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A TALE OF ADVENTURE

CHARLES HAMILTON,

Two Britishers in Venezuela—The Mysterious
Document—Bernal Cabrera’s Bold Game.

“ §T'Stin Spanish; T can see that,” Frank Leslie remarked,
l looking at the torn and soiled document in a meditative
way.
“ It might as well be in double-Dutch, as neither of us
can read Spanish,” said Jim Roland.

** Oh, we can get it translated easily enough. I’ll show it to
Bernal Cabrera =
. “Talk of the Prince of Darkness,” ejaculated Jim Roland.
* There he 18.”’

The two young Britishers were lounging under the palms
on the sunny azotea—the flat, gardened roof—of a hacienda
on the cutskirts of the city of Caraccas.

Frank Leslic leaned over the adobe parapet and called to
the horseman who was cantering down the road from the
direction of the city.

*“ Hallo, Cabrera! Got a few minutes to spare 1
. The Venezuelan drew rein and looked up. He was a dash-
mg-looking fellow, with his velvet jacket, scarlet sash, and
gold-banded sombrero. His face was darkly swarthy; his
eyes jet-black and glittering, somewhat shifty in their ex-
pression,

He nodded and dismounted, flung his reins over & post, and a
mmtute later joined the two young Britons on the palm-shaded
azotea,

* What can I do for you, sefiores ? My time is entirely at
your disposal.”

. Thanks.” Frank extended his cigarette-case. **Then
I’ll gpin {ou the yarn. We have here a document which came
into our hands last night in a rather remarkable manner. We
were passing through the Calle de Alemtejo rather late—"?

A strange glitter shot into the eyes of Cabrera. 3

" And what happened there, sefior ?

A man came tearing up the street, running as if for life,
ile stopped when he saw us, glared at us for a few seconds,
and then thrust a erumpled paper into my hand, panting out

in English: “1f I do not reclaim that to-morrow morning, it.

Wwill make you rich {* - The nest moment he was gone, vanish-

~ ing into a durk alley ; and while we still stood dumbiounded,

five or six shadowy figures with drawn knives tore past us in

§ pnzsuit of him.” : :
-} quiver passed over the swarthy face of Bernal Cabrere.
Evidently he was intensely mtereste%. e g : :

5

And you still have the paper 7 = i
_ It is here. It is nearly sundown now, and he has not
reclaimed it; 8o ¥ reckon I am justified in regarding it as my

: & : 3 m; A
property—that is, Jim’s and mihaﬁhboaﬁh;,oi‘,m, if the - F
Sapt

g o o e
Frank !}loﬂkhil"hw N LAl =T
“ Not from Adam. But he
lear Snongh, sesnebed T T and et e
1 Takes us think that the paper mey have somo
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Cabrera nodded, His oyes wits

rested on the document in ¥ra
“ 3 t ey
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~ I will
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© Frank tossed the document to him.
eyes hungrily devoured the scrawl,
other, Cabrera’s manner was
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o bruptly. Perhaps he read suspicion in
tbgﬂ;;izzg Ol:el;xetfiul;gnahiml‘ )He made an effort to appear un-
cm‘i‘cg:;ggm’ you say you are willin
to its owue;- ?’:'

" %e)?!?cyd‘u may entrust it to lll'n:\‘ 'lh.» ltlm}‘-;' W 7:“ pla
3 i friend. - I will return it to mm.
m.{gl-:{nhl%?adsgja‘;‘g']im exchanged glances, The same th(.mght
e 3;1 into their minds simultaneously. Cabrera had found
;avf:lua},;le secret 1 the niysterious document, and wanted to
g it to himself. p
Le‘e‘pNxo lvm_] won"t 1 ¥ broke out Jim. . 2R

2 C‘er,n'iinlv not,"” said Frank._ §* lt‘ Lho {nnn‘nlplms it in

person weo are willing to restore it. Until then it is our pro-
by

PerAyﬁerce look came over Cabrera’s face.

ened upon the paper.

= But, seffor——".

Frank interrupted him, .

“ You haven't given us the translation yet.

Bernal Cabrera hesitated. :

s Sefior, I tell you this document belongs to my friend, and
it contains a secret he is far from wishing to make known.
Why not——" =

¢ “YI have given you my answer to that, Seior Cabrera,” said
 Frank coldly. *“If you are not going to translate the docu-
ment, return it to me.” £ :

There was a desperate look in the Venezuelan’s eyes. Turn-
ing, he made a tiger-like spring towards the steps leading down
from the azotea. But both Frank and Jim were on the alert.
Before the Venezuelan could take a secomd spring Frank’s
grasp was upon his shoulder, and he was swung foreibly round.

“No, you don’t | Give me that paper, you scoundrel !

A drawn dagger gleamed in Cabrera’s ha; But Jim held
hold of his wrist in a jiffy. He gave it a twist which made the
Venezuelan drop the weapon with & howl of agony. ;

*“ Hold un.%: Throttle him if he won’t keep quiet {™

& ﬁ’.h ," \
’ehw-ku’h “the iy :.;mmA-d drbeﬂ?,
: o ra
foroeibly & ﬁu“af his left hand, tore the docu.

£ ‘.Ves-'” &
Jim twisted the Venezuelan round and pitched him towards
the steps. Scrambling up he lost his footing upon the wverge,
and rolled to the bottom. He picked himself up there con-

sidera and dusty, and turned a face burning with
rage tﬁfuﬂag Britishers, s
- (( - 2

* Confound ¥ !v"h‘.#ﬂbd. He had lost his senses ‘with
X d he sh W&% as he yelle;i, & Yﬁ lives
woaﬁmggr - R
AR x af. You'll find us at home,” retorted Jim, with
i e g S caiaan >SS R, ot e
er rough the saguan to
o the saddle. As he dashed away towards Caraccas,
g his fist at the hacienda.
de.aiother comicaliy for 8 moment,

S T )___,_‘ bhought much of Cabrera, Frank ; but
I didn’t think he was such a blackguard as that. Fancy tryin
iuggot:xf-kt.hy;pc!nzdﬁ our very noses!” He hmghog
w = Qﬂﬂ, ' JOVD >
*‘!h:tbgisi.uy, n:.’: bem!: {’ot:kodnsetious. ’“ N shows
m “valuable, uldn't
luohNQ chsg‘-?m that for a trifle.” s St o
“ No. course, it was alie about. the owner being a friend
of his. But T’ll tell you what, Frank; it’s extremely likely
that Bernal Cabrera was one of the gang of bravoes whom we
saw chasing the p ow.”” > -
Frank nqdded?i(:\mhﬂﬂly.

I wonder who he was. He was dressed like a llanero, and
looked an old man. Did those scoundrels kill him, I wonder?
- ** I ke lived still he would have reclaimed the paper.”

- rue, He must be dead. But, Jim, if this document is a

o 0 treasure, as everything seems to indicate, what do you

mn stroke for it 2. .
bet. 's eyes glist ned v ‘L excitement.

" X He e came to Venezuela to seek for adventure
id fortune. Who knows but what this may lead to both ?
it how shall wo get the confounded thing put into English ?
r this we shall have to be careful about letting & chance
_Bequaintance see it,*
- " We'll take it to the British Consul. He will do the trick,
&nd we can trust him.”
e let us lose no time about it.”
Ton minutes later the chums were riding towards Caraccas,

g to restore this document

d it

His fingers tight-

Go ahead!™

»
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ol E CHAPTER 2, =
e Document Transiated—The N
Haclonda—-Cabrera has Bad Luck‘_'_';;'m.‘

IDE four days to the west from Ci o R
R north of the Orinoco. Cross thleu:i.;?hgflim m

barren sierra. Look out for the i ' e 180

: the ﬁc;rm warriors of El Cascabel th:mmiqg.?s‘l;dmolﬁ)' '

the white trail to the valley of pecans i f o 8
the blasted ceiba.” Lo » and dig 4¢'the ‘M;d —r»‘
That was the translation of the myste ious el
unknown had placed in the hand of Fr&s;lk Eeslie.docm * e
“ Rather a puzzle still, Frank,” Jim remarked, as : &

the hacienda that evening, discussing their s m:“h 2L,
document at the same time, “ What ig a * z;i '1{.&? ik
The plains I have seen were all green,” . 5~ }v
Frank nodded, : =
** And the ‘white trail.” That's another poser, Ji
it is quite possible that these mysteries will beo;m{m
soon as we are on the spot.” y
“ Probably. Anyway, it’s clear enough that &
buried at the foot of the blasted ceil‘lai m‘
declaration that the document would make us rich
other meaning.” ’ =y
try fo
for

.

*“ Well, what do you say ? -Shall we have a try for

* Rather—and the sooner the better. Cabrera’s
paper, you know, and he’s pretty certain to go for it also,”

“ He had only a hasty look through it, and I doubt if he
rememb?r all the directions,” Frank observed. A

“ In that case, old chap, you may depend upon
try to get the paper away from us.y We had &
one eye open to-night, and leave here first thing in
ing. And you may as well send away the Wi
want them any more, and they would be ol no u a
mage."’ a

The night was dark, few stars
Frank and Jim were alone in the ;
dismissed as Jim suggested, had back to Carac
saw to the fastenings of the
ascended to the azotea. There
warm tropical nights.

“ My watch first, Jim.”

.;‘ bt
they trigumly.
« All right. Call me at three.” :

Jim stretched his sturdy limbs upon & pile
was soon sleeping soundly. Frank sat unde
somewhat sleepy but resolately w PR :
The hacienda was in & solitary spot, and if Cal
intention of attempting to seize the docume
nothing t6 prevent him from making
hours of darkness. o
Midnight passed, and Frank heard no s
He began to think that he had credited
pluck and determination than he possessed.
there came, faintly through the :
warned him that the danger was no d
hacienda lay a grove of citron-trees, and.
sounds proceeded—sounds of light,
cracking twigs. i
Frank started up, his pulse mdh&.ﬁ-
once. Instead of coming by the road the
through the wood and wers approaching
the rear. L
With noiseless steps Frank crossed the
the shadow of a palm, | over the pa
beneath, He could make out shadowy
the troes, He counted five. Two of
ladder.
“'Sh1" Jim Roland started into
finger on his lips. ** Not a sound. 1
*“You have scen them -, Jim.
ofw%ispets. “ How many 2" =
“ Five,” 2 5
¢ What are they doing 7
# Cabrera knowsibetm than
“ Great Scott I’ 3 228
“ Keop -your revolver handy.
surprise.

i chuckled msuﬁb% g
I follow your lead, ¥rank.
The Vemazuels,nts],l moving.

a sound, reared the 8l
known that it would be useloss to atle
without giving the alarm, and he had sl
ning in selecting the azotea as the point
The hacienda was built in the usaal st
residences, with a d?ourtyaed (patio) in-
the window opene : szt
Once on the roof, the amﬂmﬁ' al
ateps into, the patio, and obtain adm
breaking through-one of the w
yuen been on guard there can be no-co
have succeeded perfectly. But

" ”» s
“ THE YELLOW STAR.
A::.z«upﬂmnh“*_
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sevelver-in hand, behind the patrapet, the chances were that the
Venczuelans would get a good deal more than they bargained
for. 'The top of the ladder rested against the rim of the parapet.

“ Follow me, comrades ! Not a sound ! ™

Tt was Bernal Cabrera’s voice, He spoke in a whisper in
Spanish, : = : »

Frank nudged Jim. There was a slight creaking sound as
the lithe Venezuelan mounted the laddeyr. His head rose over
the parapet. The next moment he uttered a horrified gasp as
the muzzle of a revolver was shoved into his face, and a hand
fastened upon his collar,

“ Good-evening, seiior ! ™ drawled Frank Leslie. f Happy
to see you ! I suppose this is intended to be a pleasant little
surprise-party 77’

* Garamba { *?

The Venezuelan glared at him like a tiger,
glittered with rage.

“Don’t move, sefior.” Frank’s ‘calm voice had a warning
note, . ** You are my prisoner, and I shall blow your brains out
if you don’t keep quiet.”

There came a flash and a crack from below. A bullet whizzed
past the parapet’s rim. The chums kept well back, however,
and the lead could not touch them,

* Drop your weapon, Cabrera.”

With the revolver touching his brows, Cabrera dared not
disobey. - His poniard clattered down upon the earth.

“ Giot the rope ready, Jim ? ’ Frank dragged the Venezuelan
over the parapet. ‘* I shall kill you if you resist, Cabrera.”

¥ A thousand curses !”’

“Shut up ! Chuck the ladder down, Jim !

With & shove, Jim sent the ladder tumbling back.
Venezuelans below were swearing in chorus,

*Now rope him up.”

The Venezuelan was powerless to resist. There was grim
determination in the young Englishman's face. Cabrera had
gither to submit to bonds or to fall on the azotea with a bullet
in his head, and he choso the safer alternative. Jim had his
hands tied in a jifly. Then, marching him to a garden-seat
under thie palms, he roped him to it securely,

“Now 1 think you're safe till morning, my beauty,” Jim
remarked, stepping back and viewing his handiwork com-
placently,

" Let me go, you cursed foreigner!” Bernal Cabrera was
choking with rage and chagrin. His face was white under its
tan, and he snarled like some savage beast. ** Release me, you
English hound { ”* ~

* Thunder, you don’t want much !
taken all this trouble for nothing 7 *’

The Venezuelans had not attempted to replace the ladder.
The ill-luck of their leader made them aware of how slight a

His black eyes

The

Do you think I have

. chance they had of sealing the parapet while the two Britons

were on the watch,
‘Hallo, there 1 ”* It was Frank’s voice hailing them from the
azotea. *‘ Sheer off, you scoundrels, or I shall fire into you.”
_There was a rapid scamper of feet. Where they stood the
Venezuelans had no cover. Like scared rabbits they bolted
into the trees, Frank laughed aloud. From the trees shots
whizzed over the hacienda. Frank crossed to Cabrera. The
pﬂgonner wl? grinding his teeth and writhing in his bonds.

do you intend to keep me’ curse you ?”’
he snarled. o8 I warn you that if youphsve any idea of sending
- me to the ealabozo for

%

law

“to'seck
~the document translated ; but if you ride to-the Orinoto you

13

 Temarked,

~_ The chums ki :
e e{yze wateh for the

yourself into t.rmxble.”.Mt{wkm8 s hom’, i g
B nodded, A
?ni‘}l::}uite l,:wa.ra ofl{,ha.t, sefior.

ezuela too well to think of ch
alealde, I shall simply keep you tied up til{ itg;s

»

you before the
safe to let you
<1

.. The bounds are eramping my limbs. This is tortare to me.”
= You should have thought of that before you came here.”
rank shrugged his shoulders. ** Wonld you prefer to have your
sgucd blown out ¢ That is the only alternative.” ;
Let me warn you,” said Cabrera, in a hissing voice, *‘ not
the treasure of Manuel Gonzales. I know you have had

‘*Eﬁnd only your grave on the llano or in the sierra” :
. Perha But we will give you a bit of a tussle first,’

Y carelessly. ot
ou "hﬂ;? made rather a bungle of it so far, sefior,” Jim
The best thing you can do is to drop us like hot
and mind your own business.” z S
rest of the night.
i na advance. They lurked among the citrons
Qawn, every now and then sen

: ’;Plfaﬁmmea, but at the first gleam of light they beat & retreat,

“ Thagr d them go, and were glad of it.
& e g ”» < T TS

tuke & snack wnd scaot too.”
4 ATe. you going to leave me here, you enrsed Inglesos 1.
WC& rera fiercely. : ,._y R S
'f;?h&ﬁ yould be safer, inank,"’ said Jim. ¢ We'll giveup
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keys o old Carrero, and tell him we sha’n’t want the house any]
more, and ask him to come down later, and set this seoundrel
loose, That will give us plenty of time to clear out beforo
he can collect his cutthroats and begin his tricks again.”’ =g
And Jim suited the action to the word. When the chums
rode away from the hacienda they left Cabrera still on the
azotea. The blackest passions ran riot in his breast as he
listened to the hodf-strokes dying away in the distance,

CHAPTER 3.

Out on the Lianc—-Cabrera Again—A Hot Chase—
Britishers at Bay,

XX HAT are you looking at, Frank 1
“ I believe I saw & sombrero above the mesquite

vonder,”
*“Thunder ¥ That means danger!

I'here was & blaze of sunshine on the llano, Frank and Jim
mounted upon wiry Venezuelan horses, were riding westwm‘d;
through rich grass that rose to their saddle-girths. Far to the
south the rich grasslands were rimmed by the dark forestd of
the Orimoco.

The ehums were heading for a clump of ceibas, under the shade
of which they intended to make the noonday halt. For in
Venezuela, as in most of the Spanish-American countries;
travelling is never done when the sun is at the meridian. Man
and beast instinetively seek shelter from the tropical blaze.

A couple of months had passed since the mysterious doeument
came into the hands of the chums, They had lost no time,
They had left Caraccas for Ciudad Bolivar on the Orinoco,
Keeping to the north of the great river, as the document
directed, they were riding to the west, This was the third dav
of the ride. Depending upon their own courage and theie
weapons for safety, they had phlunged into the sea of’grass,
Whether Bernal Cabrera and his assoeiates were still on their
track they did not know. Sharp as their look-out bad been,
they had seen no sign of the desperadoes between Caraccas
and the Orinoco, but they both felt a conviction that they had
not seen the last of Cabrera. -

As they rode towards the ceibas, an extensive belt of mesquite
lay upon their right, and towards this Frank had thrown fre.
quent vigilant glances ; for theywerein the land of-*“ los Indios **
now, and vigilance was more than ever . i r oS

« There are

”

“ T am aure of it,” Frank said, with convietion. j
horsemen on the other side of the mesquite, Jim, - Look
Do you see that glimmer ? Tt is the sun on “the gold bgm; o&

sombrero.” . : : Sy oo
The Indians don’t wear sombrerog. —

“White men, then.
Cabrera, do you think ?” 7 £

** More likely than not. Althou%h wa-have seen nothing of
him, I am sure he is trailing us. The directions of the paper.
ave so queer that I doubt if Cabrera can recollect them all,
after a single hasty perusal, but certainly he knows enoug
to inform him of our route. He can follow us if Le ¢h
and after his doings at Caraccas, there can be | ‘
he will choose.” e

“ That’s my idea. Bear to the , and if they'se afte
“us they’ll have to show g e
The ¢ S 7 away from the mes. -

keep them in sight
the open llano. - AT
looked bacis,

themselves.
now he had.
inevitable.

have bowled.
could have do
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The timber-islantl, though small, was thickly grown, heavy
masges of Spaniarg’s beard Ahdngmg from the i.mmuxu«:: and
thick Hianas lacingthe great limbs of the trees together Better
gover for rifflomen could not have bﬁnn.mumi in the wide llanos.
% Now: let them come !’ Frank’s face was very grim, as he
Jooked forth. It will be death to some of them, and first of
all to our friend Bernal Cabrera.” : : 3

The Veénezuelans were coming on af full g.ﬂlng, The per-
spiration streamed down their swarthy faces. Thoy panted
as they rode,

Crack ! Crack! = >

Bernal Cabrera fell suddenly backwards in his saddle. From
his lips broke a sharp shrill yell, The drag upon the reins made
his horse rear, and: he was flung heavily to the earth. He
disappeared in the tall grass,

One of ‘the Venezuelans clapped his hand to the side of his
head. The horsemen drew rein abruptly, some looking at their
fallen leader, some at the timber.

£ Don’t give "em a rest ! "’ exclaimed Frank,
the whole hog or none,”’

Crack ! Crack!

The rifles were magazines, and the second shots followed the
first with scarcely a pause.

Two terrible cries succeeded. A Venezuelan crashed down
to the ground. Another fell forward, elutching his horse’s mane
to keep his seat. The reports had scarcely died away when the
Venezuelans had wheeled their horses, and gone scampering
away over the Uano. Frank chuckled grimly.

““They didn’t think Britishers would be able to hold their
own on the llano like this,’”* he said. = ** I've no doubt Cabrera
expected to rope in a couple, of greenhorns without the least
difficulty. I think this lesson will do them good, and perhaps
toach them to give Britishers a wide berth in the future.”

“ T'wo down and two seratched,” said Jim. ¢ How's that,

um’gi;e  E

nk’s glance followed Jim’s extended finger. The horse
of the Venezuelan had stopped by his fallen master. A brown
hand reached up from the grass to grasp the rein.  Bernal
Cabrera. slowly and with difficulty, gained his feet, and dragged
himself into the saddle. Frank sighted his rifle,- and then
irresolutely lowered it. S :

“I can’t do it ! " he exclaimed. *““Tt is maduess to spare
him, but I can’t kill him.” .

The chance was gone the next moment. Cabrera dashed
away to rejoin his comrades beyond rifle-shot of the timber-
island. The other Venezuelan who had fallen gave no sign
of stirring, so the chums could only conclude that he had been
killed outright. :

“ Wonder what their nex:! move will be, Frank ?”’ Jim re-
marked, after watching the Venezuelans for a time. They
showed no disposition to advance again. Their backs were
turned to the chums, and they were riding slowly towards the
clump of ceibas for which Frank gnd Jim had been making
when they first sighted the enemy in the mesquite. © I'll bet
Cabrera feels fit to kick himself,” F

 We'll camp here till dark, Jim, and leave after nightfall. We
have a clear route before us, and can follow it almost as easily
by night as by day.”’

“ Raght you are !

The burning day passed. The adventurers remained in the
shelter of the timber. The sun glided red down the west. Not
& sign came from the Venezuelans. Darkness was rushing from
the east, and the wide llano was black with gloom. In case
the enemy might have placed themselves to intercept a west-
ward ride, the chums, leaving the timber, galloped due south for
three or four miles, and then struck off sharply to the west.

i the Venezuelans were on the watch they were eluded by
this device, for the young Britons saw and heard nothing of

“tiftm. When the dawn glimmered on the llano, the two were
twenty miles from the scene of the fight.

i It’s a case of

e

CHAPTER 4.
Dn the Track—Camped on the Sierra—The Peril of
. the Night—El Cascabel the Cacique—The Chums
- Chip In and Find a Friend. :

: HE yellow llano !
8 Frank drew rein, and shaded his eyes with his hand
as he looked across the plain. It was late in the

afternoon, and the chums were still riding the western
trail when the strange sight burst upon their view.

It was the * yellow lano’ mentioned in the mysterious
document. Of that there ém%ld be no doubt,

“ Sunflowers, by Jupiter |’ exclaimed Jim, in wonder.

« The Nano was clothed with them. Mile upon mile glimmerad
the golden blooms. - As far as the eye could reach stretched the
sea of nodding sunflowers,

% 8o that’s what is meant by the ©yellow llano,’” remarked
Fraonk. * There’s no mistaking a sign like that.”

MTHE AMATEUR CHAMPION,”

HEXT WEK' S50 A Twle of the Ring, by A, AND
= P . e New Author; By

" be seen by the passing horsemen. They had, of course,

Soon they were riding saddle.-Jae,
the enormous flowers brushing ugai’im
rode. ‘An expresgion of extreme satisf
sunburnt faces, :

" Evidently we are on the track.” Frank ‘
we are to reach the ‘ barren sie‘ﬁx('x’\n..' ]Egr;}}}tmn‘:}'koq,. ki Negt ]
and pointed. “ Do you see that blue line a i l‘ldmg-whlp ‘
That is the sierra, bwnd a doubt.” welas i
~ That night they camped in the mi
for the trail, they wor-‘] in.the md(}}gﬂ;gigfts?ﬁggwem"
dawn. The blue sierra in the west was now ecle ':;BIIMps_eof
It was one of those low ranges of hills through wh?(fh th:he"w'
Orinoeo rolls in the land of the Arigua Indians : T pmighty
atmosphere of the llano the sierra appeared ‘n 2 tho clege

s Lokt . ea! i
was. It was nightfall again before the chums reaohr:a :ll::t;ln::

rocky slopes.
the document had called it, and truly. Clifs 3

in the gea of ossom
t their thighsl:ls thoy’
action eame upon thejr

Eager

* Barren

and rugged ridges of bare rock, cleft b

nd- rugge 2 > rock, y deep can
arroyos, with here and ther o 8 ipplinn S
the Orinoco, - ere a little stream rippling down towards

“ It doesn’t look very inviting,” Frank sai :
Ifin Li{x tlhefsahadowl of a Lig rock, g‘: But t}’:le;reg:lodz‘xea:dfr‘:xy o
Lhis kind of ground retaing no trail, and if ¢ i i &
ing !Fi)‘mu be puzzled to find ns.” st WA e

* There’s something in that. I hope the whi il wi
as easy to recognise as the yellow Ilang.e:’ plaes

l;}Anyyv;iyt'. we‘llfbeg{)n to look for it at dawn.”?

1e night was fine but dark. The voung ad

watch in turns more vigilantly than av;ar. fo%, a venb\.lremwkt .
document, they weére now in the country of El Caseabel the
cacique, probably some Indian chief of ferocious tendencios
Shortly before dawn Jim, who was on the watch, started up,
grasping his rifle. He heard a sound of hoof-strokes, diaunt'
but becoming more clearly audible every moment. A nuriber
of horsemen were advancing from the direction of the plain of
su?ﬂowers. . . =2

* ¥rank, old chap ! Frank started and yawned. * Listen !
Do you hear 27 . - " £

or six |

*“I hear.” Frank strained his ears to listen. * Five
riders, and coming this way. Keep the horses quiet”’ =
In the shadow of the big rock the chums were riot, likely

camp-fite in°so dangerous a country. They muffled blankets
round the horses’ heads. - Grasping :ieir rifles, on trigge
they waited. If they were seen and attacked, they would at
Closer and closer came the hoof-beats | % 3
clinking upon the rough rocks of the sierrim%? he *forms.
voices came eerily to the lstening
nised, not without a thrill, the -
“ They have entered the sierra—there can b
that. Their trail through the sunflowers could has
“ But there is no trail on these rocks, Don Bernal.”
“ True. Our work is harder now. But, on C
pick them off like coyotes!"
They were ! :

least have first fire, X g

of the horsemen loomed up in_the gloom ‘murm
Cabrera, B S
followed by a blind'burro! " 5 e e

there’s plentév of cover. Once we get a sight of

‘Not a suspicion had they of the proxim
were seeking. Frank dw?u!eep th,
Jim made a grimace, e 2

“They don’t mean to give us a rest,

“ It means shooting again soon,” =)

~eount them es they pas
(8 Y“- .glbe 3

seem much the worse for his
They did not think of
doeument of Mawuel Gonzales
document o n ales had led
At dawn they were discussing the
beef, corncake, and pure water,
firing’ came to their ears.
e TEE
dislocated ers lay in coni :
by a giant's hand: %mmw
echoing rifle-shots, and the ste  be

“ A redskin! D

A c‘oppei-skinﬂpd yraer
flying wildly behind him,
the ridge. But just as the
at»nu]:?k h"nsf suteed; an}gé man
* Poor fellow — 8¢ §
The Indian was on his feet in an
rocky slope. ~Over the ridge appe
~spurring horsemen.

Mystery investigator. = -




& » oind i
" ng ! ;
'&" e 3 ygas if giving up holpﬁ of
i 8 is orse
& that he had lost his “horse,

m:.& lt‘:)’ bay amongst the boulders. A
mﬂ re he made, standing erect, with
e eyes and quivering nostrils, his

_g:mﬂ lifted in his right hand.
. “gpoot him down! " yelled

-c"rha Wenemelans dragged their horses to
: -;n halt. Frank’s finger sought his trigger.

% Jim, T can't stand this ! Tndimg)«.r not,
wfm’t'see'a. man shot like a dog !

8 N Blaze away, old chap! We'll settle
 (‘abrera’s hash, even if we have to fight the
© edskin afterwards.” . _

‘Neither the Indian nor his pursuers, in
{heir exeitement and preoccupation, had
oba the chums standing by the hig
du:&_. The Indian yelled defiance in Iln‘-
h

Bernal

e

But, brave as he evidently was, he

* held no ¢hance, for the Venezuelans, mspja:l

2 6f coming to close quarters, were levelling
" their rifles to riddle him with bullets.

The chums fired together. Two of the
South An:ericans, who were already pulling
fi{gg«,'ﬂtei‘\'d fearful cries, and reeled in
{lleir saddles. 'Thie other four jumped as if §§
otrified at the sound of the sudden fire, By
even looking to sce whence it
led, wheeled their horses and dashed
" Probably they suspected that the Indian
Jed dmiinedly into an ambush,
sared to see a horde of copper-skinned
g start up from the rocks.
an swung round and stared at the
hmen in bl amazement.
Frank, looping his rific in his arm ad-
with open, extended hands in sign
copper hand still

moment the
on the spear. Then it relaxed,
stepped towards the paleface

‘and gﬁﬁwde blended with the
in his dusky face.  He spoke

‘own dialeot. Frank caught
" —friends—and nodded.

,” he said, And
: “Can you speak my

igarously.

S o 1, préat
m Me know Inglesos

id.

* The Indian chief had |

some knowledge of |

Frauk crossed the azotea noiselessly, and, keeping in the shadow

of a palm, peered over the parapet intc the darkness.

(See page 20.)

nd whistled as he :

ronounce: his name. 8o this was “El

of whom Manuel Gonzales's document
8 He was n6t much like the mental

of him.

1 11:.?0‘1?;3 savage. ET Cascabel was a
; - wa epossessing in spite of its

eyes, fierce and keen as an eagle’s, were true

TS fgl@ immediately that he was a

‘thmvp Venezuelans who had
o was_painfull oaning.
2 had died awa;. =

.~ “EI Cascabel will
*nd than as an enemy. And

these eoppersking have a fino
roamen South America can

: hites in that line. But
——El Cascabel had liited

Venezuelan, Frank grasped
in time,

_ Indian’s name for Bernal Cabrera.

Stop hiw, for -

AND |

The cacique shook his arm free, and stepped back, lowering
the point of his spear. ; 3

i my brother listen, and if he still asks fe¥the life of the
white coyote, El Caseahsal will him.” .

Frank nodded. He wondered what was coming, .

* Many moons ago the Snake and his braves came to buy
gold-dust of the people of El Cascabel.” oS e

Frank end Jim eomprehended that ‘' the Bnake ™ was the

“The Snake obtained the gold-dust, but instead of giving
to the Ariguas the cloth and beads he had promised, he gave
them death-water,” : .

*“ Poison 7

The cacique nodded, - R

“The Snake was a great liar. He had no beads or cloths
He cheated the Ariguas, and stole the gold-dust, and five of E}
Cascabel's warriors died, El Cascsbe? swore the blood feud
against the Suake and his braves,” .

‘*“He was an infernal scoundrelly thief, and no mistake. But
all'the same, this fellow is dying. ~Let him die in peace.”

“The Ingleso saved the life of El Cascabel, and it shall bs
as he says,” said the cacique, with a great deal of dignity.
But he cast a lon}‘ging look at the groaning llancro. - ““ It shall
not bs said that El Cascabel was ungrateful,” ;

The Indian chief unwound his bola and roped in one of the
dead men’s mustangs, :

“El Cascabel goes now to rouse his braves to the trail of
vengeance,” he said. *‘ His heart is glad that-thie Snake has

come again to the country of the Ariguas.” He fixed his keen -
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24 .
‘eyes u Frank, % What are my brothers doing in the land
oi Bt E

“We are on the trail for gold, chief,” Frank said candidly.
“ We do not ecme @8 enomics of the red braves. When we

have found we seek, we shall ride peaceably back to
Ciudad | $
The o8 of the cacigue had an intelligent look,

“And ﬂle Snake—does he seek also the gold 2"

*“That’s the case, He's our rival in the quest; and thisis
the second tussle we've had.”

** My brothers need fear him no more, Tweaty warriors will
follow El Cascabel upon his trail,” the cacique declaged. * But
the Cascabel will give a sign to his brothers that his warriors

know them for friends.” Ho drew from his girdle a

cunously-wro ipe, round the bowl of which coiled a

ratt ake. He held it out to Frank, . * Show

tlul to any brave of the Arigua nation, and he will know that
you are the brother of El Cascabel.”

And ke rode away at a gallop, eager te gather his warriors
for the death-trail,

:
.
:
:
:

g

: CHAPTER 5.
ﬁ' ﬁ. White Trail-Cabrera’s Device—The Vene-
= zuefans Victorious.
T is if, Frank 1
!* The white trail,”
“J@itu! So it is,”
or _the adventurers had sought it.
seen nothing of cither Cabrera’s

m orﬂnm Cascabel. They had begun to hope

; the Venezuelans had been frightened away by the copper-

i ﬁlyludcampeda&terdukattheo of a wide canyon.
Glimmering dawn revealed to their eyesp?;:fange sight. B]:ght
up the canyon, as far as eye could reach, the ground was of

snowy whiteness. On either side the acclivities were gleami
white, ' The chums, new to the marvels of the SSpamx]lf
‘American gazed about them in wonder.
. Frank ? It can’t be snow ! 7
N if Tean tell,”  They rode into the canyon.
What '

incrustation, miles in extent, ¢ ackling
arkling dust the hoofs of the horses, :
white trail,” clearly. Frank drow out the mysterious

‘and read it throngh once
‘?ﬂ"ﬂoyihew&otrm’lto thc o! the pecans, and dig
tbebmd uthew}ute trail, sure

’7
the cmsted
as M‘Y 1 “:a:w. Be}".n .
A blind man

”Jimtemarked.!oo k.
that.”
w;!:ﬁmmthoﬁnld forthoreareno

ly Sunnedﬂnflsm track.

n the white tra yet."mg x
y toute. As the sun rose igher
k its rays, in all the

¢ reflected from the
hgolombktothoeyes
Miaaa,beimtbe

‘It was_about ten feet

eool rock for a rest, when
him spring
ofs on the zo&a

he epenugg, and looked out. He
5 "Tﬂi CHAMP]
: i Avr ol e Ring, by ;m‘ S AND
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"~ There was no movement at a.ll po

Its height varied— |

sprang back just in time as a rifle cracked, A bulls
S . ¢ flattodb

itself upon the roeck,
* Danger, Jim 1™ he said grimly,
*“Cabrera 1” g
‘e " -
With their rifles in their hands the yo
in the dusk of the cave, ready to recciy eytﬁgngmﬁgﬁhg;m

a rush.

*“ They won’t rush us, Frank,” Jim remarked, af

2 ter a lo
ause. “‘ Cabrera’s had a taste of our quali i -

tzel" than that. Did you see him 2 wellinnd bo S

*Yes, the four of them, Our tra ;
— rack in tllxe soda has led them
ank & expression grew very uneasy,

‘ What are they doing ? Cabrera is up to some treacherons

trick.”
* Perh they see that they ean’t get at '
scooted,’ a'}hm suggested, & g i flmyvg
Frank shook his head,
;iI d(xm ;dth;]nk that. But we'll soon see.”
e plac i8 sombrero on the muzzle of his »
ch(‘t;»d ;f heyomit the mouth of the eave. lﬂe lnd pm
ack ! Crack! Two bullet-holes showed in
drew it back. Frank laughed. o ht li ho'
“’(I:‘hatlshowt th%\ re still there, Jim.” et
“ Conclusive evidence. But what’s their game ¥ you -
think they mean to make a siege of it ¥ y m ‘m B |
Frank nodded in a very thoughtful way, 5 :

*“ Possibly. Cabrera must know that we have no water b o
xl:m(: w;mt our gourds contain, and that our Bupp!y of mbn
unite

It’s the game he’s likely to play.”
Jim looked biania i 5
3 35 Akml we can't get out without being potted llkem %
ran ;
* We might make a break after dark,” said Frank, © Besides, |
El Cascabel is on the track of the Venezuelans, Ii the m
should reach the ears of any of his seouts, it will bo nm
out for Cabrera and his gang.’ y
Crunch ! Gr-rr-th !
** What the dickens is that 17 ;
The chums looked bewilderedly at eacb other rr o1
their heads came the sound as of grinding rocks, ]
Crash ! The light was bloited out, s though black night
had sm fallen lIlpOn the eal:th. :
vens ! It's an eart quake!"md
“No; it isn't that,”
Frank struck a mateh and advanced lmvtuh
the cavern. It was blocked up by an
(;lere and there a gleam came through WM
imly, | :
Frank gave a bitter smile. Clearly now he
cunning game of the Venezuelans. Two of
wateh in the canyon to cut off the escape of
The other two had climbed the hillside b
and reached the steep slope above the eavern
they bad displaced one of the immense boulders,
to bloek the o below.
Well had they done their work. - The hyy
down divectly before the cave, shubting
eutting off all egress for the impi (
* Great Scott !’ ejaculated Jmh 3
time, and no mistake.”

The match went out.
“We are buried alive, Jim.”

“ Per: we ean shift that reck," Jm :
Frank s his shoulders.” £
* We oould ift the Imtta itself usbm._

“ Let’s anyway.
They pxgy their shoulders_ to the reﬁf an
their strength. - Not a fraction of an inch

up, antin =
%’e' %one, Jim -
“ Looks like it, by Juplter

growled Frank,
““And he ain't !arwm.g otd_?hﬁiﬂ
“ Seflores, can you hear me
* We can hear you,
The Venezuelan
“You have led me a long dmcn
you at last ! "’ o
“ We are 1?.ol; ;it:lﬂd yet:"’ =
Cabrera chuckled again,
“How long will it teke you to MW.
Ingleso 7. 2
Frank did not reply to that,
“ You have defeated me three t1mes,

-“‘9
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) rn now. Do yom think you will ever “ What-ho (" gaid Jim heartily, and he pounded away.fof
men. It's my turn ) ’ Sk o, wes-wiorlls:. “iob OI Saseshils geace-pipe h&yndy{ ’
y rate, you scoundrel, you will never obtain the Frank?” ; ¢
dodument of Manuel Gonzales ! e b e ; ;

Again the exultant chuckle, Cabrera scemed nnable to : I”h_ope it ll’ w"ork the oracle if El Cascabel isn’t there.”

=95 &m his gloe: " 1f it doesn’t,” Frank said grimly, * it will be a bad look-ou$

o Nor do %leseek 10 obtain it, Sefior Ingleso.” for us.’ 3 .

That's & lie ! ¢ : A flood of sunshine rushed into.the cave, Nine or ten pairs

« You forget that I have read it, sefior. It is true that  of arms, not without difficulty, had rolled away the huge rock.

could not reeall the whole of the mysterious directions ; one Dazzled ‘b{. the sudden light the adventm?rs stoad for a

sentence alone remained clear in my mind—it was the last.” moment blinking blindly in the sun-glare, As in a vision they

. Frank felt a sinking at the heart. The taunting tones went :;’;‘:M*:“’ng of eopper faces, gleaming black eyes, :ll;reatenmg

o > my guides, sefiors. - Your trail has led Frank collected himeelf in an instant. He could not see

mg;}feﬂ’ng“fﬁmﬁgeryrﬁmaré wuiding, for the most impor- El Cascabel there, and he had to take the chanees of life and

et sentomco"I zocollect clearly— Follow the white trail to death. Hestepped boldly forward, and extended in his hand
of the pecans, and dig at the foot -of the blasted Wé3 the peace.pipe of the aacique. 5 ds

s It was evident that the Ariguas knew the symbol of their

vy t correet, sefior 7" ey 3 % -
?‘}: omﬂ;: el leu’a.ped to Frank Leslie’s lips, Truly the chief and what was meant by it, for'every spear was lowered ~

: : M tonzales’ at once,
_ Veneznelan no- longer needed the aid of anuel Gonzales ““ Amigos ! ” grunted the copper-skinned joru; “and the

j document !
g Atin Sl yrot 6 no doubt,” res d  chums drew deep breaths of relief. ? .
| B imtin e tho whio trad, 1 bavo o doubt ¢ resumed S S8 (R L etk 1 i el il
‘and secure the treasure ! How do you like that 1 ™ ‘}%‘::&?gghﬁ‘:zstfl c?’:d‘h&mgén B4 hiies venile Ve
ol givo ol the rencure wero it in vy hands” Fk vy ol away (b ok from the bouth cf the cave,
s gas : 4 : the two Britons emerged into the sunlight he saw them, and,
hound ! * B ikty with an exclamation, pushed his horse towerds the:l. it
m 3 . @ thers 1 ** s P
‘No doubt; - But you will never stir from that death-hole. lehggs g?xge ‘s:e m:én?t?, i %17 D exelatmed, ‘O\V v
1 have no further use for you or your precious document, and & The Snake and his fellows caught us m?m | shut 08
: my;?sbhere together ! Adios, sefiores ! I goto seek the wp there, (_xhiei. We_owe our lives to yq“, s oy
The moeking voice ceased, they heard the sound of hoofs E‘hw\xz‘vﬁ:ﬂm& d'w mw ﬁi?e' SR
g the soda. In the lantern-light the chums looked .. ejaculated sententi ; ’..’,R i_tha”will'»ot';w »« y
“You are on the trail o ’themi,.,; S

R Ty

e

* 8o ends our treasure trail, Frank,” growled Jim.  “Ho
done us brown. I don’t think I mind pegging out half so
as letting that bounder collar the treasure. That’s the
’ > M L g

) out of all.
; %t dead yet, Jim, and while there’s life there’s
pe, " K said quietly.

ade a grimace. sonhals

Precions little, Frank, that T can see.” .hxﬁfmv 8
k leaned ageinst the rock with folded arms, his brows po; to 50 fearful & doon
‘deep thought. "The horses were brou

wandered aimlessly about the cave. He had given up  Indians’

8, had not lost his pluck. He tapped therock here  trqil with El Cascabel. -~
; , tentative way. Nowhere did it sound hollow. A sudden whoop burst from
s0lid sierra was round them, and there was no escape ! note in it. Frank and Jim k

ell, Frank, old chap, what do you think now ? ™
afraid it’s all up with us, Jim, old boy ! ~ That scoundrel
. %ﬁe have found our grave in the sierra !
! dull silence in the living tomb,

. CHAPTER 6. e o
-On the Trail With El Cascabel-A Sur- — Ji
: == ’-” o ‘M. ~°°” 'tbu~ - e . -
there no longer camo gleams of light through the
s the buried adventurers h?e?v’ that it was
n the sierra. There had been no sound in
yon. In the hope of being heard by some
of El Cascabel’s they had shouted and fired
ls. It was their only chance, and mlmd

AT
ght they tried their strength upon the
ilure was {ollowed by dull depression-

: ,;"; h’::ot e_‘;ﬁugs
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¢ 1f El Ingleso asks, El Cascabel cannot refuse.” .2
He spoke rapidly in his own dialect to the “:n‘rlml\;. The
copper faces grew gullen, but the Ariguas made x\x& \u:‘; ‘(l."‘nllllf‘;
They fell bac. from the prisoner, leaving him sitting his horse

lone, S

;. The llanero (plainsman) had listened
his life depended without moving a muscle.

man of iron nerve. 2
% "‘&Yo(t)z spare him, chief ? ”* asked Frank j:’_\'i!l“.v. i

“7 give him to my brother. But let 5l Ingleso take ),;m
from the sight of the Ariguas. My warriors have long memories
and sharp spears !”

Frank understood the hint. ;

“ Thank you from my heart, chie
¢ Farewell, then ! ”

Then spoke Manuel Gonzales. :

“ gl Cascabel, I would never have asked my life of you;
but, since you grant it, I am not ungrateful. Hencéforth the
hatchet is buried between us. With to-morrow’s sun I leave
the land of the Ariguas and never again will T enter it.”

The cacique inclined his head.

While Frank’s knife glided over the tough llianas which
bound the Hansro to his horse the Indians rode on up-the trail.

Freed from his cramping bonds the llanero stretched his long
limbs. He shook hands heartily with the Britons.

# You have saved my life, seflores, and I shall not forget L
He spoke in excellent English. ** It was, I presume, my docu-
ment which led you hither ¥

“Yes. As youdid not reclaim it——'

“ You deemed me dead 7

“ Exactly 1

“ And you came to seek the treasure ?* the lanero said

. thoughtiully. *‘ Many men would have left me in the hands
of the copperskins in order to keep the treasure to themselves,”

Frank smiled.

‘i That’s hardly British form, my friend.”

The lanero nodded. |

. Now, sefiores, we will seek the treasure together !

to the talk upon which
Evidently he was

R e

He held out his hand.

*

What

do you say ? -~ Cabrera’s gang remains to be dealt with, We
will take the trail togetlier and share equally * *
£ Tf there’s any treasurs left-to share,” cbserved Jim. * But

the fact is, sefior, Bernal Cabrera has read your decument, and
he’s twenty-four hours ahead of us, and by this time he’s pro-
bably made a clean sweep and scooted !”

The llanero smiled, .

¢ do not fear that, sefiores, for a reason I shall explain to
gow. ~'Are you ready to ride ¥ Follow my lead, and we shall
find both our prize and our enemies.”’

The chums had no hesitation in following the lead of the
Venezuelan Hanero. They were strangers in the land, while he
knaw the sierra like & book.

The redskins had disappeared unp the white il. The
llanero led the chums the same way for a hundred or so,
and then turned into a branching gully.

“ Are we going to the valley of the pecans, sefior 1’ asked
Frank. :

 Yes. This route is longer and will take us to the southern
end. I have a reason.” s

The trail was rough. - The soda incrustation was left behind.
~_The route ascended. The threc rode at a moderate pace

‘side by side. -

- * We shall ride this trail for two hours, sefiores,” Gonzales

“remarked. * In the meantime I will explain what has doubtless

B:ubd you. You must have been greatly astonished, Sefior
n Franciseo, when I thrust the document into your hand
that night in Caracecas,”” - : i
“ Well, I was a bit,” Frank admitteds “ but I guessed
your motive when I saw the gnng of bravees on your track.
-Was Cabrera. among them ?’ % G :
“ He was their leader.”” = - 3 e
e F ,guessed, afterwards, that he had had a hand in that
ame, S - e
“~ “The document had been in my hands only a few days.
- Tt was givelf to me by an old comrade, Feli Martinez, on
- his deathbed. It was Martinez who, mor?ij ‘@ year ago,
. wild 8

5

.........

~_discovered a rich deposit of gold in this wild sierra. He had
“falien foul of the ins, and he was wounded and had lost
his horse. And besides that, the treasure was as much as
“#wo horses could carry. He removed it, therefors, from the

S
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~#xposed_arroyo in which he had found if, and cached it at
foot of the blasted ceiba, that being a spot he could easily

find again. His idea was to ret /
£ urn to € and find
trusty comrade to ride with him to uf/:raccas ﬁn‘m

nnff regain the treasure and carry it off in s:?euey of the Pecans
But the struggle across the ‘wild Hano, afoob and waeaa. ;|
as he was, was too much for him. He re;.ched (‘}:‘dww
;u (hf‘i-.t iﬂnlgn\vatlle document to me, that 1, at mm‘? :
bene )y hius discovery, ; E
track, - yo- Bt B -Cote W on t x

“ There had been talk among %l e IS
of Martinez’s fortune, and by ”?)ior:: lleg::::‘ at the m
of the existence of the document, € was the ra o

gang of desperadoes of the 11 ered them
blow at the treasure. o e s . ,}h}

t ! Twice I was attacked tr
T'he first time I eluded ther nd time em”
me ;u a disadvantage. f'l’ it skt &econé. i :
“It was late; the streets dese h .,u. acked
suddenly, My weapons were wre;zel.x%d ‘15‘:‘;" hgrasimtes
pierced my side. 1 fled, with the demons Jt ’w
knew they would have me in a few minukesvmmy ar
only thought was to get rid of the document befo::" Mm 2%
seize me, I had already dragged it from m: Wwwv ‘
suddenly eame upon you. In a flash I deci{bd what to do, |
[ had seen you about Caraccas, sefiores; I knew i ;
Bmt:r;m, a;(ld I tlu;ught you were to be trusted,
“ You know what followed. I left the dnomw' ner
hand. In the alleys they ran me down, but thqdi‘fm fin
the document. Twice again 1 was stabbed, but
senses left me I heard them muttering that I must hay
it away, and they scattered to search for it, Af
learned that I was picked up by one of
patrols, and taken to the American hospi '
expected that T should live. But a South Ameriean
is not easy to kill. I recovered, and in a very shor
was ;mf the dt-raii. GE= s =
“I found that you, sefiores, had quitted - Thac
and that Cabrera ar{d his band were no mﬂ’aﬂm  Ca
¥rom Sefior Carrero, your landlord of the haciend:
of the night attack Cabrera had made fipon you,
you had left him roped up on the azotea. Yo
sefiores. You should have driven a poniard to
“That both yow and Cabrera star
to seek the treasure was, of course, clear to
and ecame with-all s(})eed to -these sierras.
start, but my knowledge of the country more
for that. I came by a shorter route. I was
“ My idea was to remove the tre
the foot of the ceiba and conceal it
would be out of the poweér of Bernal
seek to join you, sefiores, and b
gold to Caraccas.” i
Frank broke in animatedly.
“ And have you removed it?” -
The lanero nodded.
*“Then if Cabrera digs at the

will find—"" -~ s aaa B
A grin came u 8 SW3 face
* He will ﬁndp:nekb.oi :

Gonzales seratched upon

before him.” <

Frank laughed heartily. He

the V. theé'
“Ye%ods,wbd:%senj;, - Cabrera

gn feel like kicking himself 8
L e =2

my route, sefior,
hills well; it was
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Gréed of gold was plainly writ in the dusky facos of these
thieves of the llano. They had caught a glimpse of the treasure
glimmering there on the ground, and the sight had set theig
bleod on fire,

“Let us advance, then!

Cabrera shook his head.

“ Tt will soen be dark, then we'll rush them.”
Venezuelans settied down to wait.

Cabrera’s eyes gleamed with hate. The blackest passions
had been roused in his breast by the trick the llanero ha llvlr._\'n-d.

He had easily found the blasted ceiba—a huge tree shivered
by lightning, a eonspictious object in the valley of the pecans.
The Venezuelans had dug at the foot of it in the full expectation
of finding the treasure there. They found rothing but the slab
of stone with the llanero’s name cut tipon it, and then they knew
that Manuel Gonzales had survived that night in Caraccas and
that be had preceded them upon the-treasure trail.

Furious at the loss of the prize they had made so sure of,
the gold-seekers did not abandon the quest. They lingered in
the valley, seeking traces of the llanero who had baffled them,
inspired almost as much by longing for revenge as by greed of
gold. And now, they believed, their hour had come,

Cabrera rose. The sun had touched the rim of the west,
and the last gleamn of daylight was in the sky.

“ Look to your weapons'!” Cabrera’s eyes were glittering
like a cat’s in the gloom. *‘JTt will be a fight to a finish, Gon-
zales saved the Inglesos from starving in the cave "—that was
the Venezuelan’s supposition—*‘ but he will not be able to save
them now ! Forward!”

The sun had passed the horizon. The sudden darkness of
the tropics fell upon the sierra and the valiey of the pecans.

' They are coming ! "’ whispered Gonzales. The llanero’s keen
ear had detected the sound of carefully-parted branches.

The chums set their teeth. They knew that this would be a
desperate fight, not only for the treasure, but for life itself-—and
they were ready for it.

** Let-them come ! ” said Frank quietly.

' =

” exclaimed Miguel Xeres.

And the
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“Carses upon you, Manuel Gonzales?” the.
Venezuelan was sereaming. ‘‘ But the game is not
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