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CHAPTER XXX.

Ab he spoke, the door of the wo
men's room opened, and Lucy, fol
lowed by Mrs. Towsér, came out. Lucy 
had evidently apprised the elder wo
man of her danger, for she was as 
white as a ghost, and was wringing 
her hands, after the manner of terri- | 
fled women the wide world over; but j 
Lucy herself, though very white, was 
perfectly calm and self-possessed. Her 
lips, her teeth also, were shut closely, 
and her eyes were glowing with ex
citement and something deeper.

"Go back to your room,” whispered 
Heroncourt, sternly; but she shook 
her head and looked at him implor
ingly.

"Let me stand with you,” she plead
ed. “I can shoot, I can hold a gun, 
help load. Oh! let me stay!”

Heroncourt shrugged his shoulders 
with a gesture of reluctant assent.

"You may stay if you promise to 
keep away from the line of Are,” he 
said. “Stand back there, don’t move 
forward, and keep quiet.”

She nodded, and her lips quivered 
with a smile as if in gratitude. The 
three men drew back beyond the line 
of sight of anyone coming up the 
stairs and waited. And waited in si
lence, for their hearts were beating 
too fiercely to permit of words; and, 
indeed, what was there to say? They 
meant to sell their lives dearly and 
like Englishmen they were quiet and 
self contained.

Heroncourt glanced across at Lucy, 
but the girl’s lips were still set tight
ly, her eyes were still glowing in the 
dim light which came from the lamp 
in his room, for he had left the lamp 
burning because he often sat up in 
his room before going to bed. They 
waited. No pen can describe the tor
ture of that suspense; the moments

dragged into minutes as if each mo
ment were an hour, each minute a 
day; under that terrific strain, Her
oncourt grew hot and cold and the 
sweat broke out on his forehead in 
big drops. He had been In action in 
one of our little wars and had led a 
forlorn hope; that had been a de
licious moment though death hung at 
the end of it; but this waiting, like 
oxen in the shambles for the oncom
ing of the butchers below, was a hun
dred times worse than any charge 
with the swords’ point, any waiting in 
the line of fire; for there was no rush 
and whirl of battle, no sound of shot 
and shell to break the oppressive si
lence which seemed to weigh like 
lead upon his heart.

But even at that moment he thought 
of Maida, if he were to fall—and what 
could save him; it could only be a mat
ter of time, for numbers must tell— 
what an end to their love-story! 
They had indeed parted forever! Who 
would carry her the news, how would 
she bear it? He could almost pray 
that she had ceased to love him; for 
he could picture his own agony and 
life-long misery if she were to die 
and he were left to mourn her. He 
glanced at the other two men. Go& 
ford was standing with his rifle ready 
to be raised to his shoulder, a wood
en, phlegmatic figure, the ordinary 
Englishman who faces peril and death 
with British phlegm. David Jones, 
on the other hand, was leaning 

* against a partition, his hand on his 
! rifle, his eyes fixed on the stairs; but 

there was a curious thoughtfulness 
in his pale eyes as if he were going 
over the past and regretting some
thing that might have been done but 
had not been, some chance which he 
had lost.

Heroncourt, in a mechanical way, 
noted the different attitudes and ex
pressions on the faces of the men; 
his ears were strained for an ap
proaching footstep. At last he could 
bear the silence no longer, and ht 
said, in a hoarse whisper:

“They’re a long time coming.”
David Jones nodded, then he jerk

ed his head towards the lamp.
"Perhaps they're waiting for that 

to be put out, sir,” he said.
Heroncourt stole swiftly and on 

tiptoe into the room and extinguish
ed the lamp and then returned to his 
place and held Ills breath. They 
waited—how long? No one could 
have told if his life had depended on 
it. In the intense silence they im
agined all kinds of noises, the sound 
of footsteps, the sibilant whisper of 
hushed voices: the whole air seemed 
full of mysterious, threatening sounds 
and presently all three men started 
and raised their rifles: a hand was 
fingering the latch on the outer door 
of the room below. Heroncourt had 
of course, bolted the door, and pre
sently, when the men had discovered 
the fact, a voice called out:

“Open the door! Open the door 
We want the swag! Give us that 
quietly, and we won’t do you any 
harm."

Heroncourt stepped forward and
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looked down at Baxter at the bottom 
of the stairs, and Baxter looked up 
and saluted. No reply was vouch
safed to the man, and presently, as 
If they had expected a refusal, an axe 
crashed against the door: two blows 
were struck, and the door fel) in. At 
the same moment Baxter fired, slip
ped in another cartridge, and fired 
again. The besieged heard, as Bax-' 
ter ran up the stairs and Joined them, 
an angry yell, and the cry of a man 
mortally wounded.

Well aimed, Baxter,” said Heron- 
court.

He was calm enough now, now that 
the attack had begun and the first 
shot had been fired. The scent of 
battle was in his nostrils, the Berser
ker fever was heating his blood, his 
lips was as closely set as Lucy’s, his 
eyes flashing.

The assailants fired a volley into 
the room which smashed the glass 
and shattered some of poor Lucy's 
ornaments; then, seeing that the 
room was empty, they rushed in, but 
kept clear of the opening to the 
stairs.

Come down—come down!” yelled 
Jake, with an oath, and waving a 
lantern. "We won’t hurt any of you 
—but we must have the boss, we 
must have Mr. Tudor ; we want him. 
Hand him over, and the rest of you 
shall go scot-free.”

Even in that moment Heroncourt 
saw Lucy shudder as if a cold wind 
had struck her. David Jones laugh 
ed a quiet laugh.

“If you want Mr. Tudor, you had 
better come and fetch him,” he said 
in quite an ordinary voice.

"Oh, you’re there, are you? you 
black traitor!” cried a voice. “We’ll 
have you as well; we’ll have all of 
you, the women included. Better 
give it up; you’re in a trap.”

David Jones laughed again.
“Come, boys!” cried Jake. “We’ll 

make a rush for it!”
Heading about half a dozen men 

he sprang forward. The four men 
on the landing fired, and three of the 
gang threw up their arms and fell 
backward. Black Jake himself 
would have fallen but his foot slip
ped on the stairs, and the slip saved 
him. Before he could rise there was 
a rush from behind; the besieger fired 
again, and the tide was stopped, and 
ebbed back. But though they were 
bad, they were brave, and their 
losses had made them desperate : for 
something like a minute the good 
men fired into a wall of men which 
was broken by the dead and wound' 
ed, and then made compact again by 
those who took their places.

In this determined onset it was in
evitable that some should make some 
way up the stairs, and Black Jake, 
keeping as near the edge as possible, 
actually succeeded in stealing within 
a few yards of the top. With a savage 
oath he levelled a revolver at Heron
court; but even as he took aim, some
thing flashed out from the other side 
of the gangway, the weapon dropped 
from his hand, and his arm fell to his 
side. Heroncourt glanced across and 
saw a smoking revolver in Lucy’s 
hand.

She had, at any rate, for the mo
ment, saved his life.

Black Jake fell back, stunned by 
the shot, and was roughly thrown 
from hand to hand into the room be
low; but the onrush was continued ; 
and Heroncourt knew that the end 
was only a question of time.
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CHAPTER XXXI.
Though the onrush was continued 

after the disablement of Jake, the be- 
sieed were not dauted ; Baxter, David 
Jones, and Gosford fired in a volley 
with such deadly effect that once 
more the mass on the stairs was 
broken and gave way; they fell back 
with their dead and wounded and 
rushed to get out of the terrible fire 
of the resolute men above.

Heroncourt sprang across to where 
Lucy stood, all unconscious that she 
was within range, and half-dragged, 
half-lifted her out of the line of fire.

“That was a good shot of yours, 
Lucy!” he said, breathlessly; “it sav
ed my life!” All unconsciously in 
lifting her he pressed' her closely to 
him; it was just the little hug a man 
might bestow upon a child who had 
done something brave and unsedflsh ; 
but the blood rose to the girl’s face 
and she closed her eyes for a second 

| or two. “But you must not get into 
| the line of fire again; however much j

you want to. We men will do all the 
fighting that is necessary. Keep up 
a good heart, Lucy; they have not got 
up to us yet, and they never may.”

He tried to speak with hopeful as 
surance, and even smile, but his heart 
was heavy with grim foreboding, for 
he knew that sooner or later numbers 
must tell and that his ammunition 
would not hold out long enough.

“I am not afraid,” she said, looking 
up at him with a brave little smile 
“I am not afraid for myself; it is of 
you, Mr. Tudor, I am thinking; they 
have a spite against you.”

“They won’t hurt me.”
Her eyes were fixed on his and 

something that shot through his, an 
expression of the dread on. her tic 
count which had haunted him ever 
since the attack had commenced, sud 
denly enlightened her and showed 
her her danger. She shuddered, and 
her eyes closed for a moment or two 
then she opened them upon his with a 
deep trustfulness, a child-like reli 
anee.

“You will not let them get me?” she 
said. “If they force their way up, 
if we are beaten—you will—”

She glanced at the revolver in his 
belt meaningly, and her lips parted 
and the breath came quickly.

"Promise!" she whispered. “I would 
rather that it was you who did it—
I should not mind if it was you whti 
shot me. Promise!”

A lump rose in Heroncourt's throat, 
his lips trembled, and he could not 
speak; but he smoothed her hair, as 
he would have smoothed a little 
child’s, and nodded the answer to her 
request.

“Now be a good girl and keep out 
of the fire,” he said; “some of us may 
be hit and then we shall need you to 
look after us. You see?”

“Yes,” she breathed, and slowly 
drew away from him.

This little scene, so full of pathos 
and grim tragedy, had only taken 
moment or two. Heroncourt sprang 
back to his place beside the other 
men. They could hear the attackers 
talking amongst themselves in fierce 
undertones which were almost drown
ed by the cries and moans of the 
wounded.

“They are plotting something, sir,' 
said Baxter, in a quick whisper.

“Some of them are going round to 
the back; they are going to try to 
take us in the rear," said David Jones 
quietly.

(To be Continued.)

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
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Waist—2135. Skirt—2131.
For this waist pattern, 2135, one 

could use crepe, shantung, voile, ba
tiste, linen or lawn. The skirt could 
be of the same material, or of serge 
Jersey cloth, satin, novelty or check
ed suiting, or corduroy. The skirt 
Patern, 2131, is cut in 6 sizes: 22, 24 
26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist measure 
It requires 5 yards of 44-inch material 
for a 24-inch size and measures 
yards at the foot with plaits drawn 
out. The waist pattern is cut in 
sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 in 
ches bust measure and requires 2% 
yards of 44-inch material for a 38-inch 
size.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patents which will be mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
FOR EACH PATTERN in silver or 
stamps.

INC
of the finest quality, our own make. Every one guaranteed to 

be of Solid Gold. All sizes, and prices ranging from

$3.00 to $16.00.
1 <

Be sure and buy your Wedding Ring from the

RELIABLE JEWELLERS,

T. J. DULEY & CO.
Ring Measuring Cards Sent on Application
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Ladies’ White Cambric 
Embroid’ed Underskirts

Best Values Procurable at

BLAIR'S.

A POPULAR SIMPLE MODEL.
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2151—Girl’s Dress with Sleeve in 
Either of Two Lengths.

This model is such a comfortable 
style for a school or play dress and so 
easy to develop. It Is nice for dimity, 
lawn, batiste, gingham, chambray, 
gabardine, challie, poplin, repp and 
serge. The Patent is cut in 4 sizes : 
2, 4, 6 and 8 years. It requires 3% 
yards of 24-inch material for a 4-year 
size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

WE OFFER
Ladies’ White Cambric Embroidered Under

skirts at from 50c. each only.
Ladies’ White Princess Embroidered Under

skirts at from $1.00 each only.
We have a large variety, but in some prices 

not tremendous quantities, and advise your 
early purchasing.

We are also showing Extra Special Values 
in other makes of Ladies’ White Embroidered 
Cambric, Muslin^and Voile Underwear, such as 
Ladies’ Nightdresses, Combinations, Chemises, 
Knickers and Camisoles.

It may be years before we can repeat the 
values now offering to you.

HENRY BLAIR.
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NO MATTER HOW THE 
FIRE IS CAUSED

if you’re not insured, you’re 
a loser. Take time to see 
about your policies. We give 
you the best companies and 
reasonable rates.

WE JOHNSON.
Insurance Agent.
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The latter, 
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All Furl 
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finish and
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A good play dress for a child can be 
made from a man’s worn shirt. Cut 
it Dorothy style, and the work Is very 
Utle, not to mention the saving in the 
youngster’s clothes.

fHR NEW FRENCH REMEDY,
THERAPION NO.^1
CURES DISCHARGES, EITHER SEX.WITHOUT INJECTIONS,

THERAPION No. 2

BRND STAMP ADDRESS ENVELOPE FOR 
F ft CE BOOK TO DR. LB CLERC MBD.CO. 
Havbrstock Rd, Hampstead. London.
TRY NEW DRAGEE (TASTELESS) FORM OF

THERAPION
SEE THAT TRADE MARKED WORD -------
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POSITIVE SALE !
Extensive Timber Limit, to

gether with Freeholds, on the 
waterside of South and West 
Rivers, Hall’s Bay; apply early 
to

Due to Arrive:

80 cases California Oranges-all counts.
30 crates Choice Green Cabbage.
60 crates Texas Silver Peel Onions.

PRICES RIGHT.

BURT & LAWRENCE,
14 NEW GOWER STREET
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