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Kenneth Usher, of West

Bromwich,
writes:

Siafts
You secim to think goa're smnpt !
Why was youp page eontinued in preflerence to
Monty Lowther's ar ““Deteative ™ Kerr'st
Ave all the letiers ou yanr page geiimg?
Wihat da cade 0F @ lotter stuups sou !
How hig Lt
Whao invenis the
Monty Lowther ¢
Fave uny othey

ful:n_\-‘ ausvwers lor you—
¥ writera ever wrilten for the
Liear except Murtin Clifford and Owen Conguest?
How long Las the Gest been in existence ?
Az Jong ax fhe Gex keeps up ils present
standand 1 shall be Yours Faithfully,

AxswWER: Mo, emort? Who suys? My pape is
heciog w ovus Jor wd loin s it 05 popular, Yes,
all (tteen pudiished wre peifevily yeuine, If
yow cowld xee the pile bolore e us 1 oweite; you
wewldan't doulid 48 I anly wish the Editor conlid
LEpete more sprtce poery week. A’ like having
o At uf frionds staving gow ol the juee, and bedng
wnalile o atawey ey but o fews Ne letler
“atwmpas 1 owe oompletely. £ oolidps Cptap " the
Ball, however meeh of o *aizzler ™ af way be. T
sl ly ke nig Mwieket ' dndadt, towe—though 1
friveedhdy melaict oo aeeasionalby ** vaught out ™ by
e coriespiendent fivtding © il the clapntray ! -’-“p 8
where gouw put the ball just befare the fieldsmoan
cirbehes if. If puw find o funuy answer on this
priges dun’t Glwime Lowtherd Varivus authors
faeve weitlon for the GesM, whiioh kas been in
eistinee thiviy-twn years, - As loag ux there ore
Jrithful veaders Whe yow we ghall poitinue wntil
we Jige gt wp cus “eeatury U

Jack  Leaf, of New Westminster,
Columbia, Canada, writes:

Hullo, Blake. old ihap !’

Wihat yend was Alwe Grsg Oesr publisdied 7

Wha'is the yeungest pugnl al 86 Jin=?

Who i= the oldese?

What 15 your fuvenrite spory?

AnswEE: The Ges fivst appeieed o
1907, maed (8 er haied mGie e fsdine q
without & G, I lai't think the Davk dyex
wonld hove secmed half sa davke hed theve bedn
agme St Jom's vy, weitten peeheps o blaek
fettere, bul Y ved-hot ™ as they ure foday, wilh
the vals showing " peflow ' steeaks, wnd Lanking
“hlue " whin cauwplt  sut! And Ye  Kditoy
wilting Rig little it with oo Pax vobiscum thsteqid
of Y Mallo, chioind”  Dap't ash we la translate—
ag @ Laten scholar D vovy gomd al Prciehd
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dack Mlale's, here to awswer. wour letters and
deal with gnnr gqueries,. Write to him oo
The GeM, Fleetway House, Forripgdon Street,
London, E.CA. Be an candid ar you like—Jdock
Blake likéd o ploin speaker, being by noture a
John  Blunt himself! Hut keep your letter
SHORT, und enclose if possitle o phota of your-
#clf for reproduction on this puge. No photos
can be returned.
| — e e T

Iildure ds the pldest, hut T con't tell you (he
uouagest at Ye College of 8t James. My
Jarourdte sporte f2 wryting answers Lo your voty
iltercating letters, whether you wreyle in black

letter English, or use a typewriter! Pus
vobigenn, old wan, Well, pheerio, anywayl
Lynx Lynten, of Amoy Street, Singapore,
writes

ANTIPHILOPROGENTEIVIENESS,

Try 1o head e ane, Bluke! T wender how
Clussy will pronounge 112

ASswWER: Well, i’ o evackerjock of a ward,
Bud yow don' 8 (el ws what if wronng. Nt that if
ueans auythiing i particilar, T dare say.  Most
tong words seem to oliseure rather than clurify
melters, don't thew? 1 mean, words  Wke
“@ood,” “Rotten," " Funnpy,” Y Fearjul,” and so
on convey fuman cwotions much betler than say-
g the joke swaz o it unledilweian, for instance.
Now someliody axk whe! adtedibiviay meane—go
wnl Py eanguadulaete Lyng Lyaten on s
indugtwey, Blake” was Gossn's caniaieit,

E. M, 1., of Crumlin, Monmouthshire, writes:

1. How old is 8t Jim's? 2. How 13 i St Jin’s
does not play Rughy? 3 e thare any Welsh
juniors  in e selioel? 8 Whait = Tiimble
araiiie the swaist ¥

Axswmn : L Alont 385 peans aldor than 1 am!
2. By just vefiading, that'vall,  Soeeer takes nur

tme. &5 Mra therd! Fatty' Wiain oska vather
pladntively 0f  wouwlee wévee leard af Rl ?
4. Fat., tkewdoke?

Frank Waraday, of Fremantile, W. Australia,
writes:

I havo

My fathee hoving made o pile of meney
i L s

persuadend Gim 1o let nie couie to 8t Ji
fiftecen, fve foel theee nches, and bandsonme, with
fdurk wave haie. T have o pretty sister, too, ro
i you'll fie e pal of mine Tl fntradnee youd

Avmwen: W'l b delighted to see you; but
yow Ndwe fo enter for StooFeq's soue topee do ads
weteee, ol this ds o owoatter fof the goternora.
We are rvather shovt af venlly hiidsone Fowlth
Formers with dark wiary hadr ab e aoment,
bud the thing that will matter mest iv—are you @
vagular fellow?  Sowe of the “uglicst ' ' Saints ™
aré the “haudsomest "—once you gat to kot
them !




SAVAGE INDIANS—RUTIILESS R:-iNDITS——‘H"lLH BEASTS !
HATVE TO FACE THEM ALL

TOM MERRY & CO,

AS THEY FOLLOW TIHIE——

STORM ON THE BLACK RIVER !

{1 NYBODY feel warm?” murmired Tom
Merry.
Nobody answered.

Seven Bi. Jim's juniors were, in fact, too warm
and ton breathless to waste unnecessary effort in
speech.

It was nol merely warm; it was not merely hot.
Tt was like an oven—and a particularly hot oven !

Tom Moerry & Co., during the weeks they hrd
spent in South Ameries, had found Brazil o hot
country; but they had never hitherfo found it
quite o hot as this. Now it was like the warmost
place known—with the lid off

The lonicar_mc surged slowly up the Rio Preto—
the “ Black River " of the baok-eountry of Brazil,

Eyen the four Indian paddlers showed signs of
i lassitude. They paddled slowly, hardly more than
keeping the nose of the

gish current.
Pepino, the big black
man, had a tired look.
Tom Merry sat with a
rifle  across his kneos,
watching the wall of green
forest along the banks
But it did not seom likely
that any enemy would be
stirring in  that terrible
heat,
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Manners had his camern on his knee, but it was
too hot for taking snaps. AMonty Lowther was
fanning himself gently with a palm-leaf.

ake, Herries, and Digby lay half-dozing.
Arthur Augustus D'Avey sat with his eyeglass
between finger and thumb.

In the bow, CGasion Moutarde, the rench
trader, lay asleep. It was Gaston who watched
by night while the schoolboys slept, and he had
to make up for it in the daytime.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus broke the
silence at lasl, “It's hot! It's feahfully hot,
vou fellows | Still, we must expect it to be hot in
the torrid zone.”

Monty Lowther made an effort. It was fear-
fully, awfully hot, and there seemed no air to
breathe on the Black River that baking after-
noon. But the funny man of the 8t. Jim's Shell
could not possibly let slip the chance of perpetrat-
ing a pun, good or bad,

“Do you think it
Tarrid 2 Tie murmured,

“Yaas, wathah!"” said
Arthur Augustus, not even
realising that Monty was
making. a pun. “If I
wemember my geogwaphy
cowwectly, Bwazil i3 in
the towwid zone, Lowthah.
It certainly feels towwid !

“Blow that 'orrid zone!”
said Monty,

strictly forbidden.)
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“Bai Jovel I wish somethin’ would blow 1"
said Avihur Auvgustus, still happily unconscious
of the pun,  “There does not seem to be a bweath
of air. Tven ol Cucumbah is feelin’ the heat.”

O Pepino, whom Gussy called by the E;El.mh
translation of his name, €ucumber, was_dashin
away rivers of perspiration with a big bla
hand, He grinned, with a flash of dazzling teeth,
as his name was spoken.

“Quencto, senhor | he murmured,

“Bai Jove! I wondah what he means by
lenty 7' said Avihur Angustns,

“Hot,” said Tom, Tom Merry had picked up
a zood deal of Poringuase,

0 Pepino made a gesture towards the brassy

¥

“A tempestade 1" le said.

“Know what that means, Tom Mewwy #*

“Storm,” answered Tom.

“Bai Jove! I should wathah like a storm for
a chango fwom this feahful heai. But it looks as
calm as anythin’ to me.”

“Bet you Cucumber knows, though!” said
Blake, sitting np and taking notice. “One of
those blessed tropical storms coming on, perhaps.
Well, a spot of rain won't linrk us”

“Wiathah not! I should be vewy glad to see
some wain instead of this beastly sunshine [
sighed Arthur Augustus.  “Bai Jove! . What
wauldn’t I pive for a Novembah fog now "

The thickest, blackest, November fog thal ever
wrapped London in gloom would have been wel-
comie to the St Jim's party in place of the in-
ierllse glare of sunshine that made their eyeballs
ache.

But they could not hope for such a blessing on
the swi-scorched desech in the interior of Brazil.

"Hallo, what's that?" asked Hepries, as a low
rumble came echoing over the forest,

0 trovao,? said Cucuonmber,

Phander,” said Tom Merry,

“¥You see, alil Cuewnbah knows,” said Arthoy
Augustus. "It was vewy luckay for us, as wall
as for ham, that we got him away fwom that alli-
gator two or thwee weeks ago. He has been vewy
useful on this twip. I'dare say he's known all the
timo that a stoerm was comin’ o, Bai Joye!
shall be glad when it comes |

“Looks as if it's coming now,” said Dighy.

“And sounds like it, too 1" said Ton

The rumble of thunder over the forest diecd
away into a breathless silence, in which it seemed
that a pin might liave been heard to fall, But
that silence was braken by a clap of thunder with
a voor like artillery, and then came peal on peal,
echoing and re-cchoing, ns if the skies wera
cracking.

So terrific was the sudden din that the juniors
clappad their hands ta their ears. S

There was @ movement in the bows of the
cinoe.  Stuvtled out of sfeep by that ear-cracking
voar, Gaston Moutarde leaped to his feet,

“Mon Dieu!” gasped the Ifrench trader.

He stared up at the sky, of which the brassy
glare was dimming in a dark veil. Then he
shouted in Portuguese to the paddlers.

The four Indisna immediately steered for the
hank, wider the overhanging branches of the

forest giants. At the rapping voice of their

master, they woke to instant activity.

Tam Merry & Co. all looked at Gaston, They
could read alarm in his startled face.
But he did not heed the juniors. Ha rapped

quick orders to the Indian erew, and the canoe
Tue Gem Linrary.—No. 1,045,
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was ted up, fore and alt, to jutling boughs of
a coiba-free on the bank.

Roll en roll aof thunder pealed through the.
darkening sky.

Five minutes ago the glare of the sunshine had
heen like fire, and not a sound had broken the
heavy silence. Now a dim twilight reigned over
the Rio Preto and its forest-clad banks, and (he
air throbbed with uprear. It was a sudiden and
startling change to the 8t. Jim's juniors—far {rom
nccustomed, like Gaston, to the freaks of trapical
weather,

“Allons I” snapped Monsicur Moutarde, in an
interval of the roﬁing thunder. “I sleep ven zis
storm he come. I have ze eye shul, and it neads
to keep him verree open. But now we tie up, and
perhaps ze canos he is safe. Nous verrens.”

“Is i goin’ to wain, sic?’ asked Arihur
Augustus,

Gaston stared at him.

“Yous verrez—yon will sec—zere vill be too
muelt rain,” he answered. " Mon Dieu! Zal you
hold on to ze canoe,”

It camie suddenly—a spatter of heavy drops, fol-
lowed by what seemed like a sheet of water [rom
ihe opening heavens. Rain crashed rather than
fell on the river. With the flooding rain caine an
almost continuous roll of thunder,

“COh ewikey I gasped Arthur Augustus, " Welra
gotling =ome wain—no mistake about that!”

No ear could hear him in the roar.

Tom Merry & Co., for the first minute or tweo,
had a- feeling of relief,. The dim {wilight affer
the glare of the gun, the flooding rain soaking
them to Lhe =kin after the burning lheat, wers
weleome. But they very scon realised ihat it
was paossible lo have too much of a good thing.

Over the tied-up cance was a massy roof of
foliage. But the rain came through rather
lomps than in drops. It soaked the St Jun's
erew; it trickled and washed about the capoe.
Out on the open river it seemed to be falling In
masses, und under their eyes the river wae rising
and rusliing, The sluggish eurrent had tirned Lo
a torrent, roaring by and rocking ihc cance
wildly, and they understood naw why Gaston had
been alavmed, Had not the cance been safely
tiad, it would liave been togsed away like a cork
on that rushing torrent.

Recured as it was by a rope fore and alt, the
long canpe rocked and dipped and plunged, and
the juniors held on to save themselves fxom piteli-
ing out. Up in the hills the rain was flooding
tha Preto with thousands and thousands of tons
of water, and the rising river spread aver the
banks, flooding the forest and lifting the eanae
higher towards the branches overhead,

Giaston hnd only awakened in time. A few
minutes more, and tha canoe would have been
whitling away on the flood, crashing among the
spimiing driftwood to almost eerfain destruction.
Now the juniors had only to wail, safe at their
anc}x{urnga. for the wild “tempestade ” Lo blow
iteolf ouk.

IN DIREST PERIL !
11 ¥ 1 gasped Tom Merry suddenly.
O He was half-sitting, half-lying in the
canoe, holding on to the side, and looking
up at the thick branches of the ceiba overhend.
Mingled with the relling of thander there was
a.deep roar from the forest of lashing branches
and erashing trunks. With the rain came (he
wind, and up-rooted trees erashed right and left..
Only a dozen yards from, the cance-a big free
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crashied down the bank and was whivled away
Ly the torreul, barely missing thoe caloe as i
shol by. Tom's éyes were fived vallier anxiously
on the (ree to which the canoe was tied.

If that tree went the canoe would go, and i
would be a sudden end to the scarch for Gussy's
Lrother, Lord €onway, in the wilds of Brazil,

But Gaston, quickly ns he had  acted, had
chiosen his anchorage willl nn esperienced eye.
The ceiba-tres to whicl he had tied on was a
wassive giant, with a trunk twelve foet or more
it thickness, capable of standing agains{ the
liercest blasts of a tropical storm.

But U'om, as he looked up mito ilie tossing, lash-
ing branches, the foliage driven by wind and
vain, suddenly found that Le was staring at a
face, not Len feot from him in the branches of the
ceiba-troe,

He gave a pasp as lie saw it—the darl, eyil
foce of Joao RMaboira, the Brazilian bandit.,

“ Look out!" shoufed Tom.

But the loudest shoul was unheard in the roar
of the storm,

The 8t Jim's juniors knew that Rabeira was
trucking thom up the Black River; but it was
days since the ?\ad seen or heard anything of
the bandit, z_mg they had wondercd wheiher per-
haps Joao had gone on ahead of them, to rejoin
his “banda " in the heart of the wilderness, and
wait for them there. Certainly, in the wild
uproar of the storm on fthe Rio Preto, they had
nol given lLiim a thought.

But it was the evil face of Rabeira that was
peering from the branches of the ceiba down inlo
the cango.

Only at the risk of his lifo could (e bravo
have olimbed the tree. elinging like n monkey
fo the swaying, lossing branches, But there he
wasg, his jelby exes glinting down at the St, Jin's
crew—of whom only ene had spotted him,

Tam Merry geoaped for his rifle; to fire up into
the ceiba, Flo cxpected fre [rom the bandil
above.  But shooting would have been uticrly
wild, short as the range was, with the branches
lossing in the wind, and. the canee rocking and
swinging o the torrent, T'hat was not the
thought in the eyil mind of the bandit. It was
nob a rifle—it was a keen-edged macheto {hat
was gripped in his swarthy hand.

Lom Merry fired into the free. Even the shoi
was unheard in the din of the storm, but his
action was seen.  All eyes turned upwards. The
bullet missed by yards. :

Rabeirs, leaning down; holding on with bhis
legs, swept the sword-like axe through the air.
I'ho.machete, used for hacking a way through
tropical growths in the tangled forest, was heavy
and sharp. The slash landed on the rope at the
bow of the cunoe, severing it with a single cut,

That act was seen by the whole ¢rew, but they

" had no power to inlervene, Baofora even anothor

shot could be fired, the rope was cul and the how
of the canoe fore roungd in the torrent.

The baudit in the ceiba disappeared from sight
as it wont. <

Spinning round in the carrent, fhe cauos
roclked and dipped and shipped heavy water.
Lraston roared to (he juniors to held on, They
{]i(] not hear him, bul they held on for (heir
ives,

For a terrible moment the eanop was bfoad-
side on to the torreut. and it seomed that b most
be swamped. ;

It was half-full of water when it ran to the

o

end of the alt rope and houog against the strean),
its stern gow turned up the river,

Whether a single rope would hold it against
the rush of the flood was doubtful. DBut far Lo
mowent at least it held. :

Sitting or knecling in wator, in the hall-flooded
craft, the juniors held on. Gaston Moutarde, on
his knees, had his rifle aimed upward, watching
for a chance. He could guess thag the bandil
in the tree would make an attempt on the second
rope to send the sanoce adrift.

“Oht Look " panted Blake,

There was a sudden gleam of sleel in the dark-
ness of the folinge. Raheira had clambered to the
braneh to which the second rope was tied.

The report of Gaston's rifle was drowned by
the thunder,  The bullet tore through rain-
dreipping foliage, but good shol as the Hrench
trader was, he liad no chance with the eanne rocl-
ing aud dipping under him,

Whether the shot went close or mot, il did
not reach the bandit, and the next moment the
machete struek and the second rope parted.

“Zat you hold 1" shricked Gaston,

The cahoe, veleased, shol away like an arrow,
I swepl down the roaring, fooded river at a
breathless specd.

In a few seconds the big eeiba-trea and the
bandit in its braunclies were lefl far bohind,

Long distances, guined by hard and patient
paddling against the current, wera covered by
the eanoe as it swept down the river like an
arrow in its flight.

The juniors could only hold on. Gaston seized
& paddle; and O Pepino scized another.  The
Indian crew, dazed by the terrible poril, had
dropped them, but the French trader and the big
black man laboured to sleady the canoe and keep
its nose to tho curront,

Driftwood, floating logs, and uprooted lrees
dashied and spun round the canoe as it carcered
omward, coilinually crashing againsl its sidos.
At every crash the crew expected the guivering
craft fo sink under them. 1In the wind and the
rain and the rolling thundoer, they swept down
the Preto at o dizsy speed, .

Tom Merry suddenly saw Guston gril his tecth.
He stured aliead through the blinding rain.

Right necross the river ahead, barring the
Preto admost from sidn to side, a gigantic coiba-
tree had crazhed.

Sowne of the vast rools still beld it to the bank.
Ik lay like a dam across the Preto, tossing wildly
in the water that fonmed and loijled and ropred
over it

It was impossible to avoid the obstruction.
Tom Merry knew that the canoc was doomed.
No power could have stopped i—ani thors was
no space to pass! The ‘erash was coming, and
it was onuly 4 matter of seconds, Jono Rabeira
had succeeded at last. Tom Morry & Co, would
never find the man who was lost in the wilder
ness, and Joao was left free to deal with his rival
for the treasure of Polomayoe. So it seomed to
Tom Merry as the cauoe and its crow rushed on
Lo destruction,

A moment more, and all the erew saw  tho
danger. Gaston shrieked to hem, Dub they could
henr no word, O Pepino moved close to the sidi
of Arvthur Augnstus D'Arcy. There was at least
one of the party who would be saved if the hlack
man could save him.

But even al that fearful wmoment the ranch
Lrader was ool as ice. He conlrived to stecr
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- the cance lo strike the fallen tree in its branches,
in the vast mass of foliage thal dipped and rolled
in the water, instead of on the massive trunk,
where the cragh would have exumpled it up like
i oge-chell.

They could ot hear what he yelled to them
but they could guess what he meani—to jump and
cntch hold when the cance crashed.

There was a chance of life for the fellows who
were cool and steady, and kept their wits about
theim. And the Sk Jim's fellows wero nob
fellows to lose their heads, even as they rushed
and I\Vhirl(:d in the very valley of the shadow of
death,

It was useless to speak, but they exchanged
looks, All were ready—still holding on to the
canoe till the moment cane to jump.

The cance rushed on to inevitable disaster.

Swept on by the wild floed, it erashed into the
mass of thick braneches and was instantly buried
in & wilderness of tossing boughs, lashing leaves,
and mad, surging waters. And m the midst of
that wild pandemoninm, Tom Mermy & Co.
struggled and fought for their lives,

BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH !

OM MERRY grasped and caught hold. A
branch struek him across the chest and he
instinctively grasped it as it hurled him

over. With both hands grippin{g. he swung hali
in air and half in water, and felt the canoe sink-
ing and slipping away under his feet.

‘he roar of the wild waters seemed to drown
even the deep roll of thunder crashing over the
forest, Yeb through that deafening roar it seemed
to Tom that he heard a cry—angd he saw a hand
that clutched from the waters and misged—and
was sweph away, Bub as it went he released one
hand ond grasped, and he bhardly knew how he
dragged Monty Lowther on the branch.

But Lowther was hbeside him there, half-
choked, blinded by dashing water, holding to the
ginnbt branch of the ceiba that stuck high over
the Preto. And a moment later Tom glimpsed
Manners—wedged in a fork of the branches where
tho crash hiad fung him and jammed him tight,

Tho three Bhell fellows of Bt. Jiw's hung there
over the roaring water that splashed and sprayed
atid feamed about them.

Manners could not move for (he moment;
Lowther conld only clutell on, with spinning
braim,  Bni Tom was able to look about him—to
help the rest of ihe crew, if possible.

The ¢ance was gone, deep under the wild
waters—gone for ever, with mosi of what it
carriod.  “Pom goave no thought to that. Hoe
stared and peered around him, through foam-
ing flood and dashing rain nm.l' tossing Foliagre,
and saw Gaston Moutarde, with Digby in his
grasp, clambering in the branches. Dig seemed
0!11%1 alf-conscious. 3 ;

“Here!” shouted Tom. “Give him to mel”

Gaston could not hear hiny, but he sasw him
and dragged Digby on the mighty branch where
the Shell fellows clung, Tam Merry grasped
him and held him, to leave the Frenchman free.

Mousieur Moutarde plunged down through
driﬁpirlg foliage outi of his sight. Tom Mervy
held Dig on the branch; but as he held him
from being torn away by the wild waters he
stared round anxiously for the others, He could
see nothing of Blake or Herries or D'Aroy—and
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he dared not lot go of Dig, whose fechle grasp
hardly held on to the tree,

0f O Pepino and the Indian paddlers he could
sec nothing, either; but they had more chance
than the schoolboys of saving themselves, 'The
Indians wero at home in the water, like fishes,
and the Dblack mant had the strengih of two
ordinary men.  Bui Blake, Herries and D'Avey
wauld 4

A crash of water parted the foliage near him
and he saw Blake and Herries tangled lower
down in the submerged branches, holding on
with their heads barely above water, and Gaston
Moutards scrambling to their aid.

With beating heavt he watched the Wrench
trader grasp lfcrrios and drag him up, and then -
Jlake, DBoth of them came clear of the water
and (hen they clainbered by their own efforie.
~While six juniors held on in  the branches
Gaston Moutarde clambered away in search of
D'Arvcy.  Forty or fifty persons might have been
hidden from sight in that mountain of foliage
tliat rose from the waters of the Prelo.

“Gussy 1 panted Blake, os he joined Fom
Merry.

The rolling of the (hunder was dying down,
Tom shoole his head. FHe ha<d seen nothing of
Avthur Augustus since the crash.

Blake's face whitened. He clambered awva
at once, careless of the danger of falling bac
inte the water as he searched for his chum, Over
the roar of the waters Toam could licar his voice
slouting.

But no answer came back.

“Hold on to Dig, Moniy!” breathed Tem
Merry. Mouty Lowiher was recovering a litile
now. He nodded and held on to Dig, and 'Tom
clambered awsy, sceking n sign of Arthur
Augustus in the wilderness of tangled branches
through which the Preto foamed and swirled.
And Herries, after a few minntes, was in motiorn,
too.

Tom glimpsed the Indian paddlers in o bunch,
They had crawled out of the branches to the
trunk of the fallen tree and were crawling along
it, clinging like monkeys, to clamber threngh the
torn roots to the shore.  He saw Lhiemn disappear
one after anotlier through a mass of torn-up
irailing roots, clambering to land.

But of O Pepino and the swell of St. Jim's
nothing was to be seen,

Tha fallen tree still barred the river, thal
rushed and swirled under it and ever 1t, and
through the dripping branches. The vast voots
held 1t to the bank, and the roaring Precto
failed to tear it away.

So long as it held, the juniors in the branches
wete safe, while they eould kecp their hold. OF
ihe canoe Tom saw nothing but a breken paddle,
jammed in'a forked bough,

The thunder hac ceased to roll. Tha wind still
lished tha echoing forest and the rain canie
heavily, but the brief fury of the tropical storm
was spent, Every minute the rain fell less
heayily.

With the ensing of the storm came safoty—TIor
those that were saved. But there were twe whio
were gone—and they had to realise, at last,
that Arthur Augustus and O Pepino had been'
sweph past the fallen iree and had gdined no
hold, as the others had done. And they knew
then that by that time the two missing enes must
be for down the river, and shuddered to think
of them rvolling over and over, lifeless, in the
vaging food.
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* Allons |
last,

“PBut, Gussy—"" groancd Blalke, )

“Porhaps wa find ze oweers on zo land | said
Gztﬂ::'\n. “ Allons! It needs zal we go—suivez
moi. A

The juniora followed him; = The storm was
slackening more and more, but it was no essy
task fo elamber along tho swaying, hobbing
trunk, that dipped in the tossing water, to the
bank. But slowly and surely, one after
another, they won their way along and clambered
and struggled through = tora-up roots and
veached the banlk, which the Indians had reached
half an heur before them.

They struggled out of the muss of roots of the
fallon” coiba, and stood in the forest, in the
drenching rain, (iaston's face was set and hard,

“ (o sealerut 1”7 he muttered. ™ Zat scoundrel I

He was thinking of Joso Rabeira. But the
juniors were thinking of their missing chum,
swept away in the mad waters of tho" swollen
river,

Joro Rabeira was far from them; they had
gwopt af least five miles down the raging Tiver
before the crash came, But where was D'Arcy?
It was to find and reseue his brother, lost in the
wilds of Brazil, that Arthur Augustus was in
that wilderness of danger and death, and Tom
Merry & Co. felt, with heavy hearts, that it was
not to save him, but to share his unknown fate,
that Arvthur Augustus had come.

Vonoz " said the French trader, at

FROM THE JAWS OF DEATH !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS DARCY did not

: know what was happening to him.  When

the canoe struck he grasped ab the

branches of the ceiba, lost his grasp, and

plunged, and a second later he was sweoping

away under the tree, whirling away down the
Black River at dizzy spoed.

His head came to the surface, but he saw
nothing of his friends; already he was swepl
far beyond tha fallon tree, to which they were
clinging, Half-suffocated; with swimming brain,
he steuck oub for his life, rolled and tossed on the
waters amid whirling masses of driftweod that
sweph down the wild eurvent round him,

The forest-olad banks were a blur of rain
Possing like a cork on the wild waters, he strove
to keep himself afloat, but again and again the
maddened river rolled over him and his strength
wits fast going. Then, through the roar of the
waters, u voice reached him.

“Meu patrao! O Henhor Um Olho I

He knew that it was © Pepino. “Um Olho,”
or “One-Ioyo,” was the name by which the black
man called him,

Tle could not coe O Papino, but a minute after
the shoul reached him a grasp was laid on him
and his sinking hend was dreagged up from the
water

He caught a glimpse of s bluck face.

“Cnewnbah 17 gasped  Arthur  Augustus

Bub his voice was only a faink whisper. Te
was ab his last gasp,

Tho negro's strong grasp bore him up. With
one hand grasping the swell of 8t Jim's, the
other brawny black arm thrown over a drifting
log, O Pepino kept them both afloat as they
whirled on down the rushing, swollen river,

Arthur Augustus, exhausted, hung helpless in
the black man's grasp.

Butb he needed to make no cffort, 0 Pepino's
strong hand held him safely.  And it scemed lo

Cing  tendrils.
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him that, as they whitled on down the river, the
black man was stoering with his powerful legs,
for the log to which he clung swerved in to the
bank. Agasin and agsin wild eddies drove it
out, but every time the black muan steered shore-
ward again, till ot last the log crashed into a
Hms(si of tangled thickets balf-submerged by the
ood.

(O Pepirio lot go the log and grasped the trail-
The wild buffeting of the
maddened waters did not scem to have affected
the giant strongth of the black Hercules. With
his right arm he dragged himself from the water,
Arthur Augusius circled by his left.  Neck deep
in wator, then knec.deep in water and splash-
ing mud, ho dragged himself through ({he
thickels and stood at last on the, bsnﬁ, with
Arthur Augustus like a bundle under hiz arm,

“Oh ewikey | gasped Arthur Augustus dizzily.

He could hardly believe that he was saved.
O Pepino laid him on the earth; he was too
wealk to stand. Arthur Augustus blinked up at
the gigontic form that bent over him, shelter-
ing him from the lashing rain thaf canve down
through the forest branches,

“Baj Jovo | You are a weal bwick, Cuoumbal 1”
breathed Avthur Augustus,

Cueumbes gave him a grin.

“Bom!" he said. |

Arthur Augustus lay without motion for a
time, . But as his strength revived ho sat up,

Pepino's sinewy arm supporbing him.

“The othahs!” groaned Arthur Augustus,

He was saved, Cucumbor had saved him. Bul
his first thought was for his comrades.

Some of them must have saved themselves in
the branches of the fallen tree. Arthuy Augustus
knew without being told that the negro could
have done so, if he had choson, It was of hi
own will that the negro had followed when
“«Senhor Um.Olho ? was swept away down the
viver, Cucumbor had been thinking only of him
and Avthur Augustus was grateful, but his
thoughts were with his comrades,

“My fwiends!? he exclaimed.
Cueumbeh 1"

O Popino shook his head. Ie understood no
Iinglish beyond ‘a few words ho had picked up
from the juniors during the expedition up the
Black River. _

“Did you see anythin’ of them, Cucumbah?”

“Nao entendo, sonlior,

“No, of course you don't
chap,” seid Arthur Augtistoe,
and look for them at onee.”

He struggled to his feet with O Pepino's
pssistance, Through the trees he could see the
roaring yellow flood of the Proto, pwveoping on ils
way to the distant quinta from which the expodi-
tion had started o woek ago.

0 Pepino pointed down the river.

Arthur Augustus looked in the direction of the

ointing black finger, and then stared ab the
[;lack mai.

His friends had been left up the river, unless
they had been,

Yy fwiends,

understand, old
“But I must go

like himself, torn away by the
flood, and without a helping hand to save them.
e knew that he must have been swopb many
miles below the spot where the fallen ceiba barred
the Rio Preto.

“What do you mean, old chap?"” asked Arthur
Augustis, My Ewiends are up fhe wival, nok
dowin ! Nao entendo " ho added in Portuguese.

A quinka )’ said O Pepino.

Then Arthur Augustus understool.
tPan Ges Lispary,—No. 1,645.
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The Quinta da Silva, the home of the French
trader and planter, was a good seventy miles
down the Rio Preto. That distance had taken a
week's navigation in the eanoe. On foot, tramp-
ing in the primeval forest, it wag likely to take
much longer, if Avthur Augustus had theught of
taking that divection, Now that the cance was
wrecked, and his comrades lost, it was O Pepine's
idea to convey his patrao back to the quinta and
safety—an idea that was not likely to recommend
itself to Arthur Augustus.

“Wats |” he said.

" A quinta | repeated O Pepino.

Arvthur Augnstus shook his head,

“No,” he angweved. T mean, nao. 1 am gnin’
to look for my fwiends. Senhor Moutarde,” he
added. That name made his meaning elear to the
bluek man,

0 Pepino understood, but he shoole his black
woolly head.

"Morto,” he said.

Avthur Aupgustus could guess the meaning of
that word.

"Dead or alive, Ym goin’ to find them|” he
said. “You can i}ieusc yourself, Cucumbah—I'm
gomn’ up the wivah *

And he made a step. )

“Bim, Henhor Um Olho,” gaid O Pepino
reluctantly, It was clear that the black man was
anxious to guide his patrac safe back to the

ninta and save him, whatever might become of
the rest of the party, But Arthur Augustus’ word
was law to O Pepimo and he did not argue the
point. Probably Cgau\lmher had little hope that the
others had escaped from the wreck of the cance.

“"Venha," he said,

The rain was still coming down, though it was
thinning now. Both of them were bareheadod;
the big hats had been swept away in the river,
That mattered Little till the sunshine came back.
O Pepino led the way, his sharp machete in his
hand to clear n path.

In o few minutes they lost sight of the river,
which was Arthur Augustus' only guide. That

nide lost, he was likely fo wander down the
f’ml,a a5 up, for to him the Brazilian farest was
trackless. But for the black man ho would have
been liopelessly lost in a few minutes, and rmust
have wandered aimlessly in the immense forest
till ho sank down from exhaustion.

But O Pepino knew his way by o hundred =igns
that Arthur Aungusius could not see, Bub progress
was slow, for the forest was thick and tangled,
and Arthur Augustus was far from recovered
from the exhausting struggle in the river, O
Popino slaghed o way through lianas as thick as
ropes that streamed rain as he ocub them, and
overy now and then gave Arthur Augustus a help-
ing hand over a fallen bough or an uprooted trec.

; q‘he rain ceasad at last and n gling of sunshine
eame through the masses of foliage overhead,

The storm was over and the vich red of the
sunset glowed through the forest, But the red

low gave place to dusk and dark. How O Pepino
threaded his way omward in the gloom Arthar
Augustus did not begin to guess. But the black
man did not panse, except to lielp the {oltering
schoolboy over diflicult places.

It eeemed to Arthur Auegustus that endless
weary miles had passed under his aching logs
But he did not dream of stopping. O Pepino was
able to guide him back to the spot where the
canoc had been wrecked, and go long as he could

ut one foot hefore another G'unsy was going on.
Elia.heart was heavy with anxiety for his friends,
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and until ho knew their fate he could not rest.

Suddenly O Pepino came to a halt.

He loo!gcd back at Arthur Augustus, and the
flash of his dazzling tecth showed in the gloom as
he grinmed,

“Bom,” he said.

. “Good?” gasped Arthur Augustus, “What ia
it, my dealy chap ¥

“Um fozo,” said O Pepino.

A jor?" asked Arthur Augustus, mystified,

O fogo,” aaid Cueumbaor,

The black man pointed. Faintly [rem the
distant darkness o flicker of light came to Arthur
Auvgustus’ eyes. IL was the sist.mt. glean of &
camp-fire.

YO ™ gasped Arthur Augustus, ' Tago meana
fire, does it? Bai Jove, if thab should be iny
fwiends i .

He grasped a black arm and hurried O Pepino
o, And' gs he did so there came the sudden ving
of a vifleshot, and the next instant the gleam of
the camp-five vamshed.

THE BANDIT'S ATTACK !

ASTON MOUTARDIE sat on a log, cleaning
hig rifle, a black frown on iz faco. Tom
Merry & Co. were bunched by the camp-

fire with clouded faces. Night had fallen on the
Brazilinn forest, deep and dark, the starlight shut
off by the thick arched branches,

There were grim f{aces in the 8t. Jim's camp.

In the byrief spell of sunshine after the storm,
they had camped, the Indians sorting oul weod
dry enough for a fire from the recosses of the
forest. The schoolboys wera worn out; bub more
than fatigue they felt the heavy weight of anxioly
for their missing chum, ]

The wreck of the canoe was an irreparable blow

to the voyagers up the Black River. The canoe

itself was n wreck hidden somewhere under the
waters of the Preto, and most of the oulfit had
gone with the canoce.

Ouly two rifles and a rvevolver had been saved
of the firearms. There were plenty of cartridges
i waterproof cases. IDach of the juniors had his
knife and machete, which had been fastened lo
their belts. But even with o well-supplied canve
to use on the river, that expedition inlo the
unknown desert of Brazil had been a dubious pro-
position. Now it seemed hopelese, The jusiors
could read that thoughti in the grim face of the
French trader.

Gaston was as keen as the 8t Jin’s juniors to
find Lord Conway—his “friend Lord,” as he
called him. But if success had been problematie
before, it was doubly o now.

Somewlere in the wilderness, far ahiead of the
St Jim's party, lurked Joao Rabeiry’s desperato
pang of outcast bravees, And n the foress
circling the upper waters of the Preto were lribes
of fietee Caraya Indians, never yet subdued by
Brazilian rule, The outlook was prim—bnt Tom
Merry & Co. would not have balked' at it Lad
Avthur Angustus been still with them. But now
their thoughts were not concentrated on Lord
Conway, whom they had hoped to find and' vesoue,
but on Gussy. 'I‘hefy had to learn IV Arvey's fate,
alive or dead, before they taok snother step
onward in their desperate journey or homeward
to the quinta on fhe lower Preto.

“There's a chance,” said Blake in a low voice
for the dozenth time, “There’s a chanee, vou
fellows! That nigger's gone, too, and it stands to
reacon that that big nigger could have saved him-
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solf if wo did, Doeau't it look as if he saw Gussy
go and went after him?"

“It, does;”” agreed Tom Merey.,

“We've gol to know,” unittered Dig.

=l suppose it's ten lo one that old Gussy
went down,” mumbled Herries. “ But he may be
ashore somewhert miles down the river, We've
got to start huntivg for him at daylight,”

“Phere’s a jolly good chanee that O Pepino
went after him to help him," said Manners.
“Tet’'s bank on that Hll we know."”

“1 nearly went,” said Lowther, with a shiver.
“1f Tom hadn’t got hold of me—"

“!Phank goodness I did, old chap,” said Tom.

The juniors were cating, or trying to eat, their
supper. Most of the supplies were gone, They
chewed at cariie seca, o dried moat that was
almost as hard as leather, and hard mandioca
bread softened by soaking in water.

Gaston, as he chewed, cleaned his rifle,  Tha
fivcarms had been soanked and were useless till
cloanod, snd he had not forgotten that Joao
Rubeira was only o few miles away.

It was probable that the desperade was assured
that he had sont his enemies to their death, Bub
the ruffian was not a man to leave m:;(!jlnng to
chance. More lilkely than not he would search
the banks of the Preto for traces of the wreck.

At intervals (faston's keen black eyes shob
sispiciouns glances at the -surrounding forest.

The gleam of the camp-fire showed to n con-

siderable distance among the dark trunks. If
the bravo was in gearch, it might serve as o
guide if he came within the radius of its glow.
' But that was a risk that had to be run, for
the night was cold, the trees dripping with
moisture from the rain, and the juniors' clothes
not yet dry. 1 %

“Tt's u knockiout losing the canoe,” snid Blake
after a long eilence. “%But I wouldn’t cara if
only old Gussy was here! We could manage to
push on somehow—and, by gum, I'd like to get
# knock at that villain Rabeira !

There was o sudden spurt of blaze from the
fire, and embers were knocked in all directions,

The juniors started to their fect.

“What—" exclaimed Manners,

Something whizzing from the forest had struck
i the camp-fire, The next moment, the juniors
knew what il was, as the report of a rifle rolled
froni the darkness.

There was a shout from Gaston.

“On ze facal Quick!”

o juniors (hrew themselves down on  the
carth.  Ciaston, dropping his rifle, seized an
armful of damp fuel, and crashed it on the
camp-five. i

In a moment the light was extinguished, Black
smolee rolled up from the fire, but there was no
rleamn of flame.

Crack, erack! oame twice from the surrounding
darkness,

The sudden blottitig out of the camp-fire savad
the St Jim's party.  But thie bullets flew close
avor them as thev lay on the ground, They
heard Gasion mubtering savagely in French,
elose at hand, unseen in the gloom.

*Rabeirs 1Y breathed Tom Merry,

Shat villain i said Blake between his tecth,
*He's come to make sure "

It could not be doubted (hat it
Rabeira who was lurking in the foresk® firing
into the camp. The St Jim's juniors listened
with bated breath for another shof,

1f the desporado came {o close quarters, Caston

was Joao

0

was nomateh for him, and they did not fear hin.
But if he lurked in the darkness, pumping
bullets inlo the eamp, thab was another proposi
tion. He had got a fairly nceuride range hefore
the fire was blotted oub.  As for fimug in velurn,
oven if the fircarms lad been in good order,
thet was futile—there was nothing fo guide o
shot, and the sound of the reports showed that
the bandit changed his position after each shot.

Craclk !

Tomy Marry gave a shuddering start.  Some-
thing passed between his arm and his body, and
was buried in the soft earth,

He shut his tecth on a ery.

He was not hil; the damp sleove of his thin
cotion jacket was hardly torn. But the escapo
lind been ferribly navrow, and it proved hiow
aceurately the bundit had liis range.

Cracl | came again after the lapse of a minute.
The shot came from a different direction, and it
sounded closer. There was a gasp from Dighy.

“Hurt, old mant” breathed Blale.

“Nol I felt the wind of it} gasped Dig.

“Zab you keep close, and zal you II:er-p silent !
came a whisper from Gaston Moutarde, “ Zal
seelerat, he have zo pars of ze puma fo hear!
Silence, done.”

The juniors kept zilent, Fyen a whisper miglht
have reached wary ears and guided a shot, Their
hearts beat thickly as they lay cramped on the
soff, damp earth, They had expeeted to meet
Joao Rabeira again in the wilds of the Black
River, but this was not how they had hoped fo
meet him.  They were almost at the mercy of
the tnereiless desperado.

There was a glimmer of steel in the gloom as
CGaston Moutarde grasped his machete. The
F'rench trader hoped and longed that the handit
would geck Lo come to close quarters.

But Joano was too cunning for that. Lurking
in the blackness round the ecamp, he loosed off
shot after shot, changing his posifion every time,
and every bullet came close, .

Tom Merry suppressed an oxclamation as »
red flicker eame to his eyes in the darkness. Tho
fire, damped down and darkened, was burning
through.  And if that flicker was followed by a
burst of blaze, it meant a stream of bullets from
tho dark forest, crashing through flash and bone.

AT CLOSE QUARTERS !

6 UUUMBAH!" gasped Arthur
IV Arey.
He stared into the blackness of the
forest Lefore him.

The camp-fire, on which his eyes had been fixed
in the hope that it meant that his friends wero
there, had disappeared. Something had sud-
denly blatted oul its gleam,

He heard O Pepino’s hissing voice at his side.

“0 inimigo!" breathed the black man, “0
inimigo do, senhor."

“MThe enemy !" repeated Arthur Augustus. He
knew the wmeaning of the Portuguese word
“inimigo,”

“SQim, seohor, o indmigo [ whispered O Pepino,
His grasp of Avthur Awgustus’ arm drew him to
a halt,

The gwell of Bt Jim's stood still, peering into
the dnrlkness. The black man, he believed, could
see more than he could see—and had seon more
befove the fire was blotted out. Never had the
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difference of language heen so bitterly ex-
asperating.

“What did you see, Cucumbah?’ breathed
Arthur Augustus, 1 mean—oh ewikey, T wish
I could speal Portuguess, or you conld speak
English, old boy. Bai Jovel There is anothah
shot.”

Another shob rang out, and another, followed
at intervals by others. The echoes rolled through
the dim forest, and it sounded nlmost like volley-
ing. Bui Avihur Augustus knew that it was a
single rifle. But who was firing, whether his
friends or his foes, he could not guess—or,
indeed, whether all parties concerned were
strangérs to him,

0O Pepmo was listening like a wolf. But he
moyed on  slowly at  last, dvawing Arthur
Augustus after him,

He stopped again suddenly.

There was a flash in the darkness a litile dis-
tance ahead, followed by a report. They were
close on the unknown, unseen rifleman,

“Tespere 1 whispered O Pepmo. “Nao se va
embora.”

(Giussy had heard that plivase hefore, and he
knew that it meant " Wait, don't go away.”  He
remained standing still as the negro glided away,
stlent-foated, in the forest.

Arthur Augostus’ heart was  throbbing  with
anxiety. If tﬁai camp-fire mieant that his friends
were there, and if the fiving meant that they were
being attacked, it was bittey encugh to stand
idle and wait, DBut he was helpless to do any-
thing else—ha could not have found his way in
the darl forest without the negro's help.

He laew, too, that O Popino had gone to in-
veatigate, creeping silently threugh the under-
growths ‘with all the stealth of a Redskin.

O erinnba ™ breathed Avthur Angustus.

He peered intently throungh the gleom. Ie did
not stir from the spot where le had been left—
that waould only mean diffieulty for O Pepine n
finding him agnin, He could only wait for the
bluck man o return.

Dark as it was, he eould make out the ghapes
of the trees and hanging creepers, his eycs having
grown accustonied to the gloom.

He gave a stapt and ecawght hiz breath as o
masy of ropy lianas parted within a couple
of yards of him, and a dark figure appeared.

Ilis lipe opened to speak, in the belief that it
was 0 Pepino returning. But he shut them
again without o sound.

The figure he saw had a big grass-hat on its
heatd, and e knew that the negro had lost his
hat in the river. .

1t was not O Pepino.

Arthur Augustus slilled his breatliing., TF it was
an enemy, he waz at that enemy’s merey if he
was seen; he had no weapon but the hunting-
knife in lhis bhelt—even his machete was gone.
His hand groped silently fo the haft of the knife.
If this swas an enemy, if he was attacked, he was
gaing to put np what fight he could, .

The figura stood not more than six feet away,
its back to him. He eould now make out a rifle
under the arm.

The: big hat was filted, as if the man had bent
his Lead to listen. Then he saw the fignre stir,
and heard a muttered word.

“Bom ! —

A thrill van through the St, Jun's junior. It
seemed tol him that the voiee that muottered that
word in Portuguese was familiar to his ears.
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His hearl beat faster at the thought that it was
Joao Rabeira who stood there, ignorant of his
presence, almost within readh of his hand.

Arthur Augustus stood very etill,

Jividently the bandit was utterly unnware of
his presence. His attention was concenirated on
the camp, at which he had been fiving, Tlhak tha
swoll of 8. Jim’s was in the forest, at a little

“distance from the camp, Rabeira could not pos-

sibly know or guess. He had changed his posi-
tion @& dozen times during his fusillade at the
camp, and his lasf change of position had brought
him to the spot where the negro had left Arthur
Augustus. Not for a moment did the bandit,
wary as he was, drenm that anyone wag standing
within a few foet behind him;

Tho caunse of his ejaculation “Geod|” was
visible to Arthur Augustus a few momente later.

Erom the dorkness came a flicker of light.

. Arthur Augustus could guess ensily enongh that
it enme from the camp-ire. He had already
uessed thab the fire had been suddenly dampe
down when the shooting started, Now it was

flickering up again, ;

The figure in front of him lifted the rvifle. It
was clamped to u shanlder, aimed through the
openings of lhe troes at that red Hicker.

Avthur Angustus sot hig teeth,

He was almost sure that il was Rabeira wlio
stood before him, Whoever it was, he was firing
on a cimp, and the vising ficker of the fire was
the guida for his next shot.

Ouly too well Avthur Augustus kuew what ©
Pepino would have done in his place, The knifo
would have been drawn and Buried to the hilt
hetween the shoulders of that! dim fgure before”
him.

But even if he had been sure that it was
Rabeira, Arthur Augustus could not have adopted
the savage imetliods of the Fsertao.” His hand was
on his knife—hut he could draw it only in defence,
But if thalt was Rabeira firing on Jis sfriemds,
Arthur Augustus waz not the man to stand idle
while he pulled trigeer.

The ﬁicE_cr bocame a sudden blaze, Tt was more
than enough {o gnide a rifte-shiot.

But even as Joaro's finger was on the trigger,
Avthur Augustus leaped forward and delivered
a tervifie ﬁmmp from his clenched fist in the
middle of his hack.

A startled how! left Joao's lips as hie pitclied
heavily forward, utterly taken by surprise, an
crashed down.

His rifle roared as he fell, dropping from: his
hands,  The bandit erashed down on his face,
and Avthur Augustus, in an instant, had grabbed
up the fallen rifle.

"Nossa senhorat” He heard a panting voico
and knew that it was Joao's: “Corpe de Degs 1”

The handit sprang up and whirled round, his
hand on a knife.

Bnt he whirled round to find his own rifle
clamped to Arthnr Auguostus D’'Arey’s shoulder
and the muzzle staring him in the face.

That mnzele was nob two fect from the enraged
face of the Brozilian bandit, angd Arvthur Angusiug!
finger was ou the trigger. 1f there was onc carg-
ridge left in the magazine he was safe, ¢

Evidently there was, for Jono, as he glared at
the rifle-muzzle, made a backward leap that
carvied him six ov seven feet nway fram it. Arihuy
Aungustns hartdly had time to pull trigeger, even if
he desired to do =0, before the bandit liad dedged
belind a treetrunlk.

His eavage voice wis heard for a moment

e ———
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vapping out Portuguese oaths. Then thero was 4
rustle 1 the thickefs, and Arthur Augustus knew
that the bandit was circling round m cover {o
take him at elose quarters, koife in hand,

A mass of lianus stirred within a fow feet of
him—and the swell of 8t. Jim's pulled trigger
and sent a bullet crashing into the creepers,

A fierce yell a}lsw-‘:red the shot and a sound of
a rapidly receding rustle. Then, from anolther
direction, came a calling voice.

“Meu patrao! Senhor Um Olhio " O Pepino
was returning,

“Here, Cucumbah!” ‘ealled Arihur Augustus.

The flicker of the camp-fire vanished again,
damped down by a mass of fuel. But O Pepino,
as ho joined fhe swell of 8t. Jim's, waved a big
black hand in the direction where it burned.

 Amigos ! ho said. ]

Arthur Augustus knew that that meant friends.

“0h, good " he gasped. He understood that
0 Pepino had gone near enough to the camp to
find out that it was the Bt. Jim's party—or the
survivors, at least.

0 que [ gasped O Pepino, as he discerned the

Swept on by the wild flood waters, the canoe rushed to

e — T——
wards inevitab

e disaster |

rifle in Arthur Augustus' hands and stared at it
in wornder,

“MThat waseal Wabciwah was frin' on  the
camp 1”7 said Arthur Aungustus. “L gwabbed his
wifle. Oh, bai Jove, I keep on forgettin' thak
vou don't undahstand! Get on to the camp,
Cucumbah, if they are our fwionds! Oh ewikey,
1 hope I shall find the fellows all safel Huwwy
up, Cucumbah1” ]

The rustling made by the bandit in his retreat
had died away.

(lose as he was to the camp, Arthur Augustus
would hardly have found it now that the gleam
of the cninr-ﬁm had again disappeared, DBut
0 Pepino led him on, and Arthur Augustus
shouted as he followed the black man:

“Mistah Mustard! Tom Mewwy! Don't shool,
deah boys—it's all wight!”

REUNITED !

OM MERRY & CO. fairly hounded.
Cramped on the carth, getting what
cover they could from the darkness and
from the logs on which they had been sitting,
Tue Gex Lasrany,—No. 1,645.
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the Bt. Jim's fellows were oxpecting every moment
to hear agam the crack of the bandit’s rifle from
the surrounding forest.

Instend of which, a voice came to their ears
which made them wonder whether they were
dreaming. S

“Gusay 1" stultered Blake.

“Did you hear?” gasped Herrios:

" Was—was that Gussy 1 exclaimed Dig.

“(lussy or his ghost |” howled Monty Lowther.
“Where—how—what B

“Listen |” breathed Tam.

Loud and clear from the darkness ecame the

voice knew =o well, and which they had
dreaded that they would never lear again.
“All wight, desh boys!| Pway don’t pull

twiggnh—thet woscal Wabeiwah is gone—it is 1,
old bepns |

“ Amigos 1" eante another voice, nbout ten times
as powerful as that of Arthur Augustus,

" Cucamber 1" howled Blake,

"Both of them!1” breatlied Tom. "“0Oh, thank
goodness they're safe!” And he shouted: “This
way, Gussy | O.K., old bean |

"Mon Diew |” came Gaston's voiee in the dark.
“(est la petib—it is the little one with the glass
eye b Dieu merci ¥

He kicked the ecamp-fre into a blaze.

“Gussy I roared Blake, as a draggled figure
emerged from the trees and an eyeglass gleamed
in the blaze of the camp:fire.

"“Gussy, old man 1 gasped Dig.

They rushed to greet hin. T%my grabbed him
and dragged him into the camp, They almost
hugged Enm

"Clussy, you old ass|”

““Hafe and sound, after all, you fathead |”

“TFhank goodness|”

“Yans, wathah!” pgasped Arthur  Augusius
“Wight as wainl But ave all you fellows safe?
I have heen feahfully wowwied about you fellows
—ara you all heah?”

Al here, old chap 1" said Tom,
the only one mizsing.”

“Bai Jovel This is weally our luckay day 1
paid Arthnr Augnstus, “"Ow/!  Wlhat are you
hittid nme in the back for, Hewwies??

“Only smacking your back, old bean ¥ beamed
Hervies.

“Pway don't bweak my backbone, old fallow |
T am feahfnlly glad to see you chaps again, |
was alwaid somethin' might have lappened io
you, you knew, when my oye was off you——"

" FHa, ha, ha1*

Six rejoicing juniors encircled the swell of St.
Jim's.  QOutside the civele, Monsieur Moutarde
gesticulated with glec.

“Allons ! Voila le petit!
friend Loard he is safe, and it
chirruped Gaston,

i :\If vight 1" chueklad Arvthur Augustus.

“Zat: 1 embrace you!” exclaimed Caston,
“%is is tip of a top, as you say in English! Zat
I emibrace you on befe ze check.”.

" Oh ewikey 17

Monsieur Moutarde embraced Afthur Augusius,
kiggsing him on hoth checks,

"1 suppose Cucnmber gol you out of the river,
old chap " said Blake,

“¥ang, wathah! Old Cuecnmbah 1s o weal
bwick 1”

* And you hung on to your rifle all the time?”
aaid Tan. e,

“No; my wifle went with the canoe, Tom
Mewwy.” i

Tae (em Limnary.—No. 1,645,
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Ze brozzer of my
iz all left "

Lowther, with gentle sarcasni,
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“Eht You've got it there—*

“This isn’t my wile, old chap—this is
Wabeiwah's,”. :

“ Rabeira’s " yelled Blake.

“Yaas; I took it away fwom hins

"You—you—you took Rabeira’s rifle away
from himi 1" said Jack Blake, like a fellow m a
dream, while the other juniora blinked at Arthur
All]{tstus.

“Mon Dieu |” said Gaston.

* You see, the blightah almost wallted into me,
and he was goin’ to fire on the camp again when
1 knocked him ovah——' -

"You knocked him over!” gurglod Manners.

“Knocked that bandit over ! stuttered Blake.

“Yans, and ﬁwabbed his wifte.”

“Oh Orl.inlhs & Tl

X ie  wan when pulled twiggah!”
chuckled Arthur Aungustus. “If he hadn'gtgwun.
I should have widdled him. But he wan, all
wight. Bai Jovel e wathah wippin’ to be

along with you fellows againl 1 euppose
the canoe was lost 7

“Yes, it went, and nearly everything in it,”
answered Tom,

“1 saved my camera |" said Manners,

“Ro it's all right, you see!” remarked Monty
“We've still got
Manners' camera in ease we run into.any Red
Indians or bandits! Manners will he able to
snap them while thev're carving us up.”

“0h, don't be an ass, you know!” said
Manners. “I've lost my flms, Lucky I'd just
put a fresh roll into the camera. That's o
comfort,”

The juniors sat down again reund the camp-
fire. Arthur Augustus, wheose noble legs wero
almost dropping off with fatigue, was glad to get
a restf,

Blake and Herries and Dig brought him
supper—such as it was!| Such as it was, Arthur
Augustus was glad of k] He drove bis aristo-
crafic teeth with difficulty inte cirne seca, and
chewed mandioea bread.

Monsieur Moutarde talked to O Pepino in
Partuguesa.  Cuecumber ducked his woolly head
and disappeaved info the forest, his macgete in
his hand.

O Pepino did not share Gussy's fatigue; and
the French trader had pasted hini to keep wateh
in caze the bandit shuuf& return to the attack.

“Bai Jove | This isn’t the sort of gwub we gel
in the studay at 8t Jim's, you fellows,” remarked
Arthur Augustus, as he ceased to chew diied
meat, his noble jaws aching from the exertion.
“5iill, we came heore to wull it]l We cannot
weally expect wabhit pies and jam well in the
wilds of Bwazil, what?”

“1t's really a choice supper, old man1" =aud
Monty Lowther.

“1 should not wegard it as exactly chaoice,
Lowihah,*

“I mean; it's the sort you chews!” explained
Monty.”

“0Oh cowikeyl Te that one of your wotten
puns{ Howevah, I am vewy glad even to heah
you punnin’ again, old chap, wotien as your
puns are 1” saad Arthur Augustus. “If is weally
wippin' to see all you fellows safe aweund me,
1 was goin’ to keop an oye on you all when the
canoe owashed, but gomehow or othah 1 seem to
QPJE' gob  washed away when  you  fellows

dn' ——
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“Ha, ha, hai"

“Howevah, it is all wight; and aftah a night's
west, we shall feel up to goin' on. Tt means
Shanks’ pony, but that cannot be helped. A gpot
of foot-sloggin' won’t hurtus! Tn facf, it will be
good twaimn’—we shall have a lot of foot-sloggin’
to do latsh on when we go into the Militia,
Y'here's n good side to evewythin', you know.”

“Ilear, hear!” grinned Blake. “But I fancy
Gaston’s got some iden of chucking it and hitting
the quinta again.”

“Wubbish 1"

“You sec, old bean,” said 'om Morry, “we've
lost practically everything——"

“¥aas, but wemembah what King What's-his-
name said aftah the Batile of What-do-you-call-
in,” said Avthur Augusius, * Tyewythin'
Lol hanaly 1"

0L, quite ! Dit—"

“And the I'wench soldiers tsed to say Lhat with
bwend and iron you can get (o China!™ said
Arthur Augustus, "“And the mare we lose, tho
less wo shall have to cawwy, vou know.”

"Yon {allk like a picture-bool, old man " said
Ton.,  “Dut——"

“Powwaps I had beitah send you [ellows baclk,
though," gaid Arthur Angostus, thonghtiully, *1
catt keep on with old Cucumbah, It would
wathah welieve my tnind if you fellows were safe
al the quinta, Whal do you think?"

“T'I tell you whal T think,” said Blake. “I
think 'l Lbook you off that log if you Lalk any
more rof,”

“Weally, Blaka M 4

“Mon cher " Gaston Moutarde broke in, “1
zifile it is necessary Lo be of return. In ze morn-
ing I zink you go back to ze quinta.”

Avthur Aupasius turned his eyeglass on (s
Ieench trader,

“T have not found my
Mustard !" ho pointed ont,
back without old Conwaz.”

Monsieur Moutarde shook his head.

“Moi,” he said. “I will keep on. All zal can
e done for yvouw mmy friend Lord, T will do! But
yom garveons—you will Lo of refurh lo ze quitita,
and U Pepino will guide you safe and sound
and all left! Vaila "

Y Sowwy Lo argue with you, sir, &s you lave
Leen so vewwy good to us’ answered Avthur
Augustus., “But T am goin’ on at dawn.”

"Pas possible; for ze boys " said Gaslon,
shaking his head.

SPowwaps you ave  wight, sir,”  admitted
Arthur Augustns.  “DBuf possible or not, T an
goin' on ali the same. DPewwiaps vou had hettah
take these fellows back to the quinta, and I will
keep on with old Coeumbal, and—— Yawoooh |
What are you doin', Blake, you howlin® ass?”

“Dooling youl" answered Blake. "Didn't 1
say I would boot you if you talked any niore
rob 2

“Ow! You uttah assl”

“uthead1” said Tom Merry. “Welre all
going on, Gussy, if you go on. Bui——-"

The juniors all looked al Monsicur Moularde.
Gaston shrugged his shoulders up Lo his ears,

“Allonal Tk iz all laft,” e said, *“Ve goes on
in ze morning [

And that point being settled, tho Sto=Tim's
juniors settled down to sleep round the camp-
fire, while the faithfnl Cucumber kept walch and
ward.

bwothalt yel, Mr
“I am mnot goin'

is lost
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GUSSY GETS THE JAGUAR !

RIGHT dawn gleamed down on the rolling
Proto and the Broazilian forest, Tom
Merry & Co. were early astir,

IL was seitled that they were pushing on,
under much mare diflienlt and dangerous condi-
tions than hitherto. Bub no fellow in the pariy
wans rveally desivous of turning back.

Thirty miles of wild forest and swampy river
lay between them and their objective, the Tlha
dos Macacos, the Island of Monkeys, in the Rio
P'reto. It had to be done by foot-slogging now
that the canoe was gone,

The four Indian paddlers were sent back.
They woere of no further use, but (aston gave
them inskructions to hring another canoe up the
river to wait at a cerlnin point for the party on
their return, 'That was a prudent precaution—
if the party ever returned ! All the juniors knew
well enough that thst was doubiful!

According to the letter Arthur Augustus had
received from his brother, Lord Conway had dis-
covered on the Island of Monkeys the treasure
of Potomayo, the revolutionary general who had
fled long years ngo info the wilds, That was
known to Joao Rabeira and his “banda ' of
desperate outcasts. Lord Conway, Tost in the
trackless wilderness, was hunted by the bandiis
to wring from him the scoret of the oxact loca-
tion of the treasure on the swampy island in the
Black River. The lask of fin inF him and
reseuing him was one compared with which the
search for the proverbial needle in a haystack
was rather easy and simple | )

Gaston knew (he Ilha dos Macacos—he had
onee visited it in the course of his trade wup-
country with the wild Caraya Indians. Tho
juniors could nof have expected, on their own, lo
pick ik out from the seores of other islands in the
Black River. And even when they reached il
their task was not at its end, but only at ifs
bheginning,

But Arthur Augustus did not think of faltering
for a moment, and his comrudes were prepared
to back him up to the last shot in (he lacker,
But 83 the juniors were making their prepara-
tions to start after breakfast in the glimmering
dawn, the swell of 8t. Jim's was noticed to have
a very thoughiful and worried expression on his
noble countenance.

“Ibk will bo  fealifully hot pwesently, you
follows,” Arthur Aogustus remarked at last,

“Most likely,” agreed Tom. “What about
that, (Gussv 1"

1 losk mv hal in the wivah yestahday,” said
Arthur Angustus. A fellow can wun aboul
without his hat st hame, but nat in Bwazil! The
sunt is wathah too hot for that, Whal the dooce
am 1 goin’ Lo do for a hat?”

" Ask Cucumber lo lend you one!" suggested
Lowther.

“Cucumbah lost hiz hat alse, Lowthah—and
anyhow, I counld not bag his hab,” said Arthur
Algusius,

“Ho can lend vou a bola ! said Monty.

* Are you wandewin' in your mind, Lowthal?
Cucumbah doea not weah s bowlah hat,” said
Arthur Augustus in astonishmeiii,

“Ta, ha, ha "

“Oh ewnmbs! Are you malkin' wollen puna
again, Lowthah? Weally, you ags——"

“Senhor Um Olho!” O Pepino butted into tha
discussion. The juniors looked round at him.

There was & plaited grass-hat on Cueumber's

Tie Gem Lisrany.—No, 1,645.
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woolly head.
hand.

He grinned
Augustus,

“Um chapeu,
Pepi!u).

“1 suppose shappayoo is Portuguese for hat
said Arthur Augustus, “ But where the dooce has
Cucumbah got these hais fwom 1

Tom Morry laughed. .

“They've easier to make than your silk toppers
at home, Gussy | Cucumber's found the malerials
growing here, and he's plaited them limself.”

“Bai Jove! He is a feahfully clevah ohap1”
said Arvthur Augustus. “ Fancy a chap bein’ able
to make a hat just like n hattah, you know | How
do you say yon are vewy much obliged in Portu-
guese, Pom Mewwy 1"

* Muito obrigade.” S S

“Yaas, that's it | T knew it was somethin’, you
know, but I could not wemembah what, am
pwetty good at languages, and I should get on
all wight if T could only wemembah the words,
and what they mean. Muito obrigado, Cucum-
bah 1

“Nada, senhoy, nada|” saul O Pepino, grin-
ning and ducking his woolly head.

"Lj suppose nada means somethin' in Porto-
gue_se—-"

‘I doesn't!” prinned Tom,  "Tt means
' nothing.

** Yuas, wathaly, I wemembah that now T weeol-
lect it 1”  Arthur Augusius put on the big, shady
grass hat. “Bai Jove! It's quite a good fit,
weally. You are a bwick, Cucumbah] Muito—
thingummy—what do you call it? 1 shall be
vewy gﬁq of this hat when the sun gets wp a
little highah. Cucumbal, old bean, muito
thingummy "

hingummy,” probably, was a new one to
0 Pepine, but le :lljodded and grinned.

The juniors had few preparations to malke—
now that Gussy was provided with a hat to shade
his noble head from the tropical sy,

What had been saved of the outhit in the canoe
was divided into bundles, which were small and
light enough to be easily corvied, TFood—such as
it was—packed into o very small compass—there
was nothing but earne seca and a little native
bread, But there were masses of fruits growing
wild in the forest, and the 8i. Jint's fellows were
ahle to help themeelves to all the banavas and
planiains and nuts that they could eat, They had
to 'live on the country ” as they advanced
decper info the untrodden wilds.

Gaston and Cucumber led the way—the French
trader watchful, with his rifle under his arm,
O Pepino wielding his machete to clear the way
when it was blocked by tropical luxuriance—
which was very frequently the case,

Tom Merry also had a rifle under his arm, and
Arthur Augustus carried the rifle that had
belonged to Joao Rabeira, That fivearm was a
welcome addition to the limited armament of the
advenlurers, bui it did not seem to add to the
peace of mind of Arthur Augusing' comrades,

Blake, Iee]ini something peke him in the back
as they filed through the forest, glanced round
and ejaculated :

" What's that?”

“ All wight, deah boy,” said Aribur Augustns
reassuringly, “If was only the muzzle of my
wifle,”

“What " yelled Blake
"1 was shiftin’ it to my othah arm,” explained
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,645

Theve was another in his big black
Arthur
said O

extended it to

Olho 1"

and

Scnhor Um
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Arthur Augistus, “T twust it did not hurk you,
Blake I' It was only a vewy light tap.” :

Jack Blake looked at his noble chum as if ho
could have bitten him.

" You blithering idiot | he hissed.

“Weally, Blake—"

“You dangerous maniac!” roared Blake.
“Is anythin’ the mattah, Blake 1

" Something will bo the matter if you don’t
point that rifle upward 17 yelled Blake. " Some-
thing will be the matter with your face! Your
nose will be knocked throngh the back of your
head I Bea?”

“Wats |

However, Arthur Augustus sloped his rifle
with the muzzle upwards—to the general relief.
But ns the san rose higher, and the steaniy heat
of the tropical forest beecame more and more
opprassive, the weight of a ¥ifle began to tell
Avthur Augustus shifted it to his other shoulder,
and caughi the trigger in a trailing creeper.

Bang 1

" Bar Jova I

Gaston came spinning round, finger on {rigger,
0O Pepino rushed back, machete in hand. The
party came to a startled hali as Gussy’s bullet
went soaring through thick branches overhead.

“Vat—" exclaimed Gaston.

“0 juimigo?"” panted Cucumber, .
“Bai Jove! Ti's all wight I exclaimed Arthu
Augustue,  "Nothin’ the mattah—only my wifla’

went off somehow. Oh ewikey | What's that?”

There was a sound of crashing and wild rust-
ling in the foliage overhead, ft sounded as if
some heavy bedy was falling, crashing from
braneli to braneh.

The juniors fumped clear of the spot, all eyes
staring upwards, every hand grasping a weapon,
From the branches a sinuous spotted body
}im'tlad, ¢rashing on the earth almost at their
el

“Joguar!” gasped Gaston,

“Gweat Scott 17

The Frenghman's rifle was aimed instantly.
0O Pepine’s machete rese in the aiv., But neither
was nedded

T]}le great cal of the forest luy desd on the
enrth,

_ Not even o howl had come from the jeguar as
it was struck, By the strangest freak of chance
the random bullet had siruck a vital spot, and
killéd the 'sr'n'nga animal instantancouely,  Arthur
._etulgustu's gazed at it like a fellow in o droam as
it lay.

% B’ib-hai Jove I” he stutterad. “Oh, by Jove )"

Tom Merry & Co. stared blankly at the doad
joguar, and stared ot the swell of 8t. Jim's, It
was very likely that the fierce boast had been
lurking in the' branches, walching the party as
they F‘nased belaw, and pmparing to spring upen
ona of them. If that was go, Arthuy Angustus, by
happy chance, had put pawd to the jaguar just
n tume,

“0h crumbs ' gasped Tom Merry,
how L

“The wifle went off,” gasped Avthur Augustus,
“I—1 thinl tho lwiggalh must have caughl on
some i’ —""

“Oh my hatt? Nt

" And—and that howwid beast was up in lhe
twee 1 stultered Arvthur Augustus,

“"Good old Gussy1”  said Mouty Lowthor.
“"He's gob & jagnar this lime| Hc‘lfr get one of
us next 1

" Weally, Lowthah—"

"1 zink,” sard Gaston Moutarde, in a very dry

" Qussy,
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totte—""1 zink it iz verrvee lucky zat zo jaguar he
is keol, Lut I zink also zat vin of zo ozzors had
beller carry zal rifle."

1 shiould jolly well think so 1" Lreatlicd Blake.

Y Weally, Mistah Mustard——"

ST earey it for you, Gussy, old man!" said
flovyies, N

Weally, Iewwies——"

Seep oca ! satd Monziedr Mountarde,  Zis
{inie he is verree lucky—anozzer thine he may
bring o enemy on to usl Zat you hand over ze
rifle, mon peli "

Avthur Augusing preluctantly relinquished the
rifle fo Geotge Terries,

Monsieur Moutarde was firm on that poini—
with the unanimous support of the whole St
Jim's porty. They did not want that lucley shot
to_be followed by an unlucky one.

But 0 Pepino was gazing at Arvthur Augusius
with wonder and awe n his black face,

Not understanding Iinglish, O Pepino was un-
aware that the rifle had gone off by accident,
and that the bullet had found an ulterly un-
looked-for and unexpected billet | To O Pepino's
eyes, Arthur Augustus liad shot dead the most
dangerons cnemy of the perilous forest—killed
it stono dead, in its deep cover in the folinge,
with a single shot ! O Pepino's admiration was
unbounded.,

“H possivel " exelaimed O Pepino.  “Meu
patrno e cacador illustre—grande !  Grande
cacador men patrao, Senhor Um Olho 1

“Tla, ha, La!” roared Tom Merry,

And . Gaston chuekled,

“Bii Jove! Whal is Cuewnbal sayin!, Tom
Mewwy, if youn can undalistand him?" asked
Arthur Augustus,

“Ha, ha, ha! He's saying that his masler,
Mister Onediye, iz a pgreat and illustrious
hunter!" howled Tom,

“Tla, ha, ha!" selled the other juniors,

“Tle thinks you meanl to get that jaguar!”
chortled Totn.  * Some shoi—if you har]}!”

SHG, ha) w1

0 Pepino stared vound, pugzled by lhe merri
ment of the Bt Jim's juniors.

S Cacador illustre 1" he saids “Grande cacador,
Soichor thn ' Qlho 1M

*Ha, by, ha )" !

“Allons 1 prinned Gaston, and le weni back
lo the head of the line, and the mareh was
resumed, the dead jaguar left where it had fallen,

And George Hevries kept possession of Gussy's
rifle—which the whole party considered wus safer
i lis keeping than iy Gussy's—"grande caca-
ih)li " oas O Popine belioved Avthur Abgnstns (o
wl

THE PECOARIES !
s NDIANS 1
. Ciaston nodded,

It was the following morning., After a
day's murch, the 8t, Jim's explorers hid eamped
in the deep forest, and Tom Merry & Co, Efkd
slept as soundly—or more soundly than they had
bieen wont to sleep in the dormitories of 8t Jim’s,

Haydly ten miles had been covered 1n the day’s
march—bub it was tough going, and over long
spaces o way hed to be hacked in the tropical
undergrowths.

Tived to the bone, the schoolboys slopt almgost
like logs, while Caston and O Pepino wafelied
. Purns;

Willingly the jupioss would have taken {heir
turn on guard, but Gaston only shook his lead
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and smiled ab tho suggestion.  liven when he
allowed O DPepino to reliove him, the French
trader slept with one eye open, as it wers. Bab
there had been no alarin, either during the day's
march or during the nighl's rest, and if Joao
Rabeira was still following on, he was keeping
his distance. It secemed to the junicrs more likely
that now his Iasl desperate attenipt to stop tho
party had failed, he had gone on ahead of them
to join up with his gang of hravoes at the Tlha
dos Macacos, That, however, was only conjeclure,
and vigilance did not relox for a moment.

As they ate their breakfast in fhe suiirize, the
juniors noticed that Cinston and 0 Peéping wero
talling logether in Portuguese, in low, ecarnesl
toties, wilth serions faccs—CUaston grim, and the
usual grin quile missing from Cucumber's broad
black face,

Both of them left the camp and wenl into the
forest, though not out of sight. The juniors could
see O Pepino peinting oub sowething (o Monsieur
Moutarde, who stooped and examined the earth
with keen, searching eyes,

“Something’s up 1" said Tom,  ITe wondered
whotlier, ofter all, Rabeira lLad bLeen lurking
about the camp during the vight. :

“Whatevah it iz old Cuyeombal's spotted 1k
said Arthur Augnstus.  “ Pwightfully useful chayp,
old Cicuinbah [

Gaslon came back into |he eamp with o giave
face. He smiled fainily as seven pairs of eves
{turned questioningly on lLim.

Tt is zo track,” he said. 0 Pepino sce zo
Eruek of ze Carvaya, ‘1t is ze foolprinf of ze naked
oot.”

Il was then that the juniors exclaimed all
logether

“TIndians "

Ho [ar Tom Merey & Ca, had seen oily a single
specimen of (he wild Indiang who dwelt in the
forests and swamps of the sertao—the desert.
Ambushed on one of the islands i the Black
River, he had loosed off an aviow ot their ganoe,
Bub they kiew thak they were now elose on the
Jaraya country, The aotual zelllements of the
Tndians were far away, hut wandering parties of
Red hunters traversed the foreste on Loth banks
of the Prelo, and an encounter wae possible al
any time. 2

Many of the Caraya tribes, Gaston had told
them, were friendly—or, ot loosl, indifferent to
the white men, so long as they weve left alone,
But there were warlike tribes in the dim nnknown
sertao who had hardly ever scon Lhe face of a
white muan, and to whom the Brazilian Govern-
ment was only a nane—if, indeed, they had heard
of i ab all,

Ih was snell a tribe that had massacred Gengpal
Polamayo and hig followers, who had fled (o Lhe
wilds after an unsuccessful revolulion [wenty
years ago. Blood had been shed in forrents on
the Ilha dos Maeacos, where the revolutionayy
general had buried the war-chest he had careied
iito the wilderness in his flight,

Tt was startling news to tho juniors that an
Indian spy had go.m: lurking vound their camp
under cover of darkness while they slept,

Claston seanned their faces and smiled again.

S0y st Zere are Didians,” he said, “ You
do not zink zat you like to go back to zo quinta 7"

“Wubbish " answered Arthur Augustus,

“Allons! Wa go on,"” said Gaston. “But kee[:
#0 oye verrce wide open. Ze arrow from ze bus
is mo respecter of ze person, n'est-ce-pas
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The juniors' hearts were beating rother fast as
they reaumed the march in the rising sunlight.

An Indian scout had located their chmp, that
was certain, and it might or m tit not mean
hostilities, A numerons and well-armed party
would probably have been safe in traversing any
region of the sertao, but it was qguite likely that
o small party, with only three rifles among them,
might tempt the saviges lo hostilifies.

ut they had nct come 3o far to turm back nt
a danger that had been forescen from the start.
They tramped on steadily, with eyes and enrs on
the alert. To blind their trail was impossible.
The gashes of the machetes, where it waos
necessary to hack a \\gnﬂ, left signs that it did not
need an Indion to pick up. A blind man conld
nlmast have traced it. }

Tt was late in the morning that Gaston came to
g sudden halt and signed to the juniors to stop.
They halted, grasping their weapons, staring
about them in momenfary expectalion of sceing
dark bronze faces, searrod with cirgles cut in the
gkin in the Caraya manner, peering from {ho
bush, They saw nothing, but ns they listened o
sound came to their ears—a peculior Jow soun
like the grunting of pigs. i

Phat sound came neaver, accompanied by &
rustling in the undergrowth.

The rustling, grunting, and squeaking sounded
s0 exaetly like o herd of swine rooting in the
thicket that Tom Merry & Co. could not help
thinking that that was what it aclually was. But
the faces of Gaston and Cucumber were set os
ﬁrim!y as if n whole tribe of Carayas were on
the warpath close at hand. s

“Pai Jovel! What the thump is it7” mur-
youred Arthur Augustus,

He tapped O Pepino on a bare blagk arm,

“(s porcos,” said the black man, m answer o
the unspoken question. .

“ihat sounds as if it might mean pigs. you
fallows,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Tt does,” said Tom.
“Well, pi are
animals,” said Arthor Augnetne.
goin’ to wowwy us, I suppose.” |

“yyild pigs may be dangevous,” said Tom.

“Pigs are rasher then other animals” ve.
marked Monty - Lowther. But his comrades,
listening intently to the sounds of the approach-
ing herd, did not even perceive that this was &
pun. 3 A

Goston made them a sign to be silent.

“7e pecearies |? he whisperad, -

“Peccaries 1 rapeated Tom, also in a whisper.

Flo had heard of the peccaries, the wild pigs of
the Brazilian forests. Small as they were, they
wore indescribably fievce, and absolutely without
fear. 'The St. Jim's party were passing close to
a herd of peccaries—probably not more than
twenty yords of Jun‘;]n and forest separated them,
They could see nothing of the animals, but they
could hear, '

"“If zey scont us—" muttered Gaston.

Tt was difficult for the schoolboys to feel in
danger from p:ﬁd, but it was plain that Gaston
Moutarde was deeply uneasy.  Bub what wind
thero was in the forest was in their fayour. They
were windward of the peccaries, and the animals,
keen as their scent was, did nob scenl them.
(aston, after listening for o long, anxious
minute, made o sign to move on,

" Allons 1 he whispered. “Make no sound. If
re peceary he seo us, it is ta olimb ze tree—2ere ia
no ozzer vay., Zo silence I
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The Bt. Jim's Emrly trod on quietly. Behind
them (hey could hear tho grunting and rustlin

of tho peccaries, and the sounds sedmed Lo be fol-
lowing them. No doubt the wild Pigs, in their
search for fallen nuts, were taking the samo
direction, If they had seen or sgented the pnrtﬂ
they would have come on with a rush, an

atticked with the unreasoning ferocity that was
their nature, (iumi.ly, but.as swiftly as the under-
growth ollowed, the juniors trod on after the
trader, and the grunting and rustling died away
behind them.

STRANGE ALLIES !

PEPINO'S brawny black arm suddenly rose
and swept through the air, and the aharp
macheto in his hand flew into the bush,

Tam Merry & Uo, halted, stariled by the sudden
action, and wondering for a second what it meant.

Phen they knew, bs a loud and terrible yell
gounded in their ears, and a wild figure rollud
out of the bush, breaking through a mags of
lianny almost ot theiv feet. g

TOhT %n'apm.l Tom,

In startled horror the _llmiors nzed at the
Indian. An arrow was still grasped in the dark
bronze hand; the bow had fallen in the bush as
the machete strack. The dark face, strangely
marked with eub cireles that looked like another

aiv of eyes, was upturned, sét in a glare of
crocity.

They could hardly realise that the savage was
dead, but it was & dead man that lay at their
fect. his skull split by {he sharp edge of the
machote.

“Bam 1 breathed Gaston Moutarde.

O Pepino grinned, \

“Morto!” he said, as he dragged back his
hatehet and wilmd it on the lianns; and he
grinned cheerfully at the juniors, with o flash of
white teeth.

“Pai Jove I” said Avthur Augustus faintly,

Tho juniors did mnot meed telling that the

watehful negro hagd acted only in time. The
arvow that was clutched in the bronze hand had
been fitted to a bow, and it wauld have transfixed
one of the party had not O Pepino spotted the
Indian in his ambush. But that tragio ineident
gave the schoolboys n shock, all tho same.
. To O Pepino and the Trench trader it was an
inoident of the forest, ns little to be regarded as
the crushing of a mosquitn, or slamping on the
hiend of a snake., But Tom Merry & Co. were
nob used yeb to the ways of the sertao.

“(gme on 1 muttered Blake, with a shiver.

CGaston signed o them to stop. &

% Zove are ozzers!” he said, i a low. voice

The juniors listened.. Ifaint, und stealthy
sounds could be heard from the tungled forest. -

Other Indigns were round Uhem, unseen, not #o
near ot hand as tho savage whe had fallen under
Clicumber's machete. But they wera there, and
they were closing in on the party.

“0Oh erumba! Look ¥ breathed Manners,

TFrom an opening of the forest, a dozen i‘ardu
distant, a fierco dark face looked. Only for a
moment. was it in sight, but that moment was
enough for Gaston Moutarde. The French trader
firad on the instant, and a wild yell answered the
ghot ns the Caraya went crashing down into the
nndergrowth. i

From five or six divections the yell of the man
who foll was auswered by other savage ecries,
More than a dozen voices were calling.

Fvidently the Indian scont who had discovered
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the camp in the night had carvied the news to his
comrades, and the party were watched for in tho
forest.

The juniors drew together, grasping their
woapons. Perhaps they realised at that moment,
more clesrly than before, the overwhelming perils
into which the expedition was leading them. But
they did not falter. It was plain thut a ficree
atlack was coming, and they were ready o fight
for their lives.

Phey had halted under the vast branches of o
giganijc ceiba-tree, Gaston muttered a few words
in Portuguese to O Pepino.

The black man ducked his woolly head, and in
a momoit disappeaved into the forest.

CGaston pointed upwards to the mighty branches
oycrhead.

U Zat you elimb 1” he muttered. ” .

Tom Merry & Co. did not waste time asking
questions; it was for Monsicur Moutarde to give
orders. Tom slung his rifle over his shoulder and
swung himself into the branches of the huge tree.
His companions followed him fask.

Gaston was last off the ground. The French
trader swung himself into the tres with the
activity of o monkey. Vast masses of foliago
swollowed the 3t Jim's party. :

“0h cwikey I ‘came a sudden ejaculation.

H@Gussy " breathed Blake, Tor a moment he
feared that Avthur Augustus was falling,

Y0y eveglass I" gasped Arthur Aungustus,

Y What 7' hissed Blilke.

“The beastly cord caught on a beastly twig and
snapped | gasped the swell of Si. Jim's, 1 shall
have to go down for it 1"

“¥ou burbling enclkoo "

“Weally, Blake—"

#8tick where you are!” hooted Tom.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" 3

Blake grabbed hold of an aristocratic ear as
Arthur Augustus was about to descend in search
of the fullen monocla, Tom Merry gol a grip on
Ciussy’s necle. Between them they held him bacl.

0w 1" howled Arthur Avgusiug,  “Leggo my
yall, you ass! Leggo my neck, vou othah ass!
Ol ewnmbs 1

“You dunderhead "' hissed Blake.

'\!"You burbling jabberwock " gasped Tom
Muorry.

ST wopeat that T have dwopped my eyeglass "
Tiowled Arthur Augustns, I insist on goin'
down for my eyeglass,’

S1lald Lhim till T get hold of his nose ! hLissed
Herries, scrambling along the branch.

“Weally, THowwies—"

“Allons!  Zat you look oub!” came Gaston's
yoice, “*Zey come !

There was a vustling and serambling in the
wnderyoods surrounding the giant ceiba, Throngh
‘ihe interstices of the folisge the juniors glimpsed
a bunch of ecoloured feathers stnek in black,
matted hair.

At that sight even Avthur Augustus ceased to
{think of going down for his eyegluss. The wild
Uarayas had closed in, and a dozen savages weroe
gathered under the immense branches of the
coiba.

The juniors packed closs among the (hick
branches, twenly feet from the earth,

They expected whizzing arrows the next
moment, 1t would not take the Indians long to

uess that they had taken to the frees. But a

\and-fo-hand g\trugﬁle against heavy odds had
been eluded; thaugh, as the Indians could climb
like cats, the struggle was only postponed.

Guttural voices, spesking in a language of
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which the juniors did not underatand a single
word, flonted up lhwuqh the foliage. Then there
was o swaying as an Indiasn swung himself into
tha tree, evidently to search for the party that
had vanished from the ground.

The foliage hid him from the eyes of the
schoolboys above till suddenly o darl, matted
head appeared through the leaves, and fierce
black eyes roved round and glinted as they fell
on whilte faces. A split sccond later CGaston's
rifle-buit crashed on the matted hend, and the
Curaya, with a stifled howl, went erashing down,
crashing from branch to branch il he {hudded
on the earth,

From below ¢nme a savage roar.

The juniors reslised that there were ab loast
twenty of their enemies gathered under the ceibn.
In their midst lay the man who had crashed down
from the tree, groaning faintly.

“We can hold the brutes ofl‘ here,” said Jack
Blake, gnppmg his machete.  “They won't find
this an easy joh."

“Wathah not 1" said Arthur Augastus,

There was o swaying and rustling in the lower
branches, Gaston's volce came rapping:

“ Zat_you shoot!" _
The French trader, sitting astride a bough,

streamed bullets down, tearing and rending
through the folinge. Tom Merry and Herries
joineg in at once with the other twe rifles,

Wild yells answered from below, There was a
thud of a falling body, followed by another lieavy
thud. Then a F:owliug and scampering told that
the Redskins were dropping back from the tree,

Whiz, whiz, whiz! came (hrough the branches
and srrow after arrow tore through the ceiba.
But the thick branches—some of them two or
three foet in thickness—were n goad defonce. An
wrrow stuck, gquivering, in the brim of Arthur
Augustus’ new hat.

“Oh ewikey !” said Arthur Angustus.  Ha
jerked it out and pitched it awsy. *This s
getbin' wathah warm, yon fellows! 1 wondah
why old Cucumbah is not, heah; old Cucumbah
would be vewy useful now.”

All the juniors wondered why O Pepine had
disappeared inlo the forest instead of following
theny up the ceiba. His strong armi and sharp
machete were needed when the attack came again.

But the Carayas seemed reluctant fo elimbh in
the face of bullets streaming down from the rifles.
For o time the tree was thick with whizzing
Then the shooting sluckened, enly an
occasional arrow whistling up into Lthe ceiba,
Then it stopped.

“Are they going {” breathed Blake.
too much to hope,

Gaston_gave a low chuckle.

“ Zey do not like ze bullei,” lie said.
flo not go| Zoy vait and zey vatel,”

“Then we're fairly treod 1" said Tom.

“We wait also ! said Claston.

1t seemed to the 8L Jim's fellows that they
were ubterly cornered.  Several of the Indianas
had fallen, but there were at least a score of Lho
waur party under the vast branches of the ceiba,
They could not met at the party sbove, and thoy
had realised that their arrows were of litfle avail.
But they had only to wait. No one could descend
from the tree without being riddled by arrows
or transfixed by the thrust of a spear. Indeed, it
looked as if the Tudiang had only to waib till
their e¢nemies dyopped like ripe fruit inte theie
clutches.

Y Teoutez I" murmured Gaston. * Listen '
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There was 0 sound of grunting, squealing, and
crashing in the thickets, approaching the spot.

*“The pecearies I” exclaimed Tom,

“Clest ea 1 grinned Gaston. 0 Pepino he
come back, and z¢ peceary he come after O Pepino
—and I zink zat ze Caraya he do not like ze
peccary |7

“Oh 1" gasped Tom.

He understood now why O Pepine had been
sent into the forest,

The devoted black man had risked falling into
the hands of the cireling Indians; he had risked
being torn in pieces by the sharp tusks of the

coepries. He had gone back the distanco that
iad been covered sinee the herd had been left
behind, and nothing was easier when he reached
tiwmkl.han to excite the ferocious animals to
altacl.

Now he was returning—with the whole howling

herd in fierce pursmit. And from the Indians
below the ceiba came loud exclamations of alarm
ag they heard the approach of the savage herd.

“0Oh, bai Jove|” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
“But—but old Cucnmbah—he must be in feahfal
dangal fwom those bwutes, Mistah Mustard—"

“C'est cal” agreed Gaston. “ Zere is verree
great danger,”

The juniors’ hearts heat faster as they listened.

The savage howling of the peccaviea told how
great was bthe danger of the black man who had
deliberately proveked them into attack and
pursuit.  Their thoughts centred on O Pepino—
they almost forgot the wild Carayas under the
ceiba,

But of the Indians il was unnecessary to think
further, The Carayas were already in flight.
Hurried rustling and crashing in the direction
opposite to that from which the herd came told
that the savages of the sertao weve going as fast
a8 their brown legs could carry them, Under the
ceiba, lay three of the Indians—who would never
_gtir again. But the rest were in ful] flight through
the forest,

“0Oh, look " gasped Arthur Augustus,

Through the openings of the foliage the juniors,
lIooking down without fear of arrows now that the
Carayns were gone, could see the enrth alive with
moving forms.

Bristly backs seemed innumerable, The grunt-
E;!g, squealing, and howling made a continuous

i1,

With it came & horrid sound of quarrelling and

enapping tusks, and the shuddering juniors knew

what was happening to the fallen Indians beneath
the tree—torn to fragments by the tusks of the
peccaries.

“But old Cucumbah | almost groaned Arthur
Augustus,  “Old Cucambah has saved ms, but
what has happened to him1”  And he shouted at
the top of his voice: "0 Pepino! Cucumbahl”

“Meu patrao!” came a faimliar voice,

“Bai Jove! Here he igl”

A pgrinning black face appeared through the
foliage,

Where Cucumber appeared from so suddenly
the juniors hardly knew, but they guessed that he
had climbed ancther tree to escape the peccaries
and clambered from branch to branch te reach
them.

“Good man 1" gasped Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! T am feahfully glad to see you
again, Cucumbah I exelaimed Avthur Augustus.

“Bom I” said O Pepino.

“They're going 1" exclaimed Blake,

He pointed downward.
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Fhe ocean of bristly backs was in motion below,
Granting, squealing, howling, many of them with
blood dripping from their tusks, the whole herd
of peccuries trampled off in the forest in the
direction taken by the fleeing Carayas.

Gaston chuckled.

“[ zink zat ze Oarayas vill not etop,” le said.
"“If ze pecerrics come up viz zem, sy must take
to zo trees—zere is no ozzer vay. Ze peccary he
is verrea fierce, and he is vorrce ohstinate. Buf
zey are gone. I zink zal wo go down, and we go
anozzer vay, isn't it."

And when the wild howling and squealing died

away in the forest, the 8Si, Jim's party descended
from the ceiba. Arthur Augustus, fortunately,
was able to find his eveglass, and then the party
moved off, siriking in a new direction—equally
glad to be clear of the Carayas and of the
peccaries.

TRACKED THROUGH THE SWAMP !

11 OTTEN I” murmured Arthur Augustus,

It was the following day.

The shadowy forest had been left
behind.: Under the blazing son the St. Jim's
party were crossing a wide swainp,

Far away on their right they could see a glim-

gy

The figure in front of Arthur Augustu clamped |
party rou

—
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met of the walers of the Rio Preto. Irom the
viver bank for long miles the swamp extended—
an ocean of fetid mud and slime, in which, here
and there, grew clumps of strageling bush.

It had heen hot in the favest, under thick
bratches that shut off the direct rays of the san.
It was hotter in the swamp, unzhaded from the
glave. And the going, which had been hard in
the forest, was harder in the swamp, where the
mud yielded to every step and the juniors some-
times sank to the knee. And the scents that were
stiveed up where thoy trod hove not the shightest
resemblance to the roses of June !

 rifle to his shoulder, and aimed it at the St. Jim's
he camp-fire.

 Rotten, and no mistake ' agreed Tom Merry.

“Howevah, it’s all in the day's work, deah boy |
But, weally, I wish that a Bwazilian swamp was
not quite so smelly.”

“Beostly ¥’ sighed Blake.

1t Pu!.ridyl” said Herries,

"“The Braziliuns ought to be o' very scnsible
nation,” remarked Monly Lowiher,

“Rai Jove! How do you make that .out,
Lowthah 1V

“I mean they hive o lot of scents in Brazil 1
explained Monty,

" Wate 1”

Giaston Moutarde tramped ahead, guiding the
juniors. Mvery now and then he tested the way
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with a long cane. Progress was slow. Once
already one of the parvty had sli})putl into deep
slime up to the shoulders, and had had to be
dragged out by his comrades.

Now the juniors were frending in the tracks
of the French trader, like the page in those of
Good King Wenceslas. Where Gaston ftrod, they
trod with safety, Strung ouf in file, they panted
and perspired after their leader.

Far aheed was a spob of shade, whera trees
grew on a patch of firm land. As the sun rose
higher and higher, the juniors were anxious fo
rench that spot of shade,

But they could only proceed at a walking pace
—alinost erawling, They had struck rather a bad
{mtr_-h on the jonrney to the Tlha dos Mucacos.
{owever, they were keeping clear of the Clavayas,
which was one comfort, Bub the sun and the
flies and the smell seemed rather worse than the
Curayas.

Afiles of fetid swamp had passed under their
feat, They were splashed with foul mud from
Liead to foot. Even Arthur Augustus lhad aban-
doned hope of keeping clean.

At intervals, the juniors noticed, Gaston
stopped and lifted his feld-glasses to his cyes,
scanning the swampy expanse they had traversed.

Looking back, the juntors could see nothing but
the dark line of the forest they had felt many
weary rnies behind,

If Gaston saw anything else, lie did not gpeak
of it. After earh backward survey, he tramped
ol again,

Now he halled again and stood for several long
minutes, with the field-glasses focused on the
weary waste behind the party. Tom Merry & Co.
came to a halt to wait for him.

“Bai Jove ! remarked Arthur Augustus, when
several minutes had passed, and the French
frader still remained motionless, “I wathah
thinle T will tale a west, as we seem to be stoppin’
heve. Bit down oun this log, you fellows.”

Arthuy Augnstus made w step towards a huge
log, half-spbmerged in slime, a few feeb from the
track through the swamp.

“Good egg ! agreed Blake, and he followed
I,

0 Pepino, who was bringing up the rear, shot
forward, splashing mud right and left, and
grabbed the swell of Bt. Jim’s by the arm.

“Nao! Naol” he exclaimed,

Arthur Augustus blinked at him.

"My deah chap, why shouldn't we sit down and
talke o west, while we are at a halt?” he asked.
"Oh ewikey ! keep on forgetiin’ Tom
Mewwy, call you put it in Portuguese ?”

“T’,:,n'qne nao?” asked Tom, meaning “Why
not?

0 Pepine pointed to the log.

“Um eayman | he said.

“Oh ewikey " gaspad Arthur Augustus

*“Au alligator !’ howled Blake.

He jumped back in a hurry.

The log lay perfectly still in the slimoe; the
alligator was probably uasleep in ihe burning
heai of the day., Tom Merry & Co. eved it
uneasily.  All the party were fatigued, but no
member of it wanted to sit on that log now that
Cucumber had explained that it was a cayman |

Gaslon snapped the glasses shut.

“ Allons 1" he said. “ Vou put ze bost fost befare
zo ozzer, isn't it

The French trader tramped on.  Tom Merry
& Co. splashed on in the mud after hin.
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The sim was epproaching the zenith and the
Leat was alinost intolerable. Bk there was no
pest for the 8t Jim’s adventurers; hot as it was,
and growing hotter and hotler; they had to leep
LeNE M

It was the fivst time that they had carried on
during the heat of noon, and they knew that
(razton must have some powerfal reason for eut-
ling out the usual midday rest.

\i‘eal‘)‘ to the bone, half-cholked by the fetid
adours of the swamp, they trailed on in the foot-
steps of Monsienr Moutarde, contriving somehow
to keep pace with their leader.

They drew nearer and neaver to the patch of
trees that loomed against the burning sky ahead,
It scemed to them that they would never reach
that spotenf welcome shade, Danger or no
dunger, they hoped that Gaston was going lo
eall o halt when tho swamp-island was reached.
It did not secemr possible to drag their weary
linbs farther,

“Home tree!” remarked Manners, with a nad
towards o gigantic tree that soared over the
lower growths in the island swamp. He made a
movemenl 1o take out lis camera, but desisted,
He was too tired aud hal even to bake a photo-
graph!

It waz a gigantic figtree, that looked to the
juniors almost as lavge as o eathedral. A party
a hundred times as numerous conld have found
shelter under its vast branches. The juniors had
soen  ninby  enormoug  trees  since  they  had
arvived in Bragil, bub this was the biggest ever.
Tiven the great ceiba which had barred the

"Mflooded Preto was a sapling compared with it

It was sheer joy Lo the juniors to step af lasg
under that immense shade, out of the baking
glare of the sun.

Graston looked ab them with a smile.

" Far you sre tired 1" he asked.

“Just o little, air," admitted Tom Merry,

“Yaas, wathali! But we can keep on if neces-
pawy, Mistah Mustarcd,” said Arthor Augustus
valiantly.

He tottercd as he spoke and leaned apainst
the vast trunk of the wild Rg-tree.

Ciaston grinned,

“Honrousement, it i3 not necessary,”  he
answered. Ve stop here and take 2¢ good long
rest till ve are distueb.”

The juniors did not inguire what disturbance
he expected.  They threw themselves down to
rest in the shade. :

Riftes amd packs and nchetes were droppe
ta the groumﬁ. Just then Tom Merry & Co.
wonted nothing but to lie down and lecp still
while the ache of fatigue faded out of their
limbs and strength reviyed.

Cliewmber eame from one to another with a
gourd of tepid waler, Then O Pepine laid
down to rest.

(raston stood for some minutes, surveying the
sun-scorched swamp  through his  field-glasses
He closed them, with a grim smile on his face,
and lay down, like the others.

If he had spotied an enemy in the far
distance there was plenly of time for resting.
No one was visible to the naled eye, and the
passage of the swamp was slow, If there were
pursuers on the trail it wai likely to be some
liours, ‘ot least, before they rcached the swamp-
igland.  Moeanwhile, the party slepk at peace
under the shade of the gigantic fig-tree.

Tom Merry's oyes shut and did not open
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till ho felb a shuke, and then e awakened and
saw Gaslon bending over him.

“Zat you vake,'" said Monsieur
41t is to eal.”

Tom sat up and rubbed his eyes. The sun
was red over the far-distant mountaing in tho
west; he koew that he must have slepl several
hours. The ficreest heat 'of the day wns over
(taston shook one after another of the juniors
and they awakened in turn,

“Oh 1" ejaculated Tom suddenly.

His eyes turned to thoe swamp ey had
crossec, Tar away, but clear to his sight, were
a number of moving figures.

They had, at the distance, an odd resemb-
lance to huge mushrooms But they were n
motion, and he know what they were—big grass
hats on the heads of men. Far away ns thoy
were, he could see thak (hey were not Indians

Ho gave Mousicur Moutavde a staviled look.

“MThe enemy 1" he exclaimed.

(taston nodded, and grinned.

Yt cal” hip pgreed. “Yo enemy I Yoy
come |’

“Mabeira?’ exelatmed Blake,

“1 zink so, mon petit.” >

Blake whistled.

“Mhey've picked up our track,” he said,

“That was casy cnough,” said Tom. “No
rood (rying to hide your track in a place like
this. Arc we pushing on, sir?”

“Non! We eab!” said Gaston,

And the party sai under the shady fig-tree

Moularde.

and ate jguana steaks, washed down by tepid
water, and while tl‘gcy ate their eyes were on
that file of enemies, winding through the

awamp, drawing nearer and nearcr with every
passing moment.

IN AMBUSH !

OM MERRY & CO. rose to their feel after
the meal was over and waited for ordera
from (faston. They were rested and

refreshed, and ready to start on the tramp
through the swamp farther on. But the French
lrader pave no zign (o recommence the journcy.

He signed to the juniors to keep in cover of
the great frunk of the figtree—ample cover
for many times their number. Keeping himself
in cover of & bush near at hand, he watched
thoe banda of onteast ruffians teailing through
the swamp, all of them now clearly wisible o
the naked eye. ’

The juniors oxpected the ovder {o marveli, and
to march swiftly. But it did not seem to be
Gaston's intention lo go an.  The grim smile
on his tanned face rather purzzled (he juniors.
Gaston looked as if he were rather pleased
than otherwise by the sight of Joao Rabeira and
his gang of bandifs.

“Mais si! Zat is Rabeira!
said Monsicur Moutarde. “1 zink zat he stop
ze first bullet! Oui, oui, jo le crois bien ™
He grinned vound ab the juniors. 1 zink zat
zos¢ rascals zey are in vat you eall, in your
language, oné verree queer skreel.” ¥

“We're waiting here for them?” asked Tom.

“%at is sol” Gaston chuckled. “Voyez mes
enfants! We are now verrce near to the Ilha
dos Macacos, and zat villain, Rabeira, he havoe
join his banda it is long ago. He lead zem to
look for us in ze forest, and zey pick up ze
trail and follow on. Comprencz? Zey lrack us
through ze swamp, But while zat we see zem,

1 see him now !
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zey to not see us, Zey do not know zat
and waik*”

And Gaston chuckled again.

“An ambush | =aid Tom.

He understood row.

“Bai Jove I

"Zat Rabeira, he is not ze only yun zat can
lay ze ambush!” said Gaston, grinning. *T also
can lay him, jen't it? And I zink zat zose
raseals  vill not all valk avay vunee more viz
zeimselves ! Pour eela, non |7

“Hy gom|” said Blake, “We've got them in
a cleft stick | Onee they're in easy rifle range

wo—=>""

" What do you zink{” grinned Gaston. “If
sy came ab ze von zey also tumble in ze
swamp.  And if zey go slow pick zem  off,
v by wvun, like zo liltle bivd on ze tree!l
Allonsl I wink zal I, Gasten Montarde, can
lay ze ambush as well as Joao Rabeira, isn’t
7y e

The juniors looked at Mongiour Montarde and
it one anolher. They realised pow that Gaston
had planned this ever sinee lis fieldglasses had
picked up the pursait, early in the moming.

Rabeira was following their lrvail throngh
the swamp, no doubt taking it for grauted that
they were keeping on their way, and were far
shead. There was no sign that they had halted,
5o long' as they kept in cover. The bandit
would 1ot know that they had turned ot bay till
the ring of the rifles told him go. Then it would
be too late. A

I'he  juniors' faees were grave. The rutliless
warfare of the sertao wos new to thein—new and
tevrible.

I hand-to-hand conflict they hnd no chance
against the banda of desperate ruflinns. armed
to the tecth. The {frader, the vegro, and seven
schoolboys, with only three rifles among them,
had little chanee, o  that numerons gang of
desperadoos got to close guartors, They had
known that they had (a face fearfnl odds and
overwhelming perils in o the scarch for Gussy’s
brother in tha wilds, and the disaster of tha
cance had inereased Cheir peril tenfold.  This was
Liaston's astule sehieme for dealing with the odds
against them. He had picked tinie and place
fop the conflict (hat had fo eome, and Rabeira
and his gang were walling nito a death-trap.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath,

“We'lve got to face it!" he saidl.
Lo us all if they veach Lhese trees alive.

" Yaas, wathoh 1”7 muvmured Avthur Augnstus,

tiaslon gave another chuekle.

“Zat Rabeira, ho follow ze trail,” he saic.
“ITe zink to egme up viz us when zab ve camp
for ze night, and zen—pouf —ane rush, and ze
knife, and all is over | But I, Gaston Moutarde,
zinke zal Ralbieira lie do pet live long enongh to
sec U8 eamp tonight, fsn'k it?  Wa have him
where we want him, mes gavcons—zis is vat you
call tip of o tep!?

Then, az he looked at the schoolboys, the
trader’s expression changod. .

Y AR, eal” e exclainied. " Zis is no work for
ze ccolier—ae schoolboy |  Pour cola, non, nont
Zat you remain belind zat Lree, and da not look |
Yan leave all zis to me 1

“Rot 1" said Tom Merry.
his rifle,

Unpleasant as the prospect was to the mind
of the Inglish schocolboy, he eertainly had no
iglea of leaying it to the South American trader.

“¥ans,  wathali1™  said  Avihue  Augustus

we stop

“Tt's death

1

And he picked up
e
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DAvey. “"We're all in this, Mis{ali Mustard|
You had bettal give mo that wifle, Hewwies, ™

“Life's sweet!” answered George Herrvies.

“Wenlly, Howwies; you ass——"

“We're fmcking you up, Monsieur Moutarde I
said Tom Merry, “We haven't come ‘inle the
desert to be chicken-hearted. Give the word [

Gaston shimgged his shoulders up to his eavs,

“Allons 1” he =aid, “Wait! You fire when zat
I pull ze trigger-—not before. Keep 1 ze cover,
mes enfants,

Keeping in cover; the juniors watched
advancing bandits with fast-heating hearts,

They were near enough now for the dark,
swarthy faces to be made out under the big,
shady grass hats, There were nine of them i

all, :

Little as they liked the deadly work before
them, the juniors could hardly feel pity for the
savage gang trailing them down with the inten-
tion of florpetmtmg a meroiless massnere.  If
Jono and his gang ran them to earth it was the
end of the search for Lord Conway—the end of
all things for them. Only the hungry urubus of
the sertao would ever know their fate.

And, as if warned of what was coming, a black
vultura a}npuared against the blue sky, a hideous
blot on the hlue, and it was followed Ly others,
urubu after urubu winging ncross the swamp.

Gaston made a movement, The juniors saw
him push his rifle throngh the bush in front of

®him, !ym[g on the ground behind it. The
moment of action was coning.

Over the rifle, that rested on a project.in%ruot,
the French trader watched the strung-out. banda
treading in file in the tracks left hours ago by
the 8. Jim's party.

They tramped and sweated nnder the bwrning

the
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sun, theiv eyes fixed on the shady trees ahlead,
probably longing to reach the shade, and little
Llremninq what it hid from their gaze.

(tnston's face over hia rifle was hard as stone.
At that moment the kind-hearted, good-tempered
Ireneh trader was as merciless as Joao Rabeira
himself.

He had sighted his riflo at three hundred
yards, and he waited with grim patience for the
pnemy to walk into the range. Onee within
easy shooting, he had them at his merey. They
could neither advance nor retreat. Hurricd
movements meant dostruckion in the uncoertain
path winding through frcacherous depths of
slime, where n sinﬁlo fulso step might bo fatal,
(faston liad planned well—and he had the whip-
hond of tho enemy.

The silonce of the swamp seemed heavy and
oppressive to the juniors as they waited with
tlirobbing hearts for the shot to ring out. When
it came suddenly, it came as startling as a clap
of thunder.

Cracl !

Joao Rabeira, at the head of his banda, gave
a sharp ery, pitched over, and lay on his face
i the oozing mud. [

THE WAY OF THE SERTAO !

0AO RABEIRA gave only that one sharp ery

a3 he fell. Ie loy where he had fallen.

Yrom the rest of the banda camo a wild
rour of surprise and alarm.

They ecame to a sudden halb, staring towards
the trees whence the shot had rung, and where
they could discorn no sign of an cnemy.

Ciracle, crack, evack!

The juniors, through the bushes, walched spell-
Lound.” Gaston fired twice, and Tom Merry once.

Tom's bullet missed, soaring away over the
swamp; but each of Gaston's struck down a
swarthy brave, sending him spinning. into tho

ooze of Lhe swamp.

“Oh, boi Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus
His face was pale.

Loud yells of rage and alarm care from the
bandits, They knew now that it was an ambush,
but they kuew too late,

Two of them rushed forward in s desperate
attempt fo et to close quarters, A couple
started vunning boek the way they had come.
Mwo more stoodl as if transfixed, staring as if
paralysed by the danger they had no menns of
escaping.. In the open swamp there was no cover,
and the (rencherous bog was all round {hem—
never had there been so fatal o trap as that into
which Joae Rabeira had led his banda.

(iaston shifted hie rifle, bringing it fo bear on

the lwo bandits who wero rushing desperately
towards the trees,

One of them, missing his footing, went into the
swamp and sank there, the slime closing over
his hoad. The other rushed on with a wild and
dosperate fuce,  Bub he was not within o hundred
vards of the trees when Gaston’s rifle rang, and
he pitched over, shot throngh the heart.

“Oh owikey !” murmured Arthur  Auguostus
faintly.

The other fellows wore silent. This was the
way of Lhe sertao, and it was fom lifo or death!

There was o sudden burst of rifle-fire from the
swamp. The two bandits standing where Joao
Rabeira had fallen, oponed fire with their rifles,
sending bullet nfter bullet crashing through the
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trees und bushes, and splintering on the trunk ot
tho greab fig-tree, g
Bub they could seo nothing of the St Jim's

party, nnd their firo was wildly st random. It
was casy for the juniors to keep in cover. Then
swifltly,

erack, erack, rang Gaston’s riflo shn:]ply,
and one after another the two bandits dropped
their rifles and pitched over.

Tom Merry had dropped his rifle-butt. Horries
had not used his rifle at all. But Gaslon
Moutarde necded no uid. In such an smbush,
one good marksinan had the life of every man
in the open at his merey. With a face like iron,
the French trader sighted his riflo at the two
men who were runninF, and who wore by this
time ub a distance, though still within ensy
range,

Avthur Augustus D'Arcy vontured to stoop and
tap Monsienr Montarde on the shoulder ux Lo
was taking ainm. CGaston stared up impatienily.

“Pway chuck it, Mistalh Mustard, now that
they are wunnin' I musmured Arthur Augustus.

TR TR
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“yat is not ze way of ze sertao!” grunled
Monsicur Moutarde, But ho shrugged his
shoulders and censed to fire.

The two Recing bandits scuttled on. No bullet
from the trader's deadly rifle followed them,
thanks to Arthur Augustus. But the juniors,
watohing their flight, saw one of fhem in his
wild haste slip into the swamp and sink into
the treacherous yielding slime.  With pale faces,
they watched his struggles ns ho strove to drag
himself out, sinking decper and deeper in the
vielding oore with every frantic effork. They
could not hear him, but they could seo that he
yelled to his comrade for aid—unheeded.. The
othier ran on without even turning his head, and
the hapless wrotch, struggling, sank out of sight.

Jack Blake wiped his forcheand.

“YTf (his is the sortmo, give mo civilisation!”
he murmured,

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Pom 1* O Pepino wos grinning, [rom car o
car, showing every dazzling footh in his woolly
head, “Bom, bom! O inimige do, Senlior Um
Olljo—morto! Bom !” '

CGiaston rose fo his feet.

“1 zinl,” he remarked casually, “zal ve vill
not have verree much more trouble viz Jono
Rabeira and his banda! Isn’t it? Marchons!”

The juniors were glad enough te march and
gol nway from that futal spot. But O Pepino
gave a sudden shout, and pointed with a big
black finger towards the fallen men that lay in
the swamp. Alligators were erawling from tha

(Continued on puge 36.)



A8 A PROTEST AGAINST THE DISMISSAL OF THEIR SCHOOLMISTRESS, CEDAR
CREEK BECOMES—

The School on Strike!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

EARLY BIRDS !

ILLY COOK, tho fareman of the Lawless
Ranch, raised his boshy eyebrows in sur-
prise. The ranchman was standing at the

door of his eabin, with a steaming pannikin of
coffee in one hand and a huge chunk of corn-eake
in the other. The foreman was finishing his
brealfast as the early sunrays cume creeping up
over the prairie,

Down the path from the ranch-house came a
clattor of hoofs. And Billy Cook, lowering his
pannikin from his lips, ejnculated :

llriy HOH!] [’I

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless camo trotting
down the trail, ‘and they drew rein to greet the
surprised ranchman,

“Top of the morning, Billy!" called out Boh
cheerily,

' You ain’t, off to school yet?” asked Billy
Coolk.

Y1 guess so0.™

“Early bivds, you know,” said Trank Richards,
with a emile,

"1t's a good two hours before your time,” said
ilie ranchman,

" Nothing like being early, Billy, you knew,”
said Bob Lawless. " We've gol-a new head-
master coming to-day, too |

sard aboub that,” vemarked the fareman,
thai Miss Meadows ain’t any longer

at Codar Creek.”

hat's =0.”

“Fired by the trustees?” said Billy.

" Correct.”

“It's an all-fired shame!” ssid Billy Cook
emphgatically, “Why, that Miss Meadows was
the neatest little filly that ever stepped in the
Thompson Valley 1

The chums of Cedar Creek laughed. Billy
Cook’s admiration was genuine, and  well-
founded. But they wondered how Miss Meadows
wmll[ld have liked to hear herself deseribed as a
SRy

“Tt wasn't your popper’s doing, Bol," went on
Billy Cook., “1 gness it was Mr. Grinun and old
TN Gur:teu that did the trick, and Mr, Lawless
agin' it

“That’s the ease," said Bob. “My father
stood up for Miss Meadows at the school trustees’
meeting, 'but he was outvoted.”

" A poldarned shame1” said Billy Cook. *"And
if I was a younker ab school, Bob, I guess I'd
kick up a shindy,”

Bob  Lawless smiled,

“ Perhaps there's going to be a shindy, Billy.”
he answered. “Perhaps that’s why we're poing

St d

1

In a yelling crowd the Cedar Creek fellows rushed down to the gates, with the struggling
schoolmaster carried bodily in their midst,
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lo sthool two hours early this morming.  Muwun's
Lhe word, lough,”

And with & wave of the hand to the ranchman,
the ehutns rode on Lowards the Eimber, leaving
Billy Cook staring after them with a peenliar
exprossion on his face.

In the dim light of ecarly dawn Frank Richards
and his Canadian cousin trotted on, They had
lefi the ranch-house before anyone else in the
building was askir, and had brought their breal-
fast—a fugal one—in their pockets, to cab as
they rode,

The chums had their own plang for that day,
which, for excellent ressons, they did not want to
explain to Mg, Lawless just vet.

They munched cold beef and crackers as they
trotted on in the fresh, clear air, and stopped ab
o spring for a draught of eold water to wash it
down,

Thoy rode on inte the.timbaor, where they found
theiv eliun Vere Beauclere waiting for them on
his black horae at the fork of the trail. The
Cherub was also an early riser that morming,

“FHallo! Here we ars again [V called out Bob
cheorily. " 8iill feeling game to go on the war-
path, Cheraly '

"You bet ! answered Benuolere.

“Wea shall find o good many of (he fellows
[here,” suid Bob, as the three chums rode on
togoether, 1 guess they're all game! It's up to
us fo see that Miss Meadows gets justice. She'd
be as mad as a hornet, T guess, if she knew we
were backing her up like this; but that doesn't
alter the case, Old man Gunten isn't going to
fire our schoolmistress at his own sweet will 17

“No fear 1" said Frank Richards emphatically,

The trio rode at & gallop by the forest trail to
Cedar Croek School. The glimmering creek and
the school buildings cama in sight at last, The
sun was higher now, but the hour was still early,
and af bhat hour, s a rule, there was no sign of
life about Cedar Creek. On this special morn-
}gtg;. however, thera were n good many signs of
ife,

The school gales were not yet opened, but out
gicde the gates seven or eighi fellows wero
collected.  They had arvived earlior thau Frank
Richards & Co, having 4 shorber. distance (o
cover to the school. Thers was n shout as= the
three rode up and ]'lun[peci off their horses,

“Hyer we are!” "bellownd Eben Ilacke.

i W);it.inq for you, old scouts 1 grinned Clhunlky
Todgers, “Hero we are, as large as life and
twice as natural, and rveady to scalp old man
Gunten if he showa p 1"

“ Hurrah 1

“And the noo 'cadmaster, if o shows up!!
said Hopkins, the Cockney of Cedar Creele. We
won't ‘ave 'ini ab no price, as sure as I'in 'Aveld
Opking

“Gate nob epen yet?" snid Trank Richards.
“We've got to geb in”

* Black Sam wn't up vet,” said Tom Lawrence.

“T guess that makes no difference,” said Bol.
Y11l soon have the gate unbavred.”

Bob Lawless rode his horse olose to (he pali-
sade and stoo(l on Lis gaddle, and then drew him-
self up to the top of the wall, He swung limeelf
over and dropped into’ the school enclosure, A
minute more, and the bars of the gate were
removed and the gate swung wide,

“Como in!” shouted Bob.

And the gohoolboys crowded 18, mreally exeitod.
They had mef at that early hour at Cedar Crook
School for an extraordinary purpose, and what
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the outcome would be no one could guess. Bt
Frank Richards & Co., ot least, were determined ;
and so long as they were in (he load, the rest
wers pretty cerlain to fallow.

CEDAR CREEK MEANS BUSINESS |
0 ENTLEMEN and galoots——"
“Hear, hear 1" i
“Go it, Bob!"

Bob Lawless had mounted upon a bench in (he
big playground, and his comrades gathored
round him,

In fhe distance the doors of Mr. Slimniey and
Myr. Shepherd's cabins were scen (o open, The
two assistant masters of Cedar Creok, astounded
by that early arrival of s crowd of schoolboys,
were looking out to seo what was the matter. DBuk

the erowd did not heed them; all attention was

fixed on Bob Lawless,

“Gentlemen and  galoots,” continued Tiob,
fwe'vo met here to stand up for our rights aa
free Canadian citizens——""

Loud cheers,

" And to back up Miss Meadows, our respeciod
schoolmistress, who  has beon  fired by the
trustees——"'

Groans for Lhe trustees |

“ Gentlemen, the matter's a simple one,” went
on Bob, waxing eloguent. “Miss Meadows is &
lady we all respect, She turned Keorn Cunton
out of the school for gambling, and leading other
fellows to gamble, nffer warning him more than
once. Conld she have done anything clse?’”

“Correct 1"

SOl man Guuten is chairman of Lhe school
trustoes, and he gob his mad up and called a
meeting, My po{nfmr votod for Miss Meadows;
the other two, old man Gunten and his friend
Grimm, outvoted him. They had the power o
sack Miss Meadows, and they did it. Miss
Meadows is gone,”

“Shame 1"

“To-day old man Guuten thosevs in to inlro-
duce our new headmastey in Miss Meadows'
place,” continued Bob. “Now we'ra going lo
talle plain to old man Gunten.”

“Hear, hear "

* As for the new master, I don’t know anything
about him, except thal his name's Peckover,
But goud, bad, or indifferent, ha docsi't ecome
hiere,”

“Hurrah |"

YAz he may be a good sort, we'll putb it to him
politely,” said Bob. “But, in any case, he's not
goli}r?'x ta be allowed fo fake on Aliss Meadows'
Jjob " .

“'No: fear [

“We'ra stauding up for Miss Meadows, And
wa're nob going to give in bill old man Gunlen
toes tho line and lels Misa Meadows come back."

“Brayo " :

c 'I'hﬁ» voar of cheering woke every echo of Cedar
sreck,

Black Sum, the stableman, was staviug on from
@ distance, and Sally, the cook, was looking ouf
of a window. Mr. Shepherd and Mr., Slimmeoy

were advancing fowards the excited group, with

surprise in their faces.

Both the assistant mastors sympathised with tho
schoolmisfress, and Mr. 8limmey, indeed, had sent
in his own resignation to the board. They wore
indignank, and thoy understood the indignation
of the Cedar Creck fellows, but this outhrealk
“was rather startling to them.
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Y What is all this?” broke in My Slimmey.
"Lawless, why are you here so early this
morning 17

“No harm intended, Mr. Blimmey,” said Bob.
“We're on the wnrputfn. that's all.”

' What do you mean, Lawlazs 7"

 We're not going to allow a new Head to take
Miss Meadows ?lace. sir,” said Frank Richards.

" Bless my soul I” "

Mr. Slimmey seemed too astonished to say more
than that. v

" My boys, you cannot act in & Inwless manner,”
gaid Mr. Shepherd. . “We can’t think of allowin’
¥ 1

“Please understand us, sir,” said Verc Beau-
clore. "' We intend no disrespeet to you or to Mr.
Slimmey, but we won’t consent to Miss Maadows
heing sent away. The whole schogl 1z with us in
thig, though we're not all here,”

"Please don't interfare, sirl” said TFrank
Richards. ' We should be very sorry to have any
dispute with you.”

Mr. Shepherd coughed. Fronk expressed it
very civilly, but his meaning was clear. The two
miasters would not be allowed to interfere, in any
cage. Mr. Shepherd and Mr. Slimmey exchanged
glances, and after a few moments’ hesitation
walked back to their cabins,

The lanck of ‘intervention by the assistant
masters had an encouraging effect on the vebels,
Those twa gentlemen were evidenlly not to be
feaved in any way, and were nol likely to offer
much support to the new master when he arrived.

Meanwhile, several more fellows had arrived
at Cedar Creek, and two of the girls—Molly
Lawrence and Kate Dawson. The erawd num-
bered sixteen or seventeen now, The excitement
whas growing, ;

It was pretty eertain that Mr. Peckover would
Imt in an appearance well hefore the hour for
essons to commence, and the schoolboys wero
enger to see him, wondering a good deal what he

was like.

There was a shont from the fellows near the
[[ntpt as the wheels of a buggy were lieard on the
trail,

""Here they come ¥ yelled Tom Lawrence.

There was a rush to the gate.  On the trail
from Thompson a hugey appeared, with old man
Gunten at the reins. Beside him sat a tall, thin
man, with a very square jaw, and little keen eyes
set very olose together. 'The schoolboys could
guess that this was Mr. Peckever, and they did
not like his looks.

Behind him in the buggy =at a heavy-featured
lad, with a grin on his face. That was Kern
Gunten, old man Gunten’s son, who had heen
turned out of tha school for rascally conduct.

The buggy came up lo the gates and stopped.
Old man Gunten and Mr. Peckover alighted, and

,Kern Gunten was about to follow their example,
when he saw the erowd and the looks they gave
him. Immediately the grin died away from his
face. He scented trouble, and he decided to re-
main m the buggy for the present.

Unheeding him, My, Gunten and the new master

strade i1 at the gates.

A WARM RECEPTION !

LD man Gunten glanced in surprise st the
0 crowd of fellows inside the echool” en-
closure,
*Come here, Richards!” he called out, recog-
,mising Frank.
Frank Richards approached.
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“What are you boys doing here so early?”
asked Mr, Gunten. -

" Oh, we've come " said Frank vaguely,

“I can see you've come " snagped r. Gunten,
“As you are here you may hold my horse.”

rank did not move. g
“These nre some of your boys, Mr. Peckover,”
enid the storekeeper, turning from Frank.
¢ new master nodded. The boys were all re.
garding him euriously, not at all favourably im-
ressed by his tight jaw and the cold gleam in
is eyes,

“Boys,” said Mr, Gunten, “this is your new
headmaster, Mr. Liphraim Peckover.”

There was a dead silence. Mr. Peckover was
leoking at the schoolboys very ecuriously. He
was sharper than the storekeeper, and he could
see at once that something was wrong.

"1 will show you your quartars here, Mr, Peck-
over,” said the Bwizs. “I think you will find
them comfortable.” 3

Mr. Gunter. was a little puzzled himself by the
vagne atmosphere of nnrest that surrounded him,
but he led the new master towards the lumber
schoolhouse.

Te Mr. Gunten’s sarprise, Frank Richards, Bob
Lawless, and Vere Beauclere planted themselves
before the poreh of the schooihonse. The other
fellows gathered round them. Behind them the
door had been opened by Black Sally, who was
looking ont with saucer-like eyea.

Bob Liawless held up his hand as the two men
edme up.

" Halt [ he said.

Mr. Peckover and old man Gunten halted.

“Lawlesa |" stuttered the storekesper. * What

does this mean #*

“1t meana halt!” answered Bob.
“Are you mad, boy1”

“1 guess not.”

“Btand aside at once'l” exclaimed Mr. Peck-
over, apparently making up his mind to assume
his new anthority at once. “How dare you speak
disrespectfully to Mr. Gunten?”

"Wrcﬁlon’t respect Mr. Cunten, you see,” ex-
plained Boh.

d man Gunten’s fat face was suffused with
rage, and his little eyes seemed to bulge from
their podgy pockets as Bob spoke.

* Lawless I” he stuttered.

“Listen {o me!"” gaid Bob. " Mr, Peckover,
we mean no disrespect to you personally, but we
have decided that Cedar Creck Bchool shall have
no Head but Miss Meadows.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“Miss Meadows has bheen fired by w dirty
trick,” said Bob undauntedly. “Old man Gunten
knows all about it; he did 1t.”

“Are you aware that Mr, Gunton is chairman
of the board of trustees?” exclaimed Mr.
Peckover.

i -&»ep i

“¥ou must be ount of

“1 guess not.
Meadows.”

“Boy,” thundered Mp. Gunten, purple with
wrath, “Miss Meadows is no longer headmistress
of this school. 8he has been discharged. This
gentleman i your new headmaster.”

“Not, at any price |”

“That is cnough I" said Mr, Peckover, his thin
lips coming to{gathur in a tight line, “T'm nob
the man to sllow my aut‘.hon%uto be disputed.
1 ghall punish you severely, wless, for your
impudence te Mr. Gunten.”
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“I should =ny so; by gosh |” gasped the envaged
storelceeper.  “ You have full authority from the
board, Me, Peckover, to enforee discipline in this
solinol.!

I shall nob fail, sie! :

Mr. Pecliover had a stick under his arm. He
let it slip down into his hand, and with a sudden
movement he grasped Bob Lawless by the collar,
taliing the rancher's son by surprise, so guick
atul catlike was his movement. The next moment
Dalb was swnng round, and the stick rose and fell
across his shoulders with sounding whacks.

Bob roared.

“Tet go!l By gum, lét go, or it will be the
worse for you ! he yelled.

Whaels, whack, whack |

Y Back up " shouted Frank Richards

He rushed to his e¢hum’s aid at once. My
Peckover had cortainly nob expected that. Trank
grasped his right arm, and dragged it down so
that the stick could not be used, At the same
moment Vere Beauelore grasped the new master's
ather avm, Mr. Peokover struggled furionzly in
their grip.

“.R:Pf(-asc. me!” lie thundered.
»on |

But instead of releasing him. the schoolboys
lli;z_]:ft-nm] their grip, and Bob Lawless grosped
1im; too.

Old man Gunten stood rooted to the grouud,
staring as if he eould not guite believe the eyi-
denec of his eyesielil. If seemed like a horrid
drean to him s Mr, Peckover was whirled off
his feet, his stick torn away, and the new head-
master was sent spinning back into the play-
ceomund  There he collapsed, measuring his
length on the ground.

Then Mr. Gunten seemed to recover his senses,
and he made a ?pring towards the schoolboys.
In an instant half a dozen pairs of hands were
laid on the fat storekeeper, and he went spinning
aflov tho new master.

Crash |

He landed on his baek, with all the Dbreath
knocked out of his body, Side by side the new
headmaster and the trustee lay sprawling and
gasping, and from the schoolboys round the porch
came & breathless cheer :

* Hurerah

“How dare

NOTHING DOING !

R, GUNTEN sat up. He blinked like an
owl at Frank Richards & Co. us he sat
in the dust and gasped. The fat store-

keeper was so surprised that he sceamed hardly to
know what had happened yet.

He staggered up at last, however, with bulging
cyes and flaming face. He realised thab it was
no horrid nightmare, buf plain and sober fact,
that he, great man as he was, had been ecollared
and treated as if he were of no more aceount
than any hobo who f{ramped the trails of the
Thonipson Valley,

By mosh'l® he gasped. “You young scoun-
drels! Oh] Ak

Bob Lawless pointed to the gates.

“There's vour way, Mr. Guuten,” ho said,

“Rascal |

“Hame to you, old scout. and many of them ¥
answered  Bob  cheerily, “Beatter keep vour
hands off, Mr. Peckover,” he added, for the
schoolmaster seemod to be abott fo spring at him.
“You'll get hurt if you don’t "

Mr. Peckover panted.
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“The school seems to be in a state of wutliny,
Mr, Gunten " he said, between his testh.

“By gosh, it seems sol The work of Miss
Meadows, I reckon |” panted the storekeepor,

“That's a lie " struck in Bob Lawless, “Miss
Meadows knows nothing whatever about it, We're
acting on our own hecause we won't see Miss
Meadows fived by a dirty trick—your dirty trick,
My, Gunien. You'ra a bad egg !”

“What 1" spluttered (he storelecper,

“A bad ecge said Bob. “Miss Meadows
turnied your son out of the sohool for heing a
gambler and o rascal, and your precious new
1endmaster wouldn't let him ecome back if he did
his duty, evenr if we let him, Bubt we won't leb
him, My, Gunien ”

“Greak  Seott!” gasped  Mr. Gunten. Ha
blinked helplessly ot the imsurgents. After hig
experience at their hands hio was not inclined to
try violence agam, enraged ns he was. -

It was only too plain that Frank Richards & Co.
were prepared to send him sprawling once more
if he altempited it.

The two men blinked at ene another, evidently
ak n loss: ; ;

“As for you, Mr. Peckover,”! continued Bab,
his eyes gleaming, “you've a bit too hefty with
yout stick, and 1t won’t. work here. You're no
good, sir, or you wouldn't let young Gunten come
back after Miss Meadows booted liim out. Youlre
niob the real white article, and I guess it looks
ag if you've worked it with your (rdner, old
man Guufen, to annex Miss Meadows' job here,
aud that’s a low-down trick [

Mr. Peckover soemed ou the point of choking,
He made a stride towards the porch, but the grim
looks of the schoolboys made'lﬁ]im patise.

“Come on, if you like,” said Vere Beanclere:

Tt will be the worse for voul”

“Bog," gasped’ Me. Peckover, I am your
headmaster 1

“Nothing of the kind "

" Bﬂsll !H

It was a roar of repudiation from (he Coeday
Creck fellows, and it made it quite plain that
they did not intend to acknowledge phraim
Peckover as their headniaster,

The schoolmaster turned fto My, CGunten.

“This mutiny must, be guelled, sir,” he said.

“I guess so | gasped old man Gunten. “ You're
empoyered fo take any measures you choose; vou
have iy anthority.”

“There are assistant maosters herve, T believe,
aud seivants.”

L33 Slll‘a !))

“Call them, then, to our assistance, and these
young rascils shall soon be reduced to order.”

Y CGood 17 said Mr. Gunten.

He gave the rebels of Cedar Creek a venomous
look, and strode away to the two cabins ocou-
sicd by the assistant nmasters.  Mr, Slimmey and
fe, Shepherd were outside the cabins, looking
ott from a distance, and conversing in low fones,

They glanced rather grimly af the fat gentle-
man as he came puffing up. The two young moen
knew what he wanted, but they did not look as if
Mr, Gunten would get what he wanted, Neither
did Mr, Gunten address them in the most tactful
way; he was too [urions far that.

“What are you loafing here for?"” he thundercd
as he eame up,

“What?" e
over the gol
storekeeper

“Can't yon see what's going onf”

“Perfectly well, Mr. Gunten.”

jaculated Mr. Slimmey, blinking
rime of his glasses at the iralo
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“Isn't it your duty to keep your: confounded
boys in order 7 roaved Mr. Gunten. “Lay hold
Inf]aomelhing——sticks or anything—and come and
elp
t. Bhepherd oyed him ¢almly.
elp restore order, do you mean?” he asked.

“Of course 1 do, you pesky jay I”

The Gentle Shepherd smiled.

“¥ou appear to allow yourself a very great
freedom oflljmlg\mgo. sir,” he said quietly, ““As
it happens, Mr, Slimmey has sent in his resigna-
tion as a protest against Miss Meadows’ unjust
dismissal, I have deoided, after consultation with
him, to follow his example, We are nof, there-
fore, under Mr. Peckaver's orders, or under yours,
Mr, Gunten.”

" Confonud you [* bursh out My, Guoten. “I
believe you're in league with thoss voung
scoundrels 17

The Gentle Shepherd made a step towards hin.

“Moderate your language, please|” he said
B]iﬂt y, o or n .

*Or what ?” roared the storekoeper.

“Or T will knock you down [ said My, Shep-
herd coolly.

TAnd so will I1* snid Mr, Slimmey. “You
cannot bully us; Mr, Gunten. You have caused
this riob by your shupby trestment of Miss
Meadows, and you ean deal with it yourself. I
leave Cedar Creek this day.”

“And T go with you,” said My, Shepherd.
“Come on, My, Slimmey, lot us pack und ged
awsy, We cannot remain while this is going on
and countennnce if, and certainly we cannot assist
those who Tave dismissed™ our respecled
calleague.” ?

My, Gunten, gasping with rage, raised his fat,
alenched fist. The Gentle Shepherd looked him
in the eyes and waited. Butb tho fat fist dropped
agoin and unclenched. My, Shepherd smiled
alightly and weut into his cabin,

“You're sacked!”™ roared My. Gunten,
you lear? Saecked! Fired! Get out

He received no answor from the masters, and
he strode away with a purple face. Cateling
sight of Black Sam, who was staring at the
crowd ot the poreh, he ealled to the negre.

" Come here, my man

Bluck Sanm came up,

““Your help is wanted,” said My. Gunten. * You
know me, I suppose?” "

“Me know Mass' Gunten,” sgreed Black Sam,
ehowing his teeth in a grin.

“Thar gentleman, My, Peckover, is fhe new
headmaster here. You ave to assist lim in deal-
ing with theose hoys. Get a horsewhip, !

Black Sam shook his head.

“Ma ‘hey Missy Moeadows,” he said. * Missy
Meadows gib me orders. No take odders. If
Missy Meadows no come back, me go.”

Mr., Gunten trembled with rage. FBven the
black man of all work had raised his heel against
him, snd to be defied by a nigger wasg tho last
siraw. His rago overﬂowud; and he raised his
hand and struck at the nq%ro s black face with all
hig force. Hig blow did net reach the mark,
however, ATblack hand gripped his weizt so hard

“Do

that the fat man gave o yell of agony, and Sam’s

face grinned at him.
“You white trashi® said Black Sam con-
temptuously. “ Low white trash, Mass' Guuten,
You vamoonse |”

He swung the faf storekeeper round by lis wrist
and sent lim spinning away. Mr. Gunten stag-
gered several paeces, gpasping, and Black Sam
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walked back to his own quarters, From him, it
was clear, thers was ne assistance to be had,

Almost foaming by this time, My. Gunten
returned to the new schoolmaster, who was wait-
ing near the pm‘uh with a black brow,

‘Well, sir?” snapped Mr, Peckavey.

“The assistant masters refuse to help. They've
resigned,” choked Mr. Gunten. “Even the nigger
is cheeky, by gosh1”
~ Mr, '.gteekover set his lips. What was to he
done in the civenmstanees was a mystery he conld
not golve at present. His cold eyes were gleam-
ing, and there was no doubt as to what he wonld
have liked to do; but the power to do it was net
in his hands.

The insurgent schoolbeys had watched Mr.
(Gunten’'s progress with grinning faces, a good
deal encouraged by his failure to obtain help.

My, Gunten turned o the boys at last.

“You will be punished for this!” he gasl:mﬂ.

“Come and  punish ws!” jesred Chutky
Todgers,

“We're veady for you, yon foreign trash!
roarved Khen Hacke.

“Come on, atty "

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

YT order you te make way and allow your
schoolmaster to enter the hovsa |? spluttered Mr.
Gunten,

“Rata 1

“ (o and chop chips]"

The storeleeper clenched his hands:

“Do you knew what will happen to you? If
you persist in refying authority I shall call on
the sherifi for assistance.”

“Call, and be blowed ' answered Bob Lawless.

“Vou will be turned out of the scliocl, Lawlese,”

“Well, I'm not  furned oubt yel,” =aid Bah
eoolly, ',: and there'll bo some treuble first, Mr.
Gonten,

“That's enough from you, My. Gunlen,” said
Frank Richards. “VYou'd better po, and take
your new sehoolmaster with you.”

“Vamoose the ranch " hooted Lawrénce,

Chunky Todgers enmo out of tlie dogrway with
a cushion in lus hand, and it whized (hrongh the
air. There was a howl from Mr. Guntenr as it
caught him under his donble chin.

“Ha, ha, ha®

“Now Light out!” shouted Chunky,
Eet some more i you stay
Juntei.  You make s tired |7

" Vamoose 1" eame in a threatening roar.

Mr. Gunten and his companion hastily backed
away, They did not want any more oushions,
and a jeering roar followed them fron the crowd
at the porch.

“Yan'll
hisve, ol man

“FIRED ! "

T was cloge upon school-time now, and more
and more boys and E_irla were arriving at
Cedar Creek. Moest of them gut-hered round

Frank Richards & Co, at the porch, It was casy
to seo upon which side in the dispute their sym-
pathies lay. Iiven those who did nof join in the
roevolt gave the rebels their moral support, as it
were, and wished them well,

There was a buzz of excited {alle while My,
Cunten and Mr, Peckover, at a distance, were
consulting desperately ns to what was to be done.

Outside the gates Kern Guuten still sat in the
buggy, feeling thankful that he had had the
sagacity to remiain theve, and not venture within
the walls.
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There wits no question of olesses that morning
Nobody went inlo the school-room. The uil-
accustomed holiday added to the general excite-
mient, and perhaps to the general cheerfulness.

Frank Richards & Co. had loid it down as a
law thal np more lessons were to be done at Cedar
Creck until Miss Meadows came back, and in
that, at least, they had lLearty and unanimons
stippork,

While the bnzz of discussion went on Mr. Sliep-
herd and Mr, Slimmey were seen to leave themr
cabins fogether with bags in their hands. To
stay there without interfering while the scheol
went on strike wans not feasible, and certainly
they did not intend te make any attempl to geb
Mr, Gunten out of the difficulty he had landed
himself in. It was his business and the new
sehioolmaster's, not theirs, Mordover, they were
well aware that their interference would nol have
Leen tolerated by the insnrgents.

Leaving their more bulky Inggage to be sent for
at & more converient tinle, the two masters had
pocked their bags, and now they deparied, Mi.
Guanten scowling, and Trank Richards & Co.
shouting a cordial good-bye.

“1 giness this is a cinch Y remarked Bob Law-
less. "What can the galoots do? This is where
they come ouf at the little end of the horn 1"

“How 15 it going to end?” murmured Molly
Lawrence. <

"It's going to end in Niss Meadows coming
back, I reckon,” said Bolr gonfidently. “Wa're
going to give old man Gunten our ultimatum—
good word, that! Cone on, you chaps!”

Trank Richards & Co. marched fto the spot
where Mr. Gunten and Mr. Peckover were stand-
ing falking in low tones. A cheering erowd fol-
lowed them.

“Made up your mind yet, Mr. Guntent” called
ont Bob,

The storekeeper scowled by way of reply.

“Ts Miss Meadows coming back ¥ demanded
T'rank Richards.

e R G T

Meet the Boy from Scotland Yard !

Here's something new in detective yarns !
An American boy working for the Yard!
How 7 Why ! You’'ll know when you meet
Frank L. Ickson—Flick for short—tackling his
first case with Detective-Inspector Walmsley,
It's a story in a thousand. Don't miss it
on any account. It's appearing to-day in
MODERN BOY and it's called—

“ DEATH IN THE
STRATOSPHERE!”
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“No " roared the storckeeper, !

“Then the school’s on strike till she does come,”
said Bob Lawless doterminedly:  “We won't have
lessons, we won't allow lessons to be given, and
we won't have your pesky new schoolmaster. So
you can put that in your pipe nnd smoke it, Mr,
Cunten |”

The storeleeper clenchied his podgy hands,

“Enough of thisI” he said, in a gasping voice,
“Tor the last time, will you receive your new
master and submit to his authority 1

“Nope 1" z

& Nc‘,ar If’

“No fear|”

There was no doubting the carnestness of (hat
veply, which was yelled nt My, CGiunlen by thicty
voices,

‘Then T shall leave Mr. Peckover liere, and go
al once for the sheriff I” said Mr, Gunten, in a

choking voice.

“You ean go for the sheriff, or for the

Governor-General, if you like " answered Bab,
"Bt_llt you won't leave Mr. Peckover here. Wa
ganﬁ' want lLim, and we won’t have him—that's
ak

“Mr. Peckover, kindly remain here till I
return,” said My, Guntea, taking no licod of Boh.

“Certainky, sir!” said Mr. Peckover. “You
will lose no time?"

“Rely on me "

My, Gunten walked away to the gates, where
his son was waiting in the buggy. The new
schoolmaster took a step towards gﬁ'[r. Slimmey's
cabin, with the intention of remaining there ill
old man Guoten returned with the necessary forco
to restore order.

But Bob Lawless meant business, and hLis fol-
lowers mennt i, foo. At a sign from Bob the
schoolboys made a rush and surrounded the new
master. Mr. Peckover halted, his eyes glittering.

“Stand back 1" he said, belween his teeth.

*Clollar him 1"

“Fire himn out:”

The angry man struck out fiercely on all sides
43 lie was collured by the sehoolboy strikers. Two
or three of them yelled, but Mr, Peckover's blowa
were soon stopped #s he was seized from every
side. He was whirled over in the grasp of many
hands, and was swept from the ground and
carried bodily after Mr. Gunten.

In a yelling orowd the schoolboys rushed down
to the gates, with Mr. Peckover struggling and
wriggling in their midst. Mr. Gunten spun round
from the gateway, his eyes almost starting from
iz head at the sight of what was happening.

Without  leeding  the storekeeper, Frank
Riclinrds & Co, rushed Mr, Peckover up to the
buggy and tossed lim bodily inlo it

Kern CGunten gave a loud howl as the school-
master crashed upon him, and they disappeared
into the bottom of the blﬁgy-tbgathar.

“By gosh 1" stuttered Mr. Gunten dazedly,

Bob Tawlesz and Frank Richards canght him
by the arms.

“Jump in " rapped out Bob.

“What?" :

“SJump in, or you will be chucked in! Sharp's
the word 1" :

a

0l chuck him in " roaved Chunky Todeers.

“Let me go! I—1 will get in!” gasped the
storekeepor.

“ (et a move on, then "

The fat storekecper serambled wildly into the
buggy. Frank Richards took the horse's head
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ALLO, Chums! The time is drawing near
when that hardy old favourite the * Holi-
ay Amnual ” makes its twenty-first wel-
come appearance, The “II A" comes of age
with its 1840 issue, and to mark the eveni an
extra-special volume has been prepared. All the
school stories—featuring our favourites of St
Jim's, the Greyfriars chums, and Jimmy Silver &
of Rookwood—are “the tops,” while the
humorous arficles and verses and the other rip-
ping features are betier than ever. I have had
the pleasure of reading the 1940 volume, and you
can take my word for if, it's super—232 pages of
the finest fun and fiction! September 1st 18 the
tlag' it will be on sale, and the price is the same
—five shillings, Make a note of tha, date—and
drop a tactful hini to your parents! ‘
“GUSSY'S WILD MAN!”
In ‘this gripping varn, which will he in your
hands next Wednesday, the adventures of Tom
Merry & Co. in the wilds of Brazil come to an end
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—but not before the schoolboy explovers have
experienced many more perilous and thrilling
situations—especially Gussy! The seareh. [for
Lord Conwny -in the wilderness proves fruitless,
and so Gussy chooses to slip away on his own into
the forest to laok for his brother! As is only to
be expected, he is soon lost! What happens when
he bumpe info the bandit again, and how he meets
a wild man of the woods, malkes thrilling reading.
Don't miss it!

“WNO SURRENDER!"

The revolt at Cadar Creek School is developing
on serious bub exciting lines. Serious as matlers
uwre  bocoming, however, ona thing Irank
Richards & Clo. are decided upon, and that is
there shall be no surrender until Miss Mendowe.
has been retusiated as schoolmistress. But can
they hold out against such strong opposition as
Sheriff Henderson and his posse, whose aid nld
man Gunten enlists to subdue the rebels? The
chums of Cedar Creek realice that it will be a
hard fight, but they lave no fears that the result
will be satisfactory from their point of view!

“RIVAL TREASURE-SEEKERS!"

Hayving joined Daubeny & Co. on a wild trail
of treasure-seeking, Juck Drake & Co. find things
too warm to be vomfortable—not only from the
blazing sun, but warm in regard to danger from
their rival treasure-sceker, Peog Slansy, 'The
one-eyed seaman gets ahead of the ?Benbow

_ juniors, and the latter find themselyes under fira

a5 they travel up the Rio Catalinal
Altagethor mext week's three stories are real
thrillers—go make sure that you hook your Grar
early.
So-long, chums!
THE EDITOR.
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and led him rouud -into the trail, while Mr.
Gunten and his son and the new schoolmngster
sorted themselves out in the vehicle, gasping and
furious.

“Of they go!” shouted Boh. -

Frank gave the horse a light flick, and the
animal, startled by the shouting, dashed away up
the trail, the buggy rocking behind him. Mr.
Gunten made a grasp abl the reins and controlled
the horee, but he did not stop. The fal gentle-
man was glad enough to get away from the ex-
cited school, and Mr. Peckover no desire
whatever to remain there by himself; he had too
much regard for his skin.

A roar from the Cedar Creek crowd followed
the buggy as it sped away up the trail fo
Thompson, The vehicle vamshed from sight with
a clatter of hoofs. Mr. Gunten was gone, and his
pew schoolmaster with him, and Cedar Creek was

efi, to itseli,

“Well,” said Bob Lawless, with o deep breaih,
“we're in for it now, you chaps |

“1 guess so!” said Chunky Todgers. “Who
cares?”

“In for a penny, in for a pound ! said Frack
Richarda. "“0ld mon Gunten will bring the
sheriff and his men, Ave we going lo give in?”

*No fear 1" 5 -

“T guess we can’t, handle the sheriff as we did
old man Gunten,” said Tom Lawrence, with a
whistle. .

"1 piess we're mot giving in unuless Miss
Meadows comes back,” said Bob Lawless.

“‘'thear, hear |

“Cedar Creek is on strike, and the strike gocs
on till we get justice,” continued Bob. “No Lime
to lose. “he sheriff will be slong before tho
day's much older. Tyory fellow thai isn't read
for a fight to a finish Nad batter hop out while
he's got a chance. We'te going to har the gule
and hold the school against all comers,”

“Bravo I”

“All the girls and all the kids had better go,
home,” said Bob, in a business-like way. “There
will be gome hard knocks, most likely, and pretyi
faces mustn’t get damaged.  Fvery chap who
stays after the gate is barred is in it to the finish,
even if we wind up in the ocalaboosa af
Thompsan |”

And Bol Lawless, like & good gencral, put liis
plons into execution af once. The little scholars
and the girls departed, accompanied by the few
who did net want to keep on te the end.

Frank Richards & Co. and a score of other
choice spivite remained, and they barved the gate
ail prepared for defence,

Before Jong, they knew, outraged authority
would be there, with fores to back it up, and it
would be a grim struggle:

How the affair would end no one could foresee;
but upon one point Irank Richards & Co. were
grimly determined—there was lo bo no surrender,
and until their sehoolmistress was veinstated the
seliool would remain on strike.

Next Wednosday : * NO SURRENDER! "
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JACK DRAKE & (0. DESERT THE SCHOOL-SHIP TO SEARCH FOR THE BUCKS OF
THE BENBOW !

TOODLES, TO0O !
7 LL_reacl?'. Mass' Jack 1"
A Tin Tacks, the coloured gentleman of
Barbados, spoke in a whisper,

Jack Drake looked round oautiously.

The tropical sun was blazing down upon the
wide waters of the Orinoco, on the littla white
town of Las Tablas, ard on the forests bevond,

The river steamer that plied on the Orinoco
between Trinidad and Bolivar was moored at Las
Tablas. On the deck a erowd of Benbow juniora
irnwned under the wide awnings, The heat was
wavy; under his mosquito-net, Mr. Packe, the
master of the Ieurth, was dozing

Par down the river the Benbow was anchored
and My, Packe's little party of trippers were well
on their way to Bolivar. During the stop at the
riverside town of Las Tablas most of the fellows
dozed or yawned; there really was nothing else
to do in the tropical heat. They were anuxious
for sundown and the coolness of night.

“Nobody am looking now, Mass® Jack!” whis-
pered Tin Tacks. “Ae got Indian canoe—pay
ihree dollar for him, 8'pose you come now, all
right | You trust ole Tin Tacks™

“Right-ho 1" said Drake.

He made a sign to his chum, Dick Rodney.

At that moment Tuckey Toodles of the Tourth
rolled out of a hammoelr under the awnings and
joined his cabin-mates.

Thers was a grin on Tuckey's fat face.

As a matter of foct, he had had his eye upon
Drake and Rodney for some time, and was well
aware that there was something “on”

“You fellows going off the steamer {* he asked,

* Hush

“Well, are you going?” asked Toodles. “T'm
not going to give yon away. In fact, I'm coming
with you, old fellow.”

Jac:i Drake compressed his lips,

1f the ¢hums of the Benbow were to get off the
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The

Benbow
Adventurers!
By Owen Conquest.

steamer unseen by Mr. Packe, it was necessary lo
use the greafest caution. The interposition of
Rupert de Vere Toodles bade fair to spoil all.

"Koulﬁan't come, Toodles |” whispered Rodney.

“Rot

"“You don't want to, kid,” said Drake. * Look
here, we're gning across the river in a cange——"

“All right| T'll come.”

“You fat ass—"

“Look here, Drake——"

“We're going into danger!” muttered Drake.

“You fathead(” muttered Rodney. * We'ra
warning you ! Look here, Daubeny and Fgau and
Torrence bave cleared off in a canoce with an
Indian, and we're going to look for them.”

“And I jolly well know where they're gour,
then 1" said Tuckey Toadles eoolly. “I've heard
'ein  talking about that treasure document.
They've gone to look for Peg Slaney's treasure "
“Yes; but—"

“And you're going after them to have a paw
in the treasure! I know [*

“Nothing of the kind.
their silly necks!”

Toodles winked again.

“Detter get off, Mass’ Jack!” whispered Tin
Tacks. "I tinl de steamer be starting again up
de ribber soon. Den too late to go.”

“Yes, yes! Tuckey, old man, don’t play the

We're going to save

zoal l:u:uw!" said Drake. “Keep you mouth
shut, kid [*

“All right! I'm coming.”

“T tell you—*

*You fat duffer—* hissed Rodneyw,

“T'm jolly well coming !? said Tuckey Toodlos
determipedly, “I'm not going to be left oul when
yvou're looking for a piddy treasure, I can tell
youl I say, you'll want me, too—="

“What the thump should we want you for,
fathead

“0 Jook after you, you lnow,” said Tuckey
Toodles calmly. “In fact, I'll be chief of the
expedition, you kuow. You Tellows remember
how I looled after you in Trinidad——"

“Tathead "

"Well, T'm coming.™

“You're not coming |[* hissed Drale.

The two juniors followed Tin Tacks to the side.
The blick man jumped info the Indian canoo
that fAoated alongside., There was a stack of fruif
in the eanoe, and Tin Tacks had thrown in a
length of canvas. The cance and the frnit had
been purchased from the Clarib owner at a cheap
rate by the black gentleman, and all was ready
for the start—if 'I'ickey Toodles counld only be
disposed of. But that was not easy.

Tuckey followed the chums of t[':m Tourth, still
grinning., They jumped into the canoce, and, if

»
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anyotie on the steamer noticed the action, it
looked as if they were only going down to
examine the fruit stacked there. Tuelcy Toodles
coolly followed them. ) : ;

It was impossible- to_ kick him out withoub
giving the alarm; and Drake was only too well
awiare of what My, Packe would do if he received
warning of the intended escapade.

He suppressed his feelings as well as he could,

“Toodles, will you go bacl

“No, I won't!”

“We're going into dangey—>"

" Ratg ¥ 4

"Ma ehuelk Lim on to stemmer, Mass' Jack 1
asked Tin Tacks.

Tuckey gave a howl,

“Kaep off, you black beast! I'll—”

“Quict I hissed Drake. 2

“T'm not going to be quiet if—"

“ghut up, I tell you! Clome, if you like, and
take your chancel” snid Jack Drake savagely.
“If you qet knocked on the head it won't be
much loss 17

“Ratsl?

The juniors sat in the canoe, the steamer’s eidn
hiding themt from My, Packe and ilie Benbow
fellows, '

Tin Tacks threw the canvas over them, and
pushed off with a paddle.

Anyate looking from the sieamer as the eanoe
ghided away wonld probably have sapposed thak
the canvas covered a stack of fruit from the sun's
rays,

Tin Taeks paddled swiflly, and the canee glided
fast upon the wide waters of the Ovinoro, heading
neross the great river. -

Tuckey Toodles ehuckled nnder the shelfer of
the cavas.

“This is printe 1 Le remarked. 1 say, Drake,
do you know where Daub & Co. arve heading for 1

“Yea; the Rio Catalina, on the other side of
the Ovinoco ™ growled Droke.

“Ts the treasuve therve?”

" Pathead 1

“You can keep it dark, if you like, but T tell

ou I'm jolly well going to e on the scene when
We discovered 1! said Tuckey Toodles, "T'm not
going to he left ot of the divvy ! No jolly fear [”

"nﬁﬁt, dry up 1*

“Yah 1" snorted Toodles.

Jack Drake looked hack cautionsly from under
the canvas cover, Las Tablag was a blur on the
bank now: the steamer was a spob agaiust the
white of the town. 'T'he schoolboy adventurers
were safo from recapinve by Myr. Packe, though
what My, Packe would do when he missed them
they could not even guess, But that was not the
¢hief thought in their minds at present. Their
business at present was to overtake Daubeny &
Co., and save them from the fearful peril into
which they had so recklessly run. :

i And as Las Tablas and the stenmer faded out
of view behind, Jack Drake watched the Orinoco
ahead for a sign of Daubeny’s canoe. Mile after
mile of brown water vamigshed under the paddle
wielded by the untiving arms of the Barbadian,
and the sun was sinking deep behind the sierras
in the west,

Round thie canoe flowed the Bmitless wators of
the Orinoco—lonely, vast, the current broken by
floating logs and tree-trunks, and an oceasionpl
alligator that looked like a floating log, Far
ahead were thoe trees on thie novthern bank, where
the little stream of the Rio Clatalinn joined the
great river—the point that Danbeny & Co. werc
heading for. Ae¢ the dusk fell; Drake and

Rodney watched with deepening anxiety. And as
they neared the bank there came through the
thickening dusk a shaip, echoing sound, and they
started, It was the sudden crack of a revolverl

A FIGHT FOR LIFE !

i§ DON'"T! like the fellow's looks!”
T'orrence uneasily.
Daubeny grunted.

“ O, rvot I”

“1 tall you he looks——"

“Are you in a funk?”? sneered [gan.

“No more funky than you are—not so much, |
iancy, if it comes to that1” said Torrence scorn-
fully. “ Dut =

“Bhut ap! The man uwnderstands English 1
grunted Daubony,

Torrence of the Shell held his peace, but his
uneasiness Jdid not abate, The ﬁ)mlian cnloe,
hollowed by firo out of a tree-trunk—a heavy and
clumsy econtrivance—foated under great over-
hanging hranches by the side of the rvollig
Orinoco.

Daubeny & Co. were far fiom their school-
fellows now; the vast Orinoco rolled hetweon
them and the steamer at Las Tablas,

They sat in tho cance which lurched to the
current, clumsily obeying the paddle of the
brawny Carib.

High banks;, thick with vegetation, were
washed by the brown waters. Great boughs hun
over the stream, and black-faced monkeys grinneﬁ
down at the canoe and chattered. Long streamers
of Bﬂammh moss  hung: suspended from the
branches, and some of the trunks, massive as they
were, were quite hidden by the nefwork of lianas.
Tt wos impossible to look into the forest; trees
hehind trees and tangled underwoods shui off the
\-iem. All was dark and solemn and impene-
Erable,

Perhaps it was dawning upon Daubeny’s mind
that he liad been rash and reckless in making this
venture. The treasure clue was in his pockef,
but nuknown and unnumbered perils lay between
him and the buried gold, Without couniing the
vivalry of Peg Slaney, the ono-eyed seamen, there
were innumersble Lfangars—poisonous swamps,
poisonous serpants, wild Indiansg, and  wild
animals—and among the first of the dangers was
the Indian whose canoe Daub had hired fo oross
the Orinoco, :

Torrence was walching the man, with deep dis-
quietnde, as the clumsy log canoce Hoated in fhe
deep shadow of the branches by the river. The
Carib was a muscular man, with & heavy face
and glinting, narrow black eyes. More than once
his black eyes had lurned to the Shell fellows
with an expression tlinl Torrence did not like,

“You've got the revolver. Dank?? he whis-
pml'r:{l, rz}[tc;‘ a silence.

muttered

“Loaded "

“OF conrse.’

“Ieep your eyes open for him—"

“Oh, for goolness’ sake, give ua a rest!”

Torrence et his lips hard. Daubeny and Egan
seemod to be thinking only of the treasure they
wera seeking—for which they had recklessly
quitted the shelter of the steamcy.

Daub called to the Tndian;

“(lloge on the Rio Cataling yet 7**

“No come yet, senhor.”

He pointed with his paddle alead of the canoe,

Home distance ahead a small stream ponred
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into the Orinoco, so thickly shaded by greaf ceiba
and c_nlebagc-pn.im trees that the Dbranches met
over it in a leafy arch. The Indian was headin
for the green arch, from beneath which a sluggish
yellow strenm flowed. A sickly edour of rotting
vegetntion was wafted to the juniors, and Tor-
rence shivered, hot as it waa,

“Yellow fever there!” he muttered.

“Dry up ¥’

. The sun was sinking low, and shadows darken-
ing on the Orinoco. From the deep forests on
the banks came strange, echoing ories—the ories
of wild bensts alveady on the prowl.

Daubeny & Co. walched eagerly as the canoe
glided into the little tributary, finding little diffi-
culty in fronting the sluggish current.

_Under the arches of the trees, right across the
little stream, the dusk was deeper. Forward, the
shadowy stream was seon for a hundred y_ar(is or
§0, between heavy green banks, £ill it vinished
in the shadows.

“The Rio Catalina?” Daub asked, looking at
the Carib again,

The copperskin nodded, )

Vernon Daubeny’s eyes glistened.

“It's the first step towards the treasure!” he
muttered. “Danger or no danger, I'm going
on! I'm going back to the Benbow rich ”

“If we pgot back there at alll” grunted
Torrence.

“Oh, don’t croak |”

“Look at the Indian!”
“Your revolver, Daub!
broke off with a shriek, :

The canoe was floating on the little stream
now, and the broad Orinoco was behind the
adventurers.

The Indian haed taken his paddle from the
water, and turned towards the juniors,

Without a word, without & warning, he made a
sudden spring towards them, the palﬁilo whirling
aloft in his hand.

His murderous intention was only too clear.

He had brought the three juniors ncross the
Orinoco, and turned into the little tributary, and
there his obadience ceased. Out of the sight of
&ny possible ohserver, the savege turned upon

1em.

But for Torrence's suspicious watchfulness, the
Shell fellows would have been taken utterly by
surprise.

As it was, the Imdian was upon them almost
before they conld move.

Though it was Torrence who had been
watchful, it was Daubeny who actod in time.
He leaped up as the copperskin sprang on them,
and, before the whirling paddle could descend,
Daubeny dodged under it and butted the savage
in the chest,

The Carib recled back with a grunt.

Doub's action had been prompt and sudden—
too sudden for the Indian, who had evidently
ex&zeci'nd to take the juniors entively by surprise.

he ruffian_reeled back, and the canoe rocked,
and he lost his footing sl;&tl fell heavily.

The fall of the heavy Indian into the bottom
of the eance set it rocking wildly, nnd there was
a surge of water over the side,

The savage scrambled up again instantly, his
black eyes glittm'iu% with ferocity,. He had
dropped the paddle, but his hand was clulching
at t?m knife in his skin girdle,

“The pistol I shricked Torrence.

Fgan did not spenk or move; hoe sat where he
was, frozen with horror,
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Tortunately for the schaoolboy treasure-hunters,
Daubeny was made of sterner stuff,

He Ero wed in his pocket for the revolver he had
brought t’mm the steamer, and dragged it out ns
the Indian scrambled up.

His face was deadly white, but he was cool
and he was determined. He knew that the fight
was for life or death., To the savage Carib, the

‘lives of the schoolboys were no more than the

lives of the buzzing mosquitoes, He had brought
them there to rob them, and to murder them was
merely a step to robbery—a natural step to the
savage of the Orinoco,

Crack 1 .

The Carib was only a yard from Daubeny, knifa
in hand, when the revolver rang out,

The bullet struck the Indisn in the shoulder,
but ho came on, and his full weight fell on
Daubeny. But he did not stab, The brawny right
arm had dropped useless, paralysed by the wound
—the knife shpped from the nerveless hand and
disappeared with a flash into the yellow water,

A savage hand tore at Daubeny’s throat, two
fierce black eyes blazed at him; he struck
furiously at the Indian’s face with the barrel of
his gevolver, and yelled to his comrades for help.

Torrence sorambled to his aid—Fgan was still
too terror-stricken to skir.

In the bottom of the burnt-oak log canoe a
savago struggle raged, and but for the fact that
the mppersﬁm was wounded, it would have gons
hard with Daubeny & Co.

* Look out I" shrieked Egan snddenly.

The wild rocking of the clumsy canoe cap-
sized it suddenly. There was a rush of water
inboard.

The next moment the four were struggling in
the stream.

Fortunately, they were in the shallows, and the
water rose only to their waists as they stood uﬂ.
Daubeny & Co. plunged spluttering to the banl.

They scrambled upon s fallen trunk that lay
half on the bank, and half in the water, catching '
hold of the wiry lianas to drag themselves to
safety.

Panting and breathless, they sank down on
the great frunk, which was seven or eight feet in
thickmess.

“0h, gad!" groaned E$an. “0Oh, gad! Whera
is he? Can you see him?’

“He's comin' !" breathed Torrence.

The Indian was scrambling on the end of the
log. He stopped there, his black eyes blazing at
the juniors, His right arm was useless; bub with
his 10& hapd he tore a short bough from tho
trunk, and gripped it to use as a club.

'hen he came creeping along the horizontal
trunk, stealthy as a caf, his eyes fixed on tho
juniors,

“ 8hoot |” panted Torrence,

Daubeny levelled the revolver,

Cligi: |

The hammer fell, but there was no report. Tha
revolver was wet through its immersion in the
stream.

The Indian came on, and Daubeny desperately
clubbed his revolver. But he knew that it Was
futile—that the sweep of the heavy club in the

Indian's brawny grasp would hurl him from the
trunk, with a shattered skull.
“Back up I he eried hoarsely, =
Craek !
From the shadows came a sudden ringing

report, and the Indian s!:a,%garod back with a
fearful ers. For a moment he staggered blindly
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on the fallen trunk, and then slipped aside and
crashed into the water.

Splash | There was a o sevies of bubbles, and
then something that did not move s limb floated
away on the water like a log.

DRAKE’S RESOLVE !

6 ACK "DRAKE 1" yelled Daubeny of the
Bhell,

In (he excitement of the deadly struggle,
neither the Shell fellows nor the Carib had seen
o canos that glided from the Orinoen into the
sluggish stroam under the forest branches. Jack
Drake & Co. had arrived—only jusk in time.

Tin Tacks had laid in his paddle—a smoking
rifle was in his hand now. If was the black man
of Barhados who had fived the shot that had
saved the Jife of the trensure-seckers.

Ho grinned at Daubeny over the smoking rifle.

“Savod !* whispered Iigan huskily,

The eanoe lid};d on close to the fallen trunk.
Daubeny & Co. stood on the krunk looking down
on the newcomers, as Tin Tacka brought the
canoe to a stop alongside,

“Yon here, Drake?” muttered Daubeny.

D" I;:uuky for you we came, 1 think,” said Jack
rake.

“1—I asked you to eome—I wanted you with
us,” said Danbeny. “I offered you a fair share
of [he treasure. offer you the same now.”

“Wo came to savae your lives, if we could,”
gald Drake. “The Indian turned on you, as we
th l_'rught—” :

“Yes, Did you shoot him, Tin Tacke?”

Tin Tacks nodded and grinned.

“Me pot him,” he answered cheerfully. “0Ole
Tin Tacks gib him blazes, yon bef. Now caymen
geb him.”

He jerked o black thomb towards the middle
of the stream. A hideons sealy head had risen
into view and there was @ snap of a pair of
powerful jaws.

Daubeny shuddered.

“J—i—you've saved our lives
Drake, con we come in the canoe "

“(Clartainly; your own's pone under,” said
Drake. ou're coming back to the steanmer?™

Daybeny set his teeth.

NG 1

" Don’t be an ass, Dauly” muttered Torrence.
“We'vo lost otir cance—we ean't go on.™

“TH follow the hank on fool, thoen,” said Dau-
beny., 1 tell you I won't go back. We'll never
have another chance. Do you think Packe ig
fikely to lot us get away anather time 7

“Noj but—" ;

U Te nayw or nover-—peck or nothing,” said Dau-
beny, "I tell you if all the savages i Baulh
American were n the path, T'd go on, Drake,
seome on with me—we'll shnre qut alike. Now
vou'te here, keep on to the finish, You've Looked
for a rvow anyhow for leaying the steamer—may
as well be hing for a eheep as o lamb: Come on
and help me fud the treasuve.”

Jack Drake hesitated,

He Tianced at Dick Rodney, but Rodney, too,
seemed nndecided now. The appeal of the adven-
fnre and Lhe treasnve was yery stiong,

And it was evident that Vernon Daubeny wonld
not return, and to leave him stranded, on fool
and alone in the forest, was impossible—% i1
gecimed to Drake,

“1 say, I'm going on” said Tackey Toodles,
“Pon't he anasy, Drake, we're after the treasure.

Tin Tacks.
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Wo'll soon shub Mr. Packe up when we get back
with our pockets full of gold.”

“T'm nat thinking of Mr. Packe,” muttered
Driﬂke. “I'd ecome on with you, 139:1b—nufy-—-
only——"

“Only what " exclaimed Daubeny, impationtly.

“Only you bagged the treasure clue from Peg
Slaney, and il anybody's pot & right to tho
treasure, it's Slaney!”

“He's goti the elue, too,” said Daubeny. " 1t's
a faiv conlest between ns—and be stolo the clue 1"

“1f yon're =o jolly particular, sou necdn’k
toueh the treasure,” said Kgan cynically, Egan
wae recovering himself now.

Dralo gave him a look of contempt,

“1 ghan't touch the treasure unless it's eloar
that 1 can touch it without rebbing somebody
elge,” he said, “Daugl, T wish you'd do the sen-
sible thing, and come back to the steamer.”

‘T won't!”

“What do you szay, Roduney?" asked Drake.
“We can’t leave Daubeny here.”

“Let's go on,” said Dick Rodney, “The
question: of the treasure can be settled if we
find it—which I doubk. Let's chanece it, and
go on, now we've come so far, ' We shall get inta
an awful row, anyhow, and we may as well mako
tho most of it."

“Veg, rother,” said Tuckey Toodles.

“What do you say, Tin Tacks{” asked Druke.

The black seaman grinned,

“Mo foller Mass® Jack, whereber Mass' Jack
o, he answered.

Drake made up his mind,

“We're in for it,” he said. “Jump in, you
fellows—lucky there’s roomi for all, We're poing
o1,

“Good " cxclaimed Daubeny,

The throe Shell fellows embarked in the canoe
and Tin Tacks pushed off from the tree-trunk.

“We go up-stream, Mass® Jack ?” ho asked.

“ Straight up the Rio Cataling,” said Danbeny.

“Dis do Rio Cafalina. Right!”

“It's three days up the stream,” said Daubeny.
“It's written in Peg Slaney’s treasure clue
Drake, old man, I'm jolly glad you're with me.”
He prossed Drake’s avim, “Jolly glad; old chap.”

Dyako podded with a smile. If was a wild
adventure—a reckless adventive—but, somahow,
Droke, who had tried to indjice Daubeny to do
the: sensible thing, felt pleased that it was Dau-
beny. who had induced him to do the reckloss
thing. Anyhow, the Benbow juniors were booked
for o tressure-hunt, and they resolved fo banish
ali considerations from their ninds—for the
prresent, af least.

On the silent stream havdly a sound broke the
stillness save the rhythmic beat of Tin Tack’s
paddle,

The black scaman seamed tiveless

From the forest on either side of the stream
eame an oceasional long-drawn howl,

Y Jaguar 1 said Tin Tacks at once.

Trom a high branch swinging fairly over the
eliding cance, a ficree, cat-like face looked down,
and a pair of glittering eves seintillated at the
JUniors.

But the capoe glided on before the jaguar
could spring, 1f it had intended to spring,

Back on the Orvinoco, there was still a gloam of
depavting day: but on the little tributary, shut
in by branches, the darkness settled dewn blacker
pndl blacker.

Tin Tacks ceased to paddle at last
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“Ave we goilg on tomorrow, Mass' Jack??
ho aslied,

“Yes, and the day after,” smiled Drake.

5 Goli}'! We camp tonight, den!”

“Whera you think best, old chap.”
“You know fhis stream, Tin Tacks?”
Dick Rodney, :

“You bet, Mass’ Rodney.
onep withh Mass' Daubeny’s father. Dat in de
revolution; we hide from soldicrs. Dat lime
Ponce Garveia gib Spanish paper to Mass' Sir
George, dat paper which dat rogue Pep Slaney—
Him der call Paguito—stole after:  Me lknow
laitn, "

“You hear that, Dralke?! said Daubeny. "I
was quite cortain the freasure clue was the paper
Slavey stole from my father,”

Drake did not answer that. He could nol he
sure of 11, and he was well awarve that in Danb’s
case the wish was father to the thought.

“We camp on island,” continued Tin Tacks.
“HBafe from jaguar on island, Mass' Jack.™

“Right-ho ! You're guide, Tin Tacks.™

A fow mingtes later the cance bumped inte
soft mud, and the juniors scrammbled asliore on a
woody island in the middle of the Rio Catalina.

naleed

Me come up hora

AN ATTACK IN THE NIGHT !

A FLARE of ruddy fume danced against the
blacknoss of the night.

It had not taken Tin Tacks long to get

the camp-fire going, There was wood in abun-

dance, and a great fire was soon roaring away, a
dazen yards from the water, under a great ceiba-
troe, f 1|a!: reared its branches in the midst of the

nd,
I'm jolly hungry I¥ Tuckey Toodles
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remarked in a plaintive tone. “1 hope you
haven't been ass enough to start on a journey
lika this withoub prub, you fellows?"

Deake shrigped his ghoulders,

“We came aiter Daub,” he said, “ We cxpeocted
to be baek ab Las Tablas to-night. Yon shouldn’t
have come, Iatty.!

** Liook here——"

“We've got some grub” said Daubeny. “We
filled our pockets with all the stuff we could get
on the stenmer. There's some potted stuff, and
some dried fish, and plenty of rolls.”

“Hand it out,” said Tuckey Toodlés eagerly.

“That little Jot won't last us very long,”
remarked Rodney, when Ddaubeny & Co. had
turned out their storo of provisions.

Daubeny nodded.

“I know ! We couldn't make proper prepara-
tions, having fo get off in secret as we did.
reclkoned we'd get =ome ?nma in the forests—
snare birds, perhaps, and then there’s fruit—"

“I shall want square menls!” remarked Tuckey
Toodles, with the air of a fellow stating a con-
sideration that was far (oo important to be
lightly overlooked,

“Shut up, Toodles 1"

“Mo get food to-morrow, Mass'® Jack said
Tin Tacks. “Me lknow how ecatch iginana—and
birds—and Jots of t'ings. You no go short while
old Tin Tacks with you, Mass' Jack.”

“(Giood old Win Tacks,” said Drake, laughing,
T don't quite know where this expedition wonﬁl
be without you, Tin Tacks. You've got to be
guide, bodyguard, and universal provider,”

Tin Tacks grinned,

“¥ou put your money on ole Tin Tacks,” ha
said reassuringly.

he juniors ate with a good appetite, though
Tuokey Toodles was not suffered to make too
deep an inrond on the provisions. Had Tuckey
been given hiz head, little enough would have
remained for the morning.

Hot as the day and the evening had been, a
chull crept over the forest and the river with the
night, and the juniors were glad enough of the
camp-fire, Tin Tacks banked up branches and
]ngs {o feed the fire through the night.

‘Keéep  him goin’, ass' Jack,” he said.
“Keep off jaguar, and python, and odder snakes,
Golly1 Plenty bad snake slong Orinoco. Heap
poisonous, I guess. Hallo, whai's dat?”

Tin Tacks grabbed ujla:[ his rifle, and spun sud-
denly from the fire, is eyes glittered ab the
fhickets outside the radius of the firelight.

“1 heard nothing, Tin Tagks—>

“Me t'ink—look 1*

The fre flaved up, and a ruddy light fell on a
mass of prickly bush, v few yards from the camp.
In the ruddy hight, a face looked from the bushes
—u face the juniors knew. It was a dark, sun-
browned, evil face, with a single eye, that
squinted malevolently.

“*Peg Slaney !” shouted Rodney.

The face vanished the next moment.

The one-eyed satlorman, their rival in the guest
of the Orinoco treasuve, was on the island—
evidently on the same journey. -

“Look out!” shouted Tin Tacks. *VYou take
caver, Mass' Jack—lic low—t'row yourseli down—
him shoot 1"

Crack!

“Greal Scott!” muitered Rodney,
trouble, Drale.”

Craclc |

Another shot eame from the darkness, striliing

(Continued on page 36.)

“He means
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PenPats g

A freo feature which brings fogether readers all over the
warld for the purpase of lexchanging views an motlers of mutual
interest,  If jou wish to veply fo o notice published here you
must write to Pen Pal direct.  Notices for publication
should be accompanied by the coupoir on this page, and posted
E?CTT GEM, Fleetway Houge, Farringdon Street, London,
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(. Harvoy, Mi losa, AL 5 s o 14306 ;
stamps and sports; Porak, Ponang, Selangor, Sumalin,
Neow Guinee, Javn, Tuding and Afhaniatan,

Miss H. Bryers, 455, Porters Avenun, Dageriham, Essex ;
girl correspondents, age 12-16; interested in anyithing
anywhere except 18, A., Franes, Englind, and Seotlind |
all letters answered.

J. Sodby, Techniend Collegn, Kualy Euuipnr, Selangon,

Malays ; pou pols, age 15, i
E. Altnmll, 26, Sharin  Antikhuna-el-Masria,  Calro,
Egypl ; age 13-17; stanips, sports, fretwork, and Alms §

anywhore 3 nll lofters answered,

D, Bakor, 38, Hopefield Avenue, Anbim Road, Bellast,
Rorthern Ireland ; interested in anything;  anvwhero
except, British Isles,

. Franves, 16a, Waverloy Road, Bloemfontein, Orange
¥ree Htate, South Afries ; age 18-21, general topies;
anywhere [o British Empire.

Migs G, Swedan,, 50, Dalry House Road, Derby ; girl
corrosponde age 13-10 ; writing, poetry, reading, sports,
muslo, singlng, languages ; anywhere lu world, especially

Miza. H. Ballance, 10732—85 Avenus, Edmonton,
Alberfe, Canada 3 girl correspondonts, age 17-21; Norse.
riilling, photos, swimming, tonnls, daneing,

Misy . 1Inil|y, 1022—1060 Street, Rdmonton, Alberts,
Canada ; girl correspondents, age 15-18; spurts, music,
ote, 3 anywhere, espocially Hawnil and Austrealia,

Miss 17, Szecienski, 10045—82 A\mnulﬁ Tdmonton,
Alberta, Canada ; givl correspondents, nge 1416 5 movies,
tap douelng, spocts, ovellng ; anywhere, especially Tawaii
and  Ausfralia,

1. Harg, 1, Rue Peluge, Thrahimioh, Ramleh, Alexandria,

: ngo 20-21; theatre, cinema, sport, Hteratnro;
any part of the world,

D. Carriek, b, Haden Streeh, Balsall Heath, Birmingham,
123 pen pld ago 14, in Austraila.

Misy V. Cliambers, Quoen Mary’s Hospital, Ward E &,
Cirstulton, Surrey ; girl corrcapondents, age 13 npwards ;
sports, musio and floes ;  anywhero,

Miss 7. Prime, 85, Handsworth Wood Roud, Handsworth
Wouod, Bimtiagfmn. 20 ; girl corrdspondents, ngo 14-187;
sports, fMims, stamps: onywhers exceph  British Isles;
all lotbors answored.

G. Blonne, 24, _.‘rimml.jog' Street, Londonderry, Northern
Treland ; pen pal, age 15-18, in US.A,

Miss M. Roon, Cevallos 194, Lomas, .08, Argentine ;
pirl eorrespondent, age 20-21; any tople exeepl stamps ;

England. A

Miss M. Pike, Griffith, Northlands, Nark Drive,
Pitsean, Bssex ; girl correapondents, age 11-18; stamps,
back numbers of GEM and * Mognet'; anywhere In
Britisti Tionplro,

"o Bxchange Pen Pals Clab, conslsting of mauy seetinns,
walld welvonye new members of all apges,  Write to 84,
Gladstane Road, Chippenlmin, Wilts, enclosing staviped,
addreszed envelope.

G, Loawrenee, 150, Monler Road, Bow, London, E.8;
agte 16:205 t.opfcnl events, auywhere except Great Britain,

J. Crassey, 38, Colombia 8treet, OF Croollt Read,
Belfast, Noxthern Ireland ; age 15-17 | enrios, books,
stamps, I'Ilm&?r!;nrdunln{ and sports ; Intin, New Zoealuiil,
Austealing Africn and fon LOniE,

Miss B. Partington, 89, Elgar Avenue, Bastham, Wirral,

hire 3 girl correspondents, ape 13-10; interested in
and Anteriea ; all

»
eanything ;  Anstralia,
letters anawered,

Misy €. Shepherd, 58, High Streek, Waltham Cross,
Herts ; pirl correspondent, aga 14-15 { swiniming, readinge,
exeling, aeroplanes i Ausoralia or New Zoaland,

Misd S, aael J. HiN, Lia, Celley Bl Road, Paignton,
Devon ; age 18-22 1 planes and slifps, sports and daueing ;
Canadu, Australia, India, Afelea, China, and U.5.A,

D, Wright, 31, Grindley Avenue, Chorlton-cunm=Hardy
Manchester, 21 ; apge 12-10; staips; ovelseas ; all
letters answered.

Switzerland,
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Mian A, Mabthews, ¢lo Me. M. Curey, 1, Widdiesdale
Avonpe, Tonbyidge Wells, Kent ;g correspimudont
Lok, s, danee wmoske and general topics ;  England
ur Yrance;

Miss . Wooiimanw, Mingaladon Boad, Tnsein, Burma ;
airl correspondents ; stumpsa;  ovemseas.

J. Monsah, 5, Royal Lane, Chpe Coast, Goll Coast,
West Alrica ; ago L, mu\[.xi, Howappors, Toothbull and
boxing ;. any part of the world excopt Canncda,

Miss AL Walker, 7, Colosseum Torrade, Abany Strect,
Regent's Pavk, London, N.W.1 ; girl correspondents, o
18-24 ¢ switnming and goeneral toples; Britlh Einplire
and Bueope 5 all lettors answened,

<, Halltord, 7, London Road, Tooting, Lonilen, §.W.17 ;
stamps ; aoywhere s prompt replies guaranteed.

T, Rilwards, 108, Bickley Street, 'Iooting, London.
8.W.L7 ntmn!‘u; anywhere Pmmpt. replies gourantecd,

N. Bok, 145, Magazine Road, Pennng,; Straits Settloments ;
age 12105 stamps, magazines, newspapers 3 anywhoro.

Miss 0. Walker, 25, Bute Strech, Crookes, Bheffield, 10
girl correspondents, sge 12-15, in Franee, with somo
Enowlndge of Enghish,

A, Wales, 163, Rushipms Road, Homham, Sossex ; hgo
14105 oyeling, ehemistry, ocurios, stamps, clectrivity ;
anywhere, prolerably Ameriea, ¥

PEN PALS COUPON
26-8-39

B, Barrelt, 20, Seven Kings Road, Seven Kings. Essex ;
nmn 16 npwands ;. any subjeet ;. Norway, India, ol Buypt ;
&ﬁ otters answercd,

Misg J, Garnett, 249, Boomdary Rond, Barking, Essex ;
givl correapondents, age 12-16 5 interestod in eyverytling ;
anywhere except Dritizh Isles, Pranee, apd Cnited States,

13, Giles, ** Costlodene,” Tattersall Gardens, Lelgl-on-
Sop, Essex ; oge 7-11; stamps; any part of the world
exeept Kuropean  counbrics,

Misa B. Baker, The Viearage, Featherstone, nr. Ponte-
frnot;, Yorks ; 1 gorrospondonts, age 15-17 | toidlig

m{m‘{. aports, muale, stamps, and autographs ; Lodia,
anada, Scotland ; all letters answered.

I, Beaty, 111, Basel Btrect, New Braunfels, Texis,
U.B.A. ; slwmpe, posteards, vewspapers awd snapsliots |
anywhere outside United States; all lettors answered.

. Hoershovitz, 18, Deit Hashoova  Stecet, Tel-Aviv,
Palestioe ; age 13-18; stamps and general topics ;
anywhore, £

R. Williame, Mfantalpue College, Cape Coast, Gold
Const, West Alrica ; avo 15 ; stamps and topies of genoeal
interest s any part of the world,

Migs J. Onalver, 22, Inkermian Road, Kentish Town,
London, N.W.6 ; uivl corvespondents, age 105 any tople ;
anywhore § all lofters answerd. .

fiss 1), Henderson, 81, Conwny Street, Hr. Bronghton,
Salford 7, Lanos ; lr!'euﬂwnunﬂcntﬂ, nge TR-23 ¢ daneing,
oyeling, hikii'%{, wwimming, reading ; Brifish Istes, US4
Switaerland, 8. Amorlea 3 all lefters nnswered,

N. Biden, 34, Borkly Street, Uitcnhn;{c, Sonth Afriea ;
stamgs ; British BEiplee except England, Australin, New
Zewland, and Canndn. '

H. Spinney, P.0. Box 203, Capetown, South Africa |
stompa ; Britlsh possesafons

(i. Manharh, 82, Loraine Manstous, Widtdenhan Road,
l‘lulln;vnr. London, K, 7 ; pen pal, nga 12-15, in hospital ;
miywhiere.

. Blvthe, 81, Alsen Road, Holloway, London, N.7,
wants old copics of the ** Nelson Lee Liliary,” ™ Magnet
{hefora 1038), and GEM (before 1035). i

Miss I, Itlehards, 39, Kelowel Road, Penang, Bfraits
Bettlements ; age 18 upwards ;. stamps, snaps, matehbox
lihels, guat-caﬂla, filiug, aud genoral Lopics ;  aniywlhiers
r.-xr,-:i)k {alaya,

AL Greer, 143, Rass Road, South Norwaod, London, 8.E.25;
age 11-12;  stamps, ericket, swinming ; Hawnii, Egypt,
Canndn, nmd Malaya ; all lettors answered promptly.

L Farrell, Lovd Clyde, 10, Leo Streat, Hagsorston,
London, E.8: ogo 13-17: all tophs; China, Indin,
Hawallan Tslands and I'}g,\?b.

L. Furber, 60, Rice Lang, Baromont, Wallasoy, Cheshire,
wanls members, age 10-14, for o olub; write for por-
ticulnrs, onelosing foburn: postage.
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THE BENBOW ADVENTURERS !

(Cuntinued [rom page 34

(e ground within a foot of Dreake, sz he'lay in
vovor in thegrass,

The third shot was from Tin Tacks' eifle; he
was fiving ab the (lash of the enemy's shot.

There was a loud yell,

Tin Tacks theist the yifle into Drake's han

“Where are vou going?" panted Drake, as the
Llack sailorman deew a knife from his belt,

Ao go ook for Paguilo ™ Lie said, showing iz
white teath

Tin !m_]n dich ol wait for
yanished info the shadows.

Dyake shiuddered.

He realised thal he wazin the land of mereiless
warfure now. By leaving the Beabow pavty, the
jtiiors had left 1he last trace of eivilisation be-
hind thewn,  In the forests of Venczuela, life
depended on quickness with the trigger aud defi-
” with thelkuife, - 1f Tin Tacks canic wilhin
striking distance of Peg Slaney—Drake shud
deved .wum and hoped that the oncceyved raflian
liad made goml iz refreat.

Dirake

fo speali—lio

The souid of Slaney’s fevee clirsing had died
away i Lhe night,

From flie silence of the slream came a sudden
sound of dashine paddles.

“He's gane!” whisperred Rodney, “He had’a
canpe—I—I"m rlmf lie's gol away.”

A few minles Iater Tin Tacks came back inta
the light of (he five.
seowl 1pon liis black face,

“Ilml rot conoe, Mass' Jack.” le said. “Hun

eleay off.. Me got him nodder day, you bek”
“Porhaps we shan’t see him again” said

Drake ;
“We shall see him,” said .iJ:mhvn_v quictly,

“He's aftor the treasure—on the same jourtey
as ourselves.  And—we wanut to see inm Wao
don't, want him toget to the tronsure frst’

The strakes of the paddle dicd awayx in the
wight: the one-eyed yolian was gone |'ip-s!-1-c».:tm,
and he had vanished.

Jut a enreful wateh was kept in the eanp on
the island that night.

All were glad enough when the light of .1.mn
filtered through the heavy branches overhead, and
the sun of a new day flushed up over the fole“it‘a
of the Orinoco,

Nextf Week: ©* RIVAL

TREASURE-SEERERS !

TRAIL OF PERIL!
{('rinHalHr'rF Trom pige 22.)

shimie, and from overhead the bluek vuliures wore
swoopiog.  Cuennber's blae i. finger pointed ak
Joan Rabeiva

The “eapitao ¥ ol (he
stiveed sigee We, Lad - fulldd,
snoul ednioe nosin from the
and Lhe juniors, %tmkiwr al him, rvealized that
their enemy was only wonnided, and that Le had
cemained still only to escape another shot.  Now
e was ofy his feet, limping away (o escape tho
jaws of the :l]liguhu
“Mon Dien ! exelaimed Ciaston,

His vifle How to diis shonlder. Acthor Augusius
pughied wp the baveel as he pulled the trigger.
The bullet flew yards overs the head of the
bandit.
"Vat do yvou?” exclaimed Monsicnr Monlarde
nngrily, gimmr' at flie swoll of St Jim's

Sithe bwule is wonnded—let i go ! gasped
Avthuy Angustys.  “Tor goodness’ sake dwaw a
Iin . Mistalh Mustavd.”
i 1= vat vou call in English zo bosh and ze
piffe | rnmlui Monsiewr Moutarde. But  he
dropped his vifle-bult and shrogged his shoulders

had not
liitleans

“u\:\‘-’l‘ CreyWy
Bt né o

slime, I stirred,

Fflithat's the best of
CHOCOLATE BARS|,

up to lis ¢ “Allons ! Let him take ze chpnee,
Marelions !

And tlie Bt

Jmi's party marvched,
5 . . 3 - ’ .

OAL \lLi{R\ & CO. camped that might under
forest Lranches on the bank of the
Preto. The swamp and iz horrors swers

left far behind. The 8l Jim's adventurers weye
very near lheir destination jow,  In the stir-
light, far (m! ot the Preto, they could see a large
wooded 1sland, eireled by swamp which (aston
told them was the Ilha dos Macacos—tlie I=lnnd
of Monkeys
Somewhere  on  that
treasuee of Potomayo,
less wiltlerness that

waland  was  boeied | the
Somewliere in e {rack-
eneireled i, i he still Lved,

wis (i last livothor,

“And we've jolluy well gomn! fo-. find. old
Clanway, and go home with onr bwousghs pockets
full of tweasure 1 declared Avthur Aungiistus,

.-\lml Tom Merry & Co. hoped that Gussy was
vightl : .

THE EXD,

Next Wednesiday :
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