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THE FRANCO-BRITISH FOOTBALL MATCH!

Unheeding the fact that Tom Merry & Co. were not playing, the
French team dashed on, Their one idea was to get possession of the
ball, and this they proceeded to do, using legs and feet, and hands

W, and arms, and heads and teeth for the purpose !
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PREE In this puzzle you see three lines of lettors.
= These have to be 8o arranged that each line spells
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JJISEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.

To advertise our New Series of lovely Xmas and New Year Cards
we offer every reader of this paper Absolutely Free a Real Diamond
Ring (Lady’s or Gent’s), a Lady’s Brilliant 5-stone Orient, Diamond
Ring (exactly as illustrated), a genuine Scout’s Pocket
Knife, a beautiful Necklet with gem-set Pendant, ora
fashionable Bracelet or Long Guand, for
selling 36 Xmas and New Year Cands at
1d. each. Qur special Free Prize List
—___ also comprises Ladies’ and Gent’s
Watches, Air Rifles, Real Furs, Phonographs, Roller
Skates, Sewing Machines, Clocks,
Cutlery, Cinematographs,
Umbrellas, Toys, etc., etc.

All you need do is to send us your name and
address, and we will send you per return 86 Xmas
and New Year Cards to sell or use at id. each, ¥ 2 u o SN
When sold send us the money obtained, and we immediately forward
you the gift chosen according to the list we send you,

A valuable free present given even if you only sell 12 Cards.

This magnificent,
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NOW (a postoard will do) to—

A REAL GEM

GOLD WATCH

Bend 4/6 for the world-famed ** ROBEY-
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17-inch horn, sumptuously hand-painted,
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TEN DAYS’ FREE TRIAL —— =
PACKED FREE. CARRIAGE PAID. VENTR'ILOQUISM o SR o S ) o
MEAD com"y F’yen Crossiield Road, Clacton-on-Sea.

Warvanted Iifteen Yewrs. Pumoture-Proof or Dunlop d
&3d. DEPOSIT

Tyres; Coasters, Speed Gears; latest Improvemnents, %
ASH OR EA!
From £2., 15s. Cl;A\'MEN’l‘&/ 4
500 Bhopaoiled and &cm‘nl»hnna Oycles from 15/« This Handsome Phonograph, with large Flower
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LADY’S OR GENT.’S BICYCLE TO BE GIVEN AWAY
-

SEND NO MONEY
E WE TRUST YOU

To sellers or users of our 'Xmas, New Year, and other
" Pictorial Postcards, we are giving away Bicycles, Sewing
Machines, on the most genuine conditions, also Real Gold
Rings, Lever Watches, Silvered Timepieces, Brooches,
Umbrellas, Tie Pins, Ladies’ Belts, Long Guards, Gent’s Alberts, Razors,
Pocket Knives, etc. Send your mame and address on a postcard NOW to—Desk( & ),
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FREE

HORNSEY CARD CO., 43, Bienheim Rd., Hornsey Rd., LONDON, N.
\ £100 IF NOT TRUE. LADIES OR GENTS REAL DLSMA

GOILID WATCE IFFrRERE.

Don't miss this exceptional opportunity. Write now, enclosing P.0. 1/6 and five penny stamps for one of our fashionable Ladies’ L
or Bow Brooch or Gents’ Albert to wear with the watoh, which will be sent free to readers of this paper (these watches are
guaranteed five years), if you take advantage of our marvellous offer. We shall expect you to show the beautiful watch to your friends,

J and thus advertise our name. Don't think this offer too good to be true, but eend to-day and gain « FREE WATCH.—
« WILLIAMS & LLOYD. Wholesale Jewellers (13 Dept.), 91, CORNWALLIS ROAD, LONDON N.
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A Double

CHAPTER 1. bti':r rug round him, was reading—a text-book on photography,
i H [ 0. (‘pm:sn, :
g Arthur' f‘“gu“&s is a Little Hasty! Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were Jammed together on the
$ Al Jove, it’s cold 1" : : opposite seat, with Harry Noble and Blake and Digby. The
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, of the Fourth Form at dervible Three occupied one side. with Arthur Augustus
It Sf'{ ;I”" 8 made that undeniable statement. D’Arcy and his minor Wally. And it was cold! There was
was cold |

no doubt about that. Monty Lowther said it was on account

The chums of St. Jim’s' were packed into the railway of the weather not being warm, a feeble attempt at humour

carriage in reckless excess of the regulations, and they had that was greeted with a genoral grunt,
coats and rugs galore ; but all the same, 1t certainly was cold ! “Don’t you be funny, Lowther,” im

1)]01‘0(] Jack Blake.
Tom Merry stamped his feet, and Monty Lowther was “There are enough discomforts in trave

ling in the winter,
beating a tattoo with his boots, which kept up an accompani-  without that.” f
ment to the rattle and roar of the train. Manners, with a *“Oh, rats!” said Lowther.
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“T must wepeat and appwove of the wemarks of my fwiend
Blake,” said Arthur Augustus 1’Arcy, jamming his eyeglass
into his eye and glancing at Lowther. “I appeal to the
fellows—is this a time to be funnay 7” R :

* Certainly mot,” said  Figgins. * Lowther’s jokes, like
football boots, are barred. Speaking of football, I wonder
if we can get any.in this country?”

“We'll manage it somehow,” said Tom Merry. *‘I haven't
liicked a footer since we left St. Jim’s, and it’s beginning to
tell on me.”’ . ¥

“Yaas, wathah! I dare say we shall be able to wig up a
game at Cernay’s digs,” said Avthur Augustus. *‘ We ought
to be gettin’ near the station now.”

“T’'m getting hungry,” remarked Fatty Wynn.

“ Only gettinf 1”7 “exclaimed Blake, in astonishment.
“Why, it’s nearly a quarter of an hour since you had your
lusgt meal.” * >

Fatty Wynn grunted.

I get g0 jolly hungry in this cold weather,” he remarked.
*It’s a tinie of year when I get a specially good appetite.”

**Is there a time of year when you don’t?’ asked Monty
Lowther; with an air 0?' affectionate interest.

“Well, T can always keep my end up at the dinner-table,”
said Fetty Wynn modestly. ‘' Fhere’s no fairy-appetite rot
about me”’ " = . T ; r

“ No, by Jove, there isn’t!™

““It’s cold -deah boys.” =

““1 believe I’ve heard that before,” said Figgins, stamping
llnis“fo'e’l,:. “That's the way to keep your tootsies warm.
allo !

Avthur Augustus had jumped up with an agonised howl,
and appeared to be attempting a breakdown in the carriage.
The juniors gazed at him in astonishment.

* Jolly good,” said Lowther. *‘But, really, you know, the
corriage is too crowded for any terpsichorean exhibitions just
now, Gussy. You ought to leave the Maud Allan business
till 'we get out at the station.”

“You uttah ass!”’ .

“ Now, 1 put it to you, Gussy, is this a place to dance in?”’
remonstrated Lowther ¥

“I'm not darcin’, you duffah., Figging stamped on my
toe. %

* Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

“It.1s no laughin’ mattah, you ass! He has hurt my toé,
and uttahly wuined the polish of my boot ! :

‘“Ha. ha, hat”

I decline to: have my wemarks gweeted with waucous
*laughtah, <1 should be sowwy to have to give you fellows a
feahful thwashin’ all wound—"

Jack Blake pulled the swell of St. Jim’s back into his seat.

“Sit-down, Gussy,”” he remarked. ‘I can’t have you mak-
ing rows like this. As your keeper, I feel responsible for
you.

“I wefuse to wegard you in the light of a keepah, you
uttah ass.”

¢ Shoo I”*

“1f you make that impertinent noise again, Blake, I shall
hove no wesouwce but to thwash you.”

“Shoo!” 3

Axthur Augustus i'umped up and pushed back his cuffs.
“Pway put your hands up, deah boy.”

¢ Shon 1”

“You—you uttah wottah——'"%

‘“Shoo I”?

Now, it was exasperating to the swell of St. Jim's to be
shoo'd” as if he were a chicken in a farmyard. Ie gave
tap on Blake's nose.

“Now, yon ass——"’

‘“Shoo 1"

‘“Ha, ha, La!” roared Figgins. o
Arthur Augustus turned round upon the long-legged junior.
As Blake was his own chum and study-mate at home at St.
Jim’s, he didn’t want to ‘‘ thwash’’ him, as he expressed it;
but he had no hesitation about thrashing Figgins, who was
a New Ho.use fellow, and an ancient rival at St. Jim’s.”

“TFiggins—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway »hut up, or I shall give you a feahful thwashin’,””

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” 4

Tap!

1t was a forcible tap on Figgy's nose.
to Figgy’s eyas, and he gave a roar.

*There! Now pewwaps—"

Avrthur Augustus had no time to say more.

The long limbs and lengthy body of Figgins uprose, and
hig arms were thrown round the elegant form of the swell of
St. Jim’s, imprisoning him in a mighty grasp.

“Ow!” gus&ed D’Arcy. ‘“ Welease me, you wuff beast!
You are wufflin’ my necktie, and wumplin® my beastly
jacket.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Welecase me at once.”

“ Are you going to sit down and be quiet like a good boy "
demanded Figgins,

“Qw! Certainly not. T uttahly wefuse to be a good boy:
T wegard you as an ass. I am goin’ to give you a feahful
thwashin’.” 2,

And Arthur Augustus, whose indiﬁnation was rising to
hoiling point, made a terrific effort, taking Figgins someélvhat
by surprise, and they rolled over together.

Now, in that crowded French railway carriage there
much room to roll over, and the two falling jumors
upon a seat full of other fellows.

There was a general roar,

£ Dt

i) Rl

“Yarooh !

“ Groo !

“Bai Jove!”

Kerr and Wynn and Noble and Blake roared together, and

n't
wsied

“struggled out from under the struggling combatants.

They laid violent hands upon them, and wrenched them
apart. IFiggins was laughing so much that he could not
resists but Krthur Augustus 1Y Arey was quite excited, and he
refused to give in. . : S

“Chuek it ! roared Noble—the Cornstalk junior usually
known at St. Jim’s by the nickname of Kangaroo.

“Watsi”’

¢ Stop it 1"

“1 wefuse to stop it.”

“Will you ring off 7’ yelled Blake.

“T uttahly decline to wing off. I am goin’ to thwash
Figgins,”

“Then we'll jolly well squash you,”” said Kerr. * Shove
him down on the floor, and all of you put your feet on him.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

“Good egg !’ -

I wefuse—I decline——""

Bump!

Down went the elegant form of the swell of 8t. Jim's.
Wally kindly rescued his topper. As a rule, Wally did not
show a proper respect for his major’s toppers, but perhaps
his heart was softened by the approach of Christmas. e
Klu,ced the topper in safety upon the rack, and then lent a

rotherly hand in shoving Gussy down upon the dusty flooy of
the railway carriage.

The elegant form of the swell of 8t. Jim's disappeared
under countless feet !

“Ow! Yow! Grrrrrl” .
*“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“Help! Wescue! Yah!”

“Will you keep the peace?'’

*“No!  ¥Yow! No! Wats!”

“Then you’ll sta.i/ there,” grinned Tom Merry.

There was a rattle and a bump as the train slackened and
stopped. The door of the carriage flew open. In a moment
the juniors drew their feet away from Arthur Augustus to
allow him to rise. A new passenger—a man in a thick cont,
with a black pointed beard—was stepping into the carriage.

But D’Arcy was too bewildered to notice that the train
had stopped, or that the door of the carriage had opened.

As soon as the feet were withdrawn, he struggled up
blindly, and hit out with equal blindness.

*Look out!” yelled Tom Merry.

But the warning came too late.

Arthur Augustus’s blow crashed upon the chest of the new
passenger, and sent him whirling out of the carriage dooy,
and staggering back on the platform—where he sat down,
with a bump and a gasp.

——

CHAPTER 2.
An Angry Fellow-Passenger,
OM MERRY sprang to his feet.
“You ass!’’ he roared, * You've done i# now!"
** Weally—""

“Look what you've done!”

Arthur Augustus already saw what he had done.

His excitement passed and he was all horror and contri-
tion. He had smitten a stranger, and knocked him out of
the carviaze—an unoffending stranger—and a foreigner, to
whom it would be difficult to explain,

Horror nf)on horror's head !

How could the swell of St. Jim’s ever sufficiently apologise
for that unlucky assault?

My hat!” murmured Blake,
Kerr—it's wanted now.”

*“ Yes, rather.”

Kerr cleared his throat. The Scottish junior could talk-—
his friends said jabber—French like any Frenchman, and he
was the interpreter during this sojourn of the chums of St
Jim’s in la belle France. e

“8ling out your French,

Please Order
in Advance.-
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Jack Blake caught Tom Merry s arm quickly,
‘“Look!”

The chums had left Paiis, on their way to the Chateau
Clernay, where they were to spend a holiday in the provinces
with their French chum, Auguste Cernay-—a Christmas holi-
day, though it was not yet Christmas. They were within a
few stations now of the chateau; and, as Blake remarked, it
was just like Giussy to signalise their arrival by an affray of
this sort.

Trench politeness had greatly impressed the chums of St.
Jim's during their visit to Paris, But it was soon evident
that they were not to receive any further samples of it from
the man 1’Arcy had inadvertently knocked down.

Undoubtedly he had good cause for losing his temper, but
that was no excuse for the towering rage he was in, and the
torrent of abusive language that poured from his lips.

Fortunately, the chums were too little acquainted with
colloquial French to fully understand what he said ; but they
understood enough to make them feel less apologetic.

Several porters bad rushed up, and raised the unfortunate
stranger to his feet, and he was swearing and gesticulating
like a lunatic.

“Bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy. “I'm sowwy—I'm awfly
gowwy! Tell him I'm sowwy, Kerr.”

“ All right ; shut up !’

¢ Weally, Kerr—""

“(Yve me a chance to speak.”

¢ Certainly. Tell him—""

Blake gave D’Arcy a tap on the mouth
off, and Kerr pitched out to the strang:
press spaed.,

as a hint to ring
in French at ex-

From the darkness of the night gleamed a light, flashing like a searchlight through the gloom. '

Korr put it very nicely, but the stranger did not take it in
good part.

““ Ah, bah!” he exclaimed. * Fools—dolts—English dolts !

“Bai Jove! He speaks English.”

““ Nice polite English, too.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ba!”

“Learned it in Billingsgate, I suppose,” remarked Tom
Merry. ‘“Go un, old chap—get some more off youy chest,
if it relieves you.” |

The stranger ground his teeth.

“TFools! Cochons! Beasts!”

‘“Go hon!”

Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyeglass,
severely upon the stranger.

“T have alweady apologised,” he said, with dignity. ‘1
wegard you as bein’ no gentleman. A fellow can’t do more
than apologise for an accident.”

“ Fool I

“1 wefuse——

The engine shrieked, and the porters bundled the man
into the carriage. It was already over-full, but there was no
time for him to seek another.

Tom Merry & Coe., after what “had happened, did not
exactly like him for a travelling-companion; but there was
no help for it now.

The train rolled out of the country station.

The Frenchman glared round at the boys, expecting some-
body to make room for him to sit down. As he had entered
an overfull carriage he had no right to expect anything of

Tae GeM Lisrapy.—No..93.
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the sort; but after the accident, they felt he was entitled to
some COIICCSSiOl).

“ Your seat, Gussy,”’ said Blake. “You can’t do less.”

“)’Znas, wathah! I quite agwee with you, deah boy. I

“Well, get up.”

“(ertainly. r%?Vi
my seat, deah sir?

The Frenchman down without a word.

Ho was evidently still in a savage temper, but he kept it
under control now. Ilis annoyance was natural; but his looks
showed that he was anything but a good-tempered man.
His thick black brows, drawn closely together, gave him a
hard and harsh look, which was added to by a long sear on
his left cheel, which puckered up the skin. That scar had
ovidently been made by a sword stroke, doubtless the relic
of a duel.

Arthur Augustus, who was still considerably ruffled, stood
up in the carriage, dusting himself, while the train rolled

’l,l you pway do me thé honah of acceptin’

on,

The black-bearded Frenchman sat sile?t, scowling. e
had taken some papers from his pocket, ‘and his scowl died
away gradually as he became interested in them. ’

Eluut all the time his face never lost its grim, forbidding
look.

Tom Merry glanced at him once or twice casually.

The man was well-dressed, and did not appear to be poor ;
yet, as Tom looked at his face, it occurred to him that he
would not care to meet him alone in a lonely place at night.

The Frenchman looked up irritably several times as
Figgins stamped his feet to warm them.

t was certainly cold weather.

And suddenly Fatty Wynn, as he looked out of the window,
uttered an exclamation of surprise and pleasure.

““Snow !

‘“ Bai. Jove, snow !

It was snow—an early, flaky fall of snow. The train was
climbing into a hilly vegion, amid which the Chateau
(‘ernay stood. Down ¥rom the hills came a bitter wind, and
upon it were borne white flakes that fied round the train
like timy birds.

Rattle, rattle.

The train stopped.

The winter dusk had fallen, and as Tom Merry looked out
of the damp windows, he failed to sce the name of the
station,

The dcarred Fronchman rose, thrust himself past Tom,
opened the door, and alighted. It was a little country
station, and dim lights flickered on the platform.

“ Blessed if T can sec the name of the station!” growled

Tom Merry. “ Porter !”
“We ought to be near it

“Ours is Proly,” said Blake.
by this time. The train’s late, too. But I suppose Cernay
will wait for us at Proly 1"’

“Sure to.

“ Est-il Proly 2’ called out Tom Merry, as a porter came
up.

The man shook his head, and pointed along the line, and
jabbered.

“What's he saying, Kerr?”

“It’s the next station,”

“Oh, good !”

The porter closed the door, and the train rolled on again.
The juniors caught a glimpse ¢f the scarred Frenchman
leaving the station. He did not glance towards them, having
apparently already forgotten their existence,

The tramn rushed on through the dark.

“ You can sit down now, Gus,” said Wally.
you've made a good beginning.”

“ Woelly, Wally——"’

“ Next time, you'd better think twice before you hit once,”
said Wally, with an air of severe admonition.

“Weally—"

“Well, it won't be long to the next station, and Cernay
will ho waiting for us there in the car,” said Tom Merry.
‘1 shall e jolly glad when the journey’s over, though Gussy
has madd it exciting.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"!

“These I'rench country trains are jolly slow,” said Blake,
with a yawn. I don’t belicve this wretched rattletrap will
pver stop-—""

Bump !

Crun-n-n-n-nch ! :

“Bai Jove, what's that?”

“The trdin’s stopping !”’

“But it’s not the station I’ exclaimed Blake.
few minutes since we left the last.”

“ Gweat Scott, there’s something wrong !”

Tom Merry looked grim,

“That’s it,”” ke said quietly.
on the line.”

“ Bai Jove !”

Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 93,
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CHAPTER 3.
Stopped on the Line.
OM MERRY flung the window down and looked out.
There was blackness outside, broken only by the
glimmer of whirling flakes. )

Hoarse voices shouted along the line, bat Tom could not 1
make out what they were saying. The train bumped again,
and then was quite still. »

Passengers looked out of {he other carriages, doors wore
;Jp(gied, and a hundred voices added io the din in bass and

reble.

“Bai Jove, there’s somethin’ weally wong ! exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. ** Pewwaps I had bettah get out and seo
if T can do anythin’.”’

“You might get behind the train and shove,” suggested
Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowther——""

“Of you might sing one of your tenor solos.
make anything get further on 1if it could.”

“I wegard you as an ass, and I wefuse to weply to your
widiculous wemarks. Pway let me pass, Tom Mewwy.”’

“ We may as well get out, kids,” said Tom Merry. “ The
other passengers are getting out. I hope it’s nothing serious.
No fun in being stuck up here on a freezing night.” ;

‘“By George, no!”

‘“Wathah not !” ’

The 8t. Jim’s juniors crowded out of the carriage. They
took their small personal belongings with them. Their
trunks were with tLo luggage, and if the train was held up,
would be held up with 1t.

Tom Merry hurried along to the crowd that was gathering
round the halted engine.

The engine-driver was making hopeless gestures. :

_ “Bomething wrong with the ﬁnv, ? said Kerr, after listen-
ing for a few minutes to the excited hubbub of talk, ‘A
bndge has given way in a food.”

“ Phew 1"

“From what T can gather, we've had a narrow escape of &
going to kingdom come here,” said Kerr. “But the
cigine-driver was warned in time. The bridge isn’t down, Y e
but it’s unsafe. ILooks as if we sha’n’t get through to-night, °
my sons.,”’

‘“But is is imposs. for us to remain here.”

Kerr shrugged his shoulders,

* Better whistle for an aeroplane, then.”

“ Weally, Kerr——"""

Some of the passengers werosgetting back into the car-
riages, as the warmest place. Others were already walking
back along the line towards the station they had left. The
hubbub of voices subsided a little, - g

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtfully. ‘

** Look here, you chaps, we can’t stay here, that’s certain,” |
he said. ““ And Cernay’s waiting for us at fx‘oly, too, in his
governor's car——"

“He'll hear of the accident,”” said Blake, “He'll get
home when he knows that the line is blocked, and we can't
come through.” 2 ]

“Yes; but what are we to do? No good going back, and
hanging up at a draughty railway-station all night. If
we're going to walk, we may as well walk forward.”

“Forward’s the word!” i

“Yaas, wathah!” 2 ¥ i

“I don’t know about getting along the line, if the bridge
is unsafe,” said Tom Merry. *“‘But there is some road or
other, I suppose. Find somebody who hasn’t lost his head,
and pitch 1t to him, Kerr. Ask if there’s a road direct to
the Chateau Cernay. No good going to Proly if we can get
direct to Cernay’s P]acc'”

“Yaas, wathah !

Kerr inquired. In spite of the excitement of the accident, J
the national politeness of the French made a dozen people )
ready to afford the boys any assistance in their power, and
Kerr extracted the information that if they followed the line
for a short distance, and then took a road which they would
perceive at a curve, and followed that road, it would lead
them within sight of the lights of the Chateau Cernay—a
building that seemed to be well known in the district.

“Jolly good!” sad Tom Merry, when Kerr reported.
“Let's bunk !”

And the juniors of St. Jim’s marched on through the dark-
ness and the falling flakes. A

1t was evidently the best thing to be done; but the boys
soon found that tKoy had not undertaken an easy task.

There was no danger of a train coming along the line,
under the circumstances, and so long as they kept to the
railway-track all was plain sailing, though even there it was
not easy to find one’s way in the darkness. But the metals
guided them, and they reached the curve of the track.

“Horo's the curve;”’ said Tom Merry, halting.
where’s the road 7” i - 5
¢ Puzzle,” gaid Lowther. “Find the road.”

That would %

o ce b o e
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“Tt's on the right of the track,” said Kerr,

“ Hore's a blessed embanlkment here—careful how you get
down.” 5

“Vaas, wathah ! Shail T help you, Tom Mewwy !

“ Better help yourself, Gussy.”

£0h, I'm all wight! ['m wemarkably sure-footed in a
place like this. You see, IT——="

Arthur Augustus suddenly broke off, and there was a
gound of rolling and serambling, and of crashing bushes.

Tom Merry burst into a roar.

“{la, ha, ha! Where are you, Gussy

4 Ow 12

¢ Are you hurt?”

“ Ya-a-as, wathah!”

The swell of St. Jim’s had disappeared. The juniors fol-
lowed him down the slope more cautionsly, and, groping for
him in the dark, dragged him out of a hedge.

Arthur Augustus gasped for breath.

“ Bai Jove !

¢ Are you damaged ?”’

“1 feah that my toppah is wuined.”

“Never mind your topper. What about your bones?"

“My toppah—"" 3

“ Blow your topper !”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I canot pwoceed
toppah, and, as a mattah of fact—""

‘“Any bones broken 7’ demanded Blake.

“No,” said D'Arcy peevishly. ‘ Nevah mind my bones.
hMy‘ tm,')'pah is somewhere on the othah side of that beastly

edge.

“ Better leave it behind,” said Fatty Wynn. “We ought
to get in as soon as possible.  We don’t want to keep them
waiting supper.”’ i

“ Weally, Wynn——""

“T wish I had Pongo hore,” said Wally. “He’d soon
find Lhe topper. He'd guide, us, too, in this rotten dark.

9

without my

“Tere's the topper,” said Blake, who was groping for it.
1t feels a bit »«lunshy, but it’s all right. Now, come on!”

They squeezed- through the hedge into the lane. It was
@ narrow, dark lane, and there was no glimmer of a lamp,

“ Now then, Kery, which way?”’

“ Left, after loavipg the line.”

“Right-ho! Come on!”

They marched on,

The darkness was hardly broken by a glimmer in the sky;
yound them the light flakes were still falling, and the ground
was assuming a ghostly glimmer of white. Progress was still
glow, but the St. Jim’s juniors stuck it out manfully.

“ Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy. “ This is a wathah owiginal way
of goin’ to a Chwistmas partay, and no mistake!”

“T only hope we shall get there!” grunted Manners.
“Jlere's a blessed cross-road!  Which onc are we to take,
Korr 7" .

The juniors halted.

‘A lane crossed the one they wore following at almost right
angles, and, although they struck matches and groped, they
could find no trace whatever of a signboard. There was no
indication of any sort. Kerr rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“ Well, which way, Kerr?” demanded half a dozen voices.

The Scottish junior shook his head.

“ Don’t ask me.”

“ But you found out the way, didn’t you?”

“They never told me anything about this cross-road. T
suppose they didn’t think of it.”

“And you didn’t?” said Kangaroo.

“ Woell, hang it,” said Kerr warmly, “how the dickens was
I to think of 17"’

“Mhis is what comes of trusting a New House chap to do
the interpreting !’ said Blake. ‘*We've really only got our-
solves to thank!”

“ ook here, you School-House ass—""

“0Oh, don’t jaw—that won’t make it any better! Kerr has
. got us into a hole——"

“You dummy——""

“Yaas, wathah! T wegard Kerr as havin’ got us into a
feahful hole! The best thing Kerr can do is to apologise to
all the gentlemen pwesent !”

“Toat lot of good that will do!” remarked Wally.

“ Wally, T object to those vulgah expwessions! I—

“Oh, ring off, Gussy ! What the deucc are we to do 7" said
Tom Merry. * We've got a choice of three ways, and one's
as good as another !’

And the juniors looked at onc another grimly, while the
whirling flakes dropped thicker and thicker about them.
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CHAPTER 4.
The Mysterious Light.

HERE was silence for some moments. - The predicament

was a serious one. The juniors of 8t. Jim’s were fond

_of adventure, true; but, as Blake said, this was a little

too thick! They were out in the snow and darkness, at a lato

hour, in a forcign country, and they hadn’t the faintest idea

which road to take of three.  And if they found the right one,

there was still a long and weary tramp before them to reach
the hospitable roof of their French chum.

“ Most enjoyable Christmas party this of yours, Merry!”
said Blake, at last.

“Oh, rats!”

“ Looks like being a frost!” ventured Lowther.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass in the direction of
Monty Lowther’s voice, not being able to sce Lowther himself.

“ Lowthah, T object vewy much to your wotten jokes at a
time like this! 1 object—"

“Thoe question is, what’s to be done ?”’ said Noble.

“You are intewwuptin® me, Kangawoo!”’

“Yes, I know that, Gus What’s to be done ?”’

“Toss up for it,”’ said Dig.

“ Well, that really seems the only thing to do,”’ said Tom
Merry.  *“ Anybody got a coin handy?”

“ Yaas, I've got a twenty-fwanc-picce here!”

“ (ret a match out, Blake.”

Blake struck a match, and D'Arey tossed up the gold lonis.

Of course, he missed it coming down, and the coin Lﬁ-uppod ) \
the ground.

“ Bai Jove!”

“ A guess for cach turning,”
man wins.”

“T've dwopped the coin.”

“ Ass!”

“ kot another,”” said Blake.

“But it wes a twenty-fwanc-picce!
mateh !’

“Bosh! It’s lost now, of course.”

“ Tt would be vewy extwavegant to lose twenty [wanes that
way, Blake!”

“Waell, you always werc an ass, you know! Let it be a *
lesson to you not to be an ass, and it will be worth the gold
Nap! Here's a French penny. 'l toss.”

“ But I've lost—-"

“ Well, look for it, duffer!”

Blake tossed the dix-centime-picce, and caught it in his
palms.

“ Now, then, Tommy "’

“ Head for the left turning !’ said Tom.

said Tom Merry,  and the odd

“ Look sharp!"

Stwike anothah

‘Il‘ﬂ:zk(- showed the coin in the glimmer of a match. It was
tarl.
“ Left turning’s barred,” he said. “Try again.”

“ Head for middle turning!”

“Tail again.” : §

“Then we take the right one,” said Tom Mervy. Wall,

it’s as good u way of deciding as any other, but 1 wish we had
a surer one.  Anyway, it’s settled now—the right turning.
Come on!”

“1f it turns out to be right——"" began Lowther,

¢ Oh, don’t be funny now-—march!"”

“ 1 haven’t found that louis, yet!”

“Teave it there.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“ Well, 'you'll have to stay and look for it alone!” grinned
Blake. *‘ Good-bye!”

Taking the turning to the right, the juniors marched on.
Arthur Augustus hesitated a moment, and then followed them,
leaving his t.wonty-fruncTieco reposing somewhere amid the
mud and snow on the road.

The middle turning, and the turning to the right parted at
an obtuse angle, and there really scemed little to choose be-
tween them—indeed, it would have been difficult to decide
which was the lane, and which was the turning. But at a
short distance from the cross-roads the lane .wound roun:
further to the right. This was hardly to be observed by the
juniors, encompassed in darkness as they were. They followed
the road, tramping steadily in hopes of meeting someone who
would direct them more suvely, or of seeing the lights of u
cottage where they could make inquirics. |

But no pedestrian on the road, no glimmer of light from the
wayside gladdened their eyes. The country seemed to be
deserted.

Tom Merry struck a match and looked at his watch at last. b |
“ My hat! Guess the time!” vy
“0Oh, give it up!”’ i3
“ Jalf-past eleven.” i
“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy. It will be wathah bad form S
pwesentin’ oursélves at a fellow’'s house at this time of night " 1?
“ Wae haven’t much chance of presenting ourselves there ! S8
growled PFiggins. ' More likely to present ourselves in afi]
snowdrift!” g
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 Cernay will think we've stayed somewhere for the night,
owing to the breakdown,’’ said Kangaroo. - “ I wonder if we
could find shelter?”?

** I've been looking for a light—a cottage, or anything,’” said
Tom Merry. “ But there doesn’t seem to be anything, Of
course, there might be a building within a few yards of us and
we shouldn’t see it. There wouﬁ] be no lights at this hour.”

" Well, we can only keep on.”

They tramped on wearily, Their limbs were growing heavy
with fatigue, and sleep weighed down their eyelids. The snow
was still fulfing with a steady persistence, and the roads and
hedges and trees glimmered white in the darkness.

The juniors huk welcomed the sight of the snow when it
began to fall, as scasonable for a Christmas holiday—they were
chianging their minds now, as it settled upon them; and clung
to them, and blew round their faces and ears,

Arthur Augustus uttered a sudden exclamation.

* Stop, deah boys!”

* What’s wrong?”

“ Nothin’.2?

*Then keep on, ass!”’ growled Blake.
waste now.”’

“ Weally, Blake——""

“Oh, come on!”

“ 1 tell you—- :

“ Well, you can stand there and jaw to the snow!” said
Blake, who was a little crusty, perhaps. * I hope you'll enjoy
it! Good-bye!”

 But——"

* Why don’t you come on 7"’ shouted Tom Merry.

** Because I've seen a light, deah boy 1”?

A What ?”°

“I've scen a light.”

“Oh! Why didn’t you say so, then?"’

“ Weally, you didn’t give me a chance!

** Oh, never mind ! here’s the light ; §

The juniors halted eagerly. Any glimmer of light in that
densce and snowy darkness was a godsend to them. If they
could got into any shelter for the night—even if it were only
a cattle-shed—they would be glad. In the dawn they would
be able to find thetr way to the chatean, or to get a conveyance
thither. Now, tired Nature called out imperiously for rest.

** Whero is the light, Gussy?”’ 7

Arthur Augustus pointed across the level land beside the
lane, separated from them only by a row of low trees.

* It was there, deah boy.”

I can’t seo it.”’

** Neithah can I, now!
tinctly.”

Jack Blake growled. o

“You ass! It's only a false alarm—there’s no light!
only Gussy going to slecp and dreaming he sees things!”

* Weally, Blake——" % ;

“Let’s get on,” gruntcd Digby. “If we stay here while
Gussy talks, we sha’n’t get a move on till morning.”

““ Weally, Dig-—"" : ; b

“There’s no light, that's certain!” said Tom Merry, strain-
ing his eyes into the gloom. ‘ You must have been mistaken
Gussy ! s : :

“I decline to admit the possibility of my bein’ mistaken,
Tom Mewwy!
1 certainly did see it !

“Was it moving, or still 7’ X :

“Movin’, I think—but I caught sight of it only for a
moment.”’ " st
It might be some chap out to get cattle in, or something,
said Manners, hopefully. *‘ Better make sure before we go

L2

“There’s no time to

You—-"

But it was there! I saw it dis-

It

* Yaas, wathah!”

“ Well, T suppose so,”” agreed Tom Merry doubtfully. “If
it was a chap with a lantern, he might have passed behind
something. There may be a farm here, for all T know. Keep
your eyes on the spot.” :

Jack Blake caught his arm quickly.

** Look I’ % ;

From the darkness of the night gleamed a sudden light—
sudden, bright—flashing like a searchlight through the gloom,

It was only for an instant, and then it vanished, and the
darkness of the night seemed darker than before,

CHAPTER 5.
The Ruined Chateau.

DJF OM MERRY drew a quick, deep breath. The juniors
had all seen the ligg)t this time, and there was no
vossibility of a mistake about it. The light was

3 thcr'e---%)ut what did it mean?
That was a question which Tom Merry thought needed an
swer. 5
! m‘]“:‘;}(‘ntmh shout,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘“The chap is
| bound to hear us if we bawl loud enough, you know; and
thon he’ll come and show us a light.”
-SA, * Tur Geyx LIBRARY.—No. 93
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Tom Merry caught him by the shoulder,

“ Silence—silence ! 2

““ Bai Jove, what do you mean "’

“Not a sound !”?

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

‘“ There’s something odd about this,”” said Tom Merry, in
a low tone. “Don’t make a row, any of you. That may
be a place for us to give a wide berth to.”

(It struck me the same,” said Figgins,
thing ’]olly mysterious in those flashes.
again.’

The light flashed out of the heart of the gloom again,
It blazed straight towards the juniors, turned in a half-
circle, and disappeared.

Blackness again !

“It’s a signal,” said Blake.

“Bai Jove! They know we're here, then,”

“Rats! It's a signal to somebody else.”

“ Gweat Scott ! I nevah thought of that, you know.”.

Tom Merry’s face was very serious.

* That light is too bright for a farmer’s lantern,” he said.
‘“It is either electrie or acetylene, and it can’t belong to a
farm-hand. It’s not a chap looking for cattle, and it’s not
a chap belonging to a farm signalling to another chap.
You don’t find acetylene lamps on a farm in a country,
district like this.”

“Not likely !’

‘“ Besides, at this hour-—-"

““ Looks fishy.”

“There may be something fishy going on, or there may
not,” said Tom Merry; ‘““but, in"any case, we may as well-
be careful. No good running one’s head into trouble,”

« ‘“Wathah not.”

“ Robbers are a bit out of date, T know, but theré might
be footpads in a lonely region like this. One never knows.”

*“The light doesn’t seem to be coming again,” said Blake,
after a pause.

“No. We don't know how long its been going on,
though. The chap it’s a signal to may have arrived.”

“Yaas, wathah !” i .

The 8t. Jim’s juniors waited and watched, with the flakes
of snow settling thickly round them. They were anxious
and curious.  They needed shelter, for the most hopeful
had almost given up hope of reaching the Chateau Cernay
that night. They did not want to spend six or seven hours
wandering -in the snowy lanes. But shelter in this spob
might mean worse for them. s

The light did not reappear.

“ Well, what’s going to be done?” said Blake, at last.
“Forward, or halt?”

¢ Halt, deah boys,” said D’Arcy. “I wathah fancy my-
self as a walkah, but weally I am gettin’ vewy fatigued
now. I would wathah wun any wisk than spend the west
of the night in twampin’ about.”

“Well, I feel like that, too,” said Figgins. “We can’t
get to Cernay’s, that’s a dead cert. My belief is that we
took the wrong turning; but if we go back, we don’t know
which of the others to take.”

' “We may be on the right road, and only a few minutes
from the chateau.”

“Or a few hours.”

“ Well, there’s no telling.”

“T'm tired,” said Fatty Wynn. “The only thing is, if
we put up in a barn or something, what aré we going to
have for supper?”

“Oh, let’s risk it,” said Wally. “T can’t go on tramping
much further, and the snow’s coming down thicker than
ever.”’

“Well, I'm willing to take the risk, whatever it is, if
you chaps are,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. *“ After all,
there are eleven of us, and most of us have sticks, and we
all have British fists. We ought to be able to take care of
ourselves,”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Only don’t make a row; we don’t want any trouble if -
we can help it.” .

9 \\'ight~}llo K

“You fellows all agreed ?’”” asked Tom Merry.

They were all agreed. They felt that they would rather
risk penetrating into the den of a gang of footpads than
confinue the weary tramp through the snow and the dark.

“Come on, then,” said Tom Merry, *“and quiet!”

“Right-ho "

* Bettah let me lead the way, Tom Mowwy.”

““Rats !

And Tom Merry marched ahead into the trees. He had
to feel his way carefully, for the ground was rough and
hilly, and, as far as he could ascertain, uncultivated.

He stumbled presently over an invisible mass in the
darkness, and uttered a slight exclamation,

““Anythin’ w’ong 77

‘ Stop a minute,”

“'Therc's some-
There it gocs
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Tom Merry felt ovar the obstruction with his hands. Tt
was a huge block of stone, covered, of course, with snow.

“What is it?"” asked Kerr. : :

« A big chunk of stone,” said Tom Merry, in perplexity.
71 don’t know what it can be doing here, unless——"
““Unless what?”’ : ; :

“Woll, if we were at home, on Rylecombe IHill, T should
think we were running into the ruing of the old castle,’
said Tom Merry. “% don’t know if there's any 1;‘11111(‘(1
building about here. I wish I knew where we were.

Blake uttered a slight exclamation.

% By George! I remember now Cernay telling us some-
thing about a ruined chatean—a building destroyed h_v‘ the
mob in the French Revolution, and never robuilt. It's in
tho same neighbourhood as the Chateau (‘ernay--how near
I don’t know.”

“This might be the place, then."”

“Quite Iiﬁ(‘ly."

They moved on cautiously. Blake’s sarmise was probably
correct, for as thoy went on they stumbled many times
against masses of masonry, and once they almost fell down
a flight of scveral stone steps. They were evidently passing
over ground that had once been oocupied by an extensive
building, of which the fragments still remained.

A dark mass loomed up before the juniors, and they
stopped at lagt. The mass, darker than the surrounding
darkness, showed them that they had reached a building.

“ 1,00k out!” whispered Tom Merry.

“ Hark !”

“What is itt”

“Music. Hark!” 3

“ My hat!” .

The juniors stood spelibound.

From the silenco and the dimness of the night, proceeding
whence they could not tell, came strange strains of music.

Now high, now low, now alniost inaudible, the strains
came softly through the night to the ears of the astounded
juniors.

“Tt’s a violin,” said Kerr.

“My hat! Hore, at this hour!”

“\Woell, the light showed there was someone in the build-

ing,” said Blako. “I suppose the chap is keeping it up,
as Christmas is coming.”
. “JIt’s pretty cortain, as I said, that it wasn't a farm-hand
with  the light,’' said Tom Merry. ‘“A farmer’s man
wouldn’t have a violin, and certainly wouldn’t be playing
it here at this time of night.”

“Nor a tramp, either, nor a footpad,” said Kerr.

“Woll, no,” said Tom Merry, puzzled. * What the
deuce—-" *

“1 wondor—"" began Bluke; and then he paused.

“«Waell, what do you wonder?”’ said Tom Merry. * Have
you got the faintest idea what it may mean?”’

“1 only remember what Cernay told me.”

¢ (ernay ?”

“Yes, 1 suppose this is the building he was speaking of
—~the ruined chatcau,” said Blake, in a low voice.

“Most likely. What about it?”

“Ho told me something about it,” said Blake hesitat-
ingly.

“Oh! What was it?”

“ Waell, it’s not a cheerful sort of thing, considering where
we are, and the time of night,” said Blake.

“Oh, go ahcad!”

“ Well, he said the chateau was supposed to be—Dbe—o

“What?"

¢ Haunted,”

¢ Bai Jove!”

“Mhe seignour and his family were keeping up some
fostival, with music and dancing, when the Jacobin mob
broke in on them,” said Blake, in a hushed voice. ‘' They
were all murdered. Since then, so the country people say,
Cernay told me, though he laughed at the story himself—
sinco thon the ghosts have haunted the place, and the music
is often heard of a winter night.”

‘“ Phew !"’

“71-J—I think we'd better get on,” said Fatty Wynn,
¢ [—J—I'm not superstitious, you know, but—but—"

“(ihosts arc all bosh,” said Tom Merry decidedly.

“Ves, of course-they are, in the daytime; but—-

“Phe music’s stopped I’ sanid Kangaroo.

“ Porhaps the ghosts have heard us,” suggested Monty
Towther, “ Anyway, it wasn't a ghost who was waving
that lantorn about, I suppose.”

“Ha, ha! Hardly.”

“We'll go on,” said Tom Merry determinedly, * Most
likely tho music is somebody playing a trick to scare oft
people for some reason.”

«put whoever it is, he wouldd’t expect people to be
prowling round to hear the music ab this time of night.”

N

»

said Blake.

"
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“Well, no. Anyway, we want shelter, and we're not
going to be frightened away by the squeak of a violin,”

“Not half !’

¢ (Clome on, then!”’

And the juniors, feeling their way in the darkness, moved
on. But their hearts were beating very hard now. &

One Penny. %

CHAPTER 6,
Camping Out.

ARK and gloomy was the buildin% as the juniors

cautiously approached through the fast-falling flakes.

The mysterious sound of music had died away, and

a silence as of the grave had fallen upon the ruined build-

ing. s s

Tt was only broken by the slight sounds made by the boys

as they stumbled among thegnasses of fallen masonry, and

brushed against the massive walls of the old chateau in
the darkness.

Suddenly they became aware that the snow was no longer
falling upon them.

“Pai Jove, it’s left
D’Arcy remarked.

“ No, it hasn’t, duffer,” grunted Blake; “we're under a
roof now.”

“Bai Jove !”

The wind still swept about them, but the snow was gone.
They were under o roof of some kind, but they could sce
nothing.

On every side, darkness and silence—darkness that could
be felt, silence as of the grave. The uncanny place was
having a strange effect upon their nerves. They were silent,
with fast-beating hearts.

They stopped, under the shelter of the unseen roof, and
Tom Merry broke the silence.

‘W can’t stand here,” he said; ‘we've got to find some
Fln‘ce Jore comfy to camp for the night. We must get a
ight.

“ PBut that will give the alarm.”

T know—but it can’t be helped. We're not afraid of
g}msls. I suppose; and as for human beings, there are eleven
of us.”’

“That’s so,” said Kangar: “Lot's get a light. There
may be a corner of this pla¢e where we can be quite comfy
for the night. There might be fuel, too—old doors and
windows, to make a fire."” -

“Pai Jove! I should be glad of a warm.”

¢ We—we might find some grub, too, if there's anybody
digging here,” said Fatty Wynn. * I'm—1%0  awfully
hungry, you know. I get very hungry abt this time of the
year, and—"

“Not much chance of grub,” said Tom Merry,
we've got some matches.”

He struck a wax vesta.

The juniors looked round them eagerly in the glimmerin
light of the match. It showed large damp stone walls, auﬁ
gave them a glimpse of an arched roof overhead.

All was colcf, desolate, dark.

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy, with a shiver. “It's a place
for ghosts, you know. I wish we had a lantern.”

“We can make a torch,” said Lowther.

“ Bai Jove! How?"”

¢ We could burn your topper——'

“ Pway don't be an ass.” 4

¢ We'll burn a handkerchief, anyway, and get n look
round,” said Tom Merry. * Come further in—ii’s more
sheltered.”

A handkerchief was twisted round the end of a stick and
sot fire to. The light blazed up and illuminated the strange
quarters in which the juniors found themselves.

It was a large room, and seemed to have been an ante-
chamber to the great hall of the chateau, over the ruins of
which they had stumbled into their present refuge.

Windowless openings gave admittance to the wind and to
stray flakes of snow; but the roof of the room seemed to be
almost intact, only here and there fugitive flakes coming in.
Three or four doorways—bare of doors—opened on various
sides, giving admittance to what had been other apart-
ments of the chateau—now windowless ruins, walls and frag-
ments of the roofs alone remaining.

The juniors looked about them—with curiosity—and with
anxiety, too. In the light of the improvised torch, they did
not know what strange sight might meet their gaze. That
there were others besides themselves in the ruined chateau
they were certain.
he? Who was he?

Not a wayfarer like themselves—the light signals showed
that. Of whom, then, was this desolate ruin the den?
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Others—at least one other, Where was
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But there was safety in numbers. Fven if the denizens
of the chatedun were thieves, eleven sturdy fellows ought to
be able to take care of themselves, ¥

“Can’t see anything of his ghostship,” said Monty
Lowther. ‘The fellow with the lamp is lymg low, too.”

“ Suppose we call to them,” suggested %Iuko.

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully. :

“Woll, it wouldn’t do any harm. After all, they must
know we are here, so we sha'n’t be giving ourselves away.”

“ Wathah not.” :

“ Let’s ﬁv_e ‘em a yell,” said Blakd. * It will break this
horrible silence, anyway.”

“Good! All together !

And with one voice the St. Jim’s juniors roared s

‘“Hallo!” ¢ p

The echoes of the shout came thundering back.

But nothing else answered them. If there were another
occupant of the ruined chateawp he could not have failed to
hear that shout; but he did not care to show himself.

“Hallo, hallo!” roared the eleven powerful voices
again,

Again tha thundering echoes were the only answer.
torch was burning out.

“(fall out in French, Kerr.” i

Kerr obeyed, He called out to anybody who was there to
show himself, and help belated travellers who wanted rest
and shelter. But only the echoes replied.

Blake snorted.

“The bounders are 1ying‘ low,” he said, ¢ That’s pretty
certain proof that they're mo class. We shall remain here,

The

in spite of them; but we’d better keep, watch, and keep our.

eyas peeled.”

* Yaas, wathah

The last flicker of the torch died out. Darkness rushed
upon them once again. The juniors instinctively drew
closer togethier.

“"Phe firsh thing is to get a fire,” said Tom Merry. ¢ There
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must be some wood of some sort left here, if it’s only a

window-frame. I've got a mewspaper in my pocket; we’ll
burn it for a light.”” :

And the “ Paris Daily Mail”? was twisted into a torch and
lighted. By its light the juniors hunted for fuel.

The chateau had probably been stripped of its woodwork
by the peasants of the surrounding country for fuel, for it
was o dificult task to find any left. But they found a
window-frame at last, and dragged it from the almost in-
accessible casement where it was still jammed, and brought
down a shower of stones with it. There was no axe to chop
it withy and they smashed it as small as possible with heavy
stones, and then set to work chipping it with their pocket-
knives.

Tt was weary work; but there was an adventurous excite-
ment about it that banished sleep and fatigue. After all, it
was a ripping adventura to camp for the night in a ruined
chateau in the heart of France. - There were a good many
fellows at St. Jim’s who would have given a term’s pocket-
money for the chance.

When a pile of chips, large and small; had been accumu-
Jated, Blake extracted from his pocket the last nuraber of
the  Marvel,” and it was saerificed to the fire. 'Theé paper
burned up cheerily, and a dozen matches laid on it blazed
up, and then the smaller of the chips were fed upon it,
burning frecly. Then the larger chips were laid carefully
on the infant fire, and finally chunks of wood. 5

It was a labour of time, but the fire burned up, and soon
the ruddy gleams of it were reflected on all sides, casting
strange shadows into the recesses of the old chateau.

“We shall want some more fuel, though,” said Fatty
Wynn, warming his hands at the blaze. Where the
dickens are we to get it?”’

“Use your head,” said Lowther.

“Bai Jove, it's the tenth time I've heard Lowthah make
that wotten joke!” 3

“(Oh, rats! Let’s lcok for some more wood.”

They hunted high and low for wood. Figgins came upon
a stone staircase leading downwards into impenetrable dark-
ness, and he struck a match and descended.

Then he suddenly stopped.

From below him, in the dense darkness, came a strange
sound—the sound of a deep groan, as of a man in agony.

Then silence again.

Figgins stood for a moment, the blood running cold in his
veins, and the hair standing on end upon his head.

Onlyfor a moment ; then he turned, and raced up the stairs
agaiu at top speed, his heart thumping agsinst his ribs like
a hammer.

He dashed back into the light thrown by the fire, and the
ghastly hue of hi face drew every glance upon him at once.
. Next
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CHAPTER 7.
Haunted?
F IGGINS ‘gasped for breath. That terrible sound from

the darkness on the staircase was ringing in his ears
still. He could not speak. Kerr tapped him on the
:al'no\‘;lc:]or.’ ;

W s ihe or. Fi 99

g (}h l:}’t 5 the matter, Figgy?

“1 say, old chap, what on earth——""

: “Q?od heavens !” gasped Figgins, “It—it gave me @
urn.’

The juniors gathered quickly round, Tom Merry grasped
his stick tightly. ;

“ What was it, Figgy? Have you seen anything?"”

“N-n-n-no!”

“Then what——-"

“J—I heard something,” gasped Figgins.
—an_awful groan.” :

*Phew ! "Where "

“There’s a stair just outside this room—Ileads downwards.
I was going down for fuel, and—and I heard it—"" :

“Gweat Scott! What did you do?" »

“ Bunked !’ said Figgins laconically.

Tom Merry grinned. ;

“I think I should have done the same,” he remurlsed.
“Tt must have been startling; but—it must be somebody
playing a trick.” :

*“Yaas, wathah!”

Or else somebody tumbled down the steps, and broken
his leg,” suggested Blake. ‘ That's as likely as the other.”
**Ah! Possibly. We—we ought to look.” ’
Figging's fa® grew longer. He did not like the idea of
going down those steps again.  But he would not draw back.

“Right you are,” he said. “I'm game, if you are.”

“ Anybody got a newspaper for a torch?”

Fatty Wynn had the * Petit Journal,” and it was
sacrificed to the cause.  With the paper torch in his hand,
blazing brightly, Tom Merry followed Figging, who showed
the way to the stone stair; the other juniors bringing up the
rear,

“ Here you are,” said Figgins.

Tom Merry led the way 50wnwutd.

The stone stair apparently led to the old vaults beneath
the chateau. The torch illuminated the narrow staircase,
ix_m_l vevealed the dark stones, the moss of ages, but nothing
iving. .

There was no sign of a human being.

AR, the bottom of the staircase Tom Merry flashed the
light to right and left. It flickered dimly into wide, dark
vaults,

But there was no one to be seen.

“Jt wasn't a chap hurt himself heds; then,” said Tom
Merry, in a low tone. It must have been a trick to
frighten us away.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

S Hable )

From the darkness of the vaults came a repetition of the
gound which had so alarmed Figging—the deep, terrible
groan.

The juniors started and changed colour.

“ Good—good heavens! What is it?"

“ A trick.” said Tom Merry firmly. ““It’s a trick.” Hallo,
there—hallo, hallo! We know you are playing a silly
trick, and you may as well drop 1t.” %

“Tell him in French, Kerr.”

Kerr sang out the same words in French. No reply came
to either—only the booming echoes of the great vaults.

“ Let’s get up,” said Fatty Wynn.

They ascended to the upper floor. Convinced as they
were that the groan was merely a trick, they were glad
enough to get back to the light of the fire.

Tom Merry piled on the rest of the fuel.

“They can keep up that game as long as they like,” he
said with knitted brows. * They won’t make us leave here
till the morning. 1f we had lanterns, I'd be jolly well in-
clined to go on a ghost hunt.”

“Better go on a fuel hunt,” said Blake. “ This fire won't
last long. We must have some more wood from some-
where.”

And the search for wood recommenced. They did not go
rear the lower stair again. 3

After all, they were not likely to find wood in the vaults.

Several heavy fragments of wood were discovered at last,
and dragged to the fire, and Tom Merry judging that there
was sufficient to las¢ until morning, they gave up further
soorch. The fire was replenished and piled high, and the
cheerful blaze changed the aspect of the room, and made

“ A—a groan

‘the spirits of the juniors rise.

Qutside, amid the ruins of the chateau, the wind howled,
and the snow was falling more thickly.
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ss loomed up before the juniors. “I sm
ruined chatean,’” said

A dark ma

But the snow could not reach them, and they were sholtered
from most of the wind, which only madse the fire flicker and
waver, and caused strongo shadows to dance on the walls.

Shelter and warmth they had obtained, but supper was
enother matter. The juniors were all hungry, but where was
food to come from?

“ We shall have to take it out in sleep,”” grinned Iiggins.
Poor old Fatty! Look at his face.”

S-k8.. ha,-ha 1

“J1 was thinking—"
“Go hon!”

1 suppose it wouldn'
““ What wouldn’t?”

“ Yet—1'm hungrier than any of you chaps—I always get
specially hungry at this time of the year,”’ said Fatty Wynn.

Blake gave a shout.

“My hat! He's got some grub!’

‘ Bai Jove!”

“Only a packet of sandwiches,”
T’'m willing to share them all round.
struggle, but—here youn are.”

And he extracted o fat packet from the pocket of his coat.
Figgins gave him a slap on the back in great apprediation,

#* Bravo, Fatty!”

" TOM

¢

said Fatty Wynn slowly.

t be cricket?”

L%
bit of a

satd Fatty Wynn.
It—it's a

B
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ose this is the building Cerway told us about—the
1ke in a low voice,

: b e

“Ow!”

“Bravo! I know it must be like having a tooth out to part
with the grub.”

“Worse,” said Fatty.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Well, Fatty shall have the lion’s shave,” said Tom Nierry,
as he unfastened the packet. *‘That's only fair."

" Yaas, wathah.”

There were a good many sandwiches in the packet, enough
for one each all round and a couple over. Iatty Wynn had
heroically refrained from devouring them, as he might easily
have done unseen in the darkness. And the chums of St.
Jim’s fully appreciated that self-denial on the part ot Fafty
Wynn.,

They knew how much it must have cost him to hand out
the provisions for a fair division, instead of bolting themn
alone and unaided.

The couple over were handed to Iatty: who had three to
his shave, and his three disappeared before the others had
got through their one each.

Then Fatty Wynn gave a deep sigh.

“Well, it was cricket,” he said.

““ Yaas, wathab, it was owicket, deah boy,"
Augustus D’Arcy. i

said Arthur

“ Considewin’ what a feahfully hungwy
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Least you ore, it was a gweat sacwifice to make. I wegard
Fatty Wynn as havin’ played the game.” T

5 &nus, wathah !’ sai Bfake, with a very good imitation of
D’Arey’s beautiful accent, which drew the elegant junior’s
eyeglass in his direction.

** Weally, Blake—"" s

A vote of thanks to Fatty Wynn !” said Kangaroo.

‘‘ Passed unanimously.” ;

1 have somethin’ better than that,” said Arthur Augustus,
fumbling in his coat-pocket.” *‘ Fatty Wynn, pway accept
this bah of milk chocolate as a-sign of my appweciation of
your extwaordinary self-denial.” .

* What-ho!”” said Fatty Wynn. !

It is too small to share out,”” said D'Arcy. “ But we will
all watch Fatty eat it, and I weally think the expwession of
his face will be weward e h,”

** Ha, ha, ha ¥ o

“Go it, Fatty!”

The bar of milk cho
Fatty Wynn smiled a ming smile,

“ Well, it does make & chap feel better to get even an
‘nstalment of grub inside him,” he remarked. **I feel as if
1 could face a thousand ghosts now, you know—I—oh !

Even as Fatty Wynn spoke, there came the sound of a
deep groan—so close, so deep and thrilling, that the juniors
started and twined pale, :

Katty Wynn broke off, as white as chalk.

“ Wh—-wh—what—"" » 3 :

* Where is the rotter?”’ muttered Blake, looking round him
with wide, scared eyes.

There was no reply to that question.
light for
sight. :

et the groan had seemed to be quite close to them.

The juniors gazed at one another with startled eyes. What
did it mean? Was it—was it possible, after all, that the
rpined chateau was—haunted?

followed the three sandwiches.

The fire cast a ruddy
a dozen yards round—and there was no one in

—n

CHAPTER 8. »
. A Sudden Flight.

> H—WH-—-WHAT can it mean?”’ said Figgins.
W “Ow! There it is again !’ gasped Fatty Wynn,
*Gweat Scott !” 5

Groan'! s

Deep and terrible was the sound, and it sent a shudder to
the veins of the juniors. “Whence did it come? There was
no one within the ecircle of the ruddy firelight—-yet ‘that
terrible sound was close at hand. '

Tom Me:ry looked downward,

The groind was of huge blocks of stone, moss-covered.
Once there had been a floor, but that was long torn away
to be burned for firewood. The rough stones were revealed ;
and they were evidently thick, solid. No sound uttored in
the vaults below could penetrate through them.

Yet whence came that fearful sound%

The 8t. Jim’s juniors were all on their feet now--pale,
shaken.

Groan !

The sound died away faintly, tremulously. <

*My only hat! said”Tom Merry, and his voice was shak-
ing like a Jeaf. *““I—I begin to wish we hadn't come to this
place. But—but it must all be a. trick.”

They gazed round them.

Solid stone floor, solid walls—firelight playing for a dozen
yards round—where was the room for trickery? Yet—-

“‘It's no ghost ! said Blake.

¢ Hark I”

Through the night came that strange wail of music once
more—the weird music that they had heard when they reached
the ruined chateau.

Low and faint, then swelling higher, it penetrated to their
ears. But from what direction it came, not one of them
could tell.

The juniors shuddered. <

In the daylight it was all very well to laugh at ghost
stories, but in the mysterious shadows of the ruined chateau,
in the blackest hours of the night—

“ Let’s get out,” said Dig.

Tom Merry shook his head.

‘They’re not going to frighten us away.”

“ But—the storm,” said Figgins. “The snow's thicker
than ever! We can’t get through it—and where to go?’

*“ Yaas, wathah!”

' We'll stick it out,”’
“It must be trickery.”

Blake suddenly gripped his arm.

* Look! Look!”

* Good leavens!”

In the distance, through a shattered doorway, a strange
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and teivible figure appeared. It was a ghostly form in white,
moving with a slow and gliding ‘motion towards them.

Near the broken portal it stopped, and stood motionless.

The juniors felt the blood freeze in their veins. &

Tom Marry stood for a moment spellbound, :

Then, stooping, he seized his stick and hurled it througls
the broken doorway with all the force of his arm, full at the
ghostly figure, ;

Dim as was the light at the distance, the strainin
the juniors saw the heavy,
figure full in the breast.

It struck with a crash that would have sent any man
hurling to the ground; but the white figure did not fall-=
there was no sound from it. 3

It remained perfectly motionless. 2

Tom Merry’s teeth came together with a click.

* Good leavens!”

“It’'s—it’s a ghost!”

* Gweat Scott!” ‘ !

** Tmpossible I”” shouted Tom desperately. !

He seized a heavy, jagged stone, he swun% it into the aiy
wi(t.p b}(:th hands, and hurled it with all his force,

_ras y

There was a fearful crash as the stone smashed upon the
blank wall beycnd—but the white form never moved.

Tom Merry shuddered from head to foot.

From the darkness came a wailing sound.

That was alli

“I=I can’t stand this,”” muttered Tiggins, through his
ashen lips. *** J——[—""

“It's coming !

‘Oh!”

eyes ‘'of
whirling stick strike the “white

The figure was moving !

For a single instant the juniors stood spellbound.
with one accord,
il\\'ﬂy.

Away from the cheerful firo—away from the sheltering roof
—anywhere to escape that fearful vision.

Away—away-—at frantio speed! =

The cold wind and snow dashing in their faces recalled
them to themselves, Tom Merry was the first to stop.

* Hold on!”

*Oh,. come on!” muttered Mannors,

** Stop 1

' But—"

** Stop, I say.”

They stopped. Tom Merry gasped for breath—the bitter
wind was lashing in his face.

“1--1 won't go,” he said. botween his teeth. ** Man or
glmh]f‘. "1l stiek 1t out. Come back.”

* But—— »

“Then I'll go back alone.’’

And he turned.

“That you . jolly well won't,””  exclaimed Kangaroo.
Come on, kids!”’
‘“Wight-o!”
And they all tvrned back. How far they had run, in those
few minutes of panie, they did not know. :

Tomi Merry ]ooked for the ruddy glare of the light to'
gnide thera—but the fire had disappeared.

He stopped, and rubbed his eyes, and looked again,

There was not a gleam from the fivo,

“I can’t understand this,”” exclaimed Tom Meorry. *“The
fire Jmust show to a great distance—and we bLaven’t comie
far.’

“It’'s gone ont.”

**There was enough to last for hourg——-'"

Blake uttered an exclamation,

“They’ve put 1t out, of course.’””

* Ghosts don’t put out fires,” said Tom Merry, between his
teeth. *‘T was sure that it was a trick—only—i lost my head
for the minute.”

Blake laughad ruefully.

“1 think we all lost our heads,” he remarked.

*“ Yaas, wathah! Even I must have lost my head, deah
boys! But undah the cires——""

“If they’ve put the fire out, they’re human enough,” said
Figgins. ‘' But the question is, can we find our way back
without the light 7’

** Can’t strike a match in this wind,” said Kery.

“ We'll find the chateau somehow.”

They plunged on in the thick gloom. The wind had risen,
and it was whitling thick flakes round their ears. There was
not a glimmer of ﬁ ht to guide them—the fire in the ruined
chatean had evidently been extinguished. G

“Hallo! Here's  something I’ exclaimed Blake., A
hedge near that blessed chateau, chaps?’

“I_don’t remeinber secing one; but there might have
been,” said Tom Merry. *‘Is it a road?”’

*On the other side of the hedge, I think,”

1 Then,
without waiting to speak, they dashed

.
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It may be the lane we left—we may be able to work our
from it again.”

Well, we'll try.” - <

‘hey serambled through the hedge. Were they in the lane

rom w! they ad sought the chateau? They could not

tell. Thore was no guessing in the darkness.

“Hark 1" said Tom Merry abruptly,

£ By Jova! I can hear——"

“It's somebody coming.”

The juniors listened intently, as well as they could in the
wind. Down the wind the sound came to them-—heavy foot-
steps grinding in the mud and snow of the lane, and a mutter-
ing voice in Krench.

*“ What is he saying, Kerr?"

Kerr chuckled softly

“I con’t repeat it; but he's annoyed by the wind, who-
ever he is, and he’s saying things.” Seems vo me I have
heard his voice befors.’

*He’s close to us now, Mind——"

Bump!
> The 1nvisible form ran right into Tom Merry. Tom stag-
r gered under the unexpected impact as a sharp voice cried in

I'rench :

“ Gaston! (’est bien!”

It was the voice of the scarved I'venchman—their disagrec-
able fellow-pagsenger of the railway train!

Dty

CHAPTER 9.
A Night Out!

. ASTON !
The Frenchman was peering through the darkness

N at Tom Merry, trying to make him out— alveady sus-
pecting that he had mads a mistake, as the boy did not answer,
Tom felt a strong grasp laid upon his shoulder.

“ Lot go!” he said quietly.

There was an oath in French,

* Parbleu! Vat—vat—who arc you?”

The grasp on Tom's shoulder tightened.  But the others

were gathering round now. They all knew that sharp, un-

i)loasuut voice, and they were ready for trouble. The scarred

‘renchman was evidently alonc.

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy. ** [t's the chap I thumped, you

know ! How extwaordinawy !"

‘“ Ah, cochon!”

I wefuse to be called a cochong !" said D’Avoy indignantly,

“I wegard you as a vewy bad-mannahed boundah !

‘“You, again!”

“Yes, here we ave again!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“ Will you have the goodness to let go my shoulder? 1 am not

used to being handled like that!”

‘The Frenchman released him. e peered at the boys in the
~gloom for a few moments, and then, with another oath, he
i it’r?do away.

“+. “Bon soir!” said Tom Merry.
" There was no answer to that.
"= Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy.

etin’ !
, Kknow !

* Walked, T suppose,” said Wally,

“ Pway, don’t bo fwivolous, Wally! Tt is vewy wemarkable

- that he got out of the twain the station before Py oly, and yet
» we find him in this diwection !
. * Perhaps we've been going the wrong way."?

“Bai Jove!”

“ Well, T haven’t the faintest idea where we are,’ said Tom
Merry.  “ It scems impossible to find the chateau aguain,
What silly asses we were to run!” :

“Oh, I don’t know !" said Blake, with a shiver.
enough to make anybody cut and run, [ think !
it out yet !’

** Wathah not!”

[ * Bless this wind—how it cuts!” said Figgins, * We can'f
find the chateau, but we shall have to find some shelter or
| other, or be blown to bits!”

] “ Well, we can only keep on.”

They kept on. The lane they were in had dwindled to a
rutty track, and evidently led nowhere, unless to somo farm or
cottug(zl. Arthur Augustus uttered a sudden exclamation, and
stopped.

s 6h, what’s the matter now?”’ demanded Blake crossly,
“I've stumbled uguinst somethin’ "

“ Never mind—"

“ 1t fecls like a wall—a wooden wall,” said D’Arcy, groping
in the darkness. * Bai Jove! It's a buildin’ of some kind !

“ Good egg!”

They groped at the wall, and groped their way round it till
. they felt a door. Tom Merry pushed it open, and there was
. a smell of hay,

L\ ¢ It's a barn, I qu)pose?” said Tom,
‘\!‘ It's a godsend, deah boy !”’
-/

“This is a most surpwisin’
I weally wondah how that chap came here, you

“It was
I can’t make
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They crowded in and elosed the door. Tom Merry struck a
match, and shaded it with his hand. They were in a wooden
building, with several bales of hay in one corner, but no living
occupant,

“ My hat!” said Tom Merry,
it! I’'m ready to drop!”,

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ Yank out the hay and make beds of it. We can vay the
owner to-morrow, if he turns up. By Jove, this is luci(!"

In five minutes the juniors werc buried in the hay and fast
aslecp. Strange as their quarters were, the boys slept as
soundly as they had ever done in their own beds in the dormi-
tories at St. Jun’s. They were too cold and fatigued to think
of anything but warmth and sleep, and the hay afiorded them
both.

From the darkness of the barn e
regular breathing—save when Fatty
dious snore.

When Tom Merry, the first to awake, opened his eyes, the
sun was streaming into the building through a dozen chinks
in the walls. It was a bright sunlight, un(fit dazzled him as
he opened his eyes in the rays. %

The snow had ceased to fall—there was no sound of the
wind. It was a calm, bright, wintor’s morning.

Tom Merry sat up and pushed away the hay. What the
hour was ho had no idea, but it was evidently full day, He
looked at his watch—ten o’clock.

My hat!”

He jumped up. Ten o'clock! Tt was not surprising, cons
sidering tho fatigue of the previous night, but Tom was think-
ing of the anxiety his friends would be feeling at the Chateau
Cernay.

“ Wake up, kids!”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, sitting up in the hay.
‘“ Bai Jove, deah boys, I—1I har ly know where I am! Have
I weally passed a night sleepin’ in hay in a barn?”’

““ Ha, ha! Looks like it, Gussy!”

“ Gweat Scott! I feel most disweputable, you know ! gaid
D’Arcy, dragging his elegant limbs from the hay, “ My hat
is wuined! I am afwaid my clothes are done for !’

* Lucky we weren’t done for ourselves!” said Blake, * Here,
\imko up, you lazy slackers! Are you going to sleep there all
day?”’

This was a little cool, as Blake had only risen that moment.

“ Tumble up, you lubbers!”

i CSifln.w-uw-luw! * said Wiggins,

‘ Sleopy, Figgins?”’
‘Oh, ly{smnwg;'ully 12

“Poor kid! I'll h(;l% vou up, then!”

And Blake kindly laid hold of Figgins’s ankles, and dragged
him bodily out of the hay, and l"iggins yelled furiously,

“Ow! Oh! Leggo, you lunatic!”

“1'm helping you.”

“I'll help you to a thick car if you don’t chuck it!” yelled
Figgins.

“I suppose that’s what you call gratitude in the New
House " gaid Blake, letting Iiggy’s big feet drop to the
ground.

“ Brorerr!” said Figgins.

‘“ Hallo, here’s a visitor !

The barn door had opened, and a fat, red-choeked, French
country labourer put his head in, He had a pitchfork in his
hand, and he stared at the boys in blank amazement,

“ Hallo!” said Tom Merry.

“Comment !” gasped the native.

* Piteh it to him, Kerr!”

Kerr advanced towards the labourer,
hands French fashion for a start.
fork threateningly.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Blake.
yon know !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” s

“I wefuse to be taken for a twamp!” exclaimed Arthur
Aug\yxatus D’Arcy indignantly,  “I wegard the man as ar

ss !’

“Go it, Kerr!”

Kerr waved his hands and jabbered. The labourer’s
expression becamo a little less truculent, and he lowered the
pitchfork. Finally he grinned.

" “ Well, what's the verdict ?”’ demanded Fiﬁgins.

“We're on a farm on the Cernay estate, said Kerr, “sa
this chap says. We're less than a mile from C ‘ernay’s house,”
‘“Bai Jove!”
““ Ask him where the haunted chateau is?' said Tom
Merry. i

Kerr babbled on again, and the labourer gesticulated and

“ This is luck, and heaps of

nothing but sounds of
ynn broke into a melo-

‘
<

spreading  out_ his
The man raised his pitch:

“Ile takes us for tramps,

babbled. A ; :
“(Good as a comedy, isn't it?’ said Blake.

“Ha, ha! Better!”

“The ruined chateau is nearcr Cernay’s place than this,”
said Kerr. “ We seem to have done all our wandering lasf
night within the radius of about a mile.”
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“Gweat Scott!” T :

“ Well, we couldn’t see it in pitch-dark,”” said Tom Merry.
‘“ Has he got a cart, or a trap, or anything he can drive up
to the chateau in—that’s the question?’”’

“Yes, a farm-waggon.”

“ Well, that’s better than nothing.’”

“T've promised him twenty frangs,” said Kerr.
goinf to get the waggon.”

“Jolly good!” i

“Bai Jove! I don’t feel much like pwesentin’ myself “af
Cernay’s house in this fashion!” said D’Arey, looking down
disconsolately. at his muddy, draggled, hay-speckled attirve.
““ We shall look ‘an awiul lot of guys!”

“ Nothing new to you, old chap.”

“ Weally, Lowthah—" :

“1 don’t see that there’s much choice in the-matter,”” said
Tom Merry, “ Cernayswill be anxious about us. He will
know that if we had stayed anywhere for the night we should
have wired him. He'll think we’ve been lost in the storm-——
perhaps buried in a snowdrift.  We ought to get to the
chateau as quickly as we can.”

“ Yaas, but—"

“ Here, I'll dust you down!” said Blake. s

“ Thank you, duuf; boy! That will be bettah than nothin'!
But you haven’t a bwush |

“ Thig is all right.” ; ;

_ Blake began to dust down D’Arcy’s clothes with his open
hand. He dealt the swell of 8t. Jim's several hearty smacks,
which certainly made the dry mud fly in clouds.

“Ow! Not so hard, deah bog P Bl

“ 1 hope yeu're not afraid of a little pain in the cause of
cloanliness, Gussy 7 said Blake severely.

“ N-n-no, but—-"*

Smack, smack, smack!

“Owt Owl” ¥

Arthur Augustus retreated precipitately.

“&tand still, you ass!” said Blake. I haven’t finished
H

“He's

29

“If you stwike me again, Blake, I shall give you a feahful
thwashin’! 1 uttably disappwove of this spiwit of pwactical
jokin’ I”?

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ I wegard you—'

“ 11allo, here’s the waggon!”’ ) :

There was a trampling of horses outside, and a_rumbling
and creaking of clumsy wheels. The juniors crowded out of
the barn, : :

CHAPTER 10.
The Arrival.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS had his mis;ﬁ'ivings, as was only
R natural, about presenting himself at the Chateau
Cernay in such a state, but there was clearly no help
for it. The juniors clambered into the farm waggon, and the
farmer’s man, with a broad grin, drove off with his two
lumbering horses.  The native seemed to be very much
amused at the appearance of the chums of St. Jim’s, and that
was not surprising. ; A

They were certainly not looking their best. ;

A night out—such a night—did not agree with them.
Thoy were muddy from head to foot, dirty and dishevelled,
their hair tousled, their clothes rumpled, their linen
decidedly soiled. 1’Arcy was as bad as the rest. The sleep
in the hay had left them covered with clinging particles,
which gave them a curiously speckled appearance.

Arthur Augustus looked round the waggon-load of dis-
hevelled juniors with a glance of great disapproval.

“RBy Jove,” he remarked, “you fellows do look a lot of
w’ecks I’

“ Have you any idea what you look like yourself?” asked
Towther politely. 5

“T am afwaid I look a feahful sight.”

“Yeos, rather, Much worse than usual,” said Lowther.

“ Weally, you know—""

“ Well, Cernay will forgive us when he hears the circum-
stances,” said Tom Merry. ““We could have got a clean-
up at the farm, but it would have taken time, and Cernay
must be anxious.”

“Of course, we want a clean up,” said Fatty Wynn.
“But what I feel most is the need of brekker.” >

“You would !” said Kangaroo. “ Why didn’t you have a
go at the hay for a start?”’

“QOr we might have found you some “thistles,”” said
Lowther. = o ;
“T ‘get awfully hungry at this time of the year,” said

Fatty Wynn unheeding. “1I suppose it’s the weather, you
tnow, I always notice it.”
“Yaas, I’ve noticed it, too.”
“The waggon rumbled on.
Round the juniors was a typical French country landscape
Tue Gem LiBrARY.—No. 93.
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—Ilevel ficlds, rows of trees, cultivation carried into ey
possible corner. In the distance was the thick wood §
park, and amid the trees they could catch a glimpse of
roofs and stone walls.

Tom Merry pointed it out to the driver.,

“Is that the chateau?””

“ M’sieur !’ ”

“Le Chateau Cernay ?”

“QOui, m’sieur !”’

“Good! We haven't {far to go,”

The waggon rumbled into a lane, which ran past the park °
gates of the chatean. The driver turned in at the gates,
which were wide open, and the heavy vehicle rolled on
towards the handsome, stone-walled house, half covered with
vy.

More than one face looked out of a window at the strange
sight, and, in spite of their nerve, Tom Merry & Co. felt
their cheeks begin to burn.

It certainly was a strange manner in which to present
themselves at their French chum’s house; but, as Tom Meiry
said, it could not be helped.

’I"ho’ waggon halted before the wide stone steps of the
portal.

There was a sudden shout, and an active figure came
bounding out of the house. It was Auguste Cernay.

He jumped into the waggon.

‘“Ciel ! Mes amis— mes amis! Bon Dieu !”

“Here we are, old chap,” said-Tom Merry.

“('iel ! I have been to zink zat you are dead in ze snow.”

“Not quite dead yet, thank goodness!”’

‘“ Ah, 1 have been anxious! It is zat mon pere has gone
to ze station to inquire again—encore—vous comprenez? K
have been up and down ze all time.” .

“1t’s rotten to make you anxious like that,” said Tom
Merry.,  “ But it couldn’t be helped. We couldn’t come on
in the train to Proly. But I dare say you know the line.
was broken?”’

*“Qui, oui.”

“ We've slept in a barn.”

‘“ Ah, it is good—fortunate—=zat you are not dead viz your-
selves |” .

Cernay jumped out of the waggon, covered with hay and
mud, and the juniors followed.

Tom Merry handed a gold louis to the farmer’s man, who
touched his hat, and drove off, still grinning. o

Cernay conducted his friends into the house, ordered
breakfast, and then led them upstairs to the apartments they
were to occupy.

“ft is zat you vill vant ze vash,” he remarked. * Your
lhaggfl'gcs zey have been sent on, and you vill find zem all
ere.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave a gasp of relief.

“Bai Jove, that is a stwoke of luck! I shall be able ta
get a change.”

“ Qui, cul; zmlgh it is zat my wardrobe vould have been
at your disposal,” said Cernay. ‘‘Zis vay, s’il vous plait.
Zeve are ze rooms.”

There were four rooms in a row, opening on the same cors
ridor, with three beds in each.

“It is zat I stay viz my shums !” exclaimed Cernay. ¢ Ah,
my heart it vas heavy Kwt night, mes amis, when it is zat
you do not—vat you call—turn down.”

“Turn up !”” grinned Blake.

““ Ah, oui, zat is if, turn up

Cernay left his friends in their quarters while he hurried
down to look after breakfast. He knew that they would be
in want of a solid feed, especially Fatty Wynun.

The juniors revelled in kot water and soop, and Arthur
Augustus’s face began to beam.

‘““Bai Jove, this 1s bettah, deah boys !”’

“ Yes, rather !’

“1 am beginnin’ to feel like a Chwistian again,”

“(ood 1 )

“Pway unstwap my twunks, Blake,"”

“Pray go and eat coke, Gussy.”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“Buck up, you chaps!” said Fatty Wyun, looking in at
the door, half dressed. *‘I don’t want to go down firet. = But
don’t kecp me waiting, will you 7”4,

“What's the huwwy, deah boy 1"

“Hurry? Why, breakfast, of course!”

“ Oh, wats!”’

“I'm hungry—awfully hungry. I don’t know what the
grub is like here, but I think we can depend upon Cernay
to do us down zll right.”

““Yaas, wathah! 1f you want me to huwwy—""

“Yes; do get a move onl”

“Then, pway come and unstwap my twunksg,
gsomethin’ out of each of them, you know.”

 Rats 1’

“ My ideah is o save time.”
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5 fore rats? _
b nd the fat Fourth-Former retired. 4 gy
. Pway bpen my twunks, Tom Mewwy, to save time.’
0Oh, all right!” said Tom Merly. "And he picked up a
heavily ornamental pair of brass tongs from the grate, and
ruis(id them in both hands cver the lock of D'Arcy’s best
trunk.

{The swell of 8t. Jim’s gave a yell.

““Hold on!”

“Eh?”

“What are you goin’ to do?"”

¢ Open the trunk.”

¥ You uttah ass! Let it alone!”

¢ Oh, very well! T only wanted to save time,’
Merry, putfing down the tongs.

“1'wegard you as an uitah ass, 'Tom Mewwy. Pway unlock
the fwunl':.Y and take the stwaps off, and—"

ats !’ !

“And Arthur Augustus was reduced to the necessity of
doing his unpacking himself. He warned his friends that
he would keep them waiting, but they were unmoved. When
the others were ready to go down to breakfast, Arthur
Augustus had got as far as getting his trousers on, but no
further.

“Ready 7" said Tom Merry.

1 am not weady, deah boy—not quite weady.
go down to bwekkah in this state, you know.”

‘“Come on!"”

“1 am hardly likely to descend in my shirt-sleeves, Tom
Mewwy.”

“Will you come ?”’

$ (fertainly not !

¢ (lollar him!”

“1 wefuse to be collahed! T—— Oh, pway welease mao!
Unless you immediately welease me, I shall no longah
W(;gurd you as my fwiends!”

*Yank him along !”

“Ow! Ohi{ Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus was prn‘)ollod to the door. He struggled
desperately, but unavailingly.

“Pway don’t be silly asses!” he gasped. ¢ We—we may
meet some ladies, you know, in—in this incomplete state of
attire.”

“ You are nofts likely to meet any ladies in an incomplete
state of attire.”

“T was wefewwin’ to my own state, Lowthah, as you know
vewy well.”

“ Look here, we'll give you a chance,” said Tom Merry.
. Two minutes !”

* I could not possibly put on my collah and tie and waist-
coat and jacket in two minutes. I can do a lot of things,
but it’s no use attemptin’ impossibilities.”

“You'll jolly well come down without them, if you don’t!”

¢ Besides, I haven’t decided yet which waistcoat to wear.”

“ Any old thing will do.”

“ Nor which necktie—""

¢ Rats !”

“1 have fifteen to select from, and allowin’ only ona
minute each——""

“Two minutes!” said Tom Merry taking out his watch.
“Stand ready, you chaps, and in two minutes take him by
the neck—— b

“T decline to be taken by the neck——'

“ And yank him out-—""

T uttahly wefuse to. be yanked out—""

“ And carry him downstairs!”’

“1 wefuse—-—""

“Right-ho !”

“Upon weflection, Tom Mewwy, I will wear this necktie,
and—and this waistcoat, and—and I think I can be weady
in two minutes.”

And he was.

! said Tom

I cannot

——b

CHAPTER 11,
Fatty Wynn Thinks it Good.

OM MERRY & Co. breakfasted in high spirits.
as their night had been, they had had a good rest,
after all, and they felt little the worse for it. While

they breakfasted they related to Auguste the adventures of
the night. Cernay listened with astonishment to the story of
the ruined chateau.

“Ciel!” he said. “I am amaze-I am astound! Zat
chateau is on ze estate of mon pere, and I have visit it many
ze time, because ze villagers and ze farmers say zat it is
haunt. I have never seen nozzing.'

“We saw something, though,” said Tom Moerry, “and
oven now I don’t know what to make of it.”

. “Yaas, wathah! It puzzles me, you know.”

) ““Zey say zat ze music is heard, and zat ghostly figures
| skow zemselves at night,” said Cernay. * Ze seigneur was
r ,mgu'der by ze Jacobins in ze Revolution. Ie was bad man,

Rough

i,
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and ze country people hate him. e wall up zo village foun-
tain, and he drive zem out of zeir homes in vun place, to
rurn ze farm land into hunting land, vous savez. Zen camo
zc Revolution, and ze mob sack ze chateau, and cut his head
off. Zey say zab ze ghosts still linger in ze place, but moi—
1 laugh!”

¢80 do I—in the daytime,” said Blake. But then—and
there—it was different. It didn’t seem & laughing matter,”

¢ Non, non [’
~“We bunked,” said Tom Merry frankly. “But we'ro
going to have ancther try, Cernay. I suppose there’s no
ub}ogtion to exploring the old chatcau?” '

‘Ciel! Non!”

“Then I think we'll have a ghost-hunt,”

“ Bai Jove, what a wippin’ ideali!” >

“I'm pretty certain it was trickery; but if we go provided
with lanterns and things, we can track the rotters down and
make them own up.”

Cernay's eyes danced.

“ Zat is good, zat is good,” he exclaimed.
ver’ mooch.”

** Yaas, wathah.”’

“What do you fellcws say?”

“Jolly good wheeze,”” came a reply from everyone but

“T like ze idea

TFatty Wynn.

Fatty Wynn was busy upon his sixth bacon and egg.

b4 {Vell, Fatty, can’t you speak?”

b 5 8

Figgins slapped him on the shoulder.

“Don’t you think it’s good, Fatty?”’

“Yes, rather.”

“You'll come?”’

“ Wait till I've finished breakfast.”

“Eh! We shall go at night, of course.”

¢ What?” %

‘““We shall go at night to hunt ghosts.”

““ Who's talking about ghosts ”’

“Why, you ass, what were you talking about, then?”

“Seems to me you're all off your rockers,” said Fatty
Wynn. *‘Figgy asked me if I thought this bacon guod, and
I said T did.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What's the cackle about now?” g

“1 wasn't speaking of the bacon, ass!” said Figgins, with
a chuckle. “ We were planning a ghost hunt in the ruined
chateau for to-night.”

“Oh!”

““Don’t you think it's a good idea?”’

“(ood ! Better take plenty of grub in case of accidents.”

“Ha, ha! Trust Fatty to think of that.”

“Well, I suppose it's an important point,”’ said Fatty
Wynn warmly. ** They say an army murc‘mw on its stomach ;
and I'm jolly certain it couldn’t march if the grub wasn't
well looked after.”

*Quite right,” said Tom Merry. ‘“We'll take a
pantechnicon van with a light lunch for Fatty.”

*“Oh, rats!” said Fatty.

And he buried himself in his breakfast, and gaid no more.

““It is going to be ze fine day,” said Cernay, looking out
of the window. ‘' Ze snow have passed right off, and ze
temps is fine.”

““ Looks like it.”

“I have some friends who come to meet you zis day,”
went on the French lad. *1 tell zem zat you play ze
English game of ze feetball.”

** Football 2
i, oui! You play him viz only one foot
‘“Ha, ha! No.”

¢ Zen vy you call him ze football, and not ze feetball

“Oh, it's a way we have in English, to call anything by
the least suitable name,” said Monty Lowther. * But wo'll
make it feetball, if you like, positively for this Christmas
season only.”

Cernay looked a little puzzled.

““Mes amis play ze game a little,” he said. *‘I play za
game much, moi. IHow you like zat ve get up a match zis
morning ?"’

The chums brightened up at once.

They had not had a chance to kick a football since they
had left St. Jim’s on their holiday to Paris. They were en-
joying their stay in la belle France; but they missed the
grand old winter game.

“Jolly good wheeze,” said Blake. *‘ Why, there’s just
eleven of us—enough to make up .a side—if wo can lot a
Third Form fag play.”

“I don’t know whethah it would be wathah dewogatowy
to our dig,”” remarked Arthur Augustus, looking at his minor
thoughtfully.

Wally grinned.

“ Are you looking for a thick ear, Gus?’ he inquired, in
his affectionate brotherly way.

“Weally, Wally—"

P
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“I'm going to play. I'll show you asses what Third Form
footer is like, too,”” said Wally., “My only Aunt Jane! I've
scon some of you Fourth Form and Shell fellows play footer
that would make a ragamuffin weep.” ;

“Pway don’t be impertinent, Wally. It would look far

fwom well if T were compelled to give a thwasnin® unaah

Cernay’s woof.” 3
“_“l;(ou would look far from well when you'd finished,” said
ally.

“ About the footer,” said Tom Meiry.
biaii, Cernay?”’

“ Ouiy,owm !

““ Boceer or rugger't"'

* Ze round ball.” x

“ Good—that’s soccer. Tlow many fellows are turning up
for the game?”’

“Five or six.”

“Then we'll make up two sides of equal numbers, some of
us in your team,” said Tom Merry. *‘But what about the
ground? It will hardly be in a state for play?”

“Oh, we don’t mind a little mud,” said Blake. “ The
weather’s fine, anyway, and so long as we aren’t knee-deep
in snow-—-"" -

““Zo ground T have keep cover with sacks, mes amis,”

““Jolly good.”

_“Zon.T zink—ah! C’est mon pere!”

A stout, handsome Frenchman, with a slightly troubled

expression upon his face, entered the room,

‘“ Have you got a

CHAPTER 12.
On the Football Ground.

CERNAY greeted the boys very kindly. He had

been anxious about them, and was greatly relieved

O to find them at the chateaw, safe and sound. But

Tom Merry thought he observed that the old gentleman was

thinking about something else, too, as well us their non-

arrival the previous night. He had a paper in his hands,

and Tom guessed that ho had received disturbing news of
some soit.

Monsieur Clernay laid the paper on the table. Across the
front in large type was the announcement of a bank
robbery.

Auguste Cernay glanced at it, and uttered an exclama-
tion,

* Mon pere |”

““ Yes, we have been robbed;’” said Monsieur Cernay, speak-
ing in English. ‘“The Lyons-Dijon Bank in Paris was
robbed, avant—the night before last,” he went on, explain-
ing to Tom Merry & Co. =~ ‘I have shares in the bank—I
shall lose much—more than fifty thousand francs, if the thief
is not, found and forced to return the money. The bank
suffers a great loss, This is the latest paper—it says that
there is no news—the police know the criminal, but cannot
find a trace of him.”

“They know him?”’

“Qui oui—it is Meaximilian Ponsae, a man who is well
known as a cracksman in Paris—he has an accomplice, one
Vinol, who was a native of this district; who was in my
omploy as an agent, and robbed me and fled to Paris. Both
of thein are known to have been concerned in the bank
robbery—but. they have disappeared—the Paris police can
find no trace of tgem! But perhaps they will be found.”

* I hope so, sir.” 5

“If they are found, the money is safe—it is in banknotes,
which they will not be able to pass for weeks, months,” said
M. Cernay. '“‘ They cannot be in Paris, or the police would
find some trace of them—they are hiding in the provinces
somewhere—so the police think. You will excuse me if I
leave you to my son to-day—I must go to Paris.”

Ands M. Cernay, who evidently felt more uneasiness and
anxiety than he cared to show, left the room,

““Bai Jove, that is wotten!” said D’Arcy.
fifty thousand fwancs, Kerr?”

* Fifty thousand francs.”

“T mean how much is it in English?"”
“Two thousand pounds.” *

‘“A jolly heavy loss.” said Tom Merry.

Jay the rascals by the heels.”

Avthur Augustus looked thoughtful.. ITe drew Tom Merry
" aside rather mysteriously while the others went out into the
grounds.

“Tom Mew \\']v———-’ iy :

“Come on—they’'re going to play footer.

‘“Yaas; lmt-—-—j,’

“ Cernay’s friends are coming.”

“ Yaas, but—I went to speak to you. It's wathah wotten
this heavy loss fallin’ on our wespected host, isn’t 1t?”

Tom Merry starved. ! :

“Eht! Iow on earth can we help?’

“You know that while we were at St. Jim’s, I did some
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twainin’ as a pwivate amateur detective,” said Arthm
Augustus modestly.

* Ha, ha, ha! . {

““I see no cause for laughtah, Tom Mewwy. T have solved
sevewal mystewies to my own satisfaction——""

““Ha, ha, ha! To anybody else’s?” :

““That is a minah point. The question is, do you think if
would be the pwopah thing to place my skill and ex?ewienca'
at: the disposal of Monsieur Cernay in this mattah?

Ha, ha, ba|”

** Weally, Tom. Mewwy-——" ‘

Tom ]\%‘m'ry wiped. his, eyes, s

“Oh, Gussy! Youlll be the death of me, some day,
*mow you will.”

T fail to see the cause of your mewwiment,” said D’Arey,
putting up his eyeglass, and giving the hero of the Shell a
freezing look. ‘

My dear ass—"’

“1 wefuse to be called an ass. If T could capehah tha
cwiminals, and westore the stolen banknotes, it would be a
sort of Chwistmas pwesent for Monsieur Cernay, and a sort
of wepayment for his hospitality.” .

“Ha, ha! Now, look here, Gussy—'

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort, unless you tweat the
mattah  with pwopah and becomin’ sewiousness, Tom
Mewwy.”

“TI be as cober as a judge. Don’t you think your lack
of French riight stand in the way of your handling the case
successfully ¥ asked Tom gravely, -

“ Bai Jove! 1 nevah thought of that.”
. "I you had to disguise yourself as a waiter, or-a general
in the army, or President of the Republic, or anything of -
that sort——"

* Weally, Tom Mewwy——'

“Your accent would give you away.”’

Arvthur Augustus D’Arey nodded thoughtfully

“Pewwaps you are w'ight, Tom Mewwy. But I should
weally like vewy much to be able to help our esteemed host
undah the pwesent painful cires.”

** Nover mind ; come and play footer instead.”

And they followed the others out of the house

D’Arey was still looking very thoughtful, as though he
could not quite make up his mind whether he ought to offer
his valuable services as a detective to M. Cernay. But the
old gentleman soon settled the matter by whizzing off in his
motor-car. And D’Arcy soon had wsomething else to think
about, too.

Cornay’s friends had arrived.

There were half a dozen of them, lads of fourteen to six-
teen, and all very plump and healthy-looking, and remarks
u-b}y good-tempered. .

They greeted the English lads effusively. ]

It was easy to see at a glance that they were enthusiastie
about the unknown game of “feetball,” and looked upon
the visit of Tom Merry & Co. as a blessing, becanse it
enabled them to get some first-hand information about the
game, i

English sports have made great progress in many parts of
France, and there are soecer and rugger teams galore; and
these youths were simply following i the footsteps of the
sporting leaders.

They wanted to play footer; but their knowledge of the
game was extremely limited, and between ignorance of the
rules, enthusiasm, and MKrench excitability, Tom Maerry
thought the coming match was likely to be a lively and a
peculiar one. And he was not mistaken.

Cernay introduced cach of his friends in turn—Charpen-
tier, and Lavalle, and Moncey, and Meyrac, and Noitier,
and Barras, Tom Merry & Co. were glad to know them,
and curious to sce how they played footer.

Cernay evidently took the matter very seriously. In the
spacious grounds of the chateau there was plenty of room
for a footer ground, or half a dozen of them, for that
matter, and Cernay had had one prepared as well as his
father’s gardeners could do it.

During the fall of snow it had been proteeted by sacking
and straw, so that it was in a pretty fit state.

But, as Blake said, they didn’t care for a little mud.

The ball was brought out, and it proved to be a real
Association match ball, which Cernay had purchased in
Paris, somewhat to Tom Merry’s relief. He would not
have been _surprised if his Fronch chum had bronght out
a tennis ball or a cricket ball; indeed, Monty Lowther
declared that he might have brought out an aniseed ball..

Then arose the question of clothes. To Arthur Augustus
D’ Arey it appeared utterly impossible to play footer in any-
thing but footer rig, and the chums of St. Jim’s, of>course,
had not brought their football things to France with them.

But even here Cernay came to the rescue. He had plenty
of everything, and even D’Arcy could not stand very pax
ticularly upon the fit of foothall shorts. R

The ¢hums of St. Jim's were soon arrayed in the foote: |

Order
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garb, which, though highly eoloured, was comfortable
-pnough, and then they, were ready for business. ;
The French youths, similarly arrayed, were chattering

away like a family of magpies, apparently holding an

informal competition to decide who could utter most words
in a given space of time.

¢ Zere_are sept—seven—of us,” said Cernay; *zere arce
gleven of you.
you ze odds.” : 5

“Not this time,” said Tom Merry, laughing. * We'll
Iend you a couple of men, and that will make it even.”

“Very good—c’est bien.”

Cernay oxplained to his frionds in fluent ¥rench, and they
bowed graciously, and accepted the loan of two of the
¥nglish juniors. .

‘Now, which of you chaps are going to play for the
tricolour "’ said Tom Merry. “ Better give them the best
we can, to make the game worth playing. I don't think
they'll put up much footer.” .

“Wathah not! You are captainin’ this side, I supposc,
Tom Mewwy 7"’

“Yes, rather!”

“Then peww. .. I had bettah captain the othah, to make
the team as stwong as poss., and give them a chance.”

“Rats !V said Blake.

“ Weally, Blake—"" ;

“Cernay will have to captain that side,” said Blake.
# Where's your blessed politencss, Gussy?  This is the
country for it, you know.”

*“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that!”

“Figging and Fatty had better help them,” said Tom
Merry. ““ Fatty Wynn is the best goalie we can muster,
and if we lend him to Clernay we sha'n't score a goal against
them at every kick, as I expect we should otherwise.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you keep goal for Cernay, Fatty 7"

“Certainly !” said Fatty Wynn. *“I like Cernay. He's
an awfully sensible chap—understands that a fellow gots
a good appetite in this weather.” :

¢ And you're a jolly good forward, Figgy.”

““All might, T'll play for them.”

. _And Tom Merry presented the two recruits to Cernay.
~ Cernay embraced them. All the French fellows were
willing to let Fatty Wynn take the posts, as thoy wanted
- rather to distinguish themselyves in the open field.” Figgins
took his place in the forward line. ; ;

Figgins, of course, would have captained the side better
tgmn Cernay, but poiitcness to one’s host came before every-
. thing.

- “What about a referce?” asked Kangaroo.

““We shall have to do without one.”

“1 vill call mon tutor,” said Cernay. * He vill.be please
to what you call reffer——""

“ Referee 1"

““Zat is it—referce. What does he do?”

“Ha, ha! I mean, he blows the whistle, you know.”

¢“ Ah, oui, of course! I vill get a vhistle.”

And Auguste Cernay ran into the house for a whistle.
He returned with a whistle, and a quict-looking young man
- in spoctacles, with watery, blue eyos. This was apparently
bis tutor, There was a friendly smile on the tutor's face.
He was quite willing to make himself useful, but he did
" not look experienced in football matters.

Cernay posted him on the touch-line, and explained in
endless F'ronch what he was to do; and the spectacled young
man nodded and nodded like a Chinese mandarin all the
time Cernay was talking.

“Now ve are rotty,” said Cernay.

“ Right-ho !”’

* Qui, oui, oui.”

Cernay made a sign to the referce, Who latter gontle-
" man blew a loud blast upon the whistle, and Tom Merry

“Toss for goals,” he remarked.

g “Hold on with the
whistle !

And he produced a dix-centime piece, and held it out,

and Auguste Cernay gazed at it in wonder, evideatly not

having the faintest idea what it was for.

" burst into a laugh.

CHAPTER 13,
The Match.

* 178 it not zat ve keeck ze ball?” asked Cernay, after &
H minute inspection of the ten-centime piece, looking
at Tom Merry.
“Toss up for kick-off, you know.”
“Toss ze ball ?”’
“Ha, ha! No, the coin,”
“Cie’l‘! But zat is anozzer game altogezzer, tossin’ ze

i MS( only chapeau!” said Blake. *Carry me home to
dia, somecbody !"”
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“You see,” said Tom Merry, “it's a common custom—

ahem !—in footer to toss for choice of goals, you see.”

“Ah, I soe! But vat does it mattair ¥’

“ Wind blowing from one goal—that's an advantage.”

““ But zere is no vind.”

“Not to-day, perhaps; other days, you know.”

“But ve play zis match to-day.”

Tom Merry groaned in spirif,

‘“ Never mmg; toss up the coin as
said. “It's—it’s an English custom.

That was touching Cernay upon a Irenchman’s wealkost

oint—his eourtesy to a stranger in the land. The French

oy assented at once.

He took the dix-centime piece, and tossed it into the air,
gnvmf it a good throw, and it disappeared, nobody Lknew
exactly where,

“Now ve kicks off ze ball,” he said cheorfully. ¢ After-
wards, mon ami, you sall explain to me ze usoe of tossing
ze coin into the air. Now ve vill play ze fectball.”

Tom Merry gasped. His eye followed thoe flight of his
I'rench penny till it disappeared, and then he stared at the
French football skipper.
ﬁf“ph, all right,” he said, recovering himself; you kick
off.

“Ferry good.”

And Auguste Cernay kicked off.

With a simultancous shrick, the French team followed
up the ball, and the game began in earnest, and hotly
enough.

With all their enthusiasm and keenncss for the game, it
was pretty clear that what the French team did not know
about football would have overflowed whole libraries.

Their one idea was to get posscssion of the ball, and that
they proceeded to do, using legs and feet, and hands and
arms, and heads and teeth for the purpose.

The English side, amazed by these wild-cat tactics, fell
back a good deal, and the (ernay side shricked with
triumph as they rushed on.

Phip, phip, phip! went the whistle.

The referee was blowing with all his might. Tho Frenen
lads took no motice, but the English boys stopped their
play. Obediende to the referce was one of the first arliclos
in_their creed, as in that of cvery true footballer.

Unheeding the fact that the Merry side were not playing,
the French players rushed on, and slammed the ball at ihe

a matter of form,” he
)

oal.

Wally had been put into goal, and he saved in a crm-
mendable manner.  True, the kicks were not difficult to
sf%p'. He sent the ball whirling out again almost to mid-
field.

Phip, phip, phip!

By this time it had dawned upon Cernay that Tom Merry
& Co. were simply acting the part of spectators in the busy
field. Cernay ran up to Tom Merry,

** Vy for you not play?” he cried.

Tom pointed to the referce.

*“ Well, and vat ?” asked Cernay, looking puzzled.

“ Whistle’s gono.”

“Vat zen?”’

“Oh, you have to stop playing when the referea blows
his whistle.”

“Ciel! Is zat so?"

o ta; il o Yes”

“Zen I tell him to stop.”

“ Eh ?)'

“You tell me zat ze referce blow ze whistle,”
Cernay, “I tell him to blow it.
blow, but I take your word for it,
ze game.”'

Tom Merry gasped with laughter.

“But he’s supposed to stop the game when anything goes
t\_vronsg," he explained. “ That's what he blows the whistle
or.”

“Ah, I se¢! How very clevair you English are!” ox-
claimed Cernay admiringly. “But "how he Lknow anyzing
wrong when he not know ze rules of ze game 7"

“IHa, ha! A ref’s supposed to have the game at his
finger-tips.”

““ Ah, zat is not so now.
buzz off ?”

“Yes; we'll play without a referee.”

‘“‘ Yaas, wathah !

The obliging tutor, who hadn’t the faintest idea wha
he was doing it for, only that he had been asked, was still
performing a solo on the whistle. Cernay called out to him,
and he desisted and walked away.

“ Well, that's a blessing !” said Kangaroo. * That shriek-
ing was getting on my nerves. Going to play without a
referee 7

“That’s the idea.”

“Ha, ha! Good !”

And the game was resumed.

The French footballers—or, rather, fectballers, as they
Tar Gem Liprary.—No, 93.
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wonld have termed themselves—made a stout rush for the
ball, and Charpenticr seized it in his hands and bore i
away in t'riumpﬁ?x. Blake stopped running, and gasped.
«{fands!” he roared.’ ke :
«Yah! ¥ands, hands!” : e ;
«vyah! What game do you call that?” shricked Dighy.
4 1s that chap playing soecer or Tugger, or playing the
» d 1

* ¢ FTa, ha, ha!” o X ;

- But Charpentier, unheeding, was tearing on. He. may

have seen a rugger game somewbhere, and not known that

there wasg any distinction between the two forms of footballl
Tlis comrades, shrieking, dashed after him, shoving -pside

and clawing any of the St. Jim’s juniors who got in ‘the

WAy, : ‘ ; ¢

Right up to the. St. Jim’s goal rushed Charpentier, still
in triumphant possession of the ball, which he was carryng
in both hands. & : a

Wally glared at him, and rinned at him, and stood _ready.
Charpentier hurled in the ball, and Wally caught it and
flung it out. e a3 :

(harpentier caught it in his hands, and flung it in again.
Wally met it with a kick that sent 1t out, and this time it
biffecd on Charpentier’s nose, and sent him flat on his back.
e gave a yell as he went down. ; 7

Moncey picked up the ball and rushed for goal. ;

He dashed right inta the goal, -and Wally,” who wasn’t
prepared for his tactics, was a little taken by surprise.

Grasping the ball in both hands, M
tromendous biff on the head with it,
youthful goalkeeper with the ground.
Then he tossed the leather into the net, and set up a crow
of triumph. :

There wae o yell of enthusiasm from the French team.

& (Goal | Vive Moncey! Goal!”

and levelled the

Y RIS

CHAPTER 14.
Five Gdals to Nil.

” OAL!" gasped Figgins., Goal !
@ what—my only hat }”’
“(3oal! Bai Jove!”
! « Goal ! shrieked Wally,
“(3oal! TI'll goal youl! Where's
who biffed me on_the napper : + 49

“@Goal! Vive Moncey ! Goal !””

« Where's that blessed lunatic—— f

“ Hold on, Wally !” ; ?

“{'ve been biffed on the napper 1"’ yelled Wally. “T'm
going to scalp him! I'm going to tap his boko!l Where
18 he?” ¢

“Told on, deah boy !~ T insist—"

“Oh, don't you hegin, Gus 1"

“ Weally, Wally—" : o

« Where's that dangerous imbecile 7%

“ Vive Moncey! Goal!”

The French fellows were all crowding round Moncey, em-
bracing him and slapping him on the back. Monce strack
an attitude, somewhat Napoleonic. He evidently felt that
he had done great things.

Cernay gave Tom Merry a
able grin. 8

“ [t is zat ve can play ze footer different from vat you
expect, eh ?”’

“ Yeg," gasped Tom.

“ You not beat us easily if

“Oh, no! Not at all—if

“Ve line up a;iuin, I zink

“ That's right.’

“(Pest bien.”

Cernay walked off with the football under his arm. The
chums of St. Jim’s were trying to pacify Wally, but the hero
of the Third was wrathful.

“T’ve got a blessed lump on my
«1 shall feel all right if I give that blessed
black eye.”

“Can’t be did,”
guests here.”

“He biffed me on the napper.”

1t is evidently the French way of playing footer——at least
irlxl the country. You must look after your napper, that’s
u .))

‘ You're not gloin‘g to let them score that goal, and count
it,‘ure you '’ yelled Wally. 5

. S, » S

¢ Why-—-why— I—
“Tt's all right,” waid Kangaroo.
football. Let them rip.”
Wally grunted. ¥
“1d undertake o Wﬁpe them up with a team of babies
Tus Gem Lisrary.—No. 93.
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serambling to his feet,
that dangerous maniac

dig in the ribs, with an agree-

ve play like zat?”

you play like that.”” 4

7

blessed napper,”’ he said.
idiot a blessed

caid Tom Merry, laughing. * We are

“T's fun, if it’s not

-
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Moncey gave Wally & 4p humour seized them, naturally

“ordinary
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out of the Second Form at St. Jim's,"

with the rotting, then}?*
And the sides lined ap again.
Cernay and his friends were in
evidently: pleased with the way they had started the match.
Figgins was lookin% dazed. He zud intended to put in
help Cernay’s side, but there wasn't any

he sqid. “QOh, go ot

the highest p&nsz\;e spirits,

some good foater to

room tor good footer in that game. - ;

Cernay kicked off again, doubtless re arding the kick-off
as ri, rewdrd appertaining to the side that had scored the
goal, . X

The juniors were soon in the thick of it.

Inspived by thefr early success, the Trench youths did
wonderful things. <They yelled and they whrieked, they
passed. in every conceivable direction, with hands and feet.
flt‘lley carvied the ball, and they hugged it, and they threw
1t. o 1 v "

Sotne of ‘the St. Jim’s juniors were inclined to adopt the
sama tactics, but their skipper forbade L i

Whatever the French dig, it was for the English to play
the game, and played it was, as well as sucﬁ a peculiar
match could be played. : el -

Tom Merry & Co. adhered strictly to the rules, and lef
Cernay and his comrades-pla ducks and drakes with them.
1 at the French kept their end
upl,;lwhereas atherwise they would have been swept off the
field. 3

A team playing rugger, soccer, or a mixture of both, as
had an advantage over a

side that remained tifie to Association rules only.

Besides this, Tom Merry had given the French an almost

invincible goalkeeper.

Fatty V\'an always
team, and he kept it wonderfully well; and be was p
finely now. :
" Whenever Tom Merry & Co. got the-ball away from
clawing hands and feet, and hbore it down to goal, Fatty
Wynn was always ready, with foot or fist. §

fratty was laughing so much at the antics of his own side
thn{. he was several times nearly taken by surprise; but not
quite.

Tom Merry & Co. could not Fonetmte the goal; while
Cernay’s side several times ound the English goal
vulnerable. kTR A R B A R

For what was a goalkeeper WW-M’KS’W"éﬁwed outb
of his goal by one forward, while another ran in with the

kept goal for the St. Jim's f'unior
aying

‘ball in his hands and tossed it into the net? =

That was Wally’s experience more than once.

1t needed all Wally's self-control to keep from hitting out
on_occasions like that, and soveral brilliant scorers of extra-

: als nover: know ‘narrow escapes they had of
gecuring thick ears or swollen noses as well ag goals.

My hat ! gagped Blake, when it had gone on some time.
« This match ought to be taken down on a cinematograph—
it ought, really !”

“Bai Jove, wathah!”

“Tsn't it about time for the interval?”
“1 say, Cernay, it's time we had a rest.”’

Cernay stopped ab once. :

“(ertainly, mon ami—my dear friend. T did mot know
zat you were tired viz yourself.”

Blake snorted.

“T'm not tired.” 5

“ But you vish a rest——""

“Yt's time for the interval.”

“ Ze—ze interval.”

“The entr’acte,” grinned Figgins.

Cornay brightened up at once. e understood,

“Ah! X see! Ve vill have ze
Vill you have some ginger-beer and ze cake ?”’

“ Not much—thanks.” .

“Oh, I don’t know ! said Fatty Wynn.
to think of it, it’s not a bad wheeze.
hungry.” 5

“ Youll get slain if you begin eating now,” said Figgins |
darkly.

““You see, Figgins

“Brrrr! Ring off.”

And Fatty Wynn unwillingly rang off.

«8all vo go for a walk, or sib in ze house?’”’ asked Clernay.

“Ha, ha! The interval’s only five minutes.”

“ Cing minutes! If you feel fatigued, zere is no reason
whx you not rest longair,” said Cornay. ‘It is all vun to'
us 3

demanded Blake. v.

~

“ When you come
I'm getting rather |

"

“ Qertainement,” said Moncey.

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Better stick to the rules.”

“QOui, out! You English are so commonsensible.”

And after five minutes, the game was restarted. Cerna
& Co. recommenced with the same tactics, and althoug

Pleas o Ophe i
: iy, .dvannqﬂ

entr'acte, and ve.vill rest. &

1

\
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Ylng the ball in both hands, the French
¢d the youthtul goalkeeper to the ground.

1

most of the French fellows were getting pretty well blown
by this time, they kept to the game very well.

Wally was called upon to save several times, and there
was a gleam in D’Arcy minor’s eye now.

He was growing exasperated.

Three French youths at once scored a goal, two of them
gitting on Wally, and the third carrying in the ball; and
guroly that was enough to exasperate any goalkeeper.

Wally kept goal now with a gleam in his eye, and he
meant serious business if they came any more ‘ funny busi-
ness,”’ as he expressed it. .

And the * funny business’ soon came.

The Bnglish forwards rushed up the field, dribbling and
passing the ball in good siyle, till Moncey hurled himself
upon it, and captured it between himself and the ground.
The forwards did not want fo dribble Moncey as well as the
ball, so they stopped it—and with a yeil Cernay & Co. rushed
upon them, and dragged them right and left with clawing
hands.

Moncey jumped up and raced for goal.

“TOM MERRY & 60.'S HOME-COMING " ™= Mo

boy gave Wally a tremendous biff on the head with it, and |

Then he tossed the leather into the net, and there was a |
yell of enthusiasm from the French team,—‘ Goal!” |
|

Digby, at ceutre-half, tackled him, and charged him over,
but Meyrac caught the ball in his hands, and ran for gonl.
and ran right in, meeting Wally in full career.

Wally was ready for him.

“(Goal!” gasped Meyrac.

But Wally grasped the ball, and, using it as a club, he
smote Meyrac over the Liead with it, and Meyrac recled out
of the goal arca and rolled on the ground. Wally brandished
the ball over his head. -

“(Come on!”’ he roared. ‘“ Any more coming on?”

Charpentier and Lavalle rushed at him, and Wally smote
them hip and thigh. Biff, biff! went the muddy ball upon
their features, and they rolled over Meyrac.

 Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. ‘' Chuck it, Wally!”

“ Any more coming on?”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Chuck it!” yelled Figgins.

¢« (Certainly I’ ‘grinned Wally. And he “chucked” it—but
not in the sense in which Figgins had intended. e chucked
the leather at Figgins, bowling him over like a ninepin.
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Merry’s team took their defeat.

“Oht” roarved Figgins.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Bai Jove! I wathah think it's about time the weferee’s
whistle went, Tom Mewwy !”’

Tom Merry staggered against a goalpost, and held on to it.
1o was laughing toe much to stand uprigfat.

“Oh!” he gasped. ‘‘ Yes, certainly! Hold on! Stop!
The game’s up !”

“Ts it zat it is time to knock off, as you say?”’ asked Cernay.

“Yes, yeg!” .

* Messicurs;, ze game is ovair—c’est fini.”

“Ve have von!”’ ecjaculated Moncey. :

1t was indubitable—the French had scored five goals to nil.
The British boys were not inclined to argue about it. They
gave the palm of victory to their rivals without demur.

“You are sportsmen, you Britishers !’ said Cernay admir-
ingly, as they walked off the field. ** You know how to take
ze heking 1”7

£ hka. hael . Ves*

“You Britishers have more knowledge of ze game,” said
Cernay, “ but ve French, we have more dash—more esprit—
n'est-ce-pas? Ve vin by de dash! You do not play ze game
as ve do, you vill admit! Ts it not so?’?

And Tom Merry agreed that it was so.

CHAPTER 15.
D’Arcy is in Doubt,

UGUSTE CERNAY and his friepds were in the best of
gpirits over that game-of * feetball.”” It was the first
tune they had played an English team, and to win the

first match was very gratifying. There was no mistaking the
fuct that French dash and esprit had carried the day—and
five goals to nil was a score to be proud of !

And Tom Merry & Co. did not mind.

As Blake remarked, it had given them something to laugh
over for weeks to come, and the only regret was that Lowther
or Manners hadn’t had a chance of geiting the game on the
camera, and taking a photographie resord of it home to St.
Jim's to show the fellows there, and make them shriek, too.

Cernay & Co. were delighted with the spirit in which Tom
It showed such a true
sportsman’s spirit to laugh over a licking like this—and cer-
tainly the S8t. Jim's juniors did nething but laugh about it.

Cernay's friends stopped at the chateau for the rest of the

" day to help him entertain his English visitors, as his father

.

wis absent, too, and the idea of a-ghost-hunt for that night
was given up.

. But the next night would serve as well—and meanwhile the
juniors had a moerry time,

In the evening, M. Cernay returned, and there were many
cuests at the chateau, and some of the French fellows’ sisters
came. 1t was a very pleasant evening, although—as Blake
put it—Arthur Augustus sang a couple of tenor solos.

When the juniors retired to bed—at a somewhat later hour
than usual-—they wgre in the best of tempers with themselves
and everybody else.

*“[ think we shall have a jolly stay here!” Tom Merry re-
marked, as he kicked off his shoes. *‘ Cernay is ripping !”

*“So ave the others!” said Blake. ‘ They’re rather kiddish
fur fellows of fifteen or sixteen, but jolly decent!™

“And I wathah like Fwench gals,” said Arthur Augustus
pensively.  “ They are weally vewy charmin’ young ladies.”

“ Patient, aven't they 7"’ suggested Lowther.

‘1 didn’t know that they were particularly patient,
Lowthah!” )

“Oh, 1 did! I saw one of them talking to you for a good
quarter of an hour!”

* Weally, Lowthah——-""

“Hardy, too!” said Digby. .= “ They smiled all the time
(lussy was singing, and never uttered a cry!”

“ Weally, Dig-—"

“Even the top note in the ‘Steuermanslied’ caused no
casualties,” observed Kangarco. ‘1 was glad to see we
came safely through.”

“* Weally, Kangawoo——"'

“(lernay’s proposed a snowballing contest to-morrow,”
said Tom Merry, *“if there's any more snow. What do you
think of the idea?”’

*“Jolly good!”

“ Yaas, wathah! I wathah fancy myself as a snowballah !’

“ Well, it will be fun—though not as funny as the footer, I
suppose.”’ 4

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Speakin’ of Fwench gals—'

“ 1 was speaking of snowballs.”

“ Yaas, but I was speakin’ of Fwench gals, Tom Me\.vw{.
1 have pwomised to w’ite some poetwy in Mademoiselie
Moncey’s album.”

“ Phew !

“She was so intewested when she learned that I w'ote
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poetwy,” said Arthur Augustus, with a modest smile. *Sho
said she wished she could wead English, so that she could
wead some of it.”’ :

* She knows not what she risks,” gaid Lowther solemnly.

“ Pway, don't be an ass, Lowthah! T was wondewmn’
whethah I should w'ite somethin’ sewious, or somethin’
comie.” )

“Try to write the one you don’t want to do,” advised
Manners. ““ Then you are certain to pull it off.”

“ Weally, Mannahs—" >

“T would knock off a few lines for you if you liked,” said
Blake. ‘. You seem to have got yourself into a hole. I don’t
mind helping you out.” ;

“ Pway don’t be an ass, deah boy! What did you think of
my ‘Ode to a Dyin’ Cockwoach,” which was published in the
last numbah of “Tom Mewwy’'s Weekly’ at St. Jim’s?”

“ Was that comic or serious?”’

“ Weally, Blake—"

“ Oh, it was comig!”’ said Tom Merry.
Didn’t it run like this: iR

“‘Unfortunate cockroach, I see thee repose,
And a tear trickles down to the end of my noge—"%

“ Ha, ha, hal” g
“It was nothin’ of the sort !’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus
indignantly. ‘It began:

“T remember|

“ ¢ Unfortunate cockwoach, T see theo lie,
And a tear of sympathy dims my eye.” ™

“ Which eye 7"’ asked Blake.

“You are an ass, Blake! Both cyes, of course!”

“But you said ‘eye,” not ‘eyes’.”’

“That is simply a poetie expwession.”

“QOh! But if you felt very soxry for the cockroach, you
%ulrily ought to have shed more than one tear!” argucd

ake,

““ Ass! That is a way of puttin’ it!” gaid D'Arcy. ‘‘ You
haven’t the slightest poetwy in yodr soul! I have been told
that tho ode to the cockwoach was quite touchin’, But pew-
waps it is too sad to w’ite in a young lady’s album-—pewwaps
one of my comie efforts would be more suituble!” ;

“ Yeg, there’s your ‘Ode to a Lovely Girl—""

“ You uss, that's a sewious ode! There’s my limewici
about the New House boundahs: :

2 . . .
“‘There was a gweat duffah named Figg, N
Whose feet were wemarkably big—-"" 54

What’s that?” said Figgix‘lzsghtuking Arthur Augustus
4 & )

1080 feet are you pussing

“Eh?
gently by the ear from: be
rcmogksyon!”' - ;

“Ow P :

“ Suppose you change it to something like this: ‘ There was
a young duffer named Gus, whose ear was tweaked thus—thus
—and thus!’”’ said Figging genially, giving D’Arcy’s car a
tweak at every ‘‘ thus.”

“Yow! Yorooh!”

“Ha, ha. ha!” :

“ Welease me! I will give you a feahful thwashin’ 1"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” B >

1>’ Arcy jerked himself away. e pushed baek his cufis and
went for iggins, who fled for his life and locked himself in
the adjoining room, where a series of cachinnations were the
only reply to D’Arey’s excited demands for admission.

I wegard Figging as a beast!” said Arthur Augustus,
coming back and finding the others in bed and the light out.
* Bai Jove! It’s all dark here!”

Snore !

““ Are you asleep, Tom Mewwy 7"

Snore!

“ Bai Jove! I—ow-—yow!” :

Arthur Augustus “ yowed” as he stumbled over a chair.
He switched on the electric light, and glared indignantly at
the juniors. But they were asleep, or pretended to be, and
the glare was quite wasted. : .

Arthur Augustus turned in, but it was gome time before he
slopt. He was still thinking out some suitable poetry for
Mademoiselle Moncey’s album, and in his dreams he was
chasing a fugitive rhyme over a football-field, pursued by the
ghost of the ruined chateau.

CHAPTER 16.
The Snow Fight.
T HERE was a fall of snow in the night, and when the

juniors of St. Jim’s looked out of their windows the
next morning, the aspect of the country-side was very
like * Christmas.” It was homelike to see the snow edging

voofs and walls, and turning the leafless trees into white

skeletons. - :
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Tom Merry rubbed his hands—partly with satisfaction, and
partly to warm them.

*This looks like business!” he remarked.

* Yaas, wathah!” i E

“We shall be able to get up a good snow fight with the
French fellows ! ] 55

“ Yaas. First, howevah, I have to give Figgins a thwash-
10, Arrhurl Augustus remarked, thoughtfully.

Wl he hatll

“ T suppose 1 had bettah get it ovah before bwekkah.”

“ (ussy I said Tom Merry solemnly. ““ Gussy! You have
let the sun go down on your wrath!”’

= It was alweady gone down, deah boy.” :

“ You are nursing envy, hatred, malice, and all uncha vitable-
ness at Christmas time! I am surprised at you, Gussy!”

* Weally, Tom Mewwy———-"" oy g

“The best thing you can do is to kiss Figgins as soon as he
comes out of his room—"

I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.”

“ Well, at least shake hands with him. You can’t fight
people and owe grudges at Christmas time,” said Tom Merry,
with a shake of the head.

* He has tweated me with gwoss diswespect.”

“ Well, heap coals of fire on his head.”

“Bai Jove! I shouldn’t like to do that, you know! It
might injah him!” ;

oy 4 fm, ha! T mean do it metaphorically.”

“Oh, I see! But weally, you know, I don’t owe Figgins a
gwudge, I was thinkin’ that I would give him a feahful
thwashin’, weally for his own good, you know!”

** Never mind! Let him off! It’s Christmas time!”

“Vewy well,” said Arthur Augustus slowly; “I will ovah-
look it this time,” $ e

And as soon as he saw Figgins, he reassurcd him. Figgins
had forgotten that a thrashing was due, but he received the
news that he was let off with great gratitude. He threw him-
solf into D’Arey’s arms, and hugged him affectionately.

“ You're really going to let me off " he sobbed.

““ Yaas, wathah! Pway don’t gwab me like that!”

“I'm showing my gratitude! You see, T was kept awake
last night by thinking of it—I don’t think !"

* Weally, Figging—""

“T1 must show my gratitude somehow !” said Figgins tear-
fully hugging D'Arcy till his collar eracked under the strain.

* Welease me!”

“ But——"

"

Welcase me at once! You have
Ivui!\@d«x;x}: collah, and yon are wumplin’ my waistcoat! We-
ease maol .

* But

“If you do not immediately welease me, Figgins, I shall
loge my tempah and stwike you!”

Figgins released him,

“Gussy ! Gussy! Will you turn back the flood of grateful
ciotion upon a tender heart? Will you nip the bud of affec-
{imlll in the leaf-—I mean nip the flower of affection in the bud?

Vill you——""

“You arc wottin’, you wottah!” said D’Arcy.
have to change my collah now!
vou that thwashin® after all!”

“Tet’'s get down to brekker!” said Fatty Wynn,
got a good appetite this morning !
at this time of the year!"

* Pway wait while I change my collah!
than ten minutes or so!”

*Yes,” said Fatty Wynn emphatically—*‘ I don’t think!”

And Arthur Augustus wag'the last down.

M. Cernay was at the breakfast-table. Tom Merry asked
him whether news had been heard of the bank robbers, and
the old gentleman nodded cheerfully. .

* The police are almost certain that they have run them to
earth in London,” he said. hope to receive certain news
to-day. The leader of the gang-—Maximilian Ponsac—had
marks about him which it would be difficult to disguise, and
the London police have a full description of him. Unless it
turns out to be a false scent, he will,bc arrested soon.”

After breakfast the juniors adjourned to the grounds.

The weather was bright and sunny, though cold, but the
fall of snow during the might had been very thiek, and the
ground was carpeted with it.

Later in the morning Cernay’s friends were to arrive, and
the plan was for Tom Merry & Co. to build & snow fort and
the Krench to attack it, the only weapons on either side being
snowballs.

The iuniors willingly seb to work to construct the snow fort.

“1 shall
I have a good mind to give

1 T've
I always get jolly hungry

I shall not be more

A piece of rising ground was selected, and qut blocks of :

snow were cut and piled up in a circular wal
height of five feet or so.

Only a narrow entrance was left, and that was to be blocked
when the garrison took u{) their quarters within,

'The fort was complete by the time the French lads arrived.
7 They were in high spirits, and evidently expected a victory

rising to the
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as easy and as thorough as that they had gained upon the
football field. :

“ Ze odds vill be on your side,” said Cernay, * but zat is
all right. Ve vish you to have ze odds.”

* Bai Jove !”

‘It vill give more esprit to ze tussle,”

““ Oui, out, oui!”

Tom Merry shook his head.

““Not a bit of it! Same numbers, or nothing.”

‘“ Mais, mon ami—""

“Rats! No odds on either side.”

Cernay nodded.

“Ferry vell, zen. Ve sall get four more, to make ze
numbair even. I zink zat 1 vill ask M. Polydor, mon tutor—
zat is vun. Zen ze gardener’s three garcons—zey can help
us, and zat will make up elefen.”

“Good !

“ Aftair ve have take ze fort——""

“Eh?” /

¢ Aftair ve have take ze fort, ve holds it, and you take it,"”
said Charpentier.

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Oh, good!”

The juniors of St. Jim's retuwed witiun tneir walls, ana
blocked up the entrance with snow. The fort was strong and
compact, and big piles of snowballs lay within, ready for use
in repelling the attack.

The French party were making snowballs, too, and chatter-
ing away at express speed, at the foot of the slope.

*‘ They're mighty cocksure about it,”” Jack Blake remarked.
“They’re decent chaps, but 1 really think we shall have to
lick them this time, or they’'il be in danger of getting swelled
heads.”

** Yaas, wathah!”

“They’ve got no chance, as a matter of fact,” grinned
Kangaroo. “ Why, we should find it difficult to take this
fort with the French chaps in it. And as it is—"’

*“ They'll meet with a surprise.”

said Monceoy.

‘‘ Ha; ha, ha!

““Yaas, wathah, deah boys!”

Cernay et Cie. having been joined by the tutor and the
gardener’s boys, making up the number of the assailants tc
eleven, to equal the juniors of St. Jim's, they prepared for
the attack.

Tom Merry had hoisted a handkerchief on a pole in the
centre of the fort to serve as a flag, and the hauling down
of the flag was to be the sign that the fort had been capturad.

Cernay waved his hand to the defenders.

“Mes amis! Is it zat you are retty?”’ he called out.

“ What-ho!” shouted back Tow Merry.

‘.Zen ve are coming!”’

“(Clome on!”’

There was an excited yell from the French party, and thay
charged up the acclivity towards the snow fort.

The juniors of St. Jim’s were ready for them,

“Tire!” shouted Tom Merry.

And the snowballs flew !

Right upon the attacking party they crashed, with deadly
aim and with amazing swiftness, and the effect was very
telling. The assailants fell, and reeled, and rolled right and
left, and in a few seconds half of them were rolling down
the slope.

M. Polydor was bowled over by a snowball under the chin,
and Charpentier rolled over him, and Moncey and Cernay
sprawled upon Charpentier.

Gasps, and yells, and shrieks rose from the French youths.

Blinded and bewildered by the whirling snowballs, such
of them as were still standing turned and fled, with the
snowballs buzzing after them.

They did not stop till they were out of range, and thera
they halted, panting, bewildered, leaving half their number
squirming in the snow on the trampled slope.

And from the snow fort came a oﬁnocr of victory,

“ Hip, hip, hooray!”

.

CITAPTER 17.
Taking the Fort,

A OORAY !”
H * Hip-pip 1"
¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! I wathah think they ave licked, deali boys!™
said Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy, adjusting his eyoglass and
gazing after the flying and squirming assailants, =

*“ What-ho ! -

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

The St. Jim’s juniors yelled with laughter.

After the amount of “gas” from Cernay & Co. the sudden
defeat and flight of the attacking party was very comic, *

But the French youths were not quite beaten vet.

“ Look out!” exclaimed Tom Merry. * They're coming on
again.” -
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“ YVaas, wathah!”

“Fire!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” : :

Augustus Cernay was upon his feet, waving his hands
wildly to his followers, and yelling encouragement at the top
of his voice. He bade them remember how they had carried
everything before them at “ feetball,” and to follow their own
glorions example for the honour and glory of France. They
responded with a chorus of excited shrieks,
charging up the slope once more.

““(Go-it, ye cripples !’ murmured Blake.

“Fire! Hock it to them !’ :

The snowballs were hurled with splendid aim and sur-
prising swiftness. They smote the assailants all over, and
dazed and bewildered them. Cernay & Co. -were hurling
cnowballs, too, but they hurled them wildly, and wide of the
mark.

Crash! Biff ! Bump! Clunk!

The snowballs never ceased from troubling, and the weary
French vouths had no rest.

Clunk ! Biff! Clunk!

*“ Ha, ha, ha! Go it!” :

“ Bai Jove!” :

Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy was wildly excited. He grabbed
aip fresh handfuls of snowballs from the ready-made heap and
hurled them wildly.

“Keep cool, deah boys!” he gasped.
don't lose your heads!”

“Ow ! gasped Blake, as a snowball hurled by the elegant
{unior caught him behind the ear. “Ow! - Yow!”’

““ What is the matter, Blake?”

“Ow! You ass!”

* I wefuse

“ What do you mean by snowballing me?”’ roared Blake.

“ Bai Jove! Did that one stwike you? I was wondewin’
wliere it went.”

“ You-—you frabjous ass—=""

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Oh, look out!” roared Kangaroo.
me in the back of the neck?’ -

* Bai Jove!” 3 1

“ Look here, Gussy, don’t you start being funny in the
middle of a snow fight, !’ roared the Cornstalk chum excitedly.

“ Jt—it was an accident—"" ;

“Thore'll be an accident happen to you if you have any
maore of ’em !’

“ Weally Kangawoo—' >

« Pire—five ! shouted Tom Merry. * They’re gaining!”

“Bai Jove ! Pway don’t waste time in talk, Blake—and you,
too, Noble! Why don’t you keep your eyes on the enemy,
you know?”

The enemy had rushed desperately up to the very walls of
the snow fort.

They were trying to seramble over them, but so close at
Land shey offered %air targets to the snowballs from within,
_and they were fairly bowled over. .

They_rolled in the snow, and in five minutes not one of
them was upon his feet, and then, as they went squirming
down  the slope, Tom Merry & Co. sallied forth and agsailed
thein, driving them helter-skelter down the hill,

With shrieks and gasps the assailants fled, and the English
juniors returned to the snow fort, where they hurrahed again
and again, till the woods rang with the shouting. :

Auguste Cernay and his friends gathered in a rather dilapi-
dated state at the foot of the slope, and looked dismally
towards the snow fort.

The flag was still waving in the breeze, and the garrison
stood ready for a third attack, if the French chose to make it.

But they did not choose. They were not greedy, and they
iinew when they had had enough. After a brief consultation
with his followers, Cernay waved his hand to Tom Merry
in sign of peace, and came up towards the snow fort.

“OINuff 7 asked Figgins.

“Qui, oui, mon ami! It is impossible zat ve take ze fort,
for ze task is too mooch, It is zat you try your fortune now."”’

“Right-ho!” said Tom Merry.

“Ve vill form ze garrison, and you vill sharge ze fort and
capture it if you can. I zink zat ve take a rest, and zen you
come on.”

‘“ Good enough !’

So the parties changed places, the French occupying thoe
fort and Tom Merry & Co. going down the slope. The fiag
wag now a French flag, nng every fellow in Tom Merry’s
party was deterinined that it should be hauled down.

Cernay and his comrades filled the fort, and manufactured
heaps of cnowballs for the defence, determined to wipe out
their defeat by showing that it was impossible for any attack-
ing force to capture the fort.

Pl‘um Merry waited till Cernay made a sign that he was
ready. 'The French were pretty well winded by their efforts
in the attack, and a rest was necessary.

Tue Gem LiBrARY, —No.

“Keep cool! Pway

“Who's that biffing

wir ™" "USUAL SIZE AND USUAL PRICE.

. THE BEST 3 LIBRARY D€~ THE “BOYS FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY, "%

and came

e vie TP il

SO L AR

;;l: \\'o’n’t bcteémszj to take tile forti;’};l‘om Merry remarked ;
“but we've got to do it, or they will be in danger of gettin,
awfully swelled heads.” i y B ol

““Yaas, wathah! I shall be vewy pleased to lead—"

A 0Go hon i 8

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, what is weaquired undah the
pwesent circs. is a fellow of tact and indgment, and—"

_‘“Rats! Now, we won't follow the bull-at-a-gate tactics,
like our fiiend Cernay,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully.
;Ve’ll divide into two parties. T’ll lead one party up this
slae

“Bai Jove! And I'll lead the othah—"" 3
= “ And Blake will lead the other on the -other side,” said
Tom Merry serenely.

‘: Weally, Tom Mewwy

“Don’t interrupt, Gussy. Now, we won’t separate at first
and show them what the game is,”" the hero of the Sheli‘
went on sagely. “We'll nﬁ start rushing up together, and
while they are busy with us, Blake and Figgins and Kan-
garoo and Manners can drop behind, and get out of it—
sneak round to the other side, and come in there. 'The
chances are that the French g¢haps will be too excited to
notice anything.” 3

“Jolly good '

* Even if they do, they’ll be taken between two fires which
will give us a better chance. If they don’t, Blake’s lot will
take them by surprise, and attack them in the rear; and
then it will be all over, bar shouting.” *

“ Bai Jove, you know, I wogard that as an awfully good
scheme ! It weally does cwedit to your genewalship, Tom
Mewwy.”

:: :gmnk .yuu,]Gussy! ‘Ift}:[ou px:;s ié, fitlmlll)ﬂt bcdn,]l right.””

1ere 18 only one poin am doubtful about, de o

“ What’s that 7"’ : e

“It seems to me that T ought to load ond of the parties.”

“Oh, rats!”

“Well, I was thinking’ myself that a New House chap
ought to lead one party,” said Figgins thoughtfully.

“ Now, don’t start a House row now, Figgy "’

“(fertainly not; but—-"

“ There’s Cernay waving his hend. We're ready——""

“T'm thinking of the general good,” explained Figging.
< You see—"’

“Yes, I see, Ready, you chaps?”

“ Look here, Tom Meirry——"

“P’'m looking at Cernay. Come onl™

And Tom Merry led the way,

Carrying their ammunition in their left arms, the juniors
charged up the slope, not at a wild and frantic rush, but
with a steady pace that did not ¢lacken. There was a yell
of excited defiance from the fort.

With shricks and gesticulations the French opened fire,
and a storm of snowballs swept down upon the assailants.

They advanced steadily, however, and returned the fire as
well as they could. Half-way up the snowy slope, Blake,
Figgins, Noble, and Manners retended to fall, and roll
down the hill, and they sq,uirmc(s) away actively in the sncw,
round the slope, to the other side of the fort. Tom Merry
& Co. rushed on, charging right up to the snow walls, and
hurling their missiles with loud shouts.

The ruse succeeded complotely.

Cernay & Co., with shrieks and yolls, devoted their whole
attention to the frontal attack, never dreaming that a fresh
ﬁarty were creeping round to take them in the rear. They

ad no eyes in the backs of their heads, and they never
thought of locking round. 9
i Totm Merry and his comrades kept them busy enough in

ront, ;

In the faee of the whizzing snowballs it was impossible to
clamber over the snow walls, but the juniors charged again
and again, coming on as fast as they were bowled over, and
they kept the French extremely busy. ‘

It could mot have lasted long, because the fellows behind
the walls, with piles of missiles at hand, had every
advantage; but Tom Merry made it last long enough for
Blake's party to get their blow in. 4
: There was a sudden yell from the other side of the snow
ort. 3
“Reseuo, St. Jim’s! Sock it to 'em 1™

Sl

“Mon Dieu !”

‘“Helas !

The French garrison whirled round in alarm and surprise.
Blake & Co. were coming over the wall!

Before Cernay’s followers could stop them, Blake, Man-
ners, Kangaroo, and Fiﬁgins were in the fort, and rushing
on to the attack. The French faced them gallantly, but in
doing so ieft the front open to Tom Merry & Co. i

“(Come on!’’ roared Tom Merry. g -

And he hurled l}imself headlong over the wall. i

With a yell, his comrades foﬁowed him, and one u.ftegt"'
another they rolled over the snow walls into the fort. 9y

”
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Next Thursday.

Cernay & Co. rosisted desperately, but they could no
longer keep the walls, and they gathered for a last stamd
round the flagstaff.
 The fort was not captured till the flag was down; but Tom
Merry & Co. were determined that that should not take
long.” They grabbed up missiles from the heaps of snowballs
piled up for the defence, and hurled them thick and fast.

The French, gathered round the flag, were not within reach
of their ammunition, and as soon as they had hurled back
the snowballs they had in their hands, they could hurl no
more,

Shouting and laughing, the English juniors pelted them
with their own snowballs, till they reeled right and left,
blinded and bewildered, round the flagstaft.

Then a sudden rush sent them staggering to and fro, and
Tom Merry and Blake laid hands on the flagstaff,

A powerful wrench, and it came up, and the flag went to
the ground, the staff after it, and Arthur Augustus yelled as

it fell across his head. But the flag was down, and Arthur
Augustus’s head did not matter.

“Tlarrah . yelled Jack Blake.

“ Hip-pip !”’

“Hurray !”

Cernay squirmed out of the snow, and scrambled to his
feet. The dng was down, and the tussle was over. Cernay
blinked at the flag, and blinked at Tom Merry.

“(iel ! 1t is zat you have done eet,” he said. _“It is
forry strange; but ve are ze sportsmen. Comrades, zey
Lhavo won! It is us zat are zo best at ze feetball, but ze
Anglais are ze best viz ze snow-fight.”

And so it wus agreed to be a case of honours divided.

CHAPTER 18.
A Question of Marksmanship.

(5 ATS !”
R “ Bosh !”
“ Look here-—""

“ Br-r-r-r-r!”’

“You School House ass'!"

“You New House dummy !"

I jolly well——""

A ahl

1) L PR
““Reqce, 1y sons ! said Tom Merry, hurrying up as the
voices of Blake and Figgins grew warm  and excited—
Y peace, protty ereatures—peace !

“Yes; but——"
“Yeos; but—-"
“The gilly» ass says——""

“The howling duffer has the cheek tq say—""

“TLook here—-"

“Rats:lY

“ By Jove, I—""

Tom Merry pushed in between the excifed juniors.

“Now, look here, you pair of nsses,” he said, *“ you're not
going to have a House row under another fellow’s voof |

“We're not under a roof,” said Blake; “we’re in the
blessed garden !”

‘It amounts to the same thing. What’s the row about?
Why can’t you kids be quict ?”’

“Who are you calling kids?”

“You Fourth Form 5uﬂ'ers!" said Tom Merry severely.
“Why, here’s young Wally, of the Third Form, and he’s
behaving himse{f quite decently !”

“Thank you!” said Wally cheerfully. ‘I want to show
the French chaps that we're not all howling outsiders at St.
Jim’s, you know.”

“ Look here, you young imp——"" began Blake. i

“More rats!”

“Why, you— you——

“ Never mind Wally,” interrupted Figgins. * You were
paying-———""

*Yes, so T was, and you—-"

“T1 said you couldn’t do anything of the sort! I-—-7

“But what's the row ?”’ almost shouted Tom Merry.

““Why, the ass had the cheek to say that he could chuck
a snowball at a moving object straighter than I could !V said
,l‘lggms excitedly. “Of course, I don’t want to blow my
own trumpet ! 1%

It’s a question of facts!
- “Lot you know about facts!”’ snorted Blake.
-mind you New House chaps being conceited. I know you
can’t help it. But when it comes to a matter of denying a
thing that's perfectly plain——"" .
“You ass!”’
“You duffer!” :
i*Hold on!” said Tom Merry. “If you want to settle it,
'y not put it to-the teat, instead of slanging each other and
| wiing your breath?” ;
Well, that's not a bad idca,” said Figgins, calming down
attle. 1 suppose if Blake sees me go it, he won’t have
& cheek to say—""

“1 don’t
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“Yes; I can see you hitting anything smaller than the
side of a house!” said Blake. “I don’t think! Still, I'm
willing to try, though, of course, it won’t alter the facts.
It will only make you own up that you are a chump.”

“We want a moving object at a certain distance,” said
Figgins, gathering up a bandful of snow, and beginning to
knead a snowball. “Suppose Tom Merry walks slowly pasi
at a distance of twelve yards, and we take three shots each
in turn. The chap who Lknocks his cap off first is the
winner.”

“Good !”

“Oh, jolly good !’ said Tom Merry. ‘“But you'll have to
find some other target. Young Wally might not mind."”

“But he might,” said young Wally. “Try Lowther.”

“No fear!” said Lowther.

“Well, I don’t think a good thing ought to be put off
because you chaps are afraid of a snowball or two,” said
Blake. “I’'m surprised at you!”

“T'11 tell you what,” said Wally. “Blake can take three
shots at Figgins—""

“Good !” said Blake.

“ And then Figgins can take three shots at Blake.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass, young Wally !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo!” exclaimed Lowther.
usual !"

“Ehi"

“There's Gussy—in bis topper, loo—just in time

There was a general grin of approval. The juniors were
in the garden at some distance from the house, and Arthur
Augustus was taking a stroll down a garden-path at a dis-
tance of fen or twelve yards from them.  He seemed to bo
decp in thought ; probably thinking out a verse to be written
n iiudcmoisollo Moncey’s album, and he did not glance
towards the group of juniors.

Arthur Augustus was in his most clegant aftire, and he
was sporting a silk topper, as usual. The sight of that silk
topper simply made the juniors yearn to put their snowball- .
ing to the test.

“Well, that’s not a bad idea,” grinned Tom Merry.
“You take the shots in turn, and the chap who brings down
the topper is the best shot.” X

“ Agreed !

“Hore, I'm going to be in this "’ said Lowther, gathering
up a double handful of snow. * Make it a general test—onc
shot cach all round. If the topper isn’t brought down, start
again from the beginning.”

“Good! Blake and I'iggy can begin.”

“Oh, all right!”” said Figgins. “Say when."”

“ (et the snowball: ready,” said Tom Merry. ‘ Better
he might raise some silly

“QGussy to the rescue, a3

1

not say anything to Gus;
objection.”
“Ha, ha! Very likely!”

“Kire in order—Blake, Figgins, myself, Lowther, Wally.”

“Good !

“Ready 7"

“Yeoult

“Go it, Blake!” J

Jack Blake took careful aim. Arthur Augustus, strolling
by, deep in poetic thought, was just abreast of the group of
juniors. His eyes were fixed on the ground, and there was
a shade of reflection on his aristocratic brow.

+ Whiz!

The snowball flew, with careful aim—and missed Arthure
Augustus's nose by a quarter of an inch. The swell of St.
Jim’s gave a violent start.

:‘ P;u Jove!” s

‘ Figgy—quick !

Whiz!

Right on D’Arcy’s chin crashed the snowball, as he turned
towards the group of juniors in amazement and ‘indignation.

* Your turn, Merry.”

Whiz! (Crash!

Tom Merry’s snowball went truer to its aim.

It crashed full upon the glossy silk topper, and lifted it
from its wearer’s head, and carried it sailing through tho air
for several yards

‘“ Bravo!”

“Tom Merry wins!” ¢

*“ Bai Jave !”

‘“ Hurray !”

Arthur Augustus stared blankly at the juniors for a
moment, and then he rushed towards them. Lowther and
Wally, not to be deprived of their turns, though the target
was now demolished, hurled their snowballs, and one caught .
1’Arcy on th‘e nose, and one on his fancy waistcoat. Tho
swell of St. Jim’s gasped, and came on furiously.

*“You—you feahful wuffians——""

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* You—you wuff beasts—you have wuined my toppah—""

““Borry, Gussy! It was strictly necessary-—-'"'
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“ Pway put up your hands, Tom Mewwy! T am goin’ to
give you a feahful thwashin’.”

And Arthur Augustus danced up to the hero of the Shell,
waving his fists in the air, his usually calm countenance aflame
with wrath. f

~ CHAPTER 19.
The Scarred Man Again.

OM MERRY retreated.
** Hold on, é}ussy-———"

“ [ wefuse to hold on. Youhave thwown me into
a fluttah, and wuined my toppali. 1 am goin’ to give you
a feahful thwashin’.” :

. Bllt——” 3

“Pway put up your hands, deah boy—-"

‘o Bllt_—” .

I wefuse to listen. T am goin’ to thwash you.”

“ Gussy ! Gussy!” said Lowther solemnly. * Suppose M.
Clernay should come along and see you fighting! Gussy!
Are you going to bring down our ginger whigkers in sorrow
to the crematorium?”’

** Weally, Lowthah—""

“ Keep the peace, Gussy,” grinned Tom Merry, * We
weren't snowballing your topper as a topper, but as a target.
Thevefore—"" ‘

It is wuined all the same.”

* That is a detail, You see—"

\

* Undah the circs, Tom Mewwy, as it would be wotten bad

fm-m”to wow in anothah fellow’s quawtahs, I will not thwash
you, A
* Oh, thanks, Gussy! You make me breathe again!”
“ But undah the cires, also, T cannot wegard such a set of
© wuffians 2s my fwiends,” said Arthur Augustus, jamming his
eveplass into hig eye, and surveying the grinning juniors with
indignant scorn. ‘L wefuse to speak to you again.”

* Oh,” Gussy "* . s

“1 have always endeavahed to keep my circle of fwiends
celect, not to shy swaggah. I have weally .depawted fwom
ity wules in admittin’ you boundahs to my fwiendship. 1
wefuse to know you any longah.”

Blake leaned on Tom Merry's shoulder and wept, Monty
lowther took out his handkerchief and sniffed violently.

The swell of St. Jim’s surveyed them wrathfully.

"‘You;ydu wottahs! I wegard you with feahful scorn and
contempt.” -

*Oh! Boo-hoo !

“If we were at home at St. Jim's, T would give you a
feahful thwashin’ all wound. As it i¢, I have no wesource
but to dwop your acquaintance.”

And Avthur Augustus walked off, picked up his topper and
brushed it with his handkerchief, and then walked away with
tis head very high in the air.

He walked away to one of the park gates. He was just
going out when he felt a tap on the shoulder, and turned
his hiead. It was Tom Merry.

He fixed a haughty glance upon the hero of the Shell.

I say, Gussy——-""

“Pway do not addwess me, Tom Mewwy.
wegard you as a fwiend,”

¢ But—""

“1 shall be glad if you will wetire.’’

** But where are you going, Gussy?”’

: e | \,a'efuse to discuss that with a chap I have ceased to
know.’ !

** But it will be time to dress for dinner in an hour.”

*“ Yaas, wathah.” {

*(‘fome in, my son, and—-"

1 decline to come in.” -

And Arthur Augustus strode away. 'Tom Merry chuckled.

* He had little doubt that the swell of St. Jim's would turn
up in time to make an elaborate toilet for dinner.

And about half an hour later there was a tresh fall of
«now, which drove the juniors indoors, and they adjourned
to the billiavd-room of the chateau, where they were soon
too busy to think of what D’Arey might be doing.

Meanwhile, Arthur Augustus walked on.

Ie was simmering with wrath; but D’Arcy’s wrath never
lasted long. He calmed down; but though his wrath was
dissipated, his ‘‘ dig.”’ was as invincible as ever. His brow
was clouded as he strode on through the dusk.

The fall of snow was sudden, and ‘it found him a con-
siderable distance from the house. He had not brought out
¢ither a coat or an umbrella, and he was dismayed. He was
thinking not of himself, but of his clothes.

“* Bai Jove! I shall have to get shelter,” he murmured.

I1e looked round at the dusky landscape.

Through the gloom of gathering night loomed up the
massive remains of the ruined chateau. Arthur Augustus’s
eve gleamed behind his monocle,

“ Bai Jove! Just the place.”
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He strode swiftly towards the ruin. There was shelter
there—and Arthur Augustus, too, was curious fo look over
the place. He an idea that he could penetrate the
mystery, and discover what trickery was being played there,
and it would be a good joke on Tom Merry & Co. to inform
them that the mystery was solved, and that their intended
night expedition was not needed.

““Yaas, wathah!”’ murmured Arthur Augustus. <

He walked on quickly towards the ruin, and broke into a
run as the snow foll more thickly. His footsteps made nd
sound upon the soft carpet of snow.

. As he neared the ruin he gave a start. y :

Through' the thickening dusk he caught sight of a red point

* Bar Jove!" he murmured. b

Tt was ‘a small point of red, and the swell of 8t. Jim’s was
uzzled to account for it. It certainly did not proceed from a
amp or lantern, nor from a match.
D’Arcy came through the ruined hall, and reached the
doorway of the sheltered apartment. in which the juniors had
camped two nights ago, and from which they had been
scared by the unearthly manifestations. : ‘

He had lost sight of the red glow for a. moment; but now,

"Then he grinned. ‘

D’Ar ‘8o the ghosts smoke

He stopped, and looked into the room. The dusk was
thickening, and the interior of the room was of course darker
than' the outer air, and for some moments he could see -
nothing. ~ Then he slowly made out the form of a man, with
a cigar in his mouth. = And as his eyes became more used to
the gloom, he discovered the rather startling fact that the &
man’s eyes were fixed upon him, with a glitter of surprize |
and alarm in them that rather alarmed D’Arcy in his turn,

A low, savage voice came through the dusk.

“You! You once more!”

D’Arcy gave a jump.

He knew the voice—and now he looked again he knew the:
face, with that scar across it. But the black beard was gono
—and its absence changed the face strangely.

A thrill ran through the swell of 8t. Jim’s.

It was the disagrecable passenger of the train—the scwrred?
Frenchman the juniors had run against in the lane at mid-
night. What was he doing here?”’ ° :

1’ Arvcy gazed at him guardedly. ]

At the slightest hostile movement froin the searred man he ¥
was ready to stand on the defensive, or to retreat, as might 3§
be needed.

“Bai Jove!” he ejaculated. ‘‘Fancy meetin’ you!”

“Cochon! Spy!”

1 wefuse to be called a cochong! 1——" ]

“Pig !"’( growle,d the scarred man. ‘‘So you must come

ou—-—' k.

“It is once too often, donec,” said the scarred man, with §
a savage grin. ‘It is your own fault, you English brat!
Gaston !’ i . B |

Axrthur Augustus gave a start, The man’s look showed him &
for the first time that there was another enemy to think of—.
but it was too late. As he whirled round, a strong grasp was |
Juid upon him from behind. ;

He struggled fiercely, but he was in the grip of a full-
grown and powerful man. o

* Welease me!" gasped D’Arcy. “ You cowardly wottah!”

The scarred man sprang forward, and lent his aid.  In the
grasp of the two Arthur Augustus was quite helpless.

The scarred man gave him a bitter look,

“Your own deed,” he said, between his teeth.
your head be it

“You wascals—=—"" %

The scarred man spoke to his comrade in French, and
the junior was dragged to the flight of stone steps which
Figgins had explored the previous night. The cold air of the
vaults struck a chill to his very bones. ]

He was dragged along in the darkness, and he heard a
sound as of a stone moving, and then he was thrust into a ¥
close-smelling chamber of stone, in black darkness.

There was a sound of a click, and the junior reansed that
he was alone

**Bai Jove !” 1
He regained his balance, and felt along the walls for the |
door. Cold and damp stone met his touch on all sides.

He shouted, but only the echo of his own voice answered
him. - He felt his way round the room. How many angles
were there in the walls—how large was the room? : ;

He had no matches, and he could get no light. ITe laid
his hat on the floor against the wall, and carefully felt lLis -
way round till he came to it again. :

* Upon §
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The snowball flew, with careful aim, and missed Arthur Augustus's nose by a quarter of an inch,
of St. Jim’s gave a violent start,

The room was square in shape, about ten feet each way.
It was bave, stone—foor and walls were of the same cold,
chilly stone. But where the door was he could not tell-—it
presented no difference to the touch.

* Bai Jove !” murmured D’Arcy.

What was the intention of his captors? Why was he there?
D’Arey hardly dared face the terrible truth ; but he felt that
he was in about the most serious fix of his life |

CHAPTER 20,
The Expedition,

g 1IEL "
@ “Hullo! Anything the matter, Cernay 7

¢TIt is zat T do not see Monsieur D’Arcy.”
“ Gussy !’
*“It is zat he is not to be seen.”
Tom Merry looked concerned,
They had gone up to their room to change for dinrer,
aid D’Arcy was-not with them. The French youth had

The swell
‘*Bai Jovel"

been looking for Arthur Augustus, and now he came in f{o
tell the juniors that he was not to be fountl,

Monsieur Cernay had been called away by a telegram,
on account of the bank robbery in Paris. The supposed
clue to the bank robbers in London had turned out to be
deceptive, and the police were still as wide of the mark as
ever,

The absence of Cernay pere made the intended expedition
that night casier. The juniors had arranged to leave the
chateau on the ghost-hunt after Cernay’s French friends
had gone home.

“I cannot see D’Arcy, and I'find no one has seen him,”
said Cernay. ‘“Is it zat he has gone out for a walk 7"’

“ By George,” said Tom Merry, “he did go out, about
an hour ago !

‘“Zen it is zat he was caught in ze snow.”

““ Oh, that’s it !” said Tom Merry, relieved. “ I was afraid
he was—ahem ! 1It’s all right. He has stopped. somewhere
out of the snow, and he’ll be back later. Serve him right
if he misses his dinner; it will be a lesson to him to be
more careful.”
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Cernay laughed.

‘ Ze dinnair vill always be fetty for mes amis,”’ he said.
““l ’i"}‘t“t some accident happen, perhaps; but if you zink
all mght——"

“@Gh, yes, he’s all right.,”

“Zen it is good.”

And Auguste Cernay retired.

“He's all right,”” said Tom Merry. “No nced to worry,
Bluke. He went off on his dig., and I thought at first he
was keeping away because of that. But it stands to reason

24

e would put up somewhere out of the snow. He had no -

ceat on.”

Jack Blake nodded.

“Yos; he's all right, T expect.”

Ana they went down to dinner.

Dinner was a merry meal, and it was not over till late;
and then the boys filled up tho evening with revelry. The
snow was falling thickly all the time, and it seemed that
1’ Arcy would not venture home in it. The juniors had no
suspicion, of eourse, that he had gone to the ruined chateau.

owards nine o’clock the snow slackened, but it did not
coase to fall for another half-hour. Then Cermay’s French
whums drove.off home, and the juniors were left free to
sarry out their expedition to the ruined chateau.

The night was dark, but fine, and a host of stars glittered
in the steely sky, and cast a dim light upon the carpet of
spotless snow, ¢

“Yi's enrious that Gussy doesn’'t come back,” Blake
remarked, as they went up to put their coats on.

Tom Merry knitted his brows. ;

“1'm afraid it’s a case of ‘dig.,” he remarked.
was very wrathy about snowballing his topper.”

“Yes, but—-"

“1 don’t see how
said Manners.

“No, but—'

“What have you got on your mind, Blake?!”

Blake hesitated. :

“Well, it occurred to me that the youni ass might have
gone to the haunted chateau, you know, f he went there
alone, he might get into trouble.”

Tom Men-? looked very grave.

“By Jove!”

“We know there’s some trickery going on there,” said
Blake. “1If Glussy has gone and put his head right into it,
one never knows what might happen.” :

T shouldn’t wonder. 1t would be like Gus,” said Wally.
“he best thing we can do is to go and see.”

“Yes, rather!”

It did not take the juniors long to prepare for the expedi-
tion.

During the previous two days, Cernay had prepared
overything that was needful, including a dark-lantern each,
and a sot of stout oudgels, in case enemies more material
than ghosts should be encountered. Pk

The juniors descended, and found Cernay in his coat and
cap, lantern and cudgel in hand, awaiting them at the door.

“Ts it zat you are all ready ?” he asked.

“ Yes, rather!” : ;

1 zink zat D’Arcy excuse us if ve go vizout him,” said
Cernay anxiously. “I not zink I like him to zink zat ve
neglectful, hein ?”

“Oh, that’s all right, Cernay.
think it’s quite possible that Gussy
and got into trouble there.”

“ Mon Dieu!” -

« He might have taken shelter there from the snow,” said
Kerr.

* Possibly,” said Cernay.
Come on!”

“ Wait a bit.

Fatty Wynn

“ Fatty I’ call

“I’m coming. 3 ; .

Fatty Wynn returned, with a pink face, and a parcel in
his hand.

“Tp’s all right,” he said, blushing guiltily as he met
Figgins's accusing glance. ‘I—I thought I'd better bring
some grub along, in—in case of accidents, you know.
Accidents will happen, and it would be an awful thing to
go hungry in this weather.”

Figgins grunted. <

“(Oh, come on, porpoise !”’

And they left the Chateau Cernay. :

Outside, the night was cold and clear. On all sides sheets
of spotless white stretched away into the gloom.

Their foet left deep tracks in the soft, new-fallen snow,
and a long trail followed them as they tramped on.

They walked mostly in silence.

Detormined as they were to discover and solve the mystery
of the haunted chateau, the juniors realised that they were
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anything can have happened to him,”

”

As a matter of fact, I
has gone to the ruin,

“If he is zere ve vill find him.

Where's Fatty 2"
disappeared.
out Figgins. * Fatty! Where are you?”

i
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not engagad in more fun now; there might be an element
of danger—and serious danger—in their enterprise. 3

That the place was really haunted by visitants from the
other world they refused to believe, in spite of the inex-
plicable manifestations they had witnessed. But if trickery
was at work, there must be some motive for it; the trick-
sters were not wasting their time playing such a game for
fun. There was something they had to ghide some reason
why ther wished to keep visitors away from the ruin. And
the explorers might very casily find themselves on hostile
terms with a gang of ruffians—perhaps footpads, perhaps
housebreakers—it was impossible to guess, It was barely
possible that the whole affair was due to practical jokers ;
and in that ease, too, there would probab?y be a fight, as
the juniors had their panic of the other night to avenge.

Cernay led the way, and they followed him steadily, till
at last through the ~starlight the ruing of the haunted
chateau loomed grimly up.

. There was a pause now to light the lanterns. They were
ignited, and shut off, so that no gleam of light should betray
the juniors till they needed it.

Gloomy and dark looked the ruins of the old stone chateau
as the juniors advanced cautiously towards itf.

There was enough light from the stars to enable them to
pick their way over the rugged hew
the room in which they had camped two nights ago.

Within, under the roof, the darkness was intense, and
Tom Merry gave the word for the light to be turned on.
A dozen lanterns glimmered out, and the room was flooded
with light.

It was empty.

On the stone floor was a heap of blackened embers, show+ 1

ing where the fire had burnt out. That was all,
om Merry looked at the remains of the camp-fire.

“Somebody has been at work here,”” he said quictly.
e "I"b'lcih;esﬁ of the fuel—where is it? It has been taken.”
Lowther.

“ Zo peasants—zey need firewood,” said Cernay.
MI$}It be zem.”

“Yes, possibly.”

“Hark !”’

A sound—exactly what they could not say—had become

audible in the silence.
““Shut off the light!” whispered Tomd Merry. . "
In an instant all was dark. Ca

The juniors waited—silent, tense, with fast-beating hearts, ¥

CHAPTER 21.
The Ghost of the Chateau.
@ RIM silence—stillness as of the grave.

It had lasted several minutes, which seemed to be ;
What was the sound they had

hours to the juniors.
heard? What, were they to see?
Tom Merry was about to give the word for light again,
when Blake gripped his arm in the gloom hard and tight.
“ Look !” he muttered.

There was a pale glimmer of ghostly light. It glimmered '
from the ruined room beyond—
hich the massive stone walls alone -

through a doorless portal,
a large room, of w :
remained standing. It was the room in which the unearthly -
form had been seen by the juniors.

They drew a quick, deep breath.

“The—the ghost I’ murmured Fatty Wynn.

“ Quiet ! g

But Tom Merry, in spite of his nerve, felt a strange
eerie thrill as a
gloom in the distance. He remembered how he had hurled

a stone at the ghostly form, without hurting it. What did

it mean? o
In the dark he stooped for a missile.
“Quiet, you chaps!”

He rose again, a jagged stone in his hand. With deadly 3

aim he hurled it through the opening in the wall at the
gh(ostl,wi f]igure beyond.
‘rash !

The impact of the stone upon the stone wall seemed like |

thunder, to the straining nerves of the St. Jim’s juniors.

A thousand booming echoes rolled through the recesses 4

of the ruins.

The ghostly figure did not stir. 3 )

Tom Merry felt the perspiration start out on his brow.
There was no mistake. Twice it had bappened.. What ing
wonder’s name did it mean? ;

“«T—I—I think we’d better be off,”” murmured Fatty
Wynn.

Piggins's grip closed like iron on his arm.

«&tand where vou are, Fatty !”

¢ B-but——"

“Shut up 1"
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_ = “Turn on the light!” said Tom Merry resolutely. *T'm

®oing to see this through.”
{ The light blazed out.

) anizhed. ‘
s’ Come on ! ;

They followed Tom Merry with beating hearts, but with
undaunted courage. They scrambled over the rough stones
and bricks into the great roofless chamber, flashing their
lights on all sides.

hey were ready for any foe; but there was no foe to be
discovered. :

The place was empty—silent.

Tom Merry plunged on through stones and snow towards
the wall where his missile had struck. Upon the stone wall
was a mark where the impact had been. The stone lay
broken in the snow at his feet. ;

“1—I say, Tom,” said Manners, in a low voice, *look
at the snow.”

“ What about it?”

“There’s no footmarks in it~—none but our own.”

The startled juniors looked at the white carpet of snow.
- The floor was covered with it, in the roofless chamber, to a
- depth of eight or nine inohes. And there was no trace of
a footprint there, save the traces left by the boots of the
juniors themselves. :

The juniors exchanged startled looks, and hurriedly re-
treated to the adjoining room. Their faces were pale now.

‘““Hang it all!” muttered Tom Merry desperately. ‘* What
does it mean? What can it mean?”’

¢ Is—is it possible——'"" began Manners.

““Is what possible?”

“That it’s a g-g-ghost?”

*“ Rats 1"’

“ B-but —"

* I—1I think we may as well clear,” murmured Fatty Wynn,
- “Of course, I don’t believe in ghosts, b-but it’s jolly cold
here, and——"

“I’'m going to stay!”

“Yes, but i :
““ Put the lights out, and see if it appears again,’
Morry. 4
- There was a general hesitation. After that experience the
“juniors were naturally loth to stand there in the darkness,
utb hesitation was brief. One by one the lanterns were
shut off, and darkness reigned once more in the ruined
chateau.

With beating hearts the juniors watched.

Some minutes elapsed, then came the glimmer of ghostly
- light again, aml then, outlined in the gloom, appeared the
- ghostly figure. ; ;

It was moving now-—slowly moving along in' the gloom.

*“Good heavens!” muttered Lowther. *‘Let’s get out!
Tom—Tom ! What can it be, that leaves no footprint in the
L snow? Let's go!”’

“Come on, Tom?!"’

“Oui, ouiI” Cernay’s teeth were chattering. * It is not of
~ zo earth! Let us go! Mon ami, mon ami! Allons!”

Tom Merry did not stir.

i “You fellows stand here,”
- what it is.”’

“ But—but—""

. “It's no good turning on-the lights; ' going in the
darl I” said Tom, whose faca was pale but determined. * You
- fellows stand here——"’
.~ ‘“You—you sha’n’t go——""
T shall?” .
' ‘““Not alone, then,” said Lowther.
- “Yes, yes! Two make more row than one. I want to
~ take the rotter by surprise, whoever and whatever it is.”’
“But—hbut—"
** Lot me have my way, Monty. Keep where you are.”
~ And Tom Merry laid down his lantern, grasped his cudgel
firmly in his hand, and stole silently towards the doorway.
The figure was still now.
. Strange and unearthly it looked, and it did not move as
- Tom Merry entered the roofiess chamber, where it glimmered
- through the darkness.
On the thick snow his feet made no sound.
~ With a thumping heart but a cool head the junior advanced
- steadily towards the ghostly figure.
Closer—closer—closer !
His breath came thick and fast—the fortm did not move.
Closer—till by stretching out his hand he could have
- touched it.
- And then Tom Merry could have burst into a laugh, for
~ he could see now-—what the juniors could not see from a
distance—that the ghostly form was simply a lighted refloc-
tion upon the wall.

No wonder it had disappeared when the lanterns were
urned on,

It was a mogic lantern effect, startling enough in the
loom, the darkened wall answering the purpose of a screen.

At the same instant the figure

’ said Tom

he said. “I'm going to see

s ®
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Tom Merry remained silent. He turned round and looked
back, and caught the dim bar of light from the point where
the tricksters were. ;

In the stone wall of the roofless chamber was a small open-
ing, where a block of stone had been moved, and there Tom
Merry caught a glimmer of light. It was in the wall oppo-
site the apparition, and just over the doorway, and Tom
guessed at once that it was a secret passage in the thicknoss
of the wall.

He raised his hand slowly, holding the heavy cudgel in it,
the darkness of the place concealing him and his movements.
The rascals evident} had- no suspicion that any of the ex-
plorers would be bold enough to venture into the room in
the dark. Tom Merry took careful aim, and the stick went
whirling through the air

There was a sudden yell.

The light disappedred instantly, and the ghostly figure
vanished. There was a trampling of feet as the juniors
rushed madly through the doorway, and a flashing of lights.

“Tom, Tom !”

“Tom Merry!”

“It's all right!” called out Tom.

They gathered round him.

¢ I—I thought it was you that callod i’ gasped Lowthor.
‘ What has happened !”’

Tom Merry picked up his stick from the snow where it
had fallen.

He flashed his light upon the stone wall above the door-
way. The <opening had disappeared. The stone had besn
closed.

“It was a trick,” said Tom Merry. *‘We're hardly to
blame for being taken in by it, and if any of the country folk
here have seen it at work, no wonder they have taken th »
chateau for haunted.”

 But what happened 7’

Tom Merry explained.

“My hat!” said Lowther. ‘‘It was a deep game! Well,
I think it’s pretty clearly established now that we have ghauts
of flesh and blood to deal with.”

*“ Yes, rather!” said Figgins.
and run them down.
long enough.”

*“ Hold on!” said Fatty Wynn. ““Suppose we have a snack
of grub first? You see—-""

“ Rats !,.

And Tom Merry & Co. made their way to the stone stops
that led down to the vaults below tha ruined chateau.

»

“Let’s get down the stairs
They can be hunted out if we look

CHAPTER 22,
The Secret Passage.

HE discovery of the true nature of the trickery at the
haunted chateau had relieved the St. Jim’s juniors of
any supernatural fears, but it placed them more than

ever upon their guard. They knew now for certain that they
had earthly foes to deal with—and foes, too, who would not
be taking so much trouble for nothing. What was the secret
of the ruined chateau?

“Ciel!” said Auguste Cernay. *Zis is my father’s pro-
perty, and ze rascals—zo coquins—are trespassers hero ! Ziey
are rascals, and I zink zat mon pere he vory please if ve show
zem up, and prove zat ze chateau not really haunted.”

*“ Yes, rather!”

‘1 zink, too, zat ze trick’s very dangerous, and zat a weak-
minded person might be scared into ze fits.”

* Very likely.”

. ““Zen you follows might have had to pass ze whole night
in ze snowstorm zat night, if you had not found ze barn,”

‘“ What-ho!”
¢ Zerefore, if zey ave practical shokers here, ve giffs zem
licking, and if zey are some rascals ve shows zem up.”’ ;

* Exactly I said Tom Merry.

“Only look out where you're going,” said Wally. It
Fh?);'l;'e footpads or anything of that sort they may show
ight.

“‘They’re very likely to do s0,” said Tom Merry; “but
Slere are a dozen of us, and there can hardly bs as many of

hem.

‘ Zat is not likely,”

: “Anyway: we're going for them,” said Blake: “and if
it’s a practical joke we’ll give them somo jokes of a still
more practical nature.” :

‘¢ Zat is so.”

““Careful here!” gaid
slippery.”’

*“ Right-ho "’ ;

They trod carefully down the steps. They entered the dark,
iluflt“p vaults, flashing the lanterns round them to right and
oft.
“ Hark !” said Kangaroo suddenly.
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A deep groan sounded from the stillness of the vaults, Tom
Merry smiled contemptuously.

*“They can’t frighten us with that now,” he remarked.

‘“No. It’'s a bit out of date after we've found out the
magic lantern business,” said Monty Lowther. * Give ’em
a groan back.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ i

“ Zat is funny!” said Cernay. “It is a good idea. Ven
zey groan again, give zem ze groan back again for zem-
selves.”’ oy

* Ha, bha, ha!”

Iark "’ exclaimed the Cornstalk.

Groan ! ¢ ;

It was a deep, awe-inspiring sound, and, even though they
knew it was trickery, it gave some of the juniors a feelin
of uneasiness, but they dig not hesitate to reply to it in kind.

They gave a groan in chorus back again, and that groan
rang and echoed through the dim vaults of the old chateau.
Then they listened for a repetition of the sound. $

But the groan was not heard again. The explorers’ reply
had convinced the tricksters evidently that their tactics were
of no further use. :

Jack Blake gave a chuckle.

‘I fancy we've got to the end of the ghost business,” he
remarked, “ but we may have something a bit more serious to
tackle next.” .

“They'll find us ready for them.”

* Zaut is s0, mon ami!”’

“Come on!” sgaid Tom. Merry.
through these vaults from end to end.
about you, and clubs ready.”

*“What-ho !’

“ Oui, oui!”

The juniors, keeping close together, pressed on through
the gloomy vaults,

The dozen lanterns made the place almost as light as day
wherever they moved, and made it impossible for any lurking
foe to escape their sight if they should come mear him, but
no one appeared. They followed the series of vaults to the
extremity, and then returned the way they had come to the
stone stairs without coming in sight of any living thing,

They gathered again at the foot of the stairs.

‘* Zere is no vun,” said Cernay; ‘‘but I have heard mon
pere say zat zere are secrot passages in zese old ruins.”

* It’s pretty certain,” said Tom Merry., ‘‘They were work-
ing that ghost business fro—— Hark! What is that?”’

ap! Tap!

4 Sl«)')meone tapping 1"

‘‘ Listen again |”

Tap—-tap——tué;v! =

They strained their eyes into the darkness on all sides. As
far as the radius of light from the lanterns reached there was
nothing to see but damp floor and damp walls, all of solid,
chilly stone.

‘“It's another game of the rascals!” said Tom Merry. “I
remember at St. Jim’s that chap who played the ghost tapped
on the wall from a secret passage.”

““Yes, rather!”

“Tap back again!” grinned Kerr.

“ Good wheezo!”

And Tom Merry tapped on the nearest wall with his cudgel.

Tap—tap—tap ! :

They listene(f)for a reply. It was not long in coming.

Tap—tap!

lIl"rom what direction the sound proceeded they could not
tell.
“There's a blessed secret passage somewhere !’ said Blake.
“But where?” :

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation,

‘“ Follow me!”

He ran quickly up the stairs. : : :

The juniors followed him, wondering what he had in his
mind. Tom Merry stopped by the ashes of the old camp-fire.
He flashed his lantern down upon the blackened flagstones.

““ What’s the game ?”’ demanded Digby.

“You remember they groaned quite close to us the night
we camped here, and we couldn’t tell how it could be so
close 2’ said Tom Merry excitedly.

“T remember.”

“Well, I should say the secret passage runs under this
floor.”

“My hat!”?

‘“ And these big, flat stones look as if they could be prised
up,” said Tom Merry. *‘‘Let’s try—and sece.”

The idea caught on at once. The juniors set keenly to
work. The cement between the stones had long rotted away,
and by using their sticks es levers, they prised up one of
the big flags.

Stony earth was beneath.

“Not much there,” said Kerr.

“One swallow doesn’t make a summer, my dear fellow.”

“ Well, try the next,” said Kangaroo,
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The next stone was easier still to raise, as one edge was ‘J

uncovered. It revealed nothing but fresh, stones. But the
third flagstone turned over by the juniors, disclosed a dark,
wide cavity, rimmed round with stone, -

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed.

““What do you say to this, my sons?”

“Jolly good 1”? :

The juniors were wild with excitement now. They were |
e:x;ier;t y on the track of the “ghosts’’ of the ruined chateau
at last.

“We've got to get down there,” said Blake.

“ Better see what it’s like first. Anybody got a string 27

Digby had a long piece of twine. It was tied to one of the
lanterns, which was lowered into the opening. The lantern
descended about eight feet, and clinked upon a stone floor. |
The light revealed the floor and walls of a passage built in
the stone. 4

*“ Come on !”’ said Tom Merry. ;

He swung himself over the edge of the aperture, and
dropped lightly into the passage below.

He picked up the lantern there, s&nd led the way onward. ¥
One by one the liuniors dropped down after him and fol-
lowed. Behind them the passage extended into blackness; .
before them the same,

‘The passage was about three feet wide, and the juniors |
walked in single file. Tom Merry held his lantern up before
him, the rays gleaming ahead. : ¢ 4

Suddenly the light was crossed by another light, and a
dark form loomed up behind a lantern, and two fierce eyes
gleamed for a moment, ¥

Tom Merry caught sight of a face.

He uttered a cry:

‘“The man with the scar !’

There was a muttered oath in French. j

The next instant the second light had flashed away-—the &
scarred Frenchman was gone. t

Tom Merry halted, breathing hard in his amazement.

“ Who was it ?” eried Blake. .

No one but Tom Merry had geen more than a flashing
light and a flitting shadow. ]

*“The scarred Frenchman—the man in the train.”

“Ciel I”” exclaimed Cernay, who had been told about him—
‘“ciel | And vat is he doing here ?” g

“ Bome rascality, I'll be bound 1 said Tom Merry. ** Any-
way, we're going to see the end of this now, Come on!” k

And he pressed forward along the secret passage.

CHAPTER 23.
The Bank Robber, Las
ORWARD! v el 3
That was the word now. Strange thoughts were in
Tom Merry’s mind as he pressed on. He remem-
bered the incident of the Frenchman in the railway-train—of |
the strange meeting in the dark lane. Then, it was the
scarred Frenchman for whom those flashing signals had been
made that night—the scarred Frenchman wﬁo was at the
bottom of this trickery at the haunted chauteau? :

Who was he? What was he ?" ;

He looked to the juniors like a man from the city—not by
any means like a country footpad, at all events; yet he was
the man who was hiding here,

Some criminal—a fugitive from justice, hiding from the
police. Some robber, who found the ruined chateau a safe
hiding-place for his |l)lunder'!

It was very probable. d

“Halt!” exclaimed Tom Merry abruptly. > 4

His meditations were interrupted as he came face to face
with a stone wall, which blocked up further progress. :

The juniors came to a stop. “ N

They flashed the light up and down round them, bui it
shone only on bare walls built of greystone blocks. p

Where had the scarred Frenchman gone? 1

He had certainly not passed the juniors in the narrow
passage, and here they were, at the end of a blind alley,
empty save for themselves. 1

“ A door of some sort,” said Blake.

“There must be !”

“ Look for it—the stone’s damp and mouldy—there may
be a trace where the fellow had touched it,”” said Jack Blake:
sagely. g

‘“Good for you!” o ; b

Tom Merry examined the stones inch by inch. As Blake
suggested, a touch would probably have left a mark in thel
damp fungus that éovered the old stones. ;

“YKureka !” exclaimed Tom Merry suddenly.

“ Have you found it ?"’

“ Yes !1’ b

They pressed forward {o see. There was the plain marl
where a heavy push had been given upon the stone, and tha"SK
damp surface had been rubbed. Tom Merry put his hana fi
in the same place, and pushed. X
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The stone slid away:

Beyond, all was dark; but the lanterns showed the passago
extended into a chamber built in the stone.

“Careful how you go,” said Blake.

“Right-ho!” :

Tom Merry led the way. He flashed the lantern-light on
the floor as he went-—ang it was well that he did. For a
fow feet from the opening a gap yawned in the stone—a gap
three feet wide and bottomloss, as far as Tom could see by
looking.

The‘{)oy’s face went white.

“Stop, you chaps!"

“What is it ?"”

“ A gap in the floor.” -

Even Tom Merry was unnerved for a moment. A single
incautious ‘step would have hurled him down to certain
death. And tge man they were following had known that
this fearful peril was in their path—he ha been willing that
they should go to their death, if so it chanced, in the gloom !

om Merry’s eyes burned.

“Take care, you fellows,” he said.
to jump over, but be careful.”

“Lead on, Macduff.” 2

Tom Merry jumped the gap. On the other side lay three
or four huge flagstones, ang they had evidently been recently
moved. This deliberate death'trap had been laid for the
pursuers, there could be no doubt of that.

The juniors advanced into the stone chamber. There was
no apparent exit from it. As they moved round it, tapping
here and there on the walls to feol if they were solid, there
came suddenly an answering sound that made them start.
Tap !

“My hat!” said Blake. ‘ The cheak !
at us!”

Tap, tap! x

Tom Merry looked puzzled. :

“1It’s the same tapping we heard when we were in the
vaults,” he said. “I wonder—"" He did not finish, but
searched out the spot where the tapping sounded most
clearly, and there tapped in return.

Tap, tap, tap !

Back at once came the reply.

. Tap, tap ! £
“SThat can’t be the scarred man or Lis friends,” said Tom
Merry.*“It’s somebody elso--somabody who's got shut up
here somehow,” ;
«. My hat! Can it be——"

“Grussy 7’

“1 shouldn’t wonder 1"

“Ciel! Zat vould be strange !”

Tom Merry tapped on the stone wall again, and then put
his 1ips close to the stone blocks, and called out :

“Who-is it ?"

I1is voice rang and echoed through the cell, but he heard
no reply. Ie shouted again, and then he thought he caught
a voice through the stone.

“Bomobody’s thete,” hLe said;
the stone, and a voice doesn’t.
be sure if it is a voico.”

“There may be a door there.”

It doesn’t look like it.”

“This isn’t too wide

He’s tapping back

“but a tap sounds through
I can’t make out a word, or

it

They searched the wall for a trace of a door, but in vain.
The stone blocks were immovable, Then they searched tho
other walls. It was equally in vain, and at last they ceased,
angry and baffled.

“CielI” said Auguste Cornay. “Vat does it mean, mes
amis? Ze man came zis vay. zat is certain,’’

““ And he got out somehow,” said Figgins.

“Qui, rager.”’

“Try the floor,” suggested “There
another blessed stair !”

[ Good » -

They scanned the floor,

Blake, may bhe

And there they found a flag from
which the damp had been rubbod, and which showed plain
traces of recent touching. But it refused to move, They
pressed and twisted at it without avail.

“It comes up, I expect,” said Tom Merry “But it’s
fastened underneath,”

“Then we can’t raise it."”

“Only by prising it up. Let’s get to work

The stone was immovable. But another flag near it was
prisod up--then another, till the flags round it were all up,
and the obstinate stone was left alone. Then they were able
to get the thick cudgels under the edge of it, and the
leverage gave them an advantage.  With a dozen strong
arms levering, the stone yieldod.

There was a crack below, ns if some fastening had broken,
and the stone shot up so suddenly that two or three of the
Juniors rolled on the floor.

The stone up-ended, and remained motionless.

“O0w!” gasped Lowther, as he sat down, and the back of
g;xgby's head gave him a crack on the chin as Dig sat down,

0, “Ow! Ass!”

” i N
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Dig rubbed the back of his head. ?

“Oh! What did I knock my head against?”

“ My chin, you dummy !” :

“Ow! Why couldn’t you put your silly chin somewhere
else 7"’ grunted Dig. * You've made my head ache.”
“D'you think you haven’t made my jaw acho?” howled
Lowther.

“Oh, hold your jaw !” said Blake humorously.

““ Look here, Blake——""

“Scat! Come on!” A

“Yes; shut up, you chaps, and come on!" said Tom
Merry. “There's a stone stair here, and I rather think this
will be the finish.”

‘“ Mon Dieu! I zink so.”

“That's all very well. My jaw's nearly broken.” ;

“ But not quite, worse luck,” sighed Manners. - How nice
the study would be, when we get back to St. Jim's, if it had
been really broken !

““ Well, you chaps can stay here and jaw, if you like,”’ ex-
claimed Tom Merry., “I'm going on,” :

‘Arﬁi {le,gtepped into the opening, his lantern flashing ahead.

‘ Halt !

Tt was a sudden shout from below. A dark figure stood in
the lantern-light—a savage face looked up from below. It
was the scarred Frenchman again—without his beard. Tho
scar ran in a livid line across his white cheek.

“Stop 1"

His right hand flashed up—there was a glimmer of steol
in the light. A strange thrill ran through Tom Merry as ho
realised that a firearm was pointed at him. ¢

** Go back, or I'll shoot !”

Before Tom Merry could reply there was a wild cry from
Auguste Cernay, over his shoulder. The French lad was
staring blankly at the scarred man. ;

“Ciel! It is he—c'est le coquin! It
Ponsac!”

“* What?"

“It is ze bank robber!”

CHAPTER

Captured!
# HE bank robber !"’ .
The juniors echoed the words in- blank amaze-
maent.

Across the scarred face of the Frenchman flashed a look
of almost demoniac rage.

The hand that held the revolver trembled.

“Ah! You know me! Then death—death—"

Crash !

Jack Blake acted promptly.

is  Maximilian

24,

In his blind rage—and terror,
too, for there was as much fear as fury in his face—the
scoundrel had been pressing the trigger—but Jack Blake
hurled his lantern with lightning swiftness.

The missile struck the searred man full in the face, and
flame and smoke and the crashing blow blinded him for tho
moment. His arm dropped—the pistol exploded, and the
ball flattened on the stone floor

The next moment Tom Merry

e 1 had leaped down the steps,
and a crashing blow of his cudrel fell upon the villain’s right
arm, numbing it, and the revoly

ver dropped ta the ground.
The scarred man gave a yell of pain.

*Collar him 1" shouted Figgins.

But he was running,

The juniors were tearing after him, but Tom Merry shouted
to them to be careful, i
“Hold on! Take

care!”

* Right-ho, my son!”

** Zat ve follow him!”

*“ Wait a bit! Blake, old man—-*

“ Hullo 1"

‘“They may have another way of getting out,” said Tom
Merry huarriedly. * You and two or thres more go back the
way we've come, and guard the opening al the top of the
vault steps—see? Knock down anybody who tries to get
out.”

Blake chuckled.
“Good.”

care! There may bo pitfalls—tako

“Take Kerr and Wally and Kangaroo.”
‘“Come on, kids!” ’

And the four juniors hurried back the way they had come,
and in a few moments were in the open air aghin, and on
guard at the top of the vault steps.

Tom Merry & Co. pressed on. They were in a wide passage
now, evidently on a level with the vaults below the old
chaieau.

They were all intensely excited by the strange news Cernay
had given them. Auguste Cernay himself was bubbling over
with eagorness,

“You're sure it’s the bank robber?” asked Tom Merry.
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“The on¢ who robbed your father's bank, you mean, of
course ?’?

“Qui, oui!”

‘“ Have you seen him?"’:

““No, but the police have his photograph—he is a well-
known criminal—and they sent one to my father. I have
seen it. I know every line of his features. And besides, the
scn}r—tg(eire’ is that he cannot disguise.”

. " -

“ But how on earth did a Paris eriminal come to hide in
ruin in this part of the country?”’ exclaimed Lowther,
‘““Ah! I know zat too—his confederate, Vinol o
“Ah! I remember your governor saying—">

*Oui, oui, Vinol is a native of this district, and was in
my father’s employ once,” Cernay explained. ‘‘Gaston
Vinol——"

“ Gaston! That settles it—the scarred man’s friend here is
named Gaston, as we know,”’ X

*“ Oui, oui! Gaston Vinol was on this estate for years—and
he undoubtedly had then discovered the secrets of this old
chateau,” said Cernay. ‘‘Then when the bauk robbery had
made Paris too hot for zem, it must have been Gaston Vinol
who zought of zis place as a safe refuge.”

“By Jove! Yes, and I suppose he came here first, to see
if it was safe, as he was a less conspicucus personage than the
chap with the scar,” Tom Merry remarked. *‘It was he who
was making the light signals for his confederate the night we
chanced here.”” ;

‘* Zat is 80.”

*“ And he knew that the chateau is supposed to he haunted,
and he had the fixings all ready to keep up the game, in case
the chateau should be viuite({” said Figgins, “It was a
jolly deep ,ame.”’

By Jove, yes!”

“ And Vinol was a violinist, as T remember,” said Cernay.
“He was doubtless playing for his own pleasuie ven you
heard him first, zat night.” .

As they talked, the juniors were slowly and cautiously
following the stone passage. It led them, as they half ex-
pected, to a blank wall of stone,

But this was not likely to baffle them now.

Tom Merry groped over the wall till he found a stone that
yielded to his touch, and as it rolled back a gleam of light
came through.

They juniors pushed on through the opening, and found
themselves in a small stone chamber, furnished with a wooden
bench, a couple of stools, and beds made up on the floor.

An oil-larap was buining on the table, and close beside it
a pack of cards was scattered, and there were several silver
and gold coins among the cards.

Two or three bottles of wine and a couple of glasses, and a
half-burnt, cigar, gave additional evidence of the haste with
which the occupants had left the place.

The room was closed in on all sides, yet the air was pure
enough, showing that there was some hidden means of
ventilation in the stone walls,

On the of)posite side of the room a stone was partly closed,
showing where the bank robbers had made their exit.

Tom Merry glanced quickly round the room.

““This is where they lived,” he remarked.
have inteln'upted a little game by coming lere to-night.”

‘“Ha, ha!”

*“ And this is the way they’ve gone.” said Figgins, pulling
the stone door wider open. *“‘I wonder—why, Lere we are
in the vaults again ’2

‘‘By Jove!”

It was true—they were in the vaults, close by the stone
stair that led to the upper air. Tom Merry felt glad that he
had thought of detailing Blake to guard the top of that stair
from outsida.

For even as the juniors emerged into the vaults there came
a sound of strife from the stairway.

There was a yell, a curse, and the sound of a bhody
rolling down the stairs.

Then a shout from above.

‘““Come on, you bounders! Have another try.2

It was Jack Blake’s voice. ;

Tom Merry chuckled gleefully. Blake and his comrades
were on guard, and the bank robbers were not likely to
escape that way. . f

“We'll take the rotters behind,” said Manners.

** Yes—come on!"”’ ;

The juniors ran towards the stair.

-

At the foot of it lay a
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man, evidently half stunned. He had been knocked down b
a cudgel blow as he tried to emerge from the stair into th
open air, and the roll down the stairs had knocked out of
him what little sense the blow on the head had left.

The juniors seized him instantly.

He began to struggle savagely, but blindly ; but it did not
avail him, Tt was not the Paris cracksman; but a man the
juniors had not seen before; but Auguste Cernay knew hin
at a glance. gy

“Tt is Gaston Vinol!” he said,

“Good 1”?

A couple of handkerchiefs were twisted up, and tied fast
round the man’s wrists and ankles. He lay muttering curses
as the juniors left him

There was a sound of more curses on the stairs.
voice of Maximilian Ponsac was heard, in parley.

" Let me pass—let me pass!”

Blake’s voice was heard in reply.

“You can pass, if you like ; but‘.)you’ll take a cracked napper
with you. g"ome on—no extra charge for postman’s knocks I'2 -

Then the

‘“Hear, hear! Come on!”

The bank robber ground his teeth savagely.

The four juniors above had it all in their hands. Gathered
round the small square opening at the top of the steps, they,
could knock down anybody who tried to get out, without
exgosmi themselves to anything in return. If the bank
tr/g lb_rar ad still had his revolver, it would have been useless

1im,

*Let me pass! Mon Dieu!
you rich " he cried hoarsely.

*“Go hon!?

‘“ A thousand francs—-""

*““A thousand rats!” said Blake.

“Ten thousand francs—-""

““Ten thousand rats!”

The man gritted his teeth.

With gleaming eyes he rushed up the steps once more, and
emerged head and shoulders into the open, and then dodged
back as four cudgels crashed dmvnwun}s.

And as he dodged down, mad with rage, but not daring
to éace the lblotws, :hmas a rush up the ei:f!;ts behind Ly
and several strong | s e upon him, ?ﬁﬂ-.-,hv‘-ﬂ'ms
dragged headlong down. *Wz‘:& a“?%ll of rage, he turned upon
his new foes, struggling and fighting like a wild cat, and
the bank robber nm,%
of the steirs in a struggling heap,

Let me pass, and I will make

[P

CHAPTER 25
A Million Franes.
* ONSAC fought fiercely, but the odds were too greats
The juniors simply piled upon him, and & was overs
. whelmed. A yell from Tom Merry brought Blake
and his comrades upon the scene, and they added themselves

to the scrimmage. The furious struggles of the Frenchman

were quieted ot last. He lay gasping and exhausted urder
their weight, and his hands and feet were tied as those off
his accomplice had been,

Then the juniors released him.

He lay gasping, his eyes mad with rage, his teeth grating,
A torrent of curses in French streamed from his hps, till
Klanga.roo slapped him upon the mouth, and told him to ba
silent.

“By Jove!” gasped Tom Merry.
ghosts of the chateau.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Auguste Cernay’s eyes were beaming.

*“Ve have got ze bank robbers,” he cried. * Vat news for
mon pere! My father he wi}l be delighted! Zey vill have

“We've got thein—iha

ze stolen banknotes viz zem.
“ By George! Of course.”
A spasm of terrible rage crossed Ponsac’s face.

their persons. -
The invasion of their retreat, and the discovery of the
secret passages by Tom Merry & Co., had made it impogsible

i His look
alone was enough to tell that the thieves had the loot about &

<

4
.
E

;
..
3

the juniors rolled down to the hottom, = M

for them to hope to lie hidden longer at the haunted chateau. &

They had attempted to fleew-and had not Blake been on ths
watch at the top of the stairs, they would have escaped mto
the night—and might have cleared away for good, plundex
and all! T

But now-——=
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.~ Tom Merry stooped over the bound bank robber, and
. calmly and methodically went through his pockets.

- There was a bulky package in the man’s breast, next to his
. tkin, and Tom Merry was not long in finding it and dragging
L it out into the light.

" He opened the package, the bank robber watching him with
b burning eyes, A huge roll of Bank of France notes was re-
vealed,

* Great Scott!” exclaimed Tom Merry,

‘“Zey are ze mnotes,’’

*‘ Look "%

Cernay eagerly took them, and began to count them.

“How many were taken from the bank?’ asked Tom

erry.

‘A million franes in notes—mon pere’s loss alone would
have been fifty thousand frances,” said Cernay, *‘‘I zink zey
. ate not all here.”

. *Some on the other chap, no doubt.”
\' Gaston Vinol was searched, and a smaller bundle of notes

b

tame to light.
“: A}l! Zat is zem !’
"est bien!” It was Ponsac’s voice. The Paris cracks-
1an was cool again now; he seemed to have quite recovered

",
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B Wally was elawed out of his goal by one forward, while another ran in with the ball in his hands |
and tossed it into the net,

his sang-froid. ‘‘They are all there, garcons—all, excepting
five thousand francs already sent to a friend of mine to pags—
which you or anybody else will never see again.”

“Five thousand isn’t much out of a million,” said Tom
Merry. ‘ This will be a ripping Christmas present for youxy
father, Cernay.”

*“Qui, oui, razer!”

“Et moi?”’ said Ponsac. ‘T am of no further use t6 you—
let me go!”

Tom Merry’s brow darkened.

““We are not likely to let such a scoundrel loose again!”
he exclaimed.

Ponsac shrugged his shoulders.

“You have robbed me of a fortune, little monsieur-~ig
that not enough! And there is your friend—what of him 72
Tom Merry started.

“Whom do you mean

The bank robber smiled grimly.

“Your friend with.the eyeglass.’

“It was Gussy we heard tapping,’
voice.

Tom Merry nodded.

‘““You may have heard him tapping,” said Ponsae, whe had
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caught the words, ““but you will never find his cell without
my assistance. Let us both go and find your friend. Pesto!
You have recovered a million francs. What more would you
have?”

‘“ A scoundrel punished!”” said Tom Merry.

“Then give up the hope of ever seeing your frignd again.”

‘““ At all events, we shall search before we come to terms
with you,” said Tom Merry

Ponsac gave another shrug of the shoulders.

‘“ Search, then!”

‘“Stay here with them, one of you, and see that they don’t
ot loose,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘The rest of you help me hunt
or Gussy.”

% Goo«f 2

Digby stayed to watch over the bank robbers, though they
were too securely tied for there to be much risk of their
gotting loose, then Tom Merry & Co. hunted for Gussy.
I'hey tapped on the stone walls, and were soon rewarded by
hearing answering taps.

They gathered in the place where the tapping was loudest,

ut never a sign of a door could they find. The tapping con-
tinued from within, If there was a door—and undoubtedly
there was—it was of a kind different from the others they
had encountered.

They felt over the wall.
co’lfld not hope to prise open.

uF—tn tap!

‘“ This E’s—rotten " said Tom Merry, in a low voice.
o Thero;:s Gussy on that side of the wall, and us on this side,

et— -

‘“There must be a door!”

“We can’t find it!”

“We could get workmen here to wrench the whole wall
away to-morrow morning,”’ Blake remarked thoughtfully.

*“Yes, but Gussy! Think of him shut up there! IHe may
?m:; be’?n there hours already, without light, without
0od— ¢

Fatty Wynn shuddered, and left off nibbling a sandwich.
‘“We’'d better make terms with the rotter!”

‘“T suppose so! You stay here, Wally, and go on tapping,
to show éusey we haven't deserted him.”

‘“ Right you are! Poor old Gus! What a state his clothes
will be in!” said Wally, with great feeling.

Tom Merry returned to the bank robbers.
up at him with a mocking smile.

‘“ Have you found your friend, monsieur?”

‘o No 17!

““You want my help?”’

“ ‘Yes !ll

“You know the terms.”

“I accept them!” said Tom Merry shortly. “ You release
my chum and we set you free, but no more than that. The
police will be on your track.”

Ponsac looked at him keenly, and nodded.

“(Pest bien! Untie my legs, and let me walk.

They untied his legs, Figgins and Kangaroo taking onoe
each of his arms as a precaution. They led him to the spot
where the hero of the Third was still tapping. Ponsac grinned.
He scanned the floor, and prossed his foot upon a spot that
was not, to the eves of the juniors, marked out from the rost
of the damp, grimy floor. x 7

But as he pressed a stone sank away, taking a portion of
the wall with it, and the lanterns gleamed into a dark stone
cell.

There was an exclamation from the darkness within.

“Gweat Scott!™

“ Gussy !”’

It was of massive blocks they

Ponsac looked

-

CHAPTER 26.
Arthur Augustus is Quite Satisfied with Himself,

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY came out of the cell.
The elegant junior of St. Jim’s was in a shocking
state.

His*clothes were covered with dirt and slime, his hat was
missing, his collar was torn out, and his face and hands were
gbout as ‘‘ grubby ”’ as they could well be.

Where the slime did not conceal his face it was very pale.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. ‘‘Is it weally you?” i

““Ha, bha, ha!” roared Blake. ‘I think we have more
right to ask that question! Is this the one and only Beau
Brummel of the School House?”’

“You have captchahed the wascal?”’

¢ Yes, and he’s ransomed himsslf by, showing where he had
shut you up,” said Tom Merry. ‘' Otherwise, you’d have
staye({ there till to-morrow.”

“ Bai Jove !” . )

“8o he’s going, but I expect the police will soon have
him.””
¢ “] twust so,”’ said D’Arcy.
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gwoatest possible diswespect. Before he goes, I think I had
bettah give him a feahful thwashin’.” » 4
*“Oh, never mind that now,” said Tom Merry, releasing
the bank robber. * There you are, you rascal! Scoot!”
Blake released Gaston Vinol at the same moment.
. The two rascals looked at one another, and then at the
juniors. It was quite plain that it was in their minds to
attack the lads, and try conclusions once more for the pos-
session of the million francs. P 3
Tom Merry laughed.
““Come on!” he said.
after all ! \
But it was too hopeless. The rascals were unarmed, and
the juniors were six to one. With a shrug of the shoulders
Ponsac turned away, and Vinol followed him. ]
The juniors followed them into the open air.
‘“ Adieu, messieurs!” said Maximilian Ponsac.
meet again.”’
‘“ When you are arrested!” said Tom Merry. 3
Another shrug of the shoulders, and the bank robber dig
appeared into the gloom. The snow had begun to fall again.
In the falling flakes the forms and footsteps of the two thieves
of Paris faded away. .
“ Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, as he heard the story
of the recovery of the banknotes. “ Bai Jove, that's wippin’t
You sefla"now, Tom Mewwy, that I was wight.”

“I'd be glad to take you to prison,

“We may

—

“ You will wemembah my suggestin’ offewin’ my services'
to M. Cernay as an amateur detective, to wun down.the
bank wobbahs?"’

‘“Ha, ha! Yes!” 1

‘“ Well, we have wun them down,” said Arthur Augustus
“1 was the first to do so—"" bi

‘“ And to get shut up in a cell,” said Blake. ‘

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” ! )

And the St. Jim’s juniors were still chuckling when they
roached the Chateau Cernay. They found that Monsieur:
Cernay had returned, and was very much perturbed by their
absence. He greeted them with great reliet whon they cama §
in, tired, and muddy, and snowy, but in great spivits.

“My dear boys——~" :

‘““We have news for you, mon pere!” cried Auguste, h
eyes dancing. ‘“ We have been to find the ghosts of the ruined
chateaw.”

‘“ Mon fils—""

“ And we have found them !’ said Blake, with a grin.

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

‘“What?"’ §

“ And they have turned out to be ze bank robbers o
Paris!”" exclaimed Cernay. :

“* Quoi?”

“It is true, mon pere—it is true!”

““ You surely jest?’ exclaimed M. Cernay, in amazement.

““ Non, non, for we have recovered ze banknotes!”

“ My son!”

“ Look, then!" o

And Cernay spread out roll on roll of Bank of I'rance notes
on the table before the astounded eyes of his father. M.
Cernay gave a cry.

“Ah! I am amazed! It is a miracle! Tell me all!” A

Aud they told the story of the night’s adventure, M. Cerna;
drinking in every word with ejaculations of amazement. A

“Ah!” he exclaimed, at last. “You are brave boys, b
you should not go into such danger. You must not do sg
again. But I am glad—glad! This will save me from much
loss—it will save some from ruin. Mon cher Merry, it wai
a lucky thought when my son invited you and your comradeg
to spend a Christmas holiday at the Chateau Cernay !"
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It was a happy party in the Chateau Cernay after that=
as, indeed, it 5|ud been before, but now the iuniors had
additional reasons for satisfaction. Monsieur Cernay tele
phoned news of the bank robbers to the police, but the twd
rascals got clear away. Their loot, however, was in safl
hands, and it was returned to the bank whence it had beon
taken. Tom Merry & Co. spent many more pleasant dayi
at the Chateau Cernay, and they parted at last with thei
Franch friends with equal regret on both sides.

And as Auguste Cernay stood on the platform, watching
,their train depart, he waved his hat and shouted:

“ A merry Christmas!” )

And with stentorian tones ''om Merry & Co. shouted back
that time-honoured wish :

““ A merry Christmas "’

And with what more fitting words could we close our stor
of Tom Merry’s Christmas party?

THE END.

o v B S o 20

2 O ok ay

el e R e oo Y

(Another solendid, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co. neat Thurd
entitled “ Tom Merry's Homecoming," by Martin Clijord. Order
advance. Price One Penny.)
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HOCKLLY,

CHAPTER 1,
‘A Lion Hunt,

A HE tracking of a wounded lion is a more gerious, as
well as a more exciting business than, say, the ﬁmiing
4 of a lost dog. Also, it is a deal more dangerous—but,
then, it is the spice of danger that lends a zest to so many of
2 Britisher’s pursuits. Moreover, the two hunters engaged
" the following up of this particular lion were o aceustomed
to danger that they gave but scant thought to it. Danger to
§ limb and life was part of their common daily existence, and
‘they risked their health with as little apprehension as does a
football-player risk the injury of bruised shins. It was
habitual to them, and habit is second nature. A man may be
“nervous when he fires his first dynamite charge, and he may
have expectations of appearing later on in a shower of frag-
‘ments, but when he has set a light to a fuse a hundred
itimes, he lights his bandred and- first with as much
“¢quanimity as does an ordinary man his pipe.
~Jack Raymond and Hugh Turner were no ordinary big
game hunters, touring Africa to see how many lions,
‘elephants, and hippopotami they could crowd inte their list of
Lvictims.  When they killed an animal—a dangerous one or
‘otherwise—it was for a sound purpose. Either they were
getting rid of a brute who had already donggsome damage,
and would do more if it got the chance, or they killed to fill
he stomachs of themselves and their men.
The lion they were engaged in tracking upon this occasion
d done some damage. He had paid a visit the night before
o their encampment, killed and walked off with one of their
Joutspanned oxen, and then retired to cover to make his dinner
‘and supper off the unfortunate brute.
" Naturally, the occurrence had caused some disturbance.
Bixpence, the Hottentot voorlooper—the man who walks
longside the leading pair of oxen—had awakened immedi-
ately he heard the dying bullock’s bellow. He knew well
enough what was happening, and, of course, he went to where
8 masters were sleeping. They, too, had been awakened,
‘and were shoving cartridges into their rifles when Sixpence
rushed up. They guessed what had taken place, and they
owed the voorlooper to where the oxen were. But they
made no attempt then to follow the hungry King of Beasts—
had no wish to commit virtual suicide. It is only the
n who is tired of his life who would attempt to follow a
n _under such circumstances, and neither Jack Raymond
br hiis chum had reached that hopeless stage,

The rentainder of the night they passed sitting beside a fire
kindled in the near vicinity of the frightened and trembling
oxen, The same lion would not pay them a second visit they
knew quite well enough—the brute had got sufficient to
content his royal appetite for a while—but he might have a
mate with him who might be desirous of emulating her con-
sort’s exploit; or, though this was not likely, since lions but
very rarely indeed hunt in couples, there might be another
lion afflicted with hunger.

There was no second alarm, but the next morning, after a
hasty cup of coffee, the two Britishers left the camp to seek
vengeance on the kingly raider. They had another object,
besides vengeance—thiey intended remaining at their present
encampment for two nights, and they were well enough
acquainted with the habits of lions to be aware that the.brute
who had visited them, appreciating his supper, might make
another attempt to get a meal of fresh trek-ox beef, and this
they really could not afford. The loss of one ox was bad
enough—to lose another quite out of the question, if such
were to be prevented.

They found the spoor of the retreating lion readily enough.
There was plenty of grass near the camp, and the brute’s foot-
prints were casily distinguishable. 1)\130 there was plainly
shown the track where the ox had been dragged along.
Mighty as is a lion’s strength—his body is about equal to that
of .an ordinary donkey in mere size—it is not equal to picking
up a thousand-pound bullock as a dog will lift and carry a
rat. As a rule, the lion, having killed his prey—generally by
a smashing blow on the head with his great paw—will take it
by the neck, or throat, and march off with 1t at a fair pace,
the hoofs and hindquarters trailing along the ground,

The trail found, the hunters followed it for half a mile or
8o, their rifles loaded and ready for action. Not that they
expected any immediate use for their weapons, but the lion
is a cunning brute, and it is never wise to take too much fon
granted.

Although the ground over which they passed might have
told nothing to a novice, to these men—experts in the spooring
of game of all kinds—it was like a printed book. They could
have explained precisely where the lion had stopped -for a
moment, to listen for any sounds of supposed pursuit, and
they could have pointed out the exact spot where, his mighty
muscles tiring slightly, he had halted for a brief rest. 3

That it was a male, they were quite sure; a certain
peculiarity in the tracks, and the distance between them, was
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sufficient to denote as much to their trained eyes. By the
same means, either would have judged the probable size of
the maned marauder, and it would have been afterwards
found their ecstimate was astonishingly correct.

Their half-mile tramp brought them to the ncighbourhood
of several extensive clumps of fairly high, exceegingly close
and prickly bushes, and here they began to exercise a greater
caution and watchfulness. This was a likely hiding-place for
the lion. Here, having disposed of his supper, he might be
expected to streteh his powerful limbs and indulge in a well-
earned slumber. They separated, and their further progress
was slow.

They had judged correctly. As they entered cautiously the
bush-strewn ground, there suddenly arose from a clump thirty
yards away the massive head of a grandly-maned lion.
Cautious as had been their approach, it had not escaped his
hearing. Stcadfastly he watched them for a few moments,
then he turned to be off—not hastily, but in a fashion befitting
one of royal lineage.

At that moment a sharp roar broke the silence—it was the
discharge of Hugh Turner's Express rifle, and with its intona-
tion there mingled an angry roar of pain from the animal.
Though hidden from Raymond so much that to him only the
top of its noble head had been visible, something of the upper
part of the chest and shoulders had been apparent to Turner,
who was about twenty yards to the left, and a little in advance
of his chum. It was not a first-class shot that was offered, but
Turner took the chanca. The lion disappeared immediately.

“ CGtot him?” sung out Raymond to his partner.

‘“ Think so,”’ was the answer.

“ Where?”

“In the chest, I think—but it was a bit sideways.”

“Then we'll have to keep our cyes skinned, for he won’t
})o d(-‘ud, and one can't afford to play tricks with a wounded
ion!’

““ Not much!” Turner assented.

With forefingers crooked around the triggers of their rifles,
in readiness for immediate shooting, the pair of hunters crept
towards the dense clump, from where the animal had arisen.
There was no assurance what the lion might have done. He
might have simply dropped back into his lair in grim anticipa-
tion of the man who harmed him getting within reach o’f a
spring. and then, hey for revenge !—or he might have crawled
away, belly to ground, unseen, to some fresh cover, there to
lick his wound, to lie perdu if might be, or to rise in his wrath
if disturbed.

To find out which idea was in his brute-mind was ticklizh
and exacting work.

To either hand the hunters began to widen out, intending
to make a circuit. This they did, and began to draw near
where the lion had beer—~—3. Nearer and nearer they came,
until they were so close that Raymond was ‘able to toss fairly
into the {msh a clod of earth and grass he had lugged up.

There was no response to the challenge—no sudden up-
rearing of a giant head, no air-shaking roar. A second, and
then a third and fourth missile followed, with like result.
For a few seconds both waited, and then Jack Raymond-—it
was very much like balancing his life on a pin-point—slipped
boldly up to the bushes, to find them empty. The lion had
made off.

But there was sufficient proof that Turner’s bullet had
taken effect.  There was blood in spots upon the spiny,
tough, dark-green thorn leaves, and a great splash of dark-
rod moisture on the ground.

“Given him something he don’t like, Jack!” observed
Turner, in a satisfied voice. :

“Something that’ll make him jolly mad!” returned Ray-
mond. ‘It won’t do to get too close to him when we do
locate him, or it may be a job for the coroner!”

“Well,” observed Hugh suddenly, “if it happened to be
wme, I’d rather it was a coroner’s job straight away, instead
of being a cripple like poor Livingstone, with only one
gound arm, or like that native chap we saw three weeks
ago—the one who had his face crushed in, and the sight taken
from both eyes. Days of such awful lingering pain, let alone
weeks and months, 1 don’t think I could put up with.”

“No need to!” his partner answered briskly. ‘ We're
gﬁin,g to polish this chap off without any catastrophe at
all !’

“1 hope so.”
The trail of blood that had dripped from the lion’s wound
as it crawled away made his path of progress easy to follow,
but the partners were taking no risks, and moved along with
great caution. Hurry and slap-dash methods rarely pay
when it comes to pursuing big game—particularly so when
the said big game is badly wounded. ILike the wounded Lord
of Colonsay, in Sir Walter Scott’s poem of the Bruce, a
wounded lion or tiger is always anxious to get in one good
roturn blow at his assailants; having done this, he probably
dies more happy than he would be otherwise.
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Tive yards, ten yards, twenty the hunters advanced, their =
eyes on all sides of them—eager to note the slightest move-
ment of leaf or grass, or any sign betraying the wounde:
lion’s whereabouts.  Perhaps ten yards separated them,
Then they halted to listen, but their keen ears caught not thaf
ghost of a sound, and they went on.

Sixty paces they had covered, and then Turner pulled up:
dead, and pointed with his rifle-hand to a spot on ahead. Hak
thought he had detected somé movement, and Jack Raymond§
stared likewise at the indicated spot. Ten seconds passed,§
and then death leaped from the ground and clutched Hug
Turner.

From eight paces to his left hand, and slightly at the§
back of him, there rose, sudden as a streak of yellow light,
the form of the wounded lion, without so much as a rustie
to betray his oncoming. 'Through the air he leaped, his wida
jaws agape, his tremendous forelegs extended, mane bristling
and, from the middle of a dark patch on his chest, a tiu
trickle of blood falling., Quickly—silently as Death himself
he came, and the first news of his coming was the shock asf
his forepaws alighted on Hugh Turner’s shoulders. By

Simultaneously, as Jack Raymond turned his head, A
sin%le, sharp cry escaped the stricken man as he went down
with the lion on top of him, snarling and biting savagely§
at his vietim. Not the ghost of a chance had the man.

Pivoting on his left foot, Jack Raymond raised his rifla @
Horror at the awful fate come with such terrible swiff§e
suddenness to his friend did not deprive him of action. Yl
even as he aimed there rose in his brain the thought that ha
could do no more than exact vengeance on the slayer. It wa
impossible Turner should not be dead or dying; and to tha
young man flashed the recollection of the words Turner had
spoken not a quarter of an hour ago. Was it an omen that
had come to him? Were not his words to be realised. i

Raising his giant head from his victim, the lion faced§!
Raymond. Motionless the creature stood, his fierce eye
stoglfastly fixed on the hunter; and he growled softly tol
himself. =~ A grand and terrible picture he presented—thaf
incarnation of regal strength and regal wrath—the blac
mane forming a sable setting to the wide, muzzled face, from
which the bared teeth showed threateningly. His forepawil
wereﬂ?vnd'll‘umorl'ls inanimata body, but to Raymond he stoodigs
slightly diagonally. e : BT k-

Suddenly he raysqg his head in the beginning of a Toud roal
of challenge; but the sound never issued from the capacious
throat, for at that moment—not ten seconds had elapsed sinoa
he had ‘made his fatal spring—Raymond’s heavy rifle thun
dered forth its discharge. The avenging Iixpress bullet lof
Directly in front of the shoulder if
struck the brute, and pierced through the heart. Mute and
nerveless, bereft of life by that momentary stunning shock;

i . . .
the lion dropped dead upon the body of his victim. :
Dropping his rifle, Jack Raymond sprang forward. Th
lion’s jaws were moving slightly, the mighty legs quiveringd
and the long tail was beating feebly upon the ground; bul§
the hunter had no fear; he was assured that the brute wa
dead as thoroughly as if he had been lying still for a day.
He know that the bullet had done its work truly, and his
thought was of his friend. Perhaps some life yet remained
in the stricken, mangled body. ¥

CHAPTER 2. !
The Victim and the Avenger. ) &

CROSS the shoulders and head of Turner the lion hadfy
H fallen, completely burying the unfortunate many
Wreathing his strong fingers in the coarse mane, Ray
mond dragged the supine head backwards, and then, seizing
one of the forelegs, he wrenched the body over sideways, andfs
tumbled it aside, so that he might get at his partner.
To move the dead beast thus was no trifling feat of strength,§
for the lion is a tolerably weighty creature; but into Ray
mond’s strong arm-muscles there seemed to be the strengtl
and vitality of four men, and he shifted the inert carcase
easily as if it had been that of a dead cat.

Turnér was lying face downwards, one arm beut benocat
the body, and the other holding the rifle extended. Ilis haf
had fallen off.

““ Heaven help him! He’s gone!” muttered Raymond, a
with the strength of a Hercules and the gentleness of a nurse
he lifted the wretched man in his arms and laid him on hi
back, propping the torn liead against the dead lion’s tawn
back.

Turner’s eyes were closed, his face showing livid and gre,
beneath the bronze sun and wind had given to his fair skin;
His lips were apart, and Raymond, kneeling beside hinf
swiftly detached his water-flask, and, wetting his finges
moistened his lips. Then he poured a few drops of the liquy
upon Turner’s forchead.

Turner was nat yet dead—Raymond had satisfied himself g
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before undoing the flask. The heart was still beating,
“ang, slight and wavering pulse was noticeable.

§ It Raymond knew that his chum was dying. He had
Qipn a cursory examination of the terrible wounds, and he
upyy well enough that a man cannot survive such injuries
{ @ Turner had received. The back of his head had been
injured by the lion, while the terrible stroke of the forepaw
that had ‘alighted on the shoulder had shattered the bones
| themselves.

For Hugh Turner there would be no to-morrow—he had
| lived his last day, and Raymond knew it. Also he knew how
helpless he was to lessen the pain and agony of the last hours.
A few simple remedies—chloroform and a few medicines—
 thore were in the waggon, but the waggon was a mile and
‘moro away; and, having given instructions to the native
‘boys to remain until their masters’ return, they were not
likely to move except their lives were endangered.

~ As well as water, Raymond carried a small flask of brandy.
4§ Por & maoment he paused, hesitating whether to administer it
or not. Perbaps it was kinder not to awaken his dying pal to
onsciousness and the sensibility of pain. But he might have
omething to say-—the pair had been good pals for the past
o years—and at length Raymond’s horror of permitting
man to pass away thus during insensibility conquered.
tween the whitening lips he poured a tiny quantity of
brandy, and also n.pplicg gsome to the forchead. :
After a few applications of the spirit Turner opened his
yes—they were quite vacant, denoting that the brain had
ved a shock fram which it had not yet recovered. Ray-
ond administered more of the brandy, and then, tearing
ay fragments of his shirt, he applied them, rolled into
ds, to those wounds from which the blood was issuing most

ely.
K ~Suddunly he was disturbed in this occupation by the sound
of Turner’s voice, weak and faint, but perfectly normal. The
4 dving man’s eyes were opened, and now they shone with the
light of understanding.
L Y Don’t trouble, Jack!” Turner was saying. ‘‘It's only
waste of time, not a bit of use.”
‘Desisting, Raymond bent over to his chum’s face. He
ould not speak. There was nothing for him to say. Silently,
e again let a few drops of brandy fall upon the pallid lips,
' (3¢t him, old man?” Tuarner asked, after a pauce.
t was to the lion he was cvidontly referring, and Ray-
nond noaﬁn"ﬂo think that the man’s first thought was of
he brute that had stricken himi down! Well, Hugh Turner
nd always been like that.
“P’m glad.”
WThough he spoke in a low and feeble voice, the man’s words
yere perfectly distinct, and it was obvious he knew perfectly
well what he was saying. It would be later that his mind
yould begin to wander.
“He got me first, though,” Hugh went on. ¢ Well,
't complain,  All my own fault.”
- “But I dare say you’ll be able to pull round again.”
“Jack knew it was a lie, even while he said it. He knew
orfoctly well that hig chum’s life was merely a question of
ours, maybe minutes; but there is something, some curious
our for others, which tempts one to offer such consolation.
But he was sorry the next minute that he should have spoken
0. A queer, faint smile tried to form itself on Turner’s
ell-shaped lips, and he looked straight into his friend’s eyes.
' “No, you don't, old man,” he rejoined. ‘ You've never
bld a lie yet—at least, I’ve never heard you tell one, so don’t
n to tell ’em to me now.”
Raymond’s left hand sought for and found Turner’s left,
nd he held it in silent compassion, and the expression of
me and sincere friendship. The gentle pressure was re-
arned.  But Raymond could not yet brin? imself to speak.
{o had no relations, he was in a strange land, and for three
Jyars this man had been his constant companion and chum,
, brave, true, honest, and faithful a friend as man ever
il. A Britisher like himself, a good sportsman, hard as
ails, and true as steel. And now he was to leave him.
en minutes before he had been in full health and strength,
Jill that he had been for three long years. And now he was
dying. In a few hours he, Jack Raymond, would be alone.
No one had ever acoused Jack Raymond of being * soft.”
ere was no need for it; but at that moment, goside his
ng pal, he felt that tears were not far off his eyes. He
ould not spealk.
 § Another moistening of the lips, and Hugh went on:
“T'm_going, Jack,” he said. “Oh, I know it. Don't
Y peak. Ilﬁmow all you'd like to say, old man, but there’s no
need. Let me talk, and I'll forget that my arm and head
'Y Jte hurting. But it won’t be for long. How did we come to
geeing the beggar. But, no, it wasn’t your fault, it
k’T)}'ino‘ I ought to have spotted him. Is he a big 'un,
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Raymond turned his head away for a -moment before
answering. Then he stecled his face, and he kept his voice
from trembling.

“One of the biggest T ever saw, lad,”” he replied.

“One shot? I didn’t hear anything,” queried Hugh, and
the smile, as he spoke, was terrible in its piteousness in the
cyes of his pal,

*“ Through the heart.”
~Hugh’s eyes closed, and remained so a long time, and, sit-
ting beside him, Raymond’s mind travelled back over the past
three years. Here, there, and cverywhore about South
Africa the pair had been since that day when he—Raymond
—had come upon Turner lying out on the open ground, about
half a wrile away from a trail he was following somewhere to
the north-west of the country, that had bech ruled over by
the Matabele —King Lo Bengula. An assegai stub in the
chest, and a had bruise on the forchead, evidenco of a clout
with a knobkerrie would have sent Hugh Turner to kingdom
;-onllc but for the fortuitous straying of Raymond to where
re lay.

Fe was cvidently the vietim of an attack by natives, but
when Jack had pulled him round, doctored him, and nurseds
him back to health and strength, Turner would say nothing
as to his injuries, save that he had been set upon and Joft
for dead. e was several years older than Raymond, the
latter did not consider he had any right to demand informa-
tion from the man he bhad saved, and he was, moreover, in
no wise curious.

The two had stuck together henceforth. Sometimes in
towns, more often in the open country, they had sojourned,
firm friends, true pals. They had wandered, and tiwy had
hunted ; sometinies they had done a bit of trading with the
natives,

Such confidences as had passed belween them weve slight,
neither was carious about the other. There was no need to
be. Each liked the other, and that was sufficient. Each was
to the other a true pal, what more was required? Relation of
their several family histories would not have brought thom
closer. Of Raymbnd’s past he had told his chum somewhat,
and Turner had informed Jack that he was the son of
missionary, who had gone into the interior of Africa, had
(Insulfpvuro(l, and never since had been heard of, Both were
Knglishmen, Raymond had heard of the school where his
friend had been educated ; Turner knew a man who had been
a school chum of Raymond. Alike in many ways, quite dis-
similar in others; two brothers could not have got on together
better than they had done.

And now it had come to this! "

A slight pressure on his captive hand brought back Jack's
wandering attention.

* What is it, old man?” he asked, hending down his head
to Turner’s face.

* How much longer d’you think T'll live ?*’ asked Hugh.

It was no time for prevarication or compassionate evasion
and had there been such in Raymond’s mind the cxprossion’
of'nnxwty and seriousness in Turner’s blue eyes would have
drw%!; thon; hence. 3 ;

‘* Three, four, or six, I do not know,” Raymond replied.
‘T haven't been able to see how bad are the igjuricg, " 'l}l:yd"
Is there anything you'd like done?”’ :

“Not six hours, I think,” Turner said, as if he were
actually considering the point. “ Four, T should think. no
more. And I guess I'll be delirious for the last half. 1t is
always so. Don't you recollect that Basuto, Jack, of ours—
Tempe, I mean—when the lion got him up in Mashonaland.
Well, he was mad just before he died, and I reckon I'll he
the same.”

J.ul,'ck. nodded. The expectation was only too likely to be
verified.

“8o I'd better tell you now,’
am able to—to get out——""

A little more brandy was poured between his lips, and his
waning strength kept to him. By standing the rifles together,
the butis wide apart, Jack had contrived, by placing his own
hat on the muzzles to ereate some sort of shade for the face
of his dying pal. The burning African sun was now shining
in all its vigour and fiercencss; its glare in Turner’s up-
turned face would have been intolerable. Flics had gathered,
and but for Raymond’s effort would have settled upon him.
These little attentions Turner had noted, and thanked his
chum for.

“ I'd better tell you now,” he went on, the brandy having
revivified him, *‘ Look inside my shirt, Jack !”

Very gently Raymond unfastened and turned back the
garment, revealing the signs, telling of the injuries the bones
beneath had sustained, and also a long and fine-linked chain
of gold. To this was attached a small locket, also of gold.
More than a hundred times had Jack noted this chain, but
he had never asked concerning it of his chum. As has been.
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said, Raymond was not curiots by nature of such things.
Finding the clasp, he unfastened the chain, and held it and
s ponﬁunt up before his chum.

“1s this it, old man?"” he asked. .

“Yes. Openit!”

Raymond obeyed, and within the locket he found two tiny
coloured portraits, One was of an intellectual, but somewhat
sovere and stern-faced, man, about five-and-thirty years of
age, the other was of a woman apparently some fifteen years
vounger, blue-eyed, fair-haired, and of indescribably sweet
and gentle expression.

“ My mother and father—when they were married,” whis-
pered Turner.

Having glanced at them, Raymond was about to place the
locket in his pal's right hand—the arm was useless, and
could not be moved—when Turner stopped him.

“ Look at it well first,” he said. ‘¢ Take note of it—my
mother’s picture, I mean, for I want you to bear it in mind,
I want you to recollect it.”

1t was not a face to be casily forgotten, and after a fow
seconds’ gazing, Raymond placed chain and locket where he
had intended.

“ Do you recolieet it 7’ the dying man inquired.

“Yes, I do. It is a beautiful face.”

“ Would you know the face $igain if you were to see it—
living 7”7 Turner went on insistently.

* Certainly I should. If it did not change

“ There is no change.”

For a while Turner lay quicscent, the chain and locket
between hid@norveless fingers, IHis eyes were cloged, and his
breathing so slow and faint, Raymond, watching him
anxiously, had to bend down to be sure he was breathing at
all.  Presently Turner’s eyes opened.

“ You're sure you'll not forget, Raymond?"” he said.

“ Quite. What is it, old man, you want me to do?”
¢ She was my mother, Raymond. My father and I did
not get on together very well, but I’d have given my life
for my mother. And yet I didn’t do the thing she would
have liked me to do. My father wanted me to be a
missionary, and I refused. I couldn’t. T'd have been a
hypoerite if I'd taken up the work, and that I wouldn't be.
Whatever I've done, I've kept clear of that. But as [
wouldn’t he declared he would, gnkl s0 he came out here with

4]

my mother and sister. ’ve neseispoken to you about her,
have I, Jack? My sister Lilian, T mean?”

“ No!” Raymond answered, for his chuin had stopped, as
if an answer were expected. .

“Well, it’s because of her T wanted you to look so care-
fully at the portrait of my mother. Lily’s like her, the
very image of her, I'll swear. It’s nine years ago since I
saw her last. - She was sixteen then, but that she’s now like
what my mother is in the Picture I’ll bet any money. Bet !
Ha, ha! That’s good! D’you know, Jack, it was because
1 did bet a little 1 and my father had our first falling out.”

Raymond looked at his chum with anxious interest. IHis
voice was loudor, not gtronger, but thinner and more shrill.
lis eyes were sparkling, their dullness had given place to a
hot brightness, and his cheeks had flushed. In the centre of
thom was burning a spot of colour.

“The delirium will be beginning,” thought Jack, and he
used half of what was left in his water-bottle to moisten
[lugh's lips and forchead.

./
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. My pe@te came out here, T think I told you—eh, Jack 7"

“Yes, ghu did.”

“ Yes, gl ﬂll.'t‘l.‘ of ’ema—father, mother, and Lily., I came,
too, butfot with them. I didn’t want any missionarying or

anything to do with it, and so T stayed in Johannesburg.
meant to make my fortune, The * bulls * and ¢ bears * had mg
often; never thought a lion’d finish me, though, Ha, ha!

*“ Well, that was the last I saw of any of ’em. They wen
up-country, and about two years afterwards 1 heard m
father’d disappeared. Gone into the wilds, and been lostd
Nover heard of again. But where the others went—mothes
and Lily—I never did hear. No one knew. ]

“ And I’ve been trying to find ’emn ever since.’ i
As the dying man spoke the last words, his voice fell away
to the merest whisperphis eyes closed ag if from sheer woeart
ness, and he lay still. d

)

CHAPTER 3.
The Promise. 1

HEN Hugh Turner ovened hiz cyes again, it w of
W to find his chum still beside him, hatless, engaged)
in driving the flies from him, patient and untirings
¢ Not gone yet, old man,” he said fecbly, smiling the ghost
of a smile. * Think I had?” 4
Raymond shook his head. Ie had been wondering Hvel
what his chum had been saying, what he meant by his earne
desire Raymond should recollect the features depicted in {
portrait within the locket. Was it merely a delivious man!
crazy fancy, or was there some more serious import 7" :

“No, I mustn’t go yet,”” Turner continued, *‘ not befol
T've said what I want to say. Jack, old man, we've bed
good pals, haven't we? Always got on well together.”

“Yes; I'm sorry we've got to part.”

“So'm I. T like you, Jack. You're good all through.
am in your debt, I know. You saved my life when thosd
In———, when those black bounders nearly laid me out threg
years ago. I was looking for those who were lost then,
owe you a lot. Will you let me owe you more?”’

“What 1s it?
it’s to be done,”

“1 knew you would.
find my sister.”’

Yaymond replied, P
Good man, Jack. I want you fi

“ Your sister I’’ Jack echoed, and he looked his surprise. &

“VYos; Lily. She’s alive. Sofnewhere on this contineul
she’s alive and well. T know it. I’ve dreamed it night afte
night. I’ve scen her in my dreams, and I want you to find
her and take her back to Kngland. Heavens! To think ol
her living and dying here! That's why L. want you
remember my mother’s portrait. She gave me the locka
when we parted for the last time. Lily’s like my mothe
is there—the image of her I'll swear; and if you sce a gi
like that portrait you'll know she’s my sister Lilian. I'df§
give you the locket, but I want you to bury it with me when
T'm gone. Will you promise youw’ll search for her, and wheug
you find her take her back to England? Promise ?”’

“1 promisc !” Jack Raymond said solemnly.

Turner’s weak fingers clenched with sudden strength upon
Raymond’s hand as he placed it in his, and an expression of
satisfaction came for a moment into the now dull eyes. |

“71 knew it. Good-night, old man} This pain is fearful

~——-
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y and go to sleep,” Turner said wearily, and he closed
8.
he did not sleep. Within five minutes he was wide
in the grip of delirium, which, apparently, he had kept
y sheer will power until he had Eecn able to communi-
o Iig strange request. He threw himself about, causing the
‘ ing from his wounds to break out more profusely. He
“talked rapudly, shouted, sang, quarrelled with some imaginary
person or persons, and each paroxysm left him weaker and
weaker. e 4

- Half an hour after the delirium secized him his ravings
suddenly ceased, and he dropped back limp and inert, and
his eyes closed.

Iive minutes after he was dead, and Raymond, having

placed his hat over the face of the corpse, was hurrying back
to the waggon to get help from the boys to bring it back for
~decont and proper buriuf.

It was midday when the dreary business of disposing of his
poor chum’s body was finished, and Raymond realised that he
iad had nothing to eat. He called for food. One of the natives
brought him something, and he ate, not knowing what it
was. Then he went and sat in the waggon to induTgo in one
~of his occasional pipes, and a dismal reflection upon the
~ gudden change in his existence. Hugh Turner was the onl
“chum he had ever had, and now that he was gone—thoug
this it was not easy to realise*~Raymond felt that a large
share of his life had gone likewise.
~ Though no more than three-and-twenty years of age, Jack
aymond had succeeded in getting a deal of living into his
istence.  'When he was eighteen years of age, his father had
died, leaving Jack not only an orphan, but also a pauper.
The lad had always understood his parent to be rich, but
this idea had received a rude shock, Money, indeed, his
father had left, but also debts and liabilities amounting to so
high a total that, when they were paid out of the estate, all

sum of £80.

. The Army had heen Jack Raymond’s destination, but sich
circumstances as he found himself in necessitated 1immediate
abandonment of that idea. He would have to support him-
Belf-—accept a situation. What should it be? Mr. Jeffries,
tone of thé executors, and a wholesale glass merchant, offered
the lad a stool in his office. Jack declined it with thanks.
The “elerkship would bring him in £52 a year, which would
e sufficient to keep him ﬁ:om starvation, and there was hope
i promotion. A B v

. But that sort of thing carried no appeal to Jack Raymond.
e wanted to get out into the world. Life abroad was far
snore fescinating to him than life in London or England. e
efused the clerkship, and also an offer of the berth of a
commercial traveller.  Canada, New Zealand, or Africa was
his choice, and in the end he decided upon the last. -Thither
he went with £30 clear in his pocket, and a most particular
Jignorance of what lay before him, and what he meant to do.
. But there was grit in Jack. He was one of the right sort.
He had no dislike to work. On the contrary, he was willing to
furn hig hand to anything that came near. Three or four
preliminary tumbles he had, and then he fell upon his feet,
and he did not permit himself to be knocked down again,

. First he got a berth at a flour store, driving waggons.
‘Thence he was sent to take charge of a branch department
in the Transvaal. Here he made a little money on hig own
account, and, giving up his berth, opened a store for himself
somewhero out in the wilds of Mashonaland. While there,
and doing well, he heard from an old hunter that there was
money in trading direet with the natives, going about with
waggon and oxen, buying skins, ivory, unytﬁing that was for
ale. " But better than money in it was the opportunity for
ndulgence in a  free, open-air, and entirely unshackled
oxistence, and this was, for Raymond, the greater incentive.
Ho sold his store at a decent profit to two Germans, purchased
a waggon, span of oxen, stores, and necessary articles for
rade; and bidding good-bye to semi-civilisation started in his
new occupation. ¥

It was while on this trip—which he made a very profitable
one—that ho had come upon Hugh Turner as has been
described. On Turner’s recovery he had joined his deliverer
i his life, and the threc years had been spent wandering
together, hunting, trading, earning money and good health,
which is the best wealth, and penetrating into many parts
f the country of which but scant knowledge existed.

~ Altogether, the three({ears had been a period of supreme,
ntense enjoyment, an Ragmond' had enjoyed himself.
Now, however, all had ended; he might continue as before,
but it would not be as it had been before. A sociable young
nan, Jack Raymond had come to apptreciate Hugh Turner’s
company ; to lose it seemed the loss also of much that made
Yexistence worth having.

t " For long Raymond sat brooding; his pipe went out, and

g -

that remained to the heir—he was the only child—was the
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he did not relight it. Then to his memory came the recollee-
tion of the promise he had given his dead chum, and he
gave himself a mental and physical shake. Here was some-
thing-to live for—the redemption of his promise, the satisfy-
ing of the departed spirit of his chum, and the releasing of
the eaptive girl, Lilian, his sister. 3

Jack was imaginative, and that the girl was a captive ho
could not but believe, if indeed, all that Turner had said
was to be taken seriously, and one granted the preliminary
supposition that the girl yet remained alive,

It was a big hypothesis. Where Mr. Turner had gone and
taken wife and daughter with him in his missionary enter-
prise, Raymond had not heard. 1f Turner knew, he had not
said. Mr. Turner himself had been murdered. It was no
unreasonable supposition that the savages who had killed
him had also killed the wife and daughter. African negroes
are not notorious for their clemency.

Still, it was possible that the two women had been carried
away alive, in which case, they would bo slaves, and in
a condition worse than death. As slaves, they might be sold
or transferred to tribes living thousands of miles from the
neighbourhood of those negroes who had killed the husband
and father. To search for Lilian Turnor eeemed a triflo
more hopeless occupation than hunting for a needie in a
haystack. But, hopeless or not, he meant to do it,

Having thus decided, Jack Raymond left the waggon,
becoming aware thus of a disturbance that had becns going
on for somo time, but in his abstraction had not becn
noticed, A ludicrous sight met his eyes.

Lying cn the ground on his back was Sixpence, the Hot-
tentot voorlooper, and sitting astride him, perched comfort-
ably on his chest, was Gama, tho big Matabili whom
Raymond had engaged to act as hunter and assist with the
waggon and oxen when necessary. Both of thein, before
entering the waggon, he had despatched to skin the dead
lion and bring back the hide.

The two were now ongaged in violent dispute about some-
thing. Sixpence, the discomfort of having a man sitting on
him notwithstanding, was keeping up a perfect stieam
of abuse and vilification 6fghis evident conqueror in Dutch,
his own language, broken ﬁutubili, and shattered English.

By way of auswer thereto, the brawny Matabili \ynrriqr
was solemnly cracking t ottentot on the head with his
knobkerrie at regular intépvals, his right arm working up
and down like a piece of machinery,  Unmindful of this
tapping—which seemed to have about as much effect on his
cast iron skull as a straw whip would have on a hippo-
potn.:nus—vSixpencc continued his unceasing flow of wicked
wordas,

Not until his masier had peremptorily ordered him to
cease and get up, did the Matibili discontinué his hammnicr-
ing, or the Hottentot his violent objurgating. :

“What’s all this about ?”’ demanded Raymond sternly.

Quarrels between the ‘‘boys " are of frequent occurrence,
and unless they be satisfactorily setiled by the white master
there is no peace known on the march or in camp.

Both spoke at once.

**He's got it!” declared Gama succinctly,

“Me want it '’ announced Sixpence.

“What? Got what?”

“The black baboon has stolen——" began the big man
gravely, when the Hottentot’s shrill voice interrupted him.

- “Gama, the clumsy elephant with the squint eyes and the
brolen teeth, whose face——"" began Sixpence, and would
have continued in the truly Hottentot and decidedly uncom-
limentary strain of his burly adversary, but his master

mterrupted him, ;
“What is it? What is the squabble about?” he cricd

impatiently.
**The little thief-—"
“He whao's—"" :

“He would take from me that which is mine—"

* The pig whose face is ugly as—"" 3

“Silence! One at a time, I said! Gama, speak first !”

“N’Kose, I seek but to obtain that which is mine, because
T am a man and a warrior, that which was never intended
by the Great Chief above for such little rats—"

The “little rat’’ knew it was he who was meant, and the
white man’s prohibition notwithstanding, his vicious temper
could not -allow him to keep silent

“Baas,” he yelled, ‘“the calf who was cast off by his
own mother speaketh lies! It is minel I have it, and he
would take it from me! But [—"

Raymond’s patience gave way; if not checked, this criss-
cross vituperation would go on for an hour, at the end of
which he would be as wise as he was now. He resorted to
siern measures.  Catching the loose-tongued Hottentot by
the ear, he threatened him with the loss of it if he did not
hold his tongue. ! '

“Now, Gama,"” he cried sharply, ‘ answer me at once and
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without chatter! What is this you have quarrelled about ?”

“The lion’s heart, N'Kose.”

“The what?”

““The heart of the dead lion that the N'Kose told us to
bring the skin of,” replicd the Matabili,

“Well 2” :

“The heart is mine,” the savage said tranquilly. ¢ He,
the "—Raymond held up one hand—“him &ook it, stole it
from me !”

Raymond turned to the Hottentot.

** Why stole you the lion’s heart, black thief 2’

“Not thief, baas!”’ shouted the almost bursting vyoor-
looper,  “The heart is mine! I took it, I did not steal;
but he, the big pig, he took it from me. It was me cut it
from the body, baas. The Leart is mine !”

* Ho took 1t, N’Kose,” rotorted Gama, “while T was not
inokiﬂg. The heart is for brave men. It is mine, and

“Why want cither of you -the heart?” demanded the
master, scarcely able to keep from laughter.

“ Eat it, N'Kose, and then, being brave, I shall become
braver.”

“ Keep it, baas. Sell it for charm.”

The judgment of a Solomon would have been required,
and then one of the parties had been unsatisfied, and Jack
Roymond was no Solomon. But he did know how to handle
nutives, Demanding the precious bone of contention—which
the Hottentot fished out from some hiding-place beneath the
waggon—hs deelared neither should have it until preof had
been given that it was deserved.

" Gama,” he said, “thou art brave enough without eating
a lion’s beart. Sixpence, you rascal, you have already more
money than is good for you. Be off, the pair of you. " Fight
no more.”

But that evening he called tho belligerents to him separ-
ately, To Gama he gave the heart, and to the greedy
IHottentot a silver copy ¢f his own nama.

CHAPTER 4,
Kose-Kose !

HREE months passed since the day when Jack Ray-

mond laid his chum in his last™ resting-place, and

. during that time he had journeyed far. Where to

begin his search for Hugh Turner’s sister he did not know,

but he had decided to make a beginning from the spot near
Matabililand where he had found Turner himself.

Of the few persons whom he had met he had asked for
news of the long-back disappearance of HMugh's father; but
one had heard of it, but where the missionary had becn
living when his death took place the man did not know.

So Jack continued his trekking North-West into Rhodesia,
and at last he reached the Victoria Falls, and here he
learned something. He came upon a member of the Church
Missionary Society, a man who had come out to take up the
work that had cost Mr. Turner his life. He knew of the
disappearance nine years ago, and he gave willingly such
details as he could; but as to where Mr. Turner had been,
there was no record, only a vague sort of belief that it was
still further into the interior, possibly into the practically
unexplored region that lies beyond the Kafue River.

With so much—or so little—to guide him, Jack Raymond
continued his journey. The keeping of his promise had
strengthened into a conviction that to find Lilian Turner was
a sacred duty; did it take all his life he would not grudge
{1
A month after crossing the Kafue, one afternoon he took
down his Winchester rifle, filled the magazine and his cart-
ridge-belt, and, having given Sixpence directions to meet
him with the waggon at a certain point whch he indicated,
Raymond started off to shoot something for the pot. Deer
were plentiful, a fat youngster fell to his rifle, and he made
his way to the meeting-place. i

But no waggon was there, and after waiting an hour
anathematising his driver and voorlooper, Jack started back
on the trail the waggon should have come. Half an hour’s
walking, and his keen oyes caught sight of the waggon. But
it was not moving, the oxen were missing, and Jack con-
cluded the rascally Sixpence had taken it into his head to
camp at what he considered a more suitable spot. :

“I'll warm his rascally hide for this when I do get him !”
he growled wviciously, and made for the waggon standing
idly beside a dense growth of thorn and young forest trees.

But when he got nearer he saw something was amiss; the
oxen were straying at their sweet will, there was no fire, he
could hear no sound of voices. With apprehension seizing
him, he hurried forward, and presently he came upon a
startling sight. ; :

Flat on his face, an assegai sticking out from between hia
broad shoulders, lay Gama., Fe was quite dead, ~ Thirty
yards beyondwi)y this time Raymond had his rifle rcady
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for instant action, and his eyos were e\'orywhero—l‘.y',\ £
pence; somcone’s strength of arm had proved grea .8,1,'("1"\:1
the toughness of his skull, for the Hottentot also lalt cead
with a wound on the head. Y

And yet there was no sign of an enemy arcund. ' But
Raymond, was not so easily deceived. The murdersrs must
be somewhere; having killed the servants, they would lie in
wait for the master, since no waggon such s his ever
belonged te a native. Perhapg—— . ¥

But there was no time for speculation. His face to the
cover at hand, wherein a thousand enemiecs might be con-
cealed, Jack retreated to the waggon. It would serve him
as some means of defence if it came to a fight, and that a
f{ghttfor his life was imminent he had not the remotest
doubt,

Nor could he have as to the outcome of it; he, a single
man, with scores of adversaries, in a remote part of Africa,
an unexplored region a thousand or more miles from
civilisation, what hope could there be?  None, was the
logical answer; but a desperate defence, a dear disposal of
his life was left to him; and that in the few seconds of his
retreat, he decided upon.

By the waggon-wheel lay Peter, the driver, an assegal
driven clean through his breast. Raymond noticed it as |
leaped on to the disselboom of the waggon to reach the loosy
canvas covering. of the fore part. Drawing it aside, h
came face to face with half a score of blacks, sturdy, we
formed men, armed with assegais and round ox-hide shield
painted white. They cried i raising

out at him, thei
weapons, yet none made the attempt to transfix him wit
their spears.

So completely taken by surprise was Raymond that for
few secouds he remained staring into the black, repulsivell
faces; then he.stepped backward on to the disselboom-—the
long pole to which the wheelers of the ox team are fastened—
and then to the ground. But as his foot touched, as if by
magic, there came out from the nearby cover at least fiftyl
warriors, armed as were their fellows, who had hidden ig
the waggon. '

The surprise was complete, resistance was impossible, and
Raymond made no attempt to use his Winchester. Threaten Hf
ing as was the appearance of the savages, they went no
further than threatening; the poised assegais remained i
their hands. As for Raymond, he simply stared at themn.

Then one of those in the waggon spoke, and, to his sur

rise, Jack was able to understand what he said. With the
Zulu languagoe he was acquainted, having spent nearly
twelve months in Zululand, and the lariguage of the speaker
bore a very strong resemblance to the Zulu tongue. Th
man was calling upon him to surrender, promising him tha
no harm was intended to him if he yielded.

It was Hobson’s choice, and Raymons could do no more
than take it. Who the men were, to what tribe they he
longed, he had not the remotest idea; but he did nofice o
distinet resemblance to the Zulu type; the men even word
the head-ring, that distinguishing featuro of the men and!
warriors of the Zulu races. And when he replied to them id
the Zulu tongue he was understood. ;

Half a dozen of the warriors remained near to the
prisoner—as Raymond could not but consider himself-—the
while the bulk ofythc men set to work to loot the waggon and
round up the strayed trek oxen. In a very short space of
time their work was finished, and, with Jack in the midst of
them, the driven oxen in front, the whole party set off in g
north-easterly direction, under the lcadersgip of an elderly
man, whose face was minus its nose, and whose shield bore’
some incomprehensible device painted in black.

To Jack it seemed as if he were treated with a certain
deference by his captors, but when he spoke to them, they
answered but briefly. He did learn, however, that his
appearance in the country had been known several day
before, that he had been followed and spied upon, and h
absence from the waggon was seized upon as an opportunit
for getting rid of his native servauts, who, as he was told,
were ‘“‘no use.”

Later he was to learn that the coming of a white god had
been foretold by tho witch-doctors of the tribe, and that
those who had captured him were one of several bands sen
cut by the king to lay hands upon the divine visitor. T
be the hosts—or gaolers—of a god was to be in possession of
a distinet advantage. A

The tribe was named the Matangas, ruled over by a King
rejoicing in the name of Kose-Kose, or Chief of Chicfs
Tradition said that the tribe was descended from a numbe
of wealthy Zulus who had fled from Chaka’s tyranny some®®
where about the same period that the foundation of thelf!
Amandebele, or Matabili, was laid in the same fashion i
what is now known as Southern Rhodesia. :

Certainly in face and figure the Matangas retained man
characteristics, physical and social, of the Zulu race, magn
of their customs and habits were identical with those of t
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The Britisher was too quick, for, as the huge arm descended he struck with all his force at the

brute’s body.
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f, as Raymond knew them. But it was not a very
rous tribe, mustering no more than five or six hundred
hg-men, which would give a total number of about two
pnd five hundred individuals.  Yet, judging by the
liloquent cognomen of their king, their power was—or
thought to be— rather extensive.

all this, and a good deal more, Jack Raymond was not

plearn until many days afterwards when at the chief town

encampment of the tribe, and whereto he arrived on the
hth day after his capture, the distance travelled each day
¥ 2 been about five-and-thirty miles, the oxen being left

d to follow in the charge of half a dozen men at the

ace to which they could be urged.

With much singing and banging of spears on shields the

entered the village of the Matangas. This was merely

lection of the ordinary beehive-shaped huts of the Kaffir
es, but as they numbered some hundreds, the appearance

1 8 rather imposing. A high stockade of twelve-foot tree-
¢ fiiks cmbedded in the ground, and strengthened by intor-
i g of bpug.hs ‘and creepers, surrounded the whole of the
o als, encircling an area of cight or nine acres of ground.

in stood the huts, neatly arranged in rows, with about
yards between each.

ghe streets were some forty feet wide, and radiating like
Spokes of a giant wheel from a central square, an open
jice over half an acre in extent, and flanked on one sido
Lone eénormous hut, ten times larger than any of the
ors, and with half a dozen smaller ones adjoining it.

this hut, and those near it, was surrounded by a high
ito or paling of barked tree-trunks half as high again as
v ery tall man, set so closely together it was impossible to
“between them. A wide opening gave entrance to the
This could be closed by a kind of gate of strong

¢

timbers. It was open when the party entered the village,
but in the opening stood four huge warriors as guards, cach
armed with spears, knobkerries, and shields, these last
painted white.

Kose-Kose was evidently a man of prudence, and any
individual who dared venture near the gate, oxcept accom
panied by one whom the king had sent to bring him, ran tho
risk of being speared or knocked on the head by one of tho
guards.

It was with a feeling of decided apprehension that Jacl:
Raymond had noted on the side-posts and timbers of the
entrance in the outer stockado various fleshless grinning
skulls, and his apprehensions were not lightened when hé
came to the royal enclosure and found the palings thereof
similarly adorned. In this case, however, the head had bheen
more or less recently severed,

At the outer stockade, where as many as a score of armed
soldiers were gathered, the party had been meot by an
ancient-looking and fmmmti(rnls_ywlnd personage whom Jack
judged—and correctly—to be a Matanga equivalent of the
Kaffir witch-doctor. He, contrary to the soldiers on guard,
evinced not the slightest surprise at the sight of the white
man ; but, looking extremely pleased and satisfied with him-
self salaamed to the captive, and, after a short colloquy with
the noseless leader of the party, put himself at the head of
the procession. 5

And @ procession it was. The soldiers had opened out
widely, so that although Raymond was still enclosed by
their files he was easily to be seen by the Matangas, old
men, lads and maidens, women and children, who thronged
the sides of the streets, standing outside their huts, and
gazing in awestruck and dumb wonder at the first white
man they had ever set eyes upon.
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Very slowly the witch doctor led the way
cession were some triumph of which he was the chief figure,
and Raymond and the soldiers had to accommodate thoir
pace to his. Up one street and down another it passed until
the whole town had beern paraded, and then the party
entered the open space, and solemnly marched towards the
roval enclosure.

In dead silence, save for the dull stamping of feef, the
tour had been made, not a single audible word had left the
onlookers; now, as the party came to a standstill, twenty
vaces from the entrance where stood the guards, looking
like statues carved in marble, the leadof raised his spear.
[mmediately from the throat of the soldiers burst in thun-
lerous deep-chested notes the cry of * Beyete!” the royal

as if the pro-

salute permitted only to the reigning chief of the Zulu
people. It was to Raymond another proof of the Zulu

origin of the fribe.

As the shout crashed through the silence of the square,
each man stamped the earth with his right foot, and struck
a resounding blow with his assegai shaft on his round shield,
Three times thundered forth the royal salute, accompanied
by the shield striking, and then the warriors fell into an
attitude of attention, erect and immobile.

Raymond looked about him with interested curiosity. He
was beginning to think he must be regarded as some person-
age of importance if so much pomp and circumstance were
necessary for his introduction fo the king. Of fear he had
none, being something of a fatalist and a philosopher; also
he had a happy belie?iu himself. e could not believe any
fharm was intended, immediate at least; and if any were
threatened, he relied upon his courage and native wit to
oull him through. .

For a few minutes the party waited, and then from the
»nelosure came a low, sing-song voice inquiring, as Jack had
1o difficulty in understanding, who was this who had come
io disturb the slumbers of the Chief of Chiefs.

The witch doctor answered, and then demanded the sing-
song voice again :

‘“Is he here?”

“That’s me,” thought Raymond to himseli.
I am expected.” x

*“He is here, O Shaker of the Earth,” rejoined the witch
doctor.

““ Who is here ?”

“Him who hath come in the form of a mar, but white as
the elephant tooth in colour, even as Ilonga. the unworthy
servant of the awful .gods did foretell,” answerod
the witch doetor.

“Judging by his voice,” muttered Raymond to himself,
“ the unworthy Ilonga is pretty well-pleased with himself,
My coming he seems to consider evidently as a feather in
s own cap.”

Later he learned that this Ilonga, and the man whom he
had _succeeded as the principal magic man and chief
counsellor of the king, had foretold regulatly every year
the coming of a white god, and that once a year at periodical
dates a party had been sent out to find the expected divinity
and lead him to the town of the Matangas. Ilow the men
had explained away their previous failures of prophecy and
had contrived to remain alive, was a matter that Raymond
never had the opportunity to find out. But he did learn
that Tlonga had held his exalted, if dangerous situation, for
but a few months before his own coming, so he concluded
that the predecessor had ultimately fallen a victim to the
chief’s annoyance at the successive error of his magician.

Nor did Raymond ever understand whether Ilonga had
actual knowledge of his, Raymond’s coming, or had drawn
n bow at a venture, taking the risk of the fate that had
yrobably at last come to his predecessor.

Meanwhile, Ilonga had been singing some gibberish to
fiimself in a low voice when Jack Raymond was suddenly
startled by observing every man around him, and those
curious sightseers who had thronged to the outer edges of
the open space, fall flat on their faces. The cause of this was
the appearance at the doorway of the royal hut of a man
whom Raymond had no hesitation in presuming to be the
king himself.

And well did the king himself deserve the name the witch
doctor had given him. A veritable Shaker of the Karth he
was; the title was fairly applicable to him. Raymond had
seen Dinizulu, the huge and corpulent chief of the Zulu
nation, but Dinizulu, iig as he was, was small compared
with Kose-Kose,

Forward came the king to the gateway, and there he stood,
quietly and contentedly surveying those who were doing him
homage. Tremendous was he both in stature and bulk., Six-
feet-six Raymond judged him to be, and he could not have
weighed less than thirty stone. The very earth trembled as
he passed over it. magnificent specimen of hugely-
formed manhood he must have been in the days before the
accumulation of fat had come upon him; now he was as
tromendously gross. His huge calves were bigger round
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than Raymond’s thigh, and Raymond was a twen /*

man; his ponderous arms were as big, both -/ o k.
lower, as the white man’s legs. One and a Vick S tim®
Sandow’s chest measurement would not have eng 4 i

grossly fat and naked breast; and lower down by dimen
sions would have surpassed the compass of an ordin iry buty

Yet despite his enormous weight the man moyedt forwarg
without trouble. Behind him came four slaves bearing.
enormous chair or stool, built with four legs, gnd of stre
proportionate to the weight it had to sustain. And in
rear of the slaves was a woman, presumably the sawvi
monarch’s consort.

Between the recumbent figures of the sentinols the gif
passed, the chair was brought forth and he sat down.
wife squatted on the ground at his feet—her business was
act as his royal footstool, and the slaves retired.

All this time the Shaker of the ITarth had not cas
glance in the direction of Raymond, who stood leaning
his rifle—for none of his possessions had been touched by
captors—staring at the king in the frankest of curiosity, |
seemed not to see his visitor.

When comfortably seated the king clapped his hands, |
abased subjects resumed the perpendicular, and from
hut nearest the royal enclosure trailed forth a dozen ancig
men each wearing the keshla, or Fead ring. These
obviously the king's councillors of high rank, for they
necklaces of lions’ teeth ; their other garments were a SO
f(rmged petticoat reaching from the ?oins to midway to

nee. i

Silently they filed towards the king and squatted d
on_their heels behind the throne. And the -K
deigned to notice the witch doctor who, since his sif
down had been grovelling in front of him, beating his
head on the dusty ground, g

Raymond felt  uncontrollable longing to indulge i
hearty laugh, but succeeded in restraining himself, 3

CHAPTER 5. 4
Jack Raymond's Pipe Causes Consternation.
SAVE that he wore broad armlets and anklets of i

and that the petticoat around his middle was @

posed entirely of lions’ tails, while a lion’s skin
from his ponderous shouldors, the king's = appeay
differed but little from that of his councillors. Ie, howa
carried a'long staff in his hand with an ivory handle,
shod with a sharp point also of ivory. With this, ha
refreshed himself with a pinch of snuff, he prodded Ilo
recumbent figure and bade him get up. The witch do
obeyed, and squatting on his heels before the chief, awajl
his pleasure. g b

“Dog, hast thou prophesied well and truly 7" was 146
Kose’s opening remark; and Tlonga answered in @

rmative.

* Has the white god of whom thou didst speak been se

“IHe has, O Shaker of Earth.”

“And what of those who went forth to look for
Have they returned 77’

““They have, O Great Elephant.” i

 Evidently, hereabouts it is etiquette,” thought Rayn
“for the king to see nothing until it is pointed out foy
Surely I'm big enough to see, and these other fellows {
to be sufficiently visible. He does nof, look to be blind of

And, in fact, Kose-Kose had exceedingly sharp eyes. of

““Why, then, dog of dogs, are they not here?’ hi ’
manded, prodding the witch doctor again. v

‘“They stand before their lord’s eyes. Is it not good §
my lord sees them ?”

Whereat the king who had been staring hard at the n
less leader, and past him:at the white man with who
was in line, ever since he had issued from the hut at
became aware of the soldiers’ presence. i

“Thou hast seen the god, noseless jackal?” This to
leader.

“ Yes, Groat Chief.”

“Thou hast done as I commanded and led him hitl
even as this son of a dog prophesied he should come

s It 1n-80y"" i

“ And where is he? If thou hast let him go away the
death for thee, thou who canst not smell,” eried the s
who appeared to be gifted with a malicious humour.

‘“He has not left us, O Elephant, he is here.”

““Where stands he ?”

“Even before thine eyes,
answered with perfect gravity.
Whereupon t]lxe Mighty One discovered Raymond.

For many minutes he gazed openly at this stran
coloured being, the denizen of another world, the goud
the witch doctor had assured him, and the mountain
savage was impressed. But a scowl sat on his forehead. o8
little black eyes were strained, anxious, and evil in {3

Mighty One,” the so

A
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Now that the prophecy had been realised he
b greatly pleuseé. s :
in his cunning brain was the thought that a god
gdom was not, conducive to the continuance of his
huted rule as king; the presence of a divinity
t the use—or abuse —of his own power. It might
neonvenient if his suljects became possessed of the
thero was one in his kinzdom with powers greater
‘own. Were that idea to take root and gain ground,
od-bye to the privileges of kingship. Tt was by fear
own authority was maintained; an individual who
ow the people that they had greater reason to fear
jore than the king was decidedly dangerous. For
id-twenty years iad Kose-Kose ruled, and the
t of being obliged to resign altogether, ‘or even to
“the delights of autocratic government was not a
one.
gdly the Earth Shaker had no friendly feeling to-
is heavenly guest, and the questions which his half-
ling, half-fearful brain prompted were to the end of

fing what might be the intentions and powers of his

{

48 through Tlonga that the resulting conversation be-
iim and Raymond was held, for with the Matangas
o forbade that the king should hold direct communi-
with-a god rough the medium of one who
donfidently bolieved to be in league with the bad spirits.
Loouversation was something like, this:

thence eomest thus?”’ This from the king.
from a country where all are even such as me,” was
lond’s diplomatic answer.
e there many such as thou ?”
o many that if you were to start counting at daybreals
ontinued throughout the day until sunset you would
ve numbered a hundredth part.”
this answer there leaped into the eyes of all who were
n hearing an expression of amazement and consterna-
i No doubt it had not been thought so many gods
focd. ven the king looked troubled, and his wife at his
hoard the whisper, ** It cannot be.”

aga, whose connection with spirits good, bad, and in-
ent, ns became his profession of witch doctor and magic
Band, thorefore, had less awe of such beings than less
i onod men, muttered to himself after transfering thig
/" He is a liar!” Tlonga was no fool; had he been so
] 1d not have kept his life for a week.
low I’ 8o amazed were the councillors and the soldiers
mlamation of astonjshment was not to be held back.
B next question wd¥ long in coming, for the Chief of
b was in teep thought.
le,'x’at name art thou known? he at length inquired.
hhn,
pronunciation of his full name Raymond thought
| be too much for barbaric lips and tongue.
next question was curious.
i{ast thou been long in this land "
lhirty-gix moons.”’

nd why hast thou come 7"’ :
(Wo scarch of another great spirit,” Jack answered mag-
bntly. Since they had taken him for a divinity he
1 indulge them in the idea.
40 a while the king pondered, then a cunning look passeéd
' his fat face.
t is a long time for one who is a god to be searching,”
ihserved,  ** Surely one who is a spirit should be able
« all the earth at once and all those who are on it?”
{s was a direct question of the power presumed to be-
ko his divinity, and Raymond replied :
“ﬁ-nd what I seek when I choose. Where.I look for it,
i “shall I find it. But this is a pleasant land, and I have
jid awhile.”
" cwhich answer the king scowled. Perhaps the white
aight take a fn.nc¥l to the country over which he ruled.
W 7hat is the thing thou hast in thy hand ?” he inquired.
is1'.:” And Raymond held up his rifle.
S,

contains both thunder and lightning. It is that
with I slay those who would hurt me. And I slay
touching him whom I would kill.”

his answer soldiers and councillors opened their eyes
onder ; but upon the faces of the king and the witch
there was incredulity.

will talk again,” commanded the king. ;

with this he sent his obedient wife sprawling in the
ith a shove of his great foot and abruptly rose from
it. A word he spoke to the nearest of his councillors,
hen turned towards the entrance to his kraal.

yete " came the thundering salute as he turned, and
ore soldiers and leader prostrated themselves on the

on the elephantine savage had disappeared all rose,

.
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and he to whoin the king had. spoken came, not withoub
hesitation, to Raymond and signed to him to follow.

“ Tt is well,” Jack answered solemuly.

But he did #ot go at once; he was minded to wait and let
the people see something of his powers. To that end he
took tobucco»{)ouch, pipe, and matchbox from his jacket-
pocket, all looking on with wondering curiosity, and
prepared to light up. When his pipe was going strongly,
and all were watching with astonishment the smoke that
issued from his mouth, he signified that he was ready.

“Wow! Ha eats and breathes forth smoke!” he heard
one of the soldiers whisper in an awe-stricken voice as ho
followed the councillor.

His destination was a hut to the right of the royal en-
closure, and stooping down, he crawled into the low, tunnel-
like entrance. At the doorway four soldiers were stationed--
an honour or a guard, it was not clear for which they were
intended—and having ordered food to be brought to the
divine guest the old Matanga left Jack Raymond fo his own
reflections.

And these were mixed; to be regarded as a divine being
was all very well in its way, but it had its disadvantages.
Moreover, jnck had not liked the expression in the little
black eyes of the Shaker of the Earth. He might consider
a divine being as a greater danger than profit; and, for the
Zulu people have no great veneration or spiritual fear in°
them except when they see a very good material reason for
it, Kose-Kose might feel inclined to take the possible risk
of putting his guest out of the way.

Besides, even though no harm might be intended,
Raymond had no desire to spend his existence as a deity.
good or otherwise, in thé town of the Matangas. He had
other work to do. And if the Matangas, or their king, did
come to look upon his being with them as an asset, an ad-
vantage to themselves, they would be little likely to stop
short of force in their efforts to retain him amongst them.

However, sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof. He
had his weapons, he had his life; and, by Jove, but he was

And there was food awaiting ﬁis attention,

Squatting down beside the three pots which had been Jeft
with him, Raymond examined the contents. One held millk,
thick and curdled, which is to the mind of the South African
sauvage the proper condition milk should be ia when drank
Another pot contained a stiff sort of porridze or gruel, by o
means bad in smell, and in the third was meat, venison, cut
into small cubes and stewed.

Without the slightest trouble Raymond contrived to malic
a very excellent meal; after which he smoked another pipe.
Then he rolled himself in a thick ox-hide rug or blanket,
the only article of furniture the hut contained, and ,slept
the sleep of the man whose mind is at ease.

CHAPTER 6.,
Feats of Strength!

HE whole of the remainder of that day and rizh
through the night Jack slept as soundly as a top,
nor did he awalken until the entry next morning loug

alter sunrise of three boys, each bearing food pots. The
meal disposed of, there came to the hut the elderly native
who had escorted him thither the day before, and he gave
Raymond to understand the king was anxious for a further
conversation.

“Voery good; I want to do some talking m self,” thoe
Britisher answered, in his own language, and he left tho
hut ; but he did not forget to bring with him the Winchester
repeating rifle and his belt full of cartridges.

mmediately Jack stood in the open square, he could sce
that preparations had evidently been made for a moro
formal and distinguished reception than that of the day
before. On two sides of the square, drawn up in ranks
three deep, was the whole of the available fighting strength
of the Matangas. Each wan was fully armed, and a truly
imposing sight they presented, between four and five hun-
dred men, all in the very prime of manhcod. Although
the average physique was not so good as that of the Zulus,
all were men of good height, and sturdily built, bigger than
;}io B‘usuton, but a trifle inferior to the warriors of Matabi-
iland.

In front of the royal compound was alreadv placed tho
massive chair of the king. Behind it squatted a number of
women, probably the monarch’s wives, while on either side
were grouped the councillors. In a row by themselves sat
a dozen individuals of both sexes, though it was not very
easy to tell the men from the women, evidently of the samo
persuasion as the evil-looking Ilonga, who had a scat af
one end.

All were profusely decked out with the weird para-
phernalia of their business—air bladders, coloured rags,
animals’ teeth and claws. Old, wrinkled, withered, decrepit,
and disgusting in appearance, their bright sparkling cyes
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denoted that there was plenty of life left still in them, and
wickedness as well, for that matter.

Their gaze was anything but friendly whagn the white
man was led towards a hollowed block of Wood, a little
in front of where the king’s thronc was set down, and with
o guard of half a dozen fighting men around it. Upon this
Jack was requested to seat himself, and he did so, his rifle
betwen his knees.  If his heart were beating anything faster
than usual—and it had been great wonder were it not so—-
his face, screno and pleasant looking, gave no sign of any
disturbing thoughts or fears. With dignity he took his
seat, looking around him as unconcernedly as if he were
sitting in the garden of an English house belonging to one
of his friends.

Nerves were disagrecable things, for which Jack Ray-
mond had never hudguny use. He had been the coolest and
least easily disturbed lad in his school. Again and again
in the cricket-field he had walked up to the wickets smiling
and untroubled, whistling and swinging his bat, even
though the innings were nearing its end, and a number of
runs were required to save his side from defeat. He simply
refused to be worried or flurried, and it was useless any
adversary attempting to make him go. No matter what
the circumstances, he kept his temper, and he kept his
nerve. It was constitutional,

At the wickets, in tho football-field, on the river, it was
all alike. Things might be bad and getting worse, but
Jack Raymond remained cool, collected, and full of hope.
He was never beaten. *Never say die!” was a tradition
he lived up to. In the darkest hour he kept his pecker up.

This sang-froid had stood him in good stead more than
once even as a youth. On one occasion, when no more than
sixteen years of age, he had got into a row with a bargec,
of herculean proportions; and well-known pugilistic abilities.
The bargee had threatened to make mincemeat of Jack and
his companion, and had removed his jacket to do so. But
Raymond was not in the least scared, though the man was
hig enough to thrash him, and eat him afterwards.

“Hold my blazer, Tommy,” he had said coolly to his
friend, “while I give this fellow the thrashing he deserves.
1 hopo he's got some pals near at hand who'll carry him
away. He'll need carrying before I've done with him.”

Whereat the bargee was so taken aback that he rccon-
sidered his decision, put on his coat again, and declined the
intended combat. 7

I'ive years knocking about such as he had had in South
Africa had not reduced Raymond’s stock of confidence and
self-control. He had been in more than one tight corner,
and his grit had pulled him through. When he had faced
the lion which had just felled his poor chum to the earth,
his hand was as steady as if the fierce, wounded brute had
been no more formidable than an angry puppy.

For a few minutes the crowd in the square stood expee-
tunt, and then Kose-Kose's immense form appeared at the
entrance to the royal hut, whercupon there rose from five
hundred throats the royal salute.

Majestically the Farth Shaker took his way to his throne,
before which his obedient wife had laid herself to be used
as a footstool as before, sat down, and raised one hand in
beckoning of the head witch-doctor. Grovelling, the old
rascal approached, squatted on his heels, and prepared to
act as go-between.

And then followed question and answer as before. A
hundred subjects the king touched, and at last Jack noted
that the savage was approaching by devious ways some
sort of discussion as to the powers of his godlike guest.
Could he do this, that, and the other, the wily savage
wanted to know; and question and answer were shouted by
Tlonga in a voice loud enough for every individual in the
square to hear each word. To depreciate the potency of
this presumed god was obviously the king's intention, and
he was desirous that his subjects should see and hear that
this white being was inferior to himself. .

Could he make rain? Noj; and the king smiled a superior
smile. Could he ride through the air? No. Could {10 sce
into the earth? Did he know what was in the mind of a
man? Could he speak with the ghosts of the departed?
(fould he even cause the ghosts of the dead to appear?
Could he do a hundred and one things which Maskelyne,
with all his conjuring apparatus, would have been stuck up
to perform?

At first Raymond, when he began to see the drift of all
this, was tempted to answer in the affirmative; but the first
time he did so, he was flabbergasted by the demand that
he should give proof of his possession of such power there
and then. He declined, giving various reasons, and the
cunning king smiled wickedly at the evasion. Yes, he would
believe, and his warriors and councillors would believe,
could they see with their own eyes the white god do those
things which he claimed to do. But without such proof-—
well, the king politely intimated his scepticism.
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" And what was worse, after cach denial or c'_::.'.,k
Raymond was forced to give, the king made by 4
people, through the medium of Ilonga. el di

‘“Cannot the mighty one make ram, or midi*r
see into the earth, oh, my children ?” the old Vi g
demand.

And pat from every throat came the answer: “T'
of Chiefs can do this thing.” X

And then te. clinch matters the king would say
not my ehildren seen me do so and so 7"’

And “ We, the children of the mighty one, have se
do_this thing,” was shouted by every soul in the squa

Jack began to feel uncomfortable; his crodit was
ing, his importance being reduced every minute. And
the king came down to concrete, material exampl {
royal prowess and power. y

““The might of tLis great white one would scem )
but a little thing,” he cried sneceringly., * Bring me
bundle of rods.” &
. A slave stepped forward with a dozen thin stickg
ing to one end, all tied into a compact bundle with
strip of ox-hide. They were obviously the ordina y,
of warriors’ assegais, a tough, hard, exceodingly str
olastic wood, as Jack knew, having examined thé
of the warriors who had captured him.
].“\\'ill the white one break these inhalves?” crie
king.

Then, without . rising, he took the bundle in his hig®
holding it at the ends, and laid it across his huge K
and with a slow, steady movement of his giant arms snd
the bundle fairly in halves. A

%

e

It was truly a mighty feat of strength, though Jac i\'(
no means of secing whether the shafts had been prep
beforehand. — But if not, it was a feat proportionat
strength to the bulk of the performer, and one which
mond, powerful as he was, could not expect to emulat

“Will the white one try to break another bund
rods ?” the king, smiling, inquired through Ilonga,
the ““wows " of wonder at his strength had died away.:

A bundle, similar to that the %\'ing had handled,$
brought and carried to Raymond, but ho, knowing!
futile would be his effort, and conscious what would l
effect of a palpable failure, waved it asida. ¥

“ Wow !”” cried the Chief of Chiefs, in a tone of :*xugg'.
surprise; and the witch docter broke into a low laug

Then the king called for a bar of iron, a strip &
which a spear-blade would be beaten, and with a M
effort of his enormous hands he snapped the metal as
A giant’s strength had he as well as a giant’s bulk®?
he was utilising it for the discomfiture of the being
he chose to regard as a dangerous rival or enemy,

A similar iron bar was offered to the white man, J
was refused. And again Ilonga, and this time the 3y
row of magic-makers, laughed. 'y

Then a huge basket filled with great stones was cd |
into the square—and it required four men to carry it
placed in front of the king, who made offer to Rayr
to lift it with ‘his own unaided efforts. A huge weig
was, and the slaves who brought it could barely walk
it, their legs bent and trembled beneath the weight, §
the muscles of their forearms stood out like ropes witly
strain.

Once again Raymond declined, and a titter ran
the lines of fighting men. And the king smiled, and rx
from his seat, he took the basket in both hands, and 1
it from the ground as if it had been no more than a by
of feathers. For several seconds he held it breast
then he hurled it from him in the direction of the rg
witch-doctors, and a great laugh broke from him as,
wrotches leaped out of the way of the rolling lumps of §

The king seated himself, and then he said: Py

“Can the great white one do nothing, then? Is it
he hath lesser strength than I have?” N

And very readily came the answer: 2

“Nay; I waste not my strength on such trifles a
and iron and stone. It is unworthy of one like myself
he should play with such toys. - These be but the trigh
children, with which the gods have naught to do.”

“Ha!” answered Kose-Kose. “Is it so? May
those things which live the great white one hath pov

He beckoned to a soldier, and spoke to him, and the
went from out the square., A littio while was he gone
Jack wondered what fresh exhibition of the (o
astounding strength was in course of preparation.

When the soldier returned to the square, he drove
him an ox, a great dun brute, which Jack recognis
the leader of his own team. To before the king the
was driven, and the soldier returned to the ranks, |
the ox gazing half wondering, half frightened, at thes
sfnn’ding q:l“‘l‘i:d‘l : B

) i e king: ; !
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“Since the white one will have naught to do with those
things which have no life, will it please Lim to try his
might on that which lives? We have other oxen; let the
white one try if he may match my blow.”

Standing upright, he apFrouched the ox, facing it, his
ponderous fist clenched. Then he raised his arm, and for
an instant remained standing &0, his eyes on the ox. Lifting
his voico in a great shout, he brought his hand down fairly
on the brute’s forchead, between the eyes, and the erash
of that terrible blow resounded through the square. And
the ox, stunned, sunk headlong to tﬁu ground, and lay
motionless at the feet of the striker. And all present gasped
in wonder at the fearful blow.

Well gxlo.used, the black Hercules sat down, and Ilonga
asked of Raymond if another ox should be brought for him
to try thereon in equal fashion his own strength of arm.
But the white man declined. It was a feat that he might
compass and yet might not, and he judged it more politic
not to risk failure. And at his refusal a great and loud
laugh broke from all in the square.

When it had died away, Raymond rose from his block of
wood. The growing change in the minds of those who had
witnessed their king’s tremendous feats of strength was
evident, and he thought it was now time for him to show
something in return.

“Tell your chief I strike not with my hands, but with
this,” he eried to Ilonga, and indicated his rifle.

“ Let us see!” was the derisive answer,

Without the slightest hurry or nervousness, Raymond
vicked up the bundle of spear-shafts he had declined trying
{lis strength upon, cut the thong binding them, and drew
out a rod. About as thick as the base of a man's thumb it
might have been at one end, tapering off to the size of a
little finger top at the other. Then he walked ol in the
direction of the open side of the square, and when he had
g@one fifty paces he halted, atld stuck in the ground the rod
thin end downwards.

Back he came to his starting point, tha eyes of all upon
him, and thon he turned his back to the king and brought his
rifle to the shoulder. 1t was a slight mark for a bullet even
at fifty yards; but Raymond knew his powers of shooting to
a nicety. Ile had a keen eye, steady hand, and iron nerves;
both in England and in South Africa he would have passed
a8 a first-class shot with either gun, rifle, or revolyer. Sight-
ing carefully he pulled the trigger. 2.

At the resulting explosion a cry of alarm broke from all,
and, but for the strong discipline that held them in check, the
soldiers would have broken their raunks and fled. for to them
gunpowder was a strange and unknown agent. The women
velled, and even Knsr\ﬁ(ose himself betrayed symptoms of
terror. But when it was found no one was hurt quiet was
vestored ; and all eyes were turned on the mark Jack had
set up. :

Fairly in the middle the assagai shaft was severed, and in
blank amazement men looked g‘om the shaft to the shooter
and back again. .

Bringing back the severed rod Raymond handed the pieces
to Ilonga. ; ;

“ Ask of your king if he can break a rod in twain at fifty
paces distance from it,”’ he cried.

‘It is witcheraft,” muttered Kose-Kose, as the halves were
given to him; and * Witcheraft !” was muttered in the ranks
of councillors and soldiers.

“What says your king ?”’ demanded Jack, raising his voice;
“but Ionga made no answer.

Presently the king spoke.

“Tell the white one,” he said, *that even as he could do
not as I have done to wood and iron and stones, so will not
1 waste my powers upon such things. Let it be shown further
what he can do, but to some creature that lives.”

Thereupon, Jack asked that one of many birds, somewhat
of the size of pigeons, that were in cages hanging upon the
outside of the huts, might be brought to him. One was
brought, and holding it with one hand by the legs he slipped
his forefinger to the trigger of the little rifle. Then he re-
leased the Lird, which spread its wings and straightway
mounted into the air. But before it had risen twenty yards
Jack had brought the muzzle of his rifle upward and fired.
And plainly, in the sight of all, the bird, shot through the
head, suddenly turned and fell downwards, to fall a fluffy
heap, at the shpoter’s feet.

““ And that alsé can your king nop do?’ cried Jack.

- But the FEarth Shaker, whom fhe second explosion had
affected far le%s than the first, did but laugh, though he was
scowling terribly, and said a bird was but a small thing—
smaller than an ox.

* Bring me then an ox, and I will lat your king see that
I may kill it as easily as the bird.”

So an ox was led into the square—one of his own beasts it
was—and at forty yards a bullet, striking fairly behind the
shoulder, toppled it over dead as a doornail. .
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“ What says the Chief of Chicki now?’ asked ¥
tranquilly. ¢ : | j
But the savage had nothing to say) these demonstra ‘ 1}
of power which he could not himself equii, and caused himB. |
appear inferior in the eyes of his subject) to the white béi ‘ /)
brought anger to him.” But with the aager there was | b
And with foot and staff point he vonted his ill-hurfiol
1
o [ f

fear. ;
on the woman crouched before him, \

For long he sat in thought, then an idek came to him
he mgped to Ilonga, who had been whispering with |
su‘ly’)ll; ;lmﬁe ml]ag}c worky?rs. P 2 )
; ¢ 10 white one,” said the king, *that hi 7
indeed great, but that greater proof Qg it wil? b;t,l;ig)y:‘f
can kill a man even as he has done the ox.”

He pointed to a soldier in the leftdand rank as the on
be experimented upon, and though a slade of fear came
the man’s eyes he slipped immediately €rom his place.
was plain that Kose-Kose had instilled into Jyis subjects
same discipline and blind obedience to his o:ders or wl
which Chaka enforced upon the Zulus during Yis long
terrible reign. i

But when Jacle Raymond heard what was required.of
he refused flatly, On no consideration, not even thongj
were to save his own life, would he so muider a fellow hu
being. To kill in actual defence of his life was one tij
to murder in cold blood something totally different, ani
gave a point blank refusal. It had been not without
qualms that he had shot the bullock. He read the expregl
of sneering. disbelief which came into the king'swfaca
malicious glances of the witch doctors, and the dyin
of the awe he had inspired in the common men, but altes
resolution he would not.

CHAPTER 7.
The Fetishes of the Intongas, A

NCE more back in his hut, having eaten and dn
@ Raymond stretched himself out on the ox-hide §
to smoke and think. Whether he had bettered I
self by the exhibition he had given of his powers was a m
point. One thing was quite certain, he had aroused}
king’s anger against himself, Whether he had ingpi
:gur strqni,r enough toI:_(m‘p th:lwl furéuor passion in chepk
e crucial question. 50, well and good ; he was 8
SR Nt iomull. only.. considans nce Y
greatly depreciated. ST—
Many plans he thought over, only to regret the
length he came to a determination—to walk“boldly out

town, and Iif atterpt \l\'m‘c made to detain him to £\ g
way out. It was simple, crude e ~
nothing better. Ploy.orud Jm‘ ,,

Of what might come after he could not then trouble
self. A single white man, his sole possessions a rifle a
few cartridges, alone in an unknown country-—his own
yerience told him how precarious such a condition would!

et he was resolved to risk it. .

Having come to this conclusion he prepared to sleep.
sleep would not come, and in the (fm'kness of the hut]
lay on his back, his eyes turned to the invisible roof.
long he remained thus until he became aware of a slight
at the entrance, and he sat up. Someone was at the d
way, a light gleamed in the darkness, and to his aston|
ment he saw that the visitor was none other than the
Shaker himself. In ome hand he held a tiny lamp, an (
saucer with a wick floating in fat, and in the other a s
handled, broad-bladed assegai. Jack’s first thought was
the savage monarch had come for the purpose ot getting
of his rival with his own royal hands.

But he was deceived. Kose-Kose had no belligerent i
tions,

‘0 great white one, let us talk !” he said, and he squa
cross-legged, in front of Jack, the lamp on the floor bety
them.

The talk was, on the king's part, circumlocutory, b
last the reason of his coming was made known to his he,
He had come to make the white god an offer. He expla
that the Matangas were in no need of the help or advan
which the presence of his divinity amongst them might
supposed to give. Kver since he had ruled, things ha
on well. The tribe had prospered and multiplied, wa
rich and powerful. Obviously, things were so well with}
Matangas that they could not be improved upon. The
one was wasting his time there.

But not very far away, quite close at hand—in fact,
two days journey-—was another tribe, the Intongas, a wig
race, who were under the influence of two strange gods
they worshipped, though one had never yet been seen by
individual outside the tribe. But obviously they were
gods, for the Intongas were the most wicked and hopele
depraved beings that ever existed. If the white } wol

Please © »de
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is attention to these he would be doing some good, and
to speak, wasting his valuable time.
ld he, Raymond, consent to go to them and turn them
[Btheir evil practices, Kose-Kose would willingly give him
@¥ aid he could, even to the extent of lending his own
% men for the purpose. :
gh was the gist of the colossal savage's conversation,
h not put into such words as above, as Jack smiled to
plf. One thing was clear, Kose:Kose feared him to some
t, and wos anxious to get rid of him, and feared him
[Wuch he dreaded to make use of the assegai or other
ved means for the removal of a rival.
Wt Jack temporised, and the more he seemed to hold off
nore eager became the king. He volunteered informa-
oncerning the Intongas and their dual idols. One, he
Was huge, black, and terrible, a fearful monster, but he
hed to add, helpless before such powers as the white
ipossessed. The other—and here the Earth Shaker be-
| mysterious and involved—he could say nothing definito
, but it was believed to be beautiful—a being similar
self and a woman. 2 5
voman ! At this Jack Raymond pricked up his ears very
derably. The recollection of Hugh Turner’s sister came
fto. him. Was it possible? Could it be that his old chum
ight—that the girl was still living? Was this white god
p Infongas she? Tt might be, incradible as was the idea.
i ose-Kose further, but it was evident the
e knew : more he could not say. What was
e Intongaland of the idols they worshipped was
Rumour, however, was persistent in its pro-
¢ of their wonder and their power, and the
ration shown them by the people.
buld Jack go? He would, and thankfully, though he
p it very clear to the troubled Earth Shaker that in so
bing to visit the Intongas he was conferring on the king
jty great favour. Yes, he would go and as soon as might

buld he go at once? Kose-Kose asked eagerly. Would
ve the town during the night? A reliable man should
him the way. But Jack declined to thus slip away like
iof, possibly that the king should claim from his subjects
redit of having disposed of the great white god. No, he
d go in the daylight; all should see him go, should know
e went, ana to where he was going. And to this Kose-
: agreed,

ly ™ - seori!
o king did Juck (TS ORRORE:
what advantage the knowledge
‘be to him.
3 Jeused by his successful diplomacy, the elephantine
aker kept his word, Having publicly explained the
for his leaving, the great white being took leave of
atangas end their king the next morning, was escorted
h the town by awed crowds, and furnished with two men
et as gugles to the Intonga country.
hiring the three days they were travelling Raymond made
flinpts to get from his guides some further information
erning the supposed white woman 'who was one of the
fgods or idols worshipped by the Intongas. But the men
el tell bim nothing beyond ‘what the Chief of Chiefs had
jidy velated, and Jack became convinced their ignorance
oot merely a deception. And the uncertainty did but
[to the Englishman’s desive to reach the Intonga country
Lascertain the truth of these strange rumours.
the evening of the third day the guides intimated that
were going no further. They had approached, they
within an hour’s journey of the confines of the Intonga
tory, and they pointed out the direction thereto, but
her on the way they refused to go. They seemed nerv-
and when the white man pressed them, muttered some-
about the:great black fetish. Jack threatened them,
pall to no purpose; go further they would not, and they
the first opportunity to escape into the recesses of tho
e forest land through which they were passing. Pursuit
| hopeless, and Jack found himself alone.
he next morning Raymond took up the indicated path,
pressed on with Ii\'e])"v imaginings of what he might dis-
pr when he reached his destination. Within him he felt
irious assurance that he had stumbled on the object of his
search, the lost sister of his dead friend to whom he had
i his solemn promise that he would find her. What he
d do if his presentiment turned out to be correct was a
fer requiring thought. Were the girl a fetish amongst
pplo they would be little inclined to let her go.
gaged in these reflections when his foot caught
plant stretched across the line he ‘was following
eavily to the ground.” At the same instant there
h the trees a dozen black men, of tall and athletic
ug of aspect, ‘painted with a sort of white elay,
vith spears. Throwing themselves upon him—for
tle stunned by the fall, and too greatly taken by
be able to make a long or effective resistance—

against the cunning,
[e was not to know until
of the Matanga tribe
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they held him firmly while his hands and feet were securely
bound with hide strips.  Rifle, cartridge-belt, and revolver
were quickly removed, and in less than ten minutes from his
fall he was being hoisted on'to tha shoulders of two of his
captors and rapidly convéyed in ‘the same direction as he had
been pursuing.: Helpless, ‘furious with himself for having
]bger; 80 easily overcome, Jack Raymend resigned himself to
s fate, A

In a very short while the party arrived at a wide clearing
in the forest, or, rather, a break Between two separate forests,
for the space was two or three miles square in extent, a
fertile-looking, undulating stretch of ground whereon stood
a great number of huts of the favourite beehive pattern of
architecture. In snd mnear these weie many men, womern,
and children who- greeted the appearance of the party with
cries of satisfaction, which changed to surprise when was
noticed the colour of the captive they bore. Rapid question
and answer followed, but ‘without "halting Raymond was
carried into the centre of the village and towards a long, low
building, not coustructed as were the beehive dwellings, but
of solid timbers, the walls ten or twelve inches in thickness.
This was roofed ‘with héavy timber; and entrance was given
by a still more solid door that slid up and down in grooves
something like the slide in an English farmer’s poultry house.

Near this were lounging a dozen spear-armed natives of the
same repulsive cast of countenance as those who bore Ray-
mond, and these, too, uttered exclamations of astonishment
when they beheld the white man. They talked rapidly and
loudly together, but their language was altogether different
from that of the Matangas or any other tribe with which Jack
was acquainted, and he could not understand a word.

The door was raised, Jack was taken by head and feet and
propelled through the opening, and there he was left. But not
alone, for as his eyos became aceustomed to the semi-darkness
and he turned his head this way and that he could make out
half a dozén figures lying on the floor, whether male or female
he could not tell.

For a while he lay still, and then, having satisfied himself
that no exertion would break or even loosen the bonds con-
fining his limbs, he rolled himself towards the nearest of his
fllow prisoners, from whom, at intervals, came groans and
whinings as if they were in mortal terror.

Jack spoke to them, and when they became aware of the
presence of a fellow unfortunate one mumbled forth some
veply. But the tongue was strange to Jack. He tried each
of the half dozen native dialects with which he had acquaint-
ance, but none appeared to be understood. -

Decidedly, Jack Raymend had fallen out of the frying-pan
into the fire, and an exceedingly hot one at that he feared it
was likely to be. Why had he been taken prisomer? What
was it they intended to do to him? One thing he had noticed
was, that the Intongas who had seen him had not evinced
that awe of Lim which the Matangas had felt. His white
skin had provoked exclamations of surprise; but the fear
usually felt by coloured races on their first view of a white
man had “een conspicuously absent in this case.

Suddenly the door was raised, letting a flood of light into
the room and allowing Jack to see that each of his com-
panions was made fast to a stout post fixed in the foor,
while their legs were confined by a sort of gigantic
stocks, formed by a huge tree-trunk being placed on top of
another laid on the ground, and with grooves cut across its
width. Within these grooves the legs of the prisoners were
fixed. Their hands were free, but they were quite unable to
escape. It was a really-ingenious method of preventing ono
from getting away, it being impossible to draw the legs from
between the two logs, the upper of which was movable.

Before Raymond had time to note more he was seized
and dragged from the building, lifted hike a sack of coals,
and conveyed to a wide, open space, where several hundred
natives were assembled, who greeted his advent with cries of
wonder and delight. Here he was dumped down in front of
a man who was presumably the chief. He wore a lion’s skin
around the waist of hid otherwise practically nude body, and
was as small and insignificant as the Matanga chief had been
huge and imposing. Looking into his coaﬁblzwk face, Jack
almost, shuddered. Never had he seen a human countenance
so positively diabolical. Cruelty and wickedness wete written _
in every lineament.

For a while the chief surveyed his prisoner gloatingly.
He bade two of the natives lift the white man upright, and
then he came from off his seat, a gruesome piece of furniture,
since it appeared to be constructed of bones, and passed Lis
hands over Jack’s body with an air of gleeful appreciation.
He pawed the white man’s limbs, feeling the strong and
finely-developed muscles; spread his short arms across Jack’s
wide body—standing on tiptoe to reach him—and then he
stepped back. .

Something he shouted aloud in a wonderfully shrill and
penetrating voice, and, whatever it was he said, it caused
the hearers to laugh exuberantly’ and. clap their. hands to-
gether.  Again lie” spoke, and: they roared ‘approvingly,
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shouting some word which Jack did not understand, but
which, to his ears, had a similar sound to the mumbling
repetitions of the prisoners in the wooden hut.

While this was going on Jack had been looking about, and
the first thing that caught his eyes was a square hut
similarly built to the prison hut, and adjoining it an open
enclosure built of thick and strong wooden stakes. These
were set about a foot apart, sharpened to a needle point at
the top, not less than eight feet in height, and unconnected -
by cross pieces or interlacings of any kind.

This hut and the enclosure—which was joined to the hut,
which thus formed one section of the circlo—rivetted Jack's
gaze, He could not understand what it represented. Ie
noticed that in the centre of the enclosure was a taller and
stronger post than -any, and to this was fastened an im-
mensely thick iron chain. It trailed along the ground, and
the free end vanished within the mouth of an opening about
three feet square in the side of the hut.

The sight of the structure positively fascinated Jack. He
had scen some queer things in Africa—things beyond ordi-
nary imagination—and it was little that could surprise him ;
vet this hut and enclosure did. It occurred to him that it
might be connected with the idols, the living fetishes that tho
Intongas were said to worship, but granting this gave no
clucidation of the mystery.

So engrossed was he that he did not heed the chief, who
had resented himself, and was speaking to him. All at once
the evil-looking ruffian sprang from his seat and struck Ray-
mond, thus compelling his attention. Then he repeated his
words. To these Jack replied in the Matanga tongue, upon
hearing which the chief made a sign to one of the scora or
more elderly natives who stood around him, and the man
came forward. He was acquainted with the Matanga tongue
upparently, and he prepared to translate.

To the question, *‘ What are you’” Jack, who had re-
mained upright, replied :

“In the country of those whose tongue I speak I am
worshipped as a god.”

This was translated, and the chief burst into a fit of
laughter. Something he shouted in a loud voice, and tha
gaping crowd laughed also, Then hoe said something more—
again Jack caught the word that had attracted his hearing
before—and the savages laughed again, clapping their hands
ond stamping their feet witﬁ amusement, and repeating this
word.

“Tell him,” commanded the chief, turning to the inter-
preter, “ that we, too, have a god—a great, black, fierce god.
He"—and he pointed at Raymond-—'" shall see Lim in two
days’ time, and it will amuse us to ses which is the strongar.”

This was repeated to Jack, the while the savages launghed
and clapped their hands in noisy appreciation. TP

Jack would have spoken further, but tha interpreter had
retived, and the Intongas, their chief having also gone,
crowded round, viewing the white man with the appreciative
eyes of persons inspecting some new and surprising animal,
their ill-looking faces twisted into savage grins the while they
jabbered with great animation. They pointed at Jack and
then to the enclosure with the post in its centre, laughing
Liorribly, wherefore Jack concluded that the place must be
the temple, or whatever they called it, of their god; but what
rmeant tlhe spiked palisading, the stake, and the iron chain he
could not conceive,

He affected indifference, looking over the heads of tha
crowd at the huts dotted about near clumps of trees, and par-
ticularly at one larger than the rest, which was smrrounded
Ly a strong paling, very similar to that around the roval
dwelling of the Earth Shaker of the Matangas. He concluded
it to be the residence of the wicked-looking little bruto who
had seemed to be ruler of the Intongas. .

When it was thought he had been on show long enough
hie was picked up and carried back to his prison, where the
stocks-like arrangement being opened, his legs were untied
and inserted, and himself firmly fastened to a stake alongside
a negro, who appeared half-dead with fear. Then his hands
were loosed, and he, together with the other prisoners, was
given a meal of rice and some hard, reddish-looking, cooked
<ueat, Then the gaolers retired, and the prisoners were left
to themselves,

CHAPTER 8.
Jack Raymond’s Remarkable Achievement.

A HERIE are some persons so gifted who can eat and
Ll sleep even though they know their lives are in danger,
others cannot. To_ the former type Jack Raymond
Lelonged. The apprehension that his lite wasn’t worth a
month’s purchase did not rob him of his appetite, and he ate
Lieartily, a contrast to the others, who refused to touch the
fw\d.
The meal over, Jack tried again to make himself under-
stood by the negroes, but they seemed too far sunk in fear
Tug GeM LiBrARY.—No, 93.
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and wrefchedness to heed him, but when he ropeate
nearly as he-could the word used by the chief which %,
soemed to causoe such intense interest to the Intongas, £
awoke from their lethargy, and broke into words, but w
they said Jack could not make ouf. is

Raymond slept soundly that night, though once he um
awakened by a series of most curious sounds outside
prison—a kind of deep-chested roars, seemingly denoy,
impatience or irritation, but they were sounds which, thay,
obviously animal, were foreign to him.

The next morning the gaolers, instead of bringing fg.
entered to take away one of the negroes. They scomed in ;4
highest of spirits, but the wretched prisoner shrieked
howled as if he knew he were going to some fearful d
and onee more that curious booming, roaring sound caut,
Jack’s ears, and he was excited to the very utmost by it, &
wondered as to what it meant. i

Soon there arose from outside sounds of a great cr
delighted beyond all measure. Shouts of laughter, roar;
approbation, and howls of delight rang in the ears of M
prisoners, and at each repetition the terror of the white m
companions increased. {

After an interval the gaolers entered again. One carm
food, but it was for Raymond alone; the rest removed &
of the blacks. Again was to be heard the vociferous so
from the satisfied crowd; again came the deep bass boomie
and roaring which puzzled Raymond so greatly,  Whatsh
might be he could not conceive; he had never in his g4
heard any sound quite like it.

Now, had it been the roar of a lion he could have u
stood. e would have comprehended the abject terror oft |
black prisoners, the stout hut, with its strong enclosure
joining, and the mad yelling of the crowd gathered outgd
which arose shortly after each removal of a ‘prisoner, §
would have understood that.

Ugh! The terrible thought brought almost a chill to
own stout heart, and caused him to wonder fearfully w A
his own turn should come. Ie knew something of the Wil
nigh incredible cruelty and ferocity of the barbarie blg]
man of Africa, and the thought was not in advance of )
he is capable. Besides, tho civilised ®omans threw priso 1)
to the lions, and turned men, women, and children into
arena to face hungry, savage beasts. ; ' e

But this strange sound was like that of fi6 wild cr
that came within Jack Raymond’s range of experience.

One by one, at intervals of half an hour or so, Jack’s
companions were taken from the prison. The gaolers

tlwi' yemoved tho lu«t’hwrt;:;wu object, alreud, "nffg‘
with fear, pointed and shou “k{fW
while in cruel glee. B

A healthy body and an easy conscience caused Jack to sl
soundly that night, the misgivings he felt for what
morrow might bring forth notwithstanding, and he awake
strong and refreshed. This was the day when he had 1
promised he should see the god of the Intongas, and he )
great curiosity to that end.

He had not long to wait. His gaolers entered, and, ha
secured his avms, they réleased his legs from the stocks
cut the fastening around his waist, Outside the prison
was gripped, two men taking each one arm, and urge
the open space where had sat the chief two days earlier.
could hear the dull roars which had so stirred him
plainly, and they appeaved to come from the hut andy
enclosure, around which were gathered the whole of
Intongas, women as well as men, seated, squatted, or sta
ing in a huge semi-circle, about twelve feet distant from
palisading. They could see easily into the enclosure, an
he neared it Jack could see likewise. 3 :

And then he understood. He realised how his. fellg
prisoners had died the day before—he realised to what a
death he himself was doomed. He understood all as to
great black devil worshipped by the Intongas, and he o
prehended the infernal treachery and cunning of the 1
who had caused him to leave his country for Intongaland.

Within the enclosure, squatting at the foot of the poli

which it was fastened by the chain Jack had noticed,
an enormous gorilla, the largest, strongest, q.nd most feroc
of the ape tribe, the most savage of all wild creatures, |
that most feared, even more so than the lion, by hunters.
was beating its enormous hairy chest with its clenched
thus producing the dull, booming sound Jack had heard
every now and then it would throw back its horri
head and give utterance to a fierce roar of iry
impatience, as if, unsatisfied by its recent victi
more.

Tor the first time in his life Jack Raymond’s
him—as well it might, He knew what was com
heart turned sick. IHe forgot everything—forgot
ing curiosity as to the identity of the white fet
of the Intongas, everything but the awful brute




S

‘Next Thursday,

“THE ClIM” LIBRARY.

This illnstrxmou depicts an nmusmq inc.ldum in the grand, long, compluc tale uf circus lnu entitled ; |

“The Cireus V \.ntnloqul ) e

by Harry Dorrian, LOlllulllLd in the number of ** Pluck' now on sale!

und the death awaiting himself. It was not that he
death, but death in such awful fashion ! Ugh!
ing with delight, the Intongas viewed his approach.
L laughed, and 1t was that which aroused Raymond, and
orined his fear into rage. If die he must, he would not
ith the mockery of these inhuman wretches at his terror
ears.
denly—lie was brought to within a few feet of where
strong gate in the |m|1~.u|m;, which a waiting savage
ready to open and close again once he were in: ide—
ocd stlll his heart swelled, and he nerved himself for a
oifort Lis muscles straining and expanding. Ie
fierce movement with his legs, and two of those who
g went sprawling ; he wrenched at his bonds, and the
Jongs \n.nmud Imnm;: his arms free. The other two
wken from their hold, and, seizing each in one hand
back of the neck, he dashed their heads together. So
the rage inspiring him, so terrible the power suddenly
b hin, ‘the skulls of the men éracked, and they dropped
d lifeless.
“the effort availed him little. Ere he gould make
r movement a dozen of the Intongas leaped upon him,
iting savage threw open the door, and he was xmln'd
stled thmu;..[ the opening. Immediately the door
behind him it was made fast, and he was alone in
losure with the man-killing black god of the quon'nn
while the gorilla remained still, its fierce, sunken eyes
its prospective vietim. It had ceased drumming and
and appavently the sight of the white man—the firsh
ever beheld—caused it surprise, though it is a. well-
faot that the mere appearance of a black individual

r

arouses this savage monster of the Ahl('.m forests to a con-
dition almost of flen/y

And Jack eyed his enemy just as closely. All fear and
nervousness had left him; in the actual presence of death he
became cool and collected. He remained quite still, expecting
that a movement on his part would cause the tunlnln brute
to advance. The chain by which it was fastened to the stake,
so he judged, was just long enough to enable the goriila to
reach to the palisading, und so circumvent any  unhappy
wretch sacrificed -to him by the barbarous savages from
oscaping death by climbing the ]mlx\s or forcing himself be-
tween. He noted the enormous girth of the tremendous body,
covered, as were all its limbs, with long, coarse, black hair,
the immenso size and power of the tremendous arms and ln‘p
the fearful expression of the savage face, anything approach-
ing which in horror the most imaginative artist never
lmmcd, and the stains of blood on the great hands and thick
forearms.

So the antagonists, human and animal, remained for what
seemed to the man many minutes, but was probably but a
few seconds. And the savages without the circle of posts,
silent, their heads thrust forward, their eyes glowing in
ferocious anticipation, looked on.

All at once there arose a commotion at one part of the
semicircle of savages, Cries of wonder and alarm broke the
mh nce of the open space, and Jack, removing his eyes for a
single moment from the chained bea\l saw flagh through the
ring of black a white ﬁguu-——tho f;,um of a white woman,

That was all. He had no time to sec more, for at thnt
seme moment tha gorilla moved its tremendons bulk, anq,
tired of inaction, its curiosity %tlsﬁed rose to its fnct But
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thought travels guicker than a living body may move, and
to Jack Raymond came the knowledge, ere yet his eyes went
swiftly back to his oxccutioner, that this woman was she
whom he had sought; the sister of his dead friend, whom he
had given his word he would find; the other fetish of the
savage Intongas, and the mysterious being whom no one had
ever scen.

Well, she had come in time to see him dic. Bub there was
no time for further thought even, for the gorilla was on the
move, heedless of what might be going on without the en-
closire, and secing only one more victim to slay. Raised on
its hind limbs, the monster could have stood no less than six
foet in height, endowed with a muscular strength beside which
even that of the giant Kose-Kose would havo seemed slight
And against such an antagonist Jack Raymond had but his
bare hands to defend himself. No wonder the wretched
negroes who had been its carlier vietims had been half-dead
with fear!

Beating its capacious chest, and sitting down cvery two or
three paces to roar, the monster, its lips drawn back from its
powerful white teeth in a fiendish grin, and its bloodshot eyes
slowering, advanced towards Raymond, from whom it was
separated by perhaps thirty feet—twelve yards at the most.
Ona blow with its mighty hand, did it fall avight, would finish
the contest.

Contest !
the word.
butchery.

Some of the saveges weve looking at the enclosure; others
were not, their attention diverted to the commotion the
coming of the white figure had caused—and Raymond’s eyes
were fixed intently upon the gorilla. Nor did he fly as the
brute advanced—on the contrary, he slipped two puaces
nearver, as if he actually meant fighting.

On came the fiendish animal, and, when near enough, it
lifted its right hand and struck a blow which would have
stricken the man down dead, or dying, had it gone home.
But it never fell. The Britisher was too quick. As the arm
descended he stepped aside, dexterously as a skilled boxer,
and with all his lorcn he struck with his clenched fist at the
brute’s body. Just below the edge of the lowest ribs, and
somewhat towards the centre of the paunch, his quick eyes
had seen a kind of execrescence—a swelling as big as a man's
two fists—and on this his blow fell, ]mmediuteﬁf he leaped
backward, to escape a smashing stroke from the creature’s left
Land, and, darting past, veached the other side of the ring.

And then—- ’fjut Jack’s eyes were surely deceiving him !
1t secmed as though the monstrous brute were staggering ;
that it dropped forward on its hands; that it wes moaning, as
if in pain! But, no; so it was! The beuate was rising again ;
it was staggoring towards him; it was upon him again; again
was its arm lifted to strike, and a second time, his clarity of
brain dimmed, did he avoid the stroke, and almost automatic-
ally did his clenched fist, with all his force behind it, alight
upon the tumourous swelling. It could not be real! Surely
ie must be dreaming ! The gorilla seemed to be falling back-
wards !

And then a stunngng roar broke from the savages, and Jack
Raymond’s brain cleared, and he knew that which his eyes
had beheld was indeed truth. On its back, a stream of blood
jssuing between its exposed fangs, the gorilla lay motionless.
it was dead.”

Tor a moment the man stood quite still. Then he raised
his voice in a mighty shout—a true British hurrah, such as this
part of Africa had never heard before—and running to the
palisade, he climbed a post as actively as a cat.  Dropping
unhurt, he ran to where he could see the white-robed figure
of the woman standing before the chief and his couusclfurs,
her arms raised in denunciation,

No one tried to stop him. On his way, he snatched a broad-
bladed spear from a native, and as he dashed to the side of
the white woman the chief and thosec near him, uttering a
seream of terror, fell backwards.

It was impossible there could be aught 510591‘\1!1;:
The human being was helpless; his killing sheer

CHAPTER 9,

Conclusion.

HAT followed upon the extraovdinary conclusion of
W Raymond’s guccessful combat with the gorilla must
be told in a few words. Almost paralysed with fear
at what had befallen ; recognising the superiority of its slayer
over the infernal deity which they had worshipped—jointly
with the white woman—and to which they had offered such
hastly sacrifices, the Intongas did not attempt to raise a
ingor to stay the progress of Raymond and the girl he had
rescuned from her long captivity.

There, and
village. But the Intongas, either animated by arevenge, or
foarful of losing their divinity and meaning to recover her

* This is a fact.
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by force, pursued them even to the boundary of the Ma
('ountrfv—-tor Jack recollected the path by which he had:
from the ono village to the other—and beyond. i

But here the pursuers were met by the warriors of
Kose, over whom Jack exercised all the powers proper
now admitted and increased divinity.  Truly, argued
clephantine savage, this great white one must be indi
mighty and most powerful god if he were able not only ¢
singlehanded the black fetish of the Intongas—whereopi
wily Matanga had more knowledge than he had admit
],(ui\i||u>rn(l-but bad carricd awaey the mysterious white i
well ! ]
The two tribes met in fierce battle, and the Intongas?
signally vanquished—after which Kose-Kose obediently:
mitted to Jack's command that he should furnish gy
protection, and food for himself and his companion until!
reached the limits of civilisation.

This he did willingly cnough, for, though admitting
power of this white being, the savage monarch was onl
cager to see the back OF him—for he had fears of his
supremacy being threatened.  All that he could do to exy
his removal from the Matanga country he did. And wha
Jack may have thought of the character of the Earth 8l
he judwed it prudent to say nothing. Kyil as his ways |
be, he could continue in them so far as Jack was conce
provided he aided in his own escape and that of Lilian T

It was while on the return from Matangaland that
hoard the girl’s marvellous story. It was not the In
who had killed her father and mother, but another tribe,
whom the Intongas had taken her by force. They had
cecn o white woman before, and they took her to be a go
As such they had worshipped her, keeping her joal
hidden in a big hut in their vil[ugu——tlm one with,
pulisading round it—and never permitting her to leave
the enclosure.

There she had existed for cight years—an awful exist
though the savages were in the greatest awe of ‘her, an
had not suffered the slightest harm. Thus secluded, shd
had not the slightest knowledge of the terrible sacrificia
made to the other fetish of the tribe, though she had
aware of the gorilla’s existence.

1t was through one of the maidens doputed to wait
Ler that she had heard of the offering of tho white man {
ghastly black fetish, and, despite all attempts to restra,
che had fled from her temple, or houss, intent upon prd
ing it. Probubly it was from fear of her using her pres
power to put an end to the terrible sacrifices that the Intd
had kept 5’“-.- ignorant of them,

And then Jack told her of himself, of his friendship &
brother, of the latter’s death, and his own promise to the
man.

“Jlad I not known from your lips who you are, I sf
have recognised you,” he said.

“ But how?"” asked the girl, surprised at the stateme )

“ By the locket of your mother your brother showed
Le answered. ‘It was a face I could not have forg
And you aré the imago of her. 1 swore to find you, and
that 1 have, I have, I hope, found even more than my {1
lost, sister.”

And as after events proved, he had,

=52
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THE END.
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se tell your Friends about this Siory.

' POW@T’f\ll War St@ry"”ﬁj,OHN TREGELLIS.

(}“ THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS ARE:
b 2y VILLIERS, nicknamed Sam Slick, A lad who
)hu.n }g_erfurmed wondrous service for his country in
her tinie of need, during the terrible invasion by
# the Germans.
#IIEN VILLIERS, his brother.
panion in all his exploits.
the sweeping defoat of the Germans in London, as
il in *‘ Britain at Bay,” the country is asitounded by
frothers—men named Carfax.
#ringion Carfax, a scientist-inventor, discovers the way
ke gnh_l. and presents {o the Chancellor of the
fauer £I3,000,000.
f Carfax has invented an absolutely perfact acroplane,
Jo tiles Sam and Steve to Germany.
Btvo young scouts are landed from the Condor, Carfax’s
Jigb. 1o spy out the land, when they are discovered, and
d by a company of German infantry.
| prossed, they jump into a ‘captive balloon, whose
Btephen had previously eut, and endeavour to escape
tmeans.
(Now go on with the story.)

He is Sam’s com-

AUl Adrift.

fle, of sandbagt paved the bottom of the car. With
ic haste the young scout toppled four of the largest out
@ balloon sprang upwards as if shot from a gun, amid
I spatter né rifle-bullets that canie ripping through the
d the gas-bag.

b shouts of the Prussian soldicrs and the crack of the
became rapidly fainter as the balloon went lurching
pinning upwards, relioved of half her weight.

the bullets sang round and through her with vicious
nks,” drilling the wickerwork of the car and smacking
gas-bag overhead. 3
) ploughed Stephen’s forearm, and numbed it; while
clipped throngh the peak of Sam’s cap when he
i for an iustant over the side.

Packed sandbags that still lined the bottom of the car

il the bullets that came from below, for nothing makes
3

B e e e S i o i

a better protection against lead. Bui the balloon ceased her
upward journey, and began to waver and sag again.

Y Out with the rest of ’em—quick !”” exclauned Sam, set-
ting the example, and seizing the sandbags.

The balloon was ncw so high, and driving so fast before
the wind that few of the shots came very near the car.

*“But they're the cnly protection we’ve got!” objected
Stephen, whose arm was bleeding copiously. *“ We shall get
riddled without them.”

“ We shall get riddled if those beggars down there caich
us!” rejoined Sam, heaving the bags over as fast as he
could. ~ “The gasbag’s pierced, an’ it's leakin’, She's
beginnin’ to drop again.”

They worked with a will to get the remaining bags out,
thongh Stephen was not able to give very much help. [t
lightened the balloon, and ghe recovered for the time being,
rising once more, while scattered shots followed her all the
way.

“The usual thing is to ompty out the sand,” said Sam
viciously, as he hove the last bag over; ‘‘but we'll chuck
these over whole, an’ I hope they’ll break the fat neck of
one of those louts down there, llallo, you're hit! Badly,
old boy? Let’'s—"

“It's only a deep graze, I think,” said Stephen, who had
slipped out of his jacket. “Thought my arm was gone af
first, Bleeds like tim deuce. I've some lint in my pocket—
there. Just tie it up for me, will you?”

The wound was only a light flesh one, and not as bad as
it looked. Sam bound it quickly and skilfully with the roll
of lint—the boys never marched without one apiece—and
Stephen was able to put on his jacket again.

“Uncommon cheap get off, anyhow,” he said.
thought we were goin’ to pull out of that alive.”

“I hardly knew what I was doin’ when I grabbed the
car,” said Sam. ‘It nearly knocked me over. An’ when
that chap pulled out his pistol, I fired slap in his face. Well,
it’s a rarve lucky lift out of trouble, an’ it’ll never happen to
us again. We ought to have been more careful.”

“You grumbled at me for wastin’® time cuttin’ the
balloon’s rope through,” said Stephen; ‘‘but wasn’t I vight?
It she hadn’t broken adrift we should be cold meat by this
tima.”

“We aren’t clear of that yet, by long chalks,” returned
Sam. ‘‘The balloon can’t possibly last Jong; the gas must
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be escapin® like anythin’. It's only because all the ballast’s
out of her that she keeps up.”

**She doesn’t keep up,” said Stephen gloomily, “ She's
droppin’ still,” b ;

The field from which they had visen was now a long way
behind, and tho Prussisns could only j
their hardest, and trying to follow, f‘nr it was plain the
balloon would net stay up very long. 'They were easily out-
distancod, hewaver, for she was travelling at a rapid rate
before the fresh, northerly breeze.

“ Everything depends on where she comes down now,”
Stophen said, surveying the landseape anxiously.

“’Fraid thot wen't make much difference!” muttered
Sam, taking eut his field.glasses from their sling-case.
“ Lvery German for a long way round’ll make for her, an’
reach her before she hits the ground. Looks as if our piece
of luck wasn® goin® to do us much good. If I see a fair
:'hunu(:, I'll tey an” open the bag up, an’ let her down quick.
There must be a ripping-cord somewhere,” he added,
oxamining the balloon's ropes and cordage.

“ Better waig till we'ro well passed that lot yonder,” said
Stephen, pointing to o largo assembly of men, mounted and
afoot, that could just be seen in front and below—*if wo do
pass them. Thero 1sn't time to como down short of ’em.”

Sam focussed his glasses on the troops indicated. The
balloon was driving right towards them, and they could soon
be made out plaiuly,

“I's a whele eolumin—horse, foot, an’ guns,” said Sam
anxiously, By Juove, if’s Princoe Henry's brigade, or I'm
much mistakend  That looks like him ridin' ahead thore
with his staft.*”

‘1 don't care much whose brigado it is,"”’ said Stephen;
“but one thing’s jolly sure, an’ that’s that this leaking

sausage of a balloon .is goin’ to drop us right among ’em,’

unless something can be dono.” .

The swarming Prussian force ahead looked more and more
formidable as the balloon neared it. 1t was an entiro
column on the march, with guns, baggage-train, and cavalry,
and him” van to rearguard it covered a tremendous lot of
ground,

There was evidontly no chance of the balloon clearing if.
The gas-bug was wilting more and more, and she was sink-
ing steadily, though still several hundred feet up.

With glasses, several of the Prussian officers could be seen
gazing up at the balloon.

“ They don't know yet that there's anything wrong,’
Stephen,

“Their Qhwﬂ(m ought to show ’em we're not GGermang, any-
way,” replied SBam; ““and there come some messengors,
who'll soon let “em know what’s up,” he added, as a couple
of orderlies, from the direction in which the balloon had
travelled, came galloping up to the column.  “This is a
pretty completo finish,” said Sam grimly. “That’s Prince
Henry’s column, right enough; an’ the only certainty is that
we shall be set up, an’ shot oui of hand. He hasn’t forgotten
Potsdam, you can bet.  Jook! The wretched balloon’s
droppin’ fastor an’ faster!”

The commotion below could easily ba seen, and the boys
watchod, raging at their own helplessness.

“Tlow is it they don't fire on us, if they know?” said
Stephen bitterly.

“What for? They've got us safe enough. They can wait
for the firin” 1ill they call out gix riflemen and a sergeant,”’
rejoined Sawm grimly.

They watched the earth as it appareuntly moved up to meet
them. They were barely three hundred feet up now, and
the faces of the Prussians could be plainly seen.

The worst of it was, the boys could do absolutely nothing
to save themselves. Their end had never looked so near.
Suddenly Stephen gripped his brother’s arm.

“What's that "’ ﬁe cried, pointing to the southward.

largo, strangely-shaped object was moving swiftly
through the sky at a great height, and dropping towards
thom. So-engrossed were the boys with the Prussians below
that they had not noticed it till it was within gunshot.

Not a second glance was necded to tell what the stranger
was, and new hope sprang into the breasts of the two scouts.

“The Condor !’ shouted Stephen.  “ Hurrah!”

“By gnm, she's seen us, too! Carfox must have spotted
us with the telescope!” cried Sam excitedly. “Can she be
in timo!"

The Prussians had also seen the acroplane, as a great
shout from below testified, the bal!loon sinking so rapidly
that 1t was within pistol-shot of them; but all had turned
their attention to the new-comors,

“Carfax’ll fHull us out of this yet!” cried Sam.
by to jump for it!”

I'or gome moments of tense anxiety the brothers doubted
whether their rescuers would be in time; but the swift air-
ship was more than equal to the task,

She came along with a mighty rush, surging alongside the
balloon just as the boys scrambled to the ropes.
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They both leaped for the Condor’s rail,' caught ;PQ» ”‘

tumbled aboard pell-mell. 5
As they did so they heard Carfax’s voice ahoutiyi
W

order, the snap of a lever, and the Condor was w
away skywards onco more. X

A rattle of shots grected her, and a field-gun,
unlimbered, and levelled, belched o shell after the
in her flight.

Neither of these efforts did the slightest harm,p &
Curfax, standing on the bridge, laughed contemptuouslimony®
then turned to the boys.

Y That was a near thing,” he said; “and, by Joy
glad to see you safe out of it, youngsters! What on!
does it mean, and how did you come to be in that ol
and-steel gas-bag 1"

“We weren't in her by choice, sir,” said Sam grata@f,
“and we owe you our lives, that’s very sure. ‘
minute’d have secn our finish.”

“ Rather !” said Siephen.  “I could see myself |
folded an’ shot by a Prussian squad. We never dif
you'd be along this way #o0 soon, sir. Phew !”

Both tho boys felt very done up with the strain (hf}'
gone through, and the erew of the Condor, full of gym:
were eager to know how they got into such a fix. {

‘It was the biggest surprise of the journey,” saic
neth. “We turned & couple of miles out of our courys
we first saw the balloon in the distance, rockoning /¥
a German one, of coursc,
put her out of action.”

“We saw there was something wrong with her, %
turned on the telescope,” said Carfax, “when Ki
announced the car didn’t hold Clermans, but two fell®
khaki. . We recognised you directly afterwards, and Y
suppose we made the Condor hum along. There wal
just tiine to snatch you out of it and mount up again,’

Stephen kissed his hand to the Prussian brigade, n%
but out of sight. |

“I'll bet those beggars are sick to see us slip throug!
fingers like that!"” he said.

“Yes; that’s Princo Henry's brigade,”’ replied (g
“ He'd have made short work of you, for I believe it's |
everywhere that you two were aboard with me when w,
him that ultimatum and smashed up his palace. B,
did you come to be in that balloon ?’ "

Sam told him of their night’s sconting expeditio
how they had been overtaken by the dawn. on|

“The place swarms with Germans, so much that thetlo
gettin® through them in the daylight,” ho said; ““butyal

of the information wo wanted; and, thanks to you, ¢

lake will get it. We never expected you back so s¢f
Did you reach the I'rench forces all right ?”’

“Yes. I found their commander:in-chief, De Cali
farther north than I reckoned upon,” said Carfax.
delivered the despatches into his hands.  He’s got!
scheme for a sudden attack where the Germans least
him, 1 believe. He has a large, picked force witht
Splendid fellows they arvo. Those ¥French soldiers have
the go in them that the Germans have,”

“It’ll be a very different story to what it was in
said Sam. 1 suppose the Germans are hurryin’ to
him 7"

“They’re massing huge numbers of troops to me
French. That’s why they can’t spare so many to tack
little invading forces up north here.”

“The Germans have get an army big enough to mee
countries, with a nullion to spare,” said Sam; ‘bt
back our lot to give as good an account of themselves
friends, the French. All the Colonials’ll be on the job
Yondor’s General Blake, sir, hammering away
(Cerman batteries. Are you going straight there?”

“Yes; but we shall not stop,” said Carfax. “I’ve alfl
munication to make to him, and you want to dnliver
report. After that I must clear out again with the C§@
on urgent business. Are you two going with me?"”

“Like a shot, sir!"” said both boys. ]

Ten minutes later, dropping down from the skies
Condor alighted in her old place in the British lines.

Our idea was to rip her \* A

o

b J
The Raid on the Petrol Stores.

Tt was some little time before General Blake could
his post, whence he was directing the defence, but whd
arrived he shook hands warmly with Carfax, and
astonished to sce Sam and Stephen, who saluted him ¢

“Hallo,” he said, 1 never expected you to retur
way, youngsters !”

“We shouldn’t have returned at all, sir, if the C
hadn’t pulled us out of a tight place,” said Sam. ‘“ We
nearly dished. But here’s the information you sent me)
sir,” he added, handing a folded sheet to the general,
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jofly. writien out his report while the Condor was on
fly back to Husum.

01 Blake looked through the
I with satisfaction.
i1l done!” he s

report, and his face

said.  ““This is valuable information,

M 1t is precisely what I wished to know. And now
M rorowarned. You youngsters never fail to hit the
\“‘ 't};e\ :houd. Mr. Carfax, were you successful in your
ta, geéneral. The French are moving in upon Ge,r—
it couthern frontier with oight army corps, so you'l
Beasonable numbers to deal with, and not_the whole
. Army to meet with your little force. I made all
Wbuck here, and, finding these two youngsters out
hine, I brought them along.”
oning !’ exclaimed the general, £ ;
iore seen by the Germans, sir,” said Sam, and, by
£ luck we made our escape in a captive balloon my
Btephen had eut loose. eing shot full o,f holes, 1t
came down in the middle of Prince Henry’s column,
n the march eastward. The (ggndor picked us pr
ne. But you are too busy to be bothered with
now, sir, of course. Do you want uswfor any other
day we ship again for service on the (,ond,or! :
lways ork for you youn sters,” said tho
But not in ‘my command, of course, and
aas first claim on you. I must return to my
w, but what you have done for me won't be forgotten.
kfax, are you now on any special service 7" :

one pressing need just now, general,” said Carfax.
oI can do anything else, I want petrol, Can you let
n»

e asked for the one thing I haven’t got,” said

Blake, looking grave. * We have only a very small

“for the needs of my force. I might supply you with
"

ittle. would bo no use. Don’t trouble, general. I
olp myself—not from you, of course!” said Carfax,
. “Soon I hope to be in full fighting trim again,
your orders,”

ral Blake returned his salute, and hastened off to his
0st, leaving the boys with Carfax. 3
W, said the acronaut, *“ without petrol for my engines
Mo nqthing. We've run short, and must get some.”

Y M ho Condor’s run so far without refilling, T
think,” said Safmranxiously. ‘* But how——" ;
¢ can go six days, as a rule, or even much longer, if
§ not to travel great distances. But our voyage out
BEngland,, and my jeurney to I'rance and back at
feod, taxced our resources.  Oury engines use  very
nel | very slowly, even at their best pace.

have now enough to last twenty hours, and I did not
“in France, being anxious to get back to work here.
il we might obtain a supply from the transports, or
the warships. But they are gone, all save two gun-
iwhich, of course, haven't any to spare. We shall get
rol here.”

ow’s it to be got, then, siv 7"’ asked Sam, realising how
etely stripped of her wonderful power the Condor was
it the necessary fluid. ;

fo must loot it from the Germans,” said Carfax. It
be had at any risk.”

boys’ faces lit up.

his'll be just the sort of expedition that’s to my taste,”
ephen appreciatively, ‘‘Sounds very sportin’. Do
rt ab once, sir?"”

n hour before twilight. There are several repairs to
id I want to get the Condor in thorough trim again.
g3, my crew and I need rest badly. You'd better get
ean in the meantime, yourselves,” added Carfax.
with he and Kenneth set to work at a couple of hours’
ping and fitting among the delicate engines of the air-
while Hugh, who was dead-beat, rolled himself up in a
tg-bag  behind the ammunition-waggons, and was
ering soundly as soon as he lay down. He had stood
t night-watch ¢n the voyage home from the French

- med|
tuck [

or,

he end of the two hours Carfax and Kenneth, having
gted the repairs, and nearly fallen asleep over the
 retired to rest also—to the extent of lying down on
latform of the Condor, and taking their well-earned
bors at their posts. It was very rarely that the whole
the Condor slept at the game time; but here, in the
ih lines, they were safe at least.

and Stephen #lso seized the opportunity and slept, for
y knew that rest is a thing to take when you can get
g a campaign.  Throughout the day skirmishing was
ogress on one flank or the other, but not even the
onal thunder of the batteries woke the sleepers, so
out, wero they.
Was only ten in the morning when they turned in, and
» o'clock the Condor’s crew were afoot again, ” They
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made & soundemeal at the gunners’ mess, which- was thrown
open to them, and before six the Condor’s propellers weioe
whizzing round once more, and she sailed steadily up towards
the clouds. o .

“Koeep her running on one engine, Hugh,” said Carfux;
“wa must hoard our power till it’s most needed. Thai's
better. Both of you fetch out that gun and mount it on the
fore-platform.” g

Sam pricked up his ears at the word *gun,” and, to his
surprise, Kenneth and Hugh brought out of the deckhouse
what appeared to be the barrel of a Maxim, short, and very
light in construction, with equally light working parts and
breech, and, instead of a carriage, it fitted on a sort of
tripod of hollow steel bars.

“Tlallo,” said Sam, “ where on earth did that come from?
What is it ?”

‘““ A very neat inventicn,”

said Carfax. ‘Ono of the new

. French portable Maxims, for placing in a fixed position. If

weighs under ninety pounds; and, though I'd have made it
lighter still for this sort of work, it struck meo as just what
we necded, as we're no longer to drojr bombs."”

“Did you get it from the French Army?” said Stephen,
inspecting it eagerly.

“Of course! Several were being brought up when I de-
livered my despatches, and De Calincourt supplied me with
ono at once when I asked him. It isn’t intended for long,
hard work, but just what’s needed here. Kenneth riveted
the foot-bars to our framework forward there as we came
along. It's all ready to fix.”

The gun was mounted on the fore-part of the platform,
and a very tiny, light, and yet vicious little weapon it
looked, for a machine-gun.

This sort of small artillery being Sam’s speciality, he was
asked to adjust the gun and try it. He did so, and fired a
quick rattle of shots as a test.

“ Works capitally,” he said. ¢ A little beauty, sir, and no
mistake !

“T’'m glad you approve it,” Carfax said, ““for you know
yeur business. - Kenneth is a good hand with a Maxim, but
not up to your form. We shall only use it in emergencies,
and in order to bring it and its ammunition, I left more
than half my store of explosives and bombs behind.  This
will %)(;’ useful now, But we must go ahead end get that
petrol.

The Condor had now left Husum and the combatanis a
long way behind, and was passing over the open country
stretching between the North Sea and the Baltic. Many
("pﬁn{un pickets and several regiments on the march could
st Ya seen,

“The Condor’'d come {0 a poor sort of end if she ran out
ef-petrol here, an’ had to land an’ let herself be captured
by the Germans,” said Stephen thoughtfuily.

“Sooner than that, T should blow her into shreds, and our-
selves as well,” said Carfax calmly. “But it is growing
dark now, and we shall have that petrol before dark.”

“Do you know of any special place to get it, sir?”’ asked
Sam,

“¥Yeg; there is a big motor-garage outside the large
village of Hasenfeldt, whére cars call to fill up with petrol.
We are not far off it now. I think wo shall get what we
need without any trouble at all, though we might possibly
be disturbed by a German patrol. Wo shall land at the
doors of the garage.”

“Would you like Steve and me to slide out and scout for
any approaching enemy 7"’ gaid Sam.

“It would be an advantage,” said Carfax thoughtfully.
“ But you must do it at your own risk. I could not wait {o
pick you up if by any chance the Condor were attacked by
numbers,  She would have to mount at once, for you under-
stand what a weapon she would be against us i the Germans
got hold of her?”’

“Of course, sir! We'll take care she isn't surprised by
numbers if we scout,” said Sam.

The Condor weni higher yet, for Carfax did not wish her
arrival to be noticed too soon, or preparod for. The boys
were unable to tell where they wore, but Carfax knew
oxactly the spot he intendéd to reach. The Condor came
whirring down out of the sky, to alight at the very doors of
a large motor-garage standing next the high-road, a little
distance from a large village,
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So swiftly had the Condor appeared out of {he darkening
sky that the fow Germans in the neighbourhood were utterly
‘taken by surprise. She settled as softly as a feather upon
the high-road, hor head pointing towards the village; and
the proprietor of the garage—a fat, prosperous-looking Prus-
sian, with large diamond rings on his fingers—stood in the
doorway gaping at the new-comers helpless y.

tle was just about to turn and yell an alarm, when Carfax
sprang down from the platform and covered him with a
revolver.

“Stay where you are, and make no noise !"” said Kenneth
warningly, in German. ‘ No harm will be done you unless
you attempt to interfere.”

The proprietor turnéd very pale and gasped like a fish.
Thr;-.e attendants camo running out to sce what was the
matter,

“Bid your men bring out petrol from your storage-rooms
n_\s'”f,ast as they can !” ordered Carfax sharply. * Quick about

The frightened CGerman stammered out divections to his
men, who were as much taken aback as himself. They
hastened to obey, however, Hugh hustling them into the
building, whero they hurried to the tank-room, There were
numbers of eans and drums of petrol, which they seized and
carried out to the waiting acroplane, only too anxious to
save their own skins.  Mugh, pistol in hand, shepherded
them on each journey.

A ery of warning was heard from Stephen, and suddenly a
squad of Prussian Grenadiers came running round the bend
of the road from the village. As the first man came in sight
:."' g;;n\'v a hoarse shout, threw his rifle to his shoulder, and
1rod,

Kenneth sprang to the Maxim, which was all ready for
action, and in a moment turned it upon the oncoming squad.
The fierce whirr of the little machine-gun rang out, and the
Prussians were mown down like grass before they could
veach the Condor, or fire on her again, The hail of Maxim
bullets swept the narrow road, and in scarcely more than
twenty seconds the squad was utterly wiped out.

“ (o ahead with the loading-up !”” eried Carfax. “ We've
anccounted for that lot, and we can finish in peace. Stand
by the gun, Kennoeth !

“Look out that we aren’t surprised from over the hedges
[liere !" yeplied Kenneth sharply.

“We'll see to that!” said Sam, jumping down. “Take
the loft side, Steve, and 1’ll take the right. Scout across the
field, and keep a watch for trouble !”

" The brothers darted off in opposite directions, each break-
ing his way through the quick-set fence on either side.

Sai, once in the wide meadow behind the garage, took a

quick look round; then made for a higher knoll a littlé way.

beyond. whence he knew he would be able to command a
view all round, ; :

It was immensely important that the Condor should finish
loading up, and, morcover, that she should not be taken by
surprise. The place sho had landed in was not as open as
her erew would have liked.

“ Hope Carfax'll look sharp,” murmured Sam, as he hur-
ried along, “If by any chance the Germans saw us coming,
an’ made ready for us, this is just the sort of place whera
they could steal a march on her without bein’ scen. There’s
too much cover about, an’ too many hedges.”

Sam was fast learning the possibilities of the Condor, and
he knew that, defiant and all-powerful though she was when
in the air, a small thing might defeat her when she came to
earth. It need not even be a shell from a gun. A volley
suddenly poured in at close quarters might kill or wound
the whole of her small crew, or an unlucky bullet disable
the delicate engines, for she was only bullet-proof from under-
neath.

The young scout reached the hillock, and, keeping under
cover of some bushes of it, took a rapid look round beyond.
The growing darkness made it difficult to see much, but the
first survey showed no signs of danger.

Sam could only see the top half of the Condor between
the tall fences of the road, but he had a view of part of the
field on the other side, and even at that distance he caught
a glimpse of his brother, making for the farther hedge.

“Steve's showin’” himself too much,”” thought Sam, with
a frown. ““There isn’t much cover there certainly, but he
ought to keep nearer the hedge. Wish the youngster’d be
more careful of his skin, IHe—— Hallo! By Jove, there
they come!”

Sam’s eves suddenly caught sight of eight or ten Germans
creeping along on the fay side of a thin hedge that reached
to the road. He was just about to dart back and give the
alarm, when a sudden spatter of rifle-shots right ahead, near
the Condor, broke out.

They did not come from the men Sam had seen. It was
evident that a march had been stolen upon Carfax by some
other route. What followed was only a matter of ceconds.
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Sam heard Carfax's voice sharply calling “ Viilliors 1" §
the whirr and stammer of the little Maxim, a fresh ra
rifle-shots, and the Condor shot up like a rocket, an
slanting up towards the clouds at a tremendous speed.
Sam was already sprinting across the meadow towar
when he saw her go. Ior an instant he halted, stupe
her desertion. Then, realising that he was cut off frd
help, and might be seen at any moment, he darted bi
the hillock and concealed himsclf in the bushes again.
“Great guns!” he muttered. * She’s left us both
Turch 1 I
The situation was a desperate one. The Condor was a
out of sight in the darkened sky, and the whole neig
hood was swarming with German soldiors, like a wasp'§
that has been stirred pp by a stick. There was not the
likelihood of the airship returning anywhere thereabout
that all were on the look-out for her, and the Germans
soon learn from those at the motor garage that two
crew were at large.
. A sudden feeling of anger seized Sam, for at first
it seemed cruel that Carfax, whom they had risked so
to serve, should leave them to their fate, but the f
quickly passed, and, with a sigh, Sam realised thd
aeronaut was right. £ k
“He warned us,” thought the young scout. “Th
to save his own skin that he got out. It'd be an awfu
for the Condor to be captured by Germany, and her. §
used against us. They’'d have got him if he hadn’t d
out quick. They were all round him. I wonder wh
chance is, though?"” 7
He pulleq his cap low over his eyes and peered abo
bushes. His own field was clear of men, but he coul
the tramp of many feet on the road and above the p
and the shouting of orders. Tt was practically dark no
he could still see the field opposite beyvond the roa:
“g'}i?h he saw as he glanced that way made his heart
s,
A dark figure, which ho was certain he recognised,

shadow of the hedge. Immediately aftorwards there
rush of other figures suddenly appearing, a shot, a |
and silence. Then harsh voices shouted loudly from thd
“ Wir haben den Englander!”
“Gut! Suchen Sie wohl, es gicht noch eins !
well, there’s another I”’) called an officer’s voieefrom flig
** Great heavens,” gasped*Sam, “they’ve canght Ste
One disaster had followed swiftly on the heels of a
The airship had gone, and now Stephen was in the
the Germans, bayvond a doubt.

* Wha slt&g do?”’ tho 3 W&m‘ = hhe
out who he is, u%d“he’“ get‘%ﬁ%&@% | from then:
He hesitated, and then, stealing swiftly towards
ditch beside the fence thdt led down to the road, he
to worm his way along it in the direction of the captord

“They'll get me, too,” he muttered, between his
““an’ so they may, for unless T can got Steve out of
hands they may shoot me with him!”’

Silently as a snake he crept towards the garage.

When Stephen left the Condor to scout 'to the left
road he soon found he had no easy job, and that he w
likely to do much good, so shut in was tho field, and s
chance did it give of a view over the other ones.

He soon struck out straight across it, deciding th
was little risk of being seen, and that the only thing
was to get into the next meadow or climb one of the
hedge-row oaks and take a look-out from that. 1

“Won’t do to go too far from the road, thougly
thought, as he reached the hedge. “‘The chief g
wou]d;t't. be able to wait for us if—— My word!
that ?’

The thing came to pass even as the thought entel
mind, and he heard and saw the thing happen just
brother did, from the far side. The rifle-shots volleye
Maxim opened fire, and the Condor, mounting out
thick of the fight, sped away into the gloomy skies an
gone. el

O, glory, what a go!” groaned Stephen.
dickens am I to do? She’ll never find us again!
beastly Germans are all over the place, too!”’ d

He hesitated a moment, keeping under the shelter:
hedge. 3

“T'd better try an’ find Sam,” thought the boy.
know best what to do. Ile’s on the other side, an’ h
to lie up an’ wait for me.” A

Stephen took a quick look round to see if the cos
clear, and, doubling along the hedge, cut off the con
darting across it. He felt there was little time to be;
watching every step he took. Unless he found Sam .
the chance would be gone.

Right or wrong, luck was against him. No sooner
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”» the cqener than five or six German riflemen came
¥ through the gap in the hedge, and Stephen all but
t into them.
bo was a shout, a bullet whizzed past the young scout’s
Inn'riea{ snapshot at him, and
poll| i whipped out his revolver.. Before he could use it a
v rifle dashed it out of his hand, he was felled to the
1l and held there by three burly Prussians.
n. f've got the Britisher!” ‘shouted the man who had
i,
iply came back from the road, and two of the men
d and made sure of Stephen, while the other three
out and continued the search. Panting, and
out of breath, Stephen was hauled to his feet.by his
tors.
¥, he is not much more than a boy!” said the man
il wielded the rifle-butt, gruffly.
ppose they have to carry light-weights on those cursed
8! said the other in strong Prussian dialect. ‘*‘Ile’s
irship, anyhow. Bring him along to the garage. If
nny”tronb]e, you whipper-snapper, you'll be shot!
ear !
be shot either way, and a good riddance !” growled
or,  “‘ That British airship’s done mischief enough !”
o len made mo reply, for he felt that his chance was
1l ugh, His chief hope now was that Sam would escape
‘ - y marched him down to- the road, where a
" lieutenant, whose half-company was scouring the
urhood in all directions, was talking to the excited
f the garage,
t’s one of them ! cried the latter, as he saw Stephen
in,
found him at the top of the meadow, Herr Lieu-
' said Stephen’s captor, saluting. ?
6 him in there and guard him till the other is found,”
officer.
en was marched inside, and for the time he almost
his own peril in keen anxiety lest Sam should share
He could hear the Prussians making as much noise
d of bullocks, and it raised his hopes.
8 too sharp to let those clumsy louts catch him,”
b Stephen, *‘ with all that row. Wonder how I was
ugh ’t;o blunder into them like that? What will they
mel'’,
. en’s guards were called out,

b y however, Stepl

By brought In ﬁs'izwt,h% utenant.

o the prisoner to the cells,” said that officer, ‘‘ We
lccount for the other later.” He looked at Stephen
ly, and said something to a grizzled, fierce-looking old
¢ who was with him. Then, turning about, the two
n riflemen, joined by four others, marched Stephen off
the village.

of "em for a guard "’ thought the young scout.  They
t ink I'm somebody important, one’d think. What
¢ nouln l),y cells? There aren’t any barracks in this little
urely 1’

b were not, but a Prussian regiment was quartered in
ce, and a strong, old stone manor-house outside the
was evidently being used as headquarters for the
depot, and prison. It was well guarded by pickets
ntries, and Stephen, marched in through the gate
the old dvy moat, by a number of riflemen who
the lieutenant as he passed them, was taken to a
cell-like room with a heavy, iron-bound door. The
mged, and he was left alone.

~gettin’ out of this,” Steve said to himself, looking
stone floor and walls, the massive door, ahd the small,
pd, heavily-barred window overhead. ““I’'m in for it
e, he added gloomily. ““The only consolation is,
wen't got hold of Sam.”

Btéps were heard approaching in the passage outside,
on the door opene .again.  The lieutenant, with the
e Prussian vegiment, a grim-looking, mahogany-
man, with an ivon-grey moustache, appearved with a
of privates, who remained outside.

1" said the colonel, staring fiercely at Stephen.

d

b ‘7! one of the men took a

1

(&
ha

nph | the
s the cub, is it, Gessler? You are off that infornal
jare you, sivt” he said to the captive,

b5, " said Stephen.

'Congqor, ?nl't it? fYnu serve the man Carfax, then?”
serve Mr. John Carfax,” said Stephen quietly, ‘‘and
th serve King Edward.” 2 3 2 ;

To the Rescue!

1! Nothing of the sort!” barked the Prussian officer.
you by sight. This Carfax belongs to no service.
t=yon are one of those Villiers brothers who have
0 much trouble. Both you and your chief are
You know the penalty for civilians found bearing
ainst German soldiers?” ;
leave Mr. Carfax to answer for himself, when you've
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caught him,” said Stephen. ‘‘ As for me, [ am no civilian.
I am a sub-lieutenant cf the Greyfriars €adets, which are
part of our Auxibiary Forces.”

*“We do not recognise thew. But enough talk. In the
ordinary way,” said the coloncl, pulling his moustache as he
looked grimly at Stephen, ** I should have you taken out and
forthwith shot. But as you come off this infernal airship,
which is the same which destroyed Potsdam, I shall wait until
I have communicated by telegraph with Prince F'rederick, and
inform him of the capture.” :

““ As you please,” said Stephen; ‘neither he nor you will
get anything out of me.” ¢

“No,” said the colonel grimly, “‘I am not holding out any
hopes to you, in any case, You may regard your execution,
either here or at Potsdam, as absolutely certain.”

He turned on hig heel, the massive door clanged, the holts
were shot, and Stephen was left to his own refiections,

When Sam had crept half way up the ditch towards the
garage, after witnessing the capture of his brother, he was
in such a state of mind as he had never Known before. Cool
as he usually was, he felt that he cared little what elso
happened, if Stephen was to pay the penalty at the hands of
the ruthless enemy.

“Will they shoot him?’ thought Sam, as he neared the
big shed. “If they do,”” he muttered between his teeth,
I shall curse the day that ever I spared any Gorman’s life—
and there have been a few, first and last.””

e paused, as the heavy tread of a Prussian came past
within a dozen yards, and he crouched low. i

“They don’t ask much excuse before executin’ a prisonex
who's been troublesome.”

The ditch became wetter, and Sam was now close to the
back of the garage. There was nobody on the field side of
it, but many in the road. Sam thought he heard Stephen’s
voice, replying to the harsh tones of a Prussian officer, It
was just then, in fact, that the boy was led into the building.

“They haven’t shot him straight away, an’ that’s some-
thing,” thought Sam; “he’ll be taken before the command-
ing officer, no doubt.  Little hope for him there, I fear.
Now, Heaven help me to know what I’d best .(10.”

Sam’s own hiding-place, in the overgrown ditch, was safo
enough, unless some Prussian came prying round at the
back; and they were not likely to search so close at hand.
e was more secure there than he would have been much
farther out in the fields, where whole companies and squads
of men were searching in all directions, But of his own
safety, at the time, Sam thought nothing.

The cage seemed hopeless enough. ézlmu.ld he dash into
the garage, revolver in hand, and try to get Stephen away
by force? Things wge so desperate that Sam felt ready to
a}ttﬂw_u;t it. But direlcly afterwards he gave up the idea as
chilaist,

“It could only mean both of us being shot down,” he
mused, ‘“an’ they’d shoot their prisoner fivst, if it came to
that. There’s somebody giving orders again.”

It was a very short time before Stephen was marched off
by the guard, the lieutenant accompanying them, and Sam
caught sight of them as they passed down the road.

*“That’s it; they’re goin’ to take him to headquarters,
wherever that is,” said Sam to himself. I must find out
where he goes, at any cost.”

To follow the departing Prussians at all closely as they
went along the road was not possible. Sam knew his best
plan was to get back to the post of vantage on the hillock,
and watch the dirvection they took. IHe began to hurry back
again along the ditch.

A squad of Prussians, while Sam was by the garage, had
been searching the hillock, tramping over every part of it,
and thrusting their bayonets into every bush. They had now
passed on, satisfied that there was no one upon i, and as
the place was not likely to be searched twice, the young
scout reckoned it a safe harbour. He crept back among the
bushes, and, commanding a view of the road, was able to see
which way the escort went. They only a red as a dark
blur on the road, but Sam’s eyes were keen, and he saw
them skirt round the village by a by-road and make for the
dark block of buildings beyond. :

“That’ll be their depot, or headquarters,” mnged San.
‘““Whatever hsppens they aren’t likely to call out a fivin’-
party in the dmﬁ,(, if they do condemn Steve. They’ll keep
him there till morning, anyhow, and, of course, he’ll be
under lock and key. There’s nothing more to be done till
the neighbourhood quiets down a bit, ar’ these beastly
promenadin’ riflemen get back to their 1  acks. They’ll
have to give the search up soon. Fools! I'd be a mjle away
by now, if escapin’ was what I was after.”

He composed himself to wait with as much patience as he
might, though his thoughts were gloomy enough. The
CGermans took a long time to settle down; for fully another
two hours they sccured the neighbourhood far and wide,

Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 93..

e

TOM MERRY & C0.'S HOME-GOMING " '™ o=t Breodmpouny,eracer



A 'S S ozl AR (o pERERT T s YR

making plenty of noise over it, and mounted men were riding
hither and thitlier about the voads. Either they had very
little to do and were glad of a job, Sam thought, or else
they attached an immense importance to catching the stray
refugee from the Condor.

For half the night there were too many men about between
Nam and the village for him to go in that direction with
rauch likelihood of success. Sentries or pickets on duty he
could have passed much more easily; but with riflemen mov-
ing in all directions, there was every chance of one of them
blundering on to him by accident, as will happen to the best
of scouts. And Sam did not forget that Stephen’s hopes,
slender as they were, rested cn him alone

It was long after midnight that, having made a wide
detour, ha stalked his way in towards the place where he
thought Stephen had been taken, and, lying in a patch of
dry bracken on the side of a slope, he took as good a view
of it as the distance and darkness would let him

“It’s an old manor-house they've using as a base,” he
thought, **till they get marching orders. Strong-looking
place, too. Stephen’ll be there, it's pretty sure.

“And now, what's to be ‘done? There are only two
sources of help, an’ neither of them any good. The Condor's
one, General Blake's the other, but it'd take half a
day to reach him, an’ then he could do nothing, that I can
see.” Sam paused. ““ Well, as we're at a deadlock, I'll go
an’ reconnoitre the place at close quarters. I can’t be off
an’ do aothing while Steve may be under death-sentence.
An’ if the sweeps do shoot him, they may shoot me, too,”
he added bitterly. *‘ Here goes!”

Never did Sam stalk more skilfully, or more quietly. e
felt it was a forlorn hope. There were two pickets some
distance off the buildings, and, waiting his chance, the Grey-
friars scout stole past the patrols that moved between these,
and did it with safety. They kept to their work with
machine-like discipline, but not a man dreamed that an
enemy was within miles of him, nor that the hunted fugitive
who had been abandoned by the airship, would dare come
near their headquarters.

When past the pickets, Sam was able to see that a tract
of scrubby bushes and a wide, dry mouat lay between him
and the low wing of the house that was just in front. The
walls were covered with ivy, and he could make out one or
two narrow apertures that looked like very small windows.
It oceurred to Sam that rooms with such windows, behind a
stone wall, would be very likely places for prisoners to be
onsconced in,

A sentry was pacing round and round the house, at a fair
distance from the walls on account of the moat. and patl.
He appeared every minute or so, at regular intervals, o,_xgi_éhr ,
scout lay in cover and watched him cavefuliys . oo

“The beggars are more like pieces of clockwork than
sentries,” murmured Sam, * This is much easier work than
scoutin' round s wideawake corps in the open after they’ve
been shot at & bit. I'll get past that chap an’ see if I can
make anything of the house at close quarters. Those bushes
next the wall will give shelter.”

Just what he expected to do, Sam hardly knew. But some-
thing told him that he was close on Stephen's track, and
after half an hour's cautious moving forward, covering the
ground foot by foot, and lying quiet whenever the sentry
passed, Sam reached the dry moat and got into it. Thence
it was not long before he fouad hiruself crouching behind
some holly bushes that giew next the wall.

The next move was rather doubtful, and Sam began to think
that, beyond a clever piece of stalking, he had not accom-
plished inuch. He remained there for sowe time, thinking
matters over, when a sound fell on his ear that made his
blood run quicker, and he listened eagerly.

It was only a low, melancholy whistle, but beth the
whistle and the tune were familiar to Sam, and he knew
they came from his brother. The air was the old school
song of Creyfriars—and of many other public schools for
that matter, if the words ave altered—with the ¥rench re-
frain: * Vive la Compagnie.”

Poor Stephen, there was little enough ‘company’ for
him that mght. Sam guessed well enough what it meant—
his brother was trying to keep his spirits up during the sleep-
less hours, It was a rather diﬁnmrun(l cheerless whistling,
naturally, und it seemed to come from somewhere overhead
and to the left. ¥

The sentry evidently heard it on his next rvound, for he
halted and turned his head. Realising what it was, he paced
on again, and Sam eagerly listened to locate the sound. He
decided it came from the next window but one.

These windows, if such they could be called, were only
unglazed opeaings, two feet square, in the stone wall, and
guarded with very strong bavs of iron. They were about
nine feet from the ground, the cells being on the lowest

floor, and the walls were covered with thick-stemmed ivy.
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“That's the one!” thought Sam, gazing at thé
aperture. By gum, I wonder whether the sentr;
spot me if I were hangin’ on, close in the ivy? I do
lieve he could, an’ I'm bound to try it now, anywa;
have a word with Steve, if I'm shot for it!” |

When next the coast was clear, Sam glided out
bushes, and very quickly and quietly he climbed u
ivy, rustling the leaves as little as possible. The
stems and branches gave ample hold for hands ani
The sentry passed again, and Sam fattened himself |
wall and remained motiontess. When the Germal
passed, Sam gave a very low whistle at the window’s
g, and ** Vive la Compagnie ’ stopped.

** Steve !”” whispered Sam. !

;ll‘hm-e was a ¢tifled exclamation from the interior#
cell,

“Sam! Is that you?”

“Yes; don’t make a sound that you can help. Com
here an’ whisper. You're alone in there, aren’t you!

“Yes. There’'s a sentry patrollin’ the passage,
They've got me safe enough.”

“Can you reach the window !’ {

‘“Not without help. It’s out of reach. Ts there anyl
of loosening those bars?’ whispered Stephen. i

Sam examined them.

“No. And it’d take two days’ work with a file,
them. The place is built like a prison.” g

“1 knew there was no gettin’ out,” said Stephen di
lately. * Look out they don’t catch yon, too. 1 say,
hard luck the Condor leavin’ us like that.” |

“Yes; never mind that, now. What's goin’ to
Have they told you anything?”’

“There’s an old tiger of a colonel, who seems K|
bavin’ me shot He's sent to Prince Frederick or so
to ask about it. He said I needn’t hope to be let off.

“I don’t believe it,”’ muttered Sam, between hid
“They can't be such sweeps!”

“Why, old chap, youn know we've always expects
they got hold of us. 1 say, get down, Sam
Stephen hurriedly. ** Somebody’s comin’ along the p

Sam climbed down a foot or two, to bring his head
the level of the window, and stayed there motionless,
beating heart.

Inside the cell, Stephen listened to the sha

nd the jingle of spurred heels. Th
37«:'%: t’rgssiun coronel strode in.

How the Condor Made a Capture.

1

z

Al

" ently ; , for hisl
and boots were splashed with fresh mud. His escor
with him, one of them carrying a lamp, and he look
Stephen grimly. |

“A message has arrived, with which T am to acg
you,” he said. ‘' Your life is forfeit, on several counj
all military law as we understand it in Prussia.”

Stephen made no reply.

“1t is left in my hands to carry out the sentence,
the colonel gruffly; ‘but for the peculiar nature
case there would have been no need to wait so long!
are very rightly sentenced, but your life will be spad
one condition.”

“ What is that 7 said Stephen. 4

“That you give us a full description of this aeroplal
whose crew you are a member,” said the colonel-
mechanism, engines, method of working, the nature
explosives she carries, and how they are projected.
are, of course, well acquainted with her various s
which you will deseribe for the benefit of the German 2
Corps officers.  If this information is considered satisfa
your sentence will be cancelled, and your liberty given

“ Meaning that I'm to betray the Condor’s secrets ini
hands of Germany,” said Stephen.

“If you choose to put it that way—yes.”

“And if 1 don’t?” 3

“Tn that case,” said the colonel drily, *you will ba
at noon.”

“Thank you! I refuse, of course,’

Thea colonel shrugged his shoulders.

“You have till noon to consider,” he said, turning 4
“Tf you do not agree to the terms offered by that timé
firing-party will be ordered up without further parley
the sentence carried out.”

The cell-door was slammed once more, and Stephen
silently listening to:the footsteps of the guard dying a
He looked up at the window, and saw the outline o
brother’s head reappearing.

“Did you hear what they said?"” asked Stephen.

“Yes,” muttered Sam. ‘I felt like shooting the
butcher, if it'd do any good !”

)

said Stephen,
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y mean business. They'll have me out soon,” said
e was o pause of some moments. 2 :
lis is ghastly !’ whisepred Sam. *°1 wish T were in
Id boy, instead of you. Something must be done.
loould——couldn’t you say something about the Condor ?
b betray the secrets—you don’t know them, for that
. But to—to make up something, so as to lead them
 scont, you know, as if you were givin’ her away 1”
te was another pause. :
®6." said Stephen, “1 can’t do that. You wouldn’t do
0, if you were here in my shoes. There are worse
B than being shot.”

b was silent, for, wretched as he felt at the prospec’t,
wed with his brother. An officer bearing the King’s
sion—though only a cadet—could not purchase his
g sham betrayal and a string of falsehoods.
not goin’ 1o truckle to the brutes!” said Stephen
. “Tven if T did, they wouldn't be humbugged by
Bhey’ro not fools.” 2% :

‘thore’s nothing else to be done, T shall go an’ scrag
Butry, an’ hoy can shoot me alongside you, an be
8 to them ! said Sam desperately.

) . (o an’ find the Condor, Sam, if you
st her find you. I don’t know what she
) my only possible chance. Carfax is sure

an’ try to find us. Let him know where I

right, T'Il do it!” said Sam; though he privately
i there was little hope of rejoining Carfax. *8it
old chap !’ )
o't likely he can get me out of it alive,” said
3 “but i]’ll bet he makes it hot for ’em. They
shoot me for nothing. ~ I'm one of his crew.”
m I won't say good-bye, old boy,” said Sam; *for
any chanee I fail, I shall be back alongside you.”
tehed his chance and climbed down the wall. There
od for haste, sirice the eastern sky was already
ng, and the sentry and pickets had to be passed.
lad little time to do it in, but he managed it suc-
§ just before the pickels were changed. Then,
“well away from the neighbourhood of the buildings,
1 1) ~' n M‘inn‘. A » B
ing neat the ba ‘gﬁ‘dm of a cottage, Sam saw
lnen hanging on a hedge, having been left out all
. Mo commandeered part of it—a large cotton towel—
ffod it under his jacket. Then he made for the
it piece of ground in the neighbourhood—a small hill
| with a elump of trees.
g ondor’s comin’ back at all, she’ll be here with
laylight,” said Sam to himself, *“an’ my only chance
in’ picked up by her is to stick myself in the most
ous place possible, where she’s most likely to sce

|

reached the top of the hill, and, selecting a pollard
ree, climbed on to the crown ef its trunk, standing
| the short branches. He was certainly on the highest
it for a long way round.
he sky was lightening fast, and anxiously the scout
part of it. There seemed to be no sign of
Condor. Then, of a sudden, he caught sight of her
y in the west, where the sky was still gloomy, at a
jy rable height. She was uaif’ing along slowly towards
v 2O,
There she is!” exclaimed Sam. ‘ Now for it 1"
o waved the white towel vigorously, letting it flap and
ik in the morning breeze.
If the Germans see me before she does,” he said to
f‘ L, “it’ll be a near thing. I'm making a fine mark
bullet.”
he Condor was yet half a mile away, but time pressed,
Sam knew her crew would be scanning the neighbour-
from end to end with telescopes and field-glasses, and
tnew, too, how keenly they noticed every detail. At that
nee, once they saw the towel, they would be able to
gnise him easily with the glasses.
“was a bold move, for a party of half a dozen Uhlan
sors, passing down a road not far away, pulled up and
od towards him. It was only by good luck—for Sam—
 they had not their carbines with them, or he would
g been picked off very quickly, They broke through the
nd galloped towards the ‘tree, and, at the same
el the Condor, Sh(mtmf ahead, came whizzing down
irds Sam in a swift spiral.
could have yelled for joy as he saw her come. Before
Uhlans had covered half the distance, the Condor was
ng abreast the tree, a shout of delight and welcome
Hugh and Kenneth, and the next moment the aero-
08 %vervmg upwards with Sam aboard her, leaving
od Uhlans gaping below.
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“Thought we'd find you all right—couldn’t wait for you
vesterday,” said Carfax, stopping the airship dead at a
thousand feet up. ** Where’s Stephen ?”’

“Tn the hands of the Germans,” said Sam grimly. ‘ He's
» prisoner in the stone house yonder. He is to be shot at
nou!l.”

“ Good heavens!”
he was eaptured.”

“That’s what I'm here for, sir,” said Sam. “I want to
know if you ean gave him. I confess I don’t see how even
the Condor is to do it; so if you can’t, put me on the
ground again and leave me, and I'll do what my two hands
may. It isn't much.” -

“Save him 7 eried Carfax fiercely, ““Of course we will !
Do you think I'll abandon one of my crew? Tell me, as
quickly as you can, exactly what happened.” :

Sam gave him the story of Stephen’s capture and the
night’s adventures as briefly as possible. ’

exclaimed Carfax. “We didn't know

“The lad’s a thoroughbred to his finger-ends!” said
Carfax, when he had heard all. “Those ruffians of
Prussians, to condemn him for what he’s done! Mark

this!”? said Carfax, his eyes gleaming dangerously. ‘‘If any
injury is done him, this infernal country shall pay the
penalty ! T will withdraw my decision, and destroy every
city in it within the week, If butchery is théir motto, they
shall have it back from me!”

“7T would rather Steve were pulled out of the fire instead,
sir,” said Sam. I want him saved, not sacrificed. If he
had fallen in open fightifig, I would say nothing.”

“We will have him back here, alive and sound, before
noon,” said Carfax. ‘‘ And now to consider how it is to be
done. We must not blunder.” =

There was silence as the Condor’s chief went to the side
and looked long and carefully through his powerful tele-
scope at the house where Stephen lay in durance vile.
The problem was a difficult one, and Sam thought the
aeronaut seemed at a loss.

“Why not steer over the house, signal the colonel, and
threaten to destroy the regiment if Stephen is not given up,
sir 7’ suggested Sam. ‘‘'They would have to agree.”

Carfax tapped the floor of the bridge impatiently with
his foot.

“TPhere’s the rub,” he said. *“‘ We have not a shell nor
a petrol-bomb on board. I have cleared out the last of my
stock of explosives since we agreed not to use them; and
carrying them is dangerous to the vessel in scouting work,
through the risk of stray bullets entering the magazine. If
they took me at my word, I should be helpless.”

Sam’s heart fell, for he had been counting on his plan.

“We might try to bluff them,” added Carfax, ‘“but the
time is too short to risk a failure. Besides, they might shoot
their prisoner as soon as they received the threat, and
seatter, for they are but a small force, and could move where
they pleased.”

“T fear that’s right,” said Kenneth; ‘‘ and their superiors
would blame them for giving up anyone they captured from
the Condor.  They’re hot about her.”

“That message condemning Stephen must have come
from headquarters,” put in Ilugh; “either from the
commander-in-chief, or from the Crown Prince’s division.”

“The commander-in-chief?” said Sam desperately.
“Well, then, let’s make for headquarters, and get hold of
the biggest prisoner we can, and hold him hostage for
Stephen's safety. An eye for an eye!”

“You've hit it!” exclaimed Carfax, striking the rail of
the bridge. “It shall be done! Put her round, lads—
south-west, and full speed ahead !”

Away went the Condor, spinning along at her fastest pace
t}mmg the skies, and Sam’s idea was approved of by all
three.

“The difficulty will be to get hold of the man we want,”
said Carfax. ‘“He must be someone of high importance,
and the capture will not be easy-—there is so little time to
spare. But I am willing to take any risk after what you
gu\'o’h)hl me. Fit a fresh cartridge-belt to the Maxim,
Jam.”

The Condor had not gone very far—perhaps a dozen miles
—when Kenneth, being on the look-out, called the attention
of the others to a large body of German troops far below,
with guns, cavalry, and baggage-trains.

“Hallo}” said Carfax. “I ought to know that outfit.
Hold on, and let us see.”

He stopped the Condor’s way, letting her glide along very
gently, and examined the force below.

“1 thought so!” he said. *‘It's the Crown Prince's
division. They've struck camp, and are on the march
again,”
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. ‘“Youre right, sir,” said Keunneth, who had the big tele-
scope, “‘for that's Prince Frederick himself, or I’'m much
mistaken, riding with the officers at the head of the cavalry
brigade, out on the heath.”

‘“Prince Frederick’s division 7’ echoed Sam,

‘' By George, then there’s no need to go any further!”
said Carfax, his eyes glistening st rangely. * We should find
the prisoner we want out of these—if we can get him !

“They can see us hanging over them,” said Hugh.

“We're so high that we must look like a speck to them,”
Kenneth replied. ““It’s only with the telescope we can make
anything of them at this distance, and they don’t seem
much disturbed.  Suppose they know we've given up
dropping explosives.”

“They’ve yet to learn that the Condor is dangerous in
more ways than one,” said Carfax grimly. ¢ Stand by the
engines thore, we may want our highest speed in a hurry.
Now, which of those——"

“The Crown Prince himself !’
“Why not take him?
refuse for Stephen !”

‘“ Ay, lad, that’'s what T meant, but he’s little likely to
offer us the chance,” said Carfax; ““and while he’s with the
whole cavalry brigade——""

*“Not he! Soe, there he rides across the heath with his
staff 1" cried Sam. “If that’s the man you pointed out !”

The cavalry were well out on the right flank, trotting
over the open, a quarter of a mile from the main column.,
And the officer riding with his staff—evidently a person of
distinction—had  just left the brigade and was cantering
across the heath with four others in attendance, making
for the main body of his column—some distance away, as
has been said.

“By the powers, Sam's right!” cried Carfax.
tight ! - Down with her " :

‘Then came one of those bullet-like rushes which the aero-
plano made in moments of great emergency. Sam felt the
wind roar in his ears as the Condor came swooping down
out of the clouds, there was a wrench, a long swerve, and
the next thing he knew she was skimming along like a
swallow only a foot or two above the heather, her under
supports triced up, and the five uniformed horsemen not
two hundred yards in front of her,

A great tumult of distant shouting was heard, and the
Condor, increasing her speed again, swept after the horse-
men.  They, for their part, were spurring along as fast
as they could galop, alive to the sudden danger that
threatened, and making desperatoly for the distant column.
The middle rider glanced back, and Sam saw that it was
indeed Prince Frederick, heir to the German throne, and
the country’s virtual sovereign now thav the Kaiser was
absent. His keen, moustached face was visible only for a
momont, and then he spurred onwards the faster.

**We have him now!” said Carfax, as coolly as if he
were chasing a Prussian conscript.  “ Look out for the
shoek, and stand by to nab him, Get free of the horse as
quick as you can!”’ :

The wild race across the heath, behind the galloping
horses, made Sam’s blood tingle. The other riders closed
right in upon the Crown Prince, but the whirring swoop
of the great acroplane coming up behind made the horses
unmanageable, wel-trained as they were to all ordinary
shocks of war, and they swerved and scattered frantically.

The Condor dashed in pursuit of the prince as he doubled,
there was a cry of dismay, and the next moment the col-
lision came,

The Condor, going twice as fast as the fugitive, struck
the galloping horse with a heavy shock, the front of the
platform catching it behind the hocks. In a moment horse
and man were scooped right off the ground, and lay
struggling on the platform, amid a wild shout and the
cracking of the gtaif-officers’ pistols.

o these puny assailants the Condor carved nothing. The
nstant the capture was made Kenneth sprang forward,
seized the prince by the eollar, and dragged him clear of
the kicking horse, while the Condor soared rapidly up-
wards, the staff-officits shouting frantically, afraid to fire,
lest they hit their rcader. The airship suddenly tilted, at
a height of abows a hundred feet, and the hapless horse
slipped off the platform and went hurtling downwards to
the earth. o .

“ A quick des ‘b for the poor brute; his legs were broken,”
said Carfax.

The prince was dazed by the shock of the encounter, and
for a minute hardly realised what had happened fo hin.
He was a tall, strongly-built man, with a somewhat youthful
face, and when he stood up, in his handsome uniform and
white cavalry gauntlets, ho showed the same kingly bearing
as his father the Kaiser, Sam at once felt reminded of his
aforetime acquaintance, the head of the German nation,-
when he looked at the prismger.
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exclaimed Sam eagerly.
He’s an exchange they dare not

“Stand

The prince was unhurt; save for a shaking, when K#
holped him up. He turned abruptly to the acronau
“You are the Britisher, Carfax, 1 presume,”” he g
good English, in a curt, abrupt voice

:‘Yns,” said John, “I am he.”

‘Why have you singled me out for attack fro
all the rest of my corps?” said the prince, who wa
angry and ruflled, though he did not show it much,
: "B'ccuusc you are the nominal head of the naf
imagine, at the present moment. At any rate, the
the throne,” replied Carfax quietly; ““and I have
for your Highness.”

‘l"r{'n(‘u l;n-(lvri'(:klfrm\n;‘d‘ ﬂngll'i]y. "

A use for me !” he said sharply, ” “Is that vo e

“ Certainly.” s ol

“Indeed I said the prince hotly. ¢ Well, sir, yd
bably know the answer my father, the Kaiser, made
circumstances, since, by an unlucky accident, he hap
be a prisoner in London. Lucky, rather than unlud
vou, however, I imagine !

“I do not know that luck had much to do with if
Carfax. “Let me present to your Highness Liey
Villiers, who, with his younger brother, effected tH
ture you spealk- of.” y

The prince turned with astonishment, and gazed
at Sam. i |

“Indeed !” he said, biting his lip. “Well, that|
had better not be discussed. T suppose you are aw
the answer .my father made when the. British aut
holding him prisoner, offered him immodiate relo
certain terms? He said that he would allow the fact
capture to make no difference to Germany’s deman
that they could do what they chose with him! I ret
the same answer, sir!” !

“Pardon me,” said Carfax coolly,
brought to bear on the Kaiser at all. The cases ar
different. - This young officer has a brother—Sub-Lie
Stephen Villiers—no doubt you have heard of K
present a prisoner in the hands of your men. Ho
lying in a cell no great way from here, as 1 BUPDO
know.”

“What have I to do with {his?"” said Prince Fre
]Iiii‘ riiding-boot anping the deck impatiently.

t appears he i1s condemned to deat your o
said Carfax significantly. o . thb"x“ ‘

“By mine!” said the prince. “I have heard
about the matter. T did not know of his capture 1"

‘“Ah! Then it will be the easier for you to or
release,” said the aeronaut quietly. “ ITe was one of m
and he is to be shot at noon. In order { 4
unjust death I have mado your 0 )

Prince Frederick ﬂu-shedy. S

“1 see very well what you mean,” he said; “but I
given you my answer !

“Do you approve of shooting prisoners of war ij
blood ?”” said Carfax, calmly filling his reeking blac
“If so, it is as right for me to shoot your Highnd
for your men to shoot Sub-Lieutenant Villiers.” X

“You may do as you please,” said the Crown
curtly. ““Shoot me, if you pvefer it !”

“I have no intention of shooting you, Murder
an amusement of mine. I merely make war,” said (
grimly. “But my first concern is to.save Stephen V
Your capture must mean a considerable loss to Ger
T am willing to at onee release you if I have your
as an officer and a prince that the boy shall be set
You, as heir to the throne of a great nation, cannot ap
of such an injustice as to exccute him for having be
arms against his country’s enemies ?”’

“I will not say whether I do or do not,” said
Frederick. “I will be ferced into no action whatever,
so I refuse to give you my word. Put me down upg
earth again, if you choose, and I will do what I think

It was plain that the prince’s stubborn pride was
arms, though the airship’s crew felt pretty sure th
did not approve of Stephen’s being sentenced to dea
he would rather be shot himself than forced to make tef

“The best judge is the prisonor’s brother,” said C
turning to Sam. ‘“ What do you say, Villiers? Do
prince’s offer content you 7’ :

“No,” said Sam. “I would take his word, as I
taken his father’s, over any other matter. The one
I mean to make sure of is saving Steve’s life and ge
him free. If our prisoner won’t even give his word
it, certainly don’t let him go!” :

“ Quite right!” said Carfax. ‘“Well, your Highnd
propose to keep you aboard this vessel till Sub-Lieut
Villiers is delivered to me, alive and sound. If you
make no terms for yourself, your army will malke |
for you very quickly. I shall exchange you for the pri
who lies at Erzfeldt.” g

‘“no  pressur
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o that, you may make any arrangements you
J” said the prince, with a slight shrug. ‘I shall
none.”’
the matter is simple,” said Carfax. FulPspeed
Kennoth. Head her back for Husum.” g
Condor shot forward and went racing along the skies
more, and as she did so Carfax turned to his captive.
ark one thing only!” he said grimly. ‘If through
olay caused by your refusal, wo are too late to save
Villiors, your country shall pay the penalty. If
utes the death-sentence on him, I will execute it upon
My decisien not to use explosives shall be instantly
awn, and I will lay Germany waste from end to end.
put. warning or respite I will make a desert of the
land the cities, to the last one, shall be smoking ash-
'Xour whole empire shall pay that price for his

the first time the prince turned pale. But he did
Ve way. ;

@ Fohonzollerns do not yield to force,” he said. “I
wthing more to say.”

| Condor sped on her voyage at a speed that made
ind roar past her, and the distant line of the sea
ready in sight. Keunoth drew Sam asido.

n’t G;‘. chap,” said Kenneth; “the chief’'ll
ght.

are we going to Husum?” said Sam, who
ribly worn and anxious.

offer him in exchange, through General Blake. It’s
ost way. You sec, we can get nothing out of the
himself—you might cut him to pieces before he'd
ito any terms. Obstinate brute !”
ather admire him for it,” said Sam. “Yes, Husum
quickest way now, I suppose. But the time’s grow-
rribly short—it’s after eleven !”

o shall be in time,” said Kenneth; “and if we're
y any chance,” he added grimly, * you may count on
‘tho chief fulfil his words, and make Germany into a

oral Blake’'s force, now a great one, lay directly
i the Condor stopped, and down she went, till she
od behind the lines. .
Lhave your parole, of course?” said Carfax to Prince
TR | prince gloomily. !
cral Blake came forward as soon as the Condor was
P2t greeted Carfax.
, and his face showed his utter astonishment.
ullo,” e said to the aerenput, “you’ve got an august
cr there [ Whab in the world does it mean 7"’
b d Carfax; “and I want your help,
quickly as ever you can render it!”
3 few words as possible he told of Stephen’s capture
npending fate,
od heavens I said the general. “ Well, you've got
0 in your own _hnnds; but the time is short. Give
@. I will send it to the German lines by a
- a flag of truce, and they will communicate
nzfeldt by the field telegraph.”
8t s0. There is the message that should be sent—I
b written out ready,” said Carfax, handing the general
ed. despateh. Ceneral Blake at once stepped to his
ind rapidly wrote a short despatch himself.
e two notes will make all sure, if the exchange is to
ai; all,” he said, quickly sealing the one he had
0. “You have a right to dispose of your prisoner
choose—for he is fully yours—I want no share in
Stephen Villiers must be returned here safe and sound.
wm, the prince——"
ys in my custody I’ said Carfax grimly.
are the two despatches said tho general,
» the messenger, siv 1" eried Sam eagerly. T
o them to the German commander-in-chief instead
r galloper I
good plan I said General Blake. “ You shall do so!”
minutes later Sam, with the despatches buttoned
his service-jacket and a white flag fluttering in his
. spurring the fastest horse in Blake’s division
wards the German lines, while those loft behind
anxiety for the result.

=

The Ride to Erzfeldt,

ng between the two armies had ceased for the time,

guns on the far side. As Sam galloped out over th
ground, which was torn and pittetf wit}? shell“ar‘l)(‘l. ‘i)lul‘l:‘(;
previous fierce encounters, he kept the white flag
o full view, tied to a sword-scabbard. %
hout if, a bullet would soon have brought him down.
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or an ocoasional e.xchan‘ge of shots between the long- .
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He had over a mile fo go to reach the nearest German 91:{,-
post, not counting sharp-shooters, who lay nearer still. Sam
drove his horse at the swiftest pace it could muster, nor
did he spare the spur. IHe scarcely dared think how short
was the time before Stephen’s execution. K

“Get on—get on ! he cried to the horse, spurring u‘frg»h.
The distance diminished rapidly, till the sentries of the first
outpost sprang from their trench and stopped the young
rider. : e

“Talt, there !” they cried, in rough Prussian, their rifles
levelled. * What's your business, under that flag?”

“Urgent message to your commanding officer!”
Sam. ‘“Let me through!”’ :

“You can only go info the lines under escort,” said tho
lieutenant in charge of the picket, ““and you are not likely
to be allowed to return. Are you sent to Iield-Marshal
Von Strelsau?”’ g

“Yes, if he is the commander of your forces!” exclaimed
Sam. “T beg you to loge no time, Herr Lieutenant—the
matter is of great importance !” ¢

The officer, with exasperating slowness, as it seemed fo

cried

”

‘Sam, dispatehed two of his men with the young messenger,

and sent a mounted man on ahcad to acquaint the field-
marshal with his request. ™ 3

Sam’s two guards went on with him towards the lines, and
took -a most roundabout way, of course, in order that he
should see no more of the German position and batteries than
he was meant to. It added to the delay, and at-last they
passed the inner senfries, and came through the numberless
bivouacked Prussian and Hanover regimonts to where the
tent of the chief-in-command stood behind a sheltering
knoll. B

Here Sam had a couple of minutes to wait, and as soon
as a couple of staff-officers had been dispatched from the
tent on some business or other, during which time it took
all the young scout’s self-control to keep down his im-
patience, he was admitted to the tent, and found himself
face to face with Field-Marshal Von Strelsau, who was
pacing the floor, and dictating rapidly to a military
secrotary, who was writing at a table littered with papers.

Von Strelsau was a big, fierce-looking personage, very
eroct, and grey as a badger. He glanced grimly at Sam
from a pair of red eyes as the young messenger was
brought in. .

“Well,”" he said, in German, “who sent you here with
that flag of truce? You come to surrender, 1 suppose!”

At any other time Sam would have smiled at this; but
ho was too anxious to do anything of the sort. Ile handed
the two despatches to Von Strelsau without a word.

The field-marshal ripped open the first one with his
finger, and as he read it Sam saw him change colour. Then
he perused the other.

“Impossible I"* he exclaimed, half to himself.
be some trick!”

He turned angrily to Sam, with a flushed face, when a
telegraph-service or(\leﬁrly was admitted, béaring an envelope,
and saluted.

“From the field-telegraph, sir,” he said, handing the
message to Von Strelsau, and departing.

The telegram was evidently of the mogt urgent kind, and
Von Strelsau opened it at once.

“Himmel!” he said, under his breath. “TIt is true,
then!” He turned once more to Sam. *“ Do you know the
contents of these despatches?” he said grimly.

“1 do,” replied Sam.

“The Crown Prince is a prisoner—in the hands of General
Blake ?”” continued the field-marshal, his fa® suffused with
passion.

“No,” answered Sam; “he is in the hands of Mr. John
Carfax, aboard the airship Condor, now at Husum.”

‘1t is the same thing !” said Von Strelsau curtly.

Sam thought it was quite another thing, but he did not
say so. The field-marshal strode to and fro upon the tent
floor, a troubled frown on his face.

“Are you an officer?” he said, turning to Sam, and
looking him over.

“Yes,” said Sam. “TI am a lieutenant of cadets.”

“ Why are you sent with this message 7"’

“I volunteered to come, because the English prisoner
mentioned in those despatches is my brother.”

“Ach!” said Von Strelsau, eyeing him fiercely. “ You
are the elder Villiers, then?  General Blake offers an
exchange of prisoners, as I suppose you know.”

The field-marshal took four or five paces up and down.

“If it rested with the Prince himself, I believe Prince
Frederick would refuse any exchange,” muttered Von
Strelsau, who had a habit of thinking aloud, “if I know
anything of him. ~ Why on earth has he let himself be
trapped like this?”’ :

“1f T may say so,” said Sam, “it does not concern only
the Prince. If my brother is shot——"
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“Well, what then?” broke in Von Strelsau, bending his
brows fiercely upon Sam.

“The whole of Germany will suffer for it, and the
Condor’s agreement to project no more explosives from the
skies will be withdrawn,” said Sam. “1 don’t know if the
despatches” mention that, but it is true. And I will
prophesy, without any fear, that if this execution takes
place at noon, Berlin will have ceased to exist before
to-morrow morning."

The field-marshal erushed the despatches in his Land, and
the veins ‘swelled on his temples.

“1 do not say this as a threat,” added Sam; ‘“‘but just
a8 a plain fact. It will happen, as sure as tho sun rises.
And as to the fate of the Crown Prince, T can say nothing.
He is certainly in danger; if I know anything of John
Carfax.”

Von Sfrelsau paused, and tapped the ground impatiently
with his boot. He believed in letting nothing stand in the
way of military operations, and was the roughest of soldiers.
He honestly considered that Stephen, being a member of
such a vessel as the Condor, ought to be shot. But he found
himself b a dilemma.

“I must got the Prince out of it, of course,” he muttered ;
“there is no choice.”” But he still paused.
¥ “May I remind you,” said Sam, frying to speak calmly,

that it is a quarter to twelve, and at five minutes past the
hour you will be too late?”

The field-marshal glared at him in a way that suggested
nothing would give him greater pleasure than to order out

o firing-party for Sam, too, stared with a puzzled fro
which was indeed the case. ﬁ* Sam., The Uhlan said
But, glancing at the cased words, and Sam thrud
clock hanging on the tent-pole, % despatch into the P
Von Strelsau turned to  his colonel’s hands.

secretary. “Ts my brother alive

“ Let a message be sent over
the field-telegraph at once, to
connect with the mein wires,
and order Colonel Kuse, at
frzfeldt, to forbid the execu-
tion of his prisoner.”

At last the message was sent.
Sam still felt painfully anxious,
for it scemed to him only too
likely that the telegraph con-
naction would not be made in
time. The field-marshal noticed
his anxiety.

“You mneed not look so
white,”” he said gruffly. * The
message will probably reach
Irzfeldt in- time.  If it does
not—well, there’s an end of it.

You should have come he- 4 *
fore.” v

Come before! Sam thought
of the Condor’s swift rush “\\
through the skies, and his own AP
gallop  from  Husum. If ¥ N
.\‘L(\plmn met his fate after all,

Sam knew Carfax’s vengeance
would be none the less swift.
He would Jay the blame—and
vightly—on the Germans. But that was not
solation to Sam.

“T1t so happegs that I am sending a lieutenant of Uhlans
and two mounted scouts to Erzfeldt,” said Strelsau. ‘‘As
I am doing the thing, I may as well do it thoroughly, so if
vou choose you may ride with them, and deliver to Colonel
[luse the message which will confirm my telegram,” he
ndded grufily.

Sam was surprised at this, and supposed the field-marshal
not to be such a bad sort, after all, under a grim exterior.
He jumped at the offer.

“1 thank you!” he said.
like so much !”

“Very well. Tt will relieve my men of the trouble of
bringing vour brother back when he’s released. You will
have to look after him. I will give you a passport that
will pass you back, if shown to any of the military who may
stop you. But you must keep to the main roads.” £

ITe spoke to his secretary, who dashed off a few lines on
an officially stamped paper, which Von Strelsau signed and
handed to Sam.

“(rot out with you; you've wasted enough of my time!”
he said shortly. ‘“And, by the way, if your brother has
been shot, after all, it's no use coming to bother me about:
it. I shall not admit you. Sergeant, escort this gentleman
to Lieutenant Wagner."”

Sam was hurried off and delivered into the care of a long-
legged Uhlan lieutenant, and, mounting his own horse

much con-

“There is nothing I should
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again, wag soon riding north-eastwards with the office
the twg scouts,

“How far it is to Erzfeldt ?”’ asked Sam:

‘“ A fifteen-mile ride,” replied the lieutenant.

Sam had thought it was a good deal more, thoug
remembered tho place where Prince Frederick’s colum
been encountered was far beyond. The strange intef
he had had with Von Strelsau puzzled Sam. He difl
Iknow what to make of the German leader; but at pfié
his anxiety about Stephen overweighed everything elsd
there was no solving the question till they reached |
destination.

The Uhlan lieutenant secmed not to be a bad sor
proved a very silent companion, and did not care fo
versation—a fact that Sam did not at all mind.
plous{d‘ him was that the officer was a hard rider, and
to get over the ground; consequently they made the jo
gulqkiyt, and it was hardly one o’clock when Erzfclc{t
in sight.

Sam felt a thrill as he saw the old stone houge log
where he had spent such a risky night’s scouting.
longed to leave his escort, and spur ahead at full spe
learn the truth. For cither Stephen was alive an
under that roof, or else the message was too late, a
had been dead nearly an hour. Sam, many perils
had gone through with his brother, felt quite siek. wif]
strain. it

They reached the manor-house gates, and the sentry j
them into the courtyard. Colonel Euse came down

gaid.
The Prussian gave n
swer, nor took any no
Sam, except to receiv
despatch. He read it,
moustache, shrugged
shoulders, and gave an
to a gergeant and file~?
him. )
Five minutes later St
was brought down, bel
two guards, and Witi’l a
joy the brothers gripped

" Free Once More.
There was no need for
between the two, nor W
any place in which to say}
“hey had to say. Sam #§
to the Prussian colonel. §
“T suppose there is ng
to prevent us leaving, f
he said.

“Nothing whate#
growled the colonel, *
sooner the better!” K
Price One Penny. <] suppose you wish £

some guard with us?”’ asked Sam.
it any place in which to say what they
turned to the Prussian colonel. ;

“1 suppose there is nothing to prevent us leaving,
he said.

“ Nothing whatever,” growled the
sooner the better!”

“T suppose you wish
Ham, 7 :

1 do not,” sa{d the' Prussian grufily ;

devil, and welcome !” Bt
tll?‘ More like goin’ away from him ! chuckled
who was in the most buoyant spirits again at his relea

The boys left the place at once and walked rapidly ¥
the road, shaking the dust of Erzfeldt from their feet.:

“By James, old boy, but you can’t guess what it
to me when I saw ’em bringing you out !’ said Sam,
ing a long breath. ‘‘ All the way from Husurn to here,
been wonderin’ whether you were shot or not.

“1 jolly nearly was!” answered S't,ephen: e
marched me out into the courtyard, an’ the firing
had loaded with ball and were just falling in, whe
orderly came with a telegram for the colonel. He roi
and stopped the show at once.””

“ My word! Was he sick about it ?”

(Another long instalment of this powerful
story next Thursday. Piease order your copj
THE GEM Library in advance. Price One Penny
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had to say.

colonel, ““andi

. > ”',
to send some guard with us?” 3

“you may.
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to test the marvellously easy, smooth, and velvety SENT PO
£ ] o i sy gy B n ST PAID to YOUR DOORI
shaving powers of the ' LiaiiNiNa” SAFETY RAZOR, As an advertisement we send Dark Tweed or Navy

we will send one complete for §/- (and 2d. for packing Blue Serze. Stvlishly
and postage), together withs Exvra Buapes Fean. Sui:or (Stg;.;:gtl'a;ll”?z"m:"}i iﬁ?&legrl{f

Full ted instructions sent, but anyone cam use :
tho * Lignesixa * SAFETY Razor without fear. Being mmﬁ;‘t‘; ‘;}’?7 *;‘e-‘r"“‘fz'g‘;‘”,gﬁ‘;::;ﬁ’uém“l!

a simple and perfect, but without useless complica- - - . ot
better than others at h[i);her prices, and to prove this we will of 16/-in all. A Handsome present is given

peek's free trial, and return the 1/2 in full if the Razor and 3 extra .

¢ not in every possible way entirely satisfacto PREE
Catalogue of thousands of other bargains as
i gratis and post free to any address in the world.—Pain Bros. When ordering please state the following

90), The ** Présents House" Hastings 'Eng.). particulars :—

REIED (as a HU‘O Advertisement). 1. Your full height with boots on,
A REAL LEVER SIMULATION 2. Whether ercct, or stooping.

: 8, Shoulders square or sloping.
> D WATc H F RE E 4. Slender, corpulent, or medium.
I - 6. Chest measure over top of vest,
6. Trousers length outside seam,
D all Clever Readers who are able to reach 7 et o
. Trousers length inside seam,
the central spot of the MAZE. 8. Inches round trousers waist,

FREE on
receipt

Tt you have any other special instrue-
tions to give, by all means do so.  If not,
just leave the other detail measures to
iscretion, and we will take all respon-
and if suit is not the largest

Show
it to all

ili
nfl.vcrt.isin;: bargain you have ever re-
ceived, return it to us and we will vefund
you 1/= more than you-have paid,

of
Postcard u

7/6

|

M | oy e—— SEND 1/~ TO-DAY to
line down the path which you think is corzecy, and send y our sohu- BOOTS,
s, smolosing stamped addresscd envelope. W gusrantee to send | | CRAIG, CRAIG & CO. - per
joh (Lady’s or Gent's) free and carriage paid providing you are (Dept. 5) week,
, and with our simple condition. Send now to :—The il $ i
al Supply Co. (Dept. %), 42, Junction Rd., London, N. | § Head Oitice: 81, DUNLOP ST., GLASGOW. end size
B.,—You MUST show the Watch to all your friends,




hil dren, Animals, or Motor-
cnr' a |rosted Mechanical Tabe
leau Xmas Card of Father Xmas,

Birds, llolly, etc. ; Winter Scene,
Robmu ‘ete. ; and no less than Eight G ' l

esi rn ; Beautiful Mechanical Card F

PAIN BROTHERS' Annual * Bi

Value" Parcel of Xmas Oards. 8en
1/2 Postal Order or Fifteen Penny
tamps for all the following,

.ent post free per return, and be

dehghr,ed or we will return money. p
in full.:  Twelve Booklet -shaped
Xmas Cards, all tied with Silk Cord

or Ribbon, comprising thése choice Q}] e
subj cots : Thivee Benumul Mounted Country Views, Hand- 4
l'alnled Scroll, ete., in Gold and Colours ; three popular
Floral, Dusxg’ni' “Yor Auld Lang Syne” Card; Golden
Sprays of Holly, Ivy, eto, We will also send 13 Free Gifts
as (oilown a choice card of the Natlvity, Richly Jewe'led

more bupelb Bo klet Xmas Cards

» in “Art Tints,” G 1d-Mounted, etc.,
designs, At least 20 of the 26 °
Cards are value 2d. to 4d. each retail,
to fit cards, 8d, IHlustrated Catalogue scnn
of thousand of bargains in Cards and Pres?
young and old,

----- No. H.8. 1.
{trong Clock-
work Motor- No, H.B. 4
ear, with threo Tumbling
different tnter- Teddy Bear,
changeable covered h

imitation ftur,
beight 8} ina, 3
turns complete
somersanlts
when wound

bodies; size 6}
by 3§ ins. 1/3,
post free.

No. H.8, 2—Box of Guimes, size 8% by
6} ins., including draughts, race game
and lmlu (each with board) ; also domi-

d tull {nstructions, 1/
p."\‘st !;-‘m s ) i No. 1.8, 8.—Gent's (lur.h(-x Contains

twelve gold- 1|1|uu d 5 (lull slze articles : ,
Double albert, medal, pencil, easoe of =

re-fills, horscshioe carfpin, tieclip, ono 1% 3/9, post
! collar stud and three shirt studs and

No, HS. GSelt-flling Founwin ~Poir of Links (omplets 1o ess box),

Pen.  Half-Guines model. Usual g
full size; will tako almost any nib 3
fllla itself in a few seconds.
7d.. post free.

No. H.B. 8.—Lady's 1/3 g“t. llox of =
!{o. ]l]iil% 79—;}’0“;]»{:} Aﬂl}éum; ;}\cwellory. Contains ﬂl(ull~nlu articles : No. H.8. 9. \
- size by 9 ins. ; holds up- wrquoise and pearl long guard, gold- Electric Pocket Lam No. H.8. 10.—baday |

No, H.8. 6,—Gipsy Fortune Teller. right or oblong posteards; also plated ecurb bracelet u.ng necklet and Nickel silver ends, lmII metal plate with ru.r
‘When lever 18 touched, hand re- 60 penny picture postcards, and  pendant, two amethyst-topped hatpins, tation crocodile leather ring, which, when &
volves and tells your fortune. free gift of twelve pictures for 1d-plated bicycle brooch, enamelled body, gives 5,000 flashes ocauses hair to grow,
0 &lze and shape as a watch. framing, each size 8 by 6 ins, inket-box, expanding ring, and garnet-  oflight: size 8} by 2§ ins,  cations can bo makal
9d., post free, 1/8 complete, post free. set, brooch. 1/3 complete, post free. 1/-, postage 2. extra. ference, 1/&,

ol iatters PAlN BROTHERS, rue «rrtsinrs'novse, HASTINGS “(E
i

GASH"E’WPON | £500 - s PRIZES

ALL GIFTS FREE.

For gelling or using 48 of our famous Xmas Oards, etc., st ONE PENNY each, we give you a large
choice of gifts, a few being the following :—

Musical Instruments, Bioscopes, Opera Glasses, Olocks, Games, Steamboats and Engines, Plated
Cruets, Electric Lamps, Diamond Rings, Jewellery of all kinds, and dozens of other ifts as per our
large ].2 -page book, which also includes Watches (Ladies’ and Gcnt, s), Air Guns, Melodeons, Silver-
mounted Cutlery, Sewmg Machines, Phonographs, ete., eto. We give you something even if you can
sell no cards at all. - We also send you Baxlu wlars of our £500 Cash Contest and enclose the 68. cash

coppon gratis at once, NEY —-ONLY A POSTCARD with your
name and address, and 3ou wm recclw, the 48 onrda at once.
THE CARD _CO. 9 0est Willesden Junction I.ONDON
y
ON Handsomely bound and profusely illustraved.
offer is made to more widely elrcuhto ul
L . (usunl Prlce 6d.), & Ilmlwrl number of m.l- wo shall aleo
3 hu np icants for our 8d. * Pictorial” Paicket of Stamps
25N ifferent from Tasmania, New Zealand
N Congo, unused, co- a Rica, Queensland,
- ey Cape Colony, Canada, U.8.A, st of Ind
Gorman OfMeial, Grand Set of ."nnun. etc., al
TE le i, Under no circumstances can two pac
RS supplied to same applicant. 8end t.hrce penny
once. (Abroad 6d.).
Otir credlt- terms are for your convenience. They HENRY ABEL & Co., WHITSTA
A)llowsyr;\'l to b‘uv )wil,]mut d\«turbu’ig '}oour savings, T -
Our Buits and Ov " u your owin # N ﬂ- w— ,ﬂ.
meluurvmenla.lyunn:l:tc;::l gu‘r’)ile nf, good style, every A v "A
l;lt glnod. l“oml l’;ui);g, buttons, ln,.n;i m m m m q
finish—Suits and Overcoat vhie! G
m’:ln])'(je yo:‘u foel oulnfn)".n(h;: :uu;‘ \.‘;1; ) j.’ 48 ‘ 5' b
dressed, Prices 34/@, eto, or o

B/« monthly. Patterns, fashjon
plate, and self-measure torm

b @[o’
GROW A MOUSTAOH E.

A . A smart, manly moustache grows in A few dAAys at any age b

jeaWatlatosiar, “Mousta,” theonly guaranteed Moustache Forcer, Remember,
Roots, 13 @; Tan Willow, returned if not entirely successful, Boys become men
17/81 or 2/6 momhly Boot Booklet FRER magic. Box sent (in plain cover) for 6d. Stamps (3d.

68 pre
MASTERS’, Ltd.,97,Hope Stores, RYE. J. A.DYXON & CO. 42 Junctlnnkond I.m\don N (¥ muhrn orde

Applications with regard to advertisement spaces in this paper sk
be addressed to the Advertisement Manager, “The Gem L1br
Carmelite House, Carmelite Street, E.C.






