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CeAPTER XI
LOST IN THE SWAMP
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‘“Tt appears to me,” Will said, after the
departure of the four boys, “that we have been
keeping camp most of the time today while the
others'have been having ail the fun.”

! “We’ve been keeping camp when the out-
laws weren’t keeping it for us!’” George cor-
rected. ‘“Did you ever see anything like 162"
the boy continued. “‘The way things have been
going today?”

| “There haven’t been very many dull mo-

& ments, and that’s a fact!” replied Will. “First

b 'came the letter from Chicago telling of the lost”
heir; then came a couple of batches of outlaws.”

“I hope it’s over now,” George observed.
“We ought to be able to settle down to a good
dinner before long.” _ ‘

“Sandy ought to be here with his fish di-
rectly,” Will continued, “and Tommy ought to

have little trouble in getting a couple of ducks.
Still,”” he added, “there’s no knowing whether
they’ll bring in anything or not, so we may as
well use up some of the ham jand eggs we've
been saving for an emergency.”
“That’s just what I was thinking! George
answered., “You know how it is with those
*boys. They’ll get away fishing and hunting
and forget all about the hungry ones at cam=t
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88 ~ BOY SCOUTS IN THE EVERGLADES:

Anyhow, it will soon be evening, and we can
have whatever they bring in Lm' supper.’

In accordance with Will's suggestions, the
lads prepared an elaborate dinne 1‘1 looking and
listening all the time for the return of their
chums. However, as the reader understands,
thv boys were fully occupied, and so did not
make their appearance.

“Now see here, George,” Will said, as the
meal was completed, “we may as well take a
little trip on our own account. It will be dark
In about three hours, an 1d we want to see some
oi the country ourselves,’

“The boys have taken the two best canoes!”
George replied.

“Then we’ll take the Seminole dugout!”
Will declared. “We can’t make the old ice-
wagon go very fast, but she’s 1:1:‘;; ind safe.”

“Which way are we going?” asked George
as they entered the dugout “and paddled into
Lost Channel.

“You know the creek Sandy told us about?”

:: Where he saw the man and boy in a‘cance?”

Tmmlr'” Will answered. “1“}15 not take
a little spin up there? If there is a boy 1n
capfivity in that section we m: 1y be able to get
trw of him.” 1

“Aw, that sounds like the fifteenth cen-
tury!™ replied George. “Tiu*v don’t _Lc-u:p
boys in captivity now, any more than they do
1m-”'11=~1“11“ maidens. That’s ,..II bunk! If we,
f”"x{ 11‘::; ]_'[‘ helr at all ~we’ll ind him ]'H'Ilrn‘
with the 1 uuh**“ﬁ or the wreckers or the rrjlumd
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OR, THE ISLAND IN LOST CHANNEL 89

B natives, whoever they are, of his own free will
& and accord!”
& “Yes, but see here,” Will argued, “the lad
" may have lived with these men of his own
free will until we made our appearance. Then
you ought to be able to understand exactly,
what’d he do.” E_
“Sure,”’ answered George. “When we came
in with a motor boat, equipped for hunting and
fishing, and a gay time generally, he’d naturally
want to break away from the old geezers he’d
been living with and join us.” |
“e would if there was anything of the boy
about him!”’ Will continued. ‘‘And, naturally,
]the fellows who brought him in here would
want to keep him with them, not because of any
b love for the kid, probably, but because of a fear
" 'that he might talk too much if he got beyond
& their control.” |
“You're correct, I think,” George agreed.
¥ Come to think of it, you’ve got it figured out .
about right!” : '-
The boys paddled nimbly along until they
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E came to the half-concealed mouth of a small _5

;3 creek opening to the east. After 1nspecting &

the landscape in a casual manner they turned e
in under the overhanging boughs and bushes B
and pushed the canoe through the swamp grass i
to a cleared channel a few yards from the shore &
of the body of water theyhad just left. e s E
b “We've found it the first thing! cried E
George exultantly. E
- Wi?l us&a{!ntcd.}hut, a5 5 matter of fact, they i

" bad_not found the creck they sough ab all.
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9 BOY SCOUTS IN THE EVERGLADES:;

At that moment, Sandy and Chet were fishing
at the mouth of the ereek which had been ex-
plored earlier in the day. When George and
Vill pushed on to the east into a country where
lagoons and lakes covered most of the swampy
soll, Tommy and Chet were fishing at the mouth
of the other stream, as stated above.

After paddling for an hour, Will sat flat
down in the bottom of the dugout and wiped the
perspiration from his streaming face.

“Have you seen any lost heirs yet?”’ he
asked of George, with a grin,

"1 didn’t expect to meet any lost heips!”
was the reply. “But I’ll tell you what I did
expect to find,” he continued, “and that’s just
what we’ve butted into!”’

“What’s the answer,” asked Will

“I expected that we’d find a channel leading
into the wilderness which showed sions of
frequent use, and that’s just what we’ve donel
This streain is often usec , all right!?”’

“Well, have we gone far enough?” asked
Will. “The sun is getting pretty low, and it
will be dark in a little over an hour.”’

“I’'m ready to go back,” replied George.

Accordingly the dugout was headed down-
Stream, and the boys proceeded at a swifter
pace.  Before they had pasced half the distance
to Lost Channel the sun dropped down behind,
the tangle of palmettos and pines, and a he&v}'l
twilight lay over the swamp.

::I don 't like this!” Will exclaimed. |

I don’t think we’ll have any trouble in
finding our wav,”” consoled George. “It would
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be a rotten thing to get lost in thi "

; : IS Swamp just
now, wouldn’t it?”’ he econtinye :
prehensive look. e

‘.i don’ tﬂEﬂB how we can get lost as lone 23
we Know the points of the comp » W
suggested. Bacs el

“In about a half an hour, we won’t be able to
know the points of the compass!”’ George de-

clared. *““We’ve got to get out of here before

- that!”’

The boys pushed on for a few moments more
and then Will pushed his paddle into a gr:::u;;
of bushes and faced his chum.

_“Do you remember that clump of underbrush
with the palmetto growing exactly in the middle
of 1t? " he asked. | :

“No,” was the reply, “but then, you know
I can’t remember every feature of the land-
seape on the stream.”

~Well, I'll tell you one thing right now, ”’
Will exclaimed, “that we never passed this
place on the way up! 1’ve been watching for
ven minutes for a familiar tree or bend, and
nothing of the kind has shown up!”’

1 ' . :
And that means,” George added gravely,

“that we’re losti”
. :T;l{l-t"fﬁ the size of it!”

Well, the thing to do is to turn back and
try to find the creek!”

T:‘Urm}l{s and bayous all look alike now,”
“11.]. answered, swinging a hand over the
TH}?I{H}T darkening landscape.

“Then we may as well be paddling back as
% be paddling ahead!” George argued. “We
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92 BOY SCOUTS IN THE EVERGLADES:
L.how that we re off our course, and we can’t be
in any worse fix if we do st hlllLi Into anothep,
bayou instead of into the creek. Anyhow,
th“i 's the way it looks to me!”’

The boys paddled back to what appeared to
them to be east tor some ‘moments, and then
swept Into a mud bank which effectually pre-
vented further progress. Will tried to push
the prow off with his paddle but succeeded only' 3
in stirring a collection of- lizzards and wmﬂl 3
snakes out of their nests.. It was now quite 3
dark. ‘ ‘

“It’s a good thing we tackled the ham and
eges before leaving mnu]‘:” George suggested.
“We're likely to bI‘IE“Il{l the Tl”'m in this bloom
ing old swamp. Of course, we had to get ud
against tmm*tiun hard {“1 our mat trip out!”)
he cont tinued, with a grin a Will’s Lll%(b]":iﬂdve
face.
e,-:?fn“n talk about anything to :‘*;MT" the
other wailed. ‘I was },um, thinking ‘of I nfﬂmyf
coming in with .;11 u:w ks fl.”{f Sandy coming in
with his fish! F;; kiddo,” he continued, “ 11111:.13
little old mof or b }“,L would look mighty ,i.-:,uml to

)

# =4
me just now!
Bitii i d -"u'ﬁl il :'-.-.-.- 2 - £ 99 g ] | .
. hat is 1t we've run into?”’ asked George,
HEE Il & mom
|i|.'“'|T TR e b 1
: ud bank!”’ was 1 1e reply
.:- I;fi"_r - N | l 4 1'1' i ."*1 T ¥ .
TE LG Clid O Tl 'F":-"E-}'-l-."-l. au[l"*f‘
E.": LEr '|I__ “ iy | o i o ALk &
i Lhe only question now,” W ,_‘. | grinned,
bkl # - LT =t
i “18 which end?”’
\S e spoxe he took out his electric searche
= 13« el T T e _1'_
i 1gng. ¢ urned the round flame on the prow
i o4 of the boat = I the black swamp a ‘Lr.lf.!
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OR, THE ISLAND IN LOST CHANNEL 93

In a moment the illumination was turned fo
and he was clutching George hopefully by the
arm.

“Say!” he sald, almost in a erﬁpﬂr “there’s

) little amateur log causeway runs tnl ough the
mud on the ¢ hum,tami 1’1l just bet we’ve struck
some m"u‘* where we can get supper, and also
ifind out how to get back to Lost Channell
)I guess this 1sn’t so worse!”’

How do we know we haven’t come upon

|1Jh[* !1 m]‘. of some of the wreckers or swamp
'robbers?”’ . asked George. “They would be
)apt t0 u]al in just such a place as this!” he
added, trying to push the dugout back into the
bayou.

“I m going to find mlu,, anyway,’”’ Will 1in-
\sisted. ‘‘There!’”” he cried in a moment. ‘Do
!'ynu see the light of that f]lu among the trees?
‘Just you wait until I come back and I’ll tell
you all about it!”’

The boy disappeared in the darkness and
George sat anxiously awaiting his return,

Hi st et s s ST (e TR

S

e

e R T

T R L

B

e

~E R
PR



