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Or, THE JEWEL-WORSHIPPERS

OF THE ORINGCO.

By SINGLETON POURND.

CHAPTER 1.

NIGHT IN GEORGETOWN—SAVED FROM THE CANAL
—THE PTED MURDER-—-THE MERCHANT'S
DIRATH- WILL —THE DECLARATION OF
FELIX BnUODm—'lHE GREAT DIAMOND.

It was night in Georgetown, the capital of British Guiana.
The moon and stars were hidden by masses of dark clouds which
filled the sky. 'The air was sultry. A few drops of rain fell
with heavy and threatening monotony. A storm of no ordinary
magnitude was close at hand.

o hour was so late that the streets of the town were very
silent and almost deserted. But at least two men were abro*d
sugh a broad street which was lined with orange-t
rough which a deep canal flowed, Claude Derwent v

He was familiar with his sumoundl.m» ,md was tco
d to

and
hastening.
much nc(‘apxeu with his thoughts to pay 'nurh
When, however, a flash of lightning cleft tim darkness,
ail to sree a man suddenly Qt\,p out of tne shadow
,and attempt to throw himself into the dark waters

8 The IZ hman seized the would-be suicide with
rm yet kindly lnmg and restrained him. The d

darkness was
scond again too great to permit of a single object being
rved ;

but Claude felt that the man he held was
ed in rags, and he guessed the truth at once.
The unfortunate man, whoever and whatever he was, wished to

imself because he was poor and starving. Claude had no
me to spare, but he draw the man away from the water, and
¢ several pieces of gold into his hands. He was then com-
pelied to lna\p him, and go on at even greater speed than
before.

Not a word had been uttered, and the whole episode had bee‘l

were of a pronounced Spanish type. He was much wasted, and
manifestly had not lono' to live; but his look had yet some
tmoﬁ, however faint, of one who had travelled far and dared
much

Claude Derwent approached and bent over him.

‘ Are you hurt, Don Manuel Garcias?”’ he questioned gently.
“Who was the coward who attacked you? Why did he do it?
He shall be hanged when caught!”’

The Spamard locked up with a curious smile.
“Did you see the man, Claude?’ he asked.

““Noj; and I am sorry I could not catch him. But he shall
be run down yet. What was the reason for his attempted
crime?

*“ Did you see the man, Mark Ringwood?"” asked Don Manuel,
eltnor not hearing or wnormcr the question.

“Worse luck, no, master answered the fellow, who had
now risen, and stood xubbing his head. “1I was sitting alone
watching you as you slept, and all was quiet, when the window
was tnrnwn open sur‘oenly, and a man Jumped into the rcom. I
got up sharp, but not sharp enough, for the lamp was knocked
fore I could see the villain's face. I
don’t remember what b appened after, until I heard Mr. Claude
run in. Here’s the thing that knocked me down.”

He picked up a small but heavy bar of iron lying on the
floor. He evidently feared that he might be suspected of some
complicity in the dastardly outrage; but neither his master nor
Derwent suspected him for a second—they knew him too well.

“ Did you see nothing yourself, Don Manuel?”” asked Claudes
again.

* Ask me nothing!” rejoined the Spaniard gravely. ‘‘All
happened swiftly, and I cannot be sure. Besides, as you say, if
the wretch is caught he will be hanged; and I, who am dying,

a matter of scconds; vet its
ultimate effects were destined to
be far-reaching and tremendous.
aude rapidly traversed the
ta until he gained a house
dimensions, al-
which
hun-

the

stre
of fairly large
though of only one store V
stood alone, and about five
dred yar distant from
nearest other habitation.

He entered the house by a
side-door, the key of which he
carried. At first all seemed
silent ; but as he was refastening
the d(»or, he heard a sound as of
a stifled yet audible cry for
help.

He promptly ran along a long
corridor and into a btdroom,
which was buried in almost pitch
darkness. ¥e heard a hoarse
exclamation of fury and fear,
and realised that a man had
darted past him and leaped
through the open window, which
was almost level with the rfmund
He followed, but the blackness
of the night baffled him, and he
was speedily forced to abandon
the pursuit as hopeless,

e returned to the room and
kindled a light. A young man

—a somewhat stolid-faced but
honest-looking English servant—
was lying upon the floor, and a
Lroken and extinguished lamp
Jay beside him.

‘Upon the bed, which stood in
a corner of the room, lay an
old man, whose hair and beard
were white, and whose features
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He dashed aside the hands of those who would have held him,
and dived into the river.
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will have no hand in sending a fellow-creaturs to his last account.
h, do you not hear the servants coming? They have been

alarmed. Not a word of what has happened to them—not a
word! I command it!”

Claude Derwent entertained no manner of doubt that the don
knew more of his assailant than he chose to own; but the com-
mand for silence was so imperious that he could not disobey it,
albeit his wonder and dissatisfaction were great.

Three men and two women now appeared at the chamber
door. They had all been alarmed by the disturbance, and had
dressed themselves incompletely and hurriedly.

‘It was nothing, my children,” said ?on Manuel Garcias in
answer to their eager inquiries—‘‘ an accident, a spilled lamp,
no more! Away with you to bed!”

They were not used to questioning his behests, and all save
one at once went away.

He who remained was a man of twenty-five, tall and powerful.
At first glance his face scemed to be handsome and mgh fault-
less, but closer examination showed that his expression was
dark and sullen, and that his gaze was not steadfast. He had
apparently dressed so hurriedly that he had not found time to
don coat and waistcoat; at any rate, he was without those gar-
ments. His name was Felix Broode.

Claude Derwent stood by his side for a minute. He was two
years the younger; but his frank and fearless air and resolute
face made him look the best man.

The two had for five years heen the assistants of Garcias, who
had been half an explorer and half a trader in out-of the-way
places. They were not akin to their employer, and, as far as
they knew, they had no relatives in the world. They had never
been very good friends, although there had been no serious
breach between them as yeb. At first
them both equally; but latterly he had been dissatisfied with
Broode’s conduct—with a growing fondness for wild ways, and
a neglect of work. He had in the earlier days made a will
leaving the two young fellows his joint heirs; but there was
now good reason to believe that he had altered his testamentary
dispositions, although neither Claude nor Broode had been
directly told anything of the matter.

Broode now made as if to approach the bed, but the dying
man raised himself, and fixed a piercing gaze upon him. He
stood for a second as though transfixed and spellbound. His
face became livid, and his jaw dropped. Suddenly he turned,
and without a word quitted the room.

A short time afterwards a priest knocked at the door of the
house, and was admitted by Claude Derwent, who conducted
him to Don Manuel, and left the two together.

He found Felix Broode, now fully dressed, pacing up and
down an outer room. ¢

‘“ Where were you to-night, Derwent?’ he asked.

“Don Manuel sent me to ask Padre Pablo to come here as
soon as he could.”

There was a pause.

“I made an ass of myself just now!’ resumed Broode at
length. ““But, ’pon my word I couldn’t help it. It simply
horrified me to think of an attack upon the poor old don!”

“ Who said anything to you about an attack?”’ questioned
Claude in a sharp tone.

Broode turned pale. N

““I—I guessed it,” he said unsteadily. * The don’s manner
did not strike me as being that of a man who had only suffered
disturbance from an accident, and the smashed lamp and Ring-
wood’s look seemed to tell another story to me, at least.”

““That is enough!”’ said Claude coldly. “ You had better not
say any more unless you want to say too much!”

““ Do you mean to accuse me of——" -

“I accuse you of nothing! Don Manuel has forbidden me to
touch upon a certazin subject. But if my head is.full of sus-
picions and doubts, it is your own fault.”

“Yes!” said Felix Broode harshly. ““I’'ve been a fool to talk
at all. But you need not suspect me. I swear you have no
cause to do so!”’

He said no more. Padre Pablo had noiselessly entered the
room. The dawn was breaking, and the grey light in which he
stood imparted a solemn aspect to him. He raised his hand.

“My sons,” he said, ‘“the good Don Manuel Garcias has
gone to his rest!”

*‘Peace to his soul!” said Claude Derwent, and his face was
full of grief. But Felix Broode said nothing, and his face was
as hard as stone.

The don had died of fever; but his end had been hastened by
the dastardly attempt upon his life. Claude Derwent knew this
much, but kept his own counsel. He was sure of nothing yet,
and did not wish to act rashly.

Don Manuel was buried, and then his will was read. It was
a very short and simple document. 'The Don left all his posses-
sions to Claude Derwent, and made no mention whatever of
Felix Broode.

Claude’s fortune did not at first seem a large one, consisting, as
it did, of two hundred pounds in gold, a rack of firearms, the
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house, and a heap of massive old furniture. But the lawyer, who
read the will—a dried-up little Scot, with twinkling eyes—had a,
word to say.

“Bide a wee, laddie!” he advised. “The wull says every-
thing, an’ I mind something fine in a place the don and I
kenned of. Bide a wee, an’ if I dinna show ye something
braver than bawbees, ca’ Tum Macdenald an auld fu’.”

‘““ Whatever there may be,” returned Claude decidedly, ¢ Felix
Broode must have a share! He served Don Manuel as well as
I, and should not go unrewarded.”

I thank you, Derwent,” said Broocde; ‘“but I cannot accept
anything from you—at least, nothing that belonged to the don.”

Macdonald, Claude, and Broode were assembled in Don
Manuel’s one-time private sanctum. The last-named was
Jpossessed of an excitement he could scarcely restrain.

“ Listen to me, Mr. Macdonald, and you, Derwent,” he went
on, in a thick yet rapid voice; ‘ you are men of the world, and
will hear reason. I know you are thinking hard things of me;
but I swear Don Manuel had no reason to cut me off as he did,
and I swear that I never meditated, much less attempted, the
least harm against him !”

He held out his hand with a gesture of appeal. . Neither of his
companions could refuse to take it ; their kindness of heart forced
them to do so, if their reason did not.

“Jf I have wronged you, Broode, I am sorry for it!”’ said
Claude.

“You have wronged me,”” returned the other; “ but let us
forget the miserable business.”

Macdonald now approached a heavy cabinet, black with age,
opened a drawer, and, touching a spring, revealed a secreb
cavity. From this he extracted a silver box, and from the box
he lifted a diamond, red as flame, beautifully cut, and of ex-
traordinary size.

“There, laddies!” exclaimed Macdonald. ““There's mony a
mon in Hatton Garden who would gi’ a heap o’ bawbees for
this jewel! Ab, there’s not a few who wouldna’ bide at
thousands »’ golden pouns! But I ken some folk who would
gi’ more—ay, their very souls!”

“Who?” demanded Broode.

His voice was strident, and the light of greed flamed in his
eyes.

“The jewel-worshippers of the Orinoco!” returned Mae-
donald.

And his face became grave.

————

CHAPTER Il
A PATR OF ROGUES—“I HATE HIM!"—SOME-
THING ABOUT THE JEWEL-WORSHIPPERS -
NANO THE SERKER—THE COMPACT-TO BE
LURED TO DANGEHR.

“The Don is dead, and has left you nothing,” said Randal
Mostyn coolly. “Then may I ask, in the name of wonder, how
are you going to pay what you owe me?”’

There was no immediate reply.

“Am I to conclude that a man whom I have called a friend
is going te turn out a common cheat?”’

“TLook you here!” retorted Felix Broode, his grating voice
full of fury; ‘“if you are not a fool, and do not wish to drive
me too far, you’ll be careful how you talk! If you don’t look
out, you may find yourself paid, not in gold, but in lead!”

The scene was a small back room in one of the most disreput-
able taverns in Georgetown. The speakers were a pair of the
greatest rogues in British Guiana. One was a tall, big-boned,
prominent-featured, heavily-bearded man of thirty, who was
a comparative stranger to this particular part of the world,
albeit other parts had reason to know him only too well as
Randal Mostyn. The second was Felix Broode.

The two had been seated facing each other, with their elbows
resting on a table which separvated them. At his companion’s
threat Mostyn paled, and involuntarily pushed back his chair.

“Come, don’t speak like that, Broode,” he said. *“I1 know
you don’t really mean anything, but such words don’t sound
well between friends.”

‘“ Whether I mean them or not depends on yourself,”” retorted
Broode. “The case is simply this. I owe you a large sum of
money, which I have lost to you over cards, on bets, and in
various other ways. I promised to pay you when old Gareias
shuflled off- e

“You told me you were his co-heir.”

“So I was once. It isn’t my fault that he changed his mind.
I could not prevent him doing what he pleased. Anyway, he
altered his will, and left me nothing. I at once came here to
tell you that owing to this misfortune, I cannot pay you yet
awhile, but will do so as soon as I can. Instead of seemng that
I can’t help myself, you begin to blackguard me, as thocugh I
were in fault!”’

“So you are,” S Tf

’

2

answered Mostyn, recovering his nerve.
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you had been careful, you would not have offended Doa
Manuel. But you had to act the fool; to do things you knew
he violently disapproved of—to drink, game, bet, and to be so
recklessly mad as not even to take pains to conceal your follies.
You have thrown away half the old man’s possessions, and
given Claude Derwent all.”

“ Derwent offered to go shares with me after he heard the
will read.”

“ Come, that is better!
Of course you accepted?”’

“No, I did not. I couldn’t do it. I’ll die before I accept
a thing from Claude Derweat!”

113 \K‘!hy ?7!

“T hate him!”

Randal Mostyn whistled.

““What has he done to injure you?’ he asked.

“ Nothing intentionally, perhaps; but he’s not my sort. He
has thwarted me time after time, and he has got the Don’s
favours instead of me. There,” he finished, his voice like a
snarl, “I'm not ‘going to go into particulars; but, as I say,
1 hate him with all my heart, and I hope that I shall some day
have a chance to prove as much to him!”’

“You have not told him how you hate him ?” ]

“T am not such a fool. I have pretended to be his very
good friend. I am going to deceive him until I get a chance
to deliver a good blow!”

Tiis tone was so full of dark and vindictive passion that even
a man far from good might have shuddered at it. Mostyn,
however, was not moved. He recognised that he would have
to wait for hiz money, unless something unforeseen happened,
and he straightway began to devise a scheme to effect his own
wishes.

“Did Don Manuel leave much?’ he inquired. 4 1

“Tn cash and goods, nothing wonderful; but he left a big
diamond, which must be worth some thousands.” )

“ A red stone?’ demanded Mostyn, with sudden excitement.

Why did you not tell me before?

“Yes. How did you guess?’ £
“ Never mind mnow. Do you know anything about the
diamond 7"

“ Macdonald told a fool’s yarn about it when he gave it up
to Derwent. But I laughed at him. I never heard a man talk
such moonshine as he did.”

“You are free to think as you like; but just tell me what
he did say.” : J

“Ti will be waste of breath; but if you must know, T will
tell you. Macdonald told Derwent and T that there exists, far
up the Orinoco, a practically unknown country. inhabited by a
strange race of Indians, who are jewel-worshippers. They treat
‘precious stones as gods, and hold them sacred.  With them,
however, a stone is not valued so much because of its size a'nd
purity as becouse of the history and traditions attached to it;
go that comparatively insignificant gems are rated higher than
veally magnificent ones. And the jewel-worshippers had for
god, or idol, or whatever you like to call it, a red diamond,
which had been in their tribe for ages, to which they ascribed
all sorts of wonderful properties, and in the possession of which
they believed their own good-fortune to be bound up.”

“Well 2’ demanded Mostyn, as Broode paused.

“While the jewel-worshippers held this diamond they pros-
pered, and suffered no great misfortune. But at last one of
their own tribe stole and escaped with it. Then luck departed
from the jewel-worshippers. Death and disease smote them
sore, and they were worsted in battle. They believed that
if they recovered their diamond they would recover their luck.
So they sent men in every direction to find and regain the lost
treasure at all costs.”

“Ts that all?”

“Ts it not enough of that rubbish?’ asked Broode, laughing
scornfully. “If you want more, however, here it is. Macdonald
says that the red diamond Derwent has now is the one I have
told you about. Ile says that it drifted into the hands of Don
Manuel Garcias in a roundabout way, and that the Don learned
its history by accident, and was such a fool as to believe in it!”

“Ye was not such a fool as you are, Broode, because he
happened to believe the truth.”

Felix Broode was inclined to laugh again, but a glance at his
companion’s frce made him change his mind. He saw that
Mostyn was absolutely in earnest.

“ Why are you so sure?”’

“J have travelled a bit, and learned something. I can tell
you that the jewel-worshippers are a real people, though I have
never seen their country; and I can also tell you that thers
is at this very moment a man in Georgstown—a jewel-worshipper
himself—who would give you practically any price for the
diamond, if you could secure it for him.”’

“You swear you are speaking the truth?”

“T swear it on my soul!”

“Where is the man you speak of, then?”’

JACK” LIERARY. 3

“We passed him wandering through the streets as we came
us‘res.[ V’v,ill you wait if X go to seek him .

Mostyh immediately Ieft the inn. Broode sat thinking over
a plan that had suddenly struck him. Mostyn returned in a
few minutes with a tall, miserable-looing Indian, who was
clad in rags.” .

“If this is a jewel-worshipper, his gods have done him no
good,”” said Broode, sneering, when the door had been fastened.
- “1I have sought far for the sacred diamond,” said the Indian,
in good KEnglish. “I have sought In many towns, iz many
places. I am Nano the Seeker. I have not thought of myself,
and I have suffered. But I have found nothing, and I have
despaired. Had not the jewel-gods been good to me I had been
a dead man now.”

“What do you mean?" asked Broode.

“It matters not,” rejoined Nano. “ Why did the white man
bring me here?”

“To tell you that we know where your red diamond w,”
answered Mostyn coolly.

Like a tiger Nano the Seeker sprang forward and seized the
speaker’s throat with both his hands.

“ Give it to me!” he panted—* give it to me!”

He was half mad with excitement, and it was all that the two
Englishmen could do to force him to release his grip and relapse
into a sullen quietude.

“We will tell you where it is,”” said Mostyn. “ But you
must pay us for the knowledge. What do you offer?”

“I have nothing with me,’”’ rejoined Nzno; “but if you will
go with mé to my own country, I will give you many larger
stones in return for the red one. If you are true to me, I will
be true to you. I swear it, by the sacred diamond! If I am
your friend, my people will not harm you.”

“That is enough,” said Mostyn, who knew that Nano dared
not break his oath. ¢ Shall we tell him, Broode?”

“Not yet,” answered Felix Broode.  Listen to me, Nano
the Seeker! I hate a man, and would have him dead. Swear
to me that you will slay him if he enters your country with
my friend and I!”

The Indian hesitated.

“Swear!”" cried the other, stamping his foot, “or I will tell
vou nothing!”

“1f it must be, it must be,” muttered Nano slowly. “I
sweur by the sacred diamond that the man shall die, or that
I will forfeit my own life!”

“The man who has the diamond now is the man who must
die !” Broode said. “You must swear not to seek to take the
stone from him until he is in your own country.”

Nano was unwilling to fetter himself further, but he was
helpless. e swore in the same terms as before.

“Now who is the man who has the diamond?” he questioned
hoarsely.

“The heir of Don Manuel Garcias,”’ answered Broode.

The Indian’s face lit up with joy.

“You have not done so badly, if your plan works,” said
Mostyn to his friend. “Bub how are you going to get Claude
Derwent up the Orinoco?”’

“T cannot tell yet,” returned Felix Broode—and his look waa
as that of a fiend-—“but I hate him tco much to fail in my
purpose. 1le must and shall be lured to danger!”

CHAPTER IiL

CLAUDE HESITATES—MACDONALD'S COUNSEL-—-
NANO RENDERS GOOD SERVICE, AND GETS HIS
REWARD—OFF TO THE ORINOCO.

“I cannot deny that I am tempted to say yes, and go to your
land of diamonds, Broode. Nano certainly speaks alluringly,
and goes into so much detail, that one can’t easily believe he
is lying. Yet the thing sounds almost too queer to be anything
but a bit of clever romancing.”

“What thing 7"’

“Nano's tale of his native country.”

The speakers were (laude Derwent and Felix Broode. hey
were in the dead Don’s room, and the first-named wag seated on
the edge of a toble, while the second occupied a large arm-
fhair. The evening was closing in, but the lamps had not been
it yet.

The two had been discussing a subjsct which had supreme in-
terest for them both. For several days past Broode had been
endeavouring to persuade Claude to go with him up the Orinoco.
Tfolgifect his object, he had told some truths and a good number
of lies.

“My dear fellow!” he exclaimed, ‘if you cannot believe in
a tale because it sounds marvellous, you are not cut out for an
adventurous life, and I pity you. But, upon my word, I fail to
gee the improbability of what I told you. I will go over it
point by point, and you can repeat yeur objections, if you like.
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Firss point, I 3aved the life of an Indian named Nano. Second
point, Nano is grateful, tells me about his native country, which
les far up the Orinoco, and is filled with precious stones. Thirdly,
Nano promises that if I and two friends will go with him to his
country, he will help us to acquire fortunes. Fourthly, I sug-
gast to you that you should join the expedition and bear part of
its expenses.”

“That sounds well enough,” returned Claudz; “and I con-
fess that there is something about Nano I like, although I do
not trust Bm altogether. But I can’t understand why, if he
is such a ¥ig man in his own country, he should be so poor and
wretched here.”

" He explains that reascnably. He was well off when he
came down the Orinoco, but had bad luck, and has never been
able to get enough money to carry him back. If we go, that
will be his chance.”

“Well, I will say no more now, but will think the whole
matter over again, and let you know my decision.”

“When?”

Before Claude could answer, Mr. Macdonald entered the
room. He had overheard the last words, and frowned dis-
approval.

“You're talking about that daft plan again, laddic!” he ex-
cla,lmeid. “Ha’ done wi’ it! It’s moonshine. I couldna baulk
you o’ & reagonable thing; but an’ you go up the great river,
you 1l go to naught good, I rest assured.”
¥ Thank you, Mr. Macdonald,” said Claude good-humouredly.

I know you advise me for my own good, but I have not made
wp my mind yet.”

He made it up that night, however.
about by an unforeseen incident.

. It happened that Broode and himself were strolling side by
side down a dimly-lit street, when a stalwart ruffian, with a
brutal face and a dress of rags, barred their way, and asked
Claude for money. He spoke in bad BEnglish, and with such in-
,ﬂ:o}enc? that the young fellow flushed angrily, and gave a curt
y2fusal.

The ruffian answered this by pulling out a knife, and making
as if to use it. Before he could do anything of the sort, and
before Claude could realise his danger, he was thrown violently
to the ground by Nano, who had been standing near.

Claude had no wish to be troubled further with his assailant,
and went on, leaving him raving and cursing in the dust. He
motioned to the Indian to accompany him, but was silent for
a while.

“I owe you something, Nano—perhaps, my life,” he said at
last. ““What can I do to repay you?”

“Come with me to my country, white man!”
Jndian, his eyes glowing with a strange light.

Claude looked at him, and gratitude conquered doubt and
eaution.

“Very well,” he said; “T will go.”

“You mean that?”’ exclaimed Broode.

“Yes; and I will not break my word.”

He did not do so. Macdonald stormed and objected in vain.
Cla_ude was fixed in his resolution, and converted all his in-
heritance, except the diamond, into cash. He was not eages
to dispose of the stone, and readily listened to Broode’s sugges-
tion that he should keep it as a sort of reserve capital.

The Don’s heir was a stranger to Randal Mostyn, but «ec-
cepted him as a member of the expedition on being assured that
he had some knowledge of the country to be journeyed into.

Claude wished to leave the diamond in the hands ot
Macdonald ; but the Scot declined to take charge of it, on the
ground that he did not intend to remain long in Georgetown.

Preparations were completed, and, within a fortnight from
the death of Don Manuel Garcias, Claude, Broode, Mostyn, and
Nano were off to the Orinoco.

CHAPTER 1V.

THROUGH THE UNKNOWN COUNTRY — THE
STRUGGLE ON THE RIVER'S BRINK—THE MAN
WHO ESCAPED—AMID A STORM OF MISSILES—
PURSUED BY THE WAR-FLEEP—DRIVEN ASHORE
—WHITHER LED?

‘“ And this is the famed Orinoco—the river of mystery?”

The speaker was Claude Derwent, who, with his three com-
panions, was paddiing swiftly over the sunlit waters in a large
Indian canoe. The first part of their journey had been made
by steamer, and had passed uneventfully; but the adventurers
were now far up the mighty river, and were passing through a
practically unknown country. According to Nano, the end of
the journey would not be seen for at least a week, even if all
went well.

The canoe was laden with very little baggage beyond the arms
and ammunition of the voyagers. The Fnglishmen poscessed
rifles, revolvers, and hunting-knives, with a good supply of
cartridges, powder, and shot; but Nano had nothine but a bow
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His decision was brought
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and arrow and a spear, having refused the more serviceable
weapons which Claude had offered him on the ground that he
did not know how to use them.

Save for the occasional cry of an enimal or a bird, all was
as silent as death as mile after mile of distance was covered.
Nothing except the canoe was visible upon the waters, and no
jiving men could be seen upon the banks.

“What is that?’ exclaimed Claude suddenly.

He peinted to the right bank of the river, from which the
canos was fully eight hundred yards distant. A sort of mewe-
ment among the high grass and vegetation was observable, 2%
all at once a band of men burst into view. These numbered
seven, and all were Indians. Six were of a pitiless and fierce
aspect, and wore a bright, not to say sanguinary, war-costume,
and were thoroughly armed according to their own ideas. They
pursued one who was dressed in a once rich but now torn and
soiled costume, and was unarmed, and who, while young, was
noble and bold in appearance. This youth was a swift runner,
and would have outraced his pursuers (who seemed anxious to
capture him alive) had not an accident caused him to stumble
and fall. He regained his feet almost at once, but the brief
delay enabled his pursuers to overtake and surround him. He
seemed to have no chance against the weapons levelled at his
heart, yet he cooclly and expertly thrust aside the threatening
spears with his hands, and threw himself upon the tallest and
most formidable of his assailants. The two wrestled together,
and fell, locked in each other’s arms.

Claude Derwent and his companions watched this affair for a
few geconds, too astonished to act. Then the instinct of fair-
play caused them to paddle rapidly toward the bank, resolved
to interfere. They had not gone far, however, when the man
who was fighting odds shook off his enemy and rose to his feet.

Nano uttered a quick exclamation.

“I know the man!” he said. ‘‘ Use speed! We shall be well
rewarded if we save him; he has power in this country, and
will prove a friend worth having.”

The Indian alluded to did mct hear the words, but he saw the
approaching canoe, and divined that it contained friends. He
dashed aside the hands of those who would have held him, and
dived into the river. Instantly the chief of his foes leaped to his
feet and poised a spear, but ere he could send the weapon to its
work of death a sharp report rang out, and he fell dead, a bullet
from Claude Derwent’s revolver in his heart.

The youth swam well, and the occupants of the canoe paddied
toward him, despite the warlike demonstrations of wus enemies,
and dragged him out of the water. Then all paused, not afraid,
but irresolute, for they knew that their next action might mean
life or death.

“TLet us get away from this place and these demons!” ex:
claimed Mostyn. I understand their language; they a¥d
calling to some of their friends, whe must be hidden among
the trees. He turned to the Indian youth, who was kneeling
at his side, quite calm, and doing his best to conceal the weari-
ness and pain he was suffering.  ‘“ Do not those men belong to
the people or tribe of Na?”’

The youth nodded darkly.

“Who are you? What did they chase you for?”

“I am Migor, the son of Das, who was once the chief of the
people of Rami!” returned the youth proudly and sadly. **The
dogs of Na, led by their chief, Varcco, attacked my father’s
camp in the night, like the snakes and cowards that they are,
surprised his guards, and slew him and many of his people
before they were fully awake. I awoke. and tried to fight, but
had no chance against so many foes, and was taken prisoner. 1
was the only captive taken. Varoco and his men bore me off
through the forest, and told me that they meant to slay me
when they gained their own country. I should have been a
dead man had I not broken my bonds and fled away at the sight
of the river. But now I will die before I will be retaken. I
owe my life to you,” he added, speaking to Claude, “and I
will repay you yet.”

He looked like a king when he said it, and none of those who
heard him dared to laugh.

“ Are all your people slain, Migor?”’ questioned Nano.

“There are not many left, I fear,” rejoined the youth sadly;
“but some live yet—enough to avenge the blood of their
brothers upon Varoco. If you will take me up the river for a
mile or so, and then land me, I do not think I shall fail to find
them.”

“How long have you been a captive?’ asked Mostyn. who
was able to understand the Indian language, which Claude and
Broode found next to unintelligible.

“Three days,” returned Migor.

““Where do you hope to find your people?”’

“ Question him no more now!”” interrupted Nano impatiently.
“You are wasting precious time. We cannot safely linger here.
Look at the people who are gathering on the banks.  They are
the warriors of the tribe of Na.”

“ And Varoco leads them,” added Migor in a hissing tone.

Upon the banks of the river, in a long line which stretched
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for more than a mile, were assembled five hundred fully armed
Indian warriors, who presented an appearance at once barbaric
and splendid in their gaily coloured garments, waving plumes,
and flashing ornaments. Prominent among them was a man, still
yourg, of great stature and breadth, and with a face which was
dark and fierce, and yet wore the look of one used to command,
and who was mcre richly apparelled than any of the others.
And this man was Varoco, the chief of the tribe of Na.

Migor knew him, and stood up in the canoe, and laughed
aloud in bold defiance.

“T am free, Varoco!” he cried. “ You thought yourself very
cunning, but I have given you the slip. I will not say fare-
well to you, for we shall meet again—spear to spear!”

“ And you shall die!”

“One of us shall die, chief of the dogs of Na!” retorted
\[igor, his young voice ringing with bitter hate and pain.
But why not you, instead of me? You called me a boy,
and struck me when I was in your power; but I have seen my
father’s blood spilled and my people sore hurt! I am stronger
than I was, and do not fear you. Look to yourself, Varoco!”

He spoke as the canoe dashed up the river, and was answered
by a storm of missiles—darts, spears, stones—from the long iine
of enemies upon the bank. He was
grazed by more than one of these, but
escaped unhurt, as did his new com-
panions.

“Has Varoco any asked
Mostyn.

“T am not sure,” returned Migor.
“Yet I fear he has. I heard one of his
men speak of a fleet waiting for him on
the river. Now friends, you have been
generous and kind to me, but I will not
ask too much from you. Carry me back,
and deliver me to Varoco, who will reward
you well. If you carry me onward, ¢
chief will follow, and slay us all.”

Mostyn translated this speech for the
benefit of Broode and Claude. The first-
named bit his lips and looked black, but
the second flushed and laughed half
angrily and half impatiently. 2

< Tell him not to be a fool,” he said to
Mostyn. ““Does be think we are such
cowards as to turn upon him when he has
trusted us? We are his friends now, and
will prove it if it costs us our lives!”

“Do you think that best?"’ asked Felix
Broode hesitatingly.

“Yes, I do,” answered Claude sharply.
“If we don’t stand by a man who needs
Lelp, we shall be unworthy to find any-
thing except the graves of curs!”

¢ tood—good !’ mutterefd hNano, th ;’_
understood English after a fashion. And =—F——= ¥
he gave Claudegn look of admiration, none :’?///—4/’__—— A
the less real because it was forced. ¢ We (’/l/,c_f——_——~
must be the friends of the chief go that =2
ke may be our friend. We have far to —— 7,
go before we can gain my country, and T\
we shall need help if we have to go fast.”

The canoe went flying up the river.
Wkile she was abreast with the line of
warriors on the bauk, she was in the
midst of a very storm of missiles; but
of all the weapons which flew through
the air, a sharp dart alone did any mischief, and even this only
sierced: Nano’s shoulder, and was contemptuously pulled out of
his flash and cast into the water by the Indian himself. Many
arrows stuck in the woodwork of the craft, and a heavy spear
erashed through her bows just above the water-line. But she
sped on without pausing for a minute, and soon Varoco and his
men were left far behind.

“Put they will e:ther follow or intercept us higher up the
straam,” said M 1, speaking as if he had no doubt on ths
subject. ‘“ What shall we do then, Derwent ?”

(laude’s one shob had been the sole offensive action of the
adventurers as yet, bacause they had been thinking of getting
away rather than of risking too-much in an unnecessary struggle.
But the answer to the question came promptly and boldly.

“If we are driven to it, we must fight. I have no wish to
force on a quarrel and spill blood wantonly; but we are
Englishmen, and cannot forget our honour! If I fight, are you
all with me?”

“T am,” said Nano.

And he translated the words to Migor, who nodded grimly.

M n and Broode hesitated.

“Do not be fools, white men!” warned Nano, laughing
harshly. “[f Varoco overtakes us, you must fight or die! The
hands of all the men of Na will be against us, now that we
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have aided the chief of Rami.
but will chase us far.”

He ceased to paddle, and turned to look back.

“Behold !”” he cried in a loud voice; ‘‘ they are on our track
even now. They are eager to slay us!”

His companions looked down the river, as he had done, and
saw that a fleet of at least fifty large canoes was in their wake.

Varoco stood in the bows of the foremost canoe, waving his
spear, and calling out in a voice hoarse with rage to his men
to strain every nerve. ]

“I will not rest,” Mostyn heard him say, “until I see
Migor and the white men dead before my eyes!”

The war fleet—a grand yet awful sight—came on fast. The
men of the tribe of Na were skilful and powerful in the use of
their paddles, and were possessed of the utmost determination.

“We shall be overtaken soon!” Claude said in a low, firm
voice, “and we are too outnumbered to make a good fight.
‘What is our best plan?”’

““We must run ashore, and seek refuge in the depths of the
forest,”” answered Nano. “Migor says he can guide us to &
place of safety. Ah! look to yourself, white man!”

Varoco, whose canoe was now frightfully near, had hurled

They will have no pity on us,

The stern looks of the young chief, and the knife so near to his

breast, broke down his spirit.

his spear straight at Claude. The heavy shaft came through

- the air like a messenger of evil, and would have pierced the

heart of its intended victim had not Migor sprang up, and,
with a coolness and expertness equally wonderful, caught it in
his hand. He waved it in mocking triumph above his head.

He could not understand Claude’s grateful words, but he
knew very well what the warm hand-clasp he received signified,
and returned it with interest.

The bows of the canoe were headed direct towards the bank
of the river. The Indians had next to nothing to save, and the

inglishmen hastily secured their weapons, ammunition, and a
few other portable articles. They recognised that most of
their possessions, including their blankets and provisions, would
have to be abandoned. But they did not complain; it was the
fortune of war.

The canoce ran into a sort of natural harbour in the bank of
the river. Her crew were compelled to spring out one by one.
Migor was the last, and ere he could land Varcco’s craft shot
up, and the chief, with an exultant cry, shortened his spear to
stab. His young foe, however, did not wait for his attack, but
flung one of the paddles into his face with such violence that
he fell back among his men, who were thrown into momentary
confusion.

Migor lost no time in gaining firm earth. The remaining
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canoes had not yet come up, and there was a chance of escape,
even if only a most desperate one. The young chief assumed
the leadership without question, and he and his companions ran
on through the long grass and undergrowth, and plunged into

a forest, the density of which made its glades dark, despite that

“the sun blazed in the sky.

The Englishmen were not such fools as to trouble their guide
with questions at such a time; but their surroundings filled
them with awe, and they asked each other by looks whither they
were being led.

CHAPTER V.

THE DARK FOREST —SEPARATED —A MISSING
FRIEND AND A TERRIBLE FEAR—THE CAVE
OF A MILLION PITFALLS—MIGOR'S MEN—
MARCHING OUT—VAROCO BLOCKS THE WAY
—A GRIM FIGHT AND A SPLENDID RESULT—
ON THE RIVER AGAIN.

Darker and darker grew the forest the more deeply it was
penetrated. Soon it became difficult for the adventurers to
gave themselves from dashing against a tree-trunk or being
tripped up by a low-lying branch or strong creeping-plant,
and they were forced to proceed more slowly than they liked.

The gloom was so great, indeed, that, despite their slow rate
of progress, the fugitives became separated when they had
gained the heart of the forest. At first not one perceived whoat
had happened, but went blindly on. But at last Nano realised
the disaster, and called out. Mostyn’s voice answered him from
a long distance, and then he heard Claude and Migor; but no
sound reached him from Broode. By constantly calling to each
other, the four men at length succeeded in effecting a junction
in a broad glade in the forest; but there was still no sign of
Broode.  Ilis companions, reckless of danger to themselves,
cried out loudly, but received no response. They were forced
to ask themseclves a terrible question—had Broode fallen into
the hands of Varoco?

“I fear he has,” said Migor sadly. I locked back ere we
ran into the forest, and saw our foes spring on land, and 1 heard
them following us before we parted company. They were so
close behind us that if the white man stumbled or halted for
a minute, they must have seized him.”

He spoke to Mostyn, who, though a scamp, was not a fiend,
and who shuddered as he thought of his friend’s probable fate.

“If Varoco has captured the white man, what will he do with
him ?”

“Kill him!” returned Migor shortly, “if he is not inter-
fered with.”

Mostyn translated what the young chief: said to Claude, who
set his teeth.

“ We must save him, if we can, and we must at least make
an attempt. We are not many, it is true, but we are not
cowards. Come!”

He made as if to go back; but Migor, who understood his
action, placed his hand upon his shoulder, and arrested him.

“The white man is brave, but mad!” he said to Nano.
“What can four men hope to do against more than four
hundred? We must not throw everything away by being rash.
If we are patient, we may win yet. I told you that all my
father’s men were not slain, and I tell you now that T expect to
find all of them who survive in a cave not far from where we
stand, and in which the tribe of Rami has sought refuge when
hard pressed before. Let us find my men, and then think of
fightine Varoco. He will not be in too great a hurry to kill
the white man, who may be rescued if we hasten.”

(laude, when this advice had been interpreted to him by
Vaco, could not deny its wisdom. He consented to follow it.
Migor led the way. The forest was fairly full of light for a
b distance, and then became darker than ever. Yet the
ndian went on swiftly and unhesitatingly, like a man
who knew the ground he was covering. His companions fol-
lowed him, but none spoke. There was no time to waste on

more words; action was demanded.

Huddenly Migor stopped.

“Be careful now, friends,” he said. “A false step may
mean death, but if you are cool no harm will happen. I am
going to take you into the Cave of a Million Pitfalls.”’

“Go on, then,” rejoined Mostyn coolly. - “ We are ready to
follow where you lead.”

Migor pressed through the dense brushwood into a space of
open ground, at one end of which was the narrow mouth of a
cave. This he and his companions entered. The light of day
shone into it fitfully—bright at the opening. but exceedingly
obscure further cn. The adventurers saw that it was like a
vast and lofty hall, with walls and a roof of many-coloured
stones, which flashed with the scintillations of jewels, and with
& floor which was rent into innumerable fissures and chasms,
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divided the one from the cther in some cases by a strip of
rock scarcely broader than a man’s hand, and several hundred
feet in length.

Migor began to thread his way among the p
and the others did not falter, although they &
single slip would be destruction. The
at the cutset, but as the opening
gloom grew in intensity until it was nearly

Suddenly Nano slipped, and cried out.
heard although he could not see hin:.
dragged him back from the depths into wh
fallen. The Indian pressed the hand of his rescuer. His grati-
tude was real enough, so far us it went, but he could not forget
the great diamond of his people, nor the oath he had sworn
to Felix Broode.

fter this they wenb con in a line, each ciaspi
another. It was like u chain, and Migor
further mishap befell. They left the great ¢
narrow, winding passage, and stood on the i a
cave, in which a fire of wood burned, and a hundred men, with as
many women and children, were congregated.

These people were Indians, and the men were dressed and
armed in much the same fashion as those of Varcco. 11 wore
& gloomy and sad but by no means cowardly or subdued ex-
pression.

At the appearance of Migor and his companions, several men
rushed forward menacingly, and angry cries filled the cave; but
the young chicf stood his ground and laughed.

¢ Do you uot know me, my pecple?”” he cried.

“It is Migor!” came the answer, as in one voice, from the
people. *“ We welcome you ss from the dead, oh, son of Das,
chief of the people of Rami!”

“Tam a living man,” returned Migor quietl
been a captive in the hands of Varoco, and
dead man had not the white chiefs and our ¥
given me greszt aid. T am their friend, as you must be.”

© We swear it!” returned a short, thick-set n n, with a bull’s
neck and a massive face, which had power and undaunted cour-
age in its every line, whose carringe was unfaltering despite his
grey hair.

“You live, Daro?” exclaimed Migor joyfully. “I thank our
gods. Next to my father, you ranked the greatest warrior of
our tribe. With you among hiz foes, Varoco will have 1o fight
bard to hold his own.”

“ Many better men than I died in the night of murder!” said
Daro sadly; “but I only fled when T could do nothing more.
I collected the people who were left, and led them here. You
know the cave of pitfalls is the favourite hid Z-place of our
people.  We did not know whether you were alive or dead ; but
men have sought you ceaselessly, and have discovered nothing,
so we feared the worst. Had you not returned, we should all
have marched forth to-morrow. But now that you are come,
what orders have you to give us, chief?”

“I have work for you to do!” answered Migor promptly.
““ Are you all ready to obey me?”

“Yes, yes!”

“ How many of you can march and fight 7’

“Every man, chief,” responded Daro—‘ and every woman,
too, if there is need!”

“I need eighty men,” said Migor; ““the rest must remain in
the cave to guard the women and the children.”

He then rapidly told of his own captivity and escape, the
friends he had met on the river, the flight through the forest,
and the disappearance of Felix Broode.  He anncunced that he
intended to attempt the rescue of the Englishman. if he were
alive, or to ascertain his fate if he were d He did not
deny that his force would be much weaker than that of his
enemy—that the odds, in fact, would be fr tful—but he
declared that this consideration should not hold Lim back.

* Will you fellow me, my people?” he demanded at the end.

“To the death!” answered many voices.

“You talk like fools!” said Daro disdainfully, as he threw
up and caught a heavy club. To speak of death is to hint at
failure. We will follow the son of Das to victory over Varoco!”

“Daro has s1id!” cried the warriors of Rami.
over Varoco! Iead on, chief!”

Migor turued with a smile of pride and power to the English-
men and Namno.

N £ We will save your friend’s life or avenge him!” he said.

You will come with my men and 17

““ Wherever you go,” answered Mostyn.

Claude nodded.

Every man in the cave was cager to take part in the adven-
ture, and it was only after much heated discussion had heen
terminated by Migor's stern command, that twenty men, who
looked extremely dissatisfied, had been selected i guard the
cave. Then Migor put himself at the head of the eighty who
were to fight, and marched out of the inner cave and through
the passage, with Claude, Mostyn, and Nano near him, and with
his warriors at hLis heels.
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When these came to the cave of pitfalls, the spectacle was a
most curious and wonderful one. Innumerable torches, carried
by the Indians, threw a lurid glare upon the lofty walls and
roof, which cast back the fire in a million different coloured
rays, which danced like living water upon the abyss-riven floor,
the bright garments and waving plumes, the weapons of war,
and the faces of many men, all set and determined.

‘When the band was more than half way across the perilous
floor, the mbuth of the cave was suddenly darkened by Varoco
and all his warriors. 'The chief of the tribe of Na had tracked
down the fugitives, and was assured that he now held them fast
in his grasp.

Before he could make an offensive movement, however,
Migor gave the order to charge. His men obeyed instantly,
and rushed forward like a living torrent. Claude and Mostyn
emptied their revolvers as they ran, and many spears whistled
through the air. . The two bodies met with a terrific shock, but
Varoco’s men were driven back from the beginning. They had
the advantage of much superior numbers; but their foes were
possessed of a consuming fury, and were determined to gain
victory at any price.

The battle was a long one; but in the end Varoco was forced
to fly, leaving half his men dead behind him. Ire he went, he
made a desperate attempt to plunge a short, bronze sword into
the heart of a bound captive, who had been abandoned by his
terrified guards; but Claude Derwent and Nano drove him off,
and, in another second, Felix Broode was a free man.

The evening was now closing in, and Migor, although much
elated by his victory, did not think it well to pursue his broken
enemies through the darkness. He decided to spend the night
in the cave, and the Englishmen offered no opposition.

The next day the people of Rami marched through the forest,
and re-entered the burnt village from which Varoco’s night
attack had driven them. The work of re-construction was im-
mediately commenced. Many more men flocked in as this pro-
ceeded, and in a wery short time all trace of the work of de-
struction had vanished. Varoco did not again put in an appear-
ance, and it was doubtful whether he intended to show his teeth
again or not.

At last the three Englishmen and Nano #old the young chief
that they must continue their journey. Migor, who had learned
of their destination, wished to accompany them with a body of
fighting-men, to act as guards and helpers; but the diamond-
worshipper refused to listen to the idea.

“ My people will be friends to a few men, but they will not
welcome a great number. I will not go on if you or one of your
tribe goes, Migor.”

The chief saw that he was in earnest, and gave way, albeit
with bitter regret.

““ But remember always,” he said to the departing men, ‘ that
I owe you a great debt, and am your friend always. Look, I
will give you proof. Take this necklet, and, if you should ever
need aid, Migor and all his men will hasten to serve you, no
matter how far-off you are.”

He gave Claude a curiously entwined necklace of silver wire.

Migoer gave the adventurers a better canoe than the one they
had lost. They said farewell, and were once more upon the
Orinoco—the river which became more full of mystery the
longer they swept over it.

CHAPTER VL

FOLLOWED BY VAROCO—THE LAND OF THE JEWEL-
WORSHIPPERS—A STRANGE WELCOME—BROODE
THROWS OYF THE MASK—CLAUDE A CAPTIVE—
AWAITING DOOM.

After bidding farewell to Migor, as they thought, for ever,
the four adventurers ran up the Orincco for ten days. They
made_very good progress, and met with no exciting éxperience,
although they knew, almost from the beginning of their re-
newed voyage, that a threatened danger hung on their rear,
and might overtake and overwhelm them with disaster at any
minute.

Varoco was pursuing them.

“We shall have trouble with the fellow!” exclaimed Broocde
angrily. ‘ Hang Migor! I wish we had pitched him into the
river before we mixed ocurselves up in his concerns. Our
championship of his cause has brought us nothing but trouble.”

““ That may be,” returned Claude quietly; ““but we could not
have done otherwise. The chief threw himself upon our
generosity, and we were bound to do what we could. We
should have been cowards if we had beld aloof, and, if we have
nothing very substantial to show for what we did, it is our own
fault. Migor would have given us anything we had asked him
for.”

“Possibly,” returned Broode; “ but we got nothing!”

Claude silently showed him the silver necklet.

‘“ That geegaw is worth nothing!” he said centemptuously,
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““and the chief would not know it if we were fools enough to
send it back to him.”

“You think he would not keep his word?”

“I am sure he would not. Ask Nano.”

The Indian looked disturbed, but declined #= say anything on
the subject.

The adventurers at iast became impatient for their journey to
cease. On the tenth day, Mostyn asked Nano how much farther
they had to go.

““When shall we see your country?”’ he questioned.

The Indian smiled in a strange way, and pointed to the right
bank of the river.

“Do you see that land, white man?”’

““Am I blessed with eyes?”

“Then take your answer. That is the country of my people,
the land of the jewel-worshippers. We shall soon obtain all we
came for.”

He looked at Broode and Mostyn, and then at Claude in a
sinister manner.

“White chief,” he said to the last-named, ““ will you let me
see the great diamend? It gladdens my eyes to see it.”

This was not by any means the first time that such a request
had been made. Fver since the departure from Georgetown,
Nano had evirced a consuming interest in the stone, and had
betrayed an extraordinary pleasure in handling it. Claude had
been perplexed by this conduct; but had set it down to the
score of intense curiosity and admiration. He did not, how-
ever, like the expression of mingled cunning and idolatry with
which Nano regarded the red diamond now.

“Come!"” he said, sharply at last, * give me the thing, Nano.”
For a second he forgot the peculiar faith of the man and -his
people, and added: ** One might think the stone was your god
by the way you handle it. If you cannot be more sensible, I
shall certainly not let you see it again.”

Nano restored the diamond reluctantly, and Broode noted his
look, and whispered to Mostyn:

“Derwent will be very lucky if he keeps his precious diamond
long.”

“gThere is murder in the Indian’s heart!”’ rejoined the other.

Claude could not help noting a great change in his com-
panions; but he could not guess the cause of this. Open-hearted
and honourable himself, he had no thought of the baseness of
which he was to be a victim.

Nano presently turned the head of the canoe toward the mouth
of a broad stream which ran into the Orincco. This stream ran
for more than ten miles through lines of thickly-growing trees
and past masses of brilliant flowers and vegetation, literally
choked together. At last there was a sweeping bend, and Nano
gprang up in the canoe, and pointed with his spear. k

“Behold my home!” he exclaimed. ‘ Behold the City of
Jewels!”’

Half a mile from the stream, and surrounded by groves of
lofty palms, was a city built entirely of some substance akin to
white marble, crowded with stately palaces and temples, and
divided into regular sections by broad, paved streets. = The
style of architecture was of the finest, and the whole effect was
magnificent and yet almost unreal. It was hard to comprehend
that this city belonged, not to advanced, modern Hurope, but
to a buried, unknown, and more than half-barbaric band.

Before the Englishmen could find words te express their
wonder and admiration a great crowd of men, women, and
children came pouring from the city. The cance had been seen
to run up the stream, and many welcomes were shouted out to
Nano, while countless wondering looks were cast upon the
strangers.

Nano and the Englishmen sprang to land, and were at once
surrounded and disarmed by a band of fully-armed warriors,
whose leader was a young man with a fearless and somewhat
stern, but not cruel face.

“ Why do you surround me thus?’ demanded Nano. ‘I have
brought with me something which should procure me a royal
welcome, and I am met like an offender. If you are acting on
your own responsibility, you will be sorry for it soon, Orcar!”

“T am obeying the orders of King Natho,” returned Orcar.
“ You have been absent from our country for a long time, Nano,
and the King is angry with you. Who are these strangers
whom you have brought back with you?”

He spoke in his own tongue, which, thanks to Nano, all the
¥mnglishmen by now fairly well.

“T have been absent to good purpose,’” rejoined Nano boldly,
‘a3 even our King shall scon acknowledge. As to the strangers,
T will tell nothing to any man except Natho. Lead on, Orcar,
or you may have to pay for your delay!”

His tone was half scornful and very confident. Orcar said
no more, but gave the order to march. The people pressed
close, however, and when the city was gained the streets were
almost blocked by human beings; so that it speedily became
difficult to effect the slowest passage. Orcar could have got on
rapidly enough had he used force, but he did not care to do
this. The people generally were not in a bad humour, but were
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Qrcar began to cautiously descend the ladder.

full of excitement and curiosity, and hardly realised what they
were doing as they pushed against each other. .

‘When the warriors and the men they guarded had gained the
densest part of the crowd, Claude Derwent’s eyes rested upon a
girl dressed in white garments, and wearing orpaments of
silver, whose face was the fairest and most beautiful he had
ever seen. She smiled at Orcar, and was evidently a person of
some importance in the City of Jewels, for the majo‘x“lty'of her
neighbours treated her with great respect. As the Englishman
looked, however, a man of about thirty. splendidly attired, and
armed, and with an evil face, forced his way to her side and
spoke to her. She shrank from him, and he spoke again, loudly
and angrily. and placed a rough hand upon her shoulder.

Claude could not hear what was said, but he understood the
meaning of that action well enough, and, breaking through his
guards, he sent the ruffian to the earth with one blow of his
clenched fist. I

In a minute, before the smitten one could recover his erect
position, the men of Orcar closed around the girl and Claude,
and hastened on. ;

“T thank you, friend,” he said. “‘She whom you have aided
is my sister, Bernica. But I fear you have done yourself no
good. The man you struck down is Arvalas, the son of Natho
the King.” !

(laude and his companions were led into a vast and lofty hall
of a palace, and for the first time set eyes on the K.ing of the
City of Jewels. This potentate, who sat upon a rich throne
upon a daig, was a short, thick-set man, with a brutal face,
which ill-matched his grey hair, and was decked out in rich gar-
ments, which absolutely blazed with gold and silver crnaments
and priceless jewels. - g

“Who do you bring here?’ demanded Natho in a harsh
voice.

" And be fixed a forbidding gaze upon the captives.

Every Friday.

The guards fell back a little, and Nano advanced several
paces, and bowed almost to the earth. A great silence fell
upon the people who crowded the hall.

“ 0O King,” came the firmly spoken answer, “I am Nano the
Seeker; I am your slave. Long ago you sent me forth to per-
form a task, and said that if I returned without accomplishing
this, my very head should pay the forfeit. O King, I remember
your words.”’

“Then you know your fate,” responded Natho cruelly. “You
are a dead man, because you have failed.”

“Not so, O King,” said Nano triumphantly, “because I have
not failed. I have found what I was sent to seek!”’

“If you speak the truth,” said the King slowly, “ great shall
be your reward; but if you lie, you shall die a death such as no
other man ever suffered. I swear upon the red diamond, the
most sacred stone, that if you prove your words I will grant
you three requests, provided that you do not demand the life
of ene of my own blood.”

At the words, Nano eprang to Claude’s side, and with a rapid
movement tore open his jacket, snatched the diamond from
the inner pocket in which 1t had rested, pulled it from its box,
and held it up in his right hand.

“ Behold, O King ! he cried.

The diamond flashed forth a million rays. Every Indian in
the hz2ll, including the King, bowed. Natho tock the diamond
in his own Dand.

“Now s the diamond-god recovered, and now will good-
fortune return to us all!” he said. And he added to Nano:
. what you will.”

Nano pointed to Mostyn and Breode.

“These men aided me in my task, and are my friends,”” he
said. “Give them riches, and let them go home when they
please, O King!”

“Be it s0,” said Natho.

Nano pointed to Claude, who would have made an attempt
to recover his inheritance had not his guards held him fast.

“That n is my fate,” said Nanoc, uttering the lie with a
great effort. “He has done me much harm. Let me see his
head fall within a month, O King!”

“Be it g0, said Natho, speaking as if he were disposing of
the life of a gnat.

Then Nano went nearer to the throne.

“ Let me have wealth,”” he said, “and let me be a chief
among the people, O King.”

“Be it so,” said Natho.

Orcar stood with a face of stone, and said not a word. The
guards closed around Claude, who cried out to the men he had
believed to be his friends:

“ Are you Englishmen? Will you stand by and not move a
hand to aid me?  Are you not my friends?”’

Mostyn made as to run to his side, but Broode dragged him
back.

“You are a fool, Claude Derwent, if you cannct see the
truth !” Felix Broode cried. “We hate vou with all our souls,
and wish for nothing else as we wish to zee you dead. We
knew what would be your fate here, and spared no pains to
entice you on.”” The villain swept his hand across his face, and
seemed to brush away a mask, for his features became distorted
with hate and passion. “You have been lured to danger, and
are no better than a dead man!”

Before Claude could answer he was hurried away, and con-
signed to a small, bare stone room, with a strong grating for
window, and left alone, with some cold water and coarse feod.
The last face he saw was that of Orear, and the face of Orcar
was cold and set, and devoid of expression.

He spent the night in his prison in the strange Clity of
Jewels, not sleeping much, but thinking, and awaiting doom.

CHAPTER VIIL

A VISITOR FOR CLAUDE—A GREAT CHANGE TN
NANO—AN TUNHEEDED PRAYER—THE DIS-
APPEARANCE OF THE SILVER XNECKLET -
THE PASSING DAYS — MOSTYN QUARRELS
WITH BROODE —NOT ALL A VILLAIN —
ORCAR'S NEWS.

Almost ere the dawn broke Claude Derwent had a visitor in
his prison chamber. The door was opened and refastened, and
Nano stood before him richly dressed, with a look of uneasi-
ness and gloom upon his face, but also with an air of forced
defiance.

(laude was unarmed, but not bound. He rose from the floor
of stone upon which he had been lying, and stood erect and

rm.
“ Well, what do you come here for, traitor?’ he asked in a
cold voice.

NEXT WEEK, “‘LIFE FOR GOLD,”
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The epithet stung Nano, who bit
his lip until the blood came.

“Your doom is fixed, and
nothing can avert it,” said the
Indian sullenly. ¢ ButI come to
ask if anything can be done to
make your last hours easier. What-
ever you ask for——"

““I would only ask for my life,
which, it seerns, I cannot have,”
interrupted the other. *“Why do
you come here to trouble me? You
have betrayed me—why I do not
know —and soon yon will have
done your worst. Lebt me have
some peace, and do not prove your-
self a coward !”

‘“Listen to me,” said Nano. ‘I
neither love nor hate you. I love
and hate no man. But I swore
that the sacred diamond should be
restored to my people, and I
stopped at nothing to effect that
end. Had I not sworn to rob you
of your life, I should have failed in
my task; so I swore I would do
what I have done again, and yet I
am sorry for it.”

“You say you love and hate no
man—— "

“I was wrong. Ilove one man.
When I was wretched and alene
in Georgetown, one night I tried
to throw myself into the waters ;
but a man, whose face I could not
clealy see in the gloom, restrained
me, and gave me gold, and hastened
away. I promised myself that if T
ever met him, I would serve him
at all cost to myself. Somehow I
have been mad enough to think
that you” — he stopped dead,
arrested by the expression of his
listener’s face, and then gave a cry
of agonised horror—* you are the
man, and I have given you to
death !”

An awful silence reigned for a
minute. The Englishman was pale
but calm : the Indian was ghastly
and trembling. Then Nano went
unsteadily from  the cell, and
fastened the door behind him with
shaking fingers.

Upon_that day Nano appeared
before King Natho, who sat in his
hall, with his son Arvalas at his
side.

* What seek you?’ demanded Natho.

“T crave a favour of you, O King,” returned Nano. *Take
back the wealth and power you have given me, and let the
white stranger, whom you have condemned at my desire, live.”’

“Never!” said the King. “He must die, because 1 have
sworn it!”’

“And also,” said Arvalas, “Dbecause he struck me. 'The
stranger dog shall die, as also shall Bernica and her brother ere
long. Who are they that they should dare to thwart me,
who am a king’s son?”

No man stood near the father and son save Nano, but Natho
sank his voice.

“ Beware, son, of letting your purpose become known. OQrecar
and Bernica have many friends, and were it known that you
sought to do-them ill, there might rise a storm which would
consume us. If you must slay, strike swiftly and secretly.
As for you, slave,”” he added i a louder tone to Nano, “ begone !
I will not heed you. I have sworn that the stranger shall die
and he shall die!”

Nano said no more, but wenb away, his eyes blazing and his
face livid.

That same night Claude awoke from a fitful sleep full of the
idea that he was not alone in his prison. He sought as well as
he could in the darkness, .and was forced to conclude that he had
been mistaken. But when the day dawned he discovered that
Migor’s silver necklet, which he had worn under his shirt-
collar, and of which his enemies had possessed no knowledge,
had disappeared. He had no doubt that the ornament had been
stolen, but by whom or for what reason he could not guess.

This was the only incident which broke the monotony of
his captivity for the next four days. His guards brought him
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He seized him by the arm, and managed to save him.

food and drink, but said little to him. and refused to tell of
anything going on outside, and no one he knew came near him.
His thoughts were strangely mixed during this time. Sometimes
he thought of the beautiful Bernica, and then of his own fate,
which he began to regard as inevitable. He believed that Orcar
had fallen away from him, and told himself again and again
that he had not one friend in the City of Jewels.

He was, however, somewhat mistaken.

As the days passed, Randal Mostyn became more restless and
dissatisfied in his own mind than ever. Natho had kept hig
promise, and had given himself and Broode a store of diamonds
sufficient to make them both wealthy; but Mostyn had scarcely
looked at his share of a treasure over which Broode was never
tired of gloating. The pair were not allowed to go about
freely, but they yet contrived to see and learn a good deal
about the city. Broode made no comment on anything, but
Mostyn made uncomplimentary opinions so freely that his com-
panion trembled for the result.

A marked and, in his eyes, ugly change in Mostyn's manner,
however, intimidated Broode, who dared not remonstrate until
the fifth day of Claude Derwent’s captivity. Then he burst
out in table desperation.

“Why are you such a mad fool?”’ he demanded, when his
companion and himself were alone in the small house which had
been assigned to them as a lodging. ‘ Can’t you see that you
are angering the people, who, if provoked far enough, will think
nothing of killing us both?”

‘I don’t care what they do!” retorted Mostyn recklessly.
“I would put up with anything if I could get rid of the feeling
which has been bothering me lately.”

“What do you mean?”
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“Deo you know that everyone in the city has been talking
ab’aut D;ef\vent- having to die to-morrow?”’

* Yes.

“It will be a murder!”

“The people do not see it in that light. They look upon it
&s a, sacrifice to their diamond-god.”

It will be a foul murder!” reiterated Mostyn; ‘‘ and if it is
not stopped, I shall look upon myself as only fit for the gallows.
I wish with all my soul that I had not helped to bring
Derwent here; but I mean to do all I can to undo the mischief.
Look here, Broode, if I strike a blow to prevent this crime, will
you strike another?”

**No, I won’t!” rejoined Broode. ‘‘I mean to see Derwent
die! My new wealth would be nothing to me without that
satisfoction. Are you going to turn against me?”’

“You are a fiend, and I wash my hands of you!”

" Then, hefore Heaven, I'll denounce you to Natho!” ex-
claimed Brood

He sprang
wolver, and staggered back.

“ Where did you get that?"”’ he asked hoarsely.
all our weapons from us.”

“Yes; and I found ’em hidden in the palace, and took back
what I wanted,” said Mostyn. “I've got a hundred cartridges
and your revolver and my own. If you had been a man, I
would have given you yours; but now I mean to keep it. And
1 tell you plain that I am in no humour for trifling, and that if
you or any other man tries to oppose me I'll pub a bullet into
vou or him. I know that I am practically alone in a city of
fiends, who will spill blood like water; but I mean to save
Derwent, or else die with him!”

Blackguard and villain, as he had been, he looked a man
when he said this. Felix Broode glared at, but dared not touch
him. He swung out of the house, looking like a man who had
fully made up his mind.

The evening was closing in, and the streets of the city were
almost deserted.

As he strofe on, however, Mostyn met a man who was stained
with blood and dust, whose garments were in great disorder, and
whose face wore a terrible expression. It was Orcar.

He would have passed by unheeding, but the Englishman
caught him by the shoulder.

‘“What is the matter with you?” he demanded
““What are you doing ?”’

“I am seeking my sister!” answered Orear in a hollow voice.
¢ Zhe has been carried off by Arvalas, the King’s son!”

CHAPTER VIIL

ORCAR ASKS AID-THE STORM IN THE AIR-THE
SEARCH IN THE NIGHT-THE DISCOVERY OF
CLAUDE'S PRISON—THE RESCUE — TERRIBLE
NEWS—HASTENING TO SAVE.

Side by side the Englishman and the Indian went on through
the darkened streets, Mostyn’s hand was placed gently on
Orcar’s shoulder, and his yoice was strangely kind.

** Calm yourself, and tell me all as clearly and briefly as you
can,” he said. ‘‘ There may be more hope than you think; but
I cannot tell how to help you until I know everything.”

‘“ There is not much to tell,”’ returned Orcar in a low voice.
““ Bernica and I are the last of our house, and have lived alone
with three or four servants for years. Arvalas has for a long
time urged my sister to listen to his protestations of love, but
she has refused. The King’s son has been angered by this, and
has sworn o break her to his will at all cost. He has troubled
her greatly—you remember how your friend treated him for n-
sulting her—but he has feared to make a serious move, because
he knew that my sister and I had many friends in the city
who would not tamely see us wronged. But to-night he seems
to have plucked up spirit, for he entered my house at the head
of a score of armed men, slew one of my servants, stunned me
and left me, thinking I was dead, and carried off my sister,
whither I do not know.”

“What do you mean to do now?”’

I\.“EO ask for the aid of my friends, and fight Arvalas and
Tatho.”

** Has the King had a hand in the abduction ?”’

“ Perhaps not; but he will not punish his son. He is a bad
man, and a bad king. Once our city was well and justly ruled,
and many of the people hate the tyrant who tramples on their
rights.”

“T would offer you my aid,”’ said Mostyn, ‘“ were it not for
ons thing. You acknowledged your debt to Claude Derwent,
and promised to serve him at any cost, and yet when he was
seized you did not speak a word or move a hand on his behalf.”

. “TI was and am his friend, though!” retorted Orcar flushing.
“‘Do you not see that if T had betrayed myself I should have
i bsen made captive also, while by seeming to be indifferent I
i was left unsuspected and free. I am the white chief’s friend,

the door, but was instantly covered by a re-
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and have done more for him than you think. It was of no use
trying to force his prison; but to-morrow he will be led through
the streets to the temple, in which his enemies intend to slay
him, and my friends and I have planned to attempt his rescue
on the way.”

“Good! There is my hand—I am your friend, Orcar. But
you must assemble your friends at once, and stick at nothing
to save your sister and the white chief.”

“There is only one way to do that.
against Natho.”

“Do i, then,” rejoined Mostyn coolly. Do your best to
overturn his throne. 'The best part of the people are tired of
him, and if you do not destroy him, he will destroy you. Come,
you will never have a better chance of striking a great blow,
Orcar. Shall it be peace or war?”

“War!” said Orcar instantly.

He lost o time after that, but went to the house first of
one friend and then of another. His call for aid was responded
to readily, and he soon found himself at the head of forty de-
termined men, while a score of messengers were scattered
through the dark city to bid fresh adherents assemble at a speoi-
fied place of rendezvous with all speed.

The die was cast. War had been declared against Natho.
The fight was to be for a throne as well as for human lives.

Orcar was not disposed to wait idly, but began to march for-
ward, in the hope of discovering his stolen sister’s whereabouts.
For hours he sought in vain; but he clung to hope. Himself
and his men moved very softly and spoke in whispers, in order
ase the risk of giving a premature alarm.
the dawn began to break, the men were upon the out-
of the city. As they helted, a man ran from one of the
streets, and, at sight of them, turned to fly back. But Mostyn
was too guick for him, and pursusd and caught him. e was a
young Indian, and wore the costuine of Natho's palace servants.

“If you struggle or cry out, you are a dead man!” the Eng-
lishman hissed.

The vouth stood motionless and dumb.

“You are a servant of the king,” said Orcar, coming up.
“What is your name?”

“Ila.”

“ What are you doing abroad at such an hour?”’

Illa was obstinately silent; but the weapons threateningly
pointed at his breast unloosed his tongue.

“ I have been doing the work of Arvalas the prince, and am
now going back to the King’s palace,” he said sullenly. ‘‘ILe*
me go, if you do not wish to be punished.”

““I have seen you before, and I know where!” said Orcar
grimly. “You are one of those who attacked my house and
helped to carry off my sister. Where is Bernica ?”’

“T do not know.” .

““When I raise my right hand, said Orcar quietly to one of
his men, ‘‘slay this fool. Now, Illa, where is Bernica?”’

The stern look of the young chief, and the uplifted spear so
close to his breast, broke down the spirit of Illa, who fell on
his knees, and held out his hands in terror.

‘I swear by the diamond-god that I know nothing of Bernica!”
he raid. ‘‘The prince dismissed all his men in the street, and
forbade them, on pain of death, to follow him. He carried
away the lady in his arms—whither I know not.”

" You can tell us nothing, then?’ demanded Mostyn, for
Orcar could not trust himself to speak.

“Of the lady, no; but I can lead you to the prison of the

ks
“How do
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white man whom Natho has docmed to die.

“You mean Claude Derwent?’ acked Mostyn.
you know anything of him?”’

“T have been one of his guards, and have taken food to him
more than once. He is in a chamber in the King's palace. If
you are his friends, and wish to free him, you could break his
prison with my help; but not easily—not without peril.”

“What does that matter?”’ asked Mostyn scornfully. He
turned to Orcar, and said rapidly: “I believe that this man will
serve u$ truly, out of fear, if for no other reason, and I believe
that he speaks the truth. T think it will be well to free my
friend before seeking further news of your sister, because once
in the palace we may learn where she is, and might search all
night through the empty streets and find nothing.”

“That is true,”” said the chief gravely. ‘TIlla, will it take
us long to enter the prison of the white captive?”’

“If you make the attempt,” rejoined Tlla, “‘you will either
have freed him, or you will all be dead within an hour!”

“TLead the way, then!” commanded Orcar shortly; ‘“and
lead true! If you play any false tricks you are a dead man!”

Illa tried to force a smile to his lips; but he saw the grim
faces of the men who surrounded him, and shivered. Thn
threat launched against him was no idle one. Without a word
he led the way through the streets of the city, which were
deserted save for Orcar’s band, and dark save for the faint light
given by the mcon and the stars. )

Illa at length halted on the outskirts of a square, in the centre |,
of which stood the palace of Natho. It was built entirely of the
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marble-like stone conspicuous in the city. In the half darkness
the lofty walls, massive towers, and slender turrets had a
qhadowy and unreal appearance, which was rather intensified
thm spelled by the lights which still glimmered from several
windows.

1t gates are fastened, and will not be opened until
d Hla in a subdued tone; ‘‘but I know of an easier
rance, through which we can break. Natho thinks
e 1ift 2 hand against him, and I keeps poor guard.”
* returned Orcar in a !

« rn e
dawn,” aa
way of er

that no fc

rtly b* the x"mr v

dom
v knew
v, and thus
all secure.

ore a small bat smong
they heard several men, w hom
tallking together carel
ants of the pwlacp deemed

> 4 Ta, *“if T knock and ask for admission, 1
shall be 1900gmbed and the door will be opened for me. The
fools within will not suspect me. If you keep in the background,
and yet not far off, ycu can rush in at my heels.’

‘““What is the need?” demandad Orcar almost roughly,
I and my men can burst in the door without effort?
your tricks till there is need for them, 1lla.”

Do as you like!” retorted ilia sulk dly.  ““ Ac* like a bold
ene, and play the fool! If you burst in the door you will fill the
palace with confusion and alarm, and give the signal for the
captive's death. o and his servants will slay him once they
know that rescue is near.”’

“You are right, and I a un a fool I’
His modd was of the fie t just then
maddened him ; but he knew that pre
“ Do what you like!”

Hla knocked upon the door in & peculiar way.
ind quickly moving men followed.
are ¥’ came the que:t.on in a harsh voice.

1, Illa, the servant of Natho.”

“You are alone?”

Illa looked round swiftly. Orcar and his men had withdrawn
into the shadows, but were not yet out of ear-shot. “I am
alone,” he said.

There was a {fumbling of chains and bars, and the door was
thrown open. Ten warriors, armed to the teeth, stood upon
the threshold, and the torches which two of them carried cast
a flaring light around. In a second, Orcar and his men
throrvm d the decorway, and in another second a spear flew from
the hfm of one of the guards and transfixed Illa, who fell dead.

A fight began instantly, and the ten guards were soon mas-
tered; but not before they raised a loud outery. The palace
was forced at a dear cost—the alarm was given. The great
building appeared to deenly awake fmm repose into quickest
life. Loud voices scunded in anger and alarm, and. hastening
men and flashing lights became visible evcwwhnre

Orcar and his men were speedily faced by foes, who outnum-
bered them by at least four to one. But the young chief wa
not the man to be daunted, and, well aided by Randal Mostyn
and the other men, forced his way into the palace literally at
the gpear’s point. The men of Natho at first fought well, but
neither the king mor his son appeared, and it was loudly
declared that the last-named was not in the palace.

Mostyn maintained a_position in the forefront of the ﬁbht
and his revolvers did good, albeit grim service for his side. When
the opposing foemen were at length beaten, and broke to fly, he
seized and held a man, whose garments proved him to be an
inferior sort of chief. The fellow was strong, and struggled
hard to get away ; but the Englishman threw him to the ground,
and, knesling on his body, secured a tight grip on his throat.

“If you give me any more trouble I'll choke the life out of
you!” Mostyn declared resolutely. ““ Do you know where the
white captive is? Ah, I see | your face you do. Well, lead
me to his prison if -you wish to live!”

The man shock his head sullenly at first, but the prip upon
his throat was tightened, and he soon gave in. Mostyn allowed
him to rise to his feet, but stood at his side, revolver in hand.

An entire wing of the palace was now pra\“ticaﬂy in the hands
of Orcar, althc 1ugh the rest of the place reinained in the posses-
sion of the king’s men, from whom a renewed attack was to be
expected at any second. Fortunately Orcar had not lost a man ;
and detaching ten men, in addition to Mostyn and the captive,
to "e"nnmuhv him, he left the remainder in a large hall, under
the command of the oldest and most experienced r1gnter among
them.

The forced guide led the way direct to the door of Claude
Derwent’s cell, which was in the captured wing The rescuers
burst the door open, and dragged the astonished young fellow
out before he could speak

“Thank Heaven you're safe!” Mostyn said.

“when
Keep

I~

said Orcar, biting his lips.
1 the thought of delay

ancy would spell ruin.

The sounds of

“I've been a
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villain, Derwent; You'll shake
hands?”

“Of course,” returned Claude. ‘“ Why, I never expected to
shake hands with a friend again. When I heard the commotion
outside, I thought Natho's men were commg to take me to be
What ever brought you here?’

\{()et\ n explained hurri

*You have gained som g by coming here!” Claude exe
imed. ** An hour ago one of my guards was mockine '1-3, and
old me that an’II had stolen Bernica—and he told where he
had taken her to.”

“ Where?” asked Orcar, his V01C° shaking with excitement.

“To the Place of the Jewels.”

‘It is a place of death!” said Orcar paling. * None who are
i ore escape alive. Vet there may be hope. Bernica has
in the villain’s power for long, and if we uze speed we
Let us away from this place!”’
1t has been set down had happened in a matter of
minutes, and so great was the confusion in the palace that Orcar
was enabled to withdraw his men without experiencing
hindrance.

The day had not yet dawned, but was not afar cff. The chief
and his band hurried through the city with extracrdinary speed,
despite the crowds of men and women who ¥ now flecking
from the houses. On the way, Orcar was met by many of the
messengers he had sent out, and these informed him that his
friends were rising in response to his call, and that he was likely
to have half the people on his side in any battle that might be
fought.

but I'm sory for it now.

i)

CHAPTER IX.
TO THE PLACE OF JEWELS-PERILS ON EVERY
HAND—-THE RESCUE OF BERNICA AND THE END
OF ARVALAS — THE ¥IGHT IN THE CITY—THE
ARRIVAL OF VARGCCO AND MIGOR—THE FATE
OF TFELIX BROODE -— THE VICTORY — CON-
CLUSION.

It was quite apparent to Orear that he would have to fight and
win at least one great battle soon, if himself and his “friends
were not to fall victims to the tyranny and hate of Natho. But
he was not inclined to strike a blow in the vital struggle until
he had saved his sister from the power of the villain prince, or, if
she were dead, until he had avenged Ler.

Many of the people fell back willingly to allow him to go by;
but others threw themselves in his way, and attempted %o bar
his advance. These were driven back and scattered, with hurt
and loss to themselves, but without disaster to the chief and
his band.

“ What is the Place of Jewels?”’ Claude asked Mostyn as they
hurried on side by side. “ Do you know 7

“ Not exactly,” answerad Mostyn. ‘ The people do not talk
about it much, and I have not heard all I wanted to. As far
as I can make out, the Place of Jewels is a sort of temple under
the (“lrth in which are stored all the jewel-gods of the city. The
people are only allowed to visit it very rarely, and there is
some law to the effect that if they handle any of the jewels
they shall not return to the upper world again.

¢ Are they killed 7

“Qome are, and some are left to serve as slaves in the temple.
Arvalas has intended no good to Bernica by taking ner to the
place. She will be cnmmetcly in his power down there.’

¢ Until we arrive!” quletly added Orcar, who had overheard
the last words. “ We must bring my sister away from the Place
of Jewels, if she is alive; and if she is dead I will have the head
of every man answe"abk for her death!”

“ Do you helieve in the diamond-gods?”’ asked Claude.

“T did £o once; but I do not now.” answered Onfxr ““ There
are many anels in the city, but not one that has not been
cbteined by a crime, if not at the cost of blood. The religion
is a cruel one, for men and women——yes, and little children—
have been sacrified to the shining stones. AMany of the people
have wished to pubt an end to the false faith. but Natho and
his creatures have upheld it. If Natho falls, the jewel-worship
will die with him.”

There was silence for a time after this. At last a halt wag
made before a large square structure, which had only one door,
but this was of immense strength. The door was closed, and a
hundrad warriors were assembled before it. The news of Orear’s
purpose had spread far, and the adherents of Natho were not
dispesed to stand tamely by while he did as he pleased.

Felix Broode was with these men. The villain meaut to
fight against his own countrymen. and to stand or fall with
Natho. Iie was, however, armed after the fashion of the
Indians only, and was not skilled in the use of his new weapons.
A spear he cast at Claude flew wide, and the young fellow
replied with a revolver shot, which pierced Broode’s shoulder.
The villain fell cursing, his allies were swept away, and *he
great door was battered in.

BUY ‘/‘THE RAMBLER,” NEXT TUESDAY, ONE PENNY.
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Orear and his men poured inte the building, which consisted
of a single vast apartment, in the centre of which was a shaft
and a flight of stone steps leading downward. There were no
¥isible contents nor occupante.

Leaving thirty of his men to guard the shaft, Orcar ordered the
others to follow him, and hurried down the stairs, with the
two Iinglishmen at his side and the other men at his heels. All
were soon in a long subterransan corridor, which was faintly
illuminated by lamps, which hung on the stone walls at irregular
intervals. At the end of this corridor was a second shaft, which
was envelcped in profound darkness. Without hesitation Orcar
dropped over the edge, and, swinging by his hands, felt about
with his feet until these touched an invisible ladder; then he
went down hand over hand. The rest followed instantly. All
were fearless, although they were in a darkness as deep as that
of the grave.

The ladder was of wood, and was not too strong. A rung
upon which Claude stepped gave way, and he would have fallen
had not Mostyn, who was immediately underneath, and who
could hear, if he could not see, caught and held him until he
recovered a firm foot and hand hold.

“Thank you!” Claude whispered. ““T owe you my life!”

“* Let it wipe out the black score against us, Derwent,” returned
the other quickly. “ KForget what has passed, and let us begin
again as true friends.”

“With all my heart!”

“Silence now,” said Orcar in a very low tone. “ We shall
touch firm earth socn, and are near the Place of Jewels. Do
you all mal that your weapons are ready. If Bernica is
alive, the thie will fizht to keep her!”

No audible answer was given; but as each man stepped from
the ladder he clasped the young chief's hand significantly. All
was still dark; but Orcar led the way without hesitation, with
Claude grasping his slesve, Mostyn grasping Claude, an Indian
grasping Mostyn, and so on with all the men. "They had to
march for nearly half an hour through the passages without sce-
ing a ray of light; but finally the leader said softly:

“We are near the Place of Jewels. Be ready, all!”

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when a scream
rang out and broke the silence in a startling manner. Agein it
sounded, and again. The rescuers broke into a run, and turned
a sharp corner, and the Englishmen saw a sight such as they
had never seen before.

They saw a sublerranean hall, five hundred feet square, built
of white stone, illuminated by a hundred lamps, and literally
filled with jewels——diamonds, sapphires, rubies, emeralds, beryls,
zircons, and many more—which cast forth a million rays of
scintillating fire, and in the centre of the hall, resting upon a
table of solid, beaten gold, was the red diamond—the chief of
all, though not the most precious.

And in this place of inestimable wealth and most misguided
adoration were assembled two score men and women, all richly
and fantastically dressed, the priests and servants of the jewel-
gods.

And in their midst stood the villain Prince Arvalas, with one
arm thrown round Bernica and the other hand grasping a
curiously shaped knife. And the prince’s facs was full of evil
passion, and he was bent upon slaying the girl, who fought
bravely for her life, and called for aid to the fierce jewel-
worshippers, who locked on, but who were deaf to the prayer.

“You have scorned my love and profaned the sacred jewels,
proud Bernica!” cried Arvalas. “ You shall be the bride of
death. Who save you now ?”’

For answer Claude Derwent ran across the hall, snatched tho
girl free, and sent her enemy to the ground with a true Koglish
blow. He was cn his feet again in a minute, however. He
saw at once that he had not many foes to reckon with, and he
was like a tiger in his unwillingness not to abandon his prey.

“These viilains have profansd the Place of Jewels!” he cried.
“Death must be their portion. Slay them, servaunts of the
jewel-gods! TIf they live to escape——""

‘While shrieking out his words be had leaped forward, and
Claude Derwent, still supporting Bernica with one arm, took
swift and steady aim, and sent a revolver-bullet through his
heart.

The priests and servants were appalled when they saw him
fall in his tracks, but they sought to obey his last commands
by blocking up the way of egress. Orcar and his men, how-
ever, were not disposed to remain long where they were, and
cut their way out with a grim determinaticn there was no
resisting. The revolvers of the Englishmen were well used, and
priest after priest made a savage attack, cnly to go down for
ever; and amid all the carnage (‘laude held Bernica, and aveited
all peril from her.

Back through the passages fled the rescuing band, and up
the ladder and the stairs, hotly pursued but never caught. At
the summit of the shaft they were met with great news.

The city had risen, and by far the best men had declared
against Natho, and new combatants Wad appeared upon the
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cene. Migor had thrown himself saddenly into the city at the
head of two hundred warriors, and Varoco had followed him
close with an even greater force. The first chief had declared
against Natho, the second for him, and a great battle was
raging in the city.

Orcar promptly sent Beruica o a place of safety under a
strong escort, and then dashed out into the streets at the head
of his men. Combatants were everywhere, and blood ran thick.
It was a long time before the young chief and the
Englishmen gained the side of *Migor, whose lofty plumes
were conspicuous in the forefront of the battle. At last, how-
ever, they did so, and warmly grasped his hands. .

“You are welcome indeed, Migor I exclaimed Claude. * But
what brought you here in such good time?’

Migor showed him the silver necklet.

“ Nano brought this to me,” he said, “and told me that you
were in dire peril in the City of Jewels; so I gathered my men
together, and came here with all speed. Varoco met and tried
to stop me on the way, but I broke through his men. He
followed ms close, howaver.””

¢ Where is Nano?"” 0
“ﬂe was the first man to fall when Natho’s men attacked
ne.

Then Claude knew that Nano the Seeker had kept his vow,
and paid his debt. Te had stolen the silver necklet that he
might save the life of the man whom he had betrayed.

Fierce and long was the batie in the City of Jewels. Well
did Orear’s men fight, and Natho's men did not abandon an inch
of ground that was uustained with blood. Fierce and long was
the battle, while the sun rose and shone in splendour, and sank
in a red blaze. But Natho did not show himself, and at last
a cry went up that he had died in his palace like a coward
who dared not fight for his throne and his life—by his own hand.
His men already knew of the death of Arvalas, and now threw
down their arms and cried for quarter,

But one man at least uttered no such cry. Felix Broode
refused to yield, and was driven to bay. and stood with his
back against one of the houses. (laude Derwent called upon
him to surrender, and promised him his life.

“I will not accept it at your hands!” retorted Broode, full
of mad desperation. “ You foiled me when I tried to kill Don
Manuel Garcias—for T did try to him—and you foiled me
again after T had lured you to what I thought your certain
death. You have 1 all the Juck, but you shall not foil me
now! T've lost the game, but I'm not afraid to pay the stake!”

With these words, he thrust the spear he held into his heart.
1 fell back dead beside the dead body of Varoco, who had
>een slain in the same place.

It was a month afterwards, and (‘laude Derwent and Randal
Mostyn stood upon the loftiest tower of the palace of Orcar the
King, and looked upon the city, which presented a sceno of
prosperity and peace.
So you are going home after Bernica becomes your wife.
Claude ?” Mostyn said, half sadly.  “ Well, T am sorry; but I
don’t wonder at your decision. You like the old country best?”

“Yes. Orcar has given me enough jewels to realise a
fortune, and Bernica has given me—herself. I like this place,
but T like_Old England better. and Bernica is willing to go
wherever I do. Are you sure you prefer to stay here,
Mostyn 77

“I am certain. Orcar is the Wing now, vou know. He has
put an end to the jewel-worship, and is going to do his best
to make his people contented and prosperous. e has asked
me to stop to help him, and I have cousented. T want to begin
a new life, and might as well do it in a new country. Before he
went home, Migor promised to come back to see me, and you
must try to do the same.”

“T will,” said Claude earnestly. “ And. however far apart
wo are, Mostyn, T'Il not forget you, but will remember you as
one of my best friends!”

“Thank vou,” said Randal Mostyn in a low tone.

And the two clasped bands.

THE END.
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By reading this introduction anyone can commence
the story now.

The hero, Frank Farleigh, is a fisher lad, who believes him-
self to be the son of an old fisherman, by name Ben Far-
leigh. This belief, however, is dispelled when old Ben on his
deathbed informs him that he is not his son in reality, but the
son of a man whose name the old man, in the agonies of
death, cannot remember. On the death of Ben, Frank is
driven from his old home by a nephew of the old fisherman’s,
Simeon Clyne by name, a greedy, avaricious villain.

¥Frank finds himself one stormy night in the seaport town of
Brightling. He seeks shelter under one of the walls on the
harbour, and while there he overhears a conversation that takes
place on the deck of a vessel beneath him. The speakers are two
men, one of whom is bound, and evidently in the other’s power.
The bound man refuses to accede to the other’s wish, and in a fit
of anger the other flings him, bound and helpless, into the cea.
Frank, an expert swimmer, dives to the rescue, and succeeds
in rescuing the drowning man, who turns out to be Captain
Wilfred Curzon, of the frigate *‘ Fearless.” Captain Curzon
promises to take Frank under his protection, and places him
on the quarter-deck of his ship. He then asks Frank never
to refer to the circumstance that has brought them together.

The following morning, Frank, with an old sailor, by name
Bill Woshem, goes for a row in the harbour. They sight a
schooner lying at anchor, which calls up Woshem’s admiration.
They approach it, and to their surprise see Captain Curzon on
the deck. He tells them to come on hoard, which they do,
and scarcely have they done so, when they are surrounded by
a crowd of foreign-looking sailors, who bind them prisoners,
while Curzon looks smilingly on.

The schooner i3 the “ Vulture,” a magnificent vessel, with
cabins fitted up in the most expensive and luxurious style.
They are locked in a cabin, where they are presently visited by
gurzon, accompanied, greatly to Frank's surprise. by Simeon
“lyne.

They soon realise the truth that the “ Vulture” is a pirate,
known as the “ Scourge of the Seas.” They put to sea, and
meet with many adventures, culminating in a storm, which dis-
ables the pirate. Clyne tries to murder Frank, but is prevented
by a small negro named Quacko. The “ Vulture” is chased by
a French man-o’-war, but manages to escape into the shelter of
a strange, fortified island, which is the headquarters of the
pirate band.

Frank and Bill are taken as prisoners to the pirates’ strong-
hold. Curzon tells Frank that they are father and son. Frank
will not believe it, though Curzon’s statement is corroborated by
Clyne. Bill Wosher, when appealed to by Frank, is cbliged

’

to confess that he has detected a siartling likeness between the

captain of the pirate and Frank.

Andries, the governor of the island, conspires with Clyne
against Curzon’s life. Quacko overhears the plot, and reveals
it to Curzon, who takes precautions.

At the moment of the attempted murder Andries and Clyne,
with their followers, are surrcunded by Curzon’s @ under
the leadership of Garcla, Curzon’s lie Ted
on the spot, and (lyne, with the rest, execution.

Tt is Clyne’s turn to die: but ('u secretlv gives orders
that he is not to be hit, as he has further use for him.

Bill and Frank escape, and drop into the sea. makina for a
vessel some distance away. Theyv find it to be ths “Zé&4,” a
French vessel, and are taken aboard. but held prisoners of war.
The captain questions Frank about the pirate’s stronghold.

THE TORNADO—IN THE GRASP OF TEE
WHIRLPOOL.
Yes, Captain Courvoisier had made up his mind. He could
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not afford to risk his ship and his men on a venture that was
doomed to failure. He would give up, for the present at any
rate, the idea of attacking the pirates; he would content
himself with carrying the news of their existence home, and he
would leave it for the Government to decide what course they
would adopt.

He communicated these thoughts to Lieutenant Durand, who
applauded their wisdom.

“Then, mon capitaine, we need lay here no longer to be
Jaughed at by those rock-protected rascals. The wind serves,
and, unless T mistake, there are signs of rough weather ahead,
and we shall be safer if we put some leagues between us and
these rocks before the weather breaks.”

“Bien! Then,” said the captain, ‘signal our intentions to
Captain Michelin on the ‘Liévre.” You will then take the
deck, Monsieur Durand, and see the anchors weighed. Bon soir,
mon ami! I shall now turn in. Our course, remember, is to
the south-west.”

Captain Courvoisier arose and bowed politely to Frank. ex-
pressing his th in his own tongue for the informat that
Frank had afforded him. e then left the room, no doubt with
the intention of carrying out his plan of turning in for what
remained of the night.

“You sall remain here, monsieur,” said Lieutenant Durand,
“and the steward sall procure for you a repast.  After which
you huve ze libarty of retiring to your eabin. 3Monsieur will
excuse my absence, but I have my duties, which sall require
my attention. Monsieur, T have ze honour to wish you good-
night !

The worthy lieutenant held out his hand, which Frank grasped
cordially.

Tho repast of which M. Durand had spoken was presently
that he was

nce he had broken his fast, and he did ample jus
, meal that he took as a prisoner on board

found his way back to the little cabin which had-
tod to his use. IHere on his knees he poured out his
1de for his deliveraneca, and never did a more earnest
lsgiving ascend to the hich heavens than his that night
from the little cabin of the “ Zdélé.”

The song and rhythmetical tramp of the sailors from the deck
above, as they marched around the capstan, scunded the sweetest
music in his ears, and then he fell into a deep sleep, from which
he was to be awakened later by the shrill scream of the wind,
the howling of the storm, and the hiss of the wind-whipped
waves, that flung the “Zélé " hither } - as though the
great v was but a cork—a mere play
grasp.

S5 deep had been Frank’s sleep that the storm had broken
long before he properly awoke. When at last he did arise, he
that the operation of dressing himself was beset with

feet for more than an instand
tanchion in the
d himeelf as well

Tha hour of dawn had long passed. vet gtill the heavens were
not illuminated by « ray of light. Tt was as dark as the denthe
of the hlackest night, excert when the sea and sky were lighted
up by the brilliant lightning, which played incessantly sround
the tall masts of the storm-tossed ship.

The air was laden with sound. It seemed as though Pande-
monium itself had been let loose, and that the tortured spirits
were filling the air with their wails and shrieks of agony.

THIS SERIAL?

@



14 THE

Frank gained the deck as a heavy sea struck the “Zélé,” and
forced her over so that her starboard ports were for a moment
engulfed in the boiling sea. He would have fallen on the
slippery. slanting deck, and have rolled to destruction, had not
a strong arm seized him, and dragged him in safety to the base
of the mainmast.

Frank ed up to thank his deliverer by a look, for
speech w=s impossible, and when the next flash of lightning
rguized Bill Woshem.

reeting that
them, and then they were both clinging to the
ast, as another gigantic sea swept across the deck
f dazzling foam.

)

in a sheet o

For half an hour the “Zélé” strugeled bravely on, groaning
and creaking in every timber, shivering like a thing of life from
stem to stern as each fresh sea thundered aboard her. She had
not a stitch of canvas flying, but she staggered along under bare

poles, one moment riding high on the crest of a mighty wave,
and the next wallowing in the depths with a mountainous sea as
high as her very mast-tops rushing down upon her and threaten-
ing to crush her under its gigantic weight.

But heavy and cumbersome as she was, she was a splendid
and seaw v craft, and instead of being crushed beneath the
weight of water, she rose on each succeeding wave—flung up *o
the very heavens, so it seemed to the terrified mortals that
erouched and clung to her deck.

Then came a sudden lull. The wind dropped almost to a
whisper; the broken cordage that a moment before had been
thrashing the air hung limp and lifeless from the masts. For
a few moments there was a deathly silence—a silence more
awful a thousand times than the loudest bellowing of the storm.

Suddenly the darkness was dispelled; a soft red light broke
from the western sky.
h’l‘he sailors raised themselves up, and looked wonderingly to
the west.

There the sky had opened in a long vivid streak that stretched
from north to south.

In a few minutes it had grown. The light, at first rosy,
was now a brilliant, glaring red, that outlined the masts and
spars of the vessel as though it was in flames.

The men watched with terror-stricken eyes as the strange,
unearthly light mounted higher and higher in the skies.

“Ah!" shrieked one, and his voice resounded plainly all over
}:ihe deck, ““ it is the end'of all things! The very heavens are on

re!"” y

And he flung himself to the deck, where he grovelled in
abject terror.

Frank felt Bill pass a stout cord round his waist and lash
him to the mainmast, but at the moment he took no notice of
it, so absorbed was he in the glorious spectacle.

Slowly but surely the light grew and increased. It had now
reached to the sky above them, and it was spreading still.
more fearsome yet more glerious sight could never be seen.
The sky and sea a vivid, glaring red that made the eyes of the
watchers blink with its blinding intensity.

Then suddenly it faded to a dull red, the colour of blood,
and as it did so the men on the “Zélé "’ became conscious of a
strange rustling in the air— a moaning that gained in intensity
with every moment. T.ouder and louder grew the hideous
clamour, and still the ropes hung supinely from the masts, and
the sea rolled in sullen unbroken billows beneath them.

n Louder and louder, until the drums of the ears threatened to
urst.

The light from the sky had gone—had vanished in one brief
moment—and again they wsre plunged into unutterable dark-
ness. Then it seemed that the waters beneath them were being
sucked away, and the great ship sank lower and lower—down,
down, until it seemed that she would lay at last upon the dry
bed of the ccean.

In that moment of horror several of the crew of the “ Z&l§”
became insane through fear, and, with shrieks that were Tost
amidst the awful uproar, they fled across the deck, and cast
themselves into the blackness.

Though really it was but a few minutes, it seemed to the
occupants of the “Zélé” that hours had passed, while they
sank down, down, down!

Then the sensation, which was a horrible one, changed to
one that was, if anything, worse—it was that of being whirled
round and round with dizzying velocity. ;

They krew what had happensd then, and then indeed they
gave themselves up for lost. The ill-fated “ Zé18”" had drifted
into a stupendous whirlpool.

Had it been daylight they might have almost forgotten their
terror in wonder of the sight that they could have beheld. But
in the darkness they clung to ring-bolts, masts, or, indeed, any-
thing that offered them support, for the “ Zé18,”’ spinrning round
on what might be called the walls of the whirlpool, rode upon
an eveu keel, hence her deck slopad from starboard to port a$
an angle of quite fifty degrees.
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And still that deafening noise continued—a noise the like of
which none had ever heard before. It was one prolonged roar,
never varying, never ceasing—the roar of the tortured waters,
as they swept round and rouad in that confined space.

Their senses reeled, the blood throbbed in their heads, so
that even above the awful roar of the waters they could hear
the throbbing of their hearts like the noise of blows from a
heavy sledge-hammer.

Their senses left them, and those who kad neglected to secure
themselves with ropes relaxed their holds and slipped down the
declined surface of the deck into the whirling waves..

THE FOUNDERING OF THE “ ZELE”—FAREWELL —
A BITTER DISAPPOINTMENT—AN UNFORE-
SEEN DANGER.

At last the long delayed dawn broke. It appeared first as a
dim patch of blue in the rift of the heavy, lowering clouds;
but little by little the clouds receded as the sun gained the
ascendency, and towards noon the heavens were aglow with
E'larrn sunlight, and scarce a cloud remained to mar the intense
Llue.

The sea rolled in long, heavy, unbroken billows, the panting
of its passion-torn breast.

But the “Zélé ”—what of her? And the “Libvre ’—where
had that gallant craft gone?

The former still floated upon the waters, but of the latter
there was no vestige. And the “Zél6” was not destined to
float much longer. She was a sheer hulk, battered out of all
semblance to her former self; her fore and mizzen masts had
been carried away, and her mainmast rose but a few feet from
the deck, and then ended in sharp, jagged splinters. With
rudder gone, bowsprit carried away, her stout sides lacerated,
and her timbers riven apart, she was a sinking wreck; and still
the poor remnant of her crew lay in a state of utter ingensibility,
bound by their own hands to the sinking ship.

They had escaped the whirlpool but to meet another fate,
for the ‘“ Zé16’ rode lower and lower in the water, and still not
one of them showed signs of returning consciousness.

Presently she gave a violent lurch. She was going down.
No, not yet, though the end was very near.

The sudden movement dislodged some of the wreckage of the
maintop, and it fell with a crash to the deck, a sharp splinter
glancing off, and burying its point into the calf of Bill
‘Woshem's leg.

The sudden pain aroused the old sailor from his stupor, and
he sprang to his feet. In a moment his practised eye discerned
the danger that threatened them. i

With hands which trembled with nervousness, he untied ths
lashings that had held Frank and himself in safety.

“Rouse up! Rouse up! Rouse up!”’

He shouted at the fullest extent of his lung-power, but none
moved.

He aroused Frank, by roughly shaking his shoulder, and then
the two rushed hastily hither and thither about the deck,
awakening the stupefied sailors with vigorous kicks and blows.

Of all the ship’s company, scarcely a dozen remained. Among
them were three officers, the captain, the first licutenant, and a
midshipman, the rest were common seamen.

“ We must get a boat launched, sir,” said Bill, addressing the
captain, completely forgetting in the excitement of the moment
that he spoke a foreign tongue, quite unintelligible to Captain
Courvoisier.

But if Bill had spoken in the purest French the captain of the
“Z61¢” would not have understood him, for the thunder of
the whirlpool had left them all, including Bill himself, as deaf
as adders.

Luckily, however, no words were necessary. The men realised
that their only hope of safety lay now with the boats. The
captain’s gig was gone, torn from its place; the pinnace was
stove in, and utterly useless. Half a dozen of the men seized
upon a small cutter and hastily launched it, then flung them-
selves into it, and pulled away from the sinking ship for dear life.

There were but the three officers, Bill and Frank, and little
Quacko, who had emerged dripping with water from below.

Captain Courvoisier himself lent a hand in launching the only
remaining boat, and when it fairly floated in the heavy sea, he
stood aside, as a captain should, and waved his hand towards the
boat, as a mute command for them to enter.

The midshipman, with Quacko on his heels, quickly obeyed;
but Bill Woshem caught Lieutenant Durand by the sleeve. He
had something to say, but speech he knew was uscless. So hse
proceeded to make signs. ;

First ke pointed to the deck, and then held up his two hands
with his fingers extended. He meant to say that he did not
think the ¢ Zélé " would founder for ten minutes.

M. Durand nodded. y

Then Bill opened his capacious jaws, and pointed towards
them, also making motions as though drinking from a vessel.
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He then pointed to the deck again, and beckoned to M. Durand.

The lieutenant understood Bill’s motions easily. He knew that
the old sailor meant to say that the “ Zélé”’ would float for ten
minutes longer, and that they might make a wise use of that
time by going below, and trying to secure food and drink.

Accordingly he led the way below, Bill and Frank following
him. The minutes passed slowly when they were gone, and
every minute found the ‘ Zélé” lying lower and lower in the
water. Presently she gave a violent shiver, and began to heelslowly
over to starboard. At the same moment a long, oily billow
Lifted her bows high into the air, as her stern disappeared be-
neath the water.

The licutenant and the two others rushed up on deck drenched
to the skin, for the interior of the vessel was full of water.

But their journey had not been a fruitless one. Durand
dragged a large canvas bag along, which was too heavy for him
to carry. Bill staggered along under the weight of a keg, of
large proportions, while Frank bore another smaller kee and a
bag which evidently contained biscuit.

But it seemed as though their quest would cost them their
lives, for they had barely set foot on deck when the bows of
the “ Zé1é’ were reared right up to the sky. She was now more
than half submerged, and her forepart rose from the water
almost perpendicularly.

Durand, Frank, and Bill ran towards the side, while Captain
Clourvoisier leaped into the cutter, and, taking up iue oars,
drove the little craft, with a few powerful strokes, towards the
lisutenant and the Englishmen.

The provisions were thrown on board first, then the three
hastily scrambled in, and not a moment too soon.  Bill
was the last to leave the sinking rhip, and as he did so he per-
ceptibly felt the deck glide away from beneath his feet.

¢ Give way ! he roared at the top of his voice.

Cavtain Courvoisier still grasped the oars, but whether he
heard and understood what Bill said was doubtful. At any
rate he realised the necessity of getting away from the vicinity
of the foundering vessel.

With a manful stroke of the oars, he pulled the heavily-laden
little boat away just as the battered stem of the =~ Zélé” went
down with a rush into the hungry waters.

For a moment it scemed that the cutter and i*s occupants
would be sucked back into the vortex, for it had already begun
a retrograde movement; but Bill snatched up a pair of oars,
and, flinging himself on to a seat, and bringing all his strength
to bear, he helped Captain Courvoisier to clear the swirling
miniature whirlpool that marked the spot where the * Zé&1¢ " had
sunk.

The first stroke carried them clear of the vortex, the second
far out of danger.

Then Cantain Courveisier flung dewn his oars and, rising,
he raised his battered and stained cocked hat from his head.

It was his parting salute, his farewell to the brave old vessel
that he loved. Then he seated himself again, and dropped his
head forward on his breast in an atfitude of great melanchcly.

“T've seed ’em take on like that before!” muttered Bill.
“'Iliisv hard, I know; but what's the use o’ crying over spilled
milk ?”’

Frank’s face brightened. He had heard distinctly what Bill
had said. His deafness, which he had at first thought incurable,
was only temporary, and now he could hear as well as ever.

““No; there’s no good in crying,” he said. i

Bill loocked up. ‘‘Thank goodness!” he ejaculated, ‘ that
there's someone as can hear what I've got to say. Here have I
been talkin’ away, and not a soul any the wiser!” He was
quite oblivious to the fact that he, too, had been as deaf as his
comrades, and had only as recently recovered his hearing.

TLieutenant Durand rose and seated himself beside Captain
Courvoisier, and uttered a few words of sympathy.

“ Let us not mourn over what has gone, mon ca~itaine!”’ he
said. ¢ Let us rather on our knees thank the good God that
He has spared our lives.”

“You are right, Durand,” said Courvoisier, taking off his hat,
and sinking down on his kuees in the little boat.

The others followed his example, while little Quacko looked at
them out of eyes wide with astonishment.

Even then, while returning thanks for their deliverance, *he
thought came to them that perhaps they had been saved from
one death only to meet ore far more terrible—the death of slow
starvation and thirst. As soon as it was over they rose, eager to
discover what it was they had saved from the ‘ Zélé.”

Great disappointment was felt when the heavy sack rescued
by the lieutenant was found to contain flour, and, moreover,
from which had been in the greater part spoiled by its contact
with salt water.

“Food is good,” said Bill; ““ but one can live without it for
a long time. It is drink that the shipwrecked mariner wants
most, and if he has water in plent~ his lot ain’t such a hard
one.” He slapped the large keg which he had brought lovingly
as he spoke.
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“There’s water enough here,” he said, “to quench car thirs
for a week or two, if we are careful.”

Lieutenant Durand cast one look at the keg, then he rose with
great agitation, and grasped Bill’s arm.

¢ Ciel!” he exclaimed. ‘It is a mistake!
zat ees eau de vie—brandy!”’

Bill groaned, and struck his forehead with his clenched fict.

“Brandy!” he gasped. ‘* That is worse t nothing. But
are you sure—sure? There may be some mistake!”

Snatching up the midshipman’s dirk, which lay on the ¢
beside him, he went eagerly to the keg and prized the bung o
then, inserting the blade of the dirk into the cask, he laid i
his tongue.

He uttered a cry cof rage and horror as the ardent spirit burnt
his tongue.

It was brandy—the fiery and maddening spirit that would
intensify the agony of thirst a thousandfold, and not relieve it
one jot. #

A hasty and anxious inspection of the smaller keg was pro-
ductive of some comfort, that contained water, and the bag a
few pounds of biscuit. So it came to pass that Frank’s had been
the only contribution of any service.

“Qur only chance of life is that we may sight some ship afere
that gives out,” said Bill, pointing to the little keg. ** As for
that ’—pointing to the brandy—** overboard is the best
it! T've seen thirsting men drink brandy afore. I've

rink sea-water—yes, lad, "twas years ago, when I was
than you, ’twas after the wreck o’ the ‘Gallant.’
on an unmarked reef in the Pacific. We was twelve
a boat, with no water, nothing but a little brand Me ¢
others was all that came out of that boat ai
drark sea-water went mad and committed s st
that drank the brandy committed murder as well. d
with—""

A hasty exclamation from M. Durand caused Bill to stop and
look up.

The cutber, the existence of which they had quite forgotten, was
coming swiftly towards them, and one man standing up in the
stern-cheets was shouting to them.

Bill could not understand what he said, but he could guess.
The large keg of brandy was standing on one of the seats, and
was clearly in sight. The men in the cutter were evidently
demanding a share in the provisicns which they imagined the
others had saved.

Bill took off his coat and flung 1t over the litile ke
“Tt ain’t fair,” he said. * We risked our lives for t}
water, and we’ll risk our lives to keep it!”

(To Ve coniinued in next week’s UNION JACK.) .

Zat ees not water!

struck
f us in

m Q&

m

w

de, while ther
Overboar

g of water.
at drop O

SEE NEXT FRIDAY'S

Union Jack, %
123, TEMPLE CHAMBERS, LONDON, E.C.



“UNION

JACK” LIBRARY,

Every Friday.

By the
Skipper of
the

When will the public learn to fight shy of the many dubious
edvertisements inserted in various newspapers offering home
employment for spare time?  Although some few of these
advertisements may be genuine, I have the best resson for
g that the great majority are out and oub swindles. A
reader of the UNioN JACK has written me, giving
rience with one shich advertising firm, and requesting
me t ) look into the matter. This ig his story :

He saw an adve ment in a Glasgow paper oﬁ’miug‘ spare
time employment, whereby he would be able to make from
10s. 6d. to 25s. weekly; but each applicant for work had to
enclose 1s. 2d. for a directory. Our reader nibbled at the
bait, sent his 1z 2d., and received in return a directory worth
at most 2d., together with a letter stating that the firm would
pay 2s. 8d. per thousand for addressed postal wrappers, the
writer providing his cwn wrappers. Our reader computes the
value of theve at 1s. per thousand, and thus ul‘e handsome
balanca aceruing to the addresser would be the noble sum of
1s. 8d. per thousand addresses. Well, cur (‘catbridge friend
addressed a thousand of the wrappers, working ten hours
thereon. The postage of the parcel to the Glasgow firm cost
him 7d. Tle had thus laid out a total sum of 2s. 9d. to earn
2s. 8d. To make matters worse, the firm, ia nplyiug to him,
made some deduction, on the ground that he had not kept the

addresses in the same order as that in which they appeared in
the directory. Altogether cur o« ondent is greatly dis-

cause. I should be glad “to b "ablo
to help this reader by any means in my pmv“r “but the firm he
refers to have been sufficiently wide awake to keep on the
right side of the hedge. He bas no remedy against them—no
legal remedy—and I regret to say his only course is to pocket
the injury, consign his 2d. direc tory to the fire, and resolve in
future to have notnmg more to do with advertisements offering
home employment, wanting agents, and so on.

From the Neemuch station, in India, T have received the
following very welcome letter from Bombardier F. H. Dalton,
of the 36th Field Battery, Royal Artillery. It is the sort of
letter that does an Hditor's heart good.

“To the Editor of the Unrox Jack.

“ Dear Mr. Editor,—

“As a constant reader of tho UNioN Jacx, I beg to inform
you that the ‘U. J.” has found a good name in the KEast
I am a soldier, and I have been in India nearly seven years,
and I have had every number sent out to me, from No. 1 up to
the present date; and I find it a grand little article to pass a
dull hour away, whether in the baI‘IﬂC‘x room,. on the line
of march, or in practice camp. I am always glad when the
weekly mail arrives, and 1 think my comrades are, for when
the letters and papers are distributed there is always about a
dozen come to me with, ¢ After you with the UnionN Jacg.
And so it gets passed round the battery, and it is hard to
tell how many do read it. However, it is returned to me about
a week later rather the worse for wear; but it has a little
more to do. T then take it to some of my little friends who
live at the railway station, and I expect they pass it round
from one to another; and I think I can say that the copies
I receive do their fair share of work, and if every copy that
was Issued did the same, I am sure that the UwioN Jack
would be more popular than it is, and the reign of the ‘penny
horrible” would be very short. I am sorry that I am unable

satisfied, and with good

to compete in the various prize competitions, but as T am so
far away it is useless me irying for a prize, as my letters would
be too late. I am hoping to arrive in Kngland u\bO\lt February
next, to ]on the Z\mny Reserve, and when I arrive in dear nLL
England I intend to do my utmost to further the sale of the

U T

“I wish you every success,
bloods,” as we call them.

and downfall to the ‘penny
“ Yours faithfally,
“Fravg H. DartoN.”

And T wish ever Ty success to Bombardier Dalton, and all our
other brave soldiers out in India, and downfall to their
enemies!

Have you joined the Leaguc? If not, why not, sir? You
can goon become a membper, and have a member’s privileges.

Fill in the ccupon I give below. Put it into an env elope,
together with another env velope, stamped and addrmsed to your
celf, and the tures of three new readers you have cbtained,
and I will enrol you, and send you the dainty little badge I give
to all the members.

herchy declare my wish to be envolled as a member of the
“ Union Jack”
power,

League, and promise to do all in my
by means of the “ Union Jack” and otherwise,

to exterminate the “ penny dreadful.”

HE

'\VIN”\TTR

is Mr. T. H. Venn, Post
g far and away the ne"xt st
Ve le”“ Do s‘.‘cd to him.

of my Lr‘a@uen gpecis
Office, Br Mge ( 1he
sent in. Ten shilliy

Consclation prizes go to Mr. 8. A. Griffith, 132, Malmesb

Road, Bow, E.: \Ir W. D. 11, Treveale H , Kings-
wood Road, Acton Green, : Mr. V. Waltham, 58,

Broxholme Liane, I} onm“ter, and Mr. T. . Beveridge, 3, Blun-
dell Street, Hull,

I daresny there are many sta 1np~’ulier tors ameng the readers
of the UxtoN JAck. Well, the Kditor of the Fuiny Wonder ”
has on hand a-large quantity of foreign stamps sent in by corn-
petitors in the great Stamp-Collecting € (m\mtmun The money
received for same is to be devoted bo some deservicg charity.
This, therefore, is a good opportunity for young collectors to
iner their collections, and do good at the same time. Here
is a list of the packsts the Editor of the * Funny Wonder’’ can
supply:

Fifty foreign stamps, all different. Price, post free, 4d.

B. Seventy-five foreign stamps, all different. Price, post free,
8d.

One hundred stamps, all diferent. Price, post free, 1e.

D Five hundred stamps, British and foreign, taken as they
come. Price, post free, 23,

All orders for these packets must |
postal order for the amount menu

“Stamp Department, The *¥
Chambers, London, E.C.”

Union Jackites, who think of ta king up the fascinating hobby
of stamp-collecting, would find this an excellent opportuni ity for

“ making a start.”” The Editor of the * Wonder ” will despatch
all packetc ordered per return of post.

) A © vaasaa Q““‘L"
YhRrtfn

be accompanied by stamps or
ned, and addressed :
“unny Wonder,” 123,

Temple
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THHR BRijish PUgGLIC nEver Read .A.dveRtisewenls uniess
there 15 something very ridipulous abONT them to Attract |
ajteNtlon. It is of TEN a WeprryINg prog.Exs. to the compi-
leas of AdVeRtisemenTs to find some NeW Scheme to enSnare
the puBlic, But upon tHis oceysioN the PrintorS have eOme
to our rescure; and alThough tyls paGe Of tipe Was “SeT
up” on the Day aFieR theiR aNUnal “Beano,” they WisH
it to Be distincTly uNderstOod that the mistaKes wore
malje iNtontionally, otHeRmise tHey Feax» pegple may dRa,M'
wRon(® coRfcius/Ons.

texls is to ecall youR ajtEintion to “PLUCK,” a Paper

publiished eveRy SatUldAJ, at the 10w=r price of One
EXolfpEnnA.

Next SaTuRdaYs iss uﬁ coNtAmg a thrlilliNg stOry,

i enTitled .

“Tik

18,000 wOrds 10N(; togsthEr witd a SPleVDid fOotball, com.
pelitiozr ¢ oUr ,* OrFis Boy'S kolllm;” a fine sErigk stor/; an

intEresting anED insTructive aRticlf on “Our Cit/Zen aRmy;” |
soile huloRous piCtUres by tHe best coldi/c aRtists; aNd Many
oTher ne an, aNd originAl featuleS.




