
raggeddress-and waacall.ngon them in badEnglish tosurrender.Heslipped back behindhis shelter just in time to avoid the showerof bullets which, by way of reply, whistled indignantly about'
Not yet!'shouted Luke Carnaby, feeling in his pockets forrevolver cartridges. Luke's face showed still that look of quietself-possesHon which in the hour of danger gives a man powerover his fellows;buthis deep-seteyes were blazing, and his heartwas sick with the horrible passion for revenge which seizes the bestof men whenhe has watched friends and comrades strickendownbeside him.

nWn^e-B^rpUt ° Ufc< w
8 again< 'Xam aOTTy>' h<> «id in hisown quaint tongue. 'Wo do not want to shoot any more of you.'He disappearedonce more, andhow orwhen he subsequentlyslippedawayno one had leisure to notice ;for at that moment adeeper,moredistant thunder broke through the intermittentcrackle of therifle fire, andaway over a hill to southward,plain for all anxiouseyes to see came a puff of Bmoke witha yellow flashin theheartof'L^T^Lfr^Stil^other and laughed- anda cheer

iv,

'And **«''* al
T
lrie°t,' saidLuke's lieutenant, standing at hi8elbow. 'By Jove,Ididn't think itpossible thatour expreS wouldget through Hesynodand emptied the last treasured drops fromhis water-bottle. Thenhe bent down to twist ablood-stainedhand-kerchief tighter round his leg, just below the knee. 'Never wouldrepeated)

-
he picked up hia rifle -*

Luke glanced round to where five motionless figures lay sideby sideclose behind him, their broadhats over their f£ces ;glancedbehind these at the rough shelter of branches with whichattempt hadbeen made to protect a dozen wounded fromtheblazinjrsun. They will have tomake haste,' he said ;andeven ashe spoke
his

paQlOn gave a httle Btart< a little S»*V, and rolled over at
Lukelooked at him once, and turned away,hiabrain whirlingas the horrible, feverish desire for revenge shook him again Theenemy,willing enough before to play a waiting game/knew thatthey must soon be outnumbered and came pressing on They ex-posed themselves recklessly and gave Luke many opportunities"

and three or more of them fell before he filled his magazine for
♥

im£' and
u

flun£ the empty bandolier aside He was stilluntouched, but that last effort on the part of theBoersscatteredthe dead anddying thick around him. There was no longer timeto carry them to the rear:they lay where they fell, and the sightand sound of them kept their leader's passionat redheat
TW«

hVh
v.
e1!? 1* oa the nearer lights:" and thoseBoers who hadguarded the rearbegan riding past down thehill,infull retreat. At this the fire from below ceased abruptly, andthe°eSin enim1"086 t0 **""* andSent & <laaveriQ& cheer after

hill £?ll 7 hT,°88 tl\f kl°£ f they Could Bfte the Bowslimbing thehill to the hollow where they hart left their horses. A shell, burst-nignoisily at the bottom of thekloof, hastened theirmovements.mSSSSi^S^k^ddSi17 near the Scout8* fillin* their
'Isay,' shouted Dickio Smith, wild with excitement, to theBoera galloping past. 'I say, Iwish you would goback and askthose chapsof ours to tike care what they're about. They're shel-ving the vXS.n° anSWCr ** thiS reqUCBt< he b<*a*<*«*^'"

Heft Burghers, liedcr," 'he chantedat the topof his voice.5 y°^n£- B°er' r ?g?g f°me distancebehind his retreatingcomrades,turned his head to look:and as he didbo his horse, struck by arifle-bullet, dropped dead under him.
Manand horse rolled over for 20 feetdown the hill-side, andthen lay stil! Luke, sparing a glance for them ashis eyessweptthe prospect, thought that therider too wagkilled:butafter a fewminutes the latter began with some difficulty to extricatehimselfirom his dead steed,and presently stoodupright.
His comrades had noneof them observed hia mishap, and werelonpince out ofsight. The English, busied with their wounded,took no heed of him: and presently, finding himself almost un-injured,he began toclimb up towards the spot wherehehad fallen,and where his rifle still lay. He picked up the rifle andsat downona atone, considering what todonext.Dickie, having done his share towards aiding the wounded,returned to his post near Luke. The two stood watching, as shellafter shell burst on the hill from which theBoers had made theirfirst advance The gunners had found the rangenow:theirmissilesdropped with pitiless accuracy, and men and horses fell toevery
The Dutch boy watched too. He saw his friends flyimr andfalling as the shells burst amongst them, andhis eyesnarrowedand grew hard. He looked to see if his rifle hadbeen injured byits fall. J *
Butnineteen-year-oldDickie felthis heart swell with triumph,

bince daybreak he and his companions had held their own" formany hours, and at the cost of many lives, they had kept theirposition; and now it was over aud the victory wasto them. He
Bprangona rock and wavedhis grimy old hat round hishead, andshouted at the full pitchof his voice, 'God Save theQueen1

'
At 50 yards it wasaneasy shot. Dickie dropped like a itone.The smile was still on his face as he lay, buthis eyes, turnedonLuke,widenedpiteously.

'
GodSave the Queen1

'
said Dickieagain "

and died.
The Dutch boy crouched low, clutching his rifle. He sawLukes face for a moment, white and terrible, with blazingeyes—the face of an avenger. But the long kloof grasses closed softlyover his nead as he fell, and it was with tenderer thoughts, oftragrant earthand blue-eyed lobolia blossoms, andof a purple but-terfly that flutteredfor a moment above him. thathiachildishlifeebbedaway. *
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wascrowned by a rampart of rocks which formed a Bmall naturalfortress, capableof affording some sort of protection to mea and
*??"' fDdhere the little foroe took UP a Position. Dickie Smithandhis friend,anAmerican scout of renown, crouched side by side

in theirplaces, watching with strained eyes aa the light grew Butthere wasnothing to be done: the enemy, except for a tew feebleHashes here and there, was nowhere to be seen, and thoughsomeofthemen blazed away with great energy, there is little satisfactionto begained from wasting igood ammunition on rocks and brush-wood, whenall that you possess is in thebelt on your shoulder,andthe chance? cfa further eupply arc cxt-cme'y remote.'Get clear before itis lighter,' said Luke Carnaby,and a manandhorso slipped silently away to the rear. Another man followedon foot. Should the swift messenger for help fail the slower andless conspicuousone might fare more fortunately.
The two vanishedinto the shadows, andat the samemoment therifle shots out yonder ceased as suddenly as they had bygun. Thefirst shafts of sunlight turned the far mountains rosy,andbendinglower,broughthill afterhillout of obscurity :the misty shadowsof thekloof were dispersing, its thousand innocent inhabitantsfurred and feathered, came forth to a morning world fragrant anddim withdew. Butstill the enemy made no sign, and Luke Car-naby,straining his eyes through his field-glasses, knew that theBilenoe boded him no good.'That Portuguese, Basto,' said Dickie. 'Eh ?

''Umph !
'

gruntedhis neighbor, who wasa man of few words'
Queer thing,1said Dickie. 'That fight in the Storinberg, youremember. Howdid theBoers know our plans ? Andnow atrain

Queer thing.' B'
Where's Bastonow ?' asked the other.'Went on patrol yesterday and hasn't come back. Dashedqueerthing,'mused Dickie.

1A pity,'said the American. His mouthed closed grimly, buthe openedit again to say,
'
Iguess I'llknowhim again when Iseehim.

'And in the meantime,'Dickieadded, 'he has set us up heretomake a target for our friends opposite. Never knew Carnabytaken inlike this before. Strikesme we are ina bit of ahole."He laidhis rifie acrosshis knees,and began fingering the sights'
Twelvehundred,'said the American, nodding at the oppositeslope. Dickie fired at random into the maze of rocks and bristles,and Lake Carnaby looked round over his shoulder.'
Steady there with the ammunition,'he said quietly.Itwaaoneof those moments which force a man to realisethat,however clever hemay be at his work,he is still only humanThe enemy, who he, Carnaby of Carnaby's Scouts, could at that

moment have proved conclusively to be thirty miles away,wasallabout them, obviously well informed of their position and move-ments, and probably laughing in his nnwashed sleeve at theirstupidity. Luke, raging behind a calm exterior, saw himselfcompletely outwitted, bested at all points, by what agency hecould not then stop to think. He chafed bitterly under theinaction which he knew waa the only possible course for him topursue.
He turned round tosay something to his men. when all at oncethey wereducking and bending to avoida sptut.erinjvolley whichwas poured in on them from the other hide of the kloof. Ananswering volley echoed from their rear.The noise of the rifles went thundering along the hilte andwaked them roughly from the repose of years. But the greatblue mountains looked on gravely from afar, and took no part inthe struggle of these men. blood-brothers as they were, fighting,

they scarcely knew why, for a cause which which was no moreto them than a name. The blue mountains had looked on otherfights asmeaningless perhaps,in the dead dark days of blood andsavagery.
The Boers dodged on foot about the rocky slope. When oneofthem showed for a moment, which wasseldom, he was instantly themark of a dozen rifles;but for the most part the English reservedtheir fire, peeing, even without their leaders' »oinewhat emphatichints on the subject, the futility of expending cartridges on analmost invisible enemy. Slowly but certainly the cordon grewcloser. In the rear the Boers, under cover of aprojecting spur, haddrawn within a few hundred yards ;but here they didnot 'com-mand the English position, though they effectually cut off retreat.In front things were still more serious The Boers advancedwith consummate skill, creeping from rock to rock and frombush

to bnsh until they reached thebottom of the kloof. Herewaaopenground for a space, and here theEnglish concentrated a deperatefire ;but in vain. Boer after Boer rolled over ; a dozenfigures lay on the narrow strip of grass ; butstill others cameonundaunted,and as fast as they reached cover they began to comeupthehill.
Again thefusilade stopped, and now the air was full of otherBounds. The groans of the wounded Boers lyingbelow, the shriekof an injured horse elope behind him,Binote onDickie's ear out ofthe sodden stillness. The horse was plunging about amongst theothers, creating dire confusion, and it was necessary for some-one to go and put an end to its sufferings witha bullet. Dickiearose from his crouching position smong the stones, and walkedacross to do so,and when he came back he remained on his feetlooking eagerly down the hill,his tall young figure dark against

the eky.'Lie down!
'

cried the American in the gruffest of bass voicesHib handclosed like a vice uponDickie's ankle, and in amomentthatyoung gentleman was measuring his length uponthe ground.'You young f00l t
' paid the American sternly. 'Go and make atarget of yourself somewhere else if you must-not just alongsidethe finest scout in the Britißh Army !

'
Dickie jeered athim, and got onhia feet again as soon aspos-sible,for something of considerableinterest wasgoing onbelow. AtallBoer hadpoppedout frombehind a rock quiteclose to them—

bo that they could note diatinotly every detail of his rough and
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