest courtesy, giving it a
lunge with his foot that sent swaying inwards a meshed déor,
carefully encrusted with clay and rock, whose yawning mouth:
revealed a rough-hewn flight of steps. Holding low his torch,
Yaldif preceded his master, and in grim silence) the two wound
their way up some three hundred steps, till, smashing out the
light of his torch against the wall, Yaldif thrust aside a cunning
screen of brushwood, and stepped out heneath the stars. ’

Kasim joined him on the ridge. He had viewed the same
scene many times, but never with such interest as now, though
it was for just such an emergency he had caused this back
stairway to be made, To go two hundred yards in any direc-
tion, save one, was impossible. He stood, as it were, on a
peak in the centre of a circle of abysses. The steps gave him
access to his stronghold, and two or three men might hold
that way against a thousand. Yet there was another way
down, one he had found himself by accident when hunting a
great one-horned goat with the dog, the. Ingeliz, Wayward,
had*won from him ; but he chuckled to his soul as he thought
of that way, with its awful elimb round boulders which a man
must master with his finger-nails, and be a big man and daunt-
less to succeed. A babe might hold that way, he thought,
and laughed aloud in his content.

“Hoo'!” grunted the Tartar.
well.”

“ Yes, it is well, Yaldif!”’ said Kasim. ‘ Those rebel dogs
of the Haideranli, who would @lesert me in my need, will find
tho stronghold deserted when the old ‘hawk swoops at dawn.
Here is the plan: Thou restest here. I go down now, to send :
up all who are faithful to me. If any man who ever swore .
service to Hassein come, seize bim by the throat and: strangle
him. There are two or threc of such, that I shall send thee,
When all of ours are up; I shall bring up the Lady of the Haider-
anli, and that Ingeliz captive and her daughter. Let the
men build tents from the trees, as they come up. - The captive
is worth much money. And the daughter.o? Hassein shall
be my bride before to-morrow’s sun sets, wherefore they must
have due shelter.” ; ; .

* Let my lord reflect ! * said Yaldif. * If Flagsein’s daughter
make an outery, he will be alone among the men of her tribe,
Let my lord bring the women first.” .

‘ Thou hast good scent, old dog,” said Kasim. ‘“ And I will
follow thy counsel, though I think not that any man of the
Haideranli will move for some hours yet. For to quell their
cursed fears for tff#Lady, I called them in to-night, in squads of
ten, and after rating them, pledged their allegiance in coffeg
and the cursed Ingeliz brandy drink. And in ‘théir cups was
the sleep-draught. Nevertheless, it might bo that sorme should
whke. Therefore; T will first bring the women. I go- Light
me a pace down the steps. Then return and watch.’ 1388

Yaldif re-entered: the tunnelled stairway, lit' Kasim’s torch,
and accompanied his: master down somb' hundred &teps. Then
handing’the robber-chief the torch, he groped his way baek to
the opening above. S 2 »

“My lord iuughs. It is

. . K, GO Pk | ' L | '

And soméwhers, between earth and sky, Alan Wayward,
the Sheikh Jelaluddin and the ngeat wolfhound, Clok, were ’
seeking}'lMin‘mé, daughter of the Haideranli. At

In the ways of wisdom, in whose ‘devious by-pathg tho -
sheikh was leading his disciple, not the léast of his lessons had
been to be incredulous of his eyesight in order that he might "
discipline his eyed into a sure belicf of their authority. -It was
a lesson that appealed to a man who had wielded the willow
on many a tough occasion. And when Miramé’s bright' eyes
had distinguished the “ Ingeliz” youth—whose appearance
had such strange power to make her Kear.t beat beyond her con-
trol——and saw “him arguing with the sheikh, Alan Wayward
had been proving himself a masterful disciple, " -t

The angle into which Fate had guided their.steps commanded
a perspective of the robber stronghold, and a suggestion of the
plateau. which ¢apped it. . Love, that blinds the lover in the
presence of his beloved, lends him!the vision of an'eagle, and
the craft of a wild cat, when his beloved is out of sight' and
surrounded by, danger. " And Alan’s heart had been on fire
for ten long hours. The gracious beauty of -the chieftain’s
daughter, the one slow fleeting glance she had cast onhim,:
whipped ‘all ‘the chivalry of his nature to a noble longing of
service. He loved without knowing it. He only knew ' that'
he wanted to be of service. There was no:braggart desire to
shine in her eyes, no hypocritical humility ‘to sneak ‘out . of
merit due.” He had lost the thought of himself, being only and
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utterly possessed by the thought of her. And the suggestion

of that plateau, outlined like a promise so vaguely against the

night, appealed to him like the glintin%1 snick of a ball slipping

ofil the bat into a zone just outside the finger-nails of cover-
int.

“ Art thou cat or fool,* said Jelaluddin, scanning the dark
mass of forbidding cliff. i

“ When thou would’st seize the horses of Mahon, O wisdom
of the ages,” said Alan fiercely, ** did I ask thee if thou wast
thunderbolt or shadow 1"

“Hoo! Thou growest ! said the sheikh smoothly. ** Lead
on. I follow.”

For a long moment Alan scanned the fading line of that sug-
gosted plateau, all unconscious that Clok was looking at him
with an intimately intelligent eye. Clok had seen just that
attitudo once before, and just from that same spot. He had
not forgotten either the subsequent scramble, or the succeeding
foed on succulent raw goat flesh. To his canine intelligence,
this new master was * seein% goats,” and Clok was “ on.”
Ho gave a little whimger, ran forward, looked back, whimpered
again, and with one bound was on a rock ten feet above his
master’s head.

“He hath a devil,” grunted the sheikh, with a sudden sparkle
in his aged eyes.

“ Let's follow it,” said Alan, grinning responsively.

He lunged against the rock, setting a back for the venerable
prophet, who took it, light as a cat.

And it was thus they climbed the tortuous, perilous face of
the cliff—Clok, animated and eager, and abrim with his gwn
importance, leading the way. Alan and the sheikh clambéring
behind, the prophet negotiating bulging rocks over his disciple’s
shoulders, the disciple swarming after him by aid of the prophet’s
never-to-be-parted-with staff. And it was thus, that a good
quarter of ~an hour before Kasim and Yaldif reached tho
plaveau—no longer suggested but defined—Alan, the sheikh,
and the dog, had explored it, cursed it, and bemoaned it, and
in sheer desperation laid down to rest in the fringe of the brush.
wood that screened the hidden steps.

The sheikh was gently enoring when the rays of Yaldif’s
torch awoke Alan to the sense of emergency. He clapped his
left hand over Jelaluddin’s mouth, and his right on Clok’s
muzzle. And it was thus they heard the conversation of the
brigands, and thus they agreed by some obscure process of
thought-reading on a common plan of action, as 3 aldif dis-
appenred in the depths with his master.

‘ When he comes up,” whispered Alan.

“ You will leap at his throat,” went on the sheikh.

«.And you will smash his ankles with your staff,” said Alan,

“ Whereon you will gitch him over the cliff,” chuckled
Jelaluddin, who, despite his wisdom could never divest himself
of his Arabian imagination.

“Rats!"” said Alan.  The ticklish part will occur when
Kasim brings up the ladies. Not seeing the Tartar, he’ll be
suspicious, and raise an alarm.”

“Behold how discipline hath oiled thy wdts, my son,” said
the sheikh. * For forty-eight hours thou t not slept, yet
thou hast learnt a craftiness that slipped past my tired wits,
"Tis true thou wast refreshed by looking over-youngly in a
maiden’s dyes.” .

“Hst ! hissed Alan. * He returns. Let us wait till
Kasim returns with the women.” .

“ Hearken,” said the sheikh, laying his mouth against
Alan’s car. * Kasim will bring first the Ingeliz lady. He
would not leave Mirame with that Tartar dog. Wait till then.
Then spring on the Tartar. Smite and spare not. And as he
falls, follow thou Kasim. I will finish the Tartar. It is not
fitting that the daughter of the Haideranlishould have to say
to her husband that once naught but her spirit stood between
" her and the mercy of that wolf of the wilds. And verily that
way down there must be long for a proud maiden to pass with
such as Kasim. On the way thou shalt slay Kasim, and lead
forth Mirame.”

Motionless they lay in the cover of the brushwood, watching
Yaldif pace to and fro. It seemed hours before Kasim returned.
sushing before him the half-fainting form of Mrs. Adair, with
E]er child in her arms.

Nor did Kasim wait to waste words.

« Guard her, Yaldif !’* he cried.
Hawk is as a wild thing.
they swoop to her clamour.
covereth her cries.”

“ Delay not,” growled Yaldif, his bony fingers fastening on
the arm of the half-fainting Englishwoman.

Slowly, without so much as disturbing a twig, Alan raised
himself first on to his knees, and then to his feet. The huge
frame of the Tartar loomed over the top of the brushwood,
through which the sheikh was creeping, silent, sure, and deadly
a9 any snake.

Alan Wayward crouched, till he felt muscle lying on muscloe
like steel springs close gripped together. Then, with one ‘bound,
he cleared the bmshwoog, landing sTmrcly against Yaldif's
great shoulders, with left hand jabbed hard on the nape of the

“ The daughter of the
The Haideranli sleep, else would
But now is she bound, and a ¢hawl
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“afraid lest ho should fall and utterly crush me.
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neck, and his right arm locked in mortal strangling grip around
the Tartar’s throat. With a faint stifled cry Mrs. Adair reeled
backwards from Yaldif's splaying grip, and as the Tartar swa, od
his great bulk forward, straining his iron throat against that
deadly lock, *thwack” and ‘ thwack™ went the sheikh’s
oaken staff in a dreadfully scientific lateral right and left that
took Yaldif’s ankles just below the bulge one after the other,
depriving him with magical celerity of both his feet, and leaving
him throttled and helpless in the remorseless vice of Alan’s
tightening arms.

~“In little more than a& minute it was all over, and the Tartar
lay like a log, senseless on the ground.

“ Get thee gone after Kasim,” hissed the sheikh, as Alan
dived down the black way, the hands of the man of wisdom
fastened in the neck-cloth of Yaldif, and with one mighty
swirl, sent the Tartar’s body whizzing over the precipice into
the dizzy dopths beneath. Then, lifting Mrs. Adair and the
child in his arms, Jelaluddin bore them into cover of the brush.
wood, bade Clok mount guard, and himself strolled placidly
to the entrance, and stood meditatively whirling his good
oaken staff.

Alan, meanwhile, was groping blindly downward, counting
the steps as he went. They seemed interminable enough.
But he was thinking more of the return journey than of the
descent ; for caustic as the old sheikh’s lessons often were,
and sometimes seemingly without aptness, yet Alan Wayward
had learnt that however ruggedly they were conveyed there
was in them a fund of wisdom that being spelt out, meant,
“ Make of each planting of thy foot, a sure stepping stone to
thy object.”

He had counted two hundred and sixty before a yellow flicker
of light and Kasim’s panting breath warned him to grip himself
for struggle. Rifle and battle-axe he had left at the foot of the
cliff, down below in the pass. But he had his revolver still,
and his hand gripped the barrel savagely as he distinguished
the willowy, regal form of Miramé, bound, and shawl-enveloped,
lunging upward on Kasim’s shoulder. The bare rocks of the
tunnel offered no shelter, and had the robber’s head been lifted,
his gaze must have encountered Alan’s savage scowl. But the
stately daughter of the mountains was no featherweight even
for the giant bandit, and his head hung forward, and his breath
came hard, as he toiled up the steep steps.

And it was on account of this that his toil ceased before he
had either expected or desired. ~ For a8 he came in reach of Alan’s
arm, the young Englishman swung him a blow on the temple
with the butt of his revolver that would have felled a rhinoceros.
Kasim reeled into oblivion backwards, crashing sideways on to
the wall, and sliding like a buttered cat down step after step—
but not before Alan’s left arm had plucked the precious burden
from his grasp, and held it for one moment, fluttering like a
terrified bird against his own most fearful heart.

“ Don’t be afraid ! ” he whispered. ‘I am the Englishman

ou 84w this morning with your father.”

The darkness was as of the grave, and in vain he sought for
knots or knife. His knife had been lost in the climb up. The
knots he could not find, save those in the shawl, which, after a
moment’s fumbling, he succeeded in lifting fromn the girl's head.
Then for a confusing moment he was conscious that Miramé’s face
grew close to his. He could feel the quick panting of her breath,
divine rather than see the searching glow of her eyes.

“Thou art the Ingeliz youth 2’ she whispered, in a strained
voice. * Thou swearest it ? "’

« 1 gwear it !” said Alan, raging inwardly at the trembling
of her form against his supporting arm, and suddenly conscious
that a dagger-point was pricking at his gizzard.

«Then tell me,”’ came the quick reply, in a fierce whisper,
« what wast thou doing when the bugle called the retreat at
sunset 7"’ ,

¢ 1 was with my friend the sheikh, seeking a path to search
for thee,” said Alan. ‘“ And my wolfhound found it.”

«“T gaw thee,” said the girl, with a long-drawn sigh. * Since
thou hast no knife, and cannot loose me, take me—take me in
thy arms and carry me, for surely thou art strong.”

Alan forgot to count the steps up. Nor could he ever remember
how often he paused. It was only when he reached the open
air that he was reminded of the time.

“Verily,” said the sheikh, after Alan had panted out his
tale, * thinkest thou that T am a milch-cow, that I should blink
hero while thou dalliest in the dark ?  Thou hast had time—-—""

“ Nay, be not angry,” said Miramé, as she slipped to the
ground, and stood swaying, while the sheikh’s keen daggoer
severed her bonds. * Did not my father tell me that thou
lovest wisdom ? And he hath taught me much.”

“Ugh!” growled Jelaluddin. * What wisdom could’st thou
learn of him ? e thought not even to borrow the dagger in thy
hand to loosen thy bonds !

“ More than my heart ever taught me before,” replied Miramé,
with a little ripple of mischievous laughter, and caroless of the
sudden flush that swept her cheeks. ‘* For, indeed, I was sore
OR, the air!
the stars ! Freedom from that foul den ! * she cried, in a sudden
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Advance.

S




Bvery Thursday,

fever of enthusiasm. * But the Ingeliz lady1 And the child ?
What have you done with them 1 ) : :

The sheikh pointed with his staff to the covert where they
lay. ~And as the girl hastened towards them, he looked ap-
gmvingly at Alan, who, from the moment that Miramé had

ed his clasp, had heen engaged in rolling the greatest boulders
he could find down the mouth of .the tunnel.. The sheikh
silently proceeded to help him, and for five minutes they toiled
together, till the entry to the steps was blocked with an effective
barrier that nothing but dynamite or- hours of labour could
remove. ) L

¢ It is enough,’” said the sheikh, as the two rolled a last great
bouldor across the blocked exit. ‘‘ One man perchance may
worm painfully his way through. I will rest here, for my staff
sufficeth to smite the head of any fool who ventures forth, Take
thou the women to Hassein,and dally not. Have we not heard
that such men of the Haideranli as Kasim hath are drugged.
Bid Hassein attack at once.” .

“There are two | ”” said Alan.

‘“Then take the fair Miramé first,” said the sheikh, with a
little stinging chuckle.

To climb a precipitous cliff with a vigorous man for aid is
one thing; to descend it, by the faint, deceptive glimmer of a
crescent moon, with a regally beautiful woman for convoy, is
quite another.

Had Alan been less strong, or Miramé less sure of his courage,
both had met their death a dozen times. But their trust was
perfeet and mutual, and almost without a word they swayed and
hung, held fast now to bare face of rock, now, face almost touching
face, to cach other, till at last, after what seemed to both like a
dreamer’s climb into Eden, they stood in a little patch of moon-
light, on the narrow way of the pass, where Miramé had seen
Alan disputing with the sheikh—was it hours or many centuries,
or but a fow minutes before ?

They were both flushed, panting, almost breathless, and
quite®breathlessly happy.

The little patch of moonlight was big enough to illumine both
their faces. = Alan knew it. But he dared not lift his eyes. The
girl dared. ‘And her gaze, candid as her great heart, scanned
every feature of him, and as she scanned them her soul awakened
and sung.

She took a pace towards him, and with a movement wholly
impulsive she laid her hands on his shoulders.

“ You are a brave man,” she said, in a clear, silvery whisper.
i Most,, courteous and most true. I think I could love a man like
you!’

‘“And I,” said Alan, suddenly raising his head and meeting
tho frank, clear eyes, *‘ I——"

Then he paused, afraid of himself, afraid of the sudden flush
that had grown into Miramé’s cheeks.

He caught the hands slipping from his shoulders, and drow

the girl towards him. .
*“Ilove you ! ” he said simply. ** Yet I ought not to say it,
for you are the daughter of a great chief, and I am simply an

" adventurer. You—you should have & king for mate ! ”

‘“ Make yourself a king!’ said Miramé, with a wonderful
softness in her voige. ‘I can wait a little while for any crown
you bring.”

Before Alan could reply, she had glided to his side, her hand
wr}sI resting lightly on his shoulder, and her voice murmuring
softly

“Two of my father’s scouts are creoping along tho path from
out of that skirt of trees. You shall lead me to my father, See
how those creeping forms will rush at this little sigh.”

‘“ Hoo-hoo ! Hoo, ha, hai!” '

It was soft as the flash of a brook over round pebbles. - But
it passed from the spot where they stood through rank on starting
rank, and when, a few minutes later, Alan led their chieftain’s
daughter into the camp he seemed to be swept away into mid-air,
to a cradled murmur of * Hoo, hoo, hoo |’ through which he
was only dimly conscious of the form of Miramé encircled in
her father’s arms, with her eyes shining on him, and her out-
stretched hand beating rhythmic time to the swaying arms that
bore him in triumph on a moonlit tangle of crossed spears and
rifles,

———

CHAPTER 6.
The Swoop of the Hawk.
LAN’S tale was soon told, and g0 experienced a war-lord
R as Hassein needed no comment to prompt him to action.
*First must we have down the sheikh,”
‘“and that lady of the Ingeliz and her child.”

To this task he despatched a hundred of his tallest and
most expert marksmen, with the order that while ten of
them should be detached to escort the sheikh and Mrs. Adair
to safety, the rest should, from their vantage on the height,
pick off Kasim’s sentinels and sharpshooters.

*“ The fool will think we are’in foree there, and set all his men
to hold the tunnel, or, at least, block it up,” laughed Hasséin.
¥“Thou, my daughter,” he went on, turning’to Miramé, ‘‘ will

he said,
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wait here and receive the lady of the Ingeliz, and with her go, -
:nderv ?scorb, to Van, leayve the lady with the effendi, and return
ome.’ s

* Nay, but let the escort take the lady,” said Miramé., “1X
would stay here to greet thee on thy return from victory.”

* Thou hast heard my command !’ said Hassein sternly.

The girl wound an arm round his neck, and ran her fingers
softly through the silvery whiteness of his beard. ;

‘* Not a hair of it must be injured,” she said dreamily. * And
who shall know the count if I go ? Leave me twenty men. I will
prepare food for thee.” .

She was very irresistible, and the sheikkh wavered.

** Stay, then,” he said, after a moment’s reflection, and turned
towards Alan.

* Young man,” he said, his voice quivering with emotion,
** betwoeen me and thee no words suffice.”

Then, rather to Alan’s embarrassinent, the old chieftain flung
his arms about his shoulders, and held him for a moment hugged.

‘* (Give me thy shoulder-scarf, Miramé,” said the chief. = And as
the girl obeyed he bound the soft folds of silk, shimmoring
with the green and crimson and gold of the Haideranli, roun
the young man’s chest, and knotted it at his waist.

“¥ make thee captain of the Haideranli for ever,” he said,
“T and thou shall lead tho attack.

with a proud gesture.
Come !

Not a sound disturbed the silence of the forest as the cight
hundred stole out in two columns after the chief and Alan.
Now and again, as the moon shone out from the continuous
procession of grey banks of cloud, the crouching figures fell
flat and motionless among the stark, unseeing faces of their
comrades who had fallenin the first attack. Slow their progress
assuredly was as, blotted against the cliff, erouching, crawling,
leaping, gliding, they drifted like a winding wisp of mist round |
the last bend of the great S-shaped zigzag and confronted the
straight incline that, about four hundred yards in length, led
at the angle of a slanted penholder straight on to the plateau
of the robbers’ stronghold. . ‘

Here they halted, waiting, shoulder growing against shoulder,
fingers hard gripped round the weapon each man fancied most.
The suspense was sufficient to try the courage of the best trained
troops in the world. Any moment might bring an avalanche of
rocks, a hail of shot and slugs through their serried ranks
that would sweep them in hundreds into the depths. But Hassein
was & born leader, and he was. waiting for the signal from above.
He divined well enough that some unexpected catastrophe
had hindered the cyes of Kasim’s scouts from *‘‘ spotting
their progress up to the point they had gained, and he had no
mind to risk again unnecessarily the lives of his tribesmen
by leading thom into some cunning ambush.

Yet, in good truth, he might have led them on, and without
danger; for up above consternation and confusion reigned, and
the cause of it was Kasim himself. A good hour had passed since
the rebber-chief had gone hurling headlong down his. treasured

ath of retreat, and he had lain like a log, unconscious all the time.

or when his rcason reeled back to him had he any notion of the
time elapsed since his fall. Hehad not seen Alan ; he had seen,
indeed, nothing but a dreadful gyrating jumble of fiery star-fish.
His first thought on waking was that some rock had fallen and
smitten him, and he groped round with his hands to discover the
body of Miramé. It was only when he found nothing but the
bare rock.that a glimmer of suspicion darted like a knife-
thrust through his aching head. For a long minute his hands
fastened on his beard, and while his head strained back he took
a steady pull at his chin. The effect of it was as if he had plunged
his pate into a tub of crushed ice. The hurt of it steadied the
zigzag of his muscle centres, and brought sight into the glazed
vision of his eyes.

“It’s Yaldif ! ” he grunted. ‘ The Tartar beast covets the '
Lady of the Haideranli ! ™

No wounded ‘panther’s spring could have equalled the leap

- out and upwards' that his tortured soul compelled his bruised

limbs to. In our parlance, he was ‘“gentleman ' to his nail
ends. And the thought of Miramé, there on that deserted

lateau with the brutal Tartar, alone—ho leapt up the staircase
n long, plodding strides, and only ceased when his head and hands
and knees struck one symphony out of the obtruding rocks
blocking his further progress.

He sat down abruptly, under the rugged compulsion, and in
the instant realised that he had been outwitted by tge Englishman,
and realised how.

* Get ye to the outposts!’ he said to the picket as he gained
the platean. ‘‘Call up every man! . Leave the Haideranli dogs;
they are all drugged ! Bring every man we have to me here!™

His order was obeyed, and in less than ten minutes he had
gathered the whole of his available force in the cavern, and sent
them up the tunnelled steps. For his stronghold he cared not.
His aim was fixed only on the regaining of the lady of his dreams.:
No suggestion happened to him of the possibility of his having
lain unconscious an hour, He was bent on speo«i{. He thought
the ** Ingeliz *” could not possibly be ten minutes ahead of him.
And so, with triumph in his heart, he urged his men up and up,
to the glare of forty torches, till they stood with the yellow flare

-
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illumining the piled jumble of rocks which Alan Wayward and
the sheikh had hurled down. .

It was the first set-back in cunning Kasim had ever known.
He realised all-the force of it, and his face went grim and hard as
the rocks around him.

“Turn about!” he said shortly, * Follow me!.  Scouts
and sharpshooters will rejoin their posts. Let them pass first
in soctions. The others remain and follow me.”

1t had been a kind of picnie, this dive into & tunnel without

exit, for the wild, careless Turcomans and Tartars. They
trotted down laughing, vieing with each other to take three,
four, or even seven steps at & bound. -

Twenty-seven of them reeled laughing into the open, and
trotted across the platcau towards their respective posts of
observation. Twenty-seven of them recled, riddled with bullets
in one little ring of moonlight, thirty yards from the exit of the
cavern they had left. Hassein’s men, four hundred feet above,
had sighted for a long half-hour cvery shadow of the patch
the doomed men had crossed. .

And while the grey smoke wag flirting with the moonshine,
Hassein’s men charged.

“Hi! Hoo! Hoo! Ha-hai!”

“I¢’s more dreadful than the wolf-packed whimper,” thought
Alan as, conscious of the scarf he bore, he glanced a glance back,
roared the word ** Steady ! and dashed up the slope.

Hassein’s dogs were in full possession of the plateau within
three minutes; and even the old chieftain, calm and placid
as he was, seemed somewhat stupefied by the sight of a hundred
men grouped variously at commanding posts, yet sound asleep.
He threw a swift glance at Alan,

“Is it thy work ? * he asked.

« Forgettest thou ?” said Alan, a little angrily. “1 can
fight ; I cannot poison. Did I not tell thee Kasim drugged——""

I remember, hot blood,” said the old man.

With one sweep of his cautious eyes he searched the [)latcau i

'

t

then with a swift gesture to right and left, he sent his following
into a semicircle of rifles, scimitars and lances, that eft them
like a ring of petrified marbles chiselled on to the amphitheatre
* of rock they lined.
The chieftain grouped out twenty of them.
“ Gather me those drugged swine,” he said, “ and ‘)l&nt
them in safety. They are rebel children of mine, yet my children
" still. I would say a word with them when dawn comes.”
Silent and swift, the twenty made their round amongst the
drugged ones, piling some hundred huddled forms into Kasim's
own cavern. Not ten minutos had passed sinco the volley from
the heights had given the signal for tho attack when, Hassein's
command achieved, his mountain war dogs gathered in that
grim, silent circle turned their faces towards him in a mute,

common impulse, inspired by the echo of a short, sharp command

which issued from a cave at the northern end of the plateau.

« Steady, wolves of Tartary ! ” Kasim’s voice rang sure and
strong. " Tho scouts hold the pass. Some few dogs of Hassein
have got to the heights above us. I know the way. Ye have
but to follow me. We charge down the pass and up the heights.”

A great silence grew round his words, and like commas, semi-
colons and full stops came the sound of weapons gripping into
the phrasing of fingers. -

Among the cight hundred on the platcau stirred a sigh like a
choked chuckle as rifles slung noiselessly loose, and belts were
hitched cautiously into loving reach.

Alan’s eyes, flashing along the line entrusted to his captaincy,
halted on two amber spots peering out of the cave into which
the drugged Haidemnﬁ had been cast. He blinked for a
moment, doubting his vision ; then he looked again. Tho
two amber globules were there, fixed and venomous.

“Bah! A cat!” said Alan, fixing his gaze on the cavern,
whence had come the sound of Kasim’s voice and the succeeding
sinister silence.

Yet it was no cat of four legs that glared from the cavern,
but Rastan the Greok. Wounded as he had been, supported
only to an effort by the force of his implacable spirit of spite
and vengeance, he had collapsed on reaching Kasim's stronghold.
Kasim had himself laid him on a divan in his cavern, covered
him with rugs, and forgotten him. The shuffle of bodies slung
carelessly inwards had awakened the Greek, whose subtle mind
at onoe leapt to the significance of this incursion of a hundred
soddened guests.

Creeping out silently, ho saw ; and realising the garbs of the

. Haideranli, he understood and shivered. He had sustained the
glance of Alan’s eyes, and in his soul grew a great fear, round
the shifting corners of which whispered the voices of vengeance
and spite. His hand stretched out, and in the darkness grabbed
a rifle from the inert hand of one of the drugged bandits.

Twico he took aim, and at the third time fired. ~ The bullet
singing past Alan’s cheeks, turned his eyes to the sender. The

* yollow orbs were there, and botween them a smoking barrel.

“By Jove! Rastan!” he gasped.

But he had no time to investigate. The shot acted as a signal.
And on the echo of it, Kasim’s men swept out.

They were half-way over the plateau before Hassein’s arm
waved aloft. Then Kasim’s hundred lost their knees under a
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hail of pinging bullets from rifles that had never lost their mark.
Not ten staggered to their knees, and of the ten not one knew it
as he swept forward to claw his last touch of bed-earth beforo
winging into the void.

Alone, among his dead, Kasim stood erect, untouched save
for the angry scar on his cheek, magnificent in his wrath and
defiance.

“Yield, Kasim, son of nothingness ! ** said Hassein, stepping
forward a pace.

Kasim’s great black beard wagged an emphatic refusal. The
robber chief’s eyes wero fixed on Alan Wayward, and on the
scarf of green and crimson and gold that Kasim had scen so
lately round the stately shoulders of Miramé.

“Back, chief ! he shouted, his voice hard and startling as a
bugle-blast. * My quarrel is not with thee, but with him—him
who dares to wear that scarf !’

Only Hassein had moved from his place. The ring of scimitars,
rifle and lance, remained intact, every eye of it bent on Alan.

Alan Wayward stepped out from the line of encircling steel,
and faced Kasim.

“Thou art a traitor,” he said quiectly, yet in a tono whose
tense accents rang to the furthest limits of the circling throng.
“ Once before I was thy guest, and by & foul trick thou didst
try to sell me into the power of Hadir Bey. No sword of honour
is fit to meet thine. ou art a dog. A dog’s death is all thou
canst hope to merit, Throw down thy arms. Thou shalt scek
the only death fitting a beast like thee.”

Alan loosened his battle-axe, unwound himself from his sash
with its gallery of arms, and faced Kasim.

The sky was flawless, an unclouded dome of blue, out of which
the hornt of the crescent moon sent a little mocking flutter of
light on to the faces of Alan Wayward and Kasim.

For all that he stood a good six foot one, the Englishman
looked a pigmy against the six foot four of the bandit giant,
and the faces of the mountaineers grow long and stern, as they
el':'ed Kasim flinging down his arms and turning, free f his
shoulder-hood, to meet the young captain in their princess’s
colours.

One moment Kasim cast a glance around, then quick as a cat,
sprang.

Then suddenly a little sigh, like a shiver of lance-wood againsb
lance, ran through the ra.nﬁs of the Haideranli. Their new-made
captain had stumbled on to one knee, and Kasim’s hand had
settled in a vice-lile grip on his heaving shoulders.

Then & great ** Hoo ! " went out, for the stumbler had leapt
upward, as if hurled from a catapult, and one arm had crooked
by a back-catch round Kasim’s neclk, and the other had fastened
on Kasim’s throat, and their captain, with the green and crimson
and golden token athwart his breast, had swayed his body back-
vmrcf lifting Keasim in all his giant bulk, full into air, and
bending back and back till it seemed ns if his loins would
break, had thrust Kasim’s head over his shoulder into the
hard rock heneath his' bending loins. Then, before the bandit
giant could even squirm, the grip of the Englishman’s hands
chifted swift as a glimmer of summer lightning.

His right hand locked under Kasim’s right armpit, thrusting o
hand upward on to tho clutch of his brown neck ; hig left
curlod round Kasim’s under-knee, till the fingers of his hand lay
like steel talons in the paralyzed muscles of the brigand’s thigh.
Then, with a heave that shook a gasp from the eight hundred
craning throats, Alan Wayward ]i&ed Kasgim's giant form high
above his head, and flung him far and fair into the dizzy depths
beyond the plateau.

“ Phow ! " he grunted. * He was heavy !

“ Hoo, hoo, hoo ! " howled the Haideranli, running round him.

“Thou art worthy——" began the chief, coming towards
him with outstretched hands.

“ The rat oscapes,” cried Alan. ** The arch-traitor, Rastan ! ”

He swept through the ring of acclaiming arms, and mado o
dash for the narrow gut between the rocks by which they had
gained the plateau. For, between all his & hoiling for a hold of
asim, he had been conscious of that little glimmer of light round
the ond of the rifle-barrel of the watchful Greek. So, when he had
hurled Kasim to his doom, his first,thought had been for the
watcher, and he had seen him, gliding like a lizard from cover
to cover, towards the pass. And as he called, Rastan doubled into
the downward way, and for & moment none knew the meaning of
Alan’s words.

“ He is mad ! "’ cried a voice, as Alan burst through the circle,
and, without thought of his arms, raced after the fugitive Greck.

“ Let a hundred men stay behind and destroy this E)la,ce,"
said Hassein. * The rest—forward. By sections, march.’

No man on earth loved life more than Rastan. And none feared
death more than hé. His ankle, on which Clok had left four
galling marks, was paining him terribly ; but the thought of
Flassein's cold judgment and furrowed face terrified him still
more. Like a goat he fled down the pasa.

Even Alan, for all his grit, shuddered at some of the leaps
this mad goat of a fugitive made. But he followed them, none
the less. He had no mind to let Rastan live for more mischief.
But, keen as the chase was, Rastan held hie way, passed the
fringe of wood where Miramé and her escort of troopers waited,
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and dived into & thicket that led, bound by bound, down towards
the roaring, swollen torrent of the Euphrates.

One idea only lived in Alan’s heart—to catch Rastan. He
was indifferent for the moment to whatever Hassein might do.
He wanted to get the man who had ttagpcd Miramé. And so
blinded was he by his one idea, that he saw no more than a
glimpse of Miramé's face flashing throtigh the trees as he swept
past in 1eumnit.

But Miramé saw him clearly, and since young love is adven-
turous as well as protective, sge called fifteen ogthe guards her
father had left her.,

“T follow the captain, Alan,” she said, in her silvery, imperative
way. * Follow me. When my father comes, pray him to send
runners on my.trail.”

She was afoot, with a long lance in her hand, looking a very
spirit of the woods.

“Daughter of rashness,” said an aged voice at her side.
* Let a little wisdom and a dog accompany thee.”

“Thou ! cried the girl, with a flash of her eyes, ‘* Come.
Thou and 1 will shake the world.”

“ Allah help us ! ? murmured the sheikh, as he stretched his
long limbs to keep pacewith her fleetness, and casting an anxious
eye backward, was glad to see a sturdy group of mountaineers
following them, while Clok loped along, nosing by his side.

Meanwhile, down and ever down Alan pursued the slippery
Greek. Twice he had touched his shoulder. But Rastan had
wriggled into the void. Alan braced up his fagged forces and
pelted forward, feeling sure of his man. But Rastan had not
run in the dark. He knew Kasim’s last line of escape, and’ the
creck that held an inflated goat.skin raft that would bear a
man without an aiding effort into the still pool beneath Changeri,
where Idrin Pacha dwelt.

8o, as Alan plunged forward, Rastan slipped from his grasp
again, swung like a trodden-on snake to tﬁe left, leapt over a
boulder, with a drop of twelve feet beyond, and serambled
on his belly into the water.

Alan, poised on the bank, a good thirty feet above the stream
saw tho head of the disappeared Gireek suddenly bob into the
swirl of the current, and understood the ruse. ’

* The badger ! "’ he gasped.

Ho slung his hands forward and upward, and plunged into the
flood. It was delightfully icy. For a moment he lost himself,
fooling as if he were a ship in full sail down the grey, wind-swept,
cloud-covered Channel. .

When he found himself again, he had a grip on Rastan’s leg,
and was hauling himself thereby on to the float the Greck
thought his own.

A gush of water, smashing into his mouth and eyes and ears,
obscured for two minutes all sense of what he meant to say to
Rastan. They had passed by one of the innumerable cascades
that glimmer along the upper waters of the Euphrates, and it was
not till they arrived in a great still pool beyond, that Alan gained
broath and vision enough to be conscious of things.

And then Rastan startled him with o great shout, that rang
weird and wild through the lonely marshes.

Alan ¢ould not divine the reason of that ghout for the moment ;
but it came home to him in a few seconds when half a dozen
hands hauled him into a great hoat, and he saw Rastan’s panting
mouth jibbering short phrases into the fat, contented face of
Idrin Pacha.

“Ma!” gaid Idrin. *“ Wo have got back our slave ‘again.
Turn the boat round, my children, and row for Changeri.”

Then Alan’s forces gave out, and he lay supine, where he had
been thrown, in the bottom of the boat, careless for the moment
whether death or life awaited him, and quite oblivious of the
mutter aft that was erranging his destiny. Dog-tired, he slept.

He awoke to fact and the desire of life when, with startied
eyes, he was aware that the eyes of Rastan and Idrin Pacha
wore gleaming on him in the old, too familiar courtyard where
he had once been bastinadoed.

“It would bo botter to give him the bowstring at once,”
Idvin Pacha was saying. * Why wait 2"

_“ No,” snarled the Greek. ‘‘ We have plenty of time. Let
him die slowly. Prepare the triangles. ~Let him bhe stripped
and hung on to the triangles; then let his flesh be torn off
with hot flaying pincers, while I talk with him.”

“ Good ! grinned Idrin Pacha. * That will not take long.”

Alan Wayward gritted his teeth as he felt himself borne by
fqur sturdy slaves into an inner court. He made no moan while
his garments were stripped from him and he was lashed, spread-
oagled, over a trelliswork of iron, to which his wrists and
elbows, ankles, knees and waist, wero bound by iron wires.

. Aglintof his eyes sideways,showed him four Nubians engaged
in heating long, claw-like pincers in a brazier, whose mouth,
threo foot wide, glowed witﬁ) sputtering coal.

* Begin at the small of his back, and work upwards very
slowly,” said Rastan. .

The torturers grinned; then, with their pincers aglow,
marched towards Alan Wayward, helpless on the trelliswork,

‘“ Hi-hoo ! Hoo! Ha-hai!” ¥
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Taint as the mutter of distant thunder it commenced, that
weird, wild call, but, from the first echo of it, it swelled into the
crashing roll of thunder imminent ; and before Idrin or Rastan
had time to wriggle from their silken cushions, volley after
volley rang out, and voices shricking gave place to a sudden
silence more menacing than any threat.

The torturers had dropped their pincers,

Idrin sat with glazed eyes.

“ Hassein is on me! Thou hast betrayed me,”dog1" he
hissed.

(et thee to thy guards!” snarled Rastan. ¢ Call all thy
men. Stand off the attack. Art thou not Bey ? T will settle
the account’of that dog on the irons !

Tho words, crisp, acid, hurtful with scorn, galvanised the
flabby Turk. He waddled off his couch, trotted to the doorway,
and blew three shrill calls on a whistle.

Rastan, dropping from the divan, ran to the pincers lying
smouldering on the floor, plucked one up, and plunged it into
the fire. o waited with a sinister patience, watching Idrin
round whom had collected a bodyguard of some three hundred
Turks. Then, as he saw the iron pincers glowing hot, white-hot,
in the open brazier of live coals, he yelled to Idrin :

“ Why waitest thou ¢ Charge and slay 1

The next minute he looked around him, and saw that he was
alone, save for the figure triced against the firm trelliswork.

o stirred the iron in the fire, plucked it out, thrust it in again 3
then, drawing it forth, leapt at Alan.

“ This time, dog, I have thee !’ he snarled. * Thy eyes go
first 1  And he thrust the blazing iron towards Alan’s face.

“ Hoo, Greek ! ” It was like the bark of a wounded buffalo,
this short, sharp shout of Sheikh Jelaluddin,

Hassein’s riders rode fast, and his runners outpaced Aral
horses when Miramé, the Lady of the Haideranli, was leading.
Tor she had seen Alan pass, feared and followed, with word left
to her father’s men to follow on. But swift as she had been, sho
was laggard to the sheikh and the old wolfhound.  And while the
first cry of the Haideranli marksmen punctuated the last groan
of Idrin’s watch, Jelaluddin had dashed through the outer
courtyard, sure of finding his beloved disciple in some strait
within.

“Hoo, Greek ! " was all he could grunt, as his trained eyes
drank in the drama.

He had nothing with him but his tried oaken staff. But he
knew a trick or two with that same staff. ‘ Crack” and
“ thwaek *’ it went about- either elbow of the Greek, and before
Rastan could recover from his surprise, the end of the staff had
found him in the pit of his stomach, and as he recled from it, it
smote him across the reins; driving him face foremost into the
fire of the brazier, from whence he had just plucked the pincers.

That he staggered out of that mortal scald, blind, blistered,
and a thing less than a pariah dog, Jelaluddin cared not. fHe
was cutting loose his disciple.

“And I thought thou wast learning wisdom,” he growled,
as he stashoed the last cord free. ‘ Thou art but a babe !

“ Where is Miramé ? ”’ gasped Alan, ‘I saw—"

“ Miramé is here !’ chimed a mocking voice.
to her father.”

For o long moment Alan gazed into the hard eyes of the
sheilkh. Then he turned and huddled himself into his garments.

“ Fark 1" said the sheikh, as a great shout of * Hoo, hoo,
hoo! ” rent tho air. ‘ Hassein hath made an end of Idrin. The
battle is finished. Thou and I, my son, may go—on our search
for wisdom.”

“Let us see,” said Alan, striding through the arch that led
into the outer court.

o stood for a moment, stupefied, as against and in the door.
way of the arch facing him he saw Idrin’s body hanging limp,
with a noose round his neck, and piled on either side of him a
great heap of his defenders. )

In tho middle of the court stood Hassein, and by his side
Miramé, superbly beautiful and scornful.

“Tg that wisdom ?” growled Alan. ‘‘Is that the wisdom
you promised to teach me 7’

“ Thou art tired, my son,” said the sheikh. *‘ Behold Allah
is just and merciful. "The evil of Idrin hath smitten him, and
has but paid his count.”

“ Yet I would speak one word with Miramé,” said Alan.

“ Come,” said the sheikh. “If thou speakest now, in
humility, thou will hear words hurtful. Let her think thou
carest nought. So shall she make great case of thee, imagining
thee much more than thou art. Come, Captain of the
Haideranli. - Bear thy scarf and thy calf-love even after
Jelaluddin, for he leads thee to a supper.”

With one long look at Miramé's turned face, Alan followed
the sheikh down the long, silent path to the consul’s house at Van.

N THE END.

(Another Tale of Alan Wayward next Thursday.
Please order your copy of the “Gem" Library in
advance. Price 1d.) .
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the Only New and Original School Tale.
By S. CLARKE HOOK.

READ THIS FIRST.

Billy Barnes, Cyril Conway, and Snowy White Adonis
Venus are three great chums at Tempest Headland School.

Dr. Buohanan, 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 &
punishment, under promise not to leave it. He breaks his
word, however, and, rushing from the school, dives from
Headland Height to the rescue of Lily, the headmaster’s
daughter. Cyril refuses to explain his action to Dr.
Buchanan, and is just about to receive castigation, when
Lily enters her father’s study and explains everything.

(Now go on with the story.)

 —

Extraneous Circumstance

“My lad,” exclaimed the doctor, when he had got the
gist of the story. *You were utterly wrong in not telling
mo what had happened. Can’t you see it?"

“ No, sir.”

““T might have caned you for a deed—a deed——"

“One that you performed, sir?"

“Nonsense! I am a man. You are a boy.
might be my duty to do——"

“[ say, sir,” interposed Cyril, ‘“that won't do—it won’t
jolly well do! You dived down that height to save a
nigger—poor old Venus. He's a caution: Well, you set me
the example.”

“Do you suppose, boy, that if T choose to smoke a cigar
it sets you the example to smoke on=.”

“ No, sir, that’s ‘a different thing altogether.” It's all right
for a man to drink a glass of brandy-and-water if he pleases,
and knows where to stop, but it would be rotten for a bo,
to do s0. But you can’t stand there, or sit there, sir, witz
all your ability, and tell me that it was not my duty to
:)_;ea'l,: my word to you, and strive to save your daughter’s
ife.

“ Hoaven forbid that I should say such a thing, Cyril! As
for breaking your word—well, you never did so. Your
promise was given to me under ordinary circumstances.
Neither you nor I antici-
pated extraneous circum-
stances. 1 think we both

What it
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The End of the Term.

The end of the term arrived, but Venus did not look for-
ward to the holidays, because they would separate him from
his friend Cyril. That worthy, on the other hand, was
in a state of high spirits, and on the last day of the term
he went in search o% YVenus, whom he found sitting on his
bed in the dormitory, looking about as happy as a con-
sumptive monkey. : s ‘ ;

¢ iiallo, Snowy White Adonis Venus,” exclaimed Ciyril,
“ what's the matter with you?”

“Dere. ain’t nuffin de matter wid me, Cyril.”

*“ Well, that’s all right, because you look as though you
had got half a"dozen cﬁings the matter with you! I’ve just
been talkinf to the doctor about you; he won’t cane you
more often than you deserve during the holidays. I say, won’t.
you have a jolly time of it here all by yourself! It will be
miserable for me. There’s nothing to do at our place,
oxcept eat, fish, ride, boat, and a few thin? like that. Then
I can’t invite more than half a dozen fellows down at the
time, because they would annoy my mother. We always
kick up such a row in the holidays! Of course, you can do
a few things in the way of larks when there is no one to
cane you!”

‘“*Spect you'm got a tuckshop near de placo?”

“No. But you don’t need that, because you can have
anything you like to eat; and when it's that way you don’t
seem to care for it.”’ :

“Neber been dat way; least, I don’t seem to remember
it.”’ s

“That's what comes of forgetting the past! Well, you
will have plenty of time to try and remember it; then you
can work up all sorts of things. Euclid is rather interesting
for those who like it.”

“’Spect you will work during de holidays?”’

““No, my dear Venus; I shall be too busy riding and
driving, and all that sort of thing. I shall go for picnics
with fellows; in fact, do exactly what I like. My mother
likes me to enjoy myself, and I never thwart her in that
direction. Of course, you may feel a bit lonely, but I dare
say the ghost will give you a look in in the dead of night.
1 say, won’t this dormitory feel a bit dreary at night, when
the wind is howling round the college and the moan of the
sea is heard upon the shore? Well, I hope you will enjoy
yourself !"

“ Dunno how I'm going to do dat all alone.”

“Well, it might have been worse; you might have had
to come and spend the holidays with me.” -

"“ Golly, golly!”

“That would have been beastly, wouldn’t it?”

“Tink you could take me as a shoeblack, or someting
like dat? “Might clean de knives and sweep de lawn. Tink
you could manage it, Cyril? I'd run errands, and——"

“Impossible! ~ Would you like to spend the holidays at
our place?”

“Golly

“It’s a grand old place, you know; about as big as this
college, and with hundreds of acres of land. You couldn’t
walk across the land that belongs to my mother in one day.
Billy is _coming to spend a week, and I shall have somo
other frionds. You will be here all by yourself.”

“ Can’t be helped. You
will lm coming back some

understood that. All
earthly promises must be
so made, because we can-
not know what may

0@ do you do? c@

“Would you like to
come?”’

“ What’s de good ob
asking such a question?

happen, and circumstances
may alter cases. I am go-

You know dat I can’t
come; you said so.”

ing to say nothing to you

WHOM TO WRITE TO: The Editor,

“You can’t come as. a

concermn;z your action, Lo SaEVaTt: ‘DU Foi v
i M ! 2, Carmelite House : » you are com
Cyril. W o;dsl_could imv"if Carmelite S(ree{,'lbndon, who will be ing as a friend. I got
gxpross.my 1ee.ings. & Wi pleased to hear from you. permission from my

merely mention that

firmly believe when I am
on my death-bed it will be
remembered to me. Go
away, children; I wish to

bo alone.”
¢ She saw—saw you kiss
me, Cyril!” murmured

Lily, lowering her head
as they left the study.

“Well, the dear old
bunch of crinkled parch-
ment can’t see me do it
this time, Lily,” cried
Cyril.

And Miss Spartin never
saw that last kiss.

“ALAN
under the title of
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“n PARLIAMENTARY CANDIDATE.”

Our next issue will contain a splendid tale of
Tom Merry and his chums, and another fine
story dealing with the exciting adventures of

WAYWARD,”

“THE BLACK VULTURE OF FOLIAT.”

P.S.—Criticisms please!
I o 1ot 1ot Tod Tod Tof 1o 1ot tof tot tod Tol Tol Tol Tof Tol tof Tol ]

mother two days ago. We
shall journey down to-
gether.”

“Hoorooh! Hurrah!
Golly! Yah, yah, yah!”

“Now, then, you utter
varmints,”” cried Mopps,
entering the dormitory in
order to get some of tho
boxes down, ready for the
morrow; ‘“how dare you
make this row?”’

‘““ Hoorooh! Hurrah! Is
it really true dat I'm to

0808585800000 0500008000000

THE EDITOR. spend de holidays wid
you, Cyril?”
3 (Another  snstalment neat
Thursday.)
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