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LA Stoxryr

of Boaorzaoi., .

By C. ENGLAND COWAN.

CHAPTER I
A MYSTERIOUS FAKIR.
‘An early September day was quickly closing. A hot, dank
mist rose from the rotting vegetation, increasing in volume, but
w- cooling a3 the darkness set in.

Two men, evidently BEuropeans from their appearance and

dress, emerged from the shades of a giant palm-tree, and stood
steadily gazing in the direction of Ranapura. Although that
tiny Burmese town was distant little over a mile, the uncertain
flickering light magnified the space, and the minarets of the two
Buddhist temples could only be discerned indistimctly.

“Shall we start?’ asked one man of the other in a whisper.

“No. We must run as little risk as possible, and had better
wait the few more minutes that will bring us total darkness—
that will cover our movements.”’ s

“Yes,” interrupted his companion; ‘‘and prevent us finding

»

our way.

o Bal{! Do you think I don’t know the way? Why, T could
find it blindfold.”

The argument was conclusive evidently,
for no farther conversation ensued. The two
reen cautionsly retired to their original
hiding-place, nor did they make a reappear-
ance for quite an hour. Then, with catlike
caution and silence, they crept along a narrow
path that intersected a bamboo forest, finally
emerging into a semi-barren open space. To
cross this opening seemed to cause some
hesitation, but it had to be done; =0, making
the best of & bad job, they guickened their
pace until safely within the confines of a
cactus hedge, With bated breath they stood
and listened. Every sound appeaved to their
wrought-up minds some ingenious signal of
buman effort. The jungle-fowl’s harsh croak
seemed to have a false sound about it, and
the occasional scream from the peacocks that
strewed the woods caused the men more

. than once to look at each other as if in mute
' acknowledgment of failure. All these noises,
however, were natural, and in time the fears
of the two men gave place to a courage that
was more in harmony with their looks and
physique, and the mysterious journey was
continued. With stealthy steps they slowly
wound their way amidst a labyrinth of tall
cactus, the lanes or passages being formed to

act as we understand a maze.

Surely man never verified what seemed an idle boast better
than this man leading. As if guided by superhuman means, he
led the way without a moment’s hesitation, much to the admira-
tion of his silent follower, who, however, if the truth must be
told, had several qualms as to returning.

At length they arrived near the end of the maze, a signal
of the hand denoting the necessity for more caution being made
by the pioneer. The two peered through the thin hedge of
artificial creepers, and beheld the marble steps leading to ths
principal temple, and beyond the temple itself, Tooking grim
and mudlike in the imperfect light that an antiquated lamp

gave forth. Long and searching were the glances cast towardd

those steps. To the minds of the two Englishmen it was absur
to think that a temple, containing precious stones of fabulous
value, should not bes guarded, or at least have sentries
B but they failed to catch a glimpse even of anything of
The absence of a sentry or guard at the entrance roused
suspicions.
not the least of which is a universal subtle wiliness that n
European can ever hope to bafile.
thinking, however, they knew thoroughly well would not benefif
them much, and if they intended getting inside the temple
those steps had to be mounted. So they heizd a short, whispered
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Both men were well versed in Oriental peculia,mtgy
Standing there merely

council of war, the outcome of which was that the man who
nad acted as guide, quickly but silently emerged from the skirt
of the maze, and boldly mounted the steps towards the temple.
His companion, with every faculty he possessed at its highest
tension, stood, watching and listening, each hand nervously
grasping a revolver-—a weapon he knew how to use, not only
with precision but marvellous promptitude.. Not a sound—
not the faintest rustle of falling leaves—disturbed the air. A
weird silence, only broken by the distant howl and roar of wild
animals in the forest they had left.

. The minutes dragged—ume seemed stopped by the man keep-
ing the terrible vigil. Not a breath of wind, yet to his
imaginative brain the lofty palm-trees appeared to move and
bend themselves into all manner of fantastical shapes. Some-
times these fancied pictures took the form of men—of Buddhisgt
priests in their white robes of coffice. Then flickering shadows
seemed to pass and repass before his distorted vision, until when
a man of reality glided silently past the hideous monster thad
acted as gate-post in front of him, he doubted his senses, and

[N

THe’y saw him remove a large piece of bark, that
worked on a hinge just like an ordinary door.
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thought the man a mere creation of his brain. And the creature
vanished as swiftly and silently as it had approsched.

Suddenly be became aware of an artificial kMght gradually
approaching. All the brain-picturing ceased, and the man
stood alert and ready for any emergency, his gaze riveted in
the direction of the coming light. Slowly, and as if with un-
certain movements, the light approached, until coming from
behind a similar cactus hedge to that ab his back, the watching
Englishman beheld a dark-skinned man of great age creeping
along on all fours. The man’s costume was simple. It con-
sisted merely of a loin-cloth and small turban. It was not the
man, however, but Lis peculiar movements that excited atten-
tion. Crawling along on hands and knees, holding the guttering
light first to ome side then the other. The old man was
evidently making earnest search for something. With many
mutterings of thankfulness, he picked up a small key, which he
clutched with a seemingly grim determination not to lose again.
Just as he vanished behind the cactus hedge, the second Eng-
lishman appeared on the top step, and, beckoning to his com-
rade, whom he knew would be watching, the two followed the
bearer of the light as quickly and secretly as a shadow.

Little dreaming that his every motion was watched by two
keen-sighted, hated Christians, the old fakir leisurely made his
way along a path which, from its condition, was evidently little
used. The old man still carried the spluttering torch, perhaps
through absent-mindedness, for it was not a necessity. In
turning a corner too abruptly, a dusky leg came in sudden con-
tact with a cactus needle, which had precisely the same effect
on this Oriental as on an ordinary Englishman, for he com-
menced rubbing the injured lecality, and to do this the more
thoroughly put out the torch and used both hands. This wasg
unlucky all round. It stung the old man, and made it more
difticult for the two men following to watch the movements of
the advence guard.

Having irvitated the puncture until it really hurt, the old
man muttered something no doubt in praise of the cactus family,
and continued his journey. Eventually he stopped before the
most gigantic tres the Englishmen had ever seen. In the dim
light, of course, its size seemed magnified; but it was evident
the tree was of immense girth. Creeping up close to the old
man, they saw him remove a large piece of bark, that worked
on a hinge just like an ordinary door, fumble about a few
minutes, and then vanish within the tree. Full of wonderment,
and fond of adventure that was tinged with danger, the two
men looked at each other, nodded, and then entered the tree
after the fakir.

CHAPTER IIL
THE LITTLE WHITE QUEEN.

Precautionary measures had to be redoubled upon entering
the cavity in the tree. Absolute darkness, of courss, prevented
their having the slightest inlkling of the nature of their discovery.
They stood and listened, and heard the fakir's retreating steps
as he evidently descended. They waited for some time, long
after the sounds had died away, before commencing their peril-
ous descent; but once started found matters much easier than
they had anticipated. Down, down, a seemingly unending
flight of rude steps, with naught beyond the sense of touch to
guide them. Finally they reached what appeared to be a sandy
flooring, and rightly conjectured it to be terra-firma. With
pulses beating strongly, the two men crept side by side, groping
along vainly trying to find a wall or something to guide them.
Suddenly they turned an angle and beheld the fakir, with his
torch lighted and fastened to 2 neighbouring tree, doing some-
thing to a fragile bark canoe, which after sundry pushes and
knocks, he arranged to his satisfaction, for, removing the torch
from its temporary support, he placed it in a niche in the
cance, then picked up the liltle boat and walked of with it
with the greatest of ease.

Whe the fakir had vanished, and the sounds of his retreating
steps were no longer heard, the Englishman, who had a few
moments before been acting as sentry outside the Buddhist
temple, whispered to his companion:

It strikes me very foreibly, Jack, old fellow, that we are a
pair of over-curious idiots. To think that you, Captain John
Armstrong. and I, Lieutenant Bertram Hall, of her Majesty’s
Dragoon Guards, should be wasting so much time of our six
months’ leave in creeping through holes after a wretched nig
with nothing to gain but a possible jab in the ribs from
Burmese dagger. What do you propose to do now 9 ;

Ignoring the initial part of Hall’s remarks, Armstrong

** Hide somewhere; watch to see if that old sinner
then wait for daylight to reconnoitre.”

‘“ For what, though?”

“You'll see in time. In the meanwhile, let
here, and keep on the qui vive, and remain qui

They found a comfortable place to waib
quisite moss, as soft as down, and that emi grance of
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great delicacy upon the slightest pressure. It was dreary wark,
though, watching and waiting for something to happen. Not
that the night was so still, for it was far from that. Parrcts
and monlkeys vied with each other in proclaiming their feelings.
Wild, discordant shrieks occasionally pierced the air, which
made the blood run cold, and these treble sounds were often aec-
companied by hoarse, deep-toned howls—howls of anger and of
pain. By and by they heard the plash of oars, and from the
direction of the sound gathered it was the old fakir returning.
The old man dispensed with a torch this time; and soon placed
the canoe in its original position, and vanished up the mysteri-
ous passage.

The night was calm, the atmosphere heavy, and the monkeys
and parrots having proclaimed a truce, there w few sounds
audible save the hum and drone of insects—sounds t-ha‘t pos-
sessed that monotonous intonation so easily workable into a
lullaby. Gradually the two men felt the demands sleep was
making for her share of the twenty-four hours, and although
it had been arranged to watch in turns, it was not long ere
both men were fast asleep, and running the imminent risk of
discovery from the nasal duet they played.

The first ray of light that announced the beginning of another
day roused the two men, who sat up. yawned. and rubbed their

1

‘eyes in the orthodox fashion of the waking Englishman.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Hall, as, forgetful of the risk of being
seen, he stood up to gain a better view of the gorgeous scene—
a veritable tropical flower-garden. His companion, however,
although equally surprised, had more caution in his nature, and
soon made Hall relinquish his standing position. Both Hall
and Armstrong folt the necessity for replenishing the inner
man, and as both men were supplied with chocolate, their
morning meal required little preparation. Before the meal was
finished, a dense mist gradually enveloped the whole scens
until nothing was discernible beyond a few yards. They were
just about to tale advantage of this natural screen to do a little
reconnoitring, when they were startled by hearing the sweet
strains of ‘‘ Home, sweet home,” wafted over the water the
fakir had evidently crossed the previous night. It was some-
what awe-inspiring, hearing those familiar words in such a dis-
tant land, especially as they were evidently uttered by some-
one young. Both men looked vastly astounded.

“What on earth does it all mean, Jack?”’

“Blessed if I know,” replied Armstrong. ‘ But it oughtn’s
to take long to find out. Come on, let us get into yonder canoe,
and make for the direction of the sounds.”

The frail little bark was unaccustomed to such giant forms as
the two Dragoops, and showed unmistakable signs of preferring
the bottom to conveying so much extra weight. Once Arm-
strong got the paddle at work however, the tiny craft went
better; but it required all Hall’s ingenuity to keep her afloat,
for each stroke of the paddle caused a miniature sea to be
shipped. A few minutes sufficed to cross the lagoon, but in
getting out, Hall managed to put his foot clean through the
thin bark, making the canoe absolutely worthless. As the miss
was riging both men instinctively looked to ses the distance, for
as their retreat was cut off there was nothing for it bub to
swim. One glance upon the waters of the lagoon, however,
dispelled all hopes of that means of regaining the mainland
should they be on au island, for several huge alligators were
swimming about, and had evidently followed in the wake of
the canoe in anticipation of a relishable br ast of white men.

“ Liooks well, eh, Bert?”

~““Boat’s turned,” was Hall’s brief rejoinder.

Undecided what to do or which way to turn, the two men
ghood irresolute for some minutes, when suddenly, to Arm-
strong’s utter amazement, Hall burst out in 2 fit of uproarious
laughter.

Quickly glancing in the direction from whence Hall derived
his merriment, he beheld a young girl about fifteen or sixteen,
surrounded by a goodly number of open-mouthed mulattos,
upon whose black visage the most utter astonishment was de-
picted. The girl had undeubtedly been white at one time, but
an Indian sun had coloured her to tan. She was really pretty,
and looked most picturesque in the fantastic cosbume she wore.
Of the whole company she alone seemed unimpressed by the
sudden appearance of two enormous white men in yellow
es and brown boote. The whole thing seemed so absurd,
' Armstrong laughed, which, of course, set Hall’s risible

ing again. This seemed to have the desired effech
' the fears of the niggers, for one and all expanded
hs, to the advertisement of beautiful rows of teeth.
en Armstrong and Hall’s turn to be surprised, for the
valked up to them and smilingly asked:

“Which of you is the prince?”

Again all laughed. But Armstrong took the girl more

“I don’t think either of us can lay claim to such & title.
But why do you ask?”

“Oh, I am so disappointed! Jedd San promised only last

Price id.
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night that he would try and bring my puince over this morn-
ing. But have you had brealdfiagt?”’
* No, my dear, we have not!” promptly replied Hall, whose
stomach revolted at a brealfast of no ithing but dry chccolmoe.
“Then come to my garden and I will provide some iur you,
and thcn you can tell ms who you are, and where you've come

Armstrong were too bewildered to make any
walked in silence after their little hosbess.
the negroes taking care

Tom.’

Both Hall and A
reply, but simply
She led the way to an enclosed garden,

g

that the gate was opened for her. Indeed, hﬂ*/ pn‘id her such
homage and atbention that net a Lidtl ed tuu two visitors.
It Hall showed wenderment at the 1 by the morn-
ing’s first mpse of light, no wor ibe his feelings
as ho beheld the garden with its w vers and p,ﬁl‘xs.

Fountains played here and there upo nmwmﬁcnvt ferns where

cool, green leawves demp-ared the air, and relieved the eyes from
the glare of the surrcunding vivid colo At ons end of
this . BEden, which was walled in by an xmpenvtm le mass of
giant cactus, was a partly natural, and partly artificial arbour,
the latber part of the wall consisting in a vari-coloured latbice-
work of slender bamboos and canes, that to cur modern minds
would act as a dado. Above this, and covering not only the
walls but the roof, were hung ﬂ‘mu v worked tapestries, each
depicting some scene cf Oriental splendour.  The foor was
really of some fine grass matbting, but was so littered with the
hnurn s cushions of th it, that only an odd patch of flooring
hero and there was visible. Tnto this open-air palace this self-
possessed little lady led the two dragoons, who Jooked and felt
as awkward as if suddenly ushered into a Belgravian draw-
ing-room.

At her bidding the two men sat; but, being unaccusbtomed
to thab means of r ing, did not add to the \beauby nor the
picturesqueness of the sceme. Then came breakfast. Bread-

stuffs and . luscious fruits, thin slices of buffalo tongues with
llht.le balls of rice, yams, and a sort of salad consisting of fruits
and vegetables, the meal winding up with coffee served in
golden vessels, am, of course, the fragrant cigarette.

Armgtrong reclined on his 0a~\hon, blowing long, slender
streams of blue sincke into the air. He was contemplating.
Hall imagined malr an Alraddlll, but, not ngen to mind-
picturing, upsc s fine train of his companion’s thoughts by
suddenly cxclaiming :

“I say, would you like a bit of chocolate?” at the same offer-
ing to his hostess the remains of his early breakfast.

With childish eagerness she accepted the proffered sweset-
meat, nor did she fail to evince extreme satisfaction in its con-
sumpbxon, g0 much so that Armstrong gave her his remains
also.

“And now,” asked Armstrong, “won't you tell us how you
came to live here in this charming pm@e, and——""

“Ob, I don’t mind telling you what there i, but I don’t re-
membor anything before we came here. I say we, because
both father and mother were here then. Poor fatner, they
took off and made work in the ruby mines, and I've not seen
him since. Jedd San says he died 2 long time ago. Mother
and I were placed on this island, and when she died six years
ago, they sent all these black slaves to wait upon me. It is
lovely living here, and next moon I am going to marry one
of the king’s sons, and it was that which made me ask if either
of you were the prince. Oh, it seems so queer to see white
faces! There’s nothing but black and yﬂllww here. But you
haven’t told me how you managed to get here. Jedd San is
always telling me that only he and the priests, besides the king,
knows how fo reach here. You see, there is the only entrancs
tto the minss from here, and the wat er teems with ugly monsters
to prevent anyone coming or gomor.

“ Whereabouts 4s the mine?’ asked Hall, his mind running
riot at the thought of endless rubie

“Qh, 1t is on another and smaller island over there. There
are three islands together. Jedd San says Buddha made this
big hole one day when he was angry with the king, and 1t
frightened him go much he turned good. Budd ha then made
the islands pretty with ﬂcwer» and trees, and showed the king
where all the rubies were.”

“Rats!” rudely remarked Mr. Hall.

“ What are rats?’ came the innocent question.

Armstrong reprimanded Hall by a lock, and, turning to ﬂiﬁ:

girl, inquired :
“Will you tell me your name?’’
“Dear me, 1 thought you knew!
my name is Margaret.

Daisy Dalton, but really

CHAPTER IIL
BHENNJA KHAN SHOT.

Jedd San was the chief servant of the high priest of Rana-
pura. To give a bebter idea of his position, it was equivalent
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to being the private secrefary and confidential servant rolled
into one, tnu h it mus be admibted thab Eﬁns secretarial
ed in taking verbal messages and looki

adter thﬂ ruby mine.

btr“v c &s it may seem, Jedd San we
‘oious seruples well under
ja Khan, the priest, was

Mohammedax
control and d
a true disciple of

wong Jedd San’s numerous duties, he had to make a daily
s and report to the h prxwt the state of
ally to Mhow wi ‘»‘Ulk had been do‘xe

] any years'
Thad made him
had a small but
was known to

msbrong and
he high priest
had not done
ing the news,

13 td of ~unu 'in
i San’s credit, be it said,
o slave (2s she

experience in al;
cailous, but to J
soflb spob *11 his heart for the wh‘

.’)"

shed the morning of
he island, to hear th
Hliclldtd visiting the ruby mines, a thing he
for qu'te two years. Immediat _y upon
n hurried down the tree ' o to pad the
canoe wrbh side-pieces of cork barlk, in order to e the little
vessel more buoyant. Imagine his complete astonishment to
find the canoe gone. He m(u‘d'xnd here, there, and everywhere
for it. T'ried his usual Laﬁmng place, but, of course, failed to
find a trace of it. Jedd San stood gazing upon the placi
waters of the lagoom, a queer, sinking sens tion pres vailing
within him, for he knew the temper and cruelty of the high
priest. Suddenly San’s blood rveceived a shoc that chilled
every drop. IHe hi s nwtb.nwst of lmoh‘rer
“The voice of the Feringhee!” groaned Ban.
have escaped from the mine, and have taken possess
Garden Island!”
With nervous
m;wi‘lg to close
Khan’s houys

-) in u'omxu

4]

*The slaves
ion of the

haste Jedd San remounted the steps, and nob
the back door after him, hurried to Bhennja

uckerad and parch-

s T
»\'as, s%mf‘d to rTise zmd fall with the passion
T g i

and

that swelled within. thin lips were pic
looked a mere alit the dark skin. yes, they
seemed positively Poor Jedd San salaamed and

trembled, and trembled and salanmed again while waiting the
orders of this hmv msn, who was pacing up and down, jeik ing
odd sentences of Ambic out every now and 1hu :

nke men down and construct a raft, and see that it is
done ere the sun tinges the cypress in our holy garden.”

Jedd San salaamed again, and vanished from the presence of
the hlt'h priest with far more alacrity than he L'hl shown im
appreaching.

At the appointed time the high priest, at the head of aboub
two hundred cut-throats, "pnmawed the spot where lay the

raft in all readin as to hair 'Wd o%nple\md the
high priest, who had donn: is state Tobes of office, resembled

o thin specimen of the City of London alderman, minus, of
oour&e, £l culous emblem of City bumbledom—the fur-
lined o
Bnenngﬁ Khan gtrode with a majestic step on to the raft, and
muitering mmcthmv which po y did duty for a blessing,
nded the before-mentioned two hundred cub-throats to
The effect wias unique (.nd quite unexpected-—the raft
Experim g with numbers proved thet only half
So the hxgh priest, with Jedd San
n desperadoes, embarked, and were slowly
rowed across the lagoon to the accompa animent of hideous
ghricks from wind instruments, and the discordant roll of
twenty different wnAd tom‘tams.
Naturally this ve nent of mu"sm soon reached the
ears of Armstrong ¢ d, all those on the
island. To the Hngli one m ening to it,
and that was an ominous one. bled with
frlght for such sounds, it new by b* ience, were
generally the initial proc: gs of scenes of bmbunc cruelty
and borbure. Little Miss Dm Dalton, however, clapped her
hands with unalloyed joy, bemuae, as she gaid, she was sure
it wWas Jedd San bringing her prince. To her, poor child, thid
g prince was like a promised toy.
“pegroes held a hurried comsultation. They positively
pped their little white queen, and instinctively fu't that,
’ﬁie coming horde discover two white men in bhe
2 ﬁ}ey woud be tortured for certain, and harm pos-

P

sunk.
could be taken at a time.

and a hundred ¢

o her; and she seemed so pleased and happy talk-
ite men. Their decision was quickly made. Two
hour, and in a language neither Armsirong nor

mmlorel the Litlo queen to let them hide
ite men until all was safe. She, in turn, made their

Tnown the two dragoons, who, not only for their
own = safeby s‘a,ke, but for their new ~1v discovered fellow-
countrywoman’s, adted wpon the nogroes’ good advice, and
Were 500N | h‘abm ina hollowed-out space in the cactus hedge.
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The high priest might have made a name for himself as an
Inquisitor, but he was no general, and had there been an
armed mob on the island, it could have killed the two hundred
men as they landed with consummate ease.
ground was against them, and the island was little better than
a miniature forest. There being no opposition, howsver, which
Bhennja Khan attributed to the fear of his august presence;
the company, headed by Jedd San as guide, marched in strag-
gling order to the garden before mentioned. Here they were
met by the salaaming niggers, who lined the avenue leading to
the gate, resembling, except for their colour and costume, the
iine of flunkies one sees at home oceasionally.

. “Where are the rebels?’ demanded the high priest, speal-
ing, of course, in his native language.

The poor, terrified niggers didn’t know what to say or what
Yo do. Of course, they were under the impression that tho
high priest referred to the white men they had just hidden. The
gons of Africa did what was perhaps the best thing under the
circumstances.  They simply kept a discreet silence and
salaamed.  This naturally eggravated the irritable Bhennja
Khan, and he bade Jedd San obtain the nece ary information.
Poor San’s efforts were equally futile, and the high priest,
Jesing patience, ordered a search to be made. About half an
hour was expended in looking for the rebels, but, of course,
the search was in vain. :

The high priest then asked his white slave if the slaves from
the mine had escaped—if she had zeen them; and, receiving a
reply in {he negative, all Bhennja Khan’s wrath turned against
poor J&dd San, the innocent cause of all this ecommotion.
San pleaded that he had not deceived the holy and mighty
Bhennja, but the pleadings were useless. Jedd San, by com-
mand of the high priest, was stripped fio the waist and
pimoneq to the stump of a tree, and his hands and feet so-
curely tied. Then Bhennja Khan, with hands uplifted, gave
vent to some more mutberings, which, however, avere inter-
rupted by a strong tug at-his robes. The high priest $urned
in terrible wrath at such sacrilege, and beheld his white slave
on her knees supplicating for the life of Jedd San. Knock-
her over with a cruel blow, he bade some slaves convey her to
her arbour and keep her thers.

Bhennja Khan then produced a small lens, such as seen in
pocket telescopes, and with it, and the aid of the sun, intended
- to burn out the eyes of poor, helpless Jedd San. In order
that his sanciified arm might not tire in the irksome position
of keeping the focus even, a slave’s back was requisitioned,
which acted ag a support or rest. The high priest then threw
back his cloak, baring his arm, and adjusting the lens to the
%oan;ﬁt focus, which he obtained by trying it on the slave’s
back.

He raised it to aim the deadly thin streak of white heat
at Jedd Sax}’s eye, when a report from the cactus hedge made
every man jump—jump so, that few knew for several seconde
that their high priest Bhennja Khan was dead—shot through
the eye!

CHAPTER IV.
. DOWN INTO THE TREASURE-CAVE.

The commotion that ensued gave wondrous testimony to
Oriental superstition. That the fatal bullet had come through
any human instrumentality was never imagined, except by the
negroes.

The two hundred armed men, who had come with guch
swagger and bounce, became a panic-stricken mob, with
but, one object in view, and that to escape from the bewitched
island as quickly as possible. A tumultmous rush was made for
;E-.l}e raft, when a struggle took place that cost many a man his
ife.

The fiendish horde of fanatics, having re-embarked on board the
raft, the two dragoons emerged from their shelter and promptly
released Jodd San from his painful position. The combina-
tion of fright, pain, and surprise held poor San spellbound, and
bis only means of testifying gratitude was in the commonplace
salaam, which he made, however, with particular unction. B
negroes gathered round Armstrong and Hall, and
plainly that they were quite prepared to supplant thei
gods, and worship the two Englichmen. While Amm
a palaver with Jedd San and the niggers, Hall wi
arbour to see and consele the child queen of the
blow of Bhennja Khan had done no more than
porary sting, and the gratifying néws that Jedd
and well, quickly restored Daisy to her usual g
at once suggested, and, of course, her wish w4
should celebrate the event by all sitting d
sort of al fresco banquet. Armstrong demurr
looming ahead—knew quite well that the p
Bhennja Khan’s death somehow, conseqm
nicking idea down as a waste of valuable A
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backed Miss Daisy up; indeed, it gradually approached a con-
test between these two as to who could propose the most ex-
travagant scheme for the general amusement of the mixed
assembly.

In the midst of their merriment, there rose in the distance
a succession of yells that made the blood run cold. They were
the yells of frantic savagery worked up to a frenzy.

Jedd San explained it in solemn brevity.

““They're looting the mine.”

‘he shrieks and yells became appelling. It seemed as if
the fiends incarnate had risen in one mighty effort to raise the
dead. The participators in the attack on the mine wers little,
if any, better.

Guided by Jedd San, the two dragoons made their way to
that part of the island from whence could be seen the smaller
one containing the mine. It was less than fifty yards away
from where they stood.

“ What do you think they will do next?”’ asked Armstrong
of the fakir.

“(Ciome here, sahib, and search for the hidden tressure.”

“’Then we had better get oub of this at once,” promptly re-
marked Hall.

“We would have to fell trees and make a raft. It would
take much time. ILong before we could be ready—ay, before
we could get one tree down—they would be here. Look!”

Ag Jedd San spoke hundreds of men secemed to emerge oub
of the bowels of the eaith and rush madly about. They were
the slaves and their liberators. The raft being the only means
of conveyance, a terrible fight ensued for its possession. Jedd
San explained that the men knew nothing about the treasure,
but in all probability, finding nothing at the mine, in com-
parison to what they had expected, had wrung the secret out
of the governor of the mine by torture.

“ They’re coming!” suddenly celled Hall.

And, sure enough, the raft had been got away, and those on
board were making frantic efforts to get beyond range of the
anissiles hurled at them.

“Come along, Bert! Now then, Jedd, there’s no time to
lose; we must prepare to meet this crowd somehow, for no
matter where we hide they will find us, and we must protect
that child.”

“The sahibs saved poor Jedd San from torture and death,
he will save tliem and the white girl.”

“ And the niggers?”’ added Hall.

“No, I cannot teke them. What are they, only black
slaves, all grins and fears.”

“Where do you propose to hide us?’ demanded Armstrong.

““In the secret cave where the treasure is hidden.”

“ And you won’t take the negroes with you?”’

“Ugh! No; they are unclean beasts.”

A yell of triumph {rom the approaching raft mads the thres
men quicken their pace considerably. They soon arrived at
the arbour whero Daisy was waiting, evidently alarmed this
time. Quickly she understood all, and followed Jedd San and
the Englishmen without asking a single question.

Jedd San had only gone a few yards down one of the in-
pumerable cactus avenues when he gtopped and almost de-
manded that the two Englishmen should be blindfolded. Arm-
strong forcibly convinced Jedd San that he had very different
metal to deal with than he thought, end San, grumbling and
muttering, continued his way, the others closely following.
Jedd San led them down several of the narrow lanes befors
they got a glimpse of the iagoon, but to the astonishment of
all three, the fakir stopped at the edge of the water and
announced that they were at the treasure-cave. Hall’s fingers
played nervously with the butt of his revolver, for it seemed
to him that Jedd San was playing false. Not so, however, for
the old man briefly explained that the waters emptied them-
selves down a big hole, which he indicated and proved by throw-
ing in several twigs, which were sucked in immediately. He
funther explained that some dozen yards beneath the surface
there were several large caves, apparently at right angles to the
great volume that seemed to pour down. These caves, according
to Jedd San, were never touched by the water, as the down-
ward velocity was too great.*

. Jedd San gave directions how the descent was to be made—
feet first, and with arms extended. He was to go first and

assict the others as they bumped upon the cradle or grid oppo-
site the particular cave. As the sounds of the approaching
horde were now elose, too, and louder, there was litile time to
waste; so Jedd San, after s final caution, jumped in and

* The deep open space cccupied by the lagoon and its
islands was the result of several terrific shocks of earthquake,
and the surrounding country being literally honeycombed with
subterranean passages, several of the tributaries of the Irrawady
flowed through them. Two of these entered and made the
lagoon, emptying again about three miles Cistant near Bhar-el,
or as it is sometimes spelt, Bharjel.
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vanished in a manner simply marvellous. Following instrue-
tions, Daisy Dalton followed, nor did she show that amount of
fear one would naturally have expected. Then it came to the
Taglishmen's turn.

“T will go down first,”’ said Armstrong, “and if all is right
I will fire at the roof. If i;t is only twelve yards, you ought
to hear it if you lie down.”

There vs.as every sign of a wrangle between the two as to who
shoulJ first. = Neither would give way, so they finally
allowed cuxance to decide for them, and it fell to Armstrong to
go- ;

“ As soon as you hear the shot, Beut, get the niggers here
gomehow ; we can't leewe them, you know.”

“No need to call ’em, Jack. Look! there they are!”

Sure enough, not twe1my yards away, stcod the group of
trembling negroes, somo eight or nine of them. When Hall
made a sign for them to approach, they required no second
bidding. Hall pointed to Armstmng, and the negroes watched
and marvelled at his sudden disappearance.

, Ity as Hall weuld, however, after he had heard Armstrong's

ignal, he could not persuade a single nigger to venture. 'lhey
smuaxm@rl and grinned and shook their heads, until Hall began
to lose patience with them.

The noige from the dther side of

The high priest feil vo tie ground, shot through the eye.

the island plainly indicated that the marauders had landed.
Hall pointed in the direction of the scunds, and by dumb show
demonstrated the throat-cutting Peﬂ'fom nenice the negrees might
xpect if found. That had the desired effect. Reluck
bub pushed by his fellows, the oldest negro got to ths bx
the water and fell in, only to vanish as quickly as th

had done. Then the others, one after uuumu slid
sluice, and just as the pioneers of the loc i
the arbour, Hall jumped in. He said afi J"W‘U‘J’a he Eelt
some giant power grasped him, and pulled him dewr
me'}.uful speed and just when he tt Guvlnt 1l was over, his
fect touched somexﬂhmg hard, and ere he sw what it was, a
hand grasped him by the belt and pulled him vicleatly out of
the water.

&1

but the s ‘his bmwu f‘)() :mgumd 1 fo; someone.
i« The Fezfﬁg_ t kept faith with me, they
brought these and now we must all pe o
Amxs:bron, ] rered sufficient to undershand

ied to appease the old fﬁkrs
The fﬁ ir moved to
; then, lifting
ded .All to follow hm T'\ro'wh a narrow
“water had worn smooth, they trn')pc-d afiter their
" Armstrong drew Hall's atlention to the fact
el in which they were groping about was of lava,
othing like pummice-stone; but Hall’s mind had no
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woom for such outside things, he was intently watching Jedd
San, whose movements had aroused deep suspicion. Alﬂxoucrh
Hall followed close on San’s heels, he was suddenly su1pnsed
to see him and Daisy vanish. He called out to her, but not a
sound came in reply and they now lofit in absolute darkness.

Tho negrces hecame panic-stricken with fear, and yelled and
groaned in alternate breaths. Hall and his comrade stood side
by side, fully persuaded that the negroes, goaded by fear and
exasperation, would attempt therr lives, under the impression
that the Englishmen had puz oose‘y led them into this death-
trap. No doubt something of the kind would have happened,
but, fortunately for the two dragoons, San’s torch suddenly
came into view further dow: the tunnel. With one spasmodia
roar the terrified blacks welcomed the light, then rushed for it
with fiendish delight, each man to meet his doom, for a silent
but swift ﬂow;ng siveam divided them from Jedd San and hi
torch.

“Their imp/’tu sity has cost them dear, Jack,” whispered
Hall. “I wonder what that brown beast will now de svise for
our destruction?”’

‘1 don’t know, Bect, but we fxmus» try and be civil to him;
it is our only chance of escape.’

In a few minutes Jedd San and Daisy returned. San ex-
plained that he could only rescue
three or four people, and that it
vas the Teringhee’s fault in
'b inging down the blacks con-
trary to his advice. Ile¢ next
said he wished to prove his sin-
cerity, and would show them the
treasure,. of which they could
elp t'lemsel‘ es, as he meant to
ocd all the underground pas-
€s heﬁore leaving.

Armstrong
guide, but
this time he allowed them to ses
how easily he had evaded Hall’s
watchfn]nw;ss before. A narrow
crevice in the wall was protthea,
as it were, by an extra piece oi
the porous stone ]ut fing  out,
and by quickly dodging behind
this, of course those following
were left in the dark, and unabla
1o judge the locality.

Prepared to be ushered into a
GeOUs \mdurﬂ'"u'md rahce,
~hvnen were dis-
nied in being shown into a

mp, clammy cavern, the walls
of which were covered with. a
ind of stalactite, formed by the
perpetual drmmnt}' of water.
The ground was slimy and
hr)per), and was covered with
tly-looking creatures that
resembled la,gws:. toads with
ails, Jedd San quickly led
them from this unwholesome

sput up a flight of rude steps

into a chamber of much smaller

ich had the advantage of being dry. In
od a wooden image of giant size that must
bour to place in pnmtmn, for it had to be
had—through the mighty

dirnensions, but w
one corner there
have caused much lab
brought there just as the others
volume of falling water.

It was a weird rcens. The dusky fakir holding up the torch—
the fantastic shadows reflected all round, and the slight figure of
Daisy in the background by the two Tnnhshmrn All were eager
and excited as Jedd San opened a sort of cupboard door in the
chest of the image—excitement that cha to awe as they
beheld countless stones of mrevt be r. Of course, most of
them were rubies; but amidst the spa ng mass of the precious
ved stones Wers a number O( eNnOrMmous ¢ ,l,‘phues. whose beau-
tiful blue stood out in contrast. Strange it may mm to you,
but it was stranger to Armstrong and Hall m.kt nearl ly all the
stones were cut and polished, and as Jedd San’s torch moved,
caused a s“mtlllatcm among the myriad prlsms that was posi-
tively daulmg. Jedd iﬂTL then showed them nuggets of gold
the size of coccanuts, and pieces of moss and grass that wers
real gilver, but these paled L’”Ll‘ the rubies and sapphirves. The
fakir signalled to the amazed spectators of such fa‘(»ulous wealth
to help themselves, which, it need not be said, was prompily
done.

Diaisy Dalton forgot about her prince as she toyed with hand-
fuls of the sparkling gems. She was ignorant of their value,
but charmed with their beauty, their lustre and colour. Hall
and Armstrong each filled their pockets, the former regretting

Or, THE_MYSTERIES OF
A GREAT CITY.
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sudibly that they hadn’t a sack, when a sudden cry of alarm
from -Jedd San interrupted him. All four listened with bated
breath. At first nothing could be heard but the trickle of the
water in the lower cavern, but gradually another noise became
more audible—the sound of heavy tools being driven against the
#oft and yielding lava somewhers overhead.

“It is the escaped slaves digging!” announced Jedd San.
““ They have heard the shout the blacks made, and are aware
of the cave now; we must go at once!”

S0 once more the quartette moved off, but this time in a
totally different direction.

CHAPTER V.
JEDD SAN’S STRANGE CONDUCT.

_Shortly after Bhennja Khan’s departure to quell the rebel
rising at the mines, another priest, Saikaban, who was next in
order of the priesthocd at Ranapura, and resembled in office
what a dean does to a bishop at home here, conceived the idea
of a visit to the chief temple. Such an ordinary affair as that
of course was daily, often hourly; but as with the Hebrews of
old only tle high priests were permitted to go beyond a certain
‘barrier of the temple.

Now, Saikaban was a man of an inquisitive turn of mind, and
not overburdened with scruples, religious or otherwise, so he
thought the absence of Bhennja Khan an opportunity not to
be missed, and determined to make a survey of the inner temple.
H> with true Oriental caution left no stome unturned to gain
sdmission without many seeing him. It was hopeless to think
be could enter the temple without someone noticing; but his
idea was, the fewer.the better. /

Having entered the temple through the same entrance that
Armstrong used, Saikaban moved about in his ordinary manner
until satisfied that no one was following. Then he cautiously
made his way towards the inmer, or forbidden part of the
temple. First of all casting a look behind to make finally sure
Saikaban divided the folding curtain, and entered the sacred
ground—an act he knew that if discovered meant his death by
torture.

Like many other cases that might be cited as parallel,
Saikaban soon found that he had risked much to find little, and
his first thought was the absurdity of making such a fuss, and
havindg such terrible punishment for the breaking of a rule so
stupid.

Not seeing or finding anything to excite his curiosity,
the inquisitive priest was just about to retrace his steps, when
his attention was attracted to a strip of tapestry that occasion-
ally moved as if wafted by a slight wind. Fo go and satisfy
bimeelf on the point was a matter of a few seconds only; but
Saikaban’s astonishment was supreme. The hanging tapsstry
hid a small window, from which an excellent view—almos* a
bird’s-eye view of the islands could be had.

From that narrow window Satkaban saw all. He saw the
high priest fall—though bhe couldn’t imagine what had caused
# until he saw the two white men appear on the scene, and
finally he watched Jedd San and his followers dive for the
treasure-cave.

His future action was soon decided. Collecting twenty men
upon whom he could rely, Saikaban led them to that part of the
country where the underground tributary emptied itself into the
main river. There Saikaban and his trusty warriors crouched
behind the undergrowth waiting the arrival of Jedd San and
his company.

In less than an hour’s time their patience was rewarded by
geeing a canoe shoot out of the tunnel into the open day. The
sudden glare after the darkmess naturally blinded the Euro-
peansg, but Jedd San’s trained orbs quickly saw the trap that
was laid for them, and saw the hopelessness of the situation.
In front of the canoe, stretched across the stream just whers
it joined the main river, was a thick rope of grasses spiked by
innumerable cactus and other thorns, and on either bank could
be seen the dark forms of men waiting their inevitable capture.
To attempt to cubt the rope barrier was useless, as it would
taks time even with sharp instruments, and during the effort
the least tug from the land would upset the frail craft and
precipitate its occupants into the seething waters. The few
minutes that meant grace before touching the rope were ample
for the quick-thinking men to see that no alternative was left
them but to run the cance ashore and be taken prisoners,
although both Hall and Armstrong had misgivings as to their
ultimate fate, and felt not a litfle remorse in their being the
means of bringing such danger upon the innocent child sitting
g0 close to them. It was too late, however, to rake up thoughts
of that kind. Hall was for fight, but Armstrong prevailed upon
him not to fire, just simply to wait events, and see what
happened.

To the disgust and rage of the Englishmen, as soon as the
canoe touched the bank, Jedd San sprang ashore, and, salaam-
ing Saikaban, said:
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“Behold your faithful servant Jedd San has delivered the
hateful Feringhee into the hands of the holy and mighty
Saikaban.”

More than one set of fingers grasped the handle-butt of a
revolver, to once and for all settle accounts with the perfidious
Jedd San.

“The Feringhee stole the cance and sailed to the island in
search of the holy treasure,” continued Jedd San. * They
killed Bhennja Khan the high priest, and then tortured the
faithful San to make him divulge the hidden cave of the
treasures. Your faithful servant is revenged in delivering them
into your hands. The black slaves are all drowned, and none
but the holy and mighty Saikaban and his old servant know the
way to the cave—except these dogs of Christians!”

Armstrong and Hall were immediately bound hand and foot,
placed upon a rude litter, and marched off, whither they knew
not. As they were tied face down on the litter, they could see
next to nothing, but heard Jedd San speaking with Daisy, bub
in so low a tone that neither could detect what was said.
After about an hour’s march a halt was called, and Armstrong
and Hall lifted from the litter and fastened to a tree. Night
was fast approaching, and Saikaban and others, who now ap-
peared on the scene, held a hurried consultation, and soon the
fate of the Englishmen was settled. They were to be sacrificed
to Buddha in order to atone for the death of Bhennja Khan.
The tom-toms sounded their weird note, accompanied by the
droning of the troop of people who preceded the prisoners to
the temple. The van of the procession had just reached the
marble steps referred to in the first chapter when some startling
rews evidently reached Saikaban. The brown visage of the
priest turned brick-dust colour, and orders were issued at a
great rate, each succeeding one being in exact opposition to all
the others, with the very natural result that the greatest con-
fusion existed. The litter with the prisoners on was dropped
as abruptly as if a piece of burning coal, while the late guards
scurried off as i suddenly possessed of some evil spirit.

“I wonder what's in the wind now, Bert?’’ asked Armstrong.

“Hanged if I know,” came the reply; “but I wish we'd
had a fight for it, old chap. Just listen how scared the lot
seem. If they are not going to roast us I wish they would
roast something for us, I'm beastly hungry, Jack, aren’t you?”’

“How you do mix up your sentences, Bert! Hush!”

Another but softer voice alto said bush, and deft fingers were
soon busy undoing the cords that bound the two men—the
fingers and the voice belonged to Daisy.

Hall’s first movement upon his release was of course.to get
up, his second to kiss Daisy, who laughed, and thought it all
great fun. 2

Just as the trio were deliberating as to their procedure, a
dark form was seen wriggling towards them. Hall whipped out
a revolver, murmured a silent prayer that his weapons had not
been taken from him, and drew a bead on the object ap-
proaching.

It was Jedd San. :

Jedd San soon saw that the Englishmen were freed from their
bonds, and arose and walked to them salaaming.

“Well, what do you want here?’ demanded Hall, who was
the nearer of the two men. 2

“To assist the sahibs in making their escape!” came Jedd's
reply.

?‘ZX nice sort of creature you ave, too. Do you think we
mean to trust you again, you liver-coloured scum !-—mnot much.
So just make yourself scarce, or some cold lead will be intro-
duced into your black body!” : A

“&h! The sahibs don’t know Jedd San. They think he is
a traitor, and means to deliver them to the priest. Jedd San
told the, little white queen how she was to undo the cords,
and——'

“Yes, that is quite true. And Jedd also told me that if he
hadn’t pretended and acted as he did, we should all have been
killed.”

That statement somewhat assured the sceptical Hall, who,
however, felt compelled to suspect the fakir a litile, just as a
cat doubts the bona-fides of a dead mouse.

“TLook here, Bert, we must trust Jed Sam, and I think, con-
sidering that you saved his life, he will not be soenerate as

2 ”» A

““and if they are successful, and they
strength of fiends, they will certainly
temples, and all. I will show you a sec
temple, and until an attempt is made there
inside. I will bring you news as the fight gi

“ And for goodness’ sake, San, bring us s
drink!” Hall implored. :

Jedd San left them, but soon returned wit
and drink; and as the fight was evidently rag
was anything to go by, he made them ente
showed them the secret passage.
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CHAPTER VI
A TERRIBLE FIGHT.

Garden island was turned into an open air madhouse. Men,
who had been incarcerated in the hot mines for yeams, had
suddenly been released—saw the sun and all the grandeur of
Nature running riot in the tropical country. The blaze of
colour from thousands of flowers, the huge trees, and tall, deli-
cate palms—all were new—and all were unnoticed. The fever
of loot and revenge burned within them, from the strongest to
the weakest.

The boarding of the raft had been a striking exemplification of
the survival of the fittest; and of the hundred men who
managed to obtain and retain a foothold, not one of the original
band of Bhennja Khan’s troops was amongst them. The
fever of excitement had given these men, who had been buried
alive, so to speak, the strength of ten men, and *hose who
imagined their physical pawers to be above their fellows were
swept to one side like a gust of wind scatterirg chaff.

Nearly every nationality was represented, but how they came
to be there was, and always will be, a mystery. One exception
there was, and that was a noticeable one. Not a single Chinese
managed to get to the garden island. The cunning of the
Celestial was for once of no avail against the brute strength
that prevailed. It must not, however, be imagined that the
general physique of those who did reach the isiand was any-
thing out of the common. There were some, of course,” whose
limbs were just a huge mass of quivering muscles, but by far
the greater number were cmaciated wrecks, whose abnormal
strength was merely the transient fever of insanity that would
soon: pass, leaving behind it a terrible reaction.

No disturbance cccurred on the raft while crossing the
narrow strip of the lagoon. As soon, however, as the rude
pile of trees touched the banks of garden island, a mad rush
was made, the men scattering®in all directions, each bent wpon
finding the place whe-e the treasures they themselves kad found
were hidden.

Daisy’s arbour was the scene of a terrible conflict,
and was in full swing, when a few who were wandering
aimlessly about heard the negroes yell beneath them. No
words could depict the scene that followed. Men worked like
fiends; some had rude implements, but the majority burrowed
with their hands and nails, until the latter were torn off, and
even that had no effect in quelling their ardour. They worked
and fought with each cther like a pack of famished wolves over
a carcase, until, without a word of warning, the ground beneath
them gave way, precipitating men and eavth into the tunnel.
Only those who had been placed hors de combat were left
alone. Ore and all rushed to the spot where the huge hole
wias, and, without giving a thought of consequences, leapt after
their fellows.

Now when Jedd San's quick ear caught the sound of hard
instruments being forced on the roof, he, vulgarly speaking,
took in the situation, and quickly led Armstrong and Hall
(Daisy he took by the hand) to where a cance was kept. Before
he got in, however, he ran back some twenty or thirty yards
round a bend in the tunmnel, and lighted the torch, carefully
propping it up. It was a decoy to bring the escaped slaves tio
their doom, for bstween them and the lighted torch was the
swift but silent stream that had engulfed the hapless negroes.

‘When the contingent of the fanatical slaves, who fell with
the earth, managed to regain a staading position, and scramble
from the débris of the fallen lava, or, really, earth and lava,
they beheld the light in fromt of them. One demoniacal yell
of delight was uttered, and a rush made for what they imagined
was a lamp in the treasure cave. Not a single individual
eseaped the trap, but over fifty, thanks to Saikaban’s rope
across the stream, managed to get ashore, close to the spot
where Jedd San had run in the cance.

If the men were consumed with fever before, it reached a
frenzy when they landed, and severe vengeance for the trap
they had so narrowly escaped. TLed by ‘a man of gigantio
stature, and each armed with a club, obtained where they
stood, the band made their way in the direction of the sound
of tom-toms—Ranapura.

Excitement, and the thirst for revenge, enabled this motley
crowd to seale the heights to the village in an incredibly short
time ; but by the time they arrived at the outskirts of Rana-
pura, their courage and strength were both quickly evaporating,
and they were no longer callous to the hurts and cuts their
naked feet received at every stride.

Under the direction of Saikaban a paniy of his hirelings,
armed with obsolete rifles, began firing upon the ap-
proaching foe; and, althoungh the marksmanship would nof
have been considered form for Bisley, etill a great many of the
oscaped slaves fell either killed outright or severely wounded.
With only rude clubs for either offensive or defensive ,
it soon became apparent to the most sanguine that their chances
of success wers very remote. Just when all hope seemed past,
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the giant, who was the self-eleated leader, called upon his fol«
lowers to scatter themselves and approach under the covering
of the undergrowth—a tactical movement that upset the calcu-
Iations and aim of the riflemen
From bush to bush these men kept on their slow but certain
march, until at a given signal they rushed pell-mell upon their
enemies. Ior more than half an hour a hand-to-hand contest
waged with the utmost ferocity. Quarter was neither asked
for, nor given. As a defender of the place fell, his conqueror
possessed himsalf of his weapon, and no matter what the de-
seription might be, one and all were used as clubs. What
the end might have been is doul 1, but the capiure of the
giant leader virtually ended the fight—his comrades losing spirib
at once, and only continuing the fight a few minutes ere taking
to fiight, only to, be pursued and slaughtered.
As soon as this happened, Jedd San rvan off to the famplg
o

to acquaint those anxiously waiting there with the resuit
the fight.

Saikaban had ncw the opportunily that he had yearned for
for years—the uncontrolled power over the “big man of the
mines,”” as the rebel leader was called. Thrse or four years
prior to the time of this story, Saikaban, while inspecting the
mine for Bhennja Khan one day, was padbicularly struck w 1t}1
the muscular development of the giant, znd, to satisfy himself
that it was musele and not wood, Saikaban had the poor
wretch tied, and then experimented upon him with slightly
poisoned cactus needles. The cruelty of that day was vnever
forgotten, and upon Saikaban’s next visit, accompanied by the
high priest, the muscular slave maunaged very cleverly so to
arrange his salaam to Bheanja Khan, that his head cams into
viclent contact with the top-piece of Saikaban, causing that
sepia vieage to contort itself into many shapes with pain. Jedd
San goon learned what the punishment of the rebel lexder was
to be, and at once made for the temple to warn Armebrong and
Hall, and to get them to hie them away through the secreb
paszage, as the man to be tortured in the temple was the little
white queen’s father.

Armstrong and his comrade 1 with great eagerness
to Jedd San’s whispered news, an a really loug coufolb,
San suddenly left them, returning, however, very shortly with
a small bag full of sov i which he handed over to
Hall, Armstrong baving t 7 to the hiding
ab that moment (ha in' pern
mined liitle lady of the necessity for her
When he returned to the temple, he found Hall as
could poss’ be, and, much to his dizappointrent, Ilall de-
assisbance.

ny vailed.
seen flitting from a dirty mud {
with some gaudy fabric, the product of the looms of Lanea-
shire.

Here and there stood eager groups of expectant men
and women discussing the all-absorbing subject of the coming
ceremony—the torture of the rebel and the two dragoons, and
the appeal to be made by Saikaban to Buddha thet he be pro-
claimed the high priest in place of Bhennja Khan.

Jedd San, as servant of the priest, had lighted all the lamps
in the temple; but as soon as the last one bad the toreh applied
Yo it, San, conlrary to his Oriental training, twmed his facs
towards where Hell and Armstrong were hiding, and positively
grinned.

That grin once and for all satisfied the two Englishmen that
Jodd San was their friend, and could be implicitly trusted.

Only another quarter of an hour elapsed, and the hiding and
excited men in the temple heard the din of musical in-
struments and tom-toms—ithe approach of the dread procession
headed by Saikaban.

CHAPTER VIIL
SNATCHED FROM THE SACRIFICIAL ALTAR.

Saikaban entered the temple with evident pride and satis-
faction. A perpetual grin of malicious joy suffused his ugly
face, making, with his grotesque costume, a hideous spsctacle,
fitting to the vile torture he intended for his vietims, but for
one in particular.

As in Westminster Abbey or St. Paul’s, when a state fune-
tion is being performed, the offices of Ranapura were allocated
ito their various positions according to their rank, forming in
this instance a rude semi-circle around Sailcaban, who stood a
dozen yards or so from the curtain of the inner temple, which
was the only part of the temple left in darkness.

Upon what must be called an altar, directly in front of
Saikaban, Robert Dalton, the chief rebel, was bound. The
priest locked down upon his defenceless captive with that an-
ticipation depicted you sometimes see expressed on the features
gf a gourmand, who gloats over the delicate morsel he is about
to carve.

si
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The carving implements of Saikaban were small evidently,
for they were contained in a little box only a few inches across;
but from the oft glance of satisiaction the box received, ib
must have held something of uncommon value. The contents
were two spiders. ‘Thhese inseots, about the size of our garden
gpider, are fearful creatures. Their legs are covered with soft
hair or down, each hair being in turn covered with cross hairs,
a8 branches form a tree. The titillation these spiders cause when
crawling over the skin of a human being will often produce
insanity befors the person so tickled is aware of their presence,
for the sensation is only realited some seconds, perhaps
minutes, after being actually crawled over. Naturalists say the
miruto hairs or tentacles on the feet aci as an irmtant poison
to the skin, with an itching unbearable, followed by terrible

ain. ;

This was to be Dalton’s punishment.

Sailaban, waving the box ab>ut above his head, muttered
something wholly unintelligible; and then, with great pretence
of ceremony, began unscrewing the lid; but before that slight
effort had succeeded, the two lamps neavest the ourtain sud-
denly went out.

Saikaban stopped the finger and thumb operation with the
box, and demanded Jedd San to relight the lamps.

The wily Mohammedan at once left the temple for his torch—
wb least that is what Saikaban and the others thought he had
gone for; but San, immediately upon reaching the steps, turned
in the direction of the tree with the back door.

Jedd San kept the company waiting some time, and Saila-
ban, bscoming impatient, decided to conmtinue the ceremony

. without the two lamps’ assistance.

The olfactory nerves of Orientals generally are mnot (for-
tunately for them) ulira-sensitive, but the diabolical odour that
gradually enveloped that temple just when the priest decided to
g0 on with the ceremony was too much even for them.
Bundry coughs and sneezes, with intermittent noises of marked
peculiarity, interrupted Saikaban, nor did he enjoy immunity
from the effedls of the nauseous smell. He opened his mouth,
no doubt to give some order for the abatement of the nuisance,
but so much foul gas and smoke entered the cavity that the
order never came, but in its place a gasp and splutter, the
latter dying on the priest’s lips as they closed with a snap,
partly, no doubt, to prevent the further inroads of the smoke
end smell, but principally through absolute fright.

The curtain dividing off the sacred portion of the templo had
been divided, and there, before the eyes of all, save, perhaps,
these of Dalton, was seen a fiendish little snake of fire, twirling
and writhing in a cloud of dense smoke. All saw it was fire,
and all saw it was in the shape of a snake, and all believed
¥ was animate. But tho fear of Saikaban soon reached the
point of frenzy when, from behind this curling, twisting snake,
be plainly saw Bhennja Khan alive, and moving about near
snother fiery snake.

Tho eyes of the awed Burmese were riveted on the scene be-
hind the curtain, else they might have seen the terror depicted
on Saikaban’s face. His colour changed to a dirty green tinge,
possibly receiving a little assistance from the weird light of the
temple, but his trembling body magnified the effect.

Hall had calculated upon a general flight so soon as the
superstitious men beheld the snakes and Jedd San disguised as
the late high priest; but his experiment had acted too well,
and instead of a stampede, one and all stood spellbound. This
in no wise suited Lieutenant
Bertram Hall, so as an extra in-
ducement for Saikaban and his
followers to make their exit, the
dragoon entertained them to a
yell of profound volume, at the
same time extinguishing the two
gunpowder snakes. The com-

ined effect was startling in its
thoroughness. In less than a
minute the temple was empty,
excepting the two Inglishmen
and Jedd San, and the prisoner
on the rude altar.

A few words, and fewer strokes
of a knife, convinced Dalton
that he was free—stiff and sore
certainly, but free once more.
He would bave said much in
thanks and praise; but Jedd San
interfered with the trite sugges-
tion that they had better make
good their escape at once. An
tmmediate move was therefore 2N,
made in the direction of the §& #=
hiding - place where  Dalton’s
daughter had been left. For-
funately no one mentioned the
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fact to him, else in hig condition the shock of not finding her
might have unhinged his mind, for certain it was not a sign
of Daisy could be found. They searched with unremitting care
every likely and unlikely place, but failed to find the least trace
of her. She had vanished as completely and mysteriously as if
spirited away.

Rage was on every face but Jedd San’s. The old fakir looked
supernaturally solemn, and persistently wagged his head from
side to side, but no feeling was visible. He secemed stunned
and unable to think. He adored his little white queen, and was
convinced that some harm had befallen her, for only Saikaban
could possibly know that passage, and Jedd doubted whether
the priest was really aware of it, hence her disappearance was a
complete mystery.

Disobedience always brings retribution in its wake. Miss
Daisy Dalton objected strongly to being left in an underground
passage while her friends were, as she thought, having great
fun scaring the niggers. So she just waited sufficiently long to
allay suspicion, and then cautiously felt her way back to the
temple, where, more by luck than management, she contrived to
open the door, and secreted herself in a corner of the inner
temple, from whence she had a clear, uninterrupted view of the
proceedings. She forgot, however, that to open the door from
the limited passage was one thing, but finding that same door
from.the temple side was quite another, and while her friends
were anxiously puzzling their brains about her, she was wander-
ing round and round the temple.

Robert Dalton, who it must be remembered had no notion as
to the identity of the lost maiden, argued that the lives of four
men should not be sacrificed for one girl—especially as he had
heard that great care and attention had been shown her. To
such a proposition Jedd San waxed wroth, and glared with no
feigned malignity upon the Geth; but Armstrong and Hall
felt pity towards the man. They could understand his anxiety
to get away, to be free aftec so many years’ captivity, and they
therefore made allowances; but withal the deepest pity was for
the man’s hereafter when he learned that the missing girl was
none other than his daughter. Armstrong put an end to all
ideas of flight by stating in a calm, matter-of-fact-way that he
and Hall had determined upon her rescue, and nothine had
happened to change their intentions. As soon as Dalton heard
that he showed—and to the great satisfaction of all three
listeners—that the sense and power of chivalry had not been
flogged out of him, for he turned tc Armstrong, and, ®peaking
under strong emotion, said:

Hall watched each little streak of
flame as it _shot along, and wondered
how long it would be ere the whole
was alight.
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“ Gentlemen, don’t think me a brute—nay,
worse, something without feeling altogether.
That I am impatient to get away from this
fiendish spot you may very well imagine; but as
you have decided upon this girl’s rescue, and as
she appears to be nothing to you beyond claiming
the same country for birth, I'm with you. You
saved my life, saved me from torture, and I'm
one with you in any game that is going. Just
you tell me or show me what the scheme is, and
allot me the riskiest bit in it, and see if—"

His sentence was never finished, for a wild
scream. from the temple interrupted him.

‘“She’s there!” exclaimed Hall. But as he
spoke all four moved with quiet but rapid strides
towards the secret door. Jedd Sam opened it,
and stayed whilgt the others silently entered. All
seemed still and quiet within, and they began
to doubt whether the scream had really come
from the temple, when Dalton suddenly sprang
towards the curtain,‘uttering a hoarse roar that
might have emanated from some wild beast. The
movement gave direction for the others to look,
and they saw Saikaban carrying off Daisy, bound
and gagged. Dalton must have recognised his
daughter, for no man could raise such an amount
of frenzy for a stranger. With two leaps or
bounds he reached the priest, who immediately
dropped his helpless burden, and stood ready with
en ugly-looking tulwar. A smart, upward move-
ment of the bright weapon smote Dalton a_ter-
rible wound; but it had no more effect than a
pin scratch, for he grasped the priest by the waist,
and swung him round and round his head, smash-
ing him into an unrecognisable heap upon the
narrow steps that acted as a dividing line between

~ the public part of the temple and the inmer or
sacred portion.

“I say, Jack, if we don’t clear out from this
locality soon, there will be a very high premium
on priests,”’ remarked Hall, who of course saw
gomething comio even in a tragedy like this.

Armstrong deigned no wveply. He didn't ap-
pear to know that Hall had even spoken, so
absorbed was he in the sudden, the impulsive
action of Dalton.

CHAPTER VIIIL
LOST IN A BURMESE TEMPLE.

While Jedd San released Daisy from the bonds and gag, the
two_soldiers examined Dalton, who showed no signs of life,
having literally collapsed after killing Saikaban. The wound
the priest had inflicted was a terrible one, and it required no
medical knowledge to see that the end was only a matter of a
few minutes.

It seemed hard and inhuman to leave their fellow-country-
man to die in a Burmese temple, but what could they do? No
effort of theirs could restore him to life, and as to burying him
that was pure sentiment. It was therefore decided to make all
haste away. So the three men, with Daisy under the immediate
care of Jedd San, once more traversed the damp passage which
led from the secret door in the temple.

All this tims the natives were collected in little groups dis-
cussing the awful vision they had. €een, and wondering whether
the Bhennja Khan they had so plainly beheld was Bhennja of
the flesh, or of the spirit. Of course, with an ultra-superstitious
people, the latter theory had the greater number of supporters,
Lence the all-important question remained what reason could
be ascribed for Bhennja’s visit? Some argued that it augured
swell for Saikaban, others, on the contrary, contended that it
was a distinct caution to Saikaban to beware. They were un-
aware of the priest’s surreptitious visit to the inner temple.

In the midst of the discussion there came Daisy’s scream,
followed soon after by the shout of rage from her father. Had
it been daytime, of course an immediate inspection would have
been made to see into the cause of the two cries; but it was
night, and your Oriental has a peculiar fear of darkness at any
time; but when spooks are about—iwell, they discreetly keep
indoors, or if travel they must, do their best to collect as big a
crowd as possible. The suspense waiting for further cries that
never came, and the absence of Saikaban, for they kmew he
had gone towards the temple, got simply unbearable, so be-
tween forty and fifty men decided upon a tour of inspection.

The discovery of the dead body of Dalton, and the mutilated
Saikaban sent a thrill of awe through the dusky warriors. How
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He grasped the priest by
the waist, and swung him
round and round his head.

Dalton had got loose never occurred to them, nor did they
trouble to think about it. All they were interested in was to
find out whether the rebel had killed the priest, or if Saikaban’e
death was due to the weird appearance of Bhennja Khan. As
our detectives would say, there was little to work upon to form
a motive or to give a clue, hence a burning desire came over
each man to enter the sacred portion—mot out of mere idle
curiosity, but from a genuine desire to fathom the mystery, or
rather, the sequence of mysteries.

The punishment for transgressing in that direction they knew
was death by torture; but they argued that under such extra-
ordinary circumstances some excuse might be made—yet no one
would volunteer to risk it.

The end of all the arguments and palavering was that all
should cross the threshold, and thus be equally guilty. With
the aid of lamps and torches, an inspection of the inner temple
was therefore made. A sudden ory from one of the ssarchers
attracted all in his direction. He pointed out what were
evidently finger-marks, and had been covered, or at least
smeared, with blood. From their position it was evident to a
close observer that the remainder of the hand must have been
inside the wall, hence there were positive signs of the existencs
of a door, which they were not long in discovering. Then, and
only then, it flashed across the minds of some of these men
that the two Englishmen and the white girl were missing, and
drew attention to the fact that nothing had
been seen of Jedd San since his departure from the temple in
quest of a torch. It gradually dawned upon these men, then,
that they had been made the vietims of trickery, and during the
scare that succeeded the prisoners had escaped, and Saikaban,
suspecting the game, had returned to the temple just in time

1o see the prisoners making off, had killed Dalton, but the
¢ others had overpowered him, and left him as he still lay, an
~inanimate mass of flesh.

Hall’s gunpowder snakes were forgotten, and in place of the
frenzy of fear that had unmanned them so short a time pre-
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wiously, these men entered the passage, calm and determined.

had no light, and none had ever been in or knew this
e before; hence their movements were made with great
n, and their advance was slow.

Step by step they crept on, not a sound issuing from them
until quite two hundred yards had been traversed. Then the
contingent who were acting as pioneers or advance guards
stopped, for they plainly heard the sound of voices ahead. This
information was quietly given to the main body, and with still
greater stealth these forty odd revenge-thirsting fanatics gradu-
ally approached to within a dozen yards of their unsuspecting
enemies.

Jedd San and Daisy were in the van, Armstrong and Hall
being a couple of yards behind, keeping close in order to watch
-the direction taken, as San’s torch declined to burn properly.
San at last stopped, causing a slight collision as the two heavy
Dragoons bumped against him, and indicated by raising Hall’s
left arm that a sudden turn to the left was the course. Why
none of them spoke just then was due to Jedd informing them
that they were passing under the priest’s house, and silence was
adyisable, merely as a precautionary measure.

San led Daisy up several wide steps—steps that Hall and
Armstrong both stumbled over, not anticipating a rise. Just
as Hall was about to anathematise San for not warning them
of the steps, a wild rush was made by the men behind them,
who, unsuspecting the abrupt upward turn taken, sweplb past
with a wild cry—a cry that increased, and became one of baffled
rage as their efforts to capture the escaped prisoners so utterly
failed—their disappearance being beyond the ken of the savages.
Torches were soon produced, however, and they quickly found
the steps, and scrambled up them with marvellous rapidity.

Albout forty of these steps up, the two Englishmen stood
waiting, a vevolver in each hand. So eager were the nursuers
that they retarded each other’s progress, for as-the height in-
creased the steps became narrower, and these bloodthirsty
wretches got wedged. Into this wedge of humanity the leaden
contents of two revelvers poured, the light from the first shot,
slight as it was, sufficing for both men to take in the situation
and make the most of it.

A temporary panic ensued. Such deadly shooting was a
revelation to the Burmese. Those behind, however, clamoured
so0, and made such frantic efforts to pass those who hesitated,
another rush was made, men climbing over dead and wounded
comrades just as they would have trampled upon molehills.
They made the mistake this time of having a light behind
‘them, which gave ths defenders a better chance, and while
Hall picked off the leaders, Armstrong loaded the empitied
revolvers. Th's ‘was a good arrangement, for thovgh Arm-
strong could shoot fairly well, he was ncthing tc Hall, whose
revolver-firing was the admiration of every Tommy Atkins in
their regiment.

Againgt such terrific wdds what wonder that the badly
armed Burmese had soon had enough? Those who were able
quickly got beyond the raage of Hall’s death-dealing weapon,
whilst those only slightly wounded—and it must be admiited

they were fow—feigned death, so terrified were they at each

flash from above.

Finding that pursuit was at least for the present at an end,
the two men quickly began mounting the steps in order to
catch up with Jedd San ard Daisy. They naturally came to
the conclusien that the fakir wouald push on at all hazards to
get his little white queen to some place of safety, and as long
ag they only had thesc steps to mount the course was obvious.
Difficulties soon presented themselves, however, for they came
into what seemed a large cavern, and which direction to take
then was a question that baffled them.

In absolute darkness, neither possessing a single match, there
was but one course open to them. Armstrong walked a few
yards and fired, while Hall laid down and tried to gather some
idea of the cavern from ths quick flash of the explosion, but it
was useless. Armstrong then suggested a systematic search
by keeping to the wall and feeling their way; but, try as they
would, no boundary or wall could they find. It seemed as if
!;h% were seeking an end to space, so futile were their attempts.
Disheartened and disgusted, they sat down to quietly discuss

the situation.

“T wonder,” remarked Armstrong, “if it would be possible
to get a light by taking a cartridge to pieces?”’

“In what way, Jack? Do you mean to try and fire it by
the percussion powder?”’

“No; I thought we might possibly ignite the powder by
friction, and by placing the powder on a bit of paper I have
we might succeed.” :

“I don't think it would act. You see, even if we managed
to light the powder, the chances are that the paper would
only smoulder. Bub, taking everything as a success, have we
enough paper to make many spills with ?”’

A quick search followed, when it was evident that Hall's
caloulation was correct. They possessed about twelve squara
inches of paper between them. ‘
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Hall then proposed firing, and trusting to hearing the bullet
strike the opposite wall, but then they remembered the number
of echoes the other shot hal raised, and that scheme was re-
jected.

““ It ‘strikes me very forcibly, Bert,” Armstrong began, after
a silence of several minutes, “ that when we went groping about
for the wall, we travelled in circles, and, maybe, are only a few
yards from our original pesition.”

Tor answer, Armstrong felt a strong hend grip him by ths
arm—an undoubted signal for silence, and o be on the qui
vive.

They strained every nerve, and breathed inaudibly, so sus-
picious were they. By and by they could hear the sound, faint
in the extreme, but there, for all that, as if some soft asticle
were being slowly dragged along the ground.  Both men
silently rose, and, although unable to see one another, and no
signal passed between them, the same manceuvre was tried by
each. The right hand gripped a revolver, while the left was
moved about as an octopus uses its feelers. :

Standing back to back, they waited the closer approach of
this hidden enemy. Whether it was the continued pursuit, or
some strange, wild beast, of course they could only conjecture,
but the former idea prevailed in the minds of both men.

Waiting there in absolute darkness, uncertain of the foe that
was creeping so silently towards them, and retreat of any kind
cut off, no wonder their hearts beat rapidly, and their breathing
wai short and quick. L

The suspense was ended in a way never for a moment calou-
lated upon. Somehow the wrelches in pursuit had located the
spot where the two men stood, for they suddenly felt a strong
rope twine round and round their legs, the impetus being
given from one end of the rope having a weight attached,
sumilar in all respects to thé lariat used by the cowboys of
Mexico and Texas. Standing as they were back to back, the
lariat bound them together, and ere a hand could be lowered
to remove or attempt to unfasten the twining rope, they were
twitched from their feet, and lay struggling on the ground.
Immediately the cavern was lighted by innumcrable torches,
end a dozen Burmese made a savage rush at the fallen English-
men. 'They reckoned, however, cn success too prematurely.
Crippled as far as legs were concerned, they certainly were,
but their hands were free, and once more the army revolvers
were used with deadly effect. So accuvate was the shooting
that the natives made a discreet exodus towards the opening of
the cavern, but in their hurried flight a lighted torch was left
burning on the ground. To unravel the lariat took time,
although the utmost speed and exortions were used, the thought
of the torch dying out giving a wonderful incentive. Just as
the last circuit of the hide rope was disentangled from their legs,
the torch gave a flicker and the flame died away, leaving a
smoking, smouldering length of dried grasses. Hall, regardless
of the chances that he exposed himself, dashed across the inter-
vening few yards, and scon had the dying torch in his hands,
and was coaxing it with sundry waves in the air, and by gently
transforming his lips and breathing apparatus into a bellows.
Armstrong stood by his side ready to fire should an inquisitive
head protrude again into the cavern, but all was quiet, and
Hall soon had the torch going again, the first sign of flame
being welcomed by a feeble cheer.

Even with the torch it was a matber of great difficulty to
keep in any direction, as the cavern was literally honeycombed
with smaller ones teading from it. Through each one of these
the two men went, working quickly but systematically. In
the ““five hundredth,”’ Hall said—in the ninth, as a matter of
fact—there was a small hole just wide encugh to permit a man
to crawl in. That no stone should be left- unturned, so to
speak, Armstrong stooped down, and wriggled some way up
this miniature tunnel. To Hall’s astonishment, Armstrong
called out to him to follow, as there was daylight ahead; and,
sure enough, in less than ten mintes, the two dragoons were
once more breathing fresh air in the open. There was a lid
or rude covering at the exit moaith, which Jedd had evi-
dently kept open purposely, but which was now carefully re-
placed in such a manner that further pursuit from the under-
ground passages was beyoad possibility. The next thing was
fto look about them amd see whereabouts they were. It was
loose ground, with plenty of undergrowth, but where, they
couldn’t tell. For one thing, it was only just daylight, and a
heavy mist obecured everything at a distance. ;

‘“The best thing we can do now, Jack, is to rest a bit, and
when we are able #o reconnoitre, look after some grub; I'm
simply famished. How do you feel in the Army Servico
Corps Deparbment ?”’

“1 am quite of your opinion; and, by the way, we must be
sparing of ammunition; I've only ten shots left.”

(13

And I six,” replied Hall, with more solemnity than

-usually came from that irropressible young man.

A convenient shelter offering, some comfort was found, and
the two slept.
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CHAPTER IX.
AFLOAT ON A RAFT.

They had three hours’ good sleep before being rudely awak-
enod by the downpour of rain that was soaking them. The
two sat up and gazed upon the misty atmosphere that en-
shrouded them. Everything was enveloped in heavy, curling
waves of low-lying clouds.

“If we only knew where we were, or where o go, this rain
would be our salvation. But which way do you think we
ought to try?”’

“T'm blessed if T know!” replied Hall; and from the tone
it was evident he didn’t very much care. “ What I am par-
tioularly anxious asbout is where our dinner of yesterday and
breskfagt of to-day is to come from, for I tell you, Jack, I feel
just on the turning-point of becoming a cannibal.”

Armstrong laughed, for just above Hall’s head, and nearly
touching him, was a great bunch of ripe bananas. Hall, fol-
lowing his comrade’s set stare, beheld the luscious fruit, and
was soon—and, indeed, so was Armstrong—busy peeling and
eating what they unanimously decided was the best thing they
had ever introduced to their teeth.

Having demolished a goodly number of bananas, they sat
down to talk over the situation. As this rain was likely to
continue for several weeks, their chances of coming upon Jedd

Szn and Daisy were extremely remdte; and that point being
p =1

setitled, the only matter of impontance left was to decide upon
‘the course to be taken.

After a lengthy discussion, Armstrong wound up the debatre.

“I don’t think it is worth the risk, Bert, to try and get
back to camp; and if we were successful, the chances are
those beggars we left in charge have made their way to Ava.
So I faney our best thing to do is to try and find the river, and
iconstruet some sort of raft and float down. The rainy season
has now commenced in real earnest, and the current will neces-
sarily becorme stronger every hour.”

“Right you are, Jack; but I suggest we stow some fruit
ehoard in case of accident, and, of course, they’'re beiter than
nothing, but I can’t say bananas are very filling to a hungry
man.”

A few minutes later they set off in search of the river, each
man carrying a big bunch of bananas.

The bad luek that had attended these two now seemed in-
clined to reverse the order of things and let them enjoy a taste
of the other side. They soon found the river, and to their joy
found keveral trees that had been felled by the natives for boat-
building. Three of these cork trees they bound together with
a creeper something like our bindweed, only much thicker and
gtronger, and after three hours’ hard work they managed to
push this roughly improvised raft into the river. Two dree-
boughs suitable for oars were found, and with their banarag
the two men got aboard and pushed off into the centre of the
stream. From the banks the river did not appear to be moving
at any great rate, but this they soon found was incorrect, as
itheir craflt shot along so rapidly it took them all their time to
keep their course, the raft having a marked preference to sail-
ing sideways and for making for the banks.

They took it in turns at the stesring arrangement, and Hall,
during one of his spells, nearly caused a complete shipwreck by
shooting the raft straight into an abutting piece of ground
that, fortunately for them, was soft.

Armstrong, who was lying down, and was possibly snoring,
despite the flact that he was lying in water (between two of
the trees), and that the rain was still pouring down, was nearly
shot overboard by the sudden impact.

“What on earth are you doing, Bert?’ he asked roughly, as
he took in the situation.

For reply, Hall pointed ashore, and grinned with evident
sabisfaction at his astuteness. -

‘“ Bread-fruit and cocoamuts, my dear chap,” he informed
the astonished Jack. ‘ And such a free restaurant may not be
marked on our chart again.  Saying which he leaped ashore,
and began collecting supplies for their commissaviat.

Once more they started, but Armstrong sat }

had been thoroughly awakened, and was not satisfied but what
Hall might perform a similar feat again, should anything
ymiphing cateh his quick eye.
For several hours they sped aloag with nothing to supply
the commonest interest, except that both were on the alert
listening for cataracts. It was imp le to ses beyond fifty
yards, and as they were travelling quite twelve miles an hour,
they knew that with their clumsy steering-gear it would require
all their best efforts to aveid anything like a rapid.

A sudden bend in the river, however, provided much food
for contemplation, as it presented to their view some hundreds
of men busy dragging up boats, preparing, no doubt, for the
coming flood.

The current of the river, as luck would have it, carried the
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paft on the side neares to the men, and their look of aetonishe
ment, when they in turn beheld the smull log ¢ and ite
two occupants, was too much for Hall, of eourze, and he
laughed outright. 7

“By George, Jack, wouldu't it be fine if we could appropri-
ate one of those large boats?” he asked of Armstrong. 3

‘‘Bottter get past that crowd 93 soon as we con, Berbt; this
ehip is all right so far, and we might go farther and fare worse.”

“ Oh, yes; but just lock at that one nearest the water.”

“Yes, I am. They are going to launch it and tay to im-
tercept us.”’

Thet was evidently the intention of those vn the banks; but
the little log raft was travelling much faster than they caleu-
lated, and before the boat and its complement of ten men were
under way, the raft was past them. ’

Now started a race, for the boat had commenced the pursuit,
and although a stern chase is supposed to be a long one under
ordinary circumstances, it is not so when the chased craft is
merely drifting and the pursuer propelled by eight long oars,

So confident were their pursuers of capturing the raft and its
occupants, that they took absolutely no precautions, and jusb
rowed on. They got within twenty yards of the rafi; when
Hall, who had given over the ‘‘wheel” to Armstrong, took
deliberate aim at the boat. A yell of rage and defiance was the
result, and impelled with fierce energy the boat got alonpside,
and several yellow hands grasmed the log. g
gain sufficient grasp of the raft to enable him to spring aboard,
Hall sent his steering oar clean through the bottom of the bark
canoe, which split up and filed with water at once. For-
tunately those men were at home in the water, and wero able
to swim ashore, and, to the joy of Hall and Armstrong, the raff
was once more free, and speeding along as merrily as ever.

One mistake they made, however. They whistled before they
wers out of the wood, as the saying has it, for another and
larger canoe had by this time been launched, and was coming
at a great pace; but neither Jack nor Bert noticed it.

CHAPTER X,
SENTENCED TO BE BURNT—CONCLUSICGN.

What with mist and lowering elouds, and the rapid approach
of darkness, it was impossible to see far either ahead or astern,
aad the log raft was swept along by the ever-increasing current,
its ocoupants totally ignorant that further pursuit was being
made. Thers was no twilight, hence they decided to run
ashore and shelter somewhere for the night, a thick cluster of
dwarf palms offering the best protection from the heavy rain.
Under this meagre shelter they sat and listened 'to the continu-
ous patter of the rain-drops and the wash of the river as it
swept past them. ;

Neither spoke. There zeemed a mutual depression on each
man, and finally both dropped off to sleen. thoroughly wern out.

Their awakening was rude in the extreme. Rough, powerful
hands gripped them as in a vice. Bound hand and foot they
were conveyed to the river, and placed in the sternsheets of the
canoe, and silently the crew got in, and 'began rowing against
the stream. All night the canoe was swifily borne along, the
silence of the rowers and the cthers on board making the scene
weird and unnatural. ) ;

So eompletely had the Inglishmen been taken by surprise no
resistance whatever had been made; but now they were be-
ginning %o understand the situation a bit better, and a whis-
pered conversation was held. :

The first streaks of dawn appeared ere the canoe in which
our heroes were prisoners was run ashore. A howling mob
greeted 4hem, and as the two captives were led to a dirty hut,
‘the crowd feasted their eyes on the unusual sight. 'The mud
hut was damp and filthy; but as some of ‘their bonds were
loogened it was an agreeable change from the cramped 5
they ‘nad suffered in the cance. For more than an ho:
were left alone. ! 2

“T wonder what is to be the end of this business, old chap?’
Hall adked his comrade.

“T don’t know. Torture of some kind, no doubt, and then
an agreeable addition to their larder.” -

“The fiends have taken away our arms, or we might have &
chance ; still, buck up, we’ll die game, or my- %

“Hush, there is someone coming!”

An elderly man, evidently a chief, approached the hut, ac-

companied by several men who carried food 1 dr Both
were acceptable, especially the latter. After they eaten
what they wanted, the old chief tried to convey s ung to

them; but neither could imagine the drift of the ol £
signs, and he finally left them, muttering something as he
retired.

Both Armmstrong and Hall felt refreshed, and no doubt that
accounted for their taking a ‘better view of things; but both
would have felt more satisfied had they really known what their
fate was to be. In this suspense they were kept nearly a week,
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well fed, and attended to in every way; still they were nover
permitted to go boyond the entrance of the hut.

On the meiming of the sixth day they were led out of the
but to a distance of about three hundred yards—to an open
space fronting mi n‘cle of rude huts, but bebter looking ones
than that in wi g and his companion had been in-
sarceratsd. If the kept in ignorance of their fate

t now ruunly achamicd of it.

: ircle were two large qtakeb driven
und, and standing by each were several natives
anged ropes of grass. Hall was stepped at the
LbulL“U taken to the other, which was distant
3. A very few minutes sufficed to bind the
1 v, and then a terrible long wait came. Each
minute the rays of the sun shone bxug hter, “and the heat became
unbearable. Hall was xnerely a limp mass bound to the staks,
but the sound of approaching tomtoms and a general din of
human and other noises roused him.

A great procession slowly came into view.
some swht The firs$ thirty men wore diabolical head-dresses of

imaginary snimals. Then came a troop ot men and women,
painted and daubed all over with all the colours of the spe\,trt.m,
and finally the cld mz» who had visited the prisoners. A wild,
discordant chant was h_swled, and then the men with the f'mcy
headgear spread faggots and woed around the two stakes. When
this was satisfactorily dons, a lighted torch was given fo the
old man, and he approacued waving the flaming torch amidst
a great beating of tomtoms.

Above all the din, Hall heard Armstrong call out ‘ Good-
bye!” but his parched lips were incapable of moving, though he
struggled terribly to reply.

The first few straggling faggoels were ablaze—Hall watched
each little streak of flame as it shot aleng, and wondered how

drmly into =
with orudelv un
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It was a grue.

long it would take ere the whole mass was in flames—when a.

great commotion took place—some strangers had entered the
camp.

Armstrong heard a man speak in English, then fainted, Hall
was unconscious long before.

The sun was high in the heavens, and but for the freshening
breeze the heat would have been unbearable. It was bad
enough as it was. Under a roughly constructed canvas awning
Armstrong and Hall were laid upon rude cushioned beds, stiil
unconscious. By and by Hall ogex.ed his eyes, and closed them
again as quickly, so dazzling was the light. Again he made the
attempt, and this time with better success. He locked around
him, and to his bewildered senses seemed to have been
transported to fairyland, for he saw that he was aboard a yacht,
Ho tried to arcuse Armstrong, bub that gentleman withsticod
all the shaking and pushing, and lay inanimate. While Hall
was trying to bring his comrade Lound, a tall, sallow-com-
plexioned man, dressed in white duck cloth 1ing, with a red sash
worn Spanish fashion round his waist, came and stocod by the
tent and watched Hall.

“@Glad to see you are better, sir”’—he spoke to Hall.

“Yes, I'm better; but my friend isn’t. By the way, who
are you, and where are we?”’

“ Ah, that will take a little time to explain, friend; but you
had bsiter come with me, and T will provide you with more
appropriate clothing, and I dare say you are hungry. ~Ah,
your {riend i3 rou'ng up.

Although much mvs’nﬁ 'd at first as to his whereabouts, Arm-
strong gradually began to recollect things, and of a sudden re-
membered hearing someone gpeak in Engliah. Then began a
general thanksgiving to the captain, who listened, and smiled,
and expectorated, but made no remark.

“ Guess you don’t kinder catch ow to this bizniss.
you from death at the stake!”

“You did, indeed !”” they said.

“Wall, I hed to pay for ycur rele
Britishers as looked like military chauvs,
gtump handsome on this deal.”

‘“ Which we W 311 28

“Jest so. But T'll hev’ to get ] inte cooler water first.”

“ What do you mean?”’ asked H

“Wall, T'm in a good n.:w\ur tc d)y. so I'll jest tell yew.
I waz way down near Bassain, whep a nigger comes aboard and
tells me as two white men had robbed tbe temple of Ranapura
of all its valibles, ’end that you were gwine to be roasted. I
turced up jest In time, and bought you off.”

“Well.”

“Wall, I've got a mixed cargo aboard, most of which I've got
on terms of my own; but it wouhln t do for me to be caught
by a U-nited States cruiser—see?”

“Why? Are you a modern pirate?”

“Noj; I guess I am a very free trader, with other folks’ goods.’

“"“;at means you have got our gems with you?”’ Hall afiued

The Yankee skipper looked daggers.

“T don't mean to tell you anything more, but even if I had
those stones, what then?”

“They belong to us!”

I rescued

ase, and I, seeing two
thinkas to myself they’il
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“T suppose I would be held guilty of receiving stolen pro-
perty,”’ mused the captain, as if he had failed to hear the last
remark; ‘‘but that isn’ the point. I am making for Malacca.
If you want to get back to your dirty England, you will have
to pay for it!”

And you can hand over the ‘change’ from those g&s of
ours.”

**I don’t recognise you thers. I bought those stones and you
from some natives, and unless you dry up about it you will
get warmed up a bit when we reach our destination.”

““ Well, there i no use arguing, Bert!”’ exclaimed Armstrong.

“Now you're speaking sense,” approvingly remarked the
gkipper.

““There’s just the chance of our spotting a cruiser, Jack, or
more likely still of their spolting us.”

‘“ Good heavens, my lad, do you think I care for the old iron
tubs about here? Why, I can go two knots to their one in this
pretty breeze, and I have little cannon that would send any_of
your cruisers to the bottom. If it wasn't for the valuable
cargo 1 have aboard I should just like to meet one of your old
woman’s tubs. I'd rip holes in that dirty rag of a flag of hers!
No use, boys. Xeep cool. I've a fine six-shooter here made
in New York State, where they know how to make sich things.”

The man grinved and leered at the Englishmen, who re-
sented the boastful and insulting language.

“ Wall, what is it, Jake?’ to a negro who had popped his
woolly head inside the cabin.

“Thar am small gunboat on de wevver, making most offul
smoke, massa.”’

“T1l come and look at her, Jake.” To the Englishmen—
“Come on declk, gentlemen, and see the scant courtesy we free
Yankees offer your Union Jack!”

) With different feelings the three went up the companion-
adder.

It required artificial assistance to enable the little black speck
to be made out, and even then it was doubtful what the craft
really was. But of course the crew of the yacht had smarter
eyes for such things, despite the brag of their skipper.

“ Ah,”” mused the yacht’s captain, “I reckon I'm in too
great a hurry to weit for her! Sorry to disappeint you,
gents, but this breeze is worth some hundreds of dollars to this
child, so we’ll have to leave yonder panting biler to make
buttermilk of the sea.”

Half an hour passed, and the panting biler was nearer, so
much so that her hull could be clearly seen by the naked eye.

“Yonder tub seems to have got its second wind,” quietly
remarked Hall to the sliipper.

“Yes, she'll bust yet, if they shove her like that.”

Tt was evident that the captain didn’t at all like the way
that panti ng biler was diminishing the distance between them,
abthough he did his best to appear callous.

Another half hour went by, and the little black tub was
only a few miles astern.

“Hadn't you befter haul down your colours, capbain?”’
Armsirong asked.

“ Guess 3 you'd better put your tongue in irond, mister, unless
you want to go overboard. Hallo!”

A white puff of Jnoke and the scream of a small shot flying
overhead, caused the sudden exclamation.

“Now then, Jeff, just show these worn-out lubbers what

our little ¢ President’ can do.”

The small, obsolete cannon was run out, Jeff taking careful
aim (at a very small mark, too), and t‘len, with a cheer from
the y"ohbs crew, the ball travelled off, to reach about half
way The m‘)'rent the shot from the yacht was fired, the

1'\4 ting biler”’ seemed to positively fly through the water.
Nothing but a huge hill of sesthing foam could bs seen from
tthe yacht, and in less than ten minutes the lifttle craft swept
up to the yacht as if the latter were anchored, or had been

sailing to meet her.

All the tall talk evaporated from the skipper. As a matter
of faot, he had never scen a first-class torpedo-boat destroyer,
and hls astonishment and admiration quite bewildered him.
An ofﬁuer and three men boarded the yacht before the
skipper’s thinking apparatus recovered, and so great was the
shock to his pri de, he gave up his papers and the guns, end
told the officer they had two hunired slaves stowed awsay, as
meekly as a lamb, whereas he could have swept the men off
the deck and won easily, for the torpedc-catcher’s crew were
outnumbered ten to one.

Not much time or many words were wasted, and in less than
a quarter of an hour the yacht was tearing along in the wake
of the “panting biler” at a pace absolutely unknown hitherto.

Armstrong and Hall were on the tonpedo caitcher, bUh ly
engaged in recounting their exploits, and in tuin listening o
the officers’ yarns, panticularly as to the unpleasantness of a
ftorpedo-catcher in bad W@a»b}\er, but as they were bound for
the China station, they had mpe‘; of something better.

The night soon came, but as it was one of mavvnlﬁcent calm

There are some features in the “GIRLS’ BEST FRIEND” Wthh will be specxally
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and beauty, two of the officers and their newly-made friends
gab on deck smoking and still telling yarns. Suddenly there
was a sharp check given to the catcher, and followed by a
lunge sideways. Licutenant Wareing, who was in command,
tock in the situation at a glance, and ordered the tow-rope to
be instantly cut. It was promptly done, and just in time. The
captain of the yacht had scuttled her, no doubs making off n
his punt in good time. An hour was spent searching about;
but, failing to see anythin

ing, the course was altered, and first-
class torpedo-catcher “ Vivid” had her clean-cut bow pointed
towards the China Sea. :

Ticutenant Wareing and his brother officer wanted their
comrades to accompany them all the way, but this they
refused, preferring to take advantage of a passing homeward-
bound liner. 7 -

The officers were each presented with a valuable sapphire,
and a stone of lesser worth given to the men and stokers, and
with a thorough British cheer the lwo dragoons left the  pand-
ing biler ” and boarded the stately liner. :

Caloutta was reached in incredibly showt time. Such stories
had to be told and retold, that, as Captain Smithson remarked
one day at dinmer, ‘“ He wouldn’t be a,sﬁtpp-xshed if ha‘lf; the
passengers lefb at Caloutta intent upon a raid for the remainder
of the gems, if they did leave any.”

The passengers were all curious to kmow why Armstrong
entered the temple that evening, which was really and truly
the cauge of all their subsequent adventures; but for a long
o he declined to say, ner cculd Hall be persuaded to

JACK” LIBRARY. 13
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“Then you did get them?’ exclaimad an excited young lady.

“No, that was just it, there wasn't an idol in the temple;
and seeiy at old man crawling along suspiciously, we fol-
lowed, thinking he was up to vo good, and very likely meant
doing a bit of pilfering on his own.”

Diamond Harbour saved these heroes {rom aosolutely becom-
mb, as Hall, in his usual way, v weTre SOOI

ooon, where they hoped

char Just as they
e, an aged man, dressed in
way and salaamed.

made arrangements for g
to hear something of Jed
wero passing Grovernment
Hindoo costume, stood in their

It was Jedd San.

As soon as he was recognised
Daisy was, and upon his replying that she wa
nabive pant of the town, the passers-by thought
men had gone off it a bit.

What a meetmng that was! How Daisy clapped
with joy when she zaw her real princes, and what a
be told | 3

Daisy was left in charge of Colonel Maitland's wife (a cousin
of Armetrong’s) for some iime, until all arrangements could
be made, but when the time came for Hall and Armstrong to
return, they found Daisy quite a different young woman, and
one with a will of her own.

She would not leave Mis.

“Very well, Dalsy, we mu

both asked the old fakir where
> in the
twe tall

her hands
lot had to

and on any account.
go without you; but mind you

divelge the secret.

“Well, if you muss know, we were resting in camp one day,
& we listened to one of
ar servants recounting about the wonderful rubies in the
Tie said the eyes of one image were the
It sort of stuck, did that yarn,

sport had been good the day before, and

temple of Ranapura.
largest rubies in the world.

remembear now,

until Hall and I defermined to investigate.”

g, but who k

me day I shall come and claim my little
white queen,” laughed Hall.

“ And be my prince?’

“Yes, and more, b

It was said in j
There’s many a true word said in jesk.

s your king.”

ws it may come to pass

THE END.

How to Make

Working in tin is by no means the
difficult occupation that most boys
believe it to be. Iike everything else,

it is simplicity itself when you know how.
And to show you how is now my object.

One or two inexpensive tools are neces-
ary. First, a soldering outfit; secondly,
a pair of round-nosed pincers; and
thirdly, a pair of tinman’s shears, for
witich, however, a strong old pair of
scissors may be substituted.

The other implements that are neces-
sary are a few blocks, which we can
make for ounrselves, a straight - edge
ruler, which we probably already possess,
and a hammer and pair of ordinary
pliers.

Thus equipped we can proceed to take
our first lesson, which will be of the
simplest description—the construction of
a box.

When possible, it is advisable to make
both the sides and bottom from one
piece.

Tilustration No. 1 shows the ground
.plan of a box —or, rather, of a tin
tray, for it has no lid—measuring, we
will say, one foot square, with sides three
inchies high, For the purpose we will take
a piece of sheet-tin, and cut it into a
square measuring one foot seven inches
each way.

Now measure off balf an inch all
around the box, and draw the straight
lines A A A, drawing the lines
with the point of a bradawl, upon which
rather heavy pressure is brought to
bear, and, guiding the bradawl with the
straight-edged rule. Now, at a dis-
tance of 3in. from the lines just drawn,
draw the four ines B B B B.

Remove with the aid of the shears the
four square pieces at the corners, so that
the work now assumes the form shown
in Fig. 2. ;

A wooden bleek will now be required,
It should he of boxwood, or other hard,

well-seasoned wood, with a clean-cut,
sharp edge. Lay the tin upon this, so
that one of the lines A exactly coin-
cides with the edge of the block; then,
with alight hammer, tap upon the pro-
jecting half-inch of tin, distributing the
taps evenly along the whole line, until
the tin is gradually beaten down to the
shape of the block, or, in other words,
the projecting half-inch is at right angles
with the rest of thesheet.

Turn the sheet over, and place along
the bend a length of iron wire ; then lap
the edge right over until the wire is
enclosed. This is to form a smooth, even
edge to top of the box sides. The wire
may be left in or pulled out and made to
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perform the same duty for the other
three edges, which ave similiarly treated.
The tin must now be bent aleng the

lines B B B B, using the straight edge
of the block and the hammer as already
described for the purpose. When the
sides are bent to right angles, the edges
are soldered up, and the box is complete,
Care must be taken that the overlapped
edgzes at the top come ingide and nob
outside the box.

The lid is ¢ ted in an exastly
similar mannes orms, indeed, a re-
production of the first, except that the
sides are much shallower, lin. instead of
3in. being ample depth.

The hinges, which are cut out with the
shears, are shown in Iig. 3—A being the
hinge-plate in the flat, and B and C the

-

top and bottom, shaped up and joined
by a stout wire.
Fig. 4 shows a back view of the box
complete.
{Z'0 be continued next Friday.)
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PRINCIPAL CHARACTIERS.

Wity Wit WYNN ... Boy clown at Professor Romah’s
Temple of Matchless Mirth.

Prorrssor ROMAH .. Will Wynn’s employer.
Mgz, CoprLES wo  Ada Graham’s guardian.
JOE SWILLEY ... His servant.

Dan } Two burglars

NiEE glars.

Apa GraHAY Mr. Copples’s ward.

Ada Graham runs away from her guardian. Mr. Copples offers”

Dan £20 to murder Witty Will. Dan accepts. The night
following he sets out to do his deadly work. He is about to
stab Witty Will outside the caravan, when a man stops him.
Dan {urns upon him and stabs him. Then he runs away,
leaving the knife he used, which turns out to have originally
belonged to Will, beside the body. Will is arrested as the
_murderer.

Copples seeks out Sleuth Slymer, a villainous detective, whom
he employs to work up the case against Will.

Will is acquitted. Ada Graham joins Romah’s show.

. There was a supper-party thet night in the professor’s lodg-
ings in honour of Will's return. It was, indeed, a festive night.
The Human Serpent snd the Skeleton Masher—for the while
forgetting their rivalry—the Bearded Lady and the herculean
Bint wero present. It was at the commencement of the meal
that the 1 arvived, and the professor opened a letter
that was t in to L¥a. Across the envelope, printed in
large red letbers, were the words, “Spangler’'s World-Famed
Hippodircame

* Busin
husband pu

* ¥Ves,”
follows:

* My Deor Romah,—I hear you are bringing your show to
Nottingham for the Goose Fair, where I am at present running
my circus. The fame of your bey-clown is spreading. If terms
were agreed upon, could you see your way to loan him to
appear nightly in my ring for some twenty minutes. I do not
think it would interfere with your business. He would be able
to work both shows. T am preparsd to pay handsomely for the
accommodation, and, of course, ‘By kind permission of the
world renovned Professor Romah, whose Marvellous Temple
of Matchless Mirth is nightly aitracting wwousands,” would ap-
pear in large type in our bills. The reason I am anxious to geb
the lad is because Joe Grix, the giant clown, the greatest clown
on earth, would afford a striking contrast to Witty Will Wynn,
the boy-clown. The two would prove a great draw. Let me
have an immediate answer.—Yours sincerely,

“Lorp THEODORE SPANGLER.”

Spangler, let it be said, was not a peer of the realm. Lord
was a Christian name. But it locked well on the bills, and
impressed the muliitude. Amonest his own folk he was more
commonly spoken of as Diamond Spangler.

“Yes,” said Professor Romah to himself, ‘“that secems all
right, if we can come to terms. Then, aloud to the assembled
oompany: “ On this occasion, it is pleasure first, and business
afterwards.”” And he stuffed the letter in his pocket, and his
guests preceeded to eat and drink and make merry.

Whether it was the bowl of punch that brought the supper-

dearest ?” asked Madame Romah, as she saw her
o up his lips as he read the contents.
be answered. And revead the letter, that ran as
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party to an end, or the excitement, or the tobacco smoke, that
induced the Human Serpent on leaving the lodgings to burst
out into song, cannot be said. As for the Skeleton Masher, he
would have never arrived home at all but for the support of
the herculean Bint and Frances Amelia, who propped him up
on either side.

“I am overcome!” he gurgled, as they proceeded through the
slreets—“T am overcome! Good old Winny Wittle Will 1"’

We must, however, return for a whaile to Copples. Every-
thing had gone counter to his plans. His ward had escaped
him. Will Wynn had been acquitted. Gnawing his lips with
baffied fury, he had gone straight from the court to Sleuth
Slymer’s disreputable residence.

“Yes,” he muttered, ' the police will search for Dan Dugger,
but they will not find him!”—he gave a distorted grin that
showed his fang-like teeth. ““If only I cculd get that boy to
my house, he should go the same way as Dan. If he only
knew who he was, if only he knew the secret of his birth, it
would mesn ruin to me! But he must never know! Tl give
Slymer another chance. He has got brains, and so long as he
dcesn’t endanger his own neck he’ll not stick at trifles!”

Sleuth Slymer had not recovered from the treatment he had
reccived the day before. He was suffering from physical pain
as well as prostration, for Sharp had ultimately managed to get
hold of Lim, and bad made a decided immpression. Nor had he
recovered his temper. A jeering crowd had pursued him to
his very door,

When he opened the door to Mr. Copples, he was looking
more vicious and ferret-like than ever. .

“H’m!” snarled Copples, when they had entered the dingy
office, ‘““so this is the way you do business! One hundred
pcunds for expenses, and the boy is acquitted. I might just as
well have thrown the money in the gutter. If T want business
done in future I must go somewhers else, that’s evident!”

“T did my best, Mr. Copples!” he said cringingly—*T did
my best; but I was brutally treated! Tt was no fault of mine!
Lock here, Mr. Copples!”’—his ferrety eyes gleamed cun-
ningly—*‘ wouldn't it be better if we came to an understanding 7"’

“ What do you mean? Why dor’t you sit down, man, in-
stead of tramping un and down the room? You worry me!”’

o ing down,” said the private detective sadly, ““is an im-
lity after the bite that cur gave mel! Come, Mr.
Copples, you know well enough what I mean! You want Wiil
‘Wynn out of the way. Supposing there was a certain party
who would do it for you—what would it be worth?”

Copples began to twist and turn- uneasily in his chair.
Another raid on his moneybags seemed imminent.

“H'm! that depends. One thousand pounds, if it is done
successfully. But not a penny till then!—mnot a penny!”

“Oh, but!” whined Sleuth Slymer, “think of the pre-
Iiminary expenses. These things cost money, you know. The
party in question would have to follow the boy about; perbaps
weeks would pass before a favourable opportunity would occur.
There would be travelling expenses, and disguises, and all sorts
of things!”

¢ Oh, oh!” groaned Copples, ““you private detectives are ex-
tortionate robbers. Well, well, suppose we say three pounds a
week for expenses.”

“Make it five pounds, and I am your man

“No. Four pounds, and not a penny morel”

“Make it four-and-a-half, Mr. Copples!”

S No. & Four!”?

“Very well!” whined the detective, ““it’s not worth my
while; but to oblige such an esteemed client T'll do it for that!”’

The bargain concluded—an infamous bargain for an innocent
lad’s life—Copples questioned the detective as to his method of -
procedure.

“T shall disguise myself. I'm pretty smart at disguise, Mr,
Copples, and I shall follow the show from place to place, and
Wher& a safe opportunity occurs I shall take it! You under-
stand ?’

1
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“ Perfectly!”” croaked the miser—‘‘ perfectly!”

11 shall want a fortnight’s expenses in advance, of course,”
murmured Sleuth Slymer; ‘' that is business!”

“You shall have it to-morrow!” groaned Copples. ‘ Eight
golden sovereigns! Ah. I shall die a pauper!”

“Die a pauper,” said Sleuth Slymer, after the miser had
departed; ‘‘the old rat’s worth thousands! What's the game
with this boy? That’s what I've got to find out. He’s worth
£1,000 dead. Would he be worth more alive? That’s the
question. If he is, why then he lives! If not, why then—I
may as well earn that thou.”

Then Sleuth Slymer, leaving the office, went upstairs to a
room on the second floor. It might have been a secondhand
clothes shop. Dozens of different suits hung on pegs round the
walls. In one corner stood a dressing-table, with wig-boxes and
paints upon it.

“The Temple of Matchless Mirth,” he muttered, picking up
2 carroty wig from the table, ““goes from here to Nottingham
for the Goose Fair. It wouldn’t do for me to run a chance of
recognition. I always was clever at thimble-rigging, the three-
card trick, and other little fakes. That’s the game I'll pay ab
the Goose Fair. And I reckon it will be a clever fellow who
recognises Thimble-rigging Joe as Slewth Slymer, the detec-

tive 1’

CHAPTER XIII.

WILL WYNN MAKES AN ENEMY OF JOE GRIX, THE
GIANT CLOWN—“THIMBLE-RIGGING JOE” AP-
PEARS ON THE SCENE.

The Nottingham market-place—the largest uncovered market-
place in England—was one variegated mass of booths, shows,
tents, roundabouts, aerial flights, shooting-galleries, and stalls.
From early morning till early morning again nothing but
shouts, laughter, poppings and crackings, the beating of drums,
the blatant music of organs, the hoarse whistling of merry-go-
rounds, the roaring of lions, the trumpeting of elephants. All
‘t%vs lads and lassies of the great lace-town seemed to be gathered
there.

Among the hundred and one shows there, the most conspicu-
ous were Wombwell’'s Menagerie, Holloway’s Show, Spangler’s
Hippodrome, and last, but not least, Romah’s Temple of Match-
less Mirth and Moving Mystery.

Professor Romah had come to an agreement with Lord
Theodore Spangler, and it had been arranged that Witty Will
Wynn should do a twenty-minutes’ " turn’’ in Spangler’s circus
every evening.

When Will was told this he could scarcely restrain his delight.
He was an ambitious little fellow; but so far his talent had
been confined to the Temple of Matchless Mirth. He had
secrotly longed for more scope. To appear in a real circus
ring, to crack wheezes with an immaculate gentleman in even-
ing-dress and wearing diamonds, to say smart things about the
beautiful ladies who rode bareback and jumped through hoops—
this indeed was a step forward.

Will was a genuine little artist in his way, and, like all true
artists, he was very nervous. Would he succeed? He was to
appear in the ring almost immediately after Joe Grix, the giand
clown, a man of great bulk and reputation. Would he be able
to hold his own against him? He had flushed red with pride
and excitement when he had come across the following flaming
poster:

DO YOU WANT TO SEE SOME CLOWNING?
Then come to Spangler’s Hippodrome!

THE GIANT JOE GRIX, the Mountainous Mirth-Provoker !
THE LITTLE WILL WYNN, the Liliputian Rib-Tickler!
Witty Will Wynn, the only genuine Boy-Clown, will appear
nightlty a% 8.30, by special arrangement with the Renowned
Professor Romah, whose Temple of Matchless Mirth is nightly
attracting thousands!

Come and see the Long and the Short of Tt!—THE GIANT
JOE, THE LITTLE WYNN!

But there was one gentleman who was by no means pleased
with the arrangement, and that was Joe Grix himself. He had
been used to having 1t all his own way, and he was wroth at
the idea of having to share honours with “a brat of a boy.”
He had remonstrated with Spangler; but the latter had in-
formed him that if he did not like the arrangement he might
look out for an engagement elsewhere.

Joe Grix was over six feet in height, and was correspondingly
fat. His puffy face, with its turned-up nose and small eyes,
was comical to look at, and he had only to show himself in the
ving to get a laugh. In fact, some people said that he relied
on his appearance more than his wit.

* Aren’t I good enough by myself!” growled Grix as he sab
in his dressing-tent addressing Jim Butler, the famous “ Eng-
lish jockey’; ‘“and yet Spangler engages this brat. It makes
me sick. Who is he? What's he done? The ring ain’t meant
for kids. Well, I reckon I'll make him look ten times smaller
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than he really is before I've finished. T'll wipe the floor with
him. I've not been at this game for fifteen years without learn-
ing something. 1’1l show “em who’s the funniest!” §

And Grix, going up to the locking-glass, took up a stick of
red paint, reddened ms nose, painted a crescent on each of his®
cheeks, and a star on his forehead. ;

Grix was a comedian who looked upon a red nose as essential
to humour.

It had been a hard day for Will. From eleven o'clock in the
morning till eight in the evening, with barely a moment to
snatch some food, he had been clowning, tumb rattling off
wheezes on the platform of the Temple of Matchless Mirth.

At eight o'clock he left the platform, and, slipping into a
side-tent, washed his face, and changed his clothes, then hurried
out, and forced his way through the crowd towards Spangler's
Circus, where an entire change of costume awaited him.

His heart was threbbing with wild excitement. The moment
he had dreamed of was close at hand. He was about to appear
in a eircus-ring for the first time!

He did not notice the slouching figure that crept after him—
a man, with carroty hair, who, all day, had been hanging round
the Temple. 3

*“So he’s going to perform at the circus,”’ muttered the dis-
guised Sleuth Slymer, as he saw Will enter at the back of the
hugo tent. * Well, I'lk pay my tanner and see how he gets onl”

“Now, then, my lad,”” said Spangler, when Will entered,
“hurry into your clothes. Grix is on at present, and I wank
you to follow him. Meet him as ho comes off, crack a wheeze
with him, if you like, and then start on your own b 5=

The cirous was crammed to overflowing. Roar after roar had
greeted Grix’s jokes and rallies, and the giant clown was flattber-
ing himself that he had taken the wind out of the brat’s sailg.

Spangler had arranged that the two clowns should meet,
thinking that the contrast would afford amusement. And Grix
had determined, if possible, to ““score off ' the Witty One, and
make him look sm

)

11 before the vast audience.

The band had struck up a lively tune.

“Holloa, holloa, hollea!”

There was a Tush, o scamper, and the Witty One, as neat as
if he had come out of a band-box, sprang into the ri
turning a double somersault, landed on his feet er the very
rose of the giant clown. Thrusting his hands into his pockets,
he starsd comically up at the mountainous masg, and said:

“ Hallo, Big 'un!”

The audience screamed with laught
irresislibly hwmorous about Will’s ex

“ Hallo, Little 'un!”’ replied the Giant Grix.
mother know you'rs out?’

There was another loud laugh at this. ;

“Yes, sho gave me a penny to buy a plum-pudding with.
Are you for sale?”’

There was a yet lo
beneath his war b, 5

Undoubtedly Will’s reply was a trifle impertinent; but he
was in a nervous, bighly strung frame of mind, and the sneer
that had accompanied Grix’s question, “ Does your mother know
yow're out?’ had pricked his rather sensitive nature.

Now, when Joe Grix lost his temper, he i ably ceased
to be funny. His huge body quivering with » he stood for
o moment inarticulate, and glared savagely at Will.

“Tako care, little "un!” he spluttered at last, ‘‘that the
plum-pudding don’t roll on you and flatten you into a pan-
cake!”

And the giant made a sudden rush ab him. Will darted away
round the ring. THe audience, thinking it all part and parcel
of the performance, laughed more lustily than ever at the sight
of the little clown running away, and the giant clown lumbering
after him. : ;

Suddenly Will was seen to trip up in the sawdust, and Grix,
who was close upon him, and unable to stop himself, in his
turn tripped over Will and fell flat on his face. Will’s tumble
had been a feint. :

The audience were now swaying to and fro in their seats with

uder laugh, and Grix turned pale with rage

laughter. And when Will, quick as lightning, leapt to his
feet, and somersaulted once forwards and once backwards over

the still prostrate giant, their delight knew no bounds.

Bub there was one person in the audience who had an idea
that it was not all fun—8leuth Slymer, who, in his disguise,
was sitting in the sixpenny seats, and who had seen signs of rage
on Joe Grix’s painted face. He made a mental note. It
right be worth while to cultivate the clown’s endship.

““ Magnificent, Joe!” gaid Lord Theodore Spaungler, who,
gorgeous in evening-dress and diamonds, had been Jooking on
from the entrance; * that little bit of business has fairly
knocked ’em. Without a rehearsal, too! We must have it in
every night, Joe. It’s capital. That voung Wynn's a gem.
By Jove, he’s worth the money I'm paying for him!”

Grix fairly grinned with rage. Here was Spangler congratu-
lating him on what had been a complete humiliation, and
actually suggesting that it should be repeated nightly.

A NEW COMPETITION. SEE NEXT PAGE.
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“Yes,” went on Spangler, “you and the Little 'un work
splendidly together. ‘That fall of yours, Joe, was the most
matural thing I've seen for a long time!”

Without a word, and chewing the oud of bitternes, Guix
slunk away to his dressing-ters.

“The brat!” hs muttered; *‘T'll be even with him. ILittle
beast, drawing as much money, perhaps, as me who’ve been in
the business fifteen years, and know the ropes backwards. I'll
pay him out before I've finished. I'll clown him. Just let
him try the same game on to-morrow night, and I'll show him
a trick he don’t know!”

Left to himself in the ring, and during a short interval that

receded the entrance of the graceful equestrienne, Lucia

aldini, Will kept the audience in a continuous roar of laughter.

The equestrienne act of Mademoiselle Valdini was to be fol-
lowed by the vaulting over a number of horses from a spring-
board by certain members of the circus, héaded by Jim Butler,
who, later in the evening, was to give his famous irmpersonation
of the Hnglish jockey.

A spring/board was fised up at one end of the ring, and a
thick, soft mattress placed on the ground some distance from
it. Three strapping fellows, in flesh-coloured tights, headed by
Jim Butler, climbed on to the small platform at the far end of
the spring-board. Then, with a " Hi, hi! houp-la!’ ran along
the board one after another, turned somersaults into space,
and landed feet foremost on the mattress. Then two horses,
side by side, were placed between the mattress and the spring-
board, and over went the athletes again.

Gradually the number of horses between mattress and spring-
board were increased. At ten, two of the performers had
dropped out; at twelve, the third; and at last Jim Butler was
left alone. Every time Witty Will had run along the spring-
board last of all. Every time he had stopped short. Once he

“UNION JACK” LIBRARY.

Every Friday.

had almost frightened the spectators by slipping off, rolling on
to the back of the nearest horse, and then flopping on to the
ground. ; : :

Lord Theodore Spangler was beaming with satisfaction. The
lad, with his funny, merry little ways, had fairly “got hold”
of the audience. In fact, they were taking more interest in his
antics than in the others’ legitimate performance. :

Fourteen horses now stood between the end of the spring-
board and the mattress. ; :

There was a moment's pause. Spangler, in a prince-like, yob
suave manner, announced that the celebrated, world-renowned
artiste and Englishman, Jim Butler—loud cheers, and someons
shouted out: * Good old England, no furriners!”’—would now
perform the rather astounding and unparalleled feat of turning
a double-somersault over fourteen horses.

Jim Butler was a lithe, splendidly-proportioned man, all
muscle and sinew. He stood for a moment on the platform, and
poised himself on his toes; then raced along the board, jumped,
and landed on the very edge. The board gave him the neces-
sary spring, he shot forward into the air, twice gyrated round,
came down, feet foremost on the mattress, shot up again, and
alighted in the ring. Then he made his bow.

A thunder of applause greeted him. It had been well and
gracefully done.

The audience now settled back in their seats prepared to
laugh, for Witty Will had climbed up on to the platform.

““ Mr. Master Lord Spangler!” he cried, “if I do that will you
give me a five-pound note?”

“Two!” said the ring-master and proprietor magnificently,
with a wave of his be-diamonded hand, as if five-pound notes
and dirt were synonymous. He never dreamed for one moment
that Will would attempt the feat.

(Z'o be continued in newt Friday’s UNION JACK.)

No 200!
weeks old to-day. And thanks to the enthusiasm of its faithful
readers, the UNTON JACE, like the dear old flag from which it
takes ite name, is still going strong.

Just fanoy! that means that we are two hundred

From a young lady reader of the UNIoN JAcK T have received
this lstier:

“We like your paper very much. The tales are very good,
but ther competitions don’t give the working classes much
shanca. There are a lot of us who want to know if you will start
a stamp competition to see who can collect, the most stampa.
This i3 & competition that everyone can join in. Hoping that
you will be able to see your way to start one.”

I shall be curious to see whether any other readers of the
UNI0N JACK are of the same way of thinking. In the mean-
time, as I told you in last week's * Quarter-Deck,” there is a
grand prize competition in active preparation, and this is one
that will suit all classes, all ages, and both sexes. I have no
doubt many readers will feel curious as to the nature of this
wonderful competition which is going to please everybody, and
¥ I will just give a rough idea of what it will be like.

A number of pictures will be given, representing men of
differsnt nationalities, such as Scotch, Irish, German, Zulu, and
#0 on. All the competitor will have to do will be to write
under each picture the name of the country represented. This
will be an easy matter for readers of the UNION JACR, who have
seen 80 many nationalities depicted and described in the stirring
stories we have published.

A FIVE-POUND NOTE
will be the first prize, but there will be a large number of con-
#olation prizes, including watches, pencils, stamp-albums, &o.
‘We shall also give a special money prize for the neatest list sent
in by a young lady reader.

The competition will begin in the number affer next (that is,

The Editer’s Chat
with his Readers,

No. 202, published March 4th), and will run for five or siz
weeks.

This week’s novel, ‘Slaves of the Mine,” is by an author
new to the readers of the UNioN JAcg, but well-known to the
readers of other successful journals. Mr. C. England Cowan
has travelled extensively, and this Burmese story of his is based
upon a legend he met with while sojourning in Burmah. My
readers must tell me what they think of thiz latest addition to
the staff of the UNION JAOK.

Those who liked “ An Avenging Eye,” the story published
in No. 196 of the UNION Jack, will be glad to hear that I
have secured another very clever story by the same author,
Mr. H. 8. Warwick. This is entitled
“A MARKED MAN; OR, THE MYSTERIES OF A

GREAT CITY,”
and will appear in next Friday’s UnioN Jaox. Tt is a story
packed full of interest from beginning to end, and will, I am
sure, tend to entrance this coming writer’s reputation for good,
stirring fiction.

I had almost forgotten to tell you that on next Wednesday
appears the first number of the ‘‘Girl'’s Best Friend.” I have
seen an advance copy of No. 1, and I can assure all my friends
and readers of the UN10N JACK that this new girls’ journal ix
ooming to stay. It is quite the daintiest and most up-to-date
journal for girls I have ever seen. I don’t think it would be
fair of me to mention any of the numerous features, as of
course the Editor wants his journal to come as a surprise.
But I am sure from what I have seen that the journal will have
a welcome in hundreds and thousands of homes. So I hope
readers of the UN1oN Jaox will rally together in recommending
their sisters to buy No 1 of the “ Girlsy’ Best Friend.”
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