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Hugh O'Brien, of Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dubliin,
writes: .

Pledse rell o when was St Jingcs fevnuded,
ane by whan?  How muny Fovms at Sr. Jin's,
sl Low wany boys®  Alse, nek Trimble what
Lo s going to be wWhen lie Frows L,

LB.—Low old is Wally D' Avey?

ANSWER:  Rract worigin of St Jim's s an
shronded tn the mists of time that it'a hard to
say 1eho showld hace the eredit. King Henry
VI jounded a lot of schools—porsibly berause
he himself was toa old 1o have to uttend closscst
1t was whout then that St. Jumes School roza
an the site of a furgier abbcy—thongh some put
the «bite  later, after the deatruction af the
wmoanaslicics by King Henry (S8ie-Wives) VI
Furms b St Jim's: Sceond, Thivd, Faureh,
Shelt, Fipth, Sicth,  About 300 boys, I imagine
Primble will be just the sane seronnger he is at
rrurtl!, i few Aizéa lareger, of canrse—procitled
16 doesu’d burst first! Wally s thirteen wmd o
lialjf,

Raymond Henley, of Mantenotte, Cork, Eire,
writes:

Conled vonn el mie 1l ninmge of each Form nnd
the avernye age? Are theve any school stovies
of Ilighdife or Ryleambe Gramime Sehaol 7

PLS. —1've stavied reading the Gy again nfter
sulue xears, Why have von =hortened it ?

Axswen: Phird, 134, Fourth, 15, Shell, 15—
16, Fifth, 16—17. Sirth, 17—18. LTheugh High-
eliffe and the Clrammar Sehool aften come into
the Wreeyfvinvs wpd 8¢ Jim's staries, there are
o sopareaie yorna alout them, The Gem, by the
may, faa unt been sharteneid, nr in any way ' eut
aff *in ite vt primte UM weed to be 28 pages,
naw it e 3. Phey've zmallér—but you get just
s el peading matter for twopence,

“Crickcter,” ¢f Sutton, Surrey, writes:

Pyve abon a dozen photos of Suerey Connty
ovicketers, I T szent them to the rrprelary,
wondd e gt them antogeaphed for me, or
would T liave 1o send them to the players
separately ! Where enn I get & photesoi Frank
Woolley'? I've tried shops in Londun.

Axswin: I he inclined to try the seeritury
fivat, with w wvery nleely teritten letter. Von
dacrer B your luck, thowgh 1 dare cay
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'LL BE HEARING FROM YOU, CHUMS—_WHAT 3
s 0

dack Blale's here te anawer your Jetters' and
deal with yonr querits, Write  to fim wlo

dhe v, Flectway House, Farvingdon, Stree
Lowdon, BN, Mo as candid ae gau Jae
Blake Qiked o pluin spoaker, buing by wutyre o
daln  Hlunt Jimself!  But Leep your r
SHORT, amt envlose if porsible a phota of | ours

ectf for reproduction on (hie puge, No pligloy —
can b returned, "

)

aeerclierics of éricket elibs have enauth (o-doj. 1
already —without  bothering  with  outograph . >
hunters! Fry the Kent Cownty Club for o snup.

uf Frank Weolley, They nury be abile to “put’

you o the right track, Bon't ‘jorget to enolose a
slampied udidvessed envelope, whoever you write

fo.

. Elboy, of Stamford Hill Manse, Londen, N.1B,
writes:

Is thevw anyone ot 8t Jim's who nppreciates
goud innsie. such as Mozart ar Beelhoyen ?

Do vou krow the ages of Bob Cherry  nnd
Billy Buyter?

:d ﬁRnt-l.'u good at angthing but  bBreaking
rules?

s D'Avey coneeitod? I not, why hns He sush!
a high opinion of hhusell?

1 am 12 yoars of age. If T went to 8t Jim's,
what Form would 1 he in!? y

ANSWER: Lots of fellaten Hile gonil musie, from
Herries, wha may appear to murder it an Tiin
cornet, to quirt fellowes Like Talbot or Diphy..
Lol Cherry in 16 years 2 months, and: Bitgifer ﬁ‘i
years 1 month, Racke ix very good indveil at
ineenting exewacs wfter he han brolen Pules,
M Arey hoa no high aginion pf himaglf—tut ke
always tries to think 1he best of ene ody éfael
You'd be in the Sveoud nr Third—it wonld
depend an your ability, Meydoke?

Rosemary Watkins, of Woodford Bridne, Esnex,
writes:

Have you any laothers or sisters? Wihat iy
vy Fuvonvite hwohber Do ovou think Muogers i
a good phintagraplay * 1low many nonocles has
sy Lnd =hee o cwine 1o 88 Jin'=?

Axswen: Noy 1 oregeet 1 haven't,. Hobbyg? A D
the muwmcat of aeriting,  anawering  reoders'
Ietters?  Muuners ix top-hala with the lene e
shulter—he has an “eye " Hike a Wo@, eNid o0
s lia cameral How many wonbeler—34, 567
ta date—or oo Monty Lowther estimules it, M \
may hiave doubled or trebted the aotual flgure,

But that leaves a real “cyoful™ of a tota
d]:mn‘;l W2 Svrry if the puny give youlh “pane,”
Wow '

T



NERVE-TINGLING ADVENTURE AND UNKXNOIWYN PERILS LIE AHEAD OF TOM
MERRY & C€O. AS THLEY PENETRATE INTO THE WILDS OF RBRAZIL!

STORMY WEATHER !

[ HI" ojneulated Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
His oyes opencd. )
Gussy had been dreaming,
It was lato; the inside of Cabin No. 6, on hoard
the liner Blue Star, was as black as a hat.

In three other bunks, Blake snd Hevries and
Dighy were sleeping the sleep of the just.

Arthur Auguostus, when he turned in, bhad
dropped off into peaceful slumber. Dut his
alumEer had not remained penceful,

In the mista of shadows and sleep, ha forgnt

that he was on board a steamer bound for Brazil.
Ho fancied that he was back in the old quad at
8t. Jim's—and that Tiggins & Co. of the Naw
House wero ragging him. They were pitching
him right and left, bundling him all over the
shop, in fact, till he hardly knew whether he
was on his head or hiz heols.
_ Then suddenly he wole—and fancied he was
4till dreaming. Tor ho was still being pitched
right nnd Io&, and bundled about all over the
shap, though his oyes were wide open—still
uncertain whether he was on his noble head or
his aristoeratic heels!

“Oh!1” vepeated Arihur
Auvgustus. “Oh ewikey 1"

e rolled| He bumped!
He knocleed his head, nnd
ejaculated “Oh!” for o
thied time. Then he
reblised that his feet wern
high vp and his head low
down! But a  inoment
after he realized that his
foot were low down, and his

Thrilling New Story of
Schoolboy Adventure
in South America by

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

THE BAND-JT BEYOND THE BRIDGE!

head ligh up! Tt was really mysterious and
disconcerring,

“ Bai Jove !” gasped Arthur Augustus, “ What-
evah is the mattah? Somethin® must be the
maitah | Pewwaps tho ship has wun on & wock |
Bai Jova I”

Ho leaned over to cnll Blake in the lower bunk.
His chums scemed to be sleeping through these
extraordinary acrobatics that were being per-
formecd by the Blue Star.

It was rather unfortunate that another lurch
eame as (russy leaned over. Quite unintention-
ally, he nose-dived.

here was a bump on the flanr of Cabin No. 6.
It was followed by & loud howl.

“Yawoooh |”

The lloor of Cabin No. & was as agitated as
hia bunk had been. Arthur Augustus, scramblin
wildly up, discovered the fluor trying to atanﬁ
on its head, so to speak, and shot over to the
bunks on the other side,

He grasped for support. His wild grasp olosed
on some object in the bunk. ith both hands he
held on for his life.

From the bunk enmo n rear. It was the voice
of George Herriea of the Fourth Form at 8t,
Jim's, but it sounded at the moment as if Herries
wns using a megaphone.

“ Qooach | What's up?
Let go my nosa! Lot go
my hair! Yarooop ™

Gussy was not a cat, to seo
in the dark. He wns un-
awaro that he had elutched

ferries’ nose with one
hand, and Herries' hair
with the other, in the dark-
ness and confusion of the
moment,

(Copyright in the Unjted Statss of America. Al rights reserved, and reproduction without permission steictly forbidden.
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Hervies' vowr informed hun of the fact, Td
Ut have infortied  the necupant of  every
cabiin en C Deel of e Bl 8 bt for the
i, which deowned even Herries
rowl owtstdo the o
iJ.‘]\\'EIf! Hloerie
L LA SR iR e (]

voat of Lhe
wfuriated

that Gussy?
Le thut ths

that

s thal raving maniae,

iy, Mewwios gusped A vl lor
Augesras,

Arther Angnstoz w aprirnwilong, inedend

cager, te et goo Flerries' wose and haier, Any

3
otlier hold wanld Lave soited hing oo well, ar
Loty But Lo conld seo nothing in the dark,
and the flooy sectacd 1o b g to geat op s
It hin dn the baek, and lie hoon to the npose
andd the hair, being without anry visible means
0l npport,

! selled Herries.  “loggo ™
Sowwy, deall bov 17 purpled Arther Aupnetus
“1 think there muist be n storm or soetling’—the
steamaly seems to be wellin' all ovah the
Atlantic! Wait il 1 get hold of that bunk

George Herries did not evinee any disposition
to wait till Arthur Augustus got hold of the
bunk! Generally speaking, Herries was o quiet
and pationt sort of fellow. Dut with his nose
keing nearly pulled off, and his hair being
dragged out by the roots, patience failed him.

Instead of waiting till Arthur Auguslus was
nble to change his grasp to the edga of the bunk,
Herries hit out in the dark, thumping his nobls
chum on Lis noble chest with a terrific thump.

Then Arthur Angustus let go both rnese and
hair, without waiting to get hold of the hank!
o went backwards ns i he had been shot
There was another bumyp in Cubin No. 6.

“OL ewumbes 17

“You mnd ass!" roarad Herries. He sat oup,
ribhing Lis nese with one hand, caressing his
sealp with the other.

The steamer lurched again,
out holdin g
slances, erries pitched out of the bunk. and a
eccond 8t Jim's junior wes added to the one
already on the floor. "

“O ewiley | What is thel 7 spluttered Arthur
Avgnstong, as Georpe [arries landed. “Ie the
top deck falling inl Help |”

“What on earth's Ibe vow ?” Jack Blake came
oul of slumber, and leaned out ef hiz bunk to
peer into the gloom, from which wild howls and
gnsps and yells pealed in ehorps.

Blake had been sleeping soundly. He was nob
conscious of the faet that » sudden tropical
storm had arisen, nnd that the Blne Star was
pitching and thumping on the wild billows of the
Atlantie, till he leaned out of his bunk, Then
he discovered it, all of a sudden, us he shot out
hrad first,

Bump |

“Yawoooh! The deck’s follin' in ' <hrieked
Avthur Avgustus. “That’s (he sepond plank that
has dwopped on me—""

“Oh gum!” gasped Jack Plake.
Cussy I've fallen ont”

“Take your hoof out of* my eve!”
Herries' voice in  fierce, ooncentrated
"Will you take your haof out of my eve’?®

“Bei Jove! Is that Bleke’ What are you
jammin' your elbow into my vah for, Blakef"
waile thur Augustus,

“What the thump are you icllows
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Bitting ap with-

“Is that

came
tnnes,

doing on

on was hardly safe in the cirenm--

THE GEM LIBRARY

the Heer® howled Blake.
loor for & change, or what 7

"What's up 7 exclaimed Dighy.
cul of his baal,

“Ouly von ' masped Make, " We've all down I
Bluke zerambled wildly 1o his feet.  ** Whai's
that T tieadime on 7

CUewnalf mae peck '

" Oh, my hat '

The Blue Star gave anothor plunge into a
vawning gulf of sea. Juck Blake went staggoring,
throwing out his arms for support. They elosed
rownd a neek, as Dighy leaned from bis bunk.

“Tete! Look out!™ ghricked- Dig.

Tle clutched wildly for a hold, but found none,
and Blake, pitehing over, dregged him headlong
out, Blake rollad, and Big rchferl, partly on the
flaor and partly‘on Herries and Arthur Augustus,

It was quile a mix-up |

" Jleeping on the

He peered

HELPING MANNERS HOME !

GFPYHAY ass I zighed lom Morry,
’1 “That elmp " said Meonty Lowtlae
The two Shell fellows of St. Jim's wern
speaking of their chiim Manners. Late as it was
eetting they were net vel pone to bed in Cabin
No. B.

The door was wide open, and Tom Meryy and
Monty Lowther sat in the deorway, waiting [or
Havry Manners.

Absenca is snid to make the heart grow fonder,
but in the presenl cnse, it seemed to have an
exasperating effect,

Tom Merry and Lowther were ready—move
than ready—to turn in! When (hey turned in.
they were going to fasten the door, So they could
not, ebviously, turn in till Manners torned up,
untless they were to roll oul ogain to let him n
when he eame,

Manners, sgome time nge, had gone to the ship’s
dark-room to develop photegraphs he lhad been
taking through the day. When Harry Manners
was thinking of photographs, he forgot all lesser
consideralions,  Apparently bediimo had passed
unnoticed by Manners, Anyhow, ho was still
abzent.

The Blue Star was rocking and pitching n
good deal, big ship as she wns Stormy win
worg owing as the steamer drew near to
Mudeiro, which the St. Jim's fellows oxpeoted to
sight the next day. Tho Ailantic rolled in
mighly surges.

om Morry and Monty Lowthor wanted lo go
to bed. DBut Harry Manners was still abeent on
the upper deck, where the liner's dark-room was
simuled—-thaugiu really he had had by now time
to develop innumerable photographs,

“Let's see if the howling ass iz coming 1” said
Tom Merry ab lnst; dnd l.Eo two juniors left ths
cubin and wont out _on C Deck, bracing them-
selves ngainst the wind.

“Here he comes |” exclaimed Lowther, as a dim
fignre loomed up on the deck,

“Thank  goodness 1" yvawned Tom  Meryy,
“Tallo, that's not Manners, you ass ™ he added
a moment Inter,

“That Rio ruffian | muttered Lowther, »

It was s rather tall and museular man whe
camo along the deck.  Ho had a dark, abnost
black face and thick black brows, under which
jeity oyes glinted.

Thae two Shell fellows watched him rather
,irin_xly as ho passed. He did not glance at them,
“heir eyes lingered on him till he disappeared.

“That roller's not turned in yet!” muttered
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Monty TLowlher.
Gu very likely 1”

“Uhey ﬁoep the eabin door locked since what
ho did last night|” said Tom. “Joame Rabeira
oan't get at ofd Gussy |

“Bet you he's got his eye open for a chance |"

Tom Merry nadded.

“IFs & giddy mystery!” went on TLowther.
“Why the ﬁinkans does that black-jowled ruffian
want to stop Gussy from going out to Rio{*”

“ Ask me another [ said Tom,

“There's no douwbt about it!” said Lowther,
“He turned up at 8t Jim’s after Gussy had had
that weird letter from his brother Conway at
Rio. When he found us on this steamer, he told
Gussy plainly that his life would be in danger if
he kept on to Brazl!”

Tom nedded again. .

“And lnst night he was spotted trying to get
into Cabin No, 61" said Lowther. “And if he
had got in and enught Gussy napping, he would
have made his words good, Tom. 'There’s no
proof, T suppose, a3 he was stopped befors he
could do any mischief—but there's no doubt
nhout it 1

“None at all,” said 'Tom, “Blessed if I can
make it out, Monty—but it’s plain enough |”

“That letter from Lord Conway wn Brazil has
got me beaten!” went on Lowthor. “Thore was
no_sense in il that I cnn see—il's made Gussy
think that there's something wrong with his
brother out in Brazil, and he's fixed up this
holiday trip to look him up. Rabpira knows it's
thot letter that has caused this trip to be made.
But why should he care?” A

“Goodness knows!” said Tom, shaking his
hosd. “But he jolly well does care 1

"Gussy suspects thet old Conway musk have
got a spot of the sun in Brazil,” said Monty.
*And blessed if it doesn’t look like it to me, too |
Why on earth did he write that letter, Tom?
can remember it, word for word—nnd I ean’t
make sny senszo of it!” '

“Samo_here!” said Tom, smiling. ‘Dear
Arthur, do you remember a trick I showed you
last Christmas? I hope you dol Keep this
letter I'—that, was the lot. " And why a man in
Brazil should write that to a chap at home has
got me beat |

“But  where does that black-faced brutfe
Rabeira como into the picture?” asked Monty
Lowther, ““What can Rabeira possibly have to
do with Gussy's brother in Brazl?’

“We may find out whon we get to Rio_de
Janeire and see Lord Conway,” said Tom. ‘Tt's
just o puzde! But there's one thing, Monty.

atever that man Rabeira's motivo is, he means
mischief, and we've got to be on our guard while
wa're on this steamer| 1 think we'd better cut
along to the upper deck and feteh Mannors—

* something might happen if he eame straying

along nt this timo of night and butted into that
ruffian mooching about on deck I”

“It's Gussy he's after—not us|” said Monty.

. T know. But he doesn’t love any of us, to
judge by lis looks, and he’s about as savage as
n pums in one of his own forestsl” said Tom.
“We want to go to bed, and that nss Mnnners
doesn’t seem to be coming ! Let'a hike nlong to
the upper deck and fotoh him. We'll jcily wall
rab him ond ron him home, whether he's finished
it dashed photographs or not I”? E

“Oh, all right|"

Tom Merry glanced along the deck. ‘The
black-browed ‘man from Brazil had disappenred,
and le could sce and hear nothing of him. But
that he was still somewhere on deck Tom had

“Looking for B chanee at

5

no doubt—q.itc possibly watching, or hoping,
for some chinice of getting ab Artbur Augustus

Arcy, who, as all the St. Jim's party knew,
had had a navrow escape the previous night.

“Come on1” said Lowther,

And the two juniors made their way along the
pitching, slanting deck to the stairway to the
upper deck,

he photographie dnrl-room was at the after
end of the upper deck. But they did not need
to go quite so far. Standing in an open cabin
oorway, from which electric ]ig{ﬂ: streamed out,
they spotted their chum Harry Manuers,

.He wns leaning in the doorway, swaying to the
pitching of the ship, and apparantly in conver-
sation with some person inside the eabin.

They had wondered how the devaloﬁimant of any
number of photographs could possibly have kept
him so long. Dvidently, it hadn’t. Mannors was
telking to somechody—probably some passenger
interested in_ photography—and it was for that
reason that he had forgetten bedtime and the
fact that hiz chums had to wait for him,

“The nss|” breathed Tom Merry,

“Tho falhead |” grunted Lowiher.

lanners' voice reached them as they eamo on
towards him,

“We shall get o run ashore at Madeira to-
morrow, Monsieur Moutarde! 1 shall be taking
a good many snaps, I hope. And you—"

“Mais oui!” came s squeaky voice from the
eabin. *“Perhaps I sce somering of gou ven zat
ve tako za photograph, isn’t it—yeaf”

Evidently Manners' new acquaintanco was a
Frenchman, and his name, it secmed,  was
Monutarde—which was equivalont to Mustard.

. "Yes, rather,” said Manners. “We shall be
in the same party going ashore, and— Hallo,
vou_fellows 1

“Do yon know it's nearly eleven o'clock 7"
demanded Temn Merry,

“Is it?"

“Do you know we've been waiting to go to
bed 7 hissed Lowther,

“Have youf”

. Manners did not seenr interested. Ho turned
into the doorway again to continue his conver-
sation with Monsicur Moutsrde. Planning a
photographic expedition on the island of Madeira
seemed to be moro interesting to Harry Manners
ot the moment than anything else.

But he did not continue that conversation.

Tom Mercy grabbed him by his right arm,
AMonty Lowther fnstened a grip on his left ear,
They jerked together, and Manners came quite
suddenly out of the doorway of Monsienr
Montarde's eabin.

“Ow1” he gasped. “What the thump—
Leggo! Mad? Leggo! I'm talking to a chap
about—  Ow, wowl I was snying—ooogh !
Will vou leggot™

“Hardly! Come on! We'll help you home I

"1 tell you—" roared Mannors,

“This way 1”

" ¥You silly chumps1” howled Manners,

Hia chums did not heed. With a firm grasp on
Manners, they led him away, expostulating vigor-
ously and resisting strenuously ns he was helped
homae.

From the doorway of the lighted cabin a plumg
little Frenchman, with s pointed black bear
and n string of film in his hand, looked out with
an_oxpression of astonishment on his face,

But Manners wes not given timo to say even
“(ood-night.” His comrados whirled him along
ta the stairway down to € Deck,

Tue_Gust Lisrarr.—No. 1,642,
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"Will your leggo 17 slieked Manniers, clutching
ab the handeail 1 tell you— O crikey ™

It was rather pisky (o struggle on the steps,
with the Blue Star’ pitehing and plunging in
yvewnng gulfs of witer.  Three junicrs rolled
together, and did the stair in one, and landed
i oa heap on 0 Deck,

MOLerumbs " gasped Tom Merry,

"0, Loty wuioke " howled Lowther.

SO Ow! You mad asses1” yelled Munners.

They st up,  gasping. Monty Lowther
clapihered to his feat.  Ile rubbed n knee, an
clbow, and a shanlder, all of which had hanged
ol sunething haed. Flo glaved ferovicusly  at
Mannep:,

“Hoot him 1" he gazpeds “Beot hine to the
cabin | Keep on bon i L Andd then we'll
chiack his canpern averhourd, amd T've a jolly good
wind to chiele i after 3117

“Ldiot 7 gasped Manners,

YOk, come on!” hawled Tam Merry, '"Are
we ever going to bed 27

"1““”.(’;‘!(” I was just teiling that French
chap—-

" Blow that Treneh chap | Come on, gou loot-
ling fulliead [”

“Took lere—-"

* Boat Lim 1" hissed Lowther.

“Oh, chuek it1” grunted Manners; anl giving
up hopo of continuing thal interesting photo-
yraphio conversation with the French passenger,
he sturmbled nlong C Deck with his conrades,
headisg for Cabin No. 8 and bed.

—_—

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS ASKS FOR IT !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS ID'ARCY struggled
to his feet in Cabin No. 6, I'LaL cabin
at the moniont scemed to bo chiefly popu-
lated by whirling arms and thrashing legs, but-
ting heads and howling voices. Four juniors,
mixed up on the floor, scemed to be a8 hopelessly
tangled us the ancient knot of Gordius. Arthur
Augustus emerged spluttering from the tangle,
and hung on to a buuk, and gasped for breath,

“Oh ewikey | You pottay msses | Oh ewumba l”
gasped Arthur Augusius, “ You have thwown me
mto o feahful Huttah! Ol scissphs |

YLenune gerrat him1” came a gosp from
George Herriess. “I'll teach him  te lug &
fellow's nose off | I'll teach him to drag a fel-
low's hair out by the roots!”

“Weally, Herrjes—-"

* What blithering idiot hooked me ont of my
bunk 7 howled . Dighy. "“What dangerous
maniac is trampling on my legs i

“I've banged my funnybone on something |
moaned Blake,

“ You mad ass, i1 was my nose 1" groaned Dig.
“You've pushed my nose through the back of
my head with your silly elbow.”

0“011, blow your nosel My funnybone—

W Ifl

There was a sudden illumination as Arthur
Aupustux groped for the switeh ond Bashed the
electrie light on.

Then Cabin No. 6 sorted themselves ont, They
gasped for breath, and rubbed their darages.
Theve seemed to be quite a lot of casunltice in
Cahin No. 6.

“Pway keep your tempahs, deah boys!" said
Arthur Augustus. “It's the fault of the beastl
ship for wollin® and wockin' like this! No go
twyin' to sleep in this wull weathah. I'yn goin’
out on deek.” ,
 'T'ue Ges Linmany.—No. 1,642

a5

1]

THE GEM LIBRARY

" Go to bed, ass!” grunted Blake. “We were
sleeping all right before you began playing the
giddy ox."”

“Weally, Blake—="

George Horries rubbed his nese, and rubbed
his crunium, and regarded Arthur Augustus with
a ferovious glove. Ho scened undecided whether
to charge at Arthur Augustus and punch him
right and left. However, he restrained lis just
wrath and gronted, and rubbed his damages
instead, .

Arthur Augustus slipped on his trousers over
tis pyjamus, and encasod -himself in o coat.
Theee fellows glared at him, . .

"Blick whero you are, fathead!” said Blake.
“It's not safo for a born idiot Lo, q«.-t. out in this
weather,  You'll tip over the rail.”

“Wats |”

“Suppese you run inle (hat black blighter
from Brazil?" hooted Herries, “Like Lim to
drop %-ou into the Atlantic? That's what he was
after last night.”

"1 shoald wefuse to allow the wuffian to dwop
me into the Atlantic, Hewwies." .

“You've not leaving this cabin, idiot 1" said

ighy, .

“Y connot sleep with the sloamah woekin®
abont like (his, Diz. And am feahfulix
bwuised and shoken up by you uttah asses wollin
ovah mo. A walk on deck— J

Blake interrupted,

“You ga near that door,” he said, "and we'll
collur sou, and tie you to your suitcase with
your braces! ALind, I mean thatt"

oLet’s, anyhow 1" snid Horries,

“Wats! T wepeat that 1 am goin’ to take &
stwoll on deck 1" said Arthur S ugustus indig-
nantly.  “You follows seem to misundahstand
the posish. You are twavellin' to Bwazil in my
charge] 1 am not twavellin' to Bwazil in
Fours "

“Aren't we your keepers here the same as at
St Jim's?" demanded Blalke.

“"You uttah ass—"

“Will you get into that bunki”

“Certamly not |7

“That does it1" said Blake.
and piteh him in!"

“Bai Jove! Woleaso me, you sillay neses |
howled Arthur Augustus, as his tliree comrades
collared him, and pitched him hoadlong into his
bunk. “Oh ewikey| Bai Jovel I have a ve
Ewea:i F'}ind to give you a feahful thwashin' ‘:ﬁ
wWourn

“Stick in that bunk!" hissed Blake. " You
get out of il, and we tie you up with your
braces |7

I should uttahly wefuee to he tied up with m
bwaces, Bloke! I woepent that T cannot eleep.”

" Well, you can keep awake if you like, so lon
as you keep in_the unk,” gaid Blake. " Do E
get oul again. You've fbt it coming, if you do.”

Blake switched off the light, and tarned in
again, his example followed by Herries and Dig.

"Arthur Augustus breathed "hard through his
noble nose.

e had been sleepless before.
up on the floor of L{m cabin had made him more
sleepless than ever. A walk on deck in the keen
sea Wind was just what ho wanted. DBut he did
not wantl to be tied to his suitease by his braces,
50 ho remained where ho was,

There was, as Guesy had pointed out, 8 mis
undevstanding in Cabin No, Gussy was in
charge of the party going to Brazil, watching
wver them with fatherly care. Bluke & Co.,

“Collar him,

That wild mix-
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instead of realising this, fancied that it was up
to them (o look after Gussy. There really was
no reconciling such very different points of view,

Arthur  Augustus mainlained an  indignank
silence for a quarter of an hour. Then he spoke
in a whisper:

“Blake 1"

No answer.

" Hewwies |

Silence, ’

(13 Dig !II

Still zilence, .

Arthur Augustus grinned.

T]l&‘\' wore fast as eeg again, unaffected by the
plunging of the Blue Star. With great caution
Arthur Augustus lowered himself from his bunk.

He was going to have that walk on deck. Now
that Blake and Herries and Dig were asleep,
there was no one to say him nay,

They did not stir as Guesy got out of hig bunk.
Thers was only a sound of regular breathing
in the cabin, Outside the wind roared over the
Atlantic, and it drowned any slight sounds that
Arthur Augustus mnde.

Softly ho opened the door, stepped out on deck,
and shut the door nfter him.

Then he began to pace C Deck, with rolief and
satisfaction,

Half an hour on deck might make him sleepy
again, and he would turn in and slumber, As
for danger, Arthur Augustus Battered himself
that he knew Low to look after himself.

As ho paced the deek, buffeted by the wind, he
had a watchiul eyoe open for Jomo Rabeira, the
man [rom Brazil—for some mysterious reason his

eadly enemy. Ie had not forgotten the brave'a

suspicious actions of tho night before. Certainly
ho was not nfraid of Joso, or any othor bravo
in Brazil, from Pornambuco Rio, But he

was wary. Lven Gussy’s powerful brain realised
that it would be injudicious to encounter the
despernde on deck late ot night.

I:Pa passed to and fro, keeping that watehful

ag's open, enjoying the keen buffets of the wind,
though overy now and then they made him
stagger.
*Nobody-else appeared to be aboard on C Declk,
though in other purts of the big steamer people
were still up, and the strains of the pinno could
be heard from the smoke-room.

Suddenly, as Arvthur Augustus paced, there was
a faint sound behind him.  Before he quite
realised that he had heard it an arm was 11111._5;
round his neck from behind, and ho was jerked
backwards in o sinewy grasp.

“Qooh I" gasped Arthur Augustus,

That was the only sound he made. The siuewy
arm round his neck choked his utternnce., In
amazement and alarm ho twisted his head. and
atared in tho dimness into a dark, black-browed
face that grinned at him with savage triumph.

Arthur Augustus’ eyes dilnted.

Ho mede a wild effort to struggle. Arihur
Angustua was no weakling.  But the sinewy,
musouler brave of Drazil was twice or (lirice
o3 strong as the schoolboy. The swell of St
}I I{n’u was little more than an infant in his power-
ul grip.

“Bom |7 breathed Joao Rabeira, in his ear.
“It is good that Y watch, litle senhor. Now a
dnor”hu is shut, but I find you outside of a doar.

0,
He chnckled.

Arihur Angustns tealiéhd now—ion lale—that
the bandit had been on the deck, and he lLad

7
apotied the hapless Gussy, and swooped. He hail
seen and heard nothing of hiw 1l now.

Grasping him, and holding him Lelpless, the
bravo peered with glinting eyes up and down
the :lnc!k.

“Bom !" he repeated,. “You walk on a deck,
little senhor, and the wind he is rongh; you fall
into n sen. Who shall say it is not so? Bom I”

Arthur Augustus wrenched at that python-like
grip with all his strength, But he wrenched in
vain, His cofforts produced no effest whatever
on the iren-limbed hravo.

“Sim—sim!  Yes,” breathed Rabeira,
black eves glittering at Arthur Augnstus.
have a lelter from the brother in Drazil,
think to go to find the one thal ia lost. Do vou
think that I do not know when 1 find you on a
ship that go to Rie? Sim, little senhor, gim 1"

Ie chuckled again,

“Did I not warn you, fool, that you would not

live to tread the sertao in my country ? If the lost
one is found it will not be by n sehoolboy ! Naol
Nunca, nuncat It is to finish.”
. Again his glittering cyes shot rapid glances
into (he shadows, Then, with a grip of iron, he
draﬁgod tho helpless junior towards the rail.
Arthur Augustus, white s ehall, stry gled
frantically, desperately resisting every inch of
fl}e \I\raylas the bandit of Drazil dragged him to
118 death.

—

MAN OVERBOARD!
OM MERRY jumped almost elear of C Deck.
“Look I he gasped.
The three Shell fellows were heading for
Cabin No. 8, Manners, as he stumbled slong,
tolling his comrades what he thought of them.

In Monsieur Moutarde, the Franch passenger,
it seemed that=the 8t Jim’s amateur phato-
grapher had found a kindred spirit—a fellow
who was as keen on photography as Manners
was, or, as his friends would liave described it,
as potly on the subject.

hen Manners was on his favourite topie, he
forgot timo and space. What did bed-time
matter, in comparison with o really interesting
“jaw * on the subject of photography? Nothing
at all. 80 Manners was trying to explsin to his
friends what blithering idiots they were, without
convincing them in the least, whon Tom Morry
suddenly sighted the bunch of dark shadows
ahead on the deck.

The next moment Lo was running like o nind-
man, Lowther and Munners staring after him.
“What—"" exclaimed Lowther,
“Oh!" gasped Manners. “Louk!” And they

ran at the heels of rheir comrade,

“You villain " panted Tam.

His voice und the erashing fist that came with
it were the first intimation to Joao Rabeira that
anyone was at hand,

Tom Merry's knuckles, wilh grll his strenglh
behind them, crashed under the dusky enr of the
Brosilian, tuking him quite by surprise.

Jono, if he had thought of Arthur Augustus’
friends at all, had supposed that they were in
their borths and fast nsleap. Arthur Augustus
had been alone on deck when he had f{:vunclg him,
and no one elso in sight. So, indeed, the Slell
fellows would have been, but for Manners and
his jaw with Monsiour Moutarde.

Rabeira staggered blindly under the suddfn
blow, and hiz grafp slipped from the swell of

Bt Jim's,
Tre Ceyn Lisnans.—No, 1,642,
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Arthur Augustus rolled, gesping, on the deck.

It was only in time, for in another minute the
South American desperado would have reached
the rail, and Arthur Augustus, in spite of his
resistance, would have been flung headlong into
lhec\)\-i]d ;nla-:\:es lh::dmr e(} buloiv. "

“Qooogh gas rthur  Augustus, as he

g01_1 ewikey | Help 1

The Brozilian stoggored with a savage howl;
but ho would have recovered his balance had not
Monty Lowther reached him, and kicked his
tottering legs From under him. The ruflian went
down with & crash,

“Crussy 1” panted Tom.

“AL wight, deah boy!” asped Arthur
Augustus, sitting up dezed [v. “Oh ewumbs] Is
thut you, Tom Mewwy? Ob, hsi Jove I”

Rubeira, as he sprawled on the deck, whipped
a knife fromn the back of his trousers. Dut he
had no chauce of using it, Even as it gleamed
out, Mannars stamped on the dusky hand, almost
crushing the fingers, and Joao, with a howl of
sgony, released the wespon. Monty Lowlhor
promptly kicked it away.

abeira leaped (o his feet, nimbiy as the puma
of his native land.

“Collar him |”

“Help I" roare
voice,

Rabuira faced the juniors, his dark face con-
vulsed with rage. Bui he jumped back as the
three rushed at him,

There was o calling voice, and the steward of
C Deck came running vp, Rabeira jumped back
again, and then turned to ram, ond ran fairly
into the steward aa he came.

“Hold him!" shouted Tom. “Hold him,
Rawson 17

* What I” gasped the stowarg.

He grappled with the desperado, but Rubeira,
with a fierce effort, Alung him aside.

But the Terrible Threo were upon him as he
pitched the stewnrd away. They %Irasped him
together, and by mmain forco dragged hitn down
on the deck.

The ruftian struggled and fought like o wildeat,
But the three were too many for him, and they
held him till the steward camo to their aid.

Arthur Augusius staggered dizzily to his feet,

“Buai Jovel” he gasped. “Hold him, denh
boysl ‘Tho wotlah was goin’ to thwow me ovah-
board 1"

And Arthur Augustus added his grasp to those
alrendy on the esperado. By that time the
alurm was spronding. Voices woro oalling from
all directions, nnd from Cabin No. 6 Bluke and
Herries and Digby camo rushing, and several
of tho walch were hurrying to the spot, three or
four stowards, and a half-dresse purser,

“Gussy I” shouted Blako, * Where's Guesy "

“Heah I am, deah boy I

“ You fathead | Where have you been? What
baye—-"

“Pway lend a haod with this wuflian, Blake |"”
panted Arthur Augustus. " Bai Jove, he is &
wegulah wildeat [ .

With six or eoven pairs of hands on him
Rabeira was sill struggling and resisting, mad
with rage. .

His game had beon to aot by stealth—lo leave
jt to be supposed that Arthur Augustus had Rone
over the auilq by accident when he wos missed
in the morning. But that game was up now.
The rasgel had been caught in the mct, and he
fought desperately like a cornered wild animal,

Tue Gear Lisnany,—No, 1,642,
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Maunners, at the top of his
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In mpite of the mary hends on him the desper-
ate rascal, with a herculcan effort, broke loose,
and ]eu.pm'] away.

Panting, breathless, exhousted, ho ntaﬁﬁ:md
back againet the rail, his oyes glittering like a
rat’s at the circlo of enomies closing in on him,

“Collar him 1"

“8oizo thnt man1” shouted the purser.

“Bag him " panted Blake.

The whole crowd rushed at the Brazilian, and
in a second mors ho would Lave been grasped
and dragged down. . )

But bofore the gras ing hands could roach bim,
Jeoao Rabuira clutched at the rail and flung him-
eelf over.

For a momenl, his sinowy hands held on to
the vail, and he hung over tle surging sea, his
savage eyes atill blazing defiance. .

“Oh- ewikoy | Stop him 1" gasped Arthur
Augustus,

" Beize him " :

The next moment the man was gons, shooting

own like 8 plummet into the T .

“Oh 1" gasped Tom Morry, catching his breath,
85 Lo saw that desperaie act.

“He's gone I” panted Lowther. 5

Startled faces lined the rail, staring at the
wild waters.

“Look I breathed Manncrs.

TFor & moment, in the glenm of the stoamer's
lights, & dark, black-browed face was scon on a
siwrging billow. Then it vanishad, .

Tho Blue Star churned on, leaving behind the
desperado, whose fierce face ha disappeared
under the surges of the Atlantic.

“Man overboard

A hundred voices took up the shout. A minute
mare, and the gleamer had changed her course,
und her bright eadlights wore circling back on
the soa, seoking the man who was baitling for
his life in the wild waters.

“They'll nover fnd him!1” breathed Tom

lerry,

“Not likely I” muttered Blake.

“But how,"” exclaimed Manners—"how did he
get_hold of Cussy? What wers you doing on
deck, Gussy1” : ¥

“The silly ass hooked it after we were asleep I"
said Blake. “I've a jo!liy good mind to hoot
him _all over the steamer 1

*Weally, Blake—"

“How did he get you, Gussy, you fathead1”
asked 'Tom-Merry., .

Arthur Augustus shivered.

“The howwid wottal got ma fwom behind I
he snid.  “Bai Jove, have had a foahfully
nawwow cscape, e was goin' to ohuck me
ovah the wail, you know! T should have gone
ovah if Tom Mewwy bad nol butted in 1"

“Thank goodness Manners kept us up " said
Toni, with a deep breath. “But we're cloar of
that villnin now! FHeo must have gone down,”

“It is  wathah  dwendful 1" ~ said Arthur
Augustus, “But we aro not vewy fah fwom land.
Pewwaps he has n chance—"

1 suppose thero’s a chance,” said Tom doubt.

fully, “We'ro not far off Mudeira. But—"
He shook his head,
“Not muclh chance," said Manners. “Can't

say I'm sorvy, either, The brute would have
ured thsl knife if 1 hadn't stamped on his fist
in time,"

“Yaas; but—"

Arthur Auvgustus broke off and stared st the
sea, volling heavily under the wild wind.

Savage brute and deadly enemy as the man
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from DBrazil was, the juniors could not hel
hoping that he would not go down to his death
in the deep waters,

There was a chance that he might escape with
his life; indeed, his desperate act indicated that
ho fancied, at least, that he had a chance of
reaching land, and he had ohosen that slim
chanes rather than arrest and prison, Bui it
did not seem likely that the surging Atlantic
would ever give up the desperado who had flung
himself into the stormy waters,

He was not, gt all events, sighted again from
the steamer,

When the Blue Star resumed her course,
throbbing on to Madoeira, sha went without Joao
Rabeira. And Tom Merry & Co. wondered
whether they would ever see the bandit again,
or whether the Atlantio had closed for ever
over that dark and desperato face.

UNEXPECTED !

G FINEI" said Mauners,
“Tip of & topl” agreed Monsirur
Moutarde.

Tom Merry & Co. smiled.

The mountains of Madeira wers sinking
ngainst the bluest of skies as the Blue Star
rolled on southward,

There had been o brief stop at Madeira, where
the 8t Jim's party had landed at Funohul;
and while the other follows explored the queint
old seaport and rocked over rugged roads on
bullock sledges, Manners had been busy with
his comera, in company with Mr. Mustard—as
tho ljuﬂi?rs oalled the French gentleman—mnot in
his hearing, of course, .

Gaston Moutarde was n c"ymmg man, in the
thirties, though his pointed black beard and
curlod moustache made him look older.

Manners had teken a faney to him—founded
cntirely on finding a kindred spirit. But, though
his photographie predilections were his chief
recommendation, in the eyes of Harry Maunners,
ho was a very polite and agreesble young man,
and all the juniors liked him,

He was, like the 8t Jim’s party, bound for
Rio de Janciro, but not on a holiday trip.
'I'ho% learned that he was & planter and trader
in Brazil, and was returning to.tlmt country

after o visit to “la belle France.'

He spoke English, but not quite so acourately
a8 he spoke French and Portuguese. His accent
reminded the juniors of Monsieur Morny, the
French master at St. Jim's—only it was, o to
spoak, o little more so!

At the present moment he was eeated in a
deok-chuir with {he St Jim's party on C Deck,
and he and Manners were’ comparing notes and
photographs,

Binco Feavmg Madeira, both bad been busy
in the stenmer's dark-room, and innumerable
photographs had been developed, and later
printed out in the-bright tropical sunshine.

Monsieur Moutarde pronounced Manners'
picturos to be a “tip of & top,” by which, no
doupt, he meant tiptop; and Manners beamed
on_him, while tho other fellows smiled,

Ui+ his _awm, Gaston had a portfolio of
South American  photogeaphs, which he had
brought along from his onbin to show his
enthusiastic young friend. He had travelled over
most  of rozil, even on the litlle-known
Aragunys, smong tho wild Caraya Indians, All
the juniors were intorested in pictures of the

]

country they were abou! to visit; and the photo.

aphs passad from lhand to I'mml. and they
duly’ admired gjclures of the bay of Rio, with
ila many islands, and Svger-Loaf Mountain in
the bockground, and of vasu forests where Indian
figures looked like piginies among the mighty
trees, and of great rivers wheve alligalors lay
liko logs on the rolling waters, and of a villa
set in wild seenery whioh Mr, Moutarde tald
them was his “quinte "—his dwelling in the far
back-lands of Brazil.

The guinta, or country villa, stood on the
banks of the Rio I’reto, or Black River, which,
thoy gathered, was an almost unknown tributary
of the Araguaya—itrelf little known; for in lhe
interior of the vast country of Brazil, there still
remain  great tracts almost unexpiorcd—!itrio
changed from the days when the Porluguese
first landed. !

“Supposo you travel very [ar in Brazil, you

call and see my quinta!” said Monsienr
Moutarde, “You see many strange things, and
you can take pictures of Indians, alligators,

pumas, %renb serpents that eat you up with one
lp——

“"Bai Jovel That
remarked Arcthur Augustus,
fwom Wio, Mr. Moutarde #*

‘' For Brazil, no—some fow hundreds of miles,”
answered Gaston. ‘It is beyond the railway,
and it is rough’ work to travel; but zere was one
English friend who come; it is a.few months zgo,
when I am at home. Perhaps you know zat
young man zat come from your country.”

Io sorted through the portfelio of photographs.

“1 have here one picture of him,” he said.
I take that picture the day ho go in his canoe
viz ze Indinns, after he stny two-zhree day chez
moi at ze quinta. He is one verree nice young
nobleman of your country.”

*A nobleman?” said Manners,

“Mais ouil ‘Tres noble!” said Monsieur
Moutarde. “Nous sommes bons amis—zat is to
any, vo are good friends, and always I call him
Lard.” v

“You called him Lord ?”’ ejaoulated Tom.

“Oui, oui; being so goad friends, he call e
Gaston, and I call him Lord|”

Wheroat the juniors smiled again.

“Voila 1” snic{ Gaston, taking a picture from
the well-filled portfolio. “Hero is my friend
Lord. Ife stand in ze canoe on ze Rio Prelo
whon I snep him viz my camera, When I shall
be come back to my quinta, I shall hops zat
he is of return, for zere are many dangers on ze
Rio Preto, and I zink zat perhaps he do not
come boek| Zers are Indians, and zere are
alligators, and zero are bandits, and I shall be
very glad to see my friend Lord gafe at my
quinta when I shall {1& zere one more time.”

Monsieur Moutarde held up the photograph
for the juniors to see.

Thera was n_ general howl of surprise from
Tom Merry & Co. as they looked at the photo-
graph of the young man standing in a cance—
an athletie figure 1n shoris, mosquito-boots, and
an immense Brazilian hat.

“Great pip 17

“ Lord &mway "

“That's old Conwax "

“Bai Jovel Aly bwothah!”

“You know my friend l.ovd ?" asked Mansieur
Moutarde, evidently pleased.  “You have seen

Lord 1"
Ta: Gea Lisrapy.—No. 1,642,

would be  wippin'!”
“Is it vewy fah
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“Pway let mo loock at it]” Arthur Augustus
slretched out his hand for the photogroph. He
jommed his eye laas into his eye and scanned
the pieture. "Bai Jovel ‘There's no mistake
about it—it is my elder bwothal.”

“Ton frerel” exclaimed Monsieur Moutarde
in astonishment, "1t ie your brother?”

" Yazs, wathah (”

“ But zo pame is nol zo eame!" said Gaslom,
puzzled " Votre nom—your nmme is D'Arcy,
n'est-ce-pas—and my friend his pame is Lord
Conway.”

“Yauas, but IDNArey is the [amily name, {)ou
see I explained _Arthur  Auguslus. “Old
Conway's name 1 D'Arey, too, of course.”

“Veaiment 1" said Monsieur hloutarde.

“Yaas, wathab! What a vewy wemarkable
thing, you fellows, to wun into o fwiend of old
Conway's on this  steamali "  said Arthur
Auwgzustus. ' Bal Jove, whab is the mattah #"

Goston Moutarde jumped up from his deck-
chair. He secmed puzzled by the fact that
Arthur Augustus snd his brother were called
by differont names; but he was evidently
delighted to have discovered the brother of his
friend Lord on the steamer bound for Rio.

“ Allons " he excluimed, beaming. *“lt is ze
brozzer of my friend Lord! Permit zst 1
embrace you petit|”

“0Oh ewumbs | I say—"

“Ze brozzer of Lord iz my friend alsol”
exclaimed Gaston.

" ¥Yaas, wathah! But I say—oh cwikey I"

Avthur Augustus  wriggled as  the effusive
Gasten embraced him, and kissed him on both
cheeks,

“1 wish I had
nrurmured Manners

Tom Merry & Co. chuckled.

(iaston eat down ngein, beaming! Arthur
Augustus blinked st him, He was vory glad to
meet Lord Conway's friend, but he could oot
help wishing that old Conway's pu!l in the
Brazilian wilds had been a little lees demonstra-
tive, However, his manpers were equul to the
strain, and he contrived to smile, while the rest
of tho 8t. Jim's party grinned from ear to ear.

“But look here,” eaid Blake. “If old Conway
is up in the back country of Brazil, hundreds
of miles from anywhere, how the _dickms did
he post thab letter to Gussy from Riof"

“Yes, that's jolly queer!” said Tom Merry.
“Was Lord Conway still on the Preto, sir, when
you left Brazil1”

“Mais oui| He is not vet of return, I zink,”

“He must have weturned to Wio, or he could
not have sent me a lettah fwomn Wio!" eaid
Arthur Augustue. 1 expect we shall find him
al Wio | I am vewy anxious to see the old chap!
Was Le all wight when you saw him last, sir?"”

* ANl white—tout blane?” asked Gaston. " Je
ne comprends pas,”

my camera bere now!”

“1a, ha, ha!”
“Was he all right?" asked Tom Merry,
lovghing, * Did vou leave him in good health 7

“Ah, oni| Zov verreo best"

“He haod not had sunstwoke or
usleed Arthur Augustus,

“Non! Nonl
a rain |” assured Goston.
do you ask zatt”

“1 had a vewy queenh lettzh fwom him.,” ex-
plained Arthur Augustus. “That is weally why
wo are makin' this holiday twip to Bwazil—to
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anythin' "

“Mais pourquoi-—why

Ho was tip’ of 8 top—right as
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see whethah old Couway is sll wightl
the lettah heah. Pway lock at it,”

Arthur Augustus sorted out the letter from
Rio, which had caused him se much sstonish-
ment when it arrived at 8t Jim's. He heuded
it to the Frenchtnun,

“Zat is ze hand of my friend Leord!” said
Gaston, who evidently knew Lord Conwsy's
handwriting. “But zis letter—1 do not make a

ead or a tail of him, as you say in your lnn-
guage, Zal is & verree rlrange lettor for Lord
to wrile from Brazil.”

Monsiour Mouterde read the strange letter
over three times, Bul it was clear that he could
make no more of it than the St. Jim’s fellows
had Leen sble to make. It was an utterly extra.
ordinary letter for a traveller in Brazil to have
writton home. The French planter wrinkled his
brows aver if, and ran his ora through his
trim besrd, and shook his head, snd handed it
back to Arthur Augustus

“Zat is »o hund of Lord,” he ssid, “But w
he write gab from Brazil, je n'en ssis rien—

I have

know nozzing! You do not kuow!” .
“lt hbeats me hollow,” answored Arthur
Augustus, “But tho gueeah thing is, thal that

wottah Wabeiwah had another lettah, just like
this, and I saw it when ho came to my school—
old Conwey must have w'itten two letinhs just
the samo ss one anothah, and Wabciwah got
itlhu‘!d of one of them| That is the exlwaordinawy
thing.” i

Monsieur Moutarde shook his head ngain.

Evidently he regorded it as extrnordinary as
the Ijum’urs did, and was completoly puzzled.

“Y1 twust Lhat we shall lind old Conway at
Wio,” said Arthur Augustus, “Unless the old
chap has gone owucked, T eannol mnke head or
tail of it But he must be back at Wio—and we
ghall find him there. And I shall jolly well look
wftah him aftnh this, bai Jove!”

“If he's nt Rio, he will have gat your father's
cable, and will know we're coming,” said 'Tom.
“We may seo him wailing for us on the quny
when the steamor gets in!”

“Yaes, wathah I” said Arthur Augusius hopo-
fully. “But—but I can’t help wondewin’ what
thal wotiah Wabeiwsh mesnt by speakin’ of the
‘lost one '—he musl have meant old Conway, I
guppose. 1 can tell you this, you fellows—if old
Conway has gone and lost himself eomewhah in
the wilds of Bwazil, T am not goin’ baclk to 8t
Jim’s till I hove found him."

“Let’s hope we'll spot him on the quay when
we roll in!" said Tom,

But all the St. Jim'’s party doubted whether
they would see Lord Conwuy waiting for the
Blue Stnr to come in.  What that nysterious
letter meant, and in what woy Joao Rabeira was
mixed up in the metter, they did nol know, and
could not guess, bul they could not help feeling
that eomething hud hepponed to Gussy's brother
in Brazil, though they could not imagine what.

LANDING AT RIO !

T 104" said Avchur Aungustos.
Inder brilbant sunshive, the Blue
Star stesmed into the harbour of Rie
de Jaureiro,

There was bustle on the steatner, Innumerabls
passengers wore sorting out bugguge, and pre-
paring to pass through the slinest endless
formalities of landing in Brazil. Tom Merry &
Cg. stood cagerly watching the great city ss it
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Arthur Augustus resisted desperately as the bandit of Brazil dragged him to the rail—

and death!

spread out before them between the Sugar-Loaf
and the sea. Innumerable islands dotted ile
vast bay, and countless eraft of all kinds sailed
and steamed among them,

“Jolly 1 said Tom Merry.

“Vans, wathah!”

“Jolly warm, anyhow!” said Blake, fanning
his face with his straw hat.

“Warmish |” agreed Tom. “Dut we didn't
come to an equatorial country to keep cool!”

“Bai Jove! I hopa we shall see old Conway
on the quay!” Arthur Augustus jammed his eye-
glnss more firmly into his eye as the Blue Star
glided by endless docks and quays to her berth.

There wns a shade of anxiety on Arthur
Augustus' fuce. The nearer the St. Jim's party
drew to their destination, tho more, somechaw,
Arthur  Augustus had  doubted whather his
brother woufd be there to greet them when they
landed. I: wounld hove been an immense relief
to him (o eee lhe athletic figuro of Lord Conway
among the swarming erowd on the quay by which
the liner had taken up her berth,

But if Lord Conivay was chere, he was= not to
be seen.

GCangways wera run out, and pastengers were

going ashore, when Monsiour Moutarde joined
the group of schoolboys.

“Vous venez—you come?” ho asked.

“Wa're to be met here,” explained Tom Merry,
"Lord Bastwood—D'Arey’'s father—cabled out 0
the Planters Ilotel before wo started. If Lord
Conway is back in Rio, he will come to meet us."

1'he French planter shook his head.

“T zink nat!” he said.

“If he is away, the English manager, Mr.
Robinson, is to take us in charge,” said Tom.
“We belong to the purser till he hands us over.”

“C’est ca |” said Gaston. ““Zen T see you vunce
mare—I1 also go lo ze Planters, Buk 1 zink not
zat you sce my friend Lord zere.”

And Monsieur Moutarde joined the shore.zoing
erowd and disappeared. Arthur Augustus knitted
his brows,

“1 weally twnst that old Conway will turn up 1"
he said. “I am weally vowy wowwied abont
him| How the dooeco was that lettah posted,
if he had not got back to Wio?”

“Might have givon it to somebody to take to
Rio and post!” said Blake. “If he's in the
back-country, he must have done s0."

““Yaas, but that's more extwaordinawy than

Tue Grx Limnany.—No. 1.642.
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evah( T cannaon make out why he wlole such a
letipl at all —and i is shmply amazin' that he
shiondd tuke the tweuble te send it a long way
o Win,"

Whe funiers waltehed anxiously for a sicht of
(tussy's brother.  Bot they saw no sign of him,
amd, a little later, the purser caume along with
Aosbent genlleman inoa Panama hat, who proved
to Ly Ales Bohinsae, the [nelish manager of the

Plantars ITodel.
T Morry & Ca,

Mr. Rahirson, .
“Te my bwallial ol the 'lonlabs. Mr. Wobin-

Arthor _-\u;fu.:‘!ns'

wore duly handed over te

son " awns fivst.

“)

question,
1 {tonway, von know
“Noy o he hws moat yet relvrned fyaom the ine
tevior,” answered the plump wentleman,

“ITna lte been away vewy long 77

"Theee monibhe®

$ai Jove !

Fvidenily Lord Clanway had net returned to
‘niﬂ HJ|:1:I,\ fra=tan Monkarvde had seen bing on the
Rio Preta i e baclk-eonntry of Braxil,  That
made (he guxsiery of (het strange lellor more
myslerions than voer,

Under My, Nalinzan’s convoy, the 8t Jim's
party Ieft ilie steamer. Tach of them earried a
bag, and Mr. Robinson explained that he would
zen to the more bulky lugpage later.  They
learnied that it might take three or four days 1o
pass throngl the Custome, such procecdings in
Brazil being conduetod an extremely  leicurely
lines. N
A ear from the lotel was waiting, and Mr,
Robinson paclked them into it to drive to the
I'lanters.

Wliep the chanflewr pot into motion, the juniars
disgoversd thy everyiling sl Rio was nol con-
ducted on leizuvely lines. The ear simply bolted,

“Bai Jove!" ejnculated Arthur Aupustus, as
he witched over on Blake's knees, “0Oh ewikey !
What's the feabful huwwy ?”

“Wo're moving " erinned Blake,

“We are—we 15! aarecd Tom Merry.

The car roured on sl o tevrific speed. Looking
from the windews, e juniors could see that
everything i the strects of Tio seemed to move
ol on easy soimter—excepting the ears.  The
cnrz flew ! Al the encrgy of the Brazilian Re-
public seemed to be paeleed into the chauffenrs,

“Order and Progress” was the motto of
Bruzil; but about the ears, at least, thero was
more progress than order, nnd it was very rapid
progress. Tivery driver scemed to be in a terrifio
hurry to get somewhere, and every other minute
Tom Merry & Co. expected to witness a  tre-
mendons ernsh,

They ware rather relioved when they arrived
at tha Plunters Hatel without an accident. On
the steps they fuund Gaston  Moniarde, who
greefoid them with o smile and n bow.

“Mon ami_Lovd, he is not here!™ id the
planter,  “DPerhops | get news of him when 1
am ga back to my quinta, and xen I send you 2o
vigws.

Arthur Angustus shook his head,

“We're not waitin' for news,” he said. “Some-
thin’ must have happened to old Conway, and I
am goin’ to look for him| Pewwaps you fellows
would like a wun up counlry—if not, you can do
Wio whils I go and look for old Conway.”

"“Wae're likoly to let you get out of our sight in
a foroign country, you imnge!” grunted Blake.

“Woally, Blake—"
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“T can see Guesy walking down the neck of
the tret allipator he mreels!” pemarked Moniy
Lowtler.

"Weaile, Lowthah » .

Monzieur Mentarde emiled,

“Perhaps you will all eome 1o my quirta, and
zere 1 hope we shall see my feiend Dord of veinrn
from »¢ Hio Preto,” he said

And ib did not take Tew Merey & Ca long
to make up their minds to aecept that invitiiion.

Lond Conway bad vomshed Feom by kiow-
leclze sompschere in the wilds of Brazil, and Tem
Merry & Ca, wove going te rool him oni—if thay
conird,

HATS OFF!

““ Al Jove!™
“What——"
"That woutah !
“Which "

"That wottah Wabeiwah !" exclaimed Avihur
Aupusius excitedly.

" Oh ¥ :

It was |ho third day in Rin de Janeive

Tom Merry & Co. were anxiouns to zlarl for
{he interior, bul it was neccssary to spend eonio
dove nt Ria.

Arthur Augnstus had made up his noble mind
that he was going {o seovch for Lord Conway,
reeardless of the dangers and difficultics that
might lie in his path, which were preity certain
to be numerons.

His iriends, of conr=e, had made up their punds
that they were going with Gussy.

Not only wers they detormined tlat (fyssy
gshould not go ont of their sight in a foreign
country, but Jack Blake even declaved his deter-
mination of buying n chnin (o lead him on!

But they had to wail soine days for the baggage
to gel through the Customs, swd for Goston
Moutarde to get through his business m the city
before he started on the long journey to the
Quinta da Silva, his home in the remate back
country of Brazil

The juniors were to travel in lis company and
undar his eare, and they could not help realising
what a stroke of luck it was to have picked up
that friend of Lord Conway's on the steamer.
Fyen Monty TLowther agreed that Mauners'
camera had come in nseful for onece,

But for (hat kipdred taste for photography
which had eaused Manners (o make t'ile acquaini-
ance of the Trench planter. they might never
have known that Mousieur Montavde was 1 1he
liner at all, and Ciaston would have landed an
Rio unaware that lie had made the voyage witl
the young broiher of his [riend “Lovrd”

Tor strangers, e:pecially schoelbovs, who wore
going to penetrale into the wilds of Rrazil, a
man who lknew the counlry and knew the ropes
was an invalunable help.

Arthur Augustus certainly was prepared to (ake
the railroad ss fur as the railroad extended and
proces=d farther on herseback or muleback, and
plunge into fhe nnknown perils of the Ria Preto
and the wild, univodden monntains bevond on his
own and regardless of consequences. But it was
probable that the swell of 8t, Jim's, ungesisted,
would not have succeeded in getting very far
upon such a journey. The he‘Fp of the kind-
hearted and friendly French planter made all the
difference ta the prospect.

Aud it was a very attractive idea to virit a
ruitita Iar up an the wilds, and sen eomething
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of Brazil in 3 region where white men were few
and for between, : .

Meoanwhile, the juniors were secing the sights
of Rio. They walked and motored in the exten-
sive * avonidas,” stecamed among the istands in the
bay on the hotel launch, and ascended Sugar-
Loaf Mountain,

Now they wers taking n walk slong the great
ag})lmlsdu that faces the bay, lined with white
villng looking on the sea.

The leat of the tropic day wns over—the worst
of the heat, at least, for they had found it always
vory hot in Rio, Crowds of peoplo were saunter-
ing and promenading—of every shade of colour
from jettest black to pale saffron. All sorts of
lnngu_n es reached their ears—Portugueso and
B8 atlmg. Fronch, German, and Italian, and
others that they did not even recognise. All
nations seemed to be mingled in the great seaport
of South America.

Among the crowds there were many big grass-
hats to be séen, many of them worn by men who
had come in from up-country. And Arthur
Augustus D'Aroy, pausing in his elegant saunter,
fixed his eyo and his eyeglass on a figure that
had slouched by under an immense hat. He
pointed it out to his friends with the light
walking-cane he carried.

“It's Wabeiwah [ he exclaimed excitedly.

" Rabeira I” repeated Tom Merry doubtfully.

All eyes fixed on the man who had passed. The
huge hat that shaded his head hid his identity
quite completely. .

“Come on, deah boys!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus. “This ie a chance to collsh the
bwute and hand him ovah to the police|”

" Hold on|” yelled Blake.

He grabbed Arthur Augustus by the prm.

“Woelease me, you ass! He will get nway|”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus, dragging ot his arm.

“Hold on| You're not going to start a shindy
here I” howled Blake. “ow do you know it's
Ralieira 77

“I saw his face as he passed,
at me. 1 am absclutely suah
Waobeiwah |

“Ten to one he was drowned when he took that
nosa-dive off the Blue Star,” said Herries,

“He was not dwowned, Hewwies! Tf he was
dwowned he would not be heah in Wio. That
slands to weason.” . . . .

“Well, he ian't here in Rio,” said Herries.
““Lots of these dark chaps look very much alike.”

“1 wepoat that it is Wabeiwah 1” exclaimed
Arthur Angustus. I am snah that T weecognised
him when he passed, and he looked wound at me.
He must have swum ashore at Madeiwah.”

“Um I” said Tom Merry dubicusly. “I1 sappose
if ho did he would come on to Rio; but—"

“ But—" grinned Lowther.

Tom Merry & Co. had almost forgotten the
Brazilian bandit in the time that had gamd gince
that wild night on board the Blue Star. They
hoped that the man, ruffian as he was, had
escaped from the sea; but it did not seem to
them likely, and they hod not been thinking of
the possibility of seeing him again on the con-
tinent of South Ameriea.

Arthur Augustus jerked his arm away,

“Look lhere,” exclaimed Manners, “gou’d
better make sure hefora you kick up a shindy
with a stranger, fatheag !”

“1 am quite sunh, Mannahs, and you will jollay
well ses that it is that waseal Wabeiwah when
knock that hat off with this stick and you eee
his face1” hooted Arthur Augustus,

e Jooked wound
that it was

13
: Hold ont”

1154y ge

“Watg 1"

. Arthur Augnstus rushed i1n pursuit of the man
in the big grass-hat.

The wearer of that hat hnd disappeared into
a crowd; sud, as there were 2 _good many such
hats to he seen, 'T'om Merry & Co. were far (rom
sure which wus which. 'They rushed after the
excited Gussy.

If Joao Rabeira had escaped from the sea, and
was in Rio and keeping an evil eye on them,
they certainly wanted to know; but they doubted
it very much. And they did not want to seo the
excited Gussy knoek the wrong man's hat off with
that stick, )

“Gussy I shouted Blake,

“8rop, you essl” shouted Dig.

“Aake sure first, you howling ass!” shrieked
Lowther.

But Arthur Augustus was sure. Thers wern at
lenst two or three dozen of thoss immense grass-
hats to bLe seen, bobbing here and there, and
really it was quile easy to mistake one for another
in the thronging erowd on the sca-front.

JAvthur Augustus had momentarily loat sight of

his guarry when Blake grabbed his arm. But
he was quite sure thzt the grass-hat for which
he was leading was the one under which he
had seen the dark, black-browed faco of the
Brazilinn bandit, Perhaps it was, and perhaps it
was not. Arthur Augustus, at any rate, was sure
of it, and be rushed after it, gripping his stick.
. A dozen people slared round at bim. Nobody
in Brazil ever hurried unless he was in a motor-
car, when he not merely hurried, but flow, Every-
body on the promenade was taking it ensy—
except Gussy, recing after that big hat, and his
friends, rushing after Gussy.

Arthur Augustus fairly swooped down on his

prey.

Crash |

The sticle smote the big hat and sent it fying
from the head bencath,

It spun in the air and landed on the ground,
and the wearer, with a well of anmazement,
jumped almost olear of Rio de Janeiro,

He spun round, staring at Arthur Augustus.

“Gwab the woltah!1” shouted the swell of
8t Jim's. “Gel hold of him, you fellows, hefoal
he wuns—— Oh| Gweat Scott! Ol ewikey |

Arthur Augustus broke off suddenly, His eve
almost popped through lis eyeglass at the face
;ylmt was revealed by the knncfcing off of that big
1at.

It was not the face of Joao Rabeirn !

Joao Rabeira's faco wns dack; bub this [ace
wos darker—much darker. It was, in fack, the
face of a full-blooded negro, black as the ace
of spades! The black man fairly jabbered in
his nstonishment and wrath.

“Oh ewikey 1” gasped Arthur Augustus faintly,
*It—it—it's the w'ong man! Tt is not that
:}rnsiaall"thclwah at all—it is-a black man! Oh

eah

“Oh, yon asst” gasped Blake.

“Oh, you chump!" stuttered Tom Merry,

"There's going to Le a row!" rmurmnured
Monty Lowther.

There was |

The black man, justly incensed at having lis
hat swiped off by a strauger, advanced on Arthur
Auixuah.ls, jabbering Portuguese in excited tones
ant brandishing a pair of black fists that locked
like legs of mmtton !

* Tar Gex Tarpanv.—No. 1,622,
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Arthur Augustus backed sway in utter dismay.
Tom Merry made a jump for the fallen hat,
icked it up, wod brought it to the black
razilian, Hoe raised his own hat with ono hond
ns he handed it over with the other. Ile hoped
thus to rlucn!n the black gontleman.

But the black gentleman wns not essily
l)!ucnmd. e grabbed the hat and jammed it on
his woolly black head, but ho still ndvanced on
Arthur  Augustus, whe bocked and baeked,
making wild, concilistory gesturcs, As he spoke
no Portuguese, nnd iho native no English, it was
impozsible to explain—and concilistory gestures
soemed to have no effect on the black mon.

"Oh ewikey | gasped  Avthur  Augustus.
“How ean L mule him wndahstend that it was
all & mistake, and that 1 towk him for samebody
elan? Bai Jove! Pwaey keep off I Oh cwikey [V

o jumped actively back, barely csmpinF n
swipe from a big black hand. The blnck
Brazilian jumped after him ond swi}md agnin—
n terrific downward swipe that landed like the
blow of a mallet on the crown of Arthur
Angustus' beautiful siraw hat.

Crunch |

“Yawoooh 1"

The straw hat flattened down round Guesy's
enrs, Tom Merry & Co. gathered round him.
Really, the black man was entitled lo be angry
and {o retaliate [or CGussy's unprovoked atfack;
still, thoy had to stand by Gussy. Fortunately,
the big black man seocmed to be sntisfied with
having smashed in Gussy's hat.

“Owl Oh cwikey 1" howled Arthur Augustus,
grabbing at his hat and struggling to get it off.

The black man burst into a roar of laughter.
About fifty other people, crowding round and
looking on, roarad witﬁ loughter also. Satisfed
with his vengeance, the black citizen of Brazil
wenk on o his  way—leaving  Arthur  Augustus
wrestling with his hat

SHADOWED !
1 I1 cwikey 1”
O "You lmage |V

i

“You chump !

“You fathead 1™

“You burbling ecuckoo!”

Arthur Augustus wrenched off the crumpled
hat, He rubboed his head, which as woll as the
hat had felt the effect of that hefty swipe, though
fortunately not to the sume cxtent. But Arthue
iﬂmgustus was thinking less of his head than of
s bhat.

That straw hat, like all Gussy's attire, had been
a thing of beauty and a joy for ever when Gussy
put it _on his noble hend to promenade by the
sea. Now it was s hopeloss wreek. The big
black fist had fairly knocked it in.

Really, Arthur Augustus had got off cheaply.
What wonld have happened te him hed that
brawny black fist smitten him instead of the hat,
hardly bore thinking of.  But the swell of 8t
Jim's gazed sadly and sorrowfully at his
crumpled headgear.

“Bui Jovel Look at my hat!” he gasped.

“You howling nss ™

“You benighted dunderhead |

“That hat 1s wuined | Pway don't wag, deah
boys—it is Lad enough to have my hat wuined,
withaut you fellows waggin’ I exclaimed Arthur
Augnstus warmly. “1 wns sueh that that chap
was Wabeiwah—"
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" AES !?’

“ Blitherer 1"

“Wats ! gaid Arthue Augustus. e punched
that hapless hat inte something like shape again.
“That waseal Wabeiwah will Le gettin' away all
this timel Ior goodness’ saoke let's ge aftah
him befoah he gets away | Look wound for w
gweat hig hat——"

"Whot 77 yelled DBlake,

“Ha cunnot be vewy Ffah away 1" exelaimed
Avthory Avgustus brewmllessly, " Pway come on,
nte)—"

“Yeu Llitiering  owl P gasped Tom Merry,
"Do you think we're going to let you knock any
more hats off 7"

it g going te wun dewn  thar  waseal
Wabeiwalhi—"

“ Look here—" yelled Blake,

“Pway don’t worh nd me, Bluke!" exclaiped
Arihur Augustus testily. *1 lave lold vou miore
than onco that 1 dislike bein' wouled at!™
“You burbling, blithering, blethering Lander-
enatch——"

Blake !

“You are wastin' time, TFallow me,

deah boys, and geot nfiah that wascall You
will know him by his hat.”

And Arthur Augustus started.

But he did not procesd very far. Blake

grabbed him by one erm, Towm Merry by tho
II.'.if.];:?-F. Arthur Augustug was brought to's sudden
THIT.

Whether Gussy really hod slghted Joso
Rabeira at all, the i)mioru did pot know, but
they thought it improbable. But even if he had,
there was po doubt that the Brazilian bandit
was lost in tho thronging crowds now—snd cor-
tainly they were not going to let Arthur
Augustus chasa every man in Rio de Janeire who
wore o big grass hat. One shindy was enough
for one day?

“Time we got back to the
remarked Blake. “Come on, Gussy I’

"Welease my arm, Blake!” hooted Arthur
Augustus. “I am not goin’ boack to Lhe hotel—

am goin' to wun down that waseal 1*

“"Come on, fathend I" said Tom Merry.

"“Will you welease me, Tom Mewwy 1 roared
Arthur Augustus.

“No fear—not till we get you safe home!
You're too jolly dangerous—knocking niggers’
hats off—"

“That was s wathah unfortunate mistake—"

“You're not making any more rather unfortu-
nate iuistakes today, old bean| The next man
may kuock in your head instead of your hat!

Cose on 1™ !
“I weluso to come on!” bawled Arthur
quite forgetling the repose thal

Augustus, )
stamps the caste of Vere de Vere in his wrath
ou do not welease

and indignation. “And if
{:unnh your nose |”

I]E'llmti:m i

my arm immediately, 1 wil

" Keep hold of that fin, Bloke I”

"You bet!”

“Come on, Gussy [?

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the seri1” shricked
Arthur Augustus. “That wascal Webeiwah is
goettin' away all this time!”

“Let him rip! Come oni”

Arthur Augusius emphatically refused to come
on, but he came’on all the same. With ene arm
linked in Blake’s, and the other in Tom
Merry's, there was no choice in the maiter.

They walked Arthur Augustus off, frantically
expoatulntinﬁ. Ho wrenched and he wriggled
as he walked, but he had (o 'walk,
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“Ieep quiet, old bean!" grinned Blake
“You've got Lall Rio de Janeciro staring al you
alroady.”

“You uttah ass!" howled Arvthur Augustus.

“They'll think you've been looking on the
wine when it is red, and thal we’'ve got to guide
your tottering footsteps home ! said Blake, with
a chuckle.

“1la, ha, ha|”

“O ewikey !

Arthur  Augustus  ceased to wrench and
wriggle, With deep indignation in hiz aristo-
cratic face, hie walked quictly between Tom
Morry and Juck Blake,

Livery now and then, however, he turned lis
Lhead to see whether he conld spot the darls,
blagk-browed face of the bandiv in the throng.
His kind friends kept tight hold of his nrms
Arthur Angustus was not going to breok loose
again if he faneied thav he spoited Joao
Rabeira,

Suddenly he gave another jerk st his arm.

“Leggo, you fatheads!” ho howled.

“No fear! You'ro not chasing niggers in big
bats any more—""

“You utter woss, there is & mosquita on my
nose | wailed Arthur Augustus.

“Ohl Ha, ha! Knock it off, Dig!”
“Right-ho 1" said Dig.
Smack |

“That all right, Gussy?”

“* Yawooooh |”

“I've knocked it off—"

“Yon have neahly knocked my nose off, von
wuffian 1" gasped Arthur  Augustus.  “Keep
sway, vou dangewous idiot!"”

“Iere we are!l” said Tom Merry, as the
juniors arrived at the I’lanters Hotel.

Arthur Augustus was released at last from the
kind care of his friends.

Having & hand free at lnst, he jammed lis
oyeglass into his eye and surveyed six grinning
faces with deep indignation.

Then, disdaining to utter a word, he sfalked
away to his room, with his noble nosze in ihe
air,

“(ussy, old man—" called out Blake.

“1 weluse to speak to you, Blake! T weinse to
uttah a single word. I wegard you as a si_lln_?-.
cheekay ass, and I wefuse to uitah a single
syllable ! : ;

And Arthur Augusius disappeared into his room
in a state of overwhelming, overpowering iu-
dignalion and scorn.

But about a minute laler there came a shout
from Lhat apartiment. !

“Bai Jove | Come heah, you fellows—aquick I”
shouted Arthur Augustus. “Huwwy up! Blake,

Jom Mewwy, Dig—qguick !

In surprise, the juniors rushed into the room.
Arthur Augustus was standing at the window,
which looked out over the sea-front, Innumer-
ablo eaunierers and loungers weres to be seen
there, and Arthur Augustus pointed from the
window at a figure surmounted by o huge grass
hat,

“What—" exclainmed Blake.

“Loolk "

“(Oh, my hat!”

All eyes fixed on a dark, black-Browed- face
under the big hat, as the man below looked up.

The juniors knew that dark, evil face only too
well. It was the face of Joao Rabeira, who,
evidently, had not gone down in the Atlantic after
that desperate dive from the Blue Star.

“Rabeira 1" exclaimed Tom Merry.
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The davk-faced man below saw the faces at the
window. His black eyes glittered up under tha
thick black brows; the next wioment he turned
away angd was lost in the throng.

“HRabeiva ! No mistake nsbout that,"” enic
Alanners, with a whistle. *“Ile's shadowed us to
thits hotel.”

“¥Yaas, wathoh! Who was wight* nsked
Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.
“I don't want to wub it m, but I wequest you
fellows to answah that question—who was wight ¢

Bluke winked at lis friends.

“You were, Gussy " he answered.
you alwaya right #”

The soft enswer turncth
Avthur Augustus camo down
pedestal of freezing dignity,

IRlabeira had disappeared as soon as he saw
that he was observed. He was not seen again,
anud the following day Tom Merry & Co. boavded
the west-bound train with Monsieur NMoutardr,
and they hoped, at least, that the bandit was lefs
Lbehind at Rio,

“ Aren't

wrath, and

away 1
tha chilly

from

SHOTS FROM THE CAMPO !

LANK! Clank!

“Bai Jove| What are we stoppin’ for?”
“Something’s up I

It was the second day of the train journey.

The first day on the main line hed passed com-
fortnbly end cheerfully, and the juniors had
stayed for the night in an hotel at a junction
some two hundred and fifty miles from Rio de
Janeiro. 'The second day, on a branch line, was
not so comfortable, or so rapid, The train was
slow, it had many stops, and the stops wore
lengthy. Now it _had stopped again, and this
time before reaching & station.

Looking from the windows the juniors could sea
only the wide-stretching “campo,” baking in the

lare of the tropical sun, with a line of blus hills
in the distance.

Here and ‘tlt‘ere, on the dp!ain, a horseman was
to be seen riding, screenod from the blazing sun
by the usual immenso hat. Ore of the riders was
following the railway Lrack, st a short distance
from the train. The juniors, glancing at him
cavelassly, saw little of iﬁm but the wide-spread-
ing hat, and the glare of a red sash, and o rifle
under his arm,

The train remained at a standstill, A good
many of te passengers had alighted and were
standing by the track, talking excitedly in
Portnguese,

“Whal's np, Mr. Moutarde?” asked Torm
Merry., “We don't seem to be going on.”

The planter shook hiz head.

“Je n'en sais rien ! he snswered. “1 know
nozsings | But ze railway in Brazil is not like
7o chemin-de-fer in France—zere are many stops,
Perhaps it is ze engino. Perhaps it is ze track.
Perhaps somezing iz up, or somezing else is down.
I go to sec.” .

And Monsieur Moutards stepped from the
train and walked along to inquire the cause of
the stoppage, .

“May as well gef out and stretch our legs!”
suggested Blake. “ Everybody seems to be gelting
down.”

“Yaas, wathgh

The Bt, Jim's fellows descended from the train,
Most of e other ﬁamngor& were out now, stand-
ing in groups, talking and gesticulaling,

pparently, it was a mishap of some kind, and
the train was unable Lo proceed. As there was
Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,642,
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no town, not even o village, in sight, Tom Merry
& Co. ratber wondored what was going to happen
noxt and when they were going to gebt on with
thoir j(ﬁu‘ney-—-if thay were going to get on with
it at all!

Gaston Moularvde came back at last, shrugging
bis shoulders almost up lo the brim of his hat.

“What is 1t?" asked Manners,

“It is ze block on ze line " ho said. “Ze big
tree, he foll across zo track, Ze train cannot go
on, It is one verree bad trick. Someons has done
%15 to stop e raflic, but I do not know because |”

“Somebody has blocked the line with a tree-
tronk 1% excloimed Tow Merry in astonishment.

“asl cal Hal iz so!?

“ But why——"

Cinston shrugged his shoulders again,

“Nobody know! Bul ze train cannot procecd.
It is some hours befora ze line is clear; but I
zink perhaps 1t is belter zat we go on anozzor
way.”

“What other way?” asked Tom,

So far ns the juniors could see, there was no
other way of proceeding, unless by walking. And
walking endless miles over the undulating campo
was gbviously out of the question.

Gaston smutled wnd waved bis hand towards the
pladin,
: “Pwo-zhiree mile,  zere  is  aldein—zat is
village I Le said. *Zere is o car to send for.
find o man fo po, and in two-zhree hours zers 1o
a <ar.

““Oh, goed I”

Gaston wrinkled his brows thoughtfully and
ran his fingers through his irim black hair,

“T do not undersiand =zis,” he said, “It is
vorreo bingular zai zo train he should be block
on zo line| Zere is somovun zat vish te stop zis
train in ze middle of ze campo. But why
because

He shook his head.

Y Oh Y ejacunlated Avihur Augustus suddenly.

He jumped as his hat suddenly spun on his
head,  Arthur Augustus was wearing a handsome
white pannma,  Something suddenly struck it
and whirled it on his head.

“Bai Jove! Whar—"

Urack t

It was the report of a rifle that echoed across
the campo.

“ What the thump—"" gazped Tom Merry.

“Thal was o shot Y .

“Mor Diew " gasped Gaston Moutarde.

Tt was a bulict that had spun the hat from
Arthur Augustuy’ head !

In wiazement and slarm the St. Jim’s juniors
slauved round.

The horseinan in the red sash, who had been
following the train al a gallop, had slowed down
to & lrot as the train stopped. Now he had
c¢ome to a halt, and was sitting his horse, facing
the halted train,  In utter smazement, the juniors
saw that his rifle was to his shoulder, It was he
who had fired |

For a moment they wore simply thunderstruck.
Then, as they saw the dark, evil face over the
rifle, they understood.

“Rabeira ¥ yelled Binke.

“Duck I” gasped Tom Merry, .

The bandit waa firing_again, -and the juniors
prompily throw thomselves down, Jack Blake
grasping Arthur Auvgusius and dregging him
headlong over.

“Oh cwikey ! gasped Avthur Augustus as he
bumpad.
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The next moment the bullet crashed on the
train, and thero was a spatter of smashing glass.

From the groups of passengers, up and down
the track, came shouts of excitement and alarm,

Gaston Mouturde slood for a  spollbound
moment staring at tho horseman in the red sash,
But it was only for n brief moment. Then the
Frenchman’s hand shot to his hip pocket. The
second report of tho rifle was followed instantly
by the crack of n revolver.

1t was at Arthur Augustus that the bandit was
firing. The first bullet had ieft a hole throu
the brim of his hat; the second would probably
have gone closor had not Blake dragged him down
in time.

But the bandit did net fire a third shot.
Monsieur Moutarde had weighed in too promptly
for that.

Tom Merry & Co. heard a loud, sharp yell from
the Lorseman and saw the rifle sag in lus hands,
then slip from his grosp and clatter down on
the sun-baked campo.

They saw the bandit clasp his right arm with
his left hand—and knew that the planter's bullet
had hit.

The next moment Joso Rualeira had whirled
his borse round and was dashing away at full
speed.

Twice Gaston Moutarde fired after him as he
weitt; but the bandit rode on at a mad gallop,
and vanished beyond a ridge of the campo.

The planter lowered his sinoking revelver.

“Mon Dieu!” he ejuculated, " Zat coquin—zat
scoundrel—he do not wanl zat ze brozzer of Lord
g0 to linish »is journey to my quinta |”

Tam Merry & Co.sstared after the vanishing
horseman. They knew now why the line had
been blocked—Joao had confederates in the back
country, far from Rio. He lad tracked the party
from the sea coast—and but for Monsicur
Moutarde, there was little doubt that Arthur
Augustus' search for his brother would have como
te a sudden sud.

“The villain 1” breathed Tom Merry,

*Yaas, wathah!”  Arthur Augusius examiped

his beautiful punama bot with a saddoned brow. °

There was a round holo through the brim, *The

uttah wottah! He has wuined my hat 1"
l";}'!muk goodness it wasn't your head 1" gasped
13 41N
“¥aas, of course—but he has wuined my hat !

I shall have to weah it, all Lthe same, with that

hols in it, but it is wathsh howwid, you koow.

Bai '11‘0"31 I zhould like to punch that blightah's

noze "

Gaston Moutarde grinned.

“You do not zink zat perhaps you better go
back to Rio?” he asked.

“0Ob, no! 1t would take tovo long to go back
to Wio and buy a new hat,” answered Arthur
Augustus innocently. I shall have to cawwy on
with this somehow.”

The juniors chuckled.

“You have not zo fright?” asked Gaston,
making his meaning clear.

“Eht Oh, not” Arthur Augustus blinked at
him. “1 twust you do not suppose that I could
he fwightened by that wottah, Mistah Mustard—I
mean Monsieur Moutarde!  Pewwaps, though.
the othah fellows had bettnh chuck it,” eaid
Arthur Augustus thoughtfully, “0Old Cooway
isn’t your bwothah, you know, and it is not much
of o holidey for you chaps, with that wascally
woltah hu.l:ﬁin' sbout and pottin’ at a fellow wilf]
a wille. at do you think ¥

-
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41 think you're un assy, old chap!” said Tom
Moerry. . .

« 1 think you're a blithering idiot!” said Blalke,

«[ think you're a burbling cuckoo !” said Monty
Lowther,

“Weally, you fellows—"

“¥You ailly owl, do you think we'd let you get
out of our sight?” grunted Eerries.

' Zon you ecare not for ze danger, and you coms
on viz you?” asked Monsieur Aloutarde,

“Yanrs, wathah |”

There was no doubt that Arthur Auguslus was
goiug on; and equelly no doubt that his comrades
wore going on with him.  And Gaston having
found n man to dispatch to the aldein to feteh
the car, the ijuniors sob down in the halted train
to wait till the ear srrived.

A SPOT OF EXOITEMENT !
b ERE'S the jolly old bus!” snid Blake.
It was & large Ford, and it loolked as
if it dated from eerly dnys. Bat the
8t. Jim's fellows were very glad to ree it, after
gitting for o couple of hours 1n the train waiting
for it to appear.

Other passengers had started tramping along
the line; others were sitting in ‘the train, or

athered in groups on the track, hoping fer the

ost. ‘Tho fine was not cleared yot, und did
not look like being cleared for some time to
come. Ancient as that car looked—about ns old
and shabby o car as the juniors had over seen—
& good many envious glnnuea were cast at them
as they gathered round it

The man who had fetched it was duly rewarded
with a handful of milreis, and the bags were
stocked on it, and the seven juniors pucked in.
Caston Moutarde was to drive, and Tom Merry
sat beside him in front, six follows paooking
inside, With the passengers and tho bpgj{age
the car was fairly well packed, and, indeed,
rather resembled o sardine tin when it rolled
away from the railroad over the campo.

It was rough going. The old car bumped and
jolled and rocked over the rough campo. Not
till more than a mile had been covered did
Giaston striko into a marked track, where the
going wsa a little less rough, though still too
rough for comfort. But the track led to a road,
and though the most ensily satisfied motorist
would not have ealled it & good road, it was a
great improvement. Old and shebby ss the car
isoked, the engine scemed to be all right, and
Claston made it almost fly.

A fow days in Rio lind rather nccustomed tho
juniors to South American recklessness in moloy-
driving. Gaston seemed to have picked up the
manners ond customs of the country in that
respect,

Every now and then a bumping sound was
heard from within the car, where the passengevs
were shaken up rather like peas.

Tom Merry, sitting beside the driver, enught
his breath at intervals as the car rocked on three,
or two, wheals. Several times ho glanced at the
driver, who, bunched over the wheel, seemed to
be wholly concentrnled on getting every possible
ounce of speed out of the car.

The rond gave place to track agpin, and the
car rocked ond jolted, and seemed almost to leap
from hillock fo hilloek. Innumerable miles
rolled under the whizzing wheels.

Guston evidenlly knew tho way well, though to
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the eyes of the schoolbays it seemed as if they
were possing through an untrodden wildernoss.

Twice they passed o bullock-cart jogging
along et alnost a snail's pace; bul alter that they
saw nothing of inhabitants. 'T'he rough trac
over the campo gave place to a rugged path
through o shadowy forest, where for mile affer
mile the car roared on under mighty branches
that shut off the sun and made a dim twilight.
Onc¢e, from an overhanging branch, Tom caught
sight of u spotted, situous form, like n great caf,
nnd his heart beat faster as he vcalised that if
was Jnl?.mr. But if that jaguar—probably
watching for travellers—had had a fancy for
leaping on the ear, it had no time—the old Ford
roared by and was gone in a flagh.

Gaston gave the junior at his side a glance at
1ast, and smiled.

“You have not ze fright?” he asked,

“No fear! Bub we're rathor covering the
ground, arven’t we?” asked Tom. .

“Mais oui | I zink perhaps zat coquin, Rabeira,
keep zo cyo open for us!” seid the planter. “We
lose no time to get ahead of zat bandit.”

“Oh1” gaid Tom. :

He realised that it was possible that Rabeira,
during the long wait at the halted train, might
have planned another ambush on the way to the
Quinta da Silva.

It was fairly certain that he must have guessed
the juniors' destination, as t-ht:if were trovelling
with Gaston Moutarde. And ho knew that
Arthur Augustus was seeking his_brother in tho
wilds of Brazil, and it was at (aston’s quinta
that Lord Conway had last been seen.

In the oxcitement of that hemdlong dash by
forest nnd campo, Tom had forgotten the bandit,
But he remembered him now. Tom had plenty
of courage, but it was not agreeable to think of
s T T T TN ]
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n shot suddenly ringing out from behind a treo.
The forest gave wny to cmmpo agsin, and the
cur raced on by a track morked Ly the hoof-
prints_of mules and_ bullocks. Then suddenly
Tom Morry caught his breath with s gesp at
tho sight of n ravine that strotohed seross the
woy in front,

It came into view ab first as a dark line, but
he soon saw whot it was; and, so far as he could
see, it stretehed endlessly in either direction,
barring the way. Its depth ho could not see,
but he could sea lhat it was [ifty feet wide—a
vast gulf of spoce.

He glunced al Goston,  But the French planter,
Tdhed over e wheel, did not look at him, and
be drove on at the sume reckless specd.

“at Jove!™  Tom hesrd a voice from the
rear of the ear, “Whar's that, you fellowst”

“ Looks like u ravine "

The fellows behind had seen it now, They were
all staring at the ravine as the cur ronred down
to it. Now, however, Tom could sco that thore
was p bridge, down to which the rugged cnmpo
track led; but it was such = bridge that he would
nevor have dreamed that a motorist would tnke,
especially ot o high speed.

It was n wooden hridge, spanning the gulf.
Two imense irec-trunks, shaped roughly by an
axe into beams, lay across the ravine, with Lrans-
verse plunks [astened to lhem. Here und there
wera gaps where the wood had wory sway under
wind and weather. There was no handrail, and
the bridge was not much wider than the car.

It seemed to 1'em that even a fooit passenger
might have felt a little giddy, walking secross such
a bridgo, Ueston was evidently going to tuke
it in the car, amd without slackening spoed.

Tom shut his teeth hard.

It seemed lo hun almost a certninty that the
cur must shool ol the bridge and plunge into
the abyss benewth,

Now that he was near to it, he could see that
the ravine was deep. He could not see the
bottom, but he could see thirty feet down. A fall
into that depth meant wstant destruction for cur
and all it contained.

ITe lpoked at Gaston again, but the French
planter gave him no heod; he waz coneentratel
un driving, as he needed to be with that bridge
anead of the cav, ) )

“0R " breathed Tom, his heart thumping.

As the car roured down to the wooden bridge,
he cangh sight of a spot of red on the inehne
up from the farther side of the ravine

It wues w red sash. And the next mmoment his
CYeS Ware o J(J'.lu Rnlwcira.

I'ie Landit was, after sll, ahead of the St
Jini's party. He was standing io the middls of
the track on tho other side of the ravine, fucing
the car as it came—his dysky right hand lified
upd the brilliont sunshine glinting on « revolver
nimed at the oncoming car.

Trin heard a sharp-deawn breath from Gaston.
Bue the Trenchisan did not elow down, The car
rushed on,

‘I'ne car had ro take that dangerous bridpe,
and to tuke it in face of the boudib's fire. Tom
Merry vlenched Lis hands hard, but uttered wo
word,  What a Frepch plunter eould face, v 8t.
Ji's man could face.

The ear voared on,

Under the bLrim of the bigp grass-hat, Tom
conld see the dark face of the bandit and the
il on it,
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Bomething touched his right hand, and he
looked quickly round. It was the butt of s
royolver, Gaston’s eyes gave him u quick flash.

" You can shool—yes?” he breathed.

Yeg, yes !I” panted Ton.

Ha grasped the Frenchmun’s revolver.

His heart beat fasb, but his head wus cool. I‘i
scamed to him hardly possible thut the car coul
take that flimsy brit{ga in safety; but with tho
bandit, ot leust, bo could deal, Rabeirs, watch-
ing over his revolver, was wailing till the car
was on the bridge—grinning ovilly over 8
levelled barrel. As tho car roarad down to tho
edge of the gulf, Tom Merry threw up his hand
and pulled triggor.

Crack, crack, crack!

He fived three swift sbots, and then the car
was an the bridge.

The junigrs inside could feel the fimsy styuclure
rock as the Fovd roared across.

Thero was hardly a fout to sparc on either
side, DBut, as the juniors were to learn nfler-
wards, Brazilian drivers in romote parts of the
couniry were used to suoh bridges, and accidents
were surprisingly rare. Tho car shot noress like
an arrow, Gaston sitting like o rock at the wheel.

The car was already on the bridge, when Tom
Merry sow the man in the ved sash stagger, and
Le kiew that one of his shots, al least, had gone
close encugh (o graze the bandit,

.‘i
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* Bai Jove—what=——"" gasped Arthur Augustus
report |
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Ho fred sgain ss thp car roared across. But
the bandit recovercd himself in o moment, and
his revolver blazed. A bullet crushed into the
Laggago stacked on tho ear. Mo had had ouly
o gorntch, but it had disordered his nim, and the
bullet, fortunately for Gaston and Tom Merry,
flew high.

A inoment wore sued the car was weross iho
bridge, leaving it oscillating behind, and FOR Ty
up the track on the farther side.

Joao Rabeira bounded out of the track just
in tima to avuid being run down. e cuugh his
foot iu & trailing roor and went sprawling, And
the car, rosring on, left i sprawling !

“OL" gasped Tom Merry,

(raston gave bim n grin, )

“Now 1t is all lefl ! ho said. “1s it zat you
say all lelt, or all right, in your language #”

Tom gave a breathless chuckle.

“All right,” he said, “Rizht as ramn I*

“Tip of a top, n'estce-pas!” said Monsieur

- Moutavde.

""Bai Jove, you fellows!” came a voice from
behind, ~“I wathali think Bwazil is the place
for a holiduy, if you want a spot of excitement |”

And the other fellows agreed with Gussy, And
thoy asgreed elso that that spot of exciteient was
enough to last them u good while. 1t was pessibla
to have wo much of a gond thing |

his hat suddenly spun on his head, Crack! The
rifle followed.

19

THE MAN IN THE CEIBA !

M MERRY & CO. wero glad to get to hed

thav night in n little “hespedar or inm,

at an “aldein ® of o few dozen inhabitants
on the bank of & deop, wide river that rolled
under mighly forest, braneches.

The car, Gaston told them, was o be =ent hack
frof that point, The next stage of the jcurney
was to be done by water—by canoe on the river—
for o distanee of soine forty miles,

The juniors were not sorry to hear it They
bad had enough jolting and bumping over tho
wildest and ruggedest of tracks, and they caid
zood-bya to the old Ford without sny regrets,

The quarters at tho little frontier hospedaria
wero of the very roughest, bui they were tired
enougl to sleep soundly novwhere; anid they
hurdly opened their eyes (ill Monsieur Moutards
cnilerf’lhem in the sunny morning.

After breakfast, somo of ihe Indian “inocas »
carried their baggage down e the bunk, where a
cance was waitirg, 1t was a large cunue, with
six puddlers, all of them vopper-skinned Indians,
to whomn Gaston Moniarde spoke in their cwn
language, of which the schoo hoys did not eom-
prehend a single word.

The baggage was piled on board, and the
pascengers taok their places. The cance went
with the current, assisted by the paddles. Big
end heavy os it was, and well loaded with pae-
sengers and beggoge, it made o good speed, and
the aldein soon dropped out of sight behind,

“Bai Jdove, this is wathali more comifortahla
i the cah, you fellows!” romarked A rihure
Augnstas, stretehing his neble limbs en =+ thiek
i and feaning buck against u suitcace,

" Yes rather!” agreed Tom Merry, “We'ra
really in the wilds now! A few weele ape, at
St Jin's, we never thought we chould be canee
inge on a Brazilivn river with a crew of  Red
Indians:™

" Warhah nat ! Tlieso Tndians seem all wieht 1™
«aid Arthur Augostus,  “Are there nrs o wild
Twdiane in these parts, Mr. Montarde?”

“Iei, non—here, no ! nnswernd Gaston, “ But on
z¢ Rio Preto—yes! No white man has ever
follewed ze Black River to ze source in zo
mountains—unless,” ho added, with a smile, “my
riend Lord ho haya dono se.  On ze hanks of ze
Preto zere are wild tribes of Carayas—hut zey
are far from zo quinta.”

As the canae rolled on down the sireur:, the
iuniors noticed that Monsieur Moutarde -nr with
a rifle, whiek he hiad unpacked fvom Lis havgape,
avrazs his knees,

The thaek, dark forest thut bordered il viver
on either side wis the haunt of japuar &« [enas
but they guessed that the planter was " i binge
nove of Joao Rabeira than of the oo figied
vshizels of the Brazilian wilderness,

There was a sudden babble from the [1iiinn
vaddlers when the eanco had eovared nleit five
miles from the start. One of the Tmdin-, .+ ho
=selaimed, pointed with his paddie,

The juuiors all looked in the diveetion i:wivafir,
of the canoe the sircam narrowed, the

banks upproaching one encther to
distanco a? twenly feet. DBronches of
fuiezb ginnts extended acress the wuler, the
o glinting throngh high arches of thick

iolis
"Whit's  op,  denh  bove?™  asked  Arthur

Auguztus, sitting up and Jamming his eyegless
nis eye.
Tre Cear Linvary,—Na, 1042,
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“Something 17 snid Blake, “The Indians seom
jolly exciledd Blessed if 1 can see anything 1”

“Jaguar, perheps I said Tom Merry. “ Some-
thing on that big tree, anyhow t”

Close by the bank, o little distance nhead, o

igantic ceiba-tree grew. Some of its huge
ﬁmrmhcs stretehed across the stream, and it was
ot one ol the great branches that the Indinp was
pointing with his paddle.

As they drew closer, the juniors could see that
somothing was slirring, high up on the branch
arching over the water. ¥

Dut it was not a jagunr. They spotted a big
hat among the foliage, and the glimmer of a dark
face under the hat. It was o man on the branch
over the river, watching the canoe us it came.

“Bai Jovel Is it that wasen] Wabeiwah?”
exelnimed Arthur Augustus,

Tom Merry shook his henrd. He could see the
foce clearly now, under the brim of the hat. It
was a dark, swarthy fnce of an Indian hali-breed
—not the face of the bandit.

“No,” he said. “But—"

“He's watching the canos |” said Blake,

Caston sut motionless sy the cance glided on,
the vifle in his hands, his eyes fixed on the figure
in the tree.

The juniors watohed it breathlessly. Thefr
could see no weapon, but it was likely enough
that one was hidden by the foliage.

If the man was an encmy, they could guess
that it was his intention to fire down into the
canoe as it prssed; and if he was not an enemy.
watelhing for the canoe, it was difficult to guess
why he was there at all.

Arthur Augustus polished his eyeglass,

“This ia ﬁettin’ wathah thwillin’, deah boys!”
he remavked, "That chap isn't Wabeiwah—but
1 wathah suspect that it is a Fwiend of his.
Pwobably he 1s hend-in-glove with lots of othah
wasenls in these parts!”

Tho juniors’ hearts beat fast,

They could see that CGaston Moutarde was
watching the man like a ont, his Gnger on the
trigger of the rifle he was ready to lift. His
fece, generally kindly and smiling in expression,
waal set and lLard, his eyes glinting like cold
steel.

Had it heen Joao Rabeira on that high branch,

they f-u:‘:]ljectm] that Monsieur Moutarde would
have pulled the trigger without standing on
goremony.

It was more likely than not that the man was
one of the lawless gang with which Joao was
connected, but until he made a hostile movement,
the planter could not be sure, and the schoolboys
could not be sure. They felt their hearts thump
as the canoe glided nearer ond nesrer lo thee
branch that barred the blue sky over the water.

Gaston, for a moment, glanced at Arthur
‘Augustus and smiled. Having polished his cye-
gless, the swell of St. Jim's stuck it in his eye,
and watched the figure in the tree with perfect
calinness. If the watcher in the ceiba was a con-
foderate of Rabeira, there was no doubt which
member of the canoe’s crew waa to be hia targoet,
but the clegant ornnment of the Fourth Form of
8t Jim's did not turn a hair.

The plunter fixed his eyes on the half-zeen
figure again, He watched it infently; the juniors
with bated bresth,

Gaston muttered a word _in the Indian tongue,
and the Indians syddenly plied their paddles with
redoubled swiftness, the canoe {asirly shooting
down the stroam,
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There was a sudden moyvement in the foliage
above, amd something glinted in the sunlight.

Cruck |

It was CGuston who fired ! ; .

The hidden weapon had come into sight; the
muzzle of a rille bore full on the ennoe, nnd in
a moment moro the bullet would have sped. But
ns the barrel glinted, Gaston threw up his rifle
and pulled the trigger, and even as the man in
the ?rcc brought his firearm tfo bear, he was
BECHGH, ,

A vifle dropped, splashing into the waler—and
a loud, fievce yell woke the echoes of the forest

“Ont” pasped Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove I

The figuro in the tree was falling. The juniors
breathlessly watched it slip from the branch, and
suw two desperate hands clutch. Ior a long ond
terrible moment the bandit hung to the branch,
but his grip was lost, and he shot downwards,

“(Pest oal” snid Gaston coolly. “Ca val”

STlashI

The falling body struck the water, sending up
a mighty splash. The big grass-hat floated sway
on the stream—and the juniors had an instant’s
glimpse of a dark face, with rolling eoyes, that
emerged from the water, only to disappear again.

“Bai Jove!” repeated Arthur Augustus, His
faea was a little pale,

The canoe shot on. A minute more, and it was
russing under the branch where the bandit had
urked nnd wafched, The juniors cast glances
round on the sunlit stream, but they saw vothing
of the man who had fallen.

Tom Merry touched the planfer on the arm.
Gaston glanced at him and, reading his thoughts,
shook his head.

“Zat is linish 1” he said.
zat is finish!”

The juniors were silent as the cance glided on.

“Yere are alligators—

THE FOE IN THE FOREST !

1] OW il iz a pony of =ze shanlk!™ eaid
Mgns]ile‘ur Moutarde.

l("vhat‘?ll

In the blaze of the tropical noon, the canoe
had stopped, end tho 8t. Jim’'s ‘}:arby landed for
lunch under the shady trees. While they rested
in the shade, after the menl, the Indians prddled
away wilh the canoe, and disappeared down the
stream. - i

Tom Merry & Co. were getting usad by this
time to Monsieur Moutarde's veriety of their
language, Dut they were rather perplexed now,
und they leoked at him inquiringly.

“Vat you el in Englisa a pony of ze shank!”
said Gaston, *Ze cance take on ze baggage, but
it is verrco long way by water, and zoy do not
come lo nrrive nt ze quinta till onozzer day. Zis
river flow into ze Rio Proto, and zen zey paddle
up zo Preto to ze quinte, Mais nous—us, ve go
by a pony of ze shank, as you say in your
tongue.”

“Oh!” gasped Tom. “S8hanks' pony!”

And tho juniors understood that they were lo
walk the last stage of the journey.

The way lay through the deep forest, leading
away from the river,

Gaston Moutarde led the way, and the juniors
followed him in single file.

If thers was anything in the nature of a path,
Tom Merry & Co. could see nothing of it, They
wound along between mighty trunke, under vost
bronches that shut off the glare of the tropical
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sun—though they did not shut off the hent. A
steamy warmth prevailed, which mede the juniors
gasp for breath. .

Here and there, it was necessary lo push aside
thick masses of lianas that lhung irom the
branches.  Bub Gasfon (ramped on without a
halt, evidently never at n loss; and the school-
hoys followed on. They were now within o felw
miles of tho quinta on the Ric Preto, and the
country was femiliar to the planter, wild and
strange ns it was to the schoolboys from the far-
off island in tHe North Sea,

“Hot I* murmured Blake, dashing a siream of
perspiration from a face the colour of a peony.

“Yars, wathah!” eaid Arthur Augustus from
the rear. Arthur Augustus was last in the file.
“I weally feel as if § were cockin', deah boyl
Oh, blow1”

The cord of Arthur Augustus' eyeglass caught
in n twig snd soappod.

The monotle was jerked from his noble eye,
and dropped into the greenery at his feet.

Blake, the next in the file, was only three feot
in pdvance of him when that disaster oceurred;
but, unaware that Gussy had stopped, he did not
look back. Another moment, and a mass of
linnas hid him, hod Guesy looked—but Gussy wos
looking for his eyeglass,

It wns some minutes bofore he found it, nnd
rublied it carofully clean on his handkerchicf,
made 2 koot in the smapped cord, aod finally
]lnmn_::ed the monocle back into his eye. Then he
wrried on to overlake his friends,

It did not occur to Arthur Auwgustns, ab the
moment, thot thero would be any difficulty in
overtaking them., A Brazilian forest was n new
expericnco o him. For ton minutes he hurried
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en gs fpel as the tangled nnderwends between the
reailes permitied, aud tlien he cnme lo a dise
maved halt,

Hea had not overinken the purly. In the bes
wildering forest around him, thero was no indica-
tion of the way they had goue!

It was borne in on Avthur Augustus’ mind
that he had not the remotest iden of the direclion
they had tsken—and that he might, for n!l hae
knew, be wandering at randeom in the unlrodden
forest,

"Uh ewuanbs | gesped Arthur Augusia,

Heo stared round ot innumerable trunks, =zt
iodgees of hanging creepers, ab crawling green
Leavds and beautifnl butterflies. )
ut of his friends there was no sound or sign;’
and wiether they wers near, or whether they
were far, ho could not guess, If they were going
on, as doubtless they were, unaware that he was
not following, they were probably getting iurther
and farther sway from him every moment.

“Bai Jove!” breathed Arthur Augustus, “'Thia
is wathah wotien 1™

T'o pttempt to find the party, in the perplexing:
mazes of the thick forest, was obviously hopeless,
Arthur  Augustus was lost—ond he could only
hope that his friends were not yet out of hearing,

If they were within range of & shout, Monsieur
Moutarde would come back for him—otherwisey,
it was not pleasent lo think of the prospect.

Arthur Augustus put 8]l his cnergy inlo a yell,,

“Help! Weeene, St. Jim's| an you heahr
me? Felp !

The shout rang ond ecchoed among the thicld
trees and bushes,

It was followed by o :onnd of yetling n 1he

(Contianed on e
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wnderwoods, amd Arihinr Augustus gasped with
relief as he heard if,

Someone was conung back—no doubt Monsieur
Moutzrde, for the plauter wns not likely to trust
tho schoulboys to retnrn to leok for him,

“is wayl” eculled out  Arthur  Augustus.
“Sowwy to hothah you like this, siv, but 1 nppeal
to have lost my way | Heah T min”

The vustling in the underwoods approached
hivg, the branghes swoFing as a passoge was
forced tloough them.  Avthur Awgustus was
rather surprised that no voice called in reply,
anil lie called again:

“Healh 1 owm! This way !

A preal langing mass of lianas was  tloust
aside, nud a figure eame into sight, not six feet
from him,

From under & grass-hat, a dark face and a pair
of ghuting eves looked at the swell of 8t, Jim's—
a dark face distorted in an evil grin of (rinmph.

“Oh ewwnbs ! bresthed Arthur Angustus, with

.a eold chill at lis heart, as he saw the evil face

of Joao Robeira.

It was not one of his friends relurning for him.
It was ihe Dbandit of the Rio Treto, who had
{uea_rd his calling voice, and had been guided
a1y it

Joao burst intor a low, mocking, triumplant
laugh as he fixed hizs glinting eyes on the startled,
dismayed face of the swell of Bt. Jim's.

“Ho it is you, little sechor!” he grinmed. *1
find you in the forest of Brazil, end it is your
voico that ealls mel Bom!”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

The bandit’s hand was on the haft of a knife
in his beit. Half-crouching, like & savage beast
ubout to apring, he drew nearer to the schoolboy,

Acthur Augustus gripped his stick—the only
weapon lie had, Joao chuckled as he saw Lhe
sction. That weapon was not likely Lo stop the
thrust of the bandit's knife.

“We go to finish, little senher!" pgrinned
Joas., *You think {6 come to find the one thal
He tell you in o letter, and you
come io the Rin Preto to find the lost one.
Better for you if you did not read what was
written,  He tell you in a letter where he shall
ba found—but I, Joao Rabeira, do not choose
so! We go to finish,”

As e uttered the last word, he came [orward
with a spring like a jaguar, the knife glittering
in his hand,

Arthur Angustng' hand was np, with the stick
in it. A hblow wouid not have stopped 1
handit, and he knew it; but he hurled the stick
with all Lis force at the dusky face as Jouo leapt.

The missile orashad on the dark face, striking
the bandib across the eyes.

Rabeira uttered a yell and staggered, and
the slash of the knifo missed the sc?molimr Liy
& foot or more. Befora he eould strike again,
Arthur  Angustus leaped forward, and his
clenohied fist crashed into the dusky face, and

Jono stumbled over, He sprawled among
trailing lianas, and Arthur Augustus darted
away into the foresh

Belind him, ss he ran, he heard a savage
voico spitbing Portuguese onths. Joso was on
his feet a%mn with a bound like a jagusr, and
crashing through the underwoods in ]pursmt

Arthur Auguslus ran on desporately.

He plinged through hanging erecpers, bumpad
on trunks, wound round them, tore liamas aside,
tripped and stumbled, and leaped up sguin,
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panting for Dbreath. DBehind him came the
panting bandit, losing sight of him from momenl
to moment, but guided by the sounds of his wild
soramblo throngh the tropical underwoods.

But the hunted junior knew only too well that
that chase could ‘not last many minutes; and
suddenly, as he ducked under o low branch of
a great ceiba, he stopped, canght at the branch,
and clambered up.

He swung off the ground intp the tree, aud
hardly a moment later a grass-hat ducked below
az the bandit erashed on. .

1L disu,;pe;wcd, and Arthur Augustus panted
for breath in the lree as Jowo Rabeira tare on.

With his leart pounding, he listened. Ilo
heard the crashing of the bandit, not a dozen
foet away, but it was elear that Joao had not
seen him drag himself into the eceiba, and did
not know where to seek him,

But the bandit knew that he wns not far away;
his eurs told him that the schoolboy was no
longer in flight.

The grass-hat appeared in sight under the
coiba again, ond Arthur Augustus, clamped
against the trunk a dozen feet up, held his
breath as he watched it. It stopped under the
tree, and was tilted buck as the bandit locked
up. And the blaze in the fierce black eyes told
that he had seen the junior among the foliage.

“Corpo de Deos!" snarled Jono, as he Cf)laced
the kuafe between his teeth, and grasped with
both dusky hands the branch by whicﬁ Arthur
Augustus had swung himself off the ground.

Ay he did so there came an echeing shoul
through the dense thickness of the foresi.

“Gussy "

Jt was DBlake’s voice shouting. Joao paused
for a second, like a startied puma, as he heard
it, then he clambered on.

“Gussy 1 It was Tom Merry's voice.

“Where are you, Gussy?”

His friends had rnissed him; the party were
returning on their tracks to look for him. The
rather shrill voice of Monsieur Moutarde ross
above the shounts of the juniors.

“'Alla! 'Allo! DRepondez done!l ‘Allo!”

" Gussy "

“Helpt!" shouted Arthur Angustus. “Helpl
This way, deah boys! Look out—that wascal
Wabeiwah is heah| Help1”

There was a rustling and swaying in the
thickets,

Again Joao paused for a second; then again
e came on. clambering like a cat.

Arthur Augustus eaught a higher branch snd
swing limself clear as the knife flashed.

Trom below ecame the sudden sharp crack of a
revolver, and a bullet tore through the folinge
of the ceiba,

“Alars! Ce coguin Rabeira!” It was the
voica nf Gaston Moutarde, nnd he lired again
as he spoke.

The davk, evil face was hardly a yard frem
Arthnr Augusius; a few moments more and the
bandibt's grasp would have been on him. Bat
the next moment that savage face disappoared
as the bondit swung himself away, barely
escaping the bullet from below,

“Oh owikey 1” A;as;i:ad Arthur Augustus, R

“CGussy I yelled Blake.

“Henh, deah boy|”

Arthur Augustus swung himself down from the
ceiba, The handit had diseppeared in an almost
impenelrable mass of folinge, clambering from
tree to tree like a puma,  Arthur Avgustus
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Fleetway Housge, Farringdon
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HALLO, Chums | Ifeve I am again in my
editorial chair afier u few weeks absence.

I¥’s not every week that I can (ind a place
for my chair in the Gea, owing lo the old paper
being su closely packed with great sturies, but
1 have just managed it this week.

The chume of 8t. Jim's have had some excit
ing and humorous adventures sinea | Just had
a word with readers. Now they sre in the (hick
of thrills in the backlunde of Brazil, In nexl
Wednesday's great yarn—

“"THE ST. JIM'S EXPLORERS!"”

~Tom Merry & Co. take a trip up the Rio
Preto, littlo knowing the peril they are going
to face on tho dangerous river thut winds into
the unexplored wilds. The bandit who for
gome mystorious reason has menaced the juniors
since they started from England, is still lurking
in the [orest, swaiting his chanece to make
another attempt on Cussy’s life. And his chance
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dropped among tho 8t. Jim's fellows, gusping for
breath.

“Bofe!l" panted Blake.

* Yoas, wathah "

“You howling ass )"

“ Weally, Blako—"

“Fathead |  roared Blake. " Apsl" A
moment ago Blake's voice had been sharp with
snxiety, Now that he saw Lis noble chum eafe,
however, anxiety scemed to give place on the
spot to exasperation, “ You clump, what did
you wander away for? Looking for that blighter
Rabeira ?”

“1 did not wandah away, Blake 1" said Arthur
Augustus. "1 stopped for a lew minutes, you
see, and you fellows left me bohind——?

* What did you stop for?"' howled Bleke.

“1 dwopped my aya;!sss 1"

“You—you—you—>">" gasped Blake. "B
gum| T've a jolly good mind to boot you all
the way to the quinta! 1'll walk behind you
nfter this, and il you stop agein, look out for
my boot IV .

“Wats " said Arthur Augustus,

"“Allons! Now it is all left—zat is lo cay all
right 1" said Monsieur Moutarde. “But I zink
1 keep you under my eyo—venez aveo moi, petit!
You keep viz mie, isn't it?” .

And when Lhe 8t Jim’s party resumed their
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comes on the Rio Proto—and it's touch-and-go,
for poor old Gussy |

Readers will voto this yarn of schoolboy adven-
tire in Bouth America one of the most exeiting
they have read, Leok oun for it |

"STOLEN QoLD!"

The ehmns of Cedur Creck have had theis
shave of thrilling adventure—gold-seeling in the
Cateade Mountaina, Next weol they furn their
horses (vwurds homo, richer by one theweand
dellars as the rewult of their offoris as Lres-
pectars,  Bub on tho home trail Trank Dichards
& Co. receive an anpleasant shocl. The bag
of gold disappears one night while they nre
camping. The climms are baflled by the theft !
Wha has stolen their gold? That you will dis-
cover when you read this gripping yarn.

“THE TREASURE CLUE!"

In the next story nf the boye of ihe :chool
thip, we {ind the Benbow threading a course
ap the Orvcmico River, in Vinezuela,  Buried
treasure is once again a topic on board, swing
ta Peg Slancy’s boasting thar he hss 2 cluas
10 4 treazure hidden somewliere up the Osinnco.
Daubeny & Co. show a very keen interest in the
ane-eyed  seaman’s  document—an. interest  not
unconnected with stealing (he clue, and poing
in tearch of the teeasure thentselves !

Another bateh of *“Pen TI'al " natices, and
mare snappy replies from Jack Rlake conrplete
the next programme. Don't forzet to book your
GEM carly.

All the best for the holidays!

THE EDITOR.
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march through the foresl, Arthur Augusins was
second in the file, with the rest of (o party
st-run? out  behimd  him—which, s MMonty
Lowther romarked, made it difficult for Gusey {o
loee himself agairn, however hard he tricd]

A Quinte de Silval” eaid  Monsieur
%rlo'n]:tnlﬁlo. “Zat is to say, ze Ville of ze Briar|
vila

Thoe forest was left behind, and under the
red sunset tho juniors were following a rond
through fields of ‘coffee. Alend of them, a white-
walled villa surrounded by green verandas camo
into view, looking across trim lawns to the
rolling waters of the Rio Preto. It was the
quiilla, and they had reached their destination
ut last, :

"Jolly 1" eaid Tom Merry,

" ¥aas, wathah ("

And Monsieur Moutarde ushered his youn
{riends, with many bows, into the \\'hitu-wz_li!rfﬁ
quinta, where, for the present, their perilous
journey  was  over—ihough  many  perilous
adventures yet lny before Tom Merry & Co. in
the wilds of Bragzil,

Next Week: * THE ST. JIM'S EXPLOBE{I‘S '
Tue Gen Lisnary.—No. 1,642,
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THAE SCHOOLBOY GOLD-SEEKERS OF

CEDAR CREER FIND THEMSELVES THE

PRISONERS OF—

THE CLAIM-JUMPERS!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

THE CEDAR CREEK CLAIM !
6 CULESS that's 0.K.1” said Bob Lawless,
with an air of zreat satisfaction,
“Ripping !* said Frank Richards and
Vere Beauclere together.

And Chunky Todgers chimed in:

“You bet1”

The chums of Cedar Creek School were standing
by a mountain stream, amid the pine-clad slopes
of the Caseade Mountains. In the bend of the
strearm a2 wooden dam had been built out by the
Cedar Creek fellows, exposing a part of the sandy
bed. There Frank Richards & Co. had been ot
work washing out the golden grains from the
“pay-dirt.”

On the edge of the stream Bob Lawless had
erected two posts cut from the forest, and Lo the
posts was fastened a board, roughly fashioned
with an axe. The board bore an inscription in
large lettera,

As Bob’s brush was made of twigs and his paint
of vegetable juices mixed with black mud and
waler, the lettering was somewhat patchy and
irregular; but it was quite clear to read, and
could be seen at a distance:

“NOTICE.

THIS CLAIM HAS BEEN PEGGED OUT
BY F. RICHARDS, V. BEAUCLERC, R.
LAWLESS, AND J. TODGERS, OF CEDAR

CREERK.
IIANDS OFF I”

“T guess there can't be any mistake about that,”
said Bob. “All the same, {he sooner we register
the elaim at Tucker's Bar the belter. I reckom
we'll vide down there this morning.”

“Booner the quicker !" agreed Frank Richards,

“We want to get some tuck, too,” said DBoh.
“T tell you, you chaps, there's a good bit of gold-
dust in that sand, snd we can carry home some
dollars_with us when we wind up our holiday
liere.. We've got to lay in some spedes and picks
and stuff, and weo've made enough dust out of the
cinim alveady to pay for them. Let's getl off |

The schoolboy gold-seckers broke up camp, and
mounted their horses, with cheery, contented
minds. They rode away slowly down the difficult
wountain  trail, the pack-mule following the
viders,

According to all mountain laws, the notice set
up on the claim protected it from other pros-
pectors, and as soon as it was lawfully regisloved
it became the private property of the discoverers.

I'vank Richiards & Co. were naturally elaled.
\When they had started on their holiday in the
North-West they hnd not looked for n stroke of
luck of thiz kind. Chunky Tedgers, indeed, had
annonnced that hie was going to “strike ile,” hut
Chunky's comrades bad taken that humoronsly,

DBob Lawless had discovered the nauriferous
trace: in the mountain stream, and he had
“ panned ” the sand with success. The elaim was

Tue Ciem Lisrwry.—No. 1,642,

to be registered in the names of the four, but
thoy intended to allow & share for Yen Chin, the
Chinee, who had been & member of the holiday
paorty until o few days previously.

Yen Chin bad: been “fired * from the party for
various misdemeanours, and, as he had put in no
work on the claim, he really was not entitled to
o share. But Frank Richards & Co. agreed that
ho should count as one of the Ca.

The four riders rode cheerfully down the valley,
and then inte the lower trail that led to Tucker's
Bar, the nearest mining-camp in that part of the
Cascade Mountains,

There was a sudden call on the fresh mountain
air, and a diminutive figure came out on the trail
from u spruce thicket.

“You stoppes |”

It was Yen Chin.

Bob Lawless pulled in his horse, and his com-
rades followed his example. But their looks wera
not coneiliatory.

“Well 1" snapped Bob.

“Nieee morning I” said Yen Chin,

“Have you stepped us to say that "

“Velly glad sce nicey old Bob again!”

“Brorr "

“Pool 1i'l Chinea solly bad boy!” said Yen
“hin pathetically.  “Be velly good boy after-
wards! Oh, yes! You wanktee me comee
backea

Bob shook his head.

Trank Richards was already relenting; his
lieart was of the softest, as tlie cunning litte
Chinee well knew. But the rancher's son looked
grim.

“Hook it, John " he said. “You can’t hiteh on
to this crowd again! It's not only that you
sneaked away from eamp to gamble with Gunten
and Keller, theugh that was bad enongh—"

“ No spenkee any mole to Gunteo nng Kalleo ™
said Yen Chin eagerly. “CGuntee and Kelles
tlavel homee now—gonece "

“That isn't all I’ snapped Bob., “You pinched
the gold we'd washed out of the claim, and you're
a thief, Yen Chinl dare say you don't look at
it lilke we do, but it's too thick for us! You'd
better take the frail liome |

“MNo wantee IV

“Then you ean go and chop chips 1

Bob Lawless rvode on. Beauclere, who had not
spoken, followed him, and Chunky Todpers
snorted emphatically as they passed the little
Celestial,

Yen Chin caught al Frank Richards' bridle as
lie would have followed.

"“No leavee poaol li'l Chinee I he murmured.

Frank's heart smiote him. Had a white man
been gnilty of Yen Chin's conduet, TFrank
Richavds would have felt teo much disgust Lo
feel mneh compassion for him, But he could not
help feeling rthat it was different with the
Oriental.

He had always stood Yen Chin's friend at
Cedar Creck School in the far-off Thompson
Valley, in spite of the Chow's impish tricks and
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his incurable habit of untrathfulness, But the
rabbery of his comrades to “rajse {he wind ” for
a polier game with Gunten and Keller was {ho
limit. The chums had recovered the stolen
llll;'ltl- but that did not slter the fact of Yen Chin's
guilt,

Certainly Yen Chin looked very repeninnt now,
but it wes probablo thil that wos simply hecausa
be had to sufler for his raseality,  He looked up
pleadingly nt Frank’s troublod [nee.

"No leave pool Il (hince!” he murmnrod
sgain. “Old Flanky velly nicey old bay! L'V
Chinee velly fond old Flanky 1"

“Irank I” shouted Bob Lawless.

“I—I say, Bobh—"

Come on, I say! And if that heathen
eomeys with you T'H give him the batt of my gun
on nis anheza ¥

U AL right, Bob 1"

“No takeo pool 1i'l Chinee?”

“Can't be donol” said Frank. " Dash it all,
Yen Chin, you knew what you werae doing, and
you can't expect to be trusted againl I'm £OTTY,
but there it is! Lot gol”

ITe shook off the Celestinl’s hand and rode on
after hiz comrades. Yen Chin was soon lost to
sight among the rocks and thickets ns Frank
Richards & Co. trolled on 1o Tucker's Bar.

But Frank could not help thinking of the
Chinee. 'There wns no reason why ¥en Chin
should not return to his home at Thompson. Tha
Cedar Creek holiday Was drawing to an end,
anyway, and he would have lo return soon, But
evidontly he wanlaed to rejoin the porty and finish
the holiday with them in the Morth-West,

ITe had been “ou his loncsome” for two or
three days now, and ha had not started for tha

"Come on |

A

i il“lwlﬁln'n .

south.  Frank Richards wondered what he vould
do after his latest yebuff, and he hoped that Yen
Chin would bo sensible onough to take the treail
for hoine,

JUMPED !

B RANK RICHARDH & CO, wora vere |
after thoir arcival at Theker's Hay Lie
little mining-camp in the heart of Fib

Cnseade AMountains }m(ll few [ncilitios

ping, but the one and only sfore pro

nrticles of which the scheolboy gold-san

in need,

At a lumber hotel they obtained p dinney, and
then they entered the store to make their pur-
chases. The dust they had brought from their
olaim was weighed in the store ond taken as
cash. They pirchased picks and spaddes aud other
articles required for their work on the clai, and
loaded their purchases on tie pack-mmle,

There was a good many prospeciors coming
and going in Tucker's Bar, but nowe of such a
youthiul appearanen as Irank Richard: & Co.
The schoolboys naturally attracied somo aftention.

The storekeoper diveclod them to the sherifi's
office, tho sheriff being the only legal officiul of
any kind in the camp, and empowered to enter
registration of elaims.

“Cedar Creek Claim,” as the chums named it,
was dnly entered, and Urank Richards & Co.
had the proud conscionsness of being its legal
|OssRsEOrS,

It was lale in the afternoon when the schecl-
bovs rode out of Tucker's Bar, civing them time
to reach the elaim before sundiwn, They rede
along very cheerily on the mountain trails, and

fow S
ol oihie
bl were

_

“ | think the claim is ours, senores,” said Gomez. * But you shall work on it—under my

eye and my rifle |
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1'vank, remembering Yen Chin, kept an eye open
for the little Qelestial. But le saw nething of
him, and he hoped that by that time Yen Chin
had realised that the best thing he eonld do was
to "make tracks " for home.

The sun was sinking towards the Pacific when
the schoolboy gold-seckers came in sight of their
old camp bf the mountain stream.

Bob Lawless uttered an exelamation.

“The notice is down ! he exclaimed.

“Mallo! Somehody’s hopped in!¥ said rank.
“There's n cam}:-ﬁru poing | Look at the sinoke
over the trees!l"

Chunky Todgors gave a howl

“They're after our dust!”

Bob’s brow set grimly.

“The notice was plain enocugh for sny galoot
to undorstand,” he said.  “TI guess thero'll be
trouble if anybody’s jumping our claim!| Look
to your guns, my infantsl We may want
them 1"

The chums of Cedar Creck looked serious as
they rode on. In the mountains of tho North-
West, beyond the confines of the regular settle-
ments, law and order did not exist as they had
known them in the Thompson Valley. livery
man was & law unto himself, more or less, in
the unexplored fastnesses of the far North-West.

But Frank Richards & Co., averse as they
were from the very thought of violence, had no
intention whatever of being “jumped” out of
their elaim. It was theirs by right of discovery
and by law, and the notice set up by Bob made
it impossibia for mnny later prospector to moke
n mistake on the subjecl.

They looked to their rifles as tliey rode up
fo the camp, and {he weapons were in theie
hands as they dismounted.

“Look after the lhosses, Chunky,” said Beh.

Trank, Bob, and Beauclere, rifles in hand,
moved through the trees towards the claim on
the creek, while Chunky Todgers tethered the
horses.  An exclamation of anger burst [rom
Bab's lips as they came out on the shelving bank.
The notice-bonrd and tha posts had been torn
down and used for the purpeses of a camp-fire,
The remnants of them were crackling awasy amid
u pile of pine-cones nnd sprucedwigs.

An iron pot was boiling over the fire, nppar-
citly eoutaining supper, being left to cook by
nzell while the new campers were busy in the
bed of the stream,

There were two of them, lithe and swarthy of
complexion, Mexican by race, of mingled
Spanish and Indian blood, a3 the schoolboy
cowld see at o glanee. They had knives in their
Lelts, but their guns wero leaning ogninst a
tree on lhe bank, as Bob noted at once.

With & run, he was between the two Mexicans
and their firearms. The coming dispute was
likely to be much more amicable with firearms
in the hands of only one of the parties.

The two Mexicans were busy, and did nol for
some momoenta observe the three schoolboya: but
as Bob placed himself before the guns they
paused in their work and looked up.

“Ilallo 1" ejacnlated Bob.

Tie two l\‘iexicnns stared nt him. One of
them, a thick-set man, msde a movement to-
wards the bank,

“Stond where you are!" said Bob,
not touching these ﬁm:s for a bitt"”

“What is it?" nsked the Mexican, speaking in
Tinglish. “ Who are you? What do yon want?”
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[ guess we're the owners of this claim you're
robbing 1"

iloh ijl

The Mexicans exchanged n quick planca. The
thick-sat maen dropped his Lond upen his knife,
and Bob Lawless pushed his rifle forward at
unce.

“Let go that sticker I" he said.

The Mexican half-drew the long " euchillo.”
but his eompanion caught him guickly Ly the
arin.

“Para! Para, Jose Gomezl? he multeved.

“1 give you a second I'"" said Bob Lawless, his
eyes gleaming elong his rifle.  “IF you want
your arm smashed with a bullet—"

Jose Gomez relensed the knife.

“That's better, Greaser!"”

The thick-set Mexican scowled savagely at the
Canadian schoolboy.

“You knew well enough that this claim was
pegged out,” said Dob Lawless. “You'll hop
out of that creek instanter [

The Mexicans came up the bank, glancing [o-
wards their guns, but making uno attempt to
reach them.

“This is your claim, senor?” asked Gomez,
forcing himself to eivility, which was belied by
the glitter of his black eyes .

“Iggucss s0. You saw the notice-board you've
pulled down.”

“1 do not read Inglish.”

“You spenk it,"” ansyered Bob.

“But that is not the seme, senor.”

“Well, the notice being there was enough to
show you that the claim was pegged oul,”
answered Dob. “You could see that it had been
worleed, too. You're wn claim-jumper, Ar
Greaser [

Gomez clenched his swarthy hands,

“Yon're the kind of galoot the minars strin
up on a branch,” continued Bob. “Many a pif{-
grim would shool you in your tracks for jumping
his claim.”

Gomoz scowled more blackly, and his cam-
panion backed awsy with a look of alarm. 'The
claim-jumpers were totally ab the mercy of the
schoolboys, if the lalter had chosen to nuse their
rifles

There were a good many prospeciors in the
Caseade Mountains who would have pulled
trigger withoul wasting words in such a case.

“Yamonos, Jose Gomez!” muttered (he thick.
set man's companion. And Dob, who had heavd
Spanish talked by Mexican “hands ™ on the
renches, knew that that meant “ Let us go.”

Gomez hesitated.

“You say it iz your claim,
exclaimed.

“1 reckon.”

“We found it deserted.”

“You knew it wns being worked, thougl.
Aunyhow, you know it by now,” said Bob, “and
the sooner yon make trocks the better.”

“(tive us our guns, then, and we will go”

“Los escopetlos y vamonos,” said the other,
spealking to Gomez.

Bob glanced at his comrades. He did not
want to kesp tho property of the Mexicans—
claim-jumpers as they were—but naturally he
did not want to place deadly weapoms in the
hande of n couple of ruffians who were only oo
likely to use them.

“Tt would Lo foolish lo give them firearing"
said Vere Beauclere aquickly., “ 1t would mean
Fhootjug. Bob. Take their cartridges away
irsk.

senores M he
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“CGood 1" said Bob. "I'll keep thie rifle look-
ing at them, Franky, while you take away their
powder and shot.”

“Hands off, senores!” shouted Gomes angrily,
:rs Fralmk Richards came towards him. * Vays |

ayu "

“You'll give up your cartridges, or you leave
your guns here!” said Bob, “Take your
choice 1" .

Gomez gritied his teeth. Te sottled the mntter
by flinging his coxtridge-belt to the ground, and
his companion followed his exsmple. ‘Then
Beauolere picked up the guns, and, first dis:
churging them into the mir, handed them to the
Mexioans.

“Now light out!” said Bob Lawless, making
& motion with his rifle, “Don'i conw mossying
round this outfi, again, or [ shall shoot you ou
eight | That's & pluin wuning! Get!"

AT THE MERCY OF THE MEXICANS !

OB LAWLESS watched the two claim-
umpers out of sight down the rocky valley

. efore he droppaﬁ his rifle. The Mexicans
disappoared ai lest, however. .

Good riddance I said Bob., “A pair of the
biggest raseals this side of the Rio Grunde, from
their looks.”

“I'm jolly glad they're gone,” said Frank
Richards, in relief, “1 was afraid that ruffian
Gomox was going Lo 1r use his knife.”

“There would bo a dosd greaser lying sround
if he had tried ir”

“That's what 1 dido't want, old chap. 1
suy]lmm they'ro gone for good,” said I'rank.

“I guess go, We'll keep u pood watch to-
night, all the same, You can’t be too spry in
the foothills. But I reckon we're not going to
buve our claim jumped, if wo have to shoot ns
many greasers as thers sre between Vera Cruz
und Acapulco | said Bob Lawless emphatically,

The schoolboya eaped for supper, which
Clhinnky Todgers soon had ready, helping him-
self to the boiling pol left by the Mexicans us
prize of war.

“I'm blessed if I quite know what it i3l said
Tadgers. "It smells jolly oily, Lut it testes all
righl, and we'te going lo rope it in. Going
without their supper whl do those two bulldozers
good 1"

Frank Richards & Co, nnde o goud supper sy
the last rays of the sun dizappeared behind
mountwin-tops, and then thoy turned in, intend
ing to be up early in the morniug to recommence
work on the claim.

The echoolboy oxplorers were seccuslomed to
keep waleh at night in thal dangerous regiom,
and they wore moroe careful then ever on this
ocengion, in view of the possibility that the elaim-
jumpers were still lurking in the valley.

Bob Luwless took the first wateh {ill midnight,
and then Frank Richards relieved him.

“All eerene, Feanky 1" Bob said. “ But keep
your eves peelod ”

W hat-lw o answered Frank,

He snt on n log in the shoadow of a tren, with
his rifle across his knees, walching tha valley,

At length a faint rustle in the trees, londor than
that cuused by the night breeze, causcd him to
rise from the log and look about him in the
gloom. 'T'he rusila was repeated, not a dozen
yards from him, in a thickei of spruce.

It was probably an animal commg down to the
steenm lo drink, but Frenk Richards was not
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taking chances. He fixed his eyes on Lhe (hicket
warily, and lifted his rifle to his shouldar. With
every sense on the alert, he watched. .

The rustle cemoe aguin.  Irank Richurds was
about to call out to his comrades when ho guavo
a start and w startled cry as a stroug grip closed
on him from belind.  For & moment fie thought
lie was dreaming o that oue of Lis comiades liad
taken lhold of im for a joko,

He spun rvound, but the grip was loo stroug
for himi, and he was forced to lhe ground, and
in the im light he caught o glimpse of a awarthy
fuce—the face of Jose Gomez, the Mexican elaim-
jumper,

“Bob 1” yelled rank, “Bob! Beau!
up !

I’l"m_\ noxt instont he wos on the ground, Hunye
there savagely by the musenlar Moxican, and his
rifle dragged ﬁ-om his hands, Ad tne sme
wanent the other Mexican came vuunlng from
the thicket.

Fraunk, as he rolled dazedly on the ground,
undervstood  how  he  had been  tricked  The
Mexican in the thickes had deliberately rosiled
the folinge to drew his attention while the other
raseal stole upon lum from bebind from another
divection.

Bob Lawles: aud Vere Beauclere started up
from their blankets, reacliiug for their weapons
ns they did so. But IFrank Michards’ vifle was in
Gomer's hands, and he lovelled if, his bluck eyes
scintillating alonw the barrel.

“Hands up!” he shouted.
senores, or 1 pull trigger I

The rifte-muzzle wes bearing fall on the two
echoolboys within three yards of them, and it
needed only the light pressure of u finger (o zend
the bullet speceding.

“It's s cluch, Cherub,” sald Bob Lawless coolly,
Pass, pardier.”

He put up his hands, and Beauclere followed
his example. There was no Lelp for it. Lven in
the uncertain sforlighty the Mexican could not
ltave failed to kill st so short & range.

Frank Hichavds had siriven to get on his feet,
dazed as he wus by the fall he had received, but
Gomez’s companion had grasped him, and s
bright enchillo glittered over tho schoolboy.

The Moxican muttered somothing in Spanish
which Frank did not understand, Lul he under.
stood its huport, and e lay still.

Baolh Lawless' [ace was set, bub he
situation with his usnal coolness.

Y1 puess thig lets uy out ! he remevked, heep-
i e s upn. M Your game, Mr. Groaser 1V

“TReep your hands up!" grunted Goniee.

“Yau het t”

The Mexicans had'the upper hand, and for the
present, at least, there was nothing te Le done
Lut te submit,

Gomes grinned savagely over the rifle.

“The wlaim is ouwrs, aftor all, senores,” he said,
lis Llack eyes ghittering st Bob Lowless.

“It's your game," snswered Bob tersely.
keepiuyg still”

CCdaran 17 osnapped Gooses, addressing his com-
penion withou! torning his head.

HGT e

Clamez rapped om something in Spenish.  His
cowrade had tied Frank Richards' wrists with
cord, and he now rose and advanced townrds Boh
and Beanclere and Chunky Todgers.

Under the threatening rnifle of Gomez they
could malke no resistance, snd Juan bound their
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handa together. When the chums were bound
Gomez gave s mocking laugh.

“1 think the elaim is ours, senores!” he said
cheerfully. *“But do not be disappointed; you
shall work on the claim. 8i, si! You shall work
under my eye and under my rifle| Muy bien "

Frank Richards & Co. sat down on their
blankets with their hands boumd. They were not
feoling much inclined for sleep.

(tomez and his companion rummaged in the
eamp and fouud food, and sat down to eat, grin-
ning and chuckling, and talking to one another
in g]‘mnish. They took no further heed of the
sochoolboys.

“What do you think (heir game is, Dob?"
asked Frank gloomily.

“You heard what the gnloot Gomez said.
They’'re forced to keep us prisoners while they're
jumping our claim, and they’re going to make us
earn our onts—working on the claim for them !”

“The awful villains 1”7 gronned Chunky Todgers.

“1 reckon the claim will run out in a week
or s0,” said Bob, "and then I caleulate they'll
vamoose, taking our dust and horses and oullit,
and loaving us stranded in the mountains, That's
their programme. DBut there’s many a slip "twixt
cup snd lip, and 1 reckon we're going to show
them somechow.” .

Bob Lawless spoke hopefully, but thero seemed
little hope in the situation for the chums of
Cedar Creek. And Frank Richards & Co. were
not feeling very cheerful when dawn broke over
the Cascnde Mountains. Rk

TURNING THE TABLES !

LIXK, clink |
Pick and spade rang on the sand and
rock in the claim as the morning sun
climbed higher over the mountain pesks, Frank
Richards & Co. were at work. They worked with
black brows und gleaming eyes, their thoughts
busier than their hands, )

On the rocky bank Jose Gomes sat watching
them, with o rifle across his knees, and a grin
on his swarthy face, shaded by his big sombrero.
Juan, his comrade, stood on the sand, with a rope
in his hand, for use if the schoolboys flagged in

their work. <
Probably the two Mexicans, in their own
country, had often worked wretched “peons® in
the gold-mines in the same way, and it was
nothing new to them. But it was new to the
Canadian schoolboys, and it mado them grit their

teeth as they worked and bided their time.

Tt was only the thought nnd the hope of
someliow turning the tables on the claim-jumpers
that made them submit. Dut resistance at present
was oul of the guestion. Their weapons were in
the hands of the two claim-jumpers, and Gomez
sat, with his ritle ready to shoot, on the high,
rocky bank, nnd he could have picked them off
like rabbits if o had chosen,

Certainly he had no desire to risk o rope for
his neck, but if tho schoolboys had rushed on
him with fheir picks, as they were strongly
tempted 1o do, he woild have shot them down
withoul merey.

Franle Richards blamed himself severely for
having been itnken off his guard in the night
attack, though really he was little to blamne. The
Mexicans had been too cunning for him, that was
all. Self-reproach was useless, however, and the
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question was how lo got out of the hands of the
claim-jumpers.

There was a week's work phead belora the pay-
dirt was washed out of the placer ” nnd all the
possible gold obtained. It was (iomez's intention
to keep the schoolboys prisonory till all was done,

artly for his own safoty and partly for their
abour on the claim,

Pick and spade rang under the brightening
sunshine and the watchful eyes of the grinning
Mexicans. ''he work itself did not muatter much;
the schoolboys had intended te spend that day in
hard work., But working for themselves was
quite different from worEin under compulsion
for the benefit of n cou[')lo of thieves.

“Let "em wait a bit|” murmured Bob Lawless,
in o brief pause for rest. “1 guess our turn will
come soon. 1 know I'll have a go at them with
a pick, if T'm shol the next minute, before T'11 let
them walk off with our gold ?

“Same here” said Vere Beauclere quietly.
“But kee atient. Our only chance is to tske
them off their guard.”

“Bigue |” ealled out Juan, with n threatening
gesture of the rope.

“What does the rotter mean, Bob

“Fle means go on,” said Dob, with a faink grin.
“Wea'd better. Our turn will come.”

And the lebour was resumed. A grest deal of
work was got through during the morning, and
the two Mexicans grinned with satisfaction over
the result. The placer was mein out well,
though it was likely to be ex :austecF by a fow
more days of strenuous washing-out.

Frank Richards & Co. were dispirited enough
ps they ate n meagro lunch, and, nfter a short
vest they were turned back to work.

Biob Liawless grasped the handle of his pick
hard as Jose Ciomez called to him, and the
Mexican half-raised his rifle,

“You seum!” muitered DIob.
seum 17

“To work, nino " grinned Gomez. “And listen
to mel Any more of your black looks, and 1
will put a bullet through your leg as a warning!
To work 17

Bob choked back Lis feelings and r d his
labour, Under the sfternoon sun the work on
the claim went on.

The two Mexicans sat_on the rocky bank under
the shade of a tree, their freerms rendy to their
hands, and rolled cigarettes and smoked them
incessantly as they watched the labour they did
not choose to share,

Suddenly the schoolboys started round from
their work, and stared towerds the bank where
tho Mexicans sat, A loud and anguished cry had
suddenly rung out, and, to their amazement, they
paw Jose Gomez stogger forward and roll help-
lossly down the bank into the sandy bed of tho
stream,

“What the thunder—" gasped Bob.

Thore was blood upon the Mexican as he rolled
on the sand, clawing at it with his hands, and
groaning. Tho other rascal was on his feet,
staring round ab the trees behind where they
had been sitting, riflo in hand. Nothing was
to he seep save the thick folinge, and the Mexi-
ean, in alarm and fear, fired into the trees.

Crack |

Bob Lawless gave a gesp.

“Jomebody’s heaved n rock at that galoot from
behind !” he panted. “By gum, I reckon his
head's got a pain in it! Buc “P' you chapa I”

Ctomez was sprawling helplessly on tho sand,

“You pesky
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evidently hard hit. A jagged chunk of rock,
hurlod from the thicket, had struck him on the
back of the hosd, nearly stunning him, and for
some minutes the Mexicun was he Elesa.

he chance of the Cedar Creok fellows had
come at lasl, Bob Lawless rushed townrds the
fallen man pick in hund. Comes, dazed ns he
W8, EAW ‘:im. and made an effort to get his
rifle up to shoot. DBut before he could do so,
Bob's pick orashed on his shoulder, nnd he sank
back on the sand with a yell of ngony.

The next instunt Bob Lowless had ‘cnhught up
the rifle. i .

dJuan, bigh up on the bank, wes firing into
the thicket, with a startled and furious face;
but at his comrade’s yell he spun round towards
the oreck. His rifle was omply, but he crammed
in_a cartridge as he turned.

Bob raised Gomez's riflo, DBut the Mexzican on
the rocky bank would have fired first—quick ns
Bob was. And Frank and Beauclore, ns they
saw it, folt sick at henrt for n second.

But oven as the Moexican above was pulling the
trigger, a chunk of rock wlhizzed from the thioket
and struck him in the back. Juan pitched for-
ward heavily, his rifle exploding es he foll, and
the bullet crashiug into the sandy bed of the
etream.

Unable to save himsolf, the Mexican pitched
forward and rolled down the rocky bank, crash-
ing within e yard of the sprawling (Gomez. lle
luy there and groaned.

THE UNENOWN RESCUER !

6 N him 1" yelled Frank.
With a leap, I'rank Richards reached
the fallen Mexioan as he sprawled on his
face, and his knee was planted botween Juan’s
ehoulders, pinning him down. ‘The Mexican
ﬁrounegl. The ecrashing rock on his back had
urb him severcly, and ho was in no condition
for a struggle oven if he had had a chance,

Gomez Eud mades an atlempt to rise and draw
the knife in his belt, but Beaucloro reached him,
and his pick civeled over the rulfian's hewd.

“Quict I” said Beauclero coolly. *“Let that
knife pgo, or I'll knock your brains out where
you lie, you scoundrel] I”

Gomoez, with a curse, relinquished the weapon,

eauclere snatohed it from his belt and tossed
it into the stream.

“I guess this is our pame,” said Chunky
Todgers, gasping with dcﬁight. “Keep those
roiters safe, and ['ll tie ‘em up.”

“Go it, Chunky !

Chunky Todgers ran for the trail-rope.

Gomos and Juan made no resistanca now,
They were injured, and they were under the
threat of a rifle and a couple of picks, more than
sullicient to keep them in & state of submission

Thoe chums watohed them warily enougli, how-

ever, till Chunky relurned with the rope from
the camp, and bonnd their hands,
The twa Mexicans being secured, TFrank

Richards & Co. had Lime to (uen their attention
to their unknown rescuer, who was etill hidden
by the thicket above the bank.

“Show  yourself, pard!” called out. - Bob
Lawlegs,
Who it was that had attacked ilie claim-

jumpers so opportunely for the Cedar Cresk
chums was a mystery; but Frank Richards
thought he could guess. And he smiled when
the thicket rustled, and through the foliage a
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diminutive figure appeared, with a little yellow
face grinning undor a steison hal,

“¥en Chin 1" yellod Bob.
The Chines grinned. :

Well, my hat I ejuoulaled Beauclere.

The lttle Chinco olambered down the rocky
ank, and joined the chums of Cedar Creek on
the wet eand of the olaim. .

"Allee light," he said cheorfully.  “AMe ecomon
backee, Nicey old Flanky glad to see pool li'l
Chince, 0OF, yes |”

And Yen Chin grinned at the astonished Ce.

“Well, by gum!” said Bob Luwless at last,
with a deep breath. “1 thought you'd made
tracks for home.”

“Nu makee tlacks without nicey old pals,™
said Yen Chin. “Ms tinkee stickee to old
Flanky, Oh, yes! Me watchee. Me sco. Beo
bad Mexican man makes pool old Flanky wolkee,
th, yesl Mo comee quiet—cleepes. What you
tinkeo? Clegpes velly ‘quiet in tlee. Comce be-
hind,” the httle Cliince chuckled. [lecavee
lock at Mexican man. What you tinkee !

“I was uever su_ jolly glad to sece a rock
heaved,” said Bob Lawless,

‘You ceme along at the right tinwe, Yen
Chin,” said Deuuclere, with a smile, “We were
in_a bad fix.”

Yen Chin nodded,

“Me knowee. O, yes| Now allee
You likee old Yen Chin comee back. Oh,

He blinked inguiringly at the chums of
‘reck,

“All serene, kid!” said Bub Lawless.

Yen Chin heamed with satisfaction.

“Nicen old Bob,” he said. “Ms likee old
Bob velly moohes, Mo going to be good boy—
velly good boy.”

“1 hope yam are,” said Bol.  “Now
better deal with these preasers.”

Tle rvanclier's son searched the Mexicans for
weapons, aml completely disarmed them, Then
lie broke off some sticks from a thicket and
hasdad them round.

“Lay it on es they go,” he snid.

The schoolboys formed up in two lines, grin-
ning—heb and Chunky snd Frank on one gido,
Yen Chin and Boouolere on the other, Then
Gomez was oul loose and told to run.

He was willing enough to run, and Lhe stioks
lushed on him as he rmn the gauntlet, oliciting
Bendish yolls fram the claim-jumper. He went
running on, slill yolling. :

Then Juan was cut loose, and set running
after him, with a liberal application of the sticks
to his back to lelp him fo. The two Mexicans
disappenred down the val ey, yelling wildly, and
vanished. They were not likely to return,

. .
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Frauk Richurds & Co. worked the elaim for
the following week, keeping a good look-out the
while, but nothing more was scen of the claim.
jumpers,  They had had a severe lesson, and
thoy gave the schoolboy gold seokors a  wide
berth.

At the end of the week the “placer " was
exhauysted, and the chums rode down to Tucker's
Bar with their gold, which weighed up to the
fune of & thousand dollurs. Which, as Bob re-
marked with exuberant satisfaction, would be
something to show the fellows at Cedar Creck
when they came howme after their boliday in the
North-West.

Next Week : “STOLEN GOLD | "
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DATBENY IS IN DANGER OF DISGRACE IN THIS GRIPPING YARN OF THE BOYS OF
THE BENBOW !

PAY UP !
“ AT de Benbow(”
Jack Drake glanced down the side of
the school ship.
at, with two bleck rowers, had come
A bo ith black had

threading its way through the shipping of
Port of Sﬁain, in the golden sunrise. In the
{t]

stern of the boat sat a mulatto with a yellow
complexion. He stood up as the hoat came along-

sida the Benbow, and hailed Drake, who was
leaning on the rail and looking towards the

quay.

Drale nodded.

“Yes, this is the Benbow,” he said.
do yon want?”

“T'se come to see Mass' Davheny t”

The junior started,

“Panbeny? Yoo have a message for him?"

“Vas !

“Trom whom?"

“Cap'n St Leger. 1 Pablo S8am, Cap'n 8t
Legar's  sarvank, I'se come to sea Alass’
Daubenv.” The mulatto grinned. “I'se coming
ahoard !

There wa: a step beside Drake, and Daubeny
of the Shell joined him.  Daub's face was pale
and earpworn.

“Don't lot him get aboard,” muitered Daubeny.
“You lknow what he's come for, Drake!”

“ Bt &

“1f Me, Vavasour sees him, it's all up with
me,” Dbreathed Daubeny. “Ilo may come on
deck any moment; i:e rlways does before
Keep that yellow beast off. He's SL
Leger's servant. I've zeen him at the billiazds
saloon in Port of Spain® -

“He's came for the money,” whispered Drake.
“PBetter let him come on board quietly.”

“7 tell xon

“1F he Licks up a row, everybody will hear
him,” whizpered Drake, “Te's only got to shout
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THE LOSER
PAYS!

By Owen Conquest.

to tell his business to every soul on the Benbow.
We may keep him quiet.”

;‘ 1—1 suppose you're right,” muttered Daubeny.
“But: i

“We'll get him below, and see what can be
done,” muttered Drake, with an anxious glance
slong tho deck. ¢ There’s only the seamen about
now, and they'll think he’s one of the shore
niggers with something to eell,  We may pull
through yet, Daub. Keep a stiff upper lip.”

Daubeny of the Bhell did not look much like
keeping a stiff upper lip. s hands were
trembling,

The mulatto was already eoming up the side,
He prinned at the juniors as he stepped on deck.

“T'se come to seo you, Mass’ Daubeny,” ha
said, “Cap'n St. Leger, he says—"

“Come below,” murmured Drake.

“I'se come

Drake grasped the mulatte by the arm, and
hurried him belaw. The yellow man was led
into Cabin No. § at a run. Jack Drake was only
anxious to keep him out of sight for Danbeny's
sake, At any cost Dlaub’s connection with
Claptain 3t. Leger, the racecourse sharper of Port
of 8pain, had fo be kept n secret.

Peg Slaney was sweeping out the eabin, and
le squinted curiously at the mulatto with his
single eve.

“Cut along for a few minutes, will
Slaney,” said Drake hurriedly.

“1 puess I've got my work to do 'ere, sin”
grunted tiie one-eved steward’s mafe sullenly.

£

you,

“Cut along, 1 tell vou!” exclaimed Drako
sharply. " You can leave the sweeping—Tin

Tacks will do it presently.”

Slaney grunted ngain, and feft the cabin.
Jack Drake elosed the door after him.

“Now, my man!” he said, turning to the
mulatto,

“T'se come for de money,” said Pablo Sam,
with an evil grin on his yellow face. “Cap'n
St. Leger seredl me.  Twenty pound. Mass'
Daubeuy owe Cap'n St. Leger twenly pound he
lose on de race. Clap'n 8t Leger =zend me, and
say no leave ship widout de money.”

Pable Sam sat down, and crossed his legs, in
their erwnpled, striped calico  trousers, and
lighted a cheroot, coolly. He looked as if he
expected to have to wait,

Drake's eyves gleamed.

Tha man's insolence roused his anger; but for
Daul's sake he lcept his temper. The hapless
plunger had to be saved, somchow, from the
consequences of his own folly,

“1 can't pay the money now,” muttered
Daulieny. “5t, Leger knows that. T can pay it
later when I get a remittance from Eugland,
I've told the captain so.”

Pabla Sam grinned, and showed a row of whita
teeth.
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“You want sail from Pori, ob Spain, and no
pay !I” he sneerad, “No fool Cap'n St Leger
that way, young feller. You pay me, or Vse
going to stay on ship till you puy.”

Jack Drake clenched his hands, The mulatto
lolled back in the chair, pufling out smoke from
his cheroot. He was quite in the confidence of
the worthy captain,” his master, and he know how
matters stood. Tho juniors dared not let the
matter como to the knowledge of Mr. Vavasour,
Daub’s Yorm-mastér and the senior master on
board the Benbow.

"The captain’s a swindlin’ (hiof hineself, and
Ite daesit't trust unybody else,” multered Daubeny
bitterly,  “To thinks he won’t be paid, if we
ouce sail, and get out of his olutehes. He's goin'
to have his money down, or disgrace me. It’s all
up, Drake [

“Uold on,” said Drake. " Perhaps {he rotter
would take part, and lew the rest siand over.
We've been ai:!n to borrow smne from the fellows.
Lock lere, Publo &aw, if we Zive vou ten
pounds -

“Twenly I” said Publo Sam,

“Daub can’t raise lwenty now. You can take
ten, and the rest wil] be sont—

“You spin dat warn again,”
mulatte. “1 tell yéu dal yarn
Cap'n 8t Leger  You pay up "

The cabin duor opened, nud the juniors looked
round quickly; hut it was only Dick Rodney that
entered.  Hu glanesd ol the mulatto in surprise.

“Hallo, T didn’t know you had a visiter,” he
said, “1 cume to tell you'it’s time for hrokker—
T’ve been looking For you, Dralie—?

Drake breathed hard.

" We shall be missed, if we don't go to hrelkker,
Daub,” he said. *“P’ablo Sam, stay here fuietly
till we come back—we shan't be long.”

grinned the
no good for

“Me stuy tilc you pay!” eaid the mulatto
coully,

The juniors left the cabin, Drake closing the
door earefully, He could ont hope that the

rascal would remain undiscovered in Cabin No. B
till he could be dealt with, 1t was a difficult
situation, and he wondersd what would be the
end of it

At the hreakiast table, Daubeny of the Shell
sat with an almost hagzard fuce.

His plunge on the Urinidad races on SBaturday
had ended disustronsly enough for himy and ever
since he had fallen inte the clutches of Captain
8L Leger, every Iiour had been full of terror to
him, e fel. like Dumocles of old with the
sword suspended over Lz head by a single hair,

Egan of the Shell nudged him.

"Mind  your eye, Diih!” he whispered,
“Vavasour's gor Wik eyes on you, He will suspect
something if you are not jally eareful.”

Daubeny gave his clum a look almost of
hatred. Tt was Egan who nad led him into this
and could not lielp him out of it, It was to
Jack Drake, not to the tempter, that he had te
turn for belp in his serape

He glanced a1 My, Vavasour, wlho sat at the
head of the Shell tuble,  The Form-master's
eyes were fixed upon him very searchingly.
Daubeny flushed eriinson under that keen look.

He was hardly surprised wlen, on rising from
the table, the master of the Shell called to him.

“ Dahany [ »

" Yes, aic " falteved Daub.

" Follow me to my study.”

“Ye-g-0s, sip”

Egan and ‘Torvence of fho Sl exoliangad a
startiod planee

“ Vovasour's o
with a scared lool.

Tigan sat his lips.

" Danh won't give us away,” he nttercd,
wor't do him any gowd (o land s i i, toe,

“Tub if it comes aul——?

UL duees, iU mcana sgue lined Iyin" for hoth
af ua,” satd Beay, with a s "1 osuppeze
youu've pot Ahinkin® of ownin e thal you were
slunzin® on the races on Sat ay, wid makin'
[n.-ts with a thief of a billinrds sharpes ke
St Leger?”

"I wish we'd kept elear of hin.” moambled
Torrence wrelchedly. "It was o fuol's rame,
auyhew, It was your idea, too— "

“OL turn on me ! sueered Bean,  “We'ye
clear enaugh if Daub doesn't give us awny—we
paid up what we lost. Daub shouldn’t have gone
in out of his depili—he canldn't expect n oman
like St Leger to trust him. 8t Le er doesn't
lkuow that lus fatlier is & rich boronet jn England
—he’s heard thet kind of thing Lefore, aul tules
no stock in il. e wants his woney, and 1 don'
blame him »

And Bgan lounzod oul en deck,

to it,” 'Torrencs whispered,
“ts it all coutn” ont now $

“1p

5 THE MYSTERY OF No. 8!
1 AUBENY
“Yes, sir,” multeree Daub.
before the Fornemaster with dovricust
eyes and a flash dw By clieeks. Thar My
Vivasour was suspicious was clear enongh, and
Danb wondared dully how much be knew  or
gliessed. Flo havdiv cared now if il il eame
out; il would be an end of anxiety, anyhow,
Aud rhe Bnish had te coue sconer or laler— he
could nol pay his ereditor,

“T lwve observed you rather clozely during the
pagt fow days, Danbeny,” said My Vavaseur
quielly. “1 nm not satisfied with vou, Ou
Saturday you appeared to have kept apart frou
the parly of boys talten to see the races by
Dr. Paukey, and you were very lute in returning
to the Benbow.  Yesterday, on e way back
from chureh, you made an atlempl to wiler
awny, aud weve stopped. You have u look ae
if you had omething very eevious ou yaur mind."

“I—I'm no! feelin’ very well, siv,” murmuyed
Daubeny,

“Huve you anything en your mind, Danbeny 7"

" Wlhica-at coutd 1 uve, sic 7" -

“That is for you to say. On board the Benbow
you are wider my charge; 1 nm responsible for
you to your father. If you liave bLeen Enilty of
any reckless or ioolish conduet, it is vour duty
to coufess it Lo me al once, and it will he for
your benefit also.  Corne, my boy [

Danbeny was silent,

My Vivasour’s tone was kindly enoaglh and,
for the moment, Vernon Daubeny was temipied
to make a clean brease of it

Bl Le did nol. Tleve was n chanor—a faint
chance, at least—of setting througli:  sud the
thought of being oxpelled—of being sent back o
Eugland i disgrace by the steatuer, was oo
much for lim.

“I—1've nothin’
at lasi,

Me. Varasour gave Lim a very scurching look,

“Very well, Dawbeny,” he sated, alfter n pause,
“If that iz e cose, T have no more to say—ab
present. You may go
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Daubeny left the cabin, holding his head high
a3 he went. But hiz hesd drooped when he was
outside, and a hunted look easme over his face,
Ho wondered dismally what Mr. Vavasour would
havo gaid if ho had known that o racing sharper’s
emissary was even then on board the Benbow
to colleet v gambling debt.

Ho joined Lgon and Torrence on deck. The
two bucks of the Shell eyed him uneasily.

“ Anythin' come out yet?"” asked Torrence,

" .1\30,”

“Yeou wouldn't mention ns, T
Egan.

aub’s lip curled bitterly

“Why shouldn't 17 he said. “VYou landed me
in this, you silly idiot, with your sportin’ and
plungin’. and your dashed dead certs! You told
mo you knew the horss was goin’ to win”

“1 put my own money on it,” said [Egan
sullenly. “T'm cleared out to the last cent.”

“It's worse than that for me. 8t. Leger has

suppose "’ said

-gont his servant on honrd for the money. Ha

threatened to comn himself—he'll come if we
don’t pay his nigger. Whkat am I goin’ to dot”

Tgan shrugged his shouldera.

“Con't you spin o yarn?” he said. “Deny
ever havin’ had anythin' to do with St Leger,
an’ stick to it through thick and thin.”

“Yon ass! I mve him my 10U for the
money, after the race.”

“And you call me an ess?” said Egan, with a
sneor. " You're s silly ass to havo done anylhin'
of the kind. You're fairly landed now.”

“Ts that all yot've got to say, after geitin’ me
into it with sour silly rot?” muttered Daubeny,
clenching his hands.

Benan rellected
. “hYou say the nigger's come on board? Where
is he?”

“In Drake’s slt::IF. Drake’s standin’ by me,
snd he's keepin’ the rotter out of sight till
somethin’ can be done.”

“Tf he's come for the money, he'll have your
10U on him. St Leger knows you wonldn't
part with the money without the peper.”

‘T suppose so."” ;

“Then let’s take it off him,” said Eﬁuu c,oullf.
“We three can handle that yellow ruflian easily
enough—and once you've burned the peper there's
no proof, and you can deny the whole business—
?'ag i'l.'s an attempt at blaekmail, or anythin’ you
ike.

i “Tilnt ?.l]

“Oh gad 1" mumored Terrence.

“Weo can do it,” said Egan.  “All's fair in
war, vou know. Si Leger can't collect a deht
legally from a schoolboy—a pamblin’' debt. It
is really a kind of blackmail. Let's got the paper
from the nigger, nnd then pitch him into his
boal—or into the sea | I'm game, if you are?”

Dauvbeny stared at him.

He had thought that he lnew Rgnn pretty
wall, but he had never realised before what o
reckloss and unprinciplod young raseal the
"SI‘mrl ** of the Shell was.

“ And—and do you think T could stand up an’
tell o bushel of lies, nfter robbin’ a manft”
stutterad Daubeny, “I1f T wanted to I couldn't:
1 shouldn't have the nerve. And I'm glad I
shouldn’t, too.”

Iigan gave another shrug,

“Qh, if vou're too good, that settles it,” he
snid, “That's the only stunt I can think of to
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help vou out—taka it or leave it. Come on,
Torrenica!"

And the two Shell fellows walked away slong
the deck, leaving Vernon Daubeny alone.

Davbeny went down to Cabin No. 8, where he
found Jack Drake leaning on tho door, evidently
keeping guard and waiting for him.

“Is he still there?” whispered Daubeny.

Drake nodded.

“What on earth’s goin’ to bo done, Drake?"
groaned Daubeny. * Old Vavasour’s suspicious
nlready—he’'s been questionin® me—and if he
even sees Lhis yellow hound——"

Ilo broke oft as Tuckey T'oodles rolled up.

“1 say, somebody’s smoking in our cabin,
Drake I exclnimed Toodles, *It's a3 thick as
nu_\‘!-hmgl Just niff.”

“Don't bother, Tuckey—"

“That’s all very well, "said Tuckey Toodles
warmly. “But we shall all got into s raw if our
enbin's found smelling of smoke. [s it Rodney t™

“Na, you ass|” .

“Then who s it?”

“Never mind,”

“But I do mind!” exclaimed Toodles, his curi-
osity roused now. “I saoy, let n chap pass! 1
suppose a fellow can go inte his own study, if
he likes1”

. “Keep back I” growled Drake, pushing the fat
junior away as ho reached out a podgy hand
to the door.

C“I'm going inl” howled Tuckey Toodles
indignantly.

“You're notl Clear off I"

“1 want my s—"'

“Bother your hooks!”

“Look hero, Drake—"

“Iallol You fellows having a row?"” called
out Sawyer major choerfully, as he came along
the passsge with Estcourt and Rawlings,

“There's somebody emoking in our study, and
Drake won't let me see who it is 1" roared Tuckey
Taoodles, in great wrath,

“By Jove! I can smell the smoke " exolaimed
Sawyer major. “ You'll get n ragging if Packe
scents this, Drake!™

“For goodness’ sake,
Drake irritably.

It did not seem
presence would be
rate |

“But who is it?” asked Rawlings curiously,
“Ono of the fellows trying a big Havana?"

“No, no| Never mind%"

“I'm going in!" howled Toodles. “Ii's my.
study, isn't 1#? Lend me n hand, you fellows,
and shift him away from the door!”

Tuckoy’s—howls brought half a dozen other
juniors to the spot. Jack DPrake kept his back
to the door. Daubeny stood silent and dismayed,
There was » buzz of voices outside Cabin No. B.
From the study the pungent odour of the
mulatta's cheroot came very perceptibly. Pablo
Sam had already filled the room with thick
smoke.

“Let's have him out!” grinned Sawyer ma{or,
wha was always ready for mischief. “I'm
shocked at you, Drake! Shouldn’t have thought
vow'd have s smokin’-party in your cabin—so
in the morning, toot”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Il's nothing of the kind!” excleimed Drake
angrily, “It—it's 8 messenger from somebody
on shore, that's all,”

“Let's seo him, then,” grinned Sawyer.

“Rats| You stand back!” roared Drake, as

run along 1" snapped

robable that Pable Sam’s
cpt n secreh long at this

L_
i
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three or four of the grinning Fourth Formers
made o rush.

The door lew open.

There was a shout of astonishment feam the
juniors at the sight of Pable Sam, smokisg lis
cheront, in the eabin, The mulalto looked at
them, and showed his teeth in a grin.

“VYou silly asses, ehut the door!" panted
Drake. .
“Cuve | Here comes acke!” ealled  eout

Tsteonrt
“Oh, oy ha
Danbeny leaned weakly ogainst the bollkhead
with a low grvoan. Drake slanuned the doosr as
Alr Packe, the master of the Fourtl, eotie rust-
ling down the passagoe,

A NAHROW ESCAPE !

. PACKIE
M “What
]'.ol'c.-l‘l
No unswer.
“What is going on here?" excluimed Mr.
Pucke testily, glancing round the startled faces
of the juniors, “Step away from that door,

(1N
thisf

Whe is smoking

Esteourt, There is something going on in thai
cabin, I have seen smoke issuing from the port-

hole. Open the door, Tondles.”

'Luckey Toodles grinned, and threw open the
door.

Deake was inside the stady with the mulatto.
Mr. Pscke faivly jnmped as he saw the yellow-
skinned man.

" Bless my soull Who—who is thiz, Drake1”

Drake's oyea eaught Daub's in the passage,
The'look wae a signal; Doubeny hurried away
from the spot, Ile understood that Drake would
seve him yot, if he could.

“This—Lthis maon, sir 1 stammered Drake.

“Yea, who is he?” snapped Mr, Packe, eyeing
the mulstto with great disfavour, Pablo Sam
was nol a prepossessing individual to look at;
the signs of drink and reckless living were only
too evident in his yellow face, “ What is he doing
here? Answor me ot once 1"

“Ho—he came with a message, sir—" stam-
mered Drolie.

“That is no reason why you shonld bring him
down to your cabin'" eaid Mr. Packe sternly.
“What does he want here 7"

“I—1 don't want him hore, sir,
him to go——"'

“'Ihen why does he nol go?”

“ He—he—I—"

“I'se: como for do money,” said Pable Sam
coolly. “T’se not goin' widout de money,"”

Mr., Parcle stared.
“Do you owe this man any money, Drake1”
“Certainly not, sir!”
“Then 1 fail to understand—"
“I've Cap'n Bt. Leger's servant, sir—"" began
Pabla Sam,

Drake,

I—1 want

“You—you see, sir—" stammered

anxious only to interrupt (e mulaito before he
ceuld explan.

“1 do not sec!” snapped Mr, Packe. “The
man looks like a disreputable charueter, and son
have no right to introduce him into your quarters
Lere, or even to let him eome on board the ship.
1 ‘insist ”

:

['so como—""
“T'l see him off tho ship, sir I gasped Drake.
“You're right, sir] He's n rasesl, and he has
no right here | T'll sée him off—"

“1"e—"" hegan Pablo Sum wralhfully.
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He was interrupted by Drake's gvacp on his
collar, It was no time for half-measnres; Cap-
tain St, Leger’s emissary had to be prevented
fram blurting out the factr, whatever should
Lnppen afterwards.  Drake's sudden grasp ran
hmin towards the deorway.

The yesistod savagely,

Tso aol going wilust do nener 17 e howled.
T I

“loewd me oa fellows |
Thealere,

S Whint-io !

P i velled Sawyer major.

Hadf o sdoeen of the Toueth Vormers grasped
the ulatto, and he had no clianes of saving
anything more.

He was rushed and hustled and bundled to the
deck, where he sprawled, gasping; bul only for
a moment, The juniers whirled him up, and
whirvled him to the ship's sido.

“What the thunder's this game?" demanded
Mr. Piper, the hoatswain, into whom the crowd
nearly rushed with their prisoner,

“M):'m on board who has no right hepre!"
gasped Drake. "l1le's got (o be kicked out—
Mr. Packe's orders |

“I'ze nol going—ow | Ow!

“1la, hy, ha 1"

“1 reckon 1 know that ses-lawyer's mug,'
said Mre. Pipor., “Ile sin’l the kind of eritier
to come ahoard 'ere.  Qver you go, vellow mug I”

The brawny bontswain grasped the mulatto by
the waistband, awd foirly lifted him, and awnnﬁ
Lim over the gide. The boal, with the blac
rowers, was waiting below. Afe, Piper dropped
the mulatte neatly into it.

There was o wild how! from Pablo Sam as he
landed in the boat, which rocked agninst the sido
of the Banbow.

“ Now you sheer off [” called out Mr. Piper.

The mulatio sernmbled up in the rocking boat.
ITis yellow face was convulsed with rage, und
he shook two dusky fists and poured out o tor
renl of abuse—most of it, fortunately, in Spanish,
and incomprehensible to the juniors.

But they roeplied to it with pelting oranges and
other missiles, nand under that fire Pablo Sam
was glad to make bhis escape from alongside the
school ship.

he boat rocked away, the grinning black
oarsmen pulling herd, and the mulatro, still
shaking his (ists, disappeared among the shipping
of the harbour.

Jack Drake was breathing hined as Lie roturned
to his study.

The mulatlo was gone; the threatened exposure
lind been staved off, at least, Bul Drake could
guess what Captein St. Leger would do when his
servant  returned.  Undoubitedly the eharper
would visit the Benbow in person—less in the
hope of colim:l.ingi- his money than to revenge
himself apon the hapless junior whom he would
regard as having wels]mél ? him.

Mr, Packe was still in Cabin No 8 wliow Draks
came in, and he was frowning portentously.

“1s the man gone ”™ hie snapped.

“Yes, sir”

“Now kindly explain 1o ne what this neans,
Drake. Was that man trying to obtaiy money
here 77

“Yes, gir, lMe—he's a rascal!” murmured
Drake, “I—T'm sorry now I didn't kick him off
the ship ai onee.”

“¥You should have inforined me immediately,
my boy,” said Mr. Packe. " Bless my soul,
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nover heard of such impudence’
actad very weakly and foolishly.”

“Ya-e-3, sir,” murmured Drake meokly.

“If anything of the kind should ocour again,
you will roport it to me ab once, Drakel Have
you seen that man ashore?”

“0Oh, no, sirl 've never seen him till he
oame on board."

“Tt is extrnordinary that he should suppose
o could obtain money here,” said Mr. Packe.
“However, he iz gono. I regret that he was
not handed over to the harbour polica. It is
really extrrordinary!”

Mr. Packe quittetl the cabin at last, to Drake's
groat relicf. Undoubtedly the matter was exira-
ordinary in Mr. Packe’s eyes—owing to the ¢ir-
cumstance that he didn’t know the feels

Drako threw himself into a chair, 1o try to
think the matter out. He had staved off the
exposure—but it must coma | Nothing could save
Daubeny now.

“What ean I do” Dreke muttered aloud,
“What on earth can I do? If only I could—"

“Mass' Jack!” |

Drake looked 11[|: guickly as the black, smiling
face of Tin Tacks, the coloured gentleman of
Barbados, looked in at the doorway.

have

You

TIN TACKS TO THE RESCUE !

“M AS88' JACK boddered about somoefin?"
said Tin Tacks.

Dreake smiled faintly.

“Ves, old fellow,” he said. “You can't help
me, thongh. Don't worry.”

Tin Tacks cume into the cabin, hia black face
very serious,

“You tell ole Tin Tacks, Mass' Jack,” ho said.
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“Ole Tin Tacks debblish clebber feller.
olo Tin Taeks help.”

Drake shook his head,.

“§'pose you waont onsh?” snid Tin Tacks
shrowdly. Perhaps the “dcbblish clebber ¥ black
gentloman guessed that many schoolboy troubles
are due fo shortness of cash, “ You want cash,
s'r'aps. You come to ole 'I'in Tacks!”

“Hallol I didn't know you wera rolling in
tin, old nut,” said Drake.

Tin ‘Lacks winked.

“Qle Tin Tncka well-heeled—what do you
tink?” ho said. “8'pose yonu want hund’ed—two
—i'ee hund'ed dollar—you ask ole Tin Tacks."

Drake stared at him. In bhis search for loans
to help Daubeny out of his serape, it certainly
had never accurred to him to ask T'in Tacks, the
enrpenter, for aesistance. Fe would never have
supposed that the Barbadian coloured gentleman
had much resources in tho way of eashl

“Two or three hundred dollars I he repented.

T'in Tacks nodded and grinned.

“¥ou bet your lifo, Mass’ Jack I he spid. He
touched his” belt. “Ole Tin Tacks hab cash;
berry pleased to lend him to Mass’ Jack. You
only speak do word.”

“My hat!" murmured Droke.

“You say ‘Yes," sar?"”

“Dagh it all, why not?”
hesitating.

“Mnss Jack no too p'oud lo borrow off ole
Tin Tacks?" nsked the coloured gentleman, his
face falling,

Drake made up his mind at once at that. Tle
did not want the faithful fellow to think that he
was too proud to borrow off him.

"Not at all, old chap,” he said. “Laok here,
Tin Tacks, I want some money; not for myself,
but to get another chap out of a serape. 1 want
ten quids to put to what I've got. I shall get
a remittance from home at Bolivar, and then 'l
square with you. Is ihet sll right?”

“Pin Tacks U'vst Mass' Jack all life,” zaid the
coloured gentleman. “All right, Mass' Jack.
Ao got him, you bet!”

Tin Tacks opened the leather Faueh on his
belt, and turned out two Banlc of ingland noles
for five pounds each, very erumpled and grubby,
but as good ns gold.

“Dat "null 77 ho asked.

“Quile1” said Drake. “Tin Tacke, old man,
yow'rs @ tromp! You don’t know hew much
this means to me—and another chap. I've got
to pay a man on shore—quick " He hesi-
tatod.” “I'll spin you the varn, Tin Tacks, and
vou can help me out.”

He explained hastily, It was drawing near
time for morning clazses, and there was no tima
to lose,

Tin Tacks nodded intc!ligﬂntli[.

“AMe get leave go ashore, and see dat Captain
St Leger,” he said.  “Mo_get Mass’ Duub's
paper when: pay money—you bet your life, Mass'
Jicl. No fool ele Tin Tacks. ~ Him try skin
game on ole Tin Tacks, me gib him one!” The
coloured gentleman elenched n gigantic fist, ond
Drake grinned. * You t'ust ole Tin Tacks—him
dobblish elebber ole raseall ANl right !”

“Right you aro!” cxelaimod Droke. “ Here's
the tin, old ehap—yon know where to find Cap:
tpin 8t Leger—pay the rotter his money, and
get Daub’s paper. Mind you get the right

Perhaps

muttered Drake,

paper——
& r:\'o know Mass' Daub's fist—s'pose sou show
me."”
{Continued on page 36.)
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THE . LOSER PAYS!

(Cnmpiaeand from pocys 3.

“ Here he is 1 Canwe o, Danh 1"

Daubery  of the Shell . with o while awd
troubled Face, lnoked into tha cubin. Daol had
seen the ejection of Pubile Sam (rom the ship,
und he was thinking of what was to follow.

“The gamn’s up, he spid  moodily,
withoul hm.:lmg I'in “oammy ns well go
to Vivnsour and own und he sacked from

the Benbow and sent home au the stenmer, It's
n'l -

T grame depti G by dobe chalbkas" o said
Drealie, with oo smibe. U hepee’s w by gunrdion
el deopped in—-="

Mg 5

A IIH?"C,\ avech ™ wetiaed D, stk a0t
toswards i Toaehs 1i's on e now, ol
follow !

T ekt cptely gag

Divake explnined basvile, wnd Vepnan Dantvenn
Bisterand b ponzenne e Fonet b Parer pan
wopen oo his Lo,

Now wrile i copy of (he TOLU vou gave L
capinin, soo thae i Taeks will be soee g0 pred
the vighi papor. The reticer maglt tey 0 keep
i bl

Dhaehwery aechunieally Tl so.

U vome e, i Vaelis !

“dus ke abia T askedd "o 'J'||r"|\:. Faking up
Ihl- mper,

ust the came ' <aid Danliens,
“ Me grt Illlll o dove Lo Conbile
Leger. You thial ole Tin Tacks

TR

] ||l1
|"Ilt iun looked very covionsly or Daoli's pale faec

b

Yon nume Dunbieny " he asked,

“Yes, Vernon Davbeny—il's written there.”

“Me heor you vntl Daub—sometimes—ne Link,"
said Tin Tacks “Datbeny same name as hérry
grand gentleman dat 1 serve once. Dt gontlo-
man berey big gun in Bngland, I tink, Fine,
1all gentioman—b'own henrd—tall as " olo Tin
J'!le|nﬁ~inm barrow-night in England.”

. A buroviet " exelnimed Danbeny. “My hat 1
15 |l |10‘-!~||Jlu. 1||1'II ll s my father vou've speaking

d -luLI. Dienke gn\i- a whistlo.
He N-:lmnll-m(-ll I'vg Slaney’s cuvioxily as io
nnmp of 1] J_ncks I’mmor muslv:. il
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Ffthat's the best of

Sl e Ry Jedaes of Paabes fanteer, wineh baid
pravezbinl ol dareds of the B

My ey Lt ! excfiomed PDeake TV ke
i st bae Bal's Fatlaer ae S Lleoegs
Thabwny, Fon Tacl= el Biv Geovge wag i

the Orinorn years agno.”

Dat’s de nmne—Rir Gearge Ditbeny, . spid

Tin Tueks, “Me woblr know, bur you de son
of my old massa, Mus=" Daonh. Me hery gl fo
aerve you, if me nat belong 1o Nuags S dnek,

Nebber serve anyhody Iun '\.lu-- Juek now,”
Danbieny '-Illlll'(r |
“1oam gl to meel you,” he said, "My

fatler u:lrhe glad to hoae about you, when 1

write Lo him.  Hallol  Uherve goes the bellt

You—you'll o surve to get thai paper back from

‘-: l.cgor"

“You {'ust ol Tin Tacks, Mn«-' Dunh. © Mo
herey glhud to lielp ole tigssn’s senn oul of n sc'ape,
Mo go now.

“Cood nan 1" said Drake, g
The two juniors wenl on tlwlk to their plut'mi
in the Fourlh and (he Shell: "nixd o few nitnules

luter, Dyake abserved “Uin Tacks stepping inio a

(5]

ot for 1he shoro.

Newther Drake nor Danbeny Eve very :Imr_
aliettion to lessons thai |i|(u|||n1, |I1r\. we e
keeping their eyes apeiy for Lin Taeks' vefnin:

He e back Just as elisses were dismiissid,
“Drenboe and Dadbeny lievied T deswn 107 dnn
Nu, B
“dinb i?
1in '|‘:u‘k:-:
taldey and

" hweat lied
grinmod
besidle

Daabeny, PR
mod Laid e paper on e
the” copy Danly llmf wiven

. ||Fr||. Ao

“You Cext old Tin Toacks,” he said. '“(rnu
T bevey rusiv=-buit e glad 10" gl moiiee .z Him
swear. i old Tin Tacks sweur ek, 'Tml-p
hrmrl aver Mass" Daub’s paper,”

you et ! aYou
t'ust ole ‘l'in “Lacks! 1lim (]l']lb]'l‘!]l clt.l-hr'l‘"'

And Tin Tacks gvinned  sgain,” and wtl:k\\tl
and left the eabin, Daubeny érampled g ,llm
pupers, stenek o mateh, and 5ot the ﬂnmv o -
them,  Awd os thu\- wore 'l‘tll“.‘f‘fl to, nshus‘ n
sigh of veliel cﬂonpml him. - b Ea N

“Clear ot lask ! he said.  “1 shon't <fov c'l

i oa ey “Imi 1 own yan, Drnl.o—:mﬂ i,
Tacks: wo! Clear at last ! - And. 'l takeo jtl"\'
gond cave never lo get landed like (hat agnin."
And Deake could only hope (hat Daub mmld
b ns good as his word. . o=
Newlt ﬂ ('r'.f':' Lol ’.I"HL' '.l'f"-,d-.‘\’bﬂl'.’ Cl'.['ﬂ;f‘ i
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