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and the gyrations both le and the waiter
went through in an argument which grf

warmer cvery minute would have evoked
loud peals of laughter from any audience
in a theatre; the third, a tall, slight man,
was City bred, grave, reseived, and self-
controlled; and the fourth, an o¢ld and
grey-bearded  man, was  speaking
earnestly, and adjusting his gold-rimmed
glasses continually as he gazed from one
to anotlier of his companions. All were
well dressed, all had the unmistakable air
associated with wealth and refinement.
But at that moment they seemed more
than disconcerted; they were seriously
alarmed. - .

Blake watched them for some moments
with speculative amusement. Then he
tapped the small gong on the table to
call the waiter’s attention. The sharp
tinkle of the gong had an unexpected
effect. The squire swung round, and, lean-
ing over the back of his chair, he gazed
across the length of the room at Blake,
his shaggy eyebrows knit together in
puzzled doubt, and an unmistakable look
of appeal on his florid, good-tempered
face. -

' The City man shifted a cigarette from
one corner of his mouth to the other, and
stared too, drumming his fingers on the
table, with an odd expression in his eyes,
as if engaged in a complex arithmetical
calculation. The old grey-bearded gentle-
man lay back in his chair, and, with his
head on one side ,he nodded deliberately,
and smiled, and the frenchman jumped
excitedly to his feet. He threw his ser-
viette on the table, fingered his collar,
pulled down his vest, and started to
march down the rcom towards Blake at
a rate as if he was walking for a wager.
But he took only one step. Then the
squire’s brawny hand shot out, séized his

_ coat-tails, and he@was pulled back and on
to his chair so abruptly that his legs shot
up into the air.

'

“Hullo, there!” shouted Tinker hoarsely, catching the pony by
% Just you pull up, and wait untii | give you lcave

the bridle.

to go on!' (See page 6.)

Blake raised the paper above his head
1o hide the smile he could not suppress.
When he locked up half a minute later,
he saw that the quartet was advancing
in his direction instead of making for the
door. The grey-bearded man was leading

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Plea for Help.

1 HREE o'clock, and I've tasted nothing since early
breakfast! That’s what’s the matter with me!”
Sexton Blake smiled as he consulted his- watch.
“ Let’s sce! Where am I? In Holborn, by George,

and there’s a capital restaurant over the way ! I'll have some

lunch, and then I'll feel better. Oh, dear, Tinker is right!

When my mind is busy, I forget everything, and time flies

away with me. I do feel tired now, though. Partly brain-

fag, I suppose, and partly physical exhaustion. I must have
wallked close on twenty miles since I left Baker Street six
hours ago.” -

Dodging the traffic flashing past, he crossed the street, and,
pushing open a swing-door, he entered a long, wide room,
beautifully decorated, sumptuously furnished, and enticingly
attractive to a hungry man. Handing his hat and stick
mechanically to a waiter, he sank into a chair at a small
table, and picked up the menu card. The restaurant was
vapidly thinning, empty wine-bottles stood on several of the
tables, and the waiters, resting after the etrenuous work of
the last couple of hours, were gathered in twos and threes,
exchanging confidences in whispers. At the far end of the
room a group of four men still lingered, smoking cigarettea
and conversing eagerly. s

They were-all speaking at the same time, and a curious
group they made. >
~ One was evidently a bearty country squire, big of frame,
and direct of speech ; another was unmistakably a Frenchman,
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the way. The latter bowed courteously to
the renowned detective, whilst his companions ranged up be-
hind him, and placing one palm on the table, and adjusting
his eyeglass with the other, the elderly gentleman spoke.

* Mr. Sexton Blake, I think?” he said. ** Will you kindly
pardon this unceremonious introduction, and grant us the
favour of a few minutes’ conversation on a matter of vital
importance to myself and the other gentlemen you see with
me 7’

As he spoke he extracted a small case from his pocket and
Jaid a card on the table so that Blake could read it at a
glance. -

- . My name !” he said. “ Possibly you may have heard of
it. .

Blake smiled.

*“ Sir Henry Fanworth! Your name is known to everyone
who takes an interest in the Caucasus. You were vice-consul
at Baku some years ago, I think, Sir Henry?” he smiled.
¢ Oh, yes, I know your name very weli!” :

A tinge of colour swept over the old man’s pallid face, and
his companions, encouraged by Blake’s cheery manner,
pressed forward. = .

“Then you know something about the Caucasus?’ Sir
Henry began quickly. ‘It is in eonnection with that part of
the world that we wish to consult you. My friends here—
this is Mr. Robert Deburgh, a gentleman of position and
property in Westmorland ”—and he indicated the genial,
burly squire, whose face now wore a happy glow of content-
ment. ** And this is Mr. Horace Stephens, of the firm of
Cox, Stephens & Milton, well known in financial circles in
the City ; and this is—er—Count de Lerida. a nobleman from

This Number of THE PENNY POPULAR to a Non-Reader,
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France who has long been resident in our country. We are
all directly interested together in- a big project which is not
shaping as we would wish, and we were discussing the best
course to adopt when you entered this restaurant, and we
decided to ask your help, if you could meet us somewhere
in a short time.

 Mention the place, and I will be there within the hour,
Sir Henry,” Blake replied. “I’m pleased to meet you,
gentlemen, and if T can be of service T will be glad. Waiter,
a small bottle of Beaune, please! I've had vather o tiring
morning, and I don’t feol up to discussing business until 1
have satisfied the inner man.’

< If you could come on to the office of my firm after your
Iunch, Mr. Blake,” Stephens suggested. *It’s in Grace-
chm(h Street, on the left-hand side as——"'

“T know the building ! All right, T’il be there up to
time I’ Blal\e agreed. ‘‘Good-bye till then! I hope when
we meet again we may be able to settle the difficulty, what-
ever it may be!”

The four friends _trooped out of the restaurant, and BlaLe
settled down to enjoy his luncheon in peace. He ate with a
hearty relish, but all the time his mind was ruuning on
this novel meetlng, which at least had chased away the dull
afternoon he had antlcxpatod and occasionally he smiled

amusedly.
“ Dear me, this is a queeL world, surely! One never
knows what the next few minutes have in store!” he

murmured. ¢ Mere chance took me to this place_. and, for
all T know, much excitement is to follow. Baku! - Why, it’s
quite one of the most romantic, most entmpnmng, most
cosmopolitan, and most lawless of places in the world, and
yet the vast majority of people know little or nothing aboub
it! Poor Sir Henry Fanworth! He’ 's aged considerably iri
the ldSt few years. I remember seemg hnn at a cxush at
Downing Street, when his name was in every man’s mouth,
and he was qmte the lion of the season.

“ But brave deeds are soon forgotten, and few would thxm\
to look at him now that his statesmanship and courage saved
the British residents in Baku from destruction only a few
years ago! Those terrible days and nights broke up his
constitution. \\ ell, he’s a fine olcl fellow, and I will help
him if T can’ :

Rising flO!D his chair, he paid his bill,
leaving the restaurant, ‘he hailed a passing taxi. Twenty
minutes later he was entering the 1)a1at1al offices  of
Cox, Stephens & Miltron. He was immediately condueted
to a room on the first floor, and there he saw the quartet~
grouped before the fireplace, -awaiting his aruval As soon
as Blake appeared, they all : ;

lit a cigar, and;

e

always in the Black Sea—and almost all of them British
ships, by the way—and yet there is still 1m1r~ensﬂ scope for
progress and dev eloprgpnt 2

He stopped. He looked around at his fuends pathetxcall},
almost apologetically. -

“You are a great aufhouts on this subject, I know, Sir

Henry,” Blake 1ema1hed ¢ I read your most mvcrestmw
reportﬁ some years ago.’

The old man laughed mnthle\sh

“I thought I was, Mr. Blake,”” he said sadly. * What is
worse, my friends had confidence in my ]udvment too; and,
actlng on my advice, they formed a sy ndicate with me, and
between us we stand to lose two hundred thousand pounds.
T'm not thinking of myself, pray understand that. But they
are all badly hlt even Mr. Stepliens will feel the blow
severely, Count de Lerida will be seriously crippled, and my
hfelong fnend Deburgh vonder, w ill ‘be ruined irretrievably,
and: through my fault I

His words had gradually died away to a heartbroken
whisper. :

The squire’s voice rolled throuvh the room protestingly,
angrily.

“ Hang it all, don’t talk nonsense like that, Fanwmth old
man!” he cried, banging the-table with his bxg fist. - You
are the gxeatent authority living on this question, and if I
had the money T'd follow you agamﬁegad I would! If it's
lost—well, it’s gone, that’s all! But [ won’t sit here and
listen to any self-reproach from xou' Fmendihxp is a better
thing than money, any day, and you're the oldest ‘and truest
friend I ever had. So don t talk that way any more. If you
do, Pll get up and go; "pon honour, I will!”
< £ You mustn’t attach any mmportance to Sir Henry’s self:
accusations, Mr. Blake,” Stephens said calmly, his steady
eyes showmg that self- command that carries men buovantly
over a grave crisiss “ Sir Henry is too chivalrous in this
matter. We all came mto it with our eyes open, and it will
}'lot be due to an error of judgment on his part if we siffer
oss.

“Dat is vat I have always mamtmuod I”” De Levida cried.
““Vat can anyone do ven a lot of scoundrels are on the spot,
and free to play the villain ?”

“Yes, thats the cause of all our trouble!” the squire
sighed. * There’s no law or order out thcre They seem to
be pretty well able to do as they like.”

. ““Well, let us hope we can devise some way to baulk
them,” Blalxe suggested cheerily.  “ That’s the purpose for
which we're all gathered here, T take it! Like all other
letlbhezs 1 respect Sir Honry for the fine part he played

on behalf of the Empire a

took seats at a small table as

while back, and I'll help hLim
- and you gentlemen, too, if my

if by previous arrangement, > .

and S}ir Henry _Fanworth MORE LUGKY PBHZEWINNEBs! services can be of use. Let’s

beckoned to Blake to join = ¢ see! You say you stand to

t}\cn' : lose two hundred thousand
“We know you are a busy P RESU LT pounds. How is that? What

man, Mr. Blake, and we have 2 x 1S thﬁ,‘ nature of your specula-

decided to get to work at : tion?

once, and not detain you by Sir Henry Fanworth was

untiecessary  preliminaries,” fingering the papers before

Sir Henry began. “Take a

S. R. HUXTABLE,
DEVON.

papers I want you to look .Example :
over. = Now, as regards our
difficulties! You know what
the Baku petroleum industry
is like? The oil-fields there
are far and away the most
stupendous in existence. I
speak of my own knowledge.
I the travelled the world

investigations as

! the petroleum
industry.

“T have seen the oil-fields
in Ohio. Indiana, Texas, Cali-
foyniia ; I have been in Galicia
and Campina; as viee-consul
at Baku, it was my duty to
make myself acquainted with
every phase and condition of
the petroletm industry; and I

Poplet :

CHARLES WATKINS,
ARMAGH, IRELAND.

Example :
Poplet :

Example :
Poplet :

J. PITTS,

Lancashir
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FIRST PRIZE of 20s.
VELLATOR HOUSE,

Phnotographed whilst Propesing,

SECORND PRIZE of 10s.
TULLYGOONIGAN, ALLISTRAGH,

Poor ChaP,

Perhaps Future Premxer.
. THIRD PRIZE of 5s.

JOHN McKAY, 72, ANN STREET, GREENOCK.

Poor ChaP. .
* Private” in “ Public.”

TWO PRIZES of 2s: 64. go to
Marsh Street,
P, G. BROOKS 16, Nichols Square, Hackney Road, N. E

: FIVE PRIZES of Is: go to
BERLNARD BACON, 8, Station Parade, Horn Lane, Acton,

-him nervously.
“*Have you heard of the
Brbl oil-fields?” he asked.

“ Yes. They are the finest
in the Baku vegion, are they
not?’ Blake suggested

£ They are -at the. present
day, but our property is as
good if not better, unleéss I am
altog‘ether mistaken,” Sir
Henry replied. Mr. Blake, we
obtained what is known as a
concession from. the Russian
Government—that is, for the
sum of two hundred thousand
pounds, we obtained the right
to seavch for oil in a vast tract
of country extending from the
Baku region almost to Tiflis,
ou the southern side of Mount
Caucasus. The = agreement
- seemed to be quite in order:
we parted with our money.

BRAUNTON,
Poor ChaP. 3

Barrow-in-Furness,

say, without hesitation, that,
great as the oil industry is at 11 BUSWELL 271, Avenue Road Leicester. Now we are in.a terrible
present in the region of Baku, Mrs. S. LANE, 70 ‘Windmill Road, West Croydon, Surrey.: plight. The officials at Baku

it is nothing to what it will )et THIAS,

become, 1 have seen the in-

W. Senr., 48, Manop Rd., Liscard, Cheshire.
w. SHARPLES 4a, Caroiine Street, Preston, Lancs.

say that our concession is sub-
ject to one already granted;

dustry grow from almost in-
significant proportions until
now - there are hundreds of
great oil-carrying  steamers

Have you tricd your hand at Fopliets yet? See
poge 32 of this issue.

that whilst we have the sole
right to drill for oil, we must
first obtain the pezmlsswn of
another syndicate to whom the
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right has already been given to develop that district in
other ways. We cannot go upeon tlée land without their
leave 1’ -

¢ And has permission been rofused?’ Blake asked quickly.

“We can't find ouv who the members of this particular
syndicate may be!”’

“ But that can be ascertained; surely!
perhaps, but in time.”

Sir Henry Fanworth almost groaned. .

“Time!” he murmured. *‘That is our difficulty. = The
concession was granted on the agreement that we began
work within twelve months, and there are only two more to
run !’

‘“'This is a plot I’ Blake cried indignantly. :

““That is what we all think. We have wired to St. Peters-
burg, but the high officials there say that they cannot help
us.  Russia is a vast, half-civilised country, as you know,
and it is mapped out into several huge districts; each under
a viceroy, with scores of the most corrupt officials in the
world, I think, to adminmister under him. . Eve_rythmg_v is
left to the viceroy, and he is at the mercy of his officials.
As long as substantial revenue is collected and forwarded
to St. Petersburg, the authorities there do mnot trouble.
They couldn’t do any good if even they were inclined. The
necessary administrative facilities are not at their disposal.
The Russian system of government will have to be much
more thoroughly organised before St. Petersburg can keep
touch with all parts of the Empire. So corruption and
bribery are carried on wholesale through Russia, and in no
part more than on the borders of the (faspian.”’

- “Then what do you propose?’ Blake asked. <

“That you go out there on our behalf, find out what this
syndicate is, and try, if possible, to save us from ruin.”

“ A tall order; Sir Henry,” Blake replied gravely. “But,
like you, I do most certainly believe that a plot is afoot, and
that, for some reason or other, enemies are at work to rob
you of this concession. Therefore, my detective instinets are
thoroughly aroused. 1 will go. But ako quite possibly
1 may fail in my attempt to -aid you, though I will do my
best.  One thing, though. I must go with full.powers, so that
1 can act as your accredited representative should occasion
arise.”’ i s e
- The four men had jumped up; their faces were full of

ope. - :

“You won’t fail, Blake!” the squire shouted. “‘No fear!
You're just the man for the job! But how can we thank
you enough? How——" : :

<1t will be time enough to thank me if T succeed,” Blake
said, as he shook hands with all. ‘““ Mr. Stephens, will you
see about the power- of attorney? And, Sir Henry. you
might let me have those papers for a few hours. I will
return them when read.” :

“T will arrange about the power of attorney,” Stephens
replied. “How soon will you want it? How soon will
your arrangements be made, and when do you hope to be
able to start?”’ -

“1 start to-night,” Blake replied, as he grasped his hat
and stick.  “Therefore, you’d better see your solicitor at
once. Good-bye, gentlemen! I can find my way down-
stairs . .

Not at  once,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In Strange Baku.

AKU! The city of the marvellous! = As Tinker gazed
out from the promenade across the wharves and landing
picrs, and saw the dancing waters of the crescent
alight with flame, shooting up, fading away, and then

flashing forth again in long tongues of fire, he gazed spell-
bound and awestruck.

“The sea is on fire, sir !’ he gasped to Blake. “ Why, I
thought that was impossible !”*

“There are oilfields under the sea yonder, and natural
gas is always bubbling up,” Blake explained. ‘“‘If anyone
throws a piece cf lighted tow overboard from one of the
many steamers yonder, for instance, it’s bound to set light
to the naphtha gas. Yes, it’s a quaint phencmenon, my lad.
But look around you. Is not this city truly picturesque?”’

Tinker turned his head. :

On the hillside skirting the bay was a panorama of white
houses; on the steep slopes at the back of Baku were large
cemeteries, with thousands of head-stones, giving an effect
as if there had been a landslide; the palaces of the oil
kings, magnificent public buildings, the splendid schools,
arose oddly amongst the ancient landmarks of the old city;
war-worn and erumbling battlements, and Persian mosques,
and small shops full of Caucasian earpets and filigree silver
goods and ancient weapons, were mingled together; tele-
phone wires ran like a spider’s web from house to house,
trams clanged through the streets, and electric light flashed

TrE PeENNY Popurnar.—No. 54. :

everywhere; and ancient - waterdarts and camel-teams
groaned and creaked through the streets.

A strange confusion of the ancient and most modern, giving
a quaint charm to old Baku, with its small, flat-roofed houses,
its polyglot population. Its streets are always crowded with
and winding alleys, its broad streets, its flaring bazaars, and
scores of European mansions, in which latter all the lTuxury
and refinement of Western civilisation are to be found; and
its polyglot population, Its streets are always crowded with
such a varied throng, and flash of hue and mingling of garb.
Tartars, Georgians, Britishers, = Lezghins, Persians,
Armenians, Germans, Bohemians, Lithuanians, and French-
men all rub shoulders there together. The East and West
meet at Baku; and while the ocil-smoke hangs always over
the city, it is yvet one of the cleanest and brightest in the
world. :

“TIt's a marvellous place, quite unlike any I ever saw or
read about,” Tinker murmured. ‘“ And what brings them

~all here?”’

“ Oil, nothing but oil!” Blake laughed. * The sea is full
of it, the land is saturated with it, it is oozing up every-
where. Millions and millions of tons of oil have been lost
and will be lost, and yet encugh is saved to supply every
town and village in the world. It spouts out sometimes to
a height of two hundred feet, and with ‘a fury that can’t be
suppressed; it goes on for months sometimes, pouring forth
without ceasing, turning the country around into a vast lake
of oil, carrying away homesteads, levelling trees, sweeping
all before it. Then it stops, and perhaps in a few months’
time it bursts forth again.. It flings up sand and stones;
creating sandhills and ridges where once was a wealth of
verdure; it changes the face 6f a country, wipes away old
landmarks, and scatters destruction far and wide. But it
brings vast wealth, too! It is the most amazing industry in
the world !” =

*‘And we have come here about oil, too,” Tinker sug-
gested. “It’s a rum go! I never thought so much about
kerosene before !’ =

*“And I expect you'll be heartily sick of the name of it

_ before our mission here is fulfilled,”” Blake rejoined. ** Come,

my lad, this view is very interesting, but we can’t tarry to
enjoy it..  We must get through the European quarter.
There are several investigations I have to make.” = :

They left the promenade behind and strode through the
streets. Here and there large prosperous hotels stood out
from amongst a maze of small shops, with men smoking
hookahs in front, and dim recesses visible through the piles
of wares displayed for sale. The streets were crowded with
swarthy folk in gaudy Eastern garb, whilst at the doors of
the hotels athletic British commissionaires stood, looking
as if they had just stepped out on to the Piccadilly pave-
ment.” As Blake entered the first hotel and crossed the
lounge to the office, he might have been in a London hotel,
go familiar was the aspect. Ladies in evening toilettes were
chatting in English, men in evening-dress were in the
smoking-room, bhilliard-room, and corridors: an attendant in
uniform was standing by the lift; the waiters were speaking
in French or Ttalian, and the strains of a waltz came from
the dining-room, where dinner was still in progress. Blake
hurriedly read over the names in the visitors-book, and, as
he stepped out into the street again, the scene was changed
immediately; he felt as if once again he was in India or
Japan.

He went from hotel to hotel, and thus a couple of hours
passed before he desisted. When he had left the last he
stood for some moments on the pavement in deep thought,
and Tinker fancied he looked despondent. .

‘I haven’t gained much by that search.” Blake said, at
last. ““I had hoped to see the name of some great oil king
amongst the folk stopping here at present, but that was not
so. There’s some secret agency at work to prevent Sir
Henry Fanworth and his syndicate from prospecting on the
property they have obtained by concession, and I thought
it quite possible I might get a clue if T found out that any
influential man was here whose presence it would be difficult
to account for. No such name appears on the books in the
hotels, so I'm about where I started. Let’s see. The vice-
roy 18 in Moscow at present, I understand. Then we had
better see his deputy. He lives up on the hill yonder.
Come along! He can’t do worse than refuse an. audience,
though that is possible at this hour of the night.” :

It was getting on to nine o’clock now, and Blake set oub
at a brisk pace for the deputy viceroy’s residence. The way
lay through a pleasant path with groves of trees on either
side, and the higher they climbed, the more picturesque
Baku looked behind, with the waters of the crescent dotted
with the lights of the stcamers, and studded with small
islands. The gates leading to the députy viceroy’s mansion
were guarded by Cossacks, and it was only after consider-
able parleying that Blake and Tinker were permitted to
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proceed. After a walk of a hundred -yards up a dark
avenue they reached the mansion, a fine edlﬁce, square-built
and lofty, and there they were recewed ‘by Armenian ser-
vants.

Blake’s card was taken to the deputv viceroy, and ‘word
was quickly sent in answer that he was - to be granted

admittance.  Blake and Tinker were conducted across a
wide hall, a door was flung open, and they were told to
cnter. A tall, gaunt man arose and bowed stiffly to Blake ;.

and, as he and Tinker took their seats, the door was closed
noiseless Blake looked around the room, notmfr every-
thing, as his custom, and the deputy viceroy's domineer-
mg voice broke the silence s suddenly and sharply.

“Your name is Blake!” he said. “ Well, what do vou
want? I only see people at this hour on very exceptional
business.”’

“You are Colonel Geroff?” Blake inquired.

< Yc‘s, state your business briefly.” I have
waste.”

Blake’s strong face grew dark, and Tinker knew he was
labouring under a feelmrr of resentment caused by the rude

&

no timie to

manner of the Rusqans address.  -But when the great
detectwe spoke hls voice was quiet.

““ My time is of importance, too, Colonel Gexoﬁ' he
replied, “but I am sorry if my visit has been paid at an
unsea,sonab‘e hour, though I can hardly think that it was
altogethel unﬂxpected However, I" will not waste time
La

“What"do vou mean?’ Geroff demanded anﬁnls s whilst

Tinker, too, stared at Blake.

T will not waste time by entering into unnecessary

explanations,” Blake went on, as if he had not heard the
anterruption. ‘I have come from Englaud in counection
with a concession granted to a British .And)cate and I had

hoped that the viceroy would have been able to give me
some particulars I am anxious to ascertain. In his a.bsence
I look to you for help, and, as I am a stranger, and repre-
sent large commercial mterests from which your countiy is
hkelv to benefit, T hope I can rely on your aid.”

“ Humph !’ Geroff muttered. “If I ean hel P
do so; but first, of course, you must show me
tials, for I do not know who you are, and, a
precautxon i must be satisfied that you hold t}
you represent.”’

Blake smiled.

“ My name is well known, I think I” he said, in such an
odd voice that Tinker looked again at him and then at
Geroﬁ The latter had flushed scarlet. :

" Possibly my name s even known
Blake continued meaningly.

“Pray be more explicit!” Geroff bluatewd
know you'!  Your ciedentials! Will you kindly produce
them"”

e imve not got them with me,” Blake smiled. ¢ Baku
has the name of being rather lawless, and, as they are most
impor tant—as” you can understand—I do not carry them
about !’

‘“But you c*ln produce them?
hither with you?

“0h, T will have no difficulty on that
‘augnéd “ And now for a word of explanation, if you
will allow me to continue. The property I refer to is in
the district of Manbalov, where my friends have the right
to prospect for oil; but another syndicate has refused them
permission to go upon the land for that purpose, and I do
not know the mnames of the gentlemen composing that
syndicate. © The Russian Government must know their
names, of course, and therefore I would be much obliged
‘if you, as the ropxesentatwe of the Rmsmn Gowemment n
thls region, w onI.d kindly give them to.me.’

¢ Manbalov "’ Geroff cried; and he rose to his feet.

“ Now I know what you are after! We have had special
instructions about Manbalov from headquarters. I am
directed not to allow anyone to go there until permission
comes from St. Petersburg. That order applies oenelallx
‘both to your people and to any others interested in the
neighbourhood. The Government fears that there may be
grave disorder if rival syndicates get there; for the people
are easily excited, and the authorities have much difficulty
as it is in lxeeplnv the peace in-thag district. If your people
and ‘the other syndxcate——’

Blake, tco, had risen to his feet, and his face wore a look
of amused. oontempt Tinker notlced too,  that: the great
detective was paying little heed to "Geroft, He seomed
rather to be on the alert—to be listening intently—as if
expecting some interruption. And Tinker;, gazing round the
room, saw that a heavy fold of curtain extended along one
‘side; and he fancied that the curtain was fluttering.

“Tt s impossible for the rival syndicates to “meet and
come to terms until I know who the gentlemen on the other
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side are,”” Blake insisted.
will not detain you longer.”

‘“1 cannot do that, for I don’t know their names. I am
only doputx viceroy, you must remember, and it has jv
happened that the order I have mentioned has come o hand
since I took over the administration of thls region,” CGeroft
replied.

“ Then I must * find out thece particulars xuthom vour
assistance 7'’ Blake said.

“T am afraid I cannot help !’

Blake nodded. His face was terribly gum

‘“Before I leave, I would like to tell you that I am nok .
quite a fool, and that T don’t believe a word you have said,
Colonel Geroff !’ he rapped out sternly.. ¢ There is a plot”
‘to prevent my people availing themselves of the concession
for which they paid s heavy sum, and it is hoped that they
will be unable to get to work before the time is completed
which has been allotted to theri, and 1 have come out here
to find out and thwart the scoundrels who are in leagne
against them. 1 am not easily baulked, and your assertions
are too flimsy to weigh with me for a moment, 1 am glad,
Lhough that 1 called—v ery glad—because——"

‘You dare to insinuate that I am in league against your
friends, *hdr I am not doing my duty, that T am not speaking
the truth!” Geroff stormed. * Hark ye, sir; we do not
telerate that sort of talk here in Russia! = We have a ver v
summary method of dealing with those who threaten the
officers of the Tsar! If T ring the bell- yonder, you will be
arrested, and flung into prison forththh' Don’t dare to
insult me, sir; and_don’t dare to 2 go_ against the law! If
you are wise, you will leave Russia without delay ! °

=1 am _too wise to do that, - anyhow !*’ Blake retorted
coolly. “As soon as I came into this room I knew that my
visit was not unexpected—that you were glad I had walked,
as you thought, into a trap—and that, in point of fact, you
arc connected with this matter, for some reason from which
you hope to derive benefit. \othmo‘ would suit you better
than that I should leave Russia; but here T've come, and
here I mean to stay, in defiance of you and of officials like
vou, until my mission has been satisfactorily concluded. I
have gained some useful mformatlon indirectly by coming
bere, and now I mean to gain more!”

Geroff’s face was purple with wrath; but doubf, fear
hesitation were in his eyes as Blake boldh denounced him
iu his own mansion, The autocratic Russian, accustomed
to see men cringe at his frown and shiver at his threats,
was §o taken aback for some moments that he could onlv
stare. at” Blake, = Then, with a smothered cjaculation, he
sprang towards the beli.

“You have brought your doom upon yourself!” he
shouted. ~ *“ You have openly and ﬂagrantlv insulted me!
The consequences be upon your head! I will fling you into
a dungeon until you apologlse abjectly, and promise to leave
Russia without delay

“You must first catch me,” Blake replied.
been a great draught ever since I entered this room, and
the windows are closed, Ah, I see you munderstand my
meaning!  An cavesdropper has been listening behind that
curtain to our comversation,.and perhaps I will learn from
him what you have refused to impart. Look to yourself,
Tinker, and scoot when you get the chance! Good-bye,
Colonel Geroft! When next we meet, it will be under
different ecircumstances, I faney, and you will. then have
reason to regret the treatment you have accorded to me!”

As Blake spoke, the curtain: fluttered violently. The
great detective sprang forward and wrenched it aside. A
man was fleeing down a passage! - Blake sprang after him.
Geroff gave a yell as Blake and the fugitive disappeared at
the far end, and a door banged behmd them; and Tinker,
dashing from the room the way he and Blake had entered,
heard the harsh clang of a l)ell re- e(homg through the
building as he rushed along. :

THE THIRD CHAPTERa
: On the Road to Manbalov.
LAKE, as he dashed along, saw the square figure of a
sturdy man before him, but he could not see his faca.
As he got out past the passage leading from Gervoff's
study, he stumbled into the grounds surrounding the
mansion ; and thus, coming suddenly from light:into r}ark}iess,
hie was half-blinded for a few seconds.  He heard the clatter
of feet, and followed fiercely, stumbling ‘'over a flower-bed and
‘falling his length.
Plcimg himself up; he dashed on, his’ eyesnght growi
accustomed to the gloom; and, after running fifty vards
further, he saw the man scaling a- ladder set against the
high ‘wall that encircled the. smal] demesne. ~ The man
quickly reached -the top, and, secing Blake in hot pursuit,
he flung the !adder to the ground in an eﬁ"mt to gain time,
and dlsappeand on the far cide.
‘ Blake soon had the ladder planted against the wa 11 again,
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and, mounting the rungs, he locked over-the wall. A horse
was standing there, and the fugitive was already in the
saddle. As Blake’s head and shoulders appeared, the man
turned, laughed derisively; and, setting spurs to his horse,
h» galloped down a glade. And Blake, jumping from the
wall, fell on a heap of stones hidden under a cluster of
broken brambles, shaking himself severely.

He staggered to his feet, only to see his quarry disappear-
ing round a bend in the glade. The great detective had

received a bad shock—the drop from the wall was much -

longer than he thought—his ankles were badly strained;
his wrists, too, were aching. To follow on was, of course,
useless; to stay where he was would be dangerous in the
extreme. And behind the wall, and on the roof of Geroff’s
mansion, a large bell was clanging insistently, and hoarse
cries were growing louder every moment as Geroff’s ser-
vants rushed out of the mansion. Blake knew that men
wero running -in his direction; he could hear their scurrying
footsteps. He started to move away, keeping close to the
wall.all the time, meaning if possible to get back to Baku,
and so disappear amongst the crowds in the thronged
streets. ==

He had traversed about a hundred yards, and he knew
by the direction of the voices now that several men had
crossed the wall and were searching the wood already .in
their efforts to apprehend him. Limping painfully, and
with teeth set, for every movement caused him pain, he
stumbled on, looking back occasionally to see if he was
followed. Once he stopped; he felt compelled to rest, if
only for a few moments. And he was about to move for-
ward again, when a large black cbject hurtled through the
. air and dropped to the ground a yard from where he stood.
He stepped back, and gave a smothered ery. For the object
which had dropped like a big ball was now stretching out
legs and arms, and rising to a standing posture.

“Tinker!” Blake gasped.

“ Great Scott!” came the answer, in a voice of hoarse
amazement. ‘‘ You here, sir? Good job I didn’t fall on
your ’aead, or I would have flattened you out!”’ o

““ You managed to escape?”’ :

“ Yes; but don’t ask me how I did it, for I don’t rightly
know !”” Tinker replied, drawing his breath in great gasps,
as he leant against the wall to rest himself. “ They hunted
me through the house, upstairs and downstairs, as if T were
a rat, and I had to run so hard that I hadn’t time to think;
and I believe that’s what saved me! Anyhow, I tumbled
out of a window on to a thick bush, and started to run
again, and a fellow ran after me; and I didn’t thinhk a
Russian could sprint the way he did! I’ve been all over the
grounds with him close on my hecls, till he went wallop
mto a pond; and then, coming against the wall here, I saw
a shed, and got on top of it and over the wall, and I found
you! But what's the matter, sir? You're looking jolly
green.”

“T’ve had a bad spill, and I’'m not the better of it yet,”
Blake explained. “ Do you hear that shouting, my lad?
They’re coming this way! We must hurry on, semehow !”’

“ Where to ?” :

“ To Baku.”

“But we won't be safe there, sir. That old villain of
a.Geroff will have the place searched before morning. He
has only to give his orders, and all the troops and police will
scatter over the city and raid every house in an effort to
find you.”

“ 1f we could get to Baku we'll be safe, whatever he does,””
Blake replied, as he hobbled along. * There’s British ship-

ing in the harbour, Tinker, and once we’re aboard and
under the British flag not all the powers i Russia could
lay a hand on us.” .

“ Hark! Do vou hear that?”” Tinker whispered execitedly.
¢ It’s the rumbling of wheels, sir. We must be close to a
road. You follow on as quick as you can, and I'll run
ahead and stop ‘em and ask for a lift.” :

“Good! Tll hurry all T can,” Blake assented. “ Run on,
my lad, and show them a piece of gold! They’ll do any-
thing for money if they’re like most of the officials here,
anyhow.”> :

Tinker ran at full speed, still keeping to the wall, and to
his joy he saw a small cart moving slowly along in the
direction of Bakun on the far side of the wood, and about a
hundred yards from the wall, soon after he had left Blake
behind. He rushed across the wood and dropped on to the
road. A covered cart drawn by a small pony was rumbling
slowly towards him; a couple of men in Eastern garb were
sitting in the front. Tinker caught the pony by the bridle
afld shouted to them hoarsely, whilst they yelled at him in
alarn, &5

“ Good !’ the lad thought. ‘ These fellows see that I'm a
European and they’re more scared of me than I am of them,

TaE PENNY POPGLAR.—No. 54.

g ‘THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

for they're used to being bullied. ‘“ Hallo, there!” he
shouted firmly. ‘“Just you pull up and wait till I give you
leave to go on! There’s a great official coming -this way
from Colonel Geroff’s mansion, and he’s lame and tired, and
he told me to stop you! You’re to drive him into Bakwy
and if you're civil he’ll reward you, and if you don’t ‘obey
me, you'll know more about it before the night is out! Do
you hear that shouting in the wood? Théy're cheering
him as he’s leaving the deputy governor’s presence. - Ah,
Em} glad 7you’ve got some sense! Just wait a mo., he won’t

e long !’

The men stared at Tinker open-mouthéd. - Away in the
distance the shouting was continuing ceaselessly, lanterns
were flashing - through the woods; that there was a com-
motion of some sort was evident. They scrambled out of the
cart, grinning cheerfully, and nodding assent to all that
Tinker said, and the lad, looking over his shoulder, saw

lake hurying as fast as his lameness would allow him in the
direction of the road. Tinker hurried back to meet him.

“It’s all right, sir; they think you’re some big official,’>
he whispered.  Just keep up that game and they'll oblige
us any way they can.”’ : =

Despite his pain and anxiety the great detective was
obliged to smile as he listened and admired the lad’s nimble
wit, and, as he got on to the road and advanced towards
the cart, his tall figure, his commanding presence, his fine,
strong face were sufficient of themselves to inspire awe in
the simple folk tremblingly awaiting his arrival. Return-
ing their salutations, he got into the cart, Tinker following
him, and the driver jogged the pony into a trot. They
rattled down the hill into Baku, and Blake got out of the
cart when close to the post-office.

** Get those fellows to drive down that laneway and wait
for me there; tell them D'l be back in a few minutes,”
Blake explained to Tinker. ‘A happy thought has just
occurred to me, my lad, and I mean to use it at once. I've
changed my mind about going aboard a British vessel. I'll
explain all to you when I return, but first I want to go to -
the post-office.” . :

““To the post-office ?”’ :

“Yes. There's a most important letter awaiting me
there; one that came here by the same steamer and train as
we did. I posted it myself in London a few hours before
we started, so I ought to know. You heard that villain
Geroff ask me for my credentials—eh?. He hoped I had
them with me, in which case he meant to have me seized
and searched before I left his mansion !’ -

““ He kept on asking cnough about them, anyhow !’ Tinker
agreed. -

“He did. I saw his game, though, for as soon as I went
into the room I noticed that curtain, and thought it was
moving rather oddly, so I got on my guard at'once. Well,
I expected all sorts of trouble coming out here, and, of
course, if I lose the power of attorney that Sir Henry Fan-
worth and his friends havé given me I am powerless to act
in their interests. So I did not take it with me. I sent it
by letter; it is now lying in the post-office yonder, and, as
Geroff will start his hirelings to search for me before the
hour is out, and placard my name all over the city, I must
get it before the post-office officials are alarmed at the name.
Drive on! TI'll follow almost at once.”

Blake hobbled into the post-office, and Tinker, watching
the street from the laneway, was much relieved when he
saw him turning the corner a few minutes later. Blake
tapped his breast-pocket significantly as he approached, and
his face was much brighter and a smile was playing around
the corners of his mouth.

“* Now, my lad, we're done with ecivilisation for a while,
and we're going to enjoy the wild, roving life that both of
us like so much!” he laughed. ‘‘Instead of going aboard
ship, I mean to get out of Baku altogether and to start on
the way to Manbalov. We've a long journey before us, and
over a rough road, but we'll manage all right. Just ask
those fellows what they’ll sell that cart and horse for? Let’s
see.  They’re Persians, I think. We'd better deal with
them, then, in their own money currency.  We'll be
treating them very liberally if we give them four hundred
khran. Offer them three hundred to start with, and let
them raise the price, They’ll close at four hundred, and be
glad fo sell at that, I dare say. Strike the bargain, my
lad. Meantime, 'm going farther down the lane; there’s
a bazaar at the end, I fancy, and there are some purchases
I want to make.”

Blake went o, and Tinker, delighted at the prospect of
adventure that Blake had decided upon, began to open
negotiations with the two men, who had been grinning in
obsequious deference all the time up fo this. Now, however,
when they realised that Tinker wanted to buy the horse and
cart, they commenced to haggle with all the Oriental cun-
ning at their command, and Tinker, fustered and disgusted,
was still arguing hotly when Blake returned.
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it was a tight squeeze, even for Tinker;, but after kicking vigorously for some seconds, his body

and legs disappearad, and Sexton Bilake listened anxiocusly. (See page 8)

% How much do they want?’ Blake inquired, laughing.

“ They won't take a khran less than four hundred and
fifty, .sir,”” Tinker explained ruefully.- “ I've done all I
know to get-’em to talk reason, but they keep putting up
the price instead of coming down, and—"

“That’s because they see that wé mean having the turn-
out,” Blake laughed. ¢ There’s no use arguing with them,
my lad. Give them the money and let them clear off. Then
jump into the cart and change your togs. There’s a fine
Persian outfit for you, and I’ve got another for myself.
We'll be.able to drive the cart through Baku and get away,
even if the streets are full of Cossacks, as will be quite likely
in the next half-hour. Yes, even if Geroff himself joins in
the search for us, T guess we’'ll be able to drive right under
his horse’s nose, and he’'ll be none the wiser. First we’ll
go into the Black Town and get a store of provisions. Then
we'll make for Manbalov.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
_The Mystery of the Stronghold,

- & S Blake had predicted, the streets were crowded with
Soldiers and police as he and Tinker slowly drove in
the cart over the cobbled stones half an hour later
towards the precincts of the city. Blake busied him-

self in the cart making everything ship-shape, and Tinker,

sitting in front, guided the horse and watched the lively
scene with suppressed amusement. The Cossacks were enter-
ing house after house; a small .squad crossed the street in
£ront of the cart on their way to the docks; pedestrians. were
being continnally stopped and questioned; but not one of the
soldiers or police cast a second glance at the ambling old
horse or the hooded eart rumbling along. In an honr's time
Baku had been left behind, and Blake and  Tinker were
laughing heartily as they climbed a hill close to the oil-fields
and then descended into a deep valley where all was dark.
# Are you sure we're going the right way, sir?”’ Tinker,
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asked presently. ““T fook this road because it was the first
that came handy ; but there are lots of others, I fancy.”

“ We're travelling in the right direction,”” Blake replied
cheerily. “I made a careful study of a map Sir Henry
Fanworth gave me before I left London, and I know fairly
well where Manbalov lies. There’s Geroff’s mansion behind
us to the right, and Ah, do you see that path running
through the wood, Tinker? It’s down that that man
galloped whom I chased from the house. He came out on
the road here, and he’s on ahead of us. It looks as if he,
too, was hecading for Manbalov. If that is the casc =

“ Would you know him again, sir?”’ Tinker inquired
eagerly. < 1

“Yes, without any doubt I would. He turned round and
laughed at me as he raced away, and I had a good look at
his face for a second. ' An evil-looking fellow he is, too, and
unmistakably a Russian. Push on, my lad; you can’t miss
your way over this rough old road, for it's the only one
between Manbalov and Baku. Keep the old horse jogging
as long as he’ll go, for T have a particular reason for making
a long journey to-night if possible. And if you see any
shanty of any sort on the way, don’t pass it without first
telling me. Now I'm going to lie down and rest; if I can
manage to have a snooze I'll be as fit as a fiddle again.”

Tinker jogged up the horse, which had fallen into a walk,
andlthe cart rumbled and rattled over the rugged, dusty
track. s - ;

Tinker sat watching everything, silently and intently; the
old horse jogged along, and Blake, despite the jolting, fell
sound asleep under the shelter of the hood. :

Five hours passed thus on the journey, when Tinker pulled
up and glanced down at Blake. The great detective was
sleeping peacefully, an* arm under his head for a pillow.
Tinker did not like to awake him, and yet he hesitated to
drive on.  For sixty yards from the rough track stood a
ruined stone house, and Blake had told him not to pass a
shanty of any sort. As Tiuker, in doubt, glanced a second
time at the ruin he stifled an exclamation of surprise, and
touched Blake on the shoulder. The latter did not move, but
his eyes opened at once, and he gazed up at Tinker quietly. -

¢ Well, my lad, what's the trouble ?”* he asked. :
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“ There’s a tumbledown house to the left there, sir,”
Tinker said, .

Blake raised himself on an elbow and gazed long and
steadily at the ruin. : >

¢ Humph! That’s one of those watch-houses erected .to
protect a petrcleum spring close at hand when there were
digturbances in these parts some years ago, I fancy,”’ he
suggested. ‘‘ I don’t think we’ll bother about it, Tinker; it’s
something more like a wayside inn that T meant.”” i

“ There’s someone there, sir,”” Tinker replied hoarsely.

‘“ How do you know 2’2

“ 1 saw a small light for a second, as if a man had struck
2 match,”’ -

Blake scrambled hurriedly to his feet.

 Ah, that’s important!” he whispered. “ We must make
o search. Good job I bought those revolvers, with all the
other things, before we left Baku. Turn the cart on to the

other side of the track, and drive it till you get to the small -

clump a quarter of « mile away. We’ll hide it there, and
then we must return. Meantime, I'll load the revolvers.”

Tinker did as directed. and the old horse, glad:-to get off
the sandy road and on to the scant herbage, haul®d the cart
with a jerk off the track and ambled along. Blake and
Tinker alighted, and when they had econcealed horse and
$1*tki1) the thicket, the great detective handed a revolver to
“inker.

““ Slip that in your pocket; it’s loaded in all chambers,’”

he said. ‘ Andenow come ulong, and we’ll see what sort is
the man who has chosen yonder ruin for his home. There
are plenty of cutthroat scoundrels around here, so we’ll need
to keep on the alert.”” a

Théy stepped out briskly, and, crossing the track, they
approached the house cautiously. It was as Blake had
thought, a stronghold, and a good one, too. Built in the form
of a square, it rose about thirty feet in height, flat-roofed,
and with one door of thick oak studded with nails. The
house was roughly but firmly built of limestone, and there
were a few windows on each side, narrow and small and
unglazed. = Blake walked round it, followed by Tinker, a
couple of times, ecarefully examining everything, and then he
stopped, a puzzled frown on his broad forehead.

‘ Those windows are more like loopholes for rifle-firing
than anything else !” he whispered. *“ And if we attempted
to force an entrance through the door, we’d arouse anyone

at once. But are you sure you saw a light, my lad? TIs it
not possible that you mad-> a mistake 7"’

Tinker shook his head.

“T'm absolutely cert.in!” he whispered back. * Ah,

listen to that!”

A horse’s whinny had broken forth so close to hand that
both Blake and the lad had started. And, even as Tinker
spoke, a harsh voice sounded pgratingly in abuse of the
animal, and the voice came from the upper half of the
building. :

** You're right ! A man is in there, and he’s got his horse
with him, too!” Blake murmured. ¢ We can’t go on with-
out first looking into this matter.. But how are we to
manage that? Perhaps we’'d better wait until morning, and
get into hiding close at hand.”

* There’s no need for that,”” Tinker urged. * I’'m sure that
I could wriggle through one of those windows if I climbed up
on® your shoulders. And then I could drop down on the far
side and open the door.”

“ I thought of that, but I don t altogether like the risk,”
Blake replied. ““If that scoundrel attacked you before you

had time to get to the door, or if you found that it was.

locked, and that you weren’t able to get back 2

“Even if it was locked, that wouldn’t matter,” Tinker
replied quickly. “T could get on the horse’s back, and then
I'd rveach the window again. And as for the chap attacking
me, won’t I have a revolver, and can’t I loose off as well as
him? Let me go, sir! It will be all right. And once we're
both inside——"’

“I think it’s quite probable that if we were once inside
~ we'd find a great deal that would be of use,”” Blake inter-
jected ; but there was still & note of hesitation in his voice.

“It’'ll be all right!” Tinker urged. “In three minutes
nmiore we’ll both be inside if you let me go.”

“ All vight,” Blake agreed at last. ‘“ But take care not
toc make a noise. Jump up on my back, and be careful—
very careful I”?

Delighted that he had got his way, Tinker was soon stand-

ing on Blake’s shoulders, and was crawling in through the °

window. It was a tight squeeze, even for him, but -after
kicking vigorously for some seconds, his body and legs dis-
appeared, and Blake listened anxiously. For some moments
there was no sound, and Blake hurried round to the door.
Then suddenly a tumult arose that sent a shiver through
Blake’s stalwart frame. The horse began to kick and
plunge; a hoarse cry from above was followed by the clatter
of feet. Tinker’s voice rang out, sharp and defiant, and the
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- force an entrance.

the plain?”’
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horse’s hoofs ratiled like the clatter of musketry against the
door, which shook, but would not yield. -

Bang, bang, bang!

Revolver-shots rang out in quick ‘succession; the horse
gave a heartrending squeal. o

‘ Tinker, Tinker,” Blake shouted hoarsely, ¢ get to the
door if you can! Shout to me if you're not wounded!
Answer me! What has happened? Oh, why did T let you
go in?”? =

Exerting all his powerful strength, Blake was striving
frantically to force the doer. Tt would not open; his efforts
were futile.. Despite his agitation, he looked for the lock,
intending to fire his revolver, in‘the hope of smashing it.
There was né lock, no keyhole; but the door was barred
and bolted inside with a strength that had been carefully
calculated to ensure safetly in face of the most desperate
onslayght, when the stronghold had heen built. -

“*Tinker,” he yelled again, * for Heaven’s sake speak 1”?

No answer. There was a tense stillness now where all had
been uproar a few moments before. It seemed like the
silence of death!

% :

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. .
; A Clue at Last.

LAKE continued shouting, stopping occasionally and
listening intently. The wind moaned, some bushes
close at hand rustled, otherwise there was no sound of
any kind, and the rough walls of the stronghold

mocked his strength. Again and again he hurled himself
at the door. At last, desisting in despair, he tramped around
the house, gazing up at it anxiously, grimly, hoping against
hope that he might find some way by which he might yet
There was none,

Hark! What was that? : =

A revolver-shot rang out faintly in the distance,

A shout! Another! And yet another!

And the cry was one of eagernéss and haste.

The great detective ran back from the house so that he
could see on all sides, and then he gave an odd cry that was
emothered in his throat, for a figure was running towards
him, and he seemed to recognise it. Was this the land of
the unsolvable? Those tough walls held Tinker a prisoner,
and yet—yet he seemed to be free. He was racing towards
him, waving a hand, and shouting.  Blake stood spellbound;
he felt he was the vietim of a delusion; he could not stir.

¢ Myr. Blake—Mr. Blake! Hurry—hurry !’ -

That cry, in the voice he knew so well, sent a warm surge
through Blake’s strong frame. It was Tinker he saw, and
not a mere shadow. His muscles became pliable, all doubt
vanished, he was once again master of himself. With a
hoarse shout in answer he sprang forward, and the two met,
running at full speed. Blake clutched the lad, and his warm
hand tightly gripped a firm, pliant arm. =

“ Tinker,” he cried, “it is you, then? You—and here!l
‘And when T last saw you, you were climbing into the fortress
yonder, and now you come running across the plain! My
head seems swimming! What does this mean?  What
can 22

“TIt’s all right, sir!?’ Tinker gasped, and his face was
drawn, and his Oriental garb was torn and covered with
mud. ¢ The villain bolted like a rabbit into a warren, and
I went after him. He came out through a hole in the
ground over yonder, and he’s got away; but—" :

“ Ah, there’s a secret passage leading from the fortress to

* Dunno what is it!” Tinker gasped. ¢ It comes out on
the side of a slushy pond, and I nearly got up to my neck
in it. The cur knew where the ground was hard, and he

. climbed to the top like a squirrel, and bolted away whilst I

was floundering about. And when -at last T got on to the
plain I loosed off the revolver after him; but he was out of
range, and so I doubled back here to tell you, and—"
“He can go. I’'m more than satisfied to have you back.
And you don’t seem to be wounded, either. - Let him scoof
whilst he can; we’ll be on his tracks before long,”” Blake
interjected, his face alight with happiness. * You're safe
and sound,  anyhow, and that’s all I care about just now.
Why, this is wonderful! I never expected to see you——
But there, we must get to work, I suppose. Show me where
you came-out on. the plain. And—and, Tinker, I can’t tell
you quite how I feel; but you know—you understand.”
Blake was still holding the lad by the arm. The great
detective’s face was shining, a great brightness had come
into his eyes; he was hurrying over the ground with tremen-
dous strides, and Tinker, still pantimg, was struggling te
keep up with him. The pace Blake went at, and the exer-
tions through which Tinker had been already, quite
prevented the latter from speaking; he had his work cut
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out to get along as it was, and so in silence they reached the
pond, and Blake bent forward and gazed down at it.

““ The hole is right under where we're standing !”” Tinker
explained, drawing his breath unevenly. -

“I see! Humph!” Blake murmured, his forehead con-
tracted in a puzzled frown, as, with his chin gripped in one
hand and the other still on the lad’s arm, he bent forward
and stared down at the oozing mud. - ¥ Why, I'm beginning
to understand! This was a lake of oil, Tinker, and the
fortress yonder was built to protect it, and an underground
passage was cut from -the fortress to the lake so that the
men on guard could come here in defence of the oil if neces-
sary, and retreat if hard pressed back to the fortress without
exposing themselves to attack. That's the solution of the
mystery. And the villain knew of this, and bolted this way,
as the best he could think of. But what happened when you
got into the fortress, Tinker?  You haven’t yet told me.”

“I haven’t had time, and I haven’t got my wind back,
and there’s not much to tell!” Tinker grinned ruefully.
“ It all happened so fast that it seems more like a sort of a
rough-and-tumble you'd see on the stage than anything in
real life. When I got inside I was spotted at once, for the
horse was plunging, and the cur upstairs flung open the
door as I dropped to the ground, meaning, I suppose, to
come down and quiet the animal somehow. The stairs are
straight down, about a dozen steps, and as steep as a ladder
to a loft. I stared up at him, and he stared down at me,
both of us mesmerised, as it were. = And the horse was
terrified all the more at seeing me there, and he began
backing the length of his bridle and kicking against the door,
and jumping forward, till I feared he'd flatten me out with
his chest and forelegs. I daren’t stir, and yet I knew that
any moment I might be under his hoofs. I tell you, sir, I
felt in a ticklish corner, and it’s a wonder to me that I ever
got out of it alive.”

“ Yes, yes; go on!"” Blake urged. -

“ And the cur whipped out a revolver and blazed away
at me, and I blazed away at him,” Tinker went on breath-
lessly. ““ Look here!” He pointed to his turban, through
which a bullet had furrowed a hole close to his head. * He
just shaved my scalp there, and I got fair savage, and
dodged about trying to get a straight shot at him; but the
place was full of smoke, and I couldn’t see him, till all of a
sudden the horse squealed and fell in a heap, hitting me
on the shoulder, and bringing me tumbling swith him. And
at that moment the cur came rolling down the stairs through
the clouds of smoke, and fell on both of us. He picked

- himself up, dashed off, pulled up a stone, and slid down out

of sight. T was after him like a shot, and I ran along,
doubled up, barking my shins and whacking my head badly
a couple of times against rocks or wood, or something; and
I was fair stifled when at last T tumbled out of the passage
and into the pond. You know the vest, sir.”
" ““You had an exciting time,” Blake murmured. “It’s
well it ended as it did. Well, my lad, I'm going to the
fortress now through that passage, and if you go back over
the ground I'll open the door for you. And—"

¢ Oh, I'll show you the way! D'll go with you, anyhow,
though it’s so dark there’s not much to show,”’ Tinker
grinned. ‘ I'm feeling fit again, siy, and I'd as lief crawl
back as walk.”

He slid down the side of the pond as he spoke, and Blake
followed, ~ Tinker crept into the passage, and Blake went
after him. The journey back to the fortress was far from
pleasant; the ground was damp and uneven, sometimes
Blake had difficulty in forcing his way along; he was glad
svhen he saw a faint light in the distance, and knew that he
was near daylight and fresh air again. But at last he
reached the opening in the fortress, and, dragging himself
up, he looked around.

The horse was dying dead, with a bullet through his head. -

‘As Tinksr had explained, the stairs leading to the upper
room were very steep; but Blake quickly mounted them
and gazed around. A pile of straw, pressed down as if a
man had been sleeping on it, was in one corner., Otherwise
the room was absolutely empty. Blake kicked ovo: the straw
and examined it carefully; nothing was hidden there.

For fifteen minutes he remained in that room, making a
most exhaustive examination. He tapped the walls, stamped
all over the floor, searched for footprints and finger-marks—-
all in vain. There was no clue; nothing to give him any
indication as to the identity of the man who had attacked
Tinker, and escaped so swiftly. Somewhat disappointed, he
descended the stairs again.

¢ The bullet “that killed that hosse was intended for you,

* my lad, and I fancy the scoundrel who fired that shot thought
it was you he hit when he heard the crash and tumbled
down the stairs.through the smoke,” he said reflectively.
“ If so, he must have got an unpleasant surprise when he
discovered that you ‘were following him through the under-
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ground passage. This is the only room here—eh? Then
P'm afraid we won’t find much to help us. There’s nothing
in the way of a clue upstairs, and Half a mo, though;
I may be wrong, after all.”

He bent down as he concluded, and began tugging at the
straps to loosen the horse’s belly-band. Soon he had the
saddle wrenched off the dead animal’s back, and he examined
it critically.

““ Humph! That’s not a Russian, nor is it a British saddle,
Tinker,” he said gravely. * It’s American, my lad. Now,
how in the world has it come to pass that a Russian has been
riding on an American saddle in this wild spot, and on a
new one, too? That's singular—more than singular! If I
could trace the history of this saddle, I believe T would come
upon some very useful information. If 1 found out, for
instance, the maker’s name, how it came to Russia, who
brought it here, who sold or lent it to the villain who's just
bolted—why, I'd be on the track of this mystery at once!
I'd know who the men are who are opposing Sir Henry
Fanworth and his friends, and their reasons for doing so!
At present I’'m-all in the dark in that respect, and, there-
fore—— Hallo! What's this?”’

As he had been. speaking he had been turning the saddle
over and over in his hands, concluding his investigations by
slipping a couple of fingers under the flap. Now he drew
out a crumpled piece of paper Spreading the paper out
evenly on his knee, it developed into the shape of an enve-
lope, and Blake gazed at it intently. His face underwent
a rapid change; when he looked up his eyes were twinkling.

¢ This is another instance of the truth of what I am
always telling you, Tinker,” he laughed quietly. ¢ When
circumstances seem most against one, success is nearest to
hand if we will only persevere. Half an hour ago I thought
that this expedition of ours had met with complete disaster.
Now I’ve got the first link. From this on we won't be
wor}l:ingfr in the dark; we can proceed step by step. Look
at that!”

Tinker looked over Blake's shoulder at the envelope. It
still was crumpled slightly, ‘and it was much soiled. But the
writing on the envelope was distinet, and the hand was large

and firm.
‘“ Alexander  Parvitch, Noukha, Manbalov, Southern
Russia.” Tinker read the address aloud and grinned.

“ It won't be long before re paying our respects to

this ’ere Mr. Parvitch—eh, sir?” he suggested gaily. “1I
guess youw'll have something to tell him straight, too, befors
this business is settled.”

_“ You've read that address very nicely,” Blake laughed;
“but i1s there anything else on that envelope that attracts
your attention; too ?”’ = :

: Tlinker bent down again and staved at the paper question-
ingly.

. Nothing else that I can see,”” he admitted; © it’s all so
dirty and 12

¢ Can you read that postmaik?”

““No; I tried, but I can’t make head or tail of it.”

“1 can’t find out much myself, but, still, I see enough
to give me more than a hint where that saddle came from,”
Blake chuckled. “ Do you see the figure ‘Y’ there? It’s
not the first letter; it’s too near the far side of the circle.
If you put the letter N’ before the *Y,” what do you get?”

¢ New York!” Tinker cried.

Ay !” Blake agreed, rising to his feet, for he had been
sitting on the last step of the stairs. * And that’s where the
saddle came from; and it belongs to the man who sent the
letter; and he’s in Russia now, and he lent the saddle to the
scoundrel who's just escaped. Wait, and you’ll see that my
theory s right—in this respect, anyhow. And now unbols
the bars and fling that door open. Morning is breaking,
and we must get on our way.”

“Then you won't try to catch the scoundrel who has just
bolted 7"’ Tinker asked, with some dismay.

““ You’d like to come up with him, I know,” Blake replied,
as he stepped out on to the plain and drank in the fresh
morning air. * Never mind, we'll find him time enough!
I would have tried to prevent him getting first to Manbalov
if I hadn’t dropped across that envelope, but now I don't
care. My, Paryitch is too big a man to be easily lost; I'm
certain of that. No, we must push on as fast as we can;
but first we’ll have some breakfast. Then we'll have a jolly
day rumbling along in the sunlight.’”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A. Bold Stroke,
THREE days passed, during which Blake and Tinker

continued the journey to Manbalev without meeting
with any particular adventure. Now they were draw-
ing to the end of the journey, and night was closing
in. For miles the country stretched out flat and monotonous
on three sides, but on the fourth wooded slopes arose amongst
THE PENNY PoruLAR.—No.
] & THE BLACK KING 17

A Grand Tale of Sexton Blake, ByS. Charke Hooka



10 ' THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

“high bills, an@ twinkling lights flashed out, growing in
numbers ‘every minute.

* That’s Manbalov yonder,” Blake said presently. “ We'll
just go on another mile or o, and then we’ll put up _the
horse and cart somewhere for the night. We'll stroll into
the town on foot. It’s not a big place like Baku, and we’ll
have to be very cautious.”

Finding a disused izba, or Russian peasant’s house, about
half a mile from the town, they left the horse and cait in
the yard there and walked on. Soon they had climbed half-
way up the hill, and were entering Manbalov. The streets
were wide and unpaved, the sidewalks formed of loose
planks, the houses low and irregular, with gaps of vacant
ground here and there; the shops small and dark, with huge
signs instead of the names of the owners; the aspect of the
town altogether cheerless and slovenly. They came to an
inn, a long, irregular building, and, pushing open the door,
Blake entered a narrow room, crowded with men. Small
landowners, cattle-dealers, and the chief tradesmen of the
town were there, all packed together and talking volubly.
A Raussian official in uniform was speaking in a harsh voice,
and the rest were gathered around him, interrupting, pro-
testing, pleading, and arguing by turns. In the excitement
on every side Blake and Tinker’s enfrance passed unnoticed,
and the twain sank down on a seat close to the door and
listened to the altercation unobserved. :

The official’s eyes were flashing; a heavy scowl was on
his forehead ; his manner was domineering.

‘“So it has been decreed, and the decree must be obeyed,”
Blake heard him insisting. * The revenue must be raised,
and I am here to see that the money is collected and for-
varded to St. Petersburg. That is my duty, and that is all
with which I am concerned. So look to it, all of you, if you
would avoid trouble! The man who dares to refuse will
feel the knout, and the Cossacks will ride roughshod over
you.. That will be your fate.” :

“We will never pay; let them do their worst!’ an old
grey-bearded man shouted tremulously. & :

“ Ay, ay!” a score,of voices agreed defiantly.

A respectable, quiet-spoken tradesman pushed his way
to the front.

“ Ispravnik Parvitch, the people cannot pay; the times
have been bad, as all know,” he began, with :desperate
calmness, : 2 -

Tinker clutched Blake by the arm.

* Parvitch! Did you hear the name, sir?’ he whispered
eagerly,

 Hush—lct me listen !’ Blake urged.

Parvitch laughed contemptuously.

“So you say, Khelmit; and if there is any agitation I
will know on whose shoulders to lay the blame!” he scoffed.
““There never was a conspiracy without a ringleader, and
for all -your quiet speech I am well aware who is ineiting
the people to withhold the money. Have a care, my friend!
You would do well to mind your own business, Bah! 1
will make short work of you if this trouble does not end

“I ani a loyal subject of the Tsar,' Khelmit replied
~gravely: whilst a- murmur of indignation ran round the
thronged room at Parvitch’s tyrannical speech. “I am no
conspirator, and no ringleader. I say, though, that the
people can’t pay, and that if the circumstances of the case
weére réported to the authorities at St. Petersburg, the levy
would be cancelled. All know that, and——"

“1 do not know it; I know quite the contrary !’ Parvitch
interjected. hotly. - “The folks here can pay, and they will
pay ! They are all a set of thieves, and you arc the worst
of the crowd! Out of my way; I will listen to no more!”’

Khelmit held his ground. FHis face was pallid, but firm,
and his eyes were pleading. -

I you'would look into the matter, Ispravnik,” he urged.
“If you would only listen, I can show you that what I sa
is true. Therefore—=-"

“Out of my way!” Parvitch bawled again. “Do you
dare to baulk my way? Is it your object to set these curs
uponr me? There, then! That is how I deal with those who
forget the dignity of my rank !’ - -

As he spoke he raised his clonched fist, and struck the
peaceable tradesman a terrific blow that sent him stagger-
ing back. A hoarse ery arose, terrible in its wrath., The
pent-up storm had buist;-the down-trodden people had
turned.  Parvitch saw the danger he was in; he cowed the
rush by whipping out a revolver and levelling it at the fore-
most who pressed forward. :

‘“ Stand back !'" he laughed sardonically.  “ T am not such
a fool as to come amongst you unarmed!”

“Yes, I heard!”

He strode in three quick steps to the door, and vanished.

The crowd surged after him, and Blake and Tinker were

swept away in the rush.  Parvitch had vaulted on to a

horse, aud was riding awav. Blake clutched the man nearvest
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to him by the arm, whilst the others, shouting madedictions,’
rushed after the domineering official. x e
** Who is-that man yonder?’ Blake demanded.
freely, I am your friend i’ :
The Russian turned and gazed - heast-brokenly at  the
powerful, self-confident man beside him. ; g
My friend!” the man gasped. “ Ws have mno friend
when the officials turn against us!  The man vonder is
the police con ary of this district.. Did you not hear him
called Tspravn : ; :
“ The police commissary!

¢ Spealy

Then ¥+ understand !’ Blake

veplied. *“But you have a friend now in me—one whoy
perhaps, can aid you. I care nothing about a Russian
official I’ : .

*“ Then {\'hq are you?’ the other asked nervously, gazing’
at Blake. “ Your dress is that of a Persian—and there ave
many

such down by _the Cdspian littoral—but your
speech :

*

1 am a Britisher, and disguised.”

“A Britisher!” the Russian gasped. “ And you have
come to Manbalov, and you are disguised! Then you aré
no friend of the officials!” Ah, your people are always free
and just; you can sympathise with us ! : =

““ First 1 must know in what way you are badly treated,”
Blake urged. *“I was not long in the inn yonder, and,
therefore, I did not hear much. What power has this man
Parvitch to bully folks like you?” -

“He levies the vevenue: he raises it' as he likes!” the
other groaned. “ And if we"refuse payment, then he has
only to summon the Cossacks, and they pillage and burn the
town ! :

“But no one can get much revenue out of a place like
this,”” Blake urged, remembering the flat, unprofitable
country through which he had journeyed during the past few
days. ““ How can Parvitch raise the revenue here? On
what does he levy the duty?”’ :

** On vodka, and flax and hemp, and many things besides,”
the Russian groaned. ‘‘But we do not complain on that
account, for those aie duties we have always paid. But now
he is raising further duty, for the authorities say we ate
lazy and do not work, and that it is due to our idleness that
a great petroleum industry has not been started in this
neighbourhood, and that the revenue is thereby the loser.”

Blake started. ‘o -

*“ And what does Parvitch say on that head?’ he asked
quickly. - : e e

“He does not speak much,” the other explained. e
states that his business is only to levy the revenue that the
authorities demand; that he has no right to question the
action of his superiors.” - ;

““ And what do you want him to do?”

“ We want him to explain that there is no company here
to search for the oil and to émploy our labour, and that,
therefore, we are not to blame.”

“ And he won’t do that?’

(=3 Nc.)) P & =

Blake shot a significant glance at Tinket.

“I am not surprised that Parvitch won't help you to lay
your case before the authorities,” he said. *‘ You nced not
expect any assistance from him; for I ¢an well guess the
reason of his objection. But T will help you to find the oil,
if you in your turn are faithful to me.”

The crowd which had followed Parvitch, hooting and
shouting as he had ridden disdainfully away, was now return-
ing, in a state of wild excitement. The Russian with whom
Blake had been conversing, hearing the greai detective’s
solemn promise, gave a glad cry, and rushed to meet his
compatriots.  And as he shouted the good news that a
stranger had come to Manbalov ready to befriend them, the
simple folk surged round Blake and Tinker, cheering both
vociferously.  Blake raised his hand to command silence.
Tinker noticed that his eyes were full of triumph. :

“ Friends, listen to me!” he.cried, in a voice that ran
clear and sonorous to the farthest limits of the cver-gather-
ing throng. “‘I have come here in the interests of somo
British friends who are anxious to turn this region into one
of the most prosperous in Russia- They have money; plenty
of it! They can employ you, and pay you, and make this-
town of Manbalov one of the most wealthy in the kingdom.
They want to drill for oil, to raise great dervicks and re-
fineries; and they have the permission of the Tsar to begin
the work. But there are others, who had plotted against
thern, and who would stay their hands. I am stheir ropre-
sentative, with full power to begin operations; yet, as you
see, I have had to come here in disguise, so great is the risk:
I run, and so strong is the evil influence ‘against me! And:
the influence against you and me-is the same. Do you under-
stand?? :

Hoarse cries of assent vose in answer. Blake’s striking
personality, his manliness, his straightferwardness, his open,
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honest face, all together had won the vespect of the
oppressed folk, who were never addressed by those with
more knowledge and position than themselves but in terms
of contempt and defiance. :

“Very good!” Blake went on at once. * But from the
start I want you to understand that this is a dangerous and
difficult business, both for you and me. =~ We must stand or
fall together.  The police commissary, Parvitch, will be
against us; the Cossacks will be against us! You must
show courage; resolutior. I will stick to you till death;
and, once you have begun work, you must not desert me, as
you value your homes—ay, and your lives! We have to
fight the officials here, who will keep all dark as far as St
Petersburg is concerned. They will send false reports,
which will be believed and which we will be unable to contra-
dict, and they will turn this town into an armed camp, if
they cannot beat us otherwise. - Are you prepared to face
that? Think well before you throw in your lot with mine!
If you think the risk too great, then disperse and go homa !’

* The Britisher—we will stand by the Britisher!” a voice
rang out. “He speaks truth, and he is brave, and he will
iead us! Down with Parviteh and his hiralings! We will
fear them no more!”

Hoarse, assenting cries arvose gradually to a tumult of
applause. . The Russians were surging round Blake and
Tinker, their faces resolute and bright, their eyes flashing
five, their whole bearing altered wonderfully in that moment
of hope and triumph. Again Blake raised his hand i a
command for silence, and a great hush fell.

Then that is settled!” said Blake, with deliberate firm-
ness. ““ And now that you have taken the plunge, and that
there is no going back, let me tell you that with courage and
dogged resolution I feel certain we will win. I speak as a
man who has fought for justice before this day, and who
has never been beaten; as no man will ever bs beaten in a
good cause, if only he faces the worst coolly and unfiinch-
ingly. You know the class of men who are srrayed against
you! ~Often in the past you have had to set your wits
against theirs, and you know the value of discretion and
silence.  Keep your own counsel, therefore; tell no one
what has passed to-night between us, or that T am here.
Return quietly to your homes, and wait tranquilly till I give
you word that I need vour services. Meanwhile, there is
work that I and my young friend must do: but in a few
days at the farthest you will hear from me, and then be
ready—be ready! Now go! You can rely on me, and I
rely on you!’ : .

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Eve of Battle!

HE crowd slowly dispersed, and Blake and Tinker le

T Manbalov behind, and returned to the spot \:'hgrfg

they had left the horse and cart. There they had their
. . supper, and, sitting before a wood fire, Blake smoked
in silence far into the night. At last he knocked the ashes
out of’hxs pipe, and rose to his feet.
= ‘It's about time to turn in, my lad !’ he gaid cheerils.
‘To-morrow we must change our quarters. We'll move
from herc at daybreak, so snatch a snooze whilst you have
the chance.” =

Tinker needed no encouragement fo seek repose, and ten
minutes later he was sound asleep. Blake’s hand on his arm
awoke him in the cold, grey light of the early morning,
and, rubbing his eyes, he staggered to his feet,

- * Seems as if I'd only had twenty winks, sir I he grinned.

And this place can be jolly chilly at nizht! I'll be glad
when T set the fire going again !’

¢ Yes, look sharp !’ Blake urged. “ We have to get roand
to the far side of Manbalov, where the oiifields are. I've
been looking at the map, and I've located the place to which
the concession refers!”’ :

Tinker bustled around, and, after a hasty meal, they yoked
the horse and trundled on again. The sun was only rising
as they reached the bleak, lével ground on the far side of
the town, and Blake at once set to work. With map in
hand, he surveyed the ground, referring often to his note-
book for guidance. The morning had slipped away before
he had completed his investigations, and the early winter's
day was closing when he returned to Tinker and- gave the
word to move on. They moved out six miles farther from
the town before they found a suitable place, #nd then Blake
unfolded his plans.

“ I've been thinking over this business from every point
of view,”” he began, ‘*and I’ve coie to the conclusion that
there’s no use in beating about the bush. I half thought
first of going to Parvitch, but I've decided that it would be
better if he came to me. We're in a lawless country, Tinker,
and Parvitch is all powerful here! He’ll use all the force
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at his command against-us, and we must use all the force we
can get together against him, that's all. 8o I’'m going to
set 'Q(? worlk drilling for oil, and it will be his business to stop
me ! - :

Tinker stared round-eyed at the great detective. -

¢ Why, he’ll think nothing of that, sir!” he protested.
¢ Hasn’t he only to send a messenger and he’ll have a regi-
ment of Cossacks at his back, and another lot after that if
necessaty? How can we put up a fight agaivst the armed
forces of the Crown 22

“Well, if you've any better suggestion to make, T’ll be
glad to hear it,”” Blake said quietly. “ We won’t get fair
play for the asking, vou know! [f Parvitch can lay his
hands on ug, the game is-up; he’ll clap us into a dungeon!
So either we must fight force by force, or else we’d better
get home. I don’t say I’m going to win; I only say that
Fm going to try !” e

Tinker grinned, ;

“I'm not for going home, anyhow !” he replied. ¢ But

this is about quite the biggest order you ever took on, sir,
Parvitch has got an army, and we’re going to fight it.
That's what it comes to, deesn’t it ?” :
“ Not quite,”” Blake replied gravely. ‘‘There’ll be some
fighting, I don’t doubt, and we’ll have to-hold our own until
we've gained what we want. But it will be some time
before Parvitch will be able to get the troops here, for one
thing; and I know what work I have to do in order to
succeed. Do you see that huge derrick away on the horizon
there—eh ? Well, that’s over an oil-field, so some company
is working already in this neighbourhood, and the derrick
is not on the land mentioned in the concession. I'm going
now to find out, if possible, who put that derrick there; and
meantime do you go into Manbalov and tell the Russians
to come to this spot at daybreak to-morrow. Then we’ll set
to work.” .

Tinker nodded and arose.

“ And one thing more,”” Blake continued. * Tell them to
bring spades and any weapons they chance to have, as they’ll
come in handy, and then go round the town and buy planlk-
ing, a boring-bar with an iron bit, with twenty lengths and
tubing to correspond. You'll find all that sort of thing in
the town, for the men who set up yonder derrick had to get
it, too, before they started work. Engage as many hands
as you want to cart it all out here, and doun’t rest until you
have the lot safely dumped down on this spot. You're only
to give an order to correspond exactly with the one the
other company gave. We can’t do better than follow their
lead. You have a hard night’s work before you, my lad,
but you’ll manage all right. - Only work as quietly as you
can, and get the Russiens you engage to do the same.”

Tinker strode away in silence, for in truth he was too
dazed to speak. . He had known Blake under many circum-
stances, he had often stood by his side in the gravest peril,
but with all the great detective’s boldness, shrewdness and
courage, he had never known him undertake such a des-
perate enterprise as this promised to be. There and then
he was going to defy the might of Russia! And what was
more, he ssemed quite as self-confident as determined. Tinker
was puzzled beyond words. .

However, he did not act the less promptly on that account.
It was his business to obey instructions, and so far he had
never known Blake to fail in anything he undertook. So
he hurried into Manbalov, and when there he was kept so
busy that he had no time for doubt or hesitancy. He found
that the townsfolk were anxiously awaiting himf in a few
minutes after his arrival he was surrounded by an eager
throng.  Under his instructions all was arranged for an
immediate start to the oil-fields. Carts were loaded up, a
great crowd noiselessly left the town, and when day broke
Manbalov was practically deserted, except for the women and
children.

Blake, who had been inspecting the derrick in the mean-
time, and who returned from his invéstigations light-hearted
and buoyant, gave orders for the work to begin. A hole
about twenty square feet was dug, and the foundations of
the derrick were laid. ~ Whilst fifty men were engaged on
this task, the vest were set to throw up an earthwork forty
vards square around the derrick, thus forming a natural
protection, difficult to storm, and impossible for cavalry to
ride over. As the boring apparatus, when rigged, would
have to work from the top of the derrick, Blake knew that
he would be attacked.for certain before he would be able
to strike oil, so he prepared for a defence. .

But to drill for petroleum is in itself a very easy feat; and
he had no difficulty on that account. One only has to bore
deep - enough and line the hole thus made with piping,
threugh which the oil, when reached, sill rush up.  Tinker
had secured the piping, and also a cap to be adjusted af
the top, and Blake examined the cap long and carefully
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before he decided that it had the necessary strength to resist
the tiemendous pressure of the oil. :

The Russians worked with a will. From the start Blake
bad inspired their confidence; they knew, too, that now
there was no going back; by their action they had defied
Parvitch, and either they must win, or else submit to slavery
and oppression for the future. Tinker was superintending
the making of the carthworks, while Blake was directing
the scientific laying of the derrick, and morning was well
advanced when the lad heard his name called. Turning, he
saw Blake advancing towards him, and he gave a stified
gasp, for Blake had discarded his disguise, and was dressed
in FKuropean attire. - e . ¢

“ Youwre going to let them know who you ave, sir?”’
Tinker gasped. : :

“ Yes; there’s no use in any more concealment,”” Blake
replied quickly. * We can’t hope to dodge them, Tmker ;
I must fight Parvitch as man to man. He'll be here any
moment now, and we must get ready to give him a warm
reception. How many men are there heve? They look a
tidy crowd. And what weapons have they got? That's the
principal point.”

* There’s close on four hundred of them. sir; quite enough
1‘? face a rush wherever it comes from,’ Tinker grinned ;

~“ but most of theni have only spades-and shovels and crow-
bars. There’s about thirty guns in all.”’ i

. Tl'inrt_v guns? - Well, if they know how to use them, we're
pretty safe !”” Blake replied cheerily. It will take us the
whole day to rig up that derrick, and thirty-six hours more
before we can hepe to strike oil. ‘That doesn’t give Parvitch
80 very long to beat us, you see. But the fighting- will be
stiff all the time. To-night I must leave the camp in your
fljam}‘dt.%” and get away, I made a useful discovery last
night. .

What was that, sir?’ Tinker asked eagerly.

“Why, that the company working the derrick yonder is
an  American syndicate,” Blake oxplained. *“ They have
some men on duty there every night, ~nd I managed to allay
their suspicions, and I learnt a lot. A rascal named Chatford
35 at the head of the Vankee syndicate. I had a talk with
him, and tried to get him to work in with Sir Henry Fan-
worth’s syndicate,  Chatford only laughed at me, however,
and defied me' to work Sir-Henry’s concession ; and finished
upjby toreatening our lives if we don’t break up this camp
and leave the district forthwith. Chatford has gathered a
band of rascals round him, and he is evidently hand-in-glove
with Parvitch and the rest of the Russian officials, o we have
2 fough job to tackle .

“ Now, my lad, don’t you sece why all this opposition has
bef}‘i} made to our people? The syndicate yonder belongs to
an American company., Many of them have millions at their
back, they know the value of these oil-fields, and they want
to keep them to themselves They have bribed Parvitch and
all the other rascally officials between here and the Caspian
Sea; and, of course, Parvitch and the rest hope to make huge
{ortunes themselves if the Americans are allowed to work the
oil-fields undisturbed.” . :

* Great Scott 1’ Tinker gasped.  Why, of course, it’s all
as plain as daylight when the thing is explained. ~ What
cheek, though ! But they haven’t got the concession where
we're standing.  Why can’t they go on with their own work,
therefore, and leave us alone 7
- “ Ah, you don’t quite know the methods of some of the
American companies I’ Blake explained. ‘‘ They don’t only
want to make money themselves; they want to rule the
market. If we compete ‘with them we can keep the price
of oil down, but if they own the only oil-fields at work in the
world, then they can charge the public what they like.
They have begun here, and if they succeed they will own
all the oil-fields aromd here befors long, for money is all«
powerful, They chanced to start here; and, therefore, Sir
Henry Fanworth and his friends have been the first to suffer.
It they’re not checked they’ll go on from one triumph to
another. It is my duty now to protect the interests of
those who engaged my services. Therefore, I'm going to
fight them, too !’ .

“ And that explaing about the American saddle—eh 2”
Tinker suggested thoughtfully

** Of course it does,”” Blake laughed; *“and it also explains
the envelope with the New York postmark that we found in
the saddle. To-night I have another delicate picce of work
to do, and I shall leave the camp directly it is dark.
‘em hard at it while I am absent, Tinker, for everything
depends on our striking oil scon. I may be away a whole
day, 31-’ex'en two, but L trust I shall not yeturn empty-
randed.’ : o

: (See Page 32.)
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER‘
A Near Thing—Suspense—Victory ! =

I was two nights later that Blake returned, and, to Tinker’s
i amazement; he brought a prisoner with him—mnone other

than Parvitch himself ! e : ==
“ By covering him with my .revolver through my
pocket, I persuaded him to walk with me out of barvacks at
Manbalov, where he was surrounded by his own men,” ex-
plained the detective. *“ But we are not out of the wood yet.-
Parvitch had already sent for extra troops from Tiflis, and
a thousand Cossacks, with several guns, will be upon us soon
after dawn. The possession of.Parvitch, however, is our
trump eard.” =

* Tinker, T hand him over to your charge. Get half a dozen
armed men to look after him, and if he attempts to ‘bolt
shoot him down! You“hear those orders, Parvitch? You
know what flight will mean to you !’ : .

Soon Parvitch was surrounded by men with rifles, all of
them glaring at him fiercely.  They veniembered past in-
juries, they knew now that he was in their power, and they
were fully: resolved that he would not escape. :

“ And how has the work been getting on?’ Blake ‘asked
anxiously. : : :

* We haven't
moment,” Tinker yeplied.

Y Good! I must sec to it at once!”

Blake huwrried away, and began to examine the duilling
operations.  The screw—now deep in the bowels of thé
earth—was still being driven from the capstan, and  the
cap lay -close at hand, ready to ‘be adjusted. Blake cried
a halt whilst he carefully examined the cap. It was a
tremendously strong piece of metal, with a screw inside by
which it could be twisted on to the top tube. The cap itself
at the top ran in a groove, and could be pulled backwards
and forwards, so as either to keep down or release the oil.
Blake at once began to adjust it on the tubing with the
assistance. of a couple of workmen.  Soon it was in its
place, firm and powerful. Pulling back a lever, and thus
leaving the tubing open once again, he ordered the men to
continue to drill carvefully. With the cap adjusted, the work
had become difficult - and delicate, and Blake personally
superintended it, for fear of an irretrievable accident.

And now the sun was slowly rising in the distance, and
the birds had begun to chatter and the insccts to drone.
And amidst the silent, eager working of his men, Blake.
grave, and far more anxious than he showed, raised his head
suddenly and listened intently. Ay, he was not mistaken.
That rumbling meant danger. -

He looked around. Tinker’s face had grown serious;
Parvitch was smiling triumphantly; some of the Russians
had dropped their spades, and were whispering excitedly
one to another. The noise grew greater, clearer, more and-
more ominous. The crack of whips, hoarse shouts, shrieks
and wailings, the rumble of wheels, all arose sharp and
close at hand. And then from the direction of Manbalov
half a dozen horsemen trotted into view, ‘and more came
after them, and more and more. Bright uniforms sparkled
and bayonets glistened in the sunlight, and artillery rattled
over the uneven ground.

A thousand horsemen riding in serried ranks swept on to
the plain, and, opening in wider formation, began to
surround the camp. Horses were unyoked, and the guns
vapidly run into position. The troops from Tiflis had.
arrived, and were eager to get to work. In silence Blake
noted all attentively, whilst those around him turned ashen
pale and clasped their hands in terror. Was this to be the
end? Was it for this they had braved: all and trusted the
Britisher, and left their homes, following him blindly, rely-
ing on his fair speech and promises of protection? Some
sank on their knecs, and a low groan ran around the camp:

Blake heard it, and he wheeled round. & :

“Have no feur!” he cried. It rests with that man
yonder “—and he pointéd to Parvitch—‘‘ whether the troops
will open fire or not. He knows what will happen to him
if they do. Whoever else escapes, he will be the first 1o fall,
Work on! Drill, drill, drill! Leave the rest to me. I will
see to it that you are not interfered with.”” He turned to
Parvitch. ““ Here is paper and a pencil,” he said. = * Write
an order to the‘officcr commanding those troops, telling him.
that you are here engaged in negotfiations with me, and net
to open fire until ‘he receives your instructions. Quick!
There is no time to lose.”” e -

*Parvitch took the paper and pencil. “Heé knew there was
no use in resisting the command; he had come to understand
something of Blake’s inflexible will. Blake rcad the message

track oil yet, sir, but we may at any:
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when Parvitch had finished, and, folding the paper, "he
handed it to Tinker. : - s

“ Hurry with that, my lad,” he said quietly; “I must
stay here.”’- -

Tinker crossed the earthworks and approached the troops.
fluttering a handkerchief as an emblem of truce. Blake did
not even watch what manner of reception he got. He was
bending over the tubing again, his face tense, a great frown
on his forehead.

“Keep on!"™ he said. “Turn the capstan, drive the
screw ! Hark! At last—at last! I hear a rumbling! Pull
out the screw ! he thundered. “ All hands to the work!
Pull! Pull!” : -

He was striving desperately himself,  The Russians,
encouraged by his example, seeing from his face that the
critical moment had come, redoubled their energies.
screw was hauled away, there was a hissing sound, the earth
rocked, and with a roar the oil dashed forth, flinging its
oily folds high above the derrick. But Blake’s hand was on
the lever; the cap closed, the oil was once more imprisoned.
A raucous laugh floated to him as he wiped the perspira-
tion from his brow, and a mocking voice floated across the
plain. He looked up. Chatford and his fellow conspirators

- were galloping to meet the troops.

“ Your hour has come!” Chatford yelled. * Prepare to

die!”
Blake smiled. :
“Halt! T want one word with you!’ he eried. “I

promise I will not harm you. I speak in your interests as

well as my own.”

Chatford .reined up. Something in Blake's words, in his
bright manner, had startled him; the great detective looked
so much like a man who had no cause for fear. Chatford
walked his horse forward, and Blake, jumping on to the
earthworks, stood waiting his arrival.

. “Well, what is it that you wish to say?”’ the Yankee
demanded. -

¢ 1 have struck oil,”’ Blake explained.

“VYes, I know that,” Chatford grinned.

““ And I have full control over the oil-field below,” Blake
went on. “The cap Is adjusted ‘properly, and answers to
the lever.” -

“ Well, what of that? You will never be able to make
use of the property. The troops will wipe you out.”

“T1 don’t think so,” Blake smiled. ‘° They have instruc-
tions not to fire. Look at them; the men are standing at
ease, and my young assistant is returning.” :

Chatford stared blankly across the plain. The Cossacks
had dismounted, a group of officers in a circle were chatting
and lighting cigarettes.
~ ““ Who told them to desist?’”’ Chatford faltered.

¢ Parvitch.” : >

¢ Parvitch 7"’ .

““ Yes; he is here. See, he is standing in my camp !”’

. Chatford, following the indication of Blake’s outstretched
finger, recognised the yillain in Blake’s camp, and his face
grew livid. :

““ What does this mean?” he faltered.

*“Why, that the game is up,” Blake replied airily.  And
now, Chatford, let me get to business and explain. I said
I wanted to speak to you as much in your interests as in
mine, and that is the truth. You have come out here to
make money, -and I’ve come here on behalf of friends whose

. interests are the same as yours. You would not allow me
to work in peace; you hoped to prevent me from finding
oil. I have succeeded. Just now you thought that didn’t
matter because the troops have arrived, and you fancied
Parvitch was with them. I have checkmated you in that.
He must be on my side now, because his life hangs in the
balance.”

The villain scowled.. : -

¢ Well, what hag all this to do with me?” he growled.

¢ Perhaps everything and perhaps nothing,” Blake re-
joined. © In a few minutes we shall see. I know that you
will always be a dangerous enemy if it is not in your interest
to pull well with my syndicato; therefore, I knew that in
order to win success, more was nccessary than that I should

find oil here and thwart Parvitch. I had to prove to you

The-

that your property and this one hung together. If they do,
why, of course, you will row in with us, for your own sake.”

Chatford’s face had grown ashen pale.

‘“ What are you driving at ?"”’ he faltered.

¢ You know as well as I do,”” Blake smiled; “the only
thing is that you didn’t think I had the knowledze that you
possess. Tell me, if T knock the cap off the tubing yonder,
what would happen ?”

“The oil would rush out until the oil-field below was
exhausted,” Chatford growled. . :

““Quite so. And suppose the same oil-wells feed  your
property and mine, then the oil would rush out here, and
you would have none either—eh ?”’ Blake inquired blandiy.
* And once an oilcap is knocked off it’s not possible to
adjust another—eh? The feat has often been attempted
here and in America, but never with success, Isn’t that so?
Therefore, you and I are in the same boat. I have only te
smash that oil-cap in order to ruin you.’> z

Chatford gave a cry.

“ You clever scoundrel !” he gasped.
?h;xt? You are not in the-oil business.
ibr

“TI'm not a fool, and I made a study of the subject,”” Blake
laughed. ¢ So——" -

“Half a mo, though!” Chatford interjected grimly. *If
thz two oil-fields have separate springs, then you can’t injura
us.”

“That is so,”” Blake agreed.
Ride back, therefore, to your derrick; push the oil-cap, and
when the oil spouts up I will pull mine. If when the oil
rushes out here the volume on your property is reduced, then
it will be evident that they are both fed from the same
springs.’

“ And if not?” Chatford demanded hoarsely. :

“If not, then I am helpless,” Blake replied quietly. “I
have staked all on that hope since you and Parvitch pressed
me hard. But if what I think is the case, then ride back
here as hard as you can, for if you don’t return in twenty
minutes T will smash my oil-cap, and thus ruin your property
as well as this one.”

Without another word, but with a face black as thunder,
Chatford wheeled round and galloped frantically away. As
Biake jumped down from the earthiworks, he saw that Tinker
had returned, that he had been standing close by, and
listening intently. : :

“ T understand all now, sir,”’ the lad murmured hoarsely.
“ Now I know why—"
« “Yes. The moment I have longed for and yet that I
have feared has arrived at last,” Blake said, with tremulous
solemnity. My lad, T hope to win, and yet I can't;ysay.
This suspense is terrible. We can only wait and hope.’

Chatford was galloping hard to his own property. The
troops around were standing idly, wondering what was
happening, surprised that they were not called into action,
Blake, watching intently, saw Chatford reach his derrick,
and presently a tremendous Hood of oil rose upwazrds in the
distance, like a huge tidal wave in the middle of the ocean.

Blake put his hand on the lever of his oil-cap. His face
was grey, his eyes were gleaming, he was trembling from
head to foot. =

¢ Pull, sir!"” Tinker cried hoarsely. : =

Still Blake hesitated. Never had Tinker seen him 3¢
agitated as at that moment.

“ Now for it!” he half murmured and half moaned.

With a powerful wrench he pulled the lever back. The
oil rose with a roar, and he leant on the lever, gazing
eagerly forward. Still in the distance ghe o1l there rose
high as éver. Tinker gave a cry of despair, but Blake, with
figure rigid, watched with a face like marble. Presently
the volume on ahead seemed slightly to decrease, then
suddenly it sank away to half its height. Tinker could nof
speak. Blake pushed back the lever, and the oil on the
Yankee's property rose again. : :

“ We have won!”” Blake gasped. ¢ They must do all they
can to. preserve this property now. Tinker, we can go
home !” : :

‘ How did you learn
How did you learn

“ T know all hangs on that.

THE END,,
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MYSTERY !
A Splendid Long, Complete School Tale Dealing with the
further Adventures of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s,

someone.

by no means equally willing to listen.
His study-mate, Gore, had threatened
to brain him with a cricket-stump if he
ever mentioned any word ending in
“ ism ”’ in the study they shared. Skim.
pole felt that he was a misunderstood

stump.

“H’'m! Merry does not scem curious
about the matter at all,” murmured
Skimpole. * But I must have someone’s
assistance in carrying out the idea.

Perlaps Liowther or Manners would be
‘ willing to help.” :

Lowther ‘and Manners, Tom Merry’s
chuimns, were standing in the hall, look-
ing at the notices on the board there,
when Skimpole sighted them and bore
down upon them.

- 1 say, Lowther——"""

“No, you don’t,”” said DMonty
Lowther, promptly walking away.

‘“1 say, Manners ?

walked after Lowther. > :
Skimpole rubbed his forchead again.
He always did that when he ‘was in a
thoughtful mood, and some fellows said
it was with the view of helping his
brain to work, that useful organ being
very slack in-its functions.
~* Dear me!’” ‘murmured Skimpole.
‘1t seems curious that a_ really good
idea should go begging like this. I
s\t}ppgsg I had better go along to Study
No. 62 =
And a minute later-Herbert Skimpole
was tapping at the door of Study No. 6,
that famous apartment in the School

House at St. Jim’s shared by the chums

‘“Remember you are not strong, Tommy darling, and let the of the Fourth Form—Jack Blake,

other boys take all the goals if they wish when you are playing
cricket,”’ said Miss Fawcett. ¢ Your precious health must com:

before everything!” (See page 23.)

Digby, Herries, and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. =
‘ Come in, fathead!”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skimpole’s New Scheme,

% ¥ 'LL tell Tilly on the telephone.”

l Skimpole was humming that to himself as he came

down the passage in the School House at St. Jim’s.

. “ Hallo, Skimpole—"

Tl tell Tilly on the telephone !
“ 1 say, Skimpole—-"

“T'1 tell Tilly on the telephone!”
‘¢ Skimpole, you ass—"’

“ Tl tell Tilly on the— Ow!”

Tom Merry brought his hand down with a powerful smack
on Skimpole’s shoulder, and the brainy man of the Shell
Form started out of his brown study.

“Ow! You startled me, Tom Merry !’

Tom Merry looked at him severely.

“ What do you mean by going about mumbling, and with
your eyes shut?”’ he demanded. e

““The fact is, I was thinking,” said Skimpole. “I’ve got
a new idea.”

’* Something about a telephone—eh?’ said Tom Merry,
with a laugh.

*“Yes, exactly. T'll tell Tilly on the telephone—I mean,
I'll tell Figgins on the telephone—"

“ What are you talking about, Skimpole?”’

¢ My new idea. You sce——"

“J see. You've got a new idea?”’

‘: Yes; eﬁnd-—-——”

“ A really ripping, first-class idea?

‘: Yez; anég~—-—p” e :

¢ And yow're going to explain it to me?>

“Yes;s(;nd—-———g” - ! :

“Then I'm off.”

“T say, Merry—Tom Merry

But Tom Merry was gone. Skimpole rubbed his promi-
nent, bony forehead, and stared aftéer him through his
spectacles. Skimpole was brainy, and he was simply crammed
with ideas; but his ideas as a rule were not popular in the
School House at St. Jim’s. He had theories on Socialism,
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‘the silly ass a few minutes, you know, deah boys.

Jt was the -voice of Jack Blake.
Skimpole opened the door and entered. The chums of Study
No. 6 had finished their preparation, and were chatting
together, and they all left off and stared at Skimpole as he
came in, >

¢ Hallo, Skimmy !’ said Blake, as cordially as he could.

“ T want to speak to you chaps—" began Skimpole.

“ Sorry, but we're just going out—-—"

“Tt’s too bad,” said Digby; ¢ but we can’t stop.”

“ Come on !’ said Herries.

““ Weally, there is no such tewwific huwwy,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the School House. I weally
considah it necessawy to be polite to a visitah, even if‘he is
a feahful boah like Skimpole—I do weally. Suppo§§—3 we give

“ QOh, very well!” said Blake resignedly.

“ Go on, Skimpole,”” said Arthur Augustus encouragingly.
“ Twy not to boah us more than you can help, deah boy.”

“ 1 have been thinking——" : 2

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

The brainy man of the Shell ignored this question.

“ T’ve been thinking, you kids, about the St. Jim’s Parlia-
ment, and so on. The elections are over now, and the school
parliament is elected—" :

“ We know that, Skimmy——"’ =

“But I was not eleeted to a-seat owing to the prejudice
prevailing at St. Jim’s against all rcally good and new
ideas.” : :

“ Yaas, wathah!” : :
~ “T am not complaining, for, as a true Socialist, I must
tiphold the freedom of election, even if I suffer by it—-"

“Bwavol” . ° S

“ But I really think it would be a good idea to form another

constituency among' the fellows, and have a by-election, so

that I could get into the school parliament i

CRatal’ :

“ But that is not my idea. With the stress of business that
will come with the opening of the school parliament, it
seems to me necessary that there should be methods of more

54, : : :
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direct communication between the School House and the New.
House.” : =

Jack Blake stared. : .

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

£ Oh, Skimmy has a new idea!” !
¥ 1t’s a wheeze for shifting the New House across the quad-
rangle, and putting it next door to the School House.”

‘“Ha, ha!”

Skimpole shook his head. =

¢ Nothing of the sort, Digby. - It would be impossible to
do so. My idea is to connect the two Houses by means of a
telephone.””

“ A what?’ =

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

“ 1 remember.”

“ Well, T was thinking of putting up something on. a
bigger scale. It would be easy enough to run a wire to the
New House. It could be supported on the wire that is
already up, for that matter. We could have a receiver in
Figgins’s study in the New House, and another in mine ”

“ But you're not a member of St. Jim’s Parliament.””

“I think I ought to be appointed Secretary of the Govern-

ment, pro. tem., till there is a by-election.”
S Hm

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

Blake nodded. -

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

.~ **Yaas, wathah! Let the boundah have his own way, by
all means,” - :

¢ Then, .as you like the idea, I’ll fully explain my plans,”
said Skimpole, sitting down. ‘I can make the whole thing
clear in half an hour. In the first place, we shall want—
Where are you going, Herries?’

- Got to go and feed my bulldog,” said Herries, quitting
the study.

“ Well, in the first place, there will have to bé a general
whip round to cover the expenses; but don’t be alarmed--
that won’t be more than a few pounds—— Where are you
going, Digby?” : =

“T'm going to see if it’s raining.”

“It’s not raining—-—"’

“I'd rather see for myself, thank
walked out of the study.

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

““Yes; there's something I forgot to say to Digby.”

¢ But—"

But Blake was gone.
Augustus D’Arey.

-~ “I'm glad to see you take a deeper interest in the matter
than those chaps, D’Arcy,” he remarked. “ Now, in the
first place, we shall require a—— D’Arcy! Gussy! 1 say!”’

But the swell of the School House had followed his chums.
Skimpole looked round the deserted study, and rose to his
fect with a sigh.

¢ This is really very rough,” he murmured. “I suppose
I had better go and speak to Figgins & Co. about it.”
~ And the brainy man of the Shell descended to the quad-
rangle and walked across to the New House. Figgins & Co.
—Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn—were standing on the
steps of the New House when Skimpole came up.

“1 say, Figging—"" s

¢ Hallo I said Figgins.

“T've got a new idea.”

“ Have you?” said Figgins.
will you, old chap? :

“ I've just come across to tell you—-=:"

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

The next moment. Skimpole’s cap was jammed-over his
eyes, and he was bumped down in a sitting posture on the
steps. Figgins & Co. walked away, and Skimpole stared
after them with a bewildered expression,
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And Digby

you !

Skimpole fixed his eyes on Arthur

*“You won't tell it to me,

£ THE NEW TUTOR !
By Martin Clifford.

said Digby, with a grin.
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= - . THE SECOND CHAPTER. -
:  The First Meeting of the St. Jim’s Parliament,
EVEN o'clock boomed out from the clock-tower of St.
Jim’s, and Tom Merry rose and laid down his pen
in the study he shared with Manners and Lowther
in the School House.
_ “Time we were off, kids,”” he remarked.

Lowther yawned as he closed his book.

““ Oh, right you are! The session opens at half-past,
doesn’t it?”

“ Yes; but we want to be in time.” :

* Rather!” said Manners. ‘‘As we take the leading place
in St. Jim’s Parliament, we have to be on the spot at the
start. I hope those young bounders in Study No. 6 will see
things in their proper light, and back us up.”

Tom Merry looked a little worried.

The juniors of St. Jim’s had lately taken on a new
¢ wheeze,” which had caught on at once at the school. A
school parliament, on the lines of the venerable institution.
at Westminster; had been elected. Constituencies had becn

formed, a certain number of fellows forming each con-
stituency, which was named after the biggest or most
important place represented by any member of ‘it. Each

constituency elected a member of St. Jimn's Parliament, and
the House numbered twenty members in all, including all
our old friends—the Terrible Three, Study No. 6, and
Figgins & Co. Skimpole had been unable to find support,
and he was left out, but he was still hoping for a by-
election. -

‘The first meetine of St. Jim’s Parliament was fo take
place in the wood-shed. This was only temporary, until
more commodious ‘accommodation could be found.

The School House and the New House at St. Jim’'s had
ceased from their ‘usual rows to take an equal interest:in
the election. But it was certain that the keen House rivalry
would revive again within the walls of the wood-shed.
¢ Tom Merry would not have cared for that, for there were
twelve School House members of parliament to eight of the
New House, and, therefore, the School House ougﬁt to have
had the majority. But the School House embers were
divided among themselves.

Jack Blake claimed to be the leader 6f the School House
juniors, a claim which the Terrible Three regarded as absurd.
It was extremely probable that Blake would want to be the
head of “the party in parliainent, and that would certainly
lead to a split.

A split in the School House ranks meant the majority to
the New House, for the New House members were solid
under the leadership of Figgins. :

“We'd better speak to Blake before we get to the meet-
ing,”’ said Tom Merry thoughtfully. *PII put it to him
plainly that if we don’t stick together Figgins & Co. will
take the lead in tho.House, and that ovght to convince the
most obstinate bounder.” =

“It’s a good idea,” said Manners. “ But Blake is awfully
obstinate.”

** Well, we can only try.’

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

“ About time we get along to the wood-shed, I think,” he
remarked.

““ Yaas, watliah !’

“ Hallo, you kids!’ exclaimed Tom Merry cheerfully.

 Who are you calling kids?” asked Blake, with dangercus
politeness,

“ Sorry—I meant cads! But T want to speak to you before
you go to the meeting. It's rather important?”’

‘“Oh, fire away!”

“ You know that there are twelve School House fellows
in the St. Jim’s Parliament——"" began Tom Merry.

“ Yes; and that gives us the majority.”

¢ If you stick together,” ; -

“ Well, we ought to do that,”’ said Blake. * It's no good
falling out with one another, and letting the Government
fall into the hands of the New HHouse chaps.”

Tom Merry brightened up considerably.

¢ That’s what 1 was thinking, Blake!” he exclaimed. -
“T'm jolly glad to sec you take the same view of the situa-
tion that I do. If twelve School House members stick to-
gether. they can run the show. Figgins & Co. will have to
form the Opposition.’

* That's the idea.” :

:4}%’1};0}1 I can depend upon you fellows to back me up??

grr

“1Isay I can depend upon you fellows to back me up?”

. There seems fo be a slight mistake somewhere,”” said
Blake pleasantly.  “ I thought you were proposing to back
me: up.’ : >

s
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“ Nothing .of the sort!” said Tom Merry warmly. As
leader of the School House juniors, I naturally take the
lead of the School House party in parliament.”

“ Excuse me, I have always been under the impression
that T was leader of the School House juniors. Perhaps I was
mistaken.” : =

“ Not much doubt on that point,” said Monty Lowther.

“Oh, scat! You fellows are practically new boys here !

“ New boys !’ exclaimed the Terrible Three mdxgnzfntly.

“ Vaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ You
see you haven’t been at St. Jim’s long, and it is weally 1,1,1(8
vour feahful cheek for you to think of wunnin’ the show I

“ How long have you been here yourselves?’ asked Tom
Merry wrathfully. ¢ You came a few weeks before I did, I
suppose !”’ : : :

 Anyway, you can’t get out of the undoubted fact that T
‘am leader of the School House juniors.” »

*“ Rats! And many of em!” ; :

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

“ Catch me!  As your elder, T cannot possibly follow your
lead!”

“flder! About a couple of days my elder, I suppose!”
snorted Blake. :

“ Two months and seven days!”

““Well, then, yowre old enough to have more sense! It
isn’t that I specially want to take all the fab for myself, but
I couldn’t trust School House affairs to your management!”

“¥ certainly couldn’t consent to follow the lead of a
Fourth Form kid!” < .

% And I jolly well tell you—-"

“ Pway don’t get excited!” said Arthur Augustus D”Arcy.
“71 can suggest a third alternative—a weally wippin’ way
out of the difficulty, deah boys!” ~

“ What’s that, Gussy?”’ : 3

 Quppose you both waive your claims in my favah? I
am the last fellow in the world to put myself forward in any
way, but what you wequire for a parliamentary leadah is a
fellow of tact and judgment; and- so z ;

“Oh, ring off I’ growled Blake.

“ Cheese it} grunted Tom Merry.

« T wefuse to wing off ! T absolutely decline to cheese it !”
«aid D’Arcy, screwing his eyeglass into his eye and surveying
the two disdainfully. “I am suggestin’ a weally wippin
way out of the beastly difficulty, and if you do not imme:
diately adopt it, T wegard you as a pair of extwemely silly
asses! You would have. the gweat satisfaction of knowin’
that the management of the School House party was in the
most capable hands poss., and also——""

¢ Shut up, Gussy!”

“ T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort !’

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

“ (Good I said Blake. ¢ Mind, if Figgins becomes Premier,
it will be all your fault!” >

plements, dnd other impedimenta which Taggles, the school
porter and general hand, kept there. Benches had been
arranged for the members to sit on, on the two sides of the
wood-shed, separated by a gangway in proper style.

“ This looks all right,” said Tom Merry. * Of course, wé
shall have to get better quarters later on; but these will do
for the first session.”

: ““Unless Taggles comes along and turns us out,” suggested
Monty Lowther. > = =

“If Lowther is zoing to be funny,” said Blake, “T move
that we turn him out before the start! I can stand anything
but Lowther’s jokes!” :

“1 second that motion!” said Digby emphatically. +* If
we let him go on he’ll start making puns and asking conun-
drums next, and we shall have to stop him, so we may as
well 'stop him now.”

“ Oh, don’t be asses!”’ ~

“1 shall move that no jokes, real or alleged, he made
within these walls,” said Figgins. “ Life isn’t worth living
if Lowther is going to be funny.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” : :

“ Oh, take your seats!” said Tom Merry. I believe it’s
usual for the Government to be decided upon before =
general election—it’s according to the party that’s returncd
to.power. But we haven’t settled that yet. We shall have
to put it to the vote. Therefore, I propose: 2
_ “ What authority have you got for proposing anything 2>
asked Blake. ;

:‘ Well, I suppose somebody must make a start.”

” “That can be left to me. I propose—"

“Rats!” said Figgins. ‘“I propose——"" ;

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

¢ Good !’ exclaimed Reilly. You are wasting time [?.

“ Who's wasting time?” asked Blake.

“You are!” :

. Are you looking for & thick ear, Reilly.?”

“Rats !’

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

“It’s- not in order to quarrel within these
exclaimed. = e

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

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

“Oh, I forgot! Tl meet you again presently, Reilly !’

“ Sure, and I shall be ready for you?!”’ said the meymber
for Belfast.

“ Oh, wing off, deah boys, and let’s gef to business!”’ said
D’A‘rcy. “ We want a beastly Speakah, you know!” :
“ Yes. Mr. Railton has consented to be honorary Speaker;
but we want a_working one, too. Now, who’s for Speaker?’

“ 1 propese Dighy,” said Blake.

‘‘ Hands up for Digby I”

walls!”” - he

< All yours, you mean!”
“ Oh, ‘don’t argue! Let’s get to the
meeting 17 =
"And the School’ House juniors went
gdown the steps. Other members from
the School House were on their way.
" Reilly, the Irish member, who repre-
sented Belfast, joined them, with
Harrison, the member for Manchester.
At the door of the wood-shed they en-
countered Figgins & Co. ;
Tiggins, grected them with a cheery

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

““ Bai Jove! Where’s the lobby?”’

“ Oh, you imagine the lobby!’ said
Monty Lowther. ‘ You can fix up any-
thing with the aid of a little imagina-
tion.”’

“ Of course you can,”’ agreed Figgins.
““ There’s Lowther imagines that the
feeble pifle he works off on us is
humour, and it’s quite a mistake, of
course.  All due to imagination.”

* Look here, Figgins—-""

But Figgins had entered the House of
Commouns. The members followed him
in. The wood-shed was a commodious
place, considering, and the jumniors had
shifted back the faggots, gardening im-

8§ qeii/speak? - /
A man’s lile
is at stake! g

This illustrates one of the many thrillihg “«

incidents from * The Angel of the Ward,”

the great mnew serial of hospital life,
which starts TO-DAY 1n

. ANSWERS

Nobody had any. objection to Dighy
for Speaker, and so Digbhy was duly
elected. = Then D’Axey had something
to say.

- ““ What pwice a speech fwom the
thwone, deah boys?”’

-** A what?”

“ A speech fwom the thwone. You

-can’t open parliament in the pwopah
style without a speech fwom the
thwone.” :

““ There’s  something in  that,” said
Tom Merry thoughtfully. ““ But we
must  wait till the Government s
settled. Of “course, there is going to be

a School House Goyernment, and a New
House Opposition.”
“ Something of the sort,” said Tiggins
~—“ only vice-versa!” :
“ We have the majority.”
“But you don’t all vote together.”
“ I-hope Blake will see reason——"
SeF hol?fa Tom  Merry will see-
. reason
Figgins chuckled. .
hen you’re jolly sanguine, both of -
you, to hope anything of the sort. My
" 1dea is that- a New House Government
should be formed, and that New House
politics be adopted by this parliament.
The New Iouse members are in favour
of making me Premier.”
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“ That doesn’t say much for their
taste,.-does it?”’ : -

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

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

“ Within these
Speaker !”

“ Mr. Rats!”

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

““Bai Jove! what a lot of proceed-
ings!”

““ Oh, cheese it, Dig!” said Blake, the
member for York.

Digby’s countenance assumed a severs
and lofty expression. It was evident
that-he meant to fully uphold the dignity
of his position as Speaker of the Sf.
_Jim’s “‘House of Commons.

“1I call upon the honourable member
for York to withdraw his unparliament-
ary expressions,” he said;  otherwise,
I shall have no alternative but to com-

. mit him to the charge of the sergeant-
-at-arms.”’ -
““Oh, draw it mild, Dig! This is a
* niee way to talk to a chum!”

“Chums are not recognised
these walls.”

“I don’t see that being in a wood-"
shed makes any difference.” |

“You are now in the House of |
Commons.” g

“ My mistake. I know T'll jolly well
give you a thick ear when I get you in
the study again if you put on any more
side, Dig!” -

“Call the sergeant-at-arms!” said
Digby. ¢The member for York will be
‘confined in the clock-tower for unpar-
liamentary language.”

* Look here——"

“You’re In the wrong, Blake’ said
Tom Merry. *“ Apologise to  Mr.

walls 1 am Mr.

within

Speaker.”
“ Tl see Mr. Speaker—-""
“ Withdraw |7

the Head.

““Hullo! 1 am Dr, Holmes, of 8t. James’s Collegiate School,” eaid
‘‘Why don’t you say you are the Kaiser or W, G. Grace,
Figgy ?7” came back the answer over the telephone. (Se¢ page 24,)

. “Look here—-"

“ Qrder 1’

“ Withdraw !’

“ Well, I-withdraw any unparliamentary expression I may
have used,” said Blake. ‘I really feel the most profound
respect for Mr. Speaker.’”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“ The member for York must withdraw hLis remark reflect-
ing upon the taste of the New House members of this Par-
liament,” said the Speaker, with unrelaxing brow.

The member for York snorted. - :

- “ Oh, very well, T withdraw everytHing. Is that sll right?”’

‘C‘}gertainly, if the honourable member for Bristol is satis-

¢

“Oh, I'm satisfied!” grinned Figgins.

“ Good! The procecdings can now proceed,” said My.-

Speaker. -
And the procecdings forthwith proceeded.

THE THIRD CHAPTER. .
An Unparliamentary Interruption.
T OM MERRY rose to his feet.” He caught the Speaker’s

eye, and préeeeded. The other juniors eyed him with
a steady stare.
* Mr. Speaker—-"

“ Hear, hear!” said Manners - and FLowther, rather pre-
maturely. TFhey were not likely to be backward in backing
up their chum and leader.

¢ Order 1’

I move that a Cabinet be selected from the School House
members !’ i :

““ Hear, hear!” shouted the School House members.

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

¢ Order I - .

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

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

The Speaker looked them over, and €eclareds that the
£ Ayes”” had it.

o dispute

Figgins grunted. :

““ Never mind,” he murmured to Kegr. *“ When it comes
to forming a Government, they’ll begin to row among thems-
selves; and that’s where we come in.”’

And the member for Glasgow nodded assent. >

“These are the Government benches,” remarked Tom
Merry. ¢“ We are the Government. The next question to
settle is, which-is Prime Minister among us?”’

“ That’s easily settled,”” said Blake promptly.
Minister.”

“ Weally, Blake, I think——"%

‘“ Rats to you, Gussy!”

“ Weally 2 -

“ Of course, I'm Prime Minister,’

‘“Put it to the vote.”

Figgins rose to catch the Speaker’s eye. :

¢ I beg to ask whether it is in order for the Government
to- settle their own personal questions of precedence within
these walls?” said the member for Bristol.

The Speaker looked puzzled. :

“ No,” he said at length, “ it’s not in order. Tom Merry
ought to take a back seat——"

‘“ Oh, cheese it!”’

“That language is unparliamentary !’ -

‘“Rats! So it is -for a Speaker to rnix himself up in 3

122

“T'm Prime

3

said Tom Merry.

¢ Hear, hear!”’

“If you criticise the conduct of the Speaker, Tom Merry,
you will be committed to the custody of the sergeant-at-
s 1
arms.!

“ Look here—

“T tell you——" A

“And I tell you—"
" At this juncture the door of the wood-shed opened, and
Taggles came in. He stared in amazement at the sight of
the House of Commons.

“ Why, what the—"" .

The Speaker rose, and pointed to the door.

“ Get out!” -

»
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“ What? Get hout? I like that!
wood-shed !

“ Strangers are not admitted to the debates of the St.
Jim’s House of Commons!” said the Speaker severely.

Taggles looked at him dazedly. =

“He's orf his "ead,” he murmured—‘ clean orf!”

“ Get out!”

“ Look ’ere, what tricks are you young rips hup to in this
’ere shed?” said Taggles. * Get hout, all on you, at once!”

““ Depart 1"

—“1 ain’t goin’
get hout——"

“ Bunk |’

“Blessed if I don’t report yer all to the Ead.”
Taggles, “a-settin’ round in my wood-shed like a lot of
’ens |’

The St. Jim’s House of Commons turned red with wrath.
To be compared to a lot of hens sitting on the benches was
a little too much for the mewmbers.

“Get out !’ roarved twenty voices. : s

“I hain’t a-goin’ to get hout !’ said Taggles. ““I've come
’ere to saw wood, and 'm goin’ to saw wood, young gentle-
men; so the sooner you get hout the better.”

“I commit this rude and obstreperous person to the
custody of the sergeant-at-arms !’ said the Speaker.

“Orf ’is ’ead-—clean orf ’is 'ead !”

“ Are you going 7"’

¢ No. | hain't 1

Tom Merry rose.

T move that the House resolye itself into a committee to
deal with this question,” he exclaimed, “and that the com-
mittee forthwith proceed to eject this rude and disrespectful

* person !”

“ Hear, hear!”

“The Ayes have it!” declared the Speaker.

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

“Orf their ’eads,” he gasped—* clean orf their ‘eads!
A-settin’ round like a lot of ’ens, and clean orf their ‘eads!”

““Duck him in the fountain!”

Taggles dashed off at top speed, with the House of Com-
mons in pursuit. The alarmed porter, fully persuaded that
the juniors had taken leave of their senses, dashed into his
lodge, and slammed the dcor and locked it.

““Ha, ha. ha!” roared Tom Merry.

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

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

“ Look here, Taggles-

“Oh, it’s no good talking to him!” said Figgins.

tet hout of my own

to depart if T knows it! You're goin’ to

i

“ We

said

shall have to find a new place of meeting, that's all. The -

wood-shed’s done in.”
¢ The box-room in the New Honse is really the place,”
remarked Kerr. £

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

“Yaag, wathah!”

““ Nothing of the sort!”

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

“I fancy we've done enough meeting for this evening.
anyway,” said the member for Cardiff, otherwise known
as Fatty Wynn. “1I know I'my jolly hungry. I didn’t have
much tea—only beef-steak pie and a few sausages and
potatoes and some jam-tarts. I get fearfully hungry, in this
May wedther. Come on, Figgins!”

And Fatty Wynn started towards the New House. The
first meeting of the Parliament of St. Jim’s was over.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
7 The Telephone. .
The

amateur Socialist had taken up the idea of the tele-
phone in deadly earnest. An interview with Figgins
had proved a success. Figgins & Co., when the
matter was once explained to them, vather fancied the
idea of direct telephonic communication with the rival
House.  They anticipated exchanging badinage with the
School House fellows over the wires.
- “ You see, we can slang the votters a treat, and they can’t
get at us over the wires,” Figgins observed sagely. ‘“That
will be rather a noveliy.”” - =
“They can slang-us back,”” observed Fatty Wynn.
T know they can; but when it comes to slanging, I fancy
Tue Pexxy PorunaB.—No. :
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we can keep our end up, and a little bit over,” said Figgins.

“True !”

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

“ Good idea! He may exhaust his vocal capacities that
way, and become a little less of a bore,” Figgins agreed.

So the New House Co. paid up their subscription to the
telephone fund, and Skimpole was entrusted with the task.
The other juniors took the matter more or less as a joke,
but Skimpole was in deadly earnest. Whenever he got an
idea into his head he was in deadly earnest over it—for a
time, at least. And he had taken up the matter of the tele-
phone quite seriously. 2

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

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

The work had been done secretly. It was of no use taking
tllnle masters or prefects into their confidence; they all felt
that.

“It's quite possible that something may go wrong with
the telephone. or perhaps with the Head’s wire,”” Tom Merry
remarked. * He would be prejudiced against any telephone
fitting being done by juniors, in any case.”

““ Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
¢ Stwictly speakin’ the Head would have no wight to inter-
fere with us; but mastahs at schools assume all sorts of
wights.”

Tom Merry laughed.

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

* It was the simplest way of supporting my wire,” ex-
p}l)qineé’Skimpole. ** I really don’t see why the Head should
object.

¢ Suppose something goes wrong 7’ said Lowther.

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

“That’s all very well, but things do go wrong in the best-
regulated telephones.”

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

And so the secret was kept,

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

“I'll get into my study,” said Figgins. “ You can ring
me up, and we'll have a little talk over the wirce to test the
thing.” - :
_“Right-ho ! said Tom Merry

¢ Er—right-ho!” said Skimpole.
course, operate the instrument?”’

Tom Merry slapped him on the shoulder.

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

“But I'd really rather——"

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

“But reaily, Merry £

‘“That's all right,” said Tom Merry cheerfully.
can rest from your labours, Skimmy, while we
telephone.” :

And Tom Merry rang up Figgins,

Somewhat to the surprise of the juniors, the
answered. The telephone was working !

‘“ Hallo 1 :

£ Hallo 1

¢ Are you there 2’

“Yes, fathead !”

¢ Is that Figgins ?”

¢ Of course it is!- Don't you knew my voice?” :

“Noj; I thought it was a bullfrog or something croaking

“As telephonist, I, of

s

“You
test the

call was

- into the instrument.”’

A kind of growl was audible from the other end.
¢ Hallo, Lmllo £
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“ ¢ That you, Tom Merry??

“Yes. Who are you?”’
“ Kerr 1
“Oh! I thought it was a different croak! Did you dig

up that voice ?” . -

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

“Skimmy ! Skimmy! Vou're wanted!” °

“I am here,” said Skimpole, taking the receiver from
Tom Merry. ‘‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that you, Figgins?”’

“Noj; it's Kesr. Is that Skimpole? :

“Will you eéxplain to us the first principles of Socialism,
Skimmy 7’ came Kerr’s voice through the instrument. ‘It
will be about the most thorough test you can put the instru-
ment to. If it will stand that it will stand anything !”’ :

“ Certainly I said Skimpole.

“ Go ahead, then.”

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

Skimpole dropped the receiver with a gasp.

“Figgins1? : -

““Hallo I said Figgins cheerfully.

- K.,err ! I thought you chaps were at the other end of the
wire.’ :

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

“T certainly thought——""

- “ Quite a mistake,” said Figgins blandly. * We only put
you on to test the telephone, you know., Have you been at

it long ?”’

“ Really, Figging——"’ : -

““Ha, ha, ha!’ chuckled Arthur Augustus D'Arey. I
wegard that as weally vewy funnay, Figgins [

“Well, you ought to know,” said Figgins. “ You ought
to be a judge of fun, being such a funny merchant yourself.”

“If you intend that wemark in -a dispawagin’ sense,
Figgins—-" . :

- “Rats! T say, the telephone is a great success. We shall
be able to ring you fellows up when it's time for the
St. Jim’s Parliament to meet.”

“Will you?” said Blake grimly.
be able to ring you up?
Parliament.”

“ Oh, really, Blake, ‘don’t be an ass, you know !’

I am Prime Minister,”” suid Blake.
port of nearly two-thirds of the members of Parliament,
mcluding the Irish Party.”

“That’s all very well—"

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

‘8o you rotters are sticking together, after all?”’

“*We have effected a coalition for the purpose of adminis-
iration,” said Tom Merry. “I haye allowed Blake the
Premiership.”

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

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

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

And Figgins &.Co. walked out.

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

“There’s nothing to laugh at in Figegins's absurd rve-
marks, Tom Merry,” said the Prime Minister of St. Jim’s
severely. *‘Come along, chaps. I shall send a whip to each
of you bounders when the meeting is called, and you will be
expected to turn up.”

And Blake departed with his nose in the air.

Monty Lowther gave a chuckle.

“My hat! Blake is taking the job on seriously, and ne
mistake. I never thought of Parliamentary whips, but, of
course, it’s the thing !” =

** Yaas, wathah'!” said D’Arcy. By the way, I am goin’
to be Secwetawy of State for Education, you know, and I

“¥You mean that I shall
4 am Frime Ministér in this

have some gweat weforms to pwopose—especially in the

dwess department. A wesolution passed by St. Jim’s Par-
liament wall have some weight in the coll., you know, and I
hope to see a gweat impwovement in the dwess of the
membahs and the school genewally.”
* Good I’ said Tom Merry. *“ I suppose you'd like to see
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all the lower Forms sporting fancy waistcoats and eyes
glasses ?”’ : : :

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

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

The telephone-bell rang as Skimpole was left alone in his
study. The amateur Socialist of St. Jim’s hastened to
answer the call.

“Hallo1” -

: Hall’?! Is that Skimpole?”

“Would you mind giving me an exposition of Socialism—
something really full and complete, that will give me a good
idea of the subiect ?”’ ~ :

“ Really, Figgins—

“ I’m not Figgins; I'm Pratt.’”” :

* Oh, Pratt! Certainly T shall have very great pleasure
in enl;’ghtening you upon this meost important subject,

39

-

Pratt.’ :

*“ Go ahead, then!” : :

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

 Pratt! Pratt! Are you there, Pratt?”’

There was no reply.

Skimpole hung up the receiver with an annoyed expression.
It was evident that Pratt had been *‘ pulling his lec.”” A
few minutes later the telephone-bell rang again, :

““ Hallo !’ said Skimpole into the receiver.

“Hallo! Is that Skimpole?”

“Yes. Who are you?”

“I'm French:?? -

- % What do you want, French ?”’

“ I’m curious to know something about Socialism. Weuld
you mind giving me a full and really graphic description of
Socialistic belief ! . : :

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

There was no reply. : : ;

It was evident that French, after getting Skimpole started,
had basely deserted his receiver, and was leaving Skimpole
to talk to the desert air. -

“ This would be really exasperating to any but the mosh
enthusiastic propagandist,” murmured Skimpole, as he hung
up*his receiver. ‘I really Dear me, there is the bell

again! T suppose it is French who has come back.”
‘“ Hallo! Hallo!”
“ Hallo! Who is that?”?

“I’m Jimson.” .

¢ What do you want 7"’

“ Since hearing your ripping. speech the other day, I’ve
been very curious on the subject of Socialism,” said Jimson.
“ Would you mind explaining to me over the wire the first
principles of Socialism, and the Socialistic theory of political
economy 77’ . :
© T should willingly do so, Jimson; but I am afraid you
are dealing with the subject in a light and jesting spirit,
and, therefore, I cannot undertake to enlighten you over the
telephone. But I wjll willingly come to your study in the
New House, and bring my books on Socialism with me, and
we will spend a pleasant couple of hours together examining
the rudiments of Socialism- 2

“You'll do what?”’

. “T’ll come over to your study in the New House, and
bring my books on—’ ¢ .

“1f you do, you'll get brained with a cricket-bat ! said
Jimson. And he rang off. 5

Skimpole did not go over to the New House to Jimson's
study. But for a time, at least, he was not called up again
on the telephone,.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Jack Blake Prime Minister,

HE Prime Ministor.of the St. Jim's Parliament zat in
‘hist study with knitted brows. Great: thoughts were
evidently moving in his mind. Blake was taking his
‘position sericusly, and he meant to make the oflice of

Prime Minister respected, if it could be done by the exercise
of Ministerial authority. S CmA 3
““Anything on?” asked Herries, Tooking at his leader’s
knitted brows. ‘ : -
“ Don’t interrupt the meditations of the Premier!” said
Dighy, in a chiding voice. “ You don’t know what vast
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questions of politics and diplomacy he may be revolving in
his nughty brain.”

“Yaas, wathah! If you are in any difficulties, Blake,
don’t mind askin’ my advice. I'm always willin’ to help
you youngsters out of a fix!”

Blake’s brow did not relax.

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

¢ Bai Jove !”

““ Figgins intends to propose some measure which wiil
have the effect of dividing the School House vote: Some-
thing to make a row between the Shell and the Fourth, you
know, which will set the Shell members against us, and then
the New House minority comes to the top.”

¢ Rotten !

‘T have appointed D’Arcy and Herries whippers-in to the
party,” said Blake. ‘I had better write out their instruc-
tions.”

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

. Blake froze him with a glare.

““ Are you going to begin to argue with the head of the
Cabinet, Herries?” -

“Well, you see

“In important cases the instructions must be given in
writing.” -

‘“Oh, very welll It's all one to me!”

‘“Give me a pen, Dig, will you?”

‘“Here you are; my fountain-pen.”

“ Now,” said Blake, “we must make sure of Tom Merry
turning up to the meeting. He isn't so likely as the others
to fall into I'iggy's little trap, and he will keep those Shell-
fish in order, perhaps. You have to see to that, Gussy.”

¢ Weally, Blake 23
-Blake wrote on a slip of paper, and handed it to D’Arcy.
The swell of the School House read the slip carefully :

¢ Don’t forget the whip for Tom Merry on Saturday !

“Am I to keep this?” asked D’Arcy innocently.

Blake glared. > f

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

“But I can wemembah quite well,”

¢ Never mind what you can remember; you've got your

(3

"

instructions from the head of the Cabinet in writing, and.

you've got to take care of them.”

¢ Oh, vewy well!” said D’Arcy. ““I haven’t the slightest
objection, I'm sure. Anythin' to oblige a fwiend!”

Blake wrote on another slip of paper, and handed it to
Herries. -

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

Herries looked it over.

“Am I to keep this?”

““Yes, ass!"” roared Blake.

¢ Oh, all right! No need to be rude about it!”
Herries, as he stuffed the glip into his trousers-pocket
* Anything for Dig?” -

“Of course not. Dig’s Speaker.’

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

Blake rose to his feet. :

¢ Come along!"” he said.

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

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tom Merry’s Letter Home,
OM MERRY rose from the table.

‘6 Aren’t you fellows finished yet?” he said.

“ No,” said Lowther.

“ That's all right.
governess,” said Tom Merry.
you finish.”

Tom Merry was a good correspondent so far as his old
-governess was concerned. In snite of many peculiar little
ways, Miss Priscilla Fawcett was a lovable old soul, and
Tom Merry was very fond of her. He dutifully wrote his
woekly letter, and dutifully read the much longer letter he
received in return. While Manners and Lowther were
finishing their prep., he wrote to Miss Fawcett.

“Anybody got an envelope?” he asked, when he had
finished. ‘

Nobody had. Tom Merry put the letter in his pocket and
ToSe. Stationery was not kept in large stocks by the
juniors, and somebody kad lately borrowed all Tom Merry’s
envelopes and forgotten to replace them. As Tom rose he
caught sight of a slip of paper on the floor.

He stooped and picked it up. He stared a little as he
read what was written on it:
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“ Don’t wait for me.”
I've got to write to my old
“Tll write the letter while

said -

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

“ What's the meaning of this?”’ he cxclaimed. 1 sup-
pose Gussy dropped-it when he looked in here a few minutes
ago. ¢ Don’t forget the whip for Tom Merry on Saturday.’
What the dickens was Gussy carrying that about for?”

Lowther chuckled.

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

Tom Merry comprehended.

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

And Tom Merry thrust the slip into his pocket. ‘

The Terrible Three went out into the quadrangle. The
dusk was falling, but some of the Shell were playing leap-
frog, and Tom Merry and his chums joined in. It was
nearly dark when Tom Merry came in, and remembered the
letter in his pocket destined for Miss Priscilla Fawcett at
Huckleberry Heath.

“ By Jove, I nearly forgot!” he exclaimed.
got an envelope, Walsh 7"’

“Yes; in my study,” said Walsh.
vou like. I’ve only had some fish-bait in it—

Tom Merry sniffed. =

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

“I've got some new ones,”’ said Reilly. “1I’ll get you one
if you like.”

*“ Thank you, kid!"

Reilly brought the envelope, and Tom Merry extracted a,
stamp from one of his pockets, borrowed a fountain-pen to
address the letter, and hastily thrust the letter into the
envelope, and cut across the guad. just in time to catch the
collection af the school letter-box.

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

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came along the passage.

“1 say, Tom Mewwy——"

“Hallo, Gussy! Have you come to show me a neck-
tie, or the latest thing in waistcoats?"

“ Certainly not!” said D’Arcy. * What I wanted to say
to you was, have I left a slip of papah in your study? I
have missed it fwom my beastly pocket, and I can’t find it.
and it has occurred to me that it might have dropped on
the floor when I looked into your study.”

“I did see a slip of paper on the floor, Gussy, and I
guessed that it belonged to you. Here it is!”

Tom Merry went through his jacket pockets in search of
the slip of paper, but did not find it. He looked rather
puzzled. He went through the pockets again, with the same
result. £

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

“ 1 didn’t,,”’ said Lowther. * Wasn't looking.”

¢ Same here,” said Manners.

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

“I'm sorry i’ said Tom Merry. I put it in my pocket
to return it to you, Gussy, and now it's gone. I suppose 1
dropped it when I was playing leapfrog. I'll go and have
a look in the quad. if you like.”

“ Not at all, deah boy. Tt’s weally of no consequence,” -
said Arthur Augustus. * Blake will be exaspewated when
he knows that I have lost his written instwuctions, but aftah
all, that i5 not a mattah of gweat consequence. He can
easily w'ite them out again. By the way, in case I forget
to tell you to-mowwow, don’t forget to turn up at the
meetin’. The New House boundahs have some wheeze on
for splittin’ our beastly majowity, and bwingin’ in the
Opposition, or somethin’ of that sort.”

“ Oh, we’ll have our eye on them!” said Tom Merry.
¢ We'll turn up, never fear !” :

And Arthur Augustus walked away.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising: Telegram.

R. HOLMES, the Head of St. Jim’s, stood in the
Sixth Form class-room, with a telegram in his hand
and. an expression of almost idiotic bewildermens
upon his face. It was Saturday morning,-and the Head

had been conduycting the Sixth Form upon an interesting-
excursion 1into Greek roots, when that telegram arrived.
The amazement of the Head as he read it was visible to the
whole class. =

“ Dear me!” murmured the Head, adjusting his glasses
and reading the telegram again. “ Dear me, there must be
some strange mistake ! Dear me! Kildare, I leave you in

“ Have you

“You can have it if

2

- charge here for a few minutes.”
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“ Yes, sir,” said the captain of St. Jim’s.

‘he Head, left the Sixth Form-room and went in search of
Mr. Railton, the housemaster of the School House. Mr.
Railton was always his right-hand man in a case of
difficulty. Mr. Railton was taking the Shell that morning,
and it was to the Shell classroom that the Head procecded.

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

“ Certainly, sir !” : - -

The Shell looked on with interest as the two masters con-
sulted together in low tones. There was evidently some-
thing the matter, from the doctor’s worried expression, but
the tones of the masters were too low for the boys to hear
what was said. : : 2

“*Read that telegram, Mr. Railton;”” said Dr. Holmes.
‘It is really most amazing. €an you understand it

The Housemaster read the wire.

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

- The Housemaster and the headmaster Jooked at each other
in equal astonishment. :

¢ Can you understand it, Mr. Railton?”

Mr. Railton shook his head. : ;

** I_have not the faintest idea what it can mean, sir.”’

It ds from Miss Priscilla Fawcett, Tom Merry’s old
governess and guardian,” said the Head. * But what can it
mean 77’

“That is a mystery. Can she have an idea.in her head
that yvou intend to administer some punishment to Tom
Merry 2?7 -

*“ How should she imagine s0?”?

“ I cannot guess. Tom Merry is not the sort of lad to write
complaints to his governess; and, besides, there is now, I be-
lieve, no question of punishing Merry.”

** Uertainly not, so far as I am concerned,”’

“ He is very frequently in hot water,” said Mr. Railton,
with a smile. “But of late he has been very busy with a
school parliament the juniors are getting up, and he has had
no time to break any of the college rules. His conduct has
been quite exemplary, in fact. I cannot understand this.”

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

“ ¥ should not be surprised.”

“1 suppose there is no way to prevent her coming ?”
murmured the Head. *° She may have started by now, and
a telegram to Huckleberry Heath would get there too late.”

Unfortunately, that is very probable >

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

“I—1I should be glad if this visit could be—er—postponed,”’
the Head remarked. * If Miss Fawecett has already started,
it is too late; but 2

* 1 do not know how frequent the trains are from Huckle-
berry Heath,” said the Housemaster, “ but I remember that
Miss Fawcett is on thie telephone. There may be time to
ring her up before she starts. A wire would have to be sent
from Rylcombe, and would be pretty certain to get there too
late, but on the telephone——7" :

The Head brightened up.

“You are right, Mr. Railton. At all events, I will ring
Miss Fawcett up-immediately, and if she has not already
started, I-may be able to explain in time.” -

And the doctor hurried away. In a few moments he was
at the ’phone in his study, but to-his amazement there came
no answer to his eall. The vagaries of the young lady at
the exchange were familiar enough; but in this case %t was
evident that there was something wrong with the wire, and
that communication was off.

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

The Head sent for Taggles, and instructed him to imme-
diately procure a man to examinc the telephone and attend
to it, and then he returned thoughtfully to the Sixth Form-
room. The man was not long in arriving, and he found
nothing wrong in the Head’s study, and pursued his in-

vestigations further, and when the boys came out after:

morning school they saw him on the School House roof at
work with ‘the wire. : ;

Tom Merry laughed as he glanced up.

““That’s some of Skimpole’s work,”” he remarked.
thing wrong with the Head’s telephone.”

‘ Impossible I'* said Skimpole, who was eraning his neck

Y Some-

to look up. “I have really net interfered with the Head’s’

wire, except to use it as a support for mine, where the two
wires cross, you know.”” :
NEXT FRIDAY: “7i e Buor” |
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' Ha,
events,”

*“That is not my fault. I was very careful.”

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

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

 Dear me,” said Skimpole, “I hope this is not a joke
from the New House again! It is very annoying 4o be inter-
rupted while” composing a speech. The woes of the down-
trodden millions cry into the air for redress—"

Ting-ting ! s

Skimpole, with patient resignation, took up the receiver.

“ Hallo 1

“?Allo! Har you there?”

Skimpole looked surprised. -

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

* Har you there?”

“Yes; T am here.”

‘¢ All right now?”

SCHh ]

“ All right now, miss 2’

*“ There is some misapprehension,” murmured Skimpole.
“I do not know who this person is, but I cannot imagine
why he should. call me miss.”

AN right?”? :

“Ves;.I am certainly all right{?

“ Right-ho! Good-bye!”

¢ Good-bye! ‘But—"""

But the unknown speaker had rung off,
up the receiver in bewilderment. - .

“1 really cannot understand this,”” he murmured. “It
must surely be a joke of someone in the New House, or else
someone has used the telephone; imagining that it was con-
nected up with the exchange. Ah, yes, that must be it!
And that accounts for him addressing me as miss. * But why
should he ring up the exchonge to ask the young lady if she
is all right? Perhaps he is hér sweectheart, or something!

ha!  There’s something wrong with it,” at all -

Skimpole hung

. But I do not really quite understand it.”

However, more important matters claimed: Skimpole’s
attention, and leaving the mystery unsolved, he returned to
his pen and paper, and was soon deep in the composition of
tho speech which was to enlighten the St. Jim's electors on
the important subjects of Socialism, Determinism, and several
cther ‘‘isms.” -

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Miss Priscilla is Alarmed.

“ mm Y hat!”
It was Tom Merry who uttered the sudden ex-
clamation.

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

** My hat, it’s my old nurse!”

It was indeed Miss Priscilla Fawcets, and the good old
lady was evidently in a hurry. Her bonnet was tied on awry,
and her general appearance was not nearly so neat and prim
as was usual with her. She was coming up the lane at a
great rate, and the sight would have been comical but for the
earnestness and solemn purpose in her perspu‘ing face. :
: * Coming to see you, Tom,” said Manners.  Didn’t you
know ¢ .

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

‘T badn’t the slightest idea.’? .

‘ That’s curious! She looks as if something were wrong,”
said Monty Lowther.. “ Alarmed for your health, I expect,
and coming down with a special bottle of cod-liver oil.”." -
*“ Oh, cheese it !? - ~ :

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

Tom Merry slid off the* gate.

“I'm going to meet her,”” he said.
lane towards the hurrying old lady. i ;

Miss Fawcett caught sight of him, and uttered ‘an éxclama:
tion of joy. - = .

“ My darling Tommy -

The next moment he was clasped in her arms.

“ My sweetest child! And thev were going to whip him
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then! Never, never, while his old nurse is there to protect
im, the sweet boy!” == =
Tom Merry struggled. Miss Priscilla Fawcett was a dear
old soul. But she never would realise that Tom Merry was
growing up. To be hugged in public and called a dear boy
at fifteen was not exactfy gratifying to the hero of the Shell;
“Pear Miss Fawcett—"
“ But they shall not whip him, then!”
€6 y?

“T came down instantly. You have not been whipped

s
© < Whipped? No!” s

< Then the doctor had my telegram in time! Oh, T have
been in such a flutter!”’ said Miss Fawcett. T caught the
first train down from Huckleberry Heath; but the journey
is so long, and I was afraid that you might have the whipping
before 1 arrived, though Hannah wired immediately to the
doctor. Thank goodness, I am in time, my darling child!
And there was no vehicle at Rylcombe Station, and I have
hurried—""

“ My dear nurse—""

“ But you are safe now. my darling—you are safe now,
with your old nurse to protect you,” said Miss Fawecett.

Tom Merry was scarlet. Manners and Lowther had turned
their heads away from the affecting scene. ~Miss Faweetd
thought it was due to their emotion, and she respected them
for the manly tears which compelled the two juniors to put
their handkerchiefs to their faces. But Tom Merry knew
very well that they were struggling desperately not to yell
with laughter in the presence of Miss Fawecett.

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

¢ But, my dear— :

But Miss Priscilla hurried him on. Tom Merry gave in.
feeling that it was best to get Miss Fawcett inside the school
as soon as possible. Fellows were gathering round to look
on, and a scene of pathos in public was a_horror of horrors
to Tom Merry, as to most boys. _

As soon as they were gone, Monty Lowther threw himself
down upon his back on the grass beside the lane and yelled.

“ Oh, hold me, Manners!’ he gurgled. “I know I shall
break something! Ha, ha, ba!”

“ Can't!” gasped Manners. 1 want somebody to hold
me! Oh, my darling child, and did the naughty school-
master want to whip him, then! Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho, ho, bo! Poor old Tommy!"

¢ Poor old Tommy! Ha, ha, hat”

Tom Merry hurried on towards the school with Miss Faw-
cett. What had brought the good lady so suddenly down to
St. Jim’s he could not imagine. Fellows looked at them as
they progressed across the quad, and Figgins & Co. raised

9

their hats to Miss Fawcett with great politeness and lurking
grins, Study No. 6 were on the steps of the School House,
and they took off their caps courteously. :

“ Tt is a weal pleasuah to see you again, Miss Pwiscilla,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Pway allow us to welcome you to
St. Jim's !

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

¢ He do—he does,” said Digby.

¢ I'll punch your head presently,” said Tom Merry, in a
fierce whisper.

Ha,ha, hal .

“I must see the Head immediately!” exclaimed Miss
Fawcett. * Where is the Head? My good man, show me
in to the Head immediately, please !”

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

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

And Miss Fawcett, who was not to be denied or delayed,
(\Tv.as'shown forthwith into the presence of the Head of St.

im's.

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

¢ Ah, good-morning, Mi
ing hands with the visitor.
Won't you—er—sit down?"

“Oh, Dr. Holmes, T am so glad my telegram reached you
in time !’ exclaimed Miss Fawecett, sinking into a chair. * If
vou had svhipped Tommy in the present delicate 'state of his
health, the results might have been terrible.”

“But I had no intention of doing so,” exclaimed the
amazed Head. ¢ Whipping is not a punishment in vogue at
this school, in any case. Boys are caned, and sometimes
ﬂﬁg;‘yged‘ ~ But there is no question of punishing Merry at
all.

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

Fawcett!” said the Head, shak-
“ 1 am—er—glad to see you.

“ But (h)

“There is evidently some mistake, It is possible that you
have been the victim of some absurd practical joke, Miss
Fawcett 7"

The old lady looked amazed as well as relieved.

“But—but I came to this conclusion from the slip which
Tommy enclosed in his letter to me, which reached me thig
morning—-""

The Head looked severely at Tom Merry.

¢ Is it possible, Merry, that you are the cause of—""

¢ Certainly not, sir [” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘There was
nothing in my letter, that I know of, to cause Miss Fawcett
s

“But this is it,”’ exclaimed Miss Fawcett, extracting a
slip of paper from her bag, and passing it to the Head. Dr.
Holmes adjusted his spectacles, and looked astounded as he
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rea “ Deon’t forget the whip for Tom "\Iﬂrry on Saturday.”.

Blees my coul ! What can this mean ¢

He had read the sentence aloud; and so Tom Merry undm-
stood. The junior m\oluniarﬂy burst into a laugh, Dr.
Holmes looked Jat him,

“ Merry——

“Jf you please, sir, I can explain,”” said Tom eagerly.

 That slip-got into the letter by mistake. I wondered what
had become of it. I suppose when I put it in my pocl\et it

“went into the folded letter, and then I posted it

* But what does this mean ?”’

“Oh, it’s a whip, sir! It belongs to D’Arcy, and it’s his
instructions to see that I don’ t miss the meeting of St Jim’s
Parliament to-day.”

The Head looked puzzled.

“The St. Jim’s Parliament !”’

* Yes, sir; it’s a House of Commons got up among the
junior Forms, ,on the lines of the real one, but with im-
provements

“ Ahem!
telling me something zbout it.

I understand now! I remember Mr. Railton
You see, Miss Fawcett, if is
all a “mistake.”

I am so glad But as you know, dear D1 Holmos,
'lommy s health is so delicate that I was afraid

‘Yes, yes, all i is explained now. You may go, .\Iexly.f’

** Thank you, sir!”

*“ One moment, Tommy darling. Take the cod-liver oil.
Have you finished the pills I sent you last week ?”’

“ON, no; there are quite a lot left!”

Sk hope you are not neglecting to take them regularly,
iy sweetest. Six before and after every meal, and nine on
going to bed, and othms during the day whenever you feel
a desne to take them.”

*1 remembey pe)fectlv

* And do not be reckless in these terrible sexummages at
cricket, Tommy darling. Remember vou are not strong, and
let the other boys take all the goals if they wish when you
are playing crlcket Your precious health must come before
everything.”

“That is all right, dear.
cricket, and I never will,” said Tom Merry,
p10n11se with a clear conscience.

*That is my own darling boy !’

“You will lunch with me, Miss B awcett:

© Certainly, Dr. Holmes, thank you very much I shall
return to Huckleberry Heath by the next tmm much re-
lieved-in my mind.”

It was possible that Dr. Holmes was much 1eheved in his
mind, too. Tom Merry quitted the etudy. Miss Priscilla
dudnged the strings of her bonnet.

“ T left Lamol Villa in too great a hury to 1(3(1\ any in-
structions,” she said. “ Could you telephone after luach and
instruct Hannah to have the trap at the station to meet me,
defu Dyr. Holmes 7 >

“With pleasure, madam ! Now, allow me to take you in
to lunch !” said the headmaster.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
A Strange Talk onm the Telephone.
TOM MERRY rejoined his chums with a very rich colour

2]

I never try to take goals at
makmd that

in his face, Lowther and Manners made no allusion

to Miss Kawcett, but it was easy to see that they were

suppressing: a strong desire to chuckle. Tom Merry
e\phmed the cause of the old lady’s sudden visit to St. Jim’s
and the chums of the Shell agreed that it was all I)’Arcy’ &
fault. They went in rathér late to dinner. W. hen the meal
was over, Skimpole went up to his study again, and the
Terrible. Three followed him there.

The amateur Socialist was already busy when they came in:
He was poring over a paper pamphlet with the imposing
title. of *‘ Determinism; a Treatise upon the Theory that
every Effect is the Result-of a Cause, and that every Cause
is the Producer of an Effect.”” The bmmv man of the Shell
looked up as the chums came in, and stuck his pen behmd
one of his large ears.

“Do you want to speak to me, Merry?
just now, looking up points for my election speech——
= But the elections are over——’
‘T am expecting a by-election, which will give me the
ppmtumty of carrying on my propaganda wor T within the
walls of St. Jim’s Parliament. The more I study the sub-

I am rather basy

3

ject of Determinisiy, the more I am convinced that a man '

consists wholly and solely of himself and his attributes, and

that his suwrroundings -have-an influence over him exactly

proportioned to the extent of their effect upon him. This
is a remarkable discovery which is the root of the theory
of Determinism—"

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

NEXT FRIDAY:

¢ THE NEW TUTOR " §
By Martin Clifford. l
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< I thought Blake was going to do that—""

“ Blake can go and eat coke !”

“ Can he 7’ gaid a xoxce at the door, and the chums of
Study No. 6 looked in. *“T thought you kids might have the
cheek to usurp my functions, so I.came along As Prime
Minister jn St. Jim’s Parliament, I call the members
together.”

* Yaas, wathah!
Pwi ime Ministah if I were Blake!
ag——"

Ting-ting !

"Hallo there’s Txvfry & Co. @tzuted nngmu us up‘ ex-
claimed Tom Merry:

‘“No, you won’t,” said Blalse

“1 tell you

* Now, look hme 4

Skmlpo‘e stepped to the telephone and took up thf'
receiver.

* Hallo $?

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

“ Hallo, Figgy is in a hurry I’ remarked Blake, who was
close euouvh to .Ql\-mpole to hear w hat was said. ‘“But that
doesn’t sound like his voice, either.” :

e was delayed, as T was busy upon a speech,” said Skim-
pole.- “T am sorry to have kept you waiting, but it really
d-)r\m t matter.’

- * What do you say ?”

01 say it really does not matter.’

“ I shall complam of this nnpmtmence

¢ Oh, rats!”

2 What 2

‘I said-rats.”

€ I__ Tty T

“If you’ ve got anything to say, say it; if not, ring off.”
- :

I should stand upon my wights as
I wegard these persons

Ak ll just see——

““ Oh, go and eat coke !’ said Skimpole. And We rung ofi.

ok Good—bye, Dr. Holmes! Thank you so much, and——
Gh, yes; you telephoned to Huckleberry Heath, did you not,
to tell them to have the trap at the station?”

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

“ Er—TI rang up the exchange,” he said; * but I was not
put on to your mumber. I was replied to with the grossest
impertinence. I am afraid that the operator must be intoxi-
cated, or something of the sort. T will ring up again a little
later—— Oy, rather, I will send a vme to Huckl eberry
Heath, which will answer the purpose.’

* Thank you so much, Dr. Holmes!
to my darling Tommy.”

Tom \(leny was not to be seen; but someone remembered
having scen him go to ‘Sumpoles study, and he was sent
for. - He came down in haste to say goodDye to his old
governess. Miss Priscilla kissed him on the forehead before
a crowd of keenly-interested juniors, and -impressed upon
him the importance of not getting his feet wet, or strugglng
too strenuously aiter goals ab cucket and then drove off to
the station.

Tom Merry returned to Sl\nnpole study. = His chums were
a\\altmv him*there, and Blake was vam]v endca\omlng to
ring up I‘lggms

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

He intended spending the half- hohday preparing examina-
tion papers, but he had barely settled down at his desk w lmn
the telephone bell rang.

“*Dear me!” murmured the Head. ‘I suppose thev ;ue
ringing me up to explain about the intoxicated oper ator.’

He took up the receiver.

“ Fallo, hallo!” came from the other end. 5

¢ Hallg!?2 . £

“ Oh, you're there, are you?” :

L Ye~ P=said Dr. IIo]mes, rather surprised by th)s mode
of address‘ “I am here.”

“ Why the dickens didn’t you answer the call before, thon,
you ass ?”’ =

The doctor nearly dropped the receiver. =

He had known of carclessness and .impertinence at fhe
telephone exchange, but he had never been -addressed lik
that before. :

- “ What—what did vou say?”’

1 said, why didn’t you ‘answer before?”’

. ““If you have rung befmc, I was not aware of it.

been absent from my study.” -

2 ““Well, you shouldn’t be, when I'm talking to 3ou

mmd ! If § the wood-shed again at three o “clock.”
“

I must say good-bye

I have

"\':e\fcf

e Dedf 7 5 said the voice, - & Isa s 1’r s the wood-shed again

at three o’clock.”
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* What—what—"

“My hat! The chapa deaf or silly. The~—wood—shed—-
sgain—at—three—o’clock | Understand that?”

¢ Bless my soul!” murmured the doctor,

=t Well are you coming?”’

13 Eh

¢ Are you coming ?"’

“ Coming where 7"

“To the woodshed, fathead!”

¢ I—TI think there must be some mistake.
that there is some mistake.

T am convinced
I must be speaking to the wrong

person. Do you know whom I am?
‘“Ass! What are you getfing at now?”’
“I am Dr. Holmes.’

‘“ Oh, don’t be funny !

“¥ am Dr. Holmes, of St. James's Collegiate School.”

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

The doctor gave a jump.

¢ Bless my soul! The operator must be under the 1mpreq-
sion that he is speaking to Figgins. Hallo! Do you think
you are speaking to F)ggms of the Fourth Fotm g1

“1 know I am, cuckoo!”

“ This is really remarkable !”’

The doctor hung up the receiver, and rang for his man-
scrvant, whom he sent to fetch Mr. Railton, The.House-
master of the School House came in in a few minutes. He
looked in some surprise at the Head's flustered face. -

¢ Is anything wrong, sir?”

“ Something "is certainly wrong, Mr. Railton,” said the
Head. *‘ You see the telephone bell is ringing. I should
be glad if you would answer the call and tell me what you
make of it. I am utterly astounded !

Mr. Railton, looking somewhat l‘lTS'tlﬁed, took up the
receiver.
“ Hallo! Who are you?"

“ T'll show you who I am when I meet you in the wood-
shed,” said a voice. “ I've had about enough of your little
jokes 12 : :

The Housemaster staggered.

 What do you mean by ringing off before T had finished ?’
the voice went on.  If you are looking for trouble, you've
only got to say so

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

“You know jolly well “ho I am! I'm the Prime
Minister, and I'll give you a thick ear when parliament
meets !”’

“ My—my word! This is most amazing!”

¢ Are you coming to the meeting, chump ?"”

““ Wh—what meeting?”’

‘“In the wood-shed, ass! If you don't jolly well answer,
Tl come over to the New House and wipe up the floor with
the lot of you®'

A light of comprehension dawned in Mr. Railton’s eyes.

“Dear me! I thought I knew the voice. It is Blake,
i\gnd he thml\s he is speaking to someone in the New House

ut—""

“You amaze me!
I’IOuaC B

¢TI have heard to-day that some mechanical genius in the
School House has lately connected the two Houses by tele-
phone,” said Mr. Railton. * Is it possible that the wires
have become connected, or something of that sort ?’

The Head passed his "hand across his brow.

“ Dear me! I knew nothing of that.”’

Mzr. Railton spoke into the telephone again,

“ Hallo !”

¢ Hallo, you New House rotter!” *

“T ane Mr. Railton.”

“Oh, are you going to be funny avam" 1

“Don’t you know my voice, Blake #’

“ Well, 1t's somethmrr like Railton’s, but I suppose vou're
Kerr. I\eu can imitate any chap’s voice. No good trying
to take me in, Kerr.”

Railton.

There is no telephone in the l\ew

% Yes; TI'm likely to go into the Head's study and gef a
11(. king for my cheek just to please you, Kerr!”

T tell you I am Mr. R:ulton iz
“Oh, cheese it
The Housemaster laughed involuntarily. It was impossible

to be angry, when it was quite clear that Blake firmly be-
lieved he was talking to a New House junior.

* Where are you, Blake?” he asked.

¢ You know jolly well I'm in Skimpole’s study.”

Mr. Railton turned from the telephone,

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

A good idea,” said the Head.

And James was promptly despatched upon his errand. In
five minutes a sound of many footsteps was heard in the
passage; and the grinning James opened the door, “and
ushered in eight rather scared-looking juniors.

The Head surveyed them severely. :

“ Blake, I understand that you
telephone just now.”

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

“You were taleg to m\self _and-then to Mx.
on tlus telephone

el St
Blake-was too astounded and alavmed to say more.

Tom Mervy came to the rescue,

¢ Blake didn’t know, sir,”” he said; **we have a telephone
from Skimpole’s study to the New House, and Blake was
talking to Figgins. We couldn’t understand the answers we
got. We thought it w as I‘1gg1n~ or Kerr pulling our leg—
I mean joking Swith us.’

“ How could your telephone possibly have become con-

nected with mine ?"”
: Skimpole looked puzzled.

‘It is impossible, su""

wires most carefully.’

“Then that is why my telephone \\ as out of order this
mommg o e\claxmed the Head.

* Impossible, Bn I was too careful for amtmnu like

that to happon

‘It is evidently the case,” said the docto1, “yvet the

workman, when he had ﬁmshed told me that he had spolen
through to the exchange, and that it was all right.”

Skimpole gave a jump

¢ Ah, that explaing !"’

¢ Explains what, Skimpole?”

“ Why, sir, the stupid ass I mean the man must have
connected up the two telephones by mistake. Somebody
spoke to me this morning, and I thought it was Figgins
ldll\mv as he addressed me as miss 2

Ha ha, ha !” roared Tom Merry. It was the repairing

chap speakmg through to the exchange.”

“1 suppose now that it must have been. T said that I
was all right, though I did not understand his inquiry——"'

Mer. Railton was trying not laugh. Even the Head
could not help smiling.

“It's all the qtupld fellow’s fault, sir,” said Skimpole.
¢ He certainly ought not to have connected up the two wires.
Of course, as a Determinist, I do not blame him for being
stupid. Tt is evidently due to the combined influences of
hCIletV and environment

“MThat will do, Skimpole. As it is all a mistake

“I hope tnat you couldn’t think I meant to talk 111\9 that
to you, sir,’ » said Blake, very red in the face; “* I’d sooner
bite my tongue off. -1 thought T was talking to old Figginz
all the time, and that he was larking. I am very sorry :

The doctor smiled.

“I accept your apology, Blake. But I n‘ust ask you to
kindly take down the telephone. You may go.’

And the juniors, extremely glad to escape so cheaply. went.
When the door closed the doctor and Mr. Ralltou burst
into a hearty laugh. And Tom Merry went over in person
to the New House to inform Figgins of the time for parlia-

it 1!

were talking cver the
R:ulton,

But

he e‘{claimed “T1 put up the

“I am Mr. Railton, and I'm in the Head’s study. I mealie ey
command you to come here immediately.” THE END.
M%ﬁ -

-
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you go by chance, or as sure as my’
name is Bill Pollard you’ll get shot!”

I reckon -it’s a game that two can
play at,” said Sam, placing his hand on
his revolver butt. * The first man wha
levels a weapon will get a bullet through
his axm.” :

“What’s all dis?’ demanded Pete,
pushing Bill aside, and stepping up to
a rough table on which a man lay. He
was stripped to the waist, and had an
@ ugly wound in his breast. “ Who did
dat?”’ =

““ The beast,” answered Ezra, lower-
ing his voice, and gazing fearfully
around the place. ‘' Poor Fred!’

‘“ Stop a bit, mates!”’ cxclaimed Sam,
_stepping forward. ~ “If we've got to
draw on each other wo can do it
presently; but it's our duty as men to
see to this poor fellow first. Give him
a drop of spirit, if you have any. Just
moisten his lips. Got any linen?”

“TIt’s all right, boys,’ said Eezra,
watching Sam bind up the wound.
“ He knows more about it than me.
Tt's all right, mate. = You needn’t be
afraid of any firing while you are look-
ing. after Fred.” .

“ Golly! We ain’t afraid !’ exclaimed
Pete. ** If you started firing dere would
be a lot more reason for you to be
afraid.” -

“Come outside, and——"’

“ Nunno, old hoss! Dis child am just
going to look after Sammy’s interests
while he looks after Fred’s; and Jack
is de same way fixed. You may be bery
nice men, ’cos you can't always go by
looks; but we ain’t trusting you furder
dan we can see you.”

“ Here! Ezra has told you to go out,”
cried a hulking great fellow, stepping
up to Pete menacingly. ** Jest you go!”

LB

the Thrilling

* What’s your name, old hoss?” in-

the unknown beast.

Jack, Sam and Pete are puzzled by the Mysterious trail of

quired Pete,
.} !?7
*“ Dis child’s is Pete.”” =
“Tt don’t matter to me what it is.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Wounded Man—A Mysterious Foe—Pete Rescues His
Foe from the Jaws of Death—A Mysterious Trail.
OME years ago a party of hunters of big game in Africa,

while following a wounded elephant, came upon a

narrow stream which flowed from beneath a mass of

red rocks, though where it rises probably no man
will ever know. - :

At any rate, in this stream, all glittering in the sunlight,
lay a nugget of pure gold. That wounded eclephant escaped,
and the half dozen men who formed the party went down
on their knees and groped in the river sand. They were
onuly poor hunters, and richer men than they have gone down
on their knees and groped in mud for gold.

Well, they named it Red Rock Diggings, brought up
mining implements, and started operations with moderate
success. There was food in the forest for them, and some
gold in the earth.. The latter they periodically ran_to the
settlement, and, having squandered their hard-earned gold,
returned to Red Rock Diggings to seek a fresh supply.

But in one thing they were wise.

However drunk they got, they never revealed their sccret
source of wealth, The name of Red Rock Diggings was well
known, but its situation was a mystery, and it was only
through Rory chasing a rabbit into the gorge where the
diggings lay that Jack, Sam, and Pete stumbled on the spot.
. The six miners lived in a hut which they had constructed
of blocks of sandstone, plastered together with cement of
their own making, and roofed with timber. The work did
them credit, and they were very proud of it; but they did
not want strangers to share their prize, and when the three
comrades suddenly entered the place every man but one
sprang forward, while an angry murmur arose.

- What do you want here?’ demanded a tall, bony man,

whose hands were stained with blood. He went by the name

of Ezra, and was a leading ligcht amongst those miners, be-
cause he had wonderful luck and skill.

‘“ We came here quite by chance.”

-* Then, see you here,” cried a short, thick-set man, ** jest
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by his yowls.
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Clear, or I'll give you a smack in the
jaw, and you won’t want two of mine, so-I tell you!’

“Nunno! I ain’t taking any ob dem. gnly take tings
I want, such as Sammy’s bacca. You buzz off before you
get hurt 1™ - =

“ Why, you thundering skunk of a nigger, take— Ugh

Job struck, but his fist missed Pete’s face, while that
worthy struck him in the chest with a force that completely
dcubled him up and made him gasp.

“You'm making too much noise for de sick-room, old
hoss!” cried Pete, picking him up in_his brawny arms.
“ You come along wid your nursey. Nunno! You can’t
draw your weapons wid my arms round you—so. Oh, you
dear little Job! I ecould hug yeu.” ; -

“ Woohoo! Stow it! Bust! You're crushing my ribs in.”

“ Dat’s de worst ob being so affectionate, ain’t 1t? Now,
Job, you hab got a lesson to learn, and it may save you
getting hurt a lot in dis world. Tink I can hold you in one
hand, ’cos you ain’t as strong as you tink you are. May as
well take your weapons, in case you try to shoot me. Now,
T’ll just chuck you into dose bushes—so!”

Pete hurled his opponent into a clump of  wait-a-bit
thorns. As my readers may know, these are in the shape
of small and large fish-hooks, and no thorn was ever more
aptly named. They caused Job to roar like a wounded bull,
and utter the most indifferent language.

¢ Now, I wonder what dat man is making all dis boder
about?’ mused Pete. “Don’t see anytingsin a clump ob
bushes to make all dat vow ober. Say, Job, hab you sat on
@ wapsy’s nest, or are you only trying to sing ‘ Winds dat
blow from de souf’ wid de loud pedal down?”’ =
: “P}ust it! Yoorooh! *Get these dratted thorns out of
me !’ —

“Dat don’t come under de head ob my contract. I only
engaged to put you into de bushes, not to take you out obh
dem. All you hab got to do is to struggle about a bit, and
you'm most bound to get clear. Nunno, Rory! Don’t bite
him. Dat man is suffering pain cnough. You can hear dat
Regular musical concert, ain’t it?”

“You varmint!” howled Job, when he at last got free,
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TR T don’tvpay vou -for this, may T be drawed and “ Hush, mate, as you value your life!’ murniured Hzra.

guartered ! > © “There’s things in the African forest as white men don’t
“PDon’t you boder about dat, Job,” said Pete, striking a  knew of.” S : :

match om his trousers. *‘I do any little job like dat free, “ Granted! We ourselves have séen some strange things,”

gracious, and for noting. Chuck you in again if you like; = said Jack: . ;

widout extra charge.” ““I have seen stranger,” declared Ezra. . * You haven't
“ Will you fight me" fair?”’ & seen the beast.” - :
*“Well, I ain’t bery fair. Nunno, Job! I won't fight you. “I reckon if we do we will put Pete alongside it,” said
‘““Why not?”’ e Sam. “ Then we shall have beauty and the beast.” .
““ Because you are afraid ob me, old hoss.” : “It’s no joking matter, mate,” said Ezra. “You'd say
«“ Afearved of a nigger! Well, that’s a good ’un.. Haw, so, too, if you had seen it.”’ -

haw, haw! So you won’t fight me?” ; *What's dat beast like,” inquired Pete.
Job shouted this out, because Ezra and Bilk were coming ¢ A hideous monster.”’ ’

towards them. { “ Well, so is Sammy; but den he ain’t dangerous except

“Nunio! T ain't going to fight,”” said Pete. ““You are  when he’s shooting. You neber know what he s going to
“hurt quite badly enough already. Don’t mind putting you  hit when he starts fizing, but it’s most bound to be something
across my knee and spanking you if it would amuse de rest  he ain’t aiming at. But we would mighty much like to see
ob de company, but I’m mighty sure dey wouldn’t like to  dat beast!” -

sce you knocked about.” “ Fred saw it. That’s how it would serve you. Still, if vou
Pete was standing with his back to the river, apparently  don’t value your lives, jest visit the ruins.” =2

intent on his pipe. Job was not going to lose such a “ Are dey far from here, gah?”’ :

splendid opportunity as that. He made a sudden rush at “No. I wish they was a thousand miles further! Follow

Pete and dealt a furious blow at his face. along the river, and wheh you come to the lake wvou’ll see
It appeared as though Pete suddenly collapsed. He went  them; and mind you, you'll see more than yvou want to.”

down in a heap, and, sprawling over him, Job pitched head- “ What's dat 2" > :

long into the river amongst the rushes. “You'll see your burial-place: As sure as you're living

‘“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete, swinging round and sitting ~ men now, youw'll be dead ones if ever you ‘zo mnear those
on the steep bank, while his legs dangled over the water. — ruins.”

¢“Tink dat man is making signals wid his legs. ’'Spect dat :‘ Dunno ’bout dis, boys. T ain’t fond cb ghosts and dat.”
means ¢ wrong end up.’ " : = Thought you wanted to see the beast?”
The fact is Job’s head had stuck in the mud, and when he ‘Tink I had better look at you, Sammy. Ag ordinary

appeared right end up, his face was about as black as Pete’s.  specimen ob beast seems to be “bout as much as dis child
The strange part about it was that although the water cnly  requires. P’r'aps Ezra can gib us a description ob dat
veached Job's waist, he uttered a yell of terror, while he animal dat will sabe us the boder ob going to look at him.'

scrambled up the bank -as though some awful peril ywere  Ah, it is terrible!” groaned Ezra. *‘I ain't never seein
behind him. L ; - ~ anything like it!”

And so it was. For wallowing in the soft piad at the *Is it anything like a camel or a flea, or any 6b dose biting
iriverside was a huge crocodile. He had caught a glimpse of  animals?” ) = ¥
it as he rose to the surface, and as the dreadful reptile moved “Not a bit.””
slowly towards him he was almost helpless with terror. ““Say a hippetamus or an ostrich, den?”’

Suddenly it made a snap at the seat of Job's trousers, which “ You ain’t got no conception of that beast, mates. Once
fortunately were baggy. Pete gripped the terrified man by  you see it you'll never forget it.”
the arm, and raising the axe which he had grasped in his “I rader ’spect you hab neber seen it, Ezra,” observed
right hand when he saw the 'peril, he struck at the reptile’s  Pete,
head with all his strength. “Wish T hadua’t ! : :

The keen-.edge crashed through the thick bone, and the “Well, yvou don’t seem to kunow wmuch ’bout dat animal.
crocodile fell backwards, ripping out a large square of cloth.  You don’t seem to know weder it’s like a Jerusalem moke o

“ Near ting dat, Massa Job!” exclaimed Pete. ** Are you a butterfly. Does it live on grass or chickweed ?”
bitten?”’ = It lives on human beings !”’ answered Ezra, in a horrvified

“No, mate! But I should have been if it hadn’t been  voice. “*Its den is full of their bones!”
for you. Jest you go on ahead while I follow you.” “Tink it’s a lion?”

“ Nunno! You go first, Job.” ¢ No. I dunno what it is. There’s no animal like it.”
1 ain’t a-going fust!” roared Job. : “ That is my opinion, Ezra,” said Jack, laughing. **It is
“Yah, yah, yah! How’s dat, sah?” £ s a sort of invisible beast, the outcome of vivid imagina-
“ Never you mind how it is. I ain’t having a nigger tion—". >
guffawing at me, even if he has saved my life.” Here Ezra uttered a wild yell, and howling out: * The .
* Yah, yah, yah!t Come ’long, boys!” : beast ! The beast !” bolted into the building, slamming and
Job kept about three yards behind them. Then a peal flocking the door. - S
of wild laughter appeared to come from the bushes behind . The comrades saw nothing in the bushes in the direction

him, and, uttering a yell, he bolted past the other three men  in which Ezra had been gazing; but Rory evidently did, for
and darted into the building, followed by howls of laughter.  he leapt into the bushes.

Even the wounded man Fred, who had regained conscious- “T rader tink dat beast is going to get bitten,” observed
ness and who caught a glimpse of Job, commenced to laugh.  pota “Fellup! Dat sounds as if Rory is getting bitten !

“Here! You stop that!” exclaimed Sam. * You will He had heard a yelp, and as Pete sprang towards the
have to wait till that wound gets well before you start. pyches Rory came back, looking very scared. He glanced
gu‘fffa}vmg like that.” - ; back several times, as though to make sure he was not being

- % r?@:gé;‘*fh]t’ngftﬁbw e i followed, and if ever a dog looked frightened, it was he.

e : 3 2 i Tciol S 9 “Golly! It must be a mighty funny beast for Rory t5 be
will bo 4l right in a day or two, if you keep quiet and don’t afraﬁioo% hinﬁ!” exclaimed %eg;. “’Spect we shall hab to

‘go getting drunk.” : : : b o : : 5
“But he does look mortal funny, too. How did he lose all  8° and see de complexion ob dat animal!

that” cloth?” ] ¢ I reckon if we can strike its trail on this swampy ground
Yah. vah vah! roared Pete. * An old crocodile caught [ shall be able to tell what animal it is,” said Sam. * Come
e Bt Tow i vou get -dat wound?” = this way. I had better go first. - Pete’s beetle-crushers would

An expression of terror came into the wounded man’s eyes,  COVer the trail of an elephant. May I be shot if it doesn’t
and he gazed around as though he expected to see some look like a young elephant’s trail! See here! Those two
fearinl form. ib tho room e round holes are made by the hind feet. This smaller one——

It was the beast,” he murmuréd, What the name of Fate can it be? Why, one of the fect is

“ Flore, mates?”’ exclaimed Ezra, beckoning the comrades ~ in the shape of a man’s hand! e . -
from the building. * You've fixed up that wounded mana Opposite the front footprint was the distinct impression of
treat, and yowve proved to us that you're a decent sort. & human hand. For some moments the comrades stood
Mayl')e we haven’t proved the same to vou. Now, see here! gazing at the extraordinary trail in mute amazemeut; then
I found a bit of a nugget about forty or fifty miles lower Sam followed if further along, but the trail across the spongy
down the river. Take it, and zo away from here withont ground was the same. Where the fourth foot ‘should have
any questions asked or.answered. We don't want anyone to  gone appeared the distinct impression of a man’s hand. .
know. we are living here.”” = “Well, if it has puzzled Ezra to describe that aniral, T

- we g .

‘“ We shall certainly say nothing about it,” exclaimed Jack,  reckon it would puzzle me to describe the trail!”

refusing the gold. ** It is no business of ours. But we don’t ¢ Dat’s easy enough, San}my 1 declarf:,(’i- Pete. * Anvone
ieed your gold, and if we did we should not take it like that.  can tell what animal dat t_rﬂ?l}’ belongs to! - :
We have a larger fortune than we shall ever neced, Ezra. “Well, what animal is it ?” —

But what do you mean about the beast? What beast is it?” ¢ Dat trail, sah, belongs to de pig.
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“ Belongs to your grandmother I”

¢ Nunno, Sammy.! She s been dead foo Iong to hab made
dat trail. Dat's a pig’s trail, nght enough.”

“ Rats!
the front one is about three; then there are no hoof-marks.
Besides, how do you account for the impression of the hand 7"

*“I'm mighty certain I know where my tobacco goes to,’
growled Sam.  * But look here! It's getting too dark to
follow that trail to-night. Suppose we camp by the river,
and visit the ruins in the morning 777

‘“Dat’s a mighty sensible idea, Sammy,” answered Pete,
“But we hab got to get a shot at someting, so come ’long !’

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
More About the Strange Apparition.

Fzra and Bill,
who had seen the glow of their camp- ﬁxe but did not
care to venture out with that beast pIo\\hng about,
paid them a visit.

“ We’ve, been talking matters over, mates, said Ezra;

‘and as youw've seen so much we are going to tell you the
rest, so long as you'll swear never to reveal our secret.”

“We will 1>Iedge our words,” said Jack,

“But youw've got to swear it.”’

*“ Nonsense | I shall do no such thing,” answered Jack.
““ If you cannot take our words, there is an end of it. If you
imagine that we are going to tell anyone you have a gold-
mine here, you are mistaken.”

“You think to get it for yourselves !

“Do you take us for thieves?”’

“Well, T wouldn’t call that stealing. If you was to wait
your opportunity Jou might shoot us all down with those re-
peating uﬂea———

“Golly ! De man tinks we are murderers now !’ exclaimed
Pete.

“Well, it seems to me the only way to close your mouths
is to take you into partnership,” said Ezra, and that we are
willing to do if you work with the rest of us.’ :

“ We don’t want any such thing,”” said Jack. “ As a matter
of fact, we have ten times more gold than you \\111 ever get
out of your mine. How is Fred gettmg on?”

“He’s a lot better this morning. =

“Is he able to give any description of this mysterious
beast 2’ .

“No. He was asleep in the forest when he was stabbed.”

¢ And did not gee the beast at all?”

(13 'T\TO 3

“ Well, probably a savage stabbed him.”

S 1 celtamly might be that,” edmitted Eazra, glancmg
round the bushes.

“ We are inclined to think the beast is a hoax.”

T never seed one,” growled Bill; “ but all I can say is, if
it is, why, a hoax is a thux-oepng funny sort of animal.”’

““We mean that you are plavmg us & trick in order to scare
us awa),’ explained Jack, *‘and that there is no beast at
all.’

“1 only wish you were right.””

“We thought perhaps you had made the trail in the mud
with the three strange feet and the hand.”

“ That’s the beacts trail right enough. I saw xt when I
bolted ; and its face is awful.”

“But surely you can describe it. What is it like? »

“To tell you the truth, I don’t care to talk about it. It's
suthin’ between a lion and a chimpanzee,”

*“ Anyting like Sammy?” inquired Pete.

“Nunno! It's a lot more awful than him.’

i Deu I tell you what it is, Jack. We'd bettcx gxb da{, bea\f
a wide ‘berth.  If it’s more awful than Sammy, it’s most
bound to gib us two-free kinds ob fits.”

“Well, I reckon we will follo\v its trail.”

“There ain't no need to do that, mate,”
know where it leads to.”

“ Where 772

“The haunted 1ums, and 1f you take my tip you won’t

go there. I entered ’em ~once; but for all “the gold as has

e\e; come out of that mine, or exer will come out of it, I

wouldn’t enter them ruins agam for there T saw the boast.”

“Did you fire at it?” inquired Sa,m

““No fear! Bullets won’t touch 1t.”

“Ever tried them ?”

“Can’t say as I have. TFred did once, and you sce what
has come of it. Nunno! I jest bolted a8 hard as I could,
and ain’t ever been near the place since.’

“ Well; we are gomg ‘to-day. There’s plenty of good meat
there if you'd like it.

# Right you are, mate! Ycu might come back, if you
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don’t get killed, and tcll us what you think ef thut ere -
beast.”

The comrades promised to do so, and having bid Ezra and
Bill good-bye, they leisurely made th ex‘ way down the swift

oot ream

Sam bagged some wildfowl, and this formed their midday
meal, after which Pete wanted to smoke. As the day was
fearfully hot they remained under the shade of the palms
until the sun was declining, then continuing their journey,
arrived at the lake as the moon was shmmE brilliantly over
the large sheet of water.

Close to the western shore of the lake appeared one of
those mysterious ruins that are to be met with in the depths
of Alrlca By what bygone race they were constructed will
never now be known. But there they rise in the heart of
the great forest, where the giant trees have grown round
them and died, to be replaced by others; for even the
mighty baobab, which lives for two thousand years, is young
in comparison to those ruins.

The strange part about it is that the solid walls should
have withstood to such an extent the ravages of those
centuries of storms; yet some of the walls are almo‘st intact,
although the solid masonry 1s concealed by the giant creepers
coiling in tangled masses to their very summit.

The ruins the comrades gazed upon were of vast extent,
and in a far better state of preservation than they had
expected.

I reckon we shall want torches to explore these ruins,’
said Sam, but I think I shall be able to make some from
these oil- palms

“You get on wid if, den, Sammy,” said Pete. “I
always notice when dere’s any work knocking about you :m
a lot too mighty free wid your conversation. Shoud say
your gas would gib enough light for most any ruins. And
just you keep close to us, Sammy, else we may get shooting
you 1n mistake for de beast. I hab an 1doa dere s a good
deal ob resemblance between de two ob you.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Gruesome Vault—What They Saw in the Lonely Apart—
ment—The Savages—Some Anxious Moments,
IRECTLY Sam had prepared the torches they entered
the ruins, in one corner of which was a winding stone
staircase which appeared to lead to a chamber at the
summit of the massive wall. But first of all they
determined to explere the vaults of the place, as it was
there Ezra had asserted he saw the mysterious beast.

A flight of steps led into the place, where the silence was
deathlike, for the prowling beasts of prey had-not yet com-
menced their mighty howling.

¢ Seems to be plenty ob damp here,” observed Pete, gazing
arcund at the shimy walls.

“I reckon that’s from the lake” said Sam.
you go, Pete, else you will stumble over the

‘““ Hi, golly!” yelled Pete, as there was a whirring sound
and somethmg slapped him’ in the face, while the torch -he
carried was extinguished. “ Someone 1s frowing pancakes
about de place. Hellup! One ob de lemons has hit me in
de eye now !”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Jack.
vellously vivid imagination, Pete.”
= Dunno bout dat but I hab got a smack in de mouf w ld
something.”

“TIt’s a bat,” laughed Sam.

“Golly ! You tink someene is playing cricket down here,
Sammy? Hellup! Dat felt nnghtv like de bhall on my
nose !’

“They are bats, Pete,” said Sam, sheltering hunself
behind Pete’s broad back, for the air was full of them, and
they fluttered round the torches until they were extinguished.

“Golly! Are dey only bats; Sammy?’ exclaimed Pete,
sheltering his face with his arms, * Feels to me as riouvh
half a dozen beasts were frowi ing demselyes at my face.”

“ Well, light your torch and stop grumbling.”

“Seems to me dose bats are nuff to.make an oys ster
grumble and coil up in his shell wid disgust. But suppose
you light your torch, Sammy ? Get in front ob me and light
it. I rader tink oné ob dose bats has: bitten a piece out ob
my starboard eye, and my nose feels as if he had got two-
free ob-de little jokers up him.”

With some little difficulty Sam got a light, and they
ignited the other torches by his; but as they continued their
exploration, the bats, with which the place was infested,
whirred to and fro with a noise like the rush of wind.

As they proceeded deeper into the ruins they got past the
swarm of bats, and once more all was silent. Jack, who now

led the way, passed through a narrow archway, then he
started back with an exclamation of horror.
Tae Pexxy Porurar.—No. 54,
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A large vault lay before him.
bodies svere in it,; besides a number of skeletons. .

“Tink we hab seen 'boul enough: ob dis DldLE‘ 1 axelaimed
Pete, striding-away from the charnel vault. * If dat’s where
de be ast but‘lc‘a his vxctlms, seems to me he has had a mlnhtv
ot ob ‘dem.”

“ They all appeared” tc be savages, t0o,” said Jack, only
too glad to get away from the gruesome place

T reckon ’tis time that bcast was shot ! exclaimed Sarn.
£ Sunpow Wwe go up those steps and see w hat is at the top
of them?”

“ Dunno ‘bout ' dis plaoe exclaimed Pete. Seems to
me dese are de sort ob ruins dat want exploring in de day-

light. Don’t care to stumble on dead bodies like dat. Mal kes
nn mel creepy.

¢ Then cxeop up those atep= 7 said Sam.
voom at the top where we can pass the night.”

Pet ascended the spiral staircase-somewhat cautiously” Aun
ordinary foe ‘he mnever feared, but anything supernatural
always affected his nerves. :

** You are very slow for a young man, Pete,” said San.

“ Yes, but look"at the sureness ob de child. Taxes-ain’t m
it wid me.’

He was holding the toich above his head, and as he turned
the last bend of the' staircase, and saw into the- apartment at
the top, he uttered a yell that caused Jack and Sam to jump.

‘Golly I’ gasped Pete, d1oppuw his torch, which was
(-ttmouﬁhed by the fall. * Dere’s the beast!”

¢ Nonsense I” exclaimed Sam, Splll’l"’ln"‘ forward and slun-
mu his torch into the apartment ‘There’s nothing there."”

T)me wasy §ztmmy And an awful-looking creature at
dat.” / o

* Where has it gone te; then?” .

“1 ain’t 1e<ponsxbl‘, for dat beast’s movements.

“You dreamt it.’

“CAN'S a:lepp Sammy.,:
face like dat.”’

* What was it like, Peteﬂ” inquired Jacl\

“1 dunno! Neber saw anyting like it before.
shaggy black hair all ober i, Mighty big eyes.
any nose, but he had got a mouf all ober “his face.”’

‘Tl must have been a nigger, then,” declared Sam.

. “ Niggers don’t walk on all-fours, Sammy, and dey don’t
dhappe(u all ob a sudden. Nunno! Dat wasn’t a nigger.
.And it “asnl a Yank, dough it was almost frightful endugh
for one.’

Rory was evidently very much upset. . He walked round the
room sniffing, then, raising his head in the air, he uttered a
dismal howl.

“Look. here!” exclaimed Jack. *“We three have faced
most sorts of beasts in our time; and.we are not going to run
away from this one. It seems to have been qulte as fright-
¢ned of Pete as he was of it.”

¢ I reckon the poor thing was frightened of his face,”’ said
Sam. - “‘1I'd like to know where it disappeared to, that is if
the beast is not mercly in Pete's imagination. A chap who
wolfs food like he does is nearly sure to suffer from indiges-
tion, and when people get that I have heard tell they see all
sorts of strange things.”’

“ Well, suppose we pass the night hoxe " said Jack. * Pex-
ham the beast will come back ; then we can all have a look at
i’

“Seoms to me it would be a bit more comfortable in &
forest,”” said Pete. “ However, I ain’t particular. TI'm

mighty tired. Shall T take first watch Jack""

“ No, thank you!” answered Jack. “I wouldn’t care to
trust to vour keeping watch, even when you are not tired.
You go to sleep. T'll take first watch.”

Althourrh Pete asserted that he was tired, quite an hour
passed b" before he commenced to snore.  Probably the
beast had upset his. nerves. Sam, who was inclined to be
smlptlclal concerning that mysterious animal, was the first to
de as oep 2 .

Jack had  extinguished the .torches, as the moonlight
streamed through the opening in the wall which had in times
gone by been a window.

Stepping noiselessly to this, he gazed out at the peace’ul
forest and the waters of the lake but several times he looked
belind him as though he felt somethmg approaching. That
gruesoine vaulf had made him feel strangely nervous, -and
strive as he would he could not shake off this uncanny feeling.

Suddenly he heard the sound of a blow, and it appeared to
come from the vaults. Again and again the strange sound
reached him, and ence he thought he heerd a shriek.

This decided him. Oxrdering Rory in a low voice to keep
guard, Jack crept down the steps, hghting one of the torches
as he went.

The blows continued until he entered the vault, Lheu they
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- Besides, I couldn’t dreant ob a

Lot c-‘o
Dxdnt see

At least a score of lifeless

“We may find a

“““Imagination.”

suddenly ceased, and now the only sound in the gloomy place

was the whirring of the bats as they darted to and fro.

Tho place was so large that he had no easy task in finding
his way about it, but he searched every part except that grue-
some vault where the lifeless forms lay.

At last he went towards that, and as he nearved the archway
ke saw that hideous form which had so startled Pete.

He only caught a momentary glimpse of the awful-looking

face with tho xhqggv hair hanging around it, then the crea-

ture darted through the archway and was lost to Jack's sight.

Holding his torch on high he gazed into the loathsome
place, but he only saw the lifeless forms there, and he was
glad to turn away again.

One thing he noticed, however, before he went, another
form had been added to the rest. It was that of a tall sav age,
a}nd fb_y the eagle plume in his hair, Jack judged hlm to be a
chie

Hurrying flol'ﬂ the vaults he ascended the narrow stairease,
to find his comrades still asleep, while Rory was X\eopmg
guard. In fact, he had come to the head of the stairs to make
sure that it was Jack returning.

As it would soon be daylight now, Jack determined not to
arouse the sleepers, who awoke at break of day. =
“Why didn’t you wake me, Jack?” inquired Sam.

“T wasi’t sleepy,” answered Jack.

“You ain’t devoured by de beast, den? mqmred Pote.

¢ You had better try fasting for*a day or ts\o said Sam.
You'll-be seeing more beasts if you don’t.”

' You don’t tink I saw dat one, Sammv = i
~““Can’t say I do.”

“ Golly ! But I saw his face distinctly.”

¢ Indigestion.”

T saw his eyes.

£

Awful eyes, too!"”

. “ Well, Sammy, you may be right, and I should be mcuned
to tink .you were, onlv I happen to know you are wrong.’

“What's your opinion about it, Jack?” inquired Sar.

“1 think Pete saw the monstrosxt‘,. ' answered Jack.

“How is that?’ inquired Sam.

“Because I saw it last night.”
“You really mean it?”

“It is a fact. I heard the sound of blows, and went into
the vaults, leaving Rory to keep guard here. Well, I saw
the creature, and have never seen such an awful face before.
Shaggy hair was all about it. T onlv saw it for an instant, as
it darted away at mcredlble speed.”

“ Where did it go?

" “Into that vault where the skeletons and bodies lay. One
miore form was there, close to the arch.”

““Could you see if it had a hand on one of its feet?”

“ No. It moved too swiftly.”

“You have never seen an animal hl e it?

“Never! Nothing resembling it.’

“Do you think there is another entrance to the vault?”

¢ Probably; because, although I did not enter the place, I
must have seen that monster when I looked i it had been
there. It was not.”

“Do you think the death of the chief was due to -the
creature?”’

“It looks remarkably like it,” answered Jack. <‘If so,
depend on it the (ledture is answerable for the deaths of all
those in the vauli.”

“Don’t see how he can be a mld beast if he don’t eat de
people he kllls, said Pete. “ Dunno what it is, but seems
to me we ain’t got-nothing to do wid it, and de sooner we getf
awvay from dis place de better it will he

1 reckon I’d like to see the creature,”” said Sam.  Suppose
we stop here another day ?’

Jack was ready enough; but Pete, who had made up his
mind the monster was supernntuxal did not appear to relish
the suggestion. However, he agreed with the rest, and they
were arranging to go out and get some game, when a fierce
shout caused them to look outsof the window.

About a hundred savages were approaching the place, and
one of them was pointing with his spear to the ground.

L reckon they have struck our trail,” said Sam. ¢ Well,
they won’t find it an easy task to dis! odge us from this place.”

“There are two ways they can do it, Sam,” anwexed Jack,
¢ One is fire, and the other by starving usout.”

“ Perhaps the; are only trailing that beast.”
“You see, they would naturally be furious at their chief’s
nmiurder. 'lhev are certainly coming to the ruins. Be sure
vou keep Rorv quiet, Pete. We don’t want that little lot
brought on us!

They lost sight of the savages now. but could hear their
voices as they moved about the ruins heneath.

Presently a furious yell rang out; then it turned to a wail,
which contmued for at least a quarter of an hour.

“I sha'n’t be so mighty sorry when dis sweet song ceases,”
said Pete.
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“JI¢’s their death-wail,”” said Sam.
“They have evidently discovered their
chief’s body.” -

“Don’t see how dat howling will do
him any goed,” answered Pete. ‘‘ They
will neber howl him back to life!”

* See, they are carrying the dead body
away,” said Jack. “1I don’t think they
are coming to search this place.”

“Golly! But T do!” exclaimed Pete,

ag he heard a stealthy tread up the stair-
case. * Stop a bit, boys! T’ll see if I
can gib a few roars such as a beast like
de one we hab seen would utter !’
- Fete made his voice appear to come from
far down the staircase, and the growls he
uttered certainly resembled no living
animal’s voice. -

The footstepe ceased immediately, and,
as -Pete continued the extraordinary
noises the savage who had been coming
up retraced his steps, while the comrades
saw him leave the ruins, casting many a
glance behind him, as though he expected
that dreaded beast was tracking him
down, . =

“Yah, yah, yah! Tink I hab fright-
ened dat  man!’  exclaimed  Pete.
““"Spect he was sent up to see if anyone
was here, and didn’t like de job. He'll
go back and swear he has examined de
place !’ :

Having allowed sufficient time to
got out of the way, the comradesy pro-
ceecled to the forest, taking the opposite
direction to which the savages had gone.

They did not continue their journey to
Red Rock Diggings until the cool of the
evening, and when they reached them
they found the miners in a state”of con-
sternation, for that mnight the gtrange
beast had appeared to them.

“I tell you straight, mates,” exclaimed
Ezra, “T'm a-going to cut it! I don’t
mind fighting savages and that, but I'm
having nothing to do with that beast 22

“1 wouldn’t let it scare me away if I

s 5 ”""“_-ﬂc;
= Jﬁ C oM N 2

were you,” said Jack: ‘ There can be
nothing in it, you know. It is only some
animal.” -
‘“What animal, mate ?*’
“T yeally don’t know.”

s Miora, chief of the Foulahs now that the great chief has been
siain, reguires to know whose pipe thisise?’’ exciaimed the tali
savage. '‘Dat’'s one of mine. old hoss,”’ answered Pete. '“Then
vou are the murderer of ocur chief!’” cried Mora. (See this page.)

“Nor don’t I.  Mind you, I've hunted in these forests for
many a year, and there ain’t an animal as I don’t know the
name and nature of ; but that one fair beats me. There’s one
thing I’m certain of—it ain’t a living creature!”’

“Tink it’s dead?”’ inquired Pete.

“No, worse luck! I'd sleep easier this night if it was.
That ere thing is soopernaturall”’

"~ “Sort ob a ghost??

“You've-hit it, mate. As sure as sunshine, it’s a ghost!”

‘“There are no such things, Ezra,” said Jack.

¢ Ain’t you ever seed strange things in your travels
- “Many. But they could always be explained away, the
same as we will explain away this mystery. You appear to
have a paying mine here, and it would be a great pity to
abz:,ndon it—although that, of course, is nothing to do with

971

“ You think as you can get rid of the heast?”’

‘““Unidoubtedly. ~ If Sam sights it, I’ll guarantee it will do
no more harm.. It appears to have killed a vast number of
savages. By the way, are you friendly with them?”’ -

“Well, we wasn’t at first; but we gave them one or two
odds-and-ends for their wives, beads and that. We ain’t had
much trouble since.  There’s a young chief called Mora, who
has got a bit threatening ’cos we won't give ’em firearms.
Well, m hanged!”

Fzra’s ejaculation was caused by the entrance of the very

man about whom he had been speaking. He was a tall
savage, with a very fierce face, and his eyes were now gleam-
ing with fury. At first glance his height did not appear so
great as it really was by reason of his abnormal girth of
chest ; but he stood over six feet, and his body appeared to be
all muscle.

““ Mora, chief of the Foulahs now that the great chief has
been slain, requires to know whose pipe is this?”’

“ Dat’s one ob mine, old hoss,” answered Pete. ‘“ Must hab
dropped it in de ruing!”’ :
“He is the murderer of our chief!’” cried Mora fiercely.

“He carried our chief’s body into the ruins, and flung him

¢ THE NEW TUTOR ) *2 I LU THE FRON:‘I,'IER SMUGGLERS 1 ”* l 4 THE BLACK KING !

NEXT FRIDAY:

By BMartin Clifford.

into the vault, where he had placed many other of our people.
I trailed him. He is guilty, and shall come with me!”

** No such thing !’ said Jack. ‘‘My friend Pete has only
just come to this part. It is true we visited the ruins, but it
was not he who killed your chief !” : - :

“'That is false!” cried Mora, striking his fist on the table.
“T say that the black dog has slain our chief! - T saw him do
it! I will swear that to my people, and they will torture him
to death!”

‘“ Golly, Mora, you am a mighty fine har!” exclaimed Pete.
“How could you see me do what I neber did?”’

“You killed our chief!”

“ Dat’s what you say.. You might make a mistake on dat
point, so I'll say noting about it; but when you declare dat
vou saw me kill dat man, I say you am de finest specimen ob a
lying savage dat eber prowled about de forest like oder wild
beasts

“You shall come with me!” :

““Yah, yah, yah! You am a bit bigger dan me, but *bout
wmy age. Do you tink dat you could take me?” —

“Dat’s all right, den. Ebery one has a right to his own
opinion. - Mine is dat you couldn’t take me. You don't
appear to be armed, old hoss!” -

“Tt was to prove .to the white men that I came here as a
friend. If they interfere and prevent me taking you away, I
shall leave here as a foe, and bring five hundred warriors
again. _Then white men will no longer dwell in my realms.
You are®s murderer !’ .

‘“ See here, Mora,”’ exclainied Job, ‘ don’t see as you
ought to attack us jest 'cos that nigger has made a fool of
you. T ain’t got so much cause to like him.” :

“ Then give him up to me.” ;

“ You're free to take him, as far as T am concerned.”

“7 will bring my warriors here to take him.”

“ See here,” exclaimed Fzra, “ Pete never murdered your
chief, and you know it, Mora. You only want to pick a
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quarrel with us, and you would have done it long ago if it
hadn’t been for the chief what's dead. Now, wé ain’t going
to stand any thundering nonsense, and I tell you straight, if
you bring your warriors here they will get more than they
bargain for!”

¢ Can nine men fight five hundred 7"’

“ Well, we won't argue about that ’‘ere,”” said Ezra.
But I tell you this, Mora, if you attack this place you will be
one of the fust to fall. Now, shove that in your pipe and
smoke it, and just you walk off.”

“ Steady, dere!” exclaimed Pete.

: “ Got two-free words
to say to Mora before he starts.” !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mora is Kept Prisoner—Preparing for the Foe—The Attack
in the Mine.

8 a preliminary Pete loaded and lighted his pipe, and
A all the while hegazed at Mora out of the corners of
his eyes. : :
“¢“ Now, see here, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete, *if
it’s only my life you want, I tink we can arrange it. May
sabe a lot ob warriors’ libes, and seems to me dey might hab
a better chief dan you. Sammy has got an axe. Dere’s mine
lying dere. Suppose we two fight it out ?”
- ¢ T shall take the white men’s message to my people.”
** Dat means you are afraid to fight me!”
““ Afraid of a nigger dog!”’
“’Dunno ’bout de dog.”
¢ All niggers are cowardly dogs.”
¢ Dat don’t count. If I'm a dog anyting like Rory I ain’t
ashamed ob it. Buf, see here. It will take you five minutes
to bring your warriors on us. What’s to prevent us free
going away? Tink you would follow on our trail, or tink
wou would attack dis place?”

I the white men allow you to escape; I shall hold them

responsible.”” v 3 ;

¢ Dose five men—one is wounded—couldn’t stop dis child:
But dat don’t matter. T can see you are going to attack dis
pllixge. It ain’t only my life you want; you want the lives ob
all.”

4 “ And will have them!” yelled Mora, springing to the
dor. -

But Pete was too quick for him. Catching him by the
ankle, he sent him sprawling face downwards on the floor;
then Peté sprang once more in front of the doorway.

Mora was on his feet in an instant, and, seizing the axo
that lay on the table where Pete had placed it, hurled it,
with mad fury, at his head. - .

Pete jerked his head aside with a swiftness that nene but
a skilful acrobat and boxer could have attained. The next
instant the axe, which was buried deeply in the door, was in
his right hand, and with a bound he was upon the furious
chief, whose throat he gripped, forcing him backwards on
the table; and as he thus lay, face upwards, Pete raised the
axe on high, then brought it down with a mighty force info
the wood two inches from the chief’s left cheek. : :

¢ What do you tink ’bout dat miss, Sammy?” inquired
Pete, releasing Mora. : :

“1 knew 'you would miss your aim, mate,’’ answered
Sam, levelling his vifle at Mora’s breast, as Jack had done.
*“ But we shall not.” :

“Fire!” cried Mora. * Do you think that I fear death?”

“ 1 do not think that you fear to deal it to others,” said
Jack sternly. ¢ An ignorant savage may use a weapon
against an unarmed man as you have done! Neither my
comrades nor I could be capable of such a cowardly action.”

T am going !” cried Mora.

““ Guess again, old hoss,” said Pete.

¢ My watriors are by the ruins.’?

“ Dat’s what you say; but den you ain't so might trooful.
Nunno, Mora. We hab got to find dat out ourselves.
You'll be quite comfortable where you are, and you can buzz
off to-morrow; but you ain’t going to-night.”’ :

¢ See here, mates,” exclaimed Ezra, leaving the building
and locking the chief in, ““if we take up our position in the
mine we haven’t much to fear. The only thing is we shall
need provisions. Now, if you three could go out and bag
some game, we should be all right while it lasts. I am going
to give those sayages a lesson they won't forget.” .. . =
- ¢ What sort of defence are you going to make ?’% inquired

ack, : = - :

“ You leave that to me, mate. T've fought savages nearly
all my life, and know their ways. When you do strike eni,
you have to.strike ’em hard. They are going to bring five
hundred against nine. And, mind you- this, if they take us
they will put us to death by the vilest torture they can
inveut. But perhaps you know that?”

¢ I reckon so,” answered Sam. -
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¢ Right you are! Now, if you will get-in the game, T’ll
do the rest!”

Fortune favoured Sam, for he succeeded in bagging a
thinoceros close to the diggings, and they passed the night

smoking large quantities of the flesh.

[ 4
At Ezra’s suggestion this was taken direct into the mins,
where two of the men were busily engaged forming
barricades across the tunnel. Ezra was very reserved con-

cerning -his plan of defence, but the men appeared to have-

absolute confidence in him. In several places he had fixed
branches across the upper portion of the tunnel in front of
the barricades. :

“ You see, mates, that will stop a lot of their spears. If
they throw under those branches ‘their weapons won't get
Arrows may, but spears certainly
won't. It’s different with bullets; they will go straight.”

““ You are going to abandon your hut 7’ mquired Jack.

“Yes. We can't defend that against five hundred. It
doesn’t matter about that. Now, you remain down here,
and I'll let that chief loose. You can bet he won’t be long
in bringing his warriors on us.”’ - :

Ezra ascended the shaft, and made his way to the back of
t]:léa building, where Job was keeping guard with a loaded
rifle.

“It’s all right, mate,” he whispered. ‘ We are about
ready for the skunks. ILet him escape now. He won't be so
long climbing through that window when you shift.”

¢ Seems to me we ought to shoot him,” said Job.
easily do it when he’s escaping.”

_ “No, mate, we’ll fight ’em fair. . If we was to take his life
it would give the savages an excuse for attacking us, and
that’s just what they want.”

The two men had scarcely left the window when Mora
climbed through and darted towards the forest; then Ezra
had ‘the opening strongly barricaded, so that the savages
might imagine their enemies were still within the building.

The day had passed before the remainder of his men
descended the mine again. Ezra himself stood in the tub
watching for the enemy, ready to lower himself immediately
they came in sight.

Presently he saw their” stealthy forms move from the
bushes until the whole of the open ground was covered with
their dark forms. Mora had boasted that he would bring
five hundred warriors, but as Ezra saw the savages swarm
from the bushes he knew that they must have numbered
considerably more than that,

Now their war-cry pang out, and the whole force charged
down on the hut; then a red flash shot into the darkness,
and a loud report shook the earth, while a large number of
the savages were hurled into the air.

¢ It's all richt, boys ! cried BEzra to his men below. ¢ The
mine has gone off, and it seems to have scared themn pretty
considerably. I'm just going to give 'em one shot, so as to
let them know we are here.”’

It appeared to be a_foolhardy thing to do, but Ezra’s idea
was to deliver such a crushing defeat that the attack would
never be renewed. He tried to catch a glimpse of Mora,
but, failing in this, fired amongst the panic-stricken throng,
who immediately charged down on the mine.

Quickly lowering himself, he took up his position behind
the first barricade,

“Now, mates, out with the lights!" hét cried.
fire directly the skunks come along the tunnel !’
“We had better fire in threes,’’ said Jack.

give time to reload the revolvers.”

“Yus; that's the notion. I'll be amongst the first three.
We can retreat to thie second barricade, if need be; but I
rather fancy we can convince ’em as it won't be safe to
come along this funnel.” -

Contrary to Ezra's expectation, the savages made no
sound, and the first sign of their approach was a shadowy
form against the dim light which-appeared at the ‘end of the
tunnel where it ran into the shaft.

¢ Fire!” he cried, discharging his rcvolvers, an example
which his men quickly followed. —

“Ican

“ Open
“That. will

Then the savages uttered their war-cry and rushed along

the tunnel, to be met by a deadly fire. .

They must have suffered heavily, but such wasitheir fury
that they still charged on. Some of them guained: the barri
cade, but with those determined foes behind it they failed to
get over; and mnow the fire became so heavy that the
iiaviages beat a’'hasty retreat, uttering yells of fury as they

ed. . - - =

“They won't try that little game again,” said Fzra. “1
dunno how they ‘got on, but it seems to mie they must have
found it mighty hot “with all those bullets flying round.
There’s one of two things as they will try next.” =

“ What are they?" inquired Jack., - s
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“Burn us alive, or bury us alive. Neither of them: is
very pleasant deaths.”

The defenders waited patiently, but hour after hour
slipped by, and there was not a sign of the savages.

“Seems to me, mates,”’ said Sam at last, “that we've
given more than they reckoned on getting, and they do not
intend to resume the attack.”

“Then you think it's safe to get back to the hut?’ ex-
claimed: Ezra.  What d’you think, Jack ?”’

“Well, we must go carefully; but it secems that they have
given up the attack,” replied Jack; “ so there can be no
harm in us getting back to the hut. Come on!”

The miners hauled themselvés to the suirface, and were
astonished to see the shed untouched. ;

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Visit to the Ruins—In the Vault—The Mystery Solved.

(15 OW, look here, Sam and Pete !’ exclaimed Jack the
N following morning, after they had taken a few hours’
rest, and had finished breakfast.

catch the beast!”

“T'd rader caich de measles, or & cricket-ball ’> observed
Pote.

“Never mind. You are coming with us!”’ said Jack.
* There is no doubt that the savages must have caught sight
of the beast while we were defending the mine, and it
evidently terrified them away.” :

“ We had best put a chalk-mark on Pete, so as we may not
mistake him for the beast,” said Sam. :

“We will let him keep talking,” said Jack.

““We shall mistake him for a babbling idict, tken!”? de-
clored Sam. ‘“No; keep him quiet, if it is possible. But
if we start now we shall reach the ruins by dark; and I
reckon that is the best time to catch the beast.
on, you chunk of black laziness! 1% strikes me that
what you are most afraid of is the walk to the ruins; but you
have got to do it, my flowering lily ! :

“ Den ’spect we had better make de start at once,” said
Pete. ““1f you hab got to receive a clump on de iaw or a
five-pound note, de best ting to do is to hab it straight away
and get it ober !”’

So they made the start at once, Ezra having lent them a
lantern, so that they would be able to explore the place.”

At Jack’s suggestion, they decided to keep watch outside
for the strange creature, and for this purpose they concealed
themselves behind a clump of acacia that grew close to the
steps leading into the vaults. From this position they had a
perfect view of the place, and it would be impossible for any
living thing to enter without them seeing it.

For now the moon had risen, and the howling of the
denizens of the forest had commenced. An hour or more
passed by, but there was no sign of any living thing coming
to that spot.

Presently, however, Rory uttered a low growl, which Pete
immediately silenced. Something was moving through the
bushes towards the spot.

They could not see it yet, but the rustling in the bushes was
distinctly audible, and. the next moment that fearful-looking
creature appeared in the moonlight.

The lifeless form of u savage was slung over its back, much
as a lion will carry an ox to its lair. The creature moved
swiftly along on three feet, holding its vietim with the one
formed like a hand; and it went down the steps-with the
greatest ease, notwithstanding the weight of its burden.

Sam had levelled his rifle at it; but although his finger
rested on the trigger, he did not draw it.

“I can’t make that out at all,” he said.
face is human.
a man.” .

¢ Jmpossible, Sam! It is too hideous !’ exclaimed Jack.
“ Besides, it runs on all-fours !”’

“I reckon we will go down and find out if T am right,”
answered Sam. ‘“My impression is we shall fathom the
I have an idea that I
could explain it away now. Light your lantern, Jack. We
shall soon see if my idea is right !”?

As they gained the steps hideous howls came from the
vault. Jack sprang down the steps and held the lantern

“ We have got-to

¢ The creature’s

Come:

I believe that awful-looking monster is

above his head. The strange creature lay on the floor, and a
large hyena stood over it, with its vicious fangs fastened in
its victim’s throat.

Sam levelled his rifle, and ag it flashed the hyena féll side-
ways, with a bullet through its heazrt.

“ You see! It is a human being, as I suspected!” ex-
claimed Sam, approaching the writhmg form. .

*“A human being I’ gasped Jack.

**Yes. Distorted by the atrocious cruelty of the savages,”
answered Sam. “ It sounds almost incredible that human
beings could be guilty of such fiendish cruelty. This must
have been done years ago. Only with many years of practice-
could this poor wretch have learnt to run on ali-fours with
the speed he has attained. It is not to be wondered at that
he sought vengeance on the demons who served him so; and
it is evident that many of them have fallen to his deadly
knife, and T am thankful that I did not fire at him !

The poor creature’s legs had been severed at the knees, and
his left hand had also been amputated. The right hand was
all that remained to him, hence the strange trail which had
so mystified the comrades. That right hand now clutched a°
knife, probably taken from his latest victim. The savages
had - not confined their diabolical tortures to their
victim’s body, for his face was fearfully disfigured,-and masses
of shaggy black hair and beard gave him a terribly fierce
appearance. :

The' poor creature’s troubles were ended now, for his
struggles ceased, and he lay lifeless on the ground.

“ 1 thought Hzra’s mode of defence inhuman,”’ exclaimed
Jack, shining the lantern on the distoried face. *“ But after
such brutality as this no fate seems,too bad for them !”’

“Tink dat man was a savage, Jack ?’’ inquired Pete.

“ I think so; but it is difficult to tell by the colour of his
skin, which would naturally be turned to a deep bronze by
the sun.” = :

= Don’t quite see how he got his food.””

I reckon that would not be very difficult if he could throw
a knife with precision,” said Sam.

 Where does he get de knives from, Sammy 7°’

*“ Well, you have seen the number of his victims. It it
certain every one of them would carry a knife; then, when
his aim proved true, he would recover the weapon.”

* Wonder how dat man got from de apartment at the top
ob dis building 7” muged Pete. ““‘I’'m ’most certain I saw
him dere.”

** There is not the least doubt that there is a secret passage
from it into these vaults,” answered Jack. “No doubt, if
we were to take the trouble, we should discover it; but I
don’t see that it would do any good. My impression is that
the sooner we get away from here the better, as the savages
may come to avenge the death of the last victim, and if they
find us here our chances of escape will be small.”?

“T'm of the same opinion,” said Sam: “so we will make
a start at once. It is strange that this poor wretch should
have escaped the savages for so long.” -

*“ "Spect he knew his way about de forest, and had got two-
free hiding-places,” exclaimed Pete. “ Den I rader tink he
would be able to crawl frough de bushes faster dan savages
could run frough dem. Golly! If he lived in these vaults 1
don’t envy him. "Spect he only ventured out at night chiefly ;
but dis ain’t a particularly nice place to spend de day. Not
quite enough air for my liking, and rader tco many dead
forms knocking about. What are you trying to do, Sammy 27
added Pete, as Sam went sprawling over a heap of rubbish.

“T’'m not trying to do anything, mate.”’

“ Dat’s all right. Was “most ‘fraid you were trying to
tumble. Hadn’t you better get up, sah?”

They proceeded somewhat cautiously from the riins, not
feeling at all sure that the savages were not in the vicinity.
However, they saw nothing of them, and that night they
camped in the forest, ther at break of day returned to Red
Rock Diggings to explain what had happened.

* Well, mates,” exclaimed Ezra, when they had heard the
full story, “we are willing to admit yow've been durned
useful, and now you’d better stop here a few days, until we
make sure the savages ain’t going to attack us again.”

So the comrades agreed to do this, and it was not until a
\V’eek] had elapsed that they once more started on their
travels.

THE END.
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