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CHAPTER 1.
‘ Skimpole's New Scheme!
L ﬂ'LL tell Tilly on the telephone.”

Skimpole was humming that to himself as he came
. : aown the passage in the School House at St. Jim’s.
“ ®allo, Skimpole—""
% %P tell Tilly on the telephone!”
, Skimpole—""
tell Tllly on the tﬁlephone' )
ou ass—""
e fepy tell Tnl y on them Ow!"
olh Merry brought his hand down with a powerful smack
impole’s shoulder, and the brainy man of the Shell
llarted out of his brown study.
w! You startled me, Tom Merry!”
Tom Merry looked at him severoly.

ANOTHEDR TAIE OF TTOM

‘ What do you mean by going about mumbling and with
your eyes shut?”’_he demanded.
' The fuct is, I was thinking,” said Skimpole.
a new idea.”
“ Bomething about a telephone—eh?” said Tom Merry,
with a laugh.
‘“Yes, exuotly I'll tell Tilly on the telephone—I mean,
X ll tell Figgins on the telephone——"'
. at are you talking ubout Skimpole?™
o My new idea. You see——
I see. You've got a new xdea »?
** Yes, and—"
“A really nppmg, first-class idea ?”’
€8, and—
‘“ And you're gomg to explain it to me?”

“I've got

L | say, Merry—Tom Merry—""

MEDDY NFYT Ll IDCERAY.
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But Tom Merry was gone. 8kimpole rubbed his
prominent, bony forehead, and stared after him through his
spectacles. Skimpole wae brainy, and he was simply
crammed with ideas, but his ideas as a rule were not popular
in the School House at St. Jim's. He had theories on
Socialism, Determinism, and all sorts and conditions of
*isms.” Whenever he had a new idea he was eager to tell
it to comeone,  But his House-fellows were by no means
equally ‘willing to listen. His study-mate, Gore, had
threatened to brain him with a cricket-stump if he ever
nentioned any word ending in “ism” in the study they
thared. Skimpole felt that he was a misunderstood genius,
but he was wary of the cricket-stump.

“H'm! Merry does not scem curious about the matter at
all,” murmured Skimpole. **But I must have someone’s
‘cssietance in carrying out the idca.. Perhaps Lowther or
Manners would be wi?lin to help.”

. Lowther and Manners, Tom Merry’s chums, were standing
in the hall, looking at the cricket notices on the board there,
when Skimpole sighted them and bore down upon them.

"I say, Lowther——"’

‘“No, you don't,” said Monty Lowther, promptly walking
away.

Skimpcle turned to Manners.

I say, Manners ;

" Do you?” said Manners, and he walked after Lowther.

Skimpole rubbed his forehead again. He alwaye did that
when he was in a thoughtful mood, and some fellows said it
was with the view of helping his brain to work; that useful
organ being very slack in its functions,

“*Dear me!” murmured Skimpole. “It scems curious
that a really good igea should go bcg:gingr like this. I sup-
peee 1 had better go along to Study No. 6.”

And a minute later Herbert S8kimpole was tapping at the
door of Study No. 6, that famous apartment in the School
House at St. Jim's shared by the chums of the Fourth Form
—Jack Blake, Digby, Horries, and Arthur Augustus D’Aroy.

** (lome in, fathead !

It was the voice of Jack Blake. Skimpoloc opened the
deor and ontered. The chums of Study No. 6 had finished
their preparation, and were chatting together, and they all
left off and stared at Skimpole as he came in.

** Hallo, Skimmy !’ said Blake, as cordiall

*1 want to speak to you chaps—’ began

‘“ Sorry, but we're just going out—"

‘" It’s too bad,” said Digby; ** but we can’t stop.”

** Come on!” said Herries, :

" Weall%there is no such tewwific huwwy,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the School Houso. **T weally
considah it necessawy to be polite to a visitah, even if he 1s
a feahful boah like Skimpole—I do woally. Suppose we give
the «illy ass a few minutes, you know, deah boys.”

" Oh, very well!” said Blake resignedly.

‘‘Go on, SBkimpole,” said Arthur Augustus enoouragingly.
* Twy not to boah us more than you can help, deah boy.’

** I have been thinking——"?

“ Oh,, of course, in a case like that we're called upon to do
something,” said Blake. ** What have you been thinking
with, Skimpole?” )

The brainy man of the Shell ignored this question. )

‘“I’ve been thiniéng, ou kids, about the 8t. Jim’s Parlia-
ment and so on. The elections are over now, and the school
parlinment is elected—"""

** We know that, Skimmy——""

“ But I was not elected to a seat, owing to the prejudice
)‘lrevn.,i,ling at St. Jim’s against all really good and new
ideas. )

**Yaas, wathah!" .

1 am not complaining, for as a true Socialist I must
uphold the freedom of election, even if I suffer by it——"

‘* Bwavo!”

“But I realiy think it would be a good idea to form
another constituency among the fellows, and have a by-
electiilon’ 50 that I could get into tho school parliament——""

“ Rats!

‘‘ But that is not my idea. With the stress of business that
will come with the opening of the school parliament, it
roeme to me necessary that there should be methods of more
direct communication between the School House and the
New House.”

Jack Blake stared. Lo

*“ Blessed if I see how communication can be more direct
than it is now,” he said. ‘The New House stands almost
opposite to the School House, on the other sido of the quad-
rangle, and it's only a couple of minutes’ walk across.”

** Oh, Skimmy has a new idea!” said Digby, with a grin.
“It's a wheeze for shifting the New House across the quad
rangle, and ’y,mtting it next door to the School House.”

' al

a, h
8kimpole shook his head.
* Nothing of the sort, Digby.

as he could.
kimpolo,

It would be impossible to
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do so. My idea is to connect the two Houses by means of &
telephone.”

" A what?”?

‘A telephone,” said Skimpole. ‘‘I have dabbled in that
sort of thing myself, and know just how eimple it is. You
know, we had a toy telephone rigged up in the commou-
room once, and could speak to fellows in the gym.”

I remember.”

“Well, I was thinking of putting up something on a
bigger scale. It would be easy enough to run a wire to the
Now House. It could be supported on the wire that is
already up, for that matter, - We could have a receiver in
Figgins's study in the New House, and another in mine—"?

" But you’re nat a member of 8t. Jim’s Parliament.”

*“I think I ought to be appointed Secretary to the Govern-~
mq{:t,’prs; tem., till there is a by-election.’

m

" Anyway, the telephone is a ripping idea. We're not
allowed in one another’s Houses after a certain hour, and
with the 'phone we could talk up to any hour at night. We
could make arrangements over the wires without the trouble
of crossing the quadrangle. The doctor has the telephone in
his study, and ?don’c see why the Lower Forms should nct
have one also.” .

Blake nodded. . ’

* There's something in that. If you want to rig up a tele-
phone, Skimmy, I haven’t any objection.”

** Yaas, wathah! Let tho boundah have his own way, by
all means.” )
‘ Then, as you like the idea, I'll fully explain my plans. ™ *
said Skimpole, sitting down. *‘I can make the whole thing
clear in half an hour. In the first place, we shall want——

Where are you going, Herrios?'’
l“ Groi(:l to go and feed my bulldog,” said Herries, quitting
the study. '

* Well, in the first place there will have to be a general
whip round to cover the expenses, but don’t be alarmed—
that won’t be morc than a few pounds— Where are you
going, Digby 1’

“TI’'m going to sec if it's raining.”

“ It’s not raining—-""

“I'd ratber sco for myself, thank you!” And Digby
walked out of the study.

* Well,” said Skimpole, ““ when the funds are raised, you
can leave the purchasing of the materials to me. We shall
require a—— Are you going, Blake?”

. Yes; there’s something 1 forgot to say to Digby.”

** But—

But Blake was gone. Skimpole fixed his eyes on Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

“I"m glad to see you take a decper interest in the matter
than those chaps, D'Arcy,” he remarked. " Now, in the
first place we shall reouire a D’Arcy! Gussy! I gay!”

But ths swell of the School House had followed his chums.
Skimpole looked round tho desertod study, and rose to his
feot with a sigh.

*“This is really very rough,” he murmured. “I suppore
1 had better go and speak to Figgins & Co. about it.”

And the brainy man of the Shell descended to the quad-
rangle and walked across o the New House. Figgias & Co.
—Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn—were standing on the
steps of the New House when Skimpole came up.

1 say, Figgings—""

‘“ Hallo!” said Figgins.

*“I've got a new idea.”

‘“Have you?’ eaid Figgins.
will you, old chap?”’

““I’ve just come across to tell you——*" :

*Then there’s only one thing to be done,” said Figgins,
making a rapid sign to the Co.

The next moment Skimpole’s cap was jammed over his
eycs, and he was bumped down in" a sitting posture on thd .
steps. Figging & Co. walked away, and Skimpole stuxﬁ

“You wonlp tell it to me,

after them with a bewildered expression.

—

CHAPTER 2. ¥ i
The First Meeting of the St. Jim's Parliament,

EVEN o’clock boomed out from the clock.tower of ﬁ’% 4
im’s, and Tom Mecrry rose and laid down his pen «
in the study he shared with Manners and of
in the School House. o
“Time we were off, kids,” he remarkod. 2Ty
Lowther yawned as he closed his book. RN
“Oh, right you are! The session opens at half-pakt,
doesn’t it 1" Va
‘“Yes; but we want to be in time.” ]
“ Rather I” said Manners. ‘‘ As wo take the leading place =
in 8t. Jim's Parliament, we have to be on the spot at the

q'?
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start. T hope those young bounders in Study No. 6 will see
things in their proper light, and back us up.’

Tom Merry looked a littlo worriod.

. he juniors of 8t. Jim's had lately taken on a new
£ wheeze,” which had caught on at once at the school. A
school parliament, on the 7ines of the veRerable institution
at Westminster, had been clected. Constituencies had been
formed, a certain number of follows forming each con-
Stituenoy, which was named aftor the biggest or most
important place ropresented by any member of it. Each
constitaency elocted a member to 8t. Jim's Parliament, and
the Houso numbered twonty members in all, including all
our old fricnds—the Torrible Three, Study
qugms & Co. Skimpéle had been unable to find support,
and he was left out, but he was still hoping for a by-election.

The first moeting of St. Jim’s Parlinment was to take
place in the wood-shed. This was only toemporary, until
more commodious accommodation could bo found.

The School House and the New House at St. Jim's had
ceased from their usual rows to take an cqual intorcst in the
clection. But it was cortain that the keen Iduse rivalry
would revive again within the walls of the wood-shed.

Tom Meorry would not have cared for that, for there wero
twelvo School House members of parliament to eight of the
New IHouse, and, therefore, tho Scheel House ougﬁt to have
had the majority. But the School”House mombers were
divided among themselves. 5

Jacic Blake claimed to be the leader of the School Houso

[ ’*:nior& a claim which the Terrible Three regarded as absurd.

W40 was cxtremely probable that Blako would want to bo the
fead of tho party in parliament, and that would certainly
lead to a split.

A ls&ulib in the School House ranks meant the majority to
the New House, for tho New House members were solid
'#...under the leadership of Figgins.

. . “We'd botter speak to Blako before we get to the meot-

~ ing,"” said Tom Morry thoughtfully, “TII put it to him
plainly that if we don’t stick together, Figgins & Co. will
take tho lead in the House, and that ought to convince the
most. obstinate bounder.”

“Its o gond idea,” said Manners. “ But Blake is awfully
obstinate.”

“ Woll, we can only try.”

The Terrible Three quitted their study, and looked into
Study No. 6 in passing. That fumous apartment was empty,
but in the hall downstairs the four chums were talking
togoether, and Tom Merry bore down upon them. Blake was
looking at his watch.

‘“ About time we got along to the wood-shed, I think,” he
"4 .. comarked.

3 % Yaas, wathah!”
% “ Hallo, you kids!” exclaimed Tom Merry cheerfully.
“ Who are you calling kids 7" asked Blake, with dangerous
politeriess.
. “8orry—I meant cads! But T want to speak to you before
you go to the meeting. It's rather important !” -
“Oh, firo away I" '
' “You know that there are twolve School House follows
in the 8t. Jim’s Parliament—" began Tom Merry.

“Yos; and that gives us the majority.”

“1f we stick togother.”

“ Well, wo ought to do that,” said Blake. “It’s no good
- falling out with one another, and lotting the Government
i fall into the hands of tho New House chaps.”

Tom Merry brightened up considerably. .

“That’s what I was thinking, Blake!” he exclaimed.
“I'm_jolly glad to sco you take the same view of the
situation that I do. If twelve School House members stick
togother, they can run the show, I'iggins & Co. will have to
form the Opposition,”

“That's the idoa."”

¢“Then I can depend upon you fellows to back me up ?””

“Eh?"

I say I can depend upon you fellows to back me up ?”

“ Thero scems to be a slight mjstake somewhere,” said
Blake p‘lcusunl.ly. “I thought you were proposing to back
me up.

» ““ Nothing of the sort !’ said Tom Merry warmly. “ As
= T e School House juniors, I naturally take the
all have o “chool House'party in parliament.”

very heavy o110 I have always been under the impression that

“Yaas, war of the School House juniors. Perhaps I was

W (Y
i):thnh vty doubt on that point,” said Monty Lowther.

contwived} . »

Uppah Forms , You fellows are practically new 'bo s hero !

“Something’ nxclum_md the Terrible Three in ignantly.
think of it, tiheh!” said Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy. “¥You

o be't been at St. Jim's long, and it is weally like

a telephone bé¢ 3 LEY 0

in his study apteck for you to think of wunnin ‘the show !

“Ha, ha!” -have you been here yourselves?” asked Tom

“It would bally- “ You came a few wocks before I did, I

. TH!?E&SXY.
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““ Anyway, you can’t get out of the undoubted fact $hat I
am leader of the S8chool House juniors.”

“Rats! And many of 'em!”

“ Now," come, Tom Merry; do be rcasonable! If you
back me up against the New House party, we shall run ‘the
show, and I will give you a post in the Cabinet ! )

‘“ Cgtch me! As your elder, I cannot possibly follow your
“Tlder! About a couple of days my elder, I suppose!”.
snorted Blake.

*Two months and seven days!” y

“Well, then, you're old enough to have more senso! Tt
isn't that I speoially want to take all the fat for mysolf, but
I couldn’t trust Bchool House affairs to your management !”

“I certainly couldn’t consent to follow the lead of a'
Fourth Form kid !"

*“And I jolly well tell you—""

‘“Pway don’t get excited !"” said Arthur Augustus D’Arey.
“I can suggest a third alternative—a weally wippin’ way
out of the difficulty. deah boys!” o

‘“ What's that, Gussy "’

“Suppose you both waive your claims in my favah? I
am tho last fellow in the world to put myself forward in
any way, but what you wequire for a parliamentary leadah
is a felfyc')w of tact and judgment, and so—"'

““Oh, ring off ! growled Blake.

“Checse 1t !" grunted Tom Merry.

“I weluse to wing off! I abso ultcly declino to cheeso
it!"” said I)’Arey, scrowing his eyvoglass into his oye, and
surveying the two disdainfully. “I am suggestin’ a weally
wippin’ way out of tho beastly difficulty, and if you do not
immodiately adopt it, I wegard you as a pair of extwemely
silly asses!  You would Limve the gweat satisfaction of
knowin’ that tho management of the School House party
was in the most capable hands poss., and also—"'

‘ Shut up, Gussy!”

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!” .

“Well, we sha’'n’t agree, and it's a quarter past,” said
Tom Merry. “ This question will have to be threshed out
within the walls of parliament.”

“Good!” said Blake. ‘Mind,
Premier, it will bo all your fault!”

** All yours, you mean!” .

““Oh, don’t arguo! Let's get to the meeting !”

And tho School House juniors went down the  steps.
Other members from the School House were on their way.
Reilly, the Irish member, who represented Belfast, joined
them, with Harrison, the member for Manchestor. At the
door of the wood-shed thoy encountered Figgins & Co.

Figgins greoted them with a cheery grin.

‘““Hallo! I see you're in time. The doors are closed at
half-past seven, and all late members have to stay out in
the lobby.”

“Bai Jove! Wherc's the lobby?""

“Oh, you imagine the lobby!” said Monty Lowther.'
“You can fix up anything with the aid of a little imagina-
tion.” i

‘“Of course, you can,” agrced Figgins. * There’s Lowther
imagines that the feeble piffle ho works off on us is humour,
and it's quite u mistake, of course! All due to imagina-
tion !”

“ Look here, Figgins—""

But Figgins had entered the House of Commons. The
members followed him in. The wood-shed was a_ com-
modious place, considering, and the juniors had shifted back
the faggots, gardening implements, and other impedimenta
which Taggles, the sclmoll porter and general hand, kept’
there. Benches had been arranged for tho members to sit
on, on the two sides of the wood-shed, separated by a gang-
way in proper stylo.

¢ This looks all right,” said Tom Moerry. “Of course, we
shall have to get better quarters tater on; but these will’
do for the first session.”

“‘ Unless Taggles comes along and turns us out,” suggested
Monty Lowther. .

“If Lowther is going to be funny,” said Blake, “I move
that we turn him out before the start! I can stand anything
but Lowther’s jokew!” . .

“I second that motion!” said Dlﬁby omphatically. ‘If
we let him go on he'll start fnaking puns and asking
conundrums neoxt, and we shall have to stop him, so we may
as woll stop him now.”

‘“Oh, don’t be asses!”

“I shall move that no jokes, real or alleged, be mado
within theso walls,” said Figgins. ¢ Lifoe isn't worth living
if Lowther is going to be funny.”

“Yaas, wathah!” ’

“Oh, take your scats!” said Tom Merry. “T believo it's
usual for the Government to be decided upon beforo a
geoneral clection—it’s according to the party that’s returned
to power. But we haven't settled that yet. We shall have
to put it to the vote. Thereforo, I propose——""

PUPILS.” A.Bemtlsiemgia Tuie.sr

if Figgins bocomes
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“What authority have you got for proposing anything 1"’
asked Blake,

*“ Well, I suppose somcbody must make a start.”

*“That can be left to me. I propose—"

“Rats!” said Figgins. ‘I proposo—" ’

‘* Bai Jove, we shall nevah get on at this wate! If you
fellows want to pwopose things, take it in turns, or else
leave it to me!”

“Good!” exclaimed Reilly. ‘“ You are wasting time I””

“YWho's wasting time ?’’ asked Blake.

“You are!” ¢

‘“ Aro you looking for a thick ear, Reilly 2"

“Rata " '

Blake made a motion towards the member for Belfast.
Reilly squared up in a businesslike way. Tom Merry pushed
between,

“It’s not in order to quarrel within these walls!” he
exclaimed.

“ Bosh! We've had rows in the wood-shed before now.”

“ This isn’t & wood-shed on the present occasion; it's the
House of Commons.”

“Oh, I forgot! I'll meet you again presently, Reilly !

“8ure, and I shall be ready for you!’ said the member
for Belfast.

‘‘ Oh, wmg off, doah boys, and let's get to business !’ said
D’Arcy. “ We want a beastly Speakah, you know !”

Mr. Railton has consented to be honorary Speaker,
we want a working one, too. Now, who's for
Bpeaker?”

‘I propose Digby,” said Blake.

‘ Hands up for Digby !

Nobody had any objection to Digby for Speaker, and so
Digby was duly selected. Then D’Arcy had something to
say.

‘“ What pwice a speech fwom the thwone, deah boys 1

(lA “h t?” -

. “ A speech fwom the thwone. You can't open parliament
in the pwopah style without a speech fwom the thwone.”

* There's something in that,”” said Tom Merry thought-
fully. **But we must wait till the Government is settled.
Of course, there is Soing to be a School House Government,
and a New House Opposition.”

** Something of the sort,” said Figgins; “only vice-versa !”

“We have the mafority,” :

“ But you don’t ali vote together.”

I hope Blake will see reason——"

!*1 hope Tom Merry will see reason—""

Figgins chuckled.

*“Then you’re jolly sanguine, both of you, to hope any-
thing of the sort. My idea is that a New House Government
ehould be formed, and that New House politics he adopted
by this parliament. The New House members are in favour
of making me Premier.” '

‘ That doesn’t say much for their taste, does it?”

‘““No personalities are allowed within these walls,” said
the Speaker. ‘““I call upon the honourable member to with-
draw his honourable observation.”

** You’re starting your functions jolly early, Dig.”

‘““ Within these walls I am Mr. Speaker!

“Mr. Rats!”

*The proceedings cannot proceed until the member for
York proceeds to tender an apology.”

**Bai Jove, what a lot of proceedings!”

‘' Oh, cheese it, Digl” said Blake, the member for York.

. Dighy's countenance assumed a severc and lofty expres-
sion. It was evident that he meant to fully uphold the
dignity of his position as Speaker of the St. Jim’s House of
Commons, . ’

I call upon the honourable member for York to with-

draw his unparliamentyry expressions,” he said; ‘‘otherwise,

I chall have no alternative but to commit him to the charge
of the sergeant-at-arms.” )

**Oh, draw it mild, Dig! This i3 a nice way to talk to a
chum.”?

“Chums are not recognised within these walls.”

“I,:ion’t see that being in a wood-shed makes any differ-
ence. S a

**You are now in the House of Commens.”’

My mistake. I know I'll jolly well give you a thick ear
when I get you in the study again:if you put on any more
side, Dig!”

“Call the sergeant-at-arms!” said Dig.
for York will oonfined in the clock-tower for unpar-
lmme«ltur{l ]ang'uage.”

“* Look here—-

*You’re in the wrong, Blake,” said Tom Merry.
gice to Mr. Speaker.”

“T’ll see Mr. Speakef——>

‘ Withdraw.”

‘“Look here——'4

“QOrder!”

“Withdraw | "%

¢ Apolo-
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“Well, T withdraw any unparliamentary expressions I'ma;
have used,” said Blake. “I really feel the most profoun
respect for Mr. Speaker.”

“ Hear hear!” . .

“The member for York muet withdraw his remark reflect«
ing upon the taste of the New House members of this pare
liament,” said the Speaker, with unrelaxing brow.

The member for York snorted. . iy 3

“hOh,' very well, I withdraw everything., Is that all. A
right?’ , . ’

" “ Certainly, if the honoureble member for Bristol is satis-

“Oh, I'm satisfied,” grinned Figgine. 05

“Good! The proceedings can now proceed,” said Mr.
Speaker. .

And the proceedings forthwith proceeded.

CHAPTER 3.
An Unparliamentary Interruption.

OM MERRY rose to his feet. He caught the Speaker’s

” eye, and proceeded. The other juniors eyed him with

a eteady staro.

“Mr. Speaker—"

“ Hear, hear!”ssaid Manners and Lowther, rather pre-’
maturely. They were not likely to be backward in backing
up their chum and leader.

“Order!” . . \

“I move that a Cabinet be selected from the School Housdy st
members !’ TR

* Hear, hear!’’ shouted the School House members.

““Rats—rats!’’ yelled the New House juniors.

“Order!”

“Divide ! shouted Blake, . “’Vide—'vide!” tia

The division was taken. Naturally enough, on such a
motion, all the School House members voted with Tom
Merry.

Tho Speaker looked them over, and declured that the
Avyes had it. Figgins grunted. . -~

“Never mind,” he murinured to Kerr. ‘“When it comes
to forming a Government, they’ll begin to row among them-
solves, and that's where we come in.”

And the member for Glasgow nodded assent.

“These are tho Government benchts,” remarked Tom
Merry. ““ We are the Government. The next question to
gettle is, which is Prime Minister among us?”

“That's easily settled,” said Blake prompily, “I'm

Prime Minister.”
“Weally, Blake, T think—
“Rats to you, Gussy!”
“Weally—"
/ ““Of course, I'm Prime Minister,” said Tom Merry.
“Put it to the vote.”
Figgins rose to catch the Speaker's eye.
"I%)eg to ask whether it is in order for the Governmont
to eettle their own personal questions of precedence within
these walls?” said the member for Bristol.
The Speaker looked puzzled.
“No,”” ho said at length, *‘it’s not in order. Tom Merry
ought to take a back seat—-""
‘“ Oh, cheese it!”
“That language is unparliamentary!’”
“Rats] ~So it is for a Speaker to mix himself up in a -
17 * .
Hear, hear!”
- “If you criticise the conduct of the Speaker, Tom Merry,
you vlv’l’ll be committed to'the custody of the sergeant-at-
arms
“ Look here—-"’
“1 tell you—-"
“And T tell you——""
At this juncture the door of the wood-shed opened, and
Taggles came in. He stared in amazement at the sight of
the House of Commons. .
‘“Why, what the——"
The Speaker rose, and pointed to the door,
“ Get out!”
“What? Get hout?
wood-shed !
‘“Strangers are not admitted to the deba ~ of the 3t
Jim's House of Commons,” said the Speak:r scvereiv,
Taggles looked at him dazedly.
‘“He's orf his 'ead,” he murmured—‘‘clean crf{?
* Get out!” )
* Look ’ere, what tricks are you young rips hun to in this
‘ere shed ?’" said Taggles. *‘ Get hout, all on you, at onee!”’

“ Depart!” . . . e
“T ain’t g_wgm’ to depart if-I knows it. Yu're' goin’ to
“Bunk!” ! )

get hout——' : o
“Blessed if I don't repggt yer all to tlie 'Eadf” said 9§
™ s

I like that! Get hout of my ©cwmn
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:[‘ug;';[e'ﬂ, “a sottin’ round in my wood-shed like a lot of
ens !

The St. Jim's ITouse of Commons turned red with wrath.
To be compared to a Jot of hens sitting on the benches was
a little too much for the members.

“Get'out!” roared twenty voices.

*I hain’t a-goin’ to get hout!" said Taggles. ‘“I've come
?ere to saw wood, and I'm goin' to saw wood, young gertle-
mon; eo the sooner you get hout the better.”

“1 oommit this rude and ohstreperous person to the
onstody of the sergeant-at-arms!”’ ﬂaiJ the Speaker.

“Orf 'is "end—clean orf ’is ’ead!”

“Are you going?”

“No, I ain’t!”

Tom Merry rose. ,

“1 movo that the House reosolve itself into a committce
to deal with this question,” ho exclaimed, ‘“and that the
committee forthwith proceed fo eject this rude and dis-
respectful person.”

‘“Hear, flxe‘ar e -

“The Ayes have it,”” declared the Speaker.

The House rose us one man, and rushed at Taggles. The
alarmed school-porter skipped out of the wood-shed with
uurpriaing agility.

“Orf their ’oads,”’ he gasped—‘‘clean orf their ’eads!

* A settin’ round like a lot of 'ens, and clean orf their "eads!”
" “Duck him in the fountain!”

Taggles dashed off at top speed, with the House of Com-
mons in pursuit. ‘The slarmed porter, fully sersuadoed that

e juniors harl taken leave of their senses, ({ashed into his
odge, and slammed the door and locked it.

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Tom Merry.

“Taggles looked out of the window. He had a poker in
Wis hand, and his face was pale.

&Go away, you young rips!” he shouted. I'll report
you to tho 'Ead, a settin’ round in my wood-shed like a
parcel of ’ens!”

“ ook here, Taggl‘es———"‘

“Tll roport yer!”

“Oh, it's no good lalking to him,” said Figgins. “We
shall have to find a new place of meeting, that’s all. The
wood-shed’s dono in."”

“Tho box-room in the New Iouse is really the place,”
remarked Kerr,

“You mean the disused study in the School House,” said
Blake. '

““Yags, wathah!”

“Nothing of the sort.”

“Wo shall have to find a mew meeting-place, anyway,”
said Tom Merry, “and somcwhere where we cha'n’t be in
danger of interruption. We might have been passing the
most important measures when that ass Taggles hopped in.”

“I funcy we've done enough meeting for this evening,
anyway,” said the momber for Cardiff, otherwise known
a3 Fatty Wynn, “I know I'm jolly hungry. I didn’t have
much tea; only a beef-stoak Ym and a fow sausages and
hotatoes and some jam-tarts. get fearfully hungry in this
i\Iny weather. Come on, Figgins!”

And TFatty Wynn started towards the New House. The
first meeting of the Parliament of St. Jim’s was over.

et s '

CHAPTER 4.
Jack Blake, Prime Minister.

KIMPOLE was standing in the hall when the School
I%ouso boys came in. He immediately catne towards
them.

“1 say, where have you chaps been?”

“ First meeting of the St. Jim's Parliament.”

Skimpole looked reproachful.

“Anxy you didn’t tell me.”

“You're not a member.”

“8till, I ought to have been thero. I could have advised
you upon many points of parliamentary procedure. Never
mind. At present I am t‘hmkin% about the telephone idea.
Have you thought anything further about it?”

“Not a word,” said Blake.

“ Now, look here, Skimmy——"" said Tom Merry.

“But it's a really ti(i)ping idea,’”’ said Skimpole. “If wo
all have a whip round to raise the money, it won’t come
very heavy on each, and you fellows are not usually mean.”

““Yaas, wathah! I have been thinkin’, deah boys, that it’s
wathah a good idea to have the telephone put up if it can
he contwived,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘It will show the
Uppah Forms at this school what the Fourth Form can do.”

‘““Something in that,” said Blake. “ When you come to
think of it, therd" somothing rather taking in the idea of
o telephone between the houses. We can ring up Figgins
in his study and rag him over the wires.”

‘“Ha, hat”

“It would be a novelty,” said Digby.

)

“I don’t sce why
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wo shouldn’t go in for it, if it can be worked. But can it?”

“Oh, I'll answer for that!” said Skimpole confidently.
“I've got a relation in the business, and I can get the
things cheap. I've studied the thing in the holidays, and
I know just what we want.” ’

“Woell, it would be great fun, anyway,” said Tom Merry.
¢ Shall we go in for it, chaps?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“T don’t mind,” said Blake. “If it's a subscription of
about five bob apicce, it won’t break us, I suppose?”

“Of course. it won’t,” said Skimpole, “and I dare say
it can be worked for less than that. Of course, the amount
of subscript.ons depends upon the number of subsoribers.”

“Yes, I suplzosn it would,” said Lowther sarcastically.
“(?nn,you work things like that out in your head, Skim-

ole?

“Certainly, Lowther,” said Skimpole, who was nover
known to see a jokeo; that is quite simple. You sce, if
each——""

“You'll have to ask Figgins about it,”’ said Tom Merry.
“VYou can’t knock holes in the walls of the house, either,
or the powers that be will be on your track. Arc you
thinking of taking the wires down the chimneys?”

“Cortainly not; they can be taken in at the window.”

“That means leaving the windows open.” .

““Which is very good for the hcalth,” said Skimpole.
“But I could bore—"

“‘Yes, by Jove, you could! You always do.”

“1 could bore—""

“Could you bore Figgins as much as you do us? If you
09u}lld,”go and do it. It will serve the New Housc bounder
right

‘Really, Digby—""

“If he dies under it we'll club up for the funeral
expenses,” said Blake.

“J wish you would be serious.”

““Yaas, wathah! Pway be sowious, deah boys!”

“I could bore—""

“My hat! There he goes again! We know you could,
and do, and nothing will stop you,”’” howled Blake. .

“T could bore a hole in the window-frame for the wire,
and so the window would not have to to left open.”

““Oh, I sce! Are you thinking of asking the Head's per-
mission to put up the ‘pho& : .

“Oh, no. He would onlg refuse, so it's no good asking
him. I shouldn’t like to do anything against his wishes.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Well, go and speak to Figgins about it,
and if he comes into the thing, we'll back you up too.”

“Thank you, Merry! I have no doubt that Figgins will
take up tho idea when he knows that I have your support.”’

And Skimpole went off, looking very pleased.

“Tt's not half a bad idea, when you come to think of i't,”
Blake remarked. “It will be awfully good fun telephoning
to the Now House. But I expect Skimpole will make a
muck of the thing. He generally does.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We've got to get the question of the leadership of the
School House party scttled, before the next meeting of
parliament,” Tom Merry remarked. ‘Have you decided
to do the reasonable thing yet, Blake?”

“(Certainly! I stand to what I said.”

“RB'r'r'r! The only thing is, then, for the School Houso
members to meet and settle the quostion. We're all here,
so we may as well go into the club-room at once and get the
quostion settled.” :

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

The members for the School House ascended to the club-
room. It was a disused study in which the Morry Hobby
Club were allowed to hold their meetings. It was rather a
lurgo room, but twelve juniors pretty wellfilled it.

““Now,” said Tom Merry, “we are agfeed upon one
thing, we don’t want the Government to fall into the hands
of Iiggins & Co.”

“Hoar, hear!” .

“But if we split our vote, Fig‘rins will have the majority.”

“Sure and he will!” said Reilly. ¢

«“mMherefore we must all stand together under a common
leader.”

“1f you back me up——"" said Blake.

“1 oall upon you all to back me up,” said Tom Merry.
“ Not because I'm particularly set on being Premier, mind
you, but because I want the thing to be a success.”’

“Y call upon you to back me up,” said Blake, ‘“not
because I'm afflicted with any desire to stand forward
myself, but for the good of the cause.”

“Qure, and you're both very generous and unsclfish!”
Reilly remarked. ‘‘Suppose, as you really don’t want to
put yourselves forward, you both stand down, and allow
o fellow from Belfast, say, to become Premior?”

“Impossible!” said both the intending Prime Ministers
at once. '

A Double-length Tale of
Tom Merry's Schooldays.
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‘“Faith, and. I don’t sce why !

“ Well, you see——""

 Well, you see—"

“‘The fact is,”” remarked Harrison, the member for Man-
chester, in a thoughtful sort of way—*ithe fact is, they’re
a pair of conceited bounders.”

‘Look here, Harrison——"

“ Look here Harrison—"" e

“It's an old sal}"mp; that what Manchester thinks to-day,
all England thinks to-morrow,” said Harrison. ‘‘ What I
say is, that a Manchester chap ought to be Premier.”

‘{’Puppose you wouldn’t put Manchester before Liver-
pogll egud Manners sarcastically. ‘I represent Liverpool,
ande——

“I jolly well should!”

‘“Then you're a jolly ass!’®

“Order!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “Ordéer! Shut up!”

“Yaas, wathah! Ordah, deah boys! The dispute could
be settled in “the most satisfactory way by makin’ me
Pwemiah. I would give you all posts in the Cabinet, and
then evewyone could be satisfied.”

‘“Ha, hat”

“I think that's wathah & good ideah——""

‘“ Now, look hore—-="" i

‘“You are intewwuptin’ me, Tom Mewwy!”

“Yes, T know I am, Gussy. Look here, you chaps, it's
no good talkin 3

‘“You’re doing a jolly lot of it, Herries
romarked. - .

“It’s no good talking,” repeated Tom Merry. ““The
Prmmershxgj lies between Blake and myself, and outsiders
are barred.” ;

* Now you're talking sense,” said Blake, cordially enough.

“ Well, so long as it comes to tho Fourth Form——"" said
Reilly. ) .

“ 8o long as it comes to the S8hell—"' said Manners.

“There you go again!” exclaimed D’Arcy. ‘ You are

though,”

weally makin’ a personal mattah of what you should wegard -

as o question of gweat public intewest.”
‘‘The .only wn,’% is to put it to the vote,” said Reilly.
“Hands up for Tomn Merry as Premicr and leader of the

School House party in St. Jig's Parliament.”
Five hands went up, bo* to the five Shell boys in

the meeting.

‘“There you are! Now hands up for Blake!”

Thero were scven hands raised this time, being the number
of representatives from the Fourth Form. D’Arcy hesitated
about putting his up. He was still firmly persuaded that
in the interests of the parliament as a whole he ought to
be Premier. But he was loyal to his chum, and he voted
for Blake.

Blake gave a satisfied grin.

‘“What do you say now, Tom Merry?"’

‘“Well, I admit, of course, that you have the majority
of mere numbers,” said Tom Mecrry. ‘“The majority of
talent and intelligence is unquestionably on my siée.”

“1 wegard that wemark as dispawagin’ to the Fourth
Form.”

“Rats!” said Blake cheerfully. ¢ Anyway, it's the
majority of numbers that counts in parliamentary proceed-
ings. Talent and intelligence don’t count for anything in
the real House of Commons, as you know very well.”

‘“Yaas, wathah! Blake is Pwime Ministah, deah boys,
unless ho chooses to do the weally weasonable thing, and
wesign the post to me.”

‘“No fear!” said Blake.

‘““I am speakin’ for the good of the cause.”

‘“Sure, and every ass present seems to be doing that!”
Reilly remarked.

D’Arcy adjusted his eyeglass and gave the member for
Belfast a withering glare.

‘“ Are you alludin’ to me as an ass, Weilly?”’

‘“Ordor there!” :

*“I insist upon Weilly explainin’ on tho spot whethah he
was alludin’ to me as an ass, or whethah he was not alludin’
to me as an ass.”’

“The,question is not in order,” said Digby.
that—-"

‘“Pway what have you got to do with wulin’ anything?”’

“I'm Speaker—"

‘“You are only Speakah within the walls of the woodshed
—] mean within the walls of the House of Commons. On
the pwesent occasion you are nobody.”

‘“Quito right!”” said Tom Merry. *‘The cheek of somo
kids in the Fourth is simply amazing to me, and—"

‘“What’s that?” roared half a dozen voicoes.

“Withdraw !”

" Rnt ”'

‘“ Withdraw " : :

“Oh, we'll withdraw!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“I rule
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‘“Come on, kids, and let these Fourth. Form youngsiers run
away and play!”’ ' :

* Look hcre, Tom Merry,” exclaimed Blake, “hold on!
I've been elected leader by the majority of the School House
members of parliament—""

**The majority of mere numbers.”

“*Bosh! I've been elected leader by the majority thab
counts, Am I to depend upon your support in forming a
Government? I am willing to allot you a seat in the
Cabinet 1"’ :

**Well, if I have first choice——"

“Oh, come, don't be an ass!” said Blake warmly. “1
must provide for my own friends first, like a real Prime
Ministei.”

‘“Well, what amn I to be?”’

“Lemme see! We might make you President of the
Local Government Board, or something of that sort.”

* Not good enough,” said Tom Merry decidedly. ** Unless
I am made Sccretary for India, at feust, I shall not be
satisfied, and 1 shall be unable to conscientiously support
this Government.” i

* If there’s a split the New House party will turn us out
of office on a vote of want of confidence,” suid Blake. 1
appeal to your patriotism.” ;

“Well, at present I shall support the Government,” =aid
Tom Merry, after some consigeration. “I reserve the
right to form an independent party if I choose. I can
plough a lonely furrow if I like, I suppose?”

“You can go and eat coke if you like,” said Blake
politely.
common cnemy, 1'm satisfied.
before us. If Skimpole gets in on a by-clection, we shall
have the advancing tide of Socialism to face.” -

‘**Ha, ha!” -

“Then there’s the Irish party_to be dealt with. 1{ Reilly
demands Home Rule——""

““Faith, and I—" . S,

* Upon that question the Govérnment reserves its opinion,”
said Blake. “1 am in favour of granting to Ireland ail
that can be granted,; while keof)ing in mind the nccessity
of safeguarding the Empire. admit the reasonablencss
of Unionist views, while at the same time acknowledging
the justice of Irish aspirations.”” '

Tom Merry laughed. .

“My hat! I believe you were born for a Prime Minister,
Blake,” he said admiringly. ** You couldn’t have put it
better.
of the Conservative attitude, while at the same time sym-
pathising fully with - the undeniably just claims of
Liberalism?’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” N S . .

“You don’t understand politics,” enid Blake, with a sniff.
¢ Come on, you chaps; let’s get to No, 6 and draw up a pro-
gramme of the New Government.’’

And the School House members left the club-room,

_——

CHAPYER 5.

The Telephone.
KIMPOLE was very busy the next day or two. The
S amateur Socialist had taken up the idea of the tele-
phone in deadly earncst. The interview with
Figgins had proved a success.  Figgine & Co., when the
matter was once explained to them, rather fanc:g:d the idea
of direct telephonic communication with the rival House.
They antiiputed exchanging badinage with the School

Houso fellows over the wires.

“You see, we can slang the rotters a treat, and they can’t
get at us over the wires,” Figgine observed sagely. ** That
will be rather a novelty.” . -

“ They can slang us back,” observed Fatt Wynn,

“1 know they can; but when it comes to slanging, I fancy
we can keep our end up, and a little bit over,” said

“True!”

‘ Besides, it will be a joke to ring Skimpole up, and make
him explain something about Socialism, and leave him talk-
ing to nobody,” chuckled Kerr.

* Good idea.
wag(; and become a little

*

s8 of a bore,” Figgins agreed.
the New House Co. paid up their subscription to the
telephone fund, and Skimpole was entrusted with the task.
The other juniors took the-matter more or less as a joke,
but Skimpole was in deadly earnest. Whencver he got an

idea into his head, he was in deadly earnest over it, for a.

time at least. And he had taken up the matter of the tele-
phone quite seriously. . L

As he said, the matter was not so difffeult as it looked.
His relative in the line of business supplied him with the
necessary materials at cost price. Skimpole knew how to
put up the apparatus, and, as he said to Tom Merry, there
you are!” ’ 2

“8o0 Joug as we stand together against the.
We have stirring {inich -

Anud I suppose you admit the absolute correctness, -

figgins. -

He maT exhaust his vocal capacifies that
e
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I ‘““My hat!” said Tom Merry,

‘“Here comes my old nurse !’ l

Cetting the wire round the roofe of the mass of buildings
that formed the ancient college, from the School House to
the Now House, was the most difficult part of the task,
and was accomplished at the risk of several necks. Fortu-
nately, none wore broken. Tom Merry & Co. helped Skim-
polo to the fullest extent in tho work, and it was a proud
moment for all of them when the installation was complete.

The work had been done secretly. It was of no use taking
:,}}]mo masters or prefects into their confidence; they all felt

at,
‘“It's quite possible that something may go wrong with
with the Head's wire,” Tom Merry
vemarked. ‘*He would be prejudiced against any telephong
ﬁttil{g being done by juniors, in case.” :

“Yans, wathah!” nnrood Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
5 Shwiotlg speakin’ the Head would have no wight to inter-
fqrohtwi}; us; but mastahs at schools assume all sorts of
wights.’

Tom Merry laughed.

“Yes, and if the Head knew that Skimpole had used his
wire as a support for this new one I fancy he would be
annoyed.’ )

*“It was the simplest way of supporting my wire,”’ ex-
pLa‘inid,Skimpole. *I really don’t see why the Head should
object.’

* Suppose something goes wrong?" said Lowther.

““ Nothing can go wrong; I fixed the thing up myself.”

“That's all very well, gut things do go wrong in the best
regulated telephones.” »

*“They won’t Igo wrong in this cas2,” said Skimpole, with
conviction.  ‘‘If there wore any defect, it would be moro
likely to show in the Head’s wire than in ours, so it’s all
right. I've taken care of that. But, as you say, it's more
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judicious to say nothing about the matter to the masters,
It will save argument.”

And so the secret was kept.

When the work was done, and the juniors had an oppor-
tunity of testing the wires, they were all in an eager mood.
Even thoe business of the St. Jim’s Parliament had been
neglected in the interest of the telephone-fitting.

*“I'll get into my study,” said Figgins, * you can ring me
1:;][?, an we'll have a little talk over the wire to test the

ing.
¢ ﬁight-hol” said Tom Merry.

* Er—right-ho!” said Skimpole.
course, operate the instrument.”

Tom Merry slapped him on the shoulder.

*“ Not at all, old chap. We’re going to do the right thing.
You've had most of the trpuble of pytting up the ’phone,
and I'll take the job of testing it.”

*“But I'd really rather——'

““Yes, I know how unsclfish you are, but I'm not going
to take advantage of it. Come on, kids, let’s go and have
a jaw to Figgins.”

‘ But really Merry——""

‘“That's nl{ right,” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “ You
can rest from your labours, Skimmy, while we test tho
telephone.”

And Tom Merry rang up Figgins, ‘

Somewhat to tho surprise of the juniors, the call was
answered. The telephone was workin, *

““Hallo "

‘“ Hallo 1"’

‘“ Are you there?”

“Yes, fathead!”

“Js that Figgins?”

‘“ As telephonist, I, of

A Double-length Tale of
Tom Merry's Schooldays.
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“ Of course it is. Don’'t you know my voice?”

“No; I thought it was a bullfrog or something croaking
into the_ instrument.” :

kind of grow! was audible from the other end.

‘“‘ Hallo, hallo!”

‘“That you, Toma Merry?”

“Yes; who are you?”

“Kerr!”

** Oh, I thought it was a different croak! Did you dig up
that voice?” ;

‘“Oh, go and eat coke! Put us on to Skimpole.”

[ Skimmil Skimmy! You’re wanted!”

“I am here,” said Skimpole, taking the recoiver from
Tom Merry. ‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that you, Figgins?”
: ‘: gp, 'i't’a Kerr. Is that Skimpole?”

‘“Yes

“*Will Jou explain to us the first principles of Socialism,
Skinmny?”? came Kerr’s voice thmuqﬁ the instrument. ‘It
will be about tle most thorough t2st you can put the in
strument to. If it will stand that it wilfstand anything !”

‘““ Certainly,” said Skimpole.

“Go nhead’, then.” .

Skimpole went ahead. Tom Merry & Co. stood round
chuckling. Bkimpole talked into the receiver as if he were
on a platform. For fully five minutes he talked, working off
words seldom found outside_ dictionaries and propagundist
literature. He had been at.it for five minutes when Figgine
& Co. walked into the study.

Skimpole dropped the receiver with a gasp.

‘“Figgins!”

‘““Hallo!” said Figgins cheerfully.

!Kerr! T thought you chaps were at the other end of the
wire,

““So we were, Did you think you were talking to us?”

“T certainly thought—-—""

“ Quite a mistake,” said Figgins blandli. “We only put
ycn; on to test the telephone, you know. Have you been at
it long 1"

** Really, Figging——""

“Ha, ha, ﬁa' cackled "Arthur Augustue D’Arcy. “1
annrd that as weally vewy funnay, Figgins!” .

“Well, you ought to know,” said Figgins, “ You ought
10”130 a judge of fun, being.such a funny merchant your-
self.” ﬁi 5

“If you intend that wemar
Fiq%i,us——”

“Rats! I say, the telephone is a great success.  We shall

‘ be able to ring you fellows up when it’s time for the St.
Jim’s Parliament to mcet.”

“Will yout” soid Blake
be able to ring you up?
liament.”

*Oh, really, Blake, don't be an ass, you know!”

“I am Prime Minister,” said Blake. ‘‘I have the sup-
port of nearly two-thirds of the members of parliament, in-
cluding the Irish Party.”

“That's all very well——""

“Exactly. The parliament will meet again to-morrow,
and we'll ring youn up to lct you know the exact time,” said
Blake loftily. ‘' There are several important measures to be
proposcd from the Government benches, and some announce-
ments to be made concerning Ministerial appointments.’

** 8o you rotters are sticking together after all?”

. “Woe.have effected a coalition for the purposes of admin-

istcation,” said Tom Merry.” )

““ My hat! Skimpole couldn’t beat words like those!”

““The School House will form the Government, and the
New House the Opposition,” said Blake. ‘‘The Minister
of War will proposs to-morrow to declare war upon Rylcombe
Grammar School, and the Minister of Education will move
that all the New House kids be compelled to wash their
necks of a morning——"" 5

“The Minister of Education will get moved himself if he
moves that,” Figgins remarked. ‘"1 shall move that the
Primo Minister be awarded a thick ear, too!”

And Figgins & Co. walked out.,

Blake gave Tom Merry a freezing glare. The hero of the
Shell wag chuckling.

“'There’s nothing to laugh at in IFiggins’s absurd re-
marks, Tom Merry,” said the Prime Minister of 8t. Jim’s
lth‘!‘el{. “Come elong, chaps. I shall send a Whip to
each of you bounders when the mecting is called, and you
will be expected to turn up.”

And Blake departed with his nose in the air.

Monty Lowther gave o chuckle.

‘“ My hat! Blako is taking the job on secriously, and no
mistake. I never thought of Parliamentary Whips, but, of

in a dispawagin’ sense,

“You mean that I shall
rime Minister in this par-

rimly.
am

%, -oourse, it's the thing!”

“Yaas, wathah!”’ said D’Arc)]':3
d

. “By the way, I am goin’
to be Secwetary of State for I

ucation, you know, and

NEXT
THURSDAY ;

. membah

TOM MERRY AND ALAN WAYWARD,

have some gwecat weforms to pwopose—especially in the
dwess department. A wesolution passed by St. Jim’s Par-
liament will have some weight in the coll,, you know, and I
hope to sece a gweat impwovement in the dwess of the
s and the school genewally.”

“ Goad!” said Tom Merry. ‘I suppose you'd like to see
all the lower Forms sporting fanoy waistcoats and eyes
glasses?”

““ Wathah not! That would be goin’ a twifle too far.”

“By Jove, it wouldn’t be a bad idea, though!” Manty
Lowther remarked to Tom Merry, as the chums of the Shell
walked ‘away to their own quarters. It would be a ripping
joke on Gussy—and you can get eyeglasses cheap.”

The telephono bell fangogs Skimpole was left alone in

his study. The amateur ialist of St. Jim’s hastened to
answor the call.

‘“ Hallo I”? -

‘“Hallo! Is that Skimpole?”

" YCB.”

““Would you mind giving me an exposition of Socialism—
something really full and complcte, that will give me a g
idea of the subject?” ¢

‘ Really, Figging——"

“I’'m not Figgins; I'm Pratt.”

“Oh, Pratt!" Certainly I shall have very great pleasure
in enlightening you upon this most important subject,
Pratt.”

‘“ Go ahead, themn!”

SkimXole was soon embarked upon a stream of explana-
tion. After about five minutes it occurred to him that Pratt
was very quiet, and he broke off to call him. Therc was no
reply to his call. )

“Pratt! Pratt! Are you there, Pratt?”

There was no reply. .

Skimpole hung up the receiver with an annoyed expression.
It was evident that Pratt had been ‘pulling his leg.”” A
fow minutes later the tclophone bell rang again.

“Hallo!” said Skimpole into the receiver.

‘“Hallo! s that Skimpole?”

“Yes. Who are you?”

“I'm French.”

‘“ What do you want, French?”

“I'm curious to know something about Socialism. Would
you mind %ivin me a full and really graphic description of
Bocialistic belief 7" ]

‘Y should be very pleased, French; but I am afraid that
this is intended as a joke.' I cannot, however, a3 a truae
Socialist, neglect any opportunity of making a convert to the
sacred cause. Socialism is the golden rulo applied to every-
day life; the sun-burst of freedom and happiness after long
centuries of darkness; the—— Are you there, French?”

here was no reply.

It was ovident that Fronch, after getting Skimpole started,
had bascly deserted his receiver, and was leaving S8kimpole
to talk to tho desert air.

“This would be really exasperatin
enthusiastic propngundist,” murmur
up his receiver. “I really—

to any but the most
Skimpole, as he hun
Dear me, therc is the be

again! I sug ose it is French who has come back.”
“Hallo! allo !”
‘“Hallo! Who is that?”

“I’'m Jimson.”

‘““What do you want?”’

“Sinco hcaring your ripping speech the other day, I've
becn very curious on the subject of Socialism,” said Jimson.
““Would you mind explaining to me over thoe wire the first
principles of Socialism, and the Socialistic theory of political
coonomy 1"’

“T should willingly do so, Jimson; but I am afraid you
#ire dealing with the subject in a light and jesting spirit,
and, therefore, I cannot undertake to enlighten you over tho
telephone. But I will willingly come to Four study in the
New House, and bring my books on Socialism with me, and
we will spend a pleasant couple of hours together examining
the rudiments of Socialism—-"’

‘“You'll do what?” -

“T'll come over to your study in the New House, and
bring my ks on—"

“1f you do, you'll get brained with a cricket bat!” said
Jimson. And he rang off.

s

[ %

Skimpole did not go over to the New Houso to Jimson's __

study. But for a time, at least, he was not called up again
on tho telophone.

ANSWERS

e
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CHAPTER 6.
The Eyeglasses!

HE Prime Minister of the St. Jim’s Purliament sat in
his study with knitted brows. Great thoughts were
ovidently moving in his mind. Blake was taking his

opsition seriously, and he meant to make tho oflice of Prime
inistor respected, if it could bo done by the exercise of
ministerial authority.

“ Anything ont" asked Horrics, looking at his leader's
knitted brows. ) .
““Don’t interrupt tho meditatiogs of the Premior!” said
Digby, in a chiding voice. “You don’t know what vast
questions of politics and diplomacy ho may be revolving in
his mighty brgin.”

“Yaas, wathah! If you are in any difficulty, Blake, don’t
mind askin’ my advicoe. I'm always willin" to help you
youngstahs out of a fix!” -

Blake’s brow did not rolax.

“Thore will be a meoting of St. Jim’s Parliament on
Baturday afternoon,” he said. “1I have reason to suspect
that the Opposition intend to give the Government some
trouble.”

“ Bai Jovo !” .

“Figgins intonds to propose some mossure which will havo
tho oﬂ%ct of dividing the School House vote. Something to
mako a row betwoon the Shell and the Fourth, you kuow,
which will set the Shell members against us, and then the
New House minority comes to the top.”

“Rotten " i

“1 have appointod D'Arcy and Herries whippers-in to the
party,” said DBlake. “1I had hetter write out thoir instruc-
tions.”

“Why not give ’em by word of mouth?” asked the
practical Herries.

Blako froze him with a glare.

“Aro you going to bogin to argue with the hcad of the
Cabinet, Herrios?”

“Woell, you sco—

“Tn important coses the instructions must be given in
writing.”

“Oh, vory well! It’s all one to mo!”

“Give me a pen, Dig, will you?”

“ Hero you are: my fountain-pen !"

“Now." said Blake, “wo must make sure of Tom Merry
turning up to the meeting. Ho isn’t so likely as the others
to fall into Figgy’s little trap, and he will keep those Shell-
fish in ordor, porhaps. You have to sce to that, Gussy !"

“ Weally, Blako—"

Blake wrote on o slip of paper, and handed it to D'Arcy.
The swell of the School House read the slip carefully.

“Don't forget the whip for Tora Merry on Saturday !”

“Am 1 to fmep this?”" asked D’Arcy innocently. :

Blake glared.

“Do you think I have written it out for fun?”

“But I can wemombah quito well.”

. “Never mind what you can remnomber; you've got your
instructions from the head of the Cabinet in writing, and
you've got to take care of them."

“Oh, vowy woll " said D’Arcy. I haven’t the slightest
objoction, I'm sure. Anythin’ to oblige a fwiend!”

lake wrote on anothor slip of paper, and handed it to

Herries. :

“Whips for all the Fourth Form members on Saturday.”

Horries looked it over.

“Am I-to keep this?"

“Yes, ass " roared Blake.

“Oh, all right! No need to be rude about it!” said
Herries, as ho stuffed the slip into his trousers-pocket.
*“ Anything for Dig?”

““Of coursc, not; Dig's Speakor!”

“Oh, yes; I forgot! Have you any more questions of
high politics to think out, and any more instructions to give
in writing, or shall we go for a turn in the gym. ?”

Blake rose to his feet.

“Come along!” he said.

The cares of State had rolled from his shoulders, and
he was a Fourth Form junior again.

The chums of Study No. 6 walked out into the quadrangle.
There was a group of juniors at the door, and all of them
were chuckling.

“ Anything on?" asked Blake, looking at them,

“You'll see!” grinned George Gore. ‘‘I say, Gussy, what
price eyeglasses?

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy screwed his monocle into his eye,

‘and gave Gore a calm survey through it.

**Did you addwess me, Goah ?”

“Yes, Gussy ! What prico eyeglasses?"

“I wogard your wemark as_fwivolous and impertinont !”
said D’'Arcy, with hautour. * Pway come on, deah boys!”

The chums walked on, leaving the juniors ¢huckling.
Blake was rather puzzlod. But he soon saw the rcason of
the merriment.
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Half a dozen youngsters of the Third Form were solemnly
parading in tho quad, with eyeglasses stuck in their right
ﬁycs, and as soon as they saw D'Arcy they fell into line with

im.

Arthur Augustus looked at them in amazement.

“Bai Jove, there is a cuwious sight, Blake "' he romarkod.
“1 suppose there is somethin’ w'ong with the sight of those
youngstahs all of a sudden.”

Blake grinned.

**Porhaps,” he roplicd. I wonder whose idea this ia?
I say, young Curly, what have you got that window-pane in
your eye for?” .

Curly, of the Third, screwod his monoclo—which was
made of plain glass—tighter into his eye, and stared at
Blake. .

““ Aro you—aw—alludin’ to my monocle?" he drawled.

“Yes, you young ass!”

“Tt is—aw—a presont from Monty Lowther-—aw—"'

“Oh, I might have gucssed that those Shell rotters wera
at the bottom of it!’ said Bluke. ‘‘Never mind, Gussy;
imitation is the sineorest form of flattery, you know !

1)’ Arcy stared at the grinning roungsters,

“J wegard the wholo pwoccedin’ as impertinent!” ha
exclaimed.

“Did you addwoss me?”’ demanded Curly haughtily.

“You young wascal—"

“Oh, come on!” said Blake. ‘ Let's got into the gym.!"

“Wanlly, Blake, I am in wathah a quandawy! I cannot
allow this gwoss impoertinence to pass unpunished !”

““Wado in and lick the lot of them, then!” .

“Yaas; but ought I to lick these youngstahs, or to lick
Lowthah for puttin’ them up to this gwoss impertinonco?"
said D’Arcy.

*Is that a conundrum?"

‘“Pway be sewious!”

“My dear Gus, you must work-this out in your own
head,” said Blake.  “I can't help you with problems of
that sort. Come on, kids; I'm going into the gym.!”

And Blake, Herries, and Digby walked on, leaving Arthur
Augustus in an undecided frame -of mind.  Finally he
followed them, and Curly of the Third, and his comrades
promptly followed him, strutting in imitation of D'Arcy's
graceful walk.

A yell of laughtor came from a dozen dircctions, and
Arthur Augustus turned red.

“You young wascals!” he oxclaimed, turning round.
“ITow dare you twoat me with such gwoss diswespect and
impertinence "’

“What's the matter with you?' said Curly, in an
aggrieved tone. ‘‘Can’t a chap wear a—aw—monoole if he
likes, without you chipping in?”

‘““You importinent young wascal —"

“Rats!" said Curly.. “Sorry—I mean, wats!"

D’Arcy made a stride towards the Third-Formers. They
promptly melted away ; but they did not go far. Thoey wero
evidently out for fun, and Arthur Augustus keenly realised
how extremely undignified a figure he would cut if he
started chasing the clusive fags around tho quadrangle.

Ho stopped to reflect. And as he stopped the fags came
round again, eyc;{,lass in eye, with solemn features, as if
bent on wunything but a joke.

D’Arcy scrowed his monocle into his cye, and looked at
thein witheringly.

“You impertinent young wascals—"

““Aw—did you addwess me?” said Curly, from a safe
distance.

D’Arcy, with a frown upon his aristocratic brow, strodo off
towards the School House. Right in he went, and right up
to the study of Tom Merry, wﬁcro the Terrible Three were
doing their preparation. He threw open the door and strode

in.
The chums of the Shell looked up.
i fanners pleasantly, “Is it a

‘“Hallo!” exclaimed N
knocking, in the slum

custom to «ome into 8-r0
you were brought up
Arthur Augustus:4
mannors touched hi
“I beg {our pardony™
¢1 should think you do!”
¢ And yours, Tom Merry—"
‘““Granted I"" said Tom Merry.‘‘ Good-bye !"’
“I have come hero to thwash Lowthah™"
l}fdonty Lowther rose from the table, and pushed back his
cuifs.
“Certainly ! he said. ®*What are you going to thwash

me, f{’)r. Gussy ? Lot me know before you alay me.”

Any reflection uvon his

ou have incited the Third Form fags to tweat me with'
gwoss diswospect !”’ SR
. “Imposs.!” exclaimed Lowther. ‘‘They would never
it! They would be awed into immediate tremblin
mission by a glance from the mounocle of the one and on
ugustus !”’
: Q Double-le: ! of
! Tom Merry's Schooldays,
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1 wegard you as an impertinent wottah!” said D’Arcy.
ou have supplied the fags with eyeglasses—"’

‘** Ha, ha, ha|”

‘ And incited them to tweat me with gwoss diswespect in

the quadwangle—-"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You may wegard it as a laughin’ mattah, Lowthah.
But I wegard it as a gwoss impertinence. The fags will
kleep up th’nt silly joke till they have bwoken al]l the eye-

asseg—-'

*Very likely! Ha, ha, ha!”

“And that is why I came here to administah to you a
feahful thwashin’, Lowthah. Are you weady, you wottah?”

‘But I say, Gussy——"

.+ Of course, if iou wish to apologise—’

“Not at all. But I plead extenuating circumstances,”
lnf_d Lowther, with a grave and solemn manner.

. "“There can be no extenuatin’ circs. in a casc of gwoss
impertinence like this, Lowthah.
wottah {”

“I did it for your good!” pleaded Monty Lowther. I
thought that possibly if you knew how great an ass you
were, you would try to become rather less of an ass—"
W " You are addin’® insult to injuwy,” said D’Arcy.

Pway stand aside, you two fellows, and keep out of the
wuy while I thwash Lowthah!” .

And Arthur Augustus rushed valiantly to the attack.

’Whutover might be the weaknesses of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, he had heaps of pluck, and he would have tackled
any odds to avenge an insult to his dignity. He closed with
Lowther, and they went reeling and staggering round the

“

’

I wegard you as a

study in a deadly embrace. Tom Merry and Manners
stoo lopkn(nf on, shaking with laughter.
‘*Go it, Gussy!” shouted Manners. ‘‘Ha, ha, ha! Get

his napper into chancery!”

“Yaas, wathah! I shall give him a feahful thwashin
panted D’Arcy.

**Bravol Lowther, you're as good as dead! Can I have
your fishing-rod when you are laid in the cold ground?”

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”

The combat suddenly ceased. D’Arcy had staggered
against a chair, and fuﬁen, and ho plumped on the carpet
with Monty Lowther on his chest.

“Ow,” ﬁqs;)ed the swell of tho School House—*ow! You
are wumplin’ my waistcoat feahfully. Get up! Monty
Lowthah, I insist upon your gettin’ up immediutely, so that
I can wise and give you a feahful thwashin’!”

“;‘ fl'a, ha, ha!” roarcd Manners. *“That’s cool, if you
ike!’

‘‘ Lowthah, you howwid wottah——""

** Will you apologise if I let you get up, and make it
pax, Gussy?!”’ asked Lowther, taking a comfortable scat on
the chest of the fallen swell of St. Jim’s.

Arthur Augustus struggled and wriggled in vain.

* Certainly not!”

*Oh, very well!
my prep. here.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘1 uttahly wefuse to allow you to do your pwep. on my
boastly chest!” shrieked D’Arcy. * I insist upon your im-
mediately weleasin’ me!”’

** Will you make it pax?”

** No—ow—ow—yes—perhaps I will, if ycu apologise!”

‘“ Not much!”

‘* Then I will waive the apology. You are uttahly spoilin’
my beastly clothes! Pway awise, you wottah, I muke it

1y

Give me my books over, Tom; I'll do
5 L

pax!”
HKhe grinning Lowther rose.  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
picked himself up, looking very dusty and dishevelled. He

adjusted his monocle and glared at Lowther,

*“I must lot you off that thwashin’ as I have made it
pax!’ he exclaimed. *‘ But \yﬂgéwqmembuh that I wegard
you with feahful contemptft?== =% ‘ °

And the swell of St. Jim's.

‘from.the study, leaving

the Terrible Three convulsed i . ="

CHAPTER 7. ,
Tom Merry's Letter Home. .

OM&(ERRY rose from the table a quarter of an hour
ater.
* Aren’t you fellows finigshed yet?”

) ‘' No,” said Lowther, * Don’t'wait for me.”

1z 'That’s all right. I've got to write to my old governess,”
+ #8id Tom Merry. *‘i’ll write the letter while you finish.”
foin Merry was a good correspondent so far as his old
erness was conoerned. In spite of many peculiar little
ye, Miss Priscilla Fawcett was a lovable old soul, and
-Merry wea very fond of her. He dutifully wrote his
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weekly letter, and dutifully read the much longer letter he
received in return. - While Manners and Lowther weore
finishing their prep, he wrote to Miss Fawocett.

‘*Anybody got an envelope?’ he asked, when he had
finished.

Nobedy had. Tom Merry put the letter in his pocket and
rose. tationery was not kept in large atoci:s by the
juniors, and somebody had lately borrowed all Tom Merry’s
envelopes and forgotten to replace them. As Tom rose he
caught sight of a slip of paper on the floor.

He stooped and picked it up. He stared a little as he
read what was written en it.

*“ Don’t forget the whip for Tom Merry on Saturday.”

‘“What on earth is this?”’ he exclaimed. * I suppose
Gussy dropped it when you were waltzing with him, Monty.
‘ Don’t forget the whip for Tom Merry on Saturday.” What
the dickens was Gussy carrying that about for?”’

Lowther chuckled. .

*“It’s his instructions from the Prime Minister; I expect.”

Tom Merry comprehended.

‘I see; a whip to the meeting on Saturday,” he said,
laughing. *‘ Gussy would have the Prime Minister on his
track if it were known that hoe had lost his written instruc-
tions. I'll give this back to bim when I se¢ him.”

And Tom Merry thrust the slip into his pocket.

The Terrible Three went out into the quadrangle. The
May dusk was falling, but some of the Shell were playing
leapfrog, and Tom Bferry and his chums joined in. 1t was
nearly dark when Tom Merry came in, and remembered
the lotter in his pocket destined for Miss Priscilla Fawcett
at Huckleberry Heath. T

* By Jove, fneurly forgot!” he exclaimed. ‘ Have you
got an envelope, Walsh?”

““Yes, in my study,” said Walsh. * You can have it il
you like. I've only had some fish-bait in it—""

Tom Merry sniffed.

*Thank you! I want it for a letter to my governess.”

*I’ve got some new oncs,” said Reilly. ‘' I'll gct you one
if you like.”

**Thank you, kid!”

Reilly brought the envelope, and Tom Merry extracted a
stamp from onc of his pockets, borrowed a fountain-pen to
address the letter, and hastily thrust the Ictter into the
envelope, and cut across the quad just in time to cutch the
collection at the school letter-box.

“ThLat's done,” he remarked, as he came in breathless
but satisfied. ‘' Miss Fawcctt will get it by the first post
to-morrow morning now at Huckleberry Heath.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came along the passage. He
baughtily ignored Lowther, carefully nodding only to Tom
Merry and Manners.

* I say, Tom Mewwy—""

* Hallo, Gussy! Have you come to apologise to Lowther?”

‘“Certainly not. I shall wefuse to wegard Lowthah as a
gentleman until he apologises to me,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘ But
for the fact that I have been constwained to make it pax,
1 should now administah to him a weally feahful thwashin’.
But what I wanted to say to you was, have I left o slip of
papah in your study? I have missod it fwom my beastly

yocket, and I can’t find it, and it has occurred to me that
it might have dwopped on the floor while I was chastisin’
Lowthah!” '

Lowther starod.

** While you were—what?"’ R

“It séemed to me that the boot wag‘on the other foot,”
grinned Tom Morry. * Perhaps I was migbaken. I did see
w slip of paper on the floor, Gussy, and <1 gucssed that it
be'onged to you. Here it is!”

Tm Merry went through his jacket pockets in search of
the slip of paper, but did not find it. He looked rather
puzzllcxf He went through the pockets again with the same
1esult.

** I say, did either of you chaps notice which pocket I put
that slip of paper in?”’ he exclaimed.

I didn’t,” said Lowther. ‘ Wasn’t looking.” 3

** 8ame here.” said Manners. "

Tom Merry felt in all his pockets in turn.  But the
valuable slip of paper containing the written instructions
of the School House Whip failed to appear.

*“I'm sorry!” said Tom Merry. I put it in my pooket
to return it to you, Gussy, and now it’s gone. 1 suppose

X

I dropped it when I was plu'yin% leapfrog. I'll go and have <

a look in the quad, if you like.

** Not at all, donh boy; it's weally of no consequence!”
snid Arthur Augustus. ‘' Blake will be exaspewated when
he knows that I havo lost his writien instwuctions, but aftah
all, that is not a mattah of gwcat conscquence. He can
easily w’ite them out again. By the way, in case I forget
to tell ycu to-mowwow, don’t: forget to turn up at the

“Wi
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"moetin’. The New -House boundahs have some wheeze on
for splittin’ our bonstly majowity, and bwingin’ in the
Opposition, or somethin’ of that sort.” .

. Oh, we’ll have our cye on them!” said Tom Merry.
% We’ll turn up, never fear!”

| And Arthur Augustus, still frigidly unoonscious of Monty
Yowther's presence, walked away. Two or three Third
Form fags appeared out of various corners with monocles
in their eyes and walked after him,

Lowther chuckled.

*“They’re keeping up the joke,” he observed, as D'Arcy’s
voice was heard in the distance threatening the fags with
condign punishment.  “ The laugh is against Gussy this
time!” '

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You young wascals—"'
¢ Ha, ha, ha!” -
Sy
CHAPTER 8.

A Surprising Telegram.

R. HOLMES, the Head of St. Jim's, stood in the
ID Sixth Form class-room, with a telegram in his hand
and an expression of almost idiotic bewilderment
upon his face. It was Saturday morning, and tho Head
had been conducting the Sixth Form upon an interesting
éxcursion into Greek roots, when that telegram arrived.
The amazement of the Head as he read it was visible to
the whnle class.

“Dear me!” murmured the Head, adjusting his glasses
and reading the telegram again. ¢ Dear. me, there must be
some strange mistake! Dear mo! Kildare, I leave you in
charge here for a few minutes.”

““Yes, sir,”’ satd the captain of St. Jim’s.

The Head left the Sixth Form-room and went in scarch of
Mr. Railton, the housemaster of the School House. Mr.
Railton was always his right-hand man in .a case of
difficulty. Mr. Railton was taking the Shell that morning,
and it was to the Shell class-room that the Flead proceeded.

“Can you spare me a minute, Mr. Railton?” ,

“ Certainly, sir!”

The Shelt looked on with interest as the two masters con-
sulted together in low tones. There was evidently some-
thing the matter, from tho doctor’s worried oxpression,
but the tones of the masters were too low for the boys to
hear what was said. .

 Read that telegram, Mr. Railton,” said Dr. Holmes.
“It is really most amazing. Can you understand it?”’

The housemaster read the wire. :

“Handed in at Huckleberry Heath at 9.30. Please post-
pone punishment till my arrival. Am coming immediately.
—P. Fawcerr.” .

The housemaster and the headmaster looked at each other

in equal astonishment.

‘“ Can you understand it, Mr. Railton?”

Mr. Railton shook his head.

“I have not the faintest idea what it can mean, sir.”

“It is from Miss “Priscilla Fawcett, Tom Merry’s old
governess and guardian,” said the Head.
it meant”

“That is & mystery. Can she have an idea in her head
hhntv )‘;)'l'l intend to administer some punishment to Tom

err
“I-f;)w should she imagine so?”

‘I cannot guess. Tom Merry is not the sort of lad to
write _complaints to his governess; and, besides, there is
now, I believe, no'question of punishing Merry.” :

“ Cortainly not, 6 far as T am concerned.”

Y He is very frequently in hot water,” said Mr. Railton,
with a smile.” “But of lato he has been very busy with a
school parliament the juniors are gotting up, and he has had
mo time to break any of the cellege rules. His conduct has
been quite exemplary, in fact. I cannot understand this.”

‘I remember onco there was a wire sent to Miss Fawcett
by a mischievous lad, which brought her post-haste to the
school,” said the Head, after a pause. * This may be the
result of some trick of the kind.”

*I should not be surprised.’”’

“1 sup;)ose there is no way to prevent her coming?”
murmured the Head. ‘‘8he may have started by now, and
a telegram to Huckleberry Heati: would get there too late.”

“ Unfortunately, that is very probable.”

Thoe Head sighed slightly. He liked and greatly respected
Miss Priscilla Fawcett. But he had sometimes found the
good lady very trying in her visits to. the school.

** I—I should bhe glad if this visit could be—er—postponed,’
the Head remarked. ‘‘If Miss Fawcétt has already started,
it is too late; but—"'
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“T do not know how frequent the trains are from Huckle.
berry Heath,” said the housemaster, * but I remember that
Miss Fawcett is on the telephone. There may be time tc
ring her up before she starts. A wire would have to be sent
from Rylcombe, and would be pretty certain to get there toc .
late, but on the telephone——' .

The Head brightenoed up.

‘“You are right, Mr. Railton.
Miss Fawcett up immediatolf'. and if she has not already
started, I may be able to explain in time.”

And the doctor hurried away. In a few moments he was
at tho ’phone in his study, but to his amazement there came
no answer to his call. ;‘,[‘he vagaries of the young lady at
the exchango were familiar enough; but in this case it was
evident that there was something wrong with tho wire, and
that communication was off.

“ Dear me,” said the Head, as he laid down the roceiver,
*this is most annoying! Mf’ last chanco of stopping Miss
Fawcett is gone. The good lady will have a long and tire-
some journey for nothing, and I-——ahem!”’ . .

The Head sent for Taggles, and instructed him to imme-
diately procure a man to cxamine the telephone and attend
to it, and then he returned thoughtfully to the Sixth Formn-
room. The man was not long in arriving, and he found
nothing wrong in the Head’s study, and pursued his
investigations further, and when the boys came out after
morning school they saw him on the School House roof at
work with the wire.

Tom Merry laughed as he glanced up.

‘“ That’s some og Skimpole’s work,”” he remarked.
thin wrong with the Head’s telephone.” .

“ Impossible I” waid Skimpole, who was craning his neck
to look up. “T have really not interfered with the Head's
wire, exccpt to use it as a support for mine, where the two
wires cross, you know.”

“Ha, ha!" There's something wrong with it, at all
events.”

‘‘That is not my fault. I was very careful.”

But the Terrible Three laughed again. They were protty
certa n that Skimpole was at the bottom of the trouble,
though the amateur telephonist of St. Jum’s was certain of
the contrary. Skimpole stood watching the man at work,
while the chums of the Shell strolled out of the gates of St.
Jim’s, It was o fine May afternoon, and the leafy lanes
tempted them. But Skimpole’s thoughts were not in the
loufy lanes or on the sunny river. He was thinking of the
possibility of a by-election of the Parliament of St. Jim’s,
and he went to his study a little later to write out a speech
he had been thinking of to be delivered to the electors.

Skimpole sat at his table, scratching his nose and chewing
the handle of his pen, when the telephone-bell rang.

* Dear me,” said Skimpole, *“I hope this is not a_joke
from the New House again! It is very annoying to be inter-
rupted whilo composing a speech. e woes of the down-
trodden millions cry into the air for redress—"'

Ting-ting !

Skimpole, with patient resignation, took up the recoiver,

“Huﬁol'

‘“’Allo! Har you there?”

Skimpole looked surprised. . .

““Dear me, that is not Figgins’s voice. It is the voice of
a person who misplaces his aspirates. Surely—"

" Har you there?”

“Yes; I am here.”

*“All right now?”

“ ?7’

At all events, I will ring

‘“‘Some-

9

“ All right now, miss i
“There is some misapprehension,” murmured Skimpole.
“I do not know who this person is, but I cannot imagine
why he should call me miss,” i e 2
¢ All right?”’ :
“Yes; I am certai
‘Right-ho! Good
‘“Good-bye! B
But the*unknown
up the receiver i
A1 really “cannot -
stirely be a jok

g off. : kSkimﬁj»e ‘hung

nt.
understand this,”” he murmured. ‘It
s of someone in the New House, or elsc

1eone has used the telephone, imagining that it was con-
nected up with the exchange. Ah, yes, that must be it!
And that accounts for him:addressing me as miss. But why
should he ring up the excha; to ask the young lady if ehe
is all right? Perhaps he is hér sweetheart, or somethingl
But. I do not really quite undetstand it."” <
However; more important matters claimed Skimpo.
attention, and leaving the mystery unsolved, he returne
his pen and paper, and was soon-decp in the compositi
the speech which was to enlighten the St. Jim's clectc
the 1mportant subjg’cts of Socialism,” Determiniatx

several other *isms.
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CHAPTER 9.
Miss Priscilla is Alarmed!

“ Y hat!”
M 1t was Tom Merry who uttered the sudden
exclamation.

The Terrible Three were sitting on the top bar of a gate
in Rylcombe Lane when Tom Merry suddenly caught sight
of a figure a.pproachiniofrom the direction of the village.
Familiar enough was thoe figure to the eyes of the hero of
the Shell.

““ My hat, it’s my old nurse!”

1t was indeed Miss Priscilla Fawcett, and the good old lady
was evidently in a hurry. Her bonnet was tied on awry, and
her general appearance was not nearly so neat and prim as
was usual with her. She was coming up the lanc at a great
rate, and the sight would havo been comical but for the
carnestness and solemn purpoec in her perspiring face.

* Coming to see you, Tom,” said Manners. * Didn’t you
know?”

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

“1 hadn’t the slightest idea.”

“ That’s curious! She looks as if something were wrong,”
said Monty Lowther. “ Alarmed for your health, 1 expect,
and coming down with a special bottle of cod-liver oil.”

‘“Oh, cheese it!”

“Or ggrhups a box of Purple Pills for Peculiar People.”

Tom Merry slid off the gate.

“I'm going to mcet her,” he said. And he ran up the
lano towards tho hurrying old lady.

Miss Fawcett caught sight of him, and uttercd an exclama-
tion of joy.

My darling Tommy "’

The next moment he was clasped in her arm

“My sweetest child! And they were goin s‘o
then! Never, never, while his old nurse is 51
him, the sweet boy!” °

Tom Merry struggled. Miss Priscilla Fawcett was a dear
old soul. But she never would realise that Tom Merry was
growing up. To be hugged in publio and called a dear bo
ut fiftcen was not exactly gratifying to the hero of the Sholr.

* “Dear Miss Fawcett——"

" But they shall not whip him, then!”

“" I_I‘___ )

“!, came down instantly.

*“Whipped? No!”

* Then the doctor had my telegram in time! Oh, I have
been in such a futter!” said Miss Fawcett. ‘I caught tho
first train down from Huckleberry Heath; but the journcy
is so long, and I was afraid that you might have the whipping
bofore I arrived, though Hannah wired immediately to the
doctor. Thank goodness I am in time, my darling child!
And there was no vehicle at Rylcombe Station, and I have
hurried—""

““ My ‘dear nursc—""

“But you are safe now, my darling—you aro safe now,
with your old nurse to protect you,” said i([iss Fawecett.

Tom Merry was scarlot. Manners and Lowther had turned
their heads away from the affecting scene. Miss Fawcett
thought it was due to their emotion, and she respected them
for the manly tears which compelled the two juniors to put
their handkerchiefs to their faces. But Tom Merry kunew
verK well that they wero struggling desperately not to yell

with laughtor in the presence of Miss Fawcett.

“Come on with me!” exclaimed Miss Priscilla.  “ Come
to the doctor, and I will see that you are not whipped, my
darling! You are not strong enougi to bear punishment, my
sweet boy.” “ :

‘‘ But, my

whip him,
ere tq protect

You have not been whipped

dear—-"

But Miss Priséilla hurried
feeling ihat it-was bes
as soon ag possible.
on, and Q‘;Qbeene ‘of patl
to Tom Merry, as to mos y

As soon as they were gone; ‘Mon owther threw, himself
fown upon his back on the grass beside the lane and yelled.
“Oh, hold me, Manners!” h:‘; gurgled. *1 know I shall

Tom Merry gave in,
'awocett inside the school
hering round to look
a horror of horrors

break something! Ha, ha, ha d
“Can’t!” gasped Manmers, “I want_somebody to hold
me! Oh, my darling child, and did the naughty school-

master want to whip gim, thenl: Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”
4"Ho, ho, hol Poor old Tonimy!"” )
‘Poor old Tommy! Ha, ha, ha!”
m Merry hurried cn towards the school with Miss Faw-
,  What had brought the good lady so suddenly down to

im’s he could not imagine. Fellows looked at them as
progressed across tho quad, and Figgjns & Co. raised
ats to Miss Fawcett with great politencss and lurking
No. 6 were on tho steps of the School House,
ff their caps courteously. °
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“1t is a weal pleasuah to seo you again, Mise Pwiscilla,”
said Arthur Augustus. * Pway allow us to welcome you ta
St. Jim’s!”

“ Yes, rather!’”” said Blake.
and so is Tom Merry.
kids?”’

““He do—he does,” said Digby. *

“Tll punch your head presently,” said Tom Merry, in a

“We are so glad to sce you,
Doesn’t Merry show it in his face,

Fawcett. * Where is the Head?
in to the Head immediately, please!”

“The 'Ead is just going to 'is lunch, ma’am,”

“T am sure he will excuse me. Show me in at once.”

- And Miss Fawcett, who was not to be denied or delaycd,
Ev_us'shown forthwith into the presence of the Head of St

im’s. 2

Tom Merry would gladly have escaped, but Miss Fawcett
had Llight hold of his hand, and ho had to accompany her,
whether he liked it or not. e stood with scarlet cheeks in
the presence of the doctor,

 Ah, good-morning, Miss Fawcett!” said the Head, shak-
ing ham[]zs with the visitor. ‘I am—er—glud to seo you.
Won’t you—er—sit down.” ‘

“Oh, Dr. Holmes, I am so glad my telegram reached you
in time!” cxclaimed Miss Fawcett, sinking into a chair. ™ If
iou had whipped Tommy in the present delicate state of his

ealth, the results might have been terrible.”

The Head glanced at the study,® well-sct-u];)
champon athlete of the Shell Form at St. Jim
elightly. Nobody but an anxious old nurse could poseib
have imagined Tom Merry to be delicate.

“My dear Miss Fawcett——""

“Oh, Dr. Holmes, allow me to beg of you—to pray of you
—not to whip Tommy—at least, until he is stronger——""

My dear Miss Fawcett——""

“TPhe result would certainly be very serious. It might
cause shock to the systom, and Tommy is very delicate,
You must not judge by that deceptive flush in his cheeks.”

““My dear nurse——"

“My dear Miss Fawcett——""

“Promiso me—oh, promise me
him, dear Dr. Holmes!”

“But I had no intention of doing 8o, exclaimed the
amazed Head. * Whipping is not a punishment in vogue at
this school, in any case. Boys are caned, and sometimes
nﬂﬁg;ged. But there is no question of punishing Merry at

junior, the

that you will not whip

[ Bllt—'—’”

“There is evidently some mistake. Is it possible that you
have been the victim of some absurd practical joke, Miss
Faweett?”’

The old lady looked amazed as well as relieved.

“But—but I came to this conclusion from the elip which
Tommy enclosed in his letter to me, which reached me this
morhing——""

The Head looked sevex:elﬂ at Tom Merry.

“Is it possible, Merry, that you are tho cause of——"

« Certainly not, gir{’* exclaimed Tom Merry. *' There was
nothing in my letter, that I know of, to cause Mixe Fawcett

«But this is it,” exclaimed Miss Fawcett, extracting a
slip of paper from her bag, and passing it to tho Head., Dr.
Holmos adjusted his spectacles, and looked stounded as he
read: ** Don’t forget the whip for Tom Merry on Saturday.”

“Bless my soull What can this meant”

He had read the sentence aloud, and so Tom Merry under-
stood. The junior involuntarily burst into a laugh.  Dr.
Holmes looked at him. :

“ Merry——" 4 .

“If you please, sir,”1 can explain,” said Tom eagerly.
“That slip got into the letter b}y; mistake. I wondered what
had become of it. I suppose when I put it in my pocket it
went into tho folded letter, and then I posted.it——"

“But what does this mean?”’,

“Oh, it's a whip, sir! It bclongs to D’Arcy, and it’s his

s, and smiled”

instructions to see that I don’t miss the meeting of St. Jim's

Parliament to-day.”

The Head looked puzzled.

“The St. Jim’s Parliament !”

“VYes, sir; it's a House of Commons got up among the
junior Forms, on the lines of the real one, but with im-
provements——" .

« Ahem! I understand now! I remember Mr. Railton
telling mé something about it. You sce, Miss Fawoett, it is
all a mistake.”

“Thank goodness,” gasped Miss Priscilla—‘ thank good-
ness! I did not quite know what to make of the slip, but I
concluded that it was an instruction to some under-master to
punish darling Tommy on Qaturday, though I could not

-
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think how it had come into my dear child’s possession. Then
my terrible alarm was without foundation?’

: ﬁ‘he dootor smiled. . .

< ?uite without foundation, Miss Fawcett.”

“I am so glad. But us you know, dear Dr. Holmes,
Tommy’s health is so delicate that I was afraid——"

“Yes, I fully understand——"' i

“] came away in 50 great a hurry that I had time only
to snatch up a bottle of cod-liver oil to bring to Tommy——"

The Head took pity upon the crimson junior. ,

““Yes, yes, all is explained now. You may go, Merry.’

“Thank you, sir!” . .

“One moment, Tommy darling. Take the cod-liver oil,
Have you finished the pi{la I sent you last week?”

;‘ Oh, no; there are quite a lot left!"”

T hopagyou aro not neglecting to take them regularly,
my swoetest. Six before and after every meal, and nine on
going to bed, and others during the day whenever you feel
@ dosire to take them.” i

“I remomber perfectly——""

‘““Remember to take the cod-liver oil regularly. And, my
child, do take care not to get your foet wet—""

“I will take care——""

“ And do not be reckless in those terrible scrummages at
cricket, Tommy darling. Remember you are not strong, and
let the other boys take all the goals if they wish when you
are playing cricket. Your precious hoalth must come before
everything.”

*“That is all right, dear. T never try to take goals at
cricket, and I never will,”” said Tom Merry, making that
promise with a clear conscience.

- “That is my own darling boy!”

“You will lunch with me, Miss Fawcett-——""

“(Certainly, Dr. Holmes, thank you very much. T shall
return to f{uckloberry Heath by the next train, much re.
lieved in my mind.”

It was possible that Dr, Holmes was much relieved in his
mind, too. Tom Merry quitted the study. Miss Priscilla
arranged thoe strings of her bonnet.

““I left Laurel Villa in too great a hurry to leave any in-
structions,”” she said. * Could you telephone after lunch and
instruct Hannah to have the trap at the station to meet me,
dear Dr. Holmes?”

“ With pleasurp, madam.” :

“Thank you so much. I am afraid I have quite startled
you by this suddon visit——""

““Oh, not at all!”

¢ }}uz I was so terribly alarmed for my darling Tommy
P

“Oh, yes, I quite undorstand——""

““You know, he is not strong, And he is so rockloss. His
father was the same, poor dear Thomas. You know, he was
killed by the Afihum, and they cut him down with their
dreadful swords; but I am sure he would have recovered if
he had been more careful of his health.
Tommy—--""

‘“‘ Yes, but lunch——" '

L "I"h-c sweet child will not acknowledge that he is delicate
s

““ No, but lunch,” said the hungry doctor.

‘T had to be so careful of him during his childhood——""

“ But lunch——""

“When he had the measles——""

“Lunch is served, sirl”

_And tho Head esoaped at last from the harrowing par-
ticulars of Tom Merry's early carcer,

CHAPTER 10.
A Strange Talk on the Telephone,
T OM MERRY rejoined his chums with a very rich colour

And my darling

in his face. Lowther and Manners made no allusion

to Miss Fawcett, but it was easy to see that they
were supprossing a strong desire to chuckle. Tom Merry
explained the cause of the old lady’s sudden visit to St. Jim’s,
and the chums of the Shell agreed that it was all D'Arcy’s
fault. They went in rather late to dinner. When the mcal
was over, Skimpole went up to his study again, and the

-~Terrible Three followed him there. .

The amateur Socialist was already busy when they came
in. He was poring over a paper pamphlet with the imposing
title of ‘ Determinism; a Treatise upon the Theory that
every Effect is the result of a Cause, and that every Cause
is the Producer of an Effect.” The brainy man of the Shell
looked up as the chums came in, and stack his pen behind
onc of his large ears.

“Do you want to speak to me, Merry? I am rather
busy just now, looking up points for my election speech——""

‘“ But the elections are over——"

“I am expecting a by-election, which will give me the
oppodrtunity of carrying on my propaganda work within the
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walls of St. Jim’s Parliament. The more I study the auh-

ject of Determinism, the more I am convinced that a man -
consists wholly and solely of himself and his attributes, and "
that his surroundings have an influence over him exaotls
proportioned to the extent of their effect upon him, This

15 tﬁe remarkable discovery which is the root of the theory

of Determinism——"" . 3

‘“Ring off, old chap! I mean, ring on—ring on to
Figgins. We want to ring him up for the parliamentary
meeting——""

“T thought Blake was going to do that——""

‘“ Blake can go and eat coke——""

“Can he?’ said a voice at the door, and the chums of
Study No. 6 looked in. ‘I thought you kids might bave the
cheek to uwsurp my functions, so I came along. As Prime

- Minister in St. Jim’s Parliament, 1 call the moembers to-
gether.” L A

* Yaas, wathah! T should stand upon my wights n« Pwima
Ministah if T were Blake! I wegard these persons as——""

Ting-ting !

*‘ Hallo, there's Figgins & Co. started ringing us up!*" ex-
claimed Tom Merry.*“I'll just sce what the——""

““ No, you won't,” said Blake. “I'll just sce——""

“I tell you——"

‘“ Now, look here——"" A

Skimpole stepped to the tclephone and took up the reg
ceiver. |

* Hallo ! i =

“I wish you would attend to my call a little nwore
promptly.”

*“Hallo, Figgy is in a hurry!” remarked Blake, who was
close enough to Skimpolo to hoar what was said. ** But that
doesn't sound like his voice, either.”

‘I was delayed, as I was busy upon a specch,’ said Skim.
pole. *‘I am sorry to have kept you waiting, but it really
doesn't matter.” N mss

‘“ What do you say?"”

“1 say it really does not matter.”

‘1 shall complain of this iinpertinence,”

‘“Oh, rats!” . .

“ What " -

“I said rats.” ] )

[ I_I_I—_" % h——

::%f :,I'ou'\'.o; got anything to say,.say it; if not, ving off.””

 Oh, go and cat coke!” said Skimpole, And he rung off,

‘“ Good-bye, Dr. Holmes! Thank you so much, and———-*

h, yes; you telephoned to Hucklei;erry Heath, did you
not, to tell them to have the trap at the stajion?”

The Head was looking a little flustered as he shook hands
with Miss Fawcett. ’

‘“Er—I rang up the exchange,” he said; ‘‘but I was not
put on to your number. I was replied to with the grosseat
impertinence. I am afraid that the operator must be intoxi-
cated, or something of the sort. 1 will ring up again a little
later—— Or, rather, I will send a wire to Huckleberry
Heath, which will answer the purpose.”

‘“Thank you 80 much, Dr. Holmes! I musi say good-bye
to my darling Tommy.”

Tom Merry was not to be seen; but someone remembered
having seen him go to Skimpole’s study, and he was sent
for, e came down in hasto to say good-bye to his old
governess. Miss Priscilla kissed him on the forchead befuio
a crowd of keenly-interested juniors, and impressed upon
him the importance of not getting his feet wet, or struggling
too strenuously after goals at cricket, and then drove off to
the station. .

Tom Merry returned to Skimpole’s study. His chums were
awaiting him there, and Blake was \'ainYy endeavouring to
ring up Figgins. P

Dr. Holmes, after seeing Miss Priscilla Fawcett off at the
door, returned to his study, still looking very flustered.

He intended spenditjlf the half-holiday preparing examina«
tion papers, but he had barely settled down at his desk when
the telephone bell rang. -

‘“Dear me!” murmured the Head.

“1 suppose they a:e
operator.”
e took up the receiver.

‘“ Hallo, hallo!” came from the other end.

‘“ Hallo!”

“ Oh, you're there, are you?”’ .

“Yes,” said Dr. Holmes, rather surprised by this mode
of address; “I am here.” . . )

“Why the dickens didn’t you answer the call before, thidt
you ass?” ' o B ";ﬁ

The doctor nearly dropped the receiver. TEY,

He had known of carelessness and impertinenco ‘at’ the
telephone exchange, but he had never been addressed like /. "
that before. g %

“ What—what dfd you say?”’

. A Double-length Tale of
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“T said why didn’t you answer the call before!”

* ‘“If you have rung before, I was not aware of it. I have
beﬁn absent from my study.”
Well, you shouldn’t be, when I'm talking to you. Never

mf‘ndl {t;”s’ the woodshed again at three o’clock.”

“Deaf?” said the voice. ‘I say it's the woodshed agai
—~at threo o'clock.” ( v sain

‘ What—what—-:" *

“My hat! The chap’s deaf or silly. The—woodshed—
again—at—threc—o’clock! Undcrstand that?”’

*“ No—n-n-no—I don’t think I quite understand. There is
somo mistake somewhere! Are you the exchange?”

*“The what?”

‘“The exchange?”

“Don’t, be an ass, old chap! You know who I am, so
what’s the good of making little jokes about the exchange?
Dor’t be a silly ass!”?

‘“ Bless my soul I” murmured the Doctor.

‘“Well, gre you coming?”’

" Eh ?Y’

‘“ Are you coming 2

““ Coming where?”

“To the woodshed, fat-head!”

¢“I—I think there must be some mistake.
%t there is some mistake.
jérson. Do you know whom I am?”

‘““ Ass! What are you getting at now?”

“1 am Dr. Holmes.”

“Oh, don’t be funny1”

‘I am Dr. Holmes, of St. James's Collegiate School.”

‘““Why don’t you say you are the Kaiser, or W. G. Grace,

Figgy 1’
'%'%e Doctor gave a jump.
‘ Bless my soul! o operator must be under the impres-

T am convinced
I must be speaking to the wrong

" sion that he is speaking to Figgins. fHallo! Do you think

you aro speaking to Figgins, of the Fourth Form 1’

“I know I am, cuckoo!”

‘‘This is really remarkable!”

The Doctor hung up ine receiver, and rang for his man-
sorvant, whom he sent to fetch Mr. Railton. 'Tho housc-
master of the 8chool House cama in in a fow minutes. He
locked in ‘somo surprise at the Head's flustered face.

‘“Is anything wrong, sirt”’

‘“Something is cortainly wrong, Mr. Railton,” said the
Head. ‘“You see the telephone bell is ringing. I should
be glad if you would answer the-call, und tell me what you

- aake of it. I am utterly astounded.” ?

Mr. Railton, looking somowhat mnystified, took up the re-

Who are you?”’

“I'll show you who I am when I mect you in the wood-
@hled.’l’”said o voice. ‘I've had about enough of your little
okes
! The housemaster staggered.

‘““ What do you mean by ringing off before I had finished 7"’
the voice went on. ‘‘If you are looking for trouble, you've
only got to say eo.”

‘““Dear me!”

“Can’t you answer, fat-head? Are you deaf, ass? Or are
you dumb, duffer? HHaven’t you got a silly tongue in your
silly head?”

Mr. Railton looked astounded.

‘I never heard anything like this in all my life,” he

gasped.

‘1 think I may say the same,” said Dr. Holmes. * There
is either an intoxicated person or a madman at the telephone
exchange.” .

. “Who are you?”’ demanded Mr. Railton. ‘“Whom do
you think you are speaking to?”’

.*“You know jolly well whom I am! I’'m the Prime Minis.
ter, and I'll give you a thick ear when parliament meets!”

“ My—my word! This is most amazing!”’

‘‘ Are you coming to the meeting, chump?”’

‘““ Wh—what meeting?”’

“In the woodshed, ass! Ifgou don’t jolly soon answer,

T'll come over to the New House and wipe up the floor with

the lot of you!”
A light of comprehension dawned in Mr. Railton’s eyes.
“Dear me! I thought I knew the voice. It is Blake, and
he thinks he is spceking to someonc in the New House.  But
“You amaze me! There is no telephone in the New
House——""
i “I have heard to-day that some mechanical genius in the
Behool House has lately connected the two houses by tele-
hone,” said Mr. Railton. ‘‘Is it possible that the wires
) 'gnvo become connected, or somcthing of that sort?”’
The Head passcd his hand across his brow.
“Dear me! I knew nothing of that.”’,
Mr. Railton spoke into thetelephone again.

‘ Hallo 1"

‘“Hallo, you New House rotter !”

“1 am Mr. Railton.” .

“ Oh, are you going to be funny again?”’

“Don’t you know my voice, Bluke?”’ -

‘‘ Well, 1t’s something like Railton’s, but I suppcse you're
Kerr. Kerr can imitate any chap’s voice. No good trying
to take me in, Kerr.”

“I am Mr. Railtomand I am in the Head’s study. I
command you to come *here immediately.”

‘“Yes, I'm likely to go into the Head’s study und get,a
licking for my check, to please.you, Kerr!”

1 tell you I am Mr &uilton—-—”

‘“Oh, checse it!” £

The housemaster laughed involuntarily. It was impossiblo
to be angry, when it was.quite clear timt Blaké¥firmly be-
licved he was talking to a New House junior. .

‘“ Where are you, Blake?”’ ho asked. :

““You know jolly well that I'm in S8kimpelé's study.”

Mr. Railton turned from the telephone.

‘‘ Blake is speaking from Skimpole’s study, sir,”’ he said.
‘“ Will you send James to fetch here everyone who is theroe”
at present? That will clear up the matter.”

‘“ A good idea,” said the Head. "

And James was promptly dispatched upon his cyrand. In
fivo minutes a sound of many footsteps was heard in tho pas-
sage; and the grinning James opened the dcor, and ushered
in eight rather scared-looking juniors.

The Head surveyed them severely.

“ Blake, I understand that you were talking over the tele-
phone just now.”

‘“I—I was talking to Figgy in the New House, sir.”

‘“You wero talking to mysclf, and then to Mr. Railton,
on this telephone.”

[0 I_ - SESE

Blake was too astounded apd alarmed to say mcre. But
Tom Merry came to the rescue,

“Blake didn’t know, sir,” he said; ‘“ wo have a telephoro
from Skimpole’s study to the New House, and Blake was
talking to Iiggins. We couldn’t understand the answers wo
got. Wo thought it was Figgins or Kerr pulling our leg——
I mean joking with us.”

‘““How could your tclephone possibly have hecome con-
nected with mine?” ;

Skimpole looked puzzled.

‘It 1s impossible, sir!” he exclaimed. “I put up the
wires most carefully.”

*“Then that is why my telephone was out of order this
morning I”’ exclaimed the Head.

‘‘ Impossible, sir! I was too careful for anything Jiko
that to happen 2

“It is evidently the case,” said the Doctor: ‘‘yet the
workman, when he had finished, told me that he had spoken
through to the exchange, and that it was all right.”

Skimpole gave a jump.

‘“ Ah, that explains!”

* Explains what, Skimpole?”

‘“ Why, sir, the stupid ass—— I mean the man must havo
connected up the two telephones by mistake. Somcebody
spoke to me this moraing, and I thought it was Figgins
larking, as he addressed me as miss——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. ‘It was the repsir-
ing chap speaking through to the exchange.”

*I suppose now that it must have been. I said that I
was all right, though I did not understand his inquiry—-""

Mr. Railton was trying not to laugh. Even the Head
could not help lg\ilin. 3

“Tt’s all tLo tupid fellow’s fault, sir,” said Skimpole.
‘‘ Ho certainly ought not to have connceted up the two wires,
Of course, as a Determinist, I do not blame him for being
stupid. It is evidently due to the combined influences of
heredity and environment——"

“That will do, S8kimpole. As it is all a mistake——’

‘I hope that you couldn’t think I meant to talk like that
to you, sir,” said Blake verf{ red in tho face; *“ I’d sooner
bite my tongue off. I ti)oug ht I was talking to old Figgins
all the time, and that he was larking. ’

The Doctor smiled.

“I accept your apology, Blake.
kindly take down the telephone. You may go.”

And the juniors, extremely glad to cscape so cheaply, went.
‘When the door closed, tho Doctor and Mr. Railton burst
into a hearty laugh. And Tom Merry went over in person
to the New House to inform Figgins of the time for parlia-
mentito mect.

1 am very sorry——'

THE END.

(Another splendid story of Tom Merry & Co. next
week, entitled ¢ The Detective's Puplis.” Please
order your copy of “ THE GEM'" LIBRARY in advance.
Prico One Fenny.) . 3
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CHAPTER 1.

The Weaving of the Net.

" THOUGHT we were going to Bagdad,” said Alan
Wayward, in a tone that testified to inore than a
little ill-humour.

“Have we not been fravelling there for tho last two
months?”’ relorted his companion, a white-bearded sheilh.

“Rats 1" ejaculated Alan, rising and staring gloomily over
the distant vistas of spring verdure that was mantling the
bleak ranges of the Sipan Dagh. ‘“Rats, and many of 'em!
For the last two months we’ve been bouncing round theso
mountains mopping up 4 crew of greasy bandits.”

*The two were scated in tho abandoned stronghold of

Kasim, the robber-chief, on a gaunt spur of the Sipan Dagh

overlooking the Lake Van, southwards, and commanding

a view westwards of the valleys and gorges and uplands

that rose gradually into the range of the Ala Dagh, where

Hassein and his daughter Mirame ruled over the wild and

indomitable clan of the Haideranli.

A week had gone by since the sheikh and his disciple in
the way of wisdom had accompanied the splendid old
chieftain and his daughter from the blazing ruins of the
slave-trader of Foliat to their mountain stronghold,  and
still the sheikh lingered in the lomely retreat, while Alan
Wayward fretted and fumed at the forced inaction.

“T don’t care what comes in the wag, as long as I can
got a smack at it,”” he replied morosely, fingering the glitter-
ing blade of his battle-axe, which he had been engaged in
cleaning, and pulling the ear of the huge wolfhound at
his side with an abrupt carelessness of caress that drew a
blink of red wonder from Clok’s inquiring eyes:

For Alan was in a very ferocious mood. Despite his groat
service in rescuing Hassein’s daughter from the clutches of
the slave-merchant, Mustapha, and despite even Mirame’s

i ﬁromiuo to himself, -and her entrcaties to her father, the

aughty chieftain of the Haideranli had remained obdurate.
“T have spoken!” he said emphatically. * Twenty thou-
sand lances must he have, and cattle and sheep that my

-‘barns cannot feed during a week. Not till then will I hear

his suit.” ;

The verdict had been hard for the impetuous soul of Alan
Wayward, for Mirame was very fair, and the adventures
and deadly peril the two had gone through together had
linked the hearts of the two in an enthusiasm of hope that
thwarting whipped to rebellion. But the ancient chieftain
carod as little for rebellion as he did for sighs. He locked
his daughter up in the women’s quarters during the three
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days that he laid himself out with a perfect grace to enter-
tain his guests, showing a fine and courteous blind eye to

the moodiness of the young love-lorn English giant. To
make matters the more unendurably aggravatin for the
lovers, the sheikh, contrary to all expectation, had not only

supported Hassein’s decision, but shown himself peculiarly
apt at treating Alan’s humours thereon with pitiless sarcasm.
. “Verily,” he jibed, as they made ready for departure
from Hassein’s castle, ‘“if therc is a solace for these aged
oyes, it is to sce a lusty youth puling like a sick calf ugter
a wench, Yet think not my heart is adamant. It bleeds
for thee, oh disciple of wisdom! When I was a tendor
youth of fourteen, I, even T, Jelaluddin, prophet of Bagdad,
sighed and sickened thus after a mature matron who cooked
swectmeats in the tent of the father of Beni Mahmoud.
Yet when my mother had spanked me with a cudgel, the
scales fell from my eyes, and I perceived that all love is
vanity.” '

He listened gravely while Alan exploded into a volley of
En%lsh, then wagged his long white beard.

“Even so did I, too, use_strange and empty words,” :he
said placidly. ‘‘Wait me, I pray thee, at the gate. While
thou takest leave of the regiment Hassein hath given thee,
I have a word for the chieftain apart. We rest fifteen days
in Kasim’s stronghold,” said the sheikh, as he joined the
chieftain on the steps of the great hall, whence he had just
taken leave of Alan, ‘‘for on our road to Bagdad there is
a work to do for Allah.”

“If thou needest help, send to me,” said Hassein, with a
fine smile; for he knew that when the ** prophet of Bagdad”
set out to do work for Allah, it was a certainty that hard
blows would abound.

“Nay!” said the sheikh gruvel}z. “The young lord, my
disciple, is a host in hintself, and though I chastise his pride,
yet withal he hath much wit, and is valiant and skilful in
war, The golden eagle will not cry to the grey falcon for

“TIt is well,” said Hassein stifily, for the grey falcon was
the emblem of his house. ‘‘The cattle and the slaves and
spoil we took from Idrin and Kasim and Mustapha shall
rest hero and fatten ten days on me. On the fifteenth day
the portion that is due to him as captain in the Haideranli
shall be conducted to the valley beneath Kasim’s old den,
and there await his orders. For in good truth he hath well
merited his full share.”

“Even so,” replied the sheikh, taking a scoop of snuff.
“ And forget not, I pray thee, to add thercto of thy own
the ransom twice told of thy daughter. For verily, save for
him and his valour none of thy clan could match, the hope

)
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of thy house were now either a brigand's bride or a slave.
trader’s plaything.”

lFotl‘q_a moment Hassein had glared at him as if he would
slay him.

““Thou art my guest,” he said icily, ‘““and thy comrade
awaiteth thee. he ransom shall paid. I bid thee
farewell.” And he had stalked away, flushed @nd in furious
ill-humour.

The sheikh withdrew, chuckling, and joined Alan at the
gates, whore an escort of fifty lances from his own regiment
waited to accompany him on' the road.

“ What doest thou?’ he asked, as he saw Alan dismounted
and gazing -up at the latticed windows. overlooking the
courtyard of the portcullis.

Alan did not answer. His eyes were fixed on a lattice
that was gently opening, and next moment a red rose,
cunningly bound round with alternate threads of green and
crimson and gold, fell from above, He caught it as it fell,
and stood as one spellbound gazing at the hand still linger-
ing on the delicate fretwork of the lattice. Then the lattice
opened an inch wider, revealing Mirame's face. For one
second her oyes looked into his, then fhe window was slowly,
slowly closed.

The sheikh gave a derisive sniff, and poked Alan in the
ribs with his staff.

“If thou wilt not have thg regimont sport a wench's
etticoat for its banner,” he jibed, ‘‘ get thee to horse. Thy
ellows without are all a-grin.”

So they had ridden-away from Ala Dagh, and for seven
long days ‘the sheikh had disciplined the chafing spirit of
his disciple by keeping him in all ig]x;ornnce of his plans,
while railing at him the* while for t|
moods.

But now, angered at Alan’s sullen reply, the old sheikh
rounded on him in a sudden blaze of scorn.

“Knowest thou not,” shouted the sheikh, now fairly
roused, ‘‘that the byways of Allah make the high-road to
wisdom, thou ecycle of purblind vanities? And when we
have fulfilled the will of Allah in ?uniuhing with death
Ydrin and Kasim and that vilo dog o Foliat, when Rastan
wanders blind and fire-scorched a beggar in the bazaars,
when Saponyadi roams the Ala Dagh forgotten in the bellics
ofén&n_v wolves, shall Hadir Bey sit at Bitlis in his pride,
and say that Allah winks at: his iniquity, that he lifted
his hand against the prophet of Bagdad, and lo, the prophet
bas fled like a dog to the desertt”

“Oh, if you are on the track of Hadir,” said Alan, with
a somewhat shamefaced grin, ““I'm your man! I've not
forgotten the way_ he bottled us ugewith Ahmed and his
bride. I'm sorry I’ve been such a bear, Of course, you're
quite right, but—-"

“Swallow thy ‘buts,’ thou mule in obstinacy !" cried the
sheikh, only half appeased. ‘ By the beard of the Prophet,
if.thoudgivest me another indigestion with th mooning, I
will find another disciple, and drive thee with my staff to
that man, old Hassein, and bid him find thee place among
his kitchen wenches.”

“ For a man of wisdom, thou art strangely full of speech,”
said Alan slily. o

“Thy correction is merited, my son,” said the sheikh, with
a sudden and unexpected show of humility. ¢ And since I
have erred, I will even discipline myself, and for three days
will eat on(l{y a little cake of flour, moistened with a little
water. And since thou art the cause thereof, thou shalt
sharo my fast, and purge thy offence also.. Wherefore, oh
Clok, thou noble hound, whom I in my wrath did unjustly
smite, behold thou proﬁtent by our mortification.” And as
he spoke the sheikh lifted from the triangle a great joint of
half-cooked venison that was roasting before a fire of logs,
and flung it to the hound.

Alan made a wry grimace, but he did not think of con-
testing the verdict. The few months he had passed with
the sheikh in his voluntary discipleship had been punctuated
with many such unexpected disciplines. And despite the
impetuosity of his nature, dospite his stubborn pride and
proneness to mutiny, Alan Wayward was unflinchingly loyal
to his promised word. He had promised to obey the sheikh
for five years, moved by an impulse he had never succeeded
subsequently in explaining, save by the magnetism of the
old man’s personality, which, in their first dramatic inter-
view, when the sheikh had stood betweon him and certain
death, had scemed to promise a life of strenuous adventure.
And he had given his obedience with an unfaltering loyalty,
which had endeared him more than he had any notion of
to the mpysterious prophet, who, apparently without
resources or following, excited so great a veneration and
exercised so undoubted an authority among all the tribes
and districts through which they had hitherto passed. Only
the sheikh knew what projects he was planning for the
young man, whom he was growing to rogard as the son
Allah had given him in his old age, to replace those taken
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And -the sheikh was set to keep the seoret locked
till he should prove and test how far the worth
of the young man might be relied on, and to what dl%!llty
his obedience might soar through the days of countless little
trials, or the hours of big endeavour, For in the sheikh’s
philosophy, the be inning of all wisdom lay in the perfect-
ing of the spirit of okedience. .

& Novertheless, toll me, oh wisdom,” said Alan, swallow-
ing his grimace, “how thou proposest to punish Hadir of
Bitlis?” . )

“Jeo is old and covetous, and in his avarice he is cunning
withal,”” answered the sheikh musingly. A very wary
man, and quick to smell traps, and careful how he leaveth
his house and entereth it. Yet he loveth money, and luxury
and a full stomach are over-pleasant to him. Wherefore
his correction shall be by paying much for great discomfort
and little provender.” . . .
" T shouldn’t imagine Hadir will readily consent {o that.
laughed Alan. ‘ After all, he wasn’t so very _outrageous,
sheikh, and he didn’t bear malice for the drubbing we gave
him.”

“He gave false justice,” said the sheikh sternly, *and
coveted Zillah, the wife of Ahmed. Yet since guch are
human frailties, and often sorely press even a good nan,
and because he is neither a murderer like Kasim, nor a
treacherous assassin and full of evil like Idrin and Mustapha,
his punishment shall be measured and paternal.”’

“Good biz.!"” said Alan. “What's the gentle treatment
to be?” )

“Wo will waylay him unawares,” said the sheikh, in the
same pious tone, ‘* and bring him hither. Three days shall
he- starve, eating and drinking nau ht but the meditation
of his own iniquity. By the end of three days so fat a man
will be very hungry, perhaps evon faint wit al, and it will
scom to him that his life is flowing out of his toes
and fingers, so that all his wealth shall scem as nothmg to
him in comparisorf to a little bread. Then for threc days
more he shall pay very dear for very little, yea much money
for a morsel of crust. And the seventh day I will correct
him with my staff, and send him home. So, perchance, he
shall learn o little wisdom, and keep his feet in the path
of justice.” )

“The punishment scems to fit the crime all richt,” said
Alan. “ But before you cook your goat, O sheikh, you've

t to cabch him; and Hadir isn’t an easy sort to trap.

ow is it to be done?” )

“The tiger of the desert is not an easy beast to trap, ! re-
tortod the sheikh; ¢ yet the bleating of a young kid will
blind his eyes, and his own appetite will outvie his cun-
ning. Rememberest thou, Selim, that brother of Abdullah
the Bokharian, who helped us baflle the treachery of
Kasim?"”

“0Of course,” assented Alan. .

“He hath a sister,”” went on the sheikh, ‘ who hath inken
service with the English lady we rescued from Kasim.”

“Mrs. Adair!” exclaimed Alan. “I thought she had
gone home."

“Her child fell sick of a fever,
explained the eheikh; “and there Felut Pacha housed her
with honour, and there Hadir Bey saw her, and there each
week he rides in the vain hope of winning her for wife.
Nor will ho take nay."”

“Tho old vampire!”’ cried Alan.

““ Wherefore,” went on the sheikh, * Allah sent two plans
into my head, whereof one may fail, but the other must
certainly not fail. .

“The first plan is thus: To-morrow Hadir rides by the
passes of the Karzan Dagh to Mush. Thither wo {ravel

resently to find the sister of Selim, who awaits us. Selim
Eimself bears news even now to Hadir that the English lady
rides to-morrow with her maid to visit the great written-
stone in the forest of the Karzan Dagh. Now, Hadir is a
discreet man. If he would capture the English Jady, he
will take with him but a few picked slaves. Wherefore,
when ho eees the maid riding in the forsst, he will Fush on,
thinking to find her mistress ncar. 8o we shall fall on him
and ’cuptvure him, and the slaves, being but slaves, will

ee.’

“Houp-la!” cried Alan exultantly. ‘A hunt, and a mau-
hunt to boot! Verily, O sheikh, it was worth a weel’s
waiting; and I have been a fool to grizzle.”

““Thou art a truthful youth,” said the sheikh between {wo
scoops of snuff. down the pass! Selim comes, aud
one with him whom I know not.”

“By Jove,” cried Alan, “it's old Abdullah! But they
have a half-hour’s climb yet. Time enough and more for the

years ago.
in his bosom,

unfolding of they second plan, sheikh.” )

“One sufficeth till it be proven futile,” said Jelaluddin.
“Those children of iniquity will be hungry. Cut a haunch
of venison, and put it to roast, that they may eat, while I
make two cakes of flour for thee and me.”

TOM MERRY AND ALAN WAYWARD.
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and she rested at Mush,”"
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CHAPTER 2.
A Day of Surprises,

HAT the sheikh had rightly gauged the nature of the
bey was evident enough, when Selim, in accordance
with his instructions, had at last gained an interview

with Hadir, and stood facing him in the great audience-
chamber, on the left of the corridor giving into the inner
courtyard of the ancient cestle of Biths.

Some fifty years of age, with a wizened countenance alert
with weasel-craft, abnormally stout and squat, thoc Bey of
Bitlis listened greedily to Selim’s tale. Like all Bokharians,
the brother of Abdullah was an artist in the spinning of a
fairy-story; and, despite a lengthened cross-examination, ho
had never one varied a hair’s-breadth in -any one of the
hundred-and-one lies he had told

“Now, tell me,” said the bey, as a final test, ‘‘ what pur-
pose hast thou in botraying the mistress of thy sister?’’

“My sister is young, very pretty, and very ambitious,”
said Selim promptly. waiting-maid to the Ingeliz lady,
her life is rotired and sad. Whereas, if the lady were tho
;]vifo”of the bey, surely Sifaze would find much to amuse

er

““Thou art a serviceable dog,” eaid the bey genially, ‘“and
meritest. reward.”

Ho was stretching out his hand to a drawer in the table
before him, when the door at his back opened. He turned
angrily, but paused, as he noted the flushed, triumphant
face of his lieutenant.

““ What wantest thou, Dilawer?”’ he asked.

The lieutenant bent down and whispered in his ear, and
in measure as he spoke the littlo monkey-eycs of the bey
clicked and glistened, and his sallow, wrinkled face flushed
and paled.

“Ha, hal” he chuckled, stepping to the drawer. * Thou
comest just in time. I was going to reward this dog for an
idlo tale. Nevertheless, he «did his best. Give him ten
pinstres, and send him forth, Dilawer. 1 will go and visit
thy prisoner.”

He trotted out, shambling his way along, and left Selim
face to face with the lieutenant, who for a long minute
looked at him hard.

“I have scen thee somewhere, fellow,” he said at last;
and as Selim was about to protest, he added csuickly: ‘“ Ah,
I have thee! It was thou who didst flee on the dromedary
of Yusuf the day Rastan led us to the capture of that cursed
sheikh and' his thrice-acoursed English devil. Gu——"

But Salim did not wait for the rest of the cry that would
have summoned the guards. He leapt on Dilawer with a
bound so swift and unex ed that the lieutenant measured
his length under the shock, and before he had time to
recover, Selim had forced his kepi half down his throat,
and, knecling on his chest, had strangled him into insensi-
bility; then, drawing him behind the bhey’s table, Seclim
proceeded to bind him hand and foot with yard after yard
of twine. He worked quickly and in fear of his life, for
any moment ho might be disturbed. There was not an inch
of the old castle he did not know, for hefore he had joined
Kasim, the bandit chief, in the mountains, he had passed
seven years of captivity as a slave in the bey's gervice.

But none disturbed him, and he completed his task by
rolling the daEper little Turk in a soft Persian rug, sling-
ing him over his shoulders, and marching boldly out of the
‘door by which the bey had passed, into the long corridor
which gave right and left.

Ho turned his back on the left-hand passage, which led
to the outer courtyard, and, keeping to the right, reached
a tapestry which concealed a door giving on to a side street
in tho rear of the castle, Through this he passed un-
challenged, till he reached the bridge, where the bazaar
was in full swing. There the sight of a man carrying what
scemed a bundle of rugs was too common to attract atten-
tion, and he kept on his way across the bridge, turnod down
an alley, hired a donkey-cart, flung his burden into it, and
made straight for the quays on the bhorder of the lake.

Twenty minutes later Dilawer, the lieutenant, was lying
in the bottom of a canoe, which Selim was leisurely paddling
towards Adeljiras, o village at the hase of the Sipan Dagh.
It was a long row, and 1t was not till midday that Selim
drove his hoat ashore in a retired cove, and gave a shrill
whistle that was answered almost immediately by the
appearance of Abdullah, to whom he had given rendezvous
in this spot.

“Has it gone well?” asked Abdullah.

“Hoo! 1t might have bcen worse,” grunted Selim, as
he cast aside the rug and revealod the distorted, infuriated
features of the Turkish officor, and explained to the
astounded Abdullah what he had done.

“Yet wherefore have brought him hither, oh, my
brother?” gruinbled Abdullah, 5rawing him aside. ‘It is
not well to kill a bound man. And thou mightest with much
greater ease have left him where he was in the bey’s room,
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and laden thyself with the gcod gold pieces the bey wae
about. to give thee.” .
“That also I did not forget,” said Selim, with a grin, as
he showed a capacious pocket in the inside of his jerf(m.
bulging with yellow coins. ‘I took for seven ycars o

service, and 1f there is more, on counting, than due in-
terest, may Allah count it to me for good-fortune. But
yonder doli I brought, for we must find out what news it
was that changed eo quickly Hadir’s mind; for, indeed, I

Grasping its stout oaken haft, Alan thrust his axe
upward till the broad, razor-edged blade bit deep into

the grooving of the coping.

suspect that he hath forestalled the plot of the prophet of
Bagdad, and made captive the English lady hesself.”

But Dilawer offered an inexorable silence to all their
questions, and Jaughed at all their threats, till the two,
exasperated, looked at each other in despair,

‘“ Let us bear him to the sheikh,” said Selim, at last.

Abdullah shook his head sombrely. .

“ Shall 1 first niake acquaintance with a wise man by con-
fessing I am a fool?” he growled. ‘ Bear him hither to the
stream, and we will cce what power water and drowning
and the pangs of death have on his stubborn tongue.”

“THE DETECTIVE'S PUPILS.”  4,D2cuble:length Tale of
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For the next ten minutes Dilawer had a very bad time

of it, for he was laid on his stomach, with his head and
shoulders over.the running stream; and, while Selim sat
on the small of his back, Abdullah thrust his head under
water, and held it there till the spasmodic jerkings of the
legs told of the drowning-point. :

‘ Wilt thou tell tho news thou broughtest the bey?” asked
Abdullah, as he lifted the lieutenant’s head, and gave him
breathing-time. .

nd each time Dilawer refused Abdullah remorselessly
plunged his head again in the icy, suffocating water. But
with the fifth request Dilawer sullenly gave in, and was
allowed to rise. .

“See thou epeakest the truth,” eaid Abdullah, “for if
thou variest therefrom by a word, I will sit by thee a wesk,
nrl}dgl'),&tbe thy head till thou diest of fear of the next dip-
ping.

Dilawer was a brave man, as he had shown on a_previous
occasion; but he quailed at the threat, though his gorge
rose_at the insolence of it.

. “Ye are dogs and sons of dogs!” he said. “And though
I speak to-day, it is that I may live to tear thy traitor-
tongl_ues out, and see ye flayed!’’

“Inshallah !’ said~ Abdullah placidly. * We await thy
RZW»}.”’I’-Iast thou captured the Ilinglish lady who was at

us|

“I have,” assented Dilawer. *‘ Last night I took her from
under Felut's very nose, as sho walked at dusk in his

arden, And now she is safe, lodged in Hadir's castle, and
fore another sun dawns will be his bride.”

* Where is she lodged?” asked Abduliah, unmoved.

The lieutenant shrugged his shoulders,

““Am I a eunuch,” he asked, ‘‘ that I should penetrate the
harem of Headir, and eec to a lady’s bestowal? If thou
wouldst know, go ask. the keeper of the harem, to whom I
deliverad her.” . .

“That is a little matter,” said Selim, grinning. “I was
not page with Hadir Bey for nothing. 1 know her lodgings,
in the rooms_beneath the roof, behind the wall that faccs
the armoury.™

A“It may be; I know not,”’ shrugged Dilawer. * Now
loose these bands, and let me freo.”

“Softly—softly ! " chuckled Abdullah. * To-night at least
thou res{qth in the mountains. Yet if thou hast spoken
truth, todmorrow, or the next day, thou shalt, perchance, go
unharmed.” g

Together the two sturdy mountaineers bore the raging
Turk up the narrow gorge. and, guided by Selim’s know-
edge of the range, which, with Kasim’s band, he had
roamed for many years, they soon found a cave, where they
bestowed their . prisoner. . Then, after relashing his hands
and feet, and Eaggmg him afresh, they rolled a rock before
the mouth to keep out wandering wolves or wild cats, and
made their way at top #) towards the sironghold where
the sheikh was awaiting them. ‘-

“Hoo! My lord has grown a man!’ was Abdullah’s
greeting, as, after flinging himself on one knee before Alan,
and kissing his hand, rose and scanned the young giant,
his black eyes glistening with gladness and admiration.

“It does my eyes good to see thee again, Abdullah!” said
Alan. “ But, now, let us hear Selim’s tale, for I see that the
sheikh is bridling his impatience.” o

Selim told his tale with gll the verve and glory in impu-
dence with which his boyhood in a palace had endowed him.

“Tt was well and boldly done,” said the sheikh, when the
narrative was oonoluded. ‘! Yet thou didst wrong in taking
the gold, for we are not robbers! Wherefore, thou must
rendor to me now all that thou didst take, that I may restore
it to Hadir Bey. . ‘

“ Yot fear not,”” he went on, as Selim, with a very black
brow, drew handful after handful of gold from his jerkin
and dropped. it in the pouch the sheikh held out: “If I
restore what thou didst wrongfully take, it is that the justice
of Allah may more fruitfully demand of the bey the price of
thy services.. And [.)erohun‘ce thou shalt then find thou didst
undervalue thyself.’ : .

The sheikh thrust tho bag of gold bencath his long, green
tunic, looked from the wheaten cake in his hand to Alan,
and then to the roasting haunch before the fire. .

“We will postpone the-fast, my son,” he said, with a
twinkle in his eyes, as he pocketed the unsavoury cake, ‘‘ for
we have much work to.do before the night is out. Lat»us
fall-to and eat, and hold counsel the while.”

"It was a befmsﬂ Alan did not require repeating, and, as
they teckled the steaming ‘venison, they discussed plan after
plan for the release:of Mrs. Adair. .

“The simplest way,” said Alan, ‘“is to go to Angus
Hamilton; the consul, at:.Van. Hadir dare not refuse his
demand for her freedom.” .

“ He dare and would,” said the sheikh. * To demand our
release was easy enough, but to demand a woman from the
harem not: even your Ingeliz -consul could do; nay, nor the
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Padischah himself! "Morcover, it would spoil ‘my plans.

We must release the lady secretly; and so Hadir, finding her .

gone, and gaining news that she 1s again at Mush, shall fall
into our trap. Saidst thou not, Selim, that she would be
lodged in rooms beneath the roof, and opposite the armoury,
where I and my disciple defied all Hadir’s troops?”

““ Even so, my lord,” replied Selim; * for there Hadir Bey
ever confines the new captives of his harem. Nor may any
man hope to reach it from within or without, for there is
no stairway thereto save through the harem; and the barred
windows of the room look down upon the inner courtyard,
where there is ever a guard.”

“Recallest thou, my son,” said the sheikh, turning to

Alan, “how Ahmed the Armenian climbed through the
window of the armoury and descended the side of the castle
to the roofs of the street beneath, and brought Hamilton
Efferidi to our aid?”
. “Quite well,” said Alan. “Yet, though I might succeed
in climbing by tho vines and creepers and mouldering stone-
work, my shoulders could not hope to pass that narrow
embrasure.”

“Vorily, thy wit had been keener hadst thou fasted,”
said the sheikh contemptuously.  ‘ Didst thou gain the
armoury, what would that profit, seeing a four-foot wall lies
betweon its corridor and the lodging of the lady?”’

“ Ah!” said Alan, flushing a ittfe. “Thou meanest that
I should gain tho roof, cast off the tiles, and force a way in?”

“Fiven s0,” assented the sheikh, with a click of the eyelids
that was his superlative of approbation.

“@Good wheoze!” said Alan. “ Then wo'd better be going.
With the moon dead, the night will be dark; and if we want
to release Mrs. Adair before that fat little monkey Hadir
terrifies her into marrying him, we should make the attempt
without losing an hour.”

Under the skeikh’s tutelage, Alan had learnt the trick of
the bent knee lope, common to the Eastern coolie, and goo
for seven miles an hour for hour after tircless hour. Through
by-paths and hiddon gorges they trotted on, taking without
a pause leaps and declivities that would have made the
foll-racors of Cumberland gasp with amazement. Reaching
Adeljiras by sunset, they hired rowers, and by nine in the
evening wore threading their way through the lightless,
closed bazaar. On leaving the bridge, they turned to the
right and kept on between a line o? silent” houses and the
river, which, rolling in innumorable cascades and rapids at
the bottom of the outlying spurs of the Karzan Dagh, was
screencd on either bank by avenues of poplars. On their
left, above the roofs of the houses, towered the great rock
on which the castle was built, and it was at the last of its
octagonal towers that the party halted, in a deep recess,
where the base of the rock formed the limit of the street.

At Adeljiras they had provided themsclves with three.

hundred feet of half-inch cord and a roll of twine. The last
of these Alan attached by a noose to his nock, and strapping
his battle-axe tightly slantwise on his back, faced the grim
task before him, In the black darkness, it seemed a dread
and impossible feat for any man to perform, and, had he
not known that Ahmed the Armenian had descended that
way, even his reckless courage might have flinched.

“ Leave thy axe,” whispered the sheikh, as Alan stepped
from Abdullah’s bent shoulders on to the flat, stone-covered
roof of the last house in the street.

“1 may need it,” Alan whispered back. ‘““One never
knows."” : )

. Next moment he had thrust his hands far up among the
tough branches of the creepors, and had begun his ascent.
For the space of thirty or forty feot the watchers crouched
on tho roof-top could follow his progress, but thereafter he
was lost in the blacknoss. i :

Alan Wayward never forgot that climb. To see was im-
possible. He had nothing on which to rely, save coolness,
patience, and sense of touch. Here and there he was forced
to pause, where the creeper yielded to his tentative pull, and
to work his way laterally till ho could grasp some stouter
branch, or find firmer foot-purchase in the crevices of the
great stones. . . .

Once, for a dread moment, as he hauled himself up, thirty
feet from the top, the vine gave beneath his weight, and ho
swung downward, twirling round for a full twenty foet, till
the haft and blade of his battle-axe caught in a tough clump

. and stopped his descent, holding him, as it were, trussed up

like a fowl, his back to the wall, his face turned skyward.
It took him ten long minutes to worm himself into position
again, and taxed to tho uttermost all his indomitable
tenacity to still the quiver of his muscles as he recommenced
his upward journcy. : )

He trusted no longer now to the crecpers, but made his
way from crevice to crevice, careless that his fingers wore
torn and bleeding, and that the muscles above his ankles
were knotted with cramp. .

He was as one mad in the fury of a struggle for life as,
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six inches from the crumbling coping at the top, he hung
with arms outstretched to the cracking point, his nails dug
into the rotten stone, with one foot firmly planted in a hole,
while the other clawed in vain for some purchase-point. But
gurchaae-point there was none, and, for a long moment, as

@ returned his seeking foot to its latest resting-place, the
sweat poured down his face and his soul sickened with
apprehension. -

Then, as from a great distance, his own answer to the
sheikh’s last words came back to him: ““I may need it.”

Ciingerly, and with infinite caution, he withdrew his right
hand and, inch by inch, lowered it till it reached the strap
fastening his battle-axe, and worked it slowly loose.

Painfully, and with many a trembling pause, he worked
the axe round till it lay between him and the wall and he
could grip its haft with his teeth while he cast loose the
strap. hen, grasping its stout, oaken haft, he thrust it
apward till the broad, razor-edged, curved-pointed blade bit
decpgigito the grooving of the coping.

Three times he essayed it, to see if it would bear his
weight, and finding it stood the test, he clenched his teeth,
and, releasing his foothold, pulled himself up by one arm
till his chin was on a level with his fist and his other hand
had got fair grip of the broad coping. .

A moment later, those below saw for a second his long legs
sprawled against the sky, and then he vanished over the
edge, to lie prone for a K)ng minute on the flat roof, drink-
ing in the air with short, panting gasps, while every muscle
and nerve in his body shuddered and quivered like a smitten
harp-string. .

It was 5:0 matter of only a few minutes to let down his
ball of twine, haul up the rope and make it fast at one end,
and prepare the noose and seat at the other. -

He took his bearings oarefully. He had passed the em-
hrasure that served as window to the armoury ten feet below
the point where he had gained the roof. His old acquaint-
ance with the armoury, and the corridor leading to the wall
and stairway beyond, was ample to give him a fair apprecia-
tion of the location of the lodging where, according to Selim,
Mrs. Adair was likely to be.

The octagonal shape of the tower, moreover, left him
little room for doubt, for, after making allowance for the
armoury and its gallery, there was only enough space left
for a room of moderate size. In the centre of this space he
began to work. The unroofing was no difficult task, the flat
tiles being simply overlaid and kept in place by heavy
stones. These he reomoved over a square of four feet, re-
vealing beneath the rough-hown planking that lay trans-
versely on the rafters.

Like the tiles, thesc were unnailed, and in two minutes he
had forced three of them aside, slashed away the tapestry
boneath, and was looking down into the upturned, terrified
face of Mrs. Adair. He had brought a length of rope with
him, and, making it fast round the planking, he swung
himself into the room.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said, as he saw that Mrs. Adair
did not recognisec him—which, seeing that his face was blood-
stained and covered with dust, was not to be wondered at—
“I'm Alan Wayward. I’ve come to rescue you.”

“Thank God!” murmured Mrs. Adair.

. “Quick!” said_Alan, as he moved a table under the open-
ing. ‘If I stand on this, I can lift you through. That will
be easier than haulins you up by the rope.”

He handed Mrs. Adair on to the table, and was about to
follow her, when a key turned in the door and Hadir Bey
stood on the threshold, gaping at the two, rage struggling
with incredulity in his eyes.

Alan did not give him' time to express his scntiments,
With one bound he was on him, and while one hand fastened
in a strangling grip on his throat, with the other he
wrenched free the key, and shut and locked the door.

Too terrified to resist, and half-choked by Alan’s grip, the

bey was gagged with his own resplendent turban, and bound
hand ;n oot with the gaudily-hued scarf that gilded his
paunch,

*This is a bit of luck I didn’t expect!” said Alan, grin-
ning. ‘“I'll lift you up first, Mrs. Adair, and then shove up
this monkey; we want him badly. I'm going to let you
down to Jelaluddin. Selim and Abdullah are there, and
will see you safoly back to Mush. But, I beseech you, don’t
say a word to the old sheikh that I've nabbed our friend
here. I want to surprise him.”

‘ All right,” said Mrs. Adair, with a laugh; I won’t give
the surprise away.”

They were on the roof in three minutes, and, though
Mrs. Adair shuddered and shut her cyes when she saw t‘}zxe

" descent she had to make, she made no protest, and let Alan

bind her firmly to the bar serving as seat and lash her own
eoarf round and round the rope and her body. The fore-
thought of Abdullah had provided a pulley, improvised out
of a boat-roller, which Alan clamped firmly to the inner
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edge of the coping and kept in place with his feet. And so,
squatted on the roof, he let Mrs. Adair over, and paid out
the rope, foot by foot, till its sudden slackening and three
short tugs signalled to him that she had safely landed.

Nor did the sheikh tempt Destiny by keeping her
lingering.

*Get thee quickly with Sélim,”’ he said, as he let her to
thetiround from the roof. *“ Abdullah waits thee with horses,
to take thee to Mush. Yet let not this adventure spoil our
plans. Send thy maid riding in the woods to-morrow, as
was agreed. For verily Hadir Bey, finding thee gone, will
hasten to Felut Pacha to make his peaco. And so he will
come into my hands.” .

‘ Sifaze shall be there,” said Mrs. Adair, with a little
ripple of laughter.

'lehe sheikh watched her disappear down the road, and
then turned to gaze with amazement at the bound and
huddled figure of Hadir Bey himself, whom Alan, less
careful of his passage, had let down at a run. . .

“Hool” grunted the sheikh. ‘“ What a man is this
disciple of minel” .

He looked up, trying to pierce the darkness expectm%to
see Alan’s form sewinging gownwarda along tho rope. But
even as he looked, the sound of a great outcry arose from the
room, with shots, and the clamour of voices, and the clash
of steel with stecl. .

For Alan, chuckling over tho descent of Hadir, had nearly .
been surprised. And the cause thereof was none other than
Dilawer, the lieutenant, who had worked free from his
bonds, and escaping from the cave in the Slﬁnn Dagh, had
hastened to the palace, to warn his mastey that his captive
was in peril of rescue. Hearing that Hadir had already gone
up to tho room under the roof, he had sent the eunuch there
to summon him, and he, gaining no reply to his_knocking
had burst open the door, and seeing the table and rope anc
hole in the roof, had summoned the harem rds, climbed
through the opening, and fallen on Alan, just as he had
picked up his battleaxe and was preparing to desoond.

For a few moments the issue hung in the balance, and
indecd, Alan, too; for pressed by the sudden rush, he was in
imminent danger of being hurled backwards over the coping.
But the darkness and his trusty axe were good allies, and
as the biting steel whirled backwards and forwards, the
white-robed eunuchs fled before it; two of them taking sng)-
shots as they ran. Alan wasted no words, nor blows. (-
knew that the sound of the shots would rouse the palace
patrols, and almost inevitably lead to the discovery of the
rope, and that his life depended on his agility during the
next fcw seconids. One after the other he smote the eunuchs
down into the room beneath, kicked the boards into plaoe,
and piled the stones upon them. Then, sure that no effort of
theirs could raise tho planks #t the end of their finger-tips,
nor gain a ladder in time to cut away the rope, he leapt
back to the coping, and swinﬁing down, hand over hand,
landed safely by tho side of the sheikh, just as a troop of
soldicrs swung round the angle of the castle and advanced
down_the street. '

The sheikh, scenting danger, had already lowered Hadir
Bey into the street, and conveyed him,into the shade of the
poplar avenue bordering the river. And as the young giant,
with a chuekle of laughter, leapt from the roof to his side,
he hurried Alan there.

“Below is a ford,” said the sheikh. * Heave that little
fat man on thy shoulder, and we will run in the shadow of
the trecs, croes the river, and gain the Karzan Dagh.”

Alan lifted the bey to his . shoulder, then paused and
listened.

*“We are headed off,”’ he said. ‘‘8eo!”

As he spoke, from the far end of the street, another com-
pany of soldiers were advancing at the double, preceded by
runners waving resined torches, that threw a bright glare
over the road and stream, and showed up distinctly the
forms of the sheikh, and Alan laden with his squirming body.

A howl of fury and exultation went up from the two com-
panics, who came charging down on the little group, certain
of capturing them.

“ Behold, it is written that Hadir’s punishment is not for
to-day,” said the sheikh, as he plucked the gag out of the
bey’s mouth, and severed his bonds with his dagger, a pro-
ceeding which gained Alan a violent kick in the small of his
chk, followed by a scream for help from the infuriated

ignitary. )

** Now,” said the sheikh, measuring the distance separating
them from the soldiery, ‘‘take that monkey by his throat
and he-ls, and curl him round thy head, thou man of muscle,
and follow me. The river is but shallow, and will not more
than touch thy armpits. Nor will they dare to fire for fear
of hitting their bey.”

Alan rocked with laughter as he followed the sheikh’s
advice, and stepping into the water, kept close behind him.

or one moment the bey’s claw-like hand menaced Alan’s
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syes, but & firm pinch on his gizzard made him think better
of it. The manceuvre was speedily understood on the bank
they had quitted, and at a word of command fifty men flung
themselves into the stream, in the dcsperate effort to gain
the opposite bank before the fugitives and head them off.
But they had neither the stature nor the start of the sheikh
and Alan, and the swift currgnt swept them off their feet,
causing them to abandon their rifles and weapons in a fight
for life. Bo by the time the sheikh gained the bank and
fell flat, there were not more than ten men straggling along,
with swords between their teeth, twenty paces behind,

“It is a pity we may not keep him,” he said. * But the
mountaine are not near enough. These ten there would head
us off, and their comrades already pass by the bridge.
Wherefore, my son, lift that evil ané covetous man lugh
above thy head, and cast him very far into the stream. So
while his soldiors are fishing for him, we will go on our
wux in peace.”

lan boent his back to the task with a will, and Hadir Bey
shot out as by a catapult, somersaulted twice in the air, an
landed a good six feet, spreadeagled on the water, beyond
his horrified guards.

The sheikh and Alan did not wait to see what happened,
but putting the poplars betwoen them and the spitting
musketry on the opposite bank, they took to their heels,
head ng down stream for the gorges of Karzan Dagh, fol-
lowed for half a mile by a scattored and ever more distant
vollcﬁ of bullets,

‘““Hoo!” grunted the sheikh, as, two hours later, in a
rotired defile of the mountains, Alan recounted all that had
happened. ‘It was a great occasion Allah sent thee, my
son.  And hadst thou used thy wit as well as thy muscle,
surely Hadir were with us now; for in truth thou shouldst have
closed the opening when thou hadst returned to the roof.”

CHAPTER 3.
One Ambush—and Another.

“ EHOLD " said the sheikh complacently, pointing to
the paes beneath. “Did I not divine aright?
vire. . Hadir rides to make his peace with Felut.”
His face looks nice and clean, too!" grinned Alan,
he two were lying on a ledgo of rock, high above the
Bqu_ through the (arzan Dagh, which, some miles out of
3itlis, cloaves the wild ranges, to descend on to the road that
links Mush with Hazro and Diabekir. On a rock a little
below them, Selim and Abdullah lay flat, watching the slow
progress of Sifaze, Selim’s sister, as, mounted on an ass
she was eisurely tiding through 'a fringe of trees, in full
view of the pass, fifty fect below.

‘“He bites—he bites, the fat flounder of the waters of
Bitlis 1" iibed the sheikh, a8 Hadir Bey reined in his horse
and scanned intently the form of the Bokharian maiden.
“He is riding with a precious emall escort,” muttered
Alan, “B8ix zup%lehs and a pack mulo! Yet Selim reported
that ho never took less than fifty.” '

* Hast thou forgotton the tale that Selim dangled yester-
day before his eyes?” asked the sheikh. * Thus does he
reason: ‘If I go not to Felut,' hath he said, ‘and take a
royal present with me much noise will be made of this
affair.  But if I go, Felut will look upon it as g pleasantry,
and wink the other eye. Moreover, if Selim reported truly,
the Ingeliz lady will take her ride as she projected. For
not only are all the Ingeliz more obstinate than a blind
mule, but_she, thinking I shall be very afraid, will fear
nothing. For which reason, my son, I bade the Ingeliz lady,
last night, alter nothing of our plane.”

‘“ Hadir must be more of an ass than I thou ht,” muttered
Alan, as he watched the bey turn his horse gom the track,
and, followed by his znptloiu, mounted the slope into the
wood where Bifaze had disappeared. '

. The watohers lay motionless, every nerve strung to an-
ticipation. For Sifaze was woll drilled in her part, and
her task was to lead on, once the bey was following, straight
up the mountain, and into the defile which gave, by a narrow
ledge past the rocks where ambushers lay concealed.
Should” Hadir follow, Selim and Abdullah were to lie
‘“perdu” till the a:rl and the bey passed, and then to hold
the ledge against the following saptiehs, a task casy enough
for two resolute men on so tortuous and narrow a path,
where even a stumble would entail a certain dive into the
precipitous .b{- that yawned on the right of the ledge. It
was reserved for Alan and the eheikh to capture Hadir in
the gorge that lay at the end of the dofile, when his retreat
had been doubly” cut off, and he would be obliged by the
roughness of the groumf either to abandon his pursuit or
dismount.

‘‘He must be an infatuated fool!"” whispered Alan, as
Bifazo urged her donkey onwards past the rocks where the
two lay. And Hadir, g ently careless now of escort,
spurred his horse in pursuit, with never a glance behind.
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‘“‘Doth not appetite ever blind vision?”’ eaid the sheikh
sententiously. “ Come, let us follow him!” -

They gli down into the path, followed by Clok, and
arrived in the gorge just in time to see b(-:!y ‘urge hia
horse alongside Sifaze’s donkey and seize its bridle.

‘“ Where is thy mistress, girl?”’ he asked. :

“She resteth at Mush, in the house of Felut Pacha,”
answered Sifaze demurely, with a tilt of her dimpled chin.

‘“Then why comest thou here?”’ demanded the bey angrily.

‘“To gather flowers for the. Ingeliz lady,” eaid the girl,
pointing to the mass of orocuses of every hue that gemmed
the sward.

‘“ Greeting, oh, Bey of Bitlis!” said the sonorous, mocking
voice of the sheikh at his side.

adir Bey turned his head and stared coldly into the
sheikh’s luminous eyes.

I trust his Excellency is better for his bath?’ laughed
Alan. And was, in turn, greeted with the same cold stare.

At the same moment, from down the pass, a couple'ds shots
rang out, followed by a shout, and after o moment’s pause,
by a terrific volley.

‘* Holy Jacob,” said the sheikh, with a swift glance around,
““that was never the roiss of six guns!”

‘I expected ye,’” grinned Hadir, sitting unmoved. “ Since
dawn my scouts have shadowed ye. Bclow are fifty sharp-
shooters. Above are fifty more. "That way is the precipice.
Yonder is tho unscaleablo rock. I roturn thy greeting,
prophet of Bagdad, and attach thy person for treason and
complicity in a eacrilegicus entry inio my harem. And for
the i:]nghsh dog,” he added, suddenly baring his yellow teeth
at Alan, ‘“thou shalt bathe in slow drops of fire to putge
thy orime !” )

As he spoke he put a silver whistle to his lips and blew a

shrill blast on it. On tho instant, from the head of the gorga
and the slope on the further side, there burst a scatiered
comra,ny of soldicrs, who advanced at the double towards
the little group two hundred yards away.
- It was a crucial moment, and the eycs of the sheikh and
his disciple met in a long glancoe full of meaning and com-
prehonsion. It was obvious to cach of them that the beﬁ'
arguing from the fact that they had spared his life the nig] £
before, had concluded that he might safely rely on his office
and a display of overwhelming force to obtain the prompt
surrender of the ambush he had so cunningly baffied.

For Dilawer had no sooner mado his report than IHadir
had realised that Selim, the messcnger, was one and the
same as Selim, the refugee slave, who, with his sister, Sifaze,

ad escaped five years yroviousl‘}; and never been traced. To
divine, from these two facts, the ambush that awaited any
pursuit of the Bokharian giri tho next day, was, to the wily
old Turk, like divining a bee from its buzz. And he had laid
himsclf out to countermine the plot with all the astuteness
that thirty ycars of artifice had lent him, and all the cold
frenzy of wrath and cutraged pride that tho indignitics of
the last night provided.

Yet, despite his astulencss and the thoroughness of his pre-
parations, Hadir Bey was far from fathoming the craft and
wisdom of the sheikh, or the audacity and strength of his
disciple. For though he gave them full credit for the plot
of the night before, yet it never entered into his head that
any two men in their sensea would take on a hundred arned
soldiers in the open. Such a conclusion, however, was tele-
graphed from the eyes of the sheikh to the eyes of Alan,
which as plainly replied, “ Right you arc!”

Whence it arose that there was no man in all Asia mors
surprised than the bey when the sheikh jerked his stout staff
witﬁ such a clout under his knee that” Hadir fairly rolled
from the eaddle into Alan's ready arms, that closed round
him in a grip that made his ribs creak, and changed the
bellow in his throat to a strangled squeal.

““Go ahead!” said Alan, as, stepping back, he dangled the
bey over the edge of the procipice, holding him by the throut
at arm’e length with an iron grip under his chattering jaw.’

Then, as the sheikh flung himself over the horse, lifted
Sifaze up behind him, and clattered down the pass, Alan
grinned into the faces of the halted soldiors, half a dozen of
whom had their rifles levelled at Jelaluddin's back.

** At the first shot,” he shouted, *‘I «drop your bey into
the abyss. Tell them,” he went on genially, to the terrified
gowl/ern?r——“ tell them to shoulder arms and return to your

alace.”
pHudir issued the command in a shrill squeal that was
{udicrously enough-punctuated by the chattering of his teeth,
and his captor waited, smiling derisivelg', as the company
sullenly withdrew into the trces, and his keen eyes noted the
glitter of many a steady barrel covering him. He faced
them calmly, and retreated, backing down the pass, draggin
the suspen cy after him, careless how his bones bumpc
the outjutting crags, till a sharp turn hid him from viow.

Then, slinging the bey, more dcad than alive, over his
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shoulder, he raced with great strides to the ledge where he
had lain an hour, ago in ambush. Here he had expected to
find the sheikh, for behind the boulder the cliff broke away
in a drop of some seven fect to another ledge, along which,
by creeping carefully, a man might gain a goat-track thread-
ing a savage gorge, which ran down, precipitous yet practic-
ablo for an experienced mountaineer, to the slopes over-
looking the village of Alchlai, on the borders of Lake Van.,

But of the sheikh there was no sign, and Alan’s heart mis-

ave him as he heard from below a great clamour and a
thunder of exultant yells. With feverish haste he bound and
iza/gged the blaspheming bey, and, leaving Clok on guard,
eapt down into the pass, there to halt, stupified, and for a
moment irresolute. :

For, racing for dear life up the path came Abdullah, with
a trail of thirty soldiers in swift pursuit, while from up tho
pass the company that had retired was pelting down,
attracted by the roars of triumph from below.

“Back, back, my lord!” panted Abdullah,
approached.

“The sheikh—what of the sheikh?” yelled Alan.

‘I think he has won through!”’ gasped Abdullah, scram-
bling up the rock, where Alan, relieved bf‘ the news,
promptly followed him, while the soldiers, toiling up, and
racing down, gathered, uncertain, before the narrow fissure
that separated the boulder from the cliff.

“Quick my lord!” urged Abdullah. ‘‘They will not long
delay. Let us not burden ourselves with this carrion. The
mountain is sown with troops. I pray thee give me thy
lund, that T may reach footing on tho ledge below.” .

Alan looked regretfully at the bey. But the urgency of his
peril was too grave, too immediate, to admit of delaying
flight by such a burden along the dizzy, difficult way of the
ledge below. .

“Yet will I not leave thee for the jackals, oh, astute one,”
ho said. ‘‘ For thy soldiers tarry so, I fear they may depart
with whole skins rather than risk the pricking of my axe.
Wherefore thou shalt this once again return to them.”

He picked him up as he spoke, and, poising him on tho top
of the great round boulder overlooking the pase, ﬁave him
a gentle shove, which sent the unhappy bey rolling and
buraping into the arms of his stupcfied braves.

Then, gatisfied from their shouts and yells, that the be
had arri®d in safety, any side up, Alan followed Abdulla
over the ledge, whistlad to Clok, who came down sliding like
a cat, to land on all-fours. 'In single filo they crawled
forward along the two-foot ledge, which in parts narrowed
to ten or eleven inches, and had barely reached the shelter
of the gorge beyond, when Hadir’s soldiers, led by the boy
himself, appeared on the litile platcau they had left.

‘“Come on, old mountain-cat,”” said Alan cheorily to
Abdullah, as he saw one after the other of Hadir’s men drop
to the lerjge, and, agile as goats, negotiate the perilous path.
‘“ A stern chaso is a long chase, and they know not the way,
nor can they keep pace with our long strides. Yet, tell me
as we run, what the sheikh did, and why he ventured down
the pass instead of taking this way of escape.”

““In good truth, because he had no choice,” said Abdullah,
with o grin. ‘“Selim and I were guarding the pass at the
angle thou didst appoint, where orﬁy two men at most can
pass, when we heard him clattering down. We had but
time to blot ourselves against the rock when he roclo past us
like the wind, and ere I could stop him, Selim, crying, ‘He
goes to death !’ leapt after him, an(f,
reced on alongside. The soldiers in the pass were swept,
some into the gul some ground into the. rock, and some,
again, smitten down by the mighty staff of the prophet.

“For the horse was mad, my lord; and, foaming at the
mouth, with bit in teeth, was galloping as if upon the plains.
And from far down the pess, I heard the soldiers flying
before it, screaming out on its madness, and crying that the
prophet had bewitched it. Then, as I shook with laughter, a
rush of soldiers swept upon me, and I fled and joined. thee,
even as the great shout. rose from the valley-land below.”

“I don’t half like that shout,” said Alan. “There was
too much triumph in it. It sounded as if the sheikh were
cgptured.”

* Better him than thee!” grunted Abdullah.

" What meanest thou, dog?”’ said Alan angrily. “I would
give my life to save him from hurt !’

** Let my lord kecp his soul in peace,” retorted Abdullah
drily. “In all Asia, there is no follower of Mahomet who
dare raise hand against the Prophet of Bagdad.”

They raced on in silence for the next two hours, skirting
tha uplands above Alchlai and Adeljiras, and making for the
more savage loncliness of the Sipan Dagh. It had been their
intention to take boat at Alchlai, and ease their legs at the
expense of their arms.  But as they approached the Iake they
saw that a great cordon of boats was drawn in a half moon

as he

 from Bitlis towards the cove at the foot of Kasim’s old

NEXT
THURSDAY.

«THE GEM” LIBRARY,

catching his stirrup-iron, -

“THE DETECTIVE'S PUPILS.”

one Pm,. 2 1

stronghold, and Alan, with & chuckle of derision, had headed
northward.

It was an arduoue march, even to their tried limbs, thig
eight hours’ trot across the wildest country in the world.
And it was with a feeling akin to despair that, on reaching
‘Iﬁa‘zli{l}rl)’s stronghold, Alan found no sign or word of the

eikh.

‘“ We will eat and bathe and rest an hour, Abdullah,” he
said, after moodily reflecting a while; ‘then we must go
forth and seck news of Jelaluddin.”

But they had no need to go forth, for they were but half-
way through their meal when Clok’s low growl brought Alan
challenging to tho cdge of the cliff, overlooking the spiral
pass beneath, i

“It is Selim,” said Abdullah, “and with him is Sifaze.
Yet I see not the prophet.” .

Alan ground his teeth in rage as Selim blurted out his
news,

“ The sheikh a prisoner!” he echoed.

‘“ And thou livest!”” added Abdullah bittor

‘“Had my decath befriended him,” said
““I should not be here.”

‘Relate what passed, and be brief I” snapped Alan,

“When the prophet came down on us—" began Selim.

“We know all that,” interrupted Alan. ‘‘Begin where
the soldiers gave that shout of triumph.”

“It was over the moment of disaster,” said Selim. ‘ We
wero almost free of their lines, and racing along the bank
of the river, when an accursed zaptich—may jackals rend
him !—fired at the gallant horse, and, striking his fetlock,
brought him headlong to the ground. Over his head shot
the prophét and Sifaze, and as the powers of Sheitan
manceuvred it the holy man fell full among the last line
of the soldiers, who fell on him like wolves, and at a word
from their officer lifted him, all senseless from his fall, and
threw him across a herso. Thereon the whole troop formed
round him, and waiting not, spurred hard along the pass
towards Bitlis. Then, as I picked 'up Sifaze, a dozen
soldiers rushed on us, and, taking my sister in my arms, I
leapt into the river; and being whirled away b{ the ourrent
and diving deep, we were not struck by any of their shots.
We made for the shore far down, and with a few gold pieces
I kopt back from the prophet yesterday I bribed a farmer
to hide us among the sacks of flour he was taking into
Bitlis. And there we learned that the sheikh was held

risoner in the palace on a charge of treason to the

adishah, and sacrilege, and that this night a hundred
men ride hither to capture thee, my lord. herefore I and
Sifaze, having now no money left, and not daring to go
near the lake, which is everywhere patrolled with armed
ﬁgards, fell on a slcepy muleteer, and leaving him gagged,
rrowed his mules and rode hither.” |

‘“Good!” said Alan. ‘“We will eat and refresh ourselves,
while Clok keeps guard. After which, we will first smite
the hundred men, and then go and take the sheikh from
the castle of Bitlis.”

ly.
Syelim preudly,

*“Hool” grunted Abdullah. ‘That indeed will be s
task !” s ?
CHAPTER 4.

To the Rescue of the Sheikh.

“M T is time, my-lord! They come!”’ .
]} Abdullah had whispered the words into Alan's ear,
and; alert as a wolf to the signals of danger, the
young Englishman was wide awake in a second. ‘A glance
at the stars sufficed to tell him that midnight was passed,
and as he stretched his great limbs and felt the suavo
elasticity of his muscles, he blessed the tactics of the fos
which had left him undisturbed during four hours of solid

sleep. £ . , T

It{oh'followed Abdullah- to the look-out,- where Selim lay
watching. ;

Up the spiral pass Hadir’s soldiers were climbing, led by
Dilawer, tho lieutenant. Two hundred of them the watchers
counted. .

“Three men and a maid can never hold out against that
host!” said Abdullah glumly. ‘‘We shall be caught an
roasted. Hadir Bey hath strange dungeons in Bitls.”

“If need were,” said Alan grimly, ‘‘ two men might hold
this fort against twice the number, as thou shall presently
see, old croaker. But it is not my purpose to waste tima
fighting here. A plan is in my head for gaining the release
og t}}xle sheikh, and before dawn we-must be on the Karzan
Dagh.”

‘‘ Have we wings to fly?”’ growled Abdullah. * How shall
we csecape when our road lies through those hounds of Hadir
down below?” :

‘That ye shall soon see,’” said Alan.
and come with me, the three of you.”

A Double-length Talo of
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" “Nay, but one had bettor stay to witch,” protested
Abdullah,

Alan caught him a buffet on the shoulder that sent him
reeling to earth.

‘If 4hou darest argue with me, thou grumbling camel I”’
he growled. ‘‘ Knowest thou not that though the pass seoms
but short, yot by reason of its winding and its _steepness
none may gain the top under two hours’ toil? Those men
of Dilawer’s will not be in touch for a long hour yeot.”

“ Even 80,” grunted Abdullah, rubbing his shoulder ;
“wherefore did I say that one should remain hero. i
hurling down rocks upon them as they come, they would
greatly be delayed, and their numbers much diminished.”

“Thou hast other work to "do,” wsaid Alan briefly.
6" Come "’

He led them across the broad plateau, which on every side
was flanked with caves, to the furthest anglo, where in a
small cave Sifazo lay slecping. The girl sprang up, alarmed
at thoir footsteps, and gave a shrill cry as sho saw horsolf
surrounded by threo figures, indistinguishable in the dark-
ness.

“Peace, fool!” said Abdullah fraternally.

Alan reached up to a ledge, and took down a bundle of
resined torches, which Solim speedily kindled. In the flare
he pointed out to them a black hole in the far cornor of the
cave.

“Behold!” ho said. ‘“By there wo gain the top of the
oliff, overlooklng the stronghold. It was Kasim’s way of
retroat, but I discovered it whon we destroved the bandit,
and in ordor to make good my flight with the Lady of the
Haideranli, I and the sheikh rolled stones inta it, so that
now it is blocked. Much of the way I have cleared during

" the last week, and have made theroin a cunning chamber,
walled around with rocks. Follow me, and I will show ye
what is left to bo done.”

He led them up the long slope, till they were confronted
by what scemod to be an impassable mass of fallon rock.
But strotching his hands aloft, Alan pushed on a rock, near
the ceiling of the tunnel, and the rock swung inward, revenl-
ing a cavity through which a man might easil squceze.
Climbing up by the boulders, Alan passed through, and tho
others, following, found themselves in a great cavern, whose
further exit was blocked by a like contrivance.

‘“Here a man mng lie hidden for weeks,” said Alan, as
he rolled the rock back on its grooved pivot, ‘‘and none
guess how he escaped. Moreover, if perchanco some skilled

In engineering were to pierce the first barrier, there would

time to fly by the second. Through this we must now
poss, for the exit at the top is still blooked.” )

Passing in the same manner through the second barrier,
they came at last to a great boulder, around the edges of
which could be seen the glimmer of the starlit night.

Alan pointed to some great logs and rollers lying at the

foot of the boulder.
., ‘Thore is your task,” he said. ‘“‘Inch by inch yeo must
force the boulder up, Sifaze advancing the pins to stay it,
as Abdullah and Sclim lever it upward. Work and pause
not. o to hold back Hadir's men. When ye reach the
open, call me from the to{x, and I will join ye.”

Hadir's troops were tojling up the last spiral when Alan
reached the look-out. Between them and the plateau lay
o straight and very stcop ascent for about one hundred and
fifty yards, one side of which was bounded by the precipico,
and the other by sixty feot of sheer rock, grown here and
there with tufts of coarse grass, and here and there dotted
with some stubborn bush, whose roots had found shelter in
a orevice.

At tho head of the ascent a great pillar of stones was
raised, blocking the anglo that gave on to the plateau, the
pathway narrowing there from a ten-foot way to a space
soarcoly thirty inches broad.

Bohind this pillar Alan, taking his stand, waited till the
soldiers had .lf trailed into the straight ascent, then waved
a handkorchief as ﬂuF of truce. .

Dilawer, halting his troop, came forward to within ten
pacos. .

Alan had a great liking for the Turkish officer—a ‘liking
- born of his daring and soldierly courage in that awful hour
of slaughter, when from behind the armoury door in the
castle of Bitlis Alan and the sheikh had routed troop after
troop of Hadir's picked men, while Dilawer, cool as if in a

rawing-room,. direoted unmoved the futile assault.

‘ Hearken, O Dilawer!” he said, showing his hoad above
the pillar of rocks. ‘‘Get thee back before it is too lato.
If thy men advance, this avalancho of stones shall swoep
them into tho abyss. And I would not slay so many brave
men in so poor & cause.'

‘ My orders,” replied Dilawer calmly, ‘“are to take thee.

And take thee I will, dead or alive. Yet as thou art a

brave man,; I would advise thee to scek a sword-point, for
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the {l)unishment of him who hath violated the sanctity of
the harem is no light thing to bear.”

“I thank thee,” mocked Alan. ““Yet if thou livest to
see Hadir again, tell him that the punishment of him who
stealeth an English lady from the roof of his friend will

measured and memorable.”

Dilawer saluted him gravely, withdrew to his men, and
waved them on to the attack. )

Alan waited till they were within fifty yards, then, taking
the topmost stone from the pillar—a round lump of granite
large as an elephant’s head, he hurled it down. It caught
the ground twenty feet distant, bourded, struck again, and
gathering. velocity leapt like a live thing among tlgs throng
of crowded Jlegs climbing the ascent, fraying a passage
through the first ten ranks, till stopped by the crossed rifles
of those in the rear.

Than, before they had recovered from their confusion,
another and a larger rock was hurtling among their logs,
and aftor that another and yet another; and then in close
succession four great boulders, forming the pillar's base,
came crashing down upon the broken ranks, sweeping those
still erect into tho abyss, and to those already down finishing
the work of their predccessors.

At tho rush of the second stone Dilawer had loapt like a
ocat at a tuft of grass in the oliff above his head, and, grasp-
ing it, had swung his hand to one above, and thonco to a
tough shrub, whence he howled directions to his men to
stand firm and shoot.

But their bullets only flattenad against the crashing rocks,
and in two minutes the terrible avalanche had swept the
path, and the survivors, flinging away their guns, were
fleeing down the pass in panic terror.

White with rage, Dilawer leapt into the ‘path, and with
drawn revolver advanced on Alan.

“Ingeliz devil,” he yolled, as he halted and took aim,
‘“you at least shall die{”

ut Alan had kopt an eyo on the officer, and as the latter
had leapt into the pass ho had plucked from the rock a
thorn-shrub, with its sproading root garnished with dry
clods. And before Dilawer had brought his revolvor to thoe
level, Alan had hurled the shrub full at him, and loapt
aside. Ths revolver cracked again and again, despite the
galling thorn branchos that braceleted tho officer’s wrist,
and the shower of dry earth that had sprinkled his eyes,
But it cracked in vain; for in far less time th@ it takes
to tell, Alan, after his side-lcap, had sprung round tho
anglo, gainod the plateau, and, with Clok close at heel, had
raced into the cave of the tunnel.

By the time Dilawer had regained his sight, and, oareless
in his fury, dashed after him, the plateau was deserted, and
he sought in vain among its many cavos, to turn at last
bafled from the fallen rocks in tho tunnel. and rotrace his
steps towards Lake Van and Bitlis.

Alan, meanwhile, had passed by the rock-chamber, and
arrived at the exit in time to lend a hand to tho two toiling
Bokharians, who were almost cracking thoir backs in the
futile effort to lever the huge stone up the last foot of the
steep way.

“ Hold fast thy levers to each side, ye lamb-loined, water-
kneed sluggards!” he criaed.

Aund as they obeyed him he bent, and, thirusting his hands
beneath the boulder, slowly straightened his back, the maas
of granite coming up with him, till, with a forward lunge,
ho rolled it free of tho mouth.

“Hoo!” shouted Seciim and Abdullah in chorus, while
Sifaze gazed at him with wide, shining eyes.

*“Verily, thy back is of brass and thy arms of Damascene
steel !’ said Ahdullah.

* The two of you might well have done it,” growled Alan,
“if ye had not feared the bulk. But what of this maiden?
We have far to go, and must travel fast.”

“Foar not,” said Selim. *‘Sifaze is as a young (loe, and
on the mountains will outrun the grey goat. It is Letter
that she return to Mush.” Lo

“Will my lord reveal his plan?” asked Abdullah, in his
most deferential tone, when Alan in a few words had re-
counted how he had disposed of Hadir's troops and baffied
Dilawer.

** Remembercst thou,” replied Alan, “that as we fled dowri
the Karzan Dagh yesterday I pointed out to thee the spoor
of & bear and two cubz?”

*“ A black bear, lame in the forepaw,” assanted Abdullah,

‘“ And doubtless Helim hath informed thee,” wont on Alan,
“that Hadir Bey hath a great Jove for collecting wild
animals, which he keeps in the closed garden beyond his
palace. This, then, is my plan. We will follow the spcor
of tho bear, kill the'old one, and eeizo the cubs. Then thon
and Selim, taking the disguise of Arab beggars, shall
lead the cubs to Bitlis. Hadir will himself load thee to the
cages where tho bears shall be placed. Meanwhile, I will
gathor men and horses, and wait beyond the wall of the
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garden., Onoe within, ye will let loose the cubs, and while
the keepers are chasing them ye will fall on Hadir, and
pass him over the wall, while we, mounting the wall, cover
the keepers with guns. Ye will follow, and hefore the alarm
can be given we shall be far on the road to Alchlai, whence
we shall bear the bey to the rock-chamber. Then we will
treag?fygr his liberty against that of the sheikh’s. Is the plan
80O !

¥ . .

“It i8 very good,” grinned Selimi; * and though there be
some risk, 1t 16 small. Yusuf, the shepherd, will give us
disguisos; and not even Dilawer would think us fools
e’nomi:gh to seek the scarching of his eyes”

““Forward, then!” said Alan.

The dawn was grey in the sky when, in the gorge below
the ledge by which they had escaped the previous day, they
picked up the spoor of tho bear, and after following it for
more than two miles came in sight of the huge beast lving
on its back in front of a cave, with its two cubs gambolling
around it.

', The bear sniffed their presence at the same instant, and
lurched to its feet. with a menacing growl, and a pat right
and left with its paw that sent the cubs scuttling into the
cave.

. ““By Jove, it’'s a shame to go for it!” said Alan, admir-
ing the picture the great beast made, as it stood gently rock-
ing before its lair, its nose high in air, its little, wicked
eyes searching the woods right and left.

But Clok left him no alternative. The wolfhound had a
weakness for bear-fiessh, and he remembered the succulent
feed he had had near that samo spot a few monihs pre-
viously, when Alan had slain a great male, which was doubt-
less the mate of the mother now before them.

Clok feared nothing on four lege, and, unseen by his
master, he had crept round through the trees, and even as
Alan spoke he leapt from the ledge above the cave on to
the bear’s back, and buried his great fangs deop into its
neck. With a roar of mﬁe and pain the monster reared
on its hind-legs, and lurched backwards against the rock,
endeavouring to crush its enemy.

But Clok was nimble as o weasel, and he writhed away
in time to save his back without loosening his grip. But in
doing so he got his hindquarters within reach of bruin’s
paws, and the two ponderous forearms of the hear closed
round him in a doathly grip, and its jaw gaped above the
hound’s half-cracking spine.

‘ Shoot not!” yelled Alan to Abdullah, who, with levelled
rifle, was aiming into the brute’s maw.

He had dashed forward as le cried out, and as Clok,
alive to his danger, changed with lightning-like ewiftnecss
the grip of his teeth from the nape of the neck to bury

them into' the exposed throat, his master swung aloft his

terrible axe, and brought the keen blade crashing down on
bruin’s skull. ~Through fur and bone it shore its .way,
cleaving sheer through the brain. Outward jerked the paws,
clnwinf savagely for a second at the air. Then, with a
gren.t urch, the bear fell forward, the last spasin of its
eating paws hurling Clok a good dozen feet away. :

“Hoo! The good axe!” shouted Abdullah; and, fol-
lowed by his brother, he leapt the fallen body and dived
into the cave. :

The oubs, for all their eloquence in swearing, were an easy

capture: but it was in vain that the two Bokharians pleaded
for time to skin the mother, uiging ite great value. '
. ‘“Forward, ye sons of usurers!’’ Alan said, driving them
on with the haft of his axe, while Sifaze mocked them with
her laughter. “ Would ye talk of a bear's skin, when the
skin of the prophet of Bagdad is in danﬁ(er?”

So forward they went, perforce, Clok sharing in their

rumbling, and eyeing with red eyes, while his tongus licked
E‘i'a chops, the two sash-swathed bundles borne by Selim and
Abdullah, b

It was an hour later that they gained the route to Bitlis,
on the spot where they had scen tho bey halt the previous
day, nndpturn aside to follow Sifaze.

“Steady!” said Alan, as they were about to leave the
shelter of the trees. ‘“ Who is this that comes running along
the road from Mush?”

“I know him,” whispered Sifaze eagerly. “It.is one
Hundi, the carrier of the letter-writer of the mosque in

‘Mush, who also is a crafty man and a spy of Hadir's.”

“In that case,’”’ said Alan coolly, ** we will know the cause
of his hurry, and the contents of the letter in his pouch.”
They waited till the man was alinost abreast of them;

then; springing out, they seized him, and hurried him into

‘the woods.

“ Stop thy gibbering, fool1” said Alan, as the man's teeth
“*We will not hurt thee if thou but

“From tho letter-writer of the mosque at Mush,” chat-

tered the carrier, ‘‘ bearin iword to Hadir Bey.”
‘1 would see that word,” said Alan; and, despite the
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" man's cries, he plucked away his pouch and extracted the

letter it contained, . .
Stripped of its Oriental courtesies and titles, the letter ran

us: ]
*“The Englishwoman lodging with Felut. Pacha leaves ab
noon to-day, to wait at the grotto at the foot of the Karzan
Dagh, facing the road to Hazro, where she trusts to meet
Hamilton Effendi, of Van. For she hath written to him
bidding him send thither an escort, who shall see her safely
to his coneulate, as she fears to travel by the caravan lest
thou shouldst purchase its leader and obtain her betrayal.
But her letter reposeth with me, and I have caused a
message to be sent to her in the name of Hmmxlt&zn Effendi
to eay that he will send the cscort. Let your Kxcellency,
then, uso discretion and dispatch, and exciting not too much
suspicion by taking soldiers, himself, with tho slaves of
his harem, Yie in wait for the lady. So shall he recover the
pearl that was lost. Moreover, I have bought the zaptiehs
who shall accompany the lud:yl'1 to the grotto, and once sho
is there, they will all leave her, and return, taking with
them also her }}:ovsc. 1 sovm’i’ the message by the hand of
Hundi, whom thou knowest. .

A ’\‘('ry pretty little plot!’” mused Alan, as he finished
deciphering the letter. . .

For some minutes he stood reflectively regarding the faco
of Hundi, who, careless }\;Jf !};is scrutiny, was looking with
eager, covetous eyes at the bear cubs. ;

EWhy desirest 3tho\1 the oubs?” asked Alan suddenly, ae
all the “opportunitics offered by the letter suggested them-
selves to him. o

“Nay, my lord, I coveted them not!’’ cried the runner,

“Thou liest !’ said Alan. * Speak the truth, or—

“Be not angry, my lord!”’ cried Hundi. - 1t is true that
my eyes looked on theni with longing. For I am poor, and
1 jove a maid I may not wed without much money, and that
at this trade I cannot gain. But had I such cubs as those, I
would train then, and go from fair to fair, and make money
quickly, so I should return and buy a'vineyard, and marry.

““Wilt thou gain the cubs and ten pounds in gold?”’ asked
Alan. .

“How s0?” asked Hundi, his eyes gleaming.

Alan t\vin.te(ll the }mis#ive into  its original’
handed it back to the man. .

“Bear that to Hadir Bey,” he said. ‘Say nought of this
encounter, and return hither. If Hadir Bey "acts as the
message bids him—and unless thou be_bmye@t us he will so
nct——tﬁz cubs and the gold shall be thine.” .

“Behold, for one cub alone,” said Hundi, “I would
willingly betray Hadir Bey into years of torment. Five
years have I borne him letters, yet never hath he given me
so much as a piastre. Moreover, he hath cast his evil eyes
on the fairness of the maid I love. Wherefore, if bearing
the letter and keeping-discreet my tongue will be for tho
hurt of Hadir Bey, lo, even will I bear it for no cub at all!

“Then get thee gone,” said Alan, “and use thy best
speed. And as carnest of our bargaip, take now the five
gold pieces. When thou returnest, join us in the wood above
the grotto, facing the road to Hazro.’ e .

Hundi au.l:smed, pocketeél fl'l}:_e”‘gold, and, bounding into
the road, s away towards Bitlis, .~

* But if I:hou iv{ast him the bears,” growled Abdullah,
"‘“‘;hnvt then of t.ﬁ ™

¢

th

shape, and

v plan? - .
plan {nuixt ever yield Plaob to & better, thick-
head !’ replied Alan cheerfully. * We go towards Mush,
and, by the staff of the Sheikh Jelaluddin, I’ promise thea
that when the sun éets this evening Hadir Bgy_shnll be
lodged in the chang)orhbgtw:een the rocks in Kasim's strong-
hold on the Sipan Dagh. C ,

“Hoo!” grupnt.cd Abdullah. ‘“ Art thou also a prophet?”

"CHAPTER 8.
The Sheikh’'s Second Plan,

“ HAT are you doing? Stop! Come back at once!™
W Mrs, Adair stood at the entrance to the grotto,
on the cross-roads where the routes to Mush and

Bitlis and Hazro join, calling after the twenty zaptichs who

.had conducted her, and who were now riding back along

the road at full gallop, and leading, too, her own horse.
“Do not be afraid, Mre. Adair,” said a voice at her

elbow. *“I will take care of you.” - . 3 .
“You, Mr. Wayward!” cried the Irishwoman, stretching

out_her hands with a gesture of joyous relief. R.enll!; 1
shall begin to think you are destined to be my saviour.
““For this time, at any rate,’”’ laughed Alan, and ex-

plaired to her the treachery of which she was the object.
“Oh!” cried Mrs., Adair. “It - is all the fault of that
wild old prophet of yours!” s
** How -all Eis fault?” asked Alan, amazed. )
‘‘ Because, four days ago,” replied Mrs. Adair, -‘“he sent
‘a messaege to me begging me write the letter.I did {o
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Mr. Hamilton, and to send it by tho letter-writer of the
mosquo. And he prophesiod such dreadful ills to me, if I
refused, that I was frightened, and promised.”

“Oh!” said Alan. “That was his second plan, then?”

“What are you talking about?” said Mrs. Adair, rather
frotfully,

“I will explain presently,” said Alan “Time presscs
now. I want you to lend your hat and cloak to Sifaze hero.
You yourself must come up into the woods, and travel on
under Selim’s guidance. That dust you see along the road
in the distanco towards Bitlis is our friend Hadir Bey.”

“ Anything to escape that wretch!"” cried Mrs. Adair,

-snatching off her light dust-cloak and her hat, which Sifaze
immediately donned.

“ Get well into the grotto, Sifaze,” said Alan, “and don’t
be afraid. No one shall hurt you.”

“1 am not afraid when my lord i3 near!” said Sifaze,
X‘th' a look that drew a litfle mocking laugh from Mrs,

air,

“Sure, and if you make that pretty child fall in love
with you,” she “teased, ‘“what will your princess be

snyi{rg?"
*You let the princess alono!” said Alan gruflly, as he
hastenod Mrs. Adair up the mountain-side, and lifted her

;m to the mule that Seolim held in waiting among tho
rec

g,
Oh, faith, she's only a woman !’ laughed Mrs. Adair.
“But do tell me what you are going to go, and what you
mean by the sheikh’s second plan ?”

“We are going to trap Hadir Bey, and punish him for
his misdeeds,” said Alan, with a grin. ““The sheikh had
formed two plans, and he would not tell me of the second.
The first miscarried, and the prophct himself is a prisoner.
But it scoms_that his prophetic instinct was not at fault,
anyhow, for I fairly stumblod into the thick of his second
plan; for you can see that he meant to use vou as a lure
to bring Hadir Bey, with only a few slaves, hero to catch
you, and to bo fairly ambushed by us. And, of courso, the
Fact that the sheikh is a prisoner, and that I am supposed
to bo besieged in Kasim’s old stronghold, will make that
monkoy of Bitlis feel that he has the game properly in his
hands. And look! There’s the proof of it. He's only got
four of his old white-gowned harom servants with  him.
Lucky I intercepted that note, wasn’t it ?”

““Bless you "’ said Mrs. Adair forvently. “T think I'd like
to got along. But I do hope you'll catch him this time.”

““Wo shall!” said Alan grimly. ‘Push on quickly, and
trust to Selim! Don’t halt a moment till you got to the
Sipan Dagh. Then stay in the rock-chamber Sclim will show
you, and don't budge from it till I come.”

He watched the two depart, and turned to groet Hundi,
;lv}lxlo, panting and nearly breathless, camo toiling up the

1

‘“ Flo oomos !” he gasped. * Nor doos he suspoct anything.
The lioutenant—Dilawer—he hath sent to hold the pass to
Kasim’s haunt. And behold, for the first time, the piastre
he threw me for my lottor!”

And throwing the pieco on the ground, Hundi spat on it,
then 'um{;ed on it, grinding it into the carth.

”'I‘Le ears and tho gold are thine,” said Alan, as he
handed over five pounds, and made a sign to Abdullah to
surrender the cubs. “ Now go, and delay not lest thy neck
pay thy tarrying !" ;

“Come, Abdullah!” he went on, as Hundi sped through
the woods. ““ We will get to the rock above the grotto, and
preparc the gag and nooses for Hadir Bey.”

o ontrance to the grotto was in tho Mush road, which
bent almost at right angles to the route from Bitlis. The
grotto itsolf ran some twenty yards into tho mountain, and
wag topped by a great block of rock,.seamed with jacinth
and red quartz, and overgrown with shrubs that lay thick
r)vitl)hwhite blossom boneath the spreading verdure of a giant

eoch. N

It was among the shrubs, on this ledge overhanging tho
road, that Alan and his henchman wormed their way till
they reached thoe very edge. . . .

‘“Art thou there, Sifaze?” whispered Alan, bending his
head over the ledge to see within.

“I am here, my lord!” replied Sifaze.

“In a few minutes they will be here,” went on Alan.
“Pull the veil about thy face, and be as one lost in
admiration of the stalactites. If, perchance, Hadir evade
my grip, and enters the grotto, get thee to the further end;
and when he follows thee, throw into his eyes the pepper I
did givo thee, then rush on _him and trip him up. But if
thou seest that my grip fails not, then do not tarry, but
lmgunt, his horse, ang join us here in the glade above the
odgo.”

“‘;I will do as my lord says!” replied Sifaze, with a little
ripplo of laughter. .

‘“Hist I” whispered Abdullah, who was keeping a look-out
on the Bitlis road. | :

Alan drew his head back swiftly, and not too soon; for
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two of Hadir's eunuchs came whirling round the angle in
a cloud of dust, dashed past the grotto, with a keen glance
into the interior; then, wheeling their horses a hundred
yards beyond, rode up the hill, and galloped through the
woods, searching the shades with alert, practised eyes. They
passed not twenty paces from where Alan and Abdullah lay,
and Clok, with his master's hand tightly pressed on his
snarling muazzlo. *

““Hoo!” whispered Abdullah, as the scouts rejomed the
road further back. *The monkey of Bitlis rememberoth the
ambush of yesterday !"

But the report of his scouts had evidently satisfied Hadir
Bey that no traps were being laid for him.' Indeed, so
cortain was he that the sheilkh was safe in-a dungeon and
Alan well bottled in Kasim’s old haunt, that he had sent
forward his scouts, not from any fear of ambush, but
rather to make sure ‘that no spies o¥ the letter-writor lurked
in the vicinity to bear inconvenient witness to their master,
whose artistry in blackmail was of the sort to inspire pre-
cautions.

*“ Wait ye here,” he said to his escort, “and stir not till
I call thee. Perchance, I shall prevail on the Ingeli lady
to consent to our marriage ; andl, in that case, I would not
have her made fearful by your ugly black faces. So see that
ye stir not till T blow two blasts on my whistle.”

Tho bey rode forward at a leisurely walk, ruminating over
the manner of his address. In the thick dust of the road
the hoofs of his horse made no noise, and he grinned
maliciously, as, anticipating the surprise ho was about ta
effect, he reined his mount in beneath the overhanging roof,

and, strotching out his hand, threw the reins over the fork '

of a jutting branch and prepared to dismount.

It was at that moment that Alan Wayward’s hands fell,
fastening round the bey's throat in a throttling ri[lthhut
choked back the shrill squeal of terror it evokmf adly
the bey tore at the tightening grasp, and dug his hools round
tho ribs of his horse. Against the giant strongth of the
Englishman the struggle did not last a sccond. Tho bey
parted from his horse as if shot from a catepult, and the
next moment was lying on his back amid the bushes, while
Abdullah stuffed the ‘‘poire d’angoisse’ into his gaping
mouth, and slipped over wrists and ankles and knees the
recady nooscs. Then Abdullah produced a sack from the
pack on his shoulders, and head first into it tho Bey of
fXitlis was thrust, and the mouth tied firmly round his
cot.

“Good!” said Alan, as he peeped over tho boulder, and
saw Sifaze, mounted astride the bey’s charger, urging it
gently round the side of the grotto, up the hill.

Two minutices later the bey was strappod across the horso’s
haunches, and the little cavalcade was moving swiftly

through the trces. They followed the course of the torrent, -

mounting by the path down which the sheikh had ridden
in his mad (ilt. And so jubilant wore they in their success
that, versed in woodcraft though tley were, yet neither Alan
nor Abdullah gave a thought to the fact that in two places,
at least, thc path commanded a full view of tho Bitlis
road, quarter of a mile below.
" Their attention was, however, drawn to tho fact by a
suddon shout from below, and they turned to sco the
Nubians, with swords waving aloft, sot their horses at the
steep bank, and spur them vielently forward in pursuit.
‘1t is a pity to destroy such noble beasts,” said Alan;
“yet our captive demands it.
make those fat blacks dismount.
they shall, at least, have a run for their money. Yet sco,
Abdullah, that thou slayest not tho slaves!”
He left Abdullah to his task, and pressed on ahoad with
Sifaze, quite unconscious of the tender glances and troubled

* sighs that sentimental maiden was wasting on him. DBut,

though the Bokharian was a true shot, and sent his four
stecds to their happy hunting-grounds with no more pain
than a bullet through the brain involved, the Nubians were
tg prove theinselves less slothful than Alan had dubbed
them.

They took up tho chase on foot, and with a verve and
speed that sorely tempted Ahbdullah to disohey Alan’s com-
mand.  He was beginning, however, to have a mighty
respect for his chosen master’s behest; so, relioving his
feeYings with a volley of strange metaphors, he took to his
heels, and reported progress to his master.

By this time they had reached tho great boulder that
guarded the descent into the perilous way they had passed
tho day before, and the Nubians were still”a good five
hundred yards behind.

* Lower thou  Sifaze over the edge!” commanded Alan
to Abdullah, “Then lower the bey to her, and return
here to meo!” A .

As Abdullah obeyed, wonderm%, Alan stripped the horse
of bridle and stirrup-leathers, and, giving it a spank on the
haunches, sent it at a wild gallop down the pass, up which
the Nubians were toiling. Then leaping to tho bouldor he

watchod its progress.

Try thy skill, Abdullah, and -
If they will follow us, *
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He had divined, rightly enough, that the slaves would not
withstand such a ohsrﬁe in so narrow a path, but he was
hardly prepared for what followed; for, as the horse, wild
with freedom, galloped down on them, one of the Nubians
leapt clear into the abyss, to sink into the river far below.
One pasted against the rock received a flying kick in the
ribs that sent him after his comrade, But the other two
fell gat on their faces, judging rightly that so well-trained a
steed would instinctively jump an obstacle rather than risk
tripping over it. And as the horse justified their expecta-
tions, and left them scathless, they sprang to their feet again,
and rushed up the pass, gaining the boulder just .as
Abdullah, joining Alan, presented the muzzle of his rifle
to their astonished eyes.

* Lay down your swords,” said Alan, “or ye are dead
men! Now advance!” he said, as they obeyed sullenly.

He motioned them forward to the edge of the cliff, over-
looking the_ led%e where Sifaze stood by the bey in his
sack, the point of his battle-axe and the muzzle of Abdullah’s
rifle providing all the argument that was necessary to over-
come their first show of reluctance. For a moment Alan
stood strapping together the stirrup-leathers into a stout
noose, and linking this to the doubled bridle.

¢ Now, yo children of folly,” he said, ‘““since yo would
follow your master, you shall evon have the pleasure of
carrying him.  Descend ye to that ledge, and slip this
noose heroe over the sack, in which your master lies. Then,
creeping forward, the foromost of you shall bear him on his
back, while the one coming after shall keep the looped
:')rlllqle over his shoulders. 8o he shall be in no danger of
alling.’

-It was in vain the Nubians jabbered. They were prodded

over, and whacked into obedience, and with Abdullah lead-

mg, and Alan bringing up the rear, the party negotiated in
safety the dizzy way, and landed in the gorgo beyond.

Thero, Alan cut a rough litter, and placing the bey and

Sifaze on it, drove the Nubians to the handles; and con-

tinued his route.

‘“Verily, my lord,” said Abdullah, with a wide grin, *‘ this
was o very wise and great device of thine; for, indced, my
heart sank as I thought that it would be my lot to bear that
little monkey all the way up the Sipan Dagh!”

tour after hour they plodded on, till, as night fell, they
halted near the secret defile by which they must pass to
gain the heights above Kasim’s stronghold.

Hero Alan drew Abdullah a little aside.

* We must not take these slaves up the secrot way,” he
said. “And I am _l)uzzlod what to do with them. If I
let them go, they will lead Dilawer and his men here, and
they -may nose out the way up the rocks to the tunnel
entrance on the cliffs.”

“Let my lord but ask them what they will do, if thou
ssparest their lives,” said Abdullah, grinning.

In answer to the question Alan put, the slaves shrugged
their shoulders. :

“Flee !” said ono. “What else? If Hadir Bey should
aver return, our lot would be the bastinado and the
gallows. And if we return without him, torture and the bow-
string await us. If thou sparost us, our only hopo of life
is in flight far to the south.”

‘‘ Then take these pieces of gold,” said Alan, passing them
a handful, ‘‘and fles while ye may, for it will be many
days ero Hadir Bey sees Bitlis again !”

The Nubians waited nd second bidding, but, grabbing the
gold, bolted along the way they had come, nor did anyone
at Bitlis over ascribe their disappearance to. anything but
the battle-axe of the ‘‘Ingeliz devil”” that was bewitched
by the prophet of Bngdn.d.

‘“ Alas,” sighed Abdullah, “after all, my back must bear

* that burden, and_for the stiffest part of the journey !”

*“Nay,” replied Alan; *‘I dare not risk his precious life
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on that spineless back of thine! If thou wert to fall, the
sheikh would be doomed. Pass that bridle round my
shoulderg, and make the sack lie level on my back. Keep
thou behind me, so that if I overbalance, or lose my footing,
he may fall on thee, and not be hurt !”’ i

“In good truth,” grumbled Abdullah, “I like this tack
even less than the other I”
. The climb through the defile was almost precipitous, and
it taxed all Alan’s great strength to reach the top. But it
was reached at last, and, in obedience to their signal, Selim
thrust down the bar that held the grooved rock, and the
%mrty joined Mrs. Adair in the room Alan had built in the
unnel.

“But where is the bey?’” cried that lady, looking from
one to the other, under the flare of the torcﬁes.

*“ Excellency,” said Alan, as he slit the sack open, ““ behold
the lady thou didst set out to see! She graciously permits
thee to offer thy salutations!”

——

CHAPTER 6.
Taming the Turk.

o ELALUDDIN and thou shall hang in chains!” wae all
Hadir Bey’s response to Alan’s greeting, when at
dawn next day the Englishman intimated that he

could not provide his guest with breakfast before the arrival

of the sheikh.

The Turk was on his dignity, and, even in the trying
circumstances of his presentation to Mrs. Adair the night
before, he had borne himself with an air of unabased pride
that had stirred the Irishwoman to admiration. ever-
theless, he was very hungry, and eight hours of a woollen
gag had left him with a thirst there was no gainsc7ing.

But he had asked in vain for water, and even Mrs. Adair
had futilely pleaded in his behalf.

*‘He gets neither bite nor sup till the sheikh be here,”
had saig Alan. And the better to effectuate his sentence,
he had banished Mrs. Adair, under guard of Sifaze, to the
upper portion of the tunnel, with instructions to the Bok-
harian girl to keep a sharp look-out, and at the first sign of
danger retire on the rock-chamber.

Himself, with Abdullah, had passed the night in alternate
watches remaking ‘‘the pillar of hurling,” as the rtheikh
called the pile of stones Alan had demoliched to the undoing
of Dilawer’s trooEs.

In addition, they had built up along the edge of the
plateau half a dozen V-shaped, crescent-flanked heaps of
rocks, that a man might hurl alone down into the [)Msh":;
tha
was by no means remote when the bey’s prolonged absence
shouldygive rise to speculation and search.

But, as yet, no signs of immediate assault were visible,
and when dawn brought back Selim from a reconnoitring
expedition on which Alan had despatched him, the Bok-
harian had reported that the road was clear as far as the
lake; the shores of which were, however, being closely
patrolled. . .

Throughout the morning the three men toiled unremit-
tingly, piling up stones till all the ledge was a-bristle with
great cairns.

‘“ Unless they find the way up the rocks to the cliff above,’
said Selim at' noon, ‘“‘not all the troops at Bitlis could take
the stronghold, with us three guarding it.”’

*“ And even then,” rejoined Alan, ‘they could not. For I
have a keg of gunpowder in the tunnel, and if they gain the
cliff, the tunnel shall take them a little nearer the BI’X fl
““"That is all very well for you men,” said Mrs. Adair;
who, with Sifuze,‘i‘!md been transferred at dawn from the
tunnel to a cave in the plateau; “but I don’t want to stay
here for a week, only to be blown up at the end of it. My
little girl is sick at %Aush, and she will be fretting for me.
At all hazards, I must get down to Van. Surely, Mr.
Wayward, since Selim reports all clear as far as the lake,
I might venture, with him as guide, to make for Arjish, at
the head of the lake. And once there, I could hire some
cart, or mule, or even a donkey, to go on to Van and
Mr. Hamilton.”

*“If you'd rather do so,” said Alan, “I don't sce any
objection.  In fact, it would be better; for we may have
fairly lively times here, and if we did happen to go under—
well, Turkish soldiers don’t stand on ceremony in the
moment of a victory dearly bought.”

‘‘ Then, for goodness’ sake, man, let us be going at once!”
cried Mrs. Adair, with a shudder. ‘ If ever gget out of this
wre_tc};e'd country I’ll never leave the shores of England
again!’

““More haste, less speed,” said Alan calmly. *Selim
must first go a little way and scout. Clear off, Selim,” he
went on, turning to the Bokharian. ‘‘ See how the land lies
towards the lake. You needn’t go far, for you must take
the route towards the Ala Dagh, and then turn southward
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‘tlong the further slopes of the Bipan, and make Arjish by a
etour.”

~ While Mrs. Adair controlled her impatience and Selim
departod on his errand, Alan paid another visit to the bey,
‘whom he found in a much more amenable spirit.

CIf T give thee an order for tho release of that accursed
prophet,” he snarled over his swollon tongue, * wilt thou
give me to eat and drink?”’

“ Neither bite nor drop,” answered Alan stonily, “till the
sheikh be here.” ’

“But I am dying, dog.!”’ howled the bey, suddenly purple
with fury.

‘“ There is moisture enough in the rock,” said Alan, “to
keop thee alive for a week. If thou wouldst eat and drink,
sign the order for the sheikh’s relouse. -The sooner he is
here, the nearer thou wilt be to thy desire.”

“Give me paper and pen,”” moaned the bey, unable to
endure longer tho sight of Alan, who was slowly peeling an
ornr%vo.

“They are here,” said Alan, producing both, with a bottle
of ink, and loosening’'the bonds on the bey’s arm.

“Order to the officer in charge of my houschold,” scrawlod
the bey feverishly, ‘to release at once, under pain of death
for delay of even a minute, the Sheikh Jelaluddin, and give
%x}:\l.s?;fo conduct where he will.—Signed, HADIR, Bey of

itlis.

He pushed the paper to Alan, who pockated it.

“I will give thee all the rings on my hands for that
vrange,” groaned Hadir.

‘‘ Neither bite nor sup till the sheikh be here,” replied
Alan, unmoved.

““Then may dogs eat thy bones!” shrieked the bey. “ Get
thee gone!” .

‘“ Sign first a safe conduct for my messengers,” said Alan.

he bey, speechless with rage, obeyed. = And Alan, un-
fastening his bonds, rejoined Mrs. Adair.

“ The monkei of Bitlis is clamouring for nuts,” he said.
"“In grace of which I have not only the order for the sheikh’s
reloase, but a safe conduct that will shorten your journey
nnd enable you to go straight down to Alchlai and t.a{ce boat
to Van.”

“ Faith; you're a jewel of a boy, and that’s a fact!” said
Mrs. Adair. ‘““But_you’re an inhuman monster, all the
same. Sure, you might give the poor man a wee drop of
something. He must be parched with the thirst.”

‘It can’t be done,” said Alan. ‘ He's on the punishment-
list, and he’s got to stick it out. Ah, here comes Selim; and
zrorln!,t;he look of him I should say he’s in a considerable

unl

And Selim was, for he had escaped by the skin of his teethr
a cunning ambush of six sharpshooters, planted aloft on the
walls of the cliff above the pass among the stray bushes.

“The valley is filled with men,” he reported, *and
Dilawer roams from post to post like a leopard cat snarling
after its mate. If the Ingeliz lady go down now, she goes to
certain capture.”

““Give me the safe conduct and the order for the sheikh’s
reloase,” cried Mrs. Adair. “I am not afraid. I will ride
alone to Dilawer. He will not dare disobey the orders.”

“You can’t go down alone,” said Alan. * Selim will be
nqht enough with the safe conduct.”

“Then let us start now,” insisted the impulsive littlo
Irishwoman. ‘I don’t want to wait here till those villains
come up. A bold faoce is half a battle.”

Alan looked at her fluffy golden hair and delicate, baby
visage, and laughed outrig t.

“Good ould Oireland!” ho mocked. ““All the same, I
think you’re right, Mrs. Adair. But as Abdullah is the
more experienced man of the two, I will send him with you
instead of Selim; for Selim and his sister might possibly be
treated as the runaway slaves they are, and therefore outside
the protection of even a safe conduct. And to make matters
a little move certain, I will write at the bottom of Hadir’s
order: ‘If the safe-conduct be not respected, the bey will
pay the penalty—eye for an eye, tooth for a tooth.’ That, I
think, will calm even Dilawer’s zeal.”

Alan saw the two to the mouth of the pass, and, taking
leave of Mrs. Adair, ran along the ledge of the plateau,
and, leaning over, hailed the soldiers in ambush he\ow, his
golxlce carrying through the crisp, mountain air, clear as a

ell.
““ Hadir Bey sends to Dilawer two messengers under safe-
conduct !” he bellowed.

The cry was taken up and echoed down the lines, whence
the lieutenant presently emerged at a gallop, to rein in his
horse brusquely as he sighted the figures of Mrs. Adair and
Abdullah leisurely proceeding down the pass. A quarter of
an hour later they had joined him, and, as Alan saw his
courteous salute and watched him help Mrs. Adair to a
h?rsel_a?d form an escovt round the two, he breathed a sigh
of relief.
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Tor a few moments he lingered, till they were lost in the
troes encircling the path to the lake. Then he rose, and
made his way to the chamber where Hadir Bey was follow-
‘ing his advice and holding his parched tongue against the
damp rock. *

‘*The messengers have gone, Excellency,” he said. I
have sent Mrs. Adair and my henchman, and have just seen
your lieutenant, Dilawer, receive them and accompany them
towards the lake.” ?

For a long minute the bey glared at him, like one bereft
of his scnses.

“You have sent her to Dilawer?”’ he screamed at last.

“Why not?” asked Alan, somewhat startled and alarmed.

For all answer the bey, with an inarticulate gasp of rage
and despair, turhéd and licked feverishly at tho rock, nor
could Alan persuade him to any explanation.

The hours dragged on wearily, and when midnight came
and still no sign of the sheikh’s approach was made, Alan’s
alarm deepened into the keenest anxiety.

Dawn found him haggard-eyed tm(i, fovered with im-
patience. In his quandary, he sought Hadir again, resolved
to make him explain his strange cry of the provious night.

But Hadir was too incoherent to afford explanations.

“The sheikh—the sheikh!” was all the infuriated and half-
delirious bey could scream. And he screcamed it for all he
was worth ; so that it took Alan a long half-hour to explain
that neither sheikh nor messenger had returned, and thut he
feared treachery.

“ Pen—paper!” yelped the bey. And penning another,
and more urgent, message, he handed it to Alan, with the
signet-ring from his finger.

“Call one of my soldiers, and sond him,” gasped the bog.
“ And may vultures rend thee!”

Alan found little difficulty in persuading onc of the be-
leaguering soldiers to undertake the mission, when once he
had seen and recognised the bey’s ring and signaturc, and
know the message was to be delivered to the officer in charge
of the palace. The man sped away joyously enough, sceing
that he was going to certain reward, instead of awaiting, as
he had anticipated, a certain death.

That he had made good speed was evident enough, when,
as night drew ncar, a bugle rang out the general retreat,
tho en fell back on the lake, and half an hour later the
sheikh was seen toiling slowly up the pass, bearing a body
over his shoulder.

Careless now of danger, Alan and Solim raced down fo
meet him, to halt dismayed as they saw that the body was
that of Abdullah, senseless and limp.

“Greetings, my son!” said the sheikh calmly. ¢ Thou
hast indeod done well. I feared lest thou wouldst use thy
strength against the castle, and, behold, thou hast used thy
wit against the bey! Cease thy wailing, fool,”” he added
sharply to Selin; “ thy brother is not dead! And for proof
thereof thou mayst bear the burden of him to the plateau.”

“Where did you find him?"’ asked Alan anxiously.
sent him yesterday, at noon, with Mrs. Adair, under safe-
conduct of Hadir’s, to secure thy release.”

“ And his safe-conduct and the order were crumpled in his
hand,” replied the sheikh, ‘ whon I stumbled on him in a
batch of bracken on the fringe of the woods overlooking tho
luke. He had been smitten treacherously on the head from
behind. But he hath a thick skull, and when he recovers he
will doubtless enlighten us. Thou hast not given that
monkey of Bitlis aught to eat or drink?”

“ Neither bite nor sup has he had,” answered Alan, ‘‘since
we caught him at tho place thy second plan had fixed, two
days ago this noon.”

““Ha, I divined that thou hadst stumbled on my bait,” said
the sheikh complacently, ‘ yet would I hear the details of it!”

Alan regaled him with them, as they completed the ascent.

*“Tt was well done,” said tho sheikh, ‘“save the part that
touchcth the woman. For those thou oughtest to have sent
straight on to Mush on the bey’s horse. ~For wheresocver
there be women, there broodeth foolish impulse and much
miscarrying of considered consequences.”

“Wilt thou see Hadir Bey?” asked Alan. ‘“He is moat
anxious for thy presence, for I told him ho might neither eat
nor drink till thou wert here.”

*Yea, I will see him!” replicd the sheikh grimly.

The pride of the bey was all forgotten when he saw Je
Jluddin’s gaunt form drop into his rock-chamber, and
wormed forward, grovelling.

“Thou art here at last,” he moaned. * And now shal
cat and live!” . . .

““Thou shalt live, but not eat,” said the sheikh pitilessly.
“ Nor food nor drink shall pass thy lips till to-morrow’s noen.
For long hath Allah sought thee to punish thy impieties. B
greed hast thcu sinned, and by fasting thou shalt be purged,
Novertheless, to-morrow at noon thou shalt eat a little bread
and drink a little water, if thou art willing to pay for such

luxuries.”
8 -
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The b'eY writhed, torn between rage and despair and fear.
“I wil pu{—l will pay!” he cried. *I will give thee an
order on my treasury !”

¥ ' My men are tired, and one is wounded,”” said the sheikh

. coldly. ~‘“Hidden in thy bosom is thy secret store—much
money in cr,is’F Ingeliz notes, thou didst receive from Alexis,
Governqr of Tiflis, for the information thou didst sell to him
concerning the army corps at Erzingan.” .

** Thou art a devil!” screamed Hadir, falling back in wild
fear, his bound hands clutching at his breast.

. “Five thousand pounds thou hast,” pursucd the sheikh,
unmoved.  ‘‘ Also this bag of gold Selim took from thy
drawer as wages for seven years’ scrvice, and which I now
restore to thee. Hear row the price of thy meat. For a loaf
of bread thou shalt pay one hundred pounds, and for a bowl
of water nine hundred pounds. And thou shalt restore the

- wages unto Selim and the interest thereon, and a frce pardon

¢ withal, and compensation therewith for the injury done to
his brother, and a dowry to boot for his sister.

‘“ And for three more days thou shalt rest here, and a loaf

. of bread and a bowl of spring water shalt be thy only fare.
And on the fourth day, if thou wilt confess thy impietics

» and swear amendment, I will correct thee with my staff, and

after that thou shalt o, and there shall be peace between

you and me.”

Hadir, crouching against the wall, gazed at the sheikh’s
stern, pitiless face with glazed eyes.

‘ Reflect thereon,”” said the sheikh drily; then slung on

._his heel, and left the bey to his meditations,

g CHAPTER 7.
o At Issues with Pride.
OR tha next three days the Sheikh Jelaluddin kept

relentlessly to his word.

‘“Thou wilt ruin me,” had moaned the bey, when,
unable to resist the bread and water offered him at noon on
the fourth day of his captivity, he had paid the thousand
% pounds demanded.

v ‘‘Better ruin now, and a little water,” said the sheikh
drily, * than to thirst for ever wiith Sheitan.”
8o for three days the bey had grown thin on a loaf of bread
and a bowl of water, paying each day his thousand pounds
for the same.
\ ‘“ Now,” said the cheikh, on the dawn of the fourth day of
L. feeding. Abdullah hath recovered consciousness at last

from the blow of thy lieutenant, and hath spoken.
| He is, moreover, a true man, and he recounteth that, when
| the Ingeliz lady joined Dilawer, he spoke her fair, and, pro-
viding her an escort, promised to see her to Bitlis, and find
! her rowers to take her to Van. But when they had gained
the woods above Alohlai, he himself struck down Abdullah,
even as he shouted the order, ‘By the left! Gallop! To
the summer residence of the bey!” Wherefore, thou eatest
not till that lady also bo released!”

“Dilawer shall pass by the bowstring!” snarled the bey.

“T ordered nothing of all this! Give me paper and let mo
write, and thou shalt eend Selim to the captain of my troops,
and he shall release the lady and deliver Dilawer into your
¢ hands.”
But, as it fell out, Selim had not far to go. For at Bitlis
" they had waited impatiently for the return of the bey, expcet-
ing that he would be released on the return of the sheikh.
And when he did not arrive the officers of the houschold were
divided in their counsel some arguing that to attack the
stronghold again would be to endanger the bey’s life, others
# urging that, even so, their own honour demanded the cffort.
" And so they haggled two days away, till Dilawer, returning
from the eafe bestowal of Mrs. Adair in the bey’s hill resi-
dence burst in on them like a whirlwind, and so flouted and
Jeered at tho laggards that by the dawn of the seventh day
s of the bey’s captivity a thousand troops moved out from
- Bitlis, and took the way to Sipan Dagh.

Selim, speeding daown the puss, saw them from afar, and
as he counted the host of them, his heart failed him, for ho
thought of hie sister and the peril she was in. So, instead
f.advancing, he waited till the advance-guard had reached
)~ a point below him, and then, hailing them, he threw down
* the bey's note, which Dilawer caught in his own hands.

4 ‘*“Go, tell the bey,” cried Dilawer, ** that I come to releage
« him, and to flay his captors! And if a hair of his head is

. hart, the Ingeliz lady shall pay for it |”

1 Seiing returned and bore the message to the sheikh, who
-heard it with a smile that became very grim as he pointed

spiral into the straight way, and advancing in very scat-
_ tered formation.
‘* Behold the vanguard of the doomed ones!” he said to
ayward.
““I'd enough of this kind of massacre the other night,”
: replied Alan. ‘I am going to overturn a pillar on them, and
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give them a warning. Then we will take Hadir through the
tunnel, blow it up ind ue, and treat for terms from the
top of the cliff.” :

*“Do as thou sayest,” replied the sheikh. .

And as he spoke, Alan hurled down the great cairn of
stones, that swept the pass clean and drove back the oncomers
in disorder. Then the sheikh, running along the edge of the
plateau, pushed over the piled-up boulders, running from
one to the other in quick succession, till the confused and
mangled ranks bencath, believing that a good hundred men
must be gathered above, wavered, and broke, retreating’pell-
mell down the spiral, deadly way.. )

But Dilawer, drunk with rage, shricking to his men to
come on, rushed up the incline, hurling taunts at Alan’s
retreating figure. . .

Tho Englishman, recognising him, sprang back into the

ass, and ran down to mcet him, his great axe gripped in
Eis hand. Dilawer met him firmly. In all the Turkish army-
there was no finer swordsman than he, and twice his blade,
turning aside the flashing axe, nearly glided through Alan’s
bedy. From below twenty soldiers had crept up, and stood
watching breathlessly, while from above the sheikh bent over,
cheering on his disciple, .

So absorbed was he that he never moticed the crouching,
creeping figure of Hadir, who was stealthily approaching
him from tfle rear.

For Hadir, left alone with Clok, had felt his wits grow
keen with fasting. The hound had become accustomed to
him, and by dint of coaxing and offering his thonged wristg,
he had succoeded in inciting Clok, always Eroud of his
prowess in any task his master had taught him, to gnaw
through the siYken scarf. His hands once free, it had been
tho matter of a moment to unloose his legs, and form a
running noose of the cord. Then, caressing the wolfhound’s
head, he had suddenly slipped tho noose over its muzzle,
drawn it tight, and reefoed the end through his collar-ring.
Snatching a sword from the wall, he had then crept warily
out, and seeing the sheikh’s absorption, had crept down on
him, bent on hurling him over the lodgn.

But if Clok could not bite he could bay, and he expressed
his fury at the indignity offered him in a sudden furious
howl that brought the sheikh to his feet. In an instant he
had divined what had happened, and as Hadir aimed a
vicious blow at him, he swung his staff, and catching the
bey on the wrist, sent his sword whirling. Then begin a
scono that was to haunt Hadir's dreams for many mouths,
for as he fled round and round the plateau the sheikh sped
after him, and whacked him mercilessly with his’ cunning
staff, till Hadir, sinking exhausted to the ground, howled
for mercy.

Meanwhile, on the pass, the fight had gone fiercely, and
Dilawer was gradually weakening and baeking, the fear of
death staring in his eyes.

“Twice I have spa:ed thy life,”” growled Alan, as the
swaying of his axe pressod the officer harder and harder,
*‘believing thee as loyal as brave. But for thy traitor blow
on Abdullah, and thy fouler trcachery to a safe conduct,
thou diest!”

And as ho spoko he swung his axe down, and turning it
round the fending sword, awun% it upwards with a long,
ﬁ‘?rce, l?‘.s.ntwise cut, that sent Dilawer hurtling over into
the gulf.

A great cry of fear and rage rose from the soldiers, and
a dozen rifles wero levelled at Alan’s breast.

But at that moment from below in the plains there boomed
out the great battlecry of the Haideranli.

“Hi-hoo! Hoo-ha-hai!” The thunder of it echoed along
the pgss, drawing the startled gazo of the soldicrs, and of
Alan, too, for a moment, to the sight of a thousand lances
and a great train of slaves and cattle.

The soldiers wavered; and Alan, seeing their hesitation,
sent ringing back the battle-cry, and charged down on them.
But he had no need to strike, for before ho could reach
them they had turned, and were flecing like goats down the
pass towards the lake, where their comrades were already
embarking. He retraced. his steps, laughing, and joined
the sheikh, in time to witness the final thwacking that
brought Hadir to his knees. :

“Dost thou confess thyself an impious and gluttpnous
man, full of vanity and lies and greed?”’ roared the sheikh
smiting on, all heedless of the supplications and groyns of
his victim.

“I so confess myself,” howled the bey, squirming from
one knee to the other, and utterly cowed.

“Dost thou swear i)y the beard of Mahomet to amend
thy ways?”’ asked the sheikh, in a mollified tonec.

“Yea, I swear!” moaned the bey. .

‘“ Wilt _thou safelv and honourn{nly deliver the Ingeliz
lady to Hamilton Effendi forthwith?’ continued the sheikh.

‘1 will P’ sighed Hadir.

‘‘Then arise; thou art forgiven,” said Jelaluddin genially.
“ And behold, in the cave at thy right is food and drink.

A Double-length Tale of”
Tom Merry’'s Schooldays,
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Refresh thyself, and depart in peace. Yet forget not that
if thou failest in thy word the staff of Allah shall seek thee
out, and smite thee sorely, yea, even more sorely. For
though thou art in many parts a rogue, yet thou hast a
}env?r} o’f Justice in thy hide that whipping shall perchance
ructify.”

They parted with Hadir at the bottom of the pass, leaving
him to continue his chastened way lakewards, while they,
swinging to the loft, passed through the saluting lines of
Alan’s own regiment, and bowed low before Hassein and
Mirame. . -

But the princess scarcely returncd their greetings. Her
eyes were sparkling with anger, and her face cold with
storn.

“ At my father’s-bidding I am here,” she said, in stinging
accents of disdain, ‘“to bring thee my ransom, twice told,
oh Ingeliz lord. I knew not I was held so dear. Yet I trust
thou wilt find the count pass even the expectation of thy
demand.”

Alan for a long minute stared at her in utter bewilder-

ment. Then, catching sight of the shcikh’s grinning
countenance and air of paternal content, he suddenly
divined Hassein

1 the reason of his mrr\vuf to talk with
fifteen days ago. But though his heart raged with fury at
the shameful position such trafficking had put him in beforo
the eyes of his beloved, his pride rose in ‘arms against the
.Ludgment that could so easily and disdainfully condemn

im on suspicion and all unheard; and he met Mirame's
gaze with eyes as/proudly cold as hers, till beneath the
ohillin? mastery of his level look the girl’s lids quivered
and fell. .

“TIt is well, lady,” ho said calmly. Then, turning to one
of the lieutenants of his regiment, he commanded: *Let
the headmen of the slaves come hither.”

‘“A prophet and a wise man,” Alan said bitingly, as the
slaves stood in a ring before him, “ made a bargain in the
dark for his friend. Thereby were ye made as a price for
the ransom of one not all the stars in heaven could ransom.
It is not meet.that slaves should be hold as ransom for a
princess. Therefore, by gift of her freedom, I make ye and
all your fellows free men. And the sheep and the goats
and the cattle that yo have brought I give to you also, to
be shared equally among you. And, moreover, that you
may have land in your own right, lo, the prophet and the
wigd.man hath four thousand pounds that he hath gained
for. you, and which he will now give unto Hassein, who
shall buy land for you under the shadow of his castle, and
portion it out to you in lots. 8o ye shall live under his
protection, and oultivate his fields, and pay him tithe of
your harvests, and fill his barns against the day when I
shall return, and he shall be hard put to fulfil his answer
to the suit he wots of.”

He paused and fixed his eyes on the sheikh, who reluc-
tantly and very obviously to his little liking, drew out the
notes he had received from Hadir, and handed them to
Hassein, who sat quite as amazed as the circle of gaping
warriors thronging round at so unheard-of and reckless a
largesse.

‘“Hassein, I commend the freemen to thy goodwill,”” wont
on Alan, in the same cold, ironic voice. * Lady, I bid thee
farewell till that day I have just spoken of. Oh, man of
much wisdom, who traffickest in the dark, comest thou?”

He bowed haughtily to Mirame and Hassein, and stalked

away, with Clok at heel. The sheikh, without a word,
followed him, while Hassein sat frowning and biting 'his
great moustache, and Mirame with tremulous lips looked
after him, a world of pride and entreaty in her eyes. To
a great “ Hoo!” of wonder and admiration, the two strode
through the opening lines of the regiment, and retraced
their steps up the pass. .

Nor did Alan so much as once glance in the direction of
the Haideranli, all the way up to the plateau, nor when he
arrived did he even then turn his eyes in the direction
whither his heart was dragging him; but sombre and silent
passed into his cave, and procecded calmly to eat the meat
prepared there for him. =~ :

And the sheikh, observing it, frowned thoughtfully, and
mused for many minutes.

‘““Hoo!” he muttered at last. “‘But it was well said, and
cunning withal with the savour of my wisdom. Neverthe-
less, bread and water shall be his food for many days, for
verily his heart is swollen yet with pride.”

And so, while Hassein and his daughter retook their way,
silent and abashed, back to Ala Dagh, Alan and the sheikg,
joining the Bokharians on the ridge, hastened on the way

to Mush,
And all the way thither Sifaze sang.
. THE END.
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By S. CLARKE HOOK.

READ THIS FIRST.

Billy Barnes, Cyril Conway, and Snowy White Adonis
Venus are three great chums at Tompest Igeadlund School.

Dr. Buchanan, the headmaster, finds them very trouble-
some pupils; as does also Herr Ludvig, the German master.

Venus is a black boy, and is taken as a fag by Graft.

The end of the term arrives, and, after tantalising Venus
for some time, Cyril informs him that they are to spend the,
holidays together at Cyril’s home. ey

In trying to get his box downstairs by sliding it on the
banister, Snigg loses his hold of it. The doctor and Cyril
are standing just beneath when Venus sees it coming.

(Now go on with the story.)

Cyril's Narrow Escape.

There was no time for thought. It was a matter of life ]
or death. Venus charged at his chum's back, sent.higd
flying into the doctor’s chest, and the pair of thom wer}
hurled upon Mopps, who was just bringing up Herr Ludvig's
breakfast. ‘

Mopps, the tray, the doctor, and Cyril went to the floor
with a crash, but the crash they made was as nothing to
the crash of that box, as it dropped into the hall.

. One of the corners had grazed Venus' head, and given
it a gash. Had he becn a few inches farther back, he must
have been killed.  As it was, he scarcely folt the cut. '

Mopps howled at the top of his voice, for he had not only
got the eggs and bacon in his face, but also the contents of
the coffec-pot down his chest, and that coffee was romark-
ably hot. The doctor was as calm as Cyril, and that was
saying a good deal.

Cyril rose, waited till the doctor followed his example,
then, bowing politely, said:

“ Er—sorry, sir. Quite an accident.
again.” ,

Cyril’s calmness was too much for Venus. :

*Yah, yah, yah!” he roared. *It takes a mighty lot to
upset_dat boy. Yah, yah, yah! I hope you ain’t hurt,
sir. Hadn’t time to tell you to get out ob de way. Tought o)
1 would gib you bof a little shove. Its all right, Mopps,
you ain’t hurt.”

*“Bust it I hooted Mopps, leaping to his feet, and dancing
about in a manner that caused Venus to howl worse than
ever.

Dr. Buchanan glanced at the box, then, stepping into the
centre of the hall, he looked up, to see Snigg’s face over the
balusters.

“I am extremely sorry at the little mishap, sir, but—""

“Come down, boy,” ordered tha doctor,

“;As gonway has remarked, it was quite an accident, sir,
and——

‘“Come down!” . )

‘ And it is ono that is not at all likely to cccur again.”

“Do you hear me, boy? Come here!”

“If you please, sir, I—I would rather remain hers, if
you don’t mind. I sce you—— I don’t exactly know what'
would happen, if I was—"

“Do you dare to disobey my command?”’

“Oh, no, sir! I would never think of doing anything like
that; only, if it was all the same to you, I would rather come
down in, say, ten minutes’ time, after you have got over
the little mishap.” .

‘I assure you it will bo better for you if you come down
at once.” .-

Then 8nigg came; and he kept about a couple of yards
distance from the doctor.

“ What were you doing with the box?"

“I was carrying it downstairs, if you please, sir, and all
of a sudden something seemed to catch it. Just look at my
clothes. Why, they are all over blood! Here, get out of it,
you stupid nigger! You are bleeding all over my clothes."

‘““ Now. 4 wonder how dat happened!” exclaimed Venus,
who was standing on a white shirt. * Must be my noddle, I
tink, 8till, when I tink ob Mopps—— Yah, yah, yah!"

‘‘Come into my study, my lads,” ordered the doctor, and. «
Bnigg did not consider the invitation applied to him.

(An extra long Instalment next Thursday.)

It shall not cocur
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® pomnle etowith'outitand ook of instruc-
o

king o totalof 10/8 inall
Cash-with-order price only 10/
nt:uhmulv in anlnu nf hnul

nm qlmll() nunﬂ \huLlu.
( i L tinders, ono for

Lwo s mp, mul
is im 4 = guality
7/= instalments, same terns,

it frame,
Jie nmnber

8/6 cash.

WORTH

£2 2s.

SEND

ONLY Gd-

Supicte with Chain on recept
it f

We send either of these magniticent. Wit
of 6d, Deposit and upon
6d. cuch, making a total of 8
Peneil s
Foreign and
Wt In~ wre g nine 18-ct, gom cue

1 to ins
have only
b this g

if goods arenot exact] .lnu]n\~u\|ul

1206
BOOTS
8-

Send Only 6d.

Just as nn advertisement
. WG

or Shoes to any ad
on veeeipt of 6. depos
and npon the last ot 18

A 50 Pair of Field

e
given free.
S miles runge.

nickel oyes \mh-:uul Tides,

(including Case),

puiv of these magnificent Race,
with an Dmperial Russian Leatt
Deposit und upon the last of 10 v
ol aking o total of 8/8 in all,
Cashowith-order price
Dsscnptiom These handsome Race Marine,
wre fitted with very clear, powerful lenses, with

Covered \\Hh Imperial Russian Leathor, and n)mx ease to mateh,

weekly payments of 6d,
g a totul of

/ ull. handsomo
prese n( is given FREW,
Cash - with nxn]ul

8

ither blaclk

Hhoes,

ndies may have lice or
button, as preferred.

Send now, as the number is limited.

Glasses 8

Mauring, or

A hindsome
only 8/e.

Asvised inall late wars,

KEW TRADING ASSOCIATION, Lo, (°35°), KEW

ke e L N it
T e Ve S e A e

< SAVE TRAM FARES (‘}i',iif.}'.’. “rf,'.’
you direct from our factory a high - grade lady’s
or gent's gennine British - made

COVENTRY CYCL

teen years, packed free and carringe paid. Ten days’
Trial allowed hefore purchase becomes binding.  Every
A transaction in confidence. No deposit or references
)| required, Thousands of testimonials from customers.
TRADE TERM to a few riders in each dis-
trict who apply imme: 7
i iy Buy direct and sayve dealers’ profits. Write ab
”“-'f“‘/“.l # once for our luge Free Art Catalogue and
21 years. special offer on sample machine.

MEAD CYCLE CO. Qcrt o3 bt

Paradise St., LIVERPOOL.
LONDON : 19, Charing Cross Road. MANCHESTER : 162, Deansgate,
GLASGOW t 168, Buchanan Street,

NEWCASTLE 1 23, Now Bridge 8t.

FREE! ALL PRIZES! FREE!

SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.
Wegive you FREE ANY PRIZE on our grand list

war /ll)l/v o
st to /1/

Estah-

for *ullmn or using our Beautiful Pos l(lx You can
gain len(wmpm Ladies’ or Gent’s size Watches,
Musical Instruments, Silver Hall-Marked Umbrellas,

Footballs, Silverware, Cutlery, Cricket Bats, Real
ete. Send us a pnstumd

Rifles,
I)mmuml Rings, Cameras, (t!'
with your full name and xul«l , and we will send you
72 of our famous Penny Picl t,mml( sards. Sell or use the
cards within 28 days at one penny  eac h, and we will
il reward you according to our list a grand Free Prize.
It need not cost you one Penny of your own
money Write at once., Don't delay.

AG’I"E & SO
(Dept. A4), 85, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.

A CYCLE for 1-

DEPOSIT & 1/~ WEEKLY.

As an advertisement we will send to first 1,000 applicants
our £8 8s, 0d. " ROYAL EMBLEM"” CYCLE for
I.s. DEPOSIT and on lust payment of 8B4 weeks
t 18., making €4 55. A HANDSOME PRESENT Iﬂ
Hl~ NT FREE. Write for lllunlgnllud(‘xtn!oguv £3168, 0d
rice,

/$ROYAL EMBLEM CYCLE DEPOT
(C30), GREAT YARMOUTH.

are those who are slightly sunburnt,  Bunbronze glyes
this tint. Detectlon fmpossible,  Guaranteed gonuine,
Sunbronze Laboratorics, 82, Ethelbert Rond, Wimbledon.

HANDSOME MEN

Tost free (plain cover), 1/14.

VENTRILOQUISM,
\' vor fuils, With ( Jomdenl Dinlogues, &c,
Catnlogue free.— IRONMONGER,

2- DEPOSIT °

W (-k('ndlhmlhnh CGhrade Ifee-Wheel ¢ yele, Mudguards

and Tools, fully guaranteed, to any adilress on re

of 28, DEPOSIT, and upon payment of the last

22 monthly payments of 5s., making tolal £5 1.

Cash Price, £5 58, Sent on at]i[u'n\';ll. Uyceles from
b0s.  Write for Catalogue,

ERSKINE CYCLE CO., Walthamstow, London.

WORK FOR ALL.

We glve a Nickel-Silver Timekeeper, or useful

; Umbrella (suitable for Lady or
Gent,.), oraRolled Gold Ring, FREE
to any person selling 48 Penny Pictorial
Posteards within 21 duyq You can sell
them in an hour. Send name and address
(posteard will do).— BRITISH FINE
ART CO., 115, Strand, London, W.C.

A GENUINE LEVER SIMULATION

GOLD WATGH FREE FOR SKILL
3 [15 18] 11] |8,[21,/12]12

Each of the above spells the name of a great scaport in {the Unit l I\Iln:d«nn We have

used figures instead of letters; letter A being No. 1, B No. 2, € No. 8, and 50 on,

SENID NO IVEONIEX.

Competitors are required to send a 1d. stamp and their solution on a sheet of paper,

with their full name and address clearly written underneath (ull who fuil to do this

will be promptly disqualified),  We will se nd a beautiful simulation Gold Wateh (good

timekeepor) to every lndy and gentleman who sends a correct soluvion to this pu//h,
and cotnplies with our one condition, 1T C OSTS YOU NOTHING TO TRY.

F. R, IRONMONGER CO,. (Dept. 25), Station Road, ILKEBTON

How to acquire this wonderful art,  Buccess ¢
Post pald, 6d. stamps(hinlfpenny ones pre )
Great Bookseller, ILRESTON

Applications with regard to advertisement spaces
in this paper should be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, 2, Carmelite House, Carmelite Street,

London, E.C.




