e Complete Tale of Tom Merry & Co.

NN

e
AR \

N

\\\\ ‘ : ;
\\\ N ¥
\XS\

(NEW SERIES.)

: h-C-eS
RUCTIONS AT ST. JiM's,

GRAND P AND A
:CH(_)OL y = = THRILLING
ALE OF ADVENTURE

fi TOM MERRY
NS =
g = -

’0": ARRY \\\\ N\

ML
A
{
\

\‘.\,.
0

\)
oA )

‘/,w-.‘ 4

"

) &"t \ \\\\\\\\\\\ \
0‘\'\‘.\‘@0\ \\ \

AR
\’I'O.I;‘o'o“n’&,\‘.\

AN
t"}::;':'zi“\" m’n‘ot
)
‘/‘OM_"‘Q‘O N“' A “
l "’\ W \ X/ e
W

QLA
‘ '\“‘ V Y, ARAARKA XS
9‘@:"@:&%{0‘, Y 'I\\’Io’g"’:‘;&’p’:‘o"
i\\‘\‘«“\\’s'&:.'o'@" (X \,r,t‘\c‘\o.o:\\“::.:w
N ALY Wi
& \\«*'/o".";‘g\‘,f‘{‘\‘%i‘.’e,‘:?‘,’.\'.:.z“ /
AR AT AN
\\\\ \’o‘@““.: RN

Y

A

O
%
\\“f\t‘\“ b, il ,4’

I

)

\ : / W\ ) \ ‘

\ 1= ‘,/W/ ‘
A




-

s
|

is allowed
on every Mead
Cycle which s

despaiched from factory
on .‘npproval to anyone.

Highest Grade British-Made

COVENTRY CYCLES

Warranted fifteen years ; best tyres, coasters, variable-speed
gears, and all latest improvements; 63 models. From £3. 10.
Packed free, carriage paid, safe delivery guaranteed. Old machines taken in exchange.
25° , DISCOUNT for Cash.. Easy payments at 107 discount off catalogue
/o prices.  Every transaction in confidence. Thousands of Testimonials

from delighted customers.

Trade Terms to a few ridersin each district who apply immediately. Write
or_call at once for our large Free Art Catalogue and Special
Offer on Sample Machine. Save dealers’ profits. Do not under any circum -
stances think of purchasing a cycle at any price until you have seen our
wonderful offer. ~ A postcard will bring y6i everything it you cannot call,
Dept. 103 D
LLONDON:19, Charing Cross Rd.
Manchester : 162, Deansgate.
Liverpool:91 95,Paradise St .
Glasgow:168,Buchanan St.
Newecastle: 23, New
Bridge Street,

cYaEQQ,

are those who are slightly sunburnt. Sunbronze gives s Ec AL OF E ' Yentriloquisin” (success certain), 4d, ; “ Boxing,” dd,
HANDSOME MEN thia tint. Dutection impossible. Guaranteed genuine s P I ; F Rl “Thought-Reading,"” 4d., ; ** Wrestling and Ju-Jitsu,” 4d,

FPost free (plain cover), 1/1}. —Sunbronze Laboratories, 32, Ethelbert Road, Wimbledon.

Conjuring,”

i “Beok of Tricks,” 4d,  Apy four, 1/. Lot, 1/4, all post free.

4d, 5
WILKES. World's Bogkseller, STOCKTON. RUGBY,
———

‘HAPPY HOME SEEDS’ GONTEST.

GENUINE AND PERFECTLY SIMPLE.

Who are the Three Most Popular and Prominent Men in the United Kingdom 2

E1.200 CASIEL.

NO ENTRANCE FEE! Everyone stands an Equal Chance.

ALSO

10,000 FREE GIFTS

Given to Purchasers of our Seeds,
SENID NO WMONEY. WE TRUST Y¥YOuU.

In ovder 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, IFootballs, Dolls, Cameras, Cutlery, and
Silverware, ete. All you have to do is to send us your full name and address, and we will send you per
return of post 86 Packets of assorted seeds: Swect Peas, Chrysanthemum, Malope, Sweet William,
White Sweet Pea, ete., ete. ; or French Breakfast Radish, Beet, Scarlet Runner Beans, Vegetable Marrow,
large Red Mammoth Tomato, Mustard, Cress, ete., ete. Use the packets of sceds at 2d. per packet
within 28 days, and we will reward you according to the terms on our grand list. DBe sure and state
; whether flower or vegetable seeds are required,

With the Seeds you will receive full particulars of our Popular and Prominent Men Contest.

Write at once (Posteard will do) to .

GEROME & CO., LTD. (D;pt- CL), 83-87, Fleet Street, London, E.C.

Ma
the S




At ’h' 2.
VRAGET IS

.Tngggsz “TOLD 0 THE

.~ uz‘pno

{

Fori o NG R ey g
s R s
NE” " By MARTIN
e CLIFFORD. .

‘

.
»

A SPLENDID SCHOOL 'TALE OF
TOM MERRY & CO. :
By MARTIN CLIFFORD. 8
h i - ‘ o "1\‘ Lol
¥ %
3
: '
. |
._ N/ | d
\ A N R B | i
: b | ST. JIM'S: £
¥ \ / . [ ] 3
4D ; i N ] 79 e
o o 4
7 . : , .. 4l
A PARLIAMENTARY CANDIDATE. ‘§ |
I
. ) CHAPTER 1. ame, and apperently did not hear Tom Merry’s remark: : o
B A Press of Invitations. o 1’:1‘;2‘ eﬁi’;:" f,,‘;?aﬂ;’,?‘,,“"gn‘”“ uh orfr:gly sl b % S T,
% OM MERRY an his fingérs @hroiigh his ourly haic with 2 note in his hand. Curly of the Third had i Sl el
iy @ R\e:;p_lg‘xecvl.‘loolg. Fin e SRR : : into.the.study, and Manners had” growled Mag ammed | |
= 1ot m blessed if I quite know*what-to'do,” he said.  the dobr;ongoing out. Manhers took chiesy serigus nd he
Manners and Liswther ‘were- playingchess in the study. in . rega m§° interruption ‘as” Tord''Meérry: of ‘Blake would = % =
tzhe&cho}glﬁuuwat 8t. Jim’s, :ﬂyfwerq intont upon théir.  have r,eggrdedggy;ﬁfeﬁmi&ﬁqu oricket matoh; ;S




Toms Merry had read the note and seemed perplexed, He
ran his fingers through his hair and looked at his chums,

““T’m blessed if I know what to do,”” he remarked again.

“Qb, really I” said Lowther, without looking up from the
chess table. ‘ You cdn’t move your knight now, Manners.”

Manners sniffed. . ’
. *I know I can’t; teach your grandmother!”
241 say, listen to me a minute,” said Tom Merry.

Manners grunted. ey

‘““This note is from Blake, and he says he’s holding a con-
sultation in his study at half-past seyen, to discuss the
nomination of the candidates for 8t. Jim’s Parliament.”

*“ Let him hold it.” .

‘“ He wants us to go.”

6 o, n.”’

‘““But we're holding a discussion here. at half-past seven
ourselves on the same subject. We can’t go.”

*Don’t go, then.”

g ¢ Jou fellows would chuck up that rotten game for a
bit—" -

‘“Can’t

“ , but-
*‘ Check,” said Manners, moving his bishop.

“* My hat,” said Lowther; ‘I never saw that, you know!
* Youw’ll lose the rook.”

4 a,don’t care.”” .
; ‘“ Well, 'l have the rook! No, I won’t, though, you deep
o rotter ! mme see.”’ .

; : ** Will you listen to me?” said Tom Merry.
“ Not at present, Tommy ; take a little run!”
- ! .“Shall we hold oar_ discussion, or shall we go along to
% " Study No. 6 and attend Blake’s meeting?”
] “ Just as you like.”

. “ We can’s do both.”
e * Then:don't.”
* But we must do one or the other.”

§ ‘Do it, then,” ; :
i ‘ You pair of blinking asses—"’

: .daor of the study %pen?d, and Pr?tt of ttl:le I}Iev; gouss
‘ine Fven ‘the sight of o junior from the rival House
‘.rlimg!#f

you see we're busy -

-«

“Joo
~at’ Jim not call the attention of Manners and
P from their game. Manners was very near mate,

‘and an slarm of fire would hardly have called him off now.
Wy m;&cﬁod up a ruler. i .
: "Hallo, you New House specimen, what.do you mean by
2 brinﬁing Jyour face into a respectable study?” L
. ‘““Rats!” retorted Pratt cheerfully. * Note from Figgins!”
He pitched a note upon the table beside Tom Merry, and
;ilmnimed the door and departed, whistling. - Manners gave a
owl.
““That’s the second time that door’s been slammed the last
five minutes !’/
‘It was a New House waster with a note from Figgins.”
‘I don’t:see what you want to keep on receivirg letters for
when I'm playing chess!” : .
‘“Well, of all the unreasonable asses! How can I help it
if people send me letters? I haven’t hung ug a notice out-
i side th® study inviting promiscuous correspondence.”’
i ‘' Well, don’t talk."
s *“That’s all very well, but—""
] ‘ If you've got a note, read it!"” howled Manners.
: you I've got a mate in three moves!”

1¥
1
i
|

“T telt

1 . “Rats lq’ shid Lowther warmly, * What about my king’s

0 rook?”
! _ “Your king’s rook can’t touch my ‘bishop.”
1 ¢ Blow your bishopt. Just see—""
fgi h“ Wait a minhtecﬁ,‘.“.l’m not going to hurry over a game of
chess.” 2 |

Tom Merry oxl)gned the letter. Manners had put his elbows
i on the chess table and his head in his hands, and was glaring
at the pieces as if he were going w.utv:‘mem. The deep
{*"* wrinkle in his youthful brow seemed to indicate that the
_ fate of the British Empire at least depended upon the result

{7 of the gﬁm
W Tom erry glanced through the letter.
s *“My hat!”
‘“Shut up ; I'm thinking1” ;
1“ ‘“ Well, I suppose a fellow ought to shut up on a rare occa-
sion like that! But, really, what do you think of this? I'll
vead Figg'y’s letter out to you!”
" Donlt .)l
‘“Oh, it will interest you; it’s a curious coincidence:
" “¢‘Dear Merry,~We're holding a discussion in our study
at half-past seven, and we shoul h
\ along. It's to_discuse about nominating the candidates, for
the gehool parliament.—Yours sincerely,

“ What do you think of that, kids?”

G F10eINs.”

“ 1 don't think anything about it.” .
. “ Figgins. wants us to g0 and see him.”
A  Go and see him then,” - . ]

be glad if you three came -

= THE BEST 3" LIBRARY p®~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

“ But Blake wants us to

go and see him at the same time.”.
‘“ Well, why ean’t you go?”’ :

e And”we’re holding a discussion in this study the sam@ .

time—

‘“Hold your row instead.”

‘“Are you ever going to move,
Lowther.

““Yes, I anm; when I'm ready.” . y 0

“It’s all very well to wear a-fellow out like this,” said
Monty Lowther. ‘“ If you fag me out waiting for the moves,
I sha’n’t consider you win.” i : . .
. “Rats! How can I move when Tom Merry is chattering
away like a blessed magpie, and fellows come in slamming
the door every second or two?"”’ = :

*“Oh, come,” said Tom Merry; “ there have only been twa
slams ! iy R

 Shut up.®~

‘“ By Jove, he's moving at last!” said Lowther,

“There you are, Monty, you beast! King’s bishop to
rook’s seventh, and if you can get out of that you can use my
head for a football ”’ ’ .

‘1 suppose I can ‘castle—""

Manners?”? demanded

i “ ‘%ss!, Your knight's’ square is under check from the
night.’ v
*“8o it is. All the same—""

‘“ Finished !’ asked Tom Merﬁ’.

“ No,” grunted Lowther, - * How that chap keeps on talk-
ing! I shall have to look into this; I'm not going to-be
checkmate because Pom Merry can’t;16ave off talking ! Hallo,
there’s some demon at the door again!”

The study doet opened. .

Skimpole of the 8hell put his head into the room. Skim-
pole’s-head was a very:large one, and if he had had a body
to match he would have been a youthful giant, but Nature
had been more and more sparing as she.went downward, so
to speak, ‘and Skimpole had a large head, a body small in
proportion, and legs smaller in proportion still. But to look
at his huge forehead, ornamented with a pair of big specta-
cles, was to see that he was a brainy man. There were plenty

of brains there, though the quality eould not be so eagh
answered for. g
But Skimpole was certainly brainy. He took up subjects’

that made-other fellows’ heads ache. He could talk for-houps
on such topics as Socialism, Determinism, and eyen Schopen-
hmngm, and he declared .that on such occasions he knew
what he was talking about,” H@.found few believers, how-
ever. $

*1 say, Merry, T wunt to,sﬁsenk to you if you're not busy,”
said Skimpole, looking into the study.

Tom Merry laughed.

** I’'m not busy, except in receiving invitations,” he replied.
‘But you musin’t speak above a whisper, or yon will be
killed by a chess maniac.” ;

Oh, “chesgl. Not. much of a subjéﬁt’ for a_fellow with’

brains,” said Skimpole, with a disparaging glance at the
chess table. = “ A brainy fellow ought to ‘uio up a deeper
subject, and if Manners or Lowther cared about it, I wouldn’t

mind-etting ther into some knowledge on the wj)ject of the .

Sc auer philosophy.”’

Pd’.?ﬁun" roared Manners, .
“Th? Did you address me, Manners?’
“Yes, I did.

grate?”’ .
*‘ Certainly not.” o g
“ Then get out!” Z )
Skimpole looked ut Tom Merry inquiringly.
** Manmners seems excited,” he remarked. * Is anything the
matter?”’ , .
““Oh, no; only he's playing chess! = What
Skimmy?”’

“I just looked in to tell you that I'm addres
meeting in the quadrangle at half-past séven, and I should
like ;ou fellows to come along—""

‘“IHa, ha, ha!”

1 don’t see anything to laugh at, Merry.”

“I do, though, Sorry we can’t come, owing {0 a press of
rev;l(_ms invitations from other quarters,” said Tom Merry,
aughing. . .

. “I really wish you would come. I’'ve got a specch written
out, and it’s a regular ripper; full of statistics.”
,“T’'m not Smrt,xcl_llarly gone on statistics, thank you.”

- But really—"

a Kick him out, Tom, there’s a good fellow !"’ said Manners
1m§)lo‘rmgly. ‘ Are you moving your knight, Lowther?”

“Yes; I'm going to exchange knights with you.”

‘“ Go on, then.” A ’ '

* Right you are. - T 1 .

 But, really, you fellows,” said Skimpole, “when it’s a

estion of nominatitig the candidates for the first meeting of

the 8t. Jim’s Parliament, I think: you:might put such a thing
a8 chess aside; I do, redfy ” :

Do you want your head bunged under tke -

: A mass .

-
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Bvery Thursday,

“XKick him out, Tom, or I won’t chum with you any
longer.”

“ ““Get out, Skimmy.”

“ But rvoally—"

_“ Manners wants me to kick you out, and I couldn’t refuse
him a little thing like that. Boettor travel along,” said Tom
Merr‘y, getting off the table.

‘It you're in earnest, Tom Merry—""

‘“ Deadly earnest, I assure you.”

‘ But I want to explain to you—-""

** Wait a minute while I g6t my football boots.”

But the amatcur Socialist of St. Jim’s did not wait. He
scuttled out of the study and banged the door hard.

Manners gave a wrathful yell.

- ¢That’s about the tenth time that door has banged!”

. “No; only the third, old chap,” said Tom Merry sooth-
ingly. “‘And you insisted upon his going out of the study,
you know.”

‘“‘There you'are, Lowther, my pawn up. I suppose you
can sec it now?”’

“I’'m not so sure about it.”

‘“Oh, don’t be obstinate! It’s mate in onc more move,
unless you sacrifice your quecn’s bishop, and that puts it off
on‘lyyone move more, as my rook comes straight on.”

s, but—-

. We_l’l, take your time,” said Manners, leaning back in
his chair. *“You can jabber now, Merry, if you like, What
were you—"'

*‘No, he can’t!” howled Lowther, * He'll put me off my
game! I fancy 1 can manage this with the queen to the
bishop's eighth,” .

Manners smiled. He was an old chess-player, and he did
not need to look at the board to know whether there was
anything in Lowther’s contention or not. ’
= *“Oh, look at it, Monty "’

“I'm looking. I think—-"

. The study door opened, and an eyeglass, with a face behind
it, looked in. “Jt was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, from Study
No. 6, the swell of the School House of St. Jim's.

“*Hallo, GussKl" said Tom Merry. "

Lowther rcached out for a cushion.

*‘ Hallo, deah boy,” said 1)’Arcy languidly. *‘ Blake asked
me 16 look in as'I was passin’ to sec if you wore comin’ 4o
the meetin’ in Study No. 6 aftah tea.”

““Get out!” rapped out Lowther. )

Arthur Augustus turned his monocle upon Monty Lowther
with an air of surprise and disdain.

“Did you addwess me, Lowthah?”

“Yes, I did. Get out!”

‘““You are a wude wottah!”

‘“You're interrupting the game!”

- ““The intewwuption of a game of chess is not a sufficient
excuse for wudeness,” said D’Arcy frigidly.  “I must wefuse
to excuse you on such frivolous gwounds, I.owthah.”

‘“ Are you going?’ roared Monty Lowthér.
© “Weally, Lowthah——"" .

Whiz |

¢ Look out!” yelled Tom Merry.

But the warning came too late. The cushion whizzed from
the hand of the wrathful Lowther, ‘and it caught Arthur
Augustus full upon the ohest. The swell of the School House
sat down suddenly in the doorway. .

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. ‘‘What—what was that?
Towthah, I wegard you as an absolute. beast, and I shall
give you a feahful thwashin’.”

- " Get out!” .

But the swell of the School House did not get out. He
sprang to his feet and dashed straight at Lowther.

“Look out!” yelled Manners. **You’ll have the chess
table ‘over !” ) .

Bgﬁ Arthur Augustis was too excited to think about such
a trifle. i .

‘“Hold on,” gasped Lowther, *‘ you utter ass!”

He gmppfed with the excited swell of St. Jim’s. Arthur
Augustus lurched heavily against the chess-table, and it went
flying. There was a roar from Manners as picces and pawns
went scattering over the floor.

*“Oh, you utter ass!”

“I am sowwy, Mannohs’ but I am goin’ to give Lowthah
a feahful thwashin’l” gasped Arthur Augustus.

And the next moment the combatants were rolling among
the goattered chess.

CHAPTER 2,
D'Arcy Causes Trouble.
OM MERRY was laughing too much to interfere.
Arthur Augustus and Lowther rolled over and over.
: Manners -was. whooping with wrath. He had been
deprived of hig chockmate, after playmg for ‘it for nearly an:
hour. © It was enough to excite his wrath,

’
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_Lowther obstinately.

f)nc Penny, 3

*“You utter ass!” gasped Lowther,

“You uttah wottah!”

‘Oh, ohuck it!” exclaimed Tom Merry, with the tears -
running down his cheeks, ‘Don’t be a pair of silly asses,
you know! Chuck it!” /

“I'm going to suffocate this idiot!"”

“I’'m goin” to give this boundah a feahful thwashin’!” .

“I say, Manners, collar Lowther, will you, and I'll take"
care of Gussy I” exclaimed Tom
that the excited combatants would hurt one another.

Manners did not move. f

‘‘Let 'em go on,” he said. * Monty can make pea-shucks
of him as easy as winking., He ought to be slain for spoiling
a checkmate.”

“Yes, but—" .

“I had Lowther mate in one move more.” .

“Rot!” gasped Lowther, looking ui) from the furious
combat for a moment—* rot, Manners: I should have played
my &x):en to bishop’s eighth1”

‘Bosh! That wouldn’t have made any difference!”

‘“It would have busted your game!”

“ Ass! What about my rook?”’

““Oh, blow your rook !’

“ Well, of all the silly asses!” said Manners. “I wanted
to finish the game, so as to make thing clear even to
Lowther’s inte%leot, but really I never expected him to deny
a perfectly evident thing like that.” J

*‘I should have played my queen to——'"

‘“Oh, rats!” |

Lowther jerked himself away from Arthur Augustus. He
left the swell of St. Jim’s gasping on the floor.

‘ Let’s set 'em out egain as they were!” gasped Lowther.
“ri jolly soon show you whether I was mate in- andther
movel” :

Manners sniffed.

‘“Can you remember whera half of them were?”

‘“Well, we could try.” . X

Arthur Au‘j;_ustus struggled to his feet. Ho did not seem
to be satisfied yet, for he rushed straight at Monty Lowther.
But Tom Merry caught him by the shoulder and draggéd
him_back. ‘ )

‘“ Hold on, Gussy!” th

‘“ Pway welease me, Tom Mewwy.” )

‘“Chuck it! My dear ass—" . .

“If you do not welease me immediately, Tom Mewwy, I
shall lose my beastly tempah and stwike you.”” W

o dear ass, you've done enough’ damage. = Therc's’

as if he had gone through a manglo or
under a motor-"bus.” )

Lowther lookin
‘“Well,”” said D’Arcy, puusinir. ‘“if Lowthah likds to con-
fess that he has had a feahful lickin’, and that he deserved
it, I am willin’ to let the mattah don:" '

‘‘Rats!” said Lowther, without looking round. .

‘‘Then I shall continue to thwash you, Lowthah, until—""

‘“ My dear Gussy, you will spoil your clothes.”

“ My olothes are alweaecg' wumpled ‘and dusty, Tom Mewwy,
and my collah is wumpled, and my tie disawwanged. 'There
is nothin’ more that can happen, ¢o I may as well finish
thwashin’ Lowthah. Pway welcase me!” . .

‘“ Gussy, if you think it’s the real Chesterfieldian thing to
come and make a row in another fellow’s study, you’ve got a
lot to learn,” said Tom Merry severely.

“Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy—"

. :: If you choose to apologise to Lowther, we'll look over

*“Buyt Lowthah biffed me with a cushion in ﬁ*e most
l.)wutau} way, and gave me a shock to my beastly ‘system
which thwew me into quite a fluttah,” protested D’Aroy.

“It's no good arguing, Gussy. You have behaved in a
really ungentlemanly way, and the less you say about it the
better,” said Tom Merry, shaking his head.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—-s"" . -

“I'm going to slay that ass,”” said Manners,’ picking up
the cushion. ‘' Lowther will never allow now that I had
him mate in one more move.” oE Ll

‘‘ Because you hadn’t anything of the kind,” said Lowther.
‘I should have played my queen to bishop's eighth.”

““You ass, I'd have wiped it off with my rookI"

‘“Blow your rook !’

“Look here, Monty—-"

‘“It’s no good saying you had me mate in one move,” said
‘*My belief i that in a few minutes
more I should have had you cornered.’’ ’

*“Me cornered!” howled Manners. ‘“Why I played chess
before you were born—at least, before you ever saw a chess-
board! Me cornered! Why, I could play yoi, without o
queen and with my eyes shut!” e

** Well, yqur pieces were in a rotten position !’

* You ufter imbecile!” .

“ Who dre you calling an imbecilef :

'3

‘‘ You, you dummy{ I had you mate in one move!”

Merry, who was really afraid e




A

“1f you're looking for a swelled nose, Manners—-"

“1f you're looking for a thick ear, Lowther——"
- *Jf you can give it me—"> .
“PlL jolly soon——'? : ;
- D’Arcy screwed his e¥e lass\into his. eye. It reall

as though the.chums of the Shell were coming to
nd_Arthur Augustus watched them with interest.
" 'om Mewwy,” he remarked, *‘ I have nevah
nd Lowthah fightin’, and it will be an
- intewestin’ sight. Let us stand in the doorway and watch
the duffahs, deah boy.” . " : t
" TomrsMerry did not seem to see it in the same light. He
ran quickly between Manners and  Lowther, bestowing a
hearty thump upon each of them, and the two'
champions staggered awsy. N
“What are you up to?’ roared Monty Lowther, glaring
at his leader. : ’ . ) .

““What the dickens——'" began Manners wrathfully.

Tom Merry looked at them sternly. £

** What do Fou mean by quarrelling, especially before that
grinning ass from Study No, 67’ he exclaimed.

*“ Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy——"" . '
“Well, perhaps I was rather hasty,”’ said Manners. *“1
oughtn’t to have called you an imbecile, Lowther.” .

Ho put o great deal of stress on the word “ called,” as if
to hint that his opinion was unchanged, all the same. :
, “I dow’t mind that so much,” said Lowther. ‘' What gets
my b up is your maintaining that you had me mated in
. one move, when it was perfectly clear—""

41 tell you I hadl)’

“I tell you, you hadn’t!”

i 0 My 100K ~——’

“ My
- ‘“Oh, shut up, both of you!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “If
fou talk abouf ‘chess again, I'll give you a licking each, so
ook out 1 ‘ T

*'Bai Jove, I should like you to do’that while I am
p\v,%qeigt, ,Tom Mewwy! I should wegard it as distinctly

am e

““éu'say'a at the bottom of the trouble,” said Tom Merry
‘darkly. ‘“He upsgt the.chess-table, We had better scrag
'Gl“‘HX' and that will make everything all right.”

An

looked
sticuffs,

ueen——""

reed!” said Manners and Lowther simultaneously.
S the Terrible Three made a movement towards the

swell of the School House, D’Arcy skipped out into the
passage with great alacrity.

1 wefuse ‘to be sowagged, Tom Mewwy, and I wegard
the ‘suggestion as diswespectful!” he exclaimed. *‘‘ Are you
comin’ to the meetin’ in Study. No. 6, or are you not?”

“Not,” said Tom Merry, ., . ‘'
© “IY's a wathah important meetin’.””

X “Then you had better go and attend it.” .
L. . .+ “Oh, vewy welll If you fellows choose to be left out in
the cold, it’s your own geaatly, affair,” said the swell of St.
Jim’s. .And he walked.away.

Maenners collected up the chess. Lowther set the table
upon its legs. . .
< #“We'll 'have another try,” said Manners, “and if I
don’t mate you—' . : :

Tom Merry jerked the table away.

s - “No, you won't!” he said cheerfully.

énough' chess. We've got to think a
Parliament now.” $L ¥

‘“Hang the St.»Jim’s- Parliament !’

‘‘ Now, theni: ers |’ g s -

Oh, very® 112 said Manners regignedly. ‘What
about the St. s-Parliament?”’

“ Tt’s time to nomindte the candidates,”’ said Tom Merry.
“'You know the system we have all agreed to. -The Lower
School at St. Jim’s is to be divided into constituencies of a
dozen each, and they’re to elect the members,”

“That's right.” F o

““We've made up & list of the-fellows, and divided them
“into dozens., The question now'is to make them vote for us.

As'we have universal suffrege and free voting, they can

=

“You've played
ut the St. Jim'’s
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_‘“Violence is no argument,” said Skimpole, rubbing

T

dhoose whom they like to' represent them in' the -school
parliament.” ) .

‘“And leave us out of it if they choose?” .. '

“Exactl{. It would be rather a disappointment to start
an idea like this, and to be left out of the elected
parliament.”

*“ Well, rather.” . . :

“Bo we have got to do some electioneering. Now, all
three of t;xs ,want to be members of S8t. Jim’s Parliament.”

“ 0.” : ~ y

“Then we shall have to hustle, that's all. But I've been
thinking——-"" 0o

“Well, give us the results of your- unusual mental
exercise, old chap,” said Monty Lowther. B .

“Why, it wouﬁf give the thing.a sort of tone if we had
& senior or two in it,” said Tom Merry. * Of course, it's
an affair of the juniors, I know. But if we could get a
Sixth-Former of some standing in the school to take it up,
and become Speaker——’ ; i
th“ G?,od. But they’d very likely only cackle if we asked

em, ;

*“Oh, I don’t mean to ask any rotter like Knox or Sefton!
I was thinkin% of Kildare, or Darrel, or Rushden,”
_““My hat] ¥f we could.get Kildare to_become Speaker,
it would make the thing go!” oxclaimed Lowther. ‘‘None
of the Upper Form follows would care to cackle if the
captain of St. Jim’s were boasing the show.” ;

**That’s what I was thinking.” : ;

“ Well, what do gou say to.an influential deputation to
call on kildare and ask him to stand for election?’ said
Manners. ‘“A deputation would be the right thing, you
know, to show him that the whole body of electors would
like him to stand.” .

Tom Merry nodded.

“That’s right. " An influential and representative deputa-
tion of electors—"" C
- “If we could get Kildare, it would make the New House
wasters sing small,” said _I:owther. ‘‘ Bettor# loso no time
about it.”

“You've lost plent{ of time over your rotten chessl’
said Tom Merry. ‘If Gussy hadn’t stopped you, I expect: .
you’d have kept it up all the evening.” & v
.- *“Oh, no, not at ell!”’ said Manners. ‘I had Lowther.

- mate in one more move!*’

“Rats!’ said Monty Lowther.

“I had only to play my rook to—"

‘“Oh, cheese it! Don't start all that over again,” said
Tom Merry. ‘I think we.may as well go along to Blake's
meeting, and Figgy’s mecting, and stop them talking rot,
and &ather them into the deputation.”

*“ Well, that's a good idea.”

“ Kildare is certain to be in his study about eight o'clock,
and we'll catch him there, and persuade him to stand for
election.”

“Good wheeze! Let’s get along.” :

The chums of the Shell left the stud{, and walked down
to Study No. 6. It was close upon half-past seven, and the
sound of voices from Blake's study scemed to show that the
discussion had already commenced, :

o ‘“Beem to be

Hallo, they’re at it!” grinned Lowther.
getting oxcited, too!”

The voices within Study No. 6 were certainly. raised.
Suddenly, as the Terrible Three drew nigh, the door of
the study was opened, and a ﬁgure ocame fxurtling forth
hleadlon . It plumped down on the floor, and the door was
slamme

again,

CHAPTER 3. :
‘The Nomination of the Candidates. V

L KIMPOLE, by Jove!”
It was, indeed, the amateur Socialist of St.
Jim’s, who had been so unceremoniously ejécted
from Study No. 6. B8kimpole picked himself up, and
ggplxlsted his spectacles, and blinked at the chums of the
oll. .
‘‘Hallo, Skimmy!’ said Tom Merry sympathetically, .
“ What’s the trouble now? I see you've retired from the
meeting on your neck. "Have you been preaching Socialism,
Determinism, Tommyrotism, or Silly nﬁorismg” ey
* I have been gomtmg out a fow facts to those obstinate -
persons,” gasped Skimpole. ‘I was interrupted most
rudely. These interruptions I forgave, as rudeness of
manners is only a sign of bad tmming in early yapth, and
the fault thercfore lay with Blake’s parents, ouﬁtless
extremely coarse and brutal persons, as I Jminted out to X
hgn:lx &:l,d' would willingly have demonstrated, but He grow !
violent, : e
“Ha, ‘ha, ha! T'm not surprised that he grew violent,
Skimmy.” ~ - £ )




with the washing.”

< fellows from the North
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bones, which had come into contact Wwith _.the floor.
“Violence proves nothing!” i

‘‘ There are some subjects a fellow can’t argue about,”
explained Tom Merry. * Some observations can only be
replied to with a doton the nose, and a lot of your remarks
are of that kind.” s

Skimpole shook his head. . .

‘““ A reasonable man ought to be willing to argue,” he
said. ¢ Argubient sheds light on the most abstruse
subjeots."” - . s

‘“Rats! What's the good of arguing? You'd go on for
ever, getting morg mixed every minute, and finish in a
regular tangle,” said Lowther. “You can go and eat coke,
Akimmy. Let’s go in to the meeting, chaps.” £

“I am not going to give up .the good work for the sake.r '

of personal safety,” said Skimpole. ‘A true Socialist is
bound to spread the light in and out of season, and I have
not yet given uI) the hope of convertihg Study No. 6. . They
are intelligent lads, and therefore bound to agree with mo
in the long run, onlg they are rather impatient.”

“Go it, Skimmy ! . i,

Skimpole opcned the door of Study No. 6, and ‘looked in.
‘I say, Blake, Oow!”

A jam-tart caught Skimpole on the nose, and stuck there,
and the amateur Socialist staggered back into the passage.

‘“1f you come in here again, we’ll rag you to fragments!”
roared Jack Blake’s voice. .

Skimpole rubbed the jam off his face.

“Dear me! What a_mean action! I must really go and
wash my face before I carry on any more of my propa-
ganda work,” he murmured. .

And the amateur Socialist went disconsolately down the
passage. Tom Merry put his head into Study No.

‘I say, Blake, we’ve come—— Gerroooooh!”

A Igat of butter plumped into Tom Merry’s eye.

“Hallo, Merry, is that you?” exclaimed Blake, coming
forward. “I'm sorry! Ha, ha! Very sorry! I thought
it was that ass S8kimpole coming baok.”

“You—you ads!”

‘“ I'm—ha, ha l—sorry! Quite a mistake!”

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
up his eyeglass survey Tonmi Merry.
do_look wathah funnay, Tom Mewwy.”

. Tom. Merry. wiped the butter off {is face. The juniors
in 8tudy No. 6 were laughing, but it had really been &
mistake, and the hero of the Shell was a good-tempered
fellow. He wiped the butter away without getting angry.

*“You've changed your mind, and come along to the dis-
cussion after all,” said Jack Blake.. “Good! We were
just talking about nominating candidates for the election,
when that ass Skimpole came in with' his proper—proper—
proper something—-"" A

‘“Proper gander,” said Herries.

‘“Ah, yes, I knew it was something about a
goose, or something,” said Blake vaguely. *Thank good-
ness we've got rid of him! I don’t lugpose you chaps will
talk much more sensibly than he did, but it’s a change, at
all events.”

“Yaas, wathah. I wegard Mannahs and Lowthah as
duffahs, They were playin’ chess just now instead of
thinkin’ about the beastly electiony you know. Talk about
Newo fiddlin’ while Wome was burnin’.”

*The juniors are divided ap into constituencies of a
dozen chaps each, each constituency named after the biggest
own represonted by any chap in the dozen,” said Blake.
“1 thouiht that a ripping idea. At first, I mean. All the
electors had to do was to turn up on polfing day and elect
us,lc nm,i' everything in the garden -would be lovely.

ut——-

— 1

utting
‘“But weally, you

ander, or a

Tom Merry laughed.

‘But some of them have shown an inclination to elect
other re*)reqentahves,_eh?"

““That’s it. There's Belfast——"

“Where?”’ asked Manners, looking round as if he ex-
pected to_find that great and. famous city in- some corner
of Study No. 6.

“ Not here, ass,”” said Blake witheringly.
Ireland, as you’d know if you looked on &ie
knew anything, which you don’t.””

‘“Oh, cheese it! Go onl”

“ What about Belfast?”

“ Belfast is in
map, or if you

asked ‘Tom Merry. ““Get on

““Well, in the voting list we’ve lumped together all the
[ of Ireland under the head of
Belfast, as that’s a jolly big place.”

‘‘Nothing wrong thli that, is there?”

‘“No’ only we naturally thought that Belfast would elect
onc of us——sa¥ Digby, .as his grandmother was an Irishman
—hI mDo'nr;"an rish woman—she was an Irish woman, wasn’t
she, Dig?

Yes,” said Digby. *“Her maiden name was Murphy.”
“That sounds slightly Trish,” agreed Tom Merry. . < It's
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One Peaay,
& I can’t think which for the ..
moment.”’

“Oh, don’t rot!” said Blake. “Murphy is a fine old
Irish name, and dates back thousands of years—at least, a
jolly long time. Dig is really a Murphy, and so he can
claim to represent Belfast, I should think.” s

‘“Yaas, wathah!” - ; - 3

‘“But the constituency doesn’t see it,” said Blake, w:tan«
an aggrieved look. ‘They’ve been holding a meeting iff
your\l; Reilly’s study. You know youniI ailly.” .

‘* Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘He’s a good foote
baller, and I put him in the junior team at the end of the . .
season, in the place of Gussy, who was gone sercrading on -
the day of an important match.” :

**Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy———" -

‘‘ That’s the chap,” said Blake. *“Now, I know he was a
good footballer, and he plays cricket, but that’s got nothing
to do with parliamentary businoss.”

“ Nothing at all,” agreed Tom Merry.

‘‘ Therefore, it's like his cheek to want to represent—"" *

‘‘His native c“ity?” .

“Oh, I wasn’t qoing to put it like that!” said Blake,
rather uneasily, “Digby, as a true-born Murphy, can re-
Ercsent Belfast, I should think. But the dozen asses have

een moeting in young Reilly’s study, and they’ve nomin-
ated him as theiﬁ candidate.”

‘Yaas, wathah.” X §

‘“That won’t do, you know,” said Herries, Y‘?’We can't
have an atranfe dogs in the kennel like that, of course.”

Tom Merry laughed. A
Bl“l?qlt surely the constituency has a right to do as it likes,

a e " * 3 '

““Oh, yes, of course! I'm not denying that, and if they {
like~to elect Digby to 8t. Jim’s Parliament, I've got no- o
thinﬁ to say aqainst it.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” X . .

“I suppose an Irish chap naturally takes to,.an Irish x
name,” said Blake. ‘‘The only thing can’ think of is-for
Dig to assume the name of Murphy for-a time.” .-

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's rather a good idea,” said Tom Merry  gravely.
“ Are you thinking of taking out letters patent? You'd have
to consult Sir Robert Digby. - Ho, would' otherwise be sur-
prised ‘on his next visit to St. Jim's to find that his son
and heir had been turned into Murphy——""" - ‘

**Oh, don’t rot!" said Blake. "““Dig  would bectme - .
Murphy simply for the purposes of S8t. Jim’s Parliamenti’ 1
think that ought to do the trick.” N\ . ARG

‘“We'll try 1t,” eaid Herries. .

“If it doesn’t answer,” said Blake thou htfully, *e can
g0 to Reilly’s study and give him a fearful licking”"

““He might call up the rest of the constituency, .and give
you chaps the licking,” suggested Tom Merry.

“Yaas, that is weally quite poss., Blake.” .

‘ Besides, what about the freedom of elegtion?” said
Lowther. ‘Lickings to the electors aro barred.”
wathah!™ What about the fweedom of election,

either Irish or Italian,

. Well, we'll see,” said Blake. “To get on with the wash-
ing, we're ‘thinking of nominating I erries . to represent
Cheshire, as he comes from Chester. . Gussy will the:
member for Piccadilly——"" )

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I myself am goin
thex;?. All the York

e.

‘“Good old Yorkshire!" e )

* Now, are you kids putting up for election at all?” asked
Blake, loqking at"the Terrible Tgree inquiringly, and by
means abashed by the indignant glare ho receive
. *‘I should .say so!"” exclaimed Tom Merry,
we three are going in.”

“If you can get elected——"

¢ There will be some thick ears if we don’t——"'

* What about the fweedom of election——"

‘‘Oh, rats! Lowther is standing for Durham, as that's his
county. Manners will be the member for Liverpoal, as that's
}he nearest city to his birthplace—and a jolly good city, too "

to represent York, as I was born '
ire chaps have agreed to -vote for - f

in return,
*Of course,

‘“ You stand for Huckleberry Heath, I suppose?"’ &

“No I don’t! I was born in India, and sent home when 1
wag a nipper, and so I stand for Britain Beyond the Bene,”
said Tom Merry, with some little importance. *

' Well, that’s a jolly bi
“You'll have to rope in the
stands for Belfast——"" :

‘“You won't beat Reilly very easily.” TE

“Well,” we’re going to try. Of course, it's understood
that we all back one another up, as far-as we can?” sgid
Blake inquiringly. 8

. Yes, certainly; but, candidates don’t vote for other can-
didates, you know.’’ . 5

constituency,” said Blake
Jolonial votes. Dig, of course,




. +* You can use your influence for ue, though, and we'll do
v the same for you. We ought to melke some arrangement .
of the same sort with Figgins & Co. Unian is strenigth, you
know. Thet's one reason why I’'m going to sit on Reilly.
If.the’y elect him for Belfast, he’ll be wanting Home.Rule
next.’ . el ry 263

“Well, why shouldn’t he havo it?” TR .
~4:t* Ob, it’s no good arguing! Figgins asked us to go over
gome _l;otten meeting or other ih his .study at half-past

seven——' ; :
#. % “Ha, ha! He asked wus, too.”’ ) :

. ““We may w3 well ‘over in compéany. We're half an
hour. late, but those ﬁew House bounders ought to feel

honoured by our coming ap ell.” < . .
*“Yaas, wathgh!” .

‘‘Let’s go, then,” said Tom Merry. ‘ By the way, I want
to propose a %ooc' idea——"" :

‘““ Not one of your own?i” ) -

. “Yes, my own,”” . e g i
** What d’c',» you mean- by calling it a good idea, then?”
“'Oh, rats!”.-gaid Tom Merrl{’ cheerfully.. “ 'W_bat“_l 1y

- is, that we ought to have a fellow of some standing in the
college for Speaker, to give the thing a tone——"
- “Tom Mewwy is quité wight, and I have no objection in
the world to bein’ rio‘mins,ﬁeg for Speakah——" .

(' Oh, ring off, Gussy! 1 -was thinking of a deputation to
Kildare, ? ask him to . become Speaker of St. Jim’s
‘= Parliament——"" =y iy : ‘

“‘Jolly good idea!”" faid Blake heartily. “I don’t be-
* lieve in letting eeniors into anything as a rule, but Kildare

is a iolly fellow, and he’ll' know how to behave himself.
" We'l aik him,” i R

" Yaus, wathah, and I am quite willin’ to be chairman of
the dep. What you wequire is a fellow of tact and judg-
ment—-""
< We'll ask. Figging, t00,"- said Tom Merry. ‘‘Let’s get
aver to the New House.” .
. And the seyen juniors walked out of the School House in

..

" the May dusk to the rival Houce on the other side of the
. quadrvangle, = Y !

y Ly & < N
3 “'CHAPTER 4.
!_'. ) ¢ Deputation,
Ty IGGINS, ‘of ‘the 'New House, rose from his seat at the
R e table in his study, and stretched himself. Kerr fol-
: - <"lowed suit,- and-Fatty Wynn.looked over the table

% with a careful eye to.sec.if anything eatable was left. But
‘i the table was clear, andFatty rose too.

1 * Now we’re rei for'them,’* said Figgins.

$iigs *Yes, if they come,’” said ken‘. . "

oo "It was very thoughtful of ‘Figgins to fix the meeting
for after tea,” remarked Fatty Wynn. ‘I don’t know what
we should have dono if ——*’ .

“We bad enough for six,” said Figgins, ‘s Fatty counts
four at a ‘feed, there was just’ ehough to go rToun _
fixed it for after tea becausc there will be a.lot coming.
As a matter of fact it’s getting on for eight now, and 1if
thase Schagl House rotters don’t come soon, the House will
be closed, and they ‘won't be -able to.”

“If they don’t come to the discussion, I suppose we shall
proceed to nominate- the . New House candidates without

m?”’ rlemnrked Kerr. )

« M Bxactly I”

s “ Hallo!' What's that row in the quadrangle?” exclaimed
Figgins, ﬁoing to the window. ‘It sounds like a lot of
chaps yelfing.s ' ° 7 M .

‘8o it is,” said Kerr, looking out of the window. “ Looks
to ni; as if they’re chasing somebody.”

“* Hallo!” said a voice at the door. “‘ Anybody at home?”’
Figgins turned round. . ; :
44 o.in, Tom Mexry! Come in, Blake! You're late.”
1 “Can’t be helped. "We had important matters to attend
to,” said Blake. ‘‘I see you've had tea, and there’s nothing
but & smell of sardines left,” _
A_'l.l es, | u-: see——"" ,
0 , 1 sce that Wymz’has eaten too much, as usual.”

Qe mei’?

Mind you don’t roll over, Fatty.  If you
you would never stop. But we haven’t
atty Wynn——"" )

N

", come here to chiE
“Certainly not.

\& gentleman in his own quartahs,
188 he might be.” .
‘1f that's for me—"" began Fatty Wynn vqntbfulLy.
Qh, that’s all right, Fatty,” said "Figgine ' Gussy
najurally ,hu"l. fellow-feeling for ridiculous-‘esses! Birds of

however widiculous an

o Yeather——""

U Weally, Pigging——" = ;

v “We've goma over to discuss the nominations,” said Tom
“.Merry. *We've also got another matter to suggest, but

R g f
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We should nevah be so wude.as to chip -

-

we’ll have the nominations first. Ilve made a list ofithe con-;

stituencies we are standing for. How do you like it¥?
Figging looked at the. slip of paper the hero of the Shell

handgeﬁ to him. . . .

“ Well, that’s all right,” he said. “We'll back you fellows
up if you back us up. That’s a fair arrangement.” ;
“%uite fair.” : :

“Yaas, wathah!” -

“Kerr is the member for Glasgow,” said Figgins—* 1
mean, he’s going to be. All the south of Scotland fellows.
are lumped under the head of Glasgow, and there isn't much
doubt that they’ll vote for Kerr.”

** Quite. right,” said Tom Merry.
Wynn is standing for Cardiff?”’

‘ Yes; that’s his native place.”

“It is a pity Marmaduke is not here
Arthur Augustus. * He could stand for Petticoat Lane——"

*Did you come over to the New House in' search of a
thick ear, Gussy?’ eaid Figgins, in a tone of friendly
inquiry, L

** Certainly not, Figgins,
widiculous question.*

“I regard you as a really ridiculous ass, so we’re square.
I am standing for Bristol, as that's where my people come

m. I say, what a fearful row they’re making in the
quad. ‘What’s the matter out - there?” ’ '

The visitors to the New House chuckled. :

. 'Oh, that's only Skimpole's Socialist meeting. The meet-

ing are chasing him!”

*““Ha, ha, ha!" - 5
‘It was wathah funnag,” said D’Arcy. *I was wathah in-
clined to stop and watch them, but I considahed that these
youngst’:,xhs would pwobably get
me——

* ‘“And now——" said Tom Merry.
‘1 was speaking, Tom Mewwy.”
“I know you were, Gussy |”

* What I mean is, you are intewwuptin’ me.”

< qute aware of that, Gussy. As I was saying, Figgins
g '

“And I suppose Fytty

at pwesent,’” said

I 'wegard that as a weally

into mischief without

‘ Weally, Tom Mewwy~—~—""

‘“We're going to ask Kildare to stand for eleo }34
me Speaker of the St. Jim’s House of Co said
Tom Morry, unheeding. . “Will you chaps come with ys in
a deputation. The captain of the school as speaker will give
the thing a tone.” [ §

Figgins nedded oordiul!?. .

‘“ We’re on, Merry. Kildare is a first-rate chap, though
he's a School House fellow. But dom’t you think that it
would make the schael parliament a bit more tony if we had
@ New House senior as Speaker?” ¢

¢ No, I don’t,” !

¢ y’Ve could ask Monteith. He’s our head prefect, and

* Monteith is barred. You used not to think so awfully
much of him,” said Blake. ‘I can remember the time when
you tied him up in a bicycle shed——'’

Figgins coloured. .

*He’s improved sinco then.” _

‘“ Well, yes, I admit ke his; but Kildare was never a
rotter, and he’s captain of St. Jim’s, too. We are going to
ask Kildare.” " .

‘“ Well, I agree,” said Figggns, after & moment’s thought.
“I know it would give the t ing a better look to have the

captnir'l, of the school in it. But if Kildare doesn't take it
on—— ‘

“Then wo'll ask Monteith,” said Tom Merry. “If the
school ca.frtam won't come in, the head prefect of the New
House will be next best.”

* Yaas, wathah **

‘“ All right-ho!”” said Blake. “ Let's get along and do th
deputation trick, then, 4 § -

¢ We shall catch Kildare in his study
if we go now.” .

“We'ro ready,” said Figgine. *‘There are some details
we werc going to discuss, but we can leave them over. Let’s
get along.” )

‘' Come on, then.” 3

The juniors left the study. As they passed out of the
New House in a body, a flying ﬁgure darted past them with
a howling mob at_his hecls. 'They caught a glimpse of
Skméﬂple as he vanished with the crowd after him.,

“ Skimmy seems to be in for a rough old time,” grinned
Blake. ‘“I-suppose he’s becn
bome truths.” ) : .

The juniors entered the School House, and ascended the
stairs. Mr. lton, the master of the School House, met
them on the way, and si to them-to stop.

*“What are you New House boys doing here?’’ asked the
T de tation; sir,” caid Figgins meek]

e’re a deputation; sir,”’ caid Figgins meekly.
V5o, ydoputation, s eid Figins mookly.

4

telling the meeting some

.
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“A deputation._ ‘We'ro going to see Kildare, to ask him

to stand for 8t. Jim’s Parliament election,” said the New
use junior. 3

Mr. Railton smiled.

‘“ Ah, I have heard something of that! It seems that the
lower forms are getting up a parliament on the lines of ths
House of Commons?”’

“Yes, sir,” said Blake; “only a little more up to date.”

“ With some little'improvements,” explained Tom Merry,

The housemaster laughed. 2

“Very wellh I wish you every success, and hope it will
not end in a House quarrel.” .

And he passed on, satisfied that for the presont, at least,
the alliance of tho rival juniors did not mean mischief.

Tom Merry tapped at the door of Kildare’s study.

“Come in!” said the deep, pleasant voice of the captain
of 8t. Jim’s.

- Tom opcned the door. The light streamed out from Kil-

dare’s study into the dimmer passage. The juniors looked
in. Tho captain of St. Jim’s was talking to Rushden, one
of the shining lights of the first eleven, and the topic natur-
ally was oricket. But he left off to bestow a pleasant nod
upon the juniors. .

. "hOome in!"” he said cordially. “I see the whole family
is there.” L e ;

The youngsters blushed as they filed in. But Tom Merry,
Blake, and Figgins were not easily gorturbed. They were
ready to explain to Kildare; thoug .it_was rather unfor-
tunate that they all three started explaining at once.

‘“ We've oome, Kildare——"" began Blake.

“We've come-——"' said Tom Merry,

*We've come——"" said Figgins,

Kildare smiled.

‘* Yes, -1 .can see you’ve come,” he remarked. “ What I
want to know is, what you have come for, and when you are
goinlg. Have you settled about that?”

‘“If these silly asses would keep quiet, I'd explain in a
jiffy,” said Blake, with a withering look at his companions.
“ We've vome——"" | . L

‘“Oh, cheese it, Blike!" said Figgins. *““You'd betier
leave it to me. As a New Houso chap, it would be in more
ca})uble hands.. We've come——""

"I thought I was spokesman of this deputation,” eaid
Tom Moerry. R o'l

“Did you?” said Blake, with an air of interest. ‘ What
made you think that, I wonder?”’ .

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard it as a wank impertinence on
Tom Mewwy’s part to think anythin’ of the kind. I weally
considah—-""

‘“ Oh, ring off, Gussy!” )

“I wefuso to wing off. I considah——'"

“You haven’t appointed a spokesman, I supposo?! said
Kildare. ‘

1“tWéll. no,” said Tom Merry: “but it was understood
that——"" !

“That I should take the lead,” said Blake, ‘ Only Tom
Mor,r’y’and Figgins are such a conceited pair of bounders

“I wouldn’t mind leaving it to you,” said Figgins, ““only
you School House idiots would bo bound to make a hash of
it. That’s what I object to.” )

“Well!” said the captain of 8t. Jim’s patiently. ‘‘Sup-
pose you go out into the passage and elect a spokesman;
or, better still, go back to your own quarters and don't
bother me.”

‘ Weally, Kildare, considerin’ tho honah we intend for

OU—

“ Kildare’s right,” said Tom Merry. *‘Come out into the
passage. We'll be back in a minute or two, Kildare.”

“‘Thank you,” said the captain of 8t. Jim’s gravely.

And tho deputation crowded out into the passage again.

‘“Bhut the door,” said Kildare.

“Weally, Kildare, wo should hardly be to wude as to
leave a gentleman’s door standin’ open!” said Arthur
Augustus,

‘ And your head,” added Kildare.

“Weally—-—-"

But Blake jerked the swell of 8t. Jim's away, and closed
the door.

——

CHAPTER 5
Declined with Thanks,

OM MERRY looked round at the deputation crowded
in the passage outside Kildare’s door, with something
of the expression of a patieni martyr.

*Now, then, you fellows——""

“Ynas, wathah, that's what I say! Blake has pulled mo
away fwom the door in & wuff and wude mannah—-"".

*“Yes, but-——"

“I wegard him as a beast. - J——"

\\({{IM"‘;(’?'/ [
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Skimpole clung desperately to the ‘pipe.
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“ Who’s going to be spokesman of this deputation?”’ ex-
aimed Figgins. * Thlt}:?the question beforepthe meeting.”
ol ‘va,a hal'kblett‘t‘h lleave 3: :o !tll‘ze’ g_eah };oyn——”h School
e e’re likely to leave it to the biggest in the 00
‘House,” snorted Lowther. o '

= "“You foriet yourself, Lowther——"

; ‘:Igln, ht:i, 'i‘ lI’ ioareé l'higgig‘a. ’

' Blessed 1 now what Figgins is cackling at,” said
Monty Lowther. “If this is a oackling-ﬁeeting? I'm going
to retire from it.” i .

“I weally think—"

" A,u ox::lgmntor of the idea, I ought to do the speaking
Tom Merry. E -

As the one most capable to explain, I ought to do the
speaking part,” said Blake; “I speik for the general good
of the cause,’” ‘ 5

** Bomebody will have to give in—"

l"Im willing for it to be settlcd alphabetically,” said

ake. ; ) *

*“ Yes, because you'd come before us——'?

‘“ Well, I can’t make a fairer offer. It’s not my fault that
my name begins with a B. But we can’t stay out here
. arguing the whole evening. The prefects will come along

and kick these New. House bounders out soon——""

* Bettah leave it to me—"

“Oh, hang!’ said Figgins. ‘I suppose you asses will
never see reason; so-I vote for Tom Merry, as the founder
of the feast—I mean the idea. Let's go in, and Tom Merry
. ¢an do the jabberjee part of the business.”

- **Unless he wishes to wesign it to me——"
“I don’t,” said Tom Merry, tapping at Kildare's door
again. =

** Oh, vewy welll I will stand by to pwompt you when-
evah necessawy.” .

*“If you start prompting me, you’ll get it where the chicken
§gt the chopper,” said Tom Merry, opening the door as

ildare called to him to come in.
-4 Weally, Tom Meww. 3

“Tom Merry entered, followed bﬁ-the rest of the honourable
,:I‘gg)utqtlon rom the Lower School. Kildare looked at

Hermy:

“** Well, have: -: !"Igrqedupou a spokeamnt{ b

St up, Gramay! Yo, Kildare, P spokesman, and——"

** Shut.ul i 'm spokesman, and—

3 wefufa' to shut u :.L" B iy -

! '"We're a de ”’ wenp on.Tom Merry. ‘‘ A deputa-
- tion from the

jor Forms'of St. ,)im‘ql, and reprecsenting
" ”hw __-_-1’

the great body of-the eléctors of the
e what 1 sakad Kilgure, Tecking prasled.

| ‘The electors of the schioel. You may have heard that
{ we are o?ettmz up & school parliamont, on the lines of the
House .of Commons; bat on improved methods.”

*‘ Yes, I've heard sa ¢ of it,”’ said Kildare, laughing.

“ Well, want a really first-class, ripping Speaker—yau
kno:lv‘ you;¢an’t lflave a parliament without a Speaker—and
we thought. —

‘“Yes, wathah! We thought of—"

“ Of asking you, Kildare,’ w Tom Merry. *You would
have to stand for election to parliament, but you would
not have any of th of electioneering. We could

as8ure you a )
trouble about the matter at all.”
© ' That’s s0,” said Blake; ‘“‘every fellow in the House
would vote for ;low Kildare.”

~“*And in our House, tooi;’ said Fiﬁim. *“If they didn't,

, without your taking any

I know I’d jolly well punch their heads, anyway.”’
“4TPhat wn’o be wtt?l‘;ah dwastic, Fi inl—x
arliament, Kildare?” said Tom

M Will you stand for the

eagerly. ‘ We:-should be awfully glad to havasyou

for Speaker; and we would let you make c'peeches if you
liked, ‘without enforcing the five-minute rule.”

= },t,’s a great honour, Merry, and I appreciate it highly

““Yes, wathsh! But you weally deserve the honah, Kil-
dare. We all wespect you vewy much.”
.**Thank youl It’s a great honour; but I'm afraid that,

oﬁnt‘to t,l}e pressure of other business, I shall be compelled

by think it ovah, dear body——-”

“‘sPon’t refuse in a hurry, Kildare,” said Blake. “‘It's a
pretty good thing, you know. St. Jim’s Parliament will
make some noise in the school, I can tell you.” .

‘“T’'ve no doubt it will, if you young-aten are .members,"’
said Kildare, laughim@“But I’'m afraid that owing to
other calls upon my , I sha’n't be ablé to take a scat
in_the Junior House of \Commons, Good-evenipg!” .

It was & broad hint that the. interview was at am end.
But the deputation %t beaten yet. Tom Merry turned

to Rushden, who was ing on with a broad grin. :

“As Kildare declines, would you care to be. Sigeaker of
the St. Jim’s Parliament, Rushden?* he asked. diffidently.

) ohserved Tom
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“Yaas, wathah!
““ Shut up,
‘“I wefuse to do_anythin’ of the sort. As I was saying,
we’d wathah have Kildare, but. Wushden will make a pass-
able Speakah——" . .
“I'm afraid I shall be too busy, too,”” said Rushden.

We'd wathah have Kﬂdaﬁ——'l

Gussy——

© “Cut along!”

The deputation looked at one another. To be advised to
‘‘out along ”’ was a cruel blow at a deputation representing
a la%e and influential body of electors,

‘** Weally, Wushden——" o
'“Oh, come along!” said Blake, with a great deal of di
nity. “I dare say there are some fellows in the Sixt]
Form who will be jolly glad to be Speaker of the 8t. Jim’s
Parlfament.” .

*T hope s0,” said Kildare cordially. *Good-night!"

And the deputation left the study. . .

“I can’t quite understand Kildare declining,” said Blake
thoughtfully, when th? were in the passage again. ‘‘It's
an honour for him. erhaps it's all right, though, about
his being busy. He has a lot of things to see to.”

‘“ With the School House kids to look after, he must
have,” agreed Figgins sympathetically, ‘‘ We'll go over and.
ask Monteith now. I can’t say I’m sorrg. Rushden declined.
Monteith will be better, and that was really the arrange-
ment.”’

“Of ocourse, ﬁm spokesman settles that for himself,”

erry. :

“Of course he doesn’t!” said Eggi:m ‘“ Anyway, let's
get over to the New House now, before they lock up, and
ask Monteith.

‘“ Yes, wathah!” e .

And_the deputation, feeling perhaps a little downcast, .
crossed the dusky quadrangle again in eearch of the head
prefect of the New House,

—r ot s

CHAPTER 6.
The Speaker.

ONTEITH was not in his study, but the deputation
M ran him to_earth in the preﬁ’ecta’ room. He was
q . talkéﬁ to, Baker when the juniors came in sight, .

i)

but he stopped, to look at them ouriously. It was not a
common sight to see the Torrible Three, Study No. 6, and
Figgine & Co. on terms of alliance; and what they could
all want in the New Houso was a mystery to the prefeet™

The deputation halted. Monteith’s eye looked over them
like a gimlet. Baker stared, and so did several other
fellows from diffgrent parts of the room. Tom Merry
coloured a little. Kildare had boen interviewed in the
privacy of his study, bus it seemed that tho deputation was
to have an audience this time. . -

“PDo you want to speak to me, you kids?” asked Mon-
teith, looking at them. o

““Yaas, wathah!?”

‘“Yes,” said Tom Merry., * We've come over—’

“ Bettah get to the point, Tom Mewwy. Monteith can
see for p,imse.lf that we've come ovah, deah boy. Get to

iness.

‘“Shut up, Gussy!®”

‘1 wefuse to shut up! I considah——" L

Blake gave the swell of the School House a dig in the
ribs, and he shut up with a gasp. . Tom Merry went on.

“We're a deputatipn‘, Monteith,” eaid Tom Merry, in a
tone of explanation.” ‘‘ We want you to stand for election
for 8t. Jim's Parliament, and we promise you the post of
Speaker beforehand.”

Monteith stared, and then laughed. .

‘““Ah, I have heard” something of that rot you kids are
getting up,” he remarked.

“It isn't rot!” said Blake warmly. “¥t’s a jolly good
idea.”

“Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry. “All sorts of ques
tions are threshed out in one of these parliaments, Mon
teith, und lots of light let in on lots of subjects, It's a
rcally good idea, and I should have expected a fellow of
your intelligence to see it at once.” -

*‘Yaas, wathah! I considah Monteith’s intelligeneo as
wathah of a low ordah——" -

“Shut up! We want you to be Speaker of the St. Jim'e
House of Commons, Monteith. As head prefect of the New
House, you are a person of some standing, you see.”
Monteith laughed. ‘

‘““Why don’t you ask the head prefect of your own House,
Merry? You would get more eclat from him, as he’s
captain of the school as well.”

‘Weli, you eec———'" began Tom Merry diplomatically.
It would not have .been judicious to tell Monteith that he
was being offered the post because Kildare had declined it;

but Arthur Augustus rushed into the breach, as usual,
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House,” said

“You might ask Taggles.
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“ You see, Monteith, we have alweady asked Kildare, and
he has wefused,” he said. .

The next moment.the ewell of the School House gave a
how! of anguish, as Monty Lowther stamped on his toe.

‘“Ow! Lowthah, you uttah wuffian! hat did you do

that for?”
‘“ Shut up, ass!” .
“I wefuse! Gentlemen, pway suspend the pwooceedings

of the deputation for a fow minates, while I give Lowthah
a feahful thwashin’!” . ‘

“Im afraid _you must gc and do that in your own
nteith. .

“It won't take me many minutes, deah boy

¢ Cheeso it, ‘Gussy !

“I decline to cheese it! I have been tweated wudely by
Lowthah, and he has hurt my beastly toe, to say nothin’
of scwapin’ the polish off my boot!”

“I'll scrape the polish off your features if you don’t shut
up!”’ growled Monty Lowther. ‘“Can’t you see that Mon-
teith is getting impatient?’’

-** Weally, Lowthah—" :

‘“We should be glad, Monteith,” said Tom Merry, ‘if
you rould accept this post. You would make a first-rate

peaker.” ..

“Thank you!’’ said Monteith. ‘Somehow I don’t feel
quite equal to the strain of parliamentary life, especially
in 2 junior echool parliament.”

‘ Oh, really, you know, we should make it easy for you.”

‘“Ahem! I've “some doubts about whether it would be
oasy for anybody to keep

|

u youngsters in order.”

*Oh, that's all wight, Monteith, I ehall be there, too.
you know, and I shall be keepin’ an eye on them.”

‘“All the eamo,.I am afraid I must decline. Perha
Baker fecls inclined to take it on,” gaid the prefect, look-
m% at his companion with a grin.

Baker laughed, and ehook his head. L.

‘‘You might do worse, Baker,” said Figgins. “If you
refuse, we may have to have a Sochool House fellow as
Spoaker, and that will be rotten.” ) .

“Borry I don’t see my way to taking it on,”’ eaid Baker.

The deputation gave him a glare of indignation. Taggles
was the school porter of 8t. Jim’a. The deputation glared,
and tarned on ite heels and walked away, leaving tge two
New House seniors chucklinﬁ. . .

“We seem to bo rather hard up for a Speaker,” Tom
Merry remarked, as they stopped in the passage to consider
the situation. .

“I am quite willin’ to fill up the bweach, deah boys. I
wathah fancy myself in the wole of Speakah of the St Jim’s
Mouse of mons, you know.”

' *Only we don’t fancy you as anything of the sort,” said
Figgins. ‘‘Suppose we ask Darrel of the School House.
le’s a decent sort.”

Blake shook his head.

“‘ Look here, wo're hot going to go huntin
for a beastly SJ:anet_, A exclaimed. *It's an honour to
whoever gets job, and if they like to turn up their
noses at it, let "em, We're not going around to any more
swelled-headed neses!” .

“If you call our head prefect a swelled-headed ass—'""

* Oh, don’t rag, now!” eaid Blake crossly. * This makes
our parliament look 1idiculous, it is really a rather
sarious and important affair, if those silly chumps. could
onl‘y seo matters in the proper light.” g

‘“Well, we want a Speaker,” said Digby.

“I am quite willin’—.-"

“ Buppose we were to ask our housemaster?” said Blake,
struck a brilliant idea. ‘‘Let’s ask Mr. Railton to
become Speaker.”

“Wats!” said D’Arcy. ‘‘He hasn’t time; and he would
woﬁa}rd it as infwa dig. to pweside at a meetin’ of a juniah
parliament.”

* “Ass! I mean an honorary %pea.ker.

around corners

Of course, he

" wouldn’t turn up at the meetings.

*“Then we shouldn’t have the Speaker,” eaid Herries.

‘“His name would give us eclat- we want, and show
the school that our parliament was the real,; dignified .busi-
ness we ourselves know it is.”

“Something in that,” said Figgine.

“Of course there's something in it, or I shouldn’t have
suggested it. Let's go and speak to Mr. ilton.. You'd
better lot me be apokesman this time, Tom Merry. You've
made rather a muck of it so far.”

*“Oh, don't be an as, Blake!- Come on!*

The deputation «rifted across the quadrangle again.
Monty Lowther remarked that they«wou&! know that route
well soor~but he was frowned. into silence. The deputation
were in no for humorous remarks.

- Mr. Railton was in his study, and he looked in surprise
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at the juniors when Tom Merry, after knocking, opened
** the door and presented himself. . v -
“If you please, sir,” said Tom Merry glibly, ‘we want &
to appoint. you an honorary Speaker.of the St. Jim's Par- f
liament ‘I'here would be another Speaker to do all the =
work, and you wouldn’t have to appear at the meetings, or ~
pay any subscriptions, or anything. May we appoint you i
an honorary Speaker?”’ . . : ' e 4
The housemaster smiled genially :
“Certainly, Merry. I have no objection,” .
“Thank you, sir!’’ said Tom Merry.
“Thank you, eir!” said the deputation. 3
“ Yaas, wathah! It is weally quite a welief to find somes -
y who is willin’ to became Speakah'of the—" . “H
‘“Shut up, D’Arcy!"” r
“I think we ought to tell Mr. Wailton how extwemel
gwateful —"
“ Good-night, sir!” :
“ Good-night, boys!” ;
The deputation ieft the study, Arthur Augustus beujui
bundled out among the others without having a chance o
saving anything more. ; » Y
““Woll, we'vo got an honorary Speaker, at any rate, and
one whose name will impress the fellows,” said Blake.
“Wo must put up a notice of some sort somewhere, so as
to let the fellows know about it."”
‘“1 haver been tweated wuffly——"" ~
“As for the working Speaker, we shall have to settle~ :x
about him after the elections,” eaid Blake. ‘It can be de- &
cided at the first meeting of the St. Jim's Parliament.” . -
I wefuse to wemain with the deputation unless you' all
im‘l‘nedinfe'!y apologise!”’ .

“Then I withdwaw!” said- Arthur Augustus, with grent ° 3

dignity. ¢ ;
.{r:ld' he walked away with his nose in the air. -As the °
work of the deputation was done; and it was close u
bedtime, D’Arcy’s withdrawal did not make mueh differ-
ence. N
Figgins & Co.’ returned to the New House, getting in just
‘bet‘oreg the doors were locked, and fer that' evening .the
ﬂllgia.menury candidates of 8t. Jim's rested from their
urs. i

CHAPTER 7.
Skimpole Comes to Grief."

5 BROTHERS! B

"““Hallo! What's that?” - SR i 2
“ Bai Jove, it's Ski‘m'gole again!® )
! What's he gassing about this time?’ : g

‘“ Brothers— .
*““Hallo, Skimmy! What's the wheeze this time?" ;
Morning school was over. Tom Merry & Co. had comé |
- out into the quadrangle, and their attention was immedi-
ately attracted by the sight of u gathering crowd of juniors,
8kimpole was the-ceatre of it. The amateur Socialist of
St. Jim’s was on the warpath again, L :
Skimpole had mounted upon a water-butt, almost under
the sill of a window belonging to the Schaol House. It was.
a coign of vmtase from which & spedker ocould address & i
large meeting, and Skimpole never failed to attract a crowd
" e hetently saded 1k his b 4 by the 3
is meectings frequently in his being rag, U}
crowd he had called togother, but as a true gocia.ﬁ:t hj was
bound to face persecution in the good oause, as he expressed
it himsell. ;
‘ Brothers——"" is LR
“ What are you driving at, Skimmy?" asked Tom Merry,
“ The ass hasn’t any brothers at 8t. Jim’a!” gaid. Herries, .
ahakxlr;g his head. “I think he’s more off his rocker than
ever S
‘I am speaking in a general sense,” said Skimpole. ‘“Are '
we not all brothers; all born absolutely equal; and al] of us ¢
now in chains?” e
“ Blessed if I can see the chains!” said Blake. “ I su ‘x:on
you are not referring to our watch-chains, are you, g im-

‘““ Please do 'not_ interrupt me with frivolous remarks,
Blake. I am referring to the chains of ignorance and
stupu:ht,y and political servitude—" e

“Complimentary, ain’t he?’ murmured Figgins, joining
the crt')’?rd. 1 say, Blake, what a chance to damp his enthu-
siasm ! ! ;

‘ Bh, what’s that?' asked Blake.

Figgins nodded to the window above Skimpole. e

*“ I was thinking that if a chap opened that window—"" .

““Yes?’ said Blake, with interest.
‘* And had a water-can, say—-"
Biake chuckled. :
‘“Figgins, old

3

s ,,;)i"
e



TN
ﬁtJn“

Blake disappeared from the crowd. Figgins chuckled, and
.watched Skimpole. The amateur Bocialist was far too deeply
engrossed in his subject to heed that brief whisper between
the two Fourth-Formers, )

. ‘ But the light is coming,” he said, waving both his hands
in the air to eprphasise his remark; ‘ the Fxght. is coming!

. After long conturies of darkness and slavery, the sunrise of

Socialism has come to enlighten the world, and to awaken
the working masses to a kpowledge of their rights and their
sufferings. ~ All that is needed is more light! In the St.
Jim’s Parliament I hope to air the grievances of the toiling
millions, and to convert most of the school to the new
creed——"!

‘" 2 !"

‘I shall be the leader of the Labour Party in the St. J im’s
Parliament—-"

:‘ There won’t be any Labour Party,” said Lowther.

“Yes, there will, You can’t have a House of Commons
without a Labour Party,” said Figgins. It’s the proper
thing in‘our'days. You might as well want to have one with-
out an Irish Party ! )

““Therefore, I appeal to your suffrages,” said Skimpole.

*I wonder what that means?” said Pratt, scratching his
head. ‘“Is that Socialism, Skimmy? Is it Determinism, or
Sillydufferism?” 4

‘I mean that I ask for your votes.”

““ Why the dickens can’t you say so, then?”’

“You are quite right, Pratt; I stand corrected. I should
be careful to speak in short words and simple language,
suitable to undeveloped intellects, when I am speaking to

% you fellows!”

Thero was a roar.

“Hark at the rotter!”

“Yank him off that water-butt!”

“Bung him through the lid.”

“Pray be moderate; violence is no argument. Besides,
how are you to improve yourselves unless I point out to
you your weaknesses. The fact that you are all ignorant,
foolish, rude, and brutal—".

‘“Yank him down!” .

‘“Hold on,” shouted Figgins; ‘let him rip!

. Don’t have
him off that butt, or wyou'll spoil a good joke!”

g As Figgins spoke, the window above S8kimpole quietly
oP,

nened.  Most of tho crowd saw it and guessed what

igging was driving at, and the threatened rush was
stopped. ~ SBkimpole—who, of course, could not see behind
him—had no_ idea that the window was open, and that
Blake was grinning theré over his head.

“These faults in your natures,” went on Skimpole un-
dauntedly, ‘‘are due -to a faulty training. Children
brought up by drunken and vicious parents take to drink
and vice like ducks to water—I say, like ducks to
water |”

And Skimpole stamped emphatically on the lid of the
water-butt. There was an ominous oreak.

“Bai Jove, S8kimpole, deah boy, you had bettah be care-
ful,” said D’Arcy. ‘“You'll be inside that butt if you
itamp"agam like that. That lid has seen its best days, you

now.

“ Ha, ha, hat” ' ‘

- 8kimpole realised the truth of D'Arcy’s remark, and he
gid not stamp again. He contented himself with waving
is arms.

. ‘“Therefore, everything can be traced to the combined
influences of ileredxgy and environment——"

“My only hat; listen to him!”

“Can you speil those words, Skimmy?"

" Ev?rythmg," said  Bkimpole, unheeding, *can be
traced 'to the combined influence of hereditament and en-
virony—I mean, hereditony and environedity—that is to
say—

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” L

“And this proves the corfectness of the Determinists’
creed, that nol dy is to blame for anything. And every-
. thing being the effect of a cause, that cause is to blame;
olr mther’,. the cause of that cause; which makes it perfectly
olear—— : '

"¢ Ha, ha, ha! I like the perfect clearness of it1” grinned

“ Lowther,

“Clear as mud,” said Tom Merry; *go on, Skimmy!”
“What I maintain is—  Ow—ow—ooohohohohoooh !’

‘A wator-can had appeared over the window-sill, and it

was turned upon the amateur Socialist. A shower of water
descended upon Skimpole, cutting short the flow of his
eloquence remorselessly in the middle.

¢ Qw—ow—gerroooh!”

Skimpole gave & wild jump and lost his footing on the
water-butt, and came down upon it in a sitting posture

"_with a heavy bump.

Cras| , ,
Bhe lid was old and worn, and it was never made to
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It went through, and Skimpole:

stand usage like that.
went through '\’Vlth it.

“Ow! Ow! . .
And still the shower of water descended from above.
“Qw! Help! Ow!”

The juniors were too convulsed to lend the unfortunate
Socialist & hand for some moments. The yell of la.mghter
that went up might have been heard all over St. Jim’s.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!

“Hear us smile!” roared Figgins. *Ha, ha, ha!”
“QOw! Help! Ow!” ) .
Tom Merry ran_ to Skimpole’s aid. -~ He grasped the

amateur Socialist by the legs and arms, and saved him
from sinking too far into the butt.

“Here, stop that!” he roared, as-a shower descended
from the water-can over his own head. * Stop it, Blake,
you ass!” L

Blake grinned from the window.

“Sorry, Merry; is it going over you?”

“Yes,” yelled Tom Merry; ‘“stop it!” .

“I'm awfully sorryI” said Blake, without moving. “ How
do %({)u account for it going over you, Tom Merry!”

“You-—you villain! 8top it!” , .

“The water will be all gone soon. I suppose it's goin
over you because you're in a line with the spout,” sai
?lako”thoughtfully; “that’s the only way I can account
or it.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. .

“Come and lend me a hand with Skimmy!” shouted Tom

Merﬁy. -
“No, thanks; too much water about!”

“QOw! Helrl” :

“Blake, I'l
#Ow! You utter villain! Oh!

With a last gurgle the water ceased to pour from the can
Blake ohuckleg.

““There, it’s all over now,’”’ he said. ‘‘ You seem to have
got protty nearly as much as Skimpole, Tom Merry
Awfully awkward of you to get in the way of the shooting.’

*“You rotter!” .

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ .

“Ow! Help me out!” said Skimpole, gasping.
fearfully wet!” .

Tom Merry dnhgged him from the barrel and bumped
him on the ground.

“There you are!” ‘

“You needn’t be so rough, Merry! Yop have caused me
to ache in the spot where you bumped. me on the ground!”

“You ass! Look how wet I am; all because you're a
silly chump?!”’ said Tom Merry. *I’ll jump on Blake when
I've changed my clothes!”

And Tom Merry ran into the School House, and Skim.
pole followed ‘more slowly; and a roar of laughter followed
them both,

—

CHAPTER 8,
; The Irish Party.

LAKE came out of the School House grinning.
Figgins thumped him on the back, and Digby gave
him an appreciative poke in the ribs.

“Bai Jove, that was wathah funnay!”’ remarked Arthur
Augustus ‘D’Arcy. ‘I nevah saw Bkimpole shut up so
quickly before, deah boys!” .

“Well, he’s shut up for once now!” said Digby. I ruy,
I've got something to say to you, Blake; no New louze
boungern admitted!”

And the chums of Study No. 6 walked away together,

“What's the row?' asked Blake, with an inquiring look
at 117i? chum. *Something about the parliamentary eclec-
tion?’ ‘

““Yes; it's about my standing for Belfast.”

“ Of course you're Eoing to standt  We shall have to talk
to Reilly and make him see reason!”

“0Of ‘course,” said Herries. “If Dig calls
Maloney, I don’t see why they can’t be satisfied.”

“ Murphy, you ass; not Maloney.”

“ Maloney’s as good as Murphy any day in the week ¥

“Well, it’s Murphy,” seid - Dig. = ‘“ My grondmother’s
name was Murphy, and, a8 I'm a quarter Irish, I don’t seo
why I shouldn’t rel)resent Belfust.”

*Yaas, wathah!

“Reilly’s holding another meeting of the Irish Party ir
his study,” said Dig. *I've just heard about it.”

“Oh, is that the news?”’

“That’s it. What's foing to be done?”

“Reilly is,” said Blake, looking warlike. “We'll go
along to Reilly’s study and interview the cheeky young
bounders. I'd like to see a chum of mine._left out of St.
Jim’s Parliament, that’s alll”

m “Laming $

-

himself

jump on you for thist” roared Tom Merry -

“Thre
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" Vaas, wathah! Let’'s go an’ give the meetin’ a feahful
thwashin’.”

‘. There's a dozen of them,” said Dighy. i

“Oh, wo're only going to explain: things now,” said
Blake; .“the punching "business will come afterwards!
Reilly is usually a sensible sort of ohap, and I dare say he
will see reason. We'll try, anyway.” :

“Yaas, wathah!
me, I’
boys.” .

i Yes, we're likely to leave it to you!"” -

‘“What you weally wequire in a mattah like this is a
follow of tact and judgment,” said D’Arcy. “ Now, when I
offah mg services——'

g gut tT% Junio.rzhzgm h;.t.nidi:’tg on, aqddD;Aro ’s ggerfwa.l
ost, oy re the study oocupie the rom
Belfast, and Blake knocked ;tythe door. - 4 v

*Come in!” rang out Reilly’s voice.

Blake pushed open the door.

“ Sure, an
Reilly, looking up from his seat at the head of the table;
‘it's ‘r;'et,ty orowded, entirely!”

Reilly wds quite right on that point, -

The stud was not a large apartment, and it already had
a dozen fellows in it, and it was absolutely crammed. &‘hree
juniors were sitting’ on the window-sill, others were on the
table, and others still were standing. Thore was literally
not enough room for the chums of Study No. 6 to enter, 80
Blakg went in and the rest stood in the open doorway.

‘“I've come to speak to you chaps,” said Blake, looking
round upon the iugnora crammed into the study.

They were all Irish s, bolonging to the Fourth and the
Shell, and both the ool F ouse were
represented there.  House distinctions faded before the
higher claims of patriotism.

eilly looked a little doubtful.

“This is my meeting,” he remarked.
whether
gassing.”’

“I'm not ging to gas. I want to epeak to you plainly.
.p ”»

If you like to leave the oxplainin’ to
Il do my vewy best to make him see weason, deah

Jouse and New H

“I don't know
I can allow you chaps to come and do’ the

I'm a plain

“8ure, and you are,” agreed Reill , looking ‘at Blake.
And there was a chuckle {rom the Inysh pnrty,g and Blaka
turned red. :

“I «idn’t come here to be cackled at,’” he said warmly.
“I tell you I'm_going to speak plainly. You chaps are the
constituency of Belfast?”

*“Sure, and we are!” )

::Wet wuéx: you to evlvect Digby as mimbfr for Belfast.” "

5 yo e want an Irish representative!
exclaimed O’'Toole, of the Fourth, o
“Digby is an Irishman.” N
‘*Yes; his name sounds Irish, doesn’t it?” said Reilly. |
‘“His grandmother was an Irishman—woman, I mean.
Her name was Muﬂ)hy, and Dig is really a Murphy, of the

, olq original brand.
' ‘“Rats!” ‘

‘‘If you eny rats to me, Roilly—""

‘“ Rat’ ]”

Blake glared. Reilly was the othoer side of the table, and
the room was too crammed for Blake to get round.

“Ill leave it over for another time,”  said Blake,
glowering.

“'We'll lcavpgou over for another time, too,” said Reilly.
““Will you kindly oblige by travelling along, and shutting
the door after you?”’ ) )

**I've come here to speak——"' :

““Oh, rats! You've spoken; now bunk{”

‘“ Digby is the candidate for Belfast.”

“ We're going to have an Irish——" ,

- ““Digby is an ‘Irishman, and he's adopting his grand-
zn?tlﬁar;?;?amo of Murphy for the purposes of the election.”

‘ o e " i 2

“Did you say rot to me, Reilly?”
““Yes, -gure and I did!”
‘“The expwession is most wude,” said Arthur Augustus
D’'Arcy. “I wegard it as extwemely wude, Weilly. It is
twue that most of Blake's wemarks weally are wot, but it is
not the cowwect thmg to tell him s0.” ;

“ Shut up, Gussy!’

oI wefuse to shut up, Dig. I wegard—"

“Look here, you kids,” said Blake, * f'ou’ve ot to eleot
Dlg;-,-’-l mean Murphy—to the seat for Belfast. Do you hear
me b, . s

‘‘Rats!” A w

It was a general chorus of “Rats!” from every fellow in
the study. iz ' :

“Dig is a true-born Irishman, and his name is Murphy
G ,

“ Rat& !n' s A
*““ Do you inean to say you won’t?” roared Blake.

ye can come in if ye can find room,” said"
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Reilly grinned. . : :
' “No; we won’t! I'm the candidate for Belfast, and the g
whole constituency has promised to vote for me.” .
"*Sure, and we have!” ‘ 1
Blake was a little nonplussed. N
The Irish party were holding together, under the able :
lpadership of Reiﬁy. and it Jooked as though 8tudy No. 6
would have to give in for. once. : . 4
T can’t allow this,” said Blake, with a shake of the head. *
I am bound, as leader of the juniors of this House, to stand_.
up for the freedom of election. You are free to elect Dig—
uz;{zhy as member for Belfast." 2
*And free to refuse!” grinned Reilly. _ §
““Nothing of the sort! That isn’t freedom; that's
insubordination !’ said Blake darkly. * That sort of thing
leads to fellows getting their heads punched.”
“ Punch awa{, then "’ said Reilly choerfully. * Look here,
I'm willing to leave it to Tom Merry to deci o, if you like 1"
‘“Hear, hear!” .

“Rats! As leador of the School House junio*v-i" ] ¢
‘“ As leader of the Irish party—""' * : i
“I'm not going to stand—" . S ' b

“You're interrupting the meeting!” ‘ =
‘If you like to withdraw your candidature——' ;
¢ Yaas, wathah! Withdraw your candidature, deah boy.” !
“Rats! Travel I” .
“Then Il jolly soon—-"" y
“ Which way are you going out of this study—on your feet
or your neck?”’ demanded the member for Belfast. '
“I’m not gom%I” : .
*“Yeos, you are! Collar him, kids!”
‘¢ Stand back, or——"" g,
‘‘ Yaas, wathah! Stand back, or—" W%
“ Kick them out |” y SR
The Irish party closed round the four juniors, The: odds 3
were too great.  The chums of Study No. 6, resisting ,‘}L
desperately, were hurled forth into the corridor. + 4y
Blake picked himself up from the linoloum. - 3
‘“Come on!” ha roared. : )
And he rushed back to the attack. . M
The doorway of Reilly’s study was orammed' with juniors. %
They met the rush of the four chums without movmg an:
inch, and tho quartette were hurled back a3 though" from

a aoid wall. Reilly grinned at them from amid his gturdy
constituents, . SN e

" Better go* along, dear boys,” he advised. - OGN

* Yaas, wathah!”” gasped *Arcy. “‘I'am feelin’ in quito
a fluttah. My twousahs are soiled, and my waistcoat. ie- #
wumpled.’’ AR

Blake glared at the victorious Irish party..” There was no
disgrace in defeat when tha odde were so great, but Blake .
diﬂot like the situation. But it was evidently useless to -
attack again. ) : 3

“‘Come on, kids!” he said. *‘Let ’em cackle!” . B

And the Irish party took full ndvunta.ﬁe of that permission,
for their cacklo followed the chums all along the corridor .
to their own door. ek ; .

¥
e

CHAPTER 9.
D’Arcy Stands on His Rights.

OM MERRY looked into Study No. 6 a fow minutes
later. The hero of the Shell had changed his clothes, |
.. and looked himsoif again.” Tho Fourth-Formers were
putting themselves to rights after their rough experience at
the hands of the Irish sarty. . o
‘Bloke’s hand strayed towards a cricket stump, but Tom
Morry mado a gesture in sign of peace; He evidently bore
no malico for the ducking. ‘ v SRR
‘“‘It’s all-right, Blake! You look rather used up.” Lo
“Wae feel like it, too,” grunted Blake. *I suppose you've -
6cen Rei]l%" ' ) :
“Yes. He tells me that you chaps have been trylng to .
interfere with the freedom "of election among the con- ¥
stituents of Belfast.” ) : .
“No; we've been trying to maintain the freedom of eleo- ;
tion,” explained Blake. ‘ We're mot going to have the- .
electors over-persuided hy Reilly, you know. They're  free
to elect Dig to the re&resentahon of Belfast— | Dig is
lt:ssumin’ gh‘e name of Murphy for ‘the beastly purposs, .you
naw- =+ : . !
“Only they want Reilly for their member,” said Tom f»

Merry, lnughmg: ;

Blake shook his head. s s R
‘* Nothing of the sort. Thﬁ don’t really know what they
want. It's’a very old political maxim that the tﬁ:blw never
lmow what they want, and have to be led By noee-like
donkeys. Tho public is an ass.”. ", . N

“And a jolly obstinate ass sometimos,” gaid Dighy, "1
really don’t think there’s much chance of gonvinaing: those
chaps that I'm the fellow they want for their representative.”

WAYWARD. *
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‘““We shall have to keep on pegﬁing away,’”’ said Blake.
“You're going to be member for Belfast, and that’s settled I

“The Irish party seem set on having Reilly,” said Tom
Mer{g. ‘‘ Buppose we found another constituency for Dig?”’
; “ Well, that would alter the case, of course,” said Blake,

“with a nod. ‘8o long as Dig’s in the parliament, I’'m not

articularly set on his representing Belfast. As a matter of
act, his grand-maternal relation—=" -

“His what”

‘‘Ilis grand-maternal relation,” said Blake, ‘“‘came from
Cork. Cork is a fino big city, and it would-be an honour
to anybody to be member for Cork. = Digby can still sit
under the name of Murphy, and represent Cork.’”

‘' Then we’ll rig up » new constituency,” said Tom Merry.
‘““No need to always have an even dozen in a constituency.
All the chaps from the south of Ircland can vote for Cork,
and there are six or seven. We'll consider that settled, And
Reilly can represent Belfast.”’

‘“I’'m agreeable,” said Dig.
Cork.”™ % :

“Then it's settled, and we can have some peace,” said
Tom Merry. ‘‘By the way, do you know if there are any
chaps at St. Jim’s from the Isle of Man?”’

* There’s Kerruish, of the Fourth.”

“ Yes, I know there is; and he wants to represent the Isle

“1’'d just as soon sit for

of Man in St. Jim’s Parliament, but I can’t find him any

constituency,’’

‘“Oh, that’s rot! The
—a House of Keys, or
Manx member,”

“It would make the thing more complete,” said Tom
g\derry musingly. ‘‘Kerruish is a decent chap, too, and I
hould like him to come in. We can make up o constituency
of the fellows who’ve been to the Isle of Man for their
holidays.”

“Ha, ha, ha! That's a good idea!”

“Then we'll get Kerruish clected. Our parliament will
have the pull over th3 other one at Westminster, in having
a Manx member. Well, I'm glad that’s settled about Reilly.
It’s reilly satisfactory.”

“ What an extwemely wotten pun!”

“Well, it’s not mine, it’s Lowther’s,” eaid Tom Merry,

have home rule in the Isle of Man
ks, or something. Can’t have a

“Don’t huwwy away, Tom Mewwy. The elcctions aro
fixed for to-mowwow aftahnoon——"

‘That’s right.” g

“I have been nominated candidate for Piccadilly,’” said
_ Arthur Augustus. ‘I have no objection to standin’ for that
constituency, you know, but you have not found me any
constituents yet, Thero are no fellows in the school fwom
Piccadilly.”

Tom Merry scratched his curly head thoughtfully.

‘“I'm afraid we overlooked that important fact, Gussy.”

*“Yaas, I'm wathah afwaid you did; but, you see, I'm not
tho person to be ovahlooked,” eaid D’Arcy. * I should
uttahly wefuse to be ovahlooked.”

“My dear Gussy, it’s all right. If we can’t find you a
constituency, you can stand down. The parliament will be
all right without a Gus in it.”

D’Arcy screwed his eyeglass into his eye and surveyed the
hero of the Shell with an extremely disdainful expression.

“I should wefuse to stand down!” he said—‘‘I should

uttahly and distinctly wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort, Tom’

Mewwy.” -
. “Then I don’t see what’s to be done.

Blake shook his head solemnly.

“I'm afraid I don’t. Perhaps we could make Gussy a
House of Lords all by himself. "How would that work?’ -

‘“Well, that would have its advantages, because he would
hold the meetinﬁ: all by himself, and nobody would have to
listen to him ta iﬁg-——"

* Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

““Then we'll consider the suggestion adopted.”

* Nothin’ of the sort. I wefuse to be wegarded as n Houso
of Lords all by myself. Besides, the House of Lords is
am extwemely up to the times,
.deah boys. If you wefuse to find me a constituency, I shall
nfpeal to the whole body of the fwee and enlightened electors
of St. Jim’s.”’ .

““That will be worth seeing,” grinned Tom Merry.

D’Arcy sniffed. :

‘If you care to come out in the quadwangle, you can sce
it,” he said. :

tAdnd tho swell of the School House marched out of the
study.

Blake chuckled. L

*Come on,” gaid Tom Merry. ‘‘Gussy on his dignity is
a sight worth seeing, and I’'m rather:curious to see how

Do you, Blake?”

th"i‘ ree and enliglhtened electors of St. Jim’s receive him.'”

‘The juniors followed Arthur Augustus into the quad-
rangle. They found him mount ' “upon a tub, eyeglass in
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eyo, and a'crowd of curious junigrs round him. The May

sun gleamed upon his gold watch-chain and the startling
hues of his waistcoat. . .

‘“ Gentlemen of St, Jim’s-——""

‘‘ Hear, hear!’? .

“ Having been unweasonably ovahlooked by the nomina-
tion committee, I am compelled to appeal to you for your
sufiwages. I stand before you as a—"

‘““Ag a silly ass,”” said Pratt.

““ Nothin’ of the sort. I stand before you as a——""

‘“As a howling duffer.” )

“Certainly not. I stand before you as a candidate for
election to the parliament of St,"Jim’s; but, unfortunately
I have no constituency, havin’ been wecklessly ovahlooked
in that wathah important particulah., I think thai the
genewal voice of the electors of St. Jim's should weturn me
to 13511'hament, and then a constituency could be found for

¢ Colney Hatch ‘would be about your mark,” said Kerr.
¢ What price Gussy as mémber for Colney Hatch?”

‘“ Hear, hear!” '

“ Member for Colney Hatch! Hear, hear!”

“1 should wefuse to be considahed membah 'for Colney
Hatch,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “I weally
considah——"’

““Make it Bedlam, then,” said Fatty Wynn.
particular on a point like that.
member for Bedlam?”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“Pway do not wot, deah boys. This is wathah a sewious
mattah, and I should like you to weTard'it sewiously, I
am afwaid the school parliament will not be much of a
success unless
youngstahs.”
“‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘“And so I considah that—-""

‘ What is all this noise here?’’?

It was a sour, unpleasant voice., And it was a sour, un-

leasant face that the juniors saw as they looked round.

r. Ratcliff, the bousemaster of the New House, had come
upon the scene, and his look showed that there was trouble
coming. Mr. Rateliff was always especially ‘‘down” upon
Study No. 6 and the Terrible Three, having had many
difficulties with them, chiefly due to his own domineering,
interfering nature, '

As a matter of fact, the New Housoe master had no
authority to interfere with School House bogs, eﬁ)eoiaﬂly on
the School House side of the quadrangle; but Mr. Rateliff’
had a love of interfering that he never tried to control.
There were few juniors who would eéven have thought of
offering any opposition to a housemaster; but the sublime
coolness of the swell of St. Jim’s was cqual to even that,

D’Arcy adjusted his monocle and looked at the house:
master.

“Did you addwess me, sir?”’ he asked.

“J addresscd all of you. What is all this noise here?”’

“We'ro not
What price Gussy as

“1 believe the noise was caused by these younTstuhu.

shoutin’, sir,” said D’Arcy.
speech, if you please, sir.” .

“ Then stop all such nonsense at once, and all of you boys
disperse,” eaid the New House master harshly.

'om Merry’s eyes sparkled, and so did Blake’s. This
wholly unjustifiable interference ‘‘got their backs up at
once. But D’Arcy never turned a hair.

“Pway, Mr. Watcliff—"

“Not a word, D’Arcy. Get down off that ridiculous tub
at once!” . .

“If you please, sir, I think I am quite’ within my wights
in addwessin’ a laohtmnl meetin’ on the School House side
of the quadwangle,” he said.

he New House master frowned.
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4 ! otlxiplglose you do not intend to disobey me, D’Arcy?”
4 Undah the circs., sir, I don’t see how I can bweak u

my meetin’, consistently with my personal dig.,” sai
Arcy. . “You see, sir—"’

“Will you get off that tub, D’Aroy?” .

“I may say, sir, that we have Mr. Wailton’s permission

: to_ addwess meetin’s in the quadwangle, on our own

pide——"’

“ D‘Aroy—-”

‘“8o0 long as we do not make too much noise, sir. If you
think we are makin’ too much noise, I will impwess upon
mirwespeotful heawahs to modewate their twansports.”

is respectful hearers began to chuckle. The crowd did
not disperse. They all knew very well that Mr. Ratcliff
was exceeding his authority, and, having found a leader in
D’Arcy, they were inclinedvto see the matter out.

The housemaster’s brow became as black as night.

“D’Arcy !” he almost shouted. .

“Yaas, Mr. Watcliff. I hear you perfectly well,” said
D'Arcy.,lnlngIdly. ‘“If you will allow me to expiain to
you——

‘“Obey me instantly !” .

Arthur Augustus did not move. There was a thrill in
the crowd. To disobey a master, even when he was in the
wrong, was a serious matter,

i i’{:u will allow me to explain, sir—-—'

Mr. Ratcliff made a stride towards D'Arcy.

*“If you do not immediately obey me-—

“ What is the mattor here?”

_ Mr. Railton’s voice broke in quietly. Mr. Ratcliff swung
round_ towards the School House master with a face in-
flamed with rage. '

‘*“The matter!” he cried. .* The matter is that this boy,

’

belonging to your House, has directly refused to obey me.” .
.

“Pway allow me to explain, Mr. Wailton.”

“Cortainly, but be brief, D’Arcy.”

“If my word is not enough, Mr. Railton—--""

‘‘ Please allow D’Arcy to epeak. Go on, D’Arcy.”

“ Certainly, sir. You sce, we were holdin’ a meetin’ in
the quad, as we have your permish. to do, and Mr. Watclift
intewwupted us, in a wathah unweasopable mannah—"’

“My -hat!” murmured Blake. “Did you ever hear of
such nerve?”’

I twicd to explain to him, but he gwew wathah excited,:

sir,”” said D’Aroy. ‘I shall be glad if you will tell him
that we havo your permish. to hold meetin’s on our own
side of the quadwangle, sir, and then pewwaps he will
wetire and allow the pwooceedin’s to go on.”

The boys gasped at D’Arcy’s speech. The swell of St.
Jim’s wag unconscious of displaying an unheard-of nerve in
his fomarks, He was speaking guife naturally, saying what
he thou%ht, and he oconsidered that Mr. Rateliff, as a
reasonablo man, could not fail to see that he was quite -in
the right. Mr. Ratcliff, however, did not look either con-
vinced or pleased.

* “This utter insolence——'""he began hotly.

‘“Weally, sir, I fail to see insolence in my vewy sensible
wemarks. I do not appwove of eithah insolence or im-

ertinence; it is a sign of low bweeding, and certainly I

ave pevnh been guilty of such an offence against good

Mr, Railton tried not to smile. )

I really do not see any reason for interfering with this
meeting,” he said. ‘‘But if the noise troubles you, Mr.
Rateliff, I will ce_rtnmlg dismiss it. Please disperse, boys.”

Mr. Rateliff gritted his teeth. The School House master
had spoken so, to save his colleague’s dignity before the
boys, but his words were a snub noevertheless. There was
no question of punishing D’Arcy, or even calling him to
account. =

“1f you intend the matter to end here, Mr. Railton—"'

“I do not see what other decision I could come to, Mr.
Ratoliff,”” said the School House master t‘%ietly.

““Oh, very well!” said Mr. Ratcliff. ‘“Very well!”

And he walked away very quickly, A hiss would have
followed him, but Mr, ilton’s presence restrained it. The
School House master walked into his House, and then the
boys broke into a general chuckle.

‘My hat!” said Tom Merry. ‘“That was one in the eye
for Ratty!” X

‘“Rather!” said-Blake. ‘‘Good old Gus!”

‘“8tood up to him like a little man, and no mistake!”
said Digby.  We shall have to find Gussy a constituency
after this, kids!” Y

‘“ Rather |’

The juniors surrounded the tub upon which D’Arcy was
mounted. The swell of the School House, obedient to his
own housemaster, was about to descend. Herries and
Walsh caught him in their arms as he was stepping down.

‘““Hallo!” What the deuce are you doin’, deah boys?’
1 . n’s. “ Pway don’t be asses!” ¢
*“Bhoulder high!”” exclaimed Digby.
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‘ Right-ho 1"
‘“ Weally, deah boys—"' :
“Youre a giddy hero, Gussyl” chuckled Blake.

‘“Shoulder high, kids, and round the quad.
The laughing juniors shonldered the amazed dude of the
School House. The fellow who had calmly faced and
argued with the most unpopular master at 8t,.Jim’s, was a
hero in' their eyes. Gussy had never been so popular. As
soon as he saw that it was an ovation, and not a ragging,

D’Arcy resigned himself contentedly to his fate.

“Pway don’t wumple my twousahs more than you can
help, deah boys,” he said, as he was hoisted upon the
shoulders. of Walsh and Herries. *‘Don't bump into m
waistcoat. If you could hold me a little less tightly,
should be more comfy. No need to twist my beastly ankles
off, you know.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha! March!”

“Carry him under the windows of the New House,” sug-
gested Digby. ‘That will make Ratt wg?gle."

“ Yes, and fetch him out with a cane,” said Tom, Merry.

¢“Keep on our own side of the quad. e can see us, and
that’s enough.’”’

‘“Right-ho{"”

‘“ Round he goes!” ..

Arthur Augustus was marched off shoulder-high. He
screwed his eyeglass into his eye, and surveyed tho orowd
patronisingly ~from his somewhat perilous perch. The -
juniors bore him round in triumph, and the faot that a
glimmer of a face could be seen at the window of Mr, Rat-
cliff’s study in the New House, added to their satisfaction,
The New House master was watching them from hiy
window, and the boys could imagine with what feelings.

Arthur Augustus’s triumph came to an end suddenly.
Ono of his bearers stumbled, and Gussy’s weight bore him
over, Walsh rolled on the ground, and D’Arcy rolled over
him, and, clutching wildly at Herries to save himself,
dr%%ged him down, too. R
] swell of the School House sat up, looking rather

azed.

“Round again!" exclaimed Blake. . :

“Thank you, I have had quite enough,” said D'Arcy,
“I appweciate your attentions vewy much, but I have had
quite enough for the pwesent.”

And Arthur Augustus skipped into the School House, and
the ovation was over, But after that there could be no
%uestion that D’Arcy was to haye a seat in the 8t. Jim's

arliament, if a constituency had to be invented for him at
the last moment.

— s

CHAPTER 10,
The Elections, .

HE next day—a half-holiday—was fixed for the
arliamentary eléctions at 8t. Jim’s. There was a .
arge crop of impositions in the junior Forms during

morning school. But morning lessons came to an ond at
last, and the Lower Forms were free to think of the more
important—to them—affairs of the school parliament,

he candidates for the various constituencies had been
nominated, and most of them were pretty sure of their
election, There were rival candidates for some of the con-
stituencies, however, so that the result of the elections was

_not certain yet. éome, like Tom Merry, Blake, and

Figgins, were certain to be elected unanimously.
erhaps the busiest fellow in the school at that time was

Herbert Skimpole. The amateur Socialist of St. Jim’s was

%etting anxious about his seat in the school parliament.

o intended to be leader of the Labour Party there; but
that could not be unless he were elected, and that was by
no means sure. No constituency at St. Jim's seemed to be
partioularly ‘“‘gone’’ on Socialism. . v .

Skimpole soufzht for support among the influential mem-
bers of the Shell and the Fourth Form, but with indifferent
success. He looked into Tom Merry's study after dianer,
and found the Terrible Three extremely Eusi. Tom Merry
had a big book on the table ready to record t
elections, which were to take place in the gym., and were:
soon to commence. . . :

“T say, Merry——" began Skimpole,

Tom Merry looked up.

“Clear out, Skimpole!”

“I want to ask you——""

“Oh, what is it? Buck up!” 2%

“ Which constituency would you advise me to stand for?”

¢Take your choice.’ i

““But will you back me up?”’

“ nol" *

“Don’t be a rotter, Metrﬁ I think you might back me
‘:31. I should make a better Member for London than Walsh,
who_has put up for it.” -

‘‘ You must_tell that to the constituents.”

4 You have 8 lot of infilmce with them——""

¢ Taming the
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“It wouldn’t be fair to use it against Walsh. Besides, as
‘- & true Socialist, you ought to be opposed to the use of in-
i fluence. Get out!” o
Skimpole got out. He ambled along to Study No. 6, and
found the chums of the Fourth Form getting ready to go
.down to the gym,
“‘ Hallo, Blake! I see you're busy,” said Skimpole.
“Yoas, wathah!” said D’Arcy. “We're just going down
to-the elections, deah boy. You can come aiong if you like,
Skimmy, You're not standing for anythin’, are you?’
**Yes, I'm_candidate for London.”
“Eh?” said Blake. “T thought Walsh was putting up
for London.”
“8o he is; I'm his Ponont.”
‘“ Well,. I suppese you’ Eet chucked out, so it’s all right,”
‘“If you fellows would like to back me up——"
“Us. fellows wouldn’t, like to do anything of the sort.
We’re busy; travel!”
Skimpole went out into the quad.
; e juniors were crowding into
St.. Jim's nob concerned in the -election” were mostly out
in the playing-fields, and the juniors had the reat bunlding
all to themselves. Tom Merry had ordained 515(: each con-
stituency should elect its candidate in turn, and then make
room for another, the result being entered in the big book
Tom Merry had specially provided for the purpose.

A crowd of juniors stood at the door of the gym. to greet

88 Tom Merry was seen coming, with a big book under his
Skimpole stepped into his path. g
 F "Merrs, efore it is too late——""
‘“Oh, don’t bother me now, old chap!” said Tom Merry
i@ood-naturedly. “Can’t you see I'm busy?”
“ But it _is extremely iinportant for me {o have a geat in
8t. Jim’s Parliament——"" v i
1 Get out!” roared twenty voices.
Skimpole blinked round upon the excited electors through
“ - his epectacles,
“Don’t be so noisy, my misguided brothers!” he ex-
claimed. “I am trying to make glerr see reason——"’
£ “Tll_make you see stars if you don’t shift!’” growled
Mority Lowther.
‘‘ Really, Lowther——""
»“+‘“Are you going, you horrid ass?”
107 Certainly not. It is my duty as a Socialist to persist.
if o Merry, you know that it is my intention to air tho gricv-
L ‘snees of the toiling millions in 8t. Jim’s Parliament, and for
gj‘ the sake 05 suffering humanity it is necessary for me to-have
Yol o sept——". . 4 .
155" 7.«0h, dry up, old chap!”

‘I cannot dry up, consistently with my duty as a Socialist.
The woes of the downtroddon” masses, commonly known as
, the submerged tenth, cry aloud to me for redress. Instead
of electing a bloated aristocrat like D’Arcy, you really want
a fcllow like me——" .

‘‘Oh, weally, Skimpole——""
.. “I'oan explain the great 1principles of Socialism to you in
short, simple phrases, suitable to your intellects. I can pene-
trate through the depths of ignorance and folly and pre-
Judn&e’h atn'd enlighten you——""

“" a "I

*“Yes, my brethren, even your ignorance and stupidity
iy cannot be considered invincible. I can let in the light upon

~ your mental darkness——"" )
i ‘“Kick him out!”
{ ‘Duck him in the fountain!’’
| There was a rush'at Skimpole. The amateur Socialist
i dodged, but the indignant juniors were not to be denied.
| Skimpole took to his heels, with a yelling mob after him.

Tom Merry burst into a laugh.
‘“Let’s got to the elections——"
 Hallo, look at Skimmy!” roared Blake.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
The juniors had cornered the amateur Socialist. The
ducking in the fountain was not an attractivo prospect to

Skimpole, he glared round desperately for an avenue of

“escape. A water-pipe.leading up the side of the gym. offered
the only means, and the unhappy propagandist swarmed up
it d

The juniors crowded below him, roaring with laughter.

Skimpole clung desperately to the pipe.

‘“ Really, my misguided brethren——"
“ Ha, ia, ha! ill you promise to leave off talking if
we let you off the ducking?’’ demanded Monty Lowther. -

! “No!” gasped Skimpole. ‘ As a sincere Socinlist and
i reformer it is impossible for me ever to leave off talking——"’
| ““Then you go into the fountain—".
| “I will cease to explain my views for a:time.” .

;5“ ‘I thought you would. Let him alone, chaps, but if he

5 says another word ending with ‘ism,’ shove him into the

fountain!” ) } :

the gym.‘ The boyé of

the Terrible Three as they came down. There was a cheer -
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“ What-ho!” ' -

And tho electors returned to the gym. Skimpole slid
down the pipe, and followed them rather dubiously. ;

The gym. was crowded with the free and enlightened
electors of St. Jim's. Tom Merry opened the proceedings
with a neat speech, which made & good impression.

‘‘ And now let the constituencies roll up,” said Jack Blake.

The constituencies rolled up. . .

They camo in alphabetical order, and as most of them had
only one candidate, the proceédings were not delayed.

Reilly, needless to state, was elected for. Belfast among the
carliest, and Figgins for Bristol, and Fatty Wynn for Car.
diff. Herries for Chester, and Tom Merry for the Colonies
followed, then Digby-Murphy for Cork, and Monty Lowther
for Durham. )

Kerr was opposed for Glasgow by Macdonald of the, Shell,
but he carried it by a majority of one, and Figgins and
Wynn cheered heartily. Figging & Co. were now all three
aesured of seats in the echool parliament, and they could
afford to take things easily. Manners came next with a
bumping majority for Liverpool.

Jimson and French contested the city of Lecds, and Jim-
son ‘was at the tog of the poll by two votes. 'Then came the
election for London. -Walsh had regarded himself as the
only candidate, but as the constituency marched up to vote,
Skimpole and Gore came forward. ~There were a dozen
voters, one of them being Gore’s chum, Mellish, who voted
for him, being the only ono that did so. The other cleven
voted for Walsh, and Skimpole looked at them more in
sorrow ‘than in anger. / .

‘“You don’t know what you're losing, that’s all,” he said.

““ Cheer up, Skimmy,” said Tom Merry. * There may be
a vacancy later on, and 1you’ll Jhave another chance.”

And*the amateur Soocialist brightened up at the idea.

Harricon of the Fourth was elected for Manchester, and
then came the election for the Isle of Man. Kerruish, the
candidate, was the only Manxman at the school, but Tom
Merry’s idea had been carried out, of forming s constituenc
of fellows who had heen to that beautiful island for their holi-
days. And Kerruish was elected unanimously. Then came
the election of D’Arcy for the'rather curious constituency of
Piceadilly. But the constituency had been made up.of six
or seven fellows, and they plumped for D’Arcy, and the
swell of 8t. Jim’s had the proud consciousness that he would
have the right to inscribe M.P. 8t. J. after his name.
“Blake’s eloction was last, for Yorkshire, and, of course, he
had a majority.. The elections over, Tom Merry earcfully
went over tho list "of members in the book, checked by
Figgins and Blake. Then the list was read out to,the
crowd, and each candidate received a cheer in turn

Tom Merry closed the book with a snap.

‘ Gentlemen, and free and enlightencd electors of thia
great and famous school,” he said, *‘ the first elections are
now over, and St. Jim’s Parliament is duly elected. The
first session of tho parliament will commence on Saturday
aftornoon, the Houses of Parliament for the present bein
the wood-shed. The honorary Bpeaker, Mr, lihai]b(m, wi)F
unfortunately, not be able to be present, but a Speakcr will
be duly elected. I hope that the inauguration—-""

‘“The what?”’

‘“The inauguration——"" '

“Well,” said Jack Blake, “ that’s a jolly good word !”

“That the inauguration of the Parliament of 8t. Jim'’s will
mark a new cra in the history of the school, and will lead
to the improvement of our minds——"

*“ Well, you need it,” said Figgins.

“The meeting is now at an end, the eclections having been
carried to a eatisfactory conclusion,” said Tom Merry, “The
proceedings of the St. Jim’s Parliament will be duly re-
ported in the famous magazine known as ‘Tom Merry’s
Weekly.” .

And Tom Merry stepped down. TFatty Wynn nudged him
as the meeting dispersed.

“I say, Merry, don’t you think that an oeccasion like
this ought to be celebrated? What do you say to a big feed ?”’

‘“Good wheeze!” said Tom Merry. ““Come on, kids;
talking makes me hungry. Fatty Wynn is going to stand a
fecd to all the elected candidates.”

. Oh, really, Merry, I—="

‘“ Never mind; my mistake,” grinned Tom Merry. “ Come
along, kids, and I'll stand the feed.” -

‘“That you won’t,” said Figgins. “ We’'ll stand half.”

“Juet as you like, Fig‘gj.”. L.

And Tom Merry passed his arm through Figgins's, and
walked him off to the tuckshop; and, ncedless to say, the
whole of St. Jim’s Parliament followed promptly.

THE END. >

(dnother long tale of Tom Merry & Co, at St. Jim's next Thursday,

Pleasc order your copy of  The Gem " Library in advance, Price 1d, )
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CHAPTER 1.
The Swoop of the Slavedealer.

PR HE Sheik Jelaluddin got up from the goatskin
ocarpet, on which he had been kneeling and prostrat-
ing himself over his midday rayers, and looked for
a long moment on the face of Alan Wayward.

The young Englishman, despite his strong, handsome faco,
with its clear skin, bronzed y the mountain air and sun,
was looking and feeling as if ho did not care if an avalanche,
or oven a lesser catastrophe, would sweep him altogether
away. Even the inquiring nose of Clok, the great wolf-
hound, was powerless to draw from him the slightest ex-
pression of interest. His blue eyes never shifted their
gloomy, intent gaze from a spot about a mile distant, where
ho was expecting to get his last vision for a long time of
Mirame, the chieftainess of the powerful and haughty
Haideranli clan. e was wondering how ho had ever had
the courage to declare that he loved her. It was true he
had savedg her life from the bnﬁand, Kasim. It was true,
also, that he couldn’t help himself. But beneath the scath-
ing words her fiery old father had just heaped upon him,
anything in the shape of an absolute truth felt like a brick
unexpectedly heaved bi a friend. Nearly a week had
olapsed since the sheikh and he had ridden with tho
Haideranli to thank the English Coneul at Van for a special
servico he had done the old chief. And it was when the
chief was on the point of riding home with his daughter
and gome six hundred of his stalwarts, that Alan had taken
all his courage, and craved permission to woo and wed this
fair daughter of the mountains, whoeo sires had been chicf-
taing of forty thousand spears ever since spears were
invented. :

Much of what Chief Hassein said Alan did not under-

stand ; but the pu-:f)ort of it was clear enough, and, stripped
of its fervours and parables, it amounted to this:

“Thou art brave and comely, and I made thee on {he
field captain of the Haideranli; but thou art, none tho less,.
a presumptuous dog, and thou mayest begone to thy plage,
for no daughter of mine dost thou get till thou comest with
twenty thousand lances at thy back, and oanst show flocks
and herds more than my barns may feed.”

And thus the old chieftain had ridden away, full of
wrath and disdain, and though the Lady Mirame had’
risked sending him a glance full of sunniest hope and pro-
mise, yet Alan Wayward folt the waves of rehellion mountmﬁ
higher and higher, till they wero quite over his heart, an
fairly into his head; and if it were not for his consciousness
of the sheikh’s ironical gaze, he would have ridden after
the %epu.rtcd troop, and snatched the girl from their very
midst.

Perhaps the old sheikh, whose eyes missed nothing that
was worth eeeing, divined what was going on in his com-
panion’s mind.

‘“ Wisdom, my son, is like unto a staff,” he said, wagging

the great oaken shoot, from which he neyer separated, “‘If -

thou take it in thy hand, it is faithful to help theo on the
way thou desirest to go; 'but if thou thrust it between the
feet, verily it landeth thee on tho nose.”

*‘ That’s all very well,” said Alan, a little surlily. ““You
heard what that old rufian said—twenty thousand 'lances,
and _about five times as many sheep and cattle.”

“It is but little,”” said the sheik reflectively, over a pro-
longed pinch of snuff. "

‘“But little !’ girowled Alan.

“Pouf!” cried the sheikh.
thou shalt gain more and much more. Alla y
disciplines lovers for their impaticnce, yet often is bounteo

‘“Follow but wisdom, and
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in opportunities. Hearken! What strifo i
-‘onm?” ties. Hearken! at strife is that that goes

% ;

Alan lay flat on & great boulder, and gazed into the woods
some three hundred fect beneath them—tho. woods through .
which __lgmm had set to ride with his daughter and tribes-
men, When he dismissed him two hours ago.

Ib-as casy emng};kso see that a savage fight was being
waged in,the pass w, and that the Haideranli had ap-
pareaﬂx walked into an ambush. For they were surrounded
on all ‘sides, and, ringed round the chiof and his daughter,
+ were hewing, shooting, thrusting against what seemed 1n the

gl"re like a pack of Nubians and Arabs.
k. Know you who they are, sheikh?” asked Alan anxiously.
“ the group aon the plateau below, for not only was it pre-
cipitous, it bulged inward, 50 that the tedge over which
3‘tble. - \
‘Observe how opportunity attends on wisdom,” said thoe
i»-sheikh, his eyes glcaming. * Hadst them on, thou
; wert no longer here, and t m
I don’t see what use I am here!” groaned Alan. * Those
beggars down there in the yellow turl and red breeches
t:n?, dress, too; yet I can’t rememnber when or where I saw
it.
“‘Hast thou then forgotten the house of Mustapha, the
‘By Jove, you're right!” cried Alan. ‘‘But what are
Mustepha’s men doing here?” =
sbeilgh; ““and I am glad that Allah is ubout to reprove him.
. He is here, without doubt, to avenge the ju gment of
{ “#Mustapha, and now that he is hanged, and his house laid
" waste, and all his goods and people and slaves sent to serve
-vitals ache for vengeance and profit.”
! He must. have travelled very fast to get here‘in tims,”
1 4 No-man in Asia hath servants or horses or camels so
X good as those of Mustapha,’” replied the sheikh. ‘‘ Where-
ore
he swoops he strikes; and none have ever yet escaped from
his claws.”

Not a goat could have passed from where they wore to
the two were craning their necks hung far out above the

or . “use should have
seem to be getting the best of it. It seems familiar enough,

. sllgve-tmﬁicker, at Foliat?”’ asked Jelaluddin.

“He is a very wicked and pernicious man,” said the
Hassein on Idrin Pacha. For Idrin' was a goo | customer to
the Haideranli, Mustapha hath lost a fat market, and his

' said Alan,
is he known as the Black Vulture of Foliat. For when

Alu‘, felt the ab his heart stand still. Then he
::f)‘. ack after Jelaluddin from the edge of the boulder,
turned ‘on the sheikh a face curiously grey.

‘Do you not see the battle is going against them?’ he
whispered hoarsely. .

“For which reason I waited,” said the sheikh piacidly,
. with another dive after his horn snaffbox. **Did I not say
: -to  thee, mé son, that wisdom is not precipitate, but
measured. Come, it is time! Gather up thy legs, and
though they are long and young, thou shalt not race
Jelaluddin, prophet of Allah.”
. ““Fly on, eagle of Arabia,”
ing of résto trust. He k
i--all his best achievements to, as it were, the circle of the
., second-hand, and not that of the minute-hand, of a watch.
. ‘But he knew, too, that the old man was a warrior, skilled
in overy ruse, and that between his quips and saws was the
fund of an experience as disciplined in emergency as it was
», gquaint in eloquénce. So when Jelaluddin said *‘ Do this,”

gltm Wayward flung himeelf to the task, and had hitherto
ever found it achieved. .
. Nor was he to bo deceived now. For the eyes of th
- sheikh, blessed with that phenomenal keenness of vision
i( . that no European ever has, or will attain, had scen _what
* had been invisible to the Englishman’s searching gaze. Down

in. the valley, beyond the plateau, where the battle went

raging, and just before thé road (ie_boucbed into the defile
~ Alan iud all the morning been sighing and swaining over,
i the eagle sight of the Arab had spotted, and counted, too,
7. @ reserve ambush of Mustapha’s men, and with them,
i/, oorralled in the thick screen of wood, a great train of fast-
.- eunting camels. ) :
., ¥or a good fivo hundred yards along the upper ledge on
+ which they had halted for their noon meal, the sheikh led
"-the way—swift, silent, now gliding, now leaping, with mar-
velloits nimbleness and sureness, as though he had passed in
.~ ‘some former existence many thou years as a chief
i among goats. R
| He jeered openly at Alan, as the latter came up to the

said Alan, with a sudden feel-

' his master. "

“Thou a hunter, a seeker of wisdom, a sigher after a
oyal maid !I”” he mocked. * Thou a finder of a few thousand
4 lanves! Thou who runnest with thy feet alone!”
i+ ®Oh, Heaven help us!” sighed Alan. *“ Would you have

J1me run.on my head?”
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finished.” .

e had chosen to halt, a good twelvé seconds behind .

‘“Nay, but in it, with it, by means of it, thou son of:
blindness ™ jal - on the sheikh. “I would
have thee use thy and ail of thee to the doing of the
ong task at hand, Ep onder, just now, thou didst everloolk
the great camel corps ow us_ thero. Now, since thouart
young, "and very slow of wit, bear.me down many stones,,
while I sit here and rest my bones, and teach theo a little’
W) if, indeed, thou'st capablo of comprebending.. And’
bid that dog of thino stop . his snuffling; nor make a uoise.
Nay, lift the stones, lazy one, and make here a ork,
shaped like a very wide 'V, and surrounded with another
shaped like-the lip of a cup.” s

“ Why shouldn’t we lie low here,”and pick off some of
those camels?” asked Alan, when he had got together a
vast array of two lines of solid heavy stones, ‘ We don’t
want a breastwork to hold this spet.””

The sheikh turned a bland, ironical eyo on him, then

took a pinch of snuff.

‘“Allah,” he said, ‘‘hath hgﬁt
never, till now, to know a man whe lost both sight and wits
when he went wooing. Yet have I buried four wives. But
enough! Bear no more stones! Reflect! If now thou®
shouldst put thy great arms round that mound of stones, and
hurl them outwards, what woutd happen?”:

‘I suppose the stones would roll over the procipice, and,
kill or mnjure many camels,” said Alan.

" Ob, son of.ignorance,” purred tho sheikh angrily, “are

me many things, but

camels ‘men, that they should wait, sitting, to be killed
~by & rock? Will i 'po&:t the first roar of the rocks,
recover the knowlédge of theit strength, burst their bonds,
and,fly. And in. their stampede, will they mot overturn

many men, dnd ocsuse fuch confusion to Mustapha, since
they are his camels and very valuable. :

“,!:Iow fling out the stones,” he went on, “‘and thou - shalt
see. .

It was a clear drop, at this point, of a good six hundred
foet ipto the camp, and as Alan swept off his little miniature
avalanche, he was fairly amazed at the result, Long be-
fore the rocks reached them, the camels had swayed apart,
and were stampeding wildly over the recumbent forms of
the squadron left in reserve. The hoof of a terrifiod camel
spurning a man, who is taking his afterncon nap, in the
oy or nose or under the ear, is apt to oreate.some emotion,

But with a thousand camels shoring frantically over the
dozing noses of four or five hundred tired men, the hubbub
is quite out of the ordinary. .

From above, the two could see men ' rolling over'each
other, and doing even more damage in ‘their mutual frenzicd
recriminations than the fugitive camels, who were already
half way to the river that cut the plain a thousard feet
further along. )

‘“Now,” said the ‘sheikh, *fire. tliei run very quickly
along the ledge, keoping under hard cover, and fire again.
And 50, by going on quickly, and firing straight, and not
being seen, those children of perdition below shall think we
aro a multitude hore, and fly thomselves also.”

Which tho ‘“children of perdition’ promptly proceeded
to do, after the first dozen shots; and under the thought that
an ambush of the Haideranli had crept on them unawares,
they fled as hard as they could pelt after the flying camels,

The diversion came mone too soon for the safety of Heesein
and his daughter, who were fighting at a desperate disad-
va.ntag: against enormous odds;. for they had been caught
in a defile, and though the head of the column managed to
fight on to the plateau, the main part of it had been badly -
riddled at the first discharge from Mustapha’s sharpshooters, -
who held the woods on either side of the ravino.

But at the sight of the flying camels the slave-raiders

hung back dismayed, and, as Alan and the sheikh came .
pelting down the path, booming out the Haideranli battle-
cry, Hassein’s warriors turned with such renewed fury on

the attackers that they simply swept them off the plateau
into the woody paths below. Nor did their chieftain, old
war-dog that he was, attempt to check them, when, like a
pack of wolves, they went leaping down the cliffs, their
swords- hacking right and left. Yet it was a fateful move-
ment, and one destined to place the very hope and flower
of the Haideranli in the deadliest peril.

For while the old chieftain, standing erect by the side of
Mirame, was urging on and directing the pursuit; while
Alan and the sheikh were still a three hundred yards
away, a little troop of men rushed out from the almost un-
scalable oliff overlooking the platean, and in a twinkling
had surrounded Hassein and his daughter, :

Before Alan or Jelaluddin could realise what was done,
the old chief fell, ﬁghting furiously ; ‘a giant Nubian had
thrown a shawl round Mirame’s head, lifted her in front of
him on to his horse, and was dashing down the defile.
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CHAPTER 2.
A Capture and an Escape.

' HEN Alan saw the woman that he loved being

Iy borne away caﬁtwe by one of Mustapha’s ruffians,

Ak even the sheikh was surprised at the Berserk
m‘fg that fell on him, Of the six men that surprised the

© old ‘chief and his daughter, four still remained, and turned
savogely to guard thei¥ companions’ retreat.

With all his great strength multiplied by his madness,
Alan sprang on them, not pausing to unsling either rifle or
battle-axe; but, gripping the two first by the throats in left
and right, he whirled them off their feet and dashed them
headlong against a great boulder of rock, so that they fell
with broken skulls, nor moved again. : :

Then, like a flash of llﬁhtning, he was on the others, and
while the one great black who grappled with him he seize
by neck and iaw and, with one upward heave of his elbows,
cracked the fellow’s spine, seeing that the other had sunk
to one knee, and was preparing for a pointblank shot at
him, he drove at the evil, exulting face with the long, sure
kick that had made him famous when he led the Marl-
borough Rugby fifteen.  And the kick taking the Turk in
the 'throat, he grunted but once, and died. .

“Hoo!"”” shouted tho sheikh, who came running up—for
he had stumbled and fallen on the way. ‘‘But that is a
groat feat!” .

. "“Look to IHagsein!” cried Alan, who, with Clok bound-
ing along at his side, was already racing down the defile
by which Mirame had been borne.

Alan Wayward had been considered a first-class runner,

-~ whether for s{:rinting or staying, when he was at Marl-
borough, but tho last three months that he had passed with
the sheikh- on the mountains had braced his muscles to a
power that bordered on the incredible. And as he ran he
remembered Jolaluddin’s injunction to use his head and his
eyes.

Bolow him, on the right, hé could see the now rallying
fugitives of Must_apha' somé of them standing off the pur-
suing Haideranli, othors rounding up “the stampeding
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" beneath, where the rallied men of

edge, and then rested immobile, his battlesyxa drawn fgre:
ward to his left hand, with the fmft-pomt oqvbri;ig ut’he line
of approach, and his right hand thrugt for warnith’s sal::‘
into the wolfhound’s great, steaming jaws; for his fingers
were nearly frost-bitten, and he knew that for'the task .that
was coming he should want every finger of strength. = - !

The Nubian came on unsuspiciously, riding now oﬂ“l"
loose rein, his“horse at a walk, his eyes scanning the plain!

towards the foot of the pass, fighting off the furious charges’
of Hassein’s men. . . . f

Alan had alrcady had a goad view of it, and his heart
glowed as he recognised the old !
and thought that within the hour he should for the secon
time restore to the Haideranli their—and: his—beloved chief-!
tainess. But now he was all eyes for the Nubian. o

He waited, breathless, fecling as though his chest was'
bound with steel fibre. Then his left, gripping the bqttlg-'
axe, drove it pointed clean and fair through the Nubian’s
throat, while the right encircled the waist of Mirame.

And so, as the horse quickened .its pace to the shock over:
its back, Mirame, hearing Alan's cry of triumph, swung,
up to his clasp, till her face, all hooded in the enveloping
shawl, was on a level with his; while' the negro, swinging
backwards to the stagger, was pinned ‘against the earth be-
neath. Thus Alan, bearing 'his weight on the fixed lance,,
wag able to draw Mirame on to the rock bly his side, and
the next second had freed her from the shawl.

What they said doesn’t much matter, but it must have bcen‘
something very agreeable to both of them, judging by!
Clok’s jealousy, and the look of obvious happiness in their
(%)

yes.

And that pleasant converse must also have lasted longer
than they guessed, for, at the.end of the apparent second,:
they became instantaneously aware of the lamentabla ‘n_n(i
catastrophic fact that the Nubian’s horse_ was ocantering,
gaily down the pass to the plain beneath, neighing for all he’
was worth a greeting to his stable-companions, *

‘*Thou, a sigher after a royal maid! Thou, a seeker ofi
a few tho_usang lances !” '

camelﬁ- Before him, a mile ahead, was the great Nubian The echo of the sheikh’s morning lesson—which, it may be
and the bound form of Mirame drooping at his saddle-bow.,  remarked in passing, was always more pungent after his
The ruffian was mounted on a splendid chestnut, and Alan own morning prayers—sent the blood flushing' td Alan’s:

ground his teeth as he realised that, with all his power of
running, he could never hope to outstrip the horse in front.

brow. Bitterly he blamed himself for thisdalliange, that,
however much it exvressed a mutual and inevitable joy over,

ustagha were pushing;

chieftain and the sheikh,
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He unslung his rifle, and, squatting firmly, using his knees an escape so difficult for the one to have effected, ro little g
for o rest, he took a long, stcady aim. But at the end of a  dreamt of by the other, yet had now virtually thrown away, ks
minute that soemed like an hour he clicked back the sight. if not all chance of their relief, at least the wisest fruits of /[‘
He could see nothing but the dodging dots that represented  victory. . . . : ‘
Mirame’s head and feet, and fire was more than he dare For what would Hassein now say—and that he would say i
o. ' what he thought there was no room for doubt—of the man, e
“I would have theo use thy eyes.” The whisper in his Wwho, pretending to woo his daughter, lost the chance and i
.brain was as though the sheikK had spoken at his elbow. the splendid distinction of saving her from death or slavery }
With a gaze sharpencd by anguish Eo scanned the distant in order to pass a few pleasant courtesies anent the fact? i
figure and saw it suddenly swerve off to the right. He And as for the sheikh! . . . : r;g
leapt to a boulder and strained his eyes to follow its course. Alan made up his mind that if it came to being re- K]
Only o flash of the green and crimson and gold in Mirame’s  captured he would get killed first. ) g
head-scarf was visible for a moment, then the great pines ‘Lady,” he said, “I have been most foolish! At all .'a
shored their screen in the way of vision. But it had  costs, I should have immediately sped after the horse. Now, . i B

sufficed, and for a moment Alan’s heart stood still, for the
flash had indicated that the Nubian was circling down the
mountain, following the way of the’lddge, to rejoin his
comrades on the plains. :

“ Thank Allah and the wisdom of Jelaluddin!” thought
Alan, as he peered over the edge of the boulder where he
him, and separated by a

he will give the alarm to those down below, and they will
spread on our trail like wolves!”

““I think not thou wert foolish,” replied Mirame, aftor
the manner of a maid
done for her sake. ‘‘““‘Thou hast not four hands, and long
before 1 was in safety the horse was gone,’” X

‘“Why, you weren’t even looking at it,”’ said Alan res

decking with a little tinsel any folly -

"

s
.

heads

lay and saw, twenty feet beneat u -
patoh of shale steep as the slant of a spoon in a lgng glass, proachfully, *so how can you know? o
another great bdulder. : ‘““Because it is the manner of Arab chargers,” said (&%
t' was a dizzying prospect, but Alan did not hesitate. ~Mirame, 1n no way abashed, and with a wise little nod that *'' "Il &
He unslung his battle-axe and rifle, let himself down feet had a distinct witchery of its own. * When they feel them- - 9
first, called to Clok, and let go. “ It was about two seconds selves riderless they return to the lines, Moreover, the .
afterwards that his neck seemed to joerk up through his Nubian was not his master; he would go to seek his “|H
bacl teeth; but next moment he was over the next boulder  master.” . . . ) e
and shooting -the slippery, snow-covered shale down a ‘“ Anyhow, there's no use discussing it,”’ said Alan. “I. e
toboggan a cot:f)lp of hundred yards in length, to bring up  ought to have tried, and I didn’t. But the best thing, now, fEws
this time in a drift about a fallen pine. is to clear out of here. If you can run, we will go up the PP
Practice and.the tattering of his breeches’-seat, made him  pass as far as possible; then, when we get to a convenient ,:
careful during the next trip, and he guided and checked -place, I'll hold them off while you rum on to the heights (¢
his dedcont by the pointed haft of his battle-axe with one above the plateau, wherce that ruffian seized you, and give 2
hand, and the butt of his rifle with the other. our battle-cry. Your people will see you and rescue you : =
And then for a moment he gasped for relief as, after efore those brutes of Mustapha’s can get at you again.” )
shooting over a seven-foot drop, he sat hard into a snow- Mirame shook her head. ; e
drift, with. the great wafhound-——un, over-close .second— “You are very crafty, dear Ingeliz lord,” she said; ‘“but“ a
landing asprawl on his stomach (Alan’s).. For, as he rum-  you forget that I am a daughter of the mountains. You '
maged out of the drift and regained his vision, he saw, half : :
a tile up the pass and coming down towards him, the gling
of Mirame’s scarf threading through the trees.

Bilent as any rodskin, and_ surefooted as a goat, he crept
forward with Clok at heel till he reached a round boulder
lying out above the path the Nubian must, follow. Here he
crawled full length till his ¢yes were on a level with the
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cannot alone. hold the pass for more than two minutes. They
will kill you and catch me. No, no! I will stay with you.
If my people are gomil to be beaten by those Nubian and
Syrian dogs of Mustapha's, I will never see .them again. I
will wat, ou hold the ‘pass, and when you fall I will kill
myself, and so together we shall go into Paradise,” .

] gave her one look, ‘and then together they toiled
up the way of the pass, Clok managing to make the way
much -less 1dyllic than it might have proved by ocontinuously
ght?ding his shaggy head in between the linking of their

ands.

. CHAPTER 8.
A Knight and His Fair Lady.
P and ever up the tortuous road olimbed, guarding on
its rig..t the frowning walls of unscaleable oliffs, and
on the left, tumblin,

‘dotted with huge, gaunt
abysses.

And presently, as the climbing of the two gave them view
of the plains beneath, and a_snatch, as it were, of the battle-
song a-hum below, tﬁéy quickened their paces, making for
a little plateau formed bs two outjutting rocks which gave
a clear outlook over the depths.

i 4 Good old Jelaluddin I”* cried Alan, wimn, aining the

?lateau, he pointed out to Mirame the figure of the sheikh—
. tearless, wrathful, and splendid, smiting right and left with
that terrible staff of his, and seeming to bear a life charmed
against sword and bullet.

*“The -dogs have four times our number,” said the
Pringess of the Haideranli, ‘‘ yet our men press them back !

ow. they sweep in. h, look! Those four against
twonty, yet they win through. My Haideranli! Hi-hoo!

now. in shelving banks of shale,
ulders, leaping now into clear

Hoo-ha-hai !

2. In her great enthusiasm, the girl's voice ran

N {5 the clear, frosty air, silvery as a clarion-call, and before
Alan conld stop her she had torn free her scarf from neck

and head, and was waving its folds, shimmoring with their

?reon and orimson. and gold, wide in the wind, while her

resh voioe pealed again its echo of the ** Hoo-ha-hai !""

It was in vain “Alan swung her back. It was too late.
The mischief was done. Though the air was rent by the
voﬂ‘lwﬂy' sent up from a thousand impassioned voices; though
old-Hassein and the sheikh waved scimitar and staff in such

olose and febrile conjunction that, to the eyes.of the lad and

the girl, the waving seemed- like the effort of a fly-on a
' Window-pane to clean its face while hanging on with its

back ‘legs; though Fani, the leader of the four whom

Mirame had ‘saluted, ‘made a holocaust of himse!f and a

hundred ‘braves in.'a dash that sent three hundred of

g‘lustapha's best beyond the bourne, yet the mischief was

lone, e

out through

. For, as the rain falls on the wicked and the good; as
night is felt by the blind and the seeing; as a soul’s strife
"-ocan bo wasted on a friend as on a foe; o the glory of the
enﬁ:lusm.sm' of the Haidcranli’s dauntfeas, loving princess,
though it made threefold forces beat in every arm and nerve
and heart among the leal warriors of her ¢ an; made, also,
the cold, snaky, moveless eyelids of Mustapha, the slave-
merchant, slightly dewed with a moisture, as though from
8 covetous, crafty soul & worm had dragged a drop of
grave-dew into the clameur of the sunlight.
For Mustapha:was'no ordinary man. . .
Through generations his mothers had been slaves; his
fathers robbers.  And in his soul the venom of contradictions
wab.-a spite he buttered his bread with. He cringed to
mastors; he bullied inferiors;
skin earpet in front of tho multitude; and in the intimacy

that could shudder. inbo the éxprossion of pain. He was a
man of parts, Mustapha. A man famed and feared in the

azgars ‘o hundred niiles round-—famed for his ‘wrath and
woalth ; feared for his servility und his smile.

He . paid well 'and quickly, and Le took vengeatice
thoroughly and slowly. 8o ‘he"was sorved well and quickly
by the slow wits of the thorough blackguards he omployed.

Mustepha, like Kasim, the bandit--like "cvery pasha;
brigand, bel?;, or male who had ever seen Mirame, the un-
1 li(ppx_qnch-ab chieftainess of “the proudest clan
| i Kurdistan or Da hist-an—Mustulpha had turned on that fair
i lady the eyes o _apﬂroval. n his parlance, she was a
i+ * chick of the grey hawk, with whom the Black Vulture
TN miﬁht mate.” i .
B ustapha was very thorough. He knew his re utation,
|7 and enjoyed ‘it.. If he had & covétousness greater than that
| ' -inspired by the thought of Hassein’s glorious daughter, it

Lwas to justify his own reputation, that ‘ the Black Vul-
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¢ he cheated his equals, even -
in the excess:of his pruiets and prostrations on ‘his goat-

of the interior of his household he brutalised everything:

in all

Told on the
one.”,

ture’s claws never let go.” Vet Alan Wayward had slipped
between them, ’ T :

And there, on the plateau, five hundred fest above, horse-
less, on foot, nat a mile distant, were the two beings whose
capture could really put Mustapha in good huméur enough
'f;o enjoy witnessing the bow-stringing of the first lady in his

arem.

He was a little man, with the features of a weasel, the
voice of a screech-owl, the eyes of a lizard, and the heart of
a wounded puma. . o ia

““Forty men to the rear, with horses!” he shrilled’ into
the ear of a Syrian, two seconds after Mirame's magnificent
gosture had given such new impetus to the Haideranli
onslaught. And, turning to the lieutenant on his’ ‘eft,‘ he
hissed: * Pass the word softly. Let ail .our men fall pack
and hold the mouth of the pass, Thero is great reward for
those who live, and sure-providing for the families of those
who die. But for those who prefer living to dying, there
are the claws and the beak the Black Vulture. Got I
have spoken. . 8ee that it is done, lest thou wish to be the ,
first who tasteth of my judgment 1” : )

So, while Murta%ha and forty men cantered up the pass— .
yet not very fast, because of the snow and the slant of it—
and while the Haideranli hurled themselves in' vain against ,
the olosing, retreating, evermore serriod rifles of Mustapha's '
sharpshooters, up above, on the little betra mﬁ Slateuu.:
Alan was standing opposite the lady to whom he ad vowed |
his allegiance, dumb with wrath of her aot, bewxldorment?
of her beauty, and the homage of that chivalry that would
dio for its inspirer’s fault as for its merit.

‘“Lady,” he said, ‘‘ Mustapha's men heard thee also’; saw |
thee, too; for that fox Mustapha sent scourers after us at
once! 8ee their horses’ heads bobbing through the pine-
fingers down below "’ . . . )

Mirame, turned and faced him—angry, imperious, and |
hurt in her woman’s dignity at his manner of farcibla
correction. But when she saw the adoration in his eyes, and
the -curiously childlike anxiety about the corners of his
mouth, her woman's dignity went floodlike into the sea of
her maidenly love. . . s

“Let not my lord be voxed,” she said, with a wondrous
softness in her tone. “‘Let him think how the sight of me
rejoiced the heart of the old chieftain, my father. And,”
she added, with that touch of feminine tguile which makes a
true woman always master of a masterful man, “I want to
see the fight,”

‘“Thou shalt!” said Alan grimly, a riot of glory of her
a-song in ‘his heart. *“Come, we will go a little higher.
Thos follow quick, but we have time. It is scaroely a
hundred paces.” . . .

She paced alongside of him, free and lissom as a mountain
:ﬁe, triumphing in his dauntlessness and her oonfidence

erein:

Sixty yards up from whote they had étood; the path
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curved to the left, then five paces on to the right, then, by
a little Jevel space some twenfy .paces in length and
breadth, gave on to a mnarrow gut, where but ten feet
separeted an implacable rearing of granite from a pitiless,
precipitous dive into the depths beneath.

Alan pointed to the glade, then to the neck of the pass.

“There, my battle-ground,”” he said; * here, thy watch-
tower, in the place I am about to build thee !”

“ Build, my lord!” she said simply, and watched him as
le laid battle-axe. and rifle at her feet, and bent his huge
strength to the lifting of rocks. .

The old sheikh’s lesson had notbeen lost. Alan remem-
bered well that formation of the open, inverted V, backed
by the rounded horn of a half-moon. Remembered, too, the
wisdom of eye use.

On the verge of the precipice he built his V-shaped rock
barrier, so that one arm of the V lay along the edge of the
brink, the other stretching midway into, the pass, leaving
but a five-foot way by which a man might pass. Then,
round the apex of the V-shaped barrier, boulder after
boulder he built, cunningly placed to hold tottering grips

_one on the other, so that one arm of the arc ran upwards
along the verge of the precipice, and the other curved, like
the broken curve of an O, to meet 1t. And in between the
curving arms he placed Mirame, now exceedingly sub-

m'fsxvo. }

for he had not completed his work without some
opl&qsition. \
* Mirame was not a girl to sit still and do nothing. When

she saw Alan struggling to lift a little stone, which the
nuscles of either arm gripped hard on a monstrous rock,
she had sprung forward.

“1 will help thee,”” she said.

¢ (ot thee to thy place!” growled Alan, it being contrary
to his English idea that women should hew wood or carry
stones. ‘‘This is not women's work !"’ )
“" Nay; l‘)’ut am I a child?” cried Mirame passionately.
“Do an I tell thee !” said Alan curtly.

“As my lord wills I’ said Mirame, with a little shrug,
turning away and seating herself, to watch him with
exultant eyes in his strength and sureness.

“Lady Mirame,” said Alan, as he led her into the tiny
fortress he had made, ‘I will not talk of farewells:
is a fight that we must win, or both die in. Look! 1 leave
you my- rifle. - It has tép bullets in its magazine. 1 leave
you also'one of my two revolvers. You see the wave of the
trees, fifty yards down? Thoee are Mustapha’'s men. Be
bra;’,?, dear! If I fall, I'll wait for you. Will you kiss
me ’

Mirame did.

“You won’t fall,” she said, her two hands round his
throat, her eyes proudly trustful of his faith. ‘““You are
too strong and sure. Go, captain of the Haideranli. The
dogs are barking!”

ne little moment she clung to him, drawing bis cheek
som§ against hers.

“Vou and Allah,” she whispered, ‘‘are now my one
-hope.” i i
- The sheikh, could he have heard that, would probably
have considered that the ‘ Allah’ was a concession to future
contingencies. But Alan wasn’t dogmatic. e took her
hands in his, held them for a moment to his Jips, then

challenge of hers. .

“1'1 trust in God, and do my best!” he said simply.
Then, as he turned away, to face the vanguard of Mustapha
creeping up along the snow-strewed way, he looked over his
shoulder, and cried laughmgly: “Take care that you don't
shoot me, whatever you do!”

The, chieftainess of the Haideranli tilted her chin in &
gesture of disdain and challenge.

“T am considered n’very sure shot,” she said, in an accent
a trifle’ too unconcerned. 1 slimll aim at no onc but the littlo
ape 'l}iustapha, and you will'see that I shall hit him first

shot. )
! Shlish, shlot! .

It way: the ri
meeting the shoulder of one and the waist of another as the
rush came.

Tt was a double-headed battlo-axe, blade to left, and
razor-blade to right, with a pomit steel-capped to the fine-
ness of a noedle sticking out eighteen inches in front of the
two blades. What it touched it shore, like a hot knife goin
through butter. And when it got into a free swing, witl
the light of sunshine on it, and-the frost in the wind a-hum
round it, it was a pretty sight when its gleaming shades of
cold blue were clean. It was a terrible yet a grand sight
when Alan Wayward, with his six-foot-two of muscular
symmetry, swinging it swift and sure, braided its gleaming
blades with the crimson of the death of those who were
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" through the trunk

. and lanco butts! Rifle-butts and

but this

]au?hed with the laughter of his blue eyes into the violet

ht and left swing of Alan's battlé-uxe,_
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stalking that fair, frail form, for whose honour the good axe

swung. - .

Right at the end of the V's outjutting arm Alan stood,
and from the first he smiled to see-how the old sheikh’s ruse
bafled and bewildered them. For if a man got within the
angle of the V, he might hope to win over the fragile
barrier. One man so hopin %ot within, and a single back
stroke of the swinging axe left him headless there; while the
pendulum-like return of the back-swaying blade swayed
of a shrieking Nubian, to pause, turn,
and thrust snakelike into the throat of an onrushing slave
of Syria.

Five men were
for their guns; while Clok, every hair a-ruffle,
on his haunches, waiting his master’s word. Alan’s eyes
were gleaming like torch-lit ice. Mirame, erect and
beautiful, scanned the battle as if she were a queen of some
mock tournament, her eyes full of a proud disdain for the
foe, her lips set m(Proud assurance of ﬁer champion.

From a ten-yard range, a dozen guns were levelled at
Alan, as he stood quictly waiting, certain of death, yet
knowm%1 not what he might do. Then, suddenly, he was
aware that Mirame was at his side, resting the rifle in’the
bend of his elbow. L '

‘And on tho instant, Mustapha's yellow monkey-face pecred
from cover of a tree, and his voice shrilled out: .

“ Fire not—fire not ! I must have them both alive! Shields
"shields, my pariah-dogs!

down, and the others, crouching baclk, felt
ung tense

Hoo! Have at them! One rush!
Crack! went Mirame’s rifle, aiming at Mustapha’s face.
('rack, and crack, and crack again; yet Mustapha’s face

remained, though four of his men went down, biting at the

SHOW, e
“Tt is thou!” said Miraméfangrily. * I cannot shoot, be-

causo thy arm is full of shaking,” which, secing that Alan

was rocking with silent laughter over tho effect of the first

shot, was indeed true enough, .

“They come, dear lady,” he said. ‘‘Leave this .to me.
Got quickly behind the barrier, and aim at the ground at
tho foot of the man at whom thou firest next.” ¢

“Surely it shall not hit him!” said Mirame, puzzled. - -

“But it will hit the fellow behind him,” said Alan. ' Such
is the trick of the gun with those not accustomed to it.

Quick! To shelter!” . y
From below, tho men of Mustapha were creeping. up.to
the attack, formed in wedge-shape, with rifles and lances

crossed above their heads, and held: in the left hand, while
ench man, in his right wielded lance or rifle, clubbed for
a knock-out blow.

Alan scanncd the ‘‘tortoise” narrowly. It was yet ten’
vards away, and crawling forward, till it got its oppor-
tunity to rush at short quarters. He had no illusions a ub
the danger of it. One blow from a clubbed rifle on knee
or ankle, would bring him to ground. And the rest would
be over in twenty seconds.

For a moment he thought of hurling down the arm of
the V at their lags, and rushing in on the subsequent con-
fusion. But he put the thought away. The rocks he had
piled up were for the last line of defence, when, all else
being lost, he might heave them down on the enemy, an
hurl himself, with Mirame in his arms, over the abyss.

A long snarl from Clok brought a “Icmn to_his eyes.

“Hou, boy! Bite 'em! Rout ‘em!” he whispered.

Clok went as if he had been shot from a catapult. - With
ono bound he was full in the centre of tho serried legs pro-
pelling upwards that menacing shield. Right and left, left
and right, his great jaws snapped, and his hard fangs tore.

The surprise was complete, the confusion almost ludicrous.
The tan, {e of arms above nullified all sense of escape to
the writhing of the tortured legs below. Ae a good wolf-
hound, Clok knew that safety lay in (biting hard once at
ono thing, to bite harder quickly at the next, and quickey
ciill at the following one. By the time Clok had got to,
the end of his * wolf-pack,’” Alan had leapt on to the .
disarray of the vanguard, and his battleaxe, smiting ng}?t‘,and‘
left, now upoutting in fong,‘drgadful sweeps, that s eared
three men at a time, now pointing, now circling backwards
and forwards, flayed the column as with forked lightning.
His arms worked likeé fresh catgut, elastio, tireless. His
eyes seemed to be everywhere. In two minutes he had hewn
o way through the column, and found none but Clok to
stand on the other side, aliv

o.

And all the time, through the stress of the battle Mirame's -
battle-cry cheered him on.

«Hi-hoo!"” she cheered. ‘A lord of men thou art!
Hoo-hi-hai! Chief of the Haideranli thou art! Wearer of
my scarf! Hoo, hoo, hoo!’ . ok \

Of Mustapha’s forty, but eight or nine remained, and
these, gathered round their master, jibbering with rage, now
dashed forward. : sl

Clok, full now of the zest of battle, forgot to wait his
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master’s word, and sprang forward. B knee, ankle, and
thigh, ’threo men_ he 'ongppled belore{ attentive to his
maste(ti s call, he turned a red, inquiring eve on Alan, and
paused. )
And as he paused, a slave thrust at him with his lance,
and, quick though the faithful hound was to wriggle from
~the blow, and so saye his heart, the cutting steel laid bare
his ribs, and sent him rolhmi1 into the edge of the cliff.
hen there camo on Alan the same red fit of Bersork rage
that had seized him when he saw Mirame being borne away
by “t’hei1 Nubian. i g
. With onc spring, and one right-hand upward heaving
thrust, he pierced the wounder of his dog through the root
of the chest till the point of his dreadful axe showed on the
nape of tho hanging neck. Then, wielding the dead man
aloft, he charge | tho remaining seven, brooming three of
them in one enciroling sweep over the abyss, and as the

" others fled after Mustapha on his galloping horse, he beat

them as with a flail, till none remained, and in the pass was
silence, save only for the pad-a-pud of the hoofs of the
horses- stampeding after Mustapha, 2
Yet, for a 1 his rage, this time Alan did not forget, and as
one horse, with ears back, and tail strgight out, charged
past him, he flung himself on it, gripping its nostrils, and
winding one arm round its neck, curled his knees sbout its
straining legs. :
. It was the battle of a hundred yards.
it back, picked
Mirame-stood.

. 'God and thy love hath prevailed, lady!” he said, look-
ing at her, and wondering greatly to see her altered mien,
the trembling-of her mouth, her downcast oyes.

* Thou art not wounded?”’ K& oried anxiously.

‘“Nay,” she said, with a shy, uglifting of her eyes, “only
humbled to think that I should have so often spoken to a
war-lord like thee, as I have.”

"I don’t see the point,” said Alan, who was thirsty and
tired and lax from tho reaction. ‘Wo must not waste

] Then Alan, walking
up his battle-axe, and mounted to where

minutes. That rat, Musta[’)hl, will return with more. It
was luck getting this horse.” .
¢ None but thou could or dared have stopped. him,” said

Mirame, with a mew look in the shining of her eyes that
troubled Alan.

He turned from it, half shy, half awkward, and flung him-
self into the saddle. Then, stretching out his foot, and hold-
ing forth-his arms, he bent down, and lifted her, using his
foot as a ‘springboard, acrors the saddle-bow.

‘‘ What hast thou?’ he said, as he noted how she trembled
against his arm, shrinking away from him. *

% Dear,” sho said, not daring to look at him, “I never
knew before that thou wert a man of -mon. I feel so alone
with thee!”

“ God is with us,” said Alan simply.
that !”

:The woman in her wanted to weep, but the princess in her
tilted -her chin, and made her smile at him.

I think I shall grow to like you, in time,” she said.

. Alan might have replied otherwise than Ey quickly turn-
ing his head, if it-had not been that tho rolling of a stone in
the track they had quitted drew his attention.

* God forgive me!” he cried, reining in the horse. ‘‘It’s
Clok, and I'd forgotten him!” :

Clok it was, trailing himeelf stifly and painfully after his
beloved ‘master, with the blood drisxlping from his wound,
but not eo much as a whimper from his tongue.

‘Before Alan could move, Mirame had slipped through
his arms, and was on the ground, running to the faithful
pariner of their fight. Alan, tethering the iorse. was by his
side in a moment. i :

“Lot me tend him,” said Mirame. “I am skilled in
wounds.” .
< ‘' Bee how his wisdom has'taught him to cleanse it in the
snow,” she went on, pomtmﬁ to his side, where the shaggy
ooat was as if frosted with the starliko petals.

Bhe took her dagger from the fold around her bosom, and
ripped two lengths from her white petticoat. Then, with
quick skill, she staunched the wound, and bound the dog
round in four great crosswise bindings.

‘‘ There, noble friend of my lord,” she said, kissing the
dogl'ls shaggy front, “so shall thy breathing be relieved.”

e tarned to Alan, with a emile winsomely gracious.

“Thou hast,iought hard and art tired, and I am sick for
want of walking,”” she said. * Mount thou the horse, and
take the dog across thy knees, and I will walk by thy side.”

‘“There was never a woman like thou, dear lad{ 7 said
Alan, very softly; ‘' nor would there ever be man iko me,
did I yield to thy request.”” )

He lifted her bodily into the saddle as he spoke, and,
unnwinding the sash from, his waist, bound Clok, who
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grumbled greatly over the procem, over the horse’'s hind-
quarters. ~ )

Then, . marching” alongside, at.just such an angle that
he might keep both eyes on the road, while gaining an
occasional glimpse of the Lady Mirame’s face, he swung into
his best stride, the stride taught him by that ancient * foot-
slogger” of the mountains and the deserts, the Sheikh
Jelaluddin.

He felt delightful‘liy light-hearted and gay. It was as
though all the world belonged to him, now that he was
alone with all his world; and, climbing the bleak hillside,
with its white mantle of snow still crisp, its great chanoels of
pines, broken here and there by villages of beech and
juniper, and seamed with precipices and wild ravines, he
told her, to lighten the way, the story of his early days in
England, and how he had been tricked by a wicked man’s
sEite into a {outney to the East, and dwelt laughingly on
the days of slavery under Idrin’s rule, and lovinﬁly on the
sheikh and his ways of wisdom. And now an “then he
would sing some of the songs of England to her, his fresh
voice ﬁeahng like a bell-chime through the tree-girt, frosty
air, till the girl swayed in her saddle, looking at him through
balf-closed eyes, and wondering—wondering why it was that
Allah had made the carth so dear, and she had never known
it before.

Bhe was too shy to talk to him, too afraid of Her own
shyness. Everything scemed to be alive with a new sense.
The trees were whispering, the golden lights of the setting
sun were making homes in the.sky that had their hearths
on earth, an old one-horned goat, standing solitary on a
distant ledge, was calling for his mate. It no longer'
weighed on her that Alan was tired. Thoe two of them
seemed swinging along to one rhythm. And she wished it
might go on, just like that, for ever. :

p and up t eg' plodded, till, as the stats flashed through
the short twilight, they reached the upper ridge of tho
Sipan Dagh, whenoe they could see Lake Van, gleaming
like a blob of quicksilver, half a mile beneath.

“There is a cave quite near here,” said Alan., * We shall
reach it in two minutes. Not a month ago I cached bearflesh
thor'?, and there is a cascade near. There we will halt and
eat.

They went on slowly, for the crust of snow had in places
yiclded to tho spring sunshine, and tho horse sank decp
at each step. For five minutes they continued the track in
silence, and then a low, muttering growl from Clok was fal-
lowed by the long olate . whimper that told all too
plainly of wolves on their trail.

Alan cast a glance of anxiety at Mirame. A

‘“ Wolves,” she whispered, with a little involuntary
shudder. . .

“ Don’t be afraid,” said Alan, meeting her groping hand.
“Look! In front there! That black smudge in the cliff—
that is the cave!” .

The horse had heard the whimper, too, and .was toiling
forward with all its power. ’ el

‘“Don’t leave me!"’ oried the Eirl. as Alan, relinquishing
her hand, dropped a pace behind, and slung free his axe.

“I will not leave thee, Lady of the Haideranli,” he
replied quietly. ‘“I am cutting Clok free. The horse will
travel faster to.” p

He did not add that he could alrcady see the grey,
shadowy shapes of the pack not a thousand yards behind.

With Clok free, the horse made a brave spurt, and they
were within ten yards of the cave before a great gaunt wolf
came within leap. t Clok, wounded though he was,
snapped him by the throat before hoe could rise from hga
haunches. And the cave was three yards distant when Alan’s
rovolver cracked out twioe, and delayed the rest of the pack -
to partake of two meals. )

Then, next minute Alan had swung Mirame into the cave,
and the horse had stampeded in wild flight with the first
rush of the pack after him, while the tail end, ravonmﬁ.
pelted at the cave entrance. But the entrance was small,
and Alan and Clok were old hunters. .

Not more than one wolf could come in at a hm'e, and,
just within the entry, Clok’s unerring grip and Alan’s ruth-
iau axe sent eight of them to their account. It was enough
for ‘the rest. The remnant and stragglors sat round the
eéntrance at a respectful distance in a silent ring, broken
now and then by an uneasy whimper—now and then by a
t}iluddlen snarl, that was taken up and lifted into a dosolate
owl. 5

““In a corner there,” said Alan, from his post at the door,
“are faggots under a great stone. ‘Mako o fire; I have
matches. Beneath the faggots, under some little stones, is
cooked bear-meat, Toast 1t at tho flame and eat: It is not
sucoulent, but it is beiter than gnawing hunger.’’

The Princdess of the Haideranli had mot a notion how _to
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. ‘everything, with a rare grace, bringing thereto woman’s
. Wit, and silence withal. ‘
~ .“Alan gnawed the unsavoury stuff that she brought him,
. and felt the better for it; gnawed on and on till he felt his
fatigae drop from him, and eyed the ring outside with a
- speoulative rather thay a sombre gaze.
.He glanced round at Mirame, The girl had eaten her
portion, and now, leaning against the wall, was sleeping.
“8he’s a brick!” murmured Alan.
sally; one of the brutes might get inl”
.. 8o throughout the night he maintained grim vigil, some.
times half-rocking into slumber, but ever like Clok with one
eye open, and ever .conscious of that dreadful, ravenous
patience of the muttering circle without. .
. But with the first light of day the pack began to drift
away; silent shadows, slinking shiveringly into the sur-
rounding woods, to vanish as if swallowed up by the snow.
. Then Alan, going outside, stood for some seconds drink-
ing in the crisp sweetness of the morning breeze, till Clok’s
_ low, warning mutter brought him to a swift posture of
intent listening.
. From far below there was a movement in the forest—a
movement as of men and horses tramping upwards.
‘ Friend or foe—which? !

He stepped gently into the cave and looked at Mirame,

She had not stirred. All through the night, sitting erect, -

5. her head against the wall, she had slept, secure in her trust
of the man who was keeping vigil for her. ’

“Mirame !’ he called softly. .

. She ogened her eyes, and, smiling at him, rose to greet
him with outstretched ‘hands.

“Dawn already!” she cried. * What, then hast thon—"

“ Dear,” he interrupted, *all night long Clok and I have
kept guard against the wolves.”

. “They are still there?”’ she cried, clinging to him.
* “They have just slunk away,” he replied, drawing her
to the entrance. * Let us come to the stroam and drink,
for we must travel far. See, it is there, While thou
drinkest, I will gather some provision.”
" She modded, hastening to the stream that was leaping
down the rocks ten paces off. :
“"Alan, stooping down, gathered an armful of the bones of
the dead wolves, picked by their departed comrades, and
. strewed them in the cavern, scattered the faggots, and
booted into the centre of the cave the one dead wolf that
“had lain too. near for the others to grab. Then he loaded
his pockets with bear-flesh and rejoined Mirame.

“1f those below were friends,” he had said to himself,
¢ they would come with cries and calla and cheers; bein
foes, they will see the bones and the dead wolf, and wi

lieve us devoured. So we shall gain some start.”

And as he rojoined Mirame he sent on Clok ahead, and,
tearing down a pine-branch, he walked backward, destroy-
ing their tracks to the cascade. .

‘ Why dost thou that?* oried Mirame.

Alan leant over the water and took a long drink, and yet
another.

“Because Mustapha’s men pursue us,”” he said, “ and T
would destroy our trace.’’

. *‘But.where then can we go?’ said Mirame, paling.

“Down the cascade,” said Alan grimly.

“Pown there!”. she cried, pointing to the foaming tor-
vent, that went bounding from rock to rock on a long slope

" gill lost to view in the flatlands around Mush.

; The Lady Mirame looked at her feet, her baggy trousers
% Kup;‘ngdfrom beneath the capacious petticoat, and shook
er head. .

“X'll do it;”’ she said, “but I shall be washed away and

drowned.”

“Tm going to carry you,” said Alan. )

“Then let us make haste,” said the Lady Mirame, with-

out a blush. : i
Alan pointed Clok into the water.

_ “Follow!” he said.

-Clok, who hated cold water except internally, went into
it like a Spartan, and wallowed his way from rock to rock.
- Alan stepped in, the water coming scarcely more than to

his ankles, unslung his battic-axe, and turned the stoel-shod
haft downwards.

_ “You-will be in no danger,” he said calmly. ‘I shall
prod my way forward with the end of my haft, and steady
y it. All you have to do’is to sit in the bend of
my left elbow, lean your weight :gainst me and not away
from me, and put your arms round my neck.”

““Pek ala” (vory well), said the Lady Mirame meekly.

And . this time Clok did not get a chance of playing

;‘5 chaperon.,
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CHAPTER 4.
In the Claws of the Vulture.

LAN had not been mistaken in thinking that it was
Mustapha’s men whose movements he had heard
from the mouth of the cavern. .

Nor did his ruse for deceiving them as to the fate of him-
self and Mirame fall shert of th@success he desired. A
dozen times during the night he had refrained from
impulse to sling the carcase away from the cave-entrance,
as he had slung forth the others. But it had amused him
to watch the sly sneaking forward of some braver or hun-
grier beast than the rest, in ever recurrent efforts to got at
the prey so tantalisinily out of reach; and ho had guarded
its carcase there, rather in the object of keeping himself
awake and vigilant with the play of battle-axe necessitated
from téme to time by the pack’s efforts to get at their fallen
coinrade.

‘And when Mustapha’s men reached the cave and saw the
dead wolf with his skull cloven, they recognised at once the
handiwork of him whom Mustapha had called the * Ingeliz
with seven devils.” The strewed bones suggested their own
grizzly tale; nor were the pursuers gkilled enough to say
what being the snapped fragments might belong to.

For a lonF half-hour they stood and discussed the matter,’
with a wealth of detail and a capacity for repetition only
to be found among the people of the East and the con--
cierges of Paris. .

One and all agreed that the fugitives had been devoured,
The point that troubled_them was to convince Mustapha of
the fact, for the Black Vulture had been extremely ptecise
in his instructions.

¢ See dye bring, them both back, alive and uninjured,” he
had said. “If ye fail me, ye shall all be flayed ‘alive, if 1
have to search Asia for you.” .

For Mustapha was in an exceedingly ill-humour.  His
plans had miscarried for the first time in a career that
counted forty years of extremely_active villainy. Thanks
to the cunning ruse of the Sheikh Jelaluddin, his ambush of
the Haideranli had been utterly thwarted at the ver
momont when he was sweeping on to victory. And'i:houil
he had reformed the rout, -the men of Hassein had fought
as he had never seen men fight before; and, despite the fact
that he vastly outnumbered them, they were clinging on to
his rearguard
cious a8 wounded leopards, U alai

Moreover, he knew that while he could not retfedt- in
haste, because of the tacklers at his heels, he dared net stay
muoh longer; for Hassein's Oﬂﬂiiﬂk villages were not forty.
miles distant, and he was sure that runners had already -set
out to summon_reinforcements, and. any hour might bring
twenty thousand lances thundering down: on him. :

He was in a fix, and a very tight fix, for his own home of
Foliat, botween the Enphrates and the Bingol Dagh,
thirty miles away, and almost his whole fighting, for )
with him now. : ; | RR

But he had the tenacity of a puma. Hassein’s daughter
and Alan Wayward he meant-to have, and, as he thought
of that stand the E;éﬁlishma.n' had made up ‘there in the
pass, his yellow te olenched over his thick, hanging
under-lip, and he swore to himself that ‘he would make
Mirame his bride befare twenty-four hours should pass, and
amuse himself the following day by making her witness the -
slow torturing of her hero. ) :

Yet in his soul there was fear withal; for the old sheikh,
heading a charge that came within  forty paces of Musta-
pha’s.body-guard, had chanted at him in a wild, exultant
voice : :

“T seo thy blood upon thy burning threshold, Black Val-
ture of Fol?atl Alhﬂ is calling thee
And though Mustapha, like man
had deferred consideration of Allash to more -convenient
moments, when he should have finished achieving the com-
mercial profit he,was after, the menace from the lips of a -
man half Asia held to be an inspired prophet gave Mustapha
a nasty indigestion. ’ ) ¢

But Allah or no AHah, he meant to have Mirame and
Alan, even if death came after. Wherefore he did not leave
any doubts in the minds of the hundred picked men he de-
spatched on their trail as to what their fate would be in the
event of failure. .

And so, while the pursuing ocolumn olimbed the pass,
Mustapha, leaving a d ‘band to hold the approach to
the pass, fought steadily in.retreat on to his fortified palace

hour after hour; dauntless, persistent, lg:o- :

respectable Christians, -

i

at Foliat, sure of meeting his desired victims there.. i

For all of which reasons Mustapha's men
bones in the mountain -cave vﬁvith as much concern as a=
committee of museum experts, till one, tirin ‘ol it and going
to the caseade to drink, sent forth a. yell that brought- the .
hundred pell-mell to his side. : ;

*Tis a trick " he cried, pointing to the snow on-the:gther

e
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sida of the torrent. ‘ Heo the tracks of the horse, and the
spoor of wolves thereon!” T

In.another momert they were in the saddle, racing down
the, ‘shaly slo);}es after ‘the plain spoor; as only Kurds,
N\ﬁ:iuns, and Basutos can ride down breakneck places.

Down, and ever down, they went, on a line almost parallel’
to, but about a ‘mile from, the cascade, behind its fringe of
trees, ‘till the whole troogr brought up, shivering on their
horses’ haunches, to a halt round the fresh-picked carcase of
a horse, Iying.in the telltale rosebud snow, and splayed all
around with the tracks of the departing wolves.

A olrse: on them!” oried a swarthy Turk.
nothing but bones in this land of devils?”

“Hoo!” ‘jeered another iromoallg'. ‘“A babe can tell a
horse’s bones; here aro no bones of man or woman. They
havg escaped! Spread and cast about.
must come upgn their spoor!”

“Perchance,” suggested o half-caste Greek, * thoy foared
dogs, and ‘'went down by the watercourse.” :

And 50 foul chance undid what courage, wit, and high
endeavour hdad so nobly wrought to attain,

For, indeed, both wit and high endeavour, and courage of
no ardinary fibre had guided the feet of ‘Alan Wayward, as,
with tho Lady Mirame in his arms, he had forded the length
of that treacherous watercourse. Again and again they had
to stop, and, landing, circumvent a slippery boulder, sweep-
ing, .away. their tracks beforg taking again to the stream.
The cold of it, too, was numbing, and, despite his endurance,
Alan bogan to find that his foet were losing their use. It
was-in vain that he stepped ashore, and, cutting away
sandals and leg-wrappimgs, chafed his limbs with snow.

*‘Lot us go on on the fand,” said Mirame. ** Hast. thou
not noticed that Clok has refused the water the last hundred
yards? 'If the pursuit have dogs, they cannot trace us now.”

g I’

‘“ Are there

In this snow, we

Alan, giving his feet another vigorous frictioning. ' ’

They were seated on a fallen pine, a soreen of brushwood

on the other side of the

cagcade at a warm -goat-spoor. nd so bent were both on
restoring the circulation to their frozen limbs, that neither .

noticed. the soft parting of the hushes on their right, nhor the
yellow-turbaned head of a Nubian crouching low beneath.
the drooping branches. .
#'or, one second ‘the Nubian rolled the whites of his eyaes,
gloating over the sight of them, then withdrew, more silently
& cautiously than any snake, the snow on the ground
mf\ nll;cound of his progress, to the gentle toll of the
ash-plash ” of the rime dripping from the branches under

the tlantmg rays of the rising sun.

“Hallo,”” said Alan suddenly, *there's old Clok after a
young goat! Isn't he a treat! I never met a heast who
Watch him. Oh, good jump!

new breakfast-time better.
- /This last, as Clok, with a bound that outdistanced a fleeing

He’s got it!”

- goat-kid, landed clean on its back.

“Alan )ﬁlmped up, eager to secure some fresh meat, that
would chase away the bluo lines that were beginning to
gather round the girl’s lips, and at the corners of ears and

yes. g 5 . '
_"Don’t leaye me!” said Mirame, drawing him back, and
looking round with a swift shiver. ‘I don’t like this place.
I,wish the sun would be quick and dry these sodden sandals
of mine’’—for the water had sprayed round her, and she,
like Alan, was suffering acutely from the numbness of her
feet, till at his growl, ‘‘Why don’t you take the things
off, and scrub your feet with the snow?” she had obeyed
him, and had, when his cry anent Clok interrupted her,
been contentedly regarding the effect of ten pink toes
against the snow. - : )

. Alan sent out a long, single-noted whistle, as he sank
back on the pine-log.

‘‘ That means for Clok, ‘bring it to foot,’”’ he explained.
‘“ Why should you be afraid here, dear?”” he went on casu-
ally. ~ “It’s a perfect arbour.. By Jove, how ripping your
toes look against the sunliglt on the snow! ’I[hey'te like
coral crocuses!”

“I was thinking they looked rather nice, myself,” said
Mirame demurely. .

The words were scarcely out of her mouth when twenty
figures sprang from the surrounding bush, and, before either
could move, the heads of both were enveloped in sheepskins.
It was in vain Alan heaved and struggled. Sixteen men
were on him, and he was on his back, and inch by inch his
heaving limbs wero being bound with rope of twisted fibre,
strong and biting as steel wire :

“Tdke off the skins, lest they smother,” said a voice;

‘and as the envol;)(!)mg cloth was switched from his head,
’

Alan turned hunted, anguished eyes towards the place where.
Mirame had been, He encountered the girl’s gaze, bright,
fearless, flawless in its conscious pride of a dignity beyond
the reach of instit or of outrage to hurt.

e TACEIF, TOM MERRSS

‘elophone,”

&
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*“That was a ver: X_.oomli)_!,etew surprise, .my lord,” .she: said,
"Alan’ groaned 6 had 'béen chreless ‘again, and before
him rose the accusing, seamed,.ironical face of the sheikh,
and he seethed to hear his voice, -a-quiver with disdain,
“Thou a sigher after a royal maiden!. Thou, who, in re-
garding the prettiness of ten silly-looking 'pink toes, for-
gefteth to use thy-ears!” L T P et
“1 'suppose they’re Mustapha’s’ chaps all rxiht,", he said
looking at his captors, who were cutting ‘tree-branches, an
lashing them-into a_litter. ““If only Clok had be -

‘beéen——""

There he stopped, flushing. He had been aboyt to blame
*

the dog, on whosoe keen instinct and warn.ng of danger hg
had grown accustomed to rely. It ‘was an_oft-repeate
maxim of the sheikh’s that had caught-him up in-fime. = .

‘“My son,” the sheikh was wont to counsel, ‘ if‘misfortune
happen, then blameé first thy .want of wisdom. Then shalt
thou forgive the lack in the one on whom ' thou- didst: most
foolishly rely. 8o Allah shall have pity on thee," for, in
truth, he hath much pity for the foolish.” i

‘“‘@Grieve not,” said Mirame. ‘ Allah is Allah, and there
is always death.” i b J :
*I'm hanged if I want to die;” said Alan savagely; *‘and
Ll 't,ake care you don’t! Don’t you dare to, before I tell

ou!” \ -,

“TI will wait for thy word,” said Misame, with a look
that made him suddenly master of himself.  Meanwhile,
Mustapha’s men were wrangling. . .

“The Black Vulture's orders were to bring them to-
gether,” said one. )

* Who shall carry the two in one litter?  joered another,

“Tg it.not thirty . miles to Foliat?'” asked a third.

‘ Dogs,” cried the one in command, “stop your snarlin
and obey! It.is but a step from here to the plains. Lea
here two horses. Nose-ring them together, and pass ropes
round tho-loins of both. 80 will. we place the litter on the
horses, and the prisoners thereon. hat' dost. ‘thou there?”

This to a greasy hybrid from Aleppo, who-was staring
into Mirame’s face, and the question being accompanied by
a clont over the ear from the stock of a rifle, none other felt
inclined to repeat the impertinence. : A

8o, bound from ankle to neck, Alan and Mjrame were

laid side by side on the litter,  and lashed again;to that,:

experienced not a little discomnfort as-the horses
way down to the plain,

“We seem fairly ,caught this time,”
two wero lifted again to horse, after the first halt, when
they had been laid in their litter under the shelter of a
beech-iree, a little apart from the camp, and regaled with
sour milk. . 4

‘“Have courage,” said Mirame. ** Already I have worked
one arm almost free, enough to reach the dagger in my
bosom.” '

“Tven so, we could not gel away,” said Alan gloomily. .

“Nay, 'but we could die,”” whispered the girl, wiih
shining cyes. .

¢ Lady, do not be too hasty with thy dagger,) said Alaun,
“ As a last resort, good! But it is not well to anticipate tho
montent when death must be chosen. We may cven yet fight;
through. It will be uight before we reach Foliat, for it ‘is

et far. Attempt not to cut thy bonds till dusk falls, for
if we aro discovered at it once, then, indeed, our last chan
is gone.” . /

But Fortune was kind to them, for as the sun fell, and
the chill wind of the evening blew down from the mountains,
the captain of the hundred ordered blankets to be thrown
over them. Then Miramme, who had gained one arm free
of the bonds by the constant working of her supple body,
stole her knife forth, and sawed through the fibres binding
Alan’s arms. It was only very gradually and tediously
that the two cut their way into freedom, for, despite the
night, the cyes of tho horsemen all around them were keon,
and any abrupt movement might have at once betrayed
them,

But as the lights-of Foliat twinkled before their eyes, their
last bonds were cut free, and Alan's eyes turned longingly
to the battle-axo hanging at the pommel of the horse on his
left, almost within reach of his hand. '

‘“Hearken, Mirame!’ he said. ‘“We shall be at
Mustapha’s house in a few minutes now. This is my plan.
When they come to take us from the litter, I will leap up,
snatch my battle-axe, and hew-a way info the house. ' We
shall certainly not halt till we get into the courtyard, and
the surprise will be so complete, that we shall easily win
through.”

“But why into the house, mv lord?”’ queried Miramo.
“ Surely it wero better to snatch two horses, and fly?”

“ We should be stopped before we got to the gates,” said
Alan, ““and then we should be separated. In the open one
man may do nothing against a hundred; but in the house,
-once we gain o room or a:corridor, one man may hold a
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Indéed, both wit and high endeavour, and courage of no
ordinary fibre guided the feet of Alan Wayward, as, with
the Lady Mirame in his arms, he had forded the length

of that treacherous watercourse.

bundred at bay. Morcover, I should then know that thou
wast safe.’”

‘T shall be ready at thy word,” said Mirame.

'As the troop clattered down the rough, cobbled street of
Foliat, making for the hillside, where Mustapha’s house
was, it was very obvious that the whole village was in the
wildest state of excitement., Everywhere men were running,
some with horn lanterns, somo with torches, all with ‘guns
and sashes abristle with knives, while women, children,
camels, donkeys, handcarts, and every form of conveyance
were -bearing the < household 'goods of the people of
Mustagha to the palace on the hill. !

‘“What is all*this fuss?”’ asked the captain of the troop,
stopping: & man who scemed to have a little more of his
wits about him than had the others.

5 ks
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“Thou askest,” was the reply. ‘Yet didst thou ride
with Mustapha to bring this woe on ws.”.

‘“ Answer, son of a dog, or I will slit. thy gizzaid for
thee!’ growled the captain, ’ i

“Nay, I meant no ill,”” said the man, shrinking back.
‘“1t is that the Haideranli are coming' down on us. Secarce
an hour ago, Mustapha, with but twenty camel-men, rode
in, and verily his face was as the face of a scalded. monkey.
B8oon message came from him to bid us gather at the palace
with- all our goods, ‘and from the messen ers ‘wo learned
that all the force of the Haideranli had gathered.round the
soldiers, who still hold the foot of the mountain towards

.thl

the plain, eastward: So thou seecst what~—"
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oaptain, smiting him with his sword over the mouth, and
urﬁng on his troop. o
hey left the street, riding rough shod over the cursing
fugitives, and sweeping forward to clatter to a halt in n
reat courtway, bright as day with the flare of torches and
lanterns,

The horses bearing the litter soon stopped, facing a doov-
way, outside which a dozen Nubians with scimitars at ‘‘ the
.vest,” stood in two lines, awaiting the orders of Mustapha,
whose yellow head seemed to rcar like the head of a cobra
from the shaking folds of his body.

*““Hast thou found themi, Feydin?”’ he shrilled, in his
screech-pwl voice.

*“I have found them, lord,” said Feydin. * Belold, in
the litter there they lie bound hand and foot.”

“Thou hast saved thy skin,” was all "the comfort
Mustapha vouchsafed. ‘ Get ye gone!” he shrilled at his
guard. ‘‘Drive back the soldiery. It is not for dogs liko
thoso to gaze on the face of my bride. Go, one of you, bid
Digir, the eunuch of the harem, como hither, and bear the
princess to the women, who shall attire her for her bridals.”

“Now,” whiispered Alan to Mirame, *‘have thy dagger
ready, and keep thy hand on my left arm, once we are
aground !”

He waited till the guard had withdrawn, then, vaulting fo
his feet, snatched his battleaxe with his right-hand at the
same moment as he swung Mirame clear of the litter.

* Next moment the two had dashed at the doorway, where
Mustapha stood-like a grinning effigy of terror. One slash
Alan made at_him, but the slave-merchant, despite the

\ garaly@is of hig tongue, had lived too long like an col to

o slain by a straight” blow. Ho wriggled agide, just in
time to avoid the shining blade, though not quickly enough
to evade tho stout oaken staff, that, smiting' him on the
shoulder, hurled him face-foremost on to the ground..

Lifting Mirame into his encircling left ‘arm, Alan, with
a back kick of his bare heel, that nearly kno_cko& Mustapha’s
head off, leapt through the doorway, and raced along the
corridor.
doors on thd right, a blank wall on the left. e

“To the end,” whispered Alan. " The front. rooms will
all ‘be full of captains and guards.” : .

. But already from outside a yell had arisen that brought a
dozen heads from the various doors, and the cries of ‘‘ Stop
them |” that volleyed down the corridor with the ins'urginzz

. 'of the pursuing Nubians, hcaded by Mustapha himsclf,
?wught half-a-dozon more men into view, intercepting the
urther progress of the fugitives, while those in the rear
leapt forward with swords aloft.

“Blay not! Take them alive!” shrieked Mustapha.

«8tick close by me,” whispered Alan. *‘I am going to

‘ charge those in front.”
‘ And in good sooth it was a charge they relished not. The
¢ battleaxe, with its needle point, and its six-foot haft, was,
in Alan’s hands like a foil in the hand of a maitre d’escrime,
with the weight of a buffalo behind it. He rushed on them
4 at a trot, nting with & surencss and dexterity that took
one man in the throat, another in the eve, a third under
the -chin, It was enough for the rest, who, terrified by the
y white rage in the face of this giant, and unnerved by
\ Mustapha's order, souttled like rabbits to cover.
3 “Ouf !’ panted Alan, as he drew Mirame into cover in
l the kind of ante-room, in which the corridor, branching
right and left, terminated, it being, in fact, the place
b reserved for women visitors to the harem, the door of which
1 opened into it. .
i ““Now, let them come!” he said, standing where he might
Jia ain sull swing and best play for his freedom, yot so that
1 gis bo%{ was screened from any snapshot by the protect-
i ing wall. .
{ me they did, like dogs in full cry, urged on by
4 Mustapha’s shrill curses. But the good axe never failed,
and its toll piled up a heap of writhing bodies in the
narrow way, till Mustapha’s men draw back, %:owlmg that.
they could not fight such a thing as this with hands and
staves. .
It was then that the craft of Disir, the eunuch, did more
to achieve his master’s will than all his men-at-arms could

0.

For, through the jalousie, or peep-hole grilled shutter, in
the harem door, he had seen the work of death going on, an
noted Mirame, pale and beautiful, standing out of reach of
the swing of the axe, not three feet from the door behind
which he was. : ' .

In the silence that ensued on the pause in the fighting,
and while her face was turned, talking in low tones to Alan,
Disir glided back the door .inch by inch, at_the eamo time
beokoning to half a dozen half-naked Nubian women, all
gkilangess«, the attendaats of the harem, to gather round
the door. . .

Then softly he glided into the ante-room, and, with cne
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in grip.” 1

“blacently, having

An array of bright lamps showed a variety of

“tho palace. jtself a confused mass of men,
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. sw_jn@i of his great arms, lifted Mirame from +her feet, and ¥ veras
literally flung her into the waiting arms of the attendants, ¥ flows
springing after her as he went. But, quick as ho was, the § I
girl’s tense gasp had made Alan turn his head, and his hand ¥ prey
was-on the giant eunuch’s shoulder before fie could glide .. stilo
through the door. 4 " & peetl

“{lose the door! Close the door, fools!” yelled Disir, .~ §
‘And at his words the great door, threc-inch thick with £
oak, and plated with iron, slammed to. : I
“The maiden is in the harem, master,” yelled Disir,
struggling into view of the corridor; ‘“and I have the man

“Have at him, dogs!” yelled Mustapha, ‘I give him

to you. Ye may kill him &3 ye will, whilst I scek the priest
and my bride.” e
—_— S

CHAPTER 5. , ‘&

Wild and Grim.

X\ HE Nubian attendants of Mustapha's harem had. had
- to do with tho taming of many captive birds, and §
. as they seized hold of Mirame they grinned com- |
1 no doubts of their strength, and amused
at Disir's ruse. But their grins gave way to sudden cries
of rage and alarm, for the proud daughter of that old &
mountain-hawk, llassein, was no dove of the plains, and %
before the Nubians realised what she was about, she had §
wronched herself free of them, and with a dugger in either ¥
hand’ was advancing on them, terrible in her wrath, her
eyes like stars, seeming to. blaze out from the pallor of her
ace, .
© ““Open me that door!” she cried.

But the Nubian who was by it seized -the key, and fling-
}in% it above Mirame’s head into the hands of one beyond,

ed. o
The girl turned on them, hor bosom heaving, her cheeks
suddenly tinged with scarlet, her whole being shaken by u
passion of anger. ‘

“Ye dogs'” she hissed. And then, like a falcon on the
wing, she leapt among them, striking right and loft.

They fled before her, terrified; and from room to room
sho drove them, through the huddling §roups of Mustapha’s
wives, pursuing them remorsclessly. It was in vain they
scattered. Like a hawk she pounced on onc after the other,
driving thém to and fro, and all the while seeking with
her cyes some method of cscape. : .

Then, as sho passed a divau, on which a pale-faced
Clircassian girl was leaning on one elbow, gazing at her with
cager oyes, though the girl’s lips did not move, Miramo
heard the low-toned whisper: *The window on thy right,
blqlfnfind the curtain, leads to a ‘verandah, overlooking o
cliff.”

One glance of gratitude she gave the girl, then with a
sudden show of fury dashed at the attendants, who scattered
again, howling and cursing.  One who fled towards the
corner the Circassian had 1indicated Miramo followed: up,
and as the creature fled in terror, the daughter of Hassein
tore down the curtain, flung wide the window, and lecapt
out on to the verandah.

For a moment she could distinguish nothing, for her eyes
wore blinded by the transition from the glare of rose-hued
lights within the harem. But the night was brilliant with
stars, and presently she could distinguish that she was on
a long wooden railed platform, built out above a ledge of
cliff, that gave almost sheer into. the valley land a hundred
and fifty feot below. And as she peered into the depths
the sound of strife came up to her, and she could make
out great bodics of horsemen enveloping: on every side
the villago and the palace, and in the gut leading up to

| whonce. came the
ceaseloss sound of volley firing, sharp yells of sudden agony, :
and clash of steel with steel. . . L

Then swiftly she turned, conscious by her instinct ol 4
danger rearward. And none _too soon, for creeping on her,
not two paces away, was Mustapha himself, gorgcously
attired in a purple petticoat, with a saffron jerkin and a
¢ash of rainbow hues. And even as she turncd he leapt. at
her, to fall back with a howl of rage and pain, as her h
knife, truc and unerring, and sharp as any razor, smote ;

through the back of his hand, splitting it from- root_to
fingers. Nor did she give him time fo nurso his pain. The
insult of his presence, and all the outrage he had put on
her, and all the bravo lives of her beloved tribesmen that
he had sacrificed, was working her to a tempest of wrath;
and this girl, who had wept while binding up a dog’s
wound, now, with eyes as hard and glittering as any
Judith’s that ever avenged the wrongs of her people,
followed up her stroke with another that, save for his cel-
like dexterity, would have found Mustapha’s heart.

In terror he rotreated before her, flying along the
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| yerandah. But pitiless as any falcon her father had ever
- flown, she followed in his tracks, right hand and left driving

or d er down, just as the faloon’s beak beats on ite
L prey. ice Mustapha went to his knees, scored by the
§ 'stiletto blades. His finery was hanging in ribbons, his
. teeth chattering in t¢ rror, a dozen gashes in shoulders, arms,
‘,and back soalding him with rage and pain. At last, with
1 B hissing screech, he stumbled forward, pressed a knob in
-+ tho wall, and vanishing in a doorway, sleammed it to, just
#8 the girl’s dagger buried in his back. L.
or a moment Miramo regarded the broken, dripping
L blade, the closed door, the starlit solitude. Then, with a
. Shudder that shook her from head to foot, she flung the
3 dagger_fm: into the night, reeled against the verandah rail,
and, clinging there, burst into a passion of sobs.

R

o And it was thus, a minute later, that Alan Wayward
£ . found her. :
" 'Nor had it been by any child’s play he had won his way
. from that ante-room, through the harem, to her side.
i For Disir, the eunach, was a giant of a strength such as
i« Alen had never before encountered, and his grip had been
. a8 the hug of a black bear, swift and suffocating.
-7 '"Hoo!” had yelled one of the onrushing soldiery, as he
L 88w tho two swaying in that fast lock. ‘‘ Let them wrestle
o1t out. 'Tis time enough to flay his skin when Disir cracks
his back.”
And so, whilo the guards, with their black faces and
leaming eyes, craned their necks above “the barricr of
_aemd, Alan and Dieir fought their mortal fight. The
" eunuch had bim round the waist, and Alan, with his right
' elamped in a backhold on Disir’s chin, and his left thrust
- 'ilown batween the strangling arms, was swaying to and
Iro, on legs taut as steel springs, striving with every atom
o l_izis Jpower to break the other’s hold.  Indeed, it was only
+. . the mxghti pawer of his legs that saved him from disaster.
£~ But if tho eunuch’s neck was like cast-iron, unwrenchable
§ and unturnable, Alan’s legs, hardened by the months on
the mountains, were as sturdy ﬁ'e't as supplo as Young oaks.
t was in vain Disir bent-his huge ba.oE and tightened his
./ grip, endeavouring to eway the Englishman off his feet.
) i‘he most he.could manage was to make him shift his posi-
. tion, and even s0 with every shift .the vicelike. leverage
Alan’ had on his chin tightened and strengthened its
fulcrum.
.Under that iron pressure the eunuch’s head little by little

A

-could “just see the blood-flacked whites of the rolling,

infuriated eyes, and knew that his cnemy was in his power.

. For Disir liad lost the leverage of his head in that last

... 8way, and before he could break hold Alan’s left shot up,
"gripped him on the nape of the neck, and with one swift,
remorseless movement he had literally wrung the eunuch’s

- nock; and as the arms fell spasmodically away, he liftod

*.. . him aloft, and hurling him in the faces of the soldiery,

.. sprang for his battle-axe.

#. - He had not been in Idrin’s household as slave during
three Iong months of torture without knowing how futile
it would he to attack the door closed: in fropt of him with
anything less than dynamite. But he knew also that at the
other end of the passage would be Mustapha's private
.rooms, and through them an entrance, unguarded and

<. unbarred, save perbaps for some miserable slave of the

' harem, .

" 8o he waited not, but followed the broken-necked Disir.

", In one leap he cleared the barrier of the slain, and was
smong the confused and serried throng of the living. Then
for five minutes he fought the fight of his lifctime. There
‘wag just room for the full arm-swing of his terrible axe,

. 7-and he swung it. - With $wo circling -cuts, one from the

.. right and one from the Jeft, he cleared the press around

~~him; then, urging forward, hé drove them foot by foot

i before him, smiting now in long up-strokes, that seemed

. to curl in air and descend again in unbroken curve right

-vand left, left and right. Their scimitars were as straw

- wands before him, and wonder and fear and admiration

grow in’ their hearts, as they rushed in on him again and

again, only to heap up the pile of their dead.

. Then, as the resistance grew and the minutes passed, the

thought of Mirame in that den, at the mercy of the ape-

like Mustapha, ceme on: Alan, and lashed him to a

paroxyem, e saw ‘‘red,” and, taking his lance in rest,

o charged down on them, bearing through the thick of

“them, like an arfow’ eleaves through corn.

,Thei hardly realised what he had done before he had
"burst through the oyter ring, and was racing at giant strides
down the corridor.” They were after him like wolves, but
they ‘were ten ﬁards away when he burat into Mustapha’s
apartment, with a sweep of his axe to right an left
scattered "a group of captains sitting round a table, and
“with ‘one botin8 gained the door in the harem. There he
Ntagg,d,‘ glammed to and jammed the door with a chair he

el
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. crenked more and more to his left, till Alan, looking down, -

_those yellow, terrible eyes.
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wrenched in two, then sped on, Door after door he beat
in, regardless of ecreams or cries, leaving no_nook. unex-
plored, till he canie to the great room whence Mirame had
gained the vcrandah. : ; . i
There the huddled women gazed at him aghast as he

. glared round.

“ Where is she who was brought here but now?” he
d}?manded, gripping one of the Nubian attendants by the
throat. , ; .. ;
}.But the woman, speechless with terror, only jibbered at
him. . . : i

He flung her aside, and, ﬁazing wildly round, met the
eyes of the Circassian girl. It was but a second’s glance,
but the swift flash of tho eyes to the torn curtain told him
cunough. ) )

With one bound he was through the window, and next
moment Mirame was in his arms. i ‘ .

““You are not hurt?”’ he said, in a voice that was little
more than a cracked whisper. .

She shuddered against him, choking back hey sobs.

“It was very dreadful!” she said. “I fought my way
here. He followed me, and Idpursued him, slaying him,
He fled before me. I struck and struck, ‘and then he dived
through a eecret door, and I felt sick and humiliated. And
oh, my lord, I am very glad you have come!”

*Be at peace,” said Alan, in a quiet, steady tone; ‘‘we
chall win through. You've been rippingly brave. - Pull
yourself together. Ha! Listen to that!”

Through the clash .of battle from below there suddenly
rang forth a shout that scemed to ring the mountains, ’

‘“Hi-hoo! Hoo-ha-hai!” !

It was the battle-cry of her people, of the full forco of
the Haideranli, of Hassein’s famous twenty thousand lances,
who, having swept round till - they encircled the whole
pelace, now gave the signal for a general attack. It thrllle’d
the girl like an electric shock. sprang from Alan’s
arms, and, standing erect, sent the cry pealing back; and
Alan, joining his voico to hers, sent it out again. ~For a
moment they paused, then exchanged glances of triumph,
as in one mighty roar there came up from below ghg
answering shout: ‘‘Hoo! Mirame! Hi-hoo! Hoo-ha-hai!

‘“That is good!” said Alan, - “Yet .are wo far from
safety. That wounded rat, Mustapha, is like to case bis
venom with some vengeance. Down there I dare not climb
with thee in this dark, nor dare I risk again taking -thee
into that den of traps. Here, at any rate, we are bencath
God’s sky, and a man may breathe while he smites.” 2

‘“8ee, my lord,” cried Mirame, ‘‘ the, light goes' out. jn
the window whence we came through. Be.on thy guard.

‘“Stand thou here,” said Alan, ‘“ while I go forward and
see what thoy’re about.” . s :

He glided along the ¥Yerandah, his bare feet making no
more sound than a cat’s. For a moment he stood puzzled
and anxious, for the window was being shuttered, and he
could see that the shutters were of iron, and he could hear
the sound of a mallet beating in wedges between the heavy
crossbars within. : -y ’ o
- “What devilry is Mustapha up to, I wonder?” he said,
as he rejoined Mirame. ‘“ He has shuttered
way of escape. What means he to do?” ..« .

Mirame shivered.

“T know not,” che said, :
why. Ah! Allah! Look! What beast is that?"”’

'lyhey were standirg at the far end of the verandah, near
the little low doorway by which Mustapha had vanished.

"Alan wheoled round as Mirame spoke, and for a moment
his heart stood etill within him, and his blood ‘ran cold; and
his' great rippling muscles setmod to ‘be -drawn up'in:a
thousand quivering cramps. Ho glanced at Mirame’s face,
and saw that it was white and rigid as that of a person
in a trancé, and her eyelids were stark, as if frozen-above
‘the terror-in her beautiful eyes. e :

Then he looked again inte the doorway, where the glitter-

ing starlight shone on to the huge head and yellow, un-

flickering eyes of a great tiger. g . SN

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the gloating, jeering voice of
Mustapha, from some hidden place -in:the wall above their
heads. *‘ Ye shall taste of the death Mustapha reserves for

‘the unfaithful of his harem, ;s,n'd Maustapha lhgll watch ye :

die!”
.Then Alan realised. He had wondered much that
Mustapha should have ‘o secret door to lead him into his
own harem But now he understood. The tiger was some
infernal purchase destined to sate the lust of cruelty in the
apelike heart of the slave-dealor. Kept in some cagé behind
that low doorway, it could bé turned out to roam ‘the
verandah, while any slave doomed ‘tc die had only to be
turned loose there, and, ignorant of her fate, learn’it in
Again he glanced at” Mirame, whilé his hand tightened
like a vice round his trusty ba‘tle-axe. T?e girl's eyes had

in -the ‘only

et I am lea‘n-ful; 1 know‘ not
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aever moved. She seemed as if petrified in marble. And
in a flash it came to Alan that the reason of the tiger's
motionless crouching was just the hypnotic intensity of that
human, un.ﬁmchinf_ fi;a:ze.

Inch by inoh he lifted the point of his battleaxe, gathering

. his right arm back, and nerving his muscle for one mighty

rust.

Then, just as he was about to leap forward, Mirame, with
a sudden quivering moan, covered her eyes with her hands.

And in the instant, the tiger leapt. '

. Strong and true, with all the force of Alan’s body behind
it, the battleaxe lanced out, meseting the shock of the rush-
ing brute, and hewing its way through flesh and bone, till
hajf the razor-edged blade lay buried in the knotted muscles
of its cheet. :

Then began a struggle wild and grim, as Alan, throwin
his whole weight on tho haft, used all his giant force to holg
the maddened, gnashing beast to earth,

Mirame had fled to the far end of the verandah, and,
standing on the rail, was pealing out her cry of battle.

Round and round the man and the beast whirled, the tiger

heaving and wuthmg. now clawing at the haft, now gnash-
ing its blood-foamed fangs in an endeavour to snap the wood.
But each time Alan was too swift for it. His wrists, strun
to the tenacity of steel rods, deftly turning now to right an
now to left, yet ever driving deeper and deeper the biting
blade. Roar after roar the maddened brute bellowed forth,
adding its olamour to the wild shouts of the Haideranh
swarming up from below. '
. Then, euddenly, a panio seized on the stricken beast. It
bogan dragging away, snarling, and coughing blood, back-
ing eover towards the hole where was its lair, secking the
dark for the death it felt imminent. But as it backed- Alan
advanced, driving in the blade, till with one last drive the
needle point pierced the brute’s heart, and it rolled over,
‘olawed and bit at the air, then lay stark.

Alan, dragging free the blade, reeled against the wall,
faint with exhaustion. .

Mirame_camo up to him, and taking his two hands held
them against her breast.

“Thou art indeed & man, and my lord for ever!” she said.
¢ And none but thee shall ever wed Mirame.”

. Il take i’olly good care no one does,” said Alan, look-
ing' down into the fuirncss of the upturned face, and the
triumphing glory in-her eyes.

CHAPTER 6.
*The Staff of Allah.”
u WHY tarry the IHaideranli?” asked Alan pre-

gently, as the fight eecmed suddenly to pause all
around the palace. \

“I know not,” replied Mirame anxiously. ‘It is not like
my?'f,athor to- cheok the attack. What is that light in the
say?

8Bhe pointed straight above, where a red glare had sud-
denly shown, and was spreading wider and wider, and cach
moment becoming brighter.

* Alan looked at it, and then down at the house, then up

. again. Then he uttered a little grim laugh.

“ Mustapha’s palace burns,” he said; ' and after all the
oth%r deaths that we have escaped, we are like now to perish

y re.’”

“Canst thou not hew down the shutter?”’ ~asked Mirame.

“It is of iron and an inch thick, and wedged tight,” Alan
re;i_lied. I should but spoil my axe.”

he glare was now illumining the whole countryside, and
as the lon%etonguee of flamo leapt and roared aloft, they
socmed to soissored off by the wind, and to be whirled
hundreds of fect skyward.

““Rescue, men of the Haidoranli!” Mirame’s voice pealed
out, drawing to her thousands of eyes. She stood encircled
b{ Alan’s arm, and in the full light of the glow the two were
plainly visible, and for a long moment it seemed as though
a wind had rustled among the lances of the stupefied multi-

tude.

“By Jove! Look, Mirame!” cried Alan. ‘There’s old
Clok! He’s seen us. 1’ve been wondering this last twelve
hours what he had done with himself. He’s making up the
face of tho cliff. Then there must be a Pnth. And old
Jelaluddin's after him, teo! Courage! They’ll find a way.”

¢« Accursed Ingeliz,” scrceched the voice of Mustapha
from his secret watchtower, * they will find no way for ye!
A way there is, but they know it not. Ye have escaped tho
tiger, but ye will not escape Mustapha’s hounde. Six great
boarhounds are thety, an
caged and gone unfed. And now I go to loose them. I
shall watch them raven on ye. Then Mustapha, while all
men think he burns, will take the way of escape, whenco
already have gone his wives and goods and slaves.”

«Oh, let us risk all!” cried Mirame, “ Didst thou not
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for three- days have they been.

‘win me_bearing me down the face of a predipice worse. far
than this? * I would not wait those savage hounds.” i
“ Look,” eaid Alan, ‘“ and fear not!” . [ -
He pointed to the low doorwdy, hardly }uihor than so
mean a man as Mustapha might get throu 1
end now completely blocked by the body of the dead tiger. |
¥or Alan, as he had drawn out his battle-axe, had hurled the £
beast full into the hole whence it came, and stamped it in, §
o that scarce a cat could pass on either side. s
“ But will those savage hounds not quickly drag it away?”
cried Mirame,

““Nay! Seeing that they have not fed for three dl{;’ ‘k dx

rather will thbg foed,” answered Alan. * Nevertheless, thy
counsel is good,’

fell on to the.verandah. .‘* And now that we have light and
enough to see by, we will try the path, and join tho sheikh

and Clok halfway.”

He lifted her over tho rail, bidding her hang there by hei‘ g
safe footway. ¥

hands, till he should first go down and find
For all his great height, he had to drop a full three foet,
and then only to find but a narrow space some four foot
s(}uaro on which to stand. Solidly he planted his legs, and
lifted high the point of his spear. .

_“cIlJet own one hand, and seize the haft of my spear!” he
cried. . b &
The girl obeyed, looking down on him, and the dizzy §
depths at his back, with dauntless eyes, g

““Now,” he went on, *‘ twine thy knees about the haft, yet $

very g:ently, and then thy other hand, so will I let thee

down,

Yet, degpite his great force, he folt his knees trembling,
and his loins as if smitten with a hot flail, as the full weight
of that most precious body hung balanced about the top of
the haft, and he stooped till the point rested in earth, while
his hands grew up it inch by inch, and his body straiﬁhtened
after them, and with a sudden swift movement he had
olasped her, spear and all, in his arms. i

“Verily,” sho mocked at him from her security, ‘I be-
lieve thou wast afraid.”

“T was,” he said shortly, wiping the clamminess from his
brow. ‘‘And thou?”

*“Nay. I trusted in thee,” said Mirame. *‘ }Mearken to
the baying and the snarling of the hounds. I fear lest they
like not tiger flesh, and, breaking free, pursue us here. ILect
us hasten on.” - 3 y

They peered over the ledge, to see, six foet beneath them,
another ledge that led by a narrow, winding path down the
hill. Alan let himself over, and as Mirame followed suit,
hanging by hor hands, ho picked her from the face of the.
cliff into his arms, and laughingly bore her onwards.

‘“Ah!” he cried euddenliv, placing her down and pointin
to right and left. * See the sccret way of escape by which
Mustapha means to go. And look at the trampling of the
ground, where his household have already passed.”
~ For across the path by which they were descending,
another path ran at right angles for some ten paces, to
vanish on either side into the yawning mouth of a tunnel.

¥or a long minute Alan stared at it, then scanned the
rocks around.

“Go down a little way and wait,” he said to Mirame.
“We will pinch the fox in his own trap.

He mounted ths path by which they had come, and seizing
a huge boulder in his arms, bore it to the mouth of one of
the tunnels, and rolled it in.  Anether and another he
brought, hurling them after the first, and then many smaller
rocks, which he jammed tight around the othors, until even
his strength could not move the solid mass. The other ho
treated in like manner. Then he rejoined Mirame, laugh-
ing griml_r.

1 would I could sze Mustapha's face when he finds that
way blocked!” he eaid. * For I am woll convinced that hia
only way back lies through his den of cages on to his own
verandah. For all the rest of his palace is a mass of flame. .
But there the rock runs up, and it is from a chamber in that
rock he has been watching us.” : £

“Then if he fly back, surely the hounds will seize him!”
said Mirame, with a shudder.

*It’s mightily to be hoped s0,” said Alan. ar

* As he spoke, they came to a point where the path turned
swiftly to the left, and narrowing, but gave sufficient foot-
way for a half-dozen paces for one person to pass warily, the
cliff rising twenty feet above, and falling sheerly to the plain
a hundred foet below. ) L

Mirame had passed it, guided by Alan’s outstretched spear,
and stood on a little plateau, waiting him, and in full view
of the burning palace. ! - -

¢ Quick, my lord!” she cried, with a gasp. *The hounds
are coming!”’ ‘

And, indced, at that instant they gave tongue in no un-
certain note. Alan joined her, gave one swift glance up:
ward, and then grinned cheerfully.
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crouching, '§ ¢

’ he went on, as a great shower of sparks | A




" Bvery Thursday,

£ . “What's good enough for the master, should be . good
- enough for his dogs,” he said, and commenced heaving at
u great .boulder lying near the edge of the gully they had
| just traversed. He started it at last, and set it moyinhg
| down the gentle gradient till it brought up three paces down
fthe narrow neck, rested oscil tmg, as if undecided
l whether to take a dive or not. Alan decided for it by, thrust-
.ing the pojnt of his axe into the ground, and levering the
b boulder against the upward shelving rock. Then_ he kicked
+in beneath the uneven edges of it a number of little stones
:ith which the neck was strewn, and gently withdrew his
§ uxe,
‘B The boulder stood firm. The pass was_ blocked.
£ . Now,” said Alan, as he drew the girl to the far edge .of
§ the plnIeau, where tfley had full view of the path they had
: ed, *“we shall seo how the Black Vulture and his
‘ dogs %e: <1m ,}ogether. For they are fairly corked into the
. same bottle !’ .
7 +Ho, son of folly and all indiscrotion!” ted a well-
" known voice, as Jelaluddin’s face rose over the edge of the
platean. ‘‘ Art thou indeed alive? A nice chase thou hast
. given us.”

| eyes were gleaming with something like triumphant pride

‘a8 he ran to Alan, and folded him in his arms with a fervour

$ “and o force that made oven Alan’s sturdy fibs creak. .
" “Tm all right, father of wisdom and prudence,” he said

- gaily,

‘% the eye .in Alan’s direction, that showed he had not lost
_tho delicate insinuation. **If Allah did not love thee, verily
"hou wouldst not be here. Yet I——" o
b A.long whimper from below tho edge of the plateau in-
i berew the dz‘:ikh, who in his joy &t this reunion with his
. ‘beloved “disoiple’’~over whose peril he had plucked out
|- more than one clump from his beard during the last twenty-
- four hours—was ripe for o really long ¢ chow-wow.”
i “May Allah forgive me! I have locgotten thy faithful

hound,” he cried. And, flinging himself face downw he
| stretched over his arms and drew tho shaggy head of Clok

on 2 level with the edge, and helped him scramble up.

“Thou art a fajthless deserter, A kid-hunter, A glut.
. ton,” said Alan chidingly, ag the dog wound itself into con-
) 'vortions round his legs and licked at his bare feet in a
. rapture-of canine eloquenoe. .
“ Phow dost him great wrong,” said the sheikh. ‘' He is

& noble hound. .We found thy spoor, and traced thee down
the cascade. And then we found that poor beast of thine,
‘“with a sheepskin tied about his head, and his tail bound fast
to & tree. And, indeed, I think I have never scen a beast
wear such an oxpression of wounded dignity as he when weo
freed him; yet it was he who led -us on thy trail. - And we
L . ‘wore hard after thee when somo fool of Hassein's put fire in
" the village of Foliat, and forced us to make a circle. And

now, indeed, I would know all thy adventure; yet tell me

. first how thou didst circumvent yonder boulder, and what do

" 'those great, gaunt dogs, baying at its base.

Alan explained to him, and the sheikh nodded grimly.

- *Thou growest in wisdom as in_sinew,” he said, 1n his
. dry way; *“and if thou wilt exercise the one as thou dost
tho other. at the end of three yocars thou wilt no longer bo
+  a fool. Now, tell me how ye came into this pass. And
!/ ‘what was the moaning of that barrier of stones on the
‘mountain-side of Sipan Dagh, and all that ring of corpses?”

“Nay, but I will tell thee !”” cried Mirame. :

““ B¢ silont, Mirame!” said Alan, rather brusquely; for
%' Yo saw the love-glory in her eyes, and he hated to hear his

own deeds aungg .

“4'rom the oFinning of the world,” retorted Mirame,
with a dainty little toss of her chin, * speech hath ever been
the privilege of a Princess of the Haideranli !

Mirame proceeded; and the old sheikh’s hand twitched
about his staff, his ironic, aged eyes gleamed and glowed,
" and he shovelled pinch after pinch of snuff into his ncee, till
b Alan gaped in wonder at him, as the chieftainess of the
/' Haideranli, standing erect, half-spoke, half-chanted the
pman of her lord’s prowess.,

“And we're to be married to-morrow !” she concluded

triumphantly, sinking down beside the sheikh, and pulling
Clok’s silky ears through her tender, trembling fingers,
while she buried her burning face over his ; head.

“"Hoo !’ grunted the sheikh, lifting his staff, and bringing
it with a thwack ‘on Alan’s shoulders that made him writhe,
and Clok give a sudden, inquiring snarl.. *“Hoo! But it
was well done. Ha! What was that?” . g
i . They had all started to thoir feet as the shriek, tense and
A lonﬁdmwn, rang through the air. .
i . The moon had rison; golden and full, and all the hillside
" was bathed in a flood of light, that was rendered more lurid
. by. the intermittent jutting of ‘4 rush of flame heavenward,
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Yet, despite the carping accent in his tones, the old man’s’

/" “Lady, I salute thee,” bowed the sheikh, after a gleam
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as a new portion of Mustapha’s rabbit-warren of & palace

caught fire. .
Tﬁg three on the rock stood as if transfixed by the scene
before them; for there, high aloft on the squaré of rock
below the blazing terrace, stood Mustapha, the slave-
merchant, and béneath him, leaping upward and ravening,
the wix gaunt boarhounds bayed and clamoured for food.
For, indeed, as Alan had surmised, it had been the nastiest
surprise of his life for Mustapha when he had found his
exit blocked. But he had not been over-ghocked. . He had
soen the hounds get on the track of the fugitives, and he
retraced his stops, gloating over the imagined details of
their fate. It was only when he regained the. doorway
leading on_to the verandah, and saw that it was already
blazing, that he began to fear. But he had taken his fear

* in his yellow teoth, dived through the flamgs, and serambled . . -

down to the plateau, to which Alan had.lifted Mirame on
his spear. .

And then, as he stood up to scan the path for some trace
of his victims, he had heard the baying of his dogs bercath
him, and seen, sitting secure and tranquil in the moonlight,
Mirame and her lover and the prophet of Bt;gda.d. :

Then the fear of death, and the terror of the ga_rophecy he
had heard down there in the plains beneath Sipan Dagh,
had squeezed the heart of the Black Vulture o Foliat so
that he screamed in his rage and fright, yet never knew a
sound had passed his lips. - ‘ ;

“In good truth I foretold him his end,” said Jelaluddin;
and, lifting his staff, he pointed it at the doomed wretch.

As though the action had some galvanic power on the
frenzied wit of Mmta{;ha, be tgwthored himself together, and
leapt clean over the heads of the yelping hounds, alighted
twenty feet beyond them on the path, and fled like a grey-
own the breakneck pass. iy

In a second the hounds were after him, giving tongue in
dreadful chorus. But, fast &s they ran, Mustapha ran
faster, bounding from height to fall with the recklessness of
maddened terror. ; o

“It'll be a shocking surprise to him when he runs his
nose into my little -boulder !” said Alan grimly.

They were in full viow of chase, and Mustapha was
now within ter yards of the narrow neck, with the pack not
throe yards from his heels.

“Thou thalt see!” said tho sheikh grimly. “I told him
ho should die on his threshold, and thou hast rolled the stone.
to the very limit that marks the edge of his boundary. Yet,
nono the less, he would Flaso it were it not for my staff.
St'ta; thou there, and watoh.” '

e_sheikh strode forward, and Alan, fascinated, stood
watching. For a second Mustapha paused as, swinging into
the neck, -he caught sight of the great boulder in front of
him. But the frenzy of his fear lent him a su aman
force, and, crouching even as he ran along that dizzy, edge,
he sprang, and, his nails digging into the rock, he clambered
up like any monkey, to stand jibbering down at the stern
{)a%q caf the sheikh, and shuddering from the yelping pack

ehind. ‘ S [

Then, as one great hound leapt tearing at the rock,
Mustapha gathored himself together, to leap down on the
e “Valturo_of Foliat,” chanted the prophet,  All

“ Blac ulture of Foliat,” chanted the prophet, ‘‘ Alla
ha.i,'l;kneed o}fltgzee." e 5 P P S

Then, with his staff, he poked Mustapha in the stomach,
so that he fell backward into the ma.wspt;f his hounds.

And thus the sheikh, like the practical man of wisdom
that he was, did his little part to prevent any untoward
acﬁldent spoiling his regutation as a prophet. .

ow, my children,” he said, as ﬁe rejoined the two on
the i)lateau,‘ ¢ the Black Vulture of Foliat is no more, and
the Hawk of the Haideranli mourns for his empty nest., - Let
us go to him ecomfort him.” . ‘

““And you will speak words of wisdom to my father,
O sheikh, will you not?”’ said Mirame as, after cireling the
foot of the cliff, they came in sight of the i)ost of the Haider-
anli, every man standing with his spear down-turned, looking
with gloomy, shamed eyes on what ‘they 'thought ‘was the
funeral pyre of their chieftain’s daughter. - :

** Assuredly will I speak naught but wisdom to liim,” said
the sheikh. v d, e : #=50 ¢

‘“Then shall I and my Lord Alan be wed this day!"” said
Ml‘rame ,,oyousl g

y. .
“Um 1" grunted the sheikh. ¢ That’s as it may be.”

_ “Hoo! ” he yelled to the startled ranks, *salute

ye not the Mirame?” ‘ g
‘And 6o, through .the cheering, frantic ranks of twenty

thousand warriors, Alan led Mirame from out of the clutches
of the Black Vulture t6 the tent of her father. '
& | THE END. .

(Another Tale of Alan Wayward next Thursday.

Please order your copy of the “Gem” Library'in
advance. Price fd.) Boap e 4
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- The Only New and Orig
By S. CLARKE HOOK.

o READ THIS FIRST. ‘
Billy ‘Barnes, Cyril Conway, and Snowy White Adonis
Venus are three great chums at Tempest Headland School.
Dr. Buohenan, -the headmaster, finds them very trouble-
some pupils; ag does also Herr Ludvig, the German master.

Venus is a black boy, and is taken as a fag by Graft.

The end of the torm arrives, and, after tantalising Venus
for some time, Cyril informs him that they are to spend the
ho‘l‘lgi”! to| ?th;f at g;{nl's' i me. %

00100, urrah!” yells Venus, disregarding Mopps,
the school porter, who has entered the dgrmitofy to pgrr,et
“Is it really true dat I am to

, - some_of the .boys’ boxes.
spend de holidays wid you, Cyril?” !
) ‘(Now g0 on with the story.)

—

o Venus versus Snigg.

" Every day of them,” said Cyril. * “ We

together, and return to%ether, and if we don’t havé a grand
mo of it the fault will be ours,” My mother is the most

erfect woman that ever lived—at least I think so, and you

are bound to .think the same. Every chap I take there

thinks her splendid.”
““Toll us.all about it, Cyril. Neber mind Mopps. I tink
de man is rader mad as well as stupid ; still, he can’t help it.
. Somehow, I feel sorry for him, ’cos he ain’t going.” '
‘“Nol draw the line at Mopps. A little of him goes
a long :way. Good-bye, Mopps, ws haven't time to listen
' to your.. You can talk to one of the bed-posts; it will have
e_xst J:'e’ same effect as though you talked to us: This way,
R () T R E L . 2 9 %5
Now, Mopps knew por_fcctlg well that he would have help
on the morrow in bringing down the boxcs, but as he had
been ordered to.get down as many as he could, o as to save
time, he saved it by taking down two light ones, and he
determined to'let the men carry down the rest, while he
attendod to such lighter duties as taking up the masters’
breakfasts, and s0 on. He invariably arranged matters .
thie way at the end of each term, because tips were not. to,
be expected. At the beginning of each term he carried
up such. boxes as had a tip attached to them, and let the
outside help carry up the others. '
Venus was so exc ted about spending the holidays with
his chum that .he declared he would not sleep a wink all
night, and it was nearly a quarter of an hour before he was
snoring; . but he was up at break of day, and when Cyril
opened his eyes, he found Venus seated on the bed watching
“him, like some faithful

old dog.
“Goﬁyl I 'dunno when
I felt 8o glad as dis!’’ ex-

all. go down
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.yourself dat time if you hadn
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“ You little black beaszt!” roared. tho irité Snigg. ‘“Wen

I give you something!”
“ Here, you leave my boots alone, Venus,” shouted anothe

gnigg leapt out of bed, seized the poker, and, rushing
at Venus, caught him a sounding crack over the head, the
fVen.us got one end of the poker, and there was a tug.of was

or 1it. ’ P s g

Although Snigg was considerdbly’ bigger, it is doubtfu
who would have beeh the victor, for Venus was very strong,
and he knew. that it was an important .matter, for he was
likely to get another crack over the héad i&hb-lét‘go. .

However, he manocuvred a little nfitil’ nifg&',bazc,k wal
itowards the wash-stand, then Venus, suddenly let 0.l

Snigg took a backward dive, émashed-the wgqter?u& with
his-head, clutched at the wash-stand to saye himself fafling
then went to the floor with the'wash-stand on' the top of him
and water and broken china all around, .

‘“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Venus, De boy must tink he’
a fish, or else a barge. You ain’t got de right to swim in|
de bed-room, Snigg. Yah, ynh; yah! You mltg t hab hurt

i t been so careful. See you
downstairs, Cyril. I ain’t got time-to listen to what dat boy
has got, to say.” .

Then Venus bolted, and they heard his shouts of laughter
as he desconded the stairs. For Venus was very hapgy that
morning, and such a trifle as a smashed jug or so did not
trouble him at all. 1
The man who brought round hot rolls was at the gate for
the last time, and Venus purchased a shillingsworgh straight

, and took them to the cook ‘for butterin ions,
16 promised to keep them mice and hot.’ 8he know
that Cyril would certainly partake :of:those rolls, ‘and’ sho
was always ready tq take any trouble to’plesse him.

At breakfast, Venus declared he was tod happy to ent
much, but he managed to dispose of five of the rolls, while
Cyril and Billy helped him with some of the others, and!
there was not the slightest difficulty in disposing of the
rest. - The breakfast was an hour earlier than ustal bécause
some of the boys had to catch trains. . Venus did not know
how they were going, nor did he care, 80 long as he went.

Herr Ludvig was on duty in_the breakfast-hall, but he
knew that # would ‘be impossible to keep anything like
order, and 6odid not bother -himself much-about the noise. §
He was thinking more of his own breakfast, which would
be served up later in his study—at léast, he thought it would.
He had ordered a couple of rashers of bacon, and some fried
eggs, and had given Mopps particular instructions to see
that they came up piping hot, then he loft the rest to. fate; .
but, alas! Fate at times 1s a cruel jade, and so it happened |
on this particular day.

The doctor had received an invitation to spend 'a few
days at Mrs. Conway’s with his wife and daughter, and he
went in search of Cyril, to hand him the note accepting the
invitation. He found him in the square hall beneath the
dormitories, instructing. one of the men.to bring his box
down next, and he tipped the man a shilling to emplasise !
the request. i - . sages )

The doctor led Cyril e little aside, and Venus. stood
behind in rather an anxious state of mind, for he feared |
thnt something mugt have’
happened to prevont his
going.

p!’aim!gt,i Venus, ‘Hoo-
2 !
“Stop- that  beastly

Meantime, Snigg, who
never had any money to
tip anyone, failing to get

Den we will chuck. boots

at_each oder like oo—{\ah, friend Skimpole is hard to

yah, yah! Caught him may be said, he'is pro tive of endless fun. ust above Cyril’s head.
n'n{:dg“motﬁ“’ et’s hab ,In t,hmd'nu, tiimes 1t'is something to bo funny. Vonus at that oritical mo-

‘Snigg uttered a howl as

o boot caught him on the

side of the head, and

..promptly ducked his head
gen.e ath the clothes. It
was well that he did eo,

for the second boot hit

-him on the nose, and it

i- tho.;. w

tures of Alan Wayward,

For brilllant, 1f not altogether feaslble ideas,

;SI‘JKMING THE TURK"” \
‘of the story dealing with the adven-
that the contrast these stories present to the tales
of Tom Merry is not the only reason why they will
continue to grow in favour. ;

1SIICIIC IS SIS TSI 880050,

to shove it
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¢

9 straight piece,
g F

2

,along . a

beat, but whatever else and he was |

ment looked up just as |
1gg  gave a  violent
shove, and the box toppled
over, while it was coming
straight for Cyril's head,
and would certainly have
brained’ him, sceing that |
i:;owu @ large’ and heavy
X, Y ‘

and I venture to hope
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Seeds consist of

ctes

Cress,

i

ceeasncnanne

Rudge Whitworth

Britain's Best_ Bicycle

“There's 80 : ething « f intevest o

be gained iu-m every page of the
1903 Rudge - Whitworth \mh gue,
the most beantiful book ¢ printed
about bieyeles. No mattér what your

Out of
each page

mount, you should write to-day for it.
Tt deseribes the latest advamces in eycle construction, and illustrates
all the exclusive features that distinguish Rudge Whitworthg from all other
hieyeles. Write to-dg y know more abont Rudge.Whitworths,
and the reasons for thei y
The New 64-page Art Cat BCY
from £3 15 63 or 7/- monthly
Gruarantee.  Post frce from
RUDGE-WHITWORTH, Ltd. (Dept.331) COVENTRY.
; 160 Regent 8t.,W. ; 23 Holborn Viaduet, E.C

ribes 75 models of 1208 Rudge-Whitworths,
Packing and carriage frce. en Years

Lonpoxn: 250Tot'e ham Ct. Rd.,W.C
! w“sre

MOUSTACHE

A nice manly moustache positively ows in a few d
atany age by using “MOUSTA," ztll:l only Gnuantzgg
Moustache-Forcer, Acts like magic on the smoothest faces, Boys
become men. Remember—We Guarantee to return
' your money in full (including postage expenses) if not
entirely successful, so that if you receive no benefit yo
are not one penny out of pocket. Box seut (in plain wrapper)
for 6d. stggps. Do not delay, but send at once to—

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

SIMPLY TO GET IT ON THE MARKET.

5,000 genuine. }-plate, or 2} by 2}, CAMERAS ABSOLUTELY
FREE to all sending 9 stamps for sam ‘bles of our famous Photographic
Materials, Catalogue ¥ree.—Hackett’s Works, July Rd., Liverpool, E.

PISTOL

the rubber bulb or butt Size 5 inchea long, Only 1/1, Post Free. Quit
PAIN BROTHERS, Dept. 99K, Presents House, Hastings (Eng.)
GO LD WATCH %or
see three lines divided into
- ‘ :);:i\'t- to be so arranged that each lim apells the
N EDE ‘ U D
freo of charge, providing you are correct and conforuy
together with a stamped mllln'\-«l- lenvelope, so that we may tell you if correct. Address:
- WITH CLINCHER TYRES.
CARRIAGE PAID,
write to-day for onr Magnificent
BBITISH CYCLE MFG. CO. (1901), LTD.
We give a Nickel-Silver Timekeeper, or usetu
to any person selling 48 Penn y Pictorial
postcard will do).— BRITISH FINE

The ““ Bull Dog ”” Pocket Water Pistol. Bright Nickel
a novelty and a hargain, Bend a posteard or letter to-day for our gratis and post fie
LEVER SIMULATION
Send No
| In tis dingram you
'N|O|N| L oD : on, - The Jetters
wime of a well - known city. A MAGNLIFICENT
LU to oir one condition, REMEMBER--it costs you
IMPERIAL SUPPLY CO. (Dept. 2), 42, Junction Road, London N
EASIEST MONTHLY
wonderful Second-hand
7%~ ART CATALOCUE, postfree
(Dept. J.C.), 1 & 3, Berry Street, Liverpool.
Umbrella « (suitable for Lady or
Posteards within 21 days. Vo can sell
AR’I‘ CO., 116, Strand, London, W.C.

Silver and Rubber, Shoots water, seent, or any liquid by slmply squeezing
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE of thonsands of ather Bavgain Novelties
A GENUINE
FREE
SKILL. SWoney
ns, with a letter in each &
" WATCH (Lady's or Gent's) will be sent entirely
N|L ’ uaB 1 jwo
| nothing to try. Send yonr attempt on agheet of paper,
PAYMENTS.
Bargains.
Best & Cheapolt Firm.
Jent.), or a Rolled Gold Ring, FREE
them in an hour. Send name and ad.ress




RINGS ON EASY TERMS
gy |5/ MONTHLY| s

for either Ring.
Send 2s. 6d. now,
pay a further sum
on receipt, and bs.

Monthly.

18.ct, Gold, 6 Diamonds
and Turquc 30s.
SIZE CAR

Holid Gold, Rubies,
any - Anitial, 308,
Dinonds, 408.

No. 5676,
Holid Gold, 30s.
Any Initials Fres

Solld

Auy Urest or Badie Free.

MASTERS, LT0., 97, HOPE STORES, RYE, ENG,

2l- DEPOSIT

We send this High-Grade Free-Wheel Cycle, Mudguards

and Tools, fully guaranteed, to any address on receipt

of 28, DEPOSIT, and upon payment of the last of

22 monthly ]‘lulmnu of bs., making total £5 12s.

Cash Price, £5 58. Sent on approvi al.  Cycles from
609,  Write for Catalogue.

ERSKINE CYCLE C0., Walthamstow, London.

A CYCLE for -

DEPOSIT & 1/~ WEEKLY.

As an advertisement we will send to first 1,000 applicants

our £8 8s, 0d. "ROYAIL EMBLEM” CYCLE for

18. DEPOSIT, and on last payment of 84 weeks

abt 18, waking £4 65, A HANDSOME PRESENT 18

BENT FREE, Write for Illustrated Catalogue, £3 158, 0d.
Cash Price.

»ROYAL EMBLEM CYCLE DEPOT
(C30), GREAT YARMOUTH,

e
I SAVE YOU

Not pence—not shllllngsr—bnt POUNDS, and you
can select any bike you like. I supply on easy terms
of payment : SWIFT, COVENTRY-CHALLENGE, HUMBER,
ROVER, PROGREBS PREMIER, TRIUMPH, GENTAUR,
and SINGER (J_)(IH pounds ¢ hes aper than the Makers
or their local Agents.  RUDGE- WHITWORTHS from
£35-168. Cash, Scntonap]»rm‘;\l. 12 Years’ Guarantee,

A High-Grade Coventry Cycle
DdW' £3 128, Cash, or 58, Monthly,
Krlen 14

THE WORLD’S LARGEST CYCLE DEALER, Dept.145, COVENTRY

FREE! ALL PRIZES! FREE!
SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.

hu Se llm or using our Beautiful Poste mlq \uu can
gain Ihnnu sraphs, Ladies' or Gent's size Watches,
'\luw al Instruments, Silver Hall-Marked Umbpelid \d,
Rifles, Footballs, Silverware, Cutlery, Cricket Bats, Ih-ul
Dis wond ltm Cameoras, (l\ tl \uul us a pmlr ard

WRITE FOR
I.lsTs NBW

> of ‘our lunmn Penny I ictoris \lt u«l* Sell or use ‘the

o n(|- within 28 days at one |>u|n\ each, and we will

reward you according to our list a grand FI'OO Prlzo

It need not cost you one Ponny of your own
money., Write at once. Don't delay.

BCOCITEE S CO.
(Dept. Ad), 85, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.

_Applications with regard to adver-
tisement spaces in this paper should
be addressed to the Advertisement

melite Street E.C.

OUT TEIS WEEI!
Four New Issues

THE “BOYS' FRIEND”
3° LIBRARY.

No. 61:
EXPELLED FROM HIS SCHOOL.

A Grand School Tale, by CHARLES J. MANSFORD. |

No. 562 :
STRONGBOLD THE GLADIATOR,

A Thrilling Tale of Romance and Adventufe,
by HENRY ST. JOHN

3 :
CHUMS OF WYCLIFFE,

' A Splendid NEW School Story, by JA'CK NORTH,

No 54 :
j TILLER AND TIDEWAY

| A Thrilling NEW Tale of Sexton Blake, Detective,

Ask EE&
FOR
THE

WD N

T R LS

BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

Manager, 2, Carmelite House, Car-‘

- 16/5/8




