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IN THE GRIP OF THE
RAPIDS !

An anxious moment for Tom Merrs
(See the ‘grand holiday story
> inside)
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A HALF-BREED’S GRATITUDE! Arthur Augustus D’Arcy has cause to bless the day that he saved the life cf
Black Loufs, for when Tom WMerry & Co. are helpless priseners in the hands of a notorious gunman, it is Black Louis,

the half-breed, who comes to their rescue!

——

7]

A Rousing

New Long Complete Story of Tom Merry & Co., the Chums of St. Jim’s,

dealir_ng with their thrilling Holiday Adventures in British Columbia.

CHAPTER 1.
At the Boot Leg Ranch!
4 FPPIN’ P> ]
| That was Arthur Augustus - D’Arcy’s
verdiet. ? ;

Tom Merry & Co. concurred.

It was ripping.

“Beats Margate for the vac!”?
Lowther. 3

And the St. Jim’s juniors chuckled.

The morning was glorious.

The sun had come up over the distant Rocky
Mountains, which lay eastward of the St. Jim’s juniors
now. It blazed down on hill and valley, en winding
river and rolling grassland. Tom Merry & Co. stood in the
wooden. veranda of the Boot Leg ranch-house, and looked
about them with untiring interest. Everything at the
ranch in British Columbia was new to them—new and
strange and keenly exciting.
¢« “Wippin’ 1”  repeated Arthur Awugustus, polishing
his celebrated ‘eyeglass and jamming it into his noble
eye. “Top-hole !”

Mr. Wildrake came out of the ranch-house and
nodded and smiled to his son’s guests in the veranda.
He mounted his horse and rode away en the trail to
Lone Pine. The juniors watched the big, brenzed

remarked Monty

rancher as he rode at a trot, till a fold of the prairie

swallowed him up. Then they transferred their
attention to Long Jim, the foreman of the ranch, who
was in sight at a little distance towards the horse-
corral, Long Jim’s voice came to their ears—it was a
powerful voice, and it was raised now in tones of anger.

“You pesky breed! Come outa’ that!” -

Long Jim apparently was addressing someone on the
other side of the corral fence.

Craek! *

“Bai Jove !” : :

For a moment the juniors fancied that a pistol had
been fired. But it was only the erack of the long stock-
whip in Long Jim’s hand. 3

“Come out, you durned breed!” roared the ranch
foreman. :

The juniors in the veranda exchanged glaneces.

“Looks like a row !” murmured Blake.

“Pewwaps we had bettah wetiah I suggested Arthur
Augustus.

Crack !
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The stockwhip rang again. ;

The unseen individual in the horse-corral did not seem
in a hurry to come out at the foreman’s command.

Long Jim’s bhearded face was growing redder with
wrath.

“The dear man’s in a wax!”
Lowther.

“I wegard his mannahs as lackin® wepose,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I twust he is not goin’ to wallop
anyone with that howwid-lookin® whip.”

“Looks as if he is,” remarked Tom Merry.

“You hear me yaup?” bawled LongeJim. “Are you
showing up, Black Louis, or do you want me to fetch
you ont ?” :

A dark-skinned face—the face of an Indian half-breed
—showed over the corral fence. It was dark and sulky,
and the black eyes gleamed. The man dropped over the
pine fenee, and stood before the foreman of the ranch,
half crouching. The juniors, at a little distance from
the scene, watched with intense interest. = Arthur
Augustus had suggested retiring from view while the
row was on; but he did not carry out his own
suggestion. &

Long Jim advanced a pace or two towards the breed,
his sinewy hand gripping the quirt. -

“You pesky breed! I guess you've asked for it two
or three times before, and now you’re getting it—savvy?2

Swish ! -

“Oh, bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus, as the
heavy whip sang through the air and came down with
a crash on the half-crouching breed.

“Phew !” murmured Manners.

“What on earth’s the man done?” muttered Lowther.

“Something serious, I should say,” remarked Blake.
“Long Jim isn’t a had sort really.”

“I do not agwee with you, Blake,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I wegard him as a wuff boundah. He has
not tweated me with pwepah wespect.”

Swish !

“By Jove! Look!” breathed Blake. -

The - half-breed had made a sudden spring, and some-
thing bright flashed in the sunlight as he hurled himself
at the burly foreman.

“Look out!” ghouted Tom Merry.

But the warning was not needed. : ;

The knife went spinning through the air as the half- |
breed crumpled up in the powerful grasp of the ranch-
man,

murmured Monty
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~ knocked aside the outstretched hand

There’s a- St. Jim’s Story in this week’s * Popular”! 3

The next moment Black Louis was flung to the
ground, and the heavy quirt rose and fell with savage
lashes. :

“Bail Jove ! I’m not standin’ this!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, his eyes flashing. “Where’s Wildwake? = He
ought to interfeah.” 7

Kit Wildrake was not with his guests.

“ Wildwake I called out Arthur Augustus.

" There was no answer. The Canadian junior was else-
where. :

Lash! Lash!

The half-breed was squirming under the lashes of the
quirt,

Arthur Augustus ran down the steps of ‘he veranda.

“Gussy !” shouted Blake.

But the swell of St. Jim’s did not heed.

He ran on the scene with lightning specd and grasped
the sinewy arm of the ranch foreman as the whip was
descending again.

“Stop it I” he panted.

Long Jim stopped in sheer astonishment.
an angry glare on the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Stand aside !” he rapped out. 3

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus indignantly. “You shall not touch
that man again.”

Louis, the half-breed, rose dizzily to his knees, sway-
ing. Long Jim shoved the elegant junior aside and
raised his right arm again. Arthur Augustus, un-
daunted, sprang between him and the breed. The ranch
foreman just stopped the lash before it fell on D’Arcy.

“You pesky dude!” he roared. “Will you mind your
own business and get out of the way?”

“No, I won’t!”

“By hokey " exclaimed the ranchman. “If you
wasn’t the boss’ guest, you durned gink, I’'d lay the
whip round your hide, too.” ;

“Wats |”

“Gussy !I” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“You need not chip in, Tom Mewwy. I will not allow
that wuffian to beat a man like a dog undah my eyes.”

“You won’t- allow I” gasped Long Jim.

(3 NO.,:

“I tell you to stand aside !” roared the angry ranch-
man.

“I wefuse.”

“Then I guess youw’ll be put.” .

“I warn you that I shall hit you, Mr. Long Jim, if
you lay a fingah on me,” said Arthur Augustus.

Long Jim, in spite of his anger, grinned. Arthur
Angustus was a sturdy fellow, with all his elegance; but
the top of his head did not reach the big ranchman’s
shoulder. Omne drive of Long Jim’s enormous fist would
have lifted Gussy off his feet and landed him yards
away. But the swell of St. Jim’s did not retreat an
inch. He stood between the panting, squirming breed
on the ground, and the towering ranchman, with his :
hands up and his eyes flashing over them. There was
a laugh from five or six punchers who were looking on
from the bunkhouse.

“Stand aside !”

“Wats 1” 2

Long Jim wasted no more time in words.

He strode at Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and grasped
at him. ;

What happened next seemed like a miracle to the cow-
punchers, who were grinning at the
scenc. With his left Arthur Augustus

He turned

of the ranchman. The next moment
his right crashed upon TLong Jim’s
bearded chin. It was a hefty blow,
and it was a surprise to the ranch

4

foreman. Long Jim toppled baclk, prominently your copy of
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Long Jim lay on his back,
blinking at the sunny sky of
British Columbia and wondering
dizzily how he had got there.
£Oh crumbs !” gasped Blake.
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Arthur Augustus stood like a rock, but he was rube
bing the knuckles of his right hand with - the fingers
of his left. It had been a really terrific drive, and it
had hurt Gussy more, probably, than it had huré the
hefty ' Canadian ranchman, though he had gone down
under it. : >

Tom Merry & Co. came down from the veranda with
a rush. _ : : : : :
. They reached the spot while TLong Jim was still
blinking at the sky. What would happen to Gussy when
the burly ranchman got on his feet they hardly knew,
but they realised that Gussy would need the help of his
chums. It was doubtful, indeed, whether all Tom
Merry & Co. bunched together could have handled
Long Jim.

“Mon Dieu !”” the breed was muttering. “Mon Dieu !”
th tall of the big ranchman had astounded Black

ouis.

D’Arey turned to him. =

“Cut and wun while you've got the chance, deal
boy,” he said. 3 :

The dark-skinned breed picked himself up. He was
dizzy from the lashing he had already received, but
he realised that this was his chance.

“Merci—mille fois merci I” he muttered.

“That’s all wight !”

The “breed broke into a rapid run, and disappeared
along the wall of the corral as Long Jim sat up.

“Gee-whiz !” stuttered Long Jim.

“Hallo, here’s- Wildrake ! exclaimed Tom Merry, in
great relief.

Kit Wildrake came out of the cookhouse,
having heard the uproar. y
at a quick run.

“What the thump—2" he exclaimed.

“Only ‘Gussy |” said Blake.

“But wha 2 ;

“I am sowwy to have had to knock down your
fathah’s foreman, Wildwake, deah boy- 2

“Oh, my hat!”

“But he was bwutally whippin’ a chap, and I was
bound to chip in,” said D’Arcy. “I twust you will
excuse me.” <

“The_question is, will Long Jim excuse you?” mur-
mured Monty Lowther. “Tell him not to break Gussy
into more than six or seven picces, Wildrake.”

“Weally, Lowthah 2

Long Jim staggered to his feet. He was more sur-
prised than damaged; indced, but for the fact that he
had" been so surprised to receive that blow at all, it
would scarcely have toppled him over. Wildrake
hastily stepped in front of the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Go easy, Jim !” he said. “What’s the trouble ?”

“I—I—TI’ve been floored,” said Long Jim, still in
“That pesky little

evidently
He came towards the spot

critter has floored me.”

“I wefuse to be chawactewised as a peskay little
cwittah | exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly. “I
wegard you as a wude beast.” . ;

“Shut up, Gussy, old chap !” said Wildrake.

“ Weally, Wildwake it :

“I was quirting that gink, Black Louis,” said Long
Jim, rubbing his chin. “He’s been at his tricks again,
ill-using a horse. I warned him afore what to expect,
and I was giving him that same, when this queer
little- animal butted in. I s’pose your father would

be mad, Kit, if I put him across my
knec and spanked him. Take him
away; and make him understand, if
he’s got any brains in his cabeza,
that he’d better not puncll a ranch-
man with his toy fist. Next time he
may get hurt.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy breathed
hard and deep. His noble face was
crimson with indignation. Certainly,
it was fortunate for him that Long
Jim was taking the matter so good-
temperedly. But to be regarded as a

_little “critter ” with a ‘toy fist was
- greatly exasperating. ;

Long Jim picked up his quirt.

“Where’s that pesky breed?” he
snapped. “I guess he’s going to be
fired from the ranch, but I was going

our repre-




‘to give him a quirting first.

4 Every Wednesday.

for that breed, and don’t stand around there gobbling
like a flock of turkeys!”

The chuckling cow-punchers proceeded to look for
Black Louis. Long Jim, without another look at D’Arey,
tramped away, evidently thinking only of the breed and
not of the swell of St. Jim’s.

“1 am sowwy this has happened,” Wildwake, deah
boy,” said Arthur Augustus.
wegard me as buttin’ into a mattah that did not
coneern me.” ; 4

Wildrake gave him a rather curious look.

1“What a trusting nature !” murmured Monty Low-
ther. e ;

¥ Ha, ha, hal? 3 ; :

“You see, Gussy,” said Wildrake, “Long Jim ruus
this show when the popper’s not around, and he had
good reason for quirting that breed. You wouldn’t
stand for a galoot ill-using a horse, I suppose?”

“Bai Jove!" Wathah. not!” :

“Hit a man your own size next time, Gussy,” sug-
gested Lowther. “Spare small fry like Long Jim.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Weally, you fellows 2

“Trust old Gussy to put his foot in it,” said Blake.

“Weally, Blake 22

“I guess there’s no great harm done,” said Wildrake.
“The breed’s got clear, but I dare say he had had
enough.” : : I

“He seemed to think se,” remarked Lowther.

“Of—of course, I was not awah of the cause of the
twouble,” said Arthur Augustus hesitatingly. . “If the
man was weally ewuel to a horse, of course, he ought
to have had a feahful thwashin’.
was dawning upon the powerful intellect of Arthur
Augustus that he had indeed put his- aristocratic foot
in it.

“All serene,” said Wildrake, smiling. “Long Jim
is taking it more as a joke than anything else. Let
it drop.”

“Pewwaps I was wong

“(Cut out the perhaps!” urged Blake.

“Pway dwy up, Blake! Pewwaps I owe Long Jim
an apology for knockin’ him down undah a misappwe-
hension.” : :

“That’s all right,” said Wildrake.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

29

“Let it drop.”
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“Between gentlemen an apology is sufficient to set
a mattah. wight,” he said. “I appeah to have made
a mistake. I shall offah Long Jim my apology.”

“Gussy, old man 2 ; .

Arthur Augustus did not heed. He realised at long
last that his noble intervention had been uncalled-for,
and the fact that he was deeply exasperated with Long
Jim did not alter the other fact that an apology was
due to that long-limbed gentleman. So Arthur Augustus
hurried after him. He found Long Jim at the gate
of the corral, in a wrathful mood. - He had just
discovered that Black Louis had departed from the
ranch without waiting to be *“fired,” and he had
departed upon . a horse belonging to the ranch—which
was never likely to be seen again at Boot Leg. Black
Louis had escaped the remainder of the quirting which
Long Jim considered his due, and he had put Rancher
Wildrake to a loss of a - hundred dollars. In the
circumstances, Long Jim was not likely to greet the
cause of the trouble politely. .

“Mr. Long Jim !”'said D’Arcy, with dignity.

The foreman did -not heed him.

“Hyer, you Billy Pink, and you, Nosey Rogers, get
on your critters and get after that durned horse-thief !
he shouted: “You get back that hoss he’s stolen, and
‘hide him with a trail-rope till he can’t erawl. You
hear me?” :

The two punchers jumped on their horses and dashed
away, Long Jim staring after them with a darkened
brow.

“T was addwessin’ you, Mr. Long Jim,” said D’Arcy.

The foreman glanced round impatiently.

“Git!” he snapped. -

“I was goin’ to say——"

“Do you think I'm spending this hyer morning
listening to a tenderfoot chewing the rag?” bawled Long
Jim. “Shut up and git!” : §
.“Bai- Jove! I considah——"

“Light out of it, pronto!”

“ Weally, you wude boundah——" ]

“Run away and play!” snapped Long Jim. “Next
time I ride into Rainbow T’ll bring you some marbles
and a pegtop. Now git!”

“1 was goin’——"

Long Jim strode away without waiting for the St. Jim’s
junior to comclude. As a matter of fact, he was busy
that morning and had no time to waste on Arthur

7 Augustus. The graceful manners of

the swell of St. Jim’s, in- fact, were

GOOD COMPANY FOR AUGUST!

rather out of place on a Canadian
ranch. Long Jim did not even know
that Gussy had a graceful apology
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The Man in the Timber !

13 HAT about Pine Tree
vw Patch ?”
Tom Merry asked that

question.
Wildrake and his comrades from
school were riding across the sunny
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_firebug Redway is roped in,” explained Wildrake.
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$¢ You pesky dude ! ’* he roared.

Long Jim shoved the elegant Arthur Augustus D’Arcy aside, and raised his right arm again.

¢ Will you mind your own business, and get out of the way? !
- said the St. Jim’s junior.

The swell of 8¢. Jim’s,
undaunted, sprang between him and the half-breed. The ranch foreman just stopped the lash before it fell on D’Arcy.

“ No, I won’t!”
(See Chapter 1.)

grassland, far out of sight of the ranch. They were
heading for a clump of live oaks and cedars across the
plain, where they intended to dismount and camp for
tiffin in the heat of the day.

Every day since they had arrived at Wildrake’s
Canadian home the chums of St. Jim’s had ridden far
and wide, exploring the extensive ranch lands. But
they had not yet visited the Pine Trec Pateh, the most
outlying section of the Boot Leg Ranch, lying up in the
foothills of the Porcupines, where the Rainbow River
had its head-waters, and it was in that remote section
that they were interested.

Since arriving at Boot Leg they had scen and heard
nothing of Rube Redway, the gunman, who had sought
to kidnap Wildrake in Sussex. They knew that Redway,
for some mysterious reason known only to himself,
desired to get possession of the Pine Tree section of
the ranch lands, and had taken desperate measures to
force Mr. Wildrake to sell, and Tom Merry & Co. were
very keen to see the place.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “How fah is
the Pine Twee Patch fwom the wanch, Wildwake?”

“Tifteen miles to the north-west,” said Wildrake,

“That’s not much of a wide.”

Wildrake smiled. :

“It’s difficult country up in the foothills,” he said.
“It means camping out for the night in the hut there.”

“We know how to camp out,” said Manners. “We're
Boy Scouts at home, you know, and we can rough it.”

“Yaas, wathah!” : :

“I don’t think popper quite likes the idea until that
“He
hasn’t been seen -since he held us up on the trail from
Rainbow, though the  M.P.’s are out looking for him.”

“The what?” ejaculated Arthur Augustus. “You don’t
mean Membahs of Parliament, old chap?”

“Ha, ha! No; the Mounted Police,” said Wildrake.
“They’ve been hunting for the galoot, and they haven’t
spotted him yet. It looks as if he’s eleared out of this

section for good. Holding up the hack on the trail
means some years in the pen for him if he’s caught.”

“In—in what?” : -

“In the penitentiary—prison, you kmow. It looks
as if he’s gone, but the popper thinks he may be hanging-
around. He’s got some reason for wanting to buy that
land from popper. Goodness knows why. It’s never been
considered of much value. There’s hardly any cattle
feed in the district, and the stockman’s hut there isn’t
used half a dozen times in the whole year. But Redway
offered popper a big price for it.”

“And your patah wouldn’t sell?”

“L guess he didn’t want an American gunman for a
neighbour,” said Wildrake. “That was his chief reason
at first. ‘But when Redway started on threats, he just
drove him off the ranch with a Colt. Then Redway
tried the dodge of roping me in, to force the popper to
scll by threatening me. It shows he’s got some pesky
good reason for wanting to get hold of that bit of
land. Can’t guess why, unless he’s found signs of pay
dirt there. And popper thinks he may still be hanging
about, looking for another chance, though mnothing’s,
been seen’ of him.” : i

“We could look after ourselves,” said Lowther.

“Yes, but S ¥

“It will be all wight, Wildwake.
said Arthur Augustus innocently.

Wildrake laughed. -

“'We're bound to explore the place,” said Tom Merry.
“If Redway-has found signs of gold there; we may find
what he’s found. See? No end of a catch to strike
geld.” e :

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I guess we’ll make it to-morrow, if you galoots are
keen,” said Wildrake. . “Popper agreed that we could:
camp out there if nothing was heard of that firebug

I should be there e

Redway for a whole week, and the week’s up #o-day.”

“Good !I”
Tuz Gem LiBRARY.—Ko. 1.016
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The juniors rode on at a trot towards the clump of
trees.
suspect that a pair of keen, glinting eyes were watching
them as they advanced from the cover of the timber.

A man with a clean-cut, hard face was crouching
there, hidden by the timber, his eyes fixed on the riders
as they came jingling on. There was a rifie in his
hands, and once he raised it as if with the intention of
firing on the advancing party.

But he lowered it again, shaking his head.

Tom Merry & Co. were mot now the unarmed school-
boys who had been held up on the Rainhow trail a
week before. The possibility that the gunman was still
haunting the vicinity of the Boot Leg Ranch made them
take precautions when they rode out of sight of the
ranch buildings. Fach of the juniors carried a rifle
slung to his saddle. The man lurking in the timber
would not, perhaps, have recked much of the shoofing
of the schoolboys from England, but Rube Redway had
learned that Wildrake at least was a good shot. He
could have shot the Caiadian junior down from cover;
but that was not what he wanted.

Once Wildrake was in his hands, he had mo doubt
that he could barter the boy’s life and liberty for the
land he coveted. Watching the party as they jingled
nearer and ncarer, Rube Redway debated in his mind
whether to attempt a held-up. But he shook his head
again. And as the riders came trotting up to the timber
and dismounted in the shade of the thick branches, the
hidden gunman crouched ecloser into cover.

Tom Merry & Co. camped for lunch under the trees,
little dreaming that Redway was within a few yards of
them, watching: :

They unpacked lunch from their bags and sat in the
long grass under the shady branches.

Their talk ran on the Pine Tree Patch and the possi-
bility that - there was gold-bearing ground in the
district—the only explanation they could think of to
account for Redway’s desire to pessess it. Hidden in
the thickets behind them, the gunman listened to every
word. ;

Redway made no sound.

“I guess we’ll make it to-morrow.” Kit Wildrake's
clear voice came to the ears of the hidden gunman.
“We’ll start bright and early in the morning, and get
to the foothills in the afternoon. We’'ll take grub for
a couple of days.” :

“Yaas, wathah!
woot it out,” said Arthur Augustus. “Your patah
would be vewy pleased to discovah a gold-mine on his
pwopahty, Wildwake.”

Wiidrake chuckled.

“T guess s0,” he assented.

“Would you know paydirt if you saw it, Gussy?”
¢rinned Blake.

“As a mattah of fact, Blake, I have zot had any
expewience so fah in such mattahs. But a fellow can
learn, you know.”

“ Anyhow, it will be fun camping out,” said Manners.

“ What-ho !” agreed Tom Merry.

“I have wathah a feelin’ that I shall woot out the
scewet, whatevah it is,” said Arthur Augustus. “There
must be somethin’ there, or that wuffian Wedway
wouldn’t be so keen on gettin’ hold of the place.”

“Sure !” assented Wildrake.

The man hidden in the timber grinned sourly.

It was an hour later that Tom Merry & Co. remounted
their horses and continued their ride across the plains.

From -the timber Rube Redway watched them ride,
his eyes glittering and a grim smile on his hard face.

“To-morrow at Pine Tree Patch !” he murmured. “I
guess this is a cinch ” ;

The gunman waited till the juniors were aut.of sight,
then he led his hidden horse from the timber on the
other side of the clump and mounted and rode away.

CHAPTER 4. 3
The Horse Thief !
i AKE care of yourselves.”
T “You bet, popper ! said Wildrake cheerily.
It was an early hour the following morning.

The sun had just cleared the summits of the Rockies,
Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. },016.
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far away to the east, when Tom Merry & Co. turned out
for their expedition.

“Ii’s all wight, sir,” said Arthur Augustus. “I shall
Dbe lookin’ after old Wildwake, you know.”

The rancher smiled.

Mr. Wildrake had stepped out to see the juniors off,
and Mrs. Wildrake waved her hand to the party as
they started.

The juniors rode to the north-west, and half a dozen
miles from. Boot.Leg they came on the Rainbow River.
From that point they followed the river towards the
foothills of the Porcupines, the stream dwindling more
and more as they drew nearer to its head-waters. Away
to the west the range of the Porcupines barred the sky,
with bench after bench of rocky foothills rising one
above another towards the mountains.

The grasslands lay behind the juniors now.

The ground was broken and stony, with rocky ridges
cropping out of the soil. The Rainbow, a mere stream
now, rippling over a stony bed, was their guide.  As
the sunm rose higher the heat grew intense, and Arthur -
Augustus fanned himself with his new Stetson hat.

The pace was slow now, the ground rising more: and
more. Somectimes the juniors had to leave the bank of
the stream, but they sighted it again after an interval.
They were riding among great rocks and boulders, with
here and there a scrubby clump of pines. Suddenly, as
they rode into a narrow gulch, through which the Rain-
bow roared in a torrent, Wildrake uttered a sharp
exclamation. -

“By gum !

“Bai Jove !” > :

The juniors reined in their horses. A man who had
been camped in the guleh, close beside the roaring
torrent, leaped to his feet and stared at them in surprise
and alarm. g :

The juniors recognised Black Louis, the half-breed
who had fled from the ranch on a-stolen horse.

The man stared at them for a few scconds, evidently
astonished to see the schoolboys in the lonely rocky
wastes of the foothills. Then he rushed to a horse that
was tethered near at hand.

Wildrake dragged the revolver from lLis belt.

“Stop !” he shouted.

“Wildwake, deah boy i

“I guess that galcot’s got a stolen horse!” rapped

The breed !”

. out Wildrake, and he spurred on after the breed.

Black Louis cast his steed loose and leaped on it and
rode away recklessly.

“ After him !” shouted Wildrake.

He rode fiercely in pursuit. .

Tom Merry & Co. joined in the chase at once. Wild-
rake’s revolver was in his hand, but, greatly to the
relief of his comrades he did not use it. It was very
probable that Long Jim, or any of the Boot Leg-
punchers, would have pulled trigger without hesitation
to prevent a horse-thief escaping with his plunder. But
the Canadian junior of St. Jim’s held his fire.

“Bai Jove, you fellows!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
“I suppose we're bound to back up Wildwake and get
that gee-gee.”

“Yes, rather !’ said Blake.

“Pollow on !” gasped Tom Merry.

Wildrake was riding like the wind, and the juniors |
x helter-skelter after him. The haif-breed
glanced back over his shoulder, his dark, savage face
darker with rage, his eyes gleaming like a snake’s.
Ahead of the riders the guleh narrowed to a mere gorge,
with the roaring torrent of the Rainbow filling it almost
from side to side. It was dangerous riding on the spray-
swept ledge of rock, not more than three feet wide, that
separated the torrent from the sheer wall of rock that
formed the side of the gorge. But the half-breed drove
his horse on furiously—behind him was capture and the

. punishment of a horse-thief.

“TLook |” panted Blake suddenly.

The desperately-driven horse of the half-breed, only
a dozen yards ahead of the pursuers, had slipped on
the wet rock. The juniors saw the desperate effort the

rider made to hold him—an effort that failed. A .

moment more.and horse and rider had plunged into the
torrent and were swept down past the juniors on the
whirling water.
“Bai Jove, he will be dwowned !” gasped D’Arcy.
Tom Merry & Co. halted and stared back over their
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shoulders, striving to follow the half-bréed with their
eyes. The man was separated from the horse now—and
the latter was swimming with the stream. But it was
only too clear that the half-breed could not swim. With
Lorrified eyes the juniors watched him plunge under
the rushing waters. He came up again a dozen yards
farther down the stream and grasped wildly at a jutting
point of rock.-

He clung there with both hands, his dusky face pallid
with terror, the wild waters tearing at him like the
hand of a giant seeking to wrench him away to death.

Arthur Augustus leaped from his horse. 3

“Gussy |” shouted Blake.

Gussy was last of the file of riders. A horse could
scarcely turn on the mnarrow, rocky path. Leaving his
steed to its own devices Arthur Augustus rushed down
the rocky bank to a point abreast of the jutting rock
across the stream, where the despairing half-breed
clung.

A moment more and Arthur Augustus had plunged in.

“Gussy 1” yelled Wildralke.

The stream was narrow; between the rocky banks it
roared and foamed. But Arthur Augustus drove his
way across and rcached the half-breed—only just in
time, for Black Louis’ hands were slipping from the
rock. He whirled out into the torrent helplessly with
a faint husky cry, and at the same ‘moment Arthur
Augustus grasped him.

“Hold on to me!” gasped D’Arcy; but the roar of
the torrent drowned his voice.

_Holding the half-breed, Arthur Augustus fought for
his life in the wild and whirling waters that swept him
rapidly down the stream. : ;

Tom Merry & Co. were rushing along the bank now,
their faces white with apprehension for their chum.

“Stand clear !”

Kit Wildrake was shouting. :

Tom looked back. The Canadian junior had taken the
coiled lasso from his saddle.  Still sitting his horse
Wildrake made the cast, and the long rope uncoiled in
the air as it flew. Tom Merry & Co. watched breath-
lessly. They could not reach their chum whirling
away in the fierce grip of the mountain torrent, but the
lariat fiew with unerring aim and the loop dropped over
Arthur Augustus’ head.

What it was, what was happening, the swell of St.
Jim’s hardly knew; ‘but he knew that his despairing
grasp closed on something tangible in the waste of
waters, he knew that he was pulled back and that
the torrent was mno longer tearing him away. He was
dragged to the bank, and a moment later his comrades
had seized him and dragged him from the water, still
holding on to the half-breed.

CHAPTER 5.
The Pine Tree Patch!
(3 AI Jove!” R
B Arthur Augustus D’Arey sat up dizzily.
He was streaming with water, and he gouged
it from his eyes and blinked round him, quite dazed

*and bewildered.

“Oh, cwumbs! Oh, dear!” :

“Oh, you howling ass!” panted Blake. “I-thought
you were gonei- Oh, you frabjous fathead!” 5

“Weally, Blake——" SR

“What do you mean by scaring your pals out of
their wits?” roared Blake. 3

“Gwooogh! I've swallowed a beastly lot of watah.”

“You’d have swallowed a lot more if Wildrake hadn’t
roped you in, duffer—a thumping lot more, fathead!”

“My clothes are wuined.”

“Go hon!” said Monty Lowther.

“It is a wathah sewious mattah, Lowthal. I am
fwightfully wet.”

“Did you expect to find the water dry?”

“I wegard that question as asinine, Lowthah.”
Arthur Augustus blinked round at the exhausted half-
breed lying panting on the rocky bank. “I hope that
chap is all wight?” : ‘

“Right as rain,” said Tom Merry. . :

“It’s wathah wotten about the horse—” -

“The .horse is all right, I guess,” said .Wildrake.
“He was swimming, and he will get ashore lower
: (Continued overleaf.)
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fown, and I guess he knows his way back to the
ranch now that that thief isn’t on his back.”

The half-breed picked himself up. 2

Black Louis had recovered from his terror now, but
fie was still breathing hard and fast. He cast'a quick
look round him, but the juniors barred him in against
the stream and therc was no escape for him. THis
dark face set sullenly and savagely.

“Peelin® all, wight, Mr. Louis?” asked D’Arcy.

The breed  stared at him. &

He was obviously astonished that one of the party
had plunged into the mountain torreunt: to save him,
and he knew the terrible risk that had been taken.
But for Wildrake’s lasso it was doubtful whether
either D’Arcy or the breed would have emerged alive
from the torrent. The black, savage look in his dusky
face softened.

“You save my
muttering voice-

“All wight, deah boy.”

“You're an ass, Gussy,”
worth the risk. The galoot’s a horse-thief

life, monsieur,” ke said in a low.

said Wildrake., ‘“He wasn't

122

“T am not suah that he is a horse-thief, deah boy.

Pewwaps he only bowwowed the horse to get away
fwom Long Jim.” ‘
“Good old Gussy!” chuckled Blake. :
The breed stared at D’Arey again, and a grin
flickered over his dark face for a second.

“Anyhow, I'm glad he wasn’t drowned,” said Tom
Merry.

“Yes, rather.” 1 ’

“I guess I'm still more glad that the hoss wasn't
drowned,” said Wildrake. “This scallywag won’t get
hold of it again, anyhow. I guess it’s half-way to
the ranch by this time.  You ean clear, Black Louis—
youwre mot wanted here. But I warn you to light
out off my popper’s land; youw’ll get short shrift if the
Boot Leg outfit get hold.of you.”

The half-breed gave the rancher’s son a black an.d
bitter look, and scowled at the juniors. But again his
evil face softened a little as he glanced at D’Arcy.
But he did not speak.  With an evil, sneering face
he turned away and tramped down the bank of the
stream and disappeared from view among the rocks.

“Good riddance to bad rubbish!” said Manners.

“I am feahfully wet,” said Arthur Augustus dis-

&

mally. “I shall have to get dwy somehow.”
“Tend wus your lasso, Wildrake,” said Monty
Lowther. “We can sling Gussy up on the end of

it and hang him out to dry.”

“You uttah .ass!” hooted Arthur Augustus.

“If you will take a bath with your clothes on,
Gussy, you must expect to get wet,” remarked Blake.

“Watﬁ !)’ i -

“Your rags will soon dry in the sun,” said Wildrake,
laughing. “Strip them off and lay them out on the
rocks.” ‘

“And buck up!” urged Blake. “We’re heading for
the Pine Tree Patch, and we didn’t bargain for your
mixed bathing stunts on the way.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Buck up!” urged all the juniors.

The sun was blazing down on the gorge, and between
the high walls of rock it was almost like an oven. It
did not take long for Arthur Augustus’ clothes to
dry, but he eyed them very dubiously as he put
them on again. Undoubtedly the immersion had rather
dimmed their elegance. But Arthur Augustus had
saved a life, though not a very valuable one, and that
was a solace for the spoiling: of his clegant clobber.

“Might have been worse, old chap,” said Tom Merry.
“Suppose you’d lost your eyeglass?”

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

“Ha, ha, hal”

‘The juniors remounted their horses at last and
rode up the gorge. -

Higher and higher into the. foothills they rode.
Wildrake leading, by barren rocks and beetling cliffs.
The Rainbow was in sight all the time, falling on its
course in a series of cascades. The episode of Blagk
Louis had caused considerable delay, and it was long
past noon now. Tom Merry & Co. halted for lunch in
the shadow of a great cliff that overhung the torrent.
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From that point they had to lead their horses ovez
stony acclivities. :
“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus remarked. “The Pine
Twee Patch seems wathah off the map, Wildwake. I
should not think it was visited vewy often.”
“Very seldom, I .guess,” said Wildrake. “But
there’s ~ another and an . casier way, only it’s twice
the distance and takes longer, you see. Cattle can
be driven by that trail. Sometimes a bunch of cattle
is driven to the. Patch for a few days’ feed. The
place hasn’t been "msed this secason, though, and we
shall find the old hut deserted.”
He mounted his horse again. !
“We can ride from here, I guess; we're not far

off mow.”

The steep journey had tired the juniors, and they

~were looking forward to a rest when they reached their

destination. ; 3
An hour later a wide valley opened beforc their

~eyes; green and refreshing to the view after the barren

rocks. Through the valley the Rainbow flowed, a

* shining, ' rippling stream, making a wide loop. In

the loop of the stream a tall pine-tree.stood, like a
lonely “sentinel keeping watch and ward, and elose
by the tall pine was a wooden hut.

“That’s the stockman’s hut,” said Wildrake.
~“Bai Jove!
said: D’Arcy.

“Same here!”’ grinned Blake.

The juniors rode through the grass, across the valley
to the lomely hut. They dismounted at the hut and
hitched their horses to the post outside. The door
was closed, but it opened to Wildrake’s hand, and the

_juniors followed him in. ;

It was a small hut, with a single room, the walls
of timber the floor of earth. Three or four articles of
furniture were inside—a rough trestle table and some
pinewood benches of the roughest make, There was
a rusty iren stove and a food safe of perforated zinc,

“and on a shelf a few utensils. The place smelled
musty, “and had evidently been deserted for a very
long time. ;

“We're campin’ heah, deah boy?”

“Sure I

1Arthur'.Augustus surveyed the hut through his eye-
glass. '

“Where are the beds?” he asked.

“The what?”

“Beds, deah boy.”

Wildrake - chuekled.

“I guess we've brought our bed-rolls on the horses,”
be said. “And I reckom we're rolling them out on
the floor to-night, old scout.” ; ’

“Bai Jove!”

“You’re not at Eastwood House now, you know !
grinned Wildrake. :

“Or at St. Jim’s!” grinned Blake. “Gussy would
expect to find a four-poster with silken hangings if he
went to the North Pole I”

“Ha, ba, ha P

“Wats I” said Arthur Augustus. “I fancy I can wuft
it with anybody. I wegard this as wippin’.”

“Top-hole !” said Tom Merry. :

And the St. Jim’s party proceeded to prepare for
camping in the stockman’s hut. Wood was gathered,
and pine-cones, for the stove, the water-keg washed
out in the stream and rolled back full of water, bed-
rolls unpacked, the hut swept out, and all made trim
and tidy. The little building measured only twelve feet
by fourteem, and there was only one door, and no
"window at all. There was plenty of ventilation, how-
ever, as there were innumerable ecracks and rifts
among the logs of the walls and the planks of the roof.

The sun was sinking towards the western summits of
the Porcupines, and the valley was bathed in golden
glory. When all their preparations had been completed,
and Wildrake was cooking supper at a fire of chips
and cones in the rusty old stove, the jumiors sat down
on a bench outside the hut, resting and chatting. The
horses, tethered by the stream, cropped the grass peace-
fully. Only one member of the party was inclined for
further exertion that day, and that was Arthur
- Augustus. He was thinking of the secret of Pine Tree

I shall be glad to sit down again,”
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The half-breed drove his horse on furiousiy ; behind him was capture.
desperately-driven horse of the half-breed had slipped on the wet rock.

made to hold him—an effort that failed.
Jove ! ¥’ gasped D’Arcy.

A moment more, and horse and rider had plunged into the torrent.
“ He will be dwowned ! ¥’

“ Look !’ panted Blake' suddenly. The
The juniors saw the desperate effort the‘t‘-igeli'- 44
§f Ba
(See Chapter 4.)

Patch—of the possibility of a discovery of “pay dirt”
in that remote section of the Boot Leg Ranch lands.
It was not really probable that Gussy’s aristocratic eye
would have detected the indications of gold had they
existed, but he was very keen to begin. -

“You fellows weady ?” he asked.

“We are—but supper isn’t,” said Blake.

“I was not speakin’ of suppah, Blake. I was weferrin’
to leokin” for pay dirt.”

“Pay dirt will keep till to-morrow.”

“Yes, rather !”

“I twust that you fellows are not goin’ to slack,”
said Arthur” Augustus severely.

“We arc!” yawned Monty Lowther. “We is!”

“I rather wish I'd brought up my camera from the
ranch,” said Manners thoughtfully.

“Bothah your camewah, Mannahs !
for pay dirt.”

“Tell us if you find any, and we’ll come and help
you carry in the gold,” said Lowther..

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wats !” :

And-Arthur Augustus, leaving his chums chuckling in
a row on the pine bench, strolled away from the stock.
man’s hut along the shining stream, with Lis eyes—
and his eyeglass—ready to.spot the pay dirt if he came
on it—a contingency which was extremely improbable.

I am goin’ to look

was visible all over the valley.

CHAPTER 8.
The Enemy!
6 AT Jove !

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy halted suddenly.

He was about half a mile from the stockman’s
hut, and it was out of sight behind the hilly ground.
It was not any indication of pay dirt which had caused
the swell of St. Jim’s to halt with that startled
exclamation. It was a clearly defined footprint in the
soft earth near the edge of the stream.

D’Arcy stared at it blankly.

He was the first of the party to explore the valley, -
and the track could not have been left by any of them.
He knew from Wildrake that the Boot Leg punchers
had not visited the place for a long time. But there,
in the grassy earth close by the stream, was a track
of a boot—obviously a recent one.

The swell of St. Jim’s felt a thrill.

The St. Jim’s party were not, as they believed, alone
in the valley. And D’Arcy’s thoughts ran at once to
Rube Redway. Whoever had left that track was not a
puncher of the Boot Leg outfit, that was certain.
Possibly some wandering hunter or trapper had entered
the lomely valley; but if so, he would naturally have
shown up when the party arrived at the stockman’s
hut. The smoke from the iron chimney of the hut
: Arthur Augustus,
Tue GeEM LiBrary.—No. 1,016.
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gazing at the footprint, was thinking of the gunman,
and his heart beat. faster.

He looked round him -quickly.

There was mothing to be seen save the stream, the
waving grass, patches of trees and bush, and the en-
circling hills. He bent his head and. examined the
track and moved on slowly, watching’ the ground.
Track after track was revealed now. The prints of
boots and of horses’ hoofs were mingled. A party of
at least three or four had come down to the stream for
water. That was clear enough.

“Bai Jove I” murmured Arthur Augustus again.

There were™ tracks both coming and going, and the
trail led from the stream to a clump of cedars at a
little distance: That clumyp of trees concealed the party
who had left the trail. D’Arcy had no doubt about
that.

He paused again.

Whether to press on and make further discoveries, or
to return to the stockman’s hut with news of what he
had found, was the problem he was considering. He did
not realise for the moment that he was in full view
of the timber island, and that if an eye was glancing
in his direction he would infallibly be seen.
man in ragged buckskin with a Stetson hat emerged
into view, coming at a run towards the swell of St.
Jim’s as he stood by the stream.

There was a revolver in his hand, but he did not
raise it. D’Arcy stared at him for a moment blankly.
The man was not Redway; but he looked a tough
customer, and it was obvious that his intentions were
hostile. 5

Arthur Augustus kad not brought his rifle from the
hut, and he was unarmed. There was only one thing to
be done, and Arthur Augustus did it promptly. He
turned and ran up the stream again at top speed.

Behind him thudded heavy footsteps in pursuit.

“Stop 1

D’Arcy did not heed.

He ran on, with the thudding footsteps behind.

“Stop, you young gink!” roared the rough voice
behind him. “I guess I’Il let daylight through you if
you don’t stop !”

D’Arcy panted on.

Still the man did not fire. It flashed into D’Arcy’s
mind that he ,was unwilling to alarm the party at the
hut by a shot. The junior glanced back over his
shoulder. The man was running hard and gaining on
him fast, and beyond him D’Arcy saw three more figures
that had emerged from the clump of timber. And
among them was the hard, clean-cut face of the man
he knew—Rube Redway, the kidnapper. There was no
doubt mow. The gunman was there, with a gang of
his associates, and D’Arcy heard the gunman shouting.

“Collar that gink, BEuchre Bill! Don’t shoot !”

Euchre Bill shouted back and raced after the fleeing
swell of St. Jim’s.

D’Arcy panted on.

He knew that he was to be captured if possible
without a shot. Redway and his gang were planning to
take-the party at the hut by surprise, probably after
dark and while they slept. But for D’Arcy’s discovery
the plan would undoubtedly have been carried through
without a hitch, for Tom Merry & Co. had no suspicion
that the enemy were anywhere near at hand. A shot
would have put them on their guard at ence. But
D’Arey knew that if the ruffian failed to overtake him he
would fire. At every moment, as he pounded omn, he
expected to hear the ring of the revolver.

But Euchre Bill was gaining fast. Closer and closer
came the thudding feet behind the swell of St. Jim’s,
and he could hear the man’s hurried breathing.
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There was a sudden movement among the trees. A,

Price 2d,

“Stop, you pesky young fool!” panted Euchre Bill,
his hoarse voice close behind now. “By hokey, I’ll hide
you with a trail-rope for giving me “all this trouble?
Stop, I tell you !”

D’Arey ran on desperately.

He felt a touch on his shoulder as the outstretched
hand of the man behind barely missed a grasp.

A minute more, or less, and he would have been in
the grip of the ruffian.

At that desperate moment D’Arcy’s brain worked
quickly.

e stopped suddenly and threw himself on the ground.

Crash !

The ruffian, rushing on, tripped over the junior Lefore
Le even knew that D’Arcy had stopped.

He crashed over the swell of St. Jim’s and sprawled
on the ground with a startled gasp.

In a flash D"Arey was on his feet.

Euchre Bill was sprawling face down in the grass,
and, with a spring, D’Arcy landed on him, driving his
knees into the ruffian’s back with all his weight and
strength. s

There was an agonised gasp from Euchre Bill, and
he crumpled up helplessly. The next instant D’Arcy

_had snatched the revolver from his helpless hand, and
the heavy barrel came down with a crash on Euchre
Bill’s head. Crash again, and the ruffian lay still,
stunned. g

D’Arcy leaped up and ran on.

Crack ! :

A bullet whizzed by, so closc that it almost spun the
Stetson from the junior’s head.

Redway had pulled trigger, realising mow that
the junior was beyond the reach of capture. Euchre
Bill lay senseless on the ground, and the rest of the
gang were too far behind to hope to overtake the swell
of St. Jim’s. :

“OL!” gasped D’Arey involuntarily, as”he felt the
wind of the bullet..

He ran desperately on, plunging through a thicket
that for the moment screened him from his enemies.

A moment more and the stockman’s hut, in the shadow
of the tall pine, was in sight.

Tom Merry & Co., startled by the shot, were on their
feet, staring blankly in D’Arcy’s direction as he came
racing up.

He had joined them in a few seconds more.

“Gussy, what—>

“Quick |” panted Arthur Augustus.

uick !

“But what 4 :

“The gunman! Quick!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

The juniors rushed into the hut. D’Arcy staggered,
breathless, against the wall. Tom Merry slammed the
door shut.

Crack, crack, crack!

A bullet smashed on the door as it was slammed.

“The bars! Quick!” panted Tom.

Blake and Lowther had the bars in hand already.
There was a shouting voice outside—a savage, threaten-
ing voice—and another bullet crashed on the door and
another on the wall.  The thick pinewood bars rattled
into the rusty iron sockets. A moment later there was
a heavy blow on the door, but it held fast.

“Into the hut—

CHAPTER 7.
~ The Attack! S

“ EE-WHIZ” g
G Kit Wildrake turned from the  glowing
stove, a frypan in his hand sizzling. g

Crash! Bang! Crash! ,

A rifle-butt dashed on the pinewcod door with such
force that it almost made the stockman’s hut rock.

The voice of Rube Redway shouted:

“Open_this door and put up your hands, you ginks!
I guess I've got you dead to rights now!”

“T1 guess not !” murmured Wildrake.

He laid down the frypan coolly on the stove, jerked
the revolver from the helster at his belt, and stepped
to the door. The juniors watched him breathlessly as

ke put the muzzle to a chink in the wood.
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Crack! .

There was a roar outside of rage and pain.

. Hasty footsteps retreated from the hut. Tom Merry
put his eye to a chink and saw Redway springing out
of sight behind a knoll. The others of the gang were
not in view, but he could hear calling voices.

Wildrake smiled grimly.

His builet had grazed the gunman’s shoulder, drawing
blood.

“I guess they won't tap at that door again in a
hurry,” the Canadian junior remarked. “Rube Redway
will have to use something more than bluff to get a
footing in here.”

“Yaas, wathah!” gasped Arthur Augustus.

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

It was rifle-fire now, and the bullets spattered on the
walls of the stockman’s hut. But the wood was thick,
and not a ball penetrated to-the interior. Most of them
glanced off, and others were buried in the timber.

Wildrake laughed contemptuously.

“That’s to rattle our nerves,” he said.
to 1t that their lead won’t reach us.”

“They’re wise

“Bai Jove! I took it fwom one of them, you know.”

“What?” roared Blake.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Manners, staring blankly
at the swell of St. Jim’s. “You bagged that pistol from
one of that gang?”

“Yaas.”

“Gussy, old man——" murmured Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus explained how it had happened.
Tom Merry & Co. gave him very curious looks. The
glass of fashion and the mould of form in the St. Jim’s
Fourth was astonishing his' comrades.

“Good- man!” said Wildrake. “I guess the pesky
scallywags were lying low till night; to rush the hut
after dark. I rather reckon they'd have got away with
it, too. T mever knmew they were on hand.”

“Gussy saved the situation,” said Tom Merry, with
a smile.

“Sure! They won’t find it easy to get hold of us now
that we know what to look for.” 5
. “Wathah not!” 5

There was no doubt that Arthur Augustus had saved
the St. Jim’s party from a surprise attack at night.
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“It’s Redway and his gang,” said Tom Merry.

“Sure! I know his yaup.”

“It is Wedway,” said Arthur Augustus.
and wecognised him. There are four of .the wascals at
dleast I

“8ix of us,” said Blake cheerfully.

Wildrake resumed his cooking for supper, undisturbed.
The juniors had their rifles in hand now, and were

_ready for a rush from the gunmen. But they did not
think a rush likely to come. The ruffians knew that
there was at least one deadly marksman in the hut,
and Wildrake alone could have picked them off - one
after another while they were seeking to break inm the
door. -

“You lighted on the galoots, Gussy:” asked the
Canadian junior, with his eyes on the sizzling frypan.

“Yaas, wathah! T found their twacks by the wivah
about half a mile fwom here,” said D’Arey. “I had to

ut and wun for it as I was not armed, you know. I
left my wifle here.”

“Where did you pick up that six-gun :

1y’Arey glanced at the big Navy revolver in his hand.
He had almost forgotten that he was still grasping
Euchre Bill’s gun.
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“I saw him -

Certainly, they had not suspected that Rube Redway
was in the lonely valley with a gang of rustlers. At
the Boot Leg Ranch it was supposed that Redway had
“vamoosed ” from the section. The Mounted Police
were hunting for him, and they had hunted in vain.
Even now they knew he was at Pine Tree Patch, the
juniors were puzzled. It looked as if he had knowmw
that their expedition was timed for that day, and they
could not accownt for his knowledge. : :

“I guess he nosed out, somehow, -that we were coming
up into the foothills to-day,” Wildrake remarked. “In
fact, he must have, as he’s here. May have watched
us starting. Anyhow, he knew, and he’s lost no time
getting into touch with us. But he hasn’t roped us
in yet.” :

“I say, we're in rather a corner, thougl,” Blake
remarked. “They can’t rush us in the hut. We can't
get out, either. They could shoot us down like rabbits
if we stepped outside.” . :

“T guess we’re not stepping outside, old scout. We'r@
keeping behind these walls,” said Wildrake. “We've
got grub enough to-last us, and water, too, and I guess

‘we can stand them off as long as we like. And if we're
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not back at the ranch to-morrow night, I reckon popper
will be ridirg up with a bunch of cowboys to see what’s
become of us.” : !

“Yaas, wathah!
wottahs off,” said Arthur Augustus:
us by surpwise now, at any wate.”

“The horses » gaid Manners. .

“I guess they’ve roped in the critters already. That
can’t be helped. But it isn’t the horses, it’s us they
want.”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brow thoughtfully.

“Redway planned to take us by surprise at mnight,
that’s clear,” he said. “But now that game’s up and
we’re able to hold the fort, he’s not likely to chuck up
the game, Wildrake.”

“Not on your life.”

“Well, then, he knows as well as we do that we shall
be looked for if we don’t get back to the ranch.”

“Sure.” 3

It’s only a question of keepin’ the
“They won’t take

il
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“That means that they’ll attack,” said Tom.
try to rush us as soon as it’s too dark for straight
shooting.”

“I guess s0,” said Wildrake. “But there’s a moon

to-night, and if they try the rushing game they’ll find .

that there’s a galoot here who can shoot straight by
moonlight. What about supper now ?”

The juniors were all ready for supper. The rifles of
the gunmen were still ringing at intervals and bullets
crashed on the timber walls; but the chums of St. Jim’s
did not feel their mnerves affected thereby. They sat
down to supper with good appetites:

The sun sank lower and lower behind the Porcupines;
the golden glow in the valley deepened into dusk and
then into darkness. :

The night in the uplands was cold, but the fire in
the iron stove was allowed to die out. Not a gleam of
light in the interior was to help the outlaws when the
shooting began. TIn the darkened interior of the stock-
man’s hut the juniors were shadows to one another, and
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they felt their hearts beating fast as the darkness
intensified. S -
That the enemy would attack in the hours of dark-
ness scemed a certainty; it could serve no purpose for
Redway to besiege the stockman’s hut until help arrived

* from the ranch, as was certain to happen if the party

did not return when expected. With beating hearts but
steady heads the juniors waited for the attack to come.
There was deep silence in the valley.

The desultory firing of the outlaws had died away,
hardly a sound broke the stillness. Through the silence
came the faint murmur of the waters of the Rainbow.

Suddenly the silence was broken by a call, so sud-
denly that it made the juniors start and thrill. It was
the voice of Rube Redway.

“You-uns there !” . :

“Hallo !” called back Wildrake.

“I guess T’'m giving you a chance to give in before
you get worse trouble,” came the gunman’s voice.
“We’re not hurting you if you surrender. You know
what I want, Kit Wildrake. The whole gang of you
will be held prisoners in the hills till your popper agrees
to sell me the Pine Trce Patch. When the deeds are
put through in the surveyor’s office at Rainbow you’ll
bé toted home safe and sound.” S ;

“Tell us another funny story,” answered Wildrake.

There was an oath from the gunman. 3 :

“I guess your popper will see reason,” Kit Wildrake,
when he finds that I'm goin’ to hand you over to a
tribe of Redskins in the North.” g

“I guess it won’t come to that.”

“Are you giving in ?”

(13 Nope.J) \

“I want you alive, not dead; but you’ll take your
chances if the shooting begins.”

“You make me tired, old scout.”

A curse answered and the gunman ‘retreated. XKit
Wildrake examined his rifle very carefully.

“You can look out for the music to begin now,” he
said coolly. “I guess nobody here is thinking of
showing the white feather.”

“Wathah not !”

“No jolly fear !” said Lowther.
~“Hark .

Crash! The door rang and shivered under the heavy
blow of an axe, a blow so hefty that the gleaming steel
penetrated the thickness of the pinewood and showed
within.

“Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Tom Merry. i

“Shoot,” said Wildrake quietly. “Get your muzzles
to the chinks in the timber and pump out lead. . You
can’t take much aim till the moon’s up, but T guess
we’ll make ‘em sick.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

There were shouts and yells in the darkness outside.

Again the heavy axe crashed on the ‘door, and it
groaned and shivered. A chink in the door widened
under the impact. Wildrake' blazed with his rifle
through the chink, shot after shot, and there was a
fearful cry without and a heavy fall,

“I guess that’s one galoot who’s got what was coming
to him !” muttered the Canadian junior.

Crack ! Crack! Crack! :

From the chinks in the timber incessant bullets
spattered. Outside the door a man lay in the darkness, -
groaning deeply. Tom Merry gave a sudden cry, as he
felt a bullet sear along his cheek. A rifle placed to a
chink from without had sent the lead whizzing across
the interior of the hut.

“Tom: ” panted Lowther.

“Only a scratch.”

Crack ! Crack! Crack!

A sharp ery rang on the night, and another heavy fall
was heard. Then ‘there was a sound of retreating feet
and a shouting of furious oaths. The firing was too hot
for the gunmen, and they were gone. But in the gloom
before the hut two men lay groaning. The sound was
heard as the two wounded wretches crawled away in
the darkness, groaning at every movement. Kit Wild~
rake reloaded his rifle. :

“I guess we've got them beat,” he said,

And a long silence followed, :
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CHAPTER 8.
Burnt Out!
HIGH over the rocky benches of the foothills a

crescent moon sailed, and silvery light gleamed
down into the lonely valley and shone on the
rippling waters of the Rainbow. Tt was drawing on
to midnight, and the watchers in the stockman’s hut
at Pine Tree Patch were growing heavy-eyed, but they
were not thinking of sleep. Occasionally a rifle eracked

and a bullet crashed on the timber walls, but no further |

attack had come. : :

Tn the clear moonlight the gang of gunmen dared not
show themselves. Kit Wildrake was watching for a
chance with his rifle ready, but no chance came. Yet
all the juniors felt that the fight was not over. It was

_“1 guess the shebang will burn like tinder, arter no
rain for a month,” went on the gunman. “I want you
alive, you young scallywag, but you’'ll take your chance.
What’s your answer ?”

Wildrake did not speak.

But his sunburnt face was very grim now.

“Bai Jove! Do you think the man is weally villain
enough to sct fire to the hut, Wildwake §22 t

“Sure I” said the Canadian junior. “We’re up against ‘
a bad gang, Gussy. But I guess they haven’t done it!
yet, and they won’t get near enough to fire the hut
without risking lead.” -

The juniors waited with throbbing hearts. -

Rube Redway was right in his statement that the hut
would burn easily enough once it was fired. The timber
was dry as bone, the wooden roof cracked by the heats

=

HERE’S magic in the seaside air,
And all the world is jolly ;
No schoolboy face.is seen to wear
The mask of melancholy.
On ‘this auspicious August day
St. Jim’s is left behind us ;
And, revelling in the sun and spray,
A cheery band you'll find us !

In cricket flannels we are clad,
And ¢ straws ” at rakish angles;
Arthur Augustus looks a “‘ lad,”
A dapper cane he dangles:
Gaily we stroll along the prom,
With throngs of laughing trippers ;
Manners and Lowther, Blake and Tom,
And several Third ¥Form nippers.

Upon the sands we pause awhile
To listen to the pierrots ;

They entertain us in great style,
Working away like heroes.

Some of their jokes are rather stale,
But really, what’s it matter ?
Good-humoured fellows never fail
To revel in their “ patter.” .

CAMEOS OF SCHOOL -
" LIFE!

BANK HOLIDAY!

Tom Merry then suggests a dip,
For Sol'is shining brightly ;
Into our bathing garb we slip,
. And then, in manner sprightly,
We plunge into the seething surf,
And through the waves go skimming ;
Few recreations of the turf
Compare with deep-sea swimming :

Later, we saunter on the pier,
Enjoying its attractions ;
Merrily quaffing ginger-beer,
Care free in all our actions !
Bank Holidays are grand affairs,
They prove a ripping tonic ;
Banishing all our schoolboy cares
And troubles that are chronic.

The time flies like a lightning-flash.
On this unique oczasion ;

Off to the station then we dash,
At Merry’s sad persuasion.

In breathless haste we catch our train
On this eventful, jolly day ;

Then_ homeward to St. Jim’s again—

Here-endeth our Bank Holiday !

- 3
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he admitted defeat now his game was up. He would
never get another chance at the rancher’s son; his
scheme to get possession of the Pine Tree Patch would
be at an end. And all the juniors realised that the
desperate gunman was nob the man to give up his game
while a shadow of a chance remained to him.

“You, Kit Wildrake !” :

The gunman’s voice was heard calling suddenly.

Wildrake did not answer.

Trom a chink in the timber he watched, with his
finger on trigger. If the gunman showed himself a
bullet was ready for him. But Rube Redway did not
appear; he was callingfrom the cover of a grassy knoll,
behind which he crouched, a dozen yards away.

“You hear me, Kit Wildrake! I guess you've got us
Beat at the shooting game. But I'm having you out of
that shanty. 1 give you a chance to walk out and
surrender afore I set fire to it.”.

“Bai Jove !” murmured D’Arcy.

Rube Redway’s last chance to effect his purpose, and if ’

of summer, But with watchful eyes within and the
rifles ready the juniors did not see how the ruffians were
to get near enough to fire the hut. There was no cover
within a dozen yards, and at such a range in the clear
moonlight any of the rascals who showed himself could
have been shot down before he got mear the building.

“Bluff, very likely,” muttered Blake.

“Yaas, -wathah I”

“Anyhow, they won’t scare us into surrender, I
guess,” said Wildrake. :

“No. jolly fear!”

There was another long silence. Then Tom Merry,
watching from a wide chink, was aware of a sudden
flash of light, describing an arc in the air. For the
moment he was puzzled, and then he heard a light tap
on- the roof of the stockman’s hut.

Another flash—and another!

“What ” began Tom.

Wildrake gritted his teeth.

; Tre Genx LiBrary.—No. 1.015.
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“I guess those bulldozers have worked the riffle,” he
muttered savagely. “That’s an arrow—and another !
It’s an old Indian game—burning arrows to set the fire
going.” : ]

“Bai Jove I”

In the darkness of the hut the juniors looked at one
another grimly. They had not looked for this—even
Wildrake had not looked for it. It was a trick borrowed

from the Red Indians, and Redway had availed him- |

self of it in his desperate determination. A clumsy
bow cut from the thicket, strung with a strand un-
picked from a trail-rope, was all the gunman mneeded.
The arrows, headless and unfeathered, were simply
sticks cut and shaped by the knives of the gunmen,
and to each was fastened a rag dipped in oil and set

-alight.

Tap, tap, tap! came the sounds from above, as

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, sick at heart, peered round the rock:

imotionless, and Black Louis was aiming at Redway—

missile after missile dropped on the roof of the stock-
man’s hut. Some of them rolled off, and burned harm-
lessly on the ground; others lodged on the roof, and
the smell of burning soon showed that thetﬂames were
catching the dry wood.

“We can’t stop that game !” muttered Lowther.

Tom Merry shook his head. .

The juniors were utterly helpless to defend them-
selves against that new attack. There was no opening
in the roof by which they could have reached the
flames to extinguish them; neither could they have
shown - themselves in the open without drawing the
iire of the gunmen, watching from behind the grassy
knoll a dozen yards away. :

The juniors could only wait, hoping against hope
that the fire would not catch and spread.

But they soon found that that hope was delusive.

Tae GeM LiBrarRvy.—No. 1,016, - y

Clumsy arrow after arrow landed on the roof, and the
smell of burning grew stronger, and smoke began
to penetrate into the hut. The roof was like tinder
from its long baking in the summer sum, and even
a match-dropped on it would have been dangerous. And
now a dozen or more burning arrows were lodged upom
it, and the flame was spreading fast once it had eaught.

Smoke thickened in the hut below, and sparks fell.
There were chinks in the sun-cracked wooden roof, -

through which the draught fanned the flame.

The interior of the hut grew warmer, till it was
unbearably hot. Sparks scattered from above, and the
juniors stamped them out as they feill. But they knew
that they were only postponing the inevitable.

The -voice of Reuben Redway shouted again, with
a mocking accent of triumph in its tones:

o
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“Will. you rubes come out now?

Crack!

Crack! Euchre Bill lay on the ground,

Wildrake breathed hard.

“I guess this lets us out, you-uns,” he said. “This
shebang will be blazing soon. I reckon I'm plumb sorry
I ever brought you fellows into this.”

“Wats !” said Arthur Augustus.

“Sink or swim together,” said Tom Merry.
no worse for us than for you, old man.”

There was a gap in the roof now, throngh which
smoke rolled and tongues licked. The fire was spread-
ing down one of the walls. It was only a matter of time
before the burning roof fell in and the whole building
caught. Wildrake gritted his teeth hard. ]

“You hear me?” shouted Rube Redway. “You can
mosey out when you like; but come unarmed, with your
hands up, or I guess you drop in your tracks!”

“Oh, my hat !” murmured Blake.

“What about making a rush for it, Wildrake?” asked
Tom, in a low voice. >

“Tt'ag

“There’s a chance——-"
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- Kit Wildrake shook his head.

“The moment we show ourselves they pull trigger,”
he said. “They’ve got their rifles ready.”*

“But——" muttered Blake.

“In this light they couldn’t miss if they tried. We’ve
got to swallow it,” said the Canadian junior grimly.
“We shall have to get out when the hut catches
we ain’t staying here to be roasted alive, I reckon. And
we shall be shot down as we step out unless we sur-
render. I guess I could kick myself for landing you in

-« thisg?

“Rot !” said Tom.

“Sure !I”

Wildrake threw down his rifle.

His action was imitated by the rest of the party.
They were at the end of their tether mnow, and-the
game was um for the defenders of the stockman’s hut

“While there’s life there’s hope.”

‘/;%ZZ’/'N& ;
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“I guess I go first,” he said. “You fellows follow
on one at a time, and keep your hands up; they’'ve
got us dead to rights.”

Wildrake put his hands above his head and walked
coolly out of the hut towards the grassy knoll opposite
the door.

Not a sign of the gunmen was to be seen, but he knew
quite well that at least one muzzle was trained on
him from cover, and that a suspicious movement would
‘have brought a whizzing bullet.

There was a clump of live ocaks and straggling
sassafras.on the knoll. As Wildrake reached it Redway’s
hard face grinned -at him from the cover.

“Keep him covered, Euchre Bill!”

“You bet!” growled the ruffian.

Tom Merry came out next, with his hands above his
head, and his heart thumped as he felt himself under

— Meanwhile, the horses in the gorge were plunging wildly. Tom Merry & €o., bound to their saddles, could nof control
their mounts, while the wounded man, Dave, was clinging to his ph)mging horse, barely able to keep himself from falling.
(See Chapter 11. ;

Once the door was opened they
were a full mark for the rifles of the gunmen, already
levelled, and they would be shot down like rabbits.

“Are you coming out, you ginks?” shouted Rube
Redway. There was an anxious note in his voice now.
It was no gain te the gunman if the juniors perished
in the burning hut; Kit Wildrake, at least, he wanted
alive. Tog the others: he was more indifferent; but he
wanted tlfeir surrender, not their death. =

“I guess we're for-it,” said Wildrake, and he called
back to the shouting gunman: “We’re coming !”

“One at a time—unarmed—and with your paws up!”
shouted Redway. —“Look out: for sudden death if you
try any gum-games !”

“It’s a cinch !” answered Wildrake coolly.

He unbarred the door and threw it open.

cover of an unscen weapon. He reached the knoll;
and one after another the rest of the party emerged
and followed him. They were none too soon. As. the
last of them reached the knoll there was a crash from
the stockman’s hut, as a large portion of the burning
[ roof fell in, and a myriad sparks shot towards the sky.
| Unarmed, their hands above their heads, Tom Merry
& Co. stood with grim faces, at the mercy of the gun-
men. Buchre Bill and another ruffian, whose head was
bandaged, kept them under cover of their revolvers.
Another man lay bandaged in the grass. Rube Redway
grinned at his prisoners. The gunman was enjoying his
| triumph.
“I reckon you’ll be safer with your fins tied, you-
i uns,” he remarked.
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“It’s your game, Redway,” said Kit Wildrake coolly,
as the gun-man proceeded to bind the prisoners’ hands
behind them with lengths cut from a trail-rope. “Make
the most of it while it lasts.”

The gunman gave a jeering laugh. :

%1 reckon this is a cinch for me,” he said. “You
go up into the hills at sun-up, and I guess the best
irailer on the Boot Leg Ranch will never find you
there. Do you figure it out that your popper will sell
the Pine-Tree Pafch for a fair price, young Wildrake,
or let his only son be sold to the Redskins in the north,
way up in Mackenzie?”

Wildrake did not answer.

He had little doubt that, if rescue failed, the rancher
of Boot Leg would think little of parting with the
Pine Tree Pateh as a ransom for his son. No stone would
be left unturned to rescue the junmiors, but it was
certain’ that the gunman had a safe hiding-place pre-
pared high up : X
Porcupines. It looked as if Rube Redway had won his
long and desperate game at last. ; 3

The rufian was grinning with satisfaction. Obviously
he had no doubt on the subject. : - :

Redway was taking no risks with his prisoners.
Their arms were bound securely behind them with
s‘urong rope, and their ankles were shackled, and then
they were thrown into the grass to get what « rest

_they could for the remainder of the night.
Redway intended to strike the upper trails: for the
mountains. s

The stockman’s hut was now ablaze from wall to
wall. It glared red against the sky, and showers of
sparks floated as the burning walls fell in. The mass
of cmbers was still glowing red when Redway -and
his gang rolled themselves in their blankets and lay
down to sleep till dawn. :

CHAPTER 9.
A Friend in Need !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY stirred uneasily.
A Ho was sleeping, as were his comrades.

In spite of the bonds that shackled them,
in spite of all discomforts, Tom Merry & Co. ‘were
sleeping the slecp -of weariness.

They were too securely bound to dream of escape,
and the gunmen gave them no further heed. 'Rube
Redway and Euchre Bill had rolled themselves in their
blankets and slept almost at once. The man with
the baundaged head was slower to sleep, but he grunted
himsel¢ into slumber at last. The more seriously
wounde¢ member of the gang had doped himself with
whisky:into a stupor. All the four ruffians- were silent
now. . The stockman’s hut had burnt itself out; only
a faint red -glow camc from the .mass of charred

embers.

Weariness held the St. Jim’s juniors in sleep, in spite -

of discomfort. But Arthur Augustus stirred and
_stirred again wuneasily, and at last he opened his
eyes. - He had been dreaming fitfully, and it had
scemed to him in his dream that a hand was pressed
over his mouth, and as he awakened he found that
it was no drcam. His opening eyes stared blankly at
the starry, moonlit sky, dotted with fleecy clouds. A
shiver ran through him as he felt a’rough hand over
his mouth, and an involuntary ery would have escaped
his lips but for that pressure.

D’Arcy lay shuddering. TFor that dreadful moment
it seemed to him that the stealthy hand in the dark-
ness was choking him, ond he was bound and helpless
to resist, and the grasp on his mouth prevented even
a cry to the gunmen.

Who—what was it? Not onc of the gunman’s gang
—they had no nced for stealth. Some creeping Indian!
Recollections of what he had read flashed into D’Arcy’s
mind, of creeping Redskins who slew in silence the
sleeping trapper by his lonely camp fire. It scemed
to the shuddering junior that he could already feel
the sharp cdge of the scalping-knife. And yet—and
yet He knew, after a second, that it was not
that—could not be that.. But what—— -

“Taisez-voug !”

It was the faintest of whispers, barely
Tue GEM LiBrAry.—No. 1,016. :
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in the trackless rocky wastes of the
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though the lips that whispered almost touched ths
ear of the schoolboy.

D’Arcy wondered if he was still dreanuny

A half-seen lurking shadow had whispered, in
Who was it that
was speaking French to him—whispering in the deep
silence of fthe mountain night? He felt his brain
almost reeling.

“Tajsez! Je suis ami. I am friend :

The faint whisper was like the sigh of a breeze.

D’Arcy turned his eyes upon the shadowy form.. The
moon was low in the sky; the shadow of the live
oaks and the thickets fell on the slecpers. Dim, un-

192

defined, the shadow lurked over the schoolboy. Who
it was$, what it was he could not imagine.  But that

whisper had reassured him. It could not be an
cnemy.

He understood, amazing as it was, that the Shadow
was there, silent, stealthy, to aid him. The hand that
was pressed over his mouth was mnot the hand of an
enemy; it was pressed there to keep back any exclama-
tion that might have. awakened his encmies. w2

The swell of St. Jim’s felt his heart thumping. It
was amazing, but it was help, it was rescue, he com-
prehended at last.

“You be silent.”

The faint whisper was in English now.

“I save you—not a sound, petit.”

At any other time Arthur Augustus would certainly
not have been pleased at being addressed as “little
onc.” But he was only overjoyed -now to hear a
friendly voice. 2 ;

The hand glided from his mouth. . -

He felt the keen .edge of a knife slipping over
the ropes that bound him. First his hands, then his
feet, - were freed. .

He lay quite still. -

His limbs were numbed from the bonds,
some minutes he was unable to move them.

The Shadow evidently understood. He waited.

D’Arcy’s eyes were fixed on him.

In the .deep dusk, under the shadows of the trees,
he made out the man’s form vaguely. Vague as it
was, there seemed something familiar. The glint of
two gleaming black eyes struck him. He could see
a dark hand that gripped the knife that had freed
him. The knife was ready to strike if the gunmen
awakened. Slowly, cautiously, D’Arcy began to stir
his cramped limbs, setting his tceth to keep back a
sound of pain. The glinting eyes turned on him
questioningly. Slowly, cautiously, D’Arcy sat up .in
the grass. x

A sinewy hand gripped his arm and helped him
to his feet, in silence. The grip drew him away.

D’Arcy held back. He was free—free so long as
the gunmen werc not alarmed. But his friends were
still prisoners. e .

“You come!” whispered the voice. “Venez avee
ol e ; :

“My fwiends—" 3

“Come.”

The grip on his arm drew him away. ¢

Arthur Augustus’ yielded to the pressure. ¥or the
moment he was in the hands of the man who had
rescued him.

Silently as a shadow the man crept away, drawing
D’Arcy after him. The junior trod softly mnoiselessly.

They moved away from the knoll, and D’Arcy heard
his half-seen companion give a panting breath of
The man was armed only with his knife,
and he had risked sudden death in what he had
done. Had Rube Redway or Euchre Bill awakened the
knife would probably have been of little avail against
a blazing revolver. :

“Stop!” breathed D’Arcy.. “My fwiends——"

“Come.”

Again Arthur Augustus yielded, and the half-scen
rescuer drew him further and’ further away from the
camp of the gunmen. it

The swell of St. Jim’s was still in a state of bewilder-
ment.  Who his rescuer was he could not guess—nor
what he in’ce’nded. But it occurred te his mind that
probably the man planned to rescue the prisoners one
Ly cno—indeed, that seemed the only. explanation of

and for
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ground, Crash! Euchre Bill, rushing on, tripped over

stopped, and sprawled on the ground with a startled gasp.

It was a desperate moment for D’Arcy, but his brain worked quickiy. Stopping suddenly, he threw himself on the
the St. Jim’s junior before he even knew that.D’Arcy had

(See Chapter 6.)

* his actions. And D’Arcy yielded to the guidance of
the dragging, dusky hand.

The glimmer of the stream was under his eyes now.
His unknown guide followed the bank for a little
distance and halted at last. In the shadows his black
eyes gleamed at the jumior. D’Arcy scanned him
curiously, and as the moon emerged from behind a
cloud and the light gleamed for a moment on the
dusky face, he recognised him. :

“Bai Jove! Black Louis!”

The half-breed nodded.

“Touis le Noir,” he muttered. “You did mnot
know !”
‘KNO 32

“I have save you,” the breed muttered. “It is you
who come into the torrent for me, 1t is you who
save me from the quirt. Black Louis did not forget.”

“Bai Jove!” murmured D’Arcy. T

He gazed at the dark face of the breed blankly. He
had almost forgotten the existence of the horse thief.
But the outcast of Boot Leg, hard  and cruel and
faithless as he was, had not forgotten. The man was
little, if any, better than any ruffian in Redway’s
gang, yet hLe had risked his life to save Arthur
Augustus.

“So it—it is you!” murmured D’Arcy. “Bai Jove!
I'm awfully gwateful, Mr. Louis. But—how did you
know——" -

Black Louis grinned.

“They came into the valley; they were before you,
mousieur, and when you and your friends came I
guessed,” he said. “I knew that Redway was after
young Wildrake; I knew you would be in danger
as his friend.

When the hut was burned I was watch- |

ing from the hill. If I had had a rtifle He
shrugged his shoulders. “But with a knife, what
could one do? I waited and watched. Now I save
you.” :

“Thank you,” said D’Arcy.
And my fwiends 2 =

The breed shrugged his shoulders again.

“The others—they arc mothing! It is you I save.
Ecoutez! They have tethered your horses along wilh
their own, but I shall find a way to cut loose a horse,
and I shall guide you back to the plains—you will ride
for the ranch.” . :

D’Arcy stared at him. :

“Not without my fwiends,” he answered.

“You cannot help them.”

. “T’'m not likely to desert them.”

The breed made an impatient gesture.

“You can bring help from the ranch once you are
safe there, petit monsieur. C'est tout—that is all you
can do.”

“That will be too late—they will be taken up into,
the mountains at dawn. I am stickin’ to them.”

“You can do nothing,” muttered the breed.. “You
are mad to think of it. They will shoot you down.”

#T am suall you mean well, deah boy, but I am not
desertin’ my fwiends,” said Arthur Augustus quietly.
“TIf those wascals shoot me down, it can’t be helped;
bettah that than desertin’ the othah fellows.”

The breed pointed to the sky. From the east, over the
mighty range of the Rockies, came a pale glimmer. .

“Dawn’ is coming,” said Black Louis.:

“Then there is no time to lose.”

“Oh, you are mad, mad!” muttered “the breed. “I

- Tur Gey LiBrary.—No. 1,016.
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have saved you for nething if you throw yourself into
their hands again.”

“I am vewy much obliged to you,” said D’Arey:.
“Weally, I am gwateful. I will not ask you to do’
anythin’ more, But I am goin’ back to help my fwiends
it- I can.” :

Black Louis muttered an oath.

“Go, then, and your blood be on your own head !” he
snarled.

“T am vewy much obliged to you, all the same.” ;

And Arthur Augustus, leaving the breed where he
stood, turned back in the direction of the gunman’s
camp.

The breed stood quite still, watching him, with a dark
and gloomy face.

He had risked his life to save the junior who had

. helped him, but the rest of the party mattered nothing,
less than nothing, to him. He was utterly indifferent to
their fate. But as D’Arcy moved away in the shadows—
to capture or death, as the breed knew—he stirred.
With a bound he reached the swell of St. Jim’s.

“M’sicur—stop | If you will not scek safety—"

“No feah,” said Arthur Augustus emphatically.
while my fwiends are in dangah, deah boy.”

“Then I will aid you!” muttered the breed sullenly.
“It is death to both of us.”

“I am mot askin’ you

“ Assez ™ S

The breed was sullen and angry, more than half-
disposed to leave the schoolboy to his fate. But he had
made up his mind. ®

“Stop 1” he said.  “Wait for me here!  You will
awaken them, and you will fall to the first bullet.
Leave it to me.”

e But___!i

“Assez ” repeated the breed roughly. “You are help-
less in this matter. Leave it to me, I tell you. Wait
here and all that can be done I will do.”

D’Arcy hesitated, but he nodded at last. He realised
very clearly that Black TLouis was right. He knew
that he could never creep into the camp as the breed
had done, stealthy as a creeping Redskin, withm}t
giving the alarm. It was doubtful whether Bldck -Louis
would have the same good fortune a second time.

“Tet me come with you!” breathed D’Arcy. :

“You would give the alarm and increase the danger.
Wait !”

The breed hurried away towards the camp with that,
leaving Arthur Augustus alone. The swell of St. Jim’s
stared after him. He knew that the breed was right—
all that he could do was to wait. But as he waited he
listened- intently; at the first sound of an alarm he
intended to rush back to the camp of the gunmen and
share the fate of his comrades, whatever it was. With
beating heart hie listened. =

But there was no sound of alarm.

The minutes passed on leaden wings. More than once
Arthur Augustus made a movement towards the camp,
and stopped again. Black Louis had vanished into the
shadows like a shadow himsclf. Not a sound, not a
sign! D’Arcy felt almost sick with the intenseness of
his anxicty. - What was the breed doing? He could

_mever release the prisoners ome after another without

“Not

«
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giving the alarm. Fortune had favoured him ones.
]]D3ut what was he doing? Long, long minutes dragged

Y. v
There was a soft and stealthy sound close by the swell
of St. Jim’s, and he started with throbbing heart.
The black eyes of the breed glinted at him. Black
Louis had returned without a sound. With a grin on
his dusky face he held up a rifle. .

“What ’ stammered D’Arcy.

The breed had not attempted the impossible. He had
crept into the camp and secured a rifle from one of
the sleeping ruffians. D’Arcy stared at him blankly.

“Venez !” muttered the breed. “It is close on dawn—
they may awaken any moment now.” ‘

“But my fwiends—"

“Can you help them by falling again into the hands
of Redway?” snarled the breed. “Come, I tell you.
Leave it in my hands.” :

There was a rosy flush in the cast now. Dawn was
very near. Arthur-Augustus hesitated; but he realised
that he had no choice but to trust the half-breed. In
silence he followed Black Louis as the breed crept
silently away.

CHAPTER 10.
The Mystery of the Night! :
UBE REDWAY threw off his blanket and gruated,
and rose to his feet and stretched himself.
Dawn was flushing up over the valley in the -
rocky recesses of the Porcupine foot-hills.

“Wake, you galoots!” :

Redway’s rough voice awakened his companions. The
St. Jim’s juniors opened their eyes.

Euchre Bill and the man with the bandaged head rose
to their feet. The fourth member of the gang lay
where he was, muttering. This was the rufian who had
fallen to the bullet Wildrake had fired through- the
door of the stockman’s hut, the man who had wielded the-
axe. He was severely hurt, and the whisky he had
taken had stupefied him into slumber for the night, but
he awakened in a semi-delirious state.” He muttered and
groaned in his blankets, and Redway looked at him
with a scowling face. : =

The gunman had no intention .of lingering in the
valley, in danger of pursuit from the Boot Leg Ranch,
for' the sake of a wounded follower. There was little
consideration in his hard heart for a “lame duck.” -

-“I guess Dave’s got his,” remarked Euchre Bill, withk
a stare at the muttering, groaning man. =

“I guess he’ll have to pack on a cayuse and chance
it,” said Redway unfeelingly. :

He turned to the prisoners.

“Great gophers!” he ejaculated.

Redway stared at the juniors blankly. Tom Merry &
Co. were not yet aware that one of their number was
missing. But the gunman noted the absence of Arthur
Augustus at once.

“Where’s that pesky dude?” he exclaimed.

Euchre Bill stared.

“By gum! He’s vamoosed.”

“He was tied up like the others,” roared Redway.
“He couldn’t have got loose. What the thunder 2

Tom Merry & Co. sat up stiffly. Their eyes turncd to
the spot where D’Arcy had lain down to sleep.

‘“Gussy’s gomne !” breathed Blake.

“How on earth ? stuttered Tom.

The amazement in the faces of the juniors convinced:
Redway that they knew nothing of what had happened.
They were utterly bewildered. But he examined their
bonds, and found that.they were still secure. The
gunman’s hard face was red with rage.

“Look hyer!” He pointed to the fragments of the
rope that had secured Arthur Augustus. “Cut loose,
by hokey! Who cut that dude loose?”

He glared suspiciously at his companions.

“Carry me home to die!” ejaculated Euchre Bill. “I
guess you've got me beat, boss.”

“You, Hank Peters——” :

The man with the bandaged head only stared.
“Beats me to-a frazzle,” he said. “How did ke get
loose? Search me!”

Redway stared round him, bewildered.

For the moment he bad suspected his followers, bub
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he realised that they could not have freed the prisoner.
" Yet D’Arcy was gome, and in a few minutes it was
discovered ~that a . rifle was missing. The rifie had
belonged to Euchre Bill, and had been by his side when
he slept.

“He’s vamocsed and taken my rifle I” sai
in wonder. “How did he get loose?
yourself, boss.”

“T tied him safe,” hooted Redway.

“I guess it don’t look like it, as he’s gone.”

“Fool! The-rope has been cut—cut with a knife,”
hissed Redway. “There is somecone in the valley—some-
one who has” let him loose. We're not alone at the
Pine Tree Patch.”

“But who—what——"

Redway spat cut a curse.

Ho strode to the top of the kmuoll and stared about
him over the little valley shining in the dawn. Nothing
met his eye but the trees, the grass, the rippling river,
and the encircling hills. He came back to his comrades,
puzzled and furious.

“T guess we can pick up his trail, boss,” said Euchye
Bill. “The young gink’s on foot. He’ll never make the
vanch on foot.”

Redway shook his head. ;

“We've no time to get after him. May be miles away
by this time. - We've no time to cut to waste. I guess
the durned dude doesn’t matter much, anyway. Wild-
rake is our mutton.” y ;

“Sure!” assented Euchre Bill.

“Get your grub.
hour,” snapped the gunman. i

The three ruffians breakfasted, still casting wondering
and unecasy looks about them. :

The escape of Arthur Augustus perplexed them
degoly, and the juniors could see that it alarmed them
as well.

d Euchre Bill,
You tied him

We saddle up in a quarter of an
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Tt was clear that the prisomer could not have escaped
unaided. The ropes had been sliced through’ with a
imif%, and the knife must have been wielded by another
hand.

Obviously, some unknown individual had crept to the
camp while the ruffians were sleeping and rescued the
“dude,” as they called the swell of £t. Jim’s. Who it
was and why he had selected D’Arcy for rescue puzzled
the gunmen. But the knowledge that an enemy had
crept so near to them while they slept evidently alarmed
the gang. : +

Tom Merry & Co. had their hands released to eat
a hurried breakfast. They were tired and cramped;i
but the escape of their chum “bucked ” the juniors very
considerably. Evidently the captured schoolboys had a
friend at Dhand, though they could not even begin to
guess who it was, and D’Arcy at least was safe.

“I guess it’s got me beat,” muttered Kit Wildrake.
“But I’'m pesky glad that Gussy is out of this.”

“Yes, rather!” said Blake.

“He's got clear, d he’s mnot alone,” said the
Canadian junior. “It®a far cry to the ranch on foot,
but Gussy, will get home sooner or later. Once they
know what’s happened, I guess the Boot Leg outfit will
be after these firebugs. It means a search for us to-Gay
instead of to-morrow, if Gussy gets back to the raneh.”

“Tf he finds his way,” said Blake doubtfully.

“He’s not alone. Whoever it was that cut him loose
is with him, and I guess it’s a galoot who knows his
way about,” said Wildrake. “It was no casy job to
get Gussy away last night without giving the alarm.
T'm not a deep sleeper, but I never heard a sound.”

“That’s so,” assented Tom Merry.

Redway glared at the juniers.

“Stop chewing the rag, you-uns!” he snarled.

(Continued on the mext page.)
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“We——" began Blake. .

A brutal kick from the gunman’s heavy beet rolled

Jack Blake over in the grass.

“Oh!” he gasped.
Redway glared down at him, . 2
“I guess I’'m not handling you-uns with kid gloves,”
he snarled. “Don’t give me any more backchat!”
The juniors were silent. -
. The gunman turned savagely away and snapped orders

to his men to saddle up the horses. : .

For D’Arcy, personally, Redway cared little; ‘it
mattered little whether the swell of St. Jim’s went
with the rest. The hostages in his hands were more
than enough to force the rancher to come to terms. One
more or less made no great difference so long as Kit
~ Wildrake remained a prisoner.! It was the mysterious
escape of D’Arcy that enraged him and rattled his
nerves.

‘D’Arcy and his unknown helper had vanished, and
Redway had no doubt that they were on their way down
from the foothills to the plains, heading for the Boot
Leg Ranch. D’Arcy might very easily have lost himself
in the hills, but the man who had saved him was
obviously a man who could take care of himself. - If
the unknown man had a horse at hand, as was probable
enough, it.was a matter of only a few hours to the
ranch. That meant danger for the kidnappers.

Redway bound the hands of the juniors again after
they had srpatched a hurried meal. Then he stood over
them with a revolver in his hand.

“You Wildrake!” he snarled.

Wildrake looked at him quietly.

“I guess you came up here to explore this valley and
show the Pine Tree Patch to your friends?”

“Correct.”

“You figured on camping out here?”

Flurel o

“And when was you to get back te the ranch?” .

Wildrake did not reply.

"He knew what Redway wanted to know. The party
would not have been missed until they were expected
back at the ranch but for the inexplicable escape of
Arthur Augustus.

“Spill 1t!” snarled Redway.

“T guess we were going back this afternoon,” said
Wildrake. “We were expected home at sundown to-day.”

“You wouldn’t have been missed till to-night, then?”

* Nope.” :

““And new I guess that dude has loped back, and if
there was a hoss they’re maybe at the ranch already.”

“I guess s0,” said Wildrake.

Redway gave him a searching look.

“That means a day less for us to get clear. And
you-uns don’t know who it was let the dude loosec?” .

Wildrake shook his head. 3 z

“It’s got me beat,” he said. “I never knew there
was anybody else in the valley.”

“Some galoot follered on from the ranch, maybe.”

“I reckon not. If it was one of the Boot Leg -men,
I guess he’d have tried to get me first.”

Redway nodded, with his brow wrinkled in thought.
It was reasonable to suppose that a Boot Leg puncher—~
if the rescuer was he—would have thought first of
releasing Kit Wildrake. But it was Arthur Augustus
who had been so mysteriously rescued.

“I guess I can’t get on to it,” muttered the gunman.
“If I reckened you galoots knew, I'd hide you with a
trailrope till you spilt it !” : ;

“We know nothing about it,” said Tom Merry quietly.
“I could hardly believe my eyes when I saw that D’Arcy
was gone.” 5

“Same here,” said Lowther.

“I guess that’s straight,” assented Redway.
you don’t know
dude loose?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea,” said Tom.

“Some durned Injun,” muttered Redway. “TLooks like
it, the way he crept into camp without waking a man.
But what vould an Injun want to let the dude loose
for? That dude hadn’t any Injun friends, T reckon.”

-“Not that I know of,” said Tom. “So far as I know,
le’s never even spoken to an Indian.”
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The gunman muttered a. curse. The mystery of
D’Arcy’s escape had evidently shaken his nerves.

“If they had a hoss, they’d be pesky near ‘the ranch
by this time;” he muttered. “No good picking up the
trail. We ain’t too much time to get clear, I calculate.
But it’s got me beat—it’s got me beat I”

He made a savage gesture, as if dismissing the per-
plexing matter from his mind. The horses were saddled
now, and the St. Jim’s fellows were lifted to their
saddles and bound there. Then the wounded, feverish
man was placed upon a horse, Redway scowling at him.
He looked wupon the disabled ruffian simply as an
encumbrance. 3 P

“I reckon you can hold on to that cayuse, Dave,”
said Euchre Bill. : - -

The man nodded. :

“I reckon you'd better!” snarled Redway. “If you
fall off, no galoot in this outfit will stop to pick you
up, you hear me?”

“We’re ready, boss I” grunted Hank Peters.

“Qet going I” snapped Redway.

He mounted his own horse and led the way. The
cavaleade wound across the open valley towards a ‘gorge
in the hills on the western side, by which lay the route
into the Porcupine Mountains. They rode at a gallop,
the wounded -man swaying on his horse. The. whole

' gang were anxious to get clear of the Pine Tree Patch

and to escape -into the trackless fastnesses of the
Porcupines. RN s
Redway did not doubt for a moment that the escaped
junior, and the unknown who had helped him, had
headed for the Boot Leg Ranch, and he knew how
rapidly Mr. Wildrake would.be on the trail as soon
as he knew what had happened to his son.- The gun-
man had little doubt that pursuit from the ranch had

already started, and he was anxious to place a. tract’

of trackless mountain, where no trail could be picked up
on the rocks, between him and his pursuers. . :

The horsemen dashed across the little valley to the
western side, and slowed down as they entered the
gorge. There the way was rough and rugged, and led
steeply upwards towards the higher benches of the foof-
hills.
sudden, whip-like crack rang out on the still morning air,
awakening a thousand echoes among the hollows of the
hills. - : g >

Crack !

It was the report of a rifle. .

There was a gasping groan from Euchre Bill, and he
pitched from his saddle and crashed to the ground, and
lay like a log. :

CHAPTER 11.
Sharp Shooting!

¢ AT Jove !”
B Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gasped out that
exclamation.

High up among the rocks, Black Louis, the half- .

breed, crouched, his black eyes glinting down at the
rocky trail. Arthur Augustus was seated on a boulder
near at hand, -tired with the rugged climb from the
valley. »

Why the breed had led him to the high rocks at the
opening of the gorge, D’Arcy did not know. But he
had sagely placed himself in the hands of the man
who had proved himself a friend in the hour of need.
Black Louis was standing by him to the finish. He had
said that he would save the junior’s chums if he could,
and D’Arcy left it at that. He was determined that he
would not abandon the prisoners; but so long as Louis
did not suggest that, Arthur Augustus was willing to
leave him the lead.

He was resting on the boulder and munching at a
chunk of dried meat the half-breed had produced from
his wallet. He understood that if Rube Redway and
his gang struck out for the Porcupines, as he knew
the gunmen intended, they had to leave the valley by
that gorge to the west, under the eyes of himself and
the breed. The clattering of horses” hoofs came to his
cears, but the sound was yet distant, and D’Arcy went on
munching his tough breakfast. Louis gripped the rifie
and crouched among the rocks, peering down into' the

But as -the riders entered the rocky gorge, a,
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Cheer up, Chums

Will Soon Be Round Again!

unchers looked up as the
17 called out Kit Wildrake. Long Jim
in the midst of the St. Jim’s party.
Redway.” “R

The group of cow-p
Jim, you old cayuse
bound behind his back,

his eyes. ‘*1 guess that’s Rube

party of horsemen rode up to the ranch and halted.

it Here we ars again,
’'s eyes were fixed on the gunman, who rode with his hands

s*'GQreat gophers ! ’* he ejaculated, scarcely able to believe
ight in once!?” said Wildrake. (See Chapter 13.)

gorge. And all of a sudden the report of the rifle rang
out with a thousand echoes, and D’Arcy jumped up with
an exclamation. He sprang across to the breed.

“What——" he began breathlessly.

The crouching breed grinned up at him.

“One I” he said.

“Bai Jove! What

D’Arcy stared down at the horsemen.

He saw his friends, bound to their saddles. He saw
Rube Redway reining in his horse with a startled,
furious face, the man with the bandaged head following
his example. One riderless horse—and Euchfe Bill on
the ground, motionless.

A shuddder ran through the swell of St. Jim’s.

*“You—you—you have » he stammered.

“Keep in cover, m’sicur !” muttered The breed. “Look
out for shooting !”

“Oh cwumbs !” gasped D’Arcy.

His eyes were fixed in horror on the still form in the
grass far below the rocks where he stood with the breed.

The rubhless warfare of the hills was new and terrible
to the swell of St. Jim’s. He knew that Euchre Bill
would never move again.

“(Qover !” breathed the half-breed.

Redway, revolver in hand, was glaring up the side of
the gorge in the direction whence the bullet had come.

Bang !

Black Louis grasped the St. Jim’s junior and dragged
him down among the rocks.

He was only just in time.

Redway’s bullet missed the junior's hat
as he was dragged into cover.

“Qh deah !” gasped D’Arcy, as he sprawled behind a
boulder, breathless. 3

The breed had the rifle to his shoulder again in a
twinkling, the muzzle peeping out through a cleft. He
fired without- showing himself. X

Redway leaped from his horse at the same moment,
secking cover. He barely cluded the whizzing ball as
he leaped. ; s

Black Louis gritted his teeth.

“Lowis ! Stop!” panted D'Arcy, crawling to the
breed’s side in cover of the rocks and catching his arm.
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“Taisez I’ snapped the breed. “Do you want to save
your friends?” f
];‘Yaas—yaas 1””  panted the swell of St.
“But » : ] .
“Tt is our lives or theirs mow !” growled the breed.i
“This is what I planned—there is no other way.” i
e threw off D’Arcy’s detaining hand roughly
fired again from the cover of the boulder :
“Keep your head down!” he snapped,
about fo rise and look over the rocks.
The swell of St. Jim’s, sick at hear
the rock. |
The man with the bandaged head had leaped from his
horse, seeking cover, but the bullet had struck himi
before he could reach it. D’Arcy saw him sprawlingl
in the grass, face down, his arms outstretched.
Crack, crack! : : i
Rube Redway was loosing off his revolver, and the
bullets spattered on the rocks near the breed. The
gunman had reached the cover of a boulder at the foot
of the gorge. But he was not safe there, with his,
enemy so high above him, looking down. Black Louis’
_aimed again, and D’Arcy’s hand was stretched out to
stop him, but he dropped it. Tt was a fight to the end
now, and he knew it. The breed, staring down from the -
high side of the gorge, had a glimpse of Redway as he
crouched, and his bullet tore through the gunman’s
Stetson hat, cutting a pateh of hair from his head. A
vell of rage from the gunman reached ID’Arey’s ears,
and Redway quitted his cover at once, dodging away
among the boulders towards the open valley. Twice
again the breed fired, but the gunman’s rapid move-
ments defeated him, and Redway escaped from the gorge
and fled back into the grassy valley, out of which he had
ridden only five minutes before.
Black Louis muttered an oath in French.
“Redway—he is gone! Pardieu!”
“TLet him go !” breathed D’Arey..
“But the other »
 The horses in the gorge were plunging wildly. Tom
Merry & Co., bound. to their saddles, could not control
their mounts. The wounded man, Dave, was clinging
to his plunging horse, barely able to keep from falling,
TuE Gey LiBrary.—No. 1,016,
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and it wzs upon him' that the half-breed now turned
his rifle. Arthur Aungustus knocked up the barrel as he
fired, and the bullet flew into the pines on the opposite
side of ‘the gorge. <

Black Louis turned a fierce look on him.

“Stop I” said Arthur Augustus. “That man is
wounded ! He can do no harm .

“Corblen! It is safer to finish.”

“Stop, I tell you!” : :

The breed shrugged his shoulders.

“Comme vous voulez I” he muttered. his

He rose to his feet.” Redway had vanished into the
wide valley; his riderless horse was plunging with the
others in the gorge. = Arthur Augustus waved: his hand
to his friends below and started down the rugged, rocky
slope to the bottom of the gorge at a breathless run.
The breed, with the rifle under his arm, followed him
more slowly.

¢ 3 CHAPTER 12.
The Fate of the Gunman !
& USsY I”
“0ld Gussy !” gasped Blake.
#Some dude I” grinned Wildrake.

The horses to which the juniors were bound were
secured in a string for leading, Wildrake’s horse in the
lead. By the pressure of his kneces the Canadian junior
controlled his horse to some extent and prevented the
startled animal from bolting. Arthur Augustus came
plunging down the rocky slope in hot haste, falling
several times and picking himself up again. He reached
the bottom of the gorge breathless,” and ran to his
comrades, :

Wildrake looked past him at the lithe figure of Black
Louis, the half-breed, descending the side of the gorge.

“Gee-whiz ¥ ejaculated the Canadian junior. “It’s
the breed ! :

Monty Lowther whistled.

“The man Long Jim was quirting the other day !” he
cxclaimed. “The man Gussy went into the river for
yesterday !
CSSiire 12 :

. “My hat! Then it was the breed let Gussy loose last
‘night 1” exelaimed Tom Merry.

“Looks like it.” : :

“By gum !” said Blake. “Who’d have thought it?”

“Gussy, old chap: >

“Jollay glad to see you again, deah boys !” panted the
swell of St. Jim’s.. “But you weally owe it all to my
fwiend Mr. Louis. Bai Jove! ILend me your knife,
Louis, deah boy.”

The half-breed came up. He scowled at Wildrake and
took no heed of the other fellows. But he handed his
knife to D’Arcy, who quickly cut through the ropes that
bound the juniors. e ==

Tom Merry & Co. were glad enough to dismount and
stretch their cramped limbs. 3

The junmiors turned away their eyes from the fwo
motionless forms that lay on the rocky ground. But
Wildrake’s first step was to secure a rifle from one of
the fallen men. He had not forgotten that Rube Redway
was still free and not far away. The gunman had
vanished from sight; but he was on foot now, and if he
was fleeing he could not have gone far.

®

Black Louis caught the plunging horses of the out-

laws and secured them in a string with a trail-rope.
The breed’s manner indicated that he regarded the
animals as a capture from the enemy, and his own
plunder—and no one was inclined to gainsay him.

The juniors would have thanked the half-breed for
the help he had given, but his look was dark and for-
bidding. It was quite clear that he had been utterly
indifferent to their fate, and that it was only on account
of D’Arcy that he had intervened. Some strain of good
in the man’s hard, savage nature had made him capable
of gratitude to the fellow who had saved his life; but
the other fellows were nothing to him. :

“I guess we owe you a lot, Black Louis,” said Wild-
rake, eyeing the dusky, sullen man curiously.

The breed gave him a dark look.

‘It is for the petit monsieur that I chip in,” he
answered. “You owe me nothing.”

‘Toe Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,016,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d.

. “You have saved us,” said Tom Merry.

Black Louis did not answer that.

“I guess you can come back to the ranch if you want,”
said Wildrake. “I can square it with my father, after
what you've done.”" :

The breed’s eyes glinted. :

“No come back " he said. “But you say a message
to Long Jim when you see him. He quirt me. You
tell him that the knife of Louis le Noir will find him
one night when he sleeps.”

“Oh, my hat !” murmured Blake,.

" Wildrake knitted his brows. :

“Cut out that talk, Louis!” he snapped. “If that's
Ele programme, I guess you’d better keep elear of Boot

eg.” -

“Je m’en vais !” said the breed.
horses. They are mine.”

“Sure ¥ assented Wildrake. “Leave the one that that

sick man is on—we shall have to get him back with
us.” : :
The breed nodded. He mounted Redway’s horse and
led on a rope the two that had belonged to the men now
lying so still on the rocks. . He turned his face up the
gorge in the direction of the mountains.

“Bai Jove! You are not goin’, Mr. Louis ?” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. ’

The breed nodded. - ;

“I have save you,” he said. “T am finish here. T g0
to my own friends in the Poreupines. Adieu, monsieur.”

Arthur Augustus came up to him quickly and held
out his hand. The breed looked at him with a strange
expression on his hard, swarthy face.

“Good-bye and good luck, old chap ! said D’Arcy. “I
shall nevah forget what you have done for me ! I twust
we shall meet again, old bean !”

The breed shook his head, but he gripped the hand of
the swell of St. Jim’s. 5 : i

“Adicu, petit monsieur I T

And he rode away up the rocky. gorge, leading the
two horses. :

1Ar‘chur Augustus stared after him through his eye-
glass.

“Bai Jove, you fellows, that chap is wathah a quecah
chawacter, you know !” he remarked. “He is wathah
like a wild beast, you know; but he seems a vewy good
chap in some ways.”

“Jolly few, I should think,” said Blake. “Still, he’s
done us a good turn, no mistake about that. You did
a good job for all of us, Gussy, when you fished him out
of the river yesterday.”

“Yaas, wathah ! I suppose he considahs that one good
turn deserves anothah, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I think it is vewy pwobable that I should
not have been able to wescue you fellows without his
help.” ;

“Very probable indeed !” grinned Blake.

“Weally, Blake.”

“I guess that galoot will make a good thing of it,
selling those cayuses to the Indians,” said Wildrake.
“He’s done us a good turn, but I’'m glad he’s gone. And
I guess we're going to deal with that scallywag Redway
before we mosey back to the ranch.”

“Yaas, wathah! We will wope him in and take him
back a pwisonah,” said Arthur Augustus.

“He’s on foot now,” went on Wildrake, “I guess we
shall run him down; but look out for his shooting-iron.
Get into the saddle.”

“But——" Tom Merry made a gesture towards the
two fallen outlaws without looking at them.

Wildrake nodded.

“Yep! Lend a hand.”

The two still forms were placed in a shallow gully
and rocks piled over them, the only form of burial that
was possible. The juniors’ faces were pale and troubled
as they turned away. Gladly enough they meounted
their horses to ride out of the fatal gorge. D’Arcy’s
liorse had been led along with the others by the outlaws.
The juniors’ own weapons had been left in the burning
stockman’s hut, but they secured rifles and revolvers
from the fallen gunmen. They rode back into the
grassy valley from the gorge, keeping their eyes well
about them. Whether Rube Redway had fled, or whether
he was lurking in the valley watching for them, revolver
in hand, they did not know; but they knew that now
be was dismounted he could not be far away. Wildrake

“I go—I take zese
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led the horse upon which sat the half-unconscious
wounded outlaw. ;

“By gum !” exclaimed Wildrake suddenly.

He pointed to the sky.

Overhead a great bird floated with outstretched wings,
settling down slowly into the valley. The juniors
glanced up at the vulture.

“I guess that means that we shan’t have far to look
for Redway,” said Wildrake. “He must have been hit—
I heard him yell when the breed was shooting.”

With a swoop the vulture settled down and dis-
appeared from the sight of the juniors beyond a clump
of live oaks in the distance.

“I guess Redway’s there,” said Wildrake. “Ride
on.”

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

The juniors rode round the clump of trees.

In the grass, beyond it, the black vilture was squat-
ting and croaking, only a few feet from a still form
that lay stretched in the grass. It was Rube Redway.
That he was not dead was proved by the fact that
the vulture had not touched him; the obscene bird
was sitting and watching him. But he lay without
movement.

The riders dashed up and the vulture, with a hoarse
croak, hopped away and rose on the wing again. Tom
Merry & Co. dismounted and gathered round the
gunman.

There was blood on his face from a deep gash across
his head, where the breed’s bullet had torn away a
lock of hair. It was not a dangerous wound, but the
loss of blood had overcome the wretch as he fled, and
he had fallen there and sunk into insensibility. There,
wounded and helpless, he would probably have perished,
to fall a prey to the mountain vultures, had net the
" juniors found him.

Wildrake removed his revolver and knife. Then he
washed the wound and bandaged it, the gunman still
lying unconscious, only moaning faintly at intervals.

3 RUBE REDWAY opened his eyes.
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A FIGHT FOR LIFE!

“I guess he will pull through O.K.,” said Wildrake.
“But -he won’t do any further harm, I reckon. He
“will live to serve a long term in the pen.” He rose
from the side of the unconscious gunman. “I guess
we’'ll camp here and wait till he comes to before we
strike the trail for the ranch.”

“Yaas, wathah.” .
And Tom Merry & Co. camped,

CHAPTER 13. :
The Secret of Fine Tree Patch!

‘He made an cffort to rise, and sank back
again with a groan.

“Bai Jove! He’s comin’ to, deah boys.”

The juniors gathered round the gunman again.

Redway’s dilated eyes stared at them blankly. As
he recognised them his hand went to his belt. :

“Can it, Redway,” said Wildrake. “I've got your
gun safe.”

The gunman muttered a curse.

Tom Merry placed a pannikin of water to his lips.
The gunman drank, and fhen savagely dashed the
pannikin -aside.

“You've got me!” he muttered.

“You've said it,” agreed Wildrake.

“A thousand curses!”

“QOne would be enough, if it was any good,” grinned
Wildrake. “But I guess your curses won't hurt any-
body, Redway. You’re laid by the hecls now, you
scallywag, and you’re going back to Boot Leg with us.
Next time we come up to Pine Tree Patch I reckon you
won’t worry us any.”

The gunman gave him a savage look.

For some time he lay silent, his eyes gleaming at
the St. Jim’s juniore. The wounded man, Dave, lay

Tre Gy Lisrary.—No. 1,016,
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on a blanket near him, muttering feverishly; but
Redway did not glance at him.

up now. He was wounded and a prisoner, and his
scheming ' and plotting were at an end.
had gambled desperately, and he had lost.

He broke his savage silence at last.

“You're toting me back to the ranch, young Wild-
rake?” he muttered. :

“SLH‘Q 12 :

“And then—" :
~ “TI guess you'll go to Rainbow to take your trial,”
said the Canadian junior. “You’re wanted by the

‘Mounted Police for a hold-up on the Rainbow trail,

and for what you've done here at Pine Tree Patch.
I reckon you’ll be safe for ten years to come. Your
gunman game isn’t wanted on this side of the border,
Rube Redway.” :

Again the gunman lay silent. His expression
showed that busy thoughts were working in his brain.

“The game’s up,” he said at last. “But I reckon
I’ve still got a trump card in my hand. You never
knew why I wanted to buy the Pine Tree Patch from
your popper?” - 3

“Nope.H )

“I am weally wathah cuwious on that subject, Mr.
Wedway” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy politely.
“Now that you are goin’ to pwison, pewwaps you will
be obligin’ enough to tell us the secwet.
will not be any use to you when you are in chokey.”

The gunman stared at him for a moment, while the
juniors grinned. They did not suppose that Rube
Redway "was in an obliging mood. :

“I guess I’'m open to trade, Kit Wildrake,” said
Redway.

“Spill it,” said Wildrake bricfly.

“This Pine Tree Patch ain’t worth five hundred
dollars to your father for ranching; but—"

“But I reckon it’s worth more than that to you,”
chuckled Wildrake. “You haven’t played this game
for five hundred dollars.”

“I guess it’s worth twenty thousand to me.”

“Gold?” asked Wildrake.

Redway gave a bitter, scoffing laugh.

“My secret for my liberty,” he said. “Put me on a
horse and let me ride, and I guess I leave the secret
in your hands. Is it a trade?”

Wildrake shook his head.

“I guess that’s for my popper to decide,” hLe said.
“You can make him the offer when we get fo Boot

Leg.”

“Fool! I tell’ you—"

“Cut it out!” said Wildrake decisively. “I guess
we're not letting a firecbug like you loose again now
we’ve got you by the short hairs. A galoot of your
calibre is only safe behind the bars.” ;

The gunman gritted his teeth.

*“Listen to me,” he said. “I found tho.seccret by
accident while I was hunting. Yow’ll never find it—
your father will never find it. But it’s worth a for
tune to the man who owns the Rine Tree Patch.”

“I guess it’s a temptation,” said Wildrake. “I'm
plumb keen to know the sccret. But it's my father’s
land, and it’s for my father to decide. You can put
it to him, but I reckon he will hand you over to
the Mounted Police all the same. You ecan’t buy
off the law.” :

L Hool 1”2

“Thanks!” said Wildrake, laughing.
agree with me, T guess?” .

He glanced inquiringly at the St. Jim’s juniors.

“Yes, rather I” said Tom Merry.

And the other fellows nodded,

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.  “That
wottah has bwoken the law, and we have no wight to
set him fwee. I am suah your patah will not listen to
his offah, Wildwake.”

“I guess he’s plumb sure of that.”

“Fool I” hissed Redway. “If T go to the pen my
secret goes with me, and you will never find it out.”

“TLet it go at that,” said Wildrake carelessly.

The gunman’s eyes blazed at him. :

“I tell you it’s gold !” he hissed. “There’s pay-dirt
.Tur GEM Lisrirvy.—No. 1.016. :
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What had happened
- to the others he knew, and he knew that his game was

The gunman

You see, it’
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in this valley, where no prospector will ever find it. I
tell you I found it by chance. I can make you rich. I
tell you, if the secret’s known, there will be a mining-
camp in this valley, and thousands and thousands of
dollars turned out of the rocks. = Twenty thousand
dollars—fifty thousand perhaps—you’re throwing away

-a fortune.”

The juniors looked at one another. The temptation
was strong to take the gunman at his word. That in
some remote recess of the Pine Tree Patch, or ‘the
hills surrounding it, there was rich pay-dirt, they could
not doubt—Redway’s desperate attempts to make himseif
master of the valley were a proof of it. And Redway
knew the secret and was willing to barter it for his
liberty. - e

But Kit Wildrake shook his head again.

“I guess you can put it to the popper at Boot Leg !”
he said. - “But there’s nothing to'it; it’s you for the
pen, Rube Redway. We’ll take our chance of getting
at the pay-dirt without your help.” : 3

A torrent of curses from the gunman answered him.

“Can it I” snapped Wildrake. “If you-uns are ready
we’ll hit the home-trail and put that fire-bug where he
belongs.”

“Yaas, wathah

And when Tom Merry & Co. rode out of the valley
and struck the trail for the Boot Leg Ranch Rube
Redway rode with them, a prisoner, with his hands
bound behind his back.

199

Long Jim jumped. :

“Waal, carry me home to die!” he ejaculated.

The sun was setting over the plains, and the shadows
lengthening at the Boot Leg Ranch. Outside the bunk-
house a group of cowpunchers were lounging, and they
heard, without heeding, the clatter of hoof-beats on the
trail, till a party of horsemen rode up to the ranch and
halted.

“Here we are again, Jim, you old cayuse !” called out
Kit Wildrake.

Long Jim’s eyes were fixed on the gunman, who rode
with his hands bound behind his back, in the midst of
the St. Jim’s party.

The foreman of the Boot Leg Ranch seemed scarcely
able to believe his eyes.

“Great gophers!” he ejaculated.
Rube Redway.” :

“Right in once,” said Wildrake.

“You've got that fire-bug?” . :

“TLooks like it.” <

“Well, I’ll tell the world I ejaculated Long Jim.

Wildrake laughed. :

“We’ve got Rube Redway, and this other scallywag
is one of his gang,” he said: “I guess I'll hand them
over to you, Jim, till they can be passed on to Sergcant
Macgregor at Lone Pine. We’ve had a high old time
up in the feothills, Jim.” :

“Shooting?” asked the ranch foreman.

“You’ve said it.”

Long Jim grinned.

“And where was the dude while
on?” he asked.

Arthur Augustus crimsoned.

“Weally, Mr. Long Jim ”’ he began hotly.

“It was the dude pulled us through,” said Wildrake
quietly. “I guess we should all be prisoners now way
up in the Porcupines if the dude hada’t been along. So
you can put that in your pipe and smoke it, Long Jim !

“Waal, search me!” ejaculated Long Jim, evidently
much astonished. “Anyhow, I guess I'm plumb glad
to sce-that fire-bug Redway roped in.” We’ll sure keep
him safe.till he’s handed over to the Mounted.”

The punchers gathered round the prisoners, and Tom

“I guess that’s

the shocting was

_ Merry & Co. dismounted and turncd their horses into the.

corral and walked to the ranch-house.
noble brow wore a frown. :
“T wegard that long-legged boundah as a wude bwute,”
he confided to Blake. “I objeet vewy stwongly to bein®
alluded to as-a dude—a howwid Amewican expwession,
But I suppose that T had bettah not thwash the fellow.”.
*“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Blake. ¢ Much better nsat,
old bean. Very much better not.” :
- (Continued on page 28.)

Arthur Augustus’
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THE TRUTH COMES TO LIGHT ! For years now Walter Beavan has lived the life of a recluse, for he had a .terrible

secret-to hide from his fellow men.

But it turns out now that he’s lived this hermit’s existence all these years for nothing ;

that he has blamed himself for something he has never done! :
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4
¢
! By ARTHUR S. HARDY.
+

According to Muta’s Prophecy !
ALTER BEAVAN, standing well back in the shadow,
§;§/ with arms folded, stared from one to another in
blank amazement. He seemed puzzled, all at sea.
“Tt is clear,” said the professor, “that there is
matter here which needs investigation. I think we will malke
inquiry into this, Del Rive.”

Captain John Skinner had no compunctions whatever. He
had hated having Del Rivo aboard his airship; could have
hurled him overboard for all the liking he had for him.

“Get a move on, lads!” he ¢ried, turning to the members
of his crew, who came crowding close to the veranda. ““ Arrest
that Portuguese !”

The professor, moving aside, left the man Symes in a dead
line with the revolver which Del Rivo swung up to the level
of. his eyes.

Instantly a report rang out, and to the flash of the flame
and the drive of the bullet Symes fell face downward on the
boards. 3 :

“Take that—dog !” snarled Del Rivo.

Unnoticed, he had untethered Walter Beavan’s horse.

He held the tethering rope in his hand, and with a spring
he cleared the rail, dropped upon his feet, rebounded
upwards, and was in the saddle in a flash.

In another moment he had lashed the horse into its stride
and, dashing amongst the natives, who fled to left and right
as the horse galloped madly down the clearing, rode straight
towards the forest.

Not one man there had a rifle handy. To use a revolver
on the fleeing man would have been a risky business, for it
would have been a hundred to one on hitting a native rather
than striking the target made by the rascally dago on the
fast moving horse.

Julian Del Rivo had not the courage to face the situation
after what the man Symes had said.

His shooting of the poor fellow a second time almost proved

"ihat the charge brought against him by the man Symes was

TUe.

i Among all those present,

Walter Beavan was about the

only man who sprang to in-

stant action. Running to the

veranda rail, he vaulted over

i . it and sped after the fugitive
as fast as he could run.

The remainder could see the
horse and rider making a
bee line for the trees, in front
of which the row of bonfires
blazed in the night. -

“He’s mad!” shouted Cap-

his best chuwm, George Holden.

Holden it was Del Rivo.
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 dismay. They could not help him.

SRR HE R s

THE STORY IN BRIEF:

Having been rescued from the Hokahulas—an African tribe
inhabiting the secret city of Barcoomba—~Professor Byrne end
Lis party eventually reach Baruda. They are welcomed by Walter
Beavan, & white settler, who has lived the life of & recluse for
many years in the firm belief that, in a fit of delirium, he Eilled

professor’s party, taunts Bevan with his crime.
tedly, a man named Symes declures that if enyone killed George
What is more, Symes holds proof to
back his statement. Del Rivo, taken aback, declares that Symes

-t

no moon or stars to guide him, no food or water to drink,
and only the clothes hé stands up in. The wild beasts will
get him. By George, he's down!” .,

As Skinner spoke, Adam saw the horse swerve as it
galloped close to one of the big honfires. The next moment
the horse had fallen, and was rolling over, its four legs
thrashing in the air. They saw the dust spurned by its hoofs
fly from the dry ground—they saw Del Rivo hurtled from
the saddle and slither down some yards away. And with one
accord they commenced to run.

And then a cry of horror burst from the lips of the white
men. Rosa drew back with a-shudder. The natives of
Baruda, uttering piercing cries and gesticulating wildly,
watched in terror. :

And the thing that happened was enough to have
frightened any man. As Del Rivo’s body struck the ground,
that which had caused the horse to shy and stumble and to
throw its rider—and it was not the fire—leapt from wherc
it lurked among the trecs and peunced upon the fallen man.

It was a full-grown lion! A

The piercing scream of horror which burst from Del Rivo’s
lips caused Adam and the rest of the white men to halt in
They could only see-

what happened.

The lion which leapt upon Del Rivo was a magnificent
beast, with great dark mane. Even the head of the lion
at the Grange, Studley, which the professor had shot on his
first big game hunt in Southern Africa, big as it was, bore
no comparison to this.

“The man-eating lion!” cried John Skinner. “I have
scen the brute before—whilst we were waiting here—before
we started in search of Iokahulaland. By George, the beast
has got him!”

They saw Del Rivo tear himself from the jaws of the lion,
saw him strike at it in a frenzy, then stumble and fall
because he was sorely hurt—having no chance of drawing his
revolver.

And next they saw the huge
beast grip him in its jaws and
bear him away into the forest
at a jog-trot, its tail swishing
as it went. :

It was then that Adam re-
membered Muta’s prophecy
that Del Rivo would die an

unnatural death and be

Del Rivo, a Portuguese in the devoured alive by wild
Then, unexpec- beasts. i

He started to run. Others

followed him. Torches were
lit, and a search party roamed

ta}in John Skinner. “He is mad, but it is obvious that the Portuguese is lying. the forest half the night
doesn’t = stand much of a- (Now read on.) through. 3

chance riding a horse in 5 But it was not until the early
that tangle of trees ‘with hours of the morning, and
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26 Hurrah! Jimmy Silver & Co. Will Be Here Next Week, Boys!

after the dawn broke that they found the mangled remains
of the Portuguese a mile and a half from the spot where
the man-eater had struck him down. 2
i “The remains of a very bad man, James Brown,” said
Sandy ‘McTavish, as he doffed his cap and stared down at
.what had lately been Julian Del Rivo. “But you ken what
the Guid Book says: ¢ As a man sows, so shall he also reap.’

They buried Del Rivo where they found him, and then
marched back to Baruda.

= ey

5 The Delayed Truth !

- DAM, who had been out with the scarch party all
night, expected to find when he returned that the
man Symes, too, was dead.

¢ Instead of which he was greeted by the surprising

news that Symes was not only alive but sitting up and

taking nourishment.

The bullet which Del Rivo had fired at him in the first
instance had cut a groove in the flesh on the right of his
forehead, and Symes had been so frightened that he had
pretended to be dead—which Adam supposed had caused
Del Rivo to stay his hand and hurry to Walter Beavan’s
bungalow as a sort of blind. The second bullet fired from
the veranda had missed its mark altogether. They found
the hole it had cut in the clearing when they searched for
it in the broad light of day. 3

When Symes heard that Del Rivo was dead he recovered
his spirits as if by magic, and, cager to tell his tale, sought
the professor and Walter Beavan.

“Julian Del Rivo is dead,” he said, raising his hand
solemnly, “so that now you have only my word for what
happened when: Walter Beavan believed he murdered his
friend George Holden. We had had a terrible time. I
honestly believe had it not been for the. liquor Mr. Beavan
linsisted upon us drinking, we would all have died. Perhaps
Mr. Beavan would never admit it, but he was as badly
stricken by the fever as any of us. His friend was not S0
strong and couldn’t withstand it as well—that was the only
difference between them. -

“Day and night, Walter Beavan nursed his friend like a

brother. And it was ‘while we were all yving sick in the
camp where Mr. Holden was killed, Julian Del Rivo being
the soundest of the lot of us, that the Portuguese told me
he intended to steal the diamonds from the dying man.
We urged Mr. Beavan on to drink more than usual.

“Mr. Holden was dying—TI believe he would have died of
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" Rosa, my girl!” sighed the professor.

was afraid of Del Rivo?

the fever within twenty-four hours in any case. I couldn’t
sleep. I was afraid if I closed my eyes that Del Rivo
might murder me. I lay awake by the fire we'd built,
wabching. I saw Del Rivo crawl to where George Holden
lay and unfasten his belt. I saw him slip his hand into the
pocket that contained some of -the diamonds. Then Mr.
Holden awakened. He was dying, and they had given him
drugs, but he had his wits about him—and knew that the
Portuguese was robbing him. He began to scream and fight
like a tiger-cat. Del Rivo, shaking him off with ease,
because the poor fellow was so weak, snatched Mr. Beavan’s
revolver from its holster and shot Mr. Holden dead—then,
as Mr. Beavan awakened, startled by the report, I saw
Julian Del Rivo thrust the smoKing revolver into his hand.
That, gentlemen, is the truth.”

Staring at the man Symes wide eyed, Walter Beavan drew
back with a startled cry. 3 :

“If T could only believe it—if I could only believe ib!
But the diamonds were in George Holden’s belt—they were
buried with him,” he muttered. “T saw to that.”

“Only some of them,” answered the man Symes, shooting
a frightened glance at the settler. ““Del Rivo kept the batch
he’d stolen. And he had the others afterwards, for he
returned some days later, dug up the body, and stole them.”

Ignoring the horrified ejaculations with which this news
was received, the man Symes turned to the profeszor.

*“I know the evil of this man—he terrified me—and yet he
fascinated me. It was because he told me he would kill
me no matter where I fled, if I tried to get away from him,
that I always worked with him, travelled with him. It

. was in trying to get away from him I was captured by the

Hokahulas—and even now, when he is dead, I can hardly
bring myself to believe that I am free. Professor Byrne,
you remember you appointed a day of meecting with him at
Pocatella.  Well, you were' there to time. He hung back
purposely. He wanted the trophies and the valuables you
had amassed. It was he who set the natives to attack you
and your baggage train. Muta, the black, was right when
he called Julian Del Rivo the Killer,”

“Then he was the villain responsible for all our troubles,
“Truly, it is an
extraordinary world. But there are compensations in
almost everything. Had it nol been for him we would
never have entered the kingdom of the Hokahulas, I would
never have been crowned their king, and my son Adam
might still be rusting at Studley. Above all >—and he
turned to Beavan, giving the settler his hand with a
gracious smile—*our friend, Walter Beavan here, might
have remained an outcast all his days, firm in the belief that
he had murdered his best friend in a fit of delirium.
Now, happily, he knows that he is innocent.”-

Walter Beavan smiled sadly.

“Can T believe what the man Symes says even now?”
‘he asked brokenly. “Is it true?” ;

“Why ask the queéstion ?” answered the professor. “Why
did Del Rivo try to murder Symes in Barcoomba ? Why
did the man Symes wear that shirt of steel, save that he
Why did Del Rivo try to kill
him when he told us the truth? Why did Del Rivo fiee
if what Symes said was false?”

Walter Beavan turned to Symes.

“And you swear that Del Rivo shot you beeause you
declared you were going to tell the truth about the Lill-
‘ing of poor George Holden?” he asked. ¢

‘I swear it!” answered the man Symes. “I have been z
cheat and a liar most of my life through; but it is the
truth I am speaking now.”

Raising his bearded face towards the sky, Walter Beavan,
drawing -a deep breath, spread his arms full stretch wide.

“Praise be the Lord!” he murmured fervently. ¢ Georgo
—my friend, my brother—I did not slay you—I am un-
shackled—frec at last!”

Then away he strode into the shelter of his bungalow.

Adam, turning to speak to his father, saw that the tears
were coursing down his furrowed cheeks. The boy, under-
standing, walked quietly away.

The Land that is England !

ROFESSOR GEORGE WILLIS BYRNE did not
P start his homeward journey through the air. Ho
preferred. to make the long journey overland to the
coast, with Walter Beavan for company—and, of
course, Adam and Harry, Ross and Jimmy Brown, Sandy
McTavish, and the man Kyhte, the guide, went with them,
as well as a huge baggage train.
Symes preferred to remain behind in Baruda, giving as
his reasons that he was too old and too steeped in érime
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Del Rive was in the saddle in a flash ; in another moment he had lashed the horss into its stride and, dashing amongst
the natives, who fled to right and left, he rode straight for the forest. (See paje 25.) S

to want to return to his old haunts. Besides, most of his
friends and relations would shun him, he said.

“Baruda will, one of these days, be a fine and flourish-
ing town,” he informed the professor. “I' am going to
stay here and help build it.”

Before ‘he left, Captain John Skinnér, optimistically
convinced that the airship was in every way sound enough
to bear him to his proper base of harbourage at Checlonga,
imparted a piece of news that surprised the professor.

“Qf course, as you know,” he said, “I started upon the
exploration of unknown Central Africa, by air, financed by
the syndicate which built the Mirawala. The ship is a
fine one. Four separate bases were constructed and I had
already flown north, south, cast, and west. Then, when
I was contemplating a flight from the Cape to Cairo in the
silver airship, I had cabled out to me an offer from a Mrs.
Byrne which made me change my mind. I discovered that
she was a woman of substance. She had placed a big
eredit at a South African bank, and signified that she was
willing to sell up her home, lock, stock, and barrel, and
spend the last penny of her very big fortune in an
endeavour to rescue you and your daughter Rosa from
the city of Barcoomba, which lay beyond the Silver
Glacier and beneath the Mountain of the Hidden Crest.
The report had reached home that her son Adam, and his
friend, Harry Franklin, together with James Brown,
engineer, and Sandy McTavish, the Scotsman,
perished in their attempted flight to the unknown kingdom
of the Hokahulas. That, Mr. Byrne ”—and John Skinner
Sﬁﬁled broadly as he spoke—‘“is how I happened to get
there.”

“Then I owe our rescue to my dear wife?”
professor, deeply moved. -

“Tt would seem so !’ smiled the skipper of the Mirawala.

“God bless her!” murmured the professor.

ejaculated the

The next day they started upon their long journey home.

Three months passed hefore they set foot on English soil,
and by that time Walter Beavan was a changed man.
Clean-shaven, as handsome as an Adonis, stalwart and
strong of heart and mind, clad in well-cut clothing, his
eyes bright with hope and happiness, and young below his
years, he was a different man.

He was going home! More than that, relations whao
loved him were awaiting him there, and a girl -who had

" they were to sample that later.

had-

long believed him to be dead, and yet had hoped, was
counting the days and the very hours until he returned.

“I have no stain upon my conscience now, Mr. Byrne,”
said Beavan in a gentle voice as he leaned upon the dec’
rail and saw the white cliffs of England loom up. “I na
longer need drink to raise my spirits or to drown my
thoughts. I can look into a woman’s eyes and tell he!
that I am innocent. She is waiting for me—there!” And
he pointed across the white caps towards the coastline.

Mrs. Byrne did not come to the dock to meet thert
when the liner swung into the quay. She wanted to greei
them at home.

‘When the cars that bore the party drove up to the doori
of the Grange, and the butler opened them, greeting them
gravely, for all the world as if they had left only yester-
day, Mrs. Byrne was standing in the great hall, surrounded
by the trophies which the professor had won in formey
expeditions into the Unknown. - o

There was no bunting fluttering about ‘the grounds.
Studley village, was gay with it, they had been told, but
Rosa flew into her: mother’s arms, and tears of joy were
shed. Then Harry Franklin bore her apart, and Adam

" followed. " Then it was the professor’s turn.

Heads were turned aside as husband and wife met after
many years.

The professor’s voice was husky, his eyes were dim, and
he sniffed uncomfortably as he introduced, first of all,
Jimmy Brown, then Sandy McTavish, and, last of all, the
Hokahula, Kyhte the guide.

“1 understand, my dear,” he remonstrated, “that you
have been squandering a deal of money upon running an
airship. From what I have scen of him, my son Adam
would have managed very well without it. Yet we might .
have delayed our home-coming another month or two, pere
haps; and there were, indeed, numberless compensations in
our early rescue. I thank you! Kyhte-”—here he turned
to the Hokahula—“will you be so good as te strip—" .

“My dear George——" protested Mrs. Byrne.

“Only to the waist, my dear,” the professor added.
“Remark now how even and regular are the markings of
the skin of these Hokahulas. I have already been informei
by jealous colleagues of the Geographical Society—ahem—
I need mention no names—that there is no such kingdon

(Continued overleaf.)
i Tre GEM LiBrArRy.—No. 1,016,



o

o‘o¢o<xsoo<->o<>o<§o<>o<> o<>o<>o<>o(\-<>o<>sg§

~TOM MERRY & CO. IN
CANADA! -

{Continued from page

s 24.)
= o<>o<§o<>o<>o<>o<>o<)ooo<>o\>o\-»o<>o<>o<*/o\ -

o000

%@a@«m"@'ogﬁ

“As that JTndian cha; 3. at Greyfuars would say, the |
bctternotfulness'ls 'ernﬁu 122 murmured Monty Lowther.
And Tom Merry & Co. went'in to supper and to relate .
their: ddventmes over the supper-table to Mr. and /Mﬁs’
i Wildrake.” As they fully-expected, the rancher did no
“think for a moment of bargaining with the gunmau
i{The next mornlng a puncher rode away to Lone Pine
W1th a“message for Sergeant Macgregor, of the North-
west Mounted Pollce, and that afternoon the sergeant
came along ™ " take away"the prisoners. ~Ritbe Redway
went  to, lus’tlml and the long term of . imprisonment
that followed it, and his secret’ wont with him, unspoken.
“But‘fafnah all »” - Arthur Augustus remalked to his
comrades, *“we know that, there -is gold “at the Pine.
Twee' Patch—and “the only questlon is to find 1t you
know.  That’s all, deal boys.” ot
“That’s "all,” aglccd 1ldrake
¢ % And T'm ]ollay well goin’ to fvoot it out, you know,
before we' leave the wancl{ ? said Arthur Augus 3. A1
wegard it as bein’ up to me, dftah the hospltahty we
have' weeeived fwom your ~patah, Wildwake. * “We’ro:
wospectln “you fellows, and we’ re gom “to-
t gold-mine, what?”
om Mérry & Co. agreed that they were, thouuh
only “Arthur ‘Augustus was feeling absolutely couﬁdent
of unearthm 'the tleasure of . the Pme Tree Pdtch‘
. THE END.: -
(Now Zook out for & The Dude af the Boo( Leg Banch 12—
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BEYOND THE SILVER
GLACIER' :

(Conlmued from p?cmous page.)
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as the Kingdom of the Hokahulas no such city as-
Barcoomba, that the Mountain of the Hidden Crest dom
not exist, that thé Silver Glacier is a wash‘out.” . .

‘Kyhte turned to show his magmﬁcent propo1t'ons and

‘hlS ‘wondérful markings of brown and. white,

S INE *Wednesday cvening, at “eight o’clock,” the pr0~

ansm went on, ““I shall mount fhe platfmm and tell .ty

story, my dear, and Kyhte shall bea,l witness to the truth.
Kyhte, put on your clothes again.” -
Then the professor turned to Adam.

“Adam, dear boy- my son!” he cried, in a voice A“hICh
shook with emotion.  “You are all, and yet,
"I always beliecved you to be! It is duc to
falth,_yom courage, and the' persistence with

ich you

~home.”
With a ldugh, Adam pullod fmm hls pod\ct a cap ‘of
skin, with pieces of burnisheds Hc stuck

tal mdormng 1t
d.

it sideways upon th
“Howh ! Whow !’ *he called aloud W}nlst I\vhto dlopped
upon” his kunees in reverential WOrs Hanv
Sandy; Jimmy Brown, ‘salute your
© And-.the “professor,
rimmed -glasses, beamed upon them proudly as they’ cheéred.
“Mv faithful, loyal subjects,” he cr1cd “I thank you!”
THE END, . * E
(1ZZ JOO(Z things come to an end some lime or anoﬂwr
3 veek’s. bumper issue
vhich deals with
Go.dhe Chums.-
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