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THE GREEN FLAG

VWhen Jack Conolly, of the Irish Shotgun Brigade, the Rory of the Hills
Inner Circle, and the extrene left wing of the Land League, was
incontinently shot by Sergeant Mirdoch of the constabulary, in alittle
moonl i ght frolic near Kanturk, his tw n-brother Dennis joined the
British Army. The countryside had becone too hot for him and, as the
seventy-five shillings were wanti ng which m ght have carried himto
Anerica, he took the only way handy of getting hinmself out of the way.
Sel dom has Her Majesty had a less promising recruit, for his hot Celtic
bl ood seethed with hatred against Britain and all things British.

The sergeant, however, smiling conplacently over his 6 ft. of brawn and
his 44 in. chest, whisked himoff with a dozen other of the boys to the
depot at Fernmoy, whence in a few weeks they were sent on, with the
spade-wor k ki nks taken out of their backs, to the first battalion of the
Royal Mallows, at the top of the roster for foreign service

The Royal Mallows, at about that date, were as strange a | ot of nen as
ever were paid by a great enpire to fight its battles. It was the

dar kest hour of the | and struggle, when the one side cane out with

crow bar and battering-ram by day, and the other with mask and with
shot-gun by night. Men driven fromtheir homes and potato-patches found
their way even into the service of the Governnent, to which it seened to
themthat they owed their troubles, and now and then they did wild
things before they came. There were recruits in the Irish reginents who
woul d forget to answer to their own nanmes, so short had been their

acquai ntance with them O these the Royal Mallows had their ful

share; and, while they still retained their fame as being one of the
smartest corps in the army, no one knew better than their officers that
they were dry-rotted with treason and with bitter hatred of the flag
under which they served.

And the centre of all the disaffection was C Conpany, in which Dennis
Conol |y found hinself enrolled. They were Celts, Catholics, and nen of
the tenant class to a man; and their whole experience of the British
Gover nment had been an i nexorable | andl ord, and a constabul ary who
seenmed to themto be always on the side of the rent-collector. Dennis
was not the only noonlighter in the ranks, nor was he alone in having an
intolerable family blood-feud to harden his heart. Savagery had
begotten savagery in that veiled civil war. A landlord with an iron
nor t gage wei ghi ng down upon him had small bowels for his tenantry.



He did but take what the |law allowed, and yet, with nen |ike Ji mHol an
or Patrick McQire, or Peter Flynn, who had seen the roofs torn from
their cottages and their folk huddl ed anong their pitiable furniture
upon the roadside, it was ill to argue about abstract law. Wat matter
that in that long and bitter struggle there was many anot her outrage on
the part of the tenant, and many another grievance on the side of the

| andowner! A stricken man can only feel his own wound, and the rank and
file of the C Conpany of the Royal Mllows were sore and savage to the
soul. There were | ow whisperings in barrack-roonms and canteens,
stealthy meetings in public-house parlours, bandying of passwords from
mouth to nouth, and many ot her signs which made their officers right
gl ad when the order canme which sent themto foreign, and better still,
to active service

For Irish reginents have before now been disaffected, and have at a

di stance | ooked upon the foe as though he mght, in truth, be the
friend; but when they have been put face on to him and when their

of ficers have dashed to the front with a wave and hall oo, those rebe
hearts have softened and their gallant Celtic blood has boiled with the
mad Joy of the fight, until the slower Britons have marvelled that they
ever could have doubted the loyalty of their Irish conrades. So it
woul d be again, according to the officers, and so it would not be if
Dennis Conolly and a few others could have their way.

It was a March nmorning upon the eastern fringe of the Nubian desert.

The sun had not yet risen, but a tinge of pink flushed up as far as the
cloudl ess zenith, and the long strip of sea lay like a rosy ribbon
across the horizon. Fromthe coast inland stretched dreary sand-pl ains,
dotted over with thick clunps at mnobsa scrub and nottl ed patches of
thorny bush. No tree broke the nobnotony of that vast desert. The dull
dusty hue of the thickets, and the yellow glare of the sand, were the
only colours, save at one point, where, froma distance, it seemed that
a land-slip of snowwhite stones had shot itself across a |low foot-hill

But as the traveller approached he saw, with a thrill, that these were
no stones, but the bleaching bones of a slaughtered army. Wth its dul
tints, its gnarled, viprous bushes, its arid, barren soil, and this

death streak trailed across it, it was indeed a nightrmare country.

Sone eight or ten mles inland the rolling plain curved upwards with a

steeper slope until it ran into a line of red basaltic rock which
zigzagged fromnorth to south, heaping itself up at one point into a
fantastic knoll. On the summt of this there stood upon that March

norning three Arab chieftains--the Shei k Kadra of the Hadendowas, Moussa
Wad Abur hegel, who | ed the Berber dervishes, and Ham d WAd Hussei n, who
had come northward with his fighting men fromthe | and of the Baggaras.
They had all three just risen fromtheir praying-carpets, and were
peering out, with fierce, high-nosed faces thrust forwards, at the
stretch of country reveal ed by the spreadi ng dawn.

The red rimof the sun was pushing itself now above the distant sea, and
the whol e coast-line stood out brilliantly yellow against the rich deep
bl ue beyond. At one spot |lay a huddl e of white-walled houses, a nere
splotch in the distance; while four tiny cock-boats, which |lay beyond,
mar ked the position of three of Her Majesty's 10,000-ton troopers and
the admral's flagship. But it was not upon the distant town, nor upon
the great vessels, nor yet upon the sinister white litter which gl eaned
in the plain beneath them that the Arab chieftains gazed. Two mles



from where they stood, amid the sand-hills and the m npsa scrub, a great
paral | el ogram had been marked by pil ed-up bushes. Fromthe inside of
this dozens of tiny blue snoke-reeks curled up into the still norning
air; while there rose fromit a confused deep nmurmur, the voices of nen
and the gruntings of canels blended into the sane i nsect buzz.

"The unbelievers have cooked their nmorning food," said the Baggara

chief, shading his eyes with his tawny, sinewy hand. "Truly their sleep
has been scanty; for Hanmid and a hundred of his nen have fired upon them
since the rising of the noon."
"So it was with these others,"” answered the Shei k Kadra, pointing with
his sheathed sword towards the old battle-field. "They also had a day
of little water and a night of little rest, and the heart was gone out
of themere ever the sons of the Prophet had | ooked themin the eyes.
This bl ade drank deep that day, and will again before the sun has
travelled fromthe sea to the hill."

"And yet these are other men," remarked the Berber dervish. "Well, |
know that Allah has placed themin the clutch of our fingers, yet it may
be that they with the big hats will stand firmer than the cursed nen of

Egypt . "

"Pray Allah that it may be so," cried the fierce Baggara, with a flash
of his black eyes. "It was not to chase wonen that | brought 700 nen
fromthe river to the coast. See, ny brother, already they are formng
their array."”

A fanfare of bugle-calls burst fromthe distant canp. At the same tinme
t he bank of bushes at one side had been thrown or trampled down, and the
little army within began to nove slowy out on to the plain. Once clear
of the canp they halted, and the slant rays of the sun struck flashes
from bayonet and from gun-barrel as the ranks closed up until the big
pith helnmets joined into a single long white ribbon. Two streaks of
scarl et glowed on either side of the square, but el sewhere the fringe of
fighting-nmen was of the dull yellow khaki tint which hardly shows

agai nst the desert sand. |Inside their array was a dense nass of camels
and nul es bearing stores and anbul ance needs. Qutside a tw nkling clunp
of cavalry was drawn up on each flank, and in front a thin, scattered
line of nmounted infantry was already slowly advanci ng over the
bush-strewn plain, halting on every em nence, and peering warily round
as men nmight who have to pick their steps anpbng the bones of those who
have preceded them

The three chieftains still |ingered upon the knoll, |ooking down with
hungry eyes and conpressed |lips at the dark steel-tipped patch

"They are slower to start than the nmen of Egypt," the Sheik of the
Hadendowas growl ed in his beard.

"Slower also to go back, perchance, ny brother," nurnured the dervish.

"And yet they are not many--3,000 at the nobst."

“"And we 10,000, with the Prophet's grip upon our spear-hafts and his

wor ds upon our banner. See to their chieftain, how he rides upon the
right and | ooks up at us with the glass that sees fromafar! It nmay be
that he sees this also.” The Arab shook his sword at the small clunp of



horsemen who had spurred out fromthe square.

"Lo! he beckons,"” cried the dervish; "and see those others at the
corner, how they bend and heave. Ha! by the Prophet, | had thought it."
As he spoke, a little woolly puff of snoke spurted up at the corner of
the square, and a 7 Ib. shell burst with a hard netallic smack just over
their heads. The splinters knocked chips fromthe red rocks around

t hem

"Bismillah!" cried the Hadendowa; "if the gun can carry thus far, then
ours can answer to it. Ride to the left, Mussa, and tell Ben Ali to
cut the skin fromthe Egyptians if they cannot hit yonder nark.

And you, Hamid, to the right, and see that 3,000 nen lie close in the
wady that we have chosen. Let the others beat the drum and show t he
banner of the Prophet, for by the black stone their spears will have
drunk deep ere they | ook upon the stars again."

A long, straggling, boulder-strewn plateau lay on the sunmit of the red
hills, sloping very precipitously to the plain, save at one point, where
a winding gully curved downwards, its nouth choked wi th sand-nounds and
ol i ve-hued scrub. Along the edge of this position lay the Arab host--a
motl ey crew of shock-headed desert clansnen, fierce predatory slave

deal ers of the interior, and wild dervishes fromthe Upper N le, al

bl ent together by their common fearl essness and fanaticism Two races
were there, as wide as the poles apart--the thin-1ipped, straight-haired
Arab and the thick-1ipped, curly negro--yet the faith of |slam had bound
them cl oser than a blood tie. Squatting anmong the rocks, or |lying
thickly in the shadow, they peered out at the sl ow noving square beneath
them while wonen with water-skins and bags of dhoora fluttered from
group to group, calling out to each other those fighting texts fromthe
Koran which in the hour of battle are maddening as wine to the true
believer. A score of banners waved over the ragged, valiant crew, and
anong them upon desert horses and white Bi shareen canels, were the

Em rs and Shei ks who were to | ead them agai nst the infidels.

As the Sheik Kadra sprang into his saddle and drew his sword there was a
wi | d whoop and a clatter of waving spears, while the one-ended war-druns
burst into a dull crash like a wave upon shingle. For a nonent 10, 000
men were up on the rocks with brandished arns and | eaping figures; the
next they were under cover again, waiting sternly and silently for their
chieftain's orders. The square was less than half a nmile fromthe ridge
now, and shell after shell fromthe 7 Ib. guns were pitching over it.

A deep roar on the right, and then a second one showed that the Egyptian
Krupps were in action. Sheik Kadra's hawk eyes saw that the shells
burst far beyond the mark, and he spurred his horse along to where a
knot of mounted chiefs were gathered round the two guns, which were
served by their captured crews.

"How is this, Ben Ali?" he cried. "It was not thus that the dogs fired
when it was their own brothers in faith at whomthey ained!"

A chieftain reined his horse back, and thrust a bl ood-sneared sword into
its sheath. Beside himtwo Egyptian artillerynmen with their throats cut
were sobbing out their |ives upon the ground. "Wo lays the gun this

ti me?" asked the fierce chief, glaring at the frightened gunners.”

Here, thou bl ack-browed child of Shaitan, aim and aimfor thy life."



It may have been chance, or it may have been skill, but the third and
fourth shells burst over the square. Sheik Kadra smiled grimy and
gal | oped back to the Ieft, where his spearmen were stream ng down into
the gully. As he joined them a deep growing rose fromthe plain
beneath, like the snarling of a sullen wild beast, and a little knot of
tribesnen fell into a struggling heap, caught in the blast of |ead from
a Gardner. Their conrades pressed on over them and sprang down into
the ravine. Fromall along the crest burst the hard, sharp crackle of
Rem ngton fire.

The square had slowly advanced, rippling over the |low sandhills, and
halting every few mnutes to re-arrange its formation. Now, having nmade
sure that there was no force of the eneny in the scrub, it changed its
direction, and began to take a line parallel to the Arab position

It was too steep to assail fromthe front, and if they noved far enough
to the right the general hoped that he might turnit. On the top of
those ruddy hills lay a baronetcy for him and a few extra hundreds in
hi s pension, and he neant having them both that day. The Remington fire
was annoyi ng, and so were those two Krupp guns; already there were nore
cacolets full than he cared to see. But on the whole he thought it
better to hold his fire until he had nore to aimat than a few hundred
of fuzzy heads peeping over a razor-back ridge. He was a bul ky,
red-faced man, a fine whist-player, and a soldier who knew his work.

His men believed in him and he had good reason to believe in them for
he had excellent stuff under himthat day. Being an ardent chanpion of
the short-service system he took particular care to work with veteran
first battalions, and his little force was the conpressed essence of an
army corps.

The left front of the square was formed by four conpanies of the Roya
Wessex, and the right by four of the Royal Mallows. On either side the
ot her halves of the sane reginents marched in quarter colum of
conpani es. Behind them on the right was a battalion of Guards, and on
the left one of Marines, while the rear was closed in by a Rifle
battalion. Two Royal Artillery 7 |b. screw guns kept pace with the
square, and a dozen white-bloused sailors, under their blue-coated,
tight-waisted officers, trailed their Gardner in front, turning every
now and then to spit up at the draggl ed banners which waved over the
cragged ridge. Hussars and Lancers scouted in the scrub at each side,
and within noved the clunp of canels, wth hunorous eyes and
supercilious lips, their comc faces a contrast to the bl ood-stai ned nen
who already lay huddled in the cacolets on either side.

The square was now noving slowy on a line parallel with the rocks,

st oppi ng every few mnutes to pick up wounded, and to allow the
screw-guns and Gardner to make thenselves felt. The men | ooked serious,
for that spring on to the rocks of the Arab arny had given them a vague
glinpse of the nunber and ferocity of their foes; but their faces were
set like stone, for they knew to a man that they must win or they nust
die--and die, too, in a particularly unlovely fashion. But npst serious
of all was the general, for he had seen that which brought a flush to
his cheeks and a frown to his brow

"I say, Stephen," said he to his galloper, "those Mallows seema trifle
jumpy. The right flank conpany bul ged a bit when the niggers showed on
the hill."



"Youngest troops in the square, sir,
critically through his eye-gl ass.

mur mured the ai de, |ooking at them

"Tell Colonel Flanagan to see to it, Stephen,"” said the general; and the
gal | oper sped upon his way. The colonel, a fine old Celtic warrior, was
over at C Conmpany in an instant.

"How are the nmen, Captain Fol ey?"

"Never better, sir," answered the senior captain, in the spirit that
makes a Madras officer |ook nurder if you suggest recruiting his
regi ment fromthe Punjab

"Stiffen themup!" cried the colonel. As he rode away a col our-sergeant
seenmed to trip, and fell forward into a m nmosa bush. He nmade no effort
torise, but lay in a heap anong the thorns.

"Sergeant O Rooke's gone, sorr," cried a voice. "Never mnd, |ads,"
said Captain Foley. "He's died like a soldier, fighting for his Queen."

"Down with the Queen!" shouted a hoarse voice fromthe ranks.

But the roar of the Gardner and the typewriter-like clicking of the
hopper burst in at the tail of the words. Captain Foley heard them and
Subalterns Grice and Murphy heard them but there are tines when a deaf
ear is a gift fromthe gods.

"Steady, Mallows!" cried the captain, in a pause of the grunting
machi ne-gun. "W have the honour of Ireland to guard this day."

"And well we know how to guard it, captin!" cried the sane om nous
voice; and there was a buzz fromthe I ength of the conpany.

The captain and the two subs. came together behind the marching |ine.
"They seema bit out of hand," rmurmured the captain.
"Bedad," said the Galway boy, "they mean to scoot |ike redshanks."

"They nearly broke when the bl acks showed on the hill," said Gice.

"The first man that turns, nmy sword is through him" cried Foley, |oud
enough to be heard by five files on either side of him Then, in a

| ower voice, "It's a bitter drop to swallow, but it's my duty to report
what you think to the chief, and have a conpany of Jollies put behind
us." He turned away with the safety of the square upon his mnd, and

before he had reached his goal the square had ceased to exist.

In their march in front of what | ooked |ike a face of cliff, they had
cone opposite to the mouth of the gully, in which, screened by scrub and
boul ders, 3,000 chosen dervi shes, under Hanmid WAd Hussein, of the
Baggaras, were crouching. Tat, tat, tat, went the rifles of three
mounted i nfantrymen in front of the |eft shoul der of the square, and an
instant |later they wore spurring it for their lives, crouching over the
manes of their horses, and pelting over the sandhills with thirty or
forty galloping chieftains at their heels. Rocks and scrub and m npbsa
swarmed suddenly into life. Rushing black figures canme and went in the



gaps of the bushes. A how that drowned the shouts of the officers, a

| ong quavering yell, burst fromthe anmbuscade. Two rolling volleys from
t he Royal Wessex, one crash fromthe screwgun firing shrapnel, and then
before a second cartridge could be rammed in, a living, glistening black
wave, tipped with steel, had rolled over the gun, the Royal Wssex had
been dashed back anpbng the canmels, and 1,000 fanatics were hew ng and
hacking in the heart of what had been the square.

The canels and nmules in the centre, jamed nore and nore together as
their |eaders flinched fromthe rush of the tribesnmen, shut out the view
of the other three faces, who could only tell that the Arabs had got in
by the yells upon Allah, which rose ever nearer and nearer am d the

cl ouds of sand-dust, the struggling animls, and the dense nass of

swayi ng, cursing nen. Some of the Wessex fired back at the Arabs who
had passed them as excited Tomries will, and it is whispered anong
doctors that it was not always a Rem ngton bullet which was cut froma
wound that day. Sone rallied in little knots, stabbing furiously with
their bayonets at the rushing spearnen. Ohers turned at bay with their
backs agai nst the canels, and others round the general and his staff,
who, revolver in hand, had flung thenselves into the heart of it.

But the whol e square was sidling slowly away fromthe gorge, pushed back
by the pressure at the shattered corner

The officers and nen at the other faces were glancing nervously to the
rear, uncertain what was going on, and unable to take help to their
conrades without breaking the formation.

"By Jove, they've got through the Wessex!" cried Gice of the Mll ows.

"The divils have hurrooshed us, Ted," said his brother subaltern
cocking his revol ver.

The ranks were breaking, and crowding towards Private Conolly, al

tal king together as the officers peered back through the veil of dust.
The sailors had run their Gardner out, and she was squirting death out
of her five barrels into the flank of the rushing stream of savages.

"Ch, this bloody gun!" shouted a voice. "She's jamed again."

The fierce metallic grunting had ceased, and her crew were straining and
haul i ng at the breech

"This dammed vertical feed!" cried an officer

"The spanner, WIlson!--the spanner! Stand to your cutlasses, boys, or
they're into us." His voice rose into a shriek as he ended, for a
shovel - headed spear had been buried in his chest. A second wave of

dervi shes | apped over the hillocks, and burst upon the machi ne-gun and
the right front of the line. The sailors were overborne in an instant,
but the Mallows, with their fighting blood aflane, net the yell of the
Moslemwith an even wilder, fiercer cry, and dropped two hundred of them
with a single point-blank volley. The howing, |eaping crew swerved
away to the right, and dashed on into the gap which had al ready been
made for them

But C Company had drawn no trigger to stop that fiery rush. The nen

| eaned noodily upon their Martinis. Some had even thrown them upon the
ground. Conolly was talking fiercely to those about him Captain

Fol ey, thrusting his way through the press, rushed up to himwth a



revol ver in his hand.
"This is your doing, you villain!" he cried.

"If you raise your pistol, Captin, your brains will be over your coat,"
said a | ow voice at his side.

He saw that several rifles were turned on him The two subs. had
pressed forward, and were by his side. "What is it, then?" he cried,
| ooki ng round fromone fierce nmutinous face to another. "Are you
Irishmen? Are you soldiers? What are you here for but to fight for
your country?"

"England is no country of ours," cried several
"You are not fighting for England. You are fighting for Ireland, and
for the Enmpire of which it as part."”

"A black curse on the Inpire!" shouted Private McQuire, throwi ng down
his rifle. "'Twas the Inpire that backed the man that druv nme onto the
roadsi de. May ne hand stiffen before |I draw trigger for it.

"What's the Inpire to us, Captain Foley, and what's the Wddy to us
ayther?" cried a voice.

"Let the constabulary foight for her."

"Ay, be God, they'd be better inployed than pullin' a poor man's thatch
about his ears.™

"Or shootin' his brother, as they did mne."

"It was the Inpire laid ny groanin' nother by the wayside. Her son wll
rot before he upholds it, and ye can put that in the charge-sheet in the
next coort-martial."

In vain the three officers begged, nenaced, persuaded. The square was
still noving, ever noving, with the same bloody fight raging inits
entrails. Even while they had been speaking they had been shuffling
backwards, and the usel ess Gardner, with her slaughtered crew, was

al ready a good hundred yards fromthem And the pace was accel erating.
The mass of nen, tornented and withing, was trying, by a conmpn
instinct, to reach sone clearer ground where they could re-form Three
faces were still intact, but the fourth had been caved in, and badly
maul ed, without its conrades being able to help it. The Guards had net
a fresh rush of the Hadendowas, and had bl own back the tribesnmen with a
vol l ey, and the cavalry had ridden over another stream of them as they
wel l ed out of the gully. A litter of hamstrung horses, and haggl ed nen
behi nd them showed that a spearman on his face anong the bushes can
show some sport to the man who charges him But, in spite of all, the
square was still reeling swiftly backwards, trying to shake itself clear
of this torment which clung to its heart. Wuld it break or would it
re-forn? The |ives of five reginments and the honour of the flag hung
upon the answer.

Some, at |east, were breaking. The C Company of the Mallows had | ost
all mlitary order, and was pushing back in spite of the haggard



of ficers, who cursed, and shoved, and prayed in the vain attenpt to hold
them The captain and the subs. were el bowed and jostled, while the nen
crowded towards Private Conolly for their orders. The confusion had not
spread, for the other conpanies, in the dust and snoke and turmoil, had
| ost touch with their nmutinous conrades. Captain Foley saw that even
now there might be tine to avert a disaster. "Think what you are doing,
man, " he yelled, rushing towards the ringleader. "There are a thousand
Irish in the square, and they are dead nen if we break."

The words al one mi ght have had little effect on the old noonlighter

It is possible that, in his schenm ng brain, he had already planned how
he was to club his Irish together and |ead themto the sea. But at that
nmorment the Arabs broke through the screen of canels which had fended
themoff. There was a Struggle, a screaming, a nule rolled over, a
wounded nan sprang up in a cacolet with a spear through him and then

t hrough the narrow gap surged a stream of naked savages, mad with
battle, drunk with slaughter, spotted and splashed with bl ood--bl ood
dripping fromtheir spears, their arnms, their faces. Their yells, their
bounds, their crouching, darting figures, the horrid energy of their
spear-thrusts, made them |l ook Iike a blast of fiends fromthe pit. And
were these the Allies of Ireland? Were these the men who were to strike
for her against her enem es? Conolly's soul rose up in loathing at the

t hought .

He was a man of firm purpose, and yet at the first sight of those
how i ng fiends that purpose faltered, and at the second it was blown to
the winds. He saw a huge coal -bl ack negro seize a shrieking

canel -driver and saw at his throat with a knife. He saw a shock-headed
tri besman plunge his great spear through the back of their own little
bugler fromMII|-street. He saw a dozen deeds of bl ood--the nurder of
t he wounded, the hacking of the unarned--and caught, too, in a glance,

t he good whol esone faces of the faced-about rear rank of the Marines.
The Mall ows, too, had faced about, and in an instant Conolly had thrown
hi msel f into the heart of C Conpany, striving with the officers to form
the men up with their conrades.

But the mischief had gone too far. The rank and file had no heart in
their work. They had broken before, and this |ast rush of mnurderous
savages was a hard thing for broken men to stand against. They flinched
fromthe furious faces and dripping forearns. Wy should they throw
away their lives for a flag for which they cared nothing? Wy should
their | eader urge themto break, and now shriek to themto re-forn?

They would not re-form They wanted to get to the sea and to safety.

He flung hinself among themwi th outstretched arnms, with words of

reason, with shouts, with gaspings. It was useless; the tide was beyond
his control. They were shredding out into the desert with their faces
set for the coast.

"Bhoys, will ye stand for this?" screaned a voice. It was so ringing,
so strenuous, that the breaking Mallows gl anced backwards. They were
hel d by what they saw. Private Conolly had planted his rifle-stock
downwards in a mnosa bush. Fromthe fixed bayonet there fluttered a
little green flag with the crownl ess harp. God knows for what black
mutiny, for what signal of revolt, that flag had been treasured up
within the corporal's tunic! Nowits green wisp stood anm d the rush,
while three proud reginmental colours were reeling slowy backwards.



"What for the flag?" yelled the private.

"My heart's blood for it! and mne! and mine!" cried a score of voices.
"God bless it! The flag, boys--the flag!"

C Conpany were rallying upon it. The stragglers clutched at each

ot her, and pointed. "Here, McQire, Flynn, O Hara," ran the shoutings.
"Close on the flag! Back to the flag!" The three standards reeled
backwards, and the seething square strove for a clearer space where they
could formtheir shattered ranks; but C Company, grim and
powder - st ai ned, choked with enenmies and falling fast, still closed in on
the little rebel ensign that flapped fromthe m nosa bush.

It was a good hal f-hour before the square, having disentangled itself
fromits difficulties and dressed its ranks, began to slowy nove
forwards over the ground, across which in its |abour and anguish it had
been driven. The long trail of Wssex nmen and Arabs showed but too
clearly the path they had cone.

"How many got into us, Stephen?" asked the general, tapping his
snuf f - box.

"I should put them down at a thousand or twelve hundred, sir

"I did not see any get out again. What the devil were the Wessex
t hi nki ng about? The Guards stood well, though; so did the Mallows."

"Col onel Flanagan reports that his front flank conpany was cut off,
sir."

"Why, that's the conpany that was out of hand when we advanced!"”

"Col onel Flanagan reports, sir, that the conpany took the whole brunt of
the attack, and gave the square tinme to re-form"

"Tell the Hussars to ride forward, Stephen," said the general, "and try
if they can see anything of them There's no firing, and | fear that
the Mallows will want to do some recruiting. Let the square take ground
by the right, and then advance!"”

But the Shei k Kadra of the Hadendowas saw from his knoll that the men
with the big hats had rallied, and that they were conmi ng back in the
qui et busi ness fashi on of nen whose work was before them He took
counsel with Moussa the Dervish and Hussein the Baggara, and a woestruck
man was he when he | earned that the third of his nen were safe in the
Mosl em Paradi se. So, having still some signs of victory to show, he
gave the word, and the desert warriors flitted off unseen and unheard,
even as they had cone.

A red rock plateau, a few hundred spears and Rem ngtons, and a plain
which for the second tine was strewn with slaughtered nen, was all that
his day's fighting gave to the English general

It was a squadron of Hussars which canme first to the spot where the
rebel flag had waved. A dense litter of Arab dead marked the pl ace.
Wthin, the flag waved no |onger, but the rifle stood in the m npsa
bush, and round it, with their wounds in front, lay the Fenian private



and the silent ranks of the Irishry. Sentiment is not an English
failing, but the Hussar captain raised his hilt in a salute as he rode
past the bl ood-soaked ring.

The British general sent hone di spatches to his Governnent, and so did
the chi ef of the Hadendowas, though the style and manner differed
somewhat in each

The Shei k Kadra of the Hadendowa people to Mohanmmred Ahned, the chosen of
Al l ah, homage and greeting, (began the latter). Know by this that on
the fourth day of this noon we gave battle to the Kaffirs who cal

t hensel ves I nglees, having with us the Chief Hussein with ten thousand
of the faithful. By the blessing of Allah we have broken them and
chased themfor a mle, though indeed these infidels are different from
the dogs of Egypt, and have slain very nmany of our nen. Yet we hope to
smte themagain ere the new noon be cone, to which end I trust that
thou wilt send us a thousand Dervi shes from Ondurman. In token of our
victory | send you by this nmessenger a flag which we have taken. By the
colour it mght well seemto have belonged to those of the true faith,
but the Kaffirs gave their blood freely to save it, and so we think
that, though small, it is very dear to them

CAPTAI N SHARKEY.

HOW THE GOVERNOR OF SAINT KITT' S CAME HOME.

When the great wars of the Spanish Succession had been brought to an end
by the Treaty of Utrecht, the vast nunber of privateers which had been
fitted out by the contending parties found their occupati on gone. Sone
took to the nore peaceful but |ess lucrative ways of ordinary conmerce
others were absorbed into the fishing fleets, and a few of the nore
reckl ess hoisted the Jolly Rodger at the mizzen, and the bl oody flag at
the main, declaring a private war upon their own account against the
whol e human race

Wth mxed crews, recruited fromevery nation, they scoured the seas,

di sappearing occasionally to careen in sone lonely inlet, or putting in
for a debauch at sonme outlying port, where they dazzled the inhabitants
by their lavishness, and horrified themby their brutalities.

On the Coromandel Coast, at Madagascar, in the African waters, and above
all in the West Indian and Anerican seas, the pirates were a constant
menace. Wth an insolent luxury they would regulate their depredations
by the confort of the seasons, harrying New England in the sunmer, and
droppi ng south again to the tropical islands in the winter.

They were the nore to be dreaded because they had none of that
di sci pline and restraint which nmade their predecessors, the Buccaneers,



both form dabl e and respectable. These Ishmaels of the sea rendered an
account to no man, and treated their prisoners according to the drunken
whi m of the nmoment. Flashes of grotesque generosity alternated with

| onger stretches of inconceivable ferocity, and the skipper who fel
into their hands might find hinself dismssed with his cargo, after
serving as boon conpanion in sone hideous debauch, or mght sit at his
cabin table with his own nose and his |ips served up with pepper and
salt in front of him It took a stout seaman in those days to ply his
calling in the Caribbean Gulf.

Such a man was Captain John Scarrow, of the ship _Mdrning Star_, and yet
he breathed a long sigh of relief when he heard the splash of the
falling anchor and swung at his noorings within a hundred yards of the
guns of the citadel of Basseterre. St. Kitt's was his final port of
call, and early next norning his bowsprit would be pointed for Ad

Engl and. He had had enough of those robber-haunted seas. Ever since he
had | eft Maracai bo upon the Main, with his full [ading of sugar and red
pepper, he had winced at every topsail which glimered over the violet
edge of the tropical sea. He had coasted up the W ndward I sl ands,
touching here and there, and assailed continually by stories of villainy
and outrage.

Capt ai n Sharkey, of the twenty-gun pirate barque, _Happy Delivery , had
passed down the coast, and had littered it with gutted vessels and with
nmur dered nen. Dreadful anecdotes were current of his grimpleasantries
and of his inflexible ferocity. Fromthe Bahamas to the Main his
coal - bl ack barque, with the anmbi guous name, had been freighted with
deat h and many things which are worse than death. So nervous was
Captain Scarrow, with his new full-rigged ship, and her full and

val uabl e | ading, that he struck out to the west as far as Bird's Island
to be out of the usual track of commerce. And yet even in those
solitary waters he had been unable to shake off sinister traces of
Capt ai n Shar key.

One norning they had raised a single skiff adrift upon the face of the
ocean. |Its only occupant was a delirious seaman, who yelled hoarsely as
t hey hoi sted hi m aboard, and showed a dried-up tongue |like a black and
wri nkl ed fungus at the back of his mouth. Water and nursing soon
transformed himinto the strongest and smartest sailor on the ship

He was from Marbl ehead, in New England, it seened, and was the sole
survivor of a schooner which had been scuttled by the dreadful Sharkey.

For a week Hiram Evanson, for that was his name, had been adrift beneath
a tropical sun. Sharkey had ordered the mangl ed renmains of his |ate
captain to be thrown into the boat, "as provisions for the voyage," but
the seaman had at once comritted it to the deep, lest the tenptation
shoul d be nore than he could bear. He had Iived upon his own huge frane
until, at the last nonment, the _Mrning Star_ had found himin that
madness which is the precursor of such a death. It was no bad find for
Captain Scarrow, for, with a short-handed crew, such a seaman as this
bi g New Engl ander was a prize worth having. He vowed that he was the
only man whom Captai n Sharkey had ever placed under an obligation

Now that they lay under the guns of Basseterre, all danger fromthe
pirate was at an end, and yet the thought of himlay heavily upon the
seaman's mnd as he watched the agent's boat shooting out fromthe
Cust om house quay.



“I"1l lay you a wager, Modrgan," said he to the first mate, "that the
agent will speak of Sharkey in the first hundred words that pass his
lips."

"Well, captain, I'll have you a silver dollar, and chance it," said the

rough old Bristol man beside him

The negro rowers shot the boat al ongside, and the |inen-clad steersman
sprang up the | adder. "Welcone, Captain Scarrow " he cried. "Have you
heard about Sharkey?"

The captain grinned at the mate.
"What devilry has he been up to now?" he asked.

"Devilry! You've not heard, then? Wy, we've got him safe under | ock
and key at Basseterre. He was tried |ast Wednesday, and he is to be
hanged to- nmorrow norning. "

Captain and mate gave a shout of joy, which an instant |ater was taken
up by the crew. Discipline was forgotten as they scranbled up through
the break of the poop to hear the news. The New Engl ander was in the

front of themwith a radiant face turned up to Heaven, for he canme of

the Puritan stock.

"Sharkey to be hanged!" he cried. "You don't know, Master Agent, if
they | ack a hangman, do you?"

"Stand back!" cried the mate, whose outraged sense of discipline was
even stronger than his interest at the news. "I'Ill pay that dollar
Captain Scarrow, with the |ightest heart that ever | paid a wager yet.
How came the villain to be taken?"

"Why, as to that, he becane nore than his own conrades coul d abi de, and
they took such a horror of himthat they would not have himon the ship
So they marooned hi mupon the Little Mangles to the south of the
Mysteri osa Bank, and there he was found by a Portobello trader, who
brought himin. There was talk of sending himto Jamaica to be tried,
but our good little Governor, Sir Charles Ewan, would not hear of it.
"He's ny neat,' said he, "and | claimthe cooking of it." [If you can
stay till to-nmorrow norning at ten, you'll see the joint swnging."

"I wish |l could," said the captain, wistfully, "but | am sadly behind
time now. | should start with the evening tide."

"That you can't do," said the agent with decision. "The Governor is
goi ng back with you."

"The CGovernor!"

"Yes. He's had a dispatch from Governnent to return without del ay.
The fly-boat that brought it has gone on to Virginia. So Sir Charles
has been waiting for you, as | told himyou were due before the rains."

"Well, well!" cried the captain in sonme perplexity, "I'ma plain seaman,
and I don't know nuch of governors and baronets and their ways. | don't



renmenber that | ever so much as spoke to one. But if it's in King
George's service, and he asks a cast in the _Mrning Star_ as far as
London, 1'Il do what | can for him There's nmy own cabin he can have
and wel come. As to the cooking, it's |obscouse and sal mnagundy six days
in the week; but he can bring his own cook aboard with himif he thinks
our galley too rough for his taste."

"You need not trouble your mnd, Captain Scarrow," said the agent.

"Sir Charles is in weak health just now, only clear of a quartan ague,
and it is likely he will keep his cabin nost of the voyage.

Dr. Larousse said that he woul d have sunk had the hangi ng of Sharkey not
put fresh life into him He has a great spirit in him though, and you
must not blame himif he is sonmewhat short in his speech.”

"He may say what he |ikes, and do what he |likes, so |long as he does not
cone athwart my hawse when | am working the ship," said the captain.

"He is Governor of St. Kitt's, but | am Governor of the _Morning Star_,
and, by his leave, | must weigh with the first tide, for I owe a duty to
nmy enpl oyer, just as he does to King CGeorge."

"He can scarce be ready to-night, for he has many things to set in order
before he | eaves. "

"The early norning tide, then

"Very good. | shall send his things aboard to-night; and he will follow
themto-norrow early if | can prevail upon himto leave St. Kitt's

wi t hout seeing Sharkey do the rogue's hornpipe. H's own orders were
instant, so it may be that he will come at once. It is likely that Dr
Larousse may attend hi m upon the journey."”

Left to thenselves, the captain and mate nade the best preparations
which they could for their illustrious passenger. The |argest cabin was
turned out and adorned in his honour, and orders were given by which
barrels of fruit and sone cases of w ne should be brought off to vary
the plain food of an ocean-going trader. |In the evening the Governor's
baggage began to arrive--great iron-bound ant-proof trunks, and officia
tin packing-cases, with other strange-shaped packages, which suggested
the cocked hat or the sword within. And then there cane a note, with a
heral di ¢ device upon the big red seal, to say that Sir Charles Ewan made
his conmplinments to Captain Scarrow, and that he hoped to be with himin
the norning as early as his duties and his infirmties would permt.

He was as good as his word, for the first grey of dawn had hardly begun
to deepen into pink when he was brought al ongside, and clinbed with sone
difficulty up the I adder. The captain had heard that the Governor was
an eccentric, but he was hardly prepared for the curious figure who cane
linping feebly down his quarter-deck, his steps supported by a thick
bamboo cane. He wore a Ramillies wig, all twisted into little tails
like a poodle's coat, and cut so | ow across the brow that the |arge
green gl asses which covered his eyes |ooked as if they were hung from
it. A fierce beak of a nose, very long and very thin, cut the air in
front of him Hs ague had caused himto swathe his throat and chin
with a broad linen cravat, and he wore a | oose damask powderi ng- gown
secured by a cord round the waist. As he advanced he carried his
masterful nose high in the air, but his head turned slowly fromside to
side in the hel pl ess manner of the purblind, and he called in a high



querul ous voice for the captain
"You have ny things?" he asked.
"Yes, Sir Charles."

"Have you wi ne aboard?"

"l have ordered five cases, sir."
"And tobacco?"

"There is a keg of Trinidad."
"You play a hand at picquet?"
"Passably well, sir."

"Then anchor up, and to sea!"

There was a fresh westerly wind, so by the tinme the sun was fairly
t hrough the norni ng haze, the ship was hull down fromthe islands.

The decrepit Governor still linpid the deck, with one guiding hand upon
the quarter rail

"You are on Governnent service now, captain," said he. "They are
counting the days till | come to Westm nster, | prom se you. Have you
all that she will carry?"

"Every inch, Sir Charles.”

"Keep her so if you blow the sails out of her. | fear, Captain Scarrow,
that you will find a blind and broken man a poor conpani on for your
voyage. "

"I am honoured in enjoying your Excellency's society," said the captain.
"But | am sorry that your eyes should be so afflicted."”

"Yes, indeed. It is the cursed glare of the sun on the white streets of
Basseterre which has gone far to burn them out."

"I had heard al so that you had been pl agued by a quartan ague."

"Yes; | have had a pyrexy, which has reduced ne nuch."

"We had set aside a cabin for your surgeon.”

"Ah, the rascal! There was no budging him for he has a snug busi ness
anongst the merchants. But hark!"™ He raised his ring-covered band in

the air. Fromfar astern there cane the |ow, deep thunder of cannon.

"It is fromthe island!" cried the captain in astonishnment. "Can it be
a signal for us to put back?"

The Governor |aughed. "You have heard that Sharkey, the pirate, is to
be hanged this norning. | ordered the batteries to salute when the
rascal was kicking his last, so that | nmight know of it out at sea.



There's an end of Sharkey!"

"There's an end of Sharkey!" cried the captain; and the crew took up the
cry as they gathered in little knots upon the deck and stared back at
the low, purple |line of the vani shing |and.

It was a cheering onen for their start across the Western Ocean, and the
invalid Governor found hinself a popular man on board, for it was
general ly understood that but for his insistence upon an imediate tria
and sentence, the villain mght have played upon sone nore venal judge
and so escaped. At dinner that day Sir Charles gave nany anecdotes of

t he deceased pirate; and so affable was he, and so skilful in adapting
his conversation to nmen of | ower degree, that captain, mate, and
Governor smoked their |ong pipes, and drank their claret as three good
conr ades shoul d.

"And what figure did Sharkey cut in the dock?" asked the captain.

"He is a man of sone presence," said the Governor

"I had al ways understood that he was an ugly, sneering devil," remarked

the mate.

"Well, | dare say he could | ook ugly upon occasions," said the Governor
"I have heard a New Bedford whal eman say that he could not forget his
eyes," said Captain Scarrow. "They were of the lightest filny blue,
with red-rinmed |ids. Ws that not so, Sir Charles?"

"Alas, ny own eyes will not permt nme to know nuch of those of others!
But | renmenber now that the adjutant-general said that he had such an
eye as you describe, and added that the jury was so foolish as to be

vi sibly di sconposed when it was turned upon them It is well for them
that he is dead, for he was a nman who woul d never forget an injury, and
if he had |aid hands upon any one of them he would have stuffed himwth
straw and hung himfor a figure-head."

The idea seened to anuse the Governor, for he broke suddenly into a

hi gh, neighing | augh, and the two seanmen | aughed al so, but not so
heartily, for they remenbered that Sharkey was not the | ast pirate who
sail ed the western seas, and that as grotesque a fate m ght cone to be
their owm. Another bottle was broached to drink to a pleasant voyage,
and the Governor would drink just one other on the top of it, so that
the seamen were glad at |ast to stagger off--the one to his watch, and

the other to his bunk. But when, after his four hours' spell, the mate
came down again, he was amazed to see the Governor, in his Ranillies
wi g, his glasses, and his powdering-gown, still seated sedately at the

lonely table with his reeking pipe and six black bottles by his side.

"I have drunk with the Governor of St. Kitt's when he was sick," said
he, "and God forhbid that | should ever try to keep pace with hi mwhen he
is well."

The voyage of the _Mdirning Star_ was a successful one, and in about
three weeks she was at the nouth of the British Channel. Fromthe first
day the infirm Governor had begun to recover his strength, and before
they were hal fway across the Atlantic, he was, save only for his eyes,



as well as any man upon the ship. Those who uphold the nourishing
qualities of wine mght point to himin triunmph, for never a night
passed that he did not repeat the performance of his first one. And yet
be woul d be out upon deck in the early norning as fresh and brisk as the
best of them peering about with his weak eyes, and aski ng questions
about the sails and the rigging, for he was anxious to |earn the ways of
the sea. And he nmade up for the deficiency of his eyes by obtaining

| eave fromthe captain that the New Engl and seaman--he who had been cast
away in the boat--should |Iead himabout, and, above all, that he should
sit beside himwhen he played cards and count the nunber of the pips,
for unai ded he could not tell the king fromthe knave.

It was natural that this Evanson should do the Governor wlling service,
since the one was the victimof the vile Sharkey and the other was his
avenger. One could see that it was a pleasure to the big Arerican to
lend his armto the invalid, and at night he would stand with al

respect behind his chair in the cabin and lay his great stub-nailed
forefinger upon the card which he should play. Between themthere was
little in the pockets either of Captain Scarrow or of Mrgan, the first
mate, by the tine they sighted the Lizard.

And it was not |ong before they found that all they had heard of the
hi gh tenper of Sir Charles Ewan fell short of the mark. At a sign of
opposition or a word of argunent his chin would shoot out fromhis
cravat, his masterful nose would be cocked at a higher and nore insol ent
angl e, and his banmboo cane woul d whistle up over his shoul ders.

He cracked it once over the head of the carpenter when the man had
accidentally jostled himupon the deck. Once, too, when there was sone
grunbling and talk of a nutiny over the state of the provisions, he was
of opinion that they should not wait for the dogs to rise, but that they
shoul d march forward and set upon themuntil they had trounced the

devil ment out of them "Gve nme a knife and a bucket!" he cried with an
oath, and could hardly be withheld fromsetting forth alone to deal with
t he spokesman of the seanen.

Captain Scarrow had to rem nd himthat though he nmight be only
answerable to himself at St. Kitt's, killing becane nurder upon the high
seas. In politics he was, as becanme his official position, a stout prop
of the House of Hanover, and he swore in his cups that he had never met
a Jacobite without pistolling himwhere he stood. Yet for all his
vapouring and his violence he was so good a conpanion, with such a
stream of strange anecdote and rem ni scence, that Scarrow and Mrgan had
never known a voyage pass so pl easantly.

And then at length cane the |ast day, when, after passing the island,
they had struck |land again at the high white cliffs at Beachy Head. As
evening fell the ship lay rolling in an oily calm a |eague off from

W nchel sea, with the |long, dark snout of Dungeness jutting out in front
of her. Next norning they would pick up their pilot at the Forel and,
and Sir Charles mght neet the King's mnisters at Westm nster before
the evening. The boatswain had the watch, and the three friends were
met for a last turn of cards in the cabin, the faithful Anerican stil
serving as eyes to the Governor. There was a good stake upon the table,
for the sailors had tried on this last night to win their |osses back
fromtheir passenger. Suddenly he threw his cards down, and swept al
the noney into the pocket of his |ong-flapped silken waistcoat.



"The gane's mne!" said he.

"Heh, Sir Charles, not so fast!" cried Captain Scarrow, "you have not
pl ayed out the hand, and we are not the |osers."”

"Sink you for aliar!" said the Governor. "I tell you | _have_ played
out the hand, and that you _are_ a loser." He whipped off his wig and
his gl asses as he spoke, and there was a high, bald forehead, and a pair
of shifty blue eyes with the red rinms of a bull terrier

"Good CGod!" cried the mate. "It's Sharkey!"

The two sailors sprang fromtheir seats, but the big Anerican castaway
had put his huge back agai nst the cabin door, and he held a pistol in
each of his hands. The passenger had also laid a pistol upon the
scattered cards in front of him and he burst into his high, neighing

| augh. "Captain Sharkey is the nane, gentlenen," said he, "and this is
Roari ng Ned Gal | oway, the quarternmaster of the _Happy Delivery_.

We rmade it hot, and so they marooned us: nme on a dry Tortuga cay, and
himin an oarless boat. You dogs--you poor, fond, water-hearted dogs--
we hold you at the end of our pistols!”

"You may shoot, or you mmy not!" cried Scarrow, striking his hand upon
the breast of his frieze jacket. "If it's ny last breath, Sharkey, |

tell you that you are a bl oody rogue and nmiscreant, with a halter and

hell-fire in store for you!"

"There's a man of spirit, and one of ny own kidney, and he's going to

make a very pretty death of it!" cried Sharkey. "There's no one aft
save the man at the wheel, so you may keep your breath, for you'll need
it soon. |Is the dinghy astern, Ned?"

"Ay, ay, captain!"

“And the other boats scuttled?"

"I bored themall in three places."

"Then we shall have to | eave you, Captain Scarrow. You look as if you
hadn't quite got your bearings yet. |Is there anything you'd |like to ask

me?"

"I believe you're the devil hinself!" cried the captain. "Were is the
Governor of St. Kitt's?"

"When last | saw himhis Excellency was in bed with his throat cut.

VWhen | broke prison | learnt fromny friends--for Captain Sharkey has
those who love himin every port--that the Governor was starting for
Eur ope under a master who had never seen him | clinbed his verandah

and | paid himthe little debt that | owed him Then | canme aboard you
with such of his things as | had need of, and a pair of glasses to hide
these tell-tale eyes of mne, and | have ruffled it as a governor
shoul d. Now, Ned, you can get to work upon them"

"Hel p! hel p! Watch ahoy!" yelled the mate; but the butt of the pirate's
pi stol crashed down on his head, and he dropped |ike a pithed ox.
Scarrow rushed for the door, but the sentinel clapped his hand over his



nmout h, and threw his other armround his wai st.

"No use, Master Scarrow," said Sharkey. "Let us see you go down on your
knees and beg for your life."

"I"l'l see you--" cried Scarrow, shaking his nmouth clear

"Twi st his armround, Ned. Now wll you?"
“"No; not if you twist it off."

"Put an inch of your knife into him™"

"You may put six inches, and then I won't."

"Sink me, but | like his spirit!" cried Sharkey. "Put your knife in
your pocket, Ned. You've saved your skin, Scarrow, and it's a pity so
stout a man should not take to the only trade where a pretty fell ow can
pick up a living. You nust be born for no common death, Scarrow, since
you have lain at ny mercy and lived to tell the story. Tie himup
Ned. "

"To the stove, captain?"

"Tut, tut! there's a fire in the stove. None of your rover tricks, Ned
Gal | oway, unless they are called for, or I'll let you know whi ch of us
two is captain and which is quarternaster. Mke himfast to the table."

"Nay, | thought you neant to roast him" said the quartermaster.
"You surely do not nmean to |let him go?"

"If you and | were marooned on a Bahama cay, Ned Galloway, it is stil
for me to commnd and for you to obey. Sink you for a villain, do you
dare to question my orders?"

"Nay, nay, Captain Sharkey, not so hot, sir!" said the quarternmaster
and, lifting Scarrow like a child, he laid himon the table. Wth the
qui ck dexterity of a seaman, he tied his spread-eagl ed hands and feet
with a rope which was passed underneath, and gagged him securely with
the Iong cravat which used to adorn the chin of the Governor of

St. Kitt's.

“Now, Captain Scarrow, we nust take our |eave of you," said the pirate.
“If I had half a dozen of ny brisk boys at ny heels | should have had
your cargo and your ship, but Roaring Ned could not find a foremst hand
with the spirit of a nouse. | see there are sone small craft about, and
we shall get one of them \When Captain Sharkey has a boat he can get a
smack, when he has a smack he can get a brig, when he has a brig he can
get a barque, and when he has a barque he'll soon have a full-rigged
ship of his own--so nake haste into London town, or | may be com ng
back, after all, for the _Mrning Star_."

Captain Scarrow heard the key turn in the |Iock as they left the cabin.
Then, as he strained at his bonds, he heard their footsteps pass up the
conpani on and al ong the quarter-deck to where the dinghy hung in the
stern. Then, still struggling and withing, he heard the creak of the
falls and the splash of the boat in the water. 1In a mad fury he tore



and dragged at his ropes, until at last, with flayed wists and ankl es,
he rolled fromthe table, sprang over the dead mate, kicked his way
t hrough the cl osed door, and rushed hatless on to the deck

"Ahoy! Peterson, Armitage, WIson!" he screaned. "Cutlasses and
pi stols! Clear away the | ong-boat! Clear away the gig! Sharkey, the
pirate, is in yonder dinghy. Wi stle up the larboard watch, bo'sun

and tunble into the boats, all hands."

Down spl ashed the | ong-boat and down splashed the gig, but in an instant
the coxswains and crews were swarmng up the falls on to the deck once
nor e.

"The boats are scuttled!" they cried. "They are leaking |ike a sieve."

The captain gave a bitter curse. He had been beaten and outwitted at
every point. Above was a cloudless, starlit sky, with neither w nd nor
the promise of it. The sails flapped idly in the nmoonlight. Far away
lay a fishing-smack, with the nmen clustering over their net. Close to
themwas the little dinghy, dipping and lifting over the shining swell

"They are dead nmen!" cried the captain. "A shout all together, boys,

to warn themof their danger." But it was too late. At that very
nmonment the di nghy shot into the shadow of the fishing-boat. There were
two rapid pistol-shots, a scream and then another pistol-shot, followed
by silence. The clustering fishernen had di sappeared. And then
suddenly, as the first puffs of a | and-breeze canme out fromthe Sussex
shore, the boom swung out, the mainsail filled, and the little craft
crept out with her nose to the Atlantic.

THE DEALI NGS OF CAPTAI N SHARKEY W TH STEPHEN CRADDOCK

Careening was a very necessary operation for the old pirate. On his
superi or speed he depended both for overhauling the trader and escaping
the man-of-war. But it was inpossible to retain his sailing qualities
unl ess he periodically--once a year, at the least--cleared his vessel's
bottomfromthe long, trailing plants and crusting barnacl es which
gather so rapidly in the tropical seas. For this purpose he |ightened
his vessel, thrust her into sonme narrow i nl et where she would be |eft
high and dry at |ow water, fastened bl ocks and tackles to her masts to
pul | her over on to her bilge, and then scraped her thoroughly from
rudder-post to cut-water

During the weeks which were thus occupied the ship was, of course,

def encel ess; but, on the other hand, she was unapproachabl e by anything
heavi er than an enpty hull, and the place for careening was chosen with
an eye to secrecy, so that there was no great danger. So secure did the
captains feel, that it was not uncommon for them at such tinmes, to

| eave their ships under a sufficient guard, and to start off in the

| ong-boat, either upon a sporting expedition or, nmore frequently, upon a
visit to sonme outlying town, where they burned the heads of the women by
t heir swaggering gallantry, or broached pipes of wine in the market



square, with a threat to pistol all who would not drink with them

Soneti mes they woul d even appear in cities of the size of Charleston

and wal k the streets with their clattering side-arns--an open scandal to
t he whol e | aw abi ding colony. Such visits were not always paid with
impunity. It was one of them for exanple, which provoked Lieutenant
Maynard to hack off Bl ackbeard's head, and to spear it upon the end of
his bowsprit. But, as arule, the pirate ruffled and bullied and
drabbed wi thout let or hindrance, until it was tine for himto go back
to his ship once nore

There was one pirate, however, who never crossed even the skirts of
civilisation, and that was the sinister Sharkey, of the barque _Happy
Delivery . It may have been fromhis norose and solitary tenper, or, as
is more probable, that he knew that his nanme upon the coast was such
that outraged humanity woul d, against all odds, have thrown thensel ves
upon him but never once did he show his face in a settlenent.

When his ship was laid up he would | eave her under the charge of Ned
Gal | oway- - her New Engl and quartermaster--and would take | ong voyages in
his boat, sometinmes, it was said, for the purpose of burying his share
of the plunder, and sonetines to shoot the wild oxen of Hi spaniola,

whi ch, when dressed and barbecued, provided provisions for his next
voyage. |In the latter case the barque would cone round to sone
pre-arranged spot to pick himup, and take on board what he had shot.

There had al ways been a hope in the islands that Sharkey m ght be taken
on one of these occasions; and at |ast there came news to Kingston which
seemed to justify an attenpt upon him It was brought by an elderly

| ogwood-cutter who had fallen into the pirate's hands, and in sonme freak
of drunken benevol ence had been allowed to get away wi th nothi ng worse
than a slit nose and a drubbing. His account was recent and definite.
The _Happy Delivery_was careening at Torbec on the south-west of

Hi spani ol a. Sharkey, with four nen, was buccaneering on the outlying

i sland of La Vache. The blood of a hundred nmurdered crews was calling
out for vengeance, and now at last it seened as if it mght not call in
vai n.

Sir Edward Conpton, the high-nosed, red-faced Governor, sitting in

sol etm concl ave with the commandant and the head of the council, was
sorely puzzled in his mnd as to how he should use this chance.

There was no nman-of -war nearer than Janestown, and she was a clunsy old
fly-boat, which could neither overhaul the pirate on the seas, nor reach
her in a shallowinlet. There were forts and artillerynen both at

Ki ngston and Port Royal, but no soldiers available for an expedition.

A private venture mght be fitted out--and there were nany who had a

bl ood-feud wi th Sharkey--but what could a private venture do?

The pirates were numerous and desperate. As to taking Sharkey and his
four compani ons, that, of course, would be easy if they could get at
them but how were they to get at themon a |arge wel | -wooded i sl and
like La Vache, full of wild hills and inpenetrable jungles? A reward
was offered to whoever could find a solution, and that brought a man to
the front who had a singular plan, and was hinself prepared to carry it
out .

St ephen Craddock had been that nost formni dable person, the Puritan gone



wrong. Sprung froma decent Salemfanmily, his ill-doing seemed to be a
recoil fromthe austerity of their religion, and he brought to vice al

t he physical strength and energy with which the virtues of his ancestors
had endowed him He was ingenious, fearless, and exceedingly tenaci ous
of purpose, so that when he was still young, his nane becane notorious
upon the Anerican coast. He was the sane Craddock who was tried for his
life in Virginia for the slaying of the Sem nole Chief, and, though he
escaped, it was well known that he had corrupted the wtnesses and

bri bed the judge.

Afterwards, as a slaver, and even, as it was hinted, as a pirate, he had
left an evil nane behind himin the Bight of Benin. Finally he had
returned to Jammica with a considerable fortune, and had settled down to
a life of sonbre dissipation. This was the man, gaunt, austere, and
dangerous, who now wai ted upon the Governor with a plan for the
extirpation of Sharkey. Sir Edward received himwith little enthusi asm
for in spite of sone rumours of conversion and reformation, he had

al ways regarded himas an infected sheep who night taint the whol e of
his little flock. Craddock saw the Governor's m strust under his thin
veil of formal and restrained courtesy.

"You've no call to fear nme, sir,"” said he; "I'ma changed man from what
you' ve known. |'ve seen the light again of late, after |osing sight of
it for many a black year. It was through the nmnistration of the Rev.

John Sinmons, of our own people. Sir, if your spirit should be in need
of quickening, you would find a very sweet savour in his discourse."

The Governor cocked his episcopalian nose at him

"You cane here to speak of Sharkey, Master Craddock,"” said he.

"The man Sharkey is a vessel of wath,"” said Craddock. "H s w cked
horn has been exalted over long, and it is borne in upon ne that if |
can cut himoff and utterly destroy him it will be a goodly deed, and

one which may atone for nmany backslidings in the past. A plan has been
given to ne whereby | may enconpass his destruction."

The Governor was keenly interested, for there was a grim and practica
air about the man's freckl ed face which showed that he was in earnest.
After all, he was a seaman and a fighter, and, if it were true that he
was eager to atone for his past, no better nman could be chosen for the
busi ness.

"This will be a dangerous task, Master Craddock," said he

"If I meet nmy death at it, it nmay be that it will cleanse the nenory of
an ill-spent life. | have much to atone for."

The Governor did not see his way to contradict him
"What was your plan?" he asked.

"You have heard that Sharkey's barque, the _Happy Delivery_, canme from
this very port of Kingston?"

"It belonged to M. Codrington, and it was taken by Sharkey, who
scuttled his own sloop and noved into her because she was faster,’

said



Sir Edwar d.

"Yes; but it may be that you have |l ever heard that M. Codrington has a
sister ship, the \Wiite Rose_, which lies even now in the harbour, and
which is so like the pirate, that, if it were not for a white paint
line, none could tell them apart."”

"Ah! and what of that?" asked the Governor keenly, with the air of one
who is just on the edge of an idea.

"By the help of it this man shall be delivered into our hands."
"And how?"

"I will paint out the streak upon the _\Wite Rose_, and make it in al
things |like the _Happy Delivery . Then | will set sail for the Island
of La Vache, where this man is slaying the wild oxen. Wen he sees ne
he will surely nistake me for his own vessel which he is awaiting, and
he will cone on board to his own undoing."

It was a sinple plan, and yet it seened to the Governor that it m ght be
effective. Wthout hesitation he gave Craddock perm ssion to carry it
out, and to take any steps he liked in order to further the object which
he had in view Sir Edward was not very sanguine, for many attenpts had
been made upon Sharkey, and their results had shown that he was as
cunning as he was ruthless. But this gaunt Puritan with the evil record
was cunning aid ruthless also. The contest of wits between two such nen
as Sharkey and Craddock appealed to the Governor's acute sense of sport,
and though he was inwardly convinced that the chances were agai nst him
he backed his man with the same | oyalty which he would have shown to his
horse or his cock.

Hast e was, above all things, necessary, for upon any day the careening
m ght be finished, and the pirates out at sea once nore. But there was
not very nuch to do, and there were nmany willing hands to do it, so the
second day saw the _White Rose_ beating out for the open sea. There
were many seanmen in the port who knew the lines and rig of the pirate
bar que, and not one of themcould see the slightest difference in this
counterfeit. Her white side |line had been painted out, her masts and
yards were snoked, to give themthe dingy appearance of the

weat her - beaten rover, and a | arge di anond-shaped patch was let into her
foretopsail. Her crew were volunteers, nmany of them being nen who had
sailed with Stephen Craddock before--the nate, Joshua Hird, an old

sl aver, had been his acconplice in nmany voyages, and canme now at the

bi ddi ng of his chief.

The avengi ng barque sped across the Cari bbean Sea, and, at the sight of
that patched topsail, the little craft which they net flew left and
right like frightened trout in a pool. On the fourth eveni ng Point
Abacou bore five mles to the north and east of them On the fifth they
were at anchor in the Bay of Tortoises at the Island of La Vache, where
Sharkey and his four nmen had been hunting. It was a well-wooded pl ace,
with the pal ms and underwood growi ng down to the thin crescent of silver
sand which skirted the shore. They had hoisted the black flag and the
red pennant, but no answer came fromthe shore. Craddock strained his
eyes, hoping every instant to see a boat shoot out to them w th Sharkey
seated in the sheets. But the night passed away, and a day and yet



anot her night, w thout any sign of the men whom they were endeavouring
to trap. It looked as if they were already gone.

On the second norning Craddock went ashore in search of some proof

whet her Sharkey and his nen were still upon the island. \What he found
reassured himgreatly. Close to the shore was a boucan of green wood,
such as was used for preserving the neat, and a great store of barbecued
strips of ox-flesh was hung upon lines all round it. The pirate ship
had not taken off her provisions, and therefore the hunters were stil
upon the island.

Wiy had they not shown thenselves? Was it that they had detected that
this was not their own ship? O was it that they were hunting in the
interior of the island, and were not on the | ook-out for a ship yet?
Craddock was still hesitating between the two alternatives, when a Carib
I ndi an came down with infornmation. The pirates were in the island, he
said, and their canp was a day's march fromthe Sea. They had stol en
his wife, and the marks of their stripes were still pink upon his brown
back. Their enenmies were his friends, and he would | ead themto where
they | ay.

Craddock could not have asked for anything better; so early next
norning, with a small party arned to the teeth, he set off, under the
gui dance of the Carib. All day they struggled through brushwood and

cl anbered over rocks, pushing their way further and further into the
desol ate heart of the island. Here and there they found traces of the
hunters, the bones of a slain ox, or the marks of feet in a norass, and
once, towards evening, it seened to sone of themthat they heard the

di stant rattle of guns.

That ni ght they spent under the trees, and pushed on again with the
earliest light. About noon they cane to the huts of bark, which, the
Carib told them were the canp of the hunters, but they were silent and
deserted. No doubt their occupants were away at the hunt and woul d
return in the evening, so Craddock and his men lay in anbush in the
brushwood around them But no one canme, and another night was spent in
the forest. Nothing nore could be done, and it seemed to Craddock that
after the two days' absence it was tinme that he returned to his ship
once nore.

The return journey was less difficult, as they had already blazed a path
for thensel ves. Before evening they found thensel ves once nore at the
Bay of Pal ns, and saw their ship riding at anchor where they had | eft
her. Their boat and oars had been haul ed up anong the bushes, so they

| aunched it and pulled out to the barque.

"No luck, then!" cried Joshua Hird, the mate, |ooking down with a pale
face fromthe poop.

"His canp was enpty, but he nay come down to us yet," said Craddock
with his hand on the | adder.

Sonmebody upon deck began to laugh. "I think," said the mate, "that
these nen had better stay in the boat."

"Wy so?"



"If you will come aboard, sir, you will understand it." He spoke in a
curious, hesitating fashion

The bl ood flushed to Craddock's gaunt face. "How is this, Master Hird?"
he cried, springing up the side. "Wat nean you by giving orders to ny
boat's crew?"

But as he passed over the bulwarks, with one foot upon the deck and one
knee upon the rail, a tow bearded nman, whom he had never before observed
aboard his vessel, grabbed suddenly at his pistol. Craddock clutched at
the fellow s wist, but at the same instant his mate snatched the
cutlass from his side.

"What roguery is this?" shouted Craddock, |ooking furiously around him
But the crew stood in knots about the deck, |aughing and whispering
anongst thensel ves wi thout showing any desire to go to his assistance.
Even in that hurried glance Craddock noticed that they were dressed in
the nost singular manner, with long riding-coats, full-skirted vel vet
gowns and col oured ribands at their knees, nore |like nen of fashion than
seamen.

As he | ooked at their grotesque figures he struck his browwith his
clenched fist to be sure that he was awake. The deck seened to be nuch
dirtier than when he had left it, and there were strange, sun-bl ackened
faces turned upon himfromevery side. Not one of themdid he know save
only Joshua Hird. Had the ship been captured in his absence? Wre

t hese Sharkey's nen who were around hin? At the thought he broke
furiously away and tried to clinmb over to his boat, but a dozen hands
were on himin an instant, and he was pushed aft through the open door
of his own cabin.

And it was all different to the cabin which he had left. The floor was
different, the ceiling was different, the furniture was different.

Hi s had been plain and austere. This was sunptuous and yet dirty, hung
with rare velvet curtains splashed with wi ne-stains, and panelled with
costly woods which were pocked with pistol-marks.

On the table was a great chart of the Caribbean Sea, and beside it, with
conpasses in his hand, sat a cl ean-shaven, pale-faced man with a fur cap
and a claret-col oured coat of damask. Craddock turned white under his
freckl es as he | ooked upon the long, thin high-nostrilled nose and the
red-ri med eyes which were turned upon himwi th the fixed, hunorous gaze
of the master player who has left his opponent w thout a nove.

"Sharkey!" cried Craddock

Sharkey's thin Iips opened, and he broke into his high, sniggering
I augh.

"You fool!" he cried, and, |eaning over, he stabbed Craddock's shoul der
again and again with his conpasses. "You poor, dull-witted fool, would
you match yoursel f agai nst ne?"

It was not the pain of the wounds, but it was the contenpt in Sharkey's
voi ce which turned Craddock into a savage madnman. He flew at the
pirate, roaring with rage, striking, kicking, withing, foam ng

It took six men to drag himdown on to the floor anidst the splintered
remai ns of the table--and not one of the six who did not bear the



prisoner's mark upon him But Sharkey still surveyed himw th the same
cont enpt uous eye. From outside there came the crash of breaki ng wood
and the clanmour of startled voices.

"What is that?" asked Sharkey.

"They have stove the boat with cold shot, and the nen are in the water."

"Let them stay there," said the pirate. "Now, Craddock, you know where
you are. You are aboard ny ship, the _Happy Delivery_, and you lie at
my mercy. | knew you for a stout seaman, you rogue, before you took to

this long-shore canting. Your hands then were no cleaner than ny own.
W Il you sign articles, as your mate has done, and join us, or shall
heave you over to follow your ship's conpany?”

"Where is nmy ship?" asked Craddock
"Scuttled in the bay."

"And t he hands?"

"I'n the bay, too.

"Then |I'mfor the bay, also."

"Hock him and heave himover," said Sharkey.

Many rough hands had dragged Craddock out upon deck, and Gal |l oway, the
quartermaster, had al ready drawn his hanger to cripple him when Sharkey
came hurrying fromhis cabin with an eager face. "W can do better with
the hound!" he cried. "Sink ne if it is not a rare plan. Throw him
into the sail-roomwith the irons on, and do you cone here,
quarter-master, that | nmay tell you what | have in ny mnd."

So Craddock, bruised and wounded in soul and body, was thrown into the
dark sail-room so fettered that he could not stir hand or foot, but his
Northern bl ood was running strong in his veins, and his grimspirit
aspired only to make such an ending as m ght go some way towards atoning
for the evil of his Ilife. Al night he lay in the curve of the bilge
listening to the rush of the water and the straining of the tinbers
which told himthat the ship was at sea and driving fast. |In the early
nor ni ng soneone cane crawming to himin the darkness over the heap of
sail s.

"Here's rum and biscuits," said the voice of his late mate. "It's at
the risk of ny life, Master Craddock, that | bring themto you."

"It was you who trapped ne and caught me as in a snare!" cried Craddock
"How shall you answer for what you have done?"

"What | did | did with the point of a knife betw xt nmy bl ade-bones."

"God forgive you for a coward, Joshua Hrd. How cane you into their
hands?"

"Why, Master Craddock, the pirate ship came back fromits careening upon
the very day that you left us. They laid us aboard, and, short-handed



as we were, with the best of the men ashore with you, we could offer but
a poor defence. Some were cut down, and they were the happiest. The
others were killed afterwards. As to ne, | saved my life by signing on
with them™

"And they scuttled my ship?"

"They scuttled her, and then Sharkey and his nen, who had been watching
us fromthe brushwood, came off to the ship. H's mainyard had been
cracked and fished | ast voyage, so he had suspicions of us, seeing that
ours was whole. Then he thought of laying the sane trap for you which
you had set for him?"

Craddock groaned. "How cane | not to see that fished nmmi nyard?" he
nuttered. "But whither are we bound?"

"We are running north and west."
"North and west! Then we are headi ng back towards Janumica."
"Wth an eight-knot wind."

"Have you heard what they nean to do with me?"

"I have not heard. |If you would but sign the articles--"
"Enough, Joshua Hird! | have risked nmy soul too often."
"As you wi sh. | have done what | could. Farewell!"

All that night and the next day the _Happy Delivery_ ran before the
easterly trades, and Stephen Craddock lay in the dark of the sail-room
wor ki ng patiently at his wist-irons. One he had slipped off at the
cost of a row of broken and bl eedi ng knuckl es, but, do what he woul d, he
could not free the other, and his ankles were securely fastened.

From hour to hour he heard the swi sh of the water, and knew that the
barque nust be driving with all set in front of the trade wind. In that
case they nust be nearly back again to Jamaica by now. \What plan could
Shar key have in his head, and what use did he hope to nmake of hinf
Craddock set his teeth, and vowed that if he had once been a villain
fromchoice he woul d, at |east, never be one by conpul sion.

On the second nmorning Craddock becanme aware that sail had been reduced
in the vessel, and that she was tacking slowy, with a |ight breeze on
her beam The varying slope of the sail roomand the sounds fromthe

deck told his practised senses exactly what she was doing. The short

reaches showed himthat she was manoeuvring near shore, and naking for
sonme definite point. |If so, she nust have reached Jammica. But what

coul d she be doing there?

And t hen suddenly there was a burst of hearty cheering fromthe deck

and then the crash of a gun above his head, and then the answering
boom ng of guns from far over the water. Craddock sat up and strained
his ears. Was the ship in action? Only the one gun had been fired, and
t hough many had answered, there were none of the crashings which told of
a shot coming home. Then, if it was not an action, it nmust be a salute.
But who woul d sal ute Sharkey, the pirate? It could only be another



pirate ship which would do so. So Craddock |ay back again with a groan
and continued to work at the manacle which still held his right wist.
But suddenly there cane the shuffling of steps outside, and he had
hardly time to wap the [ oose Iinks round his free hand, when the door
was unbolted and two pirates cane in.

"Got your hammrer, carpenter?" asked one, whom Craddock recogni sed as the
bi g quarternmaster.

"Knock off his | eg shackles, then. Better |eave the bracelets--he's
safer with themon."

Wth hamrer and chisel the carpenter |oosened the irons.
"What are you going to do with nme?" asked Craddock
"Cone on deck and you'll see."

The sail or seized himby the armand dragged hi mroughly to the foot of
t he conpani on. Above himwas a square of blue sky cut across by the

m zzen gaff, with the colours flying at the peak. But it was the sight
of those col ours which struck the breath from Stephen Craddock's |ips.
For there were two of them and the British ensign was flying above the
Jol |y Rodger--the honest flag above that of the rogue.

For an instant Craddock stopped in amazenent, but a brutal push fromthe
pirates behind drove himup the conpanion | adder. As he stepped out
upon deck, his eyes turned up to the main, and there again were the
British colours flying above the red pennant, and all the shrouds and
rigging were garlanded with streaners.

Had the ship been taken, then? But that was inpossible, for there were
the pirates clustering in swarns along the port bul warks, and wavi ng
their hats joyously in the air. Mst pronm nent of all was the renegade
mat e, standing on the foc'sle head, and gesticulating wildly. Craddock
| ooked over the side to see what they were cheering at, and then in a
flash he saw how critical was the noment.

On the port bow, and about a mile off, lay the white houses and forts of
Port Royal, with flags breaki ng out everywhere over their roofs.

Ri ght ahead was the opening of the palisades |leading to the town of
Kingston. Not nore than a quarter of a nmile off was a small sl oop
wor ki ng out against the very slight wind. The British ensign was at her
peak, and her rigging was all decorated. On her deck could be seen a
dense crowd of people cheering and waving their hats, and the gl eam of
scarlet told that there were officers of the garrison anmopng them

In an instant, with the quick perception of a man of action, Craddock
saw through it all. Sharkey, with that diabolical cunning and audacity
whi ch were anong his main characteristics, was sinulating the part which
Craddock woul d hinmsel f have played had he come back victorious. It was
in _his_ honour that the salutes were firing and the flags flying.

It was to welcome _him_ that this ship with the Governor, the
commandant, and the chiefs of the island were approaching. In another
ten m nutes they would all be under the guns of the _Happy Delivery_,
and Sharkey woul d have won the greatest stake that ever a pirate played
for yet.



"Bring himforward,"” cried the pirate captain, as Craddock appeared
between the carpenter and the quartermaster. "Keep the ports closed,

but clear away the port guns, and stand by for a broadside. Another two
cabl e lengths and we have them"

"They are edging away," said the boatswain. "I think they snell us."

"That's soon set right," said Sharkey, turning his filmy eyes upon

Craddock. "Stand there, you--right there, where they can recogni se you,
wi th your hand on the guy, and wave your hat to them Quick, or your
brains will be over your coat. Put an inch of your knife into him Ned.
Now, will you wave your hat? Try him again, then. Hey, shoot him Stop
him"

But it was too late. Relying upon the manacles, the quartermaster had
taken his hands for a noment off Craddock's arm In that instant he had
flung off the carpenter, and, am d a spatter of pistol bullets, had
sprung the bulwarks and was swimring for his Iife. He had been hit and
hit again, but it takes many pistols to kill a resolute and powerful man
who has his mnd set upon doing sonething before he dies. He was a
strong swimer, and, in spite of the red trail which he left in the

wat er behind him he was rapidly increasing his distance fromthe
pirate. "Gve ne a nusket!" cried Sharkey, with a savage oath.

He was a fampus shot, and his iron nerves never failed himin an
energency. The dark head appearing on the crest of a roller, and then
swoopi ng down on the other side, was already half-way to the sloop
Sharkey dwelt |ong upon his aimbefore he fired. Wth the crack of the
gun the swimer reared hinself up in the water, waved his hands in a
gesture of warning, and roared out in a voice which rang over the bay.
Then, as the sloop swung round her head-sails, and the pirate fired an

i mpot ent broadsi de, Stephen Craddock, smiling grimy in his death agony,
sank slowy down to that golden couch which glinmered far beneath him

HOW COPLEY BANKS SLEW CAPTAI N SHARKEY

The Buccaneers were sonething higher than a nmere band of narauders.

They were a floating republic, with |aws, usages, and discipline of
their owmn. In their endless and renorseless quarrel with the

Spani ards they had sonme senbl ance of right upon their side.

Their bl oody harryings of the cities of the Main were not nore barbarous
than the inroads of Spain upon the Netherlands--or upon the Caribs in
these sane Anerican | ands.

The chi ef of the Buccaneers, were he English or French, a Mdrgan or a
Grannmont, was still a responsible person, whose country m ght
countenance him or even praise him so |long as he refrained from any
deed whi ch might shock the | eathery seventeenth-century conscience too
outrageously. Some of them were touched with religion, and it is stil
remenber ed how Sawki ns threw the dice overboard upon the Sabbath, and
Dani el pistolled a man before the altar for irreverence.



But there came a day when the fleets of the Buccaneers no | onger
mustered at the Tortugas, and the solitary and outl awed pirate took
their place. Yet even with himthe tradition of restraint and of
discipline still lingered; and anong the early pirates, the Avorys, the
Engl ands, and the Robertses, there renmmi ned sone respect for human
sentiment. They were nore dangerous to the merchant than to the seaman.
But they in turn were replaced by nore savage and desperate nen, who
frankly recognised that they would get no quarter in their war with the
human race, and who swore that they would give as little as they got.

O their histories we know little that is trustworthy. They wote no
menoirs and |l eft no trace, save an occasional blackened and

bl ood- stai ned derelict adrift upon the face of the Atlantic.

Their deeds could only be surm sed fromthe long roll of ships who never
made their port.

Searching the records of history, it is only here and there in an
old-world trial that the veil that shrouds them seens for an instant to
be lifted, and we catch a glinpse of some ammzi ng and grotesque
brutality behind. Such was the breed of Ned Low, of Gow the Scotchman,
and of the infamous Sharkey, whose coal - bl ack barque, the _Happy
Delivery_ , was known from the Newfoundl and Banks to the nmouths of the
Orinoco as the dark forerunner of misery and of death.

There were many nen, both anmobng the islands and on the Main, who had a
bl ood feud with Sharkey, but not one who had suffered nore bitterly than
Copl ey Banks, of Kingston. Banks had been one of the |eading sugar
merchants of the West Indies. He was a man of position, a nenber of the
Council, the husband of a Percival, and the cousin of the Governor of
Virginia. H's two sons had been sent to London to be educated, and
their nother had gone over to bring them back. On their return voyage
the ship, the _Duchess of Cornwall , fell into the hands of Sharkey, and
the whole family nmet with an infanobus death.

Copl ey Banks said little when he heard the news, but he sank into a

nor ose and enduring nel ancholy. He neglected his business, avoided his
friends, and spent nuch of his time in the |ow taverns of the fishernen
and seanen. There, amidst riot and devilry, he sat silently puffing at
his pipe, with a set face and a smoul dering eye. It was generally
supposed that his m sfortunes had shaken his wits, and his old friends
| ooked at hi m askance, for the conpany which he kept was enough to bar
hi m from honest men.

Fromtinme to tine there came rumours of Sharkey over the sea. Sonetines
it was from sonme schooner which had seen a great flanme upon the horizon,
and approaching to offer help to the burning ship, had fled away at the
sight of the sleek, black barque, lurking like a wolf near a mangl ed
sheep. Sonetines it was a frightened trader, which had cone tearing in
with her canvas curved like a | ady's bodi ce, because she had seen a

pat ched foretopsail rising slowy above the violet water-Iine.

Sonetines it was froma coaster, which had found a waterl ess Bahanma cay
littered with sun-dried bodies. Once there came a man who had been mate
of a Gui neaman, and who had escaped fromthe pirate's hands. He could
not speak--for reasons which Sharkey coul d best supply--but he could
write, and he did wite, to the very great interest of Copley Banks.

For hours they sat together over the map, and the dumb man pointed here
and there to outlying reefs and tortuous inlets, while his conpani on sat



smoking in silence, with his unvarying face and his fiery eyes.

One norning, sone two years after his m sfortunes, M. Copley Banks
strode into his own office with his old air of energy and al ertness.
The manager stared at himin surprise, for it was nonths since he had
shown any interest in business.

"Good nmorning, M. Banks!" said he.
"Good norning, Freeman. | see that _Ruffling Harry_is in the Bay."
"Yes, sir; she clears for the Wndward |slands on Wdnesday. "

"I have other plans for her, Freeman. | have deternined upon a slaving
venture to \Wydah."

"But her cargo is ready, sir.

"Then it nust come out again, Freeman. My mind is nmade up, and the
_Ruffling Harry_ nust go slaving to \Wydah."

All argument and persuasi on were vain, so the manager had dolefully to
clear the ship once nore. And then Copl ey Banks began to nake
preparations for his African voyage. |t appeared that he relied upon
force rather than barter for the filling of his hold, for he carried
none of those showy trinkets which savages |ove, but the brig was fitted
wi th ei ght nine-pounder guns, and racks full of nuskets and cutl asses.
The after-sailroomnext the cabin was transfornmed into a powder

magazi ne, and she carried as many round shot as a well-found privateer
Wat er and provisions were shipped for a | ong voyage.

But the preparation of his ship's conpany was nost surprising. It nade
Freeman, the nmanager, realise that there was truth in the runour that
his master had taken | eave of his senses. For, under one pretext or
anot her, he began to dismss the old and tried hands, who had served the
firmfor years, and in their place he enbarked the scum of the port--nen
whose reputations were so vile that the [owest crinp would have been
ashaned to furnish them There was Birthmark Sweetl| ocks, who was known
to have been present at the killing of the | ogwod-cutters, so that his
hi deous scarl et disfigurenment was put down by the fanciful as being a
red afterglow fromthat great crime. He was first mate, and under him
was |srael Martin, a little sun-wilted fell ow who had served with Howel
Davi es at the taking of Cape Coast Castle.

The crew were chosen from anpngst those whom Banks had nmet and known in
their own infanobus haunts, and his own table-steward was a haggard-faced
man, who gobbled at you when he tried to talk. His beard had been
shaved, and it was inpossible to recognise himas the sane man whom

Shar key had placed under the knife, and who had escaped to tell his
experiences to Copl ey Banks. These doings were not unnoticed, nor yet
uncomment ed upon in the town of Kingston. The Commandant of the
troops--Mjor Harvey of the Artillery--nade serious representations to

t he Gover nor.

"She is not a trader, but a small warship,"” said he.

"I think it would be as well to arrest Copley Banks and to seize the



vessel . "

"What do you suspect?" asked the Governor, who was a slowwtted man,
broken down with fevers and port w ne.

"I suspect," said the soldier, "that it is Stede Bonnet over again."

Now, Stede Bonnet was a planter of high reputation and religious
character who, from sone sudden and overpowering freshet of wildness in
his bl ood, had given up everything in order to start off pirating in the
Cari bbean Sea. The exanple was a recent one, and it had caused the

ut nost consternation in the islands. Governors had before now been
accused of being in |league with pirates, and of receiving comm ssions
upon their plunder, so that any want of vigilance was open to a sinister
construction.

"Well, Major Harvey," said he, "I amvastly sorry to do anything which
may offend ny friend Copley Banks, for many a tinme have my knees been
under hi s mahogany, but in face of what you say there is no choice for
me but to order you to board the vessel and to satisfy yourself as to
her character and destination.”

So at one in the norning Major Harvey, with a |launchful of his soldiers,
paid a surprise visit to the Ruffling Harry , with the result that they
pi cked up nothing nore solid than a henpen cable floating at the
nmoorings. It had been slipped by the brig, whose owner had scented
danger. She had al ready passed the Palisades, and was beating out

agai nst the north-east trades on a course for the W ndward Passage.

VWhen upon the next norning the brig had left Mrant Point a nmere haze
upon the Southern horizon, the nmen were called aft, and Copl ey Banks
reveal ed his plans to them He had chosen them he said, as brisk boys
and lads of spirit, who would rather run sone risk upon the sea than
starve for a living upon the shore. King's ships were few and weak, and
they could nmaster any trader who m ght cone their way. O hers had done
wel |l at the business, and with a handy, well-found vessel, there was no
reason why they should not turn their tarry jackets into velvet coats.

If they were prepared to sail under the black flag, he was ready to
conmand thent but if any wished to withdraw, they might have the gig and
row back to Jammica

Four nmen out of six-and-forty asked for their discharge, went over the
ship's side into the boat, and rowed away anidst the jeers and how i ngs
of the crew. The rest assenbled aft, and drew up the articles of their
association. A square of black tarpaulin had the white skull painted
upon it, and was hoisted am dst cheering at the nain

Oficers were elected, and the limts of their authority fixed. Copley
Banks was chosen captain, but, as there are no mates upon a pirate
craft, Birthmark Sweetl| ocks becane quarternmmster, and Israel Martin the
boat swain. There was no difficulty in knowi ng what was the custom of
the brotherhood, for half the nmen at | east had served upon pirates

bef ore. Food should be the sanme for all, and no man should interfere
with another man's drink! The captain should have a cabin, but al
hands shoul d be welcone to enter it when they chose.

Al'l should share and share alike, save only the captain, quartermaster,



boat swai n, carpenter, and master-gunner, who had froma quarter to a
whol e share extra. He who saw a prize first should have the best weapon
taken out of her. He who boarded her first should have the richest suit
of clothes aboard of her. Every man might treat his own prisoner, be it
man or wonan, after his own fashion. |If a man flinched fromhis gun

the quartermaster should pistol him These were some of the rules which
the crew of the _Ruffling Harry_ subscribed by putting forty-two crosses
at the foot of the paper upon which they had been drawn.

So a new rover was afl oat upon the seas, and her nane before a year was
over becane as well known as that of the _Happy Delivery . Fromthe
Bahamas to the Leewards, and fromthe Leewards to the W ndwards, Copley
Banks becane the rival of Sharkey and the terror of traders. For a |long
time the barque and the brig never net, which was the nore singular as
the Ruffling Harry_ was for ever looking in at Sharkey's resorts; but
at | ast one day, when she was passing down the inlet of Coxon's Hole, at
the east end of Cuba, with the intention of careening, there was the
_Happy Delivery_ , with her blocks and tackle-falls already rigged for

t he sane purpose. Copley Banks fired a shotted salute and hoisted the
green trunpeter ensign, as the custom was anong gentl enmen of the sea.
Then he dropped his boat and went aboard.

Capt ai n Sharkey was not a man of a genial npbod, nor had he any kindly
synpathy for those who were of the sane trade as hinself. Copley Banks
found hi mseated astride upon one of the after guns, with his New

Engl and quarternaster, Ned Gal |l oway, and a crowd of roaring ruffians
standi ng about him Yet none of themroared with quite such assurance
when Sharkey's pale face and filmnmy blue eyes were tuned upon him

He was in his shirt-sleeves, with his canbric frills breaking through
his open red satin |ong-flapped vest. The scorching sun seened to have
no power upon his fleshless frame, for he wore a | ow fur cap, as though
it had been winter. A many-col oured band of silk passed across his body
and supported a short, nmurderous sword, while his broad, brass-buckled
belt was stuffed with pistols.

"Sink you for a poacher!" he cried, as Copl ey Banks passed over the
bul warks. "I will drub you within an inch of your life, and that inch
al so!  What nmean you by fishing in nmy waters?”

Copl ey Banks | ooked at him and his eyes were |ike those of a traveller
who sees his hone at last. "I amglad that we are of one nmnd," said
he, "for | amnyself of opinion that the seas are not |arge enough for
the two of us. But if you will take your sword and pistols and cone
upon a sand-bank with me, then the world will be rid of a damed
villain, whichever way it goes."

"Now, this is talking!" said Sharkey, junping off the gun and hol di ng

out his hand. "I have not nmet many who coul d | ook John Sharkey in the
eyes and speak with a full breath. My the devil seize ne if |I do not
choose you as a consort! But if you play me false, then | will cone

aboard of you and gut you upon your own poop."

"And | pledge you the sane!" said Copley Banks, and so the two pirates
became sworn conrades to each other

That summer they went north as far as the Newfoundl and Banks, and
harried the New York traders and the whale ships from New Engl and.



It was Copl ey Banks who captured the Liverpool ship, _House of Hanover_,
but it was Sharkey who fastened her master to the w ndlass and pelted
himto death with enpty claret-bottles.

Toget her they engaged the King's ship _Royal Fortune_, which had been
sent in search of them and beat her off after a night action of five
hours, the drunken, raving crews fighting naked in the |ight of the
battle-lanterns, with a bucket of rumand a pannikin laid by the tackles
of every gun. They ran to Topsail Inlet in North Carolina to refit, and
then in the spring they were at the Grand Caicos, ready for a | ong

crui se down the West |ndies.

By this tinme Sharkey and Copl ey Banks had becone very excellent friends,
for Sharkey |oved a whole-hearted villain, and he |oved a man of netal,
and it seemed to himthat the two met in the captain of the _Ruffling
Harry . It was long before he gave his confidence to him for cold
suspicion lay deep in his character. Never once would he trust hinself
outside his own ship and away from his own nen. But Copley Banks cane
often on board the _Happy Delivery_, and joined Sharkey in many of his
nor ose debauches, so that at last any |lingering misgivings of the latter
were set at rest. He knew nothing of the evil that he had done to his
new boon conpani on, for of his many victinms how could he renmenber the
woman and the two boys whom he had slain with such levity so | ong ago!
When, therefore, he received a challenge to hinself and to his
quarternmaster for a carouse upon the |ast evening of their stay at the
Cai cos Bank he saw no reason to refuse.

A wel | -found passenger ship had been rifled the week before, so their
fare was of the best, and after supper five of them drank deeply
together. There were the two captains, Birthmark Sweetl| ocks, Ned
Gal |l oway, and Israel Martin, the old buccaneers-man. To wait upon them
was the dunb steward, whose head Sharkey split with a glass, because he
had been too slowin the filling of it. The quarter-master has slipped
Sharkey's pistols away fromhim for it was an old joke with himto fire
t hem cross- handed under the table and see who was the |uckiest man.

It was a pleasantry which had cost his boatswain his |leg, so now, when
the tabl e was cleared, they would coax Sharkey's weapons away from him
on the excuse of the heat, and lay them out of his reach

The captain's cabin of the _Ruffling Harry_was in a deck-house upon the
poop, and a stern-chaser gun was nounted at the back of it. Round shot

were racked round the wall, and three great hogsheads of powder made a
stand for dishes and for bottles. In this grimroomthe five pirates
sang and roared and drank, while the silent steward still filled up

their gl asses, and passed the box and the candle round for their

t obacco- pi pes. Hour after hour the talk becane foul er, the voices
hoarser, the curses and shoutings nore incoherent, until three of the
five had closed their blood-shot eyes, and dropped their sw nm ng heads
upon the table.

Copl ey Banks and Sharkey were | eft face to face, the one because he had
drunk the | east, the other because no anount of |iquor would ever shake
his iron nerve or warm his sluggi sh blood. Behind himstood the

wat chful steward, for ever filling up his waning glass. From w thout
came the low | apping of the tide, and fromover the water a sailor's
chanty fromthe barque. In the wi ndless tropical night the words came
clearly to their ears:--



A trader sailed from Stepney Town,
Wake her up! Shake her up! Try her with the nainsail
A trader sailed from Stepney Town
Wth a keg full of gold and a vel vet gown.
Ho, the bully Rover Jack,
Waiting with his yard aback
Qut upon the Low and Sea.

The two boon companions sat listening in silence. Then Copley Banks
gl anced at the steward, and the man took a coil of rope from
t he shot-rack behind him

"Captain Sharkey," said Copley Banks, "do you renenber the _Duchess of
Cornwal | _, hailing from London, which you took and sank three years ago
off the Statira Shoal ?"

"Curse ne if | can bear their nanes in mnd," said Sharkey. "W did as
many as ten ships a week about that tine."

"There were a nmother and two sons anpbng the passengers. Maybe that wll
bring it back to your mnd."

Captai n Sharkey | eant back in thought, with his huge thin beak of a nose
jutting upwards. Then he burst suddenly into a high treble, neighing

| augh. He renenbered it, he said, and he added details to prove it.

"But burn nme if it had not slipped fromm mnd!'" he cried. "How cane
you to think of it?"

"It was of interest to me," said Copley Banks, "for the woman was ny
wi fe, and the | ads were ny only sons.”

Shar key stared across at his conpani on, and saw that the snoul dering
fire which lurked always in his eyes had burned up into a lurid flane.
He read their nenace, and he cl apped his hands to his enpty belt.

Then he turned to seize a weapon, but the bight of a rope was cast round
him and in an instant his arnms were bound to his side. He fought I|ike
a wild cat, and screanmed for help. "Ned!" he yelled. "Ned! Wake up
Here's damed villainy! Help, Ned!--help!"

But the three nen were far too deeply sunk in their swi nish sleep for
any voice to wake them Round and round went the rope, until Sharkey
was swathed like a mumry from ankle to neck. They propped himstiff and
hel pl ess agai nst a powder barrel, and they gagged himwith a
handker chi ef, but his filmy, red-rimed eyes still |ooked curses at

them The dunb man chattered in his exultation, and Sharkey w nced for
the first tinme when he saw the enpty nouth before him He understood

t hat vengeance, slow and patient, had dogged himlong, and clutched him
at | ast.

The two captors had their plans all arranged, and they were sonewhat

el aborate. First of all they stove the heads of two of the great powder
barrel s, and they heaped the contents out upon the table and floor

They piled it round and under the three drunken men, until each spraw ed
in a heap of it. Then they carried Sharkey to the gun and they triced
himsitting over the port-hole, with his body about a foot fromthe
muzzle. Wiggle as he would he could not nove an inch either to the



right or left, and the dunb man trussed himup with a sailor's cunning,
so that there was no chance that he should work free

"Now, you bl oody devil," said Copley Banks, softly, "you nust listen to
what | have to say to you, for they are the |last words that you wll
hear. You are ny man now, and | have bought you at a price, for | have
given all that a man can give here below, and | have given ny soul as
wel | .

"To reach you | have had to sink to your level. For two years | strove
against it, hoping that sone other way m ght cone, but | learnt that
there was no other. |'ve robbed and | have nurdered--worse still, |
have | aughed and lived with you--and all for the one end. And now ny
time has cone, and you will die as | would have you die, seeing the
shadow creepi ng upon you and the devil waiting for you in the shadow. "

Shar key coul d hear the hoarse voices of his rovers singing their chanty
over the water.

Where is the trader of Stepney Town?
Wake her up! Shake her up! Every stick a-bending!
Where is the trader of Stepney Town?
His gold's on the capstan, his blood's on his gown,
Al for bully Rover Jack,
Reachi ng on the weat her tack
Ri ght across the Low and Sea.

The words cane clear to his ear, and just outside he could hear two nen
paci ng backwards and forwards upon the deck. And yet he was hel pl ess,
staring down the nouth of the nine-pounder, unable to nove an inch or to
utter so much as a groan. Again there canme the burst of voices fromthe
deck of the barque.

So it's up and it's over to Stornoway Bay,
Pack it on! Crack it on! Try her with stunsail s!
It's off on a bowine to Stornoway Bay,
Where the liquor is good and the | asses are gay,
Waiting for their bully Jack
Wat ching for himsailing back
Ri ght across the Lowl and Sea.

To the dying pirate the jovial words and rollicking tune nmade his own
fate seemthe harsher, but there was no softening in those venonous bl ue
eyes. Copl ey Banks had brushed away the priming of the gun, and had
sprinkled fresh powder over the touch-hole. Then he had taken up the
candle and cut it to the length of about an inch. This he placed upon
the | oose powder at the breach of the gun. Thin he scattered powder
thickly over the floor beneath, so that when the candle fell at the
recoil it nust explode the huge pile in which the three drunkards were
wal | owi ng.

"You' ve made others | ook death in the face, Sharkey," said he; "now it
has come to be your own turn. You and these swine here shall go
together!" He |it the candl e-end as he spoke, and bl ew out the other
lights upon the table. Then he passed out with the dunb nman, and | ocked
the cabin door upon the outer side. But before he closed it he took an
exul tant | ook backwards, and received one |ast curse fromthose



unconquerabl e eyes. In the single dimcircle of light that ivory-white
face, with the gl eam of npisture upon the high, bald forehead, was the
| ast that was ever seen of Sharkey.

There was a skiff alongside, and in it Copley Banks and the dunb steward
made their way to the beach, and | ooked back upon the brig riding in the
noon-1|ight just outside the shadow of the palmtrees. They waited and
wai ted watching that dimlight which shone through the stemport. And
then at |ast there came the dull thud of a gun, and an instant later the
shattering crash of an explosion. The long, sleek, black barque, the
sweep of white sand, and the fringe of nodding feathery pal mtrees
sprang i nto dazzling light and back into darkness again. Voices
screaned and cal | ed upon the bay.

Then Copl ey Banks, his heart singing within him touched his conpanion
upon the shoul der, and they plunged together into the lonely jungle of
t he Cai cos.

THE CROXLEY MASTER

M. Robert Mntgonery was seated at his desk, his head upon his hands,
in a state of the bl ackest despondency. Before himwas the open | edger
with the long colums of Dr. O dacre's prescriptions. At his el bow |l ay
the wooden tray with the labels in various partitions, the cork box, the
lunps of twi sted sealing-wax, while in front a rank of bottles waited to
be filled. But his spirits were too |low for work. He sat in silence
with his fine shoul ders bowed and his head upon his hands.

Qutside, through the griny surgery wi ndow over a foreground of bl ackened
brick and slate, a |ine of enormous chi meys |ike Cyclopean pillars
uphel d the | owering, dun-col oured cloud-bank. For six days in the week
t hey spouted snoke, but to-day the furnace fires were banked, for it was
Sunday. Sordid and polluting gloomhung over a district blighted and

bl asted by the greed of man. There was nothing in the surroundings to
cheer a desponding soul, but it was nore than his disnmal environnment

whi ch wei ghed upon the nedical assistant. H's trouble was deeper and
nore personal. The winter session was approaching. He should be back
again at the University conpleting the | ast year which would give him
hi s medi cal degree; but, alas! he had not the noney with which to pay
his class fees, nor could he imgi ne how he could procure it.

Si xty pounds were wanted to nake his career, and it night have been as
many thousand for any chance there seened to be of his obtaining it.

He was roused from his black nmeditation by the entrance of Dr. QO dacre
hi msel f, a large, clean-shaven, respectable man, with a pri m manner and
an austere face. He had prospered exceedingly by the support of the

| ocal Church interest, and the rule of his life was never by word or
action to run a risk of offending the sentinent which had made him

Hi s standard of respectability and of dignity was exceedi ngly high, and
he expected the sanme fromhis assistants. Hi s appearance and words were
al ways vaguely benevolent. A sudden inpulse came over the despondent
student. He would test the reality of this philanthropy.



"I beg your pardon, Dr. O dacre," said he, rising fromhis chair
"I have a great favour to ask of you."

The doctor's appearance was not encouraging. His nmouth suddenly
ti ghtened, and his eyes fell

"Yes, M. Montgonery?"

"You are aware, sir, that | need only one nore session to conplete ny
course."

"So you have told ne."
"It is very inportant to nme, sir."
“Naturally."

"The fees, Dr. O dacre, would amunt to about sixty pounds."

"I amafraid that ny duties call nme el sewhere, M. Mntgonery."

"One nonent, sir! | had hoped, sir, that perhaps, if | signed a paper
prom si ng you interest upon your noney, you would advance this sumto
me. | will pay you back, sir, | really will. O, if you like, | wll

work it off after I amqualified.

The doctor's lips had thinned into a narrow line. H s eyes were raised
agai n, and sparkled indignantly.

"Your request is unreasonable, M. Mntgonery. | amsurprised that you
shoul d have made it. Consider, sir, how many thousands of nedica
students there are in this country. No doubt there are many of them who
have a difficulty in finding their fees. Am/| to provide for themall?
O why should | make an exception in your favour? | amgrieved and

di sappoi nted, M. Mntgonery, that you should have put ne into the

pai nful position of having to refuse you." He turned upon his heel, and
wal ked with of fended dignity out of the surgery.

The student snmiled bitterly, and turned to his work of neking up the
norni ng prescriptions. It was poor and unworthy work--work which any
weakl i ng m ght have done as well, and this was a nman of exceptiona
nerve and sinew. But, such as it was, it brought himhis board and One
pound a week--enough to help himduring the sunmer nonths and let him
save a few pounds towards his wi nter keep. But those class fees!

Where were they to cone fron? He could not save them out of his scanty
wage. Dr. O dacre would not advance them He saw no way of earning
them His brains were fairly good, but brains of that quality were a
drug in the market. He only excelled in his strength, and where was he
to find a custoner for that? But the ways of Fate are strange, and his
customer was at hand.

"Look y'ere!" said a voice at the door. Montgonery |ooked up, for the
voice was a |loud and rasping one. A young nman stood at the entrance--
a stocky, bull-necked young nminer, in tweed Sunday clothes and an
aggressive neck-tie. He was a sinister-looking figure, with dark

i nsol ent eyes, and the jaw and throat of a bull dog.



"Look y'ere!" said he again. "Wy hast thou not sent t' nedicine oop as
thy master ordered?”

Mont gonery had becone accustoned to the brutal frankness of the northern
worker. At first it had enraged him but after a tine he had grown
callous to it, and accepted it as it was neant. But this was sonething
different. It was insolence--brutal, overbearing insolence, with

physi cal nenace behind it.

"What name?" he asked coldly.

"Barton. Happen | may give thee cause to mnd that nanme, yoong man.
Mak' oop t' wife's nedicine this very nonent, |ook ye, or it will be the
worse for thee."

Mont gomery smiled. A pleasant sense of relief thrilled softly through
him What bl essed safety-valve was this through which his jangled
nerves mght find some outlet. The provocation was so gross, the insult
so unprovoked, that he could have none of those qual nms which take the
edge off a man's nettle. He finished sealing the bottle upon which he
was occupi ed, and he addressed it and placed it carefully in the rack
"Look here!" said he, turning round to the mner, "your nedicine will be
made up in its turn and sent down to you. | don't allow folk in the
surgery. Wit outside in the waiting-roomif you wish to wait at all."

"Yoong man," said the mner, "thou's got to mak' t' wife's nedicine
here, and now, and quick, while |I wait and watch thee, or else happen
thou mi ght need sone nedicine thysel' before all is over."

"I shouldn't advise you to fasten a quarrel upon ne." Montgonmery was
speaking in the hard, staccato voice of a man who is holding hinself in
with difficulty. "You'll save trouble if you'll go quietly. [If you
don't you'll be hurt. Ah, you would? Take it, then!"

The bl ows were al nost sinultaneous--a savage swi ng which whistled past
Mont gonmery's ear, and a straight drive which took the workman on the
chin. Luck was with the assistant. That single whizzing uppercut, and
the way in which it was delivered, warned himthat he had a form dable
man to deal with. But if he had underrated his antagonist, his

ant agoni st had al so underrated him and had laid hinself open to a fata
bl ow

The m ner's head had come with a crash against the corner of the surgery
shel ves, and he had dropped heavily on to the ground. There he lay with
hi s bandy | egs drawn up and his hands thrown abroad, the blood trickling
over the surgery tiles.

"Had enough?" asked the assistant, breathing fiercely through his nose.

But no answer cane. The man was insensible. And then the danger of his
position cane upon Montgonery, and he turned as white as his antagonist.
A Sunday, the immaculate Dr. O dacre with his pious connection, a savage
brawl with a patient; he would irretrievably lose his situation if the
facts cane out. It was not much of a situation, but he could not get
anot her without a reference, and O dacre m ght refuse himone. Wthout
noney for his classes, and w thout a situation--what was to becone of
hin? 1t was absolute ruin.



But perhaps he could escape exposure after all. He seized his

i nsensi bl e adversary, dragged himout into the centre of he room

| oosened his collar, and squeezed the surgery sponge over his face. He
sat up at last with a gasp and a scowm. "Dom thee, thou's spoilt ny
neck-tie," said he, nmopping up the water fromhis breast.

"I"'msorry | hit you so hard," said Montgomery, apologetically.

"Thou hit me hard! | could stan' such fly-flappin' all day. 'Twas this
here press that cracked ny pate for ne, and thou art a | ooky man to be
able to boast as thou hast outed ne. And now |'d be obliged to thee if
thou wilt give net' wife's medicine.”

Mont gomery gladly made it up and handed it to the mner

"You are weak still," said he. "Wn't you stay awhile and rest?"

"T" wife wants her nedicine," said the man, and |urched out at the door

The assistant, |ooking after him saw himrolling, with an uncertain
step, down the street, until a friend nmet him and they wal ked on armin
arm The man seenmed in his rough Northern fashion to bear no grudge,
and so Montgonery's fears left him There was no reason why the doctor
shoul d know anything about it. He wi ped the blood fromthe floor, put
the surgery in order, and went on with his interrupted task, hoping that
he had cone scat hl ess out of a very dangerous business.

Yet all day he was aware of a sense of vague uneasi ness, which sharpened
into dismay when, late in the afternoon, he was informed that three
gentl emen had called and were waiting for himin the surgery.

A coroner's inquest, a descent of detectives, an invasion of angry
relatives--all sorts of possibilities rose to scare him Wth tense
nerves and a rigid face he went to neet his visitors.

They were a very singular trio. Each was known to him by sight; but
what on earth the three could be doing together, and, above all, what

t hey could expect from _him, was a nost inexplicable problem

The first was Sorley WIlson, the son of the owner of the Nonparei

Coal pit. He was a young bl ood of twenty, heir to a fortune, a keen
sportsman, and down for the Easter Vacation from Magdal ene Col | ege.

He sat now upon the edge of the surgery table, |ooking in thoughtfu
silence at Montgonery and twi sting the ends of his small, black, waxed
nmoust ache. The second was Purvis, the publican, owner of the chief
beer-shop, and well known as the | ocal bookmaker. He was a coarse,

cl ean-shaven man, whose fiery face made a singular contrast with his
ivory-white bald head. He had shrewd, |ight-blue eyes with foxy |ashes,
and he also | eaned forward in silence fromhis chair, a fat, red hand
upon either knee, and stared critically at the young assistant. So did
the third visitor, Fawcett, the horse-breaker, who | eaned back, his
long, thin legs, with their boxcloth riding-gaiters, thrust out in front
of him tapping his protruding teeth with his riding-whip, with anxious
t hought in every line of his rugged, bony face. Publican, exquisite,
and horse-breaker were all three equally silent, equally earnest, and
equally critical. Montgomery seated in the mdst of them | ooked from
one to the other.



"Well, gentlemen?" he observed, but no answer cane.
The position was enbarrassing.

"No," said the horse-breaker, at last. "No. It's off. It's now."
"Stand oop, lad; let's see thee standin'." It was the publican who
spoke. Montgonery obeyed. He would |earn all about it, no doubt, if he
were patient. He stood up and turned slowy round, as if in front of
his tailor.

"It's off! It's off!" cried the horse-breaker. "Wy, non, the Mster
woul d break him over his knee."

"Ch, that be hanged for a yarn!" said the young Cantab. "You can drop

out if you like, Fawcett, but 1'Il see this thing through, if |I have to
do it alone. | don't hedge a penny. | like the cut of hima great dea
better than | |iked Ted Barton."

"Look at Barton's shoul ders, M. WIson."

"Lunpi ness isn't always strength. G ve ne nerve and fire and breed.
That's what w ns."

"Ay, sir, you have it theer--you have it theer!" said the fat, red-faced
publican, in a thick suety voice. "It's the sane wi' poops. GCet 'em
clean-bred an' fine, an' they'll yark the thick 'uns--yark 'em out o
their skins.”

"He's ten good pund on the light side,"” growl ed the horse-breaker

"He's a welter weight, anyhow "

“A hundred and thirty."

"A hundred and fifty, if he's an ounce."

"Well, the Master doesn't scale nuch nore than that."

"A hundred and seventy-five."

"That was when he was hog-fat and living high. W rk the grease out of
himand | lay there's no great difference between them Have you been
wei ghed lately, M. Montgonery?"

It was the first direct question which had been asked him He had stood
in the mdst of themlike a horse at a fair, and he was just beginning
to wonder whether he was nore angry or anused.

"I amjust eleven stone," said he.

"I said that he was a welter weight."

"But suppose you was trained?" said the publican. "Wt then?"

"I am always in training."



"I'n a manner of speakin', no doubt, he _is_ always in trainin',
remar ked the horse-breaker. "But trainin' for everyday work ain't the
same as trainin' with a trainer; and | dare bet, with all respec' to
your opinion, M. WIlson, that there's half a stone of tallow on him at
this mnute."

The young Cantab put his fingers on the assistant's upper arm then with
his other hand on his wist, he bent the forearmsharply, and felt the
bi ceps, as round and hard as a cricket-ball, spring up under his
fingers.

"Feel that!" said he.

The publican and horse-breaker felt it with an air of reverence. "Good
lad! He'll do yet!" cried Purvis.

"Gentlenen," said Montgonery, "I think that you will acknow edge that |
have boon very patient with you. | have listened to all that you have
to say about ny personal appearance, and now | mnust really beg that you
wi |l have the goodness to tell ne what is the matter."

They all sat down in their serious, business-Ilike way.

"That's easy done, M. Montgonery," said the fat-voiced publican.

"But before sayin' anything we had to wait and see whether, in a way of
speakin', there was any need for us to say anything at all. M. WIson
thinks there is. M. Fawcett, who has the sane right to his opinion
bein' al so a backer and one o' the committee, thinks the other way."

"I thought himtoo light built, and I think so now," said the

hor se- breaker, still tapping his prom nent teeth with the netal head of
his riding-whip. "But happen he may pull through, and he's a
fine-made, buirdly young chap, so if you nean to back him M. W]Ison--
“Which | do."

"And you, Purvis?"

"I ain't one to go back, Fawcett."

"Well, 1'Il stan' to my share of the purse.”
“"And well | knew you would," said Purvis, "for it would be sonethin' new
to find I saac Fawcett as a spoil-sport. Well, then, we will make up the

hundred for the stake anong us, and the fight stands--always supposin'
the young man is willin'."

"Excuse all this rot, M. Mntgonery," said the University man, in a

geni al voice. "W've begun at the wong end, | know, but we'll soon
straighten it out, and | hope that you will see your way to falling in
with our views. In the first place, you renenber the man whom you

knocked out this norning? He is Barton--the fanpbus Ted Barton."

“I"'msure, sir, you may well be proud to have outed himin one round,"
said the publican. "Wy, it took Murris, the ten-stone-six chanpion, a
deal nore trouble than that before he put Barton to sleep. You' ve done
a fine performance, sir, and happen you'll do a finer, if you give



yoursel f the chance."

"I never heard of Ted Barton, beyond seeing the name on a nedicine
| abel ," said the assistant.

"Well, you may take it fromne that he's a slaughterer,"” said the
horse- breaker. "You've taught hima |lesson that he needed, for it was
al ways a word and a blow with him and the word al one was worth five
shillin'" in a public court. He won't be so ready now to shake his ni ef
in the face of everyone he neets. However, that's neither here nor

t here.”

Mont gonery | ooked at themin bew | dernent.

"For goodness' sake, gentlenen, tell nme what it is you want ne to do!"
he cri ed.

"We want you to fight Silas Craggs, better known as the Master of
Croxley."

"But why?"

"Because Ted Barton was to have fought himnext Saturday. He was the
chanpi on of the Wlson coal-pits, and the other was the Master of the
iron-folk dowm at the Croxley snmelters. W'd natched our man for a
purse of a hundred against the Master. But you' ve queered our nan, and
he can't face such a battle with a two-inch cut at the back of his head.
There's only one thing to be done, sir, and that is for you to take his

place. If you can lick Ted Barton you may lick the Master of Croxley,
but if you don't we're done, for there's no one else who is in the same
street with himin this district. It's twenty rounds, two-ounce gl oves,

Queensberry rules, and a decision on points if you fight to the finish."

For a moment the absurdity of the thing drove every other thought out of
Mont gomery's head. But then there canme a sudden revul sion. A hundred
pounds!--all he wanted to conplete his education was |ying there ready
to his hand, if only that hand were strong enough to pick it up. He had
t hought bitterly that norning that there was no market for his strength,
but here was one where his nuscle nmight earn nore in an hour than his

brains in a year. But a chill of doubt came over him "How can | fight
for the coal -pits?" said he. "I amnot connected with them™
"Eh, lad, but thou art!" cried old Purvis. "W've got it down in

writin', and it's clear enough 'Anyone connected with the coal-pits."'
Doctor O dacre is the coal-pit club doctor; thou art his assistant.
VWhat nore can they want ?"

"Yes, that's right enough,” said the Cantab. "It would be a very
sporting thing of you, M. Montgonery, if you would conme to our help
when we are in such a hole. O course, you mght not like to take the
hundred pounds; but | have no doubt that, in the case of your w nning,
we could arrange that it should take the formof a watch or piece of

pl ate, or any other shape which m ght suggest itself to you. You see,
you are responsi ble for our having | ost our chanpion, so we really fee
that we have a cl ai mupon you."

"Gve nme a noment, gentlenen. It is very unexpected. | amafraid the



doctor woul d never consent to ny going--in fact, | amsure that he would
not."

"But he need never know -not before the fight, at any rate. W are not
bound to give the name of our man. So long as he is within the weight
limts on the day of the fight, that is all that concerns anyone."

The adventure and the profit would either of them have attracted
Mont gomery. The two conbined were irresistible. "Gentlenen," said he,
“I'1l doit!"

The three sprang fromtheir seats. The publican had seized his right
hand, the horse-dealer his left, and the Cantab sl apped hi mon the back

"Good | ad! good lad!" croaked the publican. "Eh, non, but if thou yark
him thou'll rise in one day from being just a comon doctor to the
best-known non 'tw xt here and Bradford. Thou art a witherin' tyke,
thou art, and no mistake; and if thou beat the Master of Croxley,
thou'll find all the beer thou want for the rest of thy l[ife waiting for
t hee at the 'Four Sacks.'"

"It is the nost sporting thing I ever heard of in ny life," said young
W lson. "By George, sir, if you pull it off, you' ve got the
constituency in your pocket, if you care to stand. You know the
out - house in nmy garden?"

"Next the road?"

"Exactly. | turned it into a gymasiumfor Ted Barton. You'll find al
you want there: clubs, punching ball, bars, dunb-bells, everything.
Then you'll want a sparring partner. QOgilvy has been acting for Barton,

but we don't think that he is class enough. Barton bears you no grudge.
He's a good-hearted fellow, though cross-grained with strangers. He
| ooked upon you as a stranger this norning, but he says he knows you

now. He is quite ready to spar with you for practice, and he will cone
any hour you will nane."
"Thank you; | will let you know the hour," said Montgonery; and so the

conmittee departed jubilant upon their way.

The nedical assistant sat for a tinme in the surgery turning it over a
little in his mnd. He had been trained originally at the University by

the man who had been m ddl e-wei ght chanpion in his day. It was true
that his teacher was |ong past his prinme, slow upon his feet, and stiff
in his joints, but even so he was still a tough antagonist; but

Mont gomery had found at |last that he could nmore than hold his own with
him He had won the University nedal, and his teacher, who had trained
so many students, was enphatic in his opinion that he had never had one
who was in the same class with him He had been exhorted to go in for
t he Amat eur Chanpi onshi ps, but he had no particular anbition in that
direction. Once he had put on the gloves with Hanmer Tunstall in a
booth at a fair and had fought three rattling rounds, in which he had
the worst of it, but had made the prize fighter stretch hinself to the
utternost. There was his whole record, and was it enough to encourage
himto stand up to the Master of Croxley? He had never heard of the
Mast er before, but then he had | ost touch of the ring during the [|ast
few years of hard work. After all, what did it matter? |If he won,



there was the noney, which neant so much to him [If he lost, it would
only mean a thrashing. He could take punishnment w thout flinching, of
that he was certain. |If there were only one chance in a hundred of
pulling it off, then it was worth his while to attenpt it.

Dr. O dacre, new cone fromchurch, with an ostentatious Prayer-book in
hi s ki d-gl oved hand, broke in upon his neditation

"You don't go to service, | observe, M. Montgonery" said he, coldly.
"No, sir; | have had some business to detain ne."

"It is very near to ny heart that my household should set a good
exanple. There are so few educated people in this district that a great
responsi bility devolves upon us. If we do not live up to the highest,
how can we expect these poor workers to do so? It is a dreadful thing
to reflect that the parish takes a great deal nore interest in an
approaching glove fight than in their religious duties."

"A glove fight, sir?" said Montgonery, guiltily.

"l believe that to be the correct term One of ny patients tells nme
that it is the talk of the district. A local ruffian, a patient of
ours, by the way, matched against a pugilist over at Croxley.

I cannot understand why the | aw does not step in and stop so degrading
an exhibition. It is really a prize fight."

"A glove fight, you said."

"I aminfornmed that a 20z. glove is an evasion by which they dodge the
law, and meke it difficult for the police to interfere. They contend

for a sumof noney. It seens dreadful and al nost incredible--does it
not?--to think that such scenes can be enacted within a few nmles of our
peaceful hone. But you will realise, M. Mntgonery, that while there

are such influences for us to counteract, it is very necessary that we
should live up to our highest."

The doctor's sernon woul d have had nore effect if the assistant had not
once or twi ce had occasion to test his highest, and cone upon it at

unexpectedly hunmble elevations. It is always so particularly easy to
"conpound for sins we're nost inclined to by damming those we have no
mnd to." In any case, Montgonery felt that of all the nmen concerned in

such a fight--pronmoters, backers, spectators--it is the actual fighter
who hol ds the strongest and nost honourabl e position. His conscience
gave himno concern upon the subject. Endurance and courage are
virtues, not vices, and brutality is, at |east, better than effeninacy.

There was a little tobacco-shop at the corner of the street, where

Mont gonery got his bird s-eye and also his |ocal information, for the
shopman was a garrul ous soul, who knew everything about the affairs of
the district. The assistant strolled down there after tea and asked, in
a casual way, whether the tobacconist had ever heard of the Master of

Cr oxl ey.

"Heard of him Heard of himl" the little man could hardly articulate in
his astonishment. "Wy, sir, he's the first non o' the district, an'
his name's as well known in the West Riding as the winner o' t' Derby.



But Lor,' sir,"--here he stopped and rummaged anpng a heap of papers.
"They are makin' a fuss about himon account o' his fight wi' Ted
Barton, and so the _Croxley Herald_ has his |ife an' record, an'
is, an" thou canst read it for thysel'"

here it

The sheet of the paper which he held up was a | ake of print around an
islet of illustration. The latter was a coarse wood-cut of a pugilist's
head and neck set in a cross-barred jersey. It was a sinister but
powerful face, the face of a debauched hero, clean-shaven, strongly
eye-browed, keen-eyed, with huge, aggressive jaw, and an animal dew ap
beneath it. The long, obstinate cheeks ran flush up to the narrow,
sinister eyes. The mighty neck canme down square fromthe ears and
curved outwards into shoul ders, which had |ost nothing at the hands of
the local artist. Above was witten "Silas Craggs,"” and beneath,

"The Master of Croxley."

"Thou'll find all about himthere, sir," said the tobacconist. "He's a
witherin' tyke, he is, and we're proud to have himin the county. |If he
hadn't broke his leg he'd have been chanpi on of England."

"Broke his leg, has he?"

"Yes, and it set badly. They ca' himowd K, behind his back, for that
is how his two legs look. But his arns--well, if they was both stropped
to a bench, as the sayin' is, | wonder where the chanpion of England
woul d be then."

"I"l'l take this with nme," said Montgonery; and putting the paper into
his pocket he returned hone.

It was not a cheering record which he read there. The whole history of
the Croxley Master was given in full, his many victories, his few
def eat s.

Born in 1857 (said the provincial biographer), Silas Craggs, better
known in sporting circles as the Master of Croxley, is nowin his
fortieth year.

"Hang it, I'monly twenty-three!" said Mntgonery to hinmself, and read
on nore cheerfully.

Having in his youth shown a surprising aptitude for the gane, he

f ought his way up anong his conrades, until he becane the

recogni sed chanpion of the district and won the proud title which
he still holds. Anbitious of a nore than |ocal fame, he secured a
patron, and fought his first fight against Jack Barton, of

Bi rmi ngham in May 1880, at the old Loiterers' Club. Craggs,

who fought at ten stone-two at the time, had the better of fifteen
rattling rounds, and gained an award on points agai nst the M dl ander
Havi ng di sposed of Janes Dunn, of Rotherhithe, Canmeron, of d asgow,
and a youth nanmed Fernie, he was thought so highly of by the fancy
that he was matched against Ernest WIllox, at that tine

nm ddl e- wei ght chanpi on of the North of England, and defeated himin a
har d- f ought battle, knocking himout in the tenth round after a

puni shing contest. At this period it |looked as if the very highest
honours of the ring were within the reach of the young Yorkshireman,
but he was | aid upon the shelf by a nbost unfortunate accident. The



kick of a horse broke his thigh, and for a year he was conpelled to
rest hinmself. \Wen he returned to his work the fracture had set
badly, and his activity was nuch inpaired. It was owing to this
that he was defeated in seven rounds by WIIlox, the man whom he had
previ ously beaten, and afterwards by Janes Shaw, of London, though
the latter acknow edged that he had found the toughest custoner of
his career. Undismayed by his reverses, the Master adapted the
style of his fighting to his physical disabilities and resuned his
career of victory--defeating Norton (the black), Hobby WIson, and
Levi Cohen, the latter a heavy-weight. Conceding two stone, he
fought a draw with the famous Billy McQuire, and afterwards, for

a purse of fifty pounds, he defeated Sam Hare at the Pelican Cl ub
London. In 1891 a decision was given against himupon a foul when
fighting a winning fight against JimTaylor, the Australian nddle
wei ght, and so nortified was he by the decision, that he withdrew
fromthe ring. Since then he has hardly fought at all save to
accommodat e any | ocal aspirant who may wish to learn the difference
bet ween a bar-room scranble and a scientific contest. The |atest
of these anbitious souls comes fromthe WIson coal-pits, which have
undertaken to put up a stake of 100 pounds and back their |oca
chanpion. There are various rumours afloat as to who their
representative is to be, the nane of Ted Barton being freely

nmenti oned; but the betting, which is seven to one on the Mster

agai nst any untried man, is a fair reflection of the feeling of

the community.

Mont gomery read it over twice, and it left himwith a very serious face.
No light matter this which he had undertaken; no battle with a
rough-and-tumnbl e fighter who presuned upon a local reputation

The man's record showed that he was first-class--or nearly so. There
were a few points in his favour, and he must make the nopst of them
There was age--twenty-three against forty. There was an old ring
proverb that "Youth will be served," but the annals of the ring offer a
great nunber of exceptions. A hard veteran full of cool val our and
ring-craft, could give ten or fifteen years and a beating to nost
striplings. He could not rely too nuch upon his advantage in age.

But then there was the | aneness; that nust surely count for a great

deal. And, lastly, there was the chance that the Master night underrate
hi s opponent, that he might be remiss in his training, and refuse to
abandon his usual way of life, if he thought that he had an easy task
before him In a man of his age and habits this seenmed very possible.
Mont gonmery prayed that it mght be so. Meanwhile, if his opponent were
the best man who ever junped the ropes into a ring, his own duty was
clear. He nmust prepare hinself carefully, throw away no chance, and do
the very best that he could. But he knew enough to appreciate the

di fference which exists in boxing, as in every sport, between the

amat eur and the professional. The cool ness, the power of hitting, above
all the capability of taking punishment, count for so nuch. Those
speci al ly devel oped, gutta-percha-like abdom nal nuscles of the hardened
pugilist will take without flinching a bl ow which would | eave another
man writhing on the ground. Such things are not to be acquired in a
week, but all that could be done in a week should be done.

The nedi cal assistant had a good basis to start from He was 5ft. 11
ins.--tall enough for anything on two legs, as the old ring nen used to
say--lithe and spare, with the activity of a panther, and a strength
whi ch had hardly yet ever found its limtations. Hi's nuscular



devel opnent was finely hard, but his power cane rather fromthat higher
nerve-energy which counts for nothing upon a nmeasuring tape. He had the
wel | -curved nose and the wi dely opened eye which never yet were seen
upon the face of a craven, and behi nd everything he had the driving
force, which cane fromthe know edge that his whole career was at stake
upon the contest. The three backers rubbed their hands when they saw
hi m at work punching the ball in the gymasi um next norning; and
Fawcett, the horse-breaker, who had witten to Leeds to hedge his bets,
sent a wire to cancel the letter, and to lay another fifty at the narket
price of seven to one.

Mont gomery's chief difficulty was to find tine for his training wthout
any interference fromthe doctor. His work took hima large part of the
day, but as the visiting was done on foot, and considerabl e distances
had to be traversed, it was a training initself. For the rest, he
punched the swi nging ball and worked with the dunb-bells for an hour
every norning and evening, and boxed twice a day with Ted Barton in the
gymasi um gaining as nmuch profit as could be got froma rushing,

t wo- handed sl ogger. Barton was full of admiration for his cleverness
and qui ckness, but doubtful about his strength. Hard hitting was the
feature of his own style, and he exacted it from others.

"Lord, sir, that's a turble poor poonch for an el even-stone man!" he
would cry. "Thou wilt have to hit harder than that afore t' Master will
know that thou art theer. All, thot's better, non, thot's fine!" he
woul d add, as his opponent |ifted himacross the roomon the end of a
right counter. "Thot's how!| likes to feel 'em Happen thou'lt pul

t hrough yet." He chuckled with joy when Mntgonery knocked himinto a
corner. "Eh, nmon, thou art conming along grand. Thou hast fair yarked
me off ny legs. Do it again, lad, do it again!"

The only part of Montgonmery's training which came within the doctor's
observation was his diet, and that puzzled himconsiderably.

“"You will excuse my remarking, M. Montgonery, that you are becom ng
rather particular in your tastes. Such fads are not to be encouraged in
one's youth. Wiy do you eat toast with every neal ?"

"I find that it suits ne better than bread, sir

"It entails unnecessary work upon the cook. | observe, also, that you
have turned agai nst potatoes."

"Yes, sir; | think that | ambetter without them"
"And you no |onger drink your beer?"

"No, sir."

"These causel ess whins and fancies are very nmuch to be deprecated, M.
Mont gomery. Consi der how many there are to whomthese very potatoes and
this very beer would be npst acceptable."”

“"No doubt, sir, but at present | prefer to do wi thout them"

They were sitting alone at lunch, and the assistant thought that it
woul d be a good opportunity of asking |eave for the day of the fight.



"I should be glad if you could let nme have | eave for Saturday, Dr
O dacre. "

"It is very inconvenient upon so busy a day."

"I should do a double day's work on Friday so as to | eave everything in
order. | should hope to be back in the evening."

"I amafraid |I cannot spare you, M. Nbntgonery."

This was a facer. |If he could not get |eave he would go without it.
"You will remenber, Dr. O dacre, that when | cane to you it was
understood that | should have a clear day every nonth. | have never

claimed one. But now there are reasons why | wish to have a holiday
upon Saturday."

Dr. O dacre gave in with a very bad grace. "O course, if you insist
upon your formal rights, there is no nore to be said, M. Montgonery,
though | feel that it shows a certain indifference to nmy confort and the
wel fare of the practice. Do you still insist?"

"“Yes, sir.
"Very good. Have your way."

The doctor was boiling over with anger, but Montgomery was a val uable
assi stant - - st eady, capabl e, and hardworki ng--and he could not afford to
lose him Even if he had been pronpted to advance those class fees, for
whi ch his assistant had appeal ed, it woul d have been against his
interests to do so, for he did not wish himto qualify, and he desired
himto remain in his subordinate position, in which he worked so hard
for so small a wage. There was sonmething in the cool insistence of the
young nman, a quiet resolution in his voice as he clainmed his Saturday,
whi ch aroused his curiosity.

"I have no desire to interfere unduly with your affairs, M. Montgomery,
but were you thinking of having a day in Leeds upon Saturday?"

"No, sir.

“I'n the country?"

"Yes, sir.

"You are very wise. You will find a quiet day anmong the wild flowers a
very val uabl e restorative. Have you thought of any particul ar
di rection?”

"I am goi ng over Croxley way."

"Well, there is no prettier country when once you are past the
iron-works. What could be nore delightful than to lie upon the Fells,
basking in the sunshine, with perhaps some instructive and el evating
book as your conpanion? | should reconmend a visit to the ruins of St.
Bridget's Church, a very interesting relic of the early Norman era.



By the way, there is one objection which | see to your going to Croxley

on Saturday. It is upon that date, as | aminforned, that that
ruffianly glove fight takes place. You may find yourself nolested by
the bl ackguards whomit will attract."”

"I will take my chance of that, sir," said the assistant.

On the Friday night, which was the |last night before the fight,

Mont gomery' s three backers assenbled in the gymasi um and i nspected
their man as he went through sone |ight exercises to keep his nuscles
supple. He was certainly in splendid condition, his skin shining with
heal th, and his eyes with energy and confidence. The three wal ked round
hi m and exul t ed.

"He's sinply ripping!" said the undergraduate.

"By gad, you've cone out of it splendidly. You' re as hard as a pebble,
and fit to fight for your life."

"Happen he's a trifle on the fine side," said the publican. "Runs a bit
light at the loins, to ny way of thinking ."

"What wei ght to-day?"

"Ten stone el even," the assistant answered.

"That's only three pund off in a week's trainin'," said the
horse-breaker. "He said right when he said that he was in condition
Well, it's fine stuff all there is of it, but I'mnone so sure as there
is enough.” He kept poking his finger into Montgonery as if he were one
of his horses. "I hear that the Master will scale a hundred and sixty
odd at the ring-side."

"But there's some of that which he'd like well to pull off and | eave
behind wi' his shirt," said Purvis. "I hear they've had a rare job to
get himto drop his beer, and if it had not been for that great

red- headed wench of his they'd never ha' done it. She fair scratted the
face off a potman that had brought hima gallon fromt' 'Chequers.'

They say the hussy is his sparrin' partner, as well as his sweetheart,
and that his poor wife is just breakin' her heart over it. Hullo, young
"un, what do you want?"

The door of the gymmasium had opened and a | ad, about sixteen, griny and
bl ack with soot and iron, stepped into the yellow glare of the oil |anp.
Ted Barton seized himby the collar

"See here, thou yoong whelp, this is private, and we want noan o' thy
spyin I'"

"But | naun speak to M. WIlson."
The young Cantab stepped forward.
"Well, ny lad, what is it?"

"It's aboot t' fight, M. Wlson, sir. | wanted to tell your non
somet hin' aboot t' Maister.”



"We've no tinme to listen to gossip, my boy. W know all about the
Master."

"But thou doan't, sir. Nobody knows but nme and nother, and we thought
as we'd like thy nmon to know, sir, for we want himto fair bray him"

"Ch, you want the Master fair brayed, do you? So do we. Well, what
have you to say?"

"I's this your non, sir?"
"Well, suppose it is?"

"Then it's himl| want to tell aboot it. T Miister is blind o' the left
eye."

"Nonsense! "

"It's true, sir. Not stone blind, but rarely fogged. He keeps it

secret, but nother knows, and so do I. If thou slip himon the left
side he can't cop thee. Thou'll find it right as | tell thee. And mark
hi m when he sinks his right. 'Tis his best blow, his right upper-cut.

T Maister's finisher, they ca' it at t' works. It's a turble bl ow when

it do come hone."

"Thank you, my boy. This is information worth havi ng about his sight,”
said Wlson. "How canme you to know so nuch? Who are you?"

"I"'mhis son, sir."

W son whi st ed.

"And who sent you to us?"

"My nother. | maun get back to her again."

"Take this half-crown."”

"No, sir, | don't seek nobney in comn' here. | do it--"
"For | ove?" suggested the publican.

"For hate!" said the boy, and darted off into the darkness.

"Seens to me t' red-headed wench may do hi m nore harm than good, after

all,"” remarked the publican. "And now, M. Mntgonery, sir, you' ve done
enough for this evenin', an' a nine-hours' sleep is the best trainin'
before a battle. Happen this tinme to-norrow night you'll be safe back

again with your 100 pound in your pocket."



Work was struck at one o'clock at the coal-pits and the iron-works, and
the fight was arranged for three. Fromthe Croxley Furnaces, from
Wlson's Coal -pits, fromthe Heartsease Mne, fromthe Dodd MIIls, from
the Leverworth Snmelters the worknen cane trooping, each with his
fox-terrier or his lurcher at his heels. Warped with | abour and tw sted

by toil, bent double by week-1ong work in the cranped coal galleries or
hal f-blinded with years spent in front of white-hot fluid nmetal, these
men still gilded their harsh and hopeless |ives by their devotion to
sport. It was their one relief, the only thing which could distract

their m nds fromsordid surroundi ngs, and give them an interest beyond

t he bl ackened circle which enclosed them Literature, art, science, al
these things were beyond their horizon; but the race, the footbal

mat ch, the cricket, the fight, these were things which they could

under stand, which they could specul ate upon in advance and comment upon
afterwards. Sonetinmes brutal, sometines grotesque, the |love of sport is

still one of the great agencies which nmake for the happi ness of our
people. It lies very deeply in the springs of our nature, and when it
has been educated out, a higher, nore refined nature may be left, but it
will not be of that robust British type which has left its mark so

deeply on the world. Every one of these raddl ed workers, slouching with
his dog at his heels to see sonething of the fight, was a true unit of
his race.

It was a squally May day, with bright sunbursts and driving showers.
Mont gomery worked all nmorning in the surgery getting his nedicine nade
up.

"The weat her seenms so very unsettled, M. Mntgonmery," renmarked the
doctor, "that | aminclined to think that you had better postpone your
little country excursion until a later date.”

"I amafraid that | nust go to-day, sir.

"I have just had an intimation that Ms. Potter, at the other side of

Angl eton, wishes to see ne. It is probable that | shall be there al
day. It will be extrenely inconvenient to | eave the house enpty so
l ong. "

"I amvery sorry, sir, but | nust go," said the assistant, doggedly.

The doctor saw that it would be useless to argue, and departed in the
wor st of bad tenpers upon mission. Mntgonery felt easier now that he
was gone. He went up to his room and packed his running-shoes, his
fighting-drawers, and his cricket sash into a hand-bag. Wen he cane
down, M. WIlson was waiting for himin the surgery. "I hear the doctor
has gone."

"Yes; he is likely to be away all day."

"I don't see that it matters nuch. It's bound to conme to his ears hy
to-night."

"Yes; it's serious with ne, M. Wlson. |If | win, it's all right.

I don't mind telling you that the hundred pounds will nake all the
difference to me. But if I lose, | shall lose ny situation, for, as you

say, | can't keep it secret."



"Never mind. W'Il see you through among us. | only wonder the doctor
has not heard, for it's all over the country that you are to fight the
Croxl ey Chanpion. W' ve had Armitage up about it already. He's the
Mast er's backer, you know. He wasn't sure that you were eligible.

The Master said he wanted you whet her you were eligible or not.

Arm tage has noney on, and would have nmade trouble if he could. But |
showed hi mthat you cane within the conditions of the chall enge, and he
agreed that it was all right. They think they have a soft thing on."

"Well, | can only do my best," said Montgomery.

They lunched together; a silent and rather nervous repast, for
Mont gonmery's mind was full of what was before him and WI son had
hi rsel f nore noney at stake than he cared to | ose.

W | son's carriage and pair were at the door, the horses with blue and
white rosettes at their ears, which were the colours of the WIson

Coal -pits, well known, on nany a football field. At the avenue gate a
crowmd of sonme hundred pit-men and their wives gave a cheer as the
carriage passed. To the assistant it all seened dream|i ke and
extraordi nary--the strangest experience of his life, but with a thril

of human action and interest in it which made it passionately absorbing.
He lay back in the open carriage and saw the fluttering handkerchiefs
fromthe doors and wi ndows of the miners' cottages. W]Ison had pinned a
bl ue and white rosette upon his coat, and everybody knew himas their
chanpion. "Good luck, sir! good luck to thee!" they shouted fromthe
roadside. He felt that it was |like sone unromantic knight riding down
to sordid lists, but there was something of chivalry in it all the sane.
He fought for others as well as for hinmself. He mght fail from want of
skill or strength, but deep in his sonbre soul he vowed that it should
never be for want of heart.

M. Fawcett was just nounting into his high-wheel ed, spidery dogcart,
with his little bit of blood between the shafts. He waved his whip and
fell in behind the carriage. They overtook Purvis, the tomato-faced
publi can, upon the road, with his wife in her Sunday bonnet. They al so
dropped into the procession, and then, as they traversed the seven mles
of the high road to Croxley, their two-horsed, rosetted carri age becane
gradual 'y the nucleus of a comet with a |loosely radiating tail

From every side-road cane the miners' carts, the hunmble, ranmshackle
traps, black and bulging, with their |oads of noisy, foul-tongued,
open-hearted partisans. They trailed for a long quarter of a mle
behi nd them -cracki ng, whipping, shouting, galloping, swearing.

Hor semen and runners were mxed with the vehicles. And then suddenly a
squad of the Sheffield Yeomanry, who were having their annual training
in those parts, clattered and jingled out of a field, and rode as an
escort to the carriage. Through the dust-clouds round hi m Montgomery
saw the gl eami ng brass helnets, the bright coats, and the tossing heads
of the chargers, the delighted brown faces of the troopers. It was nore
dream | i ke than ever.

And then, as they approached the nonstrous, uncouth Iine of

bottl e-shaped buil di ngs which marked the snelting-works of Croxl ey,
their long, withing snake of dust was headed off by another but | onger
one which wound across their path. The main road into which their own
opened was filled by the rushing current of traps. The WIson
contingent halted until the others should get past. The iron-nen



cheered and groaned, according to their humour, as they whirl ed past
t heir antagonist. Rough chaff flew back and forwards |ike iron nuts and

splinters of coal. "Brought himup, then!" "Got t' hearse for to fetch
hi m back?" "Where's t' owd K-l1egs?" "Mon, non, have thy photograph
took--"twill mnd thee of what thou used to look!"™ "He fight?--he's
nowt but a hal f-baked doctor!" "Happen he'll doctor thy Croxley

Chanpi on afore he's through wi't.

So they flashed at each other as the one side waited and the other
passed. Then there canme a rolling murnur swelling into a shout, and a
great brake with four horses came clattering along, all streaming with
sal mon-pi nk ribbons. The driver wore a white hat with pink rosette, and
beside him on the high seat, were a man and a woman-she with her arm
round his waist. Montgonmery had one glinpse of themas they flashed
past; he with a furry cap drawn | ow over his brow, a great frieze coat
and a pink conforter round his throat; she brazen, red-headed,

bri ght-col oured, |aughing excitedly. The Master, for it was he, turned
as he passed, gazed hard at Montgonery, and gave hima nenaci ng,
gap-toothed grin. It was a hard, w cked face, blue-jow ed and craggy,
with | ong, obstinate cheeks and inexorable eyes. The brake behind was
full of patrons of the sport-flushed iron-forenmen, heads of departnents,
managers. One was drinking froma netal flask, and raised it to

Mont gomery as he passed; and then the crowd thinned, and the WI son
cortege with their dragoons swept in at the rear of the others.

The road | ed away from Croxl ey, between curving green hills, gashed and
polluted by the searchers for coal and iron. The whole country had been
gutted, and vast piles of refuse and nmountains of slag suggested the

m ghty chanbers which the | abour of man had burrowed beneath. On the

| eft the road curved up to where a huge building, roofless and

di smantl ed, stood crunbling and forlorn, with the |ight shining through
the wi ndow ess squares.

"That's the old Arrowsnmith's factory. That's where the fight is to be,"

said Wlson. "How are you feeling now?"

"Thank you, | was never better in my life," Mntgonmery answered.

"By Gad, | like your nerve!" said WIlson, who was hinmself flushed and
uneasy. "You'll give us a fight for our noney, come what may.

That place on the right is the office, and that has been set aside as
the dressing and wei ghing room"

The carriage drove up to it am dst the shouts of the folk upon the
hillside. Lines of enpty carriages and traps curved down upon the

wi ndi ng road, and a bl ack crowd surged round the door of the ruined
factory. The seats, as a huge placard announced, were five shillings,
three shillings, and a shilling, with half-price for dogs. The takings,
deducti ng expenses, were to go to the winner, and it was already evident
that a | arger stake than a hundred pounds was in question. A babel of
voi ces rose fromthe door, The workers wi shed to bring their dogs in
free. The nmen scuffled. The dogs barked. The crowd was a whirling,
eddyi ng pool surging with a roar up to the narrow cleft which was its
only outlet.

The brake, with its sal non-col oured streaners and four reeking horses,
stood empty before the door of the office; WIson, Purvis, Fawcett and



Mont gonmery passed i n.

There was a |l arge, bare roominside with square, clean patches upon the
grimy walls, where pictures and al manacs had once hung. Worn |inoleum
covered the floor, but there was no furniture save sone benches and a
deal table with an ewer and a basin upon it. Two of the corners were

curtained off. In the mddle of the roomwas a wei ghing-chair
A hugely fat man, with a salnmon tie and a blue waistcoat with birds'-eye
spots, came bustling up to them It was Arnitage, the butcher and

grazier, well known for nmiles round as a warm man, and the nost |ibera
patron of sport in the Riding. "Well, well,” he grunted, in a thick
fussy, wheezy voice, "you have cone, then. Got your man? Got your man?

"Here he is, fit and well. M. Mntgonery, let nme present you to M.
Armitage."
"dad to neet you, sir. Happy to nmke your acquai ntance. | nmke bold

to say, sir, that we of Croxley admire your courage, M. Montgonery, and
that our only hope is a fair fight and no favour, and the best man wi n.
That's our sentinments at Croxley."

"And it is ny sentinent, also,"” said the assistant.

"Well, you can't say fairer than that, M. Mntgonery. You've taken a
| arge contrac' in hand, but a large contrac' may be carried through
sir, as anyone that knows my dealings could testify. The Master is
ready to weigh in!l"

"So am|."

"You nmust weigh in the buff." Montgonery | ooked askance at the tall
red- headed woman who was standi ng gazi ng out of the w ndow.

"That's all right," said Wlson. "Get behind the curtain and put on
your fighting kit."

He did so, and cane out the picture of an athlete, in white, |oose
drawers, canvas shoes, and the sash of a well-known cricket club round
his waist. He was trained to a hair, his skin gleami ng like silk, and
every nuscle rippling down his broad shoul ders and al ong his beautifu
arns as he noved them They bunched into ivory knobs, or slid into

| ong, sinuous curves, as he raised or |owered his hands.

"What thinkest thou o' that?" asked Ted Barton, his second, of the wonman
in the w ndow.

She gl anced contenmptuously at the young athlete. "It's but a poor

ki ndness thou dost himto put a thread-paper yoong gentleman |ike yon
against a non as is a non. Wy, ny Jock would throttle himw ' one bond
| ashed behind him"

"Happen he may--happen not," said Barton. "I have but twa pund in the
world, but it's on him every penny, and no hedgin'. But here's t'

Mai ster, and rarely fine he do | ook."

The prize-fighter had come out fromhis curtain, a squat, form dable
figure, nonstrous in chest and arns, |linping slightly on his distorted



leg. H s skin bad none of the freshness and cl earness of Montgonery's,
but was dusky and nottled, with one huge nole am d the mat of tangled

bl ack hair which thatched his mighty breast. His weight bore no
relation to his strength, for those huge shoul ders and great arnms, with
brown, sl edge-hamer fists, would have fitted the heaviest man that ever
threw his cap into a ring. But his loins and |l egs were slight in
proportion. Montgonery, on the other hand, was as symmetrical as a
Greek statue. It would be an encounter between a man who was specially
fitted for one sport, and one who was equally capable of any. The two

| ooked curiously at each other: a bull-dog, and a hi gh-bred cl ean-1inbed
terrier, each full of spirit.

"How do you do?"

"How do?" The Master grinned again, and his three jagged front teeth
gl eaned for an instant. The rest had been beaten out of himin twenty
years of battle. He spat upon the floor. "W have a rare fine day
for't."

"Capital,"” said Mntgonery.

"That's the good feelin' 1 like," wheezed the fat butcher. "Good | ads,
both of them --prine lads!--hard nmeat an' good bone. There's no
ill-feelin'."

"If he downs ne, Gawd bl ess hinl" said the Mster
"An' if we down him Gawd help him" interrupted the woman

"Haud thy tongue, wench!" said the Master, inpatiently. "Wo art thou
to put in thy word? Happen | m ght draw ny hand across thy face."

The woman did not take the threat amss. "WIt have enough for thy hand
to do, Jock," said she. "Get quit o' this gradely man afore thou turn
on ne."

The lovers' quarrel was interrupted by the entrance of a newconer, a
gentleman with a fur-collared overcoat and a very shiny top-hat--

a top-hat of a degree of glossiness which is seldomseen five mles from
Hyde Park. This hat he wore at the extrene back of his head, so that
the lower surface of the brimnmade a kind of frane for his high, bald
forehead, his, keen eyes, his rugged and yet kindly face. He bustled in
with the quiet air of possession with which the ring master enters the
circus.

"It's M. Stapleton, the referee from London," said WIson.

"How do you do, M. Stapleton? | was introduced to you at the big fight
at the Corinthian Club in Piccadilly."

"Ah! | dare say," said the other, shaking hands. "Fact is, I'm

i ntroduced to so nany that | can't undertake to carry their nanes.
Wlson, is it? Well, M. WIlson, glad to see you. Couldn't get a fly
at the station, and that's why |I'mlate."

"I"'msure, sir," said Armtage, "we should be proud that anyone so wel
known in the boxing world should come down to our little exhibition.”



"Not at all. Not at all. Anything in the interests of boxin'. Al
ready? Men wei ghed?”

"Wei ghing now, sir."

"Ah! Just as well that | should see it done. Seen you before, Craggs.
Saw you fight your second battle against WIIlox. You had beaten him
once, but he came back on you. What does the indicator say--163lbs.--
two off for the kit--161Ibs. Now, ny lad, you junmp. M goodness, what
col ours are you wearing?"

"The Anonym Cricket Club."

"What right have you to wear then? | belong to the club nyself."

"So do I."

"You an amat eur ?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you are fighting for a noney prize?"

"Yes. "

"l suppose you know what you are doing? You realise that you're a
prof essional pug fromthis onwards, and that if ever you fight again--"

"Il never fight again."

"Happen you won't," said the woman, and the Master turned a terrible eye

upon her.

"Well, | suppose you know your own business best. Up you junp. One
hundred and fifty-one, minus two, 149--12lbs. difference, but youth and
condition on the other scale. WlI, the sooner we get to work the

better, for I wish to catch the seven o' clock express at Hellifield.
Twenty three-minute rounds, with one-mnute intervals, and Queensberry
rules. Those are the conditions, are they not?"

"“Yes, sir.
"Very good, then--we nmay go across."

The two combatants had overcoats thrown over their shoul ders, and the
whol e party, backers, fighters, seconds, and the referee filed out of
the room A police inspector was waiting for themin the road. He had
a note-book in his hand--that terrible weapon which awes even the
London cabnan.

"I nmust take your nanes, gentlenen, in case it should be necessary to
proceed for breach of peace.”

"You don't nmean to stop the fight?" cried Armitage, in a passion of
i ndignation. "I'm M. Armitage, of Croxley, and this is M. WIson, and
we'll be responsible that all is fair and as it should be.™



"I"l'l take the names in case it should be necessary to proceed," said
the inspector, inpassively.

"But you know nme well."

"If you was a dook or even a judge it would be all' the sane," said the
i nspector. "It's the law, and there's an end. 1'Il not take upon
nmyself to stop the fight, seeing that gloves are to be used, but 1'Il
take the names of all concerned. Silas Craggs, Robert Montgomery,
Edward Barton, Janes Stapleton, of London. Who seconds Silas Craggs?"”

"l do," said the woman. "Yes, you can stare, but it's my job, and no
one else's. Anastasia's the name--four a's."

"Craggs?"
"Johnson- - Anast asi a Johnson. If you jug himyou can jug ne."

"Who tal ked of juggin', ye fool?" growed the Master. "Coom on, M.
Armitage, for I'mfair sick o' this loiterin'."

The inspector fell in with the procession, and proceeded, as they wal ked
up the hill, to bargain in his official capacity for a front seat, where
he coul d safeguard the interests of the law, and in his private

capacity to lay out thirty shillings at seven to one with M. Armtage
Through the door they passed, down a narrow |l ane walled with a dense
bank of humanity, up a wooden | adder to a platform over a rope which
was slung wai st-high fromfour corner-stakes, and then Montgonery
realised that he was in that ring in which his inmediate destiny was to
be worked out. On the stake at one corner there hung a bl ue-and-white
streamer. Barton |ed himacross, the overcoat dangling |loosely fromhis
shoul ders, and he sat down on a wooden stool. Barton and another nan,
both wearing white sweaters, stood beside him The so-called ring was a
square, twenty feet each way. At the opposite angle was the sinister
figure of the Master, with his red-headed worman and a rough-faced friend
to Il ook after him At each corner were netal basins, pitchers of water
and sponges.

During the hubbub and uproar of the entrance Montgonmery was too
bewi | dered to take things in. But now there was a few m nutes' delay,
for the referee had Iingered behind, and so he | ooked quietly about him
It was a sight to haunt himfor a lifetine. Woden seats had been built
in, sloping upwards to the tops of the walls. Above, instead of a
ceiling, a great flight of crows passed slowy across a square of grey
cloud. Right up to the topnost benches the fol k were banked--broadcl oth
in front, corduroys and fustian behind; faces turned everywhere upon
him The grey reek of the pipes filled the building, and the air was
pungent with the acrid snell of cheap, strong tobacco. Everywhere anong
the human faces were to be seen the heads of the dogs. They grow ed and
yapped fromthe back benches. 1In that dense nmass of humanity, one could
hardly pick out individuals, but Montgonery's eyes caught the brazen

gl eam of the helnets held upon the knees of the ten yeonmen of his
escort. At the very edge of the platformsat the reporters, five of
them -three locals and two all the way from London. But where was the
all-inmportant referee? There was no sign of him unless he were in the
centre of that angry swirl of nen near the door



M. Stapleton had stopped to exam ne the gloves which wore to be used,
and entered the building after the conbatants. He had started to come
down that narrow | ane with the human walls which led to the ring.

But already it had gone abroad that the WIson chanpi on was a gentl eman
and that another gentleman had been appointed as referee. A wave of
suspi ci on passed through the Croxley folk. They would have one of their
own people for a referee. They would not have a stranger. Hi s path was
st opped as he nade for the ring. Excited nmen flung thenselves in front
of him they waved their fists in his face and cursed him A wonan

how ed vile names in his ear. Sonmebody struck at himw th an unbrella.
"CGo thou back to Lunnon. We want noan o' thee. Go thou back!" they
yel | ed.

Stapleton, with his shiny hat cocked backwards, and his |arge, bul ging
forehead swelling fromunder it, |ooked round himfrom beneath his bushy
brows. He was in the centre of a savage and dangerous nob. Then he
drew his watch from his pocket and held it dial upwards in his palm

“In three mnutes,” said he, "I will declare the fight off."

They raged round him His cool face and that aggressive top-hat

irritated them Giny hands were raised. But it was difficult,
sonmehow, to strike a man who was so absolutely indifferent.

“In two mnutes | declare the fight off."

They expl oded into bl asphenmy. The breath of angry nmen snoked into his
placid face. A gnarled, griny fist vibrated at the end of his nose.
"We tell thee we want noan o' thee. Get thou back where thou coni st
from™

“In one minute | declare the fight off."

Then the cal m persistence of the man conquered the swayi ng, nutable,
passi onate crowd.

"Let himthrough, non. Happen there'll be no fight after a'."

"Let himthrough.”

"Bill, thou |loonp, let himpass. Dost want the fight declared off?"
"Make room for the referee!--roomfor the Lunnon referee!"

And hal f pushed, half carried, he was swept up to the ring. There were
two chairs by the side of it, one for himand one for the tinmekeeper

He sat down, his hands on his knees, his hat at a nore wonderful angle
t han ever, inpassive but solemm, with the aspect of one who appreciates
his responsibilities.

M. Armitage, the portly butcher, nmade his way into the ring and held up
two fat hands, sparkling with rings, as a signal for silence.

"Gentlenen!" he yelled. And then in a crescendo shriek, "GCentlenmen!"

"And | adies!" cried sonebody, for, indeed, there was a fair sprinkling



of wonen anong the crowd. "Speak up, owd man!" shouted another. "What
price pork chops?" cried somebody at the back. Everybody |aughed, and
t he dogs began to bark. Arm tage waved his hands anidst the uproar as
if he were conducting an orchestra. At |ast the babel thinned into

sil ence.

"Gentlenen," he yelled, "the match is between Silas Craggs, whom we
call the Master of Croxley, and Robert Mntgonery, of the WIson

Coal -pits. The match was to be under el even-eight. Wen they were
wei ghed just now, Craggs wei ghed el even-seven, and Montgonery ten-nine
The conditions of the contest are--the best of twenty three-minute

rounds with two-ounce gloves. Should the fight run to its full Ilength,
it will, of course, be decided upon points. M. Stapleton, the
wel | - known London referee, has kindly consented to see fair play.

| wish to say that M. WIlson and |, the chief backers of the two nen,

have every confidence in M. Stapleton, and that we beg that you wll
accept his rulings w thout dispute.”

He then turned from one conbatant to the other, with a wave of his hand.

"“Mont gonery--Craggs!" said he.

A great hush fell over the huge assenbly. Even the dogs stopped

yappi ng; one m ght have thought that the nmonstrous room was enpty.

The two nmen had stood up, the small white gloves over their hands

They advanced fromtheir corners and shook hands, Montgonery gravely,
Craggs with a smle. Then they fell into position. The crowd gave a

I ong sigh--the intake of a thousand excited breaths. The referee tilted
his chair on to its back | egs, and | ooked noodily critical fromthe one
to the other.

It was strength against activity--that was evident fromthe first.

The Master stood stolidly upon his Kleg. It gave hima trenendous
pedestal ; one could hardly imgi ne his being knocked down. And he could
pi vot round upon it with extraordi nary qui ckness; but his advance or
retreat was ungainly. Hs frane, however, was so nmuch | arger and
broader than that of the student, and his brown, massive face | ooked so
resolute and nenacing that the hearts of the Wlson party sank within
them There was one heart, however, which had not done so. It was that
of Robert Montgonery.

Any nervousness which he nmay have had conpl etely passed away now that he
had his work before him Here was sonething definite--this hard-faced,
deformed Hercules to beat, with a career as the price of beating him
He glowed with the joy of action; it thrilled through his nerves.

He faced his man with little in-and-out steps, breaking to the left,
breaking to the right, feeling his way, while Craggs, with a dull
mal i gnant eye, pivoted slowy upon his weak leg, his left arm half
extended, his right sunk low across the mark. Montgonery led with his
left, and then | ed again, getting lightly hone each time. He tried
agai n, but the Master had his counter ready, and Montgonery reel ed back
froma harder blow than he had given. Anastasia, the woman, gave a



shrill cry of encouragement, and her man let fly his right. Mntgonery
ducked under it, and in an instant the two were in each other's arns.

"Break away! Break away!" said the referee

The Master struck upwards on the break, and shook Montgonery with the
blow. Then it was "tine." It had been a spirited opening round.

The peopl e buzzed into coment and appl ause. NMontgonery was quite
fresh, but the hairy chest of the Master was rising and falling.

The man passed a sponge over his head while Anastasia flapped the towe
before him "Good | ass! good |lass!" cried the crowd, and cheered her

The men were up again, the Master grimy watchful, Montgonmery as alert
as a kitten. The Master tried a sudden rush, squattering along with his
awkward gait, but com ng faster than one would think. The student

sl i pped aside and avoided him The Master stopped, grinned, and shook
his head. Then he nmotioned with his hand as an invitation to

Mont gomery to conme to him The student did so and led with his left,
but got a swinging right counter in the ribs in exchange. The heavy

bl ow staggered him and the Master came scranbling in to conplete his
advant age; but Montgonmery, with his greater activity, kept out of danger
until the call of "time."™ A tane round, and the advantage with the
Mast er .

"T' Maister's too strong for him" said a snelter to his nei ghbour

"Ay; but t'other's a likely lad. Happen we'll see sone sport yet.
He can joomp rarely."

"But t' Maister can stop and hit rarely. Happen he'll mak' himjoonp
when he gets his nief upon him"

They were up again, the water glistening upon their faces. Mntgonery
led instantly, and got his right home with a soundi ng smack upon the
master's forehead. There was a shout fromthe colliers, and "Silence!
Oder!" fromthe referee. Montgonmery avoi ded the counter, and scored
with his left. Fresh applause, and the referee upon his feet in

i ndi gnati on. .

"No comments, gentlenen, if _you_ please, during the rounds."”

"Just bide a bit!" growl ed the Master

"Don't talk--fight!" said the referee, angrily.

Mont gomery rubbed in the point by a flush hit upon the nouth, and the
Mast er shanbl ed back to his corner |ike an angry bear, having had al
the worst of the round.

"Where's thot seven to one?" shouted Purvis, the publican. "I'Il take
six to one!"

There were no answers.
"Five to one!"

There were givers at that. Purvis booked themin a tattered notebook



Mont gomery began to feel happy. He lay back with his | egs outstretched,
hi s back agai nst the corner-post, and one gl oved hand upon each rope.
What a delicious mnute it was between each round. |If he could only
keep out of harmls way, he nmust surely wear this man out before the end
of twenty rounds. He was so slow that all his strength went for
not hi ng.

"You're fightin' a winnin' fight--a winnin' fight," Ted Barton whi spered
in his ear. "Go canny; tak' no chances; you have hi m proper."

But the Master was crafty. He had fought so many battles with his

mai med |inb that he knew how to make the best of it. Warily and slowy
he manoeuvred round Montgonery, stepping forward and yet again forward
until he had inperceptibly backed himinto his corner. The student
suddenly saw a flash of triunph upon the grimface, and a gleamin the
dul |, malignant eyes. The Master was upon him He sprang asi de and was
on the ropes. The Master smashed in one of his terrible upper-cuts, and
Mont gomery half broke it with his guard. The student sprang the other
way and was agai nst the other converging rope. He was trapped in the
angle. The Master sent in another with a hoggi sh grunt which spoke of
the energy behind it. Montgonery ducked, but got a jab fromthe |eft
upon the mark. He closed with his man

"Break away! Break away!" cried the referee. Mntgonery disengaged,
and got a swinging blow on the ear as he did so. It had been a damagi ng
round for him and the Croxley people were shouting their delight.
"Gentlenmen, | will _not_ have this noise!" Stapleton roared. "Il have
been accustonmed to preside at a well-conducted club, and not at a
bear-garden.” This little man, with the tilted hat and the bul gi ng
forehead, dom nated the whole assenbly. He was |ike a head-master anpng
his boys. He glared round him and nobody cared to neet his eye.

Anast asi a had ki ssed the Master when he resuned his seat.

"Good lass. Do't again!" cried the laughing crowmd, and the angry Master
shook his glove at her, as she flapped her towel in front of him

Mont gonmery was weary and a little sore, but not depressed. He had

| earned sonething. He would not again be tenpted into danger

For three rounds the honours were fairly equal. The student's hitting
was the quicker, the Master's the harder. Profiting by his |esson,

Mont gomery kept hinself in the open, and refused to be herded into a
corner. Sonetinmes the Master succeeded in rushing himto the

si de-ropes, but the younger man slipped away, or closed and then

di sengaged. The nonotonous "Break away! Break away!" of the referee
broke in upon the quick, |ow patter of rubber-soled shoes, the dull thud
of the blows, and the sharp, hissing breath of two tired nen.

The ninth round found both of themin fairly good condition.

Mont gonmery's head was still singing fromthe blow that he had in the
corner, and one of his thunbs pained himacutely and seened to be

di sl ocated. The Master showed no sign of a touch, but his breathing was
the nore | aboured, and a long line of ticks upon the referee's paper
showed that the student had a good show of points. But one of this
iron-man's blows was worth three of his, and he knew that wi thout the

gl oves he could not have stood for three rounds against him Al the
amat eur work that he had done was the nerest tapping and flapping when



conpared to those frightful blows, fromarns toughened by the shovel and
t he crowbar.

It was the tenth round, and the fight was half over. The betting now
was only three to one, for the WIlson chanpion had held his own nuch
better than had been expected. But those who knew the ring-craft as
well as the staying power of the old prize-fighter knew that the odds
were still a long way in his favour.

"Have a care of him" whispered Barton, as he sent his nman up to the
scratch. "Have a care! He'll play thee a trick, if he can.”

But Montgonery saw, or inmagi ned he saw, that his antagoni st was tiring.
He | ooked jaded and listless, and his hands drooped a little fromtheir
position. H's own youth and condition were beginning to tell

He sprang in and brought off a fine |eft-handed | ead. The Master's
return | acked his usual fire. Again Mntgonery |ed, and again he got
home. Then he tried his right upon the mark, and the Master guarded it
downwar ds.

"Too lowl Too low A foul! A foul!" yelled a thousand voi ces.

The referee rolled his sardonic eyes slowy round. "Seens to ne this
buildin' is chock-full of referees,” said he. The people |aughed and
appl auded, but their favour was as inmmterial to himas their anger
"No appl ause, please! This is not a theatre!" he yelled.

Mont gomery was very pleased with hinself. H's adversary was evidently
in a bad way. He was piling on his points and establishing a | ead.
He m ght as well nmke hay while the sun shone. The Master was | ooking
all abroad. Montgonery popped one upon his blue jow and got away
wi thout a return. And then the Master suddenly dropped both his hands
and began rubbing his thigh. Ah! that was it, was it? He had nuscul ar

cranp.
"Go in! Go in!'" cried Teddy Barton

Mont gomery sprang wildly forward, and the next instant was |ying half
sensel ess, with his neck nearly broken, in the nmiddle of the ring.

The whol e round had been a | ong conspiracy to tenpt himw thin reach of
one of those terrible right-hand upper-cuts for which the Master was
famous. For this the listless, weary bearing, for this the cranp in the
thigh. Wen Montgonmery had sprung in so hotly he had exposed hinself to
such a blow as neither flesh nor blood could stand. Whizzing up from
below with a rigid arm which put the Master's el even stone into its
force, it struck himunder the jaw, he whirled half round, and fell a
hel pl ess and hal f-paral ysed mass. A vague groan and nur nur,
inarticulate, too excited for words, rose fromthe great audience.

Wth open nouths and staring eyes they gazed at the twi tching and

qui vering figure.

"Stand back! Stand right back!" shrieked the referee, for the Master
was standing over his man ready to give himthe _coup-de-grace_ as he
rose.

"Stand back, Craggs, this instant!" Stapleton repeated.



The Master sank his hands sul kily and wal ked backwards to the rope with
his ferocious eyes fixed upon his fallen antagonist. The tinekeeper
called the seconds. |If ten of them passed before Mntgonery rose to his
feet, the fight was ended. Ted Barton wung his hands and danced about
in an agony in his corner

As if in a dream-a terrible nightmare--the student could hear the voice
of the tinekeeper--three--four--five--he got up on his hand--six--
seven--he was on his knee, sick, swimmng, faint, but resolute to rise.
Ei ght--he was up, and the Master was on himlike a tiger, lashing
savagely at himwi th both hands. Folk held their breath as they watched
those terrible blows, and anticipated the pitiful end--so much nore
pitiful where a gane but hel pl ess man refuses to accept defeat.

Strangely automatic is the human brain. Wthout volition, wthout
effort, there shot into the nenory of this bew | dered, staggering,

hal f-stupefied nan the one thing which could have saved hi m-that blind
eye of which the Master's son had spoken. It was the sanme as the other
to | ook at, but Mntgonery renenbered that he had said that it was the
left. He reeled to the left side, half felled by a drive which it upon
his shoulder. The Master pivoted round upon his leg and was at himin
an instant.

"Yark him lad! Yark him" screaned the woman.
"Hol d your tongue!" said the referee.

Mont gomery slipped to the Ieft again and yet again, but the Master was
too quick and clever for him He struck round and got himfull on the
face as he tried once nore to break away. Montgonery's knees weakened
under him and he fell with a groan on the floor. This tinme he knew
that he was done. Wth bitter agony he realised, as he groped blindly
with his hands, that he could not possibly raise hinself. Far away and
nmuf fl ed he heard, amid the murnurs of the nultitude, the fateful voice
of the tinekeeper counting off the seconds.

"One--two--three--four--five--six--"
"Time!" said the referee.

Then the pent-up passion of the great assenbly broke | oose. Croxley
gave a deep groan of disappointnment. The WIsons were on their feet,
yelling with delight. There was still a chance for them In four nore
seconds their man woul d have been solemly counted out. But now he had
a mnute in which to recover. The referee |ooked round with rel axed
features and | aughing eyes. He loved this rough game, this school for
hunbl e heroes, and it was pleasant to himto intervene as a _Deus ex
machi na_ at so dramatic a nonent. His chair and his hat were both
tilted at an extrene angle; he and the tinekeeper snmiled at each other
Ted Barton and the other second had rushed out and thrust an arm each
under Montgonery's knee, the other behind his [oins, and so carried him
back to his stool. His head |olled upon his shoul der, but a douche of
cold water sent a shiver through him and he started and | ooked round
hi m

"He's a' right!" cried the people round. "He's a rare brave | ad.



Good | ad! Good lad!"™ Barton poured sone brandy into his nouth.

The mists cleared a little, and he realised where he was and what he had
to do. But he was still very weak, and he hardly dared to hope that he
coul d survive anot her round.

"Seconds out of the ring!" cried the referee. "Tine!"
The Croxley Master sprang eagerly off his stool

"Keep clear of him Go easy for a bit," said Barton, and Montgonery
wal ked out to meet his man once nore.

He had had two | essons--the one when the Master got himinto his corner
the other when he had been lured into mxing it up with so powerful an
antagonist. Now he would be wary. Another blow would finish him he
could afford to run no risks. The Master was deternmined to follow up
hi s advantage, and rushed at him slogging furiously right and left.

But Montgomery was too young and active to be caught. He was strong
upon his |l egs once nore, and his wits had all cone back to him It was
a gallant sight--the line-of-battleship trying to pour its overwhel m ng
broadside into the frigate, and the frigate nmanoeuvring always so as to
avoid it. The Master tried all his ring-craft. He coaxed the student
up by pretended inactivity; he rushed at himw th furious rushes
towards the ropes. For three rounds he exhausted every wile in trying
to get at him Mntgonery during all this tine was conscious that his
strength was mnute by mnute coming back to him The spinal jar from
an upper-cut is overwhel mi ng, but evanescent. He was losing all sense
of it beyond a great stiffness of the neck. For the first round after
his downfall he had been content to be entirely on the defensive, only
too happy if he could stall off the furious attacks of the Master

In the second he occasionally ventured upon a light counter. 1In the
third he was smacki ng back nmerrily where he saw an opening. His people
yelled their approval of himat the end of every round. Even the

i ron-workers cheered himwith that fine unselfishness which true sport
engenders. To nost of them unspiritual and uni magi native, the sight of
this clean-1inmbed young Apoll o, rising above di saster and hol di ng on
whi | e consci ousness was in himto his appointed task, was the greatest
thing their experience had ever known.

But the Master's naturally norose tenper becane nore and nore rmurderous
at this postponenent of his hopes. Three rounds ago the battle had been
in his hands; nowit was all to do over again. Round by round his man
was recovering his strength. By the fifteenth he was strong again in
wind and linmb. But the vigilant Anastasia saw sonethi ng which

encour aged her.

"That bash in t' ribs is telling on him Jock," she whispered.
"Why el se should he be gulping t* brandy? Go in, lad, and thou hast him
yet."

Mont gomery had suddenly taken the flask from Barton's hand, and had a
deep pull at the contents. Then, with his face a little flushed, and
with a curious | ook of purpose, which nmade the referee stare hard at
him in his eyes, he rose for the sixteenth round.

"Gane as a pairtridge!" cried the publican, as he | ooked at the hard-set
face.



"Mx it oop, ladl Mx it oop!" cried the iron-men to their Master

And then a hum of exultation ran through their ranks as they realised
that their tougher, harder, stronger man held the vantage, after all
Nei t her of the nen showed nuch sign of punishnment. Small gl oves crush
and nunb, but they do not cut. One of the Master's eyes was even nore
flush with his cheek than Nature had nade it. Montgonery had two or
three livid marks upon his body, and his face was haggard, save for that
pi nk spot which the brandy had brought into either cheek. He rocked a
little as he stood opposite his man, and his hands drooped as if he felt

the gloves to be an unutterable weight. It was evident that he was
spent and desperately weary. |If he received one other blow it must
surely be fatal to him |If he brought one honme, what power could there

be behind it, and what chance was there of its harming the colossus in
front of hin? It was the crisis of the fight. This round nust decide
it. "Mx it oop, lad! Mx it oop!" the iron-nen whooped. Even the
savage eyes of the referee were unable to restrain the excited crowd.

Now, at |ast, the chance had come for Montgonery. He had |earned a

| esson fromhis nore experienced rival. Wy should he not play his own
game upon hin? He was spent, but not nearly so spent as he pretended.
That brandy was to call up his reserves, to |et himhave strength to
take full advantage of the opening when it cane. It was thrilling and
tingling through his veins at the very nonent when he was | urching and
rocking like a beaten man. He acted his part admrably. The Master
felt that there was an easy task before him and rushed in with ungainly
activity to finish it once for all. He slap-banged away | eft and right,
bori ng Montgonery up against the ropes, swinging in his ferocious bl ows
with those animal grunts which told of the vicious energy behind them

But Montgonery was too cool to fall a victimto any of those nurderous
upper-cuts. He kept out of harmis way with a rigid guard, an active
foot, and a head which was swift to duck. And yet he contrived to
present the sane appearance of a man who is hopel essly done. The
Master, weary from his own shower of blows, and fearing nothing fromso
weak a man, dropped his hand for an instant, and at that instant

Mont gomery's right cane hone.

It was a magni ficent blow, straight, clean, crisp, with the force of the
| oins and the back behind it. And it | anded where he had nmeant it to--
upon the exact point of that blue-grained chin. Flesh and blood could
not stand such a blow in such a place. Neither val our nor hardi hood can
save the man to whomit cones. The Master fell backwards, flat,
prostrate, striking the ground with so sinultaneous a clap that it was
like a shutter falling froma wall. A yell, which no referee could
control, broke fromthe crowded benches as the giant went down. He |ay
upon his back, his knees a little drawn up, his huge chest panting.

He twitched and shook, but could not nmove. His feet pawed convul sively
once or twice. It was no use. He was done. "Eight--nine--ten!" said
the tine-keeper, and the roar of a thousand voices, with a deafening
clap like the broad-side of a ship, told that the Master of Croxley was
the Master no nore.

Mont gonmery stood half dazed, | ooking down at the huge, prostrate figure.
He could hardly realise that it was indeed all over. He saw the referee
notion towards himw th his hand. He heard his name bellowed in triunph
fromevery side. And then he was aware of soneone rushing towards him



he caught a glinpse of a flushed face and an aureole of flying red hair
a gloveless fist struck himbetween the eyes, and he was on his back in
the ring beside his antagonist, while a dozen of his supporters were
endeavouring to secure the frantic Anastasia. He heard the angry
shouting of the referee, the scream ng of the furious woman, and the
cries of the nob. Then sonething seemed to break |ike an over-stretched
banjo string, and he sank into the deep, deep, mst-girt abyss of
unconsci ousness.

The dressing was like a thing in a dream and so was a vision of the
Master with the grin of a bulldog upon his face, and his three teeth
am ably protruded. He shook Montgonery heartily by the hand.

"I would have been rare pleased to shake thee by the throttle, lad, a

short while syne," said he. "But | bear no ill-feeling again' thee.

It was a rare poonch that brought me down--1 have not had a better
since ny second fight wi' Billy Edwards in '89. Happen thou night think
o' goin' further wi' this business. |f thou dost, and want a trainer

there's not nuch inside t' ropes as | don't know. O happen thou m ght
like to try it wi' me old style and bare knuckles. Thou hast but to
wite tot' ironworks to find me."

But Montgonery disclaimed any such anbition. A canvas bag with his

shar e--190 sovereigns--was handed to him of which he gave ten to the
Master, who al so received sone share of the gate-noney. Then, with
young W son escorting himon one side, Purvis on the other, and Fawcett
carrying his bag behind, he went in triunmph to his carriage, and drove
amid a long roar, which lined the highway |ike a hedge for the seven
mles, back to his starting-point.

"It's the greatest thing | ever sawin ny life. By George, it's
ripping!" cried Wlson, who had been left in a kind of ecstasy by the

events of the day. "There's a chap over Barnsley way who fancies
hinmself a bit. Let us spring you on him and let himsee what he can
make of you. We'll put up a purse--won't we, Purvis? You shall never

want a backer."

"At his weight," said the publican, "I'mbehind him | am for twenty
rounds, and no age, country, or colour barred."

"So aml," cried Fawcett; "m ddl e-wei ght chanpion of the world, that's
what he is--here, in the sane carriage with us."

But Montgonmery was not to be beguil ed.

“No; | have my own work to do now. "

"And what may that be?"

"I"l'l use this noney to get ny nedical degree."

"Well, we've plenty of doctors, but you're the only man in the Riding
that could smack the Croxley Master off his legs. However, | suppose
you know your own business best. \When you're a doctor, you' d best cone

down into these parts, and you'll always find a job waiting for you at
the Wl son Coal -pits.”



Mont gonmery had returned by devious ways to the surgery. The horses were
smoki ng at the door, and the doctor was just back from his |long journey.
Several patients had called in his absence, and he was in the worst of

t enpers.

"I suppose | should be glad that you have cone back at all
M. Montgonery!" he snarled. "Wen next you elect to take a holiday, |
trust it will not be at so busy a tine."

"I amsorry, sir, that you should have been inconveni enced."

"Yes, sir, | have been exceedingly inconvenienced." Here, for the first
time, he |looked hard at the assistant. "Good Heavens, M. Montgonery,
what have you been doing with your left eye?"

It was where Anastasia had | odged her protest. Montgonery | aughed.

"It is nothing, sir," said he.

"And you have a livid mark under your jaw. It is, indeed, terrible that
my representative should be going about in so disreputable a condition
How di d you receive these injuries?"

"Well, sir, as you know, there was a little glove-fight to-day over at
Croxley."

"And you got mixed up with that brutal crowd?"
"I _was_ rather mixed up with them"

"And who assaulted you?"

"One of the fighters."

“"Whi ch of thenf"

"The Master of Croxley."

"Good Heavens! Perhaps you interfered with hinm?"

"Well, to tell the truth, | did alittle."

"M . Mntgonery, in such a practice as mne, intimtely associated as it
is with the highest and nost progressive elenents of our snall
comunity, it is inpossible--"

But just then the tentative bray of a cornet-player searching for his
key-note jarred upon their ears, and an instant later the WIson

Col liery brass band was in full cry with, "See the Conquering Hero
Cones," outside the surgery window. There was a banner waving, and a
shouting crowd of m ners.

"What is it? What does it nmean?" cried the angry doctor

"It means, sir, that | have, in the only way which was open to ne,

earned the noney which is necessary for my education. It is ny duty,
Dr. Odacre, to warn you that | am about to return to the University,



and that you should |ose no tine in appointing ny successor."”

THE LORD OF CHATEAU NO R

It was in the days when the Gernan arnies had broken their way across
France, and when the shattered forces of the young Republic had been
swept away to the north of the Aisne and to the south of the Loire.
Three broad streanms of arnmed nen had rolled slowy but irresistibly from
t he Rhine, now meandering to the north, now to the south, dividing,

coal escing, but all uniting to formone great |ake round Paris. And
fromthis | ake there welled out smaller streans--one to the north, one
southward, to Orleans, and a third westward to Normandy. Many a Gernman
trooper saw the sea for the first tinme when he rode his horse girth-deep
into the waves at Di eppe.

Bl ack and bitter were the thoughts of Frenchnen when they saw this wea
of di shonour sl ashed across the fair face of their country. They had
fought and they had been overborne. That swarning cavalry, those
countl ess footnmen, the masterful guns--they had tried and tried to nake

head against them |In battalions their invaders were not to be beaten
but man to man, or ten to ten, they were their equals. A brave
Frenchman might still make a single German rue the day that he had |eft

his own bank of the Rhine. Thus, unchronicled anmid the battles and the
si eges, there broke out another war, a war of individuals, with fou
nmur der upon the one side and brutal reprisal on the other

Col onel von Gramm of the 24th Posen Infantry, had suffered severely
during this new devel opment. He commanded in the little Norman town of
Les Andelys, and his outposts stretched am d the hanml ets and farnmhouses
of the district round. No French force was within fifty mles of him
and yet nmorning after norning he had to listen to a black report of
sentries found dead at their posts, or of foraging parties which had
never returned. Then the colonel would go forth in his wath, and
farnst eadi ngs woul d bl aze and villages trenble; but next norning there
was still that same disnmal tale to be told. Do what he might, he could
not shake off his invisible enemes. And yet it should not have been so
hard, for, fromcertain signs in common, in the plan and in the deed, it
was certain that all these outrages came from a single source.

Col onel von Gramm had tried violence, and it had failed. Gold might be
nore successful. He published it abroad over the countryside that
500frs. would be paid for information. There was no response. Then
800frs. The peasants were incorruptible. Then, goaded on by a nurdered
corporal, he rose to a thousand, and so bought the soul of Francois

Rej ane, farm | abourer, whose Norman avarice was a stronger passion than
his French hatred.

"You say that you know who did these crinmes?" asked the Prussian
colonel, eyeing with |oathing the blue-bloused, rat-faced creature
bef ore him

"Yes, colonel."

"And it was--7?"



"Those t housand francs, colonel--"

"Not a sou until your story has been tested. Cone! Who is it who has
mur dered ny nen?”

"It is Count Eustace of Chateau Noir."

"You lie!" cried the colonel, angrily. "A gentlenman and a nobl enan
coul d not have done such crines."

The peasant shrugged his shoulders. "It is evident to me that you do
not know the count. It is this way, colonel. What | tell you is the
truth, and I amnot afraid that you should test it. The Count of
Chateau Noir is a hard man, even at the best time he was a hard nan

But of late he has been terrible. It was his son's death, you know.

Hi s son was under Douay, and he was taken, and then in escaping from
Germany he net his death. It was the count's only child, and indeed we
all think that it has driven himmad. Wth his peasants he foll ows the
German armies. | do not know how many he has killed, but it is he who
cut the cross upon the foreheads, for it is the badge of his house."

It was true. The murdered sentries had each had a saltire cross sl ashed
across their brows, as by a hunting-knife. The colonel bent his stiff
back and ran his forefinger over the map which lay upon the table.

"The Chateau Noir is not nore than four |eagues,"” he said.

"Three and a kilonetre, colonel."

"You know the place?"

"I used to work there."

Col onel von Gramm rang the bell

"Gve this man food and detain him" said he to the sergeant.

"Why detain nme, colonel? | can tell you no nore."

"We shall need you as guide."

"As guide? But the count? If | were to fall into his hands?
Ah, col onel --"

The Prussi an commander waved himaway. "Send Captain Baungarten to ne
at once," said he.

The officer who answered the summons was a man of m ddl e-age,
heavy-jawed, blue-eyed, with a curving yell ow noustache, and a brick-red
face which turned to an ivory white where his helmet had sheltered it.
He was bald, with a shining, tightly stretched scalp, at the back of
which, as in a mrror, it was a favourite ness-joke of the subalterns to
trimtheir nmoustaches. As a soldier he was slow, but reliable and
brave. The colonel could trust himwhere a nore dashing officer m ght
be i n danger.

"You will proceed to Chateau Noir to-night, captain,” said he. "A guide



has been provided. You will arrest the count and bring hi m back
If there is an attenpt at rescue, shoot him at once."

"How many nen shall | take, colonel?"
"Well, we are surrounded by spies, and our only chance is to pounce upon
hi m before he knows that we are on the way. A large force will attract

attention. On the other hand, you nust not risk being cut off."

"I mght march north, colonel, as if to join Ceneral Coeben. Then I
could turn down this road which | see upon your map, and get to Chateau

Noi r before they could hear of us. |In that case, with twenty nen--"
"Very good, captain. | hope to see you with your prisoner to-nmorrow
nor ni ng. "

It was a cold Decenber ni ght when Captain Baungarten marched out of Les
Andelys with his twenty Poseners, and took the main road to the north
west. Two miles out he turned suddenly down a narrow, deeply rutted
track, and made swiftly for his man. A thin, cold rain was falling,

swi shing among the tall poplar trees and rustling in the fields on
either side. The captain walked first with Mboser, a veteran sergeant,
beside him The sergeant's wist was fastened to that of the French
peasant, and it had been whispered in his ear that in case of an

anbush the first bullet fired would be through his head. Behind them
the twenty infantrymen pl odded al ong through the darkness with their
faces sunk to the rain, and their boots squeaking in the soft, wet clay.
They knew where they were going, and why, and the thought upheld them
for they were bitter at the |oss of their conrades. It was a cavalry
job, they knew, but the cavalry were all on with the advance, and,
besides, it was nore fitting that the regi ment should avenge its own
dead men.

It was nearly eight when they left Les Andelys. At half-past el even
their guide stopped at a place where two high pillars, crowned with sone
heral di ¢ stonework, flanked a huge iron gate. The wall in which it had
been the opening had crunbl ed away, but the great gate still towered
above the branbl es and weeds which had overgrown its base. The
Prussians made their way round it and advanced stealthily, under the
shadow of a tunnel of oak branches, up the |ong avenue, which was stil
cunbered by the | eaves of |ast autum. At the top they halted and
reconnoitred.

The bl ack chateau lay in front of them The noon had shone out between
two rain-clouds, and threw the old house into silver and shadow. It was
shaped like an L, with a |low arched door in front, and |lines of smal

wi ndows |ike the open ports of a man-of-war. Above was a dark roof,
breaking at the corners into little round overhanging turrets, the whole
lying silent in the noonshine, with a drift of ragged cl ouds bl ackening
the heavens behind it. A single light gleaned in one of the | ower

Wi ndows.

The captain whispered his orders to his nmen. Sonme were to creep to the
front door, sone to the back. Sone were to watch the east, and sone the
west. He and the sergeant stole on tiptoe to the |ighted w ndow.

It was a small roominto which they | ooked, very nmeanly furnished.



An elderly man, in the dress of a nenial, was reading a tattered paper
by the light of a guttering candle. He |eaned back in his wooden chair
with his feet upon a box, while a bottle of white wine stood with a

hal f-filled tunbl er upon a stool beside him The sergeant thrust his
needl e-gun through the glass, and the man sprang to his feet with a
shri ek.

"Silence, for your life! The house is surrounded, and you cannot
escape. Cone round and open the door, or we will show you no nmercy when
we cone in."

"For God's sake, don't shoot! | wll openit! | wll open it!"

He rushed fromthe roomw th his paper still crunpled up in his hand.

An instant later, with a groaning of old | ocks and a rasping of bars,
the | ow door swung open, and the Prussians poured into the stone-flagged
passage.

“"Where is Count Eustace de Chateau Noir?"
"My master! He is out, sir."

"Qut at this time of night? Your life for alie!"
“I't is true, sir. He is out!"

“\Wher e?"

"l do not know.'

"Doi ng what ?"
"I cannot tell. No, it is no use your cocking your pistol, sir. You
may kill ne, but you cannot nmake ne tell you that which | do not know. "

"I's he often out at this hour?"
"Frequently."

"And when does he come honme?"
"Bef ore daybreak."

Captai n Baungarten rasped out a German oath. He had had his journey for
not hi ng, then. The man's answers were only too likely to be true. It
was what he m ght have expected. But at |east he would search the house
and make sure. Leaving a picket at the front door and another at the
back, the sergeant and he drove the trenbling butler in front of them-
hi s shaki ng candl e sending strange, flickering shadows over the old
tapestries and the | ow, oak-raftered ceilings. They searched the whole
house, from the huge stone-fl agged kitchen below to the dining-hall on
the second floor, with its gallery for nusicians, and its panelling
black with age, but nowhere was there a living creature. Up above, in
an attic, they found Marie, the elderly wife of the butler; but the
owner kept no other servants, and of his own presence there was no
trace.

It was | ong, however, before Captain Baungarten had satisfied hinself



upon the point. It was a difficult house to search. Thin stairs, which
only one man could ascend at a tine, connected |lines of tortuous
corridors. The walls were so thick that each roomwas cut off fromits
nei ghbour. Huge fireplaces yawned in each, while the wi ndows were 6ft.
deep in the wall. Captain Baungarten stanped with his feet, tore down
curtains, and struck with the ponmel of his sword. |If there were secret
hi di ng- pl aces, he was not fortunate enough to find them

"I have an idea," said he, at last, speaking in Gernman to the sergeant.
"You will place a guard over this fellow, and nake sure that he
conmuni cates with no one.”

"Yes, captain.”

"And you will place four nmen in anmbush at the front and at the back. It
is likely enough that about daybreak our bird may return to the nest."

"And t he others, captain?"

"Let them have their suppers in the kitchen. The felloww |l serve you
with nmeat and wine. It is a wild night, and we shall be better here
than on the country road."

"And yoursel f, captain?"

"I will take my supper up here in the dining-hall. The logs are laid
and we can light the fire. You will call me if there is any alarm
VWhat can you give ne for supper--you?"

"Alas, nonsieur, there was a tinme when | m ght have answered, 'Wat you
wish!" but nowit is all that we can do to find a bottle of new cl aret
and a cold pullet.”

"That will do very well. Let a guard go about with him sergeant, and
let himfeel the end of a bayonet if he plays us any tricks."

Capt ai n Baungarten was an old canpaigner. |In the Eastern provinces, and
before that in Bohem a, he had | earned the art of quartering hinself
upon the enenmy. While the butler brought his supper he occupied hinself
in meking his preparations for a confortable night. He lit the

candel abrum of ten candles upon the centre table. The fire was already
burning up, crackling nmerrily, and sending spurts of blue, pungent snoke
into the room The captain wal ked to the w ndow and | ooked out.

The noon had gone in again, and it was raining heavily. He could hear
the deep sough of the wind, and see the dark | oom of the trees, al
swaying in the one direction. It was a sight which gave a zest to his
confortable quarters, and to the cold fow and the bottle of w ne which
t he butler had brought up for him He was tired and hungry after his
long tranp, so he threw his sword, his helmet, and his revol ver-belt
down upon a chair, and fell to eagerly upon his supper. Then, with his
gl ass of wine before himand his cigar between his lips, he tilted his
chair back and | ooked about him

He sat within a small circle of brilliant Iight which gl eamed upon his
silver shoul der-straps, and threw out his terra-cotta face, his heavy
eyebrows, and his yell ow nmoustache. But outside that circle things were
vague and shadowy in the old dining-hall. Two sides were oak-panelled



and two were hung with faded tapestry, across which huntsnmen and dogs
and stags were still dimy streanming. Above the fireplace were rows of
heral dic shields with the blazonings of the famly and of its alliances,
the fatal saltire cross breaking out on each of them

Four paintings of old seigneurs of Chateau Noir faced the fireplace, al
men with hawk noses and bold, high features, so |ike each other that
only the dress could distinguish the Crusader fromthe Cavalier of the
Fronde. Captain Baungarten, heavy with his repast, lay back in his
chair | ooking up at themthrough the clouds of his tobacco snoke, and
ponderi ng over the strange chance which had sent him a man fromthe
Baltic coast, to eat his supper in the ancestral hall of these proud
Norman chieftains. But the fire was hot, and the captain's eyes were
heavy. His chin sank slowy upon his chest, and the ten candl es gl eaned
upon the broad, white scalp

Suddenly a slight noise brought himto his feet. For an instant it
seenmed to his dazed senses that one of the pictures opposite had wal ked
fromits frane. There, beside the table, and alnmobst within armis | ength
of him was standing a huge man, silent, notionless, with no sign of
life save his fierce-glinting eyes. He was bl ack-haired, olive-skinned,
with a pointed tuft of black beard, and a great, fierce nose, towards
which all his features seened to run. His cheeks were winkled Ilike a

| ast year's apple, but his sweep of shoul der, and bony, corded hands,
told of a strength which was unsapped by age. His arns were fol ded
across his arching chest, and his nmouth was set in a fixed smle

"Pray do not trouble yourself to look for your weapons," he said, as the
Prussian cast a swift glance at the enpty chair in which they had been

laid. "You have been, if you will allow nme to say so, a little
i ndi screet to make yourself so nuch at honme in a house every wall of
which is honeyconbed with secret passages. You will be anused to hear

that forty nmen were watching you at your supper. Ah! what then?"

Capt ai n Baungarten had taken a step forward w th clenched fists.

The Frenchman held up tho revol ver which he grasped in his right hand,
while with the left he hurled the German back into his chair

"Pray keep your seat,"” said he. "You have no cause to troubl e about
your men. They have already been provided for. It is astonishing with
these stone floors how little one can hear what goes on beneath.

You have been relieved of your conmand, and have now only to think of
yourself. My | ask what your name is?"

"I am Captain Baungarten of, the 24th Posen Regi nent."

"Your French is excellent, though you incline, |ike nost of your
countrynen, to turn the 'p' into a 'b." | have been anused to hear them
cry ' _Avez bitie sur moi! ' You know, doubtless, who it is who addresses
you. "

"The Count of Chateau Noir."

"Precisely. It would have been a nmisfortune if you had visited ny
chateau and | had been unable to have a word with you. | have had to do
with many German sol diers, but never with an officer before. | have

much to talk to you about.™



Captai n Baungarten sat still in his chair. Brave as he was, there was
something in this man's manner which nmade his skin creep with
apprehension. His eyes glanced to right and to left, but his weapons
were gone, and in a struggle he saw that he was but a child to this
gigantic adversary. The count had picked up the claret bottle and held
it to the light.

"Tut! tut!" said he. "And was this the best that Pierre could do for
you? | am ashanmed to | ook you in the face, Captain Baungarten. W nust
i mprove upon this."

He blew a call upon a whistle which hung from his shooting-jacket.
The ol d manservant was in the roomin an instant.

"Chanbertin frombin 15!'" he cried, and a mnute |later a grey bottle,
streaked with cobwebs, was carried in as a nurse bears an infant.
The count filled two glasses to the brim

"Drink!" said he. "It is the very best in ny cellars, and not to be
mat ched between Rouen and Paris. Drink, sir, and be happy! There are
cold joints below. There are two |obsters, fresh fromHonfleur. WII
you not venture upon a second and nobre savoury supper?"

The German officer shook his head. He drained the glass, however, and
his host filled it once nore, pressing himto give an order for this or
that dainty

"There is nothing in my house which is not at your disposal. You have
but to say the word. Well, then, you will allow nne to tell you a story
whil e you drink your wine. | have so longed to tell it to sone

German officer. It is about ny son, nmy only child, Eustace, who was
taken and died in escaping. It is a curious little story, and | think
that | can pronise you that you will never forget it.

"You nust know, then, that my boy was in the artillery--a fine young
fellow, Captain Baungarten, and the pride of his nmother. She died

within a week of the news of his death reaching us. It was brought by a
brother officer who was at his side throughout, and who escaped while ny
lad died. | want to tell you all that he told ne.

"Eustace was taken at Wissenburg on the 4th of August. The prisoners
were broken up into parties, and sent back into Germany by different
routes. Eustace was taken upon the 5th to a village called Lauterburg,
where he met with kindness fromthe German officer in conmand.

Thi s good col onel had the hungry lad to supper, offered himthe best he
had, opened a bottle of good wine, as | have tried to do for you, and
gave hima cigar fromhis own case. Mght |I entreat you to take one
fromm ne?”

The German agai n shook his head. His horror of his conpanion had
i ncreased as he sat watching the lips that snmled and the eyes that
gl ar ed.

"The colonel, as | say, was good to my boy. But, unluckily, the
pri soners were noved next day across the Rhine into Ettlingen
They were not equally fortunate there. The officer who guarded them was



a ruffian and a villain, Captain Baungarten. He took a pleasure in

humiliating and ill-treating the brave nen who had fallen into his
power. That night upon nmy son answering fiercely back to some taunt of
his, he struck himin the eye, like this!"

The crash of the blow rang through the hall. The German's face fel

forward, his hand up, and bl ood oozing through his fingers. The count
settled down in his chair once nore.

"My boy was disfigured by the blow, and this villain nade his appearance
the object of his jeers. By the way, you look a little com cal yourself
at the present nmoment, captain, and your colonel would certainly say
that you had been getting into m schief. To continue, however, ny boy's
youth and his destitution--for his pockets were enpty--nmoved the pity of
a kind-hearted major, and he advanced hi mten Napol eons fromhis own

pocket without security of any kind. Into your hands, Captain
Baungarten, | return these ten gold pieces, since | cannot |earn the
name of the lender. | amgrateful fromny heart for this kindness shown
to my boy.

"The vile tyrant who commanded the escort acconpani ed the prisoners to
Durlack, and fromthere to Carlsruhe. He heaped every outrage upon ny
| ad, because the spirit of the Chateau Noirs would not stoop to turn
away his wath by a feigned submi ssion. Ay, this cowardly villain,
whose heart's blood shall yet clot upon this hand, dared to strike ny
son with his open hand, to kick him to tear hairs from his noustache--
to use himthus--and thus--and thus!"

The German withed and struggled. He was helpless in the hands of this
huge gi ant whose bl ows were raining upon him Wen at |ast, blinded and
hal f - sensel ess, he staggered to his feet, it was only to be hurled back
again into the great oaken chair. He sobbed in his inpotent anger and
share.

"My boy was frequently noved to tears by the huniliation of his
position," continued the count. "You will understand nme when | say that
it is a bitter thing to be helpless in the hands of an insolent and
renor sel ess eneny. On arriving at Carlsruhe, however, his face, which
had been wounded by the brutality of his guard, was bound up by a young
Bavari an subal tern who was touched by his appearance. | regret to see
that your eye is bleeding so. WII you permit me to bind it with ny
si | k handker chi ef ?"

He | eaned forward, but the German dashed his hand asi de.

"I amin your power, you nonster!" he cried; "I can endure your
brutalities, but not your hypocrisy."

The count shrugged his shoul ders.

"I amtaking things in their order, just as they occurred," said he.

“I was under vowto tell it to the first German officer with whom
could talk _tete-a-tete_. Let nme see, | had got as far as the young
Bavarian at Carlsruhe. | regret extrenely that you will not permt ne
to use such slight skill in surgery as | possess. At Carlsruhe, ny |ad

was shut up in the old caserne, where he remamined for a fortnight.
The worst pang of his captivity was that some unmannerly curs in the



garrison would taunt himwith his position as he sat by his wi ndow in
the evening. That rem nds ne, captain, that you are not quite situated
upon a bed of roses yourself, are you now? You canme to trap a wolf, ny
man, and now t he beast has you down with his fangs in your throat.

A family man, too, | should judge, by that well-filled tunic. Well, a
wi dow the nore will nmake little matter, and they do not usually renmmin
wi dows long. Get back into the chair, you dog!

"Well, to continue my story--at the end of a fortnight ny son and his
friend escaped. | need not trouble you with the dangers which they ran
or with the privations which they endured. Suffice it that to disguise
t henmsel ves they had to take the clothes of two peasants, whomthey
waylaid in a wood. Hiding by day and travelling by night, they had got
as far into France as Rem|ly, and were within a mle--a single mle,
captain--of crossing the German |ines when a patrol of Unhlans canme right
upon them Ah! it was hard, was it not, when they had cone so far and
were so near to safety?" The count blew a double call upon his whistle,
and three hard-faced peasants entered the room

"These nust represent ny Uhlans,"” said he. "WelIl, then, the captain in
command, finding that these nen were French soldiers in civilian dress
within the German |ines, proceeded to hang them w thout trial or
cerenony. | think, Jean, that the centre beamis the strongest."”

The unfortunate sol dier was dragged fromhis chair to where a noosed
rope had been flung over one of the huge oaken rafters which spanned the
room The cord was slipped over his head, and he felt its harsh grip
round his throat. The three peasants seized the other end, and | ooked
to the count for his orders. The officer, pale, but firm folded his
arms and stared defiantly at the man who tortured him

"You are now face to face with death, and | perceive fromyour |ips that
you are praying. M son was also face to face with death, and he
prayed, also. It happened that a general officer came up, and he heard
the lad praying for his nother, and it noved him so--he being hinself a
father--that he ordered his Uhlans away, and he remained with his

ai de-de-canp only, beside the condemmed men. And when he heard all the
lad had to tell--that he was the only child of an old famly, and that
his nmother was in failing health--he threw off the rope as | throw off
this, and he kissed himon either cheek, as | kiss you,

and he bade himgo, as | bid you go, and may every kind wi sh of that
nobl e general, though it could not stave off the fever which slew ny
son, descend now upon your head."

And so it was that Captain Baungarten, disfigured, blinded, and

bl eedi ng, staggered out into the wind and the rain of that wi|ld Decenber
dawn.

THE STRI PED CHEST

"What do you make of her, Allardyce?" | asked.

My second mate was standi ng besi de me upon the poop, with his short,
thick | egs astretch, for the gale had left a considerable swell behind



it, and our two quarter-boats nearly touched the water with every roll
He steadi ed his glass against the m zzen-shrouds, and he | ooked | ong and
hard at this disconsolate stranger every tinme she came reeling up on to
the crest of a roller and hung bal anced for a few seconds before
swoopi ng down upon the other side. She lay so lowin the water that
could only catch an occasional glinpse of a pea-green line of bul wark.
She was a brig, but her mainnast had been snapped short off sone 10ft.
above the deck, and no effort seenmed to have been nmade to cut away the
wr eckage, which floated, sails and yards, |ike the broken wi ng of a
wounded gull upon the water beside her. The foremast was stil

standi ng, but the foretopsail was flying | oose, and the headsails were
streamng out in long, white pennons in front of her. Never have | seen
a vessel which appeared to have gone through rougher handling. But we
could not be surprised at that, for there had been tines during the | ast
three days when it was a question whet her our own barque woul d ever see
| and again. For thirty-six hours we had kept her nose to it, and if the
_Mary Sinclair_ had not been as good a seaboat as ever |left the Clyde,
we coul d not have gone through. And yet here we were at the end of it
with the loss only of our gig and of part of the starboard bul warKk.

It did not astonish us, however, when the snother had cleared away, to
find that others had been less lucky, and that this nutilated brig

st aggeri ng about upon a blue sea and under a cloudl ess sky, had been
left, like a blinded man after a lightning flash, to tell of the terror
which is past. Allardyce, who was a slow and net hodi cal Scot chnman,
stared long and hard at the little craft, while our seanen lined the

bul wark or clustered upon the fore shrouds to have a view of the
stranger. In latitude 20 degrees and longitude 10 degrees, which were
about our bearings, one becones a little curious as to whom one neets,
for one has left the main lines of Atlantic conmerce to the north.

For ten days we had been sailing over a solitary sea.

"She's derelict, I'mthinking," said the second mate.

I had cone to the same conclusion, for | could see no signs of life
upon her deck, and there was no answer to the friendly wavings from our
seanmen. The crew had probably deserted her under the inpression that
she was about to founder.

"She can't last long," continued Allardyce, in his neasured way.
"She may put her nose down and her tail up any minute. The water's
lipping up to the edge of her rail."

"What's her flag?" | asked.

"I"'mtrying to make out. It's got all twisted and tangled with the
hal yards. Yes, |'ve got it now, clear enough. |It's the Brazilian flag,
but it's wong side up.”

She had hoisted a signal of distress, then, before her people had

abandoned her. Perhaps they had only just gone. | took the mate's
gl ass and | ooked round over the tunmultuous face of the deep bl ue
Atlantic, still veined and starred with white |ines and spoutings of

foam But nowhere could | see anythi ng human beyond oursel ves.
"There may be living nmen aboard," said |

"There may be sal vage,"” nuttered the second mate.



"Then we will run down upon her lee side, and lie to." W were not nore
than a hundred yards from her when we swung our foreyard aback, and
there we were, the barque and the brig, ducking and bowing |ike two
clowns in a dance.

"Drop one of the quarter-boats," said |I. "Take four nen, M. Allardyce,
and see what you can learn of her."

But just at that nonent ny first officer, M. Arnstrong, cane on deck,
for seven bells had struck, and it was but a few minutes off his watch
It would interest me to go nyself to this abandoned vessel and to see
what there m ght be aboard of her. So, with a word to Arnstrong, |
swung nyself over the side, slipped down the falls, and took nmy place in
the sheets of the boat.

It was but a little distance, but it took some time to traverse, and so
heavy was the roll that often when we were in the trough of the sea, we
could not see either the barque which we had left or the brig which we
wer e approaching. The sinking sun did not penetrate down there, and it
was cold and dark in the hollows of the waves, but each passing billow
heaved us up into the warnth and the sunshine once nore. At each of
these nonents, as we hung upon a white-capped ridge between the two dark
val l eys, | caught a glinpse of the |Iong, pea-green line, and the nodding
foremast of the brig, and | steered so as to cone round by her stern, so
that we m ght determ ne which was the best way of boarding her. As we
passed her we saw the name _Nossa Sehnora da Vittoria_ painted across
her dri pping counter
"The weather side, sir,"” said the second mate. "Stand by with the
boat - hook, carpenter!™ An instant |later we had junped over the

bul war ks, which were hardly higher than our boat, and found oursel ves
upon the deck of the abandoned vessel. CQur first thought was to provide
for our own safety in case--as seened very probabl e--the vessel should
settl e down beneath our feet. Wth this object two of our nmen held on
to the painter of the boat, and fended her off fromthe vessel's side,
so that she might be ready in case we had to make a hurried retreat.

The carpenter was sent to find out how nuch water there was, and whether
it was still gami ng, while the other seaman, Allardyce and nyself, nade
a rapid inspection of the vessel and her cargo.

The deck was littered with weckage and with hen-coops, in which the

dead birds were washing about. The boats were gone, with the exception
of one, the bottom of which had been stove, and it was certain that the
crew had abandoned the vessel. The cabin was in a deck-house, one side
of which had been beaten in by a heavy sea. Allardyce and | entered it,
and found the captain's table as he had left it, his books and papers--
al |l Spanish or Portuguese--scattered over it, with piles of cigarette

ash everywhere. | | ooked about for the | og, but could not find it.

"As likely as not he never kept one," said Allardyce. "Things are
pretty slack aboard a South American trader, and they don't do nore than
they can help. |If there was one it nust have been taken away with him

in the boat."

"I should like to take all these books and papers,” said |I. "Ask the
carpenter how much time we have."



His report was reassuring. The vessel was full of water, but some of

t he cargo was buoyant, and there was no i nmedi ate danger of her sinking.
Probably she woul d never sink, but would drift about as one of those
terrible unmarked reefs which have sent so many stout vessels to the
bottom

“I'n that case there is no danger in your going below, M. Allardyce,"”
said I. "See what you can make of her and find out how nuch of her
cargo may be saved. |'Il |ook through these papers while you are gone."

The bills of lading, and sone notes and letters which |ay upon the desk,
sufficed to informme that the Brazilian brig _Nossa Sehnora da
Vittoria_ had cleared fromBahia a nonth before. The nanme of the
captain was Texeira, but there was no record as to the nunber of the
crew. She was bound for London, and a glance at the bills of |ading was
sufficient to show nme that we were not likely to profit nuch in the way
of salvage. Her cargo consisted of nuts, ginger, and wood, the latter
in the shape of great |ogs of valuable tropical growths. It was these,
no doubt, which had prevented the ill-fated vessel fromgoing to the
bottom but they were of such a size as to nmake it inpossible for us to
extract them Besides these, there were a few fancy goods, such as a
nunber of ornanental birds for mllinery purposes, and a hundred cases
of preserved fruits. And then, as | turned over the papers, | canme upon
a short note in English, which arrested nmy attention.

It is requested (said the note) that the various old Spanish

and Indian curiosities, which came out of the Santarem

col l ection, and which are consigned to Prontfoot & Neuman

of Oxford Street, London, should be put in sone place where

there may be no danger of these very val uable and unique articles
being injured or tanpered with. This applies nost particularly
to the treasure-chest of Don Ramirez di Leyra, which nust on

no account be placed where anyone can get at it.

The treasure-chest of Don Ramirez! Unique and valuable articles!

Here was a chance of salvage after all. | had risen to my feet with the
paper in ny hand when ny Scotch mate appeared in the doorway.
"I"mthinking all isn't quite as it should be aboard of this ship

sir," said he. He was a hard-faced nman, and yet | could see that he had
been startl ed.

"What's the matter?"

"Murder's the matter, sir. There's a man here with his brains beaten
out."

"Killed in the storn?" said I

“"May be so, sir, but I'lIl be surprised if you think so after you have
seen him"

"Where is he, then?"

"This way, sir; here in the maindeck house."



There appeared to have been no acconmodati on below in the brig, for
there was the after-house for the captain, another by the main hatchway,
with the cook's galley attached to it, and a third in the forecastle for
the men. It was to this mddle one that the mate led ne. As you
entered, the galley, with its litter of tunbled pots and di shes, was
upon the right, and upon the left was a small roomw th two bunks for
the officers. Then beyond there was a place about 12ft. square, which
was littered with flags and spare canvas. All round the walls were a
nunber of packets done up in coarse cloth and carefully lashed to the
woodwor k. At the other end was a great box, striped red and white,

t hough the red was so faded and the white so dirty that it was only
where the light fell directly upon it that one could see the col ouring.
The box was, by subsequent neasurenment, 4ft. 3ins. in length, 3ft. 2ins.
in height, and 3ft. across--considerably larger than a seaman's chest.
But it was not to the box that my eyes or ny thoughts were turned as |
entered the store-room On the floor, lying across the litter of
bunting, there was stretched a small, dark man with a short, curling
beard. He lay as far as it was possible fromthe box, with his feet
towards it and his head away. A crimson patch was printed upon the
white canvas on which his head was resting, and little red ribbons

wr eat hed thensel ves round his swarthy neck and trailed away on to the
floor, but there was no sign of a wound that | could see, and his face
was as placid as that of a sleeping child. It was only when | stooped
that | could perceive his injury, and then | turned away with an
exclamation of horror. He had been pol e-axed; apparently by sone person
standi ng behind him A frightful blow had smashed in the top of his
head and penetrated deeply into his brains. H's face might well be

pl acid, for death nust have been absol utely instantaneous, and the
position of the wound showed that he coul d never have seen the person
who had inflicted it.

"I's that foul play or accident, Captain Barclay?" asked ny second nate,
denurely.

"You are quite right, M. Allardyce. The man has been nurdered--struck
down from above by a sharp and heavy weapon. But who was he, and why
did they nurder hinP"

"He was a conmon seaman, sir," said the mate. "You can see that if you
|l ook at his fingers.”" He turned out his pockets as he spoke and brought
to light a pack of cards, some tarred string, and a bundle of Brazilian
t obacco.

"Hell o, | ook at this!" said he.

It was a large, open knife with a stiff spring blade which he had picked
up fromthe floor. The steel was shining and bright, so that we could
not associate it with the crinme, and yet the dead man had apparently
held it in his hand when he was struck down, for it still lay within his
grasp.

"It looks to me, sir, as if he knew he was in danger and kept his knife
handy," said the nate. "However, we can't help the poor beggar now.

I can't nmke out these things that are | ashed to the wall. They seem
to be idols and weapons and curios of all sorts done up in old sacking."

"That's right," said . "They are the only things of value that we are



likely to get fromthe cargo. Hail the barque and tell themto send the
ot her quarter-boat to help us to get the stuff aboard."”

Whil e he was away | examined this curious plunder which had come into
our possession. The curiosities were so wapped up that | could only
forma general idea as to their nature, but the striped box stood in a
good light where | could thoroughly examne it. On the lid, which was
cl anped and cornered with netal -work, there was engraved a conpl ex coat
of arns, and beneath it was a |ine of Spanish which | was able to

deci pher as neaning, "The treasure-chest of Don Ramirez di Leyra, Knight
of the Order of Saint Janes, CGovernor and Captain-Ceneral of Terra Firma
and of the Province of Veraquas." |In one corner was the date, 1606, and
on the other a large white | abel, upon which was witten in English,
"You are earnestly requested, upon no account, to open this box."

The sane warni ng was repeated underneath in Spanish. As to the lock, it
was a very conpl ex and heavy one of engraved steel, with a Latin notto,
whi ch was above a seaman's conprehension. By the tine | had finished
this exam nation of the peculiar box, the other quarter-boat with M.
Arnmstrong, the first officer, had come al ongsi de, and we began to carry
out and place in her the various curiosities which appeared to be the
only objects worth moving fromthe derelict ship. Wen she was full
sent her back to the barque, and then Allardyce and I, with the
carpenter and one seaman, shifted the striped box, which was the only
thing left, to our boat, and lowered it over, balancing it upon the two
mddle thwarts, for it was so heavy that it would have given the boat a
dangerous tilt had we placed it at either end. As to the dead man, we

I eft himwhere we had found him The nmate had a theory that, at the
nmonment of the desertion of the ship, this fellow had started

pl undering, and that the captain, in an attenpt to preserve discipline,
had struck himdown with a hatchet or some other heavy weapon

It seened nore probable than any other explanation, and yet it did not
entirely satisfy me either. But the ocean is full of nysteries, and we
were content to |l eave the fate of the dead seaman of the Brazilian brig
to be added to that long list which every sailor can recall

The heavy box was slung up by ropes on to the deck of the _Mary
Sinclair_, and was carried by four seanen into the cabin, where, between
the table and the after-lockers, there was just space for it to stand.
There it remained during supper, and after that neal the mates renmi ned
with me, and di scussed over a glass of grog the event of the day.

M. Arnmstrong was a long, thin, vulture-like man, an excellent seaman
but famous for his nearness and cupidity. Qur treasure-trove had
excited himgreatly, and already he had begun with glistening eyes to
reckon up how rmuch it mght be worth to each of us when the shares of
the sal vage cane to be divided.

"If the paper said that they were unique, M. Barclay, then they may be
worth anything that you Iike to nane. You wouldn't believe the suns
that the rich collectors give. A thousand pounds is nothing to them
We' Il have sonmething to show for our voyage, or | am m staken."

"I don't think that," said |l. "As far as | can see, they are not very
different fromany other South Anerican curios."

"Well, sir, |'ve traded there for fourteen voyages, and | have never
seen anything |ike that chest before. That's worth a pile of nopney,
just as it stands. But it's so heavy that surely there nust be



somet hing valuable inside it. Don't you think that we ought to open it
and see?"

"If you break it open you will spoil it, as likely as not," said the

second mmate.

Arnstrong squatted down in front of it, with his head on one side, and
his long, thin nose within a few i nches of the |ock

"The wood is oak," said he, "and it has shrunk a little with age. If |
had a chisel or a strong-bladed knife | could force the |ock back
wi t hout doi ng any danege at all."

The nention of a strong-bl aded knife nade me think of the dead seaman
upon the brig.

"I wonder if he could have been on the job when soneone cane to
interfere with him" said |

"I don't know about that, sir, but | amperfectly certain that | could
open the box. There's a screwdriver here in the |ocker. Just hold the
| anp, Allardyce, and I'Il have it done in a brace of shakes."

"Wait a bit," said |, for already, with eyes which gleaned with
curiosity and with avarice, he was stooping over the Iid. "I don't see
that there is any hurry over this matter. You've read that card which
warns us not to open it. It may nmean anything or it may nean nothing,
but somehow | feel inclined to obey it. After all, whatever is in it
will keep, and if it is valuable it will be worth as nuch if it is
opened in the owner's offices as in the cabin of the _Mary Sinclair_.

The first officer seemed bitterly disappointed at ny decision

"Surely, sir, you are not superstitious about it," said he, with a
slight sneer upon his thin lips. "If it gets out of our own hands, and
we don't see for ourselves what is inside it, we may be done out of our
rights; besides--"

"That's enough, M. Arnstrong,"” said |, abruptly. "You may have every
confidence that you will get your rights, but I will not have that box
opened to-night."

"Why, the label itself shows that the box has been exam ned by

Eur opeans, " Allardyce added. "Because a box is a treasure-box is no
reason that it has treasures inside it now A good many fol k have had a
peep into it since the days of the old Governor of Terra Firma."

Arnmstrong threw the screwdriver down upon the table and shrugged his
shoul ders.

"Just as you like," said he; but for the rest of the evening, although
we spoke upon many subjects, | noticed that his eyes were continually
com ng round, with the sanme expression of curiosity and greed, to the
old striped box.

And now | conme to that portion of nmy story which fills me even now with
a shuddering horror when | think of it. The main cabin had the rooms of



the officers round it, but mne was the farthest away fromit at the end
of the little passage which led to the conpanion. No regular watch was
kept by ne, except in cases of emergency, and the three mates divided

t he wat ches anong them Arnstrong had the m ddl e watch, which ends at
four in the norning, and he was relieved by Allardyce. For ny part |
have al ways been one of the soundest of sleepers, and it is rare for
anything | ess than a hand upon ny shoul der to arouse ne.

And yet | was aroused that night, or rather in the early grey of the
nmorning. It was just hal f-past four by ny chrononeter when sonething
caused ne to sit up in my berth wide awake and with every nerve
tingling. It was a sound of some sort, a crash with a human cry at the
end of it, which still jarred on ny ears. | sat listening, but all was
now silent. And yet it could not have been inmmgination, that hideous
cry, for the echo of it still rang in nmy head, and it seened to have
cone from sonme place quite close to me. | sprang from ny bunk, and,
pulling on sone clothes, | nmade ny way into the cabin. At first | saw
not hi ng unusual there. In the cold, grey light I made out the
red-clothed table, the six rotating chairs, the wal nut | ockers, the

Swi ngi ng baroneter, and there, at the end, the big striped chest. | was
turning away, with the intention of going upon deck and asking the
second mate if he had heard anything, when ny eyes fell suddenly upon
sonmet hi ng which projected fromunder the table. It was the leg of a
man--a leg with a long sea-boot upon it. | stooped, and there was a
figure spraw i ng upon his face, his arns thrown forward and his body
twi sted. One glance told nme that it was Arnstrong, the first officer
and a second that he was a dead man. For a few nonments | stood gasping.
Then | rushed on to the deck, called Allardyce to ny assistance, and
canme back with himinto the cabin

Toget her we pulled the unfortunate fellow fromunder the table, and as
we | ooked at his dripping head we exchanged gl ances, and | do not know
whi ch was the paler of the two.

"The sane as the Spanish sailor," said |

"The very sane. Cod preserve us! |It's that infernal chest! Look at
Arnmstrong' s hand!"

He held up the mate's right hand, and there was the screwdriver which he
had wi shed to use the night before.

"He's been at the chest, sir. He knew that | was on deck and you were
asl eep. He knelt down in front of it, and he pushed the | ock back with

that tool. Then sonething happened to him and he cried out so that you
heard him"
"All ardyce," | whispered, "what _coul d_ have happened to hin®"

The second mate put his hand upon nmy sleeve and drew nme into his cabin.

"We can talk here, sir, and we don't know who nmay be listening to us in
there. What do you suppose is in that box, Captain Barclay?"

"I give you my word, Allardyce, that | have no idea."

"Well, | can only find one theory which will fit all the facts. Look at



the size of the box. Look at all the carving and nmetal -work which may
conceal any nunber of holes. Look at the weight of it; it took four nen
to carry it. On top of that, remenber that two nmen have tried to open
it, and both have conme to their end through it. Now, sir, what can it
nmean except one thing?"

"You nean there is a man in it?"

"Of course there is a man in it. You know how it is in these South
American States, sir. A man nay be president one week and hunted like a
dog the next--they are for ever flying for their lives. M idea is that
there is some fellowin hiding there, who is armed and desperate, and
who will fight to the death before he is taken."

"But his food and drink?"

"It's a roony chest, sir, and he may have sone provisions stowed away.
As to his drink, he had a friend anong the crew upon the brig who saw
t hat he had what he needed.”

"You think, then, that the |abel asking people not to open the box was
sinply witten in his interest?"

"Yes, sir, that is nmy idea. Have you any other way of explaining the
facts?"

I had to confess that | had not.
"The question is what we are to do?" | asked.

"The man's a dangerous ruffian, who sticks at nothing. [I'mthinking it
woul dn't be a bad thing to put a rope round the chest and tow it

al ongside for half an hour; then we could open it at our ease. O if we
just tied the box up and kept himfromgetting any water naybe that
would do as well. O the carpenter could put a coat of varnish over it
and stop all the bl ow holes."

"Cone, Allardyce,"” said I, angrily. "You don't seriously nean to say
that a whol e ship's conpany are going to be terrorised by a single man
in a box. |If he's there, I'll engage to fetch himout!"™ | went to ny
room and cane back with my revolver in ny hand. "Now, Allardyce," said
I, "do you open the lock, and I'll stand on guard."

"For God's sake, think what you are doing, sir!" cried the mate. "Two

men have |lost their lives over it, and the bl ood of one not yet dry upon
the carpet."”

"The nore reason why we should revenge him"

"Well, sir, at least let nme call the carpenter. Three are better than
two, and he is a good stout man."

He went off in search of him and | was left alone with the striped
chest in the cabin. | don't think that I'm a nervous man, but | kept
the table between me and this solid old relic of the Spanish Miin

In the growing light of norning the red and white striping was begi nning
to appear, and the curious scrolls and weaths of netal and carving



whi ch showed the | oving pains which cunning craftsnmen had expended upon
it. Presently the carpenter and the mate cane back together, the forner
with a hamrer in his hand.

"It's a bad business, this, sir," said he, shaking his head, as he

| ooked at the body of the mate. "And you think there's soneone hiding
in the box?"

"There's no doubt about it," said Allardyce, picking up the screwdriver
and setting his jaw |l i ke a man who needs to brace his courage.

“I"1l drive the lock back if you will both stand by. |If he rises |let
himhave it on the head with your hanmer, carpenter. Shoot at once,
sir, if he raises his hand. Now "

He had knelt down in front of the striped chest, and passed the bl ade of
the tool under the lid. Wth a sharp snick the lock flew back. "Stand
by!" yelled the mate, and with a heave he threw open the nassive top of
the box. As it swung up we all three sprang back, | with ny pisto

| evell ed, and the carpenter with the hammer above his head. Then, as
not hi ng happened, we each took a step forward and peeped in. The box
was enpty.

Not quite enpty either, for in one corner was lying an old yellow

candl e-stick, elaborately engraved, which appeared to be as old as the
box itself. Its rich yellow tone and artistic shape suggested that it

was an object of value. For the rest there was nothing nore weighty or
val uabl e than dust in the old striped treasure-chest.

"Well, 1'"mblessed!" cried Allardyce, staring blankly into it.
"Where does the weight come in, then?”

"Look at the thickness of the sides, and look at the lid. Wy, it's
five inches through. And see that great netal spring across it."

"That's for holding the |lid up," said the mate. "You see, it won't |ean
back. What's that German printing on the inside?"

"It means that it was made by Johann Rothstein of Augsburg, in 1606."

"And a solid bit of work, too. But it doesn't throw nuch |ight on what
has passed, does it, Captain Barclay? That candlestick |ooks Iike gold.
We shall have something for our trouble after all."

He leant forward to grasp it, and fromthat nonent | have never doubted
as to the reality of inspiration, for on the instant | caught himby the
collar and pulled himstraight again. It may have been sone story of
the M ddl e Ages which had come back to ny mind, or it may have been that
my eye had caught sonme red which was not that of rust upon the upper
part of the lock, but to himand to me it will always seem an
inspiration, so pronpt and sudden was ny action

"There's devilry here," said |. "Gve ne the crooked stick fromthe
corner."

It was an ordinary wal ki ng-cane with a hooked top. | passed it over the
candl estick and gave it a pull. Wth a flash a row of polished stee

fangs shot out from below the upper lip, and the great striped chest



snapped at us like a wild animal. Clang cane the huge lid into its

pl ace, and the glasses on the swi nging rack sang and tinkled with the
shock. The mate sat down on the edge of the table and shivered |ike a
frightened horse.

"You' ve saved ny life, Captain Barclay!" said he.

So this was the secret of the striped treasure-chest of old Don Ramrez
di Leyra, and this was how he preserved his ill-gotten gains fromthe
Terra Firma and the Province of Veraquas. Be the thief ever so cunning
he could not tell that gol den candlestick fromthe other articles of
value, and the instant that he laid hand upon it the terrible spring was
unl oosed and the nurderous steel pikes were driven into his brain, while
t he shock of the blow sent the victimbackward and enabl ed the chest to
automatically close itself. How many, | wondered, had fallen victins to
the ingenuity of the nmechanic of Ausgburg? And as | thought of the
possi bl e history of that grimstriped chest ny resol ution was very

qui ckly taken.

"Carpenter, bring three nen, and carry this on deck."
"Going to throw it overboard, sir?"

"Yes, M. Allardyce. |I'mnot superstitious as a rule, but there are
some things which are nore than a sailor can be called upon to stand.”

“No wonder that brig nmade heavy weather, Captain Barclay, with such a
thing on board. The glass is dropping fast, sir, and we are only just
intime."

So we did not even wait for the three sailors, but we carried it out,
the mate, the carpenter, and I, and we pushed it with our own hands over
the bul warks. There was a white spout of water, and it was gone. There
it lies, the striped chest, a thousand fathons deep, and if, as they
say, the sea will sone day be dry land, | grieve for the man who fi nds
that old box and tries to penetrate into its secret.

A SHADOW BEFORE

The 15th of July, 1870, found John Wrlington Dodds a rui ned ganester of
the Stock Exchange. Upon the 17th he was a very opul ent man. And yet
he had effected the change wi thout |eaving the penurious little Irish
townl et of Dunsl oe, which could have been bought outright for a quarter
of the sum which he had earned during the single day that he was
withinits walls. There is a romance of finance yet to be witten, a
story of huge forces which are for ever waxi ng and wani ng, of bold
operations, of breathless suspense, of agonised failure, of deep

conbi nations which are baffled by others still nore subtle. The mghty
debts of each great European Power stand |i ke so nany colums of
mercury, for ever rising and falling to indicate the pressure upon each
He who can see far enough into the future to tell how that ever-varying
colum will stand to-nmorrow is the man who has fortune within his grasp.

John Worlington Dodds had nmany of the gifts which | ead a speculator to



success. He was quick in observing, just in estimating, pronpt and
fearless in acting. But in finance there is always the el enment of |uck
whi ch, however one may elimnate it, still remains, |ike the blank at
roulette, a constantly present handi cap upon the operator. And so it
was that Worlington Dodds had conme to grief. On the best advices he had
dabbled in the funds of a South American Republic in the days before
Sout h Anerican Republics had been found out. The Republic defaulted,
and Dodds | ost his nmoney. He had bulled the shares of a Scotch rail way,
and a four nonths' strike had hit himhard. He had helped to underwite
a coffee conpany in the hope that the public would cone al ong upon the
feed and gradual ly ni bble away sone of his holding, but the politica

sky had been clouded and the public had refused to invest. Everything
whi ch he had touched had gone wong, and now, on the eve of his

marri age, young, clear-headed, and energetic, he was actually a bankrupt
had his creditors chosen to make hi mone. But the Stock Exchange is an
i ndul gent body. What is the case of one to-day may be that of another
to-nmorrow, and everyone is interested in seeing that the stricken man is
given tinme to rise again. So the burden of Worlington Dodds was
lightened for him many shoul ders hel ped to bear it, and he was able to
go for a little sumer tour into Ireland, for the doctors had ordered
himrest and change of air to restore his shaken nervous system Thus
it was that upon the 15th of July, 1870, he found hinself at his
breakfast in the fly-blown coffee-roomof the "George Hotel" in the

mar ket square of Dunsloe. It is a dull and depressing coffee-room and
one which is usually enpty, but on this particular day it was as crowded
and noisy as that of any London hotel. Every table was occupied, and a
thick smell of fried bacon and of fish hung in the air. Heavily booted
men clattered in and out, spurs jingled, riding-crops were stacked in
corners, and there was a general atnosphere of horse. The conversation
too, was of nothing else. Fromevery side Wrlington Dodds heard of
yearlings, of wi ndgalls, of roarers, of spavins, of cribsuckers, of a
hundred other terns which were as unintelligible to himas his own
Stock Exchange jargon woul d have been to the conpany. He asked the
waiter for the reason of it all, and the waiter was an astoni shed man
that there should be any man in this world who did not know it.

"Shure it's the Dunsloe horse fair, your honour--the greatest

horse-fair in all Greland. It lasts for a wake, and the folk cone from
far an' near--from Engl and an' Scotland an' iverywhere. |f you | ook out
of the wi nder, your honour, you'll see the horses, and it's asy your

honour's consci ence nust be, or you wouldn't slape so sound that the
creatures didn't rouse you with their clatter."

Dodds had a recollection that he had heard a confused nurnur, which had
interwoven itself with his dreans--a sort of steady rhythnic beating and
cl anki ng--and now, when he | ooked through the wi ndow, he saw the cause
of it. The square was packed with horses fromend to end--greys, bays,
browns, bl acks, chestnuts--young ones and old, fine ones and coarse,
horses of every conceivable sort and size. It seenmed a huge function
for so small a town, and he remarked as nuch to the waiter

"Well, you see, your honour, the horses don't live in the town, an' they
don't vex their heads how small it is. But it's in the very centre of
the horse-bradin' districts of Greland, so where should they cone to be
sould if it wasn't to Dunsloe?" The waiter had a telegramin his hand,
and he turned the address to Worlington Dodds. "Shure | niver heard
such a name, sorr. Maybe you could tell ne who owns it?"



Dodds | ooked at the envel ope. Strellenhaus was the name. "No, | don't
know," said he. "I never heard it before. |It's a foreign name.
Perhaps if you were--"

But at that nonent a little round-faced, ruddy-cheeked gentlenan, who
was breakfasting at the next table, |eaned forward and interrupted him

"Did you say a foreign name, sir?" said he.
"Strell enhaus is the nane."

"I am M. Strellenhaus--M. Julius Strellenhaus, of Liverpool. | was
expecting a telegram Thank you very nuch."

He sat so near that Dodds, wi thout any wish to play the spy, could not
hel p to sonme extent overl ooking himas he opened the envel ope.

The nessage was a very long one. Qite a wad of nelon-tinted paper cane
out fromthe tawny envelope. M. Strellenhaus arranged the sheets

met hodi cal |y upon the table-cloth in front of him so that no eye but
his own could see them Then he took out a note-book, and, with an

anxi ous face, he began to make entries in it, glancing first at the

tel egram and then at the book, and writing apparently one letter or
figure at a tinme. Dodds was interested, for he knew exactly what the
man was doi ng. He was working out a cipher. Dodds had often done it

hi msel f. And then suddenly the little man turned very pale, as if the
full purport of the nessage had been a shock to him Dodds had done
that al so, and his synpathies were all with his neighbours. Then the
stranger rose, and, |eaving his breakfast untasted, he wal ked out of the
room

"I"'mthinkin' that the gintleman has had bad news, sorr," said the

confidential waiter.

"Looks like it," Dodds answered; and at that nonent his thoughts were
suddenly drawn off into another direction.

The boots had entered the roomwith a telegramin his hand. "Were's
M. Mancune?" said he to the waiter

"Well, there are some quare nanes about. What was it you said?"

"M . Mancune," said the boots, glancing round him "Ah, there he is!"
and he handed the telegramto a gentl eman who was sitting reading the
paper in a corner

Dodds' s eyes had already fallen upon this nan, and he had wondered
vaguel y what he was doing in such conpany. He was a tall, white-haired,
eagl e-nosed gentleman, with a waxed noustache and a carefully pointed
beard--an aristocratic type which seened out of its el enent anong the
rough, hearty, noisy dealers who surrounded him This, then, was M.
Mancune, for whom the second tel egram was i ntended.

As he opened it, tearing it open with a feverish haste, Dodds could
perceive that it was as bulky as the first one. He observed also, from
the delay in reading it, that it was also in sone sort of cipher

The gentleman did not wite down any translation of it, but he sat for



some time with his nervous, thin fingers twitching anmpongst the hairs of
his white beard, and his shaggy brows bent in the deepest and nost
absorbed attention whilst he mastered the nmeaning of it. Then he sprang
suddenly to his feet, his eyes flashed, his cheeks flushed, and in his
excitenment he crunpled the nessage up in his hand. Wth an effort he
mastered his enotion, put the paper into his pocket, and wal ked out of
the room

This was enough to excite a | ess astute and inmagi nati ve nman than
Worl i ngton Dodds. WAs there any connection between these two nessages,
or was it nmerely a coincidence? Two nen with strange names receive two
telegrams within a few m nutes of each other, each of considerable

| ength, each in cipher, and each causing keen enotion to the nan who
received it. One turned pale. The other sprang excitedly to his feet.
It might be a coincidence, but it was a very curious one. |If it was not
a coincidence, then what could it nean? Wre they confederates who
pretended to work apart, but who each received identical orders from
sonme person at a distance? That was possible, and yet there were
difficulties in the way. He puzzled and puzzled, but could find no
satisfactory solution to the problem All breakfast he was turning it
over in his mnd.

When breakfast was over he sauntered out into the nmarket square, where
the horse sale was already in progress. The yearlings were being sold
first--tall, long-legged, skittish, wld-eyed creatures, who had run
free upon the upland pastures, with ragged hair and towsie manes, but
hardy, inured to all weathers, and with the nakings of splendid hunters
and steepl echasers when corn and tinme had brought themto maturity.

They were | argely of thoroughbred bl ood, and were bei ng bought by
English deal ers, who would invest a few pounds now on what they m ght
sell for fifty guineas in a year, if all went well. It was legitimte
specul ation, for the horse is a delicate creature, he is afflicted with
many ail ments, the | east accident may destroy his value, he is a certain
expense and an uncertain profit, and for one who cones safely to
maturity several nmay bring no return at all. So the English
horse-deal ers took their risks as they bought up the shaggy Irish
yearlings. One man with a ruddy face and a yell ow overcoat took them by
the dozen, with as nmuch _sang froid_ as if they had been oranges,
entering each bargain in a bl oated note-book. He bought forty or fifty
during the tinme that Dodds was watching him

"Who is that?" he asked his nei ghbour, whose spurs and gaiters showed
that he was |ikely to know.

The man stared in astoni shment at the stranger's ignorance.

"Why, that's Jim Holl oway, the great Jim Holloway," said he; then
seeing by the blank | ook upon Dodds's face that even this information
had not hel ped hi m nmuch, he went into details. "Sure he's the head of
Hol | oway & Morl and, of London," said he. "He's the buying partner, and
he buys cheap; and the other stays at hone and sells, and he sells dear
He owns nore horses than any man in the world, and asks the best nopney
for them | dare say you'll find that half of what are sold at the
Dunsl oe fair this day will go to him and he's got such a purse that
there's not a man who can bid against him?"

Wor | i ngton Dodds watched the doings of the great dealer with interest.
He had passed on now to the two-year-olds and three-year-olds,



full-grown horses, but still a little loose in the Iinb and weak in the
bone. The London buyer was choosing his animals carefully, but having
chosen them the vigour of his conpetition drove all other bidders out
of it. Wth a careless nod he would run the figure up five pounds at a
time, until he was left in possession of the field. At the sane tinme he
was a shrewd observer, and when, as happened nore than once, he believed
t hat someone was bi dding against himsinply in order to run himup, the
head woul d cease suddenly to nod, the note-book would be closed with a
snap, and the intruder would be left with a purchase which he did not
desire upon his hands. All Dodds's business instincts were aroused by
the tactics of this great operator, and he stood in the crowd watching
with the utnost interest all that occurred.

It is not to buy young horses, however, that the great dealers cone to
Ireland, and the real business of the fair conmenced when the four and
five-year-olds were reached; the full-grown, perfect horses, at their
prime, and ready for any work or any fatigue. Seventy magnificent
creatures had been brought down by a single breeder, a confortable-

| ooki ng, keen-eyed, ruddy-cheeked gentleman who stood beside the

sal es-man and whi spered cautions and precepts into his ear

"That's Flynn of Kildare," said Dodds's informant. "Jack Flynn has
brought down that string of horses, and the other large string over
yonder belongs to Tom Flynn, his brother. The two of themtogether are
the two first breeders in Ireland.” A crowd had gathered in front of the
horses. By comopn consent a place had been made for M. Holloway, and
Dodds could catch a glinpse of his florid face and yell ow covert-coat in
the front rank. He had opened his note-book, and was tapping his teeth
reflectively with his pencil as he eyed the horses.

"You'l | see a fight now between the first seller and the first buyer in
the country," said Dodds's acquai ntance. "They are a beautiful string,
anyhow. | shouldn't be surprised if he didn't average five-and-thirty

pound api ece for the ot as they stand."

The sal esman had nmounted upon a chair, and his keen, clean-shaven face
overl ooked the crowd. M. Jack Flynn's grey whiskers were at his el bow,
and M. Holloway i mediately in front.

"You' ve seen these horses, gentlenen," said the salesman, with a
backward sweep of his hand towards the |line of tossing heads and
streanm ng manes. "When you know that they are bred by M. Jack Flynn,
at his place in Kildare, you will have a guarantee of their quality.
They are the best that Ireland can produce, and in this class of horse
the best that Ireland can produce are the best in the world, as every
riding man knows well. Hunters or carriage horses, all warranted sound,
and bred fromthe best stock. There are seventy in M. Jack Flynn's
string, and he bids me say that if any whol esal e deal er woul d make one
bid for the whole Iot, to save tine, he would have the preference over
any purchaser."

There was a pause and a whisper fromthe crowmd in front, with sone
expressions of discontent. By a single sweep all the snmall deal ers had
been put out of it. It was only a |long purse which could buy on such a
scale as that. The salesman | ooked round hi minquiringly.

"Cone, M. Holloway," said he, at last. "You didn't conme over here for



the sake of the scenery. You may travel the country and not see such
anot her string of horses. Gve us a starting bid."

The great dealer was still rattling his pencil upon his front teeth.
"Well," said he, at last, "they _are_a fine |lot of horses, and | won't
deny it. They do you credit, M. Flynn, | amsure. All the sanme |
didn't nean to fill a ship at a single bid in this fashion. | like to

pi ck and choose ny horses."

“In that case M. Flynn is quite prepared to sell themin smaller lots,"
said the salesman. "It was rather for the conveni ence of a whol esale
customer that he was prepared to put themall up together. But if no
gentl eman wi shes to bid--"

"Wait a mnute," said a voice. "They are very fine horses, these, and
will give you a bid to start you. | wll give you twenty pounds each
for the string of seventy."

There was a rustle as the crowd all swayed their heads to catch a
glinpse of the speaker. The salesman | eaned forward. "My | ask your
name, sir?"

"Strell enhaus--M. Strell enhaus of Liverpool."

"It's a newfirm" said Dodds's neighbour. "I thought | knew themall,
but | never heard of himbefore."

The sal esman's head had di sappeared, for he was whi spering with the

breeder. Now he suddenly straightened hinself again. "Thank you for
giving us a lead, sir,"” said he. "Now, gentlenen, you have heard the
offer of M. Strellenhaus of Liverpool. It will give us a base to start

from M. Strellenhaus has offered twenty pounds a head."

"Qui neas," said Hol |l onay.

"Bravo, M. Holloway! | knew that you would take a hand. You are not
the man to let such a string of horses pass away fromyou. The bidis
twenty gui neas a head."

"Twenty-five pounds,” said M. Strellenhaus.
"Twenty-six."
"Thirty."

It was London agai nst Liverpool, and it was the head of the trade

agai nst an outsider. Still, the one nman had increased his bids by fives
and the other only by ones. Those fives neant determn nation and al so
weal th. Holloway had ruled the market so | ong that the crowd was
delighted at finding sonmeone who would stand up to him

"The bid now stands at thirty pounds a head," said the sal esman.
"The word lies with you, M. Holloway."

The London deal er was gl ancing keenly at his unknown opponent, and he
was asking hinmself whether this was a genuine rival, or whether it was a
devi ce of sonme sort--an agent of Flynn's perhaps--for running up the



price. Little M. Strellenhaus, the same appl e-faced gentl eman whom
Dodds had noticed in the coffee-room stood |ooking at the horses with
the sharp, quick glances of a man who knows what he is | ooking for

"Thirty-one," said Holloway, with the air of a nan who has gone to his
extreme limt.

"Thirty-two," said Strell enhaus, pronptly.

Hol | oway grew angry at this persistent opposition. His red face flushed
redder still.

"Thirty-three!" he shouted.

"Thirty-four," said Strellenhaus.

Hol | oway becane thoughtful, and entered a few figures in his note-book.
There were seventy horses. He knew that Flynn's stock was al ways of the
hi ghest quality. Wth the hunting season conming on he might rely upon
selling them at an average of fromforty-five to fifty. Sonme of them
m ght carry a heavy weight, and would run to three figures. On the

ot her hand, there was the feed and keep of themfor three nonths, the
danger of the voyage, the chance of influenza or sone of those other
conpl aints which run through an entire stable as neasles go through a
nursery. Deducting all this, it was a question whether at the present
price any profit would be |l eft upon the transaction. Every pound that
he bid neant seventy out of his pocket. And yet he could not subnit to
be beaten by this stranger without a struggle. As a business matter it
was inportant to himto be recognised as the head of his profession

He woul d nmake one nore effort, if he sacrificed his profit by doing so.

"At the end of your rope, M. Holloway?" asked the salesman, with the
suspi ci on of a sneer.

"Thirty-five," cried Holloway gruffly.

"Thirty-six," said Strellenhaus.
"Then | wi sh you joy of your bargain,"” said Holloway. "I don't buy at
that price, but | should be glad to sell you sone.”

M. Strellenhaus took no notice of the irony. He was still |ooking
critically at the horses. The salesman gl anced round himin a
perfunctory way.

"Thirty-six pounds bid," said he. "M. Jack Flynn's lot is going to M.
Strel |l enhaus of Liverpool, at thirty-six pounds a head. Going--going--"

"Forty!" cried a high, thin, clear voice.

A buzz rose fromthe crowd, and they were all on tiptoe again, trying to
catch a glinpse of this reckless buyer. Being a tall man, Dodds could
see over the others, and there, at the side of Holloway, he saw the
masterful nose and aristocratic beard of the second stranger in the

cof fee-room A sudden personal interest added itself to the scene.

He felt that he was on the verge of sonething--sonething dimy seen--

whi ch he could hinself turn to account. The two nmen with strange nanes,



the tel egranms, the horses--what was underlying it all? The sal esman was
all animation again, and M. Jack Flynn was sitting up with his white
whi skers bristling and his eyes twinkling. It was the best deal which
he had ever made in his fifty years of experience.

"What name, sir?" asked the sal esman

"M . Mancune."

" Addr ess?"

"M . Mancune of d asgow.”

"Thank you for your bid, sir. Forty pounds a head has been bid by M.
Mancune of d asgow. Any advance upon forty?"

"Forty-one," said Strellenhaus.
"Forty-five," said Mancune.
The tactics had changed, and it was the turn of Strellenhaus now to

advance by ones, while his rival sprang up by fives. But the fornmer was
as dogged as ever.

"Forty-six," said he.
"Fifty!" cried Mancune.

It was unheard of. The npbst that the horses could possibly average at a
retail price was as nmuch as these nen were willing to pay whol esal e.

"Two lunatics from Bedl am " whispered the angry Holloway. "If | was
Flynn I would see the colour of their noney before I went any further."

The sane thought had occurred to the salesman. "As a nere matter of
busi ness, gentlenen," said he, "it is usual in such cases to put down a
smal | deposit as a guarantee of _bona fides_. You will understand how

am pl aced, and that | have not had the pleasure of doing business with
ei ther of you before."”

"How nuch?" asked Strellenhaus, briefly.
"Should we say five hundred?"

"Here is a note for a thousand pounds."

"And here is another," said Mancune.

"Not hi ng could be nore handsone, gentlenen," said the salesman. "It's a
treat to see such a spirited conpetition. The last bid was fifty pounds
a head from Mancune. The word lies with you, M. Strellenhaus."

M. Jack Flynn whispered sonething to the salesman. "Quite so! M.

Fl ynn suggests, gentlenmen, that as you are both |arge buyers, it would,
per haps, be a convenience to you if he was to add the string of M. Tom
Fl ynn, which consists of seventy aninmals of precisely the same quality,
maki ng one hundred and forty in all. Have you any objection, M.



Mancune?"

"No, sir.

"And you, M. Strellenhaus?"

"I should prefer it.

"Very handsone! Very handsone indeed!" murmured the salesman. "Then
understand, M. Mancune, that your offer of fifty pounds a head extends
to the whole of these horses?”

"Yes, sir.

A long breath went up fromthe crowd. Seven thousand pounds at one
deal. It was a record for Dunsl oe.

"Any advance, M. Strell enhaus?"

"Fifty-one."

"Fifty-five."

"Fifty-six."

"Sixty."

They could hardly believe their ears. Holloway stood with his nouth
open, staring blankly in front of him The salesman tried hard to | ook
as if such bidding and such prices were nothing unusual. Jack Flynn of
Kildare smiled benignly and rubbed his hands together. The crowd
listened in dead silence.

"Si xty-one," said Strellenhaus. Fromthe beginning he had stood w t hout
a trace of emotion upon his round face, like a little automatic figure
which bid by clockwork. His rival was of a nore excitable nature. His
eyes were shining, and he was for ever twitching at his beard.
"Sixty-five," he cried.

"Sixty-six."

"Seventy."

But the clockwork had run down. No answering bid came from M.
Strel |l enhaus.

"Seventy bid, sir.
M. Strell enhaus shrugged his shoul ders.

"I am buying for another, and | have reached his |int," said he.

"I'f you will permit ne to send for instructions--"
"I amafraid, sir, that the sale nmust proceed."

"Then the horses belong to this gentleman.” For the first tinme he



turned towards his rival, and their glances crossed |i ke sword-bl ades.
"It is possible that | nmay see the horses again."”

"1 hope so," said M. Mancune; and his white, waxed noustache gave a
feline upward bristle.

So, with a bow, they separated. M. Strellenhaus wal ked, down to the
tel egraph-office, where his nmessage was del ayed because M. Wbrlington
Dodds was al ready at the end of the wires, for, after di mguesses and
vague conjecture, he had suddenly caught a clear view of this comng
event which had cast so curious a shadow before it in this little Irish
town. Political runours, nanmes, appearances, telegranms, seasoned horses
at any price, there could only be one neaning to it. He held a secret,
and he neant to use it.

M. Warner, who was the partner of M. Wrlington Dodds, and who was
suffering fromthe same eclipse, had gone down to the Stock Exchange,

but had found little consolation there, for the European systemwas in a
ferment, and runours of peace and of war were succeedi ng each other with
such rapidity and assurance that it was inpossible to know which to
trust. It was obvious that a fortune lay either way, for every runour
set the funds fluctuating; but w thout special information it was

i mpossible to act, and no one dared to plunge heavily upon the strength
of newspaper surm se and the gossip of the street. Warner knew that an
hour's work m ght resuscitate the fallen fortunes of hinself and his
partner, and yet he could not afford to nake a m stake. He returned to
his office in the afternoon, half inclined to back the chances of peace,
for of all war scares not one in ten cones to pass. As he entered the
office a telegramlay upon the table. It was from Dunsloe, a place of
whi ch he had never heard, and was signed by his absent partner

The message was in cipher, but he soon translated it, for it was short
and crisp.

"I am a bear of everything German and French. Sell, sell, sell, keep on
selling."

For a moment Warner hesitated. What could Worlington Dodds know at
Dunsl oe whi ch was not known in Thrognorton Street? But he renenbered

t he qui ckness and decision of his partner. He would not have sent such
a nessage w thout very good grounds. |If he was to act at all he nust
act at once, so, hardening his heart, he went down to the house, and,
deal i ng upon that curious system by which a man can sell what he has not
got, and what he could not pay for if he had it, he disposed of heavy
parcel s of French and German securities. He had caught the market in
one of its little spasns of hope, and there was no | ack of buying unti
his own persistent selling caused others to follow his | ead, and so
brought about a reaction. Wen Warner returned to his offices it took
hi m some hours to work out his accounts, and he energed into the streets
in the evening with the absolute certainty that the next settling-day
woul d | eave him either hopel essly bankrupt or exceedingly prosperous.

It all depended upon Worlington Dodds's information. Wat could he
possi bly have found out at Dunsloe?

And t hen suddenly he saw a newspaper boy fasten a poster upon a
| amp-post, and a little crowd had gathered round it in an instant
One of them waved his hat in the air; another shouted to a friend across



the street. Warner hurried up and caught a glinpse of the poster
bet ween two crani ng heads- -

"FRANCE DECLARES WAR ON GERMANY. "

"By Jove!" cried Warner. "O d Dodds was right, after all."

THE KING OF THE FOXES

It was after a hunting dinner, and there were as many scarlet coats as
bl ack ones round the table. The conversation over the cigars had
turned, therefore, in the direction of horses and horsenmen, wth

rem ni scences of phenonmenal runs where foxes had | ed the pack from end
to end of a county, and been overtaken at last by two or three |inping
hounds and a huntsman on foot, while every rider in the field had been
pounded. As the port circulated the runs becane | onger and nore
apocryphal , until we had the whips inquiring their way and failing to
understand the dialect of the people who answered them The foxes, too,
becane nere eccentric, and we had foxes up pollard willows, foxes which
were dragged by the tail out of horses' mangers, and foxes which had
raced through an open front door and gone to ground in a |ady's
bonnet - box. The nmaster had told one or two tall rem niscences, and when
he cleared his throat for another we were all curious, for he was a bit
of an artist in his way, and produced his effects in a _crescendo_
fashion. H's face wore the earnest, practical, severely accurate
expressi on which heral ded sone of his finest efforts.

"It was before | was master,"” said he. "Sir Charles Adair had the
hounds at that tine, and then afterwards they passed to old Lathom and

then to ne. It nay possibly have been just after Lathom took them over,
but my strong inpression is that it was in Adair's tine. That would be
early in the seventies--about seventy-two, | should say.

"The man | nean has noved to another part of the country, but | daresay
that some of you can remenber him Danbury was the name--Walter

Danbury, or WAt Danbury, as the people used to call him He was the son
of old Joe Danbury, of Hi gh Asconbe, and when his father died he cane
into a very good thing, for his only brother was drowned when the _Magna
Charta_ foundered, so he inherited the whole estate. It was but a few
hundred acres, but it was good arable | and, and those were the great
days of farm ng. Besides, it was freehold, and a yeonman farnmer without
a nortgage was a warm sh man before the great fall in wheat cane.
For ei gn wheat and barbed wire--those are the two curses of this country,
for the one spoils the farnmer's work and the other spoils his play.

"This young Wat Danbury was a very fine fellow, a keen rider, and a

t hor ough sportsman, but his head was a little turned at having cone,
when so young, into a confortable fortune, and he went the pace for a
year or two. The lad had no vice in him but there was a hard-drinking
set in the nei ghbourhood at that tine, and Danbury got drawn in anong
them and, being an am able fellow who |iked to do what his friends were
doi ng, he very soon took to drinking a great deal nore than was good for
him As a rule, a man who takes his exercise may drink as nuch as he
likes in the evening, and do hinself no very great harm if he wl



| eave it alone during the day. Danbury had too many friends for that,
however, and it really | ooked as if the poor chap was going to the bad,
when a very curious thing happened which pulled himup with such a
sudden jerk that he never put his hand upon the neck of a whisky bottle
agai n.

"He had a peculiarity which | have noticed in a good nany other nen,
that though he was always playing tricks with his own health, he was
none the | ess very anxious about it, and was extrenely fidgety if ever
he had any trivial synptom Being a tough, open-air fellow, who was
al ways as hard as a nail, it was seldomthat there was anything am ss
with hinm but at |ast the drink began to tell, and he woke one norning
with his hands shaking and all his nerves tingling |ike over-stretched
fiddl e-strings. He had been dining at sone very wet house the night
before, and the wi ne had, perhaps, been nore plentiful than choice; at
any rate, there he was, with a tongue like a bath towel and a head that
ticked like an eight-day clock. He was very alarnmed at his own
condition, and he sent for Doctor M ddleton, of Asconbe, the father of
the man who practises there now.

"M ddl eton had been a great friend of old Danbury's, and he was very
sorry to see his son going to the devil; so he inproved the occasion by
taking his case very seriously, and | ecturing himupon the danger of his
ways. He shook his head and tal ked about the possibility of _delirium
tremens_, or even of mania, if he continued to | ead such a life.

Wat Danbury was horribly frightened.

"*Do you think I amgoing to get anything of the sort?' he wail ed.

"*Well, really, | don't know,' said the doctor gravely. 'I cannot
undertake to say that you are out of danger. Your systemis very much
out of order. At any tinme during the day you m ght have those grave
synmptons of which | warn you.'

"*You think | shall be safe by evening?

"*1f you drink nothing during the day, and have no nervous synptons

bef ore evening, | think you may consi der yourself safe," the doctor
answered. A little fright would, he thought, do his patient good, so he
made the nost of the matter.

"'*What synptons may | expect?' asked Danebury.
"1t generally takes the form of optical delusions.'
"'l see specks floating all about.’

"'That is nmere biliousness,' said the doctor soothingly, for he saw that
the lad was highly strung, and he did not wish to overdo it.

"I daresay that you will have no synptons of the kind, but when they do
cone they usually take the shape of insects, or reptiles, or curious

ani mal s.'

"*And if | see anything of the kind?'

"*1f you do, you will at once send for nme;
medi ci ne, the doctor departed.

and so, with a prom se of



"Young WAt Danbury rose and dressed and noped about the room feeling
very mserable and unstrung, with a vision of the County Asylum for ever
in his mnd. He had the doctor's word for it that if he could get
through to evening in safety he would be all right; but it is not very
exhilarating to be waiting for synptons, and to keep on gl ancing at your
bootjack to see whether it is still a bootjack or whether it has begun
to devel op antennae and legs. At last he could stand it no | onger, and
an overpowering longing for the fresh air and the green grass came over
him Why shoul d he stay indoors when the Asconbe Hunt was neeting
within half a mle of hin? |f he was going to have these del usions

whi ch the doctor tal ked of, he would not have them the sooner nor the
wor se because he was on horseback in the open. He was sure, too, it
woul d ease his aching head. And so it came about that in ten mnutes he
was in his hunting-kit, and in ten nore he was riding out of his
stable-yard with his roan mare 'Matil da' between his knees. He was a
little unsteady in his saddle just at first, but the farther he went the
better he felt, until by the tinme he reached the neet his head was

al nost clear, and there was nothing troubling himexcept those haunting
words of the doctor's about the possibility of delusions any tine before
nightfall.

"But soon he forgot that also, for as he cane up the hounds were thrown
of f, and they drew the Gravel Hanger, and afterwards the H ckory Copse.
It was just the norning for a scent--no wind to blow it away, no water
to wash it out, and just danp enough to make it cling. There was a
field of forty, all keen nmen and good riders, so when they cane to the
Bl ack Hanger they knew that there would be some sport, for that's a
cover which never draws blank. The woods were thicker in those days
than now, and the foxes were thicker also, and that great dark
oak-grove was swarmng with them The only difficulty was to make t hem
break, for it is, as you know, a very close country, and you nust coax
themout into the open before you can hope for a run.

"When they cane to the Black Hanger the field took their positions al ong
the cover-si de wherever they thought that they were nost likely to get a
good start. Sonme went in with the hounds, sone clustered at the ends of
the drives, and sone kept outside in the hope of the fox breaking in
that direction. Young Wat Danbury knew the country |like the palmof his
hand, so he made for a place where several drives intersected, and there
he waited. He had a feeling that the faster and the farther he gall oped
the better he should be, and so he was chafing to be off. His mare,

too, was in the height of fettle and one of the fastest goers in the
county. Wat was a splendid |ightweight rider--under ten stone with his
saddl e--and the nare was a powerful creature, all quarters and

shoul ders, fit to carry a |lifeguardsman; and so it was no wonder that
there was hardly a man in the field who could hope to stay with him
There he waited and listened to the shouting of the huntsman and the

whi ps, catching a glinpse now and then in the darkness of the wood of a
whi sking tail, or the gleamof a white-and-tan side anmpbngst the
underwood. It was a well-trained pack, and there was not so nuch as a
whine to tell you that forty hounds were working all round you.

"And t hen suddenly there canme one | ong-drawn yell fromone of them and
it was taken up by another, and another, until within a few seconds the
whol e pack was giving tongue together and running on a hot scent.

Danbury saw t hem stream across one of the drives and di sappear upon the



ot her side, and an instant later the three red coats of the hunt
servants flashed after them upon the sane line. He m ght have made a
shorter cut down one of the other drives, but he was afraid of heading
the fox, so he followed the | ead of the huntsman. Right through the
wood they went in a bee-line, galloping with their faces brushed by
their horses' manes as they stooped under the branches.

"I't's ugly going, as you know, with the roots all wiggling about in the
darkness, but you can take a risk when you catch an occasional glinpse
of the pack running with a breast-high scent; so in and out they dodged
until the wood began to thin at the edges, and they found thenselves in
the long bottom where the river runs. It is clear going there upon
grassl and, and the hounds were running very strong about two hundred
yards ahead, keeping parallel with the stream The field, who had cone
round the wood instead of going through, were conm ng hard over the
fields upon the left; but Danbury, with the hunt servants, had a clear

| ead, and they never lost it.

"Two of the field got on terns with them-Parson Geddes on a big
sevent een- hand bay which he used to ride in those days, and Squire

Fol ey, who rode as a feather-weight, and made his hunters out of cast

t horoughbreds fromthe Newrarket sal es; but the others never had a

| ook-in fromstart to finish, for there was no check and no pulling, and
it was clear cross-country racing fromstart to finish. |If you had
drawn a line right across the nmap with a pencil you couldn't go

strai ghter than that fox ran, heading for the South Downs and the sea,
and the hounds ran as surely as if they were running to view, and yet
from the begi nning no one ever saw the fox, and there was never a hallo
forrard to tell themthat he had been spied. This, however, is not so
surprising, for if you' ve been over that line of country you will know
that there are not very many peopl e about.

"There were six of themthen in the front row -Parson Geddes, Squire

Fol ey, the huntsman, two whips, and Wat Danbury, who had forgotten al
about his head and the doctor by this time, and had not a thought for
anything but the run. All six were galloping just as hard as they could
I ay hoofs to the ground. One of the whips dropped back, however, as
some of the hounds were tailing off, and that brought them down to five.
Then Fol ey's thoroughbred strained herself, as these slimlegged,

dai nty-fetl ocked thoroughbreds will do when the going is rough, and he
had to take a back seat. But the other four were still going strong,
and they did four or five miles down the river flat at a rasping pace.
It had been a wet winter, and the waters had been out a little tinme
before, so there was a deal of sliding and splashing; but by the tine
they came to the bridge the whole field was out of sight, and these four
had the hunt to themnsel ves.

"The fox had crossed the bridge--for foxes do not care to swima chilly
river any nore than humans do--and fromthat point he had streaked away
southward as hard as he could tear. It is broken country, rolling

heat hs, down one slope and up another, and it's hard to say whether the
up or the down is the nmore trying for the horses. This sort of

swi tchback work is all right for a cobby, short-backed, short-I|egged
little horse, but it is killing work for a big, long-striding hunter
such as one wants in the Mdlands. Anyhow, it was too much for Parson
Geddes' seventeen-hand bay, and though he tried the Irish trick--for he
was a rare keen sportsman--of running up the hills by his horse's head,



it was all to no use, and he had to give it up. So then there were only
t he huntsman, the whip, and Wat Danbury--all going strong.

"But the country got worse and worse and the hills were steeper and nore
thickly covered in heather and bracken. The horses were over their
hocks all the tine, and the place was pitted with rabbit-holes; but the

hounds were still stream ng along, and the riders could not afford to
pick their steps. As they raced down one slope, the hounds were al ways
flowing up the opposite one, until it |ooked |ike that game where the

one figure in falling makes the other one rise.

"But never a glinpse did they get of the fox, although they knew very
wel | that he nmust be only a very short way ahead for the scent to be so
strong. And then Wat Danbury heard a crash and a thud at his el bow, and
| ooki ng round he saw a pair of white cords and top-boots kicking out of
a tussock of branbles. The whip's horse had stunbled, and the whip was
out of the running. Danbury and the huntsman eased down for an instant;
and then, seeing the man staggering to his feet all right, they turned
and settled into their saddl es once nore.

"Joe Cl arke, the huntsman, was a famous old rider, known for five
counties round; but he reckoned upon his second horse, and the second
horses had all been left many mles behind. However, the one he was
riding was good enough for anything with such a horseman upon his back
and he was going as well as when he started. As to Wat Danbury, he was
going better. Wth every stride his own feelings inproved, and the m nd
of the rider had its influence upon the mind of the horse. The stout
little roan was gathering its muscular linmbs under it, and stretching to
the gallop as if it were steel and whal e-bone instead of flesh and

bl ood. Wat had never cone to the end of its powers yet, and to-day he
had such a chance of testing them as he had never had before.

"There was a pasture country beyond the heather slopes, and for severa
mles the two riders were either |osing ground as they funbled with
their crop-handles at the bars of gates, or gaining it again as they
gal | oped over the fields. Those were the days before this accursed wire
came into the country, and you could generally break a hedge where you
could not fly it, so they did not trouble the gates nore than they could
hel p. Then they were down in a hard | ane, where they had to sl acken
their pace, and through a farmwhere a man cane shouting excitedly after
them but they had no tinme to stop and listen to him for the hounds
were on sone ploughland, only two fields ahead. It was sl oping upwards,
t hat pl oughl and, and the horses were over their fetlocks in the red,

soft soil.

"When they reached the top they were bl ow ng badly, but a grand valley
sl oped before them Ileading up to the open country of the South Downs.
Between, there lay a belt of pine-woods, into which the hounds were
streami ng, running now in a long, straggling line, and shedding one here
and one there as they ran. You could see the white-and-tan dots here
and there where the linpers were tailing away. But half the pack were
still going well, though the pace and di stance had both been
tremendous--two clear hours now wi thout a check

"There was a drive through the pine-wood--one of those green, slightly
rutted drives where a horse can get the last yard out of itself, for the
ground is hard enough to give himclean going and yet springy enough to



help him Wat Danbury got al ongsi de of the huntsman and they gall oped
together with their stirrup-irons touching, and the hounds within a
hundred yards of them

""We have it all to ourselves,' said he.
""Yes, sir, we've shook on the lot of '"emthis tinme,' said old Joe
Clarke. 'If we get this fox it's worth while "aving 'im skinned an'

stuffed, for "e's a curiosity "e is.

"‘It's the fastest run | ever had in ny life!' cried Danbury.

""And the fastest that ever | 'ad, an' that neans nore,' said the old
huntsman. 'But what licks ne is that we've never 'ad a | ook at the
beast. 'E nust | eave an amazin' scent be'ind 'i mwhen these 'ounds can

follow'imlike this, and yet none of us have seen 'imwhen we've 'ad a
clear "alf mle viewin front of us.'

"1 expect we'll have a view of himpresently,' said Danbury; and in his
m nd he added, 'at least, | shall,' for the huntsman's horse was gaspi ng
as it ran, and the white foam was pouring down it like the side of a
washi ng-t ub.

"They had foll owed the hounds on to one of the side tracks which | ed out
of the main drive, and that divided into a smaller track still, where
the branches switched across their faces as they went, and there was
barely room for one horse at a tinme. Wt Danbury took the | ead, and he
heard the huntsman's horse clunping al ong heavily behind him while his
own mare was going with less spring than when she had started. She
answered to a touch of his crop or spur, however, and he felt that there
was sonething still left to draw upon. And then he | ooked up, and there
was a heavy wooden stile at the end of the narrow track, with a | ane of
stiff young saplings |leading down to it, which was far too thick to
break through. The hounds were running clear upon the grassland on the
ot her side, and you were bound either to get over that stile or |ose
sight of them for the pace was too hot to | et you go round.

"Well, Wat Danbury was not the lad to flinch, and at it he went ful
split, like a man who neans what he is doing. She rose gallantly to it,
rapped it hard with her front hoof, shook himon to her withers,
recovered herself, and was over. Wt had hardly got back into his
saddl e when there was a clatter behind himlike the fall of a woodstack
and there was the top bar in splinters, the horse on its belly, and the
hunt sman on hands and knees half a dozen yards in front of him

Wat pulled up for an instant, for the fall was a snasher; but he saw old
Joe spring to his feet and get to his horse's bridle. The horse
staggered up, but the nmoment it put one foot in front of the other, Wat
saw that it was hopelessly | ane--a slipped shoul der and a six weeks

job. There was nothing he could do, and Joe was shouting to himnot to
| ose the hounds, so off he went again, the one solitary survivor of the
whol e hunt. \When a man finds hinself there, he can retire from
fox-hunting, for he has tasted the highest which it has to offer

| renmenber once when | was out with the Royal Surrey--but 1'Il tell you
that story afterwards.

"The pack, or what was |left of them had got a bit ahead during this
time; but he had a clear view of themon the downl and, and the mare



seenmed full of pride at being the only one left, for she was stepping
out rarely and tossing her head as she went. They were two mles over

t he green shoulder of a hill, a rattle down a stony, deep-rutted country
| ane, where the mare stunbled and nearly cane down, a junp over a 5ft.
brook, a cut through a hazel copse, another dose of heavy pl oughl and, a
coupl e of gates to open, and then the green, unbroken Downs beyond.

"*Well,' said Wat Danbury to hinmself, "I'll see this fox run into or
shall see it drowned, for it's all clear going now between this and the
chalk cliffs which line the sea." But he was wong in that, as he
speedily discovered. 1In all the little hollows of the downs at that

part there are plantations of fir-wods, sonme of which have grown to a
good size. You do not see themuntil you cone upon the edge of the
valleys in which they lie. Danbury was galloping hard over the short,
springy turf when he canme over the |ip of one of these depressions, and
there was the dark clunp of wood Iying in front of and beneath him
There were only a dozen hounds still running, and they were just

di sappearing among the trees. The sunlight was shining strai ght upon
the I ong olive-green slopes which curved down towards this wood, and
Danbury, who had the eyes of a hawk, swept them over this great expanse;
but there was nothing noving upon it. A few sheep were grazing far up
on the right, but there was no other sight of any living creature.

He was certain then that he was very near to the end, for either the fox
nmust have gone to ground in the wood or the hounds' noses nust be at his
very brush. The mare seened to know al so what that great enpty sweep of
countryside nmeant, for she quickened her stride, and a few ninutes

af terwards Danbury was galloping into the fir-wood.

"He had conme from bright sunshine, but the wood was very closely

pl anted, and so dimthat he could hardly see to right or to left out of
t he narrow path down which he was riding. You know what a sol em,
churchyardy sort of place a fir-wod is. | suppose it is the absence of
any undergrowth, and the fact that the trees never nove at all. At any
rate a kind of chill suddenly struck Wat Danbury, and it flashed through
his mind that there had been some very singul ar points about this run--
its length and its straightness, and the fact that fromthe first find
no one had ever caught a glinpse of the creature. Sone silly talk which
had been going round the country about the king of the foxes--a sort of
denon fox, so fast that it could outrun any pack, and so fierce that
they could do nothing with it if they overtook it--suddenly canme back
into his mnd, and it did not seem so | aughable nowin the dimfir-wood
as it had done when the story had been told over the wine and cigars.
The nervousness which had been on himin the norning, and which he had
hoped that he had shaken off, swept over himagain in an overpowering
wave. He had been so proud of being alone, and yet he woul d have given
10 pounds now to have had Joe Clarke's honely face beside him And
then, just at that nonment, there broke out fromthe thickest part of the
wood the nost frantic hullabal oo that ever he had heard in his life.

The hounds had run into their fox.

"Well, you know, or you ought to know, what your duty is in such a case.
You have to be whip, huntsman, and everything else if you are the first
man up. You get in anong the hounds, |ash themoff, and keep the brush
and pads from being destroyed. O course, Wat Danbury knew all about
that, and he tried to force his mare through the trees to the place
where all this hideous scream ng and how ing came from but the wood was
so thick that it was inpossible toride it. He sprang off, therefore



I eft the mare standing, and broke his way through as best he could with
hi s hunting-1ash ready over his shoul der

"But as he ran forward he felt his flesh go cold and creepy all over.
He had heard hounds run into foxes many tines before, but he had never
heard such sounds as these. They were not the cries of triunph, but of
fear. Every now and then came a shrill yelp of nmortal agony. Holding
his breath, he ran on until he broke through the interlacing branches,
and found himself in a little, clearing with the hounds all crowding
round a patch of tangled branble at the further end.

"When he first caught sight of themthe hounds were standing in a

hal f-circle round this branble patch, with their backs bristling and
their jaws gaping. 1In front of the branbles lay one of themwth his
throat torn out, all crinmson and white-and-tan. WAt cane runni ng out
into the clearing, and at the sight of himthe hounds took heart again,
and one of themsprang with a grow into the bushes. At the sane
instant, a creature the size of a donkey junped on to its feet, a huge
grey head, with nonstrous glistening fangs and tapering fox jaws, shot
out from anong the branches, and the hound was thrown several feet into
the air, and fell howing anong the cover. Then there was a cl ashing
snap, like a rat-trap closing, and the how s sharpened into a scream and
then were still.

"Danbury had been on the | ook-out for synptonms all day, and now he had
found them He | ooked once nore at the thicket, saw a pair of savage
red eyes fixed upon him and fairly took to his heels. It mght only be
a passing delusion, or it mght be the permanent mani a of which the
doct or had spoken, but anyhow, the thing to do was to get back to bed
and to quiet, and to hope for the best.

"He forgot the hounds, the hunt, and everything else in his desperate
fears for his own reason. He sprang upon his mare, gall oped her nadly
over the downs, and only stopped when he found hinself at a country
station. There he left his mare at the inn, and made back for home as
qui ckly as steam would take him It was evening before he got there,
shivering with apprehension, and seeing those red eyes and savage teeth
at every turn. He went straight to bed and sent for Dr. M ddl eton

""I'"ve got 'em doctor,' said he. 'It cane about exactly as you said--
strange creatures, optical delusions, and everything. All | ask you now
is to save ny reason.' The doctor listened to his story, and was

shocked as he heard it.

"It appears to be a very clear case,' said he. 'This nust be a | esson
to you for life.'

"'Never a drop again if | only cone safely through this,' cried Wat
Danbury.

"*Well, nmy dear boy, if you will stick to that it nmay prove a bl essing
in disguise. But the difficulty in this case is to know where fact ends
and fancy begins. You see, it is not as if there was only one del usion.
There have been several. The dead dogs, for exanple, nust have been one
as well as the creature in the bush.'

"'l saw it all as clearly as | see you.'



"' One of the characteristics of this formof deliriumis that what you
see is even clearer than reality. | was wondering whether the whole run
was not a delusion also.’

"Wat Danbury pointed to his hunting boots still |ying upon the floor
necked with the splashings of two counties.

"*Hum that |ooks very real, certainly. No doubt, in your weak state,
you over-exerted yourself and so brought this attack upon yourself.
Wel |, whatever the cause, our treatment is clear. You will take the
soothing m xture which I will send to you, and we shall put two | eeches
upon your tenples to-night to relieve any congestion of the brain.’

"So Wat Danbury spent the night in tossing about and reflecting what a
sensitive thing this machinery of ours is, and how very foolish it is to
play tricks with what is so easily put out of gear and so difficult to
mend. And so he repeated and repeated his oath that this first |esson
shoul d be his last, and that fromthat time forward he woul d be a sober
har d-wor ki ng yeoman as his father had been before him So he |ay,
tossing and still repentant, when his door flew open in the norning and
in rushed the doctor with a newspaper crunpled up in his hand.

"*My dear boy,' he cried, '|l owe you a thousand apologies. You're the
nost ill-used lad and | the greatest nunskull in the county. Listen to
this!" And he sat down upon the side of the bed, flattened out his
paper upon his knee, and began to read.

"The paragraph was headed, 'Disaster to the Ascombe Hounds,' and it went
on to say that four of the hounds, shockingly torn and mangl ed, had been
found in Wnton Fir Wod upon the South Downs. The run had been so
severe that half the pack were | aned; but the four found in the wood
were actually dead, although the cause of their extraordinary injuries
was still unknown.

"'So, you see,' said the doctor, looking up, 'that |I was wong when |
put the dead hounds anong the del usions.'

"'"But the cause?' cried Wat.

"*Well, | think we may guess the cause froman item which has been
inserted just as the paper went to press:--

"Late last night, M. Brown, of Smither's Farm to the

east of Hastings, perceived what he imgi ned to be an enornous
dog worrying one of his sheep. He shot the creature, which
proves to be a grey Siberian wolf of the variety known as
_Lupus G ganticus_. It is supposed to have escaped from sone
travel | i ng nenageri e.

"That's the story, gentlenen, and Wat Danbury stuck to his good
resolutions, for the fright which he had cured himof all wish to run
such a risk again; and he never touches anything stronger than
lime-juice--at |east, he hadn't before he left this part of the country,
five years ago next Lady Day."



THE THREE CORRESPONDENTS

There was only the one little feathery clunp of dompalns in all that

great wilderness of black rocks and orange sand. It stood high on the
bank, and below it the brown Nile swirled swiftly towards the Anbigole
Cataract, fitting a little frill of foamround each of the boul ders

whi ch studded its surface. Above, out of a naked blue sky, the sun was
beati ng down upon the sand, and up again fromthe sand under the brinms
of the pith-hats of the horsemen with the scorching glare of a

bl ast-furnace. It had risen so high that the shadows of the horses were
no | arger than thensel ves.

"Whew! " cried Mortimer, nopping his forehead, "you'd pay five shillings
for this at the humums."

"Precisely," said Scott. "But you are not asked to ride twenty mles in
a Turkish bath with a field-glass and a revolver, and a water-bottle and
a whol e Christmas-treeful of things dangling fromyou. The hot-house at
Kew i s excellent as a conservatory, but not adapted for exhibitions upon
the horizontal bar. | vote for a canp in the palmgrove and a halt

until evening."

Mortimer rose on his stirrups and | ooked hard to the southward.
Everywhere were the sanme bl ack burned rocks and deep orange sand.

At one spot only an intermittent |ine appeared to have been cut through
t he rugged spurs which ran down to the river. It was the bed of the old
rail way, |ong destroyed by the Arabs, but now in process of
reconstruction by the advanci ng Egyptians. There was no other sign of
man' s handiwork in all that desol ate scene.

"It's palmtrees or nothing," said Scott.

"Well, | suppose we nust; and yet | grudge every hour until we catch the
force up. Wiat _would_ our editors say if we were late for the action?"

"My dear chap, an old bird like you doesn't need to be told that no sane
nodern general would ever attack until the Press is up."

"You don't nean that?" said young Anerley. "I thought we were | ooked
upon as an unmtigated nuisance."

"' Newspaper correspondents and travelling gentlenen, and all that tribe
of usel ess drones'--being an extract fromLord Wlseley's 'Soldier's

Pocket - Book,"'" cried Scott. "W know all about _that_, Anerley;" and he
wi nked behind his blue spectacles. "If there was going to be a battle
we should very soon have an escort of cavalry to hurry us up. |'ve been

in fifteen, and I never saw one where they had not arranged for a
reporter's table."

"That's very well; but the eneny may be | ess considerate," said
Morti mer.

"They are not strong enough to force a battle."

"A skirm sh, then?"



"Much nore likely to be a raid upon the rear. In that case we are just
where we should be.”

"So we are! What a score over Reuter's man up with the advance!
Well, we'll outspan and have our tiffin under the palns."

There were three of them and they stood for three great London daili es.
Reuter's was thirty mles ahead; two evening pennies upon canmels were
twenty miles behind. And anpbng themthey represented the eyes and ears
of the public--the great silent mllions and mllions who had paid for
everything, and who waited so patiently to know the result of their
out | ay.

They were remarkabl e nmen these body-servants of the Press; two of them
al ready veterans in canps, the other setting out upon his first
canpai gn, and full of deference for his famous conrades.

This first one, who had just dismunted from his bay pol o-pony, was
Mortimer, of the _Intelligence_--tall, straight, and hawk-faced, with
khaki tunic and riding-breeches, drab putties, a scarlet cumerbund, and
a skin tanned to the red of a Scotch fir by sun and wi nd, and nottled by
the nosquito and the sand-fly. The other--small, quick, mercurial, with
bl ue-bl ack, curling beard and hair, a fly-switch for ever flicking in
his | eft hand--was Scott, of the _Courier_, who had cone through nore
dangers and brought off nore brilliant _coups_ than any man in the

prof essi on, save the em nent Chandler, now no longer in a condition to
take the field. They were a singular contrast, Mrtinmer and Scott, and
it was in their differences that the secret of their close friendship
lay. Each dovetailed into the other. The strength of each was in the

ot her's weakness. Together they forned a perfect unit. Mortimer was
Saxon--slow, conscientious, and deliberate; Scott was Celtic--quick
happy-go-lucky, and brilliant. Mortinmer was the nmore solid, Scott the

nore attractive. Mortinmer was the deeper thinker, Scott the brighter
talker. By a curious coincidence, though each had seen nuch of warfare,
t heir canpai gns had never coincided. Together they covered all recent
mlitary history. Scott had done Plevna, the Shipka, the Zulus, Egypt,
Suakim Mortimer had seen the Boer War, the Chilian, the Bulgaria and
Servian, the Gordon relief, the Indian frontier, Brazilian rebellion,
and Madagascar. This intimte personal know edge gave a peculiar
flavour to their talk. There was none of the second-hand surm se and
conjecture which formso much of our conversation; it was all concrete
and final. The speaker had been there, had seen it, and there was an
end of it.

In spite of their friendship there was the keenest professional rivalry
between the two men. Either would have sacrificed hinmself to help his
conpani on, but either would al so have sacrificed his conpanion to help
his paper. Never did a jockey yearn for a winning nount as keenly as
each of themlonged to have a full colum in a norning edition whil st
every other daily was blank. They were perfectly frank about the
matter. Each professed hinself ready to steal a march on his nei ghbour
and each recognised that the other's duty to his enployer was far higher
t han any personal consideration.

The third man was Anerley, of the _Gazette_--young, inexperienced, and
rat her sinple-1looking. He had a droop of the lip, which sonme of his



nore intimte friends regarded as a |ibel upon his character, and his
eyes were so slow and so sleepy that they suggested an affectation

A | eaning towards soldiering had sent himtw ce to autumm nmanoeuvres,
and a touch of colour in his descriptions had i nduced the proprietors of
the Gazette_to give hima trial as a war-special. There was a

pl easi ng di ffidence about his bearing which recoomended himto his
experienced conpanions, and if they had a smle sonetines at his
gui l el ess ways, it was soothing to themto have a conrade from whom
nothing was to be feared. Fromthe day that they left the

tel egraph-wire behind them at Sarras, the man who was nounted upon a
15-guinea 13-4 Syrian was delivered over into the hands of the owners of
the two fastest polo-ponies that ever shot down the Ghezireh ground.

The three had dismounted and |l ed their beasts under the wel conme shade.
In the brassy, yellow glare every branch above threw so black and solid
a shadow that the nen involuntarily raised their feet to step over

t hem

"The pal m makes an excel l ent hat-rack," said Scott, slinging his

revol ver and his water-bottle over the little upward-pointing pegs which
bristle fromthe trunk. "As a shade tree, however, it isn't an
unqual i fi ed success. Curious that in the universal adaptation of means
to ends something a little less flinsy could not have been devised for
the tropics."”

"Li ke the banyan in India."

"Or the fine hardwood trees in Ashantee, where a whole reginment could
pi cni ¢ under the shade."

"The teak tree isn't bad in Burmah, either. By Jove, the baccy has al
cone | oose in the saddl e-bag! That |ong-cut m xture snokes rather hot
for this climte. How about the baggles, Anerley?"

"They'll be here in five mnutes."

Down the wi nding path which curved anong the rocks the little train of
baggage-canmel s was daintily picking its way. They cane m nci ng and
undul ating along, turning their heads slomy fromside to side with the
air of a self-conscious woman. |In front rode the three Berberee
body-servants upon donkeys, and behi nd wal ked the Arab canel - boys.

They had been travelling for nine long hours, ever since the first
rising of the noon, at the weary canel-drag of two and a half mles an
hour, but now they brightened, both beasts and nmen, at the sight of the
grove and the riderless horses. In a few minutes the | oads were
unstrapped, the aninals tethered, a fire lighted, fresh water carried up
fromthe river, and each canel -boy provided with his own little heap of
tibbin laid in the centre of the table-cloth, w thout which no well-bred
Arabian will condescend to feed. The dazzling light w thout, the
subdued hal f-tones within, the green palmfronds outlined agai nst the
deep blue sky, the flitting, silent-footed Arab servants, the crackling
of sticks, the reek of a lighting fire, the placid supercilious heads of
the canels, they all come back in their dreanms to those who have known

t hem

Scott was breaking eggs into a pan and rolling out a |ove-song in his
rich, deep voice. Anerley, with his head and arnms buried in a dea
packi ng- case, was working his way through strata of tinned soups, bully



beef, potted chicken, and sardines to reach the janms which | ay beneath.
The conscientious Mrtimer, with his notebook upon his knee, was jotting
down what the railway engineer had told himat the |ine-end the day
before. Suddenly he raised his eyes and saw the man hinself on his
chestnut pony, dipping and rising over the broken ground.

"Hul | o! Here's Merryweather!™

"A pretty lather his pony is inl He's had her at that hand-gall op for
hours, by the |look of her. Hullo, Merryweather, hullo!"

The engi neer, a small, conpact man with a pointed red beard, had nmade as
t hough he would ride past their canmp without word or halt. Now he
swerved, and easing his pony down to a canter, he headed her to-wards

t hem

"For God's sake, a drink!" he croaked. "M tongue is stuck to the roof
of ny mouth.”

Mortinmer ran with the water-bottle, Scott with the whisky-flask, and
Anerley with the tin pannikin. The engineer drank until his breath
failed him

"Well, | nust be off," said he, striking the drops fromhis red
noust ache.

"Any news?"

"A hitch in the railway construction. | nust see the general

It's the devil not having a tel egraph.”

"Anything we can report?" Qut canme three notebooks.
“I''"l'l tell you after |'ve seen the general."

"Any dervi shes?"

"The usual shaves. Hud-up, Jinny! Good-bye!"

Wth a soft thudding upon the sand, and a clatter anong the stones the
weary pony was off upon her journey once nore.

“Not hi ng serious, | suppose?" said Mrtinmer, staring after him

"Deuced serious," cried Scott. "The ham and eggs are burned! No--it's
all right--saved, and done to a turn! Pull the box up, Anerley.

Cone on, Mortinmer, stow that notebook! The fork is mightier than the
pen just at present. What's the matter with you, Anerley?"

"I was wondering whet her what we have just seen was worth a telegram?"”
"Well, it's for the proprietors to say if it's worth it. Sordid noney
considerations are not for us. W nust wire about sonething just to
justify our khaki coats and our putties."

"But what is there to say?"



Mortimer's |long, austere face broke into a snile over the youngster's

i nnocence. "It's not quite usual in our profession to give each other
tips,"” said he. "However, as my telegramis witten, |I've no objection
to your reading it. You may be sure that | would not showit to you if
it were of the slightest inportance.”

Anerl ey took up the slip of paper and read:--

Mer ryweat her obstacl es stop journey confer general stop nature
difficulties later stop runours dervishes.

"This is very condensed,"” said Anerley, with winkled brows.

"Condensed!" cried Scott. "Wy, it's sinfully garrulous. If my old man
got a wire like that his | anguage would crack the |anp-shades. [|'d cut
out half this; for exanple, 1'd have out 'journey,' and 'nature,' and

"runours.' But my old man woul d nake a ten-1line paragraph of it for al
that."

" How?"
"Well, I'lIl do it nyself just to show you. Lend nme that stylo." He
scribbled for a mnute in his notebook. "It works out somewhat on these
lines":--

M. Charles H  Merryweather, the eminent railway engi neer

who is at present engaged in superintending the construction

of the Iine fromSarras to the front, has met wi th considerable
obstacles to the rapid conpletion of his inmportant task--

"OfF course the old man knows who Merryweather is, and what he is about,
so the word 'obstacles' would suggest all that to him"

He has to-day been conpelled to nake a journey of forty

mles to the front, in order to confer with the general upon
the steps which are necessary in order to facilitate the work.
Further particulars of the exact nature of the difficulties
met with will be nade public at a later date. Al is quiet
upon the line of communications, though the usual persistent
rumours of the presence of dervishes in the Eastern desert
continue to circulate.--_Qur own correspondent .

"How s that?" cried Scott, triunphantly, and his white teeth gl eaned
suddenly through his black beard. "That's the sort of flapdoodle for
the dear old public."

"WIlIl it interest thenm?"

"Oh, everything interests them They want to know all about it; and
they like to think that there is a man who is getting a hundred a nonth
simply in order to tell it to them"

"It's very kind of you to teach ne all this."

"Well, it is alittle unconventional, for, after all, we are here to

score over each other if we can. There are no nore eggs, and you nust
take it out in jam O course, as Mrtinmer says, such a tel egram as



this is of no inportance one way or another, except to prove to the
office that we _are_ in the Soudan, and not at Monte Carlo. But when it
comes to serious work it must be every man for hinself."

"I's that quite necessary?"

"Why, of course it is.

"I should have thought if three nen were to combine and to share their
news, they would do better than if they were each to act for hinself,
and they woul d have a nuch pleasanter time of it."

The two ol der nen sat with their bread-and-jamin their hands, and an
expressi on of genuine di sgust upon their faces.

"We are not here to have a pleasant tinme," said Mortiner, with a flash
through his glasses. "W are here to do our best for our papers.

How can they score over each other if we do not do the sane? |f we al
combi ne we might as well analgamate with Reuter at once.”

"Why, it would take away the whole glory of the profession!" cried
Scott. "At present the smartest man gets his stuff first on the wres.
What inducenent is there to be smart if we all share and share alike?"

"And at present the man with the best equi pnent has the best chance,"”
remar ked Mortinmer, glancing across at the shot-silk polo ponies and the
cheap little Syrian grey. "That is the fair reward of foresight and
enterprise. Every man for hinself, and let the best man win."

"That's the way to find who the best man is. Look at Chandl er

He woul d never have got his chance if he had not played always off his
own bat. You've heard how he pretended to break his leg, sent his

fell owcorrespondent off for the doctor, and so got a fair start for the
tel egraph-office."

"Do you nmean to say that was legitimte?"
"Everything is legitimate. It's your wits against nmy wits."
"I should call it dishonourable.™

"You may call it what you |ike. Chandler's paper got the battle and the
other's didn't. It nade Chandler's nane."

"Or take Westlake," said Mrtiner, cramm ng the tobacco into his pipe.
"Hi, Abdul, you may have the dishes! Westlake brought his stuff down by
pretending to be the Governnment courier, and using the relays of
Government horses. Westlake's paper sold half a nmillion."

"Is that legitimate al so?" asked Anerley, thoughtfully.

"Why not ?"
"Well, it looks a little like horse-stealing and |ying."
"Well, _I_think I should do a little horse-stealing and lying if |

coul d have a colum to nmyself in a London daily. Wat do you say,



Scott?"
"Anyt hi ng short of manslaughter.”
"And I'mnot sure that |1'd trust you there."

"Well, | don't think |I should be guilty of newspaper-nman-sl aughter

That | regard as a distinct breach of professional etiquette. But if
any outsider conmes between a highly charged correspondent and an
electric wire, he does it at his peril. M dear Anerley, | tell you
frankly that if you are going to handicap yourself with scruple you may
just as well be in Fleet Street as in the Soudan. Qur life is
irregular. Qur work has never been systematised. No doubt it will be
some day, but the tine is not yet. Do what you can and how you can, and
be first on the wires; that's ny advice to you; and al so, that when next
you cone upon a canpaign you bring with you the best horse that noney
can buy. Mortinmer may beat ne or | may beat Mrtinmer, but at |east we
know t hat between us we have the fastest ponies in the country. W have
negl ected no chance."

"I amnot so certain of that," said Mortiner, slowy. "You are aware
of course, that though a horse beats a canel on twenty nmiles, a canel
beats a horse on thirty."

"What, one of those canels?" cried Anerley in astonishnment. The two
seni ors burst out |aughing.

"No, no, the real high-bred trotter--the kind of beast the dervishes
ri de when they nmake their lightning raids."

"Faster than a galloping horse?" "WlIl, it tires a horse down. It goes
the sane gait all the way, and it wants neither halt nor drink, and it
takes rough ground nmuch better than a horse. They used to have | ong

di stance races at Haifa, and the canel always won at thirty."

"Still, we need not reproach ourselves, Scott, for we are not very
likely to have to carry a thirty-mle nessage, they will have the field
tel egraph next week."

"Quite so. But at the present noment--"

"I know, ny dear chap; but there is no motion of urgency before the
house. Load baggles at five o'clock; so you have Just three hours
clear. Any sign of the evening pennies?"

Mortimer swept the northern horizon with his binoculars. "Not in sight
yet."

"They are quite capable of travelling during the heat of the day.

Just the sort of thing evening pennies _would_ do. Take care of your
mat ch, Anerley. These palmgroves go up like a powder nagazine if you
set themalight. Bye-bye." The two nen crawl ed under their
nosqui t o-nets and sank instantly into the easy sleep of those whose
lives are spent in the open.

Young Anerley stood with his back against a palmtree and his briar
between his lips, thinking over the advice which he had received.



After all, they were the heads of the profession, these nmen, and it was
not for him the newconer, to reformtheir nmethods. |If they served
their papers in this fashion, then he nust do the sane. They had at

| east been frank and generous in teaching himthe rules of the gane.

If it was good enough for themit was good enough for him

It was a broiling afternoon, and those thin frills of foam round the

bl ack, glistening necks of the Nile boulders |ooked delightfully coo
and alluring. But it would not be safe to bathe for sone hours to cone.
The air shimered and vi brated over the baking stretch of sand and rock
There was not a breath of wind, and the droning and piping of the

i nsects inclined one for sleep. Somewhere above a hoopoe was calling.
Anerl ey knocked out his ashes, and was turning towards his couch, when
his eye caught sonething noving in the desert to the south. It was a
horseman riding towards themas swiftly as the broken ground woul d
permt. A nessenger fromthe arny, thought Anerley; and then, as he
wat ched, the sun suddenly struck the man on the side of the head, and
his chin flamed into gold. There could not be two horsemen with beards
of such a colour. It was Merryweather, the engineer, and he was
returning. What on earth was he returning for? He had been so keen to
see the general, and yet he was com ng back with his m ssion
unacconplished. Was it that his pony was hopel essly foundered?

It seened to be noving well. Anerley picked up Mortiner's binoculars,
and a foam bespattered horse and a weary koorbash-cracki ng nan cane
cantering up the centre of the field. But there was nothing in his
appearance to explain the nystery of his return. Then as he watched
them they di pped into a hollow and di sappeared. He could see that it
was one of those narrow khors which led to the river, and he waited,
glass in hand, for their inmediate reappearance. But mnute passed
after mnute and there was no sign of them That narrow gully appeared
to have swall owed themup. And then with a curious gulp and start he
saw a little grey cloud weathe itself slowmy fromanong the rocks and
drift in a long, hazy shred over the desert. |In an instant he had torn
Scott and Mortiner fromtheir slunbers.

"Get up, you chaps!" he cried. "I believe Merryweather has been shot by
dervi shes. "

"And Reuter not here!l"” cried the two veterans, exultantly clutching at
their notebooks. "Merryweather shot! \Where? When? How?"

In a few words Anerl ey expl ai ned what he had seen.
"You heard not hi ng?"
"Not hi ng. "

"Well, a shot loses itself very easily ampong rocks. By Ceorge, |ook at
the buzzards!"”

Two | arge brown birds were soaring in the deep blue heaven. As Scott
spoke they circled down and dropped into the little khor

"That's good enough," said Mrtiner, with his nose between the | eaves of
his book. "'Merryweat her headed dervishes stop return stop shot
nmutil ated stop raid communi cations.' How s that?"



"You think he was headed of f?"
"Why el se should he return?”

"In that case, if they were out in front of himand others cut himoff,
there nust be several small raiding parties.”

"I should judge so."

"How about the 'nutilated ?"

"I"ve fought against Arabs before.™
"Where are you off to?"

"Sarras."

“I think 1'I'l race you in," said Scott.

Anerl ey stared in astonishnent at the absolutely inpersonal way in which

these nen regarded the situation. |In their zeal for news it had
apparently never struck themthat they, their canp, and their servants
were all in the lion's nouth. But even as they tal ked there cane the

harsh, inportunate rat-tat-tat of an irregular volley from anong the
rocks, and the high, keening whistle of bullets over their heads.

A pal mspray fluttered down anpbngst them At the sane instant the six
frightened servants cane running wildly in for protection.

It was the cool -headed Mrtinmer who organi sed the defence, for Scott's
Celtic soul was so aflame at all this "copy” in hand and nore to cone
that he was too exuberantly boisterous for a commander. The other, with
his spectacles and his stern face, soon had the servants in hand.

" Tali henna! Egri!_  What the deuce are you frightened about? Put the
canmel s between the palmtrunks. That's right. Now get the knee-tethers
on them _Quies_! Did you never hear bullets before? Now put the

donkeys here. Not much--you don't get ny pol o-pony to nmake a zareba
with. Picket the ponies between the grove and the river out of danger's
way. These fellows seemto fire even higher than they did in '85."

"That's got hone, anyhow," said Scott, as they heard a soft, splashing
thud like a stone in a mud-bank

"Who's hit, then?"

"The brown canel that's chewing the cud.” As he spoke the creature, its
jaw still working, laid its long neck along the ground and closed its

| arge dark eyes.

"That shot cost ne 15 pounds,”
them do you make?"

said Mortimer, ruefully. "How many of

“Four, | think."
"Only four Bezingers, at any rate; there may be sone spearnen.”

"I think not; it is alittle raiding-party of rifle-men. By the way,
Anerl ey, you've never been under fire before, have you?"



"Never," said the young pressman, who was conscious of a curious feeling
of nervous el ation.

"Love and poverty and war, they are all experiences necessary to nmake a
conplete Iife. Pass over those cartridges. This is a very mld baptism
that you are undergoing, for behind these canels you are as safe as if
you were sitting in the back room of the Authors' Cl ub."

"As safe, but hardly as confortable," said Scott. "A long glass of hock
and seltzer would be exceedingly acceptable. But oh, Mrtinmer, what a
chance! Think of the general's feelings when he hears that the first
action of the war has been fought by the Press colum. Think of Reuter
who has been stewing at the front for a week! Think of the evening
pennies just too late for the fun. By CGeorge, that slug brushed a
nosquito of f ne!l"”

"“And one of the donkeys is hit."

"This is sinful. It will end in our having to carry our own kits to
Khart oum "

"Never mind, ny boy, it all goes to make copy. | can see the
headl i nes--' Raid on Comuni cations'; 'Mirder of British Engineer':

"Press Columm Attacked.' Won't it be ripping?"

"I wonder what the next line will be," said Anerley.

"'Qur Special Wunded'!" cried Scott, rolling over on to his back

"No harm done,"” he added, gathering hinself up again; "only a chip off
my knee. This is getting sultry. | confess that the idea of that back

roomat the Authors' Club begins to grow upon ne."
"I have sone diachylon."

"Afterwards will do. W're having a 'appy day with Fuzzy on the rush
I wish he _would_ rush."

"They're coming nearer.”

"This is an excellent revolver of mine if it didn't throw so devilish
high. | always aimat a man's toes if | want to stinulate his
digestion. O Lord, there's our kettle gone!™ Wth a boomlike a

di nner-gong a Rem ngton bullet had passed through the kettle, and a
cloud of steam hissed up fromthe fire. A wld shout came fromthe
rocks above.

"The idiots think that they have blown us up. They'll rush us now, as
sure as fate; then it will be our turn to |lead. Got your revolver,
Aner | ey ?"

"I have this double-barrelled fowing-piece."

"Sensible man! It's the best weapon in the world at this sort of
rough-and-tunbl e work. What cartridges?"

" Swan- shot . "



"That will do all right. | carry this big bore double-barrelled pisto
| oaded with slugs. You might as well try to stop one of these fellows
with a pea-shooter as with a service revolver."

"There are ways and neans," said Scott. "The Geneva Convention does not
hold south of the first cataract. |It's easy to nmake a bullet nushroom
by a little manipulation of the tip of it. Wwen | was in the broken
square at Tamai--"

"Wait a bit," cried Mrrtimer, adjusting his glasses. "I think they are
com ng now. "

"The tine," said Scott, snapping up his watch, "being exactly seventeen
m nut es past four."

Anerl ey had been |lying behind a canel staring with an interest which

bor dered upon fascination at the rocks opposite. Here was a little

wool Iy puff of snoke, and there was another one, but never once had they
caught a glinpse of the attackers. To himthere was sonething weird and
awesone in these unseen, persistent nmen who, mnute by mnute, were
drawi ng closer to them He had heard themcry out when the kettle was
broken, and once, inmediately afterwards, an enornously strong voice had
roared sonet hing which had set Scott shruggi ng his shoul ders.

"They've got to take us first," said he, and Anerley thought his nerve
m ght be better if he did not ask for a translation.

The firing had begun at a distance of sone 100 yards, which put it out
of the question for them with their |ighter weapons, to nake any reply
toit. Had their antagonists continued to keep that range the defenders
nust either have nade a hopeless sally or tried to shelter thenselves
behi nd their zareba as best they might on the chance that the sound

m ght bring up help. But, luckily for them the African has never taken
kindly to the rifle, and his primtive instinct to close with his eneny
is always too strong for his sense of strategy. They were draw ng in,
therefore, and now, for the first time, Anerley caught sight of a face

| ooking at them fromover a rock. It was a huge, virile, strong-jawed
head of a pure negro type, with silver trinkets gleamng in the ears.
The man rai sed a great arm from behind the rock, and shook his Ren ngton
at them

"Shall | fire?" asked Anerl ey.

“"No, no; it is too far. Your shot would scatter all over the place.”
"It's a picturesque ruffian,” said Scott. "Couldn't you kodak him
Mortimer? There's another!™ A fine-featured brown Arab, with a bl ack
poi nted beard, was peeping from behind anot her boul der. He wore the
green turban which proclainmed himhadji, and his face showed the keen
nervous exultation of the religious fanatic.

"They seem a piebald crowd," said Scott.

"That last is one of the real fighting Baggara," remarked Mortiner.
"He's a dangerous man."



"He | ooks pretty vicious. There's another negro!"

"Two nore! Dingas, by the look of them Just the sane chaps we get our
own bl ack battalions from As long as they get a fight they don't mnd
who it's for; but if the idiots had only sense enough to understand,
they would know that the Arab is their hereditary enenmy, and we their
hereditary friends. Look at the silly juggins, gnashing his teeth at
the very men who put down the slave trade!"

"Coul dn't you expl ai n?"

"I"1l explain with this pistol when he cones a little nearer. Now sit
tight, Anerley. They're off!"

They were indeed. It was the brown nman with the green turban who headed
the rush. Close at his heels was the negro with the silver ear-rings--
a giant of a man, and the other two were only a little behind. As they
sprang over the rocks one after the other, it took Anerley back to the
school sports when he held the tape for the hurdle-race. It was

magni ficent, the wild spirit and abandon of it, the flutter of the
chequer ed gal abeeahs, the gl eam of steel, the wave of black arns, the
frenzied faces, the quick pitter-patter of the rushing feet. The

| aw-abiding Briton is so inbued with the idea of the sanctity of human
life that it was hard for the young pressman to realise that these nen
had every intention of killing him and that he was at perfect |iberty
to do as much for them He lay staring as if this were a show and he a
spect at or .

"Now, Anerley, now Take the Arab!" cried sonebody.

He put up the gun and saw the brown fierce face at the other end of the
barrel. He tugged at the trigger, but the face grew | arger and fiercer
with every stride. Again and again he tugged. A revolver-shot rang out
at his el bow, then another one, and he saw a red spot spring out on the
Arab's brown breast. But he was still coming on.

"Shoot, you ass, shoot!" screaned Scott.

Agai n he strained unavailingly at the trigger. There were two nore
pi stol -shots, and the big negro had fallen and risen and fallen again.

"Cock it, you fool!" shouted a furious voice; and at the sane instant,
with a rush and flutter, the Arab bounded over the prostrate canel and
came down with his bare feet upon Anerley's chest. |In a dream he seened

to be struggling frantically with someone upon the ground, then he was
consci ous of a tremendous explosion in his very face, and so ended for
himthe first action of the war.

"Good- bye, old chap. You'll be all right. Gve yourself tinme." It was
Mortinmer's voice, and he became dimy conscious of a |ong, spectacled
face, and of a heavy hand upon his shoul der

"Sorry to leave you. W'Ill be lucky nowif we are in time for the
norning editions."” Scott was tightening his girth as he spoke.
"We'll put in our wire that you have been hurt, so your people will know

why they don't hear fromyou. |[|f Reuter or the evening pennies conme up,



don't give the thing away. Abbas will |ook after you, and we'll be back
to-nmorrow afternoon. Bye-bye!™

Anerley heard it all, though he did not feel energy enough to answer.
Then, as he watched two sl eek, brown ponies with their yellowclad
riders dw ndling anong the rocks, his nenory cleared suddenly, and he
realised that the first great journalistic chance of his |ife was
slipping away fromhim It was a small fight, but it was the first of
the war, and the great public at hone were all athirst for news.

They would have it in the _Courier_; they would have it in the
_Intelligence_, and not a word in the _Gazette_. The thought brought
himto his feet, though he had to throw his armround the stem of the
palmtree to steady his swimm ng head. There was a big black man |ying
where he had fallen, his huge chest pocked with bullet-marks, every
wound rosetted with its circle of flies. The Arab was stretched out
within a few yards of him with two hands cl asped over the dreadfu
thi ng which had been his head. Across himwas |ying Anerley's

fow i ng-pi ece, one barrel discharged, the other at half cock

"Scott effendi shoot himyour gun," said a voice. It was Abbas, his
Engl i sh- speaki ng body-servant.

Anerl ey groaned at the disgrace of it. He had lost his head so
conpletely that he had forgotten to cock his gun; and yet he knew that
it was not fear but interest which had so absorbed him He put his hand
up to his head and felt that a wet handkerchi ef was bound round his

f or ehead.

"Where are the two other dervishes?”
"They ran away. One got shot in arm"
"What's happened to ne?"

"Effendi got cut on head. Effendi catch bad nan by arms, and Scott
ef fendi shot him Face burn very bad."

Aner | ey becanme consci ous suddenly that there was a pringling about his
skin and an overpowering snell of burned hair under his nostrils. He
put his hand to his noustache. It was gone. His eyebrows too?

He could not find them H's head, no doubt, was very near to the
dervish's when they were rolling upon the ground together, and this was
the effect of the explosion of his owm gun. Well, he would have tinme to
grow sone nore hair before he saw Fleet Street again. But the cut,
perhaps, was a nore serious matter. WAs it enough to prevent him
getting to the tel egraph-office at Sarras? The only way was to try and
see. But there was only that poor little Syrian grey of his. There it
stood in the evening sunshine, with a sunk head and a bent knee, as if
its norning's work was still heavy upon it. What hope was there of
being able to do thirty-five mles of heavy going upon that? It would
be a strain upon the splendid ponies of his conpanions--and they were
the swiftest and nobst enduring in the country. The nobst enduring?
There was one creature nmore enduring, and that was a real trotting
camel. |If he had had one he m ght have got to the wires first after
all, for Mortinmer had said that over thirty miles they have the better
of any horse. Yes, if he had only had a real trotting canel! And then
like a flash cane Mortinmer's words, "It is the kind of beast that the



dervi shes ride when they nake their lightning raids."

The beasts the dervishes ridel What had these dead dervishes ridden?

In an instant he was clanbering up the rocks, with Abbas protesting at
his heels. Had the two fugitives carried away all the canels, or had
they been content to save thenselves? The brass gleamfroma litter of
enpty Rem ngton cases caught his eye, and showed where the eneny had
been crouching. And then he could have shouted for joy, for there, in
the hollow, sone little distance off, rose the high, graceful white neck
and the el egant head of such a canmel as he had never set eyes upon
before--a swanli ke, beautiful creature, as far fromthe rough, clunmsy
baggl es as the cart-horse is fromthe racer

The beast was kneeling under the shelter of the rocks with its waterskin
and bag of doora slung over its shoulders, and its forel egs tethered
Arab fashion with a rope around the knees. Anerley threw his |eg over
the front pormmel while Abbas slipped off the cord. Forward fl ew
Anerl ey towards the creature's neck, then violently backwards, claw ng
madl y at anythi ng which m ght save him and then, with a jerk which
nearly snapped his |oins, he was thrown forward again. But the canel
was on its legs now, and the young pressman was safely seated upon one
of the fliers of the desert. It was as gentle as it was swift, and it
stood oscillating its Iong neck and gazing round with its [arge brown
eyes, whilst Anerley coiled his I egs round the peg and grasped the
curved canel -stick which Abbas had handed up to him There were two
bridl e-cords, one fromthe nostril and one fromthe neck, but he
renmenbered that Scott had said that it was the servant's and not the
house-bell which had to be pulled, so he kept his grasp upon the | ower.
Then he touched the long, vibrating neck with his stick, and in an

i nstant Abbas' farewell seenmed to cone fromfar behind him and the

bl ack rocks and yell ow sand were danci ng past on either side.

It was his first experience of a trotting canel, and at first the
noti on, although irregular and abrupt, was not unpl easant. Having no
stirrup or fixed point of any kind, he could not rise to it, but he
gripped as tightly as be could with his knee, and he tried to sway

backwards and forwards as he had seen the Arabs do. It was a |arge,
very concave Mkl oofa saddl e, and he was conscious that he was bouncing
about on it with as little power of adhesion as a billiard-ball upon a

tea-tray. He gripped the two sides with his hands to hold hinself
steady. The creature had got into its long, sw nging, stealthy trot,
its sponge-li ke feet making no sound upon the hard sand. Anerley |eaned
back with his two hands gripping hard behind him and he whooped the
creature on. The sun had already sunk behind the |line of black vol canic
peaks, which | ook |ike huge slag-heaps at the nouth of a m ne

The western sky had taken that lovely Iight green and pale pink tint

whi ch nakes evening beautiful upon the Nile, and the old brown river
itself, swirling down anpngst the black rocks, caught some shi mer of
the col ours above. The glare, the heat, and the piping of the insects

had all ceased together. |In spite of his aching head, Anerley could
have cried out for pure physical joy as the swift creature beneath him
flew along with himthrough that cool, invigorating air, with the virile

north wi nd soothing his pringling face.

He had | ooked at his watch, and now he nade a swift cal cul ation of tines
and distances. It was past six when he had left the canp. Over broken
ground it was inpossible that he could hope to do nore than seven mles



an hour--less on bad parts, nore on the snmooth. His recollection of the
track was that there were few snmooth and many bad. He would be | ucky,
then, if he reached Sarras anywhere fromtwelve to one. Then the
messages took a good two hours to go through, for they had to be
transcribed at Cairo. At the best he could only hope to have told his
story in Fleet Street at two or three in the norning. It was possible
that he m ght nanage it, but the chances seenmed enornously agai nst him
About three the norning edition would be made up, and his chance gone
for ever. The one thing clear was that only the first man at the wires
woul d have any chance at all, and Anerley neant to be first if hard
riding could do it. So he tapped away at the bird-1ike neck, and the
creature's long, |oose linbs went faster and faster at every tap

Where the rocky spurs ran down to the river, horses would have to go
round, while canels m ght get across, so that Anerley felt that he was
al ways gai ni ng upon hi s conpani ons.

But there was a price to be paid for the feeling. He had heard of nen
who had burst when on canel journeys, and he knew that the Arabs swathe
their bodies tightly in broad cloth bandages when they prepare for a
long march. It had seened unnecessary and ridi cul ous when he first
began to speed over the |evel track, but now, when he got on the rocky
pat hs, he understood what it nmeant. Never for an instant was he at the
same angle. Backwards, forwards he swung, with a tingling jar at the
end of each sway, until he ached fromhis neck to his knees. It caught
hi m across the shoulders, it caught himdown the spine, it gripped him
over the loins, it marked the lower line of his ribs with one heavy,

dull throb. He clutched here and there with his hand to try and ease
the strain upon his muscles. He drew up his knees, altered his seat,
and set his teeth with a grimdetermnation to go through with it should
it kill him H's head was splitting, his flayed face smarting, and
every joint in his body aching as if it were dislocated. But he forgot
all that when, with the rising of the noon, he heard the clinking of
horses' hoofs down upon the track by the river, and knew that, unseen by
them he had al ready got well abreast of his conpanions. But he was
hardly hal fway, and the tinme already el even.

All day the needl es had been ticking away wi thout interm ssion in the
little corrugated iron hut which served as a tel egraph station at

Sarras. Wth its bare walls and its packing-case seats, it was none the
| ess for the nonment one of the vital spots upon the earth's surface, and
the crisp, inportunate ticking m ght have come fromthe world-old clock
of Destiny. Many august people had been at the other end of those
wires, and had communed with the noist-faced military clerk. A French
Prem er had demanded a pl edge, and an English marquis had passed on the
request to the General in command, with a question as to how it would
affect the situation. Cipher telegranms had nearly driven the clerk out
of his wits, for of all crazy occupations the taking of a cipher

message, when you are wi thout the key to the cipher, is the worst.

Much hi gh di pl omacy had been going on all day in the innernost chanbers
of European chancellories, and the results of it had been whispered into
this little corrugated-iron hut. About two in the norning an enornous
despatch had conme at last to an end, and the weary operator had opened
the door, and was lighting his pipe in the cool, fresh air, when he saw
a canmel plunp down in the dust, and a man, who seened to be in the |ast
stage of drunkenness, cone rolling towards him

"What's the tinme?" he cried, in a voice which appeared to be the only



sober thing about him

It was on the clerk's lips to say that it was tinme that the questioner
was in his bed, but it is not safe upon a canpaign to be ironical at the
expense of khaki-clad nmen. He contented hinself, therefore, with the
bald statenent that it was after two. But no retort that he could have
devi sed coul d have had a nore crushing effect. The voice turned drunken
al so, and the man caught at the door-post to uphold him

"Two o' clock! I'mdone after all!" said he. H s head was tied up in a
bl oody handkerchief, his face was crimson, and he stood with his |egs
crooked as if the pith had all gone out of his back. The clerk began to
realise that sonmething out of the ordinary was in the w nd.

"How | ong does it take to get a wire to London?"

"About two hours."

"And it's two now. | could not get it there before four."

"Before three.”

"Four."

“No, three."

"But you said two hours."

"Yes, but there's nore than an hour's difference in |ongitude."

"By Heaven, 1'Il do it yet!" cried Anerley, and staggering to a
packi ng-case, he began the dictation of his fanpbus despatch

And so it canme about that the _Gazette_ had a |ong colum, with
headl i nes |i ke an epitaph, when the sheets of the _Intelligence_ and the
_Courier_ were as blank as the faces of their editors. And so, too, it
happened that when two weary nen, upon two foundered horses, arrived
about four in the norning at the Sarras post-office, they | ooked at each
other in silence and departed noiselessly, with the conviction that
there are sone situations with which the English | anguage is not capable
of deali ng.

The New Cat aconb

"Look here, Burger,
me. "

sai d Kennedy, "I do wi sh that you would confide in

The two fanpus students of Roman renmins sat together in Kennedy's
confortabl e room overl ooki ng the Corso. The night was cold, and they
had both pulled up their chairs to the unsatisfactory Italian stove
whi ch threw out a zone of stuffiness rather than of warnth

Qut si de under the bright winter stars lay the nodern Ronme, the |ong,



doubl e chain of the electric lanps, the brilliantly lighted _cafes_, the
rushing carriages, and the dense throng upon the footpaths. But inside,
in the sunptuous chanmber of the rich young English archaeol ogist, there
was only old Rone to be seen. Cracked and tine-worn friezes hung upon
the walls, grey old busts of senators and soldiers with their fighting
heads and their hard, cruel faces peered out fromthe corners. On the
centre table, amdst a litter of inscriptions, fragnents, and ornanents,
there stood the fanpus reconstruction by Kennedy of the Baths of
Caracal | a, which excited such interest and admiration when it was
exhibited in Berlin.

Amphorae hung fromthe ceiling, and a litter of curiosities strewed the
rich red Turkey carpet. And of themall there was not one which was not
of the nobst uni npeachabl e authenticity, and of the utnost rarity and

val ue; for Kennedy, though little nore than thirty, had a European
reputation in this particular branch of research, and was, noreover,
provided with that | ong purse which either proves to be a fatal handicap
to the student's energies, or, if his mndis still true to its purpose,
gi ves himan enornous advantage in the race for fame. Kennedy had often
been seduced by whi m and pl easure from his studies, but his mnd was an
i nci sive one, capable of long and concentrated efforts which ended in
sharp reactions of sensuous |anguor. Hi s handsone face, with its high
white forehead, its aggressive nose, and its sonewhat | oose and sensuous
mouth, was a fair index of the conproni se between strength and weakness
in his nature.

O a very different type was his conpanion, Julius Burger. He canme of a
curious blend, a German father and an Italian nother, with the robust
qualities of the North mingling strangely with the softer graces of the
South. Blue Teutonic eyes lightened his sun-browned face, and above
themrose a square, nmassive forehead, with a fringe of close yell ow
curls lying round it. His strong, firmjaw was cl ean-shaven, and his
conpani on had frequently renmarked how nmuch it suggested those ol d Roman
busts which peered out fromthe shadows in the corners of his chanber
Under its bluff German strength there |ay always a suggestion of Italian
subtlety, but the smile was so honest, and the eyes so frank, that one
understood that this was only an indication of his ancestry, with no
actual bearing upon his character

In age and in reputation he was on the sanme | evel as his English
conpanion, but his life and his work had both been far nore arduous.

Twel ve years before he had cone as a poor student to Rome, and had lived
ever since upon sone snall endownent for research which had been awarded
to himby the University of Bonn

Painfully, slowy, and doggedly, with extraordinary tenacity and

si ngl em ndedness, he had clinbed fromrung to rung of the | adder of
fame, until now he was a nmenber of the Berlin Acadeny, and there was
every reason to believe that he would shortly be pronpted to the Chair
of the greatest of German Universities. But the singleness of purpose
whi ch had brought himto the sane high level as the rich and brilliant
Engl i shman, had caused himin everything outside their work to stand
infinitely below him He had never found a pause in his studies in
which to cultivate the social graces. It was only when he spoke of his
own subject that his face was filled with life and soul. At other tines
he was silent and enmbarrassed, too conscious of his own linmtations in
| arger subjects, and inpatient of that small talk which is the



conventional refuge of those who have no thoughts to express.

And yet for some years there had been an acquai ntanceshi p whi ch appeared
to be slowy ripening into a friendship between these two very different
rivals. The base and origin of this lay in the fact that in their own
studi es each was the only one of the younger nen who had know edge and
ent husi asm enough to properly appreciate the other. Their common
interests and pursuits had brought themtogether, and each had been
attracted by the other's know edge. And then gradually sonething had
been added to this. Kennedy had been anused by the frankness and
simplicity of his rival, while Burger in turn had been fascinated by the
brilliancy and vivacity which had nmade Kennedy such a favourite in Roman
society. | say "had," because just at the nonent the young Englishman
was sonewhat under a cl oud.

A love affair, the details of which had never quite cone out, had

i ndicated a heartl essness and cal | ousness upon his part whi ch shocked
many of his friends. But in the bachelor circles of students and
artists in which he preferred to nove there is no very rigid code of
honour in such matters, and though a head mi ght be shaken or a pair of
shoul ders shrugged over the flight of two and the return of one, the
general sentinment was probably one of curiosity and perhaps of envy
rat her than of reprobation.

"Look here, Burger," said Kennedy, |ooking hard at the placid face of
hi s conmpanion, "I do wish that you would confide in ne."

As he spoke he waved his hand in the direction of a rug which
| ay upon the fl oor.

On the rug stood a long, shallow fruit-basket of the |ight w cker-work
which is used in the Canpagna, and this was heaped with a litter of
objects, inscribed tiles, broken inscriptions, cracked npsaics, torn
papyri, rusty nmetal ornaments, which to the uninitiated nmi ght have
seened to have cone straight froma dustman's bin, but which a
speci al i st woul d have speedily recogni zed as uni que of their kind.

The pile of odds and ends in the flat w cker-work basket supplied
exactly one of those missing |links of social devel opnment which are of
such interest to the student. It was the German who had brought them
in, and the Englishnman's eyes were hungry as he | ooked at them

"I won't interfere with your treasure-trove, but | should very much |ike
to hear about it," he continued, while Burger very deliberately lit a

cigar. "It is evidently a discovery of the first inportance. These
inscriptions will make a sensation throughout Europe.”
"For every one here there are a mllion therel” said the German. "There

are so many that a dozen savants m ght spend a |ifetine over them and
build up a reputation as solid as the Castle of St. Angelo.”

Kennedy was thinking with his fine forehead winkled and his fingers
playing with his long, fair noustache.

"You have given yourself away, Burger!" said he at last. "Your words
can only apply to one thing. You have di scovered a new cataconb."”



"I had no doubt that you had already conme to that conclusion from an
exam nati on of these objects.”

"Well, they certainly appeared to indicate it, but your |ast remarks
make it certain. There is no place except a cataconb which could
contain so vast a store of relics as you describe."

"Quite so. There is no nystery about that. | _have_ discovered a new
cat aconmb. "

"Wher e?"

"Ah, that is my secret, ny dear Kennedy! Suffice it that it is so
situated that there is not one chance in a nmllion of anyone el se coning
upon it. Its date is different fromthat of any known cataconb, and it
has been reserved for the burial of the highest Christians, so that the
remains and the relics are quite different from anything which has ever
been seen before. If | was not aware of your know edge and of your
energy, ny friend, I would not hesitate, under the pledge of secrecy, to
tell you everything about it. But as it is | think that | nust
certainly prepare ny own report of the matter before | expose nyself to
such form dabl e conpetition.”

Kennedy | oved his subject with a | ove which was al nbst a nmania--a | ove
which held himtrue to it, amidst all the distractions which cone to a
weal t hy and di ssi pated young nan. He had anbition, but his anmbition was
secondary to his nere abstract joy and interest in everything which
concerned the old life and history of the city. He yearned to see this
new underwor |l d whi ch his conpani on had di scover ed.

"Look here, Burger," said he, earnestly, "I assure you that you can
trust nme nost inplicitly in the matter. Nothing would i nduce ne to put
pen to paper about anything which I see until | have your express

perm ssion. | quite understand your feeling, and | think it is npst

natural, but you have really nothing whatever to fear fromne. On the
other hand, if you don't tell ne | shall make a systematic search, and

shall nost certainly discover it. |In that case, of course, | should
make what use | liked of it, since | should be under no obligation to
you."

Burger smled thoughtfully over his cigar.

"I have noticed, friend Kennedy," said he, "that when | want information
over any point you are not always so ready to supply it."

"When did you ever ask me anything that | did not tell you? You
remenber, for exanple, my giving you the material for your paper about
the tenple of the Vestals."

"Ah, well, that was not a matter of nuch inportance. |If | were to
guestion you upon sone intimate thing, would you give ne an answer, |
wonder! This new cataconb is a very intimate thing to ne, and | should
certainly expect some sign of confidence in return.”

"What you are driving at | cannot imagine," said the Englishman, "but if
you nean that you will answer nmy question about the catacomb if | answer
any question which you may put to ne, | can assure you that | wll



certainly do so."

"Well, then," said Burger, |leaning |luxuriously back in his settee, and
puffing a blue tree of cigar-snoke into the air, "tell nme all about your
relations with Mss Mary Saunderson.”

Kennedy sprang up in his chair and glared angrily at his inpassive
compani on.

"What the devil do you nean?" he cried. "Wat sort of a question is
this? You may nmean it as a joke, but you never made a worse one."

"No, | don't nean it as a joke," said Burger, sinply. "I amreally
rather interested in the details of the matter. | don't know nuch about
the world and wonen and social |ife and that sort of thing, and such an
i ncident has the fascination of the unknown for ne. | know you, and
knew her by sight--1 had even spoken to her once or twice. | should
very much like to hear fromyour own lips exactly what it was which
occurred between you."

"I won't tell you a word."

"That's all right. It was only ny whimto see if you would give up a
secret as easily as you expected ne to give up ny secret of the new
cataconb. You wouldn't, and | didn't expect you to. But why should you
expect otherwi se of ne? There's St. John's clock striking ten. It is
quite time that | was going hone."

“"No, wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy; "this is really a ridicul ous
caprice of yours to wish to know about an old | ove affair which has
burned out nonths ago. You know we | ook upon a man who ki sses and tells
as the greatest coward and villain possible."

"Certainly," said the German, gathering up his basket of curiosities,
"when he tells anything about a girl which is previously unknown, he
must be so. But in this case, as you nust be aware, it was a public
matter which was the comon talk of Rome, so that you are not really
doi ng M ss Mary Saunderson any injury by discussing her case with ne.
But still, | respect your scruples; and so good night!"

"Wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy, laying his hand upon the other's
arm "l amvery keen upon this cataconb business, and | can't let it
drop quite so easily. Wuld you m nd asking ne sonmething else in
return--something not quite so eccentric this tinme?"

"No, no; you have refused, and there is an end of it," said Burger, wth
hi s basket on his arm "No doubt you are quite right not to answer, and
no doubt I amquite right al so--and so again, ny dear Kennedy, good

ni ght!"

The Englishman watched Burger cross the room and he had his hand on the
handl e of the door before his host sprang up with the air of a man who
is maki ng the best of that which cannot be helped. "Hold on, old

fellow," said he. "I think you are behaving in a nost ridicul ous
fashion, but still, if this is your condition, | suppose that | nust
submt to it. | hate saying anything about a girl, but, as you say, it

is all over Rome, and | don't suppose | can tell you anything which you



do not know already. What was it you wanted to know?"

The German cane back to the stove, and, |aying down his basket, he sank
into his chair once nore. "My | have another cigar?" said he. "Thank
you very rmuch! | never snoke when | work, but | enjoy a chat nuch nore
when | am under the influence of tobacco. Now, as regards this young

| ady, with whom you had this little adventure. Wat in the world has
becorme of her?"

"She is at home with her own people.”
"Ch, really--in England?"

"Yes."

"What part of Engl and--London?"

"No, Twi ckenham "

"You nust excuse my curiosity, nmy dear Kennedy, and you nust put it down
to nmy ignorance of the world. No doubt it is quite a sinple thing to
persuade a young lady to go off with you for three weeks or so, and then
to hand her over to her own famly at--what did you call the place?"

"Twi ckenham "

"Quite so--at Twi ckenham But it is sonething so entirely outside ny
own experience that | cannot even imagi ne how you set about it. For
exanple, if you had loved this girl your |ove could hardly disappear in
three weeks, so | presume that you could not have |oved her at all. But
if you did not | ove her why should you nmake this great scandal which has
damaged you and rui ned her?"

Kennedy | ooked noodily into the red eye of the stove. "That's a |ogica
way of looking at it, certainly," said he. "Love is a big word, and it
represents a good many di fferent shades of feeling. | |iked her, and--
wel |, you say you' ve seen her--you know how charm ng she can | ook

But still I amwlling to admt, |ooking back, that | could never have

really |l oved her."

"Then, ny dear Kennedy, why did you do it?"

"The adventure of the thing had a great deal to do with it."

"What! You are so fond of adventures!"”

"Where would the variety of |ife be without then? It was for an
adventure that | first began to pay ny attentions to her. |1've chased a
good deal of game in nmy time, but there's no chase like that of a pretty
woman. There was the piquant difficulty of it also, for, as she was the
conpani on of Lady Emily Rood it was al nost inpossible to see her al one.
On the top of all the other obstacles which attracted ne, | |learned from
her own |lips very early in the proceedings that she was engaged."

"Mein CGott! To whonP"

"She mentioned no nanes."



"I do not think that anyone knows that. So that nade the adventure nore
alluring, did it?"

"Well, it did certainly give a spice to it. Don't you think so?"
"I tell you that | amvery ignorant about these things."

"My dear fellow, you can renmenber that the apple you stole from your
nei ghbour's tree was al ways sweeter than that which fell from your own.
And then | found that she cared for ne."

"What - -at once?"

"Ch, no, it took about three nonths of sapping and nining. But at |ast

I won her over. She understood that my judicial separation fromny wife
made it inpossible for nme to do the right thing by her--but she cane al
the sane, and we had a delightful tinme, as long as it lasted."

"But how about the other nman?"

Kennedy shrugged his shoulders. "I suppose it is the survival of the
fittest," said he. "If he had been the better man she woul d not have
deserted him Let's drop the subject, for I have had enough of it!"

"Only one other thing. How did you get rid of her in three weeks?"

"Well, we had both cool ed down a bit, you understand. She absolutely
refused, under any circunmstances, to cone back to face the people she
had known in Rone. Now, of course, Rone is necessary to ne, and | was
already pining to be back at ny work--so there was one obvi ous cause of
separation. Then, again, her old father turned up at the hotel in
London, and there was a scene, and the whol e thing becane so unpl easant

that really--though | nmissed her dreadfully at first--1 was very glad to
slip out of it. Now, | rely upon you not to repeat anything of what
have said."

"My dear Kennedy, | should not dream of repeating it. But all that you

say interests ne very nuch, for it gives me an insight into your way of
| ooking at things, which is entirely different frommnmne, for | have
seen so little of Iife. And now you want to know about ny new cataconb.
There's no use ny trying to describe it, for you would never find it by
that. There is only one thing, and that is for ne to take you there."

"That woul d be splendid."

"When woul d you like to cone?"

"The sooner the better. | amall inpatience to see it."

"Well, it is a beautiful night--though a trifle cold. Suppose we start
in an hour. W nust be very careful to keep the matter to oursel ves.

I f anyone saw us hunting in couples they would suspect that there was

somet hi ng goi ng on."

"We can't be too cautious," said Kennedy. "Is it far?"



"Some miles."
"Not too far to wal k?"
"Ch, no, we could walk there easily."

"We had better do so, then. A cabman's suspicions would be aroused if
he dropped us both at sonme lonely spot in the dead of the night."

"Quite so. | think it would be best for us to neet at the Gate of the
Appian Way at midnight. | nust go back to my |odgings for the matches
and candl es and things."

"All right, Burger! | think it is very kind of you to let nme into this
secret, and | promise you that | will wite nothing about it until you
have published your report. Good-bye for the present! You will find ne

at the Gate at twel ve."

The cold, clear air was filled with the nusical chinmes fromthat city of
cl ocks as Burger, wapped in an Italian overcoat, with a | antern hangi ng
fromhis hand, wal ked up to the rendezvous. Kennedy stepped out of the
shadow to nmeet him

"You are ardent in work as well as in |love!" said the German, | aughing.
"Yes; | have been waiting here for nearly half an hour."
"I hope you left no clue as to where we were going."

"Not such a fool! By Jove, | amchilled to the bone! Come on, Burger
I et us warm ourselves by a spurt of hard wal ki ng."

Their footsteps sounded | oud and crisp upon the rough stone paving of
the di sappointing road which is all that is left of the nbst fanous

hi ghway of the world. A peasant or two going honme fromthe w ne-shop,
and a few carts of country produce com ng up to Ronme, were the only
things which they net. They swung along, with the huge tonbs | oom ng up
t hrough t he darkness upon each side of them wuntil they had come as far
as the Cataconmbs of St. Calixtus, and saw against a rising noon the
great circular bastion of Cecilia Metella in front of them Then Burger
stopped with his hand to his side. "Your legs are |longer than mne, and
you are nore accustoned to wal king," said he, laughing. "I think that
the place where we turn off is sonewhere here. Yes, this is it, round
the corner of the trattoria. Now, it is a very narrow path, so perhaps
| had better go in front, and you can follow." He had lit his |antern,
and by its light they were enabled to follow a narrow and devi ous track
whi ch wound across the marshes of the Canpagna. The great Aqueduct of
old Ronme lay like a nonstrous caterpillar across the noonlit |andscape,
and their road |l ed them under one of its huge arches, and past the
circle of crunbling bricks which marks the old arena. At |ast Burger
stopped at a solitary wooden cowhouse, and he drew a key fromhis
pocket .

"Surely your cataconmb is not inside a house!" cried Kennedy.

"The entrance to it is. That is just the safeguard which we have
agai nst anyone el se discovering it."



"Does the proprietor know of it?"

"Not he. He had found one or two objects which made ne al npst certain
that his house was built on the entrance to such a place. So | rented
it fromhim and did ny excavations for nyself. Come in, and shut the
door behind you."

It was a long, enpty building, with the mangers of the cows al ong one
wal | . Burger put his |lantern down on the ground, and shaded its |ight
in all directions save one by draping his overcoat round it. "It m ght
excite remark if anyone saw a light in this |Ionely place,” said he.
"Just help ne to nove this boarding.”" The flooring was | oose in the
corner, and plank by plank the two savants raised it and | eaned it
against the wall. Below there was a square aperture and a stair of old
stone steps which I ed away down into the bowels of the earth.

"Be careful!" cried Burger, as Kennedy, in his inpatience,

hurried dowmn them "It is a perfect rabbits'-warren below, and if
you were once to | ose your way there, the chances would be a hundred
to one agai nst your ever com ng out again. Wit until | bring the
[ight."

"How do you find your owmn way if it is so conplicated?"

"I had sone very narrow escapes at first, but | have gradually | earned
to go about. There is a certain systemto it, but it is one which a
lost man, if he were in the dark, could not possibly find out. Even now
| always spin out a ball of string behind ne when | am going far into
the cataconb. You can see for yourself that it is difficult, but every
one of these passages divides and subdi vi des a dozen tinmes before you go
a hundred yards." They had descended sonme twenty feet fromthe | evel of
the byre, and they were standing now in a square chanmber cut out of the
soft tufa. The lantern cast a flickering light, bright below and dim
above, over the cracked brown walls. 1In every direction were the black
openi ngs of passages which radiated fromthis common centre.

"I want you to follow ne closely, nmy friend," said Burger. "Do not
loiter to | ook at anything upon the way, for the place to which | wll
take you contains all that you can see, and nore. It will save tine for
us to go there direct." He led the way down one of the corridors, and
the Englishman followed closely at his heels. Every now and then the
passage bifurcated, but Burger was evidently follow ng sone secret nmarks
of his own, for he neither stopped nor hesitated. Everywhere along the
wal I s, packed |like the berths upon an emigrant ship, lay the Christians
of old Ronme. The yellow |ight flickered over the shrivelled features of
the mumr es, and gl eamed upon rounded skulls and | ong, white arm bones
crossed over fleshless chests. And everywhere as he passed Kennedy

| ooked with wi stful eyes upon inscriptions, funeral vessels, pictures,
vestnents, utensils, all lying as pious hands had placed them so many
centuries ago. It was apparent to him even in those hurried, passing
gl ances, that this was the earliest and finest of the cataconbs,
cont ai ni ng such a storehouse of Roman remai ns as had never before cone
at one tine under the observation of the student. "Wat would happen if
the Iight went out?" he asked, as they hurried on

"I have a spare candle and a box of matches in ny pocket. By the way,



Kennedy, have you any matches?"
"No; you had better give nme sone.”
"Ch, that is all right. There is no chance of our separating.”

"How far are we going? It seens to ne that we have wal ked at | east a
quarter of amle."

“"More than that, | think. There is really no limt to the tonbs--at
| east, | have never been able to find any. This is a very difficult
place, so | think that I will use our ball of string." He fastened one
end of it to a projecting stone and he carried the coil in the breast of

his coat, paying it out as he advanced. Kennedy saw that it was no
unnecessary precaution, for the passages had becone nore conpl exed and
tortuous than ever, with a perfect network of intersecting corridors.
But these all ended in one large circular hall with a square pedestal of
tufa topped with a slab of marble at one end of it. "By Jove!" cried
Kennedy in an ecstasy, as Burger swung his lantern over the marble. "It
is a Christian altar--probably the first one in existence. Here is the
little consecration cross cut upon the corner of it. No doubt this
circul ar space was used as a church.”

"Precisely," said Burger. "If | had more time | should like to show you
all the bodies which are buried in these niches upon the walls, for they
are the early popes and bi shops of the Church, with their mtres, their
croziers, and full canonicals. Go over to that one and | ook at it!"
Kennedy went across, and stared at the ghastly head which lay |oosely on
t he shredded and noul dering nmitre.

"This is nost interesting," said he, and his voice seened to boom

agai nst the concave vault. "As far as ny experience goes, it is unique.
Bring the |lantern over, Burger, for | want to see themall." But the
German had strolled away, and was standing in the middle of a yellow
circle of light at the other side of the hall

"Do you know how many wrong turnings there are between this and the
stairs?" he asked. "There are over two thousand. No doubt it was one
of the neans of protection which the Christians adopted. The odds are
two thousand to one against a man getting out, even if he had a light;
but if he were in the dark it would, of course, be far nore difficult."”

"So | should think."

"And t he darkness is sonmething dreadful. | tried it once for an
experiment. Let us try it again!" He stooped to the lantern, and in an
instant it was as if an invisible hand was squeezed tightly over each of
Kennedy's eyes. Never had he known what such darkness was. It seened
to press upon himand to snother him It was a solid obstacle against
whi ch the body shrank from advancing. He put his hands out to push it
back fromhim "That will do, Burger," said he, "let's have the |ight
again."

But hi s conpani on began to laugh, and in that circular roomthe sound
seemed to conme fromevery side at once. "You seem uneasy, friend
Kennedy, " said he.



"CGo on, man, light the candle!" said Kennedy, inpatiently.

"It's very strange, Kennedy, but | could not in the |east tell by the
sound in which direction you stand. Could you tell where | an?”

"No; you seemto be on every side of ne."

“If it were not for this string which I hold in my hand | shoul d not
have a notion which way to go."

"I dare say not. Strike a light, man, and have an end of this
nonsense. "

"Well, Kennedy, there are two things which | understand that you are
very fond of. The one is adventure, and the other is an obstacle to
surmount. The adventure nmust be the finding of your way out of this
cataconb. The obstacle will be the darkness and the two thousand wrong
turns which nake the way a little difficult to find. But you need not
hurry, for you have plenty of time, and when you halt for a rest now and
then, | should Iike you just to think of Mss Mary Saunderson, and

whet her you treated her quite fairly."

"You devil, what do you nean?" roared Kennedy. He was running
about inlittle circles and clasping at the solid blackness with
bot h hands.

"Good-bye," said the nocking voice, and it was already at some di stance.
"I really do not think, Kennedy, even by your own showi ng that you did
the right thing by that girl. There was only one little thing which you
appeared not to know, and I can supply it. M ss Saunderson was engaged
to a poor, ungainly devil of a student, and his nane was Julius Burger."
There was a rustle sonmewhere--the vague sound of a foot striking a
stone--and then there fell silence upon that old Christian church--a

st agnant heavy silence which closed round Kennedy and shut himin |ike
wat er round a drowni ng nan.

Some two nonths afterwards the foll ow ng paragraph nade the round of the
Eur opean Press: --

One of the nobst interesting discoveries of recent years is

that of the new cataconb in Rone, which |ies sonme distance to the
east of the well-known vaults of St. Calixtus. The finding of this
i mportant burial -place, which is exceedingly rich in nost
interesting early Christian renmains, is due to the energy and
sagacity of Dr. Julius Burger, the young German specialist, who is
rapidly taking the first place as an authority upon anci ent Rome.

Al t hough the first to publish his discovery, it appears that a | ess
fortunate adventurer had anticipated Dr. Burger. Sone nonths ago
M. Kennedy, the well-known English student, disappeared suddenly
fromhis roons in the "Corso", and it was conjectured that his
association with a recent scandal had driven himto | eave Rome. It
appears now that he had in reality fallen a victimto that fervid

| ove of archaeol ogy which had raised himto a distinguished place
among living scholars. Hi s body was discovered in the heart of the
new cataconb, and it was evident fromthe condition of his feet and



boots that he had tranped for days through the tortuous corridors
whi ch nake these subterranean tonbs so dangerous to explorers. The
deceased gentl eman had, with inexplicable rashness, made his way
into this labyrinth without, as far as can be discovered, taking
with himeither candles or matches, so that his sad fate was the
natural result of his own tenerity. Wat nakes the matter nore

pai nful is that Dr. Julius Burger was an intimate friend of the
deceased. His joy at the extraordinary find which he has been so
fortunate as to nake has been greatly marred by the terrible fate
of his conrade and fell ow worker

THE DEBUT OF BI MBASHI JOYCE

It was in the days when the tide of Mahdi sm which had swept in such a
flood fromthe great Lakes and Darfur to the confines of Egypt, had at
last come to its full, and even begun, as sone hoped, to show signs of a
turn. At its outset it had been terrible. It had engulfed Hicks's
army, swept over Gordon and Khartoum rolled behind the British forces
as they retired down the river, and finally cast up a spray of raiding
parties as far north as Assouan. Then it found other channels to east
and west, to Central Africa and to Abyssinia, and retired a little on
the side of Egypt. For ten years there ensued a lull, during which the
frontier garrisons |ooked out upon those distant blue hills of Dongol a.
Behind the violet msts which draped themlay a | and of bl ood and
horror. Fromtime to time some adventurer went south towards those
haze-girt mountains, tenpted by stories of gumand ivory, but none ever
returned. Once a nutil ated Egypti an and once a Greek woman, mad with
thirst and fear, nade their way to the lines. They were the only
exports of that country of darkness. Sometines the sunset would turn
those distant mists into a bank of crinson, and the dark mountains woul d
rise fromthat sinister reek like islands in a sea of blood. It seened
a grimsynbol in the southern heaven when seen fromthe fort-capped
hills by Wady Hal fa. Ten years of lust in Khartoum ten years of silent
work in Cairo, and then all was ready, and it was tine for civilisation
to take a trip south once nore, travelling as her wont is in an arnoured
train. Everything was ready, down to the |ast pack-saddle of the |ast
canel, and yet no one suspected it, for an unconstitutional Governnent
has its advantage. A great adm ni strator had argued, and nanaged, and
cajoled; a great soldier had organi sed and pl anned, and nmade piastres do
the work of pounds. And then one night these two master spirits nmet and
cl asped hands, and the soldier vani shed away upon sonme busi ness of his
own. And just at that very tine, Binbashi Hlary Joyce, seconded from
the Royal Mallow Fusiliers, and temporarily attached to the Ninth
Soudanese, nmde his first appearance in Cairo.

Napol eon had said, and Hilary Joyce had noted, that great reputations
are only to be made in the East. Here he was in the East with four tin
cases of baggage, a WI ki nson sword, a Bond's slug-throw ng pistol, and
a copy of "Green's Introduction to the Study of Arabic." Wth such a
start, and the blood of youth running hot in his veins, everything
seenmed easy. He was a little frightened of the general; he had heard
stories of his sternness to young officers, but with tact and suavity he
hoped for the best. So, leaving his effects at "Shepherd's Hotel," he
reported hinself at headquarters. It was not the general, but the head



of the Intelligence Departnent who received him the chief being stil
absent upon that business which had called him Hilary Joyce found
hinself in the presence of a short, thick-set officer, with a gentle
voi ce and a placid expression which covered a remarkably acute and
energetic spirit. Wth that quiet smle and guil el ess nanner he had
undercut and outwitted the nost cunning of Orientals. He stood, a
cigarette between his fingers, looking at the newconer. "I heard that
you had cone. Sorry the chief isn't here to see you. Gone up to the
frontier, you know. "

"My reginment is at Wady Halfa. | suppose, sir, that | should report
nysel f there at once?"

"No; | was to give you your orders." He led the way to a map upon the
wal |, and pointed with the end of his cigarette. "You see this place.
It's the Casis of Kurkur--a little quiet, |I amafraid, but excellent
air. You are to get out there as quick as possible. You'll find a
conpany of the Ninth, and half a squadron of cavalry. You will be in
conmand. "

Hil ary Joyce | ooked at the name, printed at the intersection of two
bl ack i nes wi thout another dot upon the map for several inches around
it. "Avillage, sir?"

“"No, a well. Not very good water, |I'mafraid, but you soon get
accustoned to natron. It's an inportant post, as being at the junction
of two caravan routes. All routes are closed now, of course, but stil
you never know who _might_ cone along them"

"We are there, | presune, to prevent raiding?"

"Well, between you and nme, there's really nothing to raid. You are
there to intercept nessengers. They nust call at the wells. O course
you have only just cone out, but you probably understand al ready enough
about the conditions of this country to know that there is a great dea
of disaffection about, and that the Khalifa is likely to try and keep in
touch with his adherents. Then, again, Senoussi |ives up that way"--he
waved his cigarette to the westward--"the Khalifa nmight send a nessage
to himalong that route. Anyhow, your duty is to arrest everyone com ng
al ong, and get sone account of him before you et himgo. You don't
talk Arabic, | suppose?”

"I amlearning, sir

"Well, well, you'll have tinme enough for study there. And you'll have a
native officer, Ali something or other, who speaks English, and can
interpret for you. Well, good-bye--I1'I1 tell the chief that you

reported yourself. Get on to your post now as quickly as you can."”

Railway to Baliani, the post-boat to Assouan, and then two days on a
canel in the Libyan desert, with an Ababdeh gui de, and three
baggage-canels to tie one down to their own exasperating pace.

However, even two and a half miles an hour mount up in tine, and at

last, on the third evening, fromthe bl ackened sl ag-heap of a hill which
is called the Jebel Kurkur, Hilary Joyce | ooked down upon a distant
clunp of palnms, and thought that this cool patch of green in the m dst
of the nerciless blacks and yellows was the fairest colour effect that



he had ever seen. An hour later he had ridden into the little canp, the
guard had turned out to salute him his native subordi nate had greeted
himin excellent English, and he had fairly entered into his own.

It was not an exhilarating place for a |engthy residence. There was one
| arge, bow -shaped, grassy depression sloping down to the three pits of
brown and brackish water. There was the grove of palmtrees also,
beautiful to | ook upon, but exasperating in view of the fact that Nature
has provi ded her |east shady trees on the very spot where shade is
needed nost. A single wi de-spread acacia did sonething to restore the
bal ance. Here Hilary Joyce slumbered in the heat, and in the cool he

i nspected his square-shoul dered, spindl e-shanked Soudanese, with their
cheery black faces and their funny little pork-pie forage caps.

Joyce was a martinet at drill, and the blacks | oved being drilled, so

t he Bi nbashi was soon popul ar anbng them But one day was exactly like
anot her. The weather, the view, the enploynent, the food--everything
was the same. At the end of three weeks he felt that he had been there
for interm nable years. And then at |ast there cane sonething to break
t he nonot ony.

One evening, as the sun was sinking, Hilary Joyce rode slowy down the
old caravan road. It had a fascination for him this narrow track

wi ndi ng anong the boul ders and curving up the nullahs, for he
remenbered how in the map it had gone on and on, stretching away into
the unknown heart of Africa. The countless pads of innunerable canels
t hrough many centuries had beaten it snooth, so that now, unused and
deserted, it still wound away, the strangest of roads, a foot broad, and
perhaps two thousand nmiles in length. Joyce wondered as he rode how
long it was since any traveller had journeyed up it fromthe south, and
then he raised his eyes, and there was a man comning al ong the path.

For an instant Joyce thought that it m ght be one of his own nen, but a
second gl ance assured himthat this could not be so. The stranger was
dressed in the flowi ng robes of an Arab, and not in the close-fitting
khaki of a soldier. He was very tall, and a high turban nade hi m seem
gigantic. He strode swiftly along, with head erect, and the bearing of
a man who knows no fear.

VWho could he be, this fornidable giant com ng out of the unknown?

The precursor possibly of a horde of savage spearnmen. And where coul d
he have wal ked fron? The nearest well was a long hundred nmiles down the
track. At any rate the frontier post of Kurkur could not afford to
receive casual visitors. Hilary Joyce whisked round his horse, gall oped
into canp, and gave the alarm Then, with twenty horsenen at his back
he rode out again to reconnoitre. The man was still comng on in spite
of these hostile preparations. For an instant he hesitated when first
he saw the cavalry, but escape was out of the question, and he advanced
with the air of one who nmekes the best of a bad job. He made no

resi stance, and said nothing when the hands of two troopers clutched at
hi s shoul ders, but wal ked quietly between their horses into canp.
Shortly afterwards the patrol cane in again. There were no signs of any
dervishes. The man was alone. A splendid trotting canel had been found
lying dead a |little way down the track. The nystery of the stranger's
arrival was explained. But why, and whence, and whither?--these were
guestions for which a zeal ous officer nmust find an answer.

Hi |l ary Joyce was di sappointed that there were no dervishes. It would
have been a great start for himin the Egyptian army had he fought a
little action on his own account. But even as it was, he had a rare



chance of inpressing the authorities. He would |Iove to show his
capacity to the head of the Intelligence, and even nore to that grim
Chi ef who never forgot what was smart, or forgave what was sl ack.

The prisoner's dress and bearing showed that he was of inportance.

Mean nmen do not ride pure-bred trotting canels. Joyce sponged his head
with cold water, drank a cup of strong coffee, put on an inposing

of ficial tarboosh instead of his sun-helnet, and forned hinmself into a
court of inquiry and judgnment under the acacia tree. He would have
liked his people to have seen himnow, with his two black orderlies in
wai ting, and his Egyptian native officer at his side. He sat behind a
canp-table, and the prisoner, strongly guarded, was led up to him

The man was a handsome fellow, with bold grey eyes and a |ong bl ack
beard.

"Why!" cried Joyce, "the rascal is making faces at ne." A curious
contraction had passed over the nan's features, but so swiftly that it
m ght have been a nervous twitch. He was now a nodel of Orienta
gravity. "Ask himwho he is, and what he wants?" The native officer
did so, but the stranger nmade no reply, save that the same sharp spasm
passed once nore over his face. "Well, |I'mblessed!" cried Hilary
Joyce. "O all the inpudent scoundrels! He keeps on wi nking at ne.
Who are you, you rascal? G ve an account of yourself! D ye hear?"

But the tall Arab was as inpervious to English as to Arabic.

The Egyptian tried again and again. The prisoner |ooked at Joyce with
his inscrutable eyes, and occasionally twitched his face at him but
never opened his nouth. The Bi nbashi scratched his head in
bewi | der ment .

"Look here, Mahonet Ali, we've got to get some sense out of this fellow
You say there are no papers on hinP"

"No, sir; we found no papers."”
"No clue of any kind?"

"He has conme far, sir. A trotting canel does not die easily. He has
come from Dongol a, at |east."

"Well, we nust get himto talk."

"It is possible that he is deaf and dunb.”

“"Not he. | never saw a man | ook nore all there in ny life."
"You might send him across to Assouan."

"And give soneone else the credit? No, thank you. This is ny bird.
But how are we going to get himto find his tongue?”

The Egyptian's dark eyes skirted the encanpnent and rested on the cook's
fire. "Perhaps," said he, "if the Binbashi thought fit--" He |ooked at
the prisoner and then at the burning wood.

“No, no; it wouldn't do. No, by Jove, that's going too far."

"Avery little mght doit."



“"No, no. It's all very well here, but it would sound just awful if ever
it got as far as Fleet Street. But, | say," he whispered, "we night
frighten hima bit. There's no harmin that."

"No, sir.

"Tell themto undo the nman's gal abeeah. Order themto put a horseshoe
in the fire and make it red-hot." The prisoner watched the proceedings
with an air which had nore of anmusenment than of uneasiness. He never
wi nced as the black sergeant approached with the gl owi ng shoe hel d upon
two bayonets.

"WIIl you speak now?" asked the Bi nbashi, savagely. The prisoner sniled
gently and stroked his beard.

"Oh, chuck the infernal thing away!" cried Joyce, junping up in a

passion. "There's no use trying to bluff the fellow. He knows we won't
doit. But | _can_and | _will_ flog him and you can tell himfrom ne
that if he hasn't found his tongue by to-norrow nmorning I'll take the

skin off his back as sure as ny name's Joyce. Have you said all that?"

"Yes, sir."
"Well, you can sleep upon it, you beauty, and a good night's rest may it
give you!" He adjourned the Court, and the prisoner, as inperturbable

as ever, was |led away by the guard to his supper of rice and water
Hilary Joyce was a kind-hearted man, and his own sl eep was considerably
di sturbed by the prospect of the punishment which he nust inflict next
day. He had hopes that the nere sight of the koorbash and the thongs
m ght prevail over his prisoner's obstinacy. And then, again, he

t hought how shocking it would be if the man proved to be really dunb
after all. The possibility shook himso that he had al nost determ ned
by daybreak that he would send the stranger on unhurt to Assouan

And yet what a tane conclusion it would be to the incident! He |lay upon
his angareeb still debating it when the question suddenly and
effectively settled itself. Ali Mihomet rushed into his tent.

"Sir," he cried, "the prisoner is gone!"
"Gone! "

"Yes, sir, and your own best riding canel as well. There is a slit cut
in the tent, and he got away unseen in the early norning."

The Bi nbashi acted with all energy. Cavalry rode along every track
scouts exami ned the soft sand of the wadys for signs of the fugitive,
but no trace was discovered. The man had utterly di sappeared. Wth a
heavy heart, Hilary Joyce wote an official report of the matter and
forwarded it to Assouan. Five days later there cane a curt order from
the chief that he should report hinself there. He feared the worst from
the stern soldier, who spared others as little as he spared hinsel f.
And his worst forebodings were realised. Travel-stained and weary, he
reported hinself one night at the general's quarters. Behind a table
piled with papers and strewn with maps the fanmous sol di er and his Chief
of Intelligence were deep in plans and figures. Their greeting was a
col d one.



"l understand, Captain Joyce," said the general, "that you have all owed
a very inportant prisoner to slip through your fingers."

"I amsorry, sir

“"No doubt. But that will not nend matters. Did you ascertain anything
about him before you | ost hin®"

"No, sir."

"How was t hat ?"

"1 could get nothing out of him sir."

"Did you try?"

"Yes, sir; | did what | could."

"What did you do?"

"Well, sir, | threatened to use physical force.”
"What did he say?"

"He said nothing."

"What was he |ike?"

"Atall man, sir. Rather a desperate character, | should think."
"Any way by which we could identify hinf"

"A long black beard, sir. Gey eyes. And a nervous way of tw tching
his face."

"Well, Captain Joyce," said the general, in his stern, inflexible voice,
"I cannot congratul ate you upon your first exploit in the Egyptian army.
You are aware that every English officer in this force is a picked man.
I have the whole British arny fromwhich to draw. It is necessary,
therefore, that | should insist upon the very highest efficiency.

It would be unfair upon the others to pass over any obvious want of zea
or intelligence. You are seconded fromthe Royal Mallows, |
under st and?"

"“Yes, sir."

"I have no doubt that your colonel will be glad to see you fulfilling
your reginmental duties again." Hilary Joyce's heart was too heavy for
words. He was silent. "I will let you know ny final decision to-norrow
norning." Joyce saluted and turned upon his heel."

"You can sl eep upon that, you beauty, and a good night's rest may it
gi ve you!"

Joyce turned in bewildernment. Were had those words been used before?
VWho was it who had used then? The general was standing erect. Both he
and the Chief of the Intelligence were | aughing. Joyce stared at the



tall figure, the erect bearing, the inscrutable grey eyes.

"Cood Lord!" he gasped.

"Well, well, Captain Joyce, we are quits!" said the general, holding out
his hand. "You gave ne a bad ten mnutes with that infernal red-hot
hor seshoe of yours. |'ve done as nuch for you. | don't think we can

spare you for the Royal Mallows just yet awhile."
"But, sir; but--!"

"The fewer questions the better, perhaps. But of course it nmust seem

rather amazing. | had a little private business with the Kabbabi sh.
It nmust be done in person. | didit, and cane to your post in ny
return. | kept on winking at you as a sign that | wanted a word with
you al one. "

"Yes, yes. | begin to understand."

"I couldn't give it away before all those blacks, or where should | have
been the next time | used ny false beard and Arab dress? You put nme in
a very awkward position. But at last | had a word al one with your
Egypti an officer, who managed ny escape all right."

"He! Mahonet Alil"

"I ordered himto say nothing. | had a score to settle with you.
But we dine at eight, Captain Joyce. W live plainly here, but | think
I can do you a little better than you did nme at Kurkur."

A FOREI GN OFFI CE ROMANCE

There are many fol k who knew Al phonse Lacour in his old age. From about
the time of the Revolution of '48 until he died in the second year of
the Crimean War he was always to be found in the same corner of the Cafe
de Provence, at the end of the Rue St. Honore, com ng down about nine in
t he eveni ng, and goi ng when he could find no one to talk with. It took
sonme self-restraint to listen to the old diplomtist, for his stories
were beyond all belief, and yet he was quick at detecting the shadow of
a smle or the slightest little raising of the eyebrows. Then his huge,
rounded back woul d straighten itself, his bull-dog chin would project,
and his r's would burr like a kettledrum \Wen he got as far as, "Ah,
nonsieur r-r-r-rit!" or "Vous ne me cr-r-r-royez pas donc!" it was quite
time to renenber that you had a ticket for the opera.

There was his story of Talleyrand and the five oyster-shells, and there
was his utterly absurd account of Napol eon's second visit to Aj accio.
Then there was that nost circunstantial romance (which he never ventured
upon until his second bottle had been uncorked) of the Enperor's escape
fromSt. Helena--how he lived for a whole year in Philadel phia, while
Count Herbert de Bertrand, who was his living i mage, personated him at
Longwood. But of all his stories there was none which was nore
notorious than that of the Koran and the Foreign O fice nmessenger. And
yet when Monsieur Oto's menoirs were witten it was found that there



really was sone foundation for old Lacour's incredible statement.

"You must know, nonsieur,"” he would say, "that | left Egypt after

Kl eber's assassination. | would gladly have stayed on, for | was
engaged in a translation of the Koran, and between ourselves | had
thoughts at the tine of enbraci ng Mahonetanism for | was deeply struck
by the wi sdom of their views about marriage. They had nade an

i ncredi bl e m stake, however, upon the subject of wine, and this was what
the Mufti who attenpted to convert ne could never get over. Then when
ol d Kl eber died and Menou cane to the top, | felt that it was tinme for
me to go. It is not for me to speak of ny own capacities, nonsieur, but
you will readily understand that the man does not care to be ridden by
the mule. | carried ny Koran and ny papers to London, where Monsieur
Oto had been sent by the First Consul to arrange a treaty of peace; for
both nations were very weary of the war, which had already |asted ten
years. Here | was nobst useful to Monsieur Oto on account of ny

know edge of the English tongue, and also, if | may say so, on account
of ny natural capacity. They were happy days during which I lived in
the square of Bloonsbury. The climate of nonsieur's country is, it nust
be confessed, detestable. But then what would you have? Flowers grow
best in the rain. One has but to point to nonsieur's fellow
country-wonen to prove it.

"Well, Monsieur Otto, our Anbassador, was kept terribly busy over that
treaty, and all of his staff were worked to death. W had not Pitt to
deal with, which was, perhaps, as well for us. He was a terrible man
that Pitt, and wherever half a dozen enem es of France were plotting
together, there was his sharp-pointed nose right in the mddle of them
The nation, however, had been thoughtful enough to put himout of

office, and we had to do with Mnsieur Addington. But M| ord Hawkesbury
was the Foreign Mnister, and it was with himthat we were obliged to do
our bargai ni ng.

"You can understand that it was no child's play. After ten years of war
each nation had got hold of a great deal which had bel onged to the
other, or to the other's allies. Wat was to be given back, and what
was to be kept? |Is this island worth that peninsula? |If we do this at
Venice, will you do that at Sierra Leone? |If we give up Egypt to the
Sultan, will you restore the Cape of Good Hope, which you have taken
fromour allies the Dutch? So we wangled and westled, and | have seen
Monsi eur OGtto cone back to the Enbassy so exhausted that his secretary
and | had to help himfromhis carriage to his sofa. But at |ast things
adj usted thensel ves, and the night cane round when the treaty was to be
finally signed. Now, you must know that the one great card which we
hel d, and which we played, played, played at every point of the gane,
was that we had Egypt. The English were very nervous about our being
there. It gave us a foot at each end of the Mediterranean, you see.

And they were not sure that that wonderful little Napoleon of ours m ght
not make it the base of an advance against India. So whenever Lord
Hawkesbury proposed to retain anything, we had only to reply, 'In _that_
case, of course, we cannot consent to evacuate Egypt,' and in this way
we quickly brought himto reason. It was by the help of Egypt that we
gai ned terms which were renmarkably favourable, and especially that we
caused the English to consent to give up the Cape of Good Hope. W did
not wi sh your people, nonsieur, to have any foothold in South Africa,
for history has taught us that the British foothold of one half-century
is the British Enpire of the next. It is not your army or your navy



agai nst which we have to guard, but it is your terrible younger son and
your man in search of a career. Wen we French have a possessi on across
the seas, we like to sit in Paris and to felicitate ourselves upon it.
Wth you it is different. You take your w ves and your children, and
you run away to see what kind of place this may be, and after that we
m ght as well try to take that old Square of Bl oonmsbury away from you.

"Well, it was upon the first of October that the treaty was finally to
be signed. |In the norning I was congratul ati ng Monsi eur Gtto upon the
happy conclusion of his |abours. He was a little pale shrinp of a man
very qui ck and nervous, and he was so delighted now at his own success
that he could not sit still, but ran about the room chattering and

| aughing, while I sat on a cushion in the corner, as | had |learned to do
in the East. Suddenly, in came a nessenger with a letter which had been
forwarded from Paris. Monsieur Oto cast his eye upon it, and then,

wi thout a word, his knees gave way, and he fell sensel ess upon the
floor. | ran to him as did the courier, and between us we carried him
to the sofa. He m ght have been dead from his appearance, but | could
still feel his heart thrilling beneath my palm 'What is this, then?
asked.

""I do not know,' answered the messenger. 'Monsieur Talleyrand told ne
to hurry as never nman hurried before, and to put this letter into the
hands of Mnsieur Oto. | was in Paris at m dday yesterday.'

"I know that | amto blane, but | could not help glancing at the letter
picking it out of the sensel ess hand of Mnsieur Gtto. M God! the
thunderbolt that it was! | did not faint, but |I sat down beside ny
chief and | burst into tears. It was but a few words, but they told us
t hat Egypt had been evacuated by our troops a nonth before. Al our
treaty was undone then, and the one consideration which had induced our
enem es to give us good terns had vanished. In twelve hours it would
not have mattered. But now the treaty was not yet signed. W should
have to give up the Cape. W should have to | et England have Malta.
Now t hat Egypt was gone we had nothing left to offer in exchange.

"But we are not so easily beaten, we Frenchnen. You English mi sjudge us
when you think that because we show enotions which you conceal, that we
are therefore of a weak and womanly nature. You cannot read your

hi stories and believe that. Monsieur Oto recovered his senses
presently, and we took counsel what we shoul d do.

"It is useless to go on, Alphonse,' said he. 'This Englishman wil]l
| augh at ne when | ask himto sign.'

"' Courage!' | cried; and then a sudden thought comi ng into ny head--'How
do we know that the English will have news of this? Perhaps they may
sign the treaty before they know of it.'

"Monsieur Oto sprang fromthe sofa and flung hinself into ny arns.

"' Al phonse,' he cried, 'you have saved nme! Wy shoul d they know about
it? Qur news has conme from Toulon to Paris, and thence straight to
London. Theirs will come by sea through the Straits of Gbraltar. At
this nmoment it is unlikely that anyone in Paris knows of it, save only
Tal l eyrand and the First Consul. |If we keep our secret, we may stil
get our treaty signed.'



"Ah! nonsieur, you can inmagine the horrible uncertainty in which we
spent the day. Never, never shall | forget those sl ow hours during

whi ch we sat together, starting at every distant shout, lest it should
be the first sign of the rejoicing which this news would cause in
London. Mbnsieur Oto passed fromyouth to age in a day. As for nme, |
find it easier to go out and neet danger than to wait for it. | set
forth, therefore, towards evening. | wandered here, and wandered there.
I was in the fencing-roons of Monsieur Angelo, and in the sal on-de-boxe
of Monsi eur Jackson, and in the club of Brooks, and in the | obby of the
Chanber of Deputies, but nowhere did | hear any news. Still, it was
possi bl e that M| ord Hawkesbury had received it himself just as we had.
He lived in Harley Street, and there it was that the treaty was to be
finally signed that night at eight. | entreated Monsieur Oto to drink
two gl asses of Burgundy before he went, for | feared |l est his haggard
face and trenbling, hands shoul d rouse suspicion in the English

m ni ster.

"Well, we went round together in one of the Enbassy's carriages about
hal f - past seven. Monsieur Oto went in alone; but presently, on excuse
of getting his portfolio, he came out again, with his cheeks flushed
with joy, to tell ne that all was well

"' He knows nothing,' he whispered. 'Ah, if the next half-hour were
over!'

"*Gve ne a sign when it is settled,' said I
"' For what reason?

"' Because until then no nmessenger shall interrupt you. | give you ny
prom se--1, Al phonse Lacour.'

"He clasped nmy hand in both of his.

"'"1 shall make an excuse to nove one of the candles on to the table in
the wi ndow,' said he, and hurried into the house, whilst | was |left
wai ti ng beside the carriage.

"Well, if we could but secure ourselves frominterruption for a single
hal f -hour the day would be our own. | had hardly begun to formny plans
when | saw the lights of a carriage comng swiftly fromthe direction of
Oxford Street. Ah! if it should be the nmessenger! What could | do?

| was prepared to kill him-yes, even to kill him-rather than at this

| ast noment allow our work to be undone. Thousands die to nmake a
glorious war. Wy should not one die to nmake a gl ori ous peace?

VWhat though they hurried me to the scaffold? | should have sacrificed
nmyself for ny country. | had a little curved Turkish knife strapped to
my waist. M hand was on the hilt of it when the carriage which had
alarned nme so rattled safely past ne.

"But another might come. | nust be prepared. Above all, | nust not
conprom se the Enbassy. | ordered our carriage to nove on, and

engaged what you call a hackney coach. Then |I spoke to the driver, and
gave hima guinea. He understood that it was a special service.

"'You shall have another guinea if you do what you are told,' said I



"*Al'l right, master,' said he, turning his slow eyes upon nme w thout a
trace of excitement or curiosity.

" If | enter your coach wth another gentleman, you will drive up and
down Harley Street, and take no orders from anyone but ne. \When | get
out, you will carry the other gentleman to Watier's Club, in Bruton
Street.'

""Al'l right, master,' said he again

"So | stood outside M| ord Hawkesbury's house, and you can think how
often nmy eyes went up to that wi ndow in the hope of seeing the candle
twinkle in it. Five mnutes passed, and another five. ©h, how slowy
they crept along! It was a true October night, raw and cold, with a
white fog crawing over the wet, shining cobbl estones, and blurring the
dimoil-lanmps. | could not see fifty paces in either direction, but ny
ears were straining, straining, to catch the rattle of hoofs or the
runbl e of wheels. It is not a cheering place, nonsieur, that street of
Harl ey, even upon a sunny day. The houses are solid and very
respect abl e over yonder, but there is nothing of the fem nine about
them It is a city to be inhabited by males. But on that raw night,
amd the danp and the fog, with the anxiety gnawing at ny heart, it
seened the saddest, weariest spot in the whole wide world. | paced up
and down sl apping ny hands to keep themwarm and still straining ny
ears. And then suddenly out of the dull humof the traffic down in
Oxford Street | heard a sound detach itself, and grow | ouder and | ouder
and clearer and clearer with every instant, until two yellow Iights cane
flashing through the fog, and a |ight cabriolet whirled up to the door
of the Foreign Mnister. It had not stopped before a young fell ow
sprang out of it and hurried to the steps, while the driver turned his
horse and rattled off into the fog once nore.

“Ah, it is in the nmonent of action that | am best, nonsieur. You, who
only see ne when | amdrinking my wine in the Cafe de Provence, cannot
conceive the heights to which I rise. At that nonent, when | knew that
the fruits of a ten years' war were at stake, | was magnificent. It was
the last French canpaign and | the general and army in one.

""Sir," said |, touching himupon the arm 'are you the nessenger for
Lord Hawkesbury?'

"'"Yes,' said he.

"1 have been waiting for you half an hour,' said |l. 'You are to follow
me at once. He is with the French Anbassador.'

"I spoke with such assurance that he never hesitated for an instant.
When he entered the hackney coach and | followed himin, ny heart gave

such a thrill of joy that | could hardly keep from shouting al oud.
He was a poor little creature, this Foreign Ofice nessenger, not much
bi gger than Monsieur Oto, and |--nonsieur can see nmy hands now, and

i magi ne what they were |ike when | was seven-and-twenty years of age.

"Well, nowthat | had himin nmy coach, the question was what | should do
with him | did not wish to hurt himif | could help it.



"*This is a pressing business,' said he. 'I have a despatch which |
nust deliver instantly.'

"Qur coach had rattled down Harley Street now, in accordance with ny
instruction, it turned and began to go up again.

""Hullo!" he cried. 'What's this?

"'What then? 'I1 asked.

"'*We are driving back. Where is Lord Hawkesbury?
""We shall see himpresently.'

"‘Let me out!' he shouted. 'There's sone trickery in this. Coachnman,
stop the coach! Let nme out, | say!'

"l dashed himback into his seat as he tried to turn the handl e of the

door. He roared for help. | clapped nmy pal macross his nouth. He nmade
his teeth neet through the side of it. | seized his own cravat and
bound it over his lips. He still nunbled and gurgled, but the noise was

covered by the rattle of our wheels. W were passing the mnister's
house, and there was no candle in the w ndow.

"The nessenger sat quiet for a little, and | could see the glint of his
eyes as he stared at ne through the gloom He was partly stunned,

think, by the force with which I had hurled himinto his seat. And al so
he was pondering, perhaps, what he should do next. Presently he got his
mouth partly free fromthe cravat.

""You shall have ny watch and ny purse if you will let ne go,' said he.
"*Sir," said |, 'l amas honourable a man as you are yourself.'

Who are you, then?'
"*My nane is of no inportance.’
"'What do you want with me?’

"It is a bet.’'

"*A bet? What d'you nean? Do you understand that | amon the
Government service, and that you will see the inside of a gaol for
t hi s?'

"*That is the bet. That is the sport, said I.'

""You may find it poor sport before you finish,' he cried. 'Wat is
this insane bet of yours then?

"1 have bet,' | answered, 'that | will recite a chapter of the Koran to
the first gentleman whom | should neet in the street.'

"I do not know what made me think of it, save that ny translation was
al ways running in ny head. He clutched at the door-handle, and again
had to hurl him back into his seat.



"'How long will it take? he gasped.
""It depends on the chapter,' | answered.
"*A short one, then, and let ne go!'

"*But is it fair?' | argued. 'When | say a chapter, | do not nean the
shortest chapter, but rather one which should be of average |ength.'

"' Hel p! hel p! help!'" he squealed, and I was conpelled again to adjust
his cravat.

""Alittle patience,' said |, '"and it will soon be over. | should like
to recite the chapter which would be of npbst interest to yourself. You
will confess that | amtrying to nmake things as pleasant as | can for
you?"

He slipped his nouth free again

"' Quick, then, quick!" he groaned.

"' The Chapter of the Canel?' | suggested.
"'"Yes, yes.'

"'Or that of the Fleet Stallion?

"'Yes, yes. Only proceed!’

"We had passed the wi ndow and there was no candle. | settled down to
recite the Chapter of the Stallion to him Perhaps you do not know your
Koran very well, nonsieur? Well, |I knew it by heart then, as | know it

by heart now. The style is a little exasperating for anyone who is in a
hurry. But, then, what would you have? The people in the East are
never in a hurry, and it was witten for them | repeated it all with
the dignity and solemity which a sacred book demands, and the young
Engl i shman he wiggl ed and groaned.

"'"When the horses, standing on three feet and placing the tip of their
fourth foot upon the ground, were nustered in front of himin the

eveni ng, he said, | have |oved the |love of earthly good above the
remenbrance of things on high, and have spent the time in view ng these
horses. Bring the horses back to ne. And when they were brought back
he began to cut off their |egs and--'

"It was at this nonent that the young Englishman sprang at me. M GCod!
how little can | renmenber of the next few minutes! He was a boxer, this
shred of a man. He had been trained to strike. | tried to catch him by
the hands. Pac, pac, he cane upon ny nose and upon ny eye. | put down
nmy head and thrust at himwith it. Pac, he cane frombelow. But ah

I was too nuch for him | hurled nyself upon him and he had no place
where he coul d escape fromny weight. He fell flat upon the cushions
and | seated myself upon himw th such conviction that the wind flew
fromhimas froma burst bell ows.

"Then | searched to see what there was with which | could tie him |



drew the strings fromny shoes, and with one | secured his wists, and
with another his ankles. Then |I tied the cravat round his nouth again,
so that he could only Iie and glare at nme. When | had done all this,
and had stopped the bl eeding of ny own nose, | |ooked out of the coach
and ah, nonsieur, the very first thing which caught ny eyes was that
candl e--that dear little candle--glimering in the w ndow of the
mnister. Alone, with these two hands, | had retrieved the capitulation
of an army and the | oss of a province. Yes, nonsieur, what Abercronbie
and 5,000 nmen had done upon the beach at Aboukir was undone by ne,

si ngl e-handed, in a hackney coach in Harley Street.

"Well, | had no time to |ose, for at any nonent Monsieur Oto nmight be
down. | shouted to ny driver, gave himhis second gui nea, and all owed
himto proceed to Watier's. For nyself, | sprang into our Enbassy's

carriage, and a nonent |ater the door of the m nister opened. He had
hi nrsel f escorted Mnsieur Otto downstairs, and now so deep was he in
talk that he wal ked out bareheaded as far as the carriage. As he stood
there by the open door, there canme the rattle of wheels, and a man
rushed down the pavenent.

"' A despatch of great inportance for M| ord Hawkesbury!' he cri ed.

"I could see that it was not ny nessenger, but a second one. Mlord
Hawkesbury caught the paper from his hand, and read it by the |ight of
the carriage lanp. His face, nonsieur, was as white as this plate,
bef ore he had fini shed.

"' Monsieur Oto,' he cried, 'we have signed this treaty upon a false
under st andi ng. Egypt is in our hands.'

""What!' cried Minsieur Oto. 'Inpossible!’
"1t is certain. It fell to Abercronbie |ast nonth.
"‘In that case,' said Mnsieur Oto, 'it is very fortunate that the

treaty is signed.’

"*Very fortunate for you, sir,' cried MI|ord Hawkesbury, as he turned
back to the house.

"Next day, nonsieur, what they call the Bow Street runners were after
me, but they could not run across salt water, and Al phonse Lacour was

receiving the congratul ati ons of Monsieur Talleyrand and the First
Consul before ever his pursuers had got as far as Dover."
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