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Alwoays glad lo hiear from you, chums, so drop wre a line Lo the follow oddress »
The Editor, The * Magnet ™ I.ibmry,iha A { -

READY FOR A CHEERY CHAT? THEN-

.

& Fregs, Lid.,, The F

House, Farringdon Sirecet, London, B.C.4,

ERE'S a big pile of léfters on my
desk to-day, all from readers.
Bo I think the best thing I can
do is to start off answering somse
of them right awsy. The first cne is
very interesting, for it comes from

A READER OF THIRTY,

who etill takes the MaguET every weelk
and, to use his own words, looks forward
with pleasure to his weekly visit to Grey-
friara. He has taken the MaoneET slmost
larly since 1914, which is something

of a record.
He hands me so many bouquets in his
letter that I feel quite flattered—and I
am certain that Frank Richards will be,

alsc, when I show him the leiter., Here
18 an extract : * The school and the
characters really do ssem to exist. One

really feels that thers is such & echool in
the heart of Kent." My reader ales makes
some  excellent eations regarding
future stories, which I will bear in mind
and mention to Frank Richards.

I am very pleased, indeed, to know that
the MAGNET continuea to interest a reader
who still delighta in our healthy storica,
even though he is thirty years of age,
and I hopo it will continue to give lnm
pleagure for vears to ocome. Needless
to say, I shall be most happy to hear from
any other reader who h&a]'?wan a supportor
of ours for so long.

WHY ARE SBAILORS TATTOOQED ?

18 the curious guestion which D. M., of
Lavenshulmse, hester, asks me. Well
there is no real reason for them fo be
tattoced, although most of them are.
It's just a tradition which has been handed
down from the old days of the " wooden
walls,”” Bailors used to while away the
time by drawing designs on their arms,
then pricking theta in with a needls,
and rubbing der into the perforated
flesh. Nowadays, of course, they get
tattooed by professional tattooists, w%a
are to be found in any seaport. But the
moat expert tattoo artista are found ouk
East, in China and Japan., Tattoo marks,
needlese Lo say, provide a useful means of
identifying men.

HE next lettor, which comea from
3. C., of London, osks me o
gueation concerning

AN OUT-OF-DATE MODE OF
TRAVELLING.

He wanta to know if it ia possible to hire
& trioyele. Yee, it's guite poesible, but
I am afraid he will it difficult to
discover a frm which stocks trieycles for
hiring, Tricyclea are very old-fashioned,
and there is not much demand for them
nowadays. If my reader wishes to buy a
trieycle, ho could obtain one from any
large London store, or from any bicyele
firma. But if he merely wishes to hire one,
he will have to discover some small desler
who has one which he is willing to let
oubk by the day or week. I should
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imagine this would cost three or four
shiltings o day.

Another resder, who did not sign his
letter, asks me a few questions

CONCERNING THE DO X.

He wanta to know if this famous fiving-
boat has anything to do with Ewitzar{ang.
No. Frobably my chum thinks she has,
beconuse her trial flights were carried out
over Lake Constance. But this lake is
tly in Germany, the country to which

o X belongs.
He also asks whether Switzerland has
& standing army, an air force, and a navy.
The Bwiss army is a National Militia
which consieta of 45,000 men, and has
an estimated war strength of 250,000
men. Bhe has an air force of 200 planes,
but Lhaz ne r BAEVY. Thera are,
however, patrol boata on Lake Constanes,
but these are mainly for guarding againet

sruggling and the like,
Iglgriapﬂ- the following details of the
interest this reader

Dornier Do X ms
and othera. From tail to tip ghe measures

150 feet. T!:Ea acinal wings are 10 fect
thick. Bhe is constructed entirely of
steel, and weigha 34 topns. Hhe has 12

Er;.ginﬂa, and oarries a crew which consists
of & captain, two pilots, an engineer, And
soveral mechanics. On one occasion ghe
carried-no fewer than 170 people.

b ONSTANT READER,” who
gives no address, wants me to
tell him

HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER

in the Royal Navy. If he asks at his
local office, they will give him a
booklev entitled : “How to Join the
Royal Navy.” This will tell him every-
thing ke wishes to know concerning tha
régulations for entering, and the conditions
of service. Or ho can write direct to the
E%mtar of Reeruiting, Whitehall, London,

"As he has had a secondary education,
he should have no difficulty in passing
the entry examination, and, once he has
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BOOKS, PENKNIVES and
POCKET WALLETS offered
for storyettes and Greyfriars
limericks, All efforts to be
sent to;

¢j/o MAGNET,
'Ep Carmelile Sh"ﬂﬂ,
London, E.0. 4 (Cemp. ).

DON'T MISS THIS
OFPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFUL!
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joined up, he will havoe every
opportunity of advancing
himself, and probably work-
ing his way up to receiving
acommission. I am assum-
ing, of courss, thet he is

hyaically Gt If he ia not;

& will be unable to join the
Eﬁ Navy.

s snyvbody know

HOW TO PLAY
“ FIVE-TEN ** ¢

L. K. Rundle, of Black-
heath, has asked me for the
rulee of the pame, snd I
must confess that I don't
konow. He has mads inquiries
at several large toy shops
] and can’t get the informa-
tion he requires. So, if any reader can
angwer this query, I will be pleased to

pass on the information to my Blackheath
chum.,

I have received a very interssting letter
from R. B. Brown, of Dartford, in which
he asks me to recomunsend another
school-story paper to read besides TEE
Maawer. That's easy. My chum—and
other Megnetites—cannot do better than
read the * Gem," published every Wed.
nesday, price 2d. For iostance, this
weel's story,

“THE 5T, JIM'S M :NAGERIE,”

give you endless enjoyment and
Iaugis. It features Tom Merry and Co.,
of Jim's—they appear every week in
the long complete vou will
take an instant Iiging to thess jolly,
irrepressible schoolboysa,

will

Bpace ig running short again. There's
just room for this joke, which earns o
useful £o¢k¢t kyife for * Regular Reader,’:
of 28, Lowden, Chippenham, Wilts.

Johnny {tc his Irlend
Bobby): " During ihe
holldays I gained fourteen
ponnds | *?

Bobby: ' Go
on, yoeu can't
kid me [ ™

“* Yes, I did. You

Johony :
sag, I swallowed 2 plum and
galned & sfona I ™

——

HEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME.

IKING in the jungle! That

H gounds wvory thrilling—and is,

although it's & remote possi-

bility for most of us. Tramping

the peaceful English countryside ia far

more probable. BHut you can cortainly

experience the thrill and adventurs of

jungle hiké:g]??m mtﬁing Fr?nk Richards'

ippi ok- complate story in
ﬁﬁtpﬁurday‘s isEuﬂ-, ﬁntiti-:l 5

** THE JBNGLE HIKERS ! **

Thrill fellows thrill, and fun follows
fun, for Harry Wharton & Co,—and you.
Take it from e, chums, you'll thoroughly
enjoy this yarmn from firat line to last, so
maks absolutely certain of your copy
of next weck's MAGNET.

High, Low, and Nippy, the amusing

uncher pals of the Wild West who have
ome t favourites with all readers,

" take the feld” in anocther spot of
humorous snd thrilling adventure. How
thay “ dish ™ & ¢rook over somo dymamite
and help & chum, makes excellont reading.

Then, of courss, there is another full-
of-laughs igsue of the ** Greyiriara Herald,?
readers’ and limericks, and to
complete this wsplendid issue, & chat

with
YOUR EDITOR,



_l_I_hRRY WHARTON & CO. IN AFRICA—THRILLIKG HﬂLIDAY—ﬂDVEHTUHE_YAHH.

By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Camp in Kenya !
ripping [ said Bob Cherry.

T o EH, be
“Toppmg ! said _rry
Wharton,

“The topfulness,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, ™ 15 terrifie I

The chums of the Cre frinrs Remove
broathed in deep breath: of the keen
upiand air,

They were far encugh away Ifrom
Greyiriars now—seven thousand miles,
to be precise, ) .

The bright morning sun was rising
over the forests of Maszalindi, in Eenyva
Colongy. )

The camp was astir,

Harry Wharton & Co.
curncd out scon after dawn.
They were “on safuri " in the
back-country of Kenva, and
not disposed to  waste the
golden hours. .

Only one member of the Greyiriars
porty remained in the tent. The deep
and resonant snore which proceeded
from the tent told that it was Billy
Bunter. .

Bunter did not see gefting up at dawn,

1f a holiday did not mean slacking in
bed in the morning, Billy Bunter would
have liked to know what it jolly well
did mean! .

Harty Wharton & Co. found their
holiday trip to Africa delightful. Billy
Bunter found it rather beastly. But
there was at least one thing to be said
for Kenya., ‘There was no rising-bell
thera! )

%o Bunter snored on happily.

in 2

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled cheerily
round the camp in the forest. The
native porters wers all up, the native
cook was preparing breakfast, and Kiko-
lobe, the tall Kikuyu guide and hunter,
was giving the finishing touches to the
skin of the lion that had been kilied
overptzht,

“Who would think,” =aid Frank
Nugent, “that we're right on the giddy
Equator here ™

It was difficult for the chums of the
Remove to believe that they were on
the Faouator itself-—their surroundings
were anything but equatorial.

Sold into slavery is the fate that awaits Harry
Wharton & Co. if their enemy’s scheme of

vengeance is sucecessful,

That, of course, was due to the height
of the Kenya uplands. )

It was o healthr and invigorating
country; guite different from what they
had expected of Equatorial Africa.

“Might be walking on the jolly old
line itzelf this very minute !” remarked
Johnny DBull,

There was a sound of a gong from
the camp.

“That's brekker,” said Bob Cherry.
“I'm ready for it. This jolly old air
makes a fellow hungry.™

The juniors walked back into camp.

I'rom the temt the snore of Bally
Bunter still rolled, like the rumble of
distant thunder, Bome of the Swahilt

RICHARDS.

poricrs glanced towards the tent and
grinned, as if entertained by Bunter's
nazal effects.

Bob Cherry tramped into the tent.

*“ Halle, hallo, hallo!” he reoared.
“Wake up, Bunler ™
Snore !

Bob Cherry's powerful voice, at close
guarters, might have awakened Rip Van
Winkle. But it did not scem to oalect
William George Bunter. Bunter snored
on rexardless.

“Bunter ! bawled Bob.

Snore!

“ Brekker, old fat man ™

Bnore !

“If ryou don't turn out,
Fatty, you'll miss brekker!"

“I jolly well shan't miss
brekker, you beast!” came a
voiee from the blankets. “ ¥ou
can jolly well wait for me, vou

beast 1
“0Oh, you're awake, are Foul
chuckled Bob.
Bnore |
“ Bunter, you ass——"
Snore !

“Turn out, you fat dummmy ™

Snore !

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh put =
dusky face into the tent, with a cheery
grin on 1t

“Tend a hand to roll Bunter out,
Inkv,” said Dol

“M:.r’ estecmed Bob, is that a snalke

O
“Wha-a-at ¥
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“¥s thaf an esteemed snoke crawling
over Bunter's blanketsi”

* Yarooooooh I

Blankets few far and wide as
William George Bunter +leaped io his
feet. He grabhed hia acles,
jammed them on his fat little nose, and
i:!inkﬂ:l round him in wild alarm.

“¥ gay, you fellows! Kcop itoff! Oh
crikey 1" 1

Billy Bunter did not sce the snake—if
any! DBui ho did not want to sce it
He disliked snakes.

He made & wild rush to escape from
the tent.

Crash ! .

As Hurree Jomset Ram BSingh was
still grinning & dusky grin in the open-
inyr of tho tent, und as he had no time
10 escaps that suedden charge, Le re-
ceived the full benefit of it.

Bunter smote him like a battering-
ram.

“Whooop |” yelled the mabob, as he
spun aver,

Bump ! _

Hurres Jumset Bam Bingh was dis-
tributed on thoe earth. billy Bunter
stumbled over him, and came down wilh
o orash, .

“Dooopogh 1 came in agonised lonecs
from tho hapless nabeb, as Bunter's
weight landed on him. * Woooooogh !V

“Ha, ha, ha !

“7 gay, vou fellows, keep that snake
off 1* yelled Bunter. “XKill it! Knock
it on tho head! Jump on it! Smithy,
you beast, jump on that snake !”

The Bounder chuckled. .

“] ean gee myzelf jumping on a
snake I he remarked.

“Reast] Wharton, get hold of that
snake—"" s

“ Oooogh | Dr;% that estcemed idioct
off 1" gaszped urree  Jamset Ram
Singh. “IP am terrifically winded 1™

“Ha, ha, ha I

“Keep tfmt. snoka off 1" yelled Bunter.

“You silly owl!” roared Bob Cherry.
“There isn't any snake! Inky wus only
pulling your silly leg, you fat chump, to
make you turn out of bed, you howling
bandersnatch I

“(Oh ! gasped Bunter.

“Gerroff [ vgnsped Hurrco Jamset
Eam Singh. ith Dunter’'s uncommon
avoirdupois sprawling over him, the
nabolb was pinned to the ground. He
wriggled rather like & worm under o
whe&{ “Ow! Draggimoff! Oooogh!

* Ha, ha, ha I” ]

“ Beast ! gasped Bunter. “Pulling &
fellow's leg! jolly well knew there
wasn’t & snake! ¥ah!”

“Gerrofl 1

Bunter was in no hurry to get off.
He had sat up, and he was silting on
Hurres Jamset Bam Singh's chest.  The
glim nebob almost disappeared from
sight under Bunter's exiensive circum-
ference, He moaned under the erushing
weight, which seemed te him at that
moment like Pelion piled on Osea.

Bob Cherry came out of the tent
chuckling.

“It's agll right, you fat duffer, therc’s
no snake! If wou weren't a fat,
frightened, foozling funk—"

“¥ah! T jolly well knew there wasn't
a snake! Benst!™

“Ow! Gerroff!” .

Buater settled down as heavily os he
could. His idea was to make the playful
nabob sorry for his little joke. There
wos a gasp from Inky like eir cscaping
from a punctured tyre.

* (tooooooogh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

The next moment there waz a fiendish
vell from Billy Bunter. Hurree Singh,
fortunately, had a pin about him. and
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he remembered it—and used i Billy
Bunter bounded into the air.

“Yarooh ! I'm bitten] Tt was &
enska! 1 say, you fellows, I'm bitten
by & snake! Helpl”

urree Jamset Ram Singh staprered
gg. Billy Bunter rolled end roared.
hat sudden nip in o fat leg had con-
vinced him that there was, after all, a
snake.
du-:tHE]lPr:E'rmmd!EinmE “Bend for a
or G000 'm bitten—dyin
dead! Yarocoooh|" %=

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, you beasts! I tall
bitten 1" shricked Bunter. *

on I'm
falt his

fearful fangs in leg ¥
“Ha, ha, M”m e
“ Help ! Cackling while & fellow’s

dying of snake-bitel Oh,
rotters! Send for e doctor

Kikolobo, the Kikuyu hunter, ap-

roached the spot. He stared at
dunter, and looked round at the chuck-
ling juniors.

“O Bwana.”” he eoid, addressing
Herbert Vernon-S:mith, “what is the
trouble of the Small Fat One?”

“Funk 1" cxplained the DBounder.
“Inky’s stuck a pin in him, apd he
thinks it's snake-bite,™

““Ha, ha, ha!* yelled the juniors.

'];‘11-3 grave IKikuyu grinned.

Jyou awful

"“A-a-a pin 1 stuttered Bunter, "Oh,
vou rotters! I—I jolly well knew it
wasn't & snake-hite! Beasts[*

The fat junior scrambled wp., Now

that bhe knew that it was omly a pin-
rick, he realizéd that he was not dying!
2 glared round at the hilarious juniara
with 8 glare that almost eracked his

spectacles,

“Brekker,” said Harry Wharton,
l&u?hmg. “Better buck up, Bunterl
We're breaking camp in half an bhour.”

“Boast 1 . ,

Bunter plunged into the tent for his
clothes,

At breakfost, the fat face of the Owl
of the Remova was morose, conkrasti
with the cheery viss round him. Ba
it gradually cleared. The food was

, and it was ample. By the time he
ﬁad eaten as much as three of the other
fellows, Billy Bunter was looking much
less morose. B:Er the time he had eaten
as much as all six, he was smiling. After
which his podgy visage was quite happy
and contented as he continued to pack
away the foodstuffs.

—— e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Bunter Locks for Trouble !

i SAY you [ellowge—"
E “ Buck up, Bunter |
“Look here—""

“"We've pot to start, you fal-
head 1" said the Bounder irritably. “ Do
vou want to be left behind, you ass§"’

Billy Bunter fixed his hi% spectacles
on Herbert Vernon-S8mith. He fixed his
withering gaze first on the Bounder's
face, then allowed it to travel down to
Smithy's fect, then up sgain to 3mithy's
face, This was what Bunter called look-
ing a fellow wp and down, and the effect
ehould have been almost annihilating.

Bmithy, however, did not seem anni-
hilated. Hs stared at Bunter, ;

“What the thump sare you making
faces at ™ he demanded.

“Why, you—you beast!”
DBunter,

“Get ready to start, you fat duffer!

We're on safari, not lounging about in
ihe Hemove passage at Greyfriara
snapped the Bounder. ;
"?d better put this plain, Vernon-
Smith,"” said Bunter, with a great deal
of dignity. “I consented to join this
party for the vacation—->"

gasped

THE MAGNET

*“You mean you landed vourself on me
for the hels!” soapped Vernon-Smith,
“1 know I was & fool to let you do it.™

“Beast! I supposed that we should
stop 1n Nairobi, and have a good time,"
seid Bunter. "Then you hike off to a
beastly plantation a hundred miles from
everywhere; mnd then it turns out that
Mr. Vernon-Smith is staying at the
plantation, and we're going mocoching
about in the forests while he's getiing
his blessed business through, and—"

“Are you wound up "’

1 don’t mind going on safari, if it
comes to that,” seid Bunter, * In fact,
I'm preparcd to look after you fellows,
and protect you, and all that; seo you
safe from ltons and cannibals and things,
But there's one thing that's got to be
clearly understood, I've got to have a
rest after meals, I refuse—distinetly
refuse—to ecxert myself immediately
after & meal, I'll bo ready to start in
an hour.”

" We shall be miles away in the forest
in an hour, fathead,” said Bob Cherry.

“ ¥ gh | : g

“Oh, kick him !* said Jochnny Bull.

I e

: ava your horse got ready,
Bunter,” zaid the Bounder, *and {f
you're not ready I'll tell the E".iku;.ru to
stick you om it and tie you there.

“ Rotter ™

With that threat, the Bounder stalked
away. The other fellows went to make
their preparations for the march. A
safari, or hunting trip, in Eenye implied
some exertion, and the chums of the
Remove wera quite ready to exert them-
selves, Not so William George Bunter!
Exertion never had appealed to Bunter;
the strenuvous life had no eall for him.
Eszpecially after u meal did Bunter dis-
like exertion, and still more especiall
after such a meal g3 he had just packe
away.

He blinked seornfully and indignantly
after the juniors through his big
spectacles.

He had been furned out of bed carly—
a8 early as at school. Now he was ex-
pected to travel without even & rest after
brekker! Bunter was not the man to
stand it.

He rolled awagy. -

All the other fellows being busily ocon-
pied, they had no ﬁg&& EﬁrgBilljr ﬁuuter
at the moment. unfer disappeared
among the trees that surrounded the

comp.

Certainly Harrr Wharton & Co. would
never have suspected DBunter of an in-
tention to wander away from the camp.
There were lions in the f{orests of
Masalindi, and Bunter’s uneassy eyes

wers pr&‘fared to see o lion in eve
bush, and a vannibal in every tuft o
grass,

But it was said of old that fools rush
in where angels {ear to tread. NMNone of
the other fellows would have been reck-
less enough to wander from the camp,
and Bunter's faults, though their name
was legion, assuredly did not include
recklessness. ]

Bunter did not intend to wander far.
His idea was simply to %ﬂ out of sight
of the other fellows, eurl himself up in
a bush, and go lo sleep. He was nof
going far enough to fall into danger. He
was simply going to exercise his un-
doubted right of resting after a meal,
and keeping the safari waiting while
did so.

With a grin on his fat face, the Owl
of the Romove blinked round for a com-
fortable spot for & nap. ;

Oneo among the tall, massive trees
that grew thickly round the camp,
Bunter was out of sight, It did not
ocour to his fat and fatuous brain that
he was likely to loss himself when he
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was once oub of sight of the camp. as
a matter of fact, as scon as the trees
closed in behind him, Bunter was
already lost, though he was still within
pound of a call.

But a3 he rolled on, rooting about for
& comfortable spot to curl up in, he
passed out of hearing of a eall, though
atill blissfully unconscious of the fact,

Heo had not the slizhtest doubt that ho
could, at any moment he chose, walk
straight back to the camp. Neither did
h;: doubt that the safari would wait for

.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, perhaps, might
be irritated enough fo go on and leave
him behind; but even if he did, Bunter
was well aware that Harry Wharton &
Co. would not do so. They would be
irritated, annoyed, angry; but they
would not abandon him in the primeval
forost, For their
irritation, nnﬁer, and

BNNOYANCE, unter
cared no more than
he ocared for the
trouble he was
giving. Al he cared
ahout was a rest and
a hap after his
strenuous  exertions
at breakfast.

He grinned cheer-
fully ns he came on
o soft pateh of
herbage, shadowed
by thick, tall bushes,
among  the giant
trecs. It was a cosy
and comfortable spot,
well screened from
any beasts who might
come out looking for
him with the inten-
tion of kicking him
back to camp.

Bunter sgueezed
thraugh the buslk,
and s=ettled down on
that cosy, soft spotb,
completely out of
sight, with a fat,
contented grin on his
face.

He lIaid hkis fat
person down, rested
a fat head on & fat
arny, and closed his
eyes behind his big
spectacles.

In another minute
he would have been
asleep; but, as ik
happened, he was
not the only creature
in that ehady, cosy
spot. There wera
others — gome of
them winged, and
som2? of them manylegged. Bill
Bunter's eyes opened again, quite ﬁud}:
denly, as he felt something tickling his
fat Little nose.

“ Ooooh I* he gasped, os he shook of
8 hideous beetle,

He sat up.

Thiz was not so nice as it had looked.
Baveral other beotles were to be seen,
crawling among the roots. Insccts
buzzed and hummed, and some of them
secmed to be taking o fancy io Bunter's
fat cars.

Bleep ponerally eame ensily to William
CGeorge Bunter; but it did not seem
ecasy now. He wished that he had
brought & mosquito-net with him, Tt
was Bunier's way to think of things too
late.

It was all the fault of those beasts,
Harry Wharton & Co. But for their
inconsiderate selfishness, Dilly Bunter

might have been fteking a comfortabila
nap in the tent in camp.

. He sat 1!*41111? back agninst a trunk
in the bush. He closed his cyes onco
more; but he opened them again as
something fickled behind a 1-gu.l; ear,
With a ruthless fat hand, he slew o

buzzing inseck.

It was long, long minutes before Billy
Bunter was able to settle down to repose.
Heo settled down at last, in spite of the
1n3ceis.

But Bunter was not destined to sleep.

He was just nodding off, when a
rustle near at hand startled him into
wide wakefulness.

The thought of lions rushed into his
mind. Then, through the dusky bush,
came the sound of a mutierifg voics:

“Ach! Ach|”

, .’13!““" started, and then sat very
still.

IHe had heard that harsh, guttural
voice somewhere befora. “glt-h his
startled oyes almost bulging through his
big spectacles, he 3tarcg at an opening
LI} the bush almost directly in front of

N,

. Through that opening a face was look-
l_t'l%| at him—a dark, swarthy face, with
light blue eyes in strange contrast with
the darkness of the skin. :

Bunter blinked at it in terror.

He remembered that face—the dark
face of Ludwig Krantz, the half-Arnb
German, whom the Greyiriars juniors
had ot fleeing from the askaris, on
tho outskirts of Nairobi.

Once cince that day Bunter had
fanciod that he had seen the face of the
half-blood outeast, pecring at the car
which carried the juniors and Nlr,
Vernon-Binith to the Milsom plantation,

5

He had forgolten it since; forgolten,
indecd, the existence of the ruffian.

He was painfully reminded of it now.

With a slow, savage grin on his dark
face, a fhttcr in hig light blue eyes,
Ludwig Iirantz stepped through the bush
and stood in front of the terrified Owl
of Greviriars.

e il

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Slave Trader of Tanganyiks !
BILLY BUNTER did not stir.

‘He sat as if glued to the earth,
his eyes, through his big
spectacles, fnsl:c-nnﬁ on the faco

of the outeast, fascinated by tervor, like
a fat rabbit under the eves of a snake.
Lirantz made a gosture.
“Get up 1™ he snapped.

** My esteemeéu Bob,” snid Inky suddenly, **is that & snake crawling over Bunier's bed 7 *
“*Yarcoooh | " Enveloped in blankets the Owl of the Remove shot from the lizﬂd as if propelled by a spring.

Bunter did not move. His fat little
legs refused to support him; he sat
petrified.

Back into his fat mind came the terri-
fving details of that encounter on tho
road a few miles from Nairobi.

The hali-blood slave-trader, flocine
from the askaris, had scized Bunter's
rickshaw, and the Greyiriars fellows had
pmmEtI:.r handled him. They had got
the better of him, in spite of his
revolver, and the Bounder had thrashed
him soundly. He had fed, swearing
VOngeance.

It was only afterwards that the chums
had learned that Krantz wns a3 well
known, desperate character—a slave
trader in the interior of Africa, long
wanted by the authoritics in Kenya and
Ugnnda and Tanganyika.

¢ had Ned and escaped, and they had
never expocted to seo him again, though
THI M.I'I.EH-ET LIBﬂmT.'—'J. ":h ]-:,E-Egi
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Mr. Vernon-Smith hed beecn uneasy on
thot score.

Bunter knew now that it had been no
fancy when he had thought that he saw
thae dusky face watching the ear from
the trees, on the day they arrived at the
Milsom plantation.

Ho knew now that the half-blood
trader had not lost sight of the Urey-
frinrs party, and that he must have fol-
ewed them when they went on safari

His threats of vengeance had not been
empty words. Ie had not forgotten
his strugple with the Famous Five and
the thrashing he had reeeived [rom the
cane in the hand of Herberi Vernon-
Smith.

Evidently he had been lurking about
the camp in the Masalindi forest, and
had pow ecome on Bunter, wandering
away from the rest. The wreiched Owl
could guess that he had been looking
for such a chance.

From the bottom of his fat heart
Bunter repented of having stolen away
from the camp for that much-desired

LT3,

Me blinked at the slave-trader in
helpless terror.

“Get up I
. Krantz repeated the werds in a snarl-
ing voice, and his swarthy hand dropped
on the butt of the revelver in his belt,

Buntor mada an effort, and dropged
himself to his fect,

He stood tollering, his fat knees
knocking together. The African trader
surveyed him grimly.

“It was vou in the rickshaw that day
at Nairobi ! he said.

“0Oh! Naol” gasped Punter.

“Achl Do you think I do not know
Ton agIam 7 spared Kraniz.

“I=I assurc you it wasn’'t me " stam-

“Whai?ﬂ

"I--I wasn't there!” gosped Punter.
“I wazn't ip the rickshaw, Mr. Krantz!
Besides, I wanted to let you have it] I
—I was really down on the other fcllows
for chipping inl! I—I said to them
afterwards that—that I wished they'd
let that—that nico man have the rick-
shaw | And-—and—and I wasn't there at
-ﬂlﬂ, vou know. I was in Nairobi ot tho
tirme.

Kraniz stared at the fat junior.

Billy Bunter scemed to be rather a
new cxperience for the slave-trader of
Tanganyika,

“Ach himmel (" he ejaculated.

“I=1 hope yeu take my word!®
gasped Bunter. “I—I assure yon I
wasn't there! The—the fact i3, I've
never scen you before, and—and I don't
even know your pname i3 Krantz| I—
I've never heavd of you I

“Mein Gott |™

“"But I—I'm very pleased to meet
youl" groaned Dunter. “It—it's & real
pleasure, sir! D-d-do you mind if I go
naw '

“Htay whera you are, dummkepf

“(gcortainly | I—1'd hke to stay!”
groancd Bunter. “I—I lhike your com-
gmy, you know, You seem so—s0 nice |

ut—but the fellows are waiting to

Kl

start ;
“They will wait long for you, if they

wait,” sald Ludwig Krantz grimly.
“You-— What is your namei»

* Bub-bub-bub——="

“What

“Bub-bub-bub-Bunter ! gasped the
terrificd Owl., “I—I'm Biilly to my
friends! I—I-—1'd like you to—to ecall
me Billy.”

“Ach Gottl I thEIjr are all fright-
encd fools like this, T shail have littlo

mered Bunter. “N-n-nothing of the trouble. You, Bunter, you will come
gort, you know! It—1t was another with me."
fellow like me."” “I=I"dl be jolly pleased, only——"
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The light blue eyes glittered, and
Bunter gasped. “I—I mean, 'l M'I:u:t
T

E]If glad to come with you,
rentz.’

“You may come with me” said
Krantz, “or I will put a bullet through
our babbling head, and leave you here
or the jackals! Take wour choice.”

I—1—I want to come!” gasped
Bunter,

“You will be of little value ™ prunted
Krantz, “The others, yes—they are
strong and sturdy; they will fefch a
ood price. But you—you fat and

abby fool—"

e paused, as if undecided,

Bunter blinked at him in horror,

He knew that the man wos & slave
treder, and his words left no doubt as to
his intentions towards the Greyfriars
fellows. The half-Arab German was
bent on revenge; but with revenge he
planned to combine profit. There was &
market for white slaves in Central
Africa—and that was the fate ha
destined for the Greyfriars juniors, if he
could get thom into his hands|

He seemed to be doubtful whether it
was worth while, however, to burden
himzelf with the fat and Rabby Owl;
but if he decided not, Bunier had ne
hope that he would be foft safe and
sound. The ruffian’s hand was on the
butt of hiz revalver.

pi IG_'-I say—"" atut%-:md Bunter.

ive me no trouble, thon | grunted
the trader. " You fat fool, it Eaa nob
you for whom I was looking| But,
after all, you will feteh a pric., if only
for the cocking-pot |™

ﬂﬂw I!I

“Listen, fool! T have fcllowed tha
safari, watching dn'{ and night sinece you
leit the Milsom plantation. Yz it eus
pected that I have followed you 7
_ “No ! gasped Bunter. *“I1—T had no
idea-—nobody had— Oh dear! 3
wouldn’t have left the camp if—if—>

“Ach! No doubt that iz true!” said
Krantz, with a savage grin. “But 1
hava fﬂurpd the  watchfulness of
Kikolobo. The boy—what is his nome?
—he who beat me with the stick on
the road near Nairobii”

The light blue eyes burned as th
trader asked the gquestion. ¥

* Vernon-Simith I gasped Bunter,

“Vernon-S8mith I repeated Krantz,

grinding the namo between his dis-
coloured tecth. “I shall remember it}
Gowiss 1™

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter,

Evidently it was ths Bounder whom
the revengeful rufian was specially
geeking, in his pursuit of the safari.
The other fellews had handied the
raffian; but it was the Bounder whe had
beaten him like a dog. But the Bounder
was not likely to walk into his hands
as the wretched Owl had done,

“Komm " rapped out the trader.

Bunter groaned dismally,

He had a pretty clear idea that the
ruffians, if he could have got his hands
on the Bounder, would have c¢leared off,
leaving the rest of the safari alone. Bug
any member of the party who fell into
his hands whila he was sceking tho
Bounder, had no merey to expect.

“Hallo, hollo, hallo ™

A =udden shout rang and echoed
through tho forest. It was the voice of
Bob Cherry.

Bunter jumped.

Ilis friends were searching for him.

Bunter had had no doubb that they
would look for kim, and he had in-
tended to remain in cover, and let them
lnok as long as ihwey liked, till he had
had hiz precions nap!

Now he would have given all he pos-
sossed in the wide world to call back to
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them and let them koow where he was.
But bhe dared not utter a sound.,

One plunce from the gleaming Light
blue cyes was enough for lum. ke
shuddered and was silent.

At a sign from Kranitz he erouched
down iun the bush, The half Arab
trador eronched at his side,

“Haualio, hollo, hallo!”

* Bunter |

“Bunler! Buniy! DBunt!”

Voices called and echoed
forest. Bunter, silent, gquiverin
terror, crouched, the dusky ru
his side, and made no sound,

iy Lhe
with
an by

—— r—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Where Is Bunter !

boenr g IIEBRE'S that fat idiot?”
A “Where's that howiing
cllumP?”'
“Whera iz that terrific

and preposierous fathead ¥V

11l sealp hum 1

“I'll burst hime!™

“ Bother the fat chump!™

Harry ‘YWharton & Co. were wralhy.
The Bounder was savagely angry.

All was ready for the trele when Billy
Buoter was missed from the camp, The
horses were ready, the native porters
had taken up their loads; Kikolobo,
magnificent in monkey-skins, spear in
lhand, was ready to lead the way; and
the fattest and most useless member of
the party was not fo be found. The
Bounder angrily proposed to start, and
leave him fo follow if he liked; but even-
the Bounder was not guite in earnest,
Harry Wharton & Co., of course, did
not think for a moment of leaving
Bunter behind.

Left behind in the trackless forest,
Bunter certainly never would have been
geen again by human eyes, Bimba, the
lien, or T'iu, the leopard, might have
koown his ultimate fate. Exasperating
a5 the fat junior was, he could not be
left behind, though all the juniors pro-
mised themselves the pleasure of kick-
ipg him when he was found.

“Bunter! Bunty! Buat!” roared
Johnny Bull.
“Halle, hallo, halle!® bawled Bob

Cherry.

“Show up, you fat villain!" yelled
Wharton. .

But only the echoes of their wvoices
replied.  They had little doubt that
Bunter was within sound of their shout-
ing, as they had fellowed him some dis-
tance from the eamp, picking up here
and there soms traces of his passage
through the forest. Bnt those vague
traces were lost now, and they had no
doubt that he was keeping out of sight
intentionally, They little dreamed what
ears heard their shouting, as well as the
fat oars of the Owl of the Remove.

“ o eame thiz way ! gaid Bob. * Look
at that bush—somebody’s trodden there,
and it must have been Bunter.”

“YWhore is he now?” growled Johnny
Bull. _

#The whercfulness 1a terrific”

“Keoping out of sight ¥ growled the
Bounder. “Look here, let's get on and
leave him to 1t

“QOlt, rot!” said Harry Wharion un-
easily.

“Ara we going to hang on all day,
waiting wntil that fat fool chooses to
ghow lhimsclf? demanded Vernon-
Emith.

“YWell, wo ean’t leave lbim behind,”
sald INugent. "“He would be a dead
porpoize before night if we did.”

g don't see waiking !” snapped the
Bounder.

The Tamous TFive looked at one
another rather uncomfortably.

They were Vernon-Smith's puestz; ab
Ieast, the guests of hig father. They
had come out to Keova for the vacation,
in the charge of the millionaire. Mr.
Yernon-Smith had arranped the safari,
to entertain his son and his son's guests
while be was occupied with business
matters on the plantations. Smithy, in
the circumstances, was tho head of
affairs; it was for Smithy to give orders
whether the march stayed or started.

“Well, if wvou want io get on,
Smithy———" gaid Wharton slowly.

Fom—
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“1 do!” snapped the Bounder.

"BLII! Eﬂﬂtﬁr“——“

“Hang Bunter! What the thump is
he doing here at all?™ growled the
Bounder. *I wanted you fellows; I
never- wanted Bunter; he butted in, sa
usual ™

“Well, you amsked him for the wvae”
grinned Bob Cherry, “You were only
pulling his leg, as you didn't know
there was going to be a holiday in
Kenya; still, you asked him »

The Bounder grunted angrily. More
than once he ha% repented that joke on
the fatuous Owl. As it had been origin-
ally arranged for Smithy's vacation to
bo spent in a course of hard study in
commercial matters, it had scemed no
end of a jest to ask Bunter—letting him
butt in, with the certainty that he would
throw up such a holiday at a very carly
date. Then had eome Mr, Vernon-
Smith's sudden trip to Xenya; and the
change in the programme left the
Bounder landed with Bunter. The fak
Owl. once he was hooked on, was not
likely to become vnhooked,

“The askinlness of tha osteemed
idistic Bunter was terrific, my absurd
Smithy,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur, “and as the English proverbh
remarks, what cannot be cured must go
longest to the well,”

“I've stood fhe fab idiot! growled
Vernon-Smith, “but I'm not going to
stand this! We're nobt going to havo
the safari mucked up for that howling
chump! If he doosn't choose to come
on, let him rip.”

7

“Well, locok here, Smithy,” said
Wharton, “you get on with the safari—
1t's your outht. Loave us behind to
lock for Baater,”

“Oh, don't be a silly ass!” snapped
Vernon-Smith. “I'm not going on
without you fellows.”

“Well, wo cant go on without
Bunter!” said the captain of the Re-
move decidedy.

“ Dother the fat idiet!™

“Bother him all you like—and kick
him as hard as you like when we find
him ; but we can't leave him to the wild
beasts I

Smithy gave an angry sonort,

“I'll call Kikolobo,” he growled. " If
the fai chump’s left any trace behind
him, the EKikuyu ought to be able to
run him down.”

“Good egg ! said Bob., *“Kikolobo is
& jolly old hunter, and he's told us that
he's tracked the giddy lion and leopard :
50 he ought to be ablo to track a wan-
dering porpoise.”

Vernon-Smith tramped anpgrily back
to the camp. Iis temper was always s
little unreliable, and really Bunter was
enough to exasperale a good-temnpered
fetlow,

Bob closed one eve at hiz chuma.

“Smithy's gor his rag out!” he re.
marked. “I'm rather sorry for Bunter
when he's found., I don't think it will
be nccessary for us to kick him. He
will get ull he wants from Smithy.”

“And a little morel chuckled
MNugent.

“The morefulness will probably be
terrific,”

The Famous Five walted {for the
Bounder to return with Kikolobo. They
WEra ﬁnud scouts ; but the wandering
Owl had not left sufficient sign for
them to track him to his lair. But they
had little doubt that the Kikuyu, the
most famous hunter of his tribe, would
be able to root out the fatuons Owl,

Within a dozen fect of the spot where
the juniors had halted, little a3 the
guessed if, Bunter crouched out o
sight in the thick bush, lenging to call
to them, but not daring to utter a
sound.

His eyes were fixed in terror on the
swarthy face of the raffan who erouched
in cover ot his side.

Every word came to the cars of both
of them, and at the mention of Kiko-
lobo, the hali-Arab get his tecth hard,

Krantz, as well as the Groyfriars
};.-IITIE{ZITE, had [ittle doubt that the
Kikuyu hunter would succeed in root-
mg_ Bunter out.

here was no time for the ruffian to
waste,

Hiz light blue oyes turned on Bunter,
with a glare in them that almost frozo
the fat junior’s blood in his veins,

His hona was on his revolver,

“Bilencee ! he  breathed., “One
sound, and—""

Bunter, half-fainting with fervor, was
silent enourh, The ruffian drew him-
self to his feet, and glided away
silently through the bush.

Bunter made ne sound.

It was impossible, with the scarchers
=0 close at hand, for the ruffian to carry
out his intention of taking the fat
tunior away—a prisoncr. Only by swift-
ness and wary .cunmmr: could he save
himseif. But Dunter had read in his
savage oyes the murderous thought in
his mind. It had been in his thoughts
to leave the wretched Owl with a bullet
in hiz brain. Fear of the shot drawing
attention to him stayed the savage
hand; and perhaps sheer contempt for
the wretched Owl's palpitating terror.
But even when he was out of sight

Tme Macxer Lisrany.—Ne, 1,209,
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Bunter dared not stir. If those light
blus eyes should be watching bim from
the thicket— _

Bunter made no sound. A faint
rustle died away in the bush. Ludwig
Krantz was gone.

THE FIFTH CHAPTIER:
The Unseem Enemy [

o WANA, we wait,” said Kiko-
B lobe, @s the Hounder came
back to the camp.

Vernon-8mith grunted.

“Bunter can't be found. I want you
to pick up his trail, if you can, Kiko-
loba,” he said. :

“(r Bwana, my cars hear!” said the
huntor. “This Kikuya 13 your
servant.”

“flome on, then!™ .

The Kikuyu followed him from the
camp. Tho native porters stood wail-
ing, slaring after them.

fu a few minutes they
Famous Five.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! Now we shan’t
be long!” said Bob Cherry cheerily.
“Ten to one in doughnuts on Kicky !

“ Bunter passed by here, Kikelobe,”
suid Harry Wharton, ' At least, some-
one has tramped through this bush”

“My eyes zee,” said the Kikuyu
gravely.

Ho bent his head, and his keon cyes
ecanned the ground. ‘There was littlo
sign for the Greyfriars fellows, good
scouts as they were. But they could
sco that the native hunter was rcading
sign. ) :

A puzzled cxzpression camo over his
faco. Hs stooped aud cxamined the
carth, and moved forward in o stoop-
ing posture. .

The juniors followed him, rather per-
plexed by his expression. .

Kikeolo rose upright agein and

grasped hizs spear. His black eyes
werg fized on a clump of bush necar
at hand.
" #( Pwana,” he said, it is ocoasy for
this Kikuyu to foellow the traces of the
Small Fat One! My eyos also sce the
footprints of one other. In the night
an coemy has watched the camp of
my white lords.”

“ An enemy ! exclaimed the Bounder.

“* Another has trodden where the fect
of the Small Fat One have trod,
Bwana! And he has followed the
Small Fat One, for the tread of his
feet is over tho tread of the feet of
the Small Fat One.”

'The juniors exchanged quick glances.

“A mative?” asked Harry.

Ho had & startling vision of some
lurking savage having watchod Dunter
leave the camp, and having run him
down in the forcst

" Mzungu, O Bwana!” said Kikelobo.

“A white man ¥

““The foot of the cne who trod szoftly
were covered,” said the Kikuyu,

“He wore boots—a white man,” said
the Bounder. “Whe the thump can
have been hanping about the camp?
And what on carth did he want to fol-
low Bunter for? A native might want
to spear him; but a white man-—"

The Kikuyu was moving on again,
© the spear ready in his hand, his oyes
watchful as & leopard’s.

The juniors followed him, rifle in
hand, ready for Lhe sight of an cnemy,
uncxpected £8 an eneiny was

The broad blade of Lhe Kikuyu's
spear parted the bushes, and there was
a startled gasp.

“Ow! T say, you fellows!™

“Bunter [ exelaimed Bob Cherry,

Tue Magxer Lipnary.~—No. 1,229,

joined the

The juniors pushed through tha
thicket and surrounded Bunter, Kiko-
lobo's keen eyes {lashed round as if in
scarch of somwe other; but there was
no one to be scen by the Owl of the

Remove, squatted at the foot of a tree.

“¥ou fat rotter!” prowled tho
Dounder.

“Kick him "

“The hickfulness 15  the proper
capor.”

“Hold on!"” said Harry.

He starcd curicusly at Bunter's
white, ghastly, fut face. He could sco
that the Owl of the Rlemove had had
a shock. Kven with the juniors round
him Buuater had not recovered from his
terror of the half Arab. His face was
colourless; his lips trembled, and his
oyes were almost bulging through his
spectacles,

“€h, kick him!” snapped Vernon-
Smith. “The fat roitcr was hiding
bhere. He must have heard ug——

" Something's happened to  the fat
duffer,”  smd  Ilarry.  “le’s  been
frightened out of his silly wits,”

“Oh, rot I grunied the Bounder, I
dare say he's fancied that a twip wee
a snake or a monkey or o leopard.”™

“"I—I say, »ou fellows,” pgroaned
Bunter, “keep him off 1"

“Goet up, you slacking,
snapped the Lounder.

Wharton and Bob grasped Bunter,
and heaved him to his feet, He stood
unsteadily, blinking round him through
his spoctacles.

“I—I-—1 say, do wyou think he's
gone ! he gasped.

“Who?" asked Harry,

fot aagl™

“That awful villain!” groaned
Bunter,

“What villain, fathead 7"

“Oh dear! Ho was poing to take me

away whon he heard you fellows,™
mumbled Bunter., *He's aftor Smithy.
But he was going to bag me, and he's
going to bag the lot of vou, 1f he can,
and scll you as slaves. He said so.™

“What has the fot dummy got into
his silly head now?® asked the
Bounder, staring blankly at Bunter.
“WNobody’s here, you fat fool !

“HKicky says that somebody has been
hero,” said Bob Cherry. " Look hers,
Bunter, if you've scen anybody, who
was 187"

“That awful scoundrel—"

“Who!” yelled the Bounder angrily.

“That hali-breed, Krantz!™ gasped
Dunter,

“Krantz " echoed the juniors.

“That beast wo met near Nairchi, a
week or two ago! Oh dear! He's
after Smithy for walloping him—after
the lot of us. I say, vou fellows, I'm
going back ! I—I'm tired of this safari.
In—in fact, I—I think we'd better leave
henya at oncel”

“You silly owl!"”

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“It's utter rot!” smd the Bounder.
“He's not seen Krantz.  Krants
cleared off with the askaris after him,
and he's never been scen since.  I'd
almost [orgotien the man.”

*Ho may not have forgotten you, old
bean,” grinoed Nuogent. " You gave
him & thumping good hiding on the
Nairoln read.”

“The rememberfulness of that terrifie
whopping may be preposterous, my
esteemod Smithy.”

*Tell us what's happened, DBunter,™
said IMarry. " You're quite zafe now.
The man’s gone, anyhow.™

“I—I dare say he's lurking about.™

“MWot likely, fathead! Ho won't zob
ncar Kikolobo's spear if ho can help
it.  Mr. Vernon-8mith told us that
Krantz had kiduepped men from Kiko-
lobo's tribe, to sell as slaves to the
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would push thah
He's

Arahs, And mick [
spear through him it he saw huop,
gone.” .

“The pgonefulness is terrific,
asteemed funky Bunter.™

“1—I wasa't afmaid, of coursel”
gasped Bunter, realising now that the
hali-blood was undoubtedly gone.
“Don't you fellows run away with the
idea that that fellow could scare ma,
Nothing of the sort, yon know.”

“You cringing funk!” prowled the
Bounder. “Get on with it., LI you've
seen anybod yp—"

Bunter babbled out what had hap-
pened., The juniors listoned to him
dublously. But for Kikolobo's assep-
tion that he had found sign of a white
man on the spot, they would have been
disposed to believe that Dunter’s story
was dus  chiefly to funk end
imagination. -

Dut the Kikuyu listened with deep
attention te what Bunter had to say,
and he was visibly impressed.

“¥ou think Krsntz has been here,
Likolobo 7 asked Harry.

“The words of the Small Fat One
are the words of truth, Dwana”™
answered the Kikuyu. * My eyes have
seen that a Mzungu has been here.”

“ Well, if a white man has really been
here, no doubt it was Krantz, DBunter
knows him by sight well enough,”” said
Wharton. “In t%at casce, it seems that
he 15 following us."’ )

“He's after Smithy!”’ said Bunter.
“He said so! He wants to get hold of
Smithy for walloping him. Btill, you
necdn’'t be afraid, Smithy.”

“What !"” howled the Bounder.

my

“I'll protect you, you know | Evi-
dently Bunter had recovered. You
look a bit pale, old chap. DBrace uEI
I'll look after you and—— Yaroooooh |

Leggo! Leave off, you beast! IHelpl”
ang, bang, bang|

In Smithy's an rip Bunter's
bullet-head :ilrmn edgrgn ga ptre-a—nnce,
twice, thrice. &ia roars rang through
the forest.

“Ow! Beast! Wow! Lc-ligu! I say,
ou tgellnws-—- Yarooocoogh | roared

NNnLer.

“There I'" gasped the Bounder. " Now
shut up, you fat dummy 1"

“Yoooop "' . .

The Kikuyua igri:med faintly, but his
face immediately 'haqame- grave 4again.
His cyes fixed on Bmithy.

“0 Bwana,” he ssid, “it iz well
known that the Mzungu Krantz is & very
wicked man, and he follows the safan
for revenge. Let this Kikuyu follow
]1::55 spoor through the forest and slay

im.’

“I dare say he's miles away by this
time,” seid Emlthﬁ

“Tt is true, O DBwana; but I, Kiko-
lcho, am a great hunter, as swift to
follow an enemy ss the wind that blows
over the great Nyanza; as suro on the
track as T'ui, the leopard; and as
deadly in warfare as Simba, the lion!
And I will find the man who hates my
lord and slay him with my spear |”

“1 say, you fellows—"'

* Shut up, Bunter "'

“If you think I'm going to have my
head banged on a tree——"

“Shut up . ]

“The Bwana saved the life of this
Kikuyu when S8imba, the lion, attacked
the camp,” sztid Kikolobo, his eves on
the Bounder. “Let me follow the track
and slay the Bwana"s encomy in the
forest.” :

The Bounder shook his head.

“Let's got on,” he said. *The man’s
cleared off by this time; we can’t wasto
time hl.mt-i:u% him. If he follows us
acain, Kikolocho, we're on our guard
now; and the sooner you shove your

o
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As the broad blade of the Kikuyn’s

spear parted the bushes, therse came

a startled gasp. “Ow ! Isay, you

follows ! ** ** Bunter ! ** exclaimed

Bob Cherry. ** What's the fat ass
doing here ¥ **

spear through him the better.
eye open for him, ¢ld boan.”

“The eyves of this Kikuyu shall never
close so long as the enemy of the Bwana
lives I"" said Kikolobo.

And the Greviriars fellows walked
back to the camp, Billy Bunter rubbing
his head and frowning. DBut even Billy
Bunter was not thinking of lingering
now for a nap; the most delightful nap
could not have tempted him to get out
of sight of the other fellows again.

The safari started at last.

The discovery that Krantz had been
following them was rather startling to
the juniors, and ss the march was re-
sumed through the forest they were very
much on their guard. _

As rantz appeared to be alone 1t was
not jikelv that he would venture to make
an attack on o numerous and  well-
armed party. but they had stealthy
treachery to fear from him.

According to what boe had said to
Bunter he was planning to pget  the
Rounder into hizs hands to sell him as a
slave in the interior of Afriea in re-
venge for that thrashing on the Nairobi
road. and any other of the party who
fell into his elutches was certain to sharo
the same fate.

“We've got to Hﬂﬂ? an cye open for
that sportsman, vou fellows," said Bob
Chorry—" cepeeially vou, Bmithy."

The Bounder laughed carelessly

“If I got o sight of him in front of
my rifle he won't do any more slave-
trading,” he snawered.

“ Anyhow, we're on our guard now."
sgaid Harry Wharton, “He's kept his
pursuit prﬂtt;.- dark so far, but we're
warned now.’

“Forearmed i3 {our-legged, as the
English proverb remarks, my esteeme
chums,” said the Nabob of Bhampur.

The juniors _chuckled. Probably
Hurreo Jamset Ram Ein§h meant that
forewarned was forcarmed.

“Well, we must bo jolly earcful not
te give him a chaneo at us,’” said Harry.
" MNobodr must wander away from the
others.””

“Runtar won't wander any

Keep an

more,

“The fat idiot's
had the fright of hLis life.”

anyhow,” said Smithy,

“0h, really, Smithy!
¥ou eall gratitude—"

“Idiot ™

“After I've taken all the risk of
scouting and finding out that that beast
15 after you!” exclaimed Bunter
warmly, “I'd like to see any of von
fellows go scouting alone locking for
him—like I did | don't expeet grati-
tude from you fellows, but when a
fellow runs all these risks for your
sakes vou might thank a fellow——"*

“Fla, ha, ha!*
. "You can cackle!" hooted Dunter.
‘But T can jolly well tell vou this—
Yow-ow-ow-ow | Leave go my ear,
Smithy, you boast 1"

“Shut up, then, fat
growled the Bounder.

“ Beast |

And Bunter shut up and ribbed his
car, and was silent for a whole minute
ns the safoari weund enward through tho
Blasalindi forest.

If that's what

you udiot !

THE SIXTH GCHAPTER.
In the Jungle !

b oL 1
R "“Fathead 1**
d “Rot " 1carcd Bunter.

) It wos several days later.

During thoso days the safari had gona
on their way, socing many strango
signts and enjoving all of (lem.

They had traversed vazt forests, they
had zcen native villages, they had seon
a leopard {all under the spear of Kiko-
lobo, they had crossed streams whore
crocodiles lurked, they had watched—

&l
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from o safe distance—a herd of
clephants trampling and trumpeting ;
many & lion they had heard roaring in
the forest, many a time theoy had
listomed {0 the laughing howl of the
hyena. And all the while a wary eye
had been kept open for the hali-Arab
trader, lest he should be still following
the party, en the Jook-out for a chance
of petting at the Bounder.

But nothing had Lbeen scon or heard
of Krants.

Iiven Kikolobo, keen and watchiful as
T'ui, the leopard, failed to find any
sign that the reflian was following.

Aund the IWikuyu woas very watchful
and wary indeed. Ho understood that
the half-Aral’s chief object in pursuing
the zafari had bees revenge on the
Rounder specially: and Kikolobo was
very speciaily attuchwed to the Bounder,
wheo had saved his life in the Gght with
the lion.

Had ho discovered the slave-trader on
the trail, thoe juntors knew ihat he
would not have stood on ceremony with
hitg ; o thrust of the tong Kikuvo spear
wonld have put prid to Ludwig Kranta.

Harry Wharlon & Co. were hardly
prepared to approve of sueh drastic
measurc: even in dealing with & villain
like Irantz, but they said nothing on
the subject. Tt would have beon uscless
ta recommoend gentle measures to the
Kikuve when the Bwana wio hind saved
his life was threatened with such o fate
ag being sold into slavery in the interior
of savage Africa.

But ilie juniors were relieved when no
gign was found of furller  pursuit.
They hopeed that Kraniz had realised

Ting Magxer Lisrary.—No, 1,220,
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that his tack was too difficult now that
tha safari were placed on their guard.

It was in fact, through Bunter that
they been placed on their giard,
t h by chance, and the fat and fatu-
oug Owl never ccased to remind them
of the fact. Bunter stated—and almost
believed by this time—that he had dis-
covered Kranta's pursuit by scouting, at
the risk of his fat life. ‘That, at least,
wad the view Bunter preferred to take.
And he asked the other fellows at least
twice a day what they fancied would
have become of them if he had not been
with the safari.

According to DBunter, the whole party
owed their safety to him, especially the
Bounder; for Krantz would have found
a chance before this if Bunter hadn't
scouted and rooted him out. This made
the Owl of the Remove all the more
indignant when he was not treated with
the respect and consideration that he
deserved.

Even the native porters sometimes
failed in respect to Buntor ; while Kiko-
lobo ignored him as much as he could,
and when he had to address him never
by any chance addressed him as Bwana,
or lord, #s ho did the others. Bunter
to the Kikuyo was the “SEmall Fat
One "—which Bunter realised was not a
title of honour. More than once he had
been tempted to kick Kikoloho for his
cheek, but, fortunately, he never ven-
tured to fall to that temptation.

Now, as the szafari prepared to hreak
camp on 4 sunny morning, Donter was
moroe indignant than ever before—
indeed, he was olmest breathless with
indignation.

Jungle lay before the safari—a wvast
tract of elephant-grazs ten feet high—
and the Greyfriars fellows were all keen
to explore the primitive jungle. Bunter
was not keen.

The horses had to be left hbehind,
which meant that the party were to pro-
eced on foot, Most of the native portera
and the baggage and tho horses wera
to be left in camp on the edge of tha
jnogle and picked up on tie return
journey, Marching afeet did  not
appeal to Bunter.

e declared that it was “rot.”

“Rot!” repeated Bunter, his very
spectacles glistening with wrath and
indignation, * Utter rot! Chuek it!”

“Better leave Bunter behind in camp,’
suggesied tho Bounder. “Ho ean stay
here till we come hack.”

“Good egp!” agreed Harry Whar-
ton. “¥oull be all right, Bunter;
plenty of grub; nothing to do; sleep
and cat all day long——"

“"Ha, ha, ha "

“If you think you're going to leave
me alene with a gang of black eanni-
bals——" pasped Dunter.

“ Fathead 1*

“Well, if you're coming on, shut up
and get ready ! growled the Bounder.,
Bunter blinked at him scornfully.

. That's the way you talk to a guest,

ta 1t, Smithy?" he demanded,

“Oh, dry up, idiet !

Bunter's fat lip curled,

"1 ean ses T made a mistake in
pecepting  your pressing  Invitation,
Smmithy ! T sav, vou fellows, vou'd
hardly think that Smithy was fairly
stalking me all over Greyiriars a: the
end of the term, besging meo to come
on the vacation with him, would vou,
to hear him talk

“Hardly ! chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I sy, jmu follows, I'm an acrom-
modating ehap,” said Bunfer. “T dan’d
mind you fellows walking! We'll take
one horze, for mo—-="

“Weo can't take any horscs inte the
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jungle, Bunter! We're going over
eountry where horses are no good)”
said Wharton.

“How am I to iravel, then, you ass§™

“On the honourable pony of estcemed
Shanks, my csteemed Bunter,” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Bunter breathed deep with wrath,

“ Now, let's have thiz clear,” he said.
“I'm not going to walk! That's
settled] As for leaving me in ﬂaml!l)
here, I'm not afraid of staying wit
the niggers; but you fellows need me
to protect you. I've saved all your lives
once, 45 you Lknow 2

“Y3 ho wound up?” asked Nugent.

“Bceouting, in deadly danger, and
catching that slaver beast on the trail,
and alt that!” =zaid Bunter. “If I'd
had my trusty rifle I'd have blown his
brains out. You fellows keep on making
out that I can’'t handle a rifle; but if
I'd had my rusty irifle—I mean, my
trusty rifle—*"

“It's his lower jaw that moves,” said
Johnny Bull, watching the Owl of the
BRemove with an air of interest.

“You cheeky beast! After the way
I've shaved all your wives—I mean,
saved all your lives—*

_“Well, you're not going to ride, and
1f you won't walk, there's only one way
of getting you along,” szaid Bob,

“What's thet?” asked DBunter sus-
piciously.

“Wo'll up-end you on your beam-ends,
and roll you along like a barrel i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly chump!” yelled Bunter.

g here, I've pot a suggestion to
make, Let’s chuck up this silly safan
and go back., If old Smith——"

“Who?"” asked the Bounder, with a
gleam in his eyes,

“If Mr. Vernon-8mith,"” amended
Bunter hastily, “hasn't got through his
business at the plantation yet, we cen
get back to Nairobi, and wait for him
there—see? There are restourants and
theatres at Mairobi. And cafes! And
shops! And cars and rickshaws for a
féllow to get abomt inl Well, what
about it "

“You howling ass 1 said Harry Whar-
ton. “"We've come to Eenya to toe the
wilds. BShops and theatres and ears
could have been found at Margate, with-
out coming out to Africa.”

“Woll, I'd rather have pone to Mar-
gate, if you come to that ! said Bunter.
“1 suppose you're not making out that
Kenya is a paich on Margate.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

“With my usual generosity, T came
out here to protect you fellows.” said
Bunter. “This iz the thanks I get!
I'm saccustomed to your sclfishness, I
admit, but thers"s a limit. Now, what
about Nairob: ¥°

“"Mothing about Nairobi ™

“Well, I'm not going to walk '™ =aid
Bunter. “You ean take that as fixed
and unalterable, like the laws of the
Swodes and Philistines. ™

“Oh crumhs! Do vou mean the laws
ﬂEf btha Medes and Persians ¥ gasped

ob.

“"MNo, Tdon't! T mean the Swedez and
Philistines. Don't show off your ignor-
anea, Cherry !

“¥a, ha, ha!®

“Well, now Dunter’s done his funny
furn, let’a pet off,” =aid the Bounder
“Heoro comes Kikobolo [

The tall Kikuvu approached,

O Bwana, all iz ready " he said.

#S8amoa here, Kicky,” =aid Dob
Cherry.

“T say, you fellows, what about that
nigger carryine me on his back 1 ackerd
Bunter. “If he carricd me ecarofully
I might consent to travel that woy,”

“You might; but T rather doubt
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whether Kicky would consent,” cliuckled

Bob. "“Bure you're not poing o walk,
Bunter

H": uite 'r!J

“ Then lgond-hya B ]

The tail Kikuya grinned faintly. He

started, and the juniors followed him;
and Billy Bunter fairly gosped with
wrath as he glared after them.

It seemed that if Bunter did not walk
he had to stay in camp: and, harmless
as the SWahi{i poriers certainly were,
Bunter’s fat nerve was not egual {o the
strain. Ho had a lingering fear that
geome of them, at least, might be of a
cannibalistic turn of mind, and that
when his friends were out of sight his
fat person might find its way to the
cooking-pot.

“I =ay, you fellows ™ yelled Bunter.
“Good-bye, old fat man!®

‘* Beasts 1"
“Fare thee well, and if for ever, all
the better, fare thea well " chortled

Bob Cherry, rather revising Byron for
the oceasion,

“ Rotter 1™

“Bes you again next woeek, old [at
man! Adieu!™

“The adieu-fulness i3 terrific !

The Famous Five and the Bounder
followed Kikelobo, There was a pat
tering of feet behind them,

“Hualle, hallo, balle! Coming, after
zll. Bunter 1"
* Boast |

i:ipparent]y Bunter was coming, after
ikil.

The safari plunged into the fJjun le
path.  Kikelobo strode " ahead, iis
rhinogeros shield on his left arm, his
long Kikuyu spear in his right hand, a

magnificent Ggure in striped monkey-
skins.

Tha juniors followed him, and the
rear was brought up by three native
perters with baggage. Tho rest of the
baggage, porters, and horses remained
in the camp; in the jungle the safari
travelled light. All superfluous thinga
were left hehind in the camp, with the
cxception of the most superfloous of all
—William George Dunter.

With cheery faces tho schoolboys
marched on to the accompaniment of a

continuous stream of grouzsing from
Billy Bunter,

“1 say., you fellows, there's a lot of
flica here!" said Bunter :avagely.
*“'They keop on settling on me,

“They're after your brekker, old fet
man,” said Boh. “You shouldu't leare
sz much of your hrekker on the outside
of vour face!™

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Beast! There's a beastly mosquite,
er something, on my ear—"

“I'il get him 1" said Bob cheerily.

Smack !

“Yarooooogh 1"

The mosquiio vanished into sudden

annihilation.  Billy DBunter staggered
and roared,
“Yow-ow! Wow! Wharrer vou hit.

ting mo for, you heast

“My dear man, I was hilting the
mosquito—--—"

“tla, ha, ha !

“Tel me if anolher one settics on
%mu,” said Bob.  “I'l hash  overy
lessed mosguito that lands on vem,
Bunter! Leave "em to me !

“ Beast 1V

Bunter moved farther off from Doh
Chervy, Maosguitoes did seitle on his fas
face, which wndoubtedly bore disiinect
traces of his breakfast. IB:t, appar-
ently, he did not desire zny more
assistance from Dob in dezling with
them.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight With a Gorilla !

1 OT I murmured Bob Cherry.
H * Not what you’d call cool [*
Bunter,

agreed Wharton.
" Br-r-r-p.p 1

“Heastly hot [”

“I believe I'm melting away——"

“"There's a lot of you left, old fat
man,” said Bob consolingly—" too much,
in fact.”

“The too-muchfulness is terrific.”
_The. safari had halted for the noon-
tide rest in tho jungle. Kikolobo had
gelected a spot where there wasz shade
and water. A ghimmering pool reflected
the rays of the sun, and the shadows
of several spreading cedar-trees, Amo
the trecs grew japha.nt grass, asn
thorny bush. By the muddy margin of
the water there were the tracks of many

groancd

apimals that came down to drink—and

the juniors thrilicd a little as they
icked up the “spoor® of lions and
perds and hycnas. But there were
none of the fearsome beasts in sight;
and Bunter did not observe the tracks—
his attention was wholly oceupied with
the heat, the Hies, and the fact that his
fag little legs were fatigued.

Noon in the jungle was hot—there was
no doubt about that., But the juniors
had not expected it to be cool, and they
had not come to Africa to grouse.
Apparently Bunter kad!

“ Nige shady spot,” said Bob, mopping
his perspiring brow as they halted under
the branches of the cedars. * You can
get a nap in the shade here, Bunter;
g0 to sleep, and I'll call you for tiffin.”

Bunter blinked round at the trees
through s big spectacles.

“I gshouldn’t wonder if there's a lion
there,” he prunted,

: “Well, if there is he can have tiffn
instead of you,” suggested Bob.

*Wha-a-t

“Don't be sellish, you know,
ey the lwen will be hungry !

“¥ou silly ass|” pasped Bunter.

“0 Bmall Fat One,” said Kikolobo, as
the Owl of the Remove was plunging
into the trees, “wait awhile till this
Kikuyw bas searched, lost there be
danger, for many animals come down to
the water to drink.”

But the warnin
Billy Bunter uttere
back,

“Yarcooh! Look out!®

“What the thump—2">

“There’'s o nigger there—a big
nigger-———"" gas unter.

vidently he had canght sight of some
denizen of the jungle.

From the thickets among the cedars
came a loud, snarling howl. The juniors
grasped their riflos at once.

“Ow! Help! Keep lnm offl ' roarcd
Buntor,

HBhut up, Fou ass! That’s not a
nigger—it's an animal of some sork !
exclaimed Bab.

# Look unte——"

I dare

Wwns unnegessary.
o yell, and bounded

“My hat! It's a giddy monkey—"
A gorilial™

*0Oh, my hat ™

From the bush under the cedars

n gigantic, hairy form emerged, with
little red evea that scintillated at the
NewComers.

With a vell of terror Billy Bunter
gepttled away up the jungle path., ¥Huarre
Wharten & Co. backed away promptly.
They had heard that porillas, if not
attacked. will not show hostility ; but the
huge hairy beast that had ermcrged so
suddenly into sight locked savage and
ferocions enough. Tt was a gigantio
enimal, six fect in heizht, though its

stooping attitude made it look shorter,
Its long, hairy arms elnost reached the
ground. Btrangely man-like it looked,
and it wes not surprising that Bunter's
first hurried glance had taken it for a
I'llggﬂl'-

Kikolobo lifted his spear and placed
himself promptly between the juniora
and the gorilla. Possibly the brute was
alarmed, or rendered savage, by the dis-
turbanee of his rest, for he glared fercal
at the safari, and uttered ancther loud,
snarling howl.

Crack !

The Bounder fired.

It was a hasty action, for, unattacked,
the gorilla would probebly have con-
tented himself with yelling and would
have loped off into tf:e jungle and dis-
appearad. And certainly the safari
would have been glad to see so terrible
a8 creature disappear.

“Bmithyl Btop!” shouted Wharton,
as the Bounder took sim; but it was
too late. The buliet crashed on the
hairy chest of the gorilla, and a fearful
roar awoke every echo of the jungle.

The gorilla, enraged by the wound,
lcaped at the safari, his eyes burning,
his fangs gnashing with fury.

They seattered before the fierce rush.

D“GE. grasped 1o those poworful, hairy
arms, 1t was death; and it was too late
now to consider that the conflict might
have been avoided but for the Bounder's

hasty act. It was a fight for life or
death now; and the juniors realised it
at once.

They leaped out of the way of the
gurﬂin, firing as they leaped, and several
ullets erashed on t{ua huge hairy body,
Kikelobo drove his spear deep into the
hairy flank of the huge brute, and the
next instant the spear was torn from his
Eras » and the %ﬂmru leaped away
arely in time to ezcape a fearful clutch.
Crack! Crack! Crack!

The moddened brule was struck on
all sides, for fhe safari scattered in a
wide circle to avoild his rush. Had they
rempined in a bunch, one of them nt
least would have been clutched in those
torrible arms. Confused by the cireling
attack, undecided which of his cnemics
to assail, the huge brute stood roaring
and howling, brandishing his hairy arms
—a terrifying picture m% brute strength
and ferocity.

The Kikuyu rushed in and recovered
his spear, but he had to leap away again
from the clutching arms. Then the
gorilla, apparently making up his mind,
mada ﬂ.&lfjierm} rush at the Bounder—
perhaps sware that it was Smithy who
had started the attack.

Twice the Bounder fired as he came
on, standing cool and steady, though

Il

on the Kikuyu; and Kikolobo sprang
away, with the great brute in pursuit.

“ Bhoot [ panted Wharton.

Crack ! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Bullets crashed on che hairy body,
and once more the maddened ape turned
towards a new victim. He come leaping
furipusly at Wharton—streaming with
blood and yelling with fury.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The huge brute staggered within a
couple of vards of rry  Wharten.
Again the Kikuyu rushed in with his
SpEAar.

* Bhoot 1" gasped Bob,
~ The gorilla made a sudden leap, back
inte the bush under the cedars. Tho
Famous Five fired after him as he went,
and they heard him rolling in the bushes,
tearing up roots and earth in his ragoe.

“Oh, my hat!” panted Nugent.

The Kikuyu signed to the juniors to
stop ﬁnpf- Spear in hend, he followed
the gorilla into the bush. Poweriul
brute as he was, the giant ape was
almost at the last gasp now. But a
wounded gorilla iz ons of the most
dangerous of animals, and the Famous
Five followed the Kikuyu, with rifles
ready to back up his spear. In the
excitement of the combat they had not
noticed that the PBounder had not
emerged from the elephant grass agsin,
As for Bunter, ho was out of sight along
the jungle path—along which the three
native ¢arriers, having thrown down the
baggege, had fled in papic terror.

The wounded gorilla turned on hia
pursuers with gnashing fangs, sereaming
hoarsely.

But the broad-bladed spear of the
Kikuyu was driven home, and the rifles
were not needed,

The giant ape stretched out and gasped
out his last breath under the thrustiog
spear of the Kikuyu.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
IIe stared at the hugapggum aprawl:":?r
in the torn, uprooted bushes. Dg
crumbs ! We're well out of that (™

“Yeos, rather |” panted Wharton.

"0 Bwana, I have slain the ape!”
said Kikolobo. “In all this land ofﬁm
Kikuyn there 15 no mightier hunter than
I, Kikolobo [*

“Hear, hear !” grinned Bob.

“Blessed 1z he that bloweth his own
trumpet ¥ murmured Johnny Bull.

“If that ass Smithy hadn’t fired-—"
said Nugent. “By the way, where's
Smithy? Bmithy 1¥

“Bunter's bunked,” said Bob. “We
shall have to fetch the fat idiot back.
But Smithy can’t have bunked | 8mithy 1
Smithy 1
~ The juniors stepped out from uvnder
the cedars, and stared round them.
The Bounder was not to be seen.

“Bmithy ! shouted Wharton.

have been upon the
Lounder: but the
IKikuya, bounded af
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“0Q Bwana!™ rang out Kikolobo's
powerful voice. There was o shm:le"uf
anxiety on the Kikuyu's face. "U
Bwana, let my cars hear your voice!

“Siithy 1 _

Uneasy now, the juniors shouted again
and again, But only the echo of their
shouting came back from iho jungie.
The voice of the Bounder did not reply.

THBE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
In Mereiless Hands !

" CH I.II'
A Tha low, guttural multer
was moro liko a savage grunt
from a wild animal thon a
human cxclamation.

It caught the Bounder’s ears s3 he
stumbled breathlessly in the tall, thick
grass that hid him, for the moment,
from the eves of his friends,

Smithy had barcly escaped the ferce
clutches of the gorilla, and he had
plunged into tie elephant grass with the
long, hairy arms close behind him.
Had not the fiereo bruts turned at the
thrust of the Kikuyu's spear, it would
have been all up with the Bounder of
Greyfriara. As it was, he stumbled
breathlessly into the thick grass, escap-
ing the clulching arms of the great ape.

But o moment later it seemed (o
Smithy that the gorilla was upon him,
for a grasp that seemed like iron seized
Lhim and bore him to the carth. _

But it was not the grasp of the gorilla.

The porilla was behind him, and had
turncd back on the other encrmies. 'The
sudden grazp that fastened on Smithy
came from in front, from a burly tgure
that crouched in the tall grass.

Before S8mithy could even realise that
ha was in the hands of a new {oe, he was
downt on the earth, and a rough haud
was clapped over his mouth.

Hea strugrled.

As he rcalised that it was nob the
gorilla, he realised at the same moment
}rlgnt. it was human hands that had seized
iim.

He lay on his side, pinned down by a
sinewy knee, the rough grasp over his
mouth fo stifle a ery, and his starting
eyes stared upward,

Mot a dozen fect from him ke heard
somo of the juniors—and the rifles were
rracking, the gorilla yelling and howl-
ing. The fHght between tho safari and
the great ape was going on. But the
thick, high grass hid the Dounder.
Only by that swift plunge intoe the
elephant gra= had he saved himself
from the fatal grazp of the porilla, and
it had landed him into the hands of a
lurking enemy.

Over him & coppery face, with light
blua eves, grinned savagely down. It
was Ludwizg Krantz, the half-German
Arab, who had seized him.

Vernon-8mith's heart beat hard.

e resisted fiercely; but, strong as he
was, he had no chanecs in the zinewy

rasp of the ruffzn, And the hand over
ﬁis mouth stifled any ecrry, even if his
friends could have heard and heeded
while they were «ill engaged n the
fight with the gorilla.

“Ach !  breathed Xrantz. “You!
You that I have followed and sought—
vou that beat me like o dog! Youl
Ach ¥

He zrinned like an exultant demon,
The Dounder exerted all his strength.
He had given hardly a thought to the
trader since the day DBunter had en-
countered him in the Masalind: forest.
e had been wary and waoatehful, like
tho others, but he had given the ruffian
little thought, carcless of his enmity and
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his threatened vengeance. He had nob
supposed that the vengeful ruffian was
still on the track of the safari. But he
knew it now; and he knew, too, that in
the thickness of the tangled jungle,
Krantz had [oand hia chance of gelling
close to the safari upseen. And the
struggle with the gorilla had given him,
at long last, the opportunity for which
he sought.

Cool as he was, courageous, and wilh
s nerve of iron, Vernon-Smith felt a
<hill at his heart as he stared up at the
dark, exultant face,

He was helpless in the powerful grasp
of the half-blood,

Krantz stared round him for =&
noment, and listened. He knew tnat
he had little time.

Then he jammed s erumpled coconut
rag into tha Dounder's mouth to gag
bim, and drogged Smithy's wrisls te-
gether with a force that was resistless,
hercely as the Bounder slrove to resist,
In a few seconds Smithy's wrisiz were
bound Ffast.

Heé was drageed to his feet.

“Come |* hissed Krants.

The Bounder resisted the drag of the
ruffian’s hand on his arm. The light
blio eyes blazed at him.

Without a moment’s hesitalion the
ruffian elenched his heavy hand, and
sivuck, and the Bounder siaggered under
the savago blow,

Half-stunned by ithe blow, he reeled in
the grasp of the slavetrader, and
Krantz half-led, half-dragzed him away
through the elephant grass.

The rilles were still ringing out by the
clump of cedars on the bank of the pool
in the jungle. But the firing died away.-
The fight with the gorilla was over.

In the Bounder's dizzy ears rang a
gound of shouting. It was his name that
was called by hiz comrades.

“Smithy ! Snonthy !

Mot a scors of yards from the Grey-
friars juniors the Bounder was stum-
bling dizzily along in the grasp of the
slave-trader.

Tut the high elephant grass hid lom
effcctually.

The ruffian dragged him on swiftly.

Ha muttered a curse in German as he
heard the shouting of the juniors, lifted
his prisoner under hia arm, and carried
him bodily away through the jungle.

Vernon-Smith’s brain was reeling, but
hie strove hord to rid himseelf of the gap
and ¢all to his frienda, They did not
know, did not dream of what had hap-
pened behind the screen of elephant
grasg. Had they guessed, the slave-
trader would have had no chance of
retting away with his prizoner. One
eall would have brought them rushing to
the rescue.

Crash !

A clenched fizt dashed on the
Bounder's temple, and he sagged help-
lessly inm the grasp of the sluve-trader.
Ha was stunned.

Ludwig Krantz tramuped swiftly on.

The weight of Lis prisoner seemed as
nothing to the powerful rufhian, Durly
az he was, he moved with the swiltness
and activity of a leopard.

He had taken a desperate chanco in
goizing the Dounder, In the hearing,
almost 11 the sight, ¢f his fricnds. He
had set his Wlie on the chance. Thers
was death behind the rufian as he fled.
He did not waste a sccond.

“Smithy! Halle, hatle, halle!
Smithy [ Beob Cherry's poweriul shoub
wns foint in the diztance now.

The Bounder did net bear it,
unconseioug.

Ila was
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His unconsciousness lasted only a few
minutes. He came to himself, with aoh-
ing head, staring about him dizzily,

The high elephant gross was round
him. But the trader had emerged into
a game-path now—a narrow path
trodden by the feet of wild animals
going down io the pool to drink. The
way was clearer, and Krantz was balif-
runoing.

The patl was narrow; the tall grass,
ten or twelve feet high, almost mot over-
head, revealing only patches of burning
blue sky above.

The Bounder struggled feebly.

But as tha glittering light blua eyes
terned on him, he ceased to struggle,
It was fulile to resist a strength that was
thrice as great as his own. and useless to
provoke another bruta! blow.

He could hear no lenger the calling of
his friends. If they were still calling to
him, he was out of Learing.

Unresisting, the Bounder was carried
on. But Krantz set him on his feet at
last, He grinned cavagely ot the
Bounder’s whito, dazed fnce.

“Ach!  You remember mo—Ludwig
Krantz?" he grinned. “I have followed
you long, my young friend! Ach! You
will not cseaps me, I think, my young
Hﬂlrr! Nein, nein! Now you will
walk.”

His grasp was on the RBounder's
shoulder.  As Vernon-Smith hesitated,
the brawny fist was clenched again,

“¥ou wiil walk, hein?"

There was no help for it. Either the
Bounder had to walk or bo carried
stunned in  tho ruffian’s grasp. He
stumbled onward.

“ Faster ! snarled the slave-trader.

Hali-led, half-dragged, the Bounder
stumbled along the jungle-path. Again
and again Krantz stared back over his
shoulder, and listened anxiously. Pur-
suit by the Greyfriars juniors, probably,
he did not fear, but he f{carcd the
Kikuyu.

But az yet there was no purzuit, Not
for a sccand, however, did the ruffian
lag, or allow his prisoner to lag. With
blows and muttered curzes he drove the
Bounder on.

There was a shining glimmer through
the tall grass It was a shallow stream,
flowing down through the jungle from
the Masalindi hills.

IKrantz plunpged into the water knea-
deep, dragging the Bounder after him,
Vernon-Smmith guessed that the slave-
trader had becn heading for the water
to lose his trail. He knew the skill of
the Kikuyu in following the spoor of
man or heast,

The jungle crew to the very edge of
the water. As Kranlz dragged his
prisoner inte the stream, there was a
rustle in the high grass, and the ruffian
stared round in moementary alarm.

Then he hurried on.

Down the centre of the shallow, wind-
ing stream, with the water washing
round his waist, the rufban’s grip on his
shovlder, the Bounder siumbled: and
in his heart now there was grim
despair. For the water left no trace,
and even the keen eycs of the Kikuyu
could never pick up his trail

He was helpless in the hands of the
vengeful ruflian, snd before him lay a
long trek, by jungle paths, into the un-
known heart of Africa, and then——
sold inta slavery! 'That was the fate
the trader of Tanganyika destined for
his encmy, and to the Bounder, as he
stumbled wearily on, it eecmed that
there was pow no escape,
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Track !

& MITHY ™
_S “ Bunter !
“0Oh, my hat!”

: “"YWhere the dickeng==—""
“The wherefulnoss ia terrifie ™

Harry Wharton & Co. bad shouted
afum and agazin; but there was no re-
ply, save the cchoes from the jungle,

Ihe three native carriers had thrown
down the bag age and vanished, It was
quito probable that they would not he
scen again. But the juniors gave them
no thought. Hﬂl&v Bunter had fled in
frantic terror, and they expected to have
to hunt for him. But the disappesrance
of the Bounder was a mystery. The
Bounder certainly was not the fellow to
run a3 the Owl of the Remove had done,
They kad not missed him till the fight
with the gorilla was over: then they
naturally expected to sce him, or at least
to hear his answering eall., Dut it
seomed that he bad vanished into thie
air.

¥ Where the thump ean Smithy he?®
exclaimed Bob Cherry, “That fat funk

Bunter s shulking somewhere: but
Smithy—r*

“ Bunter ran with the Eurters." gaid
Harrv. “"But Smithy—

“He was here—""

“He dodged into ¥the prass,™ said
Nugent., “Bat he wasn’t hurt. TKicky
turned the gporilla away from him.*

“He's not hurt., Dut where 15 he ¥”

“Why the thump doesn’t he answer "

runted Johnay Bull, *“He must hove
ward nal”

“Well, we've gpot to find both of
them,” said Harry Wharton. * Smithy
got out of sight, but he's not the ass to

across his shoulder.

lose his way, I suppose. We'd beticor

look for that fat idiot, Bunter, frst.

Smithy can take care of himself, but

goodness knows what may happen to

Bunter |™
“Where's Kicky 1 asked Bob, locking

round.

_The Kikuyu had disappeared into the
high grass. He was scoking the Bounder
at tho spot where Vernon-Smith had
gadgted away from the gorilla into the
]m‘i%?.

“ Kikolobo I"* enlled out Wharton.
Tha voice of the Kikuyu called back -
“0 Bwana, be pleased to come to this

ICikuyu ™
“ He's found something 1™ said Harry;

and the juniors crashed through the

clephant grass to join the hunter.

Kikolobo was standing in a spot whera
the grass was trampled and crumpled,
and ho beld a rifle 1n his hand. It was
Vernon-Smith's.
h.HE Held it wp as the juniors joined

iim.

"That's Smithy's!" excloimed Tob.
“Tut where is Bmithy

“The rifle indeed belonzs to
wane who saved the life of
Kikuyu,"” said Kikolobo, * DBut
Dwana has been taken avwav."

“Taken away !” exclaimed Wharton.

The Kikuyu made a gesture towards
the trampled earth.

“Let vour eyes read what i3 written
here,” ho epid.  “There was one who
watehed in the jungle, and he has seized
the Bwana and taken him."

“ Great pip !

“ But who—what "
Wharton, 1n amazement.

“ Some native—""

“It was one who trod with coverad

tl1p
this
the

exclaimed

blows ¢ould drive him no farther.
on the Arab’s shoulder, he was carried through the

i3

The ruffian lifted Vernon-Smith up and fhrew him

The Bounder was exhansted, and
Hanging helpless

Y tﬁ-"‘i-f-‘-l] lI
7 1 AN !'!f‘gll

w
e

feet,” said the Kikuwu, “and my éyes
havo seen the spoor before.” ¥

Wharton siarted,

:Nut Krantz!”” he execlaimed.

O Bwana, my eyes sce the irack of
the same Mzungu who soized the Small
Fat One in the forest.”

“0Oh " gasped Wharton,

The juniors could pick up traces of
footprints, as well as the signs of a
struggle. Dut they eould not have told
thot the trail was that of the slave-
trader who had scized Billy Bunter o
week before in the forest.  But they
had no doubt that Kikolobo was right.
They knew his almost uncanny skill in
picking up spoor.

“Then that villain was following us,
alter all " muttered DBob.

“And he's got Smithy !" said Nugent,

Wharton set his tecth.

“He can't have got him far; he
hasn’t had time. Kikolobo, you can
follow the way they went."

“This ikuyu can follow the path of
the wind in the jungle ' said Kikelobe.
*Let the white lords follow me |”

“(ob on with it,"” said DBob.

“What obout DBunteri” mutiered
Mugent,
" Bunter will have to wait! If that

villain Krantz has got hold of Smithy,
wae can't lose a sccond.'”

“*That's so; come on!l”

The Kikuyu was already leading the
way swiftly through tle juogle. His
faca was set and his eyes gleaming, To
the “Small Fat One® the Kikuyu gave
no thought. All his thoughts were
centred on the Bwana whe had saved
his life in the fight with the lion,

[Continwed on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
The Greviriars juniors followed him

Billy Bunter was somewhere in the
iupﬁlle, and how far his terrificd flight
might have taken him, the juniors did
nobt know, It was likely enough that he
had run till his fat little legs would
08 him no farther; and still more
lik that he could not find his way
back, and was hopelessly lost.  But
Bunter had to wait. The Bounder, if
he was in the hands of the revengeful
slave-frader, was in immediate and fear-
ful peril, and it waas of the Bounder
that they bad to think first.

For a short distance the juniors, as
well a3 the Kikuya, could pick up sign
where Smithy had been dragped away.
But after & very short distance the sign
of one pair of boots only could be dis-
porned. It secemed that the slave-trader
had & on alone.

*Good heavens{” muttered Wharton,
as the Kikuyu halted, scanning the
g!urlh" with  glittering eyes. *If—
I R *

The same terrible thonght was in al
their mimi_s. Had ﬂi]e glave-trader, 1.;1&15
pairing of getting his prisoner safely
away. fled ﬁ:me. leaving the Bounder
dead? The juniors stared round at the
ele&hant grazg, in fear of what it might
hide.

“Lot vour feet follow !’ eaid the
Eikuyu. A brief examination of the
gpoor seemed to have satished Kikolobo.

“PBut—but Smithy!” stammerod Boh.

®The evil Mzungu lifted the Bwana,
and carried him in his arms,” said the
Hikuyu, “for look, and your eyes will
see that the tread of his feet 18 decper,
and tt is the tread of one who carried
a burden.”

#Oh I said Wharton.

Kikclabo strode on, and the juniors
followed They hoped and believed that
the Kikuyu was right: but thera was a
terrible doubt in their minds. DBut
there was nothing te ho done but to fol-
low the trail, and they hurried after
the swift Kikuyu.

They emerged from tho tangle of
alephant grass into o narrow path. The
Kikuvu pointed to the earth with his
Bpear. .

“Let your eyes see’ he said, “for
here the Bwana walked ogain, by the
side of Lthe evil Mzungu."

The traces were faint, among innumer-
able traces of the feet of animals, But
the Kikuyu was evidently certain of
what he #aid, and the juniors did not
doubt that he was right. Their heards
were lighter as they followed on.
Smithy, at least. was living, though a
nrisoner in merciless handa. From what
Krantz had said to Bunter, ther knew
what fate the ruffian destined for the
schoollboy who had beaten him on the
Nairobi road. Dub from that fate his
friends would save him.

“Water I exclaimed Bob Cherry, as
the plimmer of » jungle stream camo
through the hizh grass.
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The Kikuyn tramped on, and stopped

R on the cdge of the shallow stream.

There the trail eaded.

The dark face of the Kikuyn hunter
was darker with rage, and he gritted
hig white, glistening teeth. His hand

closed convulsively on his spear.

The juniors Jocked at him with
sinking hearts,

Skilted trailer as he was, almost
able—as he boasted—to track the wind
in the jungle, he was beaten now.
The slave-trader, with his prisoner,
haed taken to the water, and whether
he had gone up-stream or down-atrearm,
there remained not the faintest trace
to tell.

* Kikolobo!” muttered Wharton.

The Kikuyu looked at him. .

“0 Bwana, even the eyes of Ngat,
on the summit of the Great Mountain,
could read no sign in running waters!”
he eaid, g

Bob Cherry clenched his hands.

“We've got to chance it!"” he said.
“Some of us had better go up the
stream, and some down—we shall have
to separate——" .

“It's all we can do,” said Harry.

“We've got to find Smithy—"'

“The gotfulness is terrific!”

“By gum, if 1 get a sight of that
nﬁ':ugndml Krantz over & rifle,” muttered

ob.

“I say, yvou [ellows!™

The juniors fairly jumped. They had
forgotten Bunter; iut it was the voice
of the fat Owl that came 850 up-
expectedly from the high grass. In
utter amazement they etared at the fat
figurs that came gasping out into view,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Comes in Useful !

T UNTER "
B 1 Bl.il'l'lt}" PI
“The Bunterfulness

terrific [

* 1—T say, you fellows,” gasped Bunter,
“1 say, i—I—I heard wvour volces—I
thought it was that beast coming back
at first—aoh log" I'

Billy Bunter was not looking happy.

Hiz clothea were torn and rent:; his
fat face streamed with perspiration
and he gasped and panted and puﬂ’e:i
and blew.

i Bunter, apparently, had had a rough
1Ty,

Az the juniors had surmized, he had
fled till his fat little legs could carry
him no farther, _p]un ing wildly through
the trackless jungle; and from nis
looks he had encountered & good many
thorns on the way.

“Bo you're here, IFatty
Bob Cherry.

“Ow! Why didn't you come before?”
demanded Bonter, “and why didn't
vou ¢all out, you beasts, if you knew
I was here? I shouldn't have Lnown
it was you ut all 1f I hadn't heard you

ia

exclaimoed

jawing !"’ ;
“My esteemed idiotic Bunter——
“Belfish, I eall it,” s=aid Buntor,
warmly,
“You silly owl—"

“Oh, really, Wharton! TI—1 eay, is
that monkey after you?” Billy Bunter
blinked round uncasily.

“¥Yon silly ass, the gorilla is a goner,
Jong age,” grunted Johnny Bull. “ Do
yon think we should ren away, as you
did 7

“Oh, really, Bulll I-T didn’t exactly
run away—[--] was—wns—was looking
after thoze porters—-—>"

“Whaat !

“The porters bolted,” said Bunter,
blinking at him, *1 thought I'd better
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go after them and—and round them
up, you kmow., 8o I—I—I went after
lhﬁlﬂ [H

*“{Oh, my hat!"

“But I missed them, somehow,”” said
Bunter. *1 scem to have ioet the path,
or something | I—I got as far as this,
and theu that beastly water prevented
me fwom pgeing any iarther——~"

“Lucky it did!? said Jehany Ball
“We might have had to follow you sll
the way across Africa to the Atlantic,
if you hadn't been stopped—once you
got on the run, you fat funk "

“Beast 1"

“Well, I'm glad we've found wou,
Bunter,” said arton. “But don't
bother now. We've got to find Bmithy "

“How did you know 1 was here?”
demanded Bunter.

“We didn't know, assl!
here after Smithy—'"

“Mean to say you weren't looking
for me " ejaculated Bunter. Apparently
Bunter had taken it for granted that
the thoughts of the whole party would
be concentrated on hiz fat self, fo
totzl exclusion of wil less important
matters.
~ “No, azs! We knew you were skulk-
ing somewhere,"” said DBob.

(1] EEELEt I"

“8till, it'a lucky you've turned up”™
said Harry, *“Goodness knows wgat
ml..ght have happened to you 2

il famq I could take care of mysell,
YWharton !

"Eh IEIJJ

“ Better than Smithy could, anyhow!
He, he, he!” Billy Bunter chuckled.
“That half-breed rotter woulda't have
hﬂ.ﬁg'ed me 50 ecasily as he did Smithy,
and chance it, He, he!”

The juniors started.

“What on earth do you know about
that, Bunter?” ezclaimed Wharton.
“Have you seen anything of him"

“Why, he must have passed quite
close by Bunter if he tock to the water
here ! exclaimed Bob.

“Bunter ! Did vou see—"

All the Famona Five were eager now.
Even the Kikuys condescended, for
once, to take heed of the exisienco of
the " Small Fat One.” His dark eyes
li_urnﬁd keenly on Bunter's fat, erimzoun
ace.

1 say, you [ellows, T dare say you're
gorry now you didn't let me have a
rifle,” said Bunter. "If I'd had & rifle,
I'd have poited that beast Krantz, and
reseued Smithy Y

“Did you sea him?"

“"Ho, he, he!”

“Yon fat chump, we've got no time
te lose I roared Johnny Bull, * Did you
see that brute who'd bagged Smithy

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

We came

“Spealk, O Bmall Fat Onel!” said
Kikolobo. “Have your eyes seen the
ovil Mzungu, who has taken the
Bwana?'

Bunter blinked at him contemptuously.
For once, certainly for the first time,
the tall Kikuyu was eager to hear
Bunter speak. Fﬂl‘r precisely  that
reason, Bunter was in no hurry. A
nigger who called him a Small Fat One
instead of “DBwana,"” could wait, and
be blowed to him. L

“Bunter, you fat ass!” said Nugent,

It was evident that the Owl of the
Eemove had seen something. Indeed,
he had been skulking so near the spot
where Krantz had taken to the water,
that it was scarcely possible that he
had failed to observe the half-Arab in
his passage.

“Jf I'd had a trusty rifie, I'd have

potted the brute,” said Bunter. “It's
all you fellows' fault—"" ;
“Nover mind thatl” exclaimed
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Wharton impatiently, “If you saw remain behind.

Krantz pass hore with Bmithy

“1 jolly well did!¥’ grinned Bunter.
“1 thougnt it was that awiul gorille
coming, at frst, I dide’t crouch down
in the grass, though, and keep out of
sight, =o you ncedn’t fancy I did. And
—and I wasn't scored when that villzin
heard me apd looked wound, either.
I was cool as ice—"

“¥You saw him take to the water?”

¥ Yes, rather, and I can tell you 1
was jolly glad to see his back,’”” said
Bunter. *“Not that I'd have let him
pass if I'd had a rifle, Being unarmed,
you see, [———"

“Yes, wo know exactly what you'd
hava dome if you'd had a rifle and if
you hadn’t been s shivering funk!”
pnorted Johnny Bull. “You jolly well
kept out of ni‘ght. anyhow., Which
way did he go?’

** Beast 1 _

“(Cough it vp, Bunter,” said DBob.
“It’s a real sf:mﬁ-a of luck that you were
here and =aw the villain, uck up.
Did he go up or down-stream?”

“Down-stream,” answered Dunter.
Smithy was walking with him gs tame
as 4 ?’amh‘ His hands were tied and
he had something stuffed in his mouth.
T eaw him through the grass, when they
got into the water, quite EiﬂmIL He
had a bump on his forchead. Must
have been a silly ass to let the [ellow
bag him. I wouldn't have—"

“Vou're surs they went dowo-
stream

“I've got eyes!” grunied Buntor,
“The fack 3z, I chould have foilowed
themm and reseued Smilhy, only-—
onlyg—"

“Chucle if, fatbead!”  ‘“Wharlon
inrned to the Kikuyu, " They wont
dm:-'ln-ﬁtremn, KikokoboIr That eettles
it

“Let your feet follew me, Dwana,”
said the Kikuyu; and he started down
the zhallow stream,

“1 eay, you fellowg—-"

“Shut up, Bunter, and ecoma onl
You'd better Le careful to stick to us
now,” said Harry, “If you get lost
sgain we can't leok for you.”

“Look here, where are you going?”
demanded DBunter.

“ After Bmithy, of course, fathead !™

“They may be miles away by this
1ime. ‘What about grub?"’

“Grub ” howled Bob Cherry.

“VYes, grub,” said Buater warmly.
“I'n hongry!  And I'm tired!]  Woe
were just going lo halt for noon whon
we came on that beastly gorillal If
vou fellows think I can keep plugging
on in this heat, without a rest, yvou're
joily well mistaken, scal?

“Vou benighted idict—-"

“We can go after Smithy later!
Leave it to me!” said Bunter. Ak
prosent, what we want is a reat—a good
jong rest—and grub—"

E“:‘i}h, kick bhim:!* growled Johnny

il

»[ook here—— Wowl Beast! I
shan’t comel” howled Dunter. i |
jolly well won't take a single step, so0
there 1"

“Please vourself, fathead 1" said Bob.

Wharton was slready in_ the shallow
stream, wading after the Kikuyn, The
rost of the Co. followed him, holding
up their rifles carefully {rom the water.

Billy Bunter stood on the bank and
Llinked after them wilh a blink expros-
sive of thoe deepest mdignaticn.  With
tha scifishness that Bunter knew only too
well, these beasts wera gmnfl aiter
Smithy, utterly regardless of the fact
shat Bunter was tired and hupgry, It
was like them | _

Eut the fat Owl did not ventura to

The solitude of the
of terror for that,
runt ho waded inlo
the stream and Jollowed the safari
without a glanco back,
strode on, his keen glance walching
alternately the
stream for sign of the spot where
the fugitive might have quitted the

jungle was too full
h an angry

Kikolobe,

GET EUE:;’, LADS,
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Behind him the Famous Five tramped,
spleshing in the shallow stream, wary
and watehful.

_ Bunter plugged on in the rear, grunt-
mg and gasping.

_ Bunter, a3 s matter of fact, had come
in very useful. It was certainly owing
to Bunter that the gafari were on the
right track. DEven the Kikvyu had not
known which way te take until the fat
Owl tarned up. Nobody, however, had
any attention to waste on Bunter now.
The fat junior grunted and gasped,
unheaded, in the rear.

The Famous Five scanned the banks,
clothed with tall grass, or with thorny
bush, right to the water’s edge. Bub
they did not fcel at all sure thut they
would be able to pick out the spot
where Krantz quitted the stream. The
slave-trader was at home in the African
bush, and almost as skilful and cunning
as the Kikoyuo. Although ho certminly
hopred that he bad thrown pursmt
the track by taking to the water, thers
was no doubt that ho would take care
to leavo as little sign as he could, {rom
the habit of caution.

The Kikuya helted abruptly.

His spear pointed to the bank, The
party had covered n distance of almost
half a mile since taking to the sircam.

“Jt is here that the evil Mazungu left
the water, lorda!” zald the Kikuyu, in
a low vgice,

“Blessed if I se—-" muttered Dob,
staving at tho wall of high grass,

“IKicky knows 17 zaid Nugoent,

“The knowfulness of ihe esteomed
Kicks i3 terrific!” murmured llurrce
Jamset Ram Singh. )

“Let your volces be silent, lordsl”
spid the Kikuyu, “for it may bo that
wa arc close behind the evil Mzungu,”

“Right-ho! Lead on Kicky!" said
Bob.

The Kikuvn parted the tall grass and
stepped on the bank,

“1 zay, you fcllows—"" RBunter came
splashing up., “Are we camping
now "

“No, idiot 1"

“I'm hungry 1"

“Trathead 1"

“ And tired! I want a rest—->"

“Vou'll get o good long rest if Krants
sights you over a gun I growled Johnny
Buil.,  “You'd better sant up; Kiocky
thinks we may be close behind him."”

“Oh 1 gasped Bunter, .

And the fat junior was silent as he
dragged himself from the waler, and
followed the juniors and the Kikuyw
through the nodding grass,

[

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tha Prisoner !

0 11, sou rotter|” breathed the
@ Bounder.
His cyes burned at the half-

blood trader. 1

e had stumbled over a sprawling
root and almost fallen. A savage blew
from Krantz drove him on.

* Ach ! You would lose timel”

rinned Krantz *Nein, nein, my young
i—rlerrl Bat even 5o, your fricnds would
never find you now 1™

Herbert ~ Vernon-Smith  stumbled
blindly on.

His limbs ached with faligue; his head
was still dizzy froum the blows he had
recoived. Tt scemed like an evil dream,
gome hngering, fearful mightmare, to
the Greyfriars junior. ]

How long he had been tramping and
5tuthn§., driven on by his captor, he
did not know; but it seemcd like long,
long hours. .

Tue Msaxer Lisrary.—XNo. 1,229,
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He had got rid of the Eag from _his
mouth without the ruffian heeding him;
he was far now from the hearing of his
friends, if ho had called, But his hands
were still bound tightly, and his arms
achad from the oruel grip of the knotted
cords, _ ;

Weary and worn, almost in despair,
the Bounder stumbled on, aching with
heat and fatigue, burning with rage.

Bince they had left the jungle stream
Erantz had followed winding ways
through the jungle, generally treading
in some game path marked by the feet
of wild snimals, where the going was
sasier than through the untrodden
plepbant grass.

It was evident that the trader knew
the country, and knew it well; he was
at home in the jungle. The Bounder
remembered that his father had said
that Erantz had been in the bush-fight-
:ﬁg, on the German side, during the

ar, when the borders of Kenya and
Germen East Africa had been the scene
of fierco conflicts. IIe knew the bush
as well as any Kikuyu or Masai hunter.
To the Bounder's eyes, all was track-
loss, a bewildering wilderness; but he
knew that his captor was heading for
some definite destination. ;

Hoa had little hope of pursuit and
rescue,

That the chums of the Reamove would
lcave no stone unturned to save him, he
was assured; but what could the
schoolboys do in the wilds of the African
jungle? His hopes, such as they were,
gentred on the Kikuyu,

Kikolobo, it was certain, would dis-
cover that he had boeen seized, and would
lead the jumiors on the track. Buk
the running water would beoat him. At
that point, it was an even chance
whether the pursuers took the right or
the wrong route.

And even if they wers favoured by
fortune, and tock the way down-stream,
Bmithy did not feel sure that even the
Eikuyu would pick up the spot where
Krantz had quitted the water.

With the cunning caution that was
second nature to him, the half-Arab had
blinded his trail. as well as he could,
when he left the stream, and there was
little trace, if any, to cnable the hunter
to pick out the spot. .

8till the Bounder did not quite give
up hape. :

o could see that Krantz had little
foar now of pursuit. But Krantz did
not konow what the Dounder knew—that
Kikolobo, the Kikuyn, was devoted to
him, and spurred on to untiring efforts
by that personal detotion.

It was the Bounder who had saved
the Kikuyu's life in the fight with the
lion; and &Smithy had been rather
amuzed, than anything else, by the
black man's devoted gratitude, which
had been shown in many ways. But he
was glad to think of it now. He knew,
with absolute cortainty, that the Kikuyn
would not abandon the pursuit, so long
a3 the remotest chane roemained of suo-
cess;  whils, in Krantz's mind, the
Kikuyu was simply a hired hunter and
guide, with no particular reason for
exerting himself.

It was in ICikolobo that the Bounder's
last hope centred. The Greyfriara
fellows would do what they could; but
his fate depended on the Kikuyu, end it
was because he had risked his life to
save the black hunter that the IKikuyu
was roady to serve him to the last drop
of Lis blood. )

Only Kikolobo's grateful devotion
gtood between kim and o fate of which
e hardly dared #o think.

He stumbled h!indl;; on, driven by the
blows and curses of the slave-trader.
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But tho paee had siackened : his strength
was failing, snd e¢ven tho iren-limbed
ruffian was fecling the effects of exertion
in the tropical heat.

Where they were going the Bounder
could not guess; only from the sun’s
position, he knew that the way lay
roughly to the west—towsrds the distant
interior i the Dark Continent.

The sun was sminking now; but the
heat in the jungie was scarcely less
Inbense,

It eecrned to Vernon-Smith that his
leges would bend and fail wnder him.
Eut when he ‘agged a cruel blow drove
him on again.

Krantz was acoustomed to driving
slaves, and be diove on the hapless
schoolboy as he had been used to driving
negroes on the jungle-paths of the Congo.

ut there was a halt at last.

The jungle of elephant grass was left
behind, and they bhad entered a forest
of cedars. Through the branches over-
head came the red glara of the sun, sink-
ing towards tho west,

As the trader cama to & halt El]'.lit-l‘lg
reeled against the nearest trea an
lcaned there, exhausted. His legs
crumpled under him, and he slid down
to the foot of the tree. Strong and
wiry as he was, the Dounder was
utterly spent by that weary tramp
through the hot jungle. The ache in
his bound arms was now a bitter pain.
He slumped on the carth against the
tree, breathing in gasps.

The trader hardly heeded him. He
stood looking about him among the

trees,  And the Dounder heard him
call :
“AlIY ALY

A sguat, thick-set man, half Arab,
half negro, came through the cedars.
Ho gave the prrsoner a glance, and
salanmed to the slave-trader.

For two or three minutes they spoke
in Arabic—the mongrel Arabic of Coen-
tral Africa—but if it bhad been the
purcst Arabic the PBounder would
bardly have understood a word.,

Then Al siepped towards him with
a grin on his black face, and gripped
him by the shoulder. He spoke in his
own tongue, and the Bounder stared at
him uncomprchendingly.

“Tar' if el Arabit”

“Ach! He is an Englander, and
epeaks only English !* spapped Krantz.
“But he will vnderstand a blow, which
iz the samo in all tongues.™

Ali grinned.
"Yn% come ! he said, in laboured
English. )
And he emphasised the words with
a blow.

The Bounder staggered up, half-
dragged by the grasp of the black hand
on gm shoulder.

His cyes burned st IKrantz.

“You rotter '’ he routtered. *“¥ou
cowardly beast! I ean't go on! ¥You
can kill me if you like! I can walk no
farther I :

“Give him blows, Alil"

“Ruh imshi!” growled Ali. *“Ruh
bakai”

The Bounder did not vnderstand the
words, but he understood the shove
and the blow that followed ez Al
pushed him on before him. He made
a few steps, and stapgered and fell.

The squat ruffian dragged him up
again, and threw him  oecross  his
ehoulder. The Bounder was exhausted,
and blows could drive him no farther.

Hanging helplessly on the Arab's
shoulder, the Dounder was carried on
through tho eedars, Krantz following.

He wondered whether the slave-
trader had mnow reached his ecamp.
Evidently Ali had been waiting for him
in the ccdar forest. He wondered
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dazedly how far he was from his
friends. Many miles, at loast; he
could not guess how many. Was ik

possible that even Kikolobo could
track him so far, by the winding ways
of the jungle, even if he had not loat
the trail ot the stream? Vernon-
Smith still clung to the faint hope that
the Kikuyu would find him end save
him; but the hope was growing very
faint now.

It was clear thol Irantz had ne
further fear of pursuit.

The Bounder was carried a short dis-
tance into the cedar forest. Ali fung
i‘um down bike a sack at the fool of a
reo.

He stored round him with dizzy eyes.

A small tent sicod by the tree, and
there were the dead embers of a camp-
fira close at and. Evidently it was
the camp of the slave-trader.

“Bind him to the treo!" enarled
Krantz.

The Pounder was too weary to stir
e limb, even if he had been left frea.

But the trader was taking no chances
with him.

Ali brought a rope from tho tent,
and, placing Vernon-Smith in s sitting
posture against the trunk, he ran the
rops round him and knotfed it.

Vornon-Smith hardly heeded what he
did. He was only too glad to sit and
lean back on the cedar. His head
dropped on hizs chest, and his eyes
closcd.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter !

ik BAY, you fellows!™
H “ Shut up, Bunter!”

“Shan't 1" hissed Bunter.
The Greyfriars fellows had

come to @ halt in the jungle. Kiko-

lobo bent almost double, was scannin

the ground for sign, where & trac

branched off from the path he had

been following.

Tracks of the feet of animals, of lion
and lcopard, hyenaz and jackal, there
were in plenty; but whether human
tracks were to be picked up amon
them was beyend the scoutcraft o
Harvy Wharton & Co.

Even the cagle-eyed Kikuyu scemed
to be batbed, for the moment at least.

‘The juniors waited. :

They could only wait till Kikclobo
was sure of the trail. All depended on
the skill of the Kikuyu.

They waited enxiously. )

The long, hot trck in the baking
jungle had fatigued them. All the
juniors were feeling it severely. Dut
they had no idea of sto mg:l if it was
possible to go forward.  Not unloss
they fell from exhaustion were they
likely to halt on the way to rescus their

comrade.

Bunter had sat down immediately
the party stopped. And Dunter was
extremely unwilling to get up again,

The fat junior felt the fatigue of the
march more severely than the other
fellows, perhaps. He had much mora
weight to carry. Neither was he 1n
gnug condition for a long, hard trek.
Neither, too, was he so dﬂﬂ[}}f' con-
corned  about the fate of Herbert
Vernoa-Smith,  Bunter's concern, na

usual, was concentrated oo W. G
Bunter, ;
Ho blinked at the Famouz Fiva

through his big spectacles in deep and
intense indignation.

“I'm not gain?‘ on,” he said. * ¥You
,Eae, fI”-':;:.rl*n‘tE ;m tired! And I'm
carfully hungry.

“Ohy chuck it 1"
Bull, :

growled Johnoy



EVERY SATURDAY

“ Emithy ! ** There was a caulious,
scared whisper, and a fat figure
appeared from the dusk behind the
eedar. 'The Bounder started violently
and stared in amazement, **Bunter!*®
gasped Vernon-Smith. ** Quick—
Cut me loosal?*

“We're moing on, Dunfer, as soon as
Kicky Bnds the {rail,” =aid llarvy
Wharton guictly. " ‘We've got to save
Smilhy”

“ Blow Smithy I

“What #"

“Nlow him!” said DBuuter. " All
very well about Smithy, but wlhat about
me, you beast?

“Oh, dry up!” growled Dob Cherry.

“T'm tived ¥ hissed DBunter,

“PDe wou think we're not Alired,
Bunter 7 asked Frank Nugent mildly.

“0h, don't be a silly a4z, Nugentl™
eatd Bunter irritably. “If vou musé
jow, try to keep to tho point.  1'm
sorry for Smiithy, of ecourse. DBut, after
atl, it's his own fault. I was sgainst
coming inte the jungle at all, as you
jolly well knew. If my advico had
]])mm taken o

“ Cheese 16! grunted Jobnny Bull

“If ray advice had been taken, wo
should be heading for Nairobi now,
aud could stop in a decent lioiel, n-

stead  of mmpingh in theso putrid
foresta.  Might e siiling n A
restanrant  at  this  very  blessed

minute Y greaned Dunler. U Think of

fhat 1™
"YWe'ro {at-
Yin

head 1
“Well, Smithy asked [or 1t}
can't deny that!  Took here. supposo
wa stop here, and let the nigger go on
by himself? 1o =coms to Lke (he
j'ﬂh.#

“ You can stop here if you like™

thinking of Southy,

“You'd like me {o be torn fo picees
by lions and leopards, and caten alive
by cannibals, and stung to death by
poisonous flies, and bitten by snakes!”

said Bunter bitterly. “That's what

you'd lhike, I know.”

“ Fathead '

“Well, I''n fed-up,” said Bunler.
“Tired out! Huugry! D'm pretiy
well used to vyour sellishness by thia

lime. DBut, look here, think of me !
Hee?  Never mind Smithy for a bit!

Think of me!”

The Wikuyu rose, and glanced back
at tha juniors.

“¥iallo, hallo, halle!
something I said Bob.

They harried towards the Kikuyw.

Kikolobo made a gesluro with hia
spoar and strode on,  Evidently he had
ascerlained the irail again.

“T say, vou fellows—"

* Comsg on, Bunier!”

“Zhan't!” hisscd Dunler.

“Siay there, them, you fab a7
crowled Johuny Dull.

Dunler staggercd up. There was vo
doubt that the unfortunalo Owl was
sarely fatigued. DBut he dared not
Lnger alone in the junglo.

“] zay, you fellows!” he casped, 03
e ralled after the parly, "1 say, what
abont carrying mat”

“Oh, my hak!™”

“Twoe of you can join hands, you
Lknow, and earry me,” urged Bunter.
“Jb desn't as if I weighed much, you
know,™

“Oh erikey ™ gusped Bob,

The juniors were toa tired {o laugh.

Kicky's Tound

Dut they grinned.

I

“Now, who's going lo :‘:qr? w2
asked Bunier. *I don't mind which

two it i1s. Dlease yourselvew”

“The pleasefulness would not be
terrife, mny osteemed fat  Bunter,”
chuckled the Nabob of Dhanipur.

“1 can sce myself lugging you elong,

Bunter—I don't think [ said Bob. " For
goodness’ sake, buck upt”

“ Beast | Look lhere, bhelp mo
H.Ii}ﬂg—_"

£ IIE]]I ]I'EIF' :}rau !:ﬂI Ea‘id Jﬂhhl‘lf Bui!! i“

a voice that resembled that of the Great
Hugo Bear.

“Thanks, old chap! Yon're not such
a sclfish beast as these beasts!” said
Bunter. ®I=T say, wharrer you up lo?
Wharrer you kicking me for, you beast?
Yow-aw-aw "

“T'm helping yon—"

“Vow-ow | Beast] Leave off I howled
Bunlor,

“Don't vou want any mora help?"

“Owl Wow! No! Beast!”

“Well, you'll get somo niore of the
same sort if you dom't shut up grous-

]

ing I gprowled Johnny Bull
“Yah! Rolter] Owl”

Rilly Bunter rolled dismally on, o
wanted help, but not the sort of lLelp
fent by Johnny Bull

The juniors tramped on, Bunter roll-
ing on behind, emitting & scrics of low,
dismal groans. .

“This,™ roancd Buonler, "1z &
holiday gh crikey! If T'd known
what it was going to bo like, you fellows
wonldn't havo got me hersl Owl”

Billy Bunter had been tremendounsly
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bucked at Janding himself on Vernon-
Smith's party for the Greyiriars vaca-
tion. Bub he was not feeling bucked
now; he was feeling anything but
bucked. Rather than this, he would
have preforred the vacation at Bunter
Court—cven that magnmificent residence,
and the society of his brother Sammy
and his sister Lmiu were preferable to
this [

Bunter felt that he was a very hardly-
used youth. For some reason inexplic-
able to Bunter, the other fellows were
thinking sbout BSmithy, and seemed
utterly regardless of & much more m-
portant person.

Kikolobo scemed tireless, ]

Now that he was sure of the trail
again he strode on ahead, with eager
eyes and ready spear, as if his sinewy
limbs were incapable of fatigue.

The juniors had herd work to keep up
with him, and overy now and then
they turned to call to Bunter, who
lagged more and more behind.

They were following a pnarrow track,
and tho tall grass almost met over their
heads. Every now and then Billy Bunter
dropped out of sight, and came plugging
on again a3 they called.

“For goodness’ sake, Bunter, don't
hang behind!” exclaimed Wharton.
"Puet it on, you duffer!l”

““ Beast 1™ )

“Jf you lose sight of us—"

" Rotter [

“Buck up, old fat man!”

“Yah!”

“Wea'ra laaving Elmt;,r of tracks,” said
Johnny Bull, *Even that poity por-
poise couldn’t miss our trail.”

“ Beast |

The juniors tramped on. As DBob
Cherry called to him again the Kikuyu
glanced back.

“O0 Bwana, let not your voice be
heard,” ho said, “for now tho tracks are
very fresh, and the evil Bzungu may
hear with his ears.”

And the Greyfriars fellows tramped
on in silence, Wearily behind themn
plugged the fat Owl of the Remove, It
was like Bunter to lag more and more
when he was no longer called by ihe
fellows in advance.

The rustle of the grass ahead dicd ous
of Bunter's hearing. He plugged on,
slower and slower.,  Only the fear of
being left alone in the jungle kept him
from sitting down fo rest.

As Johnny Bull had said, the numerous
party left tracks enough for even Bunter
to follow with ease, 1f he kept his eyes
on’ them.

But Bunter wes not thinking of that;
he was thinking of his fatigue, of his
hunger, and of his many and varied
grievances,

He plugged on regardless, and did not
even mnotice when he plugged into
another jungle path, and lost the track
he was following,

Quite unconscious of the fact that he
was no longer bringing up the rear of
the safari, Billy Buunter plugged on
wearily, nover dreaming that every step
was now taking him farther and farther
from his friends.

How many miles erawled under
his lagging feet the fat 1 did
not know; but he fel as if they were
millions.

Still under the impression that the
juniors and the Kikuyu were a little
distance ahcad of him, he rolled dismally
L] 18

Then ono comfort, at least, came to
the tired and hapless Owl. The hot
jungle, the buzzing Hies, the high, suffo-
cating groess, came to an end, and he
rolled with a grunt of relief under the
spreading  branches of o cedar-tree.
Beyond ?&j’ an open forest, & bewilder-
ing succession of trunks, with here and
there patches of underwoods.

DBunter had, as a matier of fact, struck
tho cedar forest where the camp of the
slave-trader lay, though at a consider-
able distance from the spot where
Krantz and Vernon-Smith had entered
1t.

The shade of the trees was grateful
and ecomforting, and the cedar forest
was ecool after the baking heat ef the
jungle. DBunter was conscious, for a
minute or two, only of the relick

Then 1t suddenly occurred to his fat
brain that the safari were not in sight
ahead; he could sece to some distance
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among the trees, but he could sce nothing
of Iarry Wharion & Co.

It did not yet cccur to him that, from
sheer laziness and obtuseness, he had
missed the track, and that the party
were no longer ahead. DBut it did occur
to him that he had lagged not wisely
but too well, and that ihe juniors were
a long way abcad, oub of sight and
hearing.

“0Oh erikey!” gosped Bunter.

He opecned his mouth to shout, and
closed it again. He remombered the
words of the Kikuyu—and be did not
want the “evil Mzungu ” to “hear with
hia ears."

“0Oh lor’ 1" groaned Bunier, “Deasts!
Rotters! Leaving a fellow behind! I
olly well asked them to carvy me, tool

easts 1

ITe rolled on, taking the trouble, at
last, to look for sign of footsteps ahead
of him. He was not likely to find the
trail of the Greyfriars fellows, who were
distant by that time, on another route,

Up and down and round about, among
the hewildering trunks of the codars,
went the hapless Owl, blinking desper-
ately round for a sign of his friends,
or of their footprinta.

It was borne in upon his fat mind that
he was lost, but he dared not realize it,
Hz wandered on and on desperately,
almost forgetting his fatigue in his grow-
ing torror.

uddenly, glimmering among the
trees, ho caught sight of an object that
made him start and stare.

It was a tent, pitched under the
branches of & tall cedar.

Bunter halted.

A tent might mean white men—some
safari in the wilderness. It was not
likely that natives would be wsi A
tent.  But Bunter was too terrified to
forget caution, If he had kit on the
camp of a white man’s safari, he was
in luck. Help and rescue weroe at hand
—and the Greyfriars party, so far as
Bunter was concerned, might go and eat
coke, But the fat Owl hed to be sure
before ho showed himself.

With great eaution he tiptoed among
the teces, stealthily approaching the
tent, blinking to and fro unecasily
through his big speetacles. And sud-
denly, with o spasm of terror, he
halted and dedged behind a cedar, a3 a
voico came to hes cars, It was tho voice
of Ludwigz Krantsz.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Smithy !

ERBERT VERNON - BMITIHL
H opencd his oyes.

He had failen aslecp, leaning
on the tree to which he was
bound, It was a rough chaka

that awakened him.

Ho stared up at the coppery face and
light blue eyes of Krantz,

The slave-trader gave him a savago
grin. The bitter rage in the Bounder's
lock zeomed to entertain the ruliian,

“You hound!” muttered Vernon-
Smith.

His glance passed the trader, scannine
earerly the opemings among the trees
that closely surrounded the camp.

Krantz gave 8 chuckle.

“Are you looking for your friends?®”
bo asked. *“Do you fancy that a party
of =choolbovs conld follow vou so far®®

The Bounder did noi rc]}fy'. Hiz hopa
was in the Kikuvu; but it scemed to
him now that Kikelobo hoad failed him,
There was despair in his leart, and it
showed in his face.

"If you dream of roscue, give up your
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dream1” jeered Krantz., “You will
never sco your friends again, unless they
join frou to share the same fale. Lo
j’ﬂl.i.? anoy that they ape still seeking

u“ 2
4 “] know they arel” i

“ Lot them but remain in the jungle,
and I ask nothing better,” said Krantsz,
with a savage grin. *“Each of them will
fetoh a price, in the heart of Africa—
even the little fat one, if only for the
cooking-pot.”? :

“You will not cateh them napping,
as you did me,” said the Dounder con-
temptuously, *and you dare not face
the Kikuyu,”

Krantz gave him a black scowl
Smithy was right; the slave-trader
foarad Kikolobo, It was his fear of
the Kikuyn that had caused him to take
g0 many precautions in concealing his
trail from pursuit.

“The Kikuyu is a great hunter, the
most famous native hunter in Kenya,
said Krantz. “But the wiliest hunters
have been caught in traps, my young
Herr. Let the safari but remain in the
jungle, and I am content. I leave you
now; but before this hour to-morrow 1
ghall return—and 1 shall not return
alone, Let them but remain in the
jungle secking you He gritted his
teeth, and the light blue eyes glittered.

The Bounder felt a chill.

He knew, from what his fathcr had
told him, that the hali-blood (German
was the Ieader of a gang of slave
raiders in Central Africa. It was his
intention to call that savage crew to his
aid, in dealing with the safari. From
Neirobi te the Milsom plantation, from
the plantation to the wilderness, he had
followed the Greyiriars party; and un-
consciouslty they had played inte his
hands by penctrating farther and
farther towards the interior, far {rom
the eettlements.

That Harry Wharton & Co. would not
abandon the search for him, the
Bounder was quite assured; still more
assured that Eikolobo would never give
up the hunt. There was no doubt that
t would remain in the jungle seek-
ing him, and on the morrow Kraniz
would return with a gang of lawless
Arabs to deal with them, ‘

“You are sure that they will not give
up the search for you? grinned Krantz,
“Ach, that is good! Let them but re-
main ope more day in the jungle, and
I ask no more.”

He chuckled and turned away.

The Bounder's heart was heavy., The
zlave-trader fearced Kikolobo; but with
a crew of savage Arabs at his hecls, he
would not fear him. Death to the
foithful Kikuyu; slavery in the heart of
Africa to the Greyiriars chums—that
was the programme marked out by the
half-hlood trader, and he counted upon
certnin sucecss. And it was borne in
uponn the Bounder's mind that the
ruffian would trinmph.

Krantz spoke m Arabie for a few
minutes to the sguat ruflian Al Then
picking up his rifle he turned away,
and disappeared into the trees. He did
not take the dircction by which he had
entered tho cedar forest. His way lay
to the west, towards the untrodden wil-
derness.

He dizappeared from sight in a few
moments.

Ali, with a2 grin on his black face.
stooped over'the Bounder and examined
his bonds. Having assured himsclf that
the prisoner was safe, the Arab left
him. Neither food nor drink was given
to the prisoner; but the Bounder cared
tittle. was recovering a little now

from his fatigue, and hiz senses were
keon and on the alert.  Still hoping
against hope, he scanned the surround-
ing trees sgain and again, longing for
the sight of a friendiy face. There was
a chance—surely there was a chance—
that the Kikuyu would trail him down
and savs him, though Krantz had obvi-
ously dismissed it as impossible.

Ali, after assurigg himself that the
prisoner was secure, pussed into the
ten

thta Bounder heard a gurgling sound
of drinking from a leather Hask, which
hinted that this follower of tho prophet
was not strictly obedient to the pro-
pheii; behests 1 the matter of strong
drink,

Then he heard the Arab sprawl on his
rugs, and a few minutes later there was
a sound of heavy breathing from the
tent.

With an exertion of all his strength,
Vernon-Smith wrenched at his bonds.
If he eould but get loose, he had his
chanes, while the Arab was sleeping,
now that Krantz was gone.

But thore was no chance. Tho effort
sent throbs of bitter pain through e
aching arms, and he desisted, panting;
throbbing with pain. ]

There was no hope—unless his friends
found him. And the sun was sloping to
the west, When night came, they could
not oven seek him, and might was
COMming soon. ]

The Kikuyu would find him. He told
himsclf again and again  that the
Eikuye would find him. But if he did
not find him before the morrow—

n the morrow Krantz would ba
back, with his crew of ruffians of all the
mongrel races of Central Africa. And
he had said, and meant, that he nsked
nothing better than that the salar
should remain in the jungle, sccking
their lost comrade.

Tha DRounder could
gloud. i
If only he had been more wary; i
only he {x ucssed that the haliblood
was still on the irail of vengeance, and
had not allowed himsclf to be caught
napping. But i1t was useless to think of

that.

As the sun sank lower westwerd,
lower townrds the wilderness of the
Congo, be watched the lengthening
shadows between the troes, and his
heart and his hope sank with the sun.

And then suddenly, strangely, amag-
ingly, there eame a whispering voice
from behind the trce to which he was
bound.

* Smiihy

The Bounder started violently.

e had hoped to zee the Kikuyu—he
had longed to see Harry Wharton &
(lo.; but he had never given a thought
to Billy Bunter. If he had thought of
Bunter at all, he would have thought of
him only as a burden on the rescuers,
clogping their movementg=—as indeed ho
was. DBut the Kikuva had nob come-—
the juniors had not appeared—and ib
was Bunter's fat voice that he heard
whispering from behind the cedar.

He doubted, for n moment, whether
ha was dreaming: whether his feverizh
[ancy was deeeiving him. 1t could nok
be Bunter—how could Dunter be there?

“ Smithy M

Apain that ecantious, seared whisper.
And a fat figure rolled out from the
dusl of the eedar, and stood before tho
Bounder’s startled, staring eyes.  And
Vernon-Smith's heart pave a suddoen
leap. and his eves shone.

“Bunter!” he  whisperod
“Bunter! Quiet, old man!

have groaned

sofilv.
Cut me

2

loose—but gquiet! There's an Arab in
the tent—sgleeping—quiet| Cui ma
loose, Bunter, old chap.”

A 51

THE FOURTEENRTH CHAPTER.
The Mouse and the Lion }

ILLY BUNTER was shaking
B from head to foot.
The peril he was in might
have daunted a bolder heart than
Bunter’s, and the Owl of the Remove
was never bold, except when peril was
at o safe distance.

But somewhers in Dilly DBunter,
somewhere hidden deep under | his
layers of fat, there was a little bit of
British p!u-:.l'(. It was mnot, perhaps,
much, but 1t was enough to leaven ihe
whole lump.

Dunter was frightened—sorely geared.
The moere sound of Ludwig Krantz's
voiee had almost frozen the blood in his
veing. when he had heard it, he had,
crouched lew, und scarcely breathed.
Probably, had the ferocious half-blood
retnained in the camp, Bunier would
have stolen away on his hands and
knees and vanished into the forest. At
all events, he certzinly never would
have approached nearer the camp.

But lie heard the half-blood's words;
lio heard him go, and saw the burly
slave-trader disappear. Ludwip Erantz
was gone, and Bunter could sce that
only the squat Arab remained,

Crouching behind a tree, hidden by a
mass  of Oowering  shrubs, Bunter
watched, uncertain whet to do—not
even daring to retreat lest the Arab
should hear him, Save for a knife, he
was unarmed, and the Arab had a rifle
and & dagger. Tt would not have been
much use for Bunter to show himself,
even had he possessed the courage re-
quired—which he certainly did not. But
after Ali had gono into the tent,
Dunter’s courage, such as it was, re-
vived.

In the decp silence of the cedar forest
he could hear the deep breathing from
the tent, and he ventured to creep a
litile nearer. There was only one man
in the camp, and he was asleep in the
tent. And he could seo Herbert Ver-
non-Smith bound to the tree, a few
vards from the tent. ¥Yet for a long
time Bunter hesitated, his fat heart
failing him. A savage brute like Ali
would sleep lightly; he would waken at
a sound, and if lie saw Bunter—

It was to Bunter's credit that he did
make up his fat mind at last. For the
peril was greab; he had ne cliance what-
ever, if the Arab in ihe tent awakened.
Ho was risking death, or jomming Ver-
non-Smith in his captivily, to be sold
into slavery. It was no wonder that
the fat Owl hoesitated long; but the
steady breathing from the tent did not
slacken or change, and at last the fat
junior took his courage in both hands,
as it were, and tiptoed towards the codar
to which Smithy was bound.

Soveral times, as he crept nearer, his
fat heart failed him: but there was no
sigh of All awakening, and that little
bit of British plock that was hidden
under hiz fat somehow sustained him.

e reached the cedar: bLut it wns a
long minute hefore he ventured to
whizper to Smithy.

Then, as he rolled into view, his eves
bulged throngh his big spectacles in the
direction of the tent.

His fat heart was thumping almost te
sulfocation.
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X Al awakened——

He hardly hoard the Bounder's eamer
whisper. o shivered as he listoned in
horrid dread for a sound from the Arab.
But only the steady breathing ecame.

“*Bunter "' Vernon-83mith whispered
again—barely audible, for he knew that
tie game was up if Ali awakened.
“Bunter | Quick, old man! You've got
a knifel Onee ' loose, T ean hapdle
that villain! Quiet—and quiek {"

Hilly Bunier pulled himself together,

Hoe drew the bhunting-knife from his
pelt,  Bunter rather fancied
with o hunting-knife, though it had only
Leen used, so far, for slicing bananas and
plantains and other fruits, and cutting
dhurra cakes. Buat it came in very use-
ful now.

His fat hand shook as he drew the
edge of the kuife across the rope that
fastened Smithy to the cedar.

The rope fell apart,

Stooping over the Bounder, DBunter
sawed at 1the cord knotted rounnd his
wrists.

He looked over a fat shoulder towards
ihe tent as he did so, in terror of an
wwakening Arab.

Smithy suppressed a cry of pain as the
kntfe gashed his wrisls. Thoe fat Owl
rlegll}‘ neaded to look at what he was
doing.

“Bunter—carciul, you fool I breathed
Yernon-BSmith.

*Oh, really, Smithy—-"

T uict—guick ¥

Vernon-Smith's eves were on Lthe tent,
g0 near at hand, almost in nnguish.
This chanco—this amazing and rmiraco-
lous chance—had come. ]ilt all was lost
if Ah awakened 1n Lime. The terror

and obtuseness of the fat Owl were
wasting priceless momoents.
Bunter sawed at the cord. Strand

parted.  The knife, of
course, was blunt; it had been keen
enougl when given to Bunter, but
Bunter was not the fellow to keep any-
thing in order. He sawed and sawed;
and more than once tho skin was .cat
u3 the knife zipzngged in  Bunker's
uncertain hand. The Bounder set his
teath hard,

DBut the cord was through at last. The
fragments fell to the ground and the
Bounder was {ree.

He was frec: but at the first move-
ment the pain that shot through his
numbed arms almost made him faint,
and he barcly suppressed a sercam.

But he did suppress it, and he sat
still, with gritted teeth., Ile could not
stir yet—it would be minutes, at least,
hefore he could use his arms—and every
minuto was precious,

Bunter blinked at him.

“Get up, 8mithy! Let's bunk before
he wal:es up ™ he breathod,

#1—I1 can t—yet ' the Bounder whis-
pered low., “Give me the koife, and
veb out of sight—in case that villain
wakes 1™

“Retier get up—="

after strand

“Fool I

“0h, really, Bmitly—m

“Get out of siglt!™  hissed  the
Dounder in an agony of apprehonsian,

“ Hide—quick ! Give me the knife and
hide 1" i

He heard a stireing in the tent,

Bunter passed the knife inlo bis hand
and slid behind the coedar. At the first
sound of stirring from the lenk the fat
junior was only too willing io hide.

He crouched behind the tree, his fak
heart thumping.

Vernon-Smith sot  still, plocing bLis
arms together as i they were still bound,
the knife hidden in his jacket.

It was dusky under the cedars, and if
Al looked ocut of the tent be might not
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himaelf

notice that the prizoner’s bonds had been
removed if he saw him unchanged in
Position.

The Arab was stirring.

Seme  faint  sound, ;rmrhaps, had
reached the man, who slept almost as
lightly as a wild ahimal,

Smithy saw the darl, turbaned head
cmorge from the opening of the tent;
the black eyes ghttered at him, Bunter
had only been m time,

Smithy sat quite still,

There was no suspicion, only the
cantion of a a1 as wary as a wild
beast of the jungle, in the look of the
Arab,

Certainly, he did not suspect that the
prisoner had been cut loose. His black
cyos glittered at the Bounder for a
moment, and then flashed round at the
dusky trees. If he had heard a sound
he probably fancied that some animal
was snuffing round the camp, perhaps a
funl:;al hunting for offal. He seemed to
wstiate whether to leave the tent; but
finally he stepped out, his rifle in his
hand.

* Iismtiilah I* the Bounder heard him
mutlor; and muttered words followed
that he did rot understand.

The Arab stepped away from the tont,
glancing round him, with the wary sus-
picions eyes of one accustomed to con-
stant dangor. Ior two or three minutes
he starcd about him, among the deepen-
ing shadowa of the cedars. Then ha
seomed satisficd and moved back towards
the tent.

If only he settled down to sleep again !
The Bounder longed to see him pass into
the tent.

But it was towards the prisoner that
the Arab came. Before going back to
gleep ho was going to assure himself
that the prisoner was safe, ‘The
Bounder's heart beat almost to suffoca-
fton a3 ho read his intention. Az soon
az the sguat scoundrel bent over lhnm he
would see that the ropes had been cut.

Smithy's hand closed convulsively on
the handle of the knife hidden in his
pocket, Ilis arms still ached and
throbhed ; but he conld use them now:
be had to use them now, In a moment
more——

Ali bent over him.

Smithy, in the dusk, enught the
startled Mash in his eyes as he disgerned
the cut ropes. But before Ali ecould
realise that he was loose, the Bounder's
hand flashod out with the knife o it
and he struck desperately  at  the
swarthy [aece bending over him.

The Arab staggered back, with &
sercam, as the kmife gashed across his
dark fuce. It was neck or nothing now.
Smithy was on bis feet with the spring
of a leopard, lecaping on the man, and
striking again, "The Arab fell to the
carth, the rifle elattering & vard away.

Vornon-8mith leaped at the rifle,

1le elutched it up, dropping the
knife. In & twinkling he clamped the
butt to his shoulder, his finger on the
trigeoer, the muazzle bearing full on the
Arab at point-blank range.

srack ! j

The Aral was serambling to his [ect,
spitbing  with rage, whea the bullet
struck him,

Ho plunged over on the carth,

1'he Bounder, his tecth gritting, laa
eves ablaze, reversed the nile and
leaped  ab the sprawling  Arab, the
heavy butt swinging in the atr.

The wonnded Arab squirmed away
like a snake, barcly escaping the crash-
ing blow irom the rifle-buit.

e wounld not have escaped the next
had he not leaped away into the troes.
The Bounder rushced after Inm, wilth
thie rifle-butt nplifted for another blow.
The Arab torned on him for a socond,

THE MAGNET

his cyes mad with rage. But his right
arm hung useless, from the bullet that
was buried in lis shoulder—and there
was death in the blow that was coming.
He turned and leaped away again and
raced away among the cedars.

“Oh  erikey |V pasped Bunter, =1
say, Smithy—— Oh orikey 1"

For a moment the Bounder was about
to rush in pursuit. But he realised the
Futility of that, and he stopped. The
Arab  vanished among the Cedars,
leaving o crimson trail on the parth as
he wont,

Vernen-Smith plunged into the tent.

“Bmithy 1 I say, Smithy—"

The Bounder did not heed. ITa was

hunting for certridges, and he quickly
found them and reloaded the rifla. Ha
was ready now for the slave-hunter if
he returncd,
. But there was no sign of Ali return-
ing. He was disarmed and disabled by
his wound, and he was losing no timo
in getting to a safe distance from the
Feringheo who had so unexpectedly
turned the tablcz on him.

Vernon-Bmith dropped the bult of the
rifle to the ground, and stood breath-
ing hard, his eyes shining,

Billy Bunter blinked round uneasily,

“I—1 say, Bmithv, let's bunk!" he
Ea-:- ed. " Suppose—suppose be comes

ac HE ]

*1 wish he would !’

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“We're all ripht now, fathead I”

“I—I say, that beast EKrantz might
comne ba # ;

“No such luck ™ gaid Vernon-8mith.
“By gum, I'd be jolly glad te see him
again, now I've pgot a rifle in my
hands 1™

“0Oh erikey I™

Thers was littlo chance of Krants
hearing the shot and returning; by that
time the slave-trader was far out of
hearing. e had beon gone more than
an hour before Bunter had serewed up
his courage to got busy.

The Bounder would have been glad
enough to see him, in the changed ecir-
cumstances; o fuc-l'ing that was not in
the least shared by Willlam George
DBunter.

"“Well, we'd better bunk, old chap,”
sauid Bunter. “T say, we'd better look
for the fellows. The silly fogls lost me
soanehow #

“They're hunting me, of course?™
askod Smithy.

"Yes, and the silly asses mizsed me
somechow.”’

“Io you mean you wandered away
and lost yourself 1V

“ Beast 1™

“Have you any idea where they are ¥
demanded the Rounder impatiently.
“We've got to join up again. Arc they
far away "

“1 don’t know! That nirger was
}ﬁclnin up your trail, and the fellows
ancicd he would find you. WNot likely,
without my help."

&0 “r-'hﬂt?r:r

“Well, they haven’t found vou, and T
have,” said Bunter. I say, Smithy,
vou foel sure that Arab beast won't come

ek B

“Yes, nss"

1 wonder if he's gob any rrub hero "

Vernon-Smith gave the fat Owl a
glare. 'Then he langhed.

“Plenty of grub here, I believe,” he
snid. " Look ﬁ-:'m. Bunler, if you wero
with the other fellows, ti:{'-:,' can't Lo
far awav. Most likaly they would hear
a shot ! T'I tryv it on, at any rate.”

“T say, sormebody else might hear—="

“T'lIl chance that!"

“Well, I don'y want & lot of cans
nibals——"

* Idiot 1™

0l ——
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Vernon-Smith, his eyes ablaze, reversed his rifle and leaped at the sprawling Arab, the heavy buit swinging in the alr.
The wounded Arab squirmed away, harely escaping the crashing blow 1

“T1f that's what- you call gratitude,
Smithy, after I've saved your lifg—"

Y Checse 3t [ o

Tho Bounder fired the rifle into the
branches averhead. ‘There was a good
gupply of carlridges, and ho proceeded
to load and fire the rifle at intervals of
ono munute, Lf the Greyfriars fellows
were within sound of a shot, they would
know that it was a signal of some sort;
though they were certainly net hikely
to guess who was hamlling the rifle. At
least, it might draw them to the spot to
mvestigate.

Crack, crack, erack! echoed far
through the forest and across the jungle,
in the deepening darkness.

“1 say, Smithy—"

“Don't bother!™

“T'va found somo prub—-:"

“Sonff it, then, and shut up 1™

* Beast !

Billy Bunter sat down and ate. There
was driod t's flesh, and dhurra bread,
and bunches of plantains. amd other
things—and all was grist ihat camo to
Billy Bunter’'s mill. The Dounder stood
cracking off the rifle: and Thlly Bunter
sat, and ate, and ate, and ate!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise |

[ WANA, my eves se0 o more !
B ~The tall Kikuyu stood lean.
ing on his spear in the junglo
nih.
Darkness had fallen on the junele.
The expression on Kikolobo's face, in

ihe gloom, was grim and savage. There
was dark disappointment in the faces
of the juniors.

They wers weary to the bone, and
glad to rest, But their thoughts were
with tho prizoner of the slave-trader.
Weary as they wore, they could have
pushed on. DBut when the keen eyes of
the Kikuyu could read sipn no longer,
it was usclesa.

How e¢ven the cagle-eyed hunter had
picked up the trail =o [ar was a myslery
to Harry Wharten & Co., aceustomed
s ho was to tracking lion and leopard.

It was evident that the szlave-trader
had foared his skill, for he had been
carcful to leave little ﬂilp;n. Bometimes
the way lay by the jungle-paths trodden
by the fect nfy'wl]d amimels ; sometimes
it was lost in barely marked trocks:
sometimes it led through thick eane-
brake.

Even the Kikuyu had keen at & loss
mauny times; but always he had picked
up the trail again, sconer or later, and
they had pressed on.

Time lmd been lost; they were many
hours behind the man whoso trail they
followed. DBnt so lengr as they counld
follow, they Lioped. MNow, with the blot-
ting out of light in the sudden bropteal
nizhifall, the trail was lost.

Stars came plintine out in the dark
blus vauplt of sky over the whisporing
jungle. Faintly from afar came voives
of boasts that stirred with the might—
the cliuckling yell of the hyena, the
long-drawn howl of the jackal; and
decper, more terrible, the cchoing rour

?If Simba. The juniors did not heed
e,

“Then the trail's lost, Kikolobo?”
asked Harry.

“Bwana, oven the eycs of N'gai conld
read nothing now that Usikw, the night,
has come,” said Hiklﬁﬂ moodily.

“ But—at dewn——

“When Siku, the day, comes, Bwana,
all will be well,™ Eﬂi{i Kikuyu; “the
oyes of this Kikuyu sre keen s the eyes
of T'iu, and hizs feet aro mg swift and
tireless as the feet of Simba, And 1,
Kikelobe, will follow the evil Mzungu,
and save the Bwana who saved me from
the lion, even if the spoor lesds me
beyond the great waters of tho lakes, nnd
into a land where no Kikuyru has
trodden ! But woe must wait for SBiku,
the day.”

 Wothing doing, you men,” said Bob.
“Wea've got to woit! I—1 wish that
fat duiler Bunter was hero.”

“Ile may be rolling in yet,” said
Harry Hmmsily. “1le must be follow-

ng -us.

‘ft. wa3 some timo sinee the juniors had
discovered that Bunter was ne longer
plugging on behind. Dot 1t was impos-
sibla to turn buck for him.  Even il
they had sbandoncd tho pursuit of the
slave-trader to hunt for the 1rritatin
Owl, the Kikuyu would not have turne
hack. Kikolobo's thoughts wers con-
ceutrated on the Bwana who had
zsaved him from tho lion, and he had
little concern to waste on the 3mall Fat
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©ne, Thay could only hope that Dun-
tar was still following, though at a
distance,

The tall Kikuyu stood leaning on his
epear, dark and moody.

In the light of dawn, he had no doubt
of picking up the trail again; and the
juniors had no doubt. But it wag bitter
to wait, unknowing what might be hap.
pening to the Bounder.

The Kikuyu, seemingly tireless, stood
like a black statue in the gloom: the
juniors sat down to rest, They were
tired, and they were hungry: but they
had iitt]u food with them; most of the
supplies had been with the porters who
had carried the baggoage, and the bag-
gage had been thrown aside and secat-
tered when the natives fed from the
gorilla.

It was not an enviable state of affairs

for the Greyfriars safari; but the
uniors were not thinking of themselves,
Lhey were thinking of their comrade in
tho grip of the vengeful slave-trader;
and thinking, too, of the hapless Owl
wandering in the jungle paths.

Weary as they were, there was likely
to be little sleep for them.

Suddenly, from the deep silence, came
& sound—n sound that was familiar to
their ears. It was the distant crack of a
rifla,

The juniors started to their feet.

Thei'._suw the tall Kikoyu start, and
bend his dusky head to listen,

Silence followed the shot.

“Who the thump—" muttered Bab
Cherey. “If Dunter had had a rifle:
but he hadn't—"

Wharton set his teeth hard. If the
slavetrader, weary of cumbering him.-
self with a prisoner—

‘He drove the terrible thought from
his mind,.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
again "

Crack, crack, crack, crock!

At intervals of @ minute, the rifle-
ghots reng.  The juniors listened in
amazement. Obviously, it was not fight-
ing that was going on; the regularity
of tho shots showed that it could only
be a signal of some kind.

Wharton turned to the tall, dark
fipure in monkey-skina.

“Kikolobo! What—"

“*Bwana, mv ears hear!” said Kiko-
lobo. * But this Kikuyu does not under-
stand, But we shall seo with our eyes,
O Bwana "

Thera it is
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The tall Kikuyu swung into motion
Azaln.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed him.
The shots still rang regularly, and the
sound was an easy guide,

That 1t was signnllinei',
and the juniors could on
1t might be signalling Krantz or
eome of his associates. If it was that,
they asked nothing betier; they only
wanted to get in touch with the slave-
trader again.

Puzzled and wondering but hopeful,

they pressed on after the swift-striding
Kikuyu.
_ From the dusky jungle they passed
into the deeper darknesz of a cedar
forest. 'Tho ringing shots were closer
at hand now; and among the dim trunks
of the hewildering trees they eaught the
flashing of the rifle.

Thers was & sudden shout from the
Kikuyu. It was a roar of amazement
and joy.

*Bwana-wangu! O Bwana-wangu!"

He broke into a run, racing and

was certain,
surmise that

winding among the frunks of the
cedars,
“What the merry thump—-=~"

ejaculated Bob Cherry,

“It can’t be—"

“Btvgna.-wnngu means *my lord," eor
something of the sort! It can't be
Smithy—>

“Come on!”

The juniors tore after the Kikuyn,

“Bwanal" Kikobolo was sllt:mtin:.{:.
“0 Bwana! Bwana-wangu!” It
seemed asz if the Kikuyu could see n
the dark, for the juniors had discerned
nothing i:-ut the flashes of the ride.

They rushed on.

“Smithy " yelled Bob Chernry.

The starlight fell among the cedars.
It plimmercd on the tent—and on the
Bounder—rifle in hand. It glimmered
on a fat figura that sat on a log, with
its mouth full. But for the moment
the Famous Five did not see DBunter.

“HMalle, halle, hallo! Smithy!"

* Smithy, old cha -

“"What the dickens—where's
villain Krantz—what—-"

"0 PBwana-waneu!' murmured
Kikolobo, and he dropped on s knees
and touched the PBounder's feet with
his forchead. "0 Bwanc-wangu, this
Eikuyu has found you, and sees you
with his eyes, and hears you with his

ears |V
“Good old Kicky!™ chuckled the

that

MOST ASTOUNDING TALE OF THE CONGO EVER WRITTEN! -

EGEND had it that there was

a tribe of speaking Apes in

the heart of the Congo, but Bob

Carter didn't believe it, until he
met the Apes Tace to Face.

Then, Tor him, began the most
amazing adventurea of his lilg—
as the prisoner~guest of

* KINKO, KING
OF THE APES!"”

A achoolmaster to the ApeTribe
« « « A soldier in the ranks of the
Apes' Fighting Foree . . . . These
are only two ol the astounding
experiences of Loy hunter.
You simply gasp as you read each
chapter of thrills.

Start reading " KINKO, KING
OF THE APES ! " fo~day In the
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Bounder. "Jolly glad to see you
fellows! Krantz has i

* But what—how—'""

The juniors surrounded the Bounder,
ns amazed and joyful as the Kikuyu. It
was an utterly unexpected and ve
1oyous end to the long end weary hrnﬁ
They stared round the camp, but thera
was ne sign of an enemy. But from
the log the fat figure rose, its mouth
still full. Bunter crammed in another
banana before he spoke; Bunter was not
a fellow to waste time in such important
nmmtiers.

:‘I say, you fellowg——"

*BUNTER [ shricked Bob Cherry.
Heo stared at the fat junior as if it
had been the ghost of the fattest fellow

at Greyfriars,
said Harry Wharton

s ]

* Bunter !
blankly.

“How on earth did DBunter get
here?” gasped Nugent. “Are we
dreaming this?''

“That fat idiot!" said Johnny Bull,

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right,”
sald Bunter, blinking at them through
his big spectneles. “ Rather lucky you
wandered away from me, as it's turned
out i

“Wha-a-at?”

“¥ou'd have been rather in the way
when rescued Smithy ¥ explained
Buntor,

“Wha-a-n-a-+1"?

*You see, I cousidered that it was up
to me,” said Bunter calmly. * You
fellows were rather a lot of duds, and
that nigger wasn't much pood—and
the fact is, took it im hand, I
thought, on the whole, I'd better look
for Smithy and—and rescue him—-"

* Great pap !

“And I've dome it!” zaid Bunter.
“Mind, 1 didn't lose the frack and
wander here just by chance—>*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I sce anything to cacklas
at. 1 say, you fellows, the best of it
i3, that there’s ‘t:-lantr ¢f grub heral"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Eilkuyu gave Bunter a siranga
look, FEvidently, the fat junior, loag
and wandering, had blundered on the
camp in the cedar forest, while the
unerring  Kikuyu was still following
the winding trail in the jungle,

“0 8mall Fat One.” said the Kikuyu,
“By what strange chance did you ﬁj.'nd
your way to the Bwanai™

Bunter sniffed.

Well, I jblly well found him, and
you jolly well didn't "' he said. * Not
much chance about it, either, I say,
vou fellows, you'd better camp here.
Thera's I’planty of grub, and I may as
well tell sou plainly that I'm not
going f{o tnke another step. I've
reseued Smithy, and that's em::ugh! I
gay, I'm going to bave the tent!

“(xood old Duntor!™ chuckled Dob.

The Eikayu built & camp-fire, and
the juntors gathered round it to supper.
Bunter, his supper over, rolled 1unio
the tent to sleep, while the other fellows
sat round the camp-fire and listened
to what Smithy lad to tell them. here
was, 03 Bunter hnd said, plenty of
“grub,” and the hungry juniors were
glad enough to dispose of it. The fire-
light gleamed on a circle of happy
faces: while DBilly Bunter dreamcd o
happy dream of & epread in o Remove
study at Greyfriars, and smiled in hia
slumbor,

THE EXD.

(The next thrilling book-length ecom-
plete warn fn this  holiday-odventures
gericas t8 a toinner all the war., Muoke
ceriain  you read YPHE JUNGLE
HIKERS '—out next Suturday.)



HIGH, LOW, AND NIPPY, the COWPUNCHER PALS,

in another Hair-raising Adventure,

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
High is Determined !

BANDING was taking place on
B the old Leanin’ L. Ranch.
In tha home corrals was a

_srething mass of longhorns,
looking like a confused jungle of
bucking backs, tossing horns, with a

grey cloud of dust over all that made
man and heast cough,

For the last couple of davs this had
gone on from dawn fo sunsot,

“Migh” Jinks, sweating like a bull
himself, wiped drops from his fore-
head.

Away in the huge corral “Doc” Low
swung a steady rope, driving the
calves towards High, who was weilding
a branding-iron wt the small fire.

Boo-comp !

Down crashed a calf, expertly roped
gnd thrown: then followed a quick
twirl of a branding-iron, and Master
Calf went away mu@alinﬁ te find his
momma with a neat “L " branded on
his hind quarters. Then away Low
would tear on his knowing, little cow-
pony, plunge into the herd, cut
another unbranded calf out and drive
it, bucking and squealing, out of the
mob. A quick twirl of his lariat, and
crash would go the eall. i
rapid swirl of the rope and the amimal
was hog-tied and helpless, and in less
than two minutes was away egain look-
ing for his mother.

A speedy pony came galloping down,
chasing & fAecing calf—a big "un—that
was going to bo a fine bull one of these
days, It had blood in its eye, and the
caitlemen who were holding the gates
of the corral, and keeping taily, clearced
for their lives as it came charging
through. The ]ightawﬂighl:- on top of
the lithe, little pony did not look [it
for the jobh, as he lay down in the
enddie Jike a Bat-race jockey.

Another-

As the big bull calf charged down
towards the fire a rope swirled out;
tho bull calf checked as the loop caught
its forelegs, then head over heels it
tumbled. The rear legs were neaily
roped ; there was a sizzling zound, a
simell of burnt hair, and High Jinks
gave the bull calf o kick on tha rump
to urge it towards its lowing mother,

“A wvery neat li'l job for a
Britisher !¥ proclaimed Hiph, as Nipﬁ]j‘
Nolan, his rancher pal, tumbled off his
swoating pony and rushed for the hip
tub of water, jerked the dipper down,
and helped himselt to = long drnk.
“Thirsty, Ii'l ane?™

“Thirsty? Yer long slab o' do
nothin' ! panted the Cockney rider.
“No, I'm washin” me insida out wi'
thet so’z youn =han't ‘ave wver cup o
tea, Thirst? I wish I 'ad the samo
thirst in 'Igh Street, Oxton, where
they specialize in good drinks, instead

It was peace that High Jinks
wanted, but all he got was
high jinks !

—

[ e

o' this 'ere Colorado with itz wide,
open spaces where men are men, and
a man can raise a thirst, but not
guench it. Hey, 'old upl Who'd yer
think yer buttin' inlo?™

Ni just saved his pony from being
iErlmI:iPFuﬁ itz legs as Low brought
another ealf down to be epcrated on.

“I beg your pardon. I am deeply
gorry if I upset your equilibrium, my
dear colleague,” s=said the fat cow-
puncher, sweeping the Cockney o low
bow and removing his dusty aold Stet-
son from his tousled head. “I would
not upset you for the—-""

Smack went the contenis of the
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dipper across Low's face, removing in
one swoop the grey dust of tho corral

“Tike that, yer bumper an' borer |”
cried Nippy. “I can stand & lot o' im-
perence, but if yer starts gettin® sar-
castic with me—— Blue me, but yer
for it, an' no herrerl"

“Hoy, cut thet out! And you can
call it a day!” yelled Col. Lou Lut-
trell, from where he was sitting on the
corral fence figuring with a peneil in
hiz cattle book, “ Boys, yer'voe done
fne, an’ thet's th' tally! Broke all
reco’ds for th® Leanin® L. Scven hun-
dred an' eighty-five ocalves hranded
with th’ old Leanin’ L brand in two
days. Yer are a quarrclsome lob o’
punchers, but yer suro do git down to
business w'en yer means it. On'y three
of yor! I call thet goin’ some !

“Twe an’ o Britisher!” High
omended, as he accepted a cigarette of
Low's rolling. “Cain't railly count
thet os a man, bawss!"

“True—true, boyee,” drawled the
boss. “Two _men an’ a Britisherl
How's thet, Nippy "

The little Cockney hooked his leg
round the horn of the saddle, lit up,
and prinned at tho g boss.

“Taas old,” he replicd—"tooc old =
wheeze. s Britishers know you
respee’s us—'cos yer can't ‘elp it—we

id )

'old our own——
“And a bit ¢ somebody clse's when
ver kin pinch it!” the colonel laughed
back. “But, say, boys, yer have ell
put in a ra'al tough bit o' solid graft,
what wi® th* round-up, an’ brandin’ an’
all, What say weo saddles up to-morrer
mornin’ an® goes inter Merrivale an’
take a look at this yer circus show?
It's stoppin’ for another week.”
“Hooray! Thank yer, hoss] We're
onl” wyelled Low  cothusiastioally.
* High, git yer pants pressed ; have yer
Twoe Masxer Lisrarz.—No. 1,229
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nails manicoored; wash yer dial eo's
yer'll look almost human, and come
along I ;

High Jinks picked up the branding-
iron, examined if  contemplatively,
shook o leng lep, wiped his wiggly,
long beak on the back of hiz hand, and
shook his head.

“Me!1” ho drawled, Me! I'tmn not
aimin’' 2t secin’ no circus. I've heerd
all th’ orders I want durin’ this same
round up. Gonts, I yearn for rest. I
jest wanter put my heels up level with
my head, stay put for o hull entire
day, an' mnot hear any feller say:
']:ftgh, come an’ do some work!" I
read a piece in th' paper th' other day,
an' is said: ‘ Relax—stay put an' re-
lax! Btretch yer body; put yer mind
at rest.' "

“Crikey! Fancy stretehin' ihat
body ! grinned Nippy. “An’ lancy
him kiddin' he's got a mind! Whoops,
babv, that's the latest !

No amount of coaxing would move
High from his determination, and next
morning be lay in his bunk huxuriously
watching his pals carefully attire them-
gelves in their best for the excursion,
He brought out his accordion, and
drew doleful strains from the instru-
ment until at last Nippy, in seli-de-
fenee, turned on the worn old ranch
gromophone.

It wheezed out: “'When You E-;?‘;Eet
to the End of a P-p-p-pericet D-d-day
——- until High threw a boot at it and
broke the needle.

“1 only ‘ope you 'ave e perfect day
of peace, Long 'Un,” was Nippy's farc-
well, " Sleep well, an' wo may ‘ope to
gea that schoolgirl complexion im-
proved a bit. Don’t forgit to milk th
moo-moos. Kiss th’ fowls an’ 'ens good-
night, and wind up the clock, Ta-tal’

e bolted as the exasperated lengthw
cowhoy kicked off the blankets to
wreak vengeance on him, and swung
himself on his pony with '“f last “chi-
yike * of derision, He galioped down
nfter Low, who had halted near the
great, red-painted hogshead which did
duty as & rain barrel. This was the
especial property and care of Stinky's,
the cook, ond woe betide any
puncher who dared take a bucketful
of the precious soft water without first
asking his permission. Incidentally, it
aer'-'ci a3 a sort of rough gauge of the
rainfall, an important matter during
the drv season, :

“How iz she, Stinkg?” asked Low
interestedly.

“RFull to th' brim!” apnounced the
cook, as proudly as if he had becn re-
sponsible for the gemerous fall. " Gee,
but it must ha’ rained last night !®

“Yuh'd have said so if yubh' hEE'q out
in it !” replied Low, winking at Nippg.
“It soaked thru' slickers, Emundshﬂts.
an’ all, an’ once High walked acrost to
th' chuck wagon, an’ disappeared from
view up to his neck in a goplier hole,
Didn't ]i{lE. Nippy " .

“Yeah, First wash ‘'e's 'ad this
year I lied the Cockney. * Low, don't
ver think as the way Stinky ’as painted
that thero water-butt post orfice red, it
'as added to th' beauty o' th' land-
gcape T

“1 sure do, Nippy,” responded Low,
whilst the cook preened himseli with &
pleased  smirk. “Niece, con-spic’ous
colour. Dut then, our Stinky is an artist
—meore ways ‘o gne.”

" YVyss, 'a ‘as a hoye for colour. Look
at th’® cobbler "e's wearin’ now—red
shirt, skyblue ’kerchief, them ginger
pants wi' th' yaller patch in th' seat,
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gamboge shoes, dirty pink socks, an” aslapped him affectipnately on  the
purple nose, Oh, ’HPE B harl?fst hall ghoulder. “Do iastmu ge-r please.
right. D’yer know what I think ’e¢’s 5'long "
frot '1sself up like this for? 'E's goin’
to mect 'ia.r.funtie- Bteppy ag'indown 1in

Merrivale! Ain't cher, Montgomery %

“NWo, I'm not!” bellowed the in-
furinted cogk, “¥ou kin both buy yer
own blamed lunches now! I had a pie
for yer! Go to blazes!”

After a final glance round to see that
cverything was OK, on the ranch,
Colonel Lou popped his head into the
bunkhouse to toss the recumbent High
bali o dozen cignrs.

“ SBomethin® to smoke sence vuh ain't
comin’ wi' us,” he said, sorveying his
“top hand ¥ somewhat anxiously, “Sure
ver okay, High? Not feelin' bad or
gickenin’ for somethin’ ¥

“ Not a thing, thank’ee, boss. I'm jest

doin’ what 1h' book savs, ‘*Relax!
Mind an® body at rest?” Thet's me for
to-dav IV

“ Aw, thet's all right, then1” hreathed
the boss, with relief. “Weo'll be back
soon arter sundown. I turned out all
th' saddle hosses, 'ecopt ol Moscs. Ha's
th" an'y one thet oin't been workin', zo
if 50 be as yuh changes yer mind, use
him an’ jine us, Oh, by th’ way, Highl
If th" cattle bunches around th' house,
jest kind ' drive "em off, will yuh®®

“I will not, cunnel, de-fint'ly not!
I'm a-restin’. If they bunch, let 'em
bunch ! Chasin' cows 13 work. This is

my rest eure !¥

“%uh durned ol’ loafer ! The colonel

o PAE L P T

Greyiriars Heroes.

IFrom Dr. Locke to Trotler, the page,
everybody at Greyiriars worships some
here. THE GREYFRIARS RHYME.-
STER this weel reveals the hero of Dr.
Locke. (It i1sn't Dick Turpin.)

Mo, 1.—Dr. Locke.

The Leéro of the revéirend Head
Iz not @ warrior faonous;
Ie's not a elown
Of khigh renowa,
Or such-like igneramus;
e ia o dramatist, inslfead—
And Sophoeles hiz name i

Long years ago in mighty Gréece
Thiz author lived contented;
Heé wrote five acare
Of ploys—or morg—
Defore he was prevented;
Yot sl the doctor doeen’t reass
To pratse the lote laménted.

They Leld a contest of the bards
Cue day, in Athens city;
And made ¢ fuss
Of Eschulus,
Who wrote a pretty ditty;
But Sophocles romped home by yardas
And beal him—more's the pity!

Though Sophocles can still entice
The aludent and the swoller,
The Sixth can’t bear
This poel frir,
And all vote fim o rolier;
“No Sophoeler at any price,”
Iz gerald Loder's * motier

But with aueh sentiments az thise
The Heod wonld swifily quarrel;
For kim, no man
Sinece time began,
Had half the poect's moral;
We'll therefore praize old Sophocles
And erown hiz brow with lourel,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Quiet Vocalion !

IGH JINKS heard the boys clat-
H tering away from the ranch-
yard with n sigh of content, It
seemed gquiet after they had
gone, uncannily gquiet, almost, but for
the lowing of the herd in the corrals
nnd paddocks. He lit one of the boss’
cigars, and lay on his back contentedly
puffing smoke up towards the ceiling,
pnd wakching the sunlight crecp more
and more through the eastern windows
of the bunkhousze. It was funny how
wide awake he felt when he had alf the
apportunity in the world to slecp, He
tried the mind cure.

“It's great to lie hrar enoozin', 1'll
tell th' cockeved world; to ree-lax, an’
do nothin'—jest REST !

Two minutes later he leapt frown the
bunk, pulled on his pants, and woent off
to the cook’s shanty in search of grub.
Of course, Stinky had got everything
locked up, except zome tinned stuff—he
was that careful an' tidy. Iligh made
o breakfast of sorta aoff bully beef, some
peaches, and the remains of the previous
day's biscuits. Then he went and est
on the bunkhouse steps and smoked.

How quiot it was—sorter dead, some-
how! He gazed down at the creek.
Nothing there but a line of thin willows.
Across the fats the sage-grown hills
rolled endlessly fo the high ranges. It
waz all drenched in brilliant sunshine,
and was a magnificent view; but High
Jén}::z knew it from A to %, and was sick
of it.

“Guess I'll saddle vup thet ol' screw
an’' toke a mec-ander along th' creeck 1”
he muttered. “I didn't aim fo work:
but ridin' ol' Mosecs is sure a rest cura [

When he entered the stall the old blue
roan, sixteen hands high, very high-
spirited, its ribs sticking out like slats,
laid back its cars, gave a vicipus gide-
wars “cow-kick " at him, and tried to
hite a ]piec-: out of his shoulder. High
promaptly gave him a tap on the nose to
show who was master, threw the blanket
across the bony ridge of his back, and
put the heavy Mexiean saddle on top,
drawing the cinches tight whilst Moses
grunted protest.

“Yuh dorned ol' covole bhait, I'm
goin' to maeke vuh amble if T have to kill
yer to git 1t out'n yer., I b'leeve th'
bawss on'y keeps yer as a cur'os'ty—yuh
oughter ba in a muscum. Cm up.
gran’pa "

IHe mounted the dejected-looking steed
out in the ranch-yvard, easting a sheepish
glance around to see that no one was
watching him straddle such a disgrace
to the name of hoss

Next second he left the saddla by &
good foot, came down in time to meet
elaven hundred pounds of horseflesh
goimg up, as old Boses scemed to break
in the middle of the spine and then join
up again. High Jinks, crack rider at
many a rodeo, stuck i1t for a matter of
fiftean seconds, and then left the saddle
in & graceful eurve—to hit the gropnd
with the back of his head and see one of
the finest colleciion of purple stars out-
side o firework show.

Disdaining hiz mount, be had been all
unprepared for such an exhibition of
vicious, scientific bucking. 1t was as if
rfi old man of ninety had suddenly
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drawn off and hit him a haymaker. At
first he thought he was dead, and then
he. coneluded that a properly dead man
could not [eecl s0 sore in ao many places
at once.

0ld Mozes, still giving s wonderiul
good imitation of » real bucking
broncho, was cat-jumping and squealing
all round the corral, like a three-year-
old, When he finally stopped, exhausted
and trembling, High approached him
warily. But Moses “stoecd docilely
enough as he uncinched the saddle and
stripped off the blanket.

Heo rubbed his hund cesutiously along
its inner surface, where 1t had met the
aged ribbed spine. As he expected, he
ful:ll;ld a star-shaped sand-burr, hard and

] L]

e h' cusses! Th' ornery, El]ﬂ.‘jfll!. fut-
headed runts! I might ha’ broke my
neck! TLook hyar, yuh Moses, yuh
know durned well yer c'ud never have
throwed me if I'd been expectin’ any-
thin'! Try a:ai1 more o yer capers an’
I'll bust yer thick skull 1p wi' a ecow-
oke! Beevave! This

oliday 1™ .

It was hot, and it grew hotter as the
aged steed ambled nimlessly along by
the creek. By the time they returned
to the ranch-yard High's face had lost
its expression of peace, and he realised
that it was only ten o'clock, and thut
insida twe hours he would keenly relizh
& real, honest to goodness hot dinner.
But he hated cooking, and he hated
still werse having to wash-up ond—

“Dy jinks—th’ Widder Crowe! BShe's
homely as th’ side of a house, but by
golly she kin cock! A man's gotta bo
mighty keerful o' widders; but—yoep, 1
guess I'll chanet it !*

He shaved, dupg out his best store
clothes from his war-bag, donned a
new pair of tight, high-heeled riding-
boots, tied a lightning blue =ilk "kerchick
round his long neck, pave an approving
glance in the cracked shaving mirror,
and set out for the seven-mile ride across
the flats, to where the Widow Crowe
held & small farm.

It was close on noon when they had

ver'e o
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A triumphani bellow from the bull seemed to lend High

jogged the soven miiles, and the thought
of a good hot beef stew, with maybe
apple-pie to follow, and a nice nap in
the hammock after—

But as he turned the seatiered sheds
and sighted the house, he gave a sigh of
dismay. Seated on the porch, hiz long
frame stretched at ense on two chairs,
wag High's pet abomination, Joe Leory
—ar “Leery Joe™ as he wae known 1o
thoe boys; a gangling lout, who owned
anather ranch on the othor side of tho
ridge, who was more than suspeeted of
cattlo rustling and running an illicit
whisky still. ITe was a erafty bully, and
ITigh hated him Lhike he hated o skunk.
The fellow grinned hatefully as he saw
the tall rider, and neted that he was not
wearing his six-guns, as ho was making
a gocial eall on a ludy.

High would havo turncd his aged
cayuse and ridden away, but Moses was
about done, and also a most alluring
smell of fried chicken came from the
shack ; and wha was Leery Joo that he
should chase off—

“Whyw, for th' land's sakes, if 1t nin't
Mister Jinka ! trilled Mrs. Crowe, as she
waddled out, wiping floury hands on her
apron. “1 dee-clar’, I'm gettin' quite
goy | For nigh on o month not s soul
ain't been near me, an’ now—iwo gents
at th’ samoe time! I'm ra'al flattered.
Stable yer hoss an’ sot hyvar in th' shade
along o' Mister Leery. I'm jest makin' o
pumpkin pie to foller th’ fried chicken,
an' thar's oyster stoo, cranberry pic, an'
somo nice light biscuits wi' mclon jam.
Jest yuh two gents entertain cach other
whilst I fimishes cookin’—shan’t bo
more'n twenty minnits, Set down, Mister
Jinks: wyuh two aro friends, I know,
nt' 'l have o lot to sey to each other.
Excuse me. My word, this is grand—
two gonts—tee-hee!”

Too late High remembered that, be-
sides having tho reputation of being the
best cook in the district, tho lady was
also known as having the longest

Jinks wings, for he suddenly leapt high into the air, io land
feet-first in the great red water-butt.

tongue, Iut  oyster  stew,
cranberry, chicken fry, mclon
f'u.m Fivo minutes lator
wr wus draping his long form
apuinst a post, and trying not
to seo Lecry's leor.

* Miss {"rowe iz a ra'al fing
lady, hoy, High? Guess sho
must come from lowa, Yuh from lowa,
Eligh 1" hoe snuffled.

ﬁigh hated a man who tolked through
his noso.

“Texas!” responded that ornamept to
the One-Star State briefly,

“Huh, 'Lexas! snilfed the other.
“Know whar all th' purty gels comes
from, High?" -

“Yoph-=Texas ! suaried High, Gdget
ing his lingers.

“Nope. Iowa, purty gals an' ra'asl
honest (o goodness HE.men. Speshully
wrastlers.,  Frank Gotch, champion o
th® Stutes, camo from Iowa. Arter him
—me! I wuz champion o' Iowa—an' I
guess I'm champion o' thizs State, too!™

“Yer a fibber—]1 am!" responded
High briefly, peceling off his coal.
i Eﬂmun :II.I

He ought to have koown better than
to take up a challengo of that sort
Leery evidently was a good wrestler or
ho would never have dared say what he
did. DBut High was boiling. He for-
got all about the bruises his tumble had
given him, forgot tho heat of the day,
and the fact that he was calling on o
lndy. Leery had cast a slur on the fair
name of his home State, had brogged,
and would have to make good his brag
—wrestlin® was on'y a kid's game, any-
way. Now, with a six-gun—o

In five minutes he realised that weost-
ling, as Leery understood it, could be &
very painful kid's game. Then as the
man from Iowa reached for a neck-lock
which would have finished the proceod-
ings, his Gst came into contact with o
perfectly good Texas eye. :

In a flash the harmless wrestling bout
had changed te o ding-dong, toe-to-too
shigging match with the raw 'uns,

The Lwo wera only brought to a senso
of things by o scarcd squawk from Mrs,
Crowe, who had come to announco
dinner. y . .

In o flash ITigh fell into a clinch.

Tue Migser Lisnary.—No, 1,225,
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“We're jest wrastlin', yer blamed
mfi__j’ he whispered to Leery.
up

To give him his due Lecry did, and

they danced around cach other like fl

clockwork figures.
”M;f—hut what air yuh two boys &-

doin' of! squeaked the lady.
“Fightin' 1"
“Jest wrastlin'—jest fun!” panted

High, mopping & streaming nose with
his lightning bluc 'kerchief, and peer-
ing at the widow through an cye that
was rapidly closing. "We shan't be
t'roe minnits, Mis' Crowe”

At the horse-trough laier, as they
washed away the worst signs of the
damages, Leery panted and gurgled:

“Say, High, yuh know what Mis'
Crowé thought we was fightin' over?”

“Nope?”

“Z2he thought—haw,
fightin’ over HER I®

“Gee-whillikins—I never thought o'
thet!” gasped High. “I wuz on'y
thinkin® what a nice guict va-cation I'm
havin' ¥ ,

That meal was s purgatory, despite
tho fact that High was starving hungry,
fﬂ-r tho !ad‘i' yapped ‘and ogled, whiist

Leery lecred and sneered.

As soon as be had swu.lluﬁcd the Tast
mouthful High gqrgled # lame excuse,
wrung his hostess’ moist hand, and fed.

hawl—we wusz

Once his stifiness had worn off, High
headed for home, oncouraged old
Mozes to o fairly brisk ecanter, and

looknd forward to a nice long snooze on
his bunk in the cool bunkhouse. Then
euddenly the old horse shied as a slim
form streaked out from under a bunch
of greasewoud, and again High was
nearly thrown.

High thought it was coyote, and un-
slinging hiz rope twisted Moses in pur-
suit. There was a-ten-dollar bount
coyotes.. As he reached the spot w em
the animal lurked, his rope swinging in
wide cireles, the most * overpowering
stench met his nostrils, and High felt
something wet hit his band, narrowly
missirig: his face. The same overpower-
ing perfume came hot and strong from
his own person.

“Hully gee-raniums—a skunk!” he
spluttered, and driving Moses for the
creek he hastily threw himself off into
the water.

I Plﬂ-ﬁf !
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There was nothing else for it. To got
the stench of a skunk out of clothing
was no essy job. Strippiog himself to the
buff High waiched his best store suit go
oating down-stream.

For half an hour he scrubbed himseli
with sand and grass, then returned to
where the aged hoss was nibbling the
grass. A hLasty sniffing inspection proved
that the saddle, trappings, and the steed
itsell had escaped nnntmmnatmn Wrap-

. ping & spare blanket around him High

mounted, and rode on under a broiling
B,

Then Moses went dead lame. It would
have been sheer ecruelty to ride the old
beast farther, and, taking off the heavy
saddle and blanket, High turned him

loose and started to trudge the rest of

the two miles to the ranch on foot. He
draped the old Indian blahket over hia
shoulders to keep off the worst of the
sun’s rays, and limped painfully home-
wards.

Entering the home paddocks, he
climbed the corral fence, and was walk-
ing painfully meross, when he heard a
frantic bellowing, :.md from the tail of
his cye szaw sum&f.hmg approaching at

'axpresa speed. A gigantic Broma bull,

one of a herd which had been bnug'ht

specially for gteer riding or “bull-doz
] lI'.I.E 1

rough
was

at rodecs, a fierce, rdngy,
beast with - wide-spreading urns,
making towards him,

Most Western eattle will attack a man
on " foot, and High realised that his
brlghﬂy stripad red Indian hlanket had
got the big brutels temper wp,. He
dropped it and the saddle like a hot -
coal, and sprinted for the ranch-yard.
Echind him the Bnmn tnsaﬁd saddla
and blanket high in the air, and thun-
dered after him.

To hiz relief High saw that some of
the bars of the fence were down, and he
raced for the opening. PBut the break
alzo would allow the Brama through,
and e was makmg two yards ta fhe
long puncher’s eme. Desperately High
cast a wild eye around for a place. of
safety. - Pebbles from behind him cut
into !;is naked baclk, and he could sce a
dark shadow. with onormous horns on
the -ground before him.

He skimmed around the end of  the
Imui.a with only a bare six inghes to
sparc, then s triumphant bellow lent

_wings . to his feet, and he leapt high

L

into the air—to land fect-first in the
great red raimwater butt,

Later the boys of the Leanin’ L -rode
homewards, singing at the _tops of their
voices, after & joyous day in Merrivale,

Colonel Lou let out & velp as he saw
a surging mass of longhorns stamping
around the porch.

“Look at thet!" ho yelled.. “1 told
thet long, lazy ]-::afer to keep ‘em away
from th’ house, an' th’ blamed fence is-.
broke an’ all th' Bramas loose, whilst
he's lym SOOI N=——""

“They'll plumb ruin th.et thar water-
butt. Thet bull’s chargin® it for all he's
wuth " shricked Btinky. “Drive "em off,
hﬂj"ﬁE‘E [ LLd

Whooping, with lariats whirling, six-
guns popping, the boys scattered the
herd ‘and drove them off. Suddenly,
before their astonished eyes, a human
head peeped over the rim of the butk
with wildly stating eves, followed by
lank shoulders. Then a long, skinny
leg crooked over, and all that was left
of High Jinks fell on.to the gravel.

For a long moment thﬂj gazed 1n
wonderment, then one and all rocked in
their saddles whooping with laughtar,
whilst High blinked at them through
one ‘eye, tha other being purpls, bl
and shut, He stood for & moment i.'i:-
ering, half frozen, then fairly turned
tail and bolted for the bunkhouse, 10
cover himself with the blankets snd
WArm up.

“Boys, there's & blamed skunk gof in

hyar some ways!"” sniffed Low. “I_’l;.au'
amell it 1"

B 'uﬂmes from Lady Godiva's
bunk,” ggested Nlp[}}* Il ‘m:u.t
off, after 'o’s ‘ad 'is bath. Let's ‘ave
some moosic to celebrate——"

He wound up the gramnphﬂna; ﬁﬁd
the strains .of “When You G- g
the End of a P-p-perfect D-d-d- ﬂ.,}-“-"*"-
wheezed ' out.

Thera was a loud yell of fury from
the bunk, then the half-naked form Gi
High J inks leapt, out. High seized”
nll;l Lrysty 45 from its hook, six th
rang out, and the gramﬂphnnn lay in &
‘thousand picees on the foor.
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come to Greyfriars and X-ray

to thank him for the tuck he
in E._M last hamper.
to know exactly what
contained,

the

X-RAY BPECIALIST WANTED!

If thizs advertisement cateches the eve
of an X.ray specialist, will he pleaso

George Bunter for me. I am about to
write t0 my Uncle Claude, and I want

I fecl that I ought

DICK RUSSELL {Remove Form.}

Willtam

gent me

hamper
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IF YOU WANT MONEY :

come to Courtfield and interview ISAAC ]
TWISTUM, Offico hours, 9—6.

! I. TWISTUM (Moneylender.)

IF YOU WANT TROUBLE [

go to Courtlicld and interview ISAAC
TWISTUM. Office hours, 9—56. \

H. QUELCH (Form master.)

A CHAT WITH—
HORACE JAMES

—YOUR

Now that Wharton and the Ewmu_
cheeky yung sweeps who run this
rag are away on holiday, the Edditer
hss given me the job of produsing
the * Greyfriars Herald," and about
time to I always say that the jobb
ehould have been given to & Vth
Form man in the lst place it was
abbsolutely potty to lett a Remoove
kid barg in and stick himeelf forward
At the expense of his ellders and
betters but that's always the way
with the EBemove they've oottt no
senee of desensy at all the littul
rufyuns.

Butt now that the Edditer has
been braught to his senses at last
snd give me the jobb of Edditing
this paper you can hett your bottom
§ that the cirkulation of the
** Greyiriarsa Herald " will go upp by

leeps and bownda and leeps and

hownds and leeps
O  erikey I've
written that twice
over but it duzn't
matter and that

COKER
mumﬂ.ow the litterary con-
tenta of the paper

will be improoved out of all
knolidge.

It stends to reason that litterary
work can nevver be underiaken
by a kid whe does not know the
lat thing abowt writing or can’t
even gpel properly, and as for
msuﬁﬁﬂﬂau why the Remoove

ids know no more abowt punktu-
ation than I do I mean than the
man in the Moon and they can’t

JOBS FOR JUNIORS

I want a few of you fags to go to
Friardule, Courtficld, Pegg, Lan.
tham, and the surrounding dis-
tricta to field the balle a= I hit thom.
Blundell is playing me in & Form
match next Tuesday,

Horace CoEER.

LAUGH b@ﬂ CROW FAT.

even 3 punltuate there sentenses
properly you can bet that s Re-
moove man wouldn't have known
that he muat put a semi-kolon
where I put it a few words ago
next to the word even.

30 deer reeder you may reat
ashured that for once in a way you
are going to feest vore eyea on o
reely d No. of the * Greyfriars
Herald " dash it all T made a blot
but that’s all right they won't be
abul to print a blot it'a the fault of
this rotten pen of Fotter's of
Potter’'s rotton pen.

CGoodby for the pressent deer
reeder ns I'm not going to take upp
all the paper with thim Eddiit
Edit Edditorial but I will lett you
indulg in the riping kontributiona
n the other kollums.

Hopace James CokER
(Vth Form)

(Nore., — We lave prinded
Coler's efforts just as we received
them, It's nol owy work to correct
the copy sent to ug from Greyfrinrs.
I faney Coker thinks it is—
Editor, THE MACYET.)

BESIDE THE SEASIDE

(It was too much fo hope tha! Coker would lot this
taste go through without one of his celebrated poeris—

bother him.—~ED. Magnet)

Bhe sighed, beside the scaside,
Beside the seaside, she sighed »
* Bay, what a lovely day—eh 1
A lovely day, eh I Wu.u,. ¥

“It's a nailer ! " said a sailor;
mﬁn the egailor: **It's & nailer|
v

“ Qut,"” eaid he with a shout,

He szid with 4 shout : ' Bale her out ! ™
“ Bale her oot ' she heard the sailor shout.
ot into the boat and heard the sailor shout :

Eha

“ Sail ber out.”

The waves roam in foaming in the gleaming,
Hn. the gloaming, foaming, is wheve the waves roarm

0.

Readily she saila the boat quite steadily,
Quite eteadily she sails the boat readily.

got & boat, let’s jolly well go and sail her;
And, if she sinks, you can bale her—

‘The seaside) :

POEM

Iftoyoulo

Got, got,
The sailor

In a canoo.

You for this boat, sailor-man ! Yo-ho

She heard the feller holler ;
“he heard the feller tell her.
* Nothing, fair lady, at all,
At all, all, all, all, all | 2
“ I must pay my way to.day,” she say.
She gay : " To.day I pay my way.
Do not turn MGE. boko up
or tup— :
‘** Pence halipenny, 'cosit’s all I've got—

Beside the seaside she sighed
{Where sho sighed was beside
“* Ho, ho! how much do I oweo

Lo

Every bit of 1t ia all I've got,
__m..__.u ,_..”n._u_ﬂ.u m_n_.w:__...”
idn't care a job.

He tool the 23d. right away ;
24d. he mnde her
To anil the ccean

bia
lue, the ocean blue,

—

EAVVY,

SITUATIONS VACANT.
WANTED URGENTLY. A simple, unsuspicious
gay who has plenty of dollars and not too much

Apply at any time to FISHER T. FISH, Esq.

Btudy No. 14.

GOSLING—TAKE

NOTICE !

You will probably be required to attend & flogging
in Big Hall, on Thuraday afternoon, eo don’t make
any other arrangemonts.
to the school on Thurgday morning wnless I pay him

what I owe him.
HARQLD SKINNER.

Joey Banks is coming up
What hopes|

Oh, my dear

THE BOOLOOWOOLOO
ISLANDS AGAIN.

friends, the poor cannibalg in ihe
Booloowooloo Islands are crying piteously for food,
ond missionaries are wanted earnestly.
volunteer to gacrifice himself in this noble ecause §
Write to ALONZO TODD, Study No. 7.

Wha will

WHAT COKER WANTS

A WARNING TO FAGS

(Epironr's NoTeB.—Sonel ody
had cvidently *goi at" this
document before it reached our
affice, for o number of € #%'s
words were seralfched out and offer
waords inserted. We Resitale do
say that the writing of these pther
worde looks like that of s
Penfold, because we are mof
sure. it may possibly be Cocer's
—aiud, in that case, of coirse,
te sl print o fust ae roecved.
Here gocs, anyway.)

Look here, you faggs, I'm not
going to stand apy more roi, and
ga 1 tell you plain, You've olly
wall got to wake up to the fact hat
I'm the biggest lout and crmsest
duffer st Groyfriars, and the 20 nes
vou do so the better. _

I only ask for my proper treat.
ment m,m. % M.._m.ﬂmc,..?_maw_.umm g~
wump, Every timme a meatpne
out of nnaum.u.w deaire ﬂmmﬁ. the ‘agg
shall kick me as hard as poss ble.

And when I gpeak fo you, don't
dare walk away, but just stop
politely and fill my silly mouth
up with grass,

1 sm ackustomed to have my
claims passed over, but it's got to
stop. abbzolutely insist that
even the Gth form prefects ghall
bang me up cgeinst a {ree when
they ses me, because, if I had my
rights, T should be in some sort of
home.

Don't forget to call mes & burbling
frealt or & hemmer-headed jabber-
wolk next time you see me, becauso
my position in the school entitles
me toit. I1fthe Head had any idea
of o fellow’s kapability, he would
immediately fling me out on my
neck and throw mud at me, As
it is, however, I have to be
satislied with being the howlingest,
shrickingest duffer at Greyiniars.

Well, I've warnecd you! Ilon't
forget it !

When Coker invited Greeney
and me to a picnic in the
country with him, we {fell
on his neck,. We had been
on short rations in the study,
waiting for Aunt Judy to turn
up trumps again, and when
at last her hamper come, Coker
decided Hmwwﬁ sway to hold a
picnic, there was no
ericiket that aftermoon,
Greeney end I eaid:

“* Hear, hear ! Attabow, Coker!™

There was only one fly in the ointment. Coker
proposed to take us on his moter-bike to the
picnic Hanm.

Coker’'s motor-bike ia hetter known than
regpected. Originally it was a solo machine, but
guite Iately Colier purchased a side-car, which he
could fasten on 1o the bike and take the three
of us together, 1'm bound to say that we were
relieved by the side-car. It's not so jolly easy
to have accidents with a combination machine
ag when one is riding solo.

We therefors fixed it up that Greeney and the
hamper should gro in the aide.car, and I would ride
ww_:aﬂ Lehind Coker. I have a nerve of sleel, 80

didn't mind much.

We tool the hamper down and fixed it in the
gide-car, then we wheeled the side-cor out into
the lana beside the bike, and Coker fixed it on.
At least, he fixed it on as you would expect
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the eliffa
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THE FIFTH

voung cuba like

Promoted _u% Coker

oot

be

stealing
grubb  shall be
kicked down

thrown over.

Vernon-Smith will
AL D
oy fage foun
cheelking a Vth

FIFTH FORM BANQUET
Horace the Host—Perhaps

To whom it may consern :

Take notise all of you Vih form men that
I heave now recieved s whaeking prato
hamper from my Aunt Judy, and 1 pro-

pose to hold & bankwet in my study at

30 s, to-morre afterncon. ' All Vih

to
and

from

= =
GREENE GETS LEFT

Sad End to Coker’s Outing

>otise 18 herebye givon oire mew
Sosiety asboult to be formed im the
Vih form. All Vih formm mn ean
become members by giving then namoes
either to the I'ressident or Se retary,

The partiltulara of the Sosiel: are as
follows. It is to bo ecalled:

TS SOIIETY FOR SQUAHHING
CHEERY FAQGGS,
FPressident : Horace James (aker.
Secretary : Horace James Coker.

_H,Em mommmwm ??ﬂﬂmnmn:wm?,._%nma
of keeping the faggs in their places,
and ragginog them bald-headed 14 Yoy
show any disrespect to there¢. Jers
and bettere, The Sosicty is runm upon
the lines of the Spanieh Inkwig ti- n,

Tha rules are :

1. Mombere ghall mect a3 offen as
neccesary to deal with chocky g ad
Removeilcs,

2, The Hendkwariers of ihe Sosicty
shall be in Coker's study.

3. Thoe Ohishul Torture Chamber
of the Sosicty shall be in the K:ypt.

4, Tho Presaident shall have -power
to kick out any lout whoe docaw’t
behave himseli. ki

5, CGrukb-raiding or hamper.anateh-
ing is8 e‘rictly barred, and sny fspg

from man will be slung in the fountain,

7. Lord Mauleverer must have his
noge pulled twice a day.

8, Any momber of the Sosiety sholl
be alloud to borro the Pressident’s
book on * Famous Tortures of the
Spanish Inkwisition,” in order to put
fagzs throngh it in the torture chamber,

form men are welkome, but no fages,

prefects or vermin need ¢orme,

Ilorace James COEER.

(Note by Feter Todd.)
To whom it may concern i

Talke notice ail you Fifth Form men that
William Coorpe Bunter (Hemove) was gecn

(N.B.—Not through the book, of

Coursa.)

9. Any fapr canght booby-trapping

shall ke toarred snd festhered.

10. Lastly, it iz the aim of this
Soslety to make a fagg's lile so un-
bearable that he'll
himself whether he wants 1o or not.

In witness whereof, the FPressident

have to behave

this evening sncaking out of Coker's study
looking fatter, shinier, and jammier thaen
ever, This means, 1 tale it, that there s
just a possibility that the ** bankwet"
may nol be a success,

Perer TonD,

GIVE YOUR FRIEND SOCKS

has get his hand and scal, and & cheeky
voung villain named Brown of the
Eemove shall be dealt with fivst for
drawing o donkey's head on this
papey.

Signed &
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for a birthday present. The best quslity

and the chenpest prices.
HE WON'T GET SHIRTY

with our shirts—silk, cotton, woven, and

sports shirts to order.

HAVE THIE GLOVES O WITH HIM
—our gloved are ag comfortable as they

are handzomo, and yon will not
RAG HIM

by piving him onr handkerehiefs and

neektica !

THE FRIARDALE HOSIERY STORES,

WEEPING AND WAILING

Coker to fixit on, Je fixed something—goodness
only knows whet, Infact, hefixed alot of thinge,
There waa only one thing he didn't fix, and that
was the side.car,

Greens climbad

in, I gat en the pillion, and

FCoker clambored into the driving seat.

** All right 1" he yelled.
" Ready, 2y, ready !’ we chirruped.
He Licked the geli-starter.

Deyond an explosion which shattered every
window for eix miles round, nothing happened.
Coker began fiddling with the engine. Naturally,

while he was doing this, he left the throtile open—
wide open., Whon he had finished fiddling, he
once again kicked the self-atarter.

With a deafoning report, we ghot away like a
rocket-car towards Friardale, Telegraph polea
whizzed by like a fance. Dust clothed ue as with
o garment. A series of stunning, nerve-shattering
bangs cameé from the exhanst,

Coler turned round and grinned.

* Fine—what 1 ' he sead.

Motor-cars and cbarabanea were etrewn all
over the read in their efforts to aveoid Coker.
I looked at Qreene hopelessly. At least, I logked
at the place where Greene shoubd bhave been.
And then I made the interesting discovery that
wo hadn’'t got a side-car. Greeno been
left standing—or, rather, sitting—at Greyiriam.
A..Ha had simply shot away from him end left him
there,

Coker had fixed the side-car !

I tried to call Coler’s attention to the fact, but
you wuight just as well have tricd tv speak to &
stone idel. I waa clinging to his back for dear
life, and any words I apoke were drowned by ihe
rear of the exhauat,
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Tn the Fifth Form study that evening, there
was great jubilation, nnd there was alzo weeping
and wailing and gnashing of teeth.

No, you are wrong. It wasn't (Greene who woa
doing the teeth-gnashing, 1o was danecing
round the atudy with a smile on Lis map, I waa
doing the weeping.

You ece, Coker and me hed ran ioto 8 Jorry |



