 THIS WEEK: TOM MERRY & CO. IN THE WILD WEST!

DARE-DEVIL D’ARCY! |

- Gussy doesn’t look the sort of fellow
who could sit on a buckigy broncho for
leng, but appearances are sometimes de-
ceptive! (Read the long complete story
of the chums of St. Jim’s inside.)
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- It contains a Great Feast of Fiction . . : .
. stortes written by your old favourites,
and all about your favourite schoolboy

characters.
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“Prince Wacky Dang of St.
: dJim’s!¥
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“ The Trickster of the Ranch!*’
By OWEN CONQUEST.

_“ Bunter, the Desperado!
By FRANK RICHARDS,

“ The Mystery of the Theatre
s = Box!™

Featuring SEXTON BLAKE.
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“Captain Jack, Highwayman ! |
By MORTON PIKE. . W
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ALL THESE STORIES
IN ONE ISSUE!

Your pals read the “ Popular.” Do you?
You won't find a better weekly programme

'TO SUIT ALL TASTES anywhere . .

SCHOOL, WILD WEST,
DETECTIVE, and
HIGHWAYMAN STORIES

each week.

When you have finished this copy of the
“Gem " go to your newsagent and buy
a copy of the ““ Popular.” You'll' not regret

it, chums!

'%%%%%%M%%%%%%%%%%M%%
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Price Twopence.

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4, Writeime s
vou can be sure of en answer in return. s

SPILLING THE SALT.

[ EEN READER,” of Manchester, is-very unhappy.
K- It's like this. He’s rather clumsy, and the times -
he's upset. the salt-cellar would make the super-
stitious-minded very sorry for him. Now Keen
Reader is very sorry for himself. "Of course he’s heard of
the old bad Iuck tale attached to spilling any salt, and the,
deuce of it is he’s beginning to believe that there’s somie-
thing in it. In despair; so my correspondent says, he's writ-
ing to me for advice. “Will he have bad luck for umptéen
years just because he’s upset the salt-cellar a few times?”
Of course not! Really, the idea is ridiéulous. Oh, I know
there are thousands of people only too eager to prove that
ill-luck does. dog the footsteps of the clumsy fellow who
upsets the salt.” But to my mind that's all stuff and non-
sense, and anyone in his right senses will leave that sort of
twaddle to the credulous folk. The instances of had luck
these people can quete must be put down to coincidence.
You ecan make a superstition out of anything .if you look
round for the coincidences. The office-boy has just given
me a new one. He says that if you get off a bus the wrong
way youw’ll hurt yourself saoner or later. What do you think
of that? No worse, certainly, than that chestnut abgut the
salt. Take my advice, Keen Reader, and .take ne notice
of this ill-luck tale. ~Why, I upset the salt myself this
morning, but I’m not worrying about it. b

GRAND NEW ' SCHOOL SERIAL! -

Here’s a tit-bit of news, boys, that will gladden your
hearts. A topping new school serial—think of that! Aud
it’s about those cheery chaps of Rookwood, Jimmy Silver
& Co. How’s that? Most of you fellows know Mr. Owen .
Conquest’s work. He runs Mr. Clifford pretty close with
his school steries. And his latest is written specially for
Gemites. Youll like this coming treat, believe me. And it
starts in a fortnight’s time. Keep your eyes peeled for the
first instalment, boys. ’Nuff said! A .

BAD WALKER!

A loyal Gemite writes and says that he’s very keen on
walking. Splendid fellow! It’s a jolly good exercise, and .
if he likes to train his powers of observation en route, so
to speak, his walks will do him a double service. Now my
correspondent admits that he’s a bad walker. His ankles
would appear to be none too strong, for he “runs his shoes
over at the heels.”. That’s a common fault. If my chum
takes to wearing hoots for a time he may find that thig
weakness of the ankles will disappear. The change won’t da
any harm, anyway. Try it!

‘NEXT WEDNESDAY'S PROGRAMME :

“ TOM MERRY & CO. IN CANADA'!»
By Martin Clifford.

Here’s another rattling fine tale of the boys of St. Jim’s

-on holiday in British Columbia. The Boot Leg Ranch is a

far cry from the old school in England, yet Mr. Clifford has
:preserved that fascinating schoolboy atmosphere with com-

.| mendable ingenuity. Don’t miss this yarn, chums!

4 BEYOND THE SILVER GLACIER‘! 23
By Arthur S. Hardy.
. Look out, boys, -for the conclusion of this popular serial
story in mext week’s GEm. -

{
H # BANK HOLIDAY!
iis the next jolly poem from the St. Jim’s- Rhymester, and

- it’s distinctly good. Order next week’s GEM now, chums!

Dour EDditor.
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THE WILD AND WOOLLY WEST! Tom: Merry & Co.—not forgetting the immaculate and efegant Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy—look forward keenly enough to their trip-to the Boot Leg Ranch, for British Columbia spelis romance and

adventure, and

/ s
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CHAPTER 1.
:Looking after Wildrake !

1 ILDWAKE, deah boy!”
V §/ “Hallo !”
“Stop I”

Iiit Wildrake of the St. Jim’s Fourth stopped.
It was a half-holiday at St. Jim’s—the last half- .}

holiday of the term. Tom Merry & Co. were busy on
the cricket ground that aftermoon; and Wildrake, the
Canadian junior, was strolling down to the gates to go
out, when Arthur Augustus D’Arcy bore down on him.

Arthur Augustus was in flannels, and had a bat
under his arm. He had been on his way to Little Side
when he spotted the Canadian junior going out.

There was a severe frown upon Arthur Augustus’ face.
Wildrake looked at him inquiringly. He was not aware
for the moment of having done anything to cause that
portentous frown to ecloud the aristocratic features of,
the swell of St. Jim’s.

“What's biting you, old scout?” he asked
humouredly.

“Nothin’ is bitin’ me, Wildwake. I wegard the ques-
tion as widiculous !” answered Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“You are goin’ out of gates?”

“Sure!” assented Wildrake,

“I am surpwised at you!”

3 Ell?”

Wildrake stared.

¢ Anything new in a fellow going out of gates on a
half-holiday?” he inquired.

“In the cires, Wildwake, you are a weckless ass to -
think of goin’ out of gates,” ‘said Arthur Augustus
severely. “You may be in dangah.”

“Bow-wow !”

“I wepeat, Wildwake, that you may be in dangal if
you go out of the school,” said Arthur Augustus. ““It
1s only a week or two since that wascal, Wube Wedway,
twied to kidnap you. Suppose he is still hangin’ about
lookin’ for anothal chance?”

Wildrake laughed.

f‘I guess Rube Redway has vamoosed the ranch,” he
said. = “The police are looking for him, Gussy; and
while they’re looking for him, I reckon he won’t be
looking for me. It’s all O.K.” :

good-

{Copyright in the United States of Amevica.)

the cheery chums of St. Jim’s simpiy revel in adventure {

F cently.

. bound to look aftah you.
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A Grand New Long Complete

Story of Tom Merry & Co., deal-

ing. with . their - Holiday Adven-
tures.
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“Tt is not all O.K., as you expwess it, Wildwake.
You had bettah wemain within gates. It would be all

- wight if ‘I could come along with you, but I am wanted
" in the cwicket.”

The Canadian junior chuckled. He was quite con-
fident in his own powers to protect himself if necessary,
but he did not quite see how the elegant swell of the
Fourth would be ‘able to assist him in doing so.

“All secrene, Gussy!” he said cheerily. “You run
along to the cricket. It’s all right.”

“I do not wegard it as bein’ all wight, Wildwake.”
said Gussy, shaking his head. “Come along to Little
Side and watch the cwicket. It will be worth watchin’,
you know. I am playin’ for the House.”

“Then it’s bound to be worth watching,” said Wild-
rake gravely.

“Yaas, wathah!” assented Arthur Augustus inne-
“Twot along with me, deali boy.”

“But I’'m going out,” explained Wildrake.

“Weally, Wildwake 7

“Gussy!” bawled Jack
“Where’s that ass Gussy?
waiting, fathead?”

“The fellows are waitin’ for me, Wildwake,”
Arthur Augustus. “Pway lose no more time.
on!”

“But I'm going out, old bean!” said the Canadian
junior, laughing. “I guess there isn’t any danger; and
1f there is I'll look after it. Good-bye!”

Wildrake moved on, but Arthur Augustus promptly
stepped into his path. The Canadian junior stopped
again.

“I feel bound, as your fwiend, old chap, to keep you
fwom wunnin’ into dangah,” said Arthur Augustus
firmly. “In the cires, Wildwake, I shall not lct you
go out of gates.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“For your own sake, you know,” explained Arthur
Augustus. “You are a weckless young ass, and I feel -
I have awAvanged to come
out to Canadah with you for the vacation, to look aftali
you, and I am jollay well goin’ to see that you do mot
butt. into twouble befoah the vac! I shall be sowwy
to -use force——"

Blake {from the distance.
Are you going to keep us

said
Come

Tur Gex LisraArRv.—No. 1,015,



4 Every Wednesday.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wildrake.

“Y gee mothin’ to cackle at in that wemark,” said .

“T wepeat that I shall be
but I feel bound to pwe-
Now, come

Arthur Augustus stiffly.
sowsvy to use force, deal boy;
vent you fwom wunnin’ into dangah.
aleng I”

THE GEM LIBRARY..

Arthur Augustus slipped his arm thtough Wildrake’s

and drew him gently buf firmly away from the gates.
But he did not draw him far. : i
Wildrake stood like a rock, his feet seemingly
vooted to the ground, and 'Arthur'Augl_lst‘u»s pulled, and
* then tugged, but did not succced in shifting the sturdy
Canadian junior. Wildrake's sunburnt face wore a
cheery grin, while Gussy’s grew redder and redder with
exertion, : S
“Bai Jove! Will you come, you silly ass?
Arthur Augustus. -
“Thanks, no!” chuckled Wildrake. -
“If you wefuse to walk I shall cawwy you
clav’imed Arthur Augustus, his noble’ wrath rising.
“@o ahead!” ] e :
Avthur Angustus D’Arcy dropped his ericket bat and
1aid both his hands upon Kif Wildrake. There was

gasped
17!

€x-

plenty of strength in Arthur Angustus’ clegant form, |

bub he was not quite so muscular as the hefty junior
from the Boot Leg Ranch. Wildrake, still grinning,
closed with him and returned-grasp for grasp.. ;

Arthur -Aungustus’ intention was to whirl him off his
foet and rush him along, -willy-nilly.

But it did not work out like that. =

To his great surprise, Arthur Augustus felt his own

elegant feet leaving the ground, and found himself

whirled into the air.

“Oh! Bai Jove!” gasped Gussy.

““One good turn deserves another, old bean,” chuckled

Wildrake.

“1 guess Il carry you instead I” ...

“Qh ewumbs ! Welease me!” roared Arthur Aungustus.

“Bai Jove! If you do not welease me instantly, Wild-
wake, I shall give you a feahful thwashin’ ! =

Unheeding that dire threat, Kit Wildrake -walked on
to the gates, carrying the swell of St. Jim’s like a
Tandle, Gussy’s arms and legs thrashing the air wildly.

“QGussy 1 yelled Jack Blake. “Are you coming down
to the cricket, fathead? What on earth’s that game?”

“Yawoooh! Wesene!” o £ i

Wildrake of the Fourth reached the gateway. In
the middle of the old gateway of St. Jim’s he set
Arthur Augustus down with a bump on the hard, un-
sympathetic ground. 3 : :

“So-long, old bean!” he said genially.

And he walked away down the road, leaving Arthur
Augustus sitting dizzily in the gateway, gasping for
breath.

“=“Qh! Ow! Bai Jove! Gwooogh!” spluttered Arthur
Augustus. . 3 :

Jack Blake came up, grinning, and gave his noble
chum a helping hand up. Kit Wildrake was already
disappealing in the distance.

“You ass!” said Blake. “Tom Merry’s waiting!
What are you skylarking for, you duffer?”

“Gwoogh! T was not skylarkin’, you ass!” gasped
Arthur Augustus. “I was pweventin’ that weckless ass
Wildwake fwom- goin’ out of gates!” -

‘Blake grinned. s

““You don’t seem to have prevented him an awful
lot,” he remarked. ‘‘He’s gone!” : .

“I am.goin’ aftah him—T am goin’ to yank him back
by his ears if-mecessawy!” shouted Arthur’ Augustus
wrathfully. : :

“You're - coming down to the cricket,
chuckled Blake. “Let Wildrake vip!”

T wefuse to let him wip! I am goin’

“ Your mistake—youn’re coming ! said Blake cheerily,

And, as Blake grasped his aristocratie chum by the
shoulders and ran him headlong in, that settled the
matter. Arthur Augustus did not go—he came !

fathead

35

CHAPTER 2.
The Gunman ! B Y
7 IT WILDRAKE was smiling as he swung cheerily
along the leafy lane. - But his. sunburnt face
: became grave and rather thoughtful. The fatherly
manners and customs of Arthur Augustus might be
THE GEM Liprary.—-No. 1,015
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entertaining; but, as a matter of fact, Wildrake kuew
that Gussy was right, and that it was possible that
danger lurked in his path that sunny summer’s after-
noon.

The possibility of danger would never have kept
Wildrake within the school gates—the Canadian junior
was fearless by nature, and quite confident in his ability
to take care of himself. But he realised that he needed
to be on his guard. Tt was a far cry from the Boot Leg
Ranch in British Columbia to St. Jim’s in the county
of Sussex, but it was from the Boot Leg Ranch that the

shadow of peril had fallen on the Canadian junior in

the St. Jim’s Fourth. Rube Redway, the American gun-
man who had seught to kidnap him, was fleeing and
Liding from the police. His confederate had been
captured, but Redway was still at liberty, and Wildrake
knew the man’s desperate character. His father’s encmy
was still in England, and it was more:than possible
that the gunman might make another attempt on the
rancher’s son. His motive was somewhat mysterious,
but there was no doubt that it was a strong one.

For some reason, known only to himself, Redway was
determined to obtain possession of the Pine Tree Patch
on the Boot Leg Ranch, and Mr. Wildrake had refused
all offers.” With the rancher’s son as a hostage in his
hands, Redway had intended to foice the rancher’s hand.
Only his blunder in kidnapping D’Arcy in mistake for
Wildrake had defeated him. It was ~an .interesting
problem to the Canadian. junior. Obviously ‘the Pine
Tree Patch on his father’s raneh had some value unknown
to the owner, but known or surmised by the gunman. -

“There had been gold strikes in the ueighbourhood of

- | ‘Boot Leg, and Wildrake wondered whether Redway had

struck some indication of gold on the coveted patch.. He
was ecager for the vacation to begin, when he was to

“return home to the.ranch, taking some-of his schoolboy
“friends with him. - He was looking forward keenly fo

exploring that outlying section- of the ranch and dis-
covering what it was that had-led the American gunman
to take such desperate measiires. : e

..~ He reached the stile in Rylcombe Lane, which gave

access to the footpath through the wood . to Wayland.
Wildrake was bound for the livery stables at Wayland,
where he frequently hired a horse.on a half-holiday for
a gallop-across country. A man was seated on the top
bar of the stile,"and Wildrake glanced at him carelessly
as he clambered over. The man was shabbily dressed,
and had a grey beard, and grey hair under a batfered
bowler hat, and looked like a tramp. He touched the
battered hat to the St. Jim’s junior. : =

“Nice afternoon; sir,” he said civilly. ! Yo

Wildrake nodded and smiled. He'supposed that that
remark was intended as a preface to a ‘request for
coppers. i ;

“Sure,” he assented. e

The man’s eyes glimmered for a moment, as if that
Western expression had struck his attention. - Wildrake
was probably the only fellow at St. Jim’s who would
have answered “Sure” to his remark. s

“You belong to the big school; sir?”

“T guess so.” : :

“T dare say you could spare a shilling, sir, for a poor
man on tle road.” 5 e :

“I dare say I ecould,” assented Wildrake good-
humouredly, and he felt in his pocket.

The man’s éyes were keenly on his sunburnt face.

“}Vo offence, sir; but I take it you’re American?” lie
said.

“No fear! Canadian,” said Wildrake.

He tossed a shilling to the mendicent, and the man
caught it in a grubby hand. Wildrake went on up the
footpath under the thick, overhanging trees that almest
shut out the sky. - g =

The man on the stile, who had been facing thé lane,
faced round and sat staring after the Canadian junior.
His eyes were glittering under his knitted brows. :

“By hokey! You're in luck at last, Rube Redway !”
he muttered. :

And the grey-haired, grey-bearded mendicant slipped
from the stile with a lithe activity remarkable 1 _a
man of his apparent age, and hurried up the footpath
after the St. Jim’s junior. 2 )

Wildrake tramped on cheerily under the trees. He
had not given a second thought to the grey-bearded mian
on the stile. Eeen as he was, he had noticed nothing
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¢ Oh cwumbs ! Wolease me ! "’ roared Arthur Augustus.-

1 shall give you a feahful thwashin’!’’ Unheeding that dire

of §t. Jim’s like a bundle, Qussy’s arms and Iegs_thrashing the air wildly.  (See Chapterl.)

« Bal Jove, it you do not welease me instantly, Wildwake," 5
threat, Kit Wildrake walked to.the gates, carrying the swall

about the man to arouse suspicion. Certainly the man
did not resemble in the least the description D’Arcy
had given of the kidnapper, Reuben Redway. Wildrake
hiad taken him for what he appeared to be—a tramp at
least sixty years old. But caution was sccond. nature
to the junior from. the Boot Leg Ranch. At the sound
of footfalls Dehind him on the footpath he glanced
round with keen eyes.

¢ Gee-whiz !” murmured Wildrake,

The grey-bearded man was only a dozen feet away
and coming on at a run. His footfalls made little sound
ou the grassy path; but, faint as the sound was, the
Canadian junior’s acute hearing had caught it.

Wildrake faced round at once.

The grey-bearded man® paused a second, as if dis-
concerted ; then he came on rapidly.

“Well,” said Wildrake coolly, “ what's the game?”

“1 guess you're the kid Kit Wildrake, and you won't
get away from me this time.”

And the man camc at the Canadian junior with a
spring like a tiger. Obviously, he was not so old as
he looked.,

Wildrake sprang back and cluded his grasp.

The next moment he had plunged into the thicket
bosiéle the path and was scudding through the wood.

“ Qtop 1 4

Wildrake dashed on through the underwoods, crashing
through briar and bramble. -

“Stop 7
“Stop ! By hokey, I'll shoot if you don’t stop !”

Wildrake plunged on. :

Crack !

The sharp report of a revolver rang through the weod.
The bullet tore through the foliage a couple of feet
from Wildralke. ; 3

Wildrake’s heart throbbed.

At that moment probably he rather regretted that he

N

The man was racing savagely in pursuit. |

«

had. not taken Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s fatherly
.advice. : B
He tore on..
“Stop 1 yelled Redways
Crack !
. The revolver rang-again. Wildrake’s cap spun from
| his head. Redway. was less than a dozen fect behind
" Liim, racing savagely through the thickets and firing as
he ran. So far he had fired only to scare the schoolboy,
- as Wildrake was well aware. The gunman could. have
" shot him down with ease if he had wanted to do so..
- “Will you stop, you fool? I’ll lame you with the next
“ bullet | panted Redway. ; S
“Wildrake darted round a big {rce, and for the moment
vanished from his pursuer’s sight. : ;
Redway came panting on. The grey beard was gone
- from his face now; it had been caught on the brambles
and torn away. The hard, clean-shaven face of the
gunman was revealed.
He plunged on past the big trec and halted. Wildrake
| was no longer in sight. Redway spun round and glared
up at the schoolboy, who was swiftly clambering into
the branches of the tree.
He raised the revolver.
“You young gink! Get down! Do you hear?”
Wildrake heard, but he did not answer. He clambered
. on desperately into the thick, leafy branches and
vanished from the eyes of the desperado under the tree.
Redway glared upward savagely.
. Thick branches and masses of foliage hid the Canadian
| junior from his sight. :
“Will you come down?” he shouted fiercely.
“I guess mnot,” came Wildrake’s cool amswer from
- above. “You can come up and fetch me if you like.”
Redway gritted his teeth. =
“T’ll riddle you with lead if you don’t come down!”
Tag GeEx LiBrary.—No. 1,015,
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he hissed. “Mind, I mean busincss, Kit Wildrake!
s

Yowll come down dead or alive!
“Not alive, I reckon!”
“For the last time
“Oh, can it!” jeered Wildrake.

Crack, crack, crack!
The revolver spat lead into the thick branches of
the tree, tearing away leaves and twigs.

Wildrake grmned

He was thirty feet from the ground, crouched in a
fork of the thick branches above the massive trumnk,
The:
Neither did

and almost completely covered from the’ bullets.
gunman was firing almost at random.
Wildrake believe that the rascal intended the lead to
touch him. It was only as a prisoner that the rancher’s
son was of any use to Rube Redway.

“Keep
mgly
here, I guess, before 10110'
West now, Mr. Redway i’

“Durn your hide!” hissed Redway.

He ceased to shoot and thrust the revolver back mto;

his hip-pocket. It was clear that the jumior from the
Boot Leg Ranch was not to be scared into surrender.
“W111 you come down?”
“T guess not!”

“Then, by gad 'l fetch you down, and T’11- make;

122

you squirm for the trouble you Te glvmg me !
“I reckon I’m ready for you.’

Rube Redway grasped -the rough bark of the trunk'

and climbed.
—rr

GHAPTER 3.
" A Narrow li:sea.peY

ILDRAKE waited.
His heart was beating
- guite cool.

In the deep, solitary wood it was not likely that help
would come to the “treed ” junior. He was ab a dis-
tance from the footpath, and the footpath was little
frequented. The danger against which Arthur
Augustus had warned him was very real and very close
at hand now. Redway, hunted by the police, had not
fled, as was generally supposed. It was clear that, in
his 411=gulse as  a_ grey-bearded mendicant, he had
haunted the v1c1mty of the school,- watching for a
chance to “get at” the rancher’s son. Luck had
favoured him that afternoon, after many days of lurk-
ing and watching in vain. But he had not succeeded
vet and Wildrake was coolly resolved that he was not
going to succeed. Securely perched in the fork of the

~branches, he waited for Redway to climb.

The foliage hid the man from his sight as he came,

_but he heard the deep breathing and grun’cmg of the
climber.
man as it had been to the lithe schoolboy. But Redway
came on quickly enongh. His hard, evil face emerged
from the fohage at last three feet below Wildrake’s

erch.

Wildrake’s eyes met the savage, ﬂnea.tenmo glare of
the kidnapper. The bhattered That and the grey wig
had gone mnow, -brushed off in the ascent of the tree.
Wildrake scanned the hard, wicked face coolly. The
gunman spat out a curse.

*“Now I’ve got you, you Yo hound !” he muttered.

“I guess not—quite !

Redway clambered on.

fast, but he xw:as

Wildrake left the fork in the tree and climbed om :

on a long branch higher up. He swung to it by his

hands, and as the ‘gunman clambered higher his head

came within reach of the junior’s boot.- .
Crash I

There was a wild yell from Redway :as Wildrake's

boot. crashed on the side of his head.

He lost his hold and went plunging down the tme
Fortunately for him, the lower branches: stopped. his
fall, and he caught hiold and clung on again. He
hung there, breathless, dizzy, gasping. For the txme
. Rube Redway could do nothing but hold on.

Wildrake clambered down towards him,

The Canadian junior’s teeth.were hard set and there
was a glitter in his eyes.

TaE Gra LiBrARY.—No. 1,015,
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it up!” called out the Canadian junior mock-’
“Youw’ll bring half the neighbourhood along:
Youw're not in the Wild:

.with rage.
. hands, you young scallywag'!”

The ¢limb was not so easy a task to the gun- .

Price 2d,

He leaned out over the branch to which Rube Redway

- clung with hoth hands.

“Drop!” he snapped telsely

The gunman’s eyes: blazed at him.

He was swinging fifteen feet from the ground, and
the drop was a long one: But the Canadian Jun101 had

.no mercy to waste on the gunman.

He drew back his arm, his fist clenched hzud

“Drop, or I guess I'll knock you off I’ he said coolly.

Redway, gritting his teeth, made a desperate effort
to clamber up on the branch to which he clung.

In an instant the Canadian junior’s clenched ﬁst was
dashed into the hard, evil face.

There was a panting cry from the gunman as ]10 was

.driven from his hold. The lower manches clabhcd as

he whizzed downward.

Wildrake, holding on, followed him w1th his eyes.

Redway caught on to a bough and broke it away
with the force of his fall. A moment more and he was
bumping in the grass under the tree. :

The thick grass and bushes broke his fall fo some
gxtent but e lay on the earth, breathleas, f\chm«r and

izz ;

Wlidrake ‘watched him coolly.

If the gunman had broken a limb there 1 was a cLanco
of escape. But in a few minutes the panting rascal
serambled to his feet. He was bruised and shaken, but
not seriously hurt. And he dragged the “gun® from
his hip-pocket, with savage fury in the glare he turned
upward. Wildrake scrambled back into the fork of
the thick branches, and the next moment: tearing lead
was stripping leaves and twigs round hlm,

Crack, crack, crack !

The gunman was firing in blind fury, and t«hlb tlmo
he was sceking to bring down the “treed ” schoolboy.
But the bullets whistled harmlessly round Wildrake as -
;le kept eclose in cover. The nearest passed a foot from-
him.

The firing. ceased, and he heard a savage oath below

“T'll wait for you!” said Redway in a voice choking
- 4T -guess Tl wait till you d1op in my

Wlldla,ke laughed. ; :

“I guess you're welcome!” he called back £3
reckon I can keep it up as long as you do, feller! "’ :

There was no answer from the gunman. -

Wildrake, moving at last, peered through the- m‘cer-
stices of the thick foliage and saw the ruffian leaning

. against an adjacent tree, waiting and watching. The

scent of a cigar floated up.

The gunman was waiting while he rested his aclung'
limbs. But Wildrake did not believe that he would
wait long. The junior was secure in his perch in the
tree, and he could keep up that game longer than his
enemy could; for if he did not return to St. Jim’s in
time for call-over -he was certain to be searched for.
And as soon as a search-party entered the wood Ruhe
Redway’s only safety lay in flight. :

Wildrake, as lie sat in the forked branches high
above, was thinking it over. Soomer or later the gun-
man would be climbing again, and if he chose to use
his revolver at close qualtelb the schoolboy would be
at his merey. And if he found it impossible to capture
the rancher’s son there was no telling to what length
the desperado’s rage might carry him.

“T guess it would be healthy to mosey out of this,”
the Canadian junior murmured. .

He stood up silently on the forked branches .and
scanned his surroundings. In the thick heart of the
wood the great trees grew close, and many of the
branches interlaced. Wildrake looked down; the fohage
hid him from the gunman’s eyes. Qu)e’cly, cautiously
he crawled along a high branch, which reached into
the boughs of a huge old oak. Slowly bt surely le
crawled upon a branch of the oak and along it and
reached. tle tfee-trunk, There was a hukmo grin on
the junior’s face as he crawled and “climbed on ‘with
hardly a' sound. It needed a strong merve to ‘pass
from one- tree to another at such a height from the
ground, but the nerve of the junior from Fhe Boot Leg
Ranch was of :iron: Wildrake had played that hazard-

- ous ‘game: before, long ago when he had been “treed ?

by a grizzly bear in the timber on the Boot:Leg Ranch.
There was no dound or movement from the gunmau
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Rube Redway, in the belief that his intended victim Y

was still in the tree above him, did not suspect that
every moment the rancher’s sen was drawing farther
and farther away from him.

A dozen high trees lay between Wildrake and the
gunman, and still Redway had no suspicion of the
junior’s retreat. ,

Wildrake stopped his perilous transit at last, and with
silent caution slid down the branches of a trec twenty
yards from the spot where Redway watched and waited.

He made scarcely a sound as he descended, and at
the foot -of the tree, buried in thickets and brambles,
he stopped to take breath. :

There .was a sound from the direction of the spot
where Redway still stood. The voice of the gunman
came to his ears.

“Are you coming down, you young hound ?”

Wildrake grinned, as the gunman shouted up into the .

tree of which he believed that the thick foliage still hid
the junior.

“1 guess I’ come up for you again I Redway’s voice

was hoarse and savage. “And mind, young Wildrake,
I'H use my gun this time. I guess I’'m getting you,
alive or dead !” :

Wildrake heard a sound of the man climbing at a
distance.

Silently he stepped away through the thickets, trcad-
ing lightly but swiftly.

In a few minutes he had reached the footpath, and
there, throwing aside further concealment,; he broke into
a run. But he was too far now from the gunman for
Redway to hear the light footfalls on the thick grass.

Meanwhile, Redway was clambering into the tree the
Canadian junior had left a quarter of an hour before.
He clambered up savagely, with bitter determination
in his hard face. Hec was ready to draw his gun at
sight of the schoolboy and bring him to the earth
wounded, caring little if it was a dead boy that hurtled
down. He knew that he would never have another
chance to kidnap the rancher’s son while he was at
St. Jim’s, and he was determined that, dead or alive,
it Wildrake should not escape him. He clambered on
with gleaming eyes, till he reached the fork in the
 branches which had been Wildrake’s, refuge. It was
vacant now.

Redway stopped to rest and to peer about him in the
blinding foliage. It was not for some time that the
truth dawned upon him.

Then a furious oath escaped his lips.

The Canadian junior was gone—
and Redway was beaten. Tn his rage
the gunman loosed off bullet after

an hour later, Inspector Skeat and his men were search-
ing for him he had vanished—never again to be seen
near the old school. He was not-done with Kit Wildrake
yet; but it was in the wild land of the West that they
were to meet again, on the rolling plains of the Boot
Leg Ranch.

—_—

CHAPTER 4.
The Last Mateh at St. Jim’s.
3 OW'’S that?”
“out!” 3
“Bai Jove I S

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stared down at his wrecked
wicket as if he could hardly believe his noble eyes.
Perhaps he hardly could.

Lowther of the Shell grinned along the pitch. He had
sent down the ball that had spreadeagled Gussy’s
wicket. ¢

“Bai Jove!
Aungustus. :

“Out !” rapped the umpire.

“ Wemarkable I” :

“Are you going off or-are you staying there to orna-
ment the landscape, D’Arcy?” called out Tom Merry
from the field.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Get a move on, Gussy !” called out Manners.

“Weally, Mannahs—— .

Figgins of the Fourth was already coming in to take
Gussy’s. place. Tt was a Form match, between the Shell
and the Fourth, and only a few minutes since Arthur
Awugustus had gone on to bat, warning Blake to look out
for fours—if not sixes. The swell of St. Jim’s had con-
sidered a century quite probable, and had not enter-
tained the bare idea of retiring under fifty. And with
two runs to his credit he had been clean bowled ! It was,
a3 he had said, remarkable—though' Monty Lowther, the
bowler, did not comsider it remarkable at all. From
Monty’s point of view it was precisely what might have
been expected—merely that and nothing more.

Arthur ~Augustus’ face still wore an expression of
surprise as he passed Figgins on his way out.

“Did you notice that, Figgy ?” he paused to inguire.

“Yes, rather!” -grinned Figgins. “We look like
beating the Shell at this rate—I don’t think !” S

“It was wathalh wemarkable, wasn’t it ?”

! (Continued on the next page.)

Is that weally out?” said Arthur

I3
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bullet among the thick green
branches round him, hoping that the
schoolboy might yet be within range.
and that a bullet might reach him by
chance and bring him down. But he
cmptied his revolver in vain.

Kit Wildrake, sprinting along the
footpath, heard the crackling of the
shots behind him in the wood as he
went, and langhed lightly. He leaped
the stile into Rlycombe Lane and
trotted on cheerily towards the
school. TFearless as he was, the
Canadian junior was anxious to be
within the walls of St. Jim’s again-—
and to sct the telephone to work
before Rube Redway could vanish
from the vicinity.

Redway, gritting his teeth with
rage, descended at last from the tree.
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Tor a quarter of an hour he hunted
savagely for a trace of the junior
from the Boot Leg Ranch, but he
gave it up at last and tramped away.
He knew that he had no time to lose;
that he would be searched for as soon
as Wildrake could give the alarm;
that the telephone and the telegraph
would- soon be spreading the news
that he was in the vicinity of St.
Jim’s. He tramped away furiously
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“Very much so,” agreed Figgins.

“Ah! You wealise that, deah boy??

“Yes, rather ! You actually took two runs before you
were bowled,” said Figgins gravely. = “Who'd have
thought it?* -

“You uttah ass!” roared Arthur Augustus. “You
know vewy well that T did not mean that. I meant——"

But Figgins of the Fourth did not stay to hear what
Gussy meant. He went on to the wickets, and the swell
of St. Jim’s ambled on to the pavilion.

“Where are they?” inquired Jack Blake sarcastically.

)

“Those fours and sixes.”

“Weally, Blake——" 3

“Let’s see—how many centuries were you goimng to
make, Gussy ?” inquired Levison of the Fourth.

““Weally, Levison 2

“Hard luck, old scout !” said the cheery voice of Kit
Wildrake. ’

Arthur Augustus turned round quickiy. The cheery
junior from the Boot Leg Ranch gave him a nod.

“Bal Jove! You heah, Wildwake?”-

“Tooks like it, doesn’t it,” said Wildrake. “Just back
in time to see your tremendous innings, Gussy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I had wathah wotten luck in my innings, Wildwalke.
Who'd have thought that an ass like Lowthah weculd
be able to take my wicket? It’s weally wemarkable,
isn’t it? I could searcely believe my eyes, you know.
It’s wathah wotten to let the Shell beat us in the last
game of the term.” !

“They haven’t beaten us yet !” grunted Herries.

“I am afwaid the mateh is a gonah, Hewwies,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I was goin’ to pull it out of the
{iah, and now-—-—" 3

“Now you've put it in the soup instead,” suggested
Digby. :

“Weally, Dig——" : :

“Figgy is knocking them up!” said Fatty Wynn.
“We’ll beat the Shell all right. Good old Figgy.”

“ Wemarkable !” said Arthur Augustus.

“What's remarkable now ?*' inquired Blake.

“Figgay is standin’ up to the bowlin’ that knocked
me out,” said Arthur Augustus. “I wegard that as
vewy wemarkable. Still, cwicket i a vewy uncertadin
.game. Vewy often the best batsman does not last so
leng as the worst, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Oh, wats!” said Arthur Augustus, and he turned
away from the. grinning batsmen grouped before the
pavilion. “ Wildwake, T have a bone to pick with you.”

“Go ahead,” said Wildrake cheerily. .

“You tweated me with gwoss diswespect when I was
pweventin’ you fwom goin’ out into dangah this aftah-
noon,” said Arthur Augustus sternly.

“ Guilty, my lord I said Wildrake meekly.

“Howevah, I shall not give you a feahful thwashin’, {

as I had intended,” said Arthur Augustus. “As I am
comin® home with you for the summah vacation, Wild-
wake, I feel that it would be wathah bad form to
thwash you.” :

“That’s lucky for somebody!” grinned Wildrake.

““Weally, you checkay young ass ”

“But you were right; Gussy,” said the Canadian
junior. I guess I've had a jolly narrow escape. I
met Rube Redway in Friardale Wood, and he very
nearly got me.” : =

““Bat Jovel” .

“So I've given up my ride for the affernoon and
come back to watch you making rums,” said Wildrake.

“But for a vewy wemarkable fluke, Wildwake, you
would pwobably have seen me make a centuwy,” said
Arthur Augustus. “You are a weekless young ass,
and I shall not let you out of my sight again till I
hand you ovah safe to your patah on the Boot ILeg
Wanech.” 2 : &

Wildrake laughed and sat down in a deck-chair to
wateh the finish of the Form match. His sunburnt
face was very thoughtful. He had reported the start-
iing occurrence of the aftermoon to Mr. Railton, who
had telephoned at once to the police station, and there
was no doubt that Rube Redway was now being searched
for. = But Wildrake doubted very much whether the
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gunman would be laid by the hicels. He realised now
that he had to be on his guard, not only during the
few days that remained of the term at St. Jim’s, but
during the long journey from England to his home in
the Far West. And, cool and self-reliant as the
Canadian junior was, he was glad that he would have
a party of his schoolboy chums with him on that long
journey aeross half the world. -

CHAPTER 5.
; Oft to Liverpool !
¢ pLAKE, deah boy.”
“Hallo!” yawned Blake.
“You looked aftah the luggage?’™

“QOh, yes!” :

“You are suah you looked aftah it all wight?”

“Quite.” 2

“You looked aftah my big twunk?”

Blake jgrinned.

“T didd? 3 :

“And the small twunk?”

“T did!” =

“And the portmanteau?®

“T did !” - : ;

“And the cabin twunk?®”

ST dud >

“And the hatbox?”

“I dig!”

“All wight, then,” said Arthur Awugustus D’Arcy,
sinking back into his corner scat. “If you are abso-
lutely suah that you looked aftah them, Blake 2

Shdig s ;

“Wight-ho !”

There was a general grin in the St. Jim’s party.

Tom Merry & Co. were en route. e
_The old school had broken up for the vacation. The
fellows who. were to accompany Xit Wildrake to
British Columbia had been home to say good-bye to
their people; they had met again to take the train for
Liverpool, and now they were on their way to that
great maritime city. There they were to take the
steamer;- after which the wide Atlantic lay before

»

A them.

They were in great spirits. : : :

Six St.” Jim’s juniors occupied the carrviage. Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther of the Shell, Blake
and D’Arcy of the Fourth, were Wildrake’s companions
on his journey home. :

The party might have been a much larger one.
Indeed, had circumstances permitted it, Wildrake
might have taken half St. Jim’s with him on a visit
to the Boot Leg Ranch.  Certainly, plenty of the
fellows would have been keen emough te go on such a
trip.

But eircumstances did not permit.

Tom Merry & Co. had obtained the leave of their
people to accompany the Canadian junior home. Lord
Bastwood, after much cogitation, had given permission
to his hopeful son, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

But Herries and Dig were wanted at home, and
could not join the party. Wally of the Third, Gussy’s
young brother, had been very keen to come, but his
noble pater had declined permission. Wildrake would
have been glad to include Levison of the Fourth, but
Levison was hooked for the vacation with Cardew.

" Trimble of the Fourth had offered to come, in the most

pressing manner, and his offer had been declined with-
out thanks. Grundy of the Shell had kindly volunteered
to see Wildrake through, but to his surprise Grundy
was mnot needed. Five fellows were going with
Wildrake, and they started in the greatest of spirits.
Arthur Augustus was the most serious of the party.
Arthur Augustus felt that it was up to him to see
Wildrake safe to the Boot Leg Ranch, this side up
with care, as it.were. And Arthur Augustus took his
responsibility very seriously.

Arthur Augustus’ preparations for the journey had
been fearful and wonderful. The amount of baggage

“he had prepared for tramsit to British Columbia would

have made eyes open wide on the Boot Leg Ranch, had
it ever arrived there. As Blake had been looking after
registering the bhaggage for Liverpool, however, it was
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Wildrake drew back his arm, his fist clenched hard.

¢ Drop, or 1 guess I’ll knock you off !’ he said coolly.

in an instant the Canadian

junior’s clenched fist was dashed into the hard, evil face. There was a panting cry from the gunman as he loosened
his hold. (See Chapter 3.) 5

gritting his teeth, made a desperate effort to clamber up on the branch to which he clung.

Redway,

probable that all Gussy’s property never would arrive
even as far as the steamer. It was useless to explain
to Gussy-that there were certain limitations in the way
of luggage. Gussy was superior to such considerations.
Had he been going to Central Africa, or the North
Pole, he could scarcely have packed a greater assort-
ment of goods to go along with him. Blake had looked
after his baggage—not in the sense that Gussy under-
stood. =

Mr. Railton was to meet the schoolboys in Liverpool,
place them on the liner under the "charge of the
“captain, and see them off. It was very kind of the
Housemaster, though Tom Merry & Co. fancied that
they were quite capable of seeing themselves off.

Arthur Augustus, satisfied that his baggage had been
looked after, leaned back im his seat and opened his
“Times.”

Gussy rather favoured the “Times” as a travelling
companion. He had a copy of the “Magnet ” inside it.

The “Magnet” was for use, and the “Times” for |

ornament. ;
“I shall be able to get some good photographs out
there,” Manners of the Shell remarked thoughtfully.

Arthur Augustus looked up from the “Magnet,” over -

his “Times.”

“Bai Jovel! Are you
Mannahs?” he asked.

“Of course.”

“But isn’t this goin’ to be a holiday?”

takin’ your camewah,

“Fathead!” -
“Weally, Mannahs >
(13 A_SS 122

“I wefuse to continue a discush in which vou make
usc of such oppwobwious expwessions, Mannahs.”,

“Good !” said Manners. “You Fourth Form kids
should be seen and not heard.”
“Us what?” demanded Jack Blake.

“Kids !” :
“If you want to,take a thick ear out to Canada,
Manners—" > >

“Order !” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, “Pway do
not wag, deah boys. We have a vewy sewious wesponsi-
bility on our shouldahs. We have got to see that
Wildwake is not kidnapped befoah he weaches the Boot
Leg Wanch.”

“I guess T shall get through,” said Wildrake, with
a smile. “Still, 'm jolly glad to have you galoots
along. If Rube Redway is still hunting trouble, he
won't have much chance with six of us.” 3

“No fear!” agreed Monty Lowther.

“We have got to keep our eyes open, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus. - “That wottah Wedway is a vewy
determined wascal, and I shouldn’t wondah if he dogs
our steps all the way. He may be on this vewy twain
in some disguise.”

“Hem :

“Have you got a cold, Lowthah?’ Arthur Augustus
turned his eyeglass severely on the Shell fellow. “Or
do you intend to expwess dewision of my wemarks”

“You've got it, old bean,” grinned Monty.

- “Then I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah. I think._
it is vewy pwobable that that wottah is watchin® us all
the way to Liverpool, and that we may have to pwotect
Wildwake at any moment. I am goin’ to walk along
the cowwidah and see if there are any suspicious
chawactahs about.”
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. Tom Merry & Co. grinned as Arthur Augustus stepped

from the compartment into the train corridor.

They really did not think it likely that the American
cunman was dogging their footsteps so closely. Redway,
desperate as he was, could hardly have made an attempt
on Wildrake on the crowded express.

But Arthur Augustus was very wary. He had consti-
tuted himself Wildrake’s chief protector, and he was
not taking chances.

He strolled along the corridor of the train, looking
at other passengers and peering into the carriages,
rather surprising some of his fellow-passengers by the
keenness of his serutiny. ;

“Good old Gussy!” smiled Tom Merry.
what became of his baggage, Blake?”

“T looked after it.”-

_ “Yon don’t mean to say that, all that stuff has been
landed on this train?” exclaimed Manners.

Blake chuckled.

“No jolly fear.”

“Then what—=—"

“T told Gussy I would look after it, and so T had to
look after it,” explained Blake. “The cabin trunk is on
the train. I labelled the rest for Eastwood House, and
handed them over to a porter to be sent hack. Te {ook
them away on a trolley, and I looked after them.”

¢ Bh e .

“T looked after the baggage until it was out of sight,”
said Blake, “I told Gussy I would look after it, and I
i :

“Ha, ha; hart?

There was a roar of laughter from the juniors. .

Al the party, with the exception of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, had agreed that his stupendous baggage was too
much: of a good thing and could not possibly accompany
the party to Canada. By Blake’s system of looking
aftet it, it had been considerably reduced,

«Bai Jove ! You fellows seem vewy mewwy !” Arthur
3

“By the wdy,

Aucustus’ eyeglass gleamed in from the corridor: .

“What’s the jollay old joke?”

““Pound any suspicious characters?” askéd Lowther.

“Not yet. I am goin’ along the othah way now.”

And Arthur Augustus strolled off ‘without learning
what the little joke was. He was to discover that later.

After ‘a few minutes he put his head in again.

There was-a gleam of excitement in his eyes.

“You fellows——"

“Gussy’s made -a discovery,” said Monty Lowther
oravely. “Look out, Wildrake, Gussy’s got an eye on
the kidnapper.” - -

Wildrake chuckled.

“I am mnot suah, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus
in a low voice. “But there is a vewy suspicious-lookin’
fellow in the cowwidah, comin’ along this way. I heard
Lim speakin’, and he had an Amewsan accent. He has
a gwey Beard, too, and horn-wimmed glasses. You
fellows look at him as he comes by. He looks wathah
suspicious to me.”

“Seize him !” said Lowther. .

“Weally, Lowthah, it would be wathah pwemature to
scize him on bare suspicion,” said D’Arcy.

“Tn a case like this we.can’t afford to run risks,” said
Monty. “Seize him while there’s yet time, Gussy. If
hie turns out to be a harmless and necessary American
tourist, it won’t matter. . A fellow with a grey beard,
horn-rimmed glasses, and an American accent ought to

_be bumped.. Bump him and chance it.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“ Pway be sewious, you fellows. Heah he comes.”

Tom Merry & Co. looked out rather curiously into
{he corridor, as the gentleman with the American accent
came along. Certainly they did not suppose that it was
the gunman in disguise, but they were interested in
Gussy’s suspicious character. He came in sight in the
doorway and they had a full view of him. He was a
rather “bony gentleman, with a grey goatce beard,
¢normous horn-rimmed spectacles, and a sharp nose like
a knife-blade. His American accent was not, of course,
visible; but he was obviously a traveller from the other
side of the Atlantic. Indeed, it was easily to be seen
that he was an American commercial travelier. He
stared into the carriage as he passed, and went on his
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way, leaving a reek of strong cigar smolke behind him
which made Arthur Augustus cough.

“What do you think, you fellows?” asked the swell of
St Jim’s. “You saw him stare into the cawwiage.
Looks wathah suspicious, what?”

“It’s a cert)” said Lowther. “Get after him, Gussy,
and give that Peard of his a tug. If it comes off, that’s
proof that he’s in disguise.”

“Yaas, wathah |”

“Gussy I roared Tom Merry, as the swell of St. Jim's
turned to pursue the unsuspecting commercial traveller.

“ERP?
© “Stop, you ass I

“Weally, Tom Mewwy >

“Tict him rip,” said Monty.” “If that chap’s Redway
£ in “disguise Gussy will show him up. If he's not, his
face will be ‘worth watching when Gussy yanks at kis
- beard.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Tom Merry secized Arthur Augustus by the arm and
dragged him into the ecarriage.

“Shut up, Monty, you ass!| Gussy, old man, sit down.
Yow'll get run in if you start pulling people’s beards,
‘you footling ass! Monty’s pulling your leg, you
I frabjous fathead !”

“Wats! Pewwaps, howevah, it would be wathah
dwastic;” said Arthur Augustus. “If his beard did not
come off, the posish would be a little disconcertin’.”

“Go hon !” said Lowther.

«¥ ghall keep an eye on him, howeval,” gaid the swell
- of St. Jim’s, as he sat down.
suspicion.,
} and he smokes wotten cigahs.

t you know.”

And Arthur Augustus opened his “Times™ again and
" proceeded to read the “Magnet” till the train ran into
. Livetpool.

et

CHAPTER 6.
: At Sea!
(4] NCE more upon-the watahs I*

“<Once more upon the watahs, ‘yet once more,
‘And the waves bound bencath me, like a steed
That knows its widah!’?

Arthur Augustus was quoting Byron as the.St. Jim's

iiner which was {o bear them and some hundreds of
other passengers to Quebec.

«T dow’t seem to sce the bounding waves,” remarked
Monty Lowther, glancing over ‘the Alexandra Dock,
which certainly was not in a bounding mood. “Laoks
like a dead ealm to me.” :

“You are an mipoetical ass, Lowthal. I was quotin’
poctwy 1 said Arthur Augustus witheringly. “By the
way, Blake—" ‘ S

“ Hallo?” :

“You are quite suah about the baggage 22

“ Quite.”

“This steward will show you to your state-rooms, my

3

have a very pleasant voyage.”

“Thank you, sir!l
Manners. :
- “Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.. “I suppose
it«s all wight about the baggage, sir?” 3

“You will ind your baggage in your rooms,” said Mr.
Railton. “I think I must leave you now. All arrange-
ments are made, and in a week from now you will be in
Canada. Good-bye, my boys !”

The St. Jim’s Houscmaster shook hands all round with
the juniors, and they watched him ashore. Then they
followed the polite steward to their rooms.

The great steamer was a scene now of hurry and bustle.
Passengers crowded the side to wave their hands and eall
farewoells to their friends. Tom Merry & Co. had been to
_sca before more than once, but it was a new experience
to all the party, excepting Wildrake, to be starting on
a voyage across the wide Atlantic to the St. Lawrence.

Tn ther excitement of starting Arthur Augustus forgob

“I wegard him ‘with -
He speaks in a howwid Amewican accent
You fellows can ecackle, :
" but I am not goin’ to let old Wildwake be kidnapped, .

jun‘lors walked on the deck of the Arcadia. the -giant =

boys,” said Mr. Railton, with a smile. “I hope you will-

We're going to enjoy it!” said’
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his bac"gflo-e—not that it would of been of much use
remembering it, as it had alleady been delivered at
Eastwood House.

The Arcadia glided oub into the ‘estuary of the Melsey,
and Tom Merry &.Co. on the promenade deck, looked
about them with keenly interested eyes. °

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, suddenly
catching Tom Merry by the arm.

Shell.

“That Wo’ctah P

“Eh? Which?”

“That wascal who is shadowin’ us |” breathed Arthur
Augustus.

“Oh, my hat !”

Tt was the American commercial traveller, whom the
juniors had not seen since they had noticed h1m in the
corridor of the train.

He was strolling on the promenade deck with a cigar

“Eh? What's up?” exclaimed the captmﬁ of the

The American disappeared in the crowd, D’ Alcy s eye-
glass gleaming after him till he vanished. :
“I guess the galoot’s just an American (hummot

Grussy » gaid Wildrake, with a smile.

- “Imposs, deah boy! He has not the

appeawance of a musician,” said D'Arcy..

he-had no dwum with him.” :

- “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Canadian 3umor.
“Weally, Wildwake—"
“A commercial traveller is called a drummer over‘v

the. pond,” explained Wildrake.

i “Bai Jove! I weally do not see why a commerc:al

twavellah should be called a dwummah, deah boy.”
“There’s Brighton,” remarked Blake. -
“Bwighton ?”

* “Yes, there—on the left.”

. “Wats! Bwighton is at the othah end of FlmLmd

Blake. Your geon’wwphv is wathah out, deah bov e

* “New Brighton, fathead !”

slightest
“Certainly

" deah boys ?
The aftahnoon is toppin’ ;
An’ one of life’s most perfeot joys
Ts that of goin’ shoppin’ !
A dozen times a term, you know,
My wardwobe needs wenewin’ ;

63 i‘ TWUST yowll come with me,

R 15

Let-us be up an’ doin

Blake gives a grunt and Dlg 8
groan,
And there’s a snort from Hen‘ieq
“Why don't you shop by tele-
phone 7’
Is the remark of Merry’s.
" But Gussy has his own sweet will,
Meekly they make submission ;
And as they all have time to kill,
They join his expedition. :

When Gussy reaches Wayland Town
. He cuts peculiar capers ;
© At fifst he enters, with a frown,
The little local draper’s.
He chooses shirts and socks and ties
- Slowly, and free from flurry ;-
His schoolmates, . heaving weary
-sighs, .
Beseech the gwell to hm’rv

B “CAMEOS OF SCHOOL LIFE.

! SHOPPING WITH GUSSY!

o say the word, an’ off we'll go—-

Then to the hattor’s he’ll repair
With his small band ofsshoppers ;
And he becomes a fixture there,
Trying on countless toppers
He buys a dozen of the best,
Assistants rush round busily :
He gives them not a moment’s rest,
And soon their heads swim
dizzily ! *

Another weary hour is spent
Inside the tailor’s quarters;
Till Gussy’s down to his last cent.
And all his tired supporters

Stagger beneath a.mighty load
Of boxes, parcels, cases ;

They trudge along the dusty road
‘With hot, perspiring faces !

Shoppmg with Gussy is a snare,

* And likewise a delusion ;

We'’d rather linger in our lair,

. Enjoying sweet seclusion.

Should Gussy tell us, by-and-by,
His wardrobe wants renewing,

‘We'll chant in chorus the reply :
“Dear man, there’s nothing

dOIng i REEE

in - his mouth, and he glanced at the juniors as he
passed them.

It was quite a casual glance; but D’Arcy’s glance in
return was not casual. His eye gleamed with suspicion
behind his eyeglass. ¢ : :

“He is on the steamah [”- :

“Probably he is going to America!” suggested Tom
Merry, not at all surprised or alarmed by the encounter.

“He is doagm us, deah boy.”

“No law against an American commereial gomo« home
by the Canadian route, is there?” asked Blake.

“I wegard that question as fwivolous, Blake! The
man was Watchin’ us in the twain, and now he is on the
same steamah. I wegard that as vewy suspicious.”

“But there must be dozens of people who came up by
that train to tako this steamer,” said Tom, laughing.

“Wats I :

Arthur Augustus was evidently not to be argued out

of his suspieion. =

Man,

“Bai Jove! Is that place called New Bwighton #”
© “Yes, ass; and this river is called the Mersey.”

“I am quite awah that this wivah is the Mersey,
Blake. I did not suppose that it was the Thames,
said Arthur Augustus stiffly.

“And that place behind us is ‘called Liv erpool——

“Weally, Bhke———”

“And- we're going out into the Iush Sea—so-called
because it isn’t Irish,” went on Blake. “Later on we
shall-see the Calf.” :

“We are not likely to see a calf at sea, Blake.”

“The Calf of Man, fathead !

“What man, deah boy?”

“And this chap has lcarned geography at St. Jim’s !”
said Blake. “Haven’t youw ever heard of the Isle of
fathead ?”

“L wefuse to be called a fathead!” said Art-hur ;
Augustus, “I am goin’ down now to see about my

Tar Gem Lisrary,—No. 1,015.
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luggage.
of bags in my cabin.
~ put, Blake?”

‘ Certainly.”

“Where?”
“Qn the train home.”
“What ?” roared Arthur Augustus. ;
“I looked after it,” said Blake reassuringly. “I
- looked after it quite cneful]y while the porter was
wheeling it away on a trolley.”

Arthur Augustus’ noble face was a study.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“You—you—you uttal ass!” gasped the swell of St.
Jim’s. “Do you weally mean to say that my bhaggage
is left behind ?”

“You've got as much as we have, old bean,” said
Blake. “There wasn’t room in the. stcamer f01 the
rest.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hatbox——7

“Safe at Eastwood House by this ‘time.”

“My toppahs
© “Safe as houses, unless young Wally’s dog Pongo gets
at them while you’re in the wild and woolly West I’

“You fwabjous ass!” yelled - Arthur Augustus. “1I
have not a single toppah in that cabin twuni!”

“Goodness gracious !” exclaimed Monty Lowther.
“Mecan to say that youre actually starting for the
backwoods without a silk hat?”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“And my evenin’ clothes I wailed Arthur Awugustus.
“And-—and—you fwightful wottah, Blake! You undah-
took to look aftah the baggage.”

“I did look after it,” assured Blake. “I looked after
it till it was out of sight. Fellow couldn’t do more.”

I saw only the cabin twunk and a couple
Do you know where the west was

“I wefuse to listen to your wotten dokes !” roared
Arthur Augustus. “What is to be done now? I can-
not pwocecd without my baggage !”

“Looks like a case of Hobson’s choice !” grinned
Lowther. “Still, you can ask the ecaptain to turn
back.”

“Yaas, wathah! I suppose that is the only thing

to be done, in the eires.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“Do you think the captam would turn back to
Liverpool if I asked him, Tom Mewwy 22
- “It’s a bit doubtful,” said Tom, laughing.
odds are that he wouldn’t. Long odds.”

“I wegard you as a wufﬁan, Blake ”

“Thanks !”

“And a beast !”

“Go it 1”

“And & howwid wottah

“Hear, hear ”

“It is impossible for me to pwoceod without my bag-
gage. Pway come on the bwidge with me and exp]am
_mattals to the captain, Tom Mewwy.”

“Hay ha, hal?

“I'm going down for a fecd,”
fellows coming ?” :

“Yes, rather!”

Tom Merry & Co. left the plomcnade deck. Arthur
Augustus did not accompany them. But he joined them
about ten minutes later, with a red face and a frowning
brow. Evidently the commander of the Arcadia had
declined to turn back to Xiverpool for the missing
baggage. 3

“The

yawned Blake. “You

—

CHAPTER 7.
Across the Atlantie !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY wore a frown the
following day.
And the day after he was still frowning.
The beautiful silk hats, the handsome neckties, the
innumerable -changes of raiment, which he had so
carefully packed in readiness for this journey, were
never to be unpacked until he returned from Canada.
The natives of British Columbia were destined never to
know what the best-dressed fellow at St. Jim’s looked
like in all his glory. It was a heavy blow.
But on the third day Arthur Augustus 1ecovered his
TeE GEv Lismamy.—No. 1,015.
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usual smilihg good humour:. For two days he mourned
like Rachel of old for that which was lost, and could
not be. comforted. After that he made up .his nobhls

. mind to it, and smiled again.

It was fortunate, perhaps, that another matter—nob:
equally important, .but still important in its way—
occupied the attention of the swell of St. Jim’s.

That was the presence of the American “drummer
on board the Arcadial

Arthur Augustus’ suspicions never Slept. Upon his
shoulders, according to his own view, lay = the
respousibility of landing Kit Wildrake safe at the Boot
Leg Ranch, and he was taking no risks. To Tom Merry

& Co. the American drummer was an “American
drummer, merely that and nothing more. They saw

nothing suspicious in the ecircumstance that he had
taken the same train to Liverpool, and was taking
the same boat to Amerjca. Some hundreds of other
people had done likewise. But Arthur Augustus was a
fellow of tact and judgment, and he knew better

By inquiry from the steward he had learned that the
American gentleman was named Hiram K. Boker.

He apprlsod Tom Merry & Cov of that circumstance as

. soon as he discovered it.

“Well ?” said Tom.

“T pwesume that you ean sce that that is an-assumed
name, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Not quite.”

“Weally, deah boy! How could a man possibly be
named Hiwam K. Boker?” said D’Arcy. “It is not a
name at all—only a disagweeable sound.”

“ Ha,sha -hall

“I feel suah that his beard is assumed, as well as his
name,” said Arthur Augustus. “The question awises,
lmw to put it to the test.”

()h my hat !” said Tom.
% What ‘do you think, Wildwake ?** :

“I guess I think you'd hetter let the galoot’s beard
alone, » chuckled Wildrake. “He doesn’t look a very
good-tempered man, and he might get mad with you
if you messcd about with his beard.”

“But if he is shown up, deah boy, the captain will
put him in irons for the west of the voyage. He is
bound to place a kidnappali undah awwest.”

“But he isn’t the pesky kidnapper, old seout.”

“You are wathah an ass, Wildwake. It is pwetty

. plain to me that he is the kidnappah in disguise.”

“Oh dear !” said Wildrake.

“Howevah, I shall think the mattah ovali befoalh I
pwoceed to extwemes,” said Arthur Augustus.

While thinking the matter over Arthur Augustus Lm i
a very watchful' eye—and eyeglass—upon “Hiram K.
Boker.

That gentleman did not seem to observe him.

But—an extremely suspicious circumstance to D’Arey’s
mind—he made the acquaintance of Kit Wildrake and
talkod <o him many times on deck.

The other fellows, mnot being fellows of faet and
judgment, failed to sec anything suspicious even in that.
As the man was an American, it seemed natural to them
that lie should like a chat with a fellow whose home was

on the great Western continent, though in a more
desirable part of it.
Day followed day, and Gussy’s deep suspicions

deepened and intensified.

That the man was a spy, that he had followed the
juniors to Liverpool, taken the samec steamer to keep
them under observation, and fastened on to Wildrake
speually becouse Wildrake was the destined victim,
scemed clear as the sun at noonday to Arthur Augustus.

He wondered that his chums were too obtuse to see
all this as clearly as he did.

- 8till, he hesitated to take the drastic measure of
]erkmo at.the supposed false beard. Had it come eoff
in his hand, revealing the clean-shaven face of Reuben
Redway, all would have been well. - But in spite of his
conviction on the subjeet, Gussy had a lingering doubt
that it might not come off. It was unlikely that he
was making a mistake—very unlikely. But if he was——

The great steamer ploughed on day after day over a
summer sea. It was when they were only one more day
distant from the American continent that D’Arcy finally
made up his mind. As soon as the liner entered the
St. Lawrence river, as soon as they touched Quebee, the
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gunman would be in touch with his confederates, and
dire danger would threaten the €anadian junior. The
man had to be shown up and secured before that.
Arthur Augustus’ mind was at last made up.

“I'm twyin’ it on to-day, Blake,” he announced.

“Trying on what?” yawned Blake. “You haven’t been
able to buy a new silk hat on the steamer, have you?”

“I am not speakin’ of twyin’ on a hat, Blake.”

“ What is it, then—a necktie ?” : :

“Tt is not a necktie, ®ake. I am twyin’ on a dodge
to show up that disguised kidnappah.” :

Blake yawned portentously.

“On weflection, I have decided not to walk up to him
on the deck and. jerk his beard off,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It would cweate a vewy awkward situation
if it turned out that he was not the man aftah all.”

“It would {” chuckled Blake. “No doubt about that
It would ! & S

“But there are othah ways,” said Arthur Augustus.
“I want you to give me a push, deah boy.”

i (3 Eh ?)J R 3

“I want you to give me a vewy wuff push; and push
me wight ovah 2 - -

“Right-ho, old bean !”

Blake reached out, and the swell of
suddenly on the deck with a gasp.

“That all right?” asked Blake.

“Yawoooh ! You uttah ass!”

“What’s the matter?” : :

St. Jim’s sat

CHAPTER 8.

' The Genuine Article!
¢ OWTHAH, deah boy.” g

H “ Adsum !” said Lowther cheerily. ;

Perhaps it was fortunate for ~Arthur
Augustus, determined as he was to carry out his re-
markable project, that hie came on Monty Lowther alone.
Manners was taking photographs of some lady pas-
. sengers, and was too busy to be interrupted, Tom Merry
and Wildrake were playing chess in the saloon, and
Blake had already declined to have a hand in unmasking
the supposed disguised kidnapper. For effecting his
purpose it was really fortunate that Gussy found Monty
Lowther—and found him unoccupied. Certainly, of all
the party, the humorist of the Shell was the only fellow
who would have been likely to lend his aid.

And Lowther was willing. =

Not that he had the slightest faith in Gussy’s theory
that the American drummer was the gunman in dis-
guise. Lowther would just as scon have believed that
the captain of the Arcadia was the gunman in disguise.
He did not suppose that Reuben Redway was anywhere
within five hundred miles of the Atlantic liner.

But if Gussy was prepared to increase the gaiety of
existence - by tugging "at the goatee beard of an
American commercial traveller, Monty was mnot the
fellow to stop him. .

The effect upon Hiram K. Boker could nct fail to b
startling, and Monty did not see how it could fail ‘to
be entertaining.

“You fwabjous chump * yelled Arthur Augustus.

He scrambled to his feet.- S

“You fwightful ass! I do mnot - .
weally believe you misundahstood -

me ¥ he gasped. “I mean, I want .

vyou to give me a push——" G
“Well, T gave you a push! Do

you want me to give you another?”

“Keep off, you howlin’ ass! I want
you to give me a push when I am
passin’ that wotbtah’s deck-chair on
the pwomenade deck. Then I shall
fall on: him, as if it were an
accident-—

“Oh 1 ejaculated Blake.

“And ‘catch at him to save my-
seif,” explained D’Arcy. “Catchin’
at him, I shall cateh at his beard,
see?”’ .

“Phew 7 . ‘ . i

“If it comes off in my hand you -
fellows will collah him at once. If
not, I shall apologise for the accident.
as wathah diplomatic.” . :

Blake gazed at his chum.
- “Oh!” he pgasped. “You
diplomatic, do you ?” . ¢

“Yaas, wathah !” S :

- “You don’t regard it as rather idiotic?”
“Weally, Blake—” 22 R
“You don’t regard it as absolutely potty?” -
“Look here, you cheekay ass——

“QCut it out, Gussy,” said Blake, shaking his head.
“If you can’t see it yourself, take a pal’s word for it

8| There’s a-special rep
%\ fook-out for GEM

of Wrigley’s Spe

I wegard that

regard that as rather

that it’s a fatheaded stunt. Drop it”
“If you wefuse to help me, Blake——> :

- “Dear man, T refuse to help you tug a harmless

American by the whiskers,” chuckled Blake. “Why,

the merchant will be as mad as a hatter. He may kick

¥ou across the ‘deck !” - . 5 e

- "L should wefuse to be kicked acwoss the.deck.”
“But perhaps his boot mightn’t take a refusal!”

grinned Blake. “Cut it out, Gussy.”

. And Blake walked away to save further argument.

_ Arthur Augustus gazed after him, his very eyeglass

gleaming with wrath and scorn. . s 5
- “Bai Jove! T should nevah have expected Blake to

let down a palt” murmured Arthur Augustus. “I wish

Hewwies-or Dig was heah: Howevah, T will ask one of

those Shell Boundahs.” i :

- And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy strolled along the sunny
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So he listened with great gravity while the swell of
: the Fourth unfolded his diplomatic
scheme. :
“That’s the ideal, deah boy !” said
Arthur® Augustus, when he had
finished: “Wathah diplomatic,
what?” :
“Oh, no end ! gasped Lowther. -
“You would hardly have thought-of
such -a wheeze, deal boy,” remarked
Arthur Augustus complacently.
“Not in a month of Sgndayﬁ,“’
admitted Lowther. . .. =
“For some weason Blake wefuses to
lend me his assistance,” said D’Arcy.
“I twust you will back me -up,
Lowthah.” s =
“I'm your mutton, with the wool
“I'm sure pronto,
the American

resentative on tha
readers, now and

said Monty.
— say in
language.” ;
“Come on, then, .deah boy. That
disguised scoundwel is sittin’ on a deck-chair now,
smokin’ one of his evil-smellin’ cigars,” said Arthur
Augustus. “We walk past him, you know, conversin’
about somethin’, and then you staggah against me as if
your *foot. had slipped, you know, and push mnie ovah
wight on him.” - :
© “Oh dear!” gurgled Lowther.
“FEasy as fallin’ off a form, deah boy.”
“And—and then?”: gasped Lowther.
that?” :
“Then the. captain will put him in irons, deah boy,

“What after

| and liand him ovali to the authowities when we weach

Quebee.” : : :
““Oh, my hat! T mean, all serene, Gussy! Let's take
a Stroll'on the prom and wake up the fellow.” = 77
*¥Yaas, wathah 7 -~ . - P 2
Monty Lowther suppressed his emotions with difficulty
. as he walked along with the swell of St. Jim’s. Arthur
Aungustus was quite serious. It was a serious occasion,
from Gussy’s point of view. - >
Bven Lowther was willing to admit that the occasion
would become serious .as soon as D’Arcy had bumped
over on the American and pulled his beard. Scme-
thing was bound to happen then. o
It was probable that it would be something exciting.
There were a good many people strolling on the
promenade in the fine summer’s afternoon, and a good
many more seated about in deck-chairs. Among the
latter was Hiram K. Bolker. e :
~ Mr. Boker, with his hat filted on the back of his

head, his long, bony legs stretched out, and.a cigar

t_ieck of the Arcadia, looking for the Terrible Three.
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between his teeth, looked lazy and comfortable and at
peace with the world; and so far from watching  the
St. Jimls party, he did not even observe D’Arcy and
Lowther approaching. >

His cigar was burning short, and a long ash had
formed on it, but there was still a cent’s worth of cigar
left, so Mr. Boker was smoking it very carcfully to the
bitter end, with the intention of extracting from it
the utmost of his money’s worth. All his attention
was concentrated on the stub of cigar, and he was
-watching for the psychological moment when the final
cent of value should have been extracted from it and
he would have to discard the fragment or burn his
mouth. Naturally he had no attention to bestow on
two strolling schoolboys.

“Weady, deah boy!” breathed D’Arcy.

“As that Indian chap at Greyfriars would say, the
readyfulness is terrific,” said Lowther solemnly.

“You pwetend to slip, you know——"

“I know——"

“And push me wight ovah on him—*

“Just that!” :

“If it turns out to be a mistake—”

“If!” murmured Monty.

“In that case, I shall apologise; and, of course, an
apology is quite sufficient between gentlemen. Now,
weady I
'ThZ two juniors reached the spot where Mr. Hiram
K. Boker sat, and passed in front of him.

Lowther slipped on the deck, as per programme, and
fell against Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

®

i

He fell' emphatically. -
Arthur Augustus went spinning.” He spun right at
' Hiram K. Boker and crashed on him headlong.

“Ow!” gasped Gussy.

He clutched wildly at Mr. Boker to save himself, for- |
getting that he was playing a part. He clutched the
Transatlantic |
over with his chair. :

There was a fiendish yell from Mr. Boker. 4

He had smoked that cigar to the finish, not wisely
but too well. Just as D’Arcy fell on him the psycho-
logical moment had arrived, when Mr. Boker had to
eject what remained of the cigar or burn his mouth.

. But he did not eject it.

As he went sprawling under the sprawling Gussy his
mouth opened wide, and the cigar-end naturally fell
into it.

A burning
internally.

Hiram K. Boker found it so. -He had reason to
repent that he had extracted the last eent’s worth of
value from that cigar.

He rolled on the deck, yelling wildly, as the cigar
burnt the interior of his extensive Transatlantic mouth.

“Yarooooh! Yooop! Gee-whiz! Holy smoke! Yoopop 1”

D’Arcy sprawled on him.

Mr. Boker hurled him off and sat
the remainder of the cigar in frantic haste.

For the moment he did not heed the junior who had
floored him; so occupied was he with the hot end of the
cigar. But if he had forgotten D’Arcy, D’Arcy had
not forgotten him. The swell of St. Jim’s reached for
his scrubby, straggly beard, gripped it, and tugged.

Mr. Boker had yelled when the cigar burnt his
mouth. But the yell he gave as Gussy tugged at his:
beard was still more formidable.

D’Arvey did not leave anything to chance;
beef into that tug, determined that the beard should
come off if it was a false one.

Had it been an artificial adornment, undoubtedly it
would have come off in that tremendous tug. :

As it happened to be growing on Hiram K. Boker's
chin, however, it did not come off, but Mr. Boker felt
as if his chin was coming off. 3 -

His yell was really alarming,

*Yaro000000000p !” :

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Monty Lowther,

SYurrrrggggh!  Gurrrrrrg spluttered -Mr. Boker
wildly.

He clutched at Arthur Augustus.

That cheerful youth released the beard; even upon
Gussy’s powerful brain it had dawned that it was a

Tue GEx LiBrARY.—No, 1,015,

cigar-end is  very hot when taken

gentleman round the neck, dragging him_ _

up, spitting out

he put his' §

4
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genuine beard, growing on Mr. Boker’s bony chin, and
no disguise at all. !

Arthur Augustus had intended o apologise in case
of a mmstake, and he was convinced that an apology
would set any matter right from one gentleman to
another.  But perhaps Hiram K. Boker was not a
gentleman. At all events, he gave Gussy mno time to

set the matter right by an apology. His bony fists
thrashed at the swell of St. Jim’s, and Arthur
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Arthur Augustus D’Arcy fled for his life, with the enraged
covered the deck at a great rate. He let out a boot, close behir
sided gink !’ hooted Mr. Boker. ' Are

Augustus, instead of apologising, roared with anguish.

“Ow! Wow! Yawoooh! Keep off!”

“You pesky young gink }® raved Mr. Boker.

Thump, thump, thump!

“Bai Jove! Ow—whoop

Arthur Augustus tore himself away.

He jumped clear of Mr. Boker, panting.
American gentleman rushed at him again.

Arthur Augustus fled.

“Ob, my hat!” gasped Monty Lowther helplessly.
“Oh, my only summer bonnet! Oh dear! Ha, ha,
ha!”

Arthur Augustus fled for his life, with the enraged
Transatlantic gentleman in furious - pursuit.  Mr.
Boker’s long, hony legs covered the deck at a great

33
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rate. He let out a boot, close behind the fleeing
junior, and Arthur Augustus gave a wild yell. He let
out the boot again, and Arthur Augustus pitched
forward, roaring. :

“You slabsided gink!” hooted Mr. Boker. “Are you
plumb  loco, or what? Take that—and that—and
that——" )

“Yoooop !”

Arthur Augustus rushed wildly for the cabin stairs.

"Q
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gentleman in furious pursuit.

Mpr. Boker’s long, bony legs’
¢ You slab-

junior, and the swell of St. Jim’s gave a wild yell.
or what ? Take that!* (See Chapter 8.)

11‘:11.'. Boker’s boot helped him down, and he landed in a
“heap.
“Oh cwumbs :
Arthur Augustus picked himself up and fled again,
and did not stop till he had locked himself in his state-
room. ;
Bven then Hiram K. Boker prowled outside the door
for a good ten minutes, breathing blood-curdling
threats. ¢
Arthur Augustus collapsed on his bunk breathlessly. -
“Oh deah!” he gasped. “Oh cwumbs! What a how-
wid mistake for a fellow to make! Oh cwikey !”
“Let me in!” raved Hiram K. Boker.
going to skin you alive, you pesky gink I )
“Oh deah I e e :
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M :—“TOM MERRY & CO. IN CANADA!” DON’T MISS IT! S 15

“You slabsided jay !

“Pway go away ! said Arthur Augustus faintly.

“You—you—you—" spluttered Hiram K. Boker. “I
guess I’ll fit you out for a funeral—some i

“Pway go away! I owe you an apology,” gasped
Arthur Augustus, “but at the same time your accent is
vewy offensive to my ears! Pway wetire!”

Thump, thump, thump!

Fortunately, the door held, and Hiram K. Boker
retired at last, leaving Arthur Augustus in a state of
breathless dismay and copsternation. ~About ten
minutes later there was a tap at the door.

“Go away !” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Gussy, old bean——" ;

“Qh, is it you, Tom Mewwy ?” e

Arthur Augustus opened the door. He jammed his eye-
glass into his eye and blinked dolorously at Tom.
The other St. Jim’s fellows were there, and they were
roaring.

“You've done
Wildrake. *

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I seem to have made
Augustus.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ; 2

“That howwid man’s beard is a weal one—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors. :

«Tt is not a laughin’ mattah, dedh boys, and I fail
to see any weason for this wibald mewwiment.-
do not think that that fellow is the kidnappah in
disguise, after all!” : AR

“Ha, hd, ha!” shrieked Tom Merry & Co.

“Ty’s all serene, Gussy,” said Monty Lowther, wiping
“You can come on deck. We've explained to
Boker. I mentioned to him that you’re not quite right
in the head——" ; i

“What ?” yelled Arthur Augustus.

“And he’s quite sympathetic now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“You uttah ass 1 roared Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove,
you—you—you—" ? Ak : ¥

Words failed the swell of St. Jim’s.

it now, Gussy, I .guess 12 gasped

a mistake !” gasped Arthur

He gmﬁbed up a

 cushion and hurled himself at his comrades, and drove
them from the state-room, still howling like hyenas.

CHAPTER 9.
Across Canada !
& HE St. Lawrence!” said Tom Merry, .
I Canada at last! -

The Arcadia was gliding into the mighty
Belle Isle had been passed, and the steamer
threaded the strait of Belle Isle, between Newiound-
land and the mainland of Labrador. The juniors had
watched the long island of Anticosti, which cuts the
Gulf of St. Lawrence in two, as the steamer glided
by; and then, ahead of them, lay the great river, upon
which they were yet to steam for many a mile.

Kit Wildrake’s sunburnt face was very bright.

He liked the old country, and he liked St. Jim’s; but
Canada was his homeland, and his eyes grew brighter as
he looked on the familiar shores. .

“Neahly home mnow, old chap,” remarked Arthur

| -Augustus. :

Wildrake laughed.

“Nearly,” he agreed.
miles more.” :

“Qh, bai Jove?’

« Canada is the country of tremendous distances,” .said
Tom Merry. ‘“How wide is this giddy river, Wild:
rake ?” * S

“Thirty-two miles, T guess.”

“QOh, my hat ! said Lowther.

“Qnly about three thousand

“It beats the Rhyl at

| St. Jim’s.”

“Bighty miles up the river it’s thirty miles wide,”
said Wildrake, with a smile.

“Some river !” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah !”

“We're sticking to the steamer for three hundred
miles yet,” said Wildrake, * We shall stop at Quebec,

but we shall go on as far as Montreal in the steamer.

After that, the train.” Ry ¥ :
: Tur Gex Lisrarv.—No. 1,018,
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“For a million miles or so?” asked Lowther.

“Nope ! Only about three thousand.”

“A mere step, for Canada!” said Tom Merry, laugh-

ing. : : : :

Tt was an exciting.experience to the St. Jim’s juniors.
FWildrake had made the trip more than once, bui all
was new and strange to Tom Merry & Co:

- The juniors had no more than a glance at Quebec;
bub at Montreal they made a stay to rest and see the
sights, *and Wildrake showed them about the eity.
Then the Canadian Pacific Railway bore them on fo
Ottawa, the capital city of the Dominion of Canada.

Then, by day and night the great cars hummed
across the provinces of Ontario, Manitoba, Saskatchewan,
Alberta. G

The juniors caught their- breath at the first sight
of the Rocky Mountains. 3 3

“Bai Jove! The Wockies, you fellows!” said Arthur
Augustus. :

Hour after hour Tom.Merry & Co. watched the great
mountains of the West, as the rushing cars bore thewm
nearer and nearer. Beyond the great mountain barrier
lay the smiling land of British' Columbia, and the home
of Kit Wildrake.

From Calgary the railroad ran through the green
foothills” of the Rockies, ever higher and higher.

Then came the Kicking Horse Pass, over the Rocky
Mountains, and then the way descended, more and more,
from the high altitudes, and Wildrake told his com-
radeg that they were in British Columbia.

“This is Bwitish Columbia, deah boy?” asked Arthur
Augustus, adjusting lis eyeglass for a careful survey
of “God’s Own Country.”

(13 Ye ) !,‘) :

“And where’s the wanch ?”

Wildrake chuckled. :

“We haven’t done with distances yet, Gussy. My
popper’s ranch is a good many hundred miles from
bere.”

“Oh, bai Jove ! I am beginnin’ to think that Canadal
is like the little bwook, you know, and goes on for
evah.” 5

At Kamloops, on the Thompson River, Tom Merry &
Co. left the Canadian Pacific cars. For another day a
branch railroad carried them on to the North-West.

The juniors smiled as they noted the growing eager-
ness in Kit Wildrake’s sunburnt face. He was getting
nearer and nearer to home. In England a fellow would
not have cousidered himself near home, with a couple
of hundred ‘miles to- go to reach it. But to Wildrake
that distance was only the last lap of a journmey.

“Rainbow !” he exclaimed suddenly. :

“Bai Jove! T fail to see it, Wildwake I’ said Arthur
Augustus, adjusting his eyeglass very carcfully and
staring from the railroad car. :

“ Getting blind, old scout?” .

“1 twust not, Wildwake,” said D’Arcy.
uitahly fail to see any sign of a, wainbow.”

Wildrake chuckled, and pointed towards a collection
of lumber buildings up-the line, where, in the glow of
the rich sunset, the juniors could see the branch station,
where the railroad, in that direction, terminated.

“But I
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i journey,” said Arthur Augustus.
* been watchin’ us, he has wecognised that he had no
‘ chance of gettin’ hold of Wildwake.,
““have been on guard.”

, assented Monty Lowther.
_ come to think of it. Something might have happened to
' Gussy if he had started tugging at people’s whiskers on
. the Canadian Pacific.” S

- faces, el

Price 2d,

D’Arcy gazed very carefully at the little western
town. :

“T gtill fail to See the wainbow, Wildwake.”

“That’s the name of the terminus town,” explained
Wildrake. . ;

(13 Oll !’) = e

Arthur Augustus understood at last. |

The lumber town, on the Rainbow River, was the
end of fhe railroad on the branch line.. Beyond that
other means of transit had to be used to reach the
Boot Leg Ranch, many z long mile farther on in the
direction of the foothills of the Coast Range. '»

“So that town is named Wainbow, is it?” said Arthur
Augustus. “A vewy poetical name, Wildwake. I have
noticed that the names of places in Canadah are
genewally, more poetical or euphonious than those in
the United States, which is a sign of a vewy supewial
wace. If that town were in the Améwican countwy, it
would pwobably be named Jinksville or Mugginsville or
somethin’. Can you see the wanch fwom there, Wild-
wake.” S

“Not quite. But Boot Leg is only fifty miles on.”

“ A mere nothin’-in Canadah,” said Arthur Augustus.
%I should not weally be surpwised to heah that a
Canadian chap goes out for a twot of fifty miles or so
befoah bwekkah in the mornin’. What’s the name of
that wivah, deah boy?”

“The Rainbow River.
ranch,” said Wildrake.
of the Rainbow River,
my father’s land.” :

“Then we shall pwobably get some cangein’ ¢

“Lots.”

¢« Shootin’ the wapids, and so on?”

“Sure.” 557 :

“Bai Jove, you know, it was a wippin’ ideah to come
out heah with old Wildwake !” said Arthur Augustus.
“YWe're goin’ to have no.end of a time. I dare say I
shall get a chance at a gwizzly beah. Are there any
gwizzly beahs left in this countwy, Wildwalke?”

“Plenty in the hills and the timber,” said Wildrake,
“But you’d better not let a grizzly get a chance at you,
Gussy.” : ;

“I have been thinkin’ of fakin’ a skin home for a
wug in Study No.'6 at St. Jim’s, old bean,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I shall not lose an opportunity of shootin’
a gwizzly.” > S =

€ Better stick to shooting the rapids,” chuckled Blake,
“They don’t bite !” :

“Ha, ha, ha !” : _

“Woe shall be at the ranch to-morrow,” said Wildrake,
with glistening eyes. i :

“Good I said Manners. “TLucky I brought my camera
witl;lme. 1t's my first chance of snapping a Wild-West
ranch.” . 3 :

“To-mowwow,” said Arthur Augustus thoughtfully.
“One more day, then, and my wesponsibility will be at
an end.” ‘ ' 5 :

“Your whatter ?” inquired Monty Tiowther.

“My wesponsibility,” said Arthur Augustus.
mowwow I shall hand Wildwake ovah safe and
his_patah.” =

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Weally, you fellows .

“You've seen me safe through, Gussy, old scout,” said
the Canadian junior gravely. . ;

“Yaas, wathah.” .

. Tom Merry & Co. chortled.
. “We’ve - seen nothin’ of “Wube

We shall see it again by the
“Pine Tree Patch is in a loop
It runs for dozens of miles by

13 TO‘
sound to

Wedway -all -the
“Tf the wascal has

Fortunately, I

“No suspicious characters since we left the steamer,”
“Rather lucky, when you

“Weally, Lowthah——" o .
“Here we are!” exclaimed Wildrake, as the train

. rattled and banged into the depot at Rainbow. “We're
' done with the railroad now. Come-on, you fellows.”.

And Tom Merry ant Co. left'the train with. cheery

iig
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CHAPTER 10.

The Lumber Town!
0M MERRY & CO. looked about them with the
keenest interest as they left the railroad depot

i and entered the rugged street of Rainbow.
- Tt was their first experience of a Western “lumber”

town.

Rainbow was very different
they had seen in Eastern Canada.
could have faneied themselves in London.

from the eities and towns
At Montreal thevw
Rainbow was

‘o fumber town on the edge of the prairie, with perhaps’

five hundred inhabitants, owing ifs existence to the fact
that the branch railroad terminated there.. A herd of
steers was being driven along the main street by a tall,
- powerful cattleman, who cracked a long stock-whip with
a series of veports like pistol-shots. A Red Indian,

draped in a ragged blanket, passed the juniors, unaware

of the deep interest he excited in the fellows fresh from
the Old Country. Three or four dark-skinned half-
breeds were quarrelling at a corner of the street, and
onc of them drew a knife and flourished it in' the air
to give point to his arguments. .

The Rainbow Hotel, at which the St. Jim’s party were
to stay for that night, was a building entirely of wood,
and very different indeed from the hotel they had stayed
at in Mentreal. In the more thickly settled parts of
British Columbia, along the track of the Canadian
Pacific, in Vancouver and New Westminster, they could
have found all the gadgets of civilisation. But they
were in the stock-raising country now and their sur-
1<»un{'{ings were largely as they had come from Nature’s
hand.

A fat, good-tempered-looking French-Canadian kept
the hotel, and lie greeted the party hospitably. Wild-
1ake’s first step was to the telephone. Arthur Augustus
guite jumped when he learned that the Boot Leg Ranch
was on’ the telephone. That did not seem quite in
Leeping with the Wild-Western conditions he had
tmagined. ;

“The wanch is weally on the phone, Wildwake?” he
azked in astonishment.

Wildrake grinned.

“Why net?” he asked.

“Bxtwaordinawy | said Arthur Augustus.

ot

« Wh};,

there are no cnd of farms in England, within a mile ¢f

a telephone exchange, who are not on the phone !”
“(Canada is rather ahead of the Old Country in that
line,” said Wildrake.. “There are little cabins and tiny
villages here with the phone, miles and miles from
overywhere. You, sec, we nced it with our distances.
Tn England you can’t step out of one town without
bumping into another, but out here you often can’t sce
the smoke of your neighbour’s . chimney from ycur
windows. There are a few things Canada can tcach
you.” . A -
“T have no doubt of it, deah boy. Weally, it would
he a good ideah to have a few Canadian membahs in
the House of Commons at home, to wake things up a
Tittle.” : : : ;
“Quite,” said Wildrake, laughing. “And we ought
to have a few members from the Old Country in our

Legislature, to sit on things generally and prevent us

from going ahead too fast.”

“Bai Jove !”

Wildrake went to the telephone and rang up the Boot
Leg Ranch. He talked with his father for a few minutes
and then rejoined his comrades, and they sat down at
a long trestle table in a wooden dining-room to a
- sabstantial supper.

“T guess we'd better get to bed ecarly,” Wildrake re-
marked. “We turn out to take the hack at eight in the
morning. The haek goés as far as Lone Pine.”

“Bai Jove! Is that a town?”

“A camp,” said Wildrake. “From Lone Pine we get
on by horseflesh. Some of the galoots from the ranch
will be there to meet us.” :

“Weal cowboys?” :

“Quite real,” grinned Wildrake.

“Good :

“You fellows can ride, of course?”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Yes, we can ride all right,” he said. “I don’t know
shout handling any of your buck-jumpers, though.”
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“I’ve asked popper to send horses; but, if you like,
I’ll phone again for the car.”

“No. fear—Ilet’s ride !”

“The cah,” repeated Arthur Augustus. “You don’t
mean to say that they have motah-cahs on Wild West
wanches, deal boy ?”

“Sure.” S

“Bai Jove!

A wanch deoes not seem quite

“A rancher can’t live on romance,” remarked Wild-
rake. *“Wse raise cattle on the Boot Leg. There are
fruit farms, and so on, in this section. Up in the
foothills there are mining camps. There’s a good deal
of lumber work on the Rainbow. We're a long way off
the beaten track; but you’ll find a good many cars, and
nearly everybody on the telephone. Camada has changed
a bit since Hendrik Hudson sailed the sea, you know.
My father’s chauffeur is a Red Indian.”

“Bai Jove I”

“Any jolly old Indians on the warpath?” asked Blake.

‘““Fraid not. The Indians you come across will try
to sell you strings of beads and things. All the same,
there are plenty of Redskins and breeds whom it
wouldn’t be safe to meet on a lonely trail. If we get a
run up into the foothills you will see things a bit more
like the films, which, I suppose, is what Gussy is think-
ing of. But round about the Boot Leg Ranch youw’ll find
an awful lot of law and order.”

“Then we’re not likely to have a bwush with the

Wedskins,” said Arthur Augustus rather regretfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wildrake. “No, not quite.
You’ze come along about half a century too late for
that. ;

After suppér the St. Jim’s juniors strolled out to look
at the town in the glorious sumset. Arthur Augustus
was a little puzzied to sce that many spaces along
Main Strect were enclosed, but mot built; while at
greater distances from the railroad depot and the stores
there were many huildings.

“This awwangement does not seem to me vewy good,
if you will excuse my sayin’ so, Wildwake,” he re-
marked thoughtfully. “If I were plannin’ this town
I should put a lot of these buildin’s in more convenient
places.”

Wildrake laughed.

“There’s as much human nature in Canada as in
Europe,” he answered.

“I don’t see—"

“Those unbuilt lots have becn taken up by specu-
lators, who are holding them for a rise in the price of
land,” explained Wildrake. “A man who comes along
to open a store in Rainbow can give a fancy price fo?
a lot near the depot, or he can go farther out to a
more inconvenient place. As soon as a town goes up
here, the land-speculator gets his clutches on the best
lots and holds them off the market.”

“I wegard that as unpatwiotic.” ;

“Horrid !” agreed Wildrake. “But I think I’ve seen
the same ‘game going on in England. Not to the same
extent, of course; in England a new town doesn’t go
up in a weck. But I've heard of a louse shortage in
England, and I’ve seen a thumping lot of . vacant
houses with faricy prices put to them.” ;

“Yaas, wathah! I supposc human nature is much
the same all ovah the world,” agreed Arthur Augustus,
“I do not appwove of it, howevah.” :

~ 4 And still it goes on!” murmured Monty Lowther,

and the juniors chuckled. L

_ As the sun sank behind the Coast Range, the juniors .
returned to the lumber hotel to bed. 'They slept
soundly that night, tired from their journey, but

bright and early in the morning they turned out to
' take the two-horse hack that ran from Rainbow to Lone
Pine. : 3
CHAPTER 11.
Held Up!
143 AT Jove! Is that a wevolvah?”
B “Just that, I guess.”

“ Oh 153
Arthur Augustus stared at the gleaming weapon in
the hand of Kit Wildrake. The Canadian junior was
Pue GeEm LiBrRary.—No. 1,015,
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examining it carefully and loading it, after brgakfast,
before going out to the haek. S

Gussy felt rather a thrill. The telephones and motor-
cars had disappointed him a little, but the s;g}lt of a
revolver recalled his. mental picture of the Wild and
Woolly West.

“You know how to handle that thing, Wildwake P2 He

asked. - < o s
“Just a few!” grinned Wildrake.
“But what is it for?” asked Gussy.

on the twail, what?” . : 5
“Not likely, I guess, but a  galoot can’t be- too
. careful,” said Wildrake. “You sece, we're in the west
now, and the hack runs for twenty miles out of sight
of anything in the shape of a house. If Rube Redway

is still thinking of me, he may be looking for us on

the trail.” R
¢ Gweat Scott!” : : :
“I suppose it's possible,” said Tom - Merry.

“Sure.” £

“ And if he’s still after you 2 :

“He couldi’t get at me on the Canadian Pacific, of
course,” said Wildrake. . :
now. He’s got a last chance, if he looks for me betwgen
Rainbow and Lone Pine. I guess. I'm mnot taking
chances.” L :
< “And yowd have the nerve to pull trigger on him?”
said Manerers. : -

“You bet, if he came cavorting-round.”

“Pewwaps you had bettah hand me the wevolvah,
Wildwake,” suggested Arthur Augustus thoughtfully.

“Perhaps not!” grinned Wildrake. ' :

“No jolly fear!” said Blake emphatically. “I'm
willing “to take my chance of Rube Redway; but T'm
not willing to take my chance of travelling along with
Grussy if he’s got’ firearms on him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Blake——" ‘ :

“You really think it’s possible that the hack may be
held up on the trail, Wildrake?” asked Tom.

“ Quite possible.” :

Wildrake looked a little dubiously at his companions.

“If you. fellows——" he began. .. i

“Oh, we're not scared P’ said Tom, laughing.

“Wathah not!”

“Nope! .But after all you're here on a holiday, and
T've no-right to drag you into danger,” said the
Canadian junior. “We could hire a wagon ‘here ‘to
take you on, while I go in the hack.” v

“Fathead !”

“Ass!” : :

“I pwesume you do not mean to insult your fwiends,
Wildwake,” said Arthur Augustus, in his most stately
manner. “‘Certainly I should wefuse to be left out of
the dangah——" Sy

“If any !” murmured Lowther. :

“Morecovah——". pursued Arthur Augustus.

“That’s & good: word!” agreed Blake.

“Weally, you ass & - o S

“The hackls ready !” said Wildrake, rising.

3

“Moreovah,” repeated Arthur Augustus—‘moreovaly § -
undah my pwotection, |

Wildwake, you are twavellin’
you know.” . :
“Qh, I forgot that, old bean!” 2
“In the cireumstances, I weally think you had bettah
hand me the wevolvah.” i
“This way,” said Wildrake, apparently deaf; and
the juniors followed him to the hack, four of them

grinning, and Arthur Augustus shaking his ncble head |

very seriously. ;

The juniors were the only passengers in the little
vehicle, and they almost filled it. “Their baggage was
ppiled on the top. The driver took his place and cracked

his whip, and the hack rolled down Main Street, out ;

on ﬂm prairie trail. and Rainbow was left behind.
Wildrake had slipped the revolver inte his pocket,
and seemed to have forgotten it. : faidee sy

t

But Tom Merry & Co. noticed that his eyes were very :

keenly on the trail as the hack rattled onward: - .
The last chimney  of Rainbow dropped out of sight

behind, and thewhack rattled on through a rich
TaE GEM Lisrary.—No. 1,015.
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“X sul)pp;;e there :
are no wobbahs heah—we are not likely to be held up

“That
rotter must have come back to this country, I suppose.” |

“But we're off the railroad |

Price 2d.

golitude. Tn the distanee were deep woods, on the
western sky a line of mountain summits. The trail

-was semewhat bumpy, and the hack rocked as it went.

Tittle more than wheel-ruts ‘marked it off from the
surrounding plain. “Here and there clumps of trees
grew beside the route, and - the juniors moted that
Wildrake’s glance became sharper and keener every
time he sighted possible “cover” for a lurking enemy.

‘Ten ‘milés out of Rainbow there was a sudden ejacu-
Jation from the driver.

““Jerusalem! I guess it’s a hold-up!”

From a clump of trees a score of
horseman had ridden out into the trail. s

His right hand was raised, and the sunlight gleamed
on the revolver it held. EREGET k

A gesture of the révolver was enough; the hack
clattered to a sudden halt. ? E

The driver grinhed back at his passengers.

“I guess vou-uns had better sit tight,” he said.
“That galoot is looking for trouble, and he’s” got a
gun.” ¢ A :

The juniors felt their hearts beating faster as they

yards - ahead a

}.stared along the trail at the horseman,

“His looks, if not his-actions, showed that it was a -
“hold-up.” ! -

The horseman’s face was completely hidden by a
flour-bag that was drawn down over his head, under
his Stetson hat. Holes were cut in the bag for sight
and, breathing, but not a feature could be seen. Whether
the man was Rube Redway, looking for Wildrake, or
whether he was some gunman looking for plunder, the
juniors did not know. But they suspected that it was
the kidnapper.. . = s X :

The horseman rode up to the halted vehicle. -

The driver sat on his box with his hands lazily above
his head. - He had put them up without waiting to be
told. ~Obviously, he had no intention of disputing. the
will of the man;in the flour-bag. He was paid. for
driving the hack,:not for exchanging lead with a road
agent. - Only, with ‘a keen eye, ‘he -was noting all be
could of the man’s appearance, and the appearance of
Lis horse, for a report later at the post of the Mounted
Police. s
* ¥ Keep them.up;

“You bet I” :

“Tell your passengers to get out.”

The driver squinted over his shoulder.

“You-uns light down !” he said. 3 : :

Tom Merry & Co.: looked at Wildrake. The Canadian
junior was the leader mnow; even Arthur. Augustus
realised that the lead had to be left to the youth-from
the Boot Leg Ranch. e

Wildrake’s vevolver was in his pocket, but he made no
motion towards it. He smiled faintly. 3

“Better get down !” he said. e
¢ “Bai Jove! T think—02" - -

“Jump out!” said Wildrake. 5 :

“1 wefuse to submit to be. wobbed,” said Arthur
Augustus hotly. . “I wegard such a thing. as dewogatowy.
to my dig personally.” S SR

“(Cheese it, Gussy, and hop out !I” said Blake...
“Weally, Blake < e :
“Follow my lead in this, Gussy,” said Wildrake
quietly. “You don’t want to stop a bullet.”
. Wildrake jumped out of the hack. The
Three followed him, and then Blake. :
t The horseman had halted on the trail heside the’
wvehicle, and his revolver bore on the hack.

i Arthur Augustus breathed hard with indignatioun;
‘but even his aristocratic brain assimilated the fact that
stopping a bullet would not serve any useful purpose.
Tt needed only a slight pressure of the horseman’s
finger to end all things for the swell of St. Jim’s.

i D’Arcy stepped from the hack after his comrades.

" He gave Wildrake a glance of reproach as he did
s0. He had not expected this tame surrender.

“Put up your paws, the lot of you!” snapped the
rider in the flour-bag. :
* Tom Merry & Co. put their hands above their heads.
i. With the exception of Wildrake, they were unarmed,
and they liad noehoice in the midtter. And Wildrale
iseemed to have forgotten that ‘hé“was armed. :

“That’s better I"

Nixon !* said the horseman-tersely.

Terrible -




o
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 'm not asking for any back-chat ! ’’ said the rider.

“ Dave Nixon ! ’’ rapped out the rider.  Hyer !’ said the driver.
‘¢ Drive on I ¥’ {
and drové on the hack. Tom Merry & Co. remained standing in the deserted trail, their hands above their heads,

“Drivean !’ “Eh ? Whatabout my passengers ? '
Nixon took to his reins again, shook tham out,

‘The juniors expected to be told to turn out their
vockets next. But that order did mnot come,
- “Dave Nixon !” rapped -out the rider,

“Hyer |” said the driver.

“Drive on!” ¥oog

“Eh? What about my passengers ?”

“T’'m not asking for amy back-chat !”

“Keep your hair on, boss!” said Nixon coolly.

And he took his reins again, shook them-out, and
drove on the hack.

Tom Merry & Co. remained standing in the deserted
frail, their hands above their heads, facing the masked
Borseman, unpleasantly conscious of the big Navy
Tevolver which was looking at them, with a finger on
the trigger. S

The hack disappeared round a bend in the trail.

Not till it was gone did the horseman speak. Then
& harsh laugh came from under the disguising flour-

.

I guess we've met again, Kit Wildrake! And I
- ealcnlate you won’t get away as you did over the pond !
It was Rube Redway !

‘CHAPTER 12..
~ Kit Wildrake Puils Trigger !

3 UBE REDWAY ” muttered Tom Merry.

1 The juniors knew that it was the kidnapper
1OW.
~ Wildrake, whom he had striven to kidnap in far-off
Sesland, was at his merey now. The gunman had
soceded at last, heve on the_ lonely trail in the west
f Canada. :
Al his comrades could not help him.
| The six schoolboys stood in a row before the horse-

unpleasantiy conscious of the big revolver which was looking at them, with a finger on the trigger. (Sec Chapter 11.)

man, with their hand§ up, and the big Navy revolver
seemed to cover all of them as it swayed in the hand
of the rider. :
- The man’s eyes gleamed through the holes in the flour-
ag.

“I guess you knew ‘it was me, Kit Wildrake I” said
the gunman. =
’ “Sure I” assented Wildrake. -

“You got away from me in England. I guess I've
got you where your hair is short now.”

“Looks like 1t.”

“If I’'d kndwn you was coming back to.@enada for
your holiday, I reckon I'd never have taken the trouble
to look for you in the Old Country,” said Rube Redway.
“It’s a long step for a holiday, and I ‘guess I never
figured it out you were coming over the pond for the
summer. When I found it out I left it at that. I
knew I'd rope you in on this side of the Rockies.”

He laughed again.

“And what’s the game now, feller?” asked Wildrake
coolly. 2

“I guess you’re my mutton! And as you’'ve chosen to
bring a mob of your school friends with you, they're
my mutton, too!” said Redway. “Old Man Wildrake
will talk business when he knows that not one of you
will ‘reach Boot Leg Ranch till he .comes to terms, 1
guess ! I figured out that I'd get you into my hands,
but I guess your popper will be a little concerned over
your friends, what?”

“Sure ?

“You leave the trail here,” said Rube Redway.
“Keep your hands up, and walk off the trail in front
of me. You see that big cedar yonder? Head for it,
and.if you give any trouble, look out for lead !”

He made a threatening motion with the revolver.

TaE GeEM LisrAry.—No. 1,015,



o

20 Every Wednesday.,

“Bai Jove I murmured Arthur Augustus.

- Tom Merry & Co. breathed hard.

“Hit the trail !” snapped Redway,
“Wildrake——" muttered Tom. :

- The Canadian junior shrugged his shoulders. .

“We’re for it,” he said.’ “No good arguing with a |

Navy revolver.”

“Weally, Wildwake——" E

“That’s hoss-sense I” grinned the masked horseman.
“Take a tip from the man who knows, you greenhorns [”

“You think he would shoot, Wildrake?” breathed
Blake.

“Sure !”

“Then we're for it, and no mistake!”

“Pronto !” rapped out the gunman.

The juniors moved off the trail. The. haeck was out
of sight now, rolling on towards Lone Pinc. From the
rough trail the St. Jim’s juniors trod across the rugged
grassy plain in the direction of the big cedar, about
a mile distant.

Their feelings were deep as they went. But there
was no help for it. They had Wildrake’s word for it
that the gunman would shoot, and they }13.(1 no doubt
about that. They would have taken their chances in
*dealing with a footpad in the Old Country. But it was
hopeless to think of rushing at the horseman—he could
have shot them down like so many rabbits, and there
was no doubt that he would have done so. Rube Red-
way was playing a desperate game, and he was prepared
to play it out without ruth er merey.

Wildrake’s face was expressionless as he tramped on
with his comrades, his hands over his head.

After the tramping juniors, the horseman came on
at a walk, his weapon still in his hand. But he had
lowered his arm-now, and the revolver swung in }'ns
hand at his side. It had probably not occurred to him
that any of the party carried a weapon, and certainly
he did not suspect for a moment that a desperate gun-
man, revolver in hand, had any resistance to expect
from a party of schoolboys.

Wildrake caught his foot in -a trailing root, and
stumbled and fell headlong.

What happened next came like a thunderclap to the
juniors. =

As Wildrake sprawled on the ground, there was a
sudden flash and a report, and for a seeond the juniors
fancied that the masked horseman had fired.

- But the next moment they knew.

There was a loud, sharp ecry from the man in the
flour-bag, and he reeled back in his saddle and crashed
to the ground over his horse’s tail.

Wildrake was on his feet in a twinkling.

- The juniors, dazed by the sudden oceurrence, realised
that his stumble had been a feint to enable him to get
at his revolver without drawing the fire of the man
behind.

The instant the weapon was in his grasp he had fired,
from the ground, and apparently without taking aim..

But the bullet had struck home.

The magked man was sprawling in the grass, and his
riderless horse was kicking and plunging wildly.

Tom Merry & Co. stood spellbound.

Wildrake sprang towards the sprawling gunman, his
revolver in his hand, his eyes gleaming over it.

Rube Redway, wounded as he was, raised his right
arm with an effort, but before he could fire Wildrake’s
revolver cracked again. The Navy revolver spun out of
the gunman’s hand, as a bullet struck it.

Redway gave a cry of pain.

A moment more, and Wildrake’s muzzie was jammed
against his chest.

“Let up I said the Canadian schoolboy laconically.

A fierce curse answered him.

“Oh! Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus faintly.

“ Wildrake——”

“* Oh, good man ! panted Tom Merzry.

Kit Wildrake grinned.

The tables had been turned on the gunman with
kaleidoscopic suddenness. He lay in the grass groaning,
at the mercy of the junior from the Boot Leg Ranch.

“T guess it’c our turn,” said Wildrake,

“Bai Jove | :
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“This is the giddy Wild West, and no mistake !
gasped Blake,

Redway dragged himself to a sitting posture in the
grass. His right arm was numbed by the shock of the

- bullet striking his pistol, and it hung helpless at his

side. There was a rent in the.flour-bag now, and from

it blood was ooczing. =
With his left hand Wildrake tore the flour-bag from

the man’s head. The hard, clean-shaven, savage face of

rube Redway was revealed. The blood was flowing from

 a deep gash on the side of his head, where Wildrake’s

first bullet had struck and glanced.

“I guess you've been near getting your ticket for
soup, Redway,” said the Canadian junior coolly, “An
inch to the left and you’d never have moved again, you
pesky raseal !”

“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus.
vewy luckay shot, Wildwake.
wandom.”

Wildrake laughed.

“Not quite,” he answered. “I knew I should get him,
or I shouldn’t have tried it on, Gussy. But it was quick
work and I hadn’t time for much aim. I guess F'm glad
I didn’t put him out, scoundrel as he is.”

“Yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus, with a
shudder.

The juniors’ faces were very serious. Wildrake had
acted with such suddenness that he had taken the gun-
man by surprise as well as the St. Jim’s juniors. It
was: amazing to them that his hurried shot from the
ground had Lit the man at all; they had not even seen
the revolver in his hand till the man had fallen from
his horse. g

“If T'd guessed you were heeled »” panted Redway.

- “Lucky for me you didn’t,” smiled Wildrake, ©But
you might have guessed something when I tumbled over,

feller. But you don’t know everything on the south

side of the border.”

““A thousand curses &

“Can it!” interrupted Wildrake. “Tem Merry, go

hrough the brute while I keep this gun at his head, I
guess he’s got other fixings in his rags.” &

The gunman’s eyes blazed with rage.

He made a movement as if to resist, and Wildrake’s
eyes glinted and his finger moved on the trigger of his
revolver.

“If you want it

“Hang you I <

The gunman made no resistance while Tom Merry
searched him for weapons. A Derringer was found in
one pocket, and Tom removed a knife from his belt.

“Now I guess you can tie up his cabeza, if you feel
inclined to take the trouble,” said Wildrake.

“Yaas, wathah [

With their handkerchiefs and the maun’s own neck-
scarf Redway’s wound was bound up. The kidhapper’s
hard face was deadly white now. He had lost a great
deal of blood, -

“What are we going to do with the brute?” asked

“That was a
I suppoese you fired at

> he said.

. Blake.

Wildrake glanced round.

The kidnapper’s startled horse had . galloped away
-across the plain and was far out of reach. The hack had
long disappeared. X

“I guess T'd like to tote him into Tone Pine and land
him in the calabooze there,” said Wildrake, “but I guess.
he can’t walk it—and we can’t carry him. We’ll Jeave
him here, and send a man from Lone Pine to rope him
in, I guess. If he gets away I reckon he will have some-
thing to remember us by.” g

The gunman gave him a bitter look. .

“You haven’t done with me yet, Kit Wildrake ” he
muttered hoarsely.

Wildrake gave a contemptuous laugh.

“If I were a galoot of your own kidney, Rube Redway,
I guess I’d put a bullet through your head now and stop
vour’ gun-games,” he said.

“ Wildwake [” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“All serene, Gussy. I'm not going to do it!” said
Wildrake, laughing.

“Bai Jove! T should think not, deal boy !”

“Let him rip !” said the Canadian junior. “I guess
he’s come out at the little end of the horn, anyhow.
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. We've got eight miles tramping across country to get
to Lowe Pine. We're losing time.”

. And leaving the wounded gunman sitting in the
g Juniors started on their long tramp.

. “Bai Jove! We’re not followin’ the twail, deah boy I”
Arthur Augustus exclaimed suddenly.

. " We save two or three by cutting across country.”
- “You know the way?”
. “Ha, ha! Justa few!”? :

“ Right-ho, deah boy !” ‘L
~And the St. Jim’s party tramped on by rugged ways
e there was no sign of a path, but unfailingly
ed by the Canadian junior. They were weary enough
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CHAPTER 13.
A Surprise for Long -Jim !

ATLO

“What ?” )
- “Bai Jove ” 3
iside a long, low wooden building in the fromtier
o of Lone Pine half a dozen horses were hitched to
SR zail. A sign over the rambling building announced
SR8t it was the Continental Hotel—a rather imposing
B that was not mnch in keeping with its appearance.
= the doorway a tall, muscular man in chaps and
Sin shirt, with a Stetson hat on his head, was
g staring out into the street. As the St. Jim’s
came tramping up, the big cattleman stared at
S8ems and rushed out from the doorway at Kit Wildrake.
. =By gosh |” he exclaimed. Y

srass, leaning against the stump of a live oak, the |

. “It’s over ten miles by the trail,” said Wildrake. -

the time they tramped into the lumber camp of
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IN THE GRIP
OF THE RAPIDS !

I
He grasped the Canadian junior in his arms and swept
him off his feet.
The juniors stared.
“Bai Jove! Wescue, deah boys!” shouted Arthur
Aungustus. s
And he rushed at the big cattleman and grasped him.
Gussy's impression was that Wildrake had fallen into
the grasp of another enemy.
“Hallo, who’s the kid, and what's biting him ?” roared
the big cowboy in astonishment.
“Welease Wildwake at once, -you wuffian I shouted
Arthur Augustus. s
“ What ?”
“It’s all right, Gussy !” exclaimed Wildrake, chucl-
hng]:_.: “it’s Long Jim. All serene, old scout I’
CEhen . :
“It’s Long Jim, the foreman of my father’s ranch.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. -
“Weally, you fellows 22
Long Jim set Wildrake on his feet again. Evidently it
was not an attack, but only an exuberant greeting.
The foreman of the Boot Leg Ranch stared at Gussy.
Arthur Augustus had dragged at him manfully, but
without shifting him an inch, any more than if he had
dragged at a mountain pine.” Long Jim grinned.
Something in the elegant aspect of Arthur Augustus
seemed to strike him as entertaining. Gussy was tired,
and he was dusty, but he was still elegant. In spite
of the loss of his extensive baggage, Arthur Augustus
never failed to turn out well dressed. Probably so
elegant a figure had never before walked the rugged,
unpaved street of Lone Pine. ;
“What is it, Kit?” asked the big cattleman,
“Can it, Jim I” answered Wildrake.
“But what's it got in its eye?” persisted Long Jim.
Axthur Augustus coloured. =satey
Tue Gem LisrAry.—No. 1,015,
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“Weally- * he began.

Long Jim jumped. :

“What did you say?” he demanded.

“Weally: = :

““Oh, great gophers!” ejaculated Long Jim.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s noble accent scemed to
have a striking effect on the foreman of the Boot Leg
Ranch.

“Can it, Jim * snapped Wildrake. “Have you left
your manners at the ranch? These are my friends from
my school in England.”

Long Jim swept off his Stetson.

“Glad to meet you, young gents,” he said.” “I reckon
Dave Nixon got in with the h@ck and told us you’d

been roped in by some fire-bug way back on the trail.

I've sent off half a dozen of the boys to look for you.
But you’ve moseyed in all 0.K.”
“Rube Redway held us up on the trail,” said
Wildrake. :
“By gum, did he?” exclaimed Long Jim. “I guess
your popper told me that scallywag had been hunting
you over the pond, Kit. So he’s got back?”
“Yep:” ]

>

“I guess we'd have rode as far as Rainbow if we’d*

I reckoned Redway had cleared
How did you get away

been wise to that, Kit.
out of this section for keeps.
from him, then?”

- “TI haven’t forgotten how to handle a gun, Jim, while
T’ve been in the Old Country,” said Wildrake, laugh-
ing. “ We left Redway on the trail nursing his cabeza.
The boys may pick him up, if they go as far looking
for us. Get into the hotel, you fellows. I guess you
want to sit down.” :

“Yes, rather !” said Blake.

“We’'ll get a rest here,” said Wildrake.
start for the ranch yet.”

Tom Merry & Co. were glad to get rest and refresh-
ment in the Continental Hotel. The long tramp across
rough country had fatigued them, though Wildrake
scemed made of iron. ;

“I guess I'll go and look for the hoys while you’re
resting,” said Long Jim, and he mounted his horse and
galloped away.

Arthur Augustus cast a vather stern glance after him.

The swell of St. Jim’s had ecome out to the West
prepared to like everything and everybody he found
there. But the ranchman’s amused and disparaging
glances had roused the noble ire of Arthur Augustus.
Apparently Liong Jim regarded him as a particularly
helpless sort of a greemhorn, and he had been especially
tickled by Gussy’s monocle. Probably monocles were
few and far between in the valley of the Rainbow River.
Arthur Augustus would have loocked on the big, power-
ful, good-humoured eattleman with admiration had
Long Jim’s greeting been otherwise. Now he was fcel-
ing extremely annoyed and resentful.

“Keep smiling, Gussy!” said Wildrake, as they sat
down to a meal in the Contimental Hotel. “You may
find manners rather rough ard ready out here, but
Long Jim’s heart is in the right place.
doesn’t know you yet.”

“Yaas, deah boy; but
¢

“We needn’t

33

him 1”

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Wight as wain, deah boy !” he said. “Pway, don’t
mench

Tom Merry & Co. felt betuer after a substantial meal |

and a rest. They sat in the hotel veranda in the golden
atternoon waiting for Long Jim and the boys to
return. A little Iater theve was a wild elatter of hoofs
in the rugged street, and half a dozen cowboys dashed
up to -the hotel. TLong" Jim jumped from his horse and
came up to the St. Jim’s party.

“Hyer we are !” he said.

“Sce anything of Rube Redway on the trail?” asked

" Wildrake.
The ranchman shook his head.
“Nope! I. guess he had cleared,”
“Now, if youwre ready, we’ll get
Your hosses are hyer, but
glanced doubtfully at D’Arcy.
Tae Gem LiBRARY.—No. 1,015,
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off to the ranch.
Long Jim paused, and
“Look hyer! Your
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luggage was landed hyer from the hack, and it’s going
over-to the ranch in the post wagon. Anybody who
can’t ride had better go in the wagon with the baggage.”

“We can all ride,” said Tom Merry, with a smile.

“I can wide, Mr. Long Jim, if it is me you are
thinkin’ of,” said Arthur Augustus in -his most stately
manner, ; : :

“Well, I guess I want to land Mr. Wildrake’s guests
at the rgnch alive,” said Long Jim, “I guess it would
hurt you if you fell off a critter, you know !”

“I shall not fall off,” said Arthur Augustus coldly.
“I twust that I can wide quite as well as anyone in
Canada !”

“Oh, Jerusalem !” said Long Jim.

“D’Arcy can ride all right, Jim,” said Wildrake.
“Don’t I keep on telling you to can it, you gink?”

“Well, the hosses are rcady,” said Long Jim, with
a grin, “I reckon they mayn’t be quite so quiet as the
critters Mister D’Arcy is used to over the pond.”

“That is all wight,” said Arthur Augustus.

The juniors went out of the veranda into the street.
Arthur Augustus frowned as he noted a general sub-
dued grin among the cowboys who had come to escort
the party to the ranch. Arthur Augustus was not
particularly observant; but he could discern that his
elegant clothes, his elegant manners, and his eyeglass
struck the Boot Leg men rather as a joke. One of the
punchers, after a murmured word from Long Jim, led
forward a handsome black horse.

“Your critter, Mister D’Arcy.” »

“Thank you,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Sure you won’t go in the wagon, sir?” asked Long
Jim.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass severely on the
ranch foreman.

“I pwesume that you do not mean to be wude, Mr.
Long Jim,” he said. ‘“But I wegard your suggestion
as widiculous. Certainly I shall not twavel in the
wagon. But for the fact that I do not desiah to be
wantin’ in politeness, I should tell you that I considah
you a sillay ass.” .

“Oh, gum!” ejaculated Long Jim.

“That horse looks a bit fresh, Gussy,” said
Wildrake.

“He is not foo fwesh for.me, deah boy.”

“But

“Wats ”

Arthur Augustus stepped to the horse. Undoubtedly

the black horse did look a little ““fresh,” and therc was
a wicked gleam in the animal’s eyes. Long Jim and
the punchers stood round, looking om, as Arthur
Augustus swung himself to the saddle. - Every bronzed
face wore a grin, in the general expectation that the
swell of St. Jim’s would be dropped from the saddle
like a sack of coke as soon as he was astride the horse.

Wildrake looked a little uneasy. He could have
ridden . that mettlésome horse ecasily enough himself,
but he was rather doubtful about -Arthur-Augustus’
ability to do so. But he was well aware that it was
uscless to argue with the swell of St. Jim’s.

The moment D’Arcy was in the saddle the black
horse woke to sudden life. The puncher who was
holding him jumped back, and Arthur Augustus was
left to it. 3

The horse shot forward like an arrow from a bow, as
if about to race down the.street of Lone Pine to the
plains beyond.  But after twenty yards it stopped
suddenly. :

The grinning punchers stared on, expecting to see
the swell of St. Jim'’s shoot over the animal’s head.

To their astonishment, Arthur Augustus sat in his
saddle without turning a hair.

The black horse seemed surprised, too. For a few
moments it stood stock still, and then suddenly started
to zear and cavort. There was a wild clatter of hoofs
as the black horse leaped and pranced and reared and
twisted and turned. 3 Y

“You pesky gink, Jim!” exclaimed Wildrake. “ What
the thump do you mean by landing him on a buck-
jumper?”? ;

“I guess he said he could ride,” said the ranch fore-
man, with a grin. “Better let him drop off hyer and
go in the wagon. If he.drops off half-way to the
ranch, who's going to carry him home?”
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i-“.é Wildrake sprawled on the around there was a sudden fiash and a report, and for a second the St. Jim’s juniors fancied

‘ that the masked horseman had fired.

But the next momenti they knew, for there was a loud, sharp cry from the man

in the flour bag, and he reeled back in his saddle. (Sez Chapter 12.) .

Blake chuckled. He understood that this was a-
rough joke of the cow-punchers at Gussy’s expense. But’
Blake ‘knew how his chum could ride. With all his
clegant ways and his wonderful accent, there was little:
that the Boot Leg. outfit could have taught Gussy
about horseflesh.

“By gum! He’s sticking on!” exclaimed Long Jim
in wonder. : ; X

“Bravo, Gussy!” shouted Tom Merry. -

“Ride him, old man—ride him'!” exclaimed Blake.

Clatter, clatter, elatter!

Undoubtedly the black horse was a buck-jumper, and ;
undoubtedly he was trying his hardest to get rid of his
vider. But he strove in vain. Arthur Augustus sat
in the saddle like a rock. The black horse reared on:
“his hind legs, towering up, and ¢ven Long Jim’s rugged
face grew anxious. He had -expected the “dude” to
ho tossed off the horse’s back at the first essay to ride
him, and no harm would have been done. But a grim
contest with ~a buck-jumper was a different matter.
Higher towered.the excited horse, and with a erash it
came over backwards. The St. Jim’s juniors watched
with beating hearts; the cow-pumchers with startled
faces. But Arthur Augustus leaped clear, and as the
horse struggled to its feet again he leaped into the

- caddle onee more, with -an iron hand on the rein.

“Qh, Jerusalem !” gasped Long Jim. -
Clatter,” clatter, clatter! g
The black horse was tearing away now ab a frantic!
d, Horse and rider vanished down the street, past:
the last cabing, and disappeared into the open prairie.
“Well, carry me home to die!” said Long Jim.:
“Who'd have thought it? T guess you can call me a:

i

gink! T mnever reckoned he’d stick--on that critter:
moren a minute, XKit,. you  believe: me. If: he’s:
B o : : i

Wildrake did not auswer. He rushed to his own i
‘Borse, leaped mpon it, and dashed away after Arthur |
Augustus. Tom Merry & Co. were swift to follow, and:
the Boot Leg outfit came pelting after them.. The!
wmhole troop swept oubt on the opem plains under the:
setting sun. ° Lol st :

Clatter, clatter, clafden!

o

It was a mile from Lone Pine that they came on
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. But the black horse was no
longer buck-jumping. He had met his master, and he
knew it. Arthur Augustus, a little breathless, but ool
and cheerful, rode up to the Boot Leg: outfit with the
black horse under complete control. R

“Heah we are again, deah boys!” he said cheerily.

“Oh, Gussy!” gasped Wildrake.

Long Jim gave Arthur Augustus a rather shamefaced
look. : ;

“I guess you ecan ride, sir,” he said.. “I reckon you
don’t need to go in.the wagon, Mister D’Arcy. T guess
you ain’t all the greenhorn I took you to be.”

' Arthur Augustus grinned.

““All sewene, deah boy. Shall we be- gettin’ on te
the wanch, Wildwake?” &

And the party rode on the ranch trail, under the
sinking sun. Arthur Augustus drew in the black horse,
quiet emough now, and rode with his chums. He was
smiling and cheerful. : ;

“You've astonished the natives, Gussy, old bean,™
said Tom Merry, laughing. < :
_““As a mattah of fact, deah boy, it was wathah a
tussle,” said Arthur Augustus. “I wvewy xeably
dwopped my eyeglass once——"’

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“It would have been wathah sewious, deah boys, az
pwobably I should have some difficulty in gettin®
ancthah eyeglass heah. Howevah, it is all wight.”

The sun was behind the Coast Range, and darkness
lay on fthe wide prairie. Under the stars the party
vode on, till a gleaming light from the darkness ahead

shone out in weleome. > ; :

“Home !” said Kit Wildrake. :

And Tom Merry & Co., at the end of their long
journey at last, rode up to the Boot Leg Ranch.

THE END.
(Mind you vead the sequel to this story, boys, in next
week’s bunper issue. Make anote of the titie: ** Tom
. Merry & Co.in Canada,’”’ and be prepared for something
Hirh goed.)} il :
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INNOCENT OR GUILTY 2 Waiier Beavan is charged with

killing his best friend : hes admits if, much to everyone’s

astonishment. And then, unexpectedly, comes evidence that he is innocent. Which evidenca will be believed ?

o

A Magnificent Story of Peril and t

Adventure in Central Africa.”

(Introduction on page 25.)

4
+
4
S
¢
+
4

Beavan - Confesses ! y

€W AM afraid of Del Rivo!” whined Symes. “He dislikes.

I me! IT'm afraid of Walter Beavan! I want to be
with you, sir, or with men I can frusti” :

And so it was arranged for him to share a hut with

Jimmy Brown and Sandy McTavish, whose unending cheer-
fulness they believed would help the wretched 'man. :

Tt was on the third night that an incident happened which
set the whole settlement by the ears. .

Night had fallen. Walter Beavan, as usual, had been out
hunting, this time upon horseback, and he had returned to
his bungalow. Adam and Harry Franklin having caten their
evening’s meal had strolled to the far' end of the great
clearing to-watch the natives piling up fuel @pon the great
fires svhich burned fiercely every night on the fringe of the
forest—a precaution against prowling, wild beasts, for man-
cating lions had made a habit of late of carrying off native
children into the forest, and had even attacked and carried

off a fully grown native who had set a trap for the beast and,

waited for it fully armed. The man’s body had been dis-
covered half-eaten the next day within half a mile of the
settlement. L

. Adam and Harry watched the natives pile the brushwood
high, enjoying the light given out by the curling flames and
the great heat of the glowing fire.

It was as thev were strolling back towards their own
bungalow that they heard the echo of angry voices from
within Beavan’s bungalow.

Adam saw the man Symes skulking near the veranda.

“Harry,” said Adam, “that is surely Del Rivo’s voice?”

The man Symes, hearing them, swung round. His eves
were dilated in fear. He shivered as he Jooked at them.

“Walter Beavan.does not like Del Rivo. What is the
Portugucse doing in there?” asked Adam.

5 :;I—don’t—-know,” faltered Symes, and both knew that he
ied. .

Now they could hear Del Rivo shouting.

“Well, that's what it means, Beavan,” they heard him
saying. © You must by this time be a very wealthy man. If
vou haven't the money you can pay in kind. And you’il
have to pay—to the uttermost farthing! I shall tell the
world that you murdered your friend, George Holden——"

“Go tell the world, then,” they heard Beavan answer.
“What do I care? I've had the sin upon my conscience long
enough. I am weary of it—my soul is sick ! Let everybody
know me for-the thing I am. But get out of here—get out!”

Adam and Harry stood riveted 1n horror.

“1"1] yuin you—Ii will!” they heard the Portuguese snarl
“Tt may mean gaol for you, Beavan, if you escape the
hangman’s rope !”

1Th(;m they heard a scuffle, heard the Portuguese cry out
aloud. : Py

A moment later Beavan appeared upon the veranda, his
bearded face savage and sinister. He was carrying Del
Rivo above his head, the Portuguese kicking and plunging
and struggling in vain to free himself. The blows he struck

Tur Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,015.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

:

" at Beavan’s face might have been the slaps of a child for all

the effect they had upon him. :
Seeing Adam and Harry standing there, Walter Beavan

" flung Del Rivo crashing to the ground and.faced them, his

head bowed in shame. /
Del Rivo, rolling over, staggered to his knecs,

“T’1l never forgive you for that!” he snarled. = “Adam

" Byrne, I accuse this.man of the murder of his friend, George

Holden, whom he slew when we.were big-game hunting and
treasure-secking ten years ago! _Don’t let him get away! I
want him delivered over to justice!””

Beavan, sighing deeply, turned to Adam,

“Do not be alarmed,” he said. “Tor years I have prayved

- that this day might como. I .shall not attempt to get away.”

“Do.you mean to tell me, then,” asked Adam, staring at
the s)ettler in pity, “that what this man Del Rivo says is
true?” .

“Jt is only too true,” answered Beavan, with great
simplicity, as he.bowed his head. I killed my friend, George
Holden. We were sick men at the time. We had been
drinking hard—and we guarrelled. I 'knew not what I was

" doing—but I killed him. That is why I have lived the life

of an outcast in Baruda.”
8o saying, he lowered his head into his hands, covering his

eyes from the light, and his huge shoulders shook convul-

sively as he burst into an uncontrollable fit of sobbing,
s

The Tale of Terror !

£ II\' spite of the terrible confession Walter Beavan had

made, Adam felt his heart swell in sympathy for the

man. It was easy to understand why, with such a

crime upon his conscience, Beavan had buried himseif
in this far-away spot, shunning the men of his own race,
herding with natives who, even 1f they knew of it, would not
appreciate the enormity of his offence. :

Adam and Harry remained silent for a moment. Then
Del Rivo, springing to his feet and limping from the hurt
he had received in his fall, turned away. i

“T would have spared you, Beavan,” he snarled, “but it
is your own fault! I am going to tell—" ¢

He stumbled against the man Symes. Grating a laugh, he

- soized the scared and nervous weakling by the shoulder.

With a hoarse cry of fear, Symes tried to struggle free,

‘but the other’s grip was too fierce.

“You were there at the time of his murder; Symes,”
laughed Del Rivo. “You will be a useful witness. Beavan

has confessed. But he may go back on that. Come with

me !”
They vanished up the clearing in the diréction of the

_professor’s hut, Del Rivo dragging the man Symes along.

Beavan, with bared head and master of himself once
more, stood gloomily watching. He did not re-enter his
bungalow. He did not speak to Adam or Harry, who felt
that they must stay with him. He might have been moulded
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in bronze as he stood there, an almost majestic figure, -

stricken by grief and remorse.

The scene burnt itself uwpon Adam’s brain, to remain &
vivid memory for all time, the clearing steeped in darkness
save for the light of the flickering watch fires, the ghostly
shadows of the huts showing against the darker fringe of
forest: over there the outline of the Mirawala, its silvered
hull it by the distant dancing flames; here and there a
light pricking the blackness, where candles or oil lamp
illuminated an interiov; tethered to the balcony of Beavan’s
veranda a horse—the horse he had used, but which he had

not vet groomed and stabled as was his want after a long °f

journey.
settler. ; >

Some minutes passed away, and then they heard hurrying
footsteps crossing the clearing, saw figures moving in the
light of a swinging lantern. .

Foremost among the newcomers were Prafessor.George
Willis Byrne, white king of the Hokahulas, Captain John
Skinner, of the Mirawala, Sandy McTavish, and Jimmy
Brown, and last of all, Rosa—whose beautiful face expressed
the deepest alarm. e e o

As he watched their approach Beavan sighed. But he
did not budge: For yoars he must have suffered tortures
under the haunting dread of one day being discovered as

Above all else ihe towering figure of the bearded

- the murderer of his friend. Now that the moment had come

at last he almost welcomed it. = Adam saw his lips twitch as
he and the professor came face to face. Perhaps he was
afraid of losing the fricndshig_ of. a man he had always
admired. : : b a3 ; :

Tor a moment-they eyed each other, and then the pro-
fessor mounted the steps to the veranda. ;

“Beavan, my poor fellow,” said the professor. in a voice
which trembled with emotion. What is this I hear?

“Tas Julian Del Rivo told you 7 asked Beavan.

“He came to me and teld me and the pthers—ihat you
murdered poor George Holden. - T told him that he lied.
Now I have come to you for confirmation: Speak, my
friend—tell me that he lied?” e

Beavan’s eyes filled.

“Y cannot,” he answered. I :
is true. I killed poor George—murdered him. 1 have been
haunted by the: crime ever since. If T had possessed
all could have given
my dear friend back the life I took from him—1 would have
donc i, - It -was impossible—so—I have lived an outcast
ever since, praying with the dawn.of every day that it
might be the last. Unluckily, nature. gave me strength
and endurance beyond the average. . Even the liquor I have
taken has not helped me. I stayed my hand against self-
staughter—for that would not have vhe}ped,—'—” =

His voice broke. He seemed to be overcome for a moment.
The next he faced the party proudly whilst they formed a
ring and listened. S
~“When_I saw Del Rivo return avith:you in the Mirawala,”
he said, ‘I knew that the end was near.
hearted Dago came to me to-night and offered to remain
silent if I paid him well enough. But I would rather swing
at the end of a rope than compromise with the villain.”

Beavan, pulling up a chair he had made with his own
hands, fell heavily into.it and covered: his face.

By this time the news that the great white chief was

sick, had spread throughout the settlement, and men and
women and children came running to crowd in front of the
veranda, where they watched in awe the agony of the
bearded white man. :

Beavan, a prey to many conflicting emotions. The professor,
dropping a hand on Beavan’s shoulder, counselled a full
confession. k
“It will case your mind,” he said.
not so bad as you think.
vour party endured on that terrible march.
me bits of the story yourself at times——"
Beavan, clasping his hands, leaned forward in his chair.
“That is the only consclation I have,” he murmured, his
deep voice shaking. “That we suffered and endured to the
point of collapse—and I was half-mad at the time. We had
travelled far into unknown lands, using Baruda as our
base. Approaching Pocateiia, where later your baggage

“And may be it is

You have told

“What J;L\liaxx Del Rivo says -

The black-

I have heard of the sufferings-

train was massacred, Professor Byrne, we were ambushed,
and some of our natives died from the wounds they received
from poisoned spears. By foreced marching we managed
to elude our enemies, but when we reached a point of safety
we had abandoned most of our trophies and stores, had only
-a remnant of natives left with us, and were all stricken
with fever, save Del Rivo perhaps—and the man Symes.
Poor George Holden was the worst afflicted. For days 1
hrad helped him along, listened to his complaints and
grumblings and upbraidings. He was unreasonable, for the
fever had laid tight held of him. There were times when
he insulted me, though ¥ nursed him night and day, never
sparing myself, heecanse I loved him. Julian Del Rivo
seemed to take a certain delight in goading Holden on, and
took sides against me. In those awful days and nights therce
was only one thing which kept the spirit alive in me—the
liquor. I drank rations of it—Del Rive wanted the natives
+to hurl the cases containing it away, but I would not have
it. * The day when I killed him,”--here Beavan shuddered,
“was one of the hetiest I can ever remember. The few
natives who had remained faithful abandoned us at this
point, and we were all too dead beat to fravel farther. I
had borne George Holden on my arm most of the day—and
all the time he grumhled. Poor fellow. he had wasted to
a shadow, and I knew that the hour of ecrisis had come—
that if George did not rally by the merning, he must die.
Yet oddly enough, his mind remained crystal clear.

“We sat in gloom and silence most of the day, and
towards night, summoning up ecnergy enough to build a
fire, I lit 1. Del Rivo and Symes ate and smoked. George
wanted only a cigarette and Symes gayve him the last one
he ‘possessed, poor -Geotge, in his delirium, cursing him
because he had ne more. My heart was heavy. My spivit
was sick unto -death. I felt the fever grip me, and to ward
it off, drank more liquor than I have ever drank in my
life before. At last I fell into a troubled sleep. T don’t
know what awakened me.. It might have been the crackling
of the fire as the man.Symes piled more fuel upon it;- it

might bave been the ravings and moanings of George
Holden, my friend. I sat up—and eclutching mo by the
throat, he tried to. strangle me, accusing me of trying fo
- steal the valuable diamonds he had found during our travels
and prospectings, and which he had stored in a belt around
his waist. Odd thing-that—George had a way of smelling
out precious stones that baffled the rest of us. I felt his
fingers digging into my windpipe. I felt myself suffceating,
and it was only by a supreme effort that.I threw him off and
covered him up -as he lay; exhausted by his effort, at my
feet: = The inecident unnerved. me. -1 took more drink—and”
the next thing I remember is hearing -the report of a
‘yevolver and finding myself half-kneeling svith my smoking
-revolver grasped in my hand., George Helden was stretched
: out dead at my fect. In-adrunken frenzy I had shot him.”
‘A shudder ran through the group of listeners. Rosa, much
‘ moved by Beavan’s story, was weeping silently. TFven the
: professor was crying, and Adam felt a lump rise’in his
throat and choke him. 2 5

When Beavan resumed his story his voice was very gentle.

“T dug the grave, in which we buried him, with my own
_hans,” he said. “We remained there two days whilst I
piled up stones upen it to prefect it from  the prowling
beasts: 'Fhen, fever-stricken-and half-crazy from the wani
of food, we resumed our retreat and finally reached Baruda.”
Beavan rose. ey . .

“T have lived here ever sinee,” he said, with a sad smile.

5 s = R 3 i 1. “waiting for death to come to me—an outcast—a man
Captain John Skinner, grimly silent, looked down on |

_beyond the pale. Now. perhaps I am near the end of the

1 long journey. I am ready to submit. God’s will he done.”

. There was a stir among the natives af this juncture, and
Julian Del Rivo, his face twisted by a malicious grin
advanced, -his eyes glittering savagely.
“Well,” he jeered, as he glanced at the distressed and
_silent white men and at Rosa, “are you all satisfied? If I
have kept the secret too long, it is because of the difficultics
of the situation. Had I denounced Beavan a murderer out
_in the wilds with none to arrest him, he might have
. murdered me, too. What are you going to do with the
‘ fellow now 2 ' I suggest that he be arrested, shut up and
;takey’)’ away when the Mirawals sails from this accursed
_ spot. ;

WHAT’S QONE BEFORE. : .

For four years or more Professor George Willis Byine and Tis
daughter Rosa have been held virtually prisoners in the hands of
@ unknown race of natives who inhabit the secret city o Bar-
coomba, But at long last ¢ rescue party under the leadership of
Adam Byrne and Hdarry Franklin reach the African city. The
Qigh priests of the Hokahuls tribe, however, stir wp trouble amongst
the watives and wrge thems to kill the white men, Things are
going very hardly with the professor and hils companions when,
unexpectedly, win airship piloted by Captain Skinner arrives.
- The newcomers are’looked upen as gods of the air-by the supers

stitious natives, and_mo objections are raised wher Captain,
Skinner announces his intention. of teking the professor and his
party ehoard the wirship. After that, things are eusy. A long
cruise across the African jungle brings the party to Barudd,
where Walter Beavan,  seitler, has lived the life of @ recluse for
years, Del Rivo, the Portugiese—who has tacked himself on to
the professor’s party—recog s Beavan ot once, and it LOUS
that ke Tas some hold over him, Symes, the professor’s se
is terrified of Del Rivo, tid he begs fo be @llowed to Share Jiu
* Broww's huit. : :

{Xow réad o)
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Beavan appeared at the doorway of the bungalow carryig\g aloft the kicking, struggling figurs of Dol Rivo, the Poriuguesa.
(See Page 24.)

“Was it in your eagerness to sec justice donv that you
told Beavan he could buy your silence, Del Rivo!”
chalienged Adam. .

“If he says that, he lies,” snapped the Portuguese. -

“Harry Franklin and I both heard you, and are prepared

to swear to it,” Adam told Del Rivo sternly.
. “Del Rivo,” said the professor. “Beavan has told us how
Ticorge Holden died. It appears to me that, in the circum-
stances, he was scarcely responsible for his actions, and
there had been considerable provecation. I may take it, I
suppose, that you are prepared to corroborate that?”

The Portuguese, laughing derisively, answered with con-
siderable heat.

“Nothing of the kind,” he replied. “It was a cold and
deliberate murder. In my opinion, Beavan was after the
diamonds his friend possessed, and yas sick of nursing a
dying man. I was fully awake when it happened. Beavan
drew his revolver and killed Holden where he lay asleep.”

Symes Speaks Out !
CRY of horror burst from Beavan’s lips as he heard.
“As I am a living man that is not truc!” he
- cried. “I was half intoxicated at the time and a
sick man. I knew not what I did. I
awakened from a deep sleep.” :
The professor drew away from him. Rosa shudderingly
stepped back.
The others recoiled. Del Rivo’s accusation horrified
them. It was the professor who took action.
“TFortunately there are other witnesses,” he said. “Send
for the man Symes; bring him here!”
The Portuguese laughed.
“This is not a court of justice. The case is not being
tried here. The man Symes will give his evidence when it

had just

‘he spoke.

is wanted.” 4

Then he started and turned his head, for a loud outery
across the clearing reached his ears. All looked with one
accord in the direction of the sound.

The natives, uttering loud cries in response to the calls of
others who came running towards them, scattered.

Adam could see some bearers carrying a stretcher made
of boughs and entwined twigs towards the bungalows. Some
of the crew of the Mirawala, bearing swinging lanterns,
walked beside it. Upon the stretcher lay the form of a
man. :

The bearcrs moved with broken steps to- the veranda.
Adam could hear the natives. crying out aloud.” Irom
somewhere near by came a cry that the man Symes had
been murdered. §

Murdered? And yet a few minutes ago he had been
alive and well. Adam glanced at his father, at Beavan, at
Del Rivo.

If Symes had been killed why should these men bring the
body fo Beavan’s house, he wondered? The wailing of the
natives set his nerves jangling., Beavan, standing ‘stolidly
still, did not seem to care what might happen:

Captain John Skinner, of the Mirawala, spoke sharply to
the members of his crew, who were bringing the body to
the bungalow.

“He has been shot through the head, sir. I heard the
report and ran into the hut. He was lying on the floor,
and I believed him to be dead. But as I stooped over him
He asked to be brought here.” .

Del Rivo pushed his way forward. ;

“Tf he has been shot through the head how can he
speak ?” he cried. “It doesn’t sound like sense to me.”

They set the stretcher down so that all could see the
huddled-up form of the man Symes, who lay upon the
entwined  boughs, his head set upon a pillow which was
stained an ominous crimson.

“Who has done this thing, I wonder?” asked the professor
as he bent to look. “After all, only white men are armed
in this settlement. No native, surely, would use a
revolver 7 :
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“The poor devil is dead,” shlugged Dcl Rivo. ‘‘What
LOLS it matter \vho killed him 7>

“It is a pity,” murmured. the professor,
mony might have been useful.
through his evidence \xhethu
truth or not.”

And then, to the amazement of those who looked down
ilpo% him, the man Symes moved, raised.himself upon his
hands.

“Take me to Walter Beav an, I want to speak to. him,”
he said in a hearse whisper. “Take me to him!”

They conld see: the mark upon his head which the bullet
had made. It seemed uncanny -that  a man so badly
wounded as he appeared to be could speak at all.
wtives, who were looking on, seattering, fled with
. The horsé whieh Beavan had tethered to the
the veranda pawed the: glouud, whinnying in

“for his testi-
We might have learned
Walter Beavan spoke: the

all ucrhf son,” said Jmnnj B10\\n bending to
%poak to the man Symes. Beavan is here. and the

professor, tco, and Miss Rosa. Dont worry, laddie.”

“I am dying!” Symes moaned as he writhed, whilst the
professor stooped to wipe the blood from the wound in his
head, a!]d called -aloud for someboedy to fetch sponge and
water.. T want to tell the truth before it is too late.”

.Juhnn Del Rivo interrupted with a harsh langh.

“He’s mad!” he cried. “Don’t listen to him!
anybody here who can lend first aid?”

The sound of his rasping \mre roused the man Symes.

“Keep him ‘away from me‘ he cried. “Keep hlm away
—Del Rivo, the murderer !
coomba, but the shirt of m’ul saved me !
me through the head because %

Del Rivo, with a curse, stepped forward.
“Don’t listen to the raving madman!” he cried.
Then he u.led to get away, but John bl\mner, seizing

‘him by the arm; detained him.

Is there

Fo-night he shot

He tried to kill me in Bar-,

" TO YOUR PALS—THANKS! 27

“Wait a ‘moment,” cried the sklppel of the Mirawala.
“There’s something wrong hue Just stay where you are,
Del Rivo!”

Seemg that the Way was barred, the Portuguese, with a
shrug, turned: away, _edging towards the balcony rail.

“Did you say that Del Rivo shot you, Symes ?” asked

| the professor in a tone of horror.

“Yes. We quarrclled, and he shot me. I pretended to
be dead, otherwise he would have fired again. He was
afraid the reports of the revolver shots might be heard, I
suppose, or he wouldn’t have stopped at one!” ommned
Symes; as they helped him up.

He was trembling violently.

The professor, gla,ncmg to where Del Rivo stood, saw
the Portuguese move his hand towards his side where a
holster hunrr Afraid that he intended to shoot again, the
plo‘essm iOt his lean body between.

Why should Del Rivo want to kill you“f” he asked

8 Svn1 es.

“Because I can hang him—because it was he who mur-
dered George Holden—because he is a. villain—because it
was he who set the tribesmen on to massacre your bag-
gage train, Mr: Byrne—because there. isn’t & more
diabolical villain in the world than he is! He was afraid
I’d tell the truth. = He came to me ‘and threatened me.
When I told him that I intended to clear Walter Beavan
and put him right with the -world, he tried to bribe me,
and when we were alone he shot- me down e

“It’s. lies—all lies! He’s mad !’ snarled Del Ruo from
the railing of the veranda.

(Lool: - out for the emcludmg chapters of ﬂus story
next weelk, churns, and then get ready to welcome a
toppmg new school sertal, dealing with the j‘rolwh—
some adventures of Jimumy Silver & Co., the cheery
chums of Rookwaood.)
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1/6 THE BULLY BOY 'l/G

20-Shot, Rapid Repeater Action Pea
Pistol. Fires a Pez 25 feet at the 9
rate of 100 a minute. A Regular =
Pockett Lewis Gun! Bright nickel

finish; each in box with ammunition. A better
shooter than you have ever had before! Send 1/6
and don’t miss our latest quick-firer! Colonial

Orders (Stamps not aceepted) 9d. extra.
dJd. BISHOP & CO., 41, Finshury Sq., London, E.C.

AEROPLANE PAGKET includes 10 FINE AIRPOST and

Aeroplane - Picture Stamp. Bargain — 6d. the lot (Abroad 1/-}.—
W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, WORCESTERSHIR.

2 00 WORTH CHEAP PHOT0O MATERIAL.— Samples
catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8di—
HAGKETT’S WORKs, July Road, LIVERPOOL.

of 210 difierent Stamps, which

Al!b THE BIKE
IIRS
I supply the ﬂnesb 00ventry bml(: cyc]es
KED

O 14 DAYS®’ A

FREE AND GARRIAGE 275 MONTHLY
receipt of a small deposit. ILowest eash msmtm“

N prices, or easy payment terms. ‘.m SUI'E

i Wnte for Free Bargain Lists NOW,

amd Tntwmmummclzmm
L it 18 COVENTRY.




28 ~ THE GEM LIBRARY.

273 %
e e e 5
[ ~ £ “ e e R g g
o - ~ =

48 George the Fxfth »

Seﬂe Model Engme, ini eithee
G.W.R.,; L.M.S. or LN.E.R.
coloms, free for 260 Coupons.

o 1 Fenders free of coupons until

fu;ther notice. TRy
i%"’
- | S
E2 \ -
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THIS SCALE MODEL ENGINE
o as sold by Bassett-Lowke I.td., Northampton,
in exchange for B.D.V. cigarette coupons.

Also Rails, Stations, Wagons, Carriages, Brakes, Vans,  send them in, when your. free gift will be immediately
_Signal Boxes, Points, Sidings, Tunnels, Signals and every ~ forwarded to you, post or carriage paid to your.door,
- necessary part for the bu1 ding of a COMPLETE  You can get all ‘your friends tc help you collect. 'Ina
MODEL " RAILWAY. - Slmp]y collect the coupons . very, very short time you will have sufficient to begin

(found generally at the back) of every packet of B.D.V. = getting free gifts. The more coupons you can collect

Cigarettes, hold the coupons until you have the required = the more gifts you can secure. - Get your chums to club
“ number for the engine; truck, bridge, etc., and then ' with you if you like and run a combined railway. -

BING Vulcan Engmes, Famous CIock-work 'l‘rams and Accessor:es

Send for the Free B. D V
Train Gift Book To-day! . .

¥ —Evéryitem for buzldmg up a com~
A “plete Model Railway is illustrated -
| ¢ and the number of coupons for each & st
- part is shown. ~Just write your -
name and address on a post card ““—just like hand-made?”’ -
“(Id. stamp ne;essary} or use the - :
coupon in ihis a vertzsementk ;
wlugh may be sent in unscaled Yo 01?:136“21 0 Cozri; 'lf-&su%d
envelope, nostage 3d,, and post fo
the address given in the coupon.
o S

The Partnership Coupons now in B.D.V, Cigarette i G]B
Packets are avatlablc in-the szt ‘scheme. Bi2, Gi2,




