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1 am é
always pleased to hear from my chums.

WHAT ! AM DOINQ.
HAVE again the pleasure to put
Before my olmms a really splendid
number of the *Magnet " Library.
1 am xery proud of this paper,

readers, and when 1 look round 1 t}uiuk
1 have every reason to be proud of it.

The stories sent me hy the anthors are
nmloubtedly the very best stories obtain-
ahle,  Mr. Frapk Richards, in my
opinion. can he likened to Peter Pan,
and will never crow up. He is still a
hoy at heart, and it is hecanss of that
he consistently sends us stories which
we know appeal to boys—and girls—all
over the world,

the

Oue never finds a  story in
“Magnet * Library full  of  impossible
situations, full of ridiculous incidents,

or full of dialogue such as-no boy or zirl
in England or any other part of our
great Empire ever used,  That is why
readers of the “ Magnet " Library are not
provided with readinz matter which,
though thrilling, leaves an  after-im-
pression of impossibility.

My aim is to give my readers lLealthy
stories of school life or adventurg or
sport. If I liked I could get my authors
to curdle your blood with most sepsa-
tional  “stull "—but 1 do mnot like.
Nearly twenty years' experience las
taught me that the hoys of our great
Empire want to read stories which will
appeal to them because they know that
such-and-such an adventure might casily
fall to their lot. That's what 1 am
doing now.

There is not an anthor in the world
more ¢ompetent to write school stories
than Mr. Frank Richards. I have more
than ample proof  other papers have
tried to get this wonderful author to
write school stories for them. But Mr.
Richards always s2ays: “No, I don’t
helieve in writing the sort of story you
agk for. I know what the boys want—
and so does the Editor of the Companion
Papers.  That's why I am one of the
husiest men in the country to-day!™

Mr. Richards is not only one of the
husiest moen, but he is uodoubtedly one
of the elevercst men. 1s it not wonderful
the way he deals, week after week, vear
after  year, with the many adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co.?  Just
give the matter a moment's thought,
hoys, and [ am sure yorr will agree with
me that there is wot an aunthor writing
to-day who can even approach such as
Frank Richards, AMartin  Clifford, or
Owen Conguest., :

When 1 come to the conclusion that
the hoy of to-day really  wants  the
Ibood-curdling,  scusational, impossible
tash of twenty years azo, ther N cive
it in him, perhaps--in lamps,

Cherry wounld say. Until then, however,
I amt going to continue to supply my
readers with really good stories, full of
incident of the possible kind, a healthy
thrill or two. I won't insuit the intelli-
gence of my chuma by thinking that they
now want the impossible stufl just be-
cause it makes their hearts beat faster.

Detective stories, as a matter of fact,
provide cvery reader with something to
think about. Study the plot, study the
way the detective solves a mystery, and
think out if you would have solved it—
or tried to solve it—in the same way.
You'll And that an interesting hobhy. 1
kwow of a seleet group of young fellows
who recularly meet to discuss a detective
story.  Oue takes the part of the detee-
tive, another that of the eriminal,
another represents the ordinary police,
They =0 through the story, disenss it in
all its points, and then the “eriminal ™
says: ' Supposing I had done so-and-so."
The “*detective ” and the “police” then
say how they would have met that case.
It is wost interesting, believe me, and
it teaches you to think—hard!

But when a bhoy stops a runaway steam-
roller by pushing it gently hack just as it
is ahout to erash on top of people on
the heach—well, isn't that rot? If that
is possible we shall soon be having a
story about a hoy who put an aero engine
on his hack, and flew from London to
Glaszow to earn the Freedom of the City!

However, to change the subject to a
few details of our story ior next Mon-
day.

“KINGQ BUNTER OF THE CONGO!"
By Frank Richards.

This story is going to please you

immnensely. It has just that spice of

excitement to make it more than in-
teresting.
Frank Nugent is  caught by the

cannibals, and. taken to a village, where,
after due consideration, the rest of the
chums appear,  Billy Bunter, by means
of the idol and his ventrilogquism, sue-
ceeds in getting Nugent free, bhut he
alza makes things nice apd comfortahle
for Wmsellf by making the idot declare
him king!

The appearance of (asco, the Spanpiard,
makes things rather awkward, but they
fight him with all the power ther can
muster. King Bunter of the Congo is
very powerful, too. You can just imagine
yourself in the Congo when you read
Mr. Richards' truly wonderful story, and
you «¢an imagine how really easy it
would be to make the superstitions, idol-
warshipping natives do your hidding if
you were a ventriloquist! Cannibals still
exist —you remember the zreat traveller
whe T reeontly retarned to this country
after opewding a long time in cannibpls

Like the
chums, I, personally, prefer England!
“ BROUGHT TO JUSTICE!"
That is the title of next weck’s extra-

infested country? Greyfriars

special story of Ferrers Locke and Jack
are told how the

Drake. In it you
detective and his assistant briog to an
end the career of one of the greatest
criminals in the world. After the feast—
the reckoning! The murderer of Hubert
Brandon and Inspector Flemming learns
that iher¢ i3 no escaping tue tireless
hand of the law.

You must not, on any account, 25
this special story, my chums, and I ask
you once morg to order your copy in
advauce.

There will he a special supplement for
next week, and another meeting of the
Greyfriars Parliament will he recordsd.
This parliament, I want you to unde
stand, is gour parliament.  Semd in a
speech  snd secure a handsome money
prize!

A word ahont our Companion Papers.

The “BOYS' FRIEND " is on sale to-
day, and <coptains TWO SPLENDID,
REAL HAND - COLOURED PHOTO -

GRAPHS OF FAMOUS FOOTBALLERS.
In  addition to the FREE REAL
PHOTOS, there are many fine stories of
adventure, school, and sport, articles and

jokea.  Deon't forget, then, to get the
“Boys' Friend.”
Our cheery companion paper, the

“Popular,” appears to-morrow
are again four splendid, complete school
stories, " Billy Buntor's Weekly,” a great
sporting serial, and other fine features.
And there is also a GRAND FREE REAL
PHOTO OF A FAMOUS SPORTSMAN
GIVEN FREE WITH EVERY COPY OF
THE “POPULAR.”

The *“Gem ™ Library strikes a new
line with the grand free gzift it offers
you. IN EVERY COPY OF THIS
WEEK'S. “GEM " WILL BE FOUND A

FREE, REAL PHOTO OF A FAMOUS
FOOTBALLER — WITH  HIS  AUTO-
GRAPH PLAINLY WRITTEN! Tom

Merry & Co. are the famous schoolboys
whose adventures are recorded in this
popular periodical; there is also a fine
sporting story and interesting articles
alIlldlil-vT-Ll.'.~?. Get the “GEM " on Wednes-
day!

My final words this weck arc to re-
mind  yan  that THERE WILL BRE
ANOTHER  GRAND FREE, REAL
PHOTO OF A FAMOUS FOOTHALL
TEAM NEXT WEEK WITH THE
"MAGNET.” Order now!

it

Your €ditor.

I am Always Pleased to Hear from my Many Chums !

Tie Macxer Lisrary.—No. 771,

Drop Me a Line To-day!
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An unforeseen thing happens—and

bLefore they know it, they find themselves alone in the Lorwling wilderness of the African jungle-land !
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A New Extra Long Com~
plete Story, dealing with
the thrilling adventures
of the Famous Chums
of GreylIriars and Billy
Bunter on their long
expedition in the Congo!

By FRANK RICHARDS

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Stories appearing in the ‘“ POPULAR.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Night Alarm !

ARRY WHARTON sl up and
H rubbed his eves,

The night was dark, and for a

moment, as he blinked round

him, the captain of the Gregfriars Re-
move saw nothing but bluckness,

Wharton had been dreaming of Grey-
friars, and he sat up, e)rpmlmg to find
himself in bed in the old dormitory.
ficcollection came the next moment, and
lie smiled as he rubbed his drowsy eyes.

Instead of a high white ceiling over
hiz head, there was the deep dark vault
of hr‘a\on with mll\' the stretched
tuo-a:luitr)-:ml between. Round him, his
comrades were sleeping, on grass mals,
on the deck of the steam-launch.

Round the launch murmured the
sluggizh brown waters of the Congo—the
mighty river flowing f{rom the hearl of
Africa to the Atlantie,

e was far from Greyfriars now,

The launch was moored by a sandy
bank. Beyond the bank was a belt of
mangroves—hevond that, the deep, deuse
forest.  Over the tree-tops there was o

Za L
silvery glimmer in the blackness—the
moon was rising,

From the forest came a deep, distant
roar, and tho Greyfriars junior knew thal
it was the voice of a roaming lion.,

; Wharton wondered what had swakened
vim,

It was nol the roar of the lion—he was
accnstomed to such sounds now. Tle
rubbed his eyes again, and looked round
him. Dimly he made out the figure of
Claptain Corkran at a little distance, sit-
ting with his rifle on his kuces, keeping
watch,

On one side of Wharton, Tiob Cherry
was [ast asleep; on the other, Frank
Nugent. Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh were a little farther
off, sleeping soundly. From somewhere
in the gloom came the sleady, resonant
snore of Billy Bunter.

Wharton's quick ear caught a move-
ment,

Ie konew that the black Cloango crew of
the launch were fast asleep, and would
not move till they werve (‘aI}luI Captain
Clorkran would not have dreamed of
trusting them to keep watch. But it was
a black man who was moving. Wharton
had caught a glimpse of the black face,

with the whites of the eyes glistening
under the grass hat, and the dirty calico

trousers. It was Pickle Jar, the Kroo-
man.
Wharton sat and watched him

wondering.

Pickle Jar was supposed to be asleep
with  the ‘other blacks, and Iarry
wondered why he was stirring.

Captain Corkran, on his camp-stool,
was gazing shoreward—the dircction
from which danger would come, if it

i'-'.l"]('-. The Krooman was moving behind
im,
ITarry Wharton pushed aside the

mosquito-net, and rose quietly.

IHe did not mistrust the Krooboy,
but he wondered. Pickle Jar caught his
movement, and turned his head, his dark
eyes scintillating.

He put his finger to his lips, as a sign
for silence.

There was a faint sound of a splash i
the water beside the moored launch,

Pickle Jar moved quickly but noise
lessly to Wharton's side, canght his arm,
and drew him into the deep shadow of a
stack of fire-lops.
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“ No speak!” he whispered, so faintly |

that Wharton barely eaught the words.

Captain Corkran did not move. His
eyes were fixed on the forest, where the
trec-tops were silvering as the moon
came up.

Wharton was about to whisper a ques-
tion, in spite of the Krooman’s warning,
when Pickle Jar pointed with a black
finger,

Wharton fellowed {he direction of the
finger, and caught his breath with =a
sudden start.

A head rose into sight over the side.

Wharton’s eyes, accustemed now to the
gloom, could make it out—the face of a
white man.

He saw iwo glinting Llack eyes and a
eruel, searred mouth. It was a face he
knew—the face of Pedro (‘asco, the
Spaniard,

He was about to make a movement,
when Pickle Jar's grip closed more
tightly on his arm, and he desisted.

The Spaniard hung on for a full
!dﬂiilrﬂlt‘, his black eyes searching the

eciK,

Ho saw the sleepers, under the
mosquito-netting, and the motionless
figure of Corkran, sitting with his back
to the newcomer.

All was silent and still.

He could not see the two alert figures
in the shadow of the stack of fire-logs.

Slowly, silently, the scarred Spaniard
climbed up, and his leg came over the
wooden rail. Water dripped from him as
he hung there for a moment. Then
gilently he slipped down to the deck of
the launch.

He stopped there to take breath, and
etill Pickle Jar did not move, and Whar-
ton remained still. But when Casco,
with a cat-like movement, crept towards
the uneconscious captain’s back, and there
was a glimmer of steel in the shadows,
Wharton sheok his arm free.

But at the same moment Pickle Jar
made a spring like a leopard.

In an instant he was upon the
Spaniard, and his large black hands
grasped him, and brought him to the
deck with a crash.

Crash!

The little vessel rocked as Casco went
erashing down, with the bulky Kroomon
sprawling over him.

Wharton spranz after the Krooman,
and canght up the knife as it dropped
from the startled Spaniard’s hand.

“Carambo " stuttered Casco.  Nombre
de Dios!”

Pickle Jar chuckled.

“Lib for catchy!" he said, in his Coast
English, chuckling with glee.

Captain Corkran was on his feet now.
He spun round, rifle in hand, and his
glance took in the srene in a second.
The edge of the moon showed over the
forest now, and there was a silver glim-
mer on the wide river, the stretching
sandbanks, and the little launch,

“You!" said Corkran coolly.

He knew what his denger had been,
but it had not startled his iren nerve.
His single live eye glittered =zt the
Spaniard, but his bronzed face was calm
and merciless. He stepred towards the

sprawling ruffian in the grasp of the
Krooman.

“Good boy, Pickle Jar!" he said.

The Krooman grinned.

“Captain no let Pickle Jar lib for
watch,” he said. "Pickle Jar lib for
watch all same. See um swim out.”

“Let him stand clear!” said the
captain,

Pickle Jar released the ruffian. Casco

struggled breathlessly to his feet.
The captain’s rifle was levelled, and the
NEXT bk

monoay: - KING BUNTER OF
THE MAGXET LIBRARY.—No. 771

C2PTAIN Kl. CORKRAM,
Chief of the Amazing Cungo Expadition.

muzzle bore full the scarred
rascal’s sallow {ace.

“ Por todos los santes!” panted Casco.

“I give you one minute!" said Cork-
ran.  “Make {he most of it, Pedro
Casco.”

His finger was on the trigger, a piti-
less eye glanced along the levelled barrel.
And the pallor of death ecame into the
sallow, swarthy face of the scarred
Spaniard,

upon

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Midst of Foes!
‘H

‘““ Casco, by Jove!”

The Greyfriars juniors were
and Johnny Bull gathered round with
startled faces. Only Billy Bunter re-

Casco barked away a pace, panting and
snarling. There was no mercy in the eye

ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
“What's the row?"”

all wide awake now, and on their feet.

Bob Cherry and Nugent, Hurree Singh
mained safe in the arms of Morpheus,
gnoring unconcernedly.
that looked alonﬁ the rifle-barrel. The
strengthening light from the rising moon

fell upon the Spaniard’'s face, and
showed it ghastly.

Wharton uttered an exclamation.
“Captain  Corkran! You are not
going——""

“Do not interfere here, Wharton,"”

said the captain coldly.

“But—but—-"

“You saw what the rascal was going
to do¥”

“Yes. But—"
“You_can’t shoot the man down,
cousin Kit!” s=aid Bob Cherry, in a

scared voice,
Corkran shingged his shoulders.

‘ NEXT WEEK’S FREE
GIFT!

I Real Photo of the Middles-
* brough Football Team.

“Him lib for die, Mass' Harry !"” said
Pickle Jar composedly. CAll right!
Him come kill captain—eaptain lib for
kill.  All right!”

That was the simple law of the Congo,
and the juniors knew it. ‘he Congo
was far enough from Greyfriars—not only
in geography,

“But—"" panted Wharton.

“Time’s up " =aid Corkran.

He pulled the trigger., At the same

THE CONGO!"™

Tell Your Chums! Real Photos of Famous Football Teams Every Week!

moment Harry Wharton struck the rifle-
barrel, knocking it up, and the bullet
flew away a yard above the head of the
Spaniard.

An angry exclamation broke from the
caplain. His eye blazed at Wharton.

Casco did not lose his opportunity,

He made a wild spring to the side,
and, before Pickle Jar could grasp him,
he had leaped out into the river,

Splash !

Casco struck the water, and vanished
beneath it. Ie came up a dozen feet
away, swimming hard.

“You young rascal!” reared the cap-
tain.

“I—I'm-
(IB“t__!)

Corkran pushed him roughly aside, and
rushed to the rail. The scarred Spaniard
was swimming desperately out into the
river, Captain Corkran took aim at the
swimmer, and pulled trigger again.

Crack !

The juniors watched breathlessly. The
maon glimmered on the Congo now, giv-
ing a dim light for shooting—quite
enongh for so good a marksman as Kit
Corkran.,

With breathless horror, the chums of
Cireyfriars expected to see Casco sink
beneath the brown waters. They saw the
water kicked up by the bullet a few
inches from his dark head. It was a
zood shot, but not guite near enough.

Before the captain could fire again, the
swimmer was among a mass of driftwoeod,
and hidden from sight.

Corkran gritted his teeth,

“He's got away !” murmured Nugent.

“He's a dangerous villain!” muttered
Harry. “But—but I'm glad he's got
away.”

“Same here.”

1

sorry ! gasped Wharton,

“The samefulness is terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, you fellows *

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Go to sleep,

Bunter I”

Billy Bunter sat up, and groped for
his spectacles, and set them on his fat
little nose, and blinked round.

“Wharrer marrer?” he
drowsily.  ““Wharrer row?
fellow up when he's tired.”

Captain Corkran came towards the
juniors, his tanned face very grim.
Wharton felt an inward tremor, He
had acted as he had done on impulse;
and he knew that it had been a right
impulse. But the explorer, hardened by
twenty years of savage life on the Congo,

demanded
Waking =a

-was not likely to agree with him; and

Clorkran the commander of the
party.

To his relief, Corkran made no refer-
ence to the incident. Life on the Congo
had hardened and toughened him, but
he conld make allowances for the school-

boy fresh from England.

“No more sleep to-night,” said the
captain tersely. “We should not hbe
likely to wake in the morning if we slept
again, That rascal is not here alone.” -

“I say!” howled Bunter, “I'm not
getting up yet! ’'Tain’t daylight even.”

*Oh, you can sleep!” said the captain
contemptuously. * You wouldn’t be any
use in a scrap!”

“Oh, really, you know——"

*That’s enough !

Billy Bunter grunted, and turned over
to go to sleep again. He had a very
vague idea of what had happened; but
for once he was not curious—he was too
sleepy even for curiosity. 1In less than a
minule his snore was heard again.

But every other soul on board the
launch was wide awake and on the alert
now.,

was

ANOTHER AMAZING AND THRILLING ADVENTURE OF
THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS. HH
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The launch was on the upper waters of
the Congo, far from the most outlying
white station—on either bank were vast
foresis and still vaster savannahs, swarm-
ing with savage animals and savage
tribes.  The launch, with what it con-
tained, would have been a rich prize to
any of the black tribesinen; rl:mgf:l‘
dogged every step after Boma was
passed, and Boma now was hundreds of
miles bekind. In the heart of Africa il
was every man for himself--there were
thousands of black tribesmen within a
few miles who would have exterminated
the explorers, if only to “chop " them
afterwards,

“Caseo has friends on the Congo,”
added the captuin. * He has followed us
from the Gulf of Guinea, and he means
business, e has tried his luck alone,
and he has failed; when he returns, it
will be with a crowd of niggers, who will
back him up for the plunder of the
lanneh,  It's no good crying over spilt
milk; he's gone, and we've got a fight
on our hands.”

With that, the caplain proceeded to
rap oul orders,

The launch had put into the shore the
previous evening for a new supply of
wood, which was the fuel used; coal
being unobtainable for love or money.
The black erew had been cutting logs
for hours before the darkness stopped
them; and some of the new supply ]!:ad
been stacked on board. Captain Corkran
had intended to ship the remainder in
the morning; but there was no time to
stop for it now,

The fires were started, and the little
launch hummed like a bechive with
brisk movement.

The Greyfriars juniors kept anxious
eayes upon the river, where the moonlight
ow streamed in a silver ﬂoad, making
the Congo almost as light as by day.

Cascn had long since vanished from
sight; and the chums of Greyfriars
wondered whether the captain was right,
and whether he would return with savage
allies,

They soon had proof that Corkran had
made no mistake,

—

Across the wide river a canoe shot into
sight, paddled by a dozen black men.

[t was followed by another and
another.

Meanwhile, steam was rising on the
launch, but there was not yet a sufficient
pressure. The explorers had to wail,
while their enemies gathered round
them, canoe after cance creeping out of
shadowy creeks. Whether the scarred
Spaniard was among the Congo blacks
the juniors could not see; but they had
no doubt that he was there. It was
another attempt of the scarred ruffian to
obtain possession of the little ivory idol,
upon which was drawn the map of the
buried treasure of ivory., Had his
dastardly attempt upon Corkran suc-
ceeded, his task would have been easy
enough ; now the result was more doubt-
ful. But as the juniors saw the erowd
of canoes their hearts beat faster,

“My only hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry, “There musl be hundreds of
the black beggars.™

“If they gel to close guarters—
saidd Nugent.

“But  they won't!”
“We're moving at last.”
“Thank goodness!”
The little launch was moving out inlo
the waters of the Congo, the captain at
the helm. Pickle Jar was in charge of
the stoking gang, and he did his work
well—laying a heavy bamboo across bare
black backs to keep the crew up to the

mark.

The ecanoes, inore than fifteen in
number, faced the launch in a half-circle,
as Corkran “tooled ” her out into the
river.

Rifles had been served out to the
juniors now. During their trip up the
Congo, Harry Wharton & Co, had done
daily practice at rifle shooting, and the
skill they had acquired camne in useful
now. The captain was too busy for
handling a rifle, and the black crew,
under Pickle Jar's control, bad their
hands full. Such shooting as was to be
done fell 1o Harry Wharton & Co.

But they were ready, and their nerves
were go The five Greyfriars fellows
kept in cover behind stacks of fire-logs,

said  Harry.

Life Ever Written! B

and watehed the canoes.  Billy Bunter
was  still  sleeping;  but he was not
wanted, His snore sounded nas steadily
and placidly as ever it had sounded in
the old Remove dormitory at Greyfriars
School,

The caplain’s sharp, cool veice rang
ot
“Wharton !

“Yes, sir!™
“I'm vunning the launch through the
canoes ! Shool down any wlo get hold
and try to climb! I they gel aboard,
we are [inished.™

“We'rve ready, sie”

“Don’t waste a shol,
and go, as it i

“Right !

The caplain sigoalled full steam ahead
to Pickle Jar. The launeh shot forward
almost like an arrow, stinight at the semi-
circls of canoes, crowded with suvase
blacks. From a dozen of (he canoes
trade guns blazed onl, sending whizzing
bullets, fragments of lead or iron pipe,
every kind of missile thal could be
crammed into thein and fired out again.
The missiles spattered on the launch,
most of them burying themselves in the
stacks of logs. The juniors kept well
under cover, walching,  Right at the
canoes went the little steamer, and there
was a lerrvific concussion as she crashed
into them.

Under the stem of the aleamor a long
war-canoe crumpled up like cardboard,
amid fearful yells from the savage crew.
And the next instant, savage hands
clutched at the vessel from the sinking
canoe, and savage men were clambering
up like cals.

1i will Le touch

THE THIiRD CHAPTER.
A Fight on the Congo !

RACK, crack, crack !
‘ “(ro it !"" gasped Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. were fir-
ing now.
It was for life or death; their lives
were in their own hands, and it was no
time to hesitate.

hight at the canoes weﬁt the little steamer, and there was a terrifle concussion as she crashed into them ! Under the stem

of -the steamer a long war-canoe crumpled up Ilke cardboard.
hard as they could load. {Yee Chupter 2.)

The next moment Harry Wharton & Co. were flring as

Boys, Next Weel’s Long Complete is an Absolute Thriller !
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Spears whizzed over the launch, drop-
ping and sticking in the logs, and
‘“‘ponging ' on the iron plates of the
deck. On both sides came black, clam-
bering hands, savage animal-like faces,
blazing, rolling eyes, hideous cannibal
yells. The Famous Five of Greyfriars
pumped out bullets as fast as the maga-
zine rifles could work.

Crack, crack, crack!

Wild yells answered the shots. Tt was
like a vision from some terrible night-
mare to the schoolboys of Greyfriars—
like some wild, weird scene from a film.

Even while they panted and pulled
trigwer, and fearful yells and eries rang
in their ears, there was a sense of un-
reality about it,

Crack, ecrack, erack, crack!

Black, writhing bodies slid down into
the brown, turbid waters round the

and Pickle Jar collided with the Congo
savage, a heavy fire-bar in his hand.

Crash !

The Congo man went down, his skull
smashed under the crashing fire-bar.
Pickle Jar grinned at Harry Wharton,

“Him lib for die, Mass’ Harry.”

“Thank you, Pickle Jar!” panted
Wharton.
“Oh, heavens!” breathed Nugent.

His face was white as he looked at the
hideous savage sprawling on the deck,
the spear still clutched in the nerveless
hand.

Wharton glanced hurriedly round,
rifle in hand, ready to fire his last shot.
But the last of the assailants had dropped
off, some to sink, and some to swim.

“They're done!” said Bob

“Keep in cover!” shouted Captain
Corkran.

A Name That Will Never be Forgotten! THE ‘“ MAGNET * LIBRARY!—

scraped by. The last yell died away at
|1_35§; and the canoes dropped far out of
sight.

Bob Cherry dropped the buit of his
rifle to the deck.

“Jolly hot while it lasted !” he said,
with & grimace. “I—I hope I did not—
hem—finish anybody, cannibals as they
are. But I suppose I did.”

“The finishfulness of some of the
csteemed niggers was terrific,” eaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gravely.
“The hopefulness is great that the ex-
cellent villain Casco was one of the
finished ones.”

“1 didn't see the Spaniard among
them,” remarked Johnny Bull.

“I caught a glimpse of him in one of
the canoes,” answered Harry Wharton.
“He wasn't in the canoe we sunk.”

“Let’s hope he's fed up by this time,”

The Romance of the Chelsea Club.

HE story of most of the hig foot-
ball clubs of the present day is
one. of gradual rize from humble
beginnings, But the record of

the Chelsea c¢inh is the one outstanding
exception, for theirs was no obscure start
made by a band of faithful enthusiasts.
The Chelsea club simply sprang right
into the limelight in 1804, after the
optimists about the future of football in
West London had epent one hundred
thousand pounds on making a ground
second to none in the country, and a
lot more money on building up a side
which should hold its own with the best.

In the season 1905-G, Chelsea started on
their illustrious career in the Second
Division of the Foothall League, and the
fact that the optimizm of the manage-
ment had been backed by sound judgment
was proved in the second season of the
club’s existence, when promotion to the
top class was won.

Of course, it hasn't heen roses all the
way for the Chelsea club ever since then,
for at the end of the 1909-10 season
they found themselves once more
relegated to the second class. Two

seasons later they again won a place

FOOTBALLERS IN
THE LIMELIGHT!
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among the highest in the land, butl in
1914-15 they finished up second from tae
bottom once more, Then they had a bit
of luck, for after the war was over the
First Division of the League was extended
by the admission of two more clubs, and
Chelsea gained one of the vacant places.
And in the season before last they accom-
plished the bhest League feat of their
career by finishing up third in the First
Division League table,

Still, although Chelsea have had, in the
course of their comparatively short life,
many notable players, and at times a
very fine team, they have precious little
to show in the way of trophies won. The
best thing they have done in the Cup
line was to get as far as the final tie in
1015, only to be soundly beaten by
Sheffield United at the last hurdle which
stood hetween them and an honour which
is much coveted.

Though there remain many things
which the Chelsea club have to accom-
plish, they stand out as one of the most
interesting sides in the country, They
have the biggest ground of any club in
England, and as many as seventy-five
thousand people have seen an ordinary
match on  their enclosure,

One of the most surprising things about
the Chelsea eclub is the cosmopolitan
nature of the crowd which assembles on
the ground from week to week, In fact,
it is often said that at Chelsea, alone
of all the football grounds in the country,
do the visiting teams get a measure of
praise equal to that accorded to the
home eleven

The best eleven which the Stamford
Bridge club ever possessed was n the
days of James Windridge, Vivian Wood-
ward, and George Hilzsdon, three wonder-
ful forwards, who all played for England
in their time, but there are worthy
successors in the ranks of the Chelsea
team of to-day. In Jack Cock they have
a notable centre-forward, while outside-
left MeNeil is recognised as good
enough to play for any team. Always
have the Chelsea management been ready
to give a place to amateurs, and at the
present moment they have one such in
Howard Baker, the high-jump champion
goalkeeper. During rebent years, how-
ever, the management at Stamford Bridge
has rather revised its team-building
ideas. They used to go in for big men
at hig prices; now the tendency scems
to he to find the yomng material, and to
train it in the right way.

launch. The stricken canoe had sunk;
another, colliding with the stem of the
launch, capsized, and its erew clung to it
as it floated on the current. The launch
was going full speed now, and the crowd
of cances gathered behind, urged on in
frantic pursuit by flashing paddles that
worked like clockwork,

But the steam-launch was throngh the
encriy line, and the savages who clam-
bered up, clinging like cats, dropped off
one by one under the rifle-fire from
above. Only one Dbrawny Congo
caunibal leaped clear on deck, and came
down fairly among the juniors, with a
broad-bladed spear upraised. An instant
more, and Harry Wharton would have
rolled on the iron plates, transfixed, and
probably two or three more of the
Juriors. But there was a quick spring,

Spears were whizzing from the other
canoes, as well as assortments of missiles
from the trade guns. The juniors
crouched in the shelter of the logs
stacked round the deck. On the lower
deck the black crew crouched and jab-
bered, only driven to their work by the
heavy club in the grip of Pickle Jar.
Farther and farther behind the canoces
dropped, and the savage yells grew
fainter in the distance.

Up the Congo, under the moonlight,
the launch sped on, between shoals and
sandbanks where a skilled pilot’s hand
was needed. But Corkran had piloted
on the Congo before, and every channel
was known to him. Even with ]?lis know-
ledge and skill, the launch grazed more
than one sandy bar, and the juniors’
hearts leaped into their mouths as it

said Bob Cherry cheerfully. *Hallo,
hallo, hallo! You awake, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter's big spectacles glim-
mered round a stack of logs. His fat
face was white as chalk.

*Are they gone?” he gasped.

“The gonefulness is terrific,
estcemed fat Bunter.”

“Bure 7" asked Bunter.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“The surefulness is also terrific,”” he
said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, good!” gasped Bunier. “I—I
wasn’t scared, you know. If you fellows
thing I was scared, you're mistaken. I—
I was looking for a gun. That's all, and
I don't see anything to cackle at.”

Pickle Jar had heaved overboard the
body of the dead cannibal, and the

my,

% 0id ” Billy Bunter—King of the Cannibals—he’s a rare treat !
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juniors were glad to see it go. They
turned their faces away, to avoid secing
the snouts of the crocodiles that rose
round the black body as it floated away
in the wake of the launch.

“1 say, you fellows,
what?” asked Billy Bunter.
a bit sick, Nugent.”

“1 feel a bit sick, after that ! snapped
Fl'u.ll]\'.

“My dear chap, buck up!
Bunter. “Look at me! Nothing
matter with my nerve, what 2"

“You fat idiot !

“0Oh, really, Nugent— "'
_“Dry up, Bunter, old bean !" said Bob
Cherry.

“You're rather off colour, Cheriy."
said the Owl of the Remove, blinking at
him through his big spectacles. * Pull
yourself together, old man! Nothing to
be funky about.”

“Funky !" breathed Bob.

warm  work,
“You look

gaid
the

“Be a man!” urged Bunler. *Like
me, you know."
Bob's eyes glinted. Now thal the

danger was over, Bunter, as usial, was
as brave as a lion—and inclined to hint
that other fellows weren't !

“What's that behind you, Bunler?"
r‘xol?imed Johnny Bull suddenly. * Look
out 1"

Bunter gave a wild yell. Al his new-
found courage oozed away from the ends
of his fat fingers.

“Yow-ow-ow! Help!

Help ! Oh, help!”

“What's the malter with you, vou
young  donkey?”  shouted = Captain
Corkran, from the helm.

Bunter spun round, blinking in scarch
of the imaginary enemy. ‘Thera was
nothing hehind him but a heap of logs.

“Where—where is  he?’ gasped
Bunter. )

“He? Who?"” asked Johnny Bull.

. “You beast!” howled Bunier, realis-
ing that his fat leg had been pulled.
“You said—"

“I asked you whal it was behind you.”
chuckled Johnny Bull. “It's a stuck of
logs, if you want to know.”

Yooooooop !

* Beast !’
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Yah! Rotter!”

~And Billy Bunter rolled buck under
his mosquito-net and went to slecp.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Has His Woy !

i 'M going ashore!”
I ‘You're not!"
“ Rats !"
Billy Bunter was in one of his
most obstinate moods.

It was two or three days since the
fight on the Congo with Casco and the
cannibals. The steam-launch had made
zood way up the great river. day by
day she glided on, tetween banuks !hit-fk
with forest or lined with swimpy man-
aroves, or sometimes strelching away in
great plains. By shoal and sandbank
and swampy island, Corkran steered ever
onward, and never a sign of the white
man's presence met the eyes of the
cxplorers now. Few if any of the mosl
eager seekers of ivory came sn deep inlo
the heart of the Black Continent.

The launch was moored now by a green
Lank that sloped to the water.” Caplain
Corkran had gone ashore. The juniors
nnderstood that he was visiling sowe
native village that lay at a liltle dis-
tance from the bank Dbehind the forest.
e had been absent for some hours now,
though he had told the schoolboys that
Le was certain to return before nightfall.

What Happens to the

The Finest Paper on the Market! 7

and made off towards the forest with his prisoner.

A brawny black hand dropped on Bunter’s shoulder from behind, and he wa.sl
dragged back. The savage slung the fat junior upon his back as if he had been
an infant, cast one careless glance towards the Famous Five and the launch,

(Sce Chapter 5.)

Frequently on the tvip up the river the
captain had gone ashove o negotiato for
provisions and other supplies at native
villages, handing out trade goods in
return for supplics. The juniors guessed
that that was his objoct now, and they
expected o see him return at sundown,
followed by a string of nalive bearera
laden with goods. q\lnuruvhile. he had
commanded them not to leave the launch
under auy circumstances whatever, and to
keep a sharp look-out, and tn shoot down
anyone who tried to get on board—orders
that Harey Wharton & (fo. were prepaved
Lo carry out lo the very last lotter.

But it was different with William
George Bunter,

Bunter wag bored with the lanneh and
with waiting. For some hotrs he slept
contenfedly; after that he fed con-
tentedly, but at last he annovneed his in-
tentivn of going ashore lo stretch his
Iugs a littlo.

The sight of danger wonld have been
encingh to make the fat junior hurrow
into the deepest recess of the launch.
Bul oui of sight was out of mind with
Bunter. He blinked ashora at the green
plain sloping away to the forest, and saw
no peril there—and he was tired of being
cooped np in the confined space of the
launeh.  And the opposition of the other
fellowe on'y made DBuuter the more
obstinale,

“Took here, Whartou!" he snapped,
with a contempluous blink at the captain
of the Remove.

SDry onp ! ogaid Harvy., “You know
Corkran said nobody was to go ashore
under any circnmstances whatever,"

“Rlow Clovkran!”

“Well. blow him or not, yon're not
.r-.ﬁng 1" gaid Wharton decidedly,

“1'm going " roured Bunter,

“Rats !"

“The ratfulness is tevrific, my esleemed
Bunuter,”  said IHuwrrea Jumset R
Singh; “and the shutupfulness is the
proper caper.”

“Go and eat coke! You fellows secm
to forget that I'm chief of this party,”
snorted Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter gave ihe Tamons Five a
withering  blink  through  his  hig
spectacles,

“ 1 the only fellow in this parly that
wialters,” he saic.  * T herve because {
can help Corkran through with wmy splen-
did ventrilogquisin. You fellows are no
good al all; simply no use.  Corkran wa-
a fool to bring such a set of duds with
him.™

“ AL he nice {0 lislen 1o ?" said Bol
Cherry  admiringly. “Keep il up,
Bunter.  Yen've breaking the monotony.
anyhow,"

“Didn't T save all your lives with my
ventriloquism, making the giddy idei
speak 7™ howled Buunter. **Casco and
his gang would have finished you all off
in the Gulf of Guitea, if T hadu’t saved
your lives."”

“LEven a fat load may Liave ils uses!"
agreed  Johnny  Bull.  * Your silly
ventriloguisin came in useful for onee.
Keep it for when it's wanted, though
if you give us any now, we'll bump you.'

“Iavd ! said Bob Cherry.

“1' going ashore ! rodred  Bunier.
“What vou fellows have got to do is 1o
obey iy orders.”

“Tla, ha, ha "

“1 ecan see mysell doing 1" gasped
Bob Cherry. * What ovders wonld yon
give if there were an attack, Bunler?
All hands hide at the bLollom of the
launch 7

Lost Schoolboys? See Next Week’s Thrilling Story !
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're afraid to go ashore, anyhow,
and I'm not!” jeered Bunter. *There
isn't any danger. Besides, 1 should be
with you; I'd protect you!”

** Fathead !”

“Well, I'm going!"

“You're not I

“You'll jolly
Bunter.

The launch was moored to a tree-stump
that rose out of shallow water. Detween
the vessel and the shore was a space of
shallow mud and water, evil-smelling
recking. The customary method of
getting ashore in such spols was * pick-a-
back " on the back of a big Congo negro.
Dunter had no intention of wading to his
waist in filthy slime, and he looked round
for a bearer.

“ Pickle Jar!"” he shouted.

The Krooman raised his head from the
hammock where he was swinging idly
under the canvas awning.

*Come and carry me ashore!”

The Krooman shook his woolly head.

“Mass' Captain said no lib for shore,”
he answered.

“You cheeky nlgger !” roared Bunter.
“You're to do as you're told.”

Pickle Jar grinned and settled back
into the hammock. Billy Bunter turned
his spectacles on the captain of the
Remove.

“Wharton, that dashed nigger does as
you tell himi, Tell him he’s tp carry me
ashore.”

“ Bow-wow !
“I'm going !” shrieked Bunter.

“Let's see you wade it!" suggested
Bob Cherry.

* Beast !

Billy Bunter sat down on a canvas
chair and scowled. He was determined
to go ashore, if only to prove that he
could do as he liked—a very important
point with William George Dunter. But
the juniors did not heed. They knew
that Bunter would never wade through
the shallow slime to the bank with smeﬁy
mud up to his arm-pits, and there was
no other way of getting ashore unless a
black man carried him.

Wharton produced a set of pocket
chess and began to play chess with
Hurree Singh to while away the time.
Nugent sorted an old “Gem ™ out of his
bag to read for the third or fourth time.
Johnny Bull dozed in a hammock, and
Bob Cherry cleaned his rifle. Pickle Jur
swung idly in his grass hammock dozing,
but with one ear and one eye on the alert.
On the lower deck the black erew loafed
and snored. Under the blazing African
sun ali was quiet and still.

well see!”  howled

BILLY BUNTER.
Another impartant member cf the
Greyfriars party.

POUNDS—Try Our Grand Football Competition !

Buat in disregarding Billy Duunter, the
Famous Five ﬁ:ul reckoned without the
Greyfriars veutriloguist,

More than once already Bunter's weird
gift had come in useful in dealing with
superstitious  savages, and Captain
Corkran had felt that he was justified
in having brought Bunter to the Congo,
though William George Bunter could not
be called a pleasant travelling companion,
More than once his ventriloguism had
saved bloodshed. And Bunter was think-
ing out in his fat mind how to use his
ﬁe:‘,}u}éar powers on his own account. He

a

cen surprised at first at the effect |-

of his ventriloquism on the blacks, but
he was quite used to the idea now, and
well aware of the power he wielded. He
gave his fat little cough, and Bob Cherry
looked round from his rifle.

“None of your stunts now, Bunter,”
he said. “It's toe hot.”

iiY !!‘
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Pickle Jar in his hammock gave a
sudden start. From the direction of the
shore eame a sharp, well-known voice—
the voice of Captain Corkran.

“ Pickle Jar! Pickle Jar!”

The Krooman turned out of the grass
hammock with a jump.

““Me here, Mass' Captain!”

“Carry Mass’ Bunter ashore at once !"

“Me lib for 'bey, mass’ captain.”

Then Pickle Jar's knees knocked to-
gether, and he blinked round in fright.
For there was no living figure to be seen
on the green sloping banks or on the
muddy stretch of water between the bank
and ttm launch. He had heard Captain
Corkran’s voice, but Corkran was not
there. Pickle Jar’s black face grew as
pallid as its complexion permitted.

“You fat rascal | roared Bob Cherry.

The Greyfriars juniors had started at
the sound of the captain’s voice. But as
they saw that the captain was mnot in
sight, they knew, of course, that the
Remove ventriloquist was at his tricks
again. - :

Pickle Jar blinked round him with an
almost ludierous expression of terror on
his face.

“Him captain’s ghost!” he gasped.
“Mass’ Captain lib for die, and him
ghost speak to Pickle Jar.”

“It's all right, Pickle Jar!™ called out
Harry Wharton.

e Il}im ghost speak, Mase" Ilarry.”

“No, no!”

“Me lib for hear speak.”

Wharton compressed his lips. It was
doubtful whether the Krcoman would
have understood had Wharton explained.
But it was impossible to explain. The
secret of Dunter’s ventriloquism had to
be kept carefully, Captain Corkran had
been very etrict on that point.  Above
all, it was necessary that the blacks should
not know how it was that the captain’s
ivory idol could *talk.”

Bunter rose to his feet with a grin.
Pickle Jar came slowly towards him.

“You know what you're to do, Pickle
Jar !” grinned Bunter.

“Mo%ib for shore, Mass’ Bunter.”

“Blop!” shouted Harry, springing to
his feet. The Krooman was already
stooping to take Bunter on his broad
shoulders.

Wharten ran towards him.

“You're not to take Bunter ashore,
Pickle Jar!” he exclaimed,

“ Mass' Captain order.”

“ Nonsense !

‘e speak to Pickle Jar, him ghost !
said the Krooman, shivering. * Pickle
Jar no dare disobey captain, him ghost!
Lib for die if no "bey.”

* Bunter, you fat rotter— -’

“Stand back, Wharton !” said Buunter
coolly. "

“I'm going ashore!
_ “Tll hold you back by the ecavs if
necessary,” roared Bob Cherry.

“You'd better keep off if you don't
want me to set the crew on you,” suid
Bunter. *“ Mind, I'm not standing any
rot. I'm master here !

“You fat dununy !”

“T jelly well show you!" snorted
Bunter. * If you want a fight with half
a dozen niggers, you'd betler sav so.
It’s that, or minding your own bizney.”

The Co. looked at one another. Die-
concerting as it was, there was no doubt
that the power was in Bunter's hands.
All the black crew of the launch had
heard the snpposed voice of the captain,
and they were trembling and staring
round and jabbering together.  Their
superstitions  fears had already been
aroused, and there was no doubt what-
ever that they would obey any command
given in the voice of “himn ghost.” And
Bunter—who, as usual, never realised the
seriousness of what he was doing—was
fully prepared to put his powers to tho
test. Indeed, Pickle Jar himeelf, devoted
as he was to Wharton, was evidently de-
termined to carry Bunter ashore, in spite
of opposition from the juniors, Whar-
ton’s influence was as nothing compared
with “him ghaost.”

Bunter grinned triumphantly.

He was master of the situation, and he
knew it. The power was in his hands.

“ You fellows shut up !"* he said loftily.
“1 want you to understund that I'm
master here! T've told vou so before.”

“You fat rotter!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“Better shut up, Bull! Like me to
make the niggers tie you up and give yon

three dozen with a bamboot” asked
Bunter,
“Why, you—you—you ? gpluttered

Johnny Bull. He clenched his fists; but
Wharton caught him by thé arm and
dragged him back. Amazing as it was,
exasperating as it was, DBunter could
have carried out his threat with the
greatest of ease.

“Now I'm going ashore ! said Bunter
victorionsly. *‘ Ready, Pickle Jar?”

And while the juniors still stoad unde-
cided, Bunter clambered on the broad
shoulders of the black man. Pickle Jar
stepped into the oozy mud with him,
.ll;nd carried him high and dry to the
ank,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Clutch of the Cannibal !

[ ELL, my hat!” said Bob
W Cherry, with a deep breath.
Harry Wharton set his

teeth.

Captain Corkran had given strict orders
that no one should go ashore; but he
had not, of course, foreseen anything like
this. No doubt he would deal severely
cnough with Bunter when he returnea.
But for the present the harm was done.
The juniors could only hope that no
harm would come of it.

What was beyond the fat comprehen-
sion of Billy Bunter was clear enough
to their keener minds. The banks of the

Next Week’s Story will interest you from end to end!
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river seemed deserted in the blazing sun-
shine; but every tree and bush might
hide a lurking enemy, for all they knew.

Pickle Jar landed his passenger, and
came squelching back through tli'm mud,
stirving up strange smells he
squelched.

He gave Wharton an apologetic look as
e stepped on board the launch again.

“Mass" Harry no angry?” he asked.
“Me, Pickle Jar, no lib for disobey cap-
tain him ghost!”

“ Never mind now,” said Harry.

It was useless to be angry with the
black man. Pickle Jar returned to his
hammock, but not to doze. The mys-
terious voice of “him ghost "' had fully
impressed his mind, usually impression-
able enongh. He lay wide awake with
his black eyes staring.

The juniors watched Bunter.

Billy Bunter stretched his fat legs on
the shore, and trotted away contentedly.
He blinked back at the launch, and, see-
ing five faces in a row, waltching him,

as

The juniors watched, spellbound.

Bunter was running his hardest ; but he
was no sprinter, And the finest running-
man at Greyfriars could never have
equalled the speed of the brawny Congo
savage, whose bare teet sectned scarcely
to touch the ground as he raced on the
track of the fat junior.

Wharton threw up his rifle; but he
hesitated. In a few seconds the black
man was £0 close behind Bunter that he
could not be fired at without equal risk
to the fat junior. Had he raised his
spear to hurt or strike, Wharton would
have risked it. But the black man
evidently intended to make a prisoner of
the Owl of the .Remove.

Quickly it was over—a brawny black
hand dropped on Bunter's shoulder from
behind, and he was dragged back. Ile
was still at a distance from the launch,
but his wild yell of horror reached the
ears of the Greyfriars juniors,

“Good heavens!” breathed Nugent.

‘“ Boys’ Friend " ! 9

a marksman a difficult task to hit him
from the launch.

Wharton's aim bore on his legs—Llhe
only part he could aim at without equal
danger to Burter. The bounding of the
running savage made it difficult to get an
aim; but every second was precious—
the Congo man was getting nearer and
nearer to cover with every bound.
Wharton, with a white face, but a steady
finger, pressed the trigger at last,

Crack !

The report rang almost like thunder
in the stillness of the tropic afternoon.

“He's hit " yelled Bob Cherry.

The black man was seen to stagger
forward and almost fall. The billet had
struck one of the brawny legs.

But the savage seemed Lo recover him-
self as the juniors were expecting him
to pitch headlong. Instead of falling, he
bounded on again, and a moment more
was enough for him—he disappeared
behind the screen of straggling bush

Suddenly, through an opening of the trees, the juniors caught sight of a huge, hairy body.

club, (See Chapter 8.)

“ A gorilla ! ** muttered Bob
Cherry faintly, The huge brute, more than six feet high as it stood upon its hind legs, clutched in one hand a heavy

he waved a fat hand in lofty derision.
Then he trotted on towards (he dense
woods in quest of tropical fruits.

“The fat fool’s very likely running into
danger !" growled Johnny Bull.

“Tho likefulness is terrific "

Wharton bit his lip.

“IF he does, it's his own fault,” he
said.  *We can't help him now. Why—
what—what—look !

Bunter was still in easy sight, when he
came to a sudden halt. For 2 moment or
two he stood stock still, as if hiz little
fat legs had been rooted to the ground.
Then, with a squeal of terror, he turned
and  came tearing back towards the
launch.

“ Something's up " breathed Dob.

The next moment the juniors saw what
was  ‘“‘up” I'rom the cover of a
straggling ihorny bush a black man
leaped into sight. e was a tall, power-
ful savage. clad only in a loin-cloth, his
black skin glistening in the sun-blaze
ITe had a long spear in his grasp, but he
did not use it. He started in pursuit of
the running junior, with the fleetness of

a deer,
Harry Wharton & Co.

Bunter was no light-weight, but the
brawny savage slung him upon his
shoulder as if he had been an infant.
The fat junior hung there like a sack,
without movement, and it looked as il he
had fainted from sheer terror.

The black man cast one careless glanee
towards the launch, and then started
back towards the forest with his uncon-
scious prisoner.

Even with the weight of Bunter on his
shoulder he ran fast. Iarry Wharton
took careful aim. Pursuit of the black
man was hopeless on foot, and, at the risk
of hitting Bunter, there was nothing for
it but to shoot.

“For Ieaven's sake
Harvy !"" breathed Bob.

The captain of tho Remove did not
reply. All his attention was concentrated
on his aim. e felt that there would be
no time for more than one shot. Johnny
Bull had alrcady blazed off a bullet,
which flew wide.

The black savage was bounding like
roebuck, evidently knowing all about the
white man's firearms, and desiving to give

's Strange Adventures on the

be careful,

from which he had emerged to attack
Bunter,

“He's wounded ! mullered Wharton,
with white lips, “DBut——"

“May have fallen behind thal bush ™
said Bob, * But——"

“Bunter's pone!"” said Johnny Bull
huskily. All the offences of the fat
junior were forgotien in that terrible
moment, in the presence of the fearful
danger he had brought on himself.

Pickle Jar's voice chimed in.

“Him lib for chop, Mass' Harry!"

“What ?" muttered Wharton,

“No kill with spear—like um better
alive to chop,” explained Pickle Juar
calimly. *Mass’ Dunter fat—make berry
good chop!”  To the horrified junicrs
it seemed as if Pickle Jar licked his lips
in appreciation of the “chop " he was
describing,

“You mean they—they—they'll
him " mumbled Nugent,

Pickle Jar nodded,

“Fat feller bery good chiop ! he said.

Wharton drew a deep Dbreath,

“Caplain Corkran ordered us to slay

Congo Next Week !
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on the Tanuel,” ha said. Il this—this

alters it! Wae ecan’t leave Bunter to
that!  Better be wiped out, the lot of
us, than leave a schoolfcllow to black

(R3]

canuihals, I'm going after Bunter !

“And we're coming with you!” said
Bols.

*Home of us had better stay on the
launch,” said Harry doubtfully.

AL together,”  said  Johnny Ball
quictly.  * Whoever goes after that fiend
=n't likely o come back alive; no good
blinking that. But it's up to us, and
we're all in together.”

“Pickle Jar can keen guard while
we're gone,” said Frank Nugent, *'Tell
the mniggers to get us ashore quick,
Harry !7

There was no time for argument,
Wharton rapped out a few orders to the
Kroomen, Water-bottles were strapped
on, and a few provisicns hurriedly
erammed into rucksacks, bandoliers were
slung en, and then the juniors took their
tifles in hand.  Ilow far the pursuit of
the cannibal might lead them they counld
not even surmise, but upon one point
they were resolved--only deaih shauld
feree Lhem to leave Bunter in the hands
of the merciless Congo suvages.

Iive of the black erew hore them
ashore—Pickle Jar remaining in charge
of the launch, promising to take every
care, and to report to *Mass’ Caplain
when he returned—if he returned at all.
Pickle Jar was doubtful on that point,

rag from his loin-cloth round the wound
in his leg. The track of the barve, hard
feet van on, marked here and there with
drops of crimson, into the davk shades
of the forest.

The Congo forest, dense and dark with
trapical vegetation, had swallowed ap the
cannibal and his captive from sight.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the
dusky, tangled wood, and looked at one
another, Then the eaptain of the
Remove spoke toersely:

“Come on !
~And, riflz in hand, the five juniors of
Greyfriars ran on into the forest, follow-
ing the track that was marked with
blood.,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Savinz Bunter !

ROM the hlaze of hrilliant sun-
shine on the bank of the Uongo
the juniors plunged into dense

shade. For a few minutes they

kept on the run, then they had to drop

into a walk. Before them the trees
thickened, tangled  with  Juxuriant
creepers.  Round them the forest was

trackless—the vegetation so thick that
they could not see a few yards in advanice,

From  branches above  black-faced
monkeys grinned and chattered, and
parrots of many colours screamed. Once

a hideous thing, gleaming with prismatic

Another BUMPER ISSUE of the ' Gem " out on Wednesday!

Put unless he found danger close on
him, the savage was sure to cling to
Buunter, from the keen desire to take the
fat prisoner home alive for a cannibal
“chop ™ in his village. How near that
village might be the juniors counld nol
guess,  If it was close at hand they were
runniiig upan destruction, and they knew
it.  Bnt 1t was likely enough that the
black man was far from home on a
hunting excursion.  They had to take
the chance.

The forest fell away at last in a swampy
glade.  Sickly smells of stagnant water
made the air heavy and foul; rushes and

reeds of a  bright, unhealhy green
glimmered hefore the juniors; lizards
and foul insects swarmed in the oosc.
Knee-deep in filthy ooze and rotten

greenery, the juniors plunged on; and
Bob  Cherry uttered a  sudden  low
exclamation.

“There he is!”

Across the glade, less than a hundred
yards distant, they sighted the Congo
man.  The _ insensible Bunter was
sprawling on his black, brawny shounlder,
lifeless (o all appearance. DBevond the
swainp the thick forest recommenced, but
the black man had not reached ils shelter
yet.

“ITalt ! muttered Wharton.

The juniors stopped, and the captain
of the Remove dropped on one knee, and
sighted his rifle across a log.

Hlescecedevededered I ETEDEITDITITIGOIDITEDEDISITETITE OIS0 oDeTo>ed 0]
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since he had heard the mysterious voice of
“him ghost.” But te the launch, and
even to Corkran, Harry Wharton & Co.
wave little thonght just then. Corkran
conld always care for himself, and the
launch was as nothing compared with the
life of their schoolfellow, DBunter had
brought his fearful peril upou himself by
liis own folly and ehstinacy; but it was
no time to think of that.

The black bearers landed the juniors
on the green hank, and they ran, rifle in
hand, lowards the straggling bushes
hehind which the black man had dis-
appeared with Billy Bunter.

At any moment, a3 they knew, a spear
might whiz out of the bushes with the
deadly aim of the Congo tribesman; but
they hardly thought of the danger. It
was a danger that could not be avoided,
if they were to rescue Bunter,

But no spear hurtled through the air.
Lither the black man was helpless from
his wound, or he had fled farther. The
juniors came trampling  hreathlessly
Ihrmlgh the bushes.

“He's gone !” panted Bob.

Harry Wharton halted where a pool
of blood showed in the herbage. Ile hent
and examined the traces; and his know-
ledge from old practice as a Doy Scout
came in very useiul now. He conld read
the *“sign” where the Congo man had
fallen or lain down, dropping’ Bunter,
Pt the black man’s halt Lad been brief,
probably for the purpose of binding o

hues, glided almost under their feet, and
it was not till the horvor had vanished
in the brake that they realised that they
had almost trodden upon a huge snake,

It was with grave faces—almost grim—
that the juniors pushed on now. But
they did not pause or hesitate.

Before them, somewhere in the tangled
forest, the Congo savage was tramping
on with his prisoner. Death in a hun-
dred forms threatened them on all sides,
but their hearts did not fail.  Better
death than abandoning a schaolfellow
in the clatch of the cannibal. "Thot was
the thought in all minds now.

ITare and there the track of the (‘ongo
man was lost; but for the fact that Ee
was wounded the juniors would probably
have lost it altogether. But on herbage
or twig or branch they found the tell-
tale spatter of blood from the hlack man's
wound. And it was clear that the man
was lagging-—his injury was ielling npon
him. 'The track grew fresher; and once,
in an opening of the woods, Wharton
caught an instant’s glitnpse of the savage
with his prisoner flung over his lirawny
shoulder.

The black man dJid not leok Lehind;
the juniors hoped that le did not know
that he was followed. For if he found
pursuit close at his heels, it was only too
likely that he would finish his prisoner
with a thrust of his spear. Unburdened,
ha conld have cscaped casily enough in
the brake, wounded as he was,

Still the black man did not look back,
evidently not aware that he was pursued.

The Co. stood silent, watching, wait-
ing for Wharton to lire.

(rack.!

A loud and fearful cry answered the
shot, and the black savage pitehed for-
ward and fell upon his face. Bunter,
hurled from him as he fell, rolled on
}l_le ground two or three yards [row
v,

*“Oh, good man!” panted Bob Cherry.
“(Come on !

The juniors raced on.

The swampy coze splashed round them
as they rushed on at top speed. Bunter
lay where he had fallen, without move-
ment; but after a second or two the
Congo mnan struggled up, and groped for
the spear he had dropped. He spun
FOlllld t}il]\\.'ards the junio*l's],‘I and =toml
acing them, staggering. 'The spear was
u’]ut(-ﬁed in his hand, ugnd his black face
blazed with ferocity.

His second wound was evidently more
severe than the first, for he could hardly
keep his feet. But it was plain that he
was bent upon fighting to the last, like
a rat in a corner, now that escape was
imposzsible.

The juniors came on as fast as they
could, fearful that the savage might turn
his spear upon the helpless Bunter
hefore they came up.

A yeil of mingled pain and fury broke
from the black savage as they came up,

Monarch of the hlack sa:azes—Billy Bunter’'s Just Great!
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and he brandished the spear and
staggered towards them. Five rifles rang
out at that moment, and the gigantic
black tottered and fell, riddled with
bullets.

With a crashing splash, he dropped
into the ooze of the swamp, which almost
covered him as he lay.

Wharton shivered a little as he turned
away from the terrible sight. It was
but a few short weeks since he had been
at Greyfriars—and the ferocious life of
the heart of Africa was still new to him.
A thousand years of civilisation had been
left behind the Grevfriars juniors when
they came up the Congo.

But it was no time to think of that.
Harry Wharton dropped on his knees
bes‘de Bunter.

“Bi'ly, old chap!” he panted.

Bunter’s eyes were ef(:-sed. his spec-
tacles still clung to his fat litile nose.

“He's fainted !” said Bob. “He's not
hurt.”

The juniors lifted Dunter, and carried
him beyond the edge of the swamp, to
firm ground under the trees. There they
set him down. Wharton glanced back
at the fallen cannibal. The dead man
was sinking out of sight in the slimy
coze; a few minutes later he had dis-
appeared from sight altogether.

For the next ten minntes the Famous
Five were busy with Bunter.  Water
was splashed on his face from Wharton's
bottle; and at last his eves opened and
blinked up at them dizzily.

“Buck up, old son!” said Bob Cherry.
“All serene now !”

“0Oh, dear!”

“You're all right, Bunter.”

“Help!” moaned Bunter.

“It’s all right, old fellow,” said Harry
Wharton soothingly.

Bunter blinked at him dazedly, as if
not understanding. Tt was only slowly

that realisation came back to the fat
junmior. IHe shuddered and sat up,
trembling.

“I—I1 say, you fellows—" he
muttered.

“ All serene, old top.”

“He got hold of me,” shuddered

Bunter. “I—I—where is he?”
“Gone,” said Nugent. “It's all
right.”

“Gone! He'll come back!” quavered
the ('wl of the Remove.

“He won't come back!™ said Whar-
ton grimly.

Bunter gave a terrifiec ! cwl.

“1 tell you he’ll con i! Lel's
get away ! I—I can’t walk—you fellows
carry me-—:" 3

“He won't come back,” said Johnny
Bull. “He's dead, and sunk under the
swamp. It's all right, I tell you,
Bunter.”

“0Oh!” said Bunter.

He sat silent for a while, breathing
hard. The shock he had received had
been a terrible one, and it was not easy
for the fat junior to pull himself together.
But there was no time to be lost. The
afternoon had been growing old when
the juniors left the launch, and a con-
siderable time had elapsed since then.
T"e thought of being overtaken by the
night in the trackless forest was un-
nerving. At the best it would not be
casy to find the way back to the steam-
launch.

“Can you start now, Bunter?” asked
Wharton gently enough.

“I—=I'll try!” said Bunter.

With the help of the juniors, he
staggered to his feet. And then the
party sct off, back across the swampy

In his fat hands lies the

glade. When they passed the spot where
the black man had fallen, there was no
sign to be seen of him: the ooze had
buried him deep. And the juniors, in
spite of their courage, could not help
wondering whether a similar fate was
not to be theirs in the gloomy depths of
the Congo forest.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night of Terrer !

“ CAN'T go on!”

I Bunter hung heavily upon
Wharton and Bob Cherry, whe
walked on either side of him.

For once the fat junior was mnot
“malingering.” He was tired and ex
hausted. The tramp through the tanglea
forest was lelling on the other fcllows,
sturdy and fit as they were; and Bunter
was neither fit nor sturdy.

He groaned at every step, and several
times his eompanions had had to lift
him over obstacles in the path—fallen
logs, rotting tree-trunks, bushes bristling
with long, sharp thorns. The pace ol
the party was necessarily that of the
slowest member; and to the anxious
juniors it was like crawling. The
shadews of the forest were deepening;
the tropical (wilight was at hand and u
that region the twilight was bric;. Oner
darkness fell, the juniors knew that thes
could not proceed with any hope of find-
inz the way. Even now they found i
difficult to pick up the track by which
they had come.

“Keep on, old chap!” murmured
Wharton encouragingly.

“1 can't!” groaned Bunter.

“Put it on, old fellow,” said Bob
Cherry. “ We're not far from the launch
now."

Bob spcke more cheerfully than he
felt. He lknew that it must be still a
good distance to the spot where the
launch was moored. And between lay
the tangled and almost imperetrable
forest.

Bunter sank down so heavily that his
he'pers had to let him go. IHe sat on a
log and groaned.

“I'm done!” he mumbled. “I say,
you fellows, don't leave me!”
“We're not going to leave yonu,

Bunter.”

The juniors consulted in low tones. At
the pare at which they had been tra-
velling, it was doubtful whether they
could get out of the forest before night-
{all. To ecarry Bunter meant making
the pace still slower, and lésing the last
slim chance.

“We've got to stop!™ said Wharton,
at last. “Lucky we brought some food
and waler with us. We shall have to
camp, and get on lo the launch in the
morning."

““ Nothing else for it,” said Nugent.

“Captain Corkran must be back at
the launch by now,” said DBob.
“Pickle Jar will have told him. Suppose
we fire our rifles; we can’t be too far
away for them to hear it at the launch.”

i

Various Stages in the Lives of Greyfriars Celebrities.
No. 2.—HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH.

—

) SEEHURREE JAMSET RAM SincH

T

Orherwise Known
"

as “Inky” of the

Remove !

fate of his old Schoocl-chums.

Tae MAGNET LiBRrany,

No. T7L.



12

g0,” said Wharlon slowly,

“But what?"” asked Nugcut.

“QOthers may hear, tco. That wretch
who collared Bunter is not likely to be
the only Dblack savage huking in the
forest.

“I—1 suppose so.”

Tt was difficalt to decide. And (he last
few minutes of daylight were going now.

The gloom under the trees blackened
into darkness; from day to night was
ouly & guestion of a few minutes.

The juniors peered at one another now,
hardly able to see each other's faces in
the deep gloom. .

“We can’t go on, at any rale,” said
Bob. “It's camping here for the night, or
signalling to the launch with the rifles.
1t's possible that Corkran is already
scarching for vs—and if so, that would
guide hio” :

“That seltles it!” said Harry, with a
nod.

Bunter took no part in the discussion;
he was already fast asleep, leaning on
the tree-trunk.” Having decided on their
course of action, the juniors lost no tima.
It was quite dark now, and the Dblack-
ness round them seemed almost like a
wall. Frow the gloom on all sides came
the strange, unnerving eounds of the
awakening forest—the howls and roaring
of wild beasts seeking their prey.

The sharp, staceato report of a rifle
rang out, followed at regular intervals
by shol after shot. How far they sull
were from the launch the juniors did
not know; but they felt assured that
the launch was within hearing of the
rifla-shots.  If Captain Corkran was
there, he could not fail to hear the regu-
lar reports, and to understand that the
loat juniors were sjgnalling.

The dauger that the signalling might
draw to the spot other savage denizens
of the forest was one that could not
b= avoided.

But it was a very real danger.

Faintly, through the trec-lops tangled
together, came a silvery glimmer, and
the juniors knew thal the moon was up.
The pale, faint light filtered through
narrow openings in the thick foliage
overhead.

It was a pale, ghostly light, which
Larely enabled the juniors to sce one
another, and the hemming vegelation
that shut them in.

Crack, ecrack, crack!

"The signal shots rang oul.

Crack ! came faintly from the distance.
The juniors slarted as they heard the
shot.

“That's
Cherry.

“Corkran’s heard, and he's signalling
to us that he's heard !” said Harry Whar-
ton with a nod. *Ile must be a good
distance, though, from the sound.”

“That’s =0.”

Wharton fired his signal shot again.
Again it was answered faintly from the
distance.

“T,ook out!" breathed Bob suddenly.

He pointed with a shaking finger.

b |

an answer!” Treathed Bob

IFrom ihe surrounding g}qaml two
points of 'izlimmer_mg five glinted and
gleamed., The juniors could see nothing

but these {wo fiery points—but they
knew that they were the eyes of a wild
heast —whether a lion, leopard, or hyena
they could not guess.

For some minutes they walched the
blazing eyes, spellbound, with their rifles
ready for use, hopng that the unseen
enimsa) would pass on its way. But the
blazing cyes remained motionless,

staring almost unwinkingly thvongh the
gloom. Then there came at last a faint
brushing sound—the sound of an animal
creeping stealthily throngh the brake.
The two balls of fire gleamed nearer.

“8hool " muttered Frank Nugent.
“Iie's coming for us——"

“ All together!” hreathed Wharton.

Closer and closer the animal was creep-
ing; and still only those two terrible
eyes could be seen. It was at the eyes
that the juniors aimed, and fired a
volley.

A catlike howl followed the fire, and
the bright light of one of the eyes was
suddenly blotted out. A heavy body
whizzed throngh the air, dropping again
almost at the feet of the Greyfriars
juniors.

In the pale, dim light, the juniovs
could see the creature nmow —a huge,
spotted leopard. The animal was hard
hit, and covered with blood—enly its
injuries had caused it to fall shert in its
spring, and saved the life of at least
one of the juniors. The huge cat
sprawled on the ground, with thrashing
claws, and the juniors backed hurriedly,
firing again and again, riddling the
tearing, thrashing animal with bullets,
Billy Bunter started out of his sleep
with a ery of alarm, as the great hody
of the leopard stretched jn death only
a few feet from him.

“Tt—it's dead!" starmnered Nugent.

“Help!” yelled Bunter.

He staggered up, and plunged away
info the forest. The tearing and yelling
of the leopard so close at hand had
scared the fat junior almost out of his
wits.

“Stop!” roared Bob Cherry.

He rushed after Bunter, and canght
him by the shoulder and stopped him in
thite.

“Come back, you fat duffer!”

“Ow! Oh, dear!”

“Tor goodness’ sake, don't let's get
separated |” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
“ Stick here, Bunter.”

“0Oh, dear! Ow! I say, you fellows,
T'm fed up with this!” wailed Bunter.
“It's awlully dark! Ow!”

“Dry-up, old chap,” said Bob.

“Beast! 1 wish I was at Greyfriars!”

“1 think we all wish that, at the
present moment,” said Harry. “ But
it's no use grousing, Buuter.”

“The grousefulness is not the proper
caper, my esteomed fal Punter,” mur-
mured Hurree Singh.

“Peast!” groaned Bunter. “It’s all
your fault, you fellows. You ought to
have stopped that black villain getting
hold of me. You ought to have found
the way back. Oh, dear!”

“You fat bounder!” snapped Johnny
Bull, “All this comes of your going
ashore against orders.”

“Beast 1"

Billy Bunter groaned dismally. He
was satisfied to lay all the blame on the
shoulders of his comrades: but there
was nol much solace even in that. The
darkness and tbe sounds of the forest
kept his nerves in a twitler of appre-
hension. And there were grounds for
hi= fears, as the juniovs well knew,

Wharton had recommenced the signal
firing, when suddenly there came a
sound from the gloomy forest that
almost froze the blood in the veins of the

— e ee——————
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junjors. It was an animal yell-lond,
prolonged, piercing, yet deep—ringing
strangcly, cerily, terribly, in the echoing
forest. Bunter gave a gasp of terror,
and the juniors drew together in a shud-
dering group.

“What—what was that?". breathed
Nugent, gripping hig rile almozl econ-
vulsively.

“Heaven knows !’ mullered Wharton.

“Listen! There it is again!”

Again through the forest rang ihat
strange, terrible ery, nearer to the spot
where the shuddering schoolboys stood.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Lost in the Forest !
H_\RRY WIHARTON & CO. did

not move.
That terrible cry from the
depths of the gloomy African
forest sent thrills to {heir very hearts,
and their faces were pale in the dim
twilight of the moon.

That it came from seme wild and
savage animal they knew; but what
animal il was they conld not guess. It
was strange to their ears: they had not
heard it Defore during their voyage up
the Congo. It was not the cry of a lion,
leopard, or hyena—it was mnot the
trumpeting roar of the elephant, or the
howl of the jackal. But it evidently
came from some powerful throat, and
it was full of hideous ferocity.

Again it rang out, echoing among the
trees and tangled thickets nearer and
nearer to the juniors. They heard a
sound as of some great body brushing
among the underwoods, but they could
see nothing but foliage round them,
faintly tinted with silver moonlight
filtering from overhead.

“I—I say, you fellows, let's cat!”
gasped Bunter, through his chattering
teeth. “Get away—let's pgel away—
quick "

The fat jumior, in lis terror, forgof
his fatigue. Louder and louder the ery
rang again, and louder sounded the part-
ing of twigs and brambles under the
thrust of a heavy, moving body. Sud-
denly, throngh an opening in the trees
where the moonlight fell in a pool of
light, the juniors canght sight of a huge,
hairy body—it looked, at first glauee,
like that of a gigantic man clad in hairy
skins; Lut at the second glance they
knew what it was.

YA gorilla!™ mattered Boly faintly.
The huge brute, more thun six fect
hiwh as 1t stood upon its hind legs,
clutched -in one hand a heavy club. 1t's
little red eyes gleamed round, as if in
search.

For the moment the hearls of ihe
Greylriars juniors almost failed them.
The terrible beast was in sight ouly for
a moment or two; then as it woved, the
swaying foliage hid the {heeatening
forn.

But thal the gorilla was searching for
them, they fclt was certain.  Possibly
the sound of the riflos had roused iis
attention. Quite close at hand now, ihe
folinge rustled and swayed under the
impact of the huge hody, and the terrible
vell of the gouilla rang and echoed. Tt
was answered now by anether yell in
the distance, and then another.

“Run for it!"” panted Dunter.

“Petter cut " whispered Wharton.

Tt was obviously the only thing 1o Le
done. At close quarters the rifles would
have been of little use against the hinge
gorilla. . Onece the terrible beast had
reached them, the schoolboys would have

(Continued on page 17.)
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A DRAMATIC INTERRUPTION ! Armed with his cane, Mr. Quelch stalked on to the field of play. * Boys!™ he thun-
dered. ** This is disgraceful | What do you mean by playing football at this hour 2" The foot allers stopped playing and blinked

sheepishly at Mr. Quelch in the moonlight.

~ HE Remove had already retired to bed
when a challenge to a moonlight
foothall match was issued by Temple
of the Upper Fourth.

1t was just like Temple to send such a
checky challenge when he knew very well that
the lemove's-best men—larry Wharton &
Co.—were absent.

“What shall we do about it, you fellows?"
inquired Vernon-Smith.

“Play!" urged a dozen voices.

“Yes, rather!”

“We'll wipe up the ground with the Upper
Fourth!”

S0 Smithy sent a reply to Temple's dor-
mitory to the effect that the Remove would
be pleased to tackle the Upper Fourth at
midnight, on Little Side.

Naturally, there was tremendous excite-
ment.  The Remove footballers rose at
quarter to twelve, and donned their shorts
amd jerseys. It was bright moonlight out-
i lmost as light as day.

“Will you referee the mateh, Newland?”
asked  Vernon-Smith. Aud I cheerfully

assented.

We let ourselves down from the dormitory
window by means of a rope of knotted sheets.
It was a risky business. On the one hand,
there was a chance that the rope mizht
Break; on the other hand. there was always
the risk of @ master coming along.

When we reached the football gronnd—
having accomplished the descent in safety—
there was no sign of Temple & Co.

“They've funked it ! said Tom Redwing, in
disgust.

We hung about till past midnight, shiver-
ing in our scanty attire. And we were just
thinking of giving it up as a bad job, and
going back to our dormitory, when the
Fourth-Formers arrived. They explained
that they had been delayed owing to the
fact that Mr. Capper was on the prowl, and
they had had to wait until the coast was
clear.

Temple and Smithy tossed for choice of
emls, and the ball was set in motion.

It was a weird spectacle—twenty-two
players dashing about the field at dead of
night.

The Upper Fourth attacked hotly, and
Temple sent in a fast. rising shot which
Bulstrode, in the Hemove goal, could wnot
quite get to.

About a dozen Remove spectators had
turned out to see the fun, and they groanecd
in chorus.

“Goal!"

“Dry up, you asses!” exclaimed Peter Todd
“This" match has got to be watched In
silenee. We want no groans and no cheers,
or we shall have the beaks coming to see
what's going on.”

Play was re:umed, and the Remove forwards
set up a desperate attack. 'T'wice Vernon-
Smith bhit the crossbar, and then Squit?
fastened on to the ball and fired in a shot
which kunocked the goalie backwards into the
nct, The Remove had drawn level.

The players had quickly adapted them-
sclves to the novel conditions. They played
as if they were thoroughly used to moonlight
Toothall.

For the next ten minutes the ball bobhed
about in midfield. Then Temple & Co. broke
away. Bulstrode, falling flat, pushed out a
hot drive by Temple, but Dabney dashed up
and shot bhard into the net. This goal put
the Upper Fourth in front, and they hegan
to take matters easily, no doubt thinking
they had the game well in hanod.

It was a fatal mistake. The Remove at
onee set up a fierce attack, and Dick Penfold
seored twice in as many minutes. On each
eecasion he received a perfectly placed pass
from Vernon-Smithe

The Remove spectators,
feet with cxcitement, forgot DPeter
warning, and cheered Justily.

*“ Hurrah!"

“We're in front!"

“Good old Penfold!”

Before the cheering could be cheeked, it
reached the ears of Mr. Queleh, who waa
working late in his study.

carried off their
Todd'a

Next Week—a Grand Adventure Number of the * Herald !

Supplement t.)
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At first the Nemove mazler could scarcely
believe his ears.

“Can it be possible,” he murmured, *that
those young rascals are playing foothall at
this hour?”

He soon found that it was not only pos-
sible—it was a fact.

Armed with his cane, Mr. Quelch shortly
.-,-;wr-.vards came stalking ou to the ficld of
play.

“Boyz," he thundered, “this is disgraceful!
What do you mean by playing foothall at
this hour?y"

The game had ceased as if by magie. The
foothallers hlinked shecpishly at Mr. Quelch
in the moonlight.

“Temple,” rapped out the Remove master,
“1 ghall peport you and your Form fellows to
Mr. Capper, who will doubtless administer
condign punishment.  You will return to
your dormitory at onee!”

I'[‘emph‘ & Co. waulked away, looking very
glum.

“As for the rest of you,” said Mr. Quelch,
glaring at the Removites, “1 shall deal with
you lere sud now! You will line up in a
row, and hold ont your hands in turn”

“Do yon mean the players ouly, sir, or the
spectators as well?” asked Bolsover major.

“Roth!" enapped Mr. Quelch.

The vhole crowd of us lined up for the
exceution.  And Quelchy did not spare the
rod. He :ave us three stinging cuts each,
and he was auite breathless by the time he
hiad reached the end of the row.

“You will now return to your heds,” he
panted, “and, in addition to the punishment
I hiave already administered, you will forfeit
the next half-holiday !

“QOh erumba!”

Squeczing our hands tightly together, we

fullowed in the wake of Temple & Co.

Thie moonlight football mateh  was  un-
finished. Had it been played out, I feel con-
fdent the Remove would have wou.

Vernon-8mith actually suggested that o re-
n'ay should take place the following night.
lut the other fellows demurred. They had
liad enough moonlight football to last them
for the rezt of the %crm!
"ﬁ;@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@g
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© EDITORIAL! §
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& By PETER TODD. 3
L BB IPBEBIHPIHED

IS, dear reader, is the second

l number which I have produced.

Tast week the editorship was

thrust upon me at a moment’s
uctice, and I was not able to do very
wch in the way of a special number.
Bat this week T have more time to devote
to the old IJERALD, and have been able
to collect a fine batch of stories and
articles.

I have received several Jetters from
Marry Wharton & Co. and Billy Bunter,
who by this time must be right into the
wilds of Africa, and I min publishing
several of the messages.

At a Special Emergency Meeting of
ihe Remove, I was duly elected to fill
Jarry Wharton's shoes in his absence.
I'ull details of the voting appear on
another page.

I confess to have felt somewhat like a
tish out of water at the moment. To be
thrnst into the editorial chair at five
mimutes’ notice fairly takes a fellow’s
hreath away, but I am getting my bear-
1HEs now.

t'all me conceited and cocksure if you
like, but I have every confidence in my
ability to control the welfare of this paper
chring Wharton's absence. If I lacked
that vonlidence, 1 should not have taken
on the job. Clustered around me, as I

vrite, are a number of willing helpers; |

amd with the loyal assistance of Vernon-
Smith, Tom Brown & Co., T have no
daiibt T shall get along famously,

Au revoir until next week.

PETER TODD,

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

THE SEAT OF
THE MIGHTY!

Written by DICK PENFOLD.
Recited by PETER TODD.

WARNING TO
GREYFRIARS
SCRIBES!

By PETER TODD.

I wear the editorial erown
In Harry Wharton’s stead;

1 sit and write from morn till night,
And now I feel half-dead !

Oh for a hefty lump of ice
To cool my fevered brow !

I have to work just like a Turk,
For I'in the editor now!

My gallant “subs " eround me stand,
And wait at my decree;

They scribble verse, and what is more,
They make sly digs at me!

Dick Penfold brings his ballad in,
And makes a mocking bow;

I murmur then *‘No cheek, young Pen,
For I'm the editor now !"’

There's paols of ink upon the floor,
And smears upon the ceiling;

While on the wall, quite plain to all,
The beastly stuff’s congealing !

I cannot think who put it there,
Or when, or why, or how;

There's ink here, there, and everywhere,
For I'm the editor now !

If Harry Wharton stays away
Much longer than a week,

"Twill turn my brain quite insane,
A mental home I'll seek.

T'm working in an atmosphere
Of din, and strife, aud row;

Can’t get away to rest or play
For I'm the editor now!

My hands are numbed with writer’s
cramp,

My head is spinning round;

I simply long to join the throng
Upon the football-ground.

But work is work, and play is play,
And work comes first, I vow;

I dare not stop, or shut up shop,
For 1'm the editor now!

HOW I SEE OTHER

FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent.

CLARENCE CUFFY.

(The Dulfer of Rookwood.)

Stories submilted to me for considera-
tion should not exceed two-and-a-half
billion words in length.

* # »

Stories of a sensational natuve, deal-
ing with such nolorious characlers as
Jack the Ripper, or Sweeney Todd. the
demon barber of Fleet Streef, will be
fed to the flumes. (By the way, Sweency
Todd was no ancestor of mine.)

* * *

All poems submitted musl be in rhyme,
We have no uze for blank vevse in this
paper. Bolsover major has jusl sent me
a poem commencing:

“Bill Bashem was a boxer bold,
He had no rival in the Ring.
Straight from the shoulder shot lis ofl,
Down went his victim for the couut.”

1f Bolsover calls that poctry, I miust
strmlgliy disagree with lum. The verse
would have looked much better like this:

“Bill Bashem was he boxing king,
He had no rivel in the Ring.
He dealt in Liffs, sud thuds,
whacks,
And his opponents spluttered * Pax

anl

"
> L »

Contributions that are published will
boe paid for at the rate of sixpence per
column; and any fellow who does the
Oliver Twist stunt of asking for wore
will be ejecled on his neck.

L =

Our adveriizement offices will e found
in Study Noa. 2. Tomn Brown has been
authorised to accept small advertisements
on behalf of this paper. A fee of four-
pence per line will he eharged, and cash
must be handed 1o Browny in advanee,

] » %
Any  wonld be contvibulor who in-
terrupts  the editor  duriig  a bosy
moment will be banished from  the

editorial sapctum with pesshooters, jnk-
siuivts, cushions, and prehistoric vpgs !

* o

The edilor reserves the vighit Lo publish
exaclly whai he thinks he will.  ‘The
opmnions of others will be jgnored, aml
they can jolly well keep ofl (he grass.

4

1 find that our Greylviars aviisis were
gelting far too much money while
Wharton was in charge of the paper.
During my editorship, they will be paild
at the rate of a penny per picture.  No
complaints, threats, or blustering wil! bo
listened to.

Contributions from Harry Wharton & Co., the schoolboy adventurers,—

I'ie Macxer LiBramry.—No. 771
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WEEKR or two ngo thore was a special
moeting of the Hemove Emergency
Committee.  Harry Whaiton  took
the chair. (I don’t know whera he

took it, but I hopa he put it back again))

Plis Clhiadrman : * Ladies and gentlemen—"
Boly Cherry: “Puzzle—iind the Judies!”

The Chairman: “There is only one lady
Nere, amd that's Skinoer,”
Tohnuy Bull: “Skinner a lady! How do

yort aihe that out, Mr, Chairmar

The Chairma Well, you see, he's always
yery mneh a-miss!”  (Laughter.)

Bol-iwer major: “ Cut the cackle, and come
to the hozses!"

The Chairman: “Gentlemen—and Bolsover
wajor this meetinz has been convened for
the purpose of electing o new temporary
f, in my enforced ahsence. As yon are
o to-day I shall be procecding to the
My trusty assislants, Bob Cherry,
th \nu'nt Johnny Bull, and the esteemed
and ledietous Xahol of Bhanipur, will accom-

puny e, So will Billy Bunter."
Tean Brewn: “Then we shall want two
o editors—one for the * Greyfriars
toard o ene  for ' Billy  Bunter's

Chairman: “Thiz meeting is conceraed
with the * Werald." Bunter wust make
na 1hin earrying
is eoncerned.”

seately
hi= own arrangements, so Tar
i af s Weekly

Bitly Bunler: “It's all richt, Whartan
Ve anite ecapable of muanaging  my  own
alfadrs, One of wmy subeditors will rin the
Weekly * in my  absence.  Now, you are

wanting a temporary editor for the * Herald ®

boprapie my minor Sammy Jor the pust.”
A this [lmut i:rmid of exetralion aross
Billy Bunter: “Will no one seeand that?”

Inek Penfold: jolly fear!
a real live editor -=pot a hali witted,
mitded young porpoiae ! iLanghier.)

The Chairman: “Order, please!  Let this
tiuing hie done with due diznity and selemnily
I b to :lmno-— i

Shinner: “It'a aboul 1|r'1f' vou did move!
Wo're fod np with your jaw,

‘Ilie Clinirman: " Another word from you,
aml [ shall have yon ejected with
As T was saying. | beg to move
that Peter Todd be elected temporary editor
of {he * Herald,” In my ptace.”

e Cherry: L heg to
oposttio

We wani
fochls

eecond  Lhat

“Carried unanimonsly !

L) L T . L) 2 e o’s
l SR o.oo.o EXIR IR I XL X 00 CIXD) oo’o 0.00'0 0.- Exg

FOR SALE and
EXCHANGE'!

I G
SECOND-ITAND  FOOTBALL  for
Owner will be perfectly eandid, and
adunit that the ba!l las been in the wnrs
The bladder has buest, the lace is missing,
atul the anter eover is badly punctured,
Bt sume ingenious youth may be uble to
peitele thie poor old footer np, and give it
aoven lease of life.  Tam willing to sell it
For fonrpence (a penny discount for cash).

Apply, DICK RUSSELL, Reuove,
(".l'l"‘. [erars Hl'}lf}”l,

+ w *

ADVERTISER will oxchange a paic of
woollen nittens (in good condition, and
towhily suttable for winter wear) for a

len,
st

][J ,.|r|'nn[ h.r” I T

Specml Emergencv Meehng

I lection of a New DmPnrary Edll‘or .

':'.'II!IIi!lIIIllII|IHI||I1IIIIHIlIllIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIIIQ='

Tom Ledwing: “Half a tick! Don’t be In
eh & fraptie hurry ! Toddy isu't the culy
ndidate for election, I heg {o propose

vernon-Smith for the post.”

Dick HRus=ell: "1 sceond that!”

Willlamn Stott: 1 heg to propose my hurly
and brainy pal, Bolsover major!"

Sidney Snoop: " Hear, hear!"

The Chairman: * Aoy more candidates?”

Fislier T, Fish: *1 kinder guesa and cal-
enlate that the - Merald ' sheuld shut up shop
while Wharton's away. We can easily do
without the potty rag for u few weeks.”

The Chalrinan: “Will somebody be good
cnough to tweak the American gent's vose!"

Johmuy Bull: Ay, ay, eap'n!™

The loug noze ol Fisher T. Fish was duly
tweaked. There was a wild yell of anguish,

after which order waa restored.
The Chalrman:
more candidates
Taddy, Smithy,
Wun Lung:
good editor”

“I take it there are no
for election, apart from
and Holsover majory"

“Me tinkee me makee velly

Pcter Todd was cfmrrcd by the cheering
Juniors,

Bob Cherry: “Think
Personally, 1 consider
jolty soon get sick and
Chinese Numbers!”

o,

again, old scout!
the readers would
tired of Special

L e ) e it i

Lypewriter, a bicycle, or a gramophone.
The first offer will be pevepted, so write
at onee, or you will be teo late. The
millens are wonderful things. They were
knitted for me by my Aunt Selma.—
Apply HAROLD SKINXNER, Remove
Form, Creylfriars School,
- * -

PATR OF SNOWSIIOES FOR SALE.
We are hound to gel srome snow some
time dur the winter, even if it's only a
slight  sprinkle.  With  my  snowshees
adorning your feer, yon will he able to
langh at all the unfortunates who are
going aboul in pateut leather shoes!
Those who lake any size less than nines

need  not  apply,. —OLIVER KIPPS,
Remove, Grevfriars School.
WOOLLEN SLEEPING BAG

WANTED, =0 that 1 ean curl up like a
dormoase el go to sleep in it for the

stefaafoafeledleslealislsslealealenle s u’cczou‘u:u:u.u o age sfe afoaleadaal o

p—-

Contributed by our Special Correspondent,

S. Q. L. FIELD,

Thie Chairman: *“Wun Lung's {rivolons
claim for consileration i3 overrnled. Ve
will now put the matter to the vote. Those
in favour of Percy Dolsover as temporary

editor of the *dreviriars Herald,' show
their hands!”
Three hands went wup. Dolsover major

ecowled, The chairman grinoed.

The Chairman: “1'm afraid it's a wash-out,
Bolsy, so far as you are concerped. ‘I‘hns_a
in favour of Peter Todd as editor, show their
hands 1"

Nineteen hands went up.

The Chairman: *“Quite a good
We will now count the votes of those
favour of Vernon-Smith,"

Eightecn hauds were shown.

The Chairman: “A jolly close thing! I
sympathise with Smithy on his narrow defeat,

response!
m

but no deubt Teddy will appoint him his
right-hand man.”
Peter Todd: shall.  As &

1 cerl.alulﬁ

writer on sports topics, Smithy bas nn equal
in the Remove, arul I shall welcome and
valoe his assigtance."

The Chalrman: “1 have much pleasure in
announcing that Peter Todd has been duly
eleeted temporary editor of the * Greyfrinra
Herald." He will be responsible for the wel-
fare of the paper until my return.”

Peter Todd: “Although you fellows are
off to the Congo, in search of adventure and
what not, I take it you will be able to send
me contributiona from time to time?”

The Chairman: * Rather!”

Peter Todd: “Now, what
editora?"

The Chairman:
your own.”

Peter Todd: “Very well. T herchy appoint
Vernon-Smith, Tem Rrown, Mark Linley, and
Sampson Quincy Itfley Field to serve as sub-
cditors."”

Bolsover major: “ Where do I come in?"

Peter Todd: “Yon don't—you stay out!™

Rilly Bunter: “1 say, you fellows, isn't my
minor Sammy to he in the picture?”

Chorns @f howla and hoota and hisses,

The Chairman: *“Having duly elected a
temporary editor, the meeling will now close.
I am very pledsed to hand over the editorial
control te such a capable fellow as Peter
Todd, and 1 have every confldencea in him to
keep the flag gaily Aying untll our return.”

Poter Todd briefly replicd, and the meeting
broke up amd ohaired Peter Todd out of the
Ray.

L R ) ' L) LR 2

EPON ) *
T ‘ .0 (R o 4 AN N AN AN SR

about sub-

“It iz up to you to scleet

L 2 e )
winfer, Will pay any prlcc for the sleep-
ing bag, so lon- as it’s within reason,
begad '—Write LORD MAULEVERER,
“Jfome of Rewt,” Remove Pnssage,
Greyfriars School.

L] » "

“The cold winds do blow, and we shall
have snow. And what will the fellows do
then, poor things? Why, they'll want
heating stoves in their studies, to keep
them nice and warm. 1 have a wonder-
ful heating stove in my possession.
Faund it on the scrap heap the other
morning, and took it along te my study.
Pve thoroughly overhuult‘d it, and filled
it with «il, and it's in gnmi working

order. What do I ask far this mag-
nificent stove? A hundred pounds?  Nat
likely! A temner? No jolly fear! Just

a humble tanner! Write at once, for the
bargain of a lifetime, to TOM BROWN,
Remove, Greyfriars Schoal.

—will appear in next week’s Bumper Issue of the Supplement!

Aol et Vil
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Are You a Member of the NOW FAMOUS Greyfriars Parliament ?

WHAT IS YOUR OPINION?

Write to the ‘' Parliament '’ about it, and win one of our Special Money Prizes.

R. PETER TODD (Deputy
Speakery took the chair at the
ordinary weekly mceeting of
the Greyfriars J'P:u’h'amem on

Monday, when there was a good muster
of members.
Mr. Peter Todd: “It is my pleasant

duty to clironicle the fact that the
Member for Slough—a staunch and
valued supporter of the Companion

Papers—has asked me to state what he
thynks of the * Holiday Annual.! Reader
GEORGE W. DAY, 9, Buckingham
Gardens, Slough, Bucks, puts his opinion
in the following manuér: ‘I beg to mave
a vote of thanks to the Eiitor of the
“Magnet ** for his great efforts to produce
a book which is full of good stories and
fun. The contributions from the various
autliors are to be admired, and their
efforts deserve the thanks of all who
read the “ Anpoual.”*"”

The vote was carried without a dis-
sentient.

Mr. Horace Coker: “I.should like to say
about this that I did not get the show
I ought to have bad in the * Holiday
Annual." "

Mr. 5. Bunter: “No more didn't 1. I
?n;l always eclipsed by Billy, and it isn't
air.”

Mr. 8. Q. I Field: “Better luck next
year, old top !”

Lord Mauleverer: “Mr, Speaker, is that
term permissible in this House?”

Mr. Peter Todd: “1 failed to catch it—
oh, yes, something about tops! If Mr. 8.
Bunter is urging the consideration of top-
s_pi_utning. I am afraid he will have to
wait.”

Mr. 3. Bunter: "I didn’t—I wasn't—"

Mr. Peter Todd: “After Mr. 8. Bun-
ter’s lucid explanation, we will now pro-
ceeddl to consider the speech of Reader
H. YOUNG, 255, Narboro' Road, Leicester.
He says: * How often has it been said
that to travel is the true form of educa-
tion! If you possess the following, you
ean taste the joys of seeing Britain with
comparative comfort and case: (1) A good
hike; (2) a supply of money; (3) a decent
pal.  These are the principal necessi-
ties you must possess. [ will relate how
my chum and 1 had an enjoyable holiday
round North Wales for the nominal sum
of 807- ¢ach, We made our plans and
set off. Many “Magnet ” readers are
Scouts, and have therefore enjoyed the
experience of camping out. T will not,
therefore, bore them with details about
the kit mnecessary. Youn want a light
cyeling tent and a good road map of the
district you intend to explore. Our des-
tination being Llandndno, we arranged
a circulur tour, so as to include most of
the beauty spots of North Wales. We
completed a distance of 400 miles with
ereat satisfaction to ourselves. If the
weather did not permit eamping out, we
found the Welsh people very obliging and
nnable in their charges for a night's
r. What can be hetter than to sit
de your tent when the day's work is
done, reading ahout the adventures of
H. Wharton & Co.2'"

Mr. Erncst Wibley: “Sounds like Old
Kaspar outside his cottage door.”

Mr. Peter Told: “01d Kaspar was oot
{ort}tnatc enough to read of Harry Whar-
on.”

Mr. 3. Bunter: “It's all very well for
him, but what I want to know is where
the supply of money comes in. My pater
stumped up all right for Billy to go to
the Congon, but I am struggling along on
my old allowance of sixpence a week,
How am [ to go travelling abent Eng-
land on o giddy bike? Whose bike?"

Mr. Percy Bolsover: “You won't get
mine.”

Mr. Horace Coker: "“To my thinking,
Reader Young has about hit it, but, of
course, what you want is not a mere
pugh-bike, but a motor-bhike.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “A fellow sees far
more of the country on a push-bike than
the other kind.”

Mr. Horace Coker: “Push-bike, indeed!
It's ealled that beeause you push it up
the hills.”

Mr. George Blundell: “1Is it a fact that
Mr. Coker's machine blew up last time
he was out?”

MT. Ernest Dabaey: “ No; his aunt blew
him up.”

Mr. Horace Coker: *I indigently re-
pudiate the remark.”

Mr. James Carne: *All these dodges
of seeing the country and camping out
are a bit babyish. Better stop at a cosy
hotel, and get a game of billiards at
might.”

Mr. 8. Bunter: “If any fellow with a
supply of money wants a good pal, I am
his man."”

Mr. Tom Brown f(co-opted Member for
New Zealand): “Pumpkin head!"

Mr. 8. Bunter: “If you mean that for
me—"

Mr. Peter Todd: “Order, order! 1
consider Reader Young has shown good
taste and discretion. He rightly speaks
of the joys of seeing Britain. and T am
very glad he sent in a short aceount of
his experience. 1 will now read a few
remarks from Reader H. G. B. WILSON,
The Cottage, Sandylands, Morecambe,
about an amateur concert party. Reader
Wilson says: ‘In reply to Mr. Wihley's
speech at a previous meeting, T beg to
differ on several points concerning
amateur theatrieals. It is time that a
change was made in the form of enter-
tainment  served ug‘ by our school
theatrical societies. or years now the
concert party has been gaining  popu-
larity. The idea originated from the
nigger minstrels, and it has grown tre-
mendously.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “Trankly, though I
like this speech well enough, I fail
utterly to see where the difference with
Mr. Ernest Wibley comes in. [ will ask
Mr. Wibley to speak in a minute, but [
want to =ay first of all that concert
partics are Al. 1 hope Reader Wilson
will be highly successful in his efforts.”

Mr, Horace Coker: “Did you ever hear
me sing?”

Mr. Tom Dutton: “1 heard, and T hope
T mever may again.”

Mr. Reggie Coker: "My elder brother

can sing. It's about the only thing he
can do.”

Mr. 8. Bunter: “It is worse than
cats.”

Mr. Horace Coker: “If you say ancther
word I'll—"

Mr. Peter Todd: “Order, order! I call
upon Mr. Wibley."”

Mr. Wibley: “I should like it to be

quite clear that 1 am not agaiust concert
parties. My line has been theatricals,
but I have been a member of concert
troupes. These are easier to run than
a theatrical company. You can gag as
much as you like, and so long as one
or two of the company can strum, and
give such pleces as the camels crossing
the desert and having a drink, etc., all
is well. You want to follow Corney Grain
and Grossmith."”

Mr. Horace Coker: “You'd be a’long
way after.”

Mr. Wibley: “Cheap sneers butter mo
muffins,”

Mr. 8. Bunter: “Billy did the camels
on the piano once, and at the end he
rat on the keys and the piano was
smashed. He. he, he!"

Lord Mauleverer: “1 hepe Mr. Bunter
paid for a new piano, hegad!™

Mr. Gerald Loder: “Of course he did!
His cousin the duke had just sent him a
postal-order.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “I think this House
agrees that concert parties should be
encouraged. I will now read a contri-
bution from Reader A. E. ALLPASS, 73,
Chelsea Road, Easton, Bristol, on a cheap
burning oil: * Take a large, screw-stop-
pered bottle to the oilshop, and have
half a pint of colza (6d.) placed in the
hottom. Add one pint of ordinary kero-
sene or petroleum lamp-oil (21d.) and
just a pinch of salt, Shake well to-
gether, and you will have a good, cheap
oil, which probahly will be enough to
keep one pair of lamps going for a year
with normal use."

Mr. Hazeldeue: “ A candle lamp is good

enough.”
Mr. Mark Linley: *“I always use
acetylene.”
Mr. Fish: “Electricity for me. The

electric light is what we Noo Yarkers
prefer.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “I think TReader
Allpass should be thanked for his hint,
An oil lamp is most useful, and his
recipe is easy and economical.”

Mr. Dick Russell: “*What I want to
know is how a fellow is to take care of
hia hike."

Mr. Harold
Bunter's way.'

Mr. Peter Todd: “We can leave Bunter
ont of it. He is on the Congo, and he
Congo  bhorrowing hikes" (Laughter.)

Mr. Dick Russell: “T didn’t mean that.
Bicyele stealing is rife.  Lots of chaps
have lost their machines. T think the
police ought to look pretty sharp after
the sneak thieves who wateh and nab o
hike which happens to be left unguacded
for the moment.” (Hear, hear.)

The House adjourned at nine.

Skinner: “Keep it out of

Tue Macxer Lisprany.

Join the Merry Band of ‘ Speech” Makers—the Parliament Needs YOU !
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The Reiurn of the Famous Delective FERRERS LOCKE, on Page 231

ot L .

LOST ON THE CONMNGO!

(Continued from page 12.)

Leen erushed or torn in picces helplessly.
And the giant brute was evidently feel-
ing his way through the tangled thickets
towards the spot where they stood.

Wharlon gripped Bunter's arm, and
tiw juniors hwried away through the
trees, in the direction opposite from that
ul the gorilla, The torrible yell sounded
Lehind them again,

From two or three directions came
wiswering cries. With thumping hearts
the juniors ran and stumbled on. Bunter
wus  zoon staggering helplessly, and
Wharton and Bob Cherry helped him,
with a grasp on his fat arms, ;
~ Again and again behind them the yell
tugr sounded, but al lasl they realised
that it was farther away.

Still they stumbled on, till the sound
died away in the distance in the gloomy
forest,
~ Exhausted by their exertions, the
juniors threw themszelves on the ground
at last. Billy Bunter groaned, but in
w couple of minutes he was sleeping.

ITarry Wharton listencd intently. The
vell of the gorilla was not heard again,
though other eries came from different
directions in the forest.

“Thank gooduess we're onut of that!™
<aid Bob Cherry with a deep breath.
“That hairy "beggar would have finished
s if he'd got to elose quarters,”

“No doubt about that!™ said Harrvy,
with a shudder.

“Where are we
Nugent,

“(ioodness knows,”

I'he juniors laid down in the thick
herbage to rest and sleep.  The hour
was late now, end they were exhausted
1t was perilous to sleep in the wild
forest, but perils encompasged them on
all sides, and they were too exhausted to
retuain awake, Keeping together, and
u'-ith their loaded vifles at hand, they
slept,

Whether the gorilla  yell sounded
again they did not even know; deep
leep claimed them, and they did not
open their eyes again till the light of
aiorning was  glimmering  through the
imtevlaced branches overhead,

Bob Cherry was the first to awaken.

ITe =al up with a start, startling and
dislodging a green lizard thatl had laken
refuge in his eurly hair,

= Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob.
“ Rising-bell, yon fellows.” Bob had
awakeired in (-?wm'fnl spirits, as usual,

Wharton opeped his eyes,

Bright hot sunlight was sireaming
down through a gap in the branches
above, and it dazzled him as he awak-
ened. (lose at hand in the boughs
monkeys were peering al the juniors,
sotl chattering to one another among
the foliage.

Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree
Singh awakened and sat up, rubbing
itheir eyes.  Bunter’s deep snore went ou
nndisturbed.

Bob Cherty rose Lo his fect.

“Voe've had aopnetty long snooze, 1
faney,” he said. * Looks to me well on
in the morning.”

Wherton looked at his watch, Forlu-
nately, he had rememwbered Lo wind it up
hifove going Lo sleep. -

“len o'clock ! e said.

“Lute enough even for Bunter,” said
Bob Cherry. I say, what aboul get-
ting back to the launch®”

. “Welve gol to lind the way somehow,”
zaidd Marry,

now 7 mutlered

“The findfulness will be a tersifie
task,” murmured Hurree Singh. *“DBut
we must manage it somehowfully.”

“Brekker first ! said Bob.

“Yes, rather!”

It was a frugal breakfaszt, of provi-
sions from their wallels, and water fromn
the flasks. Billy Bunter awakened to
join in it, with loud grumnbles at the pro-
visions. Bob Cherry offered to telephone
for a fresh supply of eggs and bacon
and kidneys and hot buttered toast—an
offer which elicited a snort [rom RBilly
Bunter,

Wharton rose as soon as the meal was

over, There was no time to waste.
Bunter grunted,
“I"'m not moving yel,” he said. “T'm

tived.”

“Shat up, Bunter!” growled Johnny
Bull.  ** Better signal with the rifle first,
Harry. Corkran may be within hearing
of a rvifle-shot now.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I'll try it,” he said. “But I hayen't
the fainlest idea of the direction we
took when we bolted from the gonilla
last night, Have any of you fellows?"”

“Not the slightest,” said Bob, and the
others shook their heads.

“We may be ounly a score of yards
from the Congo, or ten miles, for any-
thing we know,” said Harry. “We'll
try signalling, and chance it's bringing
the savages this way. But— 7

He did not finish, but commenced sig-
nalling with the rifle. Shots were fired
into the tree-tops at regular intervals of
a minute each. The juniors listened in-
tently, after each report, in. the hope
of hearing a signal shot in reply.

But no answering shot sounded.

Wherever (‘aptain Corkran was, it was
clear that he was out of the range of
hearing of a rifle-shot, or certainly he
would have replied. They were certain
that he had answered the signal shots
the previous night. Now there was no
answer, and the inference was that in
their flight from the gorilla they had
placed a greater distance between them-
selves and the launch moored on the
Congo.

A dozen shots were fired, and then
Wharton desisted.  The signals were
nseless, and it was necessary to be care-
ful with the cartridges. The quantity
of ammunition was limited, and at auny
moment the lives of the Greyfriars party
might depend on their rifles.
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“No go!” said Boh. “We've got lo
find the way back ourselves. We—wea
may hit on the track we [ollowed yester-
day afternoon.”

“We may 1”7 said Wharton doubtiully.

“The mayfulness is terrvific!” mur-
mured IHurree Singh.

There was little hope of it, and the
juniors were well aware of the fact, but
it was the ouly hope they had. Bunter
grumhled and joined them, and the
party started. They threaded their way
through the tangled tropical foresi, keep-
ing their eyes well about them.

Hour after hour passed, and the heat
grew more and more oppressive.  In
which direction the Congo lay they had
no knowledge, and even if they had
struck a river, they could not have told
whether it was the Congo itself, or ouo
of its many tributavies. And keenly as
they watched, they found no tiace of
the track they had followed the previous
day. They could not help realising that
they were many miles from the spob
where they had followed Bunter’s vaptor,
and it was possible that all the time
they were tramping farther nnd forther
away from the launch, instead «of
approaching it.

That possibility was dishearlening, It
it was useless to remain idle.” They
tramped on wearily, hoping against hope,
till at Jast Billy Bunter threw himself
down and refused to take another step.
The party came to a halt.

So far as they could judge. through
the thick branches overhead, the sun
was now near the zenith. The heat was
terrilde, and the perspiration poured
down their faces. But even as they
halted, there came a sudden joyous shonk
from Bob Cherry.

“Look !

Within a few yards of where they
stood, the gladdened eyes of the juniors
discerned f%utpl'ints—nnt the track of
bare native feet, but the clear imprint of
white men’s boots. And the si;:]!st of a
white man’s trail bronght new life aud
hope to them.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Luck !

OB CHERRY ran forward, his
eyes glistening, and his cowrades
tollowed him fast.  Iven Billy
Bunter serambled up  wnd  run

with the others, invigorated by the hope
of reseue from the tangled depihs of the
(‘ongo forest.

“White men’s tlootsies ! exclaimed
Bob Cherry jovously, *‘Thank heaven,
there’s while men romewhere al hand 17

“Phank goodness!™ said Nugent.

“Aore than one of them!” sail
Wharton, examining the teail.  “Yon
can see the marks quite distinetly in this
soft patch.  One, two, three, fonr—at
loast four different fellows."

“ urrah !’

“We've only got to follow this lrack,
to como up with them sooner or luter.”
said ITarry. * Most likely they will canp
at noon; they wouldn’t be pushing on in
this fearful heat. They may Lo quits
neav at hand.” .

“J say, yon fellows, supposo they're
cannibals——""

“Trathead
boots I

“Sura they’ra boot marks?" asked
Buanter.

L1 ""('K, ﬂﬁs,”

“1 don’t know what white men would
be doing in these parts,” said Iarry
‘Wharton doubtfully. **1t’s presible (haog
they may be some gang of slave-truders,

Cannibals  Jdon'l wear
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Anyhow, we must risk it; we can make
it worth their while to guide us—""

“Wo can take care of ourselves,” said
Bob. “Any sort of white man is better
than a cannibal or & gorilla.”

“Yes, rather!”

With renewed hope,
followed the trail.

For some distance, where the ground
was soft and oozy, it was quite clearly
marked, and it looked as if half a do en
persons had passed that way quite
recently. But one fact struck Harry
Wha - on, and made him very thoughtful.
The boot-tracks all seemed of a small size

the juniors

fellows, we're following our own
tracks.”

“What?”

“Harry !”

“Look at them,” eaid Wharton
dismally. “They're not men's tracks—

they're boys! We've been walking in a
circle, you chaps, and we've hit on our
own trail again!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Oh crumbs!”

Bob Cherry’s face became grim. He
stopped, and knelt down, searching for
the clearest of the tracks. When he rose
to his feet, he nodded quietly.

Keep Your Eyes Open for some Wonderful NEW STORIES on the Way!

were now standing. They sat down %o
rest.

It was a crushing blow.

“Our luck’s out,” said Harry Wharton,
forcing a smile. It begins to look as if
it will be a long time before we sco the
launch or Captain Corkran or old Pickle
Jar again.”

“If we ever see them again!”
mured Nugent.

“Nil desperandum!" said Bob Cherry,
as cheerfully as he could. *Never say
die, vou know.”

“1 say, you fellows, I'm thirsty!

mur-
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Histories of Famous Football Clui.s.

No. 8. Nottingham Forest F.C.
FROM HOCKEY CLUB TO FOOTBALL CLUB.

et

A FINE HISTORY!

HERE are many curious begin-
nings of the big foothall
clubs, but I doubt if there is

one which is more curious
than that of Nottingham Forest,
which originated from a hockey
club.

Fired with enthusiasm with the
snecess of the Notts County Club
several members of the then Notting-
ham Forest Hockey Club proprosed to
form a football club, which was duly
formed in 1865. In these early days
football was a queer mixture of the
‘Soccer and Rugger codes; in fact, the
rules then existent were evidently
made to suit the spectators in the
various districts.

It is on record that the first game
that the Forest played, which was
against their county rivals, was
decided by a place kick after a touch-
down, and in those days crosshars
and goal-nets were unheard of.

When still in  their infancy, the
Forest played a game against the
famous Roval Engineers, in which
they were bqalun by the odd goal in
three, and it was as a result of this
defeat that they learnt the value of
combination.

Prior to this the game developed
more on individual lines than any-
thing else.  The Forest have to
thank 8. W. Widdows:on for much,
for it was he who foresaw the great
possibilities of combination, and,
furthermore, it was he who first
thought of shin-guards, which are
now in universal use.

Other interesting stepping-stones in
the game of football were reached
when, during the game belween the
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Farest and Sheflield, Norfolk, the
referee, first. made use of a whistle,
and that the club claims to be the
first to indulge in five forwards and
three half-backs. Previous to this
the formation was one back, two
three-quarter backs, two half-backs,
and six forwards.

Jack Spaven, of Nottingham Forest.

The season 1878-9 marked their
first entry into the English Cup Com-
petition, which was attended with n
fair measure of success, for, after
defeating Notts County in the first
ronnd, they made their way into the
semni- nnal ouly to be beaten by the

three.

again successful in the (‘v Competi-

this was right away fron
supporters they made another shift to
the Gregory ground.
was also unsuitable, but
the ground difficulty w:s overcome,
and they found their prosent head-
quarters, but not before the financial
condition of the club was at a very
low ebb.

again
reached the semi-final of
being
Queen’s Park Club,
was decided against them at Merchis-

numbered amongst the last four left
in the Cup Competition,

Forman, they vealised a  much-
cherished hope, that of winning the
Cup.  Their first appearvance in the

Foothall League was in the season

Old Etonians by the odd goal of

The followin

season tlay took up
their abode at

rent Bridye, and were

tion as far as the semi-final.  Then
followed a period of adversity, for in
1851 they had to find a 1:cw ground,
which was at the Lenions, and as
all their

This, however,
ov entually

On their new ground they were
suecessful, and once more
the Cup,
the famous
# game which

drawn against

ton, Glasgow, in the replay.

The 1892 season found them

In 1838, under the captaincy of F.

1892-3, and from then until the cnd
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of the 1905-6 season, when they wera &
relegated to the Second Division, ®
they played consistently well. &

From 1911 until the end of last z
season they staved in the Second ¢
Division, and, judging by recent per. &
formances, they do not intend to go .
down again, once having joined this ¢
select body. ?
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for full-grown men; only one was fairly
large, and that was not larger than Bob
Cherry’s boot.

As he thought it over, a sickening feel-
ing of disappointment came over the
captain of the Remove.

The miserable truth dawned slowly
upon his mind ; but he realised it at last.
Ha halted.

“We may as well chuck this, you
fellows,” he said quietly.

Bob stared at him.

“Why?"

“We'sha'n't come up with that pnrly
said Harry, with a faint smile. ol

“You've mt 1t " he said.
“What awful luck!” groaned Nugent.

The proof was plain enough, when it
was looked for by the hapless juniors.
They compared their own footmarks with
those ihey were following, and found
them identical.

“Well, of all the silly fools " said
Bunter, and he sat down. “I'm not
going on any farther!”

The Greylriars party halted, dismally

enouch, It was useless to [ollow the
trail farther; it could only have lad them
in a circle back to the spot where they

“1 gave you my water-bottle, Bunter,”
said Wharton mildly.

“It's empty.”

“We shall bave to be caref: of the
water,” said Harry., “If we do uot strike
the river, we shall need every drop.”

There was a yell from Bunter.

“Gimme some water, you beast! T'm
not going to perish of thirst to please
you! I believe you want me to!”

Bob Cherry, without a word, passed his
water-bottle to Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove emptied whal remained in it,
with a long gulp.

“That ain’t enough!™

hie said.

A fat schoolboy—and a great monarch—that’'s Bunter!
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“Oh, shut up!” roared Johnuny Bull,

*Oh, rveally, Bull i

“What's left must be mlicmed,"' said
\\'hml'm “There i |‘3|11 much.’

*And the grab, too,” said Boh.

*Yes, certainly.”

“You want to starve me now,"” said
Bunter bitterly. **'This is what you call
pratitude, I suppose.”

The juniors did not answer ihat
vemark, They vemained resting for
some time, till their stvength vetyrned,
and tho severest heat of the tropical day
was past.

Then they 1esumed their way, taking a
new divection, tramping on |i(1]11-ft|ll}' and
resolutely. At every moment they hoped
to sea the glivnner of the waters of the
Uongo through tho trees, But the wall
of tropical vegetation encompassed them
on all sides; aud when darkness fell they
were still in the midst of the dense
forest. And under the durkness, in the
midst of the strange cries and rustlings,
they slept the sleep of exhaustion; and
when ancther morning  dawned, they
woke to the knowledge—beyond doubt
now—that they were lost—hopelessly lost
i the hearv of Afvica.

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

g M thivsty !?

I It ean't

old chap.”
* Beast |

“Buck up!”

“Oh dear!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were in hard
vaso now. Threc more days had passed,
e the change in the Greyfriars party
was a startling one,  For those days,
long and hot and tevrible, they had been
wandering in the primeval forest, un-
tradden by the foot of huwman being,
white or black. How many weary miles
they had traversed llwy thd not know—
could not even yruess.  Their clothing was
torp to tatters by bush and thorn, their
hands ard faces grimed and sunburnt.
The water had given out, after the most
vavefil husbanding, and the last frag-
ment of food had gone.  And still they
were wandering desperately in tho un-
ending mazes o 7 the Cougo forests.

There was suffering in every [aco now,
thongh the Fumous Five bore their
.duffl-.ririgl% with resolute silence, Not so
Billy Bunter! Even on rations. he had
had the lion's share of food and drink:
Init now that was all gone, there was
nothing even for Bunter. And to judge
Ly Bunter’s remarks, the fault was
\\'wll)' on the shoulders of his com-
panions; indeed, he almost seemed to
think that they had intentionally lost
themselves in the forest in order to do
him injury.

But the juniors were paticnt with
Bunter. They hardly answered his in-
cessant grumblings amd mm{nlnints.

Whero the lannch wis, where Caplain
they  had not even the
Possibly a handred miles
there was no

he helped, Bunler,

I'm dying!”

Corkran  was,
remotest Tdea,
away—perhaps even move;
telling,

Now the juniors were almost at {he
cnd of their strength. A doven times
Buntor wonld have fallen by the way, but
for the helping hands of his companions,
But there wera no helping hands for
ihe Famons Five when exhaustion should
overtake them.

Tho terrible conviclion was fnr(‘msi
itself upon their minds that they woul
never emergo froimn the enfolding forest;
that they were Lo find their graves in the
wilds of the Conge. At last they must

sink down exhausted, and the hyenas
would pick their bones. Greyfriars
School would never see them again., They
thought of Greyiriars sometimes, as of a
dim recollection of a former life.  They
could scarcely believe that somewhere
on the globe (vrnvl'rmls still stood: that
the fellows wers going into the Form-
rooms as usual; that My, qm’}‘h was
taking his class in the dusky old Remove
room; and Peter Todd, and Vernon-
Smith, and TLord Mauleverer, and the
rost, would be wondering how the absent
fellows wero getting on in their trip to
the Congo, It was useless to think of it
in the midst of that forest of death and
suffering.

Even DBob t_“hr\rr_\', strong and sturdy,
toitered a little in his walk now, and his
ruddy face was grim and ghastly.  Froin
Billy Bunter canie incessant groans and
quernlous mulierings,

“(iive  wme  something {o
Wharton, you beast!”

drink.

“Thero isn't an}tlmng, old man,” said
Wharton patiently.

i I‘]‘l\'l‘ you gob (he water, Bob
Cherry?

“There's none lefl, Bunter,”

“(ih, vou rotters! You've gol some,
and you won't give me any! * It's all
your fault that we're here at all! T never

wanted to leave Greyfriars, I'm thirsty !
You want me to die!”

It was useless to heed the mutterings
of the fat junior. 'he Famons Five
tramped  dismally on, with dragging
sleps, hoping against hopu

It was a blazing afternoon; the tropical
forest was steaming in the heat. 'The
wild animals were sleeping in obscure,
dusky corners; even the innumerable
parrols were silent. Bul the lost juniors
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tramped on. Hope was almosl dead;
but they kept on, almost like fellows in a
dream.

They knew, only too well, that if they
laid down to rest they would never rise
again, With drooping heads, in silence
save for the mutierings of Buuter, they
dragged themselves onward.

It occurved Lo Bob Cherry at lost that
the trees were grawing more thinly—that
the forest hefore them was more open.
In his dazed state he had noticed it for
some (ime, without taking heed of if.
But it was clear in his mind at last, and
hn felt a faint pulsiug of hope.

“Yon fellows, we're getting out of this
awlul fovest,” he said Iilllskil}". “Whad-
ever we get to can't be any worse than
this 17

He paused and rubbed his eyes, and

peeresl  through the thinning woads
ahead, A hl'i-;hi- glimmer canght his
oyes. He fancied it was the suushine for

some moments, and then he realised that
it was the reflection of the sun upon a
wide expanse of water,

gasped Bob,

river

" Oh, heavens!” breathed Nugent,

“The river,” said Harry—"* the Corga!
Get ont”

The juniors plunged on desperately.
Cleaver and clearer to their view,
thrangh (he thinning trees, they saw tlie
broad, shining river, the.sluggish eurrent
murmuring among the shoals and sand-
banks. 1t was the Congo, or one of 1ty
many hranches—at least, it was waler.
Even Billy Bunter was spurred on hy the
sight.

But there were miles Lo Iraverse yet,
and the hurry soom changed to a walk

with the bare hands.

soon have these fish cooked !’* he exclaimed.

In the little pools by the shore three or four fat fish were zrabb;;iwand caught
Billy Bunter’s eyes glistened at the sight of them.

‘.l!ll
(See Chapler 10.)

What has happened to Captain Corkran? Will he find the missing Chums ?
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again, and the juniors dragged weary
limb after weary limb. DBut at last the
forest was no longer about them; bush
and thickets, and a few tall trees, stood
on the bank of the river, where u
peninsula jutted out into the broad
waters.

They reached the water at last.

Whether the water was fit to drink or
not they did not know, and hardly cared.
They knew that they were perishing of
thirst, and they thrust their faces into the
river, and drank deeply.

Then they sank down on the bank,
heedless of the blazing sun, dizzy with
fatizue.

For a long time they lay there motion-
less. Complete exhaustion had seized
upon them ; their thirst was satisfied, and
they forgot that they were hungry. But
Bilfé- Bunter was not likely to forget that
for long. He sat up at last.

“1 say, you fellows!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob
Cherry faintly, the ghost of his old cheery
hail.

“I'm hungry!”

Bob sat un.

“Not really?" he asked, with feeble
sarcasm.

“Yes, you heast! Starving

“QOrder a dinner for six, then!"

1

said

Bob. “Tell them specially not to forget
the whitebait. I like whitebait.”
" Beast !"

“Well, we'd better hunt round for
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something to eat,” said Harry Wharton,
rising rather painfully to his feet. *“We
may be abla to catch fish in the river.
Whether it's the Congo or not, there
must be fish in the water!”

“Good "

The juniors stirred at last. They found
that they felt the pangs of hunger keenly
enough, now that rest and the slaking of
their thirst had revived them a little.

There were fish in the stream; they
could see them playing among the sandy
shoals by the peninsula. In a little pool
by the shore three or four fat fish were
grabbed and caught with the bare hands.
Bunter's eyes glistened behind his
spectacles at the sight of them.

“You fellows get something for a fire!”
he exclaimed. “TI'll cook them fast
enough. Lend me a knife !”

There was fuel in plenty, and the
juniors soon had a fire going. The sun
was sinking now, though it was still
breathlessly hot.

Cooking utensils there were none; but
Bunter, for once, was equal to the occa-
sion. If there was anything that Bunter
liked, after eating and sleeping, it was
cooking—and he was a great cook. The
other fellows were only too willing to
leave to him the task of preparing the
fish and cooking it, and Bunter revelled
in that task, his fat face beaming, and his
eyes glistening. The fat fish were broiled
over the fire by the edge of the pool

You Will ALWAYS Find the BEST STORIES in the MAGNET!

where they had been caught, and Bunter
perspired happily over his job.

£ ready!” he sang out at
“Line up, vou fellows!"”
; l?ml the hungry juniors lined up joy-
ully.

last,

— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Dzadly Danger !

“ 00D " said Bob Cherry.
G “The goodfulness is terrific!”

“What-ho!”

The finest trout could not
have pleased the Greyfriars parly so
much as those unknown fish, grabbed
from unknown waters, and cooked by the
masterly hand of William George Bunter.
It was a good meal, with plenty for every-
one, even Bunter himself. Salt was
wanting, but the juniors were too hungry
to worry about that. The meal was of
the fish fishy, so to speak; but it was
welcome, it was appetising, and it gave
the lost juniors a brighter view of exist-
once generally, When they had finished
they felt a little greasy, but they were
happy and comfortable, and they
stretched themselves under a tree to rest
a little longer, while the sun sank lower
in the cloudless blue sky.

“Lucky I was with you—what?" said
Bunter.

“The luckfulness was terrific, my
esteemed greasy Bunter!” said Hurree
>
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your solution, and post il to * Nottingham
FForest ' Competition, *“ Magnet "' Office,
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so
as to reach that address not later than
THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 23rd, 1922

The TFIRST PRIZE of £5 will be
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which is exactly the same as, or
nearest to. the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor. In the event of ties
the prize will be divided. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit. The
lditor reserves the right to add together
and divide the value of all, or any, of the
prizes, but the full amount will be
awarded. It is a distinet condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must
be accepted as final.  Employees ‘of the
proprietora of this journal are not eligible
to compete.

This competition is run in conjunction
with the * Gem,"” * Popular,” and ** Boys’
I'riend,” and readers of those journals are
invited to compele.
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Singh. “The gifts of the estecemed
Bunter are very. great!”

“Blessed if 1 could have handled the
giddy fishlets like that!” coufessed Bob
Cherry, “1f ever 1 get wrecked on a
desert island, I hope Bunter will be there
to cook !”

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully.
He was, to some extent, revising his
opinion of Billy Bunter.

At Greyliriars, Bunter was little move
than a fat and flabby slacker: but there
was more in Bunter, evidently, than met
the eve when he was on his native heath.

It was undoubted that more than once
his curious gift of ventriloquism had
been of great service to the explorers,
and, by moving the superstitious fears of
the blacks, had saved bloodshed. Now,
in camping in the wilds of the Congo.
without any of the implements of eivi-
lised life, Bunter had turned up trumps
again. A vew situation had called out a
new phase in his character.

But Bunter was always Bunter!

He could not be glad of having made
himself useful in a quiet way, hike any
ather fellow; he was bound to swank as
coon as he had the slightest pez to hang
swank upon.

“You fellows rely on me o look after
you!" said Bunter fatuously. “I'll sce
you through! So long as I'm with you
you'll be all right!”

“Especially if we get altacked by
leopards and things—what?" grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I'd like to know
what you would do without me, any-
how!” said. Bunter warmly. *Set of
silly asses, if you ask me!”

“Well, we won't ask you, Bunter,”
said Wharton, laughing. ™I think we'd
better look for a place to camp, you
fellows, and to-morrow we'll try our luck
along the river, lookmg for the launch.
We don’t know whether we've struck the
stream above or below the launch—
whether we’ll have to go up or down.
It will want thinking out. Betier look
for a camp now.”

“You fellows can look for a camp
while I'm having a rest,” said Dunter.
“I've been putting in all the work, you
know—same as I had to when we were
caravanning last vac!”

“ Bow-wow !”

The juniors were not sorry to leave
Dunter to sleep in the shade, while they
searched for a suitable spot to camp.
He was of no use, and he was a worry,
as Bob remarked; it was quite a rvelief
to be without his company for a while.

Leaving Bunter sprawling luxuriously,
the Famous Five, refreshed by rest and
food, looked about them. The peninsula
jutted out a quarter of a mile into the
sluzgish yellow flood of the Congo, for
the most part thickly wooded. A narrow
neck of land connected it with the
swampy shore,

The juniors passed over the narrow
neck, upon the peninsula. It occurred
to them at once that this was a safer
place to camp than on the open bank of
the river, where they would be at the
merey of any enemy that came.

Since their encounter with the cannibal
who had made a prisoner of Bunter, they
had not seen any blacks; but they knew
that savages mnight appear in sight at any
hour or any moment. At every moment
they had to be prepared to fight for their
lives.

“Jolly good spot lo make our head-
quarters,” said Bob Cherry, looking
round.  “We could hold that narrow
way against a giddy army, with our
rifles.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said
Wharton. ** We'll camp on the peninsula.
Let's have a look round first, though.
We don't want to drop into a lion’s den
or a nest of snakes or a cannibal village."”

“(ireat Scott! No!l”

The juniors moved on, under ihe
westering sunlight. They had recovered
their spirits not, thougfi they still felt
the effects of fatigue. But these were
wearing off ; and, keen as they were to
wet back to the launch and :iilfct-}'. Uu.‘:;
found some relish in the sense of adven-
ture in a strange land, and in being
thrown upon their own resources.

“Ilallo, hallo, hallo! What on earil’s
that ?”’ exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly.

“(ireat pip!”

2

mouth were set roughly a row of teeth,
shaped out of pure ivory.

Evidently it was an idol, and equally
evidently, it proved that black men were
in the vicinity. The earth in the glade
showed the traces of countless footorints,

Before the idol was a kind of bench,
and on the bench stood several gourds,
thick with insects, and smelly with sour

niggers ! ** panted Bunter.

Billy Bunter came racing up, his face streaming with perspiration.

““They’re coming !

of the black beasts—just coming to the bank !
you ? ** asked Harry Wharton quickly.

““ The

I—I saw them—a canoe full
I bolted I’ * Did they see
(See Chapter1l.)

. The juniors had entered a deep glade
in the woods that clothed the little
peninsula.  Overhead, the branches of

the great trees almost met, making the
glade dusky even under the tropical sun-
shine. In the midst of the glade, a
strange object rose to view.

“Its an idol!" exclaimed Nugent.

“What they call a giddy ju-ju!” said
Johnny Bull.

The juniors gathered round it, staring
at the strange figure. It stood about six
feet high, roughly carved in a hard kind
of wood. The head was carved in resem-
blance of that of a negro, while the hody
was almost shapeless, but bore a distant
resemblance to the form of a crouching
lion. From the black face {wo eyes of
green glass glimmered out with an eerie
effect—common glass, probably obtained

from a broken gin bottle. In the wide

milk. Among the gourds lay bunches of
bananas and other fruit. The juniors
could guess that these were the offerings
of the superstitious natives to the power-
ful ju-ju,

“Poor blighters!” said Bob, in a low
voice. * Fancy anybody puiting any be-
lief in that hideous black horror, and
making offerings to 1t!”

“Waste of good grub!” grunteld
Johnny Bull. *“No reason why we
shouldn’t sample those bananas.”

“ Plantains, too,” said XNugeut.
“They're good tommy."

“Hold on!" said Harry. "No harm
in eating the grub—certaly that piddy
idol will never eat it. But this locks as
if we've dropped on the haunts of &
Congo tribe. Keep your eyes cpen.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ilere’s Bunter!”

“1 say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter,

Frank Richards knows how to Write Real Adventure Tales!
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The [at junior came racing up, his face
slreaming with perspivation.  Wharton
turned to him guickly.

“What's happened 7"

Ile knew that something wus! have
happened to cause Billy Bunter to exert
hinself in the tropical heat.

“The niggers!" gasped Bunier.

“What 2"

“Theyre coming!"” panted Bunler.
“I—I saw them—a canoe full of the
black beasts, just coming to the bank.
1 bolted.”

“Dil they see
quickly.

“No fear.”

“My hat!" muwmured Bob Cherry.

L]

you:" asked Ilarry

“Looks as if we're in for it. Better
take cover.”

“They mayn't be coming oul on this
peninsu{a at all,” said Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“It's struck me that thoy may be com-
ing to the idol,” he said. “The stuff
there shows that the niggers come here
prefty frequently—some of it is quite
fresh. May be a fresh lot of offerings.”

“Get into cover, then,” said Bob.

The juniors took cover in a thick
clump of tamarinds behind the huge
idol.  Bunter grabbed a bunch of
bananas from the votive offerings, to
iake with him.
Billy Bunter demolished the bananas
one after another. Even the imminence
of danger seemed to have no diminishing
cffect on the Owl’s unearthly appetite.

“ITallo, hallo, hallo!” Boh spoke in
a whisper. *““They're coming !”

And the juniors almost held
breath. it 3repe,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Saved—By Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H watched in breathless silence.
By the narrow path from the
bank a line of uatives appeared
in sighi, each carrying a burden on his
shoulder.

They came directly through the trees
iowards the glade where the idol stood.

The juniors watched them ‘)l‘t’illh!(‘-ﬂﬁl?’.
Discovery now meant a fight for lile
aguinst canuibal foes.

There were six of the blacks, and each
carried a long, broad-bladed epear in his
hand—a  terrible weapon at
nuarters. Kach had a reed basket on
his shoulder, well-filled. Evidently it
was a new supply of offerings of food to
ihe god of the Congo wilderness.

The blacks arrived in the glade, and
stopped before the idol, bursling inlo a
low, tuneless chant. Each of them ad-
vanced in turn, bent to the ground
hefore the idol, touching the earvth with
his forehead, and placed the contenls of
his basket on the low bench.

The offeriugs having been-made, the
blacks gathered in a group, =lil! chanting
tunelessly.

Suddenly one of the parly gave a
starl, and ceased to chant, and dropped
on one knee, peering at the ground.

Ie looked up after a moment, and
spoke lo his 1‘0mpanions i a tongue of
which the listening juniors could not
vomprehend a word.

But they conld guess the purport of
what he said. Their grip elosed on their
rifles.

Bunter stopped eating, with his mouth
full of banana.

The black man, clearly, had discerned
tho track of while men’s bools in the
glade, and the startling discovery filled
the whole band with jabbering excite-
wmnent.

Lbeir

As he crouched in cover, |

close

The religions awe which had been
visible in their black faces vanished at
once ; the ju-ju disappeared ifrom their
thoughts as they grasped their spears
and staved round them with ferocious
eyes,

“All U P, murmured Bob Cherry.
“We've got to fight for it!”

The black man who had discovered the
footprints raised his spear and pointed
directly towards the clump of tamarinds
that hid the Greyfriars party.

Harry Wharton & Co. put finger to
trigger. They knew that they were dis-
covered now, and that a savage rush was
coming. To the Congo savage, every
stranger  was  an  enemy—the only
thought in the dull minds of the blacks
was to hunt oul the strangers and kill,

But a sudden thought flashed into
Wharton's mind. He caught Bunter by
the arm.

“Bunter!" he whispered.

“Ow! Keep them off!" panted
Bunter, “Oh dear! I wish I hadn't
come here! Why didn't I stay at Grey-
friars? Oh dear!”

“Buuater, pull yourself together!"
breathed Wharton. *“You remember
the trick you played with Carkran’s little
ivory idol. Try it on again—it may save
us all! If the idol speaks—"

“Oh, good !” gasped Bob Cherry.

Bunter gave a start. In his terror he
had forgotten—he had been thinking
only of his own fat skin.

He pulled himself together, and
cleared his throat with a fat little cough.
“Go it, Bunter !” whispered Nugent.
The six blacks were glaring towards
the tamarinds, evidently on the point of
making a savage rush. But in the nick
of time the voice of the Greyfriars

veniriloguist was heard,

From the black, hideous head of Lhe
wooden juju there.-came a sudden wailing
sound, wild and eerie.

So sudden, so strange was it, that the
juniors themselves started and shivered.

The effect on the Congo tribesmen was
electrical.  Instead of rushing at the
thicket of tamarinds, they spun round
towards the huge wooden god, jabbering
in surprise and fear,

That wooden horror, evidently, was a
god of great power in the vicinity, as
thoe food offerings proved. DBut never
befoce, certainly, had its worshippers
heard it utter vocal sounds,

Now ils wild wail rang over the little
peninsula and the waters of the Congo.

The blacks drew together in a jabber-
ing crowd, staring wildly at the idol,
their knees knocking together in fear.

The juniors erouched motionless, silent,
breathlese, They were ready to fire, if
the blacks came on; but there was no
thought of attack now in the startled
uiinds of the black men.

The wild wail ceasad as suddenly as it
had started. Then from the wooden juju
came a stern voice:

“Black man lib for run one-time,
quick 1"

The blacks evidently knew the Coast
English.  'They backed away from the
idol, with ludicrous terror in their heavy
faces.

Having backed away a dozen paces,
they turned and ran for it. Helter-
skelter they went, along the narrow neck
of land that (joined the peninsula to the
bank of the Congo. In their haste and
terror, two or three of them dropped
their spears. In their excitement the
juniors forgot caution, and crept out of
the bushes and stood in the shadow cast
by the idol.

In a minute or less the hLalf a dozen
savages had vanished from sight, and a
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few minutes later the juniors heard the
sound of paddles on the stream, splashing
the water, as the terrified blacks fled in
their canoe.

Harry Wharton breathed deeply. The
relief was great and intense. ad »
desperate siruggle taken place, the
victory would probably have remained
with the juniors, owing to their firearms,
but certainly some members of the party
would have fallen under the thrusting
spears. Once more the Greyfriars ven-
triloquist had saved the situation,

*“They're gone ! said Bob Cherry.

“The gonefulness is {errific.”

“Thank IHeaven!" breathed Nugenl.

Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle, The
danger was over; and it was William
George Bunter who had averted it.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“You've done it, Bunter,” said Johnny
Bull.  “Blessed if I ever thought your
fatheaded ventrilogquism would come in
useful like this, when I used to kick you
for playing tricks at Greyfriars.”

“lj)h, really, Bull—"

“Thank goodness they're gone!" said
Harry Wharton. *“It would have Lieen
touch and go, if it had come to a fight.
Now, the sooner we clear out of this
neighbourhood the beticr.”

“Yes, rather "

“Come on, Bunter!”

Bunter shook his head, There was a
fat complacency in Bunter's face, and he
blinked loftily at the Famous Five.

“We're going to camp here,” he said,

“Don’'t be an ass!" said Wharton
irritably. **That gang may come back
with a hundred others. They’re bound
to spread the story of the idol speaking.”

Billy Bunter stuck his fat little arms
akimbo, and blinked at the exasperated
juniors with lofty disdain,

“I know what I'm talking about,” he
said coolly. *“ Look here! TIf the niggers
come back, I'll make that wooden jujn
speak again—and that will keep them in
order. We're safe here—-""

The juniors stared at Bunter, and

looked at one another. Amazing as il
was, they realised that Bunter was right.
In that spot, which seemed the most
dangerous they could have fullen upon,
they were, in fact, safer than in any
other—so long as the Greyfriars ven-
triloquist could make the jujn speak and
keep the natives in superstitious fear.
. “My only hat!” said Bob Cherry, with
a deep breath. “It beats me—but the
fat idiot is sponling good hoss-senze for
onee! Te's right!”

“The rightfulness is surprising bLul
terrific,” assented Ilurrce Jamset Ram
Singh,

Harry Wharton burst into a langh.

“ Right-ho, Bunter ! he  said.
“You're talking scnse for onca! We
camp here.”

Bunter nodded lofiily.

“That's right,” he said. “You fellows

do as you're told, and I'll see vou
through.

“TFathead !

“And T don’t want any. cheek!”

roared Bunter—moie Bunterish than ever
now, so to speak. “I want you fellows to
understand that I'm boss of this show—
and what I say, goes! Savvy?"”

And for the time, as the juniors
camped on the peninsula, in sight of tho
wooden savage god, Bunler's claims to
leadership and loftiness were dropped.

But Bunter's time was coming. It was
coming —and it was not far distant now !

THE END,

(The next grand long complete story
of the Chums is entitled *“ King Buniter
of The Congal™ By Frank Richards.
Read about Bunter -=* Boss™ At Lust!)
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ISIT A CLUE ? Fervers Loclie, the detective, and his assistant, Jack Dralie, are baffled ! The absence of clues in the

* Brandon Mystery ' puzzles the famous investigator,

.By

L. =

WEN CONQUEST.

Then a tiny thread of light appears.

THE

Is it @ clue 7

fagege

LOCKE and

A New Long Complete Story, introducing
the world - famous detective FERRERS

ex-Greyfriars boy.

his assistant Jack Drake,

(Author of the Famous Tales of R -okwood now appearing in the ** Boys’ Friend.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Dumaresq Waird at Homoe!
3 AKER STREET mystery!"
“ Extra spegial!”
Latest details of Baker Street
crime )"

The newshoys' voices made a chorus. Dr.
Dumaresq Weird, of Harley Street, glanced
from the window of his car.

* Mysterious murder in
Extra special!™

The ear had slowed down in the traffic at
Oxford Circus. Dr. Weird let down the win-
dow, and signed to a hawling youth on the
pavement. The newshoy dodged across to
the car and handed in the " Evgning News,”
gtill damp from the press.

Weird tossed him a shilling, and the car
glided on. Tho newshoy blinked after the
car, and bit the shilling to assure himself
that it was a good one. Then his voice was
added to the chorus again.

“Extra special! Murder of
Flemming! Latest details!™

Dr. Dumaresq Weird leaned back in the
well-cushioned car and vnfolded the paper.

There was a faint smile upon his pale, im-
niohile face, a glimmer of interest in bis deep,
keen eyes

As the car glided on, he looked at the
large headlines, and glanced down the report
of the latest details of the Baker Strect
mystery—a mystery that had sent a thrill
through the metropolis and the whole
country.

“ At three o'clock this morning the body
of Inspector Flemming, of Scotland Yard, was
discovered in Baker Street. The discovery
was made by Mr. Ferrers Locke, the cele-
brated private detective, who, we understand,
is nassisting the official police in this most
mysterions case. The body of the unfor-
tunate inspector was propped against the
door of Mr. Locke's house. It had been left
there during the hours of darkness by the
unknown assassin."

“Amazing!" murmured Dr. Weird.

He continned to read:

*This is the second mysterions erime that
has occurred in the same vicinity in the last
few days. It will be remembered that Mr.
Locka made the discovery of a dead man,
whose body had heen placed in the street
near his house a few days ago. This body
was identified as that of Mr. Hubert Brandon,
a gentleman lately arvived from South
Africa, and a relative of Dr. Dumaresq
Weird, the celebrated arley Street
epecialist,  Inspector  Flemming was  in
official charge of the ease, It is a natural
inference  that the assassin, finding the
Seotland Yard man hot upon his traces, dealt
with him in this terrible manner. The con-
vevance of the hody to the porch of Mr.
Locke's honse in the dead of night was an
set of andacity unparalleled in the annals
of crime.”

“Amazing!" repeated the doctor,

ONDA) ** BROUGHT TO

MONDAY!

Baker Street!

Inspector

He read the report to the end; there was
much more of it.

The newspaper dropped on his knees, and
Dr. Weird leaned back, a thoughtful
expression on his face.

His thin, almost colourless lips were curved
in a strange smile. i

The car stopped at length at his honse in
Harley Street,—an imposing mansion at the
more fashionable end of that famous street,
towards Cavendish Square.

The doctor alighted, and passed into the
house, the ear ghding away to the garage.

Ten minutes later the doctor was in his
consulting-room, oune of the busiest men in
London.

From ten to twelve a constant succession
of patients were shown in to the famous
specialist; and when twelve o'clock struck
the waiting-room was still crowded.

But at twelve o'clock Dr. Weird saw no
one again till the afternoon. It was pecessary
to make an appointment days, or weeks, in
advance to see the great man; chance
callers had no prospect of an interview.

Dr. Dumaresq Weird passed into his study.

He touched a bell.

Jex, the stout
eutered.

“Mr. Locke has not called to-day, Jex?”

“No, sir.”

“0Or telephoned?”

“No, sir.”

“The good man!” =aid the doctor with a
smile. “He shonld have called when there
was news—he is engaged upon the case of
my unfortunate cousin, Jex, who was so
mysteriously done to death shortly after his
arrival in Eunglapd.”

Jex smiled.

Nothing could have been graver than Jex's
aspect wien he was seen by Dr. Weird's dis-
tinguished and wealthy patients, But in
private it was evident that Jex allowed
himself to depart from his professional
gravity. There was now a familiarity
hetween master and servant that would have
a-tonished Dr. Weird's patients or friends
if they could have witnessed it.

Weird returned his smile.

“I bought an * Evening News'® this morn-
ing, Jex—an extra early edition—which re-
ports another startling crime in DBaker
Street.”

*1ndeed, sir.”

“Yes, indced, Jex.
is a Scotland Yard inspector.
Jex!"”

Jex grinned.

“You're right, sir.”

“The eriminal had what the reporter
deseribes as the unparalleled audacity to
convey the body of his victim, Jex, to the
very door of Ferrers Locke, who is assisting
the police in" this most mysterious case. A
very daring criminal, Jex.”

Jex chuckled

“1t wonhl really seem,

JUSTICE !™

and imposing butler,

This time the victim
1t is amazing,

Jex, that the

unknown criminal regarded even Mr. Locke,
the celebrated private detective, with con-
tempt, and did not fear to defy him in this
audacions maunner.”

“Very likely, sir,” said Jex.

*“HNe does not seem to regard even Ferrers
Locke as dangerous,” resumed Dumaresq
Weird. “Perhaps that is fortunate for
Mr. Locke. If he proved dangerous, hie might
follow his friend lospector Flemming.”

Jex grinned again,

“He might, sir,” he assented.

Dr. Weird laughed—a soft, almost noise-
less laugh. Then, like a cloak, the easy,
familiar manner dropped from him; his
face hardened, and he was once more the icy
specialist.

“But to business!" he said. "I shall lunch
at one, Jex. Meanwhile, the mew specimen
has arrived.”

"It is in the lahoratory, sir.”

"Very good.”

Jex retired, and the doctor passed throngh
another door, which gave admittance to his
spacious laboratory In the middle of the
room was a steel cage on the floor, and in
the cage lay a spanicl. The little animal
was whining softly. Its eyes turned on Dr.
Weird as the man came in and bent over the
cage.

The low whine died away.

With a dog's keen instinet the wretched
animal read the ruthless cruelty in the hard,
white face. It lay in the cage motionless,
as if frozen with fear. Dr. Dumaresq
Weird’s laboratory had witnessed many 4
hidecus scene; uncounted vietims had been
sacrificed there to the pursuit of so-called
scientific investigation.

During the next hour strange, low gounds
issued from the laboratory—sounds of an
animal in pain. Dr. Weird was at work, in
his merciless eruelty exceeding even the limits
allowed by a faulty law. But there were no
eyes to see but Dr. Weird's—nor ears to hear
hut those he could depend upon.

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Drake Speaks !

ACK DRAEKE watched his chief’s face in
silence.
Ferrers Locke stood leaning on tha
mantelpiece, his unlighted pipe in his
hand, his face set and grim.

1t was the first time in the career of the
celebrated Baker Street detective that he
had been utterly at a loss; hut there was
no doubt that Locke was at a loss now.

The very audacity of the crime made it the
more bafling.

There was no clie—no shadow of a clue—
only the ohvious fact that Inspector Flemming
had been shot down by the man whose track
he was following. Where—when—by whom?
All was dark!

The propping of the hody against Ferrers
Locke's door in Baker Street had been sn act

ANOTHER THRILLING STORY, INTRODUCING FERRERS
LOCKE AND JACK DRAKE. ::

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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of enol deflance on the part of the assassin.
Undoubtedly he knew that Locke had been
working  with the iuspector on the ecase.
This was his deflanee to the Baker Street
datective to do his worst,

For once the cool, Mmpassive ealmness of
Ferrers Locke was disturbed, e felt an
almost
the nakeown assassin,

It was Drake who broke

“May I spenk, sir?”

Locke looked at his boy assistank,

He smiled faintly.

“Certainty, Drake! If you have any suog-
gestion to make, make it. 1 shall be glad
of it."”

Drake coloured o little.

“1'm not likely to be able to help, sir," he
suid. " But —but I've turned the matler over
in my mind, and your've told me to suguest
anything that niay oceur to me "

"o on."”

“Inspector Flemmiung telephoned last night
that he had made a discovery, sir. He was
trying to truce M. Brandon, who had walked
from the Goring Hotel in Marylehone Road,
to call on his cousin, Dr. Weird, in Harley
Strect, and met his death. He telephoned
that Le hod made a discovery in Harley
Strect, and that he was coming here to
consult you."

“Yes, yes!”

“He did not capie, but his dead body was
found at the door,” said Drake. *1t's fairly
clear that whatever discovery he had made,
the murderer waa on hLis guard, and dealt
with him promptly. He may even have
watehed the inspector, and overheard him
at the telephone.”

“1b is probable. We have to do with a
man of infinite ‘cunning and resource,” said
Locke. “But what then, my bhoy?"

“I want to draw your uattention to the
fact that Mr. Flemming stated that ho had
made the discovery, whatever it wasz, in
Hurley Street, sir.”

Yocke looked curiously at the boy,

“Well, Draket”

“To switch oft to another point, Mr.
Locke—yon have told me to make it a rule
in investigation to consider first the person
benellting from a crime.”

“That is good as a general rule,” said
Locke.

“Mr. Branden was killed, and robbed of
everything he liad upon him, &ir,"”" said Droke
“The rascals may have netted a hundred
pounds or =0, as he was a wealthy man.
That nlght be the object of the crime—if
he was waylaid and murdered by a gang of
crooks. But—"

* But—-" sald Locke

“Dr. Weird is his only living relation, slr.”

“That is so0."”

“We know that Mr. -Brandon had tweaty
thousand pounds in War Loan.!

* Yes.”

“Who will jnherit that, siri"

Ferrera Locke gave a vinlent start.

“Dr. Weird, of ¢ourse,” he answered.

Drake hesttated

“You've instructed me, sir, that a detec.
tive should be no respecter of persoms,” he
suid.  “The crooks who killed Hubert
Brandon netted a handful of plunder. But
Dr. Weird will benefit by his death to the
extent of twenty thousand pounds.”

“Good heavena!” muttered Ferrers Locke.

His look wus ngitated for a 1eoment,

“Dir. Weird—the celebrated doctor and
surgeon—the famous speoiglist—the greatest
modern aulhority upon fieart disoaso. Drake,
do you realise what -¥od are suyhg?”

Drake crinwsoned,

“1 konow it sownds wild, sir,”” he snswered
steadily. “PBut { don't like Dr. Welr, You
can _gee In his face that he is a hard man-—
na hard as fiint. Huberb HBrandon was
going to his house when he meb his death.
His houze is in Harley Btreet, and the in-
spector declared that it was in Wartey Street
that he had made n discovr e, Mr. Locke,
jsn’t it possible that what ospector Flem-
ming discovered was that Mr. Brandon had
reachied the doctor’s house? He may have
been seen cotering it—"

“Drake!” .

“And _that the poor gentleman met his
death there,” said Drako unflinchingly. “His
hody was left in Baker Street, stripped of
a1l ‘marks of identity—robbed—té pive the
fmpression that he had been murdered by
the crooks. But it is Dr. Weird who will
henefit by his death to the extent of twenty
thousand pounds.”

the silence.

lesire to got Lo grips with.

“Well, sir, Dr. Weird came to you to find
his missing consin. If the caze is ns U've sug-
gested, wasn't that the easiest way to get
the dead man identified, without suspicion on
Jhimself?  For a: you were working on the
case, you naturally thought at once of the
dead man who had been found in Baker
Street, and who answered more or less to the
description Dr. Weird gave of his cousin,”

“True!”

“Without identification he could not
inherit what the dead man left,” said Drake.
“Without =ome strong motive, does Dr.
Weird look like a man to take great trouble
about a relation he had not seen for twenty
years®?"”

“ie does not.”

i BY WHOSE HAND? 3
i J
\ / 7/

\\\\ ¥ ; ”.";/ I /

._d'.‘
OUR DARING DETECTIVE
GETS ON THE TRAIL!

See Next Week’s Splendid
Story entitled ¢

“BROUGHT TO JUSTICE!"

TN S S S SIS L

“That's what's occurred to me, sir, for
what it's worth,” said Jack Drake. I
know It sounds steep—with regard to a man
in the position of Dr. Dumaresq Weird —"

“Prrako, it may. be worth more than yon
think,” said Ferrers Locke quietly. " DBut
you have not considered nli,»my boy. The
man who Killed Hubert Brandon, and left his
body in Baker Street was thé wan whe
killed the still unknown victim whose bods

‘was found in iGrosvenor Sguare a conple. of

weeks. ago.  On that peint [ have no doubt.”

Drake vodded.

“From that upknown man'z
doctor derives no beucft that
covered,” said Locke.

"I know it, sir."

“If your. suspicion of the doctor i3 wel
tounded, Drake, there is only one theory
that will cover the facts.””

“And that, sir?”

“1 have kuown for some time that there is
a gang of crooks at work, headed by a
criminal—a muster-crimipal—of wnysnal and
indeed extranrdinary abilities,” said Ferrers
Locke. “I had already determined that this
leader was not to be found in the koown
eriminal class, but that, if he wns ever dis-
covered, he would be found.to be a man
ocenpying a good position in life. He works

deuth the
can be dis-

in secret, without leaving a trace; even hLis,

own followers do not know his identity. IV
that man is Dr, Dumaresq Weird—-"

He broke off.

“Drake, you have given me a new train of
thought. It may lead to nothing, but -where
all I3 dark, the faintest gleam of light i=
welcome.” Ferrer: Locke smiled grimly. “I
ghall be upon my guard, Drake, in calling
upon the doctor. We shall seel”

Ferrers Locke had food for thought as he
sat in his car and drove to Harley Street
to call upon Dr. Dumaresq Weird.

‘THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Clue at Last!

J‘EK showed in ile Baker Strect dotec
tive with his usual fopressive,  ini-
passive  manoer—the  old-fashioned
family butler to the life.

“Dr. Weird is engaged at  the
moment in  his laboratory, sir,” said Jex.
“But T will tell him that you are here. He
gave arders that you were to =ec him when-
ever you called,  If you will wajt a minute or
two, sir—---"

“Certainly.”

prescnt

The butler 1 leaving the detective
seated by a overlpoking  Harley
Strect.

From the window Locke gnzed into the
wide, spacious street.

He pictured to himself Tnspector Flemming
in his investigations of the night before that
had led to his death.

What was it the inspector had discoverpd?

Had the hapless Brandon, jostead of me
ing his fate in the dusky streets, indecd
reached the doctor’s mansion? IHad the iu-
spector Tound a witness to the fact?

At a short distance from the doctor’s house
was a cab-rank, with half a dozen taxis
standing waiting.

Two or three chauffeurs eould be seen.

Locke compressed his lips. Was it at the
cab-rank that Inspector Flemming had made
his discovery? Had some chauffeur, on duty
there the night before, seen the man from
South Adrica arrive at the doctor's howse?
It was possible, at least.

Yeb the theory was staggering--that the
famous specialist was the unknown leader of

a gang of lawless crooks, the unknows
master-criminal  whese  existence Locke had

suspeeted, but whoin he had never yet becn
able to trace.

The door opened.

Ferrers Locke turned from  the window,
after making a sign to his chauffeur with-
out. That sign conveyed to Wootton that he
was not to wait with the car. As Locke
turned to gicet Dr. Welrd, Wootton drove
away.

“Good-morning, my dear Locke!™ exclaimed
Dr. Weird, shaking bands with the detecti
warmly. “PFRiy ecxcuse my Leeping you wait-
ing a few minutes—--a little experiment in
laboratory——"

“Not at al,” said Ferrers Locke., "1 am
sorry to have interrupted you. Bul there
ia news—doubtless you have heard it—-"

Dr. Weird shock hi¢ head with a smile.

“T live rather far removed from the Zo-sip
of the day,” he said, *“As I mentional to
you, I never look at the newspapers. What
has happeoed? Has the assaszsin of my poor
conain bheen arrested?”

“I am sorry to say, no! Buf the Scotland
Yurd inspector who was working on the ca:e
with me ‘has been murdered.”

“[a it possiblp?”

“Not only possible, bhut true,” 4 Fe
Locke, “Inspector Flemming was foumd dend
in Baker 2treet at three o'clock this mora-
ing.”

“Ppon my word!” exclaimed the dect

Locke's eyes were upon his fave. RBut
doctor's eountepance betrayed nothing
surprize and interest.

“Why should the inspector he harmed:”
sald Dr. Weird, “Ta it possible that e had
made some dizcovery?”

“That s my ernclusion.”

“And he was killed before hie had lime to
make it known?" said the doctor tezretfully.
“That is very unfortunate.”

“Not at all,” said Locke. “He bad nede
his diseovery known by telephone hefore e
met his fate.”

Dr. Weird started.

“He had made it krown?”

“Yes,"

“That is zood., Maz T ask whal the di=-
covery wast"”

T.ocke wesitated. .

He was plaving a part now ; lie was seeking
to learn what was behind that white magk of
a face—if, indeed, there was anything he-
hind it.

“You do not care to tell me, my
Logke?"

“Really, T-—" Tocke still hesitated.

The doctor's manner hecame sharper.

“Yon will remember, Locke, that the mur
dered man, Brandon, was my cousiu, and that
it was [ who asked you to take up the casze.”
he said. “I have your word that yeu will
keep me posted. Really, I think I am en-
titled to kwow what hae transpired.”

e

ne
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Jack Drake finds a Clue and gets on the Trail!l
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“Very good,” said Locke. “Inspector
Flemming telephoned to my rooms in Baker
Street—" He paused.

“Well?”

“That he had made a discovery in Harley
Street.,” said Ferrers Locke.

“In this street?”

“Yea.”

“Upon my word! This street is mnot
generally associated with the idea of erime!”
smiled the doctor. “But what was the dis-
covery?”

“He gave no details,” said Locke. “He was
murdered while on his way to tell me all.”

Was it imagination, or did a momentary
glimmer of reliel appear upon the doctor's

face? 1If it was there, it was gone in a
fleeting second.

“And that is all?" asked Weird.

“That is all, so far.”

“Little enough, I fear,” said Dumaresq

Weird. “But little is mueh to Ferrers Lecke.
No doobt you will find out what Mr. Flem-
wing—poor fellow—found—and will follow it
further.”

“1 shall attempt to do so,” said Ferrers
Locke. “I hope to have something more
definite to report soon, Dr. Weird.”

“T shali trust so, Locke.”

The detective took his leave. He had

gained little by the interview, hut he had
given nothing away. Even yet he coula @int
decide whether to allow his suspicions to
fix upon the dector.
_From the pavement he crosred over ta the
line of waiting taxis. His car had heen sent
away, to give him a pretext for using a taxi;
it was probable that he would he seen from
the doctor's windows, if Dr. Weird had any
interest in his movements.

“Taxi, sir!" said the chauffeur at the head
of the rank.

Locke nodded and stepped in.
drove away with him,
house in Baker Street.
Ferrers Locke, having
the chautieur.

“You are always in the rank in Harley
Street?” he asked.

“Generally, sir.”

“Were you there last night?”

The taxi
and stopped at the
It was then that

alighted, guestioned

“No, =ir."

“But there were cabs on the rank?”

“0Oh, yes, sir; poor Billy Woods was
there.”

“Poor Billy Woods?" repeated the detce-
tive. “Has anything happeoed to Mr. Woods,
who was on the rank last night?”

“Only he died this morning, sir.”

Ferrers Locke, with all his self-control,
could scarcely repress a start. It was with
only the vaguest hopes that he had gques-
tioned the chauffeur. But he understood
now that he was to make a discovery.

“How did it bappent” he asked. "I have
reagons for asking—and you shall not lose
by wasting your time.”

The chauffeur grinned.

“] know whose ‘ouse this is, sir,” he said.
“You're Mr. Ferrers Locke. You've got
something to do with the bloke who was
asking Billy questions last night, I take it?"

“ Exactly,” said Locke. *“Tell me what vou
know about it."”

“Certainly, sir, and that ain't much,” said
the taxi-driver. “Billy was on the rank
when the gent came along—I heard about it
from another man who was there at the time.
The gent engaged Billy's cab, but instead of
driving away, asked him a lot of questions—
what about I don't know—nohody'll know
now, as Billy's dead, poor chap! Bot Sam
Smith, who told me about it, said the gent
was a bit excited at what Billy told him,
and Sam’s opinion was that the bloke was
a detective of some sort. Well, arter he

had gone, a gentleman came out of a house.

and engaged Billy’s cab at once, and drove

away in it."”

“From which house?”

“A pretty well-known one, si=—Dr.
Weird's.”

Locke's eyes glimmered.

“Was it Dr. Weird?”

“No, sir—another gent. But Dr. Weird
came out with him, and walked away while
this gent took the cah.”

“What happened then?" asked Ferrers

“DBlest if T know, sir—only Billy drove his
e¢ab hack late at night to Newson's Mews, and
went to bed, and this morning he was found
dead in bed, sir. = He was fat, Billy was,
and given to drink. and the medical man
called [t ‘eart failure. Billy's wife' said fe
had been drinking before e came ‘ome—in

Don’t Miss Our Breathlessly Exciting Detective Tales !
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TRAPPED !—A chill of black despair came over Jack Drake.
but only the dull echo of his voice answered him.
wall, panting, with the gurgle of incoming water in his ears.

knees now—iey, swishing, rising fast !

He shouted,
He leaned against the slimy
It was round his
(See Chupter 4.)

fact, Billy told her that his fare had stood
him a drink out of a flask.”

There was mnothing more the chauffeur
could tell, and a few minutes later Locke
handed him a peund note, and he drove away.

The detective's mind was almost in a whirl
as he went into his consulting-rocm, where
he found Drake.

“The plot thickens, Drake,” he said. “My
boy, 1 think you may fatter yonrself that
you have placed me on the trail.”

Drake's eyes sparkled with pleasure.

“It is fairly clear now,” continued Ferrers
Locke, *that Inspector Flemming gained
some information from a taxi-driver who was
on duty near Dr. Weird's house last night.
The taxi-driver has died suddenly, after drink-
ing from a flask offered him by a fare—a man
who game out of Weird's house and took his
cab.”

“Oh!" exclaimed Drake.

“He is silenced—and the inspector is
silenced,” said Ferrers Locke. “What he told
Flemming we shall never know—but was it,
Drake, that, being on the cab-rank at the
time Brandon called on lis cousin, he saw
him enter the house? Did he see Brandon
on that oceasion, and recognise the deserip-
tion Inspector Flemming gave? Was that
Flemming's startling discovery—that Brandon
had actually entered the doctor's houee, while
Dr. Weird declares that he never arrived
there? We shall never know for certain, but
the inference is fairly clear. 1 shall make
it a point to visit Newson's Mews, and to
see the medical man who attended Billy
Woods when he was found dead in his bed.
If possible, I shall get a post-mortem made.”

“You suspect poison, sir?”

“Undoubtedly the poor fellow died from
drinking from his passenger's flask,” said
Locke. “But I have little hope of a dis-
covery—Dr. Weird, if he is the ecriminal,
is not the man to leave a trace behind. He
knows all there is to be known about toxi-
cology, and he weuld not vse a poison that
comid be traced. I shall look into this side
of the matteér merely for the sake of leaving

no stone unturned. But it is in other diree-
tions that 1 hope to make discoveries.”

He paused.

“1 shall want your assistance now, Drake.”

“(ood!" said Drake, his eyes sparkling.

“You will make some changes in your
appearance, Drake, and keep a watch upon
Dr. Weird's house,” said Locke. “You will
take up the task at dusk, and you will note
all who come and go; and if the doctor
should leave, you wil follow him. Wootton
will be waitig near at hand in a hired taxi,
in case the doctor should go by car. During
the day, of course, it is probable that he
will visit only patients, hut at night—possibly
you will only follow him to some medical
meeting, or to a social function. Your task
may be a long one, Drake—a weary one—
but——"

“1 shall not fail, sir,” said Drake.

“] am sure of that, my boy.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !

P. DUMARESQ WEIRD, frock-coated
and silk-hatted, came down the
steps of his mansion in Harley Street
as the dusk was falling. Mis large,

handsome car was waiting.

The tall, leau gentleman paused to light
a cigar, and the match glimmered its light
on his white mask of a face.

On the opposite side of the street two keen
eves were on the alert. Jack Drake did not
look much like the Baker Street detective’s
assistant at that moment. He was dressed
in a shabby suit, with a coat over his arm,
his bowler hat a little on the side of his
head. rakishly, and his upper lip adorned by
a scraggy, sandy moustache. He looked well
aver twenty, and nothing like the handsome
lad of fifteen whom the doctor had seen in
Baker Street.

If Drake, from across the wide street, had
had any doubt as i who had come out of
the -doctor’s-house, Weird's action in pausing
to light the eigar would have dissobved it.

They’re Fine!
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For a moment or twn ha saw the keen, thin,
colourless face cleariy.

Weird stepped Into his car and drove away.

Drake raised a hand—it was enough. A
rather shabby-looking taxi giided up, and
Drake stepped into it.

There was no necd to speak to Wootton.
He koew that he had to drive- after the
doctor's car.

The big car glided on at a {air speed, the
shabby taxi hanging on its traces,

Drake watcheds, keen and alert. It was
the third cvening that he had watched the
doctor's house and shadowed Dumaresq Weird
when he emerged. Once he had followed him
to a lecture-hall, where be had paid for
admission and listened to a learned lecture.
The second time he Lad followed him to a
noble lord's mansion in Mayfair for a social
function. On the present occasion, he hoped
for better results, But his experience as
Ferrers Locke's pupil bhad taught him
patience; he was prepared to follow n futile
scent again and again without tiring.

But on the present occasion better results
seemed likely, as Drake soon discovered.

The doctor's car drove into Oxford Street,
then by Regent Street to Piccadilly, Drake
was already beginning to think that it was
another social function in the West End that
bhad called the doctor from his house. But
the car turped into Bond Street, and ran
on back to Oxford Street. Drake was very
alert now.

The doctor had covered a good distance,.
and was returning almost on his tracks—a
waste of time that must have some explana-
tion. It was a misty, drizzling evening—not
the evening one would choose for an idle
drive in the streets. If, however, that was
the explunation, the car would be returniog
to Hurley Street. Dut, instead of that, it
turped down Oxford Strect and glided on to
Bayswater.

Drake’'s cyes gleamed.

Where was Dumaresq Weird going, that he
was taking such a roundabount course? Was
he suspicious that a shadower was on the
trailt Was it the habitual caution of the
crimiual? On the theory that he was what
he seemed--a Harley Street specialist, and
ug?hiug more - bis aclions were unaccount-
able.

The car stopped at a shorl distapce from
Holland Park Tube Station, on the Shepherd’s
Bush Tube.

The doctor alighted, and walked on to the
station.

Drake stepped from the taxi a minute later.
Keeping well behind the tall, lean figure, the
shadower followed oo,

Wootton hmng on more slowly in the taxi,
in case it should be wanted again. But the
vehicle was not wanted; the doctor entered
the station. and Drake followed him in.
They did pot emerge, and, after waiting an
hour, Wootton drove home to Baker Street to
report to Ferrers Locke.

Drake wag a dozen paces from the doctor
when the latter took his ticket for the Bank.
A minute later Drake had taken his ticket,
and was following Weird to the train,

In the train he sat at the end of the car
in -which the deetor eat, his face hidden by
an “Evening News " ke had takepn from his
pocket, but his eyes over the paper's top on
the man from Harley Strect.

Jack Drake was assured now that he waa
on the track. The man had a motive for
taking -a roundabout course in his car to a
suburban Tube atation, and then proceeding
by Tube to the City There could be no
doubt on that point, aud Drake felt a thrill
of anticipated discovery.

Dr. Weird sat upright and silent, motion-
Tess, looking straight before him as the Tube
train whirred and buzzed on its subterranean
way.

He alighted at the Bank, and Drake fol-
lowed him from the train.

In an obscure corner Drake dropped his
howler hat, replacing it by a check cap Lo
took from his pocket, and put on his coat.
The difference in his appearance was now
great, and the doctor, if he sighted him, was
uot likely to know him for tho young man
who had eat in the Tube traiu. But Drake
did not think that Weird had noticed him
in the train at all; he was acting simply
from an ipstinct of caution. He wns glad
of it, however, when in the crowd leaving
the station  Dr. Weird turned back suddenly
and came [ace Lo face with him.

TOO LATE—Get the “ Holiday Annual’ TO-DAY!

Drake almost ran into him; Dbut he kept
ltis fnce expressionless and walked omn.

Outside he waited, and quietly slipped the
gandy moustache from his lip. Dr. Weird
came out in a few minutes, and passed him
without a glance.

e walked away with long, vigorous strides,
and Drake was compelled to hurry to keep
in sight of him.

The doctor’s conrse was a roundabout one,
{lnd he was a good walker; he seemed tire-
(TR

But Drake did not tire. Never for a
moment did he Jose sight of the tall figure
and the glimmering silk hat. The tall, lean,
well-dressed gentleman was easily picked out
in the thickest crowd.

That he was going to some secret
rendezvous, and taking so much precaution
to cover his tracks against a  possible
shadower, Drake felt certain. His actions
could mean nothiug else. Did he know, or
only suspect, that he was being shadowed?

Certainly there was no sign of suspicion in
his looks. Drake decided that his caution
was that of the habitual criminal—tlte man
at war with society, and conscious of in-
cessant danger. He made no effort to throw
the shadower off his track.

He turned at last Into a narrow, dusky
nlley beside a public-houze. Drake paused
in the street.

He was still debating whether to enter the
alley, when a tall, lean man emerged and
passed him. It was the doctor; but the silk

hat was gone mow; the frock-coat was
covered by a shabby overcont, and the
massive bald head was surmounted by a

dirty bowler hat. There was no mistaking
the tall, lean figure, however, gnd the white
maek of a face, on which the lights of the
public-house gleamed as he passed Drake.

He passed him without a glance.

Drake's heart beat faster,

He had all the sensations of the hunter on
the chase as he followed the pow disguised
doctor, for the ¢hange of garments amounted
to a disguise. Through Whitechapel High
Street Drake followed the lean figure,
through street after street growing more
dingy and sordid.

At the corner of a narrow street, where a
public-house gleamed with lights over the
dirty pavement, the doctor paused. A
elouching figure came up to him, and there
were muttered words. Drake stopped, dodg-
ing into a shop doorway. He would have
given a great deal to know what prssed in
words  between Dr. Dumaresq Weird, of
Harley Street, and that sloucling loafer of
the slums. But he could not venture near
encugh for that. He watched from the
dusky doorway.

The man the doctor was conversing with
was a short, thick-set fellow, with a hull
neck, and a bulldog jaw, and a broken nose.
He looked like what he was—a dangerons
hovligan, Dr. Weird’s fashionable acquaint-
ances in the West End and in the medical
world would have been :stonished to see him
in familiar converse with the ruflan on the
sloppy pavement outside an East End gin-
shop. But Drake was not surprized. e
had no doubt left on the subject of the
doctor’s real character now.

After a few minutes’ talk the doctor
passed on, and the brokem-nosed man
slouchied iute the public-house.

Drake emerged from the shop doorway.

Ile had only one part of his task left to
fulfil —to  ascertain the doctor's precise
destination, and to make a note of it
Further investigation could be left to Ferrers
Locke.

Dumargsq Weird turned into a side street,
ill-lighted, dirty, with slatternly women
gossiping at the doors, and slovenly men
hanging about smoking.  Silk-hatted and
frock-conted, as ne had left Harley Street,
the doctor would have made a sensation in
that quarter. But in his battered bowler
and shabby overcoat he execited po remark.

At the end of the street was an alley, with
an iron post at the end to keep out trafiie
from the parrow passage-way. It was un-
lighted, save for a faint glimmer. Dr. Weird
evidently knew his way well, for he walked
through the alley without a moment's
hesitation.

Dirake passed the iron post, and entered It
after him. Not once did the shadowed man
look back.

Suddenly from the murky shadows of the
foul * alley a shadow moved, and Drake
stopped, and sprang back with a cry. But it
was too late. The blow was already descend-
ing, and it crushed on his head, and he fell
at full length on the miry ground.

It waz a heavy blow, but it had
stunned the boy. He made an effort
stagger to his feet, Lis brain in a whirl.
_In that terrible instant the truth flashed
into his brain—that Dumaresq Weird had
koown that he was bLeing followed—that he
had led the shadower deliberately on. It
was the brokeu-nosed man, to wiomn the
doctor had epoken at the public-honse, who
was bending over Drake, with a bludgeon in
his hand.

The ruffian gave a hoarse chuckle.

Drake struggled up.

Ouly too well he knew that his life was in
danger now, far from help. The bludgeon
whirled up.

Drake closed desperately with the riffian
as the blow was descending again, and bore
him backwards. The blow cume down, and
missed, and the ruffian went reeling back in
the boy's desperate grasp.

He panted out an oath.

Drake's head was swimming and spinning
from the blow he had recelved, but he was
fighting for his life now. He clung to the
ruffian to keep the bludgeon off, and struck
again and again. From the shadows a second
figure leaped, and Drake found himself seiged
from behind and dragged back.

“Got him, Nosey!"”

“Old him!" muttered
man.

Two pairs of hands were on Juek Drake
now. He ceased to resist; iu the grasp of the
two ‘muscular ruffians he was powerless, and

not
io

the broken nosed

resistance only invited hrutalit Nosey
twisted his arms savagely as he grasped him,
Drake was lifted from his fect. Dizzily he

caught a glimpse of a tall, lean figure, of a
white, mocking face. He was carried away
in the dim, murky glooim—brushing against a
brick wall—through a doorwsy into utter
darkness.

He heard a door cloze, and a key {urn and
elick. He was thrown roughly on a stone
floor. He sat up dizzily, his senses swiimming.
In the black darkness he could see nothing.

but he knew that he was not alone  The
musical, cultivated voice was heard.

“Take him down!™

“To the water cellar, guv'nor?”

“Yes"

Drake was selved and dragged alonz.  He
clattered down dirty, foul stone sieps, stiil in

the darkness. There was a sudden gicam of
light from sbove from an electric toreh in
the hand of Dr. Dumaresq Weird., It zhowed
to the boy's dizzy cyes tlhc dirty wet steps.
the walls reeking with moisture. A door was
opened, and he was flung into a dump, foui-
smelling cellar.

The lean flgure stood over the bey ns he
lay in the mud. The electric light gleamed
down on him, leaving in darkoess the man
who held it. The cool, drawling voice came
fram the darknezsa behind the Jamp.

"Who are you?"

Drake did not answer,

“I think I can guess.,” The voice was still
musical. “I have seen you only once with
Ferrers Locke, but 1 never forget faces. You
have yet to learn your business, Masicr
Drake.  Unfortunately, you will not live to
learn it. For three dayz you have watched
my house—till I gave you an opportunity to
follow me herc!” Dr. Weird laughed softly.

“Here ends your shadowing, Master Drake!
Ferrers Locke will wait long for your report !

The light disappeared ; there was a sound of
Drake staggered np; a
in

retreating footsteps.
door slammed, and he heard a bolt shot.
black darkness he stood panting, will sw
ming head, and through the deep sileree thet
had fallen there came to his ears tie zouml
of running water. There was waler in tiwe
cellar. It was round his feet-—it was alreads
rising over his ankles.

A chill of Wack despair came over hin. He
shouted, but only the dull echo of hiz voice
answered him. HMe leaned against the slimy
wall panting, with the gurgle of the incoming
water in his ears. It was round his knoes
now—icy, swishing. and rising —riging fast!

THE END,
(Another hreathiesziy theillivg  yare

ol

tie world-fumous detective next weel:)
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Save Money,

Time and Trouble

by doing the Home Jobs
Yourself.

You can learn how from

THE
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way of doing over 400 jo
pocket, hut give you hours of amusenent.
MECHANIC " you can never spend a dull evening, You will have not
ore, but hundreds of hobbies to choose from, and you will be able to
make a suecess of them all.

Learn the Working Principles
of these Trades.

BOOT AND SHOE MAKING,
WO00D WORKING, METAL WORK,

Wircless telegraphy—Electrical jobbing—Accumulators for clectric light
—Testing acenmulators—Amalgamating zinc—An aquarium with mrating
apparatus—Adjusting ball valves—Making a glycerine barometer and
various other baromelers—A constant bichromate battery—Loelanché
battery — Beammontage — To make a Blériot maodel fiyer — Blowpipe
silation—The cramping action of bolts—Boring lathes—Drilling
brass-finisher's lathe—=Buhl work—A bull-uosed plane=
allipers—To make a Canadian canoe—Glass capillary
- capstan  lathe—Cartesing  diver—Case-hardening—Ornamental
coment work—Chamfering, hardening, and tompering chisels=Cistern
barometers—A coaster hub=—Colouring copper—An clectric reading-lamp
5—E1f:--trr»|1mgm-lin wavea—Overhauling a motor-car engine—A Fitzroy
harometer—Model flyers of many kinds—Conereto floors—Choked flues—
Fumigating furniture—Galvanising—Inlaying of many kinds—Colouring
metals—Hektographs—Testing room for dampness—Using the micrometer
—Gramophone necdles—Glazing paint—To take paper easts from plaster
models—Electrie  pole-finders—Making a  printing  press—Gramophone
records—Scagliola artificial marble making—Scence painting=Lacqueriug
tin—To make a vase from a tumbler, ete., ete.; also—

“ THE MOTOR CYCLE ” says :—

“In this work we come across special articles which should interest
our readers, such as those on Filing Serew-cutting, whether by lathe
or by hand, Ilow to Use Spanne
article on the Overhauling of t Motor
Cyele, Taper Turning, Home-made Drilling chines, Emery Discs,
Hobs and \\hee}x. Hardening—and one on Pl! g up a Workshop for
Motor Repairs. The motorist will find much to learn from this
well-written and w:pmunl\ -illustrated work, Vo have had a
copy of ‘ The Amateur Mechanie' in our possession for some
years, and many useful hints and tips have been gathered from it

It should find a place in the library of every practical motor-cyelist.”

SENT FREE.

An illustrated houkll‘t telling ¥ou more about (his great money-saver
and showing s en lessons and some of the 6,000 illustrations. It
alsa tells you huv. you can get it at once by paying asmall initial payment.
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may find & good stamp in a cheap packet, But w not wiake sure by
sonding for BLUE LABEL APPROVALS & SEE BEFORE YOU BUY ?
MINYT PICTORIAL STAMPS FREE 3
witheve-vfirst order.—H. L. CORY ¥, 10. Wave Crost. Whitstable Kent.

POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY'!

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Lid. (U.J.B. Dept.),
96, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.

Please semd me, without charge,

your Free 'th-n:ltcd ]'!rm'kld-t
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IC."” also information as te ynur offer (o
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NERVOUS FEARS

How many people fear mecting others, travelling in Trains,

Tr:
or

ruination to any man or woman's chance of success in life.
Nerve-Strong, Self-Confident,

ams, Tubes, or Buses, mixing in Society, going into a Restaurant,
of having anything important to do. Such Nervous Fears are
Become
Bright and IHappy, by sending im-

mediately 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve

Strenglhemng
REFUNDED.—GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH,

GUARANTEED CURE
LTD.,

OR  MONEY
543, [Imperial

Treatment.

Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

GREAT MUSIGAL DISGOVERY.

=22 A BRITISH INVENTION.
A Pocket Instrument that plays
in all keys as perfectly as a violin
without the laborions study of
seales.  The only British.made
PocketInstrumenton the market.
Post {ree, with full instructions.
1/9. Better gquality 2/9, from

Range 3} Octaves.
THE GHELLAPHOKE CO. (Dept. 33), HUDDERSFIELD

YOURS For

This handsome [ull-sized Gent's Lever
Watch sent upon receipt of 1/, After
approval send 1 /- more, the balance may
then be Emd by 6mo thly nstalments of
2l-each. Guaranteed 5 years. Chain
off. red Free wuh every wiltch.

returncd in Fu!l { dissatished. Send 1/-
aow to Simpson's Ltd. (Dept, 2 )
7 94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sugsex

WHY BE SH 0 RT  oitnicncs tho Girvan Stientitic Troatumont

at

Carried ont iu your ewr home, quite pri
provement in your appearance. Students report
i1 axc.  dou will work, oat, <:nd sleep better.  Send
alars Jh[l £100 ;:l::\r1ntel. to ENQUIRY DEPT, ALM. j
JEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4,

unee. tely. Your friends will

11 Handy Sized Tools 1/3 Only.

JPost. 4d.) WERE §/6. Hammner, Etc., as shown,
ielight or money back. FREE 1llus. Catalogue.
Big Bargains, 7d. to 77/6, Cash or 1/- week,payable
¢i.fortnightly. Watehes, Clocks, Accordeons, Toys.
PAIN'G PRESENTS HOUSE (Dept. 5G), HASTINGS.

?301!2 CINEMATOGRAPHS.—Muchines from 7/6;
Desk K, Dean Cinema

3 with Take-up, from
Large Stock of Films, Sample Film, 1/-, post free. Lists free, —
‘0., 94, Drayton Avenue, W. Ealing, Londen, W.13.

FUN FOR ALL!

eto.

¥—Ventriloquist’s Voice Instrument. Invisible,
Astomishes, Mystifies.  Imitate Birds, Beasts,

1/- P.O. (Ventriloquism Treatise included), —Ideal Co., Clevedon, Som.
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BOYS!

REAL ENGINEERING. The reason. why
you can do such extraordinary things with
Meccano is that every part of it is a real
engineering piece—all perfectly designed and
accurately made.

FULL INSTRUCTIONS. A big illustrated
Book of Instructions goes with each Outfit,
making everything perfectly clear. No study
necessary.

Bigger Meccano Outfits This Year
New Parts Added : Splendid New Models

FREE TO BOYS

A Splendid New Meccano Book
This is 8 beautitul new book which
shows boys how to enjoy cvery
minute of their leisure hours. It is
beautifully illustrated, and explains
in a simple way the joys of Meccano.

How to Get a Free Copy.
Just show this page to three chums
and send us their names and ad-
dresses with your own. Put No, 35
after your name for reference.

GRAND £250 PRIZE COMPETITION

Thiscontest brings golden opportunities to brainy inventive boys.
Write us for particulars or ask your dealer for an entry form.

MECCANO LIMITED :

YOU CAN BUILD THIS WONDERFUL CRANE WITH

MECCANO

APERFECT CRANE one day, a splendid transporter bridge the next, then a wonderful tower with
a running elevator, and so you go on every day for a year without once repeating a model,

BINNS ROAD :

can build
this

wonderful

Revoloing

Crane.

LlVERPOOL_

RHEUMATISM

CURED IN 3 DAYS.

Mr. Florent Fissore, the well-known Anglo-
Indian Correspondeul, writes: @

“ Dorset Square, London, ¥

*Dear Sirs,—For many years 1 have suffered
acuiely fron’ Rheumatism contracted In India,
\vhlrh left me unfit for work and nearly crippled

me.

“Defore I commenced Urace, T_had been help-
less for some weeks, In three days I was able to
get out, and have since completely recovered, I
am mnow in much betier health than for many
Years past —Yours truly.

“FLORENT FIsSORE.'

URACE DISSOLVES AND DRIVES UUI Uhlu AUID.

TRACE, and UKRACE -alone, can cure rheumatism, Nothing is more
certain than that. It cures on a new and common-sense principle, It
directly at acks the canse of rhemmatism—uric acid—dissolves and expels
the urie acid from the sys em, and prevenls its reappearauce. Thav is
why it CURES AND CURES QUICKI

'3, 3=, and 5/- per box, fr Toots, T|rnnl!|\ White & Co., Taylor's, and
all Chemists and Stores, \li direct from the URAU I‘ Luburatories, 89, Woburn

TIouse Store Stresl, W U1,

per box.
T ABI_X- Boots and

all Chemists
and Stores.

THe ACKNOWLEDGED REMEDY FOR

Neuralgia Cramp Nerve Pains
Lumbago Rheumatism Kidney Troubles
Gout Backache Sciatica

Our Funny Novelty, causing roars of laughter,

FREB FUN FRREE to all gemding 1/-_for 70 Cute Conjuring

Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catchy Coiu Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles. 18 Games, 10 Funny Readings
& Funny Ihtual . 21 Monclogues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secr J
Yentriloquis B and 1,001 Stupendons Attractions.  Thousands de.
lighted | tre: [] 1L HUG HES, 15, Wood St,, Edgbaston, l!!r:r::m..hum

CUT THIS OUT

The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.
8Scod 7 of thesé coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fl2et Strees, Londaon., E.C.4  You will receive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Flect Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Mediwm, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, tho price is 3/9, 24, being
allowed for each extra coupon up to 6. (Pucket Clip, 4d.)  Satisfuction
uarautced or cash returned, bpcua[ New Offer—Your own name ju gilt

sliers on either pen for 1/- ¢

Lever Self-Filing Mouel, with Safety Cap, 2/. extra.
NN

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS
AND FILMS.

Send for New Free Illustrated List of Machines,
Toy and Professional, from 10/6 upwards, and
Acvcessorics, Films, all lengths, for Sale or Exchange.
Enquirics Invited.

FORD'S, Dept. A.P.,

y 13, Red Lion Sauare, London, W.C. 1,

Y MONTH"™ FREE

"TUTOR
Easy to learn, easy to play.

Price
35/+ on Easy Terms,

Send 4/- now
for one of these Famous sweet-toned
Coliseum Accordeons and promise 4/-
nonthly, Satisfaction or deposit re-
funded.  Scud 4/- NOW.-MASTERS,
-TD,, 19. HOPE STORES, RYE.

no E BULL'ED [—Learn the Wonderful Japanese
N T B Art of Self-Defence withour
Weapons. For small boys and men lalsn women}. Send NOW Four
l-'{‘nny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or

3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept. M.G., SCHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31;Golden Sqg., Regent St., London, W.1. Personal Luition also given,

CURLY EAIR!

SUMMERS’ ' CURLIT " CURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR! 1/5,2/6.

Gold ~Medal Diploma.  Thousauds ‘lestiinonials,  Proof sent,—

SUMMERS (Dept. M.T.), 34, CANNON PLACE, BRIGHTON.
Sporting Goods, which will be gent

D Ho' free. —FRANK CLARKE, Crown

Works, 6, Whittall Street, Birmingham.
STOP STAMMERING ! Sui0. 72 s 2 Faabid s

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMFPFTON :s.ow.l LONDON, W.C.1.
MAGIG Tnlc"s etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist's
§ dustrument, Invisible. Imitate Birds,
Pricedd.cach,4forlf-—T.W.larrizon, 239, Pentonville Rd.,London,N.1,
1B-11-22
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