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; CHAPTER 1.
. o No. 43--The Escape. g

HE rain came down in one continuous swishing sluice, and a strong easterly
Eule drave it slantwise with a forco which stung like pellets from a twelve-
ore. The sky was black as ink, and split asunder at half-minute intervals
to emit o dazzling zigzag of ' forked lightning; whilst the thunder growled
%nd fvl;‘smged overhead without letting up long enough to give one time to gasp for
reath, g
Half o dozen coasting vessels in the bay had parted their cables and were sagging
hopelessly shorewards, sending up scared bluo rockets for assistance; and ber
Majosty’s cruiser Amphitryon was steaming frantically out betwcen the heads,
having slipped her anchors in the hope of riding out the gale in the open with
plent{ of sea room. ' . :
Melbourne Guol, gaunt, sombre, and menacing, ugly as sin, grim as death itself,
reared deserted, windowless walls to the full blast of the tempest, |
Here and there an armed warder, in glistening macintosh cape and "overalls,
cowered for shelter beneath the parapet or in the jutting angle of the guard-room,
envying his luckier colleagues snugly ensconced below out of harm’s way.
But the big yards and exercise grounds were deserted, the bare paving-flags
" glistening wetly in the darkness, . ) e
In the  upper corridor at the north-east angle of the main building a warder,
with a heavy bunch of keys dangling from a bright steel chain, was just openin
the door of cell No. 43 on his final round of inspection for the nig}lxt. p an
down the corridor two other warders paced unceasingly with soft, noiseless tread
—they had rubber on their boot-soles—and a loaded rifle over the ‘crook of the left
elbow. Now and ngain one of them would check for an instant and peer through
" the narrow obscrvation-slits in the wall, which gave him an uninterrupted view
. into the cell beyond. ‘

Clang, clank?! The heavy bolts shot back. Thero was o jingling of keﬁ, 8

grating of the lock, and the narrow, massive door of No. 43 swung back.

It was a small, bare room, eight feet by ten, with .a plain wooden bedstead .

- serewed to the floor in one corner, a table, a chair, and a few tin pans. Everythin
was scrupulously neat and clean, even beyond the requirements of the official’
regulations. A couple of tattered books lay on the table, a privilege allowed to
certain favoured prisoncrs. . -y .

And prisoner No. 43 was undoubtedly favoured by all the warders but one.. He
was civil spoken, cheerful, in spite of illness, punctual and prompt in obeying
orders. Moreover, he had an air‘about him OF one more accustomed to give a
command rather than obey one. He gave no trouble, and his gaolers, almost to.
a man, freated him with respect and such leniency as the rules permittods A
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Tho exception was & hulking brute of a warder named Macullan, a sullefi, sour.
tempered bully, with a doubtful record in the past—how he had obtained his
post no one quite lgxew—und an cxtrnordinnr{ fund of petty spite which earned
him the hatred of every ptisoner with whom ho came in contact.

Nothing gavo him keener delight than to bully and goad some unfottunate
wretch till bie could hear the man’s teeth grating with imivotent rage, and see him

- go whito to the lips. Then, with acoarse laugh and a fou A
was powerless to resent, ho would set him some perfectly undescrved and unjust
punishment, : . ) -

When Macullan, in the courso of his duties, came across No. 43 ho started his
usual bullying methods, and found, to his astonishment, that he mu} they ahkn\»
were treated with contempt. 'This spurred him to renewed activity, and ho
racked such brain as he could boast of for novél and ingenious methods of hazing.

These wero received in the same dignified, contemptuous manner; but there
was a belying gleam in No. 43's eye which would have warned a less dense man than
Macullan that his victim was becoming dangerous. ;

As recently as that mornihg he had * taken a turn at No. 43, as he expressed .
it, with rather astounding results, . R

- After five minutes or so of foul insult and abuse Macullati had ventured to raise
his hand to the prisoner. ) ' :

No. 43 whipped round 1ike o knife, his black eyes b\azinig
ferocity, and with such an air of command, that the bull
o pace, ] » s

“ Look here, my man,” sald No, 43 in a Jow tone, “ keep your dirty hands off
me, or you'll be sorry for it! And listen to o word of advice.. 1f you go on as
you're going on, one of these fine days you'll be killed ! I can’t call it murdered, =
for one does not murder vermin such as you.” . Ny — A

Macullan, aghast and speechless with rage, was nevertheless.unable to say or do
anything so long as that meancing dark eye fixed him. . .

.The .utmost he could do was to bluster out something about reporting the
prisoner for using threatening language. '

““ And, anyway, it won't be you what ’as the pleasure of outin’ me, No. 43.
You're going to {e tried and ’ung—that’s your ailment—’ung by the neck.” With
which utterly inefficient witticism he had taken himself off, vowing] black
vengeanco in the future, and ncutely conscious that there was something about
No. 43 which made him feel at a disadvantage. b

Jameson, the warder who now stood at No. 43’s open door, was a very different
type of man. He glanced in witlf a civil nod towards the figure on the bed, and

. iinstead of addressing him by number, as usyal, slipped in an occasional sir.
* Feeling better now 1 he said in a low voice. : o
“Much better, thanks, Jameson,” camc the answer from the bed. * The
pain from my old wound has been Qretty bad. Pancy it’s the damp brings it on,
.Deuco of a night outside, isn't it ?” i

** Blowin® great guns, sir. Hope you'll be better to-morrow,- The trial is fized
for the day after—Thuraday.” o o

‘ Ah, thanks! I'm glad thef’ve settled tho day at last. Qugh!”

The exclamation was an involuntary one of pain.

*“ Care to seo the surgeon? No ? Well, good-hight.” ’ o

‘“ Good-night—oh, and—er—Jameson, by the way, could you lower the gas
outside in the corridor a little ? 1t shines straight into my eyes, and prevents
my sleeping. Thank you. Cood.night.” .

Jameson lowered the corsidor gas, as requested, The big door clanged to ?:ehmd

with such extrnérdinnfi
y instinctively fell back

insult, which his vietim
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« him, the bolts were shot, and the warder, having completed his round of inspection,
" strolled away. y s b .

No sooner had the sound of his footsteps died away than No. 43 leapt lightly
from his bed and stood o mioment listening. His pains seemed to have vanished
with mysterious rapidity, though that they were by no means wholly imaginary a
sharp, involuntary facial contortion bore witness, s

A terrific blast of wind struck the building with hurricane force till it shook
from roof to foundation, and No, 43 was able to hear nothing but the general
din and creaking. As it swept by, however, hie distinguished the faint steps of the
patrol drawing near, and seated himself on the bed till they should pass,

He gave a glance through the observation-slit into the corridor beyond. The

- light was very dim, thanks to Jameson having turned it down, and it was pretty
certain that the patrol would not be able to see in if he wished to, which was unlikely ;
for No. 43, thanks to his good reputation, was little bothered.

The man passed and repassed, and still No. 43 sat motionless, for he knew that
in a few moments the two warders would be deeply engrossed in n game of eribbage,

. with which is was their habit to while away the long, silent hours.
- After & good ten minutes, through which he was quiet as a statue, he sprang
once more to his feet, moving quickly and silently, and set to work. ‘

- His first act was to dive under the bed on hands and knees, and, groping with

hig finger-tips, pull up a small segment of board a foot square from the ﬂoorinﬁ.
This had been most cunningly cut loose by persistent scratching with & small. - ‘
pointed fragment of iron. From the receptacle beneath he dragged first of all
n small package of banknotes; then followed a long coil of linen. This was in
thin strips, twisted and knotted at two-foot intervals, forming a rope four strands
thick. The strands for the most part had been torn carefully from s sheet ; but
. somo of them bore dark, ugly marks and bloodstains. These had been bnndages,
secreted one by one as No. 43 lay week after week in the hospital ward, and after
hovering betwixt life and death, had gradually taken a turn towards convalescence.
. The fact that even then, when racked by the pain of healing wounds, and weakened
" by loss of blood and ‘a constitution temporarily shattered, he had yet concentrated
his mind on acquiring these bandages for future use, proved him to be 2 man of
indomitable will and iron determination, : . .

The notes he stuffed carelessly enough in his pocket, but the rope he went over
eritically knot by knot, testing its strength. In two places he even went to the
trouble of untying, retwisting, and retying before he was satisfied. <

 Coil upon coil, it made o length of a full thirty feet, and at one end was securely
~knotted o strong iron hook. '

Again he plunggd his arm into the square hole up to the shoulder, and brought |

«+ out three strong iron spikes, roughly made from the handles of cacking pots ; these
" were for climbing, and having laid them gently on the floor beside the rope, he was
compelled to rest a bit by reason of a sudden twinge of pain,
. In a foew minutes, however, he was up again and working with a will at the
centre iron bar of the three which guarded the window at seven.inch interyals,

The upper and lower sockets of this were of solid masonry—good sound granite-— ‘.
yet at a touch the lower end of the bar moved. 'The grauite had been carefully and ¢~
painfully grooved towards the outer edge of the sill, and the hollow thus worn :
retilled by the dust of the hard stone worked into a paste with o little water. A
wrench, and the lower end was free; two or threo quick jerks to right and left—
the bar itself acting as s lever—the upper socket lost its grip, and the har came

~wout, leaving a spaco through which a spare-built, active man might squeeze hig
way. No. 43 was both sparc and active. . .. .
Once more he darted back to thoe thick glass of the observation-hole. Nothing

wos to be-seen but the desolate, dim-lit corridor beyond, with its orderly row of
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numbered doots.  He loft the slit, and bent down with his ear to the keyholes .

there was nothing to be heard. The corridor was a long one, and the warders,
intent on their game, were at the far end. °

Returning, he bound two coarse handkerchiefs round the end of tho iron bar !

and stealthily threw up the window. It moved noiselessly, and without a jar.
For days past he had greased the sash with picces of fat from his scanty meal and
with vaseline from his still unhealed wounds, .

Then, picking up his icon spikes, bar, and rope, he tiptoed his way across the floor.
A final glance round hig cell, an instant’s pause as a deufenin%]rush of wind mado
the building quiver, and then, with a swift, deft movement, he )
hook firmly on one of the remaining bars, slipped and wriggled through tho opening,
feet foremost, clutched at the sill, then swinging his weight outwards into the
night, grabbed the twisted linen strands, and slid down hand over hand. .

Five seconds—ten—and his feet touched ground.  With a quick jerk of the wrist,
he made the slackened rope wriggle like n snake, threw his arm upward at full
stretch, then outward behind him. ‘ .

The ruse answered. The hook dotached itself from the bar above, and the

rope camo fluttering down through the driving rain. No. 43 caught the motal

e cpught the rope-

hook with his free hand before ever it could reach the stone flags with a tell-tals’

clink, and gathering up the coils, darted across the courtyard.,

On the further sido was a strongly-built wall, towering up and aht\tfing him

in from the outer world and freedom. This he had known and been prepared.
for. Many & long hour he had studied it and scrutinised it in all kinds of lights,
from early dawn, when it was in shadow, till the last rays of tho westering sun
struck it slantwise, Twenty-three tiers high, it was of massive granite blocks
one above another. That much he knew beyond all possibility of error, but the
one factor he was uneertain of was the height of those blocks. Time and again he
had tried to measute them by comparison with the size of some passing warder,
but whether they were eightecn il’lcﬁ@! or twenty-four he had never been able to

determine, and between those two small measurements when multiplied by twenty-, .

three an all the difference between failure and success. oo .
If cighteen, well, then his rope would reach the top when thrown at full arm

* stretch, and sooner or later the hook would find a precarious holding-ground on the

-

upger edge: but if twenty-four, why, then it would fall short by some nine feet, ., ..
an

he would be reduced to the double risky experiment of his climbing spikes,

entalling time and noise. o

He flung the rope. The weighted hooked end shot upwards, grazed the granite

a good five feet from the topmost tier, and fell again. ~He caught it deftly, with

o muttered exclamation of disappointment, and turned resolutely to the only
possible alternative. . ! :

Taking the first of his spikes, he placed the point in the cbment j'ust above tho

’

second tier, and began tapping on the end with his heavy window bar, the noise’’

of the blows being mufil y the handkerchiefs. "It was tedious work, and . more . ‘

than once he glanced over his shoulder towards the anglo of the wall away to the

right, where & small light showed that an armed warder was keeping watch in his '

little square tower, from which ho could overlook both the courtyard inside the

wall and the dreary stretch of waste ground without. - =,
But the gale was high, and the moaning of the wind, and the hiss of the driving

rain, drowned all lesser noises. . :

Next, reaching as high as he could, he drove in another spike four feet or more
above the first,

Gathering his rope over his arm, and taking his third and last srike, he swung *
1

himself nimbly upwards, standing on the lower, and supporting
upper, whilst he drove the remaining one in as far up as ixe could reach, .

i

imself by the
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‘The cement was hard, and his blows uncertain in the inky darkness of the night.
When he strack the last blow a good half-hour had elapsed since he swung himself
through his window. Ho was drenched to the skin, and dripping also with
perspiration, for to a man in his weakened stato the excrtion was terrific,

~Upwards again, and now his feet wero on the second spike, his arm crooked
round the topmost. Balancing himself thus, he flung his rope once more. It
touched the top, held for & minute, and broke away,; tho hook striking the flags
with a metallic clatter. No. 43, clinging helpless to his spikes, muttered a curse
and waited. Apparently the sound had not been heard.  Again he tried, and this
time the hook caught the farther edge, and jammed. o

He swung his weight on to it and swarmed up gingetly; a little bit at a time,
{)mi o sudden jerk might dislodge the hook and send him crashing on to tho flags

elow.

He was tired. A wound in his shoulder had ro-opened with the exertion, and

" his strength was failing him, but ho gained the top, and sat straddle-wiso across

the wall, clinging with crooked fingers, for he felt stck and dizzy, and the force
of the wind on that narrow perch was terrific. ’

Crouching down, ho allowed himscll a breather. Then, hauling up his rope,’
he re-attached the hook, and dropped the locse end on the far side. To swarm
down was comparatively an casy matter, for which a few scconds sufficed, His
feet touched ground outside the prison walls, and he freed the rope with n jerk.
Even as he did so, o jagged lightning flash split the heavens across, making every-
thing as light as day, and showed him tho figure of Macullan, the warder, not three
paces away, with wide-open mouth,

CHAPTER 2.

A ' Kally's Escapo from Molbourno Gaol,

was returning an hour or more after lock-up time, having been delayed
. by the storm. Ho was in uniform—glistening waterproof cape and

MACULLAN had been down into the town on leave of absence, and
overalls—a dripping rifle-barrel protruding from under the cape, and

" his mouth was agape, partly in sheer nmazemont, partly from an instinetive desire

to cry out, so much of a portrait was vividly photographed on No. 43's reting ;
and then the lightning snapped out, leaving behind a bowildering, confused
darkness, © . T ’

Whether Macullan did actually shout or no, it is hard to say, for on the heels

“".of the lightning camé a deafening thunder clap—earsplitting—terrible.

- Ere it passed, Macullan was on his back, stunned into insensibility, for No, 43

- had sprung at him and strock with the quickncss of a wild-eat, and “the hulking,

+ . bullying~warder collapsed on tho rain-sodden earth as quickly as a child going

- “tosleep, an ugly bump from the iron bar on the side of his head, and his white

.1 face turned blindly upwards to the sluicinfg skies,
A

No. 43 stooped over him and suiveyed him critically.

*“ Humph ! * said he, * It strikes me, my friend, you'll bear the marks of that
on your thick skull for many a long day. On the whole, I'm not sorry that you
turned up just when you did.  I've promised mysclf to givo you a lesson iy manners
many a time-—we'll call this lesson tho firat !’ ’ )

With deft fingers ho loosencd the man’s capo and overalls, and slipped into °
them, helped himself coolly to the revolver and somo loose cartridges ?tom the
belt, and picking up the uniform cap placed it on his own head. ’

“Won't do for you to be coming round and squealing for an hour or two,”
he soliloquised, * I think—yes, I think it would be safer to truss you up a bit.”
Taking the handkerchiefs from his iron bar, he thrust them, none too gently,
jnto the warder's mouth, and with the linen rope, knotted him up with scientifip
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skill—to rope & man so that he is absolutely helpless and powerless requires
ractice.’ No. 43 was an adept. Having completed these little ﬂreparatxonS»

e rolled the body unceremoniously into the ditch at the foot of the wall, and
hurried away through the rain. . . .

*“Six hours start,” said he to himself, *six hours—perhaps, \yxth luck, eng?lt.
I think—yes, on the whole I think that I shall not honour Melbourne Gaol with

_my presence again. "I wonder if friend Macullan’s revolver is londgd. . Humph !
No—I thought not, careless' brute. We'll slip a few cartridges in, in case qf
accidents 1 ” . B

It was midnight when No. 43 bade his final farewell to the prison walls of
Melbourne. T :

It was just after four in tho morning when Mrs. Mike Sullivan, a buxom lady,
with a waist measurement calculated in yards rather than inches, who lived on a
small settlement a long eighteen miles out of the town, was roused by a knocking .
on her front door, and, in consequence, lost some beauty sleep. Mrs. Sullivan was
o lady of robust muscles and nerves, and when her husband—Mike—was away
on duty driving the stage-coach to and from Benalla, had no qualms about being '
left alone to keep house and, incidentally, what was much more difficult to keep
in order, several small Mikes. ) .

* She lay awhile listening to the knocking and the drenching downfalls of rain.
Finally, she rose, dressed herself, and being a lady of method, took down a
formidable-looking, heavy calibre revolver from a nail above the bed.

With this in one hand, and a lighted candle in the other, she leisurely proceeded
to investigate. 2 "
The eautiously-opencd front door showed her & strip of wet night sky seven
feet by two, and it also showed her the figure of a man in a sodden waterproof
leaning against the door-post. ; ’ s g -

“Pwhat is it " she demanded peremptorily, accompanying the remark by
an ominous click, as she cocked the revolver. . )

¢ Is this Mrs. Sullivan’s 7’ came the answer in a slightly drawling voice, which
was rather faint from weariness. ‘' A thousand apologies for knocking you up
at this unearthly hour, but is your husband in 7 -

“He is not ! o

*“ Ah, on duty I suppose. What o pity. Well, Mrs, Sullivan, I'm drenched
to the skin, very hungry, and tired to death. Would you mind my having a bit .
of o rest in your sitting-room ? " . :

. Mrs. Sullivan eyo(l'iim suspicious]}y, and then the candle-light falling aslant
on the official caij and uniform cape, she fell back o step involuntarily. :

** Hiving, it’s the police!  Say, now, sure there’s nothin’ happened to my Mike?” -

*“I agsure you, my dear laxly, that so far as I know, the excellent Mike is.in the
best of health—at least, he was when I saw him last,” assured the stranger, stepping
quickly in and fastening the door behind him. .

Mrs. Sullivan gave back another pace. o

* An’ pwhen might that have bin, misther polisman 2" - : ‘

“To be accurate, my good soul, I should say nhout eight months ago, when
T had occasion to meet him professionally, Since then, I’ve been detained on urgent
business at Melbourne—Melbourne Gaol, in fact!” ' . '

Mrs. Sallivan eyed him more closely. -

* Phwas it & Eoliﬂmnn ye was sayin’ ye were ?

The stranger held up a deprecating hand. )

* The impeachment was your own,” he said. / s

Mrs. Sullivan backed behind the table, and levelled the revolver. ,

** An’ since pwhen, may I ask, have the polis of Melbourne worn a convict’s .-

" dhress behoind their mackintoshes 2. S Pake up quick now, or it's mesilf will be -
drilling s hole through the pair av ’em.” . : . “

%
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The stranger smiled. ) ) : ’

“Mrs. Sullivan, it was you yourself who accused me of being a policeman, and
never in my life could I bring myself to contradiet o' pretty woman when I saw,
one. T : .

Mrs. Sullivan flushed, and her eyes twinkled as still waggling the revolver she
. Boftlé ejaculated : b : 4 i j .

* Git away wid ye, ye lyin' blagyard "

But the shot tolg, n{ve{theless.g . : ¢

"The stranger smiled again. ) - : -

* Had you asked me who I was I should have had pleasure in informing you'
that until midnight I was known officially as No. 43—that I got bored with tho
dull, official routine, and that—in short, I left the prison rather hurriedly. Now,
my good soul, do for goodness sake put that revolver away, or you'll be hurting
yourself or waking the children. I assure you I’'m not in tho least bit frightened.
All I want is a rest, some dry clothes, a meal, and if you have such a thing, a drop’
iof brandy—for all of which I'am Pcrfcctly willing to pay. - There"—he tossed
in five-pound*note on to tho table—* you can buY yourself and the children some
%new ribbons, or whatever it is. Meanwhile, with your permission, I'll sit down.

- He removed his dripping waterproof, revealin{{ the tell-tale convict's livery beneath” -
and seated himsel "i)eisumly in o chalr, still smiling, with an air of quiet self-
possession and absolute easo. : o e

Mrs. Sullivan eyed the note, and thrust tho candle forward till its rays illuminated
the clean-shaven clear-cut faco of her visitor, with its well-chiselled - features,
dominating black cyes, and firm set mouth., ( ’

* No. 43 did not attempt to budge or evade her scrutiny, but her fdce assumed
an expression of blank amazement. For a full minute she stared, then put the
revolver down on the table. i s i

“ Don’t you think you’d botter uncock it ?** said the stranger pleasantly.

‘Mrs. Sullivan did so, as one dazed. ‘ : '
1 “’'Tis a suit of Moike’s own yo shall be havin', yer honour.” There’s brandy
‘and o glass in the cupboard behint ye, and it's meself will bo back in ttvo shakes
v o {))ig'a-tail wid a morscl to eat. = An’ if yo think it’s tho loikes av Biddy Sullivan
jwud. be takin' money for a thrifle av food, let me tell ye it's o big mishtake ye're

imakin’. . :

t “Oh, but Iinsist!” . . ) T . .

} ““ Insist to blazes ! "’ said Mrs. Sullivan indignantly ; and rolled off to the back-
iof the house, muttering:. * Begobs, but ’tis him—'tis him himself! Many's
the good turn he's done my Moike, and polis ot no polis, he shall have the best
Qi can give him.” i ' C

! Mrs., Sullivan was the soul of diseretion. Not a question did she ask when
i\vz.he returned, though they were bubbling thick and fast on the tip of ber tongue;
fand having watched her guest eat o hearty meel, and laid out a dry suit of clothes -
Jor him, she took her departure with a curt : * Maybe I'll be wid yo agin at six.”
1But she left the revolver on the table, and laid beside it some brandy in o flask, .
'and some thick sandwiches—for she was n true daughter of the ™ distressful

..’-/

8 0‘!’ . . .
r No. 43 drew a chair before the fire, which she had stirred into life, and having
ichanged into dry clothes, stretched himself out for a much-needed rest. But he
itook it with one hand on tho revolyer in his belt, and his senses never wholl{
oft him., Twico he sat forward with a start, listening ; and barely had the' elock
struck the half hour after five, than he was up and alert, seemingly as refreshed
‘as though he had put in a good seven hours. ) o
He picked up Biddy Sullivan’s gun with a smile, and slipped it in his belt, laying
'down o second five-pound note beside the first, Then, doing up thp tell-tale
.convict's dress in a byndle, he swung it under his arm, made his way quietly to
- : (

w
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the door, and slipping the bolts, passed out. He had no mind that Mrs. M’
should get into trouble on his account. . = ,

Leaving the settlement behind him, he headed north, stopping on his way
fill the pockets of his prison dress with heavy stones and sink it in o ¢rock.

. Ten miles out his quick ear. detected o faint rhythmical sound a long way off.
but coming towards him. He stepped off the track, and was instantly swallowe
up by the bordering fringe of bush, where he scated himself on a allen stumj
to wait and watch. )

The sounds drew nearer and nearer; the soft thud, thud of the hotse’s hooft
on the damp ground, with now dnd again a sucking, squelching sound as the anima
crossed a particularly swampy patch. .

A quarter of 2 mile away horse and rider came into view. Tho first a finc
chestnut hackney, with a white stocking on the near foreleg. The second, a squere
built man, clean.shaven, pompous, and a trifle flashily dressed, with a massivi
gold watchchain displayed across a loud check waistcoat, and immaculate breeches
and gaiters, the whole finished off by » large white stock, in which was set a b
wolitaire diamond pin. . ot

His face was sour and sullen-looking, with a fixed evil scowl. He was evidentl;
a man of vile temyper, and had the air of one who had been drinking heavily the nigh
before. Beside his horse was & trotting terrier pup, wire.haired, and well ribbe
up, with a black J\atch over one eye. )

No. 43 watched the man approaching with a grim smile, He knew him well-
very well.  He was an official of Melbourne Gaol, and a patron of Macullan’=
with whom he had much in common—a dissipated, truculent fellow of ill reputation.
and, incidentally, in ono of his semi-official visits to the prison, he had gratuitously
insulted some of the prisoners, even going so far as to overstep the rules and strik
ono of them. '

Just as he drew level with the ex.prisoner’s hiding-place, the small terrier, fu
of enjoyment of his morning exercise, made o playful dart at the chestnut’s lege
The latter understanding and entering into the spirit of the game, jumped aside
swerving a little, and thereby nearly unseating his sullen rider,

With a savage oath the man brought down his heavy crop, the lash twining rounc
the pup's body and cutting him badly. ~ The next instant the whip was snatche
from his hands and snapped in two, whilst a stern voice bade him get down.

‘He glared round, and found himself staring down: the neat, round barrel of
revolver. * ’ . . o

** Get down, you brute ! You're not fit to be trusted with whip or spur if there’
an animal within & mile of you. Sharp now, or you'll be sorry forit 1> -

* Who the dickens are you? " 'roared the man. “I'tell you what it is, you don™
know who you are talking to, you scum! My name is Phillips. I’'m an officiai
of Melbourne Gaol. Drop that thing, or there'll be trouble. I'm riding into tows
on business for the sessions, Stand aside 1 ” W v

No. 43 laughed. S N
- “Riding in to tho sessions, were you, you beauty ¢ By James, it must nee_

colossal impudence for o man with your reputation’to show your face in a cour’

of justice! Off with you, slm.q: ! I've no time to waste arguing with such trash :
Ah!l  You would, would you ? . B . iy o

No. 43 mado a quick upward spring, and the next moment the pompous ma:.
was on his back on the ground, :

. “Now, Mr. Phillips, put your hands up—so, that's better.. March ove.
to that tree there, and mind I',rou keep your noso glued to the bark till I give yor'
leave to move, or you won’t know what’s hurt you.,” 3
, ’11\‘}10. mn.lxlllhm;: no alte;na;iv&: but to obey. . .

canwhile, No. 43 hushed the small dog’s whimperings, and ti i
bridle to o broken branch, Then he wheeledgnharply. Detitign,and tl'ed t}l = harse ‘

-
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= 5 Qtrip 1 L > .
Tho word rang out crisp and clear. ) ' .
Without daring to turn, the discomfited Mr. Phillips obeyed. Like all bullies,

{1'@ was & coward when it came to the point, and he hadn’t an ounce of fight in

1m. - L[

When ho was stripped to his shirt, No, 43 called out “ Stop 1
- Picking up the l&sﬁ of the crop, he seived the man’

that, by stretching himself to the utmost, the man’ could touch the ground with
his feet, The clothes he hung in & neat bundle on the branch above, and stuck the
diamond pin through them conspicuousl g

Without another word he flung himselfyi.nto the enddle and cantered off, the terrier '

P“E running along beside him. = 5
. Late that night he reached a large, 1prospcrons=1-lool<ixag homestead, and, having
noticed that all lights were out, and that everyone ‘was asleep, hie rodo quietly
np ta the slip rails qf tho home paddock and passed in. v o4 L owow 8
Dismounting, he gave the chestnut a good rub down and some water, and turned
him looso to feed, with a farewell pat on the flank. "The saddle and bridle e luid

on,the ground. Then. he shared his last remaining sandwich with the pup, lit a .

pipe—a surreptitious present from Biddy Sullivan—and puffed luxuriously two or
three times. : y - ' ; L
Then he raised his héad and gave a long-drawn, low, peculiar whistle. It rang
out on the still night air. 'There came a swish of trotting hoofs through the long
grass, and a great, grey horse came up out of the darkness, snifling unxiously, till
with a little whinny of delight, it found No. 43's outstretched hand, and nuzzled
ragainst his shoulder. . . )
. Half'an hour later a big grey horse, with o man swaying easily in the saddle, wos
heading northward, evor northward, through the night, and by its side rana small,

jia
s wrists suddenly and bound them-
together, finally securing them across & branch just within veach in such & manner

it

wire-haired pup, with a black patch over one eye, and his tongue out—tired, but -

nppy. - A , .
At sunrige tho next morning, tho owner of the ranch, a Mr. Trevelyan, an clderly
man, who had apparently been through a recent illness, strolled out to the paddock,

ipo in mouth, accompanied by o youngster nomed Dick Mason, his new partner.
* Hallo t ” exclaimed the latter suddenly, * Whero's the grey ¥ And, by Jove,

=8, there’s o strange animal in the paddock ! Look, the chestnut over there, with . -

1e white stocking I’ What the deuce is the meaningof it 2 . -
They drew near the slip rails, and a fluttor of white ciught Dick’s eyo. It was
piece of paper fixed to the woodwork. - Ho snatched {t up, looked gravo for an
nstant, and then burst into a roar of laughter. R g
“ Seo here, Mr. Trevelyan,” he cried. * Listen whilst Iread! -

“¢“To Richard Mason, Esq. | . = e SoE

* ¢ Dear Mason,—Sorry to fiss you, but was in o hurry. Got-bored with Mel-
jonrne, o hiave gono up country for a bit. "Thanks so much for looking aftor the
ey, he’s in fine fettle. T've {aken him with me. Some miles back I came across

impertinent enimal who said his hame was Phillips — the chestnut

vith the white stocking is his. The saddle and fixings I have taken, and leave notes
v their value. Pleaso send these with the notes to the Phillips person.
"hen I last saw him he was in rather an uncomfortablo position.  Still, don’t
urr{. Borry not to have seen you and ‘I'tevelyan. However, timo and tide,
'ou know,. Again thanks.—Yours in haste, ; ¥ NEbp Kriny.

‘¢ P.8.—By the way, tho Phillips man had o fup, which he was ill-using. T
an’t yeturn it, for the %ttle beggar persists in following me, and I won't insult the
og by offering money. for him, Bepstly place Melbourne, especiu)ly the gaol.
ie cooking is abominnble; ‘and the corridors draughty —<Au plaieir1®™
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Meanwhile, all aver the world the news was flashing across tho telegraph ‘wires :
*“Ned Kelly the bushranger at large again—escapes from Melbourne Prison on
the eve of‘his trial—four thousand pounds reward«—dead or alive! " A

o CHAPTER 3.
The Vulturos—A Narrow Squeals,
. q ‘NED KELLY AT LARGE AGAIN. . R
. = . ESCAPE OF THE BUSHRANGER. Yo,
" STRANGE NEWS FROM MELBOURNE GAOL.
. FOUR THOUSAND POUNDS REWARD, :DEAD -
o OR ALIVE11! -

Such were some of the headlinés in the * Argus > and the * Courier.,” East and
west, north and south, the news flew—to England, to the Btates, to the sizzling:
northern coast the wires flashed it abroad, and busy telegraph operators listene:
to the ticking of their machines with anxious ears, - N °

Meanwhile, far away up country, rode a man, still'bearing some traces of illness,
on a splendid grey horse, both of them deeply tired, and alongside trotted a small
and rather ex%a.usted wird-haired terrier, with a black spot over one eye, and a
thick coating of half-dry mud on legs and stomach. His tongne lolled out, and:

. every now and again he cast a wistful glance at the rider. - o .

“Doneup, old man 1 said the latter, looking down, as he ensed his horse over a
particularly bad bit of ground. ** If it comes to that, I think we’re all pretty much-
1 the same box. IL.wonder if this rain will ever stop ! - ‘

Shivering, he slid from the saddle, hooked one arm through the reins, and with the:

¢ other ﬁathered up the pup, regardless of his muddy coat. . -

‘He had made good going that day, int spite of the weather, and fifty long miles,
lay between him and 'lg'eve yan’s ranche. ' He had held steadily northward with the:
instinet of & homing pigeon, making for the Robbers’ Roost' by way of the Burra-}
Burra caves, . . : . oo T
. *“ Safest in the end,” he murmured to himself, as he rode along. * Now, if young,
Dick Mason were here with the force I wouldn’t risk it. But he's left, and I'm pretty:
sure he won’t serve again, oxcept under compulsion. Tho others are a wooden-:
headed lot, and thelast thing that would oceur to them is that I'd break straight
away for the old roost.  They'd think it too obvious and too risky.  Anyway, go

- there I'must,’ for ’'m-down to my last few notes, and money and some ecently.
-fitting clothes aro necessary.” . Y . ‘ '

Asudden driving squall of terrific violence swept down and blotted out the view,

’ compelling him for the moment to give all his attention to keeping his course. The

. pup nm(l]ggled a muzzle bencath his sodden coat, and shivereI ’ ;

o * Cold, old man ? Well, it’s your own fault: You would come with & forsaken

outlaw, instead of enjoying your bones in peace on the domestic hearthrug, with an

sccasional hiding from that brute Phillips thrown in.  You'must take the rough

Yith the smooth, my man. I haven’t even a biscuit left. Humph! Looks like af

fisht over there beyond the scrub. Some new chum, or a squatter, I expect.!

We're in lueck.” i ' e !

He pressed forward at a brisker ace, and soon drew up outside a small hut of
rough logs, ovidently of recent origin. Round about wus an untidy litter. of
empty meatcans and rabbish, and a half-finished stock fencing completed the dreatis

ness of the agpect, 5

a{o surveyed it with disgust and some suspicion. - - g g
, " Dirty pigs!” he muttered, *‘ Why the deuce can't they live with decencv!.

' i
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(}Voll, lere goes !”” And, lifting the handle of his riding-whip, he hammored ou the;
oor, . - BE . e

The first summons brought no response, so he repeated it more vigorously.

From the inside there came u scraping of stool-legs on the rough -boarding, a
slu}:iﬂing of feet, and.the.door opened a ?ow inches, cmitting a natrow, streak of
light. . : B

.gKelly’s face darkened. Such a procoeding was most unlike tho usual free-handed |

Tospitality of the Colony, Without'further coniment he thrust his riding-whip .

“into the opening, effectually preventing the door from being shut in his {ace.
© *You've a quaint notion of welcoming a guest,” he said, quictly staring intently
at the crack. .. | P ey y 5 3

A towsled head appoared, a mean, ragged-looking head, with cunning, shifty
eyes. : : - . .

T What do you want ? ”* asked he at the door curtly.

“Want ?” Kelly laughed shortly. .* Why, I want food and shglter, and a littlo
ordinary civility from you, my friend. It’lf bo as black as pitch 1n half an hour’s
time. It's raining cats and dogs this minute. I'm off the frack, soaked through.

“hungry, and tired—especially of standing here out in the rain answering fool
quostions.” . - ' . )

Whether it was his voice, or gomething in his manner, or whether thé man had
needed time to conceal something whilst he held his unwelcome visitor in }mrlc' 5
and had at length achioved it, would be hard to say. He opened the door at length,
however, with a half-hearted attempt at geniality, which would not have deceived

an infant in arms. ) : ‘ . ‘
* Walk right in, boss ! Step right int. I'm mi(fht%r sorry to have kept you wait-
ing, but there are a pow'rful tough crowd round about this way, I'm told, and
a man has to be kind of keerful” .. RO

Kelly shrugged his shoulders and stepped into tho hut. -'There were three mon
in it—the fellow who opened the door, another, an almost unmistakable Cocknoy
fresh up from Melbourne, and & greasy-looking individual, who spoke with & strong
German accent. - :

All three looked ill at case, and by no means glad of tho intrusion. The hut
stank ‘of burning lamp-oil, and the rough-hewn table was litfered with odd and
end scraps of food, ’ : : . !

Kelly, who had always been fastidious-in his ways, shuddered Wwith disgust ;
but, at any rate, the place was dry, and a big wood fire wes burning on the hearth,

I must give my horse a feed and & rub down firat,” he said ; * and then, if you
don:lt;l mind,, 'l have a scrap of food, and turn in for a few hours by your firo. 1f .

- you'll— , ; : " 8 ei

# ‘He stopped short, for tho man at the door was staring at him open mouthed in
undisguised amazoment, which as soon as he saw that he was observed ho attemptod

.. to transform into an obsequious grin. - : o :

“ You'll find us rough and ready, boss,” he, gaid, with & nearer approach to
civility.  “ Humble but heartyvis our motio, . We ain’t indulgin’ in i}rills, but

s you'll {;ive me your horsp——-’ ° , ' S
~ 7 “Tll como with you,” said Kelly briefly ; and, setting down the pup, ho followed

““the man out into the darkness, with the groy’s bridle over his arm. 3

The fellow led the way to a kind of lean-to outhouse, and helped to support ono
of the uprights with his back, whilst Kelly gave tho horse & rub down and a feed,
watching him closely all the while, his shifty, greedy little oyes travelling constantly
from Kelly to the animal and back again, as though he would fix every detail of
their appearance in his head. ) . . ) .

. .The grey made comfortable, they turncd and walked back to the hut. .

* Hero, you Orking, clear out of that{” said the man. ‘“Clear oub smart,

' 3
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- my lad and let the gentleman have a seat by the fire, whilst I rummage arounu
and mako him up a dish,” : . ’
“Say, wot the——" began the Cockney indignantly; but a glance from the
shifty-oyed man silenced him, and he moved off grumbling and puzzled. 4
Kelly took out a five-dollar note and placed it on the table. . . L
“Pm afraid I'm_putting you to considerable trouble,” he said, in his quiet
“drawling voice, * You must allow me to pay niy footing.” 2
' Tho German snatched the note greedily. A : \ ‘ -
T« Goot1” said he; and then added, with a cunning leer: * Berhaps the
shentleman would like o daste of something to trink.” R
He rumniaged. beneath a board in the corner of the hut, and produced o bottle
of raw smelling #pirit and o dirty drinking-mug, and placed them on the table. .’
Kelly stood drying his soddenclothes at tho fire, and as soon as the-food was.
ready ‘sat down to it eagerly, for he was nearly famished. - Yet, half starving
though ho was, ho could_not help noticing that the three men were eyeing him
" strangely. - . ’ ) >
Hegprgtended not to heed them, but went on with his meal, pausing every now
and again to give the terrier his share. He was placed too, either by accident
t])r des}gn, in such a position that two of the men were behind him, out of his dircet’
ino of sight.- - . e ) N
Presently one of them vose, yawning ostentatiously, and grabbed en old bundle
of papers from a shelf, in the contents of which he soon became deeply- immersed,
Kelly could hoar the rustle of the paper, as he turned over page after page, and
somchow the sound put him on the alert. ) o e SRR
The man was not reading, but was looking for something speocial.. [
Kelly continued his meal placidly, and the terrier gulped ravenously at every
morsel handed him., It was while giving the dog a particularly tempting scrap
that he made a sudden quick movement with his arm, as it hung beside him,
“Steady, old man; don't snatch!” he said, and withdrew his hand ;. the
next moment hiy rovolver was jammed securely between his knee and the under-
side of the table.” . o : i
No one had noticed, Shifty-oye was busy stirring up the fire; the German and
- tho Cockney were poring over the papers, - = - ’
. There was no sound save the continual rustlo of the latter, yet the very silenco
scemed in itself suspicious, and Kelly scented danger. L
_ Suddenly his eye fell oit something thrown carelessly in a corner, and he under-
“ stood it was a two-day-old copy of the * Argus,” and on the half sheet uppermost
was o row of screaming headlines, giving the news of his escape und the offer of
the reward. 16 could almost read the words “ four thousand pounds * from whero
he sat, and it ‘was an easy guess that Orkins and the German were looking for a
_picture of him in the bundle of old illustrated weeklies, : i
e slipped his hand beneath the table and cocked the revolver, muffling the -
click by a well-tinied cough. Tho men were * on the crook » themselves, of that
he was certain—a low-down, sneaking cutthroat lot, who probably preyed on loncly
wayfarers going up to the mines, But four thousand pounds! Why, thoy
would have given him up, or cut his throat cheerfully for half as many shillings.
o smiled » Jittle to himself, but he was uneasy. He was still weakened by
illnces, and though he had his revolver, they were three to one, and two of them
kci}t constantly behind him.- :
. He shifted his position a little; and even as ho did so there came a half-suppressed
cry frmp the German, He had found what he sought, and, marking the
)Iac;} \thh grimy forefinger, was comparing the likeness and the original feature
y feature. ) : ‘ ; , i
. Again Kelly smiled, moro grimly this time, and, preserving his cool, easy manuner,

]
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lit a cigar. . A slight noise behind him made him turn. suddenly, under pretence
of .throwin$ the spent match into the fireplace. Shifty-eye was heating a heavy
iron bar. Things were certainly beginnin¥1 to look ugly, and he fancied he could
dotect o glimmer of steel in tho hollow of the Cocknoy’s sleeve, ‘

“Won’t the shentleman have anything to drink mit his supper?”” It was’

the German who spoke, leaning forward eagerly.

“Thank you,” drawled Kolly— thank you, Mr,——er-—s.’

‘* Bernstein,” - - 2

“Thank you, Mr. Bernstein; since you aro so prossing, I will."” He poured
himself out a very small modicum of liquor, and raiséd it to his lips. "As ho did so
he caught the men’s oyos fixed on him-with a triumphant leer over the brim of
the cup. That alone, ;{mrt from the rank smell of the stuff, was enough to warn
him that it was drugged. . ’ .

For a moment ho hesitated. If he had only got his old strength back, he would
have driven the whole ctowd out of the hut in a twinkling, and revelled in taking
then. on single-handed; but ho was weak—deadly, helplossly weak—and heo
know it. * )

The long day in the saddle had worn him down to the last ounce, and brought
on the pains of his old wounds, which were scarcely healed, Morcover, the warmth
and the food had brought an almost irresistiblo desiro for sleep, which was rapidly
overcoming him., B A ’

With the cup at his lips, ho mentally calculated chances. The row had got to

L

come? obviously the thing was to press it, and take what small advantage ho .

could from a sudden surprise.
. Ho lowered the mug, ‘ ) .

“ Your liquor is rank, Mr.—er—Bernstein,” he drawled. *“I know the smell
of a faked dose too well to be caught. Tasto it yourself.” And, springing to his
feet and asido at the same time, he flung mug, contents and all, straight into the
German’s grinning, expectant face.- - :

It was tho 1&.\::{1 aside which saved him, for tho yed-hot bar came down with a
crash on tho tablo at the same instant, smashing the plate, from which ho had been
cating, to fragments. .

Shifty-eye had aimed his blow a fraction of a second too late. In a flaxh all four
wero on their feet; Orkins and tho German with ugly-looking knives in their
fists, Shifty-eye, with the glowing bar, advancing for a renewed attack. )

“ Ned Kelly ! ho yellcg. * Bail up, or ye won't live to know what's hurt yo 1 »

Crack—crack !+ Quick as lightning, Xelly throw up his arm and fired, " Tho

" first shot took the Cockney’s fingers, and sent tho knifo, a shattered, torn remnant,

spinning into the corner, whilst its lato owner clapped his wounded fingers bo :cath
his left armpit, and danced adly about the floor, cursing with pain and rage.

The second shot missed, for tho light was bad; but the German, dazed and
bewildered, dropped his weapon, half blinded by tho blood streaming into his
eyes from the cut on the forchead whero tho metal rim of the' drinking-cup had
caught him. . ‘ . :

Thero was a third antagonist to be reckoned with, the most dangerous of the lot,
too, as matters turned out. Shifty-eye, profiting by the vonfusion, made a savage

- lunge with his bar. It grazed Kelly's arm on the under side, which partially

diverted its force, Thero was the sizzle of burning cloth and seared flesh, and the
point caught him- just behind the shoulder muscle, throwing him momentarily
off his balance. . : : '

With a savago growl the man sprang forward to follow up his advantage, but
ho had forgotten one factor in the problem—small but important. A sharper

growl followed close on the heels of his own, a slim, white, mud-bespattered body

4
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" pignalled a complete appreciation of the situation.

“some rope; there’s a good Jong pieco hanging from the nail by the shelf there,

. )
. - Kelly, leaving hig rovolver within teach on the edge of the table, roped him

. _ ’ 4
streaked from the far side of the fire, and a set of sharp, white teoth bit deep intq
tho tendon of his right ankle, ’ ' ¢
The pain for the instant was so excruciating and so unexpected that it spoil(
his spring. He kicked out savagely, but the white teeth held firm, and he fou'n 5
himself suddenly staring down the business end of a heavy revolver barrel, which
never wavered o hair's-breadth, =~ . . )
* 8tand still, you fool | ** said Kelly sternly. * If you make another movement,
I'll put a bullet through you! Hold him, Jack{” {
A low growl answered him, and & dork eye flashing upwards for a moment,}
) : A
¥
* Now, thep, you other two, face the wall, and hold your hands up. Sharp now |
Closer to the wall, and don’t attempt to turn your head, Mister—er—Bernstein ;'
it's unbealthy., That’s better; and I should really advise you not to move.. Now}
you ”—turning to Shiftyeye—" do as I tell you, and step ively, my man. . Drop:
that bar. Dmp it! Do you hear me? So—let him go, Jack] Dead, old}
boy—-dead 1 The white teeth unwillingly relaxed. *Now pick up, that bench
and place it just behind thosq beauties there, That's near enough. Now get

' * You, Bernstein, and yoi, Cockney, sit down, but don’t turn so much as ont
eyclid.  Put out your arms behind you over the bench.” . - : o f

The two men teluctantly complied, the: Cockney moaning over his damaged:
fingers. T ' ’ e i
" Kelly turned on the man with the rope, - . R ’ E

“ Bind them,” he ordered sharply-—* bind their-arms across and beneath the]
bench : then tie their foet together, and seo that your knots hold, for if one of them{
js bedly made, or I find I have to retie it, it will go ill with you, my friend. And;

! whilst yon are at work, recollect that my revolver. will never be more than o fow;
_ feot from your ear.” {

3

I'he man took the rope and slouched forward sullenly, Ho longed to disobcfv,é
for ho had brute courage'of a’sort, but he dare not, and in less than five minutes;
his com‘panions were trussed up neatly and scientifically. Kelly nodded his;
approval, , : : : b

* Now, my nian, down with you alongside them }* he said briskly:

Shifty-eye took his place beside the German.

wp also: then, with a final inspection of the knots, he retumed to the fireplace,
took off his boots, and, placing his stockinged feet on a sccond chair, and his gun
within easy roach, he proceeded to make himself comfortable. i
*“ Watch "em, Jack | said he ; and in a couple of minutes was sound asleep,
The threo wretched men bound to their bencg groaned and writhed ; more they:
wero physically incapable of doing. ' = g
At dawn Kelly rose, cooked himself some breakfast, saddled the groy, and
came round ‘on o final visit of inspection. ’ o ) Ao s
The men were cramped and sore, and in a bitter, black humour, - .+ - !
Kelly stood for a while storing down at them with his piercing black eyes. e
©“Well, m fnendf}, you seem ill at ease. A sorry set of scoundrels, I must
say, to tackle Captain Kelly! Why, as soon as I get a little strength and fresh
air into me, I would take on a dozen such as you single-handed. Yowll have

“plenty of time to meditate on things before you work loose; and if I were the

wolice commissioner of this district—which, by the way, I don’t ha 10 bo—
i’d keep a pretty sharp eye on you for the f;xt|1¥e.”' $ - ppt?n 9’ ©

He paused, frowning for an Instant, and his keen black cyes dartedthis way -

"and that, as though searching for something. Finally, they rested on the floor

L
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' bencath the table. The men, watching him over their shoulders, cursed impotently ;
and ono of them befan to whimper. "

“Ah!” said Kelly slowly, with an indrawn breath, and stooped, his fingers

. busy with some loase floor boards. A tug, a wreneh, and they camo awny, revealing

a hollow space bencath; and in the hollow, amidst a litter of odds and ends—
articles of clothing, watches, jowellery, and other stolen things—lay the body
of a man, with an ugly knife wound in his chest. .

Kelly bent déwn and.inspected him mioro closely. Ho was quito dead, Ho
‘understood now the delay thero had been in opening the door tho night before,
They had been hurriedly concealing tho traces of their crime before opening the
trap to a'fresh victim, - ‘ . '

The man was onc of the pedlar class, probably on his way back from the mines,
with -his pockets full of money to replenish his stock, and ho had fallen into the
vultures’ grip. ) \

- Even ir his prison Kelly had heard talk of the kind of men before him, who
- had sprang up in great numbers on tho trail of the great mining rush, and who
preyed on solitary travellers. His face grew hard and stern, and his voico rang
‘out angrily. . .
© “You curs!” he'said. * * You pitiful curs! And it was you who would have
darcd hand me over to tho police for the sake of blood-money !I* Now, mark you,
outlaw.as I am, with a price on my head, T will send word into the nearest township
in my own namo giving information concerning this to the police, with such
directions as shall ensure your arrest!” And, without another word, ho turned
on his heel and left them, securing tho door behind them,

Sure enough, at midd:({ that day a black boy came riding into Benella on a
bareback pony, which had been hard pressed, waving in his ﬁand u folded scrap
of paper, addressed to the commissioner in charge. -

But Kelly and the groy and tho small white terrier were many long miles away,
heading always northward. . »

CHAPTER 4.
. Back to tho Roost—Trapped, .

KIRTING the Burra-Burra rocks, beneath whose shadow he had so ncarly
met hig death in that great final stand, ho swept onwards in a wido curve
towards the roost. £ i

e He glanced at the gaunt black spur in tho distance and smiled to
himself, - ; "
. “Nover again,” he said—" never again will I mix up with o crowd liko that, -
'l fight by myself for my own hand, come what may. I'm a lono wolf, with overy -
man’s hand against me now, and every dog in the countryside on my trail.  Well,
%0 bo it; brains, a little dash, and & good horse may go far—mayn't thoy, Jack,
old man ?—s0 wo'll play the game for ourselyes till tho last stake is on tKu table
and tho last card is turned.” . ) . .

A long, gently rising slope brought him to the edge of the roost, the great semi-
oircular hollow which in former days had been the headquarters of the famous
gang, and which had eluded the sharp eyes of all the best poiicc scouts for so leag.

Springing from the saddle, he took cover behind a dense clump of bush, and
mac{o & cautious survey of it from the cliff edge. co

Not a sign of a human being anywhere. Ho could see the old paddock rails,
now gradually rotting away, neglected, and the long, luxuriant grass—that was all.

., With eyes and ears alert, ho moved along the cliff cdgo to %re secrot path, the

(4 i . “

‘. .
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grey’s bridle over hig arm. In tho same fashion he made his way down into the
hollow, and crossed to the mouth of the eave which had scen the break-up of thie

ang.
B ngre ho off-saddled, and turned the grey loose to roam at will' It was already

growing dusk, and there was small fear of his being scen. : .

Kelly himeelf, with Jack at heel, vanished into the cave. This branched, after
a short distance, into two; the left-land portion, which had been the men's
gleeping quarters, ran inwards for akout fitty feet, and ended abruptly. The
r!ght-hang one led to o narrow door of strong iron plating, beyond which lay
Kelly’s old quarters. .

The door was rusting on its hinges. Kelly thrust it aside and entered, striking
o match. Not o vestigo of his once Juxurious surroundings remained. Beyond,
on the farther side, was yet another door, leading to an endless unexplored labyrinth
of caves beyohd. : . o

Kelly groped along the rocky wall with his hands till he came to a projecting
knob, unnoticeable to anyone unsuspicious of its presence. It yielded to his
touch, and he laughed softly. ) ' . e

“ What a thing it is to look ahead!. Fanoy my being energetic cnough to lay
by a store against a rainy day. And yet—well, I always did believe in preparing

for trouble. I have Rowan to thank for that—he’s dead and done for now, poor.

chap—~but he was a truculent rascal, always waiting for a chance to get the whip-
band ; and many is the night I'vo expected to have to barricade myself in horo
and keep my end up against the whole gang, though they never know it. Let's
sce what we've got. Candles! Good; they’re the fiest requisite.”

- Ho broke open a box, and lighted four of them, standing them on a slab of
rock. Next he pulled out a small square black tin box. In this lay o bundle of
. banknotes, some handful or so of looso sovereigng, and & photograph. ~The latter
.» lie looked at for a moment and quietly replaced. ’ . - .
“- ' Again he thrust his arm into the small cavity. .

“A box of cigars—Larranagas—the 6ld brand! Good! Sardines, potted
things, biscuits, and fixings; and, as 1 live, & dozen of claret—no, port, and not
half a bad wine, cither! Jack, my_.son, to-night we feast royally. You shall
have biscuits and pate de foie gras. I would offer you bones, my friend;-but bones
is ¢ off,” wherefore be content.” )

Jack wnggcd & stumpy tail and grinned sympathetically. Suddenly, however,
his manner began to bristle, and ho gave o low growl. i

Instantly Kelly wheeled round, dashed out the lights, thrust the notes into
his pocket, and whipped out his revolver, ) 5 :

Stealthily as a cat ho moved across tho cave to the entrance and peered out,

A patch of stecly bluo sky was still visiblo through the opening, and silhouctted

againat it at the top of the cliffi was tho solitary figure of 1 mounted trooper.

Another growl from Jack, Jouder this time and lercer, brought him darting .

back. He stooped low, peering through tho gloom, with set, tenso face and
revolver held ready. . :
Suddenly thero camo the clink of a pebble from the remoter sido of the cave,
ﬁpd for an instant he cought a glimpse of a dark, moving object advancing towards
im. ’ ‘ ’

He sprang forward, throwing out his arm as ho did so; ready to shoot on the rise. .

“ Hands up!” he cried sharply. * Hands up!” .

The words rang out tenso and clear; and Kelly, peering forward through the
rloom at the uncertain, shadowy figure, kept his finger crooked on tho trigger.
A totch and death was certain, for his marksmanship was beyond all question.

In the sccond’s hesitation which followed ho realised that tho report, if he fired,

s
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must inevitably reach the ears of the mounted trooper on tho cliff at the far side
of the roost; but the nearer risk was the more imminent. o was cornered,
and would take it, if necessary. ' '

“Hands up! Quick!™” . :

5 Another fraction of a sccond, and the heavy bullet would have gono crashing
ome. . ‘ e

The shadow threw its hands over its head with commendable nlacrity, and camo

& pace or two forward, y -

* Don’t shoot, old man,” said a laughing voice. *“You're too blessed accurato
to take any chances with. Upon my word, I was half-afraid you would snap
oft at mo without asking questions first; and, hang you, I still have o pain in
my arm when it rains from your last littlo effort ! ™ !

“Who are yout Who's that ?” asked Kelly hoarsely, lowering his weapon,

- .but still keeping on the alert. B : ’

The gloom and the memories of the placo were thick upon him. Not thirty
Ences away from where he stood he had scen man after man shot down, and he

imself had escapcd death a hundred times by a narrow margin. The least

superstitious of men as a rule, he felt his nerve momentarily shaken.

‘“Who are you ?" he repeated fiercely, * Speak, or by James I'll drill &
hole through you!” ‘ = - ;
. * Steady, -old man—steady!” cried the voice. ‘' Sinco you arc so blessed
touchy all of a sudden, permit me to introduce myself. Mr. Richard Mason, at
your service. I got your note.” .

“ Dick ! ” - '

Kelly’s tones roso almost to a shout.

‘ Quiet, you fool |’ came the answer, in a tense whisper. * Thero are a couplo

. of troopers on patrol on the far side of the hollow. If you ygl like that, they'll

hear you, and the game will bo up 1™~ . ,

4 Dliclian,gon 1" said Kelly, half to himself, as though dazed. * Here, let me

et a light ! .

B He h%rricdly relit the overturned candles, and, as their flames gradually flickered

up, ho saw Dick before him, broadencd out and bronzed from a year of healthy -

ranche life, . . : - -

‘I suppose I may lower my paws now ?  Deuced tiring this attitude ! " ho said

inning. 4 ’ A ’

Btf‘ Yoﬁ always were & bit of an ass, Dick. Drop ’em—hands that size would tire

nn{{m:m’s arms—and jam ’em in your pockots ; or, at least, if——" .

e pauscd. !

‘Tho other flushed slightly, and strode forward. . -t

“ Shake, old man!” saidy he. * Do you think I'd be hero'if I was going to act
the goat ? But for goodness’ suke keep quict! Here, wait till 1 shut that door.
One of those chaps rguy catch a glimpse of your illumination.” )

* Mason,” said Kelly, * you’re a brick; and—oh, hang it, what's tho uso of
talking ? I'm a convict, an outlaw, and all the rest, but I fancy wo can drop
explanations of that kind, And now, troopers or no troopers, let’s have o bit of
dinner. That port is pretty decent; I can't offer you anything else. You camo
across mo just as I was rummaging my private emergency cache, I stocked it in
tho old days, when I was always cxpeeting a mutiny in'the gang. Quaint sort of
life, that. ~ I fancy it was tho excitement pf it which tickled mo, It was rather
liké sitting on a powder-barrel, and using i as an ash-tray at the same time. You
never coufd tell when things would eventuate. I gucssed your mon would mias it
when they camo fooling round. Do you, know, Dick, if it hadn’t been for you,
Captain Kelly and his gang would still be living a lifo of ease and immoral comfort.
No, lad, I bear you no grudge; you only played the game, and played it fairly,

A

v B
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But without you there wasn’t cnough brains in the whols force to have dono the
trick. Try some of that foie gras—the biscuits are in the tin on your left—and now
tell mo how, in the name of all that’s impossible, you  happencd along here just
now ! ) : L

Dick Mason laughed. : . : :

“Well, it was this way. T got your note, and found the groy gone, - Then, of
courso, the news came buzzing and humming all over the place. *Sensational
escape!’ ‘ Daring outbreak by the notorious Caﬁtain Kelly ! and tho rest.of
it. I had a stroll round the paddock, and figured things out for myself. ;

‘““ Granted you had got clear away, of course, it was obvious enough you’d
break for here. It was the one reasonable move most llke}fv to baffle the pwlice,
becauso it was the last thing they’d expect you to risk. I guessed,that, in all

robability, when we had left off sweeping up here, we’d miss something. I wasn’t
Eere myself, you sec, to superintend,” he added, with a grave smile. * Naturally,
you’d want money, clothes, and things. By the way, you're a perfccbscarecrow
now, Where on carth you got that rig-out, I don't know. Kqually naturally, -
if you'd got anything left, yow'd be after it hereabouts, where it was casy to got at.

* I got on with my figuring so far, and had already made up my mind to light’
out—by the way, I rode Czsar, your old second horse—when up came a couplo of

troopors, brim full of your escape, and asked me to ride with them.

“ I refused poiift-blank, and told them 1 had left the force, and didn’t intend to
worry myself about their busincss. ‘o

*“ But one of them had a spark of common.sensc,and argued that thoy were sure
that tho best place to look for you was at the Roost. Woell, as you may guess, that

fairly bothered mo—for my ideas wero very much the same suit—so I thought
* tho best thing was to drop in with their ideas, and, if possible, wado in ahead of
them. As an ex-gommissioned officer, of course, I took command, and they will
ohoy me implicitly, But fair play is fair play all the world over, old man, I'd:.
hatoe to see you collared again ; that’s why I'm here.  But, nt the same time, you |
must bo off. Vamoose—~savvy! . And I can’tlet those chaps up yonder kick their
hoels for ever. - ‘ ' :

“ I’ve got & kitbag here with some odds and ends, in case you nced ’em ; and then,
m{%' {riend, take a fricnd’s advice, and clear out to a new country. I’m.decently
off, with prospects of more to come; so if it's a question of dollars, take what you .
want—as a loan, if you won’t have it any other way. And, say, old man, 1 bate '
to preach, but why not try a turn on tho straight 7 ,  w

* ])ic):, f"ou’re arenl good sort,”’ said Kelly ; * and, betwixt you and me and the
gatepost,
and try & turn at the goldfields. As you rightly guessed, I've my own little private ~
hank here, s0 I won't have any use for money ; %ut» this kit is the very deuce; snd
. I'll accept what you have brought gratefully cnough. 1t may sound faddish, but,
do you know, 1 never feel myself unless I’ve got a respectably cut cutfit on. Your.
gaiters, by the way, old man, are abominable, though one shouldn’t look a gift.
horse in the mouth., - L .

* Now, turn to and feed, whilét I chdnge; then wo'll discuss.: First of all, .
however, allow me tointroduce you. '"Thisis my friend Jacko. Irefer to the gentle-
men in the wiry and rather mud-bespattered whito coat. Jacko—Mr, Dick’
Mason. And oblige mo by not gnawing pieces out of his boots.” T

Kelly began hwriedly changing, whilst Dick made a very welcome meal, and
threw an occasional titbit to the pup, who eyed him in friendly fashion, 5 :

As soon as Kelly was through, he also seated himself, looking much more Jike
the Captain Kelly of old days, in his brecches and gaiters, and a respectably cut

“coat. He fell to ravenously, for he bad been hours in the saddle without food.

_Afterwards each man poured himsclf out a tumbler of tho deep red wino and lig
up & cigar,

ve had it at the back of my head for some time to light out from here -
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- . “Time presses,” said Dick apprehensively. * Those fellows on patrol up above
will be getting restless.” : ; .
Kelly waved his cigar, - ,

¢ Alri'ight; L'l be off soon. But when a man has lived for months on Gevern-
ment fare, you must allow him a little relaxation. I've made u? my mind—I and
friend Jacko here and the grey are to vanish.' I shall bo off within the hour, and

cut clear away for the diggings. 1've got a bit of capital in & small way, saved out’

of the.wreck.,  1'll buy up & claim, or do a bit of prospecting on my own, and work
the show myself."’ : @ STyt N ‘ ' 4 i
* What about the police ?*’ . :
" “The police! My dear Dick, du remember that I have braine. The polico
will have valuable clues. They will follow me up with assiduity and blundering
earnestness—and they won't find me.” But a certdin Mr. Viner of my acquaint-
ance, fresh out from England, with a small sum of ready-money and an entire
ignorance of everything Colonial, * dontcherknow,’ will appear at the diggings.'”
“Dick laughed, W :
. Y Woell, then, as soon as Mr. Viner is comfortably established, 1 think I'll como
and look him up. 1’vo always had rather o hankering to have a month or so at
the mines, just to see what the life is like, and—" :
e stopped dead, for the small terrier had suddenly started up, every hair erect

and brist inF, and was gréwling softly and expoctantly.
: \e

". + Tho terrier reluctantly obeyed, munbling intermittently to himself,

Dick reached out a hand and dashed out the candles neareat -him, Kél]y did tho
same, and the pair of them wero left listening in tho darkness, o e
*** Here, hoy—hero! '* whispered Kelly. ' Lio downt™ ° .-

Aih', something was moving in the outer cave beyond the door ! Footsteps
again !’ . . ) =

“ Dick loant forward and whispered s+ - : .
**1t’s one of those infernal froopers! He's disoboyed orders, and come to do o
bit of exploring on his own account, instend of remaining up above. 1 he finds tho
door we're done.  What's the best move ¢ ) .
The footsteps drew nearcr.

H

' “Tven if ho misses the door, he's bound to catch right of ‘the grey in the home

yaddock. 1f I wero alone of course, I—— Dick, lad, it never occurred to me—
you must bo off.at once. It would never do for you to bo scen with me by that
man. Quick, off with you, and leave me to take my chanco! Quick, Isay! Ho
may blunder in any sccond now. Go to the caves at tho back ; you know tho way.
Later you can come out and play the injured searcher." ' '

* Dick frowned, nodded, grasped Kelly’s hand, and vanished eilently into the dark-

ness beyond, where a narrow opening led to a'serics of caves stretching for miles,

Kelly, too, could have gone, but the things strewn on the floor and his horso

would Inevitably have betrayed his whereabouts, and the troopers bad only to wait

o

. at the entrance and starve him oudt . k

The footsteps drew nearer still.  Kelly finished his wine, hid Dick’s kithbag under

' pile of rubbish in a corner, closed his sccret cache, and waited for thorush, revélver
in hand, The cigar-smoke alone, he reflected, was hound to tell its tale to oven the

most: obtuse trooper; wherefore, instead of throwing his away, as he had been
inclined to do at first, ho kept tho butt of it between his teeth, and puffed

 luxuriously.

Thero came a stumblo and a muttered' curse, and the fellow blundered againat
the small iron door. i ) o '

Kelly, cool as ever, darted forward, relighted one of the fallen candles, and placed

it in such a manner that the glare would fall full in the new-comer’s eyes. '

- A clang of metal, and the door swung back. Tho trooper entered, with  gagp of

astonishment. and o carbing held at therendy. *What ho saw, in placo of thorough.

¢

)
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' weather-stained, travel-worn convict he expected, was a smooth-shaven, sleck-.
‘haired’ gentleman, in immaculate riding-kit, cigar in mouth, one glass in eye,
inspecting a glass of wine, which he held to the light betwixt the forefinger and -
thumb of his left hand. In his right—though this the trooper did not see—was a
long-barrelled revolver. )

““Well, I'm bleesed ! ** said the trooper, keeping tho earbine ready. o

“ Possibly, my friend—possibly,” retorted Kelly. *“1 hope the process isn't -
tpainful. But, at the samo time, 1 should Jike to know what you are doing hero
with that very formidable-looking wedpon.” : .

The trooper stared. . )

“Who the deuce are you, anyway 1’ ' '

“1, my man, am a—what I might call a prospector. I search for gold. Tam
told that there is gold in these Rills and cliffs, and the formation is most interesting.”’

Kelly was talking lightly and at random, with the sole object of gaining time, and
so save Dick Mason from becoming involved. .

The trooper eyed him doubtfully and sullenly. + He had never seen Kelly, but
‘he had seen pictures of him, and he wag eyeing him, comparing the features. He
{;itclltwd forward the carbine a little, and t{ere was a click as the hammer pressed

ack. .

“ Progpector or no prospector, you’ll come along with me, my buck ! You're too
much like Ned Kelly, if I'm any judge, for it to be healthy for you to be wandering
here alone. -So como on out of it sharp, now. We'vea longrideahcad of us. D’ye
hear me 1”° ) g :

“ My good man,” drawled Kelly, *“ not being deaf, I naturally hear you. But
let mo observe two things—first, that your manners are abominable s secondly,
talking of health, I should put away that carbine of yoprs. 1object to it.”

* Oh, that's your tone, is it ? said the trooper. “ Up you get off that box.
Sharp, now, and Il keep you covered till I call my mate to run over you!” . .

& kIy"mnn "—the words rang sharp and haid—"“put down that carbine—

uick ! - o et
2 The trooper swung up his weapon, either as a threat or meaning to firc; but he
did not realise that ho was in the presence of the quickest shot in all Australia. )

Before it has half-way to his shoulder—even as he swung it round from off his .
arm—Kelly’s hand shot forward, and the revolver spoke three times in quick
succession. 0 . : 2 . .

- The first shot caught the lock just above the man’s trigger-finger and wrecked jt.. -

The next two caught the barrel and woodwork, jerking it'this way and thaf, and*
sending splinters flying in all directions. The carbine was no more than a shattered*

‘grock, and tho man dropped it at his feet, dazed and confused, shaking his tingling
‘fingers, - , ; :

‘g(“}eo-whiz 1" said the trooper, in almost ludicrous dismay.

“ Put your hands up, and back ageinst the wall yonder.” said Kelly curtly.
“ My friend, 1 gave you warning. Now I will teach you a littlo lesson in manners.
miil 'tpe proper way of addressing your superiors. If you value your life, stand
still 1"’ : e , j

The trooper—who. to do him justice, was no coward—braced himeelf agninst
thz‘r walll. !wnh splayed hands and hard-stdring eyes, and took a deep breath.

” b v

a
The wind of the bullet fanned his ri,}ht ear, and splintered the rcck just behind it.
. Cﬂ::ik t again; and this time his left ear was grazed o closo that the skin fnixly
urned.

Ceack ! onee mare. Something vippled along the top of his scalp, and a few hairs
iti\me tumbling over his face, as Kelly laid the smoking revolver on the.case beside

m ¥
The man’s mouth was open in eheer amazement, Never in his lifc before had he
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; : . <
seen such skill. Kelly seemed to take no further notice of -him. Gradually the
smazement gave place to a cunning leer. The revolver was empty, and almost out

" of Kelly’sreach. ~ His own carbine was a wreck. ~ But he was a powerful man, broad

¢f shoulder and lean of flank, 1f onco he could izet to hand-grips ! Hoslid forward
afoot. Kelly remained motionless, scemingly lost it thought. '

The other K)ot slid forward. He had gained o yard. Two more strides, and he
would be within springing distance. o :

" Again the foot moved, and Kelly turned on him in a flash. ', ’

‘1 havo another gun !’ he snu%ped aigniﬁcnntlg'. ; o ‘

And the man collapsed and fell back, Hoe was brave—ho waa doing his duty~
but to go on in face of certain death was absurd, and the masterful man opposite
cowed ﬁim in spite of himself. -

Still Kelly seemed lost in thought, and again a leer spread over the trooper’s
face. - Those shots—they must have been heard, and even now probably his mato
was hurrying to his assistance, And there was Mason, too—where was he all this
time ? -

Kelly seemed to guess what was going on in his brain, for, reaching over, he

rasped the empty revolver, and began roloading it in a leisurely fashion, When
ﬁe had finished, he spoke in his usual drawling tones :

“If anyone comes to your assistanco I shall be compelled to shoot to better

/purpose. I use either hand.” >

The trooper shifted uncasily, and aﬁuin hopo sprang up in his henrt, for behind
him, further down the passage, ho had caught the sound of footfalls creeping
closer and closer. ; v

Slowly, stealthily, they came on. He could picture to himself his mate creoping
forward with rifle at the ready, peering anxiously through the darkness, moving
as o man moves when he knows there is danger ahead, and cannot tell at what
gecond or from what direction to expoet it.

He waited with tingling, jumping pulses. . A few yards nearcr, and then he .

would risk it—a quick shout, and & drop to avoid tho coming bullet. -
Closer, closer yet ; and then he took a deep bréath, and braced himself for the
crisis. 1t was a brave action boyond all doubt.

Hoe glanced once more at Kelly, with something between a suppressed sob and-

an oath, He didn’t expect to live through the next fivo scconds: ~ Then ho raised
his voice in a shout :.  Hore, Roberts—hero! Lookout! Ie’s waiting for you!”
and dropped on the words, : .

Kelly sprang to his feet, and a heavy carbine bullet came whizzing and droning
throug! t‘;e air close to his head. Ho raised his arm. Ho had no wish to shoot
cither man. . ;

His finger hung roluctantly on the trigger. There was o quiok rush of feot
behind him, and he was seized in a grip of stecl.

s Tmpped 1" cried a voice ; and then o whisper in his car: ¢ Keep quict, you
fool ; it’s the only chance!” . . .

In an instant Kelly took in the situation. It was Dick Mason's voico. * But
ho struggled like a wild-cat, as tho two troopers flung themselves at him, and finally
secured him., ' -

“ Neatly done, Mr. Mason!” panted the last-comer—'* neatly dono! INwas
wondering what had become of you. Fanc{l your getting round and taking him
in the rear like that ! I rather guess we both owe you our lives.”

Dick laughed. . ’ : . %

“ Not bad, waa it, Roberts t But, you see, I know more about tho rabbit-
warren than most people; and also I know that there’s a poor chance for any
man to take Ned Kelly end live—so long as Kelly knows he’s coming. So this
is the socond timo wo meet here.” '

Ho spoke to Kelly in the cold, formal tones of an officer.

\
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A faint smile flickered across Kelly's face—almost imperceptible, but Dick
faw it. : . g z ' :

" “The fartune of war is with you,” he replied. ** But for your interference, a3
myb worthy (flriend there says, he would probably be on the road to heaven by now.”
ick nodded. o ‘ ’ )

* Bind his hangds, Roberts. I'll see to the things here ; and you *—to. the other
trooper—'* go atid round up that grey horse I saw awhile back in the paddoock.
We shall need another mount. And then we must be hurrying back to Benalla,
if we want to make it before the dawn.” - - . )
" The men obeyed his orders at the jump, and soon Kelly and Dick were lefq
alone momentarily. - Ak Co _ : -

“ What's the gome, Dick 7" whispered Kelly. o : :

“It’a the only way, old man. I saw the fix you were in,’and you can’t run
straight by shooting a trooper ; it would double the hue and cry after you. That’s
why 1 stepped {n. “I'm unofficial, so can do pretty well what I please, and no one
can haul me over the coals if you get away later. Vi

* Qhey all the orders I give, and when wo off-sa
chance. Hoad straight for tho Burra-Burra as soon as you're free, and leave a
message for me there. I'll got you such a start they’ll never catclt you ! ”

Kelly, his ands bound behind his back, allowed himself to bo led quistly along.
Dick carefully refrained from any further speech with him—in fact, stndiously
avoided him—giving orders with set formality. It was by his instructions that
one of the trooz)ers mounted the grey, and ;f{laced Kelly on a slower troop-horso
hetween himself and his comrade, whilst Dick rode ahead by himself, He smiled
o little a8 he rode, quite satisfied that his was the one fcasible solution of tho
dilomma in which the policeman’s zeal had placed them,

%

He was responsible to no one dircctly for his actions ; ho fully intended to Jet o

‘Kelly get freo, with a fair start and g chanco to run straight, rather than hahd
him over to the authorities ; and he also wished to shiold the policeman from any

blame in the matter. So far all had gono excellently woll 3 but it was o deligpte *

affair to handle, and he wanted time to think. A

Obviously, the first thing to do was to keep the troopers from being suspicious.
His action-in personally arresting Kelly told largely in his favour; besides, his
past record stood him in good stead. 'The next, to engineer the actual escape £o

ddle later on I'fl see you get your '

«

that it should seem & natural sequence of events, and this was the harder problem. -

Already the chill, dark hours beforo the dawn were on them, and that which
was to bo dope wmust be done quickly or not at all, .
After covering another five miles he called a halt. N
“ We'd botter ease up for an hour or.so liers,” he said curtly.. * Off-saddld,
and tuen the horses loose ; there’s a long rido bofore us, and the ground just ahead
is very rough. Weodon't want to risk laming ono of the animals. ~ You, Ned Kelly,

keep alongside mo, Tdon’t want to make patters rougher for you than I can help ;-
but there’s & gun in my holster this minute, and I shall use it on the first sign

of any monkey tricks, so remember. Roberts, you take first watch, will you
I'll volieve you in half an hour's time.” .

The trooper nodded, and, with his carbine over his arm, took up his station. -

Ho was ag alert as ho could be, but unsuspicious, and ho had spent many long
hours in the saddle. ;

g

His mate, glad of a rospite, curled himself up, with his rifle besido him, and dozed

off instantly, ™

Kelly throw himself down, as bidden, closo beside Dick; and thé Liorses, after

a roll to refresh themselves, arppped luxuriously at the grass. :

Dick waited, shamming sleefy..  Five minutes—ten—passed, and then the wateh-

ing trooper hegan tonod. Hg wasn't asleop, but he was in u sort of waking
dreamland of his own, and his thsughts wero far awav. - s

A
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. Very slowly and cautiously Dick drow a casc-knife from his belt, and slid out
sn arm.  Kelly. watchful and quick to understand, rolled half over on to his s'de,
turning his back to Dick. . '

A quick slash and his hands were free.  Then he rolled back to his former position,
Lis arms beneath him. .

Dick slid a spare revolver, the one taken from Kelly in tho cave, across to its
rLght‘f{ul owner, who promptly grabbed it, with an slmost inaudible ejaculation of
thanks. . . e, T e ’

Next ho took the'sleeping trooper’s carbine, and gavo it a jerk which sent it
slithering into a tangled grass tussock, from which it would mean the work of
precious seconds to extract it, - * ~ oL B

Then, raising himself slightly on one elbow, he whispered to his prisoner:

“ Butra-Burra ; take the gro{; I'll look after tho rest. Leave word, and bo
ready to jump for it when I cough.” . o . ;

A faint ¢ Thanks, old man,” barely reached him.

Dick sat up, stretched himsolf lazily, and yu.wncd: :

* Roberts,” he said drowsily—** Roberts 1’

*Yes, sir 1 e .

* Rolieve guard. ' I'll take your speﬂ now. Get what rest you can; I can’t
give you moro than half an hour.” : : '

The trooper, nothing loth, flung himaclf down, and soon dozed off in stern carncat.
But he was a careful man, and thero wero rewards and promotion in the air, whero-
fore he slept with a hand on the stock of his weapon. .

Also, he was keen on his profession, and slopt as a dog sleops, with ready cye and
car. Dick hesitated. - A lucky chanco shot, and the whole schemo might casily
beconioe a fiasco or a tragedy. : . 4 g :

Progently, however, he evolved a plan, and acted on it. e gave Kelly a pro-
nionitory touch with his foot, then coughed.

In a flash Kelly was on his legs and half-way to the grey. A low whiatle, and the

great horse raised his head and came trotting forward, his bridle hanging loose,

Roberts tho trooper woko with an oath al the sound, and Dick, with a bload.

- curdling yell, half entirely imaginary pain, half surprise, leapt to his feet, caught -
-, an anklo in a thick, grassy hummock, and fell, with nico calculation, right across
" the trooper’s carbine. ; )

_ Roberts tugged. Dick lay as ono stunned, his further hand clutching °
the barrel tightly to prevent mishaps. Given ten seconds, and Kelly once on tho
groy, saddle or no saddle, theré was no ma in all Australia who could catch him.
Meanwhile, the second trooper, aroused by the uproar, was groping frantically for
- tho carbine which should have been beside him. ‘
© % After him, you fools ! yelled. Dick, rccovering his voice. ‘* Why don't you
- fire, you dolts! He’s off 1 " '

Kelly had loapt on the grey’s back, another whistle, a dim streak of white, and
the wire-haired pup was aftor him. ; . E st

Dick staggered to his feet, with an artistic groan. * .

‘ Quick, men—quick ! I'm wounded!” And larched towards Camsar..

Roberts, full of zeal, was already scrambling on to his heavy troop-horse, his
mate grabbing for the bridle of his and wrenching his carbine free,

It came out with the final tug, and ho levelled it at tho fast vanishing figure,
Swift as lightning Dick druggedghimself and Cosar across the line of fire, and tho
{ellow threw up the rifle. ae . .

‘* Clear out, sir ; clear out, for my sake ! ”” he cried, . o

“ Fére, you idiot ! ”* yelled Dick, and dodged aside too late by holf ‘n dozen
seconds. _ . . : : .

Roberts was mounted by now, and giving chase. Dick sprang on to Crosar's
back with a grip of the mane and o clean vault, saud they were off helter-skolter,

v
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Roberts had a lead of half a dozen lengths, going for all he was worth; but
Cwmsar pressed to cover five lengths to the other’s four, and the grey was the best
horso in tho country.” : : i

A quick burst, and Dick overhauled his man—a wrench at the curb, and the
two horses cannoned violently. Ceesar stng%ered. stumbled heavily, nearly unscat.
ing Dick, and recovered ; but his powerful shoulder had caught the troop-horse
fair n‘:ul square, and sent him o floundering sprawl, from which no recovery was
possible, ¢ - '

E Down he went with a crash, pitching the trooper clear. Dick yclled something
inarticulate, and shot past him as though continuing the chase. Kelly, as a matter
of fact, was now far out of sight, heading for Burra-Burra; but Dick, to mako
matters doubly sure, swung off the line for the caves in a gradual, ever-widening
curve, till at last he was pursuing a course very nearly at right-angles to Kelly's
real direction. ‘ : .

- The other trooper, having by now come up, and Roberts having regained his horse,
as was only natural, they followed up Dick, whom they could hear riding ahcad of

_them through the darkness. X

As tho castern sky began to lighten, Dick throw up his hand as a signal to halt.

¢ It’s no good, men,” io said.  ** With Kelly once staried on the grey, we didn’t
stand a chance. We must be off the track, besides. We'd better be getting
back to camp, and pick up our saddles and kit.” .

And so it came about that, some hours later, threce very solemn-looking ‘and
downcast men rode into Benalla high-street to make a report of their doings.

Dick himself went to sec the commissioner and Captain Wyatt, and gave
an account of the occurrence. ' , L

Officially, Captain Wyatt was vexed, annoyed, and generally upseét by. the
distressing circumstance, whilst attaching no blame to anyone; but, on risitig’
to bid Dick good-bye, one could almost have sworn that his left eyelid lowere
for a fraction of a second. Of course, officialg don’t wink; but stille—-" )

Curionsl enough, too, when Dick reached home, and told Mr. Trevelyan,
the latter {istonc to him gravely till he had finished.

“ You must have lost some of your old quickness, lad,” he said, with a quiet
amile. And then, as their eyes met: “ Did he take your kitbag with him in
the hurry? I see youw've left it somewhere,” : .

Whercupon they both were compelled ta laugh, and in the future the
subject was evaded. ' S . g

4,
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Three days later Kelly, under the Eseudon m of Captain Vyner, wag seated
in a first-class compartment of the Lastern {lailway, being hurried along to
the terminus, which was at that date some forty miles from the centre of the
mining district. . . § e E 5 .

- o was dressed in the height of fashion as a'British sportsman, fresh out
from home—immaculate breeches and gaiters, chieck tweeds, o sleck, well-
mpmed'head, carefully-trimmed moustache, n big cigar, and an oyeglass;
esido him, a litter of sporting papers, gun-cases and a dressing-bag, all
conspicuously new, and all bearing a steamship label. Curled up on the seat
was the terrier pup Jack, and in a special van behind was the famous grey
horse. Opposite to him, also enjoying a cigar, was no less a person than the
sub-commissioner of the district, conversing animatedly with the * new chum,”
For Kelly, with his rather languid drawl, his conspicuous newness, and lis
guileless interest in his surroundings, was o typical Britisher. The sub-com-
missioner—Ilayes by name—was absolutely unsuspicious. He was travelling
up to the mines to settle some disputed cluims, and to enforce law and ordet.

* Deuced tough crowd we've got there, Captain Vyuer,” said e, .“Itell you

.
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they need o tight hand ; nud, by gad, sir, they'll find they’ve got somothing to
* kick against when I arrive! T'll soon show them their places and rub order into
. them.  This new certificate system is causing a hoap of trouble, aund the reports
show ten or a dozen murders a week, But that's not the worst by & long clm-lk.
This i3 in confidence, of course; but I've ];rivnte information that a blackguard
called Kelly, an ex-convict, who escaped from Molbourne a short time ago, is
hending for the mines, and likely to give trouble.” : 3

The pseudo Captain Vyner took a long pull at his cigar, . .

“ Er—Kelly ? “D’you mean the bushranger feller who—er—was talked about
such a lot~—desperate sort of chap ! _Eh—what t” )

. Commissioner Hayes frowned, and nodded savagely. . _

* Desperate sort of blackguard 1™ ho said, scowling, * If I'd had the hafdling -
of that aflair, it would have been a very different story, I can tell you! I'd havo

" shot the brute out of hand, and ended the matter. I'vo no patience with all
this sentimental rot.  Give me thé good old days when, if n man gave troublo,
he was strung up to the triangles and lashed into sensel”™ - - .

‘ Kr—quite so. Bit hard on the brutes, though—ch ?” <

“ Now, sce here, Captain Vyner, don’t you go getting that sort of rubbish into

our head. You're fresh out from home, and you don't understand. Moen
iko this Kelly are born wrong ’uns — coarse, treacherous brutes — fellows
who'll stick at nothing—cut your throat or sneak your purse as soon as look at

ou! You'll see how I deal with that kind protty soon, [ can tell you; and if ¥
ay hands on Kelly himself, I'll string him ulp before the whole camp, and give him
- hundred lashes—as a warning and example—and then hang him out of ximml ik

Captain Vyner, otherwise Kelly, smoked on imperturbably ; but, if the commis.

sioner had boen less heated or more observant, he would have scen & light in tho
shrowd black eyes which should have warned him.
" Kelly knew the man well—a notoribus blusterer and bully, who had for & short
timo been connected with Melbourno Gaol. A coarse brute of a man, who alter.
nately cringed to his superiors and was harsh and unjust to his inferiors—a
trucilent swaggerer, about whom moro than one ugly story was afloat..

“Ho was glad enough to toady the pscudo Captain Vyner, whom he took to bo
a man of position and influence from the home country; for he was a shrowd
scoundrel in his way, with a keen eyo for tho main chance. Captain Viner's .
credentials, which he had been allowed to get a glimpse of, wero unimpeachable,
and he realised that a good word from such a man mﬁht meayy much in the way
of preferment, if spoken opportuncly st Government House. )

Apart from his brutality, he had two notorious vices—the man was an insatinble
gambler, and over-fond of the brandy-bottlo.

Kelly, though outwardly imperturbablo as ever, was longing to teach the man
o lesson ; also ho suspected him of heing a coward. ) ) 3

The train ploughed along through the endless wasto of scrub -ahd acrid lawd,.
and conversation lnnguishoﬁ. e R : e

" Kelly yawned two or threo times, ostontatlously opened his silver-mounted”
dressing-bag, and rummaged for a book to pass the time away, In the courso of
rummaging, it chanced that o silver box of playing.cards, with consplcuous crest,
and monogram, fell open, and one’or two cards dropped on to the floor of the
carriage. | . . o

Commissioner Hayes eyed them grecdily, s e

“ By gad, siv, the very thing}” said he, stooping to pick ono up.  ** Why not
have a‘game to pass the time 7 What do you suy to a littlo cearto "

Tho pseudo Captain Vyner yawned again . L P

“ As you please,” ho drawled languidly, “It's deuced dull, as you say=oh
whet 1" And he produced the box, : ‘ : :

. s B : : S L
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In the twinkling of an eyo the commissioner had grabbed the cards with feverish

fingers, and arranged a makeshift table out of a spare cushion.

Now, ocarte is, above all others,.a game of skill and. finesse, requiring a-cool
head, and Kelly was a notoriously lucky and skilful player: )

The game began, and Hayes, fancying he had o raw hand to deal with, suggested
rather high stakes. Captain Vyner nodded a languid assent. ;

* Anything you like. ~ We generally doublo those points at White’s,” he drawled,
and produced a fat and well-filled pocket-book. o

"The sight was too much for Hayes’s prudence. .

* Let’s double ’em, then. I'm game!” : '

Captain Vyner nodded once more, and play began. . . - )
. At first the luck ran entirely in the commissioner’s favour. "His beady eyoes
glittered with greed and avarice, and his red faco became still more flushed snd
swollen. Hero was s pigeon to be plucked—a rich pigeon—and the plucking
was in his own hands. . ; \ -

* Double you again ! the ¢ommissioner said, with ill-suppressed excitement.

-Captain Vyner nodded,

“ Make it moro excitin’—eh, what? Very well” . ° .

And he added a pile of notes to those already on the table. , ‘

Again the commissioner won, and his vulgar jubilation knew no bounds,
Presently, however, the luck changed. Captain Vyner played with scrupulous
fairness—languidly, .nonchalantly—yet he won, and again and again, ' Tickle -
Dame Fortune scomed suddenly to have changed her mind, and the pile before
the commissioner grew quickly and beautifully less. .

And as the pile diminished, so did the commissioner’s burly form shrink and ,

~dwindle, Ina way—though this neither playor knew at the time—the game

" 1t contained Government notes far over two thousand pounds,

T

was synibolical of that greater game, the game of lifo, which was to be fought out :
between thom in the near future. Here the stakes were a pile of crisp banknotes *
or yellow sovercigns ; - there, in the game to come, the wager was one of life or
death—not their's alone, but other men’s as well.
Kelly, or Vyner, played on with the same bored air of indifforence ; yét, for:
al] his seeming carclessness, he was on the alert, cool and wakeful. Twice, when:
tlfe stakes, already high beyond the ordinary, were raised yet further, he detected
& suspicious movemont of finger-and thumb on the part of the commissioner ;}
and once, when the score for the game stood at three all, the commissioner's sleove:
rubbed heavily across the marker, and he increased his score by a whole point.: v
Yet Kelly said nothing, pretending not to notice, and, relying solely on-his?
skill and superior play, came off 4 winner again, though barely, and the pile.of+
monay before Hayes was reduced to a handful of notes and a fow loose coins, *,:f
‘Then the languid Captain Vyner roused himself, =~ - o
“T will play you the next game for all the money before you on the table,}?
he said curtly. . C ok
Hayes was a oautious man, but he had the true gambler's weaknoss, 5.
** Yos,” he gasped thickly, the veins on his forehead swelling with excitoment.
Tho stake was made, the game played, and the commissioner lost again, -
His face went ashen colour. He had lost not only. all his own money, but:
substantial amount of Government funds as well, } .
Cn.;{‘tain Vyner yawned.. ¥
. " Shall wo go on ?” he drawled. - . . T
Hayes burst into a rage. « : . :
*Go on!" he almost shouted. * Of course’we’ll go on! Do you think I'm;
going to stop at a—a triflo liko that ? See here!” '
He pulled out & flat black pocket-book, and threw it violently on the ta.ble.g

i
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Kelly’s oyes gleamed for a socond. The man, his sworn enemy, was delivering

‘himself step by step into his hands.

Again they played, and again tho official lost—moncy which was not his,  but
his omployers’ ; again and again, until onco more the tablo on his side wgs swept

‘bave, Kelly had made about six thousand pounds, in addition to his own money

back.

The commissionor glowered at him. ' :

“ You've & flask in your bag,’ he said huskily. “T—I'vo lost heavily, but
T’ll go on. Oh, yes, I'll go on, if you don't mind my having & drink flrst 1
. Kelly handed him the flask.” . ‘ »

*“ As you please,” he drawled. * I never drink myself when playing.”

Hayes took a long gulp. o :

*“Go onl” he cried.

Kelly paused, and lay down the cards. : : :

* Excuse me—er-~stupid sort of thing to say, but you've no stdke on the table.” -

Hayes gasped. . ’ : )

** ’m cleaned out,” he said hoarsoly—** cleaned out till I can get to my quarters,
T'll give you notes-of-hand, of course. * Deal, man—deal; we'ro wasting time !’
" Captain Vynor—or Kelly, which you please—laid n forofinger on the pack.

* Excuse me,” he said quietly ; * but, excopt among friends, I never p{ny unless
fur ready-money. Saves bother, y’know—el, what 1> ., )

And he fixed the commissioner. with his eyeglass,

* Heavens and earth! You don't mean you're going to back out ? I must
Linve my revenge, I tell you—I must have it1” 'The fellow’s voice roso almost |
to a scream. . ** I—I—it’s necessary, captain, I assure you. I—— 'The fact is,

' this heavy loss will put me in a predicament—yes, it's & predicament, I—I can’t

I _orrive, and can get into touch with my. bankers, T shall——

afford to lose so much!”

Captain Vynor waved his hand. Somehow, a strange transformation scomed to

" have taken place in him. He was still slow and deli erate as over, but whén he

spoko it was with a certain air of authority. ‘

“ Major Hayes,” he said quictly, and tﬁ,cre was an unexpected air of grimnesg
underlying ‘tho tone—‘‘ Major Haycs, you have been playing against mo with
money which is not.your own, and you have lost it. Now—er—at home in thp

“old country we—er—call that sort of thing by rather an ugly name; and, if you -

put it in plain words, I refuse to go on playing with you unless iou caft match my -
stako.on tho table, money down. But, since this money, which you have no
right.to, has been Jost, 1 ma,,(\;, on certain conditions, give iyou o chanco of winning
it'back. First tell me for what reason you were entrusted with it.”

"The commissioner stammered and blustered over the nccusation, but in the
end, grown desperate at the other’s cool demeanour, he owned up. .
* “'Well, sit, since you press me, and as hotween gentlemen, I have, in fact,
temporaril borrowe&, a sum entrusted to mo for the running down of that samo
blackguardly scoundrel Kelly we were talking oft Of courso, the moment I

* Quite so—quite 80,” interposed Vyner blandly. * No'nced to say any more,
] P y .

.~ Now, I'll give you this chance. I hold here close on six thousand pounds of your

money, in addition to four thousand of my own, making roughly ten thousand

-in all,  Now, I'll tell you what I'll do. Wo always scttlo theso little matters at

White’s by a sporting gamble to save unpleasantnese.. 'l take four to two in
thousands that we meet this—er—Kelly man beforec we leave the—er—railway ;
and a level six thousand you don't cateh him the first time {ou come face to face;
or, if you like, I'll waive the odds, and lay you the ten thousand I've got hers
that you meet Kelly, and aro afraid to face him before our train reaches railway
head. If I lose, I hand you the ton thousand. 1If I win, yqu give me a signed

uote for your further debt——eh, what " . oo

.“
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Major Hayes’s faco grow clammy with perspiration. The odds were all in his
favour, but the sum involved was enormous. Moreover, something ulpout his
opponent—his absolute coolness, his guiet, drawling manner—affected him most

-unpleasantly. In the end he consented, half reluctantly, half eagerly.
aptain %yn

er produced a.silver-mounted betting-book, in which the wager -

was (Fuly entered, and signed by both, : .

"At eight o’clock the train halted for an hour at a wayside station to enablo
the-travellers to dine; at ten, Captain Vyner retired to his own compartment
to rest. : . :

He was curled up comfortably in blankets in his bunk. All'around lay a lit-

tered confusion of toilet articles, and, conspicuous above all, in the open dressing-

case on the opposite seat, lay a small despatch-box, & leather-covered affair,-con-
taining tlie notes which he had won that day at play and his own four thousand.
. The lamp was turned low—so low that there was barely light to distinguish
. things by.  And Captain Vyner, to all appearances, slept the sleep of the just,
for he snored atrociously. . :

A little silver clock marked the hour at half-past seven, and the partition .

door between his compartment and the next gave a slight creak. . :
Captain Vyner, still snoring vigorously, opened one bright eye, and slipped a
hand bencath the pillows till it gripped a revolver. ) o .
The door creaked again, more.loudly, and slid back a little in its groove, and
the red face of Sub-Commissioner Hayes appearcd in the opening. . Very
cautiously he wormed his way through the narrow gdp, and stood gazing down at
the eleeping figure. :
‘Then he ventured a step forward, and pegred round him, trying to get accus.
tomed to the semi-darkness, . B :
Another step; and a dull glint showed that he carried a weapon half concealed
by his right sleevo—n stout-bladed knife. :

Ho was close to the slceper now, and, bending down, he listened to the doq‘), -

regular breathing. As he stoopdd there was a convulsive movemont amongst

* the blankets, and, though he was blissfully unaware of the fact, a revolver was -

vcovering him from bencath the pillow. : .

‘He stood up again, and waited uncertainly, The breathing still went on un- -

interrupte’dlly. ith & quick, silent movement, he whecled, and his eyo lighted
on the small despatch-box. In a twinkling the heavy-bladed knife was out of his
sleeve'and the point inserted under the lid just by the lock; a wrench, a faint,
mufled snap, and the flimsy affair was wrenched open. His large, red fist shot

" out and grabbed the notes, A glance sufficed to show him thet they were what

he nceded. Ten scconds later tho carriage ‘was empty of all savo tho sleeping
man, and the partition-door slid to,” Then silenco, ey

Half-past two—n baro threo hours to dawn, six to the journey’s end, and Com.

missioner Major Hayes tossed foverishly on his couch, and turned over with his
faco to the wall, hoping for sleop, A ) .
Agnin he tossed and turmned, staring with wide-open, vacant eyes at tho opposito

seat, rubbedhis cyes, stared again, and snatched for the heavy Servico revolver .-

which dzmﬁled in the belt overhead.
For in t

and watchful.
** What the blazeew" began Major Hayes, tugging at his holster. :

5 s lL"’e still}” gaid o low, stern voice. * Lio still, or I'll put & bullet through

cou i ‘ .
Something about the clear-cut, quict toncs, and the dull, black mask which

ocovered the speakgr’s face, stiuck a noto of terror in tho bully’s hoart, i
*Who aro you ?” he muttered, dropping his hand, - =

o dark shadows of the far corner-was the figuro of & man, sittiﬁg 'g.ri'r'n. =
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The revolver of his strange visitor nover quivered, but pointed with deadly
menaco straight between the commissioner’s eyes.

“ Who are you " ho muttered again. *I'd have you know, you scoundrel,
that I'm the sub-commissioner for the district, and that if you ?x\n(\y you can
intimidate me, I'll have you flogged. sir—by James, T will, soundly flogged 1

* You whimpering sneak-—thief | said the voice behind the mask,” * Speak
civilly when you speak to agentleman. Up with you, sharp, now, or—" "Tho

‘revolver-barrel moved forward a fraction of an inch, and Sub-Commissioner Hayes,

white with feag and passion, slid uff tho seat.. * Now, down on your knees | Quick,
man, if you valuo your lifo 1 '

““ Who tho detice——Yes, yes; I will{”
. And Hayes flopped on the cnrriagc floor., - )

*Now, then, my friend, you will hand over to me the {en thousand pounds
you stole from your friend, Captain Vyner{ Oh, don't troublo to deny it; I saw"
the whole thing! Ah, would you? Please remember that the fisst time you
open your mouth or try to give the alarm in any way, I shoot, You've & man
to'deal with this time, you hulking bully—a man who would hold up six of you
single-handed, for all your blustering | v ) )

“T'll go through the introduction in style, You arc Major Hayes, sub-com.
missioner for the disttiet, who has stolen money belonging to the Government,
cheated at cards, and robbed the man you played with——a swaggering rascal, not
fit to live! I am Captain Kelly, at your servico; and, if you move hand or foot -
unless I give you leave, I'll shoot you like & dog | .Now, then, Major Hayos, those

~notes, and be smart about it1” ‘

Kelly, revolver in hand, looked down on the grovelling form beneath him with

contempt.
“ You snivelling cur{” ho said disgustedly. * Get up and sit on-tho seat over

_ thero like a Christian, jf you can. No, you cannot get at tho communication

‘Oh, yes; Ihearditall. Never mind where I was. Well,

cord; nor can you raise your voice and call the attention of your British pigeon,
Captain Vyner., I've scen to that! You'll sit quict and still, with your hands
before you on your knoes, till I give you léave to make another move—unless, that
is, you prefer a quick death by lead {misoning. Now, 1'vo heard & good doal of
bluster and talk about what you would do with Ned Kell{' when you found him.
1ere’s Ned Kelly before

you,-and you're not exactly a picture of daring and competencee, are you ¥,
* Now, Major Sub-Commissjoner Hayes, or whatover you call yoursclf, you
used pretty hard words about this same Kelly, # while back. It seems to me you'te
u fairly low-down sort yourself. Here are you, a Government oflicial, coming out

- to take.up an imfaortnnt post. The first thing you do i8 to start gambling with

this Vyner man, loso all your own money, and a tidy sum of Government funds
into the bargain, You noedn’t gasp—I know all about it{- On tho top of that
ou do a bit of healthy pilfering into the bargain. Having paid your debts of
ﬁonour—-savc the mark-~under compulsion, as it wero, you try to recoup yourself
by stealing from tho dressing-bag of the very man you plu¥cd with and lost to,
Fascinating story, isn’t it 2 It would look nice in typoe in the Melbourne papers,
with big screaming headg on top. ‘ _
I can sce tho Governor's face, as he reads it over the broakfast-table, - * Serious
charge against an oflicial,” and all the rest of it."” L. <
Tho cyes behind tho black' mask seemed to drill holes into the abject, grovelling
man~accustomed, as he was, to play the bully's part. - - o
“ Listen to mo,” the coldly contemptuous voice went on.” * How much Govern.
ment money have you lost—gambled away ? Speak the truth, if you can; it will
be better for you.” ‘ g ‘ ; ;

‘The major shifted uneasily on his knees.' : ,
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“ Two—two thousand five hundred, odd. I—I don’t know the exact figure -
“he stammered. © :
Kelly took the bundle of notes and loose gold, and held them out under tha
fecblo light. He didn’t even think it worth his while to keep Hayes covered,
the man was such a rank coward, and the rocking and swaying of the train made

counting difficult. ; Ho selected notes for the specified amount, and separated.

“them from the rest. , o o
" A wolfish, sneaking look stole-into the major’s eye. He was a coward, but he
was a powerfully built man, and Kelly’s back was turned. It was worth risking
something, ' : i

Stealthily he slid ons foot fomaﬁ, then the other; waited an instant, gathering
| e

himself, and sprang.

Even as ho did so he realised that he had made a mistake; for all Kelly’s ap- )

parent carelessness, he was not unprepared. .

He pivoted round on his heel like lightning, and a straight, swift' drive from

the shoulder caught the commissioner squarely in tho face as he was in mid-air,

and he went down with a crash in the corner of the carriage, bleeding profusely.. '

~ from the nose, and moaning.
* The black mask stared at him imperturbably. -

h

“You fool! You sneaking, blundering fool! Hadn't you even horse sensb .

enough to see that I could watch you in that strip of looking-glass on the coms
- partment wall there ? Do you think, Major Hayes ®—with ironical politoness—

*that I'm the kind of man {0 turn his back on a snake or a jackal without taking -

precautions 2 Don’t you attempt to touch me again with your dirty paws, or
you'll be sorry for it, in real earnest. R B T gt
“ Now, then, sec here, and take the lesson to heart. * There on the soat are notel
of two thousand six hundred—Government money, mark you, Pick them up,
and be thankful you're being let off so easily. - T
“ Remember that thoy are Government property, apd that your reputation,

guch as it is, has been saved. 1f you tamper with that money again I shall hear.

of it, und, as sure as I'm alive, I'll show you up as the swindler you are. - 1f not,
T’ll keep my mouth shut; but as I deal with you now, so deal mercifully with any
poor beggar brought before you for sentence up yonder in the goldfields. - "' .
“ A minute or two back, 1’d have let-you off with no other punishment;’ -but
you want a sharper lesson to remind you not to tacklo o man behind. his back,
Open that door | ” R : ' , aw ; Lithe
The major rose to his knees again, - g
*“No—no! What do you mean to do—you won’t murder moe 2"

A N

“ Murder you, you fool! I wouldn’t soil my fingers with such as you l dpén’

that door—sharp, now!” "
“I can’t—I daren’t—TI'Il bo killed ! 2 L W
“ Rubbish! The trackside is soft enoigh. You'll only get a bruiso or two
and a sixty-mile walk, " We'ro not doing ten miles an hour on this up-grade.
Jump, or I'll kick you out |” * YA e
"I'he bully began to whimper, and made a half tumn.

“ T}l give you exactly the timo it takes me to count three. 1f you don’t lum[‘l:

' One—two——"".

* for it on the word threo I promise you you'll leave on the end of my boot.”
The sub-commissioner shuddered, groaned, gave';; final despairing v;l,‘ook,"andi

leapt outwards and forwards into the dark, He landed asprawl in a thick clump .

of scrub, breathless and shaken, but unhurt; and the train went rattling by,
Kelly, with a half-disgusted laugh, and a'shrug of the shoulders, closed the'
door again, tore the black mask' from his face and tho broad-Lrimmed liat from

4
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his head, pitched them out of the opposite window, and resumed his role of the
languid, drawling Captain Vyner. : : .

" When the train reached Railway Head, in the small hours of the morning, the
attendant came to rouse him, and found him fast asleep in his buglk.

A few seconds later there was consternation and uproar, and news flashed along
the train that the Britisher Captain Vyner had been robbed during. tho night of
some thousnnds of pounds, and that Sub-Commissioner Hayes was nowhere on the
train. Either he had fallen out, or more probably been thrown out by the perpe. '
tratots of the robbery, and search-parties were at once despatched down the line. .

| N

CHAPTER B, o
7 Captain Vynor at tho Diggings.

CTTRHREE weeks later the * Britisher,” as Captain Vyner was generally spoken
' of, was already a popular and familiar figure at the diggings, and had -won
.almost universal respect. . . . :
‘ (At first they had been inclined to chaff him, and resent his slow drawl
and his eyeglass; but they soon found that they had a man to deal with, and
when he administered to Gullion Dick, a notorious bully, the soundest thrashing
which that worthy had ever received—in the high-street of the camp, at the busiest
hour of the day—his reputation was assured. .
. " Sub-Commissioner Hayes—who had arrived in camp in a sorry \)light, three
days late~—~had also taken Captain Vyner under his wing; and ut the innugural
_ dinner at the commissioner’s {:ouse the Britisher had kept the table in a roar with |
" his account of the robbery on the train, whilst the fact that he could laugh over.
the loss of so large & sum as six or seven thousand pounds made everyone regard’ -

‘ _ him a8 *“ & warm man,” whose goodwill was desirable.

. At the same time, much sympathy was exprossed for Hayes, who, according
to his verson of the affair, had been overcome and half-murdered by the notorious
Kelly and three others, after a desperate resistance. ' i

The Britisher also proved himself a worker—as strenuous, if not as ekilful, as
the oldest miner in the place; and he, with the proverbial new chum’s luck, struck
it rich from the very first. :

*'I'wo days after his arrival he was sauntering round, * having a look at things,”
* when a hard-bitten Yankeo from Dakota way, who had staked out a good clnim

" was being Hauled up by a policeman for. being unable to pay his mining and regiss

tration fees—a tall, gaunt, keen-faced man named Jake Simpson, full of riYo 0X-

perfence, who had mined all over the world, and had dt last, in his own phrase. .

ology, *“struck'it rich.” But the expenses of travelling up-country and food and
_outfit had reduced him to his Iast dollars, ) ' ’

He accepted his roverse of fortune philosophically ; but there was n stony look
of dull despair in his eyes as he walked along quietly beside the policeman, knowing
that the next few minutes would see the forfeiture of his claim and o month’s hard

development work. : : : . o

Kelly—or rather, Captain Vyner—had seen hini pass, and, accustomed to read .
_men on sight, had tipped the police-scrgeant liberally and asked for a fow moments’
private conversation with the American, o . ‘

They retired out of earshot, and in five minutes the whole thing was settled, and
some notes changed hinds. The fees were paid, and Captain Vyner and Jake

Simpson became partners in the Good Hopg claim. : s,

* In less than a fortnight news leaked out that the Good Hope, which had been
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discarded some months before as “ worked out,” had proved itsolf a regular bonanza.
Jake Simpson’s experience and the Britisher's money and energy worked wonders,
A rich lode was discovered, and within the month the Good Hope was pouring
out ounces to other people’s pennyweights or less. . . <
There was little g‘rumEling, and the better crowd of miners heartily congratulated
them on their succoss. a . ) .
The Britisher and Jake, side by side, clad in clay-stained 6veralls, were hord at it
at sun-up, and when the day’s work was finished they repaired to their small tent
beside the claim, and ladled the day’s takings into the strong-box under Jake’s bed. |
The American could never do enough for his pard. A
“ He’s a real hustler from way back | ”” he’d say to an admiring audience. * Yes,
siveo, I tell you the truth! He has sand, an’ when he starts to wade in he don’t
grow mouldy neither, and the Good Hope—she’s a fair clincher | - .
The pile of shining, yellow nuggets in the box grew heavier and heavier, and the
partners began to wait anxiously for the coming of the gold escort, when they
could I)lu.ce their pile in safety. )
Both were agreed that the local bank was no catch. It was a flimsy affair of
matchwood boarding ; and, though the manager was as fino a man as ever stepped,
and handy with his gun, the bank had been robbed three times in as many weeks,
and tho last had left the manager on the office floor with a shattered leg, and another
bullet-wound in his shoulder. LI . ot
Crine was rampant all through the camp, in spite of the best efforts of the police
Scarcely o day passed without a shooting or knifing case, and robberies were things
of hourly occurrence. i / : .
Of course, the one black crime—the blackest, ranking: above murder even, in -
camp law—was sluice, or gald robbing, and the man convicted of that was lucky |

* if he died quickly. .

Therefore, the increasing pile in the strong-box was a source of anxiety to the
Britisher and his partner. ~ Both were dead shots—indeed, the Britisher's marks- -
manship bad astounded the camp not a little—but men can’t work all day from
sun-up to dark and then keep awake half the night on guard. o

- Besides, after o long spell in the diggings, a little relaxation was only natural,
though one of them always remained.in camp. The thing which they had ¢x-
pected and feared came on a Thursday night, two days before tho escort was due. .

T'hey had had an unusually stiff day of it, and both men had turned in, so dog-
tired and worn out that they had scarcely energy enough to eat their supper. . .

The Britisher’s bunk was on the right of the entrance of the tent; a bath and
o dressing-table—concessions to the Britisher’s extraordinary yearning for cleanlis
ness—ere on the left. Beyond, a cooking-stove, a table, and a cou!ﬂ.le of rough
chairs, guns, cigar-boxes, and some odd books ;' and, lastly, at the back of the tent
the American’s bunk, and beneath it the famous strong-box, now nearly full, -«
i Kelelly had gone fast to'sleep, bone weary, and Jake was snoring heavily under the

anketa. : ) : :

1t was  pitch-dark night, with a cold drizzle, and, except in the high-street, where .
the saloons and gambling dens held high revel till sun-up, not a light was to be seen
anywhere in the camp. ) '

Buddenly, with an old habit born of the bush, and strange vigils round the
Robbers’ Roost, the Britisher sprang into full wakefulness, uns, even as he woke,
his hand slid beneath the pillow and gripped his revelver. He was alert, and
ingtinctively realised the presence of something unusual—a prescience of danger;

8o dark was jt that he was unable at first even to distinguish the rough, familiar
outlines of the washhandstand opposite. Listening, he could only hear the whining
drone of the wind and the heavy snoring of his worn-out partner. Yet there had .
been a sound—a sound of quite a different character; ‘of that he was cextain, -
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Ho listened again; then faintly, very faintly, there came to him a soft, quick,
rip}pinﬁ sound. ‘ g
_ He know that well, A keen-bladed knife was cutting through the canvas of the
tent, though on which side exactly he was unablo to distinguish. Once again
he heard the soft rip, r-ripp, but in a different quarter. Thero were more than
one of them then ; it was to be an organised attack. In an instant he had slid out
from under the blankets and was on his fcet, revolver ready. :
A faint—a very faint—glimmer of light showed itsclf immediately over Jake’s
. bunk—scarcely light so much as a bluing of the datkness in a long, oval-shaped
patch—then darkness again, as somo moving object interposed itself betwixt him
and the night sky without, followed by a flash of steel. Crack! a whito spurt of
flamo stroaked out, and a scrcam.of pain told him that his nim was true, and then
the sound of & heavy fall outsido the canvas—ho had judged the man’s height and -
attitudetoanicety. A heavygruntcame from Jake as aknife grazed his ahouﬁior and
sliced its way into the muscle, i ) :

The next instant two sinewy hands grabbed Kelly’s ankles, and plucked them
from under him. That was the outcome of tho sccond ripping sound. Ho fell,
but broke his fall by clutching at his bunk; a heavy weight hurled itself on top
of him, and a knife cut the fingers of his outstretched hand sharply. Again the
blado rose and fell, but this time it was parried by the cylinder of the rovolver.

A muttered curse came out of the darkness overhead. The robber, whoever he
was, had made so sure.  Little did he think that he has tackling a mah whose name -
was o terror throughout Southorn Australin, He hacked again savagely, hoping
to make an end ; and, as he did so, a mysterious thing happened to him, He felt
n wrenching, agonising pain in his wrist, as fingers of stecl closed round it, and
the small bone gave with a snap, and, before he could bite back the scream
which rose to his lips, he was hurled half across the tent, and an ominous cold
steel ring pressed insinuatinglly n%ainst his left temple, as a voice drawled out :

“You'll be safer lying still. I'm deuced carcless, and the thing might go
Oﬁ !A” . : i

The sound ‘of the shot by this time had roused all the neighbouring camps, and
there were shoutings and ~hodte cries as men stumbled blindly over obstacles in
the darkness, -

Jake came rolling out of his bunk, his shoulder bleeding frecly, and managed, with
some fumbling, to striko a light.. He took in the situationat a r?rlnnco ; but before he’
could act a chorus of yells—‘¢ Hustle, boys! Jump for it; it's the Good Hope 1 ”

* ({et o move on, we'll catehthe blackguards yet "—and a sudden stampede into

the tent nearly swept him off his feet. v .

- The men stoned dead as they caught sight of the two ﬁgurcs on the floor—the

Britisher, revolver in hand, sitting calmly on his captive's chest, his left hand

gripping the fellow’s throat—the slit canvas above either bunk flapping idly
- in the wind, and the bloodstained shoulder of Jake's shirt.

They needed no words to explain, “With a cheer and o whoop of delight, the
swooped down on the Britisher, and lifted him gently but firmly off his captive, with
words of praise. Some ran for a rope, others seized the prisoner, with gruff oaths,
and others yet ran for more lights, and in so doing stumbled across the hody of the
man’s dead confederate at the back of the tent, ) : .

A big Australian-born named Johnstone took upon himself to command. He-
strode up to Kelly, and shook him warmly by tho hand. ;

“ Britisher, you're true grit, that's what ails you; and, in tho name of the
community, I'm right glad you're here amongst us{ Boys, I vote for one cheer
more for Long Jake’s pardner ; and then we'll proceed to the necktie party

The cheer was given heartily, and the captive was led out.  Already busy handa

W
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N

had slung a noosed rope over a sluice box, supported by two piles, and tho prisoner
was hustled roughly out. - ‘ co . .

The Britisher smoothed his hair, leisurely selected a cigar from the dressing-
table, lit it, and strolled out after them, his.revolver still in his hand. He went up
to tho big Australian, who, as ieader, was presiding over the arrangements in
the midst of an admiring circle, : P

“ Excuse me,” ho began politely, in his slow drawl, * but migltt T ask what the
" idea is ? "—with & wave OF the hand towards tho rope, the noose of ‘which was
already round the prisoner’s neck. ~ : E e
_ “The idea! Well, I should smile! Hang the varmint—that's about the
sizo of it! . We've had trouble enough already ; and now, thanks to you, we've
laid hands on the brute, we will proceed to give an object-lesson in the treatment
of men like this!” )

“ BExcuse me,” continued the Dritisher, still drawling. “1I hate to spoil sport,
boys, but this man’s my meat! I've no use for him hung. One’s dead, and
that's enough. D'l treat this chap my own way!” = . ’

A fierce growl of dissent went uF on all sides. ; O E
The Britisher stepped swiftly forward, jerked the noose off the man's neck, .
and faced the crowd, swinging his revolver carelessly on his forefinger. s

“My man, boys!” he said again. And then, as a renewed volley of growls -,
rose on all sides, his manner changed. * Ill have no hanging!” he snapped.

“ And if you think there’s one among the crowd of you big enough to take him’
from me, let him stand out ! Now, then, who's coming 7" O g

Thero was an unecasy movement in the crowd, and some muttering; then
Jake Simpson moved quickly to his partner’s side. BT eyt

“I'm in on this deal, boys! Right or wrong, I stick to my pacrdner. I reckon
he saved my life to-night ; an’ if any of you are on for & bit of a shootin’ serap—

. why, let the game begin!” ) : . L ‘ .

The American’s quiet, simple manner turned the scale, and the mutterings - |
turned into a hoarse roar of laughter. oL e Y 4

“Let 'em have him'!" cried Johnstone. *‘ Guess if they want to keep him -
for a pet-they can!” ) - : :

Kelly nodded. . ;o

* Thanks, boys,” said he. *‘I call that kind and reasonable.” ‘o ‘

Then, turning to the prisoner, he gave him o tremendous kick, which sent-him
ﬁyin(% into an irrigation ditch. . . . Gt e

** Get out !” said he. ““If I see you here again, I'll shoot on sight ! ” ey

The man picked himself up, nursing his wrist, and vanished into the darkness,; -

G )
CHAPTER G. e .
IR Tha Pockat of Gold, : e g
PHQHE affaiv of the gold robbery attempt cauvsed a great stir in camp. - Not.

'

that rolkbories were by any means unusual; but to rob the gold-chest ~

of a mining outfit is the one black sin against mining camp law. '
. You may knock a man down, jab him with a knife in o salooni row,
skin him of all his possessions down to his boots with loaded dice, ‘even lay up
for him with a gun behind a sluice-box in the dusk, and get off with an explanation’ *
~—but to lay unlawful fingers on a gold-dust cache is above and beyond all the -~
unforgivable crime, and the penalty is death:of the 'most sudden order, . =~ '

Jake Simpson and the pscudo Captain. Vyner were the most popular mén in

camp—moreover, they were known to have struck it rich—yet their ‘actionin

t b
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=z voluntarily allowing a gold robber to escape was a subject giving rise to much
grumblin% and not a few black looks, . ]
:  Major Hayes, the new Cofnmissioner, though wishing to stand well with Vyner,
*-was also considerably incensed, for e was a man who revelled in inflicting severe
 punishments, and had already earncd for himself the title of Bully Hayes,
:  The two partners, howeyer, paid little attention to all this; they had sent
« .their gold down by the mail, and were busy from morning to night digging, panning,
¢ and wnshinl% up. - ’ ) .
The Good Hope was a fine property, and they wero both of them hard workers,
+ _They were both of them pegging away in the day-shift, after a hurried lunch
;. of cold bacon and cheese, when Jake Simpson stood up and straightoned his back.
s« ‘“Sayy pard, seems as if this ought to bo mighty good pay dirt in this new level,
: Just look at her, now! I reckon you can see the littlo nuggets a-shining in the
. sunlight : . . . )
't He picked up a double handful of the bluish-grey clay as he spoke, and let it
" dribble gently through his fingers... Every now and again o minute, heavy lump
. of dull yellow passed through with the rest into the cradle, and hundreds of small
¢ flake-like specks glittered in the freshly-turned soil. :
Later, the water from the sluices would wash away the lighter soil, leaving
# behind as a residue in the riffles theso lumps and flakes of heavy virgin gold.
“ “Mighty pretty colour. Yes, sir,” saig the American, - _
Kelly, otherwise Vyner, nodded and drove in his pick. Ho seemed to havo
-, struck on soft earth, for the pick sank in right up to the head. Hoe tugged it
. ?ut with some difficulty, and a second blow sank in a littlo decper even than the -
i first, ' ' )
» Some crust earth fell inwards, and a miniature landslip, starting with a small
rivulet of rubble,slid down the bank to his feet, revealing o deep hollow, or pocket,
as it is termed. .
Kelly plunged in his arm to theshoulder and groped about inside. - His fingers
* grasped a huge, rugged, greasy fecling lumB of great weight; another and another,
and yet more, smaller, but of considerable size. Cool and unperturbed as he
was by nature, in spito of himself o dull flush rose to his face and neck. -
He gripped the biggest lump of all and dragged it out with a shout. It was
a dull, lustreless yel%ow, puro virgin gold throughout. With a feeling nkin to
amazement he stared at it a whilo, and then flung it on the carth at Jake's fect.
“ Look, man, look!” he said thickly. :‘*‘ By James,:it's tho biggest find ever
made on the diggings, and there’s more in the hole there !
The big American turned, and went grey as ashes under the tan. )
.*Gee whiz 1" he muttered ; then, dropping on lis knces and throwing away
his shovel, he.picked up the lump in his two hands. *‘Pard,” he said gravely,
and his voice shook, * this is the most almighty, gol-darned bonanza in ereation,
1've mined and I've mined ever since I was a pup—California, Deadville, all around
the foce of this 'ero little earth—-and I never seo the like. No, sir.” ) -
Kelly, meanwhile, was flinging out nugget after nugget frantically, restlessly
~large and: small—but none so small that ther wouldn’t have made the eyes
of the richest miafi on the diggings bulge out with envy; and there wore twenty.
seven in all.. But'the bik one—the giant of the find—the ** Good Hope,” as it
was afterwards named throughott the mining world, as the news flashed across
the wires, was equal to any four-of the others piled together. That one lucky
stroke of the pick had-driven straight'into the heart of one of Nature's strong.
rooms and wrenched her hidden treatures free. ’ o
For maybe o couple of minutés the two stared in silenco, unable to belleve
their eyes—-shaken, dazed:by their extfaordinary fortune, Then Jake sprang ~ -
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to his feet, whipped out his revolver, and fired three shots in the air in rapid succes-
sion~—the miners’ signal that something unusual was up~—and his voice rang
out in a shrill ** Coo-ee-ee ! " ; ; ’

With a quick pattering of feet, banging of shovels, shouts, laughter, and stum-
bling, the crews of all the neighbouring claims rushed up ; and as the news spread
of ““somethin’ doin’ at the Good Hope,” those further off joined in the race.

“Say, boys, cxcuse me,” said Jake; “I can't say -nothing just now, but my
ardner and me have struck it, and if any man herg has seen the like, he's a better
far than me! Yes, sir. Jump right down, boys, and look for yerselves!”  And

he waved his hands to where tﬁe nuggots loy piled in o heap, the great Good Hope
on the top of all, gleaming dully in the sunlight. . :

The crowd gazed, gasped, and, with a yell that could have been heard three
miles away, swept down into the claim. X 4
. “Twenty-seven in all there is, an’ all every man-jack of ‘em out o’ that there
durned little hole ! ** gasped Jake. ) '

Sheer amazement held the ring of miners silent, as carefully, almost roverently,
they picked up the Good Hope and passed it round from hand to hand. }

“Twenty thousan’ pound, if she’s worth a dollar!* said an old forty-niner.
“ And as much again for the littlo uns! Here, boys, hold me up, or I'll throw
afit!” . . s

Two big men named.Johnstono and Macgregor came shouldering their way
through the press, the richest and most consequential men on the. fields, and in
their train & man named Bernstein, a dealer for some big companies and syndicates :
in Melbourne. - v LR

“YWhat's all this hubbub ¥ What’s up, Britisher ? * asked the former.

Kelly pointed sitently, and the big man started back a pace. i ‘|
- *“(rent Scott ! " he oried. * Here, boys, gimme hold of that! T'm no slouch °
myself,hhut, I'd die uneasy unless I could say I'd handled the biggest bonanza .
on earth{” . C

He and his partner took the Good Hope and examined it eritically as ex erts,

Bernstein joining them. Then Johnstone came forward and shook féelly’s go.nd.

- __“Captain Vyner, I congratulate you; you and your partner deserve success.

“You're just the type of man we want here on the fields. I don’t know exactly

what to value this at—it’s beyond anything I’ve come across—but I should say

eighteen thousand pounds, not dollars—eighteen thousand good British yellow-
‘boys—would be o conservative gstimate.” e ) T ;

“I will give twenty-one thousand spot cash, and write you out a cheque now,”
snapped Bernstein; “and if there’s & man here who can accuse me of giving
more for a thing than it’s worth, I'll stand drinks round ! - O .

A huge shout of luu%hter went up, for Bernstein was known as a bard dealer,
who would not give a shilling if 'ho could make elovenpence do, and always under-
valued elaims ; though he was popular enough, and had the reputation of being
& real straight man, who would mu’l)ce a bargain and stick to it faithfully,

. “Twenty-one thousand spot cash, and twenty-three mare for the other twenty-
six lumped together. You come away up with e, Coptain Vyner, you and
our mate, and we'll settle the deal. And what’s more,’” he added, lowering
his voice, ““if you care to sell out now right dead on tho top oftthis find, I'll give
you o long price for your clajm, There may be another pocket, or there may
not. I know you've been doing pretty-well, without counting theso beautics
here. That’s the look-out of the mugs who put up the money when the thin
is floated and the Fublic let in; but it’s a sure goz)([, thing for my syndicate, xmﬁ
T'll deal handsomely if you sell.”. . -~ - - « =

Jake Simpson nudged Kelly in warning. If Betnstein was so ready with offers,
there were better to be bad elsewhere, o ;
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Kelly nodded and laughed. )

“Very good of you, Bernstein,” he drawled, *but I guess where you offer
twenty another man would spring the price a bit. We'll see lator, Come nlong,
boys, the whole ecrowd of you, and name your own poisons ; this is a thing that
necds celebrating. I and my &nrtncr‘here buy up the Miners’ Rest saloon for tho
day. Let every man order whatever he wants, and the racket is on us. We'll
bring tho nuggets along and have them weighed.”

“Threo cheers for the Britisher and the Yank ! yelled somcone from the back
of the crowd ; and they were given over and over again with rousing enthuslasm

. and without & traco of envy, for whut is one man’s luck to-day may be another's
to-morrow. . g

A sudden rush was made for thoe two lucky ones, and, laughing and protesting,
thoy were raised high on the shoulders of the crowd, whilst Johnstone, Macgregor,
arfd Bernstein led the way, carrying the precious nuggets. .

These were taken straight to the registration head office and solemnly weighed
in the official scales and the weights recorded.

* Well, Captain Vyner, at the present price per ounce that works out at twenty-
five thousand eight hundred and sixty pounds odd for the big nugget alone,”
said the official coldly. ** Silence, please!* us some of the crowd cheered. More
weighing and rapid-calculation ensued. *The remaining twonty-six tot up to
twenty-seven thousand three hundred and thirty. Making fifty-threo thousand
one hundred antl ninety in all. And I shall be very glad, if it suits you, to tako
charge of this wondérful find, and to give you my. receipt for the same. I shall
wire our head office in Melbourne at once.” ‘

Anirrepressible yell of delight greeted the announcement of these enormous
figures, and derisive cries of ** Bernstein | ™ accompanicd by shouts and laughter.

The little dealer Sushed his way forward, not at all abashed, and shook both
partners by the hand. ‘ _ 4

* What's ailing you, boys ? * he said, turning to the crowd. I ain't’herc for
my health ! I bet you drinks round that I never offered a man more than a thing
was worth ! Well, I didn’t ! I fancy the laugh’s on my side, and I'll collect those
drinks at intervals during the coming year.” .

The crowd laughed again, and surged up in a noisy throng to the Miner's Rest.

Hereo the find was %mvcly toasted in bn({) champagne, and Kelly, having intimated -
to the boss and the barkeeper that whatever anyone called for was to be put down
to him, edged his way towards Jake, and the pair of them wormed their way through
the crowd to get away. Hands wero stretched out on all sides to stop them,
offering them more liquids of various hair raising names, but they refuscd?

“ You must excuso us, boys, really,” pleaded Jake, * When a man makes o pilo
like that in the morning, he’s no use for liquor ;- it would be the death of him,
sure | See you later.” .

' And the lucky pair broke away and left the noisy, kindhearted crowd behind
them to enjoy a vicarious hospitality. !
Naturally, the nows spread far and wide. Major Hayes sent down a special
messenger with congratulations and an invitation for the following day; and -
other quieter men " ropped in at their tent from time to time ; but so far as possible

they denjed themselves to everybody. .

The night broke wet and stormy, and they turned in carly, but Kelly was unable
to sleep. It's o very nico thing—uncommonly nice—to pick up fiity thousand
paunds, but if one happens to be an escaped convict, it brings in its train a most
unpleasant notoriety, and it was this which Kelly was pondering on, His appear-
ance was altered by a trim moustache, it was true ; and his frame had brou(foncd
out a bit with the hard work on the claim; no one but an expert, or a man of very
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suspicious temperament would have dreamt of connecting Cai)tuin Vyner' th
" Britisher—the “popular and ‘lucky &)m‘t owner in the Good Hope—with Nec
Kelly, escaped convict, on whose head thero was a price of four thousand pound:
And yet the gitustion was o delicate one. i :
1t might be wiser to take Bernstein’s offer and sell out of the claim. On the othe
" hand, it was s splendid gdmble to remain and brazen it out. A gamble needing
" ready wit and cool resourcefulness, just such a game as Kelly loved. :
", The one-disturbing factor, the one thing that haunted him was a glimpse of
face which he had seen in the crowd that morning. It was the face of Macullar
the sour-faced, bullying warder of Melbourne Gaol, whom Kelly had knocke
down on tho night of his escape. The man bore him a grudge he knew ; also, h
was o fiiend of the commissioner, Major Hayes—a toadying, sneaking protege.
What was he doing on the goldfields f—that was the point.. SN

For hours, so it seemed to him, he lay tossing about feverishly. He had no
wish to fall back into the old ways. Yet if, as he strongly suspected, the man
was dogging his fodtsteps, sooner or later the truth was sure to come out.

Macullan was not a clever man by any means. He was o mean, bullying creature
with a low type of brain. Yet, in common with his kind, ho was possessed of ~
good deal of vulgar cunning which stood him in good stead. .

_ “Well,” muttered Kelly to himself. “I’'ve played up against long odds before
now, why shouldn’t I t\:y my hands once more 1. At tﬁe worst 1 can bolt sooner
instead of later, Ah-ht” . . ‘ ' . '

The exclamation was barely andible but significant, and Kelly slowly and cau.
tiously raised himself on one elbow, Outside the tent, above the driving rain
and moaning wind, o sound had reached his cars, a sound so faint that most men
would never have heard it. Yet to him it was plain, unmistakable~—~the sound of
gomeone groping cautiously round the tent walls in the darkness, searching stealthily

- for an opening, L o 3 ‘ ’ ] .
" Kelly’s hand slid beneath his pillow and gri;g:ed his revolver, listening intently-
the while. This was no common robber. esides, it was notorious through.
out the camp that all the Good Hope gold, together with the great find of the morning
had been handed over to the authorities. st e T :

He slipped from beneath the blankets and stood waiting in the darkness, The
.movement was on 'the far side of the tent, and he pivoted round.on his heel. He-
had a pretty shrewd idea of who the midnight prowler was, and his heart beat a
trifle faster. Twice he raised his revolver to five ag the man stumbled over a guy.
rope or brushed the canvas with his shoulder, and each time he refrained unwilling
to shoot except in the last extremity. . ' )

Finally, he took a swift step backwards, gained the tent flap, and slid. out into

" the darkness,

. The mnn was on the fat side of the tent, moving round it away from him.  Kelly
immediately gave chase, and so round and round they went in slow circles, the
spy quite unconscious of his pursuer, | i ) ¥
. But, n3 bad luck would have it, beforo they hiad gone far in this way, Kelly,
intent on the man before him, missed his footing and stumbled heavily. Instant{y-
th-re was & flash and o report, and a bullet came whizzing by .close to his head
in reality it was the fall that saved him. Had he been in an upright position he
must inevitably have céased to take any further interest in his surroundings.
_Asec nd shot, firedat random, ripped the canvas and sped away into the black
night. That was Jake's work, newly aroused from sleep. Kelly fired as he lay,
and rolled aside. He also missed, Then, picking Mimself up, he dashed round
the tfnt‘ in-o reverse direction and ran straight into the arms of the midnight
prowler. : - : .

'
g
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The shock threw both men off their feot, and they camo hurtling to the ground,
rabbing desperately ; whilst Jake from within was frantically struggling with the

amp. - : . . :
Kelly gripped tho man by tho throat, and huhg on. But ho was a fellow of

resource, for he had managed to get out a knife, and with this he slaahed and hacked

at the guy-ropes. They had fallen on tho weather sido of the tent, and the wind
* was blowing with tho force of half a gale. . With a tremendous effort he wriggled

asido from Kelly’s grip, and, using his foot as a Jever, wrenched out another peg.

The loosened eanvas flapped wildly in tho wind, and the tent-pole swayed and’

tottered. The next instant a sudden chance gust caught it fairly with terrific,

force, and the whole thing camo tumbling down about their'enrs, dnvolving all:
~ three in o common ruin. S

Jake, being still inside thoe tent, was the worst off, for the héavy pole struck

him on the head as it fell, partially stunning him.

The rest of the slack, rein-sodden and hampering, wrapped-tsclf. round the bodies,

of Kelly and his antagonist, . )

"The principal thing which aidlded to the peculiarity of the sltuation wds that
Macullan—for he was the interloper—iwas ns desperately anxious to avold-recog-
nition as ho was to make sute of his suspicions. o

Both men had dropped their revolvers in the struggle. ~Kelly was entircly
-unarmed, and Macullan had his knife, with which he slasticd wildly but ineflectually,
the sodden canvas preventing him from getting any force into his blows, -

Overhead the storm raged and the rain came down in torrents, adding to the
confusion. T . § ' P, 5

Kelly groped, slipped, and rolled. Againand agait his fingers clutched at the throat
or wrist, but these, rendered slippery f the wet, cludod him ; und again and again
Macullan hacked at body or canvas alike, and failed to reach his “mark, whilst
Juke, slowly reeovering consciousness, fumbled for his gun, and blazed at the strug.
gling mass. : gt - . .

‘Kelly sent up o 1i'ell of wurning as & bullet came through, searing his atm, and
Jako, recognising the voice, desisted. ) : .

. So loudly did it rain and the wind beat down that the sound of the firing
failed to rouse those in the neighbouring camps. = o

“Z-z-z:p t crackled the lightning, throwing o ghastly blue glare over the wild
seene, 1Rmcullan’s ono aim was now to break away,” Ho was a powerful man,
but he realigad that his antagonist, though of o slighter build, was more powerful
still, with muscles and sinews of stecl, and that ho was being gradually worn down.

Kelly, on the other hand, was thoroughly roused, and mesnt mischlel. The

nian was n spy. 1ad attacked him wantonlx, and, morcovet, he had a knife
graze on his xibs, and Jnke's bullet hind grazed 1
more than a little. ‘ , : )

But for an accident it would havo fared ill with Macullan, Kelly was at his throat
ngain, in slern carnest {his time. Iis iron grip held firm; slowly but surely he
was squeczing the man’s life out benocath his fingers, heedless of the knife and the
struggles growing faintcr and fainter. . . S .

Suddenly thers camoe a rending, tearing sound, and o portion of the eanvas tore
loose, wrapping itself round Kelly’s head and dragging him back, His grip momen.
tarily loosened, and Macullan broke away. :

Both men struggled to theii feet, panting and gasping. . '

, Z-z-2-p ! camo the blue glare ofp the lightning, and Kelly had a momentary
vision of Macullan’s face, ghastly, white, turned over his shoulder as he ran blunders
ing through the night, racing for his life, then darkness snapped down dgain and
blotted everything out. -

’ T

im in o manner which smarted

(
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. CHAPTER 7, N
How Kelly and His Partner Came to an Uaderstanding.

ACULLAN fled. for his life as a bullet came singing after him through **

M darkness. Then the lightning snapped out, and Kelly, throwing awa

the useless revolver with an exclamation of rage and disgust, turned
help his partner Jake Simpson to straighten matters up, .

But he said nothing about having recognised his assailant, nor when the bi
American “surmised " that tho man was *‘ jus’ a low.down, or’nary prowler,
did he enlighten him. z

He was not surd,‘but he was practically certain, that Macullan had recognise:
him. Nevertheless, he determined to bluff the thing out for.all he was worth.

The next morning, whilst they were taking a spell off their broken night’s rest
Kelly called to his partner: .

* Look here, old man,” he began, with unaccustomed seriousness, “ we’ve pullec
‘together ;;(retty well, you and I, and we've certainly had bang-up luck, But I'.
a restless kind of animal. I can feel o fit coming on me now. ~One fine day I ma;
take it into my head to go off on a jaunt, and, if I do, it's long odds I'll not come
back. I want you to go right down to the registration office and take over my
whole share in the claim, and all the gold lying on deposit in dur joint names. Seo
here are the papers already signed; -and then, if any time I want to quit, why 1
can always send you up o message from wherever I am to mail me on my stuff.
For I know I can trust you right through, and that you would play fair under
any circumstances. Will youdoit 2

ake Simpson Jooked at him shrowdly ouf of his keen grey eyes.

+ “ Put her thére, Qardner ;' you may trust me all the time, whatever happens,
Say,’* he added, of ter o little pause, “1 ain’t huntin’ any trouble, and 1 ain’t
gathering other folk’s troubles to keep as pets—they ain’t no consam of mine—but
ag you was speakin’ of takin’ a jaunt into the country, and lying off & bit—well,
it’s real fine to-day, kinder suitable fer o ride. 1'm not saying that, if agreeable
to you, I might not come along a piece. We might give out as we meant prospectin’
around some.”"*. s i e

Kelly stared, a triflo ¢oldly. .

i What are you driving at ? ”” he asked sharply. - -

. “* All right, pardner ; no need to git your hair riz. It was only a kinder sugges-
tion on my part.  I've been in Texas and round about, and in the bad lands ;- and
nght.'t}’mr its most understood that questions is dangerous, and lead to quick’
shootin’—mighty quick. I reckon sny gentleman is entitled to rope his cattle his
own way. But thig ’ero little tent is a heap small place, and now and agin 2 man
muay sleep ureasyslike, and talk o piece of—of things he’s heard and read about,
Maybe you've said a word or two careless like between snores ; that's rio'consarn.
of mine. : He turned and laid his hand on Kelly's shoulder. * Captain Vyner—
poard—don’t you cut up rough, but I kinder mako out there was a man called Kelly
{Pu was pretty intimate with ; and ”—lowering his voice—'' I’m not saying but

’ve noticed a man, a slab-sided sort of chap, a new chum, who's takin’ & deal of
side interest in your health and movements. Personally, I've heard o deal'of good
about this same Kelly ; and if so be he was a friend of yours, why, sitee, I'guess I.
count him ono of mine, too.” B a0

Kelly took tho proffered hand and wrung it ; .tho shrewd old Yankee Hiwl Tt hixt *
se(‘a‘l'llc‘)w the land lay without comsmitting himself to any definite statement. . * ¥ .5

hanks,” said 'ho shortly, with the suspicion of a smile; *“Tll think things
over a little and let you kiow, Anyway, I'd be awfully obliged if you'd take over
(R R

_threse papers.” And there the conversation ended. AL TRE L b
That afternoon Captain Vyner and Commissioner Hayes met in the mdin ‘street,

of thecamp, The latter, who had half a dozen men witl him, hailed the Britisher,

i : L]
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© “Hallo, Vyner! You're just the very man I want. Here’s Trovor here who
-ays he’ll back a horse he’s got against any other in the section for any stakes over
swo miles across country. I know you’re fond of a bit of sport ; why don’t you try
and get hold of an animal to take up the challenge, You’ve just made a pile, an
san afford it.” . <.

" “* Ah, yus, that’s a deuced good animal of Trevor’s—deuced good ! " drawled
the Britisher, ~

- *“Just what I say,” interposed Hayes; ** and, as a matter of fact, I'm open to
bet anyone & level five thousand they con't produce his better within ten doys
Zrom now.” . '

* Er—well, if you come to put it that way,” came the languid, drawling answer.

. I'll take your five thousanc{) and produco a horse to beat Mr. Trevor's chestnut
mside twenty-four hours.” ) . .

- Major Hayes hesitated an instant. He had been plunging heavily of late, and
/a8 in sore financial straits ; moreover, he had not expected to be taken up so
quickly. However, not liking to back out, he nodded. - '

*.1t’s o bet, then—a match to be made and run over n two-mile course within
wenty-four hours ; and if your nomindtion loses, I'll trouble you for a cool five

1ou,,” he added, with a coarse laugh. .

* Precisely,” drawled the Britisher, *“ and vice-versa.”

Hayes winced. ’ ot

“ Il take you another five if you like,” said Trevor. * Of course, it's under-
00d we each ride our own nominations 1 " "

“ Owners up, of course,” replied Kelly., And something liko a grin of satisfac.
aon spread over the faces of 'Y'revor’s backers ; for ho was a noted cross-country
ider, and, like all Australiang, they had a fine contemFt for British horsemanship,
ad ima%ined that Coptain Vyner would prove himself no better and no worge in

1e saddle than the ordinary cavalry officer. o % i

This in itself they considered would be o handicap greatly in their favour; also
1y know Trevor’s hotse well, and belioved in him firmly, whilst hardly a soul in
.amp had seen Kelly’s famous grey, which he kept in a stable threo or four miles
way. s ' L

So the course was settled then and there—a long, looping curve, over pretty
1od going, with half a dozen stiffish jumps, and, last of all, a quarter of a mile from
uo finish, a brond irrigation ditch—a big jump in itself, with o slightly rising take. .,

s but to make it stiffer, at Trevor’s suggestion, a brushwood fence was ercctod
front of it. - * o
Kelly only smiled quietly, and nodded acquiescence. Ho was quite suro of the
oy, but he was by no means certain of Trovor's animal, especially if there was
iything like a close race up to that point. From the water-jump tho track swept
way smooth and level to the winning-post. 3 '

*“ At ten to-morrow morning, then, if that suits you,” said Trovor. :

“ Er——yes, ten. If you care to, we might double our little bet ; make it a bit
wore of a flutter. Eh? What " drawled Kelly. .

Trevor started a little, and for tho first time had a suspicion that the Britisher
«d got & good thing up his sleeve. Howover, ho was certain of his own horse und
ding—on o course like that good jockeying would tell—moreover, he was quite
uf o stone lighter than his opponent. g

“ Very well; tens if you like,” said he curtly, though he caught his breath a
ittle sharply, for the sum was & great deal more than he could atiord to lose ;- in

at, it would pretty nearly break him. = - B

The news spread like wildfire throughout the camp, and wagers wero made in
ste. At first the betting was as high as four to one on Trevor’s horse; but
radually it leaked out that the Britisher had done a bit of racing in the old country,

P
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and tl;at he had a real good thing in tho way of horsefiesh which hahad been keeping ¥

dark. Ay the report spread the betting quickly dropped to cvens.,... .

At ten the next:morning it would have beeh hard.to find so muckt as a dog in the
deserted ciggings, Everything on legs was streaming out to the courso, and lining
it at the most interesting points, the greater part of the crowd hanging round the
water-jump and the space betwixt that and the finish, for it was thero and on the
rising ground just beforo that the fun was expected ; and- more than one, would-be -
expert prophesicd a darned almighty smash. ) : 4 s ‘

Jake Simpson, when he heard the news, looked grave, and ventured o hint of
remonstrance, which Kelly answered merely with a ** Couldn’t seem to help it, old
man. - Never refused a challenge yet, and Hayes practically forced it on me.  Any-
way, it's a sme thing ; you can put your boots on me,” -

Whereupon Jake Simpson, who was & thorounghgoing sportsman and a bit of a
gambler by nature, went off to get the best odds ho could, though with a sense of
heawy foreboding ; for Macullan was sure to be hanging round: the course, and at*

“-any moment his partner might give himself away.

- Kelly had been up at daylight, and fetched the grey, giving him an extra good
rooming and & good gallop qver the open. © The horse was in fine condition, and”
wrd us ‘pails, for in intervals of work Kelly had always run over to sce him two or
thres times o week, and the black boy in charge had kept him fit. & Pt
At 'ten sharp ho was on'the course, in brretes and boots, with a crimnson.and-
white' sash oveér his shirt as o distinguishing badge, and walked the grey up and
dovm, with the bridle hanging loose over his arm, the black boy in attendance. -
“Just on the hour Lrevor rode up on a sparo horse, his famous chestnut being led

Jbelind by & groom, elicising a great shout of admiration from. the miners as ho

camo on the scene.  Kelly and the grey had: purposely kept in the background
%e crowd as wert nearest were scanning the-
latter keenly, and in more than onespot the odds rose slightly in Kelly's favour. -
~ Heand Trevor shook hands, then both mounted and cantered off to the start, just
as a waggon-load.of lato arrivals drove on to the course. s . C -

These new-comers had only just arrived at the.diggings, and, findling them
deserted, hurried ‘on to sec the fun. They werd evidently people of importance,
for they drove straight up to where the commissioner and other shining lights had
taken their stand, peering through their glasses—such of them as possesscd any—
at the little group by the starting-point, : ik .

Suddenly the old familiar cry of * They’re off ! ”* rang out, and immediatcly the
small grour in the distance began a helter-skelter race of their own across the
narrow necl of the big, curving loop. hoping to be in at the finish. = .

Meanwhile, the two competitors were left to themselves to fight out the initial
stages alone—Trevor’s purple-and-yellow in front, the Britisher’s crimson-and-
‘white waiting in close attendance. ) R - T ‘ .

1t had been Trovor’s design to press the pace from the first, recognising in'tho
grey a dangerous antagonist, and misjudging his staying powers. For at fimt
glance the grey looked much lighter than he really was, un({)Trevor mado up his
mind to trust to tho two final jumps and the rising ground to bring him home &
winner,  If, he thought, he could once get-the grey run pretty well to n stand.
still, even if he}had to punish his own animal heavily to do it, he could still keep a
littlo in reserve for the final scurry and the water-jump.” S } '

But he littlo suspeeted thot the %rey for endurance was the finest horse in all
Australin, and that the rider on his back was o man who many a time.had covered
his hundred miles in the twenty-four hours. . e w, gEAANE L

Trevor shoved the chestnut along, using his spurs once or twice; &nd, Kelly™.
watched him with & quiet smile, riding easily, and keeplug the grey back n little,
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Ho saw at a glance what Trevor’s game was, and knew that, barring accidents, the
race was his for certain. , :

The first jump the%r1 took almost together. Trevor, finding he was unable to'get
nway as easily as Yo had expeoted, used his spurs again, and touched the chestnut
with his whip. The big horse seemed to leap forward, and those watohing by.the
water-jump saw two clear lengths of daylight between the horses. The pace was
tremendous, and a shout went up that tge Britisher was beat. . i

Kelly heard it above the thundering of the hoofs, smiled to himself, and gave the
grey his head. "

Trevor risked a glance under his arm, and to his amazement the grey was once
more back in his old position, his head just overlapping the chestnut’s flank.
feeling of misgiving seized him, and he at down to ride in earnest. Thwack,
thwack ! came the heavy, cutting whip, and the chestnut, maddened with the
pain, made a dash for it. : :

T'revor tried to steady him for the second jump, failed, and the chestnut crashed
through the top of the fence and fell heavily. A less cxgert rider would have been
thrown ; but Trevor Ficked himself and his horse together cleverly with a wrench
and a jork, and they flew forward ngain. .

Then, if ever, he exgected the grey to come up with him, for the stumble had cost
him a good length ; but, to his astonishment, this did not happen. "He risked &
second glance backward, and saw the grey o good three lengtha behind, and saw
Kelly lurch and sway.in the saddle. Evidently something was amiss ; but thero
were ten thousand pounds at stake, and Trevor lifted the chestnut along, with ghe'
light of victory already in his eyes. ) B i

What had happened was this. At the second jump Kelly, using o little extra

pressure on his irons in steadying the groy, suddenly felt one of the leathers~—tho
eft—-give like a picce of rotten thread. z R

He was momentarily thrown completely off his balance. He recovered himself
with a great effort, and negotiated the fence in safety 5 but he had loat ground, and
would have-to finish the race with a single stirrui). i i -4 Co

Mo saw Trevor's backward glance, and gueased that he realised the situation, for -
he made desperate endeavours to increase his advantage. ‘

For the first time Kelly touched the grey lightly with the spurs—a mero graze,
no more—but the borse understood, and a gasp of amazement went up from the
crowd, who had considered the Britisher beaten eure. Tho gup between the two
horges diminished, as though the chestnut were doing no more than an easy canter ; -
and then, as though content with his effort, the grey took up his old position once
more, just on terms with his opponent. - : : :

Trevor set his tecth, and his Fnce grow white, glistening with swoat.. The mischief
was in that infernal groy and his smiling rider. " That they could have passed him
and passed him easily, hie no longer dered to doubt ; and yet they hung there just
on his flank, going freely and casily..+ Half the distance covered, and already the
roar of the crawd swept down windy 88 they watched from afar what they regarded.
a3 a neck-and-neck race, feay ow o : :
~ Again and again he plied his heavy, cutting whip—thwack, thiwack, smack 1
and great weals rose on the chestnut’s skin, but not a yard cotild he gain; and
now, though he still ostensibly léd, it was in reality the grey who made the pace,
pressing and pressing it till the gallant chestnut was stretched to his uttermost.

«Hi, come up—and over!"” Tho fifth jump flashed ‘beneatb him, and the
chestnut reeled and staggered o little ¢n landing. .~ -~ 2.’ A

Slowly the grey drew nbreast, and both men and Yorses gathered themselves.
for the homeward rush. Already tho ground sloped alightly upwards. - S

Then Trevor, crouching in his saddls, and lifting his horso along by ewery means
in his power, saw his opponent bepd forward and speak'to.the grey. Neither
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whip nor spur did he use, but, with a low muttered “ Como along, old man !’ the
grey horse fairly gathered himself together, and shot past like a streak, the Britisher
stil{ smiling, and sitting well down in the saddle, with so perfect a balance, not.
withstanding the broken stirrup-leather, that his weight scemed a help rather than
a hindrance, ) . . 7 . i
Trovor drove in his heels, and forced the chestnut into spurt on spurt ; but
steadily, seemingly without an effort, the grey forged ahead, and now there wero
o clear three lengths’ daylight between them again, But the positions wero
“ reversed, and the crowd were shouting madly ¢ Britisher wing!” ‘¢ Britisher
wins!” “The chestnut’s beat!” ¢Four to one on the Britisher!® “ Here,
1 lay this week’s washing.up on the grey t *  * I vill gif a tousand bounds to von
hundred on det grey ! ”* a big German shouted. : .
Only Commissioner Hayes and those immediately about him stood pale-faced
and si{ent. They had backed the chestnut heavily almost to a man. Two of the
late-comers, however, were exempt from this panic—one, an elderly man, with a
carefully cropped grey beard ; the other, a clean-built; powerful-looking, bronze.
« faced youngster, who stood at his side, staring hard at the leading horse. .
“Tt js ! . he muttered, * By James, it is, I'm positive ! I know his seat 80
well, and I know the horse. Great Scott, what nerve! Here, you ”—turning to
a man who was an ardent Trevorite—*‘ I'lL give you ten to one in fivers on the
rey | ” ] : W v
8. The elder man, with a quick glance, turned round..
“ And the same here, if you care to take it !

“ By Jove, look at that—.just look at that ! ?” exclaimed the youngster excited]
“Do you mean to tell mé there’s another horse or man in ail Australia who could.

doit ¥ Trevelyan, I'll lay you a level fifty it’s he t o
The elder man shook his head with a smile.

“No, you won’t, my son. I’'m not making you n;ny Kfeseilxlts this morz:lingl'.”‘ %
acullan, grim and silent,

And down aniongst the crowd by the last jump stood
He had suspected before, now he was sure.

The grey was gaining steadil{, but not so fast as before, for his rider was easing
10 water-jump, a nasty thing to tackle for a fresh

him up the rise. Ahead lay t

. horse, with such a take-off, and a slip might well mean a broken leg or back, for

the water was deep and the far bank steep and perpendicular, with o slight fall on:

the drop.

“gteady, old man—steady !’ muttered Kelly, ns lie pulled the groy together. .

# Gently does it—so—so, lad ! Now, then | * :

He gave just a touch to the reins—a hint, no more—a graze of the spur, and the,_f-
grey 8

\ ot upwards and forwards, clean as a grei}llhound, clearing the far bank by
six feet or more ; and then, for the first time, t

e spurs went home, and the grey

streaked along the final scurry to the winning-post, a quarter of a mile away, with ,
o long, springy stride, in no way distressed, as though willing and anxious to .

show the crowd what he really could do if put to it.. . v
But from behind came the sound of a nasty snap, a cry from the onlookers, and

o fall, the sounds drowned by yet other and louder ories from tho crowd, as they !
saw that one of the Britisher’s fcet was stirrupless, and that the iron was missing.

i

~The grey shot past the post alone, in the midst of a great-yollof delight ; for

the miners were true sportsmen, and appreciated o pretty picee of work to the full, ’
Kelly, instead of pulling up, indulged them in_a little piecq of fancy riding; for,”
feeling that the grey was cgoing strong and fresh, he wheeled him’ sharply, and-

golloped round at full speed in a double eight ; then, dropping his whip, swooped
- off in a wido circle, and, leaninglow in the saddle, picked it neatly off the ground

on his return, and pulled up before ayes and the group of officials amidst a salvo

of cheers,
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. Up the last of the‘cour's.o 2 chiestnut horse limped along by himself, badly sirained,
and his rider lay beside. the water jump, stunned and with a breken collar-bone,

That afternoon>was an‘drnxious time for Commissioner Hayes. Yo hnd lost five- -

thousand pounds'of*money not his own, and in the evening he had a big dinner-
party, at which bothitlie Britisher ahd Trovor were to be present.

To him at midday'was brought a message that a'man desired earnestly to seo
him, giving the natme of Macullan, *The man was instantly admitted, but what
passed between them was made private.

At séven o’clock all the more important people of the camp began to assemblo,
at the commissioder’s honse. Tho Johnstones were there, all the officials of tho
diggings, the new.comers, Jake Siwupson, and, of course, Captain Vyner and Mr.
Trevor—to the number of thirty or moro all told.

Kelly—or, rather, Vyner—had from somewhere or other produced a dress-suit,
and sailed infoycglass and all, languid as ever, looking infinitely more important
than Major Hayes and hig staff, in their indifferently fitting uniforms., He was
introduced to the new-comers, and dinner begen. i :

" Tt was just as dessert was begun that Macullan stepped forward and tapped Kelly
on the shoulder. ‘ . ' )

“ Beg pardon, sir, but T must ask you to excuse me,” he said, saluting Major
Hayes. ** Acting under telegraphic orders from Melbourne, I muist sk this gentle.
man to consider himself my prisoner, and to oxplain how he comes to be in
possession of the horse of N};d}) Kelly the bushranger—the grog on which he rode .
and won to-day. I’ve just been round to the stable, and it's Kelly’s horse beyond
all shadow of doubt.”

A hum of astonishment and disbelief roso on all sides. On]Y‘Mujor Hayes, glane.
ing furtively round the room, remained silent, ns though thinking,

“This-is rather extraordinary, isn’t it, Macullan, éspecially when the gentle.
man in-question is one of my guests ¥ You have orders from Meclbourne, which
vou can show me, I presume ? * ho said at last, . C . y

“ Yes, sir,” replied Macullan, ) s

“In that.case, I can do nothing. You'd bettor—er—take your man away."

Cries of “ Shame ! rose from all parts of tho room, Hayes was palpably ner.
rous, and pla(ed his part badly, '

¢ Unless,” h

Kelly, who had preserved his coolness throughout, was rising languidly to his

-eet, when another sprang up before him., It was the gentleman with the iron-grey -

eard. .
“ One moment ! * ho cried. ** Major Haycs, I wish to stato hero at once that I
onsider your conduet most reprchensible in this matter, Gentlemen, I believe
ou all know me—Trevelyan. I say emphatically that that man there "—point. |
ing to Macullan—* is a disgrace to the police force of this country. I know jt— .
can prove it ; and ho knows that I can. Morcover, Major Hayes knows it too, .
.el, without any demur, he allows o fellow like that to bring o chargoe against one
of his guests—without a shadow of proof of anything wrong !

“ Now, as o matter of fact, the horse Captain Vyrdor rode to-day is tho horso
»f Kelly the bushranger. I know it, and my friend there, Mr. Mason, knows it, for
ae simple reason that we kopt it for close on a year in our ranche ; and, as you all
tnow, Mr. Mason was largely the means of Kelly’s capture. Captain Vyner had
it horse from rse and my partner, and later on in tho evening I had intended to
v o chat with him about it, The horse was our rro erty to do oxactly as we-
iked with ; .and why a discredited polico officer should think fit to interfere in tho

natter, I eannot say. Clentlomen, that is all” -

Hayes was livid, and Macullan obviously disc_bmﬁted, at this sudden turn of -

ulnirs ; but there was worse to come, . . .

~

¢ added hastily— unless, of course, ho can explain the situation,” .

*
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Captain 'Vyner rose leisurely to

. “One moment, please ! *’ ho said. ~And for once his yoice ‘was hard and stern,
with no symptoms of a drawl. * First of all,"I wish to thank Mr. Trevelyan and
Mr. Mason for extricating me froin o most unpleasant position ; and, secondly,
I have, on my side, a grave charge to make, When I rode to-day against Mr.

- TMrevor I rode against o gentleman and a sportsman, and that I won was merely

the fortune of war, and the better horse, But I am sorry to have to sofy'thut my

-mount had been tampered with.”

OHAPTER 8. e g
A Grave Oharze.

astounded. .

his feet, and si}ei\ch ‘the cheers which greet-od}

H DEAD silenco fell 'on the room, and every man looked at his neighbour,

Macullan, o picture of baflled rage and spite, stared blankly in front of :
him, choking with exasperation. Commissioner Hayes's florid face
was ashen-grey with a secret fear. For the pair of them—master and man, com. .

missioner and constable—had planned their coup very neatly, as they imagined,

and now it seemed that it was not only doomed to failure, but was likely to become -

a complete reverse and recoil on their own heads. . .

When Macullan, appcarin% unawares, sudderly charged the Britisher with’
o

having won the race with the horse of the ex-bushranger, he was fairly certdin that

-

he would have his man at o disadvantage, and wring something in the shape of
" a confession out of him. * o T
And when so well-known and widely-respected a man as Mr. Trevelyan‘got up - -

and volunteered the information that, though the horse had certainly once been .
Kelly’s, it had at o later date become his own property, ‘and that he had patted .

overwnelming disaster. .

- with it to Captain Vyner—thus putting Macullan completely out of court—it was
bad enough. But Kelly’s—or, rather, Captain Vyner’s-—counter-attack was o
After o fow courteous words of thanks to Mr. Trevelyan—words which that b
%mtlemm received with & twinkle in his eye and & scarce perceptible glance at.

ick Mason, his partner—the Britisher, his low, drawling voice taking for & moment

_ acrisper, sterner tone, discharged his bomb.

“All you gentlemen here, I presuie, saw the raco, So far as my antagonist

" was concerned, it was o good race, fairly ridden and fairly won. But, from the

second fence onward I was obliged to ride with one stirrup only. Why't Because

-
A
X

the other had the leathers deliberately and maliciously cut partially through-—so . -

neatly had the thing been done that they were sure to give with a slight extra "

strain, such ag some of the bigger jumps demanded-~and there, gentlemen, stands
the man who did it—Major Hayes! And, if you wish it, I have witnesses whe
saw him do if, whom I can produce ! ** : - . b e

The last sentence came out with a snap, and was followed by an interval of dead -

gun handy!”

The Britisher smiled in answer, and gave i reassuring shake of the héad.' At.“"'

“‘milence, broken only by Jake's murmured, ** Good for yew, pardner, but keep yer *

-the same time, unobserved by the others, lie slipped the revolver Jake had handed *
. ihim under his coat-tails. 3 . . I
Then, and not till then, the pent-up feelings of amazement, indignation, and

disgust broke forth in a regular uproar, and for some few moments it was impossible
to hear oneself speak. In the midst of the crowd

i
v o

1
* {

of excited men stood Hayes, a -
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quaint mixture of m;govornéblo mgo and 'cru;re;f&l;-. ‘Macullan closo beside him,

and on the for side of the table Kelly, self-possessed and immovable.
At last a small knot, of the most influential men in the room came forwird,

. and, after somelittle efforf, obtained something likesilence.” Then they approached

Jake’s partner. g }

“ Captain Vyner,” said the spokesman gravely—and immediately uproar gave
way to intense silence—'* we have heard certain vague accusations brought aguinst
you by Macullan here, apparently with the connivance of Major Hayes. ‘I'hese,
“éo tgstix’nony volunteered by so well-known n man as Mr. Trevelyan render
absurd !’ ; . - \

The Britisher glanced across to the latter, and bowed. There was a glimmer of

: oamusement in his eye, though none but Trevelyan saw it; and so these one-time
; hitter antagonists wiped out old scores. Both were men tried and proved, and,
- whatever their divergence of life and-opinions, they trusted one another implicitly
* the big stockowner and the escaped convict /! -

‘ But,” ¢ontinued the spokesman, * youy in your turn, have brought a charge
of the gravest order against Major Hayes, who is also our host. In common
fairness, we must ask you to substantiate it,” )

The Britisher bowed. . ;

‘ Gentlemen, what you have said is only just, T will doro. Might I ask that

. o messenger be sont for my black groom and for o miner called Jameson? I

prefer that Fou shall question them for yourselves, without my appearing in the
matter at all. Before you do so, however, I would call to your notice one point
Major Hayes has noted in-his pocket-book—n wager with mo for the amount of
five thousand pourids on the result of this afternoon’s race. Ho has lost, Here "
~-producing some notes—* are my five thousand staked, which T will ask you to hold
pending the inquiry.. Major Hayes should, of course, do the same. If T fail to
Frovo my accusation to your satisfaction, I am willing to forfeit my stake and
orgo Major Hayes's debt.” . .
A murmur of approval ran round the room. The commissioner alone, however,’
seemed to dissent, and finally began to bluff and bluster, :
“He hadn’t the money on him—not in the house. A Er—in fact, the truth was he
was awaiting remittances from Melbourne, , :
. *1In that case, Major Hayes,” broke in Kelly suavely, *“ I would suggest that you -
hand these gentlomen here your I O U for the amount, which you can redeem by

telegraphing to-morrow, say, at four o’clock.”

“mounted for the canter down to the post, they

A hum of "assent forced the major’s hand, and ho was reluctantly ‘obliged to
sign the document with trembling fingers, knowing all the while that nothing short
of a miracle could save him from dishonour and disgrace within o few short hours.

The witnesses by this time had arrived. The Britisher carefully abstained from
interfering by word or sign whilst they were being cross-examined. ’

Both told exactly the same tale—that is to aaﬁ', that just before the competitors .

ad seen Hayes, under pretence of
examining the grey, lift up one of the stirrup-flaps, and fumble for an instant with
the stirrup-leathers; further, that they saw a glimmer of ateel in his hand, and
that no one but himself and his immediate circle had been allowed to approach so
close to tlie competing horses. ’ . ‘
" They held strongly to their story in spite of severest cross-questioning, and their
honesty was beyond all doubt. C ’ g

* Gentlomen,” said the spokesmen of the self-ordained court gravely, * I think
we need no further proof of the truth of Captain Vyner's charge. I think it would
be best if we all adjourned.” ) . .

The Britisher now stepped forward again to the table, : _ '

“QOnly one word more, and I have done. As a possible explanation of the

-
N
e

’
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accusation brought against mo by that man Macullan there, I would point oub tha‘r
Major Hayes's trick having failed, thero was still.achanoe, -barring the luci

accident of Mr. Trevelyan's presence, that Major Hayes might have saved th
inconvenience of parting with five thousand pounds, and. that Macullan stood i«
win four—thousand, which, I understand, is the—er—price put on the head of th
er—bushranger—what’s his namo 3—ah-—er—Kelly—thank you, yes-—of the—

—bushranger and ex-conviet, Kelly.”

Major Hayes was comered, exposed, defeated—in all probability ruined for ever
and, in sheer despemticu, he assumed once more his gole of bully.

“Tt’s a—lie !’ he roared; and glared at the Britisher. . :

Swift as o cat. Kelly strode across to him, and flicked him across the face witl
his handkerchief. : ' . :

“ Major Hayes,” he said in a slow, stern voice, which few present had ever heard
him-use, ““ bully and scoundrel though you are, I see I shall have to teach you a
lesson in manners!” L /

Major Hayes rubbed his faco where the handkerchief had stung it, and, in
involuntary obedience to the menace in the Britisher’s voice, lowered his own
tones. . . L

“You shall pay for this,” he said in a hoarse whisper. “I'll have your life for
this insult, you charlatan adventurer!” . :

Kelly shrugged his shoulders, and turned away, coolly lighting a cigar.

% To.-morrow morning—when you will,” he said.: -** Mr, Simpson there will
arrange any details for me.” .

Duelling, of course, was strictly illegal, and the parties congerned were liablo
to be tried for murder, Still, in those comparatively lawless parts it was apenly
winked at, and, so long as the affair was properly conducted, no questions wero
asked alterwards.: ' N N
* Shortly the preliminaries were arranged between the twa seconds, and Kelly;
and the majority of the guests withdrew. Mr. Trevelyan ang Dick, not wishing’
to be mixed np in the afﬁir, had left even earlier. S s SR

The two principals were to meet at sunrise the next morning, and it was arranged’
that, to give oqual chances to both men, they were to fight in the old American

fashion. A mile from camp was a big copse, from which the miners obtained a good ..

deal of their timber. This was a quarter of .a_mile or more across. The.two*
adversaries, cach armed with o fully-loaded ‘magazine-rifle, . wero to enter the copse;,

simultaneously from opposite sides, after which-they .were at liberty to do ai’

they pleased, it being understood that the.survivor was to bury the fallen mas’
and conceal his body in the wood. "In this way the scconds and others concerned

were supposed to have evaded any complicity in the matter from a strictly legal
standpoint. The subterfuge was, of course, mere nonsense, but in those days .

‘it served its purpose.,

Hayes, though o bully and a coward, enjoyed considerable notoriety as a-good'+
shat. . “Captain Vyner in this respect was an unknown quantity to most of them.s"
Nevertheless, as the news spread around the camp, excitement grew apace, and

‘every man turned ift with o fixed determination to *“ be on hand good and early.”

-3 The sun came up shortly after five, yet long before that a straggling stream of

. eager sightseors were wending their way out cross the broken ground towards the
.. copso euphoniously known as *“ Dead Man’s Wood.” .

of'the crowd were all in favour of the Britidher,

Hagyes was very much the reverse of popular, and the good wishes, if not the liopes,

Presently all heads were turned in a backward direction, for two small groups,
walking separately, were discernible. The first consisted of the Britisher and Jake
Rimpson, the latter with a magazine-rifle across his arm and n grave face, el
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The second group, which was just emerging from tho commissioner’s houso, com.
. prisod Hayes and his‘sccond, also carrying o rifle. Tho two partics converged
slowly towards one another until théy met at a point fifty yards or so from the
edge of the copse; '‘and the miners and onlookers immediately erowded round,
quiel:(tl and orderly, but keen to view all the preliminaties, and see as much as they
coluld, - .

Kelly drew off a little way, smoking a cigar, and Hayes also stepped back a few
. paces, regarding his adversary with an ovil scowl. If ever thero was murder in a
man's face, it was in that of tho sub-commissioner’s that morning, and many o
miner nudged his fellow and shook his head doubtfully over tho Britisher’s chances
of living through the next hour. ’ ,

Jake Simpson and the major's second drew togother and carcfully examined
the rifles—testod them to sco that the magazines were empty, and then serutinised
_ the cartridges to assure thomselves that t%ney had not been tampered with in an;

way, and that the bullots had not beea cut or slit, so as to make them expand.
Then Jake handed Kelly's riflo over, and watched Hayes’s second chargo the
magazine with ten shells—one by one. - )
" .This done, he, in turn, took Hayes's rifle and jerked aside the magazine lover,

* Seven—eight—nine—ten ! he counted, and threw tho lever back into position
with a snap: The two men then compared watches, and Jake, producing a coin,
tossed up. . i :

“Tails 1 ” cried the other, in the midst of a br eathless silence. And a scoro of
heads craned forward to look at the coin as it fell.. 3y .

“She’s a head ! drawled Jake. * Sir, I reckon you an’ the major had better
stop round to the far side of the copse. I and my man will remain here. When
i’ou come up against the dead pine, the point right opposite, you will bid your man
head stmigﬁt %or the copse, you and I, it is understood, not approachin’ within
fifty yards of the wood till—till it’s all over.” . * .

Huyeﬁ]’s sccond nodded, and, picking up tho rifle, prepared to move off to his

rincipal, : : .

p inkg called after him : ) ' » : ‘

*“It’s now just twenty minutes ofter five. Shall we fix a quarter to the hour ?
That should leave you plenty of time to get into position.” :

- -‘* At-a quarter to six precisely,” replied tho other with o stiff bow, as he and
"Hayes departed, and wero soon lost to view round the corner of the wood.
The:¢rowd, gave 4:sigh of expectancy, and shuffied their feet uncasily, More

than-one'voice. grdwléd out s gruff :
“ Good luck to ye; Britisher ! " .
“ Get a bead on the rkuiik, and shoot smart—he means to out you !

-* Looks mighty cool, conisiderin’.”:

“ Yes, gi¢, ho has sang considerable, but that there Hayes is o darned cloan shot,”
and soon. : . AR e T e ‘

-*“Silence there, please, boys!* called Jake. *There ain’t anythin’ ailing my
man. No, siree. . %ut you an’ mo is outer this show ; wo're only here to sec fair
play.  An’ may the best man win." ‘ :

Gioing up to Kelly, he added’in an undertonn: Co

“I've done the best I can for you, pardner, cid hoss. Hayes has the walk round
to shake him up, and the light's a shade better this side, comin’ over the left
shoulder. Don’t you go tryin’ any fancy, high-falutin’ shootin’ in the air
nonsense. Hayes means business, Yes, sir, he means death an
murder, fair or foul. © Cive him half a chance, an’ he'll shoot you down ir} col'd
blood. Get a fine sight, old man, and drop him as soon as you can. '.llme!
gettin’ on. Shake, pard, just in case, We've pulled together reul fine, you sn'

L} F /
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T. I'm glad to hev known somoone ag was er—intimate with that thero Kelly:
and don't yew forget it.” . o e
Kelly took the outstretched hand, and gazed for a second straight into the:
humorous grey eyes, now clouded with doubt and anxiet{. L .
“ Thanks, old ‘man,” he said. * Don’t,you worry. Tl tell Kelly when I meet:
him.” ) S
B fiA grim smile flickered across Jake's face for an instant, and he handed him th
ritle.. ‘ e .
* She’s half-cock, and there’s a shell in the breech ready.” -
Kelly nodded, chugked a.wai his cigar-stump, bit off the end of another, ana.
coolly lighted it; then he took the rifle over the crook of his left arm. A litth:
murmur of admiration went up from the crowd at his calm nonchalance. He::
looked more like a man going to a pheasant drive than to play a game at long odds.
with death. e ‘ . =
* "Juke glanced at his watch; the minute-hand pointed exactly to the quarter.
“Time!” said he sharply. And, with a nod and a wave of the hand, Kelly
* 'strolled across the intervening space, smokingjplacidly, and vanished in the outer
fringo of the copse. , : ' ;

“Now, I call that real, solid grit,” said a miner in the crowd. “Men can say
what they like, but blood will tell in horse, dog, or man, and the Britisher’s clean
bred every inch. - o _ vl

““The pluckiest, toughest proposition I've ever struck against,”. seid Jake,
#* And now quiet, please, boys 1" : ) o 3%

Ha,vinf entered the wood, and left the crowd behind him, Kelly, still smoking,
strolled leisurely forward. © His heart may have beat a trifle faster, but ther
was nothing visible to betray the fact. He puffed luxuriously at his cigar, and
his rifle still balanced carelessly on his arm ; but, for all that, his eyes weré keen
and alert, noting every possible point of vantage. Hayes meant murder, and he
was perfectly well aware of the fact, only he had not the smallest intention of
allowing himself to be murdered. : . i : i Y

It was s strange, nerve-trying ordeal, that old-fashioned American duel, for
the attack might come suddenly from any unexpected quarter of the compass

" The two adversaries were in the wood ; they might follow any device they chose,
the g’eneml understanding being that each was to-find his man and endeavour
to kill him as he deemedgbest. e C .

It was & contest in which a quick wit and an iron nerve often came out on top
of superior marksmanship ; but in this case Kelly was not only possessed of the
two former; he was also probably the finest and quickest shot on the whole
Australian continent. . Having penetrated some fifty yards or more into the wood
in‘a direct line, ho turned off sharply'at right angles for ten paces. For his quitk

 eye and knowledgo of wooderaft engbled him'so select the exuct spot best suited
for his purpose. 'This ‘'was & good large cyprus-tree, with a trunk fully capable of
sheltering a. man’s body behind it. ,On two sides of it was bracken, and a little
way in front, and five or six yards to the right, a thick, low clump of scrub.

Into this he threw his hat carefully and accurately, so that it hung suspended
with the crown uppermost,. and just visible; then, with one or two extra pufls,
to ensure its keeping well alight, the tigar followed suit and fell below the hat,
smouldering dully,. emitting o thin, almost imperceptible upward curl of biue
_smoke and a fragrant odour. . ' :

Then he sat down, with hig back to the tree, his rifle across his knees, in such
a position that he could just glimpse the hat sideways. Once or twice he glanced

- regretfully at his cigar-case, shook his head, and fl nally compromised by biting
off the end of o weed and putting it between his teeth without li hting it. ~ Whilst
. waiting developments he made a rapid mental calculation. The wood- was full
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quarter of @ mile across from point to point, Hayes would advance slowly and
cautiously after the first fifty yards or so, and probably had just enough brain
and wooderaft to follow & bee-line through the undergrowth. It would take
him perhaps twenty minutes to reach the place. )

Tho silence was intense, Even the very birds were hushed and quiet, and the -
sun wus-rising higher and higher, filtering throh?h the leaves overhead.

Presently from away behind him—he was facing down his own trail—thore
came a faint, stealthy, crackling noise, so faint as to be almost inaudible.. But
Kelly pricked his ears, and his hand slid negligently down to his rifle. = Then a

ause, and again the ‘sound became gudible, nearer this time, and slightly over
Eis left shoulder ; then once more silende. .

. “Crack!” A sharp report cut across the stillness like a knife, and was followed
by two more in quick succession. Kelly smiled grimly to himself, bub nover
moved an inch. Ho knew well what the sound meant. The silenco and suspense
were playing havoo with Hayes's nerves, and he had fired wildly at some imaginary
object. Another five minutes of it, and & moving shadow ‘would be enough to
_call forth a regular fusilade, : . - -

The footsteps drow stealthily closer, more carcless of the noise they made, and
coming in short, pattering rushes, followed by intervals of inaction. = Kelly could
,picture. the man. to himself—grey-faced, bedewed with sweat, breathing short
through his nostrils, back hunched, darting from tres to tree, crawling nervously
on hands and knees through & tangle of undergrowth. :

. Bang, bang! One whirring bullet chipped the bark of a cFoung treo twenty
paces away and a good ten foot from the ground; the second flicked the.crown
of Kelly’s hat as it hung on the bushes, and sent it fluttering down out of sight, *
The ruse had worked. Kelly shook his head disapprovingly. ** Nerves all joggled
up; firing high ! was his mental comment. . 3

Bang, bang ! again, Two more bullets fired at short range, sent up a spurt of

carth close to where the hat had fallen. y '
. Hayoes, believing his man to be badly wounded, was wasting cartridges rceklossly.
Beven of his ten already gone! . ' : ‘ . .
+ Kelly waited an instant, and then, with all the skill learnt of black trackers,
‘slid from view amongst the bracken noiselessly as o snake, - :
" o was working round behind his man for & purpose of his own. Ho glanced
“for o moment at Hayes, ashen faced and gasping, his eyes protruding with a very
rédl horror, as, realising that his firo had been drawn by a trick, he went blundering
on. His head was ducked down, rifle thrust forward, shoulders humped as ho
darted furtive littlo glances this wayand that, knowing that his invisiblo enemy
must be somewhero close at hand, and that any instant a bullet might come
crashing into his heart or brain. . . ,

Kelly let him go; then, having worked round behind him, and always keoping
him in view, he dogged him yard by yard to the fringe of the copse. Here he
paused for & moment, and would havo turned.  Instantly Kelly raised his riflo
and sent o bullet whistling by his ear. That was too much for Hayes. His nervo
was broken, and without even attempting to return the shot, he took to his heols
apd bolted out of the wood for dear life. . .

. A derisive shout from the watching miners grected his appearance, followed -
by a hasty stampede, for Kelly, followin, ?uic ly, had appeared at tho wood's
gdge, and they were possessed of an ovorw%w ming desire to get clear of the line of

re. ; O g '
:Crack! XKelly's rifle spoke sgain, and Hayes's hat went fluttering off his head
as he ran. Crack! again, and his leather belt dropped away from him, neatly
sliced by a bullet, just as a third kicked up a spurt of earth botween his feet,
A gasp of astonishment went up from the crowd, for they realised that the
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: M e : ;
Britisher had no intention of harming the man beyond frightening him neath
to death ; but such marksmanship was unholy. ~ With & last remnant of courag
or desperation~—the jeers of the crowd may havo dono it——Hayes checked, swu-
round on his heel, and raised his rifle. .

Crack! And before he could set finger on triﬁger, another of those deadly bull’
splattered against the lock, and the weapon flew out of his hands, leaving hi
unarmed, wringing his fingers with pain, and cursing foully, white-faced with terror

Kelly, his unlighted cigar in his mouth, his rifle over his crooked arm, sauntere
into full view. . S

And a great roar of welcome for the Britisher rang out from the crowd as s,
,walked leisurely towards his adversary. _ .

s g

CHAPTER 9.
Tho End of the Duol,

HE crowd swayed forward, cager as schoolboys, to where Major Hayes
stamped and cursed in a mixture of rage and ({min and terror, his wounded
hand clapped under his armpit, the shattered rifie at his feet. . '
~ Kelly strolled up, still chewing his cigar-end, and was greeted with a
galvo of cheers. But of these he took not the least notice. There was o grim,
set look on his face, and his voice when he spoke cut like a whifp-lash : <
“Major Hayes!” The injured man stopped his cursing for an instant, his’
faco convulsed and distorted—'¢ Major Hayes, you've long been known as a bully-
—now you've proved yourself a coward in the face of the whole camp, I ghould
be well within my rights if I shot you down like the vermin you are! P
“You will apologise to me now publicly before all those gentlemen; you wil
sign a confession that you, in conjunction with Macullan, tried by a trick fo-evada *
payment of your debt to me; and f'o“ will write out a cheque for fivo thousand
})ounds, dated threo weeks hence. 1f that isn't met when presented, I shallknow,
how to deal with you. Lastly, you will at once resign your appointment hege -
and exchange to some other district.”. . S i e e
The words fell cold, clear, and distinct, and a murmur of approval arose fiom
the miners who had been listening eagerly. ) :
“ You infernal, imfudent scoundrel, I'll gee you hanged first ! "' roared Ha
. mad with rage. “ I'll sign nothing ! . - oo
“You refuse ? Very good ! As I said before, I have a right to shoot you as
you stand ; ‘but I can't firo on an unarmed man, Can someone lend me a couple
of revolvers 2. : . . L 8 oErT I
Half a scoro wore instantly proffered. Kelly selected a couple at random, glasneed 3.
at them to seo they were fully loaded, and tossed them on tho ground. W,
“This is the alternative then, Take your choice of one of those, and step back?'
ten paces. I will do the same. As you are wounded and flurried, I shall shoot®
~ vnly with my left hand.  The firing will continuo until one of us is dead or disabled.
And ”’—with a sudden spurt of anger—"" if you don’t do it, by James, I'll horsewhip -
1yopf outlgf the camp with my own hand! Youwre a disgrace to the Queen's |
uniform ; . .
Hayes glowered evilly, and glanced at the faces of- those around him, in tho -
hopes pf seeing some sign of encouragement.” But every man there was regarding |
him with cold disgust. L = : L o Ve .
Hayes snatched up a revolver with his uninjured hand, and stepped back.
At the ten-pace mark he halted, and Kelly did the same, ' K
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Kelly wheeled sidoways, and raised his weapon in his left hand, the barrel
pointing skywards. His faco was emotionless, as though he wero waiting his turn
to shoot at a mark ; only the dark oyes had a strange look in them, nn(f this time
if his adversary fired, he meant to fire, too, and kill %im. .

“ Will 'you give tho word, or shall I?” he called. “* You'd better stand a
littlo further to the right; you are up against a patch of light buckground, and
I wish to tako no advantage of you.” a :

Hayes shifted his position hurriedly, opened Lis mouth as though to reply,
and then, seeing Kelly’s stern, pale fice, flung down his revolver witﬁ an oath. '

“T’ll sign, curse you ! ” ho said savagely. * But I'll puy you out for this somo
day—soon—mark my words!?” . -

clly shrugged his shoulders, and, strolling forward again, restored his wenpon
to its owner. ' .

*“ As you please,” said ho.” “Juke, you might be good enough to act as witness
on my 'behalf, and perhaps one of you others will do as much for Major Hayes.”

A miner’s account-book was produced, and, someone olse handing up a pen
and a little travelling inkpot, the thing was done and Hayes and his second left
the field in the midst of a dead silence. '

“Threo cheers for the Britisher! Threo cheers for Captain Vyner!" rang
gut a voice from the back of tho crowd. “Come on, boys—altogether! Let

er ript” . .

And they did. K .

“Say, Britisher, that was mighty pretty shootin’. of yours,” said ono of tho
Jamesons. * Closer’n anything I ever sce, save once. I know a man down
Melbourne way who reckored to drive in a neil on a board at cighty paces. I saw
him do it, too, five times out of six,”

Kelly nodded. -~ : ‘

*“Yes, I know tho trick, I'vo socn something of the sort mysclf.” |

“ Suppose you couldn’t do it, oh ? This being a sort of a half-holiday, I thought
wo- might have a sort of shootin’ match—sweepstake allair.  Somo‘of the boys
are pretty smart, though I guess you'll have to bo handicapped ! .

Kelly smiled and nodded. Miners work hard—uncommonly hard—whilst
they’re at it, but when they take a holiday they’ro just like so many schoolboys.
The proposition was hailed with enthusiasm by such as had overheard, and somo
ran to fetch boards and squarc-headed nails, whilst others staked out tho ground
and looked to their rifles. -

Finally n dozen cntercd, at five dollars & héad, in tho pool. The Britisher
was handicapped twenty yatds, and Jake, who was reckoned the next bost shot,
fitteon. Tho others, who were all tr fire from the cighty-yatd mark, oponed the
¢nme with five shotes apicce. All went within a few inches with some of their shots,
“but only three hit tho nail fair and square,- On shooting off the tio, Jameson, thoe

Proposor of the schemo, was loft in, with a record of two hits-out of his five shots,
*: Jake camo noxt at ninety-five yards, and whether from 1eirvousnces or a {ault

-

chirtridge, his first attempt missed cleant.  Tho old Toxan smiled grimly, shoolf his oo
o ko g e e a

hoad, and gighted leng and carofully. ‘ .t N e
Crack ! ﬁnd a shout announced that the nail had gone in tothebeads < The?
next again a hit, and the last also found its way home, knocking the nail silewaya.

“Thres and a groze!” called tho umpire. * Jameron, old man, that wipes,
our eye. Might_y pretty shootin’, Jake ! Britisher, you'll havo to be protty spry

o Jick your pard.” ‘ , "y
Jake looked at Kelly with a solemn wink. .

** Fine, old man,” said Kelly to him, \vithin. émilo, and steppod back ﬁvqﬁi'ytfrfd's':; : E

to his place. : -
A new beatd wos put up, and the nail driven half home In ils contro,  Bets woro

hurriedly mado in whispers, and then, amidst an almost broathloss silerco, JKelly
s, . :

&

S~

s .
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raisod bis rifie. He hardly soemed to take & sight—he hadn’t even removed hi
cigar. The lean rifle-hatrel twitched slightly, moved through a tiny arc, anf
stoadied. Crack! The board quivered a little, and a noat round splash of lead
covered the nail.d 5 ’ : "y = i
* One ! ” roared tho umpire. ; . L i .
. Kolly did not so much asplower bisrifle. 4 jerk, and a click of the ejecting lever;*
an empty brass shell tinklod on to the ground at his feet, and as the new one tool,
jts placo in the chamber he prossed on the triggor again. chk ! a second time:,
Again tho board quivered, yet only the sin, lo splash wag visible. - "%
“'Pwo ! ” called the umpire again, from his post noar the target.. And a shout™
went up from the crowd as they realisod that the second buliet had exactly covered:
“tho first. . f : : ‘ }
Crack—crack—erack ! three times in quick succession. At each impact the,
targot jorked, yet as the last roport died away there was the white board un. !
touchmi savo for that single mark, and that was no lonﬁer a bullpt-dxiven nail,.-
but a cloan hole bored right through to the daylight on the other side by the five s
successive shots. ‘ : ’
“ Five!” yolled the umpire at the top of his voice, “:and all plunk through the
same holo ! ! ' . S : v
Bofore the crowd could roalise what such wonderful accuracy meant, Kelly, with+
a smile, snatched a rifle from the hands of a man who was standing next to him,.:
balanced it a moment, then, swinging it up, fired in seoming carelossness ns fast at |
“rgver ho could empty the magazine.. . & _ .
Up from the tonire helo, a straight, bullet-packed line 1an up slantwise. Tho"
crowd watched it grow matk by mark. * Seven!” said a man in an awed wh:s?ar.‘;
Without a pause in the firing, the rifle muzzle deflocted a trifle, and a similar line;
sgrung up slantwise on the right, from tho centre outwards. ** Seven!’) mytterod:.
the man again. Co- C ) : . } o i
- ‘Kelly threw down the empty rifle, and then at last, as the crowd realised the truth, .-
they gavo a frantio yell of agmiration and surpriso. For not only had Kelly sent his..
first five shots exactly in the centre, but, using the hole as a starting-point, bhe had.’
with the second rifle made an ifitial “ V,” for Vyner, revon bullets in each arm of ©
the letter, and each bullet placed with such deadly accuracy that tho distances:
betwoon any two scarcely vatied by & hair’s breadth. e Lo Tl
The crowd raced up to the board to examine this miraculous shooting more
closely, but Kelly only laughed, and, sweeping up the pool, took his way off with a:
cheery * Drinks on me, boys! Call for what you want when. you:get back { :
Before be had got far, however, Jake came striding after him,. : .
*“ Wiped my eye finely, didn’t yer, pard * Goe whiz, I never scen spch shootin’
in all my life. Still, it kinder makes for notoriety, don't it ? What about that;
little ride we were goin’ to take—you and 1?7 : . ;
“"You're right, old man,” said Kelly gravely. - 'There’s going to bo trouble.
hatched for me if 1 stay here. That little brute Hayes means mischjef for one ;:
80 dces Macullan.  Buf there’s no point in your getting messed up in it.  1'll ride
;.off on my own for a piece—in fact, I've half a mind to do s littlo prospecting in
. gtorn earnest. The life suits me, and the country isn’t touched away to the north
o, -thote. Ill bo off ta-night, but I'll go by myself.” .+ - ' : ;
.-t Shucks ! ” said Jake briefly. * 1 ain’t so stuck on this yer mud-beap.” We've
*.. done mighty well out of it, and made a good fat pile. ‘I shall upstake and come
along.  Yes, sir. . I'll go and sproad the news around. I don’t want ’em to think
we kindor sneaked off. ~ What's wrong with foeting an hour after sundown ? - I'll
havo my swag packed by then, and we gan pick up tio horses out on tho farm.” .
“ Veory woll, old man,” said Kelly, # And jolly %lad 1 ghall be to havo you alon
to talk to; but I hopo no hatm will come of it.” And, with,a nod, be stxo]loﬂ
down to their tént. o :
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They had already rold out their claim in the Good Hope to a syndicate for a

‘largo sum, so, after packing his small bundle of nocessarios—a bag of food, a panni.

kin, etc—his prepatations were pretty well complete. . Ho paid a visit to the bank

manager, anothor to the big hotel—whera ho kept what Jake called his store ’

clothos—and spent the rost of the time bidding good-bye to his many friends.
He Jeoked overywhero in the hopes of sooing Me. Trovelyan ot Dick Maron, but they
had vanished, and the nows getting about that the Britisher and his pattner wete
off up-country prospecting, he was kopt too buay to go and hunt them up. :

Lato in the afternoon Jdake and 1o, followed by o noiey, laughing crowd, went
down. to their tont with the idea of holdini; a meok auction of it and ite contonts
—tho rough furniture, the heavier tools, slu
wete good—especially good-—as things went in thet primitive place, and would, in
‘sl probability, have fetched a good round sum. o ?

Jake, who, like all Americans, could be fluent enough whon neod bo, war already
jostingly praising the stock up to the skios, with somo flowery eloquence anont
the wonderful quality of the material, and so forth, -

“ D’yew see that thas tent, boys 1 D’yew soo that thar patch on her nor'-cast
and most picturesquo curve t Waal, now, I reckon some folks would bo darned
fools enough to consider that thar patch a defect. But I surmiso it's nothin’ of
the kind. No, siree, not by alongsight. That that patch is a fair Golconda. That
thar patch comes out of the hinder end o' the Britisher's pants—the vory pants
he wore when he sat right down 6n the famous nuggeet, the Goud Hope, the largost

nugget ever yanked out of those or any other diggings. An’ that thar patch has -
rubbed shoulders with close on forty thousand pounds’ worth of virgin-gold, fresh

from the bowels o' the mighty carth.  Gontlemen, the price of this yer tent,
includin’ that thar patch, is raised ten dollars.” ) : .
“* I'll go five better ! ™ called a laughing voice.
- *Quess 1'l] rajse you ten and call,” drawled the Britisher, * All'right, boys
* wall right, Jake, old man! I buy the whole lot in as it stands. I don’t want to
. spoil fun, but we’ve had & good haul of Juck out of this show, and maybo it'll
. bring‘Juck to the noxt man, and I see ono of the crowd yonder who could do with a
bit. 1f he'll do me the honour of accepting the outfit as a gift, we'll call it a
- deal.” . S 2
' - He nodded, and all eyes turned towards a poor little Molbourne cockney, with a
_ consumptive cough, who was lingering on the outskirts of tho crowd, and whoso
conspicuous ill-luck had made him the laughing-stock of the wholo camp. His namo
was Hunt. : ’ b . ) v e
"Pears filled the little man’s oyes as he glanced at the Britisher, as though he balf
suspected that o was being made tho victim of some now hoax. But Kelly steppod
forward and slapped him on tho shoulder, » . v o
“ The sticks and things are yours, Jittle man, if you’ll tako 'om as a parting gift."”
And, unnoticed by the rest, he managod to squcezo & fow nctes into the man's
hand, - " : Jn
i'he poor little cockney coughed and stammered, * Really, sir, you ato too kind !
1—I-——* He broko off,and stammered wotse for want-ol words. ' -
“Rot! That's all right, old chep, they’ll bring you luck.” And Kelly turned
hurriedly away. T . ' .
" Pho rest of the crowd, with a murmur of approval, also filed quistly oft—all save
+ & fow of the loadors, the senior Jameson amongst theme ’ . ¢
* Britisher,” said he, “ you're a darn good sort, and I’m roa} sorry you're leavin
-us. I guoss you've about saved that small chipmunk of & man from foolin’ roun
witl the wrong end of his gun ono of theso dark nights. s thoro anything I can do

for yout®
. Ty , :

. 2 i, o ., _— * 3 \
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ico boxes, and so on. Some of those |
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-this to anyone. - Good-bye!™
) ; w;}g the haft and part of the hoad of an old broken pick, w
asido. Yk
" . He swung his qew-foun?l woapon tentatively once or twico to tost its balance, .-
raised himsel! quickly at an unexpected sound, and saw five figures rushing at -

waited for thom, . ‘

<%
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“ YWhy, yes, there is, if you'll promise to keop quist about it, You know t'ha;j; fiva
thousand f’dlaggod out of Hayes this morning ? I'llleavo the choquo with you.

- Ho'll pay up all right when it {alls due—ho daren’t do otherwiso, it would break him,
. When you get tho money I want you to use it for helping lame dogs of that kind ”

—with a jerk of the head towards Hunt—* oves their own particular stiles. I've
known what being down on ono’s luck is myself, and I've a sort of woakness for
other poor wretches in tho samo patg]oguo.” e

Just at dusk, Captain Vyner—alias tho Britisher, alias Kelly—turnod Lis
back on tho camp, and, carrying his swaf. sot out to meoot Jako. Tho latter,
by arrangement, had driven out ocarlier to the farm with the saddles and heavier
goar. , : : ,

The Britishdr was deep in thought, 1Ie had thoroughly enjoyed his spoll at the
diggings. . Ho ‘had ‘improved physitally and mentally. He had won himself
‘oﬁen opinions on all sides, and, incidentally, he.bad made a very respectable
ortune. . L o . :

As he tramped along, with oyes fixod on the ground, ho was comparing his con-
dition with what it had been a year or eightcen months befors, when every man's
hand was against him. - There had beon moro wild excitoment, true, and there had
been considerable fascination in bolding his rapscallion gang in chock-~in the con-
stant fights, the chase, the ruses, and the long night rides.” But some of his old,
fieroe, tostless spirit had left him, and he was lecking forward to his solitary exe
pedition into unknown wilds, with Jako as his only companion. - : e

“H.st1¥ The sqund, low, sibilant, and menacing, came from out of tho dusk
to one side of him.: £ et g . > . ‘g

“\Who's there 1 ”” ho answored, in a low tone. . L . e

““It’s mo, sir—'Unt. Speak low, for yer Jifelssaket” - . ey

* Come along, then, Mr. Hunt—what’s the trouble 1-” : o, o

A small, thin figure rose out of the dusk a few paces awsy, with a stifled cough. -,
»"*“ They’re laying for you, sir, tho *ole gang of 'om—Maocullan and a crowd of toughs
~—four or five, I couldn’t sco—just beyond the old workings as you top the tise. 1
*eared them talkin’, though they never noticed mo.” i
" Kolly’s eyes gloamed in the gathering darkness, but he ldid his hand kindly enough
B the S dhotkler - e bk he il Mindiyenough

*“"Little man,” said he, **thore’s an old saying that one good turn déserves anothor;
but you're in a mortal hutry fo cry quits.  I’m much obliged to you. 'How many
did you say there woro—four ot five 2 - W P e

“Yes, sir; fivo, I think.” . L :

‘“ Aro they armed ¢ e R .

‘I bolieve &o, sir ; but I ’eard Macullan say somethink about *ow there ‘was to ba
no rew--no shootin’, for'foar they’d rouse the camp.” C -

Kolly was silont for a moment. * Just as one comes to the rise, eh ? Little
man, I very much fanoy thut you've saved my life. Thanks, old chap! Now,
cut along ; Jyou can’t do any more good—unless; that is, you’ve got a gun on you. .
You havon’s ¢ No, I rather funcicd not. Cut along back, and ssy nothing of

*Kelly stumbled over something in the dntzkﬂess, and 'sbtoolpc\% t-ib piéllc’ it .uIIy.- It
hich had boen thrown

him from diverging points through the dusk. ,
They wore attacking on all sides at onco. e swupg up the broken pick' and
v . N

g
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\ CHAPTER 10.
Ono Against Five.

ELLY swung up tho broken pick and waited for the rush--five men coming
: at him from all points of the compass. He was fairly trapped, beyond
all shadow of doubt.

*“ No shooting, men!” he heard Macullan whisper hoarsely. “ We
don’t want any row or fuss made! Collar him alive—not too much damago
—and it’s twd five pound notes apieco! Now, then, jump him—smartly !

Kelly cast a quick glance over his shoulder. There was no cqver available ;
but a féw yards away to the right was a s_tceP bank of earth, a remnant of some
old diggings. If he could gain that, ho could at lesst protect himeelf from an
attack in the rear. One of his assailants—a big, raw-boned, loose-jointed man
—was swooping down on him from that side, and in & second or two more would
inevitably cut him off. - ) -

Neglecting tho ofhers, though they were almost upon him, he turned swiftl
on his heel and dashed straight at tho tall man—the stock as they met sent bot
men reeling backward—but Kelly, thrusting out his hip on the impact, an old
football® trick, swung his antagonist off his balance, and, before ever he could
recover himself, the haft of the pick crashed down on his head, and he dropped
with a grunt, losing all further interest in his surroundings.

i The Britisher leapt over the prostrate body just in time to avoid a whistling
cut at him from behind, and, gaining tho gravel bank, wheeled round. .

Macullan and hig three remaining assistants didn’t give him much breathing
space, but drove at him altogether. . ’ . :

Kelly lunged straight at the face of the man directly in front of him, tho ragged
end of the haft caught the fellow, fair,and square, on the jaw.. His srms jorked
upwards and he fell back with a yelp of pain.

“Two!” said Kelly grimly, parrying at the samo timo a blow aimed at his
side, which, had it caught him, must have broken his arm, .

. The-man on his left, however, more cunning than his fellows, was hoverin,
o,lbout,‘ stooping-low, feinting here and there, watching his chance to dash in an
close. . .

Macullan noticed this, and in order to give the man his opportunity, rained
down & hail of hapharard blows to distract attention. .
Kelly saw the ruse, and saw that in the end ho was bound to bo taken, barring

"~ on ono more of themfirsf, and that one should be no other than Macullan,

Bending down, with knees crooked, he made & circular sweep, tho ick-handlo
whistling through the air and compelling his assailants to give ground a littlo ; then
a_quick jab at the man on the left by way of warning, and, springing suddoenly
upright and forwards;, he hurled himself straight at Macullan.

Somothing or someone caught him o resounding thud in tho ribs, but he paid
1o heed to it. Macullan was what ho wanted and what he meant to have'a go.
at, for good or ill, whether two or twenty men stood in hig way.

" l'o do him justico Macullan was just as ready to close.” Tho man was 8 bully, -

. but, unlike his superior officer, he was by 110 means a coward. . )
" Whack! Thud! Another blow caught Kelly on the a¥m, momentarily pura.
lysing it and loosening his grip on his weapon. With an exclamation of rage
lie flung it at the head of the man who had aimed the blow, and drove at Macullpn
with his Jeft, ’ :
. The wﬁrd’er half dodged the blow, but it shook him, and Kelly, rocovering the
m({) of his other arm, caught him by the throst and hung on with the tenacity of
& bulldog. o ]

In vain tho big warder tried to shalke him off, and in vain his followers battered

. *'v“y . . . -
had ; . T . 1

miracles. He set his teeth. At any rate, if ho,was taken he would lenvo his mark -

5 Jiapt 2
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at Kelly’s defenceless head and back. For, quick to take advantage of the dim
light, he contrived to swing Macullan round, using him as kind of shield, and
moroe then one shréwd knock, intended for the Britisher, came tapping on the,
roof of Macullan’s skull, e « ¥ e .
_ Butthe, unequal contest could not last loni.‘ Macullen, it is true, was fast,
losing consciousness, yet Kelly dare not relax his grip; and the others were all’
about him once more, trying to pull him down. 3 Lo
. At last onb man, who had previously been hanging round waiting his charice;
—dived down and flung his arms round Kelly’s legs from behind. = A quick upward
jerk took the Britisher's feet from under him ; & wrench, which nearl ook his,'
arms from their sockets, followed, and with a crash he, Macullan, and the third:
man came to the ground in & heap. - Instantly the rest flung themselves on Kelly’s .
back and shoulders, pinning him down, helpless and oxhausted. : B

Macullan stag ereg to his feet with a groan. L P e

“ Got you at last, you play-acting hound ! ™ he growled thickly, fingering his -
swollen fhroat. * Truss him up, boys, and see you truss him good! He's as,
slippery as an eel, and wo ain’t taking any chances this bout. I sha’n’t feel happy.
tilﬂi-seo him strung up to the triangles in Melbourrie Gaol! ™, - . .

One of the men produced a long strip of raw-hide thong. Macullan grabbed
it savagely, and with vindictive ferocity began to bind his captive. 8o tightly
did he tio the first fow knots, that the raw hide cut deep into the flesh and at
once stopped the circulation.. Kelly set¢his teeth hard, but said nothing. He
wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of knowing that they had power to hurt him,
Even when Macullan gave him a brutal kick as'a hint to be still. . i

They were all intent on their work, for darkness had fallen, and time was precious.

Suddenly there came a sharp crack; and a bullet whizzed between the heads
of Macullan and the man next him, followed immediately by the shary, crisp
command, * Hands up!” : S o

The interruption was so startling and demoralising that the men sprang to
their feet in bowilderment, peering uneasily into the night. S s ‘

* Hands up, sharp, or ye won’t know what’s hurt you!” i

This time tho voice came from quite & different point of the compass. Tnstine.’
tively thoy wheeled, and instinctively, their hands went up above their heads—
at full-arm stretch, fingers splayed. "1 K LN AP

“So that’s healthier 1.” drawled the voice. * Now movo off ten paces to the
- right, and Jet each man keep a clean yard from his neighbour, if he has any use

fer livin’ ! The first feller that waggles a finger’ll seo some exhibition gun practice,
an’ 1 guess it’s the last thing he will see this side of the pit! Now, little man,
wade in with yer knife and cut Captain Vyner loose ! CH ,

The diminutive form of Hunt loomed up suddenly out of the darkness, stooped
over Kelly, and, with a fow deft strokes, cut tho thongs. : g .

“You are right, Britisher, old Eard 1" sang out the voice. L

“Yes; thanks to you, Jake, barring a bruise or two.” With Hunt's aid he
scrambled to his feet, swaying slightly. L i
. “Hold up, old hoss!” said Jake encouragingly. *Strotch yerself a pioce,
an’ then come and catch & holt of these yer guns while the little man and I attend
to this bunch of scarecrowst” S ) B
. }‘wlly lur’ched towar’ds the voice, steadying himself as the cireulation was restored..

*Hand ’em over!" said he. - **'You turited up in the nick of time, 1 fanoy.
Th? brutes set upon me all at once, and’I was heeled." - .

* Gee whir, b\ﬁ. there must be some darned rough characters about the camp ! ™
drawled 'Jake. - *“I thought most of the toughs had been cleared out of.this yor
section. -I_’xfy it’s so tarnation dark, we might have had a look at the beauties.
Howave;, ltfi no use wastin’ time, I rockon. I guess we'd better just ropg ‘em
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up an’ leavo ’em to oool. - I'll show gct o protty trick of ropin’, pard, one I learnt
out Texas way. Keep ’em covered an’ comfortable to provent unpleasantness,
Air yow right { S ‘ . ‘ . .

“ Lot ono of them’so much as wink, and I'll show you!” said Koelly, taking
the rovolvers. % : . ;.

As a matter of fact, ho was one large ache, and rocking on his feot from exhaus..
tion, but this they_couldn’t tell, as not only was ho in the dark, but behind them,
and they dare not turn their heads, .

A moment’s pause ensuod whilst Jake fumbled for a long coil of rope which .
he had bronght with him. Then o voice camo out ‘of the darkness,’

- ““8top: this foolery, I say—you, Jake Simpson! Stop it! I'm Maocullan,
ﬁoverngncnt official—Warder Macullan, acting under tho orders of Commissioner

nyes.’ . E .. X

"< Shucks!” said Jake genially, “ There is a Warder Macullan, up at tho
diggin’s, shure enough. "I know him, and a mighty bad egg he is at that, But
I-reckon this show is just simple highway robbery, with violence, an’ Macullan
pin’t como as low as that yet, so far as I know; Hayes, ho's bust, an’ don’t count,
anyway. 'That yarn won't go; sonny, so'shut yor head and be thenkful me and
my pard can’t waste time ta in% the crowd of yer back ! ™ o

I “Stand by, pard--and you, littlo man, get & move on you an® help me with
the ropes.” .' - : ‘

A '3‘11:1 Macullan raised his voice, but this time Kelly cut Lim short.
‘(if I hear another syllable,” ho said sternly, * 1’1l shoot beforo the word’s
complete, and I’ll shoot to kill!” .

One by one the men passed under Jake's ekiliul hands. A slipknot round
the neck, & fow deft turns, and tho job was complete and tho men as holpless as
trussed fowls. . ) . St

-+ Macullan was served first, then tho rest. . .
‘“ Come right here, Britisher,” drawled Jake, “an’ I'll'show you-somethin®
real artistic! Never mind tho guns; yow ain’t no uso for thom’ now. Look
» at here, ain’t this a beauty ? That’s fopin’ that is! A cinch on tho neck, hands
back to back behind with a couple of hitchers, legs bent up from the knoe and
- tied smart round the ankle-bones. Funny lookin’ coves, ain't they ? I'vo scen

» man roped that fashion faint from cramp inside two hours, an’ it they kick or
-struggle it just tightens the slipknot on the neck and they nigh stranglo 'emsclyos,
Not wasteful, neither; seven foot of thin cord apicce does. The: boys'll find *
em some time after sun up, and give it casy, Waal, I reckon we'd better get
a move on us! Get yew away to homo, littlo man. Come, pardnert™ .

Leaving the warder and his men in the first stages of discomfort, Jake and
. the Britisher vanished into tho darkness, and.wero soon out of hoaring, . - _

“0Old man,” said Kelly, “that was o nearer thing than you thought. I owo
you & pretty bi}{(t debt already.. This'll have to go on the hill with the rest. I
supposo it was Hunt who brought you word ?” i .

~ "“'That's so,” replied the American gravely. ' Hero aro tho horses, I fancy.
. "\Ve’}(} better bustle along, That Maoullan fairly gots mo riz; I ain't got no uso

for him,” S - i N
" They rode all through the night, and on till a couple of hours after sunriso tho *
next morning, making a wido circlo to the north round the camp, and then heading
north-west. By that time they reckoned that thoy hdd covered closo on sixty:

_ miles all told, and off-saddled in a clump of bush for & well-carned rest, leaving

«Ltheir horses free to roll at will. ' "

. They intended making & fresh start just boforo dusk, Tho middio of the day
was'too hot for iravelling, and, quite apatt from the fact that theyeand the horses

. woro dog-weary, o long halt “was really « necossity,
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© i Their position was well chosen, too, for the ground they were on was a high

lateau, from which they could command & wide view. *

& By dusk they were well on their way once more, still heading north-west. The
"' 'bush, however, was getting denser, and their going was necessarily slower. Once
or twice in especially thick places they were compelled to halt and make a détour,

" Tt "was at ono of these points that Kelly who always possessed an instinct

+ equivalent to an eighth sense, swung sharply round in hi¥ saddle, and stared back-
wards over the route which they had traversed.

The light had not quite died out, but lay low and level, casting long, distorted

" - shadows, but enabling him to see clearly for a considerable distance.

Beyond the outer edge of tho scrub stretched a long, undulating plain’ of khort,

L wity rass, which reached to the skyline, and which they had traversed on the

3 - provious night. o . T ]
-~ Heo shaded his eyes with his hand, staring long and anxiously ; then he dropped

“.it.lightly on Jako’s arm. .
... *0ld man,” said he quietly, * this is where you and I break trails.” You choose

‘ faour way, and push right ahead. DTll go off by myself for a bit. We may meet
ater.” , v

+~Jake stared in diémay.

* Why, what tho blazeg——-" :
- Jake paused, aud in a flash ho understood. & e
‘T guess not, pard, The one trail is good enough for both.of us. What is it

 =—trackers 7 ”

Kelly nodded. - . : . F
- “Macullan and Hayes must have laid their plans better than we gave them
i:tcdit f%r. , Look back there. The men must have been laid on some time during
ast night.’ 5 K T

J. a.kg looked, and now, on the far side of the grass é)luin, silbouetted againsd the
glare of the afterglow, he could see a knot of little figuses bobbing up and down -
and moving fast. In front of them rode two others by themselves, and occasionally .
one of these, without pulling up, would fling himselt from his horse, glance at the -
gr?l?illld ag he ran, holding the bridle, and then, with a dexterous vauFb, regain the"
Ba Ce | . > .

Jake needed no further explanations ‘His keen eyes could read the situation at
a glance. 'The two foremost figures were black trackers. © Those behind were polico
troopers, The?r were not more than four miles away, though it is true their horses
wero tired, whilst his and his partner’s were fresh ug;er their long rest.

“ 8o long, old man!” said Kelly once more, holding out his hand. ** This is '

- my show, and I'm not going to drag anyone else intoit. I daresay I can win clear

on the grey, and find you out later.”

Jake shook his head. L . :

“ No, sirce ;. that bird won’t fight. First of all, I don’t see why Macullan, or a .
dozen Macullans, should have the blank impertinence to lay black trackers on the
heels of Captain Vyner; and, anyway, I'll undertake to lead all the blacks in this
yer country by the noso, if I've a mind to.” D £ ® ,

* But, hang it, man, you know that [—" . = = ‘

* I don’t know nothin’, pardner, an’ I don’t ask no questions. ¥ guess ignorance
is bliss right enough sometimes. Meanwhile, you slip off your horse right now,
and break for the bush, an’ I'll show you somethin’ to make you laugh. Quick,
pa rdi theg"ro”closm’ up smart ! What's ailin’ you ? ~ They can’t do nothin’ to
me; I reckon. - Lu :

For an {nstant longer Kelly hesitated ; then he slipped out A
Jake’s hand, and div%d into tyhe bush, s Epoi o va Miaadlie, wang

Instantly Jake slipped the bridle of the grey over his arm, and set oyt at a smart

oAt
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cantef, keopingf to the more open ways of the scrub.  Sometimes he even’ broke
into & short gallop, 8o o to cover as much ground as possiblo in the time, :

He wanted to get a clean lead before tho mooen rose, after that ho would be far
enoighbm&ny to have hidden Kelly’s tracks, and then ‘the sooner the troopers came
up the better. P

PAn hour. after moonrise he called o halt, looséne'd, the gitths, let the animals go
with their bridles trailing, in cago ho might want themin a hurry, and began to
leisurely prepare himself a bit of supper, to which end he kindled a good bright
fire. The meal finished, he sat down with his back aguinst o trce; and smoked.

He glanced up at the moon to judge tho time, . 3

“ Guess they’re about due,” ho murmured to himself, with a grim smile, and slipped
a revolver from under the blankets. o .

Ten minutes passed, a quarter of an hour, and then he heard a stealthy rustling
away to hig right.- A little later, and it was repeated on his left also, atid ho smiled
again, for ho knew what would shortly follow. . .

His eyes were now fixed on tho track by which he had come, and which was in tho
full glare of the moonlight, whilst ho himself was in the deep shadow.

At last it came—the sight he had been waiting for. T}xreo troopers, their care °
bines over their arms, were working throtugh the serub abreast. A5 :

Jake waited till they were almost on him ; then, raising his revolver, he cocked
it and challenged : * Hands up ! " : :

Voo ' v

Pl

.o

I h . CHAPTER 11,
" . Lost in tho Bush,

AKE drawled the words out in his usual leisurely fashion, but there was a grim
menace behind them; and a heavy-calibreé revolver, held in a steady grip,
provided the other part of the argument. .

\ The troopers stood stock still, and, recognising the voice, throw up
their hands. : . .

‘ Right you are, Jake, old man. Go slow ! ” o sergeant called out of tho dusk
“ It’s not your scalp we're after, so stow your gun and make yourself comfortable.
All wo want i your partner, the Britisher—Captain Vyrer, as ho calls himsclf.
Take your finger off the trigger, and I'll come forward and show you the war-

rant.” |
Jake, with a quiet smile, lowered his weapon, and the sergeant stepped into the

circle of the firelight. .- :

“ Here you are ; see for yourself, all square and above board. I guess I've got
no down on the Britisher; but orders are orders, and thero’s no going against
em, Hayes and Macullan are responsible for this little job,so your partner had
better step out from wherever be is and look pleasant. Wo know he's with yous
because Jacko the tratker’s fixed his horse-{urints, and we'll handle him soft.’

“ Sce here, sergeant,’” said Jake, ** I'm real sorry you an’ the boys have wasted so
much of your val'able time ; but I guess you're huntin’ up the wrong tree for that
ther’ possum. Thar's the Britisher's horse, truo enough, and hyar’s me, , Rng
there ain’t no Britisher around anywhere’s hore—no, sirce—~and, what's moro, X
ain’t seen him this while back 1 poo A :

“ Oh !~ Pitch us another, Joke ! ** said the sergeant. ** You and the Britisher
gro as thick as thieves—we all know that. There’s his horse. My men and the
trackers are all around you. Give your partner a hail, and tell him to come out and
be Sood. Otherwise, there'll be sgooting for sure ; and, though some of us may
be damaged, wo're bound to hook him in the end, once we begin hunting,”

: LY
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“T surmise you'd botter start right away,” drawled Jako cufelessly: “I

ot him in my pockets, I tell you stmight, and for the rest you'd better \’vade

ook for yourselves. Iain’tin a mood for hustlin’, or I'd join the picnio ! *’

The sergeant gave o sharp answer, and, dismounting, sat with-his back to 2
and his ri&e across his lap, whilst his men scattered and searched, '*

Joko smiled st him sourly, and; as though by: accident,- hitched his res
into a handier position. - I T T S

Tho sergeant looked like trouble, and Jake had a liking for being prepared.

% See hero,” said the péliceman at last, as the troopers came in fingly ani
twos and threes to report their non-suceess, “ give me tho straight tip, as ma
man, It ain’t natural for you to go back on your partner, I'll allow:; but this
may spell promotion for me if it pans out right. :CGivome your word he
here, and I’R quitfoolin’ around, call my men on, and start in somewhero else.” .
then, is ke, or ain't he—straight trutht® ° , - -

‘. *You've got brains—that’s’ what’s ailing you,” drawled Jake, 8i

bustin’ with brain=—that's it—-onlfr you gomehow don’t seem to kinder uso the
If my partner ain’t here, why should I givo you the tip to go an’ look fer him st

"whereelso 3 An' if ho is here—waal, I guess 1 can sit an’ smoke right along till

found,” . . ) 3 go % .

¢ Oh, you do, do you ? > retorted the exasperated sergeant.- ¢ Wo'll soon\altgx_
idea, my man. If the Britisher ain’t found inside ten minutes, I'll run you ’
to camp to explain how you came here with his horse and outfit, loading us a das
like this !’ . ; : ' <

Ho raised his voice purposely, on the chance of being overheard, and, thore’
himself missed hearing an ominous warning click. - v , -

** Sergeant | ¢ o T U o

Tho trooper turned with a start, and found himself staring straight down the
black muzzle of Jako’s,revolver. .~ ' 7 L S T

‘Six chambers,” said tho¥latter,jwith a significant nod, * all plum loade
and my finger's. on- the trigger! Don’t you shout again! I'mnervo’
jumpy as a kitten—an’ this yer trigger’s o fair terror. There ain’t police enc
in this section to tote me anywheres, unless I choose. You ain’t got a show agu!

jme at all.  I'm tired, an’ I'm going to sleep ; but if you or one of the troope:

much a8 spoaks above a whisper, I'll wake. And when I wake I shoot first,
oxglunations follow later, Good-nightt” .. .'~ ST v
aying which, Jake lay down amongst his blankets by the fireside, and, with.
finger still on the trigger, refused to say another word.. | L
ho. ser;{z[gant raved, cursed the trackers, the Britisher, Jake, and the upiw
st large. . The only anawer he reccived was ssmore, - - © . © YRS

3 [} Lo ! i .
The trackers, meanwhile, having come in to report, and announced & blind trajr

“viz, one which went no further—the small police force remounted, and filed Biler

away into tho darkness. . . i -y :
¢ Jake, through half-closed lids, watched them go, then uncocked his. revoly
and, waited, listening, -t i L o
An hour later he was retracing his own trail; leading the grey.
It was a dark night, and twice he overran the point at wﬁici’: Kel
the bush, though he had marked it well,  In fact, the undergrowth

IIY had made
iercabouts

7

- 80 dense that, onco a man had left the track and penetrated five yards into

serub, ho would néver havo found his way back again without considerablo knt

- ledgo of wooderaft. - : ‘

r

- Jako found the spot at last, a tall clump of trees serving him a8 & Gross-boaril
but even then he was uncertsain how to act. -, . )

. Hohad u‘gr_ecd on thres revolver shots as a signal ; 'l;iw‘_'thosc; o dare got fi

'.
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- the police, travelling slowly, could not bo more than two to threo miles shead,

d sound travels far in the bush, though dircetion is hard to locate.

Still, some means of communication he felt he must have, for in the dark—or, for

- matter ¢f that, in full sunlight—it would be impossible to track Kelly for a
mdred yards. - ' o ‘ : :

He racked his brains for a device till, curiously enough, an old, half-forgotton
agment from a newspa.ger report flashed across his mind, .
gn his first arrival in Melbourno he had wiled away s spare hour in reading an
count of the doings of the Kelly gang, and remembered tgut ono of their warning
ignals was the mournful cry of the mopoke. Inspite of his assumed ignoranco, Le,
" course, was perfectly aware of the British€y’s real identity ; and—well, desperate
“uations require despornte remedies. o,

To an-old hunter and trapper of such experience ag his, bird calls come as simply.

talking. o .

He magdc one or two low-broathed attempts, so as to get a fair somblance to
ature, in case one of the troopers might hear it in the still night, Then he threw
ack his head,’and the long-drawn, wailing notes rang out—mournful, ominous as
10notes of death itself, A pause, as the last sound reverberated through tho empty
itence ; then twice, and thrice again it was reprated. Then once moroe silence,

Jake waited, patient but anxious, for the answer ; yet nothing came., Kneoling,

laid ear to the ground, and amidst the thousand-and-one minor noises of the
"ark hours—the little sounds. which go to make up silence—he heard faintly tho

.sasional click of a horse’s hoof against a stone, and the measured thud, thud of tho

sjoper’s'enimals at the walk, :

He gauged the distance, and judged it at four miles or more. It was worth
isking another call. Again his head went back to give the siﬁnnl, when, like a
aint echo, there came the answering cry from a pointto the northward of him.

Instantly he was up again, and in the saddle, once mbre retracing his steps, the
oy following quictly behind; and eo for three long hours the game went on.
rery now and then he would pause and call ; and the answering call would come
ack, now loud, now faint, astho distance botween them grew greater or

minished. ’ ; g ow w C o

At length an hour before the dawn, more by accident than anything elso, the two
non drew towards each other and met. - ¢ g P .

Kelly came striding out of a denso clump of bush from exactly tho opposite
rection to that in which Jake had been expecting him. His faco was sireaming
vith perspiration, and ho'was pretty well exhausted. = .

* Where did you learn that cry ?°" was his tirst question, ,

Jake looked at him with a grin. : 5

“T guess I don’t *xactly remembor. Maybo you told me as how your friend

slly used to use it ; o I'sized up that it would about meet present requirements,

Y, do yer know anywhere abaut whero we are, pard ? "

“ Yes,” answered Kelly grimly, *“I do. We're bushed—badly bushed—and I
ancy we've been travelling round each other in circles all through the night. I
™Il you; old man, I’ve been suffering my first attack of bush-fright. It's awful
-1es80mo in thero all by yourself with the bull-frogs. Look at me; and my nerves
“on’t mich to grumble about as a rule.” . ‘ )
I;{e stretched out his arm s ho spoke, and his fingers quivercd like an aspen-
saf, S e ! ;
“We're in o bad fix, old man—the deuce of a bad fix! I've heard storics—
cs, and I've seen men, too—poor chaps at their last gasp, un(} after ij;, raving mad,
‘irved, and tortured by thirst, with their fect nearly worn oft their ankles, and
very strip of clothing gone, and I've heard them scream. Juke, old man, 'I never
.ard the like before, or since, to tho scrcams of a bush madman. They're just

& ' {
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bestial—brute man gone way back to his primitive brutishness. If I thought
to-morrow or the next day would see us like~—o" . L

* * Say, hold up, pardner ! ** interrupted Jake sharply. .  This yer kind of pal
won't help any. guess we’ve got more sand than to go and_scar? ourselves -
a lot of old woman’s tales—like kids in a dark room on a winter’s night l‘ ’
got to get out o’ this mighty sharp-—yes, sirce—but I reckon, for all that, we'll,
sit down in our tracks an’ wait fer daylight. Yew can put in some time stor
a handful of grub under yer belt ; yew look all tuckered out.” !

Kelly assented, with a nod. Man of iron nerve though he was, he spoke
more than the truth when he said that a touch of bush-fright had shaken him.
man who has not experienced it can ever guess at the utter terror which se’
upon even the strongest men when they reslise that they are indeed lost in the bu:
1t is, as Jake said, like tho nightmare terrors of small ohildren intensified a thousan
fold. - -

Silently they ate and rested, waiting for the coming of the dawn, and gathe:
their strength to face the ordeal before them. - . .

* The last, long-drawn quarter of this period of suspense they passed in maku
plans as to the best method of procedure, and hazarding guesses as to whic
direction the cast lay in. o - :

* For, once a man is fairly bushed, he loses all sense of the points of the com{)}
and, as a matter of course, almost invariably moves in a circle. Some beli
that this is due to the right leg being longer and freer of movement than the
so that by elways taking a longer strido with the right, and lacking landmarks
which {o correct it, the course diverges further and further leftwards, out of
straight line, until, sooner or later, o wide circle is described. Bo the explanat!
what it may, the fact remains that in the bush, in snow, or in heavy mists, a
once lost will always walk in a circular direction from right to left. o

Both knew this well, and the knowledge onlY_‘nd ed to their apprehensi
Northwards and all around them lay a practically unexplored region, stretchin
for no man might say how many miles, and reported to be bush country of
tnusual denseness. By the way they had come originally, the belt of bush
perhaps no more than six miles wide. Yet in their wanderings of the, previc
night they had lost all idea of their original route—or, at least; could only mn
wild, conflicting guesses. At last the sun came up above the horizon, and-its fiu

level rays glinted on the highest twigs above their heads and behind them—

very last point which they expected, . :

“ Bay, pard, figgering on that thar,” said Jake, pointing to the rapidly-reddeni
treo-tops, ““ I surmise we're facing due east, as near as no matter. 1f so, all™
got to do is just to walk right away into the faco of the sun. Foller our vios.
as it might be, and we’re sure bound to hit the verlice trail. And thero can’t be ar
mistakin' thab, fer it’s as broad as a cart-track where they rode abreast, an’
bush’ll all be broken down, anyway. Come along, and let’s get & move on us ak
the blessed old sun starts shifting around. You shove right shead, and keep,;
&yo fixed on that thar broken-down branch yonder. When wo’vo fixed that w
tuke another mark. Tll keep right along behind yer, s0’s it yew go wanderin’ off
plumb-tree line I can hail yew back.” . '

Kelly nodded again in silence, for this was the plan they had decided on belo
the sun rose. . . : '

With a glanco at the tree in question some hundred #ards distant,.he rose:
his feet and plunged forward. Instantly branches closed above him and arou.

""", him, shutting him in and obscuring his landmark. But behind him came Jake, ar
«it was scarcely likely that they would both get oft the line. .

The dénse foliage overhead prevented him trom judging his whcrcnbnut?ﬁb;
having come spproximately a hundred yards, he chese ancther mark, and,keepis
4 . '
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‘his eyo rigidly fixed on it,
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lunged forwnrd ,a'gaiﬁ:. And 5o it went on for a full

‘eouple of hours, alternate halts to chooso 8 mark, and then a quick dash forward and
‘tho choice of -another. - C C

“1 reckon we were dead suro right to wait for daylight,” said Jake, * 'stead of

ijoolin’ around in the dark. We'ain’t goin’ to have a pilo of troublo in strikin®

the trail this gait.” e
i‘}vcn Kelly, who had not yet slidken off his provious terror entirely, regained a

-certain amount of confidenco, and piished ahead cheerfully,

Half an hour later thoy struck what they had so ardently desired—a broadish
.rail, which they came upon gt a slanting angle. . :
Kelly stooped down to oxamine it. It was clear that quito half a dozen horscs

-oaussed that way quite recently, to say nothing of the footprints of men walking,

~ocen the black trackers, I'm thinkin’. - Wonderful litt

Jake, too, oxamined the ground with a critical eye, and rose with a smiling face

and a shout of joy. ‘
“We've hit it pardner ! - Bully fer us! Now we'll just get a hump on us an’
streak for the open. - I ain’t comin’ bushing again without a compass—no, sir,
oce, there’s been' four horses right along here, sure onough, riding two an’ two
“1rough this yer narrow part. Yew can see whar the second lot has messed up the
vrints of the first. And right yonder a couglo more hag left the main trail and
stched oiit round tho far side of the big bush, leading their horses. "They'll have
fc chaps, them black fellows {

4o as straight as a die anywhere.” - ‘

“Yes; thero isn’t & patch of bush grown that'll puzzle a black. It's a sort of
nstinct, I fancy. Shove ahead, Jake, old man. The trail leads south, and that
“ould be our nearest way out. I'll follow, and ledd tho horses a bit. By James,
ou don’t guess what it i to gét the scare of the last few hours out of my mind 1 ”

Jake resigned the horses and set off down the trail ab a brisk pace, pulling ab his
vipe contentedly. *

Bix, or at the most eight, miles would seowthem onco moro in the open, and they
wked no better for tho moment. - .

Blowly the sun rose in tho sky, until it was nearly straight overhead, and still the
ulterminable bush hemmed them in. The heat was stifling, and myriads of Inscets
ywarmed about them, bub they took no heed. Every now and again ono or other

* them would pause for a moment to wipe a dripping face, and mop away the per-
spiration ; "but, though they had tasted no food since befors dawn, they wero far
.00 impatient to think of their hunger. ‘Thoy ycarned for wide, open, wind-swept
nlains, whero they could seo for miles, instead of having to peer at a lealy screen
w0t six feet from their noses. . \

* Gosh, we must have come a deal farther than we thought for ! ” said Juke, with

backward glance over his shoulder.” ** I reckon we must havo como a good ten!
miles since we struck the trail again.” : .

There was no answer, and they trudged on for tho best part of an hour in silence.

Sudlfqﬂg Kelly spoke, and his voice sounded harsh and shrill, , .

:* JukeaTnke, how is it all tho trails are outward bound ? Why don’t wo hib
uy magks, either our own or thoirs, heading north 17 ;

"I gucss wo wandered ronnd a picee comin’ in, and they ‘naturally followed.
.nem blacks ’ud take a shorter route home.” o ) . .

'the explanation was simplo and loggcal enough, yet tho uncasy silenco once
wore prevailed, and as the timo went on became more and more impressive, .

The two men, by a kind of mutual feeling, instinctively avoided each other’s

. 1f Jake looked back, Kelly kept his head bent down, as though intent on

- trail.  If Kelly stared on ahead, juko never turned, though ho must have felt

it his partner’s eyes were glued on the small of his back. :

Tho haunting four of the bush was sosking inte them. Though no word lind
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passed, each knew that thoy had travelled twice the distanco needful to bring tt
into the open had they been following a straight trail south. Yet each refrair
from speaking, lest he should impart to his iriend the secret terror which
haunting himsolf. Y .

At last, however, a sudden oxclamation from Kelly brought the American

all standing, ) . ) ' . iy

_ “Look !’ he said harshly—" look there! It’s no good keeping up this fa
ony longer. Heaven help us, we're off the trail, or the troopers have lost th
trackers and got bushed themselves! Think wo started south with, at tho outsic
¢ight miles to cover, and now, after close on fourtcen hours’ trudging along, thert
tho sun setting over our right shoulders.” f _ )

“Then we're still heading south, pard ;

“ Yes, after doing & good thirty miles. And why ? Wo may as well face it ne
"#s later, because, without noticing, we’ve struck off on & cross trail, and ha
beon moving -northward in 'a circle all day 1om5, instead of going south, as
thought. , what's moro, I can tell you—— . .

* “ Don't, pard—don’t, old man—don’t say it yet!” broke in Jake, his voic
tailing off into almost & whine. * Let’s shove on just a leetle further first ;
may come out all right yet.” ¥ g o

** As you please,” answered Kelly curtly. C :

Thoy hadn’t gone half » mile, however, beforo they stopped again, and’'thi
time it was Jake who called the halt. -+~ . = . i e

Kelly hurried uB with the horses, and found his companion shaking as with agie
white-faced, his cheek muscles working convulsively, staring at the foot of 'w tri
in the midst of a trampled spage. There, by the fast failing light of the sun,
could distinguish a dingy white object; an empty picee of torn sacking, which hu
contained their meal, eaten before dawn that very morning. They had returne
to the exact spot from which they had started fourteen hours beforo ! ‘

Jake stretched out a quivering forefinger and pointed. =

" “Tt ain’t true, pard—I'm dreamin’ ¢ Say it ain’t true! I—I'm a bit dazed,
The voice trailed off into a whimper unmistakably this fime. - & : ‘

* Kelly laughed harshly, hysterically—the laugh of a man whose nerves are wor
to the vergoe of mania. Vo . vt e

“True! I knew it hours back., We never followed the police track—neve
saw it, even. Tho track wolve been on since dawn was the one you'd worn goine
round and round in the night. That’s why the horses always went two and twi
and why there was a.lways ono man leading them. We’re done, both of us, ans
tho fault’s mine, There’s one way out, and only one—those screams -are in m
ears now. This is the way!” And he plucked his revolver from his belt.

* Bushed—hopelessly bushed !> said Kelly hoarsely. “It’'s no good, ol

‘man; weo mﬁ;f as well face the thing now as later, We may go on wanderin
and looking till we drop; and then will como the madness and the horrors, unts

-+ something in the brain goes snap! I've no use for ending my days a gibbering

screaming ‘manisc. The game'’s played, the stake’s made, and there’s only om
decent way out.  So hero goes ! And he plucked his revolver from his belt.
'The tough old American watched him with scared eyes, dared and pitiful ; th
nérves of both were jangling and broken.. 0 ' COE
They had hoped against hoP‘f;’ deluded themsolves, tricked themse}ves into
Erewnco that thero was yot a chance. But after all thoso long hours of stifling,
one-racking march, to find themselves where they started was tﬁe tinishing touch.
and in a flash delusions and protence wore swept away, and nerve and strength
snapped under the prolonged strain, i
Jake lurched forward, reeling like & drunken man, and gripped Kelly’s wrist.
** Dor't, pardner—don’t do it—not yet ! ” His voice, which quavered, was no
iy
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more than a thin, hoarso whisper. Already their tongues wore swollen with thirst
and their lips cracked and of a horrible congested purple colour. They had not
tasted food or drink for closo on twenty-four hours. * Don't do it, pardner,”
he croaked again ; * we may win through. Yes, sir, I guess we'll pull out all right.”

The sentences were dragged out with long, husky wheezings in between.” He
was making a supreme cffort to choke back an hysterical gufping in his throat,
There i3 no terror like the bush terror! . i e
* Kelly turned on him sourly. He also was fighting for a last tattered remnang
of self.control. ’ ) g

“ Leave go, Jake Simpson ! Let go my wrist, I tell you!  Have you over soen
a man die in the bush 7 : . ] .

“No, pardner ; but——" - o

“No; well I have, and that makes all the differenco. If I thought thero was
a fighting chance I'd fight till I couldn’t stand ; as it i, I prefer a decent death.
After all, it’s littlo enough to make o fuss about. Death in itself is nothing ; the
manner of it everything.” . N :

Jake let go the wrist, and stood swaying and rocking on his feet, blinking un«
certainly. ) v : .

“I tell you, pardner,” he said thickly—*I take leave to tell you that, though
you've more sand than any. man I'vo ever ran up against, you're & blamo coward
ot the end of it all.” - He paused, and then flung out his arms sharply. "* An’
T'm worse—I'm o durned sight’worse, for I dursn’t do it. T tell you, man, I
dursn’t ! And, without any warning, ho suddenly collapsed on the ground,
with a choking sob, g . : :

" The collapse brought Kelly up with a round turn, and he lowered his revolver,
The lonesomeness o% the place was awful, and it was hard to tell whether the
blackness of night or the pitiless glare of tho sun was the worst. .

His anget dgainst his companion flickered out, and he only felt a sort of dull
contpassion, -: What did it matter, since the end must come, whother he used his
lnsp Tesource now or & few hours later * He stuck his revolver back in his belt,
and shiook Jake by the shoulder. - . » >

* Get ‘up, old man; we'd better be movin%)! * he said shortly, And, without
another word, Jake rose to his feet ; and they began to plod warily forward again.

Kelly -watched the trail carefully, There to the ri ])1’0 was the fresh one they

“had broken at dawn leading due east, and from thig they had turned astray into

the intorminable circlings. : . ; T
He took his bearings by this, and, hazarding & guess at north, set his face resolutely
towards it. If he could keep only moderately straight, this would at any rato
keop them clear of old tracks, and so prove less confusing. :
,)\}oreover, he made up his mind that {for every half-mile traversed ho would
head out eastward at right angles for a couple of hundred yards. In this way
they would diminish the risk of circling, and make s trail somowhat like a badly-
mado staircase laid on its side. . . ,
Juke followed listless and dumb, the bridles lo?}md over his arm.  As darkness
fell they halted, waiting for the moon ; but beforo doing so Kelly made a deep merk
in the ground to indicato their direction, lest in turning round whilst seated or .
lying down they should lose their bearings. A
- Slowly, majestically, the moon slid up in a clear sky, tinging everything with
silver, It touched the topmost bush twigs, throwing fantastic black shadows.
Higher yet, and it lot-a flood of light into the little open space where they camped.
Yet ' neither man stirred. Utterly worn.out, they slopt like dead things, in spite
of thirst and hunger. The sun'was full above tho horizon before they woke, with
sore-rimmed eyes and aching bodies, to faco another day of torture. :
Stiffly thoy dragged themselves to their feet, und oyod with loathing tho remnants

i
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of dry food still left them. Starving though they were, eating was a sheer imposs.
bility without so much as o drop of water to moisten their tongues. The horse
tao, poor brutes, were in nearly as bad a state, and maddened by the flics,

. Kelly took his bearings as before, corrected them as far as possible by the sun-
and pushed forward sullenly and despairingly. . .

But they had not gone fifty yards before a sudden cloud of flies rose buzzin
angrily from a spot o little to the right of the trail, and a minute or two later o hu_
black crow flapped lazily away, scared but resentful. p

“ Say, pardner, somethin’ in tho bush there ! ” croaked Jake through his cracke
lips. . .

.PKelly nodded dully. His thoughts were far away, and ho was lost in a stran,
dreamiand of his own. Nevertheless, almost mechanically he turnod and hrok
through the bush towards the spot indicated. :

An instant later a harsh cry—half terror, half amazement—teached Jake, ar
he plunged after his partner. . “w

elly clutched him by the arm and shook it fiercely. :

*You’ve never seen a man die in the bush. Now, then, look for yourself
Look for yourself and you’ll understand ! ” His eyes glared fiercely, and his fac
was blanched white beneath the tan.

. Jake looked, rubbed his eyos, and looked again. At first he could see nothing~
nothing but yellow, brownish dead leaves and——- " Ab, ho saw at last—saw wi’
horrible, ghastly clearness ! : ' e

Almost at his fcet, and burnt by exposure to the colour of tho leaves, was a name.
less, shrunken thing,.the face mercifully hidden on a bent arm-—e thing that h
once been a man-—a young man, from the build of him. He was naked, not o r
or stitch on him, for—and this is perhaps one of the most curious features of the

- last stages of bush mania—its victims, in their delirfum, become possessed by
frenzied desiro to rid themselves of the hamperings of civilisation. First go be
or boots, then trousers, shirt, everything, till they -aro stripped to the last shres
and the flies and the blistering sun does the rest, =~ : )

The poor fellow had apparently been wandering for days before the end came
his skin was shrunken on to the bones. He was in the last stages of emaciation
and must have starved for long before death gripped hini. :

With a great offort they pulled themselves together, and prepared to do whe
littlo thoy could. And that was littlo enough.  Too weak to lift him, withou
implements of any kind, they could only pile lcaves on him where he lay, and
in some measure protect him from the attacks of noisome insects.

It was whilst in-the midst of this that the-true inner horror of such a fato wa
vevealed to them, and almost sent them recling away never to return, with the’
task half completed. A chanco movement dislodged the dead tman’s head froi
.its resting-place, and the arm beneath showed to what dire straits delirium anc
agonising fear can drive the human mind. - : ' ‘

“Come on!” whispered Kelly huskily a last. And they turned onco mo.
trl))xfartds the trail.  As, thoy did so Jeke's foot struck against somo han
object. : ‘ : ;

i{o stooped, ‘groped blindly, and picked it up. It was a coarse canvas sach
of small size, tied round the mouth with o pieco of raw hido thong, but withouw
name or means of identification. Evidently it had been tho last thing with whic..
the dead man had parted. They undid the thong with much fumbling, and dis
covered inside a couple of double handfuls of superb fire opals in the rough,

*“ Poor beggar!” said Kelly.. “ Mighty hard lines to die of starvation with
fortune in your hand. It's no good lcaving ‘em, and it's no good taking ’em,
far as I can see, Still, there’s o bare chance, and wo may find out—— Oh, con
slong, anyway ! : :

o A
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Two hours more-—three—and Kelly, after stumbling heavily through a par.
ticularly dense patch, paused, breathless and shaking, supporting himself against
a branch. He rubbed his eyes, stared, panted, and stared again. A short half.
mile ahead a thin column of smoke was rising idly in the hot air——a thin blue spiral
barely visible, . a :

Ho pointed with outstretched hand, which shook as though he had an ague,
and tried to force articulate words from his swollen tongue in vain,

Jake saw it too, and nodded, too far gone for apecch. ~ Ono of the horses dragged
its head up wearily and sniffed. ) .

. With a mighty effort Kelly managed to_ejaculate huskily s

“ Bush camp—water!” s i - ’
f’lAguin Jake nodded, and flung an arm across his horso to save himself from
alling, - ) . . w
. Inspired with a new hope, they reecled, staggered, and at times crawled along.-
The bush began to thin out before them ; it was ovident that they were coming to
some sort of clearing, an oasis in that leafy wilderness, ) :

A faint reek of wood fire came to them across the still air. There was a pale-
coloured glimmer between the lower branches, and both horses sniffed anxiously.
Instinct told them that they were near water. '

" At last through the foliage they could see the sheen of it, a fair-sized lake. And
utterly regardless of possible danger, maddencd by the sight of that for want of
which they had been suffering agonies, men and horses alike jostled and tramped
a way to its edge and flung themselves down, drinking savagoly immoderately, as
only those dying of thirst'can drink. . .

- The lake was irregular in shape, about a mile long, by & third of that distance
broad. The camp-fire, tho smoke of which they had seen, was on tho. far
-side, hidden from view by the tall grasses which grew right down to the water's
cdge. Before they had drunk their fill, however, and, to a certain extent, rovived
their failing senses, a terrible din sprang wp from tho other side of the lake—
howlings and shriekings, shrill yellings, as of & host of maniacs, :

Beforo they had reached the lake and moistened their parched and swollen lips
they had been utterly reckless of danger—they would have tried to rush the water
in the face of concentrated machine gun fire—but with tho edgo of their craving
dulled, caution returned, and they made haste to get their horses and themselves
under cover, uncertain whether they had been observed or not.

The din continued, rising at times to an almost deafening pitch; and Jake,
who was gnawing voraciously at a Fieco of dried biltong, Emused to listen. Thero
wos something eerie and blood.chilling in the sound something positively uncanny.

1“S’ay, pordner, what d’ye make of that caterwauling ?” ho asked, in a
whisper. = ‘ oy ' ‘

Ksﬁly had been listening attenitively, and his carbine lay across his kneo.
though he had barely strength to raise it. Their eyes were aching and red.
rimmed from want of sleep. )

“T fancy wo'vo fallen out of tho frying-pan into the fire,” he said thickly.
“1 know something of blacks, and unless I'm much mistaken thero’s dovilry
of some kind going on yonder. They sound to'mo like bad blacke, and they’ro
holding an extra special ¢orroboree about something. ' ‘I’vo heard of something
of this sort before; lots of fellows pitch yarns abott bad. tribes in the bush
who hold the most ghastly fostivals and indulge in all-tlfe Primitive hotrors of -
the old tribal traditions: It’s precious seldom that n ‘white-ian drops neross
them, and still less sure that ho gets away with o whole skin {ejtell the tulo.
Wa'd botter tako alternats spells of sleep, and try and freshen ourselves up
a bit whilst wo have the chance, They'll be too busy to worry albout us yeb
awhile, providing wg haven’t been spottod already.” ’

i
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“ Sny, what should they be wanting our scalps for ¥ We ain’t harmed any o

them.’ . , !

o ate in the bush, for one thing, and they, regard the big bush belt as theirs.
Yowd better turn in for your spell now, I'll rouse you later. We must have
sleop.” . C :
. J(Ix)ke grunted acquicscence, too fag%ed out to argue the'point, and dropped of
instantly into a deep sleep, whilst Kelly propped his back against a tree and tried
hard to pinch himself into wakefulness. |, . .

All through the long day they slept, turn and turn about. At nightfall they
crept down to the water's edge, drank, and, stripping off their clothes, cooled
their blistered skinsin thelakeshallows. Then once more they crawled cautiously:
back to their hiding-place and slept ‘again. .
~ The din in the camp had died away gradually into silence, and no sound was
to be heard but the hum of myriads of inscets and the occasional stealthy rustle
of small bush animals. . PO !

Once on the far side of tho lako a horrible shriek rang out, the shriek of a black
‘in the grip of a loathsome nightmaro; and once over the still waters there was
borne a scuttling of feet, the quick grunting interchango of blows, a thud of
something falling, and a stifled moan—the only cvidences of a hidden tragedy.. -

It was inexpressibly eerie, and the long hours dragged out:towards tho dawn.

With the first lightening of tho eastern sky, Kelly, whose turn it was to sentry,
_touched Jako lightly on the shouldor. g N

The big American woko quietly and instantly, as men learn to wake who have
sle?t in t%o open surrounde& by danger. & :

“ Thero’s something moving through the bush behind us,” whigpered Kelly,
his mouth close to Jake’s ear; ‘‘ and a quarter of an hour back 1 saw a cloud
of birds rise at tho far end of the lake. They’ve spotted us, for sure—winded us,
maybe, you know their extraordinary powers of scent—and are working round
to cut us off.” ' . i “ .

‘ Say, pardner, it kindor looks as if it were up against us, an’ our name was
Dennig.  Hawses ain’t no durned use in this hyer bush, an’ i .

“Jump for it ! Jump, man; break for the water 1 ”* yelled Kelly suddenly. -

Jake leapt on the word; a streak of light flashed past his car, and a light
rced throwing spear quivered in the ground a few paces ahead. o

" Crack ! Kelly’s carbine coughed, swung round a littls, and coughed again,
Two stuntod figures fell forwurc%. . v .

The next instant the two partnerg'wero racing and stumbling to tho water’s
edge, amidst a cloud of spears, their one anxiety to get the lake at their backs
before the rush came; and already the outer fringe of the bush was swarming
with stealthily moving, fierce-oyod-little men, eager as. terriers, waiting.for the

signal. . ; R S

* Hold steady, pard ! whispered Jake, lying full length and squinting along
his rifle. *“ Hold steady ! I guess there’s a hornets’-nest full of the black imps
-—yes,lgireo—an fer any sakes wo mustn’t let *om get behind us, or we’re gono
coons ! o i

Kelly, or, rather, Captain Vyner, nodded, and dropped his ‘back sight to
point-blank range. The undergrowth was thick, and the blacks were moving
up in short, scampering rushes, taking every possible advantage of the cover.

Simpsonraised his head as a knot of five of them darted across his field of view
—bodies bent nearly double—clutching their reed-hafted throwing speats.. -
_* Keep down, man—keop down ! ” said Kelly hurriedly ; and, as though to
emphasise his words, a shower of barbed, pointed, slender missiles came whistling
and droning all around them. o s

* Lic flat and work backwards, a8 I do; and keop on till your feet are right
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in tdhe lake water. 'If thoy try to out us off, then we shall hear them and be
ready.” . » , :

. Without a word more Kelly, working with elbows and toes, proceeded to vanish
backwards into the undergrawth. He scarcely scomed to move; not o leaf or
%russblade stiired around or above him, and not a rustle betrayed his whercabouts,

et, even as Jako watched he suddenly vanished from sight as completoly as
though the earth had swallowed him u}). The last glimpse of him fnke had,
was limited to the ominous blue-ring steel of the muzzle of axifle. The American
stared, rubbed his eyes, and stared again ; but the only remaining sign of o humah
presence was that here and there a fallen leaf had been pverturned or a tuft of
grass pressed slightly downwards. o .

“ Waal, 'm darned ! ” he muttered, in amazement, and set himself to follow
as best he could, though hardly with equal success. When he once moro gained
Kelly’s side he wiped the Ferspimtion from his face with his shirt-sleeve and
regarded his companion with awed amazement. ‘ Say, Britisher,” he whisperod
at last. ‘““I’ve been out scalp-huntin’ myself—Crees, Apaches, Blackfeet, and
sichlike—and I kinder surmised I knew soomethin’ about movin’ through bush
trails an takin’ cover, but I never see the Injun yet you couldn’t give points too,
Say, whar did you larn them tricks ? ;

elly grinned. o ‘ :

“ All longa black fellow,” he answered, in the samo cautious tones. “I had |
a boy once—kind of groom—he was the artfullest thing I ever clapped oyes on—
he taught me. Dead now, poor chap! Look out!1™ .

There came some stealthy, almost imperceptible movements on their right
front, and half & score of throwing spears stuck, quivering, amongst the scrub
at. the very spot they had just vacated. ’ :

The blacks had located it, as they fancied—after some difficulty—and secmed '
aurprised at drawing no answering fire. . “

‘“Shifted just about in time,” said Kelly shortly, hitching forward his rifle
and bending aside o twig. I fancy some of those would have stirred us up
unpleasantly. Hallo! sounds as if some of the beggars were working round
on the farside. Lucky we've the lake behind us now.™ :

** Say, pard; how about the horses ?” . ’

Kelly shrugged his shoulders. | ;
it ! gity any boy who tries to meddle with my old grey. He'll bo lucky if he
gets o

s

with no worse than a bad shaking and a bitten shoulder. And whero
the grey goes your animal will follow, If we can stand:these chaps off, a whistlo'}l
bring ’om back. They won't stray far, and—-—" . : o
"¢ Crack!” ) ; .
Kelly's rifle jerkod slightly upwards and a repk of burnt powder floated slowly
down wind.: Twenty yards away a black boy lay on his face, cluwinghab' the
round convulsively in his death agony.  Bolder, or moro curious than his
ellows, he had crept on ahead of them to do a bit of scouting.

A yell of defiance answered the shot, and the bush all around became suddenly, -

alive with stunted, dark little bodies, darting this way and that, shricking and
gesticulating, but as yet afraid to draw nearer. :

" At the head of them was'a grizzled, tufted-bearded ruffian of aboutfifty, standing
o bare five foot high, but with a scarred, muscular chest and » peculiar, clay-filled,
tribal mark on his forehead—a cruel, vindictivo-looking scoundrel, with little
piercing, ndrrow-set beady eyes, Ho was ovidently a man of importance, - .

. Crack ! again—imprudently ho had exposed himself too freely and paid for his
carelessness. The heavy bullet caught him just undor tho left breast, and he
sank back quickly in o sitting position with his back against o tree, stono dead,
still clutching his reed spears and grinning horribly. . Jake, turning quickly on

11 .
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his side, tanaged to securs & snapshot at the foremost of a small party who wero
trying to outflank them, and the rest promptly dived back into the bush.,~" . -

Then camo stillness—a stillness so intense that ono might have heard the buzz
of a gnat's wings. S

Kelly glanced round him uneasily. ) ’

“T don’t half like this,” he muttered; it isn’t natural. By all the rules 95
black warfare they ought to be trying to rush us now. I don’t understand this
hanging back business; there's something wrong'somewhere. Now, what in the
name of all that's wonderful, is that 7" : _ b

There was a flutter of white in tho brazen sunlight, the waving ofa ragged %iece
of linen on a spear shaft above the bush, and a long, droning cry rang out. oth
men kept their fingers on tho trigger, and raised their heads cautiously. 'Then
suddenly, straight in front of them, not ten paces away, the figure of a black boy
emerged from the bush, weaponless, his hideous warpaint smeared away, arms
outstretched, and empty, splayed palms. ' : . .

““ You no shoot a black & man! Him longa right pidin. You no bang-bang!
Him belonga you; him berry good boy ! " . : ;

Kelly held up his hand and made the answering peace sign, . ;

** You boy lig longa there ? What for this palaver ¥ Me no pidin ”’ (understand).

“ Him longa peace palaver,” answered the ambassador gravely. .

Kolly, wit%x o muttered warning to Jake to keep the man covered and fire at
the slightest sign of treachery, stood up and advanced a ¢ouple of yards.

“ You black boy, come longa here,” he said. . - :

The man—a tried warrior by his scars and tribal marks—advanced quickly.
Kelly took him by one shoulder, his sinewy fingers gripping him like a vice. :

* You call dem boys longa bush, drive in dem horses, then we talk peace palaver

- e—gee 7

As o matter of fact Kelly had suddeﬁly remembered that most of their spare
ammunition was in Jake's saddlebag; and fearing treachery, he gave this order
as a test, ' : . )

“You talk a straight talls, horso him come, so good. You talka erooked talk,

-you die longa quick ; dem fellow in bush die, too!” :

The black jerked his head as though in agreement ; then, lifting his voice barked
gome short sharp commands in the vernacular, ]

Kelly listened attentively, he could stumble along in four er five native dialects
and had been in the habit of conversing freely with the Burra-Burra blacks ; many

of the words seemed similar, and had a familiar ring.

He tried a sentence, and the man answered him, faintly surprised to come across
a white man who could speak his own tongue, however badly, and for five minutes |
they lield an animated conversation, the gaps filled by gesticulations and a’sort
of pidgin English. . % . :

At tho end of that time the horses came trotting through the bush sniffing
uncasily, for none of the black fellows had dared attempt to touch the grey, and'
the scent of blood made both animals restless and ready to take instant alarm.

The grey, however, seeing Kelly, gave s low whinny of recognition and nuzzled:

* hisshoulder. Jake called the other to him with a low whistle, and the two standing

men resumed their talk, the grey watching them with lustrous patient eyes, though

‘still obviously on the alert.

At last Kelly made a gignal of dismissal, replaced his revolver and picked up his
rifte, which he had let fall. ' / = ‘

“ Rummy beggars! ”” he exclaimed. ** All right, Jake old man, you can put up
your gun. Seems we’ve dropped into the midst of a little domestic trouble. There’s
the deuce of a tribal row on between these fellows and their next.door neighbours,
nnd as we changed along {rom the south they got scared and mistook us for somaeone

§
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else. Tcan't get the exact hang of it, but the other tribe apparently Lave invoked.
.the aid of a couple of low-down, half-caste whites, and these chaps mixed us up
with them. - o : . ]

‘ However, now they want to bury the hatchet and rope us in'to have o hand
inlocal politics. They say that it was quite their own fault that they got o man or
two killed—all’s fair in love and war sort of idea—and that if only we'll back ‘em
up and help em paste the other johnnies, good and strong, they’ll be most eternally
grateful and do anything they can. -

 Of course, I told 'em we were heap big chiefs<regular ghingi men—and would "
only do it as a great favour.” ‘ .

¢ Slv.y, wot’s ghingi, anyway ? I'd kinder like fo know what fool part I've got
ter play.”- o - R .
' “,‘,Ghinﬁi him lxeo.;;l big devil—alla same bungip water-devil—lib in large hole,”

- laughed Kelly. * They'll make you a war-chief for the asking.”

*“T guess I'd darned sooner have a good ‘square meal under my belt,” said Jake .
hungrily. - ““ T don’t hanker after politics any on an empty stomach.”

Kelly nodded. ’ . .

“T figured it out that way. Feed the brutes, was a terse form of my ultimatum, -
So come along to the far side of the lake. T pumped the old chap all I knew, and

_as far as I can make out they’vo collected every man of their tribe all through the
hush, and have been holding a big corroboree, and built o stockade to await de-
velopments. They've got their warpaint on, and that means serious business, If
you see a black boy painted up to the eyes you can lay your last dollar that he's
going to fight or bust. Therc'll be no scooting and living to fight another day.
I'hey’ve just had a scout in from the north to sy that the other chaps have got o .
move on ’em and are working through the bush for a surprise party at dawn to-
morrow,. with pretty heavy odds in their favour. Incidentally, by the way, I
found that there is close on fifty miles of dense bush country tho other side of this
pond before one- strikes the open trail again, Beyond that ia the Akani gem
district. Any amount of payable ground. Sapphires, white and blue; small
diamonds, topaz, opal, and what not, but practically no water, I expect that's
where the poor chap we found had come from. |} : ‘ :

“I've made it a definite clause in the treaty that when we've taught the other
chaps how to behave, we are to be piloted through the bush, and provided with
guides and water-carriers. Come on. I think they’re to bo trusted for a time, at
any rate.. They’re dead keen on getting us to help 'em, aid, os a rule,a black hoy
sticks to his bargain.” s ) .

Jake rose leisurely, stretched himself, and, leading their horses, the two of them
followed their guide, - : Y e ; -

“T guess,” said Jnke solemnly, “I'd give a hatful of sapphires, pink, greei, or
star-coloured, for just one large steak and chipped potatoes right here.”” ~ And ho
patted his belt.

As o matter of fact, there was no need to sacrifice this pros&ective wealth, for,
their guides hnving led them into a well-built and strong steckade, the ﬂ!'st man
who could speak English of sorts, and who had doubtless gpent some considerable
time in civilisation, cooked them a good square meal. '

Kelly asked him a few questions, and learnt that, by the latest intelligence, an
attack was to be expected anywhere between dusk and dawn, and that their own
tribesmen had flung forward a sereen of scouts in the bush beyond, to prevent a

surprise. - A

lgelly and Jake, after a smoke and o rest, strolled round to examine the defences.

They had been most cleverly arranged to prevent anything in the nature of a rush,

and backed on the lake on the opposite side to that on which they had first struck it.
The main fort was a stout palisading of hard, rough-hewn timber, seven feet
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high, and projecting from this, on the inner side, ran a rude lean-to'roof, as'a
protection against & dropping cross-fire. The stockade was semi-circular in form,
the two wings touching the lake edge, with small, angular, projecting corners,
from which the defenders counld pour in a raking fire. N A
Outside the stockade proper wero three bristling rows of sharp-pointed stakes,
hardened in the fire, nncf set at an outward slant, with six-foot intervals between
the rows, an obstacle which would cost any enemy dearly to carry’at the spear-
oint. . . . i
P Of food and water there were plenty, and, as a last resource, it would be eagy to
escapoe by swimming.the lake, whilst a vhosen and devoted few held the stockade
to the last moment. ' C » o e
The expected invaders belonged to the Makiri tribe, and outnumbeted. the
defenders by roughly two to one, but the thing which seemed to cause most alarm
was the presence in their ranks of the two renegade white men, armed with * fire-
sticks ""—guns being little known there at that time., = .,.‘ .
Kelly and Jake made one or two trifling alterations'in the disposition of the
" forces, and quickly decided that they would Ye most useful on the wings at the
extreme horns of the semi-circle, for here they could not only rake the enemy with
an enfilading fire along pretty nearly tho whole line of defonce, but also these were’
undoubtedly the weakest points, for under cover of a determined frontal rush it
Jvas quite possible that two flanking parties, wading or swimming, under cover of
darkness, might gain a successful footing within the stockade before their presence
was discovered. ) ' p
At dusk, just as they were in the midst of an evening meal, the outer line of
scouts came creeping in, having had orders to fall back without fighting at the first
alarm, and reported that the enemy were closing up on three sides, and were even
more numerous than had been expected. e e ' . '
“Then the darkness snapped down with sub-tropical suddenness, and {he camp-
fires wero extinguished. I'wenty minutes later the rest of the scouts came hurry-
ing back, helpetl over the stockades by willing hands, and closely followed by a
shower of barbed arrows, which did little or no damage. :
Then carme a lull, and & long-drawn hour of anxious waiting and peering into the
black night. . . . : ( : v
Suddenly, at the end of that time, without word or warning, with horrible,
screeching yells, the Makiri delivered their assault. They had crept up yard by
;ylngd, stealthily and noiscless as so many ghosts, to within twenty feet otp tﬁe outer .
efences. S : ’
But, they had caleulated without the shari)enedr stakes, and, becoming badly
. entangled amongst these, writhed and struggled under:volley after volley of the
deadly fish-head arrows from the stockade, the defenders reserving their heavier -
artillery, tho throwing and stabbing spears, for closer quarters.’ o '
, Tho slaxighter was appalling, for at such short range the light arrows were neatly”
as cffective as o bullet. . . T : =
. The Makiri came of a fighting tribe, however, and their second and rear ranks -
poured ruthlessly over dead and dying comrades in a reckless’ charge. < Avdozen
or more even gained the stockade itself, and came up and over it like wild cats
only to be killed off by twos and threes ; but they mannged to do a bit of damage
on their own account and the defenders lost a little of their confidence. For a °
. full threo minutes the iesue hung in the balance. Kelly, rushing-forward, seized °
on one or two of them and bade them throw lighted torches over the stockade on
either flank. This they did, and the flaring, vesinous wood, blazin up, cast’ an’
uncertain light on a scene of indescribable confusion. But it had' the advantage
of exposing the enemy, whilst leaving the interior of the stockade in darkness, -
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Crack ! crack ! crack ! spat the rifles on either side, and a pitiless stream of lend
swe?lt ajong the outer defences. , . 5 :
The Makiri hadn’t expected this, and it was ovidently more than they had

burguined for, - o R ® :

Crack | crack! came answering rifles from the woods, and a bullet splattered
on the stockade within a couple of inches of Kelly's head. .

He held his own fire, and peered through the loophole. - A torch a little way
to the right flared up suddenly, and he caught a glimpse of a red shirt behind o
tree-trunk, He waited, and the owner of the shirt incautiously exposed liead and
shoulders for another shot. o + : .

" Crack ! A white spurt of flame, and Red Shirt dropped on his face, rolled over,
and lay still. T - i ) .

From nearer the front another rifle rang out, and a black boy n few paces away
“flung up his hands with a shriek and reeled towards the middle of the stockade.
Kelly looked and looked, but not a glimpse of the man could he obtain,” Crack !
again. A tongue of flame cut across the dark background of the wood, and he
fired at,the flash. . A cry and a curse told that the bu%let had found its billet, and -
a wild wdiling from the Makiri ranks heralded their leader's fall. Paniv gripped
them in its chill fingers; they hesitated, delivered one more futile volley, broke,
and fled.’ 'Tn an instant the defenders were up and over the stockade in full
pursuit, and the throwing-spears did their gruesome work. ) i

Kelly and Jake, fearing a sudden rally or an ambush, yelled to them to como
back, But the blacks’ ﬁ%lhting blood was thoroughly up, and no power on carth
could have held them. They hunted the flying Makiri aa boys husit a terrified cat,
-and the sounds of the fight died away, growing fainter-and fainter as it receded
into thed.bush. " Only the dead and wounded .and & handful of the steadier men.
remained. E : e ; : ‘

Jake strolled across to Kelly, ramming new cartridges into his magazine.

* Waal, pardner, kinder brisk while it lasted, eh ? Seennythin’ of them johnnies
with the guns ? " _ o . '

Kelly nodded. - - 2,

* Caught them both—the second by a sheer fluke. Come'and see.”

With rifles held in readiness, and followed by a black boy carrying a torch, they
waded waist deep round tho corners of the stockade, and headed for where tho first
man lay. He was stone dead, with a bullet-hole in the centre of his forchead.

Jake bent down and looked at him, : .

: d Kin’(}er half-caste,” he. said thoughtfully.. * Pretty shot, pardner, con.
siderin’, ’ ‘ ; '
The other, a big, swarthy man, with a tangle of black beard, lying thirty or forty
paces further away, was not dead when they reached him, but sinking fust, shot |

through the lungs and gasping for water. . ‘

Kelly bade a boy fetch some—it could do no further harm, and might ease the .
poor chap’s suffering. : . : I T

. Anything I can do ?  asked Kelly gravely.

“T ain’t complainin’,” said the man, between clenched teeth. * I'm‘under
dog, and T know when——-" . The torchlight flickered on Kelly’s face, and the
man's jaw dropped in amazement. ** Captain Ned, by James !’ ho gasped, and,
with a long stare of incredulous bewilderment, which, under other eircumstancés
would have been almost comie, bis head jerked back, and he died before the water
ouched his lips, ~ , o S L

Kelly stooped and looked into his face. = '

* Nicholson, by Jove—Black Nicholson, one of the old gang, and here! Poor,
chap! If I'd known——" Then suddenly be recovered himself with a bit of &
start, and glanced at Jake, ‘

& 1

4
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The latter was regarding the scene with an absolutel'y blank face, thougli ke

must have heard every word, ' i . .

“Say, Vyner,” he ejaculated, with a slight emphasis on the name, “ guess we d

better make tracks back. Some of our lambs are returning.” .

Kelly looked him square in the face, and, in spite of himself, burst out latighing.

‘Under all circumstances, on one point Jake was immovable. To him his partner

was Captain Vyner, sometime oP the British Army, and never even to himself

would he adniit that Kelly and Vyner were one and the same man. -

“ Reckbn 'it's none of my business. Kelly’s o kinder intimate friend of my
pardner’s,” was the utmost limit he would go to. . <

** As you please, old man,” said Kelly ; and they strolled back.’

The next morning at sunrise the victorious blacks, true to their promiso, detached
8 party of guides and. bearcrs to cscort them northward through the bush. Al
that day and the next they pushed forward. Left to themselves, they would have
been helpless, and lost irretrievably in the first fivo miles. But-the blacks, with
unerring instinct, took them in a bee-line.

. At noon on the third day there opened out before them a vast arid plain, with
here and there volcanic outcasts and a few patches of sparse vegetation. They
were on the almost unexplored Akani gem belt. Four days they spent in pros-
pecting. On the fifth, cutting a eross shaft into the side of an old volcanic mound,
they struck it rich. The gem stones wefe there literally in plenty, mostly, it is
true, of a low grade, and compatatively valueless, but with a fair sprinkling of
fine sapPhires, topaz, some first-rate fire opal, and.here and there a few undoubted
diamgnds of small size but good colour. : .

Before dark they had staked out o two-man claim, four hundred yards by fifty,
and after preparing rough maps and sketches to identify the locality, it was settled

_ that Jake, with one guide, was to ride into the ncarest' township, a hundred and

- forty miles away, and register their claim formally, retuming with tools, provisions,

and other necessaries, Kelly, with o few blacks, meanwhile to hold the ground

in case of anyone coming along and trying to jump the claim, whilst the rest were
sent back for water, their stock running perilously low by this time. = - - -

For the next eight days Kelly busied himself developing their exploration
tunnel and sinking a shaft, piling up the gem-laden earth to await washing and
rocking on Jake's return. Ly .

On the ninth, Jake arrived with a light cargo of gear, and accompanied by
half a dozen prospectors, eager to share in the good luck. .

Theo first thing he did on his arrival, however, was to seizo Kelly excited]‘y by
the shoulder, and dragging him on one side, shove a grimy paper, six days’ vld
under his nose. : :

“Bay, pardner,” he grunted excitedly, * figure on this. Seems it might kinder,
interost you, seein’ you know the feller.” <, - N

Kelly stared at the great headlines in amazement, utterly unable to comprehend
Across two whole columns ran big hotices as follows : ’ o

. “NED KELLY AT HIS OLD TRADE AGAIN.
HORRIBLE DISCOVERY! BANK HELD UP AT EUROA! MANAGER
' SHOT AT HIS POST! .
WHOLE DISTRICT TERRORISED |
. KELLY WEARS A SUIT OF IRON-PLATE ARMOUR! ;
FIVE THOUSAND POUNDS REWARD—DEAD OR ALIVE!”

Kelly dropped the paper, scowling heavily, an.angry flush Vcrceping‘up under
the tan, but be:wildered eyond words,
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** Pardner,” said Jake, recoverinﬁ the paper and pointing with a stubby fores
finger, * you will take notico that thish yer ‘paper is exactly six days old, an’ that
thish {er Kelly was at ‘that date rampagin’ most obstreperous around ILluroa,
seven hundred miles from Hore as the crow flies.  You and me hev been here just
on fourteen days. Will yew hev the goodness to figure on that 2 It's clear away
above my weight.,” .

Kelly stared in blank amazement at the crumpled newspaper in his hand,
whilst Jake beside him pointed out the headlines with a stumpy forefinger.

“This yer’s a kind of monkey puzzler, pardner,” he said. *Sec, now, thero
she goes—* Kelly at his old trado again *—all printed fair and square across tho
page. ‘ Bank held up at Euroa. Managor shot down at his post.  Whole district
terrorised 1’ An’ mark this, too. °Xelly wears a suit of ironplate armour.’
Wanl, now, this sure beats cockfightin’l I guess thar's troublo around for
someone. Say, as yer used ter know him kinder intimdte, how do you figurd
the bizness out, anyway'? " ' J '

Kelly stared, frowned, shruggod his shonlders helplessly, and read tho close-
typed columns. . )

- It was all set out in detail, and had lost nothing in the telling at the hands of
the reporters, eager for sensational news. )

At half-past three ondhe afternoon of tho previous Tuesday thero had suddenly
ppeared at the cashier’s counter at the bank the strange apparition of a man
whose head was complotely enveloped in ‘a kind of rude iron helmet, with slita
for eyeholes—his bmfy and arms zI’:)eing protected in the same fashion. With
revolvers levelled, he had called on the scared clerks to *“ Bailup ! The manager,
hearing something of the scrimmage, had dashed out of his private oflice, firing
as he ran. The heavy bullet struck the marauder fair and square in tho chest,
but failed to penetrate the armour. By way of answer, the man merely laughed:
harshly, and returned the fire at point-blank range, killing the manager on tho
spot. The other clerks, unarmed and intimidated, had not dared to offer further
resistance, and allowed themselves to be driven into the inner room and secured,
vhilst the safe was looted: . A paper subsequently found on the counter contained
ome insulting remarks, and was signed ** Ned Kelly.” : )
There was a further rumour to the effect that twelve hours later a daring attack
1ad been made on a prominent ranche owner, thirty miles south of Euroa, also by
man in bullet-proof armour, answering to the description of Kelly; and that
“n latter, after brutally. ill-treating the man and his servant, a black boy, had
obbed them of a considerable sum, and ridden off to the eastward, leaving them
or. 'dead. ‘ o
That was the gist of tho news, bereft of its scnsational setting and commenta ;'
nd oven as Kelly read his frown deeperied, and his eyes grow hard and glittering,
.mally, he threw the paper down.with a smothered oath, and gronnd it into the
sarth with his heel. : . . o s
1 shall ride south to-night,” he said shortly, in_answer to-Jako's &:'lanco of
\quiry, * There's black, ugly work going on, which I don’t understand.
Jake threw an arm round Kelly, and held him _tight. " £
“T guess yow'll do nothing of the sort, Captain Vyner,” he drawled, with an
.mphasis op the name, : ' i
Kelly struggled to freo himself. ke : ,
“ Let go, confound you! Take your hands off me sharp, or by James I'll do
ou an injury ! Let me go! Do you hear?” ‘
“ Fasy does it, pardner—ensy does it,” said Jake, tighteninihiu bear-liko Mug.
I've got a word or two to come off me chest afore you make o blame fool of
ourself 1’ Witk his free Land he whipped out Lia revolver. ‘‘8eo here, old

oy
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" ‘man, are yew goin® to stand good and firm till I'm thr,ough 1 Fer if not, I ta.
my oath I'll plug s hole in yer shoulder right now which will keep yew on yo
back for o brace of weeks. Say, isitago?” o ' i

Kelly glared at him fiercely, and Jooked for a moment as though he would r/
everytgin on the chance; but the heavy muzzle was screwed tight home unde
his collar-bone, and he saw that Jake would be as good as his word. i

‘ Al right, fire ahead,” he said. * I'll listen,” .

The American nodded, and replaced his rovolver. .

“ Seq here, pardner, this yer so-called Kelly, this fake artist, seems no end of
low-down, mean sort, an’ he’s rampin’ round considerable. I guess it’ll '
fair an’ square if he foots the bill for his little jinks. Yes, sir. Now, supposin
yew, Captain Vyner, go burstin’ into the middle of things down thar, all hot an
starchy, thar’s dozens of men to come forward an’ swear yow an’ Kolly was prett’
thick some time back. They might even stick out as you was Kelly. An’ befor
yew knew whar yew was, yew'd ge payin’ for the other feller’s fun—see ?

*“ As it goes now, all yow’ve got ter do is ter sit tight apicce, till the fake artis

lays his next move; then Captain Vyner can move south, an’ wade in with
gig, wholesome kinder alibi at his back, an’ all these fellers right here to swe:
to it. Savvy?1” .

Kolly shook his head, thought for a minute, and then held out his hand.

“ Jake Simpson,. you’re & white man. By James, you've got o head on yo
shoulders, too! I seo what you're driving at, and I see my way clear. I'll sta,
for four days, if that suits your book, and on the fourth you and I will ride sout.
and see the matter through.” . : '

" That’s her,” said Jake. ‘‘ Say, you fellers thar, care to see the paper I brough
down ? Ned Kelly's on the rampage sgain—reg'lar busted out bad. I was ju
showin’ it t6 Cap’n Vyner here. Cateh hold; thar’s some mighty fine readin’ 1"

The men crowded round, and studied the crumpled paper eagerly—after whic’
. the tactful Jake turned them off to survey the new property, and peg out claims
for themselves. Sy ) T T

Four days later Jake and Kelly, with a black boy to act as guide, rode out o:
camp southwards; also—though of this he made no mention to I\gellya—-he prevaile

n three of the new-comers to accompany them, on the plea of wanting soin
special drilling tools, - -

The black boy was a first-rate tracker, and took them by an easterly route.
which saved them a good three days in point of distance. _ o

On the Wednesday night they arrived, fagged and dusty, at Benalla, anc
under Jake's guidance, as nominally head of the party, made straight for the
Wallaby saloon. » o L
. They found it crowded by ‘miners, ranche owners, and townsfolk, all in"a state
of wild excitement. .That very afternoon news had come in that o big run haa
been held up fifteen miles away, the owner, the averseer, and one of the hands

- shot down in cold blood, and the buildings ransacked and fired. :

No one paid much attention to the small group of travellers, and they sat in a
corner by themselves, listening. to the latest scraps of news and gossip. All the
troopers for miles round had been summoned by messengers and telegraph, and

* the whole country was being scoured. . , 5

Jake, very much on the alert, kept his ears and eyes open, picking up a sentence
here and o sentence there, and watching each new.comer who turned into the
soloon with the latest news. : .

The bar-tender, slways a personage of importance, was describing in'a loud voice
how Kelly used.to come and smoke and chat in that very roomn, and how he.
couldn’t ! kinder get the hang of things,” for Kelly had always played fair in

¢
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the.old days. ** Hoe was a gentleman through and through, he was,” he explained
almost tearfully, ** with a sort of well-my-man-you-go-to-the-deuce sort of air
about him. Free-handed, too, and whenever ho did a bit of business it was always
neat, with a sort of flip to it kinder made you laugh: But this timo ho scems to
% havo bust out in a new place—regular low-down, bloodthirsty kind of brute.

I Never—no, never in all his experience, had Kelly been known to shoot an unarmed

mon till now. In short, he couldn’t make head nor tail of things, ‘ce),\' Cap:
Kelly had gone ‘loco,’ or took to tho drink, which was nover a way of his.” :

Meanwhile, all unknown to them, the real Captain Kelly, alins Vyner, alias
the Britisher, was sitting’in their midst, quite unperturbed by the uproar around
him, smoking ‘a cigar and sippinﬁ; a glass of Vermouth, though he held a revolver
wedged between his knee and thée underside of the table, and his back was to

the light.

Jake ordercd food and rooms for the party—he, nt least,. was unknown in
Benalla—and, being pretty sharp set, they were about to fall to when tho'awin:f;
doors flung open, and o young, well-built man came striding in, booted and spurred.
Behind him followed an older man with a grizzled heard, Both looked anxious
and had evidently been riding hard. '

-Kelly sct down his glass quickly, and Jake heard him give a sharp, hissing
intake of breath. ‘ L S .

* Dick Mason and Trevelyan, by James!" ho muttered ; and slipped his hand
beneath the table for a second. . 3 . ‘

The younger man, Dick Mason, swung into the crowded room, :md.mlddcnlf,
almost as though he had heard the low, tense whisper, turned on his heol sharply
and checked. : For a fraction of a second he stared straight at Kelly, who returned
the look.. Then, with an almost impercoptible start, he recovergd himself and
strode on towards the upper end of the saloon, whero he was instantly surrounded
by o crowd clamouring for nows, for everyone recognised him as tho, man responsible
for( the capture of Kelly and the break up of the Robbers’ Roost gang two years
before. . . o ° .

He answered the questions glibly enough, and carelossly, as though he wanted
t;)1 bo left alone, but every now and aguin%w darted a swift glanco at the group by
the door.. . - . - : = . .

Jake noticed this after awhile, and puckered: his forehead trying to think where
he had seen him before. . s :

- Presently he leant across to Kelly. ‘“Say, pardner, who's the cuss over thero ?
T’ve seen him beforo—tumbled to him at once, but I guess I can't fix him, some-
howi Ho scoms mighty int'rested in you, unyway.” . . . "

Kelly nodded. =", ' o s o !

“ Ve are old—er~acquaintances,, I saw him tho moment Le came in, dnd
lie saw mo; for the rest, I know no more thait you do. ‘Ah, as I thought ; ho's
coming over to speak. “You remember him now—Dick Mason, Trevelyan's

by

‘

artner. They were both at the big dinner up at tho'diggings, whon. Hayes nnd: :

facullan played me that trick over tho race.” : :
Dick Mason .was, in'fact, gradually édging his way nearer them, without any
apprrent haste or design, but surely and slowly. i - "
Presently o sudden movement of the erowd brought him almost u{( to the {able,
and ho and Kelly oxchanged & quick glanco. 'I'ho next iiistant ho was out of the
‘doors and in the stroet. - ' . o i
Kelly roso tb his fect and prepared {o follow. Joke laid a restraining hand on
his arm. : ‘ . ;3
“ Bay, pardner——"" he began, -But Kelly cut him short.

;
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“Tt’s o risk, but it’s the best way,” he said hurriedly, in a low whisper. * Mason’s
to be trusted, and will play square, whatever course ho takes. . Keop our erowd
together. I don’t want/them ar you to bo dragged into any of this bother.”. And,
without another word, he also slipped out of the saloon. - ) N

The night outsido was pitch datk, and after the glare and glitter it was hard to
distinguish things in the dimly lightéd street. : . )

Kelly fancied, however, that he could make out a datk blur in the deep shadows
ten paces away to the right, and moved towards it accordingly.

*“\Well 2 said Mason curtly, as he drew level. ¥

Kelly looked him square in the eyes. . P .

“Vell, Mr. Mason, what is it—peace or war? Here I am.in the midst of
Benalla.  What do you intend to do 2™ - . .

Magon was sgilent for & moment, T : ; .

* Ned Kolly,” said ho at last, *“ you and I have known one another under many
different circumstances. We have eaten together, fought together, -and faced
death in various ways. I have known you as an unscrupulous man, with his hand
raised against everyone, and his back to the wall; and I have known you risk.
your life time and again to savo others; but I never thought that I should have
cause to call you o cowardly hound, and that’s what you've proved yourself in.the
end—you who used to make a boast that you had never drawn. trigger on:an
unarmed man, or killed save in self defence ! i sy

“You cur! - When I saw you in the saloon back there, I had half a mind to ehpot
you'on sight ! I had you covered through my coat pocket, and my fingers fairly
itched on the trigger. It would have been no more than you deserved.”

Kelly bit his lip. ' His face was' white as o sheet, yet he restrained himself by a
tremendous effort. : # S . - S

“ Heve you finished ?” he asked quietly. - . : e

“No, Uve'not!” snapped Mason. * I haven’t begun to'téll you what I think
of you. When, back there by the Burra Burra caves, we ran you down, #nd you
faced us alone, wounded and desperate; you were & man, and a brave dhg.!{_'and
I was bitterly sorry that I had had a hand in your undoing. Later, when you
broke Melbourne Gaol and won clean away, I was glad—so glad that, when I saw
you up at the diggings running straight and winning the good word of al] around
you, 1 aided and ﬁolped you by a half truth rather than let Hayes and Macullan
trap you. And I would have gone further, if need be, .

‘ But now you've sunk lower than ever you sank before. . The man I knew
fought, and fought square, and his word was to be trusted as well as another’s.

“Ho wouldn’t have murdered men in cold blood, or shot down an unarmed
station hand because he tried to do his duty. But there’s worse even than that
behind, I'm just back from Robertson’s ranche, and it may interest you to
know, Mr. Murderer Kelly, that the poor woman who was /injured died three
hours ago.” o v ’ ; . 3

Kelly gave vent to a sharp exclamation, quickly stifled.

** And you propose " he asked quietly, . .

‘I propose to do my duty. Even now I can't shoot you down as I ought.

*- But T am going from herc straight to the police barracks to take up my com.
-~ mission again, apply for o special warrant, and then, with half an hour’s law, look

out-for yourself. I give you thirty minuteg by my watch to clear out if you can.
Then I'll hunt you down like a rat, and, by iexwens, the next time I clap eyes
on you, the man who shoots quickest will drop in his tracks! Keep your hands
off that belt ; you'ro covered now.” - g .

Kelly eyed him straightly and a little sadly, but he took no heed of the ominous
bulge in Mason’s pocket. Slowly, deliberately, never shifting his glance, he

P
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slipped his right hand to his belt, and laid hands on his revolver, He heard the
warning click of a trigger, muffled through the éloth, but he never paused.

Drawing the weapon, he slid his fingers along tho barrel, and, so holding it,
passed it over, butt foremost, to Mason. ’

' If you want to, shoot now,” he said quickly. *1T have no other weapons
" But it might be as well to hear what I've to say first. Let mo ask you n question.
What was tho dato of the hold up of the Euroa Bank ?”

Mason stared. ST

** The 22nd,” he said curtly.

Kelly nodded. )

*“ And this ranche affair—Robertson, you say the name is.”

¢ Last night ot midnight, What foolery is this 1 i

* Simply that on tho 22nd of last month I was nearly five hundred miles from
Turoa ; for days previous to that I myself was at the point of death from thirst
and starvation, having becn badly bushed. Then I rode into this town from the
north two-hours ago, having made seventy miles since sun up, and having been
riding hard for the last eight days, with one purpose and one only—to see you
and Treve]’i'an, and to find out for myself this man who pretends to be Ned Kelly,
and shoot him on sight for an impertinent impostor, who has dared to besmirch
the name I once used by as foul a series of crimes as I ever heard of. )

“I'm not accustomed to have my word doubted, as you know. Still; in thero
aro four:men.who will vouch for the truth of what I say—Jake Simpson, whom
‘you knew up at the diggings, and three othors. DBesides, there are our horses
and a black boy. That's all, Dick Mason.” s

‘Dick stared in blank amarement ; then his whole facoe lighted up, and ho thrust
out his hand. . .

“ Forgive me; old man! Shake! I had hoped—I—— Bah! What a fool
Tve been! . I should have known it all the time. Shake, old man, and let mo
. take back my hard words. But I was feeling bad about it. Look out! Quick,

get behind me ! There’s that little beast Hayes. If he spots you yow're done,”

\

1

'.[.",-.'
: 7
CHAPTER 12,
‘Back to Benalla—Koily Moets Dick Mason—~Tho Riot, ..

ELLY, ncting on Mason’s hint, stegpcd quickly back into the deeper

shadows, and pulled his hat well down over his cyos. The street was

“very dark, n.m{) it was unlikely that the commissioner would recognise

- 7" him unless his suspicions were aroused. R

Vhen . Mason first gave his'whispered warning Hayes was perhaps ten paces

awny—no more ; and behind him walked o couple of troopers with carbines over
their arms, - : . . : s

He canto rapidly up, strutting in & pompous, aggressive manner peculiar to him
_when acting officially. =~ ’ T

Heo saw Dick, and promptly hailed him. ‘ .

“Tallo, Mason!” he cried. “ You'ro the very man I wished to sce. Hero
are your orders, commanding you to take up your active commission in the polico
again, They’voe just been oazled from Melbourne. I have information from a
private source that Kelly is somewhero in Benalla, and call on you oflicially to help
in the search.,” * . e

Dick stared him straight in the face. " c

“T am Mister Mason to you, plesse,” he said contemptuously, ** and I tuko‘ no
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orders from a man of your stamp! If there is an official wire I should bo glad to
sce it, and, in any case, T shall roquire Captain Wyatt, who is in command here,
to confirm it bofore I take up my commission again.” ! ) i
Hayos fumed, and looked for a moment as though ho were going to burst into a-
fit of vulgar rage. However, he managed to control himself, : “
# “Then, Mister Mason,” he said acidly, “ I should recommend you to cast your
oyes ovor this.”  And he thrust forward & crumpled cable form. 8
Dick took it. ' : i .
“T will sce Captain-Wyntb,this ovening some time, and, if he confirms it, will
report for duty.” | - ' ‘ ey
“ Who's that ?”* asked Hayes sharply, catching sight of Kelly. T am calling -
on every ablo bodied man to help in the search for this blackguard who murdered *
poor Robertson.” : -

“This gentleman is a friond of mine,” replied Dick curtly. * We were discussing
that very samo subject when you—er—intruded.” - - . 5 )
Hayes scowled and passed in. L :
< warow-thing'tlmt,” said Dick Mason, with a stifled laugh, /*“I thought he
had spotted you for sure. As it is, it’s & Irundred to ono he goes on to the Wallaby
and ‘catches sight of Jake Simpson, in which caso he’ll smell a rat.” : ‘
Kelly xaodded moodily. Hayes presence had sent him into one of his sullen
black modds. . : : : '

“ Riglt or wrong,” he said, “ I swear Hayes shall nover lay hands on me alive. .

LEN

-T'll sheot him like & rat first, and leave you to ¢lear my name from any association . '

with this murdering brute who has seen fit to adopt my personality. ~ By the way,
have you any idea who it might chance to bo 1 - : o

“ Not tho faintest,” replicd Dick. * You see, old man, until we, mot a littlo
while back, I thought-—er—that is, I Lo

. 2 1 A b > ‘. o
s the’so. But. now you know you’ro wrong, has any other solution occurred. .
to you?” . . ) ’ @ -

““No; none.” , = C ;
" “Well, it has to me, I won’t tell you what I think now, but I'll do this: If
you care to make a sporting bet of a level fiver, I'll write the name on n serap of - .
paper and hand it to {lou in a sealed envelope. When we catch tho chap, open it, "
and if I’'m wrong I'll hand you over the stake. ‘Do you agree 7 T
* Seoms an easy way of earning monoy,” said Diclk, laughing, “I'm on.. But, "
meanwhile, I'd like to remind you that Benalla High Stroet is not quito the safest
spot for. you just at present. Look here. (I'll tell you what. Remomber .
Trevelyan’s old rooms 2° You do?- Good! Well, ho’s staying there now, and -
Xm digginf with him. Go straight there, tell him you’ve scen me, and explain
matters, D'l follow on as soon as I can with Jake Simpson and the rest of your
crowd. It’s the last place in the whole town they’d ever think of searching.”
“That's so. I'll take your advice. One question more first, Is this—this
Hayes person in compand here 27 *. . L &,
" Yes, very much so.” . £ 0 ’ ‘ i
_* Absolute boss—command over Wyatt and the troopers, and all that 2.
 Absolute, though I believe they've cabled for somo big bug from Melbourna
to come and take things over. Cut along, old man} every second adds to the risk.
Al Look, there’s one of the troopers who were with Hayes coming out of the'
saloon door. _ In a hurry, too, by the look of him. Sec youlater.” And, without,

- another word, he was gone,

" made

Kcﬂf’_wntched him disappoar, then, following tho line of the deeper shadows,
iis: way quickly: to the woll remembered lodgings of Mr. Trevelyan, his

, . N
s ' s
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hand rez}dy on his revolver butt and his eyes diligently serutinising the road
before him, for at any moment he might expect to hear the call of * Hands up!”
and the whistle of a bullet about his ears. '

" Yet, in spite of his immediate and pressing danger, his mind was also busy with a
problem which he had set himself to work out. Hayes was in command of the
whole district—so much Mason had assured him. Hayes, with all his faults, wey
no fool, and yet—well, and yet with plenty of troopors and armed men well mountud -
at his command, Hayes had failed to so much as even glimpso his quarry. This
was no matter of catching the notorious Captain Kelly and his ang in their prime—

" o set of daring and skilful men, with an unerring knowledge of the coufitry, a lon
head to plan and direct their movements, and one out of every two isolate
squatters staunch partisans, ever ready to give them timely warning—but merely
an affair of the apprehension of an awkward, murderous criminal whose methods .
horrified and alarmed rich and poor alike, and who had for trade purposes edopted
Kelly’s own name—a very mangy jackal in a lion’s skin.

Arriving at Mr. Trevelyan’y, he found, as was usual, and as he expected, the
door on the latch. He opened it cautiously, and, with even moro caution, ascended
the stairs, For all he knew, Trevelyan might have company, and the explanations
he had to offer would be hard to give in o crowded room with half a dozen revolvers
pointed at his head. : : -

With a jerk he loosed his own weapon from the holster, and slipped it into his
cont-pocket, keeping his hand on it. Then he listened, Not o sound anywhere,
But through the erack of tho door above him he could distinguish a gleam of light,
and the faint, fragrant aroma of &' pipe. ) ,

Ho tiptoed forward and tried the handle. It yielded casily to his touch, without
even 'so much as a click. If there were strangers in the room they were extraordin.
arily quiet. But, then, o man who spendslong months at a stretch on lonely sheop
stations_cultivates a habit of quietness, and falks but little over his evening glass
and pipe. There was a possibility, and possibilities were things which just then

~Kelly could not afford to risk ; there was too much at stake, .

He tried the door again, shoving it forwards a few inches, and caught a glimnpse
of the interior of the room at its near end. An empty armchair, o smou%derin;i
log in the grate, and the corner of a table on which were a litter of papers were ul

" that he could see. : ) w e =

He pulled himself together, prepared to faco the worst, if need be, and, opening
the door wider, stepf ef swiftly in, closing jt behind him, He found himself face to
face with Mr. Trevelyan, the one man wgom he wanted to see, and Mr. Trevelyan
was fast asleep. . . . '

Kelly laughed softly to himself, pulled a cigar from his Focket, lighted it and sat
down in the empty armchair. From outside, through the half-open window, he
could hear a noige and shouting in the direction of the Wallaby saloon, - Evidently
there were stirring times-there, Then, crisp and clear, & revolver.shot rang:out
on the night, followed by a sudden silence, and Mr. Trevelyan woke up. - |

He woke as a man accustomed to o healthy, outdoor life awakes—as an animal
or u savage—wide-eyed and alert in the frai)jon of a second, with all his senses
keenly strung. ‘ ’ L # '

 'The first glance showed him his visitor, and recognition was instantaneous. His
first thought, in the light of recent events, wis that the intruder meant murdor,
short, sharp, and deliberate, and that in all probability, he had not ten seconds to
live. He was unarmed, seated, helpless, and, in all dprobability covered, yet not
a muscle of his face twitched, and his hands remained deep thrust in his pocketa ;
his half-empty pipe lay on the front of his coat unheeded.

“ Well ? ** ke said at length, secing that Kelly neither moved nor spoke,

l

14
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“ Evening, Trevelyan ! ” answered the latter affably, beaming over the glowing
cigar, ‘““Feeling a bit tired ? Nothin’ like an after-dinner nap. S’orry to intrude,
but I'm expectin' a few friends of ‘mine round in a minute or'two.’ .

Mr. Trevelyan, still without moving, stared him straight in the face.

“ Don’t waste time,” he said coldly.- * If you mean shoating, shoot and have
done with it ! I know I’ve got no show, and you know, or ought to, that I'm no
sort of'a coward,” : .

Kelly nodded gravely. '

“ No man who isn't a liar could call you that.” :

* Well, why notshoot, then ¢ ‘If you want to talk first, or anything of that sort,
forgive me, but I really must ask you to let mo relight my pipe. 1 give you my
word of honour I am quite unarmed, and will make no attempt to rise from tho
chair; but argument always tires me. The matchestaré by your elbow on the
table. Thanks!™ " :

Kelly gravely handed over the matches. : Lo )

- I think,” said he slowly, * that you and I, Trevelyan, know one another well
enough to dispense with compliments ; at thesame time, Ishould like tosay I think,
and always have thought, that you are one of the most fearless men I have ever met
—and I’ve met a gov::dg many in my time. Here, take this. I haven’t the smallest
iden of shooting you, I assure you.” And, uncocking his revolver, he handed it
across by.the barrel. * Now we shall both feel more comfortable. That "—with
a nod at the weapon—* was only in case of emergencies,” B g

Trevelyan®also nodded ; he did not even trouble to pick the gun off the table.
He knew his man too well to doubt his word. o _ .

“To what, then, am I indebted ? - What do you want—money ? If so, I'd
better tell you plainly you can shoot and be hanged:before you get a single dollar.
A while back I offered you money, any you might want within reason; but then
Robertson was alive, and the Furoa bank floor hadn’t been turned into a shambles.:
Moreover, the offer was made to a certain Captain Vyner, for whom I had con.
siderable respect, not to a tuppenny-ha’penny felon who goes in for indiscriminate
murder in & clanking suit'of bullet-proof iron, the device of a coward.”

Kelly puffed at his cigar, and leant back. ' g B

*T quite appreciate the fact ; in part, it is the reason of my being here, Come, -
Trevelyan, time’s short, don’t let’s fence any longer.  You said just now you would
have offercd this Vyner money—helped him, in fact. Now, this same Vyner comes

. to you, not for money, but for help—the help of your good word in an emergency.
No "~—holding up'a protesting hand—* don’t interrupt, please ; listen to what I've
got to say first. 'l begin by a statement, the truth of which you can prove after-
wards at your leisure. I— {ellfy,' Captain Vyner, whom you please—never gaw
Robertson in my life, never set foot in Euroa or within twenty miles of it during -
the past two years, and am here for one sole purpose, nnd that is to catch or kill the

“wman who has dared to usurp my old-er—-name, and—-" )

Mr. Trevelyan sprang to his feet with a bound,

* You're no liar, Nccgl i

»

Tr—
Kelly stopped him sharply. *

** No names, please ! - Kelly or Vyner, at your service. That other we agreed to
forget long aro, at the foot of the Burra-Burra rock. What I have told you is the
absolute trith. Since the day you and I parted at the gates of death, as it were,
Thave harmed no man save in self-defence, nor have I committed any action of which

ou yourself nced feel ashamed. As I tell you, so I told Dick Mason not half an
1our ago, and I have four good men here in Benalla who can prove me innocent.
T only learnt of these affairs by pure chance from a newspaper a week old when T
was hundreds of miles north of this above the bush country.”

=
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. Mr, Trevelyan thrust out a hand. .

*“You were wild once, Ned, and there was bitter hatred betweon us, but then,
ns now, I need no proof of what yousay. I believe, and gladly, and when T saw you
up at the diggings there, I'd have given you'd helping hand if you'd let me. Now
you've told me the truth I'll do all that lays in my power. What's the

trouble . - -

“The precise trouble is that Hayes and o posse of troopers are scouring Benalla:

. for me at the present moment, and that if Hayes finds me and I don’t shoot him on

sight, it’s » dead certainty that he’ll shoot me, aud listen to explanations after-

", wards, He owes me one or two littlo things, you know. Secondly, and mainly,

if I'm not to shoot Hayes, I want you to persuade him to keep his paws off mo
foradayortwo. Lock meup,if you %ke-—l (llon't caro. You'rea magistrate,and all.
that. And also I want you to work the oracle with the High Commissioner. Mako
& sort of bargain with him that if I collar this brute in the tin suit for him, alive-
or dead, that Captain Vyner, alias the Britisher, of unblemished reputation, shall
be allowed to go free and unmolested, and live respectable.  Oh, yes, I know it's
no end of a big contract, but you can doit. 1’ve thought it all out, and, unofficially,

our words will have as much weight with him as the rest of the crowd put together. -

7ou understand'? If I, Captain Vyner, mine-owner, etc., and so forth, produce
this so-called Kelly within one week, then I am allowed to go free and unmolested,
to live as honestly as I can. Tf I fail, then Captain Vyner merges once more into _
ex-convict Ned Kelly, and pays the extremo penalty of the law, without resistance
or complaint. Ah, what’s that ? “Sounds like Mason and my crowd stampeding

.. for-here in a hurry.”

Thero .came’ a-quick setrrying of feot on the stairs below, o ubni’p exclamation -

. {rom Dick Masoxt, and Jake’s voice could boe heard urging tho others on,

“ Hustle, boys ! The durn little skunk is stealing after us like a mad coyote.
with his tongue hangin’ out, and fairly howlin’ for blood t Hark to’om! Thar's
a lot more joined in—some. of the Wallaby crowd, I fancy, Thar'll be serappin’

“Come in, gentlemen—come in ! ” cried Mr. Trevelyan. And they trooped into

“Say, pardner,” he drawled, with a nod to Kelly, * this yer Hayos is on a
business trip, I guess. Your friend Mr. Mason yanked me an’ the boys out just
as the fur was beginnin’ to fly. An’ look here, gentlemen all, thish yer, as yew
know, is Britisher—Captain Vyner—my pardner, and, as you may or may not,
know, he was someways a kinder pal of Ned Kelly—~Captain Kelly, tho real articlo. .
An’ now Hayes and his gang are tryin’ to rope my pardner in. , o

“ Now, all I want ter say, gentlemen, is this: My pardner here, Captain Vyner,

'has no kind ‘of call to be interfered with on account of doin's around here, for ho

never §o much as heard of *em till I sliowed hirit o week-old newspaper. lim and
I had been travellin® together, got bushed, and.wero doin’ o bit of prospectin’ seven
hundred miles away when the Luroa bank job wag'put up, and for the last ten (_lu.g: :
headin’ south to put matters right, scein’, you sed, as how the real Ned Keﬁ K]
been a kinder pal of Captain Vyner's. Therefore, gentlemen, I intend to do a bit
of fancy shootin' rather’n stand by and seo thish yer Hayes tako tho wrong man,
and if those present don’t agree, why, I gucss I.cen clear out with my pardner, on’
wo two can face the music alone,” > -+ © © ) \ ’ ’ .
Mr. Trevelyan clapped Jake on the shoulder. P . e
“T know you right enough, Jake Simpson,’and I know-~cr-—your friend, Captaln
Vyner, here, and I'm quite conyinced that neither he nor Ned Kelly have anything
to do with theso last affairs. If Major Hayes tries to interfcre with him on thoso
grounds, I, ns a magistrate, shall prevent it . 1f, however, Captein Vyner is requircd

~
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a8 an—er—associate, shall we sa —of the ex-convict, Kelly, I am afraid that T
can do nothing. You understand ?

“ Yes, sirree,” said Jake emphatically, and for a moment there was an intense ,

silence in the room, broken after a pause by a dull murmur from the street below,
which gradually swelled into a hosrse, raucous shout.
“That’s Hayes and his crowd,” ssid Dick Mason, listening intently. And,

_with a significant movement, he loosened his gun.

" There came o pounding knock at the door. Mr. Trevelyan stepped out on fo.
the staircase and called: o Lo ’ T

* Who's there ? ' ' / ‘

There was a slam, and a tramping of feet in the passage-way by way of answer,
and Hayes called out: _ '

“That you, Trevelyan ? I’ve a word to say to you. Robertson’s murderer is
in your house, and we've come to fetch him out.” )

*1 shall be glad if you'll step upstairs and explain, Major Hayes,” said Mr.

-Trevelyan, with quiet emphasis.. “ No need to bring the whole of Benalla at

your heels ;. my rooms are small. You yourself and a couple of others will suffice
—the rest of you stand back there, please. If the man is in my house, I assure you
I will make it my personal duty to Eand him over.” . ’ ]
- Hayes, a police-sergeant, and a truculent-looking plain-clothes officer stepped u

-and entered the sitting-room, to find themselves confronted by Trevelyan, Dic

Mason, and Jake. In an armchair, still placidly smoking, was Captain Vyner, and

at the far end of the room, by the window, stood three other men, strangers tohim, .

“ Now, then, Trevelyan, hand him over ! That’s my man !’* exclaimed Hayes,

who had caught sight of the Britisher. * That’s the chap who has set the whole -

countrysidé in an uproar, and been responsible for the deaths of half a dozen-
. better men1** - : : '

. “ Allow me to remind you, Major Hayes, that'you are in my private room as a
fnest, at my invitation. If you refer to another guest of mine, Captain Vyner,
beg to inform you that he has nothing whatever to do with either the Euroa bank

. or the Robertson affair—facts of which I have positive proof—and that, as a magis-.

trate of this section of the country, I definitely refuse to allow him to be molested in
any way on such absurd charges, because of petty personal spite. You seem to forget-
that I was at the diggings when Captain Vyner not only won from you a large sum
of money, which you tried to evade payment of, but subsequently caﬂed you outand
proved you, in the face of the whole camp, to bg a liar, a trickster, and a coward,
while he himself carried generosity to an almost absurd point of quixotism. If you

have nothing further to say, 1 must request you to leave my house, taking with you-

my' word of honour, backed by irrefutable proof, that Captain Vyner is entirely
innocent of the charges brought by you.” S

Hayes grew purple in the face with rage, and his eyes protruded from his head,
¢ 1 tell you what it is, Trevelyan, you go too far i’ T
“ Mister Trevelyan,’ insisted the latter suavely, * to folk of your kidney."

* You go too far, I say ! *' spluttered Hayes. * You shall answer for it to me 1 »
You call me scurrilous names, and trump up a lot of unseemly scandal, and all.the-

while you know you are sheltering an impostor and defying the law of the land. I
shall report this to the commissioner.”’ :

-

**Tam on the point of sending out a mounted messenger, infurﬁx'ing him of the
~ facts of the case,* ; ; ;

* You are, are you ?- Well, then, I hope yoﬁ will also inform him that Cal.ntdiﬁ,'A.“'

Vyner so styled is none other than Ned Ketly, the bushranger 1 ** .
. Mr. Trevelyan shrugged his shoulders, )

* Your proaf ! he demended curtly, - . . . £ k : 3
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Hnaes’s jaw dropFed. He had none, Without Macullan he could no moro prove
that Vyner and Kel ly were one and the same than he could fly ; and to persist in
the accusation in spite of Mr. Trevelyan—a man revered and respected throughout °
-the country—was too risky even for him. He was beaten, and he knew it, '

* Proof—proof be hanged ! ” he stuttered. * But I'll warn you of this much,’
thn,i.i outside there in the street are accouple of hundred men clamouring for justice
?gmns;t”t}us fellow, and unless you give him up, by Heaven, wo'il take him by

orce ' !

y Kli{elly started up from his chair with an oath, but Mr, Trevelyan waved him

back. ‘ : :

“ If you dare attempt such a thing, I shall not only resist to the uttermost—
and I would have you notice that thero are seven of us here, all woll armed and tried
men—but I will indict you for opposing the law, which hero in Benalla I represent
under the High Commissioner’s own warrant. Now go, or I will have you thrown
down the stairs, and if any man amongst your following loses his life over this, as
sure as I am a living man, I'll have you brought up and arraigned in the Benalla-
courthouse. Go!” ; '

" Hayes scowled vindictively, wheeled sharply, and left the room.

A hoarse roar from the streets greeted his reappearance,

. Mr. Trevelyan passed out. :

. Stand back, the rest of you. That fellow means mischief. If they attack.
we can’t hold out for a quarter of an hour. They're in an ugly temper.  T'll tr
what I can do to make them listen to reason. Don’t suppose it’ll be much good,
though.” ‘ e iy :

And, without another word, he stepped out on the balcony, and stood gazing
down on a sen of upturned faces, which seemed to grimace and mock at him, whilst
an sngry roar surged upwards, : : .

His face was pale, but set and hard, as he watched, and his finger was crooked over
the trigger of the revolver held negligéntly at his side. ‘

His keen eyos searched the crowd carefully. One man possibly out of every three
was known to him—he himself was a familiar figure to all—and yet he found it
hard to recognise those he knew nmidst fentures distorted by passion, and convulsed
by an almost hysterical excitement. G o

Word had gone round—had been passed round by stealthi—that the murderer
of Robertson was somewhere in the room behind him ; and the crowd were momens
tarily, at ariy rato, beyond reason, ravening for their prey. Lynch-law was what they

_wanted, and lynch-law was what they meant to use. .

Even as ho looked and listened, he saw Major Hayes and his small knot of followors
elbow and shove their way into the thick of things, and noted that from time to
time during his .progress Hayes paused and said a word to moen here and thero,

" who in turn passed if on to their neighbours. .

Behind him in the room were Jake Simpson and his three men, Dick Mason, and
Kelly himself, all armed and resolute. , : ‘ :

Tn the street below were close on three hindred men ripe for mischief. There
was trouble ahead—big trouble; of that he was practically certain. ~But, all the
same, if possible; he meant to temporise.’ It was o man’s life which hé was fightiug
for—a man innocent, at any rate, of thoso crimes for which the crowd were claiming
his blood. ' : ; SR

'Twice Kelly had stepped forward, and offered to go down alone and take his chance,
rather than (ﬁ‘o.g his friends into trouble, and each time Dick Mason and one of the
others had pulled him back almost forcibly in the nick of time. :
* -~ Suddenly, above the roar of the crowd, came a distinct shout and orgunised cry
* of half o dozen voices, prompted by Hayes. . .
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* Give him up! Give him up, or wo'll pull the house down ! ”*

Mr. Trevelyan smiled grimly, and held up his left hand for silence. )

But the erowd paid no attention. . o

“ Come on, boys!” shouted one. * Let’s have the brute out an’ string him
up! To blazes with your gaols and warders! A-longrope and & quick drop’ll
do the trick ! o

. Again Mr. Trevelyan held up his hand, but they shouted him down. For a full
three minutes he stood there patiently ; then, sharp and short, without warning, he
whipped up his revolver and fired twice in the air in quick succession. The two
sharp, smacking reports rang out, and, as if by magic, the crowd were g\lellced;

No man could quite understand what had happened, and therefore shut his mouth

and-opened his ears to find out. : e <

It seemed as though every man had suddenly been aroused froma delirious dream,

.and found himself standing on the brink of tragedy. They had been shouting

audde;x death briskly a moment before, but not one man in ten realised the grimness

of reality. . :

Me. I'revelyan saw his chance, and took it at once. L

¢ Well,{my men, what is it you want ? 7’ he asked in a calm, level voice, 8 >pping
forward a pace, and resting s hand on the balustrade.

“ Robertson’s murderer ! ” answered a man immediately below. ** And if you
don’t hand him over we’ll come and fetch him ! > . .

“You want Robertson’s murderer, eh ?’’ responded Mr. Troevelyan coolly.
*Well, you have my sympathies. I and these gentlemen in here are in need of that
very same man. No, it’s no use you jecring and trying to shout me down. You,

“Major Hayes, bid those men of yours bo quiet, or, by James, I'll give the whole

crowd a hint or two as to 'whylyou left the diggings ! Now,look here, you fellows !

You most of you know me. 1 was here settled in the country ten years and more:

before the greater part of you ever set foot on Australian soil. I’m magistrate for
. this section, and there’s not a man amongst, you who can accuse me of playing

him a dirty trick or breaking my promise: e :

“ Listen to me, then. I give you my personal word of honour, both ag & man
and a magistrate, that Robertson’s murderer is not in, this house—never has been,

- 8o far as I know ; and, what’s more, I’ve nover seen him. I and my friends are
busy now—or weré until you interrupted us—trying to devise o means for his
taking, and I will hereby make an offer cut of my own private purse of a reward

of two hundred pounds for his capture, dead or alive. Have you any more to
say 1’ ‘ : o :
There was a mingled outburst of cheers and groans. O
. Some-most of them the older and more staid inhabitants—cheered, and thero.
. were shouts of * Good for you, Trevelyan I’ What Mr. Trevelyan says goes ! ”*
“We'll take your svord against any man’s {”’  “1'll pouch that two hundred !” |
On the other hand, the raw youngsters and the rowdy element, who were out
for cxcitement, and had been worked up by Hayes’s agents to n mischievous and

d:m(gerous pitch, groaned and hissed loudly. . L
Mr, Trevelyan glanced back into the room. : | ’

_ “Better get ready, you chaps,” he muttered over his shoulder. < They mean
to bo nasty, beyond all doubt, and we shall have to damage some of them, = Shoot
carefully, and pick out the noisy ones when the time comes.”" . :

Thero was » momentary lull, then Hayes’s voico rang outs .*

** Trevelyan—Trevelyan, d’yo hear 2. Hand us over Captain Vyner, as he calls

himself, and let's make an end of it . If you don’t we’ll come and fetch him for
ourselves, and some of you’ll be hurt in the process ! "

“Then the responsibility will rer jon your head, Major Hayes,” answered Mr,
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Trevelyan quietly. ‘ Captain Vyner is hero ns my guest, and tho first man who
utt;cmptb to mplest him in any way, or who dares to sct foot across my threshold
uninvited, I will shoot down as a burglar ! - And, mark you, the law is'on' my sido.
You talk pretty loudly. If you havo the strength of your convietions, try it on
yourself, “But, once more, T solemnly warn you that I 'shall shoot you as T would
o dog before you had two feet over the mat. Thero are, as I have already said,
seven of us here. 'Woe shall fight from behind cover, and if any of you others *—
ho raised his voico—** are foolish enough to follow that man *~pointing to Major

Hayes—*all T have to say is that you do it at your own risk, and I won't be -

answerable for the consequences 1 ”*
He turned sharply on his heel, and left the balcony ; and at tho samo instant, by
a preconcerted signal, the lamp on the table was extinguished.
Hitherto, Mr. Trevelyan’s tall form had been clearly silhouetted against o back-
round of light, but with the sna&»ping out of the lamp he was invisible to thoso
elow, and the whole house seemed to take on an aspect of grim, resolute silence,

From the fringes of the crowd small knots of men began to melt unostentatiousl
away, for the most part the elder and more self-restrained ones, who had ha
experience of night-fighting, and knew that in the house before them were at least
three men with a great record for marksmanship. .

. But the younger and moro turbulent spirits, egged on by Hayes and his followers,
were ripe for mischief, and amongst them were the usual smattering of bad men,
fellows who always welcomed anything in the shape of a fight or riot for tho chances
itlmight yield of paying off private scores and robbing better men than them.-
selves, : : :

‘Tt was'a knot of theso who opened the ball, With cries of ¢ Havo him out{*

Lynch him ! a dozen or more made a simultaneous rush for the house door, and
began battering on the flimsy woodwork. T1he houso itself was only a frame.
built affair of timber, as were most of the houses in those early days of Benalla—
and in under five minutes the tattered and splintered fragments of a door crashed
inwards bodily. : - ’

- But the next barrier which they had to surmount was a very different kind of
thing, Before them lay a dark, nftrow hall, from the far end of which led the stair-
way, Al was black as pitch; but from romewhere up above Mr. Trovelyun's

" voice rang out, crisp and clear, abovo the din:

‘“ Remomber, men, the firat man who crosses the mat, I shooty and I’ve the law
behind me ! It's your own risk!” '
As though in answer to his warning, there camo o sudden, surging rush from
* the street. Those in front pressed back, but their fellowa forced them on, and
the leading ranks jammed and wedged one another shoulder to shoulder in the
narrow passage.’ - " N .
Crack! crack! crack! Three times n rovolver spat through the darkness
from half-way up the stairs. The confined space was filled with the aerids stinging
reek of burnt powder ; and from below camo tho shrieks of the wounded, as they
tried desperately to struggle back into safety. )
One man dropped, and .was_trampled underfoot ; another, shot through the
. leg, was jammed .against the wall, moaning pitcously, till another rush from
without swept him from his place. o
_ Crack! crack! again, and this time the harsher smack of  rifle minﬁled with
Mr. Trevelyan’s revolver. That was the work of one of Jake's men, and at such
short range the heavy driving-power of tho bullet penetrated the front rank two,
and even three, deep- - >
The passage was becoming a veritable shambles, So tightly were tho assailants
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wedged that, wounded and whole, were crushed together in a compact mass,
and no man could get at his weapon to use it with offect. s
- Again and again they attempted to hreak back out of range of the pitiless bullets,
but ever those behind and in safety hurled them forward. I Ty
In response to a shout from Mr. Trevelyan, Diek Mason, revolver in hand, leapt
to the balcony. : . : .
“Back, therewback, you fools!” he yelled. - “ Hayes, call your men oft ¥
Hayes, where are you 2 Call em off, Isay | The stairway passage is packed with
wounded, and there'll be worse to come ! i : ' .
But ex-Commissioner Hayes, like & prudent man, had broken cover the momens
firing began, and was now sccurely ensconced under the balcony, out of range,

" whilst his dupes bore the brunt of the fight.

* Seeing ‘that all his efforts were unavailing, Dick summoned a couple more of
the defenders out on the baleony alongside him—Jake.and another. ;

“Take all the cover you can,” he said, ** and fire when I give the word. It’s
the best we can do to save them from themselves.” . - ‘

“ Now, then, below there!?” he yelled aloud. “‘ Break away, or I give you
fair warning we shall blaze down into the crowd of you1” s k

A spatter of lead on the walls and a tinkling of glass as a bullet bored its way
through a window-pane, were the only answer. . i
. “Ready, Joke 1"’ he called. * Then fire when I count three. One—two-—
threel” : - : . . .

The shots rang out almost as one, and an ominous gap appeared in the crowd
outside the door, while the fusillade from below was redoubled, and a bullet seared
Jake's shoulder, whilst another threw a fountain of splinters against Dick’s cheek. -

“ Give it 'em aguin, boys ! »’ he called, brushing them aside, : ‘

. Crash{ crash! The'white flame-spirts flickered and danced, and the gnp
by the door resolved itself into o ragged Yxole in that crowd of faces—a hole in which
sorely wounded men writhed and clawed at the dust of the street. Then, once
more comFelled by the Eressure from behind, the dense, packed mob surged forward. '

. Dick Mason emptied his revolver with a grunt of disguat.

‘*The fools!” he said bitterly. ‘“This is terrible, and that man Hayes’
will have to foot the bill. Still, it’s shoot or be shot, and there’s no_help for it.
Here, have any of you chaps got any more shells handy ¢ - Ah<h! That was a
close call 1 ’—as a bullet ripped the cloth of his coat-collar. ** Another half-inch
and it would have caught the jugular. That was the work of that fellow in the
slouch hat. I saw him and Hayes whispering together five minutes since, Well,
Mr. Slouch, look gut for yourself | I'm going to give you a month in hospital with

o sore shoulder !

He fired as he spoke, and tho man in the slouch hat, who ilad been in the act of

taking careful aim, fell back into the arms of the next in the rear. "

‘Meanwhile, Kelly, who, at Mr. Trevelyan’s express command, hdd taken no part
in the fight, stood leaning against the open window-sash, coolly smoking, and gazing
down at the crowd, quite unperturbed by the bullets which every now and again
droned and whizzed past his head. i g om : .

Suddenly he turned and listened attentively ; his trained ear had caught a sound

‘which thoe others had missed..

Kelly took a step forward and laid o hand on Mason’s arm. _ e
‘* Dick, ‘old man,” he drawled, * no wish to interfere—hate to spoil sport, an®-
all that ; but some of "em have worked round to the back, and are breaking in. I’
fancy I’d better go and look after them.” ' >t
* Mason nodded. . . vooac -
_“* Yes, do. 'They'll be trying another rush here in a minute, and we shall have
otir hends full.” : ’ : Y ,

i
.
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Kelly drew his revolver, jerked open the breech to assure himself that it was full
in every chamber, and strolled back into the room. A stray bullet passed him
8o close that the wind of it fanned his cheek, but he never altored his stride.

. At the head of the stairs he halted and explained the situation to Mr. Trevolyan,
and the latter had no choice but to acquiesce, for all the defenders by now were
ke{)t on the jumg, and the situation was growing critical, o

Vith a nod, Kelly, no longer leisurely, darted into the back room, whence tho
gounds had come, just in time to sce the lower half of the window-sash fall inwards
with a crash, and a man throw his leg over the casement. With a loap like that
of a wild cat, Kelly was on him ; his sinowy left arm flung out and caught the
intruder by the throat, stifling his cry of surprise ; a quick thrust, an uplift of the
knee, and the man, losing his balance, went flying backwards, head foremast, on to
the top of those watching him from below. Almost before he had reached the
ground, with a dexterous twist Kelly jerkod the ladder sideways, and a couple more
men lost their balance, and, still clinging frantically to the rungs, toppled ovor,
one of them coming to earth with the snap of a broken leg.

Kelly laughed grimly. Ho had been an involuntary spoctator for somo time,
and now, in the moment of action, the lust of fighting was growing on him apace.
Standing full square to the window, and disdaining cover of any kind, he faced
down on the crowd, and waved patterns across them with the black revolver muzzio.

But at that moment, above the din of shouting and the eracklo of fircarms,
a bugle-call rang out shrill and clear. Those in the front had a glimpso of & squad
of troopers coming up the main street at the trot in an orderly, compact body 3
and, even before the word to chargo could be given, the rioters, realising that the
game was up, scattered and fled in all directions. Even some of those badly -

wounded managed to limp and stagger away into a place of safoty.

© What the. oomin%lbf the troopers 8o unexpectodly might signify, they couldn’t
say, but they saw the men shortening their reins and closing up to clear the path,
and that was enough, ‘ .

Mt Trevelyan, too, saw them, and shouted out, for he alone of all thore there
knew and understood that somewhere riding in their midst was the high com.-
missioner in person, the most powerful official in the whole continent, and his own
very good and trusted friend. .

. The words of command rang out curt and distinct. The troop reined up opposite
the shattered door and dismounted. Every fourth man took his comrade’s horses
in charge. : . o : .

The }%igh commissioner himself, a stern, grave-facod man of closo on sixty, with
a groy, carefully-trimmed moustache and imperial, wiry and active of build in spi'e
of his years, and a superb horseman, rode up, dismounted, and, throwing his reite

_ to tho orderly who came hurrying up, mado his way carefully up the half-demolished
stairs. - . ; :

“ What,in Heaven's namo, is the meaning of all this, Trovelyan 1" ho exclaimod
angrily,: with a wave of tho hand. I come up hore at your roquest, ride half |
through tho night, and find tho town in a stato of siege. Ias madness broken out
hore, or are two-thirds of the population drunk * What about this Robertron
oultage ? In short, what the deuco does if all mean 7 ” S

“ It means, sir, that a lot of the youngsters, hoaded by n crowd of roughs, havo
got out of hand. They are all pretty excited and upset about tho Robertson aflair
and the Euroa Bank, and a rumour got spread around that the perpetrator of hoth

"crimes was jn my house, and they determined to lynch him. I refused flatly to
hand over to them a man whom { knew to bo innocent, and who was, morcover,
my guest; and, in any cass, lynch law is not admissible. In apite of my warnings,

. and my pledged word as a magistrate, they persisted. So I sworo to shoot with

my own hand as a burglar the firat of them who dared get foot across my threshold.
| R 1

% | A 2 'l
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They broke in the door, and I did so, and the riot became general.- If there is any
blame, sir, I beg to accept the entire responsibility. The men in question, who
is still my guest, goes by the name of Captain Vyner. I have positive proof of hia
entire innocence of the recent outrages, which I shall be pleased to bring before
you, and, if you will allow me, I should like to havo some Privato conversation with
your Excellency concerning him at an early opportunity.” * ;

The commissioner nodded his head. i

“ As you know quite well, Trevolyan, I accept your version of the affair without
hesitation. There will, of course, havo to be an official and formal inquiry, but you
acted quite rightly. 1 will not have these lynching parttes, and I'll take severe
measures to putastop to them.  Nine times out of ten the wrong man gets punished,
or they are made to serve as a cloak for private animosity. Besides, they are
strictly against the law, and 80 long as I have anything to say in the matter, they
shallnot boallowed. Now, if you can give mesomething to eat and drink in another
room, we'd better have our talk at once. My time’s short, and I've come \ig here
specially to seo the matter of this bushranging business brought to a close. Kindly
order some of your fellows to seo to the billeting of my mén, and give the officer in
charge orders that the town is to be strictly patrolled.” e

Mr, Trovelyan nodded. - g -

* Certainly, sir; it shall be done at once. And I tan give you some kind of a
supper in the far room.” ; ‘ P

e gave a few hurried instructions to Dick Mason and Jake, and shortly after.
wards joined the commissioner at his frugal repast. = : ¢ -

For the next hour those in the outer room could hoar the murmur of their voices in
an incossant stream. Now the curt, incisive tones of the commissioner, again the
lower, fuller notes of Mr. Trevelyan. It seemed that there was an argument in

" process—an argument hotly contended on either side. Then the voices sank
lower, and became more monotonous.- v
After awhile Mr. Trevelyan put his head out and beckoned Jake and one of his
men. Their questioning lasted but a minute or two; then Mason was sent for,
-and finally, just after he was dismissed, Mr. Trovelyan came out himself, looking
worn and fatigned and very grave, though his manner was kindly. o
. “Captain Vyner!” he called sharply, his voice hoarse with much talking,
“ here, please! His Excellency wishes a word or two with you.” .

Kelly rose from his seat, threw away the fag end of his cigar, and, with a slight
uplifting of the eyebrows, passed into the inner room. He was perfectly well aware
that his whole future trembled in the .balance, yet his manner was as cool and
nonchalant as though he were merely going to have a quiet chat with an .
acquaintance, . - i :

The door closed softly behind him, and Mr. Trevelyan spoke again. . -

‘ Dick, have messen%;:rs sent out at once all over tho town, bid(fing Major Hayes

-attend hero at once. His Excellency desires to see him, and desires him further
to understand that unless he is hero within twenty minutes ho will be relioved of
" \is office, and cease to hold service under the Government.™

’

N

OHAPTl‘l}»‘Ia. . P
Kelly’s Intorview with the High Commissioner, .
e HE _lligh cpmmis.ﬂgionel‘—-'t_he woen whose word was law, ahd who could at
will set in motion or divert the whole -machinery of the Governmont—
facc&l. lKelly in.the private room, and the two men eyed one another
steadily, . Tt ’ g
“ Captain - Vyner,” said the commissioner, at length,  ““ Mr, Trevelyan, whom

4 |
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I csteem and trust beyond most men I know, has laid before mo positive proof
that in this instance, at any rate, you are u much-wronged man, and are absolutely
innocent of any complicity in theso rccent outrages. Further than that, ho has
given mo hig personal assurance that you, in company with your partner tho
. American, have for the past cighteen months been living a life of honest industry,
gaining for yourself both friends and reputation, to say nothing of a considerablo
fortune: I understand, Captein Vyuer, that you aro at the present moment a
vich man, Isthatso?™ . - : - .
Kelly bowed. . :
Tho commissioner stroked his chin pensivol{ with his forefinger,
“So much tho better,” ho muttered to himself. 8o much the bettor. It
would prevent the dangor of a relapse into——er——Well, well, wo can speak of
- that lator.  Now, Captain Vyner, you and I are hero to talk, as the French say,

¢ between four eyes,’ and yhat wo may say to oach other is strictly contidential,
.« “I know tho circumstances of your case thoroughly., My, Trevelyan, you

_must understand, was quite frank.” I know that you have held commissioned
rank at home, and a coveted decoration.  That lator there was n—a scandal ;
and that during the early portion of your life in this colony, your namo—or, rather,
the name of your adoption—was notorious throughout Australia. o will say no
wmoro of that, ’ N . ) '

T amhere, undet her Majesty, for the good ruling of this young and raw country,

and I enjoy large discretionary ‘powors—powers which at home, or in a moro
sottled state of affairs, would e impossible. On this occasion I intend to use -
. thom to a very fill extent on certain terms. ] 2

“ First, will you give mo your oath—your solemn word of honour—that under
no circumstances will you revert to your provious modo of life ¥ I refer to the
period previous to your—shall wo say official visit to Melbowrno t 7
. The commissioner’s oyes twinkled faintly, . ‘

“ You havo my word for that, sir,” said Kelly quickly.

“Good ! Now, the position is this, There is'a man at largo in this section
of the country who, under tho name and guise of Ned Kelly, has perpetrated tho
most abominable outrages—murder, robbery undor arms, and other crimes. Thero

. was & man of that name, not so long ago, on tho official lists of the convict inmates
of Melbourne Gaol-—a red mark against it.gignifies that this man cscaped and is
still at large. . .

“This bushranging and lawlessness I intend to put down with the utmost rigour.
Theso are my terms. - Bring mo this man, dead or alive—tho former for choico—
and you, Captain Vyner, are at liberty to live as you please without fear that
your past record will bo raked up against you ; nm! HO ]nni ns you live up to your
promised - word youw will havo a friend in me. F¥uil to bring me thie so-called
Kolly, and I.ghall be forced to remind you that that red mark still remains un. -

_cancelled on the convict list. )

“ All ‘vory unconventional and out of order, isw’t it 7 But that’s whero m{
powers of discretion como in. Mr., Trevelyan assures me, end I judgo for myself,
that in you tho colony possesses a man capablo of much uscful work—a man
who would be invaluable, shall we say ? in keeping order in somo of the wilder
and moro unruly of the mining camps, if ‘backed up by an official position.  Yes,
Captain Vyner, that’s tho kind of woblkI shall cx}rmct from you iu roturn for sny-
thing I can’ offer.  To put it bluntly, T can't afford to waste o man with your

owers of loadership and organisation, and with—er—your unholy reputation
For markmanship. {'hls is all grossly irregular. I'm not at all certain if 1t's oven
legal, and I don’t particularly care.  I'm no believer in lawyers and their ’trmglod
masses of words, and I don’t believe in hitting a good uscig man when he's down
and under, Now, you know my terms, Do you accept ?

. l\ *
% |
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“ With pleasuro, sire  But I would like you to know, that with you or with.
out you, I intended to ride this fellow down for my own private satisfaction. He's
a coward and & bully, and he bas dared to do things, under cover of the name
of Kelly, which will besmirch it as it was never besmirched befor'e, .Tha.y’s my
affair, not yours nor the Government’s, and. he shall pay me for it with his life.
After that, sir, I am very much at your service.” ) DR e

- “Hush! Captain Vyner, no indiscretion, please! I object to things: :
not to see or hear being thrust under my notice. However, my object is: yotirs,
though our reasons may differ.” . . . B

“T am afraid things diplomatic are out of my line,” said Kelly grimly.

The commissioner smiled. . _ : Yoaay

" “Well, you seem confident enoughl of getting your man, and that’s my chief
concern, : glow, Captain Vyner, you are under my orders. .You will ride to-
night. Here is an order giving you powers to commandeer such men as you
think needful, and take such steps as may be necessary. Kindly give the word to
those outside that I wish to see Major Hayes.” ’ .
. The two men shook hands, and Kelly bowed himself out. . .

Tivo minutes later Hayes was ushered in, but of what transpired in that small
room no man knew, though not a few could hazard a guess when Hayes staggered
out with wide, staring, unseeing eyes, and a face of chalk, -No one spoke to him,
Hardly & man spared iim so much as a pitying glance as he groped-his way through
thom and down the stairs into the darkness beyond. s
" Twenty minutes later & bugle-call rang out on the night—harsh but musical, -
the call for boot and saddle—and Kelly, ab the head of half a dozen troopers, rode
out of Benalla on the last long chase, %ick Mason on his right hand, and a couplo .
of black trackers, riding barefoot, in front. T

~'The high commissioner heard it in his room, and heard the sharp, curt words of,
command, He glanced at his watch, ) : )

. “Quick work!™ he- muttered. ‘*I chose rightly. - Heap good man that! .
Heap good man! Only wants careful handling.s Proud as Lucifer, too ! * Wonder -
what the real inside story is ? 'He’ll be govetning & big district before-long, if

I have anything to say to it. - Lor, but I’'m tired ! .

EEEN

+

o . CHAPTER 14, ;
' The Pursuit, » S

» EANWHILE Kelly was riding out into the night on his quest. In the

: brief interval which hed elapsed, whilst men and horses were being
got ready and foragoe-bags filled, he had gleaned all tho latest scraps

; of information and heard the reports of the various scouts.  Kelly,
so called—the fake Kelly, the man in srmour, after the outrage at the ranche,
had headed due north; with him were four others—new recruits—desperate men-

all. Ready for any deed of violence or murder. -
Kelly tho Britisher—the true Kelly—pondered the situation in his head. . Ho
knew the country, as no other' man knew it. Not a turn, a ravine, nor a bush-
" path was there in all the broad rogion ahead but which he could have found his
way along blindfold. He was in his own domain ;- and, as ho rode, tho memory
of wany & wild night and quick stretching gallop camé back to him. He remom.
bered crossing tho upper gully and covering forty miles of bush and scrub betwixt
sunset and dawn with o bullet hole in his shoulder and a gash in his thigh, with
tho police hot on his track, until his black boy led him off on a false trail, and he, -

b T
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‘blinded with rain and reeling in his saddlo, roached the Robbors’ Roost. But
the police were at his beck and call, and in his cont pocket lay the signed order
"of the governor, empowering him to do whatever he might think fit for the better
furtherance of justice and the kee?ing of the poace,
.# " Where -are we heading for ?” asked Dick Mason, after s prolonged silence,
. as they rode knce to knee. : j S .
2" ¢ Out across the divide to cut the trail ten miles north of Marshall’s. They'il
- ‘be bound. to follow that route to make their break for cover. Thoy daren’t turn
aside,-east or west, because of the patrols. I shall leave a couple of mon oh picket
duty there, then you and I and tho.rest we'll head after them at the best paco we
can: - How many days’ rations did you order the men to bring ? " )

*Four. We can pick up remounts, if necessary, at Harrison's farm—a new

squatter since your time. His homestead lies a bit back from the trail, five miles
- on from where you propose to cut it.” C

‘Kelly nodded. . L : . ;

* Four’s ample. With luck I hope to bo back in Benalla in under the forty-.
eight hqurs. at’s this man Harrison . Will he bo with us, or will Ite bo likely
to hang out bush ‘signals’ ?” ae S

. “With us. He’s a steady.going chap, fresh out from home. Yorkshire kind,
8o I've heard. Fine big chap, with & wife and a youngster. Knows something
about his work too.” - ' '

Kelly turned in his saddle, and gave a sharp order, and the trot at which the
had been travelling broke into an easy lope, which covered the ground at a good,
steady pace. g )

They eut the trail under the hour, and Kelly ordered a couple of men to detach
themselves for picket duty, or to act as despatch riders in caso of need, Thero
was a little murmuring at this, as each man wanted to be in at the doath, and

" was unwilling to lose his share of the fun, together with a chance of promotion.
" . Kelly wheeled on them in black lightning.like fury. v ¢ ‘

“ I’Il have no talking in the ranks there! What kind of a crowd have the police
degenerated into! Fall out there you, end you! The noxt man who opens
his mouth, without my leave, goes straight back to Benalla, and he'll havo me
to deal with on his return!  You, sergeant, close up and see that your men don't
let their acooutrements jingle. By James, this 1n’t & circus! Haven't you
learned to ride yet 7 The bewilderod sergeant had let his horse stumblo heavily
in tho darkness. ** Hero, you! What's your natio? You look, at any rate, s

_'if you wouldn’t fall out of the saddle.” - *
_ “Private Donovan,sorr.” - [ ' . ‘ ‘ ‘

 Well, Privato Donovan, you will re&-vlqco the scrgeant thero, who reoms half

asleep, and see you keep your crowd of idiots well in hand t
* Tho sergesnt gasped. Private Donovan grinned and esluted, and a frozen
silonco fell on the little knot of troopers. This was a man, who hnd been put in
command of thom-—a man whoso orders would have to bo oboyed at the jump,
and almost unconsciously thoy stiffened up, .. Kelly ir his black moods.was not to
be trifled with, a fact they wore quick to realise, .

The small troop swung off to the right down tho trail and pushed along briskly.'

‘

¢ arrison’s 1 asked Kelly, in a whisper. 8wt

v 8 i‘li%g' xf:iliets(,’ (I)r thereabouts,” respondgd Dick Liupgn, in the samo tones. : ¢ Wo

shall be there in half an hour.” ) B edS
A fow minutes afterwards Kolly. beckonod to Donovan, and ordercd him to -

send & man out a quarter of & mile, oh cither side, with injunctions to report im...

mediately anything suspicious, and to fire, on sight, if need be. Tho two trackers -
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he sent on ahead to tako duty, turn and tirn about, or both together, in the
worst, places, and on stony ground, for the night was black ag pitch. .
“You geo, Dick,” said Kelly, in exglana.tion, * this is tho way I figureon it.
Eithor these chaps have broken north, to lie up for a bit and let things blow
over—in which case we shall come upon them sooner or later—or they have gono.
north just as a ruse to distract attention, and are circling round for another quick

. dash somewhero round about here.”

* From what I’ve heard of them they seom more likely to do the latter—for two
reasons. Firstly, barring myself and,.to a certain oxtent, yourself, there aro
precious few men who know their way about the country yonder between this and
the old Robbers’ Roost, and they would be afraid of getting into difficulties if thoy .
pushed ahead too far; and, secondly, they seom perfect glattons for their detestablo
work, and, so far, have followod one outrage up by another, without giving thom-
solves timo fo hido up. Thero is yot another repson, by the way. You remomber
that envelope which L.gave you? Well, I am convinced that the namo inside
it is the namo of the leaderof tho men we're ufter, and I know enough of hin and
his ways to guess fairly accurately at what he’s likely to do. Mark my words,

1 prophesy that we shall hear nows of him before long—or, at any rate, such telltald
messages as the bush leaves for thoso who can read and understand them.”” -

As though in confirmation of his words, beforo they had gone another half-mile
one of the black trackers came galloping back and reined .up sharply. . i

“ Bad man—him pass longa thore,” he said, saluting, and pointing into. the
tarkness ahoad. " Throe—four—five bad mans; him ride fast. One hoise him,
forefoot turn in so fashion. Him trail longa four hours’ old.” Me think Him mako ;-
camp longa topsido divide, DPidney, boss ¢t g

" Kelly nodded. - ' ' A . T e,

“ All a-right, Jacko; me pidney. You. keep dem trail longa Harrison’s.,”,
And, with a flash of -teeth and an upward thrown‘arm, the tracker wheeled and  °
venished on ahcad, e eabgen b RS . . el

‘“ That should be Harrison’s, somewhero over there.the far side of that tree-belt,” - .
said Dick Mason suddenly. ** Tho road to'the farmstead leads off on our left.” .- ™
A little way further on they struck it and turned off, - It was at least possiblo -
that tho Yorkshireman might have information of value, and, secing the isolated
position of the place, Kelly determined to leavo a tracker thero as a safeguard and
in case of emergencies, e : t

Tho houso—it was littlo better than a hut—was timber-built, with a verandah
in front, and was only one storey high, . . t. g e . :

A sudden exclamation from one of the trackers arrested Kélly’s attention.

* Hallo ! ” he whispered to Mason: * What tho deuce is tho moaning of this ?
Tho slip-rails are down. Don’t seo any horsos in tho home paddock, either,  What

- ubout thoso remounts wo could havo got—ch ? I think wo'd better bo prepared.

for squalls t Sergeant Donovan, take two of your men, muke & circuit round tho

house, and come in on it from tho back. Carefully now; no noise. T'll give you .
- fivo minutos’ gracoe to take up your position. Mind your fellows are ready 1o shoot

smartly if neod be. - You ”—to the fourth trooper—* close'in on tho right front,
there. - Dick, you and I will take the yest of the houso on this side.. Come back,

,you black limb ! You and that other chap stay in tho rear till you’ro wanted 1

G

Donovan and his men cantered silently off.  Kelly and the others waited to give

" them time, and then advanced slowly..

life' which it showed. :

The house was all in'darkness, and might have been ‘deserted for any signs of

Twenty. paces away Kelly dismounted, and gave the groy’s bridle to one of the-
black boys. Dick Mason did the same, and side by sido%hé},’y advanced, with their’
carbines ready. . - - -~ . S "
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..~ It was hard to tell what they mi%ht expeot—tho Harrisons soundly asleop and

safe, or o sudden, murderous fusil
verandah, . ,

Suddenly K(_)lfy slipped slightly, stooped, and sprang ercct again, holding the
fingors of his left hzms closo tgo hiz faco. ¥ prene REY \g

"*“ Come on!” he criéd aloud. ** Thore's been trouble and black work here!'®
And he broke for the house at a run.
At the verandah stops they both checked. A man's body lay limply, faco
downwards, across the boards. N

A light, man——a light—quick ! shid Kolly. ' - :

Dick struck a matoh as they turned the body over. It was the Yorkshireman—
Harrison himself—stone dead, and with half ‘a dozen bullet-holes in him, two at
least of which must havo proved fatal. Beside him lay some empty cartridge.
casos, and the woodwork all around was stripped and splintered ; but of a weapon
there was no sign. His murderers had taken that with them. .

Kol(liy passed on. The house door stood open, and a window on the right had been
riddlod. They groped for a candle, and aftor some difficulty found one.  Then they
stood staring aghast at a scene of wanton dostruction. Furnituro had been

ado from the black, cavorny shadow of the

V . smashed, cupboards wrenched open and ransacked of their contents. Tho remains

- _huddle of clothing. In a far corner,a con?)lo of gol
~ rolled and escaped notico ; and, worst of all,

of a meal lay strown about the floor, amidst. broken (i;lass, ompty bottles, and »
coing lay where they had -
half-lying on, half crouching against

.. the battered remnants of a sofa, lay tho inanimate forma of the two other victims,

ke

" 'The pitiful story was easily read.” Stray bullets through tho shattered window

had done their deadly work. Perhaps—who knows Y—tho brave woman had
been attempting to tome to her husband’s roscuo when she was hit; perhaps sho

...~ had been vainly attempting to shield her child ; but in tho end death had found .
".. them both, and the dealers of it had callously raided the house afterwards at

their ease.
* The brutes—the ttter brutos { " said Dick Mason hoarsely, as he gazod round

" him in horror.

Kelly said nothing, but on his face was a deep and scowling flush of bitter anger.
As always, he was most dangerous when he was doadly quict and deliberate. . Ho
etepfed out again on to the vérandah and called to one of the trackess, .

“How many bad men bin longa here 1’ ho asked, cutting short the boy’s shrill -
exclamations. ; N :

The tracker bent down, examining this thing and that, took the candlo, and went
outside on to the ground in front of the verandah, and returned. , .

“ Seven bad mens,” he said. * Soe, boss, one man ho stand longa there§{ dem

" “others they no stand so close. Then door open, and Boss Harriton come out.
"Then they shoot han plont!. 8co dem cases ' Then all rush together longa
o fall dow

. houso, Boss Harrison

n plenty much dead.” |

4 How long since ? Out with you uhmr?l and pick up tho trail! You see,”
lie continued, turning to Dick, * they must have done what I said—worked north
a piece, and then headed back. Two more blackguards have joined them-—and
ioined them on the far side of here, or otir trackers 'vould havo seen their traoks,
Vell, what do you mako of it 7 .

The black boy had reappeared. .
- i?imazr;ilox}\'otﬂim hc%)r old; him berry fresh trail;  Tim lead longa north

Yonder. Soven bad mens. Him all a ride fast; him got new mounts. Uld
forses him Jonga tum in foot lead longsido pidney. Him rido berry fnst.” k

“ Phat’s where our remounts are then,” was Kelly’'s comment. ** Luckily, our
own brutes aro. protty fresh and haven’t been pushed at all.  Come along, mont
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You've got to ride for it to-night, if you've never ridden befors. Ten pounds to

the man who first sights them; and twenty to the chap who wings one of them

" with the first shot 1’ .

The men answered with a rousing cheer, and, joining up behind Kelly and
Dick, the whole band of them swept round in a wide, curving half-circle, and

. regained the trail, where the trackers were already spurring ahead, with eyes fixed

_on the ground.

Kelly had told them they would have to ride, and he spoke rather less than the
truth. ~ All of them, to the last man, were horsemen, but none save Dick Mason
had known before what it was to keep in fouch with Kelly and his grey when they
were really moving. o : :

The sergeant was the first to give up. He was a good man, a good trooper, and

-reliable to the last dogreo ; but he was a slow mover, and neither nerve nor bodf' :
« could stand tho pace over broken ground on a dark night.  He was a heavyish.

woight, too, and before they had covered three milos he felt his horse swaying and
tocking bencath him ; for a mile before that he himself had been riding with set
teeth, and more than once he had closed his eyes tightly, lest he might be scared
by dangers which he could not sce. ) :

It was a five-hundred-yard stretch of boulder-strewn ground which finally

. broke his heart, -and he slid-out of the saddle to the ground beside his sobbing

_ little enough we'll be talking at fur the sake av that same.” ;

mare, hor flanks heaving with distress. _ ;
- Another mile, and a second man dropped astern. His horse had strained a

.tendon badly by landing on an uneven ridge.

- ’ .
Donovan, recently promoted, and Irish, grinned broadly, though even he was
white to the lips beneath the tan, and droye home his spurs. i,
¢ Shure,’; he muttered, * ’tis no kind av man I'm followin’—cdme hup, you
brute }-—and if anythin® gives, Hiven have mercy on the pair av us, for it’s kilt . ,
we'll bo! There’s twinty goldon suv'rins an' a roysl spree to gamble on, an’ it's-~":

_ Even Mason, who had been nock-and-neck with the grey in many a.mad ride, had - * .-
never seen the like. Once, and once only, Kelly spoke—or, rather, shouted—=for
the rush of wind in their ears provented the sound from carrying; and Dick could
only catch disjointed. sentences. - :

“ Robbors’ Roost. Only way possible., Catch ‘em. Two miles, If not this

- gide. Losea lot of men. Nasty place. Of old.”

" scootlin’ through the underbrush beyant the dip;'sorr [.*f .y

. .floundering behind, their horses alréady showing signs of fatigtie, ", |

Crash't Another man down. Donovan reined up slightly. o

"¢ An’ pwhat the jooce is ailin’ ye, yo blunderin’ ijiot ? ** he roared.
. The man waved an arm vaguely to show he was all right. -
“We'll be comin’ back by tho pass!” shouted Donovan over his shoulder,
and raced 'on to catch up lost ground. ) : - '
One of the black boys’ horses foundered suddenly, and he pulled out to the ;*
right to prevent being over.ridden. - . T, .
The small cavaleado swept by in a thundering streakw!ffur.white men and a, "
tracker on the heels of soven of the most desperate men in all Australia. . * Thrud,
thrud, thrud!” the horses’ hoofs boomed hollow over the'springy ground, and,
jusﬁa bofore dawn Donovan raised himsclf in his stirrups with'a wholo-souled Trish ¥y .
yell. . : ’ S
“"Pis ten quid yo're owin’ me, yer hongur, for there’s the.

3
i

" Kelly and Dick Mason raced along knee to knee, the'tracke
nine stone, galloping recklessly ahead of them, Donovati'and. oite bt

v
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‘But, tired though- they wore, the bushrangoers were also suffering from over-
ridden horses; and shortly after Donovan’s view * Hallo { ** it became ovident that
tho Eursuit was gaining. . " )

The country grow wilder and more open, and Dick Mason could seo tho figures *
of the fugitives, like so many black dots, rising and falling rhythmically with tho
motion of their horses. They evidontly renlisod that they wore hard prossod, and
made a desperate offort to retain their lead.  For tho next hour the distanco
betwixt thoe foromost of the pursuers and the last of tho bushrangers did not chango
‘matorially, and tho ride becamo like o vivid nightmare —the kind of nightmaro
in which, in spito of terriblo offorts, ono rerwnins holpless and incrt ns n log.

On and on they sw?t through the silence, the only sounds tho thudding of tho
horses’ hoofs, tho hard, quick broathing of men and animals, and tho oceasional
creak of a saddle. !

Mile after mile thay swoph tho ground behind thom, heading always for tho
Robbers® Roost. . . o ) '

Now a:long, rising slope would compel them to slacken a little, and, to their
oxcited imaginations, ages scomed to pass beforo the summit was roached. Then
would follow a thundering charge downhill on the far side, whore men sot their

.teoth hard, settled themselves down eloser in tho saddlos, and hoped that Providence
und a suro-footed-horse would pull them out alive at the bottom, .
. .. As tho dawn broke, far, far away to the wost, a solitary black mass loomed up
_digainst the lightening sky. “Kelly saw it, and flung out an arm,
* % Burra-Burra ! he yelled ; and Dick nodded. ) :

.1t wag there in the of{l days that ho and Kelly had faced one another, weapon
in hand, with grim, dogged determination, after just such another ride.

The great.rock loomed up like somo lono sentinel over tho wild sceno—silent,
majestic, enduring—a thing bosido which mon and the passions of mon seemed
puny;matters. i ' " g

'J'Ke bushrangers wore well mounted, and for the most part old stockriders ;

but they had the finest horsemen in all the continent at their heels, and two nt
Icast of tho finest horses ever foaled. S L e
" Tt was close on an hour after the first broak of dawn that tho black boy gave n
yolt of triumph. The bushrangers had tafled out a long line, and the hindormost
of them came down with a crash, his horso complotely foundered. For & moment,
ho lay still, stunned or injured ; then ho picked himself up, crawled on hands
and knecs to his rifle—which had been jerked from his grasp—and flung himself .
behind the dying animal, prepared to seil his lifo as dearly as might be.

“He fired his first shot as they drow up to tho two-hundred.yard rango ; but the
light was fecble, and ho had been badly shaken, It flew high overhead, and
Donovan answered it with o derisive yell. -

" Again he fired’; but his nerve was gone, and tho second shot was wider than
tho first. Before ho could pull tho trigger again they woro up and on to him,
" Kelly yelled to tho black boy to pull out to tho right, which ho did 3, then he
dyove tho.grey. straight as an arrow at tho man, utterly rogardless of his rifle.
%4 Theie are fow men who can stand the thundering charge of & horso without -
"féning their heads, and, as has been said, tho fellow’s nerve was alroady broken.
"o hesitated, pulled on the triggor frantically, and naturally missing ; then ho
srerambled to his knces, and tried to fling himself aside. .
L “Kelly bent low in the saddlo as the groy swept past—so low that all his welght
was. flung on to tho right' stirrup—then, whisking slightly on an insido curve,
ho swept down his arm ahd grabbed. He caught the man falrly by the back of
tho oolFar, jorked him off his inces. and, using tho momentum of the grey’s rush
'to aid,his own strength, slung the fellow:clear across tho saddle, where ho husw

LY
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limp, like a sack of patatoes. It was a wonderful exhibition of neatness and skill,
. for he lost no more than a couplo of lengths, and the grey never broke his stride.
Still gripping the man’s neck, ho rolled him over, and stared down into his face ;

* then, guiding only with his knees, he dropped the reins altogether, and ran his freo
hand lightly over the body. o s .
“ Broken leg,” he called over his shoulder to Dick. *“Can’t get away. Pick

him up as we come back.” ~ i T

. With a jerk and a twist, he yanked the man clear, and dropped him to the’
ground as gently as he could without slackening. )

* . The paor wretch sot up a yelp of pain, and Donovan gave vent to a ** Begobs ! s

of admiration. He hadseen nding—thought, and thought justly, that he could

sit  horse himself; but nover had he seen riding-—sheer skilful horsemanship—
to compare with the riding of the slim, neat figure before him.

* Shure, he’s a jool of a man ! ” he confided to his comrade. ‘*’Tis enough to
make hair rise on the scalp av ye, the way he has wid the grey! .'Tis divilry,
that’s-what ut is! Begobs, tho man wud ride into the mouth av the pit widout
turning sn eyelash!” g P

¢ ‘Ough { " grunted the other trooper. - T

And the next instant his horse blundered at a boulder, and flung him & clear
ten paces. : . 2

* Haw is ut wid ye 7’ yelled Donovan, slackening. Wt

““Go on, Mick,” came the answer. * Only a collarbone. I'll bo in the final yet.’s

“ Hivin prisarye us ! ” said Donovan to himself, and drove in his spurd .2

The little jolting dots ahead were closer now, and clearly distinguishuble—at
any rate, the nearest ones, for they were strung out in a line over half a mile‘of.
country. - . ’ :

Blowly but surely they were being run to a standstill. ’

* Five miles more,” said Kelly grimly. ‘ Ah, thero’s our manat last! See

him 2 ¥ e e

Far shead, three hundred yards or more in front of the next astern, was a big,
powerful:looking man on a big black horse. Obviously a spare one, which he had
chunged .to some time during the darkness—probably just before the dawn, for
it was going freely, in spite of his weight. . ,

Dick looked, rubbed the dust from bhis eyes, and looked again. There was
something about the distant figure which he could not understand. Its shape
scemed abnormal—unusual. At last, as the light got better, ho realised what
it was that had puzzled him. The whole of the upper part of his body was
enclosod in a rough kind of armour or iron plating.” His arms were similarly

rotedted, and on his head was a cylindrical nﬂair,‘uﬁso of iron, completely cover-
ing it. This was evidently the bullet-proof armour of which they had heard
gumourse, and, secure in which, tho man had.defiecd the police trooperd firing
at him at short range. s : : ’ @

Tho pursuers now numbered three only, not counting the black boy. © The fugi-
tives were still six in number—the ringleader, ho of the armour, and five others."

“ Why don’t the fools turn and fight ! ¥ muttered Kelly. *It’s a long way
their best chance.  They haven't an ounce of pluck between them.” -

Agnin the chaso led up a steep rise ; the horses, even Cesar and.the groy, were * - .
feeling the strain badly. . T . o

Suddenly, without word or warning. two men—two of the fugitives, came to
grief. One fell clear, the other was pinned down by his horse, unable to rise.

They wero a bare threo hundred yards away. Tha last man of all pulled round .
to avoid them, and, leaving them to their k}:xte, spurred mercilessly to try and
regain his more lucky or better mounted companions. -

_‘ ¥ " ' ;l " AR
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The man pinned by his horse throw up his hands in surrender. Ha was ovidently
badly damaged, and in no condition to fight or oscape. Dick, glancing down as ho
rode past, saw his upturned face, oll drawn and white with pain, and ho was
moaning faintly. . :

Tho other was on his feet, running for all he was worth, and loading his riflo a8

* he ran.. ‘Kelly swerved out of tho line in chase, '

“ Hands up!” he roared, The man only ran tho harder. Again Kelly
chullentized him. 'In a flash the fellow pivotod on his heel and fired, almost at
point-blank range. _ : .

The bullet must have passed under Kelly’s bridle arm. It did not touch him,
but it grazed Donovan’s thigh, and chipped a bit out of his saddle. :

Kelly rode straight at the man, who swung up his clubbed riflo; but he had

. & trained fighter to doal with. Kelly dodged, wheeled, and tho noxt instant
the heavy hutt of his revolver droppod the man in his tracks with a cracked skull,
as thoy found later. - : . ) .
They were only four to three now, or, counting the black boy, four to four. But
tho Robbers’ Roost was very near, and if the fugitives could gain it oven a hundred
" yards ahoad, they would be able to hurl thomsolves behind the rocks at tho top
of the secret passage and fight from behind cover; and not only that, but have
the additionn{)udv&ntuge of compelling their pursuers to attack up a sharp rise in
face of a withering fire. .
Both Dick and Kelly knew this, for both of them swore.perfectly acquainted
fwith every inch of the ground. It was on that very spot that Dick had fought
his way to freedom, anc% madoe his famous ride to save Trevelyan’s ranche.

The man in armour and two others wore leading by nearly & third of a mile.
The fourth man, he who had been last when tho other two {oll, not moro than half
that distance, spurring unmorcifully, and every now and again casting an anxious
glance over his shoulder. His horse was thoroughly spent, and fuiling fust, and
they were overhauling him by two yards in every five. N

elly glanced at Dick. B : .

“ We must rush 'em ! he cried. =~ , -
The wind was humming past their ears, and the words only reached Dick faintly,

but he understood and nodded. A spurt, if they could manage it, might moan the
saving of human lives, 5 &

Kelly raised himself in his stirrups to case himsclf, gave one quick glance to
measure the distance, and scttled himself well home in the saddle. -

“ Now fide! " he shouted ; and for almost the first time in his life the groy
felt tho touch of a spur driven home, and leapt forward. ]
" The humming of the wind rose to a whistling shrick, and the forco of it dimmed
their oyes for an instant. .

As though by magic, they wore up to and lovel with the last of the bushrangers ;
ho ‘pulled out a little, still spurring vainly, and flogging his poor spent brute like
8 madman. : ) )

“ Your man ! * roarod Kelly to Diek, and swept by. Sy

Dick gathered Cesar togother, fairly lifting him along, nnq drove his shoulder

* glantwise against tho bushrangor's sorrol. 'The forco of the impact was terrifio.
Cmsar, who had soen the trick before, braced himself for the shock, and scarcely

N staggered ; but the sorrel and her rider went down with a crash, and Dick heard
another muttered ** Bogobs ! ” from Mike Donovan, who was almost at his clbow,
followed tho noxt instant by a yell of ' He's down | .

Fortune turned against them'just in thg moment of succoss—when victory
scemed to be literally within reach of their finper-tips; for the grey, stietching him-
self out for all he was worth, brought dewn a forefoot on o small stone, which rolled

~ 3 Ed ~
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with him and threw him out of his ‘stride. He made a gallant eflort. to recover
himself, lurched, staggered, and almost succeeded, but the pace had been too great,
and he came down in a crumpled heap, slithering along the ground for several
yordse ' o : ' '
" Koelly, feeling tho grand beast sinking under him, kicked his feet ous of the jrons
and threw himself clear. Ho knew how to fall as cloverly as the cleverest steeple-
chase jackey who ever flung his leg across a horso. : : ‘

Had it been grassland and nothing more, he would have beon safe enough, for
even as ho fell ho let himself go limp and curled himself into a ball, landing squarely
on his humped shoulders, and turncd a complete somersault. But the momentum
carriod him on, and his head struck a piece of rock with a dall thud. - )

Dick and the Trishman pulled out to right and left to avoid him, and came
circling back to the spot where ho lay. Beforo they reached him ot could rein up,
the last of the bushrangers-had venished behind the rocks which concealed tho
entranco to the secret passago. . i " L

Kelly.was lying on'his back with closed oyes, looking very white and breathing
- guspiciously heavily, arms and legs outspread. . .-

They knelt down beside him, and Dick laid a hand on his heart. . 4 :
‘“ Bad cess to it, *tis concussion is the matter wid him ! "’ said Micky. “ Seé to
that now, sorr.”  And he pointed to an ugly gash on the crown of the skull, ’
Dick felt the wound witllx) his finger, . - L e
. “ Only supérficial,” hio said, probing. *‘ The bone’s intact and tho loss of 910.0(1
may relicve pressure,  You'll find & pool over there a littlo way to the right, Micky;
go and fotch some water.”” . Wt m
© Mike bolted off, and came buck with his hat brim full, and together they bathed
Kelly’s face and’ wrists. The groy had alrcady picked himself up cleverly, and
though sweating and considerably blown, was unharmed. Hoe came-over to tho
-smaﬁ group, his bridlo hanging loose, and nuzzled Kelly’s shoulder apologetically. |
‘“ Sheer off, old man,” seid Dick. * It wasn’t your fault, you clever old brute :
but you're no doctor man, and you're in the wiy.” ) et

At last Kelly stirred and opened his eyes.. It was an anxions moment, for. they
fully expected him to be delirious, and at the.first glance the keen black.eyes wero
dazed and wandering, "~ - : L

. “°Tis up aginst -throuble we are, sorr,” whispered Micky, and Mason nodded
frowningly. , : , : _ Do Wt . ®

iiBut, a8 by magic, the dark eyes cleared, and a light of recogaition flashed into
them. ' ‘ > . % 3 : "
“ Qot 'em, Dick ?” ho asked. * What’s happened ? ** s
“You’vo had a nasty gpill and cut your heo.(f—-how do youfecl 2"

‘* Bit shaken. I'll be ali right in & minute or two. Where aro your prisoners.? **

“ Didn’t take any,” said Dick grimly, “ They’ve got awny into the roost right
exnough.” i ’ ¢ E " et

Kelly struggled u[l: on ono elbow, Jooking so glum and savage tliat Micky in-
voluntarily drow back. v ‘ : . e

“ May I ask, thon, Mason,” said Kclly slowly, * what kind of a cireus this is ?
\What in blazes aro you and that fool Patlander doing messing-about' hoye whilst
you ought to be hanging on to tho heels of those blackguards yonder 2. -~ «

* Woll, for one thing, we thought you wero knocked out.”’ AN

+*“ T entirely fail to soe that that is an oxcuse for a gross breach of discipline and .

« negligence,” was the acid reply. § You were sent out here to catch bushrasigers,

not to dry-nurge me. I can get along very well as I am, thanks, and. I'll-trouble
you to leave.off pawing me about ! " . B P I

3 . . ¢
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* Ob, a8 you please,” said Dick drily; * but I should advise you to let us fetch
‘you some more water—you're pretty white about tho gills.”

* What the deuce does it matter if 'm blue pink t You'll oblige me by obeying
orders. You will both advance at onco on the rocks screening the prasage yonder,
taking all available cover, and you will ‘erideavour to Jocafe thoso men. Then
return to me, and by that time I shall be fit enough to join in the attack.”

“ Very well, sir,” said Dick, so,luting atiﬂl{'; he know Kelly’s black moods too
woll to take umbrage at his tone. Taking only his rovolver, ho signed to Donovan,
and the pair began to work their way cautiously forward. :

It was rather like walking up open-eyed in bro:d daylight to certain death; for
tho ground just short of the passage head was unpleasantly open—and so far as
actual cover went, ono might as well have looked for it on an Inglish tennis-lawn

. a8 in that last two ,hundreﬁ yards.

Micky Donovan's face was sot and grim, Keolly's words hind bitten deep into
his gensitive Irish nerves, and ho gripped his revolver tightly. Underlying the
word * negligence ”” ho had read in an idea that ho was accused of shirking—and
. Micky was a sorely angry man. So angry that he barely made a pretonce of scek-

* ing anfy scanty cover there was, but stalked on erect, his eyes sharp and glittering,
his one idea to get in a shot himself beforo tho bushrangers got tho drop on him.

Dick, who knew Kelly and his methods better, was pretty quiet and stern, too ;
for though he had no g’eeling of anger against his superior, qm didn't in tho loast
oxpect to live through the noxt five minutes. And thoughts of that sort mako the

.b}'lzxvest men deadly quiet—and also deadly dangerous. 1o glanced at Micky

Bldeways. - : ’
-, .“8olong, old man!” he said under his breath,  * .
1. *“Bo long to yez, sorr—an’ it's meself will bo aftor takin® wan av thim blackgards

slong wid me before it’s over ! " I

~ “Uood luck, then. Get the brute in the stovcafipo hat if you.can. I'll sheor oft
- and come up on their right, you take the left. 1t's no-uso hurrying, we'ro bound

to let them fire first.” - :

They separated, branching gradually outwards till they wero forty pnces apart.
A small dip in the ground momentarily hid tho passage-head from Dick, and ho
took the opportunity to make ccrtain that his revolver was loaded in all “its-

* chambers, and that he had looso shells in either pocket, so that he could use right

or left hand indifferently in case of a shattered wrist or arm. . 4

He meant to throw away no chances, and so before toppin% the ridgo in front, .-
flung himself flat on his faco and began to crawl. In front of him lay a stroich of
smooth grass,” sloping upward at a stcepish angle towards those fow groy-hlack
rooks ahead which hid the passage entrance; and in all the ecighty yards betwixt
him and them, there wasn’t so much as a tuft or bush or stone which could have’
hidden a jack rabbit. He slid forward inch by inch, always with his pistol-hand
forward ready for instant uso, overy scnse alort and strained, and his body flatten.
ing itself out as much as possiblo, : o

. Now he could sce tho details of tho rock surfaces in the strong glaro of the sun—
he oven fancied that he could detect tho grey splash of an old bullet mark on tho
noarest, when onco before he had played the gamo of life and dcq»t_}_t on this gelf |
same spot. . . ; . " '

Everything was deadly still-—ihcro was not so much as a broath of wind stirring
—and he could sco the ?mull black ants. creeping in and out through tho grass
beneath him. ’ . ) : :

. But from the rocks, scanthom keonly as he might, there camo no sign. Tvery
. instant he expected to see & small dark ring of metal come sliding over one of them,
g+ oribetween some gap, and see the pale spit of flame which would pell death for
‘sotneono—yet none came. . B g .
¢ On-his Joft. Micky was stalking on slightly ahcad of him, and disdaining any
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attompt at conceéxlmeizt. “Suddenly he saw him turn with a start, and ﬂ'm.xriéh his

. arm wildly. .

“ Qo back, sorr—go back to wanst—'tis not fit yez are for the loikes av this!”
Dick turned his head, and there, to his amazement, not ten paces behind him

‘and half way betwixt Micky and himself, was Kelly, on hands and knees, gripping
_ his carbine,  °

He was deathly white, and still so dizzy that he could hardly crawl ; but he camte

" on ‘gamely enough, smiling as he swayed and lurched. He shook his head' at

Donovan’s call.” . e .
“Drop to cover yourself, you thick-pated ruffian!” he answered faintly.
“Youre an awful fool, but you're too good to waste. - Selfish brutes, you two,
thinking you were going to leave me out at the finish { a e v
“ Begobs ! ”* said Micky to himself once more, and obediently dropped to earth,

- feeling no longer sore and angry.

. r o

The sight of. that white-faced, crawling figure, with barely strength to support

itself on hands and knees, swept him with a fierce rush of admiration for tho in-

domitable pluck and will power which made the effort possible. A fow yards
further on Kelly momentarily collapsed—~ho strup; led up again, however.

“ Why don’t the beggars open on us, Dick ? ”* he called. * There’s one. thing,

my hand js not over steady, so tho shorter the range the more it will be to my

~ likin

e L ! %
' Al%of a sudden Micky gave a startled exclamation—he had been crawling slightly
in advance of the rest, owing to the formation of the ground, and tho screening

‘rocks themsolves slanted & little towards him. Consequently, from hjs new

vantage-gfound he was enabled to see right along behind the rocks. He gave a

“second scrutirtising, searching glance to make sure, and then let up a yell.

-“ Sure they’ve bolted like rabbits—there’s not so much as the scent av wan’of
thim to be scen. ’Tis to ground they’ve gone ! : - A
Dick leapt to his feet and raced forward. It was true enough. Either they
were sick of fighting for the time being, or too badly winded, or fancied that their
pursuers wero closer on their heels than they really were. Still, whatever the
reason may have been, they’d neglected their best chance, and bolted helter.
skelter down the passage leading to the Roost. Dick fung himself on his face,
hanging over the very brink of the reci{))ice; and there, sure enough, just emerg-
elow, three small dots were toiling pain.
fu li along, heading for the cave which had once been Kelly’s own headquarters.
Dick returned with this news, and found Kelly resting with his back to the rocks,

- langhing wcakly to himself.

The fool 1" he said faintly, * Dick, I always knew.that man was a fool, and
now he’s proved it. He could have wiped us out five minutes ago without turning .
a hair, and instead he does a bolt.” - . .

* What man ? ” asked Dick. o

Kelly pointed to Dick’s pocket. T o
i L St{?’u carry his name thoro in the envelope I gave you—~but you mrstn’t open
yet.” ' e
And just then the last of the two black trackers came limping up with the horses.

e e

. CHAPTER 16, : .
Adventures on Old Ground, . C :
ELLY was as near fainting as no matter, and both Dick aud the
sergeant were rocking on their feet'with fatigue. Even Jacko the
tracker was done to a turn, and his horse was so lame as Lo be
i useless. - ‘ i
€ We must be getting on,” said Kelly; * though what we'll e like when
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wo reach the bottom I don’t kuow—the whole placo is still going round
with me.” 5 .
Dick shook his head, - . - ’
.. “No use, old man. W shouldn't bo good for anything, Wo must rest up and
wait a bit till you've got your head cooled some, Besides, wo've got ’em trapped;
-they’re down below, and so long as one of us can keep his eyes open and we camp
out at the top of the passage here, they can't possibly got out. Besides, you must
. remember they're fagged out and done fo u turn, too.’ .
“ But thiere's tho othor passage,” said Kelly, wiih-a twisted smilo; * tho ono
through which you and Trevelyan crawled your way whon I was laying for you and
was up agin the law.”

“ Hush ! whispered Dick. “ Remembor, thcro-nm only threo or four of us . g

who know about that, and they don’t.” , .

“ By Jove, old man, you're right !’ said Kelly faintly. “I'd forgotten. It's

‘truo enough they’re trapped fog, the present. - Wo'll rest up for a bit, and move on
again at dusk, There aren’t many tywists and turns of the olld place that we couldn’t
find our way along blindfold, ch ?” .

“I think I could follow the trajl by my fingers,” answered Mason, laughing.
** Anyway, it isn't your faultif I'couldn’t, I'll tako first guard, and drivo a boot
".into Micky’s ribs in 4 couple of hours.” :

“* Just as you like to arrange it, old man,” said Kelly wearily, To toll tho truth

if T don’t get o bit of rest, I sha’n’t be {it for anything—I'm all shook up,”
7 *“ Micky,"” said Dick, glancing at tho sun, * when tho shadow of that rock there
. tbegins to crawl across your tummy—that’ll be in two hours as you'ro lying now,
“ youwll feel my boot playing Fostman’ﬂ knock on your old tin ribs, and tho quicker
- you wako the less soro you'll feel” ‘ :
.4, * Sure, sorr,” said Micky, and trailod off into o prolonged snore.
' " Dick returned to his post of observation, his chin rcsting on the {ip of an cight
hundred foot drop. - Legs spread wide apart behind him.” Down in the hollow,
. into parts of which the:sun had not yet penetrated, small fleocy, woolly clouds wero
: “still ftitting to and fro, as the draughts took them, and tho shadows woro o decp
.» vivid purple,” - : s o ’

But 1o tho westward,side the sun had dispersed the carly morning mists, and
,.khono brightly slantwiso on the pastureland and the old, decayed” stock-ride.
* Across this he could follow the course of the three fugitives. _ .

"The. big man had taken off his armour,.and was riding w bit in advance, his

shoulders” drooping with fatigue. Behind him camo his two followers, the solo

remainder of the band. But tho rango was too great to distingnish faces without
~ 1he wid of o strong glass, They wended their way over the level, heading ulways

towards,the cave entrance on tho far side. oo . g

When they reached it at last, Dick noticed that they did not turn their Horses

_into tho home paddock as usual, but hobbled them closo to the cave itself, letting
‘them graze at their leisure and water themselves, :
. “'Tho brutes might off-saddlc, at least,” ho sald angrily to himsclf, *They
might give their animals a rest after o rido liko that—sclfish pigs{ ™ =

" A fow minutes latcr ho saw ono man come out and mount guard, his earhino
across his knees, whilst a littlo further in, in the shadow of tho niain entrance, two
other forms lay a.sprawl, wrapped in heavy slumber.  Soon tho scntry himselt
began to nod, and in five minutes his dropping head showed that he, too, was fust
asleep. . ’

Digk, too, dozed intermittontly —it wasn’t in human power to keep going longer,

Actual sleep he could fight off, but an oceasional lapso into oblivion was more than

-he could Lelp. When he next looked wup the sentry had rolled off the rock on
which he had perched himself, and was lying {ull stretch on the turf,

’ ' ‘ 4

" '\A
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Dick roused himself with a shake, pinched himself on both legs, and finally made

" up his mind to see what a cold plunge would do for him. He strolled across to

where he knew. the pool lay, stripped to the waist, and plunged in head and

“shoulders. The sun hadn’t yet had time to heat it up, and -the cold shock of it

woke him effectually. .

"~ He was still rubbing himself more or less dry with his handkerchief when, looking

round at the sound of a sudden movement, he saw Kelly undergoing the same
process. i ‘ R . )
* Fino thing, cold water,” said the latter, in his usual drawling tones. ** Puts

‘, ‘ now life into a chap, What about our friends the enemy, old man ? To tell the
" honest truth, I don’t think I can stand waiting till dusk. I really believe that

‘if I had a good sluice round I should be fit enough to have a slap at ’em earlier.
How are they going on 2 1” Y B o '

Dick dropped his handkerchief. . : : P

. " By Jove, you’ve hit the idoa—that is, if you think you’re really up to'it. They’re

all dead beat—dead asleep, and the sentry as sound as any of ’em. It's worth
risking. . Are you fit, though 7" . : o

Kelly shook himself, stretched, and laughed. . ;

“Fit, my son. I've got a bit of a singing feeling in my head, but if I'd a broken
arm I'd be fit enough to fight those brutes. Go and tap Donovan hard in the
ribs, and rouse up the black boy—we’ll leave the horses with him.” -

Dick nodded, and applied a helpful boot to Micky’s carcase. . :

“ Rouse up, you #norting, woolly-headed Patlander ! he said, as Micky grunted
and rubbed his eyes. ‘ Rouse up, or you won’t have a look in at the finish, and
tell Jacko there to mind the horses. We start at once——on foot.” .o

Micky was on the alert on the instant. d ' ,

“PI'm wid yez, sorr. But how’s Cap’n Vyner's cocoanut ? Shure me an’ Xot’l

) »

cud manage the job between the pair av us widout botherin’ the loike av him |

*“ See here, Donovan,” broke in Kelly, * don’t you worry about my troubles,
my lad. I'm good and ready, so here goes ; and the first of you that makes a sound
is going to have trouble.,” w8

He led the way gingerly over the ridge, dodging the skyline, and dropped down .
into the cleft of the hidd);n assage, the others following in single file. Half-way
down he paused, and pointed to a queer-shaped rock., - s

Mason nodded. , : . o '

.1t was thero that Kelly had rolled off his saddle and collapsed, badly wounded
in two places, whilst the old grey stood patiently by him, after one of the last of
his famous raids. T . _ . ! C +

Silent-footed, and taking infinite care of loose stones, they scrambled down
the rough track till they reached the tall rock at its base, round the corner of which
they would be compelled to come into the open again. A T

Kelly, still keeping the lead, crawled cautiously round this, keeping as low as
possible, and then silently beckoned to the others to follow on. ;

Four hundred yards away they could see the man on sentry-go, still sprawled
beside his carbine, and, more dimly, the other two in the cave entrance itsclf. -

They took the first two hundred yards at a run, tho soft turf giving no sound.
Thirty seconds more, and they would have been on to their men, but again Fortune
baulked them. 5 .

Dick tripped in a tangle of coarse grass, and came down with a dull thud, his -
revolver dropping from his hand, and, as luck would have it, clinking against o
stone. "It was only a small sound, and a townsman asleep would never have heaid
it; but to a man accustomed to rough border life and constant risk, it was like

- an alarm bell. ‘

' '
¢ . .
&g * )
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With what looked like a single movement, tho sontry woke, grabbed his rifle, and
rose, taking a snap shot at tho threo as he did so. Tho report effectually sroused
- his companions, and the next second all three had vanished into the cave, the

big man lugging his armour along after him. They mado no attempt to stand
and fight it out, but bolted like rabbits. ' ;

‘* Atter them | ” cried Kelly, and flung himself forward in pursuit. N
. -It was.only a short distance, and they covered it at racing speed, but before
. lt)hcy héul set foot across the threshold, the three men had vanished into the darkness
" beyond. ' L . : '

. Kelly dashed into the left-hand branch of tho cavo—tho old sleeping quarters
of the gang—utterly hoedless of the risk he ran ; but it was empty.

Doubling back, he made a bolt for the other ‘Pussugo, which in the past ho had
reserved for his own private use. The shattered iron-plate door had been rough!
repaired, and still worked in its grooves. It was partially closed, but a c 1ini

of it left an opening into his old room beyond.

*  He tugged and wrenched at it, but it stuck badly, and Donovan and Mason
. had to throw their combined weights on it before they could get it to move.

At last, with a loud creak, it yiclded, and thoy dashed in. The big cave, onco
80 luxuriously furnished, was in pitch darkness, and it was impossiblo to sco their
-"hands before their faces. ‘ . :

‘ But, somewhere beyond, Ke!' -'s quick ears caught a faint shuffling sound, and
", he stopped dead, at the same time touching the other two warningly. ~

" The sound was not repeated, and for a full two minutes they stood there scarcely
daring to broathe, lest they should call down on themselves a murdorous volley
from out of that yawning blackness. = . :

At last Kelly tried a ruse. .Taking a curtridgo from his pocket, ho jorked it
far away to the right. It fcll witha tfnkling thud, which, in contrast to the death.
like stillness, sounded like an explosion. .

But there came no answering s{plrt of a revolver or rifle. Tho bushrangers, if
they were still there, refused to firo ; just as they had failed to take the (Epor-
tunity offered them when the three were strug%ling with tho iron door. Either
‘their nerve was broken, or they had come to the conclusion that thoe old motto,
* He who fights and runs away, lives to fight another day,” and had managed to
steal away in the darkness, thinking it botter to try and bolt, in tho hopo of
eventually winning their way once more to the open and freedom, and mako tracks
to a new section of country, than to try conclusions, man to man, with threo first
class shots. : o ; : .

" They waited yet another couple of minutes; then Kelly gavo a whispered
order: = - ' - o S : ‘

* Dick, you and Micky spread out right and left until you como in touch with
the wall, then follow it up. Move as quickly ns possible, and try not to stumble.
The floor’s not as level as it might bo, remember ; so lift your feot well. I know
the place better than either of you, und will go straight shead across tho centre.
Sixteen paces should bring me to the far side; we will meet up again there, If
any of us hear a sound from a suspicious quarter, ho rust tap twico quickly with
the toe of his boot on the rock before firing. 1f ho gets ono answering tap ho will
know that it is a friend ; but if ho gets none, letrhm; blazo away at onco, Off with
you! I'll wait hero until you got & start.” '

Silent as ghosts, Micky and Dick slid off through the blackness until they got
in touch with the rock wall on their rospective sides, and began foeling their way
round by their finger-tips. They lifted their feet well ub each step, and set them
down again lightly on the toes.

) Kcl]y8 stoo mgtionless till ho judged they must have about half completed

5
-
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.

their course, and then he, too, started forward, kceping a bee-line by instinct, no
_casy thing to do in the dark. Though invisible to one anotler, they wero'moving
along practically abroast. ’ o ’

.Onco Donovan’s belt grazed a projection, and instantly Kelly and Dick

“challenged with two sharp taps. Micky, knowing his danger, didn’t hesitato or
stop to think beforo replying, and in this fashion they swept the cave, until all
three joined up again at tho small entranco at the far end, which led to the gang’s
old strong-room. . ’ . ) S

“I'd givo fifty pounds for a bit of candle and a light,” said Kelly under his

" breath. ' .

* They'ro not here, that’s clear cnqugh ; and they must be out in those winding

passages beyond. To look for them there in the dark, though, would be like looking
_for a needlo in a haystack on a nroonless night. - I supposo neither of you fellows
havo a match on you 2" ' " :

“0i have not, sorr,” answored Micky; * but, by yez lave, for all that Oi'm
thinkin’ Oi cud git a bit av a glimmer av light.” i o

“Youcan? Cood man, sergeant,! But whatever you do, hustlot  The longer -
wo wait, tho further those fellows can go burrowing into the passages, and tho
more trouble we shall havo to find them.” s o

“ Qi shall, sorr 1 ” said Micky again, and set to wark. -

Pulling a cartridge from hig belt, ho gripped the bullet with his tecth, and with
a jork and a twist wrenched it out. Then ho poured tho powder carcfully in a
littlo trailing heap on tho floor and moistened it, except just at tho near end of the

* {rail, the position of which he marked with his foot. ’ _ :

The other two heard tho rending and ripping of some material. Micky the

ingenious was sacrificing his shirt and tearing it into strips. Thon, when his
" preparations were made, ho set his foot on tho dry end of tho trail of powder, and
rubbed it smartly. . ‘ .

There was a flash of light, a liissing purr as the loose powder ignited, and a reek
of smoko ; but it had done its work, The damp powder caught and burnt slowly,
with-much spluttering, and in it Micky managed to set fire to two of his improvised
shirt torches. They flamed for a second or two and then died down to a dull red
glow, which charred away slowly and stcadily. An occasional wave in the air or -
blowing on them kept them going well, and they gave out light cnough to render .-
8bjects distinguishable a couple of yards or so away, T e Py e

*“ Good for you, Micky ! ”” said Dick ; *‘ that’s a deal better than this Egyptian
darkness, even if it isn’t cxactly a Crystal Palace firework display ! :

“"Pis n bit av a thrick Of learnt bff av & Chinkeo house thafe at Melbourne,
sore. 'Tis the samo he used for explorin’ gintleman’s bed.rooms for onconsidered -
troifles.  Oi'll just set loight to the thurrud, so that we cach have wan; and
there’s half a dozen more ready when these burnout.” . . -+ . ‘

* Come along, then,” said Kelly; and taking his glowing strip, led the way
through the narrow doorway into the strong-room. :

Even'with theso extemporised lights, it was hard work finding their way, and
there was the unpleasant certainty that, hiddeh in the numerous windings and
turnings, the bushrangers would be watching them. )

Slowly and cautiously thoy mado their way forward, cxamining each yard of
ground as best they could, spreading out in line to prevent the fugitives working
round behind them if they could. It was difficult, tricky work, and they vere
compelled to trust to their cars as much as their eyes, or more.

~

é o . .
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Once Dick fancied that he heard the sound of low breathing on his left, but could
find nothm%. And once Kelly made o dash forward into the dark, and grabbed
clugively ; but ho had been deccived by the flickering of his own light, \\ﬁ]ich ho
had just blown up afresh, and mistook the moving of an uncertain shadow for a
man’s knee, ) . . ;

Suddenly Donovan stopped sharply,

* Whisht, sorr!” he whispered. ™ 0i'd swear Of heard somothing or someono
;movin' behoind av us! * o
7 They all listened intently ; and Kelly, stooping, laid his ear closo to tho rocky

oor. - :

“By Jove! Donovan’s right, I do believe!” he whispered back. *Wait a
moment ; I'm pretty sure that—" .

_ 'The sentence was never finished, for thero came a sudden yell from Dick—a

~ crash, an oath, and a dull thud. ‘

_ Moving forward, he had, all unexpectedly, set his foot on something which
wriggled and was jerked sharply away, and tho next instant ho felt & grip at his
throat, and had hit out blindly. N

Quite accidentally, as he advanced he had been driving one of the mon back
yard by yard, until he had cdrnered him against o blank wall, where he could

. retreat no farther, The man had no wish to fight there and then, but finding

" himsclf cornered and discovered, he had no alternative, and being forced into it,

. he fought desperately, like a mad boast.

With the first shock Dick had dropped his torch, and it was trampled out under.
foot. The bushranger, too, had succeeded in getting the better hold, for his fingers

" were locked on Dick’s windpipe, and his back being literally against the wall, ho
could steady himself better in tho darkness. *

Dick felt his head being forced over by tho man's thumbs, till he thought his
neck must break ; and lights began to dance before his eyes. 1o could barcly
gasp for breath, and his lungs secmed as though they wero bursting,

Kelly and Donovan, hearing him cry out, tried hard to make their way to him 3
but he had wandered into a little blind alley screened off from the main pussr:fo
by a curtain of rock. So though they located hini fairly correctly by the sounds,

" they could not got at him. )

Ho tried to trip his antagonist, but the effort imperilled his own balance, and
nearly ended disastrously. . At last, in desperation, he let his full weight come on

“the man’s arms, though doing it nearly dislocated his neck. 'Then, as tho fellow
was drawn slightly forward, he hit out with all his forco at tho man's heart—five

. or six half-arm blows in quick succession,

The bushranger spluttered and choked and loosened his grip, and with a jerk
- ."Dick wrenched his neck from between those murderous fingers. Springing back,
he drew a long breath and filled his lungs ; then, gauging his distance, sprang in
again, He was goaded and angry by now, and on his guard. .

"The man lashed out wildly, and caught Dick on the shoulder ; but it was only
a glancing blow, and failed to stop him. Stooping low, he collared him round tho
waist and thrust forward his right leg at random. The bushranger swayed and
lurched and hammered windmill fashion with both fists. Ho was tremendously
strong, but he lacked science. - o

Dick took the blows on his bent shoulders, and hardly {gJt them, for they were
downward hits, and their forco was broken.  He just set his teeth and tightened
his Jocked arms on the man’a middle until he thought the ribs must give,

It was now his antagonist’s turn {o gasp.  Dick heard his Inhoured hreathing
and the frantic, angry exclamations of Kelly and Donovan, groping blindly about,

 tryiiig to come to his aid,  Then, with o crash, he managed to throw him, and come

PR
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down on top. - He shifted his grip, but in the dark missed with his right hand,
and the next instant the man’s teeth had met in his forearm and a pair of thumbs
wero gouging wildly at his oyes. ) : K
*  Hedrew up a little, shook his arms free, and grabbed again. This time one
hand, at any rate, got hold of a thick shock of hair, and held.  '* When in Rome
do as tho Romans do,” he thought grimly to himself. When tackling & man who
fights like a wild-cat, the more rough Horseplay you put in the safer for you, . -
He gri l}laed the handful of hair tightly, and banged its owner’s head on the rocky
floor, - '.F o man must have had a skull like a nigger’s, or_he would have been -
stunned. As it was, the pain only seemed to exasperate him and give him ronewed -
onergy ; for he wrigglecfJ himself partially froe and set to work with his thumbs
again. : : . TR T ;
Dick was within an ace of ‘continuing his career minus a loft eye, when a second
bang on the floor momentarily quietened him. Neither of them had time or
opportunity to use their weapons; but as Dick felt the form grow limp under his
h}almrli)s, he groped round for his revolver, meaning to give the fellow his quietus with
the butt. ) 5 . )
1t was that which proved his undoing. 'The fellow, realising that though he might
_ be the stronger as far as sheer bruto forco went, he was no match for Dick in skill
and cunning, had been playing possum. Sorely shaken and dazed he certainly
was, but not b any means.unconscious ; he had let himself go limp on purpose.
Tho instant Dick's grip loosened, as he groped about with one hand, the man
rolled half on one side and brought up his knee sharply and viciously, catching
Dick o terrible blow in the side. A horrible, excruciating pain shot through him,
and in an instant he was sick, winded, and helpless ; the next, the man had struggled
to his feet, and was blundering and stumbling down the' passage towards tho exit -
" as hard as he could go. , " ; o e A
“ After him ! ” roared Kelly; and ho and Donovan started in pursuit, guiding
themselves by the noise ahead. : ) .
But the bushranger had got too long a lead. In thelight they might have caught -
him—probably would ; but in the dark he drew further and further away. L
Though the blow which had knocked Dick out was one which gave him agonising
ain, its effects were only transitory, and in less than a couple of minutes he was on
iis feet-again, and furious. He stumbled across-his revolver, snatched it up, and
sct out after the others as hard as he could tear. ' : SR
Cannoning into walls here and & projection there indifferently, he was intent
on one thing, and one thing only—and that was, to come to handgrips with the
. man in daylight. - - . : , i
Just as the first glimmering of it reached him however, he heard, far away, the
sound of & rifle-shot, and then another, and a third, in quick reply. He lurched
out half blinded into the sunlight, and saw his late adversary four hundred yards
away, with Kelly and Donovan in pursuit, but hopelessly far Kchind. "
" Right away on the far side of the hollow the shots explained themselves, . The -
other two bushrangers, who had managed to slip out of the cave unobserved, had
made o dash for the secret passage to the tableland above. .But Jacko, the black |
tracker, had proved himself one too many for them. , . . . | e :
He had’secn them coming, and recognised thom o good way offi—so far off that
he had had plenty of time to build ‘himself a neatly loopholed barricade, behind
which he could lie perfoctly scroened, and pick them off as they came, without
. even risking his black hide; though, to do him justice, he was brave enough.
The bushrangers had evidently found his fire too accurate for comfort ; for thoy
were pelting heltor-skelter down the passage back to the open pasture-land, .~ |
Just as they reached it, the third man joined them. They were cut off from
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thieir horses, but then so wero Kelly and Dick, and ‘the bushrangers had a long

lead. Theg ran rapidly round the base of the cliff to a point where it shelved a

little, and began climbing with frantio haste. . o

«, Dick, making a dcsEerute sprint for it, caught up his two companions. Kelly
vas for aight after the fugitives, who were now well up the side of tho

‘precipice and continuing to ascend rapidly-—so rapidly that it became evident

| that at some time they had cut artificial steps in the worst places.

! Bear away to the'left ! ” Dick yelled, ** t's quicker going up the old passdgo, ’

. and we shall be able to catch them at the top.’
. Kelly threw up his arm by way of acknowledgment, and swerved round, and

side by sids the three ran for all thoy were worth. That they could reach the .
-summit first they had little doubt, but after that they had nearly o third of o mile
to go t6 reach the point where the bushrangers would gain the cliff edge.
Panting, gasping, sweating, they toiled up the steep, slippery incline, till the
veins stood out on their forehead like whipcords and tﬁeit eyes were half starting
out of their heads. The excitement and fever of the chase ind them in its grip.
Without it, what they did in the time would have been shoerly impossible. '
Dick snatched a carbine from Jacko as they swept by hig barricade. The hornes
‘were' too far away to wasto lime over, and they started afoot once more on the -
last lap of the great race. 2 '
", They were four hundred yards to the bad when the first two bushrangers

" crawled over the lip of the cliff and flung themselves down. A few seconds later the
. third followed, and even as ho ran Dick could ‘see that the leader was rapidly

trying to fix himself into some metal casing, which glinted dully in the sun, and!

- which he had been carrying slung over his shoulder. ~ All threo men wero clearly too

dono to attempt further flight, and evidently meant to fight to o finish where they
stood.’ ;

- “ Cornered at last ! ™ gasped Kelly. * And they'vo got to fight-this time.”

.. Short of ammunition,1 expect,” panted Dick, ** or they'd have tackled us down
.below. It’s the end this time, one way or another.”” And they spurted over tho

; intervening space to close up for the last struggle faco to face—six very exhnusted.

men on s boulder-strewn stretch of ground on tho brink of an oight hundred
foot precipice. : ‘ i .
*As by a.common instinct each man flung himself behind tho nearest covering

. -rock and opened fire, Bo great was the confusion that for tho first fow seconds-

no one could realise which rock sheltered friend or foe.
“"Donovan loosed off and chipped splinters from n boulder two inches above

- Dick’s head, and one of the bushrangers took doliberatv dim at the rock which

shielded his fellow. Neither bullet did damage, however; and so they lay for’

" g full five minutes, gasping for breath, and warily shifting themselves by fractions

,of an inch at a time into more convenient firing positions.:
1f so much as a finger showed on one sido or another, it was the signal for &
erackling fusillade. "

" 'The range was exceedingly close, and every man of the six wos a shot of first.
class ability. - “oE '

Once Dick raised, the rifle-barrel in changing his position; instantly thrup,
thrup, thrup came three bullets in quick succession, and when ho lowered it ngain
the-wooden casing was splintered, and three grey, lead splashes were dotted nlong
the steel of the barrel, . i ¢

. Donovan incautiously cxposed an elbow, onl{ to roll inward behind his rock
dgain, with o heart-felt Irisil: curse,’and o hole through his upper arm. Tho man
who fired the shot was less lucky ; for n*second—-two, ab the outside—he showed n
tiny bit of forehead round-the jagged edgo of the stone, but, little as it was, it
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sufliced. Almost Befor‘e his finger had ressed the trigger home, Dick, who wasg

waiting for just such a chance, sent a bullet crashing into his brain.

He half sprang to his knees, with a convulsive effort, and sank back in a huddled

heap, with a curious spasmodic twitching of the hands.

Suddenly from behind - the boulder opposite the gigantio figure of the bushrangers” -

leader sprang into full view. His head, as Dick could see clearly now, was cncasc.d
in & big cylinder of iron plating, reaching to the shoulders ; in it was a narrow slit
for his eyes and for venti?ation. The whols of his body and his arms were similarly
protected. :

Dick fired twice in quick succession, and Kelly ance. Al threo shots battered -

against the head-piece, and caused the man to stagger to and fro in & drunken
fashion by the sheer shock of impact, but his only answer was a harsh lauygh. He
was mad with the maddening fighting lust that comes over men at such times,
and, secure in his protective armour, he was ovidently bent on pressing matters,
and driving Dick and Kelly from their cover. Revolver in hand—his rifle had been

rendered useless by a chance shot smashing the lock action-—ho charged down on .

them, reckless, jeering, defiant, with full belief in the adequacy of his protection,
Simultaneously his last surviving follower rose. ’ .
What followed was quick, sharp, terrible work. Donovan, firing as he lay and
using his left hand only, dropped the unarmoured man with a bullet in the groin.
Kelly and Dick, accepting the ringleader's challenge, ‘sprang to meet him-—all
three using revolvers only. ’
It may have been that the nthn’s armour impeded him and hindered his aim.
At any rate, he missed clean with the first two chambers ; the third scarred Kelly's
right arm from wrist to shoulder; the next, and last he fired, ripped Dick’s coat,
and glanced off o rib, causing him exquisite pain, and nearly dropping him.. He
set his teeth, however, and firéd at the man’s most vulnerable part, his legs. His

fizst shot shattered theright knee-cap, and, with a shrick of pain, the fellow staggéred.

and ‘grabbed convulsively at a rock to steady himself. Kolly, .utterly regardless

of his own extreme risk, strode forward, took a quick, sighting shot, and fired. !

'The bullet entered between the eye-slit of the headpiece, and tho man came to
the ground with a heavy tinkling crash of metal. i
‘* Hurroo ! ” cried Donovan feebly, and promptly fainted.

Dick lurched forward, his rib hurting him considerably, and joined Kelly, who -

;vn:d standing, looking down ot the fallen man, the revolver still smoking in his
1and., : . . : T

““Come here, Dick!” he .sni'd, gfipping him b' the shoulder. “I nlw#yﬁ iw.d ‘

8 premonition that I should one day be that fellow’s death. It’s come true at
last; though many a timo I have bcen tempted to forestall this minute. Have
you got that envelope I gave you? Open it.” Dick fumbled in his pockets and
produced it. ) : S
‘ Read the name on the enclosed paper,” said Kelly.
Dick read ; stared, and read again. .
. * But surely——"" he began,

Kelly waved to him to be silent, and, stooping quickly, undid the catch of the*

clumsy helmet, and. drew it off.,
* You can sce for yourself,” he said quietly.

It'was the face of Macullan, the ex-warder, which stared up at them with un- .

seeing cyes, with a bullet'hole in the centre of his forehead.

“ (lood heavens {”’ said Dick, in amazement. ) ) ;

* T guessed it from the first,” answered Kelly quietly. * He was Hayes’ jackal—
Hayos hated me—he was desperate—and all else failing, they went into partner-

ship to loot for themselves and to blacken my name, = That is why, so long as

N »
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Hnyes was in command, this man hero was able to do as ho pleased, knowing that |
Hayes would put the police on the wrong {rack.”
. “Tunderstand. And now those who plotted against you are hoist with their own
petard ; for here, by thenr own confes‘uon, is Ned Kelly, last of tho bushrangers.
And Captain Vyner ige——

“Is very sleepy and longing for a smoke,” retorted Kelly whunqxcnlly “ Como
: 'ﬂnng, let’s patch up poor Donovan’s arm, then wo can rest and wait for the relicl
to eome up. ‘We've been through strange times and seen strange sights round this
okl hollow, you and I, young ’un. Donovan first, and then we'll go and take our
last look at the Robbers’ Roost, for, from now on, I'm a Government mrm, holding
authority direct from tho H1g11 Commlssloner himself,”

. ‘ . . . % e o e . e .

The relief came up four hours later, having mado pnsoners of those of the gang
left behind in that last desperate race,
Before long the news was flashing over the wires, north, south, east,’and west,
“that Ned Kelly, the last of the bushrangers, was dead.
Only a-few were in thé real secret, and could have identified in later years tho
real Kelly—the daring rider, the free-handed, fearless leader of outlaws—in the
. trim, neat figure of Colonel Vyner, the commissioner who ruled tlio most lawless
. miining fraternity with a rod of iron and impartial justice, and who was known
amongst them as the * Britisher ”—* {ho man who doesn’t know how to be afraid.”
Mr; Trevelyan knew, Dick Mason knew, and « long, lithe-limbed gentleman,

;- with an American accent, who became Mr. Trovelyan’s partner, also know, As

* did a white-haired, careworn, high official in Melbourne; and last and not least
"‘there was a cunning, old groy horse, with a kindly eye, who know best of all—far,
'far best—but neither they nor he ever betrayed their knowledge by word or deed.
- But, perhaps, when twice a year tho old grey foregathered and rubbed noses with a
_ splendid black answering to the name of Cwsar, in Mr. Trevelyan's home paddock,
. they wmkcd at one another sotcmnly, rcmembermg old times.

~ *,* Nots. —}Iaycs committed suicide on hearing of the death of his confcdcrnto.
I’hotogmphs of the actual armour, whnch was worn in the final struggle, are still
' m exxstence. -

' g ENb.‘
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- A Lato Visitor—8exton Blake Has a Clue. . : .
TRETCHED in o lazy attitude in a big lounge-chair, with his
favourite briar-root pipe between his teeth, Sexton' Blake, -the
world's famous private detective, looked the picture of peace and
comfort. : : ) %
- Suddenly the front door bell m‘nﬁ. The landlady answered the summons
 —she had not gone to bed yet—and a moment later, when she had rapped
on the door and opened it, the visitor pushed by her into the room. |
. “1 beg your pardon, Mr. Blake,” he said. “I hope I am not disturbing
ou?”’ ; ' e -
. “Not at all. I reeall your face now. You are valét to Sir Stamford
© Marrable, better known as Old Midasy of Warwick Square, Pimlico. I
recovered some stolen bonds for him several years ago.” ) .
“Just so.. And that is why I have ventured to come to you, sir. I am
here on my master’s behalf, but without his knowledge. The fact is, that
Eir Stamford’s son returned from foreign parts lately, and—and I fear that .
e___u N . " :
The .valet ‘paused in confusion.
“Has anything hap}iened to him?” ' , R
“ No, sir; but—but I believe him to be an impostor!” 2
/£ An impostor!” exclaimed Sexton Blake." “ What reason have you for
believing Zhat? Tell me the whole story as clearly as you can.” .
““ There isn’t much to tell, sir. Mr. Godfrey Marrable is an only son—
he is now thirty-five years of age—and ten or eleven years ago, when his
mother died, he drifted into evil ways, and quarrelled with his father, who
sent him out to Hong Kong on a small allowance. There he contracted
the opium habit, but he cured himself of it in the last year, and got a .
}Josition in the Civil Service. Then his father forgave him, and wrote to
hiim to come home. He arrived from the docks on Saturday morning, and
as soon as I put eyes on him—I had known him since he was a boy—I felt
that something was wrong, that hie was not the réal Mr. Godfrey. He had
the same features, and he spoke freely enough of old times, but his face
had grown hardened and sort of vicious, and he looks older than his age.”
‘“He would have .altered in ten years,” said the detective, ““and the
climate of Hong Kong ages one rapidly. Have you spoken of this to Sir’
* Stamford 7 . )
“No, sir; and he wouldn’t believe me if I did.” - - e C
" Naturally. I see no foundation as yet for your suspicions, Parker. You -
are probably deceiving yourself.” . <
The valet nodded. ' - . o a
“I'm a fool, that’s what I am!” he declared.: *Now that I've talked to
you, things begin to look different, I got the idea into my head, and it '
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stuck there, though I should have known better, for here is proof that I
must be wrong ”—taking a plain. white handkerchief from' his pocket.
““ Smell this, sir.” 3 : d

Sexton Blake put the handkerchief to his nose. :

.--Opium !” he muttered. ' The scent thrown off by the drug in burning!”

* Fixactly, sir. It is familiar to me, for my former master was nddicted
to the vice; and if Mr. Godfrey has taken to it agnin, as this seems to
show, of course he can't be an impostor. For the last two nights he has.
gone out—he has n latchkey—and hasn't returned for' three or four hours,
as near as I can Eudge from hearing him come in. Each morning I have

-observed the smell of opium in his room, and to-day I picked up the hand.
kerchief under his bed.” . ;

““ A few hours is.a short period for an opium smoker to give to the habit,”
gmd?,t’he detective, “Does he show traces of the indulgence in the moru-
ings . Dol :

“No. He comes dbwn to breakfast - looking bright and fresh, and his
npyetxte is splendid. Rather queer that, sir, isn't 1t?” .

Very queér! Tell me, when and where did young Mr. Marrable arrive
from Hong Kong?” . ’

“By a slow steamer that docked on Friday evening in the Thames some-
" where below London Bridge. Mr. Godfrey spent the night at an hotel, and
came home early on Saturday morning.”

- “To-day is Monday,” sald Sexton Blake. “Do I understand that
Godfrey Marrable went out on Saturday and Sunday nights?”

* Yes, sir, and again to-night, which gave me a chance to slip away. Ile
always leaves the house shortly after ten o’clock, when lis father has
retired to bed at that hour. Sir Stamford is getting old and feeble.”

There was an eager gleam in Sexton Blake's eyes, for he was satisfied
that he had found the clue to a case that promised to be worthy of his skill.

“I want to ask you a-few questions,” he said. ‘*Does your master keep
any valuables in the house?”

“He does, sir,” replied Parker. *Sir Stamford is eccentrioc and miserly,
and he keeps the family jewels in & safe in his bed-room, and usually a
Inrge sum of money as well. He owns considerable property in London,
and- when his agent brings him the rent each quarter, mostly in gold*nud

. banknotes, he puts the money in the safe, and don’t bank it until o week
. or so before next quarter-day.” ) )

“Is Godfrey Marrable aware of that?” ’ .

“Yes, sit; his father mentioned it to him on Saturday, as I chanced to
overhear.” : ; - . - s

‘“This happens to be a quarter-day, the 26th,” said Sexton Blake. “ When
does the agent bring the rents?”

o “Always on the 581:11, as regular as clockwork.”
' ““Where do you sleep, Parker?” . '
*“In & room across tﬂe corridor from my master’s, on the first floor.”

.“ And Godfrey Marrable?” - : . '

“He is on the floor above,” the valet answered. *“ Why do you want to
know all this, Mr. Blake?” he added. ‘' Do you think that I am right, after
all, and that Mr. Godfrey is—" : o ts

I won’t tell you what I think now,” Sexton Blake interrupted. “My
. advice to you at present is to keep {our eyes and eara open, and not to
sleep too soundly; but we will talk o that again. Come, I will walk part
‘of the way back with you.” )

The two men left the liouse together, and when the detective returned
Lalf an hour later hé was not inclined to say much. . :

2
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“Tt is an interesting case,” he told Tinker, “and it is quite possible .that
I shall let you help me.” . - .

Sexton Blake did not go down to Hampshire on the following day, as he,
had intended, He went out after breakfast, and did not return until nine’

‘o'clock .in the.evening, when he entered his sitting-room and handed a

slilp%er to Tinker. . : . .

‘Put that in your pocket,” he said. “It belongs to Mr. Godfrey
Marrable, and it was given to me by the valet. I have had a long dn{;
and I expect -to have a long night. The steamer by which Mr. Marrable
travelled has sailed again, and I could learn nothing in.that quarter. It
makes no difference, however. :And now, my boy, you can fetch Pedro.”

“ You are gioing to use him?” asked Tinker. :

“Very likely,” replied-the detective, as he began to disguise himself.
“I am going to shadow Godfrey Marrable, and as he may give me the
slip, I want you and the dog to be within easy reach. I will instruct you
further when we get to Pimlico.” =

Druggad—Thoe Dotective’s Ruse—Tracked Down. . )
IR STAMFORD MARRABLE, a retired merchant, who had made &
fortune in the City, and had been Knighted at the end of his year

of service as Lord Mayor, had lived for most of his life in the

- gloomy old mansion in” Warwick Square, Pimlico, though he could
easily have aflorded one in a more fashionable neighbourhood. - At a quarter

,])ust ten o'clock a light shone behind the curtained windowd of the father's

hed-room, and five minutes later, as Sexton Blake had expected, the son
left the house and crossed the square. : _

That it was a dark and cloudy night was to the advantage of the detec-
tive, who immediately took up the chase, with the knowledge that Tinker
and the bloodhound were somewhere behind him, though he doubted if he
would require their services. Godfrey Marrable walked straight.to the
District Station at Victoria, and bought a second-class return ticket to’
Aldgate. . Sexton Blake did the same, and while Le stood on the platform
he made the discovery that Sin Stamford Marrable’s supposed son wag a
clever forger “who had fled from England eight years ago. ) !

At East End train arrived nlmost at once, and it had started off, carry-
ing the two men with it in different compartments before Tinker and the
dog had put in an appearance. This had entered into the dciective’s cals
culations, and he was not disappointed. = ° :

¢ The'la%will* take the next train,” he told himself, “and Pedro will do
the rest. They won’t be very far behind in case I should want them.” .

The two men got out at Aldgate Station, and in the fairly long route
that they traversed, much of it by lonely thoroughfares, Sexton Blake took
every precaution possible.r = - - P -

By tho Minories and Tower Hill, Godfrey Marrable made his way to
Upper East Smithfield, and thence down Nightingalo Lane to the dreary and
squalid region of angping, between the chain of docks and the river. He
went steadily on by Wapping High Street. Here Sexton Blake lost him. .

- A few minutes later Pedro, the great bloodhound, leapt upon him with a'
whine of delight, ard was licking his hand. :

*“Good old fellow!” he said, caressing the faitliful animal. S

“Ah, here you are!” exclaimed Tinker, who was with the dog. *I ‘was
afraid we would ‘be too late. I described you at Victoria, and the clerk told
me where you had booked to, so it was plain sailing as far as Aldgate. I
got out there, and Pedro nosed his way along beautifully.” )

Sexton Blake took the slipper from ‘linker, and held it "to Pedro's muzzla.
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. g
“ Hunt him up!” he urged. ‘“Find him, old fellow! Don’t fail us!”
There was no danger of that. Pedro sniffed tho pavement, whimpered,

and was off like a shot, with the detective clin%;np to his chain.

“If Godfrey Marrable is an impostor,” asked inker, “ what has happened
to the real one? Has he been murdered?”
“ No, he js alive,” said Sexton Blake. *He is being kept out of the way.,

He is o _prisoner in one of the vile opium dens of the Hast End, and Godfrey

Marrable pays him o nightly visit to mako sure that all is well, At any

moment we may—-" C L
He broke off with a low, eager exclamation, and by tugging hard on the -

chain he barely succeeded in checkinf; the bloodhound, who was about to

dagh into the mouth of a narrow, foul-smelling allgy, roofed over, that was
half-way to the top of Bluegato Strect. '

“Is this the place?” whispered Tinker. ’ ’

*“ This is the place, without a doubt,” replied Sexton Blake,

“Are you going in?” )

“No; to-morrow night for that. I have learned enough for the present.

The next step must be carefully thought out, and carefully prepared for.

Come along! :

Yon 8ing’s Opium Don-—-Tho goal Godfroy Marrable—In a Tight
3 ¢ orner, i
URING the next day, which was the 27th of September, Sexton Blake '
was in the best of spirits. Nobody could have supposed that he
was planning an enterprise of the most dangerous kind—a daring.
> ' vyenture in which he would take his life in his hands. Ie went out
«in the afternoon, meeting Sir Stamford Marrable’s valet by appointment,
and returned to Baker Street at seven o'clock., e dined with Tinker, gave
him certain instructions, and left the house between ten and cleven o'clock,
wearing a disguise that was especially suited to his purpose, and had not
been used for years. ) ' .

Late that night, at o few minutes past one o'clock, a lascar entered the
alley in Bldegate Street, Wapping, to which Pedro had followed the frlae
Godfrey Marrable. He was a tall, lean man, dressed in slmhl?r sailor's
slops, and his swarthy complexion and brown hands, his erisp, curly hair of
glossy raven hue, concealed tlio identity of Sexton Blake. . .

laving groped the length of the alloy, in almost pitch darkness, he
came to a door at the end, and rapped upon it four times, in a quick,
peculiar manner. The rap was a common signal, the passport of admission,
Vithout delay a bolt was shot, and the door, opening noisclessly, closed
behind the intrepid detective as ho stepzed into Yen Sing’s opium den,

*“You wantee littee pipe?” asked Yen Cinﬁ, with careless scrutiny.

*That’s what I'm here for,” Sexton Blake replied. * Let’s have it, old
yellow face [’ . ’ ’ ) ;

. Allee lightee. You pay first.” . .

There was a door at one side of the room, and another at the farther end,
ns the detective observed while Lie was fumbling in his pockets for n sllver
coin. Then he threw himself lazily on the empty space at the end of one
of the.platforms. : . )

Having rolled a pinch of opium into a little brown ball the size of a pill,
Lo Fang, Yen’s assistant, stuffed it into the bowl of a tiny brass pipe. He
set the drug alight from a brazier, and brought the pipe to the disguised
Inscar, who placed the stem between his lips and stretched himself out full-.
length. Several minutes later, nfter a few wq,rds to his assistant, Yen Sing
opened the door at the side of the apartment and vanished up n narrow
staircase, He had gone to bed.

A
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Silence reigned in the den of evil, save when one of the sprawling wretches
muttered incoherently in his dreams. It was a weird, uncanny scene. The
lamp, shining through the bluish reek, cast a ghostly light on the dingy,
room and its occupants. A quarter of an hour dragged by, while the detec-
tive, who was watching furtively, pretended to smoke as often as Lo Fang
glanced at him, Then, with a XrOWSy yawn, the assistant squatted himself
on a low stool beside the table, with his back turned on the sugpoaed. lascar.
- His head dropped on his chest, and soon, from his deep breathing, he
appeared to be asleep. - . _

“ Now for it!” thought Sexton Blake. “I couldn’t have a better chance.”

Rising to his feet, and creeping forward as noiselessly as a cat, he seized
Lo Fang around the neck with one hand in a stifling, choking grip. The
man stru%gled for an instant, unable to utter a sound; and then, as his
assailant hit him smartly on the skull with the butt of a revolver, his limbs
relaxed, and- he slid to the floor. - : L

The sleefers had not stirred. Satisfied that the Chinaman was effectively
stunned,.the detective did not take tlie precaution to bind and .gag him, as
time was too precious for that. Having searched Lo Iang, and found a
large key, he hastened to the door at the rear of the room and unlocked it. -
He entered a smaller room, and here, by the glow from a lamp that was
burning dimly, he beheld what he had expected to see. On a bunk at'one
side was strefched a man with a fair moustache, with flushed features and
dishevelled clothing and hair. This was the real Godfrey Marrable, angd he’
was heavily under the influence of opium. ’

Producing two small phials from his pocket, Sexton Blake held one to the’
unconscious man’s nose, and from the other forced a few drops of liquid
between his teeth. Partly roused from his stupor by tho strong antidotes
to the drug, Godfrey Marrable opened his eyes, in which there was no com-

rebension. A tug brought him to his feet, and he lurched against the

etective,’ ‘

““ Who'are you?” he muttered thickly. “What d’you want?” .

“I am o friend,” Sexton Blake told him in a whisper. “You are in
danger, You have been decoyed into this opium den, and I want to get
you out of it quietly. Come, try to walk.” . :

“ Leave me ‘lone,” was the reply. ‘ Let me go t’shleep.”

. _The man was still dazed, unable to hels himself or to realise his situation.
-There was only one thin% to be done, and the detective did it. Fortunately
his strength was equal to the task. Lifting Godfrey Marrable, and hoist-

ing him over his left shoulder, he hastened fo the outer room, where a

startling surprise awaited him. Lo Fang, whose skull must have been a°

thick one, had recovered from his injury and was on his feet, leaning

against the table, ) P

“Yen Sing!” he shouted. *“Yen Sing!” , ,

He plucki IY sprang forward, and as he received a blow from Sexton Blake's
right fist, which sent him reeling, there was a yell from above, followed by

# thumping noise on the staircase. The next instant Yen Sing burst into

7

the room, and with that, as Lo an%rushed to the attack again, the detec-:. -

tive caught him between the eyes. He staggered back, upsetting the table,
and as he fell his arm struck the swinging lamp, breaking and extin-
guishing it. o c . . e -
Some of the opium sniokers were now half-awake, calling out in alarm,
and above the clamour rang the snarling voice of Yen Sing:

“ You rascal lasear! Me killeo you click!” . ) C

It was a perilons moment. Bexton Blake had drawn his rovolver, but he

. did not want to shoot the Chinaman if he could help it,. Instead he tried

4
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o ruse, firing one chamber in the air, The flash of the:weapon revealed his
osition, as he meant it should, and for a brief second he stood his ground,
s ke darted to ono side he heard Yen Sing’s vicious rush, and then, turning

at the platform, he hurried down the.room, through the black darkness,

with the.yells of the awakened sleepers ringing in his cars, , ¥ o0
ITandicapped though he was, clinging desperately to hid burden, Sexton -

Blake reached the door and fumbled for the bolt.  He shot it back in the

socket, and with that, before hie could do more, Lis ecnemy plunged bang

into him, and the threo men camd down together. Letting go o(g Qodfrey

Marrable, the detectivo gml!)plcd blindly with Yen Sing, from whose hand a

knife fell with a clatter. For n brief {imo the twn struggled, rolling over

and over; and then, as shouts and footsteps were heard in the alley, the
door flew open, and ints the room sprang Soxton Blake's friend, Iuspector

Widgeon, followed by Tiuker, Pedro, and two constables.

“We wero just in time!” exclaimed Tinker, when tho two villainous

Chinamen had been manacled, “The pistol-shot, brought us!” :

From East to West—A Surpriso Visit—8exton Blake 8coros,
O time .was lost. Tho detective and his companions, not forgotting
Pedro, walked north to Commercial Rond, and on to Aldgate,
. where they picked up n four-wheeled cab. Tho fresk night air hdd
done wonders in the way of reviving Godfrey Marrable, and after
a drauglit of medicine—a stop was mado in’the Strand whilo a chemist was |
knocked up—the effects of the opium were nearly dissipated, and ho wos
able to tell his story lucidly. : Ce

Sexton Blake’s explanation followed, and by the time that was finished
the party had reached o streef near Warwick Square, Pimlico, where they
left the cab, aid continued their way on foot. As they crossed the square, -
anroaehing Sir Stamford Marrable’s residence, a dim light was seen on
the first floor, shining behind tho window curtains, ‘

A moment later, the detective having noiselessly openod and slint’ the
front door, the little party were inside the house. "They traversed the lall
and ‘stopped to listen, but could hear nothing above. Pedro liad heen
cautioned, and the sagacious animal well undcrs&od that lie must he silent.

“ Come!” whispered Sexton Blake. .

. The stairs- weroe thickly carpeted, and without a sound, flashing his tiny
clectric lamp before him, dnd carrying a revolver in the other hand, he led
his companions up to the first floor. They turned at the top, and a few
yards brought them to a door that was slightly open. A dim light shone
throtigh; and from within came a crackling, ‘clinkmg noise, Y-
u Something wrong ! breathed Tinker. ' L
“ Bo#feady [’ smurmured Sexton Blake, :
. With that he pocketed the electric lamp, nnd pushed on the door, which
swung silently on its hinges, giving o full view of tho interior of Sir
Stamford Marrable’s bed-chamber, apd revealing a startling wight. A
shaded gas-jet was burning. 1Iuddled on the floor, apparently unconscious
lay Parker, the valet; and Sir Stamford, his eyes rolling wildly, way pto pu(i
up in béd with his hands tied and @ handkorchief Bound over his moutk.

Across the room, with his. back turned, Godfrey Marrable's double stood
4 by the open door of a safe that was built into the wall, Unaware of his
danger, little dreaming that he was trapped, ho was calmly removing “and
putting into a bag the contents of the snfe—jewel-cases, rolls of gold coin,
and packets of banknotes. ' .

“Mhat will do, Theodore Rakestraw,” the dptectiva waid ‘quietly, “X .
will trouble you to throw up your hands” . : ,

B
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Tho words were like the explosion of a bomb to the guilty min, who fairly .
) ];\mped' off his feet as he wheeled round, letting the baﬁ rop with a crash. ..

ut he'did not obey the command. He staggered bac
for the nearest window. ' s )
h'" §eize him, Pedro!” oxclaimed Sexton Blake. “Lightly! Don’t hurt

im!” i

There was o gruff bark, a flying spring, and Pedro landed on the chest
of‘the impostor before he could draw the' weapon for which he was
fumbling. ~ Down he went, with a yell of {fright, not daring to move, while
the hound stood over him/with jaws nipping his throat, snarling in a low

‘and made a dash

ey.
XIInve you had enoughg Rakestraw?” asked the detective. —
“I give in!” the man answered hoarsely. °Take the brute away, or I'll-
be throttled!” . . ’ ’
Having called Pedro off, Sexton Blake 'clap})ed a_pair ‘of iron bracelets.
on the prisoner’s wrists, and then helped to release Sir Stamford Marrable.
When the latter had been untied, and the gag had been taken from his
mouth—he had suffered no worse treatment—he gazed in bewilderment at
the two men who looked so much alike. . . .
“ What is the meaning of this?” he inquired. “Which of you is my son?”
“I am, father!”“replied the recal Godfrey Marrable. * You have. been
deceived . ; et
“Thank Heaven!” said Sir Stamford, as he realised the truth. .
. “Yes. I am your son,” Godfrey Marrable continncd, “and I can explain:
in a few words what is & long story. It will be sufficient to say that this-
scoundrel,- whose hame is Rakestraw, sailed from Hong Kong on the same
vessel that I did. IIe scraped acquaintance with me, no doubt meaning
from the first to make use of the resemblance between us, and as he:had
winning ways I easily fell into the %rap.

‘“By degrees, during the voyage, he drew from me all the information -

that he wanted, and as soon as we landed he persuaded me to accompany
him to an opium den in tho East End, where I have been lying in a stupor
since last Saturday. I should probably have died there but for this bravo
detective, who rescited me at the risk of his life.” . %
While Godfrey Marrable was speaking Parker had recovered—he was not
much hurt—and in a short time he was able to tell what had happened.
“The agent came with the rent money this aftergoon, a day earlier than’
usual,” he said, addressing the detective, “and that put me on my guard.
-I would have sent word to you, Mr. Blake, but I had no chance to do so. I
tried to keep awake to-night, but somehow or other I fell asleep, and tho

next thing 1 knew'I ivas roused by a scuflling noise; then I got out of bed. .-

" and crept to my master’s room. I found the door partly open, and I had no.

more than stepped inside when I received a stunning blow on the head, I
fell like n log, and that is all I can remember.” R T N
“You are lucky to. have escaped with your life,” said Sexton Blake.

- ¥ Combp, ‘Rakestraw; . theso gentlemen will be glad to mee the last of you.'

Run ahead, Tinker, and find a consto.b_le. Good-night, Sir Stamford !”

Sexton Blake was well Zgaid for his s/e‘r.vices, aﬁ_dl ’I‘,ink'er also received a -
Mirrable. Yen Sing and his assistant and’

cheque from Sir Stamfor
Theodore Rakestraw were tried, convicted, and punished as they deserved.
As for Godfrey Marrable, his experience had taught him a lesson. In a
weak moment he had'relapsed into the evil habit of which he believed h
had cured himself, but he 13 not likely to do so again. .
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