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By CAPT. ERIC BROWN,

CHAPTER L
THE VISIT OF LAVENGRO.

The gardens of Grey Crypt were one tangle of weed and
underwood. Time was when they had been the showplace of
the county. But that was before Jasper Gordon had renounced
the world, dismisscd nearly all his servants, and retired, never
to be seen again beyond his own lodge gates.

Why he had done this thing still remains a mystery.

It was near midnight, and pitch-dark. Outside the rain was
pouring down, and the wind was blowing fitfully. Only three
rooras in that vast old house were used—a sitting-room, whers
even the food was cooksd, and two bedrooms, one for Gordon
and the other for his old serving-man, Robert Gittoes.

There were large reception-rooms,
long, gloomy passages, and beneath a
crypt a set of vaults so large that an
army might hide there. But not for
years had Gordon or his servant been
down there.

Jasper Gordon was thinking about bed.
Suddenly a great bell jangled in the hall,
setting all the startled echoes of the place
flying. Gordon turned pale as death.

““ Tt must have been the wind,”’ he said
foarfully.

“Not it!” retorted Gittces, with all
the familiarity of an old servant. “It
would take a good strong hand to pull
that bell.”

Again tho bell rang; this time im-
patiently. Three fierce bloodhounds
roamed those desolate gardens every
night; all the windows had steel-lined
shutters; the big door was similarly
For thero was a terrible reason

why Gorden should keep himself secluded
from his fellows.

““Belter go and see who is there,”
CGordon muttered.

Gitboes shuffled away. Gorden’s face
twitched anxiously. He sesmed to have
grown old and grey suddenly, though
o was a powerful man of fifty. Then
Gittoes returned, with a face as pallid as
Lis master’s.

“Ii's Lavengro!” he faltered. “He
insists upon seeing you.”

A t2ll, powerful man of about thirty
followed. He had dark eyes and hair;
Lig gkin was tanned to a deep bronze
There was a look on his face that told of
a savage and vindictive nature.

“8o I have found you at last!” he
sald, with a smile of triumph. “You
told the werld you were gcing abroad.
Your neighbours think that Gittoes is
alone here. A very pretty idea, but you
were bound to be discovered sooner or
later. I have only to send a message to
cur secret scoiety, the Silent Avengers, at St. Petersburg—
_“ And my life would be forfeited,”” said Gordon. “ “?ell, it
would not much matter. It is not worth living anyhow. 1 left
the league because I would not de murder, and I betrayed
theze who woul They have hunted and followed me all over
the world, and I suppose you are tc be my executioner?”’

Tiavengro smiled in sinister fashion.

“No,”” he said. “I, too, am under the ban of the league.
For a large eum of inoney I acted the traitor, and they found
me cut. I was forced to return to my gipsy tribe again. I am
an old Romany, you know—-the head of a band. A little time
ago we cams to England. But they hunt us from pillar to post
heve, and we are sorely pressed. - The tribe are camped here
now. - There are no women amongst us, save old Elspeth and an

- adopted child of one of my band.”
““T'hen what do you want with me?”’ Gordon asked.

”"
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Lavengro turned to Gittoes and bade him away out of earshot.

“This,’ he whispered. “I waat a place that we can make
our headquarters; “a place where the police will not dream
of looking for us. Now, in return for keeping your secret, you
are going to grant me a favour. You are going to allow my
people tc use the crypt under the house.”

Grordon protested, but in vain. Lavengro met every objection
with some argument.’

“We shall not interfere with you,”” he said sternly. “ Nobody
will be any the wiser. Grant our request, or assuredly your
life is forfeited.”

“Tt is certain to be found out!” Gordon 'muttered .“And T
foel equally certain that you want the place for no good.”

“We don't want it for a free library,” Lavengro sneered.

A shadowy-looking figure
crept in.

“ We have suffered ab the hands of society, and society is going
to pay for it. Come, no nonsense! What do you intend to do.”
(Grordon said nothing. He knew that he was bound to obey.
He knew Lavengro, and could guess at the nature of his fol-
lf,crwers; and yet, if he failed to obey, death stared him in the
ace.
“8peak!” cried Lavengro. “Why do you hesitate, man?"*
“1 am entirely in your hands,”” Gordon replied.
A dark triumph flashed in Lavengro’s eyes. Then he took up
his hat and strode from the room without another word.

CHAPTER IL
THE FIGHT WITH THE KEEPERS.
“Lavengro, why do you do thess wicked things?"’
The head of the gipsies smiled down into the lovely face of
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the speaker. Unlike the rest of the iribe, Aurora had chestnut
hair and lovely blue eyes. She was the only woman, save
Elspeth, amongst that lawless band, and they treated her like
a queci. But the beautiful Aurora, as she was called, was
rendered miserable by these desperate deeds. She hated her
present; life, and despised all around her. Who she was and
where she had come from, as to her friends, she knew nothing.
That she was not a gipsy was certain, and as to the rest Aurora
knew nothing. :

Only a fortnight had passed since the midnight interview

tween Lavengro and Gordon. Since then they had nof met.
But alvaady the gipsies had taken possession of the crypt, and
altered it beyond recognition.

The floors were covered with rare sking and rugs, the walls
were hung with tapestry. A score of lamps gave a brilliant
light. Articles of boauty and luxury were scattered on all
sides. REvidenily tHS band possessed the means of living in a
style that the most £ icus might envy.

In so secluded a spot as this they could pursue their nefarious
career without! the least risk of discovery. Money they appeared
to have in plenty. Two or three men were always working in
& secret chamber, wheore Aurora was not allowed to penetrate.
Then one of the band would disappear for a few days, only to
return with money, with which all that was required was pur-
chased in a distant town.

But further excitement and adventure their fierce nabures
required.

Laveng_ro stood up in the centre of the great hall of the
orypt, with his swarthy followers all around him. They were
all dressed as for the woods, and each man carried a gun, and a
gaﬁae:bag slung over his shoulder. :

G You are rash to madness!’ Aurora exclaimed.

Adventure is as the air we breathe,” said Lavengro. “ Fave
no fear for our safety, little one. All we require is a little
sporting exercire witk Sir William Summers's pheasants at
Whitacre. They will never take us.”

Aurora turned away with a pain at her heart. She longed for
goml(?1 chance t% get z}Way }from this lawless band. And yet she

ould go nowhere, for she h Y, a i
reaeet it e had no money, and not a single

“ We are wasting time here,” said Magnam, a swarthy Hun-
ganan, a powerful ruffian, who was second in command: “we
must be maving.” 2 ;
T}})avengro gave the signal, and the band moved forward.
ut‘;?l%‘,werzlften of them al'togebher,‘ wiry and muscular and
qwery reckless every one of them. They crept out of the vault
;Illu() ]#:he chilly air of the Octpbei" night, and struck out across
he deserted grounds with the instinets of men who know exactly
where they are going. A knowledge of woodcraft is born in
the true Romany.
un.tzgr%?s the fields they‘ went, over hedges and ditches, in silence,

il vhey came to the edge of the thick woods where the

aronet’s pheasants were in thousands. It was evidently not
the first visit of the band there.

“Seatter I’ Lavengro commanded.

-

“Go down the sides in

parties of three, and if the keepers are about give the signal. -

After what happened lagt week, I should net be surprised if
they are here.” E

The band broke up and scatiered. There was a faint light in
the sky, and upon the dripping branches of the trees the heauati-
ful hirds could bo seen resting. A reckless courage filled the
gipsies. With a laugh, Lavengro levelled his gun, and brought
& pheasant o the ground.

Immediately the firing became general.
shots echoed through the woods. In a little iime quite a pile
of pheasants lay at the feeb-of Lavengro and his companions.
They began to grow tired of the sport. There was evidently no
danger this evening.

Suddenly Lavengro cocked his eers, listening intently. The
il_xghtost sound was not lost upon him. His companions watched

im.

“ Any danger coming? asked one.

*“ Men hurrying this way,” said Lavengro; ‘“several of them.
And they are a great deal nearer than I imagined. Ah, here
they are!”

Six keepers burst, with a yell, into the clearing. They were
all armed with sticks and bludgeons, but no guns appeared. The
]ﬁem{i}»keeper advanced angrily in the direction of Lavengro’s

and.

“So we have got you at last, you poaching rascals ! yelled
t]:tle’ keeger. “Turn on the lantern, Bill, and let’s have & look
at “em.

““The man who touches that lantern dies!” said Lavengro
sternly. “Stand aside and let us pass! We are armed, and
you are not. If you farce us to use our guus, we shall be sure
to do so)”’

An awkward pause followed. The head-keeper looked angry,
yet irresolute. Then he snatched the lantern from Rill’s hand.

It was a fatal thing to do. Before the rays of light eould be

A regular fusillade of

*The Funniest School Story ever Written!
in

Every Friday.

swung round in the divection of the poachers Lavengro had
raised hig gun and fired. With a grosn, the keeper fell bleeding
and helpless on the grass.

But the others were not done with yet. At the sight of the
fall of their leaders they ruhed forward, exasperated almort to
madness. One or two more shots were fired, without doing
much damage, then the keepers closed.

The fight looked like heing a short one, so far as the poachers
were concerned. A big, hulking countryman came at Lavengro,
who sent him staggening with a smashing blow on the forehead ;
but the peasant was as hard as nails,

He came on again, and this time he got a grip on Lavengro.
Exert all his strength as he might, the latter could not throw
off his antagonist. Slowly yet surely the other forced Lavengro
back until he had his shoulders to the ground. :

It was no time to waste. Lavengro got his fingers to his lips
and gave a long, piercing whistle. By this time most of the
gipsies had been overpowered, and their weapons taken posses-
sion of, and the keepers were grimly watching over their
prisoners, who kept their features obstinately conesaled.

“I guess we've got ’im now, lads!” said one triumphantly.

At the same moment the rest of Lavengro’s band burst upon
the gcens. They had heard the signal, and hurried to the spot.
kW'ithouh waiting to argue, they poured a volley of shot into the

eepers.

Then followed yells and cries and curses, another fierce
struggle, and the man who had got tho better of Lavengro fell
stunned by a blow from the butt-end of a gun. TLavengro
jumped to his feet.

“You did that very well, lads!” he cried. “7T don’t think
those fellows are likely to follow us any further. Come along.”

And the gipsies disappeared into the darkness. For the
present the keepers deemed discretion to be the betier part of
valour. The head keeper had been dangerously wounded, and
two others were suffering from loss of blood. Meanwhile, the
last sounds of Lavengro’s band had passed away.

“Were you hurt?” Magnam demanded.

“A few scratches!” Lavengro lsughed.
watchchain bas been broken into pieces. That fellow was too
much for me. We chall have to lis low for a bit after this.
No more poaching this ride of Christmas.”

And then the gang marched on in silence.

CHAPTER IIL
THE BURGLARY AT WHITACRE.

The whole village was thrilling with excitement over the out-
rage committed by a daring gang of poachers in Sir William
Summers’ woods. Tn vain the police were called in; but they
could make nothing of the matter. :

Certain well-known poachers in the distriet eacily proved their
innocence. All the police could say was that the rascals must
have come from a big, distant town.

‘ There’s nobody about here that wears a gold chain, Sir
William,” said the chief of the police. * Here's the piece thab
E found after the fray.”

Sir William started as he looked at the euri
But he made no comment as he asked permi
for a time.

* I'm not going to let this matter drop,” he said. ' Of course,
you will do the best you can; but I ghall have a man of my cwn
down from Secotland Yard.” &

The officer saluted and departed. There waz a grave look en
Sir William’s handsome face as he crossed the great hall in tho
direction of ths drawing-room, where he found Lady Summers
cver a book. A swect-faced lady she was, but with the shadow
of some trouble in her eyes.

“My dear,” she said, ‘‘ what is the matter?”’

It seems to me that I have made a singular discovery,” said
Sir William. ““ One of those poachers was wearing a goid chain,
and in the struggle it got broken. Horrocks picked up a frag-
ment of it. I rather faney that you will say you have seen
something very much like it before.”

And Sir William handed the gold links to his wife. They
were of the most beautiful and ingenious workmanship, some-
thing quite unigue in their way. Lady Summers handled them
with a deep agitation.

“TIt is the same chain,” she said, “the very same thai our
dear child was wearing at the time she was stolen from us by
that vile nurse Gitana, who was never heard of again. Sze, here
is the very broken link so badly mended in Castleford. I would
swear to this chain, William.”’

‘I fancied it was the same,” Sir William replied. ‘“ As ihe
nurse Gitana was a gipsy, 8o it is pretty certain that this poacher
was a gipsy also. If we can find him, we shall get news of our
missing girl.”

Lady Summers pressed her hands convulsively together.

“ Ah, he must be found!” she cried. Spare no expeunse. I
had - thor Fdith had died than have all this misery and un-
certainty.”

“No more. My

1y formed links.
ion to retain it
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“T will have the best man that Scotland Yard can find this
day,”’ ia,id Sir Yj."ﬂliam. " “T will telegraph for him at once.”
L * * * *

Sir William Summers stood staring at the detective in amaze-
ment. The man was in every respect a gentleman.

“T have seen you before,” said Sir William. *° Are you not
Philip Dalgstty?” -

“The same,” the handsome young detective replied. ““I have
taken this kind of thing up out of a sheer love of adventure.
Of course, I do not need money, and Sir Malcolm, my father, is
very angry with me. Still, T like the life, and Scotland Yard
is pleased to think very highly of me. There ig one advantage,
Sir William—I can be here as your guest, and nobody will be
any the wiser.”

“Well, I suppose Scotland Yard knows,” said Sir William.
* And now, if you wiil sit down, I will tell you everything, and
what a curicus fact has come to light in connection with this
poaching affray.”

Philip Dalgetty listened eagerly. He was devoted to the pro-
fession which he had taken up, parbly from adventure and partly
because the study of crime and its solution held a wonderful fas-
cination for him.

‘A most remarkable discovery,” he said at length. *‘But
tell me, have you seen or heard of any gipsies in the neighbour-

“hood lately 7’

“ Thers was a tribe here threo weeks ago,” Sir William re-
plied; “but they only halted here one night, and by day-
break they were on their journey again. So far as the police
know, they are not in the county now.”

It was quite plain that Dalgetty was puzzled. But this was
just the mysterious sort of case that he liked best. -

“I must have a good look round,” he said. ‘There are a
good many wild spots about here where a lot of people could
hide for a time withou$ being discovered. I'Il get to the bottom
of this mystery yet.” :

Liong after the family had retired to rest the samse night did
Dalgetty sit up pondering over this problem. One theory after
another he abandoned.

“ Tl give it up for this evening,” he muitered. “1 dare say
that sooner or later I shall find scmething tangible to go on.
For the present—-"" -

Dalgetty paused. A suspicious sound fell upon his sensitive
ear, It seemed as if somebody was stealthily sawing some wood-
work away. The noise appeared to come from the direction of
the billiard-room.

‘“ Burglars, for a million!” Dalgetty muttered.

Quick as thought he turned down the lights in the dining-
room, so that now the whole house was plunged in darkness.
The electric light was all over the house, and in case it was
wanted, Dalgetty knew where the switches were.

Slipping off his boots, he crept into the billiard-room. The
sawing noise still continuwed. Then it stopped, and a pane of
glass was pushed in. A shadowy-looking figure crept in, and
fumbled cautiously about. His intention wag evidently to open
the front door and allow his other comrades to enter that way,
for the burglar was a small man, and few could pass through
the pane of glass which he had dexterously removed for his own’
entrance.

The figure passed on until the hall was reached. Dalgetty
quictly closed the door of the billiard-rocom and followed. Then,
with & sudden flash and dazzle that seemed to utterly paralyse
the burglar, the electric light shot forth.

Like o cat Dalgetty sprang upon his victim, and wrenched his

revolver from his hand. He was not surprised to recognise in -

the features of the intruder the fact that the latter was a gipsy.
“ How many more are thers of you?” he asked.
“'hree!” stammered the gipsy;  they are all outside.”
A brilliant idea flashed into Dalgetty’s mind. He copened the
front door, and pointed cut into tho darkness of the night.
“ (#ive my compliments to your friends.” he said, “and tell

them they are wasting their time here. There are tco many of

us on the alert. Now go!”

The gipsy needed no fu
darkness with a hazy idea thot he had a Iunatic to deal with.

Bub Dalgetty was no lunatic. He dragged on his shoes, and,
donning a thick coat over his evening-dress, erept softly through
the frent do He had merely thrown out his mackerel to
catch his wha Already he could discern four figures creeping
away down the drive. Hvidently they had deemed it prudent
to give up their attempt for tho prosent, at anyv rate.

Very cauticusly Dal v followed them. He knew that he
cing his life in his hands; bub he did not mind that.
Presently the gipsies passed into the gardens of Grey Crypt, and
then vanished in a patch of bushes as if the earth had swallowed
them up. For the present they had escaped, but Dalgetty had
found what he wanted—he had got the clue.

CHAPTER IV,
“YOU OBEY. OR DiE!”
Dalgetty found he had a tangled scheme to unravel. One that

her bidding. He darted into the

3
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taxed him to the uttermost. e had followed the four men, and
tracked them until their dizappearance in the copse. He paid
frequent visits to the spot, in h of finding some solution to
the mystery which had so completely baffled him.

He was determined, however, not to give up the quest, feeling
sure the men were somewhere within reach, and bhe would find
them.

Meanwhile, matters had not stood still at the crypt. Sr
were out watching every movement on the part of Sir. William
and his friends. The gipsies were well aware that detectives
were on their track, and that Dalgett 3 g spirit.

He was very anxious to have the credit of making the dis-
covery, and lost no opportunity of being at the copse, where he
would sit for hours in deep itation.

““(lan thers be anything supernatural in this business?” he
was asking himsolf, as he sirolled aleng the edge of the wood.

e had scarcely mutterad the words, when a strong hand was
laid upon his collar. The grasp almost suffocated him. He
turned, as well as he was able, and was confronted by two power-
ful men wearing black maske, which completely covered their
faces. e .

A damp handkerchief was passed over his lips, which pro-
duced immediate unconscicusness. —y

Tho men lifted him on their shoulders, and carried him into
the copse, and thence to the crypt.

Dalgetty’s helpless body was laid upon the floor of the crypt.
Spurning it with his foot, Lavengro called out: g ]

‘ Mother, here’s work for you! This busy fool will wake in &
few minutes. i

Spies

Q

Lok sharp!

A withered old hag came forward in answer to the summons,
and fixed her ghoulish eyes on the face of the prostrate man.

She chuckled and grinned with delight as she knelt over him.
Forcing open his clenched testh, she poured, drop a‘f_t:e.r drop, a
thick, strong-smeiling liguid into his mouth. * F ifteen, six-
teen,” she counted in her glee; ‘ seventeen, eight

“Stop, mother. No murder. You taught me that twenty
Kkills!”’ shouted Lavengro, as he snatched the bottle from her
grasy.

“Tdiot!” snarled the old woman. “Does the cub know mors
than the she-bear? Listen! You have saved the life of the
man who the stars have decreed wiil take yours!”

‘Aurora had stood a silent and unobserved spectator of the
goene.  She now spoke. e

“Would you take the life of a defenceless man?’’ she ex-
claimed in her anger. ‘‘Have ycu not enough guily on your

already ?”’ ;
sm‘l‘l\‘v" ho d)zru'e question me here?’ the woman hissed between
her snapping teeth.

“T dare to save a life!”
from her defiant face. : ;

The hag sprang toward her, lifting her hand to strike.

It was arrested in the firm grasp of Lavengro.

“Lay not a hand upon her!” be said firmly.  Remember, I
have spoken, Flspeth!”

She quistly S\gebml(i;t’c'ed
“ and must be obeyed. >

« Idam master hgm, and will remain so. If a hair of t’}}e head
of Aurora is injured, the culprit shall feel my vengeance "—and,
looking the woman in the face, he continued significantly— be
it whom it may!” :
> ’¥he Crone g\qoved‘ away, mumbling strong language in the
Romany tongue, which cannot be mm‘)tmned in theﬁe pages.

Approaching / Lavengro said tenderly : . Go to your
room, child. Fear no barm. I will protect you!

“Tavengro,”’ she said, appealingly, “you have always been
kind to me, for which I am more than grateful ; but tell me who
1 am, and why I am here? 1 have bgen with the tribe as 101:5
as I can remember, and though I am with you, I‘qm no:t‘ of you!

“&pare me your questions, 'Aurom," he replied; ‘the tlm:
will perhaps come when you will know all. At present it r{;u:i
remain a mystery to you azd o me. I will soon claim a right

robect you.” =
to\/%ithi‘iztjanohher word ehe left him, feeling that the secret
she was so anxious to discover was yeb far out of’ her,reach.

Dalgetty still la mconscious. At Lavengro’s order he was
removed to an adjoining apartment, and ﬂ{ere place:d under &
guard, with instrictions from Tavengro to inform him as soon
as signs of returning animation appe ed.

The sudden disappearance of Dalgetty caused great consterna-
tion at Whitacre. Sir Wiiliam Sumirers left no stone unturned
to discover his whereal Lut without the clue being found.

The forces of Scatland Yerd and local police were put in
reguisition. A small army

of neighbours lent their ass'stance.
Every yard of the ground for niles around was dzl\gen_tly
seavched. No trace of the missing man could be found. Whilst
the search was going on above ground the denizens of the cryptb
wero interssting thomselves on Dalgebty’s account.
The day after his capture he was informed by his guards,
who always appeared masked, that he must prepare to appear
before the chief.

»

said Aurora, her blue eyes flashing

“You are master here,” she said,
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An hour later he, with arms sesurely bound, was led along a&
narrow dark passage, and ushered into a large vaultlike room,
with stone walls and high, vaulted, arched roof, supported by
stx:.ong, carved pillars. The place was dimly lighted by a
eolitary lamp standing on a strong oak table, hehind which sat
three figures wrapped i large black robes, and wearing cowls,
which hid their faces. The light was juet sufficient for him to
discern the outlines of the figuves.

A profound silence reigned m the apartment until it was
i)z‘oken by the voice of the central figure, who said in selemn

ones:

* Philip Dalgetty.”

lJA{e started on hearing his name was known.

Philip Dalgetty,” the voice continued, “son of Sir Maleolm
Dalgetty, of Sarnsfeld. Born September 29th, 1831. Mother's
nameo Carli.”

Dalgetty could not refrain from an exclamation of astonish-
me?t; The solema voice still went on :

S 1lfmr_life is in danger, yet it is at present in your own
hands.  Your mother was one of us, and helped us when sore
pressed. We are willing to repay it on her sop on one con-
dition, and one only.”

Dalgetty remained silent.

“Would y3u kmow the condition?’ asked the speaker.

“If it pleases you to condescend to inform me,” Dalgetty
replied defiantly.

Without noticing the tone of Dalgetty’s reply the speaker
eontinued :

" “That you cease the quest you are'now upon, and return to
your home, having first left with me a piece of a gold chain you
have in your possession.”

“By what right do you make such a demand?”’ Dalgetty
haughtily asked.

“By the right that might gives me. Will you accept the
termy offered ¥

“ And if T refuse?”’

“There is only one course open. You cbey or die. That is
your final answer. You will have twelve hours to decide.”

Dalgetty was led away in a state of utter bewilderment. Th‘e
strangeness of his surroundings, the knowledge possessed by his
judges of his personal affairs, and
the fate by which he was threat-
ened rushed upon him with stun-
ning force, and for the time para-
Jysed his faculties. He had, how-
ever, some little time wherein to
consider his position.

The chamber to which he was
taken was furnished in a manner
Oriental. Carpets and rugs there
were in abundance. A table,
spread with a luxurious meal,
stood in the centre of the apart-
ment, of which his guards, with
great deference, invited him to
partake.

On being left alone, he looked
carefully about the room, with a
view to some means of escape.
His inspection showed him that his
prison was a circular room, with
strong stone walls and a stout iron
door, through which he had en-
tered. From a skylight high above
his head came the only light ad-
mitted into the place.

He drank a glass of wine, which
he poured from arichly chasedsilver
flagon, and tried to eat a morsel
of food, of which he stood much
in need; but though it had been
prepared in a way to tempt an
epicure, not a morsel could he
swallow. ;

He aimlesely wandered about the
room, in the hope of some inspira-
tion to assist him in his difficulty,
which every moment ho felt more
hopeless.

Flinging himself down on a
couch of ekins, he sternly deter-
mined to face whatever was in store
for him.

A slight fluttering sound broke
the awful stillness. He leapt from
the couch as a small parce}), drop-
ped from the skylight, fell at his

feet.
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With eagerness he tore the cover from the parcel. Tts con=
tents gave him some slight hope. It contained a small silver-
mounted pistol, of forsign workmanship, and cartridges. On &
piece of paper was written in a large, scrawling hand:

“Your life is in danger. Beware!”

CHAPTER V.
THE STRANGE HAND.

here is your master, Gittoes? I must see him without
a moment’s delay |’ |

The speaker was Lavengro, who had abruptly entered the
house of Jasper Gordon on the night following Dalgetty’s
capture,

“ Impossible I”” muttered Gittoes. ‘ Master has gone to hig
room for the night, and can’t be disturbed.”

“Don’t speak to me of impossibilities, you drivelling hound }
Go to your master, and say Lavengro must and will see him !’

“It’s more than I dare do!”’ persisted the old servant. “He
has had some terrible news to-day that has completely upset
him. Ceme in the morning.”

“I'll see him now!” thundered Lavengro. * Stand aside!
If you can’t go to him, I will find a way. Show me his room !’

The door was quietly opened, and Gordon entered. A
miserable object he presenied as he stood trembling in his
dressing-gown, his face blanched with fear.

“ What is all this tumult?’ be asked in a husky voice, as he
tottered to a seat.

“We had better settle our business without the assistance of
your servant,” Lavengro said abruptly.

Gittoes obeyed a look from his master, and quietly left the
room,

As soon as he was gone Lavengro walked to the door and
turned the key in the lock.

Gordon sat still, his fear increasing as he found himself
locked in the room with so desperate a man as Lavengro.

Lavengro was the first to speak. 5

“I have some news,” he said, “of the Silent Avengers.
Your whereabouts is known. 'The decree is issued, and ma; !
at any moment!” .

43
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Six keepers burst, with a yell, into the clearing,
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%Y am aware of it,”” stammered Gordon, as he tock from. the
pocket of his dressing-gown a letter printed with white charac-
ters on scarlet paper, which he handed to Lavengro.

‘“Read this,” he said.

Lavengro took the paper from Gordon’s palsied hand. As he
read, a dark frown spread over his bronzed features. With an
oath he sprang to his feet.

“ My name is written here!” he cried.

Gorden nodded. o %

“No one but yourself knew where I was hiding. Traitor,
this is your work, to save your own miserable carcase! You
betrayed the cause, and now you would betray me!”’

These taunting words of Lavengro’s appeared to put new
life and vigour into Gordon. B

“Tiar!” he exclaimed, as he sprang from his seat in hie
anger.

All sense of fear had left him. He rushed upon Lavengro,
brandishing a dagger he had concealed in his clothing.

Gordon was not the weak man he looked, as Lavengro soon
found out. A terrible struggle ensued. With all his giant
strength Lavengro could not keep the angry man at bay. He
felt the steel pierce his shoulder; his arm lost its grip.

By a supreme effort he wrenched himself free, and seized a
bronze figure from the sideboard. In another moment it would
have fallen upon the head of Gordon, when a shattering of
glass in the window arrested their attention.

A hand appeared through the aperture caused by the broken
glass. The light of the lamp on the table glinted along the
barrel of a revolver.

Both men stood breathless under cover of the weapon. A
deep-toned voice broke the silence. In measured tones it said:

* By the decree of the Silent Avengers your time has come!”

Two shots, fired in quick succession, reverberated through the
house. Gittoes rushed into the ‘room. He found his master
stretched upon the floor, with blood flowing from a wound in
his head. ]

Lavengro had disappeared, leaving a trail of blood behind
him.

Gordon was conveyed to his bed by his faithful attendant
Gittoes. To the man’s entreaties that medical assistance should
bscalléd Gordon strenuously objected.

“No,” he said firmly. “I have expected this for a long time,
It was sure to fall at last. I will not trouble you long, Gittoes.
You know where my papers are. See that they get into the
proper quarter. A sealed packet i3 addressed to Lavengro.
Deliver 1t into his own hands.”

As he grew weaker, recollections of former days crowded on
his memory. He babbled of his childhood, his school days, and
his early life.

“1 fought in Spain as a soldier of fortune. There I found
Marie, my wife. She was lost to me. My son, my boy gone.
I was robbed by a treacherous friend, and left in despair.”

Thus his mind wandered. His incoherent words conveyed no
meaning except to his own disordered imagination.

The end was near; his voice grew weaker, and became indis-
tinct. His closing eyes followed Gittoes as he moved about the
room and his master’'s bed in a state of great agitation.

By an effort Gordon motioned his servant towards him.

Gittoes placed his ear to catch the weak, whispering words.

“The packet for Liavengro!” was all he zaid.

They were his last words.

* ¥ * * & *

Dalgetty had not been left alone in his prison.

He had examined the weapon so mysteriously supplied, and
had found the cartridges, the bullets of which were of polished
silver, to suit the barrel. He proceeded carefully to load the
pistol, determined, if danger should arize, he would be pre-
pared to meet it with all his strength.

He had scarcely completed this, when he heard a step outside
the door. A key was inserted in the lock, and the door was
thrown open. .

Dalgetty placed himself in a position of defence, with his
back to the wall, which he had no sooner done than a mocking
laugh fell upon his ear. Elspeth entered, carefully locking the
door behind her.

“No, my bantam,” the woman sneered, “you wouldn’t fire
upon a lady. You were a gentleman once, you know, until
you turned 'tec. Put that plaything away; you might hurt
yourself.”*

Ile lowered the weapon.
upon it.

“ Where,” she shrieked, with uplifted hands, “did you get
that pistol? Lower it, I say—lower it, the muzzle to the floor!”

“ Tt was a gift from the gods,” Dalgetty said, “ dropped from
the clouds into my hands.”

“There’s murder in it!"” she said, as she pointed her long,
seraggy finger to the weapon Dalgetty held in his tight grip.

¢ Possibly,” he replied; “but through no fault of mine. If
I am driven to use at, I shall do it effectively.”

et

As he did so, Elspeth’s eyes vested
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The crone considered a moment, and then commenced in a
whining tone:

“Give it to me, dearie, and I'll give you this one’’'—at the
game time producing a large horse-pistol from her voluminous
garments.

. “No, thanks, granny,” he replied. “I will keep the one I
ave.”

And, making a sudden dash, he wrested the pistol she held
from her grasp.

“‘ Prevention is better than cure,”’’ he eaid to himself.

Elspsth fell upon her knees before him, and in imploring
tones said :

“Don’t use the weapon you hold. It has never been fired
without someone near and dear to me meeting his death. It is
fatal to my tribe, and I know who will be the next!”

“Where are your tribe now? Where am I? And why am
I kept a prisoner?” inquired Dalgetty.

“(+ive me the pistol, and I will tell you, and let you go
free. You refuse? Then you are doomed! Slow starvation
will perhaps bring you to your senses !”’

Dalgetty, thinking he had in the weapon, to which some super-
stition was evidently attached, a talisman that would open his
prison doors, steadily refused to let it go out of his possession.

“ Take your fate, obstinate fool!” cried Xlspeth, as she turned
the key to open the door.

One bound, and Dalgetty’s hand was on the woman’s throat,
another-carried him through the open door.

He found himself in total darkness. A mocking laugh from
Elspeth told him of the hopelessness of his positions, and the
clang of an iron door reverberating along the dark corridor
shattered his new-built-up hope of escape.

e ——a

CHAFPTER VL
THE SILVER PISTOL.

Lavengro dragged himself from Gordon’s heuse with a bullet
in his side, blood streamiag from the wound. Faint and sick
he entered the crypt, and fiung himself on a seat, groaning
heavily.

“ Curse the hand that pulled the trigger!’ he cried, “and
my wretched fate which has brought this to pass, just when all
my strength was required. The foul fiend himself could not
have done me a baser turn. To be in this hole, and die like a
dog! It is horrible !

* Who talks of dying?” asked a croaking voice at his elbow.
“You are not dead yet, nor dying. What scratch have you
got now that has shaken your manhoed cut of you?”’

“ An ounce of lead in my side is the little scratch you scoff
at, Elspeth. Not pleasant, is it?"’ he replied bitterly. And he
continued :

“Don’t stand there croaking. You have dressed wounds be-
fore, try your skill on me.”

‘“ Was it a pistol-shot?” she inquired with an.anxious face.

““ What else do you think it was?”’ he snapped.

“So goon! So soon!”

“ What are you growling now ?”’ he asked in anger.

“Tt’s useless, Lavengro; ro skill will avail you. 1 have scen
the hand that fired the shot, and know the weapon he used.
Your fate is sealed!”

‘“ What weapon are you, prating about now, Elspeth?”

“The Scourge, I mean. It was a black day when Abrazi
cursed the thing, and made it a heirlcom of the tribe.”

In spite of his wound, Lavengro leapt from his seat.

“'T'he Scourget’ he cried; ‘‘ you are mad! It has boen safely
kept, and only you and myself know its hiding-place. What
treachery ig at work now

“Tt is not in its hiding-place now,” the woman began.
“What did Abrazi say? ‘Fire shall not destroy it. Tarlth
or water shall not hold it or hide it, when the head of the tribe
of the Lavengroes shall seek a wife amongst he house-dwellers
of the earth.” The hiding-place hath given up its charge. I
have seen it.”

“Where '’ Lavengro groaned in agony, ag he fell back upon
his seat, with great drops of perspiration reiling down his face.

““In the hands of Philip Dalgetty, my son. Had I my will, I
would have saved you this when you brought him here. I
went to-day to him, taking with me the trusty tool that has
often rid me of those who stood m my way. 1 would have
killed liim to save you, but the stars willed it otherwise.”

“Then I am doomed, indeed; and the last of the brave
Lavengroes dies like a caged wolf. The Scourge has escaped
us ; the curse is fulfilled. The powers of evil are against us!”

“ Some power higher than ocurs is against us,” Elspeth said.
“ Dalgetty told me the weapon was a gift from the gods, and
that it fell into his hands from the clouds.”

Lavengro lay back with a heavy groan, his lips moving; but
no sound escaped them. He was carried to a couch, and laid
down to await the end.
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. The crypt was now silent as a tomb, says for the fitful wailings

of Elspeth, lamenting the fate which had overtaken Lavengro.
For days his death was hourly expected, yet it came not. His
pain had ceased ; he was growing stronger, yet he doubted not
that he was a doomed man. He cursed the day on which he
decided to make Aurora his wife.

Dalgetty had been kept a closely-confined prisoner in the
chamber he had re-entered, after his fruitless attempt to escape.
Thg threat of Elspeth that starvation might do its work was
being carried out. For two days no food or drink had been
gupplied, and but for the remainder of his earlier repast, he
would have been reduced to sad straits.

Elspeth dared not enter his presence again so long as the
Scourge was in his possession. That it had been supplied
to him by some supernatural power she never doubted. In fact,
the whels inhabitants of the crypt, save one, went about in
deadly fear.

Aurora, who had attended to the wants of Lavengro, as he
lay upon his couch of sickness, was quite. unmoved by the
superstition that had so shaken the nerves of desperate and
fearless men. -

She had in her childhood heard the legend of the mysterious
Scourge, and had often seen Elspeth and Lavengro cleaning
llllld polishing its silver ornaments, and returning it to its hiding-
place. 4

The attempt made by Elspeth on the life of Dalgetty the
day he was brought to the crypt had aroused her anger. She
followed the men as they carried him to his place of confine-
ment. Knowing his danger, she considered how to render him
assistance.

The mysterious weapon she had seen flashed upon her mind.
Knowing its hiding-place, she quickly possessed herself of it.
Mounting a broken wall, which led to the top of the turret
which formed Dalgetty’s chamber, she found her way to the
skylight, and dropped the pistol at his feet. By this means she
supplied Dalgetty day by day with food and necessariss.

As she entered Lavengro’s room after one of her excursions
to the tower, she was surprised to ses him stiting on the side of
his couch. He held a small object which he was carefully in-
specting. As he caught sight of the girl, he closed his hand
upen the article in which he seemed so interested.

Beckoning her to his side, he said:

“Will you go to Elspeth and ask her to come to me.
come immediately!”’

Aurora obeyed, and in a short time returned with Elspeth,
who expressed her joy at seeing Lavengro standing in the room.

‘“ Has the curse failed, my son?” she asked.

“So far as I am concerned, yes—if it was the ecurse that
struck me, which I doubt.”” And handing her the objeet Aurora
had seen, he said: ‘‘ Look at that!”

“What is it she inguired, after turning it over in her claw-
like fingers. ‘‘ A piece of lead?”

“Tt’s the bullet that entered my side,” he said. ‘It must
have glanced off cne of my ribs. I found it just under the
glkin and cut it out.”

Elspeth again carefully examined the article, and, lcoking
inquiringly into his face, said:

““This is not a silver bullet, Lavengro?”’

“ A common bit of lead!” he replied, with a light laugh.

“Then it could not have been fired from the Scourge!” she
cried, * the bullets of which are silver.”

“ And the head of the Lavengroes dies not yet,”” he said.

The discovery just made had banished his superstitious fears.

He was Lavengro again; but with the dread of the Secreb
Avengers hanging heavily upon him. The one attempt had
failed; he knew it would not be the last.

Ho beckoned to Elspeth, who followed him from the room.

“We will find the Scourge,” he said, ‘“and remove all
doubt.”

Entering a room adjoining his own, he procesded to unlock
an iron box, the key of which he took from a secret place in the
wall. From the box he lifted an ebony casket, heavily mounted
in silver. 'This, with some trepidation, he unlocked. :

An exclamation suddenly broke from the lips of the pair.

The casket was empty. The Bcourge had left its hiding-
place. :

Say,

CHAPTER VIL
THE SCOURGE AGAIN IN ITS PLACE.

The question now to be solved by Lavengro and Elspeth was
how to regain the lost weapen. KElspeth had seen it in the
hands of Dalgetty, and he was their prisoner. The matter
seemed to Lavengro to be a simple one.

“1 will make short work of tiis,” he gaid, as he strode to-
wards the door.

“Stop!”’ Elspeth eried, “would you rush to certain destruc-
tion? Know you not you are the next victim of the Sgourge?
Will you court death by standing before it, in the hand of an
enemy? And hath not Abrazi said:
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“‘Keep this as you value your life. Should it pass from the
hand of a Lavengro, by it he shall die! The stars in their
wisdom have thus spoken!’”

** Cease your worthless cant!” he exclaimed, his anger getting
the better of his fears as he went on.

“If the thing remains out of my keeping, I die, so says the
sage. If I attempt to recover it, I die, so says Elspeth the
witch. I prefer to fight for it, and die as a man should.”

“ Bun no risk,” she answered him quickly. ‘‘You arve irritable,
caused by your wound. Put the power in my hands, the silver
bullet is not for me. I am not a Lavengro born.”

The exertion had caused his wound to bleed afresh, Leaning
against the wall for support, he said:

*Take your own course, Elspeth, but no bloodshed. I will
have none of it here. Something tells me that Philip Dalgetty
and myself shall meet again.”

Elspeth moved away, saying:
other means answer my purpose.”

The sinister smile on her withered countenance boded no good
for Dalgetty.

Lavengro returned to his room, anxicusly waiting the result
of Elspeth’s mission in search of the missing weapon.

She lost no time in using the power given to her. Although
she was in fear of the Scourge, she braved it to obtain its
possession.

Hastily summoning two stelwart ruffians, she imparted to
them her object.

“Bomething,” she said, ‘“had been stolen, and must be re-
covered. It was the chief’s orders. She would peint eubt the
thief, and give them assistance.”

Aurora heard this conversation, and, divining its meaning,
scrawled a note to Dalgetty, putting him on his guard. This she
conveyed to him by means of the skylight of the tower.

Elspeth laughed—a malicious grin—as she led the way to the
place where Dalgetty was secured.

1 have you now, my young cockscomb,” she said to herself.
“You don’t get out of my hands this time.”

Her confederates rubbed their hands in their glee.
rascality was at hand, and they were eager to be at work.

“1 never shed bloed when

Some

A silent figure followed them along the corridor. It was
Aurora.
The iron door of the apartment was slowly opened. ' As the

men entered they saw Dalgetty standing in front of them, pre-
pared for defence. -

‘Without ceremony one of the men said:

“Put down those barkers, and throw up your hands. We
are too many for you, and you will get hurt.”

“ Not without a fight,” Dalgetty said, as he levelled the
Scourge at the head of the man. *‘‘Move but an eyelid, and
your life is not worth a straw.” AV

Regardless of danger, the man moved forward, raising a
dagger he held in his hand.

Dalgetty caught the glint of the metal. Stepping a pace back-
ward, with a steady aim he fired. The bullet struck the dagger
the would-be assassin carried, splitting it to fragments.

With a fierce oath he sprang upon Dalgetty. Another shot
sent him reeling backwards. He was wounded, but not beaten.

The attack had been so sudden that the other ruffian had
taken no part in the fray.

“PDon’t stand gaping there!” cried Elspeth. “ Did you come
here to see a play acted? Get to work, fellow {”

He nseded no further orders. Both men now closed with
Dalgetty. It was a fight at close quarters, Elspeth urging on
the men. Further shots were fired, with more or less offect. -
Dalgetty’s strength for a time served him to keep the men ad
bay. With two he found more than his match, yet he still
fought on until his strength failed. Ie must yield.

With an effort he freed himself, and with all his strength
hurled the pistol ab the head of the man in front of him. It
missed its aim, and flew like lightning through the open door.

Another struggle, when Dalgetty, completely exhausted, fell
heavily to the floor.

“ Now,” shouted Elepsth, “is your time!”’

He showed no sign of life. The men looked complacently at
their handiwork. 2

Elspeth pounced upon him and commenced a rigid search,
the men, bleeding and bruised, watching her movements,

Her search was vain. Turning to the mén, she gaid : ;

“ Finish your work. The weapon he used is gone—vanished.
Finish your work!” -

Both men rushed upon Dalgetty, with murder in their eyes.

Tlspeth clapped her hands in delight at their fiendish deter-
mination.

On their knees before the prostrate man they fell. The blade
of a knife flashed over him. Another instant he would have
been a dead man, when Lavengro, in a state of high excitement,
burst into the room. Springing towards the would-be assassins,
he seized one in each of his hands and fung them right and
left across the room. > .

“Cowardly, murdercus hounds!’ he hissed between his
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clenched teeth,. as he stocped over the body of Dalgetty.
“Craven curs, to fall upon a helpless man!”

Raising himself, he faced the ruffians, and with anger shouted:

“ Drop the weapons you carry, and get out of my sight! You
shall recken with me for this work.”

The men shrunk away, angered at being deprived of whai
they considered their legitimate prey.

“8aid I not,” eried Lavengro, as he faced Elspeth, “ that no
blood should be shed? Why are my orders disobeyed 7”

“You did!” she shrieked. “ But I would have killed him a
thousand fimes to obtain possession of the ¢ Scourge’!” g

The nams of the Scourge arrested Lavengro’s fury. In his
anger he had forgotten the cause of Elspeth’s visit to Dalgetty.
in an altered tone he asked: 65

“You have got it! Bub the price it a high one; Philip
Dalgetty is dead!”

“1 hope he ! she replied doggedly.

“ And the Scourge?’ he inquired.

“ Has gone with that man’s departing spirit, as far as I know.
It cannot be found.” 2

Every nook and cranny was carefully searched, without
succegs. The pistol had vanished.

‘' What is to be dome with this carrion?’ inquired Elspeth,
pointing to Dalgetty’s prostrate form. .

“Leave it where it i3, mother,” Lavengro remarked in deep
thought. “Under cover of the nigh$ it shall be carried far
away, and we shall be clear of suspicicn.”

As they left the scene the mysterious disappearance of the
weapon was discussed between them. Their superstitious fears
were again in the ascendent.

“1 will lock up the cabinet,” Lavengro said. “ We can cnly
now await the fate hanging over us!” And he added: “ Come
with me. I have something more to say that requires earnest
consideration.”

They went to the place where the casket lay. The box was
open, and lying in its own resting-place was the Scourge.

They were dumbfounded. With fear and trembling the casket
was again counsigned by them to its hiding-place, and, with
bowed heads, they silently left the place.

#® * # * * * *

In the silence and darkness of the night Dalgetty was moved
from his prizon, and laid among the heather many miles away
from Grey Crypt.

A deep sigh escaped from him as he was moved by the men.

“ He still lives,”” whispered one to his companion. * Shall we
put him out of his misery ?”

“Remember the anger of the chief,” raplied the other. “We
have done our part; come away. We have a long journey
before daylight.”

Dalgstty was left alone, his pale face towards the stars, his
life, which was hanging by a single thread, guietly passing
away. :

CHAPTER VIIL
A MESSAGE FROM THE KING.

The murder of Jasper Gordon, and the mysterious manner in
which it ocourred,gaused great consternation in the vicinity of
Grey Crypt. He ﬁd lived & quiet life, taking no part in the
business of the place or neighbourhood. Visitors or friends he
had none. He simply lived his quiet, retired life unknown to
most of the inhabitants of the locality.

His old servant Gittoes at the inquest explained Crordon’s
mode of life.

He had been, he said, in bis master’s service over thirty
years, and had never known him unfriendly with any person.
In fact, he had no acquaintances, and never left the house or
grounds. On the night of the murder his master was visited
by a man who, without invitation, had walked into the house,
and insisted upon seeing Mr. Gordon. That he (Gittoes) had
declined to distuib his mastor. The high tone of the man’s
voice had alarmed Mr. Gordon, who came into the room to
inquire the cause of the noise he had heard.

That the stranger had requested that he (witness) should
leave the apartment, which at his master's order he did. The
visitor locked the door as soon as he had left the room. That he
had lingered in the corridor on hearing high words between his
master and his visitor, followed by a sound of two pistol-shots,
fired in rapid succession. He had hastened to the room, and
found his master bleeding on the flcor, but the visitor was gone.

That he had removed Mr. Gordon to his room. His wish that
he should have medical assistance his master steadfastly refused,
and died in two hours after the wound was inflicted.

“Have you any knowledge of the man who visited Mr.
Gordon ?”’ the coroner inquired.

““None whatever,” Gittoes replied.

“I never saw him
before.”
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“What sort of man was he? Can you deseribe him?”’

“ He was a short man, with grey hair, and walked a little
lame on his left leg.”

“ How was-he dressed?’

“In a light-grey suit, and he carried a small handbag.”

“ Was any robbery committed "’

“Nothing whatever was stolen, though many valuables were
lying about.” .

“i‘hould you know the man again if you saw him, do you
think ?”

“1Gou1d pick him out of a thousand,” was Gittoes’ laconio
reply. :
"‘Ha}ve you any further information you can give to the

jury?” .

“T found this nailed to the broken window,” Gittoes said, as
he handed in a piece of scarlet paper, on which were printed
white letters.

The coroner took tha papsr and read aloud:

“The arm of the Secret Avengers is long. The doom of
traitors is death!”

The jury looked at each cther in amazement. They had
heard of the Secret Avengers, and their work in other landa.
To find them at their own door was startling.

The medical evidence was to the effect that Gordon died from
a gunshot wound in the head, which had injured the base of
the brain.

A verdict of wilful murder against some person or persona
unknown was returned, and the jury departed discussing the
oxtraordinary story they had heard.

Notwithstanding the lying evidence Gittoes had given, he
knew that Lavengro had not killed his master, but for various
reascns he decided to keep his own counsel for the prese;;lt.

* % * * *

Elspeth and Liavengro, on locking up the Scourge, and placing
it in its hiding-place, went to Lavengro's room to discuss the
commmunication he had to make.

“I have an order from King Pedro Diego,” he began. “Ie
is coming to the camp on Dunmore Downs. He commands our
presence there without delay.”

“'T'he order must be cheyed, my son.”

* Must be obeyed, you say? ‘Who dare say that a Lavengro
must obey ?"”

* Your King, to whom you owe allegiance, which you have
sworn.”’

“1 owe no zllegiance to him as Gipsy King, nor have T ever
acknowledged him as such.”

Hlspeth rose, and, looking carefully round, whispered:

“ You swore obedience to him as one of the council of the
Secret Avengers, and you must obey.”

“ Are you not aware that I am under the ban, and do you
advise me to put my head into the mouth of the wolf?"’

‘The old woman laughed as she said:

“I, too, have a message from the King. Fere,” she con-
tinusd, holding up a piece of scarlet paper, *is a removal of the
ban on one condition. It ought to be an easy one for you.”

“Name it,” he said, with evident anxicty.

“That Aurora is delivered into the hands of the King for the
purpose of becoming his wife. It will be a good thing for her,
and remove a great danger from you. Remember the Scourge!”’

“Will you hand over the child to such a fate? She knows
she does not belong to us. Will you never relent?”

“ Never,” she said, in a waspish tone—“never! Her father
brought my man to the gallows, and deprived me of the joy of
my life. 1 robbed him of the joy of hig!”

“IWhy punish the child for the actions of the parent?”’
Lavengro asked.

“I care nothing for that;
Lavengro.”

“Tell me, then, whose child she is. A time may come when
she can go away without interfering with your vengeance.’’

“T am not going to die yet, my son, and you have enough
on your hands at present.”

Lavengro pondered deeply. Aurora as a child had, by her
winning ways, crept into his affections. He had acted the part
of a father to her, and looked upon her almost as his own, and
she, in her misery, had returned his affection, making him the
confidant of her troubles, and profiting by his scothing advice.

The thought of parting with her, and for such a purpose as
the bride of the King, was a bitter draught for him to swallow.

Iilspeth had carefully watched his countenance as he turned
the matter over in his mind, and calmly awaited his decision.

“ Give me the paper,” he said suddenly; “I consent !

The old woman handed it to him—his pardon. The fear of
tho Secret Avengers was gone. A smile crossed his face as he
carefully put the paper in his pouch.

5 g I'H"mve you yet, my child,” he said to himself, “if I die
or it!

“I will now,” Elspeth said, “ prepare Aurora for her journey..
You have acted wisely, my son 1"

my reveuge is very sweeb,
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Dark, heavy, rain-laden clouds drifted swiftly across the sky,
obsouring the new moon, which showed palely behind them. A
#trong north wind swept the scudding rain before it as it
howled and rushed in its fury over hill and dale. Swaying
frunks of stalwart trees, swinging, tossing, and cracking their
strong-limbed branches, coupled with the roar of the mighty
blast among the quivering, trembling leaves, heralded a gather-
ing storm. Incessant flashes of lightning, momentarily lighting
up the sky, only served to increase the surrounding darkness.”

The Lavengro caravan, on its way to Dunmore Downs, had
been overtaken by the storm, and had wandered out of the
beaten track. They were sheltering themselves and their half-
starved animals under the bluff side of a rocky hill on the
common.

Attached to the caravan was a vehicle more commodious than
the rest. It was in charge of Elspeth, and was an ohject of
solicitude to Lavengro. It was covered ‘
with a white awning, and so carefully
closed that a glimpse of the interior was
imp le.

* We shall never reach the camp to-
night!” ; Lavengro shouted, his voice
rising above the roar of the wind and
rain, as it whirled in its viclence across
the plain. :

““Don’t croak, Lavengro, over a puff
like this,” replied his companion Carl;
“many a wilder storm we bhave
weathered, and by—-""

A brilliant flash of lightning checked
the cath on his lips. Covering his face
with his hands, he shrieked in agony:
‘“Blind 1 blind! blind!”

The cries of the injured man caused
Elspeth to look out from under the white
covering of the vehicle. In angry tones
she cried:

““What fooling is going on now? Are
you become helpless? or will you risk
your lives by being late?”’

““No man can move in this darkness
on unknown ground in the face of such
a storm !”” Lavengro sternly replied.

“Don’t talk to me of storms!”’ the hag
screamed.  ““ Were you not born in a
storm, and have faced thousands, and
defied them without a blink of your eye?
8hall T send a woman to lead you?”

Going close to Klspeth, and pointing
inside the awning, Lavengro said quietly
but firmly:

*“Ceage your raving. You will frigh-
ten and disturb her.”

The old woman laughed as she said:

““Never fear; Ilspeth’s potions have
been tried too often to fail on a fragile
thing like her!”

**Keep her from harm, mother!” he
said pleadingly.  He turned away, leav-
ing Aurora peaccfully sleeping under a

owerful narcotic administered by
flspeth as a precautionary measure
whilst on the journey.

*“Ah, ah!” chuckled the old woman,
%rmnm.g. “Bhke i3 a dainty beauty, fit

or a king. Her father will be a proud
man to have a king for a son-in-law.
And I'll be the first to let him have the
;}?‘oyf;\lﬂ giews.f’ 8haking her ulencheg
and at an imagina erson, she sai
bitterly : “ We Shallr{oepauits’now, and
my man will be avenged!”’

. Lavengro found Carl lying senseless on the ground. The
lightning had done its work thoroughly. A slight breathing
only showed that a little life remained. His face was disfigured
beyond recognition.

He had not intended to tell Elspeth what had happened to
Carl until they reached the camp. 'The state in which he found
the injured man compelled him to seek her assistance.

Elspeth was loud in her lamentations. Her wailings could
be. heard for some distance the storm had abated. - She
cursed the bolt that had struck her youngest born, and vowed
vengeance on heaven itself in her frantic grief and rage.

“Take me to him!” she screamed. ** Your fear to move has
brought this about. Get.out of my sight! "There is no grit in
youl. Your father, if living, would curse you for a mean-
spirited hound!”’

As she sprang from the cart, Lavengro reniinded her of her
charge who lay sleeping there. !

“‘Curse the blue-eyed witch!”' she cried.

“Take me to my
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taking care of her!’ 7

No effort of his mother could restore Carl to consciousness.
Endearments, caresses, and curses were alike ineffectual. Re-
turning to Lavengro, she said:

“Stay here; on no account move. TI’Il go and prepare a
litter for Carl in one of the vans, and we will take him on, dead
or alive.” i

Lavengro’s heart bounded as he listened to Elspetl\’s_re—
treating footsteps. He was alone with the girl he had promised
to protect. It was a bold stroke he had contemplated, and it
seemed as if the gods had furnished him with his opportunity.

He hurriedly sprang to where Carl was lying. Lifting him
in his strong arms, he carried him to the side of the van where
the girl slept. X

Without a moment’s hesitation ho raised the awning, and

And she s]}eeringly continued: “You won't mind
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The Kng strode menacingly towards Jose, with uplifted staff.

entered the vehicle, immediately reappearing with the sleeping
girl in"his arms.

Laying her in the place where Carl had fallen, he h:wtem?d
again to the yan, into which he raised Carl, and carefully
covered him with the sheet under which Aurora had lain.

He was only just in time. Elspeth returned at the moment
he had descended from the van.

“We had better move on now,” he said.
in the litter, and then give orders for the march.
time you had better get some sleep.” :

Elspeth closed the awring, and in a few minutes the caravan
was again on the move towards Dinmore Downs.

CHAPTER IX.
AUTINY !
*Dinmore Downs presented a strange but interesting sight. A
scene that would linger in the memery of an onlocker long after

“1 will place Carl
In the mean-

“THE ““UNION JACK” DOUBLE XMAS NUMBER



THE “UNIOH

‘One Halfpenny.

the personages concerned in it and

JACK” LInRARY.

their surroundings had drifted their
various ways to the farther ends of
the earth.

Tor was not the occasion of the
gathering the marrisge of the gipsy
king, Pedro Diego, who had suc-
ceeded a long line of ancestors, who
for many scores of years had oc-
cupied the position he had been
called upon to fill?

For a long time he had been proof
against the wiles and coquettings of
the dusky damsels of his own people.
and had seemed in no hurry to t
upon himself the burdens of matri-
mony. The younger women had
waited and hoped. The older people
anxiously discussed the King's
probable successor, in case no son
was born to follow him when the
reins fell from his hands.

“The Lavengroes have in such
case the right to choose a king,’” re-
marked José Morda, B venera able man
of four-score years. ‘It was granted
to them by King Ranguardo, and
confirmed by the sage Abazi on the
death of Miguel, a thousand years
ago.”

“The Iavengroes have Royal
Romany blood in their veins, and if
might was right, Rollo Lcn’e“)n'o
would be our king,” said another of
the elders of the tribe.

*“ Hush, Masai, not so loud, speak
low, manl We all know “‘h‘it you
say i3 correct. We can bide our
time!” whispered José.

*‘No time go good as the present,”

. Masai replied, “*and no cry better
than Diego has placed in our hands.
Xnow ye not that the woman he in-
tends for our queen is a daughter of
the housedwelle: 57 Will you
mit to such an insuli?”

“{tS'W you o, Masai?' several of the men cried in astonigh-
ment,

“ What I eay T swear by the oath of my tribe is true. W'ai‘r.
and judge for yourselves. When you see the ‘blue eye,’ you
will agree with me. I Ispeth,.of the Lavengroes, knows the

secret of the maid being with us.”

“And i3 it this outrage we have
to ‘mtnm“ and assist at?

hefore

£

. travelled over land and sea
I will have no part in such & humilia-

tion,” Josd said.
Josd’s exclamation was echoed by all {he men prowﬂm. whao

ag’r“ed upon a:):fﬂute secrecy. They parted with stern deber-
mination that no such marriage should take place.

The camp on the following morning showed a large increass
13
of numbers, various iri bes having arrived du ing the night.

Some were busy fixing their tents, others preparing their morn-
ing meal, consisting th v of various viands procured ia
mysterious mauners f{rom doubt{nl scurces, the savoury odeur
of which proved that good living, and dirt and squalor, went
hand in nand in such quarters.

Scores of bare-legged children, unkempt and uncombed, w ith
their scanty ragged clothing hvu\gmg upon 11.(>xr brown, wiry
Limbs, the tatters blowing about in the wind, enlivened the scene
by their childish gzan‘"lm‘ and laughter.

Men moved moodily about, exchanging coarse jok" with
tawdry women equalting abouu the tents, imbibing £lthy to-
bacco smoke from black pipes that had seen long sm'vioa

“ Are you waiting for the new Queen, Semida?’ asked one
of the men of a handsome, bronzed-face girl, whose gaudy attire
and long rows of bri oloured beads showed her to be of a
class above the common herd.

“Queen!” snapped the girl,
curled with scorn.
our Queen"’

‘“ Alien?” he repested; ‘‘ what mean you, Semida?"”

She pointed to José, who was with cthers holding an animated
conversation a little distance away.
tr

as her eve flashed a'm her lips
“You; a l{r"ndny to speak of an alien ax

“Thers i is your place!” ehe cried, *“if you value ihe honour
of the tribe
“Wo one shall use ‘Jm if’ to me in such a matter, Semida ; bub

you know your power!” he eaid sf.crnlv.
to be my \\lfe, don't tempt me téo far.
The girl had wen her point. Placing hex' hand. on hﬂ
said:
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*“You have promised

ho

They bowed low

him.
“Y¥ will be your wife, Patio. ““Go and join José, and he &
man -to-day.”’

Thu'i the mutiny sgainst the King was spread through the

wmp. The women showed more violenes than the m en, who
,.1pr cared cool and collected, yet determined to prevent the out-
Tage.

’lhﬂv looked to Jozé as their le: and waited
He gave it in solemn, n‘edsurod tones.

“T% is our duty,” he said—** our sworn duty to chey our King,
and not resent his will. It is also cur duty to preserve the
oracles of our order t rnished. Which of the two think you
stand first. The King's will 13 mat of a mortal. The oracles
speak from a higher source. 'The King es the laws of our
forefathers. 8hall we be parties to his crime?”’
“Never!” cried Masai. “ Our duty is obedience only when
i3 within our laws.”

' The oracles eay,” continued José, ‘“if a man raise
against the King, he shall die the death!”

* T take that rigk,” said Patio, in his z
advice. ‘' The King is only a man.”

“The King is the King, Patio,” José replied
saered. . We will to th, and try what reasoning can do.
fails, then we must fry other measures.
¥ach approved of José's advice, evers
where a krifs is usually carried.

José, noticing the motion, said: *““No viclence. Not a drop
of the kmg 8 bl ood must be shed. We are on a peaceful
TIH%IOI‘

“‘That depends upon the rezult!” Patio said doggediy.

The arrival of the King with a strong body of his followers
put an end to the muiinous oonfsz-wpco.

*Eve aid José llmrledly “At the
pavilion of the King we meet i

The King, mounted on a mule, caparisoned in the brilliant
finery of flaming colours, so dear to the heart of the gipsy, rode
down the line of tents to one specially prepared for his recep-
tion.

for hig deei-

30

s his hand

al {o follow Semida's

‘“ his person is
If it

v man's hand went to hisg

“The King!ihe King!” shouted the men in his train.
“ Welcome the Kingi”
Not a man was to be seen, all was silend as the grave. José's

mstr’u-tums were obeyed, every one vemained in his tent.
The King rode in silent anger. He was prepared for o hearty
reception. The brooding silence filled him with great alarm.
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He summoned his own men to his tent.
his passion, he hissed:

** Ts.this the reception due to a King from his subjects? What
meaneth it? The rascals shall pay with their heads for this!
Summon the heads of the tribes to my presence, that I may hear
what the insolent varlets offer as an oxcuse for their disloyalty.

Stamping his feet in

Lot my commands be given at once, and woe to the man who

dares disobey !”

King Pedro Diego waited impatiently for an answer to his
sumamons. He paced his tent with a heavy frown upon his
stern countenance, a feature which boded no good for his re-
bellious subjects. Born of a race accustomed to power, whose
word was law, and whose fiats wers obeyed without demur by
their own people in their own land, he could brook no delay.

The tribes of the Carpathian Mountains, the Romanys from
Galicia, Hungary, Moravia, and the surrounding countries, all
reccived and bowed to laws and decrees issued from Dubora
Volaska, the home of the race of Diego, their acknowledged
chieftains. :

The King had lasked himself into a perfect fury, when he was
interrupted by the return of his messenger. As he caught sight
of the man he exclaimed:

“Is my summons obeyed? Are the scared hounds prepared
for submission and chasbisement ?”’

“They will wait upon your Majesty in an hour,” the man
said, bowing low.

“ Wait upon me in their own time, e¢h?’ shouted the King,
now in a fowering rage.

“I will drag them from their dens by their ears!
guard together, and follow me!”

The King issued from his tent in the full panoply of a
gipsy potentate. He had donned his Royal costume. Upon his
head he wore a high-crowned hat of black straw, in which
gleamied numercus glass ornaments and metallic sequms. A
velveb cloak was thrown over his shoulders, reaching down to
his knees, beneath which appeared a pair of high boots of rough
leather, such as are worn by Moravian peasants. In his hand
he carried an cbony staff, mounted with a massive silver
ornament.

His attendants, who were picked men who formed his body-
guard on State oceasions, and had accompanied him to Xngland
on the impottant occasion of his marriage, were certainly a
stalwart body of men, and, dressed in their native costume, they
made an imposing appearance as they marched behind their
infuriated King.

As the King approached the tents the cccupants left them,
and wallked leisurely to the rendezvous appointed by José.
Their scowling faces showed mo signs of yielding, and the arms
they ried proclaimed their determination to enforce their
demand if necessary.

The King and his attendants stood face to face with his dis-
contented subjects. Hach scanned and mefitally calculated the
others’ strength.

The silence was broken by the King.

o “Lay down your arms, Tebels and traitors!” he cried.
Dare you appear armed in the presence of your King?’
‘:¥0u are not our King!” shouted Masai.

“You are not our King!” was repeated by some of the
younger men.

“¥Your King stands before you, and ke will be obeyed " was
his veply, as he pointed to his body

“Ho, ho ! said Masai, as he placed hs em in a more handy
position for use, a precaution followed by those around him.

Mattors had thus assumed a dangerous look, when Jogé
stepped in front of the men and stood before the King.

His four score years had stamped their impress upon hirm.
His long whito hair, straying over his broad shoulders, and his
deeply wrinklod face, half covered by his snow-coloured bheard,
reaching %o his waist, truly pronounced him to be a patriarch
of tho tribe.

Holding up his hand to restrain the men, he advanced
towards the King, and made a low obeisance.

“A leader of rebels!” the King seered. “Come you to
majke their submission

“No,” replied Jogé in a firm voice. “Men do not submit
when they have amms in their hands and their cause is just!
I-speak for them.” :

“1 will hear nothing without submission and the arms laid
down.”

““That cannot be done. We are willing to discuss the matter,
but we are men, and can fight for our own good cause!”

“Do you defy your King? Know you not the punishment
foi-such 2s you? You are a renegade, and have broken your
tribal cath{”

“I know the punishment. We are upholding our cath now
with arms, and to prevent your Majesty outraging the oath you
solemnly swore at your coronation.”

“What mean you, scoundrel?”’ the King cried, as he strode

BUY THE “WONDER” TO-MORROW.
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menaoingly towards Jos§ with uplifted staff.
you?” hb repeated.

The clicking of the locks of the guns carried by the men
warned the King of danger.

“ Perhaps you will explain, José?” he said more kindly.

“I will, your Majesty, since you now speak as a king should.”

“I am listening,” was the haughty reply.

“Rumour hath it in the camp,” began José, “that your
Majesty is about taking to yourself a queen.”

“‘That is the purport of my visit here. Proceed!”’

“It is also said,” continued José, “that your Majesty pro-.
poses to take a queen who is not a Romany.”

“Well?”

“Tt is a violation of your coronation oath, which we will not
permit.”’

“ How will you prevent it?' demanded the King.

José pointed to the scowling men behind him, but made no
reply.

The King ocalled José’s attention to his retainers.

“ We accept the issue,”” said José, as he turned away.

At this moment a cry ran through the camp. :

“The Lavengroes have arrived! Make way for the King's
bride!”

The cry was raised by the women of the King's train, who
had gone out to meet the bride. As they marched by the litter,
dressed in their steel-extended pe#ticcats of bright colours,
starched ruffs, smart gauzelike aprons, and dainty corsets (the
ambition of every Moravian woman), singing their bridal-songs
to their native music, they formed an intercsting procession.

The bride’s arrival pub an end to the discussion between ths
King and José; but a new cause of antagonism had arrived;
the moment for action had come.

The antagonists moved away in separate bodies, both intent
upon reaching the same goal. Their objective point was the
litter of the intended bride, to which they ran with all possibie
speed.

Each party was benbt upon gaining possession of the person
of Aurora, and a terrible struggle ensued.

“¥or Diego!” shouted one of the Iing’'s attendanta.

“ Lavengro and the laws!”’ cried Masai, as he felled the man
to the ground by a blow with the barrel of his gun.

The fight now became fast and furious. Shots were fired, and
death-dealing blows fell thick and fast. Men who should have
been friends clutched each other’s throats in their wild struggle.
Prostrate figures rolled and writhed in their death-agony,
trampled underfoot by friends and foes. Women encouraged
men by words and actions, and participated in the mslée.

“Diego!” “Lavengro!” the battle-cries of the respective
combatante, rang loud and clear over the clash of the fight.

The attenuated ranks on both sides began to show evident
signs of the ferocity of the struggle. They had suffered severely,
and were on the point of exhaustion, but neither would yield.

At the first onslaught José had placed himself in front of the
King, who wag an eye-witness of the fight. He now, in loud,
commanding tones, cried:

“Hold your murderous hands

The effect was electrical. They lowered their weapons, and
retired a pace or two, angrily facing each other.

“ A word from your Majesty will stop this slaughter,’” José
said.

“ 1 have spoken, and will be cheyed!”” was the King's haughty
reply.

This further exasperated José’s followers. Rushing from
among his fellows, Masai gprang towards the King in a threaten--
ing attitude. =

José calmly raised his hand, in which e held a pistol, till it
was within a few inches of the head of Masai.

“Move another etep, and it will be your last!"” he sternly
gaid. “Your cause now is just. Will you dishonour yourself
by raising your hand against your King?”*

- Elspeth, who had charge of the litter, had watched the fight
with every sign of satisfaciion. She had passed her life amid
strife and turmoil.  She loved it for its own sake.

“You are boany men,” she cried, “and have fought well!
What do you say to a woman deciding between you ?”’

¢ Elspeth shall decide!” shouted men oa both sides.

The King and José nodded agreement.

“ Lot Elspeth award the victory!”

The old crone grinned, showing her yellow teeth.

“T named a woman,” she said, “but 1ot myself. The in--
tended bride shall speak for herself.”

This was received with acclamation. The late combatants
mingled as friends again, and pressed round the litter to hear
Aurora’s decision.

The litter was opened by Elspeth.

“Come, dearis,” she said; “the King awaits his bride."”

A moment later she emerged, showing a horror-stricken faca
Not a word could she utter.

SOVEREIGNS GIVEN AWAY!
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‘With a hasty motien she tore off-the covering, and disolossd
to b%eirLastonxshed gaze the lightning-blasted features of her
gon Car!

CHAPTER X,
THE COMING OF THE SEER.

_Words cannot describe the intensity of feeling oaused by the
discovery just made. The people had been waiting and expeot-
ing a glimpse of the intended bride, the cause of all the etrife.
Men locked at each other in terror and dismay; women
soreamed, and fell fainting to the ground. The King’s face
blanched with fear, as he leaned on José for support.

“QOur gods are against us!”’ he eried. “This is a sign of
their displeasure. How will they be appeased ?”’

Jogb made no reply. He, too, had his superstitious feare.
Certain he was that the King had spoken truly. :

“Come with me to my tent, José. We must consult Balsamo
the seer, who zecompanied me from Dubora Volaska at his
own request, the stars having forewarned him of danger from
an unknown source.”

Thus the King, with trembling lips, spcke, as he pressed with
all haste to his tent.

The enmity bstween the King and José had vanished under
the cloud that had so suddenly fallen upon them. Summoning
an attendant, the King said:

“Go to the seer Balsamo, and say the King would see him-

immediately.”

The servant hesitated, and looked from his master to José
in perplexity.

“The seer,” he said, “is with the stars, and cannot be dis-
turbed. Such were his own words.”

“We must wait for the end of his reading of our destiny,”
the King said, as be seated himself by the side of José, where
they sat in deep meditation.

"They were aroused by the entry of the Hing’s attendant, who

aid :

“ Elspeth of the Lavengroes desires to speak to your Majesty.”’

Elspeth had followed the servant into the King's apartment,
and stood defiantly facing bim and José.

“You grieve at losing the Blue Eye,” she said to the King.
“ Would the witch had never been born. She has been the
cause of the death ef my only son, and there is ne sympathy
for me. You will not find her without trouble, and with her
you will find ¢he man who has stclen her from you.”

The King looked with a vacant stare at the angry woman,
who returned his gaze unflinchingly. .

“You must be up end doing quickly,” she said, “if you
would caich the bird that bas flown.”

“ What mean you?’ José said, who now spoke for the first
time since he entered the tent. * Would you have the King fly
in the face of the gods?”’

“ Fudge I’ the old woman cried. “ Only cravens shield them-
gelves behind such excuses.”

“It is forbidden by the oracles that:the King should take
the woman for his wife !”

“Is it forbidden by the oracles ¢hat a Romany, and more
especially a King, shall be robbed and not take vengeance on
the thief?” she sneered.

“ Who is the thief I’ demanded the King, now quite himself
?gain. The news she had brought quieted his superstitious

2ars.

“ Rollo Lavengro,” she answered, “is the man who stole your
intended bride.”

“Ts he still living?”’ asked the King in surprise. “Did he
not fall under the ban of the Secret Avengers? José, you had
the decree.”

“ Which I delivered to your Majesty at your request as one
of the council of ths order.”

“T remember,” the King replied.

“Yes,” said Blspeth; “and perhaps you also remember that
you pardoned Rollo and removed the ban as the price to be
pzaid for Blue Eye.”

Elspeth told the King and Jozé of their being overtaken by
the storm. That Carl had been killed by lLightning. That
Tavengro, when she was ghsent, aw. teken Awrcra from her
Litber, and placed in it the dead be of Carl. That they re-
commenced their march, and Lavengro found an excuse, went
back, and had not returned, and that he and Aurora could not
be more than a day’s-march from ths camp.

The King had listened .impatier to Flspeth’s recital.
supernatural had given place to reality.

“*Summon my menl!”’ he shouts
guffer for this speedily.”

“ Now, you gpeak and act like a King,” Elspeth said. “I
will raise the Lavengrces, and head their march.”

“ Stay!” said a solemn voice; “would you further strive
against your destiny? Has not the lesson been sufficient, and

is it so soon forgottent”

The
He was King again.
‘“the arch-traitor shall

(&
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It was the voice of the seer Bolsams, who tmd unchserved
entered the tent.

The King and José rose and made low salutations. Elspeth
gtood perfectly unmoved, with a light sneer on her face, as she
Iooked at Balsamo.

Without appearing to notice either of the persons present,
Balsamo continued:

“In the dead of the night I was summoned away. In my
vigion I saw a Romany camp overtaken by a storm, sent by the
gtars in their anger. I saw a lighining flask strike down a
blasphemer with the oath on his ips. I saw in my vision your
Majosty anxiously awaiting a bride of an zlien race. Azeal’s
wings flutered near you. A bolt slewly descended from the
stars and hovered over you. You stood before the angry,
scowling faces of your people determined on the sacrilege. The
bolt guided by Azeal approached nearer. Suddenly your in-
tended bride crumbled to dust, and a hideous, disfigured form
gbood in her place, from which you spraung in disgust. I saw
another figure gtand at your side—a true Romany. - Your
people cheered, you made her your wife, and vou were saved.
Azeal spread his wings and soared aloft. The bolt disappeared.
I saw a retreating figure of a man,” eentinued Balsamo, “in
the far distance carrying away your intended alien bride. He
had Romany blood in his veins, but was not a true Romany.”

“ How know you that?’ interrupted Elspeth savagely.

“Silence, woman!”’ cried Balsamo, without deigning a look.
And he went on: “I saw the man with his burden hastening
to his natural home, and there he was lost to my sight amid
a clash of strife. I have told your Majesty the vision; you mush
read and decide for yourself.”

“Tell me more,” said the trembling King. ‘“Who was the

- woman I made my wife?”’

“She was closely veiled: I saw mot her face. It is for your
Majesty to lift the veil, and discover the bride. T have sg_ﬂk'en."’
With these words Balsamo left the presence of the King.

“Heard you the words of the seer?” the King said, as he
looked from José to Elspeth. :

“Your Majesty’s duty is now clear as daylight,” José said.
“The stars have saved you from eertain destruetion.”

“What say you, Eispeth?” asked the King. ‘ Our folk-lore
is well known to you. How do you interpret the riddle the scer
has placed before us?”’ P

““ As gibberish' to frighten fools with,” she said. ““Send for
Balsamo, strip him of the black robe he wears. Give him the
lash, as you would another knave, and exercise your kingly
rights. The days of the sages are gone, the present race are
lying impostures.” ;

The King and José looked on in alarm ab this outburst, the
former motioning with his hand that Elspeth should leave the
tent.

The silent command was obeyed. A moment later she re-
entered. Addressing José, she said:

“Did I hear aright? Did Baliame say Rollo Lavengro was
hastening to his natural home?” ; 2

“He did not mention Lavengro,” José replied. * He said
a man was hastening to his natural heme. Do you know the
man or his home, Elspeth?” 3 -

“T know nothing of his home,” £aid she evasively. But as she
passed out she muttered: L .

“T11 be at his home, too, and he even with him and the
Blue Eye. They have not done with Elspeth yet.”, -

The King and José put upon the seer’s vision a different in-
terpretation to Elspeth’s. It was to them a solemn warning
that evil would befall if the King married any woman but a
Romany. They were convinced that a miracle had been per-
formed on their behalf, and that the King and the race had
been saved from annihilation. :

Long and earnestly they discussed the knotty question, always
arriving at their starting-point—namely, that the King must
marry a woman of pure Romany bleod, without coming to any

° deeiston as to the lucky damsel en whom the choice should fall.

““Send for Elspeth,” José suggested. * She knows where the
purest blood in the tribe liss. he has witnessed marriages and
births for more than three genezations.” :

The name of Elspeth rang through the camp. The King is
waiting for Elspeth, of oes, others shouted. But
Elspeth was not to be found.

ad left the camp on coming
trom the King's tent two heu

Te.

atter to be kept secret, and to
come from the King’s own Ii as o glad sucprise for the
people.  The stars would be appeased, and tho pecple contented
and happy. 3

Only one person was admitéed into tbe bond of secreoy, that
was Hemida, the intended bride. 'Ths King's intention was
conveyed to her, with instrusctinns te prepare for the ceremony.
Rich robes and jewels accompavied the announcemsént of the
happy future opening up before her.
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She received the news of the intendsd honour with a coldness

that surprised José, who was her informant.

1:‘ fi)o you object to the King as your husband, Semida?”’ he
asked.

“I have not objected,” she replied. ‘Only give me time to
consider the King’s offer. I am not entirely free.”

‘“You have a whole day for that,” the old man said. And
he continued, smilingly: “I do not doubt your decision,
Semida.”

As soon as José had left her, Semida hastened to prepare for
going out. Nodding here and there to her many friends, she
walked through the camp.

. Turning to the left, she came upon two men busily employed
in making such articles as are usually sold by gipsies in their
wanderings.

Beckoning to one of the men, she turned away. He left hig
work and followed her.

She awaited his coming. As he caught sight of her pale,
troubled face, he said:

‘‘Semida, what has brought you here? What is your trouble?”’

‘I have come to ask you a serious question, Patio.”

“Yes,” he said, as ke took her hand in his.

“I promised to marry you,” she said. ‘“ Will you take me
now, or leave me altogether?’”

He could not understand; her usual vivacity was gone.

“Do you want to withdraw your promise?” he asked. with
much misgiving. .

“I do not!” she said. ‘‘Romany maidens never break their
word. I want you to assist me in its fulfilment. If I have a
hugband, it will be yourself. Take me now, and spare me
further misery.”

He was somewhat perplexed; but the now weeping girl
strengthened him toadopt her suggestion, and the prize he had
long coveted would be his own.

He left his work, and, calling the heads of his tribe together,
told them of his intention of making Semida his wife. The
rites attending a gipsy marriage were speedily performed, and
Semida became the happy wife of Patio.

It was long before Patio knew the sacrifice Semida had made
for him.

The escape the King believed he had experienced by the in-
tervention of the stars, had made so deep an impression upon
him that the information that his second intended wife was
beyond his reach rather pleased him than otherwise. He was
now certain that the particular deity that attended at his birth
and had cared for him through life was still watching over him,
and had again interfered on his special behalf. He left the
matter of finding him a wife in the hands of the chiefs of the
tribes, feeling confident he was under special protection.

A consultation was held amid much angry discussion, each
chief being anxious to secure a choice from his own particular
tribe. A compromise was effected. A dusky beauty of one of
the smaller tribes was the chosen Queen.

The stars did not interfere on this occasion. Their anger was
appeased, and Petro Diego’s troubles in search of a wife were
over. He once more breathed freely.

The camp was broken up. The respective tribes returned to
their own countries. Each tribe went quietly on its own way, as
their avocations or inclinations led them.

CHAPTER XIL
THE END.

When the storm which had fallen so suddenly on the
Lavengro tribe had abated, Lavengro gave orders for a forward
movement. By the fitful light of the moon they found the
l}:ie;\ten track, and started on their way to the camp of the

ing.

They had not proceeded far when Lavengro called aside one
of the men.

“ Sampson,”” he said, “T must go back to the crypt. I have
left something important there, which I must obtain for the
King. I hope to be with you again soon. Say I will follow on
as soon as possible.”

He strode rapidly away, and reached the spot where he had
placed Aurora.

She was still peacefully sleeping under the narcotic adminis-
tered by Elspeth.

Lavengro carefully lifted her from the ground in his strong
arms, and stood for a moment hesitating as to what route he
should take.

He struck across the common, not knowing to where it would
lead him. Miles he covered in his eagerness to leave the gipsy
camp behind him. The length of his journey, coupled with the
weight he carried, began to show their effect upon him. He
gently laid the girl down to obtain a little much-needed rest.

Aurora had began to show signs of returning consciousness.
She opened her eyes, and in a bewildered manner:

“ How very cold it is,”” she murmured.
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Lavengro produced from his pocket a flask containing brandy.
He poured a few drops into her mouth, which appeared to re-
vive her. Bending over her, he anxiously watched the signs of
returning animation. Little by little her limbs moved; a cold
shudder passed over her, as she said in an incoherent voice:

‘““Where am I now, Eispeth?”

“You are not with that woman,” Lavengro said quietly.
“Don’t excite yourself; you are out of her hands at last, and
safe with me.”

‘“Has Elspeth left the crypt?’ she inquired.
the place is, Lavengro.’’ ‘

She had recognised him; her senses had returned. The men-
tion by her of the crypt decided him. He would go back there
for the present.

By easy stages, to suit Aurora’s strength, they reached the
crypt, and found a secure resting-place.

Lavengro found Gittoes the sole occupant of the crypt. He
had kept possession since the death of Jasper Gordon; no one
had come forward to claim a right to the inheritance.

The last few days had made a considerable change in the old
servant. Hi$ hair had bleached, his hitherto upright figure waa
bent, and signs of mental trouble were clearly written on his
unwashed and unshaven face.

“I wanted to see you,” Gittoes said, as he tottered towards
Lavengro. “I have something the master gave me when
he died, with positive instructions to place it in your hands.”

‘“ What is it?” Lavengro asked.

“I will get it if you will wait,” Gittoes said, as he walked
slowly out of the room. On his return, he carried the parcel
left by Gordon for Lavengro. Placing it in his hands, he said:
“ Later on, I have another commission with you, Lavengro.”

He carried the parcel to the crypt, wondering what Jasper
Gordon had placed in his charge.

. He hurriedly breke the seal, and found the parcel contained
three sheets of notepaver and other documents, filled with
writing in a crabbed hand. The heading on the first sheet
caugdht his attention. In large characters were written the
words :

‘“ A short history of my life.—JAsPER GORDON.”

‘‘ What is all this nonsense to me?’ Lavengro remarked. He
was soon to be more interested. It read:

“I, Jasper Gordon, of Grey Crypt, a soldier of fortune, was
a younger son of an impoverished family. Having my own way
to make in the world, I went as a free-lance, and offered my
services to the Spanish King, who was then at war with the
Moors. I scon rose to distinction, with a command in the
Spanish Army. My comrade and fellow-soldier was Malcolm
Dalgetty, a native of Ireland. We fought shoulder to shoulder,
and would have died for each other, so great was our friendship,
until Marie Carini, in all her Spanish gipsy beauty, burst upon
vs. A fierce rivalry ensued; we became sworn foes.

“I was the favoured suitor, and Marie became my wife. A
son was born to us, whom we named Rollo. Qur happiness was
broken by a sudden attack of the Moors. My regiment was
ordered out. In battle I was wounded and taken prisoner, and
languished for some years in a Moorish prison without news of
wife or child. In course of time I was reported dead. I
eventually obtained iy release, and, broken in health, I hurried
to Madrid. There I obtained the heartbreaking information
that my wife, thinking me dead, had married Malcolm Dal-
getty, and had gone with him to Ireland. I wandered there,
only to find that Marie was dead, leaving a son of Malcolm
Dalgetty.

“On the death of Marie, Dalgetty treated my son with great
harshness, and eventually drove him, young as he was, from his
home, and handed him, with a sum of money, to a weman of
the Lavengro tribe of gipsies called Elspeth. The woman had
been Marie’s nurse in Spain when my son was born, and came
with her to Ireland, and was one of the household of Malcolm
Dalgetty on the birth of his son Philip. Ths woman went
away, taking Rollo with her to join her own people. He was
brought up as a son of Elspeth, and all trace of him was lost
until I discovered him in 8t. Petersburg, an active member of
the Secret Avengers. He was sent away on active service of
the league, and I again failed to cbtain any trace of him. I
taxed Elspeth, to whom and her tribe I had always shown
friendship, with duplicity in telling me the boy was dead,
when she confessed he was still living, and was with the
Lavengro tribe.

“Yome months ago the tribe came to the crypt, and I then
by bribes and promises found out that Rollo was among them.
Elspeth knew I was condemned by the Secret Avengers, and
threatened to expose my hiding if I took Rollo from her. I
also knew that hs was under the ban, and to save his life I
kept the secret. Gittoes can verify this statement. He was
with me when my son was born. Enclosed are certificates of
my marriage with Marie, and of my son’s birth. You will also
find my last will, by which I give everything I possess to my
only child, Rollo Gordon, now called Rollo Lavengro, of the
gipsy tribe of that name.”

“How quiet
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Rollo had scarcely finished reading before Gittoes again ap-
peared. The old man crept into the room in a state of terrible
excitement. Approaching Rollo, he cried: ‘Riga T19!”

Rollo sprang from his seat in dismay as he said:

“You, too, are of the Silent Avengers?”’

_Gittoes bared his arm, showing a small, blue tattoo mark on
his wrist. “ To my sorrow, I am,” he said; *‘ but with you my
troubles will end.”

‘“What mean you?”’ Rollo asked.

“You are under the ban. I am the instrument. You must
prepare to die ‘before I leave you. Would the task had fallen
on other shoulders; my hands are stained enough already!”

“Do you mean to take my life, Gittoes?”’

“I have no alternative. You know the obligation. I did not
spare my master. You must follow !’

“You shot Gordon, my father, say you?”’

“He was your father; he fell at my hands. You were also
;m 19ytendexd victim. Now your time has come, and I shall be
Tee.

“ Hold!” cried Rollo in haste.
Pedro Diego of the Council.”

“T hope it is true; produce it quickly.”

Rollo had carried the pardon ever since it came into his
possession. He now handed it to Gittoes. After carefully read-
ing it, the old man fell upon his knees; with hands uplifted he
fervently thanked Heaven that another life had not been placed
to his account. 3
. Rollo, as we will now call him, quictly took possession of his
inheritance. His great anxiety now was Aurora, and what
course was best to adopt to restore her to her home and friends.
Although Gittoes knew Rollo’s history, he was quite in the
dark about Aurora.

She was now cnjoying a freedom to which she had hitherto
been a stranger. Her rambles about the old house and grounds
were a source of great delight. She even grew bold enough to
venture into the fields and lanes.

In one of these excursions, as she was returning to the erypt,
she met a gentleman going towards Whitacre. As he passed
her, 511{19 noticed he was walking very lame, and with the aid of
a stick.

Her brown ekin attracted his attention; he locked curiously
at her, a compliment she in her unsophistication returned, and
exclaimed : ‘‘ Mr. Dalgetty !

Philip Dalgetty it was. He told her how he had escaped with
his life from the crypt, and had been found in a dying condition
miles away.

She informed him without reserve that herself and Rollo were
at the crypt, ** Would he come there with her?”

He accepted the invitation. They were met by Gittoes, and
Dalgetty soon found himself in the presence of Rollo.

Tt was an awlvard moment; but Rollo, now he had attained
his independence and freedom, made a full confession of the
part he had played in Dalgetty’s capture.

Dalgetty listened with surprise to Rollo’s recital of the com-
munication he had received from Jasper Gordon. When he
had finished, Dalgetty rose, and, extending his hand, said:

“Wa are brothers, indeed ; in memory of our mother let the
past be forgotten.”

“I have a pardon granted by
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A hearty handshake, and the two men became sworn friends.

The following day the carriage from Whitacre rolled up to
the door of Gray Crypt, which so surprised Gittoes that he
nearly lost the little wit he had left.

The cccasion was a visit from Sir William and Lady Sum-,
mers to Rollo.

“We have called,” said Lady Summers, “to welcome you,
Mr. Gordon, to your new home, and hope we shall be friends.”

Rollo re-echoed the hope.

“No wife?” said 8ir William. ¢ Mr. Gordon, we must try
and find you one.”

“ Philip tells me,” Lady Summers said, *ihat there is a lady
here, an adopted child of Mr. Gordon’s?”

Just then Aurora’s voice was heard in the hall.
singing a wild gipsy song.

““What a lovely voice your ward has, Mr. Gordon. Shall we
have an introduction to her?”’ Lady Summers was saying.

The answer was cut short by Aurora, who rushed into the
room, with her head decked with wild flowers sho had gathered
in the woods. g

TLady Summers was struck by the wild beauty of the girl, as
ghe kissed her affectionately.

As they rose to depart, Sir William suggested that Aurora
should drive with them for an hour and see the surrounding
country.

The girl danced with joy at the prospect. She had never,
she said, ridden in a real carriage. ;

The drive over, they returned to Whitacre. On entering the
hall door, Aurora stopped, looking curiously round. She raised
her hand to her head in deep thought. In a moment it was gone.

Lady Summers took her over the house, Aurora appearing to
take little interest, though she oceasionally took up or laid her
hand upon some article, and for a few seconds regarded it at-
tentively, and then moved away with a heavy sigh. Siars

In Lady Summers boudoir, Aurora found many nicknucis
and ornaments that pleased her greatly.. Seating herself beside
Ladv Summers, she opened an album containing por,tll'a,rts of
the Summers’ family. She turned over the pages, making her
comments on the various pictures, much to her ladyship’s
amusement. :

Her laughter stopped as she gazed upoa a portrait she had
caught sight of in the book.

She scanned it deeply. The perplexed lock she had shown on
entering the house again appeared on her face. ;

_Rising from her seat, still helding the book in her hand, and
gazing at the picture, she seemed in despair for some aid to
memory. 5

Lady.Summers watched her attentively, and, looking at the
book, saw that the portrait that had so agitated Aurora, was
one of herself taken when a younger woman. She waited the
result.

It came at last. With a wlild cry the words: ¢ Mother!
mother!”” burst from Aurora’s lips.

Tady Summers caught the girl to her heart. She had found
her long lost child.

She was

THE END.
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“You offer no quarter,” retorted one of the Frenchmen in
good English, “so that you may have the pleasure of hanging
us. My comrades and 1 prefer another death.””

“T offer you life,” replied the captain. “Surrender, and you
:Sx@ll}}ve; but refuse, and I will not leave one among you

ive !

“Then you will not hang us? On the honour of a gentle-
man, we shall be treated as prisoners of war?’

“If there is an officer living among you, I will hang him,
for he is a false-hearted traitor; but with you men it is different.
You broke no promise, for you gave mnomne, so your lives are
not forfeited. Quiok, make up your minds|”

Tlée man turned to his comrades and interpreted the captain’s
words.

“He will not hang us? Good! Then we surrender!” cried
the Frenchmen.

And with a clatter their arms fell to the deck.

-And it was thus that Captain Featherstone lost and regained
his vessel in one night.

DAWN-THE PRISONERS—THE TRIAL.

Dawn revealed a ghastly spectacle on the deck of the ‘“Re-
solute,” and proved how severe had been the struggle that had
taken place during the hours of darkness.

Immediately after the surrender of the survivors of the French,
search had been made for the wounded, and friends and foes
alike were immediately placed in the hands of the surgeon and
his assistants.

. But the dead far outnumbered the wounded, and a shocking
sight it was when the first gleam of sunlight shot across the
Leavens. Those gashed and scarred bodies, lying with blue, up-
turned faces, staring with glazed, unseeing eyes at the radiant
dawn that would never break again for them.

The havoe among the French had been terrible; but, thanks
to the discipline maintained by the English, their loss, though
great, was not to be compared with the loss sustained by their

0es.

Of the French, scarcely fifty remained alive, and the English
were reduced to about the same number. §

Among the French prisoners were two officers—one a grizzled
veteran, the other only a lad. The former had been the gecond
lieutenant of the “ Vipére,” and the latter a midshipman.

These two had both given their parole of honour to Captain
Featherstone, when he had first taken them prisoners from the
“ Viptre,” both had broken the solemn pledge they had made,
?;nd both wore to pay the penalty of their treachery with their

1VEs.

An overwhelming pity for the younger of the two came into
Frank’s heart when he thought of the shameful death which
awaited him, yet he fel that Captain Featherstone was just, and
that the punishment to be allotted was deserved.

“Pityl” said Cutilestone, to whom Frank had laid bare his
feelings; “not I! He deserves death; bub for him, and for
those iike him, we should have Seymour alive with us at this
moment, and Joyson and Maxwell!”

“ Joyson and Maxwell I”’ cried Frank.

Juttlestone nodded his head sadly.

**Maxiwell was found on the guarterdeck with a murdering
Frenchman’s knife in his heart.” Poor Joyson died ten minutes
ago on the table in the cockpit.” :

Frank shudder Dreath, always terrible, is never more so
than when it is so sudden and unexpected. A few hours ago
these two were as full of life, of hope, as he himself, and
now-—— :

“Mhe captain will hold a court-martial over those two this
afternoon,”’ said Cuftlestone. ¢ He has invited the masters of
the merchantmen to attend. Poor Filz, by the way, is in a

“They are not dead?”
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terrible mess. He’s got the deuce of a leg, I can tell you. A
glit six inches long in the middle of the calf. I¢'ll spoil his
dancing for a year or two.

Cuttlestone talked of death and disaster in a calm, matter-of-
fact way, that might have been expected of one three or four
times his age, and yet it was scarcely more than a year ago
that the sight of a cut-finger would have made him fecl sick. It
is thus that familiarity breeds contempt, even for death.

To say that the masters of the merchantmen wers surprised
when they learned how very nearly they had been in altering
their course for France instead of for England, but feebly ex-
pressed the state of their minds when they received intelligence
of what had occurred from Captain Featherstone.

Captain Featherstone had supplemented his information with
a request for the loan of a dozen men from each vessel, and
that the request was, of course, granted, goes without saying.

These men were then set to work to get the ““ Resolute’’ ship-
shape, while the frigate’s own crew took a well-earned rest.

The bodies of the dead were consigned to the deep, and tha
dark-brown siains on the white decks were holystoned almost
ocut &f sight, so that when the masters of the merchantmen
stepped on board the ¢ Resolute” shortly after midday, the
general aspect was very different to what it had been at sunrise.

Captain Featherstone received the solemn-faced merchant cap-
tains as they came up over the side, and conducted them himself
to his cabin.

Here, on the table, were laid the bodies of Lieutenant Sey-
mour and the two midshipmen, already sewn in their shrouds of
sailcloth, and covered by the British fiag.

They uncovered their heads as they entered, and in sclemn
silence took the places allotted to them. :

Mr. Clutterbuck, followed by ths surgeon, Frank, and Cuttle-
stone then entered, and lastly came Lord Eustace, hobbling along
painfully with the aid of a stick. ;

““ (Gentlemen,” said the captain, rising, and speaking in a low
voice, yet clear and distinct encugh to bs heard by all, “tho
duty that calls us together is a very painful one. I need not
enter into the details at length. The crime of both of the
prisoners now to be brought before you is only too painfully
familiar with us all. It is to their treachery and broken faith
that we owe the loss of many of our gallant lads, of an officer
whose noble qualitics had won for him all our respect and affec-
tion, and of two others whose young lives their country could
ill have spared. .

“ One of the prisoners is scarcely more than a child, and it i3
mainly because of his youth that I have asked you to meet here,
and judge whether or not one so ycung as he could understand
and respect the sanctity of promite given?

“If you feel that he was misled by others, or that he broke
his word, scarcely comprehending the wrong he did, I pray you
to say so, and save him from the shameful death that awaits
him. Woshem, pass the word for the prisoners and the inter-
preter.” :

Bill, who had taken his stand behind the capiain’s chair,
saluted ; then, going to the cabin-door, gave the order.

A few moments later, the priscners, guarded by four of the
““ Resolute’s’” men, entered, followed by the Erench sailor, who
had interpreted Captain Featherstone’s offer to his comrades in
arms.

Both prisoners were pale, both calm and both defiant in their
attitude. -

““ Jules Veremont!”

The French sailor stepped forward.

“We have had you brought here so that we may avail our-
selves of your knowledge of our language and your cwn. You .
will interpret to the prisoners all the questions. addressed to
them, and their replies. Swear that you will interpret faithiully,
concealing nothing or making statements of your own!”
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“1 swear!

‘“ And beware, sir,’
you keep your oath!
from the y'—"‘darm

“The charge against the prisoners is, that ‘they, after having
ngen their solemn word of honour to attempt no escape, nor to

further any such attempt on toe part of others, they did, in
defiance of that solemn promise, +re¢eherou:;} Ly connive to Te-
lease the crew of the French frigate ‘ Vipére,” for the purpose
of W%u}gx’m possession of this vessel kis Majesty’s frigate ‘Re-
golute.

Ths interpreter repeated the charge to the prisoners, the
younger of ‘whom stood calm and impassive during the recital,
whlle the elder shrugged his shoulder with an air of disdain.

“ We will hear what the elder pmsnne‘, Lieutenant Gaston la
Fournier, has to say in his defence,” said Captain Featherstone.

“T have nothing to say. I hate the English!  They are
tymnts. I would do agasin what I have already dens. If our
plan had succeeded, sueoesy would have vindicated my honous
As it is—it is idle tau'm,,

'This was the purport of the lieutenant’s answar, given with an
air of bravado and & contempt of consequences.

“ Grentlemen, this, as far as the elder prisoner is concerned, is
the charge, and his reply to it. You have only now to pass
your verdict,” said the captain.

THE VOTE FOR LIFE—FOR THE SAKE
YOUTH-SAFE!Y
‘Without any hesitation the verdict was
= Guilty £
Gaston la Fournier,”
addressing the elder prisoner,
own words a blauk—nparted villain !
as yourself deserving of 7

He stopped, lookmfr sternly at the prisoner, who evidently
comprehended what he captain said to him, for he shrugged his
shoulders with a gesture of contenpt, and then, turning to the
gailor who acted as interpreter, said something quick ly n an
undertone.

“ My lieutenant,” said the man, “bids me tell you that what
he has done he had done, and nothing can alter it. He has no
gret, only sorrow that he was not successful. Whatever fate
1w may decide upon for him, he ig ready to suhmit-; but, as a
ilor and an officer, he hopes that you will accord kim at least
gentloman’s death. He wishes to be shot.”

“Had 3 your lieutenant proved himself a gentleman I would
have acceled to his wish,” said Captain Featherstone sternly;
““ but his actions have proved him to be a contemptible and dis-
honourable scoundrel who deserves but one death—a death as
inglorious and disgraceful as any man could die! The verdict
of this Cowt is that Lieutenant la V‘o""uk" late of the French
fngaue the * Vipere,’ be hzm'red by the neck until he is dead l”

‘T'here was a breathless silencs, broken only by the murmuring
<:f the interpreter, as he repeated {o the doomed man
n leﬁthorston s awtul words.
ve for a gudden paleness and t:rrhtenng in of the lips, the
oner XIOW&,J no sign of fear or repulsion.

Then, when the sailor had finished all, even to ‘nn last weord,
the lioutenant tun*cl and bowed gravely to his judges.

* Mossieurs,” he said, ““ I accept your judgment. I am power-
less in your hands. But one day "’—here voice rang out
loul and triumphantly—* one day, messieurs, France will
avenge me!”

Aba commanding gesture from Captain Featherstone the two

sailors who gumdcd the condemned man conducted him from the
xmvn.

The other prisoner alone remained. He was calm, but white,
even to the very lips, and leaned slightly for support against
the c‘wuldcr nf one of his guards.

{essieurs,” he said, apeukm(r so slowly that his words were
ated as they wore uttered, “I can save you much of your
vaun«ble time, and myself mucfh euffering, if you will allow me
to plead guilty of the conspiracy to ecapturs your vessel. At the
time it did not seem $o me a dishonourable thing, for T have
been taught that ail in war isfair. 1 see now, teoo late, that the
action of my officers and myself was a de@m(,mb;e and dis-
Tonourable one, which now causes me shame. I am guilty, and
T deserve my fate. Will monsieur the English captain pass
judgment on me, and let me go?”

The words were uttered without any attempt at bravado. The
speaker uttered them in the honest conviction that by pleading
guilty at once he would be insizmuy sentenced to death, and so
be sparad the wretchedness and misery of the trial.

“{—in the whole course of my long and varied career,’
‘tered Mr. Clutterbuck,
a lad of his years!”’

“ He's a plucky chap, that animal of a Frenchman !’ muttered
Fitzhurse.

rephed the man.
> gaid Caplain Featherstone severely, ¢ that
Any prevarication, and you shall swing

CF HIS
delivered :
said Captam Featherstone, rising, and

‘you stand confessed by your
‘What fate is such a wretch

3

e}

w2 tel

? stut-
“I never saw better spirit dzspla.yed by
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Captain Featherstone sab silently for a moment, while the
other captains murmured among themselves.

“ Grentlomen,’” said ¢he captamn at Ia.:u, rising, and furning to
the mierchant masters and his officers, “you Thave heard whab
this lad has said. It rests with you what the sentence upont
is. He iz very young, only a boy. That he was led away
by his elders is prooab DBear these things in mind, and if, in
justice to the flag that ﬁieu above us, you “think that his young
life might be spared, temper your justies with merey, and spare
him. In five minutes I ehall ask you for your decision.’

Never, thought Frank, had the minutes ever seemed so long
o him as did those that followed—minutes that were fn ﬂwht
with life and death.

The bu yy himself seemed the least concerned of all in the

room. Iie still stood leaning dlightly on Jim Bradwardine’s
shoulder, but with a far-away evPle.suon on his facs that clearly

indicated that, in epite of the momentous question that wasbeing
decided, his thoughts were not there, but far awsy, probably in
the Iand of his birth and childheod.

At last ¢he minubes had passed, the suspense was over, and
tain Faatherstone rose to his feet.
your decision, if you pleasa. 1%
; those for a sentence of death w

il remain

With a rustle every man in the cabin rose to his feet, every
man buat oqe———L}eu}enaut Lord Fitzhurse.

“ Excuss me, & eried Fitzhurse; I—I can’t get up—Dbad
lez, you }mJW—Lm let t 1
A hearty outhurst of ﬂa'ghtfu rrreei‘-" the lieutenant’s ex
planation. The relief to everyone’s m was s0 greab that ;f
they had not laughed, some of them snight have wept, Frank

among them.

he 1s aroused the French boy, who started
and glanced rapidiy round at the upstanding fgu
smile on their beaming features?—
its tale of hope and Iife?

In an instent the boy had wealised all. Before
Femhe‘t one had openad his moubh he knew tnat he was saved,
and, flinging himself on to ‘his knces, he hid his face in his
hands and burst into a torrent of tears. : ;

Thare was a scwiflo ot the door. Someone was pushing his
way into the cx

1 viclently,
‘What

=4

]

wded cabin.

Tt w as Meonsieur Durand, his face red , and his eyes filled with
tears. Fle pushed his way forward o where Featherstone 5004,
and he’i out both hands. : E

< 'I).ven will reward you for your mercy on this lad !’ ke
cried; “and France will not forget!” :

“T never,” muttered Mr. Clutterbuck, blowing his nose vio-
lently, ¢ had such an experience 28 this in the whole course of
my long and varied career!”

e ——

THE MORN OF THE EXECUTION—THE SURPRISE
—T00 - LATE—FOR VENGEANCE.
daybreak. Lﬂ“v muﬂ\y elouds were Sweey ng
aor The sea had risen from its tranguillity, ¢ 'Jd 1*1‘011(5

Tis.
r-crested \va.ves over the stern of the brave old

ith the elements, the facesof the crow
igate looked gloomy and overshadowed.

1t ain’t the killin’ p:mw as I objects to so much,” muttered
Jim Fradwz"dme to hig chum, “’cause killin’ is our pe' fcz 1110
You and me, Joe, ha’ ku‘ed many & Frenchmen in cur iime,
d m “‘hl"l“d our risks o' bein’ killed ] ise It’s a}l this
retion and suspense—the mgmn o’ the yardarm,
> drums, and all the rest of it. (;. ve me, Joe,
hot hand-to- b.md stand-up-and-fight cngage-
ai one (_}:’_,.4, u]()n "

And 4 every man's Lemmg.

To kill a « in Lamle, hand to hand and steel to cteﬂ, that
was fair zmd natural enough ; but to kill a man in cold blood, to

f the mufHled drum, and with the prayers of tue
rm_) in their ears, was another matter, and the
fellows looked on it as a species of eold-blooded murder.
The morning wore slowly on. At two bells the execution was
to take placs, ‘and although it was not yet eight ¢’clock, all was
in readiness.

On the quarter-deck were four coffins, three nailed dowan and
eovered with the British flag, the fourth open, and as yet un-
{enanted.

{,qulrn the carpenter had knocked the four coffing together
during the night. Mr. Seymour and the two middies lay, with
heavy 7 shot at their feet ¢, in three of them, the fourth was “-éutmg
for a still living man.

One bell after eight sounded, and Captain Feathexsb: cyme
on to the deci. e was dressed in full uniform, and I-ch
pale, but resolute. SR

(Z'o be continued in next Friday's UN1oN JA0K.)

“T

t‘ld bheatin’
eays I, ten m
m("ltJ rabh
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At last, after many weeks of really hard work, the Untox
JACK’s Graad Double Christmas Number is veady.

Thirty-two pages for one penny.

1t is crammed with good things.

Among other features there is a most exciting story of the
Douglas Highlanders in India, entitled © Beset by Foes”; a
modern al story, “The Grey Frigate”; and an exira-
Bxl'dingx,ry SBoxton Blake detective story, called “ A Christmas

ue.’

Ag we can only print a limited number in the short time at
our disposal, I ask you to kindly order a copy mow, in order
to save delay.

One peany is the price, and it is published next week.

Oue of my authors hag been caught napping, and by an Irish
reader with a Scotch name—MecLean. I sent Mr. Rae my
reader’s letter, and here give his reply.

o ) “23d November, 1897.

My Dear Skipper,—I have perused, with much interest, the

letter of Mr. George MecLean, on the subject of the latest Sexten .

Blake story, ¢ Under the
correspondent, in his cx
and {wo only, in my de

* 1st.—1'he topography.

“2nd.—The presence of ‘corner-boys’ in Sackville Sircet.

“Now, I used to know Dublin pretty thoroughly. Several
years ago 1 had to make a rogular quarterly visit to the

fmerald Isle, always passing through the capital cn these
oceasions, and generally making a stay of a day or two in the
city, going or’roturning.

“Since thea, however, I have been far afield—far beyound the
limits of Kurope, indeed; anl possibly my reccliections of the
lay of the Dublin streets have become a trifle obsoured by fresh
scenes in many lands. : :

“Dealing with Mr. McLean’s first objection. Lot me place
side by side his description of the route from the Castls 1o
Sackville Street with that given in the story :

“‘Under the Smuggler’s Flag.’

“¢Slowly Blake passed down Dame Street, and paced
along Sackville Street.’

“Mr. MeTean wrote s

“‘ When he left the Castle he would traverse Dame
Street, College Green, Westmoreland Street, &ec., into

_ Sackville Street.’

“I do not see much differenco there, save that your critic’s
description is the fuller of the two.

“On the subject of the bridge, however, I acknowledge my
fault, and throw myself upon his mercy.

“ Mr. McLean is quite correct ; the bridge is placed ocut of
Pposition.

“Mea culpa! Humbly I doff my hat, and respectfully apolo-
gise for daring, even inadvertently, to move the site of Caclisle
Bridge a bit along the street.

“ With regard to the second objection, I have seen * corner-
boys '’ and loafers in Sackville Street; but no doubt that noble
thoroughfare has been improved in many respects during recent
years, and I am glad to learn that such unsightly and un-
savoury blurs are no longer permitted to mar the attractive-
ness of ‘ one of the finest strests in the three kingdoms.’

Smuggler’s Flag,” and find that your
m, takes exception to two points,
iption of the cily of Dublin.

“But, even so, I anticipate that ths ‘ corner-boys ' are mob

far to seek. A sign or a whistle would suffice to bring them

from the side-streets in their tens, should their presence be

desired (as was the case in the story), in immaculate Sackville
treet itself.

“ Let me say, in conclusion, that though a Scotchman, I love
the Irish, and revere their beautiful land, and not for worlds
would I say a word in disparagement of either.

“I remain, dear Skipper,
“ Yours sincerely,
“W. Saw Rar.”’

—r
med in Western Australia, “M.”
Someone applies to the reo ar of the nearest township, who,
on his paying a pound, gives hira a miner’s right. Then he
begins prospecting.  If he comes upon a likely spot, he com-
mences “dollying "—4hat is, he breaks up the quartz with a
sort of pestle and mortar, and washes away the stone and earth.
If the find seems likely to be a profitable one, the miner pegs
out his claim of so many acres, and applies to the warden
for his certificate, paying abt the same time hig year’s rent
of one pound per acre, and a survey fee of one pound
per acre. In some districts as many as 1,500 to 2,000 clain
have been registered in three we Well, if the im-is a
good one—and on the slightest rumour he is carefully watched
—hundreds follow him. The method of pegging-out is sim-
plicity itself. When you find the supposed payable reef, you
cut down a tree, and make a long peg and stick it in the ground.
Then you cut an L-trench and pace off the distance to the next
angle of your claim, and siick in another peg, completing in tho
same way the parallelogram of land you desire to acquire.
Labeur i3 exceedingly expensive. “The average pay is £4 a
week, with an allowance of two gallons of water per day. And
the worst of it is that the supply of labour is rather inter-
mittent. In many cases, directly a man makes £30 or £40, off
he goes prospecting ““cn his own.” Then the labour conditions
are very stringent and severe. Xvery three acres must be
worked by at least one man, and should, through dearth of
labour or otherwise, a claim be neglected for two days, it may
be “jumped”’--that is, a plaint may be lodged against the
owner for breach of the labour laws, and work will then have
to be suspended till the case is heard. If the case is proved,
the complainant acquires the plot. Some persons make quite a
harvest out of watohing such opportunitics, and so exacting
blackmail. Of course no registrar would listen to a plaint
against cne of the big mires unless the applicant were a man
of substance. Work 18 carried on night and day 211 the week

round by thres shifts of men.
D e s ot

All letters for the Editor should be addr
Chambers, London, E.CL

‘A mining centre is thus
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