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BREARKING-UP. DAY
MYSTERY—AND TOM MERRY

Z @ =
GUSSY COMES FACE T
WITH HIS FOE!

THE MYSTERIOUS LETTER.
u HAT'S the worry "
W Tom Merr n};kcd that question.
Tom, in flannels, with a bat under
his arm, was looking in at the doorway of Study
No. 6, in the School House at St, Jim’'s.

He was looking in to round up Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth for crickel
practice. :

But he quite forgot cricket as he beheld the
swell of St. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus was geated in the armchair
with a letter in his hand. He was gazing at that
lofter with an expression of asstonishment on his
noble face that amounted to bewilderment.

So fixed was Gussy's
attention on that letior
that he did not see the
captain of the Shell in the
doorway and did pol seem
to hear Tom Merry's
voice,

He gazed ab that letrer
as if hypnofised by it.

“Pai Jove I” Tom heard
Gussy's murmuring veice.
“Whalevah can he mean?
Is he ewncked? He must
be ewncked! Bai Jove!”

(Copyright in the Unmited States of Americe.

AT ST. JIM'S FINDS GUSSY INVOLVED IN
& C0. BOOKED FOR A TRIP TO SOUTH AMERICA!

R

Opening Yarn of a
Super New Holiday
Series by

MARTIN CLIFFORD

A STRANGE

—

“Walke up, Gussy!” roared Tom Merry.

“Oht? ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

He henrd Tom Merry then, and gave a jump.
His eyeglass dropped from his eye, and he hutiry
elutehed it and replaced it, and stared at Tom.

“What on earth's up?” demanded Tom.

“Up# repeatod Arthur Augnstus vaguely, “I
don't know that anythin’s up, Tom Mewwy.”

“Ts (hat o letter from your tailor?” asked
Tom sympathotically,. “Won't he let yon have
the now trousers till you've paid for the last
waistcont 7" -

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“You're looking fearfully worried! Do you
over. worry about anything but trouserst”

“Wats!”

«Tf it's a bill, old bean, I've dropped in at the
right moment " said Tom, laughing. “I've ha
some holidey tips. How
much

“Phank you vewy much,
denh boy, but it's not n
bill. woally  cannot
undahstand it 1"

“Homebody written you
g letter in words of moro
than one syllablo?”

“Weally, you ass—"

“Well, what—"

Tom Merry broke off as
he noticed an envelope
lying on the study tsbﬁ).

All rights reserved, and reprodection without permission strictly lorbidden.)
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from which, apparently, Arthur Augustus had
talcen tho letter that scemed to perplex an

puzzle him go much. That envelope had foreign
stamps on it, and a foreign postmark,

Lettors from iormgu parts were rather unnsual
in junior studies at St. Jim's, Tom could soe the
word “Rie.” The lotter that was puzeling Gussy
hind arrived, it seemed, from South America.

“Didn't T hear (hiat your brother, old Conway,
wnsyon a trip in South America 72 asked Tom.

[0 P

Woll, if that’s 4 lotter from hing, hand out
ihe news, old bean!  HHew's he getting on aniong
the. Prazilinns and the Braznl nuts "

“1 weally do uot kaow, Tom Mewwy,”

“Ha=n't he lold yout”

“Nain

Tom Marry's face became grave, and he stepped
into (he study. Tom Merry & Co. wore well
acquainted with Gussy's brather, Lord Conway,
tho cldest son of Lord Bastwood. * If enything
had happened to him in the wilds of Brazil it
was a matter of genoral concern.

o 5"01. bad news, Gussy” he asked.

LL ‘o l)_

“(iood news?”
‘N

“Then swhat's the news?”

“There iso't any 1"

* Just 4 note lo say he's arrived somewhera

".\‘-Uv"

“N'hen what does lie toll youi”

“ Nothin" 1"

“Well, no news is good news ! said Tom with
a smile. “I'm not inguisitive, Gussy, but we all
like old Conway, nnd if anyihing's pone wrong,
ety

“Nothin' that I know of, Tam Mewwy |
Tuless—" Tha expressipnsoi worty and per-
plexity deepened on Gussy's face, ' Unless—"

“Unless whot t*

1 belleve it's feahfully hot in Bwazil,? :aid
Avthur Augustus. <A fellow might get & touch
of the san. That would account for in.”

“Tor what?” asked Tom, in astonishment.

“Oh, nothin® 1" said Arthur AuFuuue hastily.

Tom Merry gazed at the swell of 8t Jim'e, It
was obyious that the letter from his elder brother
in Brazil caused Arthur Augustus deep worry and
distress, There was appareantly something in
it which he could only account for by & theory
of sunstroke, or something of that kind.

Bui if Lord Conway—an extremely sensible and
lexel-headed young man—had wri]‘l’gn a letter to
his brother at 8t. Jim’s which gave au impression
that le was “erncked,” -t was very remarkable
and rather slovming.

' Anything private in lhe letter, Guser ¥ arked
Tom at lnst,

“0h, nal!

o yon can show it to o pal?”

*Nans, bhut—"

“ Bub what 7

“T think pewwaps 1 had beltah not, deah boy 1"
said Avthur Aupustus, "I poor old Conway
hat gone cwicked, T wathal fhink shot 1 had
bettaly not mention *it, even to wou, old fellow.”

Tom Merry chuckled. h

“Weally, 1t is not a Jaughin' matinh. deah
boy,” suid Arthur Avgustus. “Suppose you had
a hwothah——"

I haven't, worse luck !”

“And suppose he was in Bwarnil.” continued
Arthur Awpgustng, “ Buppose he was on & twi
on the wivah somethin’ or othah in the back
cotnbwy of Bwazil—=*

Tne Gry Lisrary,—No. 1,641
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“ Suppose away 1" agrecd Tom, 5’:;

"A!ﬂ)snmmsa he w'ote you a letier, whﬁiv‘-“"wnuld
you expest to find in it 1" nzked Arthur Augustus,

“SQomething about Brazil nuis, and Indians
and alligators, and revolutions and things!®
answered Tom.

“Yans. Anpd suppose—"

“ho

“Suppose he said nothin® whatevah about
Iiwnxi], but only mentionad o Chwistmas game—g
E'J."]{'}Eoﬂl of vonjuwin’ twick or otlinh—"

"Bh?

“Some game or othah we played at Fastwood
House Jast Clhiwizlinns &

“What 2

“Somethin’ that I have guile forgotten, you
know—he does not say what sort of thing it wssl
Ald suppaose that was all—"

“Nothmg else in the letter ¥

" Na*

»

“0h, my hat * said Tom blankly.

*Txcepl that he says I'm to ke'el) the lettah.”
said Arthuy Augustus “Nothin' clse at all.
Would that make vou think he must have gone
ewncked, Tom AMewwy 7

“But it's impossible, Gussy!” exclaimed Tom
Merry, “Wihy the thump should & sengiblo chap
like old Conway write an idiotic lettor like that
from a foreign couniry thousands of miles nway 7

“Yaag, wathah!| It feahfully upsettin’, old

chap! It must be a touch of the Bwazilian ean,
I think. Poor old Conway!” szaid Arthur
Angustus, 1 womembah, when he started, I

told him he had bettah put it off till the long
holidays, you know, so that I conld go with him
and soa that he came to no harm. He laughed—
1 don't knaw why. And now——"

"You've read the letter upside dawn, or some-
thing, Gopssy " said Tom. Yoo kpow what an
a=e vou are. old el 17

“Weally, Tom Mewwy:

“Betler show it o Blake and Herries and
Dig when they come in, and see what they
think,” suggested Tom,

Artimr Augustus shook his head.

“No feah ” he answered, ' IF poor old Conway
s gone ewacked I shall not say o word sbout
it. Pway don't azk me anythin’ about the letial,
deali boy. On the whole, T think it would be
wite to keep it absolutely dark?

“0Oh, do!” gasped Tom, *“Coming down fo
fhe cricket, Guesy "

“Not just now, deah boy! 1 am feelin’ too
feahfully wowwied for ewicket,” .

And Tom Merry left the study—leaving Arthur
Augusius gazing ot that steange and mysterious
letter again, with puckeved brows, evidently guile
unable to make head or tail of it

»

SOMETHING LIKE A SHINDY !
uCI.‘F.\Il': on 1" eaid Monty Lowther

“What's the hurry " asked Tom
. Merry. 4
“Wo wanl to get in hefore davk B explained

Manty.

YEhat op, you pss 17 hissod Manners.

Monuty Lowtlee vever eoild resist+a jesi—and
he did wol alwoys slop. la think before
perpetialing the sane,

Monty meant no offence to a stranger. Alonty
never meant any offence. Bur sometimes he gave
offence without meaning to—owing to  thst
irresistiblo propensity for eutring little jokes in
and ont of senson.

The Terrible Three of the Shell were walking

o

g
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 Spanish or Portuguese.

. man was white or black, red or
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along Ryleombe Lane towards the school. The
summer holidays were just at hand, and most
8t. Jim's fellows were thinking of them. Bul

Tom Moerry and his friends, just then, were
disoussing another matter—the strange case of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth Form.

Tor several days pasti—ever since, in fact, he
had received that curious letter from Brazil—
Arthur Augnstue had not been his usunl serene
and equable self,

Arthur Augustus was worried.

All his [riends koew that he was worreied, and
why, Ciussy’s inimitable way of Keeping a secret
was equivalent to shouting the same from (he
housataps.

His f[rimu.ls had no doubt that if le showed
them the letter from Brazil, they would be able
to expluin what puzzled and worried him—ior,
so far as they could seo therc could not possibly
be anything in a lotter from old Conway to puzzle
or worry anybody who liad os much sense os
a bunny rabbit.

Ciusay's friends agreed that Cussy liadn'e!

Tndeod, Jack Blake declared thot he had had
white rabibits thar were monuments of intelleet in
comparison with his noble elm.

But Gussy declined to show the letler. FHe
was keeping the whole thing dark—in his own
rcmnrkaL\c WaY,

As friends of (ussy's, Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther were quite concerncd abount it. But
Monty Lowther forgot all about Gussy and his
mysterions worry, at the chance of culting a
liitle joke. It i3 sad to relate that he forgot
his manners also !

Ahend of the thiree juniors, as they walked up
the lune, was anofther pedestrian,

Fven by a back view, they could see that he
was a forcigner, His garments had a foreign
eut, and the immense shady hat on his hen
}ﬁn:{-d of the wide sunny savannahs of Western
anda,

Drawing nearer, they had a sight of his face—
which was not merely dark, but almost black.

e wis nat & blaek man, He might have been
But there was obviously
a strong admixture of the black elemont. He was
o rother big moen; le walked with a jaunt
swagger, and he bwirled in his band n cane with
a lenvy knob. His nfanner indicated that he
had quite a good opinion of himself.  Perhaps
he came from some country like Brazil, where
the “colour bar' is disregarded—the United
States of Brazil being very much shead, in that
yespect, -of the other United States.

Nobady at St. Jim's cared & bean whether a
cellow, or a
mixture of all four. A man's colour was his
own alfair, whicl ¢oncerned nobody but himself,

Monty Lowther would never have dreamed of
rude romarks on such o subject, DBut his
besotting sin found him out—and as the three
juniors came along by that davk-complexionad
gunuoman. Monty cut his little joke about
‘gotting. in before dark.”

e did not mean the dark gentleman to hear,
of course. Bt the dark gentleman seermed io

have very keen cars, and e ditl hear. “He
not only heard, bt evidentls understood the
allusion.

He turned towards the three juniors with s
most unpleasant expression on his face,

“Qie e issol?™ he excleimed in sharp, angry
tones,
Monty Lowther coloured to the roots of his

&

hair, Tom AMerry and Manners both looked
extretnely uncomfortable

Monty was ashamed of himzeli—now that he
saw Lhat the dark man had heard and taken
ollence,

The dark fan did vot look a nice man. Hs
had black, ghuting eyes, scowling, heavy brows,
and a sear irom a knife-eut on s cheek, which
did not. add to his good [ooks.

He losked, illlll“l“{t the kind of man wha was
always roady for trouble, and more likely to
welcome it than avoid it

“Oh! Borry " stammered Lowther. THe was

- feeling as if ho could have bitten off his tongue

for thut unlucky jest. “Pleaso excuse me—I did
ot think vou could lisar me—only a joke, sipl"”

Teally, he hardly knew what to say. There
was, i fact, no oxcuse to be made for such &
breach of good manners.

“Vou make one joke, to insult a gentleman
of Brazil!" exelaimed the dark maz, ‘

“Naot at all, sirl  Sorry I spoke!” said
Lowiher, with zreat humility.

“8ir," with humility added, ought to have
sct Ilie matier right,

But it did pot set the matter rvight, The
Prazilian, as he was speaking, advanced towards
Monty, who backed awny,

" Pieasa don't lake offence, sir!"” urged Tom
Merry, trying to pour oil on the troubled waters,
“No olfence intended.”

“This chap is & silly ase, and can't help it "
explaincd Manners,

Really, that ought to
foraignor—and no doubt would have done—had
he been 8 man ensy to satisfy. Bub it was quito
Elmn. on his looks, that he was quarrelsome und

ullying—and it was no use trying to placate
p man who liked to give rein to a savago and
bullying temper.

He came closer to the three, gripping his cane
with the evident intention of loying it rouu
the unlucky jester,

The  (hree juniors, anxious to aveid troublo,
backed and backed, till the hedge stopped them,
and they could back no farther.

Maonty Lowther's eyes gleamed. He had been
to blame—bnt he had done all he could to set
the matter rizht, And he was not going to bo
bullied—still less was he going o let the nan
handle that stick.

“Look lere, chuck it!" lie exclaimed. *“I've
snid I'm sorry—and that's enough | Now clear
off and chuck it."

A swipe from the cane was the answer,

1t exught Monty Towiher neross the shoulder,
and he uttered a yell. Tt was nof merely a lick
—it was a heavy blow, and it hurt. And it was
clear that the dark man was going to follow it
up with others.

But that swipe was more than enough for
Monty | e made a leap forward, and grasped
the dark man's right arm, to stop the use of the
cane.

YWill you chuek it, you hooligan?™ he roared,

“Npo! Nao! I will beat you to one jelly
snarled the dark man, and he wrenched his arm
loose and struek azain

“Oh " yelled Lowthor as ha got it—acrgss the
liead this time. FHis straw hat erunched under
the heavy, swipe, &

That was more than enough for his frienda.
The three rushed at the dark man and charged

him over,
Tar Gex Lismarv.—No. 1,641
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The mon from Brazil was & big and powerful
fellow. But that charge bowled hum over!

The cano flew from his hand, the immense
hat from his head, and he spra\\'l'e_d on his bac
in tha dust of Rylecombe Lane, yelling with rage,

Monty Lowther seb his straw bat strusght. He
rubbed his shoulder.

“The rotton ruflian!” he grunted. *Let him
try il on again, by gum!"”

I'he Brazilinn sprawled, yelling—tut = he
rolled over tow ards the fallen cane, aud clutehed
ab it—evidently intending to carry on,  Tom
Merry made a jump, ol the cane, snd got thers
first. He clutched it up and sent it spiuninﬁ'
over the hedge with a swing of hig arm, to ial
in the mendows n dozen yards sway.

“You enn go after that if you want it!”
he snapped. * Coma on, you [ehows—let‘s geb
out of thisl"

The dark man bounded to his feet, He had
been aggressive to begin with—now he was in
a towering rage Do did not go after the stick
that had disappesred over the hedge—he cnme at
the three juniors with enraged face and clenched
powerful fsts,

“Took out!" gasped Manners.

The three stdad up to the charge.
Lowther went spinning under a tervific jolt on
the chest. But the dark man had time for only
one punch—the next moment Tom Merry and
Manners had him in their grasp and were rolling
him over. 4

Lowther staggered up, panting. He rushed into
the fray, geiting & grip on the struggling, yelling
man, and helping to roll him. The diteh on ona
side of o lane was dry in the summer hieat, and
into that diteh tho darl man was relled head-
long, to get shut of him.

There was no waler in the diteh, but there
were slinginﬁ nettles in abundance.

Frantic yolls from the dark man announced that
he had found
them uncomfortable.

“ Come on ! snid Tom breathlessly.

The three Shell fellows went on towards the
gchool. They did not run—bulb they walked
quickly, snxious to have no more of that shindy
with the disgruntled foreigner,

Porhaps the stinging nettles gave the dark man
as mucl? as he wanted to ﬂ:g:k about. At all
ovents, he did nat follow them farther—and they
\'\mlk:t'l in at the gates of St Jim's, glad to have
done with him.

Monty

DRASTIC MEASURES !

i OW, you ass—"
“Now, you fathead—"
“Now, you chump—" 5

Blake, Herries, and Digby of the Sh. Jim'e
Fonrth all addressed Arthur Augusius DArcy
togethor.

They were worried about
they were fed-up. They bhad found Arthur
Augustus_in_the study, rending over, for the
umpteenth  time, that mysterious lotter from
Brazil, which eertainly he ought fo have known
by lieart by that time. -~

This sort of thing had gone on for days Study
No, 6 had deeided that it had gone on long
enough. ; :

There were plenty of other fhings to think
about as well as that letter post-mairked Rio de
Janeiro, Break-up for the summnier holidays yas ot

Tue Gey Linnany,—No. 164
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the stinging nettles, and found’
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No. 6 lag not yot settled what
thiey were gomi to do with the holidays. There
were Figgins & Co. of the New House to be
kyboshed before they left for the vacation. It
was time for Gussy to tell his pals what the
trouble was, and let them clear it up for hini

“Now, look here, CGussy!" said Juck Blake
“Oough it up ! Read that letter out jo the study,
il Iw::'ll explain anythiug you don't under
stand.” .

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I'd wathah not, in the circs, Bloke,” he
answered. "It s so vewy odd, and o vewy
upsottin’, that I think I had bettah keep it to
myself.”

*Are you going to stop mooning over it?"

1 was wot awal that 1 was moonin’ ovah it !"
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity. "It is
wathah upsettin® and distwessie’,*

“¥ou've had a face as long ae s fiddle for
days 1" suid Herries,

“Weally, Hewwios—"

* Havo you put it to your pater?” asked Dig.

“T don't want to wowwy the patah with it
It would wowwy the patah no end to get the
ideah into his liead that old Conway had gone
owacked.”

“ 8o you think youy big brather has gone off bis
chump "

“1 would wathah uot sny, Dig.”

“Doee it run in the family 1" asked Herries,

“ Pway don't be an nss, Hewwies.”

“It doesn’t 1" declared Blake, ' Gussy's miner,
%otutg Wally, is a sensible kid. = His brother

onway husthis head serowed on the right way |
Only Gussy is batohy in the whole family."”

“Weally, Blake——"

“Hand it out, Gussy! That lelter practically
belongs to the whole study—so whack it oul, same
as if it were o tip 1"

‘s “?ats :Il

Jack Blake went to a corner of the study where
a cricket stump stood. He picked up ihe stump.

Arthur Aususllls eyved him warily, Herries
nnd Dig nodded henrty a;:mro\'nl. Stumping, in
their opinion, might meet the case.

“T twust, Blake, that you are not goin' to
play the goat 1" said Arihur Augustus,

“Like to hand that letter round 1 asked Blake,

L) NO !}I

“All right! Tin going to puncture you with
this stump till you do. Say whenl” said Blake,
lunging,

Avthiur Augustng jumped back just in time to
save his beautifol waistcoat.

“You uttah ass!" lie roared.

Blake followed him up.

“Keep that stump away, you fwightful aes!™
ronred  Arthur  Augustus,  With the letier
clutched in his hand, he backed towards the
]\:’mdow, The business-end of the stunip followed

.

Yo it 1 grinned Herries,

Y Carry ond” chuckled Dig.

Wil you keep off I howled Arthur Augustus
With his back to the open window, Gussy could
retreat no farther—unless he went through, and
dropped into the quad, which was vot an atlrao-
five prOspiwt.

“Not at all,” answered Blake affably. “We're
fod-up, old bean! You're going to confide the
trouble to your pals. We can't have you moan-
ing ovor that blinking letter all th rongh the holn
Stor that ene !

He Junged,

hand, and Study
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It was rather a gentle lange, Jack Bloke did not
really want Lo puncture his aristocratic pal. Bul
it made Gussy gasp.

" Ooagh "

e, hel” came & cackle from the doorway,
and Blake & Co. gluved round at the grinning
face of Baggy Trimble of the Fourth. =
NBilg!{j' seemed amuged by the-scene in Study

0.

41 say, what ure you fellows rowing sbout !"
asked Trimble. ¥ You're a jolly quarrelsome lot
in thiz study,”

Rlagke gave him a glare.

“Who's rowing " Le roared,

" Aren't you?" grinned Baggy.

Roeally, a disinterested
fancied that n row was gomg on in that study.
Blake & (o. did pot seem to regard it in that
light, however. It was not o row. They were
displaying o friendly aud pslly coneern for
Gussy, that was all'l Gussy was being lunsed
with o cricket stump entirely for his own goodl.

“ Squash that fat Loetle. some of you I" growled
Blake. “Now then, Gussy, hove another, or—"

“Tf you put that stuip neah me again, Blake,
1 shall punch your cheekay head ! ronred Arthur
Augustus, “I wefuse to show you this lettah!
1 wefuse to allow anyone to see this lettah | T'm
keopin' it stwictly dark, and 1 wepeat—
Yawoooh 1"

The stump lunged again.

“He, he!” cachinnated Baggy. *He, hel”

«“will vou follows squash that beetla " roared
Blake. :

Thns adjured, HMerties and Dighy gave their
attention to the intrusive Baggy, They jumped
at him together,

Buggy turned to flee. Two boots reached him
as he fled | Bagzy's fal giggle changed into a
loud yoll.

He disappeared towards the study landing at
great speed. Herries and Dig eame back into
the study. Blake was giving Arthur Augustus
his thivd dig| Gussy was splutiering.

“8ay when 1" said Blake, 'l keep this up
exactly as long as you like, Gussy!l U'm not
tired, if you've not.”

“Stoppit1” shrieked Archur Augustus,

“ Have another?"

“Cortpinly’ not! You nre a weckless young
wullfion, Blake! You are wulnin' my waistcoat!
T shall stwike you if you don't stoppit 1"

Blake lunged again.

Arthur Augustus stagrerved buck and tottered
against the window, Fe thiew out both hands
to save a [all, and from ooo hand the letter few,

It flew out of the open window and Hoated

caway on the summer brecze.

Arthiny Augustus uttered a howl of cousterna-
tion.

“Aly, lettah——""

“yWell, you howling ass!" gasped Blake,
“What have you chneked your letter out of the
window for?"

“1y dwopped fwom my hand, you uttah ass!
It was all your fault " howled Avfhur Augustas.
“Stop playin' the goat—1 must wecovah that
lettaly al oibce! Some fellow might pick it up
and wead it, and then it would get woundthat
old Couway has gone ewacked "

Arthur Angustus rished to the study doorway. ™

Blake dropped the stump.

“Jevver sec sucl a born idiot?" he appealed
to Ilerries and Dig.

“Never ! said Herries,

el
spectator might have

7

“Hardly ever!" said Di'g;

“May as well get ten,” snid Blake. “We'll
tackle Gussy ngmn when lie comes in,  If he
docan't too thw ling, we'll pour some tes down his
noek | That may work the oracle.” :

“Jolly good idea!” sgreed Hervies and Dig.

And the three procceded to prepare tea in the
study—expecting Arthur Augistus back in a few
minutes with the letter, There was little yind
that hot July afternoon, and they had no doubt
that Gussy would find the letter lying where it
had dropped, under the study window.

No doubt CGussy would have done go; but as
he resched the foot of the staircase, Kildare of
the Bixth ealled to hini.

“IDArcy |"

“Yaas, Kildare!™ Arthur Augustos looked
vaund. ' Pway excuse me, I am in wathah a
howwe——-"

“ Housemaster's study " said tha St
capluin,

“Poez Mr Watlton want me?"

"1 suppose he does, as he's asked mo to send
you to him,” answered the Sixth Former, staring,

“I am wathah pwessed for time, Kildure:
Would you mind tellin’ Ar. Wailton that I will
come s soon as Icani" 3
C“Th? What? Yes I should, rather | gasped
Kildare, *“Instead of that, U'll smack your head
if vou don't out off this instant.”

“Weally, Kildare—"

Smiuck !

" Bai Joye I

Arthur Avgusins decided that he had hetter go
to sec what lis Housemaster wanted before he
looked for the lost lester. And he went.

Jim's

THE LOST LETTER !

i H 1" ejuculated Tom Merry.
“ What * psked Manners,
" Liook |"

The Terrible Lhres wera strolling in the quad.
Monty Lowtlier, every now and thon, gave a little
wrigglo, It was more than sn hour since he had
had those swipes from the dark genileman's stick
in Ryleombe Lane, but the effect was far from
worn off vel.

Tom Merry gave a nod towards a big open
window on the ground floor of the School Holse.
A min stead there, looking out into the suuny
quadeangle, F

That room was the yvisitors’ room. And the man
was the dark men with whom the Bhell fellows
had had that shindy in the lane|

“That rotter 1" growled Monty Lowther,

‘O gnm !’ said Manners. ‘I never imagined
that he was coming to the school. What the
diclkens does hewani here 1" :

“Can’t be a jolly old parent or relation,” said
Tom, purzled. * Nobady at St. Jim's from Brazi

sthat I've ever heard of.”

“Must have come to soe one of the fellows, ns
he's waiting in thet room," seid Manners.
""Batter not cateh his eye; we don't want another
row here." .

But it was too late to aveid catching the eye of
the man from Brazil. The eye was already on
them, and the dark scowl that came over the
dusky face showed that the man recognised the
three al once. The black, glinting cyes glittered
at them from the window.

“ (omo on |7 szid Tom hastily.

Monty Lowther grnped in his pocket.

Tug Gex Lmriry.—No. 1,641
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“I've got an apple here,” he said: “I could
got hi’ln n treat—right incthe middle of vhint ugly
mg |

“ You hiowling ass. do you want te be up Lefore
Railton for bilzzing an apple at & yisitor to tha
sehiool 17 exelgimied Tom, in wlarm.  ** Chuele it 1"

“He's a rotten brute and a ruffian and I'm

going to get hinn"
“You're jolly well not1" said Tom Merry and
Manners together. And they geasped Monty

Lowthey by either sy and faivly drogged him
away from the spot, The darlk man at the windaw
seowled after thom as they wenl.

Eyidently he was waiting in that room to sce
somie 8t Jim's fellow, though whom the Shell
follows hind not the faintest idea.

Monly Lowther's pals wallied him off to o safe
distance,  Ibowas tiue that the dark mon had
aoted like s rufliap in that shindy n the lane.
Bt anather row within the walls of 8t. Jin'e was
ot to be thought of. Monly had to abandon the
idow of “getting ' him with that apple.
“What the thumlp is going on here!" asked
Matners, as the Shell fellows, having marched
Monty across the quad, came on a group of
Jiniors under one of the old clms.

Baggy Trimble was the centro of that group.

Mellish of the Fourth and Racke, Crooke, nnd
Ulampe of the Shell stood %und him, Bagey had
o lotter in his hand, whiok he was vending aut
and wiich sesmed to surprise and interest lis
friends. He gave the Teriible ‘Three a fat grin
as they came up,

" Here, you listen to thiz, you fellows!" he
cilled out. M Sea if yoiu ean ma 3 it oul. Blessed

il 1 ean moke head or tail of it.

“Clarry on ! said Tom Merry. e was nob
ititerested in Baggy Aimble or in his corre-
spondence, but if Baggy wanted Wimoto hear he
was willing to hear,

Bagey read it oub:

“f Do you remember a trick 1 showed you lnst
Christmos? I hope you do. Keep this letter, "

FWeall 1! said Tom, mystified.

“Well, that's all,” said Baggy.
sense i ibd"

“Blessed if T do "' =aid Racke.

“(an't say I see much!” said Tom, puzzled.

""Epa any

‘" But I suppose you kuow what your own letters

are about, Trimble.” -
“He, he! This isn't my letter1” explained
Boggy cheerfully, “It's D'Arcy'a”
“What?" roared Tom, X
“ Ho dropped it out of his study windaw and I
picked it up,” explained Baggy Trimble. “Its
the lotter he had m:arl;;ln. week ngo with a Brazil
postmark, you know, that he keeps in his pocket
and keeps on taking ouf to read. Lots of follows
wondered what, it could be about; his pals have
Loey having a row with bim aboub it."
“You fal scoundrel I roared Tom.
hoon reading another fellow’s levter?”
“Eh? Wall, if D'Arcy doesn’t want o letter
{e be seen he shouldn't drop it about ihe quad,™
said Baggy. 1 picked it up for him, T say. 1sn't
it jolly weird for o man to write piffic like that
wll"thé way from South Americal”
Naggy-evidently saw no objection o reading &
lotler when he picked it up, On that subject Tom
Meoriy's views were quite different from ngg{v'a.
He realised that thie must be the leiter from
‘I (Gem Lasaary.—No. 1,641,
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Brazi] that he had found Arthur Augustue look-
ing so aslonished and worried over in his éudy &
[ew days ago.

Certaiuly it was an estonishing eort of letter
for a fellow to receive from a troveller 10 South
America.

Indeed, if that was all that thers was iu if, it
wae no wonder thnt Arthuy Augusiug suspected
lhrn-1 his elder brother had Lad a touch of the
£ -

“Yon—vou—you—-=" gasped Tom, " ive we

that letter at once 1"
MERT T Yo n o it iF you like,” said
Bagey, "1've it aut, though; there's nothing
Deivis Arthur® at the beginning
pudl * Clorway:' at the oinde  Foy not going to give
it to you, Other fellows would like to see it as
well as you, Tom Merry” .

{\Em} dizhionoliuble lonIr! 1" ronved  Tom.
“Nobody's goitg to see'it; I'in going to give it
back to D'Arcy. Hand it over atgunu:a’!" s

“Look here, you know—— Yarooh [ spluttered
Baggy, as Tom Merry grasped hie collar and
banged his head on the trunk of tho elm. “Oh
crikey | Ow ! Leggo! You can have the letter!
Wow 1" : .

Tom Merry gralibied the letter from his fat
payw el thruse it into his pocket without loocking
akiat.

Y3ive him atother bing 17 said Manners.

CGive him a doxen ! said Lowilier,

"ON enkey ] Ol jimiuy 1Y roared Trimble, **3
Y Ow !l Wow, wow ! Legko my neck——
Ow !l Oh, my napper! Ol my nut! Ow ¥

“1 don't think vou ought to bally Trimble, Tom
Merry,” said Racke.

Tom Meryy turned on Aubrey Racke.

“Fou worm ! he hooted. ™ What do vou mean
by standing ronnd and listening to.tlat fat toad
reading out aunther fellow’s letier

“ Yoy heard it, too!l” sneered Crovke.

“T didu't know—anid vou did 1 You're a pair
of routers,” exclaimed Tom, “and if you say
another word Pll give you the same as Trinble”

“0Oh, ga and eat coke I grunted Racke.

SThats five wovds,"™ sakd  Melty
“Carry on, Tom!"

Tom Merry carried on. He grasped Racke and
Crooke together, one in either hand: Racke and
Crooke struggled—but that did not prevent their
heads from coming together with s rescunding
erack ]

SO 1Y roared Racke.

“Ow 1! yelled Crooke.

Tom Merey walked away, the letter in his
pocket, followed by Manners and Lowther
Racke and Crooke wert left rubbing their honds,
Mellish and Clampe grinning, and Bagey wailing
doloronsly,

“ Seen D’Arey 2 asked Tom; as he met Talbot
of the Shell at the doorway of the School House.

“Te's with Railton, I think,” anewered Talbot.

Y0, blow ? said Tom.

The Terrible Three went up to their study to
ton, That letter remained in Tom's pocket.: to be
handed over to Asthur Augustus as soon as he
saw hir,

Lowtliar.

TWO OF THEM !

R, RAILTON laid down his pen.as Arthur
Augnstus D*Arcy arrived in his study.
*“Yon sent for me, sir?” azked Arthur
Angustils,
“Yes, D'Arcy | A mun who gives the name of
Rabeira—n Brazilian—has called here ana desires
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Racke and Crooke struggled—but that did not prevent Tom Merry bringing their heads
together with a resounding crack !

to see you,” said the Housemaster. ‘Is that
name known to you, D'Avcy 1"

“No, sir,” onswered Arthur Auiguﬂlua. in
wonder. “1 have nevah heard it befoah.”

“Is it o fact that
travelling in Brazilt"

“Yaas, sir.”

“1 do not wholly like the man's looks,” said
Mr, Railton. “But hoe states that he has news of
your brother, Lord Conway, in Brazil. It secms

your elder brother is now

* & littlo odd that a man should have been sent all

tho way from South America with news that
might have been written in o lotter.”

“Yans, wathah, sir!l” said Arthur Auvgustus.
He was lost in wonder. “But I shall be vewy
glnd to heoh news of old Conway, sir.”

“No doubt,” said the Fousemaster. He rose
from his chair. I will take you to him,
D'Arcy. He i5 now waiting in the visitors'
room.

“Yowy well, sin" .

Arthur  Augustus  walked along with his
Housemaster to the visitors' room. r. Railton
opened the door, and Gussy followed him in.

A man who was standing at the window, star-
ing out with a scowling face, turned ns they
enterod  The scowl vanished from his dark face

as he turned, His big shady hat lay on a chair,
and his thick, oily Elm-k ?luir glenmed in the
sunshine.

Arthur Augustus gazed at him rather blankly
as le ducked his hend with rather awkward
politeness, showing a fine sot of white toeth in a
grin that was doubtless intended for a polite
smile.

He did not wonder that his Housemaster had
not. wholly liked the looks of Senhor Rabeira.
Arvthur Augustus did not like his looks, either.

“Qim, sim, O irmaozinho 1” exelaimed the dark
man, looking keenly at Arthur Augustus as if
he knew him, thongh Gussy wes quite certain
that he had never seen him before.

“PBai Jove!, The chap seems to know me,
sir,” said Arthur Augustus,

“Phat is scarcely possible,” said Mr. Railton,
“Senhor Rabeira, this is Master D'Aroy.”

“Sim, sim! Yes yes! Ho is like,” explained
Rabeira. “He i5 the irmaozinho—the little
brother,™

“Oh1" gasped Arthur Augustus.

He realised that ‘“irmaozinhio  was a Portu-
guose word signifying tho “little brother” Tt

ne Gey Loorany.—No, 1.641.
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was by his likeness to his alder brother that the
Brazilian knew him, 5

That was satisfactory evidence that Rabeira
had seen Lord Conway in Brazil,

“Sim, sim, yes, 1 know,” said the dark man.
“Bons dias, little senhor! If you wish, I tell
you of the brother in my couniry. I travel with
that noble senhor on the Aragusys.”

“Yans, I womembah shat was the nome of the
wiveh in Bwazil that old Conway was goin' to
explore,” snid Arthur Augustue, *“He wos goin’
up the Awasguaya with canoes and Indians and
things, the last we heuard at home.”

“8im, sim "' agreed the Brazilian.

He sat down, and Mr. Rauilton, after o rather
keen look ot him, loft D'Arcy in the visitors'
room with him, and went back to his study.

Ariliur Algoshis was neithier suspicious nor
very observant, but he obeerved that the dar
man from DBrazil seemed reheved when the
Housemaster went.

“You have news of my bwothah?” asked
Arthur Augustus, “It is n vewy loug tine since
we heard news fwom him.”

The dark man leaned forward, his keen, glint-
ing blick oves searchingly on the schoolboy's
ace.

“Vou have no letter 7" he exclaimed.

“¥ans, 1 had a lettal last week, but there
was no news in it,” explained Arthur Auvgustus,

The black eyes glittered,

“You have a letter, and there iz no news!”
exclaimed Rabeira,  Perhape, in your kind-
ness, you lot mo seo the leiter from that noble
senhor. "

“Woally, 1 seo no weason why you should sco
my_ bwothuh's  lettah,” answered thuir
Augustus, in astonishment, “As o mattah of
fact, 1 could not show it to you, as I have lost
it, and hsve not found it yet.”

The Brazilinn sat nlmg L

“Ah| Hois lost!” he exclaimed. “That is to
be sorry—sim, sim | Perhaps, little genlior, it
wus o letter like this lotter that I show.”

Hea drew fram an inner pocket o leather case,
opened it, and took out o letter. Hea held it
up for Arihur Augustus to see, but out of reach,
really ss if ho feared that the schoolboy might

mnafch it :
“RBai Jovel” exclaimed D'Argy, in utier
amazement. His eye almost popped through his

eyogloss at thot letter. It ran:

“ Denr Arthur,—Da you remember a trick I
showed you last Christmast I hope you do.
Keop this letter,

*Your brother,
“Conway.”

1t was o fnesimila—word for word with the
leiter Arthur Augustus had dropped out of the
window of Study No. b

Tt was not the same letter, Gussy's letter was
in the quad—this letter the Brazilian had in his
pocket. It was written in Lord Conway's hand,
whioh D'Arcy knew as well as his own, There
Was 1o duub'g about that. 3

But what this could possibly mean was o
bewildering mystery to the swell of St. Jim's,

The letter, in the frst place, seemed to have
1o sense or meaning. Hut oven that was not so
surprising as the fact that Lord Conway, in far-
off Brazil, had wrilten two letters, word for
word the same, one of which had been put in
the post at Rio, the other of which was in the

"Pye Gem Lispany.—No, 1,641
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guckeu of this dark, black-browed man from
louth America.

Why he should have written one of ihe letiers
was a mystery. Why he should bave writlen
both was a staggering mystery.

“Pudo o mesmo i asked the Brazilian. "It 1a
all the smme?"
“Yaps 1" pasped the nstounded  DArcy.

U Mhat lertal 15 word for word the same. 1
weally fail to undahstand this”

“And you lose that letter?" grinned tho
Brazilian. “Bom| Even if you do nat lose
him, what do you think{”

“] thought it & vewy odd lettah for my
bwothah to w'ite fwom_ Bwazil,” said Arthur
Angustus. “But pway give mo that lettah, Mr.
Wabeiwah! It was w'itten to me, and on't
unduhstand how it came into your hands. Did
my bwothah give it to you to bwing to me?"

‘Nno, naol” 5

Rabeira repluaced the letter in the leather coso,
and restored the case to his pocket.

Ap[pnrcully he: did not intend to part with
the. letter. ANl he bad wanted fo do was 10
ascertain whether it wus the same as the lettor
D'Aroy had received by post. Why, was simply
o puzzle.  Neither leiter, so far os Arthur
Angustus could see, could be of the slightost
CONnseqUence.

“Weally, my deah sir, I must insist upon your
[,;wm' mo that lettah, as it was w'itten by my
wothah, snd addwessed to me!" cxclaimed
Arthur Auvgustus indignantly.

Rabeira_shook his head.

“What is & value?” he nsked. “ILis nothing;
oo, naol” He rose from his chair, his white
teeth gleaming as he grinned from one dark
onr to the other. “Muito obrigado, little senhor
—much to oblige.” _

Arthur Augustus fairly blinked os the Brazilian
picked up his big hat and walked to the doar.

Apparently he was done with D'Arcy now.

Ho had not come with news from Lord Con-
way, in Brozil, That was his excuse for tho
interviow. For some utterly inexplicable renson
he had wanted to know whatlier D'Arey had
recvived a letter similar to the one he carried
in his pockels He had wanted to see that lottor.
but was evidently satisfied to Liear thab it
been lost. Now bhe was going, grinning all over
hie dark face, ns if his visit to the school had
been an absolutaly eomplele sicopss:

Arthur _Augustus had already wondercd
whethor his brothor Conway had gone cracked.
Now ho wondered whether this man from Brazil
was cracked, aleo. Ruslli his nctions zeemed
hordly sane, Possibly both of them had had &
“touch of the sun” on the Rio Arsguuyi in the
back-Jands of Brazil,

“Hold onl” exelaimed
junping up. -

“Tt is to finish, little senhor.
that a letter is lost 7" grinned Rabeira.
it is no matier.”

He put his hand to ili¢ deor-handle.

“Nevah mind the lettah 1 bave lost,” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus. “That lettah in your
pocket belongs to me. It is of 1o value, but it
was witten to mo by iy bwothal, and 1 inaist
upon your handin’ it ovah !”

The Brazilian ]nugimdﬁ and opened the door.

Asthur  Augustus,

Did you not say’
i rl‘h(!fl

Arthur Augustus gra ped him by the arm.
He gave him so powerful a tug that Rabeira
spun round.  Arthur Augustus’ eyes glosmed

anger and indignation at him. 3
4 Give mo that lettah at once!” he exclaimed.
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The Brazilian did not answer. The grinning
good humour vanished from his face as if wiped
off by & duster. The glare of ferocity that cume
into the dark face startled Arthur Augustus.

But he kept his grip on the man’s avm lor
s moment. Uhen a henvy fist struck him on the
chest, and he went spinning ncross the room.

“Oh owikey!” gosped Arthor Augustus,

He crashed on the floor. Rabeira gova him &
glare, and hurried out of the room., Arthur
Augustus remained on the floor, knocked out by
that terrific jolt.

He sat up at last, gasping for breath,

“Oh ewumbs!"” he gusﬁwd. “Oh ewikey, what
s fonhful wuffian! Oh, bni Jovel” Arthur
Augustus tottersd to his feot, still gasping and
paning.

He tottered out of the room, and to the door-
way of the Touse, Talbot of the Shell was
standing there, talking to Lavison.

“Tlas that wottah passed you, deah boys?"
gasped Arvthur Augustus,

“Who 1 asked Talbot,

“A foweign beasi, with a black face and a
big hat—"

“Oh, yes| He passed us a few minuies ago.

hat—"

Arthur Augustus Jiurried out into the quad,
loaving Talbot and Levison staring.

But the Brazilian was gone.

Arthur Augustus, still in s rather breathless
stato, went to look for the lost letter under the
window of Study No 6. As that letfer was
reposing in tho pocket of Tom Merry, in Study
No. 10 in the Shell, Gussy did not find it.

—_—

SOME PROBLEM !
1) OU utinh nss!”
“My dear chap—"
“Vou fwightful chump—"

“Did any fellow here ssk Gussy to chuek that
letter out of the study window " temanded
Blale, “If he does these things—"

“Yon howlin' nss—"'

Tliroe Shell fellows grinned ns they looked nto
Study No. 6 in the Fourth Torm passage. There
were sounds of excited sltercation in that cele-
brated study. :

Bluke and Herries and Dig were finishing tea,
Arthur Augustus, heedless of ten, was telling
Jack Blake what he thought of him—with
emphasis

“Anything up, Yyou men?"” asked Tom
Meorrey,

“No—down 1” answered Blake. “ Gussy
chucked a letter down from the window—"

“Y did not chuck the letteh down!” shrieked
Arthir Augustus, in almost frenzied tones, “T

“dwopped fwom my hand when yon were limgin’

ab mo with that Loostly stump, -and it fell fwom
the window——""

Wlost o letter?” asked Monty Lowthior.

4 Vans—that lettah fwom Bwazil—"

“What does it matter—youn know it by heart
by this time, the number of fitnes we'ye seen you
rending it 1”7 said Herrics,

“Tt mattohs o lof, Howwies! My bwothah
(Cfonway specially nsked me to keep it—1 don't
kngo}\l\' why, but I am bound fo wespect his
wishes, "

“yaue own fault}” said Blake. “¥ou
shouldn't  keep seorots from wonr old pitls,
You've heon worrying this study for days on
entd with that fatheaded latter. T was goinge fa

i

stick you with that stump till you read it out
to the whole study—a fellow couldn’t do more |

Then you chugk il away——
“1 did not

Augustus, “1

1

chuok it away 1" roared Arthur
wopent—""

CAnyliow, it's not far away, old bean,” said
Tom Merry, ali{apmg his hsnd into his jackot

pocket. * But

m afraid you esn’t keep it a

seoret much longoer, You soe, Trimble picked it

up

~“Oh owumbs | Twimble is cad enough to wond®
it if lie picked it upl” exelaimed Arthur
Augustus. Tt will be all ovah the Housel

Bai Jovel I
ab once."

must get it away fwom Thiimbly

Arthur Augustus rushed to the door
“Hold on1” exclaimed Tom, catching at ki

arm.

“Pway do not stop me, deah boy—ihe sponnl
I get that letlah away fwom Twimble the

bettah——"
“But—"
“Wats 1"

Arthur Augnstus shook off Tom's deraiuing
hand and rushed out of the study.

“Oh, my hatl" oxclaimed Tom. ' Gussy |
Stop, yau howling ass! 1've got the letter heyi,

“Oh Y

Arthur Augustus D'Arey revolved on his axis,
and came buck to the study. Tom Merry took
tho lotter from his pocket and handed it over.

“You see,

1 bagged it from ‘Trimble,” he

expluined. *But as the fat chump was rending
it out to holf a dozen fellows, there isn't muoh
of u secret about it now ! Sorry we heard it,

Clussy.””

“Pai Jove "

Jack Blake

pointed to Arthur Augustus with

his teaspoon, with an expression on his face moro
of sorrow than of anger.

“hat's how Gussy treats his pals!” he said.
“He kac}m things duark froms them, and then
confides the whole bag of tricks to Trimble !

woe want news
better ask Ba

of old Conway in Brazil, we had
Y.

“Pway don't o howlin' ass, Blake! It is
wathah wotten for the thing to become pnialiliu

pwoperty like

phis 1" said Arthur Augustus.

will give thot fat boundsh Tywimble & feahful
thwashin’, But that won’t set it wight! Did
you fellows heah it when Twimble wead it out?”

“(Couldw’t help it,” answered Tom. “Wo
thought, of course, that the fab nss was reading
out u lotter of his own—till ho told us it was
yours | I banged his lead on a tree—ifl that's

any comfort.
 Now half

the Fouse knows what's in the

letter, are .vo_u_?oing to tell your pals?” asked
Blake sarcastically:
Arthur Augustus drew a dcer breath.
thi

“¥an heard what was in

Mowwy 7" he

5 lettab, Tom
asked.

“Qorry, yes—every word."

“(lould you make hend or tail of i

“Wall, it sounded rather weird!" confessed
Tom. '“But perhaps if your pals looked over it

togother, thoy

might malke out what if means."”

Avthur Augustus lsid the lotter on the toble.

«\Wend it, desh boys!" he said. “Tt would
have beon bettah to keep it dark—as it weally

looks as if ‘old

Conway has gone owacked. How-

evah, T shall be glad to have your. o inion.”
“Qura you've made up your mind about it?"

asked Blake.

again {”

“1 don't mind handling the stump
Tug Gew Liseiay.—No. 1,641
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“Pway don't be an ass! Wead the leitah.”

“Dl, all right !

Binke and Ilerries
thgether, Three faces
amazement.

The three had had no doubi that Clussy had
wisunderstood that letter from his brother in
Brazil, and was miking a mountain out of &
molehill, But now that they read it themselves,
thoy had to admit that it was rather o remuark-
able letter for a traveller in a far couniry to
dispetch over thousands of miles of sea and land.

They read the letter. ‘They stared nf it. They
blinked at it, They fairly goggled at it.

'ho Terrible Three, who already knew what
was in it thanks to Baggy Trimble, wore 88
perplexed as Study No. ©

“This—this lelter came
stuttered Bluke.

W anel?

“AWhat en varth did ald Conway write from
Brazil for to sk you sbout o Christmas gameT"
gasped Hervies

‘T give Lhat one’ np, Ilewwies.”

v dnd why does he wanb you to keep tho
lotter?” exclaimed Dige  *What's tho good of

and Dig read the letter
repistered blank and ulier

from Brazil1”

41 weally do not know, Digl"
gix fellows looked at tlint letter—now free for
inspection,

n the whole, they rather admitted that Gussy
had resson for keeping it to himseli—now thal
they knew what was init. For, if Lord Conwar
had not had a fouch of the tropic sun in Brazi
it was t}uito difficult Lo gucss what he could
possibly have meant by that amazing lotter,

“There's no address on it!"”
“You can't answer it."

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“Fg asks you a question in it," stuid Liowther.
“Put if you remembered the thing ho meutions,
au can't tell him so, as you can’t answer the
otter. And what can it possibly matler,
anyhow 1"

“T have no iden |”

“3Well, it takes the cakel” said Tem Merry.
“Was thers anything special about your Christ-
mas gomes lost year?"

snid Maoners.

“Not that I wemembah, deah boyl 1
wemenmbah  old  Conway silo\\'_ed me  £0mMo
conjuwin tl\.\'tcks. that's all—nothin’ special that

I kuow of."

“iWell, this beats the band | snid Blake,

It does—it do!” agreed Lowther.

“TPut—now that yon know all about it—I
had bettah tell you the west;” said Arthur
Augustus,  © It is feahfully ‘mystewious. A man
called to sco me—a black-faced boundah nawmed
Wabeiwali—"

“That sportsman
exclaimed Tom Merry,

“Vaas] Well, he showed me 1 letler w'ilien
by old Comwny, word for word the sawc as this |
Old Conway muskt have w'itten two Jattahs—jist
the sume—one weached me by posl, and that
Bwazilion chap ¥u'§ hold of the othnh somehow.
What do you fellows think of that?"

Tam Merry & Co. did not tell Arthur Augustus
;\"iHIL they thought of that, They fairly gaped at
11,

S0 s weally vewy wemarkable!” went on
Arthur Augustus, and he related what had
liappened in the visitors' room—his friends
listening in utter astonishment.

Tae gml Lispary.—No. 1,641
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“his beats Bansgher1” snid Jack Blake, “I
can't make out how tho Brazil nut comes inte the
picture at all—but—but—what on eurth can have
made Lord Cnnwn{ play_the goat like that?”

Not o fellow conld begin to make hend or tail
of it. Rvery head in tho study was shaken, Lord
Conway, perhaps, had had some renson for
writing these two remarkable letters from the
wilds of Brazil, But if he had, nobody in Study
No. 6 could guess what tho reason was 3

Arthur Augustus folded the letter and placed it
carciully in his wallet, Fle could no more under-
stand why his brother wanted him to keep it than
why his brother had written jt at all. Nevertho-
less, he was going to keop it with the greatest
care, na Lord Conway had ssked him to do so.

1 feah,” said Arthur Augustus, as lie. put the
wallet into his pocket, “that this gen only mean
a touch of the sun—that poor old Conway hos
gone o little owacked 1"

And the other fellows were silent. 1f that lotter
did not mean that Lord Conway, far away in
Brazil, had gone off his chump, not a fellow in
Study No. 6 eould guess what il did mean,

GUSSY'S B1G IDEA !~

£ AKING your camern "

“Don’t bo un ass !l

Monty Lowther asked the question. FHarry
Manners made the answer, ''bat answer, appar-
ontly, implied an affivmative. Manners' camers
wits. ‘85 Monty had remarked, like Mary's little

lamb—overywhere that Manners went, that
enmura Was sure to go.
SR wasn'b it going to he s holiday T'" asked

Liowther.

ot Merry laughad.

Y Shut np. Monty 17 he saids
Trickle in, old bean!"

It wus the day before breaking up at St Jim's.
The Terriblo 'Thres were sorting out thinzs in
Study Ne. 10 to pack. The study was in o rather
dismuntled state when Arthur Augustus' eycglass
gluamed in at the door.

dvou fellows fealifully busey?” asked
Augustue, as he irickled in, * Bai Joyel
am 1 twendin' o’

Y 0nly somo of
Lowther,

There was a roar from Manners,

HAWhat silly ass knocked tlse filins olf the
table? D'Arcy, you thundnving idiot iake your
hoof off my lms "

“ Weally, Mannahs—"

Will you take your hoof off thoso filins 77

“yans, certainly, lbut 1 wenally wish you
wouldn't wonh at w chap, Mannabs. It thwows
a follow into o fluttah, Weally, I— ¥awooh I

Arthur Augustus «did not seem to think of
taking his foot off the flms while be was muking
his remunsks, Bub a shove on his noble ohest
cansed him to remove that foot, and he tottered
baclkwards across the study, caught hig kneas on
o aemehair, and eat down sude enly and hard.

cOw! Ol ewikey ! rosred: Arthur Augiaiils
Fie Lad sut on something harder than the €l of
an armehair. " You uttah ass, Mahnahs! Iilgve
sat (down on somethin'—thero i= somelhin® iy this
Lenstly chuir—"

“Only Manners' cameral” said Lowther,

Anothier roar from Maoners |

“Weally, Manuahs, it is fwightfull careless 1o
ctick o camowah into an acrmehair for u fcilow
1o it on 1" exclaimed Arthur Augustus warmiy.

" Hallo, Gussy!

Arthor
What
fibis 1

Manners' unswered
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“Bai  Jovel
Mannahs "

Manners did not exx’l_ain whal the matter was.
Ho grasped Arthur Augustus by the shouldera
and whirled him out of the armchair. Manners,
it seemed, did not want his camera sat ugon

Arthur Augustus staggered ncross the study
and collided with the table, He clutched at the
table for support, and it rocked An inkpot flew
over, and a stream of ink shot over &
papers.

“Oh cowumbs!"  pasped  Arthur Augustus
“Vou wull ass, Mapnahs! DBai Jove! Look at
tlint ink | I twust those papahs are not of any
value, deah boys." |

“Nono ab alll” said Manners. = “Onl Low-
ther's holiday number of the ‘8t Jim's News," "

“You blithering owl 1 roared Monty Lowther.
He olutched at his pregious manuseripts and
shook ink from them “ You clumsy chump—"

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“¥You dangerous maniac—""

Y Order|” gaid 'Pom Merry. “Sit on the lltl.'pie:i
Gussy | Shut up, Manners—shut up, Lowther I

Manners collected films and camera, grunting.
Monty Lowther dabbed manuscripts with blotting-

aper, snorting, 1t was loft to Tom Merry to
aphold the reputation of that study for hospitality
and good manners.

Asthur Augustus D'Arcy sat on the table, All
the chairs were occupied with heaps of books or
other articles in the procoss of sorting and pack-
ing, He turned his eyeglass sovercly on Manuers,
and then on Monty Lowther.

“1 am sowwy if I haye domaged your camewnh,
Mannahs!” he said, with dignity.

¥ Fathead 1"

T suppose you ¢an w'ita all that scull out oval
Bgd i[n‘ 0‘\’\'t]li.ll?"

What 18 the mafrah now,

10

“\Weally, vou fellows—"

“Tixed up for the hols,
Mm?'.

“Yans, wathah| I came heah fo speak. about
the hols,” oxplained Arthur Augustus. “Have
you fellows made your awwangements?"

“0Oh, yes! We've fixed up o cruise,” said Tom.
“Our respected elders are going to stump up the
cash for the tickets—n cruise on the briny—"

“Bai Jovo! That sounds all wight1”

“Right as rain!” said Tom,

“T guppose you would not like to chuck it up,
deah boys, and make some othah awwange-
ments 17 asked Axthur Augustus,

“Um! Nob quite!” said Tom. *Why?"

Y1 am tokin’ Blake and Hewwies and Dig on
& twip ! explained Arthar Augusivs, “That
ass, Bloke, makes ous that hie iz takin' me—but
that's all wubbish, of course. 1 chall be in charge
of the partay, and if yon fellows decided to
came, you, could wely on me to look aftalh you,
a,nd see that you did not land in twouble, and all
that.*

Tom Merry chuckled.

“Phree chaps will bs enough for you to look
after, Gussy 1" he said  “ You'll have vour hands
full with Blake and Herriee and Dig."

“Ynas, e.wwa?_a go!” admitted Arthur
Angustus lﬂought ully.  “Still, we were. all
togothoh ot Iastah, you know, and I had the
whole lot to look aftah, and I managed all wight !
What sre you gwinnin' ab, Tom Mewwy 2"

“Oh, nothing! Have a good time, and mind
you look after Blake and Herries and Dig!"

#yaas, wathah!” ssseated Arthur Augustus
innocently. T shall bo vewy careful about that,

Gussy 1V asked Tom

1weap of
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of course. I have fixed it up with the patah, yon
lowow, aud le is standin’ the tickets—and I have
to lat him know how many to take, I thought I
would ask you fellows—I should waenlly like you
to come, But if you've fixed up n cwuise—"

CPhat's i )" .

ANl wight, then!” Arthur Augustus slipped
from the table and navigated his way among
soattered articles towards the door. “If you
won't change your minds—"

¥ Why not change yours,
cruise ? asked Tom Merry.
~ “T should be vewy glad fo do so, denh boy, but
in the cires, you see, it is imposs!” explained
Arthur Augustus. I am wathah wowwied
about old Conway." .

" Conway 1" rcg‘mtml Tom blankly.

The Terrible Three stared at Arthur Augustus.
They were. quite aware thut Arthur Augustua
was worried about his brother in Brazil, sinco ho
had received that inexplicable letter from him.
But they could not quite see the conncction
between his worry on the subject of Lord Conway
and the school holidays.

“Yags, wathah'! Of course; I have not toldl the
patah I am wowwied about him—no need 1o
wowwy the patah, too," said Arthur Augustui.
“Put the fact is; I am vewy uncasy ahoul tho
old chap! I am jolly well goin' to see whethah

anythin's the mattah.”
" IhY

S Whatt!

“How "

The ohums of the Shell cjaculated together.

% Tt's two or thwee months since he wiote home
fwom the Plantahs’ Hotel st Wio 1" suid Arthue
Augustus.  “Of course, if e has gone up or
down the Awasguayn with canoes and Indions and
things, there may be diffioulty in w'tin', 8till,
T got that lottah fwom him, though I cannot mako
hend or toil of it. I om jollay well goin' to seo
whothah old Conway is all wight.”

“How " lowled Tom Merry.

“Ty goin' to ses, old clapl That's the only
way. L'm foshfully - sowwy you fellows oau't
come—1 should have thonght you'd have liked
a twip to Bwazil

“Prazil 1" yelled the Terrible Three,

“Yans| Blue line stenmah to Wio de
Janeiwo, you know

“Vou're going to Brazil for the hols!” gasped

and come on the

Tom. :
“Yaas, wathabl T am takin’ Blake and
Hewwics and Dig, and it would be a weal

pleasuah to take you chaps also, if you could only
come. 1 should wathah have thought vou wauld
like the ideali—"

“You howling nss "

H3Weally, Tom Mewwy L

“Why didn't you say you
Brozilt'" roared Tom

“Eht Didn't T mention that?” asked Arthur
Augustus. Pewwnrs I didn’t! It's wathsh a
long twip—about a lfortuight out, nnd, of course,
the saume back—but we should have timo to sea
gomethin' of the countwy: and I suppose you
follows are not afwaid of slligators, and Indians,
and bolas and things! T am weally sowwy you
can't come—"

Tom Merry laughed.

“¥ou can cut out the sorrow and turn on jov,"
he said. “ We'ra coming 1"

“We are !’ enid Manners.

“Wo is!"” said Lowther.

“RBai Jovel!” Arthur Augustus' face beamed,
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“1f you fellows weally don’t mind cuttin’® ont
that ewuise—"

“Nou howliug uss, we'd cut out a dozen cruises
for a trip to Brazil! You might have gucsed
that one, even with a brain like youes.”

“Waoally, Tom Mewwy—""

“By gum! 1T shall be able to take some rip-
ping snaps in Brozil " enid Manners, his eyes
ghistening. "I shall got a enap at an alligator.”

“Mind the elligator doesn't get a snap at you I
vemarked Lowthor, o)

“Rolling down to Riol” said Tom Merry.
" Gussy, old man, you're o prize packet! Vou're
the goods! You're it !

“I'm fenhfully glad you will be able to come,
deah boysi I will let the patah know sbout
bookin® the cabins at onee,” said Arthur
Auvgustus. “The steamoll goes next weck—I[wom
Tilbuwy or somewhsh| 1In thwes weeks fwom
now, denh be g we shall bo in Bwazil—"

“But mind,” soid Monty Lowther solemnly,
“wao shall expect you to look after us, Gussy.
We shall have to tall our parents and guardisns
that we are in good hands.”

“Wely on that, desh bor 1” beamed Avlhur
Augustus. 1 shall take charge of the partn:
and 1 ¢hall look sftah you fellows as much as
lock aftah Blake and Hewwies and Dig 1"

“And we shall let you do it—just as much as
Blake and Herries and Dig1” promised Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur  Auvgustus ambled away (down the
possage, beaming with satisfoction. Fe left groat
satisfaction behind him in Study No. 10. A tri
to Brozil was “some” trip, and Tom Merry
Co. were going te have the time of their lives

UNEXPECTED !

I DECK," said Arthur Augustus,
" Easily 1" answered Monty Lowther.
Arthur Augustus D.Arfhy paused on one
of the innumerahlo staircases of the steamer Blue
Star and turned his eyeglass on Lowther in
surprise,

“Bai Joyel What do you mean by that,
Lowthah 7" he inquired.

“The visibilify is good,” said Monty. “I can
see decks to the right of us, decks to the left of us,
decks in front of us—"

“*Yon soe, I did not ssy “see deck’l I said
C Deck, I mean that our eabins are on € Deck.”

“Go hon "

*Weally, Lowthah—" !

“We're going to O, you fellows,” eaid Monty
Lowther,

" Of courso we are goin' to sca, Lowthah, Wo
could hardly get to Bwazil without goin’ to ses,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Has it weally only just
oceurred to yon that we are Eom’ to senf”

Tom Merry and Manners chuckled. As Monty’s
loyal chums it was their {riendly dufiy to ehucl:(vlu
wﬁcn Monty pe_rlpetmtecl o pun. It was their
duty and they did |

But Arthur Au%:‘stus looked puzzled.  Blako
and Herries and Dig looked at Monty Lowther
in surprise, 3 & -

“Well, my hat!"” said George Herries. “Mean
to say you didn’t know we were going to ses,
Lowther, when we've como here to take this
stenmer 17!

' How should T know we were going to  till
Gussy said so 7" nsked Lowther, “We might have
been going to A, B, or D, or anywhere olso along
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tho alphabel. This afterncen [ expect we shall
b going to 1.

MON ewiliey )
Lowthah £

“"But are wo really going to take this steamor,
Gussy 1 nsked Lowther, as the Sk Jim's party
emerged on C Deck,

" ¥aoas, wathoh ! What do you think we have
come on it for 7

““Oh, all right | 1 thought perhaps the stenmer
wig h{{omﬁ to tulke ug," explained Monty Lowther

l" ““ ”»

Is that one of your wolten pune,

The Blue Star wos o buzsing hive of sotivity,
golting ready for sea, The July sunshine
strenmod down on the Thomes add the docks
Seyen faces were ns bright as the sunshine.

Lord Eastwood's secretary had conducted the
purlg to London and seen them sufoly bestowed
on board the liner, After that they were in
chorge of the captain until the arrival at Rio do
Janeiro, At Rio they were to be met and con-
ducted: ashore, n cable having preceded the purty
to muke the ncpnsan{g arrangements,

In the meantime, the juniors were an their own,
with fifteen doys ab gen before them. They were
going to enjoy every day of the fifteen—at least,
that wes tho programme, ;

“Cabin No. 6,” said Arthur Augustus. "1
wemembah the numbah because it is the same as
the studay at Bt. Jim's, That is a fourberth
cabin. And Cabin No, 8 is for thwee—that is for

you chapsl Cabin No, 7 was alweady booked
when the lickets were taken. Steward! Where's
that steward 2

“Here'ro the cabins!” said Blake. “Never

mind the steward | Here're our bags in them.”
“Yaas, wathah "
Sludr No, 6 stopped at Cabin No. 6. The
Yeorvible Throe wont on to Cabin No, 8—passing,
naturally, Cabin No. T.

The deorway of that cabin was wide epen and
the scent of a strong cigar flonted out, n potent
and pungent scent, The passenger in that cabin
was nob afraid of sea-sickness, judging by the
hefty smoke he was putting on just before the
steamer pulled out,

As tho three Shell fellows passed, o sudden,
startled exclamation eame from within

“0 quol T possivel 1

That cxelomation in the Port’u!i‘uesu tongua
rather startled Tom Merry & Co. They glanced
in at the cabin doorway,

“Oh, my hat 1" ejnoulated Tom Merry.

“OL1? ejoculated Manners and Lowther.

They stared blankly at a dark, almost black
{]ut;o. with glinting black eyes, under an immense

at,

The St Jim's fellows had rather forgotten the
man from Brazil, Rabeira.  His visit te the
gchool, and his strange interest in the lefter
Arthur Augustus had received from Lord Conway,
had mystified them—and still more, the fack thit
he postessed a fapcsimile of the letler. Bug
mystifying as it wag, they had dismissed it from
their minds, and certainly they had not expeated

to sea Rabeirs again. ¥

And there he was—sitting in Cabin No. 7 on !j1_e
Blue 8tor, staring at them from under his big hit,
with astonishment in his dark face, setonishment
mingled with suspicion and anger,

& ga rapazes|" he exclaimed. “Os repoazes!
The boys F’

He started to his feet,

“Youl" excluimed Tom Merry,

Rabeira stepped out of the cabin,

“Oh, bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus

i P —
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D'Avey, “That
wottah,”

“hat what!” asked Blake, *Did you leave
your manners in Study No. 6 at Bt Jim's,
Gussy ™

“Weally, Blake ik

“What the dickens arve you calling the man
names for?" asked Ferries. ‘“Can't you be civil
to 5lmngirm‘s, Gussy 1"

“ Weally, Hewwies—"" . y

“[.ooking for a row " asked Dig.

“ Wenlly, Dig—" S

“Well, what do you mean, image?” demanded
Blake. *liver scen the chap before

“¥Yaas, wathah! It's that bliﬁl}ltnh who called
at St. Jim’s and knocked me ovah in the visitora'
roonl. '’

YOl my hat 1

Blake and IHerries and Dig had not seen the
Brazilian before. They looked at him now with
great curioaity.

Rabeiva scanned the St. Jim's party, and his
eyes fixed on Arthur Augustus. He came towaris
the swell of St Jim's, his manner hostile and
threatening.

Arthur Augustus faced him with contemptuons

s he caught sight of him.

scorn in his aristocratic face. The other fellows
promptly gathered round.
That the man was some sort of a desperado in

his own country they had no doubt. They could
ensily imsging him playing the part of u bandit
on tlie forest-clad banks of the Rio Araguaya.
His row with tho Shell fellows in Ryleombe Lane,
ang what hed happened in the visitors' room af
the school, showed that he was little accustomed
to keeping his ferocious temper in check.

But if he were hunting for trouble on € Deck
of the Bloe Star, Tom Merry & Co. were ready
to give him all tha trouble he wanted and a little

aver.

“Youl You tell ine one lie when I speak at a
school |'' exclaimed Rabeira, his black eyes
Flouming at the swell of Bf. Jim's, his dusky
s elenched.

“Pway do not have the cheek to addwess me,
you wottah I answered Arthur Augustus. “1
wegard you with uttah contempt 1"

T4 is one lic!” exclaimed Rabeira, * Yon tell
me that a letter is lozt'1 I believe' that a lottor is
jost—I do not think that a foolish schoolboy tell
me one lie! But it is false. A letter is not lost 1"

“Is that chap potty?" asked Herries, in
wonder. “What the dickens does he mean?”
“1 am not intewested in what the wascal

means {” said Arvthur Augnstus, with dignity. 1
wefnse fo speak a word o liim 1"

“For what are you here?” exelaimed Rabeira.
" Thiz steamer, he go to Rio—on this steamer,
¥ou go lo Rio, is it not?”

“Why shouldn’t we bo going to Rio?” asked
Tom Merry in wonder. “What has it to do with
you, in sny casef” i

“You go to Rio?” exclaimed Rabeira, “¥Yon
do not stop at Madeira, at the Canaries, no—you
go to Brazil?"

“Yes, certainly.”

Rabeira's eyes fixed on Arthur Augustus again,
It was plain that he was startled and enrnged,
and, it seemed, alarmed, by the sight of the St
Jim’s parly on the liner hound for Brazil. The
sight of *os rapazes” on O Deck of the Blue
Sﬁ_m' had almost made him jump out of his dusky
skin.

“You do not lose a letter 2 Hiz voice came in
n Pis\?‘ “Yon say that you lose a letter, and it is
fnlzo
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“1 weluse ~to answah you!” said Arthur
Augustus, ' T wefuse to addivess a single syllable -
to you, yon waseall . You have & lettali thal
belongs to me, and you are i waseally wottah
not to hand it oval.” :

“You do not lose a letter!" howled Rabeira.
“If you lose o letter why are you on @ ship
that goes to Brazil?”

The juniors gazed at him in wonder.

They could reslise that’ Rabeira’s visit to
fngland, and to the school, had been on accouns
of thal mysterious letter, utterly inexplicable
as it was to them. It seemed that he had been
sadisfied by the statement that the letter was
lost, and was going. back to his own country
relieved in his mind on that subject—till he saw
the party on O Deck.

It was not much of a coincidence that he was
sailing on the same steamer as the juniors. Both
parties had booked on the next steamer to sl
for Rio de Janeiro, But the encounter on board
was a surprise fo both partics:

“A lie—a lie 1" hiszod Rabeira.

Arthur Augustus disdained to reply.

“You silly ass!” said Jack Blake, replying for
him, “D'Arcy told you the letter was lost because
it was lost when he told you. It was found by
snother fellow, and he got it back. Wlhat the
thump does it matter to you?”

The Brazilian stared at him.

It seemed Lo dawn upon his angry, savage mind
thnt he Lad not been doceived, for he nodded
after a moment or two,

“Lntendo | he said. 1 understand |
was lost—and it , was found—entendo!  And
hecouse of that letter you go fto Brazil?”
He cume a stop nearer to Arthur Augustus, his
oyes gleaming at him. “Spenk, you—it is because
of that letter that you go to Brazil

“1 wefuse to weplyl”

The durk face of Rabeira worked with: rage.

“Speak, fool! But I know—sim, sim, I know!
You read a letter, and you go to Brazil. Sim|
Yes Oh, yes! Now 1 t:nuw that you read and
understand & letter! Yes, You shall under-
stand bim, yes?t"

*OF pourse T undahstand my bwothah's lettah,”
nnswered Arthur Augustus bfnnkly. “What the
dooce do you mean !

“ And because of that letter you go to Brazil ?"

i \’aas"l

The Brazilian clenclied hiz dusky hands, o
eame another step nearer to the swell of 8k Jim's
his monner savage and threatening.

Arthur Angustus did not recede an inch, His
oyegloss gleamed seorn’ nt the savage dark [ace.

Tom Merry & Co. closed round, ready for
trouble. It was plain in the brave’s face that
fie could scavcely restrain his fury, though the
chuse of it was fuite unknown to the sclioolboys,

“Vou go to Brazil!"” said Rabeira hoarsely.
* Little senhor, it is dangerous in Dragzil, Death
lurks on the banks of the Araguaya—death baunis
the fooisteps of the stranger wfw treads in the
sortao ! Listen to me! Thore is time to go back,
You step off a ship, you stay in your own country.
and it iz well for youl!”

“Wats

““If you would live, stay in your own country,”
said Rabeira, “In my country you will not live
muny days.”

“ Wubbish "

“There are many in PBrazil who fear Joao
Rabeira,” said the Brazilian. “There are many
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who have ceased to fear him, because thore was
o knife. Do vou understand, little senhor 7

“1f you think I am nfwaid of you, you wotten
wuffinn, you had beitah go to sleop and dwoam
again I answered Arthur Augustus conlemptu-
ously. ““Now shut up sud cleah off. I've had
onough of you, bai Jove I

“Look out I"” gasped Blake, 3

Rabeira was grasping at the swell of St Jim's,
his rage breaking out of all restraint

Tom Morry & Co. closed round him like one
man, They were quite ready to handle the
snvage, reckless raflian,

Innumerable hands grasped Joso Rabeirn, and
he was spun off his feet and pitched headlong
nlong the deck.

He went down on his back with a crash and a

yell

“Bal Jove! What & wotten wildcat!”
ejuenlited  Arthur  Augustus, staring at the
sprawling, panting rullian. "“Does he think he
n{m cawwy on heah as if he was in his slum at
Wio 7'

“If he does we'll
sll that,” said "Tom Merry ;irimlf.

“Haye somo more, you black-fucod monkey 7"
demanded Jack Blake, glaring st the sprawling
bravo. “Lois more, if you want it.”

“Boot him along "the deck "
Herries,

Rabeira staggered to his fect.

His dark face was convulsed wilh. rage. But
evidently he realised that he could not CArry on
on board u British sieamer ns he was ncoustomed
to do in his native land. A steward was hurry-
ing to the spot, passengers wero staring round
at him, and it was borne in on his savage mind
that ho was asking for more trouble than ho
could handle.

He muttered curses in his own tongue, slouched
into Cabin No. 7, and slammed the door shut.
Tom Merry & Co. looked at one anothor,

" Wg]l,” saeid Toni, with & deep breath, * this ju

ol

ive him somoching Lo curo

exclaimed

a

“Is the man cwacked, do wyou think®" said
Arthur Augustus, “What can it poaaibi; matlah
to him whethah we go to Bwazil or not

" CGoodness knows.”

“There's something behind this that we don’t
get on to,” said Manners, “There's more in
that letter than meets tho eye, Gussy.”

“But what, deah boy 7"

“T give that ono up! But I faney that black-
faced blightor knows, and ho thinks you know |

“Bai Jove! That sounds to me like talkin’
in_widdles, Mannahs,” said Arthur A sbis,
“¥ou fellows have all wead Conway's lettah;
thero's nothin’ in it, that I can gep!”

“Rotton luck to have the brute on the same
steamer all the wn{s to Rio ” snid Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathuh | But, bai Jove, if he twics any

of his wulianly twicks again we will weport him

to the ¢n||>'tnin and haye him turned off at the
next stop 1” =
The Brazilisn’s door remained shut. Tom

Merry & Co. saw no more of him as the Blus Star
ulled out of the Thames nnd storted on her
ong voyago for distant South Americs,

THE STRENUOUS LIFE !
6 TS hot!” said Dig.
*“ Warmish | afraed Blake.
Wi l"Beﬂ_at]gd ‘;;ohl ?aid Herrioa,. < i
" What's tho 5, 80 as you're happy
Tae GeM mem.-No.ull:gill. v
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sawned Tom Merry,  “We're taking it rather
.‘nsy IIJJ g

It was hot; there was no doubt about that.
The Blue Star was well on hor woy into the South
Atlantic.  The steamer had touched nt Lisbon
and then churned on south by west for Madeirn,

nd in African latitudes the St Jim's fellows
ux{mulod it to be hot—and were not diga pointed.

There was wqually no doubt that they were
toking it casy, Arthur Augustus D'Arey reclined
in_ o deck-chuir in an attitude that o novelist
might havo described as one of unaffeclod grace,
There was a cushion behind his noble head—a
nice, soft eushion. His elogant logs were stretched
out, his elegant feot mminﬁ on two other chairs.
A beautiful straw hat shaded his face from the
suUI.

An open hook lay on his knees. It was o lerge
hook—a very large book. Since he had sat down,
after lunch, Arthur Augustus had glanced ut it
twico! 'I'wo glunces seemed enough for him,

The book was a Portuguese dictionary. Arthur

Augustus, as he was going (o Brazil, had decided
sngely to pick up some knowledge of the langunge
of the country. He lLad supplied himsolf with
o dictionary, ‘& grammar, several hrase-books,
and other nids to knowledge, nluckily, all
except the diationurg hod somehow gob packed
in trunks labelled *Not required on voyage,"”
So Arthur Augusius had to do the best he could
with the dictionary by itself. Thero wae a perfect
ming of knowledge in that dictionary, but it wus
probabile that Gussy had not dug very deep, so
ar.
Tomn Merry aud Mannere and Lowther sal in
& raw in deck-chaivs, Blake leaned lazily on the
rail. Hervies und Dig sat on the decle. with their
backs to the rail,

Nobody, looking at the party just then, waonld
have guessed what strenuouns E}!iowb they really
werel They did not look sirenuous,

Arthur Augustus sat up n little, adjusted his
eyoglnss in his noble eye, and surveyed lis
friends with a rather severe glance,

“Bai Jovel You look a lazy Jot 1" ho
romarked. “If Figging & Co. could spe you now,
thoy would say that the School House wag o
slack House.”

Six fellows looked at Arthur Augustus,

They freely admitted that they looked—and
were, ab the moment, u lazy lot. ut as Arthur
Augustus laoked the laziest of the lot, this
remark from the ewell of 8t Jim's struck the
general company as superfluous,

“Buck up!” suggested Arthur Augustus
encourngingly. "I weally do not like to see
Soliool House moen slackin’ about like this, oven
in this hot weathah. It will pwobably be much

* hottah in Bwagzi), and what will you do then,

if yow've got inta the habit of lyin® awound like
o lot of tired snails?”
ix looks, fixed on QGussy,

expressive, 3

“You burbling chump!” said Jack Blake.
“What are you doing at the present moment £

“I wm studyin’ the Portuguese langnage,
Blake 1”

“Oh, my hat |

" Bomebody will have to n'}mnk to the natives
whon we get to Wio!” said Arthur Augustus.
“I twust T shall have picked up encugh to aot
as mlerrwotnh to the partsy. You get fonhfully
swindled in o foweign countwy if vou cnnnot
speak the langunge.”

“How much have ?'uu learved already 2 asked
Monty Lowther, with decp sarcasm,

became more

——— sl e et
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“I am pickin' it up, Lowthah! I am gettin'
quite a fist of words fwom memowy, and if [
oan womembah what they mean, they will come
in vewy useful. It is wathah wotten to see you
fellows slackin' wound like this, while I am hard
at itl Laziness gwows on & follow I”" said Arthur
Augustus, with n serious shake of his noble head,
“Don't slack wound like T'wimble, you know.”

“Tathead I” said Manners,

“Weally, Mannnhs i

" Ass |V gaid Lowther,

“My deah chap——"'

“Chump1” yawned Tom Merry.

“I am eonly speakin’ to you fellows for your
own good I"  snid Arthur Auvgustus mildly.
Y“Pway moke an effort, and buck up a little.
What about & spot of deok tennis, Blake?"

*“If you're game, I'm on.”

1 mentioned that T was studyin' Portuguese,
Blake! T do not want to intewwupt my studies,
even for the pleasuah of a wca]ljly stwenuous
game. You and Hewwies and Dig—"

*1Is he wound up " asked Dig.

“I wegard that as a wude wemark, Dig, when
e fellow ia speakin’ to you for your own good "
gnid Arthur Augustus with dignity. *“Mannahs,
deah boy, are you too lazy even to take photo-
gwaphs?”

“ What is there to photograph here, fathead?”
ngked Manners. “Think I want to use up my
films on the sky and sea? If I had a movie
camern now I could take a picture of a silly ass
with his jaw in perpetusl motion.”

“Wats| Tom Mewwy, what about a wun
wound the deck—a little twot to keep you fit?"

‘“Blitherer 1”

“Well, what about a walk, il you are too lazy
to wun? Weally, it makes a fellow tired to sec
you chaps sittin' about doin' nothin’, and yawnin’'
your heads off, like n lot of Baggy Twimbles. |
am glad that I have energy enough not to
follow wour example, at any wate,”

And Arthur Augustus rearranged the soft
cushion at the back of his noble he an
loaned back on it. The big dictionary Shpp{!d
from his knees and thumped on the deck. It
remained there. 'The energetic and strenuous
Gussy did not exert himself to tlie oxtent of
picking it up again.

Jack Blake detnched himself from the rail.
Comparison with Baggy Trimble did not seem
to have had » gratifying effect on Blake, Neither
did the way Arthur Augustus was studying the
Portuguese langusge seem to strike him as an
example of strenuousness,

‘*A ran round the deck isn't a had idea!" he
remarked.

“That's wight, deah boy!” said Arthur
Augustus approvingly. "1 am vewy glad to see
that my wemarks huve fallen on fwnitfu] esil”

“Too jolly hot!” said Dig.

"Not for a really strenuous chap!™ said Blake,

“Buck up, Dig, and follow Blake's example,
deah boy! You will feel all the bettah for n
little stwenuous exaheise |

“We'll do this deck, and then A Deck, and
then B Deck, and all the jally old decks, one
after another ' said Blake. * All over the decks,
snd up and down the stairs, what 7" 3o

“\VIP?U!' " gnid Arthor Augustus with liearty
approval, “Buck up, Digl Buck up, Hewwies]
Bet, those Shell slpchahs gn example.'

“Nover mind Dig and Herries,” said Blake.
“You're coming, Gusay ! Cot out of that chair!”

“I am sludyin' Portuguese, deah boyl
Othahwige—" -
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change will do yon pood!” said Blake.
“You can't keep on swoiting like that all through
the vovage. "

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Blake stepped round bohind Arthur Augiustis
deck-chair  Ar(hur Augustus did not rise from
thas ehair.

“Coming?" asked Blake,

" Nat ai pwesont, deah boy! You sec—"

“Yes, I seel' ngreed Blake, He stooped
behind the deck-charr and jerked at if. It
flattened out suddenly, and there was a startlod
howl fram Arvthur Augustus.

“Bai Jove! What——"

Bump |

“Ow 1" pasped Arthur Auguostus, as he sat
suddenly on the deck. “Gwent Scott] What is
the mattah with that beastly chair? The steward
cannot have lixed it pwopnhly. Oh cwumbs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus, no longer a
picture of lnzy comfort, sat on the collapsed deck-
chair and glared round at Blake. “You uttah
ass, you are playin' twicks with my chair? You
have let e down, you howlin' ass—"

“That's all right—I'm going to pick you up
again ' said Bluke oheerfully, and he grasped
Gussy's right car for the purpose. *“IKim on!"

“Yawoach I” roared Arthur Au[?'ustus. “You
feahful wuffian, let go of my yah !’

“If anxbody lere feels as strenuous as Cussy,
he might zet hold of the other ear and lend me
a hand 1" said Blake.

Horries, grinning, grasped Arthur Augustus®
other ecar. They pulled together, and Arthur
Augustus fairly bounded to his feat,

“Now come on I'" said Blake.
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"Will you let go of my yahs?™ ghricked
Arthur Augustus.

“Arve you coming for a run?”

“Certninly not! I »

“Then we're not letting go of your earsl
Come on, Herrvies! Ruace you to D Deck1”

“Go in"” said Herries

“Yawoolt! lLeggo! Yon utiall wuflinns—oh
ewikey 1"

“Ha, ha, hal"

Blake and Hervies—not looking at all lazy
now, but quite strenuous—staried to race for
D Deck. As each of them was gripping an
wristropratic ear in an  iron  grip, Arthur
Augustug had to race also. His onrs wero going
—and Arthur Au{;uf-lus had to accompany them,
A parting would hove been very painful. ~Arthur
Augnstus rosred as he went ut he put on
quite a good speed.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the rest of the party, ns
Blake and Herries flew along the deck with
Arthur Augustus yelling bebween them,

“Go it, Gussy I howled Dig.

“Put it on, Guesy!”

“Hg, ha, hal”

“Yawoooh ! floated back from  Arthur
Augusius as he put it on. “ Blake, you wuflian
—¥lewwics, you hooligan—welepse my yahsl
Will you welcase my yahs, or will you not welease
my yuhs, you wuflians”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

e strenuous party disappeared from € Deck.
Sounds of laughter from other r%mrlcrs indicnted
that the possengers of the Blue Star were
deriving entertainment from the race! Bounds
from Arthur  Augustus—not of  laughter—
{:}r]icutm! thet he was not enjoying the strenucus
ifel

Tt was ten minutes bofore Arthur Augustus
reappeared on C Deck, He came at a rapid
run, with Blake and Herries closa behidd, He
had gol his ears away at last—but his friends
seemed anxious to recapture them. The deck-
chair parly greeted him with s roar of
merriment.

“Ha,, ha, ha 1"

With his straw hat on the back of his head
his eyeglass strenming at the end of its cord, and
his mﬁ;lc face slreaming with per?;utiuy.
Arthur Augustus charged along C Deck, amid
howls of lsughtor. Ho headed for the opon door-
way of Cabin No. 6, darted in like o rabbit into
a burrow, snd banged the door shut.

Bloke set up the deck-chair again and dropped
into it, ond fanned his heated face with his
straw hat. Herries mopped n streaming brow
with a handkerchief, rom Cabin No. 6 was
heard & sound of breathless gasping. Bluke
chuclkled.

“Nothing like o strenuous life " he remarked.
“Cussy didn't seem so keen on it ns a fellow
might  have fancied from what he was
saying——"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Ready for another race when you come oul,
Guesy ?” roared Ilerries.

“Wats 1" came back from Cabin No. 6.

Arthur Augustus did not come out.

TOO FUNKRY !’
uOH!" ejaculated Maonners.
He gave guite n jump in his bunk
A sleepy voice eame from helow:
“Whassup "
Tur Gem Lisnarz.—No. 1,641
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“Paghed mosquito, 1 think ! gronted Manners.

He rubbed his eor, and settled down agein,

It waos o glorious night, but it was hot. Bright
stars were reflected in a sea of the decpest,
darkest blue, The Blue Btar's engines throbbed,
her lights gleaming for out on the shadowed sen
as she churned on for Madoirs,

The dooewny of Cabin No. 8 was wide open to
lot in the nir—what air there wos. There did
not seem to be much, Most other doors were
apen also, The 8t. Jim's party had left wann
weathor behind them in England; but now they
were getting into the tropics, they were finding
it warmer and wormer. But they had not o far
been bothered by tropienl insecte,

Phore were two, bunks on one mide of Cabm
No. B: one on the other. Manners hind the upper,
Tom Merry the lower, on the double side; Monty
Lowther had the single side to himseli. There
was o glimmor of starlight on the deck, nnd a
spob of it penetraled into the cabin by the open
doorwany.

Tom Merry sat up in the lower bunk,

“Did you gay a mosquilo, Manners?™ he askad,

=

" Ha, ha, ha!” roared the rest of the party ;
Augustu



LR

VERY WEDNESDAY

“Bli—yes! Must have been; it stung my
ear.”

“My dear chap, you must have been dreaming,
Do mosquitoes come us fur off the land as this?®
“Well, it was something 1 gnmted Manners,

“Dreaming, old boan I said Tom. "1 thinl—
Ow! Wow

Tom Merry clapped his hand to lije GAT,
Jumped, banged Lis ]ru'.ud o the upper berth, and
ranred,

Mauners, who was dropping inte  shunber
again, started out of it

“What's that row abotit?” he neked.

“Ow| Something stung me gosped Tom,

Manners laughed sarcastically,

“Dreaming, old chap I ho sdid. Mosquitoes
don’t come so far off the land as this”

“TFathead I grunted Tom. *“It must have been
a mosquito | What else could it have bean

“ Well, I said so. T said— Ow, ow! Wow !

Manners gave n howl.

“1s that another?” gasped Tom,

"Owl V¥es! Right in my neck! The cabin
teems  alive with them 1" exclaimed Manners,

nd Herries raced

along the deck, with Arthur
:tween them. .
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" Porhaps we oughtn't to leave the: door OpoiL,
That black bligltey next door Keeps Lis =hut,
and he kmows the climato.”

" Well, it would he fearfully stulfy with the
door closed. They don’t seem to be bothering
Monty,” gnid Tom. “Yon awake, Monty

There was no snswer from Monty Lowther's
sido of the cabin, Monty had seemod  rather
sleepless from the hoat when the Terrible Three
turned in.  Now, however, ho appeared to he
bound fasl in shunber’'s chain, At all events,
there was no sound frem his bunk.

“Can't be o lot of them, really,” =aid Tom.
Y e I

Sinaol |

*Waw 1

“Smacking your own silly head, or whut?”
aslced Manners, peering over from le top huuk.

“1 think I got Lhat onel” gaspod Tom. "1
emacked right on the spot as ii stung! T've
noorly smacked my nose off, teo! Oy 1

Y Beltor get up and shut the door, T think.”
sid Manoers, " Can't sleep with putril ings-
quitoes buzaing in (he cubin,. We'd betier ask
for mosquito-aiets to-morrow. Ol crikay |7

Simack |

“Oh gum 1" howled Tom Merry., “ Baticr iyt
iho door; they seam to be coming in in myriads |
We must be nearer the land than 1 thought.”

"Bure  youw're  not dreaming ?”  chuckled
Muanness,

“Oh, den't be an nss|”

Tom Merry stepped out, shut the door, and
returned to his bunk. As he was gelting in there
came a sudden sting in the back of his neck,
and, a second later, another behind his enr.

" Oh erumbs ¥ he gasped.

“Oh!” roared Manners. “ ook here, we can't
stand thisl Iat lot of gool shutling the door
with the oabin full of 'em' Pu: on the light, and
we'll geb out and snush 'emi, Wa've got =omo
newspupoers here,”

“All right!”

Tom Merry groped for the lighting  switch
beside the bunk and turned on the electric light.
He scrambled out sgain, and Manners sorabled
down. Thore way & yawn from Monly Lowther's
side of the vabin,

*You follows gotting up? It's not light vet.”

“We're being bitten by mosquitoes,” said Tom.
“ Haven't you had anyi”

“Not that I've noticed.”

“Well, you're jolly lucky; we're getting o
tight and left.”

Tom Merry folded a newspaper to wicld am
a weapon, and Manners folded another, and they
glared round for the enemy.

“Where the dickens are they 1  granted
Manners, *“1 ean't seo them,”

“Well, the little bensts are jolly emall,”
answored Tom:. “Listen for the buzz.. You can
always heur them buzzing.”

Thoy listened, but thére was no sonnd of a
buzz. In tho bright light nothing was to be seen
of inscots, The weapons werae ready to swipe,
but there wis nothing at which to sWipe.

“Must _hava gone by the window,” said T'om
at last. “Tho light may have driven them away.
What nbout loaving it on?

“Ob, draw it mild!” came from Lowther's
bunk, “How's a chap to sleep with the light
on in the cabin$”

“Oh, all right

Tue Ceu Lisrasy.—No. 1,641
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Tom Merry -and Manners clamberad baek into
their bunks, and Tom switched the light off.

Hardly a minute later, as the two unforlunate
vietims were eettling down to sleep sgain, there
came & sudden howl, followed by another, The
first came from 'Pom Merry; the second from
Harry Munners.

“w 0\ I"

“Wow I

“ Anyvthing the mattor?” came from Lowther's
bunk scross the cabin.

“Ow | Yes, a mosquito!”

“Wow !l Yes, I've been stung "

“\Woll, that's jolly queer 1” said Monty Lowther.
“Look herp, couldn’t you fellows be stung qguietly
and let a chap go to slecp "

“You blithering idiot |”

“You dunderheudod dummy I*

“That sounds ns if you fellows nre getting
ghirty " said Lowther. “What are you getting
shirty about?”

“Do you think we like bin? stung by mos-
quitoes, you footling fathead?” hissed Manners.

“Well, a chap onn got sl:'ungihy mosquitoes nnd
still koep his temper!” said Monty Lowther,

“Not wlhen there's a silly idiot in the same
oabin gabbling blithering imbecility as if he'd
just got out,of & homo for idiots I said Manners.

Tividently Harcy Menners was very shirty.

“Ow!” howled Tom Maerry. “There it is
nguin—ri%ht in my ear! No good trying to sleep
through this!”

He switched on the light again.

As tho cabin was aswddenly illaminated there
came o roar of wrath from Harry Manners,
echoed by a yell of fury from Tom Merry. "That
gudden illumination did not reves]l mosquitoes;
it rovenled Monty Lowther sitting up in the

- opposite bunk, with a pen-shooter to his mouth !

They gazed at him; they glared at him. The
mystory of the mosquitocs was suddenly and
uneiﬂ)eetedlv explained.

“You—-" ronred Manners.

“You—" howled Tom Merry.

Thoy bounded from their bunks, They hurled
themselves at the other bunk, It was Monty's
turn to roar as two pairs of infuristed hands

raspod him, and he came down on lhe cabin
Enor with a terrific bump.

“Yooo-hoop!” roared Monty., “I—I say—
Leggf:z Chuck it] Yaroooh! Only a joke—
Yoo-heopl Can't you take s jig-jog-jug-

jolke— Urrggh I

“Bump him[” howled Manners,

“Pillow him{” hooted Tom.

“T say— Holy smoke | Chuck itl Stoppit!
Oh erikey |”” howled the too-playful Monty, as his
exasporated chums fell on him and smote him
hip and thigh, “Haven’t you any sense of—
yaroooh [—humour? Can't {Ou tut-tut-take a
jog-jig-joke? Oh, my hat! Whoo-hoop I"

“Pillow him 1"

“Swipe him I” \

Monty Loswther rolled and roared under swip-
ing pillows. They swiped and swiped and swiped.
The funny man of St. Jim's Shell had been, in
the o[;linion of his comrades, altogether foo funny,
Pea-shooting in the middle of the night was dis-
tinctly a thing to be discouraged

Swipe, swipe, swipe |

you stoppit?" howled

“Oh erikeyi Will _ ;
Lowther, “Oh crumbs! You howling manincs
stoppit! Oh! ¥aroop!”

Swipe, swipe, swipe!
Tue Gex Liprary.—No. 1,641
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Monty Lowther rolled to the door, gol it open,
and rolled out on the deck., The door banged
after him.

“That's that 1" gasped Tom Merry. 1

“Leot him come in again, that's all!” said
Munners ferociously. “By gum, let him come
in again !t

The door opened a fow inches

“Look heve, you chaps—"

“Come in]” hissed Manners:

“I say, is il pax?”

“Wa're going to smash you! Come in!”

“Look here, I can't stay out on deck all night I
howled Lowther,

“Don't! Come inl Come right inl We
want: you to come inl Jolly glad if you dol
\V{?’ on't you came in " ronred Manners,

Monty Lowther did not come in. The tone in
which the invitation was given hinted that he
would not find much repose in Cabin No. 8.
Monty had exorcised his peculiar gift of humour
nob wisely, but too well. TFor the prosent,
Cabin No. 8 was about ws safa for Monty to
enter as a lion's den. Monty Lowther drifted
away from the door, reflecting sadly on  the
Ennkhilily of some fellows to sce a really good
joke.

MORE MOSQUITOES !
o Al Jove! It's hot!”

B Monty Lowther grinned.

That :mtrmuriug voico came from the
open doorway of Clabin No, 6. Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy was stirring in his sleep.

Moty still had his pea-shooter. He bad a
supply of peas in the pocket of his pyjama
jacket. He had sagely dceided to give Tom

Terry and Manners time to sottled down to
sleep, before he ventured back into Cnbin No, 8
In the meantime, he was uncmployed, and

nuinely eecking work. Tor which renson, he’
hovered round the o§an doorway of Cabin No. 6,

Tom Merry and Manners had entirely failod
to appreciate the little joke of those imaginur
mosquitoes. 1t was quite probable that Blake
Co. would fail also. But, out on the deck, the
funny man of the Shell was out of reach of
pillows—so that was all right.

He glanced round € Deck. Nobody was about.
Some of the cabin doors were open, some were
shut.  Nobody scomed to be stirring, except
Monty. Ho tiptoed towards Cabin No. 6.

Then he stopped §uddunk' as the door of Cobin
No. 7 opened quictly. black-browed, dark
face looked out into the starlight.

Monty Lowther stared at the black man from
Brazil. b

Joao Rabeira gave n sudden start at the sight
of him, and his eyes qlintod. Evidently he was
startled Lo see one of the St. Jim's party up
at that hour of the night, :

During the days they had been on board the
Blua Star, the St. Jim's fellows had seen o
good deal of the DBrazilion; paging the decks,
loafing by the rail, and continually smoking his
thick, black Brazilian cigars. But they had not
exchanged o word with him, or taken any notice
of him. And Jono, on his sida‘l had avoided
contnot. Only every now and then his black
eyes turned on the party with a hostile glitter
in them.

But if he was still fealing savagely hostile,
as undoubtedly he was, lie appeared to under-
stand that it would not be a paying proposition
to let loose his ferocity on board the liner. He
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had given no sign of aclive hostility since the
ehindy on the day the steamer had polled out
of thie Thames,

Now, as be stoppod softly abd stealthily from
his eabin, there was something in his nspoct that
minde Monty Lowther stare at him havd, with
a faing theill of unonsiness,

But, after the first glave of surprise, the
Brazihan's dark face beciwe iudifferont,

“Ah! It is that you do not sleep, little
senhor,” he said. “ You walk an o deck becuuse
you do not sleep.  Yes, it is very hot for
English.”

“ Very,” answered Lowther, watching the man
curtously,

He concluded that Rabeira was coming ot
of his cabin for fresh air in the stully, hot night.

But if that had been Jono's intention, he
changed it when he found that one of the St.
Jim's party was up. e stopped back into Cabin

vo. 7 ‘and shut the door.

“Silly ass 1" murmured Monty.

If Joag did not want his company on deck,
ho certainly did not want Joao's, and ho dis-
migsed the black-browed ruffian from his mind.

‘rom the deck, aftor Rabeira’s door had
closed, Monty pecred into Cabin No. 6. The
glimmor of starlight that fell in at the open
doorway was enough for his purpose. Grinning,
he prepared his ammunition, and put the pen-
shooter to his mouth,

“Ooooh I” ecame a sudden, startled
from  Arthur  Augustus 1'Arcy; and
promptly popped back oui of sight.

£ “{I‘mrmr marrer " came a sleepy yawn from
Blake's bunk. °

\ owikey |  Somethin’ stung me on  the
nose and woke me np! What the dpoce could
have stung me on the nose, Bloke "

“Nothing, fathead! @o to sleep !

wepeat. that somethin' stung me on the
nose, Blake !

Y Bosh |7

“Waeally, Blake, T suppose I ought to know
whethsh somethin® stung me on the nose or not 1
exolaimed Arthur Augustus wavinly,

“Bow-wow ! Oh!"™ roared Bhtie. “What's
that ¢

“What's what, Blake?"

"'Somell:iug stung me in the ecar!” howled

lake.

“What are you fellows velling about?” cane
a grunt from '\I‘Inrrius' bunk. "Can't you keep
guiet in the middla of the nightt”

" Bhurrup I” mumbled Dig.

Blake rubbed his ear.

“What the thump was
“Can’t be & mosquita?
well stung nie,”

" Yawooh !

“Don't wake all the ship, Gussy1”

“Oh owikey | Somecthing stung me aguin
lowled Arthur Augustus.  “Bai Jove! There
are somo howwid msects abont, or somethin'.”

Arthur Augustus sat up in hed. rubbing his
nose with one hand and his ear with fho other,

Monty Lowther, having backed aafely out of
sight beside the doorway, grinned with silent
enjoyment. Fo was not sorry, after all, that
his fricnds had shut him out of Cabin No. 8.
He was linding tho time pags very entertainingly
while he waited for them to go to sleep,

Ho waited o minute, and then leaned round
the cg}mn doorwiy sguin,

Arthur Augustus gave n jump.

He could not sea%d

s
Monty

it he exclaimed,
But something jolly

1

onty Lowther. But, to his
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surprice, he saw a moving shadow on (he (loor
between the bunks.  Monty had rather over-
looked the fact that, standing ot the doorwny,
lio barred the starlight that fell into the cabin,

YO owikey I oxclaimed Arthur  Augustus.
“Bomebody's ‘there. Who is that? Semebody’s
at the door |

He jumped Fram his bunls.

Moniy Lowiher backed swiftly as an eye and
in eyeglass gleamed from the doorway. But
lie had no time to got into cover, In the tropical
starlight ho was olearly revealed, pea-shooter in
hand, to Arthur Augustus,

“Lowthah 1 howled Arthar Augustus.

“What?"” yelled Blake.

“That funnay idiol Lowtheh, with a pea-
shootal 1" liowled Arthur Augustus.  “That
howlin' ass playin’ pottay twicks in the middle
of the night!| Bai vae; I will give the sillay
ass a fealiful thwashin' 1

Monty Lowther faded into the shadows of the
night,  Arthur Augustus rubbed his nose and his
ear, and breathed wrath, Monty had dis-
appeared; but the swell of 8t Jim's had spotted
him beforo ho vanished, and there wus no doubt
on the subject. Tt was the funny man of thoe
Silltr‘ll——pﬂn-sllual‘illg in at the doorwey of the
enbin,

g he gone?” grunted Bluke.

“¥aas; but I am suah it was Lm\'l.lmh"’
anawered Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove, I will
be wondy for the howlin' ass when he comos
buok | Whero did T put that dictionary, Bluke?”

“Oh, my hat! Are you going to sit up and
do Portugueso ot night?"

“MNo, you ass; I am goin’ to buzz it at that
fathend Lowthah when he comes back with thit:
beastly pea-shootah |
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“Dh, good! It's samewhere about.”

Arthur Augustus groped round the cabin for
the Portuguese dictiondry, 1t was a large,
heavy, and hefty voluuse, and seemed a snitable
sort of thing for grecting the practical joker
of the Shell when he veturned to the attack.

Monly Lowther allowed a full five minutes to
elupse before he tiptond back to the door of
(abin No, 6.

Excellent as that joke witl the pen-shonter
was—from Monty's point of viow, ot least—he
realised that the Fourth Formers in Cabin No, 6
would not see eye to eye with him on the sub-
ject. He was going to maoke suve that they had
settled down again before e corvied o
* As he silently approached the doorway a whis-
pering voice from willin reached his ears,

“1t's pll wight! IT've found that dictionawy !
¥ am goin' to sit heal and walch the doorway and
get lum wight on the nose with it as soon as he
comes back | Bai Jove, that will be wathah a
:sl.lr?l-\'{&ﬂ for the sillsy nss|"

Monty Lowther backed away again, suppressing
n chuckle,

Forewarned was forearmed, and he did not
want o Portuguese dictionary right on his nose.
Pea-shooting exploits for that night were over,
but it was rather entertaining to think of Arthur
Augustus sitting up on the watch, with the
dictionary ready to hurl. Monl.f, as he tiptoed
away to his own eabin, wondered how long Arthur
Augustus would keap it up. s

o pushed open the door of Csbin No. 8
cautiously.

“Pux, you fellows|” whispered Monty.

Only a sound of regulur breathing answered
him. Tom Merry and Manners wera asleep again,

Montly Lowther crept quietly to his bunk aud

turned in.

As e laid his head on the pillow he thought of
Arthur Augustus sitting up on the wateh in Usbin
No. b, and there was a cheery grin on his face as
hie dropped off to aleep,

THE PERIL OF THE NIGHT!

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY griuned,

Hervies and Dig had gofie to sleep again,
Blakoe was nodding. But Arthur Augustus

was wide nwake—and on the wateh |
Ha was not, in point of fact, very sleepy; tle
tropical heat of the night made him rathier wake-
But if he had been ever so sleepy he would
not have closed his eyes—until he had got Monty
Lowther! A fellow who thought it funny to
pepper fellows with peas from a pea-shooter in
the middle of the night was a fellow who required
n lesson, in Arthur Augustus’ opinion. And he

was sitling up to give him one,

Huappily unaware that Monty had heard his

whisper, and wns acquainted with his intention
and had gone back to bed, Arthur Augustus
waited. Fle had no doubt that Manty would come
back, and he was ready for him when he did,

He sat in the dark of the cabin with the big
dictionary on his knees, in his grasp—all ready |

But for the fact that Monty Lowther had enught
that whisper from Cabin N&' 6, and sazely
decided to go back to bed, he certainly would
have shown up again, _and would undoubtedly
linye got that dictionary.

As il was, the minutes passed and there was no
japer, and Arthur Augustus began to wonder
whetlier he was, after all, going to carry on.
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Then, as a stirring shadow caught his eye in
the clear starlight on deck, ho grinned.

That shadow loomed outside the open doorway
of Cabin No. 6, Bomeone was there, silent and
siealthy, approaching the doorway without a
sound.

Grinning, Arthur Augustus rose silently to his
feel, the big dictionary in both hands, and lifted
the hefty volume over his head, all rendy to hurl.

A figure blocked the starlit doorway.

It stood there, in full clear view in the star-
light, with head bent a little to liston—listening
whether the fellows within were asleep, of course |

Arthur Augustus could hardly have msked for
lau elﬂsier target; The hig volume swung in his
1A NClE

Fe puf all his beef into it as he huvled it.

1t whizzed across the cabin and erazlied fair and
square on the head that was bent in the doorway.

Crazh |

“Hn, ha, hai"
great gleo.

The ligure in the doorway spun over backwards,
The erash of the heavy volume fairly swept it off
its feet, Down it went with a terrific erash on the
deck ontside,

A startled yell of fury howled through the
ailence, ~

“Nossa Senhoral O que—que e isso?” came
the startled yell, and Arthur Augustus, ceasing o
laugh suddenly, jum ed.

“Oh  owikey " ﬁu gasped. “That
Lowthah | Oh ewumbs 1”

“What's that?” exclaimed Blake. He rolled
out of his bunk, Herries nnd Dighy callid out
together,

“Bai Jove! It'snol Lowthah [" gasped Arthur
Augustus, “I thought it was Lowthali comin'
back with his pes-shootah; it 1s that wobten
waseal Wabeiwah "

Blake leaped out on the deck. Arthur Augustus
iumped oub after him, with Herries and Dig al
f:is cels,

Prom the door of Cabin No, 8 threa startled
faces stared—Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
had been awakened by the crash and the fearful
yell that followed.

“That blighter ' exclaimed Tom, ' Rabeira 1"

The man from Brazil was sprawling en lis
back on the deck in the starlight. The dictionary
lay beside him.

e was goasping, spluttering, and howling,
ovidently knocked completely out of his self.
possession by that sudden and unexpected crash.

_He raised himsell on one elbow, staring round
him dizzily, His eves blazed at the 8t Jim's
juniors. He almost spat with rage as he glared
ot them.

“What the {hiump—" exclaimed Manners

“By gum 1" bresthed Monty Lowiher, his face
very startled.

Half a dozen heads were put out of enbin doors
and voices called and exelainied. The steward of
(! Deck came hurrying to the spot. Ha stared at
the sprawling Brazilion ond at the startled,
staring faces of the St. Jim's juniors.

Y“What's the vow here?” he demanded,

Rabeirn staggered to his feet. He made a
fierce movement towards Arthur Augustus, but
checked himself as the steward stepped promptly
batween.

“That wottah was pokin' his nose into our
cabin,” exclnimed Arthur Augustus, “and
bowled him ovah with that dic| I thought it
\_\'nrtnl sllladv uss playin' twicks, but i was thatl
wottall—

yelled Arthur Augustus, in

isn't
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The steward oyed the
guspiciously,

" at were you going into the cabin for,
you 't he demanded,

Joao Rabeiras panted, .

“Nao, nno | walk on a deck beeause it is
hot and I do not sleep, 1 1ass o door—and some-
thing is throw 1" he gasped.  “The young fool—
1e throw something—-'

“That is » wotten untwuth, you wottah I said
Arthur Aungusius hotly, “You siopped nt the
door and put your chockay head in, Scrve you
wight to get the dio on it :

Shoolne for § slinnee to pineh something
while we ware asloop, very hikely!™ srunted
Hervipe,

"Yans, wathah 1"

1 say I walk on a deck—I pnss a door
snarled Rabeitn, “Then T wm struck withi somo-
thing that i= throw.” He panted with rnFu.
“Bah! I waste no words on you, young fool I

He stamped into his cabin® and banged the
door. The stoward staved uiter him and thon
Elanced round at Arthur Augustus,

“Sure he was pushing into your cahin, sir?”
he asked,

“I dow't know wheshah he was comin’ in, but
he stopped at the door and put hie echookn
head in,” answered Arthur Auvgustus, "Then {
bowled him oval.” {

“T'Il speak to the pursor about it in the mormn-
g, sir.  Parhaps you'd beter keep your door
shut to-night.” ;

“Yans, wathal1”

The steward went bnek to his toom, and pas-
sengers who had put their heads ont withdrew
thew. But the St. Jim's juniors remained in a

black-browed man
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group round ilie door of Cabin No 6 They
were stavtlod und alaried, and Monty Lowilier's
face was quite pale,

“¥You've sure, Ciirssy
slowly.

“Tam quite sunl, denh boy | T thought it was
that ‘silly ass, Lowthall, comun’ Luck with his
silly’ pen-shootah, and ot bun with (hn die)
But now I kiow it was that bluek Llightah, 1
have no doubt fhat he was gein” o entuhi Lhe
cabiy,” =

1 they'tl been  asleep I munierdd Monty
Lowther, ““Oh crumbs ! If Gussy had been
aslepp—"

He gave o glance at the staprlit zoa rolling
under the rajl and shiddored

7 Mevry

askedt Tow

“Monty, old man " exclainied Ton, *You
don't imagine 2
“I don't imagine—I kiow!” said Monty

Lowther, 'in ‘o low voico. “'I'hut blightor came
out of his cabin when I was on dock, and there
was something in his look—-"" Lowithor shivered,
“He went back when ho saw mie on the deck; but
he was only waiting for the const 1o Le olenr.

know that now. Hd told us the day wo
spiled what Gussy had to expect from him if
he kept on for Brazil [*

“Bai Jove "

" Good heavans 7 juuitered Tom, his face white,
“You thinl—*

T tell you, I know! Tt was in his face. 1
know that now | He’s been wuicling for a chance
and the doors being left open nve hing voe. Aud
I tell you if Gussy had becr uslecn—it's only
a gtep Lo the rail, and a hand over liis wio h——>

Monty Lowther broke off,

(Continued on puge 36.)
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THE CHUMS OF CEDAR CREEK STRIKE LUCKY IN THE MOUNTAINS !

THE SCHOOLBOY GOLD-SEEKERS!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

THE WAY OF THE CHINEE.

MDY gun !’ exclnimed Bob Luwless,

e shaded liis eyes with lLis hand and
looked down the valley, his brow growiug
Very griin,

“What's up "

“ Look !”

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclere followed
his glance. The three chums of Cedar Creek had
been looking for game, and they were returning
to camp for dinner, Chunky Todgers and Yen
Chin had been left in charge of the camp, which
the scheolboy explorers had pitched by a moun-
fnin stream, high up in the Cascade Mountains.

They were still ot a distance from the camp,
where a fire of logs and rine chips smoked, and
the liorses and pack-mule lay resting by the
strearm.

“The young bounders!” exclaimed TFrank
Richards, as he saw what had caught Bob's keen
eys in the distance,

Chunky Todgers and ¥Yen Chin cught to have
been doing the “chores” while (e others wore
looking for game, DBut thoy weren't. They were
seated on opposite sines of a log, and each of
them leld a hand of eards, and they were
evidently deep in the mame. A little heap of
aoin= on the log glislened in the sun. The heap
was o Yoeu Chin's side, and it Iooked as if the
Chince hiad had all the luck.

“Well, y word!"” exclaimed Beauclere, in
nstonishment.  “That's rather a new game for
Chuwiky, sn't i62”

“Tt's that blessed heathen!” prowled Bob
Lawless, “My hat, T'll give him the end of the
fratl-rope | Ha's lod that fat jay inte it, of
course ! He's like all blessed Chows! They'd

amblo the shirg off theit backs. Bub we'll put
tnt up to a wrinklé aboul playing poker in our
cauip 1" i

The three schoolboys hurried their steps
towards the camp, Yen Chin had his buek to
then as'they came up, and did not observe them;
ut Chunky looked up with a start as ho heard
foolsteps thudding on the rocky ground close at
hand.

O he gasped.

Yen Clhin spunt round. It did not need the
looks of Frank Richards & Co. to tell lim that
they were wrathy., He knew their opinion on the
subject of gambling. In a second he whipped his
eards ont of sight.

“Nelly glad sec handsoma old Flanky agnin [
he said. *Nicee old Bob leady for dinper

“You young scamp " ronred Bob Lawless,

“No =avyy. Wlhattee pool li'l Chinee doee?™
nsked Yen Chin innecently.

Y As for you, Chupky, you young rotter—"

Chunky's face wis evimson.

Tt—1t was only a lack " he stammered defan-
sively, “T—I never really meant to play, you
know ! You see—"

“Fos, I guess | see!” growled Bob Lawlesa,
“Haye you got dinner

“T—I'm just going to.” '

Chunky boeked awav to the camp-fire to get

Tie Geyx Liprary.—No. 1,641,

asked Mank Richards,

on with the neglected cookery, and the clims
surrounded Yen Chin,

““Now, vou young razcal—* hegan Franle

“Chines no lascal ” murmured Yen Chin.
" Velly good boy I
"i't:?u made the fat duffer play cards with
you !

“Np playee cards|”

“What 2"

“No can,” said Yen Chin,

“Wall, of all the Iviug young yillaine !” gasped
Bob  Lawless, “He's denying that he was
g"i":b“ng with Chunky when we saw hini doing
s

“No could ses. P'I'aps optical delusion,” sug-
gested Yen Chin. “Tinkee see, and no sce 1”

“Why, there's some of tho oards on the log!”
snid Bob, pointing to the “hand” Chunky
Todgers had hurriedly thrown down.

Yen Chin glanced at the cards ns if ho saw
thom for the first time.

"“Velly stlange!” Le said,
befole | How comee heled
know ¥

“You—yon pigtailed gopher |” ejaculated Bob.
"Don't you know it's wrong to tell lips?!"

“Nepvee tellea lie!  Flozen tluth!” answered
Yen Chin,

“I'll give you frozen truth, you voung rascal !
snid Bob: and he caught the Celestinl with one
ligod, and laid on the trail-rope with the other.

Whack, whaek, whack!

¥Yen Chin uttered an earsphitting vell.

cardea
Chunkes

“No see
P'l'aps

“Yow! Ahl Oh! No whackes pool li'l
Chinee! Na' playee cardee! Chines good 1i'l
boy!l ¥ah! Ohls Beastly ugly old Boh ! Oh1”

Thaclk, whaek !

Yeu Chin roared with anguish. His velling was
so tevrific (hat Bob desisted before lie had given
him what he considered enongh. Yen Chin sat
on the log and sobbed spasmodically.

Bob looked rather contrite.

“You kuow wou asked for it, vou
heathen 1" he said.

Yeon Clhin sobbed.

“No whackee pool 1i'l Chinec 1 lie wailed.

“Wall, I'my vot going to whaek you any more.”

“No whackee any mple

“N()."

“Allee hight 1" said Yen Chin, suddenly ceasing
lits pitiful sobg and grinning up at the chuma.
“Allee light, old Bob1 If no \\'i[!aulteu. no cly.”

Bob Lawless stared speechlessty at the Chinee.
+ “"You spoofing little villain, you've not hurt ™
exelaimed Frank:

Yen Chin nodded calmly,

“No lult.” he agreed,
makee old Boly stoppee |
Now stoppee !

SO erumbs 1"

“ By gum " gasped Bob Lawless. “T've & jolly
good mind to boot you all round the camp, you
deceiving heathen! FLook here, Yen Chin, if
you're caught gambling again you'll get the trail-
rope in real earnest !”

“No catchea again.”

“Nou won's do it any more?” asked Frank

young

“Howloe loudee to
Oh, yes! ‘Allee light!
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“No galchcar" answered Yen Chin, with a
4l
£ “Don’t you know it's wrong 2 asked Beauclorc,

“Me know. Likes allea same.”

There wos really no reply to be made to that,
unless it was with the trail-rope. Frank
Richards & Co. felt that the Chinco was really
a little too much for them, and they turned their
altention to dinner instead.

THE SCHOOLBOY PROSPECTORS.

RANK RICHARDS & CO. had hod no luek
with game that day, and dinner was rather
meagre in the camp. Chunky Todgoers felt

that most severely, but he did net venture to
complain, e was very silent for once. Ho falt
that he was under u cloud, and he made himself
as inconspicuons s possible,

Yen Chin was silent, too, Not that he was
fecling repontant like Chunky, ‘The Chinee did
not scem to feel nny need of repontance after
wrongdoing. Yen Chin had his good points, but
they all came from Nature, and not cultivation,

As soon ns dinner was over ho rose from the
log and glanced down the valley.

“Chinee goeoo for lide,” he remarked.

" Look out for grizzly-bears, then,” said Frank,
with a smile. “Don't go too far and get lost.”

“Neveo loseo nices old Flanky 1 said Yen Chin
reassuringly. - |

And he trotted away down the valley on his
little wiry pony.

Vere Beauclere looked after him very curiously.

“What's that young bounder’s gome?” le

remarked, “'This 1a the third afternoon lie's
toddled off by limsalf.”

“Perhaps ho plays cards all on his loncsome
when he's out .;.F sight I sawl Bob Lawless, with
o lnugh. “1t's a disease with him; ho can’t I:o!r
it. I'm going to try to cure him with the trail-
rope, though.” i

“Cheer up, Chunky ” said Irank Richords,
t-nlcl:ing the clouded look upon Chunky's podgy
IO,

" Chunky looked lugubrious.

“1 guoss T don't want to put it on Yen Chin,”
bho said shame-facedly, “but—but I'm really
blowed if 1 know how I got playing with him.
Heo was showing meo ecard tricks to bogin with.
Your fault for bringing o bledsad heathon aléng 1?

“Well, he really bronght himself along,” said
Bob. “ But he's been jnﬁy useful once or twice;
there's 1o denying that. You fellows coming
along the atream? There's o lot of wildfowl,”

Chunky Todgers stretelied himself in the shade
of a rock, -

“I'in not going to sleep,” he said defensively.
“1'm going to—lo keep a look-out.  Just as well
for one fellow to stay and look after tho hosses,”

Frank Richavds & Co. grinned as they went
down the stream. They wore well aware that
Clinky’s oyes would be sealed before they were
oul of sight of (he camp.

The upland yalley in which the schoolboys had
camped was solitary, and the wildfow!] thero had
rately bean disturbed. 'The nearest sottlement
was Lwenty milos awny, in o gulch lower down
the range, known as Tucker's Bar,

The stream was o shallow one, rippling over
rock and sand, though in winter-time it was

Wz

Gunten sprang to his feet in alarm as Frank Richards, Beauclerc, and Bob Lawless came
riding down the ravine.

Toe Gew Lisrany.—No. 1,641,
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‘Thompson Valley many a time,

ouriously as ho ran

o full, and was slid down
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prabably a rapid torrent.  Bob Tiawless was
watching the stream as the chums went along the
rocky bank, and his brows were knitted iu
thought, He made the pace, and they proceeded
at o leisurely rate.

“Phis doesn’t look much like supper, old
scout,” said Frank Richardsat last. “It's goiting
towards sundown, Bob.”

“T'yvo heen doing some thinking, Franky.”

“Any result?” nsked Frank, with a smile.

“We came up through Tucker's Bar,” said
Bob, *“You noticed the diggings lhqre—nﬁ placer
mining. This stream flows down into the river
at Tucker's Bar. 1've been wondering if there’s
pry-dirt in this oreck.”

“My hat 1” exclaimed Frank Richards. “Gold,
do %Gu mean?”

“'Well, it looks like it to me,” said Bob. “I've
boen over the placer claims at home in the
know the loolk
of pay gravel when I sea it. It struck me when
we camped here three days ago, and I've been
thinking about it since. What do you fellows

¢sy to sticking hero for a few days and looking

for pay-dirt?

Frark Richards laughed.

“No objection,” he answered; and Beauclere
nodded assent,

Bob Lawless halied, Close at their feel was
a bed of sund, shining in the sun, which had been
covered with water when the creck was swollen
by rains. Now it lay dry as a bone, crunching
under the traad. t

Bob Lawless knelt, and his chums watched him
] handfuls of shining sond
through' his hands. They guessed that Bob had
noted that spot befors, and borne it in mind,
intending to make an examination of it for
pay-dirt.

“WWall, what resnlis?" asked Frank,
rancher's son looked up at last

@1 guess it wants looking at” gaid Bob., “If
we could wash ont some of this stufl 1'd jolly soon
woe whether there was pay-dirt, IE you chaps
wint to help, lend me a hand making a cradie.”

“ (iront Scott "

“Only a rough-and-ready one, of coursel!
There's n bank of osiers along the creek, and
1 can show you how to do it.”

“Right-ho 1" ;

Bob led the way to the osier bank, and with
their hunting-knives the three schoolboys cut
down a guantity, Under Bob’s direction they

laited them together, making a kind of wicker

askot, which was fto sarve the purpose of a
miner's cradle,

Thoy sat down cheerfully to work in the redden-
ing sunsef, When it was finished it was carricd
back to the bed of sand, and as spades werc nof
available they scooped up the sand with flicir
hands, loosening it with their knives
NECessNTy.

In a short time the wicker basket was half-
the sandy bank into
Trank and Beauclere

as the

where

the stream for washing. ank
wara growing interested by this time.

Wilh their sleeves rolled up, the three school-
hoys proceeded to wash out the mud and sand
for poy-dirt, -

Bob Luwless' face was growing exoited.

The sun was ainking beyond the mountains to
the far Pacific. and shadowa ware lengthenin§ in
the upland valley when the wash out was finis 1l

Bah Lawless carefully seraped up a residuum
of golden grains.
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®Pay-dirt?" asked Irank.

“Gold " said Bob laconically.

“Phew |" :

“How much s
Beauclere.

Bob shrugged his shouldere,

‘:Shconple of dollars,” he snswered,

: P

“But_ it shows it's there,” explained Bob. “I
guess if we could uncover o Fart of the strepm-
bed we should find pay-gravel in plenty, ~What
do you say? We've got lots of time, and it's fun,
anyway., Camp hers for a few days and build
a log dam, and see what it's worth.” !

“Any old thing!"” seid Fronk Richaxds, “By
Jove, it wounld be ripping if we could stake out
o) claipm——""

“Wa'll stake out the clann, vight enough, if
il’s worth it,” said Bob. “It only means ridin
down fo MTucker’s Bar and registering it.
guess we'll wet hack to camp now, and start fresh
i the morning.”

* Good I

thit Jot worthi” asked

And the explorers returned to camp, where
they found Chunky Todgers wide swake, and
eagerly waiting for them.

“Where's tha game?” demanded Chunky.

“Still on the wing, old scout,” saic{ Pob,
“‘Bisouit and beef will do for once.
strneke a claim, Chunly "

Ohunky Todgers jumped.

“Gold 1" Le exclaimed breathlessly,

“You bet!”

“T—1 say, Bob, is i worth a million dollars?”
asked Chunlky.

“Ha, ha, ha [ roaved Bob.

“Hali o million?"

“Less, old son."

“Well, how tnuch#”
pointed.

“Two dollors, so far."

The expression on Chunky's face was extra-
ordinary, for a moment.

“You jay " he said at last,
Yah!"

And Ohuuky went abont getting 'a cold supper,
and displayed no more interest in Bob's gold-
mine,

But we've

“Not quite?

asked Chuoky, disap-

“You pesky ass|

—_—

SEEKING GOLD !

1 HERE'S that pesky heathen®" ex-

claimed Boh Lawless ss the party sat
. down to supper in the glow of the pine-
chip fire,

“Hea hasn't come back yet,” said Chunky.

“Mhe little doffer’s lost himseli, T suppose,™
soid Bob restively, "1 suppose we shuﬂ have
fo irail after mim. Lucky there's s moon
to-night.”

But before supper was finished ¥en Chin rode
into the camp. Ho looked rather tired, and not
cheery, ns usual, as he sank down on n log by
the fire. His pony begun to erop the herbage
by tho stream, looking as if it had covered & good
distance. .

Yon Chincgave no explanation of where he
el been, and he sat silent on the log and did
not ask [or any supper.

“ Aren't you hungry, kid?” asked Bob.

“No hungly®

“Where have you been?”

‘Lidee.”

s, I know youwwe been riding,
Did vou lose vour way1"

“No losee way.”

fathead |
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“Well, what are you looking down in the
mouth for?"” asked annk. £

" No can tinkee., Alloo light.” 3

The chums regarded = Yen Chin rather
anxiously, He was a littlo mysterious, and they
could see that he was tired and depressed,

You haven’t fallen in with Gunten snd Keller
by any chance?” asked Bob. “I believe they're
still in these hills.”

“No see Guntee.”
" Well, something's wrong with you. What is
4 q‘l

Ao Tight.” "

The little Chines evidently did not intend to
explain. The chums of Cedar Creek were
mizzled, but they gave up questioning him. Yen
‘hin sat in silence for a long time.

When Bob and Beauclerc went towards the
horses, to see them seltled for the night, the little
Chinee moved at laost, and sidled towards Frank
Richards,

" Nicey old Flanky 1” he murmuyed,

“Hallol What do you want?” asked Frank,
smiling,

:' ;[in; lendee me monee,”

. .:1 ”

“Pool 1i’'l Chinee loseo money,” said Yen Chin
pathetically.

“How did you lose your money?” asked
Frank, with a sudden suspicion.

<. It was fwo or three days since the chums had

geen Gunten and Keller, their old eneomios of
Codar Créck School, who were camping some-
where in the mountains, and Frank wondered
whether Yen Chin knew where they were, and
had visited them to play poker,

*Mo loseo in tlail,”” snid Yen' Chin, watchin
Frank’s foce as he spoke, “Iallen off pony an
dloppes all money; no findee. Me gob no monoey.
Pool 1i"l Chinee cly.”

“But you don't necd any money here,” enid
Frank, roassurced by that explanation.

No lenden pool 1i'l' Chinee ten dollea?” asked
¥en Chin sorrowfully,

*“TIl lend it to you if you want it,” said Frank
in porplexity, “But I'm blessod if 1 sec what
you want cash for here."

“No likeo be stones bloke,” snid ¥en Chin.
‘' Likee have cashee in pockee. Oh, yes! Payes
Flanky when honie,”

“Oh, all right!” said Prank,

Frank had a good su|]1]pl of cash for hie
holiday, ond the chums spent very littlo
money. IHe took out a couple of five-dollar bills,
and gove them to the little Ohince. Yen Chin’s
eyes glistened as he took them.

“Flanky good sport,” he said.

Frank laughed.

#1t's all right,” he said. “But if you remem-
ber the place where you lost your money, kid,
we'll get along and lock for it to-morrow."

“No lemembel,” =uid Yen Ohin, with a
peouliar gleam in his eyes. “Flanky no findee,
Allee lostee.”

As Bob and Beauclero eame back, the little
Celestial rolled himself in his bluinket (o sleep.
He¢ was soon fast nsleep, or affecting to be so.

The weather was fing, and the chums of Cedar
Creck slept in their blankets under the stars,
round the sinking fire. As was their custom,
thoy taok turns to watch during the night;
Chunky and Yen Chin being exempted from the
duty as umrelinble. 1

en Chin #did not turn out in the morning with
the vest, His journey the previous day had
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evidently tired him, and he was still eleeping,
rolled m his blanket, lonfg after the rest were
up and doing. Bob Lawless awakened him a
last by rolling him over with his boot, d

Y Going ta sleop all day ?” he demanded,

The Chines blinked at him drowsily,

“Mqo gettee up,” he said. “Goce Tidec.“

*Oh, you're geing riding again, are you?”

“ Mo tinkeo.”

“And wlere are you going "

"Lookee for gaiies,”

" Brererer (M said Bob oat that untrathiul answer,
ior ik was pretty plain that it was not the truth.

Yen Chin vouchsafed no further information
however, and after the midday meal he mounted
his pony and rode nwny. o had heard the
chums diseussing the “strike ” in the areek, but
he showed lack of interest in it. Some otlier
matter, it was plain, was engrossing the thoughts
of the littla Chinee, but what it was [Frank
Richards & Co. could not BUCES,

The *“daim;” however, took all theiv attention
that day. Having decided to give it @ tréal,
they set to work with hearty good.will to put
Bob's theory to the test

Where the creck made a bend they banked up
o dum with thick logs hewn by their own axes,
and strengthened it with wattles and mud. The
work ocoupied the four of them most of the day,

Towards sundown they had succeeded in
uneovering un expanse of the sandy bed of the
creek, and in the fading light Bob Liwless
proceeded to “pan’ it, His chums sat on the
iog embaukment and watched him at work. Bob's
eyes were ghstoning when he showed them the
result,

“Good 7" asked Trauik.

“Tiptop—all OK., 1 guess,” said Bob.
“Pardners, 1 guess we've struck ilal T rockon
we ¢an take two hundred dollars a day out of
this clpim, as long as it lasts.”

Frank Richards openod his eyes,

“That's a real strike!” he exclaimed.

“You bet 1"

The chunis of Cedar Creek returned to camp
in great spirits, Yen Chin had not yet returped,
and they sat down lo a cold supper without him,
cngerly discussing the strike,

“T guess wa shall have to stake ont the claim,”
said Bob, “Any prospector may come moseying
along, and if the olaim’s not yours Ie%nlly he
can chip in and wash out gold. One of us ean
ride down to Tucker’s Bar in the morning and
register it in five neames. We go shares in the
concern, oh?"

“Tqual whacks all
Richards.

“Then that blessed heathen will hive to take
a hand in the work,” said Chunky Todgers
wannly.

“By the way, where is Yen Chin?" exclaimed
Bob. “He's getting too iolly mysterious. He
muet have some veason for clearing off cvery day
like this.”

“Can he hove fallen in with Gunoten?” asked
Beaucleve,

Bob Knitted hizs brows.

“It's possible. I believe Gunten’s still hanging
about the hills somewhere. T'll jolly well mrke
Yen Chin explasin when he comes back.”

But it was long before Yen Chin came back,
The chums wanted to turn in enrly, for they
were tired by a hard day’s work. But as the
darkness settled down, and night advanced, thers

Tue Gex Lmpany.—No. 1.641.

round,” agreed Trank



et B b

28

was 1o sign of+the Chinee, and they grew rather
anxions

“T1 hope the youn
grizzly 1" muttered Bob.

“Wa ecan't turn in  till
remarked Beanclere, )

1 muess I can|” said Todgers emphatically,
and le did, :

But Frank and Bob and Beauclere waited up,
their anxiety deepening, There was a step on
tho rocks al last. £

“Hallo | Heve he is!
great reliof, .

It was Yen (hin at last. He came into the
oamp on foor, and threw himself woarily down
on n log to rest, And the thres chunis
surrounded hin at once

ass hasn't run inte a

he comes hagk,”

YEN CHIN'S CRIME !

XN CTIIN did not loak up. He was pl:lilI:I?7
tived out and in a black mood, which
contrasted cuviously with his osual cheery

BPIrits. ¢

“Wherse's vour horse, Yen Chin?"” asked Bob.

“Losee on tlail."” .

“Have von lad to hoof it home "

0N, yes !

“That's jolly gneer!™ ssid Bob Lawless
suspiciously,  “"Where's yonr knife? 1 see it's
not in vour belt.”

i SE‘_‘."

Frank Richards elapped the Celestiol on the
shoulder, Trank wss more than snspicions now.

“Huve vou lost the ton dollars as well® he
asked grimly. ! 5 .

“ Dloppee on tlail; and ne findee,” replied Yen
Chin. ;

“Vou wanb 1z to believe that you've lost your
horse, vour knife, and your money by aceident
on the trail?" excluiumd"l’i‘rank.

S Allee tlae !

“Vau've lost them playing poker!" roared Bab.

“No playee pokee. No can.'

The three chums looked at one another in
exasperation, There was no doubt that their
suspicions were well-founded. Tt was only at
eards that the Chinee could bave lost his

roperty, FHow to deal with Him was s mystery.

“flha pesky voung villain!” said Bob Tawless
at last. “What are you going to da without a
horse 1"

“No sayvy!” i

“ Anvhow, we won't let you go off again by
yourself,” seid Bob. T guess I'll {ake good care
of that!"”

“Me wantee go to-mollow.”

“What " .

«[larikr lendee me some dollee. Flanky nicee
old boy 1 Me goeo lo Tuckee Bar and buy lioss,
Oh‘, yesl! X e

{ateli me trusting yon with money after this !
growled Frank Richards.

“Njece old Flanly 1"

O, dey up !

“Denr aold Enb lendee money," .

T ilear ald Bob’ you !” grunted Bob Laosw-
ess. “You try to leave the eamp ngain and T'll
alkin you " .

“0ld Bob velly ugly ! Notlikee ugly Bob "

“Nover mind whether vou likee me,” grinned
Bob “You're ;ioing to help work on the claim
to-morrow. We'll buy you 4 now horse at
Tucker's Bar out of the profits= when we brenk
eamp, Yon won't want a horse Lill then.*
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“Tindes goldt" asked Yen Chin, his almond
eyes glistoning T

“look at thal,” said Bab. s

He held out the little huckskin bag in which
the ehums had placed the grains of gold washed
oul from the plneer. 3 ;

“ Goldee 1" gjaculated ¥en Chin, almost gaspitig
witls excitement.  “Hundled dollee.”

“There's a geod hundred dollars  there.™
assented Bob. *And when we've finished we'll
buy rou a new horse, if you hehave yoursell, and
take vour shave of tha work."

“Ale velly good boy. Workee velly muchee.
Oli, yes!" b

ST guess we'll keep you to that, Now, turmiin.!

Yen Chin cbediently rolled himself ‘in his
blanket: hul his almond eves remained open, fixed
upon Bob Lpwless. There was a glitter in his
oyes that would have aronsed Boh's suspicions if
e had noted it, but he gave na further heed fo
the Celestial He thrust the buckskin bag inlo
his pocket, and sat on the log to keep ithe first
waieh while his comrades slept,

Whan his wateh was over he lay down to sleep
near the dying fire, and Frank Richards took his
pluce on the log.

'rank watehed the little valley drowsily in [lie
glimmer of the moonlight, Heé started ‘a litlle
as Yen (lliin rose from hiz place and glided
silently towards him.

“Go to sleap, kid" said Prank.

“Ae lhealee somet'ing,” murmured the litile

Chinee,
SWhat ean you hear? Only the wind in the
pines,” said Franl,

Yot Ohing shook his head.
“Man  walkee Ly oleek” he
quict, Man eomee.”

Prank Richards started to his feet and looked
townrds the creck through (he trees. He counld
hear nothing but the sough of the wind in the
folinge.

“Are you sure, ¥Yon Chin?" he asked.

; ‘[‘.\[e linkea Flunky pgoee see; me watchee
ele,”

“Right-ho !
Frank.

He took up his rifle and wenl through the troea

said. " Velly

I think you're mistaken,” said

towards the creek, keeping his eves well aboub

him, There was no sign of an intruder, however,
and after ten minutes' inspection of the vicinity
he returned to camp,

He expeoted to find Yen Chin sitting on the log
where lie had left him, but the Celestial was not
tliere. Neither wag he in his blankef, Frank
Riclinrds gazed round him in surprise, and then
in unger as he realisad the truoil,

Yen Chin had tricked him inte leaving his post
while he eleared ont of the camp.

“The  voung bounder|” exclaimed Prank
Richards savagely.

Hu shook Bob Lawless and wolie him.

“Hallo! What's up?" yawned Boh.

"“Fen Chin's eleared off."” ]

“Th?"  Bob jumped up, and Beauclere,
awnkened, too. followad his example. “What on
earth has he clesred off for at this time of night?
It's nearly an hour to dawn'vel. Why didn’t you
stop him 2"

Prank explained sather ruefully.

“The ennning heathen ! growled Bob.
don't cateh on. Wlhy should he snesk away like
(hat? Fe hasn't taken a horse."

“No: I should have heard him if he'd touched
the horses He's gone on foot.  Blessed if T

(T

know why !

“But 1
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1t would be plain euouih il ho had borrowed
money of us,” said Bob. “ But he was dead broke
when he came in, and he can’t gamble with
Gunten without any money. Lucky I had the
gold-dust in o safe place.”

He {aul- his hand in his pockot as he spoke, and
then he uttered o eudden yell of wrath, His
band eame out empty.

“Gone |

“Gone 1 rellaented Frank, in amazement.
" What’s gone 1" ol o

“The buckskin bag. He's Emked my pocket
while T was asleep I ronred Bob.

“The awinl young rasenl!” exclaimed Trank
Richards.  “Ho's robbed ns! And—and he’s

ne to Guuten, wherever he iy, to gamble the

ust away."
ob seb his tecth. 7

“That's enough of Yen Chin, and of Gunion,
too.”" he said, “We can't follow him now, but
we'll pick up his trail at dawn, And I guess we'll
make it hot for the whole 'Efang if we run them
down. and I enloulate we will 1

And, with the first gleam 6f dawn on the moun-
tuiris, the chums of Cedar Creek led out their
horses aid took the irail

ROUGH JUSTICE !

(1 Y gwn ! That licathen again | exclaimed
Kemn Ghunten,
Celler grinned.

The two SBwiss schoolboys were camped in a
ravine, a good ten miles from tho creek whero
Frank Richards & Co. had pitehed their camp.
They were seated by a comp-fire, breakfasting
lnte in the sunny morning, when Yen Chin came
in -sisllt.

“Hallo, heathen” grinned Gunten, as the
Chinee came panting up. “I guess you've had a
long walk. What have you gob there 7%

en Chin held up o buckskin bag.

“What's in it?” asked Keller curiously.

* Gold-dustee.” s

“Phew 1" exelaimed Gunten, ss Yen Chin
showed the contents of the bag, * Where did you
get that, John”

“Findee.”

Gunten grinned. He did not care very much
where Yen Chin had found the gold, as a matter
of faat.

“Playee pokee,” enad Yen Chin. “Oh, ves |

“As long as you've gobt any dust!” chuckled
Gunten.

And the three sat down to the game round n log
that served as a table, and in ‘n few minutes it
was going strong under the bright sunshine. But
that game of poker was destined to bhe
interrupted.

Gunten had valued the bag of gold-dust at n
hundred dollars, and Yen Chin was allowed to
use “ chips ™ representing that sum, and two-
thivds of the amcunt had passed to Cunten and
Keller when there was a ringing of horses’ hoofs
on the rocks of the ravine.

Gunten gprang lo hiz feet in alar.  Frank
Richards, Beapelere, and Bob Lawless were riding
down (he ravine-nt a trot

"Bo we've found you!” eaid Bob Lnwless
grimly. z

T guess you've come to our eamp withoul bei ng
asked,” growled Gunten. “What do you want 7’

“Tirsh of all we want the bag of dust Yen Chin
took last night,” said Bob. "1 sea you've got it
there. Tnke it up, Franky.”

Gunten mode n stride forward.
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“Loave it alone 1" Le exelaimed. Yo Chin's
It eliips to us for sixty dollars already, and it
cames otk of that dost.'

Yen Chin can't lose our golid to fyou,” said
Beauclare contompluously, “ You are a seoundrel
to hg’gmnhllug with e poor little Loggar, atiy-

way,

“Alingd  yone own  business | Lot
alone 1" shouted Gunten.

He eanght at Frank Richards' wrist. YWithout
a word, bl with a glitter in lis eyes, Frank
stinek the Swiss full in the face, and Gunten
rolled over an the rocks.

[Frunle slipped the buekskin bag into liis pocket.
Guomten scrambled up, his hand on the knife at
his belt.

“"You'll get lusk if you show (hat sticker,
Guiten,” said Bob Lawless quictly. And Gunlen
wisely did not drew it.

“Yen Chin, you young villnin,” said Bob,
“you've robbed us, and we're fed-up, and we're
done with you. Thore's lyom' horse—fake it 1"

“That's our horse,” blustered Keller. “Tho
Chinee lost il at poker.”

Thud! Bob's answer was a drive from the
a;mu]dtyr. and Kellor went down. Ho stayed
there,

“That's for you,” said Bob. “You've got that
little raseal to gamble away his money, and you
can keep it; but youw're not oing to keep his
horse, ake it ot once, Yen Chin.

The Chinea obeyed.

Bob Linwless took a trail-rope and coiled it, the
fwo Swiss watching him apprehensively, They
had grounds for apprehiension,

The rancher's son began on Gunten, and he
laid the trail-rope on with hearty vigour. The
Swiss velled and dedged, and dodged and yelled,
and fairly took to his heels at last. Keller sped
after him, not eseaping three or four lashes as
he wont,

1 guess that lets thon out ' growled Bob.
“Now, come along with us, Yen Chin, you
heathon thief I

“Paool 111 Chinee solly. ™

*“Oh, shut up!” snapped Bob.

The chums of Cedar Creck rode away, YVen
Chin with them. Not till they were quife gone
ditd Gunten and Keller venture to refurn to their
oinmp,

The schoolboys rode on, and Bob Lawlese halted
at last where a trail marked by lovses' haofs led
to the distant camp of Tricker's Bar, He pointed
along the trail.

“That’s your way, Yen Chin."

Yon Chin’s face fell, and his mouth drooped
patheticnlly.

“Pool 1"l Chinee velly solly!” he plonded..
““No playeo pokee any mole. = No takee gold-
dustee any mole. Velly good boy! Velly solly |
Me cly 1"

“Van can ery as much as yon like,” answered
Bob, “you heathen humbug! I you come near
our camip again I'll take the trail-rope to you,
and vou'll vemember it ! Soat )"

“Me no leaveo handsome old Bob 1

“That's enough'1?

The throe chums rode away together, and Yen
Chin, evidently realising that it was final, ros
mained sitting his pony on the trail, his ayes
following them, The last they saw of him he was
still sttl.:mi thers motionless, with a downcask
face that haunted the chums for a long time
afterwards.

Next Weelk :

[hat bag

“THE CLAIM-JUMPERS "
Tne Gex Lisnany.—No, 1,641,
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FHE CHIER BUCK OF THE BENBOW IS UP AGAINST IT IN THIS GRIPPING YARN
OF THE CIIUMS OF THE SCHOOL SHIP. Y CEDY

IN THE TROPICAL NIGHT.

13 HE niggers are going it!” Dick Rodney
remarked.

“They are, and no mistake ! What a
thundering row |” said Jack Drake, “How long
do they keep this up, Cazalet?”

Arthur Cazalet smiled.

“It's nlways like this after the races,' he said,
“They keep up the jamboree till ten o'clock.
After that the police go round and clear them
off, and they have to stop it. They often break
out again in the middle of the night, though.
They're n joliy crowd.”

The tropical night had closed in on the istand
of Trinidnd. Innumerable stars, like points of
fire, glonmed in the dark blue velvet of the sky,
Fireflios danced and spun in myriads amid the
deop shadows of the Savannah,

From grass and shrubbery came the incessant
oronking of the tonds, It was the usunl nightly
cliorus of Trinidad, but it was almosb drowned
now by the dull, droning beat of tom-tom aud
chac-chae.  All over the wide Savannah groups
of negroes were dancing in the starlight.  The
races were over, the merry-go-rounds were still,
the booths were closed and their coolie proprietors
gone home; but the blacks wore still Luspiug up
the jamboree. The band ab the grond stand had
played © Cod Save the King” and gone, and the
blaving tom-tom reigned without a rival.

Arthur Cazalet drove the buggy along the
shaded road at a good pace, Drake and Rodney
watched the dark Savannah and the dim figures
of the dancers thaf loomed up and vanished,
The scene was interestings enough to the juniors
of the Benbow, but their thoughts were with
Vernon Daubeny of the Shell, whom they hud
come to seek.

On the school ship,

anchored off Port of Spain,
the Benbow fellows i

were answering to  their
names ot cull-over, but there wero three who
would not answer “Adsum* when Mr, Packe
Tre Gey Lisgary.—No. 1,641

DAUBENY'S
DEBT!

By Owen Conquest.

called the voll, Tho chums of the Fourth were
well aware that they had taken n serious step in
romaining away from the school ship after sun-
set; Mr. Packe was very severe on that point.
But Jack Druke was determined that Daubeny
should not be left to his fate, and Rodney would

- not leave his chum.

But where was Daubeny of the Shell? -As he
lanced round into the shadows where the fire-
jos whirled, Drake's heart sank.

How was he to find Danbeny ?

All he knew was that Daubeny had rofused to
rofurn to the Benbow, and that Egan and
Porrence had parted with him on (he Savannah.
Secking him there was hike looking for a needle
in o lond of hay. Yet Drake felt that he could
not abandon the rash, reckless fellow as his own
chums had ‘done.

Clazalet stopped the buggy
the rondside. The three nﬁ hted, and the young
West Indian tethered the horse to one of the
trees, The planter's son was looking vory grave.
Fle was prepared to do anybhing he could to
lelp his friends from the Benbow, nnd without
him they wounld have been helpless. But exactly
what wns to be done was not clear.

“Tt won't be easy,” said Droke, knitting his
brows: ‘“Daub is somewhere about——"

“But you don’t lknow where he's likely to
have remained ¢ asked Arthur.

Drake shook his head, -

“ All we kuow is whaot yon heard Torrence tell
us.  Dnub lost monoy on the races to that
sharper who calls himself Captain St. Leger, and
he's afraid to p]:o back to the Benbow, becouse
the rotter would follow him there for his money
—but goodness knows what he intends to do.
suppose le isn't very clear himself on that point.”

“%ut if you find him?* asked Avthur, "Will
you be able to persuade him to go boek with

under the trees by

Cridk

lhope so,” said Drake. “If not——"

“Woll. if not?” asked Dick Rodney.

“We'll make him. If he won't come, we'll
collar him and bundle him into the buggy, and
take him back to the Benbow whether he likes
it or not,” said Drake. ‘“That's all we can do.”

Avthur smiled.

“3Well, T'1l help you
fellow oughtn't to be
into no end of trouble.
vough characters here
Tt's no good driving any farther.
to make inquiries—somechow——"

“Hallo! What's that 2"

A cry came suddenly from the shadows by the
roadside.

LT 1]‘_.II, !II

“ Samebhody in trosble. said Rodney, peering
through the darkness i1 the direction of the

if 1 can,” he said. “The
loft here. He may get

There are n good many
at night after the races.
We shall have

ory.
“Help! Rescue!”
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Drake sturied. h

“That's o Benbow fellow 1 he exolaimed, *“1t's
nol Daub’s voiee, though. Some other chap bas
been leit behind here. Come on I

Jnck Droke started running as he was
speaking, Rodney and Arthur followed him
quickly, ranning swiftly under the trees

“Ow! Yow!| Leggol Help!”

“Toodles 1” exclaimed Drake.

The chums of tlie Fourth knew the voice of
their fal studymate ow. 1t was Tockey Toodles !
They had syppesed that Tuckey had gone back
with the Bt‘en{mw party, in chavge of Dr. Pankey.
Evidently e hadn'i |

Drake came [rst on the scene. In the diny
light undey the tiees he discerned the fat junior
wriggling in the grasp of a powerful-looking
mulatle in seafaring garb.

“Vow-ow! Leggo!” Toodles wailed. "Il
give you my watch, you beast! Owl I tell
you— Yow! Ow

Drako camo ll)rmting‘ up.  He fAung himself on
the mulatto and grasped him. The man turned
on him with 8 savage oath.

2 ear " gasped Toodles, stuggering away
as the ruflian released him. " Another of ‘em |
Oh 'dear! Ow—ow | Help!”

Jack Drake wes struggling with the mulatto.
It waz fortunate for him that Roduey am
Cazdlel came up. The latter had his “:hlﬂ in
hig liand, and he dealt the footpad a heavy blow
witli’ the butt,

The rufliun released Drake, springing back
with & fierce oath. His hand went to his belt
for a weapon; but.as the thres closed in on him
he changed his mind, backed away, nnd took to
iz heels,

His footsteps pattered swiftly down the road
towards the town, and he vanished in the dark-

ness

The juniors turned to Toodles. The fat youth
had fallen on his knees and was lowling in
tervified necents, too scared to realise that he was

resaued,

“Flelp1” he yellsd, "“Oh dear] Keep offl
You can have my watech!l Ow! Yeow!| Helpl
Rescoe !V

“You silly ass!"” roared Drake.

Toodles jimped.

“1—T—1 say, wha's that?” he gasped.

“You howling ass, get up "

“ Is—is that you, Draket”

“Ves, you dummy IV growled Drake,

He took Toodles by ono fat ear and jerked
him to his feok, to the accompaniment of a loud
and anguished howl from Toodles.

“Vow-w-w-wl Leggo! You rotter, wharrer
you pulling my ear for?" howled Toodles

“Stop  vour ally row!” prowled Rodney.
“There's nothing to be frightened at now, you
silly nss!”

‘fﬁn:l!es gasped for breaih. A

“T—1 waasn't frightened, of course!” he said.
“In facr, 1 knew it was you fellows. I was only
pulling your leg, you know——="

Y Cheese 141"

"1 soy, how did you come hero?” asked Tuckey.
“1 got left behind—I only went to bny some
ormiges from a coolio ehap, and the beasts wont
off without me, you know, and I must haye lost
my way., And that beast Daub wouldn't give me
any money to get o lift back to Port of Spain—»

pck Drake interrupted him eagerly :

“You've seen Dauh?™

“ Yeas, the rotter—he's in an awful bad temper.
He actuaily kicked me, I told him it wasn't my

fault he'd played the goat and Jost his money,
But he kicked mo! 1 just left him, you kuow.

wasi't going to stand that, It's a thing no
fellow wonld stand. I say, is that Cazalet?
Have you got the buggy here, Cazalet?”

“VYos? sard Avthue

Tuckey gasped willi relief.

“Biut U'm here to Lelp Drake find Danbeny,™
ndded Arthur.

"“Wall, Drake ‘and
Daubeny, while yeou
Benbow," suggosted

Roduey can look for
trive me back to the
Thuekey 'T'nodles brightly.
“Nou sew, ['m tired. 1 want to gel in to supper,
too.  Yow! Ow—ow! If you don't leave off
shaking me, Drake, you beast, I'll kick sour
shins 1

“Bump him!” growled Rodney.

“Why, you rotter—— Oh, my hat!

Bump | .
_ “¥ayoooh! Leggol Wharrer you pitching
into me for?” lwwirr!d Tuckey Toodles. “Dh
dear | Of all the rotters 22

“Where's Daub 1

Yoop 1"

FOR HIS OWHN SAKE.

UCKLEY TOODLES gasped for breath, 1t
was clesr that he wasn't in the least in-
terested in Vernon Daubeny; he was, as

usnal, only interested in his own worthy eelf.
But 1t dawned on his fat brain that his worthy
self was vot Lo teceive first eonsideration in this
instance,

“Welve here to find Daubeny,™ said Drake,
glaving at the fat Tourth Former. “We've not
going lﬂ.lill.‘!\' without him.  We'll take yon with
us when we go, but wo're nol going without
Daub. Understand thae?"’

1 think you're an awful beast, Diake!
the Fearful dangors I've been thiough——"

*You fat idiot—"

“T've nenrly lost my watch—a valuable gold
watch that was a hbirthddy present from my
unele, Sir Willinm——"

“Will you tell us where you saw Daub, and
when?  Or shall I wring your silly neck?” ex-
claimed Drake, out of all patience.

“I'm just going to tell yon, aven't 17 1 was
only jljnentioning that my valuahle gold watch

fi——

" Oh, kick him 1" exclnimed Rodney,

“I'm lelling you, nren't 17" hmvied Toodles.
“T saw Daub near the grand stand about half
an hour ago, 1 think. 1 don’t know whether
he's theve now. I dove say lie jsn't. I think
most likely he's gone lhome. We'd belter go,
fon. Where's the buggy 1"

“The grand stand ' gaid Arthur. “We can
firid that easily enough. Let’s starl at ounce.™

“1 say, you're nol going to leave me alone,
are wou 1 yelled Tuckey Toodles.

“You can come along with us; you ass ™ said
Drake,

“1'm too tived to wall, you know.”

“Stay where you ave, {hen|”

‘T say—=2

Depke & Co. moved off in the darkness, and
Thuckey Toodles Yolted after them. Ha found that
he wese'h too tived to wallk, after all,

“1'm coming, dear old tops!” he gasped
“Daon't hurry like that, you know! Blessed i
1 seo what you want to bothar about Daubeny
for! 1 think he's a beast! He refused to len

me— g
Tue Gew Lrary.—No. 1,641,
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“Whal was he doing whea jou left him?"
asked Dralke. 2

“Lyving i the grnss.”

“Iie piny be still there® said Arnthur. “1
know the wav, We'd better put on speed, and
we may find him there”

“Teol," said Dieaks.

“T suy, I can't run——"

“ Please yourself 1" snapﬁn& Drake.

The juniors trotted on by the path over the
Savannah, and Tuckey Toodles gasped behind
them, They possed close by many groups o
dancing negroes, through the deafening blare of
the tom-foms and the banjor The dancers did
not oven glance at them, and the juniors did not

think of pansing to look on at the strange
40BN0A.
The grand stand loomed up ahead of them

against the starry sky ab lost,

“Here we are [! exelaimed Arlhor, slackening
spead,

The juniors paused.

YOh dear!” gaspod Tuckey Toodles,  “1I'm
out of breath, Have any of you fellows gob
snvthing to eal about you? I'm hungry, you
know,”"

Tuckey was not headed,

“Wea'd better ecall out” spid Rodney,
Daub's Deve he will answer, I suppose.”

“Panb | shouted Drake.

YDavbeny ! Daub 1™

Jaek Drake’s elear voice rang faor and wide
througle the iropical night.

*“Do you remember just where you saw him,
Tuckoy 7*

“Of course 1 don't!' answered Toodles peev-
ishly, 1 say, I'm hungry——*

“Daubeny I

“Daub 1"

“Fallo ! A voice came from the darkuess.
“Wha's ealling me?”

“Here he isl” exclaimed Draka joyfully.

Drake had his electric torch in his pocket,
He turned on the light and ran in the direction
of the voice. He came suddenly on Daubeny of
the Shell,

Vernon Daubeny was lying in the grass; he
had raised himself on his elbow, and lie stared
up blankly at Jack Drake. The light, s it fell
on his face, showed him pale and almost
hs.{;g;lrd,

“You, Drake " he mutterad.
doing lers sf this time of night?
nine."”

“What ave yon doing?'’ exclaimed Drake.

“Canmping ont1” answered Daubeny, with a
Litter grin. “I'm staying here, No business of
vours;, | suppose?"

“\Wo cume to look for you,'' answered Drake,
laking no nobice of the Shell fellow’s manner.

“How the thump did you know I was staying
out, theni” .,

e met Torrence and Egan on their way
back, and Torrence told us.”

Daubeny's lip carled bitterly.

“They loft me,” he said “My own fault,
though: 1 wonldn't go with them, and they
didn’e want to stay out  Well, now yon've found
me vou con leave me. I'm Ilﬁé__ askin' you for
anythin'." ~

“You
fuietly,

“Tiy goin' to.

“You can't camp out—"

“1's delightful weather for campin' out,”

Tie Ciem Lmnary.—No. 1,641
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“What are von
It's past

can't stay here,” answered Drake

THE GEM LIBRARY

answerad Danbeny in the same fone of reckless
bitterness. ' all pight.”

“Wait till the dew falls and you'll be
drenched,” said Drake. “You'd wake up in the
morning with an ague.”

“1 don't care.”

“Woll, T cave,” answerad Drake shortly. He
glanced  round, Arthur, from o motive of
delicacy, was keeping back at . distance, and
Dick Rodney stuyed with him. Tuckey TPoodles
had sat down at once to rest.  “Look here,
Daub, don't play the goat,” went on Drake
“Vou've got to come back to the Benbow.”

.Dmlbcu‘\' did not move.

“1 can't come back,” he said. “I dare n{
you mean well, Drake, but it can’t be done.
owe that sharper Captain 8t Loger twenty
pounds; he won it from me on the races, Don't
tell me I've been o fool; I know that. I ecan't
go back. I can’t pay the man before the Benbow
suils; and he won't trust me out of his sight.
He's coming to the Benbow to show me up if 1
don't pay him, And T can't! T can't faco the
disgrace.” Daubeny's lips quivered. “ Just
fancy the scena! All the Benbow erowd and tho
ship’s officers and the masters, and that dashed
blackguard comin' on board to claim moncy | I
wouldn't face it for anythin' ("

“Vou can't stay lLera”

T golog fo.”

“Wlore is that fellow to be foundf?”
Drake. i :

“Ho's got a billiards saloon in Port of Spain,”
snid Daubeny. “He could be found there to-
morrow, most likely. He's given me till the
mornin' to go thers and pay him, in fact
can’t pay him. I suppose you're not offering to
lend me twenty quids?” added Daub with bitfer
S4ICRENI,

“1 would if I had it,'" said Drake.

Daubeny looked at him curiously.

“Well, I believe you would,” he suid, his ex-
pression saftening a little. “But if you haven't
it, what's the odds? You won't get any more
remittances while we've at Trinidad—and I
shan't, cither. You can't help me . Let me
ulone,”

4 ¥on awkul ass!'’ exclajined Drake. “Are you
thinking of staying behind when the Benbow
sails, then?”

“Nothin' clse to be done.”

“We'll manage to help you somehow,” said
Drake. “Most of my tin is gone, bul we may
manage it somehow.™

“That's nol good enough”

“fame back (o the Benhow with us, Daub,
like a sensilile chap,” wrged Drake.

“1 ea't.”

“¥on must, Dauk ™

“1 won't, then ! saifl Daubeny sullenly. And
he leaned back in the grass again.

Juck Drake stood looking down at him, his
hrows kniteed.  Dath's conduct thet day had been
reckless  and  blackguardly, but Drake knew
that it was Egan, his evil genius, who was chiefly
to blame. |

Tven Liad it not been so, Drake wonld not have
abandoned him. He understood Daub’s shrinking
from the scenc on the Benbow if Captain St.
Leger should come on board to elaim his money,
The “show-up ” would be serious enough for the
dandy of the Shell. Dut the fact remained that
Daub had to go back to the schonl-ship,

S Vo must come,” said Drake, at last. “You'll
be glad later that we made you come, Daub.”

asked
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“You ean’t make e come,” sneered Daub, *1
tell you I wou't”

“Roduey ! Cazalet I” ealled out Drake.

His chuhis came up ghickly. . 1

“Daub’s got to come back to the ship," ssid
Droke. “He says he won't come. Lend wme a
hand, will youi”

“Nea, rather)”

*Come on, Daub [ 1 |

The Shell fellow leaped to lis feet, his cyes
blazing.

“1f you dare—— Lot go!” he shouled, os the
juniors grasped him,

“You're hound to conie, old chap*

.

answered

Drake. “It's for your own sake, yvou know.™
“Will you let” me go?™ shoyted Daubeny
furiously.
“No,™ said Drake grimly.
e take that 1Y
Daubony  struok  out  fereely,  Juck Drake

knoeled np the blow just in time, and the nexy
moment Vernon Daubeny’s arms were pinned to

his sides.

“Come on | said Drake quietly,

Daubeny struggled fiercely; but Drake and
Roduney, on either side of him, held him with
5:‘!!]’! determination, and he had to march. Arthur

azalot led the way, Druke and Rodney following
with their prisoner, and Tuckey Toodles brought
up the rear, oceasionally emitting a fat chuckle.

BROUGHT ON BOARD |
ERNON DAUBENY'S face was white with
vasre us he walked between the two Fonrth
Formers, He resisted al fivst, but he soon
found Uint rosistance was useless, and vielded to
the inevitable. . 3

The party trimped over the Savannah, skivting
the groups of detcing negroes, towards the road-
side where the buggy had been left.

1n the dorkness the juniors could seareely have
found their sway, but Arthur Cazelet knew every
foat of the Savannal, on the border of which he
haid lived most of his life,

They errived at last under the wide-spreading
branches of the roadside trees, where, 1n the deep
shadow, the horse was tothered. Tuckey "Loodles
bundled into the buggy ot once, and Cazalet
longened the horse from the tether.

“Jump in, Daub | ssid Drake amicably,

Daubeny drew a deep breath of rage.

“Will you let me go?"” he exclaimed, between
his teeth.

“Can't be done.”

* You meddlin’ rotter—

“Get inl”

4T won't 1

ULt him, Rodney 1"

Uy ou bet 1" said Dick Rodney briefly.

Daubeny gritted his teeth,

“TI get in," he said savagely, “Hang you,
you nacdn't drag me. Let me alone, will yon?”

He stepped into the buggy, the {wo TFourth
Formers following quickly {o give him no chance
to dodge. They satb down with their amnns linked
in Daubeny's. Arvtlinr Cazalel dropped inte the
driver's seat and egathered up the reins.

" Ready T he msked.

“Quite, thanks 1

“Off we go, then!" “

The buggy was seb in motion, the horse trotting
swiftly away towards Port of 8pain and the sea.
Daubeny sat squeczcd between Drake and Rodney
in grim silence. 3
_ Once or twice he east n guick glance round, as
if the ides had come to him of leaping from the
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yohicle, But if hie thought of that desperate ex-
pedient it was futile, for the Fourth Iorers did
not let zo of his arms.  ‘Puckey loodles sat in the
hottom of the buggy and nodded off to sleep as
the vehiele r.'ilﬂl.‘(f nleg the smooth road into the
Lo,

As they drow near the Cagalets’ villy, Deake
tapped the Weal Indian on the aem,  Arthur
elaneed vound, L

“Mhat’s your show, ' said Drake,
fair to keep you out any later, ald fellow,
can wall the vest; we know the way.”

1f Rupert de Vere Toodles had not beon asleep
there would have been an imstantaneous and em-
phatie protest from the bottom of the bugey, But
only a snore was heard from Tuckey Toodles.

Arthur shook his head.

“Tl drive you on to the quay,” he smid. “1
can exploin to father why ' late—I mean, that
I drove down some Benbow fellows who were left
behingd. Pater wan't nind.” .

“1p's awfully good of youw,” said Drake grate-
fully, I cau't say 1 fancy Iramping miles jost

now.”

“Right-ho! It's all right.”

And the buggy rattled on through Port of
Spain. In taking a short cut to the quay the
buggy passed through a rather dingy street near
the docks. On the steps of o brightly lighted
building & mon with a moustache was hghting n
cigar, and he glanch ab the buﬁgﬁ as it pngsed.
Daubeny elenched his hands, and Drake frowned
as he recognised “Captain  St, Leger, the race-
coLrEa il]lll'[ll:l'-

The captain recoginised the pacty in the buggy,

" Ii's mor
We

Bovs ! The Navy’s
/

got a job for you!

The condirions of service in the Communi-
cations (Wireless T'elegraphist and Signal)
branch have recently been improved and
boys may now join this branch with in-
creased chances of promotion. As always,
the Navy offers good pay, steady employ-
ment, and a chance to see the world.
Ages 16-174. Candidates must possess a
knowledge of arithmetic up to simple,
vulgar and decimal fractions and
percentages.

SendTO-DAY for full particulars of thenew system
of entry in the Communications Branch of the
toyal Navy (which will be forwarded without obli=

gation) to Recruiting Staffi Officer, (Dept. N.),
27/33 Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.2.

«* ROYALNAVY




e b

34

and waved hiz hand with the cigar in it, with s
mocking grin.
“ s that his place, Daub?” asked Drake.
“Yes;: he runs a billiards saloon there,”
grrunted Danbeny. “I—I1 dropped in once with
You can tell them on the Benbow, if you

“Here's the quay,” said Rodney, *Wake up,
‘l'oodles 1 He stirred the fat junior with the loe
of his shoo.

“Ciroooogh-hooh |*
sleeper.

“Wake up, fathead "

YOwl Lemme alonel
mumbled Toodles; “Don't you thove my ham-
mock, yon beast! Owl Owl ALI" Toodles
woke np. “I say, I'm jolly hungry! 1 wonder
whether Packe will let us have any supper "

Arthir drew in the horse, and his passengers
jumped ont of the buzgy, Daubeny still under
guard. The juniors bade a cordial good-night to
their West Indian chum and shook hands heartily
with him, and Arthir droye away for home.

A black boatman was roused out of slumber in
the lee of a warehouse, and he drowsily demanded
double fare for a row to the Benbow, on which
lights could be seen twinkling aoross the starlit
water. A coloured dock policeman strolled up to
intig.tim who and what the rqrty were, and saluted
politely when Drake explained. Daubeny was
vory sileat till the policeman was gone, but as
Drake led him into the boat down the steps he
made a last angry anpeal.

“Yon're {oreing ma to go on board, Drake.”

“You kuow you ought to go, old scout 1”

“T don’t wan! to, I tell you 1" muttered Daubeny
savagery. " Think of the scene to-morrow. [ tell
you I ean't stand it 1*

“We must try to help you out somehow,” said
Drake cuietlv. " You've got to go on board,
Daub. You'll be glad of it later.”

“ onfannd you for your maddlin’ 1"

Jack Drake mado no reply to that. He sat in
the stern, with his arm still in Daubeny's, and
the boat pushed off from the stone stops. In
silenice they pulled oub to the Benbow.

The voice of Mr. Pigtop, the chief mate, hailed
them as they came under the ship's counter.

“Bont ahoy! Keep cleay

“Tt's us, Mi  Pigtop!” called back Drake.
“Throw us o line "

“Dh, you young scallawags, is it 7 granted the
chiek{ mate  “Mr. Packe, your boys have come
back.”

The Fourth Formi master was on deck, ‘doubt-
loss in @ state of anxiety about the absentees

The juniors came meekly on board, Diake pay-

ing(l_.lm boatman and dismissing him.
r. Packe eyed them grimly,

“So vou have returned ?” he said.

*Yes, siv. We—"

“¥ou need make no excuses now. (Go to bed
at once. I will Eear what you liave to say in Lhe
morning,” snapped Mr. Packe.

“Yes, sit.”

There was nothing more to be done that night;
it was already past bed-time for the Benbow

came drowsily from the

'"Tain’t rising-bell 17

"

follows. Daubeny walked dway without n word
to his cabin, and Drake & Co. went te Cabin
No. 8.

Iive minutes later they were fast asleep in
their hamnmocks,
Tie Ger Lisrary.—No, 1,641
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THE SWORD OF DAMOCLES !

ACK DRAKE was up before rieing-bell ths
following morning, It was Sundsy, snd
that morning the “Benbow orowd were to

attend service at Trinity Church ashore. DBut
before that, Drake had plenty to do, He had
slept soundly, but on waking his first thoughta
were for Vernon Daubeny.

Cuptain 8t Leger had given his dupe until
eight o'clock in the morning to pay his debt, but
Daubeny huad not the remotest prospect of pay-
g it

Drake songht him out in the Shell quarters
before breakfast, Hgan and Torrence were still
in their hammoecks, but Daub was coming out
of the cabin as Jack Drake came along. He
gave the IFourth Former a bitter lool,

“T came to see you, Daub” said Drake,

“Woll, vou've landed me in trouble,” said
Daubeny, with a sneer, "I can't get ashore
unfil the fellows start for church. I've got to
wait till 8t, Leger comes on board and disgraces
me before the whole school, You've let me in
for that, hang you!”

“Eyen that's better than catching a fever sleep-
ing oub on th. Savannah” -

“1 suppose I know my own business best.”

"It appears you don'tl" retorted Drake.
“Don’t let vs rag, Daub. I want to help you
oul,”

“You oan't”

“A messenger could gel aehore, if we can't,”
said Drake “1 could send Tin Tacks, It's
about the money: =

Daubeny thawed & little.

1 know von mean to he friendly,” he said.
“Bul it oan’t be done \Where the thump are we
to raise fwenty quuds? Moast of the fellows have
run through their mouncy asliore -most of them
have got their pockets emmply. You can't get an
advance from Mr. Packe without saying ‘what
it’s for.” He grinned in & rather grim way.
“You couldn’t tell him, I suppose?”

“Pry what yon ean do in the Shell, and I'll
beat up the Fourth,” said Drake. “If we can
raise enongh tin to ses you through, the darky
will go asliore and see the blackguard,™

“T'N try, if you like,” muttered Daub.
wias thinking of il—but—well, I'll try!"

“Don't lose n minute, then!”

The juniors sepurated, to proceed with their
rather curious lasks As the rising-bell sounded,
and the Benbow fellows turned ont, Jack Drake
made a round of the Fourth—borrowing. Most
of the available cash had been lalely expended
in the excursion fo the Pit¢h Lake, and Drake
had only o couple of pounds leff. Roidney had
lass, bt he lent what he Lad.

In the Fourth Form there was a genoral short.
ness of cosh. As the Benbow was due to sail in
a few days, and there was no spending money
at sea, the juniors mostly “blued ¥ their cash
ashiore i Port of Spain—making hiay while the
sun shone, as it were, Most of the fellows were
]\'riilling to lend to Drake, but tliey had little to
end,

When the captain of the Fourth rejoined
Daubeny on deck, just hefore breakfast, he had
n total of seven pounds.

“Whal luck, Danb?’ he asked,

“Four pounds fen,” said the Shell fellow, with
a grimace.

(Continwed at foot of next page.}
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